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CHAPTER III.

Effie carz= down the next morning alittle
shamefaced;y ; but, to her relief, no one else
was in the breakfast-room. Her father had

one out early, aud Mrs. Dering was often
ate, ;

¢ Mrs. Watson has been inquiring for

ou, miss,” said the footman, as he brought
in the toast. ‘* She particularly wishes to
gee you whea you have breakfasted.”
¢«Tell her I will see her in five minutes,’
said FEiffie, wondering what could have
brought the woman there at such an early
hour. :

She was the grandmother of Patience
Yates and rather feeble, and Effie wondered
why she did not send her grandchild to see
her instead of coming so far herself. That
was soon explained by the fact that Patience
had broken her leg the day before by a fall

from the loft. _
¢ And, if you please, miss, she do want to

see you awful bad,” the old woman said.
¢ Her cry all night has been, * Ask Miss
Effie to come and see me the first thing to-
morrow ; and, seeing her so worrited, I
made so bold as to come, hoping you'll ex-
cuse me, miss.”’

““ Oh, poor Patience ! Of course I will
come this very instant !” cried Efiie, al-
ways impulsive and pitiful.  ‘“ At least, I
will run on before you ; indee?, you shall
be driven down, for the cartis going to the
atation,”

And she caught up a hat in the hall as she
passed through and was flying down the
avenue 1n a moment,

Patience was lying in her uncnmf_artahle-
looking littia bed, her cheeks feverish, her
eyes unnaturally bright. She gave a glad
cry when Effie entered alone. :

‘¢ Oh, how good of you to come, miss
she said bursting into tears. “‘I have been
half mad with fear all night, and I could
think of no one but you to tell. 1Is grand-
mother ther2?" she whispered, glancing
towards the door. T

“t She won’t be here just yet,"” said Effie,
soothingly. “‘ Don’t excite yourself, Pa-
tience, If
have time to tell it me.”

The girl's manner had impressed her. In-
stinctively she went to the door and shut it.
She ‘was shocked to find Patience sobbing
when she returned to her bedside.

* s the pain so great?” askel Effie sym-
pathetically. ; _

“ It’s not that, miss!" sobbed the girl.
““ Oh, I don’t know what to do !"—and she
hid her face in the pillow.

‘“ Now, Patience, I can't help you unless
you confide in me,” said Effie, in low
measured tones that soothed the excited
girl in spite of herself. ‘I will help you
in any way in my power, but you must tell
me everything.”

Then, little by little, Patience confessed,
and her story nearly took Effie’s breath
away.

It appeared that, early that summer,
Patience had been married at the registrar’s
office of a neighbouring town to Joe Davis,
the man who was now being sought for as
the murderer of the gamekeeper. The young
couple had confided in no one, fearing that

‘Patience’s grandmother would turn the girl
out of doors if she heard of the marrage,
and Jce having no home for his wife at
present. They were in the habit of meeting
in a lonely spot in a pine-wood known only
to themselves, had been there on the fatal
night, and now Joe was Inding there irom
the pursuit of the police. He knew that a
wife canaot give evidence for or against
her husband, so that he could not preve
an alifi ; circumstances were completely
against himn, and he feared to move.

Patience had been in the habit of taking
him food every other day ; now she was in
despair at his being left there friendless and
destitute. Hunger must send him forth
into the midst of his enemies, and he would
certainly be convicted.

In this emergency she conld think only of
applying to Effie. She knew that the latter
was in the habit of taking long walks, and
that the task of taking a basket to the wood
would not be too arduous for her. She knew
the girl was brave, and there was Do one
else in whom she could trust. She hurried
over her story, dreading that her old grand-
mother might come in and interrupt; and,
when it was finished, she cast her pathetic
eves up to Effie’s face in a way that the girl
could not resist,

“‘ This is very dreadful, Patience !” said
Effie gravely. ‘‘I don't mean about your
helping Joe now; it is the deceit to your
grandmother that shocks me.”

“What could I do, miss * She would not
faear of our marrying, and I loved him so !”
said the girl simply. *‘A thought, if I mar-
ried him, I could keep him straight; and
now I have brought this upon him !

And her sobs broke out afresh.

