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A Martyr to Style.
1 despise this way of wurlr:f‘
Gowns that trail into the dust,
But the other women do it,
Aud so 1 suppose I must,
1t i# neither neat nor nobby
To be wiping up the street,
And the only ones who like it
Are the women with big feet.

If I only had the courage
T'o endure the scornful smiles
Of my fellow female creatures
1 would cling to olden styles.

1 would always have my dresses
Short enough to miss the dirt,
And I wouldn't wear mud ruffies

On the bottom of my skirt.

But 1 too great a coward
A ‘“%‘M stand to take,

S0, with all the rest I follow
In a foolish fashion's wake.

And my newest gowns I'm making
With a hateful, horrid dip,

Over which some luckless mortal
Will, some day, be sure to trip.

But I hold T am a martyr
Almost worthy of a crown,

For my meek and mild adoption
Of the now prevailing gown.

—Susan M. Best.

TWICE MARRIED.

At a late—very late breakfast, the morn-
ing after the Shirley ball, the Smiths were
assembled with the exception of Blanche,
who had entreated to be left undisturbed,
since she must sleep or die, and Percival,
who had breakfasted sketchily on scraps
and confectionery, hours before, and was
away in the woods with his gun.
deposited in a little
heap beside the general’s plate, had been
distributed. There was very little—two
newspapers, a couple of letters for Nesbit
Thorne, and one for Norma from a New
York friend, claiming a promised visit, and
overflowing with gossip and news of
(Gotham, full of personalities also, and a
faint ladylike suspicion of wickedness—a
racy, entertaining letter.

« Mamma,” observed Norma, g]unuing up
from her letter, * Kate says that Cecil Cum-
berland is engaged, or going to be engaged,
I can’t exactly make out which. Kate words
it a little ambiguously ; at all events there
appears to be considerable talk dbout it.
Kate writes: ¢ Cecil looks radiantly wor-
ried, and sulkily important. His family are
ranged in a solid phalanx of indignant oppo-
sition, which, of course, clinches the
affair  firmly. Eva Cumberland ~ was
here this ~ morning in &  white
heat of passion over it; and I believe
apoplexy or hydrophobia is imminent for
the nl([" lady.” The fact of Mrs. i
Norma’s voice trailed off intoan unintel-
ligible murmur, and she read on silently.

“ Mrs, — who, my dear?” questioned
her mother, with lively interest. Is
Cecil going to marry an objectionable
widow ?”

«Wait a moment, mamma. Katie writes
so indidtinctly, Il be able to tell you
ypresently.” There was a shade of reserve
perceptible in Norma's voice.

“ But why do the family oppose i per-
sisted Mrs. Smith. A warning look from
ler daughter admonished her to let the
matter rest ; that there were facts con-

fted with Mr. Cumberland’s marriage, the

stigation and discussion of whiﬁl had
lwlwr?u- postponed. Mrs. Smith's tongue
burned with inquiries, but she bravely held
them back, and sought to produce a diver-
sion by idle conjectures about Percival.

"Thorne presently followed her and estab-
lished' himself opposite. ~ He was great
friends with Norma 3once in the days before
his marriage there had appeared a likeli-
hood of their becoming more than friends.
All that had been forgotten by the man ;
the woman’s  memory was mow: tenacious.
They were wonderfully good friends still,
these two j they never worried or jarred on
one another.

horne, having no special desire to read
his own letters, llghlm\ a cigar, stirred the
fire Lo o glovious Maze, and waxed conver-
sational.  The 1§ he ted for dis-
cussion was the topic introdnced and inter-
dicted at the breakfast, tablea few moments
previously—the deébatable engagement of
their New York acquaintance,  On this
subject he chose to exhibit an unusual —and
as - Norma felt, unn degree  of
curiosity.  He cross-questioned the. gir
vigorously, and failing to clicit s isfactory
replies, langhing] dher of anattempt
to earn a gheap notoriety by the elaboration
of a petty mystery.

« [ wish you'd stop lryinf to put me
on the witness stand, Nesbit?" she ex-
claime 1in vexation ; “why don’t you read
vour ‘own letters? One is from Kthel,
Ll)u\\', See w hat -‘-]I\‘ s id

Thorne took his wife's missive from his
pocket, jopened, and glanced through it
hurriedly ; then turned back to the firs
page, and re-read it more carefully, the ex-
pression of his face hardening into cymicism,
dightly dashed with disgust.  The letter
was penned inalarge running hand and
covered eight pages of dainty cream laid
pape It was ramblingin phrascology,
and lachrymose in tone, but it indicated a
want, and made that want clear.

It was —divorce.

Mrs, Thorne gave no special reason for
desiring release from her marriage vows ;
she dwelt at length on her *“lonely and un-
protected ™ condition, and Wi
vself, and considered her case
;. suggesting blame to her hus and in
that he had not taken the necessary steps
for her release long before.  She intimated
that he had heen selfish and lacking in
proper consideration  for her in leaving
it to her take the initial steps in
the matter. He should have arranged
about the divorce at the time of the
separation, she said, and so have spared her
annoyanc As he had not done so, she
hoped.he would show some consideration for
her now, and help her to  arrange the dis-
agrecable husinessas speedily and privately
as powsible,  He really owed her indulgence
“Cafter all that had passed”; the last words
wore heavily underscored.

« Read that 17 he said, and tossed the
letter-into Norma's lap.  While she was
doing so, he the scal of the other
letter which proved to be a communication
of solicitors in a small town
in Hlinois, in whose hands Mrs. Thorne
had placed her case. It was delicately
wnd ambiguou worded, as became the
nature of the 1ess, and contained simply
a corteous notification of their client’s inten-
tions.

Norma had been prepared  for  Mrs.
Thorne's letter by that of her friend Mrs.
Vincent 3 and perhaps also by a secret hope
on which she had fed for years—a hope that
this would happen. She read the letter
therefore without emotion, and returned it
withont comment.

«AVell " he queried impatiently.

“\Well 17 she echoed.

“ What do you think of it "

«Ithink that Mres.  Thorne wishes to
marry again.”

“No ! —do you?”

ssary,

ace

hroke

from a firm

The tone was thought-

the wion  delivered  slowly.
The idea was a new one, and it put.a differ-
ent complexion upon the matter, because of
the child'; there were still several years
during which the personal custody of the
boy was the mother's of right. It be-
hooved him to look into this matter more
closely. \\

Yes, I'm sure of it,” responded Norma;

tits town talk. See what Kate Vincent
says about it.”
She handed him her letter folded down at
graph: *“People have been mildly
and the gosgips’ tongues set wag
a rumor which floated down from
the Adirondacks last summer, @ nd has been
gaining body and substance ever since. You
vemember how Cecil Cumberland philan-
dered after a certain lady of our acquaint-
ance last winter, and how unremitting were
his attentions? Friendship, my dear!
Harmless friendship of a pure platonic plat-
f you understand —honi soit qui mal y

Well, this autumfi the plot thick-

the platonism became less appar-
ent ; the friendship more pronounced.
Nothing painfully noticeable—oh no; the
lady is too tlever—still, the gossips began
to take a contract,”and work on it in slack
scasons, and latterly with diligence. It is
openly predicted that madam will seck a
divorce, and then !—we shall sce what we
shall sce. Cecil looks radiantly worried
and sulkily important. ~ His family are
ranged in a solid phalanx of indignant oppo-
sition, which of coursé clinches the matter
irmly.  Eva Cumbedaud was here this
morning in a white heat of passion over it,
and I believe apoplexy or hydrophobia is
immifent for the ‘old = lady. The
fact of Mre. Thorne’s bein, still a
married woman gives the affair a queer
look to squeamish mortals, and the Cumber-
land women are the quintessence of con-
servative old-fogyism ; they might be fresh
from the South Carolina woods for all the
advancement they can boast. It's wicked,
and I'm ashamed of myself, but whenever I
think of Ethel. Thofne trying conclusions
with those strait-laced Cumberlands, I'm
filled with unholy mirth.” Then followed
belated apblogies for this careless handling
of a fumiﬂ\' matter, and copious explana-
tions. -Mrs. Vincent was
woman, fond of writing, and apt to
be diffuse when not pressed for time.

