Only a Dog.

Only ftdog.” You wonder why
I grieve so much to see him die.
Ah, if you knew
How true a friend a dog can be,
And what a friend he was to me

When friends were few |

» Only a dog—a beaet,” you sneer,
" Notworthy of a sigh or tear.”
Bpeak not to me
Bach falsehood of my poor dumb friend,
W hile I have language to defend
His memory.

Throhu_gh ups and downs, through thick and
thin,
My boon companion he has been
For years and years.
He journeyed with me many miles ;
I gave him frowns, | gave him smiles,
And now, sad tears.

Before my children came, his white,
Soft head was pillowed every night
Upon my breast.
So lethim lie just one timo more
Upon my bosom as before,
And take his rest.

And when a tenderer love awoke,

The first sweet word my baby spoke
Was “M-a-t.” Poor Matl

Could I no other reason tell,

My mother heart would love you well
Foronly that.

Together boy and dog have laid
Upon my lap; together played
Around my feet,
ﬁh and bark togother grew
alike, I scarcely kuew
W hich was most sweet.

Till lau
Somuc

Ah 'go away and let me cry,

For now you know the reason why
I loved him so.

Leave me alone to close his eyes

That looked so wistful and so wise,
Trying to know.

At garden-gate or open door
You'll run to welcome me no more,
Dear litole friend.
You were so good, so kind, so true,
| question, looking down at you,
Is this tbe end 1

Is there for you no " other side ?"

No home beyond death’s chilly tide
And "heavy fog,

Where meekness and fidelit

Will meet reward, although'you be
Only a dog~?

My dog had love, and faith and joy

As much as has my baby boy—
Intelligence—

CDUId smell, see, hear and suffer pain.

W hat makes a soul, if these are vain ?
When I go hence,

'Tie my belief my dog will be
Among the firstto welcome me.

Believing that
| keep his collarand his bell,
And do notsay to him, farewell,

But good-bye, Mat,

Dear, faithful Mat.

—Pearl Rivers.

PHYLLIS.

BY THE DUCHESS.

Author ol " Molly Bawn,” “The Baby," 1L Airy
Falrr Lilian,” eto, etc.

Somebody Bays, “ Thank yoa,” and then
we all follow suit. Chandos alone is silent.

“Why will you sing sad songB, Bebe ?"
exolaims ‘'Duke, impatiently ; and Bebe
laughs.

“1 suppose beoause | am suoh a dismal
animal myeelf,” she replies lightly, and,
rieing, ooTeB over to me.

The moonlight streams across the carpet,
rebuking the soft radiance of the lamps. A
hush has fallen upon ub. Her song’Brefrain
almoet repeats itself aloud through the
stillness. Two tearB fall quietly upon my
olasped hands. The love once ours ”

Fashing the curtain aside with one hand,
Chandos BayB in a low, determined tone :

Will you oome and Bee how the gar-
den looks by moonlight ?”

He addreeses no one, he méritions no
name, but his eyes are fixed on Bebe ; he
hae forgotten all, everything, but her. Put-
ting my own thoughts from me, | listen
with breathless eagerness for her answer.
Well do I know it is the third and last
appeal. Should Bbe reject this she will
indeed loee forever the heart that truly
loves her. At length she speaks.

“Yes, if yoa wish it,” she says, letting
the words fall from her lips with singular
sweetness.

She joins him, and together they go out
on the baloony, down the steps, and so
disappear.

“1 am so rejoiced I” exolaims Harriet,
plaintively, when they are well out of hear-
ing. “Howl do hope they will marry eaoh
other, and bring their iittle comedy to a
successful ciose. | am euro we must all
oonfeBS it has had a sufficiently long run.”

“Yes, | Bang it on purpose. | don’t
mind acknowledging it to you,” ories Bebe,
hours afterwards, flinging her arms around
my neok, and hiding her faoe out of eight.
“And was it not well | did 2—was it not
well?  Oh, Phyllis, though | sang it Bo
bravely, there was a terrible fear at my
heart all the time. | wished him to know,
yet | dreaded his knowing. Oan you under-
stand ? | dreaded his guessing my motive
too dearly, and yet it was my last chanoe.”

“ Dearest, | am so glad.”

“Ah I what tortures | have endured
this past fortnight ? | felt oonvinoed he no
longer oared for me, and | know | oould
not be happy without him. But he does
love me—more than ever, he Bays, and now
| Bhall have him alwayB.” She pauBes to
indulge in a little rapturous sob. “ Phyllis,
never mistake obstinaoy for pride 1’

Harriet and | agree in thinking them
the most oharming of lovers. Indeed, as
an engaged pair, they are a pattern to all
lovers similarly afflicted. They never
glower at us when we enter the room unex-
pectedly, and they don’t blush. They get
rid of all inevitable spooning by going for
long walks together, where no one oan wit-
nessor be distressed by their absurd appre-
ciation of eaoh other’s society. And they
actually refrain from making eyes at eaoh
other aoross the diaing-table. When | say
that they manage to keep themselves alive
to the faot that there are other psopie in
the world beside themselves, 1 oonsider |
have spoken volumes in their favor and
have done them every justioe.

When they leave at the end of the week
| positively miss them, and wish them
baok again ; but, as the wedding is to take
plaoe almost immediately, further delay in
the oountry is impossible.

Marmaduke and | fall onoe more into
our old ways, seeing as little as may be of
each other.

Although | will not confess it even to
myself, I am siok at heart. With the return
of my good health has come baok my old
horror of loneliness, and the girlish longing
for some one to sympathize with me in all
the pleasures and troubles of my daily life.
Not even the frequent visits of mother and
Dora—who with her huBband is staying at
Bummerleas—oan make up to me for what
| believe 1 have loBt.

When it is too late, | learn how preoious
a thing | have oast away. By my own
oaprioioua folly, and through wilful tem-
per, | have forever alienated ’'Duke’s
affeotion. Very rarely does he speak
to me; still more rarely of hie acoord
does he Beek my presenoe. | no longer
afford him any joy. It ia only too
apparent that he has oeased to oare for
me.

Full of suoh thoughts and misgivings, |
one day oreep upstairs to the little turret
ohamber, where—while still Phyllis Ver-
non—I onoe stood with Marmaduke to gaz¢
down upon the orowded parterre beneath.
In another tiny apartment, opening off
this is a deeply-oushioned window, in
whioh it is my usual practice to sit and
read suoh works as serve to distraot my
mind from the vague regret3that now for-
ever haunt it.

