Temptation,

Upon lily arm she placed her hand,
En ﬂuﬂ;ranﬂ white, I 1-nged to seize it.

Would I off>nd 7 I took it, and
Whatcould I do but gently equeeze it

Her waist wasthen withinmy reach,
And, when so nesr tome ¥ found it,

I spent ¥ o preciove time in sapesch,
But softly put my arm arcund it

Tnis brought qu'te near her ripe, red Hlpa—
Sweet lips! Could mo-tal manresist 'em |

I trembled in my finger tips, :
And drew them newrer end—1I ki sed 'em 1

STRONGER THAN LIFE.

CHAPTER 1IL.— (CoNTINUED, )

‘* She scarcely deserves go much con-
sideration at your hands,” I say shortly.

¢+ Why not 1" he asks, with a laughing
look from under hia long eyelashes.

¢ Iy {s vcarcaly a lady's place to send
violets to a geatleman, evon if she were

acquainted with him "

* Yon women are very hard upon each
other " .

“ No! eo hard as you are perhaps, = I
say, a little bitterly. *‘Now yom think
the woman who sent you those viclete—or
gave them to you—1is scarcely worthy of

your respect.” :
¢‘ On the contrary,” he answers quick-

ly,” 1 know she dic it outof mere though-
less kindness—) erhaps mix=d with a spic)
of mischief. And she thought 1 would
never know it—I am very sure she intend-
ed that 1 never should | "

There are tears of mortification in my
eyes that I should have lowered myeelf
by doing this foolish thing. How I hate
those wiserable viclsts, how 1 wish they
had withered among their native ferns
and mosses under the elms and chestnuts
at Woodhay, before they tempted me to
make such a fool of myself |

“ You seem to take it to heart,” Mr,
Bax'er says looking down at me. I sup-
pose I look very cross and disagreeable.
“‘T am sorry 1 told you anything about it,
Do you care to try the mazarka again 7"

““No, thank you. I do not care to
dance any more."

¢ Miss Scott,’ he says, standing bef ire
me,and speaking gravely enough now,
¢¢ | must ask yon to forgive me. I am
ashamed of myself for having spoken of
what 1 should have kept 8 secret—of
what T ought to have taken for just as
much as it was worth. Tne violets were

nt—where I found them—in jiet, and I

ave worn them in earnest. I had no
right to do it; and, if you will return
them te the owner, I will expiate my
fault by glving them up to you."

H> takes the bunch of withered violets
frcm his button-hole tenderly in the tips
of his white gloved firgers, and hands
them to me.

““ It coste me more than you think t»
give them up,"” he says, looking at them
wl tfally.

““ | think she would not refuse to let
you kaep them, whoever she is,” I an-
swer, langhing, with ruch a endden change
of mood that it even puzz'es myself,

¢You think that!” he gnes‘ions eagerly,

‘* They do not lock very valuable, do
they 1"

¢ Becausa they are a little wi'hered.
I value them—more than you know.”

““ Tyko them then,” I eay cirelessly,
feeling that Gus is watshing me, and
that to keep M+ Bix'er's violets would
look more remarkable than merly to in-
hale their fragrsnce and hand them back
agaln. **Take them, and pay her the
farther compliment of forgetting the folly
whizh put them into your possession.”

“ And will yon 28k her,” he says eag-
erly, ** to pardon my presumption in dar-
ing to pretend that I mis'nterpreted her
gracious glfg V"

““1f ehe can forgive herself, ehe may
very well ¢ xtend her forgiveness to you '’
1 answer, rathering up my billowy train
in my hand as | s'and beeide him, looking
very tall snd slim and dignified outwardly,
but wi hin feeling sevaral degrees smeller
than I « var felt in my life before  *“ For
my pw’, ] do notsee how she can ever
forgive herself.”

