Through Storm and Sunshine

—_
CHAPTER III.—Continued.

It was six o'clock before Gerald Dor-
man presented himself in the charac-
ter of an invited guesl in the draw-
fug-room. He looked with some curi-
osity for Miss Nesiie's entrance. How
would she receive the coming inler-
loper, the young wife who was in great
mensure to wrest her kingdom from
herr.

She come in soon afturward; and
though he had seen her often in the
brilliancy of evening toilet he was
startled. She looked older, more dig-
nified : more stolely; she looked far
more like the wife of the master of
the house than his daughter. It was
such a strange toilet, too—all black,
with gleaming diamonds throwing
out the loveliest of lights—a dress of
rich bluck lace; the perfect curves of
her shoulders and arms were shown to
perfection, the white neck looked the
fairer for the ccntrast. A diamond
gtar shone in the coils of silken hair;
p diamond cross glittered on the
while breust. She had evidently chos-
en o toilet that would add to her age
and dignity; she had tried to look
older instead of younger and she had
succeeded. The lovely Southern face
bhpd lost none of it color; the dainty
rose-lenf flush was on her cheeks, .the
rich erimson on her lips. He had look-
ed on many fair women, but none 80
fair as this daughter of the Neslies.

She did not spenk when she entered
the room ; she looked at him with calm,
graceful indifference—it was not of-
ten thnt she seemed to take any spe-
cial interest in the young secrelary.
He rose with a grave, ceremonious
bow ; she took up a book and sat down
by the open window.

“ How proud she is!” he thought.
* 71 um less to her than the ground be-
peath her feet, Lthan the leaves on

the trees—less than the faded flowers

yhe throws away—yet I——-Dear Heav-
pn, 1 dare not think how I love her—
[ dare scarcely say it even to myself ™

He watched her as she sat there; the
white jeweled hands that twrned the
pages of her book so listlessly never
trembled, the color never varied on
her face, even when the sound of Lhe
parriage wheels was heard, and Ger-
ald Dorman rose with an agitated face,
paying—

“They are here, Miss Neslie.”

“ They are earlier than I expected,”
was the calm reply.

She did not lay her book down oT
make any sign of disturbing hersel.
Gerald trembled with excitement and
agitation.

“ Miss Neslie, are you not going
down in the hall? Sir Arthur will ex-
pect it, I—"

“ Pray, do not trouble yourself, Mr
Dorman; J am not going down into
the hall. You can, of course, please
yourself.”

He went—more to save her than gra-
tify himself—and he owned that it was
n eight well worth seeing—the grand
pntrance hall, with its mosaioc pave-
ment, its great stands of flowers and
prange trees, the wealth of antiquities
that decorated the walls, the long line
of domestics, all standing to welcome
the bride. He saw Sir Arthur, tall
and stately, with a pleased, bright ex-
pression on his face, leading by the
hand a lady whose features he ocould
not see, for she wore a vail; but her
figure was the very perfection of

mace. Sir Arthur held her hand in
is, and in a few well-chosen words
introduced her to his dependents ua
their future mistress, L.udy Neslie.
Then, seeing Genald, he held out his
hand, with a frank, kindly smile.

1 wm glad to see you, Mr. Dorman.
We have had quite a royal reception,
such a welcome home as we shall nev-
er forget. I have been quite touched
by it. Where is Miss Neslie ¢’

There wne a moment of blank sil-
pnce—of silence inexpressibly painful
—and every one felt it to be so. Where
wys she who had always hurried to
meet him, who hud been wont to fling
her nrms round his neck, regardless
of who wus present, and give him
such a rapturous welcome home? Sir
Arthur looked around, but the fair
fisee of his danughter was not there.
Gerilld hastened to reply:

** Miss Neslie is in the drarwing-room
Sir Arthur; she awaits you there.”

He suw a sudden darkening of the
baronet's face, but just then a sweet,
lingering voice, suid—

““ How charming, Arthurl
English mnnsions like this§”

The voice wus sweet and clear, the
pccent pretty and piquant after the
fashion of French ladies who speak
English well. It seemed to have a
magical charm for Sir Arthur; his
face cleared and his eyes Lrightened.

