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“ N8 INTENTIGNS.

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.

Author of “ Love's Conflict,”  Veromigws," otc.
CHAPTER 1.

It is towards the close of & long, bright day in
June, that a young collegian enters, somewhat
hastily, the courtyard of an inn on the outakirts

of one of our university towns,

I s i

e = T L

ing ostler, who recognises him with a touch of
the forelock ; ¢ bring my horse round, will you,
and be quick about it 1” .

As the ostler disappears to obey his orders
the young man leans lazily againat the stable
wall, and the traces of some secret care or an.
noyance are very visible upon his countenance.
He ought to possess neither; for he is young,
good-looking, affiluent, and ot high birth, being
the second son of the Earl of Norbam ; but
what charm is there to make even earls’ sons
invulnerable against the effects of the woes
which they ocreafe for themselves? A fow
months back Eric Keir almost believed thai the
world was made for him and men in the same
position as himself ; to-day, he would give the
world, were it is own, to be able to retrace his
steps and undo that which is irremediable. And
yet he has not completed his two-and-twentieth
yoar !

As the ostler brings his horse—a fine bay ani-
mal of some value — up to his side, Eric Keir
starts as though he had been dreaming, and
seizing the reins abruptly, is about to spring
into the saddle His foot, however, has but
reached the stirrup, when he is accosted from
the other side. -

“ Why, Kelr, old fellow ! what an age it is
since we met ! Where have you been hiding
yourself? I seem to have seen scarcely any-
thing of you during the whole term.” And the
hand of S8aville Moxon, a fellow student, though
not at the same oollege, is thrust forward eager-
1y to take his own.

At which, Eric Keir deacends to earth again

: with an appearance of being less pleased than

embarrassed at his encounter with his friend,
who is, moreover, intimately acquainted with
all the members of his family.

« If you have not seen me, Moxon, it 1s your
own fault,” he replies, moodily ; « for you know
where to ind me when I am at home.”

« Ah ! exactly so, my dear fellow,—when you
are at home ; but have you any distinet recol-
lection of when you last practised that rather
negative virtue? For my part, I can afiirm that
yo1 have sported the oak on, at least, a dozen
oocasions during the lasi two months, when I
have been desirous of palming my: irreproach.
.able company upon you, Whatdo you do with
ycurself out of college hours.? ™

At this question, innocent though it appears,
Kelr visibly reddens, and then tries to cover his
confusion by & rough amswer,

s«Much the same as you do, I suppose ; ~
much the same as every man does who is con.
demned to be cooped up for three parts of the
year in this musty old town : try to forget that

| there is such a place.”

But Saville Moxon is not to be put out of tem-
per so easily.

« By riding out.of it, as you are- going to do-

now,” he says, with alight laugh, ss he lays his.
hand upon the horse’s mane, « Where are you
boand to, Eric? "

# What business is that of yours?” 1s trem-
bling upon. the lipe of Eric Keir; but he re-
presses the inclination to utter it, and substitutes
the answer, 4 Nowhere in particular.”

¢« Then don't let me detain you. I want to
speak to you, but I can walk by your side a lit-
tle way ;—or, stay ; I dare say they have an
animal in the stables they can let me have, and
we’ll take a gallop together—as we used to do
in the old days, Keir,”

‘But to this proposal Erie Keir appears any-
thing bnt 6. :

A agreeabl

#By no means,” he rejoins, hastily. « At
least, I know they have nothing you would care
{o mount; and I am quite at your service,
Moxon, if you wish to speak to mes, Here, ostler!
hold my horse.” '

“But why should I keep you from your
ride?”

« Beoause I prefer it ;—prefer, that is to say,
speaking to a friend qujetly to howling at him
across the road.  Let us turn out of this court-
yard, where overy wall has ears and every win.

T O Y T

dow a pair of eyes. And now what is your bu.
siness with me ?*
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The young men have gained the road by this
time, which is sufficlently removed from the
town to be very dusty, and shaded by leafy
trees,

# Who would ever have thought of meeting
you out here, Keir ?” is Moxon’s first remark,
« And how long is it since you developed a taste
for countiry ianes and hedges?*

« I don’t admire quickset hedges more than I
ever did ; but when a man rides for exereise, one
direction is as good as another.”

« But what induced you to remove your horse
from Turnhil’s ? Dido’t they do justice to
him 7" -

« Well—yes—" in 2 hesitating manner. «1I
had no particular fault to ind with them ; but
theae stables are more convenient.”

« Less 80, I should have imagined. Why, you
have nearly a mile more to walk to them.”

¢ Perhaps I like walking : any way, that’s my
business. What’s yours t”

At this ocurt rejoinder, Saville Moxon {urns
round and regards him steadily in the face.

“ What i8 the matter, Keir " he says, kind-
ly. Areyoulill? And, now I come to look at
you, you have ocertainly grown much thinner
since I saw you last; and, if you were not such
a lazy fellow, I should say you had been over-
working yourse!f.”

To which Keir responds, with a harsh
laugh :—

¢ Yes, Moxon, that's it—too much study. It's
an awfully bad thing for young fellows of our
age—so trying to the oonstitution! Ha! ha!
ha!”

¢ But you really don’t look yourself, Keir, for
all that. I am afraid you must have been liv.
ing too fast. Don’t do it, dear old fellow -— for
all our sakes.”

The affectionate tone touches some chord in
Eric Keir's heart, and he answers, almost hum-
bly—

« Indeed I have not been living fast, Moxon;
on the contrary, I think I have been keeping
better bours this term than nsual. One comes
80 soon t{o the oconviction that all that kind of
thing is not only degrading, but wrong. Yet one
may have troubles, nevertheless. How are all
your people at home?”

#Very well indead, thank you; and that
brings me to the subject of my business with
you. It is odd I should have met, yon this after-
noon, considering how much separated we have
been of late ; for if I had not done so, I should
have been obliged to write.”

« What about ?”

«1 had a letter from your brother Muiraven
this morning.”

« Ah !—more than I had; it’s seldom either
of them honor me.”

« Perhaps they despair of finding you — as I
almost began, to do. Any way, Lord Muira-
ven’s letter conoerns you as much as myself. He
wants us to join him in a walking tour.”

p ¢“Whent?” :

« During the vacation, of oourse.”

# Where to?”

« Brittany, I believe.”

«I oan't go.”

“ Why not ? it will be a jolly change for you.
And my brother Alick is most anxions to be of
the party. Fancy what fun we four should have!
—1it would seem like the old school days coming
over again.”

« When we were always together, and always
in scrapes,” Kelr interrupts, eagerly. «Xshonld
lke to go.,”

« What is there to prevent you?”

His face falls immediately.

« Oh ! I don't know—nothing in particular—
only, I don't fancy it will be such fun as you
imagine ; these tours turn out such awful fall.
ures sometimes ; besides ”

¢« Besides—what "

« It will be a great expense ; and I’m rather
out of pocket this term.”

«“That is no obstacle, for you are to go as
Muiraven’s guest. He says especlally—let me
see, where is the letter ? ”.—producing it from
his pocket as he speaks. ¢« Ah! here it is:
¢« Tell Eric, he is to be my guest, and so are you’
— though, for the matter of that,'’ continues
Moxon, as he refolds the letter and puts it 1o
the envelope, ‘ my acoepting his offer, and your
aocepting it, are two very different things.”

¢ 1 can’t go, neverthsless; and you may write
and tell him so.”

“ You had better write yourself, Keir; you
may be able to give your brother the reason,
which you refuse to me.”

After this, they pace up and dewn for a few
minutes in silence : minutes whioh appear long
1o Eric Kelr, for he pulls out his watoh mean.
while to asoertain the hour.

«l}{‘:’l‘r 1 are yon in debt ? ” sayu Moxon.

“ & penny—or, at all gvents, not a
that I shall be unable to pay upon m”::g
Has any one been informing yon to the con-
trary ?” -

¢ No one—it was buts sarmise. I hope, then,
—1 hope there is no truth in the rumor that has
reached me, that you ind more charms in a
certain little village, not twenty mties from Ox-
ford, than in anything the old town cintatna}”

Savillle Moxon is hardly prepared for the ef-
feot which his words prodace. For Hrie Keir
stops short upon the country path which they
are traversing, and the veins rise upon his fore.
head, and his whole face darkens and changes
beneath the passion which he caauot belp ex.
hibiting, althougb, he is too ocourteous to give
vent to it witheut further cause.

. «'What village ?” he demands quickly.

« Fretterley 1

Then the knowledge that he is in the wrong,
and gossip in the right, and that something he
is very anxious to keep secret is on the verge of

being discovered, gets the better of Eric Keir'a
discretion, and he flares out in an impetuous
manner, very much in character with his quick,
impulsive nature—

“And what the d—1 do your confounded
friends mean by meddling in my affairs?”

¢ Who said they were friends of mine ?” re-
torts Moxon ; and the laugh with which he says
it iz as ofl cast on the flame of Erio Keir's
wrath,

# 1 will allow of no interference with any-
thing I choose to do or say. I am not a ohild,
to be followed, and gaped at, and cackled about
by a parcel of old women in breeches ; and you
may tell your informant 80, from me, assoon as
you please.”

¢« Kefir, this is folly, and you know it. Fretter-
ly and its doings are too near at hand to escape
all observation ; and the fact of your visiting

very pretty daughters, is quite sufficient to set
the goesips talking ; but not to provoke such an
ebullition of anger from yourself.”

¢ 1 don't care s fig about the Vicar, or his
daughters either ! But I do care to hear thatl
ocan’t ride a mile in one direction or another
without all Oxford talking of it. I hate that
style of feminine cackle which some of the fel-
lows of the college have taken up; and I say
again,that they are a set of confounded meddlers,
and If I catch any one of them prying into
my concerns, I won’t leave him a whole bone in
his body ! ” :

« You are childish ! ” exclalms Moxon, ¢« As
Irepeated the report, Keir, I suppose I am one
of the ¢ oonfounded meddlery’ you allude to, and
it may not be safe for me to remain longer in
your company. Anund so, good day to you, and a
better spirit when we meet again.” And turn.
ing abraptly from him, he commences to walk
in the direction of the town. But slowly, and
somewhat sadly : for he has known REric Keir
from boyhood, and, imperious as he is with
strangers, it is not often he exhibits the worst
side of his character to his friends.

For a moment—whilst pride and justioce are
struggling for the mastery within him — Erle
looks at the retreating figure and then, with aud-
den impulse, he sirides hastily after Moxon, and
tenders him his hand.

«Forgive me, Saville! I was wrong—I hardly
knew what 1 was saying.”

] was sure you would confess it, sconer or
later, Frio; your faults are all upon the sur-
face.”

And then they shake hands heartily, and feel
themse!ves again.

«But about this Fretterley business,” says
Erio, after a slight hesitation : «stop the gossip
as much as lies in your power, there’s a good
fellow ! For I swear to you I have no morein-
tention of making love to the Vicar’sdaughters,
than I have to the Vicar himself.”

« I never supposed you had. But when young
and fashionable men persist in fry one
locality, the lookers-on will draw their infer-
ences. We are not all earl’s sons, remember,
Eric; and you dwell in the light of an unenvi-
able notoriety.”

« Unenviable indeed, iIf even one’s footsteps
are to be dogged ! And fancy what my father
would say, if sach a rumor reached his ears 1 »

«He would think nothing of it, Keir. He
knows that you love him too well to dream of
making a mésalliance.”

“ Who talks of a mésalléance f ” Interposes the
other, hurriedly.

« Myself alone. The Vicar's daughters, though
exceedingly handsome and, no doubt, ?:-y
amiable girls, are not in the position of life from
which Lord Norham expeocts you to choose a
wife. He thinks a great deal of you, Eric.”

¢ More's the pity ; he had much bytter build
his hop‘ea on Muiraven, or Ceoil.”

#0h ! Ceoll will never marry. Young as he
he is marked out for a bachelor. ‘And as fohr'
Muiraven, he will, in all probability, have to
sacrifice his private instinots to public interests.
Besides,”—in a lowered voloe—¢ yon should
never forget that, were anything to happen to
Muiraven, the hopes of the family would be set
upon you.”

« Don’t talk such nonsense, Moxon. Muir.
aven's life is worth ten of mine, thank God !
and Cecil and I mean to preserve our liberty
intact, and leave marriage for the young and
the gay : yourself, par axemple.”

# Call a poor devil who has nothing but his
own brains to look to for a subsistenoe, young and
g3y ? My dear boy, yow'll be a grandfather be.
fore I have suocosoded in inducing any woman to
aocoept my name and nothing a year.”

#Ugh ! *—with a shudder—v what an awful

mysell.”

# Bat I must not :::l')
you any longer from your ride. Bhall you be in
your rooms to-morrow evening, Keir ?”

s Probably — that is, I will make a point of
belng there, i you will coms and take supper
xnm '1‘1:;. AndAbt‘;ldnl ov'a; Sammers and Chaxi-

you. look here, Moxon,—stop this
oonfounded rumor about me, at all hasards, for
heaven's sake!”

«If there is no truth in it, why should you
:ﬂoot to ita ociroulation ?” inquires Moxon,

" ¢ There is no truth in it. I hardly know the
man by sight, or his daughters; but you are
awsre of my fathet’s peculiarities, and how the
least idea of such & thing would worry him.”

“ We should have Lord Norham down here
in no time, to ind out the truth for himsgelf. 8o
1Vs lneky for you, old fellow,”—obwerving Keir's
kuitted brows—¢that there’s nothing for him

to and out.”

there, and the Vicar of the parish having three.

¢ Yeu—of course ; but I hate everything in
the shape of town-talk, true or otherwise.”

« There shall be no more, if I can prevent it,
Keir. Good-bye !” .

« Good-bye, till to-morrow evening ; and don’t
be later than ten.”

He remains on the spot where Saville Moxon
left bim for & moment, and then turns, musing-
1y, towards the courtyard of the inn agaln,

« What on earth can have put Fretterley in-
to their heads,” he ponders, « when I have been
so scrupulously careful, that even the ostler at
the village inn doesn’t know me by my right
name ? It’s an awful nuisance, and will entall
a move at the very time when I can least afford
it. My usual lnck !” And, with a shrug of the
shoulders, Eric Keir re.enters the stable yard.
The man is still waiting there with his horse,

80 they pass into the sitting-room in silenct
and whilst Eric Keir, monarch of all he survey#
throws himself into an easy chalr, she stands
by the table, somewhat sulkily, walting for him
to make the next advanoces.

+18 0!d Margaret at home, Myra?”

«1 believe s0.” .

«Tell her to bring me some claret. I seem 0
have swallowed all the dust between this and
Oxford.”

She does his bidding, bringing the wine with
her own hands, and when she has served him,
she sits down by the window.

¢ Come here, ohild,” he says presently, in &
patronizing yet authoritative voice that accords
strangely with his boyish exterior. ¢ What’s the

matter with you to-day ¢ why won’t you speak
tome ?” ’

and, when the gentleman is mounted, he touch
his cap and asks when he may be expected to
retarn.”

« Impossible to say,” is the unsatisfactory re-
joinder ; and inanother minute Keir has driven
his spurs into the animal’s side and is galloping
to make up for lost e, along the roads whioh
loads. to Fretteriby.

As he rides hurriedly and carelessly along, his
thoughts are confiicting and uneasy. His im-
pulsive and unthinking nature has led him into
the commission of an act which is more than
rash—whioh is unpardonable, and of which he
already bitterly repents ; and he sees the effect
of this youthful folly closing about him and
hedging him in, and the trouble it will pro-
bably entall, stretching out over a long vista of
coming years, to end perhaps only with his life.

He knows that his father (a most loving and
affectionate father, of whom he has no fear be-
yond that begotiten by the dread of wounding
his affection) cherishes high hopes for him and
expects great things—greater things than Eric
thinks he has the power of performing. For Lord
Muiraven, though a young man of ~terling merit
—~the dearest fellow in the world,” as his
brothers will inform you—is not clever: he knows
1t himself, and all his friends know it, and that
Eric has had the advantage over him, not only
in personal appearance, but in brains, And
though it would be too much to afirm that
Lord Norbam has ever wished his sons could
ohange places, there is no doubt that, whilst he
looks on Muiraven as the one whoshall carry on
his titles to a future generation, his pride is fixed
on Eric; and the ease with which the young
fellow has disposed of his university examina-
tions, and the passport into society his agreeable
manners have gained for him, are topics of un-
falling interest to the Earl.

And it is this knowledge, added to the remem-
brance of & motheriess ohildhood sheltered by
paternal care from every sorrow, that makes
his own conduct smite so bitterly on the heart
of Erio Keir. How ocould he have done it? Oh!
what & fool—what an ungrateful, unpardonable
fool he has made of himself! Aund there is no
way out of the evil: he has destroyed that
whish will not bear patohing-—his self-respect !
As the oonviction preases home to him, tears,
which do him no dishonor, rise to his eyes,
are foroed back again, as though to weep had
been a sin, How much the creatures suffer who
cannoy, or who dare not, ory! God gave ready
tears to women, in consideration of their weak-
ness—it is only strong hearts and stronger minds
that can bear torture with dry eyes.

But there 1s little trace of weakness left on
the faoce of Eric Kelir, as, after an hour's hard
riding, he draws rein before the village inn of
Fretterley. The young oollegian seems well
known there ; for before he has had time tosum-
mon the ostler, the landiord himself appears at
the front door, {o ease him of his rein, and is
shouting for some one {0 come and ¢’old Mr.
;A’:ugwn's forse’ while he draws ¢ Mr. ’Amilton’s

r.

“Mr. 'Amilton’ appears to respond but lan-
guidiy to the exertions made on his behalf; for
he drinks the beer which is handed him me-
chanlcally, and, withoat further comment, turns
on his heel, much to the disappointment of the
landiord, who has learned to look regularly for
the offer of one of those choice oigars of whioch
the gentleman 1is usually so lavish,

«Something up there, I bet,” he remarks to
the partner of his bosom ; «getting tired of her,
I shouldn’t wonder: they all does it, sooner or
Iater. Men will be men.”

“Men will be men! men will be brutes, you
mean!” she retorts ia her shrill treble; and
from the sound of her volos, the landlord
thinks it as well not to pursue the subject any
further.

Not afraid of her—oh dear no! What husband
ever was afrald of anything so insignifioant as
the weaker vessél?—only——Well, landiord,
have it thine own way ; itdoes us no harm !

Meanwhile Erie Kelr has walked beyond the
village, perbaps & quarter of a mile, to where
& small farm surrounded by & garden
of shrubs, stands back from the highway. He
pushes open the painted wicket with his foot,
more {mpetnomly than he need have done, and
advances to the hall door. Before he can knook
or ring, it 18 thrown open to him, and a woman
nlg‘a herself upon his neck.

he 18 a girl still, though several years d
than himaseif; but & woman 1s lntXxe ‘mo«:;:
youth at Ave-and-twenty ; and this woman hag
no‘t‘ ;mly Yyouth bat beanty.

wish you would remember, 'y
sm standing at the front door’,‘:’n?’wvem :
of affection for & maore

these demonatrations
private piace. I have told you of it 8o often.”
He her arms from his throat as he
W‘;W T countenance lowers and ohan--
wed It is osay to see that she is guick to take
offenes, and that the fepulss has wounded

“ B you don’t care to hear me speak."
she answers in a low tone, full of emotion, as 8he
kneels beside his chair. S8he has large, lustrous,
dark eyes, and soft brown hair that flows an
curls about her neck, and a pair of passionatd
red lips that are on a dangerous level with his
own, What man could resist them? But Erl0
Keir’s moustached mouth bends down to press
her upturned forehead only. It is evident that
she has lost her power to charm him. Yet bis
reply his not only patient, but kind.

« What has put that nonsense into your head !
Don’t make more worries than you need, Myrs *
we have enough already, heaven knows!”

« But why haven’t you been to see me for §0

the time seems without you! Are you getting
tired of me, Erio ?”

a sigh. «It s early days for you and me to talk
of getting tired of each other, Myra, Haven't
we made all kinds of vows (o pass our live#
together ?”

«Then wiy have you been such a time
away 1" -

«I have had business to detain me; it Wa#
impossible to come before.”

« What sort of business ?

« Engagements—at ocllege and amongst m¥
friends.” »
« Friends whom you love more than me!
she retorts quickly, her jealous dispositio?

immediately on the qui vive.

glve you no greater proof of my attachmenb
than I have already given.”

«“Ah! but I want more, Eric. I want to P°
with you alwaya: to leave you neither day
night : to have the right to share in your ple&”
sures and your pains,”

He frowns visibly.

«More pains than pleasures, as you would
find, Myra, Bat it 18 impossible; I have 0
you so already ; the circumstances of the
forbid it.”

« How oan I tell, when you are absent, if Y°2
are always thinking of me ?—if some oib®
woman does not take my place in YO
heart?”

« You must trust me, Myra. I am a genti®
man, and I tell you that is not the case—that "
never will be.”

« Ah! but you cannot tell!” And here 5“:
falls to weeping, and buries her face upon tb
arm of his chair,

« My poor girl!” says Kelr, compasions“”'

‘He does not love her—that is to say, he bs
not love as he thought he did three mon
ago, when he belleved that he was dolng 8 ot
generous and chivalrous thing in ralsing o«
from her low estate to the position she no“
ocoupies, and swearing unalterable fidelity
her feet—but he feels the deepest pity, bot® (be
her and for himself—and he would wipe out
past with his blood, if it were possible. )

My poor girl—my poor Myra ! stroking
luxuriant hair which is flung across his K o
«we have much to forgive each other! Did @
man and woman drag each other more rfe
rably down than we have done ?” 700

s“You have oeased tolove me—I knoW
have! ” she continues, through her tears. pry

% Why should you torture me with l“d'”.
acousation,” he says, impatiently, as he 8 ist
himself free of the clinging arms, and, * esdY
walks to the window, ¢« when I have sir' el
assured you that it is not true? What D&Y
done to make you imagine I am changed!

“You do not come to see me—you 4° p
caress me—you do not even look at me 8%
used to do.” o190

% Good heavens! for how long do yol per®
me t0 go on ¢ looking "—whatever that ©!
tion may oconsist of ? kn"’

«Oh, Eric ! you cannot deceive me: YOU
you are sorry that we ever met.” . pub

Sorry—ay, God knows that he is S0ITYC 40
he will not tell her so. Yet neither,will D6 "oyq
her embrace, as three months back be 1070
have done, to assure her that she does BlS [ g
a oruel wrong by the suspicion. He only
quietly by the open window, and taking ’] ]
from his case, lights it and commences “"i nJ“"d
whilst she continues to sob, in an lﬂtmw'
manner by the arm-ohair where he left pere

“Myra! I have but & short time to S8V gy
to-day; why shouldn’t we pass it Puk. this
together? Upon my word, if you go ai piao?
every times we meet, you will make “”" 0
t00 ot t0 hold me. Come—dry your 67°0, ,qn
a good girl, and tell me what you h&¥
doing since I saw you last.” m

oo

She dashes away her tears, and ““:o,,.ol
her kneeling posture; but there is ltlll‘loh she
sulienness or pride in the voioe with Wb
answers him, .

 What should I have been doing "“.“,,‘,':i

t
(v}
ing for your arrival? [ should have

many days, then? You don’t know how Ilong’

«Tired | "'—with a smile that is sadder thad

« It is not fair for you to say so, Myra, I 088 .
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Oxtord, most probably, and tried to find your
rooms, if you had not appeared this evening.”

*“You had better not aitempt that,” he says,
decisively.

“But you neglect me, Eric : even old Margaret
femarks it: and the Vicar said "

“The Vicar ! ”—-starting. « When did you see
the Vicar?*

“The day befure yesterday, when he called
here.»

“Who let him in?"

“I did!”—rather defiantly.
was out.”

“ And what communication passed between
you 2?7

“He asked If my name was Mrs. Hamilton?
~and [ said ¢ Yes.””

“ What on earth made you say s0?"”

‘“ Well—haven’t you always called me Mrs.

milton ? Isn’t it the name I go by in the
V“lgge 9

‘Not through my means, Myra. I have never
Wentioned you to anybody, in Fretterley or out
?‘ It. And pray, what had the Vicar to say to

Mrs, Hamilton.’” :

“ He asked if you were Mr. Hamilton : he has
%een you riding through the villige, and—’

“ Don’t tell me that.you connected our names

ether before him!” interrupts Keir, with a
00k of anger,

“ Well ! —what was I tosay?”

“What were you to say? You kuew well
®nough what Lo say to get yourself or me out of
a 8Crape, a few months back. But Isee through
your design, Myra—you want to force me to do

at against which you know I am determined.”

“ I cannot bear this continual separation,” she
;?ll,es; «1t is killing me. I cannot live without

u,”

““ Listen to me, Myra,” he says, approaching
closer to enforce his argument. +You say you
Sannot bear this separation; but if you attempt

elude it by any devices of your ows, you shall
Bever see me again, You cannot say thatI have

®Geived you: you threw in your lot with
Wine of your free consent; more than that—
You urged me to the step which has brought,
od knows, its retribution with it. But 1f you
Wake our position public, you will do me an
emediable wrong, and injure your own cause.

I warn you!”

“Of what ?”

**That suspicion has already fallen upon wme

T being foolish enough to visit you se openly H
%0 much so, that I had decided, before coming
t"e to-day, to move you as soon as possible
fom Fretierley ; and if the rutaor is not xtopped

Y that means, [ shall go away till it is for-
&otten,”

““ Where ?” she inquires, breathlessly.

“In the country, or abroad;—anywhere to

ulk the gossips.”

“ And withou: me, Eric?”

" Without you? Of course. What good would
Ldo if I took you with me ? Why, if the least
hing of such a thiug were to reach my father’s
®ars, he would ask me all about it, and I should
t&ll bim the truth. I have never told him any-

lng but the truth,” adds the young fellow,

@ply; wand I believe 1t would kil bimn.”
lh“ And you would give me up for your father ? *
® says, quickly.
" “ A thousand times over! My father is every-
bing in the world for me; and I can’t think

W I ever could have permni‘ted myself to do

At which would so much grieve him.”

A dark flush overspreads her handsome

Atures as she hears the unpalatable truth, and

T tull breast heaves and her lips tremble with
N ® deep pain 1t causes her. She is passing
O‘Nugh the greatest agony a woman is capable
feellng: coming graduaily, but surely, to the
Snvietion that her reign is over, her empire
:}'efthrown—that she has lost her place in her

Ver's heart.

And she loves him so pussionately: she has

'Ways gured for him far more than he has done

tor ber, and his increasing coldness drives her

« Old Margaret

\o“ You sald that I was everything in the world
%{zu, three months ago,” she answers, with set
to oL Know L did; and at the time I believed 1t

® true. But I have told you, Myra, what a
“m;‘d, high famlly mine is, and how seldom
%h" escutcheon has been tarnished with
knoonor. And--forgive me for saying so-—I
belnw it is my own fault, but I cannot help
it %8 Conscious of the fact that I have tarnished
tog W. And my poor father thinks so much-—
Much of me; I feelas though I should never
‘m‘:ble to look bim in the face again.” And
hand:.hab, Eric Keir burles his own face in his

,nge taps the floor Impatiently with her

“

« }'00 are ashamed of me, Eric.”

thay :.:l bitterly ashamed of myself, and of all
“ygy passed between us.”

et » YOUld have been better if we had never
“

w Far better—both for you and for myself.
« "could think otherwise ?
« s Would be better, perhaps, i1 were dead.”

“cl';uuld be better if we were both dead,”

w ms bitteriy ; «“or had died before we

You w20 other, Oh, Myra—Myra! why wiil

You g such cruel traths from my wmouth ?

‘Mg 276 been the death of all good things in
H .

Soe :hg“! his tace to hers, and she 18 shocked to

Paln portrayed there, She Is an 1llite-

"“Q

I

lng,;d‘”"bom woman, wita nothing to recom-
for p,; % beyond her beauty and her fierce love

Yongy “‘in:'hleh, yet, 18 like the love of an unrea-
Ang apt mal, overpowering when encouraged,
turn the first time It Is thwarted,

. But she has one indomitable passion—pride,
| and it 1s stirring and working in her now.

« Would you be happy if you could undo the
past?” she says in a low volce ; «if there had
i been no such person a8 me in the world, and
had never fancled that you loved me ?”

