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Feasant and FPeer.

I-I
Dolly, the milkmaid, came down the lane,
And Harry, the shepherd, came over the grass
Apd they met right there by the bhawthorne
BURe
And that is the way that it came to pass.

Their hands met over the hawthorne hedge,
Their lips met there in & true love's Kiss ;
And tl.i:u promice that passed between them
ere

Opened a lifetime of perfect bliss,
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Sir ﬂnm:ge goes ont on the palace lawn
Aud sees on the terrace Mistress Chare,
Wiih hul:- maid, sand ber pug, and her silken
rbios,
Languid snd feeble and proud and fair.

In » careless w:g, with a courtly bow,
He asks my | ﬁt{: be his wile—

His title agaiust her acres broad ;
And that is the first ol a cheerless life,

The robin is singing by Harry's cot,
Where Dolly is cooking the evening meal ;
And their love is long, and their love 1s fond,
And their honest hearts are as true as steel.

My lady weeps in hercastle grand
For Bir George is out with his horse and
hounds,
And Love, the guest of the humble cot,
Has never yet crossed the castle bounds.

Tis the same old storv—not wealth nor fame,
Nor rank all lowlier men above,

Nor n%mllgraa ong, nor s lordly air,
Can buy the blessing that comes with Love.

PHYLLIS.

BY THE DUCHEBS.

—

Aunthor of “"Molly Bawn,' "The Baby," " Airy
Fairy Lilian,” eto, etc.

arriet, you shall not,” cry I,

14 Indeed, :
' We would all be miserable

impetuously.
without you."

“Thav'a a fact, Lady Handcook,” puts
in Chips, heartily.

“ Chippendale, you almost make me
1 ‘lent,” says Harriet, smiling. “But"—ina
piteous toneaside to me—** donotcompel me
to go. It is twelve miles there, and twelve
miles back, if it is a yard; just think of
that. My poor back would not stand it.
James shall go and represent me."

“ Why not change the place, and name
& spot nearer home ?"” says Dora, quietly.
Dora alwaye does the correct thing.

“Just =0,” exolaime Bir George, who
would have thought Jericho a very conve.
nient spot had Dora eo named it. ** We
bave another Wishing Well somewhere in
the neighborhood ; eh, 'Duoke ?"

“ The Deacon's Well,” says Bir Mark, *is
only seven miles from this. Would that
be too far, Lady Handoook "

“1 ehall be quite unhappydf yon make
me the disturber of the peace,” says Har-
riet, in comic deepair. * Let me stay at
home ; [ shall do very well ; and at present
I feel ashamed of mysell.”

‘* Nongense,” says 'Duke. * If you don't
come willingly we shall oarry you. So you
may a8 well make up your mind to visit
the Deacon.”

“ And iu s really the prettier well of the
two,” says Blanoche, gracefully, as she Bees
ber cause fall to the ground.

““Then you and Blanche can keep each
othsr company on the coach, Phyllis, and
any one else that likes. Thornton shall
bave the horn ; it is about the one instru-
ment on which he ocan perform with
marked suocoess,”

“ I shall take the pbston and ponies,”
say I, quietly. * They have not been out
for two days, amd it will do them good.
Ezxercise is the only thing that keeps them
an order.” '

“ Oh, nonsense, Phyllia! yon will find it
much ?lumtar with Blanoche and the rest
of us.' :

“ Without doubt ; but then I have set my
heart on driving my ponies. They are my
hobby at present; s0 you must exouse my
bad taste if 1 say I prefer being with them to
even the geod company you mention. That
is,if I oan get any one t0 come and take
care of me.”

“ I shall be most happy, Mrs. Carrington,
if you will acoept me aue your escort,” says
Bir Mark, instantly, as though desirous of
being the firat to offer his servioes.

Blanche Going raises her head and
regards him fixedly. In the velvet soft-
ness of her dark eyea shinea for an instant
an expression thas ia hall reproach, half
passionate anger; only for an instant;
then turning her glance on me, she meets
my gaze full, and sneers unmistakably. I
feel radiant, triumphant. At least I have
it in my power to give her sting for ating.

“Thank you,” I say to Bir Mark, with
& beaming smile. * I shall feel quite sufe |
and happy in my mind with fﬂu. At hears
I believe I am & coward, so feel it pleasant
to know there will be help at hand if the
ponies prove refractory.”

*“ You had better take a groom with you,
Phyllis,” says my husband, shortly.

