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IN GOLDEN BONDS.

CHAPTER VI.—CONTINTGED.

‘T see, Then ycu do not sympathire with
a criminal unless he is good-looking, nicely
dressed, and in love with a lady of beauty
and refinement ¥’

Oh, Mr. Rayner,” I cried, exasperated
at having my words misconstructed in this
mischievous manner, ‘‘you know I doun’t
gsympathize with criminals at all! DBut
Robin Hood and Jack Sheppard lived in dif-
ferent ages, when people were not so en-
lightened as they are now ; and, besides,”
said I, brightening in trinmph as a new idea
flashed acroes me, *‘I don’t know what the
real Robin and Jack did ; but the Robin
Hoed and Jack Sheppard of the novels and
poems that I can’t help likicg and admiring
robbed only rich people who could afford to
loee some of their ill-gotten wealth.”

“But all wealth is not ill-gotten,” inter-
posed Mr. Raynper mildly.

“It was then,” I went on hastily—*‘at
ieast generally, And Robin Hood didn’t
rob the good rich people, only the bad ones;
and most of his spoil he distributed among
the pcor, yocu know,” I finished triumph-
antly.

“It won’t do, Miss Christie ; I must de-
atroy your edifice of argument at a blow,”
he said, sbaking his head mournfully. *I
happen to know something about this Lord
Dalston whose house was broken mto ; and
he 18 a very bad rich person inde.l, much
more 80 than the poor old abbots whom
vour favorite Robin Hood treated so rougk-
ly. He ill-treated his mother, stole and
squandered his sisters’ fortunes, neglectd his
wife, and tried to saut her up in the lunatic
asylum, kreccked out in a passion the left
eye of cne of his own grooms, had embezzled
morev befcre he was twenty-one, and now
nwed heavy cebts to half the big tradesmen
iz f,ondon,  No that be is something like a
thief. Now, if yocu wore to find ou% that
the man who had the chief hand—ior, of
courze, there were Gozens at work over it—
in plapning tie robbery of the wicked rich
man’s property was young, good-looking,
well cdressed, a large subscriber to charities,
and in love with a pretty lady-like girl,
you o.ght, :f you were logical, to admire
him as mruch: as you do Rebin Hood, and
more tLun you do .Jack Sheppard.”

¥l

Ch, 3ir, Rayner,” said I, joininz in his
langhter, ““how absurd! Dbagis is too bad
of you io m.keiun of my logic. I can’t put
6 preveviy ; but what I meanis this, In
thes s curs the laws wereur just, o that even
gocd men were forezd into defiavce ¢f them;
DUt novw 00 U e tows are really, vpon the
weroio, if! i5 ully wicked people who
st ey then

“Tren you ¢oa'd 1 ke wicked peopie, M.ss
(iaxistie?”

“Ob, Mr, iviyoer, of crorse pot !” s=id 1,
aghaet 2% :iucn a question, which he asked
guite eerions’y.

““Ah, yeu must kpow zome before yon
decide too hastily thags ycn duen't Lke them!’
sal! he.

“Kuocwscme wicked pecyjue, Mr, Rt nar?”
| ga-j el

tle nodded graveiv: ird then I s2w that
he was emusinyg binseit wih oy hoirel-
SLEDCK ¢ XDIession
*Yaou wrn't Lke ai! «{ them, any mecrs
thae you delbe all the gosda prople you
know., buaryoo will 8nd these scudo bile
i':‘H.f '.'i'.P ;:;'J[”: }-I;{.'['}.:i;_." 'ij.f.-l-['.,l".‘,”

nvent Dampsare I shounldn’t like them
at 2il, I werlau'tspesk toa wicked person
1f I ¢old heipis.”

“But yeu can't, Yeuwent Le able to
roll ttem srow zeod ones, oxceps, as I said
Lefere, that they sre nicer; and by the
time scu Hod ens th t they are wicked you
wit! ke tLhe nn teo much 1o go back.”

