The Nighi-Weads Bong.

The cedars away

And the red lﬂ:ul dauce, and whirl and rustle
wWa

[alie
Yeor the Master is slealing with footfalls sof,
Thecugh the 1oress aisles to the organ loft

The restless bird
And the startled hare look softly oud,

From slumber :
¥or the Master is ihring—thu eveuing breese
1s the fngerivg light on the forest keys.

The old pines groan,
And the youpg pines hum, and 1 am silent
ne-alone;
¥or the Master is calling ous every sound
Frowm the forest shades and the air around.

The locsensd bark
And the shuddering vines bring barnionies steal-

Down from the dark
Anpd symphonies breatbing from thrilling moss,
Whe:e the oaks' green arm to the measures toas.

A deep, aweet sound

Frem the Gothic domes, roils the melody
Around—around ;

¥eo ithe song-god is winging his magie flight

Toyeugh the starless groves and the sombre |)

night.

Wilder the song—
And swifter mﬂiﬂll-l rhythmio ;nlhing

ong
On the &ulnring branches, on quaking leaves,
Where the frightened soul of the aspen grieves.

A revel mad,
A earmival wild, do the night-woods hold,
Bo glad—so glad
That the whole world ia slecping, save them and

me,
And the unseen soul of their minstrelay.

Oh men who sleep
Whea the work is done! Oh women who wake
To weep, to weep ! _
Emow the night has ite music, the storm its

cheer,
And » soul which speaks to Him who will hear.

PHYLLIS.

BY THRE DUCHESS.

—c—

Amthor of “Molly Bawn,' "The Baby," “Airy
rm Iﬂ.ul-ll.“ .t-‘. l‘ﬂ-

» I need not ask anybody ; I oan see for
myself. What do you do all day long but
play billiards ?"

w ] beg your pardon, Miss Beatoun. You
estimate my oapabilities at & very improper
level. I dono end of things besides bil-
liards. 1 shoot, smoke, eat, and—talk to

“ Whas a way to spend one's lifel”
severely. * I wonder.where you think you
will go to when you die ?”

“Y hope wherever you 2o. I say,” pite-
ously, *‘don’t soold a fellow on such a

splendid day—don't ; it's uncommon afiiot- |

ing of you; and don's put on your gloves
for a little longer.”

“Why ?"

« Because I like looking at your hands,
though at the eame time they always irr-
tate me. They are the very prettiest 1
ever aaw ; and—forgive me for sayiog it—
bus I always want to kisa them. Now,
don’s begin again, please ; remember you
have lectured me for a good hour.”

“ Then I have wasted a good hour and
done nothing. I give you up; you are past
oure.” :

« | remember ceming here onoce before,"”
breaks in Lottie Hastings' voice, ‘* and
wishing for sometbing, and I really got it
belore the year was out.”

« Must one wait & whole year ?"' asks Bir
Mark. *‘ Then I shall have to write mine
down. Give you my word that if my own
name was suppressed for a year I don't
believe I would recolleot what it was at
the epd of 1t.”

“ Arewe bound by law to name our
wishes 7"’ asks Chips, earnestly. ** Because,
it so, I shall have to sink into the ground

with shame. I'm horrid bashful—that is
my most glaring fault, you know Miss
Beatoun—and I would not disclose my

peoret desire for m{thina you could offer.”
“For anything I could offer,” repeats
Miss Beatoun. * Are you sure? BShall I
gempt you? Would you not, for inataloce,
take——" The eyea say the resat.
“ Don't,” exclaims Thornton, putting his
hands over his ears. * 1 won't listen to

I refuse to understand. Misa Hnt-H

{:;n, will you permit me to sit by you?
Miss Beatoun isa behaving with more than
her usual cruelty.” |

“ Come,” says Misa Hastings, smiling
and putting aside her dresa to give him
room to seat himself on the grass near her.

As Chips leaves Bebe, Lord Chandos
quietly slips into his place, to Miss Bea-
toun's evident surprise.

« Ia it fair to encourage that poor boy 8o
very openly ?" begins Chandos, calmly.

“ What 7" says Misa Beatoun.

“ Ia it kind to flirt so muoh with young
Thornton ?"’ repeats Lord Chandos, still
very ocalm.

