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DECORATIVE ART A LA WILDE,

Last week we spoke of Osoar WiLDR
himself. It remainsto add s few words
upon his lectures as delivered in Mont-
real. Mr. WiLpE is not a lecturer “to
the manner born” ; neither has his educa-
tion or experience qualified him to be a
teacher of great things. The natural re-
sult was that his stage utterances, though
true in the wain and throughout aiming
ata great and true ideal, yet failed to
produce any very remarkable effect. The
lectures were in fact thoroughly unprac-
tical. It is one thing to see the ideal of
the beautiful and to wish to have it intro-
duced into our homes. It is quite an-
other to suggest methods by which this
ideal may be wored.

To take an example, Mr. Wmpz told
us that to produce really artistic work,
the workman—and by this term he gave
us to understand that he meant the ordin-
ary everyday mechanic—should be sur-
rounded by an atmosphere as it were of
besutiful things. Now tbat is in iteelf
very charming, but we all know that in
fact not only are the surroundings of the
average workman perfectly unlovely, but
in the majority of instances they are so
from the mere neoessities of the case.

All this is the result of a want of prac-
tical experience in the reforms he sy
Mr. Witpe like many others of his tem-
perament, has a warm and wholly admir-
able sympathy for the lovely in Arxt, in
Musio, in Nature, but he has mnever
studied (or if he has he has not profited
by his studies) the conditions under which
these effects are attainable in our present

“state of civilisation.

‘What we want, and what we must
olearly look to another than Mr. WiLDE
to give us, is a thoroughly practical ex-
position of the methods by which we may
mansge o obtain not perfection in art,
not even, for the majority of us, the best
in iteelf, but the best we can get for our
money and labor—seeing that many of us
have to decorate qur rooms and dress our
women with a view to the smalleet possi-
ble outlay consistent with the end we have
before us, .

If Mr. WiLpr has aroused by his

coming an interest in these subjects suffi-
cient to lead people to the consideration
of them at all, he has our best thanks, If
even he has persuaded our citisens that
what many of them have been accustomed
to consider beautiful because ooetly, is in
the majority of cases the incarnation of
ugliness and bad taste, then onoce more he
hes done & good work. And as for the
lectures themselves. Well, people went
to ses the man, not to listen to him, and
thus no one can complain, if they saw
much and heard little,

MORAL INSURANCE.

Civilization may be defined in a rough
way as the division of responsibility, The
savage builds his own house, digs out the
hollow log for his yacht, kills the material
for his dinner, executes his enemy, di-
vorces his wife, and due time burns or
buries ber himself. The cultured man
does all these ble duties by
proxy. In like manner he finds it con-
venient to lighten his cares by shifting as

5| many of them as possible on to other

people’s shoulders. He pays an insur-
ance company an annuity for relieving
him of the duty of providing for his
family, rebuilding his house if burnt, or
replacing his furniture if destroyed. For
twopence & head there are speculative
gentlemen in the city who will take their
chance of having to make good to any
number of widows and orphans the de-
funct products of a railway accident ; and
there are several associations which readily
agree for a modest subecription steadily
paid in advance to guarantee the sound-
ness of your drains, the health of your
horses, your doctor’s bills, and the honeaty
of your clerks, or make somebody else
pay all round for the damage done. But
though it is doubtless very solacing to
know that by joining the Antediluvian
Order of Buffaloes we can be physicked
free, or be put under ground at an abso-
lute profit to our surviving—but not dis-
consolate—relatives by becoming mem-
bers of the Ancient Order of Foresters,
men do not live solely to make it hot for
the sanitary authorities, and the antici-
pation of being carried to the Cemetery
in good style affords but & moderate satis-
faction to men nol imbued with the
Chinaman’s philosophy.

Nor do these insurance companies,
which undertake to guarantee, if not the
honesty, at least the result of the dis-
honesty of their clients, exactly meet our
wants. Probably few of us are consumed
with a desire to forge anybody’s name,
to manipulate cheques, or to rob a batk.
And; not unlikely, a still smaller number
of us never have an opportunity of in-
dulging in any of these vicious luxuries;
while no system of myoral insurance as yet
devised has undertaken to save the erring
subseriber from the legal consequences of
his knavery, or even that the wordiest of
counsel shall do his best to cheat the
hulks or the treadmill of their dues.

Most of us meet with some accident or
other in the course of our lives ; many
have fires, and all of us die. Hence the
insurance companies, which gamble in the
chances of these events, calculate on what
is a greater or less oertainty, and must ac-
cordingly charge corresponding premiuma.
But there are other incidents in most
people’s lives which no corporation has
yet provided for,but which are even more
urgent to be seen ‘to,

Until lately marriage was one of these,
but a Marriage Insurance Company has
anticipated the appearance of this article,
and should prove a great boon to the
company. But there are other ways in
which such a system of Insurance might
be made available, The poor man, the
rich man who has suddenly met with re-
verses of fortune, and the widow, could
be enabled to educate their children in
the way they had proposed in brighter
days, and marry their daughters in some-
thing like the grandiose fashion which
long custom has made almost indispensa-
ble. But there are other aspects of moral
insurance which, if more diflicult to woik,
are not less desirable to try and put in
practice, Wards in Chancery in England
at all events, as all the world, and more
especially those impulsive young men
who elope with them, know to their cost,
are remaxkably well looked after. Yet

to do with them, Paid officials manage
the “the wards” like so many chattels,
and keep the run of their affairs by a sys-
tem of book-keeping by doyble and singles
entry. It is, therefore, not unreasonable
to ask whether the system could not be
extended to the operations of an insur-

ance company? There is a general ten-

the Lord Chancellor has, personally, little | had

dency in mankind to go to the bad, and,
doubtless, a statistician could easily tell us
the average of black sheep in any given
namber of highly respectable families.
The years between seventeen and twenty-
five are notoriously parlous ones for the
every-day young man to tide over. They
are always getting into trouble, being
sued for breaches of promise or for as-
saults, coming a cropper over the favor-
ite, taking to billiards, brandy and politics,
or getting hopelessly over head and ears
in debt. Few mothers are capable of bit-
ting these “ ne’er-do-weels;” and many
fathers, after being half-ruined in the
attempt, give it up in despair. But the
discreet solicitors and confidential agents
of the Moral Insurance Company (Limi-
ted) could manage things much more
easily. Montagu Montmorency (ré Mor-
decai Moses), the advertising money-
lender, would know it was no use “ trying
it on” with “the company;” and the
accommodating tradesman, who got a
gentle hint that a particular minor was
“in the hands” of the same powerful cor-
porations, might restrain his ardour in
proffering credit to a youth so well looked
after. “The Company” might—and if
the policy specified for this, would—see
to their clients being settled in life, sent
to the Northwest, or coached up with such
skill as to be sure to win a place in some
competitive examination. The rest ought
to be merely a question of details and
actuarial columns. It may be objected
that all this would tend to reduce paren-
tal responsibility and encourage the objects
of such polieies in reckless courses. We
hardly think so. Sane people do not run
in front of a eab simply because in the
event of having their limbs broken they
are entitled to six guineas a week until
they can walk ; nor, as a rule, does the
holder of a fire insurance policy burn
down his house after paying the first
year’s premium. A good boy, even sup-
posing he knew tha fact, would be unwil-
ling to forfeit the premiums paid to
secure the advantages thus put in his
way, while the bad one might indulge his
ovil propensities with greater caution
when he remembered that he must in
future reckon not with a soft-hearted
mother or an inexperienced father, but
with the keen, just, though unmalleable
officials of a corporation.

LONGFELLOW'S EARLY PROMISE.

In the school readers of half a .century ago
there were two poems which every boy and girl
read and declaimed and remembered. How
much of that old literature has disappeared !
How much that stirred the hearts and touched
the fancies of those boys and ,ﬁ.th, their chil.
dren have never heard of t Willie’s ** Saturday
Afternoon” and * Burial of Arnold’’ have float-
od away, almoet out of sight, with Pierpont’s
¢ Bunker -Hill'’ and Sprague’s Fourth-of-July
oration. The relentless wings of oblivion in-
cessantly slow. Scraps of verse and rhetoric
once so familiar are caught up, wafted noise-
lessly away, and lodging in neglected books
and in the dark corners of fading memories,
gradually vanish from familiar knowledge. But
the two little poems of which we spesk have
survived. One of them was Bryant's ‘‘March,”
and the other was Longfellow’s ‘‘ April,” and
the names of the two poets singing of spring
were thus associated in the spring-time of our
poetry, as the fathers of which they will be al-
b gonmd' 11 red in the United

t! ms originally appeared in the Uni
States &l‘:mry Gazelle, uﬁ%e were included in
the modest volume of selections from that
journal which was published in Boston in
18268. The chief names in this little book are
those of Bryant, Longfellow, Percival, Mellen.
Dawes and Jones. Percival has already become
a name only ; Dawes, and Greuville Mellen,
who, like Longfellow, was a son of Maine, are
hurdly known to this generation, and Jones
does not even appear in Duyckinck’s Cyclops lia.
Bat in turning over the it is evident that
Time has dealt justly with the youthful bards,
and that the laurel rests upon the heads of the
singers whose earliest strains fitly preluded the
musio of their prime. Longfellow was nineteen
vears old when the book was published. He
graduated at Bowdoin College the year be.
fore, and the verses had been written and printed
in 'lt‘he Gazetts while heb;vu hs:ill a 'm::tt.l:. "

he of the boy that we catch throug
the noﬁ:&:l:c of his 31‘1 professor, Packard,
and of his college mates, are of the same charac-
ter as at every period of his life. They revesl s
modest, refined, manly youth, devoted to study,
of and gentle manners. It

t

t personal
is 5:. bo!;e that the older man suggested. To
look back upon him is to trace the broad

clear and beautiful river far up the green mea-
dows to the limpid rill. His poetic taste and

| faculty were already apparent, and it is related

that a version of an ode of Horace which he
wrote in his sophomore year so impressed one of
the members of the examining board that when
afterwards & chair of modern languages was
established in the college, he proposed as its in-
cumbent the young Sophomore whose fluent
verse he remembered. The impression made by
the young Longfellow is doubtless accurately
described by one of his famous elassmates, Haw-
thorne, for the class of *25 is a proud tradition
of Bowdoin. In *‘ P’s Correspondence,” one of
the Mosses from an old Manse, a quaint fancy
of a letter from * m{ uofortunate friend P.,”
whose wits were a little disordered, there are
grotesque hints of the fate of famous persons.
P. talks with Burns at eighty-seven; Byron,
n old and fat, wears a wig and spectacles ;
helley is reconciled to the Church of England ;
Coleridge finishes *‘ Christabel” ; Keats writes
a religions epic on the millennium ; and George
Canning is a peer. On our side of the sea, Dr.
Channing has just published a volume of verses ;
‘Whittier has been lynched ten before in
South Carolina ; and, continues P. : I remem-
ber, too, a lad just from college, Longfellow by
name, who scattered some delicate verses to the
winds, and went to Germany, and perished, I
think, of intense application, at the University
of Gottingen.”” Longfellow) in tarn, recalled
his classmate, Hawthorne—a shy, dark-haired
youth flitting across the college grounds in a coat
with bright buttons.

Among these delicate verses was the poem to
¢ An April Day.” Asthe work of a very young
man it is singularly restrained and finished. It
has the characteristic elegance and flowing
meloly of his later verse, and its half-pensive
tone is not excessive nor immature. It is not,
however, for this that it is most interesting, but
because, with Bryant's ** March,” it is the fresh
sud simple note of a truly American strain.
Perhaps the curious reader, enlighted by the
observation of subeequent {em may find in the
¢ March” a more vigorous love of nature, andin
the * April” a tenderer tone of tranquil senti-
ment. But neither of the poems is the echo of
a foreign music, nor an exercise of remembered
reading. They both deal with the ts
and sounds and suggestions of the American
landscape in the early spring. In Long-
fellow’s *¢ April” there are none of the bishops’
caps and foreign ornament of illustration to
which Margsret Fuller siterwards objected in
his verse. But these early associated poems,
both of the younger and older singer, show an
original movement of American literary genius,
and, like the months which they celebrate, they
foretold a summer.

That summer had been long awaited. In
1809, Buckminster said in his Phi Beta Kappa
oration at Harvard College: *‘Our poets and
historians, our critics and orators, the men of
whom Tcurity are to stand in awe, and by
whom they are to be instructed, are yet to ap-
pear among us.” Happily, however, the orator
thought that he beheld the promise of their com-
ing, although he does not say where. But even
as he spoke they were at hand. Irving’s Knick-
erbocker was published in 1809, and Bryant’s
* Thanatopsis” was written in 1812. The North
American Review, an enterprise of literary men
in Boston and Cambridlfo, was begun in 1815,
and Bryant and Longfellow were both contribu-
tors. Baut it was in the year 1821, the year in
which Longfellow entered college that the be-
gining of a distinctive American literature be-
came most evident. There were signs of an
independent intellectual movement both in the:
choice of subjects and in the character of treat-
ment. This was the year of the B::lieation of
Bryant’s first slim volume, and of Cooper’s Spy,
and of Dana’s Iple Man. Irving's Skeéch-Book
was already finished, Miss Sedgwick's Hope
Leslic and Percivals first volume had been
issued, and Halleck’s and Drake’s ** Croakers”
were already popular. In these works, as in all
others of that time, there was indeed no evidence
of great creative genius. The poet and historian
whom Buckminster foresaw, and who' were to
strike posterity with awe, had not yet appeared,
but in the same year the voice of the orator
whom he anticipated was heard upon Plymouth
rock in cadences massive and sonorous as the
voice of the sea. In the year 1821, there was
the plain evidence of an awakening originak
literary activity.

Longfellow was the youngest of the group in
which he first appeared. His work was graceful,
tender, pensive, gentle, melodious, the strain,
of atroubadour. When he went to Europe in,
1826 to fit himself mere fully for his professor-.
ship, he had but *‘scattered some delicate versus.
to the winds.” When he returned, and pub-
lished in 1833 his translations of *¢ Coplas de.
Manrique” and other Spanish poems, he had.
agpareutly done no more. There was plainly
shown an exqyuisite lit rary artist, a very Ben-
venuto of grace and sk.1l. But he would hardly
have selecte | as the poet who was to take the
strongest hold of the hearts of his countrymen,
the singer whose sweet and hallowing spell was
to be so deep and universal that at last it would
be said in another country that to it also his
death was a national loss. .

The qualities of these early verses, however,
were never lost. The genius of the poet
steadily and beautifully developed, flowering
aocording to its natare.—G. B. CURTIS, in Har-

per's.

Tz Chicago gambling houses are again in fall.
swing.
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THE SOUTHBAST CHAMBER.

{0 the aoutheast chamber he lies;
And abeve him, after tha rain,
Thro' the dark on the wall ia shed
The moonlight, tippled and deep.

(Hoaed ara the beautiful ayes ;
Dalled is the eager brain ;

And over 1he book that is read,
Old age, like a child, asleep.

And the tidiogs of woe are whirled
From the chamber fucing the soirth,
Rorna oo the sen sabliine,

Ob the wings of the foresta spread

To the ends remote of the world : —
» Kerenos, seeker of truth,

The star of this latter time,

‘I'he man of our love, is fled ™

Jonely fadned thers ifes

But the slave of a noble will,

But the house of thoughts that wers pure.
Fur these can no longer stay.

Yol the aweet soal beavenly wiae
Heyond us, shall touch as stili,

At a soug thra' onr prisen-doar,
F.ncbanting, and far away!

LOUME IMOGEX (GUINEY.

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS.

Snvow oN THE PLAINS.-~A snow blockade iy
one of the most unpleanant adventures which
trivellers by railroad can encounter on the
great plains of the West, To way nothing of
the detention, which is always a nuisance, there
is the denger of runuing short of fuel and pro-
sisions, espeeinlly when a train is l)lnckmlmx on
a wild streteh of thinly peopled territory.  In-
stances have occurred wlwrn- a train has been
detained for severnl days before the track could
be cleared, and the unfortunate passengers were
nearly as wuch in danger of freezing or starving
to death as if they had been wrecked on an are-
tie ive-ield.  Extra precautions are of ecounrse
taken when there is danger of a xnow blockade,
and passenger traius are furnished with several
powerful locomotives to enable the enginecrs to
push their way through opdinary drifts. 1t
often happens that a train meets with an aecu.
wulation of snow which bafltes repeated etforts
to olear it trom the track.  In such cases the
train is  hacked a considerable distance, and
then rushed at fall speed into the opposivg
drift. This maueuvre is sometimes vepeated
inany times before muceess 15 attained.  tur
Hlnstration will give the reader a good idea of
e obatucles and  perits that beset a suow.
Licchaded trin.

Moosg-HUNTING 18 tug Lowee Provisery
~The artist 1o whose pencil our readers are iu-
detted for the hunting sketehes iu this nuber
aent several weeks in the forests tracking
moose under the guidance of an experiencad
Indian hunter, whose wonsdeeraft tilled him with
abmiration.  On striking a  recent trail, the
taciturn red man would lead the way in perfect
sijense throogh the sombre pine forest, over
Lill, tirough valley, and aeross frozen stream
and morass,  Sometimes fortune was kind, and
the noble game was ca‘\tlm-d on the first day.
Lt other times, several aays would elapse before
the hunters had a chance for a shot.  Now and
then the artist was fearful of being lost in the
dense forest ; bt his gmide, though unprovided
with & rampass, always found his way back to
samp by the nearest way, no matter how devious
and long had boen their course. The permanent
camp from which the hunting excursions were
made was a rough log cabin, the interior of
which is shown in the illustration. 1t was
square in shape, vach side composed ot three
large logs taid oue on the other, aud forming a
wall nlont thres feet high.  The oof was made
of poles rnning up to a centre point, and close-
Iv thatehed with moss, twigs, and broad strips
of hireh bark.  An opening in the roof served
the purpose of a chimney. The first sketeh
shows the Todian guide testing the ice on a
streamn.  The picture of a moose™s head was
copied from a specimen shot by an Indian last
vear. It measured five feet six inches between
the tips of the horns. Tn sketch No. 3 the guide
is supposed to be regaling the weary hunters
after the day’s sport with exciting stories of ad
veuture in the (!orrs(.

TERRIBLE

ADVENTURE
CLOUDS.

The story [ am about to relate happened dur-
g the Franco.Prussian war, in which the art
of ballvoning played so important & part. The
city of Parix was formally investod on the 25th
of Bepe., and the imprisoned inhabitants had no
menny of communiention with the outside world
save by means of carrier pigeons and balloons.
So completo, howevor, was the system carried
out that overy event which happened in Paris
was duly chronicled at Tours, the seat of the
governing powers, despatch balloons journeying
to aud fro daily.

1t is six o’clock a.m. The morning is extre-
mely fine, cousidering that it is late in October.
Or an immense open space in front of the large
hall at Tours, a space sot apart for the accommo-
dation of the numerous exporienced asrunauts
thon employed in the Covernment service,
walks to and fro Monsieur Guatave Nadar, one
of the most celobrated professors of acrostation.
Ocensinnally he looks up at the heavens, as if
taking a critical survey, and Panon he turas his
gaze in tho direction of a huge ba'loon, then in
course of being filled at a short distance from
him. Anyons could scs that Monsiour Nadar

y IN THE
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wag getting impatient,  He is waiting the arri-
val of the private secretary of the Mivisier with
important despatches, which he is to convey
'tlmt day to Pari. {t is a service of great danger.
The intrepid voyager will have Lo pass over the
Prussian lines, where thousands of men engaged
in *“grim visaged war " will wateh him, and se-
cretely hopo for some fatality to befall him. His
balloon, the Intrepide, sways about majestically,
as though chafing wunder the restraint placed
upon it.