“Oh, no shank you. It will be quite
unnecessary. Bir Mark, I know, is as good
a8 two or three grooms in & oase of emer-
genoy.”

“ Nevertheless, I think you had better
have a groom. Those ponies are generally
skittish after ap idleness. I shall tell Mark.
ham to accompany you."

* Pray do not give yoursell the trouble,”
I reply, obstinately ; ** I shall not need him,
Yon do mnot think there ia any oause for
fear, do you, Sir Mark ?"

“ I think not. I think I am a matoh for
youvr ponies at any moment,” reiwurns he,
smiling. ~

“ In my opinion grooms are a mistake in
s small carriage,” murwurs Lady Blanohe,
addressing the table generally. * There is
pomething unpleasant in the faot that they
are close behind one's back ready to hear
and repeat every idle word one may chanoe

to utter.,” Her pmile a8 she says thisis
innocence itsellf.
“]tully agree with you,” answer I,

equitably ; though Bir Mark and I are above
uttering anything idle.”

glnrmaduha frowns and the conversation
ends.

Meantime, the others have been eagerly
diecusaing their plans, Bir George Ashurat
has obtaiued & promise from Dora to take
the seat beside him in his dog.cart, Har.
riet hias deocided on the open oarriage, and
declares her intentiou of calling and taking
up mamma, Lord Chandos slove had no
hart in the disouesion.

Juat then the door opena to admit Bebe,
freah aud gay as usual. Fositively we have
all forgotten Bebe,

“ Lato-~late—s0 late |" saya she, laugh.
ing. * Yea, Marmaduke, I know it ia acwa-
ally shooking. Don'tsay a word, dear ; your
face is & volume in iteell. Good-morning,

verybody. Phyllis, you don’t look formid-

able, I shall have my chair near you." |
The men rise and somebody gets her
‘ l&h'i

« Bebe, we forgot you,” ory I, contritely.
“ Where shall we put you now ?"

“ Put me?" says Bebe, regarding her
chair. ** Why, here 1 suppose.”

“ No, no; n.l::uui oue ﬂl‘?‘d‘ﬂ to the Wishiog
Well, I mean. We have been just Arrang-
ing everytbing, and somehow you got lefe
ous."

I have atill two seats at the back of my
my trap,” snys Asburst; will you accept
one, hﬂlﬂ Beatoun? And Chandos oau

have the other.”
The faintest possible tinge of color rises to

Bebe's cheek,

« A back seat! Oh, Bir George, is that
all you @an offer me? 1 was never so
insulted in my hite. Itis positively unkind.
Marmaduke, why did not you look alter my
interests in my absence 7"

1 don't kuow how it hnp?auﬂd. First
comse, firet served, I suppose.’

“The unkindest cut of all, 'Duke, you
are ungenerous, or else in & bad temper;
whioh ? However, I forgive you."

“] would give you the front seat,’” says
good-natured George, *but I fear those
very tiny little bands would never be able
for the ribbons ; and I have given the other
to Misa Vernon."

“ Miss Beatoun, have my place,” says
Thornton, eagerly. ** I dare say Miss Hast-
ings will get on without me, even it she
comes ; and Powell can blow the horn.”

Dora comes forward gracefully. * Take
mine,” she says, in spite of & reproachful
glance from Sir George. *“ I don’t in the
least mind where 1 giv.”

“ Embarras des richesses |" ories DBebe,
laughing, putting up her hands to cover her
ears. * Not for all the world, Miss Ver-
non, Thank you very muoch, all the same.
Did you think I was in earnest? If the
truth be told, I like nothing better than the
back seat on anything, if the horses be fast.
There is something delicious, almost sensa-
tional, in finding ourselves flying through
the air without seeing what 1s taking one.
I only hope I shan’t fall off.”

“ 1y will be Chandos’ fault if you do,”
declares Sir George. * Do you hear Chan-
dos? You will have to keep your eyes
open, and be careful every time we come to
a corner.”

Bebe oolors again, and glances at Lord
Chandos, who by a curious ooincidence she
tinde glanciog at her. Their eyes meet.

“ Will you find the task too arduous ?”
she asks, mischievously, for onoe losing
might of her ooldness.

“ I will tell you that when we return,”
replies he, answering her smile.

