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LOYED ASND LOST.

" Phoy walked along in silence togothaer,
Thoy could hear the gay voices of the
people of their party in the distance; n
b ‘of wong reached them now and

then, aud seomed to their troubled minds
'I!ioqt'limrd. Darkness was gothering
ulekly around them, shadows were
&“plng up among the trecs, the long
branches looked like black arms
strotched into the softer blackness of the
‘leaves, and, horo and thore, there was n
reak and o glimpse of the gay eveuing

.
& Haw dark it is," murmured Mary

ple.

Yooy the darkness make you ner:
vony?" askod her companion.

“No," she answered sbortly; “‘but it
peratnds wo that it is getting late, and
wo mmst not keep o far behind our
Mamdn..' 1 wonder they have not waited

‘..
. “They have not missed us," rejoined
hor companion, “and they would not be
abxiotis about you il they did, since you
are with mo, nud they know what ol
fricnd wenre. DBut we will hasten on
and overtake thew, if you like,"

Shio did not aoswer, but accelerated
her puce, and walked so fast at last that
hercoompanion had some diffieulty in
keeping up with her; but presently she

.hrP d short,
f:u must bo tired; won't you rest a
little?" ho pleaded, |

XU, Tichard," she said, "1 must
snot rest heve in the forost alone with

;16 would not bo right for me, I
ought not to have lingered bebind our
frionds, bot I had no idoa how late it
wia, and the durkness came on so quick-
ly. And now yon ace they aro not with-
in hoaring, evidently, for we cannot dis-

uish their voices any longer,”

t wan trueo, the sonnds of laughter
and of singing had died away, and liston
‘a8 intantly as they might, they could not
shoar anything beyond the nameless
sounds of the forest itself—tho indis-
eriboble whir and rustle and flutter of
the woods at night,

U1t was very inconsidorate of them to
Dbasten on without waiting for us,” mur-
mured Mary Temple, stauding perfectly
#till, nud speaking in a low voico, “'But
the bost thing to be done now isto
hasten on after thom.™

“I am afraid yon will be extausted if

ho walk along at such a rate,” said
iiolmnl, s they rosnmed their hurried

p.gu they wont, the shadows oreeping
closer, the strapgoe, weird sounds in
erearing aronud them, the trees growi

blackerysthe sky growing darker, an
over cverything the soft whito mist ris-
i:maml spreading itself out like n Lnge

~ Y“Why, Dick, I do bolieve I seo
glowworm!" exolimed Mary Templo
suddenly, fu s voice as different from
that in whiel sho had spoken before as
porrow is difforent from joy, ns tears are
different from smiles,

The man's heart beat almost to suffo-
oation; as ho heard the old familiar
name, but Lo controlled himsolf sufli-
clontly to noswor briskly and vaturslly,

“Haven't you seen them before?" he
said. *"There aro numbors in the forest,
I bolieve."

“Don't you remembor how ve used to
hant for thom in the wood and in the
Ladgoes ot home?" said Mary, speaking
still jo the altered voico—such o bright,
swebt, gay volee it was, “‘And you used
to play. tricks upon mo, and make me
run all down the garden at night to see
them; aud, of course, when I got thore
none Were to “beseen, And we nover
v ount in the woods in those
we! 1 wonder why that was,

siy becanse thosa little Kent-
w ard, nd o rule, so overrun with
ple that the glowwormsuro all taken.
R‘i know there is nothing delights n
Cookney so much,” answered Riohurd
Lovel,
“What atease you were then!” con
ll_.rL‘_I'mplc; “what a worry
q:,ﬁ:: o! Do you remember per:
to climb up the ludder into
the old oak tree down the gurden, when
1 was a obild; and, diroetly 1 bad got up,

you scumpered down the ladder wa fust | yo

as you could, and ran away with it, loay-
ing me literally ‘up a tree;' and yon
would not bring the ladder back until
the dinner-bell rang, and I was soolded
for being late? Them thut time whoun I

went oL a visit to your home; and the | peels,

night you were to coms back fromihe
R , your falber and broth-
on hiding me in the cup-

hoard in

sohool room? Then whon

ocame the room I heard them
mmﬂnhpmt had come for you
‘wp_ak;nlg.{wuidum

ik trie, aod that they woro bry-

: you in’ snd you were such a
long time Noum“d d come and

And she langhea heartily st the recol-
loction, and Lovel tried to langh too.