Al 3 prepared, when Monsieur Barré, the
secretary, appears, carrying with bim a packet
of documents neatly tied up, and presenting
thnu} to Monsieur Nadar, speaks a few words of
caution aud explanation. The acroanaut takes
the ].mckct, aud in company with the secretary
hurries to the balloon. Nadar lightly springs
into the ear ; he stoops and places the precious
documents in a kind of secret packet artfully
concealed under the drapery. Having done this,
he looked round thoughtfully at the necessary
paraphernalia placed ready to hand, as though
mentally assuring himself that his assistants had
omitted nothing towards the means of ecarrying
ont his perilous voyage in safety. Finally he
tightened a strong belt which he wore round his
waist, from whicf) could be plainly seen a pair

of bright-looking six chamber revalvers. In a
quiet but firin tone he called to the wen,

** Make ready.””  Then shaking hands hurriedly
with Monsieur Barré, who wished him ¢ sue-
cens,”” the men grasping the ropes had eased the
huge machine up some ten or fiftecn feet, when
directly came the sharp command, ¢ fet go.*

Away the entrepide rises straight and swilt as
an arrow from the bow, For the first ten mi-
nutes the balloor, although cheeked in speed,
seemed as if it had not swerved a yard from a
direct upward course. Soon the current of air
necessary, and caleulated upon by the acronaut,
was felt, and she drifted swiftly off iu the direc-
tion of P'aris. Steadily and quickly was the
Journey being accomplished. Eleven o'clock had
arrived.  Monsieur Nadar was three thousand
metres in the air, and over the opposing forces
of the Prassians, which appeared as though a
lilliputian host had taken to the field, so minute
Jdid they appear by distance.  Fort Charenton
was reached, and Puris could plainly be abserved,
Monsieur Nudar quickly congratulated himself
upon the ease with which he was apparently
accomplishivg his journey.  He was taking but
little heed of the surrounding prospect, his ¢yes
being fixed inteutly npon the distant eipital.

Suddenly an exclutation of surprise came
from him. O his right hand appeared o huge
ballonn.  He shades his eyves with Lis hand to
gain a clearer view, for the sun'’s rays were
bright and strong in luminathing the atmos.
phere around him. A second now came to view
on his left hand. Monsisur Nadar became alarm-
ed, although long before he had mentally re-
solved to die rather thau sutfer himself to be
made a prisoner.

The French eolours were soon Hying from the
car of the Intrepide. Both the stringer balloons
immediately responded by exhibiting the same
tokens of natiouality.

* Friends, by all that's locky ! cried the
excited Mousienr Nadar. But vain were hir
endeavours to make ant the faces of bis “*friemis.”
They studiously kept them turned from him.
Nearer and nearer the machines were drawn
towards each other, The occupant of the car
beneath the tirst balloon was now near enough
to be hailed by Monsicur Nadar. '

¢ Halloa 1" shouted the seronaut of the Gov-
erniment.

“ Holloa *"" answerad the stranger.

* Who are you? What is your name, and
what is your purpose ' were questions asked
one after another o tones of hurried excitement,

I am beside you, Monsieur Nadar,” came
the reply ; ¢ you see | know you. As to my
name, it is Carl Von Pack, principal séronaut
to the Prussian forees, now in thousands below
us ; and L am going to carry you a prisoner to
them.”

At the conelusion of the above remarks the
Prussian hawed in the French eolours, substi.
tuting in their place those of his own nation.
He hat, in point of fact, been seut up by the
Proc.ion commander less with a view to capture
the seronaut himsel! than to obtain possession
of his despatches.

Mousieur Nadar, nothing dauuted, quickly
and fearlessty retorted, ** Thank yon: perhaps
you will eapture me first.  Aund your companion
conder ¥' he ndded, pointing to the other bal.
ioon, as yot out of speaking distance.

** You will soon discover,” remlied his antag-
onist, at the same time firing at him from a
revolver, the bullet taking effvct by passing
threagh the neck of the [ntrepide, just above
the Frenchmen's hoad. The gas poured out
with a hissing sound from the builet holes, but
Nadar was equal to the occasion, for in a mo-
ment tho punctures were stopped with a strongly
adhesive substance which he carried with him to
serve in ease of emergency. It was evidently
the desire of the Prussian to aim nt the aéronaut
rather than to destroy the balloon, for the second
shot passed through cordage close by him. Swift
as thought Monsieur Nadar thought of a ruse te
deceive the enemy, for on the second fire he throw
up his arms with a loud ery and droapped out of
sisht.in the car. The Prussian, thus daececived,
raised himaelf to his full height, and for the
first time during the novel warfare stood exposed
1o view, waving his hat with joy in thp nnlic:l-
pation ot his prize. Nadar only requires this
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opportnanity, for & well simed shot from his re.
vorver tumbled tha fellow over with a fearful
grosn of agony. He directly poured five or six

suceessive shota into the body of the balloon,
which instantly began to settle down on its way
to the earth, bearing with it the dead body of
its late oxultant owner. Our hero's attention
was now called to enemy number two, who had
4ot near enough to fire, but who made no at-
teupt to do so. Monsieur Nadar, conceiving
that his intention was to grapple with him,
{lung out a bag of ballast, and quickly rose
above the coming enemy. The sljght alteration
of altitnde brought the Intrepide in contact
ym.h a fresh current of air, which wafted it, as
it were, at an angle with the course before pur-
sued. The effect of this was to canse the bal-
loqns to cross, the Prussian one at the time
being below. It sealed his doom, tor Nadar,
watching his chance with breathless anxiety,
made all ready, and at the very instant of cross.
iug he cut away the grappling iron which hung
extended underneath the car.  With a crash it
tore through the enemy’s balloon. Thought
could hardly be quicker than the flight to earth,
a shapeleas mass. M. Nadar, after this extraor-
dinary victory, descended to the carrent of air
he had before been journeying in, and although
an hour behind the usnal time for accomplish.
ing the passage, Paris was reached by him, and
hig despatches were delivered in safety.

For this heroic act he received a unanimous
vote of thanks from the then existing Govern-
ment, besides a handsome monetary acknow-
ledgement.  Nadar performed many other jour.
neys during the war, but none that brought
him into such close proximity with the Prussians
as this ** aérial combat.”

DECEIT.

Agreed, that many rambling shots have been
fired, much twaddle talked upon this subject;
yet, these oft-talked.of themes still hold sway—
are the topics of to-day.

Progress, which all thoughtful minds aim for,
advocate the cause of, can be made, even on the
most every-day and homely words imaginable.
Love! never yet a ‘““tabooed " subject, never
shall grow old, never become less engrossing
through all time ; so with our subject Deceit.
As we go on through life nearing the allotted
span of existence, we tind our topic Deceit takes
a large share in life.  Yes, a subject oft talked
against, not always asaailed, however.

Who has not felt the prick of the pointed
weapon Deceit in a trusted friend ? Bulwer is
right. ¢ The pen is mightier than the sword.”"
and the sting of a hundred battle-field wounds
of ylory, less torture than the bite of the sarcas.
tic pen of a wounsled, hut, atoretime affectionate,
friend, whose very nature is outraged by the
devil Deceit ! provided it be a woman—swithal
a literary woman—upon whom deceit be prac-
tised.  What the men are afraid of issuch a
woman. 3o surely as God made woman to be a
helpmate to man, so surely did woman in her
turn emaphatically wed the friendship of a good
and upright man to help her successfully over
the pitfalls and sheals of this dreary path, eall-
ed lifet  Bug, if that friend deceive ! (Not to
say that thev are not even strong to the end,
who are not afraid, who tnove ** <traizht as a
dart,” do what they believe to be right, turned
nat astde by the sneers, the jeers, or the ridicule
of a multitude, men who show forth by their
lives that the high-minded thoughts which ex-
alt them and aid the weaker sex preduminate ;
act as balm on the weary-laden, but ** ever on-
ward * spirit of the woman.) Yet, so sarely
there is also the sting of the scorpion deeett,
which not all the arts of the devil taken to-
cether, ithere are other good points, however, in
favor of the individualo can ever arrive at, or
hope to attain for him forgiveness for this abom-
inable treachery.

Max Marnier,

GOuD TALKERS.

The commonest errors in spoiling the art of
conversation are the talking too little or too
muchk. On the one hand, there are the people—
for whom, in comparison, | entertain a greater
degree of sympathy and respeet—wihio talk very
little, This is vecasionally the case toan extent
which is lndicrously exaggerated. They appar-
eutly confiue themselves to mannsyllables. They
saem to think with the misanthrope that conver-
sation is the baue of society. 'Turning into the
by-ways of aneclote, ] may mention a curious iv.-
stance that is recorded of a man who wished to
be hermit aml misanthrope by deputy, This
was the Hon. Charles Hamilton, who, in the time
of George 11., laid out at Cobham the famous
grounds celebrated by Gray and Herace Walpole.
Among other pretty things which he erected on
his grounds was & hermitage, and he took it inte
his head that he would like to have a real live
hermit to iuhabit it. He accordingly advertised
for a hermit, and offered seven huundred a year
to any ouns who would lead a true hermit's life,
sleaping ou a mat, never sutfering scissors to
touch his beard or his nails, and never speaking
a syllable to the servant who brought his foed.
A man was fonnd for the place; but after three
weeks he had enough of it, and retired. 1t is
hard to sce what good his seven hundred & year
could have done him wnder such conditions. Still
there are people whose tone of mind is essentially
of a hermit-hke condition. Keble says of all of
us, ““ Qur hermit spirits dwell and range apart.”
One meets with people whose social powers have
died out from sheer disuse. They sometimes be-
come sardonic in their monosyllables. They put
in Burchell's ** Fudge! " to most remarks they
hear. Apparently they regard us poor trivial

talkers as being extremely shallow ; and perhaps
remind us of tie saying that ‘speech is siiver
and silence golden ; speech is human, silence is
divine.” For myself, I like the silvery souud of
really human speech. It is just possible that
these sublime beings do not talk for the simple
reason that they have nothing to say. One re-
members Coleridge's story of the man in the
coach, whose dignified reserve, thoughtful face,
and massive brow he regarded with mute admi.
ration. The great being said nothing until they
went in to dine at a hotel ordinary. when lLe
plunged his fork into some potatoes, and ex-
claimed, ¢ Them's the jockeys for me ! ” [n-
questionably one often meets with people who
are quite painfully shy and reserved, feelings
which are quickened by their own knowledge of
their defects. Addison was a notoriously poor
talker. He himself knew it ; bat he also knew
how much he had toset off againat this deficiency ;
‘I haven't got ninepence in my pocket,” he said,
“but | can write you a check for a thourand
pounds.” Goldsmith * wrote I'ke an angel, but
talked like poor Poll.” I know people whe pos-
sess an astonishing genius for repartee. But
unfortunately it takes them a good many hours
to prepare their repartee, and their answer is
only ready when it is literally a day too late. Of
course there are people who resemble those fa-
miliar birds of our childhood, that, unlike the
birds of Aristophanes, can sing, but won't sing,
and should be made to sing. They can talk, and
they ought to talk, and they should be male to
talk. Indeed, there is one class of men whom 1
confess I regard with some measure of suspi-
cion and disitke. They are a peculiar race of
listeners, They make it a point of hearing as
much and saying as little ax possible. They
are the suckems of other men’s brains ; or, as Dis.
raeli said of Peel, the burglars of other men’s
intellects.

A very good story is told of an eminent Oxford
professor who at one time had very considerable
influence over the minds of many of the young
men of the university, and was supposed to pur-
sue a Socratic method in eliciting the dormant
powers of voung men. The professor knew how
to ba silent, and also how to talk, especially in
the suions of the great and wealthy. One day he
invited a promising under-graduate of the great
intellectual college to take a watk with him. The
young gentleman was slightly thastered with the
honor of the invitation, and was prepared to pick
up any golden grains of truth which might be let
fall on his account. They walked out as far as
Iftley, but to his great surprise a stolid silence
was consistently maintained by the mighty being
whom he was prepared to accept as his guide,
philesopher, and friend. At last, as they turned
back from Itily lock, the under-graduate ven.
tured to observe, ** A fine day, protessor.”  The
professor vonchsafed no reply, but strode back
silent into Quod, and the youuy fellow did not
have strength of mind to renew his attempt. As
they entered beneath the archway the professor
fixed his keen philosophic glance apon him, and
mildly said, ‘1 did not think much of that re-
mark of yours.,"”

NEWSOGF THE WEEK.

THe Russian General Kaufmana is deal.

Ecvapon s again in a state of revolution.

THE French squadron at Athens has sailed for
Alexandria.

Tue disabled stearuship Cafalioni« has arrived
at Queenstown,

THy Britishand French squadrons have reach-
ed Suda Bay.

Tur Irish detective force is to be re-organized

Tue French squadron at Athens has sailed for
Alexandria.,

Tur Khedive appears to be practically master
of the situation.

A sEriovs affray i3 reported amongst white
miners in Alaska, n number having been killed.

Earn Seexern declares his inteution of pur-
suing a vigorous policy.

A neavy fall of snow has damaged the cotton
erap in North Carolina.

Tk coast of Western Australia has been swept
by a destructive hurricaue.

Ax eclipse of the sun was observelin Ujpper
Egypt on Wednesday.,

Dasacre done by the anti-Jewish movement
in Russia is set down at £22,000,000,

Caxox MureHy, while preaching in St.
Kevin’s Chapel, Dublin, ou Suunday, suddeuly
expired.

LirvTeExaNT Lrekeorr, of H. M. 8. Corma-
rant, has been murdered by natives of one of the
New Hebrides.

Ix view of Parnell'sapparent withdrawal from
the extremists, he is to ba asked to publish the
Land League accounts for two vears past.

A rorM of special prayer, to be used durin
the present troubles in Ireland, hus been adopted
by the Upper House of onvocation at Caunter-
bury.

SrEGULATORS have been buyiug up coffee from
the wrecked steamer Pliny at 40 cents a bushel,
and shipping it to New York. The Cnstoms
ofticials have demurred, and seized the stutf in
transit,

Tur steamship Pliny, from Rio Janeiro for
New York, went ashors on the homeward voy-
age, and will become a total loss, She was valued
at §250,000, and her cargo, consisting principally

of coffee, at §350,000. No lives were lost.
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CHAPTER XLITL.

CPirad out we are, my heart aad I,
Kuppoans the world brought dindems
Tutempt un, crusted with Invse gems

Of powers and plensares? Leolittry.
We scarcely oara to look at even
A pretty ohili, or (Jod's blue heaven,
Wa (vel so tired, my heartand 1."

It is decided that the Ashtons are to leave
Rome immedintely after
very sorry for the decision. She thinks with
a shudder of the glittering brilliancy of Paris,
of the stately magnificence of london, as she
waw it under the sun of an English June, and
even of the deop blue lukes and snowy peaks of
sSwitzerland ; but she loves the sombre and
sacred glory of Rome, as all sorrowful hearts do
Yove it. Over the threshold of almost every
chureh within its limits her feet have passed,
betore almost every shrine she has prayed for
peace and patience ; and in the dusky shadowe
of 1mnemorial arches, before altars where faith
has made 1ts horoe for centuries, she has gained
all that she asked.  In the struggle which hag
dratbed the blood away from her cheeks **to
geeaten the poor heart,” and wasted her to &
irail shadow of the joyous girl who was the sun-
shitne of Fairfields, mere natursl sweetuess of
character hus given place to the higher charm
and wore tender grace which are the fruits of
combat and the crown of victory.

Hoiy \Week has come, and, as usual, the num-
ber of strangers in Kome begins to iucrease,
Ka'e feeln little interest in this incresse—for
who, she thinks, can arrive that she cares to
see b—until one day she comes out of one of the
churches to find Mry. Ashion’s carriage waitiog
far her, and in the carriage, beside Mrs Ashton,
a familiar and deatly-loved face. For a mo-
went the girl stands incredulous, then she
springs forward, snd throws her arms around
Miss Brooke.

* (3h, iy it indeed you, my dear, dear friend 1”

she cries. ** How happy it makes me to see
you 1"
" And me tosee you, my Kate, my bonny
Kate,” says the elder Indy. ‘1 could not bear
to be inignorance about yvou any longer—1 felt
that I must come to aee you. Let me look at
vou! Why, wy child, my child, what has
come over youl! You told me”’ (to Mrs.
Anhton) *“ that she was changed, but 1 did not
think--*"

*“That 1 could be changed so much "' asks
Kate, a8 ghe pauses. ‘* Ahb, never mind about
that--what does a little Hesh more or less
matter! You are not changed, you are as lovely
asever: and am su glad, so glad, so glad to
see you !

gee

Faster, and Kate is -

very good, it is to have a fragment of her own
Id world with her ouee more.,
*“ You must come with me to my hotel, Kate,"
she says, after they have exhausted the common.
i places into which people naturally fall on meet-
ing after loug absence, “* 1 cannot let you out
of my hands. | must see you and tslk to you
“with u comfortable sense of possessing yoar so-
ciety without fear of interruption.”

1

1

“Do you think my heart is broken 1’ says
Kate. 1 do not, 1 only think it ia tired—
vety tired—and homesick, as I said. Doun’t
think that any one has been unkind to me. Mr.
and Mrs. Ashton have both done all they could
for my pleagure—and [ often feel that | am very
ungrateful not to be pleased. Indeed | have
tliile:l' to be ; but | am tired—just tired—that is
ali,

Her voice drops with a pathetic cadence
which goes straight to her listener’s heart—as,
indeed, Kate's tones had a trick of going to all ¢
hearta—and her head sinks on the knee beside
her,  *“ It isso pleasant to be with you again 1"
ghe repeats, with a long, soft sigh.

Miss Brooke cannot control her voice for
several minutes; but Kate is quite content with
the silence, quite content to sit notionless, with
# tender hand upon her head, and drink in rest
as one drinks wine. Presensly, however, the

; the hody.

elderly lady speaks.

bound to stay with Mr. Ashton unless he
chooses voluntarily to send me away.”

“You ary bound to stay with Mr. Ashton!”
repeats Miss Brooke. ‘“ Why are you bound ?
For heaven's sake, hus he bought you, body and
soul r'*

‘“ Something like it,” answers Kate, guietly.

. ““He has bought me—never mind how or why

—not in the soul, thank God, but certainly in
It is hut a poor shell to be csteemed

i worth buying, is it not "’ she says, holding up

one thin hand which the light shines through.
“But every one to his taste, and, as 1 said
before, | am beund to stay with him as loug as
he chooses to keep me. So, you see, I cau no
more think of going home than I can think of
gring to heaven.”

“But this cannot be!” says Miss Brooke,
passionately ; and then a sense of iliscretion
comes over her, and she stops. Why waste
words on Kate if it is true that the girl is in
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“Of zourse | will come with you,” says Kate.
*‘1n fact, I fear you will not he able to shake
me off when you wish to do so. 1 shall proba-
bly haunt you as long as ycu are in Reme—or
we are.”

*““You are thinking of leaving Rome soon,
then 1" says Miss Brooke to Mrs. Ashton.

““ Next week,'’ the latter auswers.

“ You will return to America ¥’

“(Oh, uo' (with a slight shrug).
Mr. Ashton nor myself have any desire to return
to America.  Wego to Paris.”

Janet meete

Nodaubt of the gladuess, for her fac: is sal-
most transfigured by it, her eyes shine, her lips
smile, into her pale cheeks a faint color rises.
Mra. Aghton regards her with surprise, and says
10 hereell, ** If Miss Brooke thinks hor changed
now, what will she think when she sees her look
As she does usually 7”°

Mias Brooke, meanwhile, is recognizing more
and more the alterations in the face nnd figure
before her, and they fill her with s consterna-
tion which she finds it hard to disssmble. Can
this be Kate, the Kate she fouud at Fairfields,
the Kate who left her to go away with the Ash.
tons? She cap hardly credit such a transfor-
mation ; and she foels like turning fiercely to
the woman beside her, and saying, * What
have you done to her? How wretched have
ylou made her life that she should look like
this 1"

That such @ charge would be unjust, we
know ; but Miss Brooke doos nol know it, and
her heart burns within hor as she gazes at the
girl, whn 10uks ut her and feels how good, how

the post bay

No more is said on the subject, and soon after
Mrs. Ashton sets Miss Brooke and Kate down
at the hotel of the former, promises to send the
carringe at ten o'clock, bows, smiles and rolls
AWAY.

