Mlay-1Jay Movingl

You mustwake and oall me early; oall me oarly,
husband dear,

To-morrow will bothe busiestday we've had for
just a year.

The truckman’s coming oarly ; you must wake,
and wako me, too,

There’ll be moro work about the house than
both of us can do.

At5o’clock in the morning, dear, whon the day,
begins to break,

We must both got up and stir around,
hopo for goodness’sake,

Tho day will be tho only preoious thing that will
bo broken,

And | hopo you'll think, withoutregret, at night,
of all you've spoken.

and |

You know you're aptto got provoked, and whon
you're mad you swoar,

Buttry to keep yourtemper, dear,
on a toar.

You know the truckmen
things, moro or less,

And it’s very exasperating,
fess.

and don’t go

always do dostroy

I really must con-

Tho stovos must all be taken down, and the
carpotB taken up,

And | don’t suppose we'll got a chance for a do-
cent bito or Bup ;

Wo’ll havo to do the bost we can, with things
from tho grocery store.

And eat them off the mantol-pieco, or it may bo
off tho floor.

Yournight-shirt’spacked in the oven, lovo, and
the pillows aro put away ;

You must sleop on the kitchen table.
row is moving day.

Yourtoothbrush isnear the bottom of a barrel
of boots and clothes.

And tho soap and towels are somowhore, but
goodness only knows.

To-mor-

Your books are all in tho coal-box ; I packed
thom as tightas | could ;

Your razor | put in tho Iargest trunk, whore |
putthe coal and wood.

Tho griddle is packed in the buroau-drawor, and
the baby is in thero, too.

I put tho bottle in with him ;
that | could do.

ilenvoi.

Oh 1 To-morrow will bo tho morriost day iu ali
the glad Now Year ;
Youmust wake and call me oarly, before the

truckman’s hero. T@@Slﬂ]rg?

ADXPTED BT IBE DEAD:

TALE OF TWO O00UHTKIES.

" Oh don’t mention it, pray ; itia of no
coneequenoe. We find we must have arale
of the kind, but of oouree you oould not be
expeoted to know. Ton find your subjeot
interesting ?"

“ Indeed | do," replied Olaude, earnestly.
«It'a only faultis, that every part of it is
Bo marvelous, one hardly dares to attempt

“ | went in at half past six this morning,
hut it was some time before I oould Bettle
to work, overything was looking so
exquisite.”

‘mWe never saw your pioture this morn-
ing,” said Esperanoe. “ Was it hurt in
that downfall 2"

“ No, luokily it was not much damaged,
it was the easel whioh made all the noise.”

Mrs. Mortlake and Oornelia entered
while he waB Bpeaking, the former with
many apologies for her lateness, and im-
mediately after dinner was announoed.

The conversation was muoh more lively
than usual, and EBperanoe was able to enter
into it thoroughly her English was muoh
improved by the three months she had
spent at Bilohester, and her Blight French
aooent was rather pretty than otherwise.

Mrs. Mortlake, however, did not
altogether approve of this advanoe ot know-
ledge, for although she oould not acouse
Esperanoe of forwardness, yet there was
oertainly something in her lively ohatter
whioh was apt to swamp other oonversation.
The dean would often stop to listen to her
—the voioe reminded him of his sister’s,
and he liked to hear it—Cornelia was
always on the watoh for grammatioal mis-
takes in her pupil and Bertha, who disliked
the exertion of talking, thought herself
exempted from it if any one elso sustained
the oonversation.

Mrs. Mortlake herself was a good, Bolid

‘twas tho best

talker, and she liked to have an open field
for her operations, so Esperanoe's little
flighty remarks, and her olear, ringing

laugh annoyed her ; and when she found
Olaude Magnay muoh more inclined to talk
to the bright little Frenoh girl than to
enter into the conversation whioh Bhe had
oarefully prepared beforehand on the
Benaissanoe, she resolved to put a Btop to it
at onoe.

Olaude had jast aaid that he had studied

chiefly at Parie, and Esperanoe, with a
look ot delight, was pouring out a stream of
eager _questions. W hereabouts had ho
lived Did he not like Paris ? Was it
not the moet beautiful oity of Europe ?
When was he last thero ? He had not
been in Franoe daring the war, then ?

As if to provoke Mrs. Mortlake still

farther, Claude seemed to oatoh something
of Esperanoe’s enthusiasm, for his replies
were as animated as her questions, and it
wae evident that if they were not inter-
rupted the Benaiseanoe would be quite
negleoted.

“You were at Paris all through the
siege, did you say ?" Olaude was asking.

And Esperanoe had just begun her
answer when Mrs. Mortlake broke in.

“ Oh, really, Esperanoe, you must not
take Mr. Magnay all through that dreadful
siege ; we have heard quite enough of it,
and the dinner-table is not the plaoo for
horrors.”

Olaude Magnay was surprised, and
glanoed at Esperanoe as if for an expla-
nation. She had flushed all over, and her
lips were quivering ; he was sorry for her,
and would have tried to tarn Mrs. Mort-
lake’s anoomfortable speeoh to some differ-
ent meaning, bat Bhe was too quiok for
him, and the next moment the oonversation
was entirely in her hands.

“ | wae wanting so muoh to ask yon, if
you had seen that magnifloent altar-pieoe
of Perugino’ain the Ohuroh of St. Peter,
Perugia. You were in Italy laat winter,
were you not ?”

W hereupon ensued a long acoDunt of Mr.
Magnay’s Italian tour, stimulated by Mrs.
Mortlake’s peouliar form ot questioning.

Eaperanoe meanwhile had reooverod her-
self, and sat proudly ereot, without betray-
ing any desire to join in the oonversation.
She was wounded by her oonein's moat
unfair apeeob, for it had assumed that sho
waa in the habit of talking about her suffer-
ings in the aiege. whereas the eubjeot had
Boaroely boen mentioned Binoe her arrival,
and she had, moreover, made an unjuat
insinuation aa to her good taste.

“ Horrors at the dinner-table 1” tho very
idea of being enspeoted of mentioning any-
thing of the sort made her blush anew.

