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CHAPTER XXVIIL —(coxnxoup,)

““ Pooh !” Hugh answered, in one of his
heroically sangulns meods, as he sat in ahe
dinlugreom wish bla back # the window
and the bated peplar, amd hia face %o she
g:uund- plans and ostlmares apon the table

fore hima, ** | moean bte go up %o sown for
the season always, and se ap my jour-
naliswic u-nu-ulr-n in a general way; and in
time, ne deubs, I ahall begla te ges werk at
the bar alae. 1 shall make friends asaiducus-
ly with what a playful phrese sbsurdly

escribes as *‘ the lewer branch ef the pre-
fesmion.” 1 shall talk wy nioest to every
dull selisibor | mees anywhere, and dv my
politest e the dull uflulhr'l swuphd wife
and plain daughters. I'll fetoh them lces
at other pesples 4% Homes, and shower on
them tickets for all the private views we
don’t care about, and all the firay nights at
uninterestiog theaires. That's the way 1o
advance in tbhe procesalon. Seoner or later,
['ll ges on at the bar, Meanwhile, aa the
estate’s fortunately unsacumbered, and
there's none of that preclous nonsemse about
entail, or remainders, or settlements, or eo
forth, we can raise the immediate cash for
our present need on shors mortgagoesa.”

““1 nate the very nams of mortgages,”
Winifred cried impatlently. * They suggest
brokers’ men and bailiffe, and bankruptey
and beggary.”

“ And everything else that begine with a
B,"” Hugh continued, smiling a placid smile
to himself, and vaguely reminiscent of ** Alice
in Wonderland.,” ** Why with a B " Alice
said musingly.—** Why npot?" said the
March Hare.—Alice was silent,—** Now,
for my own part, I confess, on the con-
tarary, Winifred, to a certain sentimentl
liking for the mortgage as such, viewed in
the abstract. It's a document intimately
connected with the landed interest and the
feudal classes ; it savours to my mind of
broad estates and haughty aristocrats, and
lordly rent-rclla and a baronial ancestry.
I will admit that [ should feel a peculiar
pride in my connection with Whitestrand
tf I felt I had got it really with a mortgage
on it, How proud a moment, to be seized
of a mortgage! The poor, the abject, the
lowly, and the landless don’t go in heavily
for the luxury of mortgages. They pawn
their watch, or raise a precarious shilling
or two upon the temporary security of
Sunday suits, kitchen ciocks, and second-
hand flat-irons. But a mortgage is an
eminently gentlemanly form of impzcun-
iosity. ltikn gout and the lord-lientenancy
of your shire, it's iocidental to birth and
greatness. — Upon my word, I'm not really
certain, Winnie, now I come to tkink upon
it, that a gentleman'’s house is ever quite

mplete without a History of Eogland, a
billiard table, and a mortgage. Unencum-
bered estates suggest Brummagem : they
bespeak the vulgar aflluence of the noureau
riche, who keeps untold gold lying idle at
his bankers on purposs to spite the political
eccnomiats. But a loan of a few thousands,
investod with all the glamour of depoaited
title deeds, fore-closing, engrossed parch-
ment, and an extremely beautiful and elabo-
rate specimen of thas charming dialect,
conveyancers’ KEoglish, carries with it an
air of antique reapectability and county im-
portance that I should be loth to forego,
even if I happened to have the cash in hand
otherwiso available, for carrying out the
necessary improvements,”