" Oh, how like old times this is!” Kate says,

when she finds herself in the ni»artmant.s of her
friend, when her hat has been laid nside, when
she has placed hersell on s low seat by Miss
Brooke's chair, and when she feels the familiar
touch of that lady's hand, as it passes carossing-
ly over her hair. ‘Do you mind il I ery s
littlo v she goes on, with & quivering voice.
“1{is pot because 1 am sad, or sorry, or--or
anything except that 1 am like a homesick
.child, and it is so good to Dbe with you once
more ! .

“My darling, wmy poor darling, my. bonny
Kate," says Miss Brooke, with a seb which she
doos uot attempt to restrain, ‘it breaks my
henrt to look at you! What have they done to
you -y child, what have thoy done to you to
break your heart like thist”

Neither :

©« Do you want to hear what ir was ¥

“ Kate,” che says, ‘‘ this life is killing you—
do you know that?! Itis simply killing vou,
and, unless you wish to die, you must end it.
I do not understand-—1 have never understood
why you cast your life with the Ashtons; but I
think that you must recognize now that the
the experiment has been an unfortunate one. 1
have never in my life been so shocked by any
one’s uppearance as by yours. You are shadowy
as & spirit, and Mrs. Ashron tells me that both
her husband and herself are seriously alarmed
by your want of strength. What must the state
be which even they perceive! 1 spaak to you
plainly, because you must understand that this
is no matter for tritling. Your malady is plainly
more of the mind than of the body ; but mal.
adies of the mind can kill, and 1 do neot believe
that you will recover unless you come to meand
let us together sail next week for home."

The girl looks up with a smile as sad as it i3
grateful. ‘“Time makes no change in you,”
she says, ‘‘ You areas kind as you ever have

been, and 1 like, oh, I like very much to hear
you say such things, because they prove that

you love me still ; but, dear friend, it cannot:|
be. If1 die, 1 die—that does not matter at all.

But it matters to keop one's faith, and I am -

some manner hound 1o abide hy Mr, Ashton's
decision ¥ Miss Brooke fecls within herself the
courage necessary to heard that lion in his den,
and she determines that she will do so, while
deciding to say no more to Kate about the mat-
ter. So silence falls again, and it is Kate who
breaks it next.

“1am ashamed to think that 1 have not yet
asked about Mr. Fenwick,’ she says. ¢ | hope
he is well. s he not with you 7

*“No,” answers Miss Prooke, with some re-
luctance. **He could not come with me—at
least not conveniently, He is~-he is engaged
to be married.”

“Indeed ! says Kate. She starts; and, if
the words s1ab her, it is not in any manner
that Miss Breocke can understand.  Through

her mind there tlashes like lightning the
thought: **If he, why vot another?” Bat,

after ap instant's pause, she goes on quietly:
““That is certainly news, and if he is happy, 1
am very glad. Is ke engaged to any one whom

1 know ?—and are vou pleased, dear Miss
Brooke °

’* My Kate! iy Kate! will you come to me now ?'°

“I am as pleased as I' could expectvto be
uu_der th_e circumstances,"” replies Miss Brooke,
enigmatically. ¢ No; he 1s not engaged to
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any one whom you know. He met the girl at
s watering-place last summer. She is nice
enough—1 have no fault to find with her—but
she is not you, Kate.”

Kate takes the hand which is still smoothin
her hair, snd touches it with her lips. *
cannot quarrel with you for thinking well of
me,” she says ; *“ but, if this girl loves him with
all her heart—and who better deserves the love
of a woman’s heart than he!—she is more
worthy of him than I could ever have been.
You must see that now ; and you must let me
say, too, that I am very glad he did not suffer
gny'l,ong pain or disappointment of my caus-

“ What man ever does suffer long pain or
disappointment of any woman's causing 1"’ says
Miss Brooke, who is plainly out of humor with
her adored nephew. ‘‘‘Men have died and
worms have eaten them, but not for love’'—never
for love!—According to my experience, my
dear, their hearts are made of India-rubber.”

T suppose they are,’’ says Kate, with a pang
at her own heart which has long since g:wn
familiar. ‘* And indeed, it would be selfish to
wish them to remember,” she goes on sadly,
with her thoughts wandering far from Mr.
Fenwick, far as the palm-girt shores of Egypt.

MY eaes In our mortal air,
None thrives for long apon the happiest dream,’ ”

she says, with a faint, sweet smile, ‘ and those
have cause to be grateful who can forget that
which has become only & dream.”

It is on the elder woman's lipsto say : ‘“Have
you forgotten 1"’ but she forbears, for an instinot
warns her that such a question would be like
laying a rude hand on a bare and quivering
nerve.

¢ Have dyou any more news about my old
friends and acquuntances "’ asks Kate, wist-
{:ll,z “ Is any one else married or going to

] cannot recall any one else, except your
old friend, Ashton Vaughn. I snpgou you
have heard of his marriage to the rich widow,
Mrs, Carraway 1”

*“Oh, yes,’ says Kate, with a laugh. “I

She is a little m?rised, but she sits down
quietly, and on her face is no trace of eagerness
or curiosity. There is & world of sad truth in
that Arab proverb which says: ¢‘ Despair is »
free map, Hope is a slave.” When we have
ceased to hope, we no longer fear ; and Kate has
ceased to hope for anything.

¢ Miss Brooke hu{een talking to me to.day,
my dear,” Mr. Ashton goes on, gazing at the
pale young face,

' Which looks, undoubtedly, :

As though a blooming face it ought to be.”

‘¢ She is very much concerned about the state of
your heslth, and thinks that it would be im-
proved by your returning to America. What do
you think ¥

¢] think that she is very kind—as kind as
any one can possibly be,” answers Kate, with
grateful moisture gathering in her eyes, * but
you know that I am in your hands, Uncle Ash-
ton. I will go or I will stay, as you decide.”

¢ And have you no choice, no wish yourself ¥’
he asks.

“If you were quite willing I should like to
go,"’ she answers, with thesame quietness, ** for
the dearest friends I have in the world are in
America—but, as I often think, I can love them
and pray for them as well here as there, and
nothing else greatly matters.”

‘“ That is not a natural state of feeling,” says
Mr. Ashton, sharply. *‘ Kate, I asked you once
before to tell me what is the matter with you—
I ask you now frankly, are you pining for the
man you gave up to come with me !’

At this most unexpected thrust, a flush comes
into Kate's face which makes her for a moment
look like her old self, and she lifts her head with
its old proud gesture.

“I think,’" she says, with dignity, that you
might ln:eu?ned me such a question. I have
certainly suffered keenly from that of which you
speak ; but if I know myself, I am incapable of
¢ pining’ for any man on earth; not even for
the man whom I loved better than my life, when
at your bidding I sent him from me."”

 In making that requirement, I thought that
1 was acting for the best,” says Mr. Ashton, fall-

have heard of that, and zon may be sure I did | ing into the formula with which people often

not wear any willow for
was the very fat woman who used to hang her-
self with gold and jewels like a barbaric queen,
was she not! No doubt Mr. Vaughn felt, after

Uncle Ashton dissppointed his hopes by marry- | tha

ing instead of dying, that a fine gentleman
who could not work and was ashamed to beg,
must do the best he could for himself.”

““I am told that the affair about Frank Tar-
leton’s horse has set & mark on him which he
finds bard to live down,” says Miss Brooke—
and before she finishes the sentence, could
have bitten her tongue for her indiscretion.

But Kate's pale cheek has a flush of pleasure,

* for even to hear Tarleton’s name in this inciden-

tal manner is like water held to thirsty lips—
but the flush dies as quickly as}it came.

¢ It seems as if all that ned in another
life,”” she says, slowly, *
Fairflelds, and the old days, and the old faces—
dear, dear faces, God blees them all {—I am al-
moat sure that I have died and been buried, and
am in the place of departed souls.”

¢ If this goes on, I think you will be there
very soon,” says Miss Brooke, and she deter-
:lnill.:'el afresh to speak to Mr. Ashton without

elay.

On the next day, therefore, sho calls at an
hour when she kuows Kate is likely to be out,
and boldly attacks that gentleman.

““T have been inexpressibly shocked by Kate's
appearance, Mr. Ashton,” she says. * Are you
aware of the condition of her health? Do you
know that unless some change is apeedily made
in her life, the child will certainly die 1"

“] know that Kate does not aApEu to be in
very good health,’’ replies Mr., ton, consid-
erably -urtmed' and rather startled, “but I
haidly think that she is in danger of death. I
appreciate your interest in her, ever, and—
what change of life do you suggest I’

‘1 suggest,” s iua Brooke, ¢ that you
consent to my her back to America. I
believe that she is pining as much from home-
sickness as from anything else, and ‘that one
sight of Fairfields would do more for her than all
the aire of Italy.

¢ Has she told you this 1"’ asks Mr. Ashton.

¢ She has told me nothing—she has not ut-
tered one word of complaint,” replies Miss
Brooke. “‘1 saw—who could help seeing— !
the state of her health, and I urged her to come
with me and let me take her home ; but she an-

awered that she had promised to remain with
you as long as you desired to keep her. I found
ber so immovable that I determined to say no
more to her, but to come to you, and beg you to
consent to my taking her. Surely,” she on,
imploringly, ““she cannot have been with you
#0 long without your learning to love her—and
it would be better to give her up than to see her
die, would it not "

1t would be very unpleasant in every wa
to see her die ,” says Mr. Ashton, calmly, *‘ an
I will think of your propoill' and let you know
my decision to-morrow.”

‘¢ A creature as utterly without human feeling
a3 if he were an iceberg I” says Miss Brooke to
hon;lf, a8 she goes away with little hope of gain-

er t. :

¢ the man whom she thus condemns proves
that night that he has a heart underall his icy
selfishness. W‘liun Kate i-dabon;n tohbxd him
good-night, and they are alone in the apart-
ment,nigh-ys, kindly’ enough, “8it down, my
dear~1I have something to say to you.”

im. Carraway | console themselves for blunders beyond their

mending. ‘I thought that I would save yom

from a mistake that would ruin ﬂ{‘m life—Kate,

I should like to hear you say that you believe
t ”»

T do believe it,” answers the irl, in her
frank, sweet voice, *‘Why should I doubt it ?
Every one with you. My other uncle

said that he would never consent to suach a mar-
riage. I do not blame {10}1—“' not atall. You
were very generous, and for your generosity you
had a right to make condx’tion, and it was a
condition for what you thought my benefit. How
oould I blame you, then ! Indeed, I only wish
I could have repaid you better.”

Somewhat to her surprise, Mr. Ashton rises
and walks across the room, where he pauses for
s moment and clears his throat once or twice

hen I think of | before returning. Then he comes back and says,

nbrng’tly :

¢ You have repaid me for the service which I
rendered you, for you have been, during all the
time you have been with me, the most pleasant
and capable companion that I have ever known,
I am not a generous man, but I hope that I am
a just one, and I acknowledge that you had some
claim upon me. Ishould have taken you when
your father died ; and I wish now that I had
done ro—but it is too late to talk of that. What
I wish to say at present is that I am sorry if I
made a mistake a year ago, and I give your life
back into your own hands to do what you will
with it. If you choose to stay with me, I need not
say that I will amply provide for your fature;
bat, if you prefer to go with Miss Brooke, you
are at liberty to do so.”

His voice ceases, and, for a minute, Kate can
only gaze at him in silence—bewildered as a
captive bird which sees his cage-door set open,
and knows not what to do with the strange boon
of freedom which has come to it. When she
comprehends at last what has been given to her,
she realizes, in her own utter incapacity for any
joy thereat, how much too late it has come. Ah,
why does that which we desire, that for which
we eat out our hearts in longing, that for which
we bmoge Heaven with pmn, always come
too late} What gift ever into our hands
when they are stretched out for it ¢ If it com
at all, it is after those hands have in
weariness, and when delay has robbed fruition
of more than half—sometimes, indeed, of all—
its value.

“ Thank you, Uncle Ashton,” says Kate, at
1ast, as one mi%ht speak in a dream. *‘Youare
very good ; and, I think, you are a generous as
well asa just man. I shall never forget how
generous you have been to me ; and I hope you
will not think me ungrateful when I say that 1
should pnfar to go to my old home and my old
friends.”

CHAPTER XLIJI

" Gan e pam and we torget 1
an e pass we forge
M 14 oh-oot::dyunm;bopl
any & ;
Love the gift is love the debt.
Even s0.”

In this way Kate makes her choice once more
between two widely diverse paths in life, and
without & single sigh of regret turns from the
brilliant world, which has tempted her vainly

with its powers and pl to set her face to-
ward the well-loves home that sheltered her
joyous youth. i

The nearer she approaches to this Mecca of
her heart, the more does apathy give place to an
anticipation 8o keenly passionate that it almost
seems like a flame burning in the fitful glow of
the wasted cheeks, and shining in the laminous
eyes. When they land in America, her reluct-
ance to pausing anywhere short of their destina-
tion is manifestly so great that Miss Brooke
sends a telegram at once to Fairfields, and they
1;t;.]ke their way thither as fast as steam can carry

em.

Of the excitement which this telegram ereates
at Fairfields, it is vain to speak. To know
that Kate is absolutely and definitely coming
home is enough to send an electric thrill of joy
through the whole household, and, in somewhat
leaser degree, through all the neighborhood also.
They think of her as of the princess of a fairy-
tale, they picture her to themselves as far more
charming than when she went away—a brilliant,
accomplished woman of the world, perhaps, in-
stead of the radiant girl who is shrined in their
memories, but still with the old tender eyes, the
old sweet smile. *‘ No doubt she will be chang-
od,” Janet says a dozen times a day; no doubt
she will be an altogether different creatare in
many respects from the girl we knew, but Kate
cannot fail to be Kate through it all.”

I should think not, indeed ** says Sophy,
who is now Mrs. Wilmer. *‘She was always the
most affectionate and the most honest person in
the world, and if she is that still—and I am
sure she will be—we can pardon her for being

rettier and more fashionable, and for having a

ew foreign airs and graces.”

“T don’t suppose the airs and graces will in.
terfere with her love of riding,” says Will. 1
must try that new horse of mine with a side-
saddleand a riding-skirt. She will like him, I
know."”

So they discuss and make ready for her, and
so they are altogether unprepared for the pale
shadow of Kate who emerges from the train when
it rushes into the familiar Arlingford station-
house, and falls on Janet’s neck with a cry like
a tired child that has found its mother’s arms.

¢ Kate !—is it Kate ¥’ cries Janet, shocked,
incredulous, overcome with wonder and concern.
* Have you been'ill ! 'What is the matter with
her 1’ (to Miss Brooke).

¢ She has not been well,” answers that lady,
*and so I thought it best to bring her home. 1
think, like the Swiss soldiers, she was pinin
{;)r the blue hills. 8he will get better now,

ope.”’

1 shall get better if there is any better for
me,’’ says Kate, *‘and, if there is not, I do not
much care after I have seen you all again. Janet,

ou have not altered an iota, and oh, Will, my
ieu ‘Will, how like yourself you are !””

“Did you expect me to be like anybod:
else I’ asks Will, with an attempt at siang

which is not very sucoessful.
Indeed all desire for langhter dies out of the
hearts of thoss who look on that coun.

tenance and think of it as they knew it before.
‘When she makes her appearance at Fairfields,
consternation settles over the household, and
Mr. Lawrence can hardly trast himself to utter
a word as he takes her into his arms.
¢ 0O uncle, how glad, how happy I am to be
with you again I” cries Kate, clinging to him, as
one who has been shipwrecked might cling toa
rock. * It seems too good to be true! I carnot
realize that I am here! I think I must be
dreaming, and that I shall wake up to find my-
self far away.”
“Np, my dear little girl, you are here, and
ou shall@ever go away again,” answered Mr.
Lmnoo, in & trembling voice. *God forgive

back like this 1"

He does not address the last words to Miss
Brooke, but she answers them, after Kate has
been taken away with strict injunctions from
Mrs. Lawrence to rest in her own room.

¢ Remember,” she says, *‘ that nosuch change
as this came over Kate while she was with me.
You cannot imagine any one brighter or more
blooming than she was during the months she

nt in my house. As I wrote to you, however,
she suddenly and, to me, unaccountably deter-
mined to go abroad with the Ashtons. 8he was
with them for a year, and a month ago I met
her in Rome looking like this. Isaw that she
would die if something was not done, so 1 urged
her to return with me to America ; but she re.
fused to do so, saying that she was bound to re-
main with Mr. Ashton as long as he wanted her.
Then I appealed to him, and he—displaying a
little more human feeling than I thought he

—agreed for her to come if she liked.

I have brought her.”

* God bless you for it I”’ says Mr. Lawrence.
“*1f I had known, I would have gone myself and
brought her away ; but I could not know, and
but for yon we should have heard nothing until
we h the news of her death. What did those
people do to her 1 he adds, sternly.

P y

“8he insists that they did nothing—that they
were very 'kind. Certainly, 1 never imagined
that Florids Vaughn Xmased a hundredth part
of the feeling she displayed at parting with
Kate. We parted in Paric, and there 1
Kate to an eminent ﬂaysici.n who said—"

“ Well,” inquires Mr. Luwrence as she pauses,
*“ what did he say ! 1 am prepared for anything
after seeing her.’

¢ His opinion was rether more favorable than
I expected,” answers Miss Brooke. ‘‘ He said

that her heart is affected——that there is an
Mereditary tendency to organic disease of the
heart, which has been developed by distress and
trouble of mind ; but that, as yet, the disease
does not threaten life if her general health can

me for ever sending you away—to be brought

be reestablished, her mode of existence be made
easy and tranquil, and her mind freed from
whatever anxiety is resting uponit. Those were
his words.”’

¢ But what anxiety is resting upon it asks
Mr. Lawrence. ‘ Do yon know 1"

Miss Brooke shakes her head. ¢I confess that
Kate has been an enigma to me,"’ she says. ‘I
ceased to make even an attempt to understand
her when she discarded Herbert for Frank Tar-
leton—then threw the latter over with apparent
indifference, in order to go abroad with the two

le in the world whom she seemed most to
islike.” .

“ That remains A mystery to me,” says Mr.
Lawrence ; “but I am very certain that Kate
had some motive which we do not suspest—and
I do not think it could have been other than a
good one, for God never made a more unselfish
creature than she is.”’

N otwithstsndi:lﬁ the shock caused by Kate’s
ap ce, several days elapss before the house-
hold settles down to a thorough knowledge of
her condition. The idea that she can be not
strong enough to ride, not able to row, not cap-
able of climbing hills, forces itself with diffi-
culty into the minds of the younger members of
the family ; and even the elders learn but gra-
dually what a change has been wrought in her.
8he is glad beyond all measure of o:finn? lad-
ness to be with them agsin ; but this gladness
cannot bring back strength to her frame, nor
elasticity to her sgirit, and, as day follows day,
they perceive with alarm how deep the change
in her has struck.

To Kate herself there is a revelation of this.
Do we ever realize what alterations the resist-
less march of time, the more resistless force of

circumstances, have made in us, until we return
after long absence to some familiar spot, and,
‘l:::kki?} around, say, “Isit I who have come

‘' Places are toe much
Or else too little for immortal maa ;
Too little when love’s May o'ergrows the grouad,
Too much when that lnxuriant robe of greea
Is rustling to our ankles in dead leaves.
"Tis only good to be here or there,
Because we had a dream on such a stons,
Or this or that ; but, onoe being wholly waked,
And come back to the stone without a .
‘We trip upon "t—alas ! and hurt ourselves ;
Or olse it falls on us and grinds us flat,
The heaviest gravestone on this burying earth.”

There are many such stones to fall on Kates
turn where she will. In her eager yearning for
Fairfields she did not know how full of associa-
tions like ned swords everything there
would prove. If the memory of the past was
with her even beneath foreign skies, and amid
alien surroundings, what is it here on the very
scene of her brief, sweet dream of love ¢ All the
summer beauty of the forests, the murmurs of
the river, the graceful outlines of the hills, have
for her but one association. What were all
these places before Tsrleton filled them with his

resence, with his step like music, and his smile
rike light? She does not know. All memory
is merged for her in the recollection of that one
space of existence when the two looked into each

other’s eyes and read the story which is asold as
time, and sometimes fair as heaven, though far
more often sad as earth.

