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; bwlbn{t anybady is doing in the city,” Thiy reat.

loss hnbit of never beitg able’ to fuel ‘withont
analyzing what she felt was what provented
Fustace (rom aver hong contentedly gaided by
focling, and played the mischicl with her ner.
% stom. : - ok .

‘ot{t‘pg came’ oul with her hat on.  “Goin’ to
mestin® 1 said she. i .

Fustace Jooked at her. “Why' said rhe,
fesitating, “'it Dadu't oceurred 1o me np here,
somehow.  Yes, pow. 1 think of it, 1 should
like to go.  Wait a minnte.” . o

Nely couldn't get used 1o this boarder at all.
She had never met anybody before who went to
chureh beeanse it ocenrred to her.  Sha had
seen people  who, rebellionsly inclined, had
stated, with n certain touch of bravade, that
they were goiug to stay away, but unever any.
body who hadn’t thought of it.

Who does not know the country church?
"There -were the four old dencons in the front
seat, who had heard the world of life so wany
more years than the mivister above them had
preached it that after a few moments' indulgent
attention they dropped off to sleep, with a
ealm confidence that no heresy would bw broach-
#d for their temporary juattention. Indeed, they
had already begun to doubt if heresy was always
as black as it is painted, 20 near were they to
the land where dividing-lines converge ; but
they did not know this : one only read it in the
witened old faces. They waked up in time to
pass the contribution-hox in good order: that
was all that was expected of them. Then, there
were the old women.,  Thev lstened with maore
attention,  * Pamon Fields wae a good man,
Tt e was gettin® sort of onsettled,” according
to a few ninds, and it behooved that cureful
attention should be paid by the sisters to arrest
the least sign of laxity of doctrine, sceing as
the brethren, whose business it was, ** were so
keetless and neglec’ful.’ Thers were pretty,
couscions girls, and plain, unconscious, and un-
caring ones.  Heory James, thought Fustace,
savy women's lives are fashioned out of what
is left of the piece wheo men’s lives have been
cut out.  Plain «istery’ bonnets are fashinved
nut of what is left when pretty sisters’ bonnets
have been trimmned.  Among the vouug wmen
who came in late, and whose hoots made a good
deal of noige, and whose hair was very nicely
and enduringly armuged, and whose neckties
were of & particular taking sort atteeted Fus
tace’s attention from the unremitting persis-
teney with whish be turned his syes in the
direction - of the Nott seat. A glanee at
Nely's beantiful unconscionsness was enough
to convines her of the state oithe case, and
she unvoluntarily gave him a smile of en.
couragement to wake up for this inditference,
which ecaused him to  suddenly  shift  his
feet, blush erimson with cembarrassment and
settle farther down into the pew, andg, final-
v, to smile himself in a shamefaced manuer,
Like n child detected in steanding raspberry-jam.

‘That avening, Fustace left the tea-table, and,
<alling Nely to come with her, seated herselfon
the stone steps.

Nely wag more silent than usual,  An absent
manner showed that her thoughts were not at
hier own control.

* He ix very handsome, Nely.”

“ Who t said Nely, with a guilty start,

¢ And hie han the most delicate cont of tau 've
ween sinee Iocame.’”

Qb —Tlek Willetts,” said Nely, with more
idifference.  * How did you know

“Oh, 1 kuew, ! hope he tsn't coming to see
vou to night, for I shall certainly fall in love
with him, and thot wonld be 55 very unfortun.
are,”

“0h, Miss Fustace " burst ont Nely, " T'm
woing to tell you all about it, if you won't
mind,”

Ok, no, I shan’t mind. 1 shall like it
And the more obstacles, and the wmore criel
parents, and the more idle tears there are in it,
the botter | shall be pleased.”

“There isn't any obstacle,-—~that is, if | want.
rd ta,” began Nely, with her. ready blush.

“ Certainly,~if you wanted to. Pve heard
of similar doubts proving quite serious ob-
stacles, ' ohservod Enstace, with u retrospeetive
glance toward certain inzidents in her own life,

“ Only jusi—one other.”

“One other?  Well, two obstacles are some-
times better than one,”

**And that's—Philip Edson Cartwright.”

“ Oh, my ! he sounds like a very large ob-
stacle indeed, . "t afraid that, taking the foct
that you don’t want to and DPhilip Kdson Cari-
wright both into consideration, the prospects for
Diek Willettsare rather slender.  In that ease
'l zake him myself, it you don't mind ; for he's
uite the handsamest man ['ve seen in a year.”

