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The Summer Girl

Bhe's coming with the flowers that will bloom fer
Us once more,

Bhe's oomh:g with the breezes that will blow
alon, e shore.

The sun will kies her ringlets and will tinge her
cheeks with brown,

While ke who loves her madly grapples fate and
toils in town,

Anrd Cupid Ym: the arrows that he's given her

to twirl,
Will guard anew the footsteps of the sprightly
summer girl,

When robin redbreast
early dawn,
And ten‘:u%s players dot the green of grassy fleld
n

with a walking

hops around while yet 'tis

and lawn,

Wa'll see her dressed in percale,
stick in hand

And in her br)ther'’s necktie will she stroll
the sand,

And where the crowd is thiokest in the summer
hotel whirl,

Will bloom once more the beauty of the charm-
ing summer girl,

With glossy collar shining in the light of sum-
merdays,

With vest and s:sh and blazer we will learn
anew her ways,

Young Cupid will instruct us how to pierce the
thin disguise

Of masculine attire that hides the maiden heart
we prize,

And when once more we claim her as the sum-
mer's priceless pearl,

We'll hail the smiling features of the jolly sum-
mer girl. —Ton. Masson.

UNCLE PAT,

T

As Harry walked at a stesdy paoce
fowards Sohiehallion, Hugh orspt and
orawled after him like a suake. When he
$ook shelter behind s rock from th.e shower
that came aweeping up the Tammosl Valley,
Hugh watched him from the wa-eroourse.
While Harry nosiced  how graadly the
storm siruok and spent its fary on Orag-a-
Var, till is was blosted ous from ).ig sighs,
Hugh kept his oyes fixed on hi « $ill his
whole being was fillel with hatie{ of the
man who he thoughs had bronght such dire
misery upon him, and such a lasting shame
to the village.

When she ol (rag Pecped ous again
smiling and wparkitag feom its recens
shower-bath, Harry rose and strode on ap
the mountaia side, singirg aleud in the
very joy of his hears at this happy omen.
He bore a littie to the lefs to reach she creat
of the ridge, so that Hugh easily gained on
him uneesn up one of she namerons lissle
ravines thas ron down the wess face of
$hose grim ridges of boulders and shingle
—ithe Boriadane.

When Harry sto

along

pp2d again near the top,
Hugh orouched low among the heather,
never losing sight of his quarry.

Here, it Harry could have but seen if,
was the realisation of thas wild portent—
half an actual vigion, half & weird piosure
inthe paivter's brain—which he had seen
in the blood-red sunset on Bohiehallion
Stalker and stalked, they moved up the
mountain as though they had been puppeta
inthe hands ot destiuy. While she one
#at and looked at the giorions prospeos of
lake and mountain stretohed out before
him, calmly thinking how one of these
days he would come and paint it wish
Fanny by his side, the other, maddened
with the sense of his ustter lovelicess, was
thinking how eurely he wonld kill him thas
very day.

When Harry took out his sketoh-book to
jot down she ourves of the hills, Huogh
opened the formidable blade of hig stalking
knife. He grasped the Weapon, and orept
stealthily up the gally. It was a mere
ditoh at the top, bus that wasg enough for
the stalker, so when Harry stepped on to
$ho cress of the ridge, Hagh confronted
him knifein Hand. Is was ag if he had
@prang from the bowels of the earth, There
he was, thoogh —pals, haggard, grimed
with dirt ; his dank, yellow hair haoging

* aoroas his face like ropes, and the * wild
cat " gleamiog in his eye.

Harry saw at once he had to do with a
madman.

“ Hugh 1"

‘* Ay, Hugh !"

And for a momens
bshind him, and lgisa
$im from top to toe.
hie predicament. He was unarmed. He
had not even a stiok. Desperate odds,
there on that wild mountain side; bust he
was oool, while Hugh was simply mad with
suppressed passion,

‘“Put your knile up."”

Hugh Isughed. *Mr, Wynter, gir,” said
he, with mock civﬂity. ‘you wass always
vor{ 00ol, very ocool %0 me. Bee you die
oool.”

“Pat up your knife,
gensibly."

Hugh laughed louder,
was always very good as th $, Mr. Wynser.
You was master at that, ow it will bs a
Oameron that will be master.,”

“You're msd or drunk! What harm
have I done you ?"

