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1HE REIGN UF QUEEN VICTORIA.

The sixty-third birthday of our heloved
Queen was celebrated last Wedneaday with
the usual rejoicings. For forty five years
the holiday has been kept with ever-in-
creasing love towards her who, whether as
Queen, wife, mother, or friend, has won
the hearts of all her subjects and gained
the respect of the whole civilized world.

Few people would have prophesied
when, in 1837, the crown of England de-
volved upon the head of that pale, fair
girl of eighteen, that her reign would not
only be the longest of the century, but be
attended by the greatest changes and re-
volutions in science, in politics, in reli-
gion—would be alike remarkable in liter-
ture and in war.

The opening of the Queen's reign was
coincident with the chief discoveries which
we have come to look upon as representa-
tiveof modern civilization. Had it no
other claims to a niche in the temple of
history, the utilization of electricity, the
application of steam to the purposes of
locomotion, and the introduction of the
penny post, would secure it a lasting me-
worial,

“ The man of the eighteenth century,”
says Justin Macarthy, ¢ travelled on sea
and land in much the same way that his

_forefathers had dene hundreds of years
before. His communications by letter with
his fellows were carried on in very much
the same method. He got his news from
abroad and from home after the sameslow,
uncertain fashion. Hisstreets and houses
were lighted very much as they might
have been when Mr. Pepys was in Lon-
don, His ideas of drainage were equally
elementary and simple. We see a com-
plete revolution in all thess things.”

When we add to these the telephone,
which we have to-day come to look upon
a8 almost a neceesity of life, and the won-
ders of electrio lighting, the phonograph,
sud the thousand oth.r u-es to which that
wonderful medium is beiug daily put, we
are conscious of a grest gulf which divides
us from the civilization of our grand-
fathers, and we find it hard to realize that
all this has been accomplished within
half a century.

When we turn to commerce, we note at
least oue e¢nterprise originating imme-
distely from Her Majesty, or 1ather from
her eonsort, which has had its effect in
encouraging industries throughout the
world. The system of industrial exhibi
tions, which now are a recognized feature
of every year, owes its origin to the Great

Exhibition of 1851.

The great glass palace in Hyde Park,
made so memorable by Thackeray’s ode,
marks an epoch in commercial history.
The novelty of the experiment was what
made it so especially memorable. Many
subsequent éxhibitions have far surpassed
it in grandness and magnificence, but none
have robbed it of the glory of being the
first Great International Exhibition ever
planned. The wild expectations which it
aroused of peace and good will among
men have not been exactly realized, but
its effects, though different in kind, have
none the less been very marked.

We have no inclination to review the
wars which have made Victoria's reign re-
markable. If they have been marked in !
many instances with a want of forethought,
and carried out to the discredit of this or
that Government, they have proved at
least the genuine pluck of the British sol-
dier, and the courage and skill of more
than one general.

Of the literature of the reign a book
might be written, nay, the material is al-
ready in print which would form a book
of goodly size. Suffice it to point to the
names of come of our greatest writers in
every department of letters. Do we think
of science, and can we forget Brewster, the
experimental philosopher, or Michael Far-
aday, the, chemist and electrician ; do we
not find Richard Owen, and Hugh Miller,
and again Darwin, Huxley and Tyndall.
Amongst philosophers stands out the rug-
ged figure of Carlyle, the Chelsea Philoso-
pher, while Stuart Milland Herbert Spen-
cer are household names to-day. History
claims Grote, Macaulay, Froude and Car-
lyle again. Fiction acknowledges two
masters in Dickens and Thackeray, and a
host of lesser lights from whom it were in-
vidious to single out a few. Of women
there are Harriet Martineau and Mary
Somerville at the head, while Mrs. Brown-
ing, and Miss Thackeray, with novel
writers by the score, deserve at least a men-
tion here. If we have left poetry to the
last, it is not that we have no worthy
names. With Tennyson and Browning
at the head, the list of those who have
courted the muse with some measure of
success is by no means a short one. Hood,
Buchanan, Clough, Bailey, Horne, and
Charles Kingsley, who, whether he is to
be claimed as poet or novelist, as preacher
or philosopher, - has now a place in men’s
hearts from which it will be hard to dis-
lodge him.

In art we have one great writer and
critic, Ruskin, and painters among whom,
if there are fow to name speocially, it is be-
cause the level of painting has so vastly
improved that, if we have no giants, we
have not a few who at least are no pig-
mies. Yet here, perhaps, Millais deserves
a place by himself in England, as Doré in
France,

Such, in brief, has been the reign of our
Queen, remarkable amongst all reigns not
of her century or country alone, but inall
time aud over all the world. The retro-
spect is too vast for us to do more than
glanoce at it, while we repeat to-day the
well-worn formula, which, well-worn
though it be, comes from every English
subject’s heart, * God Save the Queen.”

THE SCHOOLBOY'S COMPLAINT.

TrE Congress of French schoolboys is a
novelty even in this age of Congresses.
Apparently the pupils in what Mr. Mat-,
thew Arnold called « French Etons” do
not enjoy life. No one can wonder at
that, if M. Maximé du Camp, Balzic, and
many other Frenchmen who have describ-
ed their own schcol-life told the truth.
Exccise of a genial kind is almost un-
known to the boys. No football, cricket,
fives, racquets, tennis, or anything else but
prisoner's base, and & kind of game of
catch with a soft ball, seem to be known
to French schoolboys. The pion, or usher,
always has his cold, grey eye on them,
Dishonorable confsssions are sometimos
extorted, or attempts ave made to extort,
them from the boys, and schoolboy honor
is thus sapped, or so say some of the

which are cold, narrow, and anwholesome.
Balzic passed perhaps a third, certainly a
great deal, of his school-life in the school
prison. M. Maximé du Camp thinks the
prison cells of his old school are almost as

-bad as they were in his time, and that was

very bad indeed. On holidays the boys
become premature little men of the world,
and Toto finds his way chz Ta. The
concierges have far too much power, and
can grant small indulgences or sell small
luxuries at exorbitant prices. We do not
mean to say that all French schoo!s are like

| this, but these details are taken from the

writings of great Frenchmen who had been
unhappy at school. Perhaps men who are
to become great in literature are too odd
as boys to be happy at school. Shelley was
rather teased, and his one fight was not a
success, though he is reported to have re-
cited Homer between the rounds. But this
story may be one of the many Shelley
myths. When Edgar Quinet was at school
with Jules Janin there were frequent bar-
ring outs, in which Janin was a ringleader.
The future ¢ prince of critics ” was “ sent
down” for leading the rebels agsinst too
constant omelettes. But we see with pain
that what the twenty delegates of the
French schools most disliked was Greek and
Latin. They want two modern languag s
substituted in the Lycée curriculum, and
8o far, we suppose, they have Mr. Herbert
Spencer with them. There might at least
be an option: modern languages for boys
with little turn for scholarship aud liter-
ature ; Greek and Latin for boys with
little aptitude for modern life and busi-
ness and with a tarn for poetry. The
French boy-delegates also ask for better
food—a sensible request ; for a reduction
of the power of concierges, and for the
amnesty of some lads lately expelled at
Toulouse and Montpellier. But a econ-
gress of twenty seems scarcely representa-
tive emough, and it may be doubted
whether the Minister of  Education will
attend to the prayer of the boys’ petition.

PHE MORBID NOVEL.

highest culture to visit the morbid drama,
80 the reading of the sensational novel is
on the same plane. The time and tears
wasted on this species of literature would
build a boat and float it. The writers of
books are often professional bookmakers,
with moderate talents and no genius.
Having only very ordinary powers of ob-
servation, the touches of nature which
make the world kin are absent. Unable
to understand human motives, to depict
emotions and passions as they exist in
life, or even to present surroundings in a
picturesque manner, they are driven to
scenes of human misery to give interest to
many-paged dullness.  Not the misery
which one can find everywhere around
him, in every walk iu life, but a compli-
cation of all sorts of unnatural woes, the
result of impossible schemes, generally too
clumeily devised to deceive an inmate of
an imbecile asylum. Indeed, the relation-
ship between this sort of novel and the
morbid drama is 80 intimate that one finds
them dramatized at every turn. The
“ Two Orphans ” is a fair specimen of this
kind of work, Unnatural in conception,
revolting in incident, it combines horrors
80 brutalizing ip tendency that it is a great
pity we have no censorship to suppress
such productions. Those who have read
orseen it will fail to find any moral in it,
other than this: never give almstoa blind
beggar, since it subjects the recipient to
cruel tortures at the hand of some terrible
monster who employs the poor sight-be-
reft mendicant. Such books as this are
demoralizing, in creating a taste for hor-
rors, and crushing out geniality, humor,
and friendliness, They breed suspicion
at every point, and he who reads one of
them for the firet time rises from the
perusal worse than when he sat down. It
seems to us, that no really good hearted

person could sit down and go through a

volume of such brutality with enjoyment.

To rush to the last chapter of a book, to

French writers of aut-biography. Punish-

ments chiefly consist of captivity in dens

see how it will end, is the only resource
left, and, if the tortures and agonies con-

As it is unwise and not a sign of the.

tinue, to throw the book aside. Even
great authors overstep the bounds of
human endurance—without any intent to
harrow up the feelings—as witnees George
Eliot in “ Adam Bede.” But while the
greatness of the work is undeniable, it is
scarcely sufficient to compensate for its
painfulness.

Authors have a great responsibility :
while it is their duty and ought to be
their mission to point out faults and vices,
and to use all the power their genius gives
to correct them, it is likewise part of their
duty not to foster nervousness and hysteria
among their readers, lest what moral good
they do be overbalanced by the physical
and incidentally by the mental injury they
inflict.

There is another gradation in literature,
—or, perhaps, it would be more fitly call-
ed a degradation, It is the Emile Zola
order of novel. Much has been written
and said against this man's productions,
perhaps too much, since it attracts an at-
tention to these receptacles of verbal filth
which they do not deserve. It is not ne-
cessary to say more about them, except we
bhold that the authorities are not fully mind-
ful of their duties in permitting theseworks
to go unchallenged through the mails.
The time, we trust, will come when it will
be as disreputable, socially, to possess these
books as to own a kit of burglar’s tools.

Our English litersture is so rich in every
kind of delightful novel, that there is no
need to have recourse to either the torpedo
English novel or the Sodom-and-Gomor-
rah French screeds. It is the especial duty
of parents to prevent their children’s na-
tures from being warped by these crooked
sticks of authorship, and to qualify them-
selves for their sacred duty by abstaining
from such literature themselves.

ENTHUSIASA,

Like fire, enthusiasm might be described as
g good servant but a bad master.” Enthu-
siastic persons are apt to be disturbed by their
quieter brethren who share Talleyrand’s dislike
to *trop de zéle " in any cause. Aund yet what
a blank would be left in the world if all enthu-
siasm were banished from it. The calm-judging,
sober-minded man, who can never be stirred to
strong emotion, is doubtless & wise and safe ac-
quaintance, but is apt to become an extremely
tedious one. An °*‘impartial” historian is ge-
nerally very dull reading. When Johnson said
that he liked & good hater,” he doubtless in-
tended to convey a protest against the colour-
less, amiable ters who are cugnble of
neither strong affections nor strong islikes ;
who cannot be stirred to anger by sight of
wrong-doing, nor to admiration by knowledge
of deeds of heroism ; who pass through life
without experiencing half the troubles of their
more sensitive neighbours, and generally attain
to an extreme old age. Fontenelle was an ex-
ample of this kind of person; and he himself
attributed his unusual length of life (he attained
the age of minety-four) to the fact that he
never laughed and never cried.” Most ‘fon{o
are familiar with the story of the friend who
came to visit hiin when the savant was about to
give directions regarding the dressing of & dish
of early asparagus. Fontenelle invited his vi-
sitor to share the delicacy, and finding that he
profered the asparagus cooked without oil, di-
rected the cook to pre; half of the bundie to
his friend’s taste, half to his own. Scarcely,
however, had the cook quitted the appartment,
than the visitor fell down in a fit and expired.
This tragic occurrence did not so disturb the
easy-going philosopher as to make him forget
his dinner. He ran promptly to the door and
called to the servant, * My poor friend the abbé
igldead. You can dress n{l the asparagus with
oil.”
Fontenelle was not & solitary example of
this equanimity of temper ; a nature liarly
irritating to more excitable persons, who do not
scraple to attribute the philosopher's calm to
the selfishness of the phifoeopher’s disposition.
Enthusiastic people often commit great absur-
dities, but are certainly more loveable indivi-
duals than the intensely reasonable man, whose
heart never overrules his head. Most of us

partial fashion of the fair Quakeress, who, when
aske. by a youthful friend if she could ** ﬁve
him her love,” demurely replied, * Yes, John,
I give my love to all our members, but I am
afraid that thee is getting more than thy due
share.” Whether for guod or evil, enthneiasm
would seem to be on the wane in the present
dl%- It is decidedly out of fashion.

'enturies ago *‘re ” of manner was not
a characteristic of * the class of Vere de Vere.”
What we should now term a childish exhibition
of emotion was looked upon with respect. Great
kings were not ashamed of giving way to public
bursts of fury, now rarely beheld save in lunatic

asylums. Philip de Comines relates, quite as &
matter of course, how the Duke of %urgundy

would pref r our friends to love us after the "
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was wont to yield to the wildest outbursts of

ion if opposed or thwerted ; and appears to
Eave thought none the worse of him for these

outbreaks. How constantly do we read of death
or injury inflicted on their nearest and dearest
by men incapable of selt-control, and how
leniently their age judged these fits of Berserker
fary. They were e«kually outspoken in their
repentance. To walk in procession publicly
acknowledging his crimes was as little humiliat-
ing to a king as to fall into fits of mad passion.
Mail-clad warriors embraced iu public; to
shed tears readily was looked upon as a mark of
sanctity, the * donum-lachrymarum” coveted
by pious monks. The strangest vows were made,
the wildest projects undertaken by acute and
talented men, in an age when enthusiasm was
respected and encouraged. There is a dark side
to the enthusiasm of our ancestors It frequently
led them into acts of cruelty and bigotry. God-
frey de Bouillon, that pearl of chivalry, per-
mitted an indiscriminate massacre of women
and children at the taking of Jerusalem, in 1099,
which would have eternally sullied the fame of
a modern general; but which was considered
praiseworthy in his age, because the victims
were Paynims. Pious men sent their religions
o&ponents to the stake. The same enthusiasm
that prompted men to sacrifice themselves for a
cause, a principle, made them pitiless regarding
their adversaries. To be tolerant was to be an
infidel at heart.

QOccasionally, even in the Middle Ages, we
come across instances of the calmly practical
temperament that is not to be disturbed from
the steady pursuit of self-interest by any gusts
of enthusiasm. When Bertrand du Guesclin led
a sort of crusade against the King of Granada
in 1365, he applied to Urban V. (then residing
at Avignon) E)r money to pay his troops, The
Pope, aware that Du Guesclin’s army had been
recruited from the dregs of the community, sent
word that he was too poor to give gold, but
would bestow a far more valuable gift —full
absolution from all their sins. Du Guesclin’s
reply is amusing in its candour. ¢ I tell you
there are many here who care nothing about ab-
solution ; they would far rather have silver. 1
am making them honest against their will, and
leading them where they can rightfully pillage.
Say this to the Pope. I must have money. I
cannot manage them otherwise.” The Pope sent
a cardinal, who confesses ‘‘he had rather been
chanting mass at home,” to mediate with the
too practical-minded soldiers ; but his Eminence
found them obdurate, and was irreverent enough
to cry, “1 would the Pope were here himself,
in his jaunty cape, I believe he would soon
enough be stripped of it.” Eventuilly a con-
tribution in coin was sent from the Papal
treasury. Enthusiasm the world over is strange-
ly infectious. Enthusiasts in any subject are

nerally honest in their devotion to it, and

ence the secret of their influence over the
minds of others. The leaders of the many wild
enthusiastic movements of the past firmly be-
lieved in the righteousness of the causes they
advocated. It is melancholy to think how much
sincere devotion has often been wasted on very
unworthy objects ; how some of the best of men
have given their lives to prop up crumbling
abuses, to perpetuate mistakes, to encourage acts
of cruelty and tion. But however we
may differ from the enthusiast in his views of
right, we cannot, in many cases, doubt his sin.
cerity. His listeners beliaved his teaching be-
cause they saw he <o firmly believed it himsel!.

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS.

THE event of last week has of coarse been the
celebration of the Queen’s birthday, of which we
speak more fully in another place. Our front
page contains a portrait of Her Gracious Majesty
surrounded by suggestions of the various inci-
dents of her reign : the coronation in 1836, the
Royal wedding iu 1840, in 1851, the Great Ex-
hibition, in 1854 the Crimea ; with the inven-
tion of Telegraphy, the introduction of Steam
x;lmi tb:d m:iy 'Othe:h strides which' civilization

a8 made durin, e most prosperous rei
which England iu ever knowpn. 1t had b:g:
our intention to present this week some illustra-
trions of the review at Kingston, but owing to
a press of other matter we have been compelled
to defer their production until next week.

SATURDAY was an eventful day in the anuvals
of 1882—a day of strange and startling contrasts,
In the afternoon of sunshine afier rain, the
¢ ethereal mildness” of which was a rebuke to
those who are prone to disparage the English
climate, her Majesty was present at the formal
dedication of Epping Forest to the use and en-
joyment of the public for all time.” The cere-
monial wasas simple as the event was auspicious.
That the Queen, so soon after the deplorable
attempt on her life and the excitement of the

Royal marriage should have consented to appear
ious and

in the midst of her subjects was a
courageous act worthy of herself.
tive and tic pleasure-,
ing-ground for the Soverei
:niil ‘;: our time the fa
oliday-makers, was being uall
by neighbouring squatters -n‘«ll‘i‘;'zv
pressible builders, till its area had

is attrac-
of this

were threaf with destruetion. By a ha

inspiration the City Corporation, which had
i fthomw.nindnelod
champion of popular rights. Its
l:&d a

some kind of locus standi in
o bacome S shampin

we! ce and resources,
goumbcr of favorable
sidious aggressions.

garden, once ‘s hunt-

te resort of East-End
inclosed
b”:y irre-
riously restricted and its charasteristic f::n:;

decisions, arrested in-
nsiderable tracts of for-

est land were recovered from the hand of the
spoiler, and the entire forest was formally placed
under the protection of our Civic Parliament,
with the Duke of Connaught as its Ranger.
Epping Forest is now secured as ‘“‘a thing of
beauty and a joy for ever” for the benefit of her
Majesty’s subjects ; or, as the Corporation ad-
dress more precisely puts it, ‘‘ an open space of
nearly six thonsand acres, extending from the
confines of the metropolis for a distance of thir-
teen miles, is now available for public health and
recreation.” Our illustrations of the event will
be found on page 340.

Frou the Northwest we have received a pho-
tograph of the Artillery detachment of the
Northwest mounted police, whose head quarters
are at Fort Walsh. This photograph we have
engraved for page 341.

Masoxic Fancy Bazaar at DurLiN.—In
aid of the fund required for completing and
farnishing the new building of the R[asonic Fe-
male Orphan School, in Merrion road, Dublin,
to which the Freemasons of Ireland have already
subacribed a large sum, a Bazaarand Fancy Fair
was held in the Dablin Exhibition Palace.
Her Royal Highness the Duchess of Connaught
and her hmﬁency the Countess Cowper, wife
of the Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, were patron-
esses of this Bazaar, and many ladies of zood

ition consented to presice at the stalls. The
zaar, or fancy fair presented some remarkable
features, which are partly shown in our illustra.
tion. The Leinster Hall of the Exhibition
Palace was converted into a picturesque *old
street,”” with ¢ Shakespeare’s House’’ at the
upper end. All the ?mint and beautiful build-
ings were sketched from originals of the six-
teenth and seventeenth centuries by Mr. Bing-
ham M’'Guinness, President of the Dablin
Sketching Club ; and the whole was constructed
and decorated in the highest style of scenic art
by Mr. Farrar and other artists of the Dublin
Gaiety Theatre. A portion of the design occu-
pied by the Belfast and Midland Counties Stall,
near the corner of the Leinster Hall, opposite to
the Shakespeare House and Pupil’s Stall, was
suggested by sketches from the ¢ Old Tabard
Inn,” palled down a few years ago in Sonth.
wark, where it had remained in actual use from
the middle of the reign of Queen Elizabeth, till
its demolition in the course of some building
ims;ovemenu. The receases and rude balconies
under the roof are very interesting, and the
general effect of the old house was carefully
studied. The timbered houses brought together
in this street represent the prevailing character
of the dwellings and shops of the merchant and
trader burgesses. They were built with large,
heavy timber framing, the interspaces of which
were filled in with bricks, lath and plaster, or
weather boardings. The gables ornamented with
“barge boards” and casements, and the roofs
were covered with red tiles, and ornamented
with dormer windows to admit light and air to
the rooms in the fine large roofs.

