
Aye W orkA w a’.

H elp  уѳгвеГв w h au re ’e r  ye gang, a n ’ aye work 
aw a’.

'M ang th e  s im m er’s su n sh in e  a n ’ th e  cheerless 
w in te r suaw ;

N ever lippen  to  yer fr ie n ‘8, th o ’ th e y  m ay  loud ly  
blaw.

H elp  уегвѳГѳ w h au re ’e r  ye gang, a n ’ aye w ork 
aw a’.

C h o r u s —Aye w ork aw a’, m y  fr ie n ’e, О aye work 
awa',

H elp  уегвеГв w h au re ’er ye gang, a n ’aye 
work aw a’.

F o rtu n e  favors th em  w ha work aye w i’ a-busy 
h a u n ’,

F o lk ’ll n e ’e r  w in io r r i t  if  th e y  a t  th e  fire-en’ 
e ta u n ' ;

Гюок before ye ta k ’ th e  loup  in  m eik le  th in g s  a n ’ 
sm a’,

Т а к ’ th ings  in  a  ca n n y  way, b u t  aye w ork awa*.
C ho rus—Aye w ork aw a'. etc.

D in n a  speak  u n k in d ly  w ords aboo t th e  folks ye 
ken ,

N ever le t a b it te r  ane  a n i th e r ’s oar gae ben
Lifeless folk a re  fau  tlese, b u t th e re ’s n an e  w ith- 

oot a  Haw,
K ind ly  вреак o’ noebors then , an ’ aye w ork aw a'. 

Ch o r u s—Aye work aw a’, etc.

N evor вау th a t  ye'ro  ill-used, th o u g h  prood folk 
равгі ye by,

W a n t o' Reuse m ak’s w itless fo lk  a f t h a u d  th e ir  
h e id s  ow er h igh  ;

D auner on, n e ’er la sh  y e r  th u m b  wi’ віс like 
folk ava’,

W areel on fu ’ cheerily , a n ’ ayo w ork awa', 
C h o ru s—Aye work aw a’, etc.

K eep a ca’m  sough, nev e r le t  y e r  tongue wag up  
a n ’ doun,

E m p ty  g i r n e l B  a re  aye su re  to  g i'e  th e  loudest 
to u n ’ ;

W hon you h e a r  o ' ith e rs ' quarre ls , w h ile  th e y  
ногаре a n ’ craw ,

M,M ang th em  be’t ” be aye you r w ord, a n ’ aye 
w ork aw a’.

Cho rus—Aye w ork aw a’, etc.

L ife  a ’ th ro u g h  ів j i s t  a fech t e’en to  th e  very 
grave,

B e tte r  life  ab u n e  is p rom ised  to  th e  lea l a n ’ 
b rave ;

b e t  ub fech t w i’ fa ith fu l he 'r ts , an d  w e’ll o v e r 
com e i t  a ’ —

H elp  yeiBel’s  w h au re 'e r ye gang, a n ’ aye w ork 
• aw a’.

C horus—Aye w ork aw a’, e tc.
J o s e p h  W r ig h t .

The JBrîde’H Heley.
Sw eet sister, leave me, le t m e m use 

A sh o rt space in  our g irlhood’s bow er— 
O ut of th e  p as t I fa in  wotild choose,

T h e  sw eetest, b righ tes t, h a p p ie s t hour, 
To seal upon m y h e a r t  of h earts ,

As ba lm  for fu tu re  tim es  of woe—
Tf th e re  be su ch —how m y  h e a r t  s ta rts ,

Wow slow, now fas t—now fast, now blow.

W h a t w as th e  g laddest h o u r  of a ll ?
Down th e  long ran k s  and  file I  m ove ;

All bear a  look of sw eet con ten t,
All b ea r th e  finger touch  of love,

B u t w hich is p e rfec te s t of a l l—
I fain  w ould find one seem ing b e s t—

T h a t I in  ten d ern ess  u jigb t call 
I t fo rth  fo rever from  th e  res t.

WaB i t  th a t  hour, clear, ca lm  an d  cold,
O ur m o th er robed us all in  w hite,

And a t th e  chancels, w h ite  and  gold,
W e k n e lt f«»r confirm ation  r i te ?

'W ongst all tho  row of w hite-robed  girls, 
None kn e lt w ith  p u re r  joy th a n  I  ;

I th rille d  w hen  on m y bow ed head ’s cu rls  
T he re  fell th e  b lessing’s m yste ry .

Or la te r , w as i t  w hen we m et,
My luve and  I, an d  th ro u g h  m y soul 

T h e re  flashed a som eth ing  unknow n yet,
So Btrange, so Bw eet, beyond con tro l ?

Or was i t  w hen  he  to ld  m e all 
Of h is  g rea t love fo r m e, and  I 

F e lt all m y  pu lses rise  au d  fall 
A h to a  h ap p y  m elody ?

W h a t wag th e  sw eetest ? H ark  ! th e  ch im e 
Of bells d o th  rouee th e  slum brous air,

My w edding bolls -ah ! sw eetest tim e  !
Ah ! m usic  beyond all com pare  !

B efore th e  a l ta r  now ho stands.
1 m ubt aw ay m y love to greet,

Oh B oon to  be u n ited  h an d s—
D id Ьеіів e ’er pea l so c lear and  sw eet?

F arew ell, d ea r sh e lte r  of th e  past,
W here all m y  g irlish  d ream s w ere sp u n — 

All ho u rs  aro  fa ir—b u t thie, th e  laßt—
I t  is m y  life ’s su p rem e st one.

Yes, BiBter—h ave I p a u s e i too long.
H and  m e th e  book—load on th e  w ay— 

T he a ir  в е е т в  fu ll of lig h t and  song—
Oh h ap p y  h o u r I Oh h ap p y  day I

Ronnie Maggie
A bonnie , braw  and  w insom e b ride  

ѴѴав m y a in  M aggie Gru^rn ;
How p roud  w as I to se t h e r  doon 

In  ray  au ld  Sco ttish  ham e.
By au ld  aud  ycung  i t  w as  allowod,

In  a ’ th e  coun try  side,
T h a t no a  lass in a ’ th e  land  

Could m a tc h  m y  b onn ie  bride .

T hough days an d  years hae  f li tti t  p as t,
I m in d  i t  y e t lu ’ weel,

How in  th e  w in try  n ig h ts  she’d lay  
A s i d e  h e r  s p i n n i n ’ w h e e l  ;

And a t a  c l e a n  h e a r t h - B t a n e  sh e’d sit,
And sing wi' m ick le  glee 

T h e  b onn ie  B o n g s  th a t  I lo ’ed best,
She’d sing th e m  a ’ to  me.

Tho au ld  Scotch sanga, th e  b lith eso m e sangs 
T h e  B a n g s  beyond com pare,

S he’d B in g  th e m  owor and  ow er again,
And ligh ten  a ’ m y care.

B u t daye and  years h ae  com e an d  gane,
And m y a in  Maggie G nom  

X a m a ir w ill sing th e  au ld  Scotch sangs 
In  m y  au ld  Sco ttish  ham e,

S he’s s loopin’ sound in  th e  k irk  yard,
And gane in a ’ m y glee ;

My a in  tru e  love, m y chosen  one 
Is ta ’en aw a’ frae  me.

My hopes, m y joys a re  fled aw a’.
My grief пае tongue can  n am e ;

T h e  willows w eep abuno  th e  grave 
O’ m y a in  M aggie G ra in .

The СягауЫгй*
S w eet b ird  of m odest bearing ,

And coa t of sober hue,
T hou  p ro v est in  th y  being 

Kind n a tu re ’s purpose  tru e —
G ilts  to each  w ork h as  given 

P ro po rtiona lly  due,
And th in e  is m agic m usic 

W hich do th  th y  soul im bue,
Ami listen ing  m an  its  rap tu re s  

D rinks  in , like g rass th e  d e w .