« Happy ! " he answers, with a sad laugh, «I
should be happy if I could wipe out the remem-
brance with a free conscience at the expense of
everything that I possess. But come, Myra, let
us talk no more of impossibilities. Tne past is
past, my child, and nothing you or I can say
will ever undo it. Let us think of the present.
It is necessary you should leave Fretteriey ;—
where you would like to go?”

s« ] don’t care. You may choose for me,"”

# Very well, then; I will think the matter
over, and let you kuow. I shan’t be able to come
here to-morrow, as I have an engagement in
the town; but the day after you may depend
on seeing me, Do you want any money ?"—
taking out his purse.

But she shrinks from the note he offers her as
though it had been a serpent,

“No—no! I am not in want of it: [ have
plenty to serve my need.”

« All the better for me,” he says, laughing.
He has recovered his s, irits again; clouds are
not long in passing with the youug.

+ Well—good-bye,” he continues, as he takes
the girl in his arms and kisses her, in a fraterual
manner, on the cheek. ¢« It's a shame of e 10
nave made those pretty eyessored ! Don’t think
twice of what I have said, Myra; you urged me
on to it with your cross-questioning, and you
know I lament this business for both our sakes;
but the durk mood will be gone to-morrow. It's
nothing unusual, after three months of honey-
moon, my dear.”

She olings to him frantically close, but she
says nothing.

“ Why, won't you say good-bye? Then I
must go without it, for I have no more time to
lose.”

He 18 moving towards the door, when she
flies after. tim, and almost stifies him in her
embrace.

«“Oh! goo.-bye, my love!—my darling!—
my own, own, dearest lovel”

She showers kisses, almost roughly on his
mouth, his eyes, his brow; kisses which he
accepts rather philosophically than otherwlse,
and from which he frees himself with a sigh of
relief. .

Alas ! for the love of one-and-twenty, when
it begins to temper its enthusiasm with phi-
losophy !

As, with a cheerfual nod, he turns out of the
wicket gate, the woman stands gazing after him
as though ehe has been turned to stone; and
when he has finally disappeared, she gropes her
way back to the sitting-room, and c.a.8 herself
headlong on the fioor.

« Gone—gone!” she moans; “all gone, and
my life gone with it! Oh! I wish that I was
dead—I wish that I was buried—I wish that I
could neither feel nor think—I am noihing to
him now " o .

i

Bhe lles there fur, perhaps, an hour, sobbing
and moaning to herself; and is only roused by
the entra.ce of the old woman she calls Mar-
garet, with the preparations for her tea, and
whose grunt at percetving her attitude is half
of compassion and half of contempt.

« Lord ha’ mussy ! » she exclaims, % and what-
ever are you a lying on the boards for? »

This woman, who is8 clothed and kept like
one of gentle birth, and by whom she is fed and
paid her wages, I8 yet not addressed by Mar-
garet in terms befitting a servant to use to-
wards his mistress. The poor are ever keenest
at detecting & would-be lady from a real one.

The familiar tone affronts Myra; she reads in
it, not sympathy, but rebellion against her new -
born dignity, and she rises and sweeps out of
the room, without deigniug to notice the pre-
sence of her factotum.

But the bed-room is solitary and full of sad
remembrance, and in & few minutesshe einerges
from it, dressed for walking, and saunters in
the garden.

It is & queer little nest that Erio Keir has
chosen for her, being originally Intended for the
gameKeper’s cottage on an estate which has
long since been parted with, acre by acre, and
its very namne snuk in the obscurity of three or
four small farms; so that the cottage stands
hlone in the midst of wheat and barley flelds;
and it is through one of these; whére the grain,
young, and green and tender, and not higher
than a two years’ child, spring up on each side
of her, that Myra, still burning as under the
sense of a deep outrage, takes her way. A reso-
lution has been growing up in uer heart during
the last hour whieci, betwixt, its pride and siub-
bo.nness, {t will not easily relinquish—the reso-
lution to part with Eric Keir.

It wrenches her v:ry soul even to think of
such a thing, aud as she resolves impossible
ways and means for its accomplishment, her
breath 18 hardly drawn; but she has a will of
iron, and he has wounded her in her most val.
nerable part. As she paces slowly up and down
the narrow fleld-path, the jealous, angry tears
soarce dried upon her cheeks, she hears a rustle
in the corn behind her, and the next momeunt
some one touches her upon the shoulder.

Myra is not chicken-hearted bat she is quick
to resent an lasult,

« How dare you?” she commences, angrily ;
but as she turns and faces the iutruder, her tone
is changed to one of consternution.

« Lord above { ” she continues falntly. ¢ How
did you ever ind me, Joel?”

Ble ls %0 taken by surprise that she had turu-

ed quite pale, and the hand she offers him is
fluttering ilke a bird,

«Find you!” exclalms the new-comer (who,
it may be as well at once to >tate, stands in the
relationship of coustin to her), “I would have
found you Myra, if you had been at the furthest
end ot the whote world.”

“ Aunt’s not here, is she?” inquires Myra,
with the quick fear that a woman in her equi-
vocal position has of encountering the re-
proaches of one of her own sex; #you're surc
you're alone, Joel ? "’

«['m all alone, Myra. Mother has enough to
do to get her living, without coming all the way
from Leicestershire to look after you. But I
couldn’t rest till I’d seen you : I couldn’t believe
what I’ve heard, except from your own lips.
You’ve most broke my heart, Myra.”

He is an uncouth, countryfied-looking fellow,
without any beauty, except such as is conveyed
by his love and his sorrow ; but as he stands
there, sheepishly enough, looking down upon
the hand he still holds between his own, he
commands all the respect due to the man who
has done nothing for which he need blush.

His earnestness seems to touch the irl, for
she is silent and hangs down her head.

¢ When we heard that you had left the situa-
tion in the hotel where father placed you, and
without a world of warning, we ocouldn’t aredit
it. But some words as the master wrote to
mother muade us -think as all wasn't right with
you; and when weeks and months went by snd
we didn't hear nothing, I began to fear it was
true. So Itravelled up from hoine, little by
littie, doing a job here and a job there, till I got
to Oxford, and could speak with the master my-
self; and though he couldn't satisfy me as to
your whereabouts, I came 10 it by constant in-
quiry, and reached Fretterley last night. And
now, Myra,come home with me. [ doo’t waat
to make no words about it: I don't want to
hear nothing of what you've been doiug—'twould
only cut me up—but say you'll come back to
the old place in Leicestershire, and tuen Ishan’t
think my journey’s been took in vain.”

He looks her in the eyes as he concludes, and
she, unable to stand his scrutiny, drops her head
upon his rough veiveteen shoulder, and begins
to cry.

«Oh, Joel ! if I could only tell you.”

«Tell me, my poor lass! where’s the use of
your telling me : can’t I read the signs you carry
about you? What's the meaning of a purple
silk gown with lace fripperies upon your back,
and a pair of gold drops in your ears, If it don’t
mean shame?"”

« No! no! not that!” she cries recoiling from

im.

«1 shall think less of you, Myra, if you call it
by any other name. But the old howme's open
to you, iny dear, all the same——open to receive
and shelter you whenever you choose to cume
back to it, though you can’t never bring the
joy to it now that 1 ouce thought you would.”

The old homn=! How little she has thought of
it of late ! yet she can see it in her miud’s eye,
as she stands pondering his words. It was not
a particularly bhapby home to her: the homes
of the poor seldomn are. She had known hun.
ger, and thirst, and cold, and occasionally the
sound of harsh words witnin its limits, yet cthe
memoryof the dull life she led there seems very
peaceful now, cowmpared to the excited and
stormy scenes through which she nad passed
since leaving it.

The old home! It was not a paradise, but it
wuas 1nore like home to the low-born girl than
datly association with a companion who is as far
above her in birth as an inteilect, and has grown
but too conscious of the gulf that lies between
them.

Joel Cray takes her fit of inusing for hesltatioa,
and recommences his persuasion.

1 daresay he, whoever he may be—for 1
know there's a man at the bottom of all this,
Myra, (curse him),” he adds par parent/iése—
« I daresay he does all he can 10 persuade you
that be loves you better than himself, and wili
be constant 1o you till de «th, but "

« He does not,” she iaterrupts eagerly, in de-
fence of the absent.

« What ! " replies Joel, lost in astonishment,
+ he's siek of you already ! He steals you away
from an honest family and an houest ewnploy -
ment to make a—-"

s« Ngop 1 ” cries Myra, in a voice of authuriiy.

“ What awn I Lo stop for ?"

« You shall uot call me by that nume: it s a
lie.”

«] wish to God you could prove it, Myra.
What are you, then—his wife ***

«Of whom are you talking 7 ” with passiondte
confusion. ¢ How do you Zuow ihat there i»
any one? What right have you to cowme and
bully e in this manner ?”

« Myra! we were brought up togeither from
little children; wmy mother was like your
wmother, and my home was your home; and
tong before you saw this chap, you knew that !
ioved you and looked to wed yon when the
proper timne came—that's mny right! And now,
as we stand in God's sight together, tell e the
truvh, Are you married (o the man, or are you
not

At this point-blank question, she trembies,
and grows red and white by turus, shrinking
from the stern glance he fixes on her.

« Joel! don’tlook at me after that fashion, lor
I can't bearit! O, Joel! you used to love me.
Take e buck to auunt, and the old place, and
the children, for there’s no one wanis me here.”

« My poor lass! le it really &s bud as that —
ounly thres wontus, and tired of you already ?

Well, well{ you'd better have taken me, per-
haps after all—you've muade & surry bargain,
uyr“n

— —

«Q, Joel ! I love him beyond everything in
the wor.d. He Is so clever, and 80 handsome,
and so good to me. But I ain’t fit for such as
he is: I feel it at every turn. I can’t talk, nor
behave, nor look as he would wish me to do,
and ”—in & lower voice—¢ he is ashamed of me,
Joel” .

Poor Joel has been silently writhing under the
meation of his rival’s attributes, but the last
ciause 18 too much for him. N

« Ashamed of you! the d—d villain! he ain’t
worthy to touch you Oh, how I wish I had my
fingers this moment at his wizen!"”

« Hush, Joel! don’t say such awful things,
but—but—" with a choking sob, “I'm nothing
but a worry to him now: he wishes we had
never met: he wisnes I was dead, and.he wus
rid of me.”

« Will you come home with me, or will you
not ? ” shouts Joel, whose patience is thoroughly
exhausted. ¢ If you stand there, Myra, a telling
me any more of his insults, I swear I'll huut
him dowa like a dog, and set fire to every stick
and stone that he possesses. Ah! you thiuk,
perhaps, that [ don’t Know his name, and so
Le’s safe from me; but its 'Amilton—there’s for
you-—and if you disappoint me, I'll soon be upon
his track.”

« Q, Joel! don’t be hard on me; youcan’t tell
how I feel the parting with him.”

She turns her streaming eyes upon the
cottage, whilst he, unable to bear the sight of
her distress, paces up and down uneasily.

s« Then you mean to come back with me,
Myra?”

¢ Yes—yes—t0-morrow.’’

«To.morrow you'ls have changed your mind.”

« What will there be to change it 2" she
answers, passionately. ¢ How can anything
undo his worda? Hesays I have been the death
of all good things in Lim: that {f 1t way possible
he would wipe out even the memory of me
with his blood; with his blood, Joel, think of
that !”

¢ Well, them’s insults, whatever they may
mean, that you've no right to look over, Myra;
and if you won’t seitle ’em, I shall.”

4 You would not harm him, Joel!” fear-
fully.

«“I'd break every bone in his body, if I'd the
chance (o, and grateful for it. But if you'll pro-
mnise to give him up without any more to.do,
and come back home with me, I'll leave him to
Provideuce. He’'ll oatch it in the next world,
if not in this.”

«[ have pruomised—I will do it—only give me
one more night in the place where I have been
happy.”

He is not very willing to grant her this in.
dulgence, but she exacts it from him, so0 that he
is obliged to let ber have her way, and passes
the nexttwelve hours in & state of uninterrupted
fear, leat he should appear to interpose his
authority, or, after a night's reflection, she
should play him false, and decide to remain
where she is.

But Joel Cray need not have been afraid.

Myra spends, the time indeed no less per.
plexedly than he does; but those who knew her
innate pride and self-will would have had no
diffionity in guessing that it would come off
conqueror at last.

« He would give me up a thousand times over
for his father,” she keeps on repeating, when
she finds her strength is on the point to fail}
s¢he said 8o, and he means it, and sooner or
later it would be my fate. And I will not stay
to be given up; I will go before he has the chauce
to desert me. 1 will not be told again that I
taraish his honor, and that we had better both
be dead than I live to disgrace him.

« I cannot bear it. I love blm too much to be
able to bear it. Perhaps when he hears that I
am gone, and comes 10 miss me (I am sure tuat
be will miss me), he may be sorry for the cruel
thiugs he sald, and travei Eugland over till i1
finds me, and asks me 10 come back o him
again.”

The soft gleam which her dark eyes assume
u8 the thought strikes her, is soon chased away
by the old sore memory.

« But he will never come; he only longs to
be quit of me that he may walk with a free
couscience through the world, and I am the
stumbling-block in his way. O! he shall never
say 50 again: he shaill know what it 18 to be
free : heshall never have the opportunity tosay
such bitter truths to be again.”

And so, with the morning light, the im.
peluous, unreasoning creature, without leaving
sign or trace behind her to mark which way
she goes, resigns herself into the hands of Jool
Gray, aud flies from Fretterley.

Wheu, according to promise, Erie Kelr pays
another visit tothe gamekeeper’s cottage, there
is only old Margaret to open the door and stare
at him a8 though she had been bewitched.

« Where I8 your wistress 7 he says, curtly :
the expression ofold wowmen’s faces not passess-
iug wauch interest fur him.

« Lor, sir! she's goue.”

« Gune ! where—Iinto the village 2

«Q1 deary wme! I knows nothing about ii:
she never spoke to me. How could I tell but
what she’d left by your orders ? "

« What do you mean? Has Mrs. Hamilon
left Fretterley ?”

«Yes, sir — I suppose 80. I baven't seen
nothinig of her sinocs yesterday worniug.”

«. 1 possible l—witiiout leaving a note or sny
explanation ?” .

« [ don’t know if you'll find a note amongst
her things, sir ! they're just as she left’em: I
Laven't touched nothing; I knows my place
better; and I'd rather yow’d find out the truth

for youraelf, though I'has8 iny suspizzions, of
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course, which we’re all liable to, rich and poor
alike. But I haven’t worried neitber, knowing
there’s no call to fear but what my wages will
be all right with an honorable gentleman like
yourself.”

He makes no effort to restrain her cackle, but
passes through the door she has thrown open
1n sflence, and enters the deserted sitting-room.
He does not know if he is awake or asleep; he
foels as if he were moving in a dream.

Gone! Left him! without the intention of
returning! It is impossible; she must mean to
come back again : she is playing a foolish trick,
in hopes of frightening him into compliance
with that which she has so often asked, and he
refused, But neitherin bed or sitting.room can
Erio Keir discover the least indication that
Myra’s absence is to be a temporary one; nor a
written line of threatening or farewell. On the
contrary, she has taken all the simplest articles
of her attire with her, and left behind, strewn
on the floor in proud neglect, the richer things
with which he has provided her. Weary, and
utterly at a loss to account for this freak on the
part of one who bas appeared so entirely de-
voted to himself, Eric returns to the lower
room, and summons old Margaret to his side.

«]1 can find nothing to account for Mrs,
Hamliton’s departure. What do you mean by
having your suspicions?” he inquires in a
determined voice.

« Well, sir—deary me! don’t take offence at
what I say; but truth is truth, and your lady
didn't leave this house alone, as my own eyes is
witness to.” '

His eye flashes, and as he puts the next
question he shades it with his hand.

¢« Who did she leave it with, then? Speak out,
woman, and don’t keep me waiting here for
ever1”

¢ O lor, sir ! don’t take on so, there’s a dear
gentleman. I can’t rightly tell you, sir, never
having seen the young man before; but he was
hanging about here the evening you left, and
talking with your lady In the fleld, and lLe
fetched away her box with his own 'ands, yester-
dsy morning, as I watched'im from the kitchen
winder. A countiy-looking young man he was,
but not ill.favored; and as they walked off
together I see him Kkisg the mistress’s cheek,
that I did, if my tongue was to be cut out, for
saying so, the very next minute.”

«There—there ! that willdo; go to your work,
and hold your tongue, if such a thing is possible
to you. You will remain on here, and when I
have decided what is to be done with these
things, I will let you know.”

And so saying, Eric Kelr strides from the
house again, mounts his horse, and retakes his
way to Oxford.

¢ A young man, country-looking but not ill.
favored; some one of the friends from whom
he has alienated her, perhaps. Certainly a
person of her own class, and to whom she
returns in preference to himself.

« How could he have ever been such a fool as
to suppose that a woman taken from her station
in life, accustomed to, and probably fiattered by,
the attentions of clodhoppers and tradesmen,
oould appreciate the niceties of sucha sacred
thing as honor, or the affection of an elevated
and Intellectual mind ?

So he says, in his first frenzy of wrath and
Jjealousy and shame, but so does he not entirely
believe. The old woman’s gossip has left a
miserable doubt to rankle in his heart; but has
not acomplished the death of his trust in the
girl who has left him, and whom, though he
has ceased to love, he feels bound to search after
and succor and protect. He makes all the
investigations that are possible without betray-
ing his secret tothe world; but private en-
quiries and carefully-worded newspaper adver-
tisements prove alike futile, and from the day
on which she fled from Fretterley the fate of
Myra to Eric Keir is wrapt in dark uncertainty.

(T o be continued.)

RALPH’S MISTAKE.

¢ There 18 my cousin Edwina’’ said my friend,
Ralph Hay. ¢ Edwina! Edwina!”

She turned her face as he called to her, and
Jooked at us. .

I had never seen anyone like her before, nor
had I ever heard her name.

mll!oth were unique ; both, I thought, beauti-

‘Whether anyone is really so, it is often hard
to determine,

That every eye makes its own beauty is a
truth as well as a proverd.

8he suited me, that small, dark, orimson lip.
ped :ruture, a8 graceful as a gazelle, and almost
as shy,

I saw, in the glance she gave us, that she he.
sitated between advancing and running away
when she heard herself called.

The conventionalities got the better of Ker
bashfulness, and she turned and came towards
us.

« Miss Earle,” said Ralph Hay, « Mr. Smith.
John, this is Cousin Edwina,”

She bowed ; s0did I ; and so my love came
into my life.

It was the supreme moment of my existence,
though I was not conscious of it then.

I knew that I had met a girl I liked ; that
the day was very bright, and the pleasant
country place pleasanter than it had ever
ssemed before,

I can see it now—the long, green lane ; the
eottage roof beyond ; the white spire in the dis-
tance ; over all a sweet, pink-tinted, sunset
sky, and near by the tiny tinkle of the running

stream ; the gir), in her white dress, with a

cluster of scarlet flowers in her smalil hand
walking between us,

I had to come t0o 8 on & visit,

Such holiday as my business permitted me I
should spend there, and it was on my way to
my friend’s house that I met Edwina.

She was his cousin, as he had said, and she
helped to care for the children, of whom there
were & half-dozen.

She could churn, and milk, and bake.

8he was bright and quick when not under
the cloud of shyness.

She was not & brilllant woman ; she was not
a soclety belle.

Most men would have rated her only “ a nice
little thing,” I presume,

Whatever she was, the crept into my heart
somehow, and atayed there.

One day I knew that I loved her, and that if
she did not love me, I should be very unhappy.

We had gone out upon the river for water
1illes.

There was a little quiet nook, quite over-
arched by tree branches, wlhere they grew in
profusion,

I rowed the boat.

She drew the great, white floating beauties
towards her by their long stems, and, breaking
them off, laid tbem in the basket she had
brought.

There was no other boat on the river ; there
was no one on the shore.

A little way farther on lay the shadow of a
covered bridge, and farther still the ruins of a
mill ; but no one crossed the bridge, and the
mill was deserted.

‘We never had been 8o entirely alone before.

The long lily-stems had entangled my oars.

I drew them out and laid them in the boat.

‘We only drifted slowly now.

Everything was very still,

A sense of peace such as I had never felt be-
fore settled down upon me.

Her hand, so white, and small, and fine rested
on the boat’s edge.

To save my life I could not have resisted the
impulse I had to touch it.

One moment I laid my palm upon it—the
next I held it fast and close.

She did not take it away.

Her shy eyes saw the water, but the hand re-
mained in mine,

And 80 we sat quite silent until the sun set.

Thben I kissed her.

‘We rowed back to our starting point in the
twilight.

The children were watching for us, and I had
no chance to speak to her alone that night, but
I felt that she was mine.

I went up to my room a happy man.

I lost myself {n slumber, only to dream of
Edwina.

And I remember that in my fancy we were
walking hand In hand in some pleasant place
where flowers grew, and birds sang, and waters
rippled, when a rough hand shook me by the
shoulder, and a voice at my ear crigd—

« John I Isay, old fellow, wake up, Here's a
telegram. Steady, now. I'm afraid it's bad
news.”

At these words I arose from my bed with a
sadden chill of terror upon me, snatched the
paper from my friend’s hand and read the brief
contents.

They brought bad news tndeed.

My beloved father lay at death’s door, and I
was bidden to hasten if I would see him alive.

I looked at my friend with eyes from which
I could not banish the sudden flood of tears.

“Don’t take It too hard, John,” he sald.
¢ While there’s life there’s hope. I'll harness
the horse, and we’ll get to the station in time
for the one o'clock train.”

I counld not forget as I drove away that a light
shone 1n the window of Edwina's room.

I think the messenger had awakened her,
and that, unseen by me, she watched my depar.
ture.

My father died before I reached home, and eur
house was & house of mourning for many days.

At last, however, I became calm enough to
write to Edwina,

Our understood engagement was not enough,

I offered myself to her in plain and earnest
terms,

I had no doubt as to the answer.

Her kiss had given me assurance of her love.

I dispatched the letter, and anxiously waited
for a reply.

g, came M:OD, but not in the regular way.

ne morning, my frie Ralph
me s littie note. 74, Ralph Hay, tossed

« From a lady,” he said, and nodded and went
AWaRY.

I pat the note upon the desk before me, and
e e,

« Jol mith, " was pretilly flourished.

« It looks like a love letter,” I u.ld,y m :gt
it daintily open, and drew out the folded paper.

It began thus—
osived your proposal. Doubloms T oLtk re:

your pro . u I ought to be
flattered at being chosen whe::.' ) ml:sxy have,
of course, offered themselves ; but, really, the
position you proffer has no charms for me. I
am useful here, and happy in my duties, and I
hasten to decline, with many thanks. I trust
we shall be just as friendly, notwithstanding,
and that next time you oome t0——, you wiil
bring your wife to see me.

“ Very truly,
“ EDWINA EARLE.”

I read that letter three times be
believe in it. fore 1 oould

It was the strangest anawer that man ever
recetved (o & passionate declaration of love.

I had told her that she was the only woman
I bad ever loved or ever should love.

She had bidden me ¢ bring my wife to see
her ” next time I came to——,

1 was at once grieved and angry, astonished

and dismayed.
My manner was altered.
I did not feel like myself.

It was as though some other soul were in my

body.

an opportunity soon offered itself.

The firm with which I waa connected needed

a business man in Paris,
I applied for the position, and obtained it.

Hopeless love is a thing no one respects, or

even pities.

‘Why, then, should I tell of the long weary

years through which I lived, with that heavy
burden at my heart ?

I could not forget her.

I knew that all my life I must crush this
silent sorrow in my breast, and hide it as I

might, that In old age I must sit solitary beside

my hearth, because no other woman could fill
the place I had destined for Edwina.

How many years were they ?

Enough to cure most men of any passion,

I knew it, and I wondered at my own oon-
stanoy.

One day—I know it was my birthday, and

that I was thirty years old, I said to myself—

«# Man, you are a fool ; forget the fleeting joy
of your youth ; take your life in your hands.
Marry. Have a home, a wife, children, like
other men. Of boyhood’s folly are born such
raptures as those you feel for Edwina; they go.
and revisit the heart no more.

* The toys of childhood please you no more ;
its sweets cloy upon your taste. No more can
you be a boy than a child. Cast off this old de.
lusion, trample it under foot. It has worked
you evil enough already.” ’

I arose and looked at myself in the glass,
and saw a big fellow with a long light brown
beard.

That was no pensive youth to die of love and
longing, :

« I will go to Monsieur Durand’s and propose
for the hand of Mademoiselle Rosalie, his
daughter,” I said.

«“ She is a good young woman, and a pretty
one. There will be no love-making required,
and I shall do my duty as a husband, A bache-
lor old age is hideous.,”

I went forth.

It was a fine day, and the streets were full of

people,

I had not felt so happy for years. .

¢ Mongshure,” sald some one at my side—
« Mongshure, silverplate—no, hang it! seal voo
play—oh, dear! Roo the what's his name—
polly voo English ?

It is an Englishman trying to ask his way in
French.

As I faced him, I knew ‘lph Hay, whom I
had not seen or heard of for at least eight
years.

He was stout, but I had no doubt of his iden-
tity.

« Ralph { " I cried, ¢ don’t you know me ?”

“ No; it ain’t ! ” hecrled. « Well, but it is,
though—John Smith ! »

‘We shook hands.

« I thought you were a foreigner, and I was
trying to talk your lingo,” said Ralph. « You
are & pretty fellow, aren’t you 7"

Volices alter very little.

As he spoke, the past came back to me, and
I heard him call ¢ Edwina,” and saw her turn
and come towards us.

* Married ? ” asked Ralph.

¢ No. How is Mrs. Hay ?”

“ 8plendid,” sald Ralph, ¢ blooming, young
a8 her daughter, and Gussie 18 seventeen now,
I say, look here, I suppose we can talk any-
where about here without being understood ? ”

« In Engligh, yes,” I said. .

He thrust his arm into mine.

s¢ John Bmiih,” said he, « I've something on
my mind. I always was a bungling fellow, and
—well, I don’t know how to get at it. I've
made money, you know, and I can afford to
treat wifey and Gussie to a trip—if 1t is a treat
—matter of taste, that; but I came to Paris

partly to hunt youn up.

««I—I felt I ought to. I say, you know the
day you went away from our house—no, I
mesan the day I eame to your place and brought
you a letter from Edwina.”

« 1 do” I sald.

# Was there anything wrong about that let-
ter 7" he asked.

« A little,” I said.

« Tell me what ?” he whispered.

* Bhe refused me,” I said. I had offered my.
self to Edwina Earle.”

“ Look here,” said Ralph, * you know your
name 18 John Smith ?”

« Aye,” sald I,

¢ So’s his,” said Ralph.

« Who's "

 The school trustee’s,” said Ralph, « You 8ee

he'd written to her to offer her the position of

governess in a school, and that morning she
gt:::me two letiters, one to post, tother to
ol
¢ I think, maybe, I posted the wron, on,
took vother. 1 haven't told them &t hoes
abon

* You see, the trustee’s wife tore his u
p. Bat
Fou didn’t come back, you Xnow, and Edwina
told all ? d:lf’e, and she hasn’t married ; and,
you see, n’t think Edw efuse
I msée him 1o answer. ioa did r yon?

After a while, that longing for change of
scene which some temperaments always ex-
perience after great trouble, possessed me, and

“ Gome to the hotel! with me.
with wife and Gussie.”

L] - L L L] . L 3 »

« Edwina, come closer to me. Have we for-
given good old Ralph ? Aye, long ago. Many
years lay between us, but our love lived through
them all, and we shall never part again until
death sunders us, my own Edwina.”

She's there,.

HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS.

To MAKE ANCHOVY SAUCE.—This is made by
adding a spoonful of Harvey sauce and two of
essence of anchovy, with a little cayenne, to half
a pint of melted butter; shrimps, or blanched
oysters, may be served in it.

KITCHENER'S RELISH.~—Ground black pepper-
and salt, of each, two ounces; ground allspieoce,.
scraped horseradish, and minced eschalots, of
each, one ounce; walnut pickle, or mushroom
catsup, one quart; infuse for fourteen days, and
strain.

EaG BALLS.—Boll five fresh eggs quite hard,
and lay them in cold water to get cold. Take the
yolks out, and pound them smoothly with the
beaten yolk of one fresh egg ; put a little
cayenne and salt, roll the mixture into very
small balls, and boll them for two minutes.
Half a teaspoonful of flour can be worked up
with the eggs.

SAUR KRAUT.—Procure some clean white
cabbages, cut them into small pieces, and stra-
tify them in a cask long with salt and a few
juniper berries and carraway seeds, observing
to pack them down as hard as possible with a
wooden rammer, and to cover them with a lid
pressed down by a heavy weight. The cask
must be placed in a cold situation as soon as a
sour smell i8 perceived.

