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Musical Instruments, &c.

SONGS, One Cent Bach

1 Nabdy Mino.
& Tha 01l Cabln Tema,
¢ Tha Littlg Ones at Mome,
12 Soe That My Gravo's Kept Groon.
13 Grandfather's Clock.
18 Whero Was Yosed whon tho Light
o4 Pweot By and By. {Wont Out.
2¢ Whon, Emmn, [Mrzglo.
20 When ~ou aud I ware Young
8 Whon . Saw Swoot Neillo Buma,
£8 7nke (hia Lottor to By Mothor.
49 A XMool Lovo Lotter,—comlo
@3 Wifo's Colamandmants.—comie.
&t llnsband's Commuandments,
&6 Litlo Old Log Cabin inthe Lano.
63 Marching Through Georgla.
G0 Widaw 1n tho Cottugo by tho Sea.
@5 The Mlinstrel Boy.
%0 Tako Bick the Henrt. .
%% The Fadwd Coat or Blue, [Nitht,
%7 My Okl MNentocky Mome, Good
&4 1'il bo nll Sialios to Night Lovo.
8¢ Listen to the Mocking Lird.
o3 Her Brizhit Smllo Ilaunts Mo Stiil
04 Sur Nlght When tho l'a[rll_nrl'ls
Fe i,

~

170 Coming Thro' ¢
131 Must Wo, Then.

148 Yan May Yook,

lor
1h2 I*vo no Mother
159 Sn,y
158 Norah O'Nieu
109 Jeanlo tho Flo
170 1" Lonely Sin
172 Tenting on tho

370 Don's You Ga,
150 \WWillln, Waluy

154 Why did She

05 I'ho Gy psy's Warningy.
203 °Tis Put r.) 1 Faded Flower, 156 Thou Hese L
304 Tho Gizl L Poplud e, al.
165 Eittienil: cup,
137 Cirry Mo Dok to 0td Virglany. -

112 7ho O'd HMeazn's Drunk Aguln,
g T Am Wy . Hasto Dear,

119 Take Mo Dack to tinmo & Mother
199 Quu:s, 816 by 2y Slde, Darling.
o wlil send by Rail, post-pale
Tty {0 205 vent Drwe Wil s
LHTPRCT A
“Indaleguo Bree,

l‘t
WwSRLD RIAN

141 Kian Me, Kisy Your Darling,
. 128 A Flewsr from Mother’s Geava,
124 Tho Old Log Cabin on tho 11k

133 Tho K188 Belhilud tho Door-
139 L'l Remember You, Love, In My

100 There's Alwnys o Soat 1o tho Tur-
for You.

138 Muagsn’s In do Cold, Cold _urowmd,
n Kind Word Wnen You Ceu.
163 I Cunpot slnl;; tho Uld Songs.

107 Waliing, My f)nr\\mz. {or Thee.

152 Over tho i to the Poor Houso,
135 Don't bo Aungry with
101 Fllrtation of tho Fan.

v, Mo: S Dvingy
Mo, Whem Fa Old.

e,

223 Love Among tho Roses,

230 Old Arm Chalr (43 suny by Barry.)

<39 Tha Sailarta Grave. {tutho Uarden
212 Parmer’s Daughter ; or Chickens

243 Oh | Dom Golden Sliippors.

244 Poor, buta Uontleman StilL

210 Nobody's Darling but Mino.

251 Put My Littlo Shoey Away.

252 Darlinz Nellle Gray.

Littly Brown Jug.

Boen Bolt.

Guood-Byo Sweetheart.

60 Biddlo Koy,

0 Tlm Flnléun's Wake.

Tt Tho Iint My Father Wora,

l"'\-u Only Been Down 1o tho Clab;
X 1,

ho Rye,
, Moot ns Strangors

{’rayers.
bk Musn't Touch,

Now, I'm Weoping

383030000

wer of Kildare.

¢ My Mother Died
OL1 Canp Ground,
Tommy, Den't Co,
¢ Missid You.

230 Tho Sweet Sunny South,

£33 Coino Home Futher,

st Llttlo Maggie May.

a4 Mally Bawn,

2:3 Sallyin Qur Ally.

») Pour(d Ned.

Manin the Muon is Looking,

My, Durling.

o 11Im 7 [otber. | 205 Broken Dovn.
cd 10 Love An- {540 My Little One's Walting for M,
y i Moether, dut 111 Go Back to my Qld Love Again

462 Tho Lntchor Bay,

dui 1'so G wina Bael to Nixte.
8598 Whoro Is My Boy To-Night.
510 The Fiva Cant Shave.

319 Lingor, Not Darling,

420 Dancing in the Suunlight,

for { Q cents ; any twenty.Qvo songz for {5 conta; any

ut 111 Forgtve,
tosher's Divingr.

~h tothe Sea

drad ronged, pustepnld for ¢ centa,” Jiemaonmber, we wijl
l;‘.'_.\'-_-:ld oneor threy eont postinne stiatnns,  Vadunbly
UF'G CO., 122 Nassau Stroc, New York,

S ond Stiver or Curreney I possible jo profereuce 1o sintnps.

11

EBER”

“all Artists give them the Preference.”

—2New York Herald.

“THE FINEST PIANOS IN TH. WORLD.”

—Centennial Judges.