Not until the others have well departed
does Markham bring round the ponies, and
a8 he puts the reins into my hands he
utters a gentle warning,

“ I shought it safer to let the other horses
get a bit of a start first, ma'am,” he says.
“ You might spare the whip to-.day, I'm
thinking; they’'re that fresh as it will give
you enough to do to hold 'em."”

“All nght, Markham,” says my ocom-
panion, gayly; ** I will see your mistress
does nut irrieate them to madoess.”

The pretty animals in question toss their
heads, kuowiogly, then iower them, and
finally start away down the avenue, round
the corner, pass the beeches, and ocut into
the open road.

The air is fresh and soft, the speed, to
say the least of 1t,enlivening, and for a mile
or 80 I know thorough enjoyment ; then my
arms begin to drag.

* How they do pull!"” I say, with a petu.
lant migh.

“ Let me have the reins,” exclaims Sir
Mark, eagerly ; ** you will be exhausted 1if
you try to hold those fretful creatures for
the next six miles. You are hardly strong
enough for the task.” And, with a gesture
that is almost relief, I resign to him my seat.

* That would be the nearest road to Oar-
ston, nuppoulug we had started from Bum-
merleas,” I say presently, as we oome to
one partioular turn. ‘' Oh, how often, long
ago, L used to travel it! What years and
years and yeara seem to have gone by sinoe f
last epring! What ohanges have oocurred !
and yet in reality only w few short months
have passed.”

“ Happy ochanges, I hope, Mrs Carring-
mu.ll

“For me? Yes, indeed. When firat
you knew me I was the most insigonifionnt

reon amoong us at home, and now I think I
have all I ever wished for.”

Bir Mark smiles. |

“ I never heard any one say that before.
Ot what use will the Deacoun’s Well be to
you? Do you mean to tell me you kave no
wish left uugratified 7"

“* Well, perhaps there are a few things I
would willingly put out of my way,” I
reply, with & faint reourrence in 1ay own
miod to Lady Blanoche Going. .‘

“Qaly thinga? You are unfortunate.
When 1 go in for that useless sort of wish.
ing, it is for pa-‘@nyln—-nul things—I1 would
have removed. ere I you, Mrs. Carring-
ton, I believe I should live in & perpetual
state of terror, waiting for some blow to
orush suoh excessive happiness. You know
one caunot be prosperous for ever,”

“] never anticipate evil,” return I,
lightly. * Burely it is bad enough when 1t
comes, without adding to it by being miser-
able beforehand. hy, how doleful you
look | What is it? Yon remind me of
some youthful swain in love for the firat
time 18 his life.”

“ Perhaps I am."”

“]In love? Howamusing! With whom,
then? Bebe? Dora? Or some person or
persons unknown ? Come, surely you may
confide with all safety in your hostesa.”

“ She is the last person 1 would choose
a8 & confidante on this ocoasion. The sym-
pathy she would accord me would be very
soanty."”

““ O, how unjust | Have I proved myself
po utterly heartless ? And 18 sympathy so
very needful in your oase—Is it a hopeless
onw "

v Quite so."”

“ Poor Bir Mark! * If she be not fair to
me, what oare 1 how fare she be ?' 18 & very
good motto ; why not adopt it, and—love
wgain? I have heard there 18 nothing
ensier."”

“ Would you find it easy ?"

“1don't know, having never tried. Dut
if the love is to be unhappy, I wonder
people ever let themselves full into the
snare."

* You speak as if you yoursell were free
from the gentle passion,” says Sir Mark,
with a pearohing look, under whioh I color
and feel pomewhat oonfused.

“We were talking of second lovers,” 1

say, hurriedly. " One hears of them. I was

advising you to turn your attention that
way. Burely it would be possible.”

“ 1 don't believe in it; at least to me it
would be impossible,” replies Bir Mark, in
u low tone, sud silevce fulls upon me.

Ooce agsin I am in the ball-room at
Stravgewore, listening to a tale of early

|love. Is Sir Mark shivking of Marmaduke

uwow, I wonder, and the story he then cold
ige, of his old infatuation for his cousin
Blauche? Was 1t more than infatuation,
& passing fanoy ?  Wus 1t an honest, lasting
attuchment? And have I secured but the
tired, worn-out remusant of a once stroug
passion ! :

My ochangeful spirits, so prone to rise, 8o
easy to dash to eurth, again forsake me,
Discontented and uwdersmin, I sit with
lowered lids and fretful, puokered brow.

‘* Do you, then, thiuk & man oan love but
once 1n his lite?" I force mysell to ask,
though with open hesitation.