I have at length brought myeelf to feel
eome interest in the hero of my tale, when
approaohing voioes warn me that foes to
my Bolitude draw near. Not wishing to be
disturbed I move still further into my
window, and pull the ourtains aoross me, B0
that no one in the adjoining room oould by
any ohanoe see me.

| oan distinguish George Aehurst’s jerky

tones, and then Marmaduke’s, distinot,
though low. There BeeTB b3 me some-
thing argumentative in their diBOourse, and
the footsteps oome slowly, as though every
now and then they stood to dispute a point.

Suddenly now my own name is men-
tioned, and putting down my book, | wait
to hear what will follow.

Of oourse I know parfectly well in my
own mind that | ought to rise at onoe and
honorably declare myself, but decide
equally well in my own mind that | will
do no such thing. What oan ’Duke be
Baying about me 1 AB thoy enter the
turret, his words ring out plain and stern.

“ I tell you, Ashurst, | oan stand the life
I am leading no longer. You oannot under-
stand what it is to see the woman you love
—to Bee your wife—treat you a3 the very
commonest stranger. Good feeling alone,
| honeBtly believe, prevents her from show-
ing me absolute hatred.”

“ Pooh ! my dear fellow,” says George,
“ | don’t believe a word of it. She is too
kind a little soul to hate any one ; and you
least of all.  Of course the whole thing,
you know, waB uufortunate, you know, and
tbat, but it will all come all right ia the
end.”

111 daresay. When | am in my grave,”
BayB Marmaduke, bitterly. “ You are
good fellow, George, but you oan’t know
everything, and | am not to be persuaded
in tbis matter. She is right; | should
never have insisted on the seoond marriage ;
it has only made her life more miserable,
and plaoed a fretting ohain around her
neok. But, indeed, | meant it for the
bett.”

“ What else oould you havo done, you
know ?” interposes kindly George.

| have gained my feet, and am Btanding,
trembling with hops and fear, in my
hiding-plaoe, my hand grasping the shelter
ing ourtain for protection and Bupport. At
this moment I no longer deoeive myself;
by my passionate eagerness to hear what
more '‘Duke may say | know that all my
heart is his, And he loves me 1 Ob, the
reliaf—the almost painful rapture—this
oertainly canses me ! Hush 1 ho Bpeaks

again.

“ | ehall torment her no longer with my
presenoe. | have delayed here too long
already ; but | hoped recovered health,

and the old associations, might give her
a kindlier feeling toward me. Now
feel oonvinoed ehe never loved me.
Let her lire her life in peaoe. She will
grow gay and bright, and like the ohild
Phyllis I first knew when sho feels sure
she has seen the last of me.”

“Welli well, well,” BayB George, “I
suppose there is no use in any one’s speak-
ing ; but to me it is incomprehensible ;
why she oannot be oofitent and happy in
this charming plaoe, with the best fellow
in the world for her husband, is more than
| oan fathom. But it seems to me now,
Carrington, really, you know—that you
very seldom speak to her; eh ?”

(Good George — dear George.) “ Why
ehould | put myselfin the way of a cold
reply ? | detest forcing, myself upon any
one—and when she is by her own avowal
happier when absent from mo. Bah ! let
as forget the Bubjeot : to me it is a hateful

“Then why on earth, when you knew all
this beforehand, did you insist on marrying
her again ?”

" Beoause there waB nothing else to be

done. Batter to bear a name distasteful to
her than to bear none at all. I did it for
her Bako.”

“Then do you mean me to understand
that you yourself had no interest in the
matter.”

There is a pause—a long one—and my
heart aotually stops beating ; at length :

“ Do not think that,” says ’'Duke, in a
low tone. “ The love | felt for her on
our first wedding-morning is, if possible,
deepsr and truer now. Though at times
my chains gall and almost madden
me, yet | would not exohange them

for fetters soft as down. At least she is
mine, insomuch that no other man oan
claim her. And | have this poor consola-
tion in my loneliness, that, though she does
not love me, she at all events cares for no
one else.”

VPoor little Phyllis " murmurs Gaorge
Aehuret, tenderly.

“You are a happy man, George,” says
'Duke, adopting a lighter tone. “ Do not
let my troubles depress you.”

“Yes, Dora is a perfeot wife,” declares
my brother-in-law, with honest oontent.
“ Good-bye, Carrington ; | will oome over
about that house either to-night or to-mor-
row morning early.”

“ Better oome to-night and sleep,” urges
Duke, and George, half consenting, goes
noiselessly down the stairs.

When he has been gone at least five min
Utes | steal from my oonoealment and,
entering the turret ohamber, walk softly
towards Marmaduke, who is standing with
hiB back turned to me, gazing down through
the window upon the lawn beneath. Hie
attitude betokens deep thought. 1 go
lightly to his side, and let my eyes follow
the direotion his have taken.

IlDreaming, 'Duke ?” | ask, gayly.

He starts violently as | wake him from
his reverie, and betrays astonishment not
only at my presenoe at this moment, but
also at my altered demeanor.

“ Almost, | think,” he says, after
moment’s hesitation. It is Bo long since
have addressed him with anything

approaohiDg bonhomie,

“ How Bhort the evenings are getting 17
I go on, peering out into the dusk. “ Mar-
maduke, do you remember the large party
you had in these gardens before we were
married?”

“Yes.”

“ And how we two stood just here and
looked down upan them ?”

“1 remember well.” He is evidently
intensely puzzled by my manner, whioh is
oordial to the last degree.

“ How long ago it seems now 1 does it
not ?”

“ Very long.”

I am not progressing ; | feel
pause for a moment.

“ You are dressed for dinner,” | remark,
presently. “ So early ?”

“ Not so very early ; it is half-past six.”

“Indeed 1 how the time has flown1
Well, let me add this to your appearanoe to
make you perfeot.” | detaoh a little rose-
bud from the bosotp of my dress, and plaoe
it with lingering carefulness in his ooat. |
believe as | do so he imagines | have
developed the orowning phase of my malady
by going mad. “’'Dake,” with perfect
unoonoern, and with my head alittle on one
side to mark the effect made by my rose
‘/Duke, don’t you think itis time now |
should give up my invalid habits, and learn
to ohange my dress every evening, like a
oivilized being ?”