But she does not yield to despond>nt regret
now any more than she has hitherto done. Her
leasure at being again with those whom she
roves so faithfully is almost pathetic, and her
old friends, who soon begin to come in scores to
welcome back their bonny Kate, find her unal-
tered in her cordial simplicity, however much
they are shocked by the woeful change in her
appearance. But as the days pass on, she hears
nothing of one old friend, and at last she speaks
of him.

¢ Janet,’’ she says, ‘‘ what has become of Mr.
Proctor "

Janet, who has some sewing in her hands,
does not lift her eyes as she answers :

¢ Nothing has become of him—I mean, no
change of any kind has befallen him. He is
living where he always has lived, and doing
what he always did, and he will be here to-mor-
row to see you, Kate.”

* Will he 1” says Kate. I am glad to hear
it—I shall be glad,to see him. I have thought
of him several times, but, since nobody has men-
tioned his name, I was half afraid to ask about
him—1I was afraid he might be gone away, or—
dead, rhqr.”

¢ He would have been to see you before now,
if I had not written to him that you were too
weak to be excitéd—and I was afraid that seeing
him would excite youn,” says Janet.

Kate puts out her hand and touches softly the
one which is sewing. ‘‘ How thoughtful you
are I"” she says. ** Bat you are mistaken—it
will not excite me to see him ; it will not make
me remember anything more vividly than 1 re-
member it now. Of all my friends—and I have
been very rich in friends, if poor in all else—
there is no one whom I think of more kindly
than of Mr. Proctor. I used to langh at him,
him, did I nott Bat now and then there are
occasions in life which prove what is gold and
what is base metal, and he was proved to be gold
to the core.”” rae
_ Janet has not usually much color, but, a8 she
lifts her face now, there is a flush on her cheaks

which makes her almost pmtsy. )

* Kate,” she says, ** would it distress you to
hear that, although Mr. Proctor has never for.
gotten you, he has olnnie: sufficiently to—to
want to marry somebody else 1”

* He, too I” says Kate, with involuntary dis-
may at this {] f of the limited nature of

masculine consth ?o -Then she gathers harself
ment’s pause, and goes on,

together after a’
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with a slight laugh. ** I forgot how long I have
been away—nearly two years, and how could we
expect a man to remember 8o long as that t And,
indeed, 1 am not selfish enough to be sorry that
he has forgotten me sulliciently to want to warry
samebody else—il the somcbody else will make
him happy. Who is she, Janet 1"

¢ 8he is somebody who used to laugh at him,
too, but who has learned better, now, and will
try to make him happy, if she can,” answers
Janet, blushing to the roots of her hair, yet
laughing, rlso. * Here isaring you have not
obsarvcg'n she says, drnwiug one from her firger,
* Look at the initials in it."

Kate, in a blank state of wonder and stupidity,
takes the ring ; but when she has mastered the
fact that it is from G. P.to J. L., light beginy
to break upon her understanding.

8o it is you, Janet!” she cries. * O my
doar, how very glad Tam! This is better, a
great deal better, than Mr. Jounes, the widower.
But how did it come about ?”

¢« Through yau, of course,” saya Janet, “'After
you weut away he seemed to have no comfort
except in talking to me about you, avd in that
way [ came to know him better than | had ever
done before. He is not brilliant, Kate, but he
is 8y true aud grueroty ns a man cuy bel”

1 know that,” says Kate. ** Who
know it better "

* But you da not know -atleast I hardly
suppose you know—that it wa<he who went to
Southdale when Frank Tarleton was recoveriug,
aud told him the story of how  you found him
No one else had told him-no one else would
Lave told him—but George Proctor said that he
should kuow it. The consequence was that
Frauk left as soon aa Lie was able to travel —ta
go to you. Kate, have | made 2 mistake t |
could nat bear that you should not know how
unselfishly he tried to serve you.”

** No, dear, you have not made auy mistake,”
answers Kate, dropping the hands which she had
involuntarily lifted to her face. ** You have
done very right. I would not have issed this
kuowledge for anything —~l would not have re-
mained in ignorance that I owe to that generous
goul the very bust gift of all wmy life. 1 you had
ever known what it wag to stiugele aygninst what
you believed to be a love for an unworthy ab.
ject, you would know the preatness and blessed-
ness of having it replaced hy a memory without
a stain —and this you tell me that [ owe to Mr.
Proctor. Ah, may God hear my gratefol pravers,
and bless him through life and beyoud death t

The passionate sweetness of her voice thrills to
Janet’s heart ; and acting on an impulse which
in too strong to be resisted, she seizes Swr cousin's
hands.

“ Kate,” she cries, “* [ must, [ must ask you
—why did vou and Frenk Tarleton part when
he went to you the last time ! [If you have a
memory of him without stain, it could not have
been his fault, and yet—-""

* His fault 1" repeats Kate, as she pauses.
4 N o—it was my fault, first, lust, all the time.
It was my fault when 1 doubted him here, it
was my fault when we parted finally, No truer
gontleman ever kent faith than he. 1 am proud
and glad to tell you that”

“ Then why did you part ¥* reiterates Janet.
“You loved him then, and, ¢ wy dear, my
dear, you love him now—do 1| not see it 1

11 1 do, it will not harm him,” says Kate,
with a faint smile. *‘{ canuct tell you why we
parted -1 cannot tell any one—but [ aflirm on
my honor that, neither directly nor indirectly
was the parting his fault.  Now let us say no
more about it.  Why should we talk of what is
as dead ay if it had bappened a hundred years
ago 1"’

* But is it dead beyoud all chance of resurrece-
tion ¥ pleads Janet.  ** Is there no hope ! 1f
you let him know—""

Kate stops the words on her lips by a ges-
ture.

“ Yau are talking of what you do not under-
stand,” she says. *‘ There was no lovers’ quar-
rel, or apything of that kind. Uuder the pres-
sure of a stern duty, we parted definitely and
finally fifteen months ago. From that day to
this, | have never heard from or of him, and |
am not mad enough to dream that he remembers
tne still.  Why should het He said that he
would forget me, and 1 fancy that it wus not a
hard tusk. Mr. Fenwick and Mr. Proctor have
both succeeded in it sinen then.”

*But you did not love them,” says Janet,

* And Frank Tarleton had reason to believe
that 1 did not love him,” answers Ksate. *‘At
least, he said that it cost me nothing togive him
up—though I think if he could see me now he
might change his mind. Not that I am pining
for him," she adds, quickly ; *‘ not that I regret
what I did. One does not have many opp rtuni-
tios in life to do what is right at some cost to
one's self—and one would be very cowardly
not to be able to bear a little pain which is
only one’s own pain.”

* But pain can kill1” eries Janet, sharply.

“1f God wills,” Kute answers. ** But what
then ?

* Como haslow, or coma lie frat, ,
1t is but Death who cowmes at last.

conld

Don’t look so sorry, though. 1 shall not die if
1 can help it, for [ am too glad—too wore than
glad—to be with you all again.”

(70 be continued.)

‘Tnr Faglish Government has offered £500 for
information leading to thesrrost of any one har-
boring the assassing or aiding their escape.

FRANK 1. CUSIINT,

At Fort Wingate—whose clustered buildin
n”lght'grv-y adobe look cheerfully out from a
mountain.side background of dark green pines
acrnss 8 bruw:n plain to & panorama o?tbis archi.
tectural sublimity—while sitting in the officers’
(.:hlh-‘rrmm one warm afternoon, we saw a strik-
ing figure walking across the parade ground : a
ulyudw youny men in a pictureaune costume ; a
high-crowned and broad-brimmed felt hat above
loug blonde hair and prominent features ; face,
figure, and  general aspect looked as if he might
have stepped out of the frame of a Cavalier's
portrait of the time of King Charles.  The cos-
tume, too, ceemed at first glanee to helong to the
nge of chivaley, though the materials were evi
d-:ull_y of the frontier, There were kuee-brecches,
stockings, belt, ete., all of a fashion that would
not have an anfamiliar look if given out asa
};um_pean costume of two or three centuries ago.
it it was u piirely aboriginal dress, such as had
been worn on that ground for ages.

Auswening our inquiry, the army officer with
whom we were talking said :  * That is Frank
H. Cushing, # youny gentleman conunissioned
by the Smithsonian Institution to investigate
the history of the Pueblo Indians as it may be
traced in their present life and cuostoms, e is
living at Znui, that being the best field for his
tesearches. 1t ig no stroke of eccentricity that
prompts him to dress that way ; no desire to
make himselt conspicnous. He is one of the most
wodest fellowy | ever knew, and the attention
uttracted by such & costnme i really painful to
him. fut he bears it without Hinching, as
bravely as he has borne many perila and priva-
tions in the cause of science. e has an end in
view, aud wicely adopts the means best suited
to its attainment. That is the course taken by
all men snccessful in whatever may be their
chosen pursuits, Stanley would have been a
fool to wenr the tur clothing of the aretic regions,
or even his native starched lineu, ou his expedi-
tion into the beart of Africa.  Neither would a
miller follow his trade in a suit of hisck broad-
cloth,  So Cushing, 1o make asuceess of his in-
vestigations, can not stand contemplating his
subjects from the outside, like a spectator at a
play.  He must go on to the stage, and take his
own part in the petformance. There are no
people more distrustful of the motives of stran.
gers than are the North Ameriean Indians. One
can only learn anything trustworthy from them
biv gaining their confidence and sympathy ; so
Cushing has adopted the only sensible course.
He has becoms one of the Zuuis for the time be-
ing, has conformed to all their observances, and
learned their Language thoroughly. He has been
made their second chief, and is a recognized
leader amonyg them.  Hisreward is that the cur-
tain of a mysteriousiy hidden past and present
has been lifted for him. Toa primitive people
rank and suthority are most powerfully indicat-
ed by their outward symbols. To maintain his
influence, Cushing must out-Zuni the Zuanis, so
to speak. A man sent to them from the great
father at Washington, and with wmeans and
leisure, as he seetns to have, must dress accord.
ing to his station.  And it pleases and fatters
them tosee himalways arrayed in the full tradi.
tional costume of their nation—a dress such as
they only wear on formal occasions. Heis amply
rewarded for all such conformities to their
pleasure.  Ax you are intending a trip to Zuni,
geutlemen, you ought by all means to meet him.
To be there with him will alone make it worth
vour while to have come across the continent.
His companionship will give you an insight into
the life of « strunge people whose strangeness is
pussing quickly uway—a life which otherwise
you conld hope to know anly hy what the unin-
structed, aud therefore deceiving, vision might
tell you."”

We soon met Mr. Cushing, and spent a few
pleasant days with him at the fort. The know-
ledge gained by our intercourse, which develop-
ed a warm mutual friendship, proved to be the
finest preparation for the trip, like *‘ reading up”
before setting out on a tour to strange countries.
Mr. Cushing was visiting his friend Dr. Wash.
ington Matthews, the post surgeon, and was en-
gaged in packing some rare specimens to go to
the Smithsoniau Institution. Dr. Matthews was
in hearty sympathy with Mr. Cushing’s work,
being him<ell an able ethnologist, who has made
a reputation by his researches among the Hid-
atzas of the Northern plains, and is now making
similar studies nmong the Navajos. Another
energetic worker in the aboriginal field, whose
duty happened to call him to Fort Wingate at
the time, was Lieutenant Bourke, of General
Crooke's staff, detailed to make specinl studies
of the habits of the Indians. Lieutenant Bourke
was modestly deprecintory of the value of his
own work in comparison with that of Mr. Cush-
ing, whom he termed the ablest American eth-
nologist. But Lieut. Bourke's investigations,
as recorded in his accurate and remarkably full
notes, can not tail to form valusble contribu.
tions to ethnological science.—SYLVESTER BAX-
TER, in Huarper's.

A ZUNI COUNCIL.

The Zunis delight in a couneil. These conncils
are frequently lmtl, there being no specitied in-
tervals of time for their sessions. They are eall-
ed whenever oceasion arises, and all atlairs of
the siation are discussed and rogulated by them.
They are legislatures aud courts in one, and fur-
nish an extromely interesting picture af parlia-
mentarisn in its primitive form, When a coun-

~

¢il is devined necessury, the Governor orders his
herald to summon it. At sunset, when the air

is quict, the herall stands upon the highest
house-top in Zuni—a statuesqne figure against
the clear sky—and utters the call in a loud,
measured, and resonant voice. The women all
hear it, and the tidings quickly spread, so that
in the evening there is sure to be & good attend.
ance. The herald answers for the newspaper in
Zuni, for all proclamations and items of news
deemed of general importance are announced in
this way,

After dusk on the evening of the council dark
figurea with blankets wrapped about them—for
the evening air isalways cool—enter the Gaver-
nor's house silently as shadows. A grave saluta-
tion and a grasp of the hand, and they seat
themselves in the large room used for the coun-
cils. One evening about a hundred of the lead-
ing men were thus assembled, silting on a sort
of bench running along the side of the room,
or squstting on their haunches in « circle. On
the floor, in the midst of the circle, the Gov-

ernor had strewn a lot of corn husks, and a bag’

of fine-cut being set out, cigarettes were rolled,
and a constant smoking was kept up. The air
would have been thick enough had not the large
fire-places given such excellent ventilation. The
women aml young men gathered respectfully

i around the doors and windows and listened, As

the evening wore on the room grew warm, and
the men gradually shed their garments, until
about half the assemblage sat with naked bodies
of aruddy bronze hue.  Asit grew late, some
arose and glided silently out of the room. But
it was an important watter they were talking
about, and the most of them staid until it was
settled at a small hour of the morning. The
subject was discussed earnestly and gravely, no
motion being shown either in the face or in the
manner of speaking, although some would ocea-

sionally betray their excitement in a trembling -
[t was a will case under discussion, and
the Governor sat motionless and speechless, be. -

voice,

ing the judge from whose decision there could
be no appeal.  Early in the evening the two
caviques who were present arose to go. In re-
sponse to Mr. Cushing's question, Lai-ui-ai-tsai-
lun-kii said, ** Though it is our place to elect
our Governor, it is not for us to sav anything
that may influence his judgment.” Would that
all public men had as nice an idea of the pro.
prieties of politics!
people that chooses the Governor of Zuni, but
the caciques.—Hurper's,

EATING AN SLEEPINTG.

These twa occupations have a closer connec. -

tion than most persoons are willing to admit. The

notion is prevalent that it is unhealthy to eat

late at night or just before retiring. This comes
from the severe denunciation of ‘‘ late suppers,"”
contained in the old popular works on diet. But
the argument in these publications was not di-

rected against food at a late hour in the day.:

It was the midnight debauch that was the object
of attack ; and even here it was less the gluttony
than the drunkenness which alarmed the doctors
and called forth their reprehensions.

Man can train himself to the habit of sleeping
without a vreceding meal, but only after lon
vears of practice. As he comes ints the worlc
nature is too strong for him, and he must be fed
before he will sleep, A child's stomach is small,
and when perfectly filled, if no sickness disturbs
it, sleep follows naturally and inevitably. As
digestion goes on the stomach begius to empty,
Asingle fold in it will make the little sleeper
restless ; two will waken it ; and if it ix hushed
again to repose the nap is short, and three falds
put an end to the slumber. Paregoric or other
narcotic may close its eyes again, but without
either food or some stupefying drug it will not
sleep, wo matter how healthy it may be. We
uge the oft-quoted illustration, ** sleeping as
sweetly as an infant,” becanse this slumber of a
child follows immediately after its stomach is
completely filled with wholesome food. The
sleep which comes to adults when the stomach
is nearly or quite empty is not after the type of
infantile sleep.

1t is a fact established beyond the possibility
of contradiction that sleep aids digestion, and
that the process of digestion is condutive te re-
freshing sleep. The drowsiness which always
follows the well.ordered meal is itself a testi-
mony of nature to this inter-dependence. The
waste of kuman life by the neglect of this lesson
is very great. A hoalthy person who goea to bed
on a full stomach will always awake in the morn.
ing with a better ngpetite for his breakfast. If
dinner is eaten in the middle of the day, and a
light supper is served at six in the afternoon, a
hearty Juncheon should be provided at ten in the
evening, orjust before the hour of retiring. The
rule should be to eat at the last moment before
going to bed, whatever that hour may be. And
this Iatest meal should not be of “ light” viands,
as this phraseis commonly understood. The less
a porson eats at any time of cake or pie, or the
countiess tlummeries that go to make up a fancy
tea-table, the better ; but none of these should
be eaten at bed-time. Cold chicken, cold roast
beef, corned beef, or wholesome weat of any
kind, with bread and butter will serve the sub.
stantial requisites for this collation. Warm milk
with bread and [ruit makes a vory wholesome
evening meal. With a clear conscience and a
full stomach any man in tolerable health may
derive from his nightly sleep that recuperation
which ought to come from this sweet restorer of
life's daily wear and waste,

Mopye. ANNA Bisnor's concort in New York,
on the 27th, is luoked forward to with great interest.

It iy not the voice of the . jyyolves nine hours of preparatiou.

OSCAR WILDE AND A PEANUT BOY.

A man who was on the same train with Wilde,
coming from Reno to Ogden, relates an amusing
experience. Wilde was lounging back in his
seat, dreaming of asphodel, etc., when the train
boy woke him up by shouting :

“ Hoscar Wilde's poems for ten cents {”

The poet started up into a sitting position,
with:

** Qreat Gurod! is it possible that my poems
have reached su:h beastly fizures as that 1"

* Three for two bits,” continued the boy.

He offered the poet some copies of the Seaside
Library edition in paper.

Wilde grabbed the book and fixed his big eyes
on the boy.

“ Do you know, my dear sir, that you are lend-
ing your countenance to a hellish infringement
on the rights of an English author ¥’

“ Is that so ?" replied the boy, slowly. ‘Do
you 'spose the feller that rit the book will know
it ¥

“Of course he will. How can your guilty
arts escape his cognizance 7

“ His cognuzzence ain't anything to me. It
ain’t loaded, is it ¢

“1 am the author of those poems.”

“Ah! goaway,” suickersd the boy. ““You

are ringing in for a commish. "Twon't work,
Cully.  Folks put up jobs on me every day.
Here, take a wasted peanut and fillup. If 1
thought such a looking chap as you rit them
lines, d"ye "spose I'd peddle 'em 1" No sir

The crowd roared, und Wilde joined heartily
in the laugh., After the boy was assured that
the man was none other than the poet, he went
to Wilde am! offered him a dozen oranges to call
it square.— Sult Luks Tribune.

o

VARIETIES.

Tue only place in Europs, with the exception
of Milan, where cremation can be performed is
at tiotha, where there is a cremation hall in the
fields without the city.  {t has heen wrected
about two years and a half, and in thut time
fifty-two bodies have been cremated, and their

. ashes are preserved in urns in the outer hall,

The process costs about twenty tive dollars, and
A religious
service can be read over the retnaius before they
are taken down to the furnace, and the Protest.
ant clergvmen now offer no objections, though
the Homan Catholic priests are very bitter
agaiust it. A fair proportion of Jews are also
willing to dispose of their dead in this manner.
Quly two of the nearest relatives are allowed to
descend with the otlicials to the closing scens,
and the body is not consum:d by fire, but re-

I duced to ashes by air heated to 6u0 degrees

Réaumur. Two hours are allowed to elapse be-
fore the ashes are collected, and in case of a man
they generally weigh about six pounds, and of a
woman about four pounds.

Tur London Pictorial says: *‘* The present
fashion of short hair for ladies is as astonishing
to the masculine mind as were the big lumps of
rale tresses that went before the epoch of small
{leads. They were, of course, atrocious, yet
hardly so ntterly hideous as the shrimp locks
now so much in vogae. Itis astoniching that
people cannot be content with s pretty fashion,
aud rewain satisfied with it —but no ; change —
anything for change, is the cry of the present
day ; aud so we have short, boyish hair in lieu
of the humble knots in the neck, and the fluffy
pretty front curls of last season. Little girls are
made to loek like boys, older girls don New-
market coats and jockey caps and carry sticks,
aud middle-aged women—aye, and even old ones
-—crop their grizzling or gray tresses, and surely
can have no conception of the positively dread.
ful look of short white hairs, instead of neat
rolls under the bonuet or hat. Why do wo-
men try to ape men?! Not even the divided
skirt can make them invulunerable to the pains
and penalties of the sex ; and though some may
long to be men, they can but long after all, and
must remain women to the end of the chapter.
By the way, does every one know that a de-
vout male Hebrew thanks God every day in
his prayers for his goodness generally, but
more especially for the fact that he was not made
a woman.”