“ No, Valerie,” he replied ; " there are
few houses, even in
thiﬂi'lll‘

Then Lady Neslie spoke to Mrs. Spen-
ser, to the butler, and one or twoof
the head servanta. Sir Arthur, turn-
ing to her, said—

“We will go to the drawing-room,
Valerie—Miss Neslie is there. Come
with us, Mr. Dorman.”

It seemed to Gerald that the mas-
ter of the Abbey wuas, after wll, in no
hurry to meet his child. He seemed
to linger by the wuy, pointing out a
rare picture or statue to his wife,
Gerald began to suspect that the

1d baronet felt some little trepid-
ation at the thought of meeting his
still proud deughter. They passed
through the magnificent suit of rooms
the strunger's sweet voice sounding
likke the cooing of a dove; yet, sweet
as it wae, Gerald feared that there
wias somathing insincere in the ring
of it.

When I]lE}' resched the dl'.’l.\'.-'i‘l:‘lg-
yoom, Vivien was still sitting where
he had left her ; but when they ‘enter-
ed she rose with a stately grace all
her own. Sir Arthur released his

Are all

wife's hand and went up to his daugh-
ter. She stood before him, tall, dark,
dignified, avith sl the pride of her
muce [laghing in her dark eyes.

* My dear Vivien," said Sar Arthur,

England, like |

“ how well you are looking. Have you
no word for me

She did not clasp her arms round his
neck. nfter the old, impulsive fashion,
nor did she rnise her beautiful face
to kiss him: and Sir Arthur felt that
it wns the beginning of hostilities.
She held out her hand to him.

“ Welcome home, papa,” she said,
brriefly.

“Thank you, Vivien. And now, my
darling, I want you Lo welcome some
one else—I want you to welcome my
beloved wife.”

If it hnd been to save her life, Vi-
vien could not have smiled, could not
have uttered a kindly word. She made
a stiff, formal courtesy, nnd there
wns n moment of painful silence.
Again Gerald saw the baronet’s face
darkening—again the soft, ecooing
voice scemed to break the spell. Sir
Arthur's wife held out her hand to
Sir Arthur’s daughter.

“The greatest pleasure I had in
coming to Lancewood was the hope
that you would love me."

“You are very good,” said Vivien,
ooldly.

“ Good—nay.” opposed the sweet
voice, * I do not know that I am good.
Ah, that is an English idiom | They
are hard to understand. If wishing
for love makes one good, then am I
good."

A smile, almost of contempt, ourled
Vivien's lips, as she saw her father

| wile.

“ As though words meant anything!”
enough, but the very sound of her
voice is false.”

Sir Arthur turned to his daughter.

“ [ venture to promise for you, Vi-
vien, that you will soon love Lady
Neslie—no one can help it. Valerie, you
will like to go to your apartments.
Perhaps, Vivien, you—"

“ Has Lady Neslie a maid 7" she ask-
ed, quickly.

* Yes,” replied Sir Arthur.

“ Thean she had better go with her.
I will speak to you, papa.”

CHAPTER IV.
Indy Nasiie left the drawing-room,

keeper, soon found herself in the mag-
nificent rooms appointed for ber. She
listened to Mrs. Spenser's explana-
iicmﬂ, and then courteousiy dismissed
er.

“ This is very good, .Marie,” she said
to her maid, when they were aione.
“ I never thought to find Lancewood
so grand. It is a palace; 1 bave seen
nothing like it.”

“ It is none too good for miladi,”™
observed the girl; “and I wish you,
miladi, years of happiness in ) ey

“ ] shail be happy enough,” said ithe
bride: * plenty of money always
makes one happy. Marie, find me the
prettiest dress 1 have. This young
lady, Sir Arthur's daughter, is stately
and Leautiful as a princess; 1 feel
quite puwain and insignilicant by ber
side. Iind poe something very nice,
that I may surpass her.”

