USBAND'S TRIALS -

THE BREACH WIDENS,
My sweetest—what ! v-qhgdl;by
e ﬂhﬂ nie what grieves you $
: i sat down beside Ida Dela-
%“i:'}:’idl‘imn‘h‘;. o g
i among the
a cushions dreynigt Pto her bosom heedless
‘$he embroidered carriage shawl of white
Chius crape that she wore. 3
l:(f?;ew both arms m;:lr ::engounu-'
neck and wept freely upon I oalder.
““Ah, Madame A ioli—Lueille—] .am so

oli, smoothing the

ky curls which were so disordered,

have then found out, Ida, that there is

cryel wave that flows ‘through

life’s  brightest. carren ‘and the mest
skilful voyagers cannot averd.it ?” '

** Did I not tell you long ago, o, that
I bad discov Lifé was not roses ?”
asked Ida mournfully.

* Tell me about it, sweet one,” murmured
the Countess caressingty. w

Ida lifted her head and looked st Mme,
Avioli with wistful, heavy eyes. ‘

“ 71 cannot ! Oh, Lucille, thisis the hard-
estof it all—It i2 a sorrow I cannot, must
not, breathe to a living soul !” ;

“* Pardon me, Ida, 1 would not intrude my-
self'om your comfidence, yet is it not some-
thing to know that one heart sympsthizes
truly with you whatever may be your grief 1

*“Oh, Lucille, it is everything!” sobbed
Ids. *“You love me. You believe in me,
whoever else deserts me. I should dic with-
out yon, dear, dearest Lucille,”

“ Not =0 bad as that, my little vehement
tropie bird,” smiled Mme. Avioli, soothingly.
“Yoéu have your husband.”

*My husband !” Ida’s lips involuntarily
comipressed,- and the words she had nearly
utterefl remained unspoken.

Nog cold and 'crnefou he had been, he |
washer -hosband still, and she was in daty
bound to covér his faults with the veil of
wife-like silence. Not even to the dove-eyed
friend of her bitterest solitude would she
breathe & word of complaint.

And Mme. Avioli's next sentence seemed
almost a reflection of her own hurriedly
shaped thoughts.

¢ And, Ida, remember that I am older than
you, and don’t for a moment think'Il mean
to be impertinent or dictatorial ; but you
mrust never allow yourself tq forget that your
husband stands to you, God excepted, in the
first and nearest place in all the world. Do

ot let any trifling misunderstanding, any
’w‘ r jperchance, as soon as it is
ttered, come between your soul and his.
Ida ! I have known so many shipwreck-
lives. that, but for this one sumken rock
—lack of confidence between husband and
vife—y been happy to their end.”
listened in silence to Mme, Awoli’s

Bhe recognized the truth-

yet she could but tell her-

uth, Regivald was more to

than she was—that she was but the

ichi chain of cruel circum-

she have ex-

much as she scarce-

k wartings and cold aversions.

d and Ida could not read the secrets

of each other’s hearts ; and so the breach
widened between them, day by day and hour

hour.

Mme. Avioli felt this, yet she was power-
less $o help the young people. She had said
all she could, both to ﬁe:ud her husband.
and she recognized too deeply the truth’ that
thereis a period in all marred lives when
no external hand can avail to aid, when the
battle of fate must be waged alone, to ven-
tare on any further interference. .

“Ida,” she said, **see how lovely the sun-
shipeis! ~ Shall we go out-for a drive?
Comne ; half an hour in the fresh air_will do
you a world of good, and restore the car-
nation to those white zheeks of yours.”

“ Bat my eyes ?”

“ Bathe them, and brush out your tangled
hair, and throw ona shawl, and you will be
ready, Don’t refuse me, I have set my heart
on your compaunionship for a little while.”

. And Ida, after many excuses and remon-
strances, y1elded tothe Countess’ soiicitations,

Mmé. Avyioli’s carriage, a low, open bar-
outhe, or'drag; lined with blue satin, and

inted of 'a deep Mazarine bluné, was at the
m, drawn by a pair of magnificent black
steeds, which the Conntess delighted in
driving herself, witk the groom sitting up
behind with folded arms and a countenance
which betokened mild resignation to. his
misgress’ freaks, whatever shape they might
take,

The cool, invigorating air and the rapid
motion, ether with Mme, Avioli’s lively
ehat soon brought back a flush to Ida’s cheek,
and a momentary sparkle of animation to héer
éyes, and she was looking quite lke herself
again, when a- voice sounded- in her ear,
making her start in spite of herself.

““How fortunate I am in meeting you ; and
where are you going ¥

It was Colonel St. Argyle, who had ridden
up to the side of their low carriage, with
difficuity restraining the speed of his hand-
some horse, whosebit and mane were flecked
with fosm, while hisimpatient caracolings
and arching neck presented a striking spec-

- taele of eguine beanty.

* Anywhere—nownere!” said Mme. Avioli, -
#*The fact is, Colonel St. Argyle, we don’t
know ourselves.”

“Thea I am going nowhere and anywhere,”
said Colonel 8¢. Argyie, laughing.

“But supppose we don't care for an
escort ?” 3

s Yeu would no:h be 'é)o cruel as to send me
away !” pleaded the lonel, looking very
handsome, and very much in despair, as he
still rode’along by the side of the carriage,

“¥You must make yourself very amausing,
then,” said Mme. Avioli ;: ** for you haven't
an idea "\vht a delicious little chat we were

“»; shall be inspirgd by the society I am
in,” exciaimed the Colonel, gallantly,
But Ida, beyond a few murmured words of
necessary greeting, had neither spoken nor
~Jooked up. She wassorry they had chanced
‘- #0 encounter St. Argyle, whom she was
beginning fo dislike. She would have much
3 rred a continnance of her tte-a-téte with
Countess, and, moreover, she was un-
~ willing that Reginald should have even tie
shadow of au excuse for his unreasonable

- * Have I brought the spirit of smilence-u
 Detbnre ™ gty demanded Cotn
e, after . one or two unavailing at-
%0 deaw her into the conversation.
i it, Ida?” hnghingléonked the
s *“It _must be you, Colonel, for
talking enough before we met

-

triag'party. But why does he not stop and

speak to us?” 2 .

h:ili > t:lmz n&:’h« -’Aﬂnyhy
oV 3 »

inhecl.s. Ot what use is it for “me to

strive against Fate? I may as well abandon

myself to the over-mastering current at

once.”