“ She need not blame hereelf,’” he says,
looking domn at me from his suparior
height with a emile which displeases me
by reason of ite un lisgnised amusement

I do not soppose she blamas herself very
much,’ | returned deliberately, with the
carelege tngolence with which I think to
recover my own conceit. ‘‘lIs weuld be

different, you know, if you were—="

¢ Anything but a landscape painter,” he
interrapts, at no loss to comprehend my
insolent pause. ‘‘She would never have
dared to do it if ehe had thought him her
¢qual. She would never have ventured
todo it if she had dreamed of hls thrust-
ing himeelf into the same society which
she freqnents.”

His dark eyes have blezed vp aulte
saddenly. I had not thought they could
change like that.

‘““ Probably not ; though I think she
was more to blame for thas very reason,”
1 auswer, with & elight, almost imper:zep-
tible movement of my shoulders,

“ T think eo. 1 would rather take a
liberty with an equal than with an Infer-
jor myaelf,” he says qiite quietly, but
with an indescribable infliction of volce
which enrages me.

“ Ty was s liverty,” I aequiesce, with
cheeks which have deepened into crimeon
sgain, ** You are right when you call it
a liberty. It was a most unpardonable
liber.y."

{He is holding the bunch of viclets still’in
his hand. As I torn away, he lets them
fall, and sets his heel upon them, grind-
ing them into tha floor. 1 plty Mrs, Rol-
leston's Bsussels carpet more than 1 pity
the violets, which have done me too much
mischief to expect sympathy from me in
their ignominlous end.

*“ Oh, here you are, Allie |
gearching for you everywhere.
is going home.”

Olive comes up to me breathless, Gus,
at some distance behind her, looking black
as thunder,

““1 am ready,” I] answer, wlthout a
glance at my late companlon,

We've beer
Mamma

m—

pme—————————————————

¢¢ Have you qnarrelled with your band
gome cavalier, Allie 7" : ;

¢ () aarrelled with him, Olive ! :

‘Y ou looked as if you were quarrelling
like anything just now.”

¢ T wonder Mre Rolleston cares to ask
such people to her house, Olive. 1 don't
think that man has the smallest pretens-
{ona to be called a gentleman.”

Olive laughs, looking at me. 2

¢ Ah, 1 see you have quarrelled |"" she
soys, shaking her head. ‘‘ Allie, I'm
atraid you are going to fall in love with
Mr. Gorard Baxter."”

———— e —

CHAPTER 1V,

For two days, even to myself, T ignore
the exiatence of Mr. Gerard Baxter. I
never moantion his name to either Mrs.
Waunchope or Mary Anne, nor do they
mention his nsme to me. 1 fancy hels
in the house— I faney 1 hear his knock at
the door sometimes ! but 1 never look cu?
—1 never listen for the sound of his
voice. 1 practice a greast deal, baving
promised Madame Cionhelm to sing at
ner concert, and O'ive has lent mo *' Pro-
bation,” so that I do not find time hang
heavily on my hands. I epend the morn-
ings at Madame Cronhe'm’s, and very
often lunch with the Deanes, only com-
ing back to Carleton Street at about four
o'c'ock in the afternnon. 1t is cold, disa
greesble weather, with an east wind

which reddens one’s noee and eyelids and |

makes my fire and hammock-cheir very
pleasaut in the evenings, : ,
be getting shorter every day now, if I did
not pull down the blinds early, &nd so
shut out the dull March twilight, which
is 8o cheerless and #o long.

One afternoon—the third since the
Rollestons’ dance —I hear a knock at the
door, which 1 feel eure is Ollve’s knock ;
and, having my hat and jacket om, and
having promired not to keep hor walting
if ehe called for me, 1 run down-stairs to
meet her in the hall. Bnt, instead of
Olive in her blus and cardinel dress, I
come rather violently againet a young
man in a drab-colored overcoat, who

tand« back to let me pass, pulling off his
hit as he endeavours to place himself as
flatly ss poseible againat the wall.

I recognise him in a moment, a& I have
no doubt he recognises me. Bui 1 brush
by him bru:quely, without looking up.
Before I have passed him, I regret having
8o far forgotten myself, whatever his of-
fance ; bus when 1 glance vp he is look-
ing straight before him, tgnoring me as
utserly as if 1 were the plaster figure cf a
boy with a basket on his head which
stands before the window with the paint-
ed blind on the lanling. The whole in-
cident does not cccupy half a minute—It
is over almost before 1 am consclous thatit
hes happened. But it leaves an uncom-
fortable impression on my miad, which I
cannot shake off.