“Don’t cry, Patience,” said Effie ; ‘‘that
will do no good now, and only make yon
worse. We must see what can be done. Of
course | can’t speak of this to my father
as he 13 a magistrate; he would have to
give Joe up to the police.”

‘““‘And you promised, miss, to tell no
ore !”

““And of course I will keep my promise.
Well, I suppose I must go to the pine-wood
this afterncon. How am I to find the
cave ?"’

“Tt will be difficult, I am afraid, miss,
but there is a heap of small stones at the
side of the path where you have to leave it,
and I dare say you will see the bushes bent
where I have passed. The cave is alinost
at the top of the wood, and there is a sort
of natural hedge separating the wood from
the common ; there are clumps of furze-
bushes on the other side of the hedge. But,
if you whistle loud three times, miss, Joe
will come out; that is our signal, You had
better take my whistle ; it is on that table.
And would you kindly look all round be-
fore whistling to see that no one is about ?
I have never met a soul there ; but one can’t
be too careful.”

Theee directions did not sound VEery ex-
plicit ; but Effie was accustomed to wander-
ing about the woods, and did not despair
of tinding the hiding place. She promised
Patience that, if she were unsuccessful, she
would let her know that night, and would
corae to see her, in any case, on the follow-
ing morning. Patience Eept her a long
“ime, giving her messages for Joe and :"I'"I'
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ing to explain the way she must take to get |

to him : but the old g't-a.nrhn-'-lhul"ﬁ entrance
put a stop to tu:: conversation, and Eihe
left at once,

As she walked slowly home, it ocenrred
to her that she had made a rash promise,
and would have some difficulty in carrying
it out. It wouid take her at least an hour

there is anything to tell, you f

| to reach the place indicated by Patience, as

she must go on foot if she wished to escape
attention and questioning. Then finding
the cave might take some time, and probalb-

ly Joe would detain her, asking after
his wife. She must allow nearly three
hours for all this, especially as she

intended to buy some provisions at the
shiop in the village as she passed. Heclor
was coming over that afterncon ; he would
be naturally impatient at finding she stayed
away so long, and at least ask where she
had been. It was altogether a diflicult en-
terprise. But she had undertaken it and
must earry it through.

The instant lancheon was over she slipped
out into the park with a large basket, in
which she had already placed great slices of
cold beef and a loaf of bread. In the wvil-
lage she bought cheese and jam, and biscuits
—for Effie was a young woman who never
did things by halves—and started on her
quest. The way waslong and dithicult, and
the basket was heavy, but Lthe trudged
along, first through the wood, and then
down a ravine at the foot of which a mill-
stream ran. She had now and then to
spring from one boulder to another as she
pursued her way by the side of this stream,
and once nearly slipped into it, basket and
all ; but she was rather enjoying her ad-
venture.

Effie followed the stream for some time till
she came to an old ruined mill ; then she
crossed a field or two, climbed a steep hill
on which shiep were grazing, and reached
the large pine forest that stretched along a
mountainous range and lost itself in the
distance.

She walked along the narrow path strewn
with pine cones, till she came to the heap
of stones of which Patience had told her.
Now her difficulties began. It was very
hard to struggle through the bushes with
her heavy basket, harder still to find the
way, though here and ther= she was aided
by the sight of a rag of Patience's dress
that had got canght by a bush, or a broken
twig that showed that some ope had brushed:
past it. Joy—the summit reached at last ;
there was the hedge, there were the furze-
bushes on the other side! But no sign of
a cave was there, and the stillness was over-
powering, For a moment Effie felt nervons,
or rather awestruck. Here she was alone,
with a desperate man hiding perhaps almost
under her feet. Why, when Joe saw that
a magistrate’s danghter had found out his
hiding-place, he might strike her to the
ground before she could explain why she
had come,

But she had not come all this way to suc-
cumb to nervousness ; she put the whistle
to her lips and blew it three times as direc-
ted. There wasacrashing of the branches
near her, and a man appeared as if by magic
before her.

** Hush !” said Effie, as he stepped back
with a muttered imprecation. ‘fPatience
has sent me, She is 1ll, and I was the only
person she could trust. I have brought you
some food ;" and she handed him the bas-
ket.