Used in all the

* There is an extraor-
«inary richness and
puarity of tone—a capa-
clty of portray fesling,
and 8 wonderful power
Qf expression In the
“Weber Plano.”--ITALo
CoMPANIO, Tenor of H,
27a Opern.

*The wenlth and
Lashion of the metropo-
iis cal} it their plano,
and not to have a
Weber Plano in the
qdarawing - room would
arguwe lack of musical
taste aor dellciency of
The requisito samount
©of gresnbacks.”—New
Tork Tritrune.

‘Leading Gpnvents of the
P

United States,

* A8 song-bird afler
2 song-bird, from the in.

X imitable Gerster to our
own dear Louise Kel-
logg, nnd artist alter
artistleaves our shores,
the last kindly adieu
from the dedk of the
parting steamer is in
variably wafted to
Weber.””

*“ For many years—in
fact from the time of
the peerless Parepa
Rosa, Nilsson, Pattl,
Albani, aud hnndreds
of others—Weber has
thus been singled out
by them all. Parily, no
doubt. this I8 due to his

sa\Weder’s Pinnns were
nnqguestionablythe best
on exhtbition; the
Webar Grand I'iano
was the fin=5t wa ever
tonched or heard. Hiy
rlanon areundonbtediy

he best in Amerion—
probably in the wor d—
0-day "—CENTENNIAL
EXPARITION.

they snstain the volce |

world.” — Hkp
CONPANTY.

* The tone of the Waber Piano is 8o pure, pro-
lopged and of such inexhaustible depth. that

We not only commerd them in the highest
term g, but consider them the bast planosin the
MATESTY’S ITALIAN OPERA

kindness to them, bat
mainly to that some.
thing In the tore, that
extraordinary sympa:
thetle richoess of the
Weber Plano which
makes his Instruments
the speclf] favorite of
avery great musician.”
—New York Times.

n a wonderful degree,

et

GENERAL AGENC

NEW YORK

Y FOR CANADA,

PIANO CO,

226 & 228 &t. James Street Montreal,

Spavin Curs.

THE MOST SUCCESSNFUL REMEDY ever
Gtscovered. as it 1s certaln in its effects and does
»not biister, Aleo excellent for human flesh.
Read proof below,

From COL. L. 't. FORTER.
YOUNGSTOWN, Ohlo, May 10th, 1880.

Dx. B. J KENDALL & Co., Genis:—~[ had a
very valuable Hrmbloetonian colt which I prized
very bighly, he had a large bone spavinon one
joint and a small one on the other which made

Hn vory lame ; I had bim under the charge of
two veter'nary surgeons which fuiled to cure
him I was one uay reading the advertisement
of Kendall's Spavin Cure in the ** Chlcago Ex.
press,” 1 determnined at once to try it, and got
oar droegists here to send for it, they ordered
three hottles ; I 100k them all ard thought I
wouM glve it a thor ugh trial, I used it accord.
ing to dlirections and the fourth day the colt
eersed to be Jume, and the .umps hava dis
sppenred. I used but one boltle and the colte
Hmbs arg av free (rom Iumne and A8 smooth /s
any borse in the state, He 18 entlirely cured.
The ewre wus 80 r* Ieetanhlerbat I let twoof my
nelghbors have the remalning two bottle s, who
are npow uslrg it. Very Respectfully,

L. T. YOSTER.

KENDALL'S SPAVIN CURE,
. WILTON, Minn,, Jan. 11, 1881,
B.J. KenpAvLL & Co., Gents :~Faving got a
horse book of you by mall a year sgo. the con-
1fents of which per-uaded me to try Xendall’s
rvin Cnre on the hind ler of one of my
horses. which was badly swollen and eould not
be yeduced Ly any other 1emedy. I gatiwo
bottles of Kendall’s Spavin Cure of Prestou &
Tadduth, Druggists, of Waseen. which enm-
pletely cured my horsa. About filve years neo I
hied a three yeor old colt sweanicd very Lud. 1
used your remedy as given in yoar boak with-
out roswellirg, and I must say, 1o vour credit,
that the eolt 14 entirely cured, which is a sur-
e notonly to myself, bat also to my nelgh-
ors, You sent me the book for the rifling
s of 25 cents, and 11 I could not pet another
}lke“)'t 1 would not take twenty-flve dollars
or 1it.

Yours, truly,
GRo MATIEWS.
KENDALL'S SPAVIN CURE.
ON HUMAN KFLESH,

PA3ITEN'S MILLS, Washington Co., N. Y.. Feb.
Bt 1878.—~DEAR SIk :—Tho partioular case on |
which ITused your Kendnll’s 8pavin Core was
s msl'gnant arklo sprain of sixtesn months'
standing. I had tried mony things, but in valn.
Your Spavin Cure put the foot 10 the ground
again, and. [or the first 1{me slnoce hurt, iIn a
nutaral position. Fora fumily liniment it ex-

everythiog wo ever uwd,
Yours l{lu'y.h{ P
rv. M. P. BELL
Pastor of M. E. Charch Patten’s Miilz, N.'Y
KENDALL'S SPAVIN CURE
18 sare In its eff~otr, miid in 1t’ Actinn, as it
does not blister. yet it is pevetrating and power-
fal 1o reach every deep seated paﬁn or to re-
move any bony growth or other fnlargements,
guch a8 spavins, splints, curbs, callous, xpraine;
swellings and aoy lameness god all enlarge-
menis of the Joints or Jimbs, or for rheuma-
118m i0 man and for any purpose for which a
¥nimsnt ig used for mau or beast 1t {5 now
known to ba the best linlment for man aver
weed, actirg mild and yetcertain in its cileata.
Send address for Illustrated Clroular, which
.we think giveanositive proof of its vitnes,

Prica $! per bottle, or’six bottles for $5. All
Drozgisks have il or can get it for you, or it
‘will be eent to any address. on recelpt of prico,
by the proprietors, DR. B. J. KXINDALL &
CO., Bnozburgl Falig Vt.