‘“ But how ahall we ever pay it back ?”
:i't"infrad ssked, with native feminine cau-

on,

Hugh waved his hands expansively open,
When he went in for the sanguine, he did
it thoroughly. *‘One thing at a time, my
child,” he murmured low, ** First borrow ;
then set your wita to work to look around
for a means of repayment.—In the desk at
home in London this very moment lies an
immortal epic, worth ten thousand pounds
if it's worth a penny, and cheap at the
price to a -isceroing purchaser, Ormuz
and Ind are perfect Eaat Ends to it. It
teems with Golcondas and Big Bonanzas, In
timetheslow world would moestsurely discover
that this Eaxglandofourastill encloses . great
live pvet. The blind and battling must
open their eyes and look at last piacidly

about them. They'll then be glad to buy
fifty editions of that divine strain, varying
in character frem the large paper edition de
luxe in antique vellum at ten guineas—five
hundred numbered copies ocly printed, and
issued to subscribers n conditions which
may be learnt on application at all libraries
—to the school selection at popular prices,
intended to familiarise the ingenuous youth
of this nation with the choicest thoughts of
a distingnished and high-minded living au-
thor.—Winnie, 1'm tired to death of hear-
ing E:u say when I'm introduced to them:
“Oh, Mr Massinger, I've wanted to ask,
are you descended from the poet Massinger?”
I mean the time to arrive before long when
I can answer them plainly with a bold face:
““No, my dear zir, no madam, I am not;
but I am the poet Massinger, if you care
to be told so.”"—\When that time comes,
we'll pay off the mortages and bnuild
a castle—in Spain or eliewhere—with
the balance cf our fortune, Meanwhile, we
have always the satisfaction of knowing
that nnthin%un earth could be more correct
or squirearchical in its way than a genuine
mor

““1I'm not so eure as I once was, Hagh,
that you'll ever make much out of your kind
of poetry,”

** Of course not, my child ; because now I
happen to be only your husband, A prophet,
we know on the best authority, is not with-
out honor, et cetera, et cetera. But I mean
to make my mark yet for all that ; ay, and
to make money out of it, too, into the bar-

ain,”
. So, in the end, Winifred's objeotions
were overruled—since this was not a
matter upon which that young lady
felt strongly—and the money for *im-
proving and developing the eatate " having
been duly raised by the aid, assistance, in-
strumentality, or mediation of that fine
specimen of conveyancers’' English aforesaid,
to which Hugh had so touchingly and pro-
fessionally alluded, a fashionable architect
was invited down from town at omce to in
gpect the Hall and to draw up plans for its
renovation as a residential mansion of the

most modern pattern.

The fashionable architect, after his kin®,
performed his work well—and expenaively,
He spared Limself no pains and Hagh no
money on rendering the Hall a perfect ex-
ample on a amall soale of the beat Elisabeth-
an domestic architeotnre, He destroyed

L}

rathlesaly and ropaired lavishly, He pu
' mullions % she windews and plilars to the
perch, aud monlled coillmgs to the chief
| reception-reeoms, and eaken baluatimdes
1o elther side cf the wide o!'d ramlling
Tudor wbairease. e rebullt whatever
Ipigo had defaced, amd pulled dows
whatever of vile and shapeless Gsorgias
ceutraciors had swlidly added. o ** re-
stored”’ the bulldiag to what i1t had never
before bsen : & fise squad ol fashioned
country manslon of the lew wind-swe

Ewt Apglian type, « Heuse Beantifu!

everywhwe, withoud and within, and as
unlike as possible to the dingy Hall saat
Hugh M er had seon amd mentall
discountenanced on the eccasien of his firmt
visit to Whiteawrand. **Yeu give an archi-
tect money ensugh,’ suys Colenel Hlas Lap-
ham in tle greatest romance—bar sne—in
the Eoglish language, *‘ and he'll build yeu
a fine house every tima,” Hnagh Massinger
ave his archilect money eneugh, er at
east credit ensugh—which cemea at firss te
the same thing - and he got a fise house, as
far as the means as hifj dlapseal want, o
that ui# corner v flav sandy waste as for-
saken \Whiteatrand,