Her indignation gradually died away,
however ; the mention of Paris, and other
familiar names, had recalled all her sad
memories, and it waa aa mach from this
Badness, as from the efleots of Mrs. Mort-
lake’s snub, that she answered all Claude’s

further attempts at oonversation in
monosyllables.
Only once waa Bhe at all roused. It was

at dessert ; the dean wae advising Olaude
Magnay to explore some of the old parte of
Bilohester, thinking that the half-ruinous
and very anoientbuildings oould not fail to
please an artist. This led to a comparison
of oathedral oities with ordinary towns,
wherein Olaude expressed his opinions so
very oandidly that E speranoe quite trombled
for him. To her dismay she found hereelf
implioated in the oonversation. Claade
and Mrs. Mortlake oarried on quite a little
argument, as to the dangers of narrowness
in a limited community, Mrs. Mortlake
upholding her beloved oathedral town in
everything. Of oouree, the discussion was
perfeotly good-humored, but unluokily,
Olaudo, glancing round the table with his
qniok artist eye to gather the expressions
of the different people, was attraoted by
Esperanoe’s sad, wistful faoe, and without
thinking asked, “ And what ia your
opinion ? you are a comparative stranger,
and must be uub»ised. Do you think
oathedral towns superior ?”

Esperanoe was in great difficulties ; Bhe
would not willingly have offended her
relatione, but truth wae truth, and Bhe waa
too tired aud «ad-hearted to be ready with

any ekilUul oounter-queetion or laughing
allusion with whioh to ohange the eubjeot.

With an appealing, “ How oan you ask
me ?” in her eyes, ehe replied, quietly, “ |
love the oathedral aa muoh aB | dislike the
town."

Oornelia looked up quiokly.

“ Your reaaone ?"

Esperanoe, looking muoh distressed, tried
to oonfine her remarks to the material
town, though the previous conversation had
related to the sooiety.

“ The Btreeta are so narrow and dirty,
and there are so very few people—" Bhe
paused and for onoe was greatly relieved

by one of Mrs. Mortlake’s outting little
speeohes.
“ Oh, yes, we know your ideas of the

beautiful are different; you oare for nothing
but boulevards.”

Again Esperanoe flushed orimson, again
Claude felt sorry for her, and this time he
was vexed that she should suffer from his
rashness ; however, ho had no opportunity
for making amends, for the ladies left the
table almost direotly, and in the evening
the dean oarried him off to his observatory,
and kept him so thoroughly interested with
his telesoope that all eise was forgotten.

OHAPTEE XV.

Claude Magnay waa yonng and energetio,
by no means one of those lazy prodigies
whose very genina seems to dull their other
powere.  Sinoe he oould not work in the
cathedral from nine to ten, ho resolved to
take the first houre of the day, and often
by five o’olook he would be at his poBt, or
wandering about in the gray morning light
enjoying the dim grandeur of the place, and
with the key whioh the dean himself had
placed at hia disposal, nnlooking the inner
aoora and exploring at his pleasure until
the light waa favorable for hia piotnre.

During aervioe timo he returned to hia
hotel for breakfaet, and afterward worked
at his open-air paintings—some curions
parts of old Bilohester, and an exterior of
the cathedral. His dayB were so well filled
that he was not very muoh pleased when
one evening a note arrived, with a proposal
whioh muat either unsurp some of his
preoious time or oooasion a longer stay at
Bilohester. It ran as follows :

“ Dean Mb. Magnay,—I am Bo very
anxious to havo a portrait of my little girl.
Do you think you oould spare time to paint
her ? There is no one whom | should like
better to do it. Your pioture of Lady
W orthington’a little boy, whioh | saw this
year at the Academy, was perfeot.

“ Bella oould give you a sitting at any
hour ; tho morning ia, | think, her beat
time, but please suit your own oonvenienoe.
Believe me, yours, very sinoerely.

CLUIIBTABBIi Mobtlakb."

“ That little fair-haired girl, who looks eo
oross,” soliloquized Olaude ; “ she will be a
diffioult subjeot, in more ways than one, if
I am not mistaken. Shall | attempt her,
or shall I find it neoessary to return to
town, and work up my Sootoh pioturea ?
Bather shirking, perhaps, still | hate paint
ing spoiled children, and that Mrs. Mort
lake will be the death of me. How that
poor little Mademoiselle de—something—

endures it, | oan’t imagine ; Bnnbs at every
turn from one sister, and sarcasms from
the other. | gother into a Borape myself

tbo other evening, and never helped her
out, whioh waa a shame. Yes, | will
undertake little Mies Mortlaks’a portrait
for that reason—the little € looka
aB if she needed a Don Quixote. And now
I think of it, what an interesting Btudy her
faoe would be. Those lustrous eyes—auoh a
oolor, too, and so wonderfully pathetio, and
her quaint littlo mouth, whioh looks some
how aa if the sadness were all a mistake
The forehead ? yes, it is low, and the hair
dark and silky, with a wave in it. She is
the very impersonation of what | always
longed to try—‘Mariana in the Moated
Orange,'" and he repeated the lines :

" After the flittiug of tlie batn,

W hen the thickoeo dark did trance the BKY,
Bhe drew her caaoment curtain by,
And glanced athwartthe glooming flats.
She only said, ' The nightie dreary,
He coinuth not,' Bho »aid.
She eaid,11 am aweary, aweary,
I would that | were dead,’”

“Yee; Bhe ie exaotly what | have
dreamed of. | must at leaat get a sketch
of her faoe, though | suppose it would
hardly do to ask her to Bitto me.”

Ho drew pencil and paper toward him
and aketohed Esperanoe’s faoe from
memory, but not altogether suooeBBfally.
Dissatisfied with the attempt, ho tore it in
pieoes, and lighting his oigar, gave himself
up to a deep meditation in which the
farther imagination of “ Mariana " boro a
prominent part.

After morning servioa the next day
Claudo went to the deanery, there to under
take the not very oongenial taek of painting
Bella Mortlake's portrait.

Mrs. Mortlako was delighted
obtained her wiah.

“ The dear ohild ia quite at hor best,
was so very anxious that she should be
painted now—I am so glad you oan Bpare
the timo. Esperanoe, run and fetch Bella.'