F irs t  t o  U B h e r  in  t h e  spring,
W ith  rich  m elodious notes 

C alling  on th e  woods an d  flowers $  
To don th e ir  v e rd a n t coats  ;

P ou ring  song from  h ap p y  h ea rts  
T h a t well u p  in  th e ir  th ro a ts — 

W hich  th rough  th e  b a lm y  atm o sp h ere  
H arm on iously  floats,

A nd w ho th e  la s t to  leave us,
Of a ll ou r songsters dear,

W hon froBt is on th e  meadow,
And woods are  red  an d  sere,

And d rizzling  cold ra in  falling  
M akes all th in g s  look so d rear.

W hen all hie la te  com panions 
H ave fled in  ab jec t fear,

’Tie th e n  th e  g rayb ird 's  m usic  
F a lls  sw eetest on o u r ea r—

W ho B i n g s  a t n a tu re ’s fu n era l 
T h e  dying  of th e  year.

О thon  who so despisest 
H er sw eet im passioned  song,

W hich  liko th e  sou th  w ind  rises 
And softly  floats along,

And stem B from  ea rth ly  angels 
W ho h a lf  to  heaven  belong—

F in d  m e n e a r  as sw eet a voice 
In  all e a r th ’s fe a th e red  th rong .

H arry  L a u r ie .

c o q u e t t e .

Because h e r eyes to  m e a n d  you 
T he b rig h tes t a re  aud  bluost.

S hall s to rm s  arise betw een us two, 
T he o ldest fr ien d s  an d  tru e s t ?

Bbo в т ііе я  on m e ; m y h e a r t  is light, 
And yours is steeped  in  sorrow,

And y e t th e  flower 1 gave to -n igh t 
S he’ll th row  to  you to-m orrow .

C oquette  is нЬе ; во вау w ith  m e :
“L e t h im  who w ins h e r  w ear h e r  ;

And fa ir—how ever fa ir  she be, 
T h e re ’s m any  a  lassie  fa ire r .”

B u t if i t  hap , an d  well i t  m ay,
T h a t each  in  vain  h as  p leaded,

If  all m y songe a re  th row n  away,
And a ll yo u r sighs unheeded.

W e’ll vow ourselves no  h e rm it’s vows, 
W e’ll cross no foam ing billow.

W e'll b ind  ab o u t ou r d ism al brows 
No w roaths of m o u rn fu l willow ;

B u t show, in  sp ite  of h e r  disdain ,
We y et can  live w ith o u t h e r  ;

And jo in ing  hands, w e'll laugh again, 
And th in k  no m ore  ab o u t h e r  1

[•NAUGHTY, BUT NICE.
Som ebody’s lips w ere close to  m ine,

T h u s tem p ted , I could n o t re s is t;
Rosy and  совеу, a  sw eet li ttle  m ou th  

W as suddenly, softly  kissed.

S om ebody’s eyes looked u p  an d  frow ned 
W ith B u c h  a  rep rov ing  glanoe,

M A re ківвев во w icked? ” I. asked  m y p e t ; 
T hen  h e r  eyes began  to  dance.

And sm iling, th e  l i t t le  m aid  answ ered,
A b I kno lt dow n a t  h e r  fee t:

" 1 guess th e y 're  ju s t  a  b it  naugh ty ,
Or else they  w ouldn’t  be во sw eet.”
.Luther Q. Riggs, in California Maverick.

W om en love adm iration, approbation, 
Belf- іт т о Ы іо п  on the part of others ; are 
often  weak, vain, and frivoloue. D itto

M O N I C A  :
THU ACTBOB OP "  РНУТІІІІ8,” “  MOT.T.Y BAWN,”

’ AND OTHBB POPUfcAB N0VML8,

“ You Bhould say , ‘ God Ыевв her,’ miffp, 
when ye give her.the good word,” ваув  Мгв. 
M oloney, tim id ly , who ів also bendiug over 
tbe tieloved bundle, aud notes the d istress  
in her neighbor’s eyes.

God Ыава her I" says M onica, w ith  
pretty  so lem nity , after whioh the m other’s 
faoe d ea rs, and nuuatima is  again restored  
to  it.

11 I th ink  she knows y e ,” she says to  
Monioa. 11 Bee how  she Ыіпкв at ye I 
Arrah I look, now, how she olntehes at yer 
hand ! W ill ye com e to your tûother now, 
darlin’,—w ill y e ?  Sure ’tis . starvin ’ ye  
m ust be, by th is .”

“ Oh I don’t take her y e t ,” ваув Monioa, 
entreatingly.

A  little  figure w ith  naked legs and feet, 
creep ilg  in to  the doorway a t thiB m om ent, 
draws near th e  baby as if fasoinated . I t  is 
P au dheen, the eldest воп of th e house and 
baby’s nuree—save tbe m ark !

“ Oome nearer, P ad dy,” says M onioa, 
Bmiling at h im  w ith  B w e e t encouragem ent ; 
but P ad dy stops B hort and regards her 
doubtfully.

“ Come, then , and kiss your lit tle  sister ,” 
continues M omoa gently , but P ad d y ів  Btill 
obdurate a n d  declines to harken to the 
voice of th e oharmer, obarm She never so 
w isely . There ie , indeed, a sad la c k  both 
of B w eetn ess  and light about Paddy.

“ A n’ w hat d’ye m ane be stan d in ’ there, 
a n ’ niver a word out o ’ ye in answer to the 
lady, ye ill-m annered oaubogue?” ories hie 
m other deeply iuqtaaed. T he laughter has 
all gone from  her faoe and her eyes are 
aflam e. “ W hat brought ye iu  at all, ye 
ugly  spalpeen, if  y e  о п т е  w ithout a civil 
tongue in' yer head ?”

“ I cam e to Bee the baby a n ’ to  get m e 
din ner,” ваув the boy, w ith  hanging head, 
Ьів ьііеооа arising m ore from  ehyneast han  
su llenness. T he potatoes have ju st been 
lifted from  th e fire by M rs. M oloney ana  
are steam ing in a d istan t oorner. Paudheen  
looks w istfu lly  towards them .

“ D iokens a sign or taste  ye’ll get, then , 
if on ly  to taohe ye betther m anners. В э  
off, now, an’ don’t le t m e sea ye agin.”

“ I ’m  hungry,” says the boy, tears oom- 
ing in to  h is eyes.

“ O h, Mrs. D a ly  !” says M onica in a d is
tressed tone.

“ A  dale o’ harm  it  w ill do him  to be 
hungry, th in 1” says the oulprit’a m other, 
w ith  an angry voioe, but w ith  v isib le signs 
of relenting in her Handsome eyes. “ Be 
off wid ye now, I te ll ye  1” T h is ів the last 
burst of th e storm . A s tbe urchin oreeps 
crestfallen tow ards the door-way her rage 
dies, iCB death  being as sudden ав iss birbh. 
11 Oome baok h e r e !” Bhe ories incon
s isten tly . ** W hat d ’yo m ane be taking m s 
at m e word iifce th at ? Oome baok, I tell 
ye, an’ go an’ ate som ething, ye orathur. 
H ow  dare ye behave as if X was a bad 
m other to ye ?”

T he boy оотев  hack, and raising his 
bonny head, sm iles at her fondly but auda- 
oiousiy.

" Look a t  h im  now, th e  b la c k g u a r d ,” Bays 
th e  m o th e r ,  r e t u r n in g  tb e  s m ile  in  k in d . 
“ W as th e r e  e v e r  tb e like o f h im  ? Go a n ’ 
a t e  y e r  p r a t i e s  now , a n d  th a n k  y e r  s ta re  
M ibb Monioa was here to  say a  good word 
fo r  y e ."