Joe's face cleared at once ; it was a dark,
handsome, gypay-like one, and his smile was
pleasant, showing white even teeth.

““ It’s Miss Derring !” he ecried, ** Well,
it was bold of Patience to send the likes of
you on such an erraad. Whatis the matter
with her miss ?” he asked anxiously.

““ She hurt her leg by falling from the loft
yesterday, ’ replied Effie not caring to in-
crease his anxiely by saying it was broken,
““and will not be able to come and see you
just yet. She was very uneasy about yon
—afraid that you would have go aut to get
food ; and she could not think of any one
else whom she could trust. Youshould not
have persuaded her to marry you secretly,
Joe ; see the harm that comes of deceit !
Had it not been for that, yon would not
have to hide now. But I ought not to
scold you at such a moment ; there is no
help for it now, and we must do the best
we can Lo get you safely outof this place.”

“1 will not stic till they find the real
murderer,” said Joe stohdly. “1f I do,
they will take me up.”

‘“ Have you any suspicion who it is ? ask-
ed Effie.

““ Yes, miss, I have ; but, asking your
pardon, I would not like to say. All these
Eeuple are wrong about me now, aud I may

e wrong about him."

“You are quite right,” said Effie admir-
inglv. ““And I am only sorry that such a
brave fellow should have to hide as you are
doing. But you have sometimes ———"'

“‘Done a hittle poaching ?’ said Joe, as
she hesitated. *‘‘Yes, miss; and that is just
why I am afraid to stir ont now.”

““$Well, Patience and I must consult to-
gether as to what is best to be done,” said

Eflie, wishing to get away, but too kind-

hearted to leave the poor fellow too abrupt-
ly. *“Iwill come again in a day or two;
you must make these things last till the day
after to-morrow.”

“You are very kind miss ; bat I hope
that Patience will be able to get about by
that time, She is not verv bad is she 2"

““T'o tell the truth, Joe, she won't be able
to come here for a long time."”
| ““Oh, miss, what is it ?" he cried anxious-
y

“It is really only her leg,” said Effie;
but I know it will take a long time to get
well. But, if she does not feel too anxious
about you, she will get on nicely, And now
I muost go; but 1 should like to see this
wonderful cave first,”

Joe led the way to a clump of brambles,
pulled away a branch and disclosed a small
opening in a rock over which the brambles
grew.

Will you come in, miss ?"” he agked.

Iifiie could not resist gratifying her curios-
ity, and followed him, bent nearly double in-
toa sort of natural grotto about six or seven
feet square. A ray of light came through a
shaft at the farther end, and this opening
served to let out the smoke when Joe dared
light & fire. There was a bed of dried
grass and leaves with a rug thrown over it
in a corner, a few mitchen utensils were
near the rude fireplace, and a heap of pota-
toes was In another corner. A dreary
enough prison for a strong healthy man ac-
customed to live in the open air,

“‘And have you to stay here all the time?'
she asked compassionately.

““Not in this cave exactly, miss,” replied
Joe. You see these brambles grow in a cir-
cle and quite hide the stone ; and I sit here,
iust outside, most of the day, where no
one could see me,”

They had come out into the space hespoke
of in front of the cave, where he could cer-
tainly get air ard sunshine, though not ex-
Erclse,

y and down under the hedge !
to go far in the dark on acecount of losing |
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““ And don’t you ever walk ?”

T m— —

L
She went down early to see Patience the

¢ Oh, yes, miss ; I walk out at night, up | next morning, and found her craving for

I am afraid

the cave. Somefimes I get desperate, and
go on to the moorland on the days when I
don’t expect Patience. I have never seena
soul there, nor has Patience met any one all
this time that she has been coming to see
me. The only other person that knows of
this cave isin America ; he and 1 found it
out quite by accident, and have often come
here when out poaching.”

““ Enough, Joe !"” said Effie, smiling. 1
must not hear any of your poaching stories.
[ will tell Patience that you are getting on
very well, and I will come the day after to-
morrow ; I dare say you would like a book
or two."

¢ Oh, miss, if you would be so kind!"
suid Joe,

“ Very well!  And now good-bye, Joe!
And I will give your love to Patience,”

““ And, if she can come, miss, she will, I
know."

