
him to hie death. Accepting the alternative 
which the Courier-Journal considerately offers, 
it ia cafe to pronounce this weird tale the 
biggest lie of the

'the poçket-book that was under hfe arm close ing—I have no right now to speak of her to 
and warm against his side, as he would have George. And the poor fellow has not mended 
liked to press the little hand that wound the matters by this dreadful step. Lucy declares 
ball «he will go away all the same. Perhaps it is

Then the door opened, and he turned best ; it would be impossible for her to live 
round. with them."

It was Miss Ludlow. She worn a loose Doctor March decided otherwise, 
white drees, and her hair was falling over her Lucy had persisted quietly in her deter- 
shoulders. Bhe looked as if she had been mination to leave Barlaston—had finished her 
very ill indeed ; her hands trembled as she packing and said good-bye to her few friends, 
held them out to him. But her calm eyes thereby nearly breaking the faithful little 
were lit up with a most unusual eagerness, hearts of Pamela and Dots», with whem she 
and her lips trembled with a smile. spent her last day.

“ George ! ” she said, coming rapidly aoroes But, when shb wtttte to Mrs. Thomp- 
the room to him. " Oh, George, what has announcing the hour of her arrival
delved you ? I have been watching tor you \n Sheffield, that lady replied

Doctor March drew hack with aft involun
tary movement. »

“ Miss LûAloW,” he said, greatly 
ilhed, 44 ^—;—"

“No, no!“ she answered, putting both 
shaking hands on his arms and 
pale face up quite dose to his.

you did in your dear letter this 
Oh, George, did 
would be ? M

Bhe let her flaxen head sink against his 
shoulder, hiding her eyes against it and ding
ing fondly to him, to the young man’s blank 
and muttered dismay.

“ Miss Ludlow — I beg— 
sake," be stammered vainly, trying to put 
her from him, to withdraw himself from her 
winding arms. “ There is some mistake—"

“ No,” she murmured, still hiding her 
happy eyes against his breast. " There have 
been too many between us in the past I 
know that now. But I am syrts of myseU at 
last, and I can answer as you bade m« ™ your 
letter. I loVeyott, George! You must never 
doubt me any more." And taking up his 
strong brown hand in her two tittle palms, 
she covered them with gentle kisses.

“ Miss Ludlow,” George cried, almost be
side himself with bewilderment and pain,
“you must not, you shall not do me such an 
undeserved honor I"

“ Ah !” — she looked up now, smiling 
through a mist of tears—'* it is I who am 

I know that very well, 
thing, ignor- 
'■ firrfl f —*-nW

TWO THOUSAND MORMON RECRUITS.
A recent dispatch from Liverpool announo- 

embarkation of 650 Mormon coû
ts bound for Salt Lake Oily says that over 

2,000 recruits for the Utah settlements have 
left that port during the past summer. This 
fact shows in a striking manner that the 
Mormon hierarchy is making a greater effort 
than ever to strengthen its power. Every 
one of these converts costs money, and the 
money comes out of the treasury of the 
Mormon church. Nobody joins the Latter 
Day Saints from his or her own uninfluenced 
judgment. The converts are poor creatures, 
for the most part, gathered up in the ignorant 
back country districts of Europe by shrewd 
missionaries who are paid good salaries and 
traveling expenses, and who work under the 
orders of the President and the Twelve Apos
tles of the church. It is doubtful whether 
anything is said to them about the Institution 
of polygamy, and they are not intelligent 
enough to have learned much about the prac
tice of the Bainte save what is told them by the

g a little tremulously, yon will not be my wife, what need I care 
er. Everyone is so whom I nfcrry ? I would not marry at all if 

tiie choice were left to me; but you have

" Of course emilin 
" I am a great deal bette 
kind to me here."

" That was it," George thought with a sad robbed 
smile. " Every one was so kind to her 1” L 
That was Lucy’s heaven. There were no 
more unfriendly looks or words to dread ; her 
friends approved of her ; her timid startled 
heart was at rest ; and two lives—perhaps 
three—were ruined.

" My dear," he said, with 
ness; •' I would not disturb your happin 
I eould help it ; but,before I go back to 
before we go our separate ways in life 
is something I must say to you.”

Lucy looked up at him, trembling a little.
“ It can de no good," she urged ; “ but, if 

you wish, I will listen.”
They had begun to walk back to the house; 

tot they paused then at the reedy margin of

A delicious chirping of birds and rustling 
of little leaves was in the air ; the world was 
entering gladly into its wonderful ever renew
ing youth ; the year seemed to be rejoicing 
in the freshness of its spring ; but Lucy, for 
all her sweet face and her seventeen years, 
felt strangely old and dull and indifferent as 
she stood by the water, side by side with 
George March, and waited for him to speak.

The poor fellow was trying to master him
self, to take his eyes from the trembling girl 
who stood so near him—so far from him ; 
dose to his hands—a lifetime distant from 
his heart.

Hé was

“ Yes," she answered calmly. “ Ada is a 
little better to.day. Does she know you are 
here ? Will she not see you ?"

The dog was barking and leaping up for the 
paper which Luèy hid taken from its mis
chievous paws.

“ Down, Niniche,” the girt tied in a shrill

“ I came to nee ÿou," George said rapidly, 
" for the last time before you go away."

" But I am not going away to-day or to- 
morrow," returned Lucy impatiently. " It 
is too soon to say good bye ; and I must go 
bock to the house. My aunt will be wanting

A GREAT MISTAKE.
even of that, my poor little“ Of course I will," Bee said a little

The girls stood still for a few moments 
then, having reached the end of the walk,and 
watched the birds dart in and out of the Sun
il ma—o* of ivy on the wall.

“ Oh, dear me," Bee began, with a sigh, 
what changes have come about in six months 
as I was saying to Doctor March only yester
day ! When I first say the old garden, Lucy, 
I remember how I used to wonder what the 
Ludlews would be like, and especially that 
dreadful Miss Thrale."

44 You know now,” eaid Lucy, smiling sad-
^44 Yes, I know ; and I almost wish I did 

not. I shall be so horribly lonely without 
and I don’t believe you care, Lucy

AMERICAN MANNERS.“ Forgivo me," she cried in a choked voice, 
44 and let me go away.’’
#• Hush, dear l In giving my [name to your 
cousin I can at least insure yott a 
refuge and a man's protection. You need 
both sorelv. my poor child ! You are too

The Claims of Men of Different Nationall- 
tieè Upon Society.

The American claims, instinctively and 
implicitly, a natural and inborn right to the 
companionship, and, to a certain extent, the 
sympathy of whomsoever he meets. This is 
his first claim upon society at large. The 
Englishman claims, as instinctively and 
implicitly, a right to be left alone whenever 
and wherever he please. Go up to an Eng
lishman in the street and bluntly ask him the 
way to such and such a building, and he will 
reward the unprovoked onslaught upon hie 
privacy with the very oooleet of astonished 
stares. Bnt if yod preface your question with 
an “I beg youi pardon" (aokflewledging 
thereby that you are asking a gratuitous 
favor), he will answer you very civilly indeed, 
and even go ont of his way to show you yours.
A conversation abruptly launched into in an 

iglish railway carriage will probably be cut 
ort at the outset by what strikes ns Ameri

cans ns very gratuitously rude curtness. 
But if the conversation is introduced by 
that unfailing open sesamef 441 beg you# 
pardon," it will flew on very plea
santly, and likely as not end in an 

■ invitation to pass a week or so at a country 
house. Americans are often shocked at the 
apparently insolent bearing of German shop
keepers, especially of German bankers. It 
rarely occurs to them that they themselves 
have opened hostilities, as it were, by break- 

very first rule of German good 
in keeping their hats on. In 

Germany a man just as scrupulously takes off 
bis hat, and keeps it off, in a shop or count
ing room, as in a lady’s parlor.