“ Youn must make a mistake,” saya Bebe,
provokingly. ‘ You know I never flirt. In
the i}‘rll place, I don't oonsider it good

« Neither do I consider it * good form’ for
a young lady to talk slang,” very gravely
and :1uinilr. “ I wouldn't do it il I were

« How do you know what you would do
it you were 12"

“ At all events, you musi acknowledge
that it is not becoming."

“ Do you profess to underatand what is
becoming to young ladiea? Have you been
studyiog them? Come, then, if you are so
good m judge, I will ask you to tell me if
thia hat is so very becoming as they all say.
Look well, now, before you decide; it is &
question of the utmost importance.”

This sauoy little speech is accompanied
by such & bewitohing glance from under
the said hat that Lord Chandos loses his
presence of mind. * I ocannot bear to see
you flirt so much as you do with every
one,” he mutters, hastily ; ** it tortures me.
Bebe, why is it.?"

Misa toun grows deocidedly white,

even to her lipe, yet ias still thoroughly
oom .
“ Bat do I flird?" she says. *“' 1 don's
believe I do. Do you believe it, my darling,
my treasure, my Tito 7" to the dog. ' Not
yut::l ] No, no, Lord Chandoa ; it ia not that
.I' ‘u

" What is it, then ?"" impatiently.

" Why, it is 'every one' who Eirtn with
me, to be sure. And that is not my fault,
ia it ?” with the moat bewildering assump-
tion of injured innooenoe.

And now we all rise and saunter towards
Ahe well.

“ It you would mﬂ{) wish as I do,"” whias-

ra Bir George to Dora, " I would be the

appiest man alive."”

" E'?uuld you," aays innosent Dora. ' Bub

how shall I know what you are longing it to ber as a seitled thing. ¥ou under-

tor ?"

“ Can you nob fmu ™

“ 1 am afraid 1 cannot. Unhllg:rhm
—but no, of course it would not be thad,
Indeed I do not know how to reach your
thoughts. One must wans 80 many "

“ 1 want only one.”

“ Qply one! Ob, how moderate! Oanly
sne! Let me see,” with a delicious medi-
tative air, and two alender fingers pressed
apon her lips.

“ Bhall I tell you ™

“QOb, vo, no,” with a pretty show of
enger fear, “If you told any oume the
obarm would be broken, and you would not
got what you want, Perbaps - who knowa?
—the boon I am going to demand will be
the very thing you would tell me."”

with a sufficiently tender glance from the | agai

lustrous azure eyes.

* For my part,” says Bebe, wilfully, “ 1
shall wish for some g I oan never get,
.ust to prove how absurd it all is.”

« From time to time we every one of us
do that,” says Chandos. ** We hanker
atter the impoasible. I begin to fear I shall
never get my heart's desire."”

He glances expreseively at Bebe.

 Then think of something else,” suggests
that young lady, emoothly. * Your seocond

venture may be more successful.”

“ No, I shall keep to m original wish,
until I either gain it or find turther
hopiog folly.” - :

« Phyllis, it is your turn mow. Will you
not descend and cours fortune ?" oalls
Harriet. j

I am deeply engaged listening to mamma
while she reads to me Billy's laat effusion
from Eton, to which place he returned the
seoond day after our ball. L.

w It is & pity to disturb Mrs. Carring-
ton,” shy8 Bir Mark. * She told me this
morning she had not a wish left ungratified.”

Marmaduke raises his head quiokly,
and, flushing warmly, turns a pleased and
rather surprised glance at me. i

« Neverthelees, I will come,” Iory incau-
tiously, sprioging to my fees, ** and beg for
the ocontinuance of my happiness, which
includes everything."

“ Oh, Phyllis I" ories Bebe.

«“ Obh, Mre. Carriogton,” exoclaims Bir
Mark ; ** what a rash I;umudinn ] Wh
did you say it aloud ? You have destroye
every chanoe of receiving that good gitt."”

« Yes,” say I, “how provokingl Never
mind, contentment still remains; and that,
I have heard, is quite as muoh to be
desired.’

Everybody laughs heartily, and Marma-
duke says, ** You will get nothing, Phyllis,
it you declare your wants so openly.”

“ Neither happiness nor contentment,
how dismal!” exelmm I, Il.uﬁhing too.
“ Well, I shall keep my third and last
thought to mysell."”