When the buildidg was done aud the pa
pering tinished, they set abous the furnish-
ing proper. And here, Winifred's taste
began to clash with Hugh's ; for every woman,
though she may eschew ground.plans, eleva
tiony, and estimates, has at least distinct
ideas of her own on the impersans question
of internal decoration. The new Squire was
all for oriental hangings, Turkey oarp-ts,
Indian durrees, and Persian tiling. But
Mrs Massinger would have none of ‘these
heathenish gewgaws, sho salemnly declared ;
her tustea by no means took a Saracenic
turn. Mr Hatherley and the Cheyne Row
men would make fun of her, and call her
housa Liberty Hall, if she farnished it
throughout with such Mussulman ab-
surdities, For her own part, she re-
nounced Laberty and all his works: she
eschewed everything east ot longitude
thicty degrees : inlaid  coffee-tables
were an abomination in her eyes ; pierced
Arabic lamnps roused no latent enthusiasm :
the only real thing in decoration was Mor-
ris : and on Morris she pinned her faith un-
regervedly. She would be utterly utter.
She had a Morris carpet and Morris cur-
taine ; white ivory paint adorned her lop-
sided overmantzals, aod red Do Morgan ware
with opalescent hues ranged in long straight
rows upon her pigeon-nole cabinets. To
Hugh's poetical mind this was all too
plaguy modern; out of keeping, he
thought, with the wide caken staircase and
the panctilions Etizabethanism of the
eminent architect's facade and ceilings.
Winifred, however, laughed his marital re-
monstrances to utter scorn. She hated an
upholaterer's house, she said, all furnished
alike from end to end with servile adher-
ence t)» historical correctness. Sach puri-
tanical purism was meant for slaves. Why
pretend to be living in Elizabethan Eag-
land or Louis Quioz: France, when we're
really vegetating, as we all know, in the
marshy wilds of nineteenth century Suffolk ?
Let your house reflect your own eclecticism
—a very good phrase, picked up from a
modish handbook of domestiz decoration.
She liked a little individuality and lawlesa-
ness of purpose. *' Your views, you know,
Hugh,” she cried with the ex cathedra con-
viction of A woman laying down the law in
her own household, **are just the least little
bit in the world padantic: You and your
architect want a atiff musenum of E'izabathan
art. It may be silly ¢f me, but I prefer
myse f a house to live in,”

“ ¢ The drawing-room does look so per-
fectly lovely,” you remember,” Hugh
quoted quietly trom her own old let-
tera. ' *We've done it up exactly as
you recommended, with the ssge-green
lush for the old mantel piece, and a red
np]mnezu table in the dark corner; and I
really think, now I see the eff:ct, your
tuste’s simply exquisite. Bat then, you
know, what elge can you expect from a dis-
tinguished post ! You always do everything
beautifully I’ Can you recollect, Mrs. Mas-
ginger, down the dim aby:s of twelve or
eighteen months, who wrote those toucning
words, and to whom she addresaed them ™

“ Ah, that was all very fine then,” Wini-
fred answerel with a pout, arranging Hugh's
Sateuma jars with Japanesque irregularity
on the dining room overmancel. ** But you
see that was before I'd boen about much in
London, and mnoticed how other people
emarten up cheir rooms, and formed my own
tasto in the matier of decoration, was
then in the frankly unsophisticated atate. I'd
studied no models. I'd never seen anything
beautifal to judge by."

“‘You were then Miss Meysey,” her hus-
band answered, with a distantly cold inflec.
tion of voice. *‘ You're now Mra Hugh de
Carteret Massinger. It's that taat makes
all the difference, yon know. The reason
there are so many discordant marriages,
pays Dean Swift, with more truth than
politeness, is becaunse young women are so
much more occupied in weaving nets than in

““] never wove nets for you,” Winifred
cried angrily.