An American of onr acquaintance 
happened to be one of a party of six wh 
to the top of a certain tower in Germany, the 
view from which is famous. The party was 
shown the way by a daughter of the guardian 
of the tower, a comely young girl of seventeen 
or thereabouts ; our friend treated her wüh 
common politeness, but a Frenchman, who 
was one of the party, was so demonstratively 
and overwhelmingly attentive and gallant 
that the American begaLFIWMr IS U Li lil6 
been eomvwhat inde in comparison with such 
a pyrotechnic display of courtesy. Well, 
when the party had got to the top of the tower 
they only found one chair there, 
upon which the Frenchman immediately 
seated himself. This authentic anecdote is 
quite characteristic. If we Americans stand 
pre eminent for good, solid, efficient polite
ness, we certainly are deplorably deficient in 
manner. We have neither the dignified re
pose of the English, nor the grace of < 
tinental Europeans. Possibly we are 
and try to hide our shyness under an assum 
gruffness of bearing. Certainly it i 
nine times out of ten, as if an American, even 
while performing a very polite act, thought 
himself degraded by any outward show of 
courtesy. He may willingly and cheerfully 
offer his seat to a lady, and bo perfectly con
tent to stand himself, but his manner ef 
making the offer is almost insulting. He will 
growl ont,41 Take my seat," or else he will 
make the offer with a jovial familiarity of 
manner which would bo quite in seeping 
between two old pot companions in aap- 
room. We may be rich in the solid gold, but 
we are poor indeed in the small change of 
politeness. 44 Fine words batter pars
nips," say we ; this is a mistake ; fine words 
(and manners) batter all kinds of parsnips ; 
indeed, as Thackeray says, there are m 
people whose parsnips are buttered in 
other way.—Boston Transcript.

A BARKING TURTLE.

infinite tender-
weak, body and mind, to face the world, rr a 
convent either for that matter. Don’t let me 
hear any more of your going away."

44 You think I am afrfcid to go," the girl 
said, wondering in her heart at his goodness. 
“I was horribly afraid; but now I do not 
mind it. I think every one would be hap 
if I were gone."

44 Are yon afraid to stay, Lucy ?" George 
asked abruptly. 44 Do you know me so little 
as that? Yon may be sure, my dear, that 
after to-day I will never speak to you again

She began to Walk across the grass, twist
ing the paper round and round her fingers, 
lootihg straight before her.

44 Bee is with her," the joung man said 
firmly. 44 Yon must not go, Lucy; yott 
shall not, until yea have heard what I have

StUl she tried to escape; tot he took her 
hand—it was as cold se ide—And held her

that, having 
'■ guardian that the 

young person was not ia a fit state of health 
to take a situation, she—Mrs. Marmaduke 
Thompson—had considered herself at liberty 
to form other arrangements, and was already 
suited with a governess.

441 must look for another plaoe, 
all," said Lacy, drearily4 throwing do 
letter.

But Ada smiled and patted her hand, and 
threw Mrs. Marmaduke Thompson’s commu
nication in the fire.

I will not hear of it," she eaid, gently. 
44 Lnoy, have you so soon forgotten thatyonr 
home is to be with mo—now? I have 
spoken to George about it already. It is all 
settled."

44 I would rather go away fir a 
time," Lucy said looking down at the bread 
she was nervously crmfibling on the break
fast table.441—I don’t think Barlaston agrees 
with me." ,

Ada smiled again.
44 George won’t hear of it," she said ; “and 

I suppose we xnust let him have his way. He 
is such a dreadful tyrant !’’

Indeed the Doctor had spoken very sternly, 
if very quietly, on the subject to ;his future 
wife before their engagement was many hours

from Miss

aston-

BP
"Bee!" holding 

44 Call
that^is as—as I have spoken to you."

411 wee not thinking of that’’—simply. 
44 How could you after you are married ?"

George March looked at the candid sweet 
face with eyes haggard and full of despera
tion. If she had only loved him I 

44 Of course not," he answered shortly ; and 
he walked away from her again along the 
bank of the 

The wind was

4 Well, I don’t. 1 believe yon are tired of 
all. And certainly we have grown rather 

4uU and stupid of late."
“T have not noticed it," Lucy declared 

wistfully.
44 Not even in Doctor March’s case?"
Bee faced her companion with an abrupt 

movement as she spoke.

4 Ada, ’ as 
morning, 
my answer

fast.
44 Very well," tiie said half sullenly. 441 

suppose they are all watching us from the 
windows, and aunt Letitia will be anno 
but that dote not matter, of course, so 
as you are stronger than me, and can make 
me stop here to listen to you,"

He let her hand go at once.
44 Did I hurt you ?" he asked in a voice 

full of anguish. " Lucy, you are walking on 
my heart, and crushing it ; but I don't com
plain."

The girl shrugged her shoulders. Her per
verseness and cruelty seemed to George ini 
credible, incomprehensible.

44 What have I done to you ?" he said. 44 Is 
it such an offense to love you, my dear?"

44 Oh, love, love—I am tired of h 
you talk of love 1" 
ously. 44 You cry 
that—that 1 don’t care tot you ; but you 
don’t mind how some one else suffers. Yon 
think only of yourself ; and that is so easy. 
If there were nothing else to think of, I sup- 
we could all be happy."

Bhe had caught up tne tangled wool which 
had dropped at poor George’s feet, and was 
winding it mechanically, with an utmost 
fierce round the paper she held ia

you doubt what of free farms andThe prospect 
an easy life, together with 
America, are the chief motives i 
them from their homes. Many of I hem are 
doubtless converted by emotional preaching, 
exhorting and singing, but it is not to be sup-

missionaries. e to EnSfftai -yed ; 
long

44 No." for Heaven’s posed that they get any clear conception of 
the fantastic doctrines of the Mormon sect or 

t idea of the manner of living in

whistling among the reeds, 
the sky was overcast, a few sad drops began 
to faU.

“Come, Lucy," the young man 
returning, 41 we must go back to the h 
You will get wet."

She walked on obediently at his side.
441 will not 

he explain-

44 He is very unhappy then about some
thing; and I don’t like to see it, Lucy. 
George March deserves to be happy if any

44 But they say none of us do," Lucy an
swered, trying to laugh.

44 Never mind what they say," persisted 
Bee. 44 What do you say, Lucy 1"

m I ?" The girl turned aside to pick a flower 
from the border at her feet. "Nothing. 
What can I have to say about Doctor March’s 
affairs ? I am not an old friend like you, 
Bee ; of course be talks to you about them."

" He does not tell me what is making him 
eo restless and haggard poor fellow !"

Lucy was fastening the flower in her belt ; 
tier bands hardiv trembled.

44 Very likely he is anxious about Ada," die 
replied. 44 He admires her very much.”

44 Has he said so ?" demanded Bee, curtly.
Lnoy shrugged her shoulders.
44 Not to me, of ooorae ; bet 

necessity for saying so. An 
for themselves."

441 can’t for one," Bee declared.
•* He has called to see her every d%/ this 

week," persisted Lucy, pale, but with a kind 
of anxious defiance in her young face ; 14 and 
—and I know that he likes my cousin very 
much. Why shouldn’t he ?"

44 I don’t see why certainly, ui
red for some one else ; and I t

little
Utahsaid,resolved to have no misunder

standings this time, no 6quivooal speeches. 
He would speak very plainly, very frankly ; 
be would try to convince tils 
child that the mistaken sacrifice 
begun was a solemn wrong done to herself 
and to two other people beside, and that it 
was her duty, while yet there was time, to 
lenounoe it.

He had sent Lucy to Oroome because he 
had desired to give her 
He felt that the girl was not strong enough to 
endure such a nervous strain as had lately 

her. She had been living for 
and unwhole- 

dazzled her and

When the Mormon oenverta reach Salt 
Lake City they find themselves in the situa 
tion of the private soldiers of a regular army. 
The Mcrmon Church is like a military organ 
ization, and the first duty of its members is 
to obey its officers. The new arrivals, ignor
ant and destitute, have no choice but to go 

are detailed 
extend the 

fertile-val- 
reinforce-

motherless 
she had the. Ackroyd 

good bye^
ot stay now to see Mrs 
ed. 41 Yon will say

to her for me. And remember, dear, you are 
my sister now ; I have a right to take care of 
you."

breeding,
earing

she burst forth impetu- 
out because . I tell you

where they are told to go. They 
like the pioneers of au army to 
lines of Mormonism by occupying 
leys not yet settled, or are sent as 
meota to feeble frontier oommuniti 

We are beginning to realize of 
Mormonism is not a weak and dying 
institution. It is the best organized religions 
sect in the world with the possible exoeptir 
of the Catholic Church, and 
polity especially adapted 
The governing body has temporal as well as 
spiritual authority, and is constantly on the 
watch for opportunities to establish nger 
settlements. The whole of Utah and much 
of the adjoining territories 
Arizona have been explored with a 
finding favorable localities for Mormon 
colonies. When it was decided to plant a 
new colony, a detail is made of a few old 
and trusted brethren, who sell their homes 
at the word of command, and move to the 
site chosen in company with a detachment 
of newly arrived foreign recruits. The new 
community thus formed is carefully matured 
by the contrai authorities until it is prosper
ous and independent. Polygamy is favorable 
to a rapid increase of population, and the 
Mormon doctrine that those who have the 
most children will enjoy the highest 
seats in heaven is a sp

ment to large families. Thus the 
increase rapidly by natural growth 
by heavy importations of foreign 
They have already overspread the 

the arable portions of Utah, and 
be found five hundred 

ake City in Arizona,

TO BB CONTINUED.

a little time to think.old. GOOD NATURE.