““ She cannot be more beautiful than
miladi,” declared the girl flattering-
ly.

“Yes, she is. You do not undar-
she has the manuer ol a prinuess;‘aha
[apuuk:-: like one. Find me my pretiiest
dress und my rarest jewels. She shall
not surpass me.” A

* But, mdladi, is it good tasle—jewsis
and a courtly costume for this din-
ner en famiilef I thinknot. My late
mistress, the Duchess of Fitzburgh,
never mude a very elaborate toilet lor
dinner with her own family.”

“Of course you know bes(,” said
Lady Neslie, impatiently. "1 wish
(here had never been a Duchess of
Fitzburgh; she is always being guoted
against me. Have your own way, Ma-
rie.”

“No, miladi—you¥ way, not mine, 1f
your ladyship will trust Lo me, your
toilet shall be such a8 Sir Arithur's
daughter cannot help admiring.”

tween “miladi” and ber mald
they (were togelher alone. VW hen
Lady Neslie was impatient, Marie gave
her plenty of sound advice, always
quoting, as a last resort, the Dluch-
ess of Fitzburgh. Lelt to hersell,
Lady Nesliee would have chosen some
elaborale costume; she would have
decked herself witbh costly jewels. Ma-
rie's good taste prevailed, The young
 wife worg a dress of plain white silk,
trimmed with silver net, a few beau-
tiful pearls in her hair, and a neck-
lace of pearls round ber throal.
was pretiy and bride-like. Lady Nes-
lie owned that nothing could bLe bel-
 Ler.

. "I shall have to dress well and use
all my powers of pleasing,” she said
|tu Lerself ; “‘for Miss Neslie does not
|like me, I am sure. 1 have won Sir
| Arthur—now I must (ry to win her.”
| If she bad seen Vivien just then, she
'would have despaired of ever winoving
| her. My, Dorman bhad, much (o Lhe
'baronet’s xuscomfilure, quitled the
| Toom. He had hoped to avoid all pri-
'yvale conversalion wilh bis daughter,
'but her strong will prevailed—Lhey
were lefl alone. Then Vivien went
up to him and clasped her arms round
his neck.

|  *“Welcome homs, papu !
kiss you before, with that stranger
here. Ok, papa, why have you
brought hef? Why have you marri-
ed her? "Was not Ilenough for yout#
| Why did you bring her here—a girl—
lonly a girl? Why did you marry her §"
| Sir Arthur looked very uncoimnfort-
able, It was not the pleasantest po-
'silion in the world, He tried to make
the best of it. He threw his arms
round her and drew her nearer to
. him.

| “You ask why I married her. The
| reason will perhaps not seem suffici-

lent to my proud Vivien. 1t was be-
lecanse [ loved her.”
“¥You had me to love,' she inler-

rupied, quickly.

“True, and I love you now;
that did not prevent my loving Val-
erie. Wait unltil you know her.”

“It will make no difierence ,papa,
You cannot expect ma to love a |girl
whom you have pul in my molher’'s

place. Have you forgolten my mo-
ther that you bring this stranger
bere §

*No, 1 have nol forgotten your mo-
ther, Vivien ; but a man cannot always
keep his heart buried in a grave. 1 have
mourned 1ruly enough for her. You
ought rather to be pleased thatl have
| found some one to brighten my lue.

' looking with rapt devotion at his new |

thought Miss Neslie. " Hers are sweet |

and, with her maid and the house- |

stand. She has the face of a princess; |

There was a Strange familiarity be- !
when |

1t |

I could not |

“I brightened your lite,” she said,
‘wilh jealous pain, *“Oh, papa, you
'were all the world to mel No one
| will 1.va you a3 I did. 1 had no (hcught
‘but you; and now, you have brought
i stranger to stand between us. How
could youf#"

Tears gose to the dark, beautiful
eyes.