BOLD BY ALLDRUGGISTS EVERYWHERE.
- Lyman, Sons & Co., Montreal,
o " WHOLESALE AGENTS,
. YTt

n_i%
R

2 A WEEK, @ $I12 a day at home eaplly
made, Costly outfit free, Address TRUE
& 0o, Augusta, Maine. 16-¢

Marble Working

NOT T ER

We would respectfnlly eall the attention o!
the public to our large and varled stock of
MARELE MONUMENTS,

HEADSTONES,

TABLETS, &0, «c.

Which tor neatuess, beauty of desizn and prices
defy competition.

MARBLY and LINMEKRKTONE
enclosing lots, aiways on hand.

Terms easy. The trade supplled. All work
guaranteed,

CUNNINGHAM BROS,

BLREURY STRERT,

*O8TS8, for

1.7

Provigions, &c.

McGRAIL & WALSH,

COMMISSIONMERCHANTS £ DEALERS
FRUIT & PROVISIONS,

341 & 343 Commissioner Street,
MONTREAL, P.Q.

Consignments soliolted for the sale of

Pork, Lard, Hams, Eggs,
{Butter. Hlder, Patatoes,
Apples, Strawberries, Peaohes, &o.

CORRESPONDENCE INVITED.  $itf

Undertekers.

CASKETS AND COFFINS.

The Onsket and Ooflin business formerly con-
duoted by G. W, Drew. bhas been bought ont by
the undersizned. A large assortment {r now nn
hand and will besold at moderate priees. Thore
requiring thelike will find it 10 their advantuge
1o ecall before purchasing elsewhere. Burias
Robes and Plates alvays on hand. Hearses

flwaye on hand
DANIEL SHANKS,
a Huntinegdon,

Dye Works.
rNNYHE WEALTH. OF NATIONS

oounsistr in the fndividual economy of the
people. Therefore all the people of Montreal
should have thelr Dresses, Coatg, Pants, Shawls,
Curtains, Table and Plana Covers. &e.. &e,,
Cleaned, or Dyedat tho ROYAL DYE WORIKS,
the place where good work and sairlsfaciion is
guaranteed,

ROYAL DYE WORKS,
706 CRAIG NTREET.

JOHN L. JENSBEN,
Established 1870.

Provrietor,

Bells. &c.

LINTON H. MENEELY BELL CO,,
SUCCESBOR TO

MENEELY & EINBERLY,
Bell Foamders, Troy, N. Y.

Manufacturer of & superlor ual(ﬁ of Bolls,
Bpecial attention given to Ci{U BELLS.
29 Tustrated Catalogue sent »-

20Fab, 178-28% v

= BUCKEYE BELL FOUNDRY

Lolls of Puro.Coppoer and Tin for Churchea

“R=hools, Pira Alnrma, Farms, vte, FULLY

w.\,m:. NTRD. Cutnlomuo sent Froo.
YANDUZEN & TIFT, Cincinnati. O,

Nov. 2, 8L 11-G

Professional Cards.
R. J. L LEPROHON.

OFFICE AND REBIDENCE

237 ST. ANTOINE STREET.
4
DR KANNGN,

C.M.M.D., MLC.P.S.
Ljieof Children's Hospital, New York, and St.

Poter’s Hospltal, Albany, &c. 2003 8t. Joseph

Btreet over MoGale's Drug Store,) 18-G

BAITH AND UNFAITH.

. —i0i—
By “ THE DUCHESS.”

—C0)
CHAPTER 1V.—CoNTINDED.

“ Some day von will regret encouraging that
ohild in Ler folly,” remarks Miss Scrope, ge=
verely. At which the child makeg a saucy
little grimuce unsesn, and rises to Her feot.

 What n golemn warning1” saya Scrope,
with a sbrug. «1I hope,’ turning to Clarires,
tyou have taken it to beart, and that it wilt
keep you out of imaginary mischief. It
onght, you know. It would be a sbubby
thiog to bring down public censure on the
bead of one who hes so nobly espoused your
caugo.”

« My conduct from this day forth shull be
ahove suspicion,” 8.ys Clurissa,  Qood.bye,
Miss Scrope,” stooping to press hor fresh wum
lips to the withered crosa old cheek benesth
her ; ] am going to tread old ground with—
Jawes.”

She follows lhim acroes hall and corridor,
through two medern rooms, and past a por-
tiers, into snotber and Jarger ball beyond.
Here, standing before a heavy oeken door, bo
turne tho handle ot it, and, as {t swiogs back
slowly and sleepily, they pass into another
room, 80 unexpectedly and so strapgely differ-
ent from any they bave yet entered, as almont
to make one start.