A GooDp GRAVY.—Chop fine some lean meat,
an onion, some slices of carrot and turnip, anda
little thyme and parsley; put these, with half
an ounce of butter, into a saucepan, and keep
them stirred until they are slightly browned ;.
browned ; add a little spice, and water In the-
proportion of a pint to one pound of meat. Clear
the gravy from scum, let it boil half an hour,
then strain it for use.

BAUCE PIQUANTE.—Put a bit of butter, with
two sliced onlons, into a stew-pan, with a carrot,
a parsnip, a little thyme, laurel, basil, two
cloves, two shalots, a clove of garlic, and some:
parsley ; turn the whole over the fire until it be
well colored; then shake in some flour, and
moisten it with some broth, and a spoonfui of
vinegar. Let it boil over a slow fire; skim, and
straln it through a sleve. Season it with salt and
gerve it with any dish required to be heightened.

MUFFINS.—Flour, one quartern; warm milk
and water, one pint and & half; yeast, aquarter
of a pint; salt, two ounces; mix for fifteen
minutes; then further add, flour, a quarter of a
peck, make a dough, let it rise one houar, roll it
up, pull it into pieces, make them into balls,
put them into a warm place, and when the
whole dough is made into balls, shape them
into muffins, and bake them on tins; turn them
when half done, dip them into warm milk, and
bake into a pale brown.

COMPOTE OF RHUBARB.—Take and cut &
pound of the stalks, after they are pared, into
short lengths, have ready a quarter of a pint of
water boiled for ten minutes with six ounces of
sugar; put your fruit in, and let it simmer for
ten to fifteen minutes. This served with bolled
rice 18 much more wholesome for children than
puddings. If for sick people to be eaten alone,
the compote should be made with the very best
lump sugar; and the same if for dessert. But
common sugar for children’s use will do.

SpICED BACON.—This may be prepared, of
excellent quality, by pursuing the foilowing
method. SBelect a side or middle of delicate
pork, and take out all the bones. Put it into s
pan of water for ten or twelve hours to extract
the blood, changing the water as often as it
becomes much colored. Then put the meat
into a pickle made as follows:—Water, one
gallon; common salt, one pound; sal prunelle,
quarter of a pound; coarse sugar, one pound.
Let the meat remain in this pickle for at least
a fortnight; then take it out, wipe it well, and
shred sage and bay leaves (the stalks having
been carefully taken out) very small. When the
latter are well mixed, add white pepper, and
sirew these well over the inside part of the
meat. Roll it very tightly up, and tie a string
round it three inches apart, knotting the string
at every round, so that when flllets are cut off
for cooking, the remainder of the collar may
remain confined. Smoke it well for twelve or
fourteen days.

To MAKE WALNUT CATSUP.—To one peck of
walnut huds, from ripe walnuts in September,
add as much salt and water,made strong enough
to bear an egg, as will cover them. Liet them 1ay
in ten days, strain them, let them lay thin on
baskets three or four days in the sum, when
they will turn black, which will take much of
Jthe bitter from them, and put them in & pan:

Boll two gallons of spring water, and one pound
and a quarter bay salt; pour it on them
let them stand ten days, then strain off the
Mguor, add a quarter of a pound long-pepper
quarter of & pound black pepper, quarter ounoé
of mace, half & pound browan mus
quarter of a pound of shalots cut small, Bruisé
the spices and mustard seed, and add as muob
burnt onions as will make it a good dark colofs:
a quarter of pound of good anchovies, balf .l
pint of vinegar, and one pint of Indian soy.
them an hour, turn them altogether into 8 JaT
let them lay & month with the bung oub 80
you may then strain and use it—but the 1008¢
it lays on the spioes the better.
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IRREPARABLE,
The sorrow of all sorrows
‘Was never sung or sald,
Though many a poet borrows
The mourning of the dead,
And darkly burles pleasure
In some melodious measure.

The loss of youth is sadness
To all who think or feel—
A wound no after-gladness
Can ever wholly heal ;
And yet, so many share it,
‘We learn at last to bear it.

The faltering and the falling
Of friends is sadder still ; .
For friends grown foes, assalling,
Know when and where to kill ;
Bat souls themselves sustalning,
Have still a friend remaining !

The death of those who love us,
And those we love, is sore;
‘But think they are above us,
Or think they are no more—
‘We bear the blows that sever,
‘We cannot weep for ever !

The sorrow of all sorrows
I8 deeper than all these,
And all that anguish borrows
Upon 1its bended knees ;
No tears nor prayers relleve it,
No loving vows deceive it.

It is one day to waken
And find that love is flown,
Aud cannot be c’ertaken,
And we are left alone:—
No wo that can be spoken,
No heart that can be broken !

No wish for love’s returning,
Or something in 1ts stead ;
No miasing it, and yearning
As for the dearer dead :
No yesterday, no morrow,—
But everlasting sorrow !

AMONG NEW GUINEA SAVAGES.

About a dozen years ago I was in command of
a large iron ship bound from Sydney to Calcutta
in ballast; and, it being July——the Austral winter
—I did not care to do battle with the storms
of the south coust of Australia, through trying
to weather Cape Leeuwin, of bad repute, 8o I
decided on going ‘north about.”” I may men-
tion that I should have struck out through
Torres Straits, with which I was well acqualnt-
ed, but for a certain little unpleasant clause in
our policy of insurance, which lald a veto on
that delightfully dangerous passage. I therefore
fntended to go right round New Guinea, and out
through the Banda Sea into the Indian Ocean.

After about a week’s run we came to the east
end of New Guinea, and then struck along pa-
rallel to the shore of the huge island. I always
had a horror of New Guines, it was so unknown,
80 vast, and such dreadful tules were told ot
the cannibalistic accomplishments of the na-
tives. On this oocasion, however, I found it best
for the ship's progress to navl:ate close to land,
to avail muyself of the land and sea breezes—
for we were disappointed in our bopes of getting
& lift from the monscon. I therefore kept
within sight of land all along, and made very
good progress.

Eaxv)i:: thus coasted more than two-thirds of
the island's length without anything of note oc-
ourriug, we began to think New Guinea was
not so bad after all, when a little affalr happened
which led to very unpleasant results,

Esrly one morning we were passing some
small islets outside a pretty little creek or mouth
of a river, with an immense number of native
huts on the shore, among the traes and bushes,
where the vegetalion came down to the water’s
edge, and the brilliant tree flowers, intersperesd
amid the deep green of the luxuriant tropical
forest rising above the placid sea, made one of
those enchanting pictures only to be found in
the tropios.

Suddenly our ship struck something, and,
with a harsh grating sound, slid up & small in-
<line and then catae to & standstill. Fortuna-
tely she had pot much way on lLer, or the masts
would have come down about our ears; as it
wag, she took the new conditions easily and re-
majned quite upright. The sea was smooth
at the time, and the leadsman reported nine
fathoms of water from the waist and ten from

e stern, while the ship was hard and fast for-
ward, for about twenty feet of her length, on &
coral reef covered with mud. I may remurk
that chart delineations of this coast are mere
approximations, as I never ocould find any of &
Yeally trustworthy description.

‘We laid out an anchor and tried to heave the

ip astern, but to no purpose; 8o we dectied to
Yemove a sufficlency of the coal ballast in the
hold from forward to aft, in order to lighten the
fore end of the vessel. I was pleased to find that
she made no water except in the forward com-
Partment, to which the collision bulkhead woald
effectually conflne it.

About noon I noticed a great gathering of na-
tive proas in the creek inshore of us—our posi-

ton being less than half a mile from the land,

Sould see plainly all that was going obn. I
00mputed the number of proas to be two hundred

or fifty men on them. With my glass I could
gee that in the midst of the flotilla was a very
large proa, on which a savage was standing, spear
in hand, and gesticulating wildly, as if haran-
guing the multitude.

I made up my mind that the savages meant
to attack us; so, shutting up my glass, I cal'ed
all hands from their labors, and briefly addres-
sed them. ¢« Now, my lady,” I said, ¢«those
savages yonder are going to attack us for sure;
aud, If they ouce get on board, every man Jack
of us will be cooked and eaten—so I hope you
will stick by me and not give up the ship.” At
the same time I pointed out that we were
armed and in a high, smooth-sided iron ship,
almost impossible to climb up; nor did I forget
to remind them thst we were ¢ British tars,”
and so on. Then, having run up the ensign,
arms were brought out and piled on deck, and
the « boys,”’ having received a nip of grog, gave
three lusty cheers for the ‘old man,” as the
captain is invariably c¢alled, no maiter how
young. The crew were mostly fellows who had
worked in the gold ¢« diggins,” and were now
talking a cruise for a change.

‘We had two six—pounder carronades on board,
with a musket, bayonet, sword and pistol for
each man, all in good order, and plenty of am-
munition to boot. Our boatswain, a fine old
man-of-war’s man, had charge of the two guns,
and at once had them cleared and loaded with
a dose of grape and canister.

All our preparations having been made for

defence, the crew resumed their labor of trim-
ming the ship, while I and a few midshipmen,
of whom we carried eight, kept watch.
After dinner one proa left the fleet and pad-
dled straight for us. As it approached, I called
tte hands toarms; and it was amusing to see
old Tom the boatswain at work training a gun
on the unfortunate proa and at the same time
watching my eye. When the ourious-looking
boat came under our stern, I could see that the
occupants of it meant no attack then, for there
were not more than fifteen savages, on it, and
they were holding up bunches of bananas and
fine-looking birds, as if inviting a trade.

One dark ¢gentleman” stood up and treated
us to a magnificent speech, which of course we
applauded in proper British fashion, although
not one of us knew a single word that was ut-
tered ; but I heard the boatswatn, not far from
his gun, explalning to some of the ordinary sea-
men, that «that there woolly-headed feller was
just only axing ofthe eaptain how he would like
to be done—roasted or fried ?.” .

Having made a most effective display of our
armed ship’s company, I piped the hands to
their task again, ordering the midshipmen to
mount guard on the poop. I had now a good
chance to examine the proa and its crew of
fourteen men and two women, as I counted
them; and truly they were a strange lot. On a
bamboo pole were tied about thirty of the most
gorgeous birds I ever saw; they were of the
Lory tribe, and had very long tails and high top-
knots, and were altogether of the moat inde-
scribably brilliant colors imaginable. On the
proa’s deck also were a great quantity of bows
and arrows, spears, &c.

Now I had seen African negroes, Chinese
coolies, Malays, Indians, and Australian abori-
gines; but, for utterly debased appearance and
repulsive looks, I never saw the match of these
people. Imagine a middle-sized African negro,
with the flattest of noses and the pig-like eyes
of the Chinese coolle, a vast cavernous mouth
extending almost from ear to ear, and filled with
immense teeth, a face beetle-browed, seamed
and tattooed into all shapes of ugliness, lips

disfigured by gashes and transfixed with fish-
bones, the whole surmounted by a huge bush
of black wool, every lock of which sticks out at
right angles to the part of skull on which it
grows, and giving the head an appearance of
enormous size, utterly disproportionate to the
body below it, although the latter was by no
means small, and some idea will be afforded of
the Papuan savage as he then was and still is,
Of course the savage crew were entirely naked,
except a few who had a small piece of matting
round their waist. .

Now for the proa. This was nothing more
than a raft of bamboos, lald over two canoes,
formed out of single trees hollowed out by fire,
or whatever rude stone implements the people
have. I never saw a trace of any meal among
them. The canoes are generally about twenty or
thirty feet long, and are separated by bamboos
lashed over them, 80 that they lie parallel to each
other, at about twelve feet apart; araft is laid
on these, and a mat house built on that. The
paddlers sit down along the edges of the raft
when at work; and there are two, or even four
masts, w.th mat sails, in each proa which,
whether large or small, can be propelled along
pretty fast.

The bows, arrows, and spears were of the rudest
make, with the exception, perhaps, of the head of
the arrows, which were pretty good. Some were
tipped with the long, lance-like, finely serrated
spines of the sting-ray fish, but most with bits
of fowl.bones—the sting.ray spines look very
neat, and are reputed poisonous. None of the
arrows were feathered. The bows were made of

bamboos split, and were rough but effective.
Some of the fish-spears were made simply of a
bit of iron-wood, split into four sprongs, and
stuck into a bamboo pole, with two little
wedges, orosswise, keeping the prongs apart,

Being placed at great advantage, then, 1
allowed the *boys” a chance of trading with
the savages, and forthwith the barter began.

In return for colored shirts and kerchiefs, we
got & perfect museum of bows and arrows and

OF thereabouts, mostly carrying fifteen or twenty | other warlike implements, beside two dozen of
en, while other large ones certainly had forty ! those magnificent birds before alluded to.

The natives would not come on our decks, nor
wouid they permit ourlads to go down on to the
proa; everything had to be thrown down or
hauled np with a string. Whenever one rather
daring youngster would offer to go down the
rope, they would set up a jabber, grasp their
spears, and loosen the rope they were fast to.
This would bring our muskets to the shoulder,
and another speech would be the result.

Wishing 1o see the effect, I threw them down
a small looking-glass. One fellow dexterously
caught it, and turned it round and round until
his eye met the jmage of his face, Kvidently he
did noi recoginisé himself, for he got icto a rage,
and made a dart behind the glass to grasp the
intrader, Not being able to do so, he uttered a
yell, and dropped the glass. Instantly grasping
a spear, he threw himself into a warlike
attitude, which the whole of his fellows follow-
ed; and then commenced & war-dance around
the unfortunate glass, which lay face upwards,
and, a3 each savage peered into it and beheld
bis own visage—which he had probably never
seen before-—~he must have arrived at the con-
clusion that some intruder, or possibly a devll,
was in 1t. It was most amusing to see the state
of excitement into which that poor, unoffending
wilet article threw our visitors.

s At last, with a terrible howl, they all dashed
the'r spears at the unlucky glass, shattering it
into a thousand pieces. Again and again were
the howling and stabbing repeated as they
viewed the little bits of glass, We thought it
best to retire behind the bulwarks, and keep
our muskets pointed toward the savages; but
they quickly siipped the rope, and were off.
Then we had the amusement of watching
them invest themselves with the old clothes we
had given them. They put on shirts upside
down, and baundkerchiefs round their walsts;
and one individual we saw busily employed in
trying to get on a pair of old trousers by running
his arms through the legs. The crew afterwards
made for the shore, joining their friends in the
big erowd of proas, who thickened round them
on thelir approach, evidently to hear their report;
and after a short interval we noticed the entire
flotilla enter the creek, and soon the place looked
quite deserted.

I now began to feel very anxious, for I felt
certain that they would attack us during the
pnight; so we redoubled our efforts to heave
off our ship. Ton after ton of coals was got up
from the fore hold and pitched overboard, luff
upon luff was clapped on the after anchor eable,
but all to no purpose; the vessel was immo-
vable. I observed that the tide rose and fell but
very little, not more than two feet; however,
every man worked with a will, and, as night
closed in on us, we made arrangements for the
worst. All the boats were cleared away and
provisioned, and an extra watch was set.

The moon was near the fuil, but the sky was
much overcast, and the breathless calm which
prevailed encouraged the dull haze which sets
in on such a night in the tropics; still, we could
see a reasonable distance, and hear much
farther.

We had now one watch to keep guard, and
the other to work at lightening the ship. The
boatsvain stood by his guns; sentries were
posted fore and aft; the cook had his coppers
full of scalding water; while the carpenter, after
grinding all the cutlasses to almost razor-like
sharpness, siily filled the two guns to the muzzie
witn an assortment of nuts and bolts, notwith-
standing that they had been already loaded with
grape and canister.

About ten o’clock a sharp little middy stand-
ipg near me gave a “Hish!” « Did you hear
that ?” said he. * They’re coming, sirt{”

Putting my ear to the rail, [ soon heard a
confused noise, as of a lot of craft being forced
through the water.

«You're right, Bob,” said I; ¢they are
coming, for certain. Call all bands to their
stations—but no noise, mind.”

In a minute the word was passed, and every
man was at his prearranged post, with his arms
in readiness.

Not a light was visible from our decks or
skylights; and, as the chiet officer came on the
poop to report all ready, I began todiscern a
vast flotilla of proas coming straight from the
shore towards us. I had just sent the mate
forward to take charge of the forecastle, when
one of the men on guard there—probably
through excitement.~yelled out, ¢Och, murther !
Sure here they are—here they are ! ” firing off
his musket at the same time.

Seeing that they were discovered, with a
fearful chorus of yells the savages dashed
forward to the atiack. ¢« Stand by, lads!" 1
roared., ¢ Keep down' Bring the two guns to
port! Keep cool, my boys; let themm come on
yet.” AsI spoke a shower of arrows whistied
through tbe rigging and rattled on our iron sides
and bulwarks. The proas now were plainly
visible, the thick of them being not forty
yards off. .

«“Ready!” I shouted. «¥ire!” Bang went
our two carronades, and a rattle of musketry
commenced all along the side. The yells of the
infuriated savages now became absolutely dea-
fening. I could at oncesee that the whole centre
of the fleet was destroyed, and the progress of
the rest thereby impeded. We now poured a
murderous fire into the struggling crowd; the
second round from the two carronades mowed
the savages down wholesale, and shattered
their frall proas, but stilt others pressed on, and
very soon we had two huge proas alongside, the
flenuds in which were making frantic efforts to
olimb up the smooth iron waill. The men on
our forecastle and poop poured in a withering
fire, raking the Papuans along the slde; but
t1e climax was reached when the cook and the

steward appeared, lugging a huge copper full of
boiling water, which they quickly emptied over
the side, right amongst the dense mass of sava-
ges below, who were just in the act of makinga
| living ladder of themselves to get up the side.
The effect was terrible : down went the miser-
able wretches in agony, rolling into the sea to
end their torment; and, as thelr unscalded
companions were shot down by the forecastle
men, thelr groans, yells, and war orles, together
with the firing, made the spot almost a Pande-
monfum.

The main body of the savages had now retired
after the sealding and defeat of the occupants of
the two proas alongside, which were left help-
less, and I began to think that the worst was
over, when ¢ Good heaven! what’s that?” I
exclaimed, as I saw the great mop-head of a
savage coming over the taffrail.

« After-guards to the stern!” I shouted; and,
as my little band rallled aft, we saw that
another proa had come under our stern while we
were defending the side. Our new assailants
had actually scrambled upon deck by our
anchor cable, and were mustering about the
wheel.

«“ Charge them, boys!” I cried. * Give them
the bayonet!” There were four of them actually
on deck, and the rope was full of others coming
up. Short was the battle. My after-guards soon
killed those that had got on deck, beside many
off the rope, and the remainder made off, receiv-
ing, as they did so, a parting salutation from the
old boatswalin’s two guns.

We were now free of the black rascals, so I
proceeded to examine my own crew, who had
fought 8o well. On calling the muster one man
was missing, and three had received arrow-
wounds; while one had had-his ear blown off
owing to a comrade’s reckless firing. The men
with the arrow-wounds were not much hurt,
but dreadfully frightened, fearing lest the arrows
had been poisoned. The missing man, we con-
cluded, had been struck by an arrow, and fallen
overboard, We now lowered a boat and secured
the two proas which had been left floating along-
side ; many savages were dead on their deocks,
and ene was ¢ waterlogged,” beling riddied by
shot.

‘Whemour excitement had somewhat abated,
we got all in order again, and set to work to get
rid of our coals, at which we laboured until four
in the morning, when to my joy, & breeze
sprang up off the land.

We at once set all sall, braced sharp aback,
put a heavy strain on the stern cable, and
prayed to Providence for more wind. Our prayer
was answered, for at about half-past five o’clock
a very heavy squall struck the ship flat aback,
and with a graceful motion she slid off the reef,
and was again afioat.

She leaked a little, but we could easily keep
it under. The fore compartment was full of
water, as her forefoot was all torn away; but,
with & good iron collision bulkhead, the water
was conflned to a small 8space; 8o, having hanled
in our anchor, we trimmed the ship and pro-
ceeded on our voyage, with the two dead sava.
ges still lying on ourdecks as a reminder of the
bloody deeds of that dreadful night.

Hastily stripping the {wo proas which were
alongside of whatever warlike implements they
contained, we cut them adrift with their ghastly
crews, first adding to them the bodies of the
men who were lying weltering where they had
fallen on our decks.

At night, and amid such smoke and oon-
fusion, it would be hard to estimate the number
of these wretches who fell victims to their
abominable propensities, but I feel sure that
were I to say fifly or sixty, I should be *under
the mark.” It was a terrible night to us, and its
memories will not easily be forgotten by the
little band who took part in the fearful drama
that was enacted. We all felt great sorrow at
the untimely end of poor Mike, our missing
man; 80 at noon I mastered all hands, and,
having offered up thanks for our deliverance,
the ensign was half-masted, the bell tolled, and
the beautiful burlal service of the Church of
Eogland, for use at sea, was being read over our
dear departed shipmate, when, having Just got
through ¢ we therefore commit his body to the
deep,” &c., I was annoyed to hear a titter run
through the crowl. Judge of my feeling when I
saw the ¢«defunct” Mike, sound and-in the
flesh, but as black as & sweep, standing on the
deck forward ! I shut my book, and, having
sent for Mike, found that it was he who had fired
off his musket and given the savages thealarm ;
fearing lest they'should catch him, he had after-
wards dived down into the coal locker, where
he had lain hidden in mortal terror until now.
I need hardly say that his life was pretty uncom-
fortable for the rest of the voyage.

Our wounded men progressed fa orably, and
-oon were all right., Beyond a little extra
pumping, and some tardiness in salling, our
ship give us very little trouble; and, having
crossed the Banda Sea, we stopped at Timor,
where!l gave a detailod account of our adventure
to the Commander of the Fort, and he promised
to send one of his Dutc Majesty’s ships of war
to chastise the natives of that coast, as he
informed me that he had several little ¢ bilis
of that sort already agalnst them,

Let missionaries and humanitarians preach
as they like, there are still wicked savages in
the world, and even in the year of grace 1874
no ship should ever venturs 1 ear some of thcse
far Eastern islands without having an efficient
crew and being well armed. The Dutch have done
a great deal of good in'that latitude, and 8o have
the British ships of war: but still piracy snd
murder are carried on, and the vast island of
New Guinea as yet remains _almcst a tervg

incognita. :
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CHAPTER [.

« 1 made up my mind two years ago,” sald &
clear, swest volce. « I will not marry under
five thousand a-year and a title.”

There was a chorus of girlish laughter.

« Where will you find them, Rose ?”

« I have faith in my own fortune ; they will
come this way, 1 am sure. The fact is all you
girls think jusy the same—you are all determin
ed to marry well : I am the only one who has
the candor to say s0.” )

« We never thought of as title, though,” said
the chorus,

« Becanse you have no imagination ; you are
dull and prosaic. I soar away into the reglons
ofromance ; in those regions I am my Lady
Rose — knights and princes pay me homage.
What do you think of that, Miss Lester?"”

«] think it great nonsense, Rose,” sald stald
Elizabeth ; ¢« you would be better emploved in
darning stockings or making bread than in
dreaming such foolish dreams."

¢ Tastes differ,” sald charming Rose. « It has
pleased fortune to make me the daughter of
what is commonly called a small farmer, which
means, let it be understood, a farmer with a
small farm ; it has pleased Dame Nature to
give me & passable face ; It has pleased Prov-
idence to give me a bright imagination — why
should I not n-e it ? I repeat, that 1 shall re-
matn siugle until a title and fortane, passing by
band-in-hand, ask me very humbly to take
them. Ishall say ¢yes' with the same royal air
with which Queen Elizabeth used to accept
golden chalns and slik stockings.”

Then the speaker threw herself In the midst
of a fragrant heap of new-mown hay. The
scene was s summer idyll-—a poem in action.
It was a hay-field in June, a deep-blue sky over-
head, Italian in its depth and color. Far and
wide stretched out the rich clover meadows,
bordered by tall green trees ; the hedges a gor-
geous mass of bloom, white and pink with haw.
thorn, scarlet with wild roses, purple with
sprays of foxglove, and green witk thelr own
wealth of follage. In the meadow where the
girls were seated the hay lay in great heaps, and
there could be no fairer sight than these falr
girls tossing it to and fro.

The hay-field belonged to Mr. Massey, Rose's
father, and it was Rose’s privilege, when hay
was made in the  Home Meadow,” to invite all
her young friends to a great p «rty therein. They
had tea lu the hay-field, and danced through
the gloaming and the moonshine. While Rose
was holding forth on her expectations, they
were seated under the hedge, & hedge complete-
1y covered with woodblnes, On the other side,
all unknown to them, was seated & young man,
who had heard every word that passed. He bhad
been walking along the high road, and struck by
the beauty of the woodbines, gat down for a few
minutes to rest while he enjoyed their perfume.
It was then he heard Rose Massey’s declaration
of independence.

“A sppirued young lady that,” he said. «I
suppose, as she says, all glirls think the same,
but few speak out so boldly.” .

He looked not over but through the hedge and
saw agroup Of young girls, all evidently tuil of
admiration for the Queen Rose, who was lying
now quite still and thoughtful in the midst
of a fragrant heap of hay.

You might have searched all England through
anl not have found a loveller girl. She was
well named Rose, she was exactly like one; a
tall, queenly rose, bending with the welght of
its own rich leaves.,

She was tall, with a figure of perfect grace
and symmetry, beautifal han < and arms,
white, dimpled shoulders, and a graceful neck.
She had light brown hatr, that looked all gold
ib the sunshine and brown iu the shade. She
had lovely dark eyes, with a golden light shin-
ing in them, long dark lasnes half shading their
brightness. Then she had the most exquisite
face, alow brow on which the bright hair
waved, dark, arched brows, sweet, ripe lips, and
a com plexion queens might envy, it was of such
& delicate, dainty rose-leaf bloom, neither tanned
nor freckled, though she was so careless of it,
and sat now out in the June sunshine without
hat or bonnet. .

The young man looked at her with passionate
admiration in his dark eyes.

« W hat does nature mean by giving a face like
that to & farmer’s daughter?” he said to bim-
self, « It ought to be shining in a palace, wor-
shipped by a king. Let come what may, I must
see her and speak L0 her.”

The pretty little village of Abercourt lay in
the deep green heart of the land. The people
who lived in it and near it were all devoted to
the culture of land; they were furmers, small
and large ; farmers who lived on their own land,
and tenant-farmers with their laborers and
servants. There were a few shopkeepers, a
lawyer, a doctor, and the clergyman. Amongst
the farmers, Mr. Massey was looked upon with
great respect, while his lovely daughter, Rose,
was the belle of the whole neighbourhood, who
could count her lovers or her offers of marriage.
Rose refused them all.

She had heard enough, she declared, of crops
and cattie ; when she married, she should want
an entire change of scene and conversation.

« But,” remonstrated one young farmer, very
deep iun love, «if you will marry me, Rose, I
will promise never to mention the word crop.”

«Taen you would have to gofroms home to
talk,” she sald, *and that would not be
falr.”

She was only eighteen, and neither father or
mother wished her to marry yet. They loved
the bonnie bird, who made sunshine and music
at home, too well to tolerate the idea of parting
with her. So they smiled when Rnse dis missed
her lovers, and declared that she should please
herself.

«I must speak to her,” said the young man to
himself. «If she 18 what she looks to be,
Thornton may wait. How shall I manage an
introduction? I will go to the farmhouse and
ask for adrink of milk. Pastoraldrama in three
acts—act the first.”

He went to the door, and it was opened by
the good farmer himself. Now Mr. Massey
always boasted that he knew a gentleman when
he saw one. He recognisest one in the person
asking for a little milk to drink. He invited
him in and placed before him a glass of his
«“brown October,” and the stranger, talked so
nicgly, he interested the farmer s» deeply, that
he was invited Lo look round the farm and the
hay-field.

The very thing he had wished for.

«] should introduce myself to you,” he sald
to the farmer. «I have not been long home
from college ; my name is Arthur Hamtilton.”

Mr. Massey was really proud of entertaining
a gentleman from Oxford, Oxford being, in his
eyes, the very seat of learning.

«Youare goinginto the church, or you are
for the bar, probably ? " he sald.

«# No,” was the half hesitating reply; ¢ I have
not studled for the professions; the fact 18 [ am
a writer.”

The farmer's respect increased, but his own
grow less. He had a vague idea that writers
were all more or less poor.

He took tha siranger into the hay-field

apartments, and every girl in the place was in
love with him.

CHAPTER II.

Is there any new way of telling the old story ?
Is there any new method of ringing the sweet
old chimes—all of love? Can the old music be
set to fresh tunes? Was this summer idyll at
Abercourt the same as the idylls years and
centuries ago, when Adam’s heart beat more
quickly because he found Eve so falr ?

