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A THRILLING STORY OF

S WARD.

LOVE AND ADVENTURE.

CHAPLER XI.—(CoSTINUED.)

¢ Five distinct blushes, and all about |

Taffy,” says Cyril, meditatively. *‘ Happy
Tafly ! 1 have counted them religionsly.
Are you very much in love with him, Lil-
ian ?"

““Tn love’ ! nonsense !" laughing, *“‘1If
you only saw Taffy ! (But,” with a glad
samile, ** you soon will.) He never remem-
bers anything half an hour after he says it,
and besides,” scornfully, he isonly a boy.”

““‘Only aboy' ! Wasthereeversuch wilful
waste !  Such reckless, extravagant, woful
waste! To throw away five priceless,
divine blushes upon ‘only aboy’! Oh that
I were a boy ! Perhaps, Lilian, when you
come to know me longerI shall be happy
enough to have one whole blush all to my-
self.”

““ Be consoled,” says Miss Chesney,
saucily : ‘I feel assured the longer 1 know
you, the more reason I shall have to blush
for you !"

- L & -

All through the day Miss Chesney’s joy
makes itself felt. Sheis thoroughly happy,
and takes very pgood care every one
shall know it. She sings through the
house, *‘ up-stairs, down-staira, and in my
lady’s chamber,” gay as any lark, and
inundates her nurse with vain conjectured
and interrogations : as for example, whether
she thinks Taffy will be much changed,—
and whether twelve months could possibly
produce a respectable moustache,—and if
she really believes the fact of his being a
full-blown dragoon will have a demoralizing
effect upon him.

“ An' no doubtit will, hinny,” says nurse
shaking her beribboned head very solemnly,
¢ T have no opinion of those soldiering ways
myself. [ fear me he will be growing wilder
an’ wilder every day.

¢t Ol ! if that's all " says Miss Lilian,
with a relieved sigh. ““1 am only afraid he
will be growing steadier and steadier ; and
Taffy would be ruined if he gave himself
airs. I ecan't endure dignified young men,”

“T don't think you need fret about that,
my dear,” says nurse with conviction. “ I
never yet saw much sigus of it about him,”

Having used up all nurse’s powers of con-
versation, Lilian goes on to Lady Chet.
woode’'s boudoir, and finds ont from her the
room Taffy will be likely to occupy. Hav-
ing inspected it, and brought up hLalf the
servants to change every article of furniture
in the room iuto a different position, and
given as much trouble as possible, and de-
cided in her own mind the precise flowers
she will place upon his dressing-table the
morning of his arrival, she goes back to her
auntie to tell her all she kas done.

In fact, any one so busy as Miss Chesney
during all this day can scarcely be imagined.
Her activity is surprising, and draws from
Cyril the remark that she ought to go as
hospital nurse to the wounded Tuarks, as she
seems eminently fitted for an energetic life,

After luncheon she disappears for a while,
so that at last—though not for long—some-
thing like repose falls upon the house, which
sinks into a state of guietude only to be
equalled by that of Verne's ** Van Tri-
casse,”’

Miss Beaucharmp is in her room, studying
art ; Cyril is walking with a heart full of
hope towards the Cottage ; Lilian is absent ;
Guy is up-stairs with his mother relating to
hier a new grievance anent poachers.

The lad now in trouble ia an old offender,
and Guy is puzzled what to do with him.
As a rule all scamps havesomething interest-
ing about them, and this Heskett is an un-
acknowledged favorite of Sir Guy’'s.

“Still T know I ought to dismiss him,”
e says, with a rather troubled air, and an
angry, disappointed expression upon his
face,

““He is young, poor lad,” says Lady
Chetwoode.

““So he 18, aud his mother is so respect-
able. One hardly knows what to do. But
this lust is such a flagrant act, and I swore
I would pack him about his business if it
occurred again. The fact is, I rather fancy
the bov, and his wild ways, and don’t like
driving him to destruction. What shall I
do, mother ¥’ |

“Don't do anything, my dear,” replies
ghe, easily.

“T wish I could follow your advice,”—
smiling,—** but, unfortunately, if I l2t him
off again I fear it will be a bad example to
the others. I almost think—--"

But what he thinks on this particular
eubject is never known.

