Aye WorkAwa’.
Help yersel'B whaure’er ye gang, an’ aye work
awa’.

‘Mang the simmer’s sunshine an’ the cheerless
winter suaw ;
Neverbllppen to yer frien‘8, tho’they may loudly

Help yersere whaure’er ye gang, an’aye work
awa’.

Chorus—Aye work awa’, my frien’, O aye work

Help yerBerBwhaure er yegang, an’aye
work awa’.

Fortune favors them wha work aye wi’a-busy

ha
Folk’ll ne er win iorrit if they at the fire-en’

eta
ook before ye tak’the loup in meikle things an”’

Tak’ thrngs in a canny way, but aye work awa*.
Chorus—Aye work awa'. etc.

Dinna speak unkindly words aboot the folks ye

en,

Never let a bitter ane anither’s oar gae ben

Lifeless folk are fau tlese, but there’s nane with-
oot a Haw,

Kindly Bpeak o’ noebors then, an’aye work awa'.

Chorus—Aye work awa’, etc.

Nevor Bay that ye'ro ill-used, though prood folk
pasri ye by,

W ant o' Reuse mak’s witless folk aft haud their
heids ower high ;

Dauner on,
folk ava’,

Wareel on fu cheerlly, an’ ayo work awa’,

Chorus—Aye work awa’, etc.

ne’er Igasﬁ yer thumb wi’ Bic like

Keep a cadm sough, never letyer tongue wag up

un,

Empty girnelB are aye sure to gi'e the loudest
toun”’

Whon you hear o'ithers' quarrels,
Horape an’craw,

MMang them be’t”
work awa’.

Chorus—Aye work awa’, etc.

while they

be aye your word, an’aye

Life a’through is jist a fecht e’en to the very
grave,

Better life abune is promised to the leal an’
brave ;

betubfecht wi’faithful he'rts, and we’ll over-

ita’—
Help yelBeIs whaure'er ye gang, an’aye work
eawa’.

Chorus—Aye work awa’, etc.
Joseph Wright.

The JBride’HHeley.

Sweet sister, leave me, let me muse
A short space in our girlhood’s bower—

Out of the past | fain wotild choose,

The sweetest, brightest, happresthour
To seal upon my heart of hearts,

As balm for future times of woe—
Tfthere be such—how my heart starts,

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

W hat was the gladdest hour of all ?
Down the long ranks and file | move ;
All bear a look of sweet content,
All bear the finger touch of love,
Butwhich is perfectestof all—
| fain would find one_seemin
That I in tenderness ujight cal
It forth forever from the rest.

best—

WaB it that hour, clear, calm and cold,
Our mother robed us all in white,

And at the chancels, white and gold
We knelt for confirmation rite?

'Wongst all tho row of white-robed girls,
None knelt with purer joy than | ;

I thrilled when on my bowed head’s curls
There fell the blessing’s mystery.

Or later, was it when we met,
My luve and I, and through my soul
There flashed a something unknown ?/et
So Btrange, so Bweet, beyond control 2
Or was it when he told me all
Of his great love for me, and |
Felt all my pulses rise aud fall
Anto a happy melody ?

W hat wag the sweetest? Hark! the chime
Of bells doth rouee the slumbrous air,
My wedding bolls -ah ! sweetest time !
Ah ! music beyond all compare !
Before the altar now ho stands.
1mubt away my love to greet,
Oh Boon to be united hands—
Did beiis e’er peal so clearand sweet?

Farewell, dear shelter of the past,

Where all my girlish dreams were spun—
All hours aro fair—but thie, the laBt—

It is my life’s supremest one.
Yes, BiBter—have | ﬁausel too long.

Hand me the book—oad on the way—
The air seets full of light and song—

Oh happy hour | Oh happy day |

Ronnie Maggie

Abonnie, braw and winsome bride
VVaB my ain Maggie Gru~rm ;

How proud was | to set her doon
In ray auld Scottish hame.

By auld aud ycung it was allowod,
In a’the country side,

Thatno a lass in'a’the land
Could match my bonnie bride.

Though days and years hae flittit past,
I'mind it'yet lu”weel,

How in the wintry nlghts she’d lay
Aside her spinnin’wheel ;

And ata clean hearth- Btane she’d sit,
And sing wi' mickle glee

The bonnie Bongs that 1 lo’ed best,
She’d sing them a’to me.

Tho auld Scotch sanga, the blithesome sangs
The Bangs beyond compare,
She’d Bing them owor and ower again,
And lighten a’my care.
But daye and years hae come and gane,
And my ain Maggie Gnom
Xa mair will sing the auld Scotch sangs
In my auld Scottish hame,

She’s sloopin’sound in the kirk yard,
And gane in a’my glee ;
MY ain true love, my chosen one
s ta’en awa’ frae me.
My hopes, my joys are fled awa’.
My grief nae tongue can name ;
The willows weep abuno the grave
O’my ain Maggie Grain.

The Csrayblrii*

Sweetbird of modest bearing,
And coat of sober hue,
Thoué)rovest in thy being
Kind nature’s Eurpose true—
Gilts to each work has given
Proportionally due,

And thine is magic music
Which doth thy soul imbue,
Ami listening man its raptures
Drinks in, like grass the dew.

First to uBher in the spring,
Wi ith rich melodious notes
Calling on the woods and flowers s
To don their verdant coats ;
Pouring song from happy hearts
That well up in their throats—
Which through the balmy atmosphere
Harmoniously floats,

And who the last to leave us,
Of all our songsters dear,

Whon froBt is on the meadow,
And woods are red and sere,

And drizzling cold rain falling
Makes all things look so drear.

When all hie late companions
Have fled in abject fear,

Tie then the graybird's music
Falls sweetest on our ear—

Who Bings at nature’s funeral
The dying of the year.

O thon who so despisest
Her sweet impassioned song,
W hich liko the south wind rises
And softly floats along,
And stemB from earthly angels
Who halfto heaven belong—
Find me near as sweet a voice
In all earth’sfeathered throng.

Harry Laurie.

coquette.

Because her eyesto me and you
The brightest are aud bluost.
Shall storms arise between us two,
The oldest friends and truest ?
Bbo BTiies on me ;my heart is light,
And yours is steepe in sorrow,
And yet the flower 1 gave to-nlght
She’ll throw to you to-morrow.
Coquene is Hbe ; Bo Bay with me :
‘Let him who wins her wear her ;
And fair—how ever fair she be,
There’s many a lassie fairer.”

