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A GREAT MISTAKE,

« Of course I will,” Bee said a little

!
“ Well, T don't. 1 believe you are tired of
And we have grown rather
and stupid o {late.”
have not noticed it,” Lucy declared

* <« Not even in Doctor March's case?”
Bee faced her companion with an abrupt

i

then about some-
to see it, Luoy.
arch deserves to be happy if any

ove

“But they may none of us do,” Lucy an-
to 5

“ Never mind what they say,” P

‘voice.
“ T oame o #&a you,” George said rapidly,

“ Yes,” sho answered ocalmly. * A
little better to.day.  Does she know you are
hu';; ‘Will she not ﬁﬂ?’ hp,’ W

was leaping’
paper. nﬁ' faken " from e sais.

chievo 3
“ no':n':‘r'{"mfou.” the girl orled in a shrill

“for the last time before you go away.” .
“But I am not going away fo-day or
mo:row,” returned L impatiently.
is too soon to say
back to the house.

say." ;
8till she tried to encape; but he teok her
'lund-—itmn oold a8 ido—and held her
agt.

* Very well,” tlie said half sullenly.
L) they are all watching us from the
ows, and aunt Letitia will be annoyed ;
but that does not master, of course, so long
#8 you are stronger than me, and can make
me stop here to listen to you,”

He lot her hand go at once.

he asked ina voice

* “Did I hurt you?”
are walking on
but I don't com-

full of anguish. * Luvy, y
plain.
The girl shrugged her shoulders, Her per-

Bee. * What do you say, Liuey1”

* 19" The girl surned aside to pick a flower
drom the boxder at her feet. * Nothing.
‘What can I have to say abeut Dootor March
affairs? Iamnot enold friend like y
Bee; of eourse ke talks to you about them.

"ﬁndoulothllmwhﬂi-m&ﬂng him
®0 restless and haggard poor fellow !

Luey was fastening the flower in her belt ;
iher bands hardly trembled.

for themselves.

« Y oan't for one,” Boe declared.

« He has called to see her every day this
week,” persisted Lucy, pale, but with » kind
of anxious defiance in her young face; ** and
—and I know that he likes my cousin very
much, Why shouldn’t he *” '

« I don’t see why certainly, unless he
cared for some one else ; and I think he
does.”

* Well, of course that cannot concern us,
Bee,” said Loy, a little stifily. * See ! There
is Mr. Ackroyd coming—for me, I suppose. I
maust go in.”

« Wait a while 1” Bee caught her hand.
“ Lot us seo what he wants. It is so much
ipleasanter here than indoors $o day.”

Ted’s tall figure came through the lilac-
buskes, preceded by Niniche, Ada’s pug, who
was jingling her silver bell and trotting very
‘consequentially along.

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

#0Oh!” gaid Lucy, dismayed. She had
hung the wool over her arm and forgotten
all about it.

«We will wind it now,” Bee decided.

“ Lot us sit on the bench, and I will hold it
for you. Ican’t trust Ted. He always gets
it into a fearful tangle.”
. I den’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 fetoh.

Niniche was rolling about on the grass and
worrying something else ; she teok no notice

vwhatever of the challenge.

“ Why not ?"’ Bee asked. .

* She is talking to the Doetor,” explained

Med, trying to tempt Niniche with the other
ove.

“ George ?" cried Bee, with very fairly
acted surprise. * Did mamma send him?
Has he any message for me ?"

* I believe he came to inquire about Miss

o Ludlow. Oh, go along, you efupid little

2 muff I"—this last for Niniche's benefi$, who

was too busy to see the gauntlet he had

~ "\ thrown down within an inch of her black
A 050,

= The girls exchanged a glance.

pale ; but she smiled and said—

“You see !"”

Bee smiled too—scornfully.

“ Teddy, get up and hold the wool for

. Lmoy,” she eaid rising. “I want to see
George ; perhaps he will walk home with us.”

Bee ran back to the house, and young Ack-
m'{lo l':{lted l‘:.i\:’l‘ang limbs up lrom‘:l the grass
on U o ivi

“ If you don’t 1}‘1‘1‘1‘3&‘ lee ogcllxlgyﬂ'.?we:im

. , passing the wool over his great hands.
Shnzywu looking so very pale now that the
young man remarked i,

* You are not strong enough for much
traveling,”” he said kindly. * I wish Mra,
Thomwpson to the deuce !

“ Poor Mrs. Thompeon !"
with an hysterical laugh. .

“ Ah,” eaid Ted, with satisfaction, ** here
comes March Isee! You just ask him what
he thinks abcut it, Miss Thrale.”

Lucy started violently and caught at the
young man'’s sleeve. 2

“ You wiil hold the wool for me ?"
paid nervously. * You don’t mind ?
don't want to go back to the house ?”

« Not at all,” he answered placidly, look-
ing at her in some surprice. * Are you
afraid March is going to order you to stay at
hewe ?"

“ No—oh, no! . What is it to Doctor
March ?” she said hurriedly. * Oh, Mr,
Ackroyd”—as the young man, seeing George
coming, stood up, regardless of the wool—
« please do not go away !"

gl'oddy looked at her again. George was
brushing past the lilac bushes with his broad
shoulders. A sudden red blush had risen to
the girl’s face.

“ That is better,” young Ackroyd said
good humoredly, nodding. * But I don’t
see why Mrs. Thompson sheuld bury such
roges in her school room either. They don’t
lulnrish in Sheflield—aek the Doctor if they
will 1"

Luocy started up, trying to hide her hot
cheeks with her hands, and to look uncon-

i

Lucy was

*

Lucy eried,

T

she
You

cerned.

“ Oh, that nnughti Niniche,” she exclaim-
ed, running across the grass plot as Doctor
March was almost upon them ; * she is wor-
rying something again ! She eats up all our
gloves and slippers if we don’t watoh her, Mr.
Ackroyd.”

She was gone, trailing the red wool after
her across the path and over the grass. Her
heart was beating 8o that she nearly fainted
a4 she stooped to talk to the dog. The sun-
shiny garden turned black before her eyes. A
oold dew broke out on her forehead and round
her lips.