There is a step outside the door,—a slep
wll known to one at least of those within,
—the ““goft frou-trou and runstle” of a
woman's gown,—and then the dooris push-
ed very gently open, and Lilian enters,
with a curious little bundle in her armas.

* Sce what I've got !"" she cries, trium-
phantly, going over to Lady Chetwoode, and
knceling down beside her. ** It's a baby, a
real live baby ! Look atit, auntie : did vou
ever see such a beauty 7"

‘““ A baby,” says Lady Chetwoode, fear-
fully, putting up her glasses, and starin
cantiously down upon the rosy little fellow
who in Lilian's encircling arms is making a
desperate effort to assert his dignity, by sit-
ting up and glaring detiantly around him.

““ Yes, indeed ; I carried him away when
I found him, and have been playing with
him for the last ten minutes in my own
room. Then I began to think that you mighy
like to see him, too.”

‘“ That was very nice of you, my dear,”
~ with some hesitation. ** It is certainly a
very clean baby, but its dress i3 coarse,
Whose baby 1s 1t ¥

‘“ He belongs to the laundress, I think,”
gays Lilian, *“*but I'm mnot quite sure. I
wad running through the kitchen when 1 saw

him ; isn't he a rogue ?” as baby puts up a |

chubby hand to seize the golden locks su
near him : * look at his eyes, as big as
saticers.”

She langhz deiightedly, and baby laughs
back at her again, and makes another
violent jump at her yellow hair. Sir Cuoyv, ¢
pazing intently at the pretty pieture, au
Lilian’s flushed and lovelv face, thiives he
has never before secen her look haif -o
sweet, Gay, merry, fascinating she aliwenys
i8, but with this new and womanly tende.
ness within her eyea, Lier b viuty seems
trebied. “‘See, lic wantsmy hair : is1o not
& tnrfiog " she says, turning her fair face,
rose-red with pleasuce, up to Sz Guy,

L The laurd chud,—TL. wan mv
dear !’ says Lu ly Chetwooue,in afaint tone
of e=poasalauien,

.Hﬂlﬂ

but 1t can’t be hers decidedly, because she
| hasn't got one. "

““ Proof positive,” eays Liuy. _

““ Nor can it be cook's, becanse hers 13
grown : up so it must be the laun-
dress’s. Besides, she was standing by, and
she looked so glad about it and so pleased
when I took it that i am sure she must be
his mother, And of course she is proud of
you,you honny boy : so shonld I be,with yonr
lovely face, Oh ! look at his little hsts ! he
is doubling them up just as though he were
going to fight the world.
fight it, if he likes, a darling ! Come; your
mammy is pining for you.’

As she speaks she rises, but baby 13 loath
to go yetawhile. He crows so successfully
at iaei}r Chetwoode that he makes another
conquest of her, and receives several ventle
pats and a kiss from her, to Lilian’s great
gratification.

“ But he is too heavy for youn,” says her
Indyship, addressing Lilian. * Giuy, ring
the bell for one of the servants to take him
down.” ;

““ And offend his mother mortally. No
indeed, Auntie. We shonld get no clothes
fit to wear next week if we committed such
a betise. As I brought him unp, so I shall
carry him down, thougl, to do him justice,
he is heavy. No servant shall touch him,
the sweet boy—ihis to baby in a fond
aside,

““I will carry him down for yon,” says
Guy, advancing slowly from the window
where he has been standing.

“*You ! Uh, Sir Guy, fancy your conde-
| scending to touch a baby. Though 1 forgot,”
| with a quick, mischievous look at him from
her azure eyes, ‘“ I believe there once was a
baby you even professed to be fond of ; but
that was long ago. By the by, what were
yon looking so stern about just as I came
in? Were you passing sentence ot death on
any one?"

““ Not quite so bad as that,” says Lady
Chetwoode. *“‘It is another of those tire-
some poachers, And this Heskett is cer-
tainly a very naughty boy. He was caught
in the act last mnight, and Guy doesn't
know what to do with him.”

““ Let him off ; forgive him,” says Lilian,
lightly, speaking to her guardian. ** Yon
can't think how much pleasanter you will
feel if you do.”

“I believe you are right,” says Guy,latugh-
ing, “and I daresay I should give him a
last chance,but that [ have passed my word.
Give me that great heavy child : he looks
as though he were weighing you down to
the ground.”