“Hear him!"

Hugh put his hands
rely soanned his vio-

Elarry recognizad

Hugh, and tall:
“Oh, ay; yom

Hugh shouted, wildly.

*‘He will be asking what harm he has
done. Qool to the very last. Harm ? Look
you —-where is Maggie ?"

“With her father, for all I konow.”

“Liar 1"

Harry nevar took his eyes from him. He
knew if the attack oame it would be sudden
and swifs. 8o it waa. Hugh sprang and
sbruck at him with his last word. Had the
blow raached home there wonld have been
an end fo Mr. Wynter. As is was he was
;;liok enough to catoh the blade on his lefs

orearm,and in asecond had grasped Hugh's
wrist with bia right hand. He did Dot even
feel how badly he was wounnded. Instinct
told him that his only ohance of life against
this madman was to hold on and disarm
him, and hold on he did like grim death.
The instant Hugh stepped back to disengage
himself, he pus forsh his strength and sried
all he knew $o throw him. Very few men
could throw Hugh, bas Harry never lost
hold. Bo they struggled on to the edge of
the rock, where Hagh clinched his teeth,
and by a desperate effors managed to loosen
his right hand. One half-step back to gain
strength and give effsot to the finishing
blow when suddenly his hands werethrown
up in a francio effors to save himself, as
he topflad head over heels olean over the
edge of the rock. Harry sank on the ground
half blinded with blood. There it was,
pouring in a stream out of his sleeve. To
ull this back, tear off his necktie and bind
16 tightly round the wound was shors
work. Then he orept to the brink and

looked down.
" There was a sheer descent of some
$weniy feet, then a shelving ledge of grass
interspersed with loose boulders,
among these Iay Hugh. To get at him he
along the orest of the ridge, till

alive—unconscious tboi:gl.l—md an ugly
wound on the head sold reason why.

By dins of shoving and dragging he
managed to shift the poor fellow inso a safe
position. All he could do. Then he sat
down and wondered if he should ever reach
Dalohosnie. He wes sick and fains—
bleeding horribly too. He slid $he wounded
arm into the breast of the coat, and stag
gered back to the crest of the ridge, where
he tumbled all of a heap into a clump of
heather. It was as much as he ooul do
$0 make a pad with his pookethandkerchief
and pebind it on the wound.

He lay still for a bit, then ocautiously
began the descent. Bhould he ever reach
Dalobosnie, smoking there smongss she
nearest fir trees ? It was not far, but how
blurred and indistinot the landscape began
%0 look. How hormbly weak he was ges-
ting. He tottered as he went, tostered 80
muoh thas presently he flopped down again
%o prevens himself falling, and once down
be thought he woald never get up.

Now, Harry was plucky. He had a clean
reoord and could face death with a prayer ;
bus, how hard to die likethis !  Ah, if he
could only see Fanny onoe mors ; have her
aweet face oloee to bis, look once more into
her honess eyes, feel her breath on his
cheek, and hear her spesk; and, oh, it l_xe
could only have Tnole Pat's strong help in
hie need !

One more spuri—the landeoape more
blurred and his brain more dizzy. He began
o mix himself up with Hugh's weird stories
of Bchiehallion. He had jast come ous of
Tam O'Mhorair; he wae helping ta ocarry
the dead body down the hill. Then he
oonjared up the very figures he was praying
for—how real they looked ! They were
coming toward him. He osst h‘is eyes on
the ground to shut ous the mirage and
etaggered doggedly on. @ When he looked
up sgain, lo! thers they wers, more dis-
tinot than befora. Ie it could oaly be trae.
Yes, there they were. They were waving,
they wers hurrying, they were running !
Ob, God was this death ?

Then a blank— .

Meanwhile, Fanny had gone atraight up
f0 the smoking'room and had 1$ out with
Uncle Pas. 8he had nothing to hide. She
bad loved Harry—why should she not own
it ? Batthe Hanovers should never say
she had married him with any stain or
disgrace on her name ¥

At thia up jaumps Monsell as if he was

shot.
‘ Siain! Disgrace!I" he thanders, bang-
iog his great fist on the table. ** There iz no
more disgrace $aoked 0 yoar name than
there ia to mine ! ]

“What 1! " gasps Fanny half beside
hergelf with joy. ‘Oan you really say
this 7

*“Bay it ? I oan shout it from the houss
top!”