Of all the virtues and graces, there is none, 
perhaps, that wears better, that is more 
comforting and comfortable to live alongside 
of, to have in the house with one, than good

Beauty iB pleasant to look upon, but fades
in a few brief years i and sometime*, even in
its flush and glow, loses ite attractiveness, 
become# distasteful, if we discover it to be but 
a mask covering unlovely traits of 
Energy and thrift and faculty are com 
able qualities, and, if not embined with 
shrewish or domineering disposition, 
their possessor a nsefnl member of i 
and a desirable companion on the journey of 
life. Talent and genius we admire ; and cul
tivated manners are pleasant to meet with ; 
but good nature, that cheerful and sunny 
disposition that takes the world at ite best— 
that gives smiles for frowns, and gen 
for harsh and bitter ones—that < 
wrongs and forgets injuri 
it its full meed of praise ?

I have in my mind’s eye, as I write, a little 
woman who possesses this virtue in an emi
nent degree—not that idle goodnature that ii 
good natnred because it is 
easy to take the world in any other fashion ; 
bat that good nature that is made up from a 
naturally kind disposition, combined with a 
temper disciplined and under control ; a judg
ment enlarged, and heart rendered oharit 
able in the school of life ; and a mind that 
has learned through observation and ex
perience how far better it is to pass lightly 
over the ills and misfortunes and even the 
wrongs that we bear, than to dwell upon, 
enlarge and make muoh of them.
- Such a person is Mrs.----------- . Nor is

one of those who, being good themselves, 
feel themselves called upon to thrnst other 
r - lie’s feelings and short comings m their 
faces. And yet quiet unassuming as her 
goodness is, one cannot bnt be better in her 
presence ; as the example is so lovely and 
bears such excellent fruit, to pattern after it 
comes as a natural and spontaneous desire.

People go into her house and come away 
saying : 44 What an amiable lady I" 44 What 
sweet and pleasant ways she has 1"—though 
they generally add (it is so hard to give 
absolute and unstinted praise, even when it 
is due),44 but then it is easy enough for her 
to be good ; such pleasant surroundings ; 
such lovely and good tempered children ; 
such a devoted husband !"

Yes, the children are indeed pleasant 
mannered and amiable. They never s?e 
mamma in tha sulks, or with an ugly frown 
upon her face, or scolding the cook or quar
reling with papa. And what wonder—since

ly think mamma perfection itself—they 
low in her footsteps and take upon them

selves her pretty, gentle ways ? Plaoe them 
under a different guardianship for a few years, 
and see how they will come ont, and whether 
or no they possess more than ordinary good
ness or sweetness of disposition !

Her husband indeed is devoted, and knows 
that he has a precious jewel in his wife ; yet 
he is far from being perfection, after all ; and 
like many another masculine, when he has 
an attack of dyspepsia, or business 
weigh upon him, he is a little irritable and 

lonable ; or if plain words are to be 
sometimes more than a

44 Lucy ia to live with ns," he 
shall never leave us with my coi 

44 Except to follow our foe 
some day, I suppose," Ada said, 
which her lover had made no reg>$

He did not talk a great deaL—mdeed in 
Shew, early days of hie flourlShilp he sensed 
a little absent wr ^absorbed ; toff there were 
plenty of eager and happy women to taly for

44 Bhe
late thatt.” been put upon

weeks past in an overwrought 
some excitement that had da 
blinded her sense of 
excitement under the 
trail a creature might well he 
unthinkingly into the grievous 
committed—might even have been betrayed 
into believing that there could be 
able or a glorious side to the forging of a 
letter.

The young man 
speaking of what 
sounded horrible.

Lucy did not wince ; she only stood very 
while and still, and her tears were dropping 
heavily on her clasped hands as she looked 
across the mere with a blank stare and lis-

44 No one knows nr secret bnt me,’’ 
George went on as calmly as he oonld; 44 and 
I cannot speak until you tell me' to do so. 
But I hope you will tell me to speak, Lucy. 
I came here to-day that you might tell me."

e did not say a word, but her tears kept 
falling—falling on her bosom and on her 
clasped hands.

h ing, Pto
undeserving, George 
I am only a poor little

14 Stop, stop !" he panted ; but already a 
horrible thought was shaping itself in his 
mind and 

He stood as

1
churchrigty and wrong—an 

influence of which so 
ve been lead

frivol
for steady growth

y one can see it one else suffers !" the young 
cried bewildered. “I don’t nnder-

44 How

tying his tongue.
1 as if turned to stone. He could 

not speak or stir. He eould \ not silence the 
loving words that seemed to be ringing the 
the knell of his life’s happiness. What hor
rible juggling had been going tin ? Whose 
hand had dealt him thie overwhelming blow ? 
The young man ahttddered with the féroé of 
conviction that seized upon him.

44 The letter ?" he said in a lifeless voice 
freeing himself at last from Ada’s grasp and 
falling heavily into a chair. 41 When did yon 
get the letter ?’’

41 Dear little letter !" Ada knelt down 
side him and took it, coloring as she did so, 
from the bosom of her white gown. 
44 Lucy brought it to me this morning. I 
was asleep last night when it came, and 
she would not disturb me. If I had only 
known !’’

Involuntarily George held out his hand, 
at which Ada broke into a fond little laugh.

“ Have you forgotten already what you 
said in it ?" she asked, giving it to him. 
“ George, did you really doubt my feeling 
for you ? It has been very hard to hide it 
from yon nil thie time ; but what is a poor 
girl to do ?"

Doctor March did not answer. He had torn 
the letter open. It was written in an exact 
imitation of his handwriting. He could not 
himself have told it from his ow

44 Ada," It said, “ I can bear ibis suspense 
no longer. Since I spoke to yon in the garden 
and told you how I bad learned to love yon, I 
have called several times, but you have been 
denied to me. Send me one word of assu 
that yon 
and that 
leave to 
your own ups.

The sad little villa was full of new life and 
vivacity. Mrs. Ludlow absolutely forsook 

a lime and went np and 
assistàn'jbe. Her friend 

Mary Throgmorton was as much delighted, 
as fussy, as important, as if it had been Bee’s 
Carriage she was anticipating. All day long 
the Upper Brunswick 1 street pony carriage 
was trotting between King’s Road and Beau- 
desert gardens, while of course a good deal of 
alteration and brightening up was considered

stand.” character.
Lucy broke into a hard little laugh ; her 
eath came fast ; she went on winding and 

winding, and pulling the tangled skein into a 
great knot.

44 X)h, why," she cried—and she shot a 
swift look at him out of hsr unnaturally bright 
eyes—" why is it always Ada’s i 
fall in love with me ? One would 
did it on purpose !"

George stared at her startled.
41 Ada’s lovers !" he repeated. 44 What do 
a mean ? Why should you say such a 
ing as that to me ?"
He caught her hands again roughly in bis. 

He forced her to turn towards him. The 
two white stricken faces stared into each 
other’s eyes.

44 Lucy," he said again—and now there 
was a hoarse ring of command in his voice— 
44 what makes you say that ?"

“ Because ’’—she freed herself with 
gle and ran past him—'4 because it 
You were Ada’s lover before yon 
she said ; and her gray gown vanished among 
the trees.

of Idaho andher sofa for hours at a 
down stairs without used those exact words in 

had been done ; they

hink he losers that 
uink they

»* Well, of course that cannot concern us, 
Bee,” eaid Lucy, a little stiffly.44 See ! There 
is Mr. Ackroyd coming—for me, I suppose. I 
must go in.”

44 Wait a while V’ Bee caught her hand. 
•“ Let us see what he wants. It is so much 
pleasanter here than indoors to day."

Ted’s tall figure came through the lilao- 
bupbc'8, preceded by Niniche, Ada’s pug, who 
was jingling her silver bell and trotting very 
consequentially along.

44 How about that crimson wool ?" cried 
the young man.

14 Oh 1" said Lucy, dismayed. Bhe had 
hung the wool over her arm and forgotten 
all about it.

44 We will wind it now," Bee decided. 
“ Let us eit on the bench, and I will hold it 
for you. I can’t trust Ted. He always gets 
it into a fearful tangle."
- “I don’t think Mrs. Ludlow will mind wait
ing a little longer now," observed young Ack
royd placidly, stretching himself on the grass 
at the girls’ feet and throwing his glove for 
Niniche to fetch.