P ad dy, glad of Ьів гевоие, oasts a shy  
glanoe at M onioa, and then , go in .gover to 
where his grandm other and the pot of 
potatoes rest Bide by Bide, sits Sown (olose 
oaddled up to the old dam e) to fill hia little  
em pty stom aoh w ith  as m any of those  
esoulent roots as he can manage, whioh, in 
tru th , is th e poor o h ild ’B o n ly  dinner from  
year’s end to year’s end. And yet, it  is  a 
rem arkable fa st th at, in spite of the soanty. 
fare, the Irish  peasant, when oome to m an S’ 
esta te , is ever B trong  and vigorous and well 
grown. And who shall say  he hasn’t done 
hie Qaeen good service, too, on m any a 
battle-field , and even in  these latter  days, 
w hen sad  rebellion racks our land, has not 
hia nam e been w orthy of honorable m ention  
on th e plains of Tel-el-K ebir ?

" I  don’t  th ink  h e  looks like a bad boy, 
Mrs. D a ly ,” Bays M onica reflectively, gaz 
in g  a t  tb e  liberated Paddy.

“ B ad, гаівв, is it ?” says the m other, who, 
having m ade her eldest born out a villain , 
ie now prepared to m aintain he is a verit
able sa int. “ You don’t know him , fa ix . 
Sure, there niver w as tho like of him  yet. 
Ho is a raal jew el, th a t gossoon o ’ m ine, an’ 
th e light of h is fa th er’s eyes. Signs on it, 
h e’d d ie for D a ly  ! T here niver was sioh a 
love betw ixt father an’ eon. H e’s the joy  
o ’ m e life, an’ th e greatest help to m e. ’T is 
he m inds th e pig, an’ tho baby, an’ ould 
granny there, a n ’ everything. I ’d bo widout 
m e r ig h t hand if I lost h im .”

“ B a t  4  thought you ваій—— begins 
Monioa, m ystified  by th is  change from  
rigbteons wrath to unbounded adm iration.

11 Arrah, niver m ind w hat I  said, 
aoushfa,” says the younger Mrs. D aly  w ith  
an em phatio w ink. “ Cure, ’tw as only  to 
каре him  in ordher a bit I said it  at all, at 
all I B u t ’tis  young he is  y e t, the orathur."

“ V e fÿ  youn g. Oh, Мгв. D a ly , look at 
baby 1 See how she ів trying to get at m y  
hair i" M onioa is beginning in  a delighted  
tone—as though to bave on e’s bair pulled  
out by th e coots is the m ost onohanting  
sensation in  th e world—w hen suddenly her 
voioe dies aw ay into silenoe and ehe herself 
stares w ith great open violet eyes at som e
th ing tb a t darkens th e doorway and throws 
a shadow  upon the assem bled group w ith in .

I t  is D esm ond.
E it, feeling as guilty  ав though she were 

the leading character in som e nonapiraoy, 
colors orimson and retires behind Mrs. 
M oloney. She lowers her eyes and is as 
m ute as death . B u t M onica speaks.

“ Is  it  уоц ?” she says. W hich, of course, 
is  qu ite the s illiest th ing she can say, as he 
is  stand ing there regarding her w ith  eyes  
so fu ll of life  a n d  love tb a t the oleverest 
ghost oould not eapy them . B u t then ehe 
is  not sillier than her fellow s, for, as a  rule, 
all people, if  you rem ark, вау “ Is  th at 
you?" or “ H ave you co m e? ” w hen they  
are aotuaUy looking into y ou ; faoe and 
should be able to answ er th e qaestion  for 
th em selves.

“ Yes, i t  la,” ваув D esm ond, w ith  Buoh an 
am ount of diffidenoe (I hope it  w asn ’t as- 
B o m e d )  as should brave m elted  the beart-of 
th e hardest w om an upon earth. Monioa is 
not tb e hardest wom an upon earth.

S till, sh e  m akes him  no further speoch, 
and D esm on d begins to wonder if he is yet, 
forgiven. H e ів regarding ber fixedly, but 
she, after th a t first ew ift glanoe, has turned  
her attention  upon the baby on her knee 
and is seem ingly lo"t in adm iration of its  
little  snub nose, W hy w ill ebe not look ,at 
him  ? W hat did he вау to her last night 
Jhat ів во diffioult to forgive 1 Can wrath  
be oherished for во long in th a t gentle  
bosom  ? H er faoe is calm  as an angel’s ; 
Burely

T h e re 's  n o th in g  ііісй-п dw ell in  such  a  tem ple .
" A h, п о т е  io , M iether D esm on d,” says  

Mrs. D aly  hospitably . “ I'm  glad ’tis com 
pany I have before ye the day. M aybe 
’tw ill coaz ye to com e again. W here have 
ye been th is week an’ m ore? F a ix , ye were 
во long in  oom io’, I  thought 'twas angry wicï 
m e ye w ere.”

"N obod y is ever angry w ith  a pretty  
w o m a n  lik e  y o u ,”  B a y s  D esm ond B aueily .

“ Ob, now, hark to bio: 1” s*ya Mrs. D a ly  
laughing heartily . “ I wonder ye  aren’t 
asham ed of yourself. A n’ ів th e ould Squire 
hearty ? '

“ H e’s as wall ев even vou oould w ish  
him . H ow  d ye do, K it?  W on’t  you oome 
and speak to me ?”

H e has been afraid to shake hands w ith  
M onica up to thifl, bnt now Bhe turns sud
den ly  tow ards him  and bolda out to him  
one Blender, fair hand, the otber being  
tw ined round the baby. She does this m u s
ingly*

H e grasps the little  snow y hand w ith  
alm ost sen ile delight and holds it  for—as 
long as he dares. D uring th is undefined  
period be te lls h im self w bat a  perfect pio-

ture ehe is, w ith  her olear, pale, beautiful 
faoe and her nut-brown hair, and the ten 
der sw eetness of her a ttitud e, an ehe bend? 
over the sm iling  baby. Could any vaunted  

•Madonna be half ae lovely ? A t th is  too- 
m ent a growing contem pt for a il the great
est m asterpieoes of the greatest m asters 
perm eates hie being and renders h im  weak  
in fa ith . ;

" W on ’t ye Bit down, th in ? ” says Mr'S. 
D aly . B eing a wom an ehe grasps the s itu a 
tion at a glanoe and plaoes a obair tor him  
o.o ie to M onioa. “ W hat’s tb e m attber wid 
ye to-day, M iather D esm ond, th at ye 
haven’t a word to give us ?”

** You ought to know w hat I ’m thinking  
of,” вауа Deem ond, aooepting th e ohair and 
drawing it  even a degree oloser to Monioa.

“ F * ix , th in , I  don’t,” Bays Mrs. D »ly , 
juniuK^bur handPOtnë faoe fa ll rtf stollcp. A 
love sfU ir  ів as good ав a saint’s day to an 
Irish peasant, aud here, Bhe te lls herself 
w ith a glanoe at Monioa, is one ready-m ade 
to her hand.

“ I ’m th inking w hat a lucky m an Daly  
is ,” ваув D esm ond prom ptly.

“ Oh, git along w iä ye now, an’ yer blar
ney !” ваув Mrs. D uly roaring with laughter, 
w h ilst even Mrs. M oloney tb e dism al, and 
tb e old granny in tbe oorner chim e in m er
rily.

And then the v is it oom es to a olose, and 
they all rise and bid Mrs. D a ly  and the  
others “ good-bye and M onioa, m indful of 
hjs late effl.iotions, bestows a soft parting  
word upon tb e subdued P&ddy.

And so w  th ey  are a ll in  tb e open air 
again, and, turning down' the boïeen  th a t  
leadB to tne D i ly ’s hom estead, reaoh tbe 
road that leads to M oyne. I t  is D esm ond’s 
way as w ell as theirs, во .he accom panies 
the girls w ithout rem ark, ,,

" W hat brought you to see the D a lys  to 
day ?” asks M onica suddenly, w ithout any 
u l t e r io r  m eaning tieyond t h e  desire of m ak
in g  c o n v e rs a t io n  ; b u t ,  to  K i t ’B g u i l ty  so u l, 
th is  question s e e m s  fraught w ith  m iso h ie f .