Young Ackroyd looked after her ; and, as he
looked, he gave vent to a long low whistle,

“ That is how the wind blows, is it?" he
thought, smiling to himself. ‘' March, my
dear fellow,” he added aloud, as George

4 o 3

my lu"trt, and orushing it ;
'mbl:" and cruelty seemed to George inw
M : prohensibl

“ What have I done to you?” he gaid. *Is
it such an offense to love you, my dear?”

“ Oh, love, love—I am tired of hearing
you talk of love I" she burst forth impetu-
ously. * You ery out becanse I' tell
that—that 1 don’t care for you

don’t mind how some one

Luoy broke into'a hard little laugh; her
breath came fast ; she went on winding and
winding, and pulling the tangled skein into a
great knot.

“Oh, why,” she cried—and she shot a
swif$ look at him out of her unnatarally bright
eyes—'' why is it always Ada's lawers that
<li:ld.l in love with me? One would Juink they

id it on purpose I"

George stared at her startled.

“ Ada’s lovers I" he repeated. ‘ What do
youmean? Why should you say such a
thing as that to me 2"’

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.

“ Lucy,” he said again—and now there
was & hoarse ring of command in his voice—
* what makes you say that 2"

** Because ""—she freed herself with a strug-
gle and ran past him—* beeause it is true |
You were Ada's lover before you were mine |
she said ; and her gray gown vanished among
the trees.

George March passed his hands across his
eyes, with a laugh that was almost a sob.

“ I must be going orazy! "’ he said. ** What
fantastic nonsense has that poor child been
talking? What doesit all mean?”

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

“ I gee,” he thought, ** that this will never
end until I have spoken plainly to Miss Ludlow
about Lucy. She hassense and tact, and—- I
will see ber as soon as she will let me. If
Lucy has been believing this about me, may
it not unt for—"

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

“ My poor little love!” he said. * My
poor little motherless frightened Luocy !

The small crimson ball she had been wind-
ing had caught against the bush in her flight,
snapping the wool in two. It lay in George's
path, and he picked it up and putit away
into his pocket-book, pressing it fondly against
his side as he did so.

Omrr_xn—KLVL

Ada's lover | Poor Lucy's desperate words
rang disagresably 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 Migs Ludlow from any miscon-
struction of that sort, and to convinee Lucy
SHHG 1Y, BUQA plio walyy deeld hia Hia
after dinner reflections in the solitude of his
study were not alfogether unhappy. He
began to think, tohope ; that he had at last
found the clue to the poor child’s treatment
of him.

True, Lucy had told *him plainly enough,
and for the third time, that she did not love
him ; but some undefined instinct in the
young man's mind rebelled as strongly as
ever against this decision.

** 8he has been thiuking of her cousin,poor
darling I he thought. * 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 your 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
fellow felt less miserable than he had felt for
many a day.

“ It will be best,” he decided after a time,
rouging himself, * to write frankly to Miss
Ludlow herself, telling her what my feelings
are sbout Lucy. She must be partly pre-
pared for the confession by what passed be-
tween us that evening in the garden. If she
is able to see me to-morrow, well and good.
1f not, she will send me a line, and I will
wait.”

The Doctor wrote his note,still comfortably
smoking, and then rang the study bell.

“ Let William ride over with this note to
King's Road,” he directed, ** and wait for an
answer.”

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

lunged 1esolutely into the first pages of a
rench work in which he was professionally.
interested.

Willtam retnmﬁin due timo with a mes-
sage, and it was Miss Thrale who sent it.
The young lady came into the hall herself,
the Doetor's groom explained, and told
him to say that Miss Ludlow would see his
master at any time after twelve on the mor-
TOW.

George felt vexed. Why need Miss Lud.
low hsve told people $hat he had been writ-
ing to her ? Wonld not this peor child be
more confirmed than ever in her belief about
them both ? However, all that would soon
be set to rights.

The few visita he
very brief, :I'ha

g were

paid vext mornin,
-smallest ind! ce in

reached the m«h, i
hangs upon arimson wi believe. Miss
Thrale has been winding it up as if for. bare
life ; allow n::ohtnufu it to you. Hold out
sure thumbs
-im I I see Beo
me—I mean I hear her beckoning—

understand.”
stood, bewildered and slittle foolish
looking, with the wool on his hands. Ted
on his heel,

+ Bhouldn’t wonder if that red wool were
turn into & telegraph wire, and reach to
Bheflield I" he thought sagely,as hmmd

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 his
eyes, at the slender figure that was kneeling
on the grass. This was his very last chance,
as he felt, of speaking to Lucy 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 greas strong dark man,
with his clever hands and fine brain, tremb-
ling at sight of a blue-eyed slip of a girl,
hardly daring to approach her or to speak her

g in a queer dumb re.
bellion why he should be doomed to carry his
love and longing within him finsatisfied

o his grave.

“ I would be so good to her—so loyal—so
patient,” he thought, clenching his hands
with unoonscious passion. ‘‘ Ilove her so
absolutely—every hair of her pretty chestnut
head—every fault and virtue in her eweet
nature—that I feel as if my love gave me
some sovereign power over her—as if it were
weak and to argue with her about
it. Sheis mine. Heaven made ber for me,
and brought her to me to be cherished. How
;l:n she—my darling, my wife—deny herself

me ?”

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

“ Lmey,” he said, ** I have come back again,

see.”

She started up, deadly white now, the sweet
red blush of a few moments before as desd as
" last yoay's roses.

n he was on his way to King’s

gosaip was denied his or
their friends ; so that early in the the mild
May afternoo:
T

were
lawn of the small villa ;
colors were breathing and

on the tranquil
soents and

were open. A
curtain was fluttering from Lucy’s little cham.
ber under the rool.

As the young man waited in the pleasant
garden roem, with its sunshiny bay windows
and lilas scented breezes, something was
stirring at his heart and
“Thronged his pulses with the fulness of the

ring,

It wa there, by that table laden with ar-
tistic litter, that he had first talked to Luoy.
Bhe had a big spron en and something tied
over her head, he remembered; and the
lovely young coloring and ontlines of her
face looked all the sweeter for her ugly dis-

guise.