“However, I suppose in the wild life
you have led abroad,” she continued

resently, “‘vou have furgnuea all thace
ﬂme incidents of childbood, but I have
such a quict timo that I have
napt to go over all those plensant
merry duays again and Iy

"T{Io wild life you speak of has not
msde mo forget o single small event,”
said Lovel, in alow voice, “Throug
all my adyentures and peril in Bouth
America I never forgot you. The
thonghs "of 'little Moll' was my guiding
star; it kopt me from harm many a lime;
it fired my epirit; and when sowslimes
wa wore in danger, I uded to say to my-
welf that T mus® make a proud figure, for
if I did, I should like ‘little Mol to hear
a good sccount of my end. WhenI
awoke one night and found myself ina
room hedged in with fire on wvery side—
you heard of it, you told me this morn:
irg—1I swear to you that my first thought
was, oli, if I could only let ‘little Moli'
lk”nov that I had loved her since I was a

)’[‘l

“Hush, hush!” whispered Mary, her
voine trembling as she whispered, “*You
must not say this to me now; it is ter
ribly wrong for yon to say unytbing of
the iiud to me, and for mo to listen.'

“Am I to go away from youa then, still
bearing all tho lond of my dissppoint-
ment and sorrow?” suid Lovel, bitterly.
“May not hwve the miserable
satisfaction  of knowing that some
one knows of my tronble? Will you deny
me that?"

“But nothing you can ssy oan mend
matters,” Mary expostulated; "'in faol,
everything is tending fo make matters
worse, See how lato 1t 1s; and, although
wonare hurrying on so fast, we do not
soom to be getting any pearer. Il T do
not rench liome soon after our parly go
through the village they will grow anx-
iogs nbout me; and I myself am gotting
more nervons evory moment,”

“Moll," bo said passionately, ‘'I am
Roing to leave this place to-morrow, nod
I do not believe yon will ever see me
again! I eame Lome only » month ago,
and went down to Fairflald to find you,
and thora they told me the bitter
truth., I bore it, however, and I deter-
mined to come and tako o fook at you in
your Hampshire home before going away
agnin, I resched your village lnst night,
I broke inupon you this morning. I
hinve spent the day with you; and when
all your merry friends eallod upon you
and asked you to join in their evening
stroll in the forest, I must confess I was
anxions Sto accompany you. 1did not
think of saying a word of this to yon
thon, but I only felt that it would be
comparntive happiness to walk beside
you, to know that you were near without
being forced by the exigencies of society
and conventionality to laugh and joke
and talk platitudes, I have been through
burdships of a kind that would make
your woman's heart bleed. T have lain
ont iu the open air, night after night,
in the vast solitude of those American
prairies. I have been, I can say liter-
ally, through fire and water; and T went
through all with a light heart—with a
happy heart ever. I thought of you
duy after day, morning after morning,
night after night, an indefinable instinot
peomed to tell me that my ‘little Moll,’
ns I liave so often called you, was roally
mine, that she loved mo in hoart, that
shie would not have forgotten me. IfI
had kvown the truth I should never
huve como back to England; you would
pever have hoard of me again, Moll; and
porhaps it would have boon better so."
“Oh, hush Diok)" she said again,
faintly, and clasping her hands tightly
ns if in sgony. “*All these things you
aropaying sink into my heart and make
me cold ut the thought of what I have
done.”

He was silent for a few moments; and
prosently they emerged from undor the
trocs into the open  plain, dotted here
and thers with mith masses of bush and
fern and boundad onall sides by vast
plantations of pino and beech and asl
trees, As they stapped outtrom the un-
derwood they came into comparative
light, and they could see the dim out-
line of enoh other's face, aud seo the
gentle nndulation of tho land in front of
them.