T was teo bad of Mr. Raynper to tease me
ks this ; bur, thoveh I saw be was enjiy-
ieg my mmdigpatice, 1ecould cot help getting
indi wvant.

“You are quiie mistaken 1n me indeed,”
[ said, trying 1o keep down my annoyance.
I can prove it to yeu by fomething that
happened to me not very lung ago. [knew
a person azainst whem 1 had beard nothing,
wio always seemed to me to lock good-
ratured and simple.  Avd then I fornd ous
that he was realiy a moss wicked man ; and
when [ saw him after that his very face
seem~d changed to me, to lcok evil and cun-
ping ; aod the sight of bun made me
sbeink.”

! was thinking of Tem Purkes, and the
chapge [ bad scen in him that morning, Mr,
Rayoer locoked at me keerly as I said this ;
but I was not afraid of him finding out
whom I meant 12 such a cautious state-
inent

~Aod wiat would you Jdo if, in tke
crates O yOU CATEEr a3 govervess, you found
Leaaself fu a fapviy whose morals you could

- approve? Would you give them lec-
- w un the error of their Waiv s and iry to
wor “vit them all round, Miss Christie®"”

h po, [ conicn't do that!” said I
banaly., o Ii 1 tound nyeelf among very
cesdind peop e, L sheuld just run away
t.vh to my uncl:'s house, where my mother
l.v¢s, aud on the first opportunity, withous
¥y ity anytning to any oce till 1 was gone,
aud without «vien writing to sayv I was com-
iz, 1 83 iy letter snould be 1sercepted. I
¢noeld be v0 korrible afraid of them.”

“Well, ehild, I hope ycu will vever Lave
ta 10 arythinyg so desperate as that; but
tre profession of teach ng has its dangers
!+ v a beantitul wemsan,” he said gravely.

‘The last words gave ashock to me. 1
ad never heard them applied to me before,
and for a moment I was without an an-
swer, He bad been sitting on my seat, and
I bad teen standing with my back against
a young oak-tree, a few feet from him ard
nearer to the pond. He got up and came
toward me, when a shrill little cry as from
cut of the ground caused -kim to start. It
was the orly scurd that ever drew forth
such a display of ordinary human wezkness
from self-possessed Mr., ERiyner, It came
from the lips of his little baby duughter
Mona, who, ragged, dirty, and withered-
lcoking as usual, had walked or crawled
through the mud and rushes till she had
silently taken her place in the long grass a
little way from us, and who now, seeing
ber father approach, had given vent to her
extraordinary dislike of him in her usual
undutiful manner.

For one moment I saw in the dusk a look
pass over Mr. Rayner’s face which made me
catch my breath ; it reminded me instantly
of his tone on that S8anday night when he
had canght Sarah in the garden ; and, quick-
ly as it passed and gave place to a light

i

| Carmel.” I hegnn‘ from merely pitying, al-

laugh, it bhad frightened me and made me
long to escape. Mona was an ¢xcuse,

*Ob, you naughty little girl to be out so
late at night—and without a hat! Sarah
must bhave jforgotten yon. Come—l1 must
teke you in now. Bs a good girl and come
with me,”

Mona had somekow come to regard me
with less animosity than she did most of the
houtekold. So she Jlet me take her in my
arms without much opposition, and gave
only one more yell when her father, while
wiching me good night, shcok hands with
me and accidentally touched her dirty little
shoe. I took her into the house and gave
her to Sarzh in the hall; then I went into
the schoolroom to replace the dissipated
volume of Guizot that had been out all night
among its more sober brethren, and then,
moved by some gpring cf varity, icok my
candle to the mantlepiece and looked at
myself in the glass above it.