“1 think you would be very foolish,
Phyllis, to try any ohanges juet yet.”

“But don’t you think me muoh better
and stronger in every way ?”

“Very muoh better. Yourfaoehas gained
its old oolor, and your arTe have regained
the pretty soft roundness they had when
y_OL:j were—that is—before we were mar-
ried.”

I pull up the loose sleeve of my dress and
look with some satisfaction upon the
“ pretty Boft roundness.” My old weak-
ness for oompliments is strong upon me.

“Why did you not finish your sentence ?”
I ask, slyly ; lyou were going to say when
I was a girl."

“ BeoamBe you
Buoh a mere ohild, indeed—that |
it would sound absurd.”

“1 am glad of that. | would wish to be
young and fresh always.”

“ There was a time,” with a faint smile,
“when you longed with equal vigor to be
old and worldly-wise.”

“Ah, yes | what a goose | was then ! But
really, though, I am growing horribly fat.
My hands, even—see how plump they are.”

I lay five slight little fingers in his, oon-
fidingly : | oan see Bow he reddens at my
touoh. He holds them softly, and turns
them over to Bee the pink palm at the other

this, and

look suoh a girl still—
thought

side, and then turns them baok again, but
he does not Bpeak ; very Blowly, but with
determination, he lets them go.

1INo fear of my wedding-ring ooming off
now,” | say, cheerfully, though somewhat
disconcerted at the failure of my last ruse ;

not even when | wash my hands does it
stir, 1 won’t be able to get rid of it in a
hurry.”

*That BeeTB rather a pity, does it not ?”
remarks he, bitterly.

1A pity ? Why, I
myself if | loBtit.”

“Would you have nothing in the pist
altered, Phyllis?” he asks, suddenly, and
ouriously, turning for the first time to con-
front me.

‘Some things—yes.
ding-ring, oertainly.”

“Good little Phyllis,” murmurs he,
somewhat sadly, (your reooverd health
has restored to you your good-nature.”

would never forgive

But not my wed-

11t was not good-nature,” | protest,
eagerly, feeling strangely inolined to ory.
| said it beoause | meant it. But come,”
hastily, fearing | have said too muoh,

dinner must be ready ; we bad better go
downetairs.”

Marmaduke
moves towards the
follow.

“ Have you forgotten your manners?” |
ory, playfully. *“ Will you not oonduot me
downstairs ? Give me your arm, '‘Dake.”

“ Your spirits are very high to-night, are
they not ?” he says, smiling. “1 am glad
to Bee you so like your old self, as now |
oan with a clear conscience leave home.”

Il Are you leaving?”

“Yes. You know | promised myself to
go abroad in the autumn. | will arrange
with Billy or your mother to stay with you
while I am away.”

“I1f you are going, well and good,” |
return, quietly, 1but do notarrange mat-
ters for me. | will have no one to stay
with me in your absence.”

" What 1 not even Billy ?”

“Not even Billy,” | say firmly.

We get through dinner almost without a
comment. My sudden overflow of geniality
has entirely forsaken me. | am as mute,
as depressed, ae iu those firet days at
Hazelton.

Bising from the talle aBsoon as custom
will permit me | make my way to the
drawing-room, where | Bitin moody dis-
content.

| am wretohed—most miserable ; doubly
Bo in that | can see no plan of escape from
my troubles lying olear before me. | rest
my aohing head on my hands and try to
think ; but always his saddened face and
averted eyes are to be seen. We are Bo
olose, yet so .divided. Only a wall or two,
a door, a passage, bat miles might be said
to separate us, so far apart ara we in sym-
pathy. At this moment | know he is sit-
ting in the library, Bilent, companionless.

And then a great desire risee within me.
Throwing aside my book, with a nervous
determination, | walk down the drawing-
room, through the door, aoross the hall,
never pausing until | find myself before the
library door.

I knook hurriedly, lest by any ohanoe my
ebbing oourage should entirely evaporate ;
and my heart almost dies within me, as the
well-known voice oalls out, “ Come in.”

| open, and advanoe a few steps into the
room. A Blight fire is burning in the grata
—itiB the beginning of September, and
already the evenings show symptoms of
ooming oold ; Marmaduke is Beated at the
table, busily engaged, with writing mate-
rials all around him.

“What is it, Phyllis ?” he asks, expect-
antly, the pen still in hie hand.

“Oh, nothing,” 1| return, awkwardly,
failing miserably as 1 oome to the point ;
“nothing to signify ; another time will do.
You are busy now. What are you writing,
‘Duke ?” .

“ 1 was drawing out my will," he replies
smiling. “ 1 thought it better to do so
before leaving home for—for an indefinite
time. No one knows what may happen,
am glad you have oome in just now, as you
may as well hear what | have writtan and

le&ves the window, and
door, allowing me to

see if you wish anjthing altered. Now
lieten.”

“1 will not I” | ory petulantly. “ I hate
wills and testaments, and all that kind ot

thing, 1won’t listen to a word of it ; and
—and | hope with all my heait | shall die
before you.”

“ My dear Phyllis,” then quiokly, “ you
are exoited ; you have eomething on your
mind. What did you oome to me for just
now, PhylliB ? tell me.”

Now or never | am oonsoious of a cbill
feeling at my heart, but | olose one hand
over the other tightly, and, thus supported,
go on bravely.

“Yes, | did oome to tell you something.
That—that | love you. And oh, 'Duke—if
you leave me again you will kill me.”

Here | burst into a perfect passion
of weeping, and oover my face with my
hands.

Thereis not a movement in the room, not
a sound, except my heavy bursting sobs.
Then some one puts an arm round me, and
presses my head down upon his breast,
look up into Marmadube’s faoe. He is
white aB death ; and, though he is evidently
putting a terrible restraint upon himeelf, |
oan see that his lips, beneath his fair mous
taohe, are trembling.

“You are tired, Phyllis, over-fatigued,”
he says, soothingly. *“ Lie still here and
you will be better presently.”

“ 1t is not that,” 1 cry passionately,
“ not that at all. Ob, Marmaduke, hear
me now ; do not punish me for my paet

ooldness. | love you with all my heart;
try to believe me.”
“1 oannot,” he whispers, huskily, “ 1 have

been too long living in the other belief. To
hope again, only to be oast down, would be
my death. | donot dare imagine it p3BBi
ble you love me.”