But if it haﬁ and well it may,
That each in vain has pleaded,

If all m?/ songe are thrown away,
And all your sighs unheeded.

We’ll vow ourselves nohermit’s vows,
We’ll cross no foaming billow.

We'll bind about our dismal brows
No wroaths of mournful willow ;

But show, in spite of her disdain,
We yet can live without her ;

Andjoinin?( hands, we'll Iau%h again,
And think no more about

[*"NAUGHTY, BUT NICE.
Somebody’s lips were close to mine,
Thus tempted, | could not resist;
Rosy and cosey, a sweet little mouth

Was suddenly, softly kissed.

Somebody’s eyes looked u? and frowned
With Buch a reproving glanoe,

MAre kisses Bo wicked? ” I. asked my pet;
Then her eyes began to dance

And smiling, the little maid answered,
Ab | knolt down at her feet:

" 1guess they're just a bit naughty,
Or else they wouldn’t be Bo sweet.”

Luther Q. Riggs, in California Maverick.

Women love admiration, approbation,
Belf-itTTobl ion on the part of others ; are
often weak, vain, and frivoloue. Ditto

MONICA :

THU ACTBOB OP " PHYTIIIG,” *“ MOT.T.Y BAWN,”
AND OTHBB POPUfCAB NOVMLS,

“ You Bhould say, ‘ God bless her,” miffp,
when ye give her.the good word,” says Mrs.
Moloney, timidly, who iB also bendiug over
tbe tieloved bundle, aud notes the distress
in her neighbor’s eyes.

God blaga her I' says Monica, with
pretty solemnity, after whioh the mother’s
faoe dears, and nuuatima is again restored
to it.

N1 think she knows ye,” she says to
Monioa. 1 Bee how she blinke at ye |
Arrah | look, now, how she olntehes at yer
hand ! Will ye come to your tlother now,
darlin’,—will ye? Sure ‘’tis. starvin’ ye
must be, by this.”

“ Oh I don’t take her yet,” Bays Monioa,
entreatingly.

A little figure with naked legs and feet,
creepilg into the doorway at thiB moment,
draws near the baby as if fasoinated. It is
Paudheen, the eldest son of the house and
baby’s nuree—save tbe mark !

“ Oome nearer, Paddy,” says Monioa,
Bmiling at him with Bweet encouragement ;
but Paddy stops Bhort and regards her
doubtfully.

“ Come, then, and kiss your little sister,”
continues Momoa gently, but Paddy is Btill
obdurate and declines to harken to the
voice of the oharmer, obarm She never so
wisely. There ie, indeed, a sad lack both
of Bweetness and light about Paddy.

“ An’what d’ye mane be standin’there,
an’niver a word outo’ ye in answer to the
lady, ye ill-mannered oaubogue?” ories hie
mother deeply iuqtaaed. The laughter has
all gone from her faoe and her eyes are
aflame. “ What brought ye iu at all, ye
ugly spalpeen, if ye onte without a civil
tongue in'yer head ?”

“1 came to Bee the baby an’to get me
dinner,” BayB the boy, with hanging head,
biB biieooa arising more from ehyneast han
sullenness.  The potatoes have just been
lifted from the fire by Mrs. Moloney ana
are steaming in a distant oorner. Paudheen
looks wistfully towards them.

“ Diokens a sign or taste ye’ll get, then,
if only to taohe ye betther manners. B3
off, now, an’ don’t let me sea ye agin.”

“1'm hungry,” says the boy, tears oom-
ing into his eyes.

“ Oh, Mrs. Daly !” says Monica in a dis-
tressed tone.

“A dale o’ harm it will do him to be
hungry, thin I” says the oulprit’a mother,
with an angry voioe, but with visible signs
of relenting in her Handsome eyes. “ Be
off wid ye now, | tell ye I This iB the last
burst of the storm. As tbe urchin oreeps
crestfallen towards the door-way her rage
dies, iCB death being as sudden aB iss birbh.
L Oome baok here!” Bhe ories incon-
sistently. *What d’yo mane be taking ms
at me word iifce that? Oome baok, | tell
ye, an’go an’ate something, ye orathur.
How dare ye behave as if Xwas a bad
mother to ye ?”

The boy ooteB hack, and raising his
bonny head, smiles at her fondly but auda-
oiousiy.

" Look at him now, the blackguard,” Bays
the mother, returning the smile in kind.
“Was there ever the like of him ? Go an’
ate yer praties now, and thank yer stare
Mibb Monioa was here to say a good word
for ye."

Paddy, glad of biB reBoue, oasts a shy
glanoe at Monioa, and then, goin.gover to
where his grandmother and the pot of
potatoes rest Bide by Bide, sits Sown (olose
oaddled up to the old dame) to fill hia little
empty stomaoh with as many of those
esoulent roots as he can manage, whioh, in
truth, is the poor ohild’Bonly dinner from
year’s end to year’s end. And yet, it is a
remarkable fast that, in spite of the soanty.
fare, the Irish peasant, when oome to man S’
estate, is ever Btrong and vigorous and well
grown. And who shall say he hasn’t done
hie Qaeen good service, too, on many a
battle-field, and even in these latter days,
when sad rebellion racks our land, has not
hia name been worthy of honorable mention
on the plains of Tel-el-Kebir ?

"1 don’t think he looks like a bad boy,
Mrs. Daly,” Bays Monica reflectively, gaz
ing at the liberated Paddy.

“ Bad, raiBs, is it ?” says the mother,who,
having made her eldest born out a villain,
ie now prepared to maintain he is a verit-
able saint. “You don’t know him, faix.
Sure, there niver was tho like of him yet.
Ho is a raal jewel, that gossoon o’mine, an’

the light of his father’s eyes. Signs on it,
he’d die for Daly ! There niver was sioh a
love betwixt father an’eon. He’s the joy

o’me life, an’ the greatest help to me. 'Tis
he minds the pig, an’ tho baby, an’ould
granny there, an’everything. 1°d bo widout
me righthandif I lost him.”

“Bat 4 thought you Baii—— begins
Monioa, mystified by this change from
rigbteons wrath to unbounded admiration.