Niniche was rolling about on 
[ worrying something else ; she I 
t , whatever of the challenge.

44 Why not ?" Bee asked.
44 Bhe is talking to the Doctor,’’ exp 

JBed, trying to tempt Niniche with the 
Wove.

tie words 
overlooks 
shall give

anecessary for the bride's oomfert.
It had been suggested to the Dsctor that 

this would be an excellent opportunity for 
leaving his bachelor barracks and removing 
t# a more fashionable locality. Mrs. Throg
morton even pointed ont an extremely desir
able house, bright, airy, commodious, which 
was to let not very far from her own, and 
told George that she was sure Ada or any
yonng wife would find it a good deal more cause a great deal of paiu 
cheerful than number nine. but what is that to the i

It appeared however that Doctor March had should bring upon each other, and en another 
a strong objection to leave Beandesert gars person, by keeping silence ? Lucy”—a sort 
dens, an objection that was shared by good of tender authority came into the Doctor’s 
Mrs. Batters ; but he admitted that, if Ada voice which she had found very ewoet in 
partieularly desired the change, he would other days—“you need to be brave —don't 
yield to her wishes. yon remember ?—yon used to do what was

He repeated this to the young lady herself right for right’s sake when I spoke to yon and 
at their next interview ; and Ada declared that showed you how you were in fault. Are 
she should scold dear Mrs. Throgmorton for going to persist, foolishly and cruelly now, 
attributing such whims and fancies to her, a lie ?'1 
adding that the dear quaint old house where Still there was no answer except Lucy's 
George had lived for so many years before tears.
she, Ada, had known him was already saered 441 acknowledge all the difficulty of the 
in her eyes. eonfession," George went on—44 the peculiar

441 may have pretty things and flowere difficulty it presents to you; bat,if you would
about the rooms, may I net ?" the gentle trust me----- "
bride elect said, smiling np into her lover's She made an imploring gesture, 
sober face. 44 And I may alter the furniture 441 am not speaking of my love far yoa, 
just a little ? I believe I am a tiny bit jealous Lucy,"’ tiie young man explained, with a break 
of the house you have knowu so much longer in his kind rough voice—14 that is unchanged, 
than you have known me. I want it to put and will never change as long as I live, but I 
n a fresh face for our marriage, dear, eo that will not urge it upon yon any more—I mean 

over after it will only remind you of me.” only that, whatever happens, you shall have 
The Doctor, it seemed, was willing to en- a brother’s protection from me. Be true to 

dure any amount of new furniture and im- yourself, my dear, and trust me a little. Lucy, 
provements, except in one room—his own tell me to speak out and break off this mar- 
study—which he obstinately refused to haye riagel”
touched. Indeed one evening, on hie return Silence still. George began to feel, with a 
home, having missed a little low chair which terrible weight at his heart, that he might as 
had always stdbd there close to the fire—a well have spoken to the marble diyed he had 
little bine velvet chair, which was certainly passed a few minutes befotfein the park. He 
out of keeping with the sombre fittings of the turned away and took two flRhree paces along 
room—the young man angrily rang the bell the bank of the mere. Lucy did not stir ; 
and demanded to know what had become of it. she still stood looking, with tightly clasped 

Mrs. Batters explained that at Mrs. Throg- hands, across the water. But her heart was 
morion’s suggestion it had been removed to beating so fast that it nearly choked her. 
some other room to which it had originally tried to think, to reason ; but she could 
belonged. She saw no other way out of the

“ Bee that it is brought back, please," said difficulties than the miserable way she was 
Doctor March very sternly, to the good house- taking.
keeper's infinite surprise. •* Ana let it be *’ Oh, it will come right — sorelv it 
understood at once that no one enters the will l" she was saying to herself wildly, 
study Without my permission. while George March wdlked away from

So the little blue velvet chair was re eetab- her along the bank. "He cared for 
lished close to hia writing table, and George Ada first, and he will care for her again when 
March spent the long lonely nights that fol- I am gone away. They will be happy then 
lowed his engagement to Ada Ludlow in look- and he will forgive me." 
ing blanklg at it and wondering sadly over Then another darker remembrance crossed 
the fate that had befallgg him. her poor tortured tittle brain and made her

w<£)ld be married, and shudder.
oman he did not love, Six " How can I help it !" she cried aloud, 

months before hom he would have langeed setting her teeth and rooking herself to and 
snoh a possibility to scorn ! How stoutly he fro in pain. 44 How oonld I speak ?" 
weuld have denied that he oonld ever be Indeed the struggle was too great for her 
brought to such a pass—that he, who had strength. Bhe knew this so well that she 
frit it weak, wrong, disloyal to yield to the would willingly have given it np and laid 
vague pity and interest that Bee Throgmor- down and died, if such a thing could ha 
ton had roused in him in the time of her been. She wondered with a great sob 
girlish trouble—who had thought it his sim- she had not died in her illness, and so 
pie duty to see her snffee rather than betray been out of everybody’s way. Whichever way 
her by any word of hia into the desecration she loozed, the future stretched before her 
of a loveless marriage—that he would before so sad and gray and dull 
long be drearily counting the days that were with unspeakable terrer, 
left him until a woman far less dear to him George tamed when he reached the boat- 
than hia old friend and playfellow should house and walked back to her again. She saw 
come into his house, into his Ufe, there to re him coming ; in a moment more she would 
main as long as they both lived 1 

" It is not Ada’s fault, 
decided from the first, 
had no thought of winning 
can only feel grateful for it 1 
happened otherwise, I suppose she would 
have gone away and learned in time to for
get, and would have been happy with some 
one else. But now"—he sighed heavily—
44 whoever suffers, it must not be Ada. She 
has done nothing to deserve it."

And then b:s eyes would fall on 
chair by the hearth, and be would 
that it must remain empty now, as empty as 
hie heart, until the end.

Lucy had gone to Oroome. As soon as his 
engagement was announced, he had suggested 
to his kind friend Sirs. Ackreyd that sfie 
would be doing poor little Miss
Thrale a kindness in giving her a 
week of the sweet country air
and Lucy, free from the overhanging dread 
of Mrs. Marmaduke Thompson and Mrs.
Thompson's children, went willingly enough.
Bhe was not sorry to be for a time oat of 
eight and bearing of the marriage prepara
tions; she felt that it was a relief not to have 
to meet Dealer March daily as her cousin’s

44 Jh, Doctor March,” said placid Mrs. Ack

royd, with rather unosnalwarmth,441 always 
thought it was Lucy you liked, and not Miss 
Ludlow ! And eo did Lady Sarah. But there 
is no telling ; is there ? "

Doctor March had found time to 
Green Knowe once, and only once, 
pale little visitor was there. And Mrs. Ack
royd had given him the opportunity which he 
demanded, sadly enough, to speak to Lucy.
<- " Lucy is out with the children," she ex
plained. " Do yon mind following them to 
the wood and tolling Roberts to bring Pamela 
and Doteie in ? lam going to take them to 
the village with me."

George did not need a second bidding. He 
found Lucy—not his darling now, not his any 
more—standing beside the shining water and 
holding the children by the hand. The mild 
May air and light were playing round her pretty 
slender shape, a little soft wind was bending 
the reeds at her feet ; her head was uncovered, 
and the sun was reddening the rough 
waves of her hair.

" Oppity, Oppity !" the children cried in 
an ecstasy ; and she lamed and saw him 
coming through the delicate shafts of the 
silver beeches, with all the yonng sunlit green 
of the wood behind his dark figure.

She advanced to meet him at once,and held 
out her hand.

" How is Ada ?" she said quite calmly and 
naturally ; and her sweet fade broke into a

Z be-

ccial
andtoo sluggish encourage 

Mormons 
as well as 
converts, 
limits of :
their settlements may 
miles south of Balt L 
and two hundred miles north in Idaho.

We must give the Mormons credit fo 
deeming from a desert a eecti< 
which would hardly have att 
grants not moved by religion 
Perhaps their delusion

44 To tell the troth now will be, I know, to 
. and oonfueion ; 
mortal agony we

were mine !

f country 
d immi-

Maroh passed his hands across hie 
eyes, witb a laugh that was almost a sob.

