Curling.

A UNO TOB THE CLUW/IEM.
Tho' fiery an’ fiercely the sun may arise.

ery r 1
Hel be pale ere he sinks in the
Ametch v?nalll be waged till it e’m the

for the best.

Chorus—Fhen, hurrah ! Johnny Frost in
his auld age réi

Arli | for his | mena’;

Hurrah 1 for the brures an’the

cranpets an’ stares,
W’ the play an’ the roarin’ gaffan!

The tailor’e been up &’ tho wearisorre nicht
At thae mourmin’ahe couldna let stan’;

The cobbler has swom that a sovereign sobricht
\A\nna cloot the best shee inthe lan’.
The swife kens that the grocer’s ane’,

For it’s her maun attend to the shop ;
Ad, thanks to the frost, for the linb o’ the law
Squared a cate, to save time, on a roup.
Chorus—Fhen, hurrah ! Johnny Frost in
his grey auld age reigs, etc.

Wha'e warttin” the doctor—they’ll just need to

HEE iy oo e AL sy,

an’a , astrue as

But, | msayin™—he plays abrawstane. |

IheAnparrésh has r‘orn'sh_ tlr%at EY malplm maiutain,
”the parson hinsel sgare to ;

He may preach about mwtheas)(lrgan tho

etane,

But his heart’s in a winfor the day.

Chorus—Fhen, hurrah ! Johnny Frost in
his grey auld age reigns, etc

The weaver’'sanawha leads weel in arack,
W’ the mason, wha drives a hard shot ;
Thelaird an’ the farmer draive ower beck to

beck, .
A’ tueir rente an’ their vwangles forgot.
The host o’the Stag is afoot wi'the rest,

He easure an’business inhaD’;
Heayetak’sa sanple or twa o’ hie best,
AT aroarin’ game’s aye keepit gaun.

Chorus—Fhen, hurrah ! Johnny Frost in
his grey auld age reigrs, etc.
Gaal'g&ewyu:m for the millers wheels
Nor a turn is he thinkin’to dee ;
There's ice on the loch, an’as laug’s it may last,
Dod, the miller an’ man maun baith play.
Orwhat brings you here wi” your horse™ to get
Ant!l‘.e maisterauﬁ’vxi’his_rad<? . |
They’ll win,sae you'll better jog onwi”your loed,
Far there’SrBesayin’V\rﬂ!l%ﬂ bé beck
Chorus—FHhen, hurrah! Johnny Frost in
his auld age reigns ;
A hurrah | for bis loyal r‘r‘enﬂa_t‘e

Hurrah | for the brures an’

W’ the Plgynan the roarin
caffaw

LULIES LOERS

A Story for the New Year.

Atabout 10.30 in the morning of the 30th
of December, 1881, young William Nanse
sat at hie desk iu the oounting-room of the
publishing firm of Neaves, Neville & Neaves
—“ N. N. &N.," as the employees shortened
it.

The window at hie left looked out on one
of the busieet eeotions of Oxford Street, or
would have looked out but that a thick
ohocolate oolored fog hid everything save
the Bounds ot oonfuaion going on in it.

Nause looked up from the heap of papers
on his desk and called to an ofhoe-boy
“ 8am, let me know the moment Mr,
Neaves comes in.”

“ Yesair ; 'e’s—V s acomin’ now, eir.”

Nanse swung round in hia ohair and rose
quioklv. A middle-aged gentleman of
almost a military firmness of bearing was
approaching the counting-room, surrender
inghisovercoat to an attendant as he moved
Nanse met him at tbe door.

“ Mr. Neaves, can you give me a few mo-
ments, sir ?” he asked.

“ This morning?”

“ Yes, sir ; 1'd like to get it over.”

Mr. Neaves drew out his watoh. “ Come
to me at 11—no, say five minutes past, pre-
cisely and he passed on to his private
offioe.

Nause returned to his desk, and rapidly
sorted and arranged the papers there. The
minutes dragged, the minutée flew, and ne
was oold and hot by turns. He wrote on a
fresh envelope, « Miss Lulie Featherfew,
99 Marylebone Road,” considered it with a
heavy frown for a moment, then tossed it

**f-n the wasta-basket wir.h .
tient sigh. “'N o, he muttered, “ it B done

and ended, and in a few moments | Bhall
have cut the bridge behind me.”

When it wanted but thirty seconds of the
time, just enough to exaotly keep the
appointment—for “ N. of N., N. & N. never
waits or keeps waitiug,” was the ourrent
saying—Nanse sprang up, looking a little
pale, saluted, in passing, a handsome,
sallow young man with “ Good morning
Hartington,” orosBed over, tapped at Mr.
Neave’s private office, and was promptly
called in.

The olerk who reoeived the mail entered
the counting-room and laid a letter on
Nanse’e desk. Hartington, whose desk
was next beyond that of Nanse, observed
this and drew indolently near.

He stood perhaps a full minute meohani-
oally t» istiug his long dark moustache and
looking at the letter, Then, first throwing
a slow, careful, keen glance around him, he
pioked from the waste basket the disoarded
envelope Nanse had addressed to Miss
Featherfew, and slipping into it the letter
from Naose’s desk, sealed and put it in bis
breast pookeii. He then laid down another
letter in plaoe of the one he had iust
removed, and went to bis desk. There be
seemed to become almost immediately
absorbed in nie work, yet had any one
taken him by the hand it would have bs-
trayed his agitation.

In his private office Mr. Neaves, sitting
with bis hat off, bis shoulders squared,
his thick iron gray hair pushed baok from
his forehead, was a man well worth look-
ing at. If you had been going to deBoribe
him essentially in three words, you would
have said, “ Business, experienoe, heart”
—a reversal of the usual order of things.

“Well, my boy,” said the head of the
firm, motioning to a chair, "what is it?
By your looks its trouble, so let us get it
behind ub as soon aB may be.”

“1’'m going away, Bir,” exolaimed Nanse
speaking with difficulty. Then, after a
moment's silence, he threw up his head
and went on rapidly, “ I can't explain, and
I hope you’ll not think hardly of me, sir,
but I must go away ; and if you had the
man you wanted in my place, | should
beg you to let me off at once—to-day.
But of oouree I don’t ask that, only, sir,
if you’ll pieaBe arrange it as soon as you
oan, it will be tho greatebt kindness to me,
Bir.”

