Kenniboy's Dream,

The Grizzly Bear sat on a tree,
And piped his tuneful lay,

“The while the buzzing Bumbie Bee
Played tennis with the Jay.

The Zebra, sittin lx the pump,
Was talking wif e Moose,

While twenty Kangaroos,
Played bullfrog with the

The Pollywog climbed ap the vine
That grew upon the house ;

Ana sli down a piece of twine
‘Was one brown listle Mouse,

The Fox tossed up a big baseball :
The Lion at the bat

Just whacked it o'er the red-brick wall,
And struck the Pussy Cat.

At this $he Rats and Dogs did grin ;
The Kittens in the sco

Began to cry, and 'mid the din
Bmall Kenniboy waked uap.
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CHAPTER II.
I WILL LIVE TO CURSE YOU."

Those bitter words, that long had been
formenting in Mrs. Lennard's breast, hav-
fing once passed her lips, vhey often passed
ébhem. If anyone of her num: cous whims
was objected to by Dr. Lennar, she never
dailed to remind him thas she wag wealthy
@hough to pleage herself, and ploage hergelf
she did.

In the firss glow and warmth of his love,
€he young doosor had never o.oce given a
€hought %o the riches his wife had
brought him. His private i come was
ample enough for them bot, and her
money had never been touched by him ; if
@4 had her taunts wounld protably have
driven him wild. One morning they went
wery near driviog him wild as is was,

An acquaintance, more or less close, had

rung up bstween the Leighs and them,

Yo Leigh, a broken-down man of the
world, living on a very scanty annuity,
epade sparer still by having to gapply
fuxuries for himselt as well ag neoepsities
#or his ohild, had come to Fenmore %0 be
ant of the way. He had played the game
of life in oities, and lost. He oame #0 end
&is days quietly in this lonely spot where
what he had been was unknown, and what
e was passed unnotioed.

His daughter, Lesty, a motherless girl,
had a foll share of the faults ususl to one,
#nd rather more than a full share of the
Hweetness. She was young and wild and
@hy, and lovable withal, and therein lay her
blemish in Mrs. Lennard's eyes. She saw
€has her husband, who had grown cold and

ave to her, could unbend to Letty, smil-
gg kindly at ber quaint speeches, and odd
ways of the child-woman. To her he wag
always gentle and forbearing; he never
frowned on her, he never chilled her by a
Qvert eneer, and all this the jealons woman
#anoied he did to herself. Her own brilliant
blonde beauty wes fading rapidly, while
day by day, and week by week, the soft
#lush fired and deepered on Letty’s round
-cheek, and the clear, steady lighs in her
gtay eyes brightened.

For months now Dr.
this way ; never unkind, always oold ; he
did not upbraid, bus he could not oaress
§he woman who had dashed his cup with
Hitters. He did not love her ; she herself
had killed his love; but he oould never
forget the unleavaned joy of the firat fow
weeks of his married life when he had loved
her wholly, intensely, with she gathered-
up sirength of his manhood. He never
ceased to remember often with a sigh, the
radiant vision of girlish loveliness thas had
passed through the dim stone hall by his
side that fair Jane morning on which he
tad brought home his bride.

Everyone bus his wife was saying how
ill the doctor looked ; everyone pited him,
and wae congiderate $o him.

Pauline’s jealous nature, ever oraving $o
Be first, had sickened over his neighborly
astentions $o Lotty Leigh for day and days,
end this morning the sorrent burss.

The breakfast hour had passed in sullen
gilence on Pauline's part, and quiet indif-
ference on the dootor's. He had got used
§0 these domestic storms, and plainly saw
that one was gathering. Breakfast over,
he rose to go out, feeling thankful that
$his one had only threatened, and as he
reached the door a clear voioe, that both
husband and wife recognizad as Letty's,
broke into a langh in the hall.

A moment later, and Letty Leigh, still
&miling, stood in the door-way, with a
werry ** Good-morning.” The dooctor, after
returning her greeting, and placing a chair
for her, and preceeded to gelect a volume,
while he asked what had been amusing her

40.

*“ I have just been walking on the shore,”
#he replied, *“and before I knew, a gust of
wind oame by, and my poor hat went
danoing over the waves.”

‘ You should be more oareful of your
hat, Miss Letty, on 80 windy a morning,”
#aid the dootor, smilingly.