“ But once? Isiv not euough? Would
you condemn any one to suffer the restless
misery, the unsatisfied lopging, & Becond
time ?" responds he moodily.

“No; butiv is bad tor shose who come

after,” I reply with deep dejeotion.
‘“ They must take their chance. The
suffering canwot be all on one side. We

must accept our share of misery, as it
comes, with the best grace we can.”

“ I will not,” I ory, passionately. ** All
my life I have determiued to be happy, and
I will succeed. Whatever happens, what-
ever comes of 1t, I refuse to be miserable."”

* What a child you are!" says he, almost
pityiogly.

“1 am pnot. I am talking quite rationally.
I firmly believe we all make balf our own
grievances,"

“ And what becomes of the other half?"

“ Let us leave the subject,” I say petu-
lantly, ignoring my inabilivy to answer nim.
““ You are dull and prosy. If you insist on
being & martyr, be one, but do unot insist
also on my following in your footsteps.
Because you choose to 1magine yourselt
unh?ppjr. is no reason why I should not be
gay.’

“ Certainly not,” replies he with increas-
ing gloom, apd brings the whip down sharply
across the ponies’ buoks.

Instantly, almost as the lash touohes
their glossy skins, they resent the insult.
The carriage receives a violent shook., They
fling themselves backwards on .their
haunches, and in another moment are flying
wildly on, regardiess of bit or curb or rein.

As I realize the situation, I grow mad
with fright, Losing all sense of self-ocantrol,
I rise from my seat and prepare to throw
myself out of the phwton. Surely the hard
and stony road must be preferable to this
reckless, deadly flight.

Seeing my intention, Bir Mark rises also.

* Phyllis, are you mad?" ories he,
flinging his arme round me. * Your only
chance is to remain quiet; Phyllis, be
sensible. Bit down when I desire you.”

There is an almost savage riogin his
tone. He holds me fast and forces me
down in my seat. I struggle with all my
strength for a moment or two to free myself
from his strong grasp, and then & coldness
covers me, and I faint.

When my senses return to me, I find I
am still in the oarriage. The ponies are
also to be seen, motionless in their plaoces,
exoept for the trembling that convulses
their frames, while a tierce snort, every now
aud then, and tiny flecks of foum thatfly
hither and thither and mingle with those
already to be seen upon their backs and
harness, betray their late irritation. But
we are safe, apparently, quite safe.

Bir Mark’s arm is supporting me, while
with bis other hund he bolds something to
my lips. It is that detestable thing called
brandy, and I turn my head aside.

" Take it,” urges he, in & low, trembling
tone ; “ ther you like it or not, it will
do you good. Try to awallow some.”

Idoas I am bid, and presently, feeling
better, raise myself and look around for
symptoms of a smash,

‘** What bave they done?"” I ask with a
shudder. * Have they i

“ Nothing,” replies he, with a laugh that
is rather forced. ' It was a mere bolt. If
you bhad not fainted you would have known
1t was all over in a few minutes.”

“It was the whip,” 1 whisper, still
nervous,

“Yes ; it was all my fault. I quite for-
got Markham's caution. I have wo apolo-
gize very sinoerely for my mistake.”

“ Never mind apologies,” I say, laughing’
‘““a8 we are safe. I never remember being
80 terrified in my life, not even when my
Bteed nearly deposited mein the middleof the
High street in Carston.
tinue, 1n & half-amused tone, peering at him
from under my hat—*'* you were frightened,
too? Confess it.”

‘“ I was,” returned he, carefully evading
my gaze.

* Bus why, 1if, as you say, there was no
danoger?"

* There are worse things than runaway
ponies—your fainting, for instance. I
thought you were never going to open yoar
eyes again, you looked so horribly white

And you,” I oon- |

ness she received your advances; while
unmolested the pretty earwigs run races all
over her simple white deess—simple bus
elegant, you know."

i H'm—}au.“

‘*“ And now remorse has proved too much
for her; she resolves on writing you @
letter expressing contrition for her past
beartlessness, Bhe draws towards ber
paper, pens and ink (in & three-volume
vovel the heroive has everythingat ber hand,
even in the most unlikely plaoes; there 1s
never any fuss or soramble), and indites
you & perfumed and coronetted note, which
you will receive—to.-morrow. ‘There!
Now, dou't you feel better 7"

“ Infinitely 80.”

“ What | still trownipg ? still io the loweat
depths? I begin to doubt my power to
comfort you.”