“ Thie is a strange request—very,” said
Mr. Neaves. After a couBiderable pause,
" Is your mind quite made up?”

“ Quite.”

" We have been thinking lately of eome
ohanges in whioh you are interested. Don’t
interrupt me, but listen. With the new
year Mr. Neville, who is rioh enough, and
tired of business, goes out of the firm by

agreement. You have been with us some
time ; you know ihe business; you suit
UB; and we have made up our mindB to

offer you a place in the firm, beginning with
the new year. See !"—pushing a proofslip
toward him—* Neaves, Nanse & NeaveB.
It looks well ; it sounds well ; wo think it
will be well."

Nanse had risen and taken the sup, and
now stood quite mute, and very red in the
{me*

esOome,” resumed the older man ;
“#you’ve made me oraok the shell a day
sooner than | wanted; but young folks

almost always do force mattersa little.
Oome, now, doesn’t this change thinge a
bit? Can’t you explain? Or, better yet,
let explanations go, and you stay.”

Oh, Mr. Neaves, all this makes it hor-
ribly hard for me,” said young Nanse,
beginning to tremble like a girl; » but—
but it doesn’t ohange things at all. Do
believe how grateful—"

“ Oneword,” broke in Mr. Neaves—" are
you diHHatiatied with me, with us, with any-
thing here?” .

“ No, sir—never, sir/

«Very well, I’ll look up a man and et

you off as socn as | oan.” Mr. Neaves had
already turned to his desk, but he stopped
the young man in tho doorway. *“ Stay1l
Your address—I might want to use it—is
with Miss Ingram, isn’t it? ” Mr. Neaves
shot one of his keenest glances with this
simple question.

“ No, sir ; | left my aunt’sa month ago.
I’'m stopping in Guildford street.” He was
so confused that ho did not give the num-
ber ; and Mr. Neaves, who was not at all
confused, ignored the omission and occu-
pied the next sixty seconds in writing a
note, whioh was delivered by the postman
that same night at 99 Marylebone road.

Nanse looked very tired as he sat down
onoe more to his desk. “ It’s an ill turn
you have done me, Lulie Featherfew,” he
muttered, under his breath, “ and | hope
you’ll be satisfied with your work.” Then
observing the note which Hartington had
left on his desk, he opened it, read ittwice,
tore it in tiny bits, and drawing toward him
a sheet of plain business note, wrote a few
lines, inclosed, addressed and stamped it,
with an air of fiuality and dejection.

“ Shall | post your letter for you ?” said
Hartiugton, turning to him at that instaut.
“1’'m just goiDg myself.”

This note also was delivered that same
night at 99 Marylebone Road, and the
house maid took them up to the drawing-
room floor, dropped a courtesy, and
handed thtm to Miss Betsy Ann Ingram—
a pearl of a maiden lady, with slightly
silvered brown hair, blue eyes and delicate
HKin set off by a dress of silver-gray silk.
To the young lady seated near her at the
BaTe table, knitting with scarlet wools, the
house-maid gave a third letter.

This young lady was exceeding fair to
look upon, by reason of a sort of witchery
whioh was neither of eyes, hair, complexion
nor shape. The free-epirited gaze and oer-
tain movements of the mouth indicated
great pride and wilfulnees, yet softness
and generosity too.

Miss Ingram’s letters were short.

Tho briefest one ran thus:

“Dear Miss Ingram,— Telegraph if you
cannot see me at 11 o’clock to-morrow, the
31st. Yours truly,

“ Nathaniel
The other note read :

“Dear Aunt,—YOU mean most kindly,
but you don’t know Miss Featherfew’s
mind. |1 do; solet us leave it. As soon
as Mr. Neaves can supply my place | am
going away—to ArTerisa, | think. | am
sorry you must be vexed by this, but it
can’t be avoided. Of course, if you’ll be
alone 1’1l oome and see this old year out
with you, as we’ve been wused to do ever
since | oan remember. Don’t think that I
shall ever forget how good you’ve always
been to me—more than a second mother,
God knows. But when | come don’t let us
speak about Miss Featherfew, please.

“Yours, Winn.

“P.S.—I hope” (Lulie carefully soratched
out) “ Miss Featherfew is well.”

Miss Ingram slipped the letters into her
pocket ; a smile had at the last crept into
the anxious expression of her faoe. Taking
up a copy of the Gentleman's Magazine, she
glanced over the top of at her companion,
whose head was a little bent, but not more
than was natural in picking out a tangle in
the skein.

It rose again to its natural wilful poise
and the fingers followed the needlea lightly
along the scarlet meshos. A vivid color
had come into the young cheeks within the
I*st few moments, and the fine white line
marking the outer crimson of the lips
showed that some powerful excitement was
being resolutely repressed.

W hatever her letter had been,
gotit quickly into her pocket.

“Litile minx !” murmured Miss Ingram,
mentally, “ 1 know that letter was from
Will, and she knits away as if she hadn’t
any heart, an asd if | hadn’t any either.”

The next iustant the maid announced
“ Mr. Hartington, ma’am,” and in walked
the handsome sallow young man with the
voluminous dark mustache who had taken
to the post at least one of the
letters that night delivered in Miss In-

N eaves.”

she had

J UR.Allarlington was reoeived by Mm?
Ingram with quiet courtesy slightly shaded
with anxiety ; by the young lady with an
unusual show of cordiality.

r<lthought 1 might meet Nause here,”
he said, replying to Miss Ingram’a vague
inquiry if all were going well at the offioe.

“ Oh, dear no,” exolaimed Mias Feather-
few, quickly. “ Mr. Nanse seldom oomes
here uow. He is too busy, of course, and
then he is likely, we hear, to make quite a
rise in life soon.”

“Lulie!” cried Miss Ingram.. It was
wonderful how intensely wilful the girl
could look while so quietly slipping along
the needles in her work ; and neither of
them observed the “ Ah !” of relief whioh
had escaped Mr. Hartington on being
assured that Mr. Nanse was not likely to be
there.

A veiled and confueed blending of
curiosity, caution, interest, calculation,
passion and resolve strangely animated his
faoe and manner during the rest of the
interview.

“So you have heard of it?” he asked
looking at them alternately. “ Well, then
| suppose | am free to speak.”

