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Yestermight.

I-nnf 1 loved, in silence nursing
All the sweeln all the smart ;
Hecretly the tale earsing
Yot untold—tho' when my heart
t went forth unto the maiden
the world was winter-white,
the summer air was laden

With rich fragrance yesternighs.

Tﬁnm“w#;n lh'l;. the shedows
E?mmth ing, thro' &u meadows
8 I an P
And the love, 80 hngunﬂ.“lln.
Bn"lI in the fading lighs
or some w or token
QI requital yesternight.

Not to ear or heart uuhudini

H{ impassioned tale was told ;
Nor in vain my wistful pleading

Bought her love : a hoop of Tﬂl&t
Bet with stones wherein still linger
mll!‘nl“ of Jud's ﬁﬂ;::l“ﬁt light,

o8 now a shapely finger
That was bare bug yesternight,

i
When My Ship Comes In.

 Bummer and winter are one to me,
And the day is bright, be it storm or ehine,
For far away, o'er the sunny sea,
Bails a treasure vessel, and all is mine.
I see the ripples that fall AWAY
As she cleaves the m wl.iul before,
And nearer, nearer, .
Dn.whn the happy huurrﬂ:':n ghe’ comes to
ore.

" Bat what if ehe never comes ?"' you say,

“ 1f you never the honor, the treasure gain "
It hasmade me happier, c'l.ny h{ndq

It has eased full many an aching pain ;
It has kept the spirit from en

Has dulled the ear to the world's rude din.
Oh ! bestof blessing it's been to me

To look for the hour when my ship comes in.

P_HY_[_,LIS.

-

duthor of “Molly Bawn,’, “The Baby,” " Airy
Fairy Lilian,” sto., ete.

“ Idon'sremember anything about it ; but
mamma says it died a natural death after
one season. ' Then she married Uolonel
Going."”

 Why does Colonel Going remain away
w0 long.” .

“ Ah! why, indeed, my dear? that is a
thing nobody knows. There was no divoros,
mo formal separation, no esclandra of any
kind ; he merely put the geas between
them, and is evidensly determined on keep-
ing them there. , To me and my oousins of
my own age thé oolonel is something of a
myth ; but mamma knew him well about
six years ago, and pays he was a very faaci.

g man, and upright, but rather stern.”

* What a curionsly unpleasant story! But
didn’s people talk I”

“0O! ocourse they did; ﬂ:u{ did even
worse—they whis ; but her ladyship
took no notice, and every one had to oon-
fosa she behaved beautifully on the ocoa-
mion. Bhe gave out that her extreme
delioaoy alone (her comstitution is of liron)
prevented her accompanying him to fndil,
and ahe withdrew from society, in the very
height of the season, for two whole months.
Burely decorum oould no further go!”

“ 4#: then ?” o

" y then e reappeared, with her
beauty muoch augmented from the enforced
quiet and early hours—and with her
mother.”

“What is the mother like? One oan
hardly fanoy Blanohe with anything so
sender as a mother,”

“Iake a fairy godmother, minus the

o wand aud the energy of that famous
person. A little old Iﬂ{:ﬂh a dark face,
and eyes that would be keen and searching
but for the discipline she has undergone.
She has no opinions and no aims but what
are her daughter's ; and Blanche rules her
—aa she rules every other member of her
household—with a rod of iron.”

“ Poor old oreature! What an unhappy
age! Bo you say Marmaduke's admiration
for Blanche meant nothing? And she—
did i?ha Hkiuikﬁim r’*.d -

“ For * like,’ read *love,’ Isup " M
dearest Phyllis, have you, whnpl‘::a buai
80 long under the same roof with Blanche

Inuﬂir hear such evil tidings of her.”

to thank Bir Mark for it. Bo ended our
aoquaintance,’

“Oh, now I have the secret ; now I under-
stand why Blanche detests you so,"
exclaims Beha, her hands merrily.
“ 8o he lost his hears to you, did he? And
madame heard all about it, and waa rightl
farious? Ob, how she must have groun
her pretty white teeth in impotent rage on
disocovering how she was outdone by a sim-

o village maiden! I vow it is a tale that

flen 's mueio might adorn.”

