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with lnnguid condescension, and she returned
his goze with candid pleasure.
Ho offered hier his arm.  * Let us go into the
conservatory,” he suggested, “ you will find it
M ty

He did not cnre to be seen talking with so un.
doubted n ““ daisy,” but thought her friendly
advances wounld help to pass the time unti]
Owen chose to turn up again. A wave of resent-
ment against Owen ervssed his mind ; Le was
probably enjoying himself vastly with the lovely
iss Chapple,

“The fact iy,"" Carrington snid aloud, rather
aprapoy of his own thouglts than of his com-
panion, 1 consider [ was bronght here under
false pretences. 1 came to swee the celebrated
Mrs. Gribble, and 1 have not seen her yet.”

‘s, Gribble ! why, she is the authoress )™
This in awestruck tones.

Carrington was amused ab her naivéte,

“Yes,” he said, “ the famous authoress 1 |
suppase you have never seen her 87

‘* No, but 1 have read her books,” said the
lady, fanning herself.  Carrington had placed
her in alow chair, and had found another more
especially comfortable one for himself,  He lay
back nursing hisright kuee, in an attitude grace-
ful, no doubt, but more indicative of ease than
of deference.  Naturally one need not be very
punetilions with a Jittle girl who bas lost her
<chaperon, and dispenses so completely with the
safeguard of an introduction,

*Andd 1 suppose you think this Mrs. Gribble's ;
novels very elever and dashing, and all that sort |
of thing ™ he continued in his slightly con-
temptuous manner.

* Yes—no-—1 don't know 1" she said, blush-

ing at the presumption of giving her opinion on
so very exalted a personage,  ** What do you
think ¢

“ 1T am afraid 1 shall shock you dreadfully
when I tell yon that 1 think ber novels very
great trash imdeed. | have not read them all,”’
e admitted candidly, *“ but such as I have
looked into are distinetly poor, exaggerated and ;
untrue to nature.”

He paused, gratified to observe the impression
be waw making on his companion,

‘‘ Are they really so bad "' she asked regret.
fully ; **1am sure | have heurd some people
call them lovely.”

Carrington saw an opportanity of leading one
erring young mind back to the things worthy of |
admiration 1 literature.

“Her novels,” he said with ealm  decision,
are ill composed.  Now, a novel should be cast
on vne of thres lines —-the Pussionate, the Hu-
morous or the Herie; you will easily under-
stand that a woman can never rise to the height
of Passion, is incapabls of Humor, and trom the |
very fact of being a woman is debarred from all |
knowledge of the Herole or adventurous style.

Naot but that Mrs. Gribble is sometimes exered- f devoted.

ingly funuy too in an unconscious way. In her
descriptions of field sports shie fallsinto the most
laughable Llunders. I remember she somewhere
gives a description of cub-hunting, which for
gross absurdity and gross iguorance beats any-
thing T have ever read.”

Carrington Ioghed at the recollection, and
proceeded to give his little companion « seath. |
g deonstration of the errors, technical and !
otherwise, into which the unwary lady had fallen.

The young pirl was greatly interested,  She
fixed her bright eves on his fuce, and scemed to
hang on every word which fell from his lips;
her two little hands holding her fan forgot to !
wave it although he was talking somewlat
aver her Head, she evineed all the delight of the
very yvouthful female at receiving the discourse
of a elever mnn,

Carrington locked back at her throngh hand.
some hall-shut eves: e smiled, really plensed
with her eagerness: his hand travelled Jdown
from his knee to his silken sock, which he
clasped earessingly : he almost wished he were
the bre therof thig little girl in dirty white, her
geutle, malleable spirit seenied eapable of being
trained to minister worthily to man,

The woman of the nineteenth century,” he
continued, ¢ has fuvaded literature as she has
invaded every other profession ; we have now
lady lawyers, lady doctors, lady members of the
School Poard, and we are threatened with lady
parsons ! You may not credit it, but among my
friends | am accounted something of a mysogy-
nist.  If 1 am a mysogynist, it is because the
womimn of to-day ditfers so widely from the wo-
man of my ideal. The gentle, tender, modest
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woman of the past exists no longer, or, rather, :

I have never been fortuunate enough to meet her
until this evening, Do you know,” asked Car-
rinzton, leaning forward, ** what I consider one
of the best thingsina woman ¥ 1t is the art of
being n good listener.”