Thorne returned the letter to his cousin,

interro;

& wordy

of ing to

and d his i
New York immediately.
¢ By using dicrwh Ican catch the boat
at Winter, this afternoon,” he said. ‘I
wish you'd tell your mother, Norma, onl
your mother, please ; it will be time enoug!
to acquaint the others when the whole affair
s (;{ut. b ired i ill
orma gave the requi promise will-
ingly. Bhge‘, too, okiscted to this affair
obtaining publicity. While Thorne w#ht
her father to explain s sudden call to New
York “on busi ” she icated the
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| contents of Mrs. Vincent’s letter to her

mother, and informed her of Thorne’s de-
termination.

CHAPTER- XIL

Norma was exu]tant. The thing she ‘had
longed, thirsted and well-nigh prlged for,
was coming to pass. Thorne would be a
free man once more, freeto come back to
i her, frée to bring again the old sweetness to
her life, free to renew the spring of years
'ago. Sitting by the library fire in the
%om:ni a&er her cousin’s departure,
reamed dreams and was happy—her
lips smiled.  Then
, and the hands in

| o

| eyes softened, and her

‘ her face darkened slow],
her lap cliniched themselves.  In her fierce

| joy in the possibility of her reward ing

that had usurped her life no stranger tohis?
If so—God pity him !-—and her!
CHAPTER XIV.

On the way up from Virginia, Nesbit
Thorne ran ov);r Sx his mind the ibili-
ties opened by this new move of his wife’s,
and ‘on the whole he was satisfied. The
divorce had become as much an object with
him as with her, and if she had remained

! quiescent_in the matter, he must have
i moved. He was glad to have been spared
| this—very glad that the initial steps had
been of her taking. It put him in a
position with himself. ~The manes o his
mother’s scruples would be satisfied, and
would never cause him discomfort since the
fault did net rest with him. And then the
bey—never could his son cast word or
thought of blame to the father who had be-
so well ; who had given every chance,
advantage ; acted not only
1 butof a g y
long-suffering man. Thorne felt a glow of
satisfaction in the knowledge that in years
to come his son would think well of him.
But this supposition of Norma’s in regard
to a second marriage put the whole matter
in a new light in reﬁnrd to the child. If
such a change should be in contemplation,

hav
foregone every
the part of & g

to her at last, was mingled a dread that the
| cup might be dashed from her lips a second
time.

During the year which had cl;})sed since
Thorne’s return from abroad, Norma had
contrived to establish considerable influence
over hercousin. She studied him quietly,
and adapted herself to his moods, never
boring him with an over-display of inter-
est, never chilling him with an absence of
it. Her plan was to make herself necessary
to him, and in part she succeeded. Thorne,
lonely and cut adrift, came more and more
frequently to his aunt’s house and exhibited
more and more decidedly his preference for
his cousin’s society. The thin end of the
wedge was in, and but for the move to Vir-
ginin, and its ill-starred consequences, the
inevitable result must have followed.

She also decided that it would be better
to accept Mrs. Vincent's invitation, and re-
turn to New York for a while. She knew
very well whythe invitation had been given,
|and saw through the shallow manuvres to
win her acceptance of it. Hugh Castleton,
Mrs. Vincent's favorite brother, was i
New York again, and she had not aban-
doned her old scheme of a match
between him and her friend. Norma
felt quite competent to foil  her
friend’s plans in the present as she had
foiled them in the past, so had no hesitation,
on that score, in accepting the invitation.
It would be better to be in New York—on
the spot, while thismatter should bepending.
Thorne might need advice, certainly would
need sympathy and petting ; he must not
learn to do without her. Evenifhehadonly
been amusing himself here, after his repre-
hensible wont, her presence in New York
could do no harm and might be productive
of good.

CHAPTER XIIL

One afternoon, seyeral days after Thorne's
departure, Norma donned  her warmest
wraps and set out fora walk over to Lan-
arth. B

Pocahontas, duly notified of Norma's ap
proach by the vigilant Sawney, inet her
guest at the door and drew her in with
words of welcome and praises of her bravery
in venturing abroad in such gloomy weather.
The girls did not kiss each other—as is too
much the custom with her se Pocahontas
did not like effusive embri kiss with
her meant a good deal.

When the two girls, in ng gowns
and slippers, sat over the in Poca-
hontas’ room, brushing out their long hair,
Norma found the opportunity for which she
had lain in wait the entire evening.

After some idle conversation, she deftly
turned the talk upon New York, and the
life there, and rallied all her powers to be
picturesque and entertaining.  She held
her listener entranced with rapid, clever
sketches of society and the men and women
who composed it, drawing vivid  pic
tures of its usages, beliefs, and modes of
thought and expression. Gradually she
glided into personalities, giving some of
her imli\'i(luull experiences , and sketching
in an acquaintance or two, with brilliant,
caustic touches. Soon Thorne’s* name ap-

d, and she noticed that the listener’s

»st deepened.  She spoke of him in

m terms  of admiration—dwelt on his
intellect, his talents and the bright promise
of his manhood ; and them, observing that
the brush had ceased its regular passes
over the bright brown hair, and
that the gray eyes were on the fire, without
pause or warning she spoke of his hurried
courtship and sudden marriage.
involuntarily as she saw the cold, gray
pallor creep slowly over the girl’s face, and
noted the sudden tremorthat passed through
her limbs; but she steeled herself against
compassion, and proceeded with her brush-
ing and her narrative like one devoid of
sight and understanding.

““1 can not expect you, who know *n-xl:ll
so slightly, to be much interested in all
this,” she said, watching Pocahontas
through her lashes; ‘I fear I only bore
you with my story, but my mind  has
been e ised over the poor fellow’s
Lr}’ s again lately, that T must unburden
it b some one. You have no persorial in
terkst in the matter, therefore you will for-
give mf' 1rvsxmsmnﬁ; on your _m-\lyu:s.\'
especially when I tell you that I've no one
at home to talk to.  Nesbit wishes particu-
larly that his story shouldn’t get abroad
here, and if I should revive it in Blanche’s
mind, she -might mention it to others.
Mamma would not; but unfortunately
mamma and I rarely look at a thing from
the same standpoint. _It's been a relief to
speak to you—far greater than speaking to
Blanche. = ‘¢ Blanche is so excitable

Yes ; Blanche was excitable, Pocahontas
assented absently ; she was bracing her will,
and steeling her nerves to endure without
flinching. Not for worlds would she—even
by the quivering of an eyelash—let Norma
soe the torture she was inflicting.  She felt
that Norma had dan object in this disclosure,
and was dimly sure that the object was
hostile. She would think it all_out later ;
at present Norma must not sec her anguish.
A woman would sooner go-to the stake and
burn slowly, than allow another woman, who
is trying to hurt her, to know that she suf-
fe

'

Norma continued, speaking gently with-
out haste or-emotion, telling of the feverish
brightness of those early days of marriage,
unf of the clouds that soon obscured the
sunshine—telling of the ennni and unhappi-
ness, gradually sprouting and ripening in
the ill-agsorted union—shielding the man, as
women will, and casting the blame on the
woman. Finally she told of the separation,
lasting now two years, and of the letter from
his wife which had caused Thorne’s precipi-
tate departure the day after the Shirley ball.