It is a lurge old-fashioned apartment,stone-
floored sad onk-paneled, that once, in olden
days, must have been a refectory. Chairs,
carved in oak, and built like blahops' thrones
line tbe walls, looking as though no man for
many a huodred years has drawn them fiom
their prosent position. Mussive cabinets aad
cupboards, cunningly devited by cralty bands
in by-gone days, look out from dueky corneir,
the hideous faces carved upon them wreatbed
fn their eternal ghaetly smiles. From nar-
row paloted windows great gleams of sunset
from the gay world without pour in, only to
lock sadly out of place in the solemn gloomy
room. But one small door dividesit from
the halls outside ; yet centuries seom to roll
batween it and them.

In one corner a door lies half open, and be-
hind it o parrow flight of stairs runs upward
to a turret chamber above——a finy strirwap,
heavily ballustraded and uncarpeted, that
creates in one n mad desire to ascend and learn
the seerots that may lie at its top.

Miss Peyton, soarcely noticing the mookizsh
refectory, runs to the stairs and mounts them
eagerly. Sir James tollowing her in & more
leisurely fashion. )

#Now for my own room,” she rays, with
some degree of quickness in her tone. She
reaches the turret chamher s she speaks, and
looks around her. It s quite s circle, and
apparently of the same date as the one tbuy
have just quitted. Even ths furnitare, thouzh
of lighter make and sizs, is of 8 similar age
and pattern. Ugly little chairs snd uoplees
autly solid tables are dotted here aud there, o
pertect wealth of Old-World work cut into
them. Everything is oarved, and toan ub-
sympathetic observer it might occur that the
carver must have bsen a person subjact to
fiendish vislons and unholy nightmares. But
no doubt the beauty of his desigps lies in
thelr ugliness, and his heads are a marvel ot
art, and his winged creatures priceluvss.

['he high chimney-piece is en rapport with
all the rest, and scowls unceasiogly ; and the
very windows—long and deep—have little
fuces eerved on eitherside of them, of the most
diabolical,

Miss Peyton is plainly entranced with the
whole scene, and for a full minute snys no-
thing.

«] feel a3 though I were a child agaln,” she
snys presently, as though half regretfol.
4 Everything comes back to me with such a
strangs yet tender vividness. Tbis, 1 re-
member, was my favorite table, this my favor.
ite chair. And that little winged monster
over there, he used to whisper in my ears more
thrilling tzles than either Grimm or Ander-
son. Have you never moved anything in nall
these years?”’

t Novor, It is your own room by adoption,
#nd no one shall medle with it. When 1
went abroad I looked it, and carried the keoy
of it with me wherever I weut; I hardly
know why myself” Ho glanced at her curi-
ously, but her face 18 averted, aad she ia plain-
1y thinkiog less of bim then of the many odd
trifics scattered around. « When I returned,
dust rcigned, and spiders; but 1t hra been
mads spick and span today for its mistrees.
Does it still please you? or will yon caro to
alter anything ?”

« No nothing. I shull pay a compliment to
my childish taste by letting everything siay
just as it is. I must have beer rather a nice
child, Jim, dun’t you think? if ono passes over
tho torn frocks and the shrewish tongne.”

] don'tthink I ever eaw & tear in your
frooks,” says Sir James simply, “and if your
toogue was shrewish I never found it ont.”

Miss Poyton gives way to mirth. Bhe sits
down on o wrotchedly uncomfortable, if de-
lightfully medieval, chair, and laughs a geod
deal.

'* Oh, wad somo power the gifilo gle us

Tosee oursels as otoers seg ust”’

she quotes, geyly. ¢ Those lines, meant by
poor Burns as a censuroon frail hemaaity, vu-
thor fall sbort ot this moment. Wuere 1 (o
gos myscll as you seo me, Jim, I should bon
dreadiully couceited pcraon, and vtterly ua-
beatable. What a good friend yoa make !’

« A bad one, you mean, A rea! friend, ne-
cording to my lights, is a fellow who says ua
pleasaut things all round aud expects you to
respect bis cander. By and by, when I fell
you s fow homo trothe, perhaps you will not
like me us you do now.,”

« Yea, I shall always like you,” says Clar:
issa. ¢ Long ago, when you used to 820l me,
I aver bore wmalice. I suppose you ure one
of those rare people who can s2y the ungra.
cious thing in such u manner thet 1f cdowvsn't
grato, But then you are old, you know. Jim,
very old—though, in appesrance, wondsrfal:
ly young, for your years. I do hopo papa, at
your age, will look as fresh.”

She has risen, and bzs glippod her hand
through his arm, and is emiling upat him
gayly, and with a awootness irresistibls. 8ir
James looks as pleased as though ho had re-
coelved a florld compliment.

# What a baby you are!” he says, nfter a
pause, Jooking down at her admiringly. Judg-
iog by his tone, babies, in his eyes, must
possess very superlor atiractions. « There
are o good many bables in the world, don’c you
think?” he goes on, presently. # You are one,
and Geofirey Branscombe is another, I don't
suppose he will ever quite grw up.”

« And Horace,” said Olarissa, idly, «is he
another?” .

But Sir James, though unconsciously,
rocents tho gquestioa.

« Oh, no!” he says hastily, « He does ot
come within the category at all. Why,” with

a faint smlile, “he is even older than Iam!,

Thero. 18 no tender, buby-nonsense about
him."”

# No, he {8 so clever—s0 far abovous all,
where intellect 18 conoorned,” sho says ab,
sently. A slight smile playas about her lips,
and ‘a light that was not there u moment
slnce, comes to life'within hor eyes, With an
offort she arovses horself irom what were

plainly happy day dreame, and comes back to
the present, which, juit uow, is happv too.