“Butl doll doI” | sob piteously, fling,
ing my arms around his neck. “1 always,
always liked you better than any one else,
but during these past few months | have
learned to love you so well that | oannot
be happy without you. When | heard you
say this evening you intended leaving me
again, I thought my heart would have
broken.”

Turning up my face so tha the full
glare of the lamp falls upon it, Marma-
duke gazes at me as though he would read
the innermost workings of my heart.

‘le this the truth?” he asks. “ Are
you sure you are not deoeiving yourself
and me ?"

“ Must | say it again ? Can you not see
by me how it is ?” | answer, etill orying; 1
am a perfeot Niobe by this time, and am
dismally oonsoious that the tip of my nose
ie degenerating into a warm pink. “1 am
sure | am unhappy enough for anjthing.”

Not noticing the rather ungracious ten-
denoy of this last remark, 'Duke draws me
oloser to him, and, stooping his head,
presses his oheek to my wet one.

“ My love | my life 1” he whispers, and
holds me aB though he never again meant
to let me go.

We are quite Bilent for a few minutes —
during which agreat content, Buoh as | have
never before known, oreeps into my heart.
Then 'Duke, with a long, happy sigh, partly
releases me. His eyelashes, | oan see, are
wet with tears, but there is the very sweet-
est and teuderest smile upon his lips.

“1 have not waited in vain,” he says.
“ At last | can oall you mine ; at laet; and
just when | had given up all hope—darling
—darling 17

It is half an hour later, and we are now
thoroughly oomfortable, full of rest and
quiet joy.

We are sitting before the library fire, |
on a low stool, with my head leaning
against Duke’s knee, he with one hand
round my neok, while with the other he
every now and then ruffles, or as he fondly
believes, smoothes, my “ nut-brown looks.”
For the laet three or four minutes no worde
have been paeeed between uB. | think we
are too happy to give way to the mere
expression of our feelings.

Suddenly, all in one moment, as it seems
to us, without any warning, we bear a loud

n2=3

voioe outside thi door, a heavy footstep, a
rapid turning o! the handle, and George
Ashurst is in the room.

I make one disperate effort to rise and

THE SOFTER SEX.

Notes oi Interest for aud About l.adies.
No woman without a male escortven-

recover the dgnity my attitude has tures out after dark in Naples or KoTe,
destroyed, but ’'Duke, with a Btrong such has been the inoreased license given to
detaining grasp, prevents me. | getonly orime of late.

as far as my knees, and from that position
glare at my bnther-in-law as though I
would willingly levour him.

“ | took your offer of a bed, after all,” he
is beginning, when something in the situa-
tion strikes him as odd. He meets my
eyes, and breaks down. “ Oh, ah 1 | had
no idea—I didn’t know, you know.” He
stops, bopeieBiy, looking as ludiorouBly
Billy and puzzled as even | oould wish him.

“ Neither did 1,” deolares Marmaduke,
with a laugh, “until half an hour ago.
But it i3 all right, Ashurst ; we have made
it up ; and when | dogo abroad, I will take
my wife with ma.”

“Didn’t | tall you all along how it was 1"
ories George, enthusiastically (he had not ;
but by asuperhuman effort I refrain from
oontradictiug him). “ 1 deolare to you,”

Mrs. Anna Mclntyre, of Fonda, N. Y.,
aged 82, is learning to play the piano. The
neighbors think she ii old enough to know
better.

Mrs. Cairna, a Scotchwoman, died at
Haokensack the other day of too muoh
pining for purple heather—homesioknesB,
or, as the books have it, nostalgia.

Of 4,692,348 persons returned by the
census of Germany in 1882 as engaged in
agricultural work, 1,230,080, or nearly a
million and a quarter, are females.

Mrs. Elizabeth Cady Stanton isout with
a plea for new divoroe laws in whioh the
rights of father, mother and child shall be
equally guarded.

An Indian nawspaper gives a3 a reason
why widows should be allowed to remarry

says he, SLI'bsidifng intté)‘ a qhairl,l “1 v;/.afm thatthe Empress of India (Queen Viotoria)
Ez\fls:es’? glad of anything In all my [ITe ;¢ the eff.-priiig of tho marriage of a widow.

Miss Florence Marryat is ooming over

There is a minute’s pause. Then 'Duke, A
from England to leoture on the Bubject :

turning, lays a light caressing touoh upm

my shoulder as | kneel beEide him. He ~ What Bhall we do with our men?” A

ppaaks in a very low tone. newly wedded benedict advises her to
“We are all very gbd, I think—and  talk marry at them.

thankful,” he sajs, with the softeet, tander- Mrs. Van Cott, the revivalist, has been

est smile. engaged in hor epeoial work for nineteen
All waa ended now, the hope, aud the fear, and -yeare. Sho ia now in h?"_ 54th year, and

the Borrow ; o says that she is the spiritual mother cf
All the aching of heart, the restless, unsatisfied 40 000 souls.

onging :
All the dull, deep pain, and constant anguish ol
patience |

Miss Kate Field bae droppad the’Mormon
discussion long enough to definitely deolare
that women primarily dress to please them-
selves, and the additional adornment is
sometimes put on for male admiration.

THE END.

JMMOHT LICGHTIIR.

Various Kiwis of CacMnnaUone anil Mrs. Bridget Farley oelebrated her 103rd
W hat They (signify. birthday on Wednesday at West Stratford,

« ,, . . Conn. She was born in Ireland, and came
Man,” says Greville, *is the only 1, 'thie gountry in 1820. Her phjsioal oon-

creature endowed with the power of
laughter ; is he not the only one that
deserves to be laughed at?” A laugh may
oonvey all manner of BentimentB, says the
New York Star—jay, soorn or anger ; it
may be the most musioal and it may be
the most disoordant of sounds, the most
delightful or the most horrible that oan
fall upon our ears. Contrast the happ
laughter of merry ohildren with the gib-
bering ory of the maniao or the hoarse
laugh of a defiant oriminal—the musioal
ripple of cultivated mirth with the roars of
a tipsy orowd at a fair.