Aund haviog hopr 1 my own mind that
Lord Chandos wor  sery soon again ask
Bebe to be his w' , I go through the form
of drinking & little of the pure spring
water Master Chips offers me with due
solemnity. |

The dprinuipal business of the day being
conoluded, our party ounce more breaks up
into detachments, some straying out of
ai?ht. in pretended search of soezery, some
following their example in an opposite
direction without any pretence at all.

Bioking down again by mother’s side, I
content myself with her and Harriet, while
Marmaduke and Sir James stay to bear us
company, and smoke unlimited ocigars,
while offering & lazy remark every now
and then. .

“ Do you feel no desire to investigate the
neighborhood ?' asks Sir Mark of me,
oarelessly, as he passes by ; and as I answer,
v No,” with a smile and shake of my head,
he saunters off towards Lottie Hastings,
with whom he commences & flirtation,
oalm but vigorous.

Somehow it is a ful hour we spend,
and one that drivee me from the vague
irritation that before tormented me. In
the quiet of the present I forges all life's
vexations and remember only such
things as are within my grasp. How paltry
now seem the troubles that oppresa me! I
fear—yet know not what it 18 I fear.. I
doubt—yet, it compelled to do so, would
find a difficulty in giving my doubt a name.

This aweeter mood continues, and sravela
home with me, although we do not reach
Btrangemore until it is nearly nine.

Here, at an early supper, we all find
ourselves in the wildeat spirits. Glauncing
cariously at Dora, attracted by some name-
less new expression in her eyes, I feel con-
vinoed the day has been to her one of
unmized triomph, and that already the
Wishing Well has granted her deaire.

As I get near her in the drawing-room, I
manage to whisper, ** What ia is, Dora?
did he? Are you—"

" Yes he did, and I am,” responded Dora,
with a smile of unusual liveliness for her.
“ To-night you shall know all.,”

“ How was it, Dora? How did it hap-

n?" Iask, two hours later, as I sit
opposite to her, my hands embracing m
koees, in my favorite poeition, my hong
bent forward in eager anticipation of her

news.

“ I bardly know. It was all that Wish-
ing Well, I fanoy. For the future I shall
feel it my duty to be superstitious. At all
events, it surely hel to briong it about,
ad he only wanted the opportunity to
deolare himself,” says Dora, complacently.

“ What did he say, Dora? Was he nerv-
QU — QP =™’

“ Very nervous. He seemed quite afraid
to come to the point. You see I am always
so distant in my wnanner,” says my modest
gister, ‘' he had no way of judging what my
answer was likely to be.” '

I am sure whatever he has said was just
what it should be, he is so thoroughly sin-
cere,” I remark, still anxioua to get at the
root of the matter.

' T am afraid I cannot altogether satisly
your ouriosity, FPhyllis, it has all got so
mixed up. Of course he told me princi-
pally what I knew before—that he adores
me, for inatance, and was desirous of mar-
rying me, and so forth. He was slightly
inooherent, I thought; but it really signi-
fled very little whether his English waa
good or bad, so long as I managed to under-
stand what he meant."

" Ol course not, darling. Oh, Dora, I
am ao sorry we let mamma go without tell-
ing her."

“ I did tell her, dear. At least, that is,
he— George told her.,”” BShe briogs ous the
Christian name of her beloved with a
oharming amount of difidence, ** He said
he would like to make sure of me; and
indeed I thought myeelf it might perhape
be aa well he should be the one to mension

)

stand 1"
I do, and begin to entertain rather an
admiration for Dora's agtuteneas.
+ You will forgive me now, Dora 1" I say,
;ﬂ.‘ﬂlﬂﬂ]’ leaning over %o put my hand ou
ers.
“ ve you? Forgive what?"
“ Well dear, when I married "Duke, you
know, I thought you were rather vexed—
you said 80 many things ; and sometimes |

lhl‘l’l fancied, since, you still think I was

in the wrong."
“ My dear Phyllis, what & ourious yirl
ouare! *Forgive youl' as il I had not
one 80 ages and ages .ﬁu—-ﬂ indeed there
was anything to forgive. Burely you
couldn't have thought me so vindiotive, 8o
unchristiun, a8 to retain bitter feelings
net you all this time ?"
She has opened her ohildish blue eyes to
their widest, and is gazing at me plain-
tively, as though grieved I should imagine
her capable of any vile feeling.

