
U p o n  tb e  V e r d a n t  L e a .
(T ran sla ted  from  an  o ld  G erm an  song by  B aroness

Swift.)

A b ird  flies by , a n d  ch irp s  to  m e,
“ Oh, life  is  f ra u g h t w ith  glee !

I  b il l an d  coo, eing day  a n d  n igh t,
On boughs w h ich  w ave ’n e a th  ze p h y rs  light, 
W h ere  blossom s peep  fo rth , red  an d  w hite , 

U pon th e  v e rd a n t lea .”

À brook  glides by, an d  lisp s  to  me,
"O h , life  is f rau g h t w ith  glee 1 

My b abb ling  w avelets  gaily  flow 
’T w ix t fe r tile  m eads, 'n e a th  s u n lig h t’s glow, 
W h ere  alder tre e s  a n d  w illow s grow,

U pon th e  v e rd a n t lea .”

A bee d a r ts  by, a n d  h u m s  to  me,
“ Oh, life  is f ra u g h t w ith  glee !

All th ro u g h  th e  s u n n y  su m m e r h o u rs  
S w eet ho n ey  ca ll I from  th e  flow’rs,

U pon th e  v e rd a n t lea.”

A m a id  tr ip s  by, an d  cries to  m e,
“ G h, life  is  f ra u g h t w ith  glee !

T h is  E a s te r  D ay, so b rig h t an d  w arm ,
T h e  b abb ling  brook, a n d  bees’ gay Bwarm,
T h e  tw it t ’r in g  b irds, we a rm -in -arm  

D ance on  th e  v e rd a n t lea .”

PHYLLIS.
By TBE DU0HKS8.

" AiryAuthor ot "Molly Bawn,’, “ Tbe Baby,”
F a iry  L ilian ,"  e t e . ,  e t c .

S ir  M ark, bending hie bead, ваув, 
sm oothly : “ T on  should rem em ber how  
tired  M arm aduke m u st be of th is  kind of 
th ing . H e has seen so muoh of it . I t  w as 
good enough of h im , I  th ink , to  drive here 
to-day a t all. N o doubt he shudders at 
th e  thought of v isitin g  a oountry rink tw ioe  
in  Biz or seven  hours. W ill you allow  me to 
be your esoort here to-n ight ? I f  it  proves 
unbearable w e need on ly  s ta y  a few  
m in u tes. I  am  Bure M arm aduke w ould in 
rea lity  w ieh you to be gratified ”

H e h esita tes , and regards m e qu ietly . I 
am  by no m eans as sure as he ів of Mar- 
m aduke’B am iab ility  ; but a t th is  in sta n t I 
oare for nothing but th e opp ortun ity  of 
show ing m y husband how  little  I regard h is  
lik es  or d islik es.

“  I  daresay you are r ight,” I  return 
oalm ly. “ Of ооигве it  is  ju st th e sort of 
am u sem ent a m an would find dull, onoe 
th e  n ovelty  w as w orn aw ay. I t  is  self- 
denyin g o f you to  offer your servioes. 
Y es, I  th in k  I w ill oom e here to-n ight for a 
few  m in utes, if  on ly  to  see  how th e soene 
ІооквЬу lam p ligh t.”

“  Muoh gayer than by daylight. T h at 
you oan im agine,” rep lies he, even ly , h is  
e y es  b en t npon th e ground.

Onoe having pledged m yself to go, I feel 
no inolination  to break m y word. A ll 
through dinner m utinous thoughts su p 
port m e in  m y determ ination .

H avin g led m y guests  baok in to  th e  
reoeption-room , I равв in to  th e  adjoining  
apartm en t unnotioed, and, hurriedly putting  
on m y h a t and jacket, slip  out into th e hall, 
w here I  fin d  S ir M ark aw aiting m e.

N ow  for th e first tim e  looking out into  
th e  darkening n ight, I  understand w hat 
fear m eans. My heart sinks. W hat w ild  
and foolish  th ing  am  I about to do ? O bsti
nacy and th e sham e of confessing m yself 
unnerved alone prevents m e from  turning  
baok again, and it  is w ith  a beating, 
oow ardly pulse, though an undaunted  ex te
rior, th a t I  cross th e threshold w ith  m y  
oom panion.

A s I h a v e  said, th e rink adjoins th e hotel, 
a n d  a  very few  m inutée bringB us onoe 
m ore w ith in  its  shelter. D uring th ose few  
m in u tes m y  usual ta lk ativeness deserts 
m e ; I  am  B i l e n t  as th e  grave. S ir  Mark, 
too, m akes no a ttem p t at conversation.

In sid e , th e  laugbing, m oving orowd 
som ew h at distraots m e from  m y gloom y  
apprehensions. T he bright glare of the  
lam ps, th e  m ueio of th e band, whioh is 
playing its  liv e lie st air, render m e less  
fearfu l of oonBEquenoeB. S ir  Mark gets m e 
a pair of skates ; he holds out h is  band ; I 
m ove forward ; th e orush is not so great as 
I  had im agined— th e m usio oheers m e. 
A fter all, w hat harm  have I done ? I  
stum ble ; a m erry laugh foroes itse lf from  
m y lip s ; all ia forgotten save th e in terest 
of th ie new  pastim e.

Oan a quarter of an hour have passed  
aw ay ? I am  ohatting gay ly , and clinging  
to  m y oavalier, in  a fash ion  innooent, 
indeed, but rather pronounoed, w hen , look
ing up, I  enoounter M arm aduke’s eyes  
fixed upon m e from  th e doorw ay. There  
is  In th em  an expression strange, and, to  
m e a t least, new —an expression that 
strikes terror to m y heart as I  gaze.

S ir Mark, unaw are of h is  ргевепоѳ, con
tin ues to issu e instruction s and guide m y  
w avering footsteps, u n til we are w ith in  a 
few  fee t of m y husband. Looeing m y hands 
then  from  h is  grasp, I preoipitate m yself 
upon M arm aduke and d in g  to h im  for the  
support he oooliy a llow s m e to take.

S ir  Mark, propelled by the push I have  
given h im  in parting, sk ates on som e little  
distanoe from  us, giving m e tim e to gasp, 
" Oh, ’D uke, don’t be angry. I liked it  so 
muoh to-day, and you said we would not 
start before ten ; so I knew I had p lenty of 
tim e. Y ou are not angry, are you ?”

B y  th is  t im e —before 'Duke oan rep ly— 
if  indeed, he would deign to notioe m e, 
whioh I begin to doubt—S ir  M ark is  re
turned, and is  now  addressing m y husband  
w ith  th e u tm ost bonhomie.

“ See w hat it  ie to  be of a dissipated  
turn , Carrington. In  d efau lt of m ore oon- 
genial sport I oould not res ist th e pleasures  
of an obsoure rink. I fear it  w as foolish  of 
m e, though, to  put it  in to  M rs. C arrington’s 
head ; though I really  th ink  there are few  
draughts anyw here, it  is  suoh a lovely  
n igh t.”

H e ваув th is  as though th e  on ly  earthly  
objeotion tb a t oould be raised to m y oom 
ing out a t th ie hour w ith  him  alone, is the 
fear ot m y catohing oold.

“ D o n ’t  you th ink  you have had enough  
of i t  now ?” sa y s  ’D uke, oalm ly— too oalm ly  
— still w ith  th a t Btrange expression in  his 
eyes, though perfectly  polite. H e doee not 
look a t m e, and the hand I  B ti l l  hold in 
desperation is  lim p  w ith in  m y grasp, and  
takes no heed of th e gentle, beseeching  
ргеввиге I bestow  upon it  every quarter of 
a m inute. “ I t  is gettin g  rather la te ”—  
glanoing a t hie w atch  ; “ I  fear I m ust 
авк you to return a t onoe, as th e traps are 
ordered round ; and it  w ill not do for Mrs. 
Carrington to keep her guests w aitin g .”

“ I  w ant a boy to take off m y ekates,” I 
вау, subm issively , Bhooked at th e lateness 
of th e hour ; it  w ants but ten m in utes to  
ten.