A really musioal laugh ia perhaps rarer
than a really musioal voioe. The giggle,
the snigger, the half-choked laugh are com-
mon enough ; but how seldom do we tear
the melodious sound—the laugh in its par-
feotion. It should not be shrill, nor too
loud, nor too long. It should not bear any
double meaning, any hidden sarcasm in its
mirth. It should not be so boisterous as
to exhaust the laughter and deafen the lis-
teners.

Peg Woffington ia said to have been cele-
brated for the musio of her laughter on the
Btage—a most difficult accomplishment, for
nothing, exoept, perhaps, a sneeze, is harder
to counterfeit than a laugh. There aro
many varieties of laughs. Thero is the
musical, cultivated and extremely rare one,
pleasant to listen to as a ohime of belle.
There is the glad, if somewhat shrill, merri-
ment of ohildren, the hafpiness of whioh
oandones its noise. There is the loud guffaw
of the vulgar, and the laughter which
appears likely to tear the laugherin pieoes,
oausing him to wipe his eyea after the
explosion iB over. There ia the laugh of
embarrassment, when a shy person, at a

dition is good, and she does more or less
housework.

Women are ooming more and more to
the front in the matter of eduoation. Mme.
Kowabloski has reoently boen appointed
Professor of Mathematics at the University
at Stookholm, and a Miss Clara Dawes has
taken her degree of A. M. at London Uni-
versity, being the first woman in England
who has attained that honor.

For her reoent visit to Heide berg the
Empress of Austria engaged the whole of
the well-known and expensive B3sbloBB
Hotel for a month, brought a suite of
Beventy persons (inoluding four fencing-
masters, with whom Her Majesty prao-
tioed for two hours daily), and spent several
thousands of florins in the town.

Tho official hard-heartedneEB of tho
British treasury is sharply animadverted
upon by a correspondent of the London
lima, in the case of Mrs. Ellen Blake,
whose estato of 8730,000 has just reverted
as a windfall to the Crown. The treasury
offioerB, it appears, refuse to recognize the
olaim of a parson who lived with Mrs.
Blake for many years as oompanion, to
BoTe articles of jewellery, valued at #225,
belonging to this lady, but whioh was
retained by Mrs. Blake for safe custody;
and although the solicitors to the treasury
are satisfied that the jewellery aotually
belongs to the lady in queetion, they refuse
to hand it over on the ground that her
claim to the aitiolee is barred by the statute
of limitations.

The latest aooeEsicn to the libt of Presi-
dential oandidatas, from among whom tbe
intelligent citizan will havo to ohoose, is

loss wbat to Bay next, “remarks to ho,” Mrs. Belva Lcckwood, a well-known
Artem w );d d Yrib it. Ther | lawyer now praotioing in the oity of
as emus a escribes 1t. ere Is Washington. This lady possesses great

the schoolgirl's giggle ; and the sohoolboy’B
snigger, as he refleots on some rtcantly
perpetrated, but still recollected piece of
mieohief. There is the ohuokle of the suc-
cessful maa.

All these laughs bear some family resem-
blanoe to eaoh other ; they all, in their
degree, express sensations of pleasure.
There are darker descriptions of laughter.
There are laughs more cutting than the

foroe of charaetar and indomitable parsever
ance. Her legal attainments are of no
oommon order, and her practice at the bar
has been ebisnBive. Sbe waa for years the
editor of the Legal News of Chioago, a
journal founded by her husband, and con-
tinued successfully by her. Mrs. Lockwood
has for some time been a resident in
Washington, and is the only lady admitted

bitterest speeohes, more alarming than the to the bar of the Supreme Court. In her
cruelest t’;reats " satirical Ie?ught)r is letter of acceptance ehe promises, if

ffensi ’ Al h can oonv n- eleoted to make “ a fair distribution (;f
most offensive. augn can oonvey co offioeB to women as well as men.” This

tempt whioh words would fail to express.

Is any one proof againBt being annoyed
by ridicule ? Even adog ie sensible when
he is laughed at, and resents the imperti-
nence. Some of the lower animala are
indeed quite as sensitive to derision a3
human beings.

Then there is the laugh of inoredulity.
When Tom goes to his rioh old uncle, full
of glowing descriptions of the perfections
of tho lady to whom he is engaged, or of the
appointment wbioh he expeots to obtain,
doeB the old gentleman damp his nephew’s
ardor by a long harangue ? No, he only
gives a dry laugh, and Tom’s hopes of a
check fall rapidly.

Too rare laughers are as popular a3 too
ready ones. A teller of good stories never
forgives the man who does not laugh at his
jokes. Many persons have made their for-
tunes by laughing at judioious moments ;
applauding a poor jaBt, or beooming con-
vulsed with mirth at a dull pun. To be
duly appreciative of his patron’s wit was
animportantpart of the duty of ahanger-on.
With what ready laughter are a school-
master’s witticisms reoeived by his dass |

There is a story of a dramatio author,
whose play had been acoepted, being
requested to make sundry alterations to
suit the taste of the aotors. Among other
ohanges, the manager suggested that “ a

would inolude the appointment of a reason-
able number of women a3 districtattorneys,
marshals and judges of the United States,
and of a competent woman to any vaoanoy
that might ooour on the United States
Supreme Banoh.

DISSECTION «F Til £ TAY W illl.E

Given Oyer to a College Proteseor.

Exactly Beven calendar months after the
date of its oapture, the huge finner whale
belonging to Mr. John Woods, of Dundee,
and popularly known as “ The Tay whale,”
was dissected by Prof. Struthers, of Aber-
deen Univereity. It will be remembered
that tho whale, after disporting itself in
the Tay for about a month, and suooeBE-
fully evading the whaling boats that from
time to time pursued it, was ultimately
harpooned on the 31st of December last,
but broke away with the lines, and on Jan.
7th was found dead at Bea by a Gourdon
fiehing-boat and brought to Stonehaven,
where it was bought for upwards of £200,
by Mr. Woods. The huge mammal was
towed to Dundee, where it was exhibited
for some time, and was afterwards
embalmed with a view to its preservation
and exhibition elsewhere. Sinoe then the
finner has been on exhibition in Aberdeen,