" How absurd you are, Bebe!
E:n' to oonol | I assure you Bir

t left our neighborhood aa heart-whole
a8 when he same to ib."

“* Well, I won't dispute the point; but |
whesher it was your fault or not, when
Blanche and he met again all was changed.
His love had flown, no one knew whither.
Yor will think me a terrible scandal-
mobger,"” saya Bebe, with a smile, * but
when one hears a thiog perpetually dis-
ocussed, one feels an intereat in it at last in
spite of oneself. You look ajjocked, Phyllis.
I suppose there is no such thiog in this
quiet country as polite orime?"

1 don't know about the politeness, but
of course there is plenty of orime. For
instance, last assizes Bill Grimes, our gar.
dener's son at Bummaerleas, was transported
for ing, and eight months ago Jobhn
Haddon, the blacksmith, tired at his land- |
lord ; and it is & well-known fact that Mr.
De Vere beats his wile dreadfully every
now and then ; but there are no such ato-
ries as the one you have just told to me., 1
think it disgraceful. What ia the use of it
all? How can it end ?”

‘ Bometimes in an elopement; some.
times, a8 in Blanche's ocase, in pothing.
You must understand she is perfeotly
respectable, and that the very nicest pedple
receive her with open arms. But then

How you

none of them would be in the least su
it any morning she was missing. And,
indeed, sometimes I wish she would like |
somebody well enough to quit the country
with bim. Anything would be decenter
than these perpetual intrigues.”

“ Oh, no, Bebe ; nothing could be so bad as
that. Little aa I care for her, I hope I shall

* Phyllis, you area dear, charitable child,
and I like you—it would be impossible for
me to say how much. Do you know'"—
putting her hand on mine—*' I havealways
speered at the idea of any really sincere
attachment existing between women? Baut
pince I have known yom I bave recanted
and confessed myselt in error. It you
were my sister I oould not love you better.”

Contrasting her secretly with meek.eyed
Dora, I feel guiltily that to me Bebe is the
more congenial of the two. With my natu-
ral impulsiveness I throw my arms round
her neok and favor her with a warm kiss,

“But I am not oharitable,” goes on
Bebe, when she has returned my chaste
salute; ** and I deteast Blanche with all my
heart. There is something so sly and
sneaking about her. She would do one an
injury, if it suited her, even while acocept-
inga kindness at one's hands. Do j’ﬂl‘ll
know, Phyllis, she is still madly in love
with 8ir Mark, while I think ke is decidedly
pmitten with you 7"

My face and throat grow soarlet.

“1 hope not,” I stammer, foSlishly.

“Iam sure of it. He never s his
eyes off you, and at times my lady is abso-
lutely wild. I never noticed it so plainly
a8 thia evening ; and by the bye, ma mie"—
very gently and kindly—*“ 1 oconfess it
oocurred to me—were you flirting with
Mark—just a little ?”

“Idon't know what came over me this
evening,” I reply, petulantly; I hardly
know whast I said or did. Something was
on my mind and made my aotions false. I
don't care a bit for Mark Gore, but still I
let it feem as if I did.”

“Don’t make yoursell unhaggy by ima-
gining absurdities,” says Bebe, quietly,
apropos of nothing that I oould see, and
without looking at me ; * and take care of
Blanche; she would make a dangerous
enemy. Not that I think she could harm

ou; but sometimes her soft syeas betra

Ei to discover how imposaible it would be {nur, and she looks as if she could uhu-nrlull;

r her to love any one but Blanche Going. |,

Yetstay : I wrong her partly ; once she did

lnrza. aad ﬂ? so still, IﬁiuL." :
‘Whom do you mean ?" ask I, bendin

forward eagerly. ; :
“Have you no notion? Hows

& present in your house.”

¢ Here, in this house!” I stammer.