“ Yes, pray tell us everything, Mr. Hart
ington,” said Miss Ingram, eagerly. “ You
know how good and true my nephew is, and
how muoh | care for the least things con
corning him. But his modesty makes him
reserved.”

“Oh, Mr. Hartington,” said Miss Feather
few, crossing to the piano and takiug up
some music, “ | have thatlovely Hungarian
air at last Do come and sing it for me
We oan hear about Mr. Nanse later, can
we, aunt ?” with a challenging flash of the
eye.

“ If youdon’t mind,” said Mr. Harting
ton, “ 1 would like to speak now, dear Miss
Featherfew, because—because now we are
alone, and | am afraid | may have to give

some pain. Later, someone mightdrop in
you know.”
“ Oh, very well I” said Lulie, coldly, re-

suming her seat and her work with an air
of abstraction.

Miss Ingram, who had grown a little
pale, gave her whole attention to their
visitor. “ Yes,” said she, “ we have heard
—that is, | have known some little timi
that Mr. Neaves was thinking of taking
Wi ill into partnership soon ; a great thing
for him, dear boy, so youngas he is, but he
ilohly deserves it.”

Hartington looked at her a moment,
then said, with a burst of emotion : “ You
knowhow much I have always liked Nanse,
and | am so grieved to have to tell you—
By Jove ! he ought to come and tell you
himself.”

W hat is there to tell me ?” cried Miss
Ingram, in a changed voioe. “ Speak out at
once.”

Lulie Featherfew laid down her knitting.

Yes, do pray speak out, Mr. Hartington,”
said she, in a eoft, steady tone. “ We
should never know anything of Will’s doings
if you didn’t tell us”—with a look at her
aunt.

Why, he’s going away out of
country,” exclaimed Hartington.

‘Oh yes, he’s written to me about that,”
said Miss Ingram, with a retorting glance
at her niece.

But he’s going away in spite of Mr.
Neave’e offer of—"

“ Mr. Neaves has not made the offer,”
nterrupted Miss Ingram ; “he does not
iutend to make it till the day after to-
morrow—New Year’«.”

Oh yes, he has, though ; | happen to
know that the matter of the partnership
was proposed to Nanse this very day ; and

and afterward Mr. Neaves withdrew it,
and Nanse is to leave, and we think—they
say at the offioe—that he must have done
something very wrong ; that’s what’s whis-
pered at the office.”

“What’s whispered?” demanded Miss
Ingram. “1 want to know every word

the

about it, Mr. Hartington ; I wan’t to know
exaotly what is eaid.”

“ Well, there’s been a good deal of talk
for weeks back. Nanse has been very
gloomy and absent-minded, and now they
think that he’s—You know he’s had all
things in his own hands in the counting-
room.”

“ Ab !” gasped Miss Ingram, “ nou mean
that they dare insinuate my boy would
steal—that’s the plain English of what you
are telling me. And you—you, Mr. Harting-
ton, his old friend—you have thrown back
their base lies in their teeth! ”

Hartington recoiled a little, cast down his
eyes, and remained pensively silent.

Notning could have affected MiesIngram
more than this air of disinterested regret.
She recalled the note from Mr. Neaves—
couched, indeed, like so many of its prede-
cessors ; but oould it perhaps have this
heavy meaning?

There was a rustle of the silver-gray silk.
Mies Ingram had left her chair, and sunk
on one knee at Hartington’aside, and there
she spoke, in a low, broken voice: “ Your
silence is terrible. 1 do not oare for what
people may say who do not and can-
not kmon my nephew ; but you, liis old
friend, you know him —obstinate, high-
spirited. and wayward, but true as fine
gold ; aud if he has iu baste, by some acci-
dent which perhaps palsies him with un-
foreseen oousequeuoeH, done anytlnog—if
you have any reaaon for tha honible fear
you give me—" Sobsstopped her pleading ;
bhe crept back to her chair, and covered her
face with her banda.

At that instant Hartington looked up
with a sudden Btart. Lulie Featherfew
had come around from the buble and taken
his hand iu an almost powerfully nervous
grip. She was quite pale but her voice was
stady and soft.

“ Gome, Mr. Hartington,” said Bhe, and
drew him—his hot fingers closing passion-

ately around her oold hand—into a
curtained recess.
“ Now,” said Lulie, in a voice that

shook a little for the first time that even-
ing, “ what has Wiil done and how can we
help him out of it ?”

4 Miss Featherfew—Lulie—you must let
me say something else first. Nanse and I
have been friends, but we are rivals, and
we agreed to give each other a fair field.”

4 0h, Mr. Hartington, is this giving him
a fair field ?” she murmured, putting her
free hand to her eyes.

The young man
heavily.

“ Wait—hear meout. He hasdone—I'm
bound by solemn oath not to tell what he

has done ; but—but if you’ll promise me
that you’ll be my wife, I can and will clear
him.”

A shiver ran through her, an outburst
seemed on her lips, but she checked it, and
presently said, “ Come to morrow night
and | will answer you, but please leave me
with my aunt now.” He drew her close,
and covered her hands with kisses. #4Go at
once!” she gasped, widely averting her
head.

When the door had closed upon him she
ran across the room and locked it, then
turned and flung herself at Miss Ingram’s
feet, straining her arms around her knees,
and broke out in grief so wild and passion-
ate that the older woman was frightened
into caiTness.

40h, aunt, do anything, everything you
liketo me! It is all my fault. 1’'m the
worst, the wickedest girl that ever lived !
Oh what cau Will have done? What-
ever it is, | drove him to it. And this—this
man, his friend, will help him out of it if
1'il marry him. Oh,” laughing wildly,#of
course 1 will ! He’s muoh too good for me ;
but, oh ! | hate bi«n so. Ah! 1 could cut
my hands off! Aud | do love Will ! I have
loved him more and more, every day, every
hour, of this wicked time that I’ve been Bo
cruel to him, and driven him to despair!”

ATell me how it all happened, ohild,”
Bald Miss Ingram, putting her arms kindly
round the struggling girl.