How long was Arthur Hamiiton before he
knew that all the happiness of his life lay in
those lovely little hands 7 Not long: not many
nights had passed since he dreamed the whole
night through of Rose, talked to her, made love
to her, asked her to be his wife, and got up in
the morning, the only thought before him being
that he should see Rose. The sun seemed to
shine Rose, the flowers blo ‘med Rose, the wind
whispered her ncme. He could eat no break-
fast, because his heart was on fire to see Rose.
He went out and loitered round the clover
meadows and in the green lanes, then if no
fortunate accident brought Rose out, he would
call at the farm-house. Bometimes Rose was
pleased to s~e him, and would laugh and talk so
gaily, he could not tear himself away ; at other
times her face would fiush, and she would be
strangely silent; at others she would avoid him
altogether, and then Arthur would go home the
most miserable man under the sun.

S0 through the bright month of June. The
girls of Abercourt declared it was shameful of
Rose to monopolise the handsome stranger. It
was settied that although he was so well
educated, he was poor; Widow Gibson said so,

« My daughter Roie is somewhere here,” he
sald; ¢ she has a party of young friends. You
will be welcome among them.”

The next minute he was in the midst of the
group of girls, looking admiringly into the face
of the beautiful Rose, who would not marry
under five thousand a-year and a title.

« This {8 quite & sylvan scene,” he said to
Rose. 1 could imagine it to »e a picture by
Claude Lorraine in motion.”

Here was something different to crops and
cattle at last. Rose inwardly made a thanks-
giving,

« Have you seen Claude Lorraine’s plctures ?”
she said. ¢ Pray sit down here, and tell me
about them.,”

She motioned to another heap of fragrant
hay, and Arthur Hawmnilton took his seat there-
on,

« What must I tell you?” he asked. ¢ This
picture unrolled befi:re me here is superior to
anythiag I have seen of Claude Lorraine’s,”

«That is only a theory,’”’ she sald, coolly—
« put into practice you would not admire it. I
have seen these pictures all my life and am
tired of them ; [ want to see others painted by
great men.””

+ Have you never been to London ?"
asked.

« ] have never been five miles away from
Abercourt in my life,”” she said “and I am
vighteen now; but I intend to go some day.”

« Then you have read, perhaps, a great deal ?”’
sald the young man, who had not perhaps ex-
pected to find any one conversant with Claude
Lorralne in a viliage hay-field.

“Our library at home cousists of ¢ The Bible,"”
+ The Pilgrim’s Progress,’ « Buchanan’s Dom estic
Medicine,' ‘The Farmer’s Gulide,’ aud the ‘Yearly
Almanack.” We have a small circulating library
in the village ; itcontains nothing more modern
than ¢ Thaddeus of Waraaw,' All my liitle store
of learning comes from ¢ Magaall’s Questions.’
We were brought up on ¢ Magnall's Questioas,’
were we not, Miss Lester?”

But Elizabsth looks shocked—she has no idea
of talking so lightly to a stranger, although a
young and handsome one.

«] have male the most of Magnall,” con.
tinued Rose, looking defiantly at the stately
Ellzabeth, # I know the names of all great men,
when and where they were born, eto.; ifIocoa-
slonally mistake a palnter for a sculptor, 1t is
Magnall's fauit, not mine.”

He had not anidea whether she was speaking
seriously or not. The bright face looked lovely
with its slight gleam of mischief; the stranger
looked at 1t until he lost himself. How did it
happen ? one by one the glrls weat away, and
still the two sat side by side on the hay.

«] shall never forget tuis day,” said the
astranger; I wonder il ever tie sky was go
blue or the hay amaelt 80 sweet before? "

She blushed; there was no misunderstanding
his meaning. - He did not pay her broad com.
piments, like the young farmers; he did not
say her eyes were like stars and her cheeks ilke
roses; but there was a silent deference in his
manner, a chivalrous devotion, that told her he
admired her.

It was late when he left the hay-feld; even
then he stopped to ask Farmer Massey's advice
as to where hé*should take lodgings.

#I have not been very well or strong lately,’’
"o said ; ¢ and Abercourt le 80 healthy and qutet,
1 should like to stay here for a fow weeks, just
to write and study in peace.”

% Nothing conld be easier,” the farmer told
him. “ Widow Gibson bad two nice rcoms (o
let—a parlor and bad-room —he oould not do
better than take them.”

When Rnse hearlof th it con versation, her face
flushed an | her lovely eyes drooped.

“Then he is golng to remain in Abercourt,
after all,” she said, and was straagely siient for
the rest of the night.

The day after this conversation Arthur Hamtil-

he

ton was safely ingtalied \n Widow Gibson’s

and on her authority it was universally be-
lieved.

After an early dinner be read or wrote, and
then the evenings were all for Rose again.
Every one now saw; the progress of his love
affair was noted through the whole village,

« It is too bad of Rose,” said ‘he girls, * she
will never marry him herself, because he is not
rich and she glves us no chance.”

In good truth, however, Rose was quite as
much puzzled a8 any one. She did not know
what to make of herself 8he, who had so utterly
scorned all love and lovera, she trembled when
she heard his footsteps; she trembled at the
sound of his voice. Her face flushed when he

looked at her, or else it grew deadly pale. What [

was the matter with her ? Sometimes she could
ho'd her own and talk saucily, defiantly to him ;
then, again, she had not a word to say, but
listened in sweet, mute submission. How was
itto end? He came when the clover mea.
dows were first cut, and now the wheat
stood in sheaves and the fruit was ripe in the
orchards.

He went out one evening to find her, and
fortune favored him. She was going through
the lane that led to the corn-flelds; and of all
places in Abercourt, Arthur liked these lanes
the best.

They were bordered by spreading lime-trees,
the grass was green and thick, the hedges tall
and covered with roses, the banks sloping, and
looking like a sea of blue and crimson, with
their wild flowers all in bloom. He was walking
rlowly down when he saw Rnse coming. He
went up to her with outstretched haunds.

«The very thing I was wishing for, Rose ; I
am 8o glad you are here. Come and sit down.
See, here is 8 throne of moss fit for a fairy, I
want to say something to you this evening.”

She tried to be deflant, but she could not;
his hands held hers with a tight grasp. She
tried to be saucy : it was not possible with those
dark eyes fixed on her. The beautiful face
flushed, the little hands trembled, as he placed
her on the pretty throne of moss, and half knelt,
half sat at her feet,

“Rose, I love you! Do not tarn your sweet
face from me. I love you with all my heart,
and I want you, darling, to be my wife.”

She made noanswer. He went on, «Itis
no secret that you have sald you would not
marry under five thousand a-year and a title,
Your lips, may have sald such words; no one
could look in your sweet face and believe them.
You are a true woman, Ro3e; love will win you,
not money; and I have a lingering hope that
youlove me. Will you not give me one word,
Rose 2

No, not one.
raised.

« Let me tell you, darling, what I have to
offer you — my first, pure, deep love. I have
never loved any woman before you, Rose, and
pardon me if I say the first deep love of & man’s
heart & well worth taking. I will make you so
happy, sweet. Icannot pr.omise, as the lovers
ia novels do, thagt every oclusp of your mantle
shatl be of gold : but I promise to work hard for
you. Iam a writer, you know, Rose. I do not
get enough for my writings to command any
great luxuries; but youshall have a little home
fall of comfort. I will work so hard for you
Rose, [ love you so dearly. Will you be my
wife 77

« I cannot tell youall at onos,” she sald, «I
do not know.”

“ It will break my heart, sw3st, If you send
me away. Now, Roie, fancy a lovely little
cottage with woodbiae climbing rouad the
windows, and a green porch all bright with
fGowers and saushine, without and within. A
table for my books and desk, aad one for your
sewiug; faucy the summer wind comlog in at
the window and the birds singing in the
trees; we should be very happy. You would
come to me some day, derling, and clagp your
arms round my neok and tell me how thankful

The drooping eyes were not

R

you were you married me for love, after all,
and did not sell your lovely face for gold.
Promise me to think about ft. I will not
tease you any more. WIll you think about it
to-night, and to-morrow evening meet me here
in the same place, and tell me what you have
dectded 7"

She promised; then he spoke in a lighter
tone; he talked to her of a thousand beauties in
art and nature; she listened like one entranced,
the sweet, bright face glowing as he spoke.
The sun was setting, when Rose, suddenly
remembering the time, declared she must go
home.

She did think most earnestly all night long.
The golden stars were shining, and the night
wind sang sweet lullabies amidst the flowers.
She loved him; all her woman’s soul did him
homage, all her woman’s heart was awake al
last, She did not seek to hide the truth from
herself in the least. She loved him with a full,
true, passionate devotion that she could never
feel for any human being again. His presence
was light and sunshine to her, with him the
world seemed a blaze of full and perfect beauty,
without him it was a dreary blank.

She loved him, and he was poor; he had
nothing to offer her but a litile cottage-home,
hard work. and poor fare; if she married him,
farewell to all those grand visions of wealth
and title, of carriages and diamonds. She must
go on, then, with the same life, content with
dreams of brighter things.

How the girls would laugh at her, too. She,
who had held up her head 8o proudly ; she, who
had laughingly declared that she would have the
equivalent of her beautiful face. How they
would laugh and taunt her if she married a poor
man after all. Any of them would “do better”
than she was about to do. They would, most of
them at least, marry well-to-do farmers; they
would be mistresses of pretty little farm-houses,
and, as long as they lived, they would laugh at
her, who had been so ambitious, and had done 80
Httle,

Yes, she loved him : oetter, her woman’s heart
told her, be happy with him in a cottage, thap
live without him in a palace; better listen 0
the volce of love than the volice of ambition.
Ah! if evil prevailed upon her, and she were {0
send him away, how blank and dreary the after:
years would be, how tastetess and joyless hor
life. After all, why need she fear a little launghter,
bright, brave Rose ?

«1 shall do what my own heart tells me, and
marry him,” she sald to herself. «I will seé
him to-morrow, and tell him how eorry I am I
ever safld anything so foolish., He has the best
title of all. He is an honest, noble man. N©
title can be greater than that.”

When she had thus decided, Rose slept the
sleep of the just, happier than she had been fof
months, When evening came, she went out 0
meet her lover. Just as he had prophesied, tW0
slender arms were clasped round his neck, &
beautiful face was hidden on his breast, and sbe
said :

s Arthur, I do love you, I will be your wifés
and help your work all my life, and I am very
gorry for what [ sald about money and title.
would far rather have your love, dearest.”

She was rather startled to find that he turned
very pale, and trembled excessively.

«Do you really mean it, Rose?” he asked:
“ Are you really willing to marry me, remem’
bering that I am so poor, darling ? Ah, m®
perhaps I have been selfish in asking yoﬂw
share my lot.”

«T would rather share it,” she sald, # than P®
a queen.”

«What if I fall ? What, if in the years to
come, the strength goes from my brain? W
if we should ever want, Rose ?”

«We shall be together,” she sald, *and I 68%
help you. I would not change it, Arthuf; "
would not have you richer. You know now th®
I am marrylng you because I love you.'”

« 1 ecannot doubt it.” Then he clasped her “:
his arms, kissed her sweet face over and 0V®
again, thanked ber in passionate words, ’“,
walked home by her side to ask Farmer Massé.
conseut,

He briefly explained that by his writing he
oould clear enough to keep Rose in comfort

«I am proud,” said the farmer, ¢ that
Rose should marry a gentleman., I could Wizh
perhaps, that you had a little more money: sify
but that may be the case some day.” 2

There was certainly some little consternat!®”
and suarprise when it became known in Abed )
court that Rose Massey had given up her 8"“"“',
ambitious ideas after all, and had consented
marry the poor gentlemaun writer. 1

It was not a grand marriage, although :"
Abercourt was there to see. Rose m
distractingly loveiy. The young far mers deol o
1t was abominable that she should be $8X%0
away from the midst of them; the girls forga*
her, and gathered in great force to strew 10w
in her way. m

80 lovely Rose bada farewell to the old farf:
the hay-fleld, the qulet village, the loving P:h
rents, and the dear old friends. Bhe went W
her husband to a pretty little cottage 8t -
mond; it was necessary for his lterary engas
ments that he should be near London.

They were very happy. -
there are thousands of such little Edens it Es:o
land which married lovers ind paradise. - r

Artb®
were happler than Rose Cottage, 88 - they
would call It. Their lives were very simplé s 1ared
had oue lttls mald-of-all work. Arthur deC8ty,
that Rose's hand must not be quite spoifed: her
was 8o pleasant to see Rose in the morn“’f;l‘.'
lovely face glowing with health and ‘hapP =
flitting in and out of the garden, b"“‘:‘:‘
flowers for the breakfast-table, pouring
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3nd talking so gally Arthur was oharmed to
listen,

“:hen he wont into bis study, and Rose, with
s lttle mald, attended to the house. They
'Orked hard, both husband and wife, but they

ore as happy as the day was long. ’

CHAPTER IIL

A year passed by and Arthur Hamilton
Studied incessantly the bright, brave nature of
the beautiful girl he had made his wife. The
More he studied her the more deeply he loved

T. He had once thought she was inclined to

vain and worldly, but in the pure and
5:&0& light of love those faults were hidden for
r,

At the end of the year a lovely bright-eyed

by came 10 make them happier still—a won-
derfal baby, with golden ocurls and large blue
¢yes. Rose honestly believed there had never
been anything seen like it. He was called
Philip, and the dolngs and sayings of Master

hillp were something beyond mere mortal
©0om prehension,

A few months more of bright summer sun-
Shine, then came & change. One morning
Arthur returned from the oity, looking very sad
8nd dispirited. .

‘‘Rose,” he sald, *“my brave little wife, can
You bear trouble? I have bad news for youw.”

I can bear anything with you, nothing with-
out you,” she replied.

“ My engagement with the ¢ Monthly Critic*
18 at an end, and I have no other means of
;zl’;-l,i'ng money except by writing. What shall I

“XKeep a brave heart in the first place, and
look out, for a fresh engagement in the second,”

@ replied brightly.
“1 am afraidit will not be %0 easy as 1t Jooks,”
fald her husband.

“Baby !” cried Rose, *kiss papa, and tell
bim 1y ail the wide world there is no one so
Clever or 8o brave.”

‘Which message baby translated into & dialect
Of 1ts own, and then Rose looked perfectly

Ppy, thinking she had administered the very
highest comfort.

It was wonderful to note how she cheered and
Somforted him as day by day he returned with

e same words, ¢#I have found nothing yet,

i 7 how she cheered him with brave words,
Sonsoled him, wait>d upon him, attended to
every wish,

“It 18 almost worth while to be unfortunate,

, in order to find such loving devotion,” he
8aid to her one day, and she was happy beyond
All words when he 8o praised her.

He had saved & little money, and on this he
told her they must live until he coald find some-
thing else. As the little store dwindled and
dwindled it was wonderful to see how Rose
Wanaged, what meagre little dinners were
brightened by her loving smiles, what marvel-

8 plans of retrenchment she devised, how

Umphantly she came to tell him of some bar-
§ain she had made.

Onge Arthur puzsied his wife. Babj lay sleep-

in its pretty little cradle and Mr. Hamilton,

lleving himself to be alone in the room, went

Up to it. He bent over the swest sleeping face,
touched the tiny fingers.

“1 wonder, little follow,” he said, «if I have
Wronged you,”

In one moment Roge was by his side, eager,

ous.

““ What do you mean, Arthur; how have you
:r;xlxged the baby? What & strange thing to
."‘f' e did look slightly confased, and Rose

it

“Do tell me what you mean, Arthur, X shall

unhappy if you do not.”

“I only mean, darling, how I wronged him

hot taking more pains to keep my engage-

ent when I knew how much depended upon
t, that is a1l.”

“Of course you have not wronged him. I wish

“ﬂry”baby in the world had & papa so kind and

" Then times grew worse. The little fund was
. "l’y low. Quarter day came round, and Rose
o ‘m“ obliged toask the landlord to walt, the little
: hﬂd's wages were due, and there was nothing
Pay them with. )
Al sald nothing to her husband lest she
:Pnld grieve him, but she went out and sold her
Sty gold watoh and ohain; she paid the rent
the wages, then told Arthur.
“He laid his face down on her shoulder.
’ . Oh, Rose,” he oried, “I1 am 80 sorry! Oh,
h’ darling, tell me truly, do you not repent
"Wing married me? " :

No,” she replied firmly; ¢a thoussnd and &
wy ud times over, I do not. You must not
Such a thing agatn.”

gt 3t the wolf came nearer and nearer, yet,
Wrange to say, she nover really wanted for any
“wh 98, They endured privations, they dined

. “.'{ham meast, and drank nothing stropger than
" lang There were times when Rose came to the

‘ mlhﬂung, then Piovidence was kind—Arthur
my éarn a sovereign, and it was a perfeot
h‘:‘"! how long Rose made that sovereign

tal® 487 came at least when Arthur told her
ﬂu.“:'lll leave the pretty cottage and take
.‘,me" or°dzlncs; they must sell the plano and
gy ¥ the best farniture. She did not even
“ang Wae shall have baby with us,” she said,

Mp. 9 is such @ princs, he will make the

What h.: lodgings 100k 1ike a palace.” No matter
g h“‘" - PPened, he eould not daant her bright,
¢ Pirit. He talked of tae horrors of lolge

ings: she told him there were brighter days in
store. She was the most industrions, the most
indefatigable, the most cheery, the most lovely
and loving wife in all the wide world.

«I can never thank God enough.” he sald to
himselt, « for this greatest of all gifts—a perfect
wife.”

She grew only the brighter as the sky grew
darker. The day came when a ¢ab stood at the
door, and they had to leave the little cottage.
Arthur Hamilton looked very pele and woe-
begone. Raose felt ready to weep scalding tears,
but she resolutely persisted in smiling; not a
sigh or a tear was to be extorted from her. S8he
talked to the baby, she cheered her husband,
and would not even turn {0 look at the oottage
for the last time.

« Rose,” sald her husband, ¢ shall you be able
to bear one little dull sitting-room, and per-
haps a scolding landlady, afterour bright, sunny
home?”

« Anywhere with you, dear,” she sald. «I
am very much afraid, Arthar, I should find a
prison pleasant if you were within it and with
me.”

Heo cou'd not daunt her—he might as well
have tried to stop the sun from shining; she
would be bright and cheerful in spite of all. .

« What wonderful love yours is, Rose,” be suid:
at last.

s Not at all,” she replied; ¢all good women
love their husbands, Arthur. The only difference
1s, all the men have not the sense to appreciate
1t
«#There 1s one thing more,” he sald, sadly *
«] fear wo shall not be able to keep the little
mald, Rose, what shall you do?”

sygA dulllittie sitting-room, a scolding landlady,
limlted, very limited means, the most angelic
baby in ull the word, and the dearest husband
under the sun, Weighing my joys and sorrows
with an equal balance, I cannot be sad, I really
caunot, Arthur.”

«“Then you do not repent having married me
for love ? " he asked.

#No; it was all for love, and I shall never
repent.”

Where was the cab driving ? Not through
narrow, dull streets, as she had expected, but
out into the open country, where the birds were
singing and the flowers all blooming.
¢« Where are we going, Arthur?* Rose asked;
but the baby crowed, and Arthur shook his head.
That mysterious drive continued for three hours
—the latter part of it was through a beautifal,
undulating park.

« T am sure we aye trespassing,” cried Rose.
«“There! I can see the towers of & large house
between the trees.”

Then the cab stoppud, and Arthar got out,
«Now, Rose!” he said; and Rose, in mute
wonder, followed him,

She saw before her a magnificent old hsll,
built of grey stone, with square towers and large
windows, surrounded by a beaut!ful terrace and
superb pleasure grounds.

+ Rose,” sald Arthar, ¢this is home.”
looked at him in unutterable wonder.
#This is Crayford Hall,” hesald; ‘your home
and mine. 8it down here, Rose, I have a little
story to tell you. .

# My pame is 8ir Arthur Hamilton Audrey,
and at the early age of eighteen I was left sole
master of one of the finest fortunes in England,
I might tell you how manwmuvring mothers
sought me, but I will not. Saffice to say, that
while I was still youag, I conceived the greatest
dread of being married for my wealth and title,
I vowed to myself, over and over again, that I
would sooner die unmarried. When I was
twenty-four, my friend, Lord Thornton, asked
me to go to visit him at Elmsdale Park. I oon-
sented. Passing on foot through & very pretty
village—my carriage and servants had gone on
to Elmsdale—I sat down to rest under a hedge
of flowering woodbine. There I heard a sweet,
girlish voloe say, « I will never marry under five
thousand a year and a title.”

« I looked through the hedge, Rase, and saw
the loveliest girl under heaven; with such a
sweet, bright, frank face, such beautiful, true,
brave eyes. I sald to mywelf. She will never
marry for money; she will marry for love.”

« Then this little plot came into my mind, to
win you as & poor man. I wrote to Lord Thorn-
ton, telling him the simpie truth, and asking
him to send carriages and servanis back home.

«I did win yon, Rose, thauk God! Won the
swoetest, truest, bravest wife that ever] man
was blessed with ; and I know that you married
me for love,

« Perhaps, darling, I ought to ast your pardon
—I have tried you very bardiy—but I wanted
to be certain ; my hungry heart longed to know
that [ was loved for myself alone. It was hard
work sometimes to keep up that farce of hard
times, when I longed to deck my dariing in
satin and dismonds; but I, learning the
sweet woman'’s nature, the @ courage, the
strength, Am I forgiven, Rose? ”

She looked up at him, her aweet face pale and
full of wonder.

«] have nothing to forgive,” she replied. « It
was right that after hesring those words, you
should test me.”

«Smile and look happy, Lady Rise Aulrey;
tell your boy that he is heir to Crayford. When
I wondered if I hal weonged him, I meant by
depriviug him of the state that ougit to surround
him, that was all. Guess who Is staylog at the
Hall now? "

« I caguaot,” she replied. - «I have no. power
of thinking lefe.”

s Mr. and Mrs. Massey,” he replied. I wrote
10 your fatheriast week, and told him aboat it.”

A bright smile rippled over her fase.

8he

4 Arthur,” she sild, « wal will the girls at

who you were.”

comes home.”
They entered the grand old Hall, where the
happy parents awaited them. No words could

same year Bir Arthur and Lady Audrey re-

las

8he turns to her husband with a bright smile,
and says—

all for love.’’

———— D < QR ———ee

THE PRETTY GOVERNESS.

¢ And this, I am sure, i3 Loulse,” sald Harry
MaoGregor, turning from a group of delighted
little nieces, to a quiet young girl with a face
like an artist’s ideal, who had sat all the while
busily knitting on a bit of faxiey work.

“ No, sir,” she said, lifting her brown eyes ti-
midly to this, I am only the governess.”

you wili shake hands with me, Kittle, can’t
you tell me her name ?”

«It’s Miss Dale, and her other name is Clara,”
said Kittle.

Harry laughed.

¢ That is & very fair introdaction,” and his
flugers very warmly clasped the tiny hand
which the governess shyly gave him.

#] am Uncle Harry, and with your permis-
sion, I'll sit here beside you uatil Mrs. Mac and
her sister returan from their drive.”

So the stylish-looking gentleman sat down
on the rustic settee beside the governess and
walted.

8he had splendid eyes, for he had caught &
gliimpse of them when she looked up, but now
she persistently velled them beneath long
1ashes, andjhe could only look at the profusion of
brown hair, which she wore in an odd fashion,
looped back in great waves, and fastened with
a oomb, and at her very nice complexion and
faultless profile.

She was neat and prudent; he coald see a
nioe little darn in the well-worn white dress, and
her cuffs and collar were snow white.

He knew very little about women, for he had
been making money in Colorado for eight years;
but, somehow, this one struck him as belng
something beyond the ordinary, .

He was thinking thus very basily, and won-
dering, not a little, if Louaise Nesbitt, who had
been his ideal of a little girl, had bloomed into
any such & perfect rose as this womanly little
creature, when there was a sound of wheels close
at hand, and an open baroushe drove up and
stopped.

They had been expecting him for many days,
and therefore, his sister-in-law was ready with
her loving greeting, and sprang from the car-
riage in & manner at once gracefal and effective.
Miss Louise, however, who aspired to the title
of a well-bred, indifferent personage, sat in the
carriage until he turned towards her,

«I'm sure this is Louise,” he sald, looking at
the long, loose, yellow halr, falling in uncon-
fined crimps to her waist ; at the biue eyes, and
languid, scornful mouth. ¢ I declare, I had for-
gotten how you did look, and mistook Miss Dale
for you.”

“Indeed, I am fiattered,” she sald, looking
North Poles at the shrinking young girl.

«f3he i8 & nice little body,” sald Harry, who
did not know that & woman can say one thing
and mesn another, just as easily as she can
draw on a glove. ¢ I have taken quite a fancy

to her.”
¢« Here, Miss Dale! Hold my fan and gloves
while I arrange my overskirt 1"

The overskirt was in parfect order, and if it
had not been, the house was not ffty yards
away, and she oould have walted until she
reached her own chamber,

an overskirt, but the humiliation of the pretty
girl whom she had almost forolbly made her
msuial.

This Harry MaoGregor saw ; but, with no.
thing more than a darkening of his fine eyes, he
gathered up the bundies from the carriage and
went up to the house.

her governess.
¢ Very,” sald Clara, with s pretty blush.
Now the whole affair lay in a nut-shell.
Louise Nesbitt had made up her mind, years

and comeé homae.

Roemembering bim as a good-] 3

cution,
She was charming.

took & sort of delight in watching her,

and talking affected nonsense.

to the rule

Aberoourt say ? They will always think I knew
“They cannot. Now, darling, a hundred wel-

do justioe to the happiness that followed. That

visited Abercourt, where the girls declared that
thog always knew Rose would be fortunate at

“It was all for, love, Arthur; I married you

“ Well, of course you are one of the family, se

Her object was not the simple arranging of

« Isn't Uncle Harry nios and handsome ? "
satd Ktttle, putting her hand throagh the arm of

before, to marry Harry MaoGregor, whenever
he should take 1t into his head to leave Colorado

hearted fellow, she laid her plans with theskiill
and neatness of a diplomatist, and now that he
had come, she was ready to put them into exe-

Harry himself could not deny thas, and he

‘Women were novelties to him, and particu-
Iatly this kind, with fassinets, farbelows, her
pretty soclety tricks of lifting her brows, curling
her lips, shaking ber crimps, dropplag her eyes,

Bat men are by nature more perverse and
stubborn than that muach abused and quoted
saimal—the mule, and Harry was no exception

« Where are the little ones ?* he cried,in his
blaff, hearty way, when the two ladies came
down in marvellons dreases of white eambrie,

starched, and ruffled, and tuoked, to the very
extreme of fashlon, and fluttered into their
places, at the table, like two white birds.

« They dine with their governess,” said Mrs.
Mac,

« And a charming little thing she is t00,” he
said, “ and it’s a great pity that you do not have
her to dine with you.”

‘e . . . . *

o1 think I merit an explanation, Mrs. Mac-
Gregor 1”

«] have none to give, beyond the fact that I
do not longer need your services.”

This was aald one morning In Mrs, MacGre.
got's beautiful chamber, where the summersun
was lying in freckied patches on the velvet car-
pet, and the wind just stirring the bells of the
honeysuckle outaide, so that they fliled the room
with thelr rare fragrance.

«“Really, Helen, I don't see why you are
bound to acoount for your movements, Misg
Dale is exoeedingly presumptuous to think of
such s thing as demaanding an explanation.”

Miss Dale, little and timid as she was, tarned
her queenly little head in the direction of the
haughty Louise, and said, in & voloe singularly
firm and decisive—

«1 am talking with Mrs. MaoGregor, and my
business lles solely with her.”

# Impudence !

« My sister is right, and for that same impu-
dence alone, I will dismiss you. Here is the
amount due to you. The carriage will be ready
to convey you to the station in an hour,” said
Mrs, Mao.

‘While this was golng on upstairs, Harry had
been quietly smoking his cigar below, and he
was all at onoce very much startled by tha sud-
den appearance of little Kittie, who flew out, all
tears and anger, her flaxen curls flylng in dls-
order, and her preity dreas all crampled and
solled.

4 Unocle Harry! Don’t you think that I hid
in the closet between Aunt Louise’s and mam-
mu”l rooms, and I've heard something dread-
fal.”

# And what may that be ?”

« Mamma has sent Miss Daleaway, and Aunt
Louire soolded her like everyihing, and said,
after she went out, that she'd give her a lesson
that would keep her from making love to rich
gentlemen; and I'm so sorry, I doo’t know
what to do; and I'll never have anybody else.”
“Where is she ? Where is Miss Dale ?”