NArrah, niver mind what 1 said,
aoushfa,” says the younger Mrs. Daly with
an emphatio wink.  “ Cure, ’twas only to
kape him in ordher a bit | said it at all, at
all I But ’tis young he is yet, the orathur.”

“Vefy young. Oh, Mrs. Daly, look at
baby 1 See how she iB trying to get at my
hair i'" Monioa is beginning in a delighted
tone—as though to bave one’s bair pulled
out by the coots is the most onohanting
sensation in the world—when suddenly her
voioe dies away into silenoe and ehe herself
stares with great open violet eyes at some-
thing tbat darkens the doorway and throws
a shadow upon the assembled group within.

It is Desmond.

Eit, feeling as guilty as though she were
the leading character in some nonapiraoy,
colors orimson and retires behind Mrs.
Moloney. She lowers her eyes and is as
mute as death. But Monica speaks.

“Is it you?” she says. Which, of course,
is quite the silliest thing she can say, as he
is standing there regarding her with eyes
so full of life and love tbat the oleverest
ghost oould not eapy them. But then ehe
is not sillier than her fellows, for, as a rule,
all people, if you remark, Bay “Is that
you?" or “ Have you come?” when they
are aotuaUy looking into you; faoe and
should be able to answer the qaestion for
themselves.

“ Yes, it la,” says Desmond, with Buoh an
amount of diffidenoe (I hope it wasn’t as-
Bomed) as should brave melted the beart-of
the hardest woman upon earth. Monioa is
not tbe hardest woman upon earth.

Still, she makes him no further speoch,
and Desmond begins to wonder if he is yet,
forgiven. He i regarding ber fixedly, but
she, after that first ewift glanoe, has turned
her attention upon the baby on her knee
and is seemingly lo"t in admiration of its
little snub nose, Why will ebe not look ,at
him ? What did he Bay to her last night
Jhat is Bo diffioult to forgive 1 Can wrath
be oherished for Bo long in that gentle
bosom ? Her faoe is calm as an angel’s ;
Burely

There's nothing iiici-ndwell in such atemple.

" Ah, noTte io, Miether Desmond,” says
Mrs. Daly hospitably. “ I'm glad ’tis com-
pany | have before ye the day. Maybe
‘twill coaz ye to come again. Where have
ye been this week an’ more? Faix, ye were
Bo long in oomio’, I thought *twas angry wici
me ye were.”

"Nobody is ever angry with a pretty
woman like you,” Bays Desmond Baueily.

“ Ob, now, hark to bio: 1” s*ya Mrs. Daly
laughing heartily. “ 1 wonder ye aren’t
ashamed of yourself. An’iBthe ould Squire
hearty ?"*

“He’s as wall es even vou oould wish
him. How dye do, Kit? Won’t you oome
and speak to me ?”

He has been afraid to shake hands with
Monica up to thifl, bnt now Bhe turns sud-
denly towards him and bolda out to him
one Blender, fair hand, the otber being
twined round the baby. She does this mus-

ingly* . .

e grasps the little snowy hand with
almost senile delight and holds it for—as
long as he dares. During this undefined
period be tells himself wbat a perfect pio-

ture ehe is, with her olear, pale, beautiful
faoe and her nut-brown hair, and the ten-
der sweetness of her attitude, an ehe bend?
over the smiling baby. Could any vaunted
*Madonna be half ae lovely ? At this too-
ment a growing contempt for ail the great-
est masterpieoes of the greatest masters
permeates hie being and renders him weak
in faith.

"Won’tye Bit down, thin?” says Mr'S.
Daly. Being a woman ehe grasps the situa-
tion at a glanoe and plaoes a obair tor him
o.oie to Monioa. “ What’s tbe mattber wid
ye to-day, Miather Desmond, that vye
haven’t a word to give us ?”

*You ought to know what 1I'm thinking
of,” Baya Deemond, aooepting the ohair and
drawing it even a degree oloser to Monioa.

“F*ix, thin, | don’t,” Bays Mrs. D»ly,
juniuK”~bur handPOtné faoe fall rtf stollcp. A
love sfUir is as good aB a saint’s day to an
Irish peasant, aud here, Bhe tells herself
with a glanoe at Monioa, is one ready-made
to her hand.

“1'm thinking what a lucky man Daly
is,” Bays Desmond promptly.

“ Oh, git along wia ye now, an’yer blar-

ney !” BayB Mrs. Duly roaring with laughter,
whilst even Mrs. Moloney the dismal, and
tbe old granny in tbe oorner chime in mer-
rily.
And then the visit oomes to a olose, and
they all rise and bid Mrs. Daly and the
others “ good-bye and Monioa, mindful of
hjs late effl.iotions, bestows a soft parting
word upon tbe subdued P&ddy.

And sow they are all in the open air
again, and, turning down' the boieen that
leadB to tne Dily’s homestead, reaoh tbe
road that leads to Moyne. Itis Desmond’s
way as well as theirs, Bo .he accompanies
the girls without remark,

" What brought you to see the Dalys to-
day ?” asks Monica suddenly, without any
ulterior meaning tieyond the desire of mak-
ing conversation ; but, to Kit'B guilty soul,
this question seems fraught with misohief.

" Oll, I often go to see Daly. 1want him
to oome fishing with me to-morrow ; he’s
the beet man about here for that, and
trudges behind one for miles without oom-

plaining.”

“ Poor Daly !”

“Well, | hope you enjoyed your visit to-
day,” BayB Kit blithely, glanoing at him

mischievously from beneath her broad hat.

“There waa a drawbaok,” Bays Briun un-
thinkingly. “ 1 went there full of hope,
and, after all, she never offered me any of
your pudding.”

Tableaux ! [ ] Y -

Kit’Bagonized glanoe and Monioa’s ques-
tioning eyes awake Mr. Dusmond t>a know-
ledge of what he has doie. '/

" How did you hear of KiVs pudding?"
asks Monioa looking keenly from Brian to
Kit, and then back again.

"Obi—the pudding!” stammers Des-
monc.
“ Tuere, don’t eommit yourself,” says

Monioa in a tone that trembleE. “ Ob, Kit!”
Both culprits are afraid to look at ber.
Does tbe tremble mean tears, or anger, or
what? Perhaps horror at theirduplicby,or
contempt. Is she hopelessly angered ?