laugh ” should be introduced at the con Glasgow Manchester. Newoastle and
olusion of a speeoh of anout-going par  gginhurgh, and has beeu visited by
former ; “ it would give him a better exit." jmmenee numbers of paople. Reoently,
The author pleaded that to admit this powever, the prooese  of dissection
alteration would spoil the whole dialogue 4¢ t’)egun under tho Buparvision
but the manager was urgent still.  “Think ¢ prof.  Struthers. of the Aber-
it over and do what you oan. B 'S geen  University, who was also
position in the theatre demands it 1" n,rocentatthe embalming, and who has
When laughs are thus prized it is not won- 36 go great an interest it ib. Mr. Robert
derful that persons who rarely use their Gijpp  the attendant at the Aberdeen

risible muscles are unpopular. anatomioal museum, oonduoted the surgi-

cal operations, and was aseisted by a large
number of workmen. When the whale was
opened it was found that the work of
embalming had been Bo well performed
that Prof. Struthers declared it would have
kept a still longer timo. The head was the
first part operated upon, and it may be
mentioned that it took a dozen men to lift
the Bkwuii. Incisions were then made in
the back and other parts, and the flesh
stripped off the bones and put into barrels.
Several lorry loads of the fleeh and bones
were then paoked up and oonsigned to
Aberdeen University, to whioh the remain-
ing parts will also be dispatched. The
skeleton will then be cleaned and purified,
and we believe that the winter will be well
over before it is in a state to be returned
to Dundee to be plaoed in the muaeum, to
whioh Mr. Woods so generously presented
it. In order further to enhance the value
of the skeleton, and make it complete in all
respeots, Mr. WoodB has made a further
presentation of the wbole of the whalebone
to the town ; and the skeleton, when Prof.
StrutherB and hie assistants have put it
into ehapee will be well woithy of a plaoe
in tbo museum.— Glasgow Herald, Aug. 9th.

FlemiMh Social Life.

Our visit to this seaport of Belgium was
more Booiaiiy suooesBful than falla to the
lot of summer travellers. Flemish life
differs from the German in that it is more
permeated with Frenoh cu3toms. Women
of the higher classes have a certain chic
whbioh gives them a presenoe, a more defi-
nite personality than falls to the fate of
their well-born German sisters. They con-
verse more spiritedly, and do not open their
eyes and look confounded if a woman
smokes a oigarette in their presenoe, as
sometimes happens when a Russian or Mol-
davian oouQtess enters their social world.
At the Cercle d’Harmonio garden ooncerts,
to which one is admitted by oard of invita-
tion from the members, they are not seen
drinking beer at the furious rate German
hausfrauen ewallow that beverage in Munioh
and Vienna. They go to promenade in the
pretty, ehadowy pathways, and show their
pretty Parisian toilets in the “ rond point,”
where the orohestra kiobk stands. They
reaeive gracefully at their private recep-
tions, oonverse intelligently, and are graoe-
ful, gay and womanly. Gentlemen prefer
their own Booiety—they belong to the
heavy artilbry order of humanity—and it
takes a Clydesdale team of brain power to
move them ; but they oan be moved to love
or anger with equal ferooity, so that, on the
whole, it is best to leave them and admire
their tall forms and fascinating mustaohes
from a distanoe.—Cologne, Germany, Cor.
San Francisco Chronicle.

Clmvcf* (Maies.

A secular paper says agood thing about
the Jews. They are never fouud in the
liqguor business. It is believed that out of
60,000 Hebrews in New York oity not one
iB the keeper of a grog shop.

It is worthy of note that the largest con-
tributions made laat year to the missionary
work of the Protestant Episcopal Churoh
waB made by a (Jhinamen, Mr. Charles
Ping Lee, of Shanghai, who gave #5,000 to
St. Luke’s Hospital in thatoity.

Dr. Samuel Hall, of New York, has
donated 8100 in aid of the Crumlin Presby-
terian Churoh. Dr. Hall was formerly a
suburban resident of London, and as it is
many years sinoe he left, the present
memento of his oonneotion with that oily
ie all the more esteemed.

Dr. Rae, the Arotio explorer, asserts that
oanuibalism took plaoe aB surely among
some of Sir John Franklin’s people ae it
did among the Greely party. Hie
authority for the oharge is the testimony
of some Esquimaux whom he met while in
the far north.

The progress of invention is well ehown
in the oonstaitly decreasing prioe of steel.
In 1810 it oosi about $200 per ton ; to-day
the eame quality can be bought for $37.

ONLT TIIKEE

A One-Ktricd View of the Three JEmperor«.

There wero three of them. They were
Emperors; three Impoiiil monarchs,
ruling by divine right. Oneis a very old
mao, one just past his prime and the third
a young man, but they are all men, all men
mortals. They satin a palace at a little
Polish town with the wild, shrieking name
of Skierniwica, a name that sounds like a
door grating on its hinges or the filing of a
eaw. They were feasting at a banquet at
which ninity persons participated and
every one of the ninety was a high mighti-
ness of some sort or other. But the highest
mightinesses at~the featt were the three
Emperors. There wore no toaetp, Bay the
despatches, but at the instance of William
the three monarche drank wine together.
And as those three goblets were raised to
the six Imperial lips, not the others of the
ninety only, but the millions of Europe
looked on. Some were interested
in the scene only as they are in any gorge-
ous entertainment. [ few were impreBBed
by the crowns and soeptres, albeit the
former seem to tremble on the hoads that
wear them and the latter Bway ominouely
in shaky hands. But back of all these io a
vast oloud of witnesses who wonder how it
oame about that these three men are
invested with authority, absolute power in
the case of one and a power approaohing
absolutism in the other oases, over the des-
tinies of millions of the human raoe. The
three men say that they have a divine right
to rule, and tbey quote an apostle who said

The p owers that be are ordained of God,”
Beoause they do reign they are divinely
appointed to reign. That ia th logio of it.
By the same sign Caligula and Nero were
the appointeesand ministers of the Almighty
inimperial Rome ; and authority onoe estab-
lished, even if it ba that of Jack Cade,
it must bo reverently reoogniz3das divinely
commissioned. So the three Emperors
drink wine together while the prinoes and
ladies in attendance look on, counting them-
selves to be unworthy to participate in the
oeremony of such an imperial saora-
ment. But outside the palaoe stand
the guards with bayonets fixed and their
pieoes loaded, while every visitor to thoae
preoinotB ia challenged to show his permit
before he is allowed to tread upon thet
eaored ground. Beyond the guarde are the
people, and among the people are the
thinkerB and the plotters. The Empercrs

know that they are living in perilous times ;
an age that challenges their titles as rulers

in an atmosphere that threatens to beoome
fatal to monarchs who, like themselves,
deny to their people the rights of life,
liberty and the pursuit of happiness. They
aro but three men, while millions of
others as good aa they, greater than
they in all .the attributes of manhood,
possessing by divine right, inalienable,
exoept through fraud or tyranny, every
attribute of sovereignty, are crushed to
minister to their pride and caprica. There
are also three other menat tbat conference.