" Oll, I often go to see D a ly . 1 w ant him  
to oome fishing w ith  m e to-morrow ; he’s 
th e beet m an about here for th at, and 
trudges behind one for m iles w ithout oom - 
plaining.”

“ Poor D aly  !”
“ W ell, I  hope you enjoyed your v is it  to 

day ,” ваув K it b lithely , glanoing at him  
m ischievously from beneath her broad hat.

“ There waa a drawbaok,” Bays Briun un
th inkingly. “ I  w en t there fu ll of h o p e , 
a n d , after a ll, she never o ffe red  m e any of 
your pudding.”

Tableaux ! ■ ч -
K it’B agonized glanoe and M onioa’s ques

tioning eyes awake Mr. Dusm ond t> a  know
ledge of w hat he has doi e. ' /

" H ow  did you hear of KiVs pudding?"  
asks M onioa looking keenly from  B rian  to  
K it, and then back again.

" O b i—the pu ddin g!” stam m ers Des- 
m onc.

“ Tuere, don’t eom m it yourself,” says 
Monioa in  a tone th at trembleE. “ Ob, K it !” 

B oth  culprits are afraid to look at ber. 
D oes tbe trem ble m ean tears, or anger, or 
w hat? Perhaps horror at th e ird u p licb y ,o r  
contem pt. Is  she hopelessly angered ?

T hen a suppressed sound reaoaes their 
ears, oreating a fresh pamo in their breasts 
la she positively ohoking w ith indignation 5 
C autiously, anxioualy, th ey  glanoe at her, 
and find, to their everlasting relief, tbat 
she is convulsed w ith laughter.

“ W hen n ext you m editate form ing n 
brilliant plot such as th is ,” she says to Kit, 
" I th ink  1 should look out a m ore tru st
w orthy accom plice if I were you.”

" Catch mu having a secret w ith  him  
again,” Bays K it now her fears are appeased, 
turning wratbfully upon D esm ond,

“ I  quite forgot all about it, I  did, in 
deed,” exelaim e be penitently. “ Forgivt 
m e this tim e, and I ’ll prom ise never to doit 
again.”

" And I'll prom ise you you shan't have  
th e ohanoe,” says K it w ith  fervor.

" W h y w as I to be deceived?” says 
M onioa. “ I  tbrnk I  have been very basely  
treated. I f  you, K it, desired a clandestine  
m eeting w ith  Mr. D esm ond, I  don’t  see 
w hy I was to be drawn into it. A nd it was 
a stupid arrangem ent, too ; two is com pany, 
three trum pery. I  know, i t  I  had a lover, 1
ehould prefer ”

" M onioa 1” ваув K it ind ignantly, but 
Monioa only laughs tb e  more.

“ I t  ів m y turn now , you know ,” Bhe 
says.

“ K it had nothing to do w ith  it, it  was all 
m y fau lt,” вауа Desmomd, laughing too. “ I£ 
you m ust pour out th e v ia ls of your w rath  
on som e one, let it  be on m e.”

“ Y es, give him  a good B o o ld in g , M onioa,” 
ваув K it vioiously, but w ith  a lovely sm ile, 
“ I am going to piok в о т е  ferns for Aunt 
Pen, when I return I hope I  shall find that 
redreant knight of yours—I m ean m in e— 
at the point of death .”

A t th is  she flits away from them , like the  
good little  th ing she is, up a slop.Bg bank 
and so in to  tbe fields beyond, until D esm ond  
and M onica are as m uch alone as if a whole 
B p h e r e  divided them  from their kind. Dear  
lit t le  K it ! W hen her own tim e oomes m ay  
she be as kindly dealt w ith !

" You are angry w ith  m e s till—about last 
n igh t,” ваув D esm ond softly , “ and, Ï  own, 
With good oause. B u t I w as m iserable 
when I oalled you a coquette, and m isery  
m akes a m an unjuet. I  wrote to K it thiB 
m o r n i D g —I  was afraid to w rite to you— 
and she was very good to tn e .” .

“ H ow  good ?” pluoking a leaf from  a 
brier, as Bhe goee elow ly— very s low ly— 
down th e road, ..

" Bhé.brought m e you. D o  yoti hnow, 
M onioa, I have been as unhappy as a man  
oan be віпое last I saw  you—a whole night 
and part of a day ? Is. it not punishm ent 
enough?"

“ Too muoh for your crim e,” whispers 
she softly , turning suddenly towards him  
and letting her great lum inous eyes rest 
w ith  forgiveness upon bis. She втііев  
sw eetly , but w ith  som e tim id ity , because 
of the ardor of th e glanoe th a t answers 
hern. TakiDg her hand w ith an im pulsive  
m ovem ent im possible to restrain, Desm ond  
presses it  rapturously to bis lips. D rawing  
it  aw ay from  him  w ith  shy h aste , Monioa 
w alks on in silence.

“ If I had w ritten  to you, and not to her, 
would you B till have been here to-day?” 
авкв he presently.

" I th ink n ot.”
" T hat ie a oroel answer, is  it  not ?”
“ W ould you have m e belie m y nature ?” 

авкв she w ith qiiiok a g i t a t io n ,w o u ld  you 
bave m e grow fa lse , seoret, deceitful ? My 
aunts trust m e ; am  І to  prove m yself un. 
w orthy of tb tir  confidence ?”

“ I  am  lees to you, then , than your aunte’ 
displeasure ?"

" Y ou  are less to m e than m y ooasoionoe,
a n d  y e t  ”

W ith a vio lent effort, that betrays how  
far ber thoughts have been travelling in 
Company w ith  his, Bhe brings herself baok 
to tb e  present mooueut, and a recollection  
of th e m any reasons w hy she m ust not 1іч> 
ten to h is  wooing. " W hy ehould you believe 
yourself anything to m e ?" Bhe asks ia  a 
voioe th at quivers audibly.

“ Ah, w hy indeed?" returns he bitterly. 
There is such pain in  bia voioe and faoe 
th a t her soul yearns towards him  and she 
repents her of her last words.

" I am  wrong. You are som ething to 
m e,” she ваув, in a tone so low th at he oan 
воагеоіу hear it . B u t lovers' ears are 
sharp.

" You m ean th at, M onica ?”
. 11 Y es,” s till lower.

" Then w hy oannot I b e  m ore to you ? 
W hy am  I to b e  denied a  ohanoe of for
warding the o a u se  in whioh all m y hopes 
areoen tred ?  M onioa, say you w ill m eet 
m e som ew here— soon.”

“ H ow  oau I ?” Bhe says trem ulously. Her 
voioe is fu ll of tears. She ie altogether dif 
ferent from  the coquettish , provoking obild 
of last night. " You forget all I  bave just 
said.” ~

" A t leaet te ll me, th en ,” says he sadly, 
“  th at if  you could you w ould .”

There is a pathetio ring in b is tone and 
tears rise to her eyes. Can anything be so 
hopehaß  as tb is love aftair of b i t s  ?

44 Y es, I  w ould ,” вііѳ ваув alm ost desper- 
ately.

“ Oh, darling—darliD gl” ваув the young 
man with раввіоп. H e holds her bande 
оіовеіу and Іоокв into her troubled еуев 
and w ishes he m ight date  take her in to  his 
агшв, and, p rey in g  her to bis heart, ask  
her to repeat her words again. B u t there 
ів som ething in th e o'alm p u rity  of her 
beautiful faoe th a t repels vehem ence of any  
sort; and ав y e t—although--the dawn ів 
near— her love hae not declared iteeif to her 
own soul in  all its Btrength.