40h, it was all my vile temper—my vile,
vile, hateful pride. He didn’t like me to
waltz with Mr. Hartington, and when |

said | would, be got a\R/gG/. and.said that —
Ltiabcsuj wnnicot griT Id 1IUOW IUBTIUCH-

ively that he was not the right sort of man
to be so familiar with. And then I lost my
temper quite, and | gave him back bis ring,
and | told him | hoped he’d find a girl
modest enough to be Mrs. Nanse Bowe
day. And | knew Mr. Hartington was
looking &d, so | Bpoke up loui to vex Will
the more, and then | went off and danced
every round dance with Mr. Hartiugton.
But that’s not the worst”—pushing back
her loosened hair from her flushed, wet
faoe. “ The next day Will came—you
remember, for it was then ho sent for his
things away from here—and he spoke so
kindly, aud begged me to forgive him, and
eaid | had made him so jealous he oouldn’t
help himeelf ; aud then he tried to put the
ring on my hand again ; but I wouldn't let
him, and | laughed and told him to keep it
fur the future Mrs. Nanse; that | thought
Mr. Hartington oould find a ring that
would do well enough for me.”

“ Oh, how could you!” cried Miss
Ingram, drawing back a little. She oould
not help resenting this for her nephew.
But Lulie caught her hands, and sobbed
oat:

“If you were only in love yourself you’d
understand how a girl cojld be awfully
wicked aud yet want to be good all the
time, and—and wish eomebody would
inauage her and make her behave. If he’d
only kept the ring in his hand one instant
longer | should have snatched it and kissed
it before his eyes, and if he had only
waited a moment | should have got
over my wL-ked pride and thrown
my arms around him ; but, ohl he
just gave me one strange, white, ¢ >ld
look, aB if he did not in the leaet love me
any more, as if | were the dirt under his
feet, and then he was gone, and then I
didn’t care what became of me. It got
worse and worte, and | would not have
any one guess how wretched | was, and the
Very first time Mr. Hartington asked me
to be his wife, | half promieed | would.”

“What a wretched, wretched business !”
sighed Miss Ingram. “ But in one thing,
Lulie, 1 can’t understand you. I have
been proud in my time, but had | been
iu your place I would, at least when I
had oome to my senses, have written to
the man | had wronged, and acknow-
ledged my fault.”

“1 did write,” whispered Lulie, her
head drooping, “ aud he—he sent baok the
letter unopened this very night. Oh! oh!
he will never oare for me again!”

Migs Ingram pursed her lipe and looked
over ber niece’s head into the fire.

After a long pause—

“ Lulie,” said she, “ | Bent a note to Will
by Mr. Hartington, and his reply came to-
night. |1 oan understand it Btill better
from what you have told me. | am quite
sure he loves you, ohild, and though Mr.
Hartington did frighten me at the moment,
| do not believe that Will has done any-
thing wrong. W hat | do feel is that unless
this trouble can be made right between
you two, it will bave Rpoiled his life. It is
plain to me that he is throwing everything
away for your sake, aud you oertainly
have been a bad girl.”

Lulie nestled oloser and sobbed more
softly, aB one comforted ; and soon after
the aunt and niece parted for the night.

The last morning of the year opened
with that winter brightness whioh Borarely
smiles on London ; and at 11 o’olock pre-
cisely Mr. Neavea was shown into Miss
Ingrim’s drawing-rot m, and found her
alone, and evidently ui.dr some excite-
ment.

* Ob, Nathaniel !” ste exolaimed, taking
his hand quite eagerly between her lady-
like palms, “ what’s this about Will ? Mr.
Hartington really frightened us. But |
oau’c think—no, I'm sure he has done
nothing wrong.”

I can’t understand,” said Mr. Neaves,

looking very much surprised, “ why Hart-

breathed fast and

ington’sname should oome in at all. You
got my note? 1’ve oome about your
nephew. We must notlet him throw up
things in this way, you know. Of course
I’ve seen what wae the matter all along ;
he’s been jilted, aud thinks life has nothing
left in it for him any more. | felt that
way myeelf, Betty—you know when I
Tew "—awonderfully sweetBTiie breaking
over hie faoe ; “but I pulled through, mai ¢
a mint of money, and like my chop as well
aB another man.”

As she remained silent, Mr. Neavee
after a short sigh, went on in bis usual
tone: “ 1 suppose Miss Lulie has
bsen fractious, and you and I, aB the two
best aud nearest friends these foolish
young people have, ought to be able to
get them to kiss and make up, and ring in
tbe new year merrily. So, as there’s no
time to be lost, if you"l just please send
for Miss Lulie we’ll talk over things com-
fortably.”

“ Oh, I—I don’t quite thiuk that would
do,” said Miss Ingram, hastily putting out
her hand as he would have rung the bell.

Fortunately | can tell you how matters
stand. It’s just a lovers’ quarrel, and at
first my niece was most at fault ; but it
was very foolish of Will to take a head-
strong gill at her word.” Mr. Neaves
turned abtuptly toward her, butshe hurried
ou : “ Then, wtien she repented and wrote
to him, it was oertainly very unkind to
marely fling back her latter unopened. Of
course you Gebu ste the next overture must
oome from him. | can’t have Lulie, who'is
a dear good girl with all her faults, too much
humbled.”

“ Nanse peut baok her letter unopened !
I should not have expeoted that of him.”

" Then matters got worBe through Mr.
Hartin"ton’s trying to step into Wills
place. You see it was about him they
quarrelled ; aud last night he was here,
aud bu told ms Will bad got into some
dreadful Bcrape, that it had leaked out in
the cffiee, and that you had first offered
aud then withdrawn the offer of partner-
ship ; and, oh ! he’s ooming here to-night,
and he made a point of it with Lulie that
if she would engage herself to him he would
help Will out.”

“Wby, Betty, tho mau’s a scamp—a
thorough eoimp,” cried Mr. NeaveB, with a
very stern face. “ Nause has done nothing
whatever out of the way, except that he’s
an ass, and the best, straightest, truest
young fellow in all London ; and this Hart-
ington. | think the worse of Miss Lulie
that she oould ever have anything to Bay
to such a creature as that after having a
man like Nanse at ber feet. | don’t half
oare to get this quarrel made up between
them ; | don’t half—"

“ Stop, Nathaniel. | oan’t have you
speak like that of Lulie. She has suffered
quite onough from her own foolish pride,
aud now from Will’s, and"—quite fiercely
—*“a man should not leave the field in that
way. If he cares to win he should Btand
his Kround.”