¢ There is no merit in listening well to a good
talker,” said the girl, symiling.

He approved of her readiness.

“ Yes,” he continued, ‘*appreciativeness is

to uuderstand 0 man’s projects, sympathize in
Liis ambition, rejoice in his success and console
him in his trials. Such were the women of old,
moving silently in the shadow of the home.

They were seen neither in the f\ulpit nor the:

market-place’” (here he was slightly carried away
by his own eloquence, or he would have remem-
bored that a good housewife should be frequently
seen in the market-place}; '*such are not the
women of our times—the form i
heautiful sonl has tled for ever !

“1 am 5o sorry "' said the girl, almost tear-
fully ; **do try not to mind so much | could not
we talk of something elsc—man, for instance 1

Carrington Inughed.  ** After all, T am afraid

g left, but llm’

i Iatest disciple of atheiom,
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man is n degenevate creature too; what do you
think of him "

‘*Tknow what I think of you, anyway,” she
said, with childigh candor.

“A very mpid young lady, certainly!”
thought Carcinglon, us he advaneed his chair
nearer to hers.  *“ Do tell me what you think of
me,” said he, bending over her, and examining
the downy coutonr of her cheek, and the little
dimaple in her chin,  *“ No? well, promise you
will not forget me after to-night.”

She looked troubled, 1 don’t even know
your name,” ghe msusmured.

He toblher his name, *“John Carrington,”
with sich an air as one would confess to being a
Guelph ar Bourhon,

* Carrington,” she repeated, * 1 knew some
people of that name once.”

* We are the Derbyshire Carringtons,” he
said, loftily. i

** Oh! then 1 suppose you are no connection.
These I knew came from Cuaipberwell.”

Ile drew back slightly disgusted. The perfect
wowman ought to have some E‘mowledgc of peli-
gree and connty families,

At thut moment a tall bearded man passing
along the gallery eanught sight of them in their
retreat and came toward them, pushing his way
through the flowers and scattering leafl and petal
on the ground. He addressed himself to the
young lady in an injured, yet affectionate man-
ner.

** Well ! this is a niee trick to have played
ns ! he began. ‘““May I inquire how long you
have been hiling yourselt away like this1”

Carrington gave the jntruder a supercilious
stare, but the latter seetnnd quite uncousciouns
of his presence.

The lady rese and Carrington did likewise.
She touchied his coat sleeve with her shut fan.
“ Good wight,” said she playfully. She had
taken the stranger’s arm und wus being rapidly
dragged from the conservatory,

““1t is very unfair to lewve me like this,”' said
Carrington.

She leaned back her head, snd, making a
screen with a fim, whispered behind it in re-
gretful aceents:

¢ Papat cas’t help myself{ Goodby 1

Her singul o vyes flashed at him a moment
before she disappeared behind the portisre.

“ What a stupid evening I was Carrington's
graceless comusent, as he set out on a search for
Owen. lu the small drawing.rosm he found his
hostess vigorausly diseussing theology with the
Her immense train
was again rolled round her arm, and Carrington
wondered whuat possible pleasure she could find
in such an impediment,

* Do come here!” she eried to him, *¢ I have
scarcely seen you at alll 1 want 1o introduce
you toa delicions girl. [ want to make you
[t will improve you ever so much!”

“1f you have failed to make me devoted,
which I deny, the most delicious girl in the
world could not do it.”’

His words were pretty, but his tone and bear-
ing as he took leave of her distilled the faintest
pessible aroma of contempt.

At the top of the stairs he met Owen coming
up.  Owen seemed in very good spirits.