““ You may be sure of that !” said Effie.

Then she left Joe Davis and made the
best of her way home, where she found that
a hue-and-ery had been raised for her. Her
father had been looking for her, so that she
might see a horse that he thonght of pur-
chasing ; her mother had sent for her to
drive ont to pay a formal visit to people re-
cently come to the county; and Hector
Lyndhurst had been waiting for her for
three hours.

— e —

CHAPTER IV.

The young man looked decidedly sulky as
Eifie came up the lawn, fuoshed and dis-
hevelled-looking, Her pretty print dress had
been torn in several places in her scramble
through the bushes and had a large green
atain on 1t. Her hair had been caught in a
branch, and a loose tress had escaped from
the thick coils in which she wore it and
hung on her shoulder. Her large garden-
hat had alse suffered and presented a batter-
ed appearance. Altogether the girl looked
as unlike herself as was possible.

“1 think you might have stayed at home
for me to.day,” said Hector. ** Mr. and
Mrs. Dering could not imagine where you
had gone.”

““1 have been for a long walk,"” said Etiie,
trying to speak carelessly and wondering i1
it were possible to get redder than she was
at that moment.

‘“So 1 should imagiue,” langhed Hector ;
““and a long climb, too, to judge from the
state of your dresa ! Why did you not wait
for me and let me come with you ?”

Effie was rather at a loss for an apswer,
for two or three reasons. Concealment was
utterly foreign to her nature, and she saw
that she would be put through her facings as
to where she had been both by Hector and
by her parents, She disliked interference,
and did not care to be questioned by Hector,
and the idea of his having a right over her
coming and going was quite painful to her.

“ The fancy seized me %o start off when 1
did,” she replied, after some slight hesita-
tion. ‘*Do you know if there is any tea in
the drawing-room? I am dying of thirst !”
—and she ran up the steps and into the
house.

““ Dear me, what an appalling object I
am !” she cried, as she caught sight of her-
self in a glass, “ I must run up-stairs and
make myself tidy. Do ring the bell for tea,
Hector, whilst T am gone !”

| news.

Effie told her all that had passed,
and the girl thanked her with tears in her
eyes for the trouble she had taken. BEut
she bad no idea of the weight of the burden
that she had laid upon Miss Dering's shoul-
ders, or of the consequences that would
arise from it.

Heetor Liyndhurst came over that after-
noon. He seemed rather inclined to stand
on his dignity at first, but thawed rapidly
under Effie’s sweet influence; and they
spent a very happy tinmie together, building
castles and making plans for the future,
which stretched so sinilingly before them.
Only Effie would not hear of a hasty mar-
riage. She was “‘ower young to marry yet,”
she fraid, and had not even got accustomed
to the fact of her engagement. Hector
must not mention the word *“‘wedding”
until next year. And with this Hector was
fain to be content.

“But, at the same time, I see nothing to
wait for,” he said gloomily. *“‘Many girls
marry long before they are your age: and
what difference would a few months make ?"

*Now, Hector,” langhed Effie, *‘it is of
no use to argue with me; I mean to have
my way in everything as long as I am Etfie
Dering "

“And when you are [ffie Lyndhurst ?”

“Nous verrons,” she said, laughing.
“But I must not waste my time any more
with you here,” she cried. *“*We must both
go and dress for dinner ; Mr. and Miss Par-
kinson are coming to dine.”

“Why, I thought your mother paid her
first visit there yesterday !”

““Yea: but mother is not ceremonious,
She took a fancy tothe girl-—whom we have
met Lwo or three times at the houses of com-
mon friends—and asked her to come over
and dine anl bring her brother.”

Hector was not tono well pleased ; he want-
ed a stroll with Ethe after dinner, and of
course that would now be impossible. How-
ever, he ecould not dictate to his future
motiher-in-law as to the invitations she
might choose to give, so he followed his be-
loved into thie house—they had been sitting
out on the lawn—and determined to make
himself generally agrecable at dinner.

It was not difficult to be agreeable to the
Parkinsons; they were both charming—
Mable was a most fascinating girl, though
not strikingly pretty, and her . brother
Harcld was tar too good-looking,in Hector’s
opinion, to sit on the other side of the table
with Effie. In fact, these two got on s0
well together that the young man opposite
felt inclined to be jealous. Mrs.
monopolised him, while her husband talked
to Miss Parkinson,so Eiffie and Harold Park-
inson had a long tete-a-tete.