1?hen wiaen, mistaking her silence of joy for
one of doabs, hebsgina o digress inko onse of
his rigmarole exouses, she promptly stops
him by olspping her tiay hand on his mouth
and declaring she does not wan$ to hear
any more.

‘You have made me very happy,” she
said simply ; now you must go with me
after lunch and meet Harry.”

* Of course,” said he, glad to be lifted off
the ticklish ground. ‘ And—Fanny! we
will get away to the south $o-morrow or
next diy and take him with us. He will be
wanting so go up about that listle business
I waa telling you of.”

‘“ Ag if that mattered now! ' she oried
with sapreme indifference. ! F

“Oh! so you are sure—quite sure —in
your hears of hearts, that he is worthy of
you?"

“ Oh, Unc'a Pat! "

‘‘ Beoause if you are quits sure, dear, you
may go into Blue Beard's room snd see
what he has been doing for you. Ha! ha!
Yon are pricking up your ears at that.
Juet olimb up to ‘the ocock.lofs bsfore
lanch I”

* He never would let me go there "

“Ol ocurse nos ! We will go now, snd
you will tee what you will aee !"

And Fanny, glad of something to pass the
$ime, tripped up to the studio attic twosteps
at & time, Uncle Pat following leisurely
behind.

““Now!” said he, unveling * The Coffin
Maker,” * what can youmake ous of this 7"

Fauuy nonia make it out fass enough, for
love is n mighty sharpener of wits; and
as she stood shere, rapt in mild wonder.
ment aé the astonishiog besusy and finish
of the pioture, her face blushed rosily with
the conecioneness that it had all been done
for her sake. :

There was not the slightest oocasion to
blow Harry's trumpet into her ears, bat
Uncle Pat did it vigorously until it was
drowned by the clsng of the lunch gong.
They sat down, but Fanny could neither
eat nor talk. Her hears was too full of she
new joy. Bhe was impatient to start—im-
patient to be with Harry, and tell him how
much she had misunderstood him. Unole
Pas seemed endowed with an abnormal
appetite; never had she seen him eat so
slowly. At last they started.

It is but  short distance from the Dal.
chosnie gatea to the moorland, and almoss
83 soon as they lefs the high rosd tney
made out Harry's figare coming down the
slope. In two minutes they saw some
thing was wrong. A little nearer and they
knew the something was something terrible.
With bare head, and liserally covered
with blood and dirt from top to toe, -
Harry was certainly an appalling objeot.
Mongell strode on withous a word, and
Fanny, clenchiog her listle hands, keps up
with him. Harry stepped saddenly to
steady himeelt ae they ran up—swayed to
and fro, and fell just as they reached him.

He wae in loving hands. Fanoy did nos
lose her head, and Monsell was $he right
man in the right place. To out a bit off
his elastio brace, to roll it into & sourni.
quet pad and bind it securely on the
wounded vessel was the work of a moment.
Then bandaging the arm across the ches$
with Fanny’s soarf, he started for the near
oottages for help.

Bo it happened when Mr. Wynter oame
o0 himsell, there was the swees face he had
prayed for bending olose over him. Pre.
sently, too, seeing him oconscions, her lips
were pregsing his, all bloodstained though
theyuwe:'e. 1" she whispered

‘“ My love !" she whi 5

iAud by this sign, he knewit was * all
right ”

8" You are not to speak ; you are not to

and | bleeding

'
1
)

move ! Unole Pat hasgone for help. The
has stopped.”

Qaite ocontent was he not to apeak or
move. He felt ineffably happy lying there

he found an easy dezoent, then slowly ' amongst the heather, and gazing up at her

picked his way to the spos.

Hugh wa3s while she dipped her pooket-handkerchief

into the little burn and
from his face.

*“ Fanny 1"

¢ Yes, dear.”

* Hugh is hur$ on the hill.
maust go at onee.”

““ Hush! Here comes Unocle Pa.
are not to move. "

‘“ How oan I kiss you if I don’s move ?°*

And this was & problem any young lady
oould solve. Fanny solved it aocordingly.
There was & delay in getting baock $o Dal-
obosnie, for not aninch would Harry budge
till be had seen the peat-oart with $hree
sturdy fellows start for Hugh’s succour.