44 I have, a t least, one consolation ,” he  
sayB at laaii,r%4,\ing to m ind the quietude  
th at KurrouudB M oyne and its  inhabitants, 
and tbe w ith d ra w a l  from  society  th a t Ьав 
obtained t>hfer<r for m&ny уеагв. “ Ав you  
»re not allowed to see m e—except on Buch 
rare occasions as tb e. present, w hen the 
F ates  are kind— you oannot, a t least, вее 
any one else—often, th a t is .” •

“ M eaning ”
“ K yde.”
ßhe laughs a little  aud theu ооіогв.
“ A unt РгівоШа has aeked him  to oome 

tö M oyne n e x t  Friday,1’ Bhe ваув, looking at 
th e  ground, 44 Bhe ie giving an 4 A t H om e ’ 
on th at day for him  and Captain Oobbett. 
She ваув Bhe feels it  a duty to her Queen to  
Bhow som e attention  to her servant**.”

In  her tone, as she ваув th is, there is a 
spice of th at m ischief th a t is never very far 
ir o m  any pretty wom an,

‘ H e ів to be invited  to M oyne—to spend  
an entire day w ith you l” ваув DeBmond, 
thunderstruok by th is  laBt piece of news,

4 Oh, no 1 O aly part of i t ,” ваув Monioa 
m eekly.

“ I t  ів ju st ав bad. I t  ів disgraceful I
Your auntie are purposely encouraging him  
to keep you aw ay from  m e. Ob, w h y ,” 
w retchedly. 44 gboui.d th is  unlucky quarrel 
have arisen between our bouse and yours ?” 

“ W ell, th a t’s your fa u lt,” ваув Monioa.
“ M ine ?”
“  Your unole’s, then . I t  ів all the sam e,” 

UEjjHtly.
• I  really  can’t see th a t,” ваув Mr. D es

mond, very righteously aggrieved ; “ thao ів 
visiting the віпв of the unoles upon the 
nephew s w ith a vengeance. Monioa, at 
least prom ise m e you won’t be c ivil to h im .” 

“ T o your un cle?”
“ Noneenee ! You k so w  I m ean B y d e .”
“ I  caR’t be rude to h im .”
“ You oan. W hy not ? I t  w ill keep him  

from G alling  again .”
N ■1 answer.
*• Oh, I  dare вау you w ant him  to call 

again,” ваув D esm ond angrily.
A t th is  m om ent, the gates of M oyne 

being in eight and those of Coole long 
paRted, K it suddenly appears on t>he top of 
a high вюпе w all and calls gaily  to D es
mond to oome and help her to alight.

“ And now go aw ay, too ,” she ваув, “ you  
are forbidden gooda, you know, and we 
m ust not be seen talk ing to you, under pain 
of death .” ^

" Grood-byi^” ваув D esm ond w ith  a l a c r i t y ,  
w h o  is, in  trufcb, B ulky a n d  u n d e s iro u a  of 
further parley w ith h is  beloved. “ Good
bye, M iss B eresford .”

“ G o o d b y e,” says Monioa shortly.
44 W e shall see you »gain вооп, no doubt,’ 

ваув K it kindly, in her olear, sw eet treble.
“ I ta  ink it  very im probable,” returns he, 

raising h is hat gravely and taking his 
departure.

“ N ow , w hat have you been s&ying to that 
w retched young m an, M onioa ?” ваув K it 
severely, standing s till in  th e m iddle of tbe 
road, the better to bring her Bister beneath  
the m ajeety of her eye.

“ N othing. N othing th at any reasonable 
being coufd object to ,” declares Monioa 
w ith such an am ount of vigor as startles  
Kit- “ B u t of all th e ill-tem pered, bearish, 
detectable m en le v e r  meù in m y life, he is 
the w orst.”

W hioh unlooked-for explosion from  the 
gentle Monioa has th e rfftoD of silencing Kit 
for th e rem ainder of th e  v»alk.

C H A P T E R  XV.
R saohing hom e, they finu tne atm osphere 

there decidedly clouded. M iss Prieoilla, 
who h«B rtrçesëed- from  her drive ju st a 
m om ent before, is standing in th e haU, gaz
ing w ith a Btern countenance upon the old- 
fashioned еіцЬі-day clock, in  w bich tw o or 
three people migho bd safely  stow ed away. 
The olook regards her not a t all, but ticks  
on loudly w ith  a soro of exasperating obsti
nacy, as though determ ined to rem ind every 
one Qf th e flight of tim e.

“ W ho has wound th is olook?” dem ands 
M iss I ’riscilla  in an aw ful tone. W ith  a 
thrill of thankfulness the цігів feel th ey  oan 
answer truthfu lly , “ N ot I .”

“ D ear m e Г  ваув Mibb Penelope tim id ly , 
advancing from th e morning-room , “ I  did. 
You w ere so long out, Ргівоіііа, and I 
feared—I m ean, I thought it  would save 
you tho trouble.”

“ Trouble in w inding a olook I W hat 
trouble could there be in  th at ? And it ia 
never wound un til Saturday evening. For 
tw enty years I  have wound it  on Saturday  

! evening. A good eight-day olook nearly  
fi:'ty years oid oan’t bear being tam pered  
witb. N ow, Penelope, w hy did you do tb at?  
You know I oan’t endure old rulea to be up 
B et.”

“ B nf\ m y dear P riscilla , I only thought 
as I  wab.pSaBir^g—— ”

“ You thought, Penelope ; but I w ish you 
wouldn’t th ink. T here are other th ings 
you ought to think of th a t you often neglect, 
aud -”

“ N ow , P riscilla , is  th at ju st ? I  th ink— 
I hope I  seldom  neglect m y duty, and I 
m ust вау I didn’t expect tbia from you.” 

H ere M iss Penelope йіввоіѵев into tears, 
to M onica’s grief and dism ay.

'‘IOb, Â unt P risoilla , I am sure A unt Pen  
only m eant to”save you trouble,” she saya 
earnestly , putting her arm s round Міев 
Penelope who воЬв audibly on her B h o u ld e r .

“ And who says I thought anything еіве ?” 
says poor M iss Priscilla  Üeroely, though hur 
voioe trem bles w ith em otion ; it  is  terrible 
to  her to вое her fa ith fu l friend and sister  
in tears of her causing. “ Penolope, I m eant 
nothing, but I have heard som ething that 
has grieved and disturbed m e ; во I m ust 
m>.eda oome hom e and avenge m y ill-tem - 
per on the best creature in th e world. A las I 
I am a wicüed w om an.”

“ Oh, no, no,” огіев Міев Репеіорэ. 44 My 
flear Priscilla , you will break my heart if 
you W k'tbna. My good soul, oome in here 
and tell m e what baa happened to diatreas 
you .”

In  truth, it  is quite plain, now, th at som e
thing hau happened during her drive to ta&e 
M iss P H to illa ’a well-balanoed m ind off its  
Jaiöges.

“ W here ів Тѳгѳпсо?” she aska, looking 
from  one to other of the group in the hall.

44 H ere,” ваув Terence, h im eelf ooming  
leisurely towards her from  a side passage.

•2 41 Come in  hero wiTih m e,” ваув Міѳк P r is
cilla , and th ey  all follow  her into the m orn
ing room.

Here bhe turns and faces tho ипоопьоіоив 
T erence w ith  a paie, reproachful face.

“ W hen I te ll you I have juat oome from 
M itscn, the ooant-guard, ana th at I thanked 
him  for having lent you his gun, you will 
understand h o w  I have been grieved and 
pained to-day,” Bhe ваув, a trem or in  her 
voioa.:,

Terenoe ів no longer unoonfcoioue, and 
Monioa feels th at her heart ів beating like a 
lum p of lead.

44 Oh, w hat is it, РгівоШа ?” авкв M iss 
Penelope greatly frightened.

41 A ta le of.jjjaft *nd cunning,” ваув Misa 
Ргівоіііа in a hollow tone. “ M itson tells  
me th at he never lent him  th at gun. T er
ence baa w ilfu lly  deceived us, his poor 
aunts, who lo v e . h im  and only de*ire Ьів 
good. H e has, I fear, basely m ystified us 
to accom plish h is own end»», and has, in 
deed, departed from  the precious truth .”

441 never said Мііноп did lend it  to  m e,” 
says Terence виііепіу, 44 you yourself sug
gested the idea anâ I let it slide, th at was 
a ll.”