“ I know, but I wasn's thinking of it just
then,” eaid Letty, * and Icouldn’s bus laugh
when I saw it iobbing about like a wild
thing. But the tide was coming strongly,
#and I got my poor old hat again, and
$hat is whas breughé me here at this hour.
I have let$ it in the kitchen %o get dried.”

“ Miss Leigh oannot have breakfasted

et, Pauline,’” gaid the dootor, glancing at
ill wife, but she did not heed him,

His pale face flushed at her want of
coursesy, and Lefty's countenanco was a
moast embarrassed orimson as she rose to
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Lennard had gone

go“ Thank you, Dr. Lennard,” eaid she,
41 dare not stay. My papa will wan$ me
§0 get his breakfast ready and my hat
must be fit to put on now, for it was drying
while I talked o Judith.”

The girl paused, out of breath, her long
Bpeech not serving to lessen her confusion,
the dootor’s keen eye had glanced from her
face to his wife more than once as she
mada it,

“You must not pus on & damp hat,
Miss Letty,” said the dootor, * or we shall
have you taking cold, and then what wounld

apa say ? Better he should wait for his
reakfast.”

¢ Bpeak the truth at onoe,” brokein Mra,
Lennard, huskily, her blue eyes flaming.
“Bsy what you would eay,it any huré
oame to your darling.”

With his hand on the door of the book.
onse, the dootor stood and looked at her in
amazomens ; and then, as the full meaning
of her passionate words and angry looks
dawned upon him, he turned and looked at
Letty. Her clear gray eyes, widely opened,
were fixedly wonderingly on his wife's ;
but there was no flushivg color in her fresh

cheek, no tremble of the firm mouth. Bhe
had not understood Mrs. Lennard.

“ I thiok, Pauline, you forges yourself
sirangely,” ho said. ** You must be dream.
ing %o use such words.”

“I am not dreaming,” she replied. * I
onoce dreamed, se you know; * but shat
time is past, and osn never return ; mark
that, Paul Lennard—it can never return.

8m npeither dreaming nor blind
now, and I see more than either of you
fanoy.”

‘ Whatever you are,” said he—* what.
éver you ses, I hope you have enough
gentlewoman lefs in you to refrain from
such talk in the presence of a vigitor, and
that visitor a young girl.”

Never had 'his wife ssen him 8o roased
before. It confirmed her jealous suspicions,
and the balefal light in her eyes flashed up
stronger every instant.

“I know how you oherish the young girl
—Yyou need nos tell me,” she oried. I
Wes a8 young as she was when yon
married me for my money ; and now you
tell me to bear my wrongs in silence,
beoause she shameless creature who is
luring my husband away from me happens
%0 be young "

Bhe laughed a ri
and poor Letty, still
fascioated, shivered.

‘ You are planning to marry her for love,

Suppoee, when yon have buried me
quietly,” she coatinued ; * but I will live to
oarse you yet—I will live 40 curss you ! ’

Bhe rose up in a tempest of passion,
her eyes gleaming, her cheeks burning.
A beautifal fiend ste looked. With a sharp
ory, Letty turned from the room and from
the house, flying with swifs feet down the
road and over the sands to her home, never
stopping to get her hat, bu off just as she
was, her dark oorls tossed abous by the
wind, and her ears still ringing with that
vengeful ory.

Mrs. Lennard stood and watohed the
girlish figure in its headlong flight, and
when she could see i$ no longer she sunk
back on her seat and began to ory quietly.
A new fear of her husband stirred in her.

“I might have watohed them and
thwarted them,” she was thinking as she
8at there; ‘ but I should nos have spoken
ous. Oh, dear! I wish I had kept quiet !’

Dr. Lennard stood quite still, his hand
resting on the bookoass, his eyes soanning
the volumes within it, and no one ocould
have told from his grave, still face the
thousand bitter ories that rose up in his
soul ; ories for peace, for love, for sympathy,
help, everything he had not, nor mighs
hope $o have.

Presently he orossed over to where his
wife eat, and touched her on thearm. Bhe
raised her eyes to his face with a start, and
keps them there, awed into quietness by
the fixed look it wore.