Meanwhile Reginald Delamere, slacken-
ing thespeed of his horse, wh-‘ﬁcym
some little distance beyond, allowed his
compan Mr. Loongsdale and Sir John
Ddtg‘l;, to ;;ver&;ke him. - S

“Was that 8t Argyle your
wife and the Countess Avioli'?” nded
Sir John, e?nsider;bl)i ont of mat‘h:tim
gallop. *“I thought I recognized ¢ b
horupof 'his, but faith, we Jwept by so like
a whirlwind, that I bad miuch ado to keep
my seat.”
¢ “Yes it was,” said Mr. Lon?dlle.
‘*Queer story, isn't it, about St. Argyle and
that poor chap, Du Plessis ?”

“1 haven't heard it Any new develop-
ment? asked Sir John, on the gui vive for
fashionable scandal. .

“*Why, it seems that le has a M
little way of gambling, and he hasn’t any
particular income of his own to spend. Ma-
dame Du Plessis_has been in the habit of
asking her husband for ‘fabulons sums of,
money, giving this, that, and the other
excuse for her extravagant requirementsi
Poor Du Plessis never discovered it until the
other day, when it leaked 6ut in some of -the
evidence inseonrt t}mt hinb’zpon;y b;..: all

ne to pay St. A e’sgambling de
O Tho sooundrel P ‘eoulited Sir Jdha.
““1 have no patience with the laws of gociety
which a/low a villain like St. Argyle to go
unpunished, and visit all their vengeance
upon the weak helpless women,”

Longsdale shrugged his shvulders.

““If there were no women like Maria Du
Plessis,” he said, ‘‘there would be no men
like St. Argyle, Moreover, thoy say Du
Plessis isn’t the only husband in Paris who
has ignorantly paid for the support of this
fashionabie villain.”

Reginald Delamere listened to these dis-
clesures in silence, mentally resolving that if
he .had any shadow of acthority left, Ida
should break off all association with this
man,

When %t length Colonel 8t. Argyle had
left them. and Mme. Avioli had turned her
horses’ heads homeward, she said to Ida:

*“Cara, 1 don’t like that man.”

‘“ I thonght yoo were great friends ?”

*‘ By no means—merely friendly acquain-
tances. I did like him very well at first;
there was a freshness and originality about
the man that was very winning ; but instead
of the frank, gemerous nature one expects to
underlie such an external as that, he seems
to me coid, crafty, and cunning. Moreover,
I don’t like the manner in which he appears
in this Du Plessis divorce case. 1 think,
hereafter, I shall be coldly civil to him ; no-
thing more. And you, Ida, are much too
chilalike and beautiful ever to. allow your
name to be menmtioned as that of a special
SR e ly fancy him,” said

“I1do not particularly fancy him,” sai
da, briefly.

‘* And it may be only a fancy, dearest ; but
I bave sometimes imagined your husband was
not exactly pleased with your receiving the
attentions of this efd?i'x:aﬁngd Lathario. . dl:oa‘t
imagine me a m ing o'd gossip, i §
Aclmly' eak from vhe over-preou&ioh of a

0

mho spoke she tried t;gt a into
bero::'rnion'n eye, but'Ids" hér head
resolutely downward, so that ‘the drooping
black lace folds of her veil hid - her proiile,
and Mme. Avioli was forced to be content
with the tones of her voice as she rsplied :

*‘I shall certainly discourage any more
visits from him in the futore.”

‘““But,” she added to herself, ““‘of what
avail will it be? The harm is all done.”

As she slowiy ascended the broad, zarpeted
staircase thatied to her apartmerrts, Mathilde
met her.

*‘ That man has been here, madame,”

‘Impossible !” ejaculated -Ida, hing
back the jetty curls from her foreheuEu

‘* He was not to return for a fortnight at
least.”

‘‘He has been here, madame, nevertheless,”
persisted Mathilde, ‘‘and waited nearly an
hoar for you.”

Ida eat down with a gesture of despairing
weariness. b

“ How long has he been gone, Mathilde »”

‘““Abont fiiteen minuntes, madame. He
séemed very much annoyed at not being able
to-see you, and left this note.”

“I am glad Reginald was ont, at. all
events,” thonght Ida, as, without removing
ber hat and gloves, she unfolded the ship of
paper on which were written these words :

*‘Cara Signorina” (*“ The insolence of the
man !” thought Ida, indignantly.),—* I find
myself in a position from which only an im-
mediate supply of money can extricate me.
I know ' that 1 promised not to annoy you
again at present ; but what is a poor man to
do when fate and destiny pit themselves
against him?- A thousand pounds of good
English money is what I want and what I
must have, 1t seems much, bus, after all,
what is it compared with the value of what
I hide within my faithful, my unrevealing
bosom? Wath this trifling sum, whick vou,
signoriua, can easily raise, I shall be able to
keep myself from pestering you with en--
treaties and complaints, for at Ieastone year,
and perhaps longer. Surely you cannot
hesitate, signorina. But in case you do not
see fit to extend a genercus helping hand o
one who has ever been the sport of an un-
propitious fortune, I must try the alternative
of an appeal to the signor, youf husband,
whom I. have never yet had the pleasure of
seeing.- To-morrow, at an early hour, I wili
call to yeceive your answer, and, as I trust;
your bountiful eonsideration for my discre-
ation.