“* But vet [ don’t know = that's the tronble —
Ldon't know,” Aund poar Nély, alimast in tears
over her month's ]wrp‘n‘xi[y, pouted forth her
words with a perfect contidencoe in her hearver's
sympathy and wisdom which was most flatter-
ing.. *“Vou see, Dick amd {--well, Dick and
I havealmost always kept company, and we've
always been to school together, nnd then he's
walked home with nie from singin’-school- and
meetin' and everything, and mother was pleased;
she said the old lady hemsalf coulidn’t find any
fault with Dick Wifletts, and so 1 just kind of
let things go'; not ‘but what -1 liked him,
though." R . : :

‘¢ No,” said Eostace : ** I quite understand,”

** One night, about three months ago, nlong
in April, we wore at the sewing.sacicty over to
Mis' Lang’s, and she had a nephew up from the
city,~—1 wonder. if ‘you’ve over met him, Misy

Eustace 1~ Philip Edson Cartwright.”

a big place; you kuow.” - i

* Yen, Lknow; but 1 thought perhaps. von
wonld know him.” ~ And she looked a little dis.
wppointed. ** All the girls thought he was splen-
did. e talked a great denl, aud told you a
great manv intereating things abont himeelf ;
and Mis' Lane told mother that she never knew
anybody wha canversed g0 beautifully.” Nely
way evidently a little afraid Fustace would not
apprecinte the full force of Mr, Cartwright’s at.
tractione,  “He had a black moustache, and,
oh ! lw'd hatd 0 many things happen to him,
and you eould see peaple thought so much of
him, anid ie'd seen sa mueh gplendid society.”

“He wust have boen very un\rrtaining."'

“ Oh, be wast He talked to me a gond deal,
He said [ seemed to appreriate him; 1 don't
know why, I'm sitre, only I liked to hear him
talk. He came home with me, uand Dick went
home with 'Melia Bent.  Did you see her-this
meorning, Miss Fustace 1 She was that washed-
outdanking girl with all thoswe yellow ribbons.”
‘““Yeg, 1 saw her,” said Enstace. “1don’t
sce what Dick Willetts could see in her,”

*‘Fhat's just what T said 1 Well, Mr. Cart-
wright came here to see me onece or twice, and
then after he'd gone back to the city he wrote
me letters,—and such beautiful letters, Miss
Kustace ! T want to show vou one of them., It
seems to me a man must be dreadful smart to
write such letters,”

* Complete Latter-Writer,” thought Fustace,

“And in his Jast one he said that he was
coming up in a week or two, and he said— I
can’t express it as he did, but Vil show you the
letter. Bt here comes Diek '™

Tu fact, Dick’s tall, handsome forma cawme
up the path with that decidedly uncouth gait
which conntrv roads seem to impart.

““This is Miss Eostace Euworthy, Dick," gaid
Nely,—* our new city boarder.”

“How do you do, Mr. Willetts " said
kustace ; ** I am very happy to meet you.” And
she held out her hand to him, which he took
with as mueh ense and familiarity as if it had
been acambric needle.  ““1 saw you in church
this morning, and | wish von'd tell me who
that pretty girl was you walked home with : I'm
interested in her because she reminded me of a
friend of mine.”

“That's my gister, ma'am,” said Dick bash-
fully."”

“ Your sister!  She doesn’t lonk a bit like
you.—-Why dido't you tell me, Nely 1

“ 1 didn’t notice who Mr. Willetts walked
home witlh,” suid Corneiin loftily.  The ¢ Mr.
Willetts,” which at another time would utterly
have erushed Diek, was scarcely heard, so flat-
tered was be for the mowment by the absorbing
interest of Eustace,

“ Do you know,”” she went on, * in spite of
chureh this morning and raspberry pie for Jdin-
ner, I've been verv ncar regretting it was Sun.
day te.day l—yon'll never guess why."

“I'm alwavs kind of glad when Sunday
comes,” said Dick, with » side-glance at Nely,

—*¢ Sunday evenings, that is,"” he added, lest
the point shonld fail of appreciation : * 501
guess | won't be able ta say why vou're sorry.”

“ Well, there was 3 machine that 1 saw work-
ing Saturday afternoon that perfectly fascinated
me, and vou people are all so good 1 knew there
was 1o chance of seging it to-day, and Monday
seemed so far off."