I suppose no girl can hear herself called
a beautiful woman for the first time, no
matter by whom, without a slight thrill of
gratification. To be called pretty, I sup-
pose, at some time or other,'falls tothe lot of
most girls ; but the other term implies a
higher measnre of attractiveness, and 1 cer-
tainly was not insensible to the pleasure cof
hearing it applied to me. I had lived such
a quiet life with my mother, and had had
80 few acquaintances, that I had never
known flattery of any kird. The thought
that flasked through my mind as I looked
at my dark eves, brighter than usual, and
at my cheeks, flushed with gratified vanity.
was—*‘Does Mr. Lawrence Reade thick me
—beautiful ?”

I was tco much absorbed in my vain con-
templation of myself, and in the foolizh
thoughts to which it gave rise, to notice that
I was not alone in the room. Suddenly I
was startled, as I deserved to be, by a
harsh ironical voice breaking in upon the
silence cf the rcom,

“Yes, it’s a pretty face enough now, and
vou Go right to set store by it, tor it wen't
lasi pretty loru—not long ; ina few years
it will be all lines and wrinkles, and not
worth lookirg at; and you'll turn away in
disgust from the glass, thinkiag of how you
used to look, and how the men used to lock
at you—the fools!”

I had turned, and was looking at Sarah’s
hard, cruel face as she stood, with Mona
still in her arms, her eyes flashing scorn-
fully on me as she hissed outl the spiteful
words. I feli ashamed of my vanity,
though, =after all, it seemecd harmless
encugh ; and I felt sorry for her, for she
epcke so bitterly that I wes sure she must
be thinking of the charges a few yecars of
anxiety and hard werk had wrought in her-
self ; so Leaid gently—

‘I suppose we women all think more than
we cught about our looks sometimes, Sarah ;
but, after zll, they ac~ & very importaut
matter to every womavn, and make a great
dezl of diffcrence to her life. You know
vou must be glad not to Le ugly, Sarah.”

I own this was a little bis of innocent
Hlattery, for I did think her very ugly
—and [ thought I had mever seen ner lock
en nidecus as st.e disd as sne stood therc
wlaring as me—but I was anxicus to sonthe
her as all hazards, ard I was thaokfal to
ge:¢ that the bLail took.

‘‘Ilandsorne 13 that handsome does,” she
sald less vicivusly ; and, wiih a tozs ef her
ead she lef: the rcom.

CHAPTER VviI. °

Very soon after Sarah's somew iiat harsh
and uncal.ed-for reprcof of my vanity, I be-
gan to suffer a punishment for it.  The
country air, which had brought unworted
roses to my cieeks while the wearher was
fine and dry, uffected me very cifferently
when, iu the first daye of Scprember, tice
rain fell daily in a steady, continuous down-
pour that svoa swelled the river and turn-
ed part of the marsh from a swamp ioto a
stagnant unwheclesome lake  The air round
thie house secmed never to be iree from mist;
the pond ove:flowed and covered the bricks:
that had formed the footstoo!l of my nest ;
the lower part of the garden that touched
the marsh was a bog; the moss grew greency
and thicker on the pillars of the poriico,
the untrimmed 1vy that cung round the
house and mace it so beautiful dripped all
day lovg, and bright green atains grew
broader and broader down the side of that
wing of the house where Mr. and Mrs.
Rayrper's recm was,

1 uften wondered why they slept there. 1
knew by the doors and windows that the
ground Hoor of that wlog contuined two
rooms, a large and a smail one. My own
was 1o the same wing, but on the storey
above ; and over minc was a turret that
looked ous high above the trees, but which
wus pot used, so far as I knew., Haidee
glept on the pround-floor in a cot in the
dressingz-rocan next to her parents’ bed-
roorr, I knew, while the nursery and ser-
vanis’ roums and geveral spure-rooms were
on tne upper story hesides niy own. Why
did rot Mr, and Mrs, Rayner make one of
these theiwr own, and litt themselves out of
tbe reeking damp which must be poisonous
to delicate Mis, Riyper? Eveu I, who
siept in the upper storey, soon began to lose
wy celor and my appetite, and to feel at
orst languid, ava then really ill, Ishow-
ed the change more quickly than any one,
belug less used to the place ; butlittle tragiie
Flaidee soen followed suit, and grew more
wan and listless than ever, until the lustre
of her Jarge blue eyes and the unhealtby
flash that began to burn in her thin little
cheeks frightened me and drew me to the
child as her strange reserve had prevented
mwy being deawa before. She answered to
the change 1n my marner as sensicive chil.
dren do, and one day, putticg her listle dry
hand ia mine, she raid—

**Ycu are getting thicand white too, like
mamma and me. We'll all go away and be
angels together, Mi~s Caristie, now you have
begun to love me.”