‘I think she holds him very prettily,”
says Lady Chetwoode: **I should like to
have a picture of her just so,”

‘* Perhaps some day she will gratify you,”
returns Guy, encouragigly. ‘‘Are you go-
ing to give me that enfant terrible, Miss
Chesney before you expire "

““Iam stronger than you think. And
are you quite sure you can hold a baby 7—
that you won't let it fall? Take care, now,
and don’t look as though you thought he
would break. That will do. Auntie, don't

J you think he would make a capital nurse ?'

‘“ I hope that child will reach its mother
alive,” saye auntie, in a tone suggestive of
doubt, after which Guy, ﬂscurle:% by Lilian,
leaves the room.

Half-way down the stairs this brilliant
procession meets Florence coming up.

““ What is that ? " she asks, stopping short
in utter amazement, and staring blankly at
the baby, who is blinking his eyes in a most
uncompromising fashion and is evidently
deriving much refreshment from bia little
fat, rea thumb.

‘“ A baby,” says Guy gravely,

‘“ A real live baby,” says Lilian, ** a real
small duck,"” giving the child’s plump cheek
a soft pinch over Guy's shoulder. ** Don't

may give him a kiss in all safety."”

‘* Thanks,” says Florence, drawing her
skirts closer round her, as though the very
idea has soiled her garments. *“I don’t care
about kissing promiscnons babies. Really,
Guy, if you only knew how ridiculous you
look, you would spare yourself the humili-
ation of being so seen by wour servants.”

“‘ Blame Lilian for it all,” returns Guy.
““I know I shall blush myself to death if I
meet any of the women."”

*“ I think Sir Guy never before looked so
interesting,” says Miss Chesney, who is
making frantic play all this time with the
baby ; but its mood has changed, and now
her most energetic efforts are received—not
with smiles—but with stolid indifierence
and unblinking contempt by the young gen-
tleman in arms,

‘“* I cannot say I agree with you,” Miss
Beanchamp says with much subdued scorn,
**and I do not think it is kind to place any
one in a false position.”

She lets a little disdainful angry glance
fall upon Lilian,—who unfortunately does
not profit by it, as she does not see it, —and
sweeps up the stairs to her aunt’s apart-
mente, while Gny, (who is not to be sneered
out of his undertaking) stulks on majestic-
ally to the kitchen, followed by Lilian, and
never pauses until he places the chubby lit-
tle rogue he carries in its mother's arsns, —
who eventually turns out to be the laun-
dress.

‘I am not a judme,” he says to this young
woman, who is curtseying profusely and is
actually consumed with pride, “‘but M:ian
Chesney has declared your sen to be the
loveliest child in the world, and 1 alwavs
agree with Miss Chesney,-—for reasons of my
own.

“‘Oh ! thank you, Sir Guy ; I'm sure I'm
much obliged to you, Miss Chesney,” says
the laundress, turning the color of a full-
bloxi pecny, through excitemeut.

“What is his name " asks Lilian, giving
the boy alast ford poke with her pretty
slender Gager,

““Alaram, miss,” replies the mother,
which name nuch displeases Lilian, who
would have liked to hear he was calied
Al rie, or Lancelot, or any other poetical
appellation switable for the most beautiful
chidin the word.

““A very charming name,” savs Guy,
gravely : and having squeezed a half-sover-
dgn into the little fello='s fat hand, he and
istan go through the passages into the open
alr.

““ (iuardy,” says Lilian, ‘* what is a ¢ pro-
miscuous baby "

““] wish I knew,” repliea he: *“ T confess
it has been puzzling e ever since. We muast
ask T'lsrence when we go in. :

Here thiey both langh a little, and stroli

“ Weall, Jane was bolding it in her arms,

[

e ]

And g0 he shall |-

be frightened, Ilorence ; he don’t bite : you 1

#®inwelcome in my house,

=TT — =" e ———

SAYS,—

““ Tell me, who is the Heskett you and
auntie were talking about just nowr "

*“ A boy who lives down in the bollow
beneath Leigh's farm,—a dark boy we met
one day at the end of the lawn : you remiem-
ber him 7"

““A lad with great bluck eyes and a hand-
some face? with just a lhittle soupcon of
wickedness about him ? of course I do. Oh !
I lilke that boy. You must forgive him, Sir
(iuy, or [ shall be unhappy forever,”

“Do you know him ¥

Y Yes, weil. And hiza mother, too : she is
a dear old thing, and, but that she has an
undeniable penchant for tobaceo, wounld be
periection. Guardy, you must forgive him.”