‘* As soon a8 Mr. Bharp can draw up the
necessary doouments, '’ gaid he, * every
farthing of your money, which you know ag
well as I do has never been touohed by me,
ad it is, shall be legally sottled upon your.
self, ro that I never oan touch it. Let that
confent you. You have sunk lower in my
esteem than I thought any woman, much
less my own wile, ever could sink. In the
future les there be another goene like the
one of this morning, and we two shall be
parted as wholly as the law oan let us,
Remember this, Mrs. Lennard, and know
that I never break my word."

He waa gone, with those oruelly steady
eyes, that oruelly firca face, and as the door
closed upon him, his wife fell to the floor in
a faint. 8o Judith found her when she
oame in to take away the breakfast things,
ond her tending was none of the gentlest,
her muttered words none of the kindest, as
she set abous restoring her to consciousness,

The doctor kept his word ; every farthing
of his wife's fortune wag sestled upon her
before the month was out.

In the early days of spring a weakly
ailing little son was born, bus meeting no,
mother-welocome, the little stranger soon
faded away, and a tiny grave in the churoh-
yard was the only visible token of his brief
stay on earth. In the father's hears
yearning void wasg lefs, and a tender memory
of the baby fingers that had thrilled his
palm ere they stiffened at the souch of
death, and passed away from him forever,

Perhaps if the child had lived the mother
migh: have grown a batter, and goa happier
Woman, and, perhaps, she mighs not; for
she seemed w0 have no love for the wee
blogsom, no care for i, even while it was
hers 0 cherish, and shat brief ferm of
motherhood passed, and left her still the
same oankered, evil-hearted, disconsented
woman she had been before, Bomething in
her husband’s manner kept her from any
open railing. Bhe felt she dare not try him
now as she hed tried him in those early
days before the love in his hears had dried
up. Bhe practised instead a series of petty
contradiotions, ag contemptible ag they
were spiteful, and yet not withous sheir
stfing. Did she discover he particunlarly
wanted a certain thing done, that wag the
very thing she put forth all her power to
prevent being scoomplished. Did shethink
he wished her $o take oare of herself, she
wens out in all weathars. Was he indiffer.
en$, she fussed and nursed herself into a
fever.

Never heeding, or rather never geeming
%0 heed, the doosor went his daily round of
duties, thankfal for even a surface oalm,
But that he was not destined $o enjoy long,
though the end was nesrer than he oould

oW,

Urged by some wayward fanoy of her
own, Mrs. Lennard suddenly took upon her
%o be repentant for the insulg offored to
Letty Leigh. She walked over to the lonely
listle cottage one day while her husband
was away from Fenmore, and told her how
sorry she was for her rash, senselegs words ;
and the simple girl, kindly and srue herself,
believed her, and freely forgave them, per.
haps all the readier that she was oonnuﬁaeul
of a little seoret and harmless admiration
for the grave handsome dostor, that had
8rown up, unknown $o herself, at the very
oore of her innocent young hears.

It was nothing to bring a blush o the
purest face. No true wife, knowing it, but
would have seen that it was s natural,
childish likin%lonly; but the frightened
girl, knowing listle of women, and less of
her own heart, had been hurried by Mrs.
Lennard’s words to the conclusion that sbhe
had been guilty of some horrible sin, some
shametul folly that had been plain to all.

Ever atter, when she had chanced $0o meot
$he dootor in her walks, Letty had avoided
him ; and he, thinking it asign of her anger
againgt him, had let
least consequences of his wite's ill. work ;

ging, scornful laugh,
watohing her like one

therefore was Mrs. Lennard's olive.branch h

gratefully mccepted, and gradually things

it pass a8 one of she A

wore round to their old course, though with
a slight difference.

Some people might have thought and
enid that Mrs. Lennard was Iaying a trap
for her husband, she put Letty so much in
his way. Perhaps he thoughs so $00; per-
haps he shrank trom exposing the poor girl
%o a second ousburst of jealous fury; bas,
whatever it was, he keps striotly wishin the
bare forms of common oourtesy. He was
polite o her as his wite's friend—no more,
no less—and if & trap was laid for him, he
walked by it soathless.

Mrs., Lennard's health had been ailing
for some time. Not trusting to his own
ekill, and feeling that the advice of anosher
wag more likely to be regarded by her than
his, her husband oalled in Dr. Green. He
ordered change to a milder olimate, and at
once. But it Dr. Lennard thought his wife
was going to heed any more, he was mis.
taken, Bhe flatly refused to leave Fen.
more.