Then a suppressed sound reaoaes their
ears, oreating a fresh pamo in their breasts
la she positively ohoking with indignation 5
Cautiously, anxioualy, they glanoe at her,
and find, to their everlasting relief, that
she is convulsed with laughter.

“When next you meditate forming n
brilliant plot such as this,” she says to Kit,
"1 think 1 should look out a more trust-
worthy accomplice if | were you.”

" Catch mu having a secret with him
again,” Bays Kit now her fears are appeased,
turning wratbfully upon Desmond,

“1 quite forgot all about it, I did, in-
deed,” exelaime be penitently. “ Forgivt
me this time, and I’ll promise never to doit
again.”

" And I'll promise you you shan't have
the ohanoe,” says Kit with fervor.

“"Why was | to be deceived?” says
Monioa. “ I tbrnk | have been very basely
treated. If you, Kit, desired a clandestine
meeting with Mr. Desmond, | don’t see
why | was to be drawn into it. And it was
a stupid arrangement, too ; two is company,
three trumpery. | know, it | had a lover, 1
ehould prefer ”

"Monioa I” Baye Kit indignantly,
Monioa only laughs tbe more.

“It iB my turn now, you know,” Bhe
says.

“ Kit had nothing to do with it, it was all
my fault,” saya Desmomd, laughing too. “ I£
you must pour out the vials of your wrath
on some one, let it be on me.”

“Yes, give him a good Boolding, Monioa,”
BayB Kit vioiously, but with a lovely smile,
“ 1 am going to piok BoTe ferns for Aunt
Pen, when I return I hope I shall find that
redreant knight of yours—I mean mine—
at the point of death.”

At this she flits away from them, like the
good little thing she is, up a slop.Bg bank
and sointo tbe fields beyond, until Desmond
and Monica are as much alone as if a whole
Bphere divided them from their kind. Dear
little Kit! When her own time ocomes may
she be as kindly dealt with !

" You are angry with me still—about last

but

night,” says Desmond softly, “ and, T own,
With good oause. But | was miserable
when | oalled you a coquette, and misery

makes a man unjuet. | wrote to Kit thiB
morniDg—I was afraid to write to you—
and she was very good to tne.”

“How good ?” pluoking a leaf from a
brier, as Bhe goee elowly—very slowly—
down the road,

" Bhé.brought me you. Do yoti hnow,
Monioa, | have been as unhappy as a man
oan be Binoe last | saw you—a whole night
and part of a day ? Is.it not punishment
enough?"

“Too muoh for your crime,” whispers
she softly, turning suddenly towards him
and letting her great luminous eyes rest
with forgiveness upon bis. She BTiieB
sweetly, but with some timidity, because
of the ardor of the glanoe that answers
hern. TakiDg her hand with an impulsive
movement impossible to restrain, Desmond
presses it rapturously to bis lips. Drawing
it away from him with shy haste, Monioa
walks on in silence.

“1f | had written to you, and not to her,
would you Btill have been here to-day?”
aBkB he presently.

"1 think not.”

" That ie a oroel answer, is it not ?”

“ Would you have me belie my nature ?”
aBkB she with giiiok agitation,would you
bave me grow false, seoret, deceitful ? My
aunts trust me ; am | to prove myself un.
worthy of tbtir confidence ?”

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

"You are less to me than my ooasoionoe,
and yet

With a violent effort, that betrays how
far ber thoughts have been travelling in
Company with his, Bhe brings herself baok
to the present mooueut, and a recollection
of the many reasons why she must not liv>
ten to his wooing. "Why ehould you believe
yourself anything to me ?" Bhe asks ia a
voioe that quivers audibly.

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

"1 am wrong. You are something to

e,” she Bays, in a tone so low that he oan
Boareoiy hear it. But lovers' ears are
sharp.

"You mean that, Monica ?”

nYes,” still lower.

" Then why oannot | be more to you ?
Why am | to be denied a ohanoe of for-
warding the oause in whioh all my hopes
areoentred? Monioa, say you will meet
me somewhere—soon.”

“ How oau | ?” Bhe says tremulously. Her
voioe is full of tears. She ie altogether dif
ferent from the coquettish, provoking obild
of last night. " You forget all | bave just
said.” ~

"At leaet tell me, then,” says he sadly,
“ that if you could you would.”

There is a pathetio ring in bis tone and
tears rise to her eyes. Can anything be so
hopehaR as this love aftair of bits ?

#Yes, | would,” Biie BayB almost desper-
ately.

“ Oh, darling—darliDgl” Bays the young
man with passion. He holds her bande
oioBeiy and lookB into her troubled eyeB
and wishes he might date take her into his
arws, and, preying her to bis heart, ask
her to repeat her words again. But there

. iB something in the o'alm purity of her

beautiful faoce that repels vehemence of any
sort; and aB yet—although--the dawn is
near—her love hae not declared iteeif to her
own soul in all its Btrength.

41 have, at least, one consolation,” he
sayB at laaii,i%64,\ing to mind the quietude
that KurrouudB Moyne and its inhabitants,
and tbe withdrawal from society that bas
obtained thferar for m&ny years. “ AB you
»re not allowed to see me—except on Buch
rare occasions as tbe. present, when the
Fates are kind—you oannot, at least, Bee
any one else—often, that is.” -«

“ Meaning ”

“ Kyde.”

Bhe laughs a little aud theu ooiors.

“ Aunt Prisollla has aeked him to oome
t6 Moyne next Friday,1’ Bhe Bays, looking at
the ground, #4Bhe ie giving an 4At Home ’
on that day for him and Captain Oobbett.
She BayB Bhe feels it a duty to her Queen to
Bhow some attention to her servant**.”

In her tone, as she Bays this, there is a
spice of that mischief that is never very far
irom any pretty woman,

‘He iB to be invited to Moyne—to spend
an entire day with you |I” Bays DeBmond,
thunderstruok by this laBt piece of news,

40h, no 1 Oaly part of it,” BayB Monioa
meekly.

“It iB just aB bad. It is disgraceful |
Your auntie are purposely encouraging him
to keep you away from me. Ob, why,”
wretchedly. #4gboui.d this unlucky quarrel
have arisen between our bouse and yours ?”