““ My dear child, I ean’t.”

““Not when I ask you ?” in a tone of purest
astonishment,

**Not even then, Ask mesomelhing alse
—in faet, apything,—and 1 will grant it,
but not thia,™

“‘I want nothing else,” coldly. *I have
set my heart on freeing this poor boy, and
yon refuse : and it is my first request.”

“It is always your first request,is it
not?’ he says smilinga rather troubled
smile. *'Yestarday s

““Oh, don't remind of whatI may have
said yesterday,” interrupts Miss Chesney,
nnpatiently : ““think of to-day! I ask von
to forgive Heskett—for my sake.”

““You should try to understand all that
would entail,” speaking the more sternly in
that it makes him positively wretched to
say her nay : *‘if T were to forgive Heskelt
this time, I shonld have every second man
on my estate a poacher.”

“On the contrarv I believe you would
make them all your devoied slaves,

'The quality of mercy is not strain'd

1t droppeth, as the gentle dew from heaven,

Upon the place beneath ;it is Lwiece bless'd.
You are straining yours, WWhy not pardon
the boy generously and make him happy 7"

“I have said I would not, and even you
can hardly think it right that I should
break my word.

““ No, you would rather break his moth-
er's heart !" By this time the spoiled Lilian
has quite made up her mind to have her
own way, and i8 ready to try any meanas to
gain it. ** Your word !” she says, disdain-
fully : “*if you are going to emulate the
Medes and Persians, of course there is no
use of my argning with you. You ought to
be an ancient Roman ; even that detestable
Brutus might be considered soft-hearted
when compared with you.”

““Sneering, Lilian, is a habit that *hould
be confined to those old in sorrow or world-
ly wisdom : it sits badly on such lips as
OUrs,

“Then why compel me to indulge in it ?
(Give me my way in this one instance, and I
will be good, and will probably never sneer
again.”

“*I cannot.”

““ Then don't !" paughtily, made exceed-
ing wroth by (what she is pleased to term)
his obstinacy. ‘I was foolish in thinking
I could influence you in any way. Had

yes instantly.”

* Florence would never have asked me to
do anything so ureasonable.”

“ Of course not ! Florence never does
wrong in your eyes ! 1t 1s a pity every one
else does not regard her as favorably as you
do.”

“ I think every one thinhs very higaly of
her,” angrily.

“Do you? It probally pleases wou to
think so. I, for one, do not.”

** There is a certain class of people whose
likes and dislikea cannot possibly be
accounted tor,” says Guy, somewhat bitter-
ly. * I think you would find a ditliculvy in
explaining to me your vehement antipathy
| tewards Miss Beauchamp. You should re-
! member ¢ unfounded prejudices bear no
| weight.' "

“That sounds like one of Miss Beau-
champ’s own trite remarks,” says Lilian,
with a disagreeable langh. ¢ Did you learn
it from her ?”

To this Chetwoode makes no reply, and
Lilian, carried away by resentment at his
apen support of Florence and by his deter-
mination not to accede to her request aboat
woungz Heskett, says, passionately,—

““ Why should you lose your temper about
it ?"" (iv is her own temper that has goae
astray). *“‘Itisall not worth a quarrel.
Any one may plainly sec how hateful I am
to you. In a thonsand ways you show me
how badly you think of me. You area
petty tyrant. If I could leave your house,
where I feel myself unwelcome, —at least so
far as you are concerned,—I wonld gladly
do so.

Here she stops, more fromn want of breath
than eloquence.

‘“ Be silent,” says Guy, turning to con-
front her, and thereby showing a face as
pale as hera 1s flugshed with childish rage
and bafllement. ** How dare you speak like
that !” Then, changing his tone, he says,
quietly, ** You are wrong : you altogether
mistake. Tammno tyrant; [ do what is just,
accordiryr to my own conscience. No man
can do more. Asto what else you may have
| gald, it 13 impossible yon can feel yourself
I do not believe

l you feel it.”