I don’t feel any inclivation to jest en the
subjeot,” returns Bir Mark, groflly, making
& vicious blow with the whip av an unoffend.
ing and nearly lifeless fly.

“ Well, there,” I gasp, in a sudden accesa
of terror lest he might again inoense the
ponies, ** I will jest no more. And don't
despair. Perhaps—who knows ?—she may
grow fond of you in time.”

He laughs, & short, bitter laugh that yet
bas something in 1t of dismal merriment.
“1f I could ouly tell you,” he says, **if
you only knew, you would understand
what a double mockery are such words
coming from your lips."

His fingers close around the whip again.
Again frightened, I hastily clutch hie arm.

“Don't do that,"” Ientreat; * pl:ase do
not use that dreadful whip again ; remem-
ber the last time you did 8o we were nearly
killed.”

F “ I wish we had been altogether 20," mut-
ters he, savagely.

I stare at bhim in speechless psurprise.
Did that flask contain much brandy ? What
onearth has happened to our careless debon-
nair Sir Mark?

Even as 1 gaze 1n wonder he turns his
Lead and looks with some degree of shame
into my widely-opened, astonished eyes.

‘“ Pardon me,” he says, getly. * 1 don't
know what has come to me to-day. I fail
to understand mysell. I doubt I am an ill.
tempered brute, and have hardly apny right
even to hope for your forgiveness,”

But his maoner has effectually checked
my burst of eloquence, and we keep unbro-
ken eilepce until we reach our destination.
Here we find Marmadukeand Lady Blanche
anxiously on the lookout for us; the others,
tired of waiting, bhave wandered farther
afield. Marmaauke is looking rather white
and worried, I fanoy.

‘*“ What bhas kept you till this hour ?" he
asks, irritably, pulling out his watoh.

“ Oh, how long you have been supple-
ments Blanche. " We were beginning to
wonder—almost to fear an accident had
ooourred. It is quite a relief to see you in
| the flesh.”

** You were very near npot seeing us,” I
explain. "** The ponies behaved very badly
—ran away with us for half a mile or so—
and frightended me so much that I fainted.”

‘“* How distreseing " says Blanche, appa-
rently much oconcerned. * How terrified
you must have been | And so unpleasant,
too, without a lady neuar to helpyou! Yom
were able to resuscitate Mrs, Carriogton, at
all events.” (To Bir Mark.)

“Well, I don't suppose I would have
been of much use without the brandy,”
repliea he, coolly.

““ It must have been quite a sensational
soene,” remarks her ladyship, with a little
laugh. ** It reminds one of something one
would read ; only to make it perfect, you
should be lovers. Now that you are safe
it does not seem unkind to laugh, does it ?"

Marmaduke by this timeis black as night.
In spite of myself, I know I have blushed
orimson ; while Bir Mark, turning abruptly
AWAY, goes to explain some trivial break in
the harnees to one of the coachmen.

“ It is & pity, Phyllis, you would not take
my advice this morning,” says 'Duke, in a
voice that tremblea a little, either from
suppressed anger or pome other emotion.

“If you had taken a groom, as I begged
of you, all this unpleasantness might have
been saved.”

“Idon't see how a groom oould have
prevented it,” I reply, coldly. * Without a
second’'s warning they were off; it was
nobody’s fanlt.”

““ My dear 'Duke, we should be thankful
they have escaped B0 well,” murmurs
Blanche, 1n her softest tones, layiog a
soothing touch upon my husband’s arm.
Both touch and tone render me furious.
“ ] dare eay it was not very seriouns.”

“ I dare say nos; but it might have been.
And, whether or not, it has kept every one
waiting for at least three-quarters of an
hﬂ'ﬂ.l"."

““ It might have kept yon still longer had
I been killed,” I return, quietly, moving
away in seoret indignation.

Marmaduke followa me, leaving Blanohe
and Bir Mark to oome after, and side by
side, but speechless, we proceed on our
WaY.

At length, in & rather milder tone, Mar-

and oold—so like death.” | maduke says, * I hope—otherwise—your

‘““ What a lovely pioture!"” laughing volun.
tarily. ** Well, console yourself ; you have
seen what nobody else ever saw—Phyllis
Carrington fainting. I bad no idea I had
it in me. I really think I must be growing
delioate or weak-minded.”

In silence Bir Mark gathers up the reins,
and once more the ponies atart forward.