“Well, that’s your fault,” Bays Monioa.

“ Mine ?”

“Your unole’s, then.
UEjjHtly.

«l really can’t see that,” Bays Mr. Des-
mond, very righteously aggrieved ; “ thao is
visiting the Bine of the unoles upon the
nephews with a vengeance. Monioa, at
least promise me you won’t be civil to him.”

“To your uncle?”

“Noneenee ! You ksow | mean Byde.”

“1 caR’t be rude to him.”

It iB all the same,”

“You oan. Why not? It will keep him
from Galling again.”

N answer.

*Oh, | dare Bay you want him to call

again,” sayB Desmond angrily.

At this moment, the gates of Moyne
being in eight and those of Coole long
paRted, Kit suddenly appears on t>he top of
a high sione wall and calls gaily to Des-
mond to oome and help her to alight.

“ And now go away, too,” she Bays, “ you
are forbidden gooda, you know, and we
must not be seen talking to you, under pain
of death.”

" Grood-byi~” Bays Desmond with alacrity,
who is, in trufch, Bulky and undesiroua of
further parley with his beloved. *“ Good-
bye, Miss Beresford.”

“ Goodbye,” says Monioa shortly.

#We shall see you »gain Boon, no doubt,’
BayB Kit kindly, in her olear, sweet treble.

“ 1 taink it very improbable,” returns he,
raising his hat gravely and taking his
departure.

“ Now, what have you been s&ying to that
wretched young man, Monioa ?” BayB Kit
severely, standing still in the middle of tbe
road, the better to bring her Bister beneath
the majeety of her eye.

“ Nothing. Nothing that any reasonable
being coufd object to,” declares Monioa
with such an amount of vigor as startles
Kit- “ But of all the ill-tempered, bearish,
detectable men lever met in my life, he is
the worst.”

Whioh unlooked-for explosion from the
gentle Monioa has the rfftoD of silencing Kit
for the remainder of the w»alk.

CHAPTER XV.

Rsaohing home, they finu tne atmosphere
there decidedly clouded. Miss Prieoilla,
who h«B rtrceséed- from her drive just a
moment before, is standing in the haU, gaz-
ing with a Btern countenance upon the old-
fashioned eiubi-day clock, in wbich two or
three people migho bd safely stowed away.
The olook regards her not at all, but ticks
on loudly with a soro of exasperating obsti-
nacy, as though determined to remind every
one Qf the flight of time.

“Who has wound this olook?” demands
Miss I’riscilla in an awful tone. With a
thrill of thankfulness the uiris feel they oan
answer truthfully, “ Not I.”

“Dear me I’ BayB Mibb Penelope timidly,
advancing from the morning-room, “ I did.
You were so long out, Prisoiiia, and |
feared—I mean, | thought it would save
you tho trouble.”

“Trouble in winding a olook | What
trouble could there be in that? And it ia
never wound until Saturday evening. For

twenty years | have wound it on Saturday
levening. A good eight-day olook nearly
fi:'ty years oid oan’t bear being tampered
witb. Now, Penelope, why did you do that?
You know | oan’t endure old rulea to be up
Bet.”

“Bnf\ my dear Priscilla,
as | wab.pSaBirg——"

“You thought, Penelope ; but | wish you
wouldn’t think.  There are other things
you ought to think of that you often neglect,
aud

“ Now, Priscilla, is that just? | think—
I hope | seldom neglect my duty, and |
must Bay | didn’t expect tbia from you.”

Here Miss Penelope liiBBoiveB into tears,
to Monica’s grief and dismay.

*“IOb, Aunt Prisoilla, I am sure Aunt Pen
only meant to”save you trouble,” she saya
earnestly, putting her arms round Mies
Penelope who BobB audibly on her Bhoulder.

“ And who says | thoughtanything eise ?”
says poor Miss Priscilla Ueroely, though hur
voioe trembles with emotion ; it is terrible
to her to Boe her faithful friend and sister
in tears of her causing. “ Penolope, | meant
nothing, but I have heard something that
has grieved and disturbed me; Bo | must
m>eda oome home and avenge my ill-tem-
per on the best creature in the world. Alas |
I am a wictied woman.”

“ Oh, no, no,” oriee MieB Peneiopa. 4My
flear Priscilla, you will break my heart if
you Wk'tbna. My good soul, come in here
and tell me what baa happened to diatreas
you.”

In truth, it is quite plain, now, that some-
thing hau happened during her drive to ta&e
Miss PHtoilla’a well-balanoed mind off its
Jaidges.

“ Where iB Terenco?” she aska, looking
from one to other of the group in the hall.

MHere,” Bays Terence, himeelf ooming
leisurely towards her from a side passage.

2 ACome in hero wiTih me,” BayB Miek Pris-
cilla, and they all follow her into the morn-
ing room.

Here bhe turns and faces tho unoonsoions
Terence with a paie, reproachful face.

“When | tell you I have juat oome from
Mitscn, the ooant-guard, ana that | thanked
him for having lent you his gun, you will
understand how | have been grieved and
pained to-day,” Bhe BayB, a tremor in her
voioa.:,

Terenoe iB no longer unoonfcoioue, and
Monioa feels that her heart i beating like a
lump of lead.

#0h, what is it, Prisollla ?” aBkB Miss
Penelope greatly frightened.

4 A tale of.jjjaft *nd cunning,” BayB Misa
Prigsoiiia in a hollow tone. “ Mitson tells
me that he never lent him that gun. Ter-
ence baa wilfully deceived us, his poor
aunts, who love.him and only de*ire bis
good. He has, | fear, basely mystified us
to accomplish his own end»» and has, in-
deed, departed from the precious truth.”

441 never said MiiHon did lend it to me,”
says Terence Buiieniy, #4you yourself sug-
gested the idea ana | let it slide, that was
all.”

HMAIll 1 Is not prevarioation only a mean
lie? Ob, Terenoe, | am Bodeeply grieved |
know not what ko Bay to you.”

The scene ia becoming positively tragical.
Already a sense of orime of the blaokest
and deepest dyeis overpowering Terence.

I only thought

1 Where did you get that gun from, Ter-
ence ?” aBkB MiaB Prieoilla Bteroly.

No answer.