“ T rue. B u t th e  boys are never in  the  
w ay w hen w anted . Qore, I ’m  sure you  w ill 
not m ind unfasten ing Mrs. C arrington’« 
skates, ju st for onoe," in  a queer voioe.

411 sh a ll be deligh ted ,” says Mark, courte
ously , going down on h is knees before m e. 
As he bows h is head I barely oatoh a oer
ta in  gleam  in h is  еуев th at is  neither laugh
ter nor trium ph, y e t is  a ourious m ingling  
of both.

I feel ready to ory w ith  vexation.
" Y ou w ill follow  m e as вооп as you oan,” 

ваув ’D uke, and to m y am azem ent, w alks  
stead ily  aw ay.

“ I am  afraid I  have got you in to  a 
вогаре,” says M ark, in  a low  tone, as he 
bends over m y  le ft foot, and w ith  slow  
fingers draws out the leather straps.

“  H ow  do you m ean ?” I авк, haughtily , 
feeling passionate anger in m y heart 
tow ards him  a t th e m om ent, regarding him  
as th e  oause of all m y m isery.

“ I  m ean—of course I  don’t know—but I  
fancied Carrington was angry w ith  you for 
oom ing here w ith —th a t is—во la te .” H is  
hesita tion  and stam m ering are both affected  
and untrue.

“ N o t a b it of it ,” I reply Btoutly ; “ he 
probably does not like being kept w aitin g  : 
m en never do. H e is w onderfully punctual 
h im self, and of oourse I  ought to have  
been baok ages ago. I w ish now I had never  
oome. Oan’t you be a l it t le  quioker ?” 
w ith  an im p atien t m ovem ent of m y toe.
“ I t  don’t take th e  boys hours to get off 
each skate .”

“ You are in  a desperate hurry now."
"  I  am  in  я deeperate hurry, and I hate  

vexing M arm aduke. Thera, hold it  tigh tly ,

and I will pull m y foot out. N ow , try  and  
be a little  quioker about th ie one.”

“ I assure you I  am  doing m y b est,” su l
kily. “ I  don’t w ant to keep you here, in 
your present mood, longer than I  oan 
h elp .”

“ I should th ink n o t.” say  I , w ith  a d is
agreeable laugh.

As th e  ekate oom es off he flings it  aside  
w ith  a savage gesture, and rising, offers m e 
h is arm , whioh I deoline.

“ W e m uet run for i t ,” I say , ind iffer
ently , “ and I oan never do th a t to  m y own  
satisfaction  w hen hold ing on to any one. I 
d etest jogging."

“ W hy don’t you say a t onoe you detest 
me ?” excla im s Mark, roughly, and su m 
m arily  d isposes of a sm all boy w ho is 
unhappy enough to  be in  h is path a t the  
m om ent.

“ I w ill if you lik e,” return I, equably ; 
and in  Bilenoe as com plete as w hen we set 
out to return to th e hotel.

W hen we arrive, every one is busy g e t
tin g  on h is  or her outdoor th ings. My 
sealsk in  jaoket and velvet hat already  
adorn m y person, so no conven ient Ьиві- 
n ess of th a t kind oom es to m y  aid 
to  help m e to oarry off th e oonfueion  
and seoret fear th a t are oonsum ing m e. 
I  stand som ew h at apart from  th e  
rest, looking strangely  like a oulprit. 
E ven B ebe, w ho ів a sure partisan is so 
standing before a d istan t mirror, adjusting  
th e moBt ooquettish  of head gears, as to  be 
unable to вае m e up, while y c o o g  Thornton  
chatters to her adm iringly upon one side, 
and Lord Chandos glowers at her from  the  
other.

P resently  som e one approaches, and to 
m y aston ish m en t S ir .Татев Handooofe, 
w ith  an unusual am ount of energy in h is  
eyes and m anner, takes up a position near 
m e, and aotually  volunteers a rem ark.

“ R em em ber I  am  old enough to be your 
fa ther,” he begins, abruptly, “ and don’t 
be angry w ith  m e. I  feel th at I m ust 
speak. I  don’t  w ant to see you made 
unhappy. I w ant you to out th e whole 
th ing. F lirta tion s, how ever innooent, were 
never m eant for tender-hearted  lit tle  girls 
like you .”

I  am  so u tterly  taken abaok, so a ltogether  
surprised, th a t I even forget to blush, aud 
oan do nothing but stand  staring at him  
in  silen t bew ilderm ent. Sir Jam eeto  deliver  
a leoture I Sir Jam es to take upon him  the 
part of m entor 1 i t  is  m ore th an m y brain 
oan grasp at a m om en t’s notioe. Surely  I 
have been gu ilty  of som ething horrible, 
unpardonable, to shake h im  out ot h is  taoi- 
tu rn ity .

H arriet, oom ing up a t th is  junoture, 
h astens to assist m e out of m y dilem m a.

“ H as he been sod d in g  you ?" she авкв 
brisk ly, w ith  her quiok, ready sm ile. 
‘‘ Jam es, I  w on’t have P h y llis  frightened  
tc  death by a stern old m oraliet like you. 
Go and get th inge together ; and if  you  
m eet a com fortable m otherly  gray shaw l 
rem em ber it  is m in e.”

T hus d ism issed , Jam es, ever obedient, 
departs, oasting a k indly glance at m e as he 
goes. H arriet la y s  her hand ligh tly  ou m y  
arm .

“ D o n ’t look so horrified, oh ild ,” B h e  
says. “ J am es’ voioe, from  oontiuual dis 
use, has degenerated in to  a growl, I own, 
but it  need not reduoe you to insensib ility . 
H e is  awkward, but he m eane w ell, as th ey  
say in th e B ritish  dram a. C om e”— w ith  a 
fa in t pressure—*' try to look m ore cheerful, 
or people w ill begin to wonder and im agine  
all sorts of un likely  th ings. You have 
m ade a m istake ; but then a m istak e is not 
a orim e.”

“ W hat have I  don e?” I ask, rousing 
m yself. “ I only  w anted to see th e rink  
again, and ’D uke would not take m e. H e  
w as unkind in h is m anner, and vexed mo. 
Sir  Mark offered to take okarge of m e. 
believe I wanted to show 'Duke I oould go 
in sp ite  of h im , but 1 never thought o f—of 
anything else ; and uow 'Duke is so angry  
he w ill not even  speak to m e .”

“ Oh, tb at is nonsense I of oourse he w ill 
speak to you. You have com m itted  a little  
fo lly , th a t is  all. I oan quite understand it, 
Probably under like oiroum stanoes, and at 
your age, I w ould have been gu ilty  of the  
в а т е . B u t it  was foolish, neverth eless.”

“ H e B h o u ld  n o t  h a v e  s p o k e n  t o  m e  a s  
he d i d . ”

“ I  dare say not ; though I  don’t  know  
w hat he said, and do not w ish  to know, 
T here are alw ays fau lts on both sides. And  
now, P h y llis , as we are on tho subjeot, let 
m e say  one word. You know I am fond of 
yo u —tb at I th ink you the deareet little  
sister-in -law  in  the world. Therefore you  
w ill hear m e patien tly . H ave nothing  
m ore to say  to Mark Gore. H e is  very  
— unfortunate in h is—friendships. I do 
not w ish to вау anything against h im , but 
no good ever cam e of being too in tim ate  
w ith  h im . Are you offended w ith  m e?  
H ave I  gone too far, P h y llie  ?”

“ No, no ,” anxiou sly  retaining th e hand  
B h e  h alf w ithdraw s ; “ I am  glad, as it was 
on your m ind, you s p o k e .  B u t you oannot
th in k —you oannot believe—  I am too
deeply agitated  to continue.

“ I believe nothing but w hat is altogether  
good of you, be sure of th a t,” Bhe anew ers, 
heartily . “ B u t I  dread your oaueing  
yourself any pain through th ou gh tless
ness. R em em ber 1 how  easily  th ings go 
wrong,’ and how difAoult it  i t  is  som etim es  
to  set th em  right again. A nd— M arm a
duke loves you .”

“ I w ish  I had never seen th is  odious 
rink,” I w hisper, passionately . “ I w ill 
never go to one again. I w ish I had never 
laid  eyes on Mark Gore. I hate h im .