“Thank you,” still defiant, though in
truth she is a little friclitened by his man-
per ; ** that is as much as to say [ am tell-
ing a lie, but I do kelieve it all the same.
Every day you thwart and disappeint me in
one way or another, and you know it.™

““ T do not, indeed. It distresses me much
that you.shouid say so. So much that
against my better judgment 1 givein to
you in this matter of Heskett, if only to
prove to you how you wrong me when you
say I wish to thwart you. Heskett is par-
doned.”

So saying, he turns irom her abrupt-
![3’ and half contemptususly, and, strikiog
| nerose the giass, makes for.a path that leads
indireculy to the stables.

When he has vone some yarda it occurs
to Miss Chesney that she feels decidedly
small. Sue Lias grined her peint, it is true,
but 1n a sorry fashiun, and one that laavea
her discontented w:th her snccess, She fonls

¥

el
that nad he doae rightly he would have re-
fused to bandy words with ber at all npon
the subject, and he wourid not have par-
coned the reprehensible Ieskett ; some

thing in his manner, too, which she
chopses to think downipeering, rendcers her
angry still, together with a vague,

nneasy consciousness that he has treated
ior throughout as a child and given in to
her merely because 1t is a simpler matter to
surrender one's judgment than to argue
wiia foolish youth,

This tast thought is intolerable. A child,
todecd ! She wili teach liim she i3 nochild,
and that wemen nay {<7c sense although
dr have nok reached the admirable age of

on for a Lime in silence. At length, being six-and-twenty.

Tprnmpi-eﬂ thereto by her evil genius, Lilian 1

' Guardy—are yon mnot really glad
| Florence asked you, you would have said |

1 nient’s nolice in favorof a di{:m'urahip.

Withont further thought she runs after
him, and, overtaking him just as he turns
the corner, says, very imperiously, with a
view tG sustaining her dignity,—

“8ir Guy, waat: [ want to speak to
TOu.

““Well,” he says, stopping deald short,
and answering her in his iciest tones. He
barely looks at her ; his eyes, having once
met hers, wander away again withontan in-
stant s lingering, as thouzh they had seen
nothing worthy of attention. This plain
ignoring of her charms is bitter to Miss
Chesney,

““I do not want you to forgive that bhoy
against your will,” she says, haurghtily,
“Take back your promise.”

““Impossible ! Yon have made me break
my word ro myselt, nothing shall induce
me to break my word to you. Desides, it
would be unfair to Heskeit. If I were to
dismiss him now I should feel as it 1 had
wronged him,”

“ But 1 will not have his pardon so.”

““ What !"—scornfully,-—*¢ after having
expended ten minutes in hurling at me
some of the aeverest eloquence it has ever
been my fate to listen to, all to gain this
Heskett's pardon, vou would now have it
rescinded ! Am I to understand so much %"

‘““ No ; butl hale ungraciousness."

““So do I,”-—meaningly,—‘¢ even more
than I hate abusge.”

““ Did I abnse you 7

““I leave you to answer that question.”

““1 certainly,” with some hesitation,
“‘said youn were a tyrant.”

“You did,” calmly.

““ And that——"

““Do not let us go over such distasteful
gronnd again,” inlerrupts he, impatiently :
““you paid ail yon counld say,—and you
gained your object. Does not even that
satisfy you "

*“1 wish I had never intereated myself in
the matter,”’ she says ancrily, vexed with
herself, and with him, and with everything.

‘‘ Parhaps your wisdom would have lain
in that direction,” returns he, coolly. ““ But
as you did interest yourself, and as the
vietory lies with you, you should be the one
to rejoice,”

“Well, T don’t,” she says impulsively:
And then she looks at him in a half-defiant,
half-penitent, wholly charming way, letting
her large soft eyes speak for her, as they
rest full upon Lis face. There is something
in her fresh young beauty almost irresistible,
Guy, with an angry sigh, acknowledges its

ower, and going nearer to her takes both
ﬁer clasped hands in his,

““What a bad-tempered little giri you
are I he says, in a jesting tone, that ia still
full of the keenest reproach. ““ Am I as
bad as Brutus and all those terrible Medes
and Persians? 1 confess you made me
tremble when you showered upon me all
those awiul comparisons,”

““ No, no, I was wrong,” she says hastily,
twining her small fingers closely around
his ; then very softly, ** Youare always for-
giving me, are you not? But yet—tell e,
b you
that poor Heskett? 1
cannot be pleased about it myself
so long as I think I have only
wrung your promise from you against
your will. Say you are glad if only to make
me happy.”