“What sort of machine 1 asked Dick eagerly.
* Was it a mowing machine 1"

“‘Thera 1" thought Fustace, *‘for a chance
shot that's not so bad,”—“ It must have been a
mowing-machine,” she said aloud, ¢ for it mow-
ed, und 1 saw it at wark up on that hill.”

0N, yes,"! said Dick ; ““it's that new kind.
Mr. Dixon got one down ta the city.—Don’t
vou reiember, Nely, T told you "bout it ¥

But Nely didn't remember, or appear to be
sorry she didn't @ so he turned to Eustace for
sympathy, and made such demands upon her
attention, losing entirely his bashful manuer io
his active interest, that it was with some diffi-
culty she conld gracefully withdrmw aund leave
the others to wnore personal conversation.

At nine ke took his departure, and Nely came
into the house. *“ Why, Miss Fustace,” she
said, I didn’t know yow knew so much about
mowing-machines."”

“ Didu't you ! Why, au sccurate knowledge
of mowing-machines is indispensable toa fushion-
able education. 1 passed an excellent examina-
tion in mowing machines. But I dou't know as
much about them as Dick Willetts does, He's
the kind of maun that always knows all about his
own business,—just the kind of man I admire.”

(Let it here be obgerved, as illustrative of
female character, that if Tom ever mentioned
the Iaw he was begged not to talk shop.)

“ He didn't seem able to talk about anything
else to-night,” said Nely a little pettishly,
“ After you'd gone he kept on about thet, and
about how much you kuew nbout such things.”

Indeed £ said Eustace demurely. *“1'mso
glad you don't care about him ; for now | can
talk to him all [ like. Are you going to show
me that wonderful letter to-night1”

“Oh, yes." Aud Nely slipping away to her
own room, returned with the document in ques.

tion. - ** It's such a comfort to show it to some-
body 1" she said, with a sigh of pleasnre, ‘1
knew mother wouldn't understand.  She and

father think there’s nobody in the world but
Dick Willotts.”

* 1'll take it to my room," said Eustace. ‘]
muat have time to read ‘it carofully.” Upatairs
she took the letter out of the envelops. - ** The
hand.writing rather ' geod,~—s0 much in his

favor,"" thought Bustace.. Then she read it ¢

“No, I dow't think 1everdil.  New York ix |

“ My Deanr Miss Nerr,—1 have returned ‘to
the city’s dust  and- moil,- so ~inexpressibly
fatiguing after the verdure of the country. Like
all “men of thonght and perhaps too close at
tention to the problems: of cause and effect, 1.
atn prone to sell-analysis, and since my return,
sitting here in this dingy office, 1 have sought
to prohe my inner consciousucss for the secret
of why its dinginess seems greater than ever,
why the mass of con(identi:ﬁ matter my em-
ployer--1 might almost say my partner—has in.
truated to iy care seems more ponderous, why
the laughing belles whose glances seek mine in
society  ([diots must be rare in thit section of
the country,”’ interpolated Eustace) ““seem more
empty-headed, T wish 1 could tell you. Let
metry.  As authors of all times have sought to
convey their meaning by some graceful allegory,
let me recall an incident of my youth to illus-
trate iny point.” (““If this is Complete Letter-
Writer, it must be extra edition, half calf, un-
cut. | don’t believe it is.”") ** 1 u:e) as s boy
to he fond of wandering over the mountain-side,
following up mountain.rills, gazing into moun-
tain-tarns”  (“*Tarn is good,” said Euetace),
““ impressed by the stillness and purity of the
situation. ‘While there, often in mere thought-
lessness, 1 would snare a little helpless bird or
other offspring of nature, and amuse myself with
its pretty, pleading ways, only in the end to let
the little creature go. It was a boyish action,
but through it spoke the impulses which have
guided my character ever since. Then, on com-
ing down [rom those heights and mixing again
with men, | would think of those solitudes with
pleasure,—yes, and long for the little bird I had
caught and almost tamed, sorry that I had let
itgo. Do you see my allegory ¥ (‘¢ Insuffer-
nhll.'e coxcomb {'') ¢ Miss Nott,—Cornelia,—in
the country-lanes of Menton I fonnd a bird.  Its
eyes spoke a language only translatable to one,
like myself, accustomed to look through those
windywsof the aoul.” (*¢ Windows of an asylum,
more likely 1) “* [ read them then, and now,
back here in the busy life of the city, I long for
the bird. 1 close my hand. I donot wish to let
it go.” (*“Oh, don’t, by any means,” said
Kustace, satirieally ; *““only be sure it's not a
bird in the bush iostead.”) ¢ | shall come up
two weeks from Sunday, to receive your fond
reply.
“ Your devoted lover,
“ Purvie Epsox Carntwrisnr.”