« Paoking her truak, and crying just as hard
as ever she can,”

Harry MaoGregor ha'ed injustice to anyone,
hut to use it to this litile, meek-eyed, unpro-
tected girl seemed criminal, and there was a
very dangerous fire in his eye as he arose and
went out to the stables.

In an hoar, the carriage was ready, the trunk
was borne down and fastened up behind, and
Miss Dale stepped in.

# Why, Mr. MaocGregor ! ” she cried, as she
saw him sitting back there, as nunconcerned as
t:lough he had been going for al ordinary
drive,

¢ Hush, little girl! Never.mind me!” and
James, who was in the secret, mounted the box,
and drove harriedly away.

‘When they had passed the gate, Harry caught
both the little cold hands in his own.

“ DId you think that I would let you goalone,
lttle giri?”

«I don't koow.
ADA

« Clars, don'’t talk that way. I could not help
being kind to you, because I loved you. Ever
since I first saw you, I have loved you, in my
odd, uncaltivated way, and when I heard that
my sister-in.law had turned you from her
home, I came right here to offer you mine. I've
just bought a house—a cosy, home-like house
uev?’r you saw, and I want you for its mis.

tress.
b, Mr. MaocGregor ! "

I'm sure you are very kind,

“
“ if you don's comes, I shall have toshut it up,

or let 1"

¢ [ —think——I—will come.”

‘When James opened the door at the station,

he had a good chance to wonder at the change.

able nature of things; for, instead of the discon.

solate pair he bad shut in, he let out a couple,

that might have been heirs to all the happiness

in the world, and not look more cheerful.

#1 wonder where Harry is,” sald Mrs. Mac, &
few hours later, when she had recovered from
her excitement.

“ Why, he went away in the carriage with
Miss Dale,” said that terrible Kittie ; « and do
you bolieve it, I saw him kiss her just as piain
as day.” )

Had a thunderbolt fallen in their midst, it
could not have caused greater dismay than this
extraordinary announcement, but it was well
that it came as 1t did, or Harry's letter, a foew
weeks Iater, would have annihilated them.

Ax it was, they were prepared for anything,
and therefore read the following with martyr-
ke resigoation—

#“DgAR BISTRR,

«] was quite hart at the little distarbance be-
tween Clars and yourself, and, therefore, did not
ask you to our wedding. However, now that
we are married, I hope you will not bs slow {n
- making up a frieadship. I have purchased the
house which you so much admired, and a two
months shall be at home.

¢ Yours, eto.,

“ HARRY MAOCGREGOR.
Aud indifferent Lioalise heroically sald—

« Well, 1t waa a good chanoe, and hard to lose,
but I suppone there are plenty more of them.”
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PETS.

The liking for the pets 18 80 general among
the human family, that there are few people
indeed who are content to live without some-
thing which may be called & pet. It is not ab-
solutely necessary that it should be a dog, or
cat, or even & bird ; for a plant sometimes oc-
oupies the same place in a heart, and is equally
as good for the purposes of receiving that
amount ¢ f surplus affection which is seldom lav-
ished on a human being. The neoessity for
something to love is evident to the most unob-
serving person ; for even prisoners in lonely
cells always find some little insect—a beetle or
a spider — to which they become as much at-
tached as they might have been to something
better, in happier times. Yet it is by no means
the lonely of this world who monopolise this
feeling ; for sometimes whole families may be
seen, each member of which has his own pe-
culiar pet.

Tastes are so difterent, so widely different in
dictating the cholce of pets, that it is im possible
to say which among all the animals, birds,
fishes, and flowers would be most desirable as a
companion in one’s domestic life, bat dogsand
cats are certalniy the greatest favorites among
a large class of people. Birds, too, are generally
in favor, and canaries are almost as common as
alr ; but parrotsare more interesting, and much
more rare. In some houses one sees rabbits ;
others, squirrels, and again monkeys ; but all
these creatures are exceptional, as are tigers,
leopards, and snakes.

One has a great choice, t00, among commoner
pets ; for there are endless varieties of dogs, and
of birds; and if they grow to be tiresome, there
are the amusing monkeys and parrots. And
these last are probably the most entertaining of
all ; for they oan be taught almost anything and
are always in good spirits, besides having the
excellent recommendation of long life. They

generally become attached chiefly to the person
who feeds them and takes charge of them, and
they never forget the affuction shown them.

Some very amusing stories are told of them,

and some which are drawn from the imagina-
tion of those who relate them ; but one which
came ander our own observation will serve to
show how they aoccidentally bring in their re.
marks at the exact moment when they will be
peculiarly appropriate and startling. A lady
possessed a parrot who talked much and well,
and she often lent him to her neighbors, that
they might enjoy his interesting prattle; and
one day a gentleman came {0 borrow him for
a day or two. His mistress sald to the gentle-
man that he had better keep him several days,
or he would not talk, for he has always afraid
of a straage place. The parrot, who had ap-
perently listened to the whole conversation,
here exclaimed, in & deflant tone, 1 shan’t
talk ataln!”

The effect may be imagined, as he had never
been heard to use this expression before. We
might go on indefinitely with these curlous re-
lations ; but many of our rea lers are probably
quite well acquainted with the amusing qual-
ities of the parrot, and, if not, we advise them
to get one and be satisfied.

Cats are often favorite pets ; but there are so
many people who are afMlicted with a natural
antipathy to them, that they are not such ge-
neral favorites as some other animals.

Everybody knows the charming story of
“ Pleclola,” how a little flower burst its way up
between the stones of a court.yard to gladden
the eyes of thelonely prisoner in his daily walk;
how he watched and tended it, with hope and
fear; and how it was his constamt comforter,
and would not let him give way to despondency.
It 18 & sweet story, and 1s beautifally told. There
are namerous stories of such passionate attach-
ments to trees or flowers, and other inanimate
objects, and these instances certainly offer a
curious object for study, for they are exceptiongl
phases of human nature. The story of La Tude,
in his gloomy French prison, devoting himself
to his spiders and rats, and becoming 8o deeply
fond of them, is also singular; but is 80 well
known, It is scarcely necessary to repeat it
here, .

1t is a noticeable fact that many great men and
women—those who have had some great qual-
Ities of mind and heart — are remembered
among their immediate friends together with
some favorite pet, 8o that the two are insepar
ably conneoted ; as, for instance, Garrick and
his dog Dragon.

If these things show nothing else, they ocer-
tainly show that it is & good thing to love pets ;
and, too, they show that it is & necessary thing
to love them ; for when human love changes or
dies, your dog remains the same, always ready
to welcome you and give you the strongest
evidences of his undyirg affection for you and
you alone.

——- - G——
A DAY IN THE MOON.

——

A lunar day comprises a period of twenty-
eight days likeours, We are familiar with the
sublime spectacle of the sunrise upon the earth:
that wondrous transformaticn with which the
night dissolve into the glories of the day ; when
the watch stars close their holy eyes as the
timid blush of morning kindles the eastern
horizon ; when the tide of light flows in to fill
the celestial canopy, and when, as a climax to
the changing scene, the glorions sun bursts open
the gates of the morning, and proclaims himself
the lord of the day. How tearfully different is
the vision ot & sunrise upon the moon! No
gentle transition from darkness to light, no im.
perceptible melting of night into day. From
an horizon dark as moonless midnight the sun
slowly ascends—a lurid ball of brightness, in.
finitely more dazsling than it can appear to an
earthly eye, gilding the summits of the lofty
mountains, and causing these to start forth like
islands of light in a sea of darkness, while their
bases and surrounding valleys are shrouded in
impenetrable zloom. Slowly the siivery flood
of light pours down the mountain flanks, and the
shadows, still of pitehy blackness, slowly
shorten as the sun, after the lapse of one hun.
dred and seventy hours, attains its meridian
height. If we look aloft to the lunar heavens
we behold the stars, though at noon-day, witha
steady lustre, unsullied even with the effect of
twinkling or scintillation, for these phenomens
are due to the varying currents of an atmos-
phere. For fourteen days the sun pours down
his flery rays upon an arid soil never sheltered
by a weloome cloud, never refreshed by a genial
shower, till that soll becomes heated to a tem-

perature equal to that of boiling water. Gra--

doally the shadows lengthen aud the sun de-
clines, but no crimson curtain of evening closes
around the lunar landscape ; and when the last
rays of the setting sun are lost beneath the hor-
izon, no twilight intervenes, but a pall of fear-
ful darkness .falls upon the scene. And then
saooeeds a long and dreary night of three hun-
dred and twenty-eight hours’ duration, and s
sevérity of oold that reduces the lately parched
surface to a temperature probably three hun-
dred degrees below the freezing point of water.

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS.

«BIDE A WEE!"
The humorous little soene of & boy with a dog,

which Mr. Fyfe has imagined in this amusing
plotare, makes an appeal to our recognition of

the fellow-feeling between mankind and the
companionable domestic animals. This is no-
where shown in & more emphatic manner, than
when they feed in turn out of one and the same
dish. But the office of apportionlng their respec-
tive shares belongs of right to the human por-
ridge-eater, as the more ratiohal ereature and
the proper bost on this ocoaston, maiter of their
simple meal. “Bide & wee!” he says in good
Sootols talk, with his finger uplifted in gentle
admonition, to the impatient eollle that stands
ready for a joyful lick at the milky mess in his
half-smptied bowl. We are pleased o see them
such trusty friends, and we hope there s enough
for the hungry appetite of both, Next, indecd,
to being well fed, a boy needs to be warmly and
decently clothed ; and we eannot but hope that
tois Soottish laddie will be supplied with & new
pair of trousers before his next publie Sppear-
ance on the painter's oanvas.

NEWS NOTBES.

Disastrous floods are reported from Halitax.

Navigation on Lake Huron has opened from
Detroit.,

Count de Chambord has had a slight attack of
apoplexy.

Lufe, the Tichborne perjurer, has been com-
mitted for trial.

Ada Clare Noyes, an actress, died of hydropho-
bia in New York.

The naval pilot aliens disability bill has passed
the U. 8. Benate.

Two suleldes happened in New York yester-
day-.Cause, woman.

Charles Orton has at last confessed the Clai-
mant is Arthur Orton.

The Spaniards have searched an American
ship while off Havaua.

Mr. James Libbey, a former proprietor of the
Boston Oourier, s dead.

It 18 said Don Carlos will be shortly crowned
King of Spain, at Bilboa.

A large fire 18 reported from Bryon, Texas,
causing a loss of $60,000,
Private advices from Havana atate the ¢ Draft”
will be generally resisted.
The English Parliament have adjourned for the
election of the present Ministers.

Numerous trains have been reported
bound on the Union Pacific R.R.

A large number of wrecks are reported abroad,
owing to the late Atlantic gales.

The office furniture of Jay Cooke was yes-
terday sold by auction for $1,300.

The Cambridge and Oxfurd boat race is the
object of interest in England now.

The Bishop of Treves has been arrested for
violation of the Ecclesiastioal laws,

Bogle, oue of the claimant’s adherents, has
fallen seriously 11l since the verdioct.

Ledru Rollin is & newly.elected member at
the French Assembly for Vaucluse,

A slight earthquake oocurred at Capiapo, Cuba,
on 15th Feby. Not much damage done,

A Paris despatch says the French Exhibition
to be held in 1875 is a private enterprise.

Degpatches from Upper Lake Ports indicate
an unusually early opening of navigation.

Mr. Gladstone has declined to lead the Oppo-
sition in the English House of Commons.

The latest from Perou staves that 1,000 head
of cattle died from the plague in January.

8t Patrick’s Day 18 to be ocelebrated in New
York by a great demonstiration and parade.

President Grant has signed the Aot relleving
Thomas Althouse, assistant U. 8. Treasurer.

A despatch from Cuba shows trouble is
brewing for the foreign residents of Tientsin.

A New York Company claim to have discoy-
ered extensive gold mines in French Guiana.

The Philadelphia Temperance Organizations

are being perfected in the various Wards of that
city. .

'lnow -

The Spanish Government .hn.ve suspended
:::;g&pmpoaed blockade of the coast of Canta-

Ex-Minister Bchenck has arrived at Ma.

%rld,ktnd Minister Cushing has sailed from New
ork.

Sixty.five thonsand Republican iroops are
gl;?ﬂu. against the Carlists in the North of
n.

A riot has occurred in Pesth, which was not

quelled till the military had shot four of the
rioters,

It 1s stated the health of the Emperor of
Germany is such as (0 cause considerable dis-
quietude.

Marquis de Noallles, the new Minister of

Franoe to Italy, has presented his oredentials
at Rome.

The Secretary of the American Bible Union is

suing the 8t. Loals Democrat for defamation of
character.

A diplomatic dispute between Turkey and
Eogland has been cansed by the arrest of & Bri.
tish subject by the Turks,

The San Franeisoo Grand J ary have exoner.
ated Mayor Otis and Treasurer Hubert from the
oharges made against them.

The Provisional Presideat of Honduras has
capitaiated to Gen. Leiva, who is now in fall
possesaion of the Government,

Miliard Fillmore, ex.President of the United
States, died at Buffalo on the 8th and was buried
with national honors on the 13th,

Forty.two militon thalers of the French in.
demaity has been ordered to be distributed be.
twesn the States of the German Empire,

The D ke of Biin bargh and his bride
&t Graveseed on the 7th inst., and woro‘u"l:m
bythc echannel n?;um{.ma%mowwr,
] m ndsor, to
poy thalr Aret VIslt to Her Majesty Queen Vie-

WEEP FOR HER A TEAR OF PITY.

——

Weep for her a tear of pity,
Homeless wanderer of the oity,
Poor unfortunate, aweary

In the rainy midnight dreary.

Thou who dwellest in the palace
Bear that poor girl never malice,
For her guilt must lie before
The rich betrayer’s door.

Still for all her stains and sorrow,
8he rof Mercy's store may borrow ;
And despite of scorn’s control,
There’s a peace within her soul.

Like the spring upon the mountatn,
Like the gushing crystal fountain,
Like the soft and fleecy snow

‘Was her young life long ago.

Once her gentle mother bless’d her,
Onoe her father’s armas caress’d. her,
And she played beside the hearth
Of her happy home in mirth,

Hark ! she sings a song in sadness,
Of home and all its gladness,
While no ear but Heaven’s listens,
And her aching eyelid giistens.

Now she sees her dying mother,
Gray-haired father, weeping brother,
And the dark and evil day

‘When she fell—as angels may.

Lo! a cloud of grief glooms o’er her

As the vision glides before her

Of the Lord’s Great Day to come,
‘When the guilt shall be brought home.

‘Who among the great or lowly
Is 50 blameless and so holy

As to cast a stone upon her

In her misery and dishonor ?

Oh, remember that each tear
Shed for erring mortals here
By the angels will be shown
As & Jjewel in your crown.

Oh, this old world might be better
If each hand would break a fetter,
If each one would do his part
To bind up one broken heart.

O

ADVANTAGES OF WEDLOCK.—None but the
married man has a home in his old age. None
has friends, then, but he; none but he knows
and feels the solace of the domestic hearth;
noue but he lives and freshens in his green old
age, amid the affections of his children.
18 no tear shed for the old bachelor; there is no
ready hand and kind heart to cheer him in his
loneliness and bereavement; there is none in
whose eyes he can see himself reflected, and
from whose lips he can receive the unfailing
assurances of care and love. No. The old bache-
lor may be courted for his money. He may eat
and drink and revel, as such things do; and he
may sicken and die in an hotel or garret with
plenty of attendants about him, like so many
ocormorants waiting for their prey. Bat he will
never know what it is to be loved, and to live
and to die amid a loved circle. He can never
know the comforts of the domestic fireside.

U ——

MIGRATION OF EELS —A close observer states
that the following interesting evolutions ocour
when ezls come in from the sea. The aggregate
shoal, about to ascend the inland streams,
moves up the shore of the river in the form of
a long, dark, rope-like body, in shape not unlike
an enormous specimen of the animal which

portion, conaisting of the number of eels ade-
quate for peopling this stream, detach tHem-
Selves from the maln body, and pass up ; and
in the subsequent onward passage of the shosl
this marvellous system of detaching, on reach-
ing the mouth of brooks,
Uty of the great advancing swarm is repeated,
until the entire number has been sultably pro-
vided with rivalets to revel in—such being the
‘wonderful instinot by which nature ordains that
each stream shall be provided with a ocompe-
tent number of these migratory creatures.

S ———————

Loss oF BEAUTY.—The world affects 10 comi®
miserate the wounds of the heart, and to disre-
gard those of vanity. What a division of idess 1s
here produced by two phrases, taat arein
reslity synonymous. With what superficial
frivolity the lows of beauty is treated by suthors
Of great merit in other respects, and also in
those gossiping oconversations in actusl life
which mean nothing! ani yet to the individual
how immense is that loss—what consequonces
1t involves!—often glory, houor, respeot con-
sideration, esteem, power, love, extinction of

all the moral parta of belng, and if these are not
‘Wounds of the heart, what are? Circumstances
or dispositions sometimes render beauty a thing
indifferent to its possessor; but often it is 80
identified with being, as to make the destiny of
! the individaal, and its destruction unhinges tho
| Whele arder of life, bringing more pleroing ills
t0°the heart of sensibliity than perady, calumay.
oF even penury.

There -

composes it. On reaching the first tributary, & .~

& proportionate quan-

influence, elther tor good or evil; it strikes at

i




‘Wother now—easier, is she ?” .

Marcn 28, 1874.

THE FAVORITL.

ONLY A BABY SMALL.

Only a baby small
Dropt from the skies;

Only a laughing face,
Two sunny eyes ;

Only two cherry lips,
One chubby nose ;

Only two little hands,
Ten little toes ;

Only a golden head,
Curly and soft ;

Only a tongue that wags,

- Loudly anloft;

Only a little brain,
Empty of thonght ;

Only a littie heart,
Troubled with naught ;

Only a tender flower,
Sent us to rear;

Only a lifeto love
While we are here,

“Joy Cometh in the Morning.”

A BT. VALENTINE STORY.

By the Author of « KATIE PETHERICK'S LUCK,”
« MY SWEET SELF,” &,

“I am 80 glad it is raining! There is no
Chance of visitors to bore us this afternoon ; so
We can have our five-o’clock tea in peace and
Quietness,” exclalms Gertrude Hillas, hastily
®utering her cousin's dressing-room, + Cousin

ertrude, do have it here—it looks so cozy and

Tight ; and Gertrude Hillas the younger puts
ledre arms coaxingly around Gertrude Hillas the
T,

“ Very well, dear,” replies the person addres-

as  «cousin Gertrnde.” « How is yotr

“ I think so. I have been reading to her, and
She has just settled to try to have a sleep. But
ere {8 an invitation come that I want to talk
you about. I'll go and bring {t—1itis in mam-
Wa’s room,” and off the younger goes, leaving
“ cousin Gertrude ” by herseif.
A casual observer would have had some diffi-
fulty in making a guess as to the exact age of
e latter. Small, yet dignified-looking, she
hag 5 fade, delicately-cut oval face, whereon
€ven yet linger the rosee of her youth. She is
Un’eniably thoronghbred—from the smoothly-
Brranged colls of her abundant.snowy hair to
the arch of her pretty tiny foot. Gertrude Hillas,
degpite her gray hairs, is only thirty.six. Being
Unmarried and independent, and baving no near
‘imlly ties, she has aiways lived with her cou-
Mins, Mr. and Mrs. Hillas. The latter is a queru-
hypochondriae, too selfish or ton indolent

’ %0 take an imerest in her house or children, so

t the management of 1t all, to a great extent,
2lls upon sweet, quiet # cousin Gertrude.”
Dogg one of the boys want to bring home a
%ehool-friend for the holldays, it is * cousin Ger-
de” who obtains the permission, that in
%ome way or other the boys feel instinctively
%an only be obtained by her, and her alone.
fusgy Mr. Hillas's accounts get into a state
Of hopeless confusion, it 18 « cousin Gertrude’s”
Slear head that helps to put them straight again,
qu' now that Gertrude wants to go to the
amshire Dispensary Ball, of course ¢ cousin
trude ” s the first person to be consulted
pecting it.
Gertrude the younger returns, and there she

o pretty a girl as one could wish to look
':t on this dreary first of February. Sheis as

Mtraight as an arrow,” her slim girlish figure
bg draped in a long flowing silvery-gray

] and her bonny brown hajr tied with a blue

t::t:lon the color of her eyes. Bhe is just seven-

Standing with reluctant feet.

‘Where the brook and river meet

% hor life—and is excitedly discussing the first
®at trouble of her existence—namely, the
fal probability of her not being able to go to
I8, her first ball. : .
th;‘ You see, cousin Gertrude, if I don't go to
8 One, goodness only knows when I may have
a Chance of golng to a ball again, Mamma says
= ndon season would Kkill her, and won’t let
) ? BO to efther of my aunts.”
'a‘ Oh, I dare say it will be managed some
Y,” says the gentle voice of * cousin Ger-
!“dﬂv-" « Don't worry your mother too much
ber, t it, and perhaps she will feel well enough
Ore the ball. There is plenty of {ime. Why,
the 18 only the first, and the invitation is for
e tenth 1"
If this were not such an out-of-the.way
Tyrey I shouldn’t mind so much ; but one has
tile amusement here. No wonder the boys

‘wi 1t 18 a hundred miles from everywhere ! I

‘hll,}:’.‘pa would take me up to London for a

we
Onie thing at a time, Ger. Never mind
bay, 0 Bt present, but keep to the subject of the

« e, What do you mean to wear 2"
Lav's the use of declding upon anything 7"

£y
h::‘yG“’p shakliog back her shining curls petu-

_'o- * There 18 every prebability that 1 shall
*op o Papa won't take me withoul a chape.

,'on-‘nd it Ia ten chances to one that mamma

Tt KO after ail”
Wh\rw“n Gertrude ” laughs softly. Itisa pe-

' 1diosynerasy of he
rs, that littie laugh, and
Ymehow or other it generally reassures the

Toung oy,

They seem to have a feeling that

could nou laugh o that way.
Ger, who says—

s« Of course I mu<t wear white, as it is my
first ball. Something all fluffs and puffa —that
kind of thing looks best on me.”

¢ You shall wear my pearls too, Ger.”

« Cousin Gertrude—your lovely pearls ! ani
Gor's blue eyes sparkle with surprise and d:-
light.

« Yes —1 always intended them for you
whenever you should come out. I am not likely
ever to require them again;” and the little
lady heaves just the very fgintest suspicion of a
sigh as she dreamily | 3 into the depths of
ber tea.cup.

The young girl look« at h-r, and says, sud-
denly—

« Cousln Gertrude, I wish you were coming
to this ball. Why is it that you never care to
go inte company ?

“ [ have lost my faste for such fiivolities,”
she says, smiling ; « and so will you when you
come to have a hoary head like mine.”

¢« But I have heard mamma say that your
bair was gray when you were a young girl.”

« I think I shall go and see your mother,”
remarks # cousin Gertrude,” rising, as if wishing
to put an end to the conversation ; ¢ we must
gee what i8 to be done concerning this wonder-
fu! ball.”

A week speeds by. At least half-a-dozen
times Mrs. Hillas declared her intention of
offering herself as a martyr upon the shrine of
maternal affection and chaperonage, and as
often has she rennunced it. Ger has been in
despair. Her dress has been sent down from
London, and fits to per-ection; and, with, this,
and ¢ cousin Gertrude’s” l1'vely pearls and her
own bright face, a picture i8 presented which it
seems a pity to deprive the Committee of the
Loamshire Dispensary Ball the contemplation
of. - Her father, a true specimen of the wealthy,
bucolic squire, is secretly congratulating Lhim-
self upon the prospect of probable emancipa-
tien from the boredom of looking after his wo.
mankind, and revelllng in the thought of

It half reassures

‘meeting a few of his old eronies, with whom he

intends getting into a qulet corner, and having
a comfortable supper. Poor Ger does not get
much sympathy from him, and to her proposal
that he should be her cbaperon he listens with
as much horror as if she had requested him to
attend the ball in his shooting-coat and bird’s.
eye necktie.

¢« No, no, Ger—it can’t be done. If your
mother is not well enough to go, you must stay
at home.”

Tears of disappointment are in the pretty

blu~ eyes, and Ger says wistfully—
“ Papa, I am sure that, if you or mamma_

were to ask Mrs, Vereker, she would take me
along with her girls.”

« What !" he exclaims. ¢ Ask Mra Vereker,
to bring out the daughter of a Hillas of Hilton !
Nonsense ! As you are 80 Very anxious to go,
why not try to persuade cousin Gertrude to
chaperon you. Ebh, Gertrude, what do you
say ?

“ Coustn Gertrude ” blushes a little, and smiles

faintly.

« Roally, consin Willlam, I never thoaght of
proposing myself ; but, if Charlotte has no on.
jection to my chaperoning Ger, I wiil do 8o with
pleasure, rather than that she shou!d lose the
ball. And the angel of the household departs
to broach the subject to Mrs. Hillas,

. . . » . . - . - .

« I declare, Miss Hillas, you do look beauti-
ful ! ” is the admiring exclamation of Simpson,
a¢ she hands « cousin Gertrude ” her fan and
bandkerchief on the evening of the ball. Her
mistress laughs a quiet little laugh as she sur-
veys herself in the cheval glass, ¢ Cousin Ger-
trude ” has pointediy refused to wear a low-
bodied dress—has objected to go at all unless
she be allowed to dress in her own fashion.
« Her own fashion ” is a rich black velvet dress,
with a square-cut body, the body, sleeves, and
panier being trimmed with rich old point lace.
A diamond pendant hangs from the broad black
velvet round herthroat, and diamond stars glis-
ten amongst the colls of her snowy hair. B8he
is contemplating her unwonted grandeur, and
leisurely drawing on her gloves, when a tap 18
heard at the door. '

s Come in,” she says, and the merry face of
Plck Hillas—one of the boys, home from school
on sick leave—introduces itself. Entering the
room with & comical gesture of awe, he walks
on tiptoe round his cousin.

« My word, cousin Gertrude, you'’ll take the
shine out of Ger to-night. You look stunning !’

« Why, 18 Ger dressed ? "

« Yes ; I offered the benefit of my valuable
taste at her toilette, but was ungratefully and
ignominijously expelled from the room. 8tiay,
I hear her! Hallo, Ger, come here and fee!
yourself extinguished ! ”

Ger onters, looking fresh and pr :tty and girl-
ish in & wonderful combination of white tulle
aund blue forget-mec.nots. She m:kes a gesture
of admiration and surprise at her cousin’s ap-
pearance, and remarks, archly—

* Why, cousin G 'rtrude, you look as tf youn
required a chaperou yourself ! You.look as if
you had just stepped out of some old picture,
with your white hair and your black velvet und
lace. You only want a few patches on your face
10 be perfect.”

« Then, for your sake, I'll not puat on the
patches, Ger,” she says, laughingly ; ¢ it might
ruin your prospects If I were to make myself
too bewliching.”

» . L] L . . L) L . L

Tie ball is a very briltiant affulr, fur lu adJdi-

|

i things must go right, or ¢ cousin Gertrnde » ! tion to the officers of the Loamshire Inviacibles,

there are the officers of a regiment lately
returned from Canada, and which, only a few
days before, bl been gnartered in the neigh.
boring town of S8toreham. The fiashing of the
lights, the gay dresses, the uniforms, the iuspi-
riting music, the happy, merry faces of the
young people, and the placid complacency of
elders, are all pleasant.to look at or listen to;
and no one enjoys the scene more than «cousin
Gertrude,” who persistently sits amongst the
chaperons at the end of the room, refusing to
dance, although one or two old friends press her
tn do so,

The excitement has brought a flush to her
sweet face and a sparkle into her eyes which
make her lonk at least ten years younger.
Straugers are asking who she is, and a tall,
bandsome officer of about forty-five takes a
good long look at her, under cover of a friendly
pillar, and thinks : ¢ 8he must ba married, or
she would nnt dress in that way and stt amongst
those old women ; yet, somehow, I don’t think
she is,” and Colonel Westby, by way of solving
the difficulty, gnes up to the master of the cere-
monies, and says—

¢ Will you introduce me to Miss Hillas 7

The dapper little dancing-master, who is the
master ot the .ceremonies, professes himself
delighted to do so, promises Colonel Westby a
treat, as Miss Hillas is one of his best pupils,
and, leading him across the room, introduces
bim to Gertrude the younger,

There is nothing for it but to ask the young
lady to dance. Fervently he hopes that she
may be engaged; but the Fates are against
bim, and in two minutes he is whirling Ger
round the room to the entrancing strains of the
sweet ¢ Soldaten Lieder,” and all the while he
is thinking — ¢ of course the Gertrude Hilias I
knew is married. 8he 18 just like every other
woman. What an idiot I was even to fancy that
she could be different! This young person is,
I presuine, a niece, or something of the kind.”