“Now, Terenoe, be oalm,” BayB Miss
Penelope. “ Sit aowu, now, Terenoe, and
collect yourself, and don’t be untruthful
again.”

“1 have told no lie, aunt,”
indignantly.

“ Then tell your good Aunt PriFQilla who
gave you the gun.”

, Dead silence.

“Are we to understand that you won’t
tell wB, Terenoe?” asks Miss PWeolla
faintly. She ie now much the more nervous
of the two old maids.

Terenoe oasts a hasty glanoe at Monica’s
white faoe, and then Bays stoutly :

“1 don’t want to tell, and I won’t.”

“Terence!” exclaims the usually mild
Mias Peneiope with great indignation, and
is going to further relieve her mind, no
doubt, when Mises Priscilla, throwingup her
hands, oheoks her.

“Let him alone,

BayB Tarenee

Penelope,” she says

sadly. “Parhaps he has some good reason ;
let us not press him too far. Obduracy
is better than falsehood. Let us

go and pray that Heaven may soften hia
heartand grant him a right understanding.”

Wi ith this tne two old ladies walk slowly
and with dignity from the room, leaving the
criminal with bis Bisters.

Monioa bursta into tears and flings her
arms round his neck. “You did it for me.
I know it—I saw it in your eyes,” Bhe says.
“Oh, Terenoe, | feel as if it was all wy
fault.”

“ Fiddlesticks !” BayB Me« Beresford, who
iB in a boiling ratfe. “ Did you ever hear
anything like Jaer ? And all abou<) a paltry
thing like that1l She couldn’t behave
worse if 1 had been convicted of murder.
I’'m convinced,”vioiouely, “ it waeall bafiléd
curiosity that got up her temper. She was
dying to know about that gun, and fco | wan

determined 1 wouldn’t gratify her. A
regular old oat, if ever there was one.”
“Ob, no! Don’tspeak like uhat. | am

sure they love you—aud they were disap
pointed—and-—-- ”

“ They’ll have to get through a good deal
of disappointment,” says Terenoe still fum-
ing. “ What right have they to make me
out a Sii Gifahad in their imagination ? 1'd
perftofcly nate to be a Sir Galahad ; aud so
I tell shem.”  This is not strictly correct,
as the Misses Biake are out of hearing.
“ And as for tneir love, they may keep it),
if in only means blowing a fellow up for
nothing.”

* Aunt Penelope was just as bad,” says
Kit. “ 1 really *—with dignified contempt
—*“ felt quite aehamed of her !”

Miss Prisoifla keeps a diary in whioh she
moat faithfully records ail that happens in
every one of the three hundred and sixty -
five daya of every year.

(To be continued)

INVIMBLH; IflAMHEK!4-IN>L4W.

Where a fflSanb Not I*erinitte<| to HehoUI
the fracc ot His Wile’s *iTla.”

A son-in-law onoe satirioally remarked
thaw one of the reasons why Adam and Eve
were so supremely happy in their terres-
trial p&radbe was that no mother-in-law
existed in their day ; and ethnologists and
antiquarians both sustain the argument
diready the mother-in-law came into exist-
ence a train of miseries originated, whiohf
however severe, have happily notyetdriven
the sterner sex to a univursal vow of oeli
baoy, says “ Oassell’s Magazine.” To sup-
port the idea that movhers in-law have
never been favorably regarded, ethnologista
tell us that a singular custom, whioh enacts
that a man Bhail never look upon the faoe
of his mother in-law after he is once mar-
ried, prevails amongst numerous savage
peoples apparently widely sundered
by geographical distribution and dif-
ference of race. The custom ob-
tain» among the Caffres of South
Africa, among eeveral of the Australian
Bribes, and among many Polynesians, a
faot whioh some people assume to point to
a common origin of these races, bun whioh
others look upon aB testimony of the ex-
istence of a natural law, as a piece of wis-
dom indigenous to eaoh of these countries,
and the direct growth of individual experi-
ence. The custom being found in such
widely separated continents as Africa and
Australia iB considered as proving that it
must have been suggested by some oommon
necessity of nature, and reasons are not
wanting to Bhow why savages discovered
it was batter for a man not to look upon
his mother-in-law. Primarily, kays the
supporters of this theory, because his
mother-in-law wae a pioiiure in anticipation
of what his wife was likely to be.  Before
marriage, a man’s mind may not be opeu
to the oold processes of comparison, but
afterward he begins to consider what sort
of a bargain he has made, and if bismother-
in-law has nob improved wirh age, the
ghastly possibility of his wife becoming
like her rises before him. Henoe these
savage tribes prescribed the rule that nevei
after marriage should a man see his
mother-m-law, and this in time beoame a
social law or oustom.

W hy Yhe Wore Iter 1>reBun Low,

What radically different notions of good
conduct) are held by girls living in separated
oiaBeeB of the same oity 1 To go to a theatre
with a lover and no chaperone, even in
bright light, would scandalize a Fifth
avenue belle ; but she would quite inno-
oently expose hereelf in a bodioe so soant
that an Eighth avenue maiden’s self respect
would die of chill if so bared. But I am
not going into discussion of a social aopio
already worn out. | simply desire to tell
of a fair and fashionable creature who sat
next to her male cousin at a dinner party.
Her corsage was stylishly low. The rela-
tive had last Been her at the opera, in a
bevy of decollete companions, with herself
covered to tbe neck, and on that oooasion
she had declared to him that she did not
regard their garb as modest.

“Why, how's this, Maria?” he exclaimed
at tbe dinner. “ | thought you didn’t ap-
prove of this sort of coatame, and hud
resolved never to wear it.”

“-So | did,” was tho reply. “ TblB is the
first time in my life that 1 over appeared in
a low waist. | don’t like it now, but | had
to put it on in self-defence. A story got
going around that the reason for my invari-
ably high neoked dresses was that | had a
brown patch as big as a platoon my shoul-
der. Of course, | had to refute Buoh a
oalumny.”

“ And you have certainly made the evi-
dence very broad and comprehensive,” re-
marked the cruel cousin.—From a New York
Letter.

Poker Nuper*e«dW<t.