“ I sometimea feared—" I stammer, |

utterly abashed in the presence of so much
sweetness,

“ You must put suoch ideas out of your
head, Phyliis; they are very unworthy. I
never harbor unforgiving thoughte, I should
hope, towards any one—least of all towards
you, my eister. Besides, I ought really to
be shankful to you, if anything. Marma-
duke and I would have been most unsuited
to each other. He is far too ewsigeant and

| masterful for my taste. George 18 ia every

|

way more desirable.”
I don't quite see all this, but reserve my

'| sentimente.

“ He is gteatly to be liked,” I say, with
truth—honest, good-natured George Ash.
uret having won his way into my affections
long eince. * I don’t know that I was ever
more delighted about anything in my life.”

“ Yes, everybody will be pleased, I ima-
gine—papa and mamma especially. I don’t
see how papa can make the faintest objec-
tion in any way. He must feel gratified.”

I think of Sir George's rent-roll, and have
the worde, * I should think so, indeed,”
upon the tip of my tongue, but desirous ot
keeping up friendly relations with Dora,
refrain from uttering them. Bhe evidently
takes her good fortune as & matter of
course, having ever rated herself at a high

rice, and believes she has got her bare
eserte—no more.

« I hope you—that is, I hope he will be
very good to you,” I say, making the cor-
rection id time.

“ I hope we will be very good to each
other. Indeed, I see nothiog to prevent
our being quite happy and—ocomfortable.
Dun.;i you wmink he appears very fond of
me "

« More than that; I think he appears to
love vou very dearly."

«“Yes, I really think he does,” says my
sister, running her fingers lazily through her
silken yellow hair.

“ And you, Dora—do you love him ?”

“(Qt ocourse, dear. Would I marry him
else? Am I the sort of person to sell
myself or mere money’s sake 2’ Indigna-
tion of the mild and virtuous order i in
her tone. ** No," says Dora, calmly looking
me fair in the eyes. ** I would not marr
s man unless I loved him—notif he h
the minea of Goloonda.

This ennobling sentiment is, I feel, aimed
at me, and justly judge it will be unwise to
press the matter farther; so I say, *' 1 am
0 glad, darling I" but eay it very weakly.

« Nevertheless,” goea on Dora, after a
moment’s pause, “a8 I do love him, itis
very fortunate he should be so well off.
Yesterday be told me he had twenty thous-
and pounds a year. Rather more than you
have, dear, ia it not ?"

No, Dora has not yet forgiven me.

“A great deal more,” I eay warmly;
““ we have only fifteen thousand. But then,
Dora it was only to be expeoted you would
make a far better matoch than I could.”

“ Well, yes—perhaps Bo,” admita Dora,
oasting an admiring glance at her own
pretty shell-pink face as it amiles back at
ber from an opposite mirror.

_ The door opens, and Marmaduke comes
in.

* Oh, 'Duke,” I ory, rising, ** jast fanoy!
Dora 1s—but you shall guees my news—
what ia she ?"

“That is a rather embarrassing ques-
tion,” says he, smiling. ** Were 1 to tell
you all that Dora is ia my eyes, we would
get nb sleep to night.”

Dora laughs, and I say:

“ Nonseuse | A list of her perfections
would be no news ; we all know them. Tell
me what you think has ocourred to her
since this morniog.”

“ I think she has become engaged to
George Ashurst,” returns 'Duke, ocoolly.
“ Why, you foolish ohild, do you call that
news? Ashuret has told every one in the
bouse of s good luck by this time. IfI
were you, Dora, I would breakfaat 1n mr
own room to.-morrow morning. You will
never be able to stand all the congratula-
tions."

« How oan he be so absurd |" murmurs | pre

Dora, for onoce in her life genuthely ocon.
fused, and a rioh red ooloring her cheeks.

I congratulate you with all my heart,”
says 'Duke, kindly kissing her. ** You have
got as good & husband as you could desire,
and aa rich a one, oo, without doubt. We
ahall be small people, Phyllis, you and I,
next to my Lady uret.”