““ Yen. No lesa a n than Mark Gore.”
.hﬂn ; § of ﬂnﬁhl: ladyshi

8 roo or 's open hostili
fowards me ! I e, SOMERSY

arprised :
you look! You will wonder still more ﬁfﬁ ‘ﬂ:wli!ﬂ:ﬂ:;i:gw;ﬂm jealous.

when 1 tell you the hero of her romance is | yan

tab you. To me it is a little comedy, and
I enjoy it immensely. I can see she would
do anything to bring back Mark to his alle-
gl{:l:m. and for that ﬁ:poan makes love to

maduke before his eyes, in the vain
Anﬂﬂ_
glance at me—** what
poor 'Duke do but pretend to accept her

ti=~ | advanoes and be civil to her 7"

I think of the pink billet and of all the

jealousy has been at | other trifles light as air that go far to make

me believe the pretense to be a pleasant
one for 'Duke, but say nothing. He oer-

“ Any ossual observer would never | $2inlY finds it more than easy to be * civil”

think 80,”” I remark, at last, afte
lengthened pause. s
“ That ia ;nomn Mark's infatuation has

to her.
“ However, her

ins for naught,”
continues Bebe; * N %

ere is nothing so diffi-

come to an end, and he does not care to |°Uult t0 re-light as a dead love.”

renew mattere. If yon watoh him

mee what pl.rI'.i=.':||:|lm!:ir 16 Aveld
& tete-a-tele with her. And yet there was a
$ime when she had considerable influence
over him. He was a constant visitor at her

pains he takes to avoid | 9raWs in her lips

A shadow orosses her piquante face. Bhe
and bravely smothers a

nlglh. A door bangs loudly in the distanoe.
ptart to my feet.

‘* It must be later than I thought,” I say.

houee in town—pso constant that at length 1" The men seem to have tired of their

it began to be mooted about how h

entree there at all hours and nu:nl:ﬂ::

when an _intimate friend might expeot a

denial. Then people began to whisper

m. and Ihl}iﬁ :}mir Ei.le :::l:du and pli’:j'
r oolonel,’ and wateh e

Ao poo % . agerly for

“ Why did her mother not interfere 7"

tly drilled old lady
It would

cigars. Good night, dear Bebe.”

“ Good-night,” she murmure, and with a
hurried embrace we part.

1 gain the oorridor, down one long side of
whioh I must pass to get to my own room.
Fanoying, when half-way, that I hear a
noise behind me, I stop to glanoce back and
ascertain the oause; but no oapped or fri-

- ulr[t’ ear, have I notalready told you what | 8etted head pushes itaelf out of any door to
& perfeo a8 the mother ? | Mark my doings. Bome one of the indes-
as much as her life is worth to | °Fibable noises belonging to the night had

interlere in any ol her daughter's ArTange- misled me.

ments. My lady ocould not exist withous a
L think 16 G0y right abomin
' n own o
I, with much warmth, gl
Bebe looks amused.

Reassured, I turn again—to find myself
face to face with Mark Gore.

He is three yards distant from me. His
face wears a surprised and somewhat
amused expression, that quickly changes to

“BodoI. Buat what will you? And in |one deeper, as his eyes travel all over my

spite of all our though
went unceasingly. Wherever
» 80-did her shadow ; at every ball
be v? in close aittendanoce ; until, the sea-
®mon
abroad for two months, and
ilw::il'? this part of the world. To 'Duke,
“ "
“No; if you mean the summer bef
1aat, ho stayed with the Lealies.” I admis,

somewhat unwillingly. “ I met him sev. | well

eral times.”

to a olose, Blanch my behavior during
Hu.k :::: especially unfortunate is this enocounter.

ts Mark oame and | Pretty gown, my slippers, and my dicor-
Madame | dered hair.

Naturally I am ocovered with confusion,
and, having had time to feel ashamed of
the evening, feel how

‘“ Do you often indulge in midnight ram-
h}n 7" he naks, gayly, stopping in front
of me.