She had turned him out that day, to be
sure ; but gince then they had stood there to-
ether again, and she bad pat her hands

into his and promised to obey his
bidding —and he did not know then that he
loved her! He had fo'l'li &o .l;ld desire, such
as was always present im now, to clasp
her, to crush her to him, to defy the world to
take her from him!
He turned away from his absorbed contem-
s!::ion of the table and walked to the win-

The garden was full of eadder memories ;
he sighed as he looked out. He had the tiny
ball of erimson wool still in his pocket book.

“ Ads in 8 |'the pogket-book
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my answer
Bhe let her
shoulder, hi

flaxen head sink against his
her eyes against it and oling-
, to the young man's blank

— for Heaven's

winding arms. * There is some

“ No,” she murmured, still hiding her
bappy eyes against his breast. ** There have
been too many between us in the past. I
know that now. But lam of myself at
last, and I can answer 85 you me 1 your
letter. I loveyot, George! You must never |
doubt me any more.” And taking up his|

mhmm{nnd'in b“:wolittla palms,

looked now, smiling
through a mist ol’ . "’“‘h I who am
: very well.

frivolous

to stone. He could
“eould {not silence the
o beringing the

o stood as
not speak or stir,
loving words that seemed
the knell of his life's happiness. What hor-
rible juggling had beeh going on? Whose
hand déalt him this overwhelxing blow ?
The young man shuddered-with the lorce of
conviotion that seized upon him.

“ The letter ?” he saidin a lifeless voice
freeing himself at last from Ada’s grasp and
falling heayily into a chair. * When did you
get the letter ?"

** Dear little lotter I” Ada knelt down be-
side him and took it, coloring as she did so,
from the bosom of her white gown.
“ Lucy brought it to me this morning. I
was asleep Iast 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 init ?” she msked, giving it to him,
“ George, did yon really doubt my feeling
for you? It has been very hard to hide it
from you nll this 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 own.

« Ada,” it said, ** I oan bear this suspense
no longer. Since I spoke to you in the garden
and told you how I had learned to love you, I
have called several times, but you have been
denied to me. Send me one word of assurance
that you return my love, as I think you do,
and that you will be my wife, or give me
leave to come and hear the happy truth from
your own lips. Your devoted

Georae MAgcH.

“ Who has seen this ?"’ the unhappy young
man asked, crushiog it up in bis hand. “Have
you told any one !”

Miss Ludlow looked in some surprise at his
disturbed face.

* Only my mother,” she said,in a shy
whisper ; * and dear Mrs. Throgmorton,
George, was here.”

With a bitter execration he started to his
fect. Ada turned pale at the sound.

“ Oh, George,” she said reproachfully, ** I
did not think you would mind Mrs. Throg-
morton. She has set her heart on—on our
engagement ever since I came to Barlaston,
and—-""

Bne began to ery. Surely an accepted
lover had never before acted in 8o strange a

manner,

“Pe ma,” Qoargo vaid shortly,’'as he
wiped his brow and walked to theopen window
for air. “I—I did not know what I was
saying.”

¥or a few moments he stood in horrible
excitement, trying to think, trying to reason ;
bat the cruelty of which he had been made
the victim maddened him. He felt| danger-
ous.

Ada was crying gilently where he had left
her. Bhe looked after him, with eyes full of
pain.

“ George,” she eaid at last—and now there
was a touch of wounded pride in her gentle
voice—** I think that you will acknowledge
that you are treating me very strangely. Are
you ashamed of your choize already? I was
80 proud of your love, dear, that I could not
help boasting of it.”

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

* Miss Ludlow—Ada,” he began, with sud-
den resolution, ** I wish I could spare you the
pain of what I am going to say. Your sweet-
ness, your kindly feeling towards me, for
which I can never be sufficiently grateful,
make it all the harder for me to explain. But
I owe you the truth at least; and I must tell
you.”

In a moment a soft little hand was over his
mouth.

“Tell me nothing against my hero;” she
said, in & pretty moved voice ; ** I gshould not
believe it.” 2

The young man ook down the little hand,
very gently, but very firmly.

* You must let me speak,” he said—'*in.
deed you must. This letter-—"

Before he could finish his sentence, the
curtains parted suddenly, and Lucy Thrale
came through, closing them with both hands

ind her. Ada ran to her.

“ Lucy,” she cried eagerly, her pale face all
in a glow of light and color, * come and speak

George. You must stay with me always
now—with m%gnd with your brother. Kiss
me, dear. I am so happy?” Bhe put her
arms around the girl's motionless shape and
drew her into the room. Doctor March's

| witebefore
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water, gide 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
stood go mear him—sgo far from him ;
to his hands—a lifetime distant from

Hé was resolved fo have no misunder-

“ I would rather go' a
:i:nl,”huqnid-b Fﬁft

Lu‘%u#n ﬁe." she

0 THOU! D
UIrS.
dispatoh from Liverpool announc- | bl
embarkation of 550 Mormon con-
for Balt Liake City says that over
reornits for the Utah settlements have
m port during the past summer. This
in a lHth g manner ﬂnt.‘lho
Mormon hierarchy is making a greater effort
than ever $o strengthen its power. Every
one of these converts costs money, and the
money comes out of the treasury of the
Mormon ohurch. Nobody joins the Latter

i

MORMON l:lm

hioh
it is

companionship, and, to a certein’ ¢
l{mxﬂhy of whomsoever he meets.
s

Englishman claims,
implicitly, a right to

Day Saints from his or her own uninfluenced
j t. The

candid sweet
of despera-
tion. !
+ Of course not,” he answered shortly ; and
he walked away from her agein along the
bank of the mere.
The wind was whistling among the reeds,
the sky was overcast, a few sad drops began
to fall.
« Coms, Luey,” the young man said,
ing, * we must go back to the house.

this time, no eq P
o would speak very plainly, very frankly ;
. : he would try to convinee this motherless
child that the mistaken sacrifice she had
begun was a solemn wrong done to herself
and 0 two other people beside, and that it
, | Was her duty, while yet there was time, to

s foture || 1enounce it.
hours | . He had sent Lucy to Oroome because he
I:l?lg:m“ﬁ;i.ﬂ er a little time to:::::

1w t the ‘was not strong eno
" P endure such a nervous minu‘n,d lately
o | et Bt S s
G past in an and unwhole-
6 99 L thet had dazsled her and

a6 the
on the
Barlaston.