““ Nor made ocages oither, it seems”
Hugh answered with provoking calmness,
as he sauntered off by himself, cigar in hand,
into the new smoking-room,

Their intercourse nowadays generally
ended in esuch little amenities, They were
heglnninﬁ to conjugate with alarming fre-
quency that verb to nag, which often suc.
ceeds in becoming at last the domioant
part of speech in conjugal conversation,

Oae portion of the house at least, Hugh
suc ed in remodelling entirely to his own
taste, and that was the bedroom which had
once been Elsie's. By throwing out a large
round bay window, mullioned and decorat-
od out of all recognition, and by papering,
painting, and refurnishing thronghout with:
ostentations novelty of design and detail,
he so completely altered the appearance of
that hateful room that he could hardly know
it again himself for the same original square
chamber, Moreover, that he might never per-
gonally have to enter it, he turned it into
the Married Guest's Bedroom, Thero waa/
the Prophet's chamber on the Wall for the'
bachelor visitors—a pretty little +itic under
the low eaves, furnished, like tl.. Shunam-
mite's, with ‘a bed,’ and a t. le, and a
stool, and a oandleatick ;' and ‘here was
the Maiden’'s Bower on the first floor, for

making cages."” ;

e ——

was the I} ue Room for the prospective heir,
whenever thasy bhypothetfoal youny gentle-
man from ts unknown precesded to
realtss himaslf in actual hamanisy ; se Huzh
veavured to erect the remodalled chamber
nexs to hils own lnto a Married Guest R om,
whers hs himeell nead never go %0 vex his
sou! with auhely reminiscences., \When he
eonld losk np as the Hall with a bold face
fromn the graes plot fa front, and seo no
longer that detested e window with
the wistaria lostesning imel! s0 luxuriansly
round the corners, hefels he migns really
perhape afver all live ay Whisestrand, Fox
the wassaria, tee, thay grand old climber,
with iw thlok svem, was ruthlessly sacri
icod; and ln i place on she left of the
perch, llugh planted a fast-growing new
tangled Ampelopsis, warranted quickly to
drape and manWe she raw stons surfaces,
and sslll farsher motanporphose the froot
of the Hall from whas is had once been—
when dead Kisie lival wbere. Al was

Y | changed, witheus aad withia. The Hall

[ ]

fis for a gentleman to dwell

Ouly one eyesere still remained to grieve
and annoy him. The Whisestrand poplar
yed faeed and ocenfrenved him wherever
be looked. It tursed him sick, 1t poisoo-
ed Suffelk for bim. The poplar must
gel He oould never endure is. Life
wowld indeed be a living death, in sight
for ever of that deteated grinning memor-
al, Furit grinned av him often from the
guarled and hollow trunk. A haman face
seawed to laugh ous upen him from its ehape
leas boles-—a humsn fave, fiendish in its joy,
with a carbuncled nose aad grinning mouth,
Ho bated to see iy, it prinned so hideoutly
So he set his wiw o work to devise a way
for getting rid of the poplar, roo t aud
fnr:;mh, without nanecessarilly angeriog Wini-
-r L]

CHAPTER XXVIIL. —REHEARSAL,

Meanwhile, whea ths hous}was all finished
and deoorated throughcut, Hugh turned hia
thought: once more, on lawne intent, to his
great forthcoming volums of verses, Since
hemarried Winifred, he had publishel littla,
eschewing journalism and such small tasks
a3 unworthy the digoity of accomplish-
ed rquiredom; but he had been work-
ing hard from time to time a% polishing
aud repolishing his magnum opus, A Life's
Philosophy—n lengthy poem in a metre of
his own more or less novel, and embadying
a number of moral recflections, more or leas
trite, on the youth, adolescence, maturity,
and decrepitude of the human subject,
It exactly suited Mce. Matthew Arnold's
well-known definition, being, in fact, an
exhaustive oriticism of life, a8 Hugh Mas-
einger himself had found iv. He meant to
print it in time for the antumn beok-eeason,
It was the greatstake of his life, and he was
copfident of success, He had worked it up
with coaseless toil to what seemed w
himself the highest possible pitch of
artistic handicraft ; and he rolled his own
souorous rhymes over and over again with
infinite satisfaction upon his literary palate,
pronounciug them all, on impartial survay,
of most excellent flavour. Nothing in life,
indeed, can be more deceptive than the poot-
aster's coufidencein his own productions.
He mistakea familiarity for smoothness of
ring, and a practised hand for genius and
originality. It is his favwe always to fi nd
his own lines abeolutely perfect; in which
cheerful personal creed the ress of the world
mostly fails altogether to agree with him.

