‘“ The birds for love are singing,
The young buds bloom for joy,
The, fiowers, their incense flinging,
The great brown bees employ.’’

A FAIR BARBARIAN.

BY FRANCES HODGSON BURNETT.

CHAPTER XXVI.
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The first person they saw, when they
reached the lawn, was Mr. Duguald
Binnie, who had deigned to present him-
self, and was talking to Mr. Burmistone,
Lucia, and Miss Belinda.

“I'H go to them,” said Octavia.
‘“ Aunt Belinda will wonder where 1 have
been.’’

But tefore they reached the group,
they were intercepted by Lord Lans-
downe ; and Barold had the pleasure of
surrendering his charge, and watching
her, with some rather sharp pangs, as
she was bome off to the conservatories.

‘“What is the matter with Mr.
BaroMd ? exclaimed Miss Pilcher.
‘“ Pray look at him.”’

‘“He has been talking to Miss Oc-
tavia Bassett, in one of the arbors,”’ put
in Miss Lydia Burnham. ‘‘ Emily and I
passed them a few minutes ago, and they
were so absorhed that they did not see
us. There is no knowing what has
happened.’’

‘“ Lydia ! *" exclaimed Mrs. Burnham, in
stern reproof of such flippancy.

But, the next moment, she exchanged a
glance with Miss Picher.

‘““Do you think ’'"—she suggested. ‘‘Is
it possible ""—

‘“It really looks very like it,”” said
Miss Pilcher ; ‘“ though it is scarcely to
Le credited. See how pale and angry he
looks."””

Mrs. Burnham glanced toward him, and
then a slight smile illuminated her
countenance.

‘“ How furious,”” she remarked cheerful-
ly, ‘““how furious Lady Theobald will
be ! ”’

Naturally, it was not very long before
the attention of numerous other ladies
was directed to Mr. Francis Barold It
was observed that he took no share in
the festivities, that he did not regain his
natural air of enviable indifference to his
surroundings,—that he did not approach’
Octavia Bassett until all was over, and
she was on the point of going home
What he said to her then, no one heard

“I am going to London to-morrow.
Good-bye."’

‘“ Good-bye,”” she answered, holding out
her hand to him. Then she added
quickly, in an undertone, ‘‘ You ought-
n’t to think badly of me. You won't,
after a while.”’

As they drove homeward, she was
rather silent, and Miss Belinda remarked
it.

“I am afraid you are tired, Octavia,”
she said. ‘““It is a pity that Martin
should come, and find you tired.”’ '

‘“I am not tired. I was only—think-
ing. It has been a queer day.”’

‘“ A queer day, my dear !’ ejaculated
Miss Belinda. ‘““1 thought it a charm-
ing day.”

‘“ So it has been,’’ said Octavia, which
Miss Belinda thought rather inconsistent.

Both of them grew rather restless as
they neared the house.

““To think,”” said Miss Belinda, *‘ of
my seeing poor Martin again ! ’’

‘ Suppose,”” said Octavia nervously, as
they drew up, ‘‘“suppose they are here—
alregdy.”’

‘They » " exclaimed Miss Relinda.

‘“ Who ’—but she got no farther. A
cry burst from Octavia,—a queer, soft
little cry.

‘“ They are here,"”
are ! Jack—Jack !’

And she was out of the carriage; and
Miss Belinda, following her closely, was
horrified to see her caught at once in the
embrace of a tall, bronzed young man,
who, a moment after, drew ber into the
little parlor, and shut the door.

Mr. Martin Bassett, who was big and
sunburned, and prosperous-looking, stood
in the passage, smiling triumphantly.

‘““ M—M—Martin ! ° gasped Miss Be-
linda. ‘“ What—oh, what does this
mean ? *’

Martin Bassett led her to a seat, and
smiled more triumphantly still.

‘“ Never mind, Belinda,”’ he said.
‘“Don’t be frightened. It’'s Jack
Belasys, and he’s the finest fellow in the
West. And she hasn’t seen him for two
vears.””

‘“ Martin,”” Miss Belinda fluttered, ‘‘it
is not proper—it really isn’t.”’

‘““ Yes, it is,"" answered Mr. Bassett ;
‘“for he’s going to marry her before we
go abroad.”’