8 was nmom{i
table, '* I—1 don't
me."

“ Gopi ""‘Eﬁ?“'ﬁ’“{;"“ﬁ""“&i‘

e iy

m.«lgb.mha-{uh.io :

if very quietly, on the subjeat o
their engagement was

“ Liucy is to live with us,” he
shall never leave us with my co

va'.’?;.;.“uu Ludlow. absolutely forsook | 8ble or 8 glorious side to the forging of a

2 letter.
::r':o ::.t[':: I:&r:“a: x ti_ma &) wenl w ‘:g The young man used those exact words in

Mary Throgmorten Was a8 ted, | Ppeaking of what had been done; they
nlgu‘ly. as ithporiant, as if it had been Bee's | S0unded horrible..
marrisge she was ansioij < Jong |  Jiuey did not wince ; she only stood very
the Upper Brunswick 'streét pony carriage white and still, and her tears were dropping
was trotting between King's Road and Bean- | heavily on her clasped hands as sho looked
desert gardens, while of course s good deal of MNSI the mere with a blank stare and lis-
jon and brightening up was idered | ened.

. “No one knows wur secret but me,”
b 7 hnd!b?:nwm n‘:m(&r:nm that | George went on as calmly as he could; ** and
this would be an excellent opportunity for | L cannot speak untilyon tell me" to do so.
leaving his bachelor 1 ks and A Baut I hope you will tell me to speak, Lucy.
te.a more fashionable locality. Mrs, Throg. | I came here to-day that you might tell me.”
morton even pointed out an extremely desir- BShe did not say a word, but her tears kept
able honse; bright, airy, commodious, which falling—falling on her bosom and on her
was to let not very far from her own, and | lasped hands.
told George that she was sure Ada or any *T'o tell the truth now will be, I know. to
yonng wife would find ita good deal more | cause a great deal of pain and fusion ;

You will get wet.”

She ed on obediently at his mde.

1 will not stay now to see Mrs. Ackroyd.”

he explained. * You will say good bye,

to her for me. And remember, dear, you hr}1

my sister now ; I have a right to take care of
ou,”

4 TO BE CONTINUED.

GOOD NATURE.

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

if we

a mask covering unlovely traits of
Energy and thrift and faculty are commend-
able qualities, and, if not cmbined with & too
shrewish or domiveering disposition, render
their possessor a useful member .of society,
and & desirable companion on the jourmey of
life. Talent and genius we admire; and oul-
tivated manners are pleasant to meet with;
but good rature, that cheerful and sunny
disposition that takes the world at its best—
that gives smiles for frowns, aud gentle words
for harsh and bitter ones—that overlooks
wrongs and forgets injaries—who shall give
it its full meed of praise ?

1 have in my mind’s eye, as I write, a little
woman who possesses this virtue in an emi-
nent degree —not that idle good nature that is
good natured becanse it is too sluggish and
easy to take the world in any other fashion ;
but that good Bli’_m'b that is m.d‘o_ up from a

it o be but
character.

cheerful than number nine. but what is that to the mortal agony we
1t appeared however that Dootor March had | should bring upon each other, and on another
& strong objection to leave Beaudesert gar~ | 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 sweet in
partienlarly desired the change, he would | other days—‘‘ you used to be brave—don’t
yield to her wishes. you remember ?—you used to do what was
He repeated this to the young lady herself | right for right's sake when I spoke to you and
at their next interview ; and Ada declared that | showed you how you were in fault. Are you
she should scold dear Mrs. Throgmorton for | going to persist, foolishly and cruelly now, in
attributing such whims and fancies to her, | & lie ?”
adding that the dear quaint old house where Btill there was no answer except Luoy's
George had lived for so many years before | tears.
she, Ada, had known him was already sacred “1 acknowledge all the difficulty of the
in her eyes, confession,” George went on—'* the peculiar
«1 may have pretty things and flowers | diffictlty it presents to you; but,if you would
out the rooms, may I net?” the gentle | trust me— "'
bride elect said, smiling up into hey lover's She made an imploring gesture.
sober face, * And I may alter the furniture | * I am not epeaking of my love for youm,
just a little ? I believe I am a tiny bit jealous | Lucy,” ihe young man explained, with a break
of the house you have knowu so much longer | in his kind rough voice—*! 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, so that | will not urge it upon you 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- | & 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 | riage!”
touched. Indeed one evening, on his return Bilence still. George began to feel, with a
home, having missed a little low chair which | terrible weight at his heart, $hat he might as
had always stobd there close to the fire—a | well have spoken to the marble dryed he had
little blue velvet chair, which wae certainly | passed a few minutes be(ou'; the park. He
out of keeping with the sombre fittings of the | turned away and took two ree paces along
room—the young man angrily rang the bell | the bank of the mere. Lucy did not stir;
and demanded $o know what had become of it. | she still stood looking, with tightly oclasped
Mrs, Batters explained that at Mre. Throg- | hands, acroas the water. But her heart was
morton’s suggestion it had been removed to | beating o fast that it nearly choked her. 8he
some other room to which it had originally | tried to think, to reason; but she could not.
belonged. She saw no other way out of the web of
“ Bee that it is bﬂ;buk. please,” said | difficulties than the miserable way she was
Dootor March very , 40 the geo h

ol 1o v

k 's infinite , let it be , it will come right — surely it

at_once t no one enters the | will I” she saying to herself w{ldly,
out my on, while George March wflked away from

the little blue velvet chair was ro-estab- | her along the bank. * He cared for

lished close to his 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 befallgn him. her poor tortured uittle brain and made her

In a few weeks he be married, and | shuddez.
married to a woman he did not love, BSix * How can I help it I she oried aloud,
months before hom he would have laugeed | setting her teeth and rocking herself to and
such a possibility to scorn ! How stoutly he | ffo in pain. ** How could I speak ?"
would have denied that he could ever be | Indeed the struggle wastoo great for her
brought to such a pass—that he, who had | strength. She knew this so well that she
frlt it weak, wrong, disloyal to yield to the | would willingly have given it up and laid
vague pity and interest that Bee Throgmor. | down and died, if such a thing conld have
ton had roused in him 1n the time of her | been. She wondered with a great sob why
girlish trouble—who had thought it his sim- | she had not died in her illness, and so have
ple duty to see her suffee rather than betray | been out of everybody's way. Whichever way
her by any word of hisinte the desecration | she looked, the future stretched before her
of a loveless marriage—that he would before | 80 sad and gray and dull that it filled her
long be drearily counting the days that were | with unspeakable terrer.
left him until 8 woman far leds dear to him | eorge turned when.he reached the boat-
than his old friend and playfellow shonld | house and walked back to her again. She saw
come into his house, into his life, there 1o re | him coming ; in a moment more she would
main as long as they both lived ! have to speak.