I walk along the sunny side of the
gloomy brown-brick street, looking out
for Olive, whom 1 hope to meet before I
rzach the corner ; but all the tims I am
woudering whether Mr. Gerard Baxter
‘* cut " me, or whether I might be sup-
posed to have administered that procegs
to him, 1 have acted with vnpardonable
rodeness, no doubt ; bat, if I had bowed
to him, would he have dared to pretend
not to see? Long after 1 meet O.ive
D:ane the ciestion annoya me -1t fol-
lows me into Madame Cronhelm's house,
into the great crowded class room. For
the ficat time my music-lesson bores me ;
Herr von Kbonig's illustrations of the
weird melodious music of Faust, as com-
pared with the silver-sweet cad:nces of
Roeainl, do not interest me ; and Madame
Cronhelm accuses me rather sharply oace
or twice of singing oun' of tune. Itis not
till I find wyself 1a the great on*idy draw-
ing-rsom st Dexter Square, looking at
Poppy's latest wedding-preeents, that the
uncowmfortable feellng of having acted un-
ir iy to rageelf begins to wear away. 1
ex sreisa it chiefly by a reeolutlon not to
treat Mre. Baoxter, should I ever meet him
again, aa if 1 were indeed the **village-
maiden' with whoee fancy for a land-
scapo-painter Olive is always taunting
e,

This evening, while 1 am &t dinna r
M. Wauchope comes in to ask me how
I liked a pudding eshe made for me, be-
it nsed to bs a favourite of mine long ago,
at Wonrdhay, when I was & child, From
the pudding our conversatlon wandurs
away to cther matters, - the dearness of
every.hivg in London, how she manages

he way of cat r ngor her lodgers.

““1 do the best I can for them,” she
says, ‘‘ espectally for the poor younng man
up stairs. Another person might not
trouble her head as to whether his beef.
steak was tough or not ; but I take jast
as much trouble about his meals as 1 do
about your own. I'm not one to mneglect
a lodger becanse he cannot afford grand
jrints. M L.y a olme I have gone out of
my way geta chopor s cutlet cheaper
for hlor chough he'd never know it—ay,
ands sed a bit of my own to It too. In
& b .aselike this, where there ia so much

o, nobedy would miss a couple of
slices . * butcher's mea.

T+ ke pe zhance fed from the jolnt that
lotu my tabay, “his proud young man who
kal 1ar~- ur teil me shat 1 bad taken a
‘i!'}a:-r'_}' en presenting him with a bunch of
violets ¢ T'ue thought gives me pleasura—
§]ls me wita a little, emal!. womanly tri-
umph of which a man woma n /- .6
ashamed,

““1 know he's hard up sometimes, pocr
lad 1" mre, Waunchope goes on. **He
wouldn't say 8o to save his life; but we
landladies know more than people think.
And somehow I feel more for the proud
distant onee, that wouldn't tell you thelr
troubles if they were starving, than for
them that makes a poor mouth abount
?he&uaalmﬂ, and is always down on thelr

ock,’

Had I dared to insul; him, and he go
poor a8 this? My mind misgives me for
having brushed by him so cavalierly this
morning on the stales, for having spoken
to him 8o rudely the ....er night in Berke-
ley Street. He must have cared for

which would |

 work any image, to work 1;aright.

———

those unfortunate vlolets, or he would
never have worn them, half withered ae
they were ; and yet I had vexed him so
much that he had ground them with h's
heel into the flyorr 1 am ashamed and
angry, with a vague uncomfortablefeeling
of having made a fool of myself besides.
The next time I meet him I shall act dii-
ferently, though it isa fact that I am b -
ginning to hate him for having puv me
ou) of conceit, with myself.

