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The Priors had not long been with ns. 
Tom Prior had been a fellow of Worcester, 
a noted scholar, an LL.D., one of the most 
rising dons of the day, and then had thrown 
op everything, married a poor woman, and 
retired to the obscurity of some country 
living by the sea, because she couldn’t live 
away from it. Naturally, men called him 
a fool, and forgot him. Now, a dozen 

ears later, the provostship of his old col- 
egc had fallen vacant ; and because Simp­

son, who was hated by every man in it, 
would otherwise have stepped into the 
post, the fellows suddenly remembered 
Poor’s learning and merits, and insisted on 
bestowing it on him as his due ; and I 
think I was the first of his ancient friends 
to call on him Mid his wife after their in­
stallation. They had no children, and she 
was still a confirmed invalid ; so as it was 
the long vacation when they came, I 
fancied they might be rather dull, and 
came in provided with a great bunch of 
late crimson roses to cheer the sick lady. 
She looked happy enough, however, with­
out them.

They were sitting out on the stone ter­
race which runs round two sides of the
quadrangle, she leaning back on a sort of 
lounge, and wrapped up jn a big maize- 
coloured Indian shawl, and her husband 
reading the paper to her at her side. He 
jumped up when he saw me, and we shook 
hands for about ten minutes, after which 
I was introduced to his wife and put, into 
his chair, while he sat down beside me, 
and began asking all manner of questions 
about old foes and friends.

Not that Tom Prior ever had many foes. 
He was one of those kindly, sweet-temper­
ed fellows who get loved even by men 
who laugh at them ; and his wifè, smiling . 
over her roees at us, said I needn’t think 
that she considered herself in the least as 
a stranger, and she knew all about me and 
everyone else who had ever been at college 
with her Tom ; and had grown familiar 
with ns from the first month oft her 
married life. Presently, however, she be­
gan to fidget a little, and said :—

“Tom, dear, where’s Cecil’ Mr. Gur­
ney would like some tea.”

And Tom, after two or three helpless 
glances round, answered :—

“ To be sure, so he would. Where is 
Cecil, I wonder ?”

“ Who is Cecil?” I wondered ; and as I 
do like my tea, and am in the habit of 
looking for it at some time in the after­
noon, I rather hoped the owner of the 
name—probably Mrs. Prior’s maid—would ■ 
turn np. However, just then Tom ap­
peared to catch sight of some one at a 
window, for he shouted out, “Hi, Cecily! 
Tea ! Here’s a visitor !” in a voice which 
might have been heard at the other end of 
the town. There was no reply audible . 
but the call proved efficacious ; for in little 
more than five minutes a tidy little maid 
brought us out a tray which she deposited 
on a tiny round table; and immediately 
afterwards a young lady came ont, slipped 
quietly into a chair behind it, and proceed­
ed to dispense tes and bread and butter 
with sufficient celerity and absence of fuss 
to show, first, that she was used to the 
duty ; and, secondly, that ehe thought 
more of those about her than of drawing 
attention to herself—a sufficiently rare 
thing in young ladies ! ,

Indeed I don’t remember noticing her at 
all at first. Prior and I went on talking 
and the invalid lay back on her cushions, 
throwing in a word every now and then. 
It was a fine evening in September, and 
the Bin getting low in the west reddened 
all the south front of the quadrangle, and 
burnt like a myriad of fiery sparkles in 
the yellowing foliage of the tall trees be­
yond. Above, the sky was a pale, soft 
bine, warning down into a haze all gold, 
and rose colour, and tender, delicate Else. 
Even Mrs. Prior's pale face and Tom’s 
grey whiskers were suffused with the 
pinky light. Cecil—ehe had only been in­
troduced by the hostess as “ my cousin,” 
so I did not know her other name—sat a 
little out of it in the shadow of the porch. 
She was arranging the roses in a china 
bowl ; and now and then a slanting golden 
ray touched one of the blossoms, turning it 
into a jewel of crimson fire, or rested on 
her white fingers and the folds of her grey 
gown, nothing more. I sat there talking 
till after twilight had fallen, and when Ï 
went away I had hardly seek her face. 
Mrs. Prior was not allowed to stay out of 
doors after dusk ; and her cousin went in 
with her, and did net again re-appear.

I met her on the following day, however. 
It was Sunday, and I had been to morning 
service at Holywell, a quaint, simple little 
church, where a man can say his prayers 
without being disturbed by a lot of strangers 
and finely-dressed towns-folk ; and on com­
ing out I round myself treading on the 
heels of Tom Prior. The young lady was 
with him ; and ss I took off my hat to her 
in the bright morning sunlight, I was al­
most struck dumb by discovering how 
beautiful she was.

For she was one of those women whom 
everyone would own to be beautiful. Tall 
and well-proportioned, with a akin like 
pearl, and doll gold hair, smooth as satin, 
and banded round one of the most per­
fectly-formed heads ever set on a woman's 
shoulders. Not a girl ; she must have been 
eight or nine and twenty, and there was 
something in her face which made her 
look more ; but still quite a young lady 
compared with a man over fifty like myself, 
and a very lovely young lady too.

We all walked back to Worcester to­
gether ; and after I had got over the re­
velation of her looks we got on very pleas­
antly. There was a pretty mixture of cor­
diality to her cousin’s old friend and high­
bred reserve in her manner, which was 
very charming. You felt as if the cordial­
ity was a special act of grace to you, and 
might not be shown to everybody ; and 
yet the reserve stepped in just in time to 
prevent your presuming on it. Then ehe 
had travelled, and read books and thought 
about them afterwards, which, if you’ve 
passed the age when a pretty face is all- 
satisfying, is an additional merit in woman 
and a rare one. By the time we had reach­
ed home and lunched, which I did with 
them, I should have pronounced her per­
fect but for two things—she smiled far too 
seldom ; and she was more sceptical, es­
pecially on the subjects of human nature 
and truth and goodness, than is to my 
mind becoming in a young woman.

I own that I like a girl to be bright and 
sunny and believing. A pretty mouth is 
always prettier with a smile on it.

We were out in the garden after lunch, 
talking To those who don’t know Oxford, 
I may mention that the gardens at Wor­
cester, though net as beautiful as St. 
John’s, or ss interesting as New, are green 
and shady, with a large piece of water at 
the bottom overhung by fine old willows 
and alders, their leaves just turning to 
faint yellow and dusky red under the first 
night frosts of autumn. Swans float upon 
its clear brown surface, leaving long lines 
of silver light behind them, and come to 
the banks to be fed. We had brought 
some bread down with us ; and as Mss 
Langton—I had found out her name by 
now—crumbled and scattered it, I said to 
her ;—

“ I have told Mrs. Prior I am at her dis­
posal for the whole of to-morrow morning. 
Do you know I am quite proud of acting 
cicerone to two ladies who are already 
familiar with Rome and Venice and Egypt? 
All the same, don't expect me to own to 
any inferiority in my own city. If yon 
begin by picking holes at your first outing,
I will never take you for a second."

•• I don’t think you need have any fear 
of that," she said courteously , and then,

It is toy cousin who has never been here 
before. This is my third visit."

“ Your third 1 lam sorry to hear it," 
I answered ; and I was. There would 
have been something pleasant in showing a 
place like Oxford to a woman like Cecil 
Uagtoa. "It it long since you were 
here ?” She hesitated a little.