Mary looked aboat her in dismay,

“1 don't remember orossing this place
as wa oame from home,"” she saia,

Bat Lovel did not answer her remark,
Hostopped short in front of her, and,
seiving E:r hands to prevent her walking
on, ho said, his voice [altering with
emotion:

“Moll, yon mustand shall hear mo
and wpswer me, Considering all that
you have done for me, considering how
you hava spoilt the rest of my lifo, it is
only fair that you should at Jeast let me
speak to yon. You say it is wrong in
you to listen to me. It may be so; bat
the principal wrong, the foundation of
all wrong, is in the feeling itself, which
lios at my heart, which, right or wrong,
will lio there as long as T live, I fancy.
You knew what T felt, If you did not
konow it befors you have, must have
known it to-day; you must have seen it
in my fuce. Is it not aa bad, as wrong,
to know that I love youns to hear my
poor weak words?"

Ho pansed for nbr:'fly. but she only
shivored and breathod o deep sigh.
“Yon know why I left home,” ho con-
tinued, passioaately, *'because my father
marriod again and put a [rivolous, fip-
pant woman in_my dear dead mother's
place, I had always been a wild fellow,
they said; and I went out to America to
work off my wildness, determived to fall
on my feet somehow and then come back
to you, Moll, to tell you how I bad loved
you evor sinco those boyish days when I
used to save np my pocket money to buy
u presents. Simple, trifling presents
they were but they came from my young
heart. I did not seek to bind you to any
promise; it seemod to me unfair to at-
tompt to tie you 10 a worthless fellow
such as I was, withont home or pros-
and for whom you might bave to
wait for years; but at the boitom of my
hoart there was & Brm belief in you, »
hope that you bad understood me and
that you would feel the ivstinet that I
felt, the natural, ineradicablo love that
springs from ecl ocomwmunion of
souls. I should bave langbed at the

idea of romise me an
th:;g- il‘-.:lﬂ r:n’llnl you muﬁ
have felt all I felt, and that ‘T should

find yon waiting for me on return,

and shonld have lo say, * dar-
ling, 1 m«% baok to you! and take

you to my arms forever. Did you un-
derstand nothing of all this, then?! Was

I entiroly mistaken? Did those preity
smiles and glances of yours mean noth-
lng: mvef deceived myself through-
Mll "

By this time Mary bad disengaged ber
hl:ndl nud bad covored ber face with
them.

“Answer me, Molll" Lovel eriod.
“Did you not guess that I loved you—
did not yon know it?"

“1 used to fancy you did," she an-

b | swered, with sometumg like & sob stop-

ping lier evury now and then, “‘but you
wore 8o long away, and I heard nothing
of i1m|. I eame to thiok ot losk it wos
only boyish liking, that it was merely
beonnse we had grown up together as
playmates., Then my father and
mother fall ioto such sodden dif-
floulties, as you havo been told; and in
all their trials and troubles Mr. Templo
was 80 good and kind; be helped them
in 80 muny ways; and at lust, when my
futher on his death-bed told me that our
faithful friend wunted me to be his wife,
when my father told me how contented
aud happy he should die if I only con:
sonted—how could I refuse? You had
been away 80 long, and you had never
said & word to me of love, and I did not
know that you had not forgotten me.
And 80 my dear father died in peace,and
I was married to Mr. Temple, I have vot
been unhappy with bim; be has been so
good to me always; he has trusted me o
fully,and Las tried to please ma in every
way. 1 have sttempted, in return, to be
o good wife to him. I have resolutely
put aside ull my old hopes and dreawns,
and have—"

*Yonr hopes, Moll! Did you say your
hopes?” said Lovel, passionately.

*“You; they were bopes—once!" she
answered.

“So you loved me, Moll, after all!” he
oried. **Tell me that you did love me?
Anawer me, if only for the sake of the
happy years wo passed together as chil-
dren; give me that shred of consolation;
tell mo that you did love me?"

“I never knew myself how much until
this morning,"” she rorliod. simply.

He cauglit hor handsin his and pressed
his lips upon them as if ho were beside
himself, and she heard him muttering
sowme impassioned words s if Le wers
hardly conscious of what he was saying.