Mr. Neaves sprang forward, his faoe
transformed with sudden kindling energy ;
“ Why, thin, Betty, Betty, that’s a good
lesson, aud I’ve got il by heart firet time
saying.”

Miss Ingram started back at the advance
of her too apt pupil ; but the soene was
changed encirely by the entrance of Lulie
Featherfew, to whom Mr. Neaves addreBBed
himself with his charaoteriBtic abrupt
directness:

" Good morning, Miss Lulie ; for | hope
it is a good morning ; and will you tell me
—I’m old eneugh to be your father, my
dear—will you tell me whether you love
Mr. Nanse? Btnause "—keeping fast the
hands that tried to flutter from hia—" if
you do, why be unhappy, and make him
unhappy, wheu the least little bit of oom-
mon sense will set all right, you know ?

There iB no knowing how the girl would
have borne this onset from anybody eise,
but there was something so unmistakable
in the simple, plain, whole kindness of it,
and in his disinterested unconsciousness of
the possibility of cffending, that the true
ring in the girl’s nature answered toit
and besides her heart was soft with true
repentanoe, and sore with the fear of ha_vinﬁ
lost her lover pabi rccotc v. nu, wunniuc
biusning and banging of her head, the
proud girl faltered out softly :

“But he wouldn’t even read my letter.'

“ Oh, just let me have that letter,
please.”

Fat came the letter out of her pocket,
as if it had known it would be in request.

“ Now, don’t you be afraid, my dear ; I’'m
not going to read it. And you can trust
me—tell her that, Betty. I’ll not put you
to sname before any man ; and just stay
in, both of you, please, till you hear from
me.”

“Wny, aunt, he oalled you Betty !” was
Lulie» dumfounded ejaoulation as the door
closed on Mr. Neaves.

“ An old habit be sometimes falls into
said Mise lugram, quickly. “ We knew each
other at Bohool."

“ What can he be going to do with my
letter?” murmured Lulie, re absorbed in
her own feelings, and in hot and oold
Bbiversof oonjeoture.

This iB what Mr. Neaves did with it. On
reaching his office he senttor Nanse. The
youug man looked very wan and heavy-
hearted.

“| called for you,” said Mr. NeaveB, “to
aBk you if thatis your handwriting”—and
he plumped into the younger man’s hand
the letter he had brougnt away from Lulie
Featherfew.

“Yes, sir, that’s my hand.” The hot blood
flew into bis face ; he was staring at the
postmark, and burst out, in great agitation :
“ But, sir, this was posted yesterday, sir
see here, ‘December 30 —and | have not
written to—to that address for weeks.”

“The envelope is broken; see what it
oontains." Mr. Neaves Bpoke tersely.

Nanse drew out the inolosure, and gave a
ehort ory : “ Why, sir, it’s a letter to me
from—from—Oh, sir, here’s foul play! ”

“ Hush !” said the older man, almost as
excited aa the younger. “ Askme no ques-
tions yet. Get away somewhere and read
your letter. Wait, though. Make me one
promise—that you’ll not answer it, what-
everit is,but meet me to night, 8 o’clock
Bharp, at Miss Ingram’, and not a word
about anything to anybody. Your word on
thisV”’

“Yes, Mr. Neaves.”

They wrung hands, and NanBe hurried
away. He was met on the street by Hart-
iugton.

“ Halloo, Nanse ! what’s up ?
seen a ghost ?”

“Yes, the ghostof a wronged love and of
a sham friendship !'” Nause flung out
these words at Hartington. The latter
leaped to the Budden reckless resolve of
rieking all on a last throw.

“ Oh , oome, Nanse, a girl Bhould be
allowed to ohooee, and if you had won, Id
have wished you joy, old boy—by Jove, |
would 17

“What do you mean?” asked NanBe,
faoing round upon his old friend.

“That Lulie Featherfew last night gave
me ber promiee to b3 Mrs. Hartington
m “ If that is true, you stand in no need
of my or auy congratulations,” Baid Nause,
so quietly that he had gone many paces

on his way before Hartington recovered
from bis surprise.

The 5 o’clock poet brought Misa Ingram
the following epistle :

“ Deib Betty,—Nanse and | will be
with you to night at 8. If Hartingtou
caiis, keep him, and ask Miss Lulie to

Have you

stay in her room till I send for her.—
Your N athanieii.”
“ 0o, what does he eay ?” said Lulie

Featherfew, “Can |
see it?”

But Bomehow MiB3 Ingram thought ehe
would not liiow this note.

“ Mr. Nelves will be here to-night, my
dear, aud tring a friend with him ; and,
Lulie—I dou’t think you need mind—he
expresses b wish that you should keep
your room till he Bends for you.”

“ How vary odd !”

iu a great flutter.

“ Nathaniel always was eooentrio.”

“ Nathaniel !” eohoed Lulie.

“ Well, that’s hie name, ohild, and |
told you we were at school together.
There’s nothing in that | Bhould hope.”

When Lulie was gone, MittsIngram drew
out her letter and looked at it again, with
blushes and flutteriugs like any young girl.
““Dear Betty 1" Oh yes, if you give way
in the least, they will have all [ and * Your
Nathaniel.” Well, | never!”

And when at eight o’clook preoiseiy, Mr.
Neaves was announced, it is a question
whether he obeerved as quickly as young
Nanse did on hia arrival, three minutes
later, that Mias Ingram’s soft brown locks
were puffed and plaited more elaborately
than usual, aud that the lace at her throat
and wrists was of a bridal Aneness, aud
tbat in ber cheeks was a rose like tbat
of early girlhood.

When, in answer to tbe ButTtone, Miss

Lulie came in with soft laoe at her throat
and wristB, and such a rose in her cheeks
as only youth and love and tender fear aud
bounding hope oould paint, there was just
no explanation at all, bus a glad saft ory of
each other’s names, and then they went off
together into the curtained alcove, where
only so few hours before Lulie had stood
bhnnking in such wretchedness from the
earemea of Hartington.
“ Suddenly Lulie gave a great start, laid
her fiuger on Will’s lips, as they both heard
Mr. Hartington announced, and the next
moment heard Mr. Neaves saying,

You are just in season to congratulate
me on what | consider a very fortunate
change iu my business, by which, though a
tried old friend goes out of the firm, a dear
youug friend, aud one of the moet capable
and upright young men | ever knew, comes
in.”