Effie found him delightful. The Parkin-
sons were nouveaux riches ; but these young
people showed no trace of that fact in ap-
pearance, conversation, or manner, unleas it
might be that they were easier in manner
than is usual among young men and maidens
in these days. Parkinson pere haa bought
a mansion called Fairleigh House, with very
large preserves; Harold seemed devoted to
field sports and looked forward to the hunt-
ing season with rapture. This was at once
a bond of friendship between him and Effie,
and they discussed the relative merits of

their different horses during at least three

courses.

At last, to Hector’s relief, the conversa |

tion became general. It turned eventually
on the murder of the Parkinsons' g: mekeep-

She was not long away, but she came
down transformed. A frssh white frock II
had displaced the torn one, her hair was
neatly arrayed, and nothing remained to
show that she hal been taking unworted
exercise but the deepened bloom on. her
cheeks,

““] hope you have not had tea, Hector,”
she said, as she seated herself at the table ;
““for I mean to eat a good meal. Have you
geen mother ?"

‘I have,” he replied stifly. *‘She drove
off to make a call about an hour ago.”

““0Oh, the Parkinsons, of course! What
an escape [ have had ! If I had been here,
I should have been pressed into the service ;
and there is nothing I hate like calling on
new people.”

““Parkinson? That was the man whose
keeper waas killed, was 1t not %"

“‘Yes,” said Etlie, angry with herself at
finding that a burning blush was covering
face and neck. :

She stooped down to pick up her hand-
kerchief, which she had let fall on purpose ;
but she knew that Hector had observed her
heightened colour, and this made her utter-
ly speechless,

Hector had remarked it, and determined
on finding out whom the family consisted
of, and whether there were any young male
Parkinsons addicted to country rambles.
He and Lifie passed a rather manvais quart
e’heure ; and then he had to go, as he was
engaged to dine at a house a long way off.

He was too proud to ask Efiie to ride part
of the way home with him, and she was too
embarrassed to offer her company. So, when
his horse was brought round, he started off
alone, and with a sinking heart Eflie watch-
ed him ride away. She felt thas, though ;
really she had had no other course to pur-
sne, Hector had a right to feel himself bad-
ly treated, and she might have been a little
more gracious at ficst.

She felt thoroughly disgusted with every-
thing and everybody, too tirel to go out
and disinclined to practice her songs. She
took up a book and tried to interest herself
in its contents until her parents returned.
But she could not concentrate her thoughts;
they would wander back to Hector. He had
not even suggested coming the next day;
and she had to go to the pine-wood again
the day after that ; soit might be some time
before she saw him. She was surprised at
the pain that this thought gave her.

““ You must really behave better now that
you are un engaged young lady,"” said Mrs.
Dering to her daughter, as they sat on the
terrace drinking their coifee after dinner.
“Hector did nov seem at all pleased at your
wandering off in that cavalier fashion.”

“ He can’t expect me to be at his beck
and call ail day,” said Effie, throwing up her
head.

“Still, it was rather rude to run away
just as he was coming., Youn were away so
long, too; it must have looked as if you
did it on purpose. I hope you did not go
away to plague him, childie *”

‘‘No, indeed, mother dear!” said Effie,
thankful that for once she could speak the
truth without any wental reservation.

““Well, you must be nice to him to-mor-
row to make up for it,” said Mrs. Dering,
who was one of the most casy-going women

In existence.

So he was coming to-morrow! Effie's
heart gave a glad bound, Nice to him!
She would be that if he gave her the chance;

er. Mr. Parkinsonhadofleredavery largere-
ward to the discoverer of the murderer; and
detectives, both professional and amateur,
were on the lookout at all the ssaport towns,

as well as in London, for this very Joe Davis | hour when he saw several spiders descend

who was 1n hiding so near the scene of the
crime,

et
Dering | doubt but that the animals listen to 3

“How ke has not bzen found is a mystery |

' to me,"” said Harold Parkinson, ‘‘as he las |

distinctive marks, it appears. I never saw
the fellow, but I hear that he is particolarly

they say—taller than the usnal run, and
holding himself like a soldier, with very
white teeth and a deep scar near the lefe
temple. There are not many Englishmen of

good-looking and dark—swarthy as a gypay, i

his class to whom that description could ap-
Iy.”