I burst into tears ; I had begun to love the
fary-like little creature lony before, if she
had only known it. Now 1 took her up in
my arms and rested her flaxen head on my
breast, and she gaid her lessuns there that
day. Andafter that, without any more ex-
planations or comment, the sympathy be-
tween the child and me was perfect.

But as, on the one hand, the little one's
{riendship was a great solace to me, so, on
the o.her, it broughtmre fresh trouble, For
in Mrs. Riyner’s indifferent eyes I could
see now a dull flame of je:dousy whenever
Haidee put her languid little head upon my
knee, or came pp and said, *‘Tell me a story,
Miss Christie—about fairies and Prince

l most to dislike Mrs. Ra

. Why, if she
was s0 fond of Haidee, did she not come in-
to the schoolroom to see her, or take her out
during her play-hours, imstead of leaving
her the whole day with me, without comin

to see her until bedtime, when the chil

was put to bed in the room next to hers,
whileshe herzelf went into the drawing-room?
It was unreasonable to to keep the

| child’s undivided love like that ; and yet at

meals, when we all met together, she seem-
ed to look at Haidee with strained wistful

not show it. But what was there to pre-
vent her, except the shroud of reserve she
seemed to have wrapped round herself ?

The weather had been so bad that for two
Sondays we had not been able to go to
ehurch at all, for which I was very sorry,
more sorry than I can tell ; one misses
church dreadfully in the country. So we
knew nothing of what was going on in the
parish for two whole weeks. We did not
have to wait until the church-porch gather-
ing on the following Sunday, though ; for en
the second day after the weather had at
last grown fine again, when we were all in
the drawing-room reading the morning pa-
pers over our coffee, as we always did after
our early dinner, we heard the gound of a
horse’s hoofs coming down the drive., Mr.
Rayner threw open the window and stepped
out on to the broad epace of gravel before
the front of the house,

“‘Hallo, Laurence, you are as welcome as
the dove was to the ark ! Come in, come in;
the ladies will make even more of you than
usual. We have had no visitors lately, but
an occasional mermaid came up the river
{;‘nm the sea and overflowed into our gar-

enlil

“Can’t come in, thanks, Mr. Rayner—I'm
too much splashed ; the roads are awful
still. . I've only come with anote from Mrs,
Manners to Mrs. Rayner.”

““Nonserse! Comein, mud and all.”

S0 he tied up his horse and came in.

Mrs, Manners was the clergyman’s wife,
and gencrally sent her notes by one of her
half-dczen boys; and I confess I thought,
when I head what a flimsy sort of au errard
had brought Mr, Reade, that perhaps—that
perh2p3 eome other silly motive had helped
to briag him too. But my only half-ackow-
lecged fancy was disappointed., Not only
did Mr. Reade devote ail his conversaticn
to Mr. and Mrs. Rayner, with an occasion-
al word to Haidee, but, when I made a re-
mark, he did not even look at me. I con-
fess I was piqued ; I certainly did not want
Mr. Reade to look at me cor speak to me,
but surely common courtesy, especially to a
dependant, demanded that he should not

ignore my hresence altogether, So I thought

i I would tuke a small and impotent revenge

by ignoring his, and, when Haidee got up
and shpped out of the window to lock ut
Mr. R:ade's horse, I followed her. She
was not a bit afraid of him, but ran into the
kouse for some sugar, and then, flattening
out her small hand with a piece on it, fed
him:, and taliked to him in a language which
ke seemcd to understand, thcugh I could
not,

*Woull youlike to give him a piece, Mis3
Chbristie ¥’ she asked.