“ Good ch ild ,” interposée she, oalm ly , as 
an antidote to m y excitem en t. “ N ow , go 
and m ake peace w ith  your hueband. See, 
there he is . M arm aduke, P h y llis  is  too 
oold in th is  ooat ; get her som ething warm  
to pu t round her shoulders.”

M echanioally I obey the fa in t push B h e  
gives m e, and follow  ’D uke into the d im ly- 
lighted  hall. H e str ides on in  front, and 
takes not th e s ligh test notioe of m y falter  
ing footsteps.

“ M arm aduke,” I  w h i B p e r ,  n e r v o u s l y  ; 
“ M arm aduke, m a y  I drive hom e w i t h  
y o u  ? ”

“ W ith  m e ! F or w hat ?”
H is  tone is  stern  and uncom prom ising  

M y new -found oourage evaporates.
“ Веоаиве I— I w ant t o —very m uoh,” I 

answ er, feebly , muoh dispirited .
“ You oame here w ith  Gore. W hy not 

return w ith  bim  ? I t  seem s to m e far b et
ter for a ll parties you should do so .”

“ B u t I  do not w ish  it. I  would rather  
drive hom e w ith  any one than Sir Mark 
Gore. Oh, M arm aduke, p lease le t m e go 
w ith  you .”

“ I t  is rather la te  to  th ink of saviug  
appearanoes, if  you m ean th at.”

“ I do not m ean it. I  am  not th inking  
of anything but you .”

H e laughs un pleasan tly .
“ D id  H arriet te ll you to m ake th a t Bwcet 

little  speeoh ?”
“ N o ,” in  a low  tone.
“ D o  you im agine you are pleasing m e by 

m aking th is  req uest?” he exolaim s, angrily, 
glancing down a t m e as I stand staring at 
him , m y head barely reaching h is  shoulder. 
Reproaoh and entreaty are iu m y uplifted  
eyes, but th ey  do not soften  h im . “ D o  you 
th ink you are offering m e com pensation ? 
P ray do not for a m om ent believe I am  
either hurt or annoyed by your behavior of 
th is  evening. W hy should I ? You are 
not th e only  w om an in th e  world w ho has 
suddenly  developed a ta len t for flirta
tion s.”

“ M arm aduke, w hat are you saying ? Of 
w h at are you acousing m e ?”

I am nearly in  teare by th is  tim e, and  
oannot find w ords to argue or deny th e hor 
rid im putation  of ooquetry.

“ D o not le t m e stand in th e w ay  of your 
am u sem ents. Of oourse w hen I ohose to 
m arry a ohild—and a ohild w ithout a spark 
of affeotion for m e—I m u st learn not to 
•  w i la t  oonssquenoeB. U nderstand, P h y l
lis it  ів a  m atter of indifferenoe to me 
w hether you drive hom e w ith  Mark Gore 
or any other m an . D o  not give youreelf 
any annoyanoe, under a m istaken im p res

sion th a t you m ay be gratifying m e. T ake  
your choice of an escort.”

“ I have taken it ,” I say , dolefu lly , “ but 
th e one I w ant w on’t  take m e. M arm a
duke, how unkind you are l D o you then , 
refuse to  drive m e hom e ?”

“ I f you in sist on Bitting beside m e you  
oan do so,” he yie lds, ungraciously. “ You 
w ill find it  stupid, as I  am  in  no m ood for 
conversation , and have no desire for your 
com pany.”

“ N everth eless I  w ill toroe it upon you,”
I ory, w ith  som e fa in t врагк of pride and 
ind ignation. “ Though you hate  m e, I w ill 
return w ith  no one but you .”

A nd s o  i t  is  s e t t l e d ,  a n d  Boon w e  a re  
d r iv in g  s id e  b y  Bide u n d e r  th e  b r i l l i a n t  
d a n c in g  s ta r s .

I t  is a long, long drive—m uoh longer, it 
в еетв  to m e, in  th e ohill n ight than in the  
glare of day— and not one word does my 
oom panion speak. Onoe, w hen the moon 
rushes out with a w h ite  gleam  from  behind 
the soudding clouds, 1 take oourage to look 
at him  ; but he is  b iting h is  m oustaohe, 
and w ears upon h is  brow a heavy frown 
th a t oom pletely freezes on m y lips th e few  
Billy words I would have uttered.

Onoe, too, h is  hand lies bare upon h is  
knee ; I  venture toplaoe m y fingers tim id ly  
upon it , but he B hakes th em  off, under a 
plain pretence of adjusting tb e reins ; and 
th us, tw ice repulsed, I have no heart to 
m ake a further advance.

So, iu  dead silenoe.w o m ake our journey  
listen in g, absently, to  the chatter of those  
nehind aud th e sound of tb e horsee’ feet as 
th ey  bravely oover th e ground.

In  silence we reach our hom e, in silence  
he helps m e down, and w ith  th e sorriest 
pain ac m y heart it has ever y e t known I 
go upstairs aud sh u t m yself into m y room.

M artha, under a  m istaken im pression  
th a t I am  w h at she is pleased to  term  
“ poorly,” pours out som e eau de-Cologne 
aud prooeeds to bathe m y forehead w ith  
vigorous oonoern ; aud suoh is  the forlorn  
n ess of m y sta te  th a t I cannot bring 
m yself to  bid her begoue. W hen she 
h a s  put m e through varioue BtageB 
ot undressing, has le ft m e ready for 
bed, and in sisted  on hearing m e 
вау I  am im m en sely  better, Bhe departs, to  
m y infin ite relief.

I turn d ism ally iu m y ohair, and begin to 
wonder w hat I am to do n ex t, liv er y  
m inute m y crim e appears m ore hideous ; I 
feel m ore positive he w ill never forgive m e 

Strangely enough, as m y owu m isdem ea
nors grow in size and im portance, h is de- 
orease u n til at length tb ey  sink into u ttw  
insignificance. Tho rem em brance of th at 
pink note alone rankles, aud perhaps even  
th at oould bo explained.

T he hours slip  by. ’D u k e’s foot is to be 
heard slow ly pacing h is  own floor.

I  m u st aud w ill com pel him  to m ake 
friends w ith m e. H ow  oau I  face a long  
sleep less n igh t suoh as I know w ill be m ine  
if I go to bed unpardoned ? I w ill m ake 
one m ore effort, and thiB tim e I w ill not be 
unsuccessfu l. A s I have uot uow, aud 
never have had, a partiale of pride in  m y  
com position , it  takes m e very lit tle  think- 
iug to deoide on th is  oourse.

1 am sittin g  before m y lire ав I develop  
thia idea, toasting m y bare toes in a rather 
purposeless m anner, perparatory to ju m p
ing into bed. U nlik e m ost people, I  oan 
endure any am ount of heat to  the so les of 
m y feet.

M eohanioally I slip  in to  m y blue вііррегв, 
and, rising, go to th e glass. Y et, w hat I 
see pleases m e ; 1  certain ly  do look nioe in 
m y dressing-gown. N o other et) le of gar
m ent, no m atter how bewitohing or elabo
rate, su its  m e half as w ell. T h is partioular 
gown at w hich I am now gazing profoundly  
is of w hite  oashm ere, lined  a u d  w a d d e d , 
and trim m ed profusely w ith pale blue. 
T nere is a dear little  frill r o u n d  th e neck 
t h a t  alm ost m akes m e love m yself. I t  is  a 
g ift of M arm aduke’s. W alking one day iu 
P aris, d u n u g  our honeym oon, it  had 
attracted  our atten tion  in  a B h o p -w iu d o w , 
and he had insisted  on m y going in to  the  
shop then and there and m aking m yself 
th e owner of it . Surely  w hen he sees m e 
now he w ill rem em ber th e o iicam stau ce, 
and it w ill B often  him .

A h 1 ho w as very fond of m e, then , I 
reoolleot, w ith  a sigh.

My hair is stream ing down m y baok, far 
below  m y w aist ; 1  am  looking w ell, but 
youug— very youug ; indeed, I am painfully  
conscious th at, now m y high-heeled shoes 
are lying under m y chair, I m ight easily  
be m istaken for a child  of fourteen.