A quarter of an hour later one of Ger’s multi-
tudinous partners brings her te her chaperon,
who i« looking so pale that the girl says to her
in an understone—

«Cousin Gertrude, I am afraid you are not
well. What is the matter 2 ”

¢« Nothing dear, only I have felt a little faint
—Iit 18 the heat, I suppose.”’

Here Doctor Wallace—a stout middle-aged
gentleman, and abn old friend—interposes, say-
ing—

« Com~, Miss Hillas —come with m3, and let
me get you a glass of wine or something. Come,
I insist apon it !”” and th» good-natured doctor
draws her hand through his arm.

Colonel Westby, standing in a recess, sees the
familiar action, and thinks: ¢ Ah, that's the
husband, I suppose. Graclous Heavens, what a
fool I have been ! "

* * & » - . » - . . »

It is four o'clock the next afternoon, and
pretty Ger is sitting on the white, long-halred,
fluffy hearih.rug in the drawing.room, her ball
p-ogramme in bher hand, discussing her last
night’s partn..rs with ¢ coustn G srtrade,” who
Hies on the sofa. The latter has been very stlent
all day—fatigued, probably. But she hal not
danced, 8o what could it be ?”

« Mr, Lawrenson,” Gor reads. ¢ Dh, cousin
G-rtrude, 1 am sure that that young man has
been tuking lewons in dancing lately—you
should have seen h w he did all his steps ! ”

« Well, it shows that he 18, at least an apt
pupil.” )

Ger reads down the list, making comments
as she goes along. At length she stops, puz-
zled.

¢« Wuat name can this be ? Itis 80 very badly
written that I cannot read it.”

« 8pell 1t,” suggests « cousin G :rtrude.”

« Oh, I can’t m k2 anything of it—try if you
can; *’ and she hands the programme to her
cousin, who bends towards the firelight and
reads off fluently—

¢ Colonel Westby.”

¢« Oh, yes—of course I recollect—that nice
gentleman with the great beard ; he dances so
nicely, too.”

« Cousin Gertrude ” also recollects that little
fact, but she says nothing. Presently the door
suddenly bursts open, and Dick rushes in, ex-
claiming, as he gives his cousin a hug—

« I say, Gurtrude, here’s a lark! Who'll say
1 havern’t the spirit of prophecy * Didn’t I say
that you'd take the shine out of Ger last
night?”

« 1 am afrall you were and are singalar in
your opiojon, Dick,” she says smiling at the
lad’s im petuousity,

« Notabitofjit! Fred Baker—you know he's an
eusign the in fnvlnclbles—well, he told me that

' @ver so many people sald that you looked stun-

ning ; and one old chap—a Colonel Westby—
asked to be introduced to you, but was intro-
duced to Ger by mistake. What a sell it must
have been for him ! concludes D.ck, patheti-
cally, and with all the charming canldor of a
brother.

Ger laughs heartily, and enjoys the joke.
« Cousin Gertrude ” also laughs, but 1t is a
strange little hysterical laugh, and all that
evening she sp-nds in her own room. Every
one in the house says that she is tired afier the
unaccustomed excitement of the ball,

« Cousin Gertrude ” 18 tired—very weary—
yet something has :

Eased the burden of her fears,

Aad brought agaln the pleasure of past years.

L d L L d . . L] . . . L

Tt {8 the day before Bt. Valentine’s Day, and
Coulonel Westhy walks dnwn the p+inelnal busi-

ness street of Storeham. He stops at a shop
door, turns his back to it, and looks eautiously
up and down the street, with such a palpable
affectation of indifference that the deception is
& most pitiable failure. The very maun in the
shop sees through the pretence, and smirks be.
bind his desk. As for Colonel Westby himself,
he feels that the very little dog on the pathway
which wags its tail and looks up at him so
knowingly, 18 perfectly aware that he is coo.
templating buying s valentine, and intends
consummating his temporary insanity by send.
ing it to a woman whom he had loved fifteen
years ago. Fifteen years ought to have oblite.
rated the memory of an old love, but somehow
or other, when Horace Westby heard yesterday
that Gertrude Hillas was yet unmarried, ha
thought of a day long ago when her swaet face
bad lain on his shoulder, and her firm, gentle
voice had sald—

« We must part, Horace. We are too poor to
think of marrying. I shall never marry another
man. We may be better off in the future, but
remember that you are not.bouni to me.”

He bad asked her to write to him, but she
b d refused, saytog—

« No, for then yon would feel yourselfin a
measure bound to me.”

A year later he had heard of her having be-
come an heiress, and, although soon after he
had been very near her home, his pride has
kept bim trom seeking her out, for he was still
a poor man. Butnow he had returned a wealthy
and distinguished officer, and through all he
had cherished in bis heart the remembrance of
her words—

¢« I shall never marry another man.”

Upon his return to Eogland he had determi-
ned to fin her out, and the unexpected sight of
her as & chaperon at the Dispensary Ball, and
the mistake about the introduction, had led
him to belteve her married; but with the
knowledge of the truth that she was yet single
bad also come back a great deal of the love.

The obliging shopkeeper exhlbits baies of va-
lentines—valentines in boxes, valentines not in
boxes ; valentines with appeals capable of snfi.
ening the most obdurate hearts ; valentines all
roses and lilles; valentines with the whole
Heathen mythology upon them ; valentines
with figures of motern couples upon them,
« bedecked and bedraped ; ” and valentines
with figures ¢ noble, and nude and antique”
In fact, the shop is the repository of the cream
of De 1a Rue’s, Marcus Ward’s and Parking and
Gotlo’s establishments. Never was there seen
such an array of valentines. Yet not one of
them pleases Colonel Westby, who cexsum.
mates his morntug's search by merely pur-
chasing a sheet of note-paper with an elabora-
tely embroidered lace edge an inch and a half
in depth. This he earries in & gingerly manner
to his hotel, on his way thither as carefuily
avolding his friends as if he were contem plat.
ing commitiing a forgery and felt that the in.
tention was written on hls forehead. BSuated in
his own room, he writes a few lines, the con-
cluding ones being—

« T feel I needs must play a part
W herein 18 something to be done,
It I woult not be left alone
Life-long, with love unsatisfled.”

He addresses the envelope to ¢ Miss Gertrude
Hillag," and carries it to the post himself,
saying as he drops it in—

¢« I shall call upon her to-morrow.”

[ - L] L » * L4 L L] -

« .« Miss QGertrade Hillas,” ¢« Miss Gertrude
Hillas'— two valentines, I suppose, for you,
Ger; ” and M. Hillas throws the missives
across the breakfast-table to his daughter.,

« My eye, isn’t this a swellish arrangement ? "’
ejaculates Dick, looking over his sister’s should-
er at an elavorate combination of white satin
and g 1d and flowers. « Wnao is it from, Ger? "

« Oh, from that stupld boy you brought home
with you last summer—ridiculous fellow ! ”

s Ah, poor Bob Jellicos; he's in a chronic
state of love; he’s always getting ¢ stuck,’ for
he spends his time in running after the girls
and writing poetry to them. But, I say, who's
your shabby lover ?” he asks, as Gur opens the
other envelope, which simply contains a- sheet
of lace-edged paper, with a few verses written
thereon.

« I'm gure 1 doo’t know ;
writing before.”. ) . i

« Ah, poor w.eteh,” exclalms Dick, tragically
« what a terrihle state he must be jn.”

¢+ I doesn't 1ok like the writing of a young
man,” says Ger, regarding it attentively; ¢ do
look at it, cousin Gertrude.”

« Cousin Gertrude ” does as she is requested,
and looks upon the well-known and well-remem-
bered writing of Horace Westby. Shereads the
lines, and then suddeniy leaves the breakfast-
room. ‘

When she galns her own apartment, ¢ cousin
Gertrude ” locks the door, and, standing in the
middie of the room, with her band clasped and
& strange look upon her scared white face, her
thought go back filteen years; and the more
Gertrude rocalls the loving, earnest words and
tones of the Horace Westby of long ago, the
more convinced does she feel that that valen.
tine was meant for her. But ¢ cousin Gertrude ”
is a shy little woman and a proud little wo.
man too ; besides, she is somewhat afraid of
making herself look ridiculous, if she should
dare to ask Ger for it. Aud as she sits thinking
@ sudden thought comes like a great cloud to
obscure the sunshine which has arisen in ber
heart, and she reflects—

« But is he not married ? Tuey told me so
long ago.,”

I never suw the
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# Cousin Gertrude ” cannot unravel the mys-
tery. Her customary equanimity is so disturb-
ed that she feels she cannot encounter the bat-
tery of the eyes of the young people who would be
sure to detect anything unusual in her manner,
80, putting on her walking attire, she determines
to go and spend the day at the Rectory, two
miles away.

¢ I shall be back to dinner,” she says to the
servant in the hall. ¢« I am going to walk to
the Rectory.”

* * [ L * L

* Miss Gertrude Hillas ?”

% Yes, sir,” and Colonel Westby is ushered
into the drawing.room, where Ger sits at the
pilano.

After the usual greetings, Ger decorously
offers apologies for her mother’s non-appearance
on the score of iil-health., The Colonel looks
sympathetio, and keeps wondering why ¢ cousin
Gertrude” does not come., Of course, he con-
cludes, the servant has told her.

A fifteen minutes’ conversation ensues, and,
a8 he rises to go, Colonel Westby says-—

# Miss Gertrude Hillas—I hope she is quite
well.”

“ Quite well, thank you. S8he went away
after breakfast this morning, to spend the day
with a friend.”

Colonel Westby walks under the trees of Hil-
ton Park, unwardly anathematising himself for
having sent that valentine. It is quite evident
that Gertrude Hillas does not care for him now.
Of oourse she never had cared—her little, sweet
ways were those of a confirmed flirt, not those
of the good, sweet woman he had ever imagined
her to be ! What a fool he was to tanoy that she
ever had loved him--to fancy that a woman
oould be constant !

Colonel Westby leans over a little rustic
bridge, the dark, grand old woods behind him,
and a pleasant vista of woodland betore him :
the little stream beneath rushes over the moss-
grown stones, whilst a clear wialry sunset
touches with silver the yet leafless branches ot
the trees. But he sees nothing of all this—at
least, if he does, he is not aware ofit ; the trees
may be covered with the tender green clothing
of the spring for anything he knows. Heisinga
thoroughly bad temper, and tries to give vent to
it by viclously kicking the stones into the brook
below.

80 iutent is he upon his employment that he
does not notice that a lady is watohing him-.
& quiet little lady in a soft gray dress and a
scarlet cloak, who has emerged from one of the
woodland paths. BSwift blushes chase each
other across her sweet bui somewhat faded
face. At last she nerves herself, and, instead
of passing Colonel Westby, with a beating heart
she approaches and, holding out her hand,
88yS—

¢ How are you? I am very glad to see you.”

He starts as if a ghost, or hamadryad, or
something equally abonormal, had appeared.
There stands the cause of all his annoyanoce ;
yet, somehow or other, he cannot make up his
mind to seem very terrible. However, he de-
termines to be cool—yes, very cool—to treat
her just as indifferently as she has apparently
treated him. All this time he has not said
anything, and is standing with her hand in his,
looking down ai the sweet upturned face ; and
she, interpreting his silence differently, says,
with quivering lips and a heart -beating tumul.
tuously at her own termerity—

« You sent a valentine to Hilton ? »

His face flushes, but the holds her hand more
tightly.

« Yes : did you not receive it 77

« No; it was addressed to Miss Gertrude
Hillas—I am Miss Hillas now. Yousee I am
not 8o young as I once was. My cousin received
it—but—1I thought it was for me.”

‘Where is his anger now ? He knows or cares
not. A great joy takes its place as he whis-
pers—

« Gertrude, I went to Hilton to.day to ask
you to become my wife. I have never loved
any one else.”

« Nor have I any but you, Horace.”

He folds her in his arms, and, as he does 80,
he strokes her hair, and inquires—

¢+ But about these white hairs, Gertrude?

¢ I had & dreadful illness, and after it my hair
became gquite white,” she informs him.

* What caused the illness ? " he pursues, in all
innocenoe, »

The question has 10 be repeated several times
before she answers—

« I heard you were married.”

. . - . ) . *

« Well, who was right ?*» exclaims Dick, ex-
ultingly, the nextday, * Cousin Gertrude, didn'y
I tell you you'd take the shine out of Ger ?”

¢« Come here, Dick, i1l I waisper something
to you. When you were a little fellow in petti.
coats I knew Horace Westby, and we each pro-
mised never to marry any one else.”

Dick’s eyes grow wider with amazement,

« And really, cousin Gertrude, has he oome
back for you ?”

« Yes, Diok.”

#Well, I'm awfully sorry you're goiug, cou.
sin Gertrude—awfull; sorry,” and there is a
saspicious moisture in the affectionate lad’s
eyes ; “ but he’s the right sort, and I’'m sure
you'll be happy.”

‘With her whole heart ¢ cousin Gertrude »
endorses Dick’s estimate, and there comes into
her mind the words of the ¢ sweet singer.”.—

‘* Weeping may endure for a night, but joy
oometh in the morning.”

# AT EVENING TIME SHALL BE LIGHT.”

Little winds that start and shiver,
Breathing out thelir perfumes faintly,
Fret the bosom of the river,
Toss the lilies tall and saintly.

Sounds like far-off echoes calling
Break the calm in fitful rushes ;

And the noise of water falling
Fills the air with liquid gushes.

Shadows like to grasping fingers

Steal across the grass and flowers—
Jealous of the light that lingers,

Night sends forth her sombre flowers.

Throbbings of the dying sunlight,
Gold and purple, stain the skies ;
‘While, slow brightening through the dim
light,
Stars look down like angel eyes.

Seems it, as that light dles slowly,
Die our thoughts of care and strife ;

Seems it, as those stars rise, holy
Yearnings wake in us to light.

Through tire silenceso unbroken,
As the last faint glow departs,
Tarills the tender promise spoken
Years agone to faithful hearts.

‘When Life's evening shades have found us,
And our day draws on to night,
Then, 'mid all the gloom around us,
God hath said, ¢ There shall be light ¥—
Not earth’s light upon our faces,
Fickle gleam that soon departs,
But the saine of inner graces—
God’s own sunlight in our hearts !

THE KNOCK AT MY
DOOR.

1 had just taken my seatat the tea-table with
my wife, a rare privilege, and one on which she
was smilingly congratulating herself, as she
poured out the fragrant oup (for the numerous
calls upon me at this season seldom gave me
time to eat a regular meal), when there was a
loud, imperative rap at the door, I knew from
experience that it signified an urgent and
immediate demand for my aid in some critical
and alarming case.

“I do wish,” said Jane, petulantly, « that
they would give you time to eat. Whoever it
13, don’t think of golng out uantil you have had
your tea, Charles.” -

Accustomed to such Interruptions, I began
hurriedly to take my tea, while my wife for-
bade the serving woman to go to the door yet,
saying that she would give me time to finish my
meal. The knocking was now redoubling in
strokes, and falrly shook the house, echoing
around the neighborhood, 8o that I could see the
heads of our neighbors thrust out of the windows
to sse what was the matter.

¢ I must go, Mistress Jane,” said the ancient
woman, who was our only servant; for I was
young in practice then, and having great horror
ofdebt, Ilived very economically ; I mustopen
the door, or they will break it down,”

1 was quite convinced that some extraordinary
occasion must have given rise to this earnest
appeal at my door, and putting down my cup of
tea, I rose and went to it myseif. Upon opening
it, I saw a» man standing before me dripping wet,
for it was raining, and a heavy wind was howling
down the narrow street. His face was pale, and
his eyes wild and eager. His appearance was that
of a man in the middle station of life, with
narrow shoulders, straight white hair, a nose that
turned up, and & physiognomy that did not pre-
possess me favorably.

« Doctor,” he cried, with great agitation, and
appearing to be almost overcome with horror,
« come, sir. Quick, sir, Do not delay a minute,
sir. The colonel has poisoned himself, sir. Run,
sir!”

“ What colonel? Where does he reside?” I
asked, taking my coat and hat from their ac-
ocustomed place, while Jane, whose Sympathies
completely took the place of her annoyance at
my belnginterrapted, hastened, without asking,
like a good wife, to bring me the stomach-pump,
All this time the messenger was talking with
exceeding volubllity.

“The oolonel has been duvaponding, sir, He
fancied he was golng to lose his property, He
hasn't seemed himself for several days, sir. I told
the housekeeper to watcl him, sir. I expeocted
he would take polson, he talked 80 ofdeath ; and
he once asked me, dootor, which I thought
easiest, shooting or poigon. 1 don't know how he
got it. We kept everything away from him,
Hurry, doctor — he will be dead before we get
back. Let me carry the pump.”

I never knew a man 8o excited and anxious.
He fairly caught me by the arm to drag me out
of tha door. He inspired me with something of
hisearnestness, and telling my wife that I would
not be goue long, I followed him through the
stormy night up the street. He almost ran away
f'om me, and then coming back, he would seize
my coat and pull me forward.

*“For God’s sake, dootor, quick as you ean! I
would not for the world he should be dead before
you get there ! ”

the driving rain. At the head of the street
we turned to the right, and the buildings

now sheltering us from the wind, I asked him |

agaln, as we still hurried on, who the gentleman
was.

«It is Colonel Warfleld, doctor. I am his serv.
ing man.”

As soon as I heard the name I knew that it
was a retired president of a bank, whom I had
often met riding out in his earriage, and who, I
was told, suffered from a paralysis of one side, I
knew that he was very richand a bachelor, and
had the reputation of being very fond of his
money, wh rumor whispered, he had not
come by altoge! in the most honorable man-
ner, baving, as president, privately availed hin-
self of the bank fands to enrich himself, when
they ought to have been locked up in the vaults
of the bank. But as nothing could be proved
against him, and as he resigned as soon as he
found men make too free with his name, he was
never brought to any trial, but suffered to live
in the obscurity which he seemed to prefer,
with total loss of caste. His riches, nor his fine
equipage, nor large mansion, he found, could
command him respect where character was
wanting. He therefore lived isolated from all
society, with but two servants—a housekeeper
and waiting-man, who was also his coachman.
It was this latter personage who had come for
me. '

I soon reached the street in which stood the
mansion of the rich banker. It was a spaclous
and lmposing edifice, three stories high, with a
costly iron fence before it, a spacious Ionie
portico adorning the entrance ascended by
marble steps. A solitary light was visible from
one of the windows of the colonel’s chamber,
which was on the second floor in front.

The manran across the street through the mud
and water, not heeding the drier crossings which
I took.

¢ Hasten, sir. There is not a moment to
lose,” he cried, throwing open the gate.

1 was soon at the door, at which was standing
holding it halfopen, a thin sharp-visaged woman
walting for us.

“Is it the doctor, James?” she asked,
eagerly.

“Yes. Heaven be thanked that I found him
at home! I went to the nearest. How is he
now, Mrs. Lockett ?”

~ ¢ He i8 just allve, doctor,” she answered, ad-
dressing me as she held the door open for me
to pass. * Upstairs, the first door, lett hand. Oh,
it 1s a dreadful business ! I am so relieved that
you have come, sir. It would have been sus-
pected we had a hand in it, if he had died and
no doctor sent for. Oh, sir, he was so kind, and
80 good a Christian, and to do such a thing ! But
I hope, if he dies, it will not go hard with him
in the other world, for he was not in his right
mind. This door, doctor. I do hope something
can be done to save him.”

She thus kept up a garrulous, whining chatter
to the door of the cha 'nber. Upon entering the
richly farnished room, I saw the patient lying
upon his cartained bed in a state that, at the
first glance, seemed to me like death. Bat I
found a pulse, though of a character that showed
me I had cotne too late. He was sinking fast;
and while I had my hand upon his wrist, his
jaw fell, and with a gasp like adrownlag man,
and aslight convalsion that caused his muscular
system to vibrate like the chords of a harp under
my touch, his spirit left the body. I turned to
the man and woman, who were whispering to-
gether earnestly at the door, and said:

¢ He 1s dead! You came too late 1

“Dead ?” they both exclamed, In one
voice.

“You should have sent for me earlier,” 1
sald + He must have taken the poison some
hours ago.”

“We did not find it out until an hoar ago "
sald the woman, wiping her eyes. ¢ Poor
man!”

“ We shall never have such a master again,”
said James covering his face with his hands, and
sobblog so convuisively that I regarded him with
surprise. A picion that flashed into my mind,
when he stood at my door 80 madly urging me
to come to his master’s aid, that he was a mur-
derer, now revived. His manner then was so
extravagant that it was not natural. He seemed
to be acting a part, and to overact it, This was
the suspicion that entered into my mind, pro-
duced by his over.anxiety to drag me to his
master. This thought was now strengthened.
He seemed to me to be trying to act grief; and
a8 in his messageat my door, he was overacting
his part. Toe woman also oried exactly like a
well-dressed housekeeper on the stage. To con.
vince myself I biuntly asked her for her apron
to cover the face of the dead. She stared, but
gave it to me. As I expected it was not even
damp, nor was therea tear In the eyes which she
ralsed to my face.

“When did you discover that he h
poison 77 I asked of her. ad taken

# When was it, James 2"
him inquiringly.

“Aboul five, or it might be half. f
;)'cl:ck, doctor,” he answered, returnip:s; 2.::

ook,

“Godown and bring me some ”
I said to the woman, ¢ warm water,

As she was going out, he caught up the candi
and said he would light her downo, Ipdld not llk:
his officiousness—it looked to meas if he wished
to say something to her alone. 80 I bade him

Temain with me, which he did
—— X 'y e evidently with

and she looked at

It was about half an hour si'ter dark. The
shops were lighted up, though but few persons |

were moving along the pavemeats on aooount of

“You say your
marked,

“ Yes, sir,” he answered, looking down.

master took arsenic?” I re-

MarcH 28,
. , axios ™
. “How do yon know?” I asked, fi
eyes upon his face.
¢+ How do I know ? " b
«Yes. What evidence have you that B¢

arsenic ? ” I repeated. "

# Oh, sir, the cup. It was in the cup

«“Show me the cup.” ‘i.

¢ Oh, sir, I believe Mrs. Lockett emp“w.
out. I will runand see.” And he started ¥
the room, ) "

¢ No; remain. I wlill agk her when
turns,” I answered, not wishing that they 4
speak together a moment. i 4

The woman now returned with the 10 [ J
a pitcher. I then told the man to 82 M‘l.
coroner's house, which, as I knew, hapP®™ g
be but six doors off on the opposite m”ﬁ' ’
street, with a nete which I scribbled
penell, informing him of the death and MW
stances, but not hinting any suspicion
deceased had been poisoned.

The man’s hand trembled, and his 300~ g
as white as & sheet as I gave him the Woﬂ'
would have lingered, but I anthoritatively,
manded him to go. He tried to exchange 1
with the woman, but I interposed my P’f':ﬁ ;
followed him to the stairs, and saw hl“‘w‘
the house. I then returned to the cham®~
death, and, as I firmly believed, of crimeé: "'0

«Oh, sir, it 1s sach a pity ! I hope peoPl® o’

suspect us. But the bist characters can't P [
keep free from slanderous tongues. »
prove, doctor, that we sent for you, and'k

was alive when you came; and if we b:#’
doing what we oughtn’t 10, we shouldn't 84~

a doctor, that is certain. This is cleaf *_ g
haviog no hand in it. You don’t snll’“‘v

doctor®” she asked, with a fawning smil®
seemed the very sign of guilt. ,,,d‘

I was now more than ever suspicious, “‘o‘
most confirmed in my opinion, that the B
woman had done the deed, doubtless
by the temptation of his money. IA"’""

“ You say it was arsgenic he took, Mra P’"
I remarked, without betraying my sus
by my looks. .

4 Yes, dootor; and he must have taked ®
deal to kill him so soon. The fArst I kﬂ"','gf
James called to me to tell me his master
were covered with foam, and that he W“'m o
ing and suffering dreadful. So I cam® p
found him ingreat agony, but not able to

James told me he had taken arsenic.” oo? [
“ Was there any to be seen in #
paper?”
¢« No, doctor, not a speck.” ter ﬂ

¢ Then, how did you know your m®#
taken arsenic ? ” I asked quietly. J‘p‘

% Oh, yes, there was some in a paper !
polnted it out to me.” '

“ Where is the paper ?” »

“ James put it in his pocket to show Y00,

Here Jame's story of the cup and he.w
paper clashed, as I supposed their I”’
would do, when I spoke to them aparie ]
now convinced in my own mind that ““V
murdered their master, and had ,jt‘
walted until too late to save him before ':“ o
for me, bat sent for me to give a plaust w0
of innocence aud solicitude on their ¢

3 198 i
I made no remark; and James 00“‘.’4 »
sald that the coroner was not at hom?’d' gﬂ‘
had not left the note. I saw, as he "“”ww' ¥
he stole a searching, interrogating 8§ fro®
Mrs. Lockett, as if he would ascertain st o
countenance if she had betrayed W ol"”’
ought not in answer to any enquiries
I translated the glance unhesitatingly- oﬁ“d

In the meanwblle I examined the B oﬂw
the corpse, and deteoted arsonic shini“‘“pi’
edges of the lips. He had evidently M
very large quantity. Giving some a I"‘
and locking the door and taking the ke!w B:
down-stairs, followed by both the maP ' ,gid
woman, who were very talkative, "’:d »
great deal about hoping that they shotC,y LA
suspected. I Knew this was sugges n"d
fears of guilt; for innocence unacc boﬂ"
defonds itself; but like onr s:vloﬂ',,tb‘
Pllate, ¢ opens not its mouth,” Itis
ever. hopes it will not be suspeoted. ' d?:,

On my way from the house I stop) M‘iﬁ
door of the coroner and knooked. A W}
it was thrown up, and the voice of th® “gpe® :
himself called to know who was the! ’M
mentioning my name—for I had prof ’
attended his family on four or five
sald: door.” & d'
« I will come and open the door.

«No,” I answered. «Colonel Warfleld ”B";
and 1t 1s sald has com mitted suicide: . gor%
called to report to you, having been 807 nef

attend him, buat he died a few momen "
reached his bedside.” e ¥

“ This is strange news, doctor, & mat! ,aﬂ"
to commit saioide, who loved life and v
as he did, the xd",.

« T locked the chamber, and here18 7 4o
I answered. ¢ You had best send & .,d »
main with the body.”

“Yes. He has lefta largo fortune o, o
near relative. It isan ill wind that bt o
body good. His servants will no d"; f.vﬂ"‘"
ifa for a wind-fall, as they are Ol
ones.” .

“ You know them, then?” I ”kG:ud oo"
¢ Yes. Mrs. Lockett is a surt of ¥
of my first wife.” ot

T did not communtoate my suspielonth cyg 1% |
I any intention of doing 8o, if I n:h 000954
formed of this relationship, I wished I
and his jury to give thelr judgment 00, ¢
not like to be the author of & SusPC gy

might possibly be unfounded, and ¥et
fellow beings their lives,
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any on )
:ed, a; I tmh:‘?ialal;?re for you to-night 2" I
key of.”th:“wr," he answered, as he caught the
%0 hipy, dead man’s room, which I tossed up
ul g
0y way hght. 80, T responded, as I moved on
At the (oeWard.

mymf\f"ea-table, at which I once more seated
thg; Jane had kept everything warm,
It, oy she ed her own meal, hoping to enjoy
k h“id, With me — I was about to make
L ®r my suspicions, when she oddly

“cbu-'i“d’ Without a hint from me,—
Nany, 8, there was something in that man’s
It t reminded me of acting on the
did not seem lo be natural. Don’t
Weoy member When we were at the theatre the
Troy 30:; We were married, the play was ¢ The
Y gy o !‘M there was a young man who was
the Yoory, the rich governor, came running into
%‘tﬂd on the soenes, and in great exocite-
L overy body how his father had been

“You 1 aud his money stolen ? "

« “‘lommember it,” I answered.
o, You recollect that a powdered gentle-
, &.’"‘V an old squire, and who was in
wn the stage which the young man
8ald in a very positive manner to
That young man you may be as-

Yoy

“

i

‘Nt.“:h“'eﬂl murderer ; for he i8 too much
natural. He is acting, and over—
Part Part.” All this was said In the play
ot that tof it. Well, it turns out in the last
he Yyoung man did indeed murder his
!80d wags executed; and all that led to
Of him was his eagerness in making
4T e 08 father’s death.”
“ ember it perfectly,” I answered.