" No,” I return as unoonocernedly as I

oan, oonsideri urbation ;
“ but to-night Miss E‘ﬁiﬁ EPI found so

* What | you knew him, then, before your | much to say about our friends thas we forgot

?" oriea Bebe, with

“ Yory slightly. Onoe
with the Lealies, and when he returned to

surprise.

Sown he sent me an exqusibe little volume | which I am constrained to
oate atbention on | make a movement to

of Tennyson ; whioh d

the hour. Don't let me detain you, Bir

or twioe he oalled | Mark. Good-nighs.”

“ Good-night,” holding out his hand, into
put mine. Asl
go ou, he detains me

hia part 8o enraged paps, that he made me | for & moment $o say, quietly, "' I naver saw

seburn the book, and forbade

my writing | you before with your

r down. You

prised | to bring the oolor to my brow.

CHAFTER XXV

Drip, drip, drip. Patter, patter,
roaiars 4 Dol U taintets e Shonet | Lo it doss” rais to be ware 1 fy cou
; tinues g & presen ere
merely seeking information ; and, though .
the ﬂl,ﬂull']" is openly apparent, it is not of ;uILbE = L::? little rain left in the clouds
;:ﬂfm“'_:‘h';mwrm:' end. Bull, I feel|™ . yu54 12 o'clook,” says Mr, Thoraton,
“ Fanoy any one g tually | "it8 & mood
robed in the same hue!"” I say, snubbily ;
“ like the ‘ woman in white,’ or the ‘dark|
girl dreased in blue I'" . . |all day.”
“ You remind me of Buchanans' words, « More superstition,” replies Miss Bea.

goes on Bir Mark, not taking the slightest toun, rising to flatten her prets

notice of my tone. ‘Do you remember | .. ingt the window-pane, in the vain hope
them ? of Iult:ﬂug a glimpse ::I! the hl:: sky.
t enextday;and,aswehavearr
My Elﬂi ru golden yellow, and it floated to my Itu dh e lhﬂnl-{' [AVGIBR WA NATS ASTANMS
My eyes were like two harebells bathed in litile | ;myjles from us, the rain is a disappointment
drope of dew. Ee;puniluy to me, as I have never seen a
“ My bair golden yellow!" exolaim I, | FiDK. :
“nﬂ,_gim,,_ “ Who ,mnld oall it 80o? It ‘““1 bardly thiok that you will see one

make one lose faith in coiffeurs. And why
do you not oftener wear blue 1"

¥y DOse}'Well P said he.

ton was over in Dablin at the time, and
went down there to back a horse he knew

tor. something about. A rather safe thing it

was, il tly done by ; and, knowiog the
jouh{. who was & devoted adherent of his
own, he went up %0 him on the course, to
know il he might put his money on with
any ohanoe suoccess. ‘' Wait awhile

y sigh, as he pulls out his|nfisiher H,,' says his ingenious triend,turn-
waloh for the twentieth time. “ Wo are|ing 'y straw in his mouth with muoh delibe.

ly done for if it keeps on five T
utes longer, as rain at 12 means rain E“t:ﬂ‘n;;unug‘mi: mﬂ“m'“m"ﬂin

tes Hamilton, seeing him e o
u ' n he '
dressed and mounted, went to him .
* Wait yet another little
bis, Misther H., says this imperturbable

ntleman ; ‘the instruotions ain't final,

| Meet me in five minutes at the post,’ indi-

oatiog & oertain spot. Bo Hamilton met
him there, and for the third time he asked
him im?ﬁunﬂy if he meant winning, ‘I
do, Misther H.,' says he, in a mysterious
whisper, * if the reins break I'"

is distinotly brown. I ocannot say you |to-day,” says Bir Mark, turning to me with
strike me as being partioulurly happy in the | & smile,
suitability of your quotaticns.”
All this time he has not let go
He has either forgo
pleases him to retain it; and, as we have |8re. When in Paris, and passing through
moved several ateps apart, and are at least | Liondon, I wonder you had not the curiosity
halt & yard asunder, our tions would | to go and spend a few hours at one. Mar-
suggest 1o & casual observer that Sir Mark | madduke, how very neglectful ot you not to
is endeavoring to keep me. get Mrs. Oarriogton into Prince's "