** “ nearly eight years since my 
first visit, and we only stayed four days ; 
and did very little sight-seeing. I was 
travelling with my father ; and he was 
taken ill here. ,Aa soon as he was able to 
move we went on again."

“ That can hardly be called a visit at all 
then. Eight years ago, too ! Why Keble 
was not built then. You have not seen 
the most gorgeons chapel in the university. 
Yes, yon needn’t glance back at dear (fid 
Worcester here. The provost and I swear 
by our own gods of course ;*but wait till 
you’ve seen—I forgot, though ! You have 
been here since then, yon aav. How long 
ago was that? and was it a real visit the 
the second time !"

“It was—two years later. Yes, I was 
here for a fortnight. Is it possible to satis­
fy a swan’s hunger, Mr. Gurney ?”

It was then, in the abruptness with which 
she changed the conversation, that I 
noticed on her face the look I have men­
tioned ; a strange, fixed expression, which 
aged and hardened it in a moment ; a look 
winch—how I do not know—gaye me the 
idea of a proud nature terribly humbled at 
some period of its existence, and resenting 
it both inwardly and outwardly ever since. 
At the time, however, I did not under­
stand it, and, like a fool, pressed the Ab­
ject.

“ Two years later ? Why, that was 71, 
the year I came back here to live. And, 
upon my word, I believe I must have met 
you then. I fancied at lunch that I had 
seen your face before ; and said to myself,
• That is the face which ’-------- By-the-
way, do you like compliments ? No ? 
Then I won’t tell you what I said to my­
self. No, nor Mrs. Prior either ; for
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she’d be sure to go straight and repeat it 
to you. Were you not here for Commem­
oration ?" .

“ Yea, Mr. Gurney, I was. ’’ Her face 
had grown harder, and her manner sud­
denly brusque—almost, if I might say so, 
defiant, Mrs. Prior, leaning back in her 
bath-chair a few steps off, heard the ques­
tion and answer, and bent forward, an 
anxious look on her pale, gentle faeê.

“Mr. Gurney,” she said, pleasantly, 
“ you are giving all your conversation to 
Cecil. Come and talk to me a little. I 
want to know where you are going to drag 
me and my chair to-morrow."

That evening, Prior came round to my 
chambers for a smoke. Something was 
said of Miss Langton. I believe I men­
tioned her, praising her beauty and asking 
if she lived with them. -f.

“ Yes,” he said, “at least she came to 
us on a visit, when her brother was order­
ed to India eighteen months ago . and we 
have never let her go since. I don’t be­
lieve Emily could do without her now, 
and since her father’s death she has no 
regular home. Pretty ? Well, some people 
say she’s rather gone off ; but ehe was 
awfully handsome a year or two ago. Emily 
says she never knew a girl who has had.so 
many admirers. ”

“I don’t wonder at it. How is it she 
has not made one of them happy before 
now ?”

** Humph ! It is a pity, isn’t it ? And 
that reminds me, Emily told me to ask

Çm not to refer to her last vist to Oxford.
on don’t mind my mentioning it, do 

yon?"
"Oh, dear no," but I suppose my face 

showed some surprise, for he added :
“I suppose you think it rather an odd 

thing to ask, and the story’s an old one 
now ; but my wife is awfully fond of Cecil, 
and can’t bear her to be pained. I oughtn’t 
to tell you abont it, I suppose ; but you’re
such an old friend, and-------- " and then,
of course, Prior, being one of those men 
who can’t keep a secret for five minutes, 
if they try, did tell me all abont it, and 
I learnt the meaning of that look in Miss 
Langten's “ 
so abruptly from the subject of Commem­
oration. '

She had been staying with friends who 
had relations at Oxford ; and, of course, 
not only the relatione, but half the rela­
tions’ triads »t the different colleges, 
went wild about her beauty. Wherever 
she went she had a troop of admirers. 
Luncheons and picnics were got up in her 
honour, and all might have been very plea­
sant if one of the men had not fallen des­
perately in love with her, and succeeded 
m winning her heart. It was one of thoee 
cases so clear from the first, and she show­
ed her preference so plainly, that other 
men drew oS, feeling they hadn’t a ghost 
of s chance ; and her friends spoke to her 
on the subject, being afraid they would get 
into trouble, as she had money, or 
would have, and the young fellow wasn’t 
rich.

“ Well, and then ?” I asked, when the 
story had got so far. I remembered her 
perfectly now, and of hearing about this 
very love affair ; but I wanted to know his 
version of it.

"Oh, he was a blackguard,” said Tom, 
impatiently, “ and had only been playing 
with her. When her friends spoke to her 
she owned he hadn’t proposed, hut admit­
ted frankly she cared for him, and that 
she thought he did for her, and wanted 
to tell her so. It was only three days 
then before they were leaving ; and, oddly 
enough, the very next day, though he had 
asked her leave to call, Mid ehe waited at 
home for him, he never turned up at all. 
The second day it was the same thing— 
no sign of him. Her friends thought 
there must have been some misunder­
standing ; and as they all liked him and 
really believed that he cared for Cecil, 
they wrote to ask him and one or two 
others to lunch on the morrow, mention­
ing that they were leaving next day. He 
sent back a note declining on some pre­
text or another, bnt hoping to call and 
say good-bye ; and never came near them 
again. I believe they even saw him in 
the street, and he avoided them. Yes, it 
was a scoundrelly business ; and they say 
it nearly killed Cecil. She was an awfully 
proud girl ; and had never cared for any­
one before. Emily says it was two years 
before she would even go ont anywhere ; 
and I don’t believe she’ll ever like or pnt 
faith in a man again.”

‘ ‘ Hum ! I’ve heard men say the same 
of women, and with a good cause. By the 
way, who was this fellow ? I suppose you 
know his name."

“No, I don’t. Emily may ; but she’s 
never mentioned it, so I don’t think it 
likely "— Tom judged the rest of the world 
by himself ; a rood many of us do— 
“ Cecil couldn’t keep the affair altogether 
dark ; but she made her friends promise 
not to mention the man’s name ; ana some' 
how it never reached me or her brqther 
either. If it had, its owner mightn’t have 
got off so happily ; for Charley Lucas adores 
his sister.”

“ Lucas ! You mean Langton, don’t 
you Î”

“No ; a stepbrother by a first husband. 
Her father hated the lad at one time ; but 
she brought them together when he was ill 
here ; ana they made friends shortly after­
wards. I saÿ, I must be going. Of course 
you won’t ever hint at my having told yon 
of this affair.” And he went 

I lit another pipe and meditated upon 
it". Prior would have been surprised if he 
had known I could h»Ve told him the name 
of the man, whoee baseness had swept the 
sunshine out of Cecil Lengton's heart six 
years ago ; but surely there must be some
mistake ; and if so-------- . That night, I
sat down and wrote a note to a friend in 
London, asking him to take pity on my dul. 
ness, end come down to me for a few days. 
After that I went to bed.

I had been calling on the Priors two or 
three days later, and was just saying 
“ Good-bye,” after promising to come in to 
afternoon tea on the morrow and bring My 
Langton a book on stained glass, when \ 
remembered something, and turned back 
on the threshold.

“ After all, 1 don’t know that I can

we shall be very glad to 
ould be miserable with- 

ont her book and you to explain it to her." 
And Tom came after me to the door, call­
ing out :

“I should think, old fellow, yon knew 
that anyone you brought here would be 
welcome if he were the King of the Canni­
bal Islands."