T he thought is  d istastefu l. H a stily  p u t
ting up m y hands, I w ind m y hair round 
and round m y head u n til 1  have reduoed it  
to  its  every day deoorous faBbion ; on ly  to 
find th a t rolls and sm oothn ess do not 
accord w ell w ith  a neglige costum e.

L ooking at m yself again w ith  a critioal 
eye, I am again d issatisfied . I m ay appear 
older, I oertainly do not present so pleasing  
a tout ensemble ; so, w ith  m uoh viciuos  
h aste , I onoe m ore draw out the hair-p ins 
and le t m y straight brown hair hang accord
ing to its  fancy. B eiug  now at last convinoed  
I am  to be seen a t m y best, I proceed to 
act upon th e thought th a t has oaused all 
th is  unwonted vanity . I go so ftly  to M arm a
duke’s dressing-room  door, arm ed w ith  m y  
brush and begin to batter at it  pretty  loudly.

“ M arm aduke, M arm aduke I” I cry, but 
obtain no answ er. T h at he is  w ith in  is  
beyond a ll doubt, as every now aud then  
through the th ick oaken (door I can hear a 
sound or two.

A gain I exercise m y lungs, again I batter 
at the door.

“ ’D u k e—M arm aduke I” I ory onoe more, 
im p atiently .

“ W hat do you w a n t? ’’ dem ands m y h u s
band, in a  voioe th a t sends m y heart into  
m y blue slippers.

“ I w ant to get in ,” I  return as m eekly  
aa one can, when on e’s tone is raised to the 
highest pitoh.

“ You oannot now ; I am Ьиву.”
“ B u t I m u st. ’D uke, do open the door. I 

have som ething of the u tm ost im portance  
to say to you .”

A fter a m om ent or two I oau hear him  
oom ing slow ly to th e door. In  another  
inetant he has unlocked it, and is standing  
in th e doorway in  an attitud e th a t is p lainly  
m eant to bar m y further approaoh.

“ W on’t you let m e in  ?” I  say . “ I w ant 
to  speak to you ; I  have som ething to te ll 
you .”

H ere I m ake a dive under th e arm he had  
plaoed against one Bide ot th e door as a 
prudent barricade, and gain tho dressing  
room. H aving so far suooeeded, 1 pause to  
glanoe tim id ly  a t him .

H e has divested h im self of h is  coat and 
w aistcoat, and has evidently  been brushing  
his hair, as it  is  sm ooth to th e last degree 
and has about it a general air of being ready 
to  enter a ball-room a t a m om en t’s notice.

You m ight be going to a reception, your 
hair is so beautifu lly  dressed,” I say, w ith  
a w eak attem p t a t railery and com posure.

“ D id  you nearly broak down the door to  
oome and tell m e th a t ?’’ aeked he, w ith out 
a vestige of a sm ile.

Onoe again m y eyes seek the carpet. All 
m y affeoted nonchalance deserts m e. I feel 
frightened. N ever before has h is voice 
sounded so harsh w hen addressed to m e. I 
put m y hands behind m e, aud grasp nerv
ou sly  th e torrent of hair th a t flows down 
m y baok. F or th e seoond tim e it  occurs 
to m e how abom inably young I m u st be 
looking. Som ehow  th e word “ D o ll” writee  
itse lf before m y low ered eyes.

‘ N o ,” I  say, in a w hisper. “ I oame to  
ask you to forgive m e— to te ll you I am  
very sorry for it  a ll.”

“ Are you? I am  glad of th at. In m y  
opinion you oould not be too sorry.”

Oh, ’D uke, do not be too hard to m e. I 
did not m ean to m ake you so v e r y  angry.
I did not th ink  there w as any harm  in  what 
— I did .”

No harm Î N o harm  in flirting so o u t
rageously as to bring down upon you the  
censure of all your guests?  N o harm  in  
m aking yourself th e subjeot of ligh t gossip?  
D o you know th at ever віпое la st night, 
w hen you chose to disgraoe both yoursel 
and m e by your conduct, I  have fe lt half 
m addened. A ngry. T he word does not

express w hat I feel. A  hundred tim es  
during th ese past few  hourB I have w ith  
the u tm ost difficulty restrained m yse lf.”

“ I don’t вее th at I have done anything  
so very terrible ; I  have not behaved worse 
th an—th an others I  oould nam e. I don’t 
believe anybody noticed m e,” I reply, 
m iserably, and m ost untruthfully .

P shaw  I how blind you m u st th ink  
people I D o you suppose th ey  w ill not 
com m ent freely on your going to th a t low  
place w ith  Gore, at 9 o’olock at night, alone.
I own m y belief in their dulnesa or good
nature is  not aa com fortable a one aa yours. 
B lanoh Going, at all eventB, spoke to m e 
openly about i t .”

I in stan tly  take Are.
“ N o doubt,” I  ory, w ith  paaaion. “ Lady  

B lanohe Going has her own геавопв for 
w ishing to degrade m e in  m y husband’s 
sight. She is a wioked w om an 1 W ere I 
do h a lf  w hat she has done, and is capable of 
doing, I  would be asham ed to  look you in 
the faoe. I hate her 1 If you believe w hat 
she says, rather than w hat 1 say , of oourse 
there is lit t le  use in  m y speaking further  
in  m y own defenoe.”

“ I  believe only w hat I see ,” returns m y  
husband, eignifioantly ; “ and th a t—I regret 
to say of you, P h y llis—is m ore than I oan 
th ink of w ith oalm ness.”

H e turns from m e as he вреакв, and 
begiuB  to paoe excited ly  up  and down the 
room, a frown born o f muoh anger upon h is  
forehead.

“ To th ink th at you should have chosen  
tha t fellow , w ho has hardly a shred of ohar
aoter left, aa your fr ien d .”

I t  would be ітроввіЫ е to  put on paper 
the am ount of scorn h e  throws in to  th e last  
word.

“ H e is  no friend of m in e,” I say , 
su llen ly , beating m y foot petu lantly  against 
th e ground. “ I alw ays understood he waB 
a partioular favorite of youra. It you con
sider h im  auoh a disreputable oreature, w hy  
did you invite  him  to your house ?”

“ Веоаиве I was unfortunately  under the 
im pression I  oould ask any m an w ith safety  
in to  m y w ife’s house,” says he, lo ftily  ; and 
the quotation in w hich Cæaar’s w ife ie 
brought to bear oomes to m y m ind ; I am  
alm oat tem pted to m ention it  for purposea 
of provocation, but refrain. In  truth , I 
am  really  unhappy, and at m y w ita end, by 
th is. Surely  I oannot have so altogether  
forgotten m yself as he seem s to im agine.

“ There are worse people here than Mark 
Gore,” I  rem ark, s till sullen.

“ If there are, I don’t know th em , and 
oertainly do not w ish to disoues th em . The  
m isdem eanors of the world do not oonoern 
m e ; it  is  w ith you alone I have to deal. 
E ver since Gore entered th e house you 
have shown an open and m oet undignified  
desire for h is society . I bore it all in Bilenoe, 
neither thwarting you nor exhib iting  m y  
displeaaure in any way ; but when I s e e  you  
casting aside com m on prudence, and m ak
ing yourself a subject for soaudalous 
rem arks, I th ink it  is  high tim e for m e to 
in terfere, aud assert m y authority. W ere 
you several years younger than you are, you  
are s till quite old enough to know right from  
wrong ; and for the future"—here he s to p B  
short d o se  beside m e, and, w ith  h is blue 
eyes flashiug, goes on, “ for the fu ture I 
iusiBt on your oonduoting yourBelf a s  my 
wife should .”

W hen a m an ia w ith out h is  ooat and 
w aistooat, and th inks h im self ill-used , he 
generally looks m ore than h is actual height. 
M arm aduke, standing before m e w ith  
uplifted hand to enforce hia rem arka, and 
w ith  a very w hite faoe, certa in ly  appeara 
uncom fortably ta ll. H e  ia tow ering over 
poor little  me, in m y heellesa Bhoea and 
w hite gown, and for a m om ent it  oooura to 
m e th a t I ought to feel frightened ; tbe 
next in stan t anger has overpowered m e, 
and raised m e to h is level.