But of the divorce now pending she said
never a word. ¥

 Have they any children ?” guestioned
Pocahontas steadily.

And was told that there was one—a little
somy to whom the futher was attached, and
the mother indifferent. It was a strange
case.

Again Pocahontas assented. Her voice
was cold and even ; its tones low and slighty
wearied. To herself it appeared as though
she spoke from a “great distance, and
compelled to use exertion to make herself
heard. She was conscious of two distinct
| personalities—one ~ prostrate in the
dust, humiliated rent and hleed-
ing, and anoi@m which held a
screen  pitifully  before  the broken
thing, and shielded it from observation.
When Norma bid her good night she re-
sponded quietly, and rising accompanied
her guest to her room to see that every
arrangement was perfect for her comfort.

Far into the night she sat b
dying fire trying to collect her faculties, and
realize the extent of the calamity which
had befallen her. The first, and for the
time, dominant emotion was & stinging
sense of shame, an agony of rage and
humiliation which tingled hotly
through her, and caused her cheek
to flame and her body to
writhe as from the lash of a whip. Shehad
been degraded ; an insult had been put upon
her. Her eyes blazed, and her hands
clinched. Oh, for strength to hurl the in-
sult back—for a man’s”arm and a man’s
power to avenge the foul affront! He—a
married man—to come, concealing his
bonds, and playing the part of a'lover free
w wou—iiee o aw and to
win her heart! The proud head bent to
meet the hands upraised to cover the pale,
drawn face. She loved him and he was un
worthy. He had deceived and lied to her
if not in words, then in actions ; knowinghim-
self bound to another woman, he had deliber-
ately sought her out and made her love him,
It was cruel, cruel !  All 'along she had
played virgin gold against base metal, and
now she was bankrupt.

As she raised herself up, her eyes fell on
the little box lying on her desk in which she
had placed the fragments of the cup they
had broken between them—the cup that her
old play-fellow had used on that ﬁasl even-
ing. With the impulse of habit and asso-
ciation, her mind turned wearily to Jim,
He was so true ; he had never failed her.
Had he suffered as she was suffering ? Poor
Jim! Was this ceaseless, gnawing agony

an

She winced |

other arrang| ts must be made about the
boy ; he could no longer remain in the
custody of his mother. is son could not
remain under the roof of his wife’s second
husband during his own lifetime. The line
must be drawn somewhere, It did not
occur to Thorne that his wife with equal
justice might raise similar objections.

He determined to see Ethel at once and
discover whether or not there was truth in
the reports that had reached him anent
Cecil &mber]aml. If there should be, he
would bring such pressure as lay in his
power to bear on her, in order to obtain
immediate possession of the boy. The child
was still so young that the law gave the
mother rights which could onlE be set aside
at the expense of a disagreeable suit ; but
Thorne thought he could manage Ethel in
such a way as to make her voluntarily
surrender her rights. He knew that her
affection for the child was neither deep nor
strong.

He ascended the steps of his own house
and rang the bell sharply. 1t was answered
by a strange servant who regarded him
with interest ; evidently a gentleman
caller at that hour of the morning was
unusual. Was Mrs. Thorne at home? The
man would inquire. Would the gentleman
walk in. What name should he say? Mr.
Thorne—and his business was pressing ; he
must see her at once.

The man opened the door of the back
parlor and  stood aside to let Mr. Thorne
pass ; then he closed it noiselessly and
proceeded up-stairs to inform his mistress.

Thorne glanced around the room curi-
ously ; it ‘was two years since he had seen it.
On the marble hearth burned a bright wood-
fire, and the dancing flames reflected them-
selves in the burnished brasses.  The tiles
around the fireplace were souvenirs of his
wedding, hand-painted by the bevy
bridesmaids to please a fancy of Ethel’s.
Norma's was in the centre—the place of
honor. It was a strange thing that Norma
had sclected to paint; Iu-m'f' sprays of
mingled nightshade and monkshood on a
ground the color of a fading leaf; but, strange
as it was, it was the most beautiful of them
all. 'There were flowers in the room and the
perfume of heliotrope and roses filled the
air. The piano was open and on it one of
the-popular songs of the day ; a loud, garish
thing. Ethel liked what she called ““bright
music,” on the keys lay a tumbled lace
handkerchief, and on the floor, close to the
pedal of the instrument, was a man’s driv-
ing glove.

Over the piano hung the portrait of a lady
with soft, gray hair, and the expression of
purity and love which medieval painters
gave to their saints. It wasa picture of
Thorne’s mother and it hurt him to sce
it there. He determined to have it
removed as soon as possible.

The door opened and Mrs. Thorne en-
tered, feeling herself terribly ill-used and
persecuted, in thiat her husband had elected
to come to her in person, instead of avail-
ing himself of the simpler and more agree-
ble mode of communication through their
lawyers. It was quite possible that he
would make himself disagreeable. Mrs.
Thorne shrank from anything disagreeable,
and had no tolerance for sarcasms addressed
to herself.  She would have refused the
interview had she dared, but in her heart
she was dimly afraid of her husband.

Thorne bowed coldly, and then placed a
chair for her on the hearth-rug.  * Sit
down,” he said, “I want to talk to you,”
and then he seated himself opposite her.

For a while he did not speak ; somehow
the words he had come to siy stuck in his
throat ; it was so cold-blooded for them,
husband and wife, to sit there beside their
own hearth and discuss their final separa-
tion. A log, which had burned in half, fell
and rolled forward on the marble hearth,
sending little pulfs of gray smoke into the
room. He rveached past her for the
tongs and laid  the log back in
its place, and the little action
seemed to seal his lips more closely. The
tiny clock on the carved oak mantle chimed
the hour in soft, low tones ; he counted the
strokes as they fell, one, two and so on up
to twelve. The winter sunshine ‘streamed
in between the parting of the curtains and
made a glory of his wife's golden hair.

Ethel was the first to speak. ** You
my letter ¥ she questioned, keeping
eyes tixed on the fire.

“ Yes ; that is the reason I'm here.

The broken log was blazing again quite
merrily, the two ends far apart.

“Whynot havewritteninsteid of coming ?”
she demanded, as one who protested against
some grievous injury ; ‘¢ it would have been

rter for both.  There's no sense in
ing ourselves with personal inter-

got
her

I preferred a personal interview.”

Ethel lapsed into silence ; the man w
hopeless brute, and it w useless to expect
courtesy from him.  She tapped her foot
against the fender, and a look of obstinacy
and temper disfigured the soft outlines of
her face.  The silence might remain un-
broken until the crack of doom for any
further effort she would make.

Thorne broke it himself. He was de-
termined to carry his point, and in order
do so strove to establish ascendency over his
wife from the start.

“ What's the meaning of this new move,
Ethel #° he demanded, anthoritatively. *“1I
want to understand the matter thoroughly.
Why do you want a divorce ?”

Mrs. Thorne turned her face toward him
defiantly.