% thag ’man'g manner to-night reminded me
UQing;, JOUDg man on the stage. I have been

Iq:n' of it ever since you left.”
.Ml!u Communicated my suspicions to Jane,
Nh" =greed with me that Colonel Warfleld
:5;.. w Murdered, and that the assassins were

.h‘h" Seemed s0 solicitous to get medtocal
Yy, °R they well knew that all aid was in

U&f.f%t day the coroner’s jury decided that
Yaeyjy y 8rfleld came to his death by taking
Ny I had been summoned before it, as
Bvey mJames and Mrs. Lockett; but I had
M‘mly the facts with which I had to do
Nally, with which my private sus-
bag b::d 1o connectlon. I simply stated that
m 0 sent for, and that the patient died
m"ﬂemy hand was on his pulse. The post-
W@um“&minauon showed a large quantity
N ¢ in the stomach., Neither jury or
lng) ,*F 8eemed to have any susplcion of orim-
for h‘“homng. The fact that James had come
Dy © 8eomed to forestall all suspicion of foul
iy d 80 it would have done from mine
""4 d, into which not an idea of foul play
Rogy "hiVe entered but for the unnatural eager-
the megsenger.
‘\"'ﬂl of Colonel Warfield was opened on
‘\:f his faneral. It bequeathed twenty
* te, . POUNdS to trustees to erect a hospital
M rs—as if this disposition of his badly
Wy, o wealth could whitewash the hand-
8gainst him on the wall: «Thou art
N,‘m in the balance and found wanting.”
wnder of his estate, including his richly
'03‘% house, he devised to a chureh; and
Beeling and Mrs. Dorcthy Lockett he
“ied each a thousand pounds.
%‘h then, was a motive, I saw at once, for
'N er, The two were evidently aware of

]

,N"e of the will; and having waited till
lence wearied for his death, they con-
\% digpatch him to the other world and
1 k, alarm of suioclde.
“Mnjon of their guilt being now positive,
% Wysgelf placed in a very trying position.
- Called on me to give publicity to my
. v 8 and bring these two persons to punish-
i bt the fear that I might at last be wrong,
M]g to prove the charge of murder
by M";lem, kept me silent. I was tortured
Weeks by the conflict, I lost sleep,
) ‘m‘hd health. In the meanwhile James
< %Lookett had married and removed
Wy o money to a neat house in the suburbs
o Their marriage only made me more
Teay Finally, I tnformed my wife that I
Ved to make the charge of murder
1 m. She was as certain of their gullt
My™ but she trembled lest I shonld not
b‘: 8Sustain it, when ruin to my practice
Uipre the consequence—if nothing worse.
lg,,nhhenslons caused me to delay it, until
Py I could endure the secret of my sus.
1 p.r;‘:elovger. 1 began to look upon myself
Ty thgt T 0 the murder by preserving silence.
it tmy mind would suffer unless I re-
%‘” the weight upon it. One morning,
Nﬂ\gx » 8t daylight, after passing a sleepless
o) %"”0 and dressed myself with more
“zt, I bad given to my toNet for many

3
Y
%x‘lh ‘::’" I said to my wife as I took my hat,
e
by M trm,:g my mind. I am going stra{ght

t‘v oo AT right,” she sald firmly. « You have
® no di:“l’ult since the coroner’s inquest. I
S bt that God will bring the murder

5

T

]
by
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(171

2y

'“k‘:: oW woras strengthened me. I went

‘ﬁmm;"“ﬂ“& magistrate, and before him

With, ed James Seeling and Dorothy

."hld b causing the death of Colonel Hugh

Y administering arsenic to him.

t they were both arrested and in
PPoge

N

»

y X Nm:hat I should not be able to prove

hhq thag th“ I awoke in the night and re-
€Y were both at that moment in

2,

g/

prison by my act. But I prayed for strength,
and that Heaven would make the truth mani.
fest.

They were brought to trial. Their separate
examination clearly showed their gullt; for they
agreed in nothing. The bar and bench, as well
as the spectators, were as convinced of their
guilt as I was before the trial was half through.
The woman, finding that it was useless to plead
innocence longer, finally confessed that the
arsenic was purchased by herself, but adminis.
tered by Seeling ; and that their object in com-
mitting the murder was to obtain sooner the
money which they knew he had given to them
in his will,

They were both executed on the same gallows,
Though I could not but commiserate their
wretched end, I felt relieved of a weight that
had nearly destroyed my health and peace of
mind, and was once more restored to that
cheerfulness which ever results from the con-
sclousness of having performed a duty, how-
ever painful that duty may have been in its
nature, Thus had two persons justly suffered
death for a crime, to whom suspleion would
never have been directed but for the overacting
of their part.

THE EMPTY ALTAR.

“What a frightful-looking old woman!”

‘We were standing on the steps of my resi-
dence, looking idly up and down the street,
when this aged, decrepit creature tottered along
at our feet, causing my friend to make the
above remark. He was ashamed of the words
the instant they were uttered, for she had heard
them, and, pausing abruptly, raised her sunken,
watery eyes to his tace witha glance of mingled
reproach and grief. He begged her pardon has-
tily, and, hoping to atone farther for his lap-
sus lHnguee, put his hand In his pocket and drew
forth a coin which he urged h-r to accept. Her
thin, colorless lips curled scornfully, and, push-
ing the money aside with an indignant motion,
she said:

«1 am not a beggar, young man, no more am
I hurt by your words. Nothing of this world
can hurt me. Do you think I am not coh-
sclous of my ugliness? Do you think I envy
these laughing girls in thelr gaudy dresses, with
their fond hearts and high hopes ? Dreams—de-
lusions -~ delights — dreads — distrusts — decep-
tions—darkness—death ! ”

She counted each word on her long, bony fla-
gers, with her strange eyes rolling from my
friend to myself, and laughed as she concluded
—u strill, hollow laugh.

Unaccountably, I felt a singular interest in
the poor old creature, both from the peculiar
sadness that at intervals crept into her volcs,
and the evidences that her language gave of
her having known refinement. Eager to learn
more of her, for I felt that she had a history
of no common sort locked in her breast, I said:

«Come in, please, and rest yourself awhile.
You can tell us something that will interest us,
I am sure.”

She looked at me steadily an instant, and
then glanced somewhat contemptuously at the
lace curtains at the windows.

«You live in a fine house,” she muttered, a
queer smile wrinkling her face. “But 1 ve been
infiner ones. Yes, I'll come in.”

I extended my hand to help her up the steps,

but she waved it away with an imperious ges-
ture, and, lifting her faded dress, hobbled on
after me into the house. Placing an easy-chair
by one of the window, I bade her sit down, and
then seated myself beside my friend on the
sofa. .
For some minutes she gazed around the room,
various emotions reflecting themselves on her
sallow, withered face; and then, with the same
smile of pity and contempt that 1 had noticed
before with curiosity, she said:

« You want me to tell you of my life, don’t
you? You want to know if such a coarse, un-
couth woman was ever young—if ever these
dull eyes of mine sparkled as your lady's do
when you look at them ! Ha, ha ! you can't see
far yet; you are bound up inlife. Iam free!
I pity you, for much of the misery that comes
to every body is ahead of you while mine has
all ”

We remalnedsilent. Raising one bony, russet-
hued arm, she pushed up the sleeve and showed
us the blue veins, corded and knotted like
strands of rope, and the parchment-like flesh
all hard and sear. Shaking her head until her
long gray halr tumbled down over her face, she
sald :

«That arm was white and round and soft as
a babe’s nearly sixty years ago. It looks like a
falsehood, doesn’t it? I was twenty years old
then, and had refused dozens of offers from the
best men in the kingdom. I am agentlewoman
—or rather was. Knights, earls, dukes knelt
before me and begged for this hand—this. It
was rosy then and small, and fall of blood and
life. Did I dream then of seing it thus? I was
aqueen. My beauty was sworn by, my smiles
were sought after as men seek for diamonds,
and my eyes were compared to the sky when
bluest. Ah, how I lived ! how Irevelled in the
enjoyment of my power—how proud of my face,
my teeth, my hair! Look now how dead and
gray! But it was golden then—golden as the
sunshine, and hung down to my slippers when
loose. 'Twill never fade, I thought; I shall al-
ways b8 worshipped—I shall never be neglected !
We are born fools, and pay for wisdom with

misery—allof us1”

Clenching her hands she shook them a mo-

.

ment, and then, dropping her chin upon them,

continued :

“Ha, ha ! who has a right topride save Time?
S8ee this crooked body, this shrivelled neck,
these bent and trembling limbs! But long
ago, yes, long ago, 'twas different, I wasa girl,
and Iloved! I lay awake nights and conned
over the sweet words my love had spoken, and
blest my beauty for his sake. He was poor, 80
Ibad so much more to give him; for I was
rich—a pet, a belle, and wilful too. My own father
gave up to me, and Ireigned a queen, as Isaid.
Well-a-day ! 'twas long time ago. He was a
sallor, was my lover; but I made him an officer,
Iand my money. When he was near me all
the earth was away; when my hand was in
his I thought there was no greater heaven. I
laughed at titles then, and snapped my fingers
in the faces of dukes—these some fingers. 1
stood before my mirror and played with my
hair, pinched my red cheeks, smiled at my
white teeth, gloried in my round, plump form,
and called them all his, He called me Cinde-
rella, because my feet were so small; in those
days Ialways wore a number one satin boot.
Now—now look ! flat, misshapen they are, and
wide. Time mocks the soul-—time is death’s
agent, and life 1s a glittering hope, that leads to
oblivion!”

‘With a low, rattling groan she swayed herself
to and fro in her chair for a moment. At
length, pushing her hair under her hood, she
went on, rapidly:

«My father’s house was a palace——the car-
pets of velvet, the curtains of silk, My cham-
ber was fit for an Eastern princess. My wed-
ding-day was at hand, and I was happy—oh,
happy as the birds on a summer’s morning!
My Wilford would soon be mine, and I, his,
and we would live for each other; we would
visit foreign countries hand in hand; we would
always be together, happy in each other’s love,
and live in a sweet intoxication; we would
die together, and would go to heaven together,
I thought. Ha, ha! but that was a long, long
time ago!” '

I felt a chill creep over me as I listened to her
strange words, and looking at my friend I saw
that his face was a shade whiter.

“ Wilford was to ‘be at the house at eleven
o'clock in the morning,” she proceeded, in a
harsh, rasping voice. «“I saw him the night
before, and we talked over all our plans; he was
to resign his commission, so that we might
never be apart. Oh, what dreams I had that
night! earth was a paradise; but that was a
long time ago. At half-past ten in the morn-
ing I was dressed in my bridal robes, and my
bridesmaids sald Ilooked like an angel. They
were all with me, and I was so proud, 8o happy,
80 fall of delight! I can see Laura Perrusy and
Marloi Morton now-—see them, here right be-
fore me, as they stood then, and I tarning my
head towards them to listen to the sweet pro-
phecies they were whispering. Alack-a-day!
my race is most run!

“ Well, well, you're listening to me, are you?
S0 I went downstairs in my laces and satins
and my father caught his breath when he saw
me, and said I was too lovely for earth! I! ha,
ha! Wilford had not come yet, and I waited
for him inthesitting-room, and heard the voices
of the guests in the great drawing-rooms, and
wondered what was keeping my love. The
time passed, and my bridesmaids began to
look anxious ; but 1 laughed, and said my darl-
ing was late with his toilet—he would come
very soon! My father walked from room to
room in & restless way, and glanced every min-
ute into the great hall, and held his watch in
his hand most all the time. 'Twas half past
the hour, but I had no fear; I knew my Wilford
would come, and everybody might say just
what they pleased; and so I sat smiling, while
the bridesmalds shook their heads at each other
and pitied me.

« By-and-by, when twelve o’clock had pass-
ed, and the guests were whispering among
themselves my father came to me with a very
white face and said, ¢ Luella, what do you
think? Whyis he not here?’ ¢« He is either
i1, dead, or held a prisoner, else he would come
to me—his love, his promised wife!” I saw
tears in my father’s eyes, and then a secret
voice told me that he had heard something of
my darling. “Is he dead?” Icried, and I
clutched my futher’s arm and stared him in the
face. ¢ Worse,” he said, almost choking. ¢ He
left London this morning—he has deserted you,
Luella! Curse him! ocurse him for ever!” and
my father ground his teetb.

« ] felt a chill run all over me; then my flesh
burned, and my head throbbed so that I lost
my eyesight. I remember tearing at my dress,
and stamping on my veil—those mocking things
—those false, glittering robes—those white,
sheeny garmenta! Oh, if I could but rend them
into shreds—beat them into the earth out of
my sight.”

The old woman suddenly paused, and wored
her hands together, while her aged form rocked
to and free, and her eyes glared and protruded
from thelr sockets. At intervals she gasped for
breath like a dying animal, and, becoming
alarmed, I arose to get her a glass of water; but
she seemed to divine my intention, ordered
me back into my seat with a fleroe gesture of
contempt.

« Have I lived through the reality to faint at
the memory? Ilived, ha, hal but for years I
lived in a mad-house, Do you know what it is
to be mad ?

Her eyes seemed to burn green as she spoke,
her voice sounded like the hiss of a snake,
and her features were oontorted into horrible
shapes. My friend Russ shuddered involun-

tarily, and I could not bear to look at her. She
walited for an answer and we shook our leads.

“I'll tell you,” she shrieked, bursting into a
shrill, frightful laugh. «I'll tell you what it is
to be raving macd—oh, yes, I'll tell you! Don’t
start. You're men-—men should not fear a
palsied cld woman! I saw myself doubled. I
was two persons, and my second self followed
me day and night, weeplng, weeping and moan-
ing all the time. But I couldn’t touch her, she
would fly away whenever I tried to take her
hand, I could not approach within six inches of
her until—one terrible hour when she came to
me, buit headless! With a groan which came
from Iknew not where, since her head was
gone, she pointed to her heart. I screamed
and tried to move, but in valn. I could not con-
trol & muscle of my body. Then all became
black, black as the blackest night the world
ever saw. I felt myself moving—moving slowly
as ifin a boat, and upon my ears sounded the
rush of waters.

# At length my eyes opened and I beheld my-
selfin a basket, with my bridal robes thrown
across my limbs, Behind me stood a skeleton
grinning as me with his fleshless jaws, while
his bony hands wielded a paddle with as-
tonishing rapidity. Ilooked over the side of the
basket, and saw that the strewm we were om
was red, and I wondered why the liquid did not
come tbrough the oracks of the basket. ¢ Al.
most there!” my boatman. kept saying, in &
hollow voice. ¢« Almost there!”

She passed her hand ower her brow, drew a
long breath, and then, nodding her head, oon.
tinued ¢

“When I regained my reason I was told I
had been in the asylum three years. I looked
at myself in the glass, and started back with a
cry of pain. My glortous hair was cut short, 1
had now only a few ring curls in my neck, and
a straggling few on my brow. My face was thin,
sharp and sallow ; my eyes had lost their beauty,
and my form was spare and ungraceful. I wept,
and vowed never to look at my reflection in
another mirror.,

¢ After resting a few days with some kind
friends who knew my history. I expressed a wish
to go home and see my father; then I saw them
gaze sadly at each other, pityingly upon me,
and I knew that my kind father was dead. I
bore it remarkably well, though it aroused rage
in my soul when I thought who had brought
all this upon us, and I swore to have revenge
upon the villain Wilford. This was the first
time I had thought of him since I came out of
the asylum, and it brought the past vividly to
my mind. Resolving to ind this man if he
was on earth, I asked my frlends to aid me in
obtaining possession of my father’s property.
This could not be done until it could be shown
that my reason was agaln firmly established,
and 80 I had to wait a long, long year. I had
improved a little In appearance during that
time, though I was still far from resembling
my former self,

« Having at last gained my right, I sold my
town and country residences, and put the pro-
ceeds in a bank along with the heavy deposits
that were there previously. Now I strove to
find some trace of Wilford, and, after examin-
ing many witnesses and making a long and
wearisome search, I found that a man answer-
ing to his description had salled for Spain in
the barque #8aint Moro,” four years hefore, on
the day following my intended marriage. My
efforts were now directed to finding the captain
of this vessel, and at last after a year of trouble
1 succeeded, but he could tell me iittle more
than I had learned already. I now resolved
to go to Spain, and prosecute my search in
person. Ah, me! but that was a long, long time

! ”

The poor old creature sighed, and covered her
face with her wrinkled hands.

« Did you find him?” Russ asked, encoura-
gingly.

«Yes, yes, I found him, didn’t I swear I
would, and did 1ever break my oath?” she re-
plied, clenching her flst and speaking with
great vehemence. ¢ I found him allied to & noble
family, and happy in the possession of a dark-
eyed wife and a prattling babe. But I guarded
against recognition by him even before I began
my search, which occupied a year, bringing me
up to the age of twenty-five. I colored my hair
and my eyebrows black, bought myself a title
—titles were always cheap in Spain, but cheaper
to-day than ever--and made my entry into
court. Now I was mear him, heard his voice
dally and saw him look with fondness upon
his wife. Don't think that I felt any deslre to
kill either of them—I was well born remember,
and not low. But still I would have revenge, a
fine delicate, yet deadly revenge.

« Being recognized as an equal—for which I
blessed my money—I soon made the acquain-
tance of Wilford and his wif2, and was a fre-
quent visitor at their house. By degrees 1
worked my way into the affections of the coun-
tess, and became her intimate friend. Of course
I saw Wilford—now Count Calmo, a great deal,
but he never suspected me, the dolt, he was
like all men, blind except in his own conceit.
The countess, like all her race, was flercely jea-
lous, and some times when her husband was
talking to me I could see her eyes fiash and her
lips come together. In this lay my advantage,
and I clutched at it eagerly.

«Qne day while chatting with her I learned
that Wilford had first seen her at Cadiz, when
his ship was laying off there, and she had fallen
in love with him. Now I knew what had
broken his allegianoce to me—the glitter of a
Spanish coronet. Carefully, artfully I aroused
her jealousy against a beautiful lady of the court
whom her husband frequently addressed, and
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at last the countess grew furlous. I laughed
in secret, but bude her not be rash; told her
that I would watch them and keep her inform-
ed of their movements. By this time I was ac-
quainted withall the parties and so I could work
my plans easily. .

«Hending & letter to the lady, I obtained her
}resence in the garden of the count’s mansion,
and then telling bim that his wife was there,
I ran into the house to britg ber to witness the
meeting. The count flew to the arbor, where
he supposed his wife to be, and two minutes
later I was there with Lis wife, watching them
ti rough the trees. It seems thathe had embrac-
ed the lady, who at first sight was much like
his wife, and that she, having secretly loved
him, received it as a tribute of affection and
would not believe he had mistaken her for bis
wife.

« When we reached the place she was re-
proaching him with bitterness, and shaking the
letter I had written ler in his face. The coun-
tess dashed in upon them with blazing eyes,
tore the letter from the laiy’s hand and glancing
to the bottom of the page saw the count’s signa-
ture. Oh, wasu’t she angry then! She would
have kitled bim on the spot if she had possessed
a weapon, but 1 had foreseen this, and hid all
she owped. Down upon his knees dropped the
count—my Wilford of old—and begged and
protested; butall in vain, his wife would not
belleve & word he said. Oh! it made by heart
glad to see his anguish and hear his volce
in supplication. But that was a long, long time
ago!' .

The old woman closed her eyes, and lald her
head back as if very weary.

The twilight had deepened iuto dark ; arlsing,
I lighted the gas,

« Won't you take o little refreshment now,
Luelia?” said Russ, not knowing what other
name (o use.

« Who calls me, Luelia 7 she cried, staring
forward exciltedly, aund then added, with a
chuckling laugh, «It's my name yet, though
I am faded and ugly. No, I eatonly three times
a day, young man. Well, my fine ocount had to
leave his fair countess, or die, for she swore she
would &ill him, and she meant it. Twice I
folled her in her attempts to polson him, and
then he was only too eager to get away. He
knew that I hadsaved his life, and he was grate-
fal, he said. Bah! his yratitude! One night
he stole away, taking his cbild—a little xirl—
with him, and succceded in secreting himself in
a vessel bound for England.

«3hortly alterward 1 left Spain, and returned
to London. Finding that.I had so changed that
my friends in Loudon did not know me, I gave
out word that Luella, was dead, and I was her
heiress. As I had all the necessary papers to
prove this—death certificates are easily bought
— and all the certificates of money deposited, I
ensily came iuto possession of my own fortune,
and attended mmy own funeral, attired in deep
black. Of course [ had to buy a corpse to re-
present myself, but that was no particular trou-
ble. Ha! bal! money will do anything. This
safely accom plished, I caused my lawyers to
write to Wilford, tell him of Luella's death, and
Lhut he was helr to ten thousaud pounds. You
may besure that this byought him and the child
to London in a trice. He virlted my grave,
made a great show of sOrrow, heaped reproaches
upon himself, called me an angel, and then took
expensive lodgings, and began to spend my
money freely. Anuouucing that I was guing to
Frauce, I shut myself up for a week, then 1
presented myself before Wallace Wilbraham,
as he now called himseif, and requested a place
as governess for his child. He liked 10y appea-
rance, sud I at once began my duties. I hated
the man now, hated hiny with as much fervor as
I ever had loved him.

] had been there a week, and il was now
time to comwence to torture him. Dressiug
myseif 1n white, I puton a wig of golden hair,
and a} peartd before him afier he had retired,
as Luella, The device was a perfget success.
He shivered snd groaned. The secoud time I
appeared he fired at me twice with bis pistols,
but as [ had tuken good care Lo remove the
bullets I was not barmed, and his belief that I
wus u veritable ghost was strengthened. He now
became moody and sullen, and (rembled at
the slightest sound. Oh, it was food and drink
to me to see his'misery! Twice a week fora
whole month I walked as & ghost, and wmy
master grew thin, nervous und sleepless. Ufien
I heard him praying to have the phautom re-
moved from him, and my heart leaped with
delight as I witnessed his suffering. At leugtn
he took W drinking, and remalned in a stupor
the greater partof tbe iime. Earth had no peace
for him. He was reaping his rewand for tue
agouy he had luflicted upon me.
but sorely he was golog to his death, aud In
three wponths from that time he metil. Re-
morse killed iim-—I did not. I felt vo puugs
when I saw him cold beivre me, but [ remem-
bered the day when ln my white robes I walted
for him-—walted, und had faith in alm when all
around me doubted him. Weil-a-day, that was
& rong tlne ugo.” )

The old woman worked her hands, aud wmut-
tered sume unintelligible words 1o herself,

«“What became of the chiid?” | asked,
deeply interested in Luls marvellous atory.

« His ckiid? oh!yes,” she muwmbled, pusilug
her hand acruss her brow, “Itook her. Sue
was then four years oid. I named her Stella
Wiilbraham, to sult myself, and luvoked out for
her as tenderly as if she were my own, and
gave her a good educatiou. When she  was
twenty years old she mairied; sle was miser-
ubie nfter the uistl five yeurs of her mariied

\ite, and often came 0 me for comforl. 1 guve

Grudually |

her all I ovuld, but my sympathy for married
people isn’'t much. B8tella lived to forty years
of age, then I helped lay her out for the grave,
and took her only child home with me, to bring
up as I had her mother.

«] was sixty-three years old when Stella
died, and her little girl was just ive. Now the
little one is & young woman of nineteen, beauti-
ful and good—too good—some villain will win
her und make her miserable, I suppose. Alack-
a-day, 8o the world goes! I’ve seen much in my
time-—more than the most of women., But my
day’s most ran out.”

« Do you think she is imsane, or is all this
true ? "' whispered Russ.

The old woman'’s quick ear had caught his
wordg, and before I could reply she darted a
scornful look at him from her sunken eyes, and
said, impatiently :

« Have I strength or time to amuse two nin-
nies with a pack of falsehoods ? Do you think
I could make up all this? Out upon you for a
stupid ingrate.”

Scowling darkly, she drew her old shawl
around her and arose to her feet. Russ apolo-
gized but she paid no heed to his words;
she had evidently taken a strong dislike to him.
As she left us I asked her where she lived, and
thanked uler for telling us her history, but she
sald brusquely that when she wanted to see
me again she would come where I was, and
that she told her story because she liked to, not
to please us.

«Can it be truth ?"” said Rusg, looking at me
in mingled perplexity and anxiety.

I returned his glance, and perceived at ouce
that there was something on his nind. Won-
dering what he could be, [ answered :

“My dear fellow, truth is stranger than fic-
tion every day in the week. As Lo our visitor
being insane, that is absurd—no lunatic can
break the thread of a story and recover it ag she
did. I te ted her on tbat in the first part of her
narrative, or rather we both did, by remaxining
silent. You know Shakespeare makes Ham'et
say, when he is thought to be insune, :Bring
e 10 the test, and I the matter will re-word,
which madness would gamboul (rom." But
what troubles you? for that something does is
very evident.”

« I'11 tell you, Walter,” Russ answered, rather
nervously, and trying bard to avoid my gaze.
«You know Fiora Mayne? Yes, of course you
do. Waell, I have been very attentive to her
for some eight months, and [ awn confldent she
loves me. She is a good girl, and I really thivk
& great deal of her, but lately I have been much
with Marlon Vesey. Marion is rich, you know,
and beautiful——"’

+ And you are considering which It the better
tnvestment,” I said reprovingly. ¢ For shame.
your income is enough to be comfortable on—
let Marion go, and reiurn tv Flora.” .

« By Jove, I will!” he exclaimed,with evident
relief. « 1t is the only way to satisfy my con-
sclence. I may thank this old woman and you
for making me take eounsel cf my heuaft instead
of my ambition.” '

Four months subsequently Russ Leyden inar-
ried Flora Mayne. 8ix months after that an.

aged woman died, leaving her adopied daughier

ten thousand pounds, W. u, K,

THE SIAMESE TWINS IN THEIt
OWN LAND. EIR

When I first saw the Niamese Twius their
strange foreign féatures, and the few sentences
spoken for my entertalument in the harsa dia-
lect of thelr country, made us stroug an {m pres-
sion on my childish iancy us the freak of Nature
which bad united thein so closely. Yetlscarcely
expected then ever to visit tihe pluce of Lhelr
birth, or to converse with their purents in their
own vernacular. When, however, after the
lapse of years, my husband und myself were
setting forth on cur Kastern tour, we sought
out the Twins {norder to ieura frown them sowne-
thing of thelr former home and counnec.ious.
They evinced much emotion when told thut we
should probably visit their country, and r. adily
gave us the address of their parents. When we
asked,  What messuge shull we take to them ?”
Chang said something In a low toue 10 his
bruther, at which Eng smiled and shook uis
head negatively, aud then both spoke vul, Ciianug
saying. «Tell them we are coming home sume
time,” and Eng addiug, «—When we have
made money eunough.”

The Twins were boru sovwne thirty wlles
southwest of Bangkok, in a little Ashing-village
that derives ii8 name from the Ma Klaung
(‘¢ Great Cawual™), on which fronts the singie
narrow street of low, straygling uouscs tuat
oconlpose the town., But while Chang and Eng
were yet in thelr infancy the pareuts removed to

Bangkok, and were, when we saw them, liviug
within four miles of the eity. Tue futher was
a Chipaman, who spoke the Tai-Cheu dialect.
He wasof meulum height, somewhat swout, but
well formed, aud lutelligent ior one of the la-
boring class. The mother was born In Siain of
a Chinese futher und Slawnese wmother : yo that
the Twins were one-fourth Siainese ind three-
fourth8 Chinesgf 8o far us parentsxe wus con-
cerned, and the people ahout Baugkok speak
of them a8 the  Chinese Twins.” Being born
in the country, they spoke the Siuniese lavguage
far more fluently than they did Chinese. They,
however, wore the Chinese remss, sixd their h: ir
bralded & la Chinoise, us do always the male
chlidren of Chinese fatiers; and the parents
both spoke of their sons as Chineee, utterly
fgnoring tueir place of birth and the wother's

ustionality. The motlcr of the Twins was a

fair, comely woman of medium height and well-
developed form. S8he had good health, and
looked still youthful, though already the mother
of fuurteen children, nine of whom were then
living. Two were prematurely born, two died
in early infancy, aud one, of small-pox, at the
age of slx years or thereaLouts. Chang and Eng
were the first-born sons of their parents, and
there were four other pairs of twins and four
children born one at a birth; but none except
Chang and Eug had any aboormal peculiarity,
and those that we saw were all healthy, intel-
iligent and pieasing in appearance. Chang and
Eng were born in the latter part of 1811 or early
in 1812, we could not learn definitely which, as
no record bad been kept. The mother spoke
of them a8 somewhst smaller at birth than her
other offspring, and as seeming feeble for the
first six montbs of their lives, Eng especlally,
who was never quite as large as hils brother.