" H o w  dare you speak to m e like th a t ? 
B y  w hat right do you  use Buch language ? 
You who every hour of the day m ake your
self conspicuous with th at horrible oousin  
of yours ? Do you suppose, then , th a t I 
have no еуев? that I oannot fathom  m otives,
and aotions, and ’’

“ W hat do yo m ean ?” interrupts he, 
haughtily .

“ T h at sounds very w ell ; but if, when  
you accused me of flirting w ith  M ark Gore, 
I  had drawn m yself up, and asked, in  an 
injured tone, ‘ w hat you  m ean t,’ you would  
very soon have told m e I knew  only  too 
w ell. H ave I  not notioed you with B lanohe ? 
D o you ever leave her side?  W hispering  
in oorridora—lingering in  conservatories— 
le ttin g  her w rite you le tters I Ob, I  know  
everyth ing!"  ory I, absolutely  sobbing w ith  
long pent-up rage and grief.

“ W rite m e lettere!"  repeats 'Duke in 
utter bew ilderm ent.

“ Y es ; long, long letters. I saw  i t .”
“ B lanohe never in  her life  w rote m e a 

long letter , or any other le tter  th a t I oan 
reoolleot.”

“ Oh ! W hen I saw  it  w ith  m y ow n eyes, 
and only yesterday, too I H ow  can you  
deny it?  In the m orning she pretended  
she had a headache, and I w ent up to ask  
her how Bhe was, and there on the table  
w as a pink note, w ith  three of th e pages 
olosely w ritten  over, and w h ile  I stayed  
she folded it  into a cooked hat ; and w hen  
I cam e hom e iu th e evening I w ent into  
your room — this  room— for вош ѳ  eau-de 
Cologne, and it  waa ly in g there on the 
table under m y nose,” I  w ind up w ith pas 
sionate vulgarity.

(To be con tinued .)

F O R  T H E  L A D I E S .

A B u d g e t  o f  F a o t s  a n d  F a n c i e s .

A M<iiool o f  N p o r tiv e  W h a le s .

A sohool of about tw en ty  w hales, aooord 
ing to a B look Island letter , has been  
sporting about th at island for som e days  
past. Som etim es th e great creatures oome 
into th e bay by th e breakwater, but keep 
m oet of the tim e a m ile or tw o to the eaat, 
T hey  attraot no lit tle  a tten tion . Indeed  
w ith th e exoeption of a few  weeka in 1882 
such a sight haa not been w itnessed  here  
for years. Swordfish and m aokerel are 
unusually p lenty in the v ic in ity , also ; and 
as a oonsequence, scores of am ateur fisher
m en are engaged in their purBuit. Bluefieh  
as ивиаі, are fiokle, now favoring som e  
boats w ith  all th e trolling heart oan wiah 
and, again, w holly  d isdain ing th e moat 
tem pting bait. Som e of the m ost noted  
bass fisherm en in  th e oountry have arrived 
during th e past two or three days. A s yet 
Mr. Robert B arker, of N ew  York, h a s  
taken the only genuine prize, a bass w eigh
ing about th irty  pounds.— New York Com
m ercial Advertiser.

А  К е ш п г к а Ы е  B o o k .

A  rem arkable book waa aoid for £980 in  
London la tely . I t  is  a M S. of 257 folio  
leaves of vellum , w ritten  in  tbe fifteenth  
oentury, and is a ohroniole of the early  
liiBtory of N orm andy. N othing oan exoeed  
the m inute delioaoy of the m iniaturee w ith  
w hioh it  has been em bellished, from  the 
first of them , whioh represents the arrival 
of D uke Rollo a t R ouen, to th e laat, whioh  
represents the siege of Chalus, where 
Riohard Coeur de Leon received h is death  
wound from  an arrow-shot by B ertrand de 
Gourdon. T he series inoludes th e death  
of Edw ard the Confessor and the corona
tion of H arold, the landing of W illiam  the  
Conqueror, the battle of j H astings, the 
carrying of H arold’s body to W altham  
Abbey, the funeral of W illiam  and the 
coronation of R ufus by Archbishop Lan- 
frano— all exeouted in the h igh est s ty le  of 
Burgundian art, and w ith  the m in utest 
attention  to every detail of arohiteoture, 
costum e and armor.

T h e  Q u e e n  a n d  tlie  Mix N a t io n s .
T he Counoil of the S ix  N ation s, having 

adopted a m in ute of sym path y  w ith  the  
Q ueen upon th e death of th e D uke of 
Albany, th e E arl of D erby, Secretary of 
State  for the Colonies, in  rep ly, “ is  com 
m anded by th e Queen to oause the Six  
N ation s Indians to be inform ed th a t H er  
M ajesty is very greatful for th e expression  
of sym path y in her lose.”

— Sinoe 1845 Arofcio explorations have 
ooBt th e  lives of 180 men.

A PORTRAIT.
M adam e, a t  sound  of G ab rie l’s trum p ,
W ould give no v u lg a r s ta r t  n e r  jum p ,
B u t Blowly r is e  w ith  tra n q u il grace,
L a y  a ll h e r  p in ion  p lu m es in  place,
M ake th e m  secure  w ith  safety-p ins,
A ccount to  H eaven fo r h e r  sins,
And ta k e  th e  p a rad is ic  road,
A ch a rm in g  angel a  la  mode.

— E d i t h  L a p h a m  i n  t h e  C e n t u r y .

T w en ty  years ago there were but 12  
w om en doctors in  th e U n ited  S ta tes, now  
there are over 800.

A Z enana library has been established at 
C alcutta, and is  said to be largely resorted  
to  by th e lad ies for w hose benefit it  is 
established .

Mrs. M ark H opkins, form erly of Califor
n ia, is  building a stone dw elling house at 
Great B arrington, M ass., w hich w ill cost 
»1,000,000.

W om en are oom m only em ployed as 
pain ters and paper-hangers in W est Corn
wall, E ngland , learning the trade from  eaoh 
other, w ithout serving a regular apprentice
ship.

A  lady appeared at L ord’s cricket ground 
on Ju ly  11th in  w hat m ay be fa ir ly  term ed  
an evening ooBtume. She wore a blaok laoe 
dress, a yellow  8 ttin cuirass bodice, bro
caded w ith  blaok, out low —very low — and  
fitted in to  the neck w ith  black laoe. H er  
tight-fitting  blaok laoe sleeves reaohed  
down to her elbows, being joined by black 
gloves. A  m ass of fluffy yellow  hair, cut 
short, w as nearly hidden beneath a huge 
blaok hat. T he lady w as not slender. She  
created a furor w herever she w ent.

T h e  P r e v a le n t  T o y .

T he prevalent toy  of th e Long Branoh  
girla is  a scen t bottle. I t  is  an inch thiok, 
and from  six  to eight inohes long. The  
m aterial is glass, e laborately out, and som e
tim es trim m ed w ith  gold or silver. I t  gives 
its  poBBessor som ething to do w ith  her 
hands, and in  th a t w ay serves th e purpose 
of a oane or orush hat in the grip of a 
dandy. She carries it  w ith her a t th e d in 
ner table, in  th e surf bath, in th e ball room, 
and I ’ve no reason to suppose th a t she  
doesn’t take it  to bed w ith her. She flirts  
w ith it  ав w ith  a fan ; she smffd d a in tily  at 
its  untjorewed top , to give an im pression  of 
extrem e sen sib ility  and fragility . She  
ровев w ith  it  like the fairy queen of a bur
lesque w ith a wand ; and she could, ou oo- 
савюп, use it  as a club to brain him  who 
would do her harm . A lthough I th ink  it 
is  m ore m an-subduing in  the hands of the  
frivolous belle than in  a cane or oue held  
by the sta lw art G eorgia wonder, and a 
great deal more m agnetic.

F a s h io n  T in te  a n d  H in t s .