«] think nature meant me to Ve a nun,”
she saye, smiling. ¢« This place subdues and
touches me 80, -The sombee lights and sha-
dows are 50 impressive! LIf it were indeod
mine (in reality), I ghould live a great part o
wy time in it. Here I thould write my plea
santeet letters, and reed my cholcest books,
tuke my aiternoon tes, end make welcome my
dearest friends —you among them. In fact,
if it wera practicable,” uuddinz her pretty
head emphatically, » [ should steel this
oom. There is bardly anythiog I would not
do yo make itmy own.”

Scrope regards her onrnestly, witha cer-
tain amount of calm inquiry. Is shea co
quette, or merely uathinkiog ? If, indeed, the
face be the index of the mind. one must ac-
count lLer free of all unworthy thought ot
frivolong design, Hers s

¢ A conutenance in which do mect
8weet recards, promises os sweei,”

ITer eves arv slill smiling up at bim; her
whole expression is toll of o gentle friendli-
nesa ; and in his Leart, ar this moment, ariszs
a eonsation that is not bope, or gl:doesy or
despair, bat yut is a faint wild minglivg of
ull threo,

As for Qjarissa, she stands a little apart, un-
conscious ot all that is pas:ipz in his hear,
and gazes lovingly upon the obj:cts that aur
rouud her, a5 one will gaze now aud then on
thiups that have been fonuly remembered
through the huse of many years. She is bap-
py, wrapped in momories of A past all sun-
shino aud no shade, and ig ignorsnt of the
meaping he would gladly attuch to her last
words.

« While I stay hero I sin—that is, 1 covet,”
sho says, at length, surprised by his silence,
#and it grows late, Oome, walk with mo o
little way through the park; I bave not yut
seon the old path we used to call the +short
cut to’ to Gowrap, long ago.”

So, down the dark staits he follows her,
across the stone flooring, aud into the bail
outaide, that seems so brilliant by contrast,
and £0 like another world, all is so changed,
50 different. Behind, lie silence, unbroken,
perfect, o 83d aad dreamy light, Old-World
grandeur; hore, all is restless life, fuil of un-
certain sonods, and distant footzteps, nnd
voices faint but positive.

«1g it not like » dreem?” says Clariuss,
stopping to point tackwerd to the turret the
bave just climbed. :

« Tha past ig alwaya full of dreams,” replies
he, thoughtfally.

CHAPTER V.
@ A vinlet by s mosgy stone
Waif bidden from the eyel
Fair a8 a star, when ouly one

Is shining in the sky.”
\WWORDSWORTH.

Tue baby morn has fluog eside its robes,
and grown to peifuct strength. The day is
well advanced. Already it is mabking rapid
strides toward rest and evenivg ; yet still no
cooling breczs bay come to refresh the heart
ot man.

Below, in the qulet fielde, the cattls sre
stonding koneo-dexp in water, beneath the
spreadivy braonches of the kiudly alder.
They bave xo energy to est, but munch,
sleepily, the all-eatisfying cud, and, with geu-
tle if expreseionless eyes, look out afar for
eveniog and the milkmaid.

“Tis raglng noon ; aund, vertica', the sun
Daris on the head direct his foreeful ru.?'s
O’'er henven andear:h, far as tho ranglog eye
Can sweep, s oszzling doluge relgn~; aud sll,
FFrom pnle to p le, {s undlstiuguished blaze.
Distressful Nature pants!

‘The very streams look languid from afar
Or, through the unsheltered glade, impatient,

Lo}
To hulrpi l?to the covert of the grove.”

A tender stillness reigns over everything.
The very birds are rmuts. Kven the bLuey
millsbrel Lus ceased to move,

Bright flzshes of light, that come and go
ere onv can catch them, dart across the gray
walls o! the old miil—that holds its gauant
ard stately head erect, u8 thouph defying ags
—and, slanting to tae right, fall on the oot
tage, qualnt and ivy-clad, that seoms to nestle
at its feet. T'ho roses that climb its wallsare
drooping ; the cazementsa all stand wide.
No faintest breaih of air comes to flutier
Rath's white gown, a8 ahe loacs against the
1ustic gate.

Ali miller's danghtors shonld be pretty, It
is a cduty imposed upon them by tradition.
Romance of the most floral descriptiou, at
oncs attaches itself to n miller’s danghter. I
am not at &1l sure it do¢s not even cast a
halo round the miller himself, Rath An-
nersloy at least acknowledges this fact, and
does her duty nobly ; she gives the lie to no
old logends or treasured nurgory superstitions ;
she is as pretty as heart can desire,—

‘s ¥Fresh as the month, and as the morning talr.”

She is small, piquante, timid, with large al-
wond-sbaged eyes and light-brown hair, a
rounded supple flgure, and hands delicately
white, Perbaps there is a lack of force in
ber face, an indeflnable want, that hardly de-
tracts from her beauty, yet sets one wonder-
ing, vaguely, whero it lies, and what it can
ba. The mouth, mobile and slightly parted,
botrays it most,

Rer lashes covering ber brown eyee, are
very long, and lo a good deal on her
chzeks. Bor maoner, without o susplicion of
gaucherle, is nervous, almeost appealing ; and
her emile, beoause g0 rare, is very oharwsisg,
und apt to lingerin the wemory.