" I must be going crazy ! " ho said. 44 What 
fantastic nonsense has that poor child been 
talking ? What does it all mean ? ”

He took a few paces along the sunny grass. 
Ada’s lover—he !

see," he thought, 44 that this will 
ntil I have spoken plainly to Miss Ludlow 

le has sense and tact, and- I 
soon as she will let me. If 

....................... ‘i me, may

Georgc
vith section of

igious fanaticism, 
haps their delusion may have indirectly 
omplished a great work for the future 

ation of the contine
cys of its central plateau into 
of tertility, but they are too pow-

‘ in any
nccom

thi ent in changing thecivilization of 
barren valloi

441 green oases ol lertitily, but they

s z
country. They are not American, m any while having a quiet chat with the old man, 
proper eenee, lot them only allegiance to the bnl I don., nt m„oh laitb in anaka 
United Bute, i. an enforced and unwilling atori d lhe wh„ Ure around
one. They ere Mormone lire end leet i the Mad Creek can tell lice juat a. well as tha 
authority oi their “ President" ,e h« .d to be , thi„k their „„ mor6 reaI dora.
more bmdmg on them then that of the Preei- ri bl told in newspaper, about mate, 
dent oi the United State., and Oovernore and olber thing, „e reld o[.
dodge, are regarded with nothing like the , „„ lel, about ,be old
reepeot they pay to their Bishop, end Apoetlee. ,ba, tbe terror lb, Twelr„ Mlle Creek 
They «e capable o doing a greet deal ol ,or-„early a bubdred ycar, 
mischief if they should ever enrry tbeir hatred « Let us bear it "
ol the civil autbortiee to the ..lent of armed w about eight or fifty ye.r. ego,
ree,stance It le high time to show them „ben I wee . yonng man wo had onr f»m 
that the United State, law ia eupenor to the do„„ het„ „„ the erhek. just above COrblh1. 
decree, o the Salt Lake City hierarchy. A M k d B„d a nic6 pla(.e u waa loo. Th» 
.triot enforcement ol the statute, egain.1 t ' , and lore„, were ,ben
polygamy, to the ..tent, at lean, of prevent. ;„ndicP on the eaal aide 0, ,be lreek and 
mg any more plnral maniegee, „ probable all lhemKdaJa u eaa a deep, rapid river, faU 
that u,i needed to convert lhe powerful Mor- o( 8ne perch and ba.e, with lot. ol enake. 
mon church into a harmless eeot, for ,! „ d ^ ,e, The wild grape. Med 
their peculiar institution that makes the lhn un_t, **
Mormon a people apert and a menace to the llv 8 Hnndavs the ' bovs had a 
lawbreakers0^ they°Q veonid 'mon' hue ?hi old lime. Old man Merritt ...hn,l,ing 

sentiment of duty which 
slaves of their church author- 

e become aa good oiti- 
sre of a score of other queer 
liberal laws have allowed 

soil.—N. Y.

the grass and 
took no notice about Lucy, t 

will see her as
Lucy has been believing this about
it not account for------’’

The young man began to walk back to tbe 
honse in strong excitement. A new hope was 
stirring in his heart.

44 My poor little love ! " he said. 44 My 
poor little motherless frightened Lucy 

The small crimson ball she bad been wind- 
et the bush in her flight, 

in two. It lay in George’s 
i picked it np and put it away 

pocket-book, pressing it fondly against 
as he did so.

8h

return my love, as I think 
yon will be my wife, or givi 

come and hear the happy troth 
Ups Your devoted

Geobo* Mibch.44 George ?" cried Bee, with very 
acted surprise. 44 Did mamma send 
Has he any message for me ?"

“ I believe he came to inquire about Miss 
Ludlow. Oh, go along, you stupid little 
muff !"—this last for Niniche’s benefit, who 
was too busy to see tbe gauntlet he had 
thrown down within an inch of her black

Lucy was

fairly 
him ? . io has seen this ?" the nnhappy young 

asked, crushing it npin bis hand. "Have 
yon told any one !’’

Miss Ludlow looked in some surprise at his 
disturbed face.

44 Only my mother," she eaid, in a shy 
lisper : 44 and dear Mrs. Throgmorton, 

was here."
bitter execration he started to his

44 Wh
!"

hli caught again 
snapping the wool in 
path, and he 
into his 
his side

whisper ; 
George, 

WithThe girls exchanged a glance, 
pale ; but she smiled and said—

"You see!"
Bee smiled too—scornfully.
44 Teddy, gel up and hold the wool for 

Lucy," she eaid rising. 441 want to see 
George ; perhaps he will walk home with ns."

Bee ran back to the house, and young Ack
royd lifted his long limbs up from the grass 
on to toe b.'uth tipder the old ivied tower.

44 If you don't mmdTMr. Àoxroya, nam 
• Luçy, passing the wool over his great hands. 

Sbd was looking 
young man rem

*' Yon arc not strong enough for muoh 
traveling," he eaid kindly. 441 wish Mrs. 
Thompson to the deuce !"

44 Poor Mrs. Thompson !" Lnoy cried, 
with sei hysterical laugh.

•«k 4 44 Ah," said Ted, with satisfaction, " here
comes March I see ! You just ask him what 

.f he thinks abcut it, Miss Thrale."
■ Lucy started violently 

young man's sleeve.
" Yon will hold the wool for me 

said nervously. 44 You don’t mind 
don’t want to go back to the house ?”

44 Not at all," he answered placidly, look- 
A ing at her in some surprise. " Are you 

afraid March is going to order you to stay at 
heme?"

44 No—oh,

Witb a 
feet. Ad ed iChapter XLVI. pale at the sound.

44 Oh, George,” she said reproachfully,441 
i not think you would mind Mrs. Tbrog- 

has set her heart < 
since I came to

theAda’s lover ! Poor Lucy’s desperate words 
rang disagreeably in Doctor March’s ears for 
the rest of the day as he went about his work. 
He felt that before he slept that night he 
must take steps to secure his pleasant friend
ship with Miss Ludlow from any miscon
struction of that sort, and to convince Lney 
tdai sue, atm eiie v*iT, i—ia Uia hearL Hia 
after dinner reflections in the solitude of his 
study were not altogether unhappy. He 
began to think, to hope , that he had i 
found the clue to the poor child’s treatment 
of him.

True, Lucy had told 'him plainly enough, 
for the third time, that she did not love 

defined instinct in the 
rebelled as strongly as 

ever against this decision.
" She has been thinking of her cousin,poor 

darling !" he thought. 44 After that Mel- 
drum business, it is not to be wondered at. 
My little Lucy, you must let me take your 
part now against all yonr world and my 
own !"

His eyes fell fondly on the little blue velvet 
chair ; the delicate smoke of his cigarette 
was floating tranquilly about him ; the poor 

leas miserable than he had felt for

did not t fol
mor ton. She 
engagement ever

Sue began to cry. Sorely an acoepted 
lover had never before acted in so strange a

i-on our 
Barlaston,

She

Bmanner. around the canal, and there were quite a i 
Irish emigrants coming in. One peor fellow 
and his wife took sick, and both died in Bl. 
Catharines, leaving a little girl about 8 years 
of age all alone. My father toofc the ehild 
home, and a real handy girl she Wâs. Bhë 
could fly after the cows and sheep like A kite. 
Well, as I told yon, the creek was full of tat
tles, and she was always soared when she 
had to cross it on an old tree which we Used 
as a path. One day in harvest I was crad
ling on the eidehill, and I heard a terrible 
yell down at the creek. I ran down thinking 
a bear had got hold of the girl, 
was standing on the log, and an immense 
turtle, almost as big as a flour barrel, barking 
at her out out of the creek. You didn't know 
turtles barked. Well sir, this old chap must 
have been a couple of thousand years old, 
and whenever he came up tbe Twelve he 
could just bark like a mastiff, and when he 
wanted to come down the hill out of the

mA,” OonreoeeU shortly,'as he 
his brow and walked to theopen window 

what I
superstitions 
makes them the 
itiea, and might in 
zens as the membe 
sects which onr 
to grow, and prosper upon onr 
Tribune.

wiped
for air. 441—I did not know 
saying.”

For a few momenta he stood in horrible 
excitement, trying to think, trying to reason ; 
but the cruelty of which he had been made 
the victim maddened him. He felt J danger-

timpale now that tbe; so very 
arked it. at last

used, a trifle, and 
trifle, cross.