* Miss Chapple hus proved kind ¥ inquired
his friend, sardonically.

“She is & charming girl,” said Owen, with

Ceonvietinn ; ©* | have just taken her down to her

carriage ; she introduced me to her wmother, a
most delightful woman. And now 1 have come
to Yook for vou ; Mre. Gribble is come, :he is
down stairs in old Watson's room with a lot of
fellows.  They scem to be having a good time
from the noise they are making.”

The two friends went down. Owen led the
way into a large library on one side of the hall,
dimly lighted by a swinging lamp. Opening out
of this reom was a smaller one, brilliantly
illuminated with many candles. Through the
looped up partivie were seen the backs of some
twenty wen or so, sitting or standing around
the table,  They were all smoking, and filmy
wreaths of smoke floated in eirclets above their
heads.  From the depths of his armchair Sir
Henry sucked at his meerschaom and gurgled
with delight.  On the table stood champagne
and glasses, and on one corner, facing the men
and the library, sat o woman in white. Her feet
rested on an empty chair and she held a cigar-
ette between her fingers.  She was discoursiug
volubly, aud every now and then her hearers
exploded with merriment.

*¢ There are three situations in which the wo-
man may minister worthily to the man,” she
deelnred in terms of melliluons arrogance, *“as
wet uurse, as dry nurse, as sick nurse; in all
other waiks and callings she displays her gross
ignerance and incompetency. As a general mle,
we may lay it down that a woman is unfit for
every remunerative calling.”  The spesker
pushed her short hair back from her eyes and

" displayed a broad, well shaped forehead. With
the best gift fora woman. She should be able

one pretty hand she nursed a pretty ankle, with
the other she emphasized her well-balanced
phrases.

““ Woman at her Lest is a clinging cha.
meleon-like creature whe takes all her color
from the man she leans on; at her worst, a
bold faced, literary hack, who chews tobacco and
writes newspaper articles,”

Great applanse, especinlly from a big, black
bearded man who leant agninst the wall,

Carrington gazed at the acenoe in dumb con-
fusion ; a sort of promonitory shiver of the truth
was stealing down his spinal cord—n harrowing
suspicion foreed itsell on his mind that the easy
attitude, the mellifiions drawl, were in some
manner connected with himself,

““ Is that woman Mra. Gribble 7"’ he asked
vacantly, and Owen fold him ** yes."

‘¢ And that man there with the black beard,
is he her father "

‘“ Her father 1" said Owen, laughing, ‘¢ why,
it's Rankin, her editor ; of the Plccadilly, you
know 1’

Carrington felt quite helpless. Mrs. Gribble's
bright eyes roving round encounterel his, as he
stood between the curtaing of the doorway, all
the light of all the candles shining on his bald
head.  She sprang to her feet on the chair an'd
fondled an imaginary moustache with au air of
eagy condescension.

“The grand old women of the past, content to
sit sewing in the shadows of their silent homes,
have been supersaded by a shrieking sisterbood,
who declaim on the house tops and gyrate inthe
market places. But even thus the degradation
of women wonld not be complete but for the
opportunity offered her in the field of fiction.
Here you may meet with every instance of de-
praved taste and presumptuous ignoranece. As
a subtle thinker of anr times has remarked,
¢ Fiction i3 written by ladies —for ladies’
maids ° "

The repetition of this phrase was significant
to Carrington ; he was sure he had never used
it in Mrs. Gribble’s hearing. This, then, was
not & mere turning the tables on him for his re-
cent behaviaur so much as a settling up of old
scores for the gratification of his enemies. For
although I have only mentioned his friends,
Carrington, like all great souls, had his enemies
also; men who disputed his supremacy and
ridiculed hia affectations. He recognized seve-
ral of these hostile critics among the shuking
backs ranged before him. He would bave given
worlds to depart, but Mrs. Gribble’s eye held
bim spelibound.