“1If Nely throws over that handsome, devoted
giant for this insutferable little man made out
of a cheese-paring, I'll uever see heragain {7 ex-
claimmed Fustace. Then she fell a-thinking.
What was it 7 why was it that this bombastic
nonsense seemed to Nely so much finer than
Dick's straight-forward love-making?! What
could so blind 'a bright girl's common-sense ?
It was only because it was something different.
To her this seemned the most elevated language,
—the lunguage of the poets. She had never
heard it ridiculed and people told to ‘‘ come
off.” The young woman and nnsophisticated
girl always half fancies that the langunage of love
should be of an unusual sort and as from another
sphere.  What folly 1-—to prefer the imagin-
ative, the unusual, the fictitious, to the actual,
the true and the every-day ! TFortuunately, her
own bringing-up saved her trom sueh folly. She
did not expect the man she should some time
marry to address her in Oriental metaphor, or
tilt in a joust for her haund, or anything of the
sort; whileas for the man that just now wished
to marry her, let us see—Where's his last
letter t—

“ PDear Evstack,—Glad to know you're so
well off.  Everythingslow here, and beastly hot,
You'd better not come back until you get good
and ready. Went down to Manhatran the other
day with a lot of people,—the Randalls’ party, —
anid Miss Lena fell to my share. She can siug,
can't she | Saw your friend Larry the other
day in the street, and thought of telling him
you were getting freckled {you didn’t say freck-
Ted, but I know you are,—you always do) pick-
ing raspberries ; but it was 2 warm day, and 1
couldn’t stop to put ice on his tiead. There's no
use in telling me not to say that I'm io love
with youa, you know. T shall say it right straight
aleng to the end of the chapter. Unfortunate,
very, but I'm not Shakespeare, and 1 always re.
peat.  I'm glad Miss Cornelia is such a daisy.
1"t coming to see her before long.

¢ Yours,
¢ Tom.”

Not much Oriental mctaphor or mountain.
tarn about that ! Then she thought some more,
The next morning she walked down to the mill
with Nely to see about some tlour. On their re.
turn, ° Nely,” said she, ¢ 1've read vour letter,
It’s a very remarkable composition, but don’t
you ever marry the man who wrote it. Do yeu

there's somethin’ about me.”
came embarrassed. ** I’ll show it to you some-
time.” s

care to sce it.

—

o So it wasn't- the real thing after all,~for
of csurse. Miss Bustace knew,—and smart people™
didn’t aiways talk so, and he wasn't a bit splens
did. It was very humiliating,’ when all the =
girls thought he was something 30 out of ‘the .
common way, . Well, she knew. better now than . -
they did, ‘and she'd had  better opportuuities’
for_finding out.. Whereupon she gave her head - .

a gatisfied little toss. e : S
Just then "Melin Bent came across the ruad,
* Oh, Nely !" she. said,—her voice was small
and very Hat,—“*1 had to tell you. You re.
member Philip Cartwright 2. Well, he sent me
the most beantifal letter,—all about bein’ on the
mountdins and walkiv’ about there for hours, —
though pa +id say he dito’c bliave he ever
walked anywheres he couid find anybody fool "
enongh to give him.a ride,—and about ketchin’
little birds and lettin’ of 'em go again'; and then
And 'Melia be-

“1 dan’t
I've seen several of Mr. Philip.
Cartwright's letters already, and I don’t care to
read any more of his nonsgense.”’  And she walk-
ed toward the house, )

“ Well,” called * Melia after her, ¢ I wouldn’y
be so hufly, if you did think he was your beauy,
Miss Nott.” :