MUSICAL AND DRAMATIC.

Epwix Boorit sails for England on the 31st
iost.

Mbpwme
shortly.

CaMirua Urso is to visit Moutresl

Tug Albert Hall is to have a new lease of life
as the Bijou Thestre,

Tie ¢ Two Orphans” are looked for at the
Academy the latter balf of aext week,

Rosst complains bitterly of the way in which
bé hus been traated in the States.

Maurice Grav's French Opera Company
bave been doloy an immense busivess at the Acsdemy
of Muslo.

M. voxN GLassR, Sarah Bernhardt’s manager,

intends to give n series of Waguer conoerts in America
next fall.

Oscar WiLpE lectured on Monday and Satur-
day in Montreal, on Tuesday in Oitawa, snd o~ 7 aurs-
day in Quebseo.

¢ Music and the Drama” is improving with
every issue. The editor, Mr, J. C. Feund lately te-
ceived a most tuttering letter from Mdwme, Materio in

praise of the paper.
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Come when

The snows that linger

Among the kills

When to our homestead return the swallows,

And in the hollows

Bloom daffodils.

Nny do not linger, for each to-morrow

Will breakx in sorrow

If thou delay

our hearts are barning

ickly,

Comoe to us qui

ith tender yearning

W

coms to-day.

Come,

B it P




CANADIAN TLLUSTRATED NEWS.

May 27, 1882.

LTS VOANVIN ST -




CANADIAN ILLU

STRATED NEWS.

e e e e et e P o ATt

May 27 1889

LOVE AND THE DIAMOND.

1

*t Jowel bright
Q shioe to-night

For my love doth love me
Gleam and shine,
O ring of mine!

Like yor star above meo !

1L

* Tell oh tell
Witl all be well
As the years pass over me?
Gleam out, gleam bright,
Q erystal light !
And speaks the joys before we.”
1.
My light aball glow
His love will grow
Forever and forever,
Loyal 1o thee
Foursaye be'll bs
And cesre to love thew—never.”
OBiANIN,

JESSE JAMES.

V1.
THE DETECTIVE'S FATE,

The predicament of Wardell, the detective,
when he found himsel{ discovered by the ont-
law, Jesse James, was a perilous one.

Like the two Promios, the two men, himself
and Scipio, stared 8t one another. he foruter
in consternation. the latter in mute bewilder-
men:. Even Bruce himself, who accompanied
the negro was puzzled, for Wardell’s make-up
wasa perfect copy of Scipio, from his short curly
shock of hair to the humyp on his back.

The detective realized that the denonement
was &t hand, the crisis near, and a5 he saw no
avenue open for escape, he silently submitted
himself to the fate of death which threatened
him,

*“ What does this mean " Jemanded James,
his face expressing the keenest surprise.

*“ It meansthat you huve Leen deceived,'’ re-
plied Bruce.

“ Deceived !

“Yes."”

“In what way t”’

* By yonder ninpostor,” said Bruce, pointing
20 Wanrdell.

‘ An imposter,”’ repeated James, ‘s he not
a pegro

* No, he isa spy.”

A spr !

The words broke simultaneously from several
of the band, as with angry flashing eves and
resolute faces they sprang before Wardell,

*‘ Yes, he came to my house two nightssince,
overheard my talk with Scipio, and taking ad-
vantage of the information, followed the darkey
after | had sent him bere and induced him to
change clothes with him by frightening him.
Last night Scipio thought better of his flight
and retmrned to mee.  Here I am to unmask this
imposter.’”

“Who is he, anyway ¥ inquired Bob Young-
€r, as he approached Wardell.

The detective was silent.

““Who are you?” persisted the outlaw raising
bisrevolver.

** A detective,”’

James started.

“ Your name

‘“The prisoner hesitated,
boldly, ¢ Wardell.™

¢ Wardell 1

A cory of mingled surprise and alarm broke
from Jesse James' lips.

**Kill him !" he cried. .

Younger raised his revolver and took deadly
aim at his foe.

Crash !

A shot echoed through the cabin, but not
from his weapon. He had fallen to the floor
while with a cry of rage and pain he lifted his
hand.

A mysterious bullet from an unknown hand
had fired 2 ball through the window of the
cabin, striking the revolver from the bandit's
hand in time to save Wardell’s life.

““Who fired that shot?’ cried James, ex-
citedly.

““ It came through the window,””
James, his brother.

The bandits sprang to the door, and for half
au hour searched the vicinity,

*“Did you find any one?’ ioquired Bruoce,
who had been goarding Wardeil, when they re-
turned,

¢ No.”

‘* Who could it have been #*

! Some accomplice of this man. [ shall kill
him first and then find out the other.”

Cole Younger interposed a detaining hand
a8 James was about to draw his weapon.

¢ Not that way,” he said.

**Why not 1

¢ Because | have a better scheme.”

“ What is it "

““ Bruce tells e that his reasocn for hasten-
tog hither was to warn us."

“Warp us 1’ -

“Yes."

¢ Of what ¥

“Of peril.  He says that a body of police
were at Foreston last night. Some one has put
them on our trail.”

“* We must Jeave this

““ It is true,” aflirrged

but finally said

said Frank

lace if this is true.”
ruce,

** As to this man,” sail Youuger, indicating
Wardell, ** we will make an example of him.”

“In what way 1"

“ Shooting is teo mild.
horses, take!ix
cross-roads.”

James’ silence gave the asseut to the propo-
sition.

The bandits collected together their trea-
sures, and a few minutes later rode away,
leaving Bruce and Scinio behind and leading
Wardell, his hands bound and with a long
rope around his neck.

They halted as they teached the cross-roads,
snd Younger threw the end of the rope across
a high limb of & tree and secured it.

He had removed the rope from Wardell's
neck. He now lifted the detective to a horve
and again secured the lariat around his throat.

The night was a dark one, ouly oceasionally
the moon coming out from behind the cloudsy
irradisting all the sombre scene with that mel-
ancholy tinge which no peu has ever yet de.
lineated, no pencil portrayed. It was durieg
one of these g\eams of mooulight that Younger
gave the word—

** Ready !"

The bandit who held the horse’s head started
the steed. The body of the detective dangled
in mid-air.

At that moment a shot was heard. The body
of the man whirlsd around and fell.  The rope
had been cutiniwo by a bullet.

A look of superstitious alarm was visible on
the face of James, while his compauions startled
with alarm and dismay vaiuly looked around
for the place whenee this second mysterions
shot had been fired.

*¢ He shali die!” cried Younger, with a fierce
oath. *“Get vour revelvers ready and watch on

We will mount our
im with us, and hang him at the

¢ Lillian,” he said, in a friendly tone, ¢’ you
and I havo strangely met.  Wo must part now
for a time, at least. But while | return to the
trail of these outlaws, it is also to ferret out the
secret of your life, to wring from Cole Younger's
lips the mystery of your fortune.”

They had parted with a finm hand-claap, and
a warmer sentiment of esteem mutually existing
between them.

The flowers had faded, autumn had glided
into winter ere the detective, after wmonths of
faithful research, fouaud the lost tmil of the
James band.

It was a cold December day, when the detec-
tive, closely enveloped in mutfiers and overcoat,
approsched 2 wayside taveru zhout ten niles
from Muncie. The secret movements of Jesse
James which had bafled detective skill for
many months, had at last been found, snd he
believed that he could now corner his men away
from home and in a section of the country where
they had but few friends.

Captain Lull, of Chicags, and Johu Wicher,
a Pinkerton detective, had both been murdered
by the outlaws, who had grown more and more
desperate than ever, but Wandell did not hesi-
tate. The capture of these men seemed to have
become the ruling motive of his life. The
prowise of the bank president at Corydon had
heen redeemed and he did not fail to sustain
Wardell and his aged father and mother.

1 must earn the rewanl,” the detective had
decided, ** not because of it, but because jt is
my duty to rid the country of these merciless
despermdoes, and to avenge the death of Wilson,
my friend."”

He eutered the little tavern and advanced to
the stove with s feeling of comfort ay he ex-
perienced the geninl warmth of the place. He
would fain have remained there, but he knew

all sides.™ Fduty uecessitated a long journey ere the night

The detective's face was pale but resolute.
He had determined to meet \Lﬁath bravely if it
was inevitable.

‘The rope was re-arranged and the horse drawn
up. The signal word was spoken and this time
the body dangled in space with no friendly
hand to save him.

“Come boys,” said James. “‘I'm getting
somewhat alarmed at these show. The man
ain't worth the risk of standing here to be fired
at.”

They drove off and his last backward glance
at Wardell, revealed him hanging from the limb
of the tree.

Yet they had scarcely disappeared when a
form sprang from some underbrueh near by. It
was the figure of a young man with fair face and
anxious eyes, who hastened to the tree with a
quick movement, and severed the rope by
which Wardell was suspended.

With trembling eager hands the newcomer
untied the rope and attempted to resuscitate the
insensible detective,

A sigh of relief escaped his lips as he wit-
pessed the return to consciousuess of Wardell.

The detective opened his eyes and stared con-
fusedly arund. Theu his gaze rested on the
face of his preserver,

At that moment the moon shining out plainly
revealed the face of the other. Despite the
male attire and the shorn tresses the detective
recognized his companion, and in startled tonea
cried :

**In heaven's nawe how came you here I”

He had reason to wonder, for his preserver
was no other than the backwoods beauty, the
adopted daughter of Bucher the tavern-keeper,
who had saved his life once before,

VIt
CORNERED.

One week after the occurrence of the events
detailed in the last chapter, atfairs had shaped
themselves to a basis much at variance with the
original plans of Wardell.

%’ben fully recovered from the effect of the
brutality of the outlaws he found himself fuce to
face with the beautiful girl who had twice saved
his life, gratituade and surprise were mingled,
and he listened interestedly to her explanation
of what had transpired since he had seen her
last. She told him that it was indeed her face
which he had seen at the window of the bandit's
cabin. After escaping from Bucher she had
donned rale attire, and in this disguise had en-
deavored to learn where the detoctive was, At
last she had located, and traced him to the
cabin of the outlaws, and, as he now so grate-
fully discerued, had rescued hirm from a horrible
death.

Together they determined to seek some town
retnote from the haunts of the train robbers. It
would be folly to pursue them on foot, and
they started for Forreston, where they arrived
the next day.

Here Lillian Bucher, as she wns known, had
resumed her proper attire, and fouud a tem-
Q\orary home with a frrend. Here, too, she told

‘ardell all sho knew of her past. It was a
dark mystery, save in one regard. Shehad be-
lieved herself the child of Bucher and his wife
until one night she overheard a conversation
between him and Cole Younger. Daring that
interview she heard enough to convince her that
she had been stolen or adopted by the tavern.
keeper in early infancy, that he knew her
perents, and that when she came of age she
would become heiress to a fortune. It wan
Younger's scheme to marry her, to claim her
fortune, and to divide with Bucher.

When Wardell had listened to the story,

way past.

“Did a party of men call here a few hours
since U° he asked of the landlord.

“Yes.”

*On harseback ¥

“ Yo and well mounted, too.”

“ How many were there V'

Y Fivel"

“ Which way did they go ¥

“ West,”

Warlell thanked the man, but did not gratify
his ewriosity as to the matives of bLis question.
ing. He hurnied from the place and proceeded
down the snow-choked road in the direction in-
dicated by the tavern-keeper.

The tracks in the snow were numerous and
confusesd, but he pressed on resolutely.  Day-
light wad nrarly gone as he reached s side road
and saw that the horses' tracks diverged from
the main highway.

* The railroad 1" ejaculated the detective.
* Their old gameo. Always too late, My plans
seetn fated to meet with disaster.”

It was indeed the old gume of the outlaws and
the Kansas Pacific w.s the road which was
destined to suller from their bold depredations.
They reached the station at Muncie about dark,
placed obstructious on the track agd when the
train stopped, detached the train, ordered the
engineer, with revolvers leveled at his head, to
proceed balfz mile up the track with the express
car, robbed it of twenty four thousand dollars
in jewelry and money and then escaped.

‘v\'ﬂl’dé{l arrived after the robbery had taken

lace.

Doomed to disappointment in his hope of
overtaking the outlaws, there was nothing to do
but to remain quiet and again search for new
clues regarding their whereabouts,

It was fully a month before his efforts were
crowned with soccess. But during that time he
was not idle. In connection with the 8t. Jo-
seph police he located Bud MeDaniels, in that
city. He was arrested while intoxicated, and
identifierd a4 one of the new gang, by the pos.
session of a large amount of jewelry stolen in
the Muancie raid,

He escaped after his trial, but waa killed in
so doing, being the next after John Younger of
the gang, to pay the penalty of his crime.

Clell Miller and Jim: Hinds and two others,
were captured soou after. Both escaped by
holding officers between thumaelves and the fire
of their euemies, Thompson, the other mem-
ge\r of the band evaded arrest for the time

cing.

Wardell had now become convinced that
James was either operating more than one band,
or that some of the old outlaws had retired
from the perils of baadit life.

Oue wild evening in Januvary the detective
had informed the police that he believed that
the James boys were housed at their mother's
home near Kearney. He had truced them to
that neighborhood, bat had been nearly killed
in escaping, his horse being struck twice by
bullets.

The police pretended to have the same in-
formation. Atall cvents, later in the evening
Wardell was invited to a conference in a pri-
ggte room at a hotel where a dozen men met

im. .

They introduced themselves as Pinkerton
detectives, referred to the large rewards offered
for the capture of the James gang, and asked
Wardell what he thought of & descent upon the
old farm honse,

‘‘ My peculiar methods of operation are ditfer-
ent to yours,” he said.  ** It will be no easy task
capturing these men."

His companions, bold in their ignorance,
treated his words with diadain,

‘‘Show us the house,' they said, * and we

there was a warm regard in his eyes.

will rigk the rest.”

* 1 will not go,” replied Wardell, ¢y would
be suicide to attempt to cornor thoge men
until wo know more of their movementy It
you will detail four parties of men tg sur-
round the house, there may be some show of
suceess.”

The eity marshal tried to induce him to ac.
company them, while the others were long in
their boasts of being able to outwit the oy,
dits,

*Come with us &t least,” they porsisted
**You know the spot, and we have a pla
which canuot fail to drive James out of th,
houss.”

““Jesse James is a host in himself,” g
Wardell, ‘“and soven men cannot cope wig
these men under cover,”

** Aund if we could dislodge them.”

*“ You cannot.”

*Why not ¥’

** Because they are too watchful."

‘ Leave that to us,” said one of the Jetee.
tives, confidently.

Wardell at last consented to accompany them
aud wagons wers secured to convey thew t, the
supposed hiding-pluce of the James band.

he house commandet a full view of the sy
rounding land, but the detective party way
divided 80 as to obtain & full view of the |dace,
Noune ventured to approach the house mbidh
they felt contained men waiting for a fair aig
at their enemies.

““ The house ix dark,” seid Wardell.

“*We will dixlodge the bandits and fight
up soon enough,”” said one of the otheers

As he spoke, hie took from his pockhet w anail
conical shell.

*“ What is that 1"’ inquired the detectin.

“ 1t is an iron shell filled with oil”

** What do you propose to do with 3t 17

*To light the fuse and fling 1t o e
house.”

“ Aud the result ¥
“ An explosion or a fire to drive the peuple
out.”

Wanleil was ailent. He realized
James had his taithful friends with }
battle which would ensue
disaster to the detectives,

Just then a man approached the otliver

*“ He iy in there,* he said, in a low, cautiong
tone.

 James ¥

“Yes."

The officer poised the conical sheil
hand and hurled it towan! tie house.

It erashed through the window, ani a jad
exsnlmion and a sheet of Rame followed.

eave James was cornered at last.

1t of
, the

waonld precipitate

5 bis

(T be comlinued.)

DUMESTIC,

Scalds from hot water as & rule, are not s
severe, as, excepting in extreme cases, the seurf
skin is only raised hﬁm an ordinary hlixter. Any
remedy preseribed for burns is equally o
for scnljs, but if the scalded sur}m*e by 2
covered with cotton wool, it is, if the a
be of a slight nature, sufficient. Another
able remedy, and one generally near at
lard. That especially prepared by cheun
of course, the heat, but it is only the o
house lard divested of the salt, by wahiug
This should be thickly spread on pieces ot ok
poft linen, and keptin place on the seaid v lum
by bandages of lint, or better still, by strun of
calico torn from old garments. The soald of
buru should be always well protected frim the
air, and on no account should cold water ur
similar cold bandages be applied.

Bruises from knocks ami falls, where tii skin
is not lacerated may be relieved by an apjlica
tion of warm arnica, which, by the way, 1v a0
excellent remedy to keep on hand, as it is uselul
for a variely of accilents. 1o the atwence of
arnica, the old.fashioned remedy of covering the
bruisa with fresh butter should be tried.

Jammed fingers, through the unexpected <hut
tini of a drawer or door, though not grirally
looked upon as serious casuslities, may some-
times be attendod by the most serious conse
quences, for if all parts of the end of the finger
be injurod, the bone and flesh of the whale joint
mnay mortify. In ordinary cazes of this kind,
the best and quickest way of obtaining reind 8
to plunge the afllicted member into water ashot
as can be borne. By this meany the nuilis wft-
ened and yields, so as to accommodate itself to
the blood poured out beneath it, and the pain
is speedily leasened. The finger should then be
covered with & bread and water poultice, pend:
ing the surgical treatment necessary, where (he
fingers are badly crushed.

ACiuts
tantly

tent

HUMOROUS.
Coot. and collected-~A paid ice bill.

WAt frult does a newly married couple most
resenblel A green pair.

EMBROIDERED mustard plasters are now ref
coguized ne o neagssary faature of withetiv medication.

Wy is n drunkard like a bad politician !
Beosnse he ls always poking his nose fnto measurel that
spoll the coeatiiution,

“Don't you know what n cuckoo i ‘1‘,';
Hogt" O yes auntie, of course. [t's that horr
bird that doesa’t Iny its own eggs.”’

QenymaN friend : * Do bicture you hal pnil{ﬂ;
od I8 most putiful; dere is ouly ons word in Jde *-"K““..
lanckguldge vioh deseribes ft—and I baf vorgotios B
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THE BIRD AND THE HBEART.

When Summer roigned as Quesn of Time
Aad fair-blown flowers were 1o thoir prime,
A little bird cametony pane,

Aud sang its swoetent, soft refraia ;

1t soothed my henrt, for 1 was sud,

1t tnade my sullvn spirit glad.

Bot whea the Antumn oamae, it lad—
Ab, me]l my hoart was drear and dead,
Eofeebled was its bounding bent,

Avd roused no Joy nor rapture swaeat;
1t longed to hear the enathing struin,
Aud beat jo unison ngain,

All throngh the weary Winter while,
My beart waked up no chaary swnile,
And ssemad as though the chilly blast
Ita feebled flood had frozen fase,

lta tide, methought, would never fotw
1o joy and love like lovg ago.

But when the Spring oast off ita hood
Of snow, and loosed the troaty snood
That bound ita tresses, then the bird
Returned, and its first chesring word
Unlocked the gates that stayed the Hood
Of joy, and quickeved all my blood.

From this we learn that though the heart
May bave bean pierced with sorrow’s dart,
The balm of Tlne cau heal the harm,

And leave bebind asubtie chiurm

‘That almost makes vne wish the pain
Wounld come, be cured, nad go again.

C. M. R.

SUNDAY AT LAKESIDE.

RY NED P, MAN,

“May I help you make the toast, Miss Polly 1

“ No, indeed you mayn't, sir; it's all made.
Besidea, if you do, you'll hinder me so 1'll Le
late for church.”’