Bat the next time I meet him he furns
the tables upon me—aupposlng me to
have been the aggressor in the firat in-
stance. 1 am coming into the houee ae
he pasees out, and he never so much as
looka at me to see whether I mean totake
any notice of him or not. So that he has
himself virtually put an end to our aec-
quaintance.

Of course I feel mortifiad, though he
may poesibly think it was my wish tha.
we should ignore that introduction at the
Rollestons’. Bat I know that it was not
my wish, and that I wonld have bowed to
him this time if 1 had got the chanecs, and
his looking in that deiermined way over
my head makes me feel very angry.
However I do not encrunter him agaln
in Carleton Street or anywhere else for
mors than a week, and, though M a.
Waushope tells me that he ia more at
homa than he used to be, and workiog
hard at his picture, I gradually forget his
rudeness and my own folly in busy pre
parations for Madame Cronhelm’s ¢concert,
which is to take place on the evening of
twenty first. I am to sing twice, first the
‘““ Jowel song "' from Faust, then Blamen-
thal's ** Bend of the River.” The selec-
tion is Madamea Cronhelm's; but both songs
are old friends of mine and old favourises.
Herr von Konlg tells me 1 had better
have sn enc e ready, unless I care to re-
peat those two ; bat 1 tell him laughingly
that that would be a very unlucky thing
to do, to prepare an encore beforehand.

On the day before the concert, Ellinor
and O.iva Deane call for me to go with
with them to the Rollestons'—not to an
“At home " there, but merely to pay a
viait tothe pirls. They are to give a fancy
bali early in April, and we amuse our-
selves with portfolios ¢f sketches of na-
tional and fancy-dre=ses, sittlng in the
great handsome sombrecity drawing-room,
with 1ta bal onies darkened by fl swering
plants—five or six girls altogether, with
two kindred epirite in the shape of Fred
Deane and Crauford Rolleston, who are
q1ite as good on the subject of ladies’
dress as ourselves,

Katie and Cranford Rolleston and 1
are studying a colored print of an Alsaci-
an together, and 1 am saying how pretty
the black velvet cap wonld look onablonde
head like Olive's, when two people come
into the room whom 1, scarcely looking
up, and even then sca-ceiy sesing them in
the dusk—suppose to be Jack Rolleston
and his brother in-law, Captain Kingsley
—one of them [ know tobe Jack. They
stroll over toa group at one of the win-
dows—Olive and Puppy and Sasie Rolles-
ton, and I think no more about them, till
Craaford saye suddenly—

“ That artist over there ought to make
a sketch for you, Katie—something orig-
inal, you know. Anything orizinal would
be 8o much more Interesting than the:e
old hackneyed natlonal enstomes—every-
body is tired to death of them I say,
Gorard, conldn't you iavent something
nawer than a Swiss peasant or a vivandi-
ere "

The moment he saya ** Gerard " I look
up. Mr, Baxter is crossing the room
alowly ; in another moment he has shaken
hands with Katie, and ie looking half in-
qniringly, half deprecatingly, at moe.
Here is the opportunity 1 havas been long-
iug for, and yet some astrange perversity
makes me look steadfastly in another
direction, as though I saw him not.

** I am not’'much of & hand at fizares,”
Mr. Bixter says, without any pause of
surprise, or anger, or cimbarrassment, ‘1
never patthem into my pictures if I can
help it, and, when 1 do, 1 leave them as
much as possible to the imagination.
Bat 1 dare eay I might suggesh some
characters, end then you could fiad out
the dress they must wear—or invent 15."”

“Oh do; Katie exclaims, miking room
for him on the ottoman beslde her, and
not cbeerving that he and I, whom she
had seen dave'ng together, had taken no
notice of eac’ other. “That will ba doe-
lightfal ; won'c it, Allie 7 "

““ Very "' I eay shortly, and tuen to
Crauford R lleston, who, however, ia lis-
tening to Mr. Baxter and not to me,