Rasing my head suddenly at thisjono-| * Prinoce's is no lopger the fashion,”

my hand, | one, dear Mrs, Carrington,” says Blanohe

| ture, I see Marmaduke coming ‘slowly up | repliea Marmaduke, ourtly. He is sitting

the staira. Our eyes meet; I blush scar- | rather apart from the restof us, and is
lat, and, with my usual oclear common | looking gloomy and ill-tempered. He and
sense, drag my hand in & marked and guilty | I bave exchanged no words since our last
manner out of my mmpmlun"‘ Onoe lklrmlﬂh—_hl"ﬂ oot even gone through the
more I stammer, * Good-nighs,” very awk- | form of wishing each other a good-day.
wardly, and make a dart towards my own | ** It is getting worse and worse,” declarea
room, while Bir Mark, totally unaware of | Chips, from his standing:point at the win.
the real cause of my confusion, goes on his | dow, where he has joined Miss Beatoun.
way, conoeitedly convinoed that the fascina- | ' It is always darkest before dawn,” says
tion of his manner has alone been sufficient | that young lady, with dauntleas courage.

“ Bo they say,” murmurs Lord Chandos,
Inside my door I literally stamp my feet | catching ber eye. :
with vexation. * Could anything be more| * Poor Thornton!"” says Bir Mark, with
provokiog? What a nuisance that Bir |deep sympatby; "I don’t wonder at your
Mark is, with his meaninglers ocompli- | depression—such a chance thrown away;
menta! I have no patience mith men who |and you always look 8o nice on wheels.
are forever cropping up just when they are | Our friend Thornton, Mra. Carrington, is
least wanted." : impressed with the belief, and very justly

“ Do you know how late it ia 2" says Mar- |80, that he is an unusually fascinating
maduke, coming in from hia dressing-room, | ekater.’
with an ominous frowa in his blue eyes. “ Quite 80,” returns Chips, ironically.
“Yes; I was thinking what » scanda.|' I Wonder what you would all do it

3 ou hadn't me to laugh at? You ought to
E:::En:haf ugt;‘ﬂf' Eln:g:;i‘:a? ::ﬂm; ove me, I come in 80 handy at times and
it out, and meanly tryiog to make my own ﬂi&" o ey opportunities of showing
cause better by throwing some blame on |%% H‘ rilliauoy of your wit.
M. @ grows sarcastio,” murmurs Bir

b . Mark. ' This weather, inatead of dampin
huu:l-::;t'l‘ph‘ you were in bed at least an Mo aa 10 Weald oo x Sl murﬂhﬁ

“ Well, you thought wrong. I had some- has the effeot of developing his hidden

thing partioular to say to Bebe and went Wﬂ"“'" 2

to her room. That qull.jrad me. We Lot us forget the weather,” says Bebe,
neither of us had guessed how the time had brightly, turning from the contemplation
run away until we heard the study-door |°f it to Binkinto & seat by the fire, * and
olose, or the smoking-room, or wherever | then perhaps it will olear. After makin

. up our minds to go to Warminster an
E::id::tr:ﬁr'gammg ouk X ey B Boek, vﬂ.it & rink, and dine at a hotel and drive
Though my tone is defiant, T still feel I | BOme again in the dark and have a general
am exousing. mysel!, and this does - nos | ®Pree: I confess, the not being able to do
sweeten my temper. anything has rather Bﬂi me out.”

s " We are all assembled in the library, it

u%hh; ;:gzuﬂf;iuil.:: ‘tﬂﬂ?u:ne. Mar. being the least doleful room in the house
maduke " on a wet dl{'y

‘“] am not aware I am using any parti- ‘* By the bye, Th“"ﬂh‘]’: you used to be a
oular tone. But I admit I most strongly | Kt6at man on the turl,” presently says
objeot to your going up and dowa the oor. | Sif Mark, addressing Chips, apropos

- something that has gone before. OChips,
ot poacdialinanbs salleet bed £ lounging in a chair beside Miss Bea.