P ure w hite handkerohiefs are again on 
regie. T hey are plain, w ith  hom estitohed  
border for m orniug w ear, but elaborately  
em broidered for dress. Som e of th ese  
handkerohiefs oost 118 apiece. T h e p la iu est  
are $2. A  ragged edge, stim u lated  by em 
broidery, is  considered a desirable Btyle.

H osiery  has abandoned its  carnival of 
color, and also its  som bre blaok hues, and  
the tin ted  Balbriggan stocking has now  the  
suprem acy in fashion , or a pure w hite.

L ad ies’ retiouleB cr hang bags are going  
out of sty le , or w ill be oarried only  by busi
ness w om en. T hey offer too m any tem p 
tations to the snatch-th ieves to appropriate  
them . B esid es, fashionable id len ess has 
decreed th a t th ey  look too muoh likg, the  
vendors of soap or corn-salve. T he ladies  
who possess th e handsom e new  Japanese  
retioule w ith  birds and butterflies of color 
on its  enam elled sides oan m ake wall 
pockets of th em . Iu  th e econom y of nature  
nothing ів lost.

T he natural oom plexion w ill be worn 
next season. A s th e out-of tow n people 
oome hom e th ey  w ill be anxious to assure  
th eir  friends by a line tan oolor th a t they  
have been to th e seashore.

Sm all talk ing parrots are the favorite pet 
birds of young ladies th is  season, and the 
cute dealers are teaching them  to say  
“ K iss m e, d ar lin g !’’ in  a com m ercial w ay, 
w hich insures a rapid sa le for them .

T he old fashion of stam ping m elted  sea l
ing wax on th e envelope haa com e in  again, 
a fashion th at, in  A m erica a t least, has 
been obsolete for nearly  half a oentury. A t 
a ll the sta tion ery  oounters boxes whioh  
contain several stioks of sealing  w ax in 
popular colors are show n w ith  a handsom e  
вііѵег or gold bronze веаі upon whioh m ay  
be engraved th e in itia l le tter  or the fam ily  
orest, as ordered.

T he taper, the stiok of wax and the  
d ain tily  engraved seal are now requisites of 
the fashionable w riting tab le. T o seal a 
le tter  w ith  n icety , take p lenty  of tim e. 
W hen the le tter  is  ready, i|pd th e  taper  
lighted, lay  th e seal on th e table at your 

j right hand. T hen hold the w ax above the  
flam e o f th e candle and apply it to  th e  
envelope w ith  a oiroular m otion ; m oieten  
th e seal and hold th e  envelope to the flam e  
a m om ent to soften th e w ax ; stam p  
squarely w ith  th e  seal, leaviug a clear, 
perfect im pression . I t  requires practice  
to do even so sm all a th ing as th is  appears 
to  be w ith  neatn ess and dispatoh. 
It is said  th a t an E n glish  apprentice  
is  not allow ed to take a proof 
im pression of a seal u n til he lias worked at 
th e Ьивіпевв for tw o years. A s soon as the  
oustom  is again un iversally  adopted of 
using the sealing-w ax m ethod on letters, 
the post-offioe authorities willJprobably.Bhut 
down on the whole business, as it largely  
inoreases the trouble of handling letters and  
adds tons to the w eight of postal m atter. 
Care should be taken in  using the taper. 
I t  w ill be rem em bered th a t th e lovely and 
lam ented w ife of the poet L ongfellow  
burned herself to death in her husband’s 
library w hile sealing a letter . T h is had 
m uch to do w ith  the oustom  going out of 
fashion here.

W o m e n  a e  A  гіінін.

I f , in th e dom ain of art, we w ish  to oome 
to  a fair judgm ent of th e yet undeveloped  
possib ilities of w om an, it  will be instructive  
to go baok to th e rem ote past and contem  
plate her actual achievem ents during the 
cen turies in whioh she had th e m ost feeble  
chance, by reason of an alm ost universal 
in fidelity  concerning her capabilities in any  
other functions than those o f m atern ity  and 
housew ifery. In  gathering up th e scraps  
of h istory whioh help  to illu strate  m y  
them e, it  beoam e a part of m y du ty , som e  
years ago, to  count, one by oue, the пашев 
of all th e artists  of all ages m entioned in 
the four volum es of M uller’s  “ K unstler- 
L exioon ,” and I found th e grand total to 
be tw elve thousand n ine hundred and 
th irty-eight, of whioh two hundred and 
forty-three w ere the nam es of w om en. Of 
th is  sm all fraction— less than one-fiftieth— 
only  th e  m ost insignificant m inority  re
oeived any extended biographical notice, 
ohiefly, no doubt, by reason of th e faot that 
the large m ajority of w om en artists, 
through all the oenturies, has represented  
only th e m ost subordinate departm ent of 
art, suoh as flow er-painting, etching, em 
broidery, and th e illu m inating of m anu
scripts.—J .  Leonard Corning, in  The M an
hattan  fo r  August.
K a t e 'V ie ld  o n  t l ie  веІЯнішевв o f  («сиіим

T he hum blest of us have longings, affec
tions, sorrows, pleasures, and like to be 
treated as though we filled a  plaoe in the  
world. W e w ant to feel th at those upon 
whom  w e lavish thought are not unm indful 
of our w elfare. G enius h asn ’t tim e for 
such oom m onplüoes. I t  is too engrossed in 
the evolution of a sublim e idea to dwell 
upon th e individual head or heart aobe. 
I ’m persuaded th a t th is  is the reason w hy  
very clever m en and w om en m arry those 
who are considered their inferiors. T hey  
known by introspection th e  egotism  of 
brains, and seek an unselfishness whioh  
w ill m in ister to th eir  oom fort. In tellectual 
com panionship m ay be found in  books or 
society , but th a t thoughtfu lness and oare 
Upon whioh th e happiness of d aily  life de

pends, oan on ly  proceed from  hum an be
ings possessed of hearts. A s there are 
exceptions to a ll rules, so are thero great 
hearts a llied  to great heads. Such crea
tions are th e glory of the ииіѵегье, and to 
be honored w ith out stin t.

T h e  R e d  A d r ia n o p le  to r  L it t l e  C üiib .

A  sm all blouse for a little  g irl is  of red 
A drianople. I t  is shirred around th e neck  
and w aist, and below  th e  shirring on the 
w aist is a deep flounoe of handsom e w h ite  
laoe or em broidory. T he sleeves are short, 
w ith  long lo o js  of narrow red ribbon falling  
from  th e top of th e shoulders. Iu  th e back 
are loops of rather w ide red ribbon .— New  
York Commercial Advertiser.

N e w  P a r is  D r e s s e s .
C ountess P otooka’s dress at a recent ball 

given in P aris  perfectly  su ited  her dark 
btyle of beauty aud was a trium ph of m il
lin ery , a lm ost every ehade of gold being  
em ployed. T he sk irt of dead gold fa ille  
w as enveloped in  a netw ork of gold oolored 
tu lle  em broidered w ith  am ber silk  and em- 
bassed w ith  very th in  strips of Cordova 
leather. T he bodice and train  w ere of gold  
oolored stam ped velvet, and an enorm ous 
w reath  of tea  roses, starting from  th e left 
shoulder, descended very low  down on th e  
right side of th e skirt. T he C ountess wore 
tw o tea  roses in  her hair. T he rival beauty  
on th is  оосавіоп w as th e C om tesse de B ea u 
fort, nee P rin cesse  M élanie de L igne, who  
is  ta ll and very fair. She w ore a w hite  
w atered silk  dress, th e skirt being entirely  
veiled w ith  w hite tu lle, looped in  all d irec
tion s w ith  bunches of w h ite  hyaoinths. 
Sim ilar bunches hem m ed the edge of the 
round sk irt, as w ell as th e bodice, whioh  
w as draped w ith  tu lle . B raoes sprang from  
th e  tablier and w ere tied  on th e shoulders 
ia  a new  and indescribable fashion  oalled  
“ a la  P sy ch é .”

A pretty, m odest-Iooking dress for one of 
those gray days so frequent m  th e su m 
m er is  of gray n u n ’s veiling, so far ав the  
skirt and pouf are oonoerned, w hile  the  
bodioe is of th in  taffeta  black silk, w ith  
tin y  w hite  stripes, opening on a gray w a ist
ooat. A  gray blonde fichu passes under 
the basques of the bodioe in front and is  
knotted behind, thus form ing on th e sideB 
tin y  lace paniers. T he high crowned gray  
straw  hat is  trim m ed w ith black and w hite  
birds.