* Yours, humbly and hopeéfully,
. G A‘ »

Sl

The paper dropped into Ida’s lap. A thon-
sand pounds ! OW was she to raise the
money ? For that it must be ready she
knew Giuseppe too well to doubt, unless she
chose to have the fatal secret blazoned abroad
to the greedy curiosity of the world. She
had jewellery to be sure, but she had parted
Jwith all ‘the lesser articles. and what remain-
ed—her diamonds, eorals, and cameos, as
well ag sundry ‘other costly trinkets—would
be at once missed and wguired after, in case
she tried to dispose of them, Giuseppe had
kept her liberal supply of pin money draived
for the last few weeks, and she was almost,
if not absolutely, penniless, No; the more
she considered 1t in her own mind, the more
convinced she was that the only way to ob-
tain the required sum was through a direct
appeal to her husband’s liberality,

‘* Reginald is always generous,” she
thought, with a pang of remorse at the con-
sciousness that she was the unwilling cause of
this confidence and generosity being abused.
¢ He will give it to me ; bat oh ! if he shounld
question me as to what it isfor | No, I dare
not ask s0 much st once. I will pawn my
diamonds for half the money—Mathilde
knows how it can be done—and then, ina
very .Eort space of time, I can redeem them

She started up, re-tying her bonnet strings.
# Mathilde, * she said_hurriedly, **get on

your things and come with me, I want you
to me the place where they advance

on ,ie':_:I;o—nt.ho place, you know, that

is like 2 a e.
%’:ﬁsm pot in this dress!  All
ris would know fo-morrow morning
that . bad pawned her

¥ consin, Anastase—my cousin,
» glibly lied the French mmd, as the
:rat,;ogm imnp in her lurking place to
ulock:hohdow . did olu b h.’ym
llA ‘m m :
oouinn?" :amudod“. Anastase, as if the rid-
dles were still unsolved in her mind.

5 easy, good Anastase, It is not I who
will tell madame of the little naps so refresh-
ing, which you take when the is i the
oor, I shall be old myself some day, and
infirm.”

““It is false,” grumbled Anastase; but she
let.them pass without any further comment,
and Ida breathed freer when they were fairly
in the street. Fan

“Isthis a pawnbroker’s shop?” she whis-

to Mathilde, when .at length sat
in whatlooked Jike an elegant private gn ir,
with an open piano, and plants and birdsin
the sanshiny windows.

‘* Hush, madame !”

Mathildemotioned toward the door, through

man, in a snit of glossy, i
black, With this personage, by dint ¢
thilde’s arristance, their business  was speed-

for a sum amounting to five hundred

in English money, and JIda, carefully con-
cealing in her bosom the little crimson paper
ticket, which was her only surety for the
glittering stones so admired during the winter
in Paris, left the handsome private house,
whose proprietor so obligingly *‘lent money
on temporary security,*’

To Ida’s infinite relief, Reginald did not
come in until she was dressed for dinner.

‘‘ You are late to-night,” she said. °

‘‘ A few minutes Jate,” was his cold reply ;
“but as I am ready in time it does not
n'gni’i‘y." : :

*‘ The carriage is at the door,” announded
Achille; for Mr, and Mrs. Delamere were
going out to dinner that evening, at Mme,
Avioli’s, to meet a select party of friends.

‘“Are you ready, Ida?” he asked.

*“Yes, quite ready,” she answered; * but
—Reginald—" She stopped half way to the
door with a surprised expréssion, :

I wanted o ask you something before we
went out,” began Ida, hurriedly.

“What isit?”

** I—I havenot as much money’as I require

at present, began Ida, twisting and turning
the gold links of fri that humg from her
bracelets, *‘ I should like if, if you wonld
give me some to-night.”.
- ‘How! much do you wish?” asked Regi-
nald, pleased at Ida’s asking for'a favourat
his hauds, and expecting to hear a trifling
sum named, as he knew that she had all along
been liberally supplied with money.

*“Five hundred pounds,” was the answer,
Epoken ina low tone, with her eyes still cast

own, for our poor little Ida was not an
accomplished dissembler. .

“ ¥ive hundred pounds I” echoed Reginald
in surprise and displeasure. * Do you want
to buy a pair of carriage horses, or a villa
beyond the Paris lines #”

Ada, more embarrassed than ever, mur-
mured something in a scarcely audible tone
of voiceabout *‘necessary expenses.”

Reginald’s suspicions, roused by this con-
straint of manner into an unwonted activity,
took a giant stride into the dark regions of
possibility ; his brow dark, and the
veing started out like knotted around
hi les. . In an: ant the Sir

mean: € M
y

for his own sake, when she saw him pining
at her side an nnloved husband ; but she
could briug down her pride, when Colonel
St. Argyle’s unpaid debts were in queation,

Reginald Delamere’s mental arguments
were not logical—people under the influence
of strong passion seldom are logical. In the
séething maelstrom of his mind, ibili-
ties became probabilities, and probabilities
assumed the shape of what actually is. Ida
was arraigned, tried, and condemned, at the
bar of her husband’s heart, during the half
minute in which he stood looking down at
her with a sterner face thdn she had ever
beheld.

But, he resolved within himself, he wounld
be calm—he would not judge rashly, how-
ever overwhelming the evidence might be;
and with a mighty effort he restrained the
torrent of reproachful words which rose to
his lips, and asked as collected!y as possible :

‘* What do you want chis money for.?’

There was a moment’s silence ; he repeated
the question in a colder, more metallic voice
than ever.

I cannot tell you, Reginald.”