Sko is &n enly child, nad all through her
yoang lifu has been petted aud caressed ra-
ther moro than is good for any ons, Her fa-
ther hind married, somewhat late in life, 4 wo-
wen io every way his enperior, and, gho dylog
two years uafter her wmarcringe, ho had fallen
back for conzolation unpon the Jittle one left
to his solo care,

To him, she a9 a pride, a delight, 4 ovea
ture preclous beyond woids, on whom the
sun raugi shine gentiy nud the ralu fall not at
all.

A ehy child frcm the first, Buth bad declin-
ed acquaintance with thn viilazery, who would,
oae amtl all, have been glad to sucour the
motberloes girl,  Parbaps the little drop of
wontlo blood inharitxd from her mother had
chriven In her veius, nod ibus rendered her
distant and somswhast repellant in hor manner
to these in her own rank of lify,

She bad been eant aarly to s private schoo!,
had been carefnliy educated far above her posi-
tioo, and had coms hom:e ugaln to her father,
with all the pretty airs and unconscious soft-
ness of mannor that, ag a rule, belong te good

trth.

i She iswarm-tearted, passionate, impulslve,
and singualarly reserved—go much so that fow
guess at the terrible powor fo love, or hnte, or
sufler, in silencs, that lios witbin her, BShe is
a epecial favorito with Miss Poyton and the
vicarage people (Mr, and Mrz, Bedmond
nnd their five chifdren), with those at Rythe,
and Indeed with most of the connty puople,
Mias Scropa exonpted, who gives it freely as
her opinion that she will come to no good
#with her books and Ler high soclety and
general fiddle-faddling.” Nobody knows
what this lust means, and every one is afraid
to ask,

Just now, with hor pretty heed <tare, and
hor hand shading her eyes, she e gaslng down
the dusty road. Her whole attitude denoies
ezpectancy. Hvery feature (she is off her

guard) oxpresses intense and hopeful long-
ing—

¢ Fiery Titan, who} C .

with hispeccanc heat * -
‘Has dried up the Justy liquor new. " ' - .
Unon the herbs in the greene mead,”\: |
bas plaiuly fulten in love with ber to-day, ag

he has clothed her in all his glory, snd seems.

journey. .

The heat haa made her pale and languid;
but just at this moment o fain¢ delicate color
springs into her face; and as the figure of a
young man, tall and broad-shouldered, turns
the corner of the roaed, she raises hes haod to
ner cbeek with n ewiit involuntary gesture.
A moment later, as the figare comes clos.r,
50 near that the face i disceraible, she pales
ngain, snd grows white s an early snow-
drop.

# (Jood morning, Ruth,” says Dorian Brans-
rombe, with a smile, apparently oblivious of
the fact that morning has given placs tonoon
muvy hours agone.

Ruth returss bis salutation gently, and lets
her hand lie for an iostant in his.

«'uis i & summer's day, with =& ven-
genncs,” says Dorian, genially, proceeding to
mxke himaelf comfortable on the top of the
low wall near which shu is standing. He is
pisinly makiog up his mind to along aod ex-
haustive conversaiion. «’I'alk of ludial” be
anya disparagingly ; « tbis bents it to fita!”

Ruth acquiesces smiably.

i It is warm—very,” she says, calmly, but
indifferently.

w0t I call it—werry ‘of,” returns he, mak-
ing bis quotation as Zenially as though she
understauds it, and, plucking a little rose-bud
from a treo near him, proceeds to adorn his
coat with it.

«It seems a long time since I have seen
you,! he ygoes on, presently; &nd, a8 ho
rpeaks, his eyes vguin seek hers. Something
in her faco iouches some chord in his carelees
kindly nature.

« How pnle you are |” he says, abruptly.

“«Am ]? '"The heat no doubt)/’—with a
faint smile.

« Bat thin, too, areyounot? And—and—"
he pinses. ¢ Anything wrong with you,
Rath ?”

«Wrong? No! How should tbere bel”
retorted she, in a curious tone, in which fear
and an. oyance fight for mastery. Then the
storm dies away, aud the etartled look tedes
{romn ber pretty face.

# Wby should you thisk me unhappy, be-
canse I am a little pale 7” she acks sullenly,

Braoscombe looks surprised.

4 You altogether mistake me,” he 8ays, gen-
tly. I never acsociated you in my mind
with unhappiness. 1 merely meanf, bad you
a headuche, ot any of those small ills that we
are all subject to? I beg your pardon, I'm
rure, if I heve offended you.”

He has jumped off the wall, and is now
standing before her, with only the little gate
betwesn them, Her facs is still colorless,
and she is gazing vp at bim with parted lips,
a8 though she would fair say something diffi-
cuit to form iuto eatisfactory speech. At
this moment, Load Sartortis, coming sudden-
ly round the angle of the road, eees them.

Roth lowers her eycs and some slight tran-
sient color creeps into her cheeks. Sartoris,
coming quickly op to them, makes some con-
ventlonal speech to her, and then turns to his
nephew,

i. Where are you going 7¢ he asks, coldly.

«] was golog to Hythe,' returned the
young man, eosily. ¢ Just as well 1 didn’t,
¢h? Should have found youn out.”

uFound me out—yee,” repeats his uncle,
looking at him rtrungely. How long—how
long it takes to find out some people, on
whom onr very hoarts are set. *Iam going
to the village.”