Claudo arranged hia easel, disoussed eizo
and position with Mra. Mortlako, aet hia
palette, waited fidgeted, but still no Bella
appeared. At length a distant ecreaming
wae heard, drawing gradually nearer. Mrs.
Mortlake hastened to the doorand listened.
Eaperanoo's voioe was heard remonstrating.

“ Bella dear, you must oome down ; Mr.
Magnay is waiting for you. See, then, |
must leave yon and oall nurse.”

No answer but acreams.

Mre. Mortlake hurried to the soono of
aotion, and Bella was borne into the dining-
room kioking with all her might.

to have

Claude shrugged his shoulders, and
glanced at his " Mariana." She was paler
and sadder-looking than ever, and as she

stood waiting for Bella’s sobs to oease, there
was a drooping hopeleaaness about hor very
attitude which Claude longed to oatoh. Ho
hastily aketohed an outline, and watched
her varying exproasion almost broathlessly.

Bella waa sobbing out something about
“ Esperanoe,” and Mrs. Mortlako, without
waiting to find what the real grievanoo
waa, turned round with a Beverity of tone
and look quite oat of proportion even to the
imagined offense.

“ Esperanoe, how often must | tell yoa
not to interfere with my management of
Bella ? theee orying fits aro far more fre-
quent sinoe you camo. Why do you aggra-
vato the poor ohild 2"

“ Indeed, Christabel,
beoauBo she did not
nuraery. | only—.”

“ Ah 1 that is always the way—exouses
always ready | No, do not attempt to evade
the truth. You know quite well the child
is good with every oneelse. It really is
moat provoking 1 Here is all Mr. Magnay’a
time wasted, and Bella's faoe ao awollen
with orying that sho oannot possibly have
her piotnre taken.”

Eaperanoe did not reply. A look of
sudden pain passed over her features, her
eyea grew more despairingly miserable—her
whole faoe was expressive of the sense of
isolation and injastioe.

Claude drank in her whole aspect and
bearing almoat” greedily, thrilling through
and through with tho delight of thus grasp-
ing his subjeot. It was not till a mist of
teara dimmed thoao bright eyes that his
human nature began to be touohed by the
Bight of suffering, and half ashamed of his
artiatio rapture, he turned eagerly to Mre.
Mortlake

¢ Pray don't think you aro wasting my

Bella was orying
want to leave tho

timo ; and as to Miss Bella’s faoe, | expect
it will soon be sunny again. Ah 11thought
B0,” aa Bella, who waa tho most arrant

little flirt, looked up smilingly, and inolined
to be propitiated by his attention.

There was somo little difficulty about the
plaoing. One ohair waa too high, and
another too low, and it onded in Mru. Mort-
lake’s Bending Eaperanoe to the library to
fetch one of tho large books for Bella to
eit on.

Claude, who, after hia momentary for-
getfulnees, had euddenly beoome very
human and very polite, hurried after her

to oarry the balky volume. She was stand-
ing by the book-Bhelves when he entered,
pulling not very energetically at “W ebster’s
Dictionary.”

*Let mehelp you,” he exolaimed ; “ thie
iaa famous book indeed, but too heavy for

ou.”
Y She thanked him, and would have turned
away, but he detained her.

“1 want to tell you how eorry | am to
nave been partly the oause of all this—to
do ” m he would have Baid “ this eoolding,”
but prudently refrained.

" Y(Qu are very good, but indeed | do not
see that you oaused it. It ia always the
same,” said Esperanoe, wearily, with the
hopeless “ Mariana " look again.

Claude was full of sympathy, but only
ventured to say, “ Miss Bella is somewhat
trying, | Bhould fanoy. | hope yon will
give me your help during the sittings, for
ehe will aoon look upon me aa her aroh-
tormentor.”

This was all that passed between them
the firat day, but it waa the foundation of a
Btrong mutual liking. Claude of course
admired the Bubjeot of hia future pioture,
and felt sorry for one who was doomed to
live with Mra. Mortlake, while Esperanoe
naturally dung to any one who showed her
the leaat sympathy or kindness, and lookoi
upon Olaude Magnay ae one of her greatest
friendB.

Had she beon a little older, or had her
home-training been less simple, she might
have been in danger of falling in love ; as it
was, however, the thought never entered
her head.

Claude’akindness and hia little attentions
were too pitying to be at all lover-like, and
Eaperanoe, aooustomed to live entirely with
men, was far more at home with him than
with her cousins, and regarded him aB a
sort of English substitute for Gaspard.

They had several opportunities ot meet-
ing, for Claude was often asked to luncheon
or dinner, and Bella was so refractory that
her portraitrequired several sittings. Mra.
Mortlake Boon wearied of attending to
these, and the duty of keeping the ohild
gniet devolved upon Esperanoe ; and though
at first her confidences were oheoked by a
pretty demureness, she soon found that a
sympathetic listener was too delightful to
be resisted.

Gradually Claude learned her whole his-
tory. She dweltlong on the happy yearll
at the ohateau, describing her favorite
haunts among the ruins, telling him of the
prim old garden with its terraces, its
dipped yews, its mazes and grassy paths,
and painting the Barrounding oountry in
euoh glowing terms that Olande promised
her at some future day to visit it himself,
and bring her baok a pioture of her beloved
mountains of Auvergne.

A few questions elioited tho whole story
ef the siege, and the relief of Bpeaking again
of her father and of Gaspard, after the long
enforood Biienoe, was so great that this
alone would have made her fond of Olande.

He was really interested and touched by
her sad hiatory, and let her see it.

“ Your brother is in London still, then?
he inquired, when she had finished the story
by telling of her arrival at Bilohester

“ Yes, he ia still at Pentonville, but he
has not heard of any work yet. There
seema so many French exiles in London,
and that, of course, makes it more diffioult
for him ”

111 am afraid | oannot be of much use in
helping him, but still I will boar it in mind.
You muat give me an introduction to him,
and then | Bhall be able to give an aooount
of you and your Bilohester homo.”