The notion that the Twins were in any sort
ogne, that they were actuated by one mind or
impulse, as had often been suggested, never
seemed to have entered the mother's mind, and
when questioned on the subject she utterly re-
Jected the idea, She had never perceived that
the illness of one affected the other: one some-
times cried while she was nursing his brother,
or one might hurt his hand or foot, and the other
not feel pain, but if the ligament that united
the twaln was touched just in the centre, both
were conscious of it. They aiwaks plnyed to-
gether as two, nut a8 one ; and when they began
to prattle they oftener spoke to each other than
to those about them. Itis obvious why this
habit of econversing together was not more com-
mon with the Twins as they grew older. Belug
always together and evjoying precisely the
same facilities for acquiring information, there
ocould be little occasion for one to communicate
with the other,

The mother told us, further, that these chil-
dren seldom disagreed with each other, though
occasiounally she had to Interfere and compel
one or the other to give up. Chang being
larger, stronger, and more intelligent, o.dinarily
took the iniiative, and Eng, who was decidedly
amiable, while his brother was irritable, and
sometimes passionate, seldom contended for
the supremacy. But now and then, either that
the rule of the stonger became too stringent, or
that the weaker was in a less ylelding mood
than ordinary, these closest of friends wouid
become 80incensed as to make use of some very
unfraternal epithets toward each other. A
whisper in the ear of one was not heard by the
other, and if he to whom the communication
had been made failed to impart it at once to his
brother, unkind words were sure to follow, and
sometimes the coolness lasted for days. After
the recouciliation, which was always cordial
and entire, both brothers spoke deprecatingly of
thelir quarrel, and for a long time were more de-
voted than ever to each other.

The mothersaid that at irst the iigament that
united the boys waa 80 short as tc compel them
to face each other, nor could they turn {n bed
without being lifted up and laid in the desired
position ; but as they grew and exercised more
freely, the ligament gradually lengthened, till
they were able to stand side by side, aad even
back to back, aud to turn themselves in bed by
rolling one over the other.

The little cottage where the boys passed their
culidbood was of the sort known in Siam as
« floating houses.” They are one-story build—
ings, moored on the river bauk, and kept in
pluce nut by anchers, but by large poles on each
side driven into the muddy bottom. They are
built either of teak boards or bamboo, roofed
with attap leaves, and cont:in three or four
roons, of which the front one is a shop, besides
a verandah that overlooks the river or caval.
Here day by day, as the father plied his trade
of catching fish or cleaned and sorted them for
market, and the mother was selling wares in
her little shop, the twin brothers amused them-
selves in the uLroad, cool verandah, watching
their parents and aiding in such light labors as
they were able to undertake. Sometimes they
went fishing 1n the boat with their father; and
like all Eastern children, they soon learned to
sw.iu, and spent much of their time In the
water. Oue day, while they were thus engaged,
Mr. Robert Huuter, a Scotch merchant. residing
in Bangkok, passed in his boat, and attracted
by the perfect uniformity of the ehikiren’s move-
ments, he xtopped Lo ascertain how they man-
aged to Kecp thus closely side by side. One
can lmaglue his amazement at the discovery
of the cause; and from that day, which wuas
some tlwe durlug the year 1824, Mr. Hunter
began ooncocting measures to get them off 1o
Europe for exhibition. He spoke tu the parents.
to whomn his pians seemed about as feasible as
to send off their boys to anuther planet, aud
they woud at first entertaln no proposition on
the sulject. But Mr. H. continued (o visit them
from time to tlwae, and by Lis genial nuture
soon won not only the hearts of the parents, but
those of the buys themselves, till the latter pe-
came euger 10 set out on » tour over a world of
wuich théy heard such glowiug accounts, Sgl]
the parents held back, and ull negoclauoné
would probably have fatled but for the oppor-
taue arrival, in the year 1829, of an American
vessel commanded by Captain Coflin, who offer-
ing to give the parents & lurge bouus, and
Mr. Hunter pledging an equal awmount, t.he'twlns
were handed over to the foreigners, and salled
immedlately for Earope and the United States
before the parents bad time 10 change their
minds. They were traciable, intelligent, well
behaved lads, who gave their new guardiahe no
trouble, nor during the entire voyage expressed
uny desire (o return Lo their native land. Sinoe
then thelr reputstion has become world-wide.

T

Isaw them last In the fall of 1865, at the Ne¥
England Agricaltural Fair in Brattleboto’, Ver
mont, \ here they were again exhibiting them®*
selv.s, with two of their sons. The father
were begiuning to show marks of age, Eng espé”
clally, who looked five years older thun bis
brother. They had nearly forgotten their nativeé
language, and in lieu of the deep emotion they
bad formerly evinced in speaking of their couB”
try, they seemed now to care very little about
it, and woand up the couversation by saylu€
nonchalantly, «America is our home now:? we
have no other.”— Frem « OrR MoNTHLY GO0&
SIP,” by Funny R. Feudge, in Lippincoi's Mo
gazine for March.

MISCELLANEOUS ITEMS.

ABSTINENCE FRUM FooD.—A civet cat cad
live ten days without food, un antelope twendy
days, an eagle twenty-eight days, a badger
thirty days, and a dog thirty-five days; a oro
codile will live itwo months without foods®
scorpion three months, a bear six monthh -
a chameleon, elght months, and a viper, t88."
months. Spiders, toads, tortolses, and beetlos
will maintain abstinence for an indefinite length
of time.

OLDP MaIps.—Being an «old mald” implies d&
clsion of character ; neither sham, nor showd
nor courtly manner, hor splendid persons, have
won them over ; nor fair promises, nor shalloW
tears. They looked beyond the manner and the
dress, and finding no cheering indlcatlon of
depth of mnind and sterling principles, they gave
up the speclous present for the chance of 8 more
solid future, and determined, in hope, and P&
tlence, and resignation, to « bide their time.”

A REMARKABLE W1s1.—O0ld Madame Rotbs”
child, mother of the great capitalist, attaln
the age of vinety-eight. Her wit, which W&
remarkable, and her intellectual faculties
which were of no common order, were preserv
to the end. In her last iliness, when surround-
ed by her family, her physician being presenb
she satd 1n a suppliant tone to the latter, « D<8f
doctor, try to do sumething for me.”—« Madaml
what can I do ? I can’t make you young again«
— « No, doctor, I don’t want (0 be yourg agald ¢
but I want to continue to grow old.”

AN ENgLISH EARL’S DUTIES.— W hen the E8fl
of Portland. was in office as Groom of the St0
(in 1689), the royal orders were published whiob
thus desoribe his office :—« Qur Groom of tB®
Stole, being present, ls by virtue of his place, W
put on the shirt we wear next our body, eved”
ing and morning, or as often as we shall caang®
our linen ; and, in his ubsence, the Gentlemsd
of our Bedchamber then in waiting ; and 09®
of the Grooms of our Bedchamber is to war®
our shirt before the fire, and hold the same !
we are ready to put it on, and then to deliver
unto our Groom of the Stole, and, in his abseno®
a8 before directed.”

CURIOSITIES OF SLEEP,— A dlsungmﬂb“‘
lawyer was consulted upon an important and
difficult case, which he studied for several d&;
with anxious care. His wife then saw him rise
in the night, and go to a desk in the bedroo!®
He sat down and wrote a long paper, which B¢
carefully placed in the desk. He then retur?
to bed, and in the morning told his wife that 8.
had dreamt of \lelivering a clear and lumin
opinion about & case which had greatly POF”
plexed him, and that he wished he could
member the train of thought of his dream. s:d
directed him to the desk, and there he fo"w
the opinion clearly copied out, which prowd
be correct. .

WiIiTTY MANEUVRE—The Duke of Gﬂ“‘:‘
mont was the most adroit and witty courtief
his day. He entered one day the closet of tbo
Curdinal Mazarin without being announced-
Emincoce was amusing himself by junﬂ’%
against the wall. To surprise a Pr.me Mt
in so boyish an occupation was dangerous. x-
less skilful courtier might have stam mered %" .
cuses and retired. ,‘d'

But the Duke entered briskly, and OF phovt
«D'll bet you one hundred crowns that I J
higher than your Eminence. fof

And the Duke and Cardinal began to jumP
their lives. Grummont took care toJumP";,,
inches lower than the Cardinal, and six mv®
ufterwards was marshal of France. ) M

A SCOTCHMAN'S OPINTON. A dinner party ",
dwindled away to two guests, an EnsU’hn&,.
and a Highland gentleman, who were each 1o
ing Lo prove the superiority of thelr pative tnds
irles. Of course, at an argament of tbls B v
& Scolchmau possesses, from constant practi o
overwhelming advantages. The High‘“nd:on
loglc was 80 good that he beat his opponed ¢ 8
every poilut. At last the Englishman pu
poser. . En"

* You will,” he sal!, «atleast admit that
land 18 larger in extent than Scotland 7 ”

“ Certalnly not,” was the counfident ""::{;
+ You see, sir, ours I8 a mountainous, your & gt

country. Now if all our hills were rol
flat, we should beat you by hundreds of 52
miles. of
INTERPRETATION 0F DRrEAMS.—TO dre‘“; o
a small stene around your neck, {8 SIEZ 4
what you may expect if you get an exiraV:
wife. To see apples in a dream, betukens &
ding, because where you find apples yout are
expect to ind pears. To dream that yaubw.
Inme, 18 a token that you will get intos Bo
When & young lady dreams of & coftiDy = .o
tokens that she should instantly disoontint
uee of a tight stays, and alwayxgo wumlyf are,
thiokly shod in wet weather. Todream o thab
i8 a sigu that, {€ you ure wise, you wil we‘o
the lights In your house are «ut before Y084

wed-
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bed. To dream that your nose is red at the tips
AD intimation that you had better leave off
Tandy.and-water. When a fashionable lady
ms of a filbert, it 1na sign that her thoughts

olow 220ing upon the colonel. If you dream of
Othes, it 15 warning not to go to law, for, by

. u: rule of contraries, you will be sure of non.
To dream that you are eating, is certain
be°°me true at breakfast. To dream of a bar-
T, denote losses : hairs may be expeoted to
tb,c‘“ off. It is very lucky to dream you pay
& thing twice over, since afterwards you will
Probably take care to have your bills receipted.
THE FiesT PRINTED BoOK.—It 18 & remark-
fire &nd mosat interesting fact, that the very
a % use to whioh the discovery of printing was
» was the production of the Bible. This
accomplished at Ments, between the years
of 1450 and 14556. Guttenberg was the inventor of
for a2 & goldsmith furnished the necessary
nds, The Bible was in two folio volumes,
Which have been justly praised for the strentgh
A beauty of the paper, the exactness of the
Sliter, and the lustre of the ink. The work
iy Ined twelve hundred pages, and being the
b ever printed, of course involved a long
of time and an immense amount of
tal, manual, and mechanical labor; and

Y for a long period after 1t had been finished

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL.

GoLp CorpIAL.—Take of the rocts of angelica,
sllced, four pounds; raisins, stoned, two pounds;
corlander seeds, balf a pound ; carraway seeds
and cinnamon, each, half a pound; cloves, two
ounces; figs and liquorice root, sliced, each one
pound ; proof spirits, eleven gallons; water, two
gallons ; Digest two days, and draw off by a
gentle heat, till the feints begin to rise, hang-
ing in a plece of linen, fastened to the mouth
of the worm, one ounce of English saffron.
Then dissolve eight pounds of sugar in three
quarts of rose-water, and add to it the distilled
liquor.—The above cordial derives its name
from & quantity of gold-leaf being formerly
added to it, but this is now generally disused.

HEADACHE.—This very common disorder,
proceeds from various causes, and aocording to
these it must be treated. Most frequently 1t is-
not a disorder of itself, but symptomatic of in-
digestion, excess of bile, nervousness, &c. Re-
moving, then, the cause cures the headaches :
thus, mild aperients are often servioeable. If
of a nervous character, tonics are useful, such
as genuu_n', bark, hops, camphor, &. Headache

Ad offered for sale. not & single human being,
ave the artists themselves, knew how it had
been agoom plished.
IPUTIANS,—¢ Mrs, J. B. MeCrum, resid-
Ing ot Kalamazoo, Michigan, 18 the mother of
tw 80 small that they are a marvel of huma-
Hty, putting in shade all stories of Lilliputians
or heard of. One is & boy and the other a girl,
Wweigh, together, three pounds and four
Ounces | They are perfect, and seem to be in
health, Their bed isa lttle paper box
led with cotton, and they are dressed in dolls’
Olothes, The mother and children were doing
Woll ot last accounts. These twins are the
Smaliest living children ever heard of. They
L'ke food naturally, and make a noise like very
’0“38 kittens. Quite a number of citizens have
Clleq to gee the little wonders. A tea cup will
%0Ver the head of either. Thelr hands are about
8lze of the bowl of & teaspoon, and their
bodies 1ess than six inches long—the boy a trifie
larger,”
HusBANDS.—Young ladies are generally sup-
h to be, more or less, on the look-out for
Usbands. Nlce dresses, and pretty bonnets;
DMusic and dancing, and the polite accomplish-
Ments, in the societies where these are culti-
d, and very much of what is called soclety,
:'0 supposed to have this object in view. But
he supply of good husbands is not equal to the
9omand. " We see thousands of men around us
Yhose married state 1s & constant marvel to us.
We cannot oonceive how they ever induced
Sy woman to have them. The standard of
Buabandly virtues requires to be raised and the
Tacket better supplied. Marriage, which deve-
“'Dea all that is lovely in woman, sometimes
g8 out the worst qualities in men. Many a
Yoman of forty exceed the promise of her girl-
h°°d; but how few are the men whodo not fall
short of the hopes of youth !
THE 8xcRET OF BEAUTY.—It may be said that
the 6yes sway the destiny of the face; for if
eIr expression be not beautiful, the most
ulsitely-modelled other features, the most
G ical mould of the head, and the purest
Tecian oval of general facial outline, are but as
Yoves olustering In the fascination of hideous
akes. On the other hand, a beautiful eye
Tlses the plainest face to & higher rank of
*'“uty than mere symmetry can ever attalo.
The greatest and most loved women of history
re often indebted solely to the beautiful ex-
ion of thelir eyes for their nameless power
fagcinating all who beheld them. And to
ke the eyes thus beautiful, it i8 only neces-
to throw into them that light of the soul
Yhioh emanates from the gentler emotions and
est thoughta. All violent passions abuse the
8, all unworthy thoughts mar its clearness.
STRENGTH OF THE TIGER.—The strength of
tiger 1s prodigious. By a single oaff of his
38t fore-paw he will break the skull of an ox
‘h:aslly as you could smash a gooseberry ; and
M.'l taking his prey by the neck will straighten
Mugcles and march off at a half trot, with
N’ the hoofs and tail of the defunct animal
ling on the ground. An eminent traveller
;:::es that a buffalo belonging to & peasant in
its 8, having got helplessly fixed ih a swamp,
hm:'ner went to seek assistance of his neigh-
to drag it out. While he was gone, how-
Sver, g tiger visited the spot, and uncersmoni.
slew and drew the buffalo out of the mire
;:d bad just got it comfortably over his shoul-
h:' Proparatory to trotting home, when the
h;‘:man and his friends approached. The
mlo. which weighed more than a thousand
%ds. had its skull fractured and its body
N‘; emptied of blood. M b
OBLING THE WRONG ~—8cheels, t
way 181, discoverer of chlorine and manganese,
wag & native of Sweden; and when Gustavus 1t
“Donm Parls, a deputation of the Jearned waited
%h‘m 10 congratulate him on having so 1}ius-
bipy, . > 3ubject. The king had never heard of
diaty but, ashamed of his ‘ignorance, imme-
to bo’ sent off & courier tosay that SBcheele was
« s 0ade a noble,
Tecey, very fine,” said his Prime Minister, on
ry the despateh, ¢ but who 1s Soheele ?”
%‘:‘f‘:’:‘m the Foreign Office volunteered in-

&
mvt"y §90d fellow, oaptain in the artillery—
-,hofﬂo of mine—plays billlards divinely.’
8 oouy Mibister turned the captain into

t, and the mistake was not discovered 111
"0 Kingy return,

may arise from over oppression of the
blood-veasels of the head, fulness of blood, &c.
The best advice is to keep the head cool and
the feut warm, to have recourse to aperient
medicines often, and if obstinate or long-oon-
tinued, blood-letting by the lance In the arm,
or by cupping between the shoulders, assisted
by blisters behind the ears, is sure to give relief.
Nervous headaches are often cured by stimu-
lants, such as snuff, smelling salts, aromatic
vinegar, &o., and as often by rest and quiet, by
twenty or thirty drops of laudanum taken in a
little water, and by avoiding light.

PRESERVATION OF THE HAIR.—When the
hair grows scantily, naturally, the following
lotion may be used three or four times a week,
in the morning : Eau-de-Cologne, two ounoes;
tinoture of cantharides, two ounces; oll of rose-
mary and oil of lavender of each, ten drops.—
When the hair has become thin from illness,
use the following receipt : Mix equal parts of
olive oil and spirits of rosemary, add a few
drops of oill of nutmeg, and anoint the head
very sparingly before going to bed.—When ac-
tual baldness is commencing, use the following
pomade : Macerate a drachm of powdered can-
tharides in an ounoe of spirits of wine. Shake
it well during a fortnight, and then filter. Take
ten paris of this tinoture, and rub it with ninety
parts of cold lard. Add a little essence of ber-
gamot, or any other scent. Rub this pomade
well into the head night and morning. In
ninety-nine cases out of & hundred, this applica-
tion, if aontinued, will restore the hair.—When
the halr, after beiug naturally luxuriant, begins
to grow thin, without aetually coming out in
particles, use the following receipt: Take of
extract of yellow Peruvian bark, fifteen grains ;
extract of rhatany root, eight grains; extract of
burdoch root and oil of nutmegs (fixed), of each,
two drachms; ocamphor dissolved into spirits
of wine, fifteen irains; beef marrow, two
ounces ; best olive oil, one ounce; citron juice,
halfa drachm ; aromatic esseptial oll, a3 much as
sufficlent to render it fragrant ; mix, shake into
and ointment. Two drachms of bergamot, and
@ few dropse of otto of roses, would suflice. This
is to be used every morning.

CorNS8.—Corns are usually limited to the
feet. Thelr cause is either pressure or friction,
or both combined. Whenever a portion of the
skin is subjected to long continued and unequal
pressure, the papilis of the sensitive skin are
stimulated, and grow to an unusual size. As-
soclated with this increase of growth of the
papillse, 18 the increased thickness of the scarf-
skin, and this latter being the outward and per-
ceptible effect, is denominated a ‘corn.” The
end to be gained in cutting a corn is to take off
the pressure of the shoe from the tender papilise
of the sensilive skin; and to effect this objeet,
the summit of the corn must be cut in such a
manner as to excavate it, the edges being left to
act as a bolster, and stlll further protect the
central part, where the longest and consequently
the most sensitive papille are found. The pro-
fesstonal cohiropodist effects this object very
adroitly ; he generally works around the centre,
and takes out the fibrous portion in a single
plece. He dige, a8 he says, for the root. There
is another way of disposing of a corn:—Have
some common stioking-plaster spread on buff
leather; out s plece sufclently large to cover
the corn and skin around, and have a hole
punched in the middle of exactly the size of the
summit of the corn. Now take some common
soda of the oil-shops, and make it into a paste
with about half its bulk of soap; fll the hole in
the plaster with the paste, and cover it up with
& plece of sticking-plaster. Let this be done at
bedtime, and in the morning remove the
plaster, and wash the corn with warm water.
If this operation be repeated every second,
third, or fourth day for a short time, the ocorn
will be removed. The only precaution requir-
ing to be used is to avoid cansing pain; and so
long as any tenderness oocasioned by the reme-
dy lasts, it most not be repeated. When the
oorn is reduced within reasonable bounds by
either of the above modes, or when it 1s only
threatening; and has not yet risen to the height
of belng a sore annoyance, the best of all reme-
dles 1s a plece of soft buff leather, sproad with
soap plaster, and plerced in the centrs with a
hole exactly the size of the summit of the corn.
If it oan be procured, a better substance stili for
spreading the plaster upon is ‘ awmadou,” or
# German tinder.”

HUMOROUS SCRAPS.

CAN a lover be called a suitor when he doesn't
suit her?

WHAT may one always expect at a hotel ?—
Inn attention.

“ HomB—sweet home,” as the bee sald when
he entered his hive.

WouLp it not be oruelty to animals to
“ throw physic to the dogs ?”

WHY is & widower like a house in a atate of
delapidation ?—Because he shouid be re-paired.

A BEAU dismissed by a belle,and an arrow dis-
missed by a bow are apt to start off in a hurry.

It is better to be laughed at for not being
married than to be unable to laugh because you :
are.

MANY 8 lady, nowadays, is like a show-
window. She takes 8o much pains with her
sash. ’

A WORD to prosy lovers—It is not only those
women who wear earrings whose ears are
bored.

JEALOUSY is only the art of tormenting your-
self for fear you should be tormented by an-
other,

WouLD it be apt to tire a man much if he
should pass half-a-dozen restless knights on
horseback ?

A YOUNG man married a girl rather than be
shot by her brother — thinking a miss better
than a hit.

A FRIEND of ours has a painfual affection of the
eyes, caused by trying to read ¢ by the light of
other days.”

Some women paint their faces, and then weep
because it doesn’t make them beautiful. They
raise a hue—aand cry.

RAILWAYS are pronounced aristooratic be-
cause they teach all people to know their own
stations, and stop there.

MERs. PARTINGTON wants to know what sort
of drums co-nun-drums are. She thinks they
are somewhat hard to beat.

A YOUNG scapegrace threw his ball at his
sister, and hit her on the back of the head so
hard that the bawl came our of her mouth.

THE man whom you saved from drowning,
and the man who never pays what he owes,
you may consider as alike indebted to you for
Itfe.

“« How long will my chop be, waiter ?” an-
grily asked a very hungry old man in a restau-
rant. ¢ About five inches, sir,” was the accurate
reply.

- THE reason that men are taken to the station-
house when they are found in the street full of
Hquor, is to give their friends a chanoce to bail |
them out.

“ M. JoNES, what makes my canary sleep on
one leg ?” « I don’t think that anything makes
him do it, ma’am ; it appears to me that he
does it of his own acoord.”

A 0cOUPLE of deaf mutes were married the
other day in Philadelphia, the ceremony being
performed by signs. The new-wedded pair were
literally unspeakably happy.

A CLEBGYMAN at & funeral, when at the grave-
side, satd to the chief mourner ¢ Is it a brother
or a sister ?”’ He reoeived the puzzling answer,
¢« Nelther ; it is only a cousin.”

AN omuibus driver oalled down to an uncon-
sclous young lady—« Miss, your fare ! ” « Well,”
exclaimed the girl, rousing up,’“if I am, I don’t
want any of your impertinence,.”

AT a hotel table, one boarder sald to his
neighbor—« This must be a healthy place for
chiskens,” « Why ?"” asked the other. ¢ Be-
cause I've never seen any dead ones here.
abouts,”

A MoDRL PAIR.—The gentleman who returned
his neighbor’s borrowed umbrelia was seen a
day or two ago walking in compiny with the °
young lady who passed & looking.glass without
taking a peep. - It s believed they are engaged. |

“ AUNT HEPZIBAN looked up from her paper .
and exclaimed. « My gracions me, if moonlight '
hain’t become dangerous out in Michigan.”
« How 80, aunty ? ” asked her nephew. « Why, -
itsays here that two men were robbed lately,
near Detroft, by moonlight.”

“ FATHER, did you ever have another wife be. ;
sides mother?” « No my boy. What possessed -
yoa to ask such a question?” « Because I saw
in the old family Bible that you married Anna
Dominie, 1862, and that wasn’t mother, for
her name was Lucy Jenkins when she was a
girl.” i

A LITTLE girl who was sent for some indigo,
forgeiting the name, asked the grocer, * Please,
sir, what do peopie dye with ?” « What do
peopledie with?” exclaimed the groeer ; « why, |
with the cholera sometimes.” ¢« Then,” said '
the child, ¢ mother wants a shilling’s worth of
cholera.”

A BoLD MAN.—A gay fellow who had taken
lodgings as a public-house, and got considerably
in debt, absented himself, and took new quar.
ters. This so enraged the landiord, that he com-
missioned his wife to go and dun him, which
the debtor having heard of, declared publicly
that if she came, he would kiss her, « Will be ?” [
said the lady, « will he ? Give me my bonnet,
Molly ; 1 will see whether any fellow has such
impudence! ” — «My dear,” said the cooling
husband, ¢ pray do not be too rash. You do
not know what a man may do when he’s in a
passion !”

CAISSA'S CASKET,.

8aTURDAY, March 2lst, 1874,

et AU ocommundoations relating to Chess must
be addressed ¢ CHECKMATE.”

G. P. H., MoNTREAL.—Cannot you get ns a few
original problems from your Montreal friends ? 8hall
be pleased to hear from you regularly.

SoLuTioN T0 PrOBLERM No. 45.

By Dg. 8. GoLp.
White.

1. Q. t0 Q. B. 4th
2. nQ!QO.
Sorurion ro ProrLex No. 46,
By 8. TreriLL.

Black.
1. Any.

White. Black.
1. BtoK 3rd
2, %toxhd 1. K takes Kt
3. Q mates = 2. Any
a.
1. K to B 5th
2. Any

Harwood

Correot solution regeived from Geo. P.
marks that it is ‘ very neat.”

Montreal. He re;

PROBLEM No. 53.
By F. C. CoLuins.

BLAOK.

3 : /
%@%

WHITE,
White to play and mate in four moves.

————

PROBLEM No. 54.°
By Rrv. L. W. Muoe=.

BLACK.

B
a0 T &
W

Al

'l nn
LG
e

15

White to play and mate in two moves.

$3.00 LORD BROUGHAM
TELESCOPE.

Will distinguish thetime by a churchelock five miles,
8 FLoaaTAPF and WINDOW BARS 10 MILES ; landsoape
twonty miles di-tan% and will define the SaTrLLITES
oF JUPITER and the PHASES oF VENUS, &e., &0, This
extraordi CHEAP AND POWERPUL glass is of the
beat make and possesses ACHROMATIC LENSES and is
oqual to a telescope costing $20.00. No STUDENT op
Touzisr should be without one. Sent Post free to all
gsar& in the Dominion of Canada on receipt of price,

H.SANDERS,
Optiocian, &o.
168 St. James Street, Montreal.

1llustrated Catalogue 16 pages sent free for ont¢
stamp.

we
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AVO!) QUACKS.

A viotim of early indiscretion, causing nervous
debility, premature dezay, &o., baving tried in vain
every advertised remedy, has disoovered a simple
means of self-oure, which he will send free to his
fellow-sufferers. Addml, J. H.REEVES, 78 Nassau
8t., New York. 2-18-1 an

Printed and_published by the DessaraTs Lrrao-
GRAPHIO AND PUBLISHING COMPANTY, 1, d’Armes
Bl&ﬁ. and 319, St. Antoine St., Montreal.
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THE FIRST SBSET.
Mauua 6418 7B Yoone Mzx or tHE PrEsxxr Daiv agg wor 10 B8
CUMPARED 70 TB% Op Oxxs.
AXD TOU 8aY Yo
’ o A " Om, I seaxz wrte Mawxa ! [But Ae doss not quite like i, thowgh:

A CLINCHER.

Ggt up, AND sEE TAE TiME, Eva. I pox't Know wow To TELL IT.” ¢ No More po 1.”
0, you HOBRID STORY-TRLLER, I TAUGHT YOU MYSELF!”
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TERR!BLE RESULT OF THE HIGHER EDUCATION OF WOMEN!

Miss Hyparia JONES, SPINSTER OF ARTS (ON KR WAY TO REFRESHMENT), INFORMS PROFEMOR PARALlaX, F.R.S, THAT “ Youse MEN D0 VERY WELL To LOOX AT, OB T0

DANCE WITH, Ok EVEN TO MABRY, AND ALL TEAT RIND OF THING ! " BUT SHAT “ A8 TO ENJOYING ANY BATIONAL CON-XRSATION WITE AXY MAN UNDER FIrrY, THAT 18 COMPLETRLY
OUT OF THE QuusrioN!” *
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