44 A ll I I s  not prevarioation only a m ean  
lie  ? Ob, Terenoe, I  am во deeply grieved I 
know not w hat ко вау to you.”

T he scene ia becom ing positively tragical. 
A lready a sense of orim e of th e blaokest 
and deepest d yeis  overpowering Terence.

1 W here did you get t h a t  gun from , T er
e n c e  ?” авкв Міав Prieoilla  B te ro ly .

N o answ er.
“ N ow , Terenoe, be oalm ,” ваув M iss 

Penelope. “ S it àow u, now, Terenoe, and 
collect yourself, and don’t be untruthful 
again .”

“ I  have told no lie, aun t,” ваув Тэгепее  
ind ignantly.

“ T hen te ll your good A unt PriFOilla who 
gave you the gun .”
, D ead silence.

“ Are w e to understand th a t you w on’t 
te ll ив, Terenoe ?” asks Мівв РИвоШа 
fa in tly . She ie now  m uch the m ore nervous 
of the tw o old m aids.

Terenoe oasts a h asty  glanoe at M onica’s 
w hite faoe, and th en  ваув stou tly  :

“ I  don’t w ant to te ll, and I  w on’t .”
“ T eren ce!” excla im s the usually  m ild  

Mias Peneiope w ith  great indignation, and 
is  going to further relieve her m ind, no 
doubt, when Міѳв P riscilla , thro wing up her 
hands, oheoks her.

“ L et him  alone, P enelop e,” she says  
sadly. “ Parhaps he has som e good reason ; 
let us not press him  too far. Obduracy 
is better than falsehood. L et us
go and pray th a t H eaven m ay soften hia 
heart and grant h im  a right understanding.”

W ith  th i s  tn e  tw o  o ld  la d ie s  walk s lo w ly  
a n d  w i th  d ig n i ty  f ro m  th e  ro o m , leaving th e  
c r im in a l  w ith  b is  B is te rs .

M onioa bursta in to  tears and flings her 
arm s round h is  neck. “ You did it for m e. 
I know i t —I s a w  i t  in y o u r  e y e s ,” Bhe s a y s . 
“ Oh, Terenoe, I feel ав if  it  w as all шу 
fau lt.”

“ F idd lesticks !” ваув Me« Beresford, who 
ів  in a boiling ratfe. “ D id  you ever hear 
anything like Jaer ? And all abou<) a paltry 
thing like that 1 She couldn’t behave 
worse if I had been convicted of murder. 
I ’m convinced,’’vioiouely, “ it  w aeall bafïlôd 
curiosity th at got up her tem per. She was 
dying to know about th a t gun, and fco I wan 
determ ined I w ouldn’t gratify her. A  
regular old oat, if ever there was one.”

“ Ob, no ! D on ’t speak like uhat. I am 
sure they love you —aud th ey  were disap 
pointed— and------ ”

“ T h ey’ll have to get through a good deal 
of d isappointm ent,” says Terenoe s till fu m 
ing. “ W hat right have they to make me 
out a S ii G iîah ad  in their im agination ? I ’d 
perftofcly nate to be a Sir G alahad ; aud so 
I tell shem .” T his is not str ictly  correct, 
as the M isses B iake are out oî hearing. 
“ And as for tneir love, they may keep it), 
if in only  m eans blowing a fellow  up for 
nothing.”

*' Aunt Penelope was just as bad,” says  
K it. “ I really ’ — w ith dignified contem pt 
— “ fe lt quite aeham ed of her !”

M iss P risoiîla  keeps a diary in whioh she  
moat fa ith fu lly  records ail th at happens in 
every one of th e three hundred and s ix ty  - 
five daya of every year.

(To be continued)

IN V IM B L H ; lfl4M H E K !4-IN > L 4W .

Where a fflSanb Not l*erinitte<l to HehoUl
the f̂  acc ot H is W ile’s ** iTIa.”

A son-in -law  onoe satirioally  rem arked  
thaw one of th e reasons w hy Adam  and E ve  
were so suprem ely happy in  their terres
tria l p&radbe was th at no m other-in-law  
existed  in their day ; and ethnologists and 
antiquarians both sustain  the argum ent 
diready the m other-in-law  cam e in to  ex ist
ence a train of m iseries originated, whiohf 
however severe, have happily not y et driven 
th e sterner sex  to a univursal vow of oeli 
baoy, s a y s  “ O assell’s M agazine.” To su p 
port the id e a  th at movhers in-law  have 
never been favorably regarded, ethnologista  
te ll us th at a singular custom , whioh enacts 
th at a m an Bhail never look upon the faoe 
of h is m other in-law  after he is  once m ar
ried, prevails am ongst num erous savage 
peoples apparently w idely  sundered 
b y  geographical distribution and d if
ference of race. T he custom  ob
tain» am ong the Caffres of South  
A frica, am ong eeveral of th e A ustralian  
B ribes, and among m any P olynesian s, a  
faot whioh som e people assum e to point to 
a com m on origin of these races, bun whioh 
others look upon ав testim on y of th e ex 
isten ce  of a natural la w , as a p ie c e  of w is
dom indigenous to eaoh of these countries, 
and the direct growth of ind ividual e x p e r i 
ence. T he custom  being found in  such 
w idely separated continents as A frica and 
A ustralia ів considered as proving th at it  
m ust have been suggested by som e oommon 
n ecessity  of nature, and reasons are not 
w anting to Bhow w hy savages discovered  
it  w as batter for a m an not to lo o k  upon 
his m other-in-law . P rim arily , каув the 
supporters of th is  theory, be cause h is  
m other-in-law  w ae a pioiiure in anticipation  
of w hat h is w ife  w a s  likely to be. Before  
m arriage, a  m an’s m ind m ay not be opeu 
to  the oold processes of com parison, but 
a f t e r w a r d  he b eg in s  to consider w h a t  s o r t  
of a  b a rg a in  he has m a d e , and if b ism other- 
in-law  has nob im proved wirh age, the 
ghastly  possibility  of h is w ife  becom ing  
like her r is e s  before h im . Henoe th e s e  
savage tribes prescribed th e  r u le  t h a t  nevei 
after m arriage should a m an see his 
m other-m -law , a n d  th is  in tim e beoam e a  
social law  or oustom .

W h y  У h e  W o r e  I t e r  1>геви L o w ,

W hat radically different notions of good 
conduct) are held by girls living in separated  
оіаввев of the sam e oity 1 To go to a theatre 
w ith a lover and no chaperone, even in 
bright light, would scandalize a F ifth  
avenue belle ; but she would quite inno- 
oently expose hereelf in a bodioe so soant 
that an E ighth  avenue m aiden’s self respect 
would die of chill if so bared. B u t I am  
not going in to  discussion of a social aopio 
already worn out. I sim ply  desire to tell 
of a fair and fashionable creature who sat 
next to her m ale cousin at a dinner party. 
Her corsage was sty lish ly  low. T he rela
tive had last Been her at the opera, in a 
bevy of decollete com panions, w ith herself 
covered to tb e neck, and on th at oooasion 
she had declared to him  th at she did not 
regard their garb as m odest.

“ W hy, how's th is, M aria?” he exclaim ed  
at tb e dinner. “ I thought you d id n’t ap
prove of th is  sort of coatam e, and hud 
resolved never to wear it .”

“ -So I d id ,” was tho reply. “ ТЫв is  the 
first tim e in m y life that 1 over appeared in 
a low  w aist. I  don’t like it  now, but I had 
to put it  on in self-defence. A  story got 
going around th at the reason for m y invari
ably high neoked dresses w as th a t I  had a 
brown patch as big as a p la to o n  m y shoul
der. Of course, I had to refute Buoh a 
oalum ny.”

“ And you have certa in ly  m ade th e ev i
dence very broad and com prehensive,” re- 
m arked the cruel cousin .—From a New York 
L etter .   -    :------:—

P o k e r  Nuper*e«W<t.