Whether this extremely logical speech was in-
tended for a decided veto we can scarcely, in
the face of a certain adage covering negatives
and aflirmatives in regara to the female por-
suasion, generally, take upon curselves to de-
clare. We are, however, certuin that the indi-
vidual to whom it was addressed did not ao con-
sider it and he advanced into the kitchen in
consequence.

And really the attractions of the speaker wepe
such that a wan might be pardoned for having a
sterner denial than Pollv Norman's pretty lips
were wont to frame to gain the privi*ege of her
society. Uniting in her veiny the blood of a
mother who was of French extruction with that
of a father who was an honest John Ball, Polly
joined the fascinations of a Freneh woman with
the frank simplicity of au English girl. She
wag a brunette, her fuce was a perfect oval, and
beneath the clear olive of her complexion the
rioh blood mantled with a charming healthful
flow. tinting with the brightest ruby the ripe

ips that were parted by the whitest and evenest
of teeth, while raven tresses, arranged with that
perfect neatness which is peculiarly French
framed this delightful picture of fresh young
beauty. Her active figure, possessed a supple-
ness and natural grace no art could ever have
imitated, and her raiment, sinple and unassum-
ing in texture and color, yet hud about it the
indescribable distingué air which a French
woman knows how to impart to the commonest
upparel.

Vhat wonder then that Frank Hinton, ad-
mwitted to the daily influence of a companion-
ship so charming in Polly’s rustic home on the
margin of a Canadian lake, should not have re-
mained altogether insensible to the attractions
that so close an intimacy served only to enhance.
He had been banished to these transatlantic
backwoods astensibly for the goad of his health
which had suffered, so it was alleged, in conse-
quence of some unhappy love affair in his native
land.  And though the stalwart form and ruddy
cheek did not seem to warrant the assertion,
yet doubtlexs wiser heads than his had sapiently
decreed his exile and there were reasons why
his absence was necessary to allow some vouth.
ful folly time to blow over and be buried in
oblivion.

‘* But really and truly this is the last piece,”
nsserted Polly, deftly depositing from the speary
of her long toasting fork a crisp, browu square
u‘mn a huge pile of similar brown squares, and
administering a liberal application of the fresh,
white butter, the produce of her own dairy,
upon the thirsty surfree of the cereal. ¢ 8till
if you are determined te make yourself useful
you may fill the tea pot,” and suiting theaction
to the word she presented the silver vessel at
the spout of a giant kettle that hissed and sput-
tered on the stove.

Possibly it was because the bright face was an
irresistible magnet to the young man’s eyes that
the next moment a shrill cry of pain echoed
through the kitchen anid Polly dropped the tea
pot as though she had been shot.

But ag Polly's nerves were i1, good order and
she was & sensible girl not given to strive alter
effect or make acanes, in a second sho had dashed
the scalded haud into a bucket of cold water,
and declared, if answer to Frank's lamentations
and extravagant self-accusations that *‘it was
nothing—nothing at all,” although the skin
had turned white and blistered in a very ugly
fashion.

Then she told where he would {ind somo burn
salve of her mother's own manufacture in a tin
- upon the third shelf to the right in the store.
closet, And in the next minute he had fetched
it and was binding up the wounded member
most assiduously. They stood with their heads
very close togather at this business so that their
hair touched, aud Polly's check flushied a little

and Frank's hands trembled just a trifle ner.
vously.

) Au they were still in this romantic attitude,
Fauny Wendell the Awmerican girl, appeared
in the doorway.

Fanny was the complete antipodes of Polly.
Polly was fuultess and truth and naturalness
personified.  Funny was o deception from the
top of her false hair to the tips of her high-
heeled boot.  Pally spoke out of the fulness of
her good, inerry heart in the full, clear tones of
her fine voice a9 a child of nature should. Fanny
ﬁltcrvd her words through a nasal drawl, doub.
ling her vowely, and indulging in all kind of
affected vagaries.

Perhaps it was well for Frank that Fanny was
there to remind him that there was another
and more artificial world to which he belonged
and to whick he ust one day return, that he
could not always live in Arcadia and fish and
shoot and learn to plough, a«nd milk cows, and
make butter, and p{ay Damon to Polly’s shep-
herdess.  That there was a society in which
full dresy consisted of sometking more than
brushing the hair and putting on a clean collar,
in which Polly’s beauty would have been deemed
vulgar by the side of the rouge and powder of
city belles, and her frank sayings deemed rude,
and the cxyurimeut of trausporting her there
have been disastrous in the last degree to herself
and him. Fanny was a great flirt sand chatter-
box and it was decidedly a good thing for Frank
that she was there to divert his attention from
Polly.  Whether it was quite such a good thing
for Polly is doubtful because it rnise(?n sort of
rivalry in her and made her think more of
Frank's words and looks than she would other-
wise have done,

*Well, I vow ! what a romaantic picture! So
this ix why you teach the virtue of early rising
to Mr. Frank, is it} That you may have a nuiet
hour's sparking all to yourselves before break-
fast.  Well, [ declare, who'd have thought
ther: wad so much mischief in the quiet little
thing ! But I shall have my revenge by spark.
ing him myself every moment until church time.
Let go her hand this iustant, traitor, and come
here to me.”

Yes, Fanny was an incorrigible flirt and reck-
less coquette, and like too many young woman
of the present day to be found not by any means
in America alone, aped a fastness ¢f costume
and a laxity of language more becoming to a
** pretty horse-breaker” than a young lady from
~——th avenue. 1Had she nnited to this
looseness of demeanor the strength of mind to
conceive a violent attachment she would lon
ago have gone to wreck herself or have worke
sud havoe among her male acquaintances. As it
was there was not much harm in her, she was
too frivolous to cherish, and certainly not cal.
culated to ingpire a grand ]lmssion. Could such
womnen see ho's men whose lave is worth having,
despise them, surely they would endeavour to
divest themselves of such a mauner as eagerly as
they strive to acquire it.

Fauny hadn't been two days in the house be-
fore she had challenged Frank to kissher, not s
week  before she inveigled him into taking
solitary strolls with her in the bush, reading
poetry to him, and playing Darby and Ivan, as
she expressed it, generslly,

She became honest John Norman's pet aver-
sion. One day he even forgot himselt so far as
to characterize something she did or talked of
doing as *“ disgraceful.” Fanuy pouted, and
declared if she was considered disgraceful *“ she
would write to papa to be taken away at once,
I always was a spunky sort of girl, you know,
and speak before I think sometimes. 1 can't
help that, tha-ats my style.”  And the grey
eyes looked a trifle moist. ‘¢ There, then, child,
don't be angry. I'm Jack Blunt, you know,
yon mus'n’t mind me, only 1 should love you
a deal better and be prouder to know you was
my daughter's friend if you did dress and speak
and carry on sometimes just a trifle less like a
hussy. There, then, dry your eyes and don't
take on and talk about going away when you
know you're as welcome us the day to make my
house your home just as long as you and your
people think 1it.”  And so she threw her shiny,
white arms round the old man's neck and left s
speck of pearl powder on the tip of his sun.
burnt nose, and having thus “‘made it up” went
into the spinney to look for Frank*

Yet there was very little really bad in this
queer girl, despite her atfectation of loose de-
meanour, For one day with her head on Frank's
shoulder and her yellow, false hair flooding all
over him, justifying the earess to herself by her
desire that he should not be angry, she took him
to task about Polly: ** Look here, Mr. Frank
Hinton, you ought te have some pity on that
girl.  Of course, you would never think of
marrying her and 1 don't believe you sre even
the least bit in the world in love with her,”

* Don't talk nonsence,” said Frank,
course not.
her 1" .

* Becanse, stoopid, she's in love with you.”

““Now you are talking nonsence at any rate.”
But he tlushed a littlo with a secret sense of
gratifiod vanity. Is it in human nature for a
man to entirely disbelieve one woman when she
tells him that another loves him !

“It's true, true, 1 tell you. Don't I sleop
with her and henr what she says in her dreams.
Besides she's so jenlous of me that she could
bite my head off.  Now, just.you mind what I
say and don't be too kiud to her, that's sllL
She’ll be breaking her heart when you go away.”

Nothing more was said on the subject. She
moved along very Grecian bendically a few stops,

1) ()r
But why on earth am [ to pity

leaning very heavily ou Frank’s arm, and then

as they approached the open in front of the
house, *Then go buck to your ploughing like a
goad boy and let me go in slone, the less we are
seen together the better. The old man hasjust
been telling me my ways are disgraceful. Ta ta,
and cogitate wha'at 1 said about Polly.”

But let us go back to the kitchen.

Just at this juncture John Norman, junior,
commonly called Jake, came loafing in with his
Lands full of eggs warm from the nest. Jake
was a handsome, sun-burnt youth with a frame
like a young Hercules and a gymnast of no
mean talent, and like the gentry of that profes-
sion generally, when off duty, affected a loose,
shambling; lazy gait at all times.

When he had blushed a good morning to
Fanny and laughed at Polly*s mishap, telling her
it served her right for boxing his ears last night,
and she had merrily given him proof that she
had one sound hand yet, he was made a pri-
soner in the corner by the dresser aud put under
cross exa-nination :

*‘ Did you go up to Black Ned's for the buggy
last night 1"

* Yes'm,” with a sheepish air and a tug at his
forelock.

‘ Did you get it 1"’

‘‘ No, your majesty,” trembling terribly.

Polly’s left hand in requisition again.

** Stand up straight, sir, and don’t be silly.
Why not

‘* Please your Polly’s majesty, Black Ned
bad two ploughs and » harrow to finish, and
couldn’t get it done.”

‘“ Nonsense, the ploughs could have waited
till Monday and we want the bug, to-day."”

‘‘ But, please 'm, Smith on th..d concession
and Jones on the fifth must have them early
on Monday morning, and Black Ned is a hard-
shell Baptist and wont wotk on Suuday.”

‘* Nevertheless he might have got up early
and fixed the buggy this morning. It's a work
of necessity. He might have known we couldn’t
walk to church with the roads in the state they
are.”

‘ Please "m, if you'll let me have the clean
table cloth and the prayer book, and the family
Bible, I'll be parson and we'll have church in
the front parlor.”

‘“ Don't be profane, sir,” another box on the
ear. ‘“ I'm ashamed of you."

Jake simulated excruciating agony, ¢ Please
your cruel sistership, if you let me out and pro-
wiss not to hit me, 'l engage to take you all
to church dry foot and in slip up style.”

** Prisoner, the court accords you your liberty
on vour parole of homour. But fail at your
peril.”

Jake drew his fore finger across his throat.
and a scir-r-ring sound issued from his larynx.

‘¢ Thou shalt do so unto me, and more also, if
thy servant perform not this thing.”

And the council for the persecution msking
way, he scuflled out of the door.

Then Polly’s little sister Angeliqua appears at
the dining-room door, forcing her way with head
and elbows between Frank and Fanny, and with
her bright corls gleaming like burnished gold
against the background of Miss Wendell's blue
dress, inquires :—

I'thin’t the eggth boiled ‘et, Polly ! I'se tho
hungery.”

The little one is immediately canght up and
appeased by Frank with kisses atd caresses,
and the three retire into the break ast-room on
Polly’s declaration that the meal ‘‘ will never
be ready while they stand there and hinder.”
Here bluff John Norman is discovered in his
shirt sleeves, before a looking glass propped
against the window panes, going through the
laborious process of a Sunday shave, an opera.

fort to himself, in his bed-room than he could
carve a joint unless he had previously dressed
for dinuer by taking off his coat.

But now the last thing—the tea and coffve,
toast, eggs and bacon, and chops—came troop-

rustles downstairs in some light, well starched
material and takes her place, cool and smiling,
and neat about the head like her daughter, at
the board ; and the others havescarcely followed
her example before Jake, beaming with exercise
and self-satisfaction—he had thrown two somer.

his spirits at some recent project—completes the
circle.

participants have country appetites and are too
busy to talk, except Fanny, whose tongue no-
thing cun completely silence. And there is some
laughter at Angeliquu’s expense, who persists in
commanding Frank—she calls him Fank—to
give her some more *‘shickens, "tos I don't like

cro&-;-questioning it is elicited that the idea
originated with Jake who warned her she would
turned into a lobster if she stuffed herself with
“fedderth.” Then there is a burst of tears te-
cause Fanny giggles and thereby iusults M'dlle
Angelique's dignity, and she is carried out in a
squall by Frank who calms the infantile tempest

and peegees,

*“ Well, sir, are you prepared to redeem your
promise I'* inquires Polly.

will be ready first, you or the earriage.”
*“Well,” says Fanny, **if you arn't jest like

the good fa.a.ry in Cinderella.”

‘“And don't you wish you might meet the

priace at church,” retorts Jake.

tion which he could no more perform with com- !
ing into the room in quick succession, borne by .

Polly and the servants; and Mrs. Norman!

saults in crossing the yard in the exuberance of

There isn't much said at breakfast for all the |

‘¢ white dath ony ‘e fedderth,” and after some

with the latest intelligonce about piggy-wiggies |
|

In a quarter of an hour they are down stairs
again, Polly in a becoming straw hat with simple
trimming+; Fanuny with a non-deseript article
on the highest peak of the hair mountain that
surmounts her heal, ‘“looking’ says old Nor-
man, ‘“like a saucer full of ice,” at which Fanny
declares ¢ that he is always making fun of her
and she does believe its because she’s a Yankeo
girl.” Thereupon he asserts that Yankee girls
may be just as gond as other people, and all he
quarrels with her about is what she calls * her
style.”” Though if we are to be strictly impartial
we are afraid we must state that we cannot help
thinking there is just enough of the English
purse pride about our honest John to make him
feel that he has gained the right by taking in
his friend’s daughter for a season, when, owing
to a gearcity of funds produced by an unwise
speculation he is willing enough to reduce the
household expenditure by sendirg her to rusti-
cate and recruit her health at Lakeside—to
Jaugh at her as much a3 ever he Pleues.

There is something else to laugh at now,
however, which is soon the cynosure of all eyes.
Jake's impromptu carriage which proves to be
nothing more or less than the old Scotch
cart which has undergone a new painting this
Spring and now stauds, radiant in blue body
and vermillion wheels in the morning sunlight,
with Crown Bess between the shafts. Jake
descends with dignity, gravely removes the tail-
board, deposits it at the side of the front door,
carries out a chair to assist in mounting the
vehicle in which trusses of straw have been
placed on the sides to form seats, and informs
the family that ‘“the carriage waits.”

Mrs. Norman laugh: good-humoredly and
clambers somewhat weightily into the convey-
ance subsiding upon the straw couch with her
back to the house. Polly springsdef'’~ after and
sits at her right side. Angelique is nfted in by
Frank, and then Fanny, after weadering how she
:can ever get up there and vowing its a *‘ real
 shame of Black Ned,” desires Frank witha
caricature of modesty in her eves ‘““not to
look,” and ends by exhibiting fully six inches
or more of padded calf and pink swocking than
there is the slightest necessity for, or than even
Frank has ever seen before. Then paterfumilias
gets up in front,Jake mounts to his throne with
one legon eitbier shaft, Frank is accommodated
with a precarious perch upon the tail-board, and
they set off.

Now Brown Bess, though a us2ful animal
about the farm, not abont ploughing even occa-
sionally has been known to trot her fifteen miles
within the hour in a light buggy or asleigh,
and she no sooner feels Jake'ssteady tug upon
the lines than she knows he means business
and settles down into a stealy stride, planting
her honest round feet with a plosh-plosh
in the half liguid mud upon the road, that sends
samples of the black batter flying high into the
| air to alight in not infrequent instances upon
. the dainty ribbons and draperies of the occu-
! pants of the scotch cart, and imparting that
. clattering up-and.down motion which is the

peculiar attribute of that vehicle at a high rate
. of speed, and so completing the discomfiture
i of the ladies, and the fiendish delight of the
irrepressible Jake.

‘“Land sa-a a-kes, Mr. Norman ! cries poor
Fanny, gripping the side boards of the cart with

. both hauds, whil: the words are rather jolted
. out of her than utiered, ‘“do go slow. 1 de-
" clare I'm going all to pieces.”” Thereupon Jake
- looks over his shoulder and asseverates:

“ Can't hold her, Miss Fanny. Can't, honest
injun! She will have her head when she’s once
started.” While all the while the rogue was

_urging the willing mare to increased exertion.

Miss Norman’s commands and Polly’s plead-,
ings were alike in vain. ‘“Hold thy tongue
1 ass,” s2id the elder Norman, ‘¢ the faster we
: go the sooner 't'will be over.” and with this
philosophy they were forced to rest—ouly the
word is a misnomer where there was no rest—
content. The little Angelique is the only one
completely happy. She laughs and screams
with delight. o
At length the quaint little church with its

green vard and the shed for the shelter of teams
during service looms in sight. .
{ “Mind, now, Jake,” says old Normau to his

! son as they approached the grey stone edifice,
l X

i
I

you bring us up handsomely at the porch so
that the women folk needn’t dirty their shoes
as they get out.” .

« All right, old an,” says Jake, and getting
the old mare well in hand he turns her sharp
round by the lintel, backs up till the wheels
touch and then with a sly kick of the heel
loasens the bar and--a catastrophe better to be
imagined than described ! .

I ““You should have seen,” says Jake, as hesits
on the table at his friend Bill Scaramonche's,
_ way back in the bush, and helps himself to a
drink out of Bill ’s stone jar, after having given
vent to his excitement by throwing the giant
swing three several times over the horizontal
bar on which Bill dries his clothes—*‘you should

1

,have seen my old man's legs ily past my left

ear, it would have done your heart good.””

* But your mother and the gals,” says Bill,
*“ Good land and jiminy, man ! they might have
broken their bones "

| **Little fear,” says Jake, *'there was plenty
*“ Put on your bonnets, girls, and see which of straw.

Besides they are all plump except
Fan, and she's too well padded to hurt.”

‘““And you didn't stay to inquire!” says
Bill.

“You bet, | didn't. Made tracks like a
streak of greased lightning, and guess'm a fix-

“ Well* assents Fanny, I shouldn't be a ture here for two days at the very least comput

bit angry if we di-i-d." | tion 1"
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THE MBANING OF AN OPAL.

¢ See with what vivid and what varied flame
I love youn, Agl®,” said my love to me.

Alwsys 30 tenderly he breathes my name,
The little name seems a oaress to be.

Clasped in an endless circlet of fair gold,
Ano less a jewel than a fire—

Bursed with bright hues whose symbols sweetly told
Of deathless love, of truth, and pure desire,

‘We studied this keen mnd I

Cheek warm on cheek, safe in sheltering hand :
Here burned she blue of fair fidelity,

There shot the gold of wisdom and command ;

Here vivid violet, in which red and blue
Bleut cunniogly to tell the truth of love;

And then all suddenly love’s orimson bue
Triumphantly all colors spread above.

Next sprang to light the emerald’s fairy sheen,
Whereat I looked at bim ; he, whisperingly :

«¢ Of old, Hope's sacred symbol was this green ;
Profased it means, love's tender jealonsy.”

Then glowed an erange light, where red and gold
Met in au orifiamme ; and softly he

Spoke yet again : “ This union, sweet, doth hold
8ign of eterual wedlock that shall be.

"!‘in-llk;..t.hh trembling and most vivid H“?ft. '
Speaks despest lon—hear you me, my
Yet purely .m.'e’:':. reigns virgin wimo,

So does this opal speak of you, my wite I

SENTENCED TO BE SHOT.