They belong to the same privileged caBte,

but they wear no crowns. They are the

Ministers of the imperial trio.  After all

they are the true ruiers. They, or at least

one of them, possesses more brains than
the three monarchs oombined. Though
not chosen by the people they hava riken
by their own merits to the poaitiorsof influ
ence and power they now occupy. Despite
all the magnidoenca of this gathering at
Skierniwioa there is a lurid light resting
upon the soene. The Nihilists aie feared
aB much as they are bated and the fate of
the Russian Emperor’s predecessor gives
them good cause for dread. Absolutism
has had its day. A storm is gathering that
will in time sweep it from the face of

Europe and then the people’s day will

dawn.—Rochester llerald.

ITIEIY.

TIIE BEST UIEDINUIIVE.

Nature's Remedies the JUest.

Speaking generally itis not to the labors
tory of the ohemist that we should go for
our potash Balts, but to the laboratory of
nature, and more especially to that of the

vegetable kingdom. They exist in the
|,raen parts of all vegetables. Tnis is
illustrated by the manufacture of com-

mercial potash from the ashes of the twigs
and leaves of timber-treee. The more
Buoculent the vegetable the greater the
quantity of potash it contains, though there
are some minor exoej t'ous to this. As
have already stated, we extraot and waste
a considerable proportion of these Balts
when wo boil vegetables and throw away
tbe potage, whioh our wiser and more
thrifty neighbors add to their every-day
menu. When we eat raw vegetables, a3 in
salads, we obtjin all their potash. Fruit
generally contain important quantities of
potash salts, aud it is upon these espeoially
that the possible viotims of lithio tcid
should rely. Lemons and grapee contain
them moat abundantly. Those who
oannot afford to buy these as articles of
daily food may use oream of tartar, whioh,
when genuine, is tho natural Balt of the
grape, thrown down in the manner | Bhall
deeoribe when on the subjeot of the cookery
of wines.—From “ The Chemistry of Cookery,”
by W. Mattieu Williams in Popular Science
Month'y for October.

The drink orop of Tennessee is $2,000,000
larger than the wheat orop.

Mexioo owes American oreditcra

003,000.

Riohard Grant White deplores that the
letter “ r ’’ie disappearing from the Ameri.
oan tongue.

Advertising Cheats 111

“ It has beoome Bo oommon to begin au
artiole, iu an elegant, intereeting style,

“Then run it into some advertisement
that we avoid all suob,

“ And simply oall attention to the merits
of Hop Bittars in as plain, honest terms as
possible,

“ Toinduce people

“ To givo them one trial, which so proves
tbeir value that they will never use any-
thing else.”

“The Bemedy so favorably noticed in all tho
papers,

lleligious and secular, is

“Having a large sale, and is supplanting all
other medicines.

" There isno denying the virtues of the Hop
plant, and tho pro(s)rietors of Hop Bitters havo
shown great shrewdness and ability " ’

*In compounding amedicine whoso virtues
are so palpable to every one’s observation."

:Did She Die ?
INo 1

“ She lingered and suffered long, pining
away all the time for yeare,”

" The dootors doing her uo good

“Aud at last was oured by this Hop
Bitters the papers Bay Bo muoh about.”

“Indeed I Indeed 1

“How thankful we ehould.’ibe for that
medioine.”

A UnujThter’s misery.

“Eleven yeare our daughter suffered on a
bed of misery,

“From a complication of kidney, liver,
rheumatio trouble and NervouB debility,

“Uunder the care of the best physicians,

“Who gave hor disease various names,

“But no relief,

“ And now Bhe ia restored to us in good
health by as simple a remedy as Hop Bit-
ters, that we had shunned for years before
using it.”—T he Parents.

Father is Oettinjg Well.
“ My daughters say :

When Keport.

Reaohes us that counterfeit bank bills are
in circulation, we carefully examine every
bill iu order to protect ourselves agains
losb. How muoh rioher would we be, how
muoh Buffering would we escape, did we
excercise in al! things the same careful
scrutiny. Imitations, oheap and danger-
ous, are being offered for that great oorn
remedy—Putnam’s Painless Corn Extrac-
tor. Beware of all remedies offered you aBs
boing“just as good aB Putnam’.” It is
not proof positive that it is the best when
suoh arguments are used to effeot the sale
of substitutes. Use Putnam’ Painless
Corn Extraotor. Sold by druggiete every-
where.

Cetewayo’®s Bon has abandoned Itgf
monarchy for whioh his father lay eo long
in oaptivity. He has given his sanotion to
the proolamation of a Dutoh Republic by
the Boers.

Ueiuouedalcd.

Sometimes it costs hundreds of dollars tc
convinoe a man ; very often less is required,
but in the oase of Poison's Nekvilne, that
sovereign remedy for pain, 10 oents foots
the bill, and supplies enough Nerviline to
omyvirre every purohaser that it ie the bes*,
most prompt and oertain pain remedy iu
the world. Nerviline is good for all kinds
of pain, pleasant to take, and sure to cure
oratps and all internal pains. [Itis also
nioe to rub outside, for it haB an agreeable
BTeii, quite unlike so many other prepara-
tions, which are positively disagreeable to
use. Try it now. Go to a drug store and
buy a 10 cent or 25 cent bottle. Poison’s
Nerviline. Take no other.

Among the last words of the late Secre-
tary Folger were these : “ | oannot give
up my work ;| have great responsibility ;
and tha people expeot me to do my duty.”

Lydia E. Piukham’u Vegetable Com-
pound strengthens the Btomaoh and kidneyB
aud aids digestion. Is equally good for
both Bexes.

NolBiiuy lu a Nnuip.