As for Fustace, she sat down that evening and
wrote to Tom,— ‘

“ Drar Tosm,—This may be the last letter
you’ll ever have from me, because the kerosene-
lamp is acting in a very singnlar manner, aud

the more | turn it the more it flares ; lint, as I’ve

already aroused the whele Tunily twice in the

dead of night with the announcement that it

was going to explode, I propose to-night to await
my fate in calmness and sobriety. I've given up

collenting grisses, and have taken to birds” cggs,
There's an element of cruelty in it that pleases
me. | haven't found any yet, Mrs, Nott says
it's late for them, but I'm goiug to blow them
and string them. But I'm not going to be con-
versational and chatty any longer. Perhaps you
remember that 1 wrote you the other day that

you were not going to come up to see Cornelia at
all, —1 didn’t want to see you. Well, you can if
you like. There's them as think [ made a mis-
take six months and again two weeksago. Now,
don’t you be too much sct up by this, becnuse
it isn’t because I'm inconsistent, or because a
woman never kuows her awn mind, or because
a woman never accepts aman the first time ; but
I'vy just heen sending Nely down on lier knees
to thank heaven fasting for a good man’s love,
and [ always wanted to do everything [ saw any-
body else do.

* Thank you,”” said Nely loftily :

““ Yours ever,
‘‘Eustace.”"

RESULTS OF TiH{E RECENT SURVEY
(OF PALESTINE.

The Right Hon, tha Earl of Shaftesbury,
K.G., presided at the Annual Meeting of the
Victoria Philosophical Institute of Great Bri-
tain, which took place in London on the 15th
of June.  The honorary secretary, Captain F,
Petrie, read the report, which showed the total
number of Home, Inudiay, and Colonial mem-
bers to be 950, Professor Pastenr and many
other well-known men of science had juined in
the past year, to further the Society's objects—
namely, the investigation of all philosophieal
and scientific questions, especially those said
to militate agaiust the truth of Revelation. An
address was delivered by Mr. Trelawney Saun-
deérs, the Otlicial Geographer of the Survey of
Palestine. He described the scientific results
of the exploration of Palestine, and their great
value to the historian, especially as the recent
work of the exploration seemed to bring the
country before the student of the present day
as it appeared to the inhabitants nineteen cen-
turies ago, and confirmed in a most remarkable
manner the accuracy of the Bible record.
Among the speakers were the Right Hon, A. S,
Ayrton ; the Bishops of Adelaide and of Nel-
son ;—who spoke of the value of the Victoria
Philosophicat Institute's’ Transactions, -and
their great anxiety for the increase of the num-
ber of its mewmbers in the colonies, where its
Journal, recording the investigations of leain:d
men into the truth as regards the philosophical
and scientific questions of the present day,
would be even more welcome than in England ;
Dr. Stern, the celebrated Abyssinian captive :
Mr. J. F. Bateman, F.R.S.; and Mr. D,
Howard, Vice-President of the Institute of Che-
mistry of Eugland ; and others.

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

suppose he'll ever want you to do anything but
pose he'll ever allow himself to be natural,—

hurry ¢ Do you know what people will callf
you ' went on Fustace, with awful emphasis,
¥ They’l call you that pretty, shy little Mers, |
Cartwright and her awful bore of a husband.
Aund that won't be the worst, either. He'll
have views,—not original views, but views he's
found in a book,—and you'll have to listen to
them ; and he’s very conceited and very selfish,
and he can’t any more hold “a candle to Dick
Willetts than—anything ! And don’t yon dare
to snub Dick thas least bit for the sake of his airs
and absundity, Cornelia Nott I' = .
And Cornelia Nott was so averwhelmed by this -
exhortation that she - meekly answered, .** No,

Crary Moknis says she is not going to Eu-

listen to him and feed his vanity! Do you sup. ; rope next seasos.

A WesTERN paper says that Bob Ingersoll is

oxcept when he wants his boots blacked in n  writing aplay.

MEi. CAZAUGRAN who was reported to be so
aerivusly il! last week is Detter,

Miss Many ' Axpersox - will appear at the
Fifth Avenue Theatre in November, . -

A NEW American comic opera has been pro.
duced in Boston, entitled, ' The Light-Keeper's Daugh -
ter.”” It was & fuilure. . :

Mn. GrorGE GrossM1TH, the original Admiral
in * Pinafore,"" the Geseral in the * Pirates " aod Bun-
thorne in ** Patience,” is said to be comiog to New York
next season. o : C :

Mgz. Hevny E. Ausy, the Anierican theatrie

“oal manager, has siyned o oontract with Mrs. Laogtry,

the notress, for a tour in Amerion,” beginnivg iv Novem.
bqr next. : N . : . 2 :