““The other day,” she continued remorselessly,
with a supercilious lifting of the eyebrow and a
rapid movement of the hand, as though turning
over the leaves of some very indifferent publica-
tion, * the other day I happened to open a
novel written by alaldy, who enjoys, I believe,
a certain reputation. I came across a description
of cub hunting-——""Here she lowered her eyes
an instant in acknowledgmeut of the uproaricus
reception of her excellent mimicry ; in that in-
stant Carrington regained his freedom. He
stepped briskly behind the curtain and his hauds
trembled with un insane desire to knock some-
body down. Owen being in the way his wrath
expladed over him,

* Confound you ! what the devil Jid yon
mean by biinging me here 2’ he asked savagely,
and the laughter from the next room mingled
with the angerof his voice. He sirode into the
hall, snd, obtaining his coat, went out into the
street.  Owen followed in amazement.

“ What have 1 done? he dJdemanded

anxiously.

Carrington at {irst maintained a black silenoe,
but suddenly stopped beneath a lamp-post and
explained.

** That woman, Mrs. Gribble, is the girl I
have been talking to the whole eveninug t”

Owen looked more bewildered than ever.
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“ And—and—1on’t you see she was amusing
all thase cursed fools by laughing at me ¥

The two men stared in vach other’s faces.

‘1t is teo bad of you, Owen, to get me into
stich a beastly mess—1 supposs there will be
some ahomintble portrait of e in next week's
Piccadilly

He ground his teeth anew at this cheering
praspect, and that night the friends parted for
the first time since their acquaintance on very
uncomfortable terms.

But, as it happened, Carrington was never
gibbeted amoug the ¢ representative men ;"
either he was not sufliciently important, or clse
* Kismet ” thought she had punished him
enough.  And-—for even an intolerably coneeit-
ed young man like poor Carrington may possess
some conpensating virtues—as he was really a
sweet-tempered fellow, he knew how to forgive
and forget. 1 have Lieard that he and Mrs,
Gribble became good friends in after years, and
though he could never be brought to renounce
his theories concerning the majority of woman-
kind, he has been heard to admit that a very
superior woman might, on a push, equalin brain
power an average man.—>Burne Darcy in Bel-
gravia.

A BIT FLUSTRATED,

A “summer failure” in the interior of the
State started out the agent of a New York whole-
sale house the other day, and when he reached
the town he found no satisfaction beyond an
emply store.

“Do you claim that yon sold out the entire
stock 1 he demanded in amazement.

*“ Every single article.”

‘“ And where's the mouney 1

“Well, you sce, that’s where [ was lame. |
went into business, determined to make this
town howl. [ had §3,000 worth of goods. |
contracted for §1,500 worth of advertising and
printing.  Then 1 put prices down to fifty cents
ou the dollar,  What | got for my stock 1 paid
to the printer, and came out ninety-eight cents
behind. 1 call that mighty close figuring for a
man who was peddling fish up toa yvear ago!”

*Yes, but you owe us §3,000!"" howled the
agent.

¢ That's so—that’s so, and T am sorry for it.
1 don’t care so much fur the ninety-eight cents !
awe the printer, for he'll carry me sixty days,
but that 33,000 1 owe you does sort o flustrate
me every time [ thiok of it.”

VARIETIES,

A MosT agreeable and practical form of educa.
tion Las been voted a trial in F'rance. A resolu-
tion has heen adopted by the Municipal Council
of Paris by which it is agreed to grant seven
thousand dotlars for the purpise of sending a
certain number of the pupils at each of the col-
leges on a foreign tour during vacation tim- A
deputation of teachers is also to be sent to stuly
Swiss methods of instruction as illustrated in
the Zurich Exhibition.

Tue amount of land iu Ireland which hasg gone
out of cultivation the past year is no less than
58,690 acres.  The reason for this is thus stated
by an English paper :—** [reland has land which
may be made productive to some extent if itis
well worked ; but it is too pdror for prrmanent
pasture, aud the attempt to turn it ints perma.
nent pasture means failnre and a permanent cur-
tailment of the area of land which can be mede
to support the population.”