Bangor Journal : “ Edith 17

It was a woman’s voioe that oalled, soft,
low, Tuioai. “ Edith 1" she oalled again,
and I could not but stop and listen. Sweet
Saxon “Edith.” It ehould be the name of
the voioe, so full of tender musio were they
both. "Edith.” Blue eyea and fair hair,
a faultlese oomplexiou of pearl and pink,
an oval faoe, a figure tall and mellow—
“Edith.”

“Yeth’m, yeth'm, | gwanten quiok’s |
kin git my hands outen de soapsuds1 'Fore
goodnoss, | jes’wisht | oould done drop so
deep | could nevah hoah my name again in
dish yer livin’worl’. Wha’you want, Mise
Tabitha 7

And a sweet young girl, fair as a dream
of June, petite and graceful, came to the
door and gave an order to a coal-black
woman five feot eight inohes in height, with
arms like John Sullivan’s and a red-and-
yellow turban on her head.

The Shah cf Persia, in returnitg for the
oourtebica showp to him while in Pari«-,
haa presented the municipality with #wo
oamela of a variety no larger than Shellrtnd
ponies.

L

LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S
*VEGETABLE COMPOUND *
¥R xxx ISAPOSTVEQRE * | * ««

For all of thoRc Painful Complaints and
* * Weaknesses so coins»on to our best *
* % « * *PEM/IbI3 POPULATION,

It will cuke jtntikelt tiie worst form of B-j
male Complaints, all Ovakian troubles, ly.
FLAMMATION ANI) ULCERATION FALLING AND Djg~]
I-ACEMENTS, AND TUB CONSEQUENT MPINAL WEAK-]
NESS, AND IS PARTICULARLY ADAPTED TO TUB
Change of Life. EE S
* 1t WILL DISSOLVE AND EXPEL TIIMORS FROM TILb'
Tiix
tendency toCancerousHumorsthereischecked’

VERY SPEEDILY P>Y ITS USE

P * *

Uterusin anearly stage of development

* |1t removes Fatntness,.Flatulency,destroy?™*
ALL CRAVING FT-HSTIMULANTS, AND RELIEVES WK/IK.-I
nessof the Stomach It cures Bloating,H ead-:
ache, rlijRvoi.i’; Prostration, General Debility,’

Depression and Indigestion. * * * * *

* Thatfeeling of Bearing Down, causing Pau.
W eight and Backache, is a Ny

Iways permaneH
CURED BY ITS USE. * * * * » * »

*
*1ltwill at all times and under all circum-
stances act in harmony with the laws that
GOVERN THE FEMALE SYSTEM. * * * * «

* 4STlts purpose is SOLELY for the légitimat*
HEALING OF DISEASE AND TME RELIEF OF PAIN, AND
THAT IT DOESALL IT CLAIMS TO DO, THOUSANDS OT
LADIES CAN GLADLY TESTIFY. LI

* * Fob the curb of Kidney Complaints nf
EITHER SEX TUIS REMEDY IS UNSURPASSED. * #
* LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND 1*
prepared at Lynn, Mass. Price 81. Six bottles for $&
Sold by alldruggiete. Sentby mail, postage paid,in form
of Pills or Lozenges on receipt of price adabove. Mr*.
Pinkham’s “Guide to Health” will ho mailed free to any
Lady sending stamp. Lettersconfidentially answered. «
* No family should bo without LYPTA E. PWWKNAM'A
LIVER PILLS. Thiey curt! Constipation, Biliousnessand
Torpidity of the UIVOr. 25cents per box. * .

D. Va 1. 40. 84.
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VOLTAIC BIULT «nd etVr }Igl\je(i
o0 are sent on 50 P.'v« Triul. T
VEN, ONLY.” YOURD™BR BLE, {i%6 e it
ing from NKKVI VS Debitity. st. Vitaljty,

W asting W eakni sseS, as:cl Nil ino. e diseases i
Personal Natcue, resulting, iipm / apses imbl
Oiiieu Causes. Speedy relief "and “ toshpinio
restoration to Jrrarw, and I\/Ian oog
for ~ Illustrate

aranteed nt 0OUCO
Voltaio Bolt Go,, Marshall. Mich.

Gu ee
Pamphlet free. Addresa
-

I a

When I say cure i Uojmf, TonH merely to-btop them lor
cal

rn again, | mean aradl.
. avo mini«
or ﬁm"\ﬁSICKNL”

masc of FITS, EPILEPSY
remedy to cure tho v

mgstudy. |warrantmy

I'ecause others hava
failed is uo reason xor r
once for a treatisu at

mreiving a cure. Sony at
remedy. Givo Kxprcs

; !>oitlo of my infallible

st Oflico. It costs you
nothing for a tilal, am!
Addre83 Dr. li. »

I’OVNG MEN !-BEAD TUIS.

The Voltalio Belt Co., of Marshall, Mich,
offer to send their celebrated Eleotro-V oltalio
B eltand other Electric Appliances on trial
for thirty days, to men (young or old) afflicted
with nervous debility, loss of vitality and man
hood, and all kindred troubles. Also for rheu
matism, neura’gia, paralysis and many otibjfl
diseases. Complete restoration to health, vigt.r
and manhood guaranteed. No risk is inourred
as thirty days trial is allowed. Write them ¢
once for illustrated pamphlet free.

EYE, EAR AND THROAT.
F'4K. G. S. EYEBSON, L.E. O.P.

vo you.
,i3Pearl St.. New York.

JL/s. E., Lecturer on the Eye, Ear and Throat

“ How muoh better father is sinoe he Trinity Medical College, Toronto. Oculist* n
used Hop BitterB.” élu_ri_et ItoAthe_ tTotror';to eCeradI H%spri]ttahl,lllj_

« B ; . inica ssistan oyal London almio
. He is get_tlng well after .h'S long stfer- Hospital, Moorefleld’sy and Centralp Landen
ing from a disease deolared inourable. Throat and Bar Hospital. 317 Churoh Street

And we aro Bo glad that he used your Toronto. Artificial Human Eyes.

Bitters. A Lady of Utica, N. Y. PliA .CE to secure a Businei
>3*None genuine without a bunch of greea Education or Bpencerian Pen
Hops on the white label. Shun all the vile, manahip at tne SPENORfi
poisonous stuff with “Hop” or “Hope”in their ) IAN  BuBLUHBb OOblLUn
Eune, Eetro Uiob Olroglu* tree