‘* No," she eaid, in one of her old out-
bursss ; * he had brought her there o die,
and she would die. Bhe told him how it
would be, and now is had come true.”

Dr, Lennarad said nothing, bus his month
closed, and a little of the pain that was
eating his life oat flashed up into his face
He knew that any vemonstrance of his
would only fix her in her resolve bus in his
round that day he oalled at the Leigh's
cottage and asked Letty to go up and talk
%0 her,* for,” as he frankly said,*if you do
not sucoeed, it is hopeless. My wishes she
would not regard in the matter at all.”

Letty promised to use her best influaence ;
and that evening, when the dootor oame
home, he found them both seated by the
fire in the drawing-room, buey talking.
Letty’s dark face was all sglow with earnest
eloguence, and Pauline lay back in her chair
and listened with a quiet gmile.

Pauline had been very ill of late, worse
even than the dootor himself knew of; her
always slight form was painfally thin, and
her large, soft eyes were painfally brillian.
With all her ill-health the twist and ourl
never lefi her hair, and now it lay over the
orimson cushion in a silken tangle of light,
8he was very fair, very beausifal, more
womanly than ever he had seen her, even
in the firgt sparkle of youth and health;
and the greas, tender lovein hig soul yearned
toward her as he looked down on her placid,
delicate face. It spoke in his voice, in the
$ouch of his hand ; it shone from ous the
depths of his dark eyes. It changed the
stern, grave husband into the fond lover of
old time. Oh, blind hears ! oh, oruel hand !
$o fling back euch a holy offering.

‘“You are better to-night, Pauline ? "’ said
he.

‘Yes, I am greatly better,” she said.
I am not going to die. I walked down
alone; and see, my hand is oooler. Oh,
yes, you muss see I am better.”

Har husband sook the little white hand
in his, and strcked it tenderly, and shough
the cold damp of its palm ohilled him, he
gave nosign. Her eyes brightened with s
little of sheir old fire as she looked aoross
$o where Letty sat in the shadow, her head
loaning against the mantel.

* Letty oame over early in she afternoon
%0 see me,” she 88id,"* and from then till
now her one ory has been that I must go to
Devonshire, or Italy, or France, or some-
where—anywhere I shink would please her,
80 that it was far enough from Fenmore.”

Letty half smiled as she met the dootor's
approving glanoe.

‘It is not what would please me,” ghe
said. * It is wha$ Dootor Green says you
require. I should not like to see you going
away from Fenmore only for that.”

Too weak to be angry, Mrs. Lonnard grew
pesvish. °

‘“ I ghall not leave Fenmore,” she said.
I am well enough to go to Lapland, if it is
the cold you dread. I shall stay here.”

“ Well, well, then, Pauline, you ghall,”
said the dootor, soothiogly. * You know
yourself a change would do you good. Bus
if you took is unwillingly, parhapa half the
good would be lost."

Letty stayed rather late that night—Ilater
than she usually did or cared to do then ;
but Mrs. Lennard had been loath to pars
with her, and when she put on her hat and
oloak, and the dootor rose to sse her home,
his wite seemed as if she wonld have stayed
him just at the last; but she said nothing,
and he went.

Their shortest road was across the eands ;
and to-night, with the moon shining, and
$he sea oalm and as smooth as sheeted sil-
ver, it was the pleasantest also.

A still night, with a sultry breeze blowing
from the land that soarcely fanned the
cheek as it went by,

ety was shy and quiet; his thoughta
busy with the past, the doosor was in no
talking mood, and she greater part of the
walk was aocomplished in silence. Once, as
shey lets the ses behind them. and turned
into the narrow, shadowy lane that led to
Letty's home, she thought she heard a ory,
half gasp, half sob, as from some injared
animal, and she stopped and ligtened. Dr.
Lennard asked whas it was.and she told him.

‘* It is the wind that ig rising,” he gaid.
*‘ Bee the clouds that are banking up over
there! We ehall have a storm to-nighs.”

Btill the girl stood and listened, her
healthy cheek blanching with a terror to
which she could give no name; and again,
further away this time, but ssill distinat,
the long.drawn breath broke the stillness.
This time the dootor heard i, $00; perhaps
because he had been listening for is. Thas
was the reason he gave to Lesty.