Tnr eminent CGerman P’rotestant historian,
Johann Frederick Bolhmer, wrote in 1550:
“Would to Gol that the next Pope, who has
been predicted as a lumen de cwelo, would look
upon the truth-loving, scrious science of history,
asa ‘light from heaven’ in the darkness and
errors of the want of principle of the present
day.” The next Pope” has come in the person
of Leo X{Il., 2and his letter to the three cardi-
nals directs their attention to just this science
of history.

Tuk river Tay, which is the most productive
of all the British salmon streams, rents for an
aguregate of over twenty thousand pounds ster-
ling; and to provide that sum, pay the work.

. ing expenses, and yield a profit to those who

lease the fisheries, it has beeun calculated that
salmon to the value of sixty thousand pouands
must be caught ; say, eighty thousand fish, each
of the value of fifteen shillings. This would
seem to have been accomplished, for it is expect-
ed that the rental will be higher nest year.

Mr G. Torixg, the sculptor, has just placed
some of his works on exhibition at Gibbon’s Art
Gallery on Broadway near Twenty - seventh
street. They comprise *The Sensation of the
Water,” ¢ The First Step,” *‘ Mother's Jewel”
and *“The Croquet-Player.” The first depicts a
charming girl standing iv her bathing-dress and
flower-trimmed straw hat on the sva shore and
coquetishly advancing a naked foot to mect the
incoming waves, The sculptor has two studios,
one in New York, where he makes his models
in clay, and one in Carrara, ltaty, where they
are cut in marble. The delicate finishing touches
are done by his own hand in the New York
studio.

T monument of General Zachary Taylor, at
Lexington, Ky., was unveiled Thursday, Sep-
tember 20. A large assemblage was present,
amoung them about forty survivors of the Mexi.
can war, who stood in line before the tomb. The
monuntent is in the centre of the cometery, on
an eminence whick commands a view of the sur-
rounding conntry.  The base is of unpolished
gravite, lettered with the dates of the general’s
birth and death, also the names of the bartlesin
which he participated. The statue rests upon &
shaft, in the centre of which is placed a bronze
medallion, with the initials Z. T. jus: below it.
The statue itself is life size, and of the purest
Ttalian marble, representing the general stand-
ing, with left foot slightly advanced. The right
hand rests on the beit whi b encireles his mali-
tary uniform, while the left holds a cap and a
sword,  Geueral Thomas Crittenden, of Mis-
souri, delivered the oratinm, aund Bishop Kav-
anagh, of Kentucky, otfered prayer.

Tre Dnes are gnod farmers anl export large.
Iy of their produce. 1In the first five months of
this year, they sent to England thirty-two mil-
lion pounds of butter and fifty-two thousand
head of eattle.  DBasides a royal agricultural so-
ciety, they have seventy local organizations for
the encouragement of agriculture, though the
population of the whole country is scarcely more
than that of London. There is a chair of dairy
farming in connection with the University of
Copenhagen, held by Professor Szgelecke, who
hes organized a regular system of dairy iustruc-
tion which is carried on throughout the country
under hissupervision. Farmersreceive students,
who are mostly women, aud under a scheme of
the DProfessor they are thoroughly trained in
milking, and in preparing the mitk by weighing,
rerating, cooling, and separating the cream for
churning, and also in the best processes for
making cheese and butter, and packing them
for market. All the processes are conducted on
exact and scientific principles, and, of course,
the best results are attained. The pupils who
go through this instruction give their services,
receiving & nowinal sum anuually, and among
them are many from America.

Scir1o, N.Y,, Dec. 1, 1879.

I am the Pastor of the Baptist Church here,
and an edncated physician, I am not in pmg-
tice, but am my sole family physician, and ad.
vise in many chronic cases. Overa year ago I
recommended your Hop Bitters to my invalid
wife, who has been under medical treatment of
Albany’s best physicians several years. She
has become thoroughly cured of her various
complicated diseases by their use. We both re-
commend them to our friends, many of whom
have also been cured of their various ailments
by them.
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