“ Oh, thank you, you are so good,” said
Esperanoe, gratefully ; then, with a eudden
look of fear, “but you must notlet him
think | am unhappy. Yoa will not tell
him anything that oould trouble him 2~

Claude promised to be most oarefnl, and
delicately turned the oonversation, though
ho waa not a little curious to know if the
“ Moated Grange,” were a real neoessityfor
“ Mariana.”

Ono afternoon, early in October, Esper
anoe, aa a mOBt unusual favor, was invited
to take a walk with her unde. Ho was in
the habit of taking a “ constitutional
every day, aooompanied by Oornelia, hia
favorite daughter ; but on thia particular
afternoon Cornelia waa unable to go, and
the dean had bimself asked Esperanoe to
take her place. Half pleaaod, half fright
ened, she set oat, suiting her pace to her
unole’e slow and rather infirm steps, and
now and then venturing little remarks,
whioh, however, failed to attract the dean’
notioe. It was not till they had walked for
at least half a mile that he even heard her
voioe, bnt then he roused himself from his
brown study and looked down at her kindly,

“ | am used to Buo'n a silent oompanion,
my dear, that | am out of tho habit of talk
ing. But go on, for | like the sound of
yout voioe, it is like poor Amy’s.”

“la it ?" said Eaperanoe, muoh pleased
" | ehould like to be like my mother. Am
I in other things ?”

But the topic waa not a good one for oon

versation. The dean shook his head and
Bighed deeply, thon again relapsed into
profound meditation.

Eaperanoe was disappointed. She had

hoped to hear something of her mother
but though sho talked obediently, half to
herself, half to her nnole, sho could not
obtain any answer.

It was oertainly a little dull, and it was
eoaroely surprising that her heart gave a
great bound of delight, when in the distanoe
she perceived Claude Magnay and one of
the minor oanona ooming toward them
Some one who oould talk would be suoh an
inestimable blessing 1 and her pleasure was
oomplete, whon on their approaoh, tho
dean, suddenly starting from his reverie,
shook hands oordially with the two young
men, said it was time he should be turning
home, and entering into oonversation with
Mr. White, the minor canon, left Esperance
to follow with Claade.

“ | have been enjoyiog your flat land-

scape,” began Claude. " Mr. White has
taken me a glorious walk."
He looked so fresh and oheerful that

Esperanoe quite envied him.

“Do you really like the oountry about
here ?" she asked, wonderingly. 411 think
it is the uglioBt I ever saw ; so bare, and
flat, and wido, it quite tires one’s eyes.”

“ 1 think it has a beauty of ita own,’
said Olaude, “ though, perhaps, yon have to
look oarefully to see it. Of course | don’t
mean to Bay | prefer it to a mountainous
oountry, but I think it is unjustly abuaed.
W hatever people eay, | ehall alwaye main
tain that there ia beauty in—

N *The level waste, the rounding gray.”"

"Ah lthat just expresaes it,” said Esper-
anoe. “ It is all so gray, and eombre, and
droary.”

“ Not all,” said Claude, pausing beeide a
field gate whioh oommanded an extensive
view. “ Now, look at this ; here is the
greeneet of grass in the foreground—cows
grazing—as muoh oolor as you oould wish
in that tiled oottage, and the faint blue
emoke rising into that perfeot eky, then
out beyond you have a boundless expaneo.
See—thia side is flooded with light, while
over there you have the dark shadow of
that oloud ; thon quite in tho distanoe it
does all fade into «the rounding gray,' but
you must own now that it is bsautiful.”

Esperance drew a long breath.

“ Yes, it is, indeed ; but | should never
have seen all that by myself. | am glad
you have ehowed me."

“ 1 am proud to have introdnood you to
your own oountry,” eaid Claude, smiling.

‘Not my own!" Bho exolaimea, in-
dignantly.

1Ah 1 of oouree not; | forgot,” eaid
Claude, amused by her earneetness. “ Your

Auvergne ecenery is, doubtless, muoh more
beautiful, but yon will not oall thia ugly
any more ?”

No, indeed, I will not; and you will
tell Gaapard when you Bee him that voa
have quite oonvortod me, for | have sent
him most unfavorable acoounts of the
oountry."

“ 1will oertainly tell him,” said Olaude.
I ehall try to see him next week."

v Do you leave Bilohester eo soon 2"

Yes, I’ll leave to-morrow,” replied
Claude. “ My commission ia finished, and
itiatime | was at home again.”

“1 am so sorry,” aaid Eaperanoe, simply.
“But it ia delightful to think of your seeing
Gaspard Bo soon, though it makee me a
little envious.”

“ion will be ooming up to town soon,
perhaps,” suggested Claude-

Esperanoe shook ber head.

"1 don’t see how that can be, but of
course | hope, or else | oould not get on at

all ; my motto in life must be—* [I)I'EZ
It is oertainly a good one,” replied
Olaude, musingly, but in hie artiet-eonl

longing to oatch onoe more the hopeleas
look whioh he wiahed to represent in his
pioture.

It did not return that afternoon, bnt tho
next day, when he paid his farewell oall to
the deanery, all the expresaion of dejection,
miaery, and hopelessness waa there in full
foroe. Esperanoe waB evidently in dis-
graoe, while Mrs. Mortlake and Cornelia
were in that disturbed, ruffled state whioh
betokenB a family dlaagreement and
although Mrs. Mortlake was partlcularly
oordial Claude deteoted subdued irritation
in the forced tones of her voioe.

Esperanoe soaroely epoke, but sat looking
half abstraotedly out of the window, her
knitting lying untouohed on her knee, her
hands tightly olasped.

Claude oould not have wished for a better
opportunity, but now that his desire was
granted he began to feel euoh pity for
Esperanoe that he would far rather have
mieeed seeing her.

Ho tried to draw her into conversation,
but without suooess ; ehe answered with
oonatraint, and only looked more miserable.

At last ho rose to go, took leave of Mrs.
Mortlake and Oornelia, and then turned to
Esperanoe, determined that ehe should at
least speak to him.

“ You will not forget our walk yesterday,
and tho beauties of level oountry? ” he said,
smiling.

She oolored painfully, and her
trembled as Claude took it in his.

“ What message may | take for you to
your brother ?” ho aaked.