“I loved you so much, dear,” she re-
pea.ed. “How could you bring her
here §'*

He was more troubled than he cared
to own—his voice trembled, his hands
shook.

“Come, Vivien, you disappoini{ me,
chought you would have been more
| generous—I thought you would wel-
lcome my wife.”

“Our happy life is all over,” she
said. “You may think you will love
me as much, buc it will never bg the
same again, papa—never again. bShe
|will b2 between us. You w.ll love
 your wife baiter than your daughter—
you will siudy ber, not me—you will
think of her—consult bher wishes, not
;nlijn-a; she will be misiress here, not

“Yes, that is true, Vivien ; she is mmy
wife, and 'she mus. be m.stress. I am
glad you have Lhe goond sense to re-
cognize that.,”

“Your very kindness in ‘the years
‘gone past' bas been an injury to me,”
leaid Vivien. “You made me mistress
of your house when I was but a chiid
—{he habit of rule has grown with me
—and now, you ask me Lo give up the
au. hority of years to a girl not old-
er than myself, It is not just, papa.”

“I never |ELcught of marrying again,
Vivien—no hing was ever fari her.rom
my thoughts.”

“Then why did you marry, papaf”
she asked, reproachfully.

“Well, you see, my dear, I really
could not: help it. I fell in love with
Valerie, that’s/ the plain truth—noth-
ling more nor less. I was happy with
Ih-a::.r, unbhappy when away from her.
'So I determined to try to be always
‘happy. I asked 'her to marry me, and
|15he consented. Now that it is done,
| Vivien, iry to make all things plea=
sant—try to love her.”

“I cupposa I mus! tolerate her,” said
Miss Neslie. "“As for loving her, a
pretty face would never bewitch me.
' I shall never love ber, if only because
she has taken my mother's place.”

“That is'not a fair view of the mat-
It-ar,'* observed Sir Arthur. “Remember,
‘Vivien, she has taken a vacant place.
| Your mother’'s, alas! is empty I”

“I know fit, and, papa, I cannot love
‘the one who would full it. Do not
‘think me wicked. I am jealous Lor my
imother—my darling mocher, Livery
' kind word you give this stranger, ev-
‘ery kind look, will seem an insult to
my mother’s memory. My mother lov-
ed yow so—and do you remember how
of len you have told me that when she
| lay dying she asked you never 10 Inar-
'ry again? What arer men like that
they can love twice and marty twice "

Her passionate words startled him.

“Hush, Vivien!” he said. *“lL 18 all
too late. I—I didd not think of these
things, my dear. Show your love for
me by being kind to my wife.”

] wwill show my love [or my molher
by preventing any one from ever tak-
i:ig her place,” was the abrupt re-
ply.

“Vivien, try to like my wife. OShe
is young—try to make her happy. Ah,
thiere is the first dinner-bell,” con-
tinued Siv Arthur, thankful for the in-
terruption, *“ and I am not dressed!
| You will try to amuse Valerie, will
| you nol, when she comes down? I
may as well say, wlile we are on the
subject, that, as shg 1s so young, it
' would be absurd for you 1o call her
anyi hing except Valerie.”

She laughed scornfully.

“Did you ever imagine, papa, thatl
= : i
ghould eall that girl mamina ¥

| His faca flushed hollyl at the
'ti,-mpt 1 hear voice, but
ewer: and the next moment Vivien
'was alone—alone with her impotent
wraih, her wounded love, her heart-
ache—alone wilh sorrow that tore her
breast, with pride that burned the soul
wilhin her. She clenched her white
| [ingers as she stood there.

“He loves her already,” she said, "a
'thouand times better than me.”