It was an eventful day for all parties
concerned. At its close Lady Theobald
found herself in an utterly bewildered
and thunderstruck condition. And to
Mr. Dugald Binnie, more than to any-
one else, her demoralization was due.
That gentleman got into the carriage, in
rather a better humor than usual.

‘““Same man I used to know,”’ he re-
marked. ‘“Glad to see him. I knew
him as soon as I set eyes on him.”

‘“Do you allude to Mr. Burmistone ? ’’
‘“Yes. Had a long talk with him.
He’s coming to see you to-morrow. Told
him he might come, myself. Appears
he’'s taken a fancy to Lucia. Wants to
talk it over. Suits me exactly, and
suppose it suits her. Looks as if it
does. Glad she hasn’'t takem a fancy to
some haw-haw fellow, like that fool
Barold. Girls generally do. Burmi-
stone’'s worth ten of him.’’

Lucia, who had been looking steadily
out of the carriage-window, turned, with

an amazed expression. Lady Theobald
had received a shock which made all her
manacles rattle. She could scarcely
support herself under it.

“Do I ’’—she said. “Am I to under-

stand that Mr. Fragncis Barold does not
meet with your approval ? '’

Mr. Binnie struck his stick sharply
upon the floor of the carriage.

““Yes, by George! ' he said. “I'n
have nothing to do with chaps like that.
If she’d taken up with him, she’d never
have heard from me again. Make sure

of that.””
When they reached Oldclough, her lady-
ship followed Lucia to her room. She

stood before her, arranging the manacles
on her wrists nervously.

““I begin to understand now,’”’ she said.
“1 find T was mistaken in my impres-
sions of Mr. Dugald Binnie’'s tastes—and
in my impressions of you. You are to
marry Mr. Burmistone. My rule is
over.  Permit me to congratulate you.’’

The tears rose to Lucia’'s eyes.

‘““ Grandmamma,’® she said, her wvolce
soft and broken, ‘“ I think I should have

been more frank, if —if you had been
kinder sometimes."”’

‘“I have done my duty by you,” said
my lady.

Lucia looked at her pathetically.

‘“I have been ashanied to keep things

v

from you,”” she hesitated “And I have
often told myself that—that it was sly to
do it—but I could not help it."’

“I trust,”” said my lady, ‘‘that jyou
will be more candid with Mr. Burmi-
stone.””

she sald: * they

THE FARMERS ADVOCATE.

Lucia blushed guiltily.

‘“ I—think I shall, grandmamma,’’ she
said.

It was the Rev. Alfred Poppleton who
assisted the rector of St. James to
marry Jack Belasys and Octavia Bassett;
and it was observed that he was almost
as pale as his surplice.

Slowbridge had never seen such a wed-
ding, or such a bride as Octavia. It
was even admitted that Jack Belasys was
a singularly handsome fellow, and had a
dashing, adventurous air, which carried
all tefore it. There was a rumor that
he owned silver mines himself, and had
even done something in diamonds, in
Brazil, where he had spent the last two
years. At all events, it was ascertained
beyond doubt, that, being at last a
married woman, and entitled to splendors
of the kind, Octavia would not lack
them. Her present to Lucia, who was
one of her bLridesmaids, dazzled all be-
holders.

When she was borne away by the train,
with her father and husband, and Miss
Belinda, whose bonnet-strings were be-
dewed with tears, the Rev. Alfred Pop-
pleton was the last man who shook
hands with her. He held in his hand a
large bouquet, which Octavia herself had
given him out of her abundance. *‘ Slow-
bridge will miss you, Miss — Mrs.
Belasys,”” he faltered. *‘ I—I shall miss
you. Perhaps we — may even meet
agalin. I have thought that, perhaps,
I should like to go to America."”’

And as the train puffed out of the
station and disappeared, he stood mo-
tionless for several seconds; and @ large
and brilliant drop of moisture appeared
on the calyx of the lily which formed the
centerpiece of his bouquet.

(The end.)

He Could Dress Himself.

A teacher in a kindergarten in Boston
had among her pupils a little chap of
tender years named Harry D. One
morning Harry came to school with the

flush of triumph on his face

‘1l can deth mythelf, now,”’ he said,
with a decided lisp.
““You can dress yourself ?'" said the

teacher. ‘““ Why, what a smart little
boy you are.”’