« Because I'm tired of my present life,
and I want to change it. 1I'm sick of being
pointed at, and whispered about, as a de-
serted wife—a woman whose husband never
comes near her.”

“Whose fault that ?” he retorted
sharply ; ““this separation is none of my
doing, and you know it. Bad as things had
become, I was willing to worry along for the
sake of respectability and the child; but
you wouldn’t have it so. You insisted on
my leaving you—said the very sight of me
made yotir chains more intolerable. Had I
been a viper, you could scarcely have signi-
fied your desire for my absence in more un-
measured térms.”

“I know I desired
Mrs. Thorne replied
sire it still. My, life with you was
miserable, and = my wish . to live
apart has only increased in intensity. You
never understood me.”

Thorne might have retorted that the mis-
understanding had been mutual, and also
that a/l the wretchedness had not fallen to
her share ; but he would not stoop to re-
proaches and vituperation. It was a natural
peculiarity of her shallow nature to demand
exhaustive comprehension for quite com-
monplace emotions.

“Jt's - useless debating
Ethel.”  We've both been
blame to afford the luxury of stone-
throwing. What we must consider now
is the future. Is your mind quite made up?

-ou determined on the divorce 2
Quite determined I've given the
matter careful consideration, nn.T am con-
vineed that entire s legal as well
inal,.is absolutely necessary to my

is

the
camly,

separation,”

“I  de-

the past,

too much to

happines:

““And your reasons ?”

“Haven't I told yon, Nesbit?’ using -his
pame, for the first time, in her anger,
Wy do you insist on my repeating the
same thing over and over, eternally? I'm
sick of Myl BoG Want o chiang g

“ But {IOW 7" he persisted.” ** Your lite
will be the same as now, and your position
not so assured. The alimony allowed by
law won't anything like cover your present
.p\'awuditurox, and you can hardly expect me
to be more generous than the law compels.
The divorce can make little difference, save
to diminish your income and deprive you of
the protection of my name. You will not
care to marr{ again, and the divorce will
be a restricted one.” Thorne was forcing
his adversary’s hand.

“ Why it be restricted ¥’ she de-
manded, her color and her temper rising.
¢ It shall not be restricted or hampered in
any way, I tell you, Nesbit Thorne.! Am
1 to be fettered and bound and trammeled
by you forever ? I will not be. The divorce
shall give me unlimited power to do what I

lease with my life. It shall make me as
m;ndr—ufmulwubelom[mrﬁod

you.
“You would not wish to marry again 1”

he re&uwd. -

“Why not ?” rising to her feet and con-
fronting him in excitement.
¢ Because, in, that case, you would lose
your child. I neither could nor would per-
mit my son to be brought up in the house of

drove self into the background of her mind,
for a part of the time at least, and ﬁllui
with anxiety the empty days. Grace, living |
five miles away and loaded down Wit
family cares m! duties of her own, could be
of little practical assistance.
When at lenﬁh the news of Thorne’s
di hed them, she ded off with

T KISSING AND SMILING PREACHMERS.

How Able and Experienced Men Are
o

Toronto World : ‘The Methodist Church
is forever being confronted with the proof
that its l{;um of supplying ministers is
faulty. owever that system may on the

tender consideration all remark or
likely to hurt the girl, and Eave straight-
forward, hot d el int

nmsnwhosb,oodwhimin the r

ou
¥ “

ropose.”
g'ou cannot take 'him from me,” Mrs.
Thorne retorted in defiant contradiction ;
her ideas of the power of men and lawyers
hopelessly vague and bewildered. *‘ No
court on earth would take so small a child
fromAh]iln mother.” “ i
L 1 you propose having the case come
into cmlnythe!? 11 milund%rnood you I
thought you wished the nffnjlr managed
o ah "

jorward, P Berkeley a

which effectually silenced him. In sooth,
the honest fellow had small liking for the
subject.  He bitterly resented what he con-
sidered Thorne’s culpable concealment of
the fact of his marriage. bered

whole pare with the other plans
in use, it is certainly far from perfect, ]
The latest instance of this occurs in the
Davenport Church on the western skirts of
Toronto. This church has been long estab-
lished and once flourished, but ots recent,
years the congregations have fallen away,
and the collecti and other sources ol

He
the night of the ball at Shirley, and the
memory rankled. It did not occur to him
that the matter having remained a secret
might have been the natural result of
an unfortunate combination of circum-
and in no sort the consequence of

uietly, to avoid publ

f course, if the case comes into court,
1  shall contest it, and try to
obtain possession of the boy, evén for the
time the law sllows the mother, on the
ground of being better able to support and
educate him.”

«Tdo not want the case to come into
court here, Nesbit, and you know that I
donot! Why do you delight in torment-
ing me?”

% Listen to me, Ethel. I'vé no wish to
torment you. I simply wished to show you
that I would abide by my rights, and t{mt
I have some power—all the power which
money can give—on my side. Our
marriage has been a miserable mis-
take from the first ; we rushed into it with-
out knowledge of each other’s characters
and dispositions, and, like most couples who
take matrimony like a five-barred gate,
we've come horribly to grief. I shall not
stand in your way ; if you wish to go, Ishall
not hinder you. = This is what I propose :
T'll help you in the matter, will take all the
trouble, make the arrangements, bear all
the expense. It will be necessary for one of
us to go to Illinois, and see these lawyers, if
the divorce is to be gotten there. t may
be necessary to undergo a short residence
in the State in order to simulate citizen-
ship and make ° the divorce legal.
Il find out about this, and if it’s
necessary I will do it. After the divorce
I’ll allow you the use of this house, and a
sufficient income to support it ; and also
the custody of our son as long as you re-
main unmarried. In return, you must
waive, all right to the boy for the years you
can legally claim him, and must bind your-
self to surrender him to me, or any person
I appoint, at least a month before any such
marriage, and never, by word or act, to
interfere in his' future life, or any disposi-
tion I may think best to make of him. I
should also strongly object to any future
marriage taking place from my house, and
should expect legal notice in ample time to
make arrangements about the boy.”

““ Would you allow me to see the child
whenever I wished ?”

¢ (Certainly. I'm no brute, and you are
his mother. I shall only stipulate that the
meetings take place in some other house
than yours. ~ Youare at liberty to visit him
as often as you like, so long as you are
faithful to our agreement and leave his
mind unbiased. 1 will never mention you
unkindly to him, and shall expect the same
consideration from you. When he is old
enough to judge between us, he will decide
as he thinks right.”

¢ Suppose you marry again, yourself.
What about the child then? You very
hard and-uncompromising in your dictation
to me, Nesbit, but I can have feelings and
as well as you.”

Thorne was startled. He considered that
he was behaving well to his wife. He
wanted to behave well to her ; to let the
past go generously, so that no shadow or
reproach from-it might fall upon the future.
Her tart suggestion sct the affair in a new
light. It was an unpleasant light, and he
turned his back on it. thinking thatby so
doing he disposed of it. There was the
distance of the two poles” between Pocah-
ontas Mason and Cecil Cumberland. He
surely. was the best judge. of what would
conduce to the welfare of his son.

« Ve were discussing the probability of
your re-marriage, not min he responded
coldly ; ““ the reports in circulation have
reached even me at last.”

¢ \What reports ?” with defiant inquiry.