‘¢ It is nothing bus the sough of the wind
through these old trees,” gaid he. Yon
need not tremble o, child. The night is so
olear that we should see if any living creas-
ure was near about.”

Very comforting to the practical dootor,
no doubt#, but not as all 8o to Letty. She
went the res$ of the way with her head

ver her shoulder every fow
steps to see if anything followed, and her
ear airained to the utmost $0 casoh the
faintest repetition of thas gasping sound,
but none came, and the dootor lef$ her sate
ingide her own door, and laughed at her
ale face as it showed in the light of the
amp.
 You will never do,” said he, to live
your life by the ses, if the rising of the
Summer storm and the breathing of the
summer wind oan fill you with superstitions
%nciel'. I thought you were wiser, Miss
otty.’

Letty tried to answer his light words,
bus she counld not ; and when he Was gone,
and she sat down on the side of her bed,
she oould not keep from bursting into tears.
sore pain seemed to lie heavy on her
heart, s dim foreboding of evil shadowed
er round ; and under its sinieter inflaence
the girl shivered and moaned ag though

rent by bodily suffering. And through it
all there rose those now half-forgosten
words ;

* I will live %o ourse you yet ! I will live
o ourse you !

And then, in the room, by her eide, above
her, all round her, the air seemed $o thrill
with that gasping ory, as Letty had heard
it in the lane, till the poor girl fels as if
she were struggling in some terrible dream,
or else losing her reason altogether.

Whether that ory was a reality or a
delugion remained a mystery ; bus whether
or no, the wind was rising, and thas
rapidly, and the dootor remembring it
would be high tide that night, went round
by the village o his home.

The sky was now one shifting mass of
black clouds, that were parted every now
and again by long, keen flashes of forked
lightning. The sea was sounding so loudly
that he heard it even in the heart of Fen-
more ; and as he wen$ up the little hill to
his own house he heard is plainer still, and
the wind beat great dashes of rain in his
faces every few seconds.

“ A bad night for the fishermen,” he
said, half aloud," and I'm atraid there will
be a good many out ere this.”

He had gained his own gate as he spoke,
and he turned round $o look at the angry
sea.

The great billows, rising high, dashed
fariously on the sands and againgt the
rooks, their orests shivering into foamy
whiteness. Far out—as far ss the eye
oould pierce through the thiock darkness—
the waste of waters spread, heaving and
falling like a living thing—n terrible sight
—while over all playad the sickly glare of
the lightning.

Dr. Lennard surned hastily from it and,
turning, stumbled over something in the
path. Btooping, he saw that it was & woman
lying prone on his doorstep, her light dress
clinging closely to her, her long hair trailing
over the ground. He pushedthe door open,
and lifting her in his arms, oarried her into
the lighted hall, thinking with pity that it
was some poor night.-wanderer who had
loat her way, and perhaps fallen from ex-
haustion.

As the light fell fully on the figure, the
dootor staggered under hig burden, and a
deadly chill stole over him. He recognizad
the pale silk dress, the flossy golden hair.
No need to raise the still, white face to know
that it was his wife.

The banging-to of the hall door, and the
flicker of she lamp as the rough wind rushed
in, ronsed him, and he oarried her up to
her own room, and, laying her on the bed,
rang for Judith. The old woman came,
and her fresh face blanoched euddenly at the
sight that met her eyes.

Mrs. Lennard Iay on the bed, her hands
tightly olinched, her face rigid, with her
wet hair falling in tarcished masges round
it. Her pale silkdress was stained with
eand and water, and of her shoes one was
missing altogether, while the other had
plainly been up pass the ankle in s sand
puddle; and standing by the bedside, more
worn and haggard than the old woman had
ever seen him, even in these lass miserable
years, was Dr. Lennard, lcoking quietly bus
sternly down on the strange figare of his
wife.

Bub he did not stand long thus. No
stranger oould have gone about restoring
oconsoiousness mors promptly and cooily;
and when, after a weary time, life came back
to the still face, and the small hands
frembled and anolossd, like a stranger he
lets the room, and sent the boy for Dr.
Green.