He then went to the alcove, and returned
leading Nauhe by the hand. “ It will be
*Neavee, Nause & Neavee’ from to-morrow
and Mr. Nanse has all tbe appointments
for the counting-room and outer offices.
Now tell me, Mr. Hartiugton, have I not
prepared a pleasant burpnee for you in
securing you the first ohance to wish a
friend joy of well-merited promotion ?”

The eyes of the young men met, Nauee’s
literally danced with the happy light of
love, B0 happy in ita renewal that be could
not bear to look on tbe Buiien aud pale
countenance of his defeated silent foe.

“ Ah, sir,” he exclaimed, “ if it’d left
with me, there’ll be few ohanges, and cer-
tainly none in the counting-room  and hie
looks entreated some ooTpaasion of Mr.
Neaves for Hartingtou.

“Where’s Lulie?” eaid Mr. Neaves, ig-
noring tbese looks. He went behind the
ourtains aud drew the young lady forth
into the light, and laying her hands in those
of Nanse, he turned again to Hartington

“You know they were engaged to eaoh
other long ago, and bad a little tiff, as
lovers will, and to-night they’re making up
for loet time. By Jove, air,”—with sudden
ferocity—" take a lesson by this night, and
by the forbearance these loving hearts
make me show you !”

Hartington, who had not spoken, turned
and went toward the door. There Mr.
Neavee, who withheld Nanse and Lulie
from approaching him, put out hia hand.

“ Take a week’s leave, and then come
back to your old place if you chooae. All
here are agreed to let by-gonea be by
gones.”

Hartington went out without look or
word. The young lovers, after one or two
exclamations of that compassion and pity
whioh are such a sacred part of happy love,
went back to their tryst behind the our
taius, and quite forgot, in their selfishbliss
that the hours flyiug Bo swiftly for them
might be long and tedious to their Kkind
guardians left all to themselves. When the
hour of midnight struck, Lulie started with
a little pang of remorse for this neglect, and
peeped between the curtains.

“ Why; Will I” she whispered, softly.
Then Will peeped forth, and then they
pressed cloae together and laughed.  Soft
aa was this laughter, it was overheard. Mr.
Neaves aud Miss Ingram came toward
them ...

“ He laughs beet who langha last,” said
-Mi. xnoaves, looking in L

Nanse.

Miss Ingram and Lulie claapedeaohother®
“ | know—he waa at sohool with you,”
saucily whispered Lulie.

Tli«c Duds.» el Vesetariitn Diet.

The wife of the celebrated Dr. Tanner
haa lately taken up her abode in France,
having obtained a divorce from her eccen
trie husband under the following circum
stances : Dr. Tanner, it appears, is pecu
liarly addicted to extraordinary fanoies
and, sote time sinee, he thought that
he had found out that the human charac-
ter beoomes modified according to
the food taken by the individual,
and especially in relation to the vegetables
oonsumed. Carrots, he avers, make people
fidgety and sly : turnips produce extrerie
amiability ; whilst a prolonged diet of
French beans induces great irritability of
temper. The oarrying out of this theory
has brought greattrouble into Dr. Tanner’s
home. He made a heavy wager on the
queation with some friends, an
experimented on Mre. Tanner with
French beans, giving her to eat about
three pounds of thia vegetable daily. It ia
not altogether to be wondered at if, after
suoh a regimen, Mrs. Tanner became rather
more irritable than waa perhapa oontem
plated, aud threw a jug at Dr. Tannera
head. The doctor, however, gained his
bet ; and, more thoroughly convinced than
ever of the truth of hia theory, put his wife
oo the turnip diet, Bo as to make her

amiable as she was before the
French bean regimen. This time, how-
ever, the result was not so strictly in

acoordanoe with the theory. Mrs. Tauner
objected to be any longer a subject of these
vegetarian experiments ; sued for a divorce,
and, what ia more Bingular, obtained it.—
British Medical Journal.

Prince Blnmarck a Wnntr lo NVrwTl«la
(From the London Standard.)

The neuralgia from which Prince Bis
marck has been suffering in the head and
face lately has now become so aevere that
he is scarcely able to articulate. Privy
Councillor Fredericbs, a physician fre-
quently oonsultedby the Chancellor hereto-
fore, delivered his opinion that the pain
aroee not improbably from the teeth.
Prince Bismarck, though he has never yet
undergone a dental operation, was quite
willing to submit to one now if it were
necessary. On examination, however, by
an experienced denti.t. no traoe of any
fault could be discovered among the teeth,
and accordingly Prince Bismarck, who
himself calls hie malady “ tic douloureux,”
has escaped being experimented upon for
the present.

There is a oommon belief that if you
once begin the use of a certain class of
medicines you must keep it up, or reaction

will follow inevitably. This ia true ofall
stimulants and excitanta like alcohol,
strychnine, vegetable bitters, which act

chemically and mechanically to goad the
organio functions to greater activity with-
out contributing anything to the work of
repair. The immediate effect is agreeable,
the ultimate result mischievous. Tissue
elements as oombined in Wheeler’s Phos
phates and Calisaya neither stimulate mr
depress, as they supply the form of energy
iu our daily food. s

“ So your business is picking up, eh?”
said a faoetioua cobbler to a ragpioker who

had just commenced operation on an ath
barrel in front of his shop door. “ Yes,
and | see yours is mending,” quickly

replied the ragged urchin.

AU our druggists now heartilly endorse
the amaziug success of Mack’s Magnetio
Mediciue, and recommend it for both sesee
iu all oases of sexual weakness. See adver-
tisement in another column.

The Death of the Brave Irishman Who
Won the Victoria Cross by Saying
Lucknow.

UXPJLOIT.