But I would not have bestowed such an
attention cn a Lorse of Mr. lleade's for
worlds ; and leaving the child and her iour-
footed friend to continue their conversation,
I walked away to gather some flowers for
the tea-table, asit was the day for rcuew-
ing them.

I had my hands full by the time | heard
the voices of the gentlenien at the window
and the grinding of scft gravel under the
horse's hoofs as Mr. Rreade mounted him.
1 was pear the bottom of the drive, pulling
off small branches of copper beech to put
among the flowers, when I heard Mlr,
R-ade ride by behind me, I did no$ even
icok round unml he called out, *‘ Good after-
noun, Miss Christie ;” and then I just turo-
ed my head over my shoulder, and said stitily
““Good afterpoon,” and went on with my
task., He had half pulled up his horse. I
dare say he thought I wanted to talk to
himm. I was nct going to let him make such
an ahsurd mistakz as that. So he rede on
to the gate, and then he stopped, and pre.
aent.y L hcard him utter impatient ejacula-
tions, and I looked and saw that he was
fumbling with his whip at the fastenirg of
toe gate, '

““How stupid he is not to get off and
open 1t with his fingers!” I thought con-

temptuously. “Itis quite an easy fasten-
ing tco. I believe I could do it on herseback
directly.” :

However, he still continued to make inef-

fectual efforts to rai.e the heavy latch, but |

each time the restive horse swerved or the
whip slipped, until I stood watching the
struggie 1ntently, and grew quite excited
and half inclined to call out to him “Now!”
when the horse stood still for a mowient. I
seemed to me that he deliberately mmssed
all the best opportunities, and I was ‘rown-
ing with impatience. wnen he suddenly
looked up and his eyes met mine. Taere
was notning for iv then but in common
civiiify to go and open the gate for him my-
self ; so I walked up the drive very reluc-
tantly and opened it wide without a smile.

“Thank you, thank you—so much oblig-
ed to you! I wouldn’'t have given you so
mud trouble for worlds, if only this brute
would stand still !

““Pray don’t mention it. It is no trouble
at all,” I maid icily, occupied in keeping my
armful of flowers together.

And he raised his hat and rode off at a
walking pace, while I shut the gate and
turned to go down the drive again, I had
such a curiously hurt and disappointed
feeling—I could not tell why ; but I suppos-
ed that, being a dependent, 1 was naturally
very sensitive, and it was surely a slight on
Mr. Reade’s part not even to speak to me
when we were all in the drawing-
room.,

““I dare say he wouldn’t have let me open
the gate for him if I hadn’t been a gover-
ness,” I thought asa lump cam: into my
throat.
hadn’t! I wish I had let him get off his
horse, or jump over it, or anythiog rather
than let me play groom for him,”

And the fl )wers I was looking at began to
grow misty, when again I heard hoofs be-
hind me and the latch of the gate go, and,
glancing round, I saw Mr. Reade on horae-
back inside the gate. He had opened it
without any difficnity this time, 2 seem-
ed to look a little embarrassed, “‘ashamed
of his own clumsiness the first time,” I

thought severely ; and, jumping off his h
| he led him tuwlirdn mra.l ugn?— el

eyes, as if she loved the child, yet dared

bus I found I have lost a stone from my
ﬁnh]g]. and I think it must have dropped out
while I was fumbling at thagh just mow,
Itdi_'a much easier to open from tne oaut-
side.” |

“Do you think so? We don’t find any
difference,” I said simply.