Card-players who have tired of progres-
sive euchre and long for a change are
becoming much interested in a game called

“ haartiR,” which is productive of muoh
arounement. It iB something like whist,
except that ihe important point to bo

attained is to get rid of all the hearts you
may have in your hand and have nose in
the triofcs you capture. The fuil pack is
used and the dealing is the baTe as in
whist. A player must follow suit, hut no
trump 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. When
the game is finished the player having the
fewest hearta is entitled to take the pot,
which is a ohip for eaoh lie:»rt, or thirteen
in all.

At a fair held in the Charente Infcrimte,
France, 2,000 oxea penned up in a field
were Btampeded by a band of roughs. The
frightened animals rushed into tbe crowds
at the fair, killing three persons and wound-
ing 140. In the oonfusmi the roughs stole
20,000 franca, beaides rifling injured pereons
of pocketbooke, watches aud other
yaluablee.

BILL NYE’S TALK.

The Pfiotogrnpii liable—men’s R*ven
Ns'es—*polemizing Through nJi(e for
Early JPicturee.

No doubt the photograph habit, when
once formed, ia one ot the most banetul and
productive of the most intense suffering in
after years of any with whioh we »re fami-
liar. Some times it seems to me that my
whole life has been one long, abjocti apology
for photographs that | have bhed abroad
t hroughout a distracted country.

Man passes through seven distinct ages
of being photographed, each one exceeding
all previous efforts in that line.

First he is photographed as a prattliDg,
bald*,headed baby, absolutely destitute of
eyes, but makieg up for this deficienoy by
a wealth of mouth th»t would make a negro
nr.nstrel olive green with envy. We often
wonder what has given the average photo-
grapher that wild, hunted look about the
eyes and that joyless sag about the knees.
Ihe chemicals and the indoor life have alone
npa done all this,Itis the great nerve tension
and mental strain used in trying to pho-
tograph asquirming and dark red child with
white eyes in such a manner as to please
ios parents.

An old-fashioned dollar store album with
cerebro spinal meningitis, and filled with
piotures of half-snffjcated obiidren in
heavily-starohed whue lireBBes, is tbe first
thing we Beek on entering a home, and the
last thing from whioh we reluctantly part.

The second stage on the downward road
is the photograph of the boy with fresh-
cropped hair, and in whioh the stiff and
protuberant thumb takee a leading part.

Then follows the portrait of )he lad, with
strongly marked freckles and a look of
hopeless melauoholy. With tne aid of a
detective agenoy | have suodeeded in run-
ning down and destroying several of theee
pictures, whioh were attributed to me.

N~xt oomes the young man, 21 years of
age, with hiB front hair plastertd smoothly
down over bis tender, throbbing dome ot

thought. H e,does not oare so much
about the expression on the mobile
features, S0 long as his left hand, with the
new ring on it, shows distinctly, and the
string of jingling, jangling charms
on his watch chain, inciudibg the oate
little basket cut out of a peach Btone,
Btand out well in the foreground. If

the young man would Btop for a momenii
to think that Bowe day he may be-
come eminent and ashamed of himself,
he would nhesitate aboutdoing this. Soon
after, he has a tintype taken, in whieh a
young lady Bits in the alleged grass, white
he Btands behind her, wiih his hand lightly
touching her shoulder, as though he might
be feeling of the thrilling circumference of a
buzz saw. He carries hiB picture in his
poc&et for months, and lock* ao iuwhenever
ne may be unobserved.

Then, all at once, he discovers that the
young lady’s hair ie not done up that way
any more, and that her hat doesn’t seem
to lit her. He then, in a fiokle moment, hat
another tintype made, in which another
young woman, with a more recent hat and
later coiffure, is discovered holding his hat
in her lap.

This ining continues till one day he
comes into the studio with his wife, and
trieB to Beo how many children oan be pho-
tographed on one negative by holding one
on oaoch knee and using the older ones as
background.

The last stage in his eventful career, the
old gentleman allows himself to be photo-
graphed. Sadly the thought coTeb baok
to you in after years, when his grava is
green in the quiet valley, and the woru and
weary hands that have toiled for you are
forever at rest ; how patiently he submit-
ted while his daughter pinned the clean,
st)ff, agonizing whiue collar about his neok,
and brushed the little flikes of “ dander”
from the velvet collar of his beet coat;
how he toiled up the long, dark, lonesoTe
stairs, not with the egotism of a half Cen-
tury ago, but with the light of anticipated
rest at laBt in his eye, obediently aB he
would go to the dingy law office to have his
will drawn, he meekly leaves the outlines
of hie kind old faoe for those he loved and
for whom he has Bo long labored.

It iB a picture at whioh the thoughtless
may Buwiie, but it is full of pathos, and elo-
quent for those who know him best. Hi*
attitude is stiff aud his coat bunches up w
tbe baak, but hiB kind, old heart asserts
itwelf through the gentle eyes, and when
he has gone away at last we do not criticise
the picture any more, but beyond the old
ooat that bunches up in the back, and that)
lasted him Bo long, we read the history of a
noble life.

! Silently the old finger marked album,
lying so unostentatiously on the gouty centre
table, points out the mile Btonea from in-
fancy to age, and back of the mistakes of a
struggling photographer is portrayed the
laughter and the tears, the joy, and the
grief, the dimples uni the gray hairs of one
man’s lifetime.—liili Nye, in Boston Globe.

Inoculation saH a 8*reHervaiive AXMINK
LouNuniptiou.

M. Varnewuil has lately published a letter
to the editor of the Gazette. Jlebdomidaire,
M. Lereboullet, in whioh be proposes to net

on foot an experimental inquiry into the
possibility of finding Botu method of
" attenuating” th® presumed virus of

tubeicle, Bo as to make inooulation there-
with practically uneful againBt consump-
tion, either as a prophylaxie measure, like
vaccination against Bwaiipox, or as a means
of cure, like Pasteur’s inoculations in
hydrophobia. Three thousand fruncs have
already been Bunscribed, and the respect-
able nateB of Cornil, Bouohard, Damae-
ohino aud Potain are mentioned among
those who approve of the investigation
It must, however, be remembered (1) that
with the exception of hydrophoum, an
exception still on trial, no human disease
bat smallpox is known which oan be pre-
vented by iuooulation ; (2) that of epizootio
diseases, anthrax isonly in oertaia oases
guarded Rgainst by Pasteur’s attenuated
virus ; (3) that the dependence of oan-
bumptiou on Koch’s Bacillus tuberculosis is
far from eetablishtd ; (4) that its fatality
ia very far below that of smallpox or
hydrophobia, and its treatment far more
successful. Consumption i the most im-
portant disease of temperate olimates,
both by its prevalenoe, its mortality, and
its iuoidenoe on young adults ; so that tbhs
saoriflce of a few rabbits or oats for even a
remote ohanoe of oontroiling its raveg«s
is well justifiad. But the chance is, we
fear, remote.—Nature.