] f‘ﬂ"lmn was he seen here last ?"”" asked Mcs,

Dering,

‘““The day after the poaching afiray,” re-
plied Harold. “He pretended to have
known nothing about 1t; then one of his
friends warned him that he was suspected
and he disappeared from that day."

*‘I think he must be hiding somewhere
near," said Mabel,

Effie felt her cheeks beginning to burn,
Just at that moment she caught Hector's
eycs fixed upon her. This had not the ef-
fect of lessening her color, and her lover was
lett to imagine the reason of the vivid blush.
He did not connect it with the poacher, and
in his jealous mind put it down to a glance
of admiration from Harold Parkinson, who
was helping her to strawberries at the time.
Hector became noticeably silent for the re-
mainder of the repast, and Eftie was glad
when the ladies rose from the table.

She wandered out upon the terrace with
Mabel, while Mrs. Dering sat by the open
window, interchanging a word with the girls
now and then as they passed her. Then the
two young men came out, and the young
people paired off in the inevitable fashion,
It was a relief to Effie to be obliged to walk
with Harold, She had an idea that Hector
would question her as to her confusion at
dinner; but he had apparently forgotten it
for the moment, though 1t served as a link
in the chain of future events. He was now
racked with jealousy at the sound of Effie’s
light langh as she and Parkinson strolled
along together, and could hardly frame
replies to Mabel Parkinson’s attempts at
conversation,

The young lady—who, being moderately
good-looking, more than moderately clever,
and exceedingly well off, was not accustom-
el to being treated in this off-hand fashion
—found her companion so extremely unin-
teresting that she left him abruptly for the
more congenial society of Mrs, Dering ; and
Heetor, not liking to join the other couple
—or rather wander in search of them, for
they had disappeared into the shrubbery, as
Harold had expressed a wish to see the
tennis-court—sat gloomily nursing his jeal-
ous thoughts till the truants returned, and
Mra. Dering suggested music,

When the Parkinsons had gone, and Effie
made an opportunity of conversing with her
sulky young lover, those two had the usunal
little tiff that accompanied what Hector
was pleased to call Miss liffie’s flirtations ;
but they made it up in a few minutes,
Hector vowing that he was a brute, and
that he would never be such a fool again et-
cetera.

“ Don’t say that,” said Effie, raising her
charming head from his shoulder, where it

and she went happy and tired to bed.

had been contentedly reposing for a moment, |
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“You know, Hector, if we were never wo
quarrel, we could never make 1t up.”
This speech sent him home more infat
ed about her than ever.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Effect of Musiec on Animals.

cal notes. ** There was a work horse of my
own,’’ says Mr. Stephens in his *‘ Buok of
the Farm,” ** that even at his corn would
desist eating and listen attentively, with
pricked and moving ears and steady eyes,
the instant he heard the note low G sounde
ed, and would continue to listen so long aa
it was sustained ;: and another that was
similarly affected by a particularly high
note,” The recognition of the soand of the
bugle by a trooper, and the excitement oc-
casioned in the bunter when the pack give
tongue, are familiar instances of the power
of l.orses to discriminate between different
sounds ; they never mistake one call from
another.

Recognizing the love of horses for musie,
a wealthy enthusiast in the latter part of
the seventeenth century had regunlar con-
certs provided for the benefit of his stud.
Jacques Bonnet, when in Holland in 1688,
visited the stable, and saw there the raised
orchestra from which, once a week, a selec-
tion of favorite airs was played to cheer up
the apirits of the listening animals,

(On sheep and cattle, music, both vocal
and instrumental, has a highly beneficial
effect. There is a poetic saying among the
Arabs that the song of the shepherd fattens
the sheep more than the richest pastures of
the plains, and the saying rests, no doubt,
on a foundation of fact. KFastern shepherds
are in the habit of singing and giping to
quicken the action of the flocks under their
charge. Alamb whizhhadadiscriminatingear
is mentioned by Mr. J. G. Wood. It delight-
ed in the brisk and lively tunes, such as
are set for polkas and quadrilles, but abhored
all slow and solemn compositiona. This
frivilous lamb had the deepeet detestation
for the national anthem, and would set up
such a continuous baa-baa as soon as its ears
were gtruck with the unwelcome sounds
that the musician was fain to close the per=
formance, being silenced by mirth if not by
pity.