Her oolor deepened, the tears roes to her
eyee, and her voioe was low and tremuloue
ae she answered :

“ Tell him, please, that | am very well,
that—that | will write soon—.”

Sho broke off abruptly, not daring to
truBt her voioe any longer, and Olaude,
seeing that it was sheer oraelty to keep her,
said good-bye, tried to put Mrs. Mortlake
in a good humor by leaving a playful
message for Bella, and alluding to her
prettiness, then left the hones, dissatisfied
and perplexed.

Esperanoe was really almoet deeperate,
Claude oould hardly have obosen a more
unfavorable time for his vieit, for aa he had
rightly judged he had oome in during |
dispute, if indeed that oould be oalled dis
puting in whioh two leagued againBt one
refused to listen to reason or justice.

It all arose from a simple remark made
by Eaperanoe. She casually mentioned
Claude's intended departure, and this led
to an aooount of their walk on the preced-
ing day. Mrs. Mortlake, ever ready to find
fault, declared that she behaved with far
too muuh freedom, that ehe onght to have
kept beside the dean, and not allowed her-
self a tefe-atete with Olande Magnay.

Esperance explained that thia had not
been poasible, and owned that it had never
occurred to her that any ono oould think Bo
eimple an aot improper.

W hereat Mrs. Mortlake aoouaed her of
epeaking disrespectfully, denounoed her
meFrench” manners, and losing all prndonoe
and jnstioe in her anger, Baid that all along
she had been flirting with Claudo.

Esperance was so entirely innocent in
thie respect that for a moment she was too
muoh surprised and shocked to refute the
oharge. She was unaooustomed to Rooioty,
and knew little either of Frenoh or English
etiquette, and her father had been well oon-
tent to leave her without any artificial rales
beyond those of natural good-breeding.
While ehe paused Oornelia uttered one of
her oold saroasms.

“ Never mind, Christabel, you know the
proverb, ‘Frenoh women know how to
Takc nets, but not cages.' "

Then Eaperanoe had loit all self-oontrol
and with flashing eyea had turned upon her
couaine.

“ You may talk about French women aa
you like, but I will let you know that euoh
a speech as that would never have passed
the lips of those whom you despise—they at
least do not speak so rudely. And what
you eay ie false—untrue—unjust. Suoh
an idee would never have entered my head
if yon had not suggested it—no never !

Oornelia, a little vexed at her own most
unwarrantable speeoh, tried to oalm her
down, and entered into a long disquisition
on the folly of losing temper in an argu
ment ; but Esperance soaroely heard, her
anger had died away, and she oould only
dwell in grief and dismay on the aocusation
brought against her.

While Cornelia waa atill speaking, Claade
had been announoed, and it may well be
imagined that Esperanoe was ombarraaaed
and self-conscious—for the firBt time in her
life, however. Shame, annoyanoe, and
unutterable longing for Gaspard wero f|II|ng
her heart, and Claude's kindness and the
thought of hia propoaed visit to her brother
proved too muoh for her very imperfeot
self-oontrol.

By the time ho was fairly out of the
room she waa orying unrestrainedly, and
waa far too miaerable to heed Cornelia’s
long harangue on the duty of iielf-mastery

Mrs. Mortlake might well feel dismayed
at the tempest she had raised, but she was
too muoh blinded by conceit to see the full
extent of the harm she had done. She
made eome pretentions to virtue, and waa
oonaequently vexed, that exaggerated, if
not wholly untrae, aoousations had eaoaped
her, but rather than own herself in the
wrong Bho still stood by it, and thoagh
conscience prioked her into making aome
useless attempts to paoify Esperanoe, Bhe
would not retraot what she had said.

The broach between the oousins was in
oonEequenoe greatly widened, and the effeot
on Esperance was most disastrous. She
grew more and more ready to see faults in
all around her, her faoe rarely loat ita
expreaeion of hopeleas suffering, her man
nera lost muoh of their graoe and eaae, and,
worst of all, Mrs. Mortlake's perpstual
fault finding began to make her self-oon-
scious and introspeotive. She gave up even
attempting to love her cousins, and, conse
quently, was at once open to all those
faults from whioh she had hitherto been
free.  When love—whioh bad been her
guard and strength all her life—was allowed
to die, selfishneBS at once stepped in, bring
inits train false pride, disoontent, suspicion,
and a morbid sensitiveness ; while what
had formerly been courageous patience was
turned into » falsely assumed callousness
and indifferenoe.

Tho only things, whioh kept her from
utter ruin waB Gaspard's letters, full of the
old love and confidence—although her
answers were most disappointing—and the
remembranoe of her father. Even these
did not hinder her from sinking very low,
but they kept one soft spot in her heart
which oould never alter.

(To bo Continued.)
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Appealed to Hie Nature.
Oooupant ot tho Parquet (of Philadel-
phia)—Encore | Encore |
Chorus of Uahers—Shut up, you blamod
idiot 1 This ia the death scene 1

Occupant of Parquet—Oh, oomo off |
Don’t you s’poao | appreciate the fine
piints ?

The buckwheat and beans Protectionists
of thia oountry aro only Burpassed by their
brethren in Canada, who in the new tariff
havo inoreased the 30 per cent, duty on
papsr bags to 35 per oent., and made a 6

nt :—Ildvianoe of the rate on doll babies.