Certainly the Priors were among the 
pleasantest, most good-natured people I 
ever met.

I said something of the sort at lunch to 
Mallam on the following day. He was a 
clever, successful lawyer, six or seven years 
my junior ; but our families. had been in­
timate all their lives, and we had been at 
the same college. When he learnt from 
my note that business was keeping me 
in Oxford all through the solitude of the 
“long," he cut short a * pleasant visit 
at Twickenham, and came down to me 
at once ; and very jolly it was for me to 
have him. We had been talking all the 
morning.

“I don’t think you remember Prior," I 
said to him. "He was before your time.
A man of note though, and-------- .”

“Is that the fellow who used to he 
called Mother Prior ?" broke in Mallam. 
The worst of those London men is, they 
move and speak and live so quickly, 
they make no allowance for our pleasant, 
leisurely way of gathering up and giving 
out our ideas ; and have a trick of cut­
ting us short in rather an irritating man­
ner. " Man who first flung thirty thou­
sand pounds into a ditch, and then kicked 
overboard a fellowship and all his pros­
pects to marry an old woman without a 
cent ?”

“ Exactly," said L quietly. "The man 
who threw away a fortune because he was 
too honest to take a woman he didn’t care 
abont with it ; and gave np his fellowship 
and honours to marry a girl to whom he 
had kept faithful for twelve years, and who 
had lost her youth and health and pretti­
ness waiting for him, because her father 
wouldn’t hear of it ; and she wouldn’t rebel 
against the old man while he lived. That’s 
Prior.”

“And Prior was a fool,” said Mallam. 
“Well, what judgment has happened to 
him since ?”

“ None in particular ; except that, with 
an invalid wife and a smallish income, 
he’s been as happy as a king ever 
since ; and that now he’s been made pro­
vost of his old college, and is happier than 
ever. ”

“Curious dispensation of Providence 
that fools often are happy in their folly,” 
said Mallam, cynically. He was a man 
who had had a disappointment in early 
life, and had taken Ufe with the bitter 
rind on ever since ; but I didn’t mind him, 
being perfectly aware that, in spite of his 
sneers, he had at one time lived hardly and 
fared plainly to keep two young step­
sisters at an expensive school, and at 
another had sacrificed a Continental tour 
to save an old servant’s eon from prison, 
and set him going in a new country. He 
would have quarrelled with and cut me 
to a dead certainty, if I had even given 
him an inkling that I knew of these 
little weaknesses. Nevertheless they were 
facts.

“ What about the Priors now ?” he ask­
ed, leisurely, and helping himself to an­
other cutlet.

“Only that I’ve promised to go there 
this afternoon and take you with me. I 
should rather like you to be civil to them, 
Hugh. The wife is a dear little woman, 
who has managed to keep a smiling face 
through years of horrid bodily pain ; and 
she has confided to me that a great thorn in 
her side was the fear that Prior had ruined 
himself by his mairiage, and that his old 
friends are of that opinion. I want to show 
her she is mistaken."

“In other words, back him up in his 
past idiocies, Mid encourage other idiots to 
future ones,” said Mallam, coolly. “All 
right, I’ll go ; it’s nothing to me. Any 
children ?’° ,

“No, none. They have taken a distant 
whyturned cousin though, an orphan, to live with
~ ‘ * " them ; but-------- .”

“ People who have jnst enough to keep 
themselves always want ’to keep a dozen 
others,” put in Mallam, in the aggravating 
way I have mentioned before ; and so I 
did not get an opportunity of adding any­
thing more about Cecil Langton.

It was about four o’clock when we got 
there. Thé sun was shining in at one 
window through a framework of leaves, 
green, and gold, and red, and flooding 
that end of the room with yellow light. 
Cecil sat just in the centre of it. You 
could see nothing of her tace or person, 
only a tall dark figure in a blur of golden 
haze. I don’t think Mallam even glanced 
at her, for Prior came forward, shaking 
hands with us both in his cordial way, and 
taking him across the room, to introduce 
him to the pale face gleaming pleasantly 
ont of its background of red cushions in 
a warm comer. It was not till a minute 
or two had passed that he looked round 
and said :

“ Cecil, Me you there? Mr. Mallam, 
my wife’s cousin, Miss Langton.”

I had just shaken hands .with Miss 
Langton, and I shall never forget the 
chMige which came over her face, as she 
looked up sndy her eyes met MaUam’s. 
For a moment I thought" it was that she 
had stepped ont of the golden haze into 

shadow, but she had ithe shadow, but she had not moved an 
inch; only her colour had faded quite 
away into a dead, ashen tint, which made 
her lips grey ; and her eyes opened 
wider and wider, and a sort of quiver 
pasaed over her month. She did not 
speak a word, only bowed ; and Mallam, 
who had started and flushed all over his 
face, like a man struck a sudden, heavy 
blow, bowed too. Then he said, slowly, 
and with some hesitation :

“ I—I think I have met Miss Langton 
before.” The dark oolour deepened in his 
face, and he added, hurriedly, “ Not that 
I can expect her to remember me.”

Cecil looked at him full There was 
something almost cruel in the hard stare of 
those beautiful eyes.

“ No,” she said, coldly. “ I do not re­
member you. Yon must be under a mis­
take.” And then Mallam bowed «gain 
and asked her to excuse him for it. He 
was the coolest of men generally, with 
one of those stem, impassive face* which 
nothing moves. I had never seen him so 
discomposed before. She stepped back 
into her seat by the window, and he went 
and sat down by Mrs. Prior. But even 
here my introduction did not seem a suc­
cess. Perhaps something in his manner 
reacted on hers, bnt the gentle lady was 
not half as bright and pleasant as usual. 
There was a nervous, flurried expression in 
her eyes, and her manner was decidedly 
constrained. If it had not been for Tom's 
irrepressible geniality I don’t know what 
I should have done. Cecil, indeed, was 
talkative enough, and devoted herself to 
me and my Flemish book with an assidui­
ty which wss very flattering, seeing that 
there was a younger and handsomer man 
in the room. But I hardly think her mind 
was in the subject either, for she asked me 
the most irrelevant questions at the end 
of some of my most careful explanations ; 
and laughed at points which did not 
seem to me to have any humour in them. 
I scarcely thought her as intelligent as 
usual.

Tea was brought in and put on the little 
table by Mitt langton. Tom had called 
me off at the moment ; so Mallam rose, 
»s in duty bound, to assist her with the 
cups. He did not speak ; nor did she, 
only gave them to him in silence. But 
her hand must have been lees steady than 
usual ; for presently, as she was hand­
ing him his own, either through her awk­
wardness or his, there was a sudden 
clatter, and the Cups went over, part of 
the contents being spilt on her dress. 
Mallam stooped instantly, taking out his 
handkerchief to dry it, » spite of her ex­
claiming almost sharply that it was no 
matter, and giving an impatient jerk to 
her dress to free it or shake the drops off. 
Their hands came in contact for a moment 
by the action—only » touch, bnt I saw

figure in i : dress
could

between the upright stems and purple and 
scarlet blossoms of the dahlias. The low 
rays of the sun lit up the under side of 
the leaves, turning them into transparent 
golden flakes, ana rested on her little 
shining head, as ehe went backwards and 
forwards, never once glancing at the house. 
We did not stay very long after she wss 
gone.