When cows are sulky, milkmaide in the
Highlands of Scotland often sing to them
to restore them to good humor.
the oxen that work in the fields are regl,-
larly sung to as an encouragement to
ertion, and no peasant has the sligh

with pleasure.

Deer are delighted with the sound o
music, A traveler in England speaks o
meeting a herd of stags upon the road, fol
lowing a hagpipe and violin. When the
music played, they went forward ; when i
ceased, they all stood still, and in this man-
ner they were brought up out of Yorkshire
toc Hampton Court.

The cheering influence of music is seen in
the case of camels. During their long and

| painful marches the conductors of caravans

often comfort their animals by playing on
instruments. The music has such an effect
that, however fatigued they may be by
their heavy loads, the aniinalsastep out with
renewed vigor.

Seals are very fond of musie, and have
been known to follow a boat for a long dis-
tance in which some one was playing. Ac-
cording to some authorities, the seal prefers
the sound of the bagpipe to that of any
other instrument.

Sir Jchn Hawkins says that one evening
a friend of his was playing by himself in a
house. He had not played a quarter of an

from the ceiling, which came and ranged
themselves about the table to hear him play,
at which he was greatly surprised ; but this
did not interrupt him, being willing to see
the end of such an occurrence, They re-
mained on the table till somebody came to
tell him that supper was ready, when, hav-
ing ceased to play, he told me these insects
mounted to their webs, to which he would
suffer no injury to be done. It was a di-
version with which he often entertained him-
self out of curiosity. —[The Leisure Hour.
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French Love SNongs.

The love songs of France may be traced
back to the time of the Crusaders and chiv-
alry, when the influence ot women began
to be felt in society, and they were no long-
er treated as inferior beings, but set upon
a pedestal to be worshipped. The trouba-
dours and trouveres singing from one end
of France to the other mingled with this
new cult all the beanty and romance of
nature, all the love of Spring, the delight
in trees and flowers and nightingales, the
rapture of sunset and sunrise, the music
of running water. Thus the eleventh cen-
tury seemed to bring a new world into be-
ing, but it was only what men learred to
see, and that feelings which had always ex-
isted found their way into words and mel-
ody Songs as old a8 this still exist and
are popular, and by adding an accompani-
ment to the old simple airs, M. Tiersot
justifies his claim for them to be placed
higher in the scale of art then their more
modern successors.

In this old world of sentimental song the
most remarkable cycle is that of the pas-
torals. One is at first apt to connect this
name with all manner of unreality, and to
gee the shepherds and shepherdesses in
court dress, or at least from a country point
of view. And truly, the pastoral songs
and poems which owed their existence to
troubadours and trouveres did at last find
their way to town and court, and the ori-
ginal ** Robin et Marion, ” itself popular in
the right sense even to this day, was the
fcrerunner of ** Tireis, ” ** Aminte, " **Phil-
is,” ¢¢ Lisidas ""—all the dancing thron
with ribbons and crooks which made I-'E
Jourdain ask. *‘ Pourquoi toujours ces ber-
gers 1"

These mock pastorals, as everybody
knows, are & study in themselves, They
have not interfered with the old peasant
pastorals, any more than the ordinary pop-

disappeared because so many of them, los-
ing their way, strayed also into the artifi-
cial air of courts, and thus lost too theig
own special character., Yet they have livs

on in their old forms among their old com-
panionsin the peasant vrorld te which they
really belong, and of which, on its senti-
mental sidle—which exists in spite of the
esprit gaulois—They give a true picture.—
T'he Contemporary Review.

A Rochester physician who has been ex-
perimenting edr “he subjeet avers that the
mosquito can readily be exterminated by

the use of petrolensa,
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The horse can distinguish between musi-

ular love songs of the Middle Ages have

ed a double life, like other songs, and linger |
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