H ere is a sw eet ball dress. T he Bhort 
sk irt is m ade entirely  of fluffy p la its  of 
w h ite  tu lle , euolosed in front by an am ple  
tu lle  veil, em broidered w ith  w hite and 
silver th istles . A n ivory poult-de soie  
seoond skirt, very short indeed, form s tin y  
paniers, and is  bordered by a w reath of 
sm all roses w ith  velvet foilage of a brown 
tin t. T he bodioe is of ivory poult-de-soie, 
w ith  drapery of tu lle  em broidered w ith  
m iniature silver th istles . Is  not th a t a 
poetio gow n ?— London Tru th .

T H K  l l l ’F F A I .O  R t t l l lC Y .  

D e s c r ip t io n  o l a  N a t iv e  ft ln n ito b itn  F r u i t .

T h is  is pre-em inently  a northw estern  
fruit, although th e bush is som etim es  
found in  th e eastern Provinces on islands  
iu  lakes, poin ts of land, or other expoped 
places near w ater. T lie  fru it is  seldom  
tasted  by th e inh ab itan ts of the country  ; 
the lit tle  there is of it ia u su ally  devoured  
by birds as soon as it  begius to ripen. In  
th e N orthw est th e  qu antity  of these berries 
produced is am azing. T he buffalo berry 
w as form erly ex ten sively  used iu  the  
m anufacture of th e  best qu ality  of peini- 
oan, being first dried and then m ixed  
w ith  th e m eat, whioh reoeived a peculiar  
and delicious flavor from  th e fruit. In  
th e Tiger H ill oountry there are m any  
places where these berries are th is season  
produced iu  th e greatest profusion. T he  
other day th e w riter joined a party  w ho  
were about to v is it  N atu re’s garden iu  
searoh of good th ings. F or som e distanoe  
th e w ay led through w h at had once beon a 
forest of sm all oaks. T he fire had a t one 
tim e destroyed m any of th e young trees, 
and now  only  a few  rem ained, giving the  
plaoe th e appearance of a park. The  
ground was covered w ith  a dense growth of 
herbage w hich  B eem ed alm oat one m ass of 
bloom ; tiger lilie s , roses and morning- 
glories un ited  w ith  the bright purple flow  
ers of th e w ild  peas and the vetch un til 
there w as a perfect w ilderness of 
blossom s of every shade of oolor, all 
bright, beautifu l and fragrant, w hile  
m any singing birds scattered ти в іо  in the 
fresh  air of th e fine m orning. P assiog  
through th is  natural flower garden we soon 
entered th e valley of a stream  where there  
were в о т е  fiue trees and im m en se num  
bere of currant bushes and plum  trees  
bearing a large q u an tity  of green fruit. 
T hese bwshes are found a t in tervals all 
along the Сургевв as th e stream  passes  
through th e h ills. On approaching a fringe 
of buBhes w hich  occupied the upper portion  
of th e va lley  w e found the buffalo berries iu  
abundance. M any of th e sm aller trees  
were bent down w ith  th e load of fruit 
whioh they oarried ; muoh of it  w as still 
unripe, but further on where th e ground 
waa m ore elevated  the ЬинЬев were shorter, 
m ore scattered  and a lit tle  less shaded. 
H ere th e berries were quite ripe, of a d a r k  
purple oolor and of delicious sw eetness aud  
fine flavor.

T here is  an attraction  about gathering  
anyth ing found in  a w ild  state  whioh is 
difficult to  account for, aud the peculiar 
exoitem ent is fe lt  not on ly  by th e berry- 
picker, but by th e angler, the hunter and  
the gold seeker ; even a beautiful w ild  
flower un exp ected ly  discovered iu  a so li
tary place w ill stir  tb e m ind w ith  an 
exoitem ent w hich no garden produot w ill 
produce. T o procure w ild  fru it from the  
store-house of N ature is  to  experience a 
new  ріеавигѳ whioh possesses a charm  
because the riohes oost nothiug, possession  
oom es unexpectedly, there is an unoertainty  
about the qu ality  whioh excites the pros 
peotor and sw ells  h is  im agination . Our 
party had been indulging in  agreeable  
conversation—the ladies s ligh tly  alarm ed  
le st there should be snakes in th e w ay— 
hut the sight of аогев of land oovered by 
bushes bending to the ground w ith the 
w eight of rioh purple c lusters of beautiful 
and delicious berries, m ade talk ing u n in 
terestin g and unprofitable and впакеѳ 
harm less and of no consequence. T he  
baskets were soon filled to overflowing, and 
so pleased were th e adventurers w ith  their  
success tb a t a second, a th ird and even a 
fourth v is it w as m ade to the berry bushes, 
eaoh tim e new  and im portant discoveries  
were m ade, and notw ithstand ing all the  
berries w hich  have been rem oved there are 
s till thousands of gallons le ft for tho birds. 
T he buffalo berry being new  to m ost of the  
persons of the com pany the fru it was tried  
iu different w ays, and found good in all its  
varieties. I t  is excellen t preserved, exoel- 
len t in  pies, exoellen t as it  oom es off the 
bushes, but iu a pudding it  proved, 
like Shakspeare’s quart of ale, “ a dish fib 
for a k ing,” and w as pronounced by all who 
ta> ted as tbe best food they had ever eaten. 
W ithout doubt the buffalo berry Ьивіі would 
repay cultivation . I t  is one of the hardiest 
shrubs known, it  is  h igh ly ornam ental when  
in flower, and m ore so when laden w ith its  
purple fr u it;  it  is  a beautiful bush at any  
tim e, and would grow luxu riantly  even on 
th e open prairie if a num ber of trees w ere  
planted together .— P ilo t M ound Signal.

iW o r lh  T e n  D o lla r «  a  B o t t le .

A ny person wbo has used P o ison ’s N e r v i 
l i n e , the great pain cure, w ould not be 
W i t h o u t  it  if it  c o s t  ten dollars a bottle . A  
good tö in g  is worth its  w eight in  gold, and  
N erviline is  th e best rem edy in  th e world  
tor a ll kinds of pain. I t  cures neuralg ia  in  
five m in u tes; toothache in one m in u te ; 
lam e back at one application ; headaohd in  
a few  m om en ts; and all pains ju st as 
rapidly. Sm all te s t bottles only cost 10 
cents. W hy not tr y  it  to-day ? Large  
bottles 25 oents, sold by all druggists and  
country dealers. U se  P o ison ’s nerve pain  
oure—N ervi ine.

— G erm any’s retail beer trade am ou nts
to 1,500,000,000 m arks.

.E very ITI a  и  a n d  W o m a n

W ill disagree upon Bome points. I t  is  
alm ost im possible to qu ite reconcile on e’s 
convictions w ith  those of another, though, 
of соѵгве, exceptions cccur, and one of 
th e m ost notable w hieh  we oan m ention i s .  
th a t on th e  corn  question . For onoe o u r /  
people are un ited  ; th ey  acknowledge th a t  
never in  th e  h istory  of th e world w as there  
as certaiD, as sure, as harm less, as prom pt 
a rem edy as P u tn a m ’s P a in less  Corn 
E xtractor, and for once a un ited  and free  
pec pla have reaohed a вѳивіЫе conclusion. 
B ew are of su bstitu tes.

Sou they records in  h is “ C om m onplace  
B ook ” th a t a physician  who has seen  
m ore th an  40,000 oases of sm all-pox said  
he had never m et with th e  disease in a  
person w ith  red or ligh t flaxen hair.

—N o lady need be w ith out Mrs. P in k 
h am ’s V egetable Com pouud beoause she is 
far d istan t from  drug stores. T he pro
prietor* send it  postage paid by m ail from  
L ynn, M ass., iu th e form  of lozenges or of 
p ills; price, Ç1. per box, or six  for $5. 
Send for th e “ Guide to H ea lth ” whioh  
gives fu ll particu lars.