Card-players who have tired of progres
sive euchre and long for a change are 
becoming m uch interested in a game called  
“ haartiR,” which is productive of muoh 
arounement. It ів som ething like w hist, 
except th at ih e  im portant point to bo 
attained  is  to get rid of all the hearts you 
m ay have in your hand and have nose in 
th e triofcs you capture. T he fu ïl pack is 
used and th e dealing is the ь а т е  a s in 
w hist. A  player m ust follow  su it, hut no 
trum p is  deolared, the sols oVjeot in  view  
being to get rid of the hearts dealt to you 
and to avoid taking any from  tbe other 
players. Therein lies all the sport. W hen  
the game is  fin ished the player having the 
few est hearta is entitled  to take the pot, 
w hich is a ohip for eaoh lie:»rt, or th irteen  
in all.

A t a fair held in  the C harente In fcr im te , 
France, 2,000 oxea penned up in a field 
were Btampeded by a band of roughs. The 
frightened anim als rushed in to  tbe crowds 
at th e fair, k illing three persons and wound
ing 140. In the oonfusro i th e roughs sto le  
20,000 franca, beaides rifling injured pereons 
of pocketbooke, w atches aud other  
y a lu a b le e .

B IL L  NYE’S T A L K .

The Pfiotogrnpii lia b le—men’s R**ven
Л s 'e s — *  p o l e m i z i n g  T h r o u g h  л Л (е  f o r
Early JPicturee.

N o doubt the photograph habit, when 
once form ed, ia one ot th e m ost banetul and 
productive of the m ost in ten se suffering in 
after уеагв of any w ith  whioh w e »re fam i
liar. Som e tim es it  seem s to m e th at m y  
whole life has been one long, abjocti apology 
for photographs th a t I have bhed abroad 
t  hroughout a distracted country.

Man passes through seven d istin ct ages 
of being photographed, each one exceeding  
all previous efforts in th at line.

F irst he is photographed as a prattliDg, 
bald*,headed ѣаЬу, absolutely d estitu te  of 
eyes, but m ak ièg up for th is  deficienoy by 
a w ealth of m outh th » t would make a negro 
nr.nstrel olive green w ith  envy. W e often  
wonder w hat has given the average photo
grapher th a t w ild, hunted look about the 
eyes and that joyless sag about the knees. 
I h e  chem icals and th e indoor life have alone 
npa done all th is ,It is the great nerve tension  
and m ental strain used in  trying to pho
tograph a squirm ing and dark red child w ith  
white eyes in such a m anner as to please  
ios parents.

A n old-fashioned dollar store album  with 
cerebro sp inal m eningitis, and filled wiùh 
piotures of half-snff jcated obiidren in  
heavily-starohed w h u e йгеввев, is tbe first 
th ing w e веек on entering a hom e, and the 
last th ing from  whioh we reluctantly  part.

T he second stage on the downward road 
is  th e  photograph of the boy w ith  fresh- 
cropped hair, and in whioh the stiff and 
protuberant thum b takee a leading part.

Then follows the portrait of )he lad, w ith  
strongly marked freckles and a look of 
hopeless m elauoholy. W ith  tne aid of a 
detective agenoy I  have suoôeedèd in run
ning down and destroying several of theee 
pictures, whioh were attributed to m e.

N^xt oomes the young m an, 21 years of 
age, w ith  hiB front hair p lastertd  sm oothly  
down over b is tender, throbbing dom e ot 
t h o u g h t .  H e , does not oare so much 
about the expression on th e mobile 
f e a t u r e s ,  so long as h is le ft hand, w ith  the 
new ring on i t ,  show s d i s t i n c t l y ,  and the 
string of jingling, jangling c h a r m s  
on h is w atch  chain, i n c i u d i b g  th e oate  
little  basket cut out of a peach Btone, 
B t a n d  out w ell in the f o r e g r o u n d .  If 
the young m an would Btop îor a m o m e n i i  
to th ink th at воше day he m ay be
com e em inent and a s h a m e d  of h im self, 
he would h e s i t a t e  about d o i n g  th is. Soon 
after, he has a tin typ e  taken, in  w hîeh  a 
young lady Bits in  the a l l e g e d  g r a s s ,  w h i t e  
he B t a n d s  b e h i n d  her, w iih  h is  hand lightly  
touching her shoulder, as though he m ight 
be feeling of th e thrilling circum ference of a 
buzz saw . H e carries hiB picture in  his 
poc&et for m onths, and lock* ao iu w henever 
ne m ay be unobserved.

T hen, all at once, he discovers th a t the 
young lad y’s hair ie not done up th a t way  
any more, and th at her hat doesn’t seem  
to lit her. H e then , in a fiokle m om ent, hat 
another tin type m ade, in which another 
young w om an, w ith  a m ore recent hat and 
later coiffure, is discovered holding h is hat 
in her lap.

T h is in in g  continues till one day he  
com es into the studio w ith  h is w ife, and 
t r i e B  to вео how m any children oan be ph o
tographed on one negative by holding one 
on oaoh knee and using th e older ones as 
background.

T he last stage in h is eventfu l career, the 
old gentlem an allow s h im self to be p h oto 
graphed. Sad ly th e thought со т еь  baok 
to you in after years, when h is grava is 
green in the quiet valley, a n d  the woru and 
weary hands that have toiled for you are 
forever at rest ; how p atien tly  he su b m it
ted w hile h is daughter pinned th e clean, 
st)ff, agonizing whiue collar about h is neok, 
and brushed the little  flik e s  of “ dander” 
from  the velvet collar of his beet coat ; 
how he toiled up th e long, dark, Іопевоте  
stairs, not w ith th e egotism  of a half Cen
tury ago, but with the ligh t of anticipaöed  
rest at laB t in  h is eye, obediently ав he 
would go to th e dingy law  office to  have his 
w ill drawn, he m eekly leaves the outlines  
of hie kind old faoe for those he loved and 
for whom  he has во long labored.

I t  ів a picture a t whioh th e thoughtless 
m ay вшііе, but it  is  fu ll of pathos, and elo
quent for those w ho know him  best. Hi* 
attitude is stiff aud h is coat bunches up ш 
tbe baak, but hiB kind, old heart asserts 
itwelf through the gentle eyes, and when  
he has gone aw ay a t last w e do not criticise  
th e picture any m ore, but beyond the old 
ooat that bunches up in the back, and that) 
lasted  him  во long, we read the history  of a 
noble life.

! S ilen tly  the old finger m arked album , 
ly ing so un ostentatiously  on the gouty centre 
table, points out the m ile B tonea from  in 
fancy to age, and back o£ the m istakes of a 
struggling photographer is portrayed the 
laughter and th e tears, th e joy, and the 
grief, th e dim ples u n i th e gray hairs of one 
m an’s lifetim e.— I iili N  ye, in  Boston Globe.

Inoculation ян а §*генегѵаііѵе Ажиіпк 
L o u N u n ip t io u .

М. ѴэгпѳиіІ has la te ly  published a letter 
to th e editor of th e Gazette. Jlebdomidaire, 
M. L ereboullet, in whioh be proposes to net 
on foot an experim ental inquiry in to  the  
possib ility  of finding воти  m ethod of 
" atten uatin g” th® presum ed virus of 
tu beicle, во as to make inooulation th ere
w ith  practically  uneful againBt consum p
tion, either as a p rop h y lax ie  m easure, like 
vaccination against вшаіірох, or as a means 
of cure, like P asteur’s inoculations in 
hydrophobia. Three thousand fruncs have 
already been Bunscribed, and th e respect
able патвв  of Cornil, Bouohard, D am ae- 
ohino aud Potain  are m entioned among 
those who approve of th e investigation  
I t m ust, however, be rem em bered (1) that 
with the exception of hydrophoum , an 
exception s till on trial, no hum an disease  
bat sm allpox is known w hich oan be pre
vented by iuooulation ; (2) that of epizootio  
diseases, anthrax is only in oertaia oases 
guarded Rgainst by P asteu r’s attenuated  
virus ; (3) that the dependence of oan- 
bumptiou on K och’s Bacillus tuberculosis is 
far from eetab lish td  ; (4) that its fatality  
ia very far below  th at of sm allpox or 
hydrophobia, and its  treatm ent far more 
successfu l. C onsum ption ів the m ost im 
portant disease of tem perate olim ates, 
both by its  prevalenoe, its  m ortality , and 
its  iuoidenoe on young adu lts ; so that tbs  
saoriflce of a few  rabbits or oats for even a 
rem ote ohanoe of oontroiling its  raveg«s 
is  w ell justifiad. B u t the chance is, we 
fear, rem ote.—Nature.