THE sad story of the death of Lord Cavendish

and Mr. Burke is already an old tale, but its
painful interest is revived by the arrival of the
English mails with fuller accounts of the tragedy.

We do not propuse to relate the whole story,

which is probably familiar to m st of our readers.

On the evening of the sixth f May the unfor-
tunate gentlemen were walking together in the
Pheenix Park in sight of the Vice-Regal lodge
when they were attacked by four men who had
driven upin an outside car, and stabbed to the
heart, the assassins driving off as they came.
Mr. Burke, ‘‘ handsome Tom Burke” as he was
known to his iritimates has been for years in the
permanent position of under secretary, and has
devoted his whole official life to working for the
country in whose cause he has now lost his life.
He was about forty years of age aud unmarried.
Lord Frederick Cavendish was the son of the
Duke of Devonshire and brother of the Marquis
of Huntington. His recent appointment as
Chief Secretary was considered as a conciliatory
one, and his mission was a mission of peace.
Even so did Nana Sahibshoot down the bearers of
the flags of trace in the mutiny. Onanother

we give portraits of both these gentlemen and 1l-
lustrations of the residences of the Chief Secretary
and the under secretary in the Pheenix Park.
The funeral of Mr. Thomas Burke took place on
Tuesday, in the Glasnevin Cemetery, Dublin,
and was attended by a representative of the Lord
Lieutenant, the Judges, barristers, merchauts
and others, the members of the Dablin Corn Ex

change, the Chamber of Commerce, the Council
of the Home Rule League, and other public
bodies and organisations in Dublin, and through-
out Ireland, met and passed resolutions denoun-
cing the assassinations, and expressing sym})at.hy
wil;i the bereaved friends. The body of Lord
Frederick Cavendish was removed from the Vice-
regal lodge, Dublin, to the North Wall Wharf,
ona nootrx'ioﬁe, and put on board the Steam-
boat for England.

EARLY PIETY.

BY NED P. MAH.

There is a small wise woman of some eight
summers whose normal place of residence,
through rain or shine, is a ditch by the side of the
road that leads to the cemetery, of whose acquain-.
tance I have the honor, and whose profession it
is t6 manufacture and sell garlands fer the ad-
ornment of graves. She observed at our last
interview that I was rapidly torning grey, and

that it was worthy of reinark, inasmuch as her

grandmother who was far up in the sixties was
not grey as yet. To which I reglied, explanato-
rily, that it was only wicked people who turned
grey early. Whereupon she shook the little
w:se h’et;d gravely, and smole a smile of sympathy
and pity.

Train up a child in the way he should go, and
when he is old he will not depart from it. No,
but while he is still young he may. Clergymen’s
sons, who may reasonably be supposed to have
a strict bﬁnﬂng up, are proverbially the worst.
Too tight a bearing rein is good for neither man
nor beast. Give a boy his head in all reason,
but let him have all the advice he seeks and en-
courage him to seek it. Lead but don’t drive.
A mother's influence is the best for this, and a
mother’s words will sink into the heart and be
remembered when sermons and canings are alike
long since forgotten.-

Of course there is a good deal of truth in the

saying that a young man must have his fling,

and it depends partly on the sort of head he has,

but a good deal also on the sort of company his

pursnits force him into, how long or how short

that fling must be—and the worst of it is that

where, per' aps, not so much native inclination

as the exigencies of the “‘ good fellowship’ of

business connections demand that this fling

shall last for many years, this prolonged period

of early piety will lay the founsatiorn of a miser-

able old tso in which the spirit, still young, is

embittered by the growing infirmities of the

body, and bald, toothless, and rheumatic, the

old bachelor linﬁt:rs amid the memories of plea-

sures, in which he can no longer indalge with

unS,nni , awaiting the tardy coming of that
end, which will be a happy releass to himself
and to his friends.

Therefore, O young man, be wise ; and by a
somewhat niggardly economy of strength, pre-
pare yourself to enjoy s green old age, which
shall be able to indulge with a reasonable mode-
ration i*the pleasures which we are not intend-
ed to exhaust in our youth—an old age not
rendered hideous by a premature decay, but
comely in the good preservation of teeth and
locks, and unwrinkled skin ; and happy in the
consequeént good temper and comfort, that are
the reward and the witness bearers of a discreetly
husbanded youth.

SUCCESSFUL AUDACITY.

An unemployed actor, disinclined to rust in
idleness, to say nothing of starviug, determined
to ‘“do the provinces” as an entertainer. The
Krovil,wel, however, did not prove the happy

anting-ground he ex| and when he ar-
rived at a certain small town in the north, his
funds and his spirits were equally low. The
latter were not raised by the worthy who had
the letting of the ‘‘ hall” informing him a thea-
trical exhibition would be ‘‘nae gudeata’”
there ; but that if he gave a lecture on chemis-
try the place would be crowded. At this straw
our desperate actor clutched. He would turn
scientific lecturer, and chance it being dis-
covered that he knew nothing of his subject.
The hall was engaged, the bills distributed, his
last coppers spent ou red fire, brickdast, iron
filings, and some innocent powders ; the time
came, and the lecturer stood before a crowded
audience without any clear idea of what he was
to say or do, save that he was going to perform
the old experiment of prodacing hydrogen, and
a new one of his own invention, which he hoped
would bring the p.rformance to a suddeh end.
The friendly eeper had borrowed a pestls
and mortar, a Leyden jar, and two or three
retorts, which, with a few physic bottles filled
with bright-colored waters, gave the table quite
a scientific appearance. The psendo-savant
sommenced by reading a few pages of a popular
treatise on chemistry, by way of introduction,
and then, closing the book, trusted to impu-.
dence to pull him through; and pull him
through it did. He says—*‘ | explained, with
many mispronounced words, the hydrogen ex-
periment ; and then it occurred to me to ar
ra.ge a little accident, which would perhaps
make them nervous, and prepare them for what
was to follow. This I did by thrusting a retort,
neck downwards, into the fire; thy few drops
of water vaporised, and burst it with a loud
report. I then proceeded to explain the dan--
grrous nature of the chemic s, dwelt on gun
cotton, sudlen death of exp-rimentalists _by
fomes, &c., meanwhile filling my mortar with
brickdust and other harmless mgredlepts.
Having worked the audience up to the required
pitch of nervousness, I dilated on the dangerous
and uncertain nature of the compouad I was
mixing. I spoke of my bad health, and wound
up by saying : “Startling and marvellons as the
annomnoement may seem, it is nevertheless
true, that were I to leave off stirring this mix-
ture for one single second, the whole of this
building and everyone therein would be blown
into unrecognizable atoms!’ In less than two
minutes there was not a soul left in the place
but Mr. Mactaggart and myself, who pitched
the stuff away, and cheerfolly divided the
profits.”’

A NEAR SHAVE.

¢ What I am about to relate,” writes a tra-
veller, ** happened in a rough mining town in
Colorado. ore was & grand ball at the ranch
of Whiskey Jack, s well known chatacter in
the 'diggin&u,’ and the lite of the district re-
sponded to the call in full force. The party was
held in a rickety old barn belonging to the
host, and, with a few red atrips o?ﬂannel, a

grotesque accumulat’on of mountain roses, and
a row of dripping candles, the appointments of
the dplame were perfoct. My first partner in the
giddy dance was the wife of the man who killed
the village postmaster because he refused him a
letter ; she was fat, fair and forty, and danced
with the grace of a cow. My next partner was
the daunghter of this charming pair, & young girl
Jjust burstfi“l:ﬁ into the loveliness of womanhood ;
she was y freckled, and sported & wart on
her nose. My next partuner was a blooming
grags-widow, a fresh arrival ; and then I reeted.
I began to comment on new faces in the room.
My companion in this pleasant pastime was a
heavy-bearded miner, uncouth, roughly dressed,
tobacco-alob bered, and very profane.. This was
ohu;;. first meeting, and I hoped it would be the

¢ There goes a hard-looking case,’ I whispered,
as the wife of the man who lgilled the postmaster
sailed by ; ‘she’s a bad 'un.’

* Yas,’ replied the man, ¢I'd hate to have the
critter step on me. What an elegant target she
would make for a poor marksman 1”

*Yes,' I said, and turned my eyes on a tall
raw-boned creature sailing towards us, support-
ed by a little man with sandy whiskers and red-
to ta.

I‘)Hore comes the boss.’’

‘How ¥

¢The boss, I say; ain’t she a lovely chim-
panzee ¥

‘A what?

¢ Chimpanzee 1’

He glared at me a moment and then reached
for his revolver.

‘ What is a chimpanzee ¥’ he growled fiercely,
his red eyes growin, .

Isaw that I lnﬂ made some mistake, and
hastened to explain.

¢ Why—why,’ I stammered, backing off, ‘s
chimpanzee is & lovely creature found in Africa
—nothing so gor, oonslwnﬁful as a chim-
panzee ! Tl}tt 18 the highest compliment a lady
can receive. )

¢ Oh !'—and th® man looked relieved. *Yas,

I think so myself, ttrmfar;she is a lovel
chimpanzee. S?:’- my wife.’” Y

\NEWS OF THE WEEK.

THE Hudson Valley peach crop will be a total
failure.

THE Parnellites have still 200 amendments to
move to the Repression Bill.

Tae Madrid Cabinet is deliberating on the
reduction of the Customs duties.

¢ Shotover” won the Derby on Wednes day,
“*Quicklime second, *‘ Sachem™ third.

Tz Mexican Government is offering $300
for each scalp of hostile Apache Indiaus.

Or one thousand inhabitants of Iquique,-
Peru, six hundred are sick with tertiary fever.

CaNON ErNEsT WILBERFORCE has been ap-
Eoinl:ed Bishop of the new dioocese of Newcastle,

ngland.

THeE Russian Committee of Ministers has
issued a series of stringent regulations concern-
ing the Jews.

THE rumored en,
Beatrice and a son
is denied.

Hox. Mz. WarLxeM, Premier of British
Columbis; L received a ju igeship of the B. C.
Supreme Court, - .

ment between Princess
the Landgrave of Hesse

A LoNpow &sble snnouuces the death of Sir
John Holker, late Lord Justice of the High
Court of Appeal. -~ - -

THE Prinoess Louise sailed from Liverpool fo
Quebsc per Allan Line steamship Sarmatian on
Tharsday.

8IrR CBARLES BowEN, Judge of the Queen’s
Bench, will succeed the late 8ir John Hoikerin
the High-Qoart of Appeal.

ALsER? Youtgo; the man who wrote a threat-
eniug letter to Phe Queen’s secretary, has been
seatenced to teni years' penal servitude.

TR Ponnsy\nnh iron manufacturers hav
deci 1ed to resist the demands of the men, and

- the strike has commenced in earnest.

- THg Island of Fayal, Azores, has been visited -
by ah earthquake which destroyed churches,
puﬁlbhﬁdiny. snd many houses.

THE official list places the number of lives
lost by the Maniloulin disaster at eleven, of

whom eight were passengers and three deck
hands. s

ONE hundred and twenty Herefordshire far-
mers sailed by the Sarmatian for Quebec. They
are sent out by Mr. Jemes Rankin, M.P., to
settle on Canadian farms.

. CoNsuMPTION CURED.—An old physisian, re-
tired from practice, having had plsced-in his
hands by an East Indisa missionary the formula
of a simple vegetable remedy for the speedy
and permanent eurs for censnmption, Bron.
chitis, Catarrh, Asthms and all Throat and
Lung Affections ; also s positive and radical
cure for Nervous Debility aad all Nervous
Complaints, after having tested its wouderful
* ourative power in thousands of cases, has felt it
his duty to make it known to his suffering fel-
lows. Actuated-by this motive and a desire to
relieve human ing, 1 will send free of
desire it, this recipe, in Ger-

man, French or English, with full i
ing snd using. Send by mail by

ing with stamp, pami thinppnf -
lalgvu, 149 POWP’OI"IB Rochester, N. X.
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KATE.”

A TALE OF SOUTHERN LIFE.

BY

CHRISTIAIN REID.

CHAPTER XLIV,

“ 8o it is, my dear.
A1l such things touch secret strings
For heavy hearts to bear. .
8o it is, my dear.” .

¢ What huhappened to her ? What did tho:
peopledo to her ¥

It is Mr. Proctor who asks this inevitable
kueotion-—for firmly rooted in the minds of all

ate’s friends is the opinion that ‘““those people,”
to wit, Mr. and Mrs. Ashton, are in some man-
ner accountable for the great change which has
been wrought in her—when he finds himself
alone with Janet, after his first meeting with the
girl who, two years ago, embodied for him all
that was br‘iehmt and most charming on earth.

Janet shakes her head gravely. ‘‘I am quite
at s loes what to think,” she answers. “In a
degno, I know what has happened to her, but
I do not know why it happened—and that puz-
zles me. But she says, and we must take her
word for it, that the people of whom you speak
were very kind to her—as kind as they know how
to be. I confess it is hard for me to believe that,
or anything else good of Florida Vaughn ; but
Kate would be torn by wild horses before she
would say it if it was not so.”

“Then what is the matter with her I'’ asks
Mr. Proctor. *There is no good in saying she
is ‘out of health '—what has put her out of
health ¥ If ever there was a look of heari-break
in any eyes on earth, it is in those eyes of hers,”
he goes on. ** They used to be the most ioyons
1 ever saw, and now they are the saddest.”

¢ They are,”’ says Janet. ‘It almost breaks
my heart sometimes to see the look in them when
she thinks no one is observing her—at sunset,
for instance, when she gazes over the river, be-
yond the hills, like one who knows

‘ The weariness, the endless pain
Of waiting for some one to come
‘Who nevermore will come again.’ "’

¢ But for whom is she waiting?" says the
youns man ; * or, rather, for whom has she
ceased to wait +—for she gives me the ides of one
who has ni‘gdgood-bye to hope. Janet, you are
a woman, women can read each other—you
ought to be able to tell.”

‘1 can tell something replies Janet. *Sit
down here, and I will tell you all I know.™

They have been strolling down the lawn in
the soft, June twilight ; and having now reach-
ed the bank of the little stream where Kate
found her four-leaved clover, they sit down to-
gether on the warm, dry grass. :

“ Two heads are better than one, even if one
is a blockhead,” says Mr. Proctor, taking Janet's
small hand in the clasp of his large one. ** Tell
me all you know. I don’t ask from mere curi-
osity, but in order to see if there is anything to
be done.”

Sole.ll)et tel({z t;ll that shef kngws—which is
very little, and the mystery of which is heyond
her fathoming. ¢ Only this is oertain,g she
says in conelusion—** Kate cares as much for
Frank Tarleton as she ever cared, and yet there
is some bar between them which she believes to
be hopeless, and which is breaking her heart.
She will not tell what it is—she will not say
why she sent him away when he went to herand
proved that she had suspected him of trifling
without just cause—she will not give the least
clew to what induced her to go abroad with the
Ashtons, and so I cannet see what is to be
done.”

“Nor I,”” says Mr. Proctor, ‘¢ for lovers’
&uumh are things outsiders had best leave

one.”

¢ But thisis nota lovers’ quarrel,” says Janet.
¢ Kate insists upon that. Anditis not Frank
Tarleton’s fault—she insists upon that, also.”

(L ;rhen, in the name of Heaven, whose fault
isit1”

¢¢ That is the mystery—that is what I cannot
find out. Itisnot in the least like Kate to be
secretive—but for onee she is 80.”

“1t would not do _to—to send for Tarleton,
would it ¥’ hazards Mr. Proctor, vaguely.

A flash comes into Janet's brown eyes. ‘“That
is likely !”’ she says. ‘Do you think if Kate
was dyi:i—-md God knows she may be—she
would wish us to put her so low as to send for a
man who was always fickle as the wind, and
who, by this time, no doubt, is sighing at some
other woman’s feet—indeed, for aught we know,
may be married

Mr. Proctor is evidently unable to make any
other suggestion, so he chews a piece of
and the cud of mediutigﬁl mi: several minutes
before ageth'n sgain. en he says :

“I told yong cousin once that if I could serve
her in any way, I would go to the end of the
world to doit.” I meant exactly what I said,
and I mean it yet. I don’t shine in counsel, as

you peroeive ; but in sction I think you might
trust me. 1f now or hereafter you see anything

to be done, let me know, and [ will do it at any
m” .

T believe you would,” says Janet, looking at
him with affectionate eyes; ** and if you don’t.
hine in counse far better to act than to

talk ; and best, the very best of all, to be a true-
hearted gentleman.”

There are others besides these two who would
do much to serve Kate, to bring back the roses
to her cheeks, and the starry lustre to her eyes ;
but as the days-go on, deepening in summer
loveliness, they bring no healing for her on their
wings, nor does any means of cure reveal itself
to the anxions eyes that watch her. Once she
has tried to ride ; but although the distance was
short, and Diana’s paces gentle, she was too
much exhausted to repeat the experiment ; so
her exercise is limited to driving daily in the
little phaeton, with Janet for whip. Along the
winding, level road, by the river, where she and
Tarleton 2o often cantered gayly, and where—
for she can no more rid herself of these recollec-
tions than she can cease to breathe—she idlop-
ed at headlong speed the night she thought him
dying, they bowl gentl‘yl, when the rich sunset
fires are kindled over the western hills, and the
reflected glory glows on the tranquil breast of

the river. Returning from one of these drives |

one evening, while the lingering twilight still
holds the world under its spell of beauty, they
find the family group as usual gathered on the
piazza, but the tall young man who rises and
comes forward to meet them, as Janet draws
Madoc up, is not Will. In the dusk, neither
of the girls recognize him until he speaks.

“How do you both do ¥’ he says. * Kate,
I am very glad to see yon back again.”

¢ Why, it is Randal !” cries Janet. * What
do you mean by dropping down upon one like
this ¥’ -

+¢ Is there any harm in coming unannounced
for once in & way ?” he asks, with a slight laugh.
1 have not been very well of late, and it is so
horribly warm among bricks and mortar, that I

ot leave of absence and ran up here to the
gilla for a little coolness and rest.”

He assists them out as he speaks, and Kate,
who has not spoken yet, says, when he takes
herhand :

] am glad to see you again, Randal, ard
sorry that you are not well."”

¢’Oh, my indisposition is only a trifle,” he
answers ; but they have been giving me gloomy
occounts of you, Kate. I hardly expected that
a young l&dg who has been abroad for more than
a year would come back an invalid.”

““ Why not ¥’ she asks.
in Paris, you know.”

She says no more, but sitting down by her
uncle begins to talk of her drive, and so it 1s that
Randal does not see her until they go in to tea.
Then, when the full light of the dining-room
lamp falls on her, he, like every one else, is
struck and shocked by the change in her appear-
ance. He says nothing, but his eyes travel to
her again and afuin, so full of wonder which is
almost incredulous that, meeting them at last,
she smiles.

“You can hardly believe that it is I, can
{:u, Raundal 7 she says. “‘ You think I must

an impestor, do you not ¥ But the dogs all
know me, so I must be Kate.”

¢ You will be Kate as long as you keep your
eyes and your voice,” he replies; but you are
more altered than—than I thought possible.’

““ One can alter a great deal,” she says, glanc-
ing with a little r:ﬁl‘nuineo a mirror which once
gave back the t bloom of a face which
then well deserved the Homeric epithet of “)joy-
endowing.”

The snb{oct is not pursued beyond this point,
for Kate’'shealth is & topic the family are more
inclined toshun than to discuss ; but even after
the frail figure and pale face have disappeared,
they continue to haunt Randal’s thoughts like
an uneasy vision. It does not oocur to him to
connect Kate’s failing health with the sacrifice
which she made for him—sinoe he did not learn
then, and does not know now, the extent of that
sacrifice ; but, together with much weakness, he
has also some good in his character, and promi.
nent in the last is the capability of gratitude.
He does not forget that Kate saved him from
moral and financial shipwreck when he was on
the verge of both ; and he is as sorry forher con-
dition now as it is in his nature to be sorry for
anything ; in fact, he is 80 sorry that he takes
Janet aside in the course of the evening and asks
the‘oft-repeated question—** What is the matter
with Kate ¢’

Janet is surprised by this proof of concern, for
she has heretofore imagined and frequently de.
clared that it it not in Randal to care for any-
thing on earth beyond bimself ; but she reflects
that it is acoording to the nature of things for
Kate to win re;zn'r;x even from the selfish, so she
answers him with the usual formula, giving the
opinions of the doctors, and finally adding her
own, as she sees—by the light of the moon fall-
ing broadly over them as they sit on the piazsa
~—that Randal is interested.

1 am certain as that I am living that her
malady is more of the spirit than of the body,”
she says. ¢ The doctors don’t know what they
are ing about—how should they ! I do not
doubt that she will die if this goes on, but I do
doubt that it will be any physical disease which

“ People die even

will kill her—or at least any disease save what
is brought on by regret and hopelessness. 1 al-
ways knew that love would be a terrible thing
with such an ardent and faithful nature as hers,”
proceeds the speaker, with a heart-felt sigh ;
“¢ but, in my worst auticipations, I did not think
that it would kill her.”

¢ Love |” repeats Randal. ¢ Is that the mat-
ter ! Who is she in love with 1"

¢¢ She never has been in love with but one
person,” replies Janet. “Her heart is not a
shuttlecock, like many people’s—my peor Kate!
I almost wish it was.”

‘“ With but one person }—then you must
mean Tarleton! But I thought all that affuir
ended when ahe left here ¥’

““Which proves that you know very little
about the matter. It is true that when Kate
left here the affair was ended, because your
friend, Mrs Ashton, then Miss Vaughn, had
made mischief and persuaded Kate that Frank
was only trifing with her ; but, as soon as he re-
covered from his wound sufficiently to be able
to travel, he went straight to her, told the truth
himself, and not only that, but confronted Miss
Vaughn and made her tell it—or, at least, made
her acknowledge that he had toldit. Ah!"’ cries
Janet, with kindling eyes, ‘¢ there was a man
foryou! Women despise a laggard in love as
much as they scorn a dastard in war ; and Frank
Tarleton could no more be the one than the
other. When I heard of that, [ forgave him
everything that he had ever done orleft undone,
and T took him into my heart of hearts and
crowned him there.”

¢ I hope you told Proctor so,” says Randal,
with a slightly uneasy laugh—for praise of Tar-
leton is even yet far from music to his ear.
¢¢ Bat I do not understand why, if things were
made harmonious in this manneg, Kate should
be breaking her heart for him now.”

* Nobody understands,” says Janet, gloomil(’{‘.
¢ There is some mystery in the matter whi
caunot be brought to light. After this, and
after Kate had rejected Mr. Fenwick because—
Miss Brooke says she told him—she was engag-
ed to Frank Tarleton, she gave up the latter to

-go abroad with that odious Mr. Ashton. Itis

absolutely incomprehensible.’”

There is a moment’s pause before—in a voice
which he is not able to control as well as he
should like to do—Randal says :

¢ And has she never explained to you why she
did so ¥’

“Never; and that is one of the strangest
parts of the matter. It isso unlike Kate to have
a secret. She used to be as open as the day, and
80 she is now with regard to everything else. But
nobody can draw anything from her about this.
It was not Frrnk Tarlston’s fault—that she de-
clares—and beyond that she will not go. A ne-
cessity, which was a duty, forced them apart,
she says; but, for the life of me, I camnot tell
what necessity, or what duty it could possibly

have been.”
Silence follows. It is doubtfal whether Ran-
dal can —he certainly does not do so. A

knowledge of all that Kate has suffered for him
and throngh him flashes on him like a revela-
tion, and proves an overwhelming one. Selfish
and weak though he may be, he has enough of
manhood in him to shrink aghast at the thought
of what a burden he has flung on the shoulders
of a woman—of a tender, faithful and heroic girl.
“ It it is true—if she did this thing on that ac-
count—I deserve to be held up to the contempt
of the world I”” he thinks.

But to think this is one thing. To know
what to do—to resolve what to uite an-
other. At the mere imagination of uttering the
truth, his tongue seems to cleave to the roof of
his mouth, and, rising at last, he walks away in
perturbation, leaving Janet alon e,

CHAPTER XLV.

“ Sweet is true love, though given in vain, in vain;
And sweet is death, who puts an end to pain.

I know not which is sweeter—no, not I:
Love, art thou sweet? then bitter death must be.
Love, art thou bitter? sweet is death to me.

O love, if death be swoeeter, let me die.”

If Randal looks haggard when he comes down
to breakfast the next morning—thereby greatly
exciting Mrs. Lawrence’s anxiety—the fact is
not remarkable. During the hours of the sum-
mer night he has slept little, despite the de-
lightful coolness which the hills send through
every open casement to make sleep a blessing
and refreshment ; and, when he rises, the dis-
quieting thouqhts which filled his pillow with
thorns arestill with him. If he were mailed in
callous selfishness, as many people are, - he
would put Kate and her sacrifice aside as some-
thing beyond himself, and therefore beyond his
orbit of interest ; but he is not able to do this.
The touch which opened his eyes seemed to open
his heart as well, and, seeing his conduct paint-
ed in the colors of truth, he feels acutely all the
consequences of it. What he does not see is
how to remedy these consequences. There is no
realization which should be more familiar to us,
yet which at certain times comes upon us with
the force of more overwhelming surprise, than
the realization of our poweslessness to suspend
the consequences lowing from our own actious.
To-day it is in our power to turn the current of
our lives to the right or to the left ; to-morrow,
having turned it, we can nomore avert the mer-
cileas march of effect treading fast on cause than
tH® river which is sweeping timngh dark forests

and fertile plains can turn its waters.back to
the far, fair mountains which gave them birth.
Randal has vainly tfféd to persuade himself

that the change in Kate is not a result of what

she did for him ; but memory wakes, and, more
terrible than a lion, recalls the expression of her
face—which at the time he little heeded—when
she gave him the cheque for which she had
signed away her liberty and her love. He re-
members the look in her eyes wheun to his ques-
tion : ** Did he give it to you as a free gift,
Kate " she answered, ‘“No; but the condi-
tions on which it was given only concern my-
self, and I am very glad to do anything to gain
this.,” He asked no more, bein%‘too intent on
his own great relief, but now he understands
and reads all. *For every fault committed on
earth, somebody must pay the cost,” rings
through his mind, like a sentence of doom ; and
for his fault, his grevious fault, he left Kate to
pay the cost.

So through the hours of the night, while the
girl of whom he thinks lies sleeping serenely as
a child, with her curling lashes resting ou her
pale cheeks like the closed petals of a flower, his
thoughts revolve in an unending circle. It is
no wonder, therefore, that he looks badly when
he descends to breakfast, or that he has scant
appetite even for the pleasant meal set out amid
roses, with the garden lying beyond the win-
dows, and the notes of birds coming in with the
balmy air, the floods of sunshine, and the odor
of blossoming trees and shrubs.

Kate does not appear at breakfast, so he does
not see her again until in the course of the
morning he enters the sitting-room, and finds
her admiring and discussing & squirrel which
the children have brought in to exhibit. Randal
looks on impatiently for a little while, then he
bids the children * take the thing away;’' and
when they have obeyed—for they stand very
much in awe of him—he comes, sits down by
Kate, and, greatly to her surprise, takes one of
her hands, with which she is doing some
crochet-work.

“ How thin you are !"” he says, looking st it
compassionately. ¢ There is hardly a feather’s
weight left of you. What does it mean, Kate 1
—what does it mean ¥’

“] fancy it means that I am wearing away
‘like a snow-wreath in thaw,’” she answers,
smiling.

** ¢ Wearing away to the land o’ the leal.’

What tender expressions the Scotch have, have
they not? I like that expression so much—
‘ the land o’ the leal I" ”

“] don’t understand what has brought you
to this pass,” says Randal, going on with his
own thoughts. *‘Janet tells me that she thinks
{ggr .i'llness is more of the spirit than of the

¢ Janet is mistaken,’’ answers Kate, quietly.
] have not a regret on earth —no, no one—
80 how could I be ill in the spirit? Don't trou.
ble about me, Randal, pray! It is very good
of you—but I wish you would not.”

‘ How can I fail to trouble about you,” he
says, in a low voice, *‘ when, for the first time—
for the first time, Kate, as God hears me | —it
has occurred to me that you are suffering from
my fault ™"

She looks up at him with eyes in which he
reads only kindness and compassion.

“] am glad you have spoken of that mat-
ter,”’ she says, lowering her vcice as he had
done, *“because I am glad to tell you that if it
were all to do over, with all that it cost malti-

lied a hundred-fold, 1 would do it gladly to

ave the pleasure of looking at my dear uncle,
and thinking that I, even I, was able to have
saved him from—well, you know from—well,
you know from what. So it is with the rest ; so
it is with this old house, which is the home of
honor and peace. I think: ‘I have been al-
lowed to save it’—and then I feel that that is
enough to have lived for.”

¢ And in saving it you have sacrificed your.
self,” says Randal. “Do I not see !—Kate,
what was the condition on which Mr. Ashton

—TI have rested in selfish ignorance too long."”
She shrinks away like one who avoids a ride
touch. *Why do you wish to know?’ ghe
asks, It is over and done with now.”” ==
] wish to know because I must reckon:¥p
the full measure of my debt to you,” he gm.
awers. ‘‘I can never discharge it—never on

ise to give up Tarleton 1’ £
Bat still she shrinks, and her eyes Ngltlm: AR

ex(fmauon of pain and sadness. Never, this

farewell to that made life worth living fer,
at Mr. Ashton’s biddiug, without feeling e
old, bitter thrill of agony renewed. R
© ¢ see that you did,” says Randal, aftefa
minute’s pause ; *“and I—I went away liks’a
solfish coward, and left you to bear all the bus.
den of my wrong-doing.” b
He buries his face in his hands, as he burly
it on that day now far gone by, when he caagie
to the girl in the full flush of her new-forgid
happiness, and appealed for Lelp. She gave'it

and now she gives what is more precious .than
“gold and a2 multitude of jewels”—kindly,
generous words, L
“It was not your fault, Randal,” she says.
““You could not teil that Mr. Ashion ‘would
make such a condition. Don’t be sorry. I tell
rm again that 1 would rather have been al-
owed to do this thing, than to have been happy
all my life long. Is not that enough ¥’ - .

swers, lifting his face. ' Kate, is there no way
of making things right again ¥ I would hesitate

at nothing—I think I should even be strong
enough to tell—"

gave you that money ! I have a right to know

earth—but 1 must know. Kate, did you prom-

side of eternity, will she think of how she bade -

then as freely as it was in her to give all things, -

“For you, perkaps, but not for me,” he uﬁu‘

T
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She stops the words on his lips by extending
her hand and grasping his. ¢ Hush I” she says,
in an imperative tone. ' Never say that again!
If my uncle knew, you would undo everything.
And how could telling help what was done ?
Life gives no opportunities twice—what we have
let go once, we do not recover. Never say such
a thing agein.”’

He is absolutely awed by her vehemence, by
the light which shines in her eyes, and by the
vivid flush which rises into her pale face.

«“Do not excite yourself,” he says. 1 will
not undo what you have done at such a cost.
But if Tarleton could be brought back to

on_"
y She sinks again on the cushions of the couch,
with the color ebbing from her lips and cheeks
as fast as it came to them.

*You do not understand,” she says, ‘‘how
impoesible that is. Could I ask a man to come
back to me whom eighteen months ago 1 sent
away?! Isit likely that he —he, who hasknown
and loved so many woman—remembers me yet,
or would desire to retarn to me even if I was
what he left me! And, above all, what would
any man see to _love in such a faded wreck of
womanhood as I am now?! No, dear Randal,
all that is past—as past as if it were part of an-
other existence. I do not deceive myself with
auy hope, I do not torment myself with any
longing. 1 made my choice once and for all,
and I do not regret it—no, not for a moment.”

‘What can Randal answer? He is, in truth,
incapable of speaking at all, and, before he can
control his voice, Mrs. Lawrence enters, and
the conversation is at an end.

But the reflections which preceded it do not
end with him. If sometimes good deeds seem
to bear no fruit in the eyes of men, at other
times it is hard to say how far the influence of
one generous action may extend. For the first
time in his life this young epicurean is ‘‘shamed
through all his nature,” by the perception of
unselfishness in anotler. When he contrasts
Kate’s simple fidelity to daty with his easy ac-
eertance of her sacriflce, he appears so contempt-
ible in his own eyes that.it is matter of neces-
sity to find some means of reinstating himself
in his esteem, since, however salutary the
scorpion-whip of conscience may be, it is never
agreeable.

As time goes on, instead of becoming accus-
tomed to the sitnation, he finds it more intoler-
able. To stand by and see Kate die for his
fault—that is how it appears to him—how can
he do this thing? Yet what else is there for
him to do? Having asked himself this ques-
tion repeatedly and vainly, he at last, with an
heroic effort of courage, determines to take Janet
into his confidence and see if her sharp wits
cannot devise a remedy for what appears to him
to be without any.

Having formed this resolation, he takes the
first step toward executing it, by asking Janet
one afternoon to go down to the river for arow.
Janet readily agrees, not only because she likes
to be on the open water, but also, as she informs
Kete, because it is well to encourage Randal in
the change for the better which distingunishes
him. *I think something must have occurred
to take him down wonderfully in his own
esteem,’’ she has said before this, ‘‘and he is
greatly improved thereby.”

Randal, who has certainly been great.lly
taken down in his own esteem, but who is al-
together unconscious of being improved thereby,
considers, as they walk down to the river, how
he can open the difficult subject before him. It
is not until they are afloat that he does so, and
then, knowing his own weakness too well to

ive himself any loophole of escape, he plunges
into it abruptly.

“Do iylou remember the conversation which
we had the first night I came, Janet ¥’ he asks.
“ It was about Kate, and you said that you
oould not imagine what necessity there could
have been compelling her to give wp Tarleton
and go abroad with Mr. Ashton—do you want
to hear what it was ¥”

Janet’s eyes spring wide open with amaze-
ment, but she answers promptly :

¢ Of conrse I want to hear—that is, if you
will not violate any confidence in telling. But
how is it that you know? Has Kate told

ou I’

#8he did not need to tell me—I know
enough to guess how it was,” he answers. ‘1
don’t know that there is aniyl good in warning
you to prepare for & shock,” he adds, ¢ but you
may if you can, for you will be shocked.”

¢ Not about Kate |—surely not about Kate |”
soys Janet, as he pauses. .

“ Not about Kate,” he answers, with manifest
offort, *“ but sbout me. Don’t say a word, but
listen while I tell you the whole wretched

story.”

ﬁil'he does in quick, short sentences, every
one of which seems like & bullet to the girl who
listens in silence, too aghast to speak, too
stunned to move, hearing as if in a dreadful
dream the recital of trust betrayed and disgrace
so narrowly escaped. At first, in the terrible
shock—and a greater could hardly be imagined
—she overlooks the relation which the story has
to Kate, and only takes in the fact that the
poisoned arrow of dishonor has strack even the
spotless Lawrence shield,

* My God 1—if papa knew 1" she says.

¢ Bat he must never know,’”” says Randal.
¢¢You will see that as clearly as I—whatever
happens, he must never know. Think what
you please of me, Janet—I deserve all that yon
can think—but try to see if there is nothing to
be done for Kate.”

¢ For Kate 1" echoes Janet, like one rousing

herself ~and.then it all bursts upon her. *‘ And
this was what it meant I"" she cries, clasping
her hands. It was for you—for us—that
Kate gave up her lover, and went away to die
by inches! Oh, is there anything that we can
do to prove our love and gratitude to her ¥

“] do not know—I do not see,” answers
Randal. “1hoped that you might see. Janet,
I never thought that she was making such a
sacrifice ; that, at least, I can say for myself."

] don’t suppose you took the trouble to
think anything about her,’’ says Janet, who
cannot restrain some bitterness. ‘ The world
was always bounded for you by yourself—and
now you see the result.”

¢ It has somewhat enlarged its bounderies for
me lately,” he replies, with a faint smile. I
won't suggest that it is not well to strike a man
when he is down—for, in fact, I do not care how
hard and heavy ‘xon strike—bat again I say,
think of Kate. What is to be done for her "
¢ What can be done 1’ asks Janet, with some-
thing like a sob in her voice. ‘‘She is fast
passing beyond our reach. Poor Kate! poor,
Kate ! She has borne her burden like a hero—
but it has killed her I”
““She is not dead yet,” says Randal, * and
it seems to me that she might recover if—if
something could be done,”
¢ What ¥* asks Janet, *‘It is easy to say
‘something’—but what? If Frank Tarleton
could be brought back !—but I dare not build
on that hope. Most likely he has forgotten her
by this time, and would not care to come if he
kuew the truth.”
¢ If he were not so far away, I would run the
risk of telling it to him at any rate,” says Ran-
dal. ““Bat I cannot go to Egypt, and to write
would be to run too great a risk in every
way.” :
“Yes,"” says Janet, *‘I have no opinion of
writing. Oue word face to face is worth more
than a duzen letters. IfI could see him, if I
conid look into his eyes and speak Kate’s name,
1 would know what to say to him, or whether
to say anything. But since I cannot ses him,
1 must send to him. When life and death han
on an issue, we must grasp at any thread of
hope. I shall send to him.”
¥ Whom will you send?” asks Randal,
startled.
““There is but one person whom I can send,”
she answers. * That is George Proctor. He
will go for me, he will doubly go for Kate ; tn\{i
though he is not brilliant, he is too true in al
his instincts for the matter not to be safe in his '
hands.”
‘¢ You ought to know him best,” says Randal,
donbtfully ; ““but do you think hejwill leave all
h‘i)s a’ffa.irs to go to Egypt on such an errand as
this 1"
¢ ] know that he will,” answers Janet. * He
would go to Cathay if I told him that he could
serve Kate by doing so. Take me back, Randal
—1 maust write for him at once. And I want
to see Kate! I want to express my love and
gratitude to her!”
“You must not do anything of the kind,”
says Randai. *‘She does not wish any one to
know what she did, and she would hardly for-
give me if she were aware that I had told you.
:elr;e" her—if you can—that is better than to

predominates. It is diffieult to describe the
exact effect it has upon one, but you feel that
the music was somehow spoilt, and you wish all
colors at Jericho.

I occasionally visit a country village, and
while there make calls on the principal inhabi-
tants. The squire of the place lives in a mo-
dernized dwelling, called by the rustics ‘‘ The
House.” I always shudder at having to enter
¢ the house ;” it has a nicely-shaped bow-win-
dowed drawing-room, from which the lawns and
flower edged terraces look delightful, but

Wherglovery prospect pleases, and only man is
vile,

rushes into my mind, for the incongruity of that
room ** gives me quite a turn.”” The carpet is
bright red, the chairs and sofas are covered with
bright blue, the curtains are pea-green, the walls
painted the coldest gray, with not one hanging
pictare, whereon the perplexed eye may find a
momentary refage. In the fireless grate (for it is
summer) stands, with wings extended over its
head, a stuffed heron, whose legs have been
shortened to the size of a duck’s, in order that
the monster may be accommodated in the given
8| ; but this is not quite the worst ; the pre-
siding spirit of the house is a Scotch lady, and
wears the tartan. She poasesses the kind and
hospitable nature of her race, but if she were a
very angel, that visit must be cat short. I am
becoming maddened by mad rainbows.

It is with a feeling of relief I tarn to my
second call—to the cottage, the unpretending
home of the not too-well-off doctor and his wife.
The little rosy-cheeked white-aproned servant
asks me to *‘ please step in ” to the one sitting-
room, and my outraged sense of beauty is com-
forted immediately on glnncingh:ronud that har-
monious little sanctum ; its shape is merely an

ly square, but that matters not, everything
:ﬁe is so grateful to the eye. The deal boards
are staimed a rich brown, th;o ﬁeoumyd-p;ttemed

uare carpet is n, y some
ﬁending into it o‘f‘%enlmmson and sea-blue ;
the sofa, chairs and curtains are of sage-green
cretonne, the curtains lined with crimson and
edged with crewel flowers in sea-blue ; the walls
are only papered with common drab oak, but
they are so covered with lovely little pictures of
all shapes and sizes, interspersed with a china
plate here and there, or a carved bracket bear-
ing some charming statuette, or an iridescent
blue glass holding & fresh flower, that the walls
are not seen at all. There is nothins costly
about the room—most of the things, indeed, are
home-made—but the eye is charmed and satis-
fied, and more so than ever when the home
genius enters in her simple dress of cool sheeny
y, with some soft lace and a crimson knot at
E:: throat. I have no idea whether she is con-
sidered handsome—as is the squire’s wife—but
she looks lovely, and her al gown a recher-
ché robe beside that apparition in tartan, rich
silk though it be.

Let it be noticed that in both these rooms the
same colors range—they each contain red, blue
and green—but in one they are vulgarized, and
in the other harmonized.

1 remember once calling at an artist’s house
in London ; he was an R.A., and could afford
to luxuriate in a beautiful home. His house had
been decorated under his own eye, where not by
his own hand, and was like our childish visions
of enchantel palaces, The drawing room was
lovely, the walls and doors all of the softest
shades of sage-gray, whers exquisite pictures did
not cover them ; what color the carpet and far-
niture were I forget—as we forget the individual
notes when the music is l{msing swest—it was
s:ﬂutly harmonious. My friend’s two little

ughters were in the room—Ilovely children of
eight and ten, one dark, the other fair ; their
dresses seemed to blend into and become a part
of the tasteful whole, soft sage-green and the
palest turquoise-blue most simply and artistically

“But 1 want to talk, also—I must talk,
also !” cries Janet. ‘‘How can I see her, my
poor, broken fluwer, with her lovely, pathetic
eyes—and not put my arms round her neck and
pour out everything! But that is selfish,” she
adds, after a moment’s pause, *‘and one should
be ashamed to be selfish near her. I must
think of her, not of what I want to do—and 1
can love her as well, and serve her as earnestl
with silence as with speech. So, now, Raundal,
row fast, that I may write in time to catch the
post.”’ .
(To be continued.)

HARMONIOUS COLORING.

A subject about which a few hints may be
useful is that of home beauty ; the harmonious
coloring of our household arrangements. It does
not require riches to exhibit good. taste ; every
artists knows what charming tints he gets in
the simple coloring of a cottage kitchen ; the
cleanly-washed brick floor whose red has become
toned by a constant pattering of little hob-nailed
boots — not to meuntion the mighty tread of
¢ father’s " barges—the dark ratters and warm
wood-smoke-brown of the walls ; the old settle
with its patchwork covered cushion, memorial
of ** grandmother’'s ” gowns and fine sewing;
some pieces of quaint old delf stuck up among
the willow pattern ; a carved corner cupboard per-
hape, or an hereditary oak chest, and the house-
mother in her well-worn serge and pretty mob
cap—who desires any more tastefal effect
srmonious ooloring is not the first object of
life, but every healthy mind is aware of beins
made uncomfortable by the glaring bad taste o
some people’s houses, and considering that
beauty is as easy and inexpensive as ugliness,
surely it becomes at least s secondary duty for
the head of each household to make the sur-
roundings in good taste. Some natures, without
any affectation, are so sensitive to colors as to
be quite upset by the dreadfal mixtures they are
obliged to gaze upon. Colors have a great in-
flnence on une's temper, and some harmonious
combination will have as much power to calm
our ruffied plumes as the gentle voice and soft
word. It is trying, to say the least, to have just
in front of you at a concert, where the music is

J sat some little time with them, enjoying the
living pictare of * an interior,”” and vividly con-
scions of the inspiration of Keats’ line, when
the door opened and their mother entered ; she
came towards me in a bright purple merino
dress. It was like being wakened from a charmed
dream by the man calling for the taxes.

‘We need not enter the lists of lanacy with the
modern wmsthetic, who *lives up to a consum-
mate teapot” by dressing to our furniture, but
we can make our farniture blend with and en-
hance the style and color which best suits us
individually.  For instance, we need never—in
our home at least—so offend good taste as to
seat ourselves in a mauve dress on & blue chair,

bright n ocurtain, which can show off no-
thmrsgg ﬁog:lonnhge exoept a tortoise-shell cat.
For this reason of mixed colors, tartans are
difficult to dress in, and few peopls look
?.3 in them in the house, however negative the
hue of the furnitupe. may be. Plaids were in-
vented for w "out on the Scotch hills,
where the bﬁm::m of color enliven and
enhance s picture otherwise so wanting in
warmth, . Can any prettier sketch be made than
that of & young iuihlmd'r crossing the burn of
his native glen 1 The little head of the clan, too,
may play about his ancestral hall in all the
gloryofii.lh kilt and add muech to the
picturesqueness, but let not his mother, though
the most conservative of her long line, display
her patrotism by a tartan dress. We admit a
macaw in its gaudy lines, or a child in its little
bits of color to be an advantage rather than
otherwise, but the yards of the same necessary

for a lady’s dress, is too much to be ble.
‘Why should not the general hue of our fur-

.

isite, & dress of glaring n and muddy
',’iﬂ';- cl'o:e to another in which bright blue

or stand robed in red-brown close agsinst a |

niture become us rather than otherwise ! How
overpoweringly hot would a red-haired, high
complexioned family always look whose farni-
tuare and wall mer were red and the prevailing
costume red ; while turn everything but
the reedd-hair to green and the improvement is

magical,

Take two other families—the drabs and the
ebonies : the former, p;le faced, pale.haired,
dressed in drab with drab walls, drab furnitare ;
the latter, dark-skinned, black-haired, dreesed
in black amid the ebony ch irsand tables ; what
a strange depression should we experience in
both these houses ; who could laugh ia either 1
But if a fairy came by and touched up the drab
family with navy-blue and crimson, or covered
the depressed-looking chairs with a cretonne of
briibt pink roses, and shone into the ebony
darkness with gold and pea-cock blue, or deco-
rated the sombre figures with bunches of light
gi:k or dashes of crimson—almost any color in

t—what & transformation scene it would be !
English taste has of late greatly improved, and
black has become quite a uriversal house )y
and with a bow of color here and there is suit-
able to everyone, and can never jar with incon-
gruous furnitare ; it is to the color-blind, indeed,
a very god-send. Who has not some acqusint-
ance that he dare not ask to dinner for fear of
the alarming taste likely to be displayed? Are
we not greatly relieved when some of our friends
are obliged to be in mourning !

Certainly, if one lived in an ancient manor all
black oak and crimson, it would be very charm-
ing to dress always in drab; if in a modern
house of polished light wood and gold-drab
drapery, in navy blue ; each dress of course hav-
ing touches of appropriate color, if in an artistic
dream of old tapestry, in the beautifal blue
green of old Worcester china.

Bat one cannot be always posingas the centre
of a highly conceived picture. Every-day life
ma:t needs be something commoner, the delf,
pots and pans, not the exquisite porcelain ; but
to have the delf in good taste is what we should
endeavor to do ; and really, now, when beautiful
cretonnes are within the reach of all, and stain-
ing for deal floors to be had for a trifle, why
should not even the most common-place abode
be mad« to look picturesque !

The square carpet in the centre saves yards of
material, and gives the room an individuality.
That staring wall-paper can 8o easily be covered
over with one of some soft pleasant hue, nowa-
days to be bought so cheaply, and any house-
mistress can contrive to hang it.

It is well known that invalids are seriously
affected by patterns on the wall at which by
their horizontal position they must be constantly
looking ; and to every person it makes a differ-
ence whether, whenever he glances, his eyes
meet a convulsed spider in green or orange, or
are soothed by a soft tint that blends into his
other surroundings.

As before said, vulgar colors affect our tem-
pers, so for that reason alone, if for no higher
sense of beauty, it behooves every housewife 1o
make her home harmonioue, — Houschold Words.

THE PERILS OF LUMBERING.—Lumbering may
have its romance for hardy and adventurous
souls, but it also has hardships and perils which
test human endurance to the outmost. By way
of illustrating one of the parils which attends the
business our artist depicts elsewhere a socene
often witnessed when ‘‘jams” occur in the
rivers down which the logs are floated to market.
These ‘‘jams” often consist of some hundreds
of enormous logs piled together in the form of &
dam, and when one is discovered it is of the first
importance that it should be broken up, since
every minate adds to the accumulation of lum-
ber and inmuuf the diffiounlty or ;:.m:lm sn en-
tire sto| of operations. e first thing ne-
mpm discover the ¢ k:{-log"—ﬂut is,
the logs which holds the base of the dam. This

it—an omntion foll of hasard, as the whole
fabric, the instant the “key” is out, comes
rushing down with a crash. There are usually,
howsver, in every camp, plenty of men ready to
_volunteer, sinos the man who cuts s *¢ log”
is looked uponll‘)ﬂthomtonhel st a8
a soldier is by regiment when Eo has done
sny act of bravery. A correspondent who wit-
nessed the operation, thus describes the excitin,
scene : ‘‘ The man I saw cot away a log whiog
brought down the whole jam of logs was a guiet
young fellow, some tweuty years of age. He
stripped off everything save his drawers ;
rope was placed under his arms, and &
smart om:ﬁ fellows held the end. ¢ man
hook with his comrades and quietly
walked out on the logs, axe in hand. quo not
know how the loggy-road one felt, but I shall
never forget my feeli The man was quistly
walking to what very likely be his death.
At any moment the jam might of its own
accord ; and also if he mtluhL-h&nnlm
he instantly got out of the way, he would be

; crushed by the falling timber. was & dead
. silence while the keen axe was with force

and skill on the pine log. Now notch was
, near half thro the log; one or two more
i blows, and a crack was heard. men got in

all the slack of the rope that held the axman:
one more blow sad there was a
thunder, and down came the wall to all appear-

-
;

anoces on the axman. Like many others, I rashed -

to help haul away the poor fellow, but to my
great Joy I saw him safe on the bank,

sadly bruised and bleeding from sundry

but safe.” Our pictare gives & vivid W '
one of these scenes in the life of the

berman.

i

discovered, there is s call for volunteers to cut .
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THE SONG OF STEAM.

Harness me down with your iron bands,
Be sure of your curb and rein ;

For 1 soorn the power of your puny haods,
As the tempest scorns the ohain.

How I laughed as I lay conoceal’d from sight,
For many a countless hour,

At the ohildish boast of human might,
And the pride of human power.

‘When I saw anarmy upon the land,
A uavy upon the seas,
Creeping along, a snail-like band,
Or waiting the wayward breeze ;
When I marked the peasant faintly reel,
‘With the toil which he daily bore,
As he feebly turned at the tardy wheel,
Or tugged at the weary oar.

‘When I measured the panting courser’s speed,
The flight of the carrier dove,

As they bore the law a king decreed,
Or the lines of impatient love ;

I could not but think how the world would feel ,
As these were outstripped afar,

‘When I should be bound to the rushing keel,
Or chained to the flying car.

Ha, ha, ha ! they found me at last ;
They invited me forth at length ;
And I'rush’d to my throne with thunder blast,
And I laugh’d in my iron strength.
Ob, then ye saw & wondrous chunge
On the earth and ocean wide,
‘Where now my flery armies range,
Nor wait for wind and tide.

Hurrah ! hurrah ! the waters o'er,
The mountain’s steep decline;
Time—space—have yielded to my power,
The world—the world is mine !
The rivers the sun hath earlier blest,
Or those where his beams deoline ;
The giant streams of the queenly west,
Or the orient floods divine.

The ocean pales where'er [ sweep,
To hear my strength rejoice ;
And the monsters of the briny deep,
Cower, trembling at my voice.
I carry the wealth, and the lord of earth,
The thoughts of the God-like mind ;
The winds lag after my fiying forth,
The lightning is left behh\g.

In the darksome depths of the fathomless mine,
My tireless arm doth play,
‘Where the rocks never saw the sun decline,
Or the dawn of the glorious day.
I bring earth’s glittering jewels up,
From the hidden cave below,
And I make the fountain’s granite cup
‘With acrystal gush o’erflow.

I blow the bellows, I forge the steel,
In all the shops of trude ;
I hammer the ore and turn the wheel,
‘Where my arms of strength are made,
I manage the furnace, the mill, the mint,
I carry, I spin, I weave ;
Apd all my doings I pat into print,
In the morning and also at eve.

I've no muscle to weary, no breast to decay,
No bones to be ‘‘ laid on the shelf ;”
. And soon I intend you may * go and play,”
‘While I manage the world by myself.
Bat barness me down with your iron bands,
Be sure of your carb and rein,

For I soorn the strength of your puny han
As the tempest soorns a chain. pany o

JESSE JAMES.

VIIIL.
THE OUTLAW'S FLIGHT.

The commotion and confusion which followed
the bursting of the oil-shell in the home of the
outlaws resembled the battle scenes of the Mo-
docs in the lava.beds.

From the house a perfect storm of bullets rid-
dled the fences and trees, behind which the as-
sailing party had taken refuge
the kitchen of the place was illumined as if an
electric light had suddenly been sprung in the
midst of silence and darkness, and amid the ex-
citement a child’s scream of pain and agony and
a woman’s horrified shriek mingled with the
fierce oaths of the corraled bandits.

The shell, filled with oil and a concussion fuse
with d ite, had landed directly in front of
Mrs. Samuels, the mother of the James boys.
She discerned her peril at a glance, and endea-
voured to kick it into the open fireplace. Before
she could do so, however, it burst ; the ignited
oil spread far and wide, illuminating the scene
for miles around, killing her little son, Arthur,
and blowing off her arm close to the shoulder.

“ An inhuman mode of warfare, even against
an outlaw,” Wardell had said, deprecatingly, to
the detective by hia side.

¢ Any worse than James killing the wounded
soldiers at Centralia I’ was the pertinent re-
sponse.

It will only drive James to fight the
harder.” . :

He was right in his sarmise. The bandits,
unseen by their enemies, fired volley after vol-
ley, until the officers were compelled to retreat.

Their effort at capturing the. outlaws had met
with failure. It had only driven the James band
to a more secare hiding-placé and had afforded
the leader a sentimental motive for continuing
his deeds of daring and cruelty. K

One of their number badly woundm.
spirited away, while the &l‘;ce or even direétio
adopted in flight by the bandits was unkngwn:;

It dislodged the men, however, temporai Zt
least from a section of the country where thel¥

depredations had driven people to abandon thel o

homes. It afforded the gang a full chandes
impress the community at large with the belief
that the henging of Dr. Samuels, the killing of
Artbur and wounding of Mrs. Samuels, and the
fact that the bandits had been driven away from.
home, had operated to render Jesse James the
desperado he was, and not the natural perver-

The interior of | no

sity and cruelty of his evil nature and that of
the men associated with him.

The bandits marked their flight with one deed
at least of desperate revenge. The information
furnished the police had, in their estimation,
come not through the shrewd trail of the de-
tec‘tiives, bat from the lips of a traitor in their
midst.

The night following the attack npon the home
of the James boys a party of five men drove up
to the house of Danie] Askew and called him out.
They riddled his body with bullets, and after in-
forming his neighbours that he had given them
away to the police, disappeared.

111-luck seemed to have followed the outlaws
for some time. Wardell, the detective, like the
other officers, found considerable difficulty in
tracking the men after leaving Clay county, and
for some months was forced to content himself
with patiently awaiting developments.

But the outlaws were not idle. After a hot
and determined }munit by the police, they sep-
arated, and the James ﬁlrooeeded to Texas,
where their brother-in-law, Allen Palmer, owned
a fine ranch. Here Jesse Jumes settled down for
a spell of rest, his brother Frank with Cole
Younger and others organizing a party to rob a
bank at Huntington, in Virginia. They obtain-
ed over six thousand dollars, and were pursued.
In the fight with the police McDaniels was kill-
ed and Hinds captared. The others escaped.

It was in July, 1876, that the detective and
the outlaws again came upon the scens in their
relative characters of criminals and man-hunter.
Jesse James had recruited his band with several
desperadoes from Indian Territory, and again
set the country agog with a second robbery of
the Pacific railroad at Otterville, near Sedalia.
The train was stogrod at midnight in a deep,
rocky gorge and fifteen thousand dollars in cur-
rency secured. Simultsneoually with the report
of the robbery came the knowledge to Wardell
that the band were again in hiding in their old
resorts in Clay county.

It was at Joplin that he struck the first clue
leading to the tracing down of the bandits.
Hobbs Kerry, a green miner, had gone in with
the band, and while at the town named was in
communication with Cole Younger. One day a
telegraph message came which was intercepted
by the detective.

It read :

 The Northfield break is ready. Come down
and inspect log house in Clay county.”

Wardell needed but the clue the telegram
afforded to post him as to the whereabouts and
movements of the band. Quiescent as he had
been, with the patient vigilance of the ferret, he
had devoted his time and energies to huntin
down the James band, and he felt convince
that the end would be success.

He had not seen Lillian for some time, and
after a day or two devoted to locating the band,
he went to see his backwoods fairy.

How she had grown—how the beantifal face
under the influence of a more refined civilization
than that which had existed at the Bucher hotel,
showed intelligence, quick perception and talent,
and the girl eveloged literary tastes of a no
mean order. As school teacher she occupied &
Kleasant, moderately lucrative position, and the

eart of Wardell beat proudly as he snrve{ed
the handsome, graceful young lady who had
saved his life on two occasions.

Lillian’s cheek flushed as she met his enrap-
tured glance, and returned the warm pressure of
his hand with a shy look.

* You have returned, you have succeeded ¥’
she asked, eagerly.

‘:'I have come to see you again—succeeded,
¢ And the James band "

¢ Have defied arrest. Twice in Texas, once
in Virginia, I have come almost face to face
witg em. At last I believe they are corn-
ered.”

Lillian shook her pretty head dubiously.

1 fear {on only imperil your life,” she said.

« And if I do, is it not in the interest of jus-
tice, for your dear sake 1"’

The girl blushed deeply and averted her eyes.

« Lillian 1”

She ventured to raise her glance to Wardell’s
face, st his words, but she secretly trembled with
the impassioned thrillof awakened love.

¢ We have known each other for a long time,"”
said the detective, ‘ and no word of love has

d between us, yet I feel that you are not in-
ifferent to my affection, and upon the thresh-
old of a new series of perils, I feel that the
knowledge that you love me would spur me on
tonoble deeds ; speak, Lillian, do you love me 1"

No need for the blushing, harpagirl to reply.
The tell-tale eyes, the confi ce hidden on
Witdell's shoulder, told him that his love was
rettizned.

% 1t is a Jong quest,” he said finally, after the
first raptures o mi{oul love had somewhat
subsided, * this search for the outlaws, but the
detective expects and awaits disappointments,
f::ila, adventures. He must be patient, vigi-

t, undauntasble in will and astion. When I
return; if I return safely, and my mission is ac-
wm@-hod, will you be my wife I’

(1} “'"

4 Th(;n 1go. From Younger I must learn the
secret of your parentage.’’
e And!!you failt!‘.’g'

* Then, even as I love you now, a homeless,
nameless-girl, 1 will continue to claim the proud
privilege of protecting you and calling you
mine."”

He was gone as he spoke. His words were a
Egophecy concerning perils which awaited

.

Strange and startling adventures were in store
for him in his search for the Jesse James band.

1X.

IN PERIL.

“On time ?”

“ Yes.”

“ Good. Where is the captain

* In the woods. He will be here in a few
minutes,”

The speakers were Wardell and & Kansas City
detective named Moore. The former had formed
a coalition with three officers, as he had found
them working the same clue he had obtained.

They had met at a point near the county line
and secroted in a little clump of timber, were
awaiting the arrival of Captain Todd, who had
been reconnoitering the sitnation.

1t was he who a few moments later came hur-
riedly to the covert where his companions were.

 Any news '’ inquired Wardell.

¢ Yes.”

 What is it #”

¢ The outlaws.”

“ Have you located them definitely 1

“ No, but I am certain of one point—they are
at a little landing seven miles down the river.”

¢ Do you know where 1"’

“ That is just it. 1 know that they are hid-
den somowhere near Point Rock settlement and
are off their gnard. In fact 1 have just over-
heard an interview which settles the fact beyond
doubt in my mind that if we could but surround
these men to-night victory would be assured.”
 An interview "’

[ Y“‘ ”

¢ Between whom "’

¢t The landlord and the wife of Jesse James.”

¢ His wife !”

(] Yes."

¢ ]gs she here !’ i

¢ She was at the tavern a few minutes since.

She was talking confidentially to the landlord

snd I overheard her. She has come down the

river in a boat to get some provisions and is on

her way home.”

“ To the den of the band ?”

““ Yes,"” .

:: ;IVhat do you propose to do, to follow her "
°.|l

¢ Why not ¥’

4¢ Because she is too keen for us and would dis-
cover us. Again, at Point Rock James has
friends and we would be seen.”

 What do you propose then "’

¢ For you to adopt the di:gnise you carry with
you and try and get into this woman’s confi-
dence.”

‘¢ You say she is shrewd 1"

“ Yes.”

¢¢ She will suspect me 1’

¢ Not if the game is worked right. Thepoint
to be gained is the discovery of the exact where-
abouts of the band. That once ascertained we
can approach them by a circuitous route, and,
evading the settlement, possibly capturs them.”
Todd proceeded to detail a plan he had
formed.

Its outline given to Wardell caused him a fow
minutes later to don the disguise of the average
border ruffian. A large sombrero, short, thick
whiskers and general ensemble caused a marvel-
lnus change in the détective. .

Todd had sent a man to the river. He retarn-
ed just as Wardell had completed his disguise.

 Well 1 asked the police captain.

¢ She's started.”’

¢ Mrs, James ¥’

“Yes.”

“ Ready,” said the captain to the detective.

The denouement of their scheme was now de-
veloped. It was, indeed the outlaw’s wife who
ocoupied the store boat proceeding down the
stream to Point Rock. :

Keen-witted and shrewd she turned the boat
towards the shore, as a mile from the tavern
loud yells and a series of shots broke upon her

ear.

Hidden by the osier bushes which lined the
shore of the stream, she watched the open
country, startled somewhat as a man dashed to-
wards the river and secreted himself within five
feet of where she was.

A minute later the white moonlight revealed
three men dashing upon his trail.

They were Ccﬁhin Todd and his men, and
pausing within hearing distance of the wonian,
they proceeded to converse for her benefit, in
20c0 with the plan they had formed with
‘Wardell, who was no other t the pretended
fugitive.

* He's esca
from Todd's lips.
¢ Yes.”

¢ And & big reward gone. It's my opinion,
boys, that Indian Dick, who has just outwitted
us, has made for the James boys.’

¢ Are they friends 1"

s No, only fellow outlaws, and as such they
will work together.”

¢ Shall we abandon the chase "’

“dYu, he's gone,” and the police officers re-
tired.

¢ A lnoky escape,”’ the woman heard the pre.
tended outlaw msz’ter. * If I could only reach
Shelby, ten miles below Point Rock, before mid-
night, I could warn Dakotah Bill, and get into
‘xi‘n:u bofore these police reach our trail

again,
The

” fell upon the woman’s ear,

e of the detectives was to ‘enlist the

sym| and gain the confidence of Mrs.
Jum:. y'l'hey mmm.d, for she was com-
pletely deceived.

Never mistrasting that th:esretended fugitive
was playinga ruse, she csused him to feign &
start of surprise as she spoke.

8t r.”

“ Who's there ! speak or I'll fire!” broke
from Wardell’s lips in his pretended alarm.

““ A woman.”

‘Wardell approached the boat. i

¢« Who are yoa ” he asked, peering into_the
woman’s face, a revolver in his hand.

“A friend.”

““ You know me

“ No, except that you are hunted by the
police.”

¢ That is true.”

+ And wish to get down the river to friends "

“Yes.”

¢ 1 will aid you.”

¢ You

“ Yes, I, the wife of Jesse James.”

Wardell played his part to perfectionas ths
boat moved away from the shore.

_Deftly he led the way into a conversation re-
garding the outlaws. Within half an hour the
unsuspecting woman had farnished him all the
information he required.

They had almost reacted Point Rocks, and
the detective had decided to proceed to Shelby
and see his friends and visit James afterwards,
when he stooped over in the boat quickly and
picked up an objeot which had fallen from the
ingide of his vest.

He glanced quickly at the woman, bat her
eyes were fixed on the shore.

¢ She did not see it,” he muttered.

It was his official star, carelessly fastened,
which had fallen to the bottom of the boat.

T will burry on to Shelby,” he said to the
woman as the boat touched the shore.

She had thrown down the oars and he sup-
posed was about to land.

Fool that he was to suppose that she, the
shrewd wife of the outlaw, wonld betray by look
or geuture the fact that she as well as himself
had seen the official badge.

She arose in the boat. The next moment she
flashed a revolver before his startled gaze.

¢ What does this mean ” demanded Wardell,
bewildered, amazed.

“¢ It means,’’ replied the woman, slowly and
impressively, * that you are an impostor. You
are not Indian Dick, a fugitive outlaw. You are
g detective. One word, one move and I will

re.

And covering his heart with the pistol the
outlaw's wife raised a whistle to her lips and
gave a shrill resonant signal to her friends on
shore.

I am lost !"” muttered the detective.

(To be continued.)

CARRYING IT TOO FAR.

Colonel Charles Spencer, counsellor-at-law,
some years ago had to defend one Marshall
charged with larceuy, against whom there was
very strong evidence. fore the trial, Spencer
went to his client, and told him his only
chance was the plea of insanity, and advised
him to play the lunatic, and to answer all ques-
tions }mt to him with the word ** l:‘ﬁoons." The
day of the trial came on, and Marshall took his
lace in the dockj pale, haggard snd wild-
ooking.

“ Guilty or not guilty 1"’ asked the clerk.

¢ Spoons,” drawled the prisoner, witha blank

stare.
¢ Come, plead guilty or not guilty,” the clerk
repeated.
¢ Spoons,” was the reply.
*¢ Prisoner, will you answer the question put
to you 1
“Spoons,” he bawled.
At this point, the counsel for the prisoner in-
gerfered, and told the Court the prisoner was
:mme, and not responsible for his actions,

c.

“Do you understand what is said 1" asked
the judge of the prisoner.

““Spoons;¥ was the reply.

The judge dischar, h{m. as he was evident-
ly insane, *

Counsellor Spencer congratulated him on his
escape, and ted it wonld be a good ides
to pay him. His client stared, and moved
away with the simple remark ‘‘ Spoons.”

HUMOROUS.

NEVER judge a man by his clothes. His tailor
may have a suit against him.

¢¢1 sex this has a little dashed your spirits,’’
is what the man said when he pat too mueh water io his
friend’s goblet.

+¢1 poN’r like winter,’’ said one pickpoeket to
another; > everybody has his hands in his pookets.”
A LADY was asked,— ¢ At what age were you

married 1"’ She was equal to the emergoncy, and quietl
responded, ** At tho;‘.nonm" ’ ® 7

THE latest esthetic slang the ladies nse when
reproving their admiring gentlemen lrieads is: * You
flatter tov awfully perfeetly muoh.”

% [Nt there an awfully strong smell of pigs
in the air?” asked Smith of Jones. “Yes,” replied Jones,
* that's because the wind is from the son-west.”

A PoPULAR clergyman in Philadelphia deliv-
ered a lecture oo ** Fools.” The tickets to it read,
“ Lecture on fools—admit one.” Thery was & large
attendanoe,

Mr. Editor : Tell me why colonel
Ia spelled in a style so infolonel ¢
Shed one ray of light
On » sorrowful wight,

‘Who for years has subscribed for the Jolonel.

AT
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RUSTIC PHILOSOPHY.

Oh dinna thm;') aye o’ yon lad
That’s waitin’ in the lonen dim,

An’ say he's no the lad for me,—
Weel, 1 am no’ the lass for him!

I am nae ane tae fask my thoom
For ony lad aroon 1 see;

If I am no’ the lass for him,
Itrow bhe's 0o’ thelad for me.

He's 10’ the first, nor’ll be the last,

Though t' ane looks sly, an’ t' ither grim ;
I say he’s no’ the lad for me

That hauds I'm no’ the lass for him.

There’s aye a Providence ower a’,
‘What is tae be, is boun’ tae be;

An’ sae I'm no the lass for him,
Gin he is no’ the lad for me.

An’ if I gang oot &' my laue,
Hoo oan I help't, if I see Jim ?
be he's no' the lad for me,
I'm aiblins no’ the lass for him.

1 caanna help't sud he be there
1 reckon &’ the roads are free,—
Oh wha will prove the lass for him ?
I ken wha is the lad for me.

A lad as straight as hazel-rung,
Wi' merry ee an’ sturdy limb ;

I reckon tbat's the lad for me,—
She's prood that is the lass for him.

An’' there he is. Eh, sic alad
Tae wan his way I vever see ;
He swears that I'm the lass for him,
An’ speers if he’s the lad for me.

L. A. JOHNBTONE.

A DESERT ISLE.

BY HELEN D. BROWN.

It was ten o’clock of a July morning and the
larger fraction of humanity had been some
hours earning its daily bread. The idlers had
but just risen from the breakfast table. To this
latter class belonged the young man who leaned
lazily over the piazza railing and looked ab-.
sently out on Lake Winnipa Beside him,
in a huge chair, sat a little woman rocking to
and fro, with an untiring movement, and with
deft fingers plying in and out amomg bright
silks and crewels. She was idle, too, in her
woman’s laborious way, but there was a lack of
repose in her indolence that made it restful to
tarn again to her brother, who stood with
statuesque inaction, looking into the still water
below.

“ What are {ou going to do to-day?’ the

little woman asked.
¢¢ Nothing."”
“There’s .a great deal going om, and very

nice sort of people, too. Do you see that pretty
girl down there at the landing 1’

““The one with red

“Yes; don't you think she’s pretty ¥’

1 hadn’t thought of it.”

“ Well, she is—remarkably. Wouldn’t jou
like to meet her I 1 could easily mansio. it.”

I'm not particular. Isshe worth while ¥’

¢ Ben, you exasperate me. Do you take an
interest in anything ¥’

“Idon’t do anything else in Wall street.
I'm off duty now. I believe in resting in a
philosophical sort of way.”

“ Well, I suppose you are tired, poor fellow !
1 know how you feel. 1 am tired myself, most
of the time.”

““Tired! I look like it,” laughed the young
man. *I'll tell you how it is : I simply want
my liberty. It doesn’t pay—this dancing at-
tendance on half a dozen girls whom you never

see n."”

“.3;1‘, well, don’t, then.”

Ben Adams at twenty-one had performed his
social duties with great zest. Four years later
he was still heart-whole, and beginning to take
apurely fraternal interest in blushing débutantes.
H‘; danced less and went to the opera alone or
with his friend Rutland, a confirmed bachelor of
twenty-eight. With entire resignation young
Adams acted as usher at many fashionable
weddings, and without a sigh saw Katharine,
Kate and Kitty led down the aisle by other
men. And so he approached his thirties, and
within a year of ihem leaned idly over the
piazza railing at Lake Winnapaka and declared
to his sister ghst Robinson Crusoe was the luck-
iest fellow of his acquaintance. “‘Give me a
desert isle for a summer sojourn. What would
refresh a man like going back to sava%ery ¥

“I don’t think it would be enough of a change
to benefit some I know,” laughed his sister.
“ Well, Ben, all I can say is, you are very dif-
ferent from what you to be.”

In the meantime, the boat below pushed off,
and Adams followed it with his eyes chiefly be-
cause it would have been more trouble to look
another way. Th:gonng lady in the stern was
Miss Josephine Vail, and the boy at the oars
was her twelve-year-old brother. Josephine
was & {oung lady of views, supported by more
or less logic and by what some plainly thought
better, an extremely pretty face. Her enemies
—but she had none—would havesaid that while
she despised conventionalities, no one was more
annoyed when obliged to disregard them ; that
while she resented the protecting limitations of
her sex, she was quite willing to sccept the at-
tentions based on the theory of their existence.
Her father had said one day, “ Nothing wonld
take the kinks out of our Josephine like settling
down with a good husband.” The young lady
took it in high dudgeon, and went away meekly
to wonder if it were true. On this particular
July morning Josephine accepted her brother

Tom’s services as oarsman, not because she was
not perfectly well able to row herself, bat be-
cause it would keep Tom out of mischief.

“PDon’t rock the boat, Tom. It doesn’t
frighten me, but I can’t read.”

There was a pause.

‘“ Row near the bank in the shade, Tom.”

Another, longer pause.

¢ Say, sis,’’ said Tom, at length, *‘ now we're
oft I'll tell'you where we're going.’’

‘“ Where you're going? Why, you're going
to take me out for a row.”

“Not much. I’m going two miles up above
to see some fellows who are camping out.”

‘“ And going to take me? I think you're
mistaken, sir.  Give me those oars.”

n;; ’I:Io, you don’t. Leave 'em alone and sit
8 .

*‘Tom, turn this boat instantly or I'll—

‘; Ythat'll youdo? Come, now ; you sit still
or » _1’

A thought seemed to strike Tom. :

“‘ Come, keep cool, Jo. We'll go up a piece
further, anyway. I won’t take you up to the
camp if you don’t want to go. You don’t want
to go back yet awhile, do you ¥’

*““Tom, there’s the Desert Isle just ahead.
Don’t run into it. Be careful : your going
straight toward it."” .

* We might land there,” said Tom, blandly.

““To be sure, we might,’’ said his sister, glad
of anything to divert him from the first scheme.

¢ All right, just as you say.” .

Tom turned his boat toward the t rock
which lifted its broad back out of water.
It was fitly called the Desert Ilsle, for its few
square feet of surface supported not so much as
a blade of grass or a bit of moss,

‘“ Hop out,” said Tom. ‘“I’ve got to see to
the boat. I guess you can climb up to the top
easy enough.”

¢ Of course I can,” said Josephine; ‘““as if 1
needed your help, you little monkey !

In a moment she stood at the top of the rock,
and in another moment a derisive laugh came
from below. 1

* Good-bye, Jo ; I hope you will enjoy your-
self. I'll see you lat:er.'?e

Plato says, ““ A boy is the most vicions of all
wild beasts.” Plato and Miss Vail were of one
opinion on that.
t«l);k in the iti;ituntion. fShefwu lx:muaroh of
about twenty-five square feet of roug! y rock,
the sides of whic:xq descended abruptly to the
water. Perched high on this massive pedestal,
her figure stood out against the sky in bold re.
lief. A book and parasol were her only acces-
sories, for by sore happy inspiration she had
clung to these. The sun was high in the
heavens, but its hot rays were mercifully tem.
pered by a soft breeze on the lake.

Josephine seated herself, raised her parasol
and opened her book. She faced the probability
that at least two hours of noonday solitude were
before her. The only philosophical course of
action was to make the best of it. But what a
situation to be discovered in. She remembered
with satisfaction that a large party had goneon
a pic-nic to-day and the dows
were not given to boating at
tried to think how she should laugh it off if
anybody should see her, but under the most
cheerful aspeet she seemed to herself a ridicu-
lous spectacle. To be ridiculous in a good
cause had imit an element of heroism, but the
present situation was one of unmitigated ab-
surdity, and Josephine Vail always felt the
heroic rather than the comic to be her forte.
Once tears of real vexation started as her head
began to throb in sympathy with the hot pul-
sations of the air about her.

An hour had dragged its length along when
Josephine suddenly lifted her head and listened
painfully. A man’s voice singing and the splash
of oars and, yes, in an instant, a boat swung
slowly round the bend. One man sat in it,
lazily rowing and lazily singing.

“It'sthat dlasé creature who watched us off
this morning,” thought Josephine. ¢ It's a
type I detest. And to think he should see me
here. It's really more than I can endure.” The

h noon., She

girl looked with envy on the tortoise which.

slipped mnmm the base of the rock into the
water as he the disturbing sound of oars.

‘1 hope he'll have the good taste to 3
I came here of my own free will. He w m
think of interfering with me, I hope. Whatt I
believe he’s coming straight toward me.”

Josephine turned the leaves of her book
with an interest that grew every moment more
intense. But at last ncy re}uind some re-
cognition of the nearing boat. The young man
was rowing now as if he had a renewed interest
in life. He was soon at the base of the rock.

1 beg your pardon,” he said, as he raised
his hat ; ‘““can I be of any assistance to you "’

“You are very kind, sir. You find me in a
very absurd position.” :

““You have evidently been. shipwrecked. Are
you the solesurvivor I”

¢ No, not shipwrecked, but put ashore and
abandoned by my cruel tyrant of a brother. To
tell you the truth, sir,1 am the viotim of &

tical joke, My little brother has left me
m while he farther up the lake to visit
some friends who are camping there.” i

] beg yon will make use of my boat, then,
to return. 1 will come up to you in one mo-
moment.” !

Leaping out of his boat before Miss Vail conld
say & word, he drew it up on s low shelf of the
rock and quickly reached her side.

¢ Lot me help you,” the young man said,
with such a firm assurance of good-breeding,

that she made no resistance or attempt at inde.

She looked about her and.

rs left behind | boy

pendence, but accepted the proffered aid in a
quiet, matter-of-course way.

‘¢ Your boat ! your boat, sir!”’ she suddenly
cried. It was too late. The rising breeze drove
the water with such force against the rock as to
dislodge the boat, and before Adams could {:a
it, thelittle craft was gayly tilting about, a half-
dozen yards away.

The two looked at each other a moment
and then simply laughbed, though both were
conscious of its being questionable taste.

Adams sobered and said, *‘ Can you ever for-
give me, Miss——""

“ Miss Vail. I am Miss Vail.”

“AndI am Mr. Adams. Can you be mag-
nanimous enough to forgive me "’

‘¢ That is the Auestion I should ask you.”

“Ah, you evade mine. At any rate, I shall
never forgive myself. A worse bit of bungling
I never saw. The truth is, Miss Vail, I have
had very little exgoﬁence in rescuing fair
ladies. You are the first whose life I have tried
to save. I am no hero, as you see."”

The genuine annoyance of her companion
aroused the compassion of Joseg)hine, and she
began to talk to him with a cheerfulness and
acceptance of the sitnation.

“ What & cold-blooded little villain that
brother of yours must be, Miss Vail, to desert
you in this fashion ! I suppose we must throw
ourselves on his mercy when he comes back.
How are you going to account for me? Consi-
der me your man Friday.’’

Beneath their light talk ran an undercurrent
of more or less bitter meditation on the part of
each. Miss Vail shuddered to think what a
ﬁod story this adventure would make for circu-

tion among her friends, while Adams foresaw
how it would add to the conviviality of his
club. He began with ths fervent wish that he
was out of this confounded scrape, but he soon
forgot to snnoyed, and what is more, to be
indifferent. He ended, I am obliged to confess,
by ceasing to envy Robinson Crusoe his desert
isle, and considering his own far preferable,
There was a breeziness about this girl that
made one forget the mounting thermometer.
S8he had a m of going to the point, and, more-
over, she a point, two things which Ben
Adams told his sister he appreciated in a

woman.
In short, by dint of making the best of it,
able to express

Miss Vail and Adams were bot

an honest rise when » boat appeared in the
distance ; and on tsking out his watch, Adams
found it to be three o’clock.

¢ Now I” was all Josephine said, but there
were conflicting emotions in the monosyllable.

¢* Hullo-o,” shouted a shrill voice across the
water.

‘Hullo-o0,” called Adams back.

Blank astonishment wiped all expression out
of Tom's face at first, but a broad grin finally
made its appearance.

“You're a great ome, Jo,” he muttered.
“1'd like to know when@you wouldn't find &
beau. Did he come dowr out of the clouds ¥’
o !-,Iuah, sir; you've been a very naughty

As they rowed home, Adams devoted himself
to cnltintinqr l:hel:oqndnh:du of the yom;lg
scapegrace. 6 latter proved very approach-
able, and Adams found nopr:l,iﬂienlty in persuad-
ing him to go fishing the next day.

‘When they were home at last Josephine took
her young brother into her room snd turned the

¢ '.l‘om,nfon’ve treated me very badly to-day.
‘What would you give if I wouldn’t tell father !
You wouldn’t like to be sent back to the mili-
tary school, you know.”

¢¢ Say, sis, I'll tell you what,” and the little
wretch gave a wink of immense significance ;
i you won’t tell on me, I won’t tell on you.
Honor briiht, black and blue, cut me in two.”

¢ Mrs. Adams,” said Mr. Ben. Adams te his
wife at their wedding reception a year after,
““don’t you think we might afford to tell people
now how we met! I never knew a secret kept
better. I nearly ruined mrelf buying up that
precious brother-in-law of mine. You see,
thought on your account I wouldn’t let him
tell. I didn't care ; I liked it. I had no busi-
ness to, you say ! But I liked it, nevertheless.
Here are Rutland and his Mary. Let's tell
them the story.§They know we’re going to Lake
Winnipaka for our honeymoon.”

ECHOES FROM LONDON.

{iowma across tThl: Athntico‘is til;o Fl:“t?ctho-
ve oposed. The hero, ta . Nor-
m::y; K:l already croseed and rscmd the At-
lantic in a craft 164 feet long by 63 wide.

THE construction will be shonlé commenoced
of & tunnel between Tilbury and Gravesend. It
will cost half a million of money, and, con-
sidering the width that divides the shores, it
may be called dirt cheap at that.

THE proposal to have a magnificent winter and
summer ::l ;ul:.B ton hna“gm;d such
eneral a] t the great difficulty, the
8momey pfrpef" will, we hear, be overcome, and the
scheme will be realized.

Mz. EpwARD TERRY has tho
intention to take a theatre and bear the anxie-
ties of theatrical management. He has re-en-
gaged with Mr. Hollingshead instead, and will

:B?m in the autumn in the new burlesque by
. Reece, called ** Young Robinson Crusoe.”

ht better of his

ONE of the odd sights of London is that of two
or three bodies, who, we presume, are trying to
set a fashion, driving smart-looking gigs. An-
other is the perambulating of coal-carts bearing
on the side, in full advertising disphy, the
coronet and the name of a noble coal-mine owner,
who, it seems, has gone into the retail depart-
ment.

Mg, BoeHNM'S fine statue of Carlyle, now in
the Academy, has been bought by Lord Rose-
bery. It isinteresting both on account of artist
and subject, and also use it is the model for
the bronze that will soou be set up on the Em-
bankment in honor of the historian. It is to be
hoped that it is on the Embankment, and not,
as it is now said, opposite the House, that the
proposed monument will be put up.

IN the lists of wedding presents to Prince
Leopold, no mention has been made of the Mar-
uis of Lorne's g;fct This is a large picture of
e City of Quebec, which has been painted by
8 Toronto artist. This was a happy thonghton
the pert of the Governor-General, combining a
leasing acknowledgment of native talent with
rotherly affection. Quebec is, in its older parts,
a very picturesque city, and the picture when it
comes over should be a great addition to the at-
tractions of Claremont.

Tax Houses of Parliament just now present a
remarkable appearance. If it were usual for our
public buildings to suffer from the small-pox it
might reasonably be supposed that the Houses
of Parliament are just convalescent. What is
happening is that they are undergoing s process
of renovation. The stone is in places rotting
away, and workmen are employed in cutting out
the rotten parts and filling up the places with
sound stone. Three years ago the work was be-

at the Victoria Tower, and the men have
just now worked round by the terrace frontage
to the Clock Tower. As the process of wasting
away is constantly going on it seems probable
that till the whole of the frontage has been re-
placed the band of workmen will be slowly ecir-
cling round, perpetnally patching up.

A VERY strong protest will be made to the
Royal Academicians on the rule which allows
eight pictures to be sent and exhibited by an
artist. It is thought that this works an unfair-
ness both to thase who get in and to those who
are kept out—to the latter obviously, as other-
wise their chance of admission woulx be
improved ; but to the former also, on the groun
that if artists could only send in two canvasses
they would concentrate their work upon these,
and thus be better represented. The force of
this argument is not good. We should probably
have pictures, something more like those
in the salon. But this would be a doubtful good.
‘What our Academy should do wounld be to col-
lect the best pictures out of the enormous stbok
sent for selection. Our Academy should forget
the claims of friendship, and in one sense forget
itself. Impossible artists they say are going to
petition—let them if it amuses them, but seek
no farther purpose.

— ‘

A LITTLE incident happened on Wednesday
week which illustrates the quickness and the
recklessnees of Irish humor. At the time Mr-
Chamberlain had reason to believe the post of
Chief Secretary would be formally offered to
him, and he was improving the shining hourby
talking with Irish members and ascertaining how
far they would be able to work with him. Mr.
Callan characteristically thrust himself forward
a8 the spokesman, and taking Mr. Chamberlain
by the arm, walked him up and down the Ter-
race. One of his compatriots obeerving this
curious conjunction, ongﬁ the photographer
who isalways on the prem hurried him down
stairs, got him to fix his lens, and by the in.
stantaneous process there was produced a photo-

1| graph of the Right Hon. Joseph Chamberlain

and Mr. Phﬂip arm-in-arm —that is, Mr.
Callan had his hand on Mr. Chamberlain’s el-
bow. Two or three copies have been taken, and
tb‘:,;lm tive has been preserved.. It may pro-

y

surptise Mr. Chamberlain,

MUSICAL AND DRANMATIO.

TaE Philharmonic Society gi i -
oert of the season on Tuesday uic,glt::m oom
Mes. Rookwoop's children's class give s
?lmonl entertainment &t the Academy on the Sd of
Mgz. J. C. FREUND's new musical journal has
been incremsed to 94 pages, and now embenoer. the
drama. It is as good as ever. o
‘WAGNER'S Ring der Nibelungen has been given
mtlﬂh London nndoreu,n most &m‘l&.
.

MEe. IRVING'S next appearauce is to be as
Faust ina vew phybylt.&a.wml‘ )

AN absent-minded father had been so much
in the habit of sending his children to their
mother when they pn?md any request, that
the children after a time took to going direct
to her, as to head-quarters. One day the elder
son, aged six, wanted to look at a *‘pictare.
book” belonging to his father, and asked pes-
mission of his mother. She replied: *Go and
ask your father.” ‘ Why,"” said the boy, in ae
tonishment, *¢is he boss now ¥’ .

brought out at some critical juncture to

ty

e
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NO ONE ENEW.

(From the Norwegtan of Bjonstjerne Bjornson.)

BY NED P. MAH.

He bung o'er the back of a chair,
Shedanced, and was merry as fair.

She flirted and smiled,

And the young men beguiled,

Till his heart was near breaking in two,
But that there was no one who knew.

The night that he came P. P. C.

On the turf she lay prone as could be,
And she oried, and she cried,

For her life's love bad died

And vanished in that last adieun !

But that there was po one who knew.

He found naught the time to beguile,
80 he came back after awhile.

The solace had found,

‘Was plump, rosy and round,

Yet her heart to the last was still true.
But that there was no one who knew.}

THE RECONSIDERED VERDICT.

True in substance, though I tell it from a
memory not very retentive of details, and thongh
true, probably new to many of my readers, is
the story of the *““ Reconsidered Verdict.” *

Some sixty autamns ago the case was tried at
Chester, before a Judge of great ability and
eminence, and jury whose intelligence—but you
shall hear. In the preceding spring—April I
think was the month—there had been a bad
case of burglary at a farmhouse in Cheshire.
Three men had tied down and the farmer
and his two maid-servants, and had rifled the
house at their leisure. The police were told of
the matter, and pretty accurate descriptions
were given of the men. There were two other
clues. In the struggle one of the men had lost
a button from his coat, which button he had
left behind. Also the same man had had his
face 8o severely scratched by one of the maids,
that the girl said *‘she was sure she had left
her mark upon him.” .

Weeks passed without any arrest being made
and people began to forget the burglary, until
one day & man was taken up at Liverpool on
suspicion of being concerned in quite a differ-
ent matter. He had with him a bundle con-
taining some of the plunder of the farmhouse.
More of the plunder was found at his lodgings.
His face bore traces of scratching; and, to
clinch the matter, his coat wanted a button, and
the buttons on it corresponded exactly with that

icked up at the scene of the burglary. His
fence was very flimsy. ‘‘He knew nothing
about the burglary, but had bought the cout
and things very cheap from & man i: the street.”
+Did he know the mant’ ¢ No, never saw
him before, nor since.” ‘How about the
soratches 17 *“ Well he was a sailor, and too
much accustomed to big hurts to take any
notice of scratches.” Of course he was com-
mitted for trial, and the trial, as I said, came on
at Chester. :
1t excited a great deal of interest, and the court
was crowded. Aninvalid stayinfg at the principal
inn so far shaking off a tuuch off tropical fever as
to send in his card to the judge, and ask fora
place behind the bar. And yet, after all, there
was very little to be said. The circumstantial
testimony above mentioned, was overwhelming,
and in addition to that, farmer and servants
with one accord swore to the identity of the
risoner with the burglar. There was no de-
ence ; the jury found a verdict of * guilty”
without leaving the box ; and as burglar{ was
s hanging matter in those days, it merely re-
mained to pass sentence of desth. Only a for-
mula between him and judgment.

¢ Pris ner at the bar, you have heard the
verdict of the jury ! Have you anything to say
why sentence of death should not be passed
upon you i Then the prisoner spoke for the
first time. Just brushing his eyes with the
cuff of his coat he began—,

 Well, cap'n, it's hard to be hung for noth’n,
usiness. [
know no more of this’ere burglary nor a babby ;
but these witnesses ha'nt told no lies, I s'pose.
And what can I say agin 'em ! When this thing
came off—April, did'nt they say—1 was fightin
the slavers on the Gold Coast. But you’ve got
no call to believe that, and so there's an end to
it.”

There was something in the man’s manner
that impressed the judge; so he said not un-
kindly, *‘But surely, prisoner, if your story is
true, you must have friends and comrades with
whom you could have communicated. If you
had thought they could do you good, you would
have done this. It is too late now.”

¢ You're right, cap’n; it's too late. But
it’s all very well to say ‘let 'em know’ when a
man’s locked up in gaol, and can't read nor
write, and don’t know where they are. They
may be in America, they may be at the Cape,
and how could I let them know—leastways, not
in time ¢ No, it's no use, and you’d better order
me to be run up to the yard-arm at once.”

“Bat,” urged the judge, *‘ the Court has no
wish to hang a man who may be innocent. Is
there no one who could speak for you !

The prisoner looked in a hopeless sort of way
round the court. '

on the stranger from the inn. es,
added, pointing to him,” * There is & gentleman
who might speak for me if he would.”

The judge turned round. ** Do you know the
prisoner ¥’ he asked.

¢ No, my lord,’" was the reply, *‘ I never saw
him before in my life.”

. *¢No,” he began ; but just then his ey; liqht;d“
1] 1 e

¢ Well, Captain Sharpe,” said the prisoner.
¢ If yon put the rope round my neck 1 give in.
Go on, my Lord.” :

¢ Stay,” said the judge; ¢‘is your name
Captain Sharpe

““Yes, my Lord.” And ‘‘Captain Sharpe,
R.N.” was on the card he had sent in. .

¢ Well, the prisoner seems to recognize you,
so I will ask you to step into the witness box
and be sworn, that he may ask you questions.’’

The cuptain went into the box, and the fol-
lowing dialogue ensued :—

¢ Are you Captain Sharpe, of His Majesty's
ship Vulture 1"

“Yes.”

“ Were you in command of her on the slave
coast this spring

“1 was.”

¢ And wasn’t Ione of the crew "

¢¢ Most certainly not.’

“But cap’'n, don’t you remember the big
slaver that gave you all the trouble, that yon
had to board V"’

“Yes.”

¢« And you yourself led the boarders ¥

“ Oh yes ; but all that is nothing—you may
easily have heard or read all about that.”

¢ Well, but cap'n, once more, don’t you re-
member the big nigger that was almost cutting
you down ? Don’t you remember the man who
stood between you and death, and what he got
for it? Don’t you remember that!’—and,
brushing back his hair, the prisoner showed a
great scar down one side of his head.

The whole Court looked on breathless, as the
captain stared at the scar and at the man till
his eyes seemed starting from his head. At
length, as if in a dream, the captain muttered
to himself, ** Good God, is it possible 1”

Then slowly and deliberately he got out of
the witness-box and clambered into the dock,
where he seized the prisoner’s hand, and turn-
ing to the judge, said * My Lord, this was the
best man in my crew, and he saved my _life.
Providence has sent me here to save his, Heis
so changed by illness and imprisonment that I
could not recognize him. But there is no mis-
take now. If you bang the old bo’sun of the
Vulture, you must hang the captsin with him.”

Then f{)llowed a scene rarely witnessed in a
court of justice. Amid cheers and sobs that no
one cared to suppress, the judge briefly directed
the jury to re-cousider their verdict, which they
at once did, finding & unanimous *‘ Not guilty.”
The prisoner was discharged, and lett the dock
arm in arm with the captain. They were hur-
ried into a chaise, and drawn to the inn in a
triumphal procession, and after a sumptuous
lunch, they posted off together to London.

As they cleared the ancient town, Captain
Sharpe might have been heard addressing his
companion somewhat as follows :—** Well, old

], we pulled through that business pretty well,

think. But it was a near go. That was a
g:od notion of Wily Bub's to wait for the verdict

fore moving. We could never have touched
that evidence.’’

 Yes,” replied the innocent and long-suffer-
ing boatswain of the Vulture, *‘ and if you had
cottoned to me a minute too soon, the old beak
would have been fly to_the trick. Lord, I was
fit to burst when the old boy began to cry !”

From which brief dialogue we gather that
¢ Captain Sharpe’”” might have known more of
the burglary than of the Pulture.

Nothing more was ever heard of either of
them. Such is the story of ** The Reconsidered
Verdiet.”

LITTLE WOMEN.

The conventional ides of a brave, an energetic,
g; ;d snmely c:idminal woman is a t;ll, dark- '
ired, armed virago, who might pass as .
the younger brother of her husband, and whom '
nature seemed to have hesitated before determin-
ing whether to make her man or a woman—a !
kind of debatable and, in fact, between the two
sexes, end one almost as much as the other.
Helen Macgregor, Lady Macbeth, Catharine di
Medici, Mrs. Manning, and the old-fashioned
marderesses in novels, are all of the muscular,
black-brigaad type, with more or less regal grace
superadded, according to circumstances ; and it
would be thought nothing but a vuerile fancy to
suppose the contrary of those whoee personal
description is not already known. Crime, in- .

deed, ially in art and fiction, has generally
been painted in very nice proportions to the
number of cubic inches embodied and the depth

of color employed ; though we are bound to add
that the public favor runs towards muscular
heroines almost as much as towards muscular
murderesses, which, to a certain extent, re-;
dresses the over.weighted balance, Our later
novelists, however, have altered the whole set-
ting of the gnlletta. Instead of six-foot-ten, of
black and brown, they have gone in for four- !
foot-nothing, of pink and yellow ; instead of
tnmbled masses of raven hair, they have shining
coils of mct gold ; instead of hollow caverns,
whence unfathomable eyes, eloquent of
every damned pesion, they have limpid lakes
of heavebly blue; and their worst sinners are
in all resj eots fashioned as much after the out-
ward semblance of the ideal saint as can well be
managed. The original ;notion was a very
| one, and the jevolution did not come be-
ore it was wanted ; but it has been a little
overdone of late, and we are threatened with
as great a surfeit of small-limbed, yellow-headed
criminals as we have had’of the man-like black.
One gets weary of the most perfect model in
time, if too constantly repeated ; as now, when

we have all begun to feel that the resources of

the angel’s face and demon’s soul have been
more heavily drawn on than is quite fair, and
that, given ‘‘heavy braids of golden hair,”
¢ bewiﬁering blue eyes,’”” *‘a small, lithe
frame,”’ and special delicacy of feet and hands,
ere we looked for the companionship, through
three volumes, of a young person to whom Mes-
salina or Lucrezia Borgia was a mere novice.
And yet, there is a plgsologieal truth in this
association of energy with a smallness ; perhaps,
also, with a certain tint of yellow hair, which,
with a dash of red through it, is decidedly sug-
5nstive of nervous force. Suggestiveness, in-
eed, does not go very far in an argument ; bui
the frequent connection of energy and smallness
in woman is a thing which all may verify in
their own circles, In daily life, who is the
really formidable woman to encounter? The
black browed, broad-shouldered giantess, with
arms almost as big in the girth as a man’s; or
the pert, smart, trim, little female, with no
more biceps than a lady-bird, and of just aBout
e?ual strength with a sparrow ¢ Nine times out
of ten, the giantess with heavy shoulders and
broad, black eye-brows is a timid, feeble-
minded, good-tempered person, incapable of
anything harsher tgean a mild remonstrance with
her nmg, or a gentle chastisement of her child-
ren. Nine times out of ten her husband has her
in hand in the most perfect working order, so
that she would swear that the moon shone at
mid-day, if it were his pleasure that she should
make a fool of herself in that direction. One of
the most obedient and indolent of earth’s
daughters, she gives no trouble to any one, save
the trouble of rousing, exciting and setting her
going ; while, as forthe conception or execution

of any naughty piece of self-assertion, she is as
utterly incapable as if she were a child unborn,
and demands nothing better than to feel the

pressure of the leading-strings, and to know ex-
actly by their strain where she is desired to go
and what to do.

But the little woman is irrepressible. Too
fragile to come into the fighting section of
humanity ; a puny creature whom one blow
from a man's huge fist could annihilate, abso-
luteli fearless, and insolent with the insolence
which only those dare show who know that re.
tribution cannot follow. What can be done
with her? She is afraid of nothing, and to be
controlled by no one. Sheltered behind her
weakness as behind a triple sheet of brass, the
angriest dare not touch her, while she provokes
him to a combat in which his hands are tied.
She gets her own way in everything, and every-
where, At home and abroad she is equally
dominant and irrepressible, equall free from
obedience and from fear. Who breaks all the
public orders in sights and shows, and in spite
of king, kaiser or policeman, goes where it is
expressly forbidden that she shall go? Not the
large-boned, muscular woman, whatever her
temperament, unless, indeed of that exception-
ally haughty type in distinctly inferior sur-
roundiings, and then she can queen it royally
enough, and set everything at most lordly de-
fiance. But in general the large-boned woman
obeys the orders given, because near enough to
the man to be on a par with him she, is still
undeniably his inferior. She is too strong to
shelter herself behind her weakness, yet too
weak to assert her strength and d:fy ber master
on equal grounds. She is like a flying-fish, not
one thing wholly ; and while capable of the
privileges of either. It is not she, for all her
well developed frame and formidable looks, but
the little woman, who laughs in your face, and
goes straight ahead, if you try to turn herto Ler
right hand or to the left, recciving your remon-
strance with the most sublime indifferenc:, as
if you were talking a foreign language she could
not understand. She carries everything before
her, or wherever she is. You may see her step-
ping over bartiers, slippiug under ropes, p-ue-
trating to the green benches with a red tcket,
taking the best places on the platform over the
heads of their nightful owners, settling herself

among the reserved seats, without an inch of

steboard to float her.
y main force.