He gave me a quick, inquisitive, glance
and a half samile, as if to see what I meant,
and then, finding that I returned his look
quite gravely, he turned back to the gate
and began searching about in the gravel.
Politeness obliged me to help him, . He fast-
ened his horse’s rein round the gate-post
and ehowed me the ring, and I saw the hole
where there was a stone missing. Suddenly

| it flashed throngh my mind that, while we

stood under the shed on that Sunday in the
rain, I had noticed the very same hole in
the very same ring, and I was just going to
tell him that it was of no use for him to
look, for he had lost the stone much longer
than he fancied, when another thought,
which brought the color swiftly to my face
and made my lips quiver and my heart beat
faster, flashed into my mind and stopped
me. And the thought was that Mr, Reade
must know how long ago he had lost that
stone, at least as well as I did, Aad from
that moment a spirit of daring mischief
came into me—I don't know how—and I
would nit condescend to pretend to liok
about any longer ; but I patted the horse’s
neck and glanced every now and then at his
master, and though how foolish he looked
hunting about so carefuily for what he
knew he should not find. Then he looked
up, red with stooping, and caught me smil-
ing, and he had to bite his lips in order
not to emile himseli as he walked up to me,

“I can’t find it. It ien’t of any conae-
quence ; I shan’t look any longer,” he said

““Oa, but it would be such a pity to lose
such a large stone, Mr, Reade !” I said bold-
ly. *‘I'll tell the gardener to hunt for it, asd
Sam the boy, and——"

““No, no—indeed it doesn’'t matter.”

“And Jane the kitchen maid. She has
sharp eses ;zhe might epend an hour or two
hunting,” I murmurel confidentially, while
ke protested,

And 1 think ke begsn {0 suspect my good
faith ; and we both got into such a giggling
excited state that i1t was very difficult o go
on t2lking. ard I was glad when some of
my Howers fell down and Mr. Reade had to
pick them up, and we had time to gain a
little of our lcst composure.

“You are fond of flowers, Miss Chriatie ?”

“Oh, yes ! But the best cf themlare over
now ; the rain has spoiied taem all.”

“The rain spoils a good many things
here,” bhe said with sudden gravity, *‘You
don’t lock nearly =0 well as you did a fort.
night ago, Miss Christie, and 1 expect it is
the damp of this place. You might az well
live in a cave, you know, a3 in that bhousein
a raiuy zeason,” he added, droppios his
voice. ““Don’t you tind yoursell thab veur
health izaffzcted by it ?”

1 hesitated. - :

“It is damp, I kaow ; but it isn't half so
bad for me, who am stropg, as it is for Mrs,
Eayner or little Haicee.”

“IDut they eac’s help themselves, poor
things, while it iie3 in ycur own power
whether you wil! put un with it cr not.”

“You mean that I ought to go away ?”

““No, no, I dou’t mean that,” ssid he hasti-
ly.
“But that iswhat you advised ne to do,”
gaid I locking up, surprised.

“Dida I? Ah, yes? Bat, now that you
have grown attached to—to—the place, and
—and Mrs. Rayper——"

*No, indeed, I haven’t,” I ic'eirupled.
“I don’t like her atall.”

“Well, to Hiidee, or the baby. You must
have grown attached to something or to
gomebody, or you wouldn’t talk as _if you
aidn’'t want to leave the place,” he said,
with such abrupt earnestuess as to be almost
rude.

“‘I like the housze, in soite of the damp,
and I love the garden even when it isa
swamp, and [ like Haidee, and J:n3 the
kitcren-maid, and Mr, Rayner,” Isaid quiet-
ly. ’

With nervous fingers Mr. Reade b:gan
playing with his borse’s bridle,

““You like Mr. Rayner, you say? Then I

“I wish I hadn’t—oh, I wish [ |

I must apologise for returning £0 820

suppose our symrpathies must be as farapart
as the poles. For he seems to ine the mosat
1atolerable snob that ever existed, and =)
selfish and heartless as to be almost outside
the pale of humanity.”