#Then so sam 1” rayr Branscombe.
#«Though, 1 should think it would rnu the
criginal s deserted ’ one close on such a day &s
this, Good~bye, Ruth,”

He holds out bis hand ; and thegirl, silent:
ly returning the warm pres:ure, makes a falnt
courtesy to Lord Sartoriy,  'There i3 no srer—
vility, but some nervousncss, in the slight
situation.

« How is your father, Ruth ?” asks he, de=
taining her by a quick movement of tha
hand.

« Qaite well, thank you, my lord.” Some
timlaity i8 discernible in her tone, caused by
the unmistakable reproof and sternness in
his.

«] am glad to hear it. There is no wor-
thier man in all tbe parish than Jobn Anners-
ley. I hope nothing will ever occur to grieve
or sndden that good old man.”

# 1 hope not,my lord,” returns 8he, steadily,
although his voice has meanipg init, In
another moment she is gone.

« How does your farming go on, Dorian?”’
asks Lord Sartorie, presently, rousing himselt
from & puzzling reverie.

#Quite in the model line,” says Dorian,
cheerrully. «That Bawyer i8 an invaluable
fellow. Doesall the work, you krow—which
is most satisfactory. Looks after the men,
pays their wages, and takes all troubls off my
shoulders. Never could understand what a
perfect treasure he is till I got him. Every
one says I am most fortunate in my choice
of o steward.

6] dore say. It is amazing the amount of
information people pussees abouf other peo-
ple’s servants. Bnt you look after things
yourself, of course? However faithful and
trustworthy one's hirelings may be, one's own
eyes should also be in the matter.”

«Oh, of course,” acquiesces Dorian, still
cheerful. ¢« Nothing like personal supers
vision, and g0 on. Every now and then, you
know, I do look after the accounts, und ask a
fow questions, nud show mysuslf very learped
in drainiges and so forth. But I don’t seo
that I gain much by it. Horrid stupid work,
too,"—with a yawn. « Luckily, Sawyer is
one of the most knowing fellows in the
world, or U suppose Isbould go to smash,
He is up to everything, and talks like a book.
Quite a pleasure, I glve you my word—almost
a privilege —to hear him converae ou short-
horn: avd some eccentric ronot they oail
mangels.”

« It I8 possible to be too knowing,” says hie
uncle, depreciatingly.

« Eh? oh, no; Bawyer 1a not that sort of
person. He is qaite straight all tbrough.
And be naver worries me mors than he con
help. Ho looks alter everytbiog, aed what-
over he touches (metaphorically speaking)
turns to gold. 1'm sure auything like those
pheasantg——"

% Yes, yes, I dare 8ay. But phensants are
not everything .”

“ Well no; there are a few other things,”
says Dorian, amicably—¢notably grouse.
Why this undying hatred to Sawyer, my dear
Arthur? In what has he been found want-
ing ™

4] thiok hima low, under-hand, sneaking
sort of fellow,” says Sartoris, nnhesitatingly.
«{ should not keep him in my employ half
an hour. However,” relentingly, and some-
what sadly, ¢ one canaot always judge by ap-
pearances.”

They have teached the village by this time,
and are walking leisurely through it. Al-
most as they reach the hotel that adorns the
ountre of the maln street, they meet Mr, Bed-

‘mond, the rector, looking as hearty snd kind-

ly a8 wsunl, Lord Bartoris, who hns oome
down oun purpose to meet him, having asked
his question and received his answer, turps,
ogain and/ walks slowly “homeward,. Dorlan
ntill baeide him,

reluctany to pass her by on his homeward |

As they again catch a sight of the old mi)
Bartoris says, quietly, with a lauduble attempt
at unconcern that would not hsve duceived
the verlest infant, but is quite successful wity
Dorian, whoee thougkts are far away—
«What a nice 'girl that  little Rath hag
grown [? | :

« Awfully pretty girl,” returns Doriab, caze.
lessly, o

¢ Yes"—gravely—* very protty; and |
think—I hope--upright, as she iz beautiful,
Poor child, hera seems to me a very degolat §
Jot. Far too well educated to associate with
those of her own class, .she is still cat off by
the laws of caste from mixing with thog §
above her. She has no friends, no mother,
no sister, to love ard symputhize with her)”

« My dear Arthar, how you do agonize your.
self!” enys Dorian. “She has ber father, and
about us comfortable a time altogether ag [
know of_” -

tt5he reminds one of soze lowly vaysida
flower,” goes on the old mun, musingly, heed. B
less of {ho biillient interlude, + raising its lit.§
tie head sadiy smong gay gaiden-plants that
care not for Ler, whilst beyond the hedge thatf
bounds her garden she cun watch her owgj
species grow and flourish in wild luxuriance §
Her lifo can scarcely be cnlled happy. Ther [
must always bua want, A craving for what
cab never be obtained. Surely the one that
conld bring sorrow to tust pure bheart, o
tears to those gentle cyes, ehould be——"

4 Apphyxiated,” put in Dorinn, idly. Hs
yawns languidly and pulls the hezd off a tall
dandelion, that adorns the wayside, in a somg.
what' desultory fushion. The color in thg
older man's cheeks grows a shade deeper, and
a geeture, as full of imputience, ag of displea-
sure, escapes him, :

#t'There are some subjects,” ho saya. with{g
calm geverity, « that it would be woll to place
beyond the reach of ridicule.”