•• In the first years of our married lit 
eaid Mrs. M. to me one day, 44 Henry used 
be much more fretfnl and unreasonable t 
he is now, and I was young, sensitive and in
experienced, and would cry my eyes ont over 
every cross word be eaid to me. I found this 
didn't mend matters ; and when the children 
began to come, I said to myself, ' 
miserable household I shall have, and how 
unfitted I shall be to train up my little ones 

jto the happy and,oheeiful men and women 
I desire them to be, if I keep on like this !’
And I made a resolution that I would wear a 
smile and take things in a cheerful way, let 
come what would ; that lot Henry say what 
he liked to me, I would not mind in 
the least ; that I would take every 
cross or fanlt-finding word as if it 
were not meant—would turn it off as 
a jest, or at least let it pass lightly as not 
worth worrying over ; and I have held to my 
resolution ever since. My husband at first 
scarcely knew what to. make of it ; and he 
soon found I was not to be fretted, saddened, 
or put out ; and as there was neither opposi- coinoi 
tion to his iiritableness nor fuel furnished it, which 
it burned out tbe sooner ; and I think he 
grew ashamed of hie one sided disagreeable- 
ness, for he seldom speaks now in auy but an 
amiable way ; and I flatter myself we are 
about as cheerful and happy a family, take us 

® all in all, as is to be found."
" How much better thie than to make 
^ much of every hurl and wrong to brood over 
. and dwell upon it till a mote becomes a moun

tain ?
Try my little friend's practice, weary wife 

and mother, to whom life seems all np hill 
work, with little recompense of love er grati
tude, and see if her plan of not minding, tak
ing things in a light and cheerful way, does 
not poor oil upon the troubled waters, and 
mkke the sometimes rough and hard going 
wheels of domestic machinery run in more 
easy and comfortable grooves.

him ; but some un 
young man's mind Ada was crying silently where he had left 

her. She looked after him, with eyes fall of

44 George," she said at last—and now there 
was a touch of wounded pride in her gentle 
voice—", I think that you will acknowledge 
ttiat yon are treating me very strangely. Are 
yon ashamed of your ohoiie already ? I was 
so proud of your love, dear, that I could not 
help boasting of it."

He turned round. Her humility, her quiet 
tears, touched him. She too would have to 
suffer for thie act of supreme treachery, he re
membered.

44 Miss Ludlow—Ada," he began, with sud
den resolution,441 wish I could spare you the 
pain of what I am going to say. Yonr sweet
ness, yonr kindly feeling towards me, for 
which I can never be sufficiently grateful, 
make it all the harder for me to explain. But 
I owe yon the truth at least ; and I

In a moment a soft little hand was overhls 
mouth.

"Tell me nothing against my hero;” she 
said, in a pretty moved voice ; 441 should not

lieve it."

& ANOTHER BUN STORM.

than (Itoobeator Democrat, Sept. 7 )
On Monday at noon there was a fresh out- 

break on the sun. The region of disturbance 
was just wheeling into view of the rounding 
globe. At first but a single small spot could 
be seen, but the disturbance in the chromo
sphere indicated that spots 
rapidly. In half an hour after 
servatiou three spots were seen. The regi 
was broken and angry for a great space, 
the area of the distuibance was not half so 
great as that mentioned last week. A very 
great group of spots is just dieappearing 
from view by the sun’s rotation. As this 
croup waa just coming into view when the 
great storm region was disappearing, the 
spots marking tbe latter must soon reappear 
by the sun's rotation, unless they have been 
dissipated while turned away from ns. These 
disturbances seem to be in well defined belto, 

ind south of the sun's equator.
sun storm was 
heat Monday, 

was eoutinued yesterday. There was 
a delusive promise of rain Monday cfening. 
Clouds rolled up in the west, but there was 
no rainfall. It would seem that condensation 
did not occur, because the cool current 
which seemed ready to bring rain was 
warmed by the over-heated air so that 
it failed to pcifbrm its office. It 
requires cold to produce condensation, and 
the cold currents which are rushing toward 

heated regions become heated by the 
solar energy and the hot earth, so the temper
ature is not sufficiently reduced to produce 
rain. In view of present conditions, it is well 
to husband the water supply, and all supplies. 
It is quite probable that the hot and very dry 

mmer will be followed by a long cold winter. 
'There has been an nnpreoedent evaporation 
of moisture from the sea and earth. When 
the reaction comes and condensation begins, 
the loss of heat will be so great that the cold 
will be severe. The effect of solar distnrb- 

ern sea during the winter in 
rill farther complicate mat- 

which must bo 
its heat oontin-

In a few weeks he 
married to a woand caught at the

but there she
?" she 
? You

re forming 
: first ob-tho

In
butfellow felt

many a day.
" It will be best," he decided after a time, 

rousing himself, 44 to write frankly to Miss 
Ludlow herself, telling her what my feelings 
are about Lnoy. Bhe must be partly pre
pared for the confession by what passed be
tween ns that evening in the garden. If she 
is abl<
If not, she 
wait."

The Doctor wrote hie note,still comfortably 
king, and then rang the study bell.

44 Let William ride over with this note to 
King’s Road," he directed, " and wait for an

Having dispatched this piece of business, 
he gave one last look at Lucy’s chair, one 
sigh, half passionate, half bothered, to the 
uneven course of his true love, and then 
plunged lesolutely into the first pages of a 
French work in which he was professionally 
interested.

Will!

no ! What is it to Doctor 
March ?" she said hurriedly. 44 Oh, Mr. 
Ackroyd"—as the 
coming, stood up, regard

Is, he used to roll over like a log. 
should have heard him ; he was a terror ; 

leve he must be living still down in 
level, because turtles live to be

with your

that it filled her Youman, seeing George 
iless of the wool— I beli

the Ion

Now, Mud Creek, come on 
snakes.—Bl. Catharines Journal.

ig ic> 
old.”44 please do not go away !’’

Teddy looked at her again. George was 
brushing past the lilac bushes with his broad 
shoulders. A sadden red blush had risen to 
the girl’s face.
“That is better," 

good humoredly, 
see why Mrs. Thompson should bury such 
roses in her school room either. They don’t 
lourieh in Sheffield—ask the Doctor if they 
will !"

e to see me to-morrow, well and good, 
will send me a line, and I will

have to speak.
44 Were yon listening to me just now, 

Lucy ?" the young man asked ; and she an
swered 44 Yes."

44 And what have you to say to me, my 
dear ?"

Bhe looked at him then, with tears still 
Tunning down tier cheeks—at his kind hag
gard face, his beseeching eyes. Perhaps, if 
right and her own desire had not taken 
hands, she would 
But she felt that to do uhat George aske< 
was to seek her own happiness at the cos 
of the girl she had already unintentional!'

poor girl !” he had 
•• Heaven knowe I 

her love ; but I 
If things had

must tell
A CONTENTED MIND.Ackroyd said 

I don’t The deve'
>r, young 
nodding. " Bnl SEment of a new 

the fnri A contented mind is something more than 
a continual feast ; it is also a marvelous pre
servative of youthful beauty.

Worry and anxiety of mind, with just a 
dash of ill temper (a very rare afllioton in the 
fair sex, it is freely admit 
infallible precursors of

•' the dejected 'havior of the vieage " 
which is so undesirable. The disciples of 
Æsoulapius tell us that both the contented 
mind and the judicious feast are very import
ant aids in the process of keeping up good 
looks. Indiscretion at the banquet is a fail
ing that can never in its ordinary sense be 
attributed to ladies ; 
creel lady will occasionally partake 
ing but unsuitable, because indigestible, disti, 
and the result may bo seen in a highly object
ionable red tinge imparted to the nose. 
Another exciting cause of this latter unen
viable condition is the still too-prevalont prac
tice of tight lacing. Let no one torn up the 

e at these apparently simple matters, for 
ey are really more important in their results 

than ladies in general are disposed to admit. 
Having thus alluded to the nose, it maybe 

ed that there is one trouble to which 
this important member is liable—little black 
spots or grabs, which occasionally make their 
appearance to the discomfiture of the indivi
dual. The 
figurementa

laid

be
The yonng man took down the little hand, 

very gently, but very firmly.
“ You must 1st me speak," he said—44 in- 

This letter—” 
could finish his sentence, the

acy started np, trying to hide her hot 
kg with her hands, and to look nnoon-

Lu ted), are the most
have acted differenacemed.

41 Oh, that naughtv Niniche," she exclaim
ed, running across the grass plot as Doctor 
March was almost upon them ; 44 she is wor
rying something again ! Bhe eats np all 
cloves and slippers i

the little 
rememberdeed you must.

Before he o-
curtains parted suddenly, and Lucy 
came through, closing them with both hands 
behind her. Ada ran to her.