' (To be Continued.)

THE DEACON’S PLOT.
A reasonably good man was Deacon Pil- 

eey, as times went, but if he had a weak­
ness, it was for making things in general 
go about as he wanted them to. Not an 
overbearing man by an/ means, and cer­
tainly not a violent one, but with wonder­
fully cute and quiet and subtle ways of his 
own, by which he brought matters about 
without letting other folks know how the 
thing was done. When a man is accus­
tomed to have' his own way, he makes up 
his mind pretty easily, but there was one 
point of all others upon which Deacon 
Pilsey had been set and fixed for years, 
and tiie care of which lay heavy on his 
mind, for the time had come when, in his 
judgment, something deep required to be 
planned, and all his skill exercised in 
carrying it ont. To a mind like his, that 
had taken a perfect measure of every other 
in the village, and for miles around it, 
there could Tie little difficulty in selecting 
hie tools and assistants, and he had no 
need of counsellors. That was how he 
came to be talking so confidently with Joe 
Gaines, as the two stood by the yard gate.

“ Why, deacon,” said Joe, “ I always 
thought you liked Bob Humphrey. He’s a 
tip-top fellow,/and a good match for any 
girl I know of."

“ So he is, so he is," replied the deacon.
Can’t say a word axin him. Know him 

from a boy. Can’t forbid him the house, on 
any of that sort of nonsense ; but, then, he 
can’t have Irene Wyer."

“ I don’t see how you’ll help it, deacon. 
You’re only her guardian, and she is about 
of age.”

“ Not for a year yet—that’s how the will 
reads—and slit’s in my own house, you 
know. I guess I can fix some things, 
’specially if you’ll turn in and help me. 
You’re a lawyer, Joe Gaines, but you’re a 
young one yet, and I’ll give you the fattest 
fee you ever dreamed of if you’ll only hitch

all right, and square, I’d as leave earn a 
fee one way as another. What’s your pro­
gramme ? ”

“ Well, you know there’s nigh onto thirty 
thousand a coming to Irene Wyer, in her 
own right, and I’ve took the best kind o’ 
keer of it. It’s been a mighty sight of 
trouble, and all along I’ve thought of my 
son Scott.”

“Scott Pilsey?” interrupted Joe. “Why, 
he’s in California.”

“ He won’t be long. He’s cornin’ home 
inside o’ six pionths, and I want to keep 
Irene safe for Mm. They used to he won­
derful thick, and he writ to her reglar ever 
so long arter he Went away, and so did she 
to him.”

“ Do they correspond now?" said Joe.
“No, not now. There’s the rub. That’s 

one reason I’m looking out so sharp arter 
Rob. Now, I want you to just take a holt 
and try and keep Bon off till Scott gets 
back. ’Twont be fat long, and Irene ain’t 
such bad company, nohow. 7

“I don’t know," said Joe. “There’s 
Maggie and her mother. I couldn’t be par­
ticularly attentive to Irene without their 
knowing it. And Bob Humphrey 11 be 
sure to be around moat of the time, and it 
won’t be long before I Have / the whole 
village talking the matter up.’'

“ Neva; mind that, Joe, never mind that. 
It’ll be all right when Scott gets home. 
PU give you the biggest kind of fee.”

“ Well, deacon, coolly replied the young 
lawyer, “ it’s a pretty tough case, bet I’D 
take it on oneconditien."

“ What’s that ?"
“ Why, se long as it’s Only fun, and all 

that, I’ll go ahead, bnt if it seems as if I 
was doing any harm, anything real bad,. 
you know, I’m to be at liberty to back 
out.”

“ Well, I don’t mind, so long as you let 
me know in time.”

And so the deacon and the lawyer dis­
cussed their plot to their satisfaction, and 
when all was settled the latter took his 
own way down the broad and grass-grown 
street of the village.

“ The old shark ?” he muttered, as he 
strode leisurely on. “ What on earth put 
it into his plotting old head to pitch on me 
for his tool? He never was more’n half 
decent to me before. » I reckon I’ll earn my 
fee, but I’ll be fair and square with Bob 
Humphrey. What would Irene say if she 
knew what was up? Wouldn’t those 
black eyes of hers strike fire ?

Now, it happened that Of late, unknown, 
perhaps to the deacon, there had been 
growing up more than a little closeness of 
intimacy between Joe Gaines and Bob 
Humphrey, and thus it Was treachery to 
his friend se well as unfairness to the 
pretty heiress, to which the young lawyer 
had allowed himself to bo bribed by the 
deacon’s promised fee.

A deep fellow was Joe Gaines, and a 
mawellous manipulator of social affairs. 
Again and again, as days and weeks #nd 
months went by, did Deacon Pilsey con­
gratulate himself on hie admirable selec­
tion, and chuckle in his inmost being as he 
witnessed the well-oontrived success of 
Joe’s manœuvres. There were pic-nics and 
drives and parties, and entertainments of 
varions kinds, bnt in vain aid Bob Hum­
phrey invite or propose ; the young lawyer 
was sure to be beforehand with him, and it 
almost seemed as if sweet, unassuming, 
quiet little Maggie Pilsey herself, the dea­
con’s daughter, had joined the secret 
league against her friend Irene, so often 
was some excuse devised by wMch she was 
made to appear in the letter’s stead.

Then, too, there were the home evenings 
at the deacon’s house, when the subtle- 
minded old plotter could have hogged 
himself with satisfaction as he sat by and 
witnessed with his own eyes the admirable 
manner In wMob Joe Gaines worked for Ms 
fee.

“It takes a lawyer, after all,” he said 
to himself. “ I don’t care much what he 
charges. I only hope he’ll keep it up that 
way till Scott gits home again. And then 
to see Bob Humphrey ! Why, the feller’s 
got the perseverance of the saints, but he 
ain’t nowhere with Joe Gaines.”

As for Irene Wyer herself, her red lips 
laughed and pouted, and her bright eyes 
sparkled and deepened, and her life seemed 
flowing onward very pleasantly, as if no 
deeplaid plots and schemings had any power 
over her or her happiness. Moreover, 
through it all Joe Games seemed to main­
tain the most complete external semblance 
of frank-hearted friendship with Bob Hum­
phrey. Odd as it may seem, the young 
lawyer also found that Ms practice had un­
dergone a " very sensible increase, caused 
mainly by the warm, though covert, enco- 
niums which the good deacon’s heart com­
pelled him to utter here and there, in his 
keen appreciation of his young friend’s 
tact ana management.

Time will fly, however, and the mails at 
last brought to the Pilsey homestead the 
welcome news that its absent hope and heir 
would shortly return. There were letters 
from Scott Pilsey to Ms mother and sister 
Maggie, and to Irene Wyer, and even to 
his old cronies and school mates, Joe 
Gaines and Boh Humphrey, and to each 
one he had doubtless some matter of special 
interest to communicate.

No noisy, smoky, disgusting railway 
trains as yet vexed the retirement and re­
pose of the village, but at last, on a morn­
ing when all things were in a state of 
almost painful expectancy of Ms arrival, 
not the ordinary stage coach, but a private 
hired carriage, heavy with trunks and

h was
i; hut when 
i and bushy- 
the gras», he

turned his back to the verandah for a mo­
ment, while he aided the movements of a 
graceful, well-flavoured, dark-featured 
young lady, who followed him, and whom, 
m the first warmth of his “ welcome home.” 
he introduced as “my wife, mv Lucia.”