** Now, Dora can faint to perfection,” I
goon, finding immenseenjoyment in my sub-
jeot. * If she is vexed or troubled in any
way, or hears thunder, she oan go off graoce.
fully into the arms of whoever happenas to
be neareat to her at the time. Bhe never
fails ; itis indeed wonderful how accurately
she oan measure distance, even at the last

moment. While as for me, I do believe if | poR

I were soolded until nothing more was left
to be said, or if it thundered and lightened
from this to to.morrow, it would not have
the effeot of removing my senses. At least
up to thus I have found it so. For the
futare I shall be less oertain. But how
silent you are, and how orosa you look |
Still thinking of the obdurate fair one 7"

* Ot her—and many other things.”

i 'f:lfnll, perhaps she too is thinking of
you,

‘I oan imagine nothing more probable,”
with a grim swmile.

‘“ Neither oan I." My treacherous spirita
are again ascending. * Let me desoribe
her to you as &t this moment I think I oan
almost esee her. Beated in & bower,
enshrined in roses and honeysuokles, with

drive was enjoyable.”

“ Very much 8o, thank you. Though I
must say I don’t onre about feeling my life
in danger. I hope you enjoyed yours,”

“ No"—shortly—*"1 did not. I never
enjoyed anything lees."”

“ How unfortunate! Was her ladyship
thougnsful, or ill-tempered, or what ?*°

‘* She had nothing to do with it. I was
thinking of you the entire time.”
“Oltme? How good of you! Iamso

sorry I oannot return the compliment, but
no one was farther from my thoughts than
you. Concluding you were happy, I dis-
missed you from my memory.”

“I !:md & presentiment about those
ies.’

“Ahl it was the ponies oooupied your
mind-—not their mistress. That sounds
far more natural.”

“"They are vioious, and not to be de-
pended upon,” oontinues 'Duke, declining
to notice my interrnption. * I shall dis
pose of them the very firat opportunity.”

“* Indeed you shall do nothing of the kind.
'Il:llgy uwre mine, and I will not have them
m ‘II

Well, keep them if you insist upon it;
but certainly you shall never drive them
again."

““ Then I certainly shall and to-morrow,
moat probably., I will not be ordered about
a8 though I were s mere baby."

Marmaduke turns, and regards me so
ateadily and gravely, that at length, in

her hand folded hatlessly npon her lap, and | #pite of myself, my eyes submit and drop.

her large dreamy black eyes (I am sure her
eyes are black) filled with repentant tears,
she is now remebering with what oruel cold-

“Phyllis, how changed you are!"” sayse
he, presently, in & low tone. ** When firat
I knew you—even two months ago—you

were a soft, tender, gentle little girl; and
now you are always upjust and bitwer—to
me, at least,"

SBomethiog rices in my throat and pre-
vents my utterance. Large tears gather in
my eyes.

“I am ohanged ; 1 know it." I burst out,
suddenly. * Before I married you 1 was »
different person altogether. And how oan
I belp being * bitter' attimes? KEven now,
when I told you bow near deatb I had
been, you showed no feeling of regret—
thought of pothing but the delay I had
oocasioned you and your friends.”

‘“* Oh, Phyllis,” says 'Duke, in a tone that
implies that 1 have wrung bis heart by my
false woousations, and before either can
again speak we have passed a hiliook and
wre in full view of our guests,

They are all soattered about in twoe or
threes, though none are very far distant
from the others; and the soene is more
than usually pioturesque. Certainly the
old Deacon knew what he was about when
he placed his well in this charming spot. 1t
is & little fairy-like nook, fresh and green,
and lying forgotten among the hills. A few
pieces of broken-dowp, i1vy oovered wall
partially conoeal the steps leading to the
Wishing Well.

**'Duske, lev us with for dinner—and get
it—before we wish for anything else,”
entreats Bebe. * The drive has given me
» horrible appetite. I am generally a very
nive pereon—eh, Mr. Thornton ?7—but just ay
present I um feeling a downright unlady-
like desire for food. Phyllis, darling, do
8AYy you are hungry." eer s Reks

* I am—starving,” 1 reply, though oon.
goious at the moment that the smallest
morsel would ochoke me.