41 Lucy," she cried eagerly, her pale face all 
in a glow of light and color, “ come and speak 
to George. You most stay with me always 
now—with intend with yonr brother. Kiss 
me, dear. I am so happy ?" Bhe pat her 
arms around the girl’s motionless shape and 
drew her into the room. Doctor March's 
explanation was interrupted—forgotten in her

Lucy made no answer to her cousin's trem- 
nleus words. She stood, rigid and white, and 
looked with a blank stare straight at George

44 Speak to her, George," urged Ada, smil
ing and hastily drying her tear. 44 Tell her 
that she shall live with ns always now, that 
she shall never go away. I must go to 
mamma, Lucy. Bring George with yon."

ran through the curtains. George 
went to Lucy and caught her hands in hie, 
crushing them with painful force, scorching 
her with the indignation of hie eyes.

The girl went on staring at him as if she 
had not felt his grasp ; she did not seem to 
see him as she looked. And then all tbe 
yonng man’s madness and anger turned sud
denly cold within him. If he spoke, if he 
told the truth, what would become ef this 
nnhappy child ? Where would she hide her 
head? What could blot out her second 
great disgrace? —

wronged
cruel, she thought ; 
would suffer the most.

44 Have you nothing to say ?’’ urged George 
in his fierce anxiety.

44 Nothing," she answered, with an irre 
presaible buret of sobbing — 44 nothing, 

apd leave me. 
ould talk to me

It was all very hard and 
but at least she herselfreturned in due time with a mes- 

s Tbrale who sent it.
rying someimng again ! one eats up au our 
gloves and slippers if we don’t watch her, Mr. 
Ackroyd."

Bhe was 
her across
heart was beating so

am returned i
sage, and it was Miss Tbrale who sent it. 
The young lady came into the hall herself, 
the Doctor's

the

the mo
of a

gone, trailing the red wool after 
the path and over the grass. Her 
beating eo that she nearly fainted 

as she stooped to talk to the dog. The sun
shiny garden turned black before her eyes. A 
cold dew broke out on her forehead and round

■s groom explained, and told 
say that Miss Ludlow would see his 
at any time after twelve on the mor-

oet dis- 
u tempt-

but even

nothing. Ob, pray go away 
I do not deserve that yon eh< 
at all."

rge felt vexed. Why need Miss Lud
low have told people that he had been writ
ing to her ? Would not this poor child be 

confirmed than ever in her belief about 
both ? However, all that would soon

Th
Geo

her lips.
Young Ackroyd looked after her ; 

looked, he gave vent to a long low whistl
44 That ia how the wind blows, is it. 

thought, smiling to himself. “March, my 
dear fellow," he added aloud, as George 
reached the bench, 44 something tremendous 
hangs upon this crimson wool, 1 believe. Miss 
Thrale has been winding it np as if for bare 
life ; allow me to transfer it to you. Hold ont 
your hands, and he sure you keep tout 
well up. There you are. I think I 
calling me—I mean I hear her beckoning— 
yon understand."

George stood, bewildered and » little foolish 
looking, with the wool on hia hands. Ted 
turned on his heel.

“ Shouldn’t wonder if that red wool were 
wire, and reach to 

he sauntered 
Thrale to

Mrs. Thompson—Engagement off. Better 
one on,’ or something of that sort. She’s an 
awfully sweet sort of girl ; wonder March 
hasn’t seen it long ago ! ’’

George March looked, with his heart in hie 
eyes, at the slender figure that was kneeling 
on the grass. Thie was his very last chance, 
as he felt, of speaking to Lacy Thrale before 
she went away. And yet what could he say 
that he had not already said, and she treated 
with indifference—almost scorn ?

There he stood, the great strong dark man, 
with his clever hands and fine brain, tremb
ling at eight ef a blue-eyed slip of a girl, 
hardly daring to approach her or to speak her 
name, and wondering in a queer dumb re
bellion why he should be doomed to carry his 
deep love and longing within him Unsatisfied 
to hia grave.

441 would be so good to her—so loyal—so 
patient," he thought, clenching hie hands 
with unoonsoious passion. 441 love her so 
absolutely—every hair of her pretty chestnut 
head—every fault and virtue in her sweet

A cloud passed over the sun and darkened 
the rutiled bosom of tbe water. The young 
man rubbed hie eyes wearily with hie hand 
ahd gave a short sigh.

44 Luov," he said, with wonderful patience 
and kindness, "if this sacrifice concerned 
yourself alone— foolisd and wicked as I think 
it -yon might perhaps be justified in carry
ing it out, But have you any right to con
demn me to lifelong wretchedness for 
the sake of some mistaken feeling abont what 
you owe to year cousin ? I speak sensibly, 
you see, and selfishly. I cannot look at snon 
a thing in a sentimental light at all.”

"I have no right.” the girl answered bum- 
sobbing; 44 but I cannot say what 

you want me to say.” *"
44 And ao you condemn 

engagement which has 
me?"

and, as he 

?" he be set to rights.
The few visits he paid next 

very brief. The smallest 
gossip was ruthlessly denied his patients or 
tbeir friends ; so that early in the the mild 
May afternoon he was on his way to King’s 
Bead.

The poplars were budding on the tranquil 
lawn of tbe small villa ; spring scents and 
colors were breathing and glowing from the 
narrow brown borders of the little sweep ; 
birds were twittering on the sunlit twigs ; the 
windows of the house were open. A white 
curtain was flattering from Lucy’s little cham
ber under the roof.

As the yonng man waited in the pleasant 
garden room, with ite sunshiny bay windows 
and lilac scented breezes, something was 
stirring at his heart and 
•• Thronged his pulses with tbe fulness of tbe

II was tê'ere, by 
tistio litter, that he had first talked to Lucy. 
Bhe had a big apron en and something tied 
over her head, he remembered; and the 
lovely yonng coloring and outlines of her 
face looked all the sweeter for her ugly dis-

She had turned him ont that day, to be 
sure ; but since then they had stood there to
gether again, and she had put her hands 
frankly into his and promised to obey his 
bidding —and he did not know then that he 
loved her ! He had felt no mad desire, such 
as waa always present with him now, to clasp 
her, to crush her to him, to defy the world to 
take her from him !

He turned away from his absorbed oontem-
tion of the table and walked to the

the8;STREET PAVEMENTS.

ty In Road Making In 
England.

The English have hit on a way of preparing 
asphalt for roads which is said to add great
ly to ite durability and value as a paving ma
terial. It is thus described in the London

Although the value ot bituminous asphalt 
for paving has long been recognized, it has 
always been felt that one of its defects is a 
want of density, while another is its alipperi- 
ness under the influence of slight moisture. 
To remedy the first of these defects heavy 
road rollers have been used, while for the 
second sharp sand or some other similar ma
terial has been introduced into tbe body of 
the bitumen. The most recently devised 
method of treating it in order to remove these 
drawbacks, and apparently the 
ful, consists in combining limestone with the 
bitumen and moulding the compound under 
pressure. The limestone is crashed, heated, 
and mixed with the bitumen at a temperature 
of 252 degrees Fahrenheit, the same having a 
great affinity for the bitumen when heated. 
The combination is thon passed into rectan
gular blocks of convenient size in moulds 
under a pressure of about fifty tens. The 
blocks are then submitted to a cold water 
bath until they are cold and ready tor use. 
They then form a paving material of great 
density,and are always being developed under 
traffic. A permanently rough surface is thus 
produced, which combined with the cracks 
formed by the joints of tbe blocks, presents 
■n excellent foothold for horses. A portion 
of the roadwsy in Queen Victoria street, ad
joining the Mansion House station of the 
Metropolitan District railway, has just been 
laid with this material, which has been in use 
for some time past in the United States with 
excellent results.

ance on the south 
this hemisphere w 
ters by adding watery vapor, 
condensed, robbing the air of

Any considerable 
solar energy would c 
increasing the celd of 
sation of excessive volumes of watery 
If the history of the great glacier which once 
covered the site of this city were fully known, 
it weuld doubtless be found a result of in
creased solar energy through a series of years, 
perhaps a maximum sun spot period in not 
very remote time. For man lived on the 
earth during tbe glacial period and tbe work 
of hie hands is found on the glacial drift.