A ІЧісе, Agreeable Welconn*.

A Germ an school-teacher was instructing  
his pupils how to ace wheu the Granu 
D uke should р*вв through on the railroad, 
an event w hich w as to oecur nex?i day.

“ K em em ber, children ,” said the peda
gogue, “ that as ьооп as the train arrives 
you are to yell as loud as you oan : ‘ L.jng 
live the Grand D ake I ’ until ho leaves 

N ext dt*y when the Grand D uke arrived 
at the station , and graciously bowed from  
the platform  of the special oar, the school
children m ade the welkin weary by veiling : 

“ Long live the Grand D uke un til he 
leaves ! ”

« lu t  «в  i S««ï №trying **a n  In K o  »h e  F i r f .

“ Hni'o ” said, a south end youngster to 
hie ohum. ‘Your folks going to m ove? ours 
is .”

“ S o ’s оигв . Dad Bays k e  w on’t Ііѵэ in  
th ’ old shell a n y  longer.”

11 Mme neither. W here are yon going to 
m o v e ? ”

“ Into your house. W here are you ? ”
“ In to  your hou se.”

A physician in  W ing’s Station  w rites to 
the M edical Record th at a wom an of that 
village, hardly past m iddle life, and now  in 
good health , has given birth to tw enty .five  
ohildren. T he в а т е  w riter te lls of three 
віѳ іегв  in northern Vermont: who have  
respectively borne tw enty-five, tw en ty  two  

I and eighteen children.

C O U N T IN G  W I T H  X I I E I K  T O E S .

H ow  Bareffonfcd HnvHgfHÏ'spd to Ktrckon 
lu the JBajH ot Old.

“ W hy did the habit of counting by tens  
finally ge l the befci-er in ail civilized  socie
ties  of ibR ыі',1 earlier habit) of counting by 
tw enties?  ’ аикв Granfc Alien in an іпвьгис- 
tive articie m th e си тш Ь  number of “ I^p- 
pincotti’s Maijuzm«.” “ Sim ply, I  believe, 
because civilized pf rplo lenc more o r  lens 
to  wear bhoCH, ane; thoes ofcvioubiy iater- 
fere wich freedom  of асніоц ia  getting аз 
the hum an toes for purposes of calculation . 
B arefooted savages nafcuraily enough reckon^  
by tw enties, but boobed civilization  does ita 
decorous counting by tens а к т е .

“ W riting a n d  th e иве of the віata and 
pencil stroagtihen th e  d e c ira a t  im pulse, 
o n ce  set o n  2oofc, f a r  \o u  wsiiie w itn  your 
f ijgers , ro ll v rn h  your to a s  ; and our 
u n s la re r^ u w ftf / .a y * , w h ile  vney count on 
their A u g ers  wife»; £,reafc un anim ity , would  
probably bts shocked a,-id scandalized at the 
barbaric notion of any stung во rude aa 
counting o n  their fe e t .”

The; Kinud ou <!müu

W8H not more fearfu l than are th e marks of 
вкіп d iseases, and y e t  Dr. P ierce’s “ Golden 
M edical D 2bcover>’ ia a certain core tor all 
of th em . Biousfces, p im ples, a ru p tio n B , 
p u stu let, s c tJ 'y  in e .-u  itatiom., Jumps, in 
flam ed p a tc h e d , S 'A Ït-rheum , tester, boila, 
о r iu n c le s , u ic e ra , old но*ч:н, a r e  by  itö  use 
he.*led quickly a n d  perm anently.

M iss Geneva A rm strong, one of the  
teachers o t m usio m  E fm ira College, N . Y .,  
has invented and pateuted  a device for 
feeding and w atering cattle  while th ey  are 
journeying in oatîJo cars.

Young and m iddle-bged m en, Buffer)?:, 
from  nervous ctebiiivy und kindred affc< 
tions, aa loss of m em ory and bypoohondri» 
should опсіоке 10 cen ts in stam p s for larg 
illu strated  treasise snggesijing aure mean 
of cure. Aßdrefss, W orld’s DiBj,ensarj 
M edical A ssociation; B uffalo, N . Y.

M iss Jenn ie  N ioh o il.o f N ash ville , T en n ., 
haa caught a heretofore unheard-of bird aa 
big as a H am burg goose wii.h a gray body, 
partly webbed fe:t», a j s t -Ыаск bead and 
lung ivory-colored bill with a black tip . A  
tuxiderm^Ht ia probably propan; g the bira 
for Міьв N iehoil’s E aster  bon neb.

If y o u  a r e  b il io u s , t a k e  D r. P ierce’s 
“ P lea sa n t Pu>rga\ive I ’e lle ts ,” tb e  o r ig in a l 
“ L it:Ie L iver Pib's.” Of all druggists.

A t 9 40 the other evening a m an in D e n 
ver began beating hia w ife , m ore th an a 
m ile from  th e poiica sta tion . At 9 44 th e  
sergeant in the station  heard of it  ; a.. 9 50 
th e т и п  and hia w ife w ere bunoled into  
the police wa.'gon ; *nd at 10.05 he waa 
behind the bars of a ceil. D^uvt.r t-biike 
th is  sppuka w eli for ber n ew  patrol sy stem  
in police.

T h e  Wow і »иіи

P oison’s N e r v il in e  cures flatu lence, 
ch illis, чраатв, ада оічлт? s.

N ervilm e cures prom ptly th e w orst case} 
of neuralgia, toothache, Humbago, and soi 
atica.

N arviline is  death to all pain, whether  
exvernal, in ternal, or local.

Nervijtno m ay be tested  a t tb e em ail 
eobt ot 10 cents. B u y  at ою ев a 10 cent 
boötle of N erv ilin e, the great pain rem edy. 
Sold by druggists and cmufcry dealers.

D r. P h ipson , in a G srm an scientific  
journal, advocates the general use of s u g a r  
as a n  aréo le  o f diet, <«ofc sim ply as a  p le a s 
in g  a d d i t io n  to food. Ha affirms that 
d u r in g  forty years ho  hj.s e u te u  aw leaB t a  
q u a r t e r  of a pound of BUgar daily, not 
c o u n t in g  B u g a r-fo rm fc g  s u b s ta n c e s  t a k e n  at 
th o  в а т е  t im e , and h a s  bven b e n e fi te d  by
lii.

B oyd S m ith , an A m erican capita list, is 
to  work th e pho .phaoe т ш е а  on the К  & 
P  Ro&d, near P erth , w ith  a foroe of 200
m en.

Rend fo r ca talogue 
F ru it, G rain  an d  T ruck  
F a rm s  in  th e  c e n tra it  
th e  f.'.m ous P each  BeJ 
of D Ja w s ro , to I M V " «  
Л-. , Mil .fo k d , De l

A SAMPLE FREE W oviti « о  С е н » .
S om eth ing  fo r young ш рп  only. Rend 15 ceuta 

in i-ilver to  p*y postage and  pack iug  daisy  
sam ple. D onaldson & Co., J jondon, Unt.

T « IK  i»#«ie#(K « Ь Ѵ  W T  —F o r $1
a  collection of ISO packets o t choice F low er 

Reeds—no two aliko; bust с.оІІе^Ьіоп fo co n a taa t 
bloom ing all .Summer. A ddress A. W. POTTKH 
N ew port, li. I.