“] would do anything to make yon
happy,—anythiug,” he says, in a strange
tone, reading anxiously her lovely riante
face, that shows no faintest trace of such
tenderness as he would fain see there ; then,
altering his voice with an effort, ** Yes, I
believe I am glad,” he says, with a “short
laugh : ¢ your intercession has removed a
hateful duty from my shonlders,”

* Where ia the boy ! Is he locked up, or
confined anywhere ?"

‘“ Nowhere. I never incarcerate my vie-
tims,” with a slight trace of bitterness still
in nis manner. *‘ He 1s free as air, in all
human probability poaching at this present
moment.”

hare pa rdoned

“ But if he knows there 18 punishment in |
store for him, why doesn't he make his |
escape ¥

“pfcm must ask him that because I can-
not answer the question. Perhaps he does
not consider me altogether such a fiend as
you do, and may think it likely I will show
mercy at the last moment. "

“* Or perhaps,” says Lilian, ** he has made |
his escape long azo.”

‘] don’t think so, Indeed, I am almost
sure if yon lcok straight along that field "—
pointing in a certain direction—*‘you will
see the young gentleman in question calmly
sinoking the pipe of peace upon a distant
wall.”

**I1t i3 be,” says Lilian, in a low tone,
after a careful examination of the youthful
smoker. ‘‘How little he seems to fear his
fate !

“Yes; just fancy how lightly he views
the thougiit of falling into the clutches of a
monster !” remarks Chetwoode, with a
mecking smile.

“I think you are a little hard on me,”
gays Lilian, reproachfully.

“Am 17" carelessly, preparing to leave
her. *“1fyou see that promising piotege of
yours, Lilian, you can tell him from me
that he 18 quite at liberty to carry on his
nighuly games a3 soon as he pleases,
have no idea what a solace that news will
be to him ; only, if you have any regard for
him, advise him not to be caught again.,”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)
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She Conld Not Plough.

A story is told of a bashful young Georgia
swain, wha called on his sweetheart to pro-
pose. Here isa sample of the conversation

¢+ Niss Addie, can you sweep the floor "

“ Why, yes ;: of course I can,”

‘¢ Can you cook ?”

u“lh.'{,,!.!'

“ Can you wash %°

¢ Yes, I can wash, too.”

‘¢ And scour *"

“Yes,”

“ Well, can you cut wood 2"

“ ] kave ¢t wood, too.”

“ Did vou ever hoe U’

“f Somaticaes,

¢ Pick cotton?”

““ Yua, nick cotton alzo.”

“* Can vou plough.”

““ Na, I c:n’t plough.™

“Well, then, I ean plough for both of

e

He got her.

A special cable despatch from Paris says
that there is a general desire for a change
of (Gevernment, and tha’ the dissatisfaction

You

with President Carnot’s negative policy is
increasing.
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PECULIARITIES OF GREAT MEN,

—— e

@dditles of Writers, El.:ttr!\ﬁ’l‘tu and dthers
of Ancient and !'rli:-di:r'*n Times.

Swift liked to write in bed,

Tamerlane was an eminent chess plaver.

Bach's favorite pastime was ga.rdﬁniné,

toscoe Conkling was an excellent ama-
tear boxer,

Danton was the most noted card player
of his day.

Socrates was said to be the ugliest man
of his time.

Dr. Johnson drank
of tea.

Queen Victoria, during her youth, was
fond of archery,

Hesiod hated women, and took no pains
to conceal the fact.

Iimerson declared that he composed best
wlen walking.

Charles I1. spent much time in his chemi=
cal laboratory.

Fox, the orator,
pleasure in gambling.

Robespierre was fond of reading poetry
aloud to his friends.

"ir-'ir:.tpn could not listen to the sound of a
fute without fa.ianug.

Virgil, during the summer season, filled
hia honse with butterfies,

Nero was fond of music, and attained great
proficiency in the art,
~ Francis I. was known as the most skillful
jouster of his country,

Balzae, when not at work at his novels,
entertained himself sketching.

I'rederick the Great was a musician and
devoted much tine to the Qute.

Charlemagne was said to be the best
player a$ checkers of his century.

Thomas Carlyle’s most congenial recre.
atlon was smoking in his garden.

(ladstone is fond of wood cutting, and
often amunses himself in this way.