I muat not stay to hear any more flat-
tery, Thank you very muoch for all you
have said,” repliea Dora, gracefully, and,
having bidden us both good-night, goes off to
her own room. '

Every one in the huose is immensely
delighted. An engagement, even when
everything belonging to it goes smoothly,
and suitably, eannot fail to awaken inter-
est in the heart of & woman ; and, Dora's
lover being uncoveted by any of us, no
jealousy shows iteelt to mar the universal
good feeling, )

We ohatter about it all next day, and
tell each other we had seen how it would
end from the very beginning. We dilate ou
the charming place he has in Burrey, his
palace in the north ; and then we whisper
of what a detestable oreature is bis mother ;
while Bebe hopea Dora will have oour.
Ao 10 put & veto at onoe. galnst any
lengthened visiting on her part,

' Beoause,"” says Miss Beatoun, " we all
know where that will lead. When Ashursv's
brother married Lady Ootavia Dering, his
mother invited heresell to pay them a
month'a visit ; and she stayed ten; and it
waa the dootor and the nurse, eventualiy,
who ineisted on putting her out, nhurtﬁr
af¢or the boy was born., © They eay r
Laay Oastavia nesrly went ous of her mind
one morning when, on going into her nur-

sory, she found the old lady deliberately |and be happy ? I would at once, were I in |

BOING RAUSSOUS medicine

wn the ohild’s throat. via told me
herself, with tears in her eyes, the

little fellow was all bus in » fit for two

person, and should be sup .
do hope Dora will gather tog‘ er all ber
pluck and try to be a watoh for her."”

Beoretly, I feel 5o assured of dear Dora's
being a ‘‘match” for any mother-in-law
wlive that I endure no uneasy on this
account, Bhe ia indeed ms perfect in her
unew role of bride-elect aa though she had
sustained the part for years.

** Bir must be a favorite with the

8 ; let us hope he won't die young," says

Bir Mark, bending over Dora some time
duriog the evening. ** He has had every-
thing he could possibly desire from

aud now he must get you.
playfully iojured tone—"* the good things
shis life are very unequally divided. In
common justioe, urst should have been
forced into matrimony with & woman as
ogly, ill-tempered, and altogether disen-
nhunliﬂg ag? his manners, instead of which

He sighs audibly, and makes an eloquent

use.

“Dau smiles, her usual soft serene smile,
| untouched by coquetry that experience has
taught me means 8o little—and raisea one
white bhand in depreoation.

« Js Lady Ashurss all that you say ?—so
very terrific? How unhappy you m
me !"” she murmurs, vely, demurely
1guoring other parta of his speech.

CHAPTER XXIV,

Fresh and keen, and decidedly chilly,
blows the Qotober wind. The men bave
| all deserted us, and gone out shooting. The
women are soattered through the house.

Crossing the hall and the amaller draw-
ing-room, I meet no one, and entering the
larger apartment beyond, seek my favorite
seat in the bow-window, where, book in
bhand, I enrconoe myselt behind the cur-
taios, and, stretohing myself upon alounge,
prepare to be lazily happy.

Steadily I turn page after I1feellIam
growing interested ; a very listle later I feel
I am growing sleepy. My lids drop. FPut-
tivg my book down upon my lap, with of
ocourse the settled intention of taking it up
again directly, I yawn mildly.

The door opens ; with a atart I become
aware of Bebuv's entrance. To admit I am
present means conversation, and conversa-
tion with this drowsy fit on me means
misery. I therefore keep breathless silenoce,
and Bebe, all unoconscious, saunters paat
me, basket and scissors in hand, and goes
into the conservatory.

I watch her dreamily, a8 with a business-
| like air she drags the light garden-ladder
forward, and, mounting, commences to olip
my very ohoioest blossoms for her own
secret purposes.

One by one they fall into her basket. Has
she no oonsoience? Or has she forgotten
it is already Ootober, and the flowers grow
gsoarce ? I confesa to some faint indigna-
tion as I regard her, and have almost decided
on rousing to remonstrate witbh her in per-
son, when a firm but hasty footstep upon
she gravel outside excites my ouriosity.

‘A moment later Lord Chandos pushes
open the door of the couservatory, and,
entering, stops short, his gaze fixed upon
Miss Beatoun.

An for Bebe, between looking suddenly
round and surprise at his unexpected pre-
senoe there, she loses all idea of balance,
and is in the aot of coming with undue
hurry to the ground, when Lord Chandos,
stepping quickly forward, oatohes her and

ightly hifte her down.