Maggie Pilsey hugged her and kissed her, 
and so did Irene Wyer, and so, in a moment 
more, did old Mrs. Pilsey, and the deacon 
was too wise a man to seem altogether as­
tonished, wMle Joe Gaines and Bob Hum­
phrey were fairly boisterous. In fact, Scott 
Pilsey’s California bride was so overcome 
by the warmth of her greeting, that the 
poor young tiling forgot her pride and burst 
into tears. In half a minute after there 
wasn’t a lady visible, and then Boh and 
Joe knew enough to leave the deacon and 
Ms son to themselves. The two young men 
walked off arm in arm, but they were back 
again before the day was over.

The deacon’s face was a trifle serions, 
but not exactly cloudy, and before long he 
managed to get Joe Gaines off by himself 
for a hit of private conversation.

“ And so, Joe,” he said, “ you and the 
rest knew til about tiiis matter of Scott’s 
some time ago? ”

“ Well, yes; Irene told me in confidence, 
and then when they wrote and told Scott 
how matters were here, he wrote to con­
gratulate ns, and begged us not to spoil his 
surprise to you. We couldn’t tell after all 
that, you know.

“Ahem! well—no—I can’t say; but 
p’raps not. I can’t be mad with Scott, for 
she’s brought him a big ranche and a mine; 
bnt what am I to do with you now ? I like 
Bob Humphrey first-rate—I allers did like 
Bob—and now it can’t be Scott, I don’t see 
as I ort to interfere. . You’ve aroed your 
fee, and I’ll pay it ; but, then, yon see, 
there ain’t no more use----- ’’

“Oh ! no; not a bit,” interrupted Joe. 
“ Bob is a good fellow, and he and Maggie 
are just suited. Irene and I think that 
Maggie couldn’t have made a better match, 
and we think Scott’s done splendidly well

“ Irene and you ?” exclaimed the dea­
con.”

“Yes, of coarse. I’ve explained to 
Irene that I can’t afford to lose my fee. 
I told her so at the beginning, and she said 
I must earn it. ’Seems to me I’ve done 
that ; but I’ll let you up.”

“ Done it !” exclaimed the deacon.’ 
“ Well, yes, Joe ; on the whole, I should 
rather berinclined to say I guess I have / 
Yes—You and Irene !"

The Value of Wealth in Politics.
(From the London Spectator.)

Among the young Peers who will probably 
pr.sh to the front, as the older men drop off, 
is the Earl of Rosebery. A Radical, 
though not of a very Red colour, active to 
feverishness, and a very fair speaker—in­
deed one of the clearest and most amusing 
speakers in the Upper House, though yet 
not one of the weightiest—ambitious and 
enterprising, he is pretty sure, if he will 
only work, of rising to Mgh office when the 
next long spell of Liberal administration 
begins. He is jnst the man to be tried in 
the Duchy of Lancaster, and be, as Lord 
Dufferin said he was, the maid-of-all-work 
of a Ministry ; and then, if he succeeds 
with Ms broom and duster, to glide 
naturally into one of the positions which 
confer direct power. We could conceive 
Mm most effective in defensive debate, par­
ticularly if he had got a case in which 
sense was on his side, and logical argument 
on the other. But he will not rise one bit 
quicker because his friends are just now 
puffing him very much, or because he has 
bought a newspaper, or because he has 
married into the richest family in the 
world. Politicians in England rise to Cab­
inet rank only in one of four ways, and 
striking ont a new one has Mtherto proved 
an almost impossible task. Either they 
have greatly served the State, or they are 
good Parliamentary debaters, or they have 
acquired a representative position in some 
important fraction of a party, or they have
"---- ’-id some of the few persons who

bear rule with the idea that they 
i useful. Puffs—and the biography 

of the Earl of Rosebery in the Dublin 
University Magazine of this month is, if 
not quite, very neMly a puff—do no good 
whatever to any politician, and more es­
pecially to a Peer who has not to convince 
a constituency thàt there ia some reason 
other than his promises for electing 
him. A Peer in the least likely to be 
selected for office is sure to be known 
enough, and if he is not, the public confi­
dence in those who make the selection is 
very neMly illimitable. What does the 
public know of Mr. F. Stanley ? As to the 
purchase of a paper, if Igrd Rosebery has 
bought one, as the magifcme says, it is a 
blunder. The ownership of a paper dis­
tinctly hurts an English politician. If he 
edits it, he is regarded aa a journalist, and 
not as a politician, a critic, and not a 
leader ; and if he does not, every idea in 
Ms journal is more or less attributed to Ms 
inspiration. He makes a hundred enemies 
fer one friend, Mid half his work in Parlia­
ment is spoiled because it is contrasted or 
compared with the thoughts in hi» paper, 
and he is consequently suspected of insin­
cerity. There always will and ought to be 
a difference, not indeed in kind, but in de­
gree, between the thoughts which a man 
puts forward when he ia responsible for an 
administration or a party, and those he 
wishes to make felt when he ia responsible 
for himaelf alone. You can make your 
views prevail in Parliament or in the Press, 
bnt not in both without confusion. Even 
Mr. Walter, who ia proprietor rather of an 
institution than a paper, could not remain 
proprietor and be Premier too,—to run the 
risk of a printer’s error setting Europe on 
fire, or half the boroughs telegraphing to 
know if “ that article’" indicated a change 
in the Free Trade policy of the Ministry. 
The single exception to the rule of failure 
in this fine, Mr. Jeune» Wilson, owned a 
paper so restricted in object that it did not 
matter if any serious opinion in it was at­
tributed to Mmself, aa indeed, it often 
was, with complete justice. We greatly 
doubt if “organs" do not injure politi­
cians, and are quite certain that newspaper 
property does.

As to wealth, the question is a little more 
complex, but we rather doubt whethervery 
great wealth does help a man in England 
much towards political power. The coun­
try does not care about it at all, and 
Society much lees than ia imagined. There 
is said to he a great difference in this re­
spect between England and the continent, 
the influence of a millionaire being there 
far greater, more direct, and above all, 
more recognized. Some wealth, no doubt, 
is neMly essential to independence, and in 
the case of a new man, to the removal of 
that imputation of being an adventurer 
wMch is so dangerous in English political 
life. One or two very prominent men of 
our day have suffered gravely through want 
of visible and unearned income, and in 
office it is not always possible or convenient 
to live quietly,—to go down to the House 
with an umbrella, and dine on a 
mutton chop ; the English official 
salaries, though sufficient for a man who 
hardly changea his establishment because 
he ia Secretary of State, do not suffice to 
make a poor man rich. Lord John Russell, 
however, openly told a House of Commons 
Committee that his brother had to pay Mi 
debt»; and Mr. Cobden might have been a 
Cabinet Minister, and still have lived in 
lodging». Still, some wealth ia almost 
necessary for any man who thinks of being 
Premier in a country where men contemn 
poverty, but very great wealth, or any 
wealth pbove fifteen thousand a year, i» of 
scarcely any assistance at all. Money 
enables its possessor to make his entertain­
ments larger, more frequent, or more costly ; 
but that land of thing will not bring 
power, or help to keep it, one wMt more 
than tiie performance of the same duty by 
some other member of the party. Why 
should it ? The men. whoee voice give» 
power do not care where they are enter­
tained, and are slightly bored by the corné 
of attending entertainment» which, when 
given in the CMef s house, are apt to have a 
compulsory character about them. They