CHAPTER XVII.
MR. MONSELL EXPLAINS,

Mcr. Monsell took this terrible business
very much to heart. He could not brash
aside the question, how muoch wae he to
blame for Hugh's mad folly and Harry
Wynter's danger ; and hard on the heels of
theee misgivings came -the dread lest aftey
all by merely preserving silence he had
perpetrated a oruel wrong on Mr. Hanover.
Whast right had be to keep father and ohild
apars? and if he was guilty, was not silence
quite as criminal a8 force would have been ?
Nor could he now plead that Mr. Hanover
was the oallons, cowardly egotist he had
long believed him o be., -

8o while Herry rapidly picked up his
strength and Hugh lay wandering in deli-
riam at Robason's house, with poor Maggie
watohing, soared and remorsefal, by his
badside, Mr. Monsell's doubts and despond.
ency grew darker about him. Even the
manifess happiness of the young people
oould not cheer him. And how paacefally,
soberly happy they were! One glance at
the change that had taken plaoce sufficed to
convince Josnna that her last hope had
vanished. Hugh's knife had ous deep, but
it had shorn away all the substle and peril-
ous webs of her spinning.

Poor Oarstaira suffered, perhaps, as
badly as sany one. He had been 8o com-
placent, go enugly s31f-sufficient in assum.
ing the role of a village Peovidence—and
what a horrible fiasco it had proved !

“I'm glad I've caught you, Mr. Mongell,”
he said %0 the old gentleman. * I have
never yet been able to face Dalohosnie. I
have sent—but you must know how upses
I have been about_this awful business,
Who could have seen such a oatastrophe ?"

“ Don't distress yourself, Oarstairs !
All's well that ends well. You might
have been in a worse hobble.”

** Hardly 1”

“ Hardly! Why, my dear fellow, Wyn.
ter might have been killed ; Hugh mighs
have lost his life; youn might have done
something deliberately bad. You wighs
have been hiding something you had no
right to hide. You might hava been doing
something to bs ashamed of."”

* Well, upon my word, after what has
pussed, 1 am almost sshamed to meet Mr.
Wynter and Miss Pensland.”

‘ Nonssnge !"" oried the old man boister.
oualy. ‘“Come, now! I want to look in
at the post-office, and then we will go on
once. I was preaching to you the other
day about selfishness, bas I can tell you we
need all look at home. Wait & bis while [
get the letters.”

He came out staring at a telogram. He
had not opened it, but wae 8o buried in hia
troublesome doubts that it was perhaps
natural he should feel a presentiment tha$
the buff eavelops contained somethiag ua.
pleasant. 8o iv did. It was short and so
#ne purpose :

“From Hanover Registrar's  Offioe,
Beckenham. To Mongell, Dalohosnie,
Rannooh.

“* Do not leave till I return.”

This wes all; and what need for more ?
It told him everyshing, and there was sn
end to everything.

Hbs read it onoe more ; then $hroesing it
into his poaket, linked his arm in Carstairs’
and ssarted off to Dalohosnie. He walked
rapidly to relieve his thoughts. He saw
now, and it came $0 him like a blow whioh
he could not resent, beoause he deeerved it,
what ao abject appearanee he would have
$0 make before Hanover. And—ah! What
would Fanny say ?

This was sha last screw of the torture,
and it took all the old man's pluck to face
is. He was grateful o Hanover for send.
ing the telegram instead of springing a
mine on him. Reparation had to be made
snd he would make is. The bitserest part
of the whole business was the chanoe of his
losing one tiny bit of Fanny's reverence for
him.

Arrived at Dalohosnie he left Caratairs
in the drawieg room and bounced inso one
room after the other, till he unearshed the
youung couple in the attio, building Spanish
oasilss over the grand picture which was
juet about to be despatohed to London for
exhibition. Then while Harry was sent
down to shaks hands with Carstairs the
young lady wae led off to hear a strange
oonfession.

‘ Fanny, my dear,” he eaid to her after
he had got insidethe room and shut the
door close, “ I am going to tell you abous
your father and mother.”

Then he stopped suddenly and looked at
her so distressfully, his face quivering and
his eyes blinking, that she flew at him a$
once.