A IYice, Agreeable Welconn*.

A German school-teacher was instructing
his pupils how to ace wheu the Granu
Duke should p*sB through on the railroad,
an event which was to oecur nex?i day.

“Kemember, children,” said the peda-
gogue, “ that as boon as the train arrives
you are to yell as loud as you oan : ‘L.jng
live the Grand Dake I’ until ho leaves

Next dt*y when the Grand Duke arrived
at the station, and graciously bowed from
the platform of the special oar, the school-
children made the welkin weary by veiling :

“Long live the Grand Duke until he
leaves ! ”

«lut «B iS«i Netrying **an InKo »he Firf.

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

“So’s ours. Dad Bays ke won’t liva in

th’old shell any longer.”
N Mme neither. Where are yon going to
move?”
“ Into your house.
“Into your house.”

Where are you ?”

A physician in Wing’s Station writes to
the Medical Record that a woman of that
village, hardly past middle life, and now in
good health, has given birth to twenty.five
ohildren. The sate writer tells of three
gieiers in northern Vermont: who have
respectively borne twenty-five, twenty two

I and eighteen children.

COUNTING WITH XIIEIK TOES.

How Bareffonfcd HnvHgfHI'spd to Ktrckon
lu the JBajH ot Old.

“ Why did the habit of counting by tens
finally gel the befci-er in ail civilized socie-
ties of ibR bii',1 earlier habit) of counting by
twenties? ’avwke Granfc Alien in an inBbruc-
tive articie m the cuTwb number of “ I™p-
pincotti’s Maijuzm«.” “ Simply, | believe,
because civilized pfrplo lenc more or lens
to wear bhoCH, ane; thoes ofcvioubiy iater-
fere wich freedom of acHioy ia getting a3
the human toes for purposes of calculation.
Barefooted savages nafcuraily enough reckon”
by twenties, but boobed civilization does ita
decorous counting by tens akTe.

“ Writing and the wuBe of the Biata and
pencil stroagtihen the deciraat impulse,
once set on 2o0fc, far \ou wsiiie witn your
fijgers, roll vrnh your toas; and our
unslarer*uw ftf/.ay*, while vney count on
their Augers wife»; £reafc unanimity, would
probably btsshocked a-id scandalized at the
barbaric notion of anystung Bo rude aa
counting on their feet.”

The; Kinud ou <!miu

WBH not more fearful than are the marks of
BKin diseases, and yet Dr. Pierce’s “ Golden
Medical D2bcover>’ ia a certain core tor all
of them. Biousfces, pimples, aruptionB,
pustulet, sctd'y ine.-u itatiom., Jumps, in-
flamed patched, S'Alt-rheum, tester, boila,
o r iuncles, uicera, old HO*4H, are by it6 use
he.*led quickly and permanently.

Miss Geneva Armstrong, one of the
teachers ot musio m Efmira College, N. Y .,
has invented and pateuted a device for
feeding and watering cattle while they are
journeying in oatiJo cars.

Young and middle-bged men, Buffer)?:,
from nervous ctebiiivy und kindred affc<
tions, aa loss of memory and bypoohondri»
should oncioke 10 cents in stamps for larg
illustrated treasise snggesijing aure mean
of cure. ARdrefss, World’s DiBj,ensarj
Medical Association; Buffalo, N. Y.

Miss Jennie Niohoil.of Nashville, Tenn.,
haa caught a heretofore unheard-of bird aa
big as a Hamburg goose wii.h a gray body,
partly webbed fe:it», a jst-black bead and
lung ivory-colored bill with a black tip. A
tuxiderm”~Ht ia probably propan; g the bira
for MibB Niehoil’s Easter bonneb.

If you are bilious, take Dr. Pierce’s
“ Pleasant Pu>rgalive I’ellets,” tbe original
“ Lit:le Liver Pib's.” Of all druggists.

At 9 40 the other evening a man in Den-
ver began beating hia wife, more than a
mile from the poiica station. At 9 44 the
sergeant in the station heard of it ; a. 9 50
the Tun and hia wife were bunoled into
the police wa.'gon ; *nd at 10.05 he waa
behind the bars of a ceil. D”uvtr t-biike
this sppuka weli for ber new patrol system
in police.

The Wow i»in

Poison’s Nerviline cures
chillis, upaaTs, aga 0iunt? s.

Nervilme cures promptly the worst case}
of neuralgia, toothache, Humbago, and soi
atica.

Narviline is death to all
exvernal, internal, or local.

Nervijtno may be tested at tbe email
eobt ot 10 cents. Buy at owoeB a 10 cent
boétle of Nerviline, the great pain remedy.
Sold by druggists and cmufcry dealers.

flatulence,

pain, whether

Dr. Phipson, in a Gsrman scientific
journal, advocates the general use of sugar
as an aréole of diet, <dtsimply as a pleas-
ing addition to food. Ha affirms that
during forty years ho hj.s euteu aw leaBt a
quarter of a pound of BUgar daily, not
counting Bugar-formfcg substances taken at
tho Bate time, and has bven benefited by
lii.

Boyd Smith, an American capitalist, is
to work the pho .phaoe Twea onthe K &
P Ro&d, near Perth, with a foroe of 200
men.

Rend for catalogue

Fruit, Grain and Truck
Farms in the centrait
the f'.mous Peach Bel
of DJawsro, to IMV "«
JE. , Mil fokd, Del

ASAMPLE FREE woviti <o Cer».

Something foryoung wpn only. Rend 15ceuta
in i-ilver to dy postage and packiug daisy
sample. Donaldson & Co., Jjondon, Unt.

T«IK i»#«ie#(K «bv WT —For $1
a collection of ISO packets ot choice Flower
Reeds—no two aliko; bust c.ollebion fo conataat
blooming all Summer. Address AL W. POTTKH
Newport, li. I.