t#Am I one of them?” says Dorian, lighily. §
Then, glancipg at his uncly's face, he checks§
bimself, and goes on quickly. “I beg yourj
pardon, I'm sure. I bave beon saying someg
thing unlucky, as usual. Of course I agresty
with yon on all points, Arthur, nnd think th 3
man who could willfully bribg a blush tu?
Ruth Annersley’s cheek’s neither more no: g
less than a wretch pure andsimple. By the 3
bye, that 128t homely phrase comes in badly;g
there, doesn’t it ? Rather out of keeping withid
the vituperative noun, eh !” i

« Rather,” returns Sartoris, shortly. HeM
drops his nephew’s arm, and walks on iu sil-F8
ence. As a rule, Dorian’s careless huma
fuits hiw ; itamuses him and adds & piquang
tu a life that withont it (now that Dorisn}
society has become indispensuble to him)§
would prove « flat, stale, and unprofitable,"§
But to-day, he hardly knows why-—or, perj
hupe, hardly dares to knew whyv—his e
phew’s oasy light-neartednees jars upon him
vexing bim sorely. v

As they turn the corner of the road, and g4
down the hill, they meat Horace, coming to
wird them ot a rapid pace. As ho sees theng
he slackens his epeed and approaches moryg
slowly. &

« Just as well I met you,” he saye, with .[L
airy laugh, a8 my thoughts were runniny
away with me, and Phasbus Apollo is in th¥
ascondant; veritably he ¢rules the roast.H
Thnoirs up-bill work is trying on the lungs.” 1§

« Where have you ' een 7"’ asks Dorian, jusj
because he bag ncthing o:se to say, aund it i
guch a bore to think, i

« At Gowran.”

#Ah! l'm golpg there now. You s+
Clarigsa, then?" says Bartoris, qulckly
#« When do you return to town, Horace ?”

¢ To-morrow, I think—I hope,” says Horl
ace, and, with a little nod on both sides, thep
part. But when the bend in the rond agaix
hides him from view, it would occur to
casual oan-looker that J{orace Branscombs!
thouzbts muet once more bave taken his phy
sioal powers into captivity, a8 his paco quick
eng, until it grows even swiiter than it w
bafore.

Sartoria goes leigurcly down the hill, with
Dorian beside him, whistliog » Nancy Lee
in a muener highly satisfactory to himself
no doubt, but slightly out of tuno, Whe
Sartoris can bear this musical treat no longw
ho breaks hurriedly into speecl of a dezcripg
tion that requires an snswer, B

#«What a pretty girl Clarissa Peyton i
don't you think 80 7"’ b

When Dorisn has brought Miss Lee to §
triumphant finish, with a floarish, that would
have raised murderous longings in the brexd

of Stephen Adams, he says, without noduo e’
thusiasm,—

#Yes, sho is about the best:looking woms
[ know."

% And a8 unaffscted a8 she is beantifnl§
‘Chav is ber principal charm, Bo thorongh¥
bred, too, In every thought and action. &
never met 80 lovable a creature!” f

" What a pity she can't hear you!" ey
Branscombe. « Though perbaps it {s ns wi§
she can't. Adulation has a bad effect ¢
some people.”

« Bhe 18 too earnest, too thorough, to bev
get by flattery. I rometimes wonder if the
are any like her in the world.”

# Very foew, I think,” says Dorlan, gonialf

Apother pause, somewhat longer than f)
last, and then Bartoris sayn, with some hesil
tion, # Do you never think of warrylog, D
rian 7

“Often” says Branscombe, with an amui
smile,

4 Yet how celdom you tou :h on thematid
Whay, when 1 was your age, I bad seen
Jeast twenty women I should have marri
had they shown an answering regurd
me.”

“ What a blessing they didu’t 1" says B
combe. ¢ Fancy, twenty of them! Yo
have found awkward in the long run, wol
n't yon? And 1 don’tthink they’d have lii
it, you know, in this illiberal couatyy.
glad you thought better of it.” :

#]1 wish I counid oncn &ee you as honesll
—with a slight, almost »poonsclous, stress
the word—*in love a8 I have been scores
times.”

# What n melancholy time you must b
putin! When a fellow i8 in love he g
to akin and bone, doesn't he? slights his¢
ner, and refnses to find solace in the M
cigar. It must be {rylng—very; especi
to ons's friunds. 1 doubt you were u sud
tible youth, Arthur., I’'m not.”

« Then you ought to be,” says Sartoris, 7§
scme anger « All young men should
their hearts beat, and thelr pulses qnioken ™
the sight of a pretty woman,”
¥ My dear fellow,” says Branscombe, ser
ly, removing his glass from his right o
left eye, a8 thongh to soan more oaretully)
un~le’s countenance, *there is Bomethiog "
matter with you this .narning, ian't ths
You're not well, yon know. You have ts
something very badly, and it has gouno to "
morals ; they are all wrong—vyery Wnbotju -
indeed, Hsve you carefully considered §
pature of the advice you are piving DR
Why, if I were to lot my heart beut every (/B
I meet all the pretty women I know, I 8b*3
be in a lunatic asylum in a month.”

u Serlously, though, I wish you wouldf
the matter some thought,” say# Lord Sartd
earnestly ; ¢ you are twonty-elght, old end
to moke a sensible choico.” =~ = .
_ Branscombe aighs, '’ T

« And I gee nothing to provent your (S
go. You want a wifo to look. after y0° :
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