“That you are seeking freedom from
your allegiance to one man, in order to
swear t-ully to another. That your
vows to me are irksome because they
prevent you taking other vows to
Cecil Cumberland. 1 pass over the moral
aspect of the affair; that must rest with
your own conscience,” (it is astonishing how
exemplary Thorne felt in administe; ing the
rebuke) ; *‘ that rests with your cons ience,”
he repeated, ‘““and with. that I've nothing
to do. The existence of such reports—
which lays your conduct as a married
woman open to censure—gives me the right
to dictate the terms of our legal separa-
tion. 1'm obliged to speak plainly, Ethel.
You Sought about the issue, and must
abide by the consequences. I've stated my
terms, and. it's” for you to accept or decline
them ” !

She signified her acceptance of his pro-
posal in a few brusque, un, sracious words,
for she considered it due to her dignity to be
disagreeable, in that she was acceding to
terms, not dictating them.

CHAPTER XV.

Thorne had even less difficulty with his
legal arrangements than he had anticipated.
He had hitherto relegated the subject of
divorce to the limbo of things as little
thought and spoken of as possible by well-
bred people. He knew nnthin,i' of the
modus operandi, and was surprised at the
ease and celerity with which the legal ma-
chine moved.

Thorne walked in the direction of his
hotel in a state of preoccupation.  He was
sore and irritated ; he disliked it all in-
tensely ; it jarred upon him and offended his
tast Over and over he cursed it all for a
damnable business from beginning to
end. He was perfectly aware, reasoning
from cause to effect, that the situation was,
in some sort, his own fault ; but that was
a poor consolation. That side of the ques-
tion did not readily present itself ; his
horizon was occupied ‘v_\' the nearer and
more personal view. He loathed it all, and
was genuinely sorry for himself and con-
scious that fate was dealing hardly by him.

As he turned a corner, he ran against a
tall, handsome- young lady, who put out
her hand and caught his arm to steady
herself, laughing gayly : ¢ Take care,
Nesbit 17  she excl ‘“you nearly
knocked me down. Since when have you
taken to emuluting Mrs. Wilfer's father,
and ¢ felling ’ - relatives to the earth ¥

“ Why, Norma ! is it really you ? he
questioned, refusing to admit the evidence
of sight and touch unfortified by hearing.

She cheered Thorne wonderfully, for she
seemed to bring Virginia and the life of
the last few months nearer to him—the
{M‘){l'("\ll life in which new hopes had
budded, in which he had met, and
known, and loved Pocahontas. Norma did
him good, raised his spirits, and made the
future look bright and cheerful ; but not
in the way she hoped and intended. She
had come North with the hope of further-
ing her own ‘plans, of making herself neces-
sary and agreeable, of keeping the old days
fresh in his memory. And she was
necessary to him, as a trusted comrade
who had never failed him ; a cleger adviser
in whose judgment he had confidence ; a
charming friend who was fond of him, and
who had, but now, come from the enchanted
land where his love dwelt. Of her plans he
knew nothing, suspected nothing ; and the
days she brought fresh to his thoughts were
days in which she had no part.

n a little while he went West, and there
was a period of uneventful waiting, after
which Norma received a Western paper
containing a short and unobstrusive notice
of the granting of a divorce to Nesbit
Thorne from Ethel, his wife.

She bore it away to her room and gloated
over it greedily. Then she took her pen
and ran it around the notice, marking it
heavily ; this done, she folded, sealed and
directed it in a clear, bold hand—General
Percival Smith, Wintergreen Co., Virginia.
It would save elaborate explanations.

CHAPTER XVL

Spring opened very late that year in Vir-
ginia—slowly and regretfully, as though
forced into doing the world a favor against
its will, and determined to be as grudging
and ¢ le over it as pfmnilﬁﬂ The
weather was cold, wet and unwholesome—
sulking and storming alternately, angd there
was much sickness inthe LanarthandShirley |
neighborhood. The Christmas had been a !

reen one—only one small spurt of snow on i
Christmas Eve, which vanished with the
morning. The negroes were full of t,(g!nmn\'
prognostications in- consequence, and shoo
their heads, and cast abroad, with unction,
all sorts of grewsome prophecies anent the
fattening of the church-yard.

All through the winter, Mrs. Mason had
been ailing, and about the beginning of
March she succumbed to climatic influ-
ences, backed by hereditary tendency,
and took to her bed with a severe attack
of inflammatory rheumatism. Poeahontas

had her hands full with household care and
nursing, and perhaps it was as well, for it

calculation or dishonor on Thorne’s part.
Neither did it occur to him, lar inded

revenue dwindled to insufficiency. New
churches have arisen near by and pros-
pered, and the more the leadin
members of the Davenport flock looked |
about the more regularly did their:
eyes revert to their pulpit and their hearts
declare that a young minister must

A
man though he was, to try to put himself
in Thorne’s place and so gain & luﬁer in-
sight into the affair, and the possibility of
arriving at a fairer judgment. Berkeley’s
interest in the matter was too personal to
admit of dispassionate analysis, or any im-
pulse toward mercy, or even justice. His
anger burned hotly against Thorne, and
when the thought of him rose in his mind
it was accompanied by other thoughts
which it is best not to put into words.
During Mrs. Mason’s illness, little Blanche
was unremitting in her attenti coming
over daily with delicacies of her own con-
coction, and striving to help her friends
with a sweet, unobtrusive kindness which
won hearty response from both ladies, and
caused them to view Berkeley’s increasing
attentions to the little maid with pleasure.
They even aided the small idyl by every
lawful means, having the girl with them as
often as they could and praising her judici-

ously.

With childish ways
and impulsiveness, Blanche formed
a marked contrast to  grave, re-
served Berkeley Mason, and was perhaps
better suited to him on that account. When
their engagement was announced, there was
no lack of congratulation and satisfaction in
both families. The general, as he gave his
hearty approbation to her choice, pinched
her ears and asked what had become of her
objections to Virginia ; and Percival tor-
mented her unceasingly, twitting her with
her former wails of lamentation. Blanche
did not care. She took their teasing in
good part, and retorted with merry words
and smiles and blushes, She had made her
journey to the unknown, and returned with
treasure.

Mrs. Smith, in her chamber, smiled softly,
and thought on muslin and lace and wedding
favors. .

her winsome,

(To be continued.)

Cities as 8

mer Resorts.

It is odd that people who live in country
towns, while as eager for a change during
the hot weather as their city cousins, do not
oftener come to the city for it. This fact.is
not such a compliment to rural charms as it
scems, for, owing to the fact that the
beauties of summer in a city have not been
well advertised, country townspeople seldom
go anywhere during the warm spell,

New York, Chicago, Boston, San Fran-
cisco—all the large ¢ are natural water-
ing places. New York, for example, is sur-
rounded by water, and is so near the ocean
that excursion steamers to Rockaway goout
of sight of land to lengthen the trip. People
hear of the stifling city streets—but the
streets of New York are far b v than
those of many an inland town which boasts
of its shade trees and-its sprinkling cart.

From every ‘other pier in New York
steamers put out for a half day’s trip on the
Hudson, down the D up the sound and
beyond Sandy Hook Central Park offers
its hundreds of acres of woodland and
meadow, a row on the placid Harlem is a
treat, open street cars afford a breezy and
luxurious ride through odd corners of the
town, and the roof scats of the Fifth avenue
stage give every man a triumphal chariot.

Because ** Drake’s Magazine 7 liv in
New York I havesexploited New York's ad-
vantages as a watering place.  Every city is
on», more or less

Come to the city in the summer for your
outing, you who live in country towns.
Start the ball-a-rollig, — Pikestafl'in Drake’s
Maqgazine.