Florida appears to be th e “ L and of 
F low ers ” to som e purpose. T h e  N ationa l 
D ruggist says th a t th e  m anufacture of per
fu m es from  Florida flowers is beooming an 
im portant industry , and th a t а ргооевв has 
been reoently devised for extracting th e  
sw eet flavor of the cassava p lant.

«
Р5!ЖНАІ*Я’8

* VEGETABLE COMPOUND *
* * * * * IS A POSITIVE CURf *****
F o r  a ll  o f  th o se  P a in fu l .C om plaints and
* * W eaknesseN  но com m on  to  o u r  b eet
* » * * » F E M A I.K  P O P U L A T IO N . * * * *y>,

I t  w i l l  c u re  e n t i r e l y  t h e  w o r s t  fo rm  o f  F e 
m a le  C om plain ts, a l l  O v a ria n  t r o u b le s ,  Jn-| 
fi.am m ation  an  d U lc e ra t io n .  F a lt/in o  a n d  Dis*
PLACEMENTS, AND T1IE CONSEQUENT SPINAL WEAK
NESS, AND IS PARTICULARLY ADAPTED TO TUB
Change op L ive . *  ^  *  *  *  *  * - '* !
* Tr WILL DISSOLVE ANT) EXPEL TUMORS PROM THb '
Uterus tn an early stag e of development. T u b '
TENDENCY Tl)( 'A NCEROirs 1 111.MORS THEREIS CHECKED' 
VERY SPEEDILY Г.V ITS USE. * * * * * *
* I t removes F atntness, F latulency, destroys
ALL CRAVING 1';.:: STIMULANTS, AND RELIEVE8 W eAK-J
ness of the  .Stomach. Гг cures Bloating, H ead-' 
ache, .Nervous P rostration, С Jen er  al Debility ,  ! 
D epression a . j  Indigestion . ■ # • * # ■ * £
* T hat feeling of Bearing Down, causing Р аш , 
W eight and Dackaciie, is  always permanently
CURED BY ITS USE. * * * * * * * *
* ІТ WILL AT ALL TIMES AND UNDER ALL CIRCUM
STANCES ACT IN HARMONY WITH THE LAWS THAT 
GOVERN THE FEMALE SYSTEM. * * * * *
* #Й”ІТ8 PURPOSE IS SOLELY forttielegitimatk
HEALING OF DISEASE ANI) THE RELIEF OF PAIN, AND 
THAT IT DOES ALL IT CLAIMS TO 1)0, THOUSANDS OF 
LADIES CAN GLADLY TESTIFY. # *
* *  F o r  t h e  c u re  op K id n ey  C om plain ts  in
EITHER SEX THIS REMEDY IS UNSURPASSED. #  ¥
* LYDIA E. PINK HAM’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND la
prepared at Lynn, Mass. Price §1. Six bottles for 
S o ld  b y  a l l  d r u g g is t s ,  fi*-"?. by am il, pontage paid, in 
of Pills or Lozenges on receipt of price Jvf above. Mrs. 
Pinkliam’H “Guide to Health” will be mailed free to any 
Lady sending stamp. Letters confidentially answered. •
* No family should be without LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S 
LIVElt PILLS- They cure Constipation, Biliousness a td

•nts p. r box. * -Torpidity of the Live

D . V  N . ! . .  3? | * 4 .

Woodstock College,
WOODSTOCK, ONT.

поЭег^F o r lad ies  and  g en tlem en  ; te rm s  very  m o 
a te  ; fac ilities  un riva lled .

C ollegiate Course. L ad ies’ R egu lar Course, 
L ad iee’ F in e  Arte Соигѳе, C cm m ercia l Couree, 
P re p a ra to ry  Couree. O pene S ep tem ber 4th, 1884. 

F o r  ca talogues c o n ta in in g  lu l l  in fo rm a tio n

R £V . N. W O LV ERTO N , B.A., P rin c ip a l.

: )  (AtThK.j
VOLTAIC IVFJ/T nnd oll« r Electric 

« ’i-s arc sent, on Я0 Days’ T:ial TQ 
MKN ONLY, YOÏJNQ OU OT.D, who are suffer
ing front NEuvors Debility, Lost Vitality, 
W asting W eakness:.«, {nid'jjil ilio.se diseases of ß 
P ersonal N vtcke, resulting iiôni Аиуьку and 
Other Causes. Speedy relief and  complete 
restoration to Лклі.тп. Vigor and Manhood 
Guarantee!). Send a t onee for Illustrated 
Pamphlet free. Address
Voltaic Bolt Co., Marshall, Mich,

V O flN «  ІТІІІІѴ !—H E A D  T i l l « .
The V o lta ltc  B e l t  Co., of M arshall, M ich, 

offer to  send  th e ir  ce leb ra ted  K lec tr o -V o lta lio  
B e l t  and  o th e r E le c t r ic  Appliances o n  tr ia l 
fo r th ir ty  days, to  m en  (young o r old) aftliofeed 
w ith  пегѵоив deb ility , loss of v ita lity  and  m a n 
hood, aud  all k in d re d  troub les. Also fo r rh eu  
m a tism , n eu ra 'g ia , para lysie  and  m a n y  o th e r 
diseaeee. C om plote res to ra tio n  to  h ea lth , vigor 
aud m anhood  guaran teed . No risk  is inou rred  
ae th ir ty  days tr ia l is allow ed. W rite  th e m  a t 
once fo r il lu s tra ted  p a m p h le t free.

WESLEYAN LAD ES’ COLLEGE.
HAM ILTON, CANADA,

W ill reopen  on S ep te m b er 2nd, 1884. I t  is th e  
o ld estan d  la rg est I jadies’Collette in  theD om iu ion  
Пая ovor 180 g raduates. T h e  bu ild ing  cost 
$110,000 and h as  ovor 150 rocm s. F acu lty —F ive 
geu tlem en  and  tw elve lad ies. Musio au d  A rt 
specialties . A ddress th e  P rincipal,

A. BURNS, D.D., LL.D.

T o  ÏÇ eep  lic v n o n e  F r e e h .

T here are m any rules given to keep lern. 
ons fresh , ваув one who knows. They  
keep very nioely in cold w ater, changiag  
the w ater two or three tim es a week. W e 
la te ly  saw  it  stated  th a t if  kept in bu tter
m ilk th ey  w ill rem ain for m onths perfectly  
freah, as jf ju st pluoked from the tree. W e 
cannot vouoh for th is, but if  one has free 
use of butterm ilk it is  w ell worth trying.

Win
a timo and then hav 
calcine. I have made tli 
or FALLING SICK N a 
remedy to cure tho we-» 
failed is 110 reason for i> 
once for a treatise an 1 
roinedy. (Jive Express n 
nothing for a tiial, and I

aiu, I mean a radl.
.1 FITS, EPILEPSY 
ndy. 1 warrant my 
•ause others havo y , 

enre. Sendoooivii ..
• Hoi tin of my infallible’ 
isi Oülce. I t costs you 10 you.

.dilress Dr. K. J  Rt >(>''' .лз Pearl St., New York.

B row n—Ah, F oggl Q uite a stranger 
H ow  do you like your new  »eeidenoe? Жіие 
landscape, I suppose ? Fogg—N o, th ere’s 
no landscape to speak of ; but th ere’s two 
fire ’soapes.

EYE, EAR AND THROAT.
r ) R .  G . 8 . R Y E B S O N , L . E .  O .P .

S. E., L ec tu re r on th e  E ye, E a r  an d  T h ro a t 
T rin ity  M edical College, Toronto . O culist an  
A urist to  th e  T oron to  G enera l H ospital, v j 
C lin ica l A ssistan t Royal L ondon O ph tha lm ic  
H ospital, M ooreöpld’s a n d  C en tra l London 
T h ro a t an d  E a r  H ospital. 317 C hurch  S tree t 
Toronto . A rtificial H u m an  E yes.

t»o secure а  Вившее 
E duoa tion  o r SpenoerlanJ^en 
m aueh ip  a t  theIan виышнжа

D e t r o  M l o b  O lroulare fre*

eS F E N C toB  
OOLLBÜ