“ You mean you dis ve of my meet- | ¥0uD, his whole round boyish face one cheru-
ing Bir Mark Gore, I :uptﬁ? not help that. hiuﬂnmﬂa. looks up inquiringly. ** Mastera
It happened unfortunately, I allow ; but | ¥0!d me you were quite an autherity.
when the man stopped me to bid a civil] * Oh, notat all,” returns Mr. Thornwn,

ood-night, I could not bring myself to pass | modestly ; * 1 don't pretend to anything.
imas though he were an assassin ora mid- Iﬂli'igr myself I know a likely animal when
night marauder. Of course I anawerd him | I ee it—nothing more.”
politely. I oan see nothing improper in| * I always thought you infynded making
that, to make you scowl as you are sdowling | yoor fortune in that line,” continues Bir
now." Mark, lazmly. * The laat time I met you,

“ I am npos talking of impropriety,” says | in the spring, you were radiant in the
'Duke, very haughtily. *‘It is impossible I | possession of so many more hundreds than
should conneot such a word with your cen- | you ever hoped to obtain.”
duot. Were I obliged to do eo, the same | * Oh, Mr. Thornton, is it possible you go
roof would not cover us boith for half an |in for betting?' murmurs Bebe, with a
hour longer ; he assured of that.” glance enchansingly reproachful. * I had

I laugh wickedly. placed you on such a high pinnacle in my

* Which of us would go ?” I ask. ** Would | eatimation, and now what am I to think ? I
you turn me out? Wait a little longer, | feel so disappointed.”
until the froat and snow are on the ground;| “ Don't,” entreats sentimentally.
then you ocan do it with effect. The tale | ** If you begin to think badly of me, Ish
would be wanting in intereat unless I per- | 40 someéthing desperate. Besides, I really
ished before morning 1o a snow drifs. And ﬂﬂl{j put on & mere trifie now and then;
all because I nroaw:{ & oorridor at midnight | nothing at all to mignify; wouldn's ruin a
in & blue dressing-gown. Poor gown! who | man if he were at it forgver. You should
would guess that there was g0 much mis. |see how some fellows bet. Don’s you
chief in you? Bir Mark said it was a very | know——" .
pretty dressing-gown.” “Did you do ‘well- labt Asocot?” asks

I sink my hands in the pockets of the | Chandos,in a tone that is meant to be
luckless gown and look up as 'Duke with a | genial.

“now then |"” expression on my face. He] ' Well, no; not quite so well aa I might
ia a8 black a8 night with rage. Btandiog | wish,” with a faint blush. * Faot is, 1
opposite to him, even in my high-heeled | rather over did it—risked my little all upon
shoes, I want quite an inch of being as tall | the die—and lost."”

a8 his shoulder, yet I defy him as ocoolly as| ‘' SBhowing how natural talent has no
though he were the pigmy and I the giant. | chanoce againat the whima -of flokle fortune.

“ I don’t in the least want to know what | Eiven the very knowing ones, you see, Mrs,
Gore said or did not say to you,” eays he, Gnrringtun, have to knook under some-
in a low, suppr voioe ; ** keep suoh | timee,"” says Bir Mark.
information to yoursell. But I forbid you| * How waait?" I ask Chips, with asmile.
to go into Bebe's room another night so] * Oh! it was a beastly shame,” responds
late.” : that young man. * The horse would have

“ Forbid me, indeed !" ory I, indignantly. | won in & walk if he had got fair play. I
““ And have I nothing to forbid ?" (Here I | was the most outrageous transaoction alto-
think of the oocked'hat note.) * You may |dether. If the rider had gone atraight,
do as you like, I suppose? You cannot err ; | there was not an animal in the running
while I am to be soolded and ill-treated | could have beaten him. It was the cleareat
because I say good.night to a friend. I Jcase of pulling you ever saw.”
never heard anything sounjust ; and Iwon't| Lady Blanche laughs softly.
be forbidden ; so there !" “Inever knew au unsuoccessful betior

“ It strikes me it must have been a very | who didn's say that,”” she says. "1 was
‘ oivil ' good-nighs, to necessitate his holding | waiting to hear you. Each man believes

our hand for such a length of time, and to | the horse he fancies would have won enly
ring a blush to your cheeks.” for something. They would die rather

It was not Bir Mark made me blush.” | than confess themselves ignorans.”