want to be led, and to he guided, and to
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fine gaiety ever got Mm one, and utterly 
disbelieve that Lord Palmerston’» dictator- 
ship was even strengthened by the hospi­
talities of Cambridge House. The nation 
never Went there. As for the direct power 
of money, it is nil. No wealth wonlu pur­
chase a dozen vote», while the employment 
of wealth for any snch purpose would be 
dangerous in the extreme,—too dangerous, 
in fact, to be attempted. Something of 
the kind is popularly supposed, probably 
without reason, to have been tried by Par­
liamentary agents during the railway 
mania ; bnt times have changed, and 6 
they had not, a party leader wants votes 
given outside a committee room. There is, 
we suppose, lingering somewhere in the 
country, a certain admiration for magnifi­
cence, and especially magnificence wMch 
has been long sus tamed ; and a man who 
has great wealth as well as great rank may 
retain a great political position all the more 
easily for them, but they will not win or 
help to win the position of themselves. 
The Duke of Westminster will never be 
Premier merely because he is Duke of 
Westminster,

It is a rerdarkable fact that only one 
man of the very first class of fortune has, 
in our day, been a Premier, the office hav­
ing fallen generally to men who, in Eng­
land at all events, and by comparison, 
must be accounted men of moderate means. 
Sir Robert Peel was probably far the richest 
of them all, save tiiis one, and he was not 
supposed, as was shown once by an in­
cident in the Commons, to be as rich as 
his will proved Mm to be, and came in no 
way up to the vulgar English ideal of the 
magnifico. Earl Grey and Lord Spencer 
were wealthy men, but not remarkable for 
wealth ; and Lord John Russell, Mr. 
Gladstone, and Mr. Disraeli were til not 
only comparatively poor, bnt believed by 
the populace to be much poorer than they 
were. Earl Derby had indeed a vast 
property, though in his earlier life not 
so productive a one as it afterwards be­
came, but if he had received no more than 
his grandfather did, the public, wMch be­
lieved in Mm as the Rupert of Debate, and 
not as millionaire, would not have cared 
ope straw. We suspect that immense 
means in themselves rather disqualify men 
for high office. The millionaires find so 
many interests in their lives, the pleasant 
things come to them so easily—though a 
million ayear is no protection against tooth­
ache—that they get impatient of the 
worry, the labour and the stinging pub­
licity, as of living under a burning-glass, 
inseparable under our system from great 
political power. They fall into easy ways 
and self-willed ways, and neither tend to 
fit a man for the acquisition or retention of 
power in a country which is not only free, 
but governed by deliberation. Above all, 
we suspect great means release the will too 
much, take away too much of its power of 
keeping down, as with a spring, the latent 
caprices of the mind. Capricious­
ness, the desire to gratify volition at the 
instant of its development, is the special 
“ folly” of millionaires, and we suspect ia 
not entirely absent from any one of them. 
The temptation is like that of absolute 
power, wMch, invariably, though slowly, 
weakens the brain of its possessor, gene­
rating the most disturbing of all thoughts 
—that he is not as the rest of mankind. 
Now nothing interferes like caprice with 
the slow, resolute climbing, the constant 
devotion to one subject, the perpetual 
mental attention necessary to the acquisi­
tion, and still more to the retention, of 
power in England, where the statesman 
has to please a thousand masters, and 
make five millions of people think Mm 
wise. Thoee qualities have belonged to 
the rich, bnt they are bom of poverty, 
and are hardly consistent with the char­
acter produced by wealth so great that 
the larger part of it can never cease to be 
a sort of Genie, all-powertyl, and to be 
summoned at will. Aladdin might have 
been Grand Vizier in Bagdad, bnt would 
hardly have risen in England to a Principal 
Secretaryship of State.

NEW YORK LETTER.

A Pretty Weddlma—Central Park lm Spring 
Attire—Mow to Make a Table Caver- 
Heller, the Magician.

New Yobk, May 1st
One of the prettiest weddings wMch I 

have ever attended was solemnized last 
Thursday evening, th^ 25th of April, in 
St. Stephen’s Roman Catholic church. 
The great building was thronged with in­
vited guests in brilliant array, while out­
side surged an immense crowd straggling 
and pushing in order to obtain a better 
view as the bridal party alighted from their 
carriages. One of the bridesmaids told me 
that it absolutely appeared to her like a 
mob, and the hands that were thrust under 
and pushed up the awning as she ran 
hastily up the church steps, seemed about 
to snatch the slippers from her feet. But 
the cause for fear arose solely from her own 
imagination, for perfect order was enforced 
by tiie numerous policemen stationed near 
the church, for the special purpose of re­
straining the ebullitions of “ the great un­
washed” who invariably crowd the side­
walks on occasions of this kind. The 
scene inside the great cathedral-like build­
ing was brilliant m the extreme. The fine 
paintings qpon the walls, the innumer­
able jets of gas, the long marble aisles, the 
beautiful stained windows, the bright 
dresses of the audience, made the place 
alive with colour and light, while the 
effect at the altar was neMly as gorgeous 
as that of a theatrical transformation scene. 
Shortly after eight o’clock the bridal proces­
sion entered the church. First in order 
walked eight ushers, all, it is needless to 
say in faultless evening dress, and all with 
ungloved hands. Then came the six 
bridesmaids in couples separating, the one 
to the right the other to the left, and 
mounting to the third step as they reached 
the chancel rail. The two next occupied 
the second and the last stood on the lowest 
step, thns forming a pyramidal semi-circle. 
They were all dressed alike in white, or 
rather cream tinted groe-grain, with 
Spanish lace v^b wMch fell from the head 
to the end of the long train, draped here 
and there upon the skirt. All earned large 
bouquets of crimson iacqueminart and yel­
low Marshti Neil bpds. Lastly came the 
bride leaning upon tiie arm of her brother 
who was to assume tiiis evening the father’s 
part and give her away. They were met 
at the altar by the groom accompanied by 
Ms best man. The bride wore wMte satin 
made with an immense court train out out 
in squares under wMch fine knife platings 
of the satin were visible. The front of the 
dress was shirred from the waist down to 

-the three narrow plaitings at the edge of 
the skirt, and was ornamented with pearl 
passementerie and Duchesse lace. The 
basque waist, cut with a square neck and 
elbow sleeves, was trimmed to correspond. 
A tulle veil and orange blossom completed 
this beautiful costume. The ceremony 
after the rites of “ the Mother Church" 
was performed by the Rev. Father Mer­
rick, of the church of St. Francois Xavier, 
assisted by two priests and four acolytes, 
the couple kneeling before him upon white 
satin cushions. At "the conclusion, the 
organist struck up the “ Wedding March,” 
and the bride ana groom proceeded slowly 
down the long aisle, followed by the brides­
maids, each on the arm of an usher. Then 
the bridal party, together with the rela­
tives and invited guests, drove to Delmoni- 
co’s, where supper, followed by dancing, 
was served in the private rooms of that 
famous establishment.