Mrs, Lennard opened her eyes on Judith's
rugged face as it was bent over her pillow,
and, like one waking from a tronbled dream,
she raised her head %o look round on the
familiar objsots, as though to convinoe her-
self of the reality of she presens. Bus even
hat exertion was oo muoch; and ag her
head touched the pillow again, she gave a
low, sharp ory, and with she ory ocame a
rush of blood, staining her parched Jips,
and making her white face appear still more
ghastly : and Judith, startled into pity,
went hastily ous, and called the dootor.
When he oame his own face was as white
and got as the dying face befors him, for he
saw that she was dying.

When the blood had ceased to well out,
and Pauline was as well ag she might ever
be, the dootor was stealing softly from the
room %o tea if his messenger had returned,
but she put out her hand and stayed him,

“Don's go,” she whispered; “I am
dying. Don’t go—don'$! "

The few broken words made the ominoug
red tide rise again, and Dr. Lennard, bend-
ing over her, and meeting the terrified,
beseeching eyes of this woman he had loved
80 passionately, felt his own sooroh with an
agony 0o deep for tears.

Hour after hour he ssayed by her, exers.
ing all his gkill, but in vain, to stay the
ebbing life; and when skill failed, soothing
her with fond words, echoes of the glad
music of past days, ana tender fouches,
eloguent of love, of forgiveness, %00, to poor,
dying Psuline.

Dr. Green oame, but he could do nothing ;
che was past all earthly aid, and in the
ghostly gray twilight of the early morning
she died.

With the last up-flashing of her life
Panline had forced strength to tell her hue-
band she knew she had wronged him sl.
ways—this lagt time most of all, and to beg
of him to forgive her.

A racking vision of what this fair woman
might have been $o him rose up a8 he bent
over her dying bed, mixed with a yearning
thankfulness for the justice and the love
that had come, though s0 late; and so he
kissed her and held her oloser in his arms,
and with his forgiveness and his love soughs
%0 let her die in peace. But in peace she
oould not die. In vain he bade her put her
trust in her Saviour, ana fix her hopes on
His tenderness and meroy ; but her heart
was olosed and hard, and the holy words fell
on heedless ears.

In vain the doctor looked and spoke ag if
the orael past was a dream, and she was
the fondly loved young wife of those early
June days; she could not die in peace, and
she did not. There was a want and a orying
need in her dying eyes terrible to see; and
it was under the burden of an unustered
longing that she struggled into eternity.

(To be Continued.

—The over-production of whiskey is
probably the cause of money being sight.

—It isn't the clothes a woman wears
that turns her head ; it is the clothes other
women wear.

—A man is satisfied to dropinto the first
saloon to spend ten oents, but a woman
will make it show her through every siore
in town.

BRNAKING THE NEWS TO HER,

How the Queen Qonsort Heard of King
Kalakaua’s Death,

Many women and men had besn busily
engaged in decorating she palace for His
Majesty's reception, says a Honoluln letter
%0 the San Francigoo Chronicle. They had,
been sssembled for several days and
worked under the Queen's personal super-
vigion. Early on she morning of January
29+h the wiling bands began their labor of
love. Boon the Queen appeared a$ the top
of the wide marble stairosse of the main
hall, clad in a kaloku, the native dress.
Slow[y and stately she joined the workers,
contribusing smiles and ealutations to all.

.Shpding among the native workers and
directing them to add touches here and
the_re, she was a piotare of majesty, but
while every inch a queen, she seemed tg
take an almost childigh delight in the
thoughts of the gratification with which
king would grees her work.

*“ He will be go pleased,” ghe said.

The Hon. Samuel Parker - entered and
announced to Her Majesty thas the Charl-
eston had been reported off Koko Head. A¢
this intelligence work ceased, and the a#-
tendants read in the face of Mer. Parker the
8ad news he had come to break.

‘ Ab ! my King hag prepared a surprise
for me and I shall not be outdone. Why
do you stop your labor ? Begin again, and
we will finish before His Majesty arrives,™
said the Qaeen, and she began with her own
hande to entwine some maili in the mesheg
of the rich drapery.

‘‘ But, Your Majesty,” said Mr. Parker,
‘ the flags on the Charleston are at half.
mast, and I am afraid something has hap.
pened.”

‘“ How ged ! They must be mourning for
Bome one who has died aboard,” answered
the Qaeen.

‘* But the Hawailan flsg is at half-mast
aleo, Your Majesty."

*“ Ah | my king should grieve with them
should anyone be dead."