* I don'é oare what you tell me, Unocle
Pat !" ghe oried, throwing her arms round
his neck and nestling oclose up to him,
but no one oan be 80 much like a father
to nl:e as you. I oan love no one like
you "

‘ Ah, my child! There it ia! I am
wondering whether this blessing is righs. I
stole your love when I stole yon.”

*“ And I love the thief!” ghe rejoined,
naively, * though he does speak in riddles.

‘ Read thas!” gaid he, giving her the
telegram.

Bhe did, and though the words * Han.
over” and * Beckenham " put her a little
on the aler$, she found it noomprehengi-
ble. * The biggest riddle of all!" ghe eaid,
returning it to him.

‘““ Fanny, my dear,” said he, folding it
up deliberately and pooketing it, * you
were born at Beckenham, and Mr. Hanover
is your father."

Bhe did not jump up and shriek out, nor
did she exhibit any of those hysterical
symptoms which ought to have followed so
fremendous a revelation. Bhe flushed a
little, 'sis true, but her emotions had been
played out of late, and she had sailed into
such & haven of reat that even the finding
of a father did not ruffla her much. BShe
only nestled oloser to him as muoch as o
8ay, ‘“no one can displace you," and,
fortified by this, the old man proceeded o

| tell b%r she whole story, chapter and verse.
‘He could tell her bat i about her

wiped the staing

Some one

You

word would he say

mother, and not one
net a syllable, not a

sgainet her father,
hint !

Twenty years ago he had branded him
88 & our who had winked at embezzlemens
and deserted his wife; now, o the man's
daughter he exoused, he oven pitied him.
He himself, and he alone was $o0 blame,
when he began to expatiate on she injary
he had done to her father, she simply
stopped him with a kiss, which was meant
to oconvey, “You protected me, now I'il
protect you."”

Horry received the news with his usual
equanimity. What cared he whose daughter
she was, 80 long as she belonged to him ?
Bo, to tell the trath, Mr. Monsell was a
trifle disconcerted that the two lovers
should have been g0 litile disturbed by the
astounding revelation. His wisd had
nos yet gauged the engrossing quality, of
first love. He fally belisved they muet be
feeling more than they showed. They snid
listle beoause they wished so spare him, so
with & sigh he accepted the position and
dropped the subjeos until Mr. Hanover ap-
pesred two days later.

He was closeted with him for a coupla of
hours, and in that time the $wo men
learned to know each other thoroughly.,
Not an angry word was spoken. Mongell
recapitulated the whole Burford story from
beginning to end, and Hanover in answer
declared that he had met with no more
than his deserts.

* Perbaps, though, my punishment has
been greater than you shink, Monsell,” snid
he. * The late years have nos lessened is,
and my wealth has intensified it. Greed
and cowardioce were at she bottom of she
mischief. If ia extraordinary thas, often
a8 I have been at Beckenham, I should
never have thought of going to the Regis-
rar’s office. My father's acoouns that she
had died of typhoid fever seemed correot.
I had no reason to doubt the trath. I
adversised for the Barford’s without avail,
a8 you perhaps know. I don's thiak my
father had any wish to deceive me at
last. His heart and soul were in the
building up of the firm. He could not
overlook any breach of trust. He could
take my measure exsotly. He knew what
value I ges upon London life and money,
and did what he thought bsss for the
house. This ia the excuse, bus even now,
after a lapseof years, it is hard to forgive
him for keeping back my letters to her.
Fanny oan never love me as she loves you.
What I want to know is, oan she ever for.
give me ?”

‘* Fanny has nothing to forgive, Han-
over. Always remember this: she knows
nothing whatever about Burford's defaloa.
tion and your father's anger. What she
knows is that an unforeseen misfortune
happened when you were detained abroad
on business for the firm. I and I alone
am o blame for the ress. She has $o for.
give me. Bhe must never hear a word
sgainet you. A father must be spotless to
his ohild.”

*‘You are a very noble fellow, Mongell | "'
and Mr. Hanover held out his hand impaul.
sively.

‘' Pooh, pooh!” replied the old man,
giviog it a grip.

Noble or nof,he had made it plain sailing
for Mr. Hancver, and the dreaded interview
between father and dsughter passed off as
placidly as possible. Fanny was so fall of
her own happiness that,she wanted every-
body to be happy. Bhe told him 8o in her
naive way.