P piaciphia
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HIOH PRICES FOR HORSES.
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Mb. E mtob,—Having been aaked to give
some acoount of my recent visitto “ Wood-
burn,” the great Alexander stock farm of
Kentucky, | have pleasure in sending you
the following : Leaving Louisville in oom-

y with a friend, who had kindly oome
undredB of miles to show me some of the
wonders of Kentucky, of whioh State he
was for many years an honored oitizen,

wo made our way northeastward toward
the famous blue grass oountry. B we
paBBed Eminence station, in the region

whioh has been made historically immortal
by Mra. Stowe having chosen it as the
mythioal arena of eome of the mostinter-
esting scenes in “ Unole Tom’ Cabin." 1
was ehown the road along whioh Lizzie
sped with her ohild in her arma as she was
esoaping toward the Ohio Biver, to oross
on the broken ioe “ chunk ’ker-splunk 'ker
Bplash " for liberty. | hadn’t the satis
faotion of seeing her aotual traoks, nor did
| see anything of “ Sam and Andy,”
and the rest. Wedid not tarry to explore
any of the intoreBting Bocnes in Shelby
Oounty ae our objeotive point was “ Wood-
bum,” the far-famed stook farm on whioh
“ the dams of the two fastoBt horses that
ever lived were bred.” Arriving at Spring
Station, Woodford County, within
the preoinota of Woodburn we were met by
manager L. Brodhead, a gentleman in the
Irueat sense, and a man of genuine worth,
measure him as yon will.  While the
oarriage bowled along the beautiful avenue
leading toward the heart of Woodburn, I
began to question our very kind and
agreeable hoet. “ How many acres are
there in your estate here, Mr. Brodhead ?”
“ Thirty-two hundred.” “ Three thousand
two hundred ?” “ Yes, the original pro-
perty bought a hundred years ago, by Mr.
Bobt. Alexander (brother, as | afterwards
learned, of Sir. Wm. Alexander, of Airdrie,

Scotland) contained 3,000, the 200
acres through whioh wo are
now passing, were added reoently.” “ W hat
stook have you at present?” “ About 120

Bheep, Southdowns, eto.; 250 head of cat-
tle, Jerseys and shorthorns, and between
thoroughbreds and trotting stock about 300
horses.” We had not gone far from the
railway station when we met a little negro
boy riding on what | innooently took to be
an ordinary old horse, and leading other
three, whioh led me to suppose that there
muet be a gipsy oamp Eomowhere in that
vioinity. Stopping the oarriage and the
negro boy, “ That,” said Mr. B , pointing
to the animal on whioh the boy rode, “ia
1Malmaison,” sister to *Primrose,’ and
dam of ‘Manetta,” *Malioe,” ‘ Manfred,
etc. Sho ianow 26 yeara old." My friend by
my Bide, obaerving that | was a little be-
wildered, remarked, ﬂitO\ﬂE, “he’e show-
ing you Maitaison.” “ Maitaisoni" aaid

“1 wouldn't have thought that animal

worth $50."  “ | dare Bay not,” said Mr.
B, “but we havo reoeived from tho sale
of her oolts tho ButT of 825000

On arriving at the heart of Woodburn our
oarriage drew up at the door of the stately
mansion of Mr. A. J. Aloxander, the pro-
prietor, brother of the late B. A. Alexan-
der (who established the farm in ite pre-
sent character), and nephew of Sir Wm,
Alexander, whose estate at Airdrie he in-
herits. On boitg introduced to Mr.
Alexander we found him a gentleman of
quiet and kindly bearing ; his benignant
oountonance has grown more beautiful
under the frosts of age, though his tall and
ereot form baa not yet begun to bend ba-
neath the weight of years. His whole de-
portment testified to hie being the upright,
generous, God-fearing Presbyterian elder he
le far and near well-known to be. He hasa
Preshyterian ohurch on his ostato for the
accommodation of the fifty or sixty fami-
lies represented by hie employees. Look-
ing out from the door of hia mansion upon
the epaoious domain of beautifully undu-
lating park land, with ite hundreds of aores

of  woodland, pasturage, its im -
mense open fielda artistically shaded
by ciroular coppioea of pine and fir,

surrounded with a fringe of Osage orange
—ita streama and winding vales, with
borses, Bneep and oattle grazing at will and
peacefully oropping the rioh spring herb-
age-playing lambs and frieking foals
lending fresh life and beauty to the Bcene ;
the elegant residence of the manager, with
the cottages of the employees hero and
there making all eeem home-like—I could
imagine myaelf admiring, not the pioneer
stook farm of Kentucky, but a beautifal
domain in the south ot Scotland or the
heart of England.

After dinner we were driven over thia
3,200-aore park to visit the atablee. Among
the thoroughbreds we were shown King
AlfonBO, Falsetto, Powhattan, Lisbon and
other famous horses, whoBe progeny from
1870 to 1886 won prizca (perhaps | ahould
Bay “ stakes") amounting to the enormous
sum of 82,242,385 (two millions, two hun-
dred and forty-two thousand three hun-
dred and eighty-five dollare I Among
the scores of trotting etook to whioh our
attention was oalled, we were ahown
Harold the eire, and Miss Bussell the dam
of Maud S, the fatteet trotting horse in
the world, “reoord 2.8) whioh beats the
reoord of Jay-Eye See, the next fastest by
one second and a quarter. The reoord of
the latter being 2.10."

Among the wonderful things wo Baw on
this novel buoolio exoureion were little
Borawny looking foals, six or seven days
old, valued at $5,000 eaoh. On myexpreseing
surprise that euoh wunpromising looking
quadrupede ehould havo suoh a value
placed on them my friend reminded me
that “ yon oan’t always tell by the look of
a frog how far it will jump."” But many
of the horsee we saw were perfect piotures,
modela of equine beauty, and everything
we observed went to Bhow that the business
of rearing swift-trotting horses (whioh |
believe originated at Woodbnrn, and that
only some thirty years ago) haa been re-
duoed to a science, and ie as far above the
ordinary horee-jookey bueinesa aa the cul
tivating of barley is above the keeping of a
beer saloon. And thia illustration reminds
me that the gentleman who for the past
twenty yeara haa boen the remarkably suc-
cessful manager of Woodburn ia a level-
headed advocate of temperanoe. Thongh
in the habit of entertaining visitora and
pnrohaaers from all parta of the United
Statea, Canada and other countries, almoet
daily, “ exoept on Sundays,” and though
one of the most genial and hoapitablo of
men, he is a genuine “ Soott Aot ” man,
and thia in proverbially hospitable Ken-
tuoky, and within less than twenty milea
of Frankfort, where no gentleman'e toilet
outfit ia eupposed to be complete without a
corkaorow—at least, so tradition hath it j
but my experienoe of Frankfort hospitality
warrants me in pronouncing it a libel.