One of tho bravest of tho biavc men to
whom has been awarded the precious little
piece of gun-metal known aa the Viotoria
Cross has just died, receiving goarcely a
word of notice from the English press.
Thomas Henry Kavanagh’s name ispre-
ceded by the fatal asterisk in O’Byrne’s
chronicle of the Victoria Cross published
nearly three years ago’, and a still more
accomplished contemporary historian re-
cords that “Lucknow” Kavanagh *“lost
hia life shortly after hia heroio exploit, in
battle with the enemy,” yet he only passed
away a few days ago. Tne offiuvial record
of bis deed is brief: “ Mr. Thomas Henry
Kavanagh, Assistant Commissioner iu
QOadb,” we read, “ on the 8oh of November,
1857, then serving under the orders of-
Lieutenant General Sir James Outram, in
Lucknow, volunteered on the dangerouB
duty of proceeding through the city to the
camp of the Commauder-in-Chief, for the
purpose of guiding the relieving force to the
beleaguered garrison in the Besidenoy, a
task which he performed with chivalrousl
gallantry and devotion.” In 1857 Mr.
Kavanagh was a subordinate in one of the
Government departments at Lucknow.
Already two attempts had been made to
relieve the garrison of the Besidenoy and
to raise the biege. Havelock and his
devoted little army had succeeded in enter-
ing tbe place, but the mutiueers closed
arouud it all the more closely and the
garrison fouud ita numbera increased, but
with a daily diminishing supply of food.
“On one side,” we read, “ were only a
small prickly pear hedge and a narrow
ditch, on another a 1ow fence like that
whioh ordinarily environs tho comm«»
ludian compound, but the men who were
behind these trifling obstacles never thought
for a moment of flinching. They were
half-starved, many were Buffering from
dybeutery, more were wounded, the hail of
bullets under which they Btood was
unceasing, they had nothing to cheer them
except their own grand spirits, relief dould
not possibly come for some time, and
every day made the foe more numerous
and stronger, but their courage never
opoa gave out.” Sir Colin Campbell was
advancing, and it waa Of the greateat
importance that the exact position of
the rebels and the best line of approaoh to
their works should be commuuioated to

him. Bat with the mutineera swarming

around the Residency there were ahundred
chances to one that any messenger under-
taking the desperate journey would be
discovered, and discovery meant a brutal

—probably a lingering death. Kavanagh

5/he had been fighting in the trenches

among the civilians and had been wounded

Beverai times, volunteered to carry de

Bpatches to Sir Colin’s camp, trusting to

his knowledge of the native language aud

customs and to his disguise as a Badmash
or Bwashbuckler, who had came from

Ondh or Delhi to join'the champions of

the good oamse. Outram endeavored to

dissuade him from his mission by frankly
pointing out its dangers, but Kavanagh
persisted iu tendering his servicea, and
they were finally accepted. His featurea

did not lend themeelves readily to his

disguise, but he succeeded so well with the

burntoork and other limited materials at
bis oommand that when towards suuset he
preseuted himself atthe GeneralSquarters
no one recognized him till he revealed him

self, giving nhis costume and complexion

a

? A wonuiiltvri.

final touch, and hiding a note of
introduction to Sir Colin Campbell
in hia turban, Kavanagh set off at

nightfall, accompanied by a native spy
Kauaoji Lai, bidding good-bye to Captain
Hardinge at tbe river’s edge. The messen
geiB forded the Btream and passed the iu
Burgenc Seutries ou the opposite bank. " It

is a cold night,” eaid the sentinel aa at '

|“-st. aatifcied that they were friends, he
allowed them to maroh on. “ Yes, but it
will be oolder by and by,” was Kavanagh
anawer. They passed the ordeal of the
picket further on aa succesafully, after
rigid questioning, and pressed on, at times
marching shoulder to Bhoulder in the ranks
with their enemies. Onca again a guard
waa turned out and they were questioned
narrowly ; then they blundered into the
enemy’s lines at Dilkooshah Park, and im-
roved the opportunity to count the guns
and estimate the force ; then they waded
through a swamp for two houre aud crossed
tbe canal, the Iriahman’a feet being badly
cut during the passage, aud, after other
mishape and labors, at 4 a. m. they passed
through the last two rebel pickets aud aoon
were overjoyed by being challenged by au
English eentry. After receiving a glass of
brandy from the officer of the picket
Kavanagh was directed to tho Commander
in-Chief’atent, where he met an elderly gen
tleman just leaving it, of whomhe asked the
whereaboutB of Sir Colin Campbell. “ I am
Sit Colin Campbell,” said the aatoniehed
offioer, eyeing the Sepoy uniform from head
to foot; “ who are you, sir?” Kavanagh
handed to him Sir Jamea Outram’s note
“ la thia true ?” asked Sir Colin, with some
distrust kindling in hia keen eyea. “ Do
you doubt me, sir ?” - asked Kavanagh
“ No, no,” replied Sir Colin, “ but itseems
very Btrange.” Kavanagh, who was worn
out with anxiety aud fatigue, asked that he
might be allowed some sleep before re
counting hiaadventure—a request willingly
oomplied with. In a tent darkened for the
purpose he first thanked God for his fafety
aud then Blept, while ihe flags Bent back
“yes ” to the signal from the anxious gar-
rison, “ Is Kavanagh safe ?” Not until
then was his wife, who had stood by his
Bide in the trenches and been wounded
informed of his deed and ita success. Dur
ing the advance and the severe fighting

whioh followed until on the ITm the
Residency  was relieved, Kavanagh
was with  Campbell, advising and

figbting, aud was the first of the rescuing
force to reaoh his former oomradee. The
rewards of his heroism were the first Vio
toria Cross given to a person not holding
military rank and the appointment of
Assistant-Commisaioner in Oudh, where
few weeke later in company' with Captain
DawBon he Btormed with a handful of
native police and civilians the fort of
Sandela, in which a large force of rebels
defeated at Lucknow had taken up its
position.

Mr. Kavanagh was later appointed Regis-
trar of Lucknow, and held the office at the
time of hie death. He went home on leave
last spring, but in Buch ill-health that he
spent nearly the whole of his visit in hos-
pital. He waa ou hia way to India when he
died at Gibraltar, and waa buried with
military honors. Of an old Irish family,
“Lucknow” Kavanagh was born in the
county of Cork. He doubtless has rela-
tives in this oountry, as his grandfather
waa compelled to fly to America after
Emmet’s rebellion,in whioh he had taken
an active part.

A married man of our acquaintance
thiuka it strange that the man who first in-
vented sleep did not extend the invitation
to babies:

Drecrre« it Well.
Nothing ever introduced for the oure of

NOTICE.