Soon after the sessiopn of the school
had begun up went Harry’'s hand.

‘““What is it, Harry ? "' asked the
teacher.

““I can deth my own thelf."’

“You have already told me that,”
said the teacher.

Twice Harry announced that he could
‘““ deth himthelf,”” and when he announced
it for the third time the teacher said :

‘“Now, Harry, you have disobeyed me
twice, for I told you not to interrupt
me by saying again that you could
dress yourself. You may go behind that
screen in the corner and stay there until
I say that you can come out.”’

Harry obeyed, and a moment later two
or three visitors were announced.

‘“ What a charming lot of little
people,”” said omne of the callers, ‘‘ and
only one vacant seat.”’

‘““ Tha little boy who sits there is
here,”” said the teacher. “1 had him
go behind that screen for a slight in-
fraction of the rules, but he may come
out now. Harry, dear, go back to your
seat.”’

Harry came forth, and, horrors! he
was clad in nothing but the simplicity
of nature !

‘“I can undeath mythelf too ! '’ he an-
nounced.

Tableau.—[M. W.

The Story of Caliph Stork.

e

An Old German Fairy Tale Translated by
James Speakman, Penhold, Alta.

CHAPTER 1V,

When the Caliph had finished his nar-
rative, the owl thanked him, and said :
‘““ Now, listen also to my story, for I
am mnot less unhappy than you. My
father is king of India. I am his only
daughter. My name {is Lusa. The
magician, Kaschner, who enchanted you,
is also the author of my misery. One
day he came to my father and demanded
me as wife for his son Mizra. My
father, a hot-tempered man, ordered a
servant to throw him downstairs. The
wretch succeeded in approaching me ngain
in a different disguise, and one day, when
I was taking refreshments in our garden,
he, disguised as a slave, administered a
drink to me, which changed me into my
present abominable shape. I fainted
with fright, and he brought me here,
crying to me in a terrible voice : ‘ Here
you shall stay, ugly, despised even by
animals, until your death, or until a
man, with his own free will, asks you,
even in this horrible shape, to become
his wife. Thus I am avenged on you
and on your proud father.” Since them
many months have flown. Lonely and
sad, I live as a hermit in these ruins,
abhorred by the world, a fright even to
animals. The beauties of nature are
hidden from me, for I am blind by day,
and only when the moon pours her pale
light over the castle does the veil fall
from my eyes.’’

The owl had ended; again she wiped
her eyes with her wings, for the recital
or her sufferings had made her tears flow.

The Caliph fell into deep thought dur-
ing the story of the princess. “*If I am
not deceived,’’ he said, ‘* there is a secret
connection between your misfortune and
mine, but where shall 1 find the key to
this riddle ?”

The owl answered : ** Oh, sir, I have
the same feeling, for in my earliest youth
a wise woman once prophesied that a
stork would bring me great happiness,
and perhaps I could tell how we might
be saved.”’

The Caliph was much surprised, and
asked in what way she meant.

‘* The magician who has made toth of
us miserable,”” said she, *‘ visits these
ruins once in every month. Not far
from this room is a hall, where he feasts
with many companions. Often I bave
listened to them there. Then they tell
one another their infamous deeds. Per-
haps he might then pronounce the magic
word which you have forgbtten.'’

‘“Oh, dearest Princess,’”” cried the
Caliph, ‘‘tell me when he comes, and
where is the hall 7"

The owl was silent for a moment, and
then said: ‘‘Don’t be angry, hbut only
on one condition can I fulfil your desire’’

‘“ What condition ? What condition ?"”
cried Chasid. ‘* Command us; 1 agree
to anything."

‘“ Well,”” said the owl, ‘“I would also
like to find my deliverance, and that can
only be if one of you marries me."”

This proposal seemed to hit the stcrks
rather hard, and the Caliph beckoned his
servant to go outside with him.

““Grand Vizier,”” sald the Caliph, out-
side of the door, ‘* this is a stupid busi-
ness, but you could take her.’’

‘“ Indeed,”” answered the Vizier, °‘80
that my wife might scratch my eyes out
when I get home? And then I am an
old man ; you are young and unmarried,
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