In such a self-congratalatory and hopeful
mood, Hugh sat one morning in the new
drawing-room holding a quire uf cloaely writ-
ten sermon- paper stitched together in his
hand, and gazwg affectionately with par-
ental pride at his last-born Starzws. Wini-
fred had only returned yesterday from a
shoppingexpeditionup totownand was idling
away a day in reat and repair after her un.
wanted exsrtion among the crowded baziars
of the modern dad. So Hugh leaned
back in his chair at his ease, and, seized with
the sudden thirst for an audience, began to
pour [orth in her ear in his rotund manner
the final finished Introductory prelude to his
Lafe's Philosophy. His wife, propped up on
the piliows of the sofa and lolling careleesly,
listened and smiled as he read and read,
with somewhat sceptical though polite in.
difference,

‘*“ Let me seo, where had I got to ?" Hugh
went on once, after her frequent and trying
critical interruptions. ¢ You put me out
so, Winnie, with your constant fault-findiog!
I can’t recollect how far I'd read to you.”

‘“¢ Begotten inawares:' " now go ahead,”
Winifred answered carclessly—as though it
were some other fellow's poems he had been
pouring torth to her,

*¢*Or bastard offspring of unconscious na-
tare, Be%nttau unawares,’ ’ Hugh repeated
pompously, looking back with a loving eye
at his much-admired manuscript. ** Now
listen to the nex: good bit, Winiired ; it's
réally impressive, —

XXXII,

When chaos elowly seton sun or planet,
And molten masses hardened into earth :
When primal force wronght out on sea and

granite
The wondrous miracle of living hirth ;
Did mightier Mind, in clouds or glory hid-

den,
Breathe power through its limba to feel
and know,
Or sentience spring, ‘'spontaneous and un-
hidden,
With feeble ateps and slow ?
XX X111,
Aresense and thougkt but parasites of being
Did Nature mould our limbs to act and
move,
Bat some strange chance endow our eyes
with seeing,
Ouar merves wlgh feeling, and our hearts
with love!?

Since all alone we stand, alone dircernin
Sorrow from joy, self from the th
without ;

yearning
And floods our souls with doub.

XXXI1V,

This very tree, whose life is our life's sister,
We know not if the ichor in her veins
Thrill with fisrce joy when April dews have
kissed her,
Or shrink in angnish from Oatober rains ;
We search the mighty world above and
under,
Yot Euﬂwhnm find the soul we fain would
ad ;
Spesch in the hollow rumbling of the

the you ls, with ite dainty pale green
War r::-llal-tr‘F En::l Motris cabinet; and there

thunder,
Worde in the whispering wind,

ﬁ:gﬂ-

While blind fate tramples on the spirit's |

XIXV,
We yecara for brotherhood with luke and
mountaiu,
Our conscious soul seeks conseions sym
pathy ;
Nympha in she copploe, Naiads in the
feountain,

Gods onthe oraggy heigh: or roaring sea
We find but sonliess scquenoces of matver ;
Fact linked to fact in adamantioe rods ;
Fteraal bounds of form r senseand latier;
Daad laws for liviag gods,

* There, Winifred, what do you say
that now?  lan’s that calculated to wake
the wind ons ot »me of these pretantious
fel'ows’ gaila ? \Wnat do you thick of it ?”