“No? Who, then?" “ But I always thought everything was

“ You," This remark is as unwise as it | faic and above board on a race-oourse,”
is true—a discovery I make & moment | observes Harriet.
later. Thornton roars, :

“ Why ?” asks 'Duke, sternly. * What] ‘‘ Lady Handoock, you are the most
was there in the unexpeoted presence of | charitable woman alive,” he ories, nl{ll.'f;

our husband to bring the blood to your|' but I fear in this instunce your faith in
aoe ? I had no idea I waa suoch a bugbear. | the goodness of humanity goes too far.
It looks very muoh as though you were | met Hamilton the other day,and he tola
ashamed of yourself."” me & oapitai atory apropos of racing honor.

“ Well, then, yes—I was ashamed of | You know Hamilton, Chandos ?"
myself,” I oonfess, with vehemen& petu-
lanoa, mping the ground with my foot. | with fair beard ?"
‘1 was amed of being caught out there

‘“*Beems 80 odd you never having seen | )oat faith

We all laugh heartily, aud Bebe, while
deolaring the :mdndﬂidnm. vows ahe has
in mankind for evermore.

“1I have not,” stoutly maintains Harriet.

tten to do Bo, or else it | Going, '“*“iyl; ''80 universal as they now | « Of gourse, there must be exoceptions, but

1 believe there ia a great deal of goodness
among us all in spite of popular opinion.
Why do you look so supercilious, Marma-
duke? Don't you agree with me ?"

‘** No, I do nos," replies 'Duke, promptly.
‘ I think there is very little real goodness
going. Takiog the general mass, I believe
Lham tuthﬁlﬂ i.:]nih bl‘:,g ﬂttlmm, there

a great de training, and some appear
better than others, simply because they are
afraid of being found out. That is the
principal sin in this life. I don't deny
that here and there one finds two or three
whose nature is ed with the divine;

these reach nearer the heavens, and are the
uuﬁﬂnnn that prove my rule.”
‘“* My dear 'Duke, how shockingly unchar-

itable I" says his sister, slowly; while I,
gazing on my husband with open-eyed
amazsment, wonder vaguely if last t's
disturbance has cocasioned this nutbreak.
‘It is uncharitable always to speak the

truth,” 8 'Duke, with a faint sneer.
“You asked me my opinion, and I gave it.
Are you uainted with any beautiful

charaoters, ? I oonfoes I know none.
Belfishness is our predominant quality ;
and many cf tltm; mnﬂlnddnlim‘nu: onea
among us are those most dee i -
nlhdswith this vice. They ﬂ{hﬂhr:fr
religion through fear, not love, because they
dread oconsequences, and objeot to being
uncomfortable hereafter, 80 do what their
| hearts loathe through mere selfish terror.”
“ 1 bad no ides that you oould be so elo-
uent,” laughs Lady Blanche, mockingly,
m her low seat. ‘* Pray, go on, Marma.
duke ; I could listen to you forever. You
are positively refreshing after so much.

amiability.”

(To be continued.)

—-

THOSE DEAD FISH.

—

Whnat an American Auntherity has te Bay
Abeut Them.