“Oh! how could you frighten one so ?”
exolaims Bebe, ooloring, and speaking
ungratefully, as 1t reems to me, conaidering
he has just saved her from a heavy fall. " I
thought. you were out shooting with the
others.”

« Se I was ; but—1I forgot something, and
had to return for it."”
| * What did you forget ?—your pipe ?"

“ No, my gun,” replies he, in the mosat
barefaced fashion poasible.

“Oh!" ories Miss Beatoun lengthily, and
then they both laugh.

“Why don't you admit you had no
intention of shooting to-day? It would
bhave been much honester.”

« Because admissions are dangerous. It
ia always better to leave people in doubt.
Yet, as I never class you in my own mind
under the head of * people,’ 1 will confeas
to you it is mot so much forgejfulness
causes my presence here just now as a set-
tled determination not to remember. My
couscience was anything but clean when I
said I bad mislaid something, and should
come back to find it.”

* Was it really your gun 2"

“ No: I think I put it on oartridges, or
a handkerchief, or—I am not clear whas.”

“ And why? What was your motive?
I fancied you an indefatigable sporteman—
one impossible to turn aside from your

L A

wBhall I tell you my motive?" asks
Chandos, in suoch an utterly changed low
tone that Miss Beatoun, standing near the
ladder, laya her hand suddenly upon it to
steady hersell, and retreats a step.

| « Better not,” she says, 1n a voioe that
tremblea apprehensively, in spite of all her
efforts to be calm. * Remember what you
said a moment sinoe: * Admissions are
dangerous.’ Better leave me in doubt.”

« I cannot. Besides, you are notin doubt.
You know what it is I am going to say. 1
have come back here n to-day to tell
you how I have tried, and found it impossi-
| ble, to orush the love I bear you."”

At this junoture I beoome aware I am in
for a scene. The oertainty is horrible to
me. I am insuch an unhappy position as
enables me #o0see them without myself
being seen. Iocan also hear every word
they utter. In fact, there are but very few
yards between us,

With shame I now recolleot that Bebe
onoe said of me that never would I
|be acoused of * pouncing” upon delicate
situations; yes, it I go out now. 1 shall
oover them both with everlasting confusion.

What shall I do? 1 put my fingers in
my ears as a last resonroe and tightly olose
my eyes, but somehow they will not keep
shut., Every now and then 1 oannot hel
glancing to see if they are gone or going ;
oannot resist removing my fingers to hear
if the converaation has taken u ovoler turn.

Every moment I linger only makes my
declaring myself more diffiouls. I end by
giviog in, aud staring and listening with all
my might.

Ah ! why does Bebe look so deter.
mined? Why oan't she yield gracefuolly

e im upon her features as makes
me fear for the she will take in the
interview., If she would bus listen t0 her

heart's diotation !

* Lord Chandos, I implore you to desiss,”
entreats Bebe, hastily, raising one hand, to
prevent his further speech. ‘' 1iis worse
than useless.”

Bat be only im;;:innl the warniog hand
and continues ; * -.I, hear me—ihat is all
1 ssk—and then, if I am again to be
rejeoted, be it so. But surely I have been

oradle upwards—money, friends, position ; | deeply agitated.
' I shink”—in a | when you were poor is the ouly anawer I
of |oan ever give you now."

wretched long enough, and yoo——"
* I will nos listen,” murmurs Bebe, more
“ The anawer I gave you

Her voice diea
nwl{'} almost to & -hingu.

* What do you mean by that ?" exolaims
Chandos, passionately. *“Is the ver
muna{:hu I bhailed with delight, prinei-
pally because I dreamed it might bring me
closer to you, to prove & barrier between
us? Presumptuous as it may sound, I
dare to believe I am not quite indifferent
to you. Your manner when we parted,

our eyes when we mel n down here,
ave fostered this belief, and yet you ahrink
from me.”

A little inarticulate ory escapes her. One

ake | hand goes to her throat; she tries vainly

to withdraw the other from his grasp.
“ Contradiot me if you oan,” he says, in
a low but vehement tone.

“ This is ungenerous—unmanly,” she
:illhﬂ. her words halt choked with emo-
on.

* Contradiot me,"” he reiterates.

“] can; I do,”” murmure she, but so
weakly that her voice can soarcely be
heard.