* Think ?"" Wini‘red answered, puraing up
her lips into an  expression of the utonwe
profassional connoisssurshi “I shiuk
“‘granite’ doesn’s rhywmne the Erglish
language with ** planes ;' and I oconaid
er' sencience” isa horribly prosaic word

of it's sBors o intro duce iuto seriowa
poetry, — Waat's that stuff about ligquos
too? ‘We kuow nes if the liquer in her
acmething,' I don't like *‘Lquor.’ Its
not ; bar-room Mmglish, oniy fit for a
public-house producrion.”

“I didn't eay *liquor,”” Hugh eried in-
dignantly, **I said *ichor’ which of courss
ia & very different matter, *We know nob
if the ichor in her veins." Ichor's the blood
of the gods in Homer, Taat's the worst o-
rearding these things to women : claseical all
lueion’s an utter blank to them.—If you've
get pothing better than that to object, have
the kindneis, pleass, not to interrupt me,”

Winifred closed her lips with a sharp snap
while Hugh went on, nothing abashed, with
the same sonorous metre-marked mouthing.

IXXVI

““ITh:y care not any whitifor pain or pleasure
That seem to men the sum and end of all.
Damb force and barren number are their
Taeasure :
What can be, shall be, though the great
world fall,
They take no
deserving,
Rsck not what happy lives they make,
or mar,
Work out their fatal will, unswerved, ue-
swerving,
And know not that they are.

““Now, what do youto saythat, Winifred?
Isn't it just hunky ?”

“I don't like interrupting,” Winifred
snapped out savagely. **You told me not
to interrupr, except for a good and sufficient
reason.”

‘“ Well, don’t be nasty,” Hugh put in,
half emiling. “L'his is business, you know—
a matter of public appreciation—and I want
your criticiam : it all means money. Criti.
cism from anyboly, no matter whom, is
always worth at least something.”

““Oh, thaak you, so much. ghnt is polite
of you, Then if you want criticism, no
matter from whom, I should say I fail to
perceive, myself, the precise difference you
mean to anggant between the two adjectives
‘unswerved ’ and ‘unswerving,’ [o the
untutored intelligence of a mere womau, to
whom classical allusion’s an utter ulank,
they seem to say exactly the sams thing
twice over.”

*“ No, no,” Hugh answered, gat ing warm
in self-defence. ** ¢ Unswerved ’ ia passive ;
‘ unswerving ’ is active, or at least middle :
the one means that they awerve themselvos;
the otlier, that somebody or something elsy
swerves tham,"

* You do violence to the genivs uf the
English lunguage,” Winifred remrked curt-
ly. * I may not be acquairted with Latin
and Greek, but I talk at least my mocher-
tongue. Are you going to prin% nothin
butthisgreat, long, dreary, incomprehensible
‘ Life’'s Philosophy’ in your new volume ?"

‘“ [ shall make it up mainly with that,”
Hugh answered, crest-fallen, at so obvious
a failure favourably to impress the domestic
critic. ** But I shall also eke out the title-
piece with a lot of stray occasional verses—
the ** Funeral Ole for Gambetta, for ex-
ample, and plenty of others that I haven't
reid you. Some of them ssem to m>
tolerably successful.” He was growing
modest beforo the face of her unflinching
criticism,

heed of man, or man's

(TO BE CONTINUED,)
e —

All About It.

How interasting it is to hear anaccount of
aweddiog fromthe lips of the happy, chatter-
ing little bride herself, as she recounta the
whole affair to one of her intimate friends,
who listens eageriy while the bride says:—

** And, oh, everything went on perfectly
lovely. There wasn't a single hitch from
beginning to end, although 1 was dreadfully
nervous, and Will was so nervous himsslf
that I was in niortal terror all the time for
fear he’d drop the ring or make some horri-
ble mistake when he came to saying, ‘I,
William, take thee, Annabelle, etc.,’ but he
didn’t, although his voice trembled and so
did his hand when he tcok mine. It's a
mercy we didn't drop the ring batween us !
What if we had ? What if we had ? I'd have
died? But we got through the ceremony
without a single mistake. And, oh, the
church was lovely ! Then came the recep-
tion and all that—and the congratulations.
And it did sound too Iv.‘u:nrqr to hear Will
uFIug ‘ my wile’ at first—he’d give my hand
a little equeczs every time he said it, and 1'd
come awful near giggling right ount, and
what if I had ? Then thesapper ! Oh, it was
elegant | Everything went off perfectlybeau-
'}i‘{\nl ! And as for the presents—oh, oh o-oh !