“ We mus! take a lesson from the no-
table Hannah Woully,” he says, laughing,
as he sinks into the place Katle has made
for him. **Don’t you remember what
she says in her book, printed In 1681,
and qzoted by Charles Lamb—* Lot all
Ingenious womon have regard, when they
Ficat
let it ba drawn well, an1 then obaserve
the directions which are given by kncw-
ing man. I do assurze you I neve. w-rk-
ed any estory, or a singie perzo. , witn.
informing mysell both of the viiage and
habit, as followeth. If you work Japiter,
he muest have long curied black hau =
purple garment trimmed w th gold, an.
sitbing upon ¢ golden throne, with yellow
clouds ab .. bhim,""

““F % did ehe ‘inform herself' 1
tho Katie laughs

** That's wba* a.ways puvzzed me|"
Gerard Baxte . saye gravely. ‘‘ 1t is that
which makes it all so deliclous! Why
don’t you go to the poete fcr character—
* Maud Muller ' for instance—
“*Maud Muller all the summerdaﬂ B

Haked the meadow s veet with hay '

So they chatter and laugh, while I turn
over the sketches on my lap in sulky si-
lence. Suddenly Kabie goes to one end
of the room for a book and Crauford to a
a table for another ; and for a moment we
two are left alone on the great oltoman,
with nothicg but the space of one empty
velvet triangle between uas.

‘ Speak to me, "’ he says suddenly, in
half-whisper, bending his head to look in-

e — e e e —

to my face. ‘‘ Why won't you speak to
we.’

Bat I look at my plctures stubbornly,
feeling that now it {8 my turn to make
myself unpleasant—if I can.

““ What have I done that you should

send me to Coventry like this 7 ”

Even if I had been inclined, 1 have no
time to anewer h'm. Katie has come
back with a volume of Tennyson in her
band, Crauford with Dore's splendid
“Daote,” saud in another moment they
are all poring over the illustrations to-
gether, Katie'a brown head very near
Gorard Baxter's dark one, while Crauford
takes up his old position close to me.
I am hus in a manner forsed into their
consultation, and, though I am playing a
ro'e which suits me very 111, T canno* help
being amused by it and laughing ard sug-
gesting with the rest.

‘“ So yonr handsome frlend is coming to
Madame Cronhelm's concert?” Olive
gays, on our way back to Carleton S'reet.

‘“*How do you know 7" I asked care-
lessly.

‘“ He said so just now. He is coming
with the Rollestors. Do you know 1
think he is an sdmirer of Katie's—1 saw
their heads very close together over those
prin‘s of Dore’s.”

I do not like the snggestion ;it vexes
me all the evening, while I p-:actise my
concsrt-music, while I sit In my pet chair
over the fire, reading the latest despatch-
es from Woodhay and Yattenden, while I
muse with my feet on the fender, and
‘‘ Probation * half-open on my knee.
Me. Baxter has been in his studio all the
evening ; he must have left the door open
for I can hear hlm whlistling a bar of a
song ro v and then, sometimes singing it
in a deaultory kind of a way. 0 ice when
| paunse to listen, my door balng also ajar,
I can distinguish the words of a song 1
know,

“Why turn sway When Idraw near?
Wny cnld today? Once 1 waidsear.
Then thy haart gtirred ana flushea thy brow |

Never a word welcomes me now.

Speak to me—3peak ! Be my hear; heard,

Ur will it break for one kind word ;

No vow to b'nd, no pledze 1seek

Unly be kind. Speak to me—speak!"
I I'sten till the song is ended, and then I
close tha door eoftly and go back to the
fire, laughing, I know at least of whom
he 1s thinking ; those were the very words
he said to me this afternoon—* Speak to
mo. Why won't yon speak to m3 9"
The old spirit of mischief prompts me to
sit down to the plano and sing somathing
that might geem like an answer ; but the
disastrous consequenzes of my former
folly are too recent to encourage me to
transgresa a second time.