Some idea of the business done at Wood-
burn in the way of bnying and Belling may
be gathered from the factthat tha annual
sales of thoroughbred borses bring from
thirty to fifty thousand dollare, and the
annual sales of trotting stock about one
hundred thousand (8100,000). No doubt
much betting is aubaequently praotised in
oonneotion with the speed of some of the
animals purohased, though gambling prao-
ticea are wholly foreign to the spirit and
oonduot of the Woodburn men themselves.
It is a gratifying faot that the best hora.es
Ate not bought aod owned (or r»oing pur-

poses, but for the personal pleasure and
oonvenienoe of the owners, as in the oase of
Bobert Bonner's ownership of Maud S at
a purohaae prioe of $40,000. So highly
doea he prize thia remarkable animal that
it ie said he would not part with her at any
prioe and has aotually refused an offer of

$100,000. Some may objeotto any man
having Bo muoh money invested in so
“needless” a luxury, bnt if all rioh men

woald give with proportionate liberality to
objects of publio beneficenoe, they might be
allowed a few extra luxuries.

| am aa mnoh opposed to betting on a
horeo-raoe as to holding a lottery in oon-
neotion with a ohuroh bazaar or a charity
fair, and would be sorry to write a line
that would lead any young man to go fool-
ing away histime and money on fast horses,
but having notioed that the proprietor of
the famous Woodburn Farm is a Presby-
torian elder, that the manager ia alao a
Preebyterian, that hia excellent lady ie the
aooompliehed daughter of a Preshyterian
minister, and that the fastest horae in tho
world ia owned and properly used by a
Presbyterian, it is in order for me to add
that if the whole horse bueinesa were con-
duoted on proper Preebyterian prinoiplee it
woald be—different. Yours, eto,

B.J. L.

TEA TABLE GOSSIP

SUNDAY OCCUPATION.

W hen smiling Sﬁring returns to dock
The earth with verdure gay,
n’j;V.den dandelions-fleck
Thu sward with their array.

On Sundays when tho days are fair
And pious Igooplo flock

To church, the father wheels his pair
Of twins around the block.

—W inter beards are ooming off.
—Soft summer drinks are on tap.

YOUNG MARRIED FOLKS.

Though not happy, precisely,
Il venture to eay

Thoy agree very nicely,
W hen sho bas her way.

— It paye to advertise when trade is dull.
—Vinegar
easier.

—Cloth over-gaiters are grateful to ten-

der feet. «

—A Btem hole for flowerB in the lapel of

the ooat ia proper.

—*“ You givo me a pane,
frame to the glazier.

makes fish aoales oome off

eaid the window

BBB1D MADK FROM WOOD.

The Remarkable Possibility for Which
Science ifl Striving;,

Soience has already enabled man to
extract fiery beverages and many other
thinga of more or loss value from wood,
and it ia now proposed to go a step further
wﬂlproduoe read from wood, says the

|

In an addreaa reoently delivered in
Heidelberg, Germany, by no lees eminent
an author than Victor Meyer, it ie
announoed “that we may reasonably
hope that ohemistry will teaoh as to make
the fibre of wood the source of human
food.”

W hat an enormoue stook of food, then,
would be found, if this beoomes poseible, in
the wood of our foreste or even in grasa
and etraw. The fibre of wood ooneistB
essentially of oellulin. Can thia bo made
into Btaroh? Staroh has essentially the
same percentage oompoeition, but it differs
very much in its properties, and the nature
of its molecule is probably muoh more oom-
pi X

Oellulin is of little or no dietetio value,
and it is not altered, like Btaroh, in boiling
water. It really gives glucose when treated
with strong sulphurio aoid, as is easily
shown when ootton-wool, whioh is praoti-
oally pure oellulin, is merely immersed in
it. Staroh gives the BaTe prodaot when
boiled with weak acid.

The author further quotes the researoheB
of Hellriegel, whioh go to show beyond dis-
pute that certain plants transform atmos-
pherio nitrogen into albumen, and that his
prooess oan be improved by suitable treat-

ment. The production, therefore, of oorn-
Btaroh from oellulin, together with the
enforced increase of albumen in plants,

would, he addB, in reality signify the solu-
tion of the tread question.

0 lieben 1On the breezes glad voioeaeome to-day,
From many a wifo and mother, and this is what
lhey Bay :
"The 'Favorite Proscription "works cures where
doctors fail.

Best friond of suffering women. O bleesed boon
all hail !'”

If every women who suffers from diseases
peouliar to her sex, knew of its wonderful
carative properties, what a mighty chorus
of rejoioing would be heard throughout the
length and breadth of the land, Binging the
praises of Dr. Pieroe’s Favorite Prescrip-
tion. It is the only medioine.for women,
sold by druggists ra

—The man who thinks ho is bright ie from the manufacturers that it will give

seldom inolined to keep it dark.

—Abuse is one of the few things a man

can get without earning or deserving it.

—There ia a faint, far-away rumor that
efforts will be made torevive the all-aroand

orinolino.

—Mrs. Brown—Did you piok up that
Brown—

taok | dropped on the floor ?
Yea;butl didn’t mean to.

—An Engliah syndicate, with

its head, is about to turn Brussels
seaport by building a canal
mense basins.

—Canon Farrar will
book, “ Truth to Live By.” to George W
Ohilda, of the Philadelphia

Truth dedioated to him.

—The last time Stanley lectarej
fee. This time
manager offers 300 guineas,
ho oan’t get him at that.

and

—Andrew Carnegie will sail for Sootland
preaent

on May 21st, aooording to hia
plans. Mrs. Carnegie will be domioiled at
Oluny CaBtle, while Mr.
to business affaire in London.

—Sinoe ooming to London | have vainly
learn the origin of the word
ia

eaid to bethe harshestreproaoh one English-
pan beBtow upon another —é[ﬁl’ﬁ
Field, in" Chicagn News.

sought to
“cad.” To Btigmatizo a man aa a oad

THIS BIRTH OF THE DIMPLE,
I spoke of the rose leaf within bor chin,
And she eaid, with a little nod,
As she touched a dimplo as sweet as love,
"Oh, that was a kiss from Ood,”

Economy That Kills.

Niokloby—Why, what Takca you look so

dull, old man ? Times hard ?