An American newspaper, professing to
know all about it, says that tEa dﬂpﬂghh
recently sent from Oitawa stating that
“the dead fish now floating in Lake
Ontario are young shad hatched at Beth

of | Green’s fish breeding establishment near

Roochester,” is all a mistake. The paper
says: ‘' Mr. Green has not hatched any
knhmi at his breeding establishment in
Caledonia, not far from Roohester. He
hatohes mnothiog there but whitefish,
salmon and brook trout. The shad whioch
he hatohed at Castleton, near Catakill
Landing, were all turned into the Hudson
River. The only shad hatohed by the New
York Fish Commission beside thesv were
80,000 at Cold Springs, Liong Island, which
were turned into the Bmithton River. The
Canadian Fisheries Department is, no
doubt, mistaken about the fish. We
should not be surprised if they were fresh
water herriog, which are indigenous to the
greas lakes, and somewhat resemble young
shad. Two years ago vessels ooming into
New York told of sailing through miles
-and milea of dead fish. Bome sailors oalled
them salmon, some shad and some trous.
Fioally, & couple of skippers bad sense
enough to briog a few of them ashore, and
they were found to be filefish. It was
estimated then that a mass of dead fish
was floating at sea about 20 milea long and
16 miles wide. No reason was ever found
for thia great mortality. No reason was
explained, and equally unexplainable is
| ‘phenomenon on Lake Ontario.”

Wiggine' Dark Meon Theery.

Mr. Richard A. Proctor, the astronomer,
sita down uwlﬁulg on Wiggins' * new
moon "’ ty. e says ‘it is & mis-
take to notice seriously the preposterous
notions of such paradoxiets as Wiggins,
| Hampden, Grimmer, Parallax, et hoe genus
omne. Where they are in earnest, argu-
| ment with them is like argument with a 5-
Lm-old ohild ; where they only pretend to

lieve the nonrensical mnotions they
advance they will pretend as readily that
they can see no foroe in argument for their
edifioation. Tosay the truth, such men do
very little harm. Those alone are dis-
turbed by them who were idiotio to begin
with ; and it is rather useful than other-
wise to get these sifted out in some such
way, 80 that they may be recognized for:
what they are.”,

Jeomped Mewn her Threat.

A bad oat caught & mouse upon a lawn,.
and let it Fo again in ber oruel way, in
order to play withit; when the mouse,
inspired by despair, and seeing only one
hole Emihl to escape into, namely, the
round, red throat ‘the oat, very viaible
through her open mouth, took a bold spring
into her jaws, just esoaping between her
teeth, and st ed and stuffed himeelf
into her throat, with the result that the

1 | oat was auffooated.

-

The most influential man in Dodge City,
Ks., is said to be Batt Matterson, who has

“ Yes, I think so—middle.sized man, | killed thirty-two persons, acoording to

common fame, and is spoken of as a *'po-

““ What a vivid desoription I” murmurs | cialable, good feliow, when he isn't orossed.”

en dishabille, it you want to know. And | Miss Beatoun, demurely. ‘*One 8o seldom| A oar londed with marble on the Housa-

now, that you have made me acknowledge

my orime, I really do wish you would go] Ohandos

sees A middle.sized man, with a fair beard I"' | gonio R. R. broke down near Wall vill

glanced at her quiockly, rather | Mass,, yesterday morning, wreoki .l‘h.I
baok to your own room, Marmaduke,|smused, I thiok, by her impertinence ; but whulu'triin. :B.riknmm su Y

nes waa killed,

because you are in an awful um:r. “;d..:, hn; lij'lll '?u innoocently fized on Thornton, | and an unknown man, who was stealing
WwWoo ia @

ride, had his leg oab off.
the Poorhouse at Boantou, Pa., saturated

ed & matoh. Bhe l'li

dn:ﬂ b;ing uruu-ut:.minnd and o dl:&:lllir fngn his ltnryé“ Mack,

tas ] ton times worse than “Go .on ornton,” saya

wnd moreBigrsesble™ | e | el e e, it v e Forbonas wt Bekaon: T airaied
An instant later, and he bas slammed | learn wha ell your friend Ham i

the door between ui.ma Isee him no more| ' It was at Fairy Honse races, Inat year," h':h:h:r' with kerosens on Tasada

thad night. begine Chips, nothing daunted. "Jltlll- surned $0