Had he been less excited, he might per-
haps have read in the anguish and humilia-
tion -of her voice an appeal to the noble
feeling of his nature, but he was past all
such delicate discrimination now,

“ You cannot tell me,” he repeated in a
voicé that was like muffled thunder. ** Then
I can tell you one thing, madame—no money
of mine. shall ever go t0 pay the debts of
that miserabie scoundrel—”

He stopped abruptly. Ida was locking at
him with such an expression of pale horror
as convinced him of the aceuracy of his
suspicions, Yet, infuriated as he was, he
dared not say more with that innozent rose-
bud of aface turned toward his own, and
checked himself, the last “words still un-
spoken :

. *No,” he said, abruptly, “‘I-will not give
you five hundred pounds, Mrs. Delamere,
although I am sorry to cause yom any in-
convenience in your ‘financial arrangements.”

Ida shrunk away from his tone.  Actual
anger she might have combated with, but
this sneering Mephistophelian moodscemed to
blight her, as the desert simoom blights all
that is fair and tender in its path,

** What shall I do?” she cried, half alond,
(]::lupil,:g hér jewelled hands. ‘‘Oh what shall

do?” ;

“You should have asked yourself that
question long ago, madame,” was the cold
reply, as her husband drew on, and buttoned
his lavender kid gloves * I certainly shall
not help you out of the dilemmma. Allow
me to hand you down to the carriage.”

‘1 cannot go out to-night, Reginald,” said
Ida, pressing her hand to her forehead. * [
think I am going to bave a headache, ”

¢ What convenient things headaches are 1”
sneered 'her husband. “*‘Perbaps it was
brought on by your currilﬁo ride with Colonel
8t. Argyle for an escort.”

He rang the bell violently.*

Mathilde, who was just about to sit down
toa cozy listle game of cards in Anastase’s
room, below stairs, answered the summons,

“ Your mistress is ill : attend to her !” was
his stern behest, and the wondering Mathilde
removed her young lady’s glittering raiment,
unclasped her jewels, diungnged her flower
wreath from her hair, and deluged her with
colognes and scented waters before she would
leave her to the blessed balsam of silence and
solitude.

1 will try togo to sleep now, if you will
leave me, Mathilde,” she sai

And she did _sleep, after awhile, in spite of
the fears and ‘suspicions which harassed her
mind, the heavy, cheerless sleep which ex-
hausts without refreshing, or did she
kuow. what might perhaps have altered the
fast-turning current of her life, that Reginald,
;,dﬁ. evening woic.:n. camé to hke'r. b;dnid.,

bending over her, » kiss iull of

iof, and o oo

: 3 nd wounded love, upon
w ” - . .
*“She sleep, ““wrhile T

$ can " he
keep 8 lonely vigil. Oh, my my false

which was entering a bald-headed old gentle- |-
Ma- |
ily transacted. The diamonds were plodg:; :

was the meaning of Ida's very nnusual |
appeal. Sheoonanoflxg:akm to him

motioned him toward a %
B:tdhi-mvo‘ﬁudumﬁdnktﬁow
= - _

seem blunt and pitate,” he said, ** when
}'g:!'nn the object of my visit. Itis about

‘‘ About Ida? Sheis well, I hope?”

‘“Yes, she is well, I suppose—but—she is
miserable, and so am I,

Mme. Avioli's expressive face betokened
Jher sincere sympathy and concein.

** I have long seen that all .is mot right be-
tween {ou, Mr. Delamere,” she said, edrnestly
“but I have not ventured to speak

.on a subject so delicate. If you, h er,

will be more frank with me, and if my
advice can avail gught, I need not say how
entirely I shall sympathise with you.”
Be“Iale :.d‘h % Mn‘dmawﬁ.violi," said
ginald, a e pt his w beginning
at ‘the beginning, mr telling her the whole.
story of estrangement growing out of
,doubts and uncertainties, .and ending in
actual alienation, which had risen up between
them during the past few weeks. - %

@1 o to you, Madame Avioli,” he
continued;, ‘‘as Ida’s dearest friend, for
advice and counsel both for her and myself.”

“‘ Forgive me, Mr. Delamere,” said the
Countess gently, ““if I say that it seems to
me you are both to blame in some degree.
Ida has been careless and unthinking ; you
have, perhaps, failed to make sufficient allow-
ance for her youth and inexperience. As for
this fancy of vours; that she cares for Colonel
8t. Argyle, I believe it to be utterly un-
fouged."; 5 :

“1 wi could agres with you,” said
Reginald bitterly, 3

** You would, if you were not a prejudiced
witness,”

** Then, how do you account for her asking

r this sum of money, the destined use of
which she is determined to keep a secres
from me ?” .. :

‘1 cannot
said Mme. A

i

d Mme. Avioli, ““there ma
You must be gentle wit!
re, and very tolerant—re-
member what a child she still is |”

*“1forget nothing, Madame Avioli,” he
exclaimed, .passionately, ‘‘exgept the one
grand, overmastering/ fear of ﬁ; life, that I
forced her—yes, forced is the word,” he
added bitterly—‘‘into a marriage that has
since grown ‘hateful in her eyes. Ilove her
desmin spite’ of everything. I love her
stil t every'day tbat rises and sets over
my head brings* more deeply to me the con-
viction that'she has ceased to care for me.
In i:ct, I sometimes doubt if she ever loved
me.

* Then why did she marry you? In your
country these things are not as with us, ¢he
result of calculation and policy,”

‘* Because she was too young, too much of
achild, fully to realize what she wasdoing.
1 should have given her more time toreflect ;
it was all my fault.” -

Mme. Avioli made no answer.

*“ And 1?” che said, after a short interval
of silence, * What is it that you wish me
to do, Mr. Delamere

“Your fluence with Idais very great,
Mme. Avioli, and if you could talk with
her as you women know how to talk—if you
could inany way ascertain the mystery of
her changed behaviour, or learn whether her
heart is really estranged from me beyond the
possibility of recall—"

‘“Be easy, my friend,” said Mme. Avioli,
with the soft shadow of pitying tenderness
sin_her eyes. ‘“‘I will do my best-for you,
and for herself as well. I will see Ida this
very day, and before the sun is down I hope
to convince you how idle and foundationless
are all your fears and conjectures.”