It is not Ada's fault; poor girl I" he had “ Were you listening to me just now,
decided from the first. * Heaven knows I | Lucy ?” the young man asked ; and she an-
had no thought of wirning her love ; but I | swered ** Yes.”
oan only feel gratefal for it! If things had | ‘‘And what have you to say to me, my
happened otherwise, I suppose she would | dear ?” _
have gone away and leu-ue: in time to for- Bhe looked at him then, with tears still
get, and would have been happy with some | 1unning down her cheeks—at his kind hag~
one else, But now”—he sighed heavily— | gard face, his beseeching eyes. Perhaps, if
** whoever suffers, it must not be Ada. BShe | right and her own desire had not taken
has done nothing to deserve it.” hands, she would have acted differently.

And then Iis eyes would fall on the little | But she felt that to do what George asked
chair by the hearth, and he would remember | was to seek her own happiness at the cost
that it must remain empty now, as empty as | of the girl she had already unintentionally

i , until the end. wronged. It was all very hard and

Lucy had gone to Oroome. As soon as his | cruel, ehe thought; but at least she herself
engagement was aunounced, he had suggested | would suffer the most.
to his kind friend Mrs. Ackroyd that she | * Have you nothing to say ?” urged George
would be doing poer tle  Mias | in his fierce anxiety.

Thrale & kindness in giving her a| ‘‘Nothing,” she answered, with an irre
weok of the sweet ocountry air ;| pressible burst of sobbing — * nothing,
snd Luoy, free from the overhanging dread | nothing. Ob, pray go ."[’,' and leave me.
of Mrs. Marmaduke Thompson and Mrs, | I do not deserve that you should talk to me
Th 's went willingly enough. | at all.”

“
u wag
study

Bo

was i 1n her

new joy.

Lucy made no answer to her cousin’s trem-
uleus words. Bhe stood, igid and white, and
ﬁohﬁ with & blank stare straight at George

arch.

_ **Speak to her, George,” urged Ads, smil-
ing and hastily drying her tear. * Tell her
that she shall live with us always now, that
she shall never go away. I must go fo
mamms, Luoy. Bring George with you.”

Bhe ran through the curiains. Goo‘:aa
went to Lucy and caught her hands in ¥
orushing them with painful foree, soorching
her with the indignation of his eyes.

The girl went on staring at him as if she
bad not felt his grasp; she did not scem to
se¢ him as she looked. And then all the
young man’s madness and anger furned sud-
denly eold within him. If he spoke, il he
told the truth, what would become of this
unhappy child ? Where would she hide her
head? What could blot out her second

t disgrace :

And he bad sworn #o think of her -before
avery one else in the world—in her guilt as
well a8 in her innocence—he had sworn that
she 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 across him, putting
out the fires of his wrath and rage.

“ Luoy,” he said, i
a kind of grosn—* oh, ucy, what
have you done? Why did you write that
letter "

Caaern XLIIL
Miss Ladlow and Dootor March wére en-
All Barlaston heard the news before a week

had ; and Barlasien was as much an-
as if she had not been ioting the

i

14
£

She was not sorry to be for & time out of A cloud passed over the sun and darkened
sight and hearing of the marriage prepara- | the rufiled bosom of the water. The young
tions; she felt that it was a relief not to have | man rubbed his eyes wearily with his hand
to meet Dcotor March daily as her consin’s | ahd gave a short sigh.

lover, “ Luoy,” he said, with wonderful patience
Every one was glad to see Miss Thrale | and kindness, “if this sacrifice concerned
again at Ommm children were wild | yoursell alone—foolisd and wicked as I think
with joy. it—you might perhaps be justified in carry-
Dw" enid placid Mts, Ack- | ing it out, But have you any right to con-
unusualwarmth, * I always | demn me to lifelong wretchedness for
Loy liked, not Miss | the sake of some mistaken feeling about what
. But there | you owe to your cousin ? I speak sensibly,
you see, selfishly. I cannot look at sucn

go out to | & thing in a sentimental light at all.”

“I have no right,” the girl answered hum -«
bly still sobbing; “ butI canvot say what
you want me to eay.” ~

“ And 8o you condemn ms to fulfil this
engagement which has bsen thurst upon
me?"”

A low ery broke from her.

“ Oh, don't say that—pray don't say
that I

' “ You know very well, you poor child, that
now, not his 8ny | I would rather cut my throat than tell what I
water 80d | know without your consent.” The poor fel-
. The mild | jow's voice was husky and boken with grief
round herpretty | and passion. ' What would become of you
bending | then ? They will take you away, and I should

covered, | never see you again.”

o’ Begien “That would be best,” Lucy answered,
drying her tearsand trying to control the
bim quivering of her lip. * And I have made up

the | Y mind to go in any ease. I have written

t $0 Madam Vernon. Iwill go baek to the

e convent, and then I shall be out of everyone’s
" -
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way.'
A look of despair came into George March's
face,  This is - what he had been dreading.
felt Lhn:u ﬁgm thnun;:omt"hl‘:ddoom Was
ope. 8 persi in urging
. mmmgh.mmm only lose
irrevocsbly ; she had not strength to face
shame of the confession. It was useless
to demand it of ber.
not spesk of that, Luey,” be said
after a panse. ‘‘If you go back to
convent, I shall have nomotive for silence,
would be no marriage a$ all; I should
 away to America—anywherg.”
Luey put her two hands to her head in
weary bewilderment ; her troubles were not

"

> she rep d
George’s hard look melted at the
her face.
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“ Unless it gives you a home,” he answered
gently. “ Let everything remain as it is, my
dear; I will say no more to distress you. If

“ 1 need mot ask if you ‘are bettor, Lucy,”
* 1 can gee i in your face. I

kind disp d with a
temper disciplined and under control ; a judg-
ment enlarged; and heart rendered charit
able in the school of life; and & mind fhat
has learned through cbservation 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 much of them.
- Such a person ia Mrs, Nor is
she one of those who, being good themselves,
feel themselves ealled upon to thrust other
v -»le's feelings and short comings 1n their
faces. And yet quiet unassuming as her
goodness is, one cannot but be better in her
resence ; a8 the example is so lovely and
bears such excellent fruit, to pattern after it
comes as & natural and spontaneous desire.