Farmer Owen’s son had been found aslee
.when doing sentinel duty, and he was senten
tobe shot. A telegram had been received by
his father saying the sentence would be carried
out in 24 hours. Mr. Allen, the minister, called
to do what he could to comfort the sorrowing
family. During the visit a letter artived ; Blos-
sow, the farmer’s daughter, opened the door and
receiyed it. *‘ It’s from him,” was all she said.
It was like a m from the dead. Mr. Owen
took the letter but could not break the envelope,
on acoount of his trembling fingers, and he held
it toward Mr. Allen with the helplessness of a
l?ilud' The minister opened it and read as fol-

¢ Dear Father,—When this reaches you I—
shall—be—in—eternity. At first it scemed aw-
ful to me, but 1 have thought about it and now
it has no terror.. They say they won't bind me,
but that I may meet my death like a man. I
thought, father, that it might have been on the
battle-field of my oonn;g, and that when I fell,
it would be ﬁghting gloriously, but to be shot
down like a og for nearly betraying it—to die
for neglect of ~oh, father, I wonder the

- thought does not killme! But Ishall not dis-
grace i(;n I am going to writs you all about it,
and when I am gomon may tell my comrades.
You know I promised Jimmie Carr's mother I
would look after her boy ; and when he fell sick
1 did all I could for him. He was not strong
when ordered back into the ranks, snd the day
before that night I carried all his luggage, be-
sides my own, on our march. Toward t
we went on double quick, and the 1 -
gan to teel very heavy, everybody else tired, too.
And as for Jimmie, if I had not lent him an arm
now and then he would bave dropped by the
way. I was tired when we went into camp, and
then it was Jimmie’s turn to be sentry, and I
monld take his place ; but I was too tired, father.

" 1 could not have kept swake though a gun had

. been pointed at my head ; but I did not know
it until, well—until it was too late.
¢ God be thanked!” said Mr. Owen. 1
knew Bennie was not the boy to sleep carelessly
at his Koot"'
¢ They tell me to-day that I have a short re-
prieve—‘time to write to you,' our good Colonel
says. Forgive him, father, he only does his
duty ; he wou!d gladly save me if he could. And
do not lay my desth against Jimmie.- The poor
boy is broken hes and does nothing but
beg and entr:at them to let him die in my

I can’t hear to think of mother and Blossom.
Comfort them, father. Tell them I die as abrave
bof should, and that when the war is over they
will not be ashamed of me as they must be now.
God helpme ! It is hard to bear. Good-bye,
1 . God feels near and dear to me, as if he
felt sorry for his poor broken hearted child, and
would take me to be with him in a better life.

“ To-night [ ahall see the cows coming from
the pasture and precious little Blossom i
on the shoop waiting for me; but I shall never
—never—come home. God bless you all ! For-
" give your poor Bennie.” -

Late that night a little figure fided down the
footpath toward the railway on. The
a8 he reached down to lift her in the carriage,
wondered at the tear-stained face that was up-
;nrnded toward the dim lantern he held in his

and. - .

A few questions and ready answers told him
all, and no father ogunld have cared more ten-
derly for his owh c¢Mfid than he for our little
Blossom. She was on her way to Washin
to ask President Lincoln for her brother’s life.
She_kad bronght Bennie’s letter with her. No

~ kind hesrt like the President’s could refase to
~~be _melted by it.

The next morning she reached New York and
the guard hurried ker on to Washington. Eve
winute now might be life. The President had

 just tui,ed_,l:gwelf to his evening’s task, when
the goftly opened and Blossom, with down-
cast and folded hands, stood before him.

#Well, my child,” he said in his pleasant,

/‘\ 1 tones, * what do you want "’

¢ Bennie's life, sir,” faltered Blossom.
‘‘ Bennie | Who is Bennie 1’

¢ My brother, sir. They are going to shoot
him for olnp;nlg at his post.”

4 Oh, yes ; I recollect. It was a fatal sleep.
You see, child, it was a time of special d-nﬁ:’.
Thousands of lives might have been lost by
negligence.”’

S0 my father said,” replied Blossom, gravely.
“But poor Bennio was 8o tired, sir, and Jimmie

was s0 weak. He did the work for two, sir, and | 4

it was Jimmie's night, not his ; but Jimmie was
too tired. Bennie never thought of himself, and
he was so tired too.”

“ What is this you say, child ? come here. I
do not nndanhn({" and the kind man, as ever,
caught esgerly at what seemed to be & justifica-
tion of any offence.

Blossom went to him. He put his hand ten-
derly on her shoulder, and she turned up her
pale anxions face toward his. How tall he seem-
ed! and he was President of the United States,
too. A dim t of this kind passed for a
moment through little Blossom’s mind ; but she
told her simfle, ightforward story and hand-
ed Bennie’s letter to Mr. Linceln to read.

He read it carefully, them, tnkinm a pen,
wrote a few hasty lines and rang his bell. Blos-
som heard his order given.

¢ Send this despatch at once 1”

The President then turned to the girl and
gaid : * Go home, my child, and tell that father
of yours, who could aplrove his eoum sen-
tence even when it took the life of & like
that, Abraham Lincoln thinks that life far too
precious to be lost. Go back, or—wait until to-
morrow. “Bennie will need a change after he
has faced death ; he shall go home with you.”

¢ God bless you, sir I said Blossom.

Two days after this interview, the young sol-
dier came to the White House with his little
sister. He was called into the President’s private
room and a strap was fastened around his shoul-
der. Mr. Lin then said : * The soldier that
anearrym;;liokdmnde'lu e and die un-
com ingly, deserves well o country.

TE::Bennle and Blossom took their way to
their Gresn Mountain home. A crowd gathered
at tf:x: nil:)oul station to woloomm h’u .l:g'
a8 farmer Owen's hand g:asped i ,
tears flowed down his cﬁooks,
to say fervently : ‘* The Lord be praised 1”

ECHOES FROM LONDON.

AT the Princess’s Theatre a new romantic
drama by Mr. G. R. 8ims is in rehearsal, to
take the place of the * Lights o' London” ss
mn as that most of plays is with.

wn. .

{l[oumnon (‘,::rlt. l;u been uhdmm’r and
will soon again be preaching in Lendon. From
the first he was one of the golt effective of the

at the Pro-Cathedral, and the build.
ing was always crowded when he was to oc-
cupy the pulpit.

It is said that up to the present the cost of
the Land Act has been nearly £90,000. How
many pessant dla'imu would this money
have created ! And how many poor land owners
or annuitants on land would have been kept
from ruin and starvation by this large sum of
wasted money.

Mgzs. LANGTRY'S photographic popularity is
immense, and she has beaten Pllnu ad
Branscombe clean out of the field. There is
another lsdy now whose beauty is the subject of

neral admiration.  She is on the stage at the

jety, and what is strange is that though she

has been there a long time her merit is only | 8%%

now being recoguized. It is mone of the
fimed Guiety quartette-—Neliie Farren, Kate
tvomghnn. Cunnie Gilchrist, or Phillis Brough-

n. .

THE * bustle,” which was insugurated with
other ohjectionable features of female costame
at the beginning of the present season, is attain-

ing exs| tin ions. Combined with
tight lﬁ:rg‘, wgixr n spite of Dr. Richardson
and other morslists of the hygienic sohool, is
now flourishing more than ever, it has the
effect of entirely ng the nataral propor-
tions of the ht_umn re. Moreover, it is not
only ugly in itself, but it sometimes gets dis-
placed, with ridiculous resulta. e

THE most important picture sale of the sea-
son at Christie’s ;gl be the ificent nie
traits, paintings, and miniatures Hamilést
Palace. The sale will also include the anoﬁoi}
Hamilton’s collection of art treasures, sculpture,
bronzes, steel work, coins, clocks, enamels, por-
celain, chandeli decorative furniture, ke.
The sale, which will last many days, will com-
mence on Satarday, June 17, and the illustrated
catalogues are one guinea each. No such dis-
possl of unique w has taken place in this
country for many years.

CETYWAYO waa to have left Cape Town by
this time, but difficulties have arisen about his

vio'ent likes and d’slikes as re those who
are 10 be his companions. He is, none the less,
coming to Engll;:d. The statements to ghe
contrary are wholly unfounded ; but the ques.
tion of whgrehc shall be housed is not yet
settled. 1tis agreed he is not to go to Buck-
inghsm Palace, nor do his friends like the ides
of putting him in an hotel. It seems to be the

ry | interpreter, the deposed king E;Y.lnying very

jntent to provide a private house for him,
where he will be free to act as he pleases. The
Colonial Office, of course, will pay all the ne-
cessary expenses.

ONE of Prince Leopold’s gifts to his bride is
s fan, which a fashionable paper describes as
being of the moat delicate workmanship and
esign. The sticks are of goldfish pear], inlaid
with gold, which grows as the ta.rring
points are approached. The material of the fan
itself is lace, on which the designs of the gar-
lands on the sticks are repeated, the blossoms
chosen being Marguerite flowers, which, with
the daffodil and pink, are immensely in favor
Between each daisy wreath are
roses, the petals of which are detached and form
.fﬁ&mf:ing shower with the slightest movement
of the fan.

IT is said that the Marquis of Lorne will be

asked to veto the Canadian Bill for legalizing
with a deceased wife’s sister ; and in

the event of his refusal, Her Majesty the Queen
will be petitioned to disallow the bill. In the
event of such an extreme course being resorted
to, there is no likelihood of the Queen comply-
ing with the terms of such a petition. Apart
from the wrench such an act would give to the
Constitutional relationship between thi eonntr‘vl
and Canadas, it must be remembered that bot
the Prince of Wales and the Duke of Edinburil;
ostentatiously voted for a similar Bill in t
House of Lords, and it has always been under-
stood that they thus gave expression to * family
foeling”” on this delicate subject.

———

Tax United States seems to be the paradise of
the notorious. Directly a man's name is in
body’s mouth, whether he be a martyr or
murderer, tl]::mi. at tlnlt momentdmlited iia:
i to give lectures and otherw:
mt to F le thirsting for infor.
mation. Mr. Oscar Wilde has been over there
at least two months, and something new must
be discovered. That something has been dis-

.| covered in the manly form of the expelled legis-

lator. Mr. Bradlaugh has been asked to go to
America in the autumn and deliver a course of
loctures, and what was very much more to the
, an immediate advance of £2,000 was
offored. What a pity it is that some of these
return, and if we could only be sure that

ea would keep all the British notorieties,

tl:' happy should we be to part with some of

em.

——

There is a duel on the apis, and it is exciting
a great deal of emotion. The principals are an
Eoglishman and an American. The former is
known as a young baronet, who prides himself
upon ap ancient ancestry in the North Riding
oFoY orkshire and a new-born ntry at Nioe
towards a beantiful brunette, widowed countess ;
and the American boasts of his cousins in the
banking business of the metropolis. Both the
intending or possible belligerents are young,
and, of course, indiscreet. A gentleman who1s
‘¢ in it,” says that nothing short of the baronet's
blood will satisfy the cravings of the American,
and that a trip to the region of le brave Belges is
to bring the igerents face to face, Friends
are endeavoring to avert the meeting, but the
Yankee renders this difficult of attainment.

—

TrE chairmen of the various London.gas
companies have been telling their shareholuers
that they have nothing to fear from the electric
light ; tiat electricity gives no better light than
and’ is much more expensive. Eleotrical
engineers, on the other hand, are equally con
fident that ges as s lighting agent 1s doomed,
lng that electricity b:n a more ocsono;ioal.
and in every ws tter light. Sir Henry
Bessemer says we u’:ight bml:ﬁhonr cols at the
pit's mouth, and convey its force to London by
cable, in the form of electiicity ; and he celcu-
Iates there would be a saving of three-fourths of
the cost of every ton of coal. * Would it might
come true! '’ ejuculutes the smoke-begrimed
Londoner. Competition between the various
Elcotric Companies in London is very keen.
The Brush Company have proposed to light the
shops and houses in Fleet street with the elec.
trio. light, at a cost very little, if anything, in
exoess of that of gas.

ECHOES FROM PARIS.

A cHAMBERLAIN of the King of Servia has
srrived in Paris with an invitation to President
Grévy to be present at the coronation this
summer in Be| . :

BACCARAT not being a sufficiently sare

 means of ruin to most, & new gambling game

has been introduced at the clubs ; it is called
Mskso, and is of Italian nationality. The
novelty may perhaps be the charm. .

THE celebrated Cora Pearl is about to make
her début at the Cirque d'Eté as an eques-
trian artist. It is believed that she will have s

| greater measure of success than on the occasion

of ber appearance as an actress.

IT is the intention of the Government to in-
troduce & bill for the repression of the obscene
ublications whish for months past have been
wked about 30 froely on the boulevards. The
project meets with general approbation, as it is

recognized that it is high time something was
done to put an end to & scandalous nuisance.

A FreNOH advocate who seeks distinction in
am\er field -otl'l lciengo h:odmbmitud to th;
Academy a scheme for ucing perpetual
Spring in England and France. All that has
to be done is to construct & dyke 500 miles long
across the sea from Ireland to Norway, to keep
out the carrent of water and floating ice.

SoME time ago the Figaro jocularly announced
the marriage of M. Gambetta to a widow of
Marseilles. The details of the supposed happy
event were 8o farcical that it is hard to believe
that they could have been taken seriously ; but
since then bouquets and nts of all kinds
have been sent to Ville d’Avray, the parcels
being all addressed ¢ To Monsieur and )
Gambetta.”

A Pagris milliner has just concluded & con-
tract by which a dealer in in Berlin
undertakes to deliver the skins o% 80,000 pigeons
during the season, for the adornment of hats
and bonnets. The birds are to be caught in
all of Germany, and taken to the railwa
yard, and there killed and immediately lkmnm{,
the skins being forwarded to Paris, and the car-
OIIi:. being retailed for a swall sum each on the
spot.

—

IF the Palais des Tuileries is not soon re-
stored or razed, a forest will have grown up round
what remains of the old pile. Behind the wall
of uiPh'nh which extends along the Rue des
Tuileries a vegetation may be seen slowly but
steadily cmpinﬁ up, and even small frees—
lime, maple and plsntain — have taken root
smong the ruins. If nothing is done, mature
will certainly soon screen from our eyes this
ghastly memorial of the Terrible Year, for the
small trees, with the present magnificent wea-
;hr:;’t v;xgl rapidly .;fndth ngmil:heir branches in
of the remains of the bui vised
Philibert Delorme. ding de b

e

ON returning from the first representation of
Francescs de Rimini we fully echoed the
general execration aguinst the abominable ob.
trusive insolence of the clague. Never was their
impertinence so offensively demonstrated. It
is an insult to the audience at the Opera to turn
into their midst a horde of unwashed, coarse
persons. The papers csll for the sappression of
the chevaliers du lustre, but will call in
vain. The performers say that this stimulant
of hired applause is indispensable; without
this encouragement they cannot play, .sing, or
dance. Our ljinflish performers contrive to dis-
pense with this Joathsome aid. On many occa-
sions we have expected to see the audience rise
against these interlopers and expel them by
foroe ; but it seems that there are no limits to
Parisian endurance, and the nuisance is allowed
to continue.

—

A LADY called recently at the establishment
of a celebrated mai doctor. She sobbed bitter-
ly; she was in gre t trouble. Her son, who
had & large fo tune, fancied himself a mer-
chant's clerk engaged in extensive mercantile
trsnsactions. She called with her son one day
hy sppointment, Tue doctor requested her to
retire ; she 1-f1 with a small parcel, and the
youth presentud a bill for payment. The doctor
had hean prepired for this form of insanity.
The young man was pounced upon by four
employées and held by their united foree under
& vouche bath upon his head, ho screaming the
while for his money. It transpired that the
lul’y had represented herself to be the doctm’s
wife, and had made extensive purchases from a
jeweller, who Liad sent his clerk with her in a
cab to receive the money from her husband.

Ravrr WaLpo EmeesoN.—Mr. Emerson’s
life was a happily rounded period ftilled with
noble activities and crowmed with merited
honore. He pPassed aw.y when he had finished
bis labors, at the close of his day, without en-
countering the long twilight of enforced inac-
tion. In the full measurs of res and rever-
ence he vauished from the gaze of his fellowmen,
to be conjoined more intimately to the 8pirit of
Nature which he loved and to the ineffable
Over-soul which he adored: .

'(l":o:: the holy essenoce rotis
rough separated soals ;

And the sunny Zon sleeps
Folding natare in its deeps.

The race of gods,

Or those we erring own,

Are shadows flitting up and down
In the still abodes.

All honor to-day to his hiﬁh worth and famel
and no word of cavil over the small dust of the
balance of any limitations of opinion and life.
Enough that his counsel and example will en.
dure as long as men need encouragement in the
path of spiritual trrt’ection, need to be embold-
ened to follow their higher inner light in de-
fiance of current hypocricies, to dare to be true,
to be themselves though legions should be band-
ed in error against them.

For this is love’s nebility—

Not to soatter bread and gold, -

Goods and raiment, bought and sold ;

Baut t0 hold fast bis simple sense ..

And speak the speech of ianoosnoce,

And with hand and body aad blood
To make his bosom-counsel L.
For he that foeds men serveth fow:
Ho serves all whodares be true.

—Home Journal.
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OPEN WATER.

(From the Norwegian of Bjorstjerna Hjornson.)

(ypen water ! open water |

Through weary wintertide looked for with yearning.
With anxfous hopes oar bosoms now are burning.
Eager wo watoh each narrow blue atrip's elearing
Evary short hour loug asa month uppenring,

Open watar! open water!

Warm smiies the sun. Tha ice no longer bearing
Evgalpha the victims of their headstroog daring.
Searce has the sun's kiss feft It, ora it seizen

‘I'he cool pights fondly favoring aid, nnd freezns.

Opan water ! open waler ]

Riorms muat be, and storma are soon arriving,

trom other’'s summer towards as awiftly dricing

With billowa mountain high, and ser troughs bollow,
When hideous wrook and deep sngulphments follow.

Open water ! opan water !

Where rook forms and aky tinta again are blotted

Here with white salla, there with a steamer Jottod ;
Bound inwarda, with fur nationa’ friendly groaeting;
Hound outwards, voean’s rage with calm front meetiog

Open water! open watar!

“Tha san’s flerce rays aond the warm ralo desesnding

Free resurrect oarth, twebich speaks, its snow sbroud
rending

And the soul aunwers. Fresbened nature viewlng

Man feels streogth, bopo-—bis vory life rennwing.

NED P Maw,

WEDDING-QIFTS,

The sightseers who on the last Wednesday in
April passed through the White Drawing-room
at Windsor, must have left that angust chamber
convineed that even in this world virtue has its
awn reward. The saloon looked like Christie's
with Beckford's treasures on  exhibition, or
Strawberry Hill beforo the life-work of Horace
Walpole was brought under the hammer of Mr.
George Robins,  The Duke of Albany is a good
Prinee, and it waa doubtless an ngreeable duty
for his many friends to testify to this pleasing
fact by crowding on him the costly wedding-
rifts which sparkled on the tables of his mother's
hnuu-. The great silver centre-piece and the
diamond star of the Thistle, presented by an
anonymous  *“Scotch pobleman,” the golden
bowl of S8ir Nathaniel de Rothschild, the chased
candelabra of the Cbristchurch alumai, the sil-
ver honey.pails of lLord Aberdeen, the curious
—-though less expensive—liqueur-case of the
Duke of Edinturgh, the bracelets out of number,
the usual Cashmers shawls, the endless tiare,
and the numerous articles for which it may be
dithenlt to find a uae, attest much munificence
an the part of the doners, and an abounding
Evmsperily among the makers of bulliun shrines.
‘hey slso enable us to solve the oft.recurring
problem of who buy the high-priced absurdities
which fill the jewellers' windows.  Nobody, ex-
cept Lothair, ever uses asilver inkstand, though,
being malde in abundance, they must find appre.
ciative purchasers.  What use can ane make of
a spirit-flask, holding half a glass of brandy, en-
closed by & ruby-topped stopper, or the plated
bootjack and silver warming pan whic‘\ the
estimable Rawdon Crawley so deeply regretted
he had not taken when the trusting tradesman
pressed them on his acceptance? Yet, when the
marriage presents of the typieal Hritish bride
are diplayed, like funereal baked meats, on the
ove of her wedding, scores of things make their
appearance which are never seen except there,
ot in the goldsmiths’ show.cases. Hore is the
pearl.eyed owl, into whose sage head it would
be disgraceful to put mustard ; the ivory work-
boxes whieh may be used for anything except
work ; the pile of photographic albums which
will never be filled, the presentation books
which are never opened, or the thirteen different
carl-cases, which will entail on the matron-to-
be a world of care, if she is to use each of them,
when calling on their respective donors. It is
tritely rude to look a gift horse in the mouth,
but when sixteen copies of Procerdial Philoso.
phy arrive from as many admirers of Mr. Tupper,
human nature will assert itsell.