We have been having wretched weather 
lately. It has rained almost without ces­
sation for tiie past week, and between the 
showers these has been a damp heaviness 
in the atmosphere to wMch any amount of 
rain was preferable. Bnt yesterday after­
noon the skies cleared, the sun came ont 
gloriously, and I “ wisely improved the

fresent" by taking a drive through the 
ark. What a change the few days with 

their soft April showers had made ! The 
trees were rich in foliage, the grass was

spangled with golden dandelions, the flow 
ermg shrubs of all varieties were gay with 
red, wMte, and yellow blossoms, only 0„g 
day more of sunshine was needed to 
the lilac buds, wMch hung in long parole 
clusters from the trees, wMle throughali toe air ran the ineffable thrill of siring 
The (Lives were filled with* Jÿ 
tura-oute-tondema, spike teams, H.

toe more com-
mon Victorias and phaetons, while many 
horseback nders were also to be seeTT
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For the benefit of those who are inter- 
ested redecorating then- homes with the 
work of their own hands, I will give a de­
scription of a table-cover made by a little 
woman of my acquaintance in preparation 
for the anticipated “going to housekeep­
ing’ of next autumn. It is exceedingly 
simple in style but very pretty, and the 
cost—from a dollar, to a dollar and a half— 
almost ludicrously small. The materials 
used are one yard of opera flannel, either 
maroon or a bright dark blue, two and a 
half yards of the coarsest linen crash, such 
as is used in toe kitchen for dish- 
towels, and one-half ounce of double 
zephyr the same colour as toe flannel. 
Cut as large a square of the flan- 
nel as the width of the goods will 
permit ; this square forms the centre of 
the cover. Cut the linen into two length­
wise strips join them and sew them as a 
border to the four sides of the flannel 
square joining the corners diagonally. 
Divide tins crash bordering into thirds, 
leaving the first tMrd next the flannel 
plain and fringing out the last tMrd for an 
edge. This fringe must be headed with a 
feather stitcMng of the maroon zephyr—or 
any other fancy stitch that is preferred. 
The lengthwise threads mnst then be 
drawn from the middle third and a strip 
of the maroon flannel wide enough to fit 
snugly, drawn in, and out through the 
threads which remain. Other pretty covers 
are made of burlaps, fringed out at the 
edge and decorated with a border of feather 
stitches in two colours, one worked over 
the other, and with leaf shaped ornaments 
at the comers, of different colours, worked 
in long slip stitch. This material is very 
inexpensive also, the checked burlaps 
being rather prettier than the plain.

Has thefamous magician, Heller, theprin ce 
of prestidigitateurs ever visited Toronto He 
has made New York his abiding place {or 
the last few winters and now having taken 
the little theatre in 24th street near the 
Fifth Avenue hotel, fitted it up after his 
own heart for his own special purposes and 
called it Heller’s Theatre, he seems to have 
settled himself permanently in our midst. 
His feats of magic are moot marvellously 
well done, as a conjuror he has no living 
equal and Ms fingers are as dexterous on 
the piano as those of any public performer 
of the present day. Indeed, I have heard 
that he first made his debut as a pianist, 
and Ms programmes are always graced 
with a musical interlude, wMle many of 
his stories are accompanied by musical 
illustrations. Of course he is master of all 
the old, conjuring tricks as well as of many 
new ones of his own invention, but the 
most wonderful part of the entertainment 
is the Mind Reading, or Second Sight. 
This is performed as follows i—His sister, 
Miss Heller, a tall, fine looking blonde, 
comes upon the stage and seats herself 
upon a sofa with her hack to the audience. 
Her brother then blindfolds her, then step­
ping down among the people, takes some 
article, snch as a fan, opera-glass, wrap, 
Ac., from some one of the audience. 
“ What is this ?” he asks, holding up toe 
article in his hand. ‘ ‘ A Japanese fan, with 
gold sticks, ” answers his blindfolded sister, 
almost before toe question has left his lips. 
“And this?” “A pearl opera-glass.” 
Soon he approached our party, “what 
have I in my hand now ?” he asked, taking 
a wrap from the back of my friend’s chair. 
“ A small shawl, with blue and yellow 
stripes,” was the answer, which we were 
astonished to hear, as the yellow colour 
looked like wMte by gaslight. “ What is 
this?” “A cane, gola-headed, with 
initials.” “ What are the initials ?” “ J. 
M.,” was the correct reply. A gentleman 
sitting back of us handed Mr. Heller his 
watch and chain. “ What have 
I now?” he enquired. “A gold watch 
and chain.” “Well, well, what else?” 
“ There is a charm on the chain.” 
“What kind of a charm?" “I don’t 
know, ”—hesitatingly-»- ‘ * it looks like some­
thing Egyptian—yes it is a Scarabei.” 
With a triumphant smile Mr. Heller 
handed back the watch to its owner who 
sank back in his seat with a murmured 
“ well, I declare Ittand a perfectly dumb­
founded (as the saying is) expression upon 
his face. Evidently he had brought that 
scarabei with the express purpose of puz­
zling her. And so it continued, Miss 
Heller never failing once to name and de­
scribe every article, even reading off long 
numbers engraved upon sets of keys. This 
wonderful trick has so far baffled the efforts 
of all who have attempted to solve its 
mystery. Some insist that she receives in­
formation as to the article by the question 
which Heller asks—but his questions are 
so much alike that that theory seems al­
most impossible ; others say it is ventrilo­
quism and that Heller answers Ms own 
questions ; others again firmly believe it is 
clairvoyance. Meantime the solution of 
the riddle seems farther off than ever, and 
until some ingenious mind arises capable of 
unravelling the mystery we must perforce 
be satisfied with the explanation vouch­
safed by the inventor Mmself—“ Some call 
it ventriloquism, some call it spiritualism, 
I call it Hellerism.”
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AGRICULTURE

PETTITS’ EYE-SALVE. »
An Infallible KrmAlv fer all Diseases ef 

the Eye (aewte or (chronic), emulation 
of the Lids, Ulceration of the Lachrymal 
elands, Film, and Weakness of Vision 
from Any Ctne.
The American Eye-Salve is presented 

to the public with the assurance of its effi­
ciency as a curative of most diseases of the 
eye, acute or chronic inflammation, whether 
induced by scrofulous origin or otherwise, 
weakness or defect of vision, diminished 
tone of the optic nerve, or a diseased state 
of the tissues constituting that delicate 
organ. Also, for all persons whose voca­
tion requires an incessant action of the 
eyes, the Salve will act as a charm in re­
storing a uniform healthy action, where 
weakness, pain, and misery may have long 
threatened a fatal termination. It is 
the most simple, safe, and effectual 
remedy ever discovered. The ma­
terials of wMch it is made are pure, per­
fect, and costly, compounded with elabo­
rate care and exactness, afe in its appli­
cation, being used externally, and, of 
course, avoiding the pain and danger which 
necessarily attends the introduction of 
caustic minerals and eye washes. Ring­
worm and Old Chronic Sores, of scrofu­
lous origin, or resulting from whatever 
cause, yield to the cleansing and healing 
powers of Pettit’s American Eye Salve. 
IT IS USED SUCCESSFULLY FOR 
PILES. Its soothing effect is immediate, 
and a permanent cure requires but a few ap­
plications. The proprietors of “Dr. J. 
Pettit’s American Eye Salts,” while 
making a new and improved machinery for 
making a more perfect box for the Eye 
Salve, have changed the Trade Mark on 
the cover, so as to correspond with tiie Cut 
on the Wrapper, Circulars, Advertisements, 
etc. We call attention to this, as it might 
otherwise be regarded as counterfeiting.