“Yes, by all means. ‘Busivess firet,
pleasure afterwards,’” quotes Gh:;';)u.
blithely, who is stretched full-length by
Miss Beatoun’s side, with his hat off and a
ptraw In his mouth, looking extremely
bandsome and unspeakably bappy. Lord
Chandos is at her other side, though rather
farther away. Gllial - my

** What do youeay, Phyllis ?"' says 'Duke,
looking at me.

““ Do not take me into consideration at
all,” I return in a suppreesed voice. ** Din.
ner now, or in five hours to come, would be
quite the same thing to me.”

I move quickly away from him towarde
mamma as I say this, and, sinking down
jon the turf very olose to her, slip my band
into hers; and as I feel her gentle fingers
closing upon mine, a sense of safety and
relief oreeps slowly over me.

Dinner progreeses ; and, though I will not
acknowleage it, 1 begin to feel decidedly
better. Fragments of oconversation float
here ani there.

‘1 bave a great mind to set my little dog
at you,” says Bebe, 1n reply to some fla-
grant compliment bestowed upon her by
the devated Chips., A little bijou of a dog,
with an elaborate collar and beseeching
eyes, that sita upon her knee and takes ite
dinner from her pretty white fingers, is the
animal in question. '

“ Ob, }uaua don’t,”” murmurs Chips,
pathetioally. * I am so horribly afraid of
your little dog. You would not like me to
die of nervous excitement, would you ?"

“1l am not so sure. It would make
room for a better man.” 1o b e

* Impossible ! There isn't a better fellow
going than I am. You ask jmy mamma
when you eee her."

(To be continued

—_——

A Raillway Ena by Water." W3

A newspaper correspondent, writing from
Switzerland, tells of a ourious railway as
follows :

‘* The picturerque and practical are often
ouriously intermmxed. Iglean a few par-
ticulars of a funioular railway which oon-
neots Territet (Chillon) and Glios. The
railway, whioh 18 on a steep inocline, some-
thing after the atyle of the one up Mount
Vesuvius, commences at an angle of 32
deg. and soon inoreases to 57deg. It is &
single lime with a loop at a passing plaoce
half way. There are two oarriages on the
line, one of whioh ascends while the other
descends. The asoending oarriage is drawn
by the foroe of gravity of the one which is
desoending, the latter being weighted by a
reservoir placed underneath, being filled
with water. The reservoir is emptied as
soon &s the carriage has made the desocent.
The two vehioles are conneoted with each
other by means of a wire oable, which passes
over & wheel at the summit of the inoline.
By the passenger a remarkable optical 1lla-
sion is experienced. Trees, huts, houses,
rooks, all seem to be bent back, as though
by some enohsntment. They are appar-
ently standiog out of the perpendioular, and
one can soarcely help wondering that they
do not topple over. The deoeption is due
to the seats of the oarriages, whioh are
construoted at such an angle that, notwith-
standing the steepness of the gradient, the
ocoupant preserves his ordinary upright
sitting posture. The lineis 743 yards long,
and the difference between the level of its
base and that of itse summit is 984 feet,”

e
An Enormous Fiah,

The Port Elgin Free Press pays: A
ocouple of weeks ago Capt. W. H, MoLeod,
who is runniog one of the fishing boats
belonging to Mr. D. MeLeod, an extensive
tish dealer in Bouthampton, caught an im
mense salmon trout, weighiog 80 pounds,
measuring from the point of its nose to the
end of ita tail 5 feet, 2 inches, and around’
the thiokest part of ite body 34 inches.
The head was 10 inches in length, and the
width of the tail, from point to point, was
12 inches. This is the largest fish of thie
species ever oaught here and Mr, D. Mo.
Leod may well feel proud of having oaught
ruch & grand specimen ol the finny tribe.
The monster was packed in ice and oon-
signed to Mr. Fareyv, of Woodstock, where
it is now held for exhibition, and is after-
warde to be preserved and placed in the
museum 1n Roohester, N, Y,

|

There are other thinga besides beauty
with whioh to oaptivate the hearts of men,
The Italians have a eaying, ' Fair is not
fair, but that whioh pleaseth.”—Ninon de
Lf'wll'.lﬂlr

Acoording to the Pharmaceutical Record,
& New York patent medicine manufao-
turer, being about to die, was asked by his
friendes how he would like to be buried,
‘“ Inrert me,” he said faintly, “ st top of
colomn, next to readiog matter, 52 times,
electro by mail.” Then he quietly expired.

Genius is supposed to be a power of pro.
ducing excellencies which are out of the
reach of art, a power whioh no precepts
oan teach and which no industry oan
acquire.—Sir Joshua Reynolds,