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

Yes, the children are indeed pleasant
mannered and amiable. They never rce
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
they think mamma perfection itself—they
follow in her footeteps and take upon them-
selves her pretty, gentle ways? Place them
under a different guardianship for a few years,
and see how they will come out, and whether
or no they possess more than ordinary good-
ness or sweetness of disposition !

Her husband indeed is devoted, and knows

weigh upon
unreasonable ; ‘or if plain words are to be
used, a trifle, and sometimes more than a
trifle, oross.

*In the first years of our married life,’
#aid Mrs, M. to me one day, * Henry used to’
be much more fretful and unreasonable than
he is now, and I was young, sensitive and in-
experienced, and would cry my eyes out over
every cross word he said to me. I found this
didn’t mend matters ; and when the children
began to come, I said to myself, * what a
miserable household I shall have, and how
unfitted I shall be to train up my little ones
into the happy and,cheerful 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 & cheerful way, let
come what would ; that let Henry say what
he liked to me, I would not mind in
the least; that I would take every
cross or fault-findiopg word as if it
were not meant—would turn it off as
a jest, or at least let it pass lightly as nof
worth worrying over ; and I have heid to my
resolution ever sinve, ' My husband at first
soarcely knew what to.make of it ; and he

for the most

10 his desth.
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iggest lie of the season.
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AMERICAN MANNERS.

The Claims of Men of  Nationaile
tles umm

The Ameri claims,
mplicitly, & natural and inborn
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are
4, gathered up in the i

back country distriots of Europe by shrewd
missionaries who are lalitl hso ‘k]lﬂ:“ n‘:d
traveling e: , and who work un 0
ordml:g II:AW President and the Twelve Apos-
tles of the church. b
anything is said to them about theinstitution
of gemy, and they are mnot intelligent
mm to have learned much about the prac-
tice of the Saints save whas is told them by the
missionaries. The prospect of free farms and
an easy life, together with a free passage to
America, are the chief motives which lure
them from their homes, Many of them are
doubtless converted by emotional preaching,
exhorting and singing, but it ia not to be sup-
posed that they get any olear conception of
the fantastic doetrines of the Mormon seot or
any correct idea of the mannerof living in

Utah,

‘When the Mormon cenverts 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
10 ovey its officers. The new arrivals, ignor-
ant and destitute, have no choice but to go
where they are told to go. They are detailed
like the piopeers of au army to extend the
lines of Mormonism by oceupying fertile-val-
leys not yet eettled, or are sent as reinforce-
ments to feeble frontier communities.

‘We are beginning to realize of late that
Mormonism is mot a weak and dying
institation. It is the best orgmiged religious

he please. Go up

lishman in the street and blun xk

way to such and such a b

reward the unprovoked m:llsu&

privacy with the very coolest. of

Tt is doubiful whether | stares. But if you preface your
an “I beg your pardon™

BsEo
tfraeh

thereby that you are asking a
favor), he will answer you very oivilly
and even go out of his way to show you yours.
A conversation abruptly launelied into in an
English railway carriage will probably
short at the outset by what strikes us Ameri-
cans as very gratuitously rude ourtness.
&nl it t'h:l conversation is introduced by
at unfailing open sesame, ‘T beg yous
pardon,” it will flew on  very plea-
santly, and likely as not efid in an

tous

ki

.invitation to pass & week or &0 ab a country
it

are often #hocked ai the
¥ baaring of Gy shop~
keepers, especially of German bankers, It
rarely ocours to them that $hey themselves
have opened hostilities, as it were, by break-
ing the very first rule of Germsn good
reeding, in keeping their hats on. In
yusly takes off
shop or couns-

ing room, as in a lady’s parlor.

An ke 'be of ;mr tdx " onu‘
hap to be one of a party o! who wen!
o tE:n top of a certain tower in Germany, the
view from which is famous, 'L'he party was
shown the way by a daughter of the guardian
of the tower, & comely young girl of seventeen
or thereab friend treated her

ouee, Americans

gect in the world with the possil p
of the Catholic Church, snd mm
r body temporal as well as
.-'-ﬁ' is constanily on the
wal for opportunities to establ new
settlements, ‘The whole of Utah and much
of the adjoining territories of Idaho and
Arizons have been explored with a view to
finding favorable localities for Mormon
colonies. When it was decided to plant a
new colony, a detail is madeof a few old
and trus 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

of
th-ny‘ ‘ sh_nn ortnlnokum.bfihd: wmmwﬂ for
beleayed | e fuuh and. giow loses 18 wirtiivancar

s pyrotechnio dieplay of cotrtesy. Well,
when the party had got to the top of the tower
they only foun ene ir  theve,
upon which the Frenchman ix
seated himself. This authenti
qute el isti If we A
pre eminent for good, solid, efficient polite-
ness, we certainly are deplorably deficient in
manner, We have neither thie dignified re-
pose of the English, nor the grate of con<
tinental E Posgibly we are shy,

stand

community thus formed is carefully
by the contral authorities until itis prosper-
ous and independent. Polygamy 1s favorable
to & rapid increase of population, and the
Mormon dootrine that those who have the
the highest
a

most children will enjoy
geats in  heaven = is special

to large famili Thus the

Mormons increase rapidly by natural growth

a8 well ag by heayy importations of foreign

converis. They have already overspread the

limits of the arable portions of Utah, and
their settlements may be found five hundred
miles south of Salt Lake City in Arizona,
and two hundred miles north in Idaho.