PETTIT A BARKER!
Proprietors, Fradonis, N. Y 

NORTHROP A LYMAN,
1 Toronto, Agents for Canada.

Gordon, April 20th, 181 
tSnt,—Would yon kindly info i tiie public, through the Weekly .

" " number of pounds in a bu "
seed, as the merchants <

___ aim Island maintain and give I 
48 lbe to the bushel, when the 
weight of grain in Sangster's Arit! 
allows 60 lbs to a bushel of Timot 
red «lover seed. A FARMÏ

The arithmetic is wrong. There i 
was a bushel of Timothy which 
weigh sixty pounds. The writer wa 
dently thinking of clover. The 
wstafat of a bushel of Timothy in Qu 
and the United States is 45 lbs, in Onti 
48 lbs. At present, of course, Timd 
like all other seeds is sold by the cenl 
100 lbs.

Mr. Thomas Smyth, of Tormore, I 
offered a $50 sewing machine as a sp( 
prize for butter at (he Peel Agricullj 
Society’s fall fair.

WHAT GRASS SEEDS TO SOWj
Secretary Flint, of the Massachui 

Board of Agriculture, in his treatii 
drosses and Forage Plants, speaks as 
lows on the selection of grass plant 
“ Now, what I wish to suggest is, te s- 
in the first place, a much greater nai 
ai varieties. That, I think, is one of| 
great points which we should bear in 
For mowing-lots, I would select 
that blossom about the same time. I 
sow the early grasses by themselves, am 
late grasses by themselves. The coi 
custom has been to sow only clover, 
thy and red-top. Sometimes a farmi 
sown with them a little orchard 
Bnt orchard grass blossoms three or 
weeks earlier than timothy, and d 
two or three weeks, at least, 
than timothy or red top ; so 
when you sow clover, orchard 
timothy and red-top together, 
orchard grass and clover are 
cut before timothy and red-top 
be headed out at all, to say nothing of j 
being in blossom. And mad)- farmers! 
hesitate before putting in the scythe (1 
these grasses are in that condition, 
want to wait a little while ; and, if 
wait long enough, for the red-top 
Timothy to be ready to cut, the orcb 
grass has become comparatively worthi| 
for it has gone to seed, and become , 
and woody, and just about as indigesl 
as a chestnut rail. I do not believe U 
is any nutriment to be found in it whd 
that condition ; and, if you should l| 
it to toe judgment and taste of your < 
they would come to the same conclul 
They know what is good for them i 
better than we do.

Now, supposing a man should mak| 
his mind that he will have all the i 
grasses together, as far as practicable,! 
all Ms late grasses together, then lui 
commence his haying, in some cases, b j 
middle of June ; and he will not be an J 
about the condition of his later fields! 
cause he knows that they will be imp 
ing for a few days longer. He is 
therefore, hurried. He has greater 
mand of his labour, and can take it leid 
ly ; whereas, if his grasses come into I 
dition about the same time, he knows | 
before he can get through mowing son 
his grasses will be entirely too ripe to 1 
their nutritive and best condition ; so ! 
there are some advantages in making! 
addition—sowing the early grasses by til 
selves and the late grasses by themselq 
Orchard grass is one of the earliest varie 
Then we have the June or Kentucky 1 
grass, perennial rye-grass, not quite so e 
as orchard-grass, but considerably ea 
than Timothy, the meadow-fescue, and j 
haps the tall oat grass. With these we 
sow red and alsike clover ■ advanti _
We ought to devote more attentioij 
clover than we generally do. I know i 
well that most of our farmers raise it) 
some extent, perhaps, in some cases, 1 
great an extent as is advisable ; but, ta 
toe State over, I do no believe we fullyi 
predate toe value of clover, or give suffiq

.........m to it. Clover is a .very j
It is a plant wMch really fi 

oves the soil, rather than th^ 
on know that if com, or any < 
•rope, is allowed to ripen its j 
asbng to the soiL It takes oi 

great many of the fertilizing elements i 
tiie aoü te build np its structure ; and | 
soil is, of course, exhausted in prop 
to that extraction. Clover is an exe 
to other crops in that respect. It not~< 
stores np in its roots a large amou 
nitrogen, bnt if it is allowed to stand 1 
cut for hay, and especially if it be alio 
to ripen ite seed, it adds a vast amou 
nitrogenous elements to the soil thri 
the falling and the decay of its leaves.! 
is a wonderful exception, in that respj 
to our cultivated grasses and other en 
The roots of clover extend down deej 
you know, and get a considerable pon 
of their sustenance from the subsoil. T 
all these broad-leaved plants derive a 1 
proportion of their nutriment froml 
atmosphere. These elements are stf 
up, .partly in the stalk, partly in ] 
root, and, to a much larger ex 
ia the soil itself, while the ell 
remains fo it. A careful investigation! 
shown that an ordinary fair average aca 
clovez.roots will contain over fifty poJ 
of nitrogen or nitrogenous compounds ;l 
the soil itself, after the clover-croil 
been cut for hay, or allowed to ripe 
seed, is filled with nitrogen and its < 
pounds to a much greater extent thd 
would be by applying a full and comjf 
dressing of nitrate of soda, or any c 
nitrogenous manure on the surface ing 
spring. It is a remarkable fact, that i. 
clover takes out of the soil as much, 
haps, of some of the elements of fe 
as our other crops (more than whe 
other cereals), it leaves in it a much 1 
proportion of nitrogen and nitrogenous! 
ments than any other crop. It is a | 
which a great many observing farme: 
England and tiiis country have noti 
that, after a crop of clover, a grain 
will grow better than it will after any < 
crop.”$<

plant.

ABORTION IN CATTLE.
_ Considerable correspondence and ( 

sion has appeared in the English pap 
late on this subject. In the last nu 
of the Agricultural Gazette at hand, 
is a communication from which we 
the following ;—

So many carious theories have , 
™Wched and have from time to time 1 
advocated by speculative individuals, j 
™any practical men must feel it diffic 1 
eliminate those that are sound from 
that are unsound, for there are many t 
are most fallacious. There are i 
•tosses, however, by which abortio 
produced, but perhaps it may be attrih 

■ 5J8?4 oftener than to any other, 
c~±y M moist seasons.

The cow is more subject to abortion j 
other animal (three to one it is L 

P06®^), so much so on some low-ljl 
•“tyshy farms that toe fanners 
return of tiie season when it is coil 
T?2-* August, September, October 
fiovember. Though its sometimes ass 
tog an epidemic form it is by some 
Jtoered to be contagious ; or, if not 
■jHPons, that its rapid increase in L. 
“toy be attributed to the sympathetic 1 
™reof the animals. Thus every cow is 

oved that shows any symptoms wl 
T k î?™6)" apprehends will end in aborlf 

" - Ve ^ *hiB latter theory, and alu
•oticipate bed results from the snif~ 
«7 healthy animals at the putrid dia 
jtoch precedes and follows the fœtus.
“ .toantly Mgh condition may be i 
"Mating cause, as it tends to " 

but this does not ger 
ordinary dairy cows, where profit i 

be 1 *?' °* farmer. Hoar frosts 
looked on as another farmers’ enej 

„ j toay he treated as another exci 
’ With which the farmer has to j

lute the appearance
mtumu ie the signal for ( 

ttm early morning 
ae the frozen 
i is the rapid Ic