G'F__

The short tima allotted to our readers fors
their sojourn on this terrestrial globe move
us to cut this story short, —Time,

i

'Tender Care.

The depth and tinderness of the poet
(Goethe’s heart, while he was yet a child, wes
evinced at the death of his little brother
Jacob,

To the surprise of his mother, Johann
Wolfgang did not shed a tear over the sad
event, for he believed, with a child's simple
trust, that God had taken little Jacob to
live with Him in heaven. His mother, not
understanding the canse of hisa calmuess,
asked him : “Did you not love your little
brother, then, that you do not grieve at his
losa?"

He ran up to his room, and from under
the bed drew a guantity of papera, on which
he had written storiea and leasona,

“All these I had written,” he said to his
mother, ‘‘that I might teach them to littie
Jacob,"

—

Tte boa will be a !uhinmhl; article of
women's attire durlnf the coming season,
both in feathers and¥ far,

(%

l
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SCIENTIFIC AND UStpp

—

L.

“ Portieres " and all uur:uiuy mast have
frequent shakiogs, or moths will be wure to
lodge in their folds,

To make mastio varnish from gum-mastio,
dies)lve the gumn mastie in turpeatine encugh
tw m+ke it of the proper consistenoy.

Mesars, Jadd & Co. of S'dcup, Eag., have
jntrodaced a **carbo-eucalyptic” salt for
haths, It preduesa fragrant smelling bath,
and is, moreover, us<fal whuere the water
available for washing is very bard,

There is no betdar wode of cleansing dirty
glass bottles than by paring a raw pot
cutbing it inso smsll bite, and putting t
int> the bottle with cold water, Shak
samartly &1l she fur is quite gone, and t
rimse with clean water.

of the
b Hhve

A gentleman who has madc a stud
eye mays, for the bencfiz of people w
to earn & livelihood with the pen, *‘ Never
wiie on white paper i:(i-nu can gut yellow,
A sheet of paper or card of the samae sha
placad on the wall over the desk will assist
in giving the eye rest, and this will iacilitate
the work,"

Mr. Stockhardvof Leipaic hae recantly pa-
tented a preoess of rreamng ordinary soft
wood 80 as to be fit for these purposes for
wh'ch ligoum-vit®m has hitherto been almost
excluaively used. Thesoft wood in uestion
is first impregnated with oil, after which i
is subjected to great premure, causing a oon-
sidernble increase in the density of the ma.
terial. Thus prepared the artifi ial is said
u; have all the properties of good lignum-
viloe.

Tus Cerrvrograri. —Tais beautiful style
of photograph wae lately exhibited before
| the New York Society of Amateur Photo-
graphera, and is made by Mr. C. Theo. Cain,
of Owensboro, Ky. A positive is made on
glass with collodic-chloride emulsion, toned
in the usual way, and then transferred on to
a sheet of white celluloid. The process is
quite simpla The resulting picture looks
very similar to the well-known ivorytypes,
The sheet of celluloid can be easily emboased,
shaped, and moulded into beutiful designs,
It makes a very novel and durable picture,

Professor Brown- tquard has recently
been makicg experiments to determine
whether the human breath was capable of
producing any poisonous effects, From the
condensed watery vapour of the expired air
he obtained a poisonous liguid which, when
injected under the skln of rabbits, produced
almost immediate death, He ascsrtained
that this poison was an alkaloid, and not a
microbe, The rabbitsa thus ivjected died
without convuleions, the heart and 1
blood-vessels being engorged with bl:ﬁ?
M. Brown-Sequard considers it fully proved
that the expired air, both ¢f man and ani-
mals, contains a volatile poisonous princ‘ple
which is much more deleterivus than the
carbonic acid it contains.