“ Is that the truth, Bebe ?” says Chan-
dos, more quietly. ' Is pride to come
between us now? Darling listen to me. If
you for one moment imagine I think badly
of you because you refused to marry a
poor man, you wrong me. I thiok you
acted riﬁhﬂ]. Even as I asked you that
day I felt myself a ocoward in doing so.
Was 18 honorable of me to seek to drag you
down from all the luxuries and enjoymenta
to which you had been acoustomed, to such
a life ap it was only in m wer to offer T
Had your answer been different, do yom
believe we would bave been happy? Ido
not.”

“You strike at the very root of all
romance,” proteats Bebe, with a rather sad

smile.
(To be continned

FIsH-LINESN S1X MILEN LONG.

Each With 'I'wenty Thousand Heoks
i Baited 1o Lure the Binrgeen.

“They fish with lines six milea long in
Winnebago Lake, Wisconein, and use iwenty
thousand hooks on every line,” said a New
York fisherman who has been there, ** and
if they don’s haul up two thousand fich
every time they oull it indifferent luok.
And every fish will weigh from twenty to
seventy pounds. That’s the way they fish
for sturgeon out there.

“ One of those lines will reach half way
across the lake. Itis & rope an inch in
diameter. It is oarried out in the lake,
large buoys being attached to 1al intervala
to keep it on the surface. The twenty
thousand heoks, baited with pieces of meat
or fish, are lowered to the bottom of the
lake by ‘enocods’' of the proper length,
attached to the line. It takes twenty boats,
with two men in each, to look after thia
big fish line. Each boat has one thousand
hooks in ite charge. The hooks are
placed eighteen incheas apart, and to bait
all the hooks once requires not lesa than
one thousand pounds of meat. It takes the
forty men and twenty boats ten hours %o
set the line for the firat time. Alter that
the fishermen are constantly empleyed in
going to and fro over the line, hauling in
the sturgeon that have been oaught on the
heoks and rebaitiLg where it is neoeasary.

“To haul in a seveniy-pound sturgeon
from the bottom of the is an exciting
piece of work, but requires more strength
than skill, as the fish always has the hook
several inches down his throat, having
sucked the bait and all down without any
regard to consequences. There is nodanger
of losing the firh unless the snood or the
hook breaks. When the fish is hauled to
the surface a gaff, like a meat-hook, 13
thrust into the side of its head, and the
sturgeon is drawn into the boat and
knocked in the head with a mallet. The
hook ia out out of ita throat, rebaited and
thrown back into the lake.

“ The average oatoh of sturgeon is one
every ten hooks. When a boat is loaded
with all it will carry of sturgeon, the fisher-
men row back to the shore, where others
take the fish and dispose of them. The
fishermen know the partioular sections of
the line on whioh they work by the arrange-
mentof he buoys. There are placed ten
feet apart, and every 150th one 18 red.
The space between the red buoys oon-
tain one thousand hooks. The seo-
tions are numbered, and each boat
has its number cerresponding with the see-
tion it ishes. While the average oatoh is
one aturgeon to ten hooks, it is no uncom-
mon thing for the fishermen to find but one
Er t;m on an entire seotion of one thousand

m .i

* The Lake Winnebago sturgeon is highly
prized among the lumbermen and others in
the region. Ite flesh is finer and of better
flavor than the salt water sturgeon’s. The
fish sells for 6 centa a pound at retail
Large quantities are salted and smoked,

tor eale in the lumber campe."
o

An Egg te I'wenty Men.

Twenty hungry men, says the New York
Sunm, recently sat down to a meal mm)l:oud
of a miogle egg. It was an ostrio ‘
For a whole hour it was boiled, and sho
there were some misgivings a8 to its being
oooked the shell waas broken, for curiosity
could no longer be restrained, and a three-

und hard-boiled egg laid upon the plate.

ot asde from its size there was nothin
ouliar about it. It had she white an
luish tinge of duok eggs, and the yelk was
of the usual oolor. It tasted as it looked
—like a duck egg—and had no flavor
oculiar to itself. Bat it was immense |
E it takes 28 hen egga to equal in weight
the oatrioh egg whioh was oooked, it is
evident that the host knew what he was
about in ocooking only one. There waa

enough and to spare.

In Brandon the measles prevail,