Bhe submitted; she let hind kiss her| g

hands and press them in his. It seomed
to her like a dream, from which she
would awanke suddenly and find herself
in the sunny home in the picturesque
New Forest village.

“You are shivering. Are you cold,my
Llniling?" were the words that roused her
at last.

She put Lor hands to her ears wildly,
ns if to shut out tho sound of the words.

“You must not say that to me, Dick,"
she said, “Yon must not say any more
to me, but tuke me lome as qrickly as
possible. Iam cold—and ill—and mis-
srable, Let us walk on,”

Aund she started forward with a rapid
and dotormined step, ns if resolved that
there should bo no more conversation,
Her mind was in a whirl, and above all
her self-reproaches the tender tone of
that word of vndearment wus ever re-
cnrring, She was no longer overe
whelmed by auxiety as to the concern of
bor husband aod her friends. Those
feolings had been entirely dispelled by
the emotions of the lnst fow momants, by
Lovel's passionate words, by her own
sonsations of ntter, hopeless misery: and
if sho longed to be at home it was that
sho might shut herdel! np and think over
the incidents of the day undisturbed.
And then she remembered that he had
gaid he should be gone to-morrow; he
lad said that she would not see him
agoin, nnd she: felt instinotively that it
was true.  What should she do to:mor-
row and tho duy after to-morrow nnd all
the days throngh whioh she would have
to live? How could she over be happy
again? How conld she ever even appear
to he hnﬁy fo her quiet home? Hither-
to she had had no excessive feeling one
way or the other. She had not been very
happy, and she certainly bad not been
very unhappy; but this one day had al-
tered everything, From the moment in
that morning when her old friend and
playmate had come to her in the garden,
sont by her husband to give her a wel-
come surprise, she had felt as if she
were a different person. She had dropped
all the flowers that she had picked and
bad stood before him unable to speak;
and at the first eound of his voico she
had burst into teara, That she had after-
wards attempted to ncoount for by say-
ing that ho remioded her of her home,
her dend parents, her childhood,

*“What should she do? sho asked her-
self over and over again. How shoald
she live on? Bhe knew now that her
beart had been with Dick all slong, and
she felt that those girlish lopes and
dreams of Lers,those undetined thoughts
and seruplos which had made her delay
her marringe to the utmost limit, were
all for him,

They had neariy orossed the plain
when Mary turned round to Lovel, who
had been walking silently beside ber,
and stopping suddenly, snil:

“I do not remember orossing this
broad expanse of land, do youn?"

“Tosponk frankly, I do not," answered
Lovel. “'But there are oconditions of
mind in whieh feld and forest are much
alike, and I must own that I was not ob-
sorving the beauties of nature us I came
along. I certainly do not remember this
plain, however."

Mary looked abont her in dismay.
Everything ap d nofamilinr, She
was convineod that they had never passed
that sombre line of pine trees that stood
out ageinst the sky on the summit of
e easy hill they were olimbing.

“We must turn bsok,” she said
docisively. “‘We have missed our way;
and all we can do is to retrace our steps
until we get into the right road.”

“Buat are you sure of that?" said Lovel,
“It seems to mo that it will be very difll-
oult to retrace our footsteps under the
trees, to say nothing of finding *he path
we have missed, Do you not know what

of the foresl this is? Do yon not

ow in what direction we are going? I
feel very nnwilliog to go back beneath
the trees; it is so damp there, and you
might be cold, in spite of the fact that it
is August. See how misty it all is,"

“T must Su back th the cold, and
the mist and the damp, however,” said
Mary, and back she went, resolately,
walking side by side, in utter silence,

“Dick, this is dreadful!” Mary ex-
claimed, at last. I do not know where
we are, or where we sre , and the
forest is bowildering. I Mr. Tem-

In say that he lost himself in it once for
Eouu at night; but I conld not believe

Iio was not tryiog to frighten me. Now

I can understand it. Still I think we
aro going in the right direction; yet,
after ull, the trees do not seem so thic
or the grass and ferns so high."

“What will your friends do?” asked
Lovel. *“Will they sturt off to find you,
do you thiuk? What will Mr, Temple
do?'

“T dare ