After a fow minutes Tirza e back with
" the tray, saving she mnlw make Miss

THE MYSTERY OF

THE HOLLY TREE.

CHAI'TER VI —(CoxTiNUvED,)

“ 1 thought the same, and went away.
When the Squire came home, his first idea
was to ask for Anice, 1 told him that she
was ill, and had gove to her own room,
We neithr of us suspected anything wrong.
Quite early the next morning, Tirza, wmy
maid, came to e, and remarked how
strangn it was there was no sound from
Miss Vane's room, 1 thought ahe was atill
asleep, cnd saw no canse for fear,

“* She was not at the breakfast-table, and
my father, whose fonduess for her was
gsomething wonderful, sent up soeme little
delicacy, which he insisted upoun her eating.

Vane hear. Then I felt frightened, and ran
up-stairs. 1 tried to force open the door,
but all in vain ; and then I sent for the
squire. He came in hot haste, his face
wlhitn and hig hands trembli

““ The door was broken ope
found the room empty ; there w
of Anice's presence. She had
there—nothing was out of place. She had
taken neither clothes nor jewels with her,
Conjecture as we might, there was no an-
swer to our thoughts ; there was nothing
to be learned or gained from those empty
rooms.

“ My father almost lest his reason ; he
was like one distracted. He would not be-
lieve that she had run away. Why should
she go?—whither should she go?! Some
accident had happened, he declared. She
had gone into the grounds, and had fallen
into the lake, or she had been murdered by
robbers—anything was preferable to the
belief that she had left us. _

¢ Tt was pitiable to see him, Gladys ; he
-was like one distracted ; he called contin-
ually to Anice, his dead love, that it was
from no lack of care that he had lost her
child,

“ The whole country was aroused, woods

it. We

the cold, and from exhaustion, caused by
the breaking of a blood-vessel, There was
no hope of saving her life —no hope, even,
of ever hearing her story. After a few
hours we felt sure that she knew us—her
eyes lingered on the squire's face so loving:
ly., He sobbed like o child over her, and
ahe put out her hands to him, and tried t»
speak, but the weak white lips could utter
no words,

“ The doctor told us she could not live
beyond sunset of the next day.

vt She must have sulfered tortures of
hunger and cold,’ said one of them, *to
bring her to this,’

“ When the gquire heard that, he beat
his breast and tore his hair like one beside
himself,

v My dead love's child,” he moaned—
“ how shall 1 answer for her?’

“ Anice never recovered sufliciently to tell
us her story., Onthe noon of the day fol-
lowing the squire was kneeling on one side
of the bed—
that had come over that lovely young face
was terrible to behold-—it waus livid, with
great drni:a of perspiration on the brow, It
was terrible to hear the labored breath,
The gquire, my father, completely lost his
self-control—he cried like a child,

“ ¢ My darling, why did you leave us ¥
he said. Mo our surprise, she whispered
gsomething. Bending down, we caught the
words:

““¢ He persuaded me—I loved him so
long, he persuaded me.’

“ The squire's face flushed until every
vein inhis temples was swollen:

¢ ¢ Who persuaded you ?' heasked ; but,
Gladys, the poor child meationed no name.
She tried to turn toward me,

“ + He pretended to love you, Philippa,’
she gﬂsme ‘ but he did not. It was e he
loved all the time ; he prayed me to go
away with him, and I went. We were
married—I am quite sure. I remember an

were beaten, ponds and lakes were draggedd,
vewards offered, but all in vain—we never
heard one word of Anice Vane. My father
was like a madman,

¢ ¢« I have lost Anice's child,” he moaned
from morning to night —* I have lost her
child ¥ _

“« No one could arouse him, no one could
comfort him ; he never scemed to sleep, to
eat, to rest ; only one thing moved him and
drove him almost mad with indignation—
the idea that she might have eloped. He
would not sufler it, he would not allow it. ;

There were not wanting malicious people !

who said it was strange Miss Vane should
disappear on the same day that Sir Guy
and Arthur went away, but it was danger-
ous to hint at such a thing before the squire.
His anger knew no bounds. :

““ « Do they forget,” he wouldiery, * that
Anice was but a fair young child, inmocent
as an angel, untrained in guile and deceit,
incapable of leaving her home and me?
Do they know that they are speaking of two
English gentlemen who would disdain to

rob me of my child as they would to pick

my pocket ¥

» In due time lettera eame from Guy and
Arthur—Guy's was full of wonderment,
Arthur's full of indignation. The squire
read them through with quivering lips, and
then threw them dowxn with an air of
triumph.

¢« « Here is the answer to all calumny,’

he said ; ¢ vead these, Philippa. You see
Guy and Arthur both offer to do all that
they can to help in the search. Knglish
gentlemen are not such hypocrites and
cheats, I fear Anice is dead.’

“« Then I tried to comfort him ; but it
was dreary work, Gladys.

¢ Months passed, and no tidings came {‘Jfl

the lost one. With wonder, with pity and
compassion, Guy mentioned her in all his
letters ;: but he, like ourselves, seemed per-
fectly unable to imagine what had become
of her. Arthur never failed to mention
her ; but it was with indignation against
some one or other which Fnﬂuld hardly

understand, ‘you, and to betray her !

““ When winter came my father grew
worse ; all the comfort eof our home wasa

destroyed. When the wind blew and the [

rain beat against the window, my father
¢uld not find one moment’s reat.

¢ ¢\Where is Anice? Can the rain be
falling on her * Oh, Philippa! where is
she ¥

“ In the long, dark winter nights I heard
him walking up and down the corridor al-
ways calling her name, and crying out that
he hal loat the child of his dear, dead
love.

“ Time brought no tidings of her. She
geemeil to have disappeared from the face
of the earth. The long months brought no
comfort to us; there were times whenl
feared that my father would lose his rea-
sOm,

“* One day near the end of March the rain

“but he loved me best,

 the dead shall rest

had poured down in torrents, a cold north
wind had been blowing-- all was cold, dark
and desolate.
wretched than usual, and 1
to have a bright fire in the library,
let me read to him. It was night,
quite dark. .

“ More than once 1 fancied I heard a
gsound outside amongst the trees—a rustle
as of some one moving. I went to see, but

all was dark and still, l

“* Suddenly, on the silence of the night-

The squire started from his chair with a
ery. 1 went to the window, and, opening
it, stepped out on to the lawn ; my father

My father had been mura: .
erauaded him | and contempt the idea that my ward, or

and to your lover, had beguiled her from us. There
then, and '

air. there rose a long, low, pitiful moan. i believe him.  She

carly morning and a thick fog, and we
stood together to be married, for better, for
worse, and I afterward traveled with
him.”

““ The efforts she made to say this much
were fearful ; now her cheeks grew crimson,
and she panted for breath.

“ ¢ He told me I mnust not write, or you
would know, and fetch me away. I prayed
him to let me send one line, and he would
not ; then four months ago he told mel
was not his wife—not really—and I went
mad.’

“ ¢ No wonder,” moaned the squire—* my
poor, betrayed child.’

“ ¢ I went mad and ran away from him,
I do not know where,. I have been wan-
dering in some large city, and 1 have been

; hun?'y and cold ; and then some one told

me I must die, and I longed to come home
and die at your feet. Iialked through the
cold and the rain, and when I reached the
house I was afraid. I stood outside your
window where the bright firelight shone,
amd then I fainted.’

““ My father's tears fell likke rain upon her
face,

¢ ¢ T was married,” she said—* I am so
sure of it 3 but he will come back, and he
will want to marry you, Philippa. He
loved me best all the time.’

““ The squire could contain himself no
longer.

“ ¢ Who is it ¥ he cried.
is it.’
% But she did not seem to hear hiin ; she
was looking wistfully at me.
. ¢ ¢ He will want to marry you, Philippa,
You will not let him

“ Tell me who

forget me ?”

¢ ¢ Is it that villain, Guy Brooklyn, who
has done this " my father cried.

“ Anice heard the name—a crimson flush
lit up her face, her eyes opened wide.

¢ “*“QGuy ! she said, and then fell back

dead.

i ¢ ¢It was Guy ‘Brooklyn,’ repeated m

father ; ‘and I pray Heaven to punis
him as he has injured this poor child. The
traitor, the hypocrite—to pretend to love
A e shall answer
or it with his life.’

“ ] went up to him and seized his arm.

“¢ Youaro utterly wrong, father,’ I said.
¢ She did not accuse Guy.’

““ But my father stood erect and proud,
holding the dead hand in his,

“ ¢ T tell you it was Guy ; no one else pre-
tended to loveyou, She uttered his name,
He beguiled her away with him, and now
he will return and want to marry yon for
your money ; the curso of the living and
upon him, Philippa, if
rou listen to him. @k at that face and
imtu him.

“ Gladys, I wept and pleaded in vain ;
my father would not hear me,

€ (3ive him the right given to every ac-
cused one,’ I said., * Let him defend him-
self.’

“ ¢« T will do so,’ he replied, calmly. *1I
nover thought, never believed the poor
child had eloped. I repudiated with scorn

were but two—Guy Brooklyn and Arthur
Brandon., By her own confession she ac-
companied one, and was basely hetmfetl.
[ say that, judging from her own words, it
was Guy Brooklyn. I will write to both,
but should the man that she has accused
swear by all that is most sacred, I shall not
ia dead, and the dead
keep their own secrets, Ho will think he
i justified in denying it now ; he will think
his eccret may remain hidden, but it shall

was on the other, The change |
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|
| go to Anice's grave ; and I, fearful of some
| great tragedy followed them.
% My father's anger was stern and deep ;
he accused Guy of having lured Anice from
her home, and of deceiving her., He said
the curse of Heaven would fall on the be-
trayer of the innocent, He bade him re-
nounce all thoughts of me, for he should
never marry me—that we should be parted
from that hour. Such terrible words he
| said to him ! Oh, Gladys, can I ever for-
| get them? Then, when the squire had
| given vent to his furious anger my lover re-
| plied. He looked sso noble, so true—how
conld any one doubt him? He raised his
right hund to Heaven, and swore he was in-
nocent.

¢ ¢ Do you believe me ¥ he asked, look-
ing steadily in my father s face.

““ ¢ 1 do nat,’ replied the squire.
accused you. Her last wor
name,’

“ ¢ It cannot be,” said my lover, proudly.
‘I have borne more from you, Squire Car-
leon, than I would have borne [from any
other mortal man, 1 have my faults, like
othera; but [ never yet sulliecd my lips
with a lie ; and I repeat to you that I am
innvcent. Since 1 first became acquainted
with and loved your daughter, 1 have never
oven given one thought to uny other wo-
man ; the whole world is blank and empty
‘to me except where she is. You have
most cruelly misjudged me. I am as proud
as you, Squire Carleon, Standing here by
poor Anice’s grave, I repeat that 1 am as in-
nocent as yourself of all wrong toward her,
Will you retract your words ¥’

¢ No," replied thesquire, *never !

“ My lover's face turned very white.

““We must remain strangers, Squire
Carleon,’ he said, haughtily, ¢ until you do
s0,” Then he turned to me. ‘Philippa,’
he said, ‘you believe in my innocence.
can see you have faith in me. Ishall keep
myitmth plight to you until you release
me,

“ My father drew me angrily away.

“‘ That poor dead girl warned us that {uu
would come back and try to marry Philip-
" he said, ‘but you shall not do so. She
rmu always been a true, obedient, loyal
daughter to me, aud I forkid her, in your
presence, under pain of my curse, ever to
marry you.'

“ ] take my dismissal from no lips but
hers,” he said, proudly, I Dbid you fare-
well,” Squire Carleon ; the day will come
when you will do me justice,’

“He turned sway, and my father has
never seen him since. That is two years
ago ; and oh, Gladys, how will it end ¥ He
is innocent, I am svre ; but my father wiil
never believe it. Time will not clear up
the mystery of that blighted 1fe and carly
death. No one may mention Guy'a name
before the squire, so intense is his hatred
and anger ; }ur he believes implicitly that
the death of Anice lies at his door, I know
he is innocent, but I can never marry him,
fearing my father's curse. My father loves
Anice’s memory dearly. On the day she
was buried we collected everything belonz-
ing to her, and placed all in the room where
she had died ; then he kissed the white pil-
low where her head had lain, and locking

¢ She
Wis  your

the lake. He could not bear to look it Ler
portrait—the innocent, fair young face al-
most maddened him. One day, while he
was from home, I sent it away, and he has
never spoken of it.”

‘It is a strange, sad story,” I srid, when
she had finished.

* They are both so proud,” she continu-
ed, sadly. My father is prond in his
anger and what he thinks just indignation —
my lover is proud in his injured innocence,
They will never speak-——never meet again ;
and my hemt will be broken between
them.”

“ But, Philippa, if you are sure of his in-
nocence, you are at liberty to marry him.”

“ No,” she replied—*‘ not against my
father's will. I would not, and I dare not.
I hold obedience to one's parent as a great
and sacred duty. I did one thing that 1
thought my unbroken troth plight to Guy
excused—I wrote to him assuring him of
my unchanged, devoted love, telling him of
my ontire faith in his innocence ; and I
told him that once a year—on Christmas
eve—he might write to me, and once a year
—on my birthday—I would see him for a
few minutes.”

“ Is that the secret of the holly-tree ™ I
asked,

** Yes,” she replied. ** We dare not send
lotters by the post, and I would not bribe
servants. We had often lett little notes for
each other in the clefts of that old holly-
tree—we used to call it our post-oflice.”

““Was it in going to meet him that you
dropped your hmuefut, Philippa " I asked
again. *

“Yes: I could not remain with him
more than ten minutes. He looked so ill,
go altered, my heart ached for him. Oh,
Gladys, how will it end "

¢ If you do not marry, you will lose your
fortune, Misa Carleon.”

“Yes 3 but I care little for that. What
could money do forme when fate deprives
me of my love "

““ Suppose that, atany time, anything
should happen that would tend to prove Sir
Guy's innocence—what then "

“Then all would be well ; but I have
prayed for it solong, and it has not happen-
ed yet. 1am growing old in my youth,
patient instead of hopeful, resigned instead
of Impp‘y. There is the bell—we must
go now.’

CHAPTER VIL

It wassuch a sad story ! Now I under-
stood the trouble that seemed to underlic
every moment of the squire's life ; now I
saw why lovers might come and lovers

the door, threw the key into the depths of |

followed me.

'not.’

might go, but the smiles of Philippa Car-

“ There, on the grass, lying prostrate,
drenched  with rain, shivering with cold,

dying, as we believed, lay Anice Vane, !

With a cry such as I never heard before,
my father raised her. (ladys, it was the
most awful sight that ever met humoan eyes,
The rain hmﬁw;xtﬂn upon her, anl "ﬂh“‘ii"
counghing, hadl hrt::hvul i hlmul-rvswlz The
squire raised her in his arins and carried her
into the room ; he laid her before the
fire, and rang for le}r: l havs seen fond
mothers with sick children ; but I never
«w anything like my father’s tenderness to
hu'-; ¢ Qlie has come back to me, my Anice
uy |um|' tl.'lllllllll‘nl ]llllllr :' : ,
it Anice was deaf to all his loving
worda  She was taken to her own room,
and laid upon the bed,  Doctors and nurses
were summoned 1~1.'|~t'.1.'1||ln|£.[ that WS pos-
sible to human skill and human service was
done for her ; but it was in vain, Fhe doge-

tors said she was dying of intflammation of ribli 3 |
the lungs, brought on by the exposure to npot speak to him in the house—-they must |

] «Al attempts to goothe him were in vain

leom were for none of them,

I loved her dearly, but I was powerless
| to help her; her youth and her beauty
L would wane, and day by day her unhup}:b
indignant denial, Cness would inerease.  What could 1 do for
“% You wish to know tho truth,” he{her? 1 would fain have seen her im]]npy,
wrote : ‘come  down to Dover, where I{but the sacrifice of my life conld not have
have been living, and make such inquiries | helped her. o
as you will. T demand it asa right, and|{ Who could help her 2 Nothing but proof
am content to abide by your decision,’ of the innocence of Sir Guy. Was he inuo-

“ Before Anice was buried, my father cent ? Yes ; though appearances ware
went,  He told me on his return that he | against him, I conld not think him guilty.
had made the most complete and seavching | The man whom Philippa Carleon  loved
investigation into Arthur DBrandon’s affairs | could not Iu!' anything but just, pure, and
aud mode of life, and was quite convineed | upright,  Who, then, was guilty ?
of hisg innocence, ! not tell-——not Hh'till}', not Arthar Brandon,

o Anice was buried uander the I.H‘Hﬂ oy if the word of either of us was to be by
| press tree in Aberdare ehurchyard, and in | .
the afternoon of the day Guy arrived. | the poor uirl Jaray.—-some one, Loo,
 That was his answer to my father's letter, | prete nded to love Philippa.
Oh, Gladys, never while the sweet snmmer | enigma 1 could
sun shines, and fair flowers bloom, shall |

forget that terrible scene, My father would

by the side of that unhappy girl. He wrote
two letters, one to Guy and one to Arthur,
Arthur's reply came first—it was a simple,

how could T help her 7

Christmas was coming round again, and

I could |

lieved : vet sutely some one must have lured | ( ;
! \ who | von told me you lost that leg in the battle
It was an
not =olve ;- my whole
thoughts became engrossed in the one idea

i

-
e p—

she would be twenty-four in Januavy, Ouly
oue year move, and this maguoificent fortune
would be swept away from her. It was
vot only the loss I deplored ; but it was

itiable to thiok of her youth and her
teuut. —her wasted life, her unhappy love,
1 could not endure to think that the re.
mainder of her llfe must pass in this fash-
ion—she ix ro beantiful, so gifted,

But what could I do to help her? Iil
could but find out the sceret of Anice
Vane's flight | Was it likely that I could
discover o secret that had bafiled the most
clever men * If love could work wonders,
then I could do much, but at the best, it
would be gropiug in the dark,

I went one day to the lumber-room, and
turned her purtrait to the light, I looked
at the blue eyes, with their shadow of sad.
Eﬂas-—-ut the sweet red lips and the golden

uir.

“If you could but speak and tell me
with whom you left King's Norton,” I said ;
“Cif you could but clear the dark shadow
from Philippa’s life !

That same day the squire scemed much
excited by the arrival of the post-bag,

‘““ Philippa,” he cried, ** here isa letter
from Arthur, He is coming home—six
months' leave of absence., See that his
rooms are prepared,”

The squire seemed pleased ; even Philip-
pa liked the prospect of a visitor,

“ Philippa,” 1 said to her that evening,
‘* are you pleased that your cousinis com-
ing "

E‘ I do not know,” she replied ; I am not
quite sure,”

“ Do you—-pray pardon the question—do
vou think he was the one who wronged
Anice Vane?’

‘“ I do not know, Gladys—Heaven only
knows. Some one was guilty. It was not
my lover ; the squire eays it was not my
cousin Arthur—I dare not decide.™

‘“ But what do you think about him " I
persisted.

“ Candidly, 1 do not see how he could
have been guilty ; but it was not Guy., 1
say ne more,”

Nor would she. Thinking over all that
had been told me, I could not form any
opinion., I left my deecision until he came.
He avrived one bright July evening, and 1
was prepossesied in his favor. He was
tall, with military erectness of figure, an
easy carriage, and a very handsome face.
If there was any faith in his appearance, it
was that he was *‘ too brown.” His eyes
and hair were brown, the mustache that
shaded his lips was brown. He had a care-
less laugh, and talked in the highest spirits.
He was very cordial and kind to me.

“I feel like a schoolboy coming home,
uncle,” he said. ** What a happy, beauti-
ful home it is !"

““ There has been a deep shadow on it,
Arthur—one that has darkened it forever
for me.”

The young man's face grew very grave,
his voice took quite another tone.

“ Poor Anice ! hesaid ; **how dreadfiul it
was ! I suppose that you have no clew,
| uncle

“ I know who did it !” cried the squire,
sudden passion flaming in his face—**1
know ! Never mention the subject to me
again, Arthur—I am not a patient man, and
I cannet bear it.”

I thonght Mr., Drandon scemed very
much inclined to obey. The evening was
spent more happily than any I remembered
of late, but next morning, while the young
soldier sat watching Philippaat her drawing
he said, suddenly :

‘“ Philippa, if you have no objection, I
should like to see poor Anice Vane's grave,
Will you and Miss Ayrton accompany
me ¥’

““ Yea,” she replied,
quite willing.”

We went ; it was a pleasant walk through
the summer woods. The sun was shining,
a thousand birds made music in the spread-
ing trees, the wild-flowers were all in the
fairest bloom. Arthur Brandon and Phil-
ippa talked all the way of Anice. Once he
stopped under a large tree.

gravely ; ‘I am

(TO BR CONTINUED).
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Battle of the Insects.

A student of natural history givesa most
interesting account of a battle witnessed by
him between two colonies of black ants, cne
of which occupied the space between the
ceiling and roof ofa little shed near his house,
and the other a sheltered place some hun-
dreds of feet away. The nest in the rcof
wes the one attacked, and a broad, wooden
step beneath it was the scene of the conflict.
On the morning of the battle, the large,
soldier ants of the colony in the shed were
out on the wall and loor in great numbers,
a strong force Imldinﬁ every approach to the
step, while smaller bodies were formed in
regular lines on the top of it. I'ratty scon
there appeared, streaming along the fence
from the distant nest, a horde of warriora,
numbering many thousands, which presently
descended to the ground, and threw for-
ward an attacking column., The skirmish
that ensued was exceedingly brisk, the
antagonists rushing upon each other, and,
with their strong jaws, cutting off here a
leg and there an antenna, until the floor
was strewn with dead and dying. Mean-
time, the main body of the enemy was mov-
ing deliberately onward in_close array, nct
less than 15,000 atrun{;. \When this phalanx
reached the step, regiment after regiment of
the defenders poured down upon it, and the
carnage became terrifie. Slowly, but surely,
the superior numbers of ths invaders com-
pelled the brave garrison to retreat, until
the step had been %nhmﬂ. Then a number
of guards, who had not previously been en-
gazed in the fight, ran quickly up to the
nest, from which, a moment later, a fresh
army rushed, and, descending the wall, fell
upon the foe. The latter, their shattered
ranks unable to withstand the fury of the
charge, wavered and fell back. The battle
| lasted altogether about five hours, and en-
| ded in the total rout of the attacking party,
When the fighting was over, the workers
came down from the nest and carried away
their own dead, but the corpzes ot their
encmies they left to rot upon the field.

l i S

Tramp—Can't you sparea little Christmas
present for an old soldier who lost his leg
in the Charge at Cold Harbour, Virginia?
itizon —DBut look here, man, last month

of Corinth, Mississippi. Tramp--So 1 did,
co 1 did s but the Century for thia month
cava the battle of Corinth was fought at
' Cold Harbour, and 1 ain’t the man to go
| back on the history of my country,

L

How the Eskimo Travel.

Travel on the shores of Hudson's Bay in
mid-winter cannot be called pleasant, al-
though the Fskim~, and occasionally the
Jompany's oflicers, indulge in it, There is
not & tree or shrub to break the force of the
gale na it comes howling down from the
Arctic civele with a temperature of perhaps
30° below zero. Horses and cattle are un-
known on these inhospitable shoes, the doy
supplying their place as o beast of burden,
The sled used by the Fskimo is known as a
komitik, It is of peculiar construction,
Its ordinary length is about twelve feet
amd its width about two and o half,
T'he floor is made of slats placed about three
inches apart ; and ghese are laced securel
with seal thongs h& the runnersg, which
are shod with hone taken from the walrus,
Ivory is also used in some cases, In order
to make the kometik 1un more casily the
bone shoeing is covered by a thin coat-
ing of ice; this latter is continually wear-
ing off, but may be renewed very easily
In order to do so the kometik is overturned
(whether loaded or wot, for if loaded
everything is gecurely laghed on), on or b
some luke or other source of water. Al
though the ice may at at any tim®he six or
seven feet thick, a native with a seal spear
will very soon cut o hole through it, and
having done so will first of all let the dﬂﬁ:
drink. Then filling his own spacious mout
he will go to the kometik and, having scrap-
ed the old broken ice shoding off, deposit
the water along the runner in o fine stream
and with a3 much precision as if it were
pressed through a straw, The temper-
ature, being probably down to 30° the
water of course freczes very rapidly and
in a few seconds forms a smooth hard sur-
face. The number of dogsin a team va-
ries from four to twenty, and depends upon
the condition of the animals, the snow, the
load to be drawn, ete. lach dog is attached
to the kometik by a single line, the length
of which varies dircctly as the merits of its
owner. Thus the best dog in the pack is
chosen as the leader, and has a line of 20 or
25 feetin length. In order to have control
of the team it is necessary to have a whip of
rather extraordinary dimensions, This in-
strument of torture has only a short wooden
handle of length about 18 inches, but what
it lacks in stock is made up in lash, for this
latter, made of the hide of the square flipper
geal, is about 30 feet long.  An Eskimo can,
of course, handle his wﬂiﬂ with great dex-
terity, being not only able to strike any
particular dog in the pack, but any part of
its body, and with aa much force as the case
may require.
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Laughing to the Peath,

Zeuxis was onec of the most celebrated of
painters, His last great work was the pic-
ture of an old woman, The face of the anti-
quated dame displayed all of the deformities
and defects which make age deplorable. The
form was lean and shrivelled. The eyes
were bleared and the cheeks hung ghostly cn
the cheek bones. The gums displayed were
toothless. The mouth was sunken and the
chin was far protruding. These great de-
formities were presented in a style of such
ludricrous combination that when Zeuxis, as
is nsual with artists who have m:n%ﬂet&d n
great work, drew back to contemplate the
ofispring of his fancy, he was excited tosuch
an immoderate fit of laughter that his joy
was turned to pain and he died on the spot,

Ween the famous comic poet Ihilemon
reached a very advanced age he happened
one day to sce an ass eat up some ﬁgs which
a boy had left upen the ground. The boy
returned and stood wondering what had be-
come of the figs.

““ The aes has eaten them,” said the aged
wit ; “ go pow and fetch it some water to
drink.”

The old man was so tickled with the fancy
of his own jest that, if we may place any re-
liance on history, he also died of laughingy
The cream of this jest consisted of its being
his own,

l—-—-—-—*—-

The Size of the Spider's Thread.

I have often compared the size of the
thread spun by a full-grown spider, with a
hair of my beard. For this purpose, I placed
the thickest part of the hair before the mi-
croscope, and from the most accurate judg-
ment 1 could form, more than a hundred of
such threads placed side by side could no#
equal the diameter of one such hair. If,
then, we suppose such a hair to be of round
form, it inl!l)ﬂws that ten thousand of the
threads spun by a full-grown spider, when
taken together, will not be equal to the size
of o single hair., To this, it we add thas
four hundred young spiders, at the time
they begin to spin their webs, are not larger
than a full-grown one, and that each of the. e
minute spiders possesses the same organs as
the larger ones, it follows that the exceed-
ingly small threads spun by these little crea-
tures must be still four hundred times slend-
erer, and consequently that four minute
spider tnreads cannot equal in substance the
size of a sivgle hair. And if we further con-
sider of how many filaments or parts each
of these threads comsist, to compose the
size we have been computing, we are com-
pelled to cry out, *‘ Oh,what incredible min-
uteness is here, and how little wo we know
of the work of nature !"
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A Phantom Eleet.

One superstition which is firmly believed
along the coast of the Maritime Provinces is
that of the phantom flect of St. Mary's
Bay, a wild and rockbound inlet on the
coast of Newfoundland. In August, 1862,
a terrible storm swept over the Newfound-
land coast and the homewardbound fishing
fleet, 100 veseels in all, put into St. Mary's
Bay for shelter, There every one of them
went down and now when the fog is thick
and the storms are high over St. Jary's
Bay the fishermen believe ﬂnt n Mostly
fleet saile there—the phantgfs of the loss
vesgel, I have seen fishermen ready teo
swear that when secking shelter in the bay
they have secn through the fog and storm

that uncarthly flect sweep by and have
heard the shouts of men whose bones for

- ——

| years have been the sport of the icy waves

' that break on that stormbound coast.

| & - . .

She—I don’t see why women shouldn's
- make as good swimmers as men. He—Yes
—but you see a swimmer has to keep his
mouth shut.

i Anastasia (about to be married)—** Ned,
gee if this reads all right for the invita.
tions: *Your presence is requested —-' %
Devoted brother--** Stop there, sis! [y
st grammatical.  You mean: *Your
presents are requested,’”

.u!
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