Regingld wrung the soft, friendly hand she
extendéd to him,

“If you can do that, Madame Avioli, I

4l value your friendship as the most price-
less gift of my lifetime, And when will you
come to our hotel

““I don’t know ; I can’t exactly tell yet ;
but it will be some time in the course of the

Idais well, . '

) mfywar She looked pale
as a_ghost when I Jeft her this mornin

** Poor child,” said Mme, Avioli, tenﬁerly.
“ Well, it will not be lo:,:g before I shall see
her.” - ;

After Mr. Delamere had taken his leave,
Mme. Aviolisat for some time musing over
the recital he had given her.

*¢ It is the old, old story,” she said to her-
self, with a smile.  *‘ Love, which deems that
the roses. of springtime never shall fade;
- youth, wifich is impatient of the least ripple
in the sereme tide of its perfect bliss.
But with two hearts as true and noble as his
and hers, th$ shadow can be but temporary.”

Rising, she rang the bell. It was answered
by her maid, a middle-aged, eubstantial-
looking wowan, ‘very different from the
butterfly<ike Mathilde. - ** Ellen,” she said,
*¢ order the carriage at once, and attend me
in my room.” T'am goin, out,”

* So early, madame ?”

 Yes, isovearly.”

And the clock was striking twelve as Mme,
Avioli’s earrjage rolled away from her door,
For her heart was in her task, and she felt
that she covld not rest until it was com-
pleted, | . #

As thelight little equipage whirled through
the streets, ;Mme. Avioli chanced to look u
at a street corner, where a little crowd bns
collected, round the caricatures in a shop
window,and in the midst of the pretty cons
course, one face looked out at her—the face
of a middie-aged man, with his hands in his
pockets, who was leaninglidly against a lamp-
post, his lips compressed as in the act of
whistling. : :

Their e{u met—those of the high-bred
lady in' her satin-lined barouche, and the
lounging pariah of the streets—and he lifted
his hat | his brows and bowed low, with

“You will exeuse me, Madame Avioli, if I |

ty name—and a

ell, it's a fine

bt To be continued.
JUVENILE DEPARTMENT

= The Man in the Moon, s
on.mm?,xnmoanu!.mummk.

1 »
: Ain’t him ¢
| Aol E R e ey

Sty L

1
!

.- But {en't he wise,
Tojust dream of stars as the doctors advise,

Andwtg:e?hnlntha Moon has a boil on his ear,
Whim ! ¢

i . What a singular t} !
I know, but these hctl‘:]re ::%‘I:gnﬁc. my dear—
There’s a boil on his ear and neornonhfysohin—
He calls it a dimple. but dimples stick in ;

Yet V‘:' mixhlli be adimple turned over, youhmw;
Ho!

Why ocertainly so! .
It mightbea &mple turned over, you knpw !
An%tz:!mn in the Moon has a rheumatic knee,
Whizz!

What & pity thatis!
Andhiltoah-vow%lr ed round where his heels
ought to be;

So whenever he wants to go north he goes south
And comes back with porridge crumbs all rouu

his mouth, .
And he brulahu them off with a Japanese fan, /

bhang!
Wg:t & marvellous man ;
‘What a very remarkable man !

A YOYAGE OF DISCOVERY.

_Trotly is standing at the window, looking
disconsolately up at the clouds, and wonder-
ing if it will ever “:P raining. She is so
tired of the rain, and of hearing mamma and
Miss Carlotta tali.

* How long" they have been at it!” thinks
Trotty. *“Most of the whole afternoon,”

Then she leans her golden head against the
curtain and listens attentively, with a vague
hope of hearing something that may be
iabatiay ; :

ng.

It is such a pretty room she is looking in-
to. . The wainscotted walls ‘have lovely
plaques han, on them, the shelves of the
mantel hold many & rare bit of.porcelain,
and the hangings and the furniture are so
bright and warm with their rich folds
and soft colouri Mamma sits in her low
:h‘.‘iir'it:l her slim foothrsﬁn on the brass
ender, i yunooﬁnni' er pet kitten Royal,
as he lies cnrlz up li angg:at whihuyt:lr-
pillar on her sbit :n-.

Mamma's friend Miss Carlotta stands at the
I

soft

in the church window, thinks Trotty.

The fire flashes up, and seems to put some
of its own life into the locket mamma wears
round ‘her neck, so brightly does it shine,
It catches Miss Carlotta’s eye.

* Whom have you in that lockes, Helen 1"
she asks.

*“Fred,” simply answers mamma. Buta
shade comes over her sweet face.

“May Isee it?” eaid Miss Carlotta,
coming closer to mamma’s chair,

Mamma unclasps the chain, and lays the
locket in Miss Carlotta’s outstretched hand.
Miss Carlotta looks at it a little while'in
silence. :

‘‘Have you no clue to him yet?’ she
asks presently.

‘“None at all,” replies mamma so mourn-
fully. *“Oh, Carlotta, how I wish he would
come back ! I think father’s heart is almost
broken, ”

‘“I am sure he will,” says Miss Carlotta,
“Indeed, Helen, I cannot help thinking he
will come home. You will certainly see him
some day—when your ship comes in.”

“ Yes,” repeated mamma, amiling sadly,
“when my ship comes in.”

* Has mamma a ship?” thinks Trotty.
* How very interesting !”

But what follows is more interesting still.

*What a handsome face,” Miss Carlotta
says, ‘‘and how much he looks like your
little Trotty !” >

But before mamma has time to answer,
EP.,. voice is heard at the door, and she and

ss Carlotta go out into the hall to get the
letters he has bropght. The locket slips
from mamma’s lap, where Miss Carlotta has
laid it, and falls on the rug.

Trotty is about to follow the others, when
the glittering bit of goid atracts her attention.
The opportunity is too tempting for Trot
to m.ffo She feels that lhst::gst see’ t;z
mysterious *‘ Fred” who looks like .her, and
who is coming home in the still more mys-
terious ship.