A correspondent in the ‘‘ Journal of Horti-
culture " calls attention to the danger of a
rubbish-heep in & garden, owing to the im-
pure va which arise from such during
fermentation and decompositon, To obviate
this he recommends the following plan., A
deep trench is dug wcross one of the quarters
of the kitchen-garden, and the garden refuse
a8 made is deaposited ir i and covered with
a sprinkling of soil. \Wnen the trench is
rufficiently full, it is coverad in, leaving an-
other by its sida; thisin time is served like-
wige, and so the operation continues t:ll the
whole quart r has boen traversed. Bj thia
proceas the so:l receives a good dressing, and
18 thoroughly trenched into the bargain, the
ground being cleared and cropped as the
work proceeds, so that at no tims will there
be nn{E great amount of Jand wunaoceupied,
The plan answers sdmirao.y, nod excellent
crops result.
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FALL FOLLIES.,

After a poor man has succeeded in
climbing the ladder of fame nobody no-
tices the patches on the dome of his
trousers.

It was complained at a child’s party-
whore grown-up people were in the ma-
jority, that it was too much adult,
erated,

“ So it is Mike Ilobe who made the people
pick in Florida,” exclaimed Mrs, McGinness,
“shure he must be a baste,”

A middle name does not do much toward
making a man great, but itis the basis of na
the claim to greatuess that a good many mel
posanss,

Muskoka owes its p>pularity to the salu-
brity of ita air. It is a sort of millionaire
that peop e go there for, particularly if they
have marriageable davghters,

“‘So your name is Dorothy ! Weli, Misa
Dorothy, do you know that you are the per-
fect image of your papa?” “Oh, yes! [
am often taken for my papa.”

Impecunious Lover—** Be mine, Amanda,
and you will be treated like an angel.” Maid-
en—'‘Yes, I suppoee 82. Nothing to eat
and less to wear. No, I thank you.”

Ethelinda is a very pretty name for a girl,
but it ehuts her out foreverfrom eatingbeans,
unless she 1s willing to be an anachronism,
or to eat her beans in solitude from the pan-
try anelf,

Mabel (a stranger in town)—** Is Maude
Hifly a girl who cares much for style?”
Mamie— *Style? I should think so, %hp.
they say the affzcted thing eats her meala
off a fashion plate!”

““Your husband, Mra, Murpby, is saffer.
ing from a complication of diseases, I muast
first make a diagnosis—" * Kin yer make
it out of ould muslin, doctor? I haven't a
bit of flannel in the house.”

taraged Husband—** Maria, I can endure
this cxistence no longer. I am going to blow
my brains out!" Wifs (calmly)—*¢ Don’t
attempt it, John. You have never had any
succese in firing at small targets,.”

Caller—** Does Miss De Guzzle live here 1"
Bridget—** Yis, sorr.” Caller—**Is she at
home?' Bridget (who has received her in.
structions and is following them)—* Yijs,
a.rr, she's at home, but she ain’t in,”

Mrs. Eonui—*¢ Did the ladies leave any
meesage, Bridget, when you told them that
[ was notin 1’ Bridget—** No'm, not to me,
mum : bud wan av thim turrund to the
other and sez : ** There, Nellie, didu't 0ij
say that the four-feaf clover phwat Of found
his mornin’ wud bring us luck ¢

"Why are we like angels visits 1" said a
pretty girlon a sofa to her bashful lover,
who was sitting lonesomely on a chair at
the other end of theroom. ‘* Really,” he
atammered and blushed, ** [ must give itup,
Why are we ! '* Because,” she said IiFnls.
cantly, *‘ we are few and far between,” He
destroyed the similarity almost instantly,
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