Henry VI of Engiand had the reputa-
tion of being an inveterate miser.

Ivan the Great was fond of torturing
animals and seeing their blood run.

More's ‘‘Utopia " was writien as an
amusement and to divert his friends.

Napoleon’s favorite dainty was bloed
pudding made with plenty of tallow.

Queen Elizabeth was profane, and when
an%ry would kick and cuff her maids.

John ‘Vesley never took any form of di-
version, but utilized every moment.

Stelley was fond of boating and finally
lost his life in an accident to his boat.

Blackmore, the novelist, is fond of gar-
dening, and has made it his profession.

Aristotle found amusement in walking on
the seashore and collecting specimens,

Mirabeau loved dogs, and had a famous
pet, Chico, to which he was much attached.

Mrs. Radcliffe ate raw pork before going
to work con a particularly thrilling chapter.

Voltaire was afraid to sleep in the dark,
and invariably woke if his candle went out,

Henry IV. of France had the ** cat ague,”
or trembled whenever a cat was in sight.

(Queen Anne detested the smell of roses,
and became sick when they were in the
room.

William the Conqueror was immoderate-
ly devoted to dog fighting and bear
baiting.

Mary Stnart had a lap dog that followed
her to the scaffold, and soon after died of
agrief,

Washington was devoted to fox hunting
and 1n the season usually hunted twice a
week.

Socrates was found of playing with chil-
dren, and was often seen busy with them
ab their games.

Mme. de Stael carried a bit of stick in
her hand and played with it as an aid to
conversation.

Leigh Hunt, when tired out with work,
found relexation in riding to and fro on the
London omnibusecs,

Dumags, pere, disliked a noise in the house
while he was writing, and kept a pet buz-
zard in his room.

Paley, the author of the ‘¢ Natural
Theology,” was fond of fishing, and often
spent days at the sport.

Garrick learned his trade by walking the
London streets, and often said : ** My
achool was the street corner.

Berlioz, though so famous as a composer,
could play no instrument except the guitar
and that very badly.

Herrick, the poet was fond of pigs as pets
and taught one to follow him about and to
drink beer out of amug.

Hazlitt was an enormons drinker of stron
tea, which completely upset his nerves :mﬁ
made him miserable,

Handel used, when traveling, to order
dinner for three, or, if hungry, for five, and
then eat the whole himself,

Francis Bacon was fond of fine clothes,
and spent much of his leisure in devising
new costumes for conrt cccasions.

Michael Augelo found pleasure in poetry
as a relief from seulpture and architecture,
and some of his poems still survive,
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Mow Fishea Ent.

The curions way in which fishes eat is a
study. Some fishes have teeth and some
none at all. In some the teeth are found
upol the tongue, in some in the throat, and
in some in the stomach. Some draw in the
food by suction ; the sturgeon 1s one of this
class. The jelly-fish absorbs all its food by
wrapping it body round the vrey it covets.

The star fish fastens itselt to its victlim,
turns its stomack wrong side oul and en-
gulfs its dinner swithont the formality of
swallowing it through the mouth first, much
less of asking permission.

Then there 13 a peculiar little crab, the
horseshoe crab, swwihizh chews up its food with

immoderate quantities

found his greatest

i its lege or claws bofore 15 passes the morsels

ovel to its mouth. While other erabs and
lobsters inasticate their food with their jaws
and afterward compiete the work with an
extra row of teeth located in their stom-
achs,

So there are all sorts of methods for thosa
regularly toothless, and the fishes which
have teeth shiow almost as great a diversity
in the number, style and arrangement of
them.

The ray or skate has a month set trans-
versely acrozs its head, the jaws working
with a rolling motion like two hands set
back to back. In the jaws are three rows
of At tecth, set like a muigsaic, and hetween
these rolling jaws the fish crushesoysters and
their inndlnsiis like so many nvts,

The carp s teeth are set back io the phar-
ynx, so that it actually masticates 1cs food
in it throat : while the sea urebhin nas five
teeth surrounding ita atomach, and working
with a peculiar centralized motion, which

— ~E . : . : | . :
I'he dissatisfaction is said to makes them do as good service as it they
extend to the younger army officers, and nuinbered hundreds.

And tiiege are only a

that their vote would be given ar a mo- | very few of the add methods in whizh E"i.l-hﬂu
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