‘We must give the Mormons credit for re
deeming from a desert a section of country
which would hardly have attracted immi-
grants not moved by religious fanaticiem.
Perhaps their delusion may have indirectly
accomplished a great work for the future
civilization of the inent in changing the
barren valleys of its central plateau into
green oases of fertility, but they are too pow-
erful for their continued growth to be re-
garded with indifference by the rest of the
country. They are not Americans in any
proper sense, for their only allegiance to the
United States is an enforced and unwilling
one. They are Mormons first and last ; the
authority of their ** President” is held to be
more binding on them than that of the Presi-
dent of the United States, and Governors and
Judges are regarded with nothing like the
respect they pay to their Bishops and Apostles,
They are capable of doirg a great deal of
mischief if they should ever earry their hatred
of the civil authorties to the extent of armed
resistance. It is high time to show them
that the United States law is superior to the
decrees of the Salt Lake City hierarchy. A
strict enforcement of the statutes against
polygamy, to the extent, at least, of prevents
ing any more plural marriages, is probable all
that is needed to convert the powerful Mor-
mon church into 8 harmless sect, for it is
their peculiar institution that makes the
Mormon & people apert and a wenace to the
tranquility of the country., If they were not
lawbreakers they would Boon lose the
superstitions  sentiment of duty which
makes them the slaves of their church author.
ities, snd might in time become as good eciti-
zens as the membera of & soore of other queer
sects which our liberal laws have allowed
to grow, and prosper upon our soil.—N. ¥,
Tribune.

ANOTHER SUN STORM.

(Rochester 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 were forming
rapidly. In half an hour after the first ob-
servation three spots were seen. The region
was broken and angry for a great space, but
the area of the distuibance was not balf so
great as that mentioned last 'week. A vory
great group of spots is just disappearing
from view by the sun's rotation. As this
group was just coming into view when the
great stormt region was disappearing, the
spots marking the lalter must soon reappear
by the sun’s rotation, unless they have been
dissipated while turned away from us. These
disturbances seem to be in well defined belts,
north and south of the sun’s equator.

)

soon found I was not to be fretted, saddened
or put out ; and as there was neither opposi-
tion to his irritableness nor fuel furnished it,
it burned out the sooner ; and I think he
grew ashamed of his one sided disagreeable-
ness, for he seldom speaks now in avy but an
amiasble way ; and I flatter myself we are
about as cheerful and happy a family, take us
all in all, as is to be lonm;)."

How much better this than to make
much of every hurs and wrong to brood over
and dwell upon it till a mote becomes a moun-
tain ?

. Trymy little friend's practice, weary wile
and mothet, to whom life seems all up. hill
work, with little repompense of love er grati-
tude, and see if her plan of not minding, tak-
ing things ina light and cheerful way, does
noj pour oil upon the froubled waters, and

ke the sometimes rough and hard going
wheels of domestic machinery run in more
easy and comfortable grooves.

STREET PAVEMENTS,

iin

The d P t of a new sun storns was
coincident with the farious heat Monday,
whioh was eontinued yesterday. There was
& delusive promise of rain Monday efening.
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 perform its office. ' It
requires cald to produce condensation, and
the cold currents which are rushing toward
the heated regions become heated by the
solar energy and the hot earth, so the temper-
ature is not sufficiently reduced to prod
rein, In viewof present conditions, it is well
to husband the water supply, and all supplies.
It is quite probable that the hot and very dry
summer will be followed by a long cold winter.
There has been an unprecedent evaporation
of moisture from the seaand earth. When
the tion comes and ion begins,
the loss of heat will be so great that the cold
will be gevere. The effect of solar disturb.
ance on the southern rea during the winter in

The Latest y in
England.
The English have hit on a way of preparing
asphalt for roads which is said to add pgmt-
ly to its durability and value 8s & paving ma-
te.inl. It is thus desoribed in the London
Times :
Although the value of 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 slipperi-
ness under the influence of slight moisture,
To remedy the first of these defects heavy
road rollers bave been used, while for the
second sharp sand or some other gimilar ma-
terial has been introduced into the body of
the bitumen. The most recently devised
method of treating it in order to remove these
drawbacks, and apparently the most success-
ful, comsists in "'u‘" with the
lding the

bi and pound under
pressure. The limestone is erushed, heated,
and mixed with the bitumen ata temperature
0f252 degrees Fahrenheit, the same having a
great affinity for the bitumen when heated.
The combination is then into rectan-
gular blocks of cenvenient size in moulds
under a pressure of about fifty tens. The
blocks are then submitted to a ocold water
bath until they are cold and ready for 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 eombined with the ecracks
formed by the joints of the blocks, presents
an excellent foothold for horses. A portion
of the roadway in Queen Victoria street, ad:
joining the Mangion House station of the
Metropolitan District railwsy, has just been
Iaid with this material, which has been in use
for some time past in the United Btates with
excellent results.

—————e e
—At a recent Cleveland, 0., wedding, the
floral decoratiens consisted solely of field
daisies and smilax, The mantels, window
and évery available space were filled by them,
and the bride and groom stood under a wed-
ding bell composed of daisies, entwined with
sprays of smilax. The bride’s veil was eaugh
with a cluster of the same pretty wild flowers;
she wore them in her corssge and carried a
bouquet of them as

—The needles of #he Romans in the first
century were made of bronze,

this k iphere will further complicate mat-
ters by adding watery vapor, which must be
condensed, robbing the airof its heat contin-
uously.

Any considerable permanent incresse uf
solar energy wonld “bring glacial action by
incressing the eeld of winter through conden-
gation of excessive volumes of watery vapor.
If the history of the great glacier which once
oevered the site of this city were fully known,
it weuld doubtless be found & result of -
solar energy through a series of years,
perhaps & maximnm sun spot period in not
very remote time. For man lived on the
earth during the glacial period and the work
of his hands is found on the glacial drift.

1f the reaction from the presente 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.