Yet what young woman of properly-constituted
mind wonld’wish her woll-wishers to abate, by
ane jot or tittle, this self-taxation on her be-
half1 Her wedding-presonts are the gauge of her
pnst tnerits, the criterion of her future secial
success, The card-cases and the albums, the
teapots and the fish-knives, the vinaigrettes and
chitelnines, aro to the useful honsewife what
the bunch of smoky scalps are to the Indian
brave ; they are the trophies won by her prowess,
the tangible evidence that, if not fondly loved,
ahe ia at least a little feared. Lord Rowton may
afford to testify esteem for his Sovereign’s son by
sending the rough scroll of the Berlin Treaty,
or tha Premier %ﬁs sssurances of distinguished

consideration by the gift of a sheal of political
prmphiets ; but humbler folk are not let off g0
eaay, Indeed, to every one,—save, perhaps,
Sir Georgius Midas an‘(? the Corporation, who
are neverso happy as whon clearing the jewellers’
shops of cnm’lelnbmz and gold boxes—thess
monotonous mementoes during a brisk marrying
market become as serious a drain on & slonder
purse as the Easter aggs and Christmas ** vails”
which empty Paris of impecunious bache-
lors at the appronch of the sessons of ropen-
ance and indigestion. Then, after all, the un-
happy gift-giver is in a quandary lest he should
snlect something, that somebody else, ar some-
body worse has chosen, or that the gift should
be deemed inappropriate, or shabby, ar ostenta-
tious, or lead papa to wonder ‘‘how tho deuce
the follow can aé?:rd it,”" with the corollary of
awkward reflections to which this uncharitable

speculation sometimes gives birth. People do
not snuff nowadays, so that one unfailing re-
course ol the gift giver is dried up ; anda punch-
bowl, even if it could bo got, makes at best an
indifferent salad-basin. Not that the difficulty
would at all trouble any one, for we all know
that marriage-presents are not intendod to he
of use, Buta cigar-caso to a laly who smokes
on the sly, a rouge box to a faded beauty, or a
silver tankard to an individual who is fond of
explaining that his red pose is hereditary, might
e deemed an insult.

Young couples who marry for love, and en-
deavour to live on the proceeds of a Treasury
clerkship, or a slenderly.paid commissioner of
something or other, often find the multiplicity
of gifts which grected their lannch into married
life seriously embarassing. They had abundance
of friends, all richer than themselves, who wers
anxious to help them in their new venture, or,
at all events not t» evidence by any niggard-
ness that they were conscious of their poverty. A
dining room table would have been acceptable, a
four-poster not out of place, a cartload of kitchen
utensils extremely handy, and, did our social
usages admit of these, the *‘ couple of house
niggers,” which, in the old Southern days, were
a common marrisge gift to the wealthy planters
daughters, still more useful to a lady who has
a vague idea that puddings are American tinned
fruits, and that shoulders of mutton ready roast-
ed can be ordered at © the stores.’” But in-
stead of these necessaries there arriva a set of
silver dish-covers, which only a duke could live
up to, a gorgeous epergne, impossible to be dis.
pused of in a tiny house, and, strong though
the temptation may be, out of the question to
dispose of in any way. A well-bred, but slenderly
endowed tourist, having in an effusive mo-
went expressed his wish that we had elephants
to ride in Fuglaud was surprised, though not
agreeably, to receive as a wedding-gift trom a
Bengal Nawab a little Jumbo with a black man
to look after it. What be did with the beast
and the black is not recorded, though his case
was even harder than that of the young doctor
who was presented with a carria[,ie and a pair,
which he could only keep by lending them tos
wealthier friend.  They were his Hoggarty dia-
wonds., In India, when ¢ the Company's”
officers were prohibited from taking money for
services dons to native magnates, they accepted
presents, which were duly sold and bought again
until a popular surgeon sometimes ygot the same
snufl.-box or diamond ring so many times that
at last he would keep it as an old triend  But
that solace is not permitted to the receivers of
wedding-gifts. They must bear their burdens,
and run the risk of losing the friendship of the
donors, as they sooften do. The epic poet finde
that his volume of ‘‘delightful’ verses has never
been cut up all these five years, while the erotie
rhymes of & hated rivul are lying on the table
with the paper-knife inside their rou;ih-edged
leaves. Mrs. Bungay detects Philip Firmin's
children playing with the seven annuals of
which she plundercd the Pall Mall Gazctte oftice
for his marital enrichment, and, worse still,
Time, which tries all, discovers the coffec-service
to be plated, and the diamoend bracelet to be—
well, notv the jewel of price which in ante.
unptial hours it was fondly considered.

onns AND ENDS.

‘The sight of an afilicted face, provided it
mourn a healthy sorrow, creates within every
manly breast an hounest respect.

“ She whom we love is beautiful,” an old-
time saying of the Italians, and 'tis rarely
inoted, for, if the choice of one were the choice
of all, there would be no tolerating the sneers
and jibes of the married pair, or, the ‘‘ twigs"’
and ** snubs” of the devoted financée.

Strange to say, the foremost novelists of the
day are Scotchmen,

Thomas Hardy, who weaves his stories as he
traing his vine-covered portico. or prunes his
heavily-laden poplar trees on the banks of the
tender Thames ; Blackmore, whose traits of char-
acter are so piquant and real withal; William
RBlack, whose heroines grow into one's heart
soruehow, and whose descriptive Yowcrs are be-
yond description, are likened to th. se of Bulwer.

The crude utterances of Nature are not to be
despised. Expostulate with them in one form,
they invm‘inbiy “eropup’’ in a more malig-
nant form, as regards the moral persuasion of
one's mind tocoabat against them,

Was there ever a beautiful idyl formed, any
brillisnt success achieved by paiuter, poet, or
modeler, that did not first originate from wo-
man }

The bark of a watchdog at midnight ; the
lark winging her flight to heaven’s gate, singing
hor matin song ; the dive of a fishy monster;
the hectic cough of a quondam sufferer ; are
not these the fow of the items which serve to
make up our carthly oxistence !

Literature and the successful combatant re-
quire pace, but not pace heodlessly striven nfter.
As the bird without her mate, 80 is pace toa
successful writer without its attendant forv.

thought, study.
MAx MAvURICE.

OUR CHESS COLUMN.

All communteations intended for this Column shanld
be addressad to the Chess Editor, CANALIAN ILLUB-
TRATED NEWS, Montreal.

J. W., Huddersfield, Eng.—Post card just recsived.
Will make enquiries and aend you answer by post.

Tlue Vignna tournameant has ere this been branghtta a
sonolusion, and the results will snon be things of the
past, but they will form an impourtant part of the history
of the royal game, and we hope & pleasing one. Some
surprisea there will bs, and sowne disappointments ; these
wo may expect, but a similar gathering next year in
Eugland or elsewhers will give oppurtunities for obtain-
ing lanrels which have buen vainty sought forin thecon-
test just finished.

It will be seen by an item in our Columa to day that
Mr. Bird, who o feww years ago paid 4 visit to the chuss.
players of Mootreal, was to be one of the contestants at
Viennk. We are certain he has the best wishes from
Cavada for his snccess,

Captain Mackenzie, also & visitor some time ago to the
Moantreal Cheas Club, has, we learn, crossed the Atlantie
to enter the fray.

From all we know of these twao geatlemen, who did
much when they twere here 10 improve Canadian chess,
we have svery reason to balieve thut their record, whea
it comes 10 bzud, will be of the bighest description.

We learo that Mr. H. E, Bird witl take partin the com-
iog Tuurnament at Vieona. Hia entry promises that the
dulness of modera match piuy will be relieved of some
of that monotony which has shiructerized recent contests,
as Mr, Bird's brilliavcy und originality are aure to nssert
tuemsslves. — Chessplayer's Chrontcle,

The Student’s Chess Club at Prague is probably the
largestof the kiod in existence, numberiog Y% memberas,
Herr Nenstadt wae the wioper of its winter tournay |
correspondence games are being played with Herr
Miockwitz, with the Academical Club of Berlin, and
with the High School of Art at Vieosna.—British Chess
Magasine.

ONTARIQO CHESS ASSOCIATION TOURNEY.

The final partie in this contest was played at the To-
ronto Chess Club tooma last Thursday eveniog between
Mensrs. GGordon and Lattlejohn, resulting in a vietory for
the toriner.

The following is the complete score, the first-oamed in
each case being the victor:

FIKBET ROUNUD,

Littlejohn, Toronto, v. Liockwood, Guelpl.
Gordon, Tureatn, v. Baldwic, Guaelph,
Judd, Hamiiton, v. Panshon, Toronto.
Barolay, (fuelph, v. Ryall, Hamiltoa.

SECOND} ROUND.

Gordon v. Barelay. | Littlejobn v. Judd.
Baldwin v. Ryall. ] Lockwood v. Punshon.
THIRD ROUND,

Gordon v, Littleiobn, 1 Judd v. Barelay.

Baldwia v. Lockwood,
Fifth Round.~ Judd v. Baldwin.
8ixth Roand.~Littlejohn va. Judd,
Seveoth and Final Round. —Gordon v, Littlejohn.

The fAirst prize therefore fulls to Mr. Gordon end tue
second to Mr. Lintlejoha.

Apropos f this Association, the oonditions of the Pro
blem and Solviog Tourney will shortly appear in our
qulumn. — Torouto Globe.

Mr. Biackburne gave s blindfold exhibition At the
Twickenham Chess Clab on Wednesday, Aprit 12, e
had eight opponents, of whom six were defeated, bai the
nther two. nameiy, Mesars. Ryan and Ledger, effected
ATRws.

1t wan vary different at Brighton on the “tst inst
when Mr. Blackbarue contended srainat Messra. Bow'ey,
H. Ermkine, A. Switk, Mead, Themas, Stuckey, An
drews, and Bartleet. The blindfold player won by auly
a bare majunty, viz, by three gamesto two, with three
draws. The victors agaiost him were Mr. D. Thomu«
and the Rev. L. B. Bartleel, while the credit of drawing,
beivags 1o Mesars. Smith, Frskine, and Aondrews. So
atrong a stand against Mr Blackburne bas not been maide
for yvears. ‘I'be perfurmance took place inthe Bangnet
ing Room, and Mr. H, W Butler ofticisted ax teiler.

Next eveniog there was & sitnultageous exhidbition at
the saume place aguiost twenty oppanents, three of them
ladies. Mr. Blackburne won eighteen gatnes, and drew
the other two games, which were conducted by Mr. W,
Andrews aud Conncillor Buoth.—Land and Water,

PROBLEM No. 382,

By J. B, Fisher.
BLACK.

P27
77

WRITE.

White to play and matein two moves.

Solution of Problem No, 380,
Biack.

1. BtoB ¢
2. Any

White.

1. BtoQ Kt 4
2. BtoKth
3. Matas aco

IfR to B2 or Rto B3 then 2B or P takes R.
GAME 509711,

Playsd in the Leipsia Cheas Congrens batwaan tha first
and sucond prize winners, Herren Eoglisch and Paalsea.

(Sioilian Defanse.)

White —(Herr Foglisch.; Black.—(Herr .. Panlsan )

1. PloK4 1. PtoQ B¢

2. Ktw K B3 22.PwK3

3 Ktto QB3 3. Kt1oQB3
4. PoQ4 4. Ptakes P

5. Kt takes P 5 KttoKB 3
6. K Ktto Kt 5 6. Kt Kt 5
T.P1oQR3 7. BwoRY
R.PtoQ Ke 4 A . BtoKt3

4. Ktto Q6 (nh) 9. Kto K2

10, Ktto B 4 10. Bto Q5

11, Kt Q Kt 5 fa) 1. P Q4

12, Kt takes B 12. P takes Kt
13. Kt takaa Kt (eh) 1. P takea Kt

4. Bto K Kt5 1. QB2

15 o Q4 15. RtoQ aq

16. Q to B35 (eh) 16, Kto K sq

17. B takes Kt 17. P takes B

18. Btakes P 18. Qto B S

19 BtoQ3(h) 19 QoK 4

20, Qtakes Q 0. Piakes Q
21, Kto K2 21, Kto K2

22 KtoK3 22, Rio K Kt aq
23 Pto Kt 3 3. Bto Kt 2

. KRtoQsq 4. QR0 KB
25, R K Baq 5. Bto Bsq

2. QR to Q Kt sq 26. Bto Q2

. PwQR4 27. Rta Q Kt aq
28, Pto Kt 4 W P0oQ B4
2. Pto RS 2, RfrK Ktto Q Baq
3. PtoQ B4 3. Rtn Kt 2

35 B K2 3. Rfr Beqto Q Kt aq
2. R from Kt 83q to Qsq 32. Rw B2

. I'tco B4 33. P takes P (chy
3. R takes P 34. RfrB2to Bsq
35. Pto K 3¢ 33 Rt K Baq
3. Bto B3 36. Btn B aq
37. Bio K 4 . PwEKRHY
3F. RtoR4 A R K Raq
39. BtoB o . PtoB3

4. PioKt4 40. P rekea K P
41. R takea P 4. Rtakes R

42. P akes R 42. K 1o B3

4. Rw Qs (d) 43. PtoR3

4. Pto KR 6 44. Kto Kt 3

45. Pta K16 45. K takes P

45. B0 Q7 45. Rto Kt 2

47. Biakes B 47. RtoKtsq
43. P K7

And after & few mora move: Black resignad.

NOTES.

ia) A beautiful move.

(5 White would have done wrong te take tha P aod
oheck. He would bave lost all the advantags he bad
gaioed.

(¢! Well played.

(d) Bringing the aflair to & ciode.

HEARN & HARRISON,
OPTICIANS,

Makers of all descriptions of Sarvey-

ing Instruments, Transits, Theodi-

lites, Dumpy and Y Levels. Send

for Catalogues. Sign of the Admiral,
242 & 244 Notre Dame Street.

British American

pic Note ;o

MONTREAL.

Incorporated by Letters Patent.

Capital 8$100,000.

{eneral fngravers & Printers

Bank Notes, Bonds,
Postags, Bill & Law Stamps,
Revenue Stamps,
Bills of Exchangs,
DRAFTS, DEPOSIT RECEITTS,
Promissory Notes, &c., &c.,
Ervaculed in the Brst Ntyle of Steel Pluats
Fugraving,
Portraits a Specialty.
G. B, BURLAYND,
President & Manager.,
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mixed with sugar and starch.

Cadbury’s

PURE, SOLUBLE, REFRESHING.

It is often asked, “ Why does my doctor recommend Cadbury's Cocoa Fesence? "
absolutely genuine, and concentrated by the removal of the supertiuous fat, it coutaing FOUR TIMES ths
AMOUNT of NITROGENOUS or FLESH-FORMING CONSTITUENTS of the Average of other Cocoas which are

Beware of tmitations, which are often pushed by Shopkeepers for the exira profit

VERTISING CONTRACTS
aay bo made for it in

The roason is that belng
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MONTREAL.

THIS ESTABLISHMENT has a capital equal
to sll the other Lithogm;{:hiu firms in the couu-
try,and is the largest and most complete Estab-
lishment ofthe kind in the Dominion of Canada,
possessing all the latest improvements in machi.
nery and appliances, comprising +—-
12 POWER PHRESSES
2 PATENT ENVELOPFE MACHINES,
make, priot avd emboss enc=lijmd Ly ona operation,
1 PATENT LABEL GLUSSING MMA: HINE,
1 STEAM POWER ELECTREY MACHINE,
4 PHOTOARAPHING MACHINES,
2 PHOTO-ENGRAVING: MACIHIINES,

Also CUTTING, PERFORATING, NUMDBERING, EM-
BOSSING, COPPER VLATL FRINTING snd ail other
Machinery required in a firet cians husinenss

Al xinds of ENGRAVING, LITHOGRAVPHING, KLESC.
THOT T "NK AND TYPE PRINTING erccuted iN THE
BEsl - VLE

AND AT MODERATE PRICES.

PHOTO-ENGRAVING and LITHOGRAPHING from
pen apd fuk drawings A SPECIALITY.

The fompany are ais0 Proprietors and fubliahers of
the

CANADIAN TLLUSTRATED NEWS,

L'OPINION PUBLIQUE, and
SCIENTIFIC CANADIAN,

A large ataflf of Artista, Engravers, and Ekillet Work.
men in every Departurent,

Orders hy mall attendad o *ith Pancludltty
prices the same astf yiveu perennally.

G B. BURLAND,

Mavaoen.
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without which no bottle of the original WORCESTERSHIRE SAUCE
s penuine.
Ask for LEA and PERRINS' Sauce, and zee Name on Wrapter, Label, Rottle and
WWholesale and for Export by the Proprictors, Worcester; Crasse and
Blackwell, London, &c., &c.; and by Grocers and Oilmen throughout the World,
To be obtained of
MRaARA, J. M. D_OUOLARR & CO., MONTREAL ; Muaxna. l}RQ(fHART & CO., MONTREATL.

_10 CARDS all Chroms, Glarsand Motty, in Case name
G io godd & jot 10¢ West & Co., Westeil's Ct.

THE COOK'S FRIEND

BAKINC POWDER
Hus become a HousenoLs Worn in the 1and, and is a
HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY

in every family where Fronomy and Health are studied.

It is used for raiung ail kinds of Bread, Kolts, Pan-
cakes, Griddle Cakes, &, &<, and a smull quantity
ased in Pie Crast, Puddings, or other Paatry, will save
half the usual shortening, and make the food more
digestible. ’

THE COOK'S

SAVES TIME,
I' SAVES TEMPER,
'l SAVES MONEY.
For sule by «orekerpers throughau tie itominion and
wholesale by the manufactyrer.
W. D. McLAREN, Uniow Mivis,

35 College Sureet.

FRIEND

¥ 53-Ym

Addreas . 0O, VICKNRY, Augusta, Me.
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CASTOR FLYID wecver

A year and sxpenses (o ageols, Outlli fre "

(A) Postal Car Bags open (ili 8.45 a.m,, a0d 9.13 .=
m Do .9.00 p.m

Mail for Rt. Thomas, W.I., Rraxil, Argentine Repsblia
uod Montevideo will be despatobed from Halifax.
N.S., onoe & wonth—date nuoertala,

Nalls leave New York by Steamer:

For Babama Islands, April 12tb,
* Bermuada, Aprii fith, 1y, 20th and b,
** Brazil, April 5th aod :1th.
' Cuba and Parto Rlcu, Aprtl 81h and 2ad.
Cnbs, Porto Rios & Maxico, April Gth, 201b & T,
* Cuba snd W I, via Havnos, April 15th and 20th.
Kantingo sad Clepfnegs, Cuba, April 23th,
Bouth Pacific and (antral American Poris, Apeil
1 ith, 20th «nat 2Nb,
Windward Isiands, Apri) Sth and 20th,
** Venezuela and Currgoa, Aprit 15th.

Naie Jsave Sau Fraacisco .

A delightfully refreshing prepamtion for the hatre
Should be used daliy. ’n:\a {b«, sculp bsalthy, pre- | F07 Aunstralls and Sandwioh Islaods, April 8th.
vevis dundrufl. promotea the growth. A perfect halr | FO7 China and Japan, April 19th.

dressing for the family. 25¢. per bottle.
HENRY R. GRAY, Chemist,

HKola Munalanturer,
144 8t Lawrenne Main Straet.
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BANK OF MONTREAL.

NOTICK {8 hereby glven that & Dividend of FIVR PN
CEXT upon the paid up capiial stock of thls Institstios,
hax becn deciared for the current half {cmr. and that the
same will be payable al its Banking Mouss In tbis olty,
xod at its hranches on and after,

Thursday 1st day of June next.

Tha Tranafar Books will be glosed from the 17th to the
31at of May next, both duys inolusivs,
The Annuns) (Inirernl Moeting of the Sbhareholders, will

FINE AND MEDIUM.

HENRY S SHAW &CO.,

726 Crnig 8t. (Nenr Victorin 8q.)

AN IMMENKE STOCK,

bs Leld at the Bank on Monday the 5th day of Juoe next
The obulr te be tnkun ut vne o'alook.

By atder of the Board.
A. MACNIDER,
Assistant General Manager.

Montresl, 26th April, 1882,