Modern chivalry objects to the public laying
on of hands in the case of a womar, even when
most recalcitrant and disobedient ; more parti-
cularly if a small and fragile looking woman.
80 that, if it is only & usurpation of places s
cially masculine, she is allowed to retain what
she has got amid the grave looks of the elders—
not really displeased, though, at the flutter of
her ribbons among the.u —sud titters and nudges
of the young fellows. If the battle is between
her and another woman, they are left to fight it
out as best they can with the odds laid heavily
on the little one. All this time, there is notbin
of the tumult of contest about her. Fiery sng
combative as she generally i-,when breaking the
law in public places she is the very soul of serene
dering. She knows no heat, no passion, nor
turbulence ; she leaves these as extra weapons
of defense to woman who are assailable, For
herself she requires no such aids. She knows
her capabilities and the line of attack that best
suits her, and she knows, too, that the fewer
points of the contest she exposes the more likely
sheis to slip into victory ; the more she assumes,
and the less she argues the slighter the hold she
gives her opponents. She is either perfectly
good-humored or blankly innocent ; she either
smiles you to indulgence, or wearies you into
compliance by sheer hopelessness to make an
impression on her. She may, indeed, if -of the
very vnciferous and shrill-tongued kind, burst
into such a noisy demonstration that you are
glad to escape from her, ffo- meeter what spoils
you leave on your hands ; just as a mastiff’ will

You canuot turn her

8l
ink a.wa.g from a bantam hen all heckled fea-
thers and screeching cackle, a tremendous as-

sumption of doing somethinﬁ terrible if he does
not look out. Anyway, the little woman is un-
conquerable ; and a tiny fragment of humanity
ata public show, setting all rules and regulations
at defiance, is only carrying out in matter of
benches, the manner off life to which nature has
dedicated her from the beginning.— Quqiz.

A BUSH-LAWYER AND HIS CLIENT.

‘““My wood-choppers captured a sloth this
morning,” said the judie, as we walked toward
the ravine—‘a big black sloth—a “bush-
lawyer,’ as the Indians call them. They tied
him to the stump of a tree, and what do you
suppose I found, when I came out to fetch him ?
Here we are | Just look at this happy family !”

The old sloth lay on his back, near the stump
where the wood-choppers had left him, but in
his claws he held the strangest animal I ever
saw in my life—a black, hairy little brute, about
the shape of a young bear, but with a big tail
that turned and twisted left and right like a
snake.

‘ What in the world do you call that ¢” I
asked—*‘ a monkey or an overgrown squirrel

‘ No, it's a honey-bear,” laughed the judge—
‘“a kinkayou, as we call them. Just look up—
there’s half a dozen of them in that tree !”

On a catalpa-tree, near the stump, a whole
family of these strange long-tails were eating
their dinner, not in the least disconcerted by
our presence, as it seemed, though two of them
eyed us, with outstretched necks, as if they de-
sired us to explain the purpose of our visit.

I stepped back to get a better look at them.
They had snouts and paws like fat young bears,
but in their movements they reminded me of a
North American opossum ; they eould hang by
their tails and use them as rope-ladders in
lowering themselves from branch to branch.
Now aud then, one or two of them came down
to take a look at their captive comrade, but the
least movement of the old sloth would send
them scampering up the tree with squeals of
horror.

¢ That lawyer of yours has taken the law into
his own hands,” said I.

““Yes, I suspect those little imps kept foolin

with him until he grabbed ome of them,” sai
the judge. ““Let’s set that thing free, or he
will squeeze him to death.” ,
The old sloth held his prisoner as a spider
holds a fly, encircling him entirely with his
long-clawed legs, and while the captive mewled
and snarled, the captor uttered grunts that
sounded like inward chuckies. It needed our
combined efforts to unclasp his long grappling-
hooks, and we were afraid the prisoner would
die before we could liberate him, but as soon as
his feet touched the ground, he bounced up the
tree as if the fell fiends were at his heels.

* That fellow won't forget the day of the
month,” laughed the judge; ‘‘he will know
better than to meddle with a lawyer the next
time.”"—St. Nizholas.

WHY HE PUT THE LIGHT OUT.

William and John occapied separate beds in
the same room. Johu was hone<t, but lazy. On
antering their room to retire for the night, John,
with his usual alacrity, undressed and jumped
into bed, while William was pulling off his boots
and deciding which side of the bed would most
likely prove the softest.

After a few mivutes’ delay, William spran,
intq bed, placed his head upoun two pillows, an
doubled himself up, preparatory for a comfort-
able snooz , when wh:t should he discover, when
just ready to ‘drop «ff,’ but that he had carelessly
left the fluid lamp burning. The discovery gave
rise to the following soliloquy :

¢ 'Twont do to leave the {ump burning, but
it's so very cold that 1 hate most awtully to get
oui on the floor; but still that lamp must be

blown out. Iworder if | can’t make Jobn get
out. I'lltry. John Y’
¢ Halloa |”’

* Did you ever know Daniel .Hoskins, fore-
man of en%xe thirty-seven ¥*

*“ No. Why.”

“ Nothing ; only I dida’t know but that you
knew him. I saw bythe papers that his death
was caused, last week, by inhaling the oxharo-
gon fluidal vapors from a lamp that he accident-
ally left burni:g in the room. After the fluid
was all consumed, the chemist said the oxidal
suction of the wick so consumed the onitrogen
of the lungs, that the fluidical vapers suddenly
:’topp'ed the inspiration, and the heart ceased to

eat.”’

John raiged himself up in bed, with a
sternness indescribable on the reclining form of
his room-mate, and in a stentorian voice ex-
claimed : :

““ Why, in thunder, don’t you blow out that
lamp ¥’ y

. Well, sure enonﬁh," was the reply; it
ain't out, isit ¥ Well, never mind, John, it'll
go out itself in a little while.”

““No it won't go out itself in a room where I
sleep.” And in a twinkling of & cat’stail, John
had extingunished the light and returned to his
bed, muttering as he did so, * I'd rather get up

y | & dozen times, than to die as Daniel Hoskins

did.”
In the morning John wanted to know all the
rticulars about the death of Mr. Hoskins ; but

illiam had no recollection of ever spesking of
it, and accused the honest fellow of dreaming.

N

. ‘M_AA?,“*.
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THE SCHOOL BOY.

We banght him a box for bis hooks und things,
And a ericket bug for his bat ;

And be looked the brighteat and hest of kings
U nder his aesw straw hat.

We banded Bl nto the raliway teain,
With a troop of hla young compeern,

Aund we made as though it were dust and rain
Were filling our eyes with tears,

Wo lnoked in hisinnoerat face 1o aes
‘The sign of a sorrowin! heart

Rut he voly shouldersd his bt with glew,
And wondersd when they woald start,

“Pawaa tot that he Juved not wa heretofare,
For the boy was tender and kind ;

But bis was n world thut was all before,
And ours was a world Lahind,

“Pwus ot his flattering heart waa cobd,
Forthe ehld was toyal and true

Aud the parents Jove the tova that 1s old,
Al the abilidren the Jove that 1a new,

And we eatoe to knoew that Jlove is g Qower
W hich only groweth down |

And we scurcely spoke for the snce of ap hoar
As weatrove baek through the Jowan,

EUROVEAN

NCAND AL,

FLOM MONACH T MADNESA.

Wit hatdl Roverer oo

The Baton , an Austrian, belonging by
hirs kagh hirthi to the most aristoeratie seeiety of
the Fmypire, deputy and member of the House
of Lords, bustand of a woman }“:‘Nilml inrank
amd father of two grown-upsons an:d two daugh.
ters, betook himselfl in an evil hour te Monte
tarle, to prass s few weeks of Jeisure,  Tempted
by the faetliti
punctually atfered by the estabhishient, e tried
s ek wt the tables, and during the carly part
af s stay in the Privcipality, he had the rare
chanee, though doubtful fortune, to win a hun.
dred thousand frapes. Stimulated by suecess,
he continued to play, and experiensed the not
aneammon fate of losipg, m a few hours the
<uty he hiad gained inoas many davs, Naturally,
sfter this, he played still more peraatontly, inred
by the hope of redeening his Josses, and pene.
trated Ly KS\«‘ wvamblers tixed his aden that, i only

by saccess. His ready money exhansted, he sent
ta his bauker in Hungary for freah supplics,

airsued long enough, e would be erowned ;
prarse K B Dattendant

Cearefully sought

STRATED NEWS.

with feverish anxiety over the board to watch
the fute of each five-franc picce, and hardly able
Lo restrain his tears as he saw it swept away,
The bystanders, as o rule, did not treat him with
reverence-—lessons of lorhearanee and sympathy
ire nol learnt by an intimate scquaintanee with
the gumbling-table ; the passion of play swal.
lows up all geutler ewotions, and if the neigh.
hmlr.u of the wretched man thanght of him at
all, it was with contempt rther than pity. Suc-
cessful vice Llaughed in his face, and his Tellow-
losers in the terrible gane could not spare him
u sigh,

~ Even the gainers by his folly and hLis s
fortunes wearied of him,  When its victim can
ooly Tose such pitiful summs as he now brought
to the tables, the 1ript seases to be interested
in t'h«-m,Aund cominences to count the cost of
their waintenanee, The best rooms at the Hotel
de Paris are not destined for gamblers who plav
with a few five frane picees a day, even if they
bear sunorous numes and are highty placed in
the government of an Eupire.  Besides, the
Direction has a natural horror of tragedies, and
tries toavoid them by every possible means ; and
truly there wis now on the worn face of the un-
fortunate Baron, and in his hagaard eves, a sort
of foreshadowing of some disprrate deed. Sohe
was watehed, and a favourable opportunity for
ridding the Principality of his presence was
At length there came n day
when, gosded bevond enduraner, he turned away

Din pale despair from the tables and staggered
The fullawing painful story i taken from the

s wincing at every step )

rather than walked from the
in the hotel Utterly penniless, having ex-
hausted every resourer, wot daring to write to
his family, shrinking from the idea of ever seeing
again the wife and children he had injured,
we took under the con-
temptuous glanees of the domesticos, to whom he
covld uat repay the paltry sums they had lent

tasiuo to his roumn

s him-cwhat remained for him but te gt aoworld

for gambling so regularly and w0

which a!l found their wav iulo the cotfers of the

Administration. 1t then became necessary for
L to borrow money ; aud, as his fiatane was
teind up with that of his wile and vhaldren,
from whom he wished to keep his infatuation
seetet, he was reduced to weeh loans on ovary
savantageous tertos and  from all senns

Eu-:-r,!g‘.

oit was gambled sway ax soon as he posseaad it

of

Frery gold pieee he could fay hands

and the admirable system practised by the Ad.

A : ) ; ;

ministration enabled him 1o deveote all his fundy, et L : ) - iade 4
1 . A R R : ° N N, 7 1 ) N o owitilere Nnede J

o the Caeine without serious inconvenivner to, LVUIBS and the muk ot the sutlerer 3 1

s seandal unadvisable ; the doctors patched np the

Bimaelf,  Ax he staved at the Hotel de Paris,
which in umder the direetion of the fegeor b
was not ohliged to waste his mouey upon boanid
ard lodging,
hrm, and, so long as he continued ta reeccive

riok them at the ganbling tablag, the necessitios
and even the lnvuries of Hfe were not grudgod
by the Dipection, Oceastonal awkward.
tieases, indeeid, could not be avorded 13 he dined
at the Cafo de Paris, and bad not a coin in his
yocket, while waiting for a lnan, it wus rather

Has bill was never presentad to)

calling ta him to request that the bl for his .

repast shonld be transterred to his ruonning ac-
~etint at the hotel, and the persons who assisted
al this ceremonial sometimes betrayed by on
covert sneer their astonishment that so hagh and
mighty u permonage as the Baren should be un.
provided with pocket mouey
the efforts which the unhappy man was nuking
to abtain meankto cnnlimw‘his fright{ulslavery,
a fresh blow fell upon him in the shape of
irtter from his wife,  Rendered suspicious by
hix prolouged absence and bis shortainecherent
Irtters, she hiad, by dint of prayers and imenace
prevailed upon the family notary to reveal the
~tite of affairs to her. She had brarnt the dismal
truth that her husband, since beaving his home,
Ll drawn the skm of a million and one hundreed
thousand frapes from his estates, which he had

ot i s af which he vo ay o . .
wthnged i sum of which ke could vot pay Cfull of hotour, but whe Las been rendered a

; ; U drivelling Bliot by the eneouragement given by
Su\nl at all without touching drivelling 1 } K :

the quarter cut of his personal property, and
which conld not be

the tortunes of his children - his xous, who had

teached the ages twenty-five and twenty . seven,

and Tus aughters whe had attained their ma-
Jority,

In the midst of,

_of distinguishing either,

!

The receipt. of his wife's sad  reproachful
letter only heightened the desparate excitement !

of the Baran. Every sense of diguity abandoned

him ; to gain the napoleons necessary to enable

him to pursue his wanis, he did not shrink
from the most degrading efforts,  He visited
the mean little vafés and restaurants, and per-

{

: - Celreumstanees——was iggardly now,
inrge sums of money from his country ated o0 ClTvmstanses-—was not niggrartly m

in wheh be coulil not longer Jive with honoar
The seductions of Maute Carlo enervate both
mind and body, and this man, who might once
have tlung from him with contemyt the notion

sof suichde, now welcomed it as a means of pReagn

from the Ignuminy he had uot energy and reso-
iution to meed, but was too weak to carry out
hix purpose with cutlicient phiysical foree and
nerve. The spies who had watehed his departure
from the Casine had followed him to the hotel,
and received the intormation that he had loeked
himself 1t his room. perienced in such
cages, after 5 few minutes” delay they told an
to knock at hiis deor. No ounswer

The knovk was reg ated 1 ostil e
nothing but dewd silence. Tt wis dee
termined to break open the door, and when this
had basn done the i gdaedes of the Casino be-
held a sight net entirely uufumiliar to them.

was given,
alsver

i The Baron was Iyiog on the floor, covered with

blood, senseless, hut not dead. He hatd attempt-
4 to cut his throat with a razor, but his unsteady
hand had et given a mortul wonnd. He was
removed from the spot 5 adviee was obtained ;
fe was tended with ecare—the Casino, on oreas
s, can show a strange temderness for its

wound, and at the end of ten days the Baron
was pronounced in a Bt state to trvel.

He had not the means to nudertake s jonsuey,
hut the toper—always thoughtful nader similar
To the
man who lad enriched the Administration by
wiore than a willion of fraues the sum of four
thousand francs was graciously otfered, and he
was advised to Jeave Monte Carlo fur his own
country with the freatest ])U.\\n'h‘ ,\IK'("J. T‘ll{:l‘t‘
15 not roam on the Managasque territery for
fruitless trees § it was famous iu olden times for
cardeners, anid the pardeners of to-day huve vot
lost the tradition of the past § the tree that does
not bear is quickly rooted up, and not allowed
to camber the ground.  The Baroh disﬂ]vp“j‘fl‘d.
and left po trce—the administration of the
Goipt keeps in such atfairs the most absolute
secreey 1 - 1 am, however, able to state that he
reached his home, in the town of A—, i the
South of Austriz, more dead than alive, and that
compassion and reproaches wire equally inditfe-
renut to him, for bis mind had Lesame incapable
Though not a maging
uraniae, not shut up as sach in a public asyhim,
be is Kept under restraint, aud his wife and
children, in addition to (heir other misfortunes,
have the wisery of witnessing the moral wreek
of the man wlio should have been their guide
and prop, whose prey bairs shonld have been

the rripot of Monte Carlo to the all but nuiver-
sl position of play.

OUR CHESS COLUMN.

Al communteations intended for this Columo shonld
bhe mildrensed to the Cheas BEditor, CANADIAN JLLUS.

. ERATED NKWs, Moutreal.

! ;
suaded the employdes to lend him small sums, |
condescending wlso to horrow (rom the cooks -

and renilions of the hotel, With n hundred
francs at his command ——sometimes with fifty,
or even twenty—he stole to the fripef to stake
his few miserable coins viv the table 1o which he
h{ul first come provided with rouleaux of gold
picces and a portlolio well filled with bank
notes, Truly it was a pitiable spectacle to be-
hold this man of sixty years, graad seignent in
his own country, and entitled by his position to
consideration wherever he went, now hanging

‘The chivan arason {1ist past has been 8 (‘rmlih,h!« one
for UCapndn, uod bas exhibited o Jegree of setivity en
the part of most of the elubs which gives a good promise
for the future, o

The meeting of the Cnoadian Chess Aasocintion st
Quaheo st winter was g very suncoessful affair, and the
telewtaphic mateh which imwediataly h\llu\\'ml'r:l-m‘»on
the piayers of the Anciont Capital and those of "Varonte,
was another avidense ut the right sort of feeling among
the chinas amataurs uf the Dominjon

Last week wo guve in our Colomn an aceount of the
nte Ontario Choss Association ‘Tournay, and to-day we
have tha pleasure of insarting the following extract
from the Oftwa Citygen, which shows that the Ottawa

Clab ja managed by those who know well what is ne-
cessary in order to maintain u healthy spirit smong ita
membery,

THE OTTAWA CIHESS CLUBRB.

Lust weak the Ottaws Chens Club bronght to s eun-
cluninn a very pleasant and suecessful seamson. antici-
pating a pleasant reitnion when the Present warty wes-
thee sbould be over. The fullowi g gentlemen wore
elected aflicerx for the ensuing year:—Dy, Huorlben,
President ; I, C. Latowe, Viee-President ; W, I,
Morgan, Secretury.Trensarer; J. B, Halkert, J. M,
Muongrove and R, Moodie, members of managing o
mittes.  The elub haw held meetings twies 3 week for
the st six months, all of which have beey well attend.
ed, aod nll seemed to be antisied with the sacial hours
uiuyed,

During the season a tonrsey took place in which the
fulfowing members participated : — Mesars  Halkott,
1lawser, Hurlbert, Jarvis, Leggstt,  May, Martin,
Mondie, Morgan, Musgrove, Ritehie, Spinz'd!, (i, 1.
Tayior, W. Tayior, Lnrose and Burritt.  In this contest
“ncli competitor played three games with every other
competitor, s victor in each rabher scnning one. Three
prizen were oftered, the first 4 handsome silver medad,
genetonsly given to the club Ly Mr. Chattisld, of Rideao
stieel, and the ather, two ants of chessinen purebased
by the elnb.

The winner of the silver medul was Dr. (Harlbers,
who wan every rabber he coutested and is wlmitted the
best player in the elub by those who ok Jartin the
Conlenta,

The second prize was taken by Mr. Liarnse the pre
sent vice-president of the club, and the thind by Mr,
Moodie, now one of the committes o management.

The ceveral prives were presented to the gentlemen
wha hud warthily grioed thea.

A vute of thapke was unanimonsiy passed o Mr,
Chatfieht for his genervun gift to the elab of the posdal
which Dr. Hurlbert won.

At the Montreal Chess and Checker Clab Reom, No.
Brs e Buanes street, on Thursday »veniog st Moo b
o Anchier gave an exhibition of <imullisneons cliee
playing.  He played with ten opponents it the sine
thwe, winning aix and loming four gates.—aily W
riese,

I

The foltewing respecting the Tournamen: at Yieuna
appeared o the Turonto e of May

VIENNA GrasiEs.—Vienns May o
uament here Mackenzie and Mason,

—1u the chess oar-

Amaricans, hind a

drawn gure. The se0re of the forimer atl present is
plichitly the Lest.
VIENNA ToUENAMENT . ~Vienna,  May
civse ot the ninth day of the Internati.onal .
ntzent Hoackburns, Mackenzie asd Winawer led with

teven games each . Mason had won Sb,

Ware CAmvrican) 3

Rreinitz

PROBLEM No. 384,
By J. P Taylor.

RLACK,

NOTES.