Tn's tirade amazed 1we ; but it also made
me angry. I could not !et him abuse a per-
gon whom I liked, axd who Laa bewn con-
sietently kind to ine, without protes*,

“You surely caunot jadge him so weil as
1, » membrr of the houeekold,” said I cool-
ly. *“*Whether he is a snob or not I cannot
tell, bzcausel dorn’'t quite know what iv
means, Bat I do know that he is kind to
his wile, and his ckildren, and servants, and
depsndents, and——"

*IXind to his wife, do you say ? I sLould
not call it kindness to shut up my wife in
the darkest, dampest corner of a dark, damp
house, until she is as spiritless and silent as
a spectre, and then invent ahsurd lies to ac-
count for the very natural change in her
looks and spirits,”

¢“What do you mean ? What lies %"

*‘The stories be told you about her when
you first came. Hoe would never have tried
them on aoy one but an unsuspecting giri,
and of course he pever thought you would
repeat them %o me.”

‘I wish I kadn’t!’ said I iadignactl]y,

“You have known Mr, a.d Mrs. Rayrer |

only during the three years they have lived
here. Whab proof have you that the things
he told me were not true ?”’

“No proof. M:ss Christie, but a man’s com-
mon sense,”’ said he excitedly—*‘'no more
proof than ot another fact of which I am
equally certain, that he is as surelv killing
his "E'f:iIE as if he were making her drink poi-
son.

‘“How dare you say such a thing?” I
cried.
if you think it. You are giving way to the
most cruel prejudice against a man whose
only fault is thut he cannot contentedly leaa
the dull life bis neighbors do, I suppose
you think, like the villagers, that to play
the violin is an impious action, and that it
13 a shocking thing for him to g0 to races.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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The Fishery Bounty of 1883 has been
y distribued by ‘the Department

completel
of Mlzu-ma and Fisheries on the basis already
announced, and the department have ucder

eonsideration the bounty of 1884 amcuntir
to $1350,000. d e

““You have no right to utter it even |

ERRORS OF THE PRESS;

How a Haﬂp‘gga;-r :‘Inrml.? Enlighteneq
Professor Hindersey, has given u

idea of publishing n_raf::rrm naglmpape? at,:ﬁ

has returned to the college, where he wy

resume for a time, the work of teaching the

language to young men who contemplate
journalism, The
perience was not pleasant and he only issueq
one edition of the Weekly liiad. He took
the proof sheets, after his elaborate article
had been set up, and read them carefully
He did not demand a ‘‘revise,” and of
course the foreman did not insist upon the
extra precaution.
out, the professor discovered with horror
that he had been made to use manv ex.
pressions not at all consistent with grammar,
In a rage he called the foreman,

‘* Look here ! ” he exclaimed, ¢ You make
me say, ‘have took.” and ‘had saw.’ |
marked all ¢f those errors and told you t;
see that they were corre cted,”

Tae foreman lvoked at the paper for .
moment and replied:

““It is emough to make a manswear.”

‘“It is enough to make an angel swcar!”
siorted the professor,

‘“T'd sue’em,” mused the foreman, much
concerned and deeply grieved,

‘“Sue whom ? *

*“The parties that sold you thc press.”

‘“ What have they to do with it ?"

““Why, sir, they sold you an inesrrect
press. No matter how your paper ia set up,
18 oorrectness depends on the way the pres;
makes the impression. You might goalcn:
for a year and not have a single ercor. cny
agaln, you might have & dozsm in 3
paragraph.”

‘“1 never heard of snzh a thing.” =aid ti-
professor in astonishmens, wavering in tha
indefinable credality, the ivseparabls con.
pauion o! impractical education.

‘0, yes,” continuad the fureman, ¢ iy
scmzthing that catches the bLeost of ‘om.
\Yalter,the great Ilnglish newspaper:.an iz
for years trying to get at some rale by wige
all presses might be corrected, but &i:
efforts only received the purple rove g
partial auccess. He could corrcct the W.lta
presses, but could do nothiaz wih -
machines of other make, H: had a ares
deal cf trouble, for cace, just os he was cna.
gratulating himself, the preys siinved a ca.
aud called the king a fucl asa the lom
ckanesllor a repoeallion.”