* Come right along, Jemima,” she says
taking her long-suffering doll by the arm,
and starting for the fire-place.

Jemima, sympathetic as nsual in her wood-

reion the Wogrih v whals TR Te e

trate before the superior attractions of the
locket.

Trotty picks it up, opens it, and seesa
frank, boyish face, with a pair of laughing
blue eyes, very much like her own, only she
doesmot know that.. There is nothing at all
about the ship, which disappoints her. She
bad expected to find something quite differ-
ent, though she could not have told what.
She drops the locket, chain and all, into the
wee pocket, and proceeds to pick up the
fallen demima. - Just then nurse comes in at

the door.

.t Come, Trotty,” she says, *it's bed-
time.”

So Trotty is taken into the library td say
good night to papa, mamma,, and Miss
Carlotta, and then walks up the -lone stair-

| way along by herself like a gowmup lady.
e head

Jemima goes too, carried by

Nurse sits down by the nursery, and takes
Trotty ‘on ker lap to brush out her pretty
yellow curls. This is soon done ; the little
night dress is put on, and present’y Trotty is

ely tucked in bed. But before ni. has had
time to get asleep, mamma’s own maid Anne
comes in to have a little chat with nurse. At
first they speak in whispers, which is rather
foolish, Trotsty thinks, as she watches them
lazily. She does not pay much attention,
and is just about falling asleep when she
hears nurse say, ‘* Her uncle Fred.”

She was wide awake in an instant.

*You know I never heard the whole of
that story,” said Anne. ** Tell me about it,

’t you 2"
‘Il“hez, to Trotty’s great joy nurse tells
Anne how, long ago, grandpa’s pride and
delight had been in his handsome boy. But
though he loved him 8o dearly, he was very
pecoi - R e < B -""...;:""z
en im very
:c‘ some t (nlt;‘tln boy's proud

en-and-sawdusty way, submits passively to’

el hﬂz . attentively. emmost1 quiro

iderstand  al _&re saving. e only
% that handsome boy who
m_‘d ‘her ran awsy years ago, and

E:'ndps has been very sad ever since, °
" then,” thinks Trotty, triumphantly,
‘ mamma said he was coming home in her
lha‘ 1 wonder if nurse 'members that.”

1 L once more towhat nurse and
Anne are saying. But they are talking of
other things now. Presently the white eye-
lids fall gradually over the .pretty blue eyes,
shutting out the rose-coloured curtains, the
 baby brother by the fire, the flickering light
on the ceiling—and Trotty is fast asleep.

When the morning comes the sun is shin-
ing; oh, so brightly | The minute nurse had
finished dressing her, Trotty goes carefully
down the stairs, and runs out upon the broad
Pi&m How ' fresh and green everything

ooks after the rain ! Over the gate at the
end of the garden walk she can see the blue

ocean, with myriads of little waves dancing
in the morning sunshine. She runs duwn the,
walk quite to the door. There isg,
a beautiful great wave rolling in toward the;
sand. Trotty looks at it admiringly.

The wave breaks into a long line of white
foam, and runs back again, leaving a curious
looking star fish lying on the sand. ’

Then she suddenly remembers what she
heard nurse say last night about Uncle Fred,
-and a new idea comes into her mind,

She gives the gate an impatient little shake,
and to her intense delight it swings open.
Trotty runs quickly out on to the beach.
Her friend the star fish lies at her feet.
Trotty picks him up, examines him carefally
all over, and then invites him to go with her
on her travels,’ >

*I'm poing to find ‘my uncle Fred,” she
88, “ Yon gay go too, if you like, little
fish.” Then the podr star fish is rudely push-
ed by some chubby littie fingersinto a wee
pocket, and Trotty, with her pretty golden
curls flying in the wind, wa]El gravely up
the beach, She stops every now and then to
look at some lovely shell, or to watch the
odd Iittle fiddlers. running over the sand.
She is just beginning to feel tired, when she
furns a point running out into the water, and
catches sight 6f what she thinks is the most
fascinating thing she has ever seen.

It is a little white boat drawn half-way |
ap on the shore. Stretched over it is a
dainty biue and white awning, with blue
fringe around the edge. Trotty gives a
scream of delight. She climbs on a large
stone close by the boat, and finally, af
many struggles, succeeds in getting inside.
She walks cautiously toward the stern, and
looks down into the water. Sheseesa curious
little fish swimming about—very curious in-
deed, thinks Trotty, as she bobs from one
side to the other, trying to follow his move-
ments. Whoever left the little boaton the
shore that morning must have forgotten that
the tide was rising : for in a very short time,
loosened by Trotty's exertions, and raised by
the incoming waves, it has worked gradually
away from the sand, and when Trotty, tired
of the fish, looks round in search of other
amusements, she finds that she is, what

first slie does not mind it very much, for she
is quite used to_ the water, papa has taken
her out'in his own boat so often this summer.
But after & while she grows hungry, and
tired of damcingover the waves. She thinks
of the nice breakfast at home, .of nurse and
baby, ‘of mamma, and wonders -if she misses
her little girl. Two great tears come into
her blue eyes.
, **Oh, mamma, I want you! Why don’t
you come sud look for me lx shé sobs, sitting
g:‘w: i ly at the bottom of the

,The tears in the blus _roll .d
‘Trotty’s cheeks as she lays :,orhaﬂ‘ap:-?i
the cushioned seat, and draws her white
apron over her face, She cries bitterly for
awhile, then the sobs grow fainter and

inter, until, rocked by the motion of the

¢, Trotty falls asleep as soundly asif she
were under the pink curtains of her own bed
at home.