The attendansa understood the worst,
bqt Kapiolani refused %0 uaderetand, and
:'hll urged them to vomplete their decora-
ion.

All were silent and bowed their heads,
but Mr. Parker broke the silenoe, and in &
oalm, sympashetio voice announced $o the
Queen she deash of the King. The transi-
tion from the simplicity of her delight to
the paroxysms of grief was 80 sudden thas
she almost fainted, and would have fallen
%o the floor had not loving arms supported
her. Bhe gave a shriek, and began wailing
In & mournful and most pisifal manner,

Othera added their ories of wailing to the
8ad and biiter moaning of the Qaeen, and
the scene brought tears to the eyes of the
strongest present. Mr. Parker wiped the
tears from his eyes, and raising the Queen
supported her o her aparsments,

A ®Wodern SBodom,

_Orange Sentinel : There is & remarkable
differenca in the observance of Sunday in
Chicago and Toronto, nos to the oredit of
the Western Metropolis. There the strees
cars run from early Joorn till early next
morn ; the galoons throw their doors wide
open to their thirsty patrons ; the second-
hand shops, pawn shops and cigar stores
are in fall blast ; suburban traing rosh in
all direotions carrying thousands to ons.
lying parks and suburbs, where German
bands discourse awees mausioc and where the
foliowers of Terpeichore trip the light
fantastic 0 sheir heart’s ocontent ;
and drink Isger and Rhine wine as
fast a8 it oan be handed out
to them by the motive waiters. The
theatres t0o, almogt withoat exception,
look forward to bigger business as their
Sunday matinees then at those of even
Baturday, and almost the entire popula-
tion seem to give themssives up to & day
of pleasure, if not dissipation, True, tha
s.pb.m was not intended as a day in
whioh to do penance, or as a day in whioh
oce should shut himgelf up and mope
indoors, bus we draw she line at spending
a Bundsy afternoon in witnessing the
gyrations of a female Bpanish dancer in. a
variety theatre. In all, gome twelve
theatres, variety halls and museams, give
matinees each Bunday afternoon durin
the seascn and they are exosedingly wel
patronizad. If Chioago keeps on it will
80on earn the title of the Modern Scdom.

OompuuorvnVotlng.

Oswego Times : There is a bill before tha
lqg}slsture to compel every duly qualified
oitizen $o vote at elections under proper
Pains and penalties for negleot 80 ‘1o do.
The exeroise of the eleotive franchige ie
the hxghes_t duty of Amerioan citizenship.

0 good citizen hag & right o neglect $a
vote and leave the selection of officers in
she handg of the roughs and rowdies and
that dass of people who never neglect to
vote exoept such negleot as oomes from
disgust that no one offers %0 pay shem for
their vetes. If Amerioan institutions are
worth preserving, intelligent and respecta-
ble oitizans should do their share of the
work, and if they are oo indolens or toe
indifferent to do their duty the law ghould
compel them o do if, just ‘83 it compels
them to pay taxes or do anything else for
the safety of the public.

Scoteh Ascendancy,

Toronto Enpire : It has been said with
some show of reason, that Scotchmen rule
Osnada in the domain of politics. The
recent Austrdian oconvention has also
brought out the prominencs of men of that
nationality at tke Antipodes, such impor-
tant delegates as Hon, William MoMillan,
Treasurer of Niw Sonth Wales; Hon.
James Muanro, Primier of Victoria ; Hon.
Danoan Gillies, ex Premieyr of that colony ;
Dr. Cookburn, ex-Fremijer of South Aus-
tralia ; Sir Thomas Mollwraish, of Queens.
land, and Hon. AdyeDouglas, of Tasmaninm,
all being Sootsmen.

The steamer Milwmkeo struck on the
Lune_Kllns. near Ambyrstburg, yesterday
‘zinoin;:g. lBh; is no;v liyhg at Amhersth

00! 8 leaky oonditiol, but the
ksep her free. it

Rev. Dr. G. W. Bothwll, of Brooklyn,
accidentally swallowed s small cork the
other day, whioh lodged in Kg lef bronchus,
and physicians have been ynable to reach
it. A fatal resuls is feared.

—The theatriocal manager is known by
the company he keepa.

The new Earl Granville is pale-faced
Isd of 19. He is at present i gtudent s
Eton, and oannot take his Proe in the

House of Lords until he attaks his ma.
jority.

S