When she said, I shall love you, and
try to be a good daughter to you, ' «ther,
and you must love Harry for my ke,”
the passing donbs struck him that ) ape
she would not have accepted the pogi-ion so
readily had she not been forsified :. y the
oalm and happy assurance of already be.
longing to another. But he was wholly and
heartily thankful for small meroies,

It was o struggle for him  to tell her
about her mother without baring his
wound to her. He winoced considerably
00 when she unsuspectingly intercoded for
Unole Pat.

‘ You must forgive him,” she #aid, ¢
must never ssy & word $o him ! Qf ocourge
he was wrong ; bus he is so good. There
ignd onelike him, not one in the wide
world. None half 50 brave and ungelfish,”

‘“Ibelieve him #0 be a moble fellow,
Fanny,"” he faltered ; ¢ But— "

“Ah! you must not be half-hearted
abous it, father. Itis only beocause you
don’t know him ! You must forgive him.”

‘“ Ot course I forgive him."

‘ Then les me hear you,” she persisted,
running to the door, and ealling Unole Pat.
** Let me see youshake hands, for I do Jove
him 8o 1"

And shere she stood, with her hands be-
hind her baok and her dainty head perched
a little on one side, while the two men
clasped hands agsin before her.

8o, Mr. Moneell's oat jumped ous of the
bag at last, and did not make so very much
atir after all. Joanna acoepted the situation
charmingly.  Her uncle’s mysterions jour.
ney, his unusual vivacity and exsitement,
had prepared her for something astound.
iog, if not unplehsant. Had he been offered
& peerage ? or, wasshe so be deposed and a
new queen reign in Brooksireet? One
heard of this sort of climax ina rich in.
valid’s life every day. Bhe was disquieted,
but did not show it. When the skory was
$old, though—when the truth was divalged,
and when her unole gignified his intention
of purchasing Oamghouran snd presenting
it to his new-found danghter—when she
knew she was not $o be disturbed, bat
would slide back $o her old pocition as it
nothing had happened, she felt relieved
enough to deolare heartily that Fanny
oame a8 & orowning piece o luck to she
house of Hanover.

When the news reached
Baldew could have danced
spiris.

It is no use making a fues over i, Jane,”
said Parson Jack's wife; *it vill just be a
nine days’ wonder.”

“I don’t see how anything Pattick Mongell
doesoould be oalled a wonder. [t is all of s
piece with the rest of his life. What abons
the nl:'?ney ?—you lose your fourhundred
year

you

theRectory Mrs.
with vexation of

We are to have it aslong as he

Mre, Baldew enorted wrathfully. She was
not to be pleased one way or anoiher. Bhe
softened considerably sowards Finoy when
her three stately daughters wer) asked o
be bridesmaids, for Fanny insistid on being
married from the Reotory, and Uncle John

wife Maggie, and the famous “ Ooffin
Maker" had been exhibited and condemned.
There was weeping and lamentation over
this pictare. The advanced oritios even
wené the length of declaring thas My,
Wynter had deliborately killed the rare
promise of his early work by embra
Realism, and that if he continued in thig
unfortanate groove, he would probably end
by being branded an A. R. A.

Old Robgon wens to Dunan with Hugh
snd bis daughter. He is far from the
temptation of the tap at the Macdonald
Armg, bus bhe suffers from rheumatism,
and at times his * dropa’ smell strangely
of whiskey.

As for Hugh, he is marvellously changed 1
He remembers nothing! whatever abou#
that walk on Bohiehallion. The whole
affair is a blank and the long haired truoa-
lent spouter of Ossian has been traneformed
into a8 mild a ghillie as ever gralloched =&
deer. The dootor quoses is a3 an interess.
ing phygiological onse, bus Mr. Monaell de-
clares thas Maggie's womanly inflaence,
and thas alone, has caased the chang-,

No scientific opinion hag yet been given
88 $0 the mysterions magnetism of the
mountain. Now and then a pleasant refer-
enoe is made to the ourious meanner in
whichjthe small group of actors was drawn
together under the shadow of the great
glimmering coce to play out a comedy
which 8o nearly developed into a tragedy,
and some one or vther laughs gaily at the
fanoy.