Then the bell rang, and Mr. Dor-
maa entered, He looked surprised at
finding her alone; he looked at the
beauiiful face and flushing eyes,

“l] should not bhave liked to be in
8ir Arthur's place,” he thought to
himself. He made somo commonplace
remark, bul she did nol hear it; aod
‘then the door opened =mgain, &and
what seemed to them a vision of light
and loveliness entarsd—a fair bright
girl witly laughing eyes and a beauli-
ful mouth, a girl witlr golden-brown
hair and a lovely fuce, teeth that
gleamed like little pearls befween
scarlet lips, a light girlish figure with
trailing white robes and pearls in her
hair. Shs went up to Vivien and
looked laughingly into her face.

“I must not call you Miss Neslie,”
she said—"that has a formal sound.
Sir Arthur was always talking of
"Vivien,” Will you leL me call you *Viv-
ien't I have learned to know you Dy
that namae."

Miss Neslie had recciled suddenly as
Lady Neslie approached her; and now
| Lhe two stood face (o [ace, the young
secrelary intently «wvatching the
scene.  He thought to himself that it
was like the firsti act of o tragedy—
Vivien 1all da: k, stately, {he dlamonds
gleaming in her black dress; Val-
erie fair, graceiul, slender, with her
wkhkite dress and langhing face,
| *“ShallIcall you "Vivien I"" she ask.
ed, not at all dismayed by Misa Nes-
‘lie’s hauteur.

|

con-
hé made no an-

i
buat

jen replied. With all her burning
jealousy and angry disdain, her outi-
raged pride and love, she could not
quite forget her good breeding.

"] told Sir Arthur very often that 1
was quitey sure I should be dreadfully
jealous of his charming Vivien,” cou-
tinued Lady Neslie, “and now 1 see
qui.e enough to make me s0.”

The grave bow (hat was her only an-
swer did not daunt her,

“You look very grave, Vivien—sea, 1
avail myself of your permission. Grav-
ily seem8 to be Lhe pervading charac-
teristic of the English. In Irance ev-
|ery one smiles, looks pleased, inierest-
ed, appy ; here tha people are all mel-
ancholy, serious, grave. I must teach
you to laugh, Vivien.”

“She s posiiively audacious,"
thought Gerald to himself, and then
bhe cawe to Lhe rescue. He drew near
to Lady Neslie with a photograph of
the Abbey in his hand. While he was
showing it to har, Vivien, walked
away Lo the other end of the room,

1!

' Lady Neslie looked afier her wilh a
peculiar smile, and then she turned to
Lthe :secrelary.

“Do you know how to laugh, Mr.
Dorman, or do you, requlre lessons in
tha. charmjaog art§ ™

"Woen you have been wilh us a lit-
tle longer, Lady Neslie, you will find

ily in England as the French do
| France,”

“There is one thing that will puz-
zif- me 'in Hngland,” said her ladyship,
\with a smile, that showed all her pret-
Ly teath. \

“What is that 9" asked Gerald.

_"J. shall hardly be able Lo tell the
Iﬂrlf_xerﬁm:e between marble statues and
living women if they are all like Miss
Ne=lia.”

And for that one speech more than
‘for anyLhing else Gerald Dorman dis-
liked and misirusted her,

(To be conlinued.)
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ORIGIN OF MARRIAGE CUSTOMS.

The oldest known love ‘letter in the
world is in the British Museum. It
18 a proposal of marriage made to an

Bgyptian Princess, and it was written
3,000 years ago,
an insecribed brick, and is therefore
not only the oldest, but also the most
substantial love letter in existence.
J'he first silver wedding dates back
to the time of Hugh Capet. Two ser-
vanis had grown gray in his service,
a man and a woman, and, what couid
he give them as a rewardi Calling

the woman he said: "“"Your service 18
great enough, for the woman always
Linds work harder than a man, and,
therefore, I will give you a reward,
At your age I know off none petter
than a dowry And a hu:sband. The
| dowry 1s here—this farm from this
time Lortih bewongs to you. If this man
who has worked with yow f[ive and
twenly years 1s willing Lo marry you
then the hu:-band is ready.”