Lady Macdonald ag an Author.

Just before her bereavement Lady Mac-
donald, widow “of the late Sir John Mac-
donald, completed her first ambitious
literary effort in a series of articles for the
Ladies’ Home Journal, the first one of
which will appear in the August number of
that periodical. Last summer Lady Mac-
donald, with a party of friends, travelled in
her private car through the most pictur-
esque parts of Canada, and in a delightfully
fresh manner she describes her experiences
on this trip in these articles, to which she
has given the title of *An Unconventional
Holiday.” A series of beautiful illustra-
tions, furnished by Lady Macdonald, will
accompany the articl

An E ple for Willlam.

Buffalo News: The Queen Regent of the
Netherlands and her daughter declined the
offer of a public reception during their
recent visit to Amsterdam. They requested
the city officials to use the money collected
for the reception in feeding the poor. ~ Con-
sequently more than 30,000 poverty-
stricken creatures received pregents of food
and money anc 000 school children were
provided with a breakfast.

In a Practical Age.

“Don’t you think I am doing well in
drawing, papa ?” said Maude.

«Splendid ! said Mr. Calliper, proudly,
as he lookeil over the drawing which she
had submitted to him, “but I don't think
this corkscrew is quite perfect, is it ?”

* Why, paps aid Maud,*‘ that isn’t a
corkscrew ! That drawing of a gimlet !”
ye to Economy.

Buffalo News: ‘“If you must know,
ma’am,” said the doctor, ** your husband
won't live &

“ (ioodness gracious cjaculated  the
heart-broken woman, - ‘‘ and here you've
gone and prescribed medicine enough for
five days.”

An

g the passengers who arrived at
w York on Monday on the steamship
Arizona was the well-known rough-coated
St. Bernard, Prince Regent. The Prince is
a grandsire, and is the father of most of the
prize-winners of late years.
No flowering plant has been' discovered
within the Anarctic Cirele ; within the
different, species have been

Mis: t, the daughter of the late Arch
bishop of Canterbury, devotes her whole life
to the poor of London, making her home in
one of the poor streets in the vicinity of the
ecclesiastical palace.

Mayor Holmes, of Kansas City, has bken
formally censured by resolutions of the
barbers for having been shaved in a shep on
Sunday.

—The friendship of the bad is like the
shadow of an overhanging bank, ready to
crush him who sits beneath.

“German
Syrup’

Here is an incident from the South
—Mississippi, written in April, 1890,
just after the Grippe had visited that
country. ‘‘Iam a farmer, one of
those who have to. rise early and
work late. At the beginnin of ldst
Winter I was on a trip to the City
of Vicksburg, Miss.,where I got well
drenched in a shower of rain,
went home and was soon after seized
with a dry, hacking cough. This
grew worse every day, until I had
to seek relief. Iconsulted Dr. Dixon
who has since died, and he told me

to'geta bottle of Boschee's German
Syrup. Meantime my cough grew
worse and worse and then the Grippe
came along and I caught that also
very severely. My condition then
compelled me to do something. I
got two bottlesof German Syrup. I
began using them, and before taking '
much of the second bottle, I was !
entirely clear of the Cough that had
hung to me solong, the éﬂppe, and
all its bad effects. I felt tip-top and
l;)ave felt *that way ever since.” |
ETER J. BRIALS, Jr.,Cayuga, Hines
Co., Miss. L e

d. Their ial need was a young
man, one who could smile as well as pray ;
who could entertain and retain the living as
well as_shrive the dying ; who would be as
handy at a picnic as a prayer-meeting, and
in his vigorous humanity prefer a marriage
to a funeral. This opinion was arrived at
last year, and a memorial was forwarded to
Dr. Pirritte, President of the conference
[and formerly a resident of Hamilton],
asking that the request be impressed
upon the Stationing Commitece. In the
original draft of stations Rev. Mr.
woods was allotted to Dayenport, and this
suited the congregation to a nicety. Dre-
sumably he is a good hand at a wedding and
a cordial smiler. At any rate this is what
they demanded in their new parson, and
they were suited with him. Rev. Dr. Pir-
ritte, retiring president of the conference,
was billewd%or Orillia in the first draft of
stations, but the Orillia ple presumably
wanted a parson who could put up swings at
a picnic if need be and go with zest into his
sacred function of stealing first kiss from the
bride at marriages, so they sent word that
Dr. Pirritte would not do.~ Thereupon the
Stationing Committee transposed Messrs.
Wellwoods and Pirritte.  The Davenport
people held an indignation meeting and
refuse to accept Rev. Dr. Pirritte as their
minister. 5

Rev. Dr. Pirritte is placed in a most
humiliating position.  After years of valu-
able services to the church he s sent to one
station after another and told that he is not
wanted.  Last year he was exalted by his
fellow-clergymen to the presidency, nm{ that
should, if it does not, attest his attainments
as well as his virtues of head and heart. A
system that can subject such a man to such
humiliation is a poor system and has lived
too long.

The introduction of fiddles and operatic
solos and bun-struggles and collections to
get into church and collections to get out
again—this %tyle of thing is bearing fruit
everywhere. The preacher nowadays re-
quires to be a Napoleon of finance and play
the arts of a confidence man in filling his
pews: In hiring him the congregation bar-
gains for a broad smile and a wife who will
meckly be bullied by every woman on the
circuif. The Stationing Committee shouk%
securea list of those churches that demanc
circus attractions in the pulpit, and those
other churches that insist upon having a
minister who can turn handsprings, xmdﬁms
a hereditary disposition to shake hands.
In this way it might save ministers grown
olil in the service, but none the less sensi-
tive, from humiliation they can never quite
forget in this life.

S MEMS ™

Seraps for the Housewife's Co
Book.

pnplace

Giround coffee sprinkled on a shovel of
hot cinders is a good disinf it

It is said that flow carefully packed
in air-tight boxes, will keep as long as ten
days.

The handles of stocking-darners make
good glove-darners, us they are just the
right size for slipping up the fingers,

A very good cement to fasten on lamp-
tops melted alum.  Us
melted, and the lamp is ready for use as
soon as the cement is cold.

is as  sobn. as

If matting, counterpanes or bedspreads
have oil spots on them, wet with alcohol,
rub with hayd soap, and ‘then rinse with
witer,

New  lamp-shades made of decp-green
tissue paper, slightly crinkled, are cut to
represent the drooping foliage of a palm-
tree, and are very effective.—Housckeeper's
Weelly.

clear, col

Fresh and Vigorous.

4

On a fine morning and a fine road, what is
more invigorating than a spin on a cycle?
When it comes to ar the suggestion of
Mr. George Phillips, Sec’y, 14 inster Cycling
Club, Dublin, Ireland, has fore “1 have
found St. Jacobs Oil an invaluable remedy
for strains and bruises, and so have several
members of our club.” This ought to be
horne in mind.

A Few S

nsible Remarks.

But wha! diploma ? It shows what
you have been. It isno passport to success.
It won't gain admission for you to a first-
class college, and if you wanted a situation
and showed it to a business man as a recom-
mendation he would put you downas a
guy ; and you'd be one. A diploma doesn’t
show that' your education has left you
anxious to learn more. And unless you are,
you're not worth much. ~ What you really
are and are worth to. others is the
test. of ¢ vity.  Goethe, the German
poet, ¥ «“You are, after all, what
you ar eck yourself in a wig with
a thousand locks ; ensconce your legs in
buskins an ell‘high ; you still remain just
what you are.” It is not enough that you
have gone through the school curriculum
and are supposed to have absorbed the
learning in the books you were required
to study. Henry Ward Beecher remarked
once that the first great lesson a young
man should learn is, that knows noth-
ing. And your college professor or  your
employer will estimate “you all the more
highly for approaching the world of learn-
ings or business in the humble frame of
mind induced by such a lesson.—Drake’s
Magazine.

something To Be Avolded.