Still there is this strange compellin
peak eparkling in the blus weather an
dominating the wild Rsnnoch region,
dominasting $00 the lives of all thege people,
80 that they yet return as inservals froms
all parts of the world.

To Harry snd Fauny, of course, the
attractive influence of the mountsin
(though they profess not to recogniza it)
18 one of blissful contentment and mustuaf
frusi. Nowhere is Mr. Hanover or Uncle
Pas more easy in micd than when living in
the Shadow, with the young oouple within
easy distanoe both of Dalochoenie snd The
Barraocks. Miss Joanna too feels the spell
of the place—** The bracing qualisy of the
mounutsin air," as she turms it—and sees
things in & sruer and olearer lighs. Oari-
ously enough, Mr. Dawleigh—now Lord
Forton—reeponds $o she sabtle astraotion
of the greas lodestone. 1Is it, as some
have secretly surmised, that the charm of
Joanna is still irresistible, or is it thas
no moréal who has once been in it can
escape the magic of the Shade of Schie-
hallion ?

THE END,

Something New in Waistcoa‘s,

The skeleton vest has a fall vest frcnt
and an open back. The collar and a p'ece
of the shoulder top ran all the way around,
thus affording soffisiens body for a proper
shoulder set. The veat is then fastened
around the waist by a beit. These skeleton
veats are made in wo sizes. One sizs wiil
fis » 32, 34, 36 or or 38 buss, and the other
will fis & 40t046. . The garment gets
beautifnily, and fits the figure perfeoily.
The main features are that it does awsy
with & great desl of weight and useless
materisl, and makes a very cool garment.
—The Mercer.

Why He Liked It,

New York Times: Pewrenter—I wan$
%o tell you, Dr. Hornblower how much I
liked your sermon on brotherly love yester-
day morning. It was powerful and righk
%o the point.

Dr. Hornblower—I am very glad if you
enjoyed is.

Pewrenter—Enjoy is? Well, I should
say I did! There are a lot of people ‘n
that oharch that I hate like poison, and
you simply gave them fite.

In the Vernacular,
‘“ Hello, Jack, where are you living
now 2"
“I'm boarding with a widow lady on
Madison avenue. Wherse are you living ?'*
“ 0, I'm the gusst of a widower gentle-
man with $wo danghter ladies and one gom
gentleman—same avenue.”

Inappropriate,

Peddler—Madam, I have some very fine
mottoea for the house.

Woman—What have yoa got ?

Peddler—Here's a beautiful one: *[If
you don’t see what you want ask for is.*
How's that for the dining room ?

Woman—It's no good for me, young
man. This is & boarding house.

SRSl
There Were no Objections.

‘ If any here present,” said the officias-
ing clergyman, ** can show just cause why
this man and this woman may not lawfally
be joined sogethar let him speak or forever
hold his peace.”

The groom, Mr. Lariat of Arizons,
oagually laid a pair of large revolvers cm
$he railing in front of him and the ocere-
mony prooeceded.

In a Hurry.
New York Herald : Friend—May is an
unluckly month to bs married in, Why
don's you wais for June ?
Miss Passe, a prospective bride who has
waited & number of Junes— But Msy comes
before June, dear.

A Good Oombiunation,
Reporter—Here ia my aocount of the
wedding of that Boston man to the Chi-
osgo girl
Editor—Have you put a herd on it ?
Reporier — Certainly. “ Pork
Beans."—Judge.

and

Agreeable,
‘l‘ M'y creditors and I agree on one poiné
oly.’

* What is that ?"
‘ That they are in the soup.'’

The Reverses of Time,

“It's atrarge how $ime reverses things,
ien's it 2"

“ Yes, I suppose s0.”

‘“ Miss Kidaling, whom we just passed,
was three or four years older than me when
we wen$ to sohool together. Now I find
I am three or four years older than she ia.”™

i

—The waltz had its ning in Ger-
many, and thence was $aken to Franoce,

was to marry her, and the fanous ohoir
was t0 sing, and there was to bea greas to- |
do in Peckham. i
All this was nok ill the gn'xg. though.
Before that Hugh was at Dunin with his

shortly sfter which it was introduced inta
England. Hungary was the birthplace of
the galopade or galop, and from Poland
oame the stately p or polacoa and
the mazourka.

socan