If the reaction from the present# excessive 
heat could be fairly established before winter 
is here, the prospects would be better for a 
mild winter. But if action and reaction are 
equal, and the reaction comes in winter,there 
will be plenty of cold.

morning were 
indulgence in The Latest Novel

very one was very glad to see Miss Thrale 
n at Oroome. The children were wild imention

rmanent increase of 
ring glacial action by 
winter through conden-

po
brithumbs

only way to remove these dis- 
is by firmly pressing tbe skin 

between the finger nails, and so forcing 
the grab, which is really nothing but the 
collected exudations of the skin—the duet 
which accumulates in its pores. A perfectly 
handsome noeo, it has often been remarked, 
is exceedingly rare, and great diversity of 
opinion orevails as to what ^is the standard 
of excellence in the form of this useful as 
well as ornamental feature. Useful the nose 
unquestionably is, in its power of expressing 
lhe feelings. In delineating modesty we look 
straight down the nose, if that be practicable, 
and this is a gesture also expressive uf 
sheepishness in men. For conveying con
tempt or disgust the nose is turned up ; and e 
in anger tbe nostrils are distended. Impa
tience of contradiction or irritability of temper 
are unmistakably indicated by a whole gamut 
of snorts, while sniffs are the unfailing 
precursors of a flood of tears induced by 
vexation and passion.

Hints to Lovebs or Flowers.—A most 
beaulifnl and easy attained show of ever
greens may be had by a very simple plan, 
which has been found to answer remarkably 
well on a small scale. It geranium branch 
taken from luxuriant and beautiful trees 
out as for slips and immersed in soap water, 
they will, after drooping for a few days, shed 
their leaves, put forth fresh ones, and continue 
in the finest vigor all the winter. By placing 
a number of bottles thus filled in a flower 
basket, with moss to conceal the bottles, a 
show of evergreen ia easily insured for the 
whole winter. All the different varieties of 
the plants being used, the various shapes and 
colors of tbe loaves blend into » beautiful 
effect. They lequire no fresh water.

—There was a musician WUhelraj 
Who trieil an old fiddle to sSUmj ;

When I asked him the way 
To make the thing play 

The fellow would really not tellmj.
—The "All Sorts” man of the Boston 

Post say8 that a breakman on a drunk at 
Chicago fell into a sewer, and at once yelled 

Louis, change cors !”

go out to 
while the

bly still
I

ma to fulfil this 
been thurst uponto turn into a telegraph 

Sheffield !" he thought eigely,as 
back to the house. "'Miss A low cry broke from her.

44 Ob, don’t say that—pray don't say 
that !" most suceees-

44 You know very well, you 
uld rather out my throat than 
r without your consent." Tl 

husky and

r child, that 
tell what I 

he poor fel- 
boken with grief

that table laden with ar- -j■worn to think
in the world—in her guilt as 

well as in her innooenoe—he had sworn that 
■he should be dearer to him than his 
own happiness.

In an instant, as he stood holding her two 
cold hands and looking into her white face, 
this recollection rushed aoroes him, putting 
out the fires of his wrath and rage.

44 Lucy," he said, dropping her hands with 
a kind of groan—44 oh, Heaven, Lacy, what 
have you done ? Why did you write that 
letter ?"

And he had 
every one else

of her before I wo

low’s voice was
and passion. " What would become 
then ? They will take you away, and I should 
never see you again.”

44 That would be best," Lucy answered, 
drying her tears and trying to control the 
quivering of her lip. " And I have made np 
my mind to go in any case. I have written 
to Madam Vernon. I will go back to the 
convent, and then I shall be oat of everyone’s 
way.” •

A look of despair came into George March’s 
face. This is what he had been dreading. 
He felt that from that moment his doom was 
fixed past all hope. If he persisted in urging 
Lucy to speak the troth, he should only lose 
her irrevocably ; she had not strength to face 
the shame of the eonfession.

:A BRIEF NOVELLETTE,

The Louisville Courier Journal prints a 
romantic story, furnished by a special cor- 
respendent, which it pronounces either the 
biggest sensation or the biggest lie of tbe 
season, abont an Indian named Francisco 
Bernini, a recluse and a scholar, who com
mitted suicide at hie home in the southwestern 
part of Pnlaski County, Ky., last Saturday. 
The only possible way of penetrating to the 
solitary hut in which he lived was by scramb
ling half a mile through a tangled growth of 
underbrush and np a ragged mountain side. 
Bnt when once the threshold of his isolated 
home was crossed, the correspondent found 
him in the midst of luxury, and with every 
evidence of refinement abont him. Tbe

!
nee, 
, be

Chapter XLIH.
Miss Ludlow and Doctor March were en

gaged.
All Barlaston heard the news before a week 

had passed ; and Barlaston was as much an
noyed as if she had not been predicting the 
event for the last three months. e

Bee burst into tears when her mother told 
her of it—tears that puzzled Mrs. Throgmors 
ton a good deal. The girl remembered her 
last talk with George in the brown room.

“ ge has ruined Ins whole life to give Lnoy 
e home,” she thought.

For a few hours Bee was tempted to be 
falee to her friendship, to accuse Lucy in
wardly of being cold heazted, selfish ; tot 
one look next day at the poor child’s face 

enough to show her that George March 
was not the only one who waa suffering.

"What does it all mean ?" thought her 
friend in despair.

plati win-
" Thank Heaven, she can smile again !" 

thought poor George wistfully^ "I* i« *> 
long sinoe I have seen that toot on her face, 
poor ehfld 1"

Indeed Lucy seemed like her old bright 
She looked 

need to look

The garden was toll of sadder memories ; 
he sighed as he looked ont. He had the tiny 
ball of crimson wool still in his pocket book. 
He recalled the girl's sweet scornful face as 
she wound and wound and flung her hard 
words at him.—

44 Yon think only of yourself, and that is so 
easy ! If there were nothing else to think of 
I suppose we could all be happy I"

44 How can I help thinking of myself when 
I think of her and of her happiness ?" he 
thought, smiling sadly. 44 She is my#lf. 
My life is here. Shall I not guard my life 
from any hurt that may threaten it ? Yes, in 
spite of her coldness or her anger. May 
heaven bless her." .

The young man sighed again, and pressed

It was useless
to demand it of her. 
net speak of that, Lucy,” he eaid 

quietly, after a panse. 44 if you go back to 
the convent, I shall have no motive for silence. 
There would be no marriage at all ; I should 
go away to America^auywhere."

Lucy put her two hands to 
weary bewilderment ; her troubles were not 
yet over D seemed.

44 No marriage ?" she repeated stupidly.
George’s hard look melted at the sight of

44 Unless it gives you a home," he answered 
ently. “ Let everything remain as it is, my 
ear ; I will say no more to distress you. If

nature—that I feel as if my love 
some sovereign,power over her 
weak and unmanly to argue with her a 
It. She is mine. Heaven made her for me, 
and brought her to mo to be cherished. How 
dare she—my darling, my wife—deny herself

He had crossed the grass-plot under the 
white-blossomed cherry trees, and stood be
hind her now, as she still knelt beside the dog.

44 Lnoy,” he said,441 have come back again, 
yea see.”

She started 
red blush of a
last year’s roses.

gave me
single room was elegantly furnished, adorned 
with valuable works of art, and supplied with 
a small but choice library. The ceiling was 
covered with sky blue silk, and a wardrobe 
contained a number of expensive and elaborate 
oostumes. On a cot under the window lay 
the dead body of tbe Indian, his right hand 
still holding the pistol which had ended hia 
etrange existence. On the table was a diary 

mining evidences that in a fit of jealousy 
he had committed an atrocious mnrder years 
before in Italy, and that the fear and remorse 
which drove him into the wilderness had 

I pursued him thither and eventually hounded

were
bout simple self again in other ways, 

at him and spoke to him as she 
and speak before any trouble arose between 
them. All the ugly wilfnlneea and hardne s 
that he bad lately noticed in hef-manner with 
se muoh pain had given place to a touching 
half uncone cions humility and sweetness 
change which set the poor fellow’s heavy hears 
aching more desperately than ever fer all tliat 
he had lost.

—At a recent Cleveland, O., weddi 
floral deooratiens consisted solely ■ 
daisies and smilax. The mantels, windows 
and every available space were filled by them, 
and the bride and groom stood under a wed
ding bell composed of daisies, 
sprays of smilax. The bride’s veil was caogh 
with a cluster of the same pretty wild flowere; 
she wore them in her corsage and carried a 
bouquet of them as well.

—The needles of lhe Romans in tbe first 
century were made of bronze.

ling, the 
of field

her head in

entwined with

np, deadly white now, the sweet 
few moments before as dead as 441 need not ask ii you are bettor, Lucy," 

he said, gently ; 441 can see it in your face. I 
may oall you 4 Lucy ’ now ?” ‘•Bt.She will tell me noth-
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