“ Thisis moss axiracrdioary inform ic)
sald the professor, thoroughly convinced o
the artfn! foreman., * 1 think that {shal
peepare a lectore on the errors of tre pie:

* A goeed ides, sin, the newspupes v
are loth to let th2 pubiic pto Laov
covfidenca,”

‘“ By you thisk that cur wress cav b
corrected 27

** Not without great expense. You woill
nave to get a mar from New Yerk and uo.
nim largcly.” )

“*1am sorry that I went into this 41 -
Pon’t you think you could take the ¢ .
and after awhile psy me what you thinu =
12 worth.”

_** The responsibility would bz z-
T

** L Enow that, but you ar: wiliios to -
are you not ¥ 7

“Ob, yes. I'll try.”

‘ You have thed u great deul of lizht s
my hitherto darkened pathway, and Lave
given me a mnew insight in.o mechanica)
philesopby. Assist me furthe= 1 gettin ;ur
data ior iny lecture, avd I vall inake yon o
present of the office.”

** It will require a deal of rezearch anens
booksand mauuserips stored in the arcnive:
of typographical scereey, but I'li undlerta'ie
the arduous labor.”

‘* My enlightening friend, hers is my hand,
and in after years, when I become famous -
a great lecturer, remember that to you::v
latch string cover hangs on the cutsidi -
Arkansaw Traveller.
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A Rejected Lover’s Reveage,

A singular tragedy is just reported from
Morehouse Parish, Loas:ana, just beyoni
the ctate line. Two coiored men, Simse:
Rowell und Swvmuel Adams, were rivals for
the alfections of Ida Lawis, a beautiiul
actorocn, of a decidedly ccquettish dis
positicn., OUae day last week [da went 1o
ti:¢ cabin of an aged negress living near her
own house for the purpose of having ker
fortuce told, The girl had hadi a liitle
quarrel with Rowell, one of her lovers, a da;
or two prior to the wvisit, and he bribad th:
old woman to reveal certain things *o Ida
chief amenz which was the fact that she was
destined to marry him (Rowell); and that
if she refusad or objected, she was to b2 iv:
duced to drink a mixture of love phil:er,
with which he had supplied the negress.
This programme was carried out wken the
girlreached the hut; and sicloud!y protested
when told that Rowe!l was to bz her futur:

to drink the preparation. I .iving swallow:
ed 1%, Ida was suddenly seizad “with con-
vulsions and died in about swenty minutes
Rowell flad to the swamps, and is not likel-
to be approhended. The evidencs agaiv:t
Pim i?: clear and convineing, It is claimed
ne paid the negress a silver trade dolla
to «id him in carrying out his revenge,

- v -y

Rich Wivces.

Iiis quite a mistake, say The Londor
World, to suppose that most Americans vho
marry Eagiishmen are rich, A few are well:
to-do, some half a dbzen are rich. Lady
Harcourt has a large life income, a jointure;
but her sister, Mrs, Sheridan, had no cousid:
erable fortune, Mrs., Acthur Paget aii
probably some day have £10,000 a year
The son of Lord Augastus I .ftus is marrie
to the daughter of a very rich Poiladelphis
lady. Lady Hesketh will have a very larg
fortune. Muis. Elward Buliour probabiy
b2e £100,000. Lidy Mindeviile and Ly
Lister Kave assurediy were not merrie! [of
money. Oa the other hand, many Frenct
and Germans have rich Amurican wived
The daughters of American Icishmen 1037
residents in Paris have married French et
dees. The daughters of Mr, F.sher, a i:y
goods man, married ltalian nobles. = im
ladies named L-e, the daughters of a New
York wholesale grcesr, have married ivt?
the creme de la creme of Germaoy, Ouzd
the wife of Von M ltke’s adlatus, whois
in fact, the socoud in command of tbe
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When the paper came .

husvund ; whereupon the woman coixed her
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