{n) ‘Thisis the best eantinoation,

th) ‘Uhin ingenions attack wiw first suggeatad by the
late Praf. Goring., sod was thoroughly soalyzed by
Here Minckwitz in the Schachzettung. 1K71, page 35,

ir; ‘I'he best move, and one which, if properly followed

g, given Black a sure adeantage, oo g,
Whita., Black.
M. ... 1. Pto K3
1. Bt R4 beat 11, Kt take« B
12, Qo Riek 12 QWL
13 €@ takes Kt 13. Qo BY
4. Ktto Qo 4. Kt to K3
v Pt KD 1D, Casties
9. P takes B 1 in. Bto K3 He ecannot

. Btake
Whites
Le.

take P becanss of 17
Poforid 17, B K3,
replivs fr. Kt o Kt 5,

17 K to Kt 7 eh, If P17, 1) takes K1t
takea 1P White loses in every
variation®
1 P otakes iE. B takes (@
P9 P otakes I (Q)eh. 19, R takew Q

and Rinek wins another 1. Haviny tor the exchangs
two paaxed Poownpported by Be Black’s game is to be
preferred. Inatead of 26 1" to B3, Blark hal two other
Tines of nlay, 100 Q 1o € 2and 100 Kt ta K 2 neithier of
which isas good as Pto B e g 10, QuoQ 2 11 8
to QA ProBA: 1L BtoRY Kt te K2, 3. P K5

VLT takes PUocasties, &e and Biack's
ot ia watiafactory. 300 Kt o K2 wonld lead to a
(ein  Fg K1 T L

vy Thongh B oto R 3 firohubly hetier, this thave is
¥ais than it has yet
It in troublesome to Blaek, hinders his deveiop.
st threatens 1o win the Q P in many variations,
thia i the capture of the B i teebie.
Cantiot E wtow PooHshoubl hav
praved 13, B K T3l BroQ 3 hest Qo Q2 and
i W hite play 18

worthy of maore attention and unal
RGN

1.
Yons

Pio K3 Q1 ks ) 13, P lakes P,
QR oand Blark vaves ios Poand perfects his de-
Ol B Q KU P w QB 3 o K2

et Rar K1t K2 e
Fe Black™s game baoal carinua. [f he had
peayed 40P LB ANy w“rs nis I oswith the

betteer game by b Kt takes B

P 10 Q 1 Q2 Joumman Py op
ke Kit 3T, Q1o K1 &e

thi Threatenivy the B

i 17 Kt o K2
wane.

far Maeo Qo Kl
Botukes P,

Pt
{ON

Kt rakes LB P

i« better. bt wouid not save the

1. Kt takes B. Qrakes

i frdl Qe Bl 2P takes PP orakes ;U3 Q
todg B4 and Blac i Oty eomnpromiiseld,
for i he prushes K P, 240 Kt takes B

T ltis e < ramne trievahly

wters the ooy Tojrie,

ProK teh @ takes Poodn,
Qtakes Peband wing the Q. (M. de Bezkrowney i
Clia Neratbgies

n

MURRAY CANAIL..
NOTICE TO CONTRACTORS.

EALFD TEND

aned endorsed

seed 1o the undersigned,
MURRAY CANAL.
L othe arriv

s TUESDAY,
he sormation
e Bay af on

day ut June gexr,
the hewd waters of

Ty fon
A map er with plans and speciti.
e of the warka, oan be sean at this ofice wod at

v

rhiton, o g hed,

atter THURSDAY, the eiohth day of
1Dk BeXE, whers printed toraie - lendere weotitained.
Contracters are teqnested 10 bear in anind that an ac-
I bupk ebeque tor the sum of 330%0 must accom-
- each ter, which <um «<hall ba forteited if the
tender welines to enter into contract thr the ex-
¢ at the rutes and prices anhimitted,

WHITE.

White to play and mate 1n 1Wwo moves.

SOLUTION OF PROBLEM Nvo 3«1,
White.

Kt KT .
Mutes e,

Riaek.

i
2

GAME Hry,
CHESN IN RUSSIAL
Gama played  in Decsmber fast at Xt Pererdhurp.

hetween Mich, Tehigoriae, the Rossian ehampiog,
sud M. Sakoaboviteh.

Evans Gambit.

White 1M1 T Black —(Mr. S5

1. PR T P K ¢

2 Kito KB I 2 Rt Q By
a, Bte i g KER IR

4 PQ K 4. B takes P
Aty B3 S Rto By

B Pte Qo i P otakes 1P

T Unsthes TP

=~ Ptukes I Bt K3

U, KttoQ B3 O RKtrte R4y
1y, Hite KKt Lo W Pio K B3
11 Wt B ede 1. Ritakes B 1
12 Ywm R4 el 1. Qo e

14 Q 1akes Kt Lot D

P, Kt to Qh 1 Bto K300
1, Qw Rieh 1A Brog2in
HeoWte R 6. Rta QR

T KR K TRt K3m
I, Kt takes B 1=, R PP whis Kt
1 Pta K5 B takes It
M ORKtie Kb W, Q tekes B
VI Kttakes B Qo R 3k
2 Pakes P 2 P4 b
ot R oceh AR S RN

Res

Kt to 85 ch

., WUR (Y

1t ts often asked, 4 Why doea my doctor recommend
abrolutely @enutne, and concentrated by the removal

mixed with sugar and starch.  Beware of imitations, wh

adbur

PURE, SOLUBLE, REFRESHING.

don the terms Stated in the
; The eheprn tine sent in wi e retarned taothe ree
f tve pirties whoss tendere dre not aeeepted

| Departinent does nor however, bind i to an
i lowest or any teniier.

! By order,

| F. BRAUN,

! Seoretary.
PDeptoat B “Wys and Ua R4

P D taw, May, 192, )

! TRIINDT NAVIGATION.
Fenelon Falls, Bucklborn Rapids, and
Burleizh Canals,

NOTICE TO CONTRACTORS.
SEALED TENDERS addesssed to the nndersigned
and endorsed Pender ter Trent i
e veul At thus wihee untd ot
i Western mails, on WEDN

f Juln nert tor the eonstruction of tvo Litt
T Plers and otiier works at Pear
aatrnerien of o aek ar Buekhorn Bap
the copstruction of three Locks a Dam
1t Burleied Fatla

at edch of these pliaces will be iot separ-

and for

ey,
Maps o the respective localitios, togetter wi
and specifio ations of the warks, cun b seen at
st amd »r WEDNE: :
Jeme nex?sowhere printed forms of
tiined, A bike elass o information reiative to the works
at Fenelon Fulls will be farmishied 42 that pliave. and for
H car Baelbvoro and Burleigh, intermation can b b
¢ the tesident Engiveer’sattice, Peterbarungh.

Catts ctars gre o giestind o he g vind that Tenders
for the dlerent works mnst be gecowmpatied by oan
evepdeet tuan chegne, as follows -

£
fiy

For the Fenelon Fal e SLWOD
o Buaekhorn Rapids work . 0
. Barleigh Fabis wark .. | 1.0

And thut thew resprotive jumounts s
the party tendering declines entring
the works ut the rates awd prices subm
the conditions and terms stated in the specitication,

The chegues thus <ent in will be returved to
diferent parties whese tenders are not accepted.

This Department dosa nat, bowever, bind itself to ao-
cept the lowest ur any teader,

By order,

o forfeited i
voeantract for
S, subiaer o

the

. BRAUN,

Secrotary.

Dapt, of Railways and Canals,
Ottawie, 22ud May, 1852,

z
COCOA
ESSENCE.

Cadbury’a Cocon Esrence 2 The reason fa that belng
af the superfinous fat, tt contans FOURK TIMES the

AMOUNT of NITROGENOUS or FLESH-FORMING CONSTITUENTS of the average of other Cocoas which are

lch aro often pushied by Shopkeepers for tho oxtea proft
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\nx 1 l~ Rl SNELL President

THE "' SKREI
Cod Liver 0il.

Pure, Pale and nlmou
tastiess. No cther Qil o compare with it

KENNETH CAMPBELL & CO.

for washin - Flanre S

€0 they wi!t not shana,

THE

use

cr Dry Soap. It pos-
sesses alithe properties
of the Finest Soap in a
concentrated form.

Nuourorg—Lock bers my dear Sir, T have

Seville”
pav vour fare as far as Neustaddt,

Intesd. 1f Y

auoare really anxicus to under

To

11 cheertully

sothing at all aominst yonr geing -

rake the journey,

@
oo
>
.”\é
2[R
G\

irl
f COUGHS COLDS |

SOLD 57 ALL DRUGGISTS @/

 OTR NEW PA(‘K FOR 188e,
50Au Chrome Cardy,
[Fatre fne Siaek] Ar-

Fovy mnd.;u;-_-{;s:hi{‘lml d
TY. | Seaview reat adaca. Geldd
QUANT' B0ver pansl, Bird Motto, g:

t. Summer & Winter Neenea. all i Mat‘.’n‘
J eolon, witt yrcr name Ir fascy tryw. 10¢, Sample Bock
Styles for 82, 25«1& 210 per cent pa..d Agrais,
*;_l  givea tor elu Fsi particnlan wnd every
Ai’l‘o N PR[\ Tl\ [+ CO. oﬂh{ord. Cux.

“THE BURLAND
LITHOGRAPHIC GOMPANY.

(LiMITED)
CAPITAL $200,000,
GENERAL

Engravers, Lithographers, Printers:

AND PUBLISHERS,

3,5,7,9 & Il BLEURY STREET, ;
MONTREAL. 3

oty

THIS ESTABLISHMENT hay & capital equal
to all the other Lithegraphie firms in the couns
try, aud is the larget Arus maost complete Fatab-
lishmentofthe kind in the Dominion of Canada,
possessing all the late-t improvements fn machi-
nery and apgplianess, compnsing . —
12 POWER PRISSES
2 PATENT ENVELDTY MACHINES,
make, Jirnt and eminas enrve e by une opemtloa. |
1 PATENT LAUEL iL0sSTNG MACHINE |
1 ATEAM POWILR Lo ThIC MACHIMNE, [
4 PHOTOGHAYUING MACHINES
2 PHOTO-ENGRAVING MACHINES,

Aisg CUTTING, PRHFPORATING, NUMBERINNG, XNM-
BOSSING, COPPRE FLATE FRINTING and ali other |
Maehinery required 10 s firet ciaas busineas.

MLR‘M- Gt RSGHAVING 1UTROGRAPHING, LLEC-

TP Ny AND IYPE PRINTING waccuted IN THR
-7 75 YRR 3

AND AT MODERATE PRICES.

PHOTO-ENGRAVING and LITHOUGRAPHING fromm
Prnan ink drawrnze A SPReALITY

B e S S

whirh

The Crorapeny are ais@ Pragrictors and Pubiishers of
the

CLNADVAN TLLISTHATED XFW3,
FLIOPISION PULLIQUE, ant
SCIENTIFIC CANALIAN,
Aldarge staTof Aruets, Engravers, snd Skitled Worke
juen ju every Department.
QOrders by mall altended tp with Punctuslty, and
prices the earmne anif plven parscnaliy.

0 B. BURLAKD.

Marackn,

An invaluable and palatable tenic in all cases of weak digestion

xnd dehitity.

*Ia a sncoe<a and & boon for which Natians should feel gratafal ©
w—Sxe Medical Prews, Lancst, Brituk Medical Jrurnal, de.

To be had of ail Rtorekeapers, (irucers, and heraista.
swholesale asly.

fole Agenta {nr Cansde and the Unitad States
C. David & Co.. 48, Mark Lane, Losdon, Fogland,

EXTRACT
OF MEAT

FINEST AND CHEAPEST MEAT-
FLAYOURING STOCK FOR SQUPS,

MADE DISHES & SAUGES,
CAUTION.—Genaine ONLY with
fac-simile of Baron Liebig's Sigua-
tare in Blae Ink across Label. This
Caution is neces owing to
various cheap and {nferior Fab~
rtitutes being in the Market.

which are caleulatel

thusp—

Slopptr

Biackwell, London, &«¢., &¢.

Mreaga. J. M. DOUGLARR & 0,

Irx consequence of Imi ations of THE WOR TESTERSHIRE SAUCE
decesve fhe Public, Lea and Perrins have fo reques:
that Purchasers sec tnat the Label on cvery bottle bears thar Signature

éa/ Mm«f

without which no bottle of '/xe original WORC
is grnuine.
Ask for LEA and PERRINS Sauce, and see Name on Wrapper, Label, Rottie and
Wholetale and Sfor Export bv the ! 3’”(‘0’!
and by Grocers and O

&)

ERSHIRE SAUCE

orcester ; Crosie and
ilmen throuphout the World.

To be ohainad of
MONTHREAL

Mressun, URQUILART & 03, Ml').\"]‘REAL.

; .40

CARDS ali Cbramo, Gisssard Motio, in (aennamae
fo quid & )en e, Weat & Co Westrille, CL

THE COOK'S FRIEND

BAKINC POWDER
Has become 2 Housenats Wokn ia the land, and is a
HOUSEHOLD NECESSITY

ia every family where Economy and Heaith are sndied.

It is used for raiung o1 koaods of x-H:.u., Rolls, Pan-
cakes, Gniddle Cakes, L. &¢, and a wmail quantity
used in Pie Crust, Pud. Lings, or other Pastry, will save
half the usud shurteming, and make the fwd more
digesuble.

THE COOK'S FRIEND

SAVES TIME,
IT SAVES TEMPER
I SAVES MONEY.
For sale by storekeepers throughout the 1)
wholeaale by the mau‘f!.mlulcr) ut the Dominion and

W. D. McLAREN, Usiow Mirts,
33 Uollege Street.

% 5> pkn

8 year and sY[moses to agents. Ouifit free
ddreu P U \’ll Kt RY, Auxuou, M-

ST e

CASTOR FLUID =~

delightfully refreshing  preparation for the hair
Mmu tr he used duicy. Keeps the scalp heaithv, pre
vents dutirull pramotes the growth. A perfect hair
dressing for 1uw famnily  25¢ per botile,

HENRY R. CRAY, Chomist.

Kaole Manularturer,
H( \1 l.ulrvomv \inln ‘Urnﬂ

1L,

Iy
FINE AND

AN IMMENSE 8STOCK.

HENRY J.SHAW &CO.,

720 CUraig Nt. (Near Victorin Nq.)

HEARN & HARRlSON,
OPTICIANS,

Makora of all deseriptions of Sarye

tug Instrumenta. Traneits, T, lknl’.
lites, Dompy and Y an-h Send
for Cataloguea.  Bign uf the Adeirgl
ML & 244 Noire l)luna Bum o

Mantreal Post=0ffice Time- Tatle
June, 1882
DERLIVERY. MALLS, Climynng,
PoAw i w IONT. R WESTERM PROVINCES.! « & . .
| N T
Tegoo] ... (AY Ottawa by Raflway .
(W.N:-E1Y {(AY Province of Ontario, :
H Manitoba & R, Colnmbial » - Q@
i Otnwa River Houte ap ud
! Cardllon.............. .
: QUL & EABTERN PROVINCES.
i Quobes, Three Rivers, Ber.
“ thiar, Borel, ?{l’ seamar
. 5 351Quebne, Three Rivarsy, Bar-
; thier, &e., by Q. M. 0. &
i O Rallweay ..., “
HE ., B (H) Queher by 3, T. Ry.. ‘u
1 8001.. 1By l-;l(crn‘ru-ﬂum‘-
s Thres Rivers, Arthatmala
& Riviers Jdo Loup RO R Con
P 19 Wireilental Raliway Main :
! fhaoe to (Mtaws. .. ..., T e
P9 W Do NL Jeruma and 8t
i f.ip Haoches ... ” Lo
| S0l Do 8L Jerume & St
! Japvier . . ... L L. Tk
E Woo. ... 5t Remi. Hemmingford &
{ Laprairte Ratiway . ... NPT
i 8 00 12 43180 Hyacintde, Hherbrooke, H
| Comtioxvole, &a .., ... . .. 3R] 1
[N | U Actan and Borel Hallway
[ LI & SRR Bt Jobuns, h!.nbridg. & 8Sv
H Armapd fation. . T
HERL cd ..... Bt Jobus, Vermont Juae
' thra & Nhefford RA.lwuy- P
H Soath Fastern Rasiwa i e
] {H) New Brunswick. Nova
i Hootia & P.E 1 . -
! Newfoourdiand, forwanded
i 4aity on Halilax, whence
H deapatsb s by the Packet
H : leavicg Halfax os ihe
z ! 1Mb and 26th Apetl. . A
; | LOCAL MAWS. !
%43 .. . (Valleyfield, Valol & Dor !
Poeal oL .. i Y
1 'KO, iﬂnuhumnu Route . . ' £
[T Y LA Bouehorvnno Contrecaenr,
! P} Varenoes & Verrheres .| .
y x5 3\!;( oie KL Antoioe and Notre N
{ | DamsdeCirace ..... . 1 & >
o) 5 XiHiehelaga. ... ... ... E o g
11 % Hastngdos ..., AU B S .
To oy AN Lashine L..o.eiio ... Peoar v
0 X T x Ry
10 3§ . L 30 C
10 0., New (lasgaw, Bu Sopbla T
by Oecldeatal Rnﬂvay
Hrasceh . ........ .
10 @i ... Longue Polats, I‘ohuo mx '
Trem. & Charleangnoe., .| » ¥
£ 3017 36 6! Point 8t Charies. ... .. ... ;o
11 Mi..... 8L Cooegonde. . LI
Woni..... iBLlambert ... ... .., .
...... 1 30,80 lansrent. Bt Martio & L
| St Eaetache ............ To
11 3 A 3 Taenerice Woeat (6t Heard
de M) [ JRE
100y ..., Ban!t.ac Recollect & Pomt) Lo
Viao (sise Boaglel .. .. AP
10 00 £ 35181 Jeasn Bapﬁnn Yiflage, | R
Mile-Bod & Cotean AL . .
Lloabs ool Lo L 1o
A [\
UNITED STATES ;
[ UK 11 Bostor & New Eogland!
Htates, excapt Malne,. .. 0 " O
LIE.IE 137 DU .‘nw York and Roathers; L
210 30 ntas. S s
¥ 00} 1¢ 30}1s llvl l'nnd Portiand &} i '
Maige. ... .. B
2B & %KA) Western & Pawcific! - ’
Alates ..ol N A .
i B >
BREAT BRITAIN, Ra. { ‘
Hy Capadian Line on Tharsday . N .
By Cauvsadian Lins for (hvmnuy on Abnu o
ds N e e e
ﬂy‘nnnrdnn \(rmdn) e z . :
o Sapplementary, 1ith aad 2h; B
Devarrher . ; .
Ry Packat from New York for Fvlha- .

08 Wednesday . ' H ,
By Hamburg Amarican Pankas (vor1 , -
many, Wednesday i i
By White Btar asd loman Linee 14th and] i i

Wth April ... . e } b
(A) Postal Car Bags open tll 8.4 am,, nad #1375

(B Dn 9.00 p.m
Mail for St. Thomas, W I. Rraxi), Argentice Pvr'L ‘e.
and Mogtevides will be deeputobed frow Hslifar.
N .S, oure n month —date uncertain
Aails Ioevs New York by Steamer !
For Rahama lelands Apri) 22th,
© Rermmba, Aprii Gth, 1, 20th and STth.
© HRraxtl, April 5th and ilth
S Cuba wnd Parto Rico, April 8th and 2ed.
" (‘utim, Forto Ries & Maxioo, April G, 20th & Thb,
“ Cobs apd W L, ma Havana, Apnt 15th and 2uh
* Rantingo and Clesfusgom, Cubia, Aprit £5th. "
* South Pacifio snidt Central Amerioan Porta, Apt
1 1th, 20th and With.
“ Windward Talands, April 5th apd 2%th.
" Venazuela aad ("uregan. April 15th.
Malis jeave Sam Frangises .
Por Aastrulia and Sandwich Isinnds, Apri} 8th.
P‘or(,hlnn and Japan, Aprﬂ Vb, I
‘ Cholon Chromn Osels or A0 olegant new Chromos
7 )nnmu oo, e, Crows Carouy (m Northford, Ut
MAY pr FOUND 0%
THIS PAPER 55250
HOWELL & (0 i‘
Newspaper Advertising Barcan (10 8r80
STREET), WHELE AD-
YERTINING ('ONTRACTS NEw

uny L mwsdo for it In