# # w

(TO BE CONTINUED )
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Turkey for or Against 7

In coneiderlng the attitude likely to be
assumed by Turkey in the event of a war
between England and Russia two things
muit be borne prominent'y in mind—the
prejidices of the Tarkish army arnd the
necessities of the Tarkish excheqier. It
is something more than a superatition
with the E iropean Turks that Ruoasia is
their most relentless foe, Constantinople
is the first dream of the Mascovite hears.
H srat and the road to the Indian ocean
is merely a diversion. The Tark is per-
fictly conecinns of the covetous eye that
is never taken off the Bosphorus and the
waterway Into the Mediterranean. He
knowa that it is only by the sufferance of
the European powers he ls allowed to
block Ruassiain the Black sea, and he
knows that England kas been chief among
the powers in maintaining him where he is,
The ¢ )mmen soldiery and cfhiera of tle
Tuarkish army have baen jirsined in'the
echool of confl ¢t and defeat to hate the
Muscovite and Cossack. FPlevna is yet
fresh In thei* memories. They know
that slogle handed they are no match for
the armies of the czar. But with Rassla
engaged protecing herself at every polnt
from English attack fand confronted in
cantral Asla by Afzhan, Indian, and Eng-
lish troops, they may dream of retrieving
the loszes of their last war. 1i is there-
fore not sarprising to leain that the Turk-
ish army favors an English alliance,

Bat a more potential facior la deciding
the gnestion of Turkey’s attitnde is Tur-
key's treagury. Thisis in its usual ¢condi-
tion—**‘broke.” Rassian financar were
on the verge of bankruptcy before ehe de-
terminad to eelza on Afghan tarritory.
They are strained to ths utmost in the
gigantic preparations she is making for
war, Her guaranty of a new Turkish

loan would not help the porte to a dollar. |

England, on thsother hand, is solvent
and a great money-lender. If she guar-
antees a naw Tarkish loan it will be dis-
¢ounted In the money centers of Kurope.
1t is, therefore, easy to credit the cable
report that says: *‘Is is believed that
Terkey has alraady given her oplion in
*avor of England on the promise of the
latter’s assistanca in floating a new T «k.
ish loan,” Money isthe great pow.r in
wearlng alliss among second -class nativus,
especially where they are under the gov-
ernmen' of impecunious and irreaponsible
despota, Germany and Austria declare
that it wouid be a breach of neubra ..y
for thom to bring any preessure .n the
porte to cloge the Dardanelles. and so we
nay expec’ Eaglish gold to control the
ga *8 to .ae Black sea, whatever may Lap
pen at the gate to Herat,

e e s R
Bob—** Are you golng to be my new
papal’ Accepted Suitor —** Yes, mydear
child.” ¢ Have you got your wig yeh "
“Wig?’' Why, no; 1 nead no wig.
Why do you ask?' ** My other papa sal-
ways said he was so thankful his hair
waa't fast to hlm.”

A New York clergyman says that[a
man can't visit a skating rink and retaln
his uprightness, That depends, If he
puts on the ekates the chances are ainety-
nine in a hundred that he will lose hia
uprightness ; but {f he merely tzkys a
geat among the epectators, his upright-
ness will not suflar.
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Rugzle Blasts i ithe Front,

Capt. Clark, of W.anipeg, who was
wounded in the h2ad in the Fish Creek
skirmish, is recovering rapidily.

The Hodenn's Bay C ympany contribat-
ed two thoosand five hunared dollars to
the volonteer reli:f fund,

Rav. C. E Whiic imbe has left for
General Middleton’s command, where he
wi'l be attached as Chaplain to the R yal
Grenadiers, bnt his gervices wil] be avail-
ahle for the whole of the forces

A correspondent who is wall acqiainted
with the couatry around Fish Creek, the
acene of the recent battls, esays: —*‘The
advance from the bottom of the coulee up
againau the rifle-pirs would be a thousand-
fold more darlng than Wolfe's ascant of
the heights of Quebec."

Mrs. Toureau's house at Fish Creek,
around which the fight was the httest, is
where George A Keer, lately Riel spricon-
er, had shelter, Keorr hasa price sst on
his head, Novertheless he bravely accom-
panles the troops, and swears he will
identify every rebel captured.

The achoolhouse at *askatoon has been
turned into a temporary hospital for the
wounded #ho have been transportad thith-
er from Clark's Croesing.