Now this same Ma$# morning, returning
home after a long voyage, a great ship comes
sailing over the sea. There are a number of
Euungen on deck watching the land they

ave not seen for 80 many days. . The cap-
tain stands on the bridge, loo{.i.ng through
his glass at the different places tney are
passing. By-and-bye he looks at something
small and white, that comes dancing over
the waves. As the ship approaches, he sees
that it is alittle boat, and that thereisa
retty child lying in it. Now the ‘captain
a little girl at hgme just the age of
Trotty, and when he sees her sleeping under
the striped awning, he thinks how badly he
would feel were his own little oni ied
away like that ; so he gives orders have
the vessel stopped, and sends some sailors in
a boat aiter the little wanderer. By-and-bye
Trotty wakes up suddenly, and finds that
she has been carried on to the great-ship, and
that she is lying in some one’s arms, surround-
ed by strangers, who are all looking at her.
But although Trotty was very much frighten-
ed at the water, she is not at all afraid of
people ; so. she struggles down from the
captain’s arms, and says gravely, as nurse has
taught her. : \
¢* How doyou do ?”

This makes everybody laugh. Then a tall
oung man, who 1ssitting close by, her,
ifts Trotty on his knee.

*“Come here, litile one,” he says. ““and
tell me your name, and how you happened to
be so far from home.”

“I's Trotty. I'mlooking for Uncle Fred.”

Just then she sees one of the passengers
waving a white handkerchief to an outgoing
steamer they are passing. She jumps down,
and pulls out the wee handkerchief, together
with the poor star fish aud mamma’s locket,
both of which she bas entirely forgotten.
They fall on the deck, while Trotty dances

-about, waying a good-by to the steamer.
?gr‘né'vfr b 0 hpﬁlp"&.i
and tosses the star fish back into the water,
whgre he is quite happy again. 5

“Trotty,” he exclaims, suddenly, * who-
is this ¥

** Oh, that’s Uncle Fred,” answered Trotty:

Then Trotty is mo tomished than she
has been all day, for young man snatch-
ing her up, kisses her, and asks so many,
questions that she can hardly answer them *
but she tells him al about mamma, and
thinks it very strange that he has never heard”
of papa or the baby brother. He is never
tired of asking about grandpa; but when
they speak of him, Trotty thinks her new
acquaintance is a very strange young fellow,
for when she tells him what nurse and
mamma said about Unecle Fred, and how
grandpa grieved for him, a tear rolls down
his cheek. | e

*‘ Bless me 1” cries Trotty, wiping itaway
with = her havdkerchief. *“’Pears to me
Uncle Fred makes everybody cry.”

‘ And ’pears to me,” answered her friend,
“whe‘;d Trotty hgoes hon&e -t:ie will make
everybody very happy. You dear. little gi
I believe you are aglyttla angei sent to bﬂ;l'g
me & hope of forgiveness,’-

* No, I'm not,” replies Trotty ; ** but Miss.
Carlotta is. She's a blue one,”

Then, Trotty is interrupted in her turn by
the captain, who brings the stewardess to
take her to her luncheon, which pleases
Trotty, for she is very hungry indeed by this
time, Atter luncheon she takes hoﬂurup,
and then wakes to find that the great ship
has stopped, and that her new friend

seems to her, » long way out at sea. At |

doorway, looking, oh! so worried, The

yol y man swings the gate s
’%., " he faltern, T
#Oh, dear Mamma !” cries 5

Trotty . thinks that every.
gone crazy, for Miss Carlotta comes
quu_ y*papa.comes from the library, and in
& moment there is such laughing and crying
bz 3& gether, that poor Trotty was quite be-

By-and-bye she gathers from what
is going on that she has y and truly found
her Uncle Fred, and brought him holne safe-
ly to gnndg:. who is now holding hinsby the
hand, as if he never meant to lose sight of him
again. :

**Dear little puss !” says Uncle Fred. “If
it had not been for her, I should not have
found you for a long time, you have moved so
far from the old home.”

*She’s a ect little angel,” says mamma,
stboping to kiss her. “‘Do you ever expect
to see a sweeter, Fred ?”

But Uncle Fred looks at Miss Carlotta,
Trotty goes off to the nursery, and finding
poor Jemima, tells her all about the wonder.
ful day she has had., .

Rheumatine

1o -An Internal Remedy and s SURE CURE
5 Tor all Kinds o

sdudia ?

Rheumatic Complainte

Kidney Gomplaints

TESTIMONIAT,
From Squire Ro! on, who for many years was
Reeve of the T shjp of Normanby, a high-
ly respected resident of that part of On-
tario, having lived in that Township
for the past 20 years :—

Jo N. SUTHERLAND, Niagara Faills, Ont.,

May 17 :

DEAR SIR,--My daughter has been o
at sufferer from Rheumatism. She has
g::n obliged for years now to carry her arm
in a sling, and hand was beginning to
wither. these she has tried all
the many chres that been advertised,
without any result.  Seeing your advertise-
ment in the papers, giving testimonials from
trustworthy people, I determined to procure
some *‘ Rheumatine” for her, and purchased
four bottles of it from Mr. A. Jamison,
Druggist. of Mount Forest, which she took
strictly according to directions, with re-
suli, that her arm is now completely re: ed.
I cannot praise your medicine too highly,
indeed it s worth its weightin gold to all
who suffer from matism, and it is with
pleasure that I come forward te sayse. I am

yours truly, JOHN ROBERTSON.

A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever,
DR T. FELIX GOURAUD'Sy
ORIENTAL CREAM, OR MAGICAL BEAUTIFIER.
Removes Tan, Pimoles,
Freckles, M

oth
“Patch and
every blemish

PURIFIES
Beautifies
the Skin,

MuEe. M. B. T
St, N.

For sale by all
ers thronghout the U. S., )
Also found in N.Y. City, at ¥'s, Stern’s,
Ehrich's, Ridley’s, and other fancy goods dealers,
Be of imitations,

The celebrated DR. H. HOLLICK, of London,
has established an agency in Toronto for the sale
o# his medjgcines for the sure cure of all nervous
diseases, arising from whatever cause. Enclose
stamp for pamphlet, which will be sent in sealed
envelope to all who addreas to b

BRICULTURA

slways be pleased to rece
giry from farmers on any mat}
mltural interests, and ans
eI a8 800N as practicable,

THE APPLE APHIS.