A BRIEF NOVELLETTE,

The Louisville Courier Journal prints a
romantic story, furnished by a special cor-
dent, which it either the

and try to Lideour shyness under an assumed
gruffness of bearing. Certainly it scems,
pine times out of ten, as if an American, even
while performing a very polite set, thought
himself degraded by any outward show of
courtesy. He may willingly and cheerfully
offer his seat to a lady, and be perfectly con~
tent to stand himself, but his manner ef
making the offer is almost insulting. He will
growl out, ** Take my seat,” or else he will
make the offer with a jovial familiarity of
manner which would be quite in keeping
between two old pot companiens in aap-

room. We may be rich in the solid gold, but
we are poor indeed in the small change of
politeness.. * Fine words butter me pars-
nips,” say we; this is a mistake; fine words
(and manners) buttor all kinds of parsnips ;
indeed, as Thackeray says, there are many
people whose parsnips are buttered in ne
other way.—Boston Transeript.

A BARKING TURTLE.

“ It may be all right,”” says Uncle Jake
.Dittrick to our reporter on the civie holiday,
while having a quiet chat with the otd man,
« but I don’t put much faith in them snake
stories, and besides, the boys who live around
Mud Creek can tell lies just as well as the
next one. : I think their are more real down-
right lies told in newspapers aboat snakes
than any other things we read of.

¢ Did I ever tell you about the old turtle
that was the terror of the Twelve Mile Creek
forguearly a hundred years ?"

* No. Let us hear it."”

“ Well, about forty-eight or fifty years ago,
when I was a young man we had our farm
down here on the creek, just above 'Corbif's
brick yatd, and a nice place it was too. The
great pine and walnut forests were then
standing on the east side of the ereek, and
in them days it was a deep, rapid river;
of fine perch and bass, with lots of snakes
and turtles. The wild grapes used
to grow in the bush, and geners
ally on Sundays the boys had &
high old time, Old man Merritt was hustling
around the canal, and there were quite a few
Irish emigrants coming in. One peor fellow
and his wile took sick, and both died in B%.
Oatharines, leaving a little girl about 8 years
of age all alone. My father took ' the shild
heme, and a resl handy girl she wis. Bhd
could fly after the cows and sheep like 4 kite:
Well, as I told you, the creck was full of tut-
tles, and she was always scared when she
had to eross it on an old tree which we used
a8 & path, One day in harvest I wus orad.
ling on the sidehill, and I heard a terrible
yeoll down at the creek. I ran down thinking
& bear had got hold of the girl, but there she
wae gbanding on the log, and an immense
turtle, almost as big as & flour barrel, barking
at her out out of she 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
counld just bark like a mastiff, and when he
wanted to come dewn the hill out of the
woods, he used to-roll over like a log.
You ghould have heard him; he was a terror ;
and I believe he must be living still down in
the long level, because turtles live to be
pretty old.”

Now, Mud Creek, come on with your
snakes,—8t. Catharines Journal.

—_———

A CONTENTED MIND.

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 rere afilicton in the
fair sex, it is freely admitted), ave the most
infallible precursors of
*“ the dejected "havior of the visage "
which is so undesirable. The disciples of
ZAisculapius 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 atthe banquet is a fail-
ing that can never in its ordinary sense be
attributed to ladies; but even the most dis-
creet lady will occasionally partake of a tempt-
ing but itable, because indigestible, dish,
and the result may be seen in a highly objeot-
ionable red tinge imparted to the nose. -
Avnother exciting cause of this latter unen-
viable condition is the still ¢ lont prac-
tice of tight lacing. Let no ome turn up the
nose at these apparently eimple matters, for
they are really more important in their results
than ladies in general are disposed to admit.
Having thus alluded to the nose, it may be
mentioned that there is one trouble to which
this important member is liable~little black
spots or grubs, which oceasionally moke their
p to the di fi of the indivi-
dual. The only way %o remove these dis-
figurements is by firmly pressing the skin
between the finger nails, and so forcing out
the grab, which is really nothing but the
11 dati of the skin—the dust
which accumulates in its pores. A perfect]
handsome noee, it has often bcen remarked,
is exceedingly rare, and great diversity of
opinion orevails as to what 2is the standard
of excellence inthe form of thix useful as
well as ornamental feature. Useful the nose
unquestionably is, in its power of expressing
the feclings. In delineatingmodesty we look
straight down the nose, if that be practicable,
and this is a gesture also axpngllve of
sheepishness in men. For conveying con-
tempt or disgust the nose is turned up ; and
in anger the nostrils are distended. Impa-
tience of contradiction orirritability of temper
are unmistakably indicated by a whole gamut
of snorts, while sniffs are the unfailing
of a flood of tearsinduced by

biggest sensation or the biggest lie of the
season, about an Indian named Francisco
Bernini, & recluse and a scholar, who com-

vexation and passion.

Hinrs ro Lovers of Frowems.—A mosk
and easy imed show of ever.

mitted suicide at his home in the
part of Pulaski County, Ky., last Saturday.
The only possible way of penetrating to the
solitary hut in which he lived was by scramb-
ling half & mile through a tangled growth of
underbrush and up a ragged mountain side.
But when once the threshold of his isolaied
home was crossed, the correspondent found
him in the midst of luxury, and with every
evidence of refinement about him. The
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
costumes. On a cos under the window lay
the dead body of the Indian, his right hand
still holeing the pistol which had ended his
sirange existence. On the table was a diary
containing evidences that in & fit of jealousy
he had committed an atrocious murder years
bef
which drove him into the wil
pursued him thither and eventually hounded ! ¢

groens may be had by a very simple plan,
which has been found o answer remarkably
well on a small scale. If geranium branches,
taken from luxuriant and buqtilul trees, be
out as for slips and immersed in soap water,
they will, after drooping for a few days, nh.d
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 moes to conceal the bottles, &
ghow of evergreen is easily insured for the
whole winter. All the different varieties of
the plants being used, the various shapes and
colors of the leaves blend into a beautiful
effect. They require no fresh water.

—There was & musician Wilhelmj

Wiso tried an old fiddle to séllmj ;

‘When I asked him the way
To make the thing play

The fellow would really not tellmj.

—The *“All Sorts” man of the Boston

H , and that the fear and remorse | Post says that & breakman on & drunk at
reebgbsn L, ilderness had | Chicago fell into a sewer, and at onoce yellgd

8¢, Lionis, change cars!”