The numerous Indiavs lefr dead on the
ield afier the fisht at Fish Creek, wure
buried by the troops.

Telegraphlc communication has now
been established between Clark’s Crossing
and ¥ish Creek camp,

Private Matthews, of the 90:h, who was
wounded in the skirmish at Fish Creek,
and whose arm bas since been amputated,
was a ]iweller in Winpipeg, and closed
his store to go to the front.

The proceas of crossing the river in
vogue here adopted by the G:neral 13 a
very ingenious one. A strong steel wire
cable is siretched straight across the river
and the scow used as a ferry Is made fast
to this by lines and pulleys, which last run
on the cable aa travellers, The main mo-
tive power is the current of the river,
which ab this point rans at four miles an
hour, but aweeps are used as auxiliaries,
The traveller attachments are made fast
to the ecow fore and af:, and when the
ferry 13 atarted, the aft attachment iIs
loosened out until the carrent strikes the
upper side of the scow obliqiely. The
force down stream thus imparted with the
counter force of the cablemaintalning the
scow from drifting down sideway, drives
the ecow forward and it literally works its
way across the river backwards and for-
wards in a very steady manner,

The two Crers who were brought into
camp by ths rear guard one morning
were bundled off very unceremoniously
by the Majr-Ganeral. Taey were two
disreputable looking creatures apparently
half-starved and unmistakably filthy,
Oae who was about thirty ysars old was
armed with a double barrelled musket,
while his ¢ mpanion, a lad of about six-
teen, carrled a dirty bow and arrow.
They both wore blankets which had
once been white, with plain deep
black borders, whilch it seems is the
popular description of blanket with the
[adians in this part of the country, as
all of the redakins we have yet seen have
worn thesa bileous-looking coveringa,
which gives one the idea of poverty in
mourning. These two individoals ap-
proachad the rear guard about sunrisa, and
having shaken hands with the cfficer com-
manding, asked by rigns for something to
eat. At reveille, when the guard retarn-
ed to camp, they brought the reds with
them end gave them some hard tack.
Tais appeared to them the very essenze of
bliss and squatting down they set to work
to demolish the hard biscuit with an ease
and apparent gusto which made them the
envy of every one In camp. When
confronted by General Middleton a short
tima afterwards they told a pitifal tale of
beingz in search of a missing daughter and
slater, but the General, apparently, did not
pay much credence to the story, and in
plain English expreassed the opinion that
i7" was *“‘all a confounded lie.” Ha imme-
diately ordersd them to leavethe camp,and
refused to provision them, as he sald this
would in a few daya bring all the Indians
in tha country into tLe camp to be fed.

The offer of the Princess Louise to
send ambulance appliances and men to
the scene of the rebellion has been accept-
ed, This i3 the second offor from Hoar
Royal Highness, who, a short time ago,
sent as a present for the volunteers, five
hundred pounds of tobaceo and four
hundred pipes.

——l A A e i ——

NOTES.

Running for Trains.

Wa have jaost missed the train, and we
mlssed it because we would not ran,

This experience suggasts to us to offer
a fow words of advice, throuzh rur read-
ers, to the busy men of America who are
in a chronic stata of *‘running for trains.”
Even to one whoee heart is sound, run-
ning when not acenstomed to such horried
movement, is certalnly not beneficial to
the delicite cords and valves of the
heart ; and should this organ be dizeased
it muit prove very injirious.

Wa all know that violent and tumult-
uous actionis to be aveided wnen the
heart is weak and we 4iso know that run-
ning is not the way to avold it.

la onr own experlence we know several
in3tarcas where men who had previous-
y wpposed themselves to ba sound have
‘an for trains, aud getting aboard have
fallen exhansted into seats from which
they have been removed as corpee and
knowing sach cases we never for
trains.

Botter miss a traln than ruon une risk
of ruanning inte the jaws of death; for
ons sure n on the heart cannot prove
beneficlal to one that is seund, while i
most poeltively will prove more or less
d.gstrous to one thatis weak. In this
world of unsuspected physical pitfalls,

it behooves us ‘“to make haste slowly.”