“Your Ma_e_ty, 'said Lhe cld servapt,
“"how 1s it possible thal we &hould
marry, having already silver hairsf’

“Then 1t shall be'a silver wedding,”
andl the King gave the couple silver
enough to keep them:in plenty. This
soon] became known all over France,
and ity became a fashion after twenty-
five years of married life to! celebrate
a silvern wedding.

The practice of the wife's assuming
the hu baca s name al marriage s a
Homan custom. Julia marred
Pompey became Julia of Pompey. In
latter times married women signed
their names in the same manner, \but
omitted the “of”’. In lceiand; the op-
posite has been the custom. There
the husband assumes the wife’'s name,

The word wedding is derived from
the wed or security which the Anglo-
Saxon bridegroom gave at espousals
for the due performance of his con-
tract. Mhis wed was held by trustees,
and 1n addition to it the bridegroom
wore; an espeusal ring. As for the
wedding ring, it was| first designed by
Prometheus, according to tradition,
and fashioned out of adamant and iron
by Tubal Cawn, and was given by Adam
to his son to this end, that he there-
with should espouse a wife,

The wedding cake 1s the remains of

a custom ‘whereby a Roman bride
held in her left bhand| three wheat
ears, and many centuries later, an

English bride wore a chaplet of wheat,
The bridesmaids threw grains.ol corn
or small bits of cake upon the heads of
the newly married and the guests pick-
ed up the pieces and ate them. The
wedding cake did not| come into gen-
eral use umtil the last century and
was then composed of solid blocks
laid together, iced all over, so that
when the outer crusi was broken over
the bride’s head, the cakes unside fell
on the floor and were distributed
amopg the guests, Bridal favors are
of purely Danish origin. The true
lover’'s knot was first designed by
Danish hearts and derived, ils designa-
tion from the Danish truelofa—"1I
plight my troth.”

The throwing of the slipper comes
trom the custom of the bride of the
father giving a =hoe (g the: new hus-
band in token uof tran-ference of power
over her. the bridegroom lightly Lap-
ping the bride’s head with it,

The be:t man is a survivor of the
hand of friends who accompanied the
suitor m his wife-winning and kept
watch for him over the bride's tribe,
while the lover sought ,the opportuni-
ty to garry off his prize. The :homey-
moon journey is the hurried flight of
thda hu=band with his wife to escape
the vengeance of the pursuing tribe.
The pre-ents given the bridesmaids
wnd uchers are sumply a relic ot the
bridegroom among his ipersonal friends
o that they would assist in (he cap-
ture of his chosen bride when the day
arrived: on which he had determined
to carry her off. In the fifteenth
entury, a bride—if one ofl the aristo-
cracy—often received twenty Tings
from' her relatives and six from the
bridegroom—two when he became 1n-
terested in her, two forl the espuounsal
and two. when they were married.

) [ |
“I leave It entirely to you,”" Viv-

Pale and Languid,
THE CDHDITIDH—EF VERY MANY
YOUNG GIRLS IN CANADA.

——

They are Subject Hendaches, Hears
Trouble, and an Indlsposition to Exer-
tlon—Parenis Should Act Prompuly in
Such Cases.

Miss Alma Gauthier, daughter of
Mr. Adelard Gaulhier, proprietor of a
well kpnown botul at Three Ravers,
Que., enjoys a wide popularity among
her young [riends, and they have re-
cently lud occasion to rejoice at her
restorntion to health after a serious
illness. When = mreporter called to
nescertnin the facts of the case Miss
Guuthier was out of the city on a vis-
it. hut her futher very gladly consent=
ed to give the story of her cure., Ha
said :—"' I believe that had it nol been
for Dr. Williams' Pink Pills my daughe
terAlma might now have been in her
grave, and [ would be ungrateful i
deed if I did not at all times say &
kind fvord in favor of the medicine
that Testored her to health. My daughe
ter's health first beman to give way
several years ago. At first the trou-