Benedict—No ; but I'm afraid that they

will be with me pretty soon.
“Why, what’e the matter ?”

“ My wife haa begun to make her own

dreBses, with a view to economizing.”

Married lilfe’s Thorny Path.
She—Before we were married yon prom

ieed that my path through life ehould be
and now | have to eit

Btrewn with roses ;
up nights and darn stockings.

He—You don’t want to walk on roses
You'd get thorna in

barefooted, do you ?
your feet.

Toneorial Item.

Judge (who ia bald-headed)—If half what

the witnesses testify against you ia true,

Koyr congoienoe muat be as blaok aa your

air.

Prisoner—If a man's oonsoience is regu-
lated by hie hair, then your Honor haen't

got any oonboienoe at all.

An Additional Duty.

“ Are you the exchange editor ?” asked
the poetess.

“ Yea, madam.”

“Well, will you kindly cash this oheok ?”

It was at thia point that the managing
editor was carried out in a dead faint.

Defining His Position.

“ Now, boys,” Baid the enthusiast, «
give three oheers for the Bpeaker and then
go have a drink.”

“ Exouso me,” eaid the prohibitioniBt.
“ | oheer bnt | do not inebriate.”

A Plea of Guilty.

Mr. Lunnon (in New York)—Ah, you’ve
not been long on this Bide, | fahney, Mr.
Gibbon ?

Howell Gibbon (blushing)—Sowwy to say
| —aw —thafc is, | was bawn here 1

Giving the Lle-Away.
“ Bronson says you owe him $5."
“He's aliar. | was going to pay him
to-day, but | won’t now.”

‘Hammock’5> dresses to
announoed.

Thin strips of horseradish laid over a
barrel of pickios prevents them from get-
ting mouldy or stale.

Tho striking St. Paul stoneoutters got
some contracts for work, but the quarry-
men would not sell them stone nor anyone
outside the masters’ union.

lounge ia are

“Mr. Gould, how is your oanal stook
to-day ?”  “ | have no oanal etook, sir.”
“ 1 beg pardon ; my mistake. For tho

moment | imagined that the large amount
of water in your railways had oonverted
them into oanals.”

|CUREFIT.

Pncf fifflp«c  u f f c° Bctvba of my

inzaaBEryeriasTrriTHraes
-Pleare inbrm yowur ron.

TO TIN5 EDITOR:

Lord
Braesey and Lord Biohard Grosvenor at
into a
and three im-

dedicate hia new

It ia
not every editor who oan get a book on
at
Birmingham he reoeived 15 guineas for hiB

the Birmingham leoture
is afraid drenohing follows, as in the oase of adrastic

Carnegie attends

let’s

In-falltble
H.C.ABrainch Office) Ise'vviiST APALAMe'strVet! «

satisfaction in every case, or money will be
refunded. This guarantee has been printed
on the bottle-wrapper, and faithfully
oarried out for many years.

A Dead Heat.

She kissed him as he gave her the en-
gagement ring.

” George, darling, | havo alwaye longed
for one of this pattern, and you are the
first who loved me euffioiently to study my
taBtoa in tho matter.”

“And yet,” replied he, leveling things
up, “itis no rarity, as in my engagements
1 have never used anything else."”

Slipping Past the Palate

W ithout nauseating those who take them,
thelittle, sugar-coated Granules, known all
over the land as Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pur-
gative Pellets, produoe an effeot upon the
bowels, vory different from that of a dis-
agreeable, violent purgative. Nogriping or

oholagogue. The relief to the intestines
reeembles the aotion of Nature in her
happiest moods, the impulse given to the
dormant liver is of the most salutary kind,

and is speedily manifested by tho disap-
pearance of all bilious symptoms. Siok
headache, wind on the stomach, pain

through the right side and shoulder-blade,
and yellowness of the ekinand eye balls are
zpeedily remedied by the Pellets. One a
ose.

He Skipped.

“ What do you want ?” asked the lady of
tho house Bharply, as she opened the door
in reponse to aring.

“I'm a taxidermist,
oalled to ”

“Well, we pay our taxes when they're
due and no sooner, so you can Bkip !” and
the door was banged like the forehead of a
girl fresh from school.

madam, and |

Confidence Begot of Success.

Tho confidence possessed by the manu-
factures of Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Remedy in
their ability to oure the worst cases of nasal
catarrh, no matter of how long Btanding, is
attested in a most substantial manner by
their standing reward of #600, offered for
many years past, for an inourable oase of
this loathsome and dangerous disease. The
Remedy is told by druggists, at only 60
oents. It is mild, soothing, oieansing,
deodorizing, antiseptic and healing.

A Dreadful Visitation.
A oouple of dootors in conversation.
A.—Well, colleague, how are you getting
on in your practice ?
P*—Very badly, there’s a regular health
epidemic raging in our part of the country
just now.

Miss Alcott wrote, January, 1874:
“When | had the youth I had no money ;
now | have the money | have no time,
and when | get the time, if | everdo, |
shall have no health to enjoy life. I sup-
pose it’s the discipline | need ; but ifca
rather hard to love the things I do, and
see them go by because duty ohains tne to
my gallery.

D. O. N. b. 30. 90.

TENFONS
IN

TVOWES
THNKGFIT!

ao question but that thero can bo

EVULSION

GReColivedadHpypogies

Of Limo and Soda

is W|thout a rival. ny havo
g i edIt 80 und a day by the use

CONSUMPTION,
SCROFULA, BRONCHITIS, COUGHS AND
eases. “As MATRYRETEAT NI G

[Genuine made byScott& Bowne,Belleville,Salmon
i Wrapper; at all Druggists, B0c. and $1.00.

QVEN ANRY YE%_Y

When | say Cure | do not mean

Give Exoress and
=500T*

Remedy.
r B

CURED

7Ta t.-9t | have a positive remedv for tM

?EH%H lﬂ)fglad toa§8nﬁ ’%o bottle%“@f my remehr’y FIHKE to %%Vbl?%)’oeuPereerwsfé"Wﬁ%ni

sumption if they will send me their Express and Post Office Address
CY4, TORONTO, ONTARIO.

M.C.. IBS W est Adelaide.

Respectfully, T<