We would guard the young against the
use of ev word that-is not perfectly
proper. Use no profane expression allude
to no sentence that would put to blush the
most sensitive. - You know not the tendency
of habitually using indccent and profane
langnage. It may  ncver be obliterated
from your hearts, says the New York
Ledger.  When you grow up you will find
at your tongue's end some expression you
would not use for any money. By being
careful, you will save yoursclf a great deal
of mortification and sorrow. Good men haye
been taken sick and become delirious.  In
these moments they have used the most vile
and indecent language imaginable. When in-
formed of it, after a restoration to health,
they had no idea of the ) i
their friends, and stated shat they
learned and repeated the expressions
childhood, and, though years: had
since they had spoken a bad word, the carly
impressions h:u\ been indelibly  stamped
upon the heart.

Most of 'Em Good, All the Same,

A celebrated physican divides American
women into four cl , of whom 30 per
cent make good wives and mothers ; per
cent good wives but not good mothers ; 20
per cent. good mothers but not good wives,
while 25 per cent. are neither good wives
nor good mothers, but find their greatest
happiness in business. . What of the hus-
bands and fathers *—Hartford Timex.

Iie Fiad a Smile.

New York Horald : Spacer—What can I
sav in this obituary for Ginsling, the har-
tender ?

Editor—Work in something ahout his
“having a smile for every 2

A Bright Boy.

Closefist—I told that good-for-nothing
boy to-day that he would have to paddle his

llosefist—What did he say to that ?

fst—He struck me for money to buy

the canoe. ¥
Princess May, of Teck, is the f

marriageable royal girl in. Europe. She is

the present object of devotion of Prince

tdward of Wales, but the match is

prevented by the strong objection of the
Queen.

She—Whom do you care more for, Jack ?
He—Is it possible you do not know whom I
Jove best in all this world ?  She—Yes,
know ; but next to him?

Lucy Tipcker, colored, of Trigg county,
Ky., aged 105 years, has cut a full set of
pew teeth, the old ones having decayed and
disappeared about forty years ago.

Dr. Oliver Wendell Holmes says that if
nine-tenths of the medicines in the world |

rere thrown into the ocean mankind would !
be greatly benefited.

e e ek ¥

( " Micelys on,”
"Thani ‘Who?”

“Why the inventor of

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

Which cured me of CONSUMPTION.

Give thanks for its discovery. That it
does not make you sick when you
take it.

Give thanks. That itis three times as
efficacious as the old-fashioned
cod liver oil.

Give. thanks, Thatitissuch a wonder-
ful flesh producer,

Give thanks. Thatitis the best remedy
for Consumption,Scrofula,
Bronchitis, Wasting Dis-
eases, Coughs and Colds.

Besure you get the genuinein Salmon
color wrapper; sold by all Druggsts, at
¢, and $1.00.

'OTT & BOWNE, Belleville.

e TR eSS ST

THE GENTLE WAY.

ow Expert Shoplifting is Carried on and
Deétected.

She was a middle-aged, well-dressed lady,

and she had the next stool on my right

alongside a dry goods counter in Fourteenth
street. 1 wasn’t watching her at all, bub
happened. to see her place her shopping-bag
on the counter and deftly pick up and con-
ceal a pair of kid gloves within its capa-
cious maw. One hates to meddle in such
cases, but such things are wrong, and as
the store detective was only 20 feet away I
went over and told him what I had scen. I
saw him look at the girl clerk and she gave
him a nod to signify that she had also
caught on. - It was sKoplifting, pure and
simple, and I waited with considerable anx-
iety to see Lthe outcome.

‘ Being waited on, ma’'am?” asked the
detective with a bland smile, as he sat down
beside her.

¢ Oh, yes, yes!” she replied.

¢« Pleasant day ?”

¢ Very pleasant.”

« These gloves,” he continued, as he
picked up a pair, ‘‘area wonderful bargain
at the price. You were wise to make an in-
vestment.
again at the price this summer. Sec that
the lady is promptly waited on Julia.”

« Julia” sold her two or three bits of lace,
included ninety cents for the gloves on her
slip, and the bill was paid  with-
out a word, although the stolen
goods were not even mentioned, and
could not, of course, be wrapped up with
the other things. It was only when the
lady rose to go, after receiving her change,
that she betrayed any emotion. Then she
flushed up, grew pale about the mouth, and
as she passed me she gave me a flash of her

»s which seemed to promise vengeance in
the future.

“Do you always work it as slick as that?”
T asked of the -detective, as she swept out.

“ Not always She was an old hand at
the business and a sharp woman, They
always make the best of it when caught.
One with less wit would have bluffed and
stormed, and I should have had to take her
back to the office and prove her a thicef.”—
New York Herald.

Mrs. Crawford writes from Paris: ‘<A
very fashionable wedding was that of Mlle.
de Riquet( men and Comte de Mortemart.
M. de Mortemart made some handsome
presents to the bride.  So did the Duchesse
a’ whose hand is still always in her
pocket.

“The young lady’s parents gave her a
troussean of house-linen that cost $4,000,
and the Comtesse’s coronet of brilliants,
pear-shaped and round pearls, which the
Comtesse de Caramen used to wear at the
balls of the Tuilleries.”

«Her late grandfather's gift is a silver and
vock-crystal centre-piece for a dinner-table.
e left it to her mother in trust to
handed to her, in sign of his great affedtion
for her, on her wedding-day.”

French Table Talk,

Children heing nearly always at table in
France, and conversation often being ani-
mated ‘amongst sheir elders, they hear a
great deal that was mnever intended for
them, and they get a sort of education in
talkativeness Dy mere example. They may
make little use of this in the presence of

hood or girlhood, Imt

rds when they get to
a talking age. recognized by custom
that when a family is in private every one
has a right to talk or not as he pleases,
and silence being permitted, the taciturn
will take advantage of it ; still, nothi
more national in Fr ife than talkative-
nessat meal times, even when the family
alone is present, This does at least keep up
the national power of talking, though the
mill wheels of conversation have frequently
very little grain to grind. Talk of this kind
has some use as a stimulating exercise of the
lighter faculties, which in other countries
are often left unexercised. The merits of it
are its facility of expression and its ample
choice of language ; the defects of it, in
France, may be included under the one head
of insufficient or inaccurate information.—
Philip Gilbert Hamerton, in the July Forum.

Novelties in Farniture.

A handsome mahogany parlor suite is in
empire style, picked out in gold.

A choice pure Louis XV. style is done in
carved gilt, with a delicate peach and soft
olive covering.

Dead gold combined with burnished gold
is a distinct and strong feature in the finish
of the new goods.

One of the most beautiful parlor suitsis
decorated with an exquisite Watteau ‘upon
the backs of the various pieces.

Jewel cases of the daintiest and
delicate forms, beautifully covered,
made particularly for “‘mamselle’s boudoir.”

An Egyptian booth, with elaborately
designed fretwork top, is a striking oddity
for a hall stand, and a full-length mirror in
the rear reflerts the fret to good effect.