that the Englich laugh quite as heart- |

It is'in the form of |

Lo |

| gru,

ble did not appeur Lo De serious; and
we thought she woulld soon regain her
accustomed henlth. As the timewent
on, howeaver, this proved not Lo be the
case. She grew weaker, was troubied
with headaches, poor appetite, dizzl=
ness and a feeling of almost constant
languor. She mas treated by a good
doctor, but still there was no improve=
ment. She seemed to be gradually
fading away. If she walked up
stairs she would have to stop several
times to rest on the way. She lost
nll her color and her face was af
white almost as chalk. Her Ltrouble
was clearly that which afflicts s@
many young women enterin,g woman=
hood, and we feared it would devplﬂg
into consumption. One day a {rien
of the family urged her to try D,
Williams® Fink Pills, and she con=
sented, and procured a couple of
boxes. Befors they were guite gonse
there was a slight improvement 1n
her appetite and we looked upon this
as a hopeful sign. Another half dozen
boxes were procured, and under their
use she day by day acquired new
strength and new interest in life. She
ia now as healthy a girl as there 18
in Three Rivers, with every trace of
her pallor and langour gone. This ia
|entirely dus to Dr. Williams’ Pink
| Pills, and I am rejoiced to be able to
say so publicly.” . :

The case of Miss Gauthier certainlyl
carries with it a lesson to other per=-
ents. whose daughters may be pale,
languid, easily tired, or subject to
headaches, or the other distressing
' symptoms that mark the onward
progress of anaemia. In cases of this
kind Dr. Williams' Pink Pills will
give more certain and speedy results
than any other medicine. ‘llhey act
promptly and directly, making new,
rich red blood, and strengthen the
nerves, and correct all the irregulari-
{ies incident to this eritical pariod.
Sold by all dealers or sent post
paid at d5de. a box or six boxes for
' 8250, by addressing Lhe Dr. Wil=
liums' Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.,
Do not be persuaded to take some
subgtitute.

i
TRADE IN SOUTH AFRICA.

The natives of South Africa have &
curious method of selling their farm
'products. It is a common sight to see
some uf these negroes enlering the
Kimberley stores; one will have a
single egg in his hand, anolher wiH
have a quarier of a peck ol meales -
corn. The negro wilh the egg is as
serious and a8 mueh concerned econ-
cerning the =ale of his single egg as
if (he transaction amounted to Lhou-
sands of dollars.

The peculiar trade is carried on

somewha! after this fashion: "How
much Bass give for this ¥’ asks the ne-
as he holds out the egg in his
tand to the storekeeper. Sometimes
the proprietor of.ers him Lwo cents
for it : but il eggs are scarce Lhe negro
may gel all the way from 5 to 10 centa
for his egg.

Very often the small amount that
the native receives goes for a drink
of “Cape Smoke,” which is the worst
kind of brandy a person can drink. To
the storekeeper of Kimberley, how-

'ever, this trade of a gsingleg egg and a

'quarier of a peck of mealee amounts
to a great deal during the day, as hun-
dreds of natives sell their produets in
the same fashion.

-1
SHE COULDN'T TELL A LIB.

Of course, I wouldn't lie, even to a
conductor, she said, but I just could-
n't bear to pay fare for Ethel.

How did you get out of itf

Why, I teldl him she was five years
old yesterday. She was, you know—
also the day before, and the day be-
fore that, and, in fact, every day for
the last two and a half years. &
didn't say that she wasn't more than
five, but merely that she was five.
Or. I couldn’t bring myself to tell ap
notruth.

— -
SMALLPOX TIME NOW.

The statisticsa of smalipox show
that this ailment 1s more prevalent
from January to June than in the late
er half of the year, DMeasles show &
descending curve in January, a rise in

May and June, a fall from A ngust to
Ociober, and then a rise in November
and Decembsr, carrying us on 1o the
January fall. Scarlet fever is low
frcim Juppary Yo Julyg it rizes In
August, and is high till the end o
December. Typhoid fever 18 iy pically
an ailment of the autumn.

— R

A REFUSAIL

She—You are a conundrum.
He—Indeed |

She—Yes; and 'm going to give

you uap.