Eaoh bottle of Briggs’ Eleotrio Oil will
hereafter be aooompanied by a corkscrew,
aa it isimportant that the oork should be
preserved and the bottle well oorked when
not in nBe to retain the strength of the
medicine. It cures Rheumatism, Neural-
gia. Liver and Kidney Complaints of the
Urinary Organs ; cures complaints arisiug
from Colds, such as Sore Throat, Bronchi-
tis, Diphtheria,Cough, Asthma and Difficult
Breathing.

L] .

The love that lasts—The love of money.

There a”e said to be sixty graveyards in
Philadelphia.

EUMATINE

RE@QT

RH

And all complaints of a Rheumatic nature
RHEUMATINE is not a sovereign remedy for “all
the ills that flésh is heir to,” but for NEURALGIA,
SCIATICA, RHEUMATISM, and complaints ol
Rheumatic natiue.

IT IS A SURE CURE.

. D e “V v -t
bell T from ITirs. M. Web*l«*r, of Gutl»b,
mother of the line fficgintrnr of the

*

County of Wellington aud wife of the
loriner Registrar of 4iiuelph.

350 WoobW icn Street, Guelph,) '
February 28th, 1882. )

My Dear Mr. Sutherlandl have had so
many people applying to me forparticulars of
your famous medicine “ Rheumatine,” that'|
thought | would write and ask you particu-
lars about it. My son Robert, in Ceylon,hearing
of the wonderful relief it has given my daughter
Ada, wrote asking you it you had an agency in
the East, or in England.

Would you kindly write to me at your leisure
ani tell me all aboutit, so that I may communi-
cate with my son, and give information to people
inquiring, for the fact of my daiighter’s severe
illnessand complete cure has gone far and
wide? We followedthe directions on the bottles
to the letter. By the time she had finished the
second bottle all pains had left her, she slept
well aud had a good appetite, aud found her
strength coming back, but she took the third so
as to complete the cure. She has not suffered at
all since from rheumat sm, although we have
had a changeable, trying winter. | am glad we
will now be able to get it in our own city, as Mr.
Petrie told me he had sent for some.

I remain yours, very truly, ¢
M. WEBSTER.

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.

lhe Rheumatine Manufacturing Qo
ST. CATHARINES, ONT.

J. Wiuer Co.,

Hamilton.

W holesale Agrnts,

\mark & i

ABrAIMENERVEFOCDj Jr '’ o

For Old nnd 1Toung, Male and Female.
Positively cures tTervousness in ALL its stages
Weak Memorj, Loss of Brain Power.Sexual Pros-
tration Ni«bt Sweats, Spermatorrhoea, Leucor-
rhcea, Barre.nheps, Seminal Weakness and
General Loss of Power. It restores Surprising
Tone and Vigor to the Exhausted Generative
organs. 12s*W ith each order fortw elve packages
accompanied with five dollars, we will Bend our
W ritten Guarantee to refund the money if the
treatment dope not effect a cure. It is the
4’heapeNtand Be*t Medicine in the market.
Pamphletsentf ee by mail to any address. Sold
bv drugg sts at 50e. per box, or 6 boxes for

50, mailed free of postage, on receipt ot
money

M ack’» M agnetic Medicine Co.,
Windsor, )nt., Oanada.

Sold by all druggiets everywbhere.
TS

vaaen §Q’L¥RE F I uiom !Opa

) do not wosn merely to stop uj
timeand thel have them return again, | mean a radical cure.
| have made the disease of PITS, EPILEPSY or FALLINO
SICKNESS a life-long, stndy. 'lwarrant. my remedy to cure
the worst cases. Because others have failea is no réason for
not now receiving 1 cure.. Send atonco for_a treatise and a
Free Bottle of my infalllbI3 remedty._ Givo Express and Post
Vfflce. It costsyou nothing for a frial, and 1 will cure you.
Address Dr. H. O. ROOT, 188Pearl St., New Yorfc.

Come all who wish white Teeth of pearl,
To set off lips of cherry ;

A tragraut Breath for the boy and girl
Who purchases “ Teaberry.”

3E

' It's Evebi Ose’s Doty—To improve the
opportunities presented for health, cheer-
fulness and comfort. See to it, that
Zopesa is used in your family for Dyspep-
eia and Biliousness. It is guaranteed to
remove them. <

»R a week in your own town. Terms and $6
. outfit free. Address H. H allett & Oo.
Portland, Maine.

NOHMAN:'S
ELECTRIC BELT

INSTITUTION (ESTABLISHED 1874

4 KT14G NTKEH EAST, TORONTO
KERNOUS DEBILITY, Pheumatism, Lamt
Rack, Neuralgia, Paralysis, and all Liver and
Chest Complaints immediately relieved and
permanently cured by using these BELTS
BAK 8 AND INSOLES.

Circulars and Consultation FREE

)AWEEK. $12 a day at hom9 easily made
J Coetly suflt free. Address True & Co.

Augusta, Maine *

-
IWIIL abIelim“

n
Hse t_oushands of casesdo tlhe worst ktind and offlo_ntLr
uveheen cured. eed, so strong is my fai
I ca Bwat [ wl;ﬁ sentpq'W% %0 T?_E% Ii—KEE t0-
ether wi

gny Sufferer. Xﬁ%%%h}%sﬁiﬁﬁ-g.EaggrtehsisS. disease.”
PR

. T, A, SLOCUM, 181 Pearl St., Now York.
MG MN

ofasituation, »adreee Valentine Virp». bnesville

cacy,

LITTIE CENMT WASHER.

any ailment deserves the high reputation P

it Kas so rapidly gained as Pu%nam”)s Pain- m'rgv‘ﬁma,‘?
less Corn Extractor, the greatand only eure “plf op.—etins, no rul
oure for Corns, Bunions, etc. It~ acts _ bingrequired
promptly, it acts painlessly, it aots j] _ Price $3.00-
efficiently, it aots in the most radical gSend for CIrcudIars.
manner. No pain, no discomfprt. Put- 1 LS Wanted.
nam’s Corn Extractor is the acme of perr \éterford, Ont
feotion as a safe cure and painless remedy

for Corns. Beware of imitations and sub. {0 5 he Samples worth
stitutes. A. C. Poison & Co.,, props., , , per 2ay af howe, S¢

Kingston, Ont. prop Portland, l\r/laineg. BB senzoi” 8" Co.