A massively carved bull's head forms the

of a curious hall chair. The polished

and seat and carved legs closcly
ssemble the cloven hoof of the bovine.
Upholsterer.

most

What They Would Have Lost,

Exchange ;  ** Now,” said a

ool tes

Sunday
E acher, who had given the boys a
treat, and wished alsoto point a moral,
¢ would these strawberries have tasted as
well i had stolen them out of the
No, sir,” said one demure lad, serenely,
ouldn’t  ha’ had and

with ‘em.”

cream sugar

Arsenlc in Wall Paper.

Put a small piece of the paper into strong
amigonia water. If be present a
hhll‘l color will be eloped.  Since
copper gives a similar reaction, as a fur ther
test moisten a crystal of nitrate of silver
with a drop of the fluid. JIf the color be
due to arsenic, a yellowish deposit will he
formed on the crystal.—National Drugyist.

He Fell the Usual Way.

Puck: Brown—Was that boy going up
the ladder or coming down when he fell *

Little Johnny—Krom the way he looked,

dad, T guess he was coming down.

The coroner of Yuba County, Cal., fined
a corpse $50 for carrying concealed weapons,
confiscated the pistol from deceased'’s pocket,
and took for fees the remaining of the
$75 found on the remains :

Henry Hart; one of New York’s railway
and .steamship magnates, is over B80, a
be rJJr( of short stature, rugged build,
and is"®s active asa man of 30,  He is said

*| the

I don't believe they will sell

TOOK DOWN THE CROSS.

Perilous Ascent of a Lightning Rod on a
Brooklyn Church.

Three hundred and twenty feet up in the
air went Charles J. Kent yesterday after-
noon, says the Brooklyn - Hagle. Over two
hundred feet of the distance was inside of
the steeple of St. Stephen’s church, at the
corner of Summit and Hicks streets ; the
rest of the dizzy height he climbed up by
the lightning rod ?rom a window of the
tower, with a rope around his body, which
was tightly held by his two assistants,
Lewis B. Woest and Stuart Cooper. When
he got out of the window' many ple saw
him, both men and women watched him
with nerves unstrung. In a few min-
utes he was at the top and had a hold of

reat cross that has stood on that
st,ecpqe for the past eighteen years. It
is six feet in height and four inches in
width at the cross and made of galvanized
iron. It had about six hundred glass bull’s
eyes in it—worth about §1.50 each when
new—and the cross was imported from the
Netherlands by the late Father O'Reilly,
the former pastor of the church, and placed
there when the steeple was completed. The
cross was formerly lIi)t up by electricity and
could be seen seventy miles at sea. Com-
plaints, however, were made by the pilots
of New York ~harbor that the light of the *
cross seriously interferred with navigation,
so the light was taken out. The present
pastor of the church deemed it necessary
that the cross should be taken down, as it
was getting rusty, and its galvanized iron
fastenings were becoming loosened. Kent
took the cross down. In six hours from the
time Kent began his crilous ascent from
the topmost window o the tower the cross,
weighing in the neighborhood of eight
hundred pounds, was lying in the yard of
the (t]l\HKRl.

Origin of the Song ** Darling Nellle Gray.”

The old plantation favorite, Darling
Nellie Gray,” was published first in this
city. I donot know by whom. Iwasata
little musicale the otk night, and some
folks were there who were better posted
about the origin of songs which have become
famous than they are about music. One of
the party said what I have just told you.
And then he added some information which
was new to me.

He said that the author was Benjamin R.
Harnby, of Butler county, O. He was a
preacher and an . avowed abolitionist. He
read an account of a young colored girl
whose name was Ne who had been
sold and taken a
He wrote a song from the incident and sent
the words to a Chicago firm, but never heard
anything from it.

A long time after the sending of the words
he was a visitor at the. house of a young
lady who lived at Columbus, 0. He ;wkcﬁ
her to play something. She said she had
nothing new except a negro song which
had recently came out. She then played
and sang * Nellie Gray.” Harnby asked
to see the music, which was granted of
course. 1le then pointed out his name on
the music. She had not noticed that; or if
she had she . had not connected the name
with the visitor. It was the first time he
had ever heard it. Harnby wrote to the
firm that published the music calling atten-
tion to the fact that he wrote the words,
The publishers sent him six copies of the
song, which all the pay he ever got.
The publishers, according to the gentleman
who told the story, made a fortune out of it.

Interview in Chicayo Tribune.

A Steam aeton.

Among the latest engineering feats is the
the manufacture of a steam phaeton, which
has just been introduced into Paris by Mons.
Serpollet. This steam phacton issaid to re-
semble an ordifjary phaeton and has under
the body of the carriage a_Serpollet motor,
with ‘an inexplosible boiler and a- funnel
bent down to discharge the smoke under the
hind seat at the rear of the vehicle. It is
guided by a single front wheel, after the
manner of a tricyele.  The tank is capable
of holding enough westar to perfo.na jour-
ney of 18 or 20 miles ; the bunker can fur-
nish fuel (probably coke in cities, as it is
smokeless) for. r¥nning 30 miles.  The
weirht of this vehicle, with water and coke,
is 2,500 pounds. On a good country road a
speed of 50 miles an hour can be kept up,
with seven persous in the carriage. It can
fg started in 20 minutes and the feeding of
the engine with water and fuel gocs on
automadtically.

Death of the Qu ‘s Piper.

William Ross, the Queen’s Piper, who was
buried at Windsor two or three dz
was, in his early days, in the Black V
but he had mastered the bagpipe before he
entered the army, having been instructed by
an old Highland piper whose daughter he
subsequently married.  He distinguished
himself as piper while with his regiment,
and in May, 1854, he was appointed piper to
the Queen, and held the posilion until the
time of his death. Asa player of a * Pib-
voch” or of a ¢ Lament” Ross was unap-
proachable. But the work by which he
will be chiefly ‘remembered is the great
¢ Collection of Pipe Music,” the preparation
and production of which cost thirty ye
patient labor.

A Reward of

Boston IFrald : Bank Will you
take it as presumption, madam, if I offer
you these few roses !

Miss Caramela Golddust1
you, sir.

Bank Teller—1I am aware of that ; but you
are the only woman in the history of this
bank who ever indorsed o ch(-ue( on the
right end !

dou’t kpow

—At Honolulu Sarah Bernhardt had her
choice as to whether she should play before
a £4,000 audicnce or go for a <}|in-. She
took the drive.

Husband—That fence wants painting
badly. I think Il do it myself,  Wife—
Yes, do it yourself, if you think it wants to
e donedadly.

T ]
SIACOBS O],
. Curos
Promptly and Permanently
RHEUMATISM,
Lumbago, Headache, Toothache,
NEURALGIA,
Sore Throat, Swellings, Frost-bites,
S CIATINWA,
Sprains, Bruises, Burns, Scalds.
Sold by Druggists and Dealers Everywhere.

Canadian Depot, 44 and 46 Lombard St., Toronto, Ont

DIAMOND
VERA-CURA

FOR

DYSPEPSIA

AND ALL
Stomach Troubles,
INDIGESTION,
Nausea, Sour Stom-
ach, CGiddiness
Heartburn, Constl
pation, Fullness, Food Risinyfy
Disagreeable Taste, Nervous-
ness.

At Druggists and Dealers, or sent by mailon
reecipt of 25 cts. (5 boxes $.00) in stamps.

Canadian Depot, 44 and 46 Lombard St., Toronto, OOt -
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