Recent despatches from Brang
Ont., state that this pestilent inse
‘the orchards in that locality, i
$he trees being apparently alive w
‘This is not to be wondered at, as £h

_of aphides is almost beyond comp
each female producing about four i
s day, and these young produce off
the same proportion when three
It is said that one female, provided #}
no disease or accident in the family,
twenty days have an offspring of ¢
Close observation has led to the b
omne impregnation by the male
through the descendants of the
female for fully fifty generations, T
consequently, are not required
quently, and they make their a
usually towards the close of the seas
males possess wings, ;

* The farmers of Western Nd
are watching thei® apple - trd
closely thig spring, as they
the destruction of last ye
to the aphis. Among the discovd
have made, according to the Weste:
is that the aphis commepced hatchil
the leaves expanded ; that the m
may be seen upon the buds before
openéd, and that the eggs hatch

.tg: weather is still‘cold, before
past.. The Rural is of opinion tha

+. *he young insects may have been
by the cold weather experienced
still it is likely that many may su
cover the leaves when they expan
prehardists in the Western States ¢
weeks ago spraying their trees wi
pompounds, tokacco water, Pa
line solutions, whale-oil soap
of kerosene, milk, and wate
was the most saccessful in «
pects, either by penetrating
direo#ly through the pores of the sk
mingling with the juice of the bud,
taken into their bodies by sucti
who tried Paris green thought it
the vitality of the bud.

The method of preparing the kero
ture is as follows :—T'wo parts of re
osene oil and one part sour milk ag
ly churned together, and soon fo
pound of the consistency of lard ig
weather, called kerosene butter. Td
be added from .twelve to.sixteen
bulk of water, and when stirred tog
mixture wiil still be strong enough
sene to kill the aphis, bark lice,

-other insects, and yet not injure thel
the'tree. Care should be taken wha
menting with kerosene. as too stron
ture might prove injurious to the bul
s the insects,

COLORADO POTATO BEE

Nova Scotian exchanges atnou
$his most destructive insect is cam
siderable annoyance to farmers in
vince, and that there is every poss|
the crop being ruined by its rava
vices from other parts of Canada in
presence, but there is another spee
doryphora (D. juncta) that the
server would pronounce identical,
not improbable thit some of oul
have taken it for the dreaded po!
EXPGI'I‘ iments made with the form
3bat while it subsists on solanaceo
it refuses to,$ouch potato leaves,
of the beetle are of a degp orange ¢
are deposited on the under side of
where they develop into larvi,
reddish yellow colour. Before chang]

upa the larve enter the ground, and
Ex the beetle state in ten or twelve
the changes taking place in about a

‘What is generally known as the
beetle (Doryphora 10-tineata) is of
oval form, very convex above,

« beneath, its colour being of “a brig
yellow colour, with ten stripes upon
of its closed wing covers. Itisaboutf
since this insect was first notig
bundred miles west of the Mississip
Missouri river, but it no doubt alwa
In that region, living upon the wi
growing there. It was not until
attacked the potato, when it made
onslaught that the vines in different
Kansas and Western Iowa were
of every vestige of .their leaves,
stalks alone remaining.

The three-lined potato beetle is
the above, but not generally so de
Itisof a bright lemon-yellow col
three black stripes upon its closed wi
and bears a striking resemblance to
low stripe@ cucumber beetle, but
distinguished from that insect by

ellow instead of a black head. Th

beetles are to be found almost every
potato vines, but rarely in sufficient
te cause any alarm.

There is only one way to deal wiff

when they take possession o
and that is to kill them. In a sm
the best plan to adopt is to catch #
tin pan and destroy them with fire,
would not be-expeditious enough in
field. To cause their destruction o
scale poison is the only remedy, ang
purpose some use Paris green and oti
don purgle. Paris green is the surest|
as it is difficult to procure good s
London purple, which iz the waste
of sgticles used in the manufacture ¢
aniline dyes. Paris green is frequen

.Gented 80 as to be offered at a lo

. and the safest plan, therefore, tp adg
buying any is to get the dear®st,
certainly be the best. Some ay
recommend *mixing Paris green—s
poison—with flour or plaster, dusty
the ts from a tin with a perfol

* tom, which is objected to by oth
elaim that the dangerous mixture
bo be carried by the wind to @

” tables. The wet method, &: 1‘00 R
ome poand of the green ‘wi :
water and . cupful of molasses we
nd applied to the plants with a
considered the most effective, as i
affectéd by wind ordew. It is a
point whether Paris green prejudici
the potato plant, but fhere is no
that it does, One thing, however,
borme in mind, namely, to be exd
sareful when using it, and always §
§ safe place; as it'is excmsively; poi

THE FARM.

The use of the commercial fertilize
the ripening of cropsa week or ¢
hence they are especially important
planted corn or potatves.

It is essential to success with P

T 0 bugs or other pests that it
gn(;’:glt is E)sﬁered at rgduced rates|
jerated and dear at any price, as it ¢

* depended upon.

There shouid be as few dead furrow
aible in land ploughed for cornor
the dead furrows the seed planted
gertainly thrown away, and with
lands tim frequent dead furrows
altogether too large a portion of #
surface. ;

When squash and melon vines beg
.Dver the ground, a little fertilizer, w
or fine manure sheuid be sown bet
hills and hoed in. These vines stri
pew rootsas theyran, and if they
these roots it greatly increases theiy
Siveness.
Take your-hoes %o, the grindsto
- morning"when they are in use, and
. edge on them that will cat a weed ro
It may oblige you %o buy a new s
next spring.- but that will - not cost
meventy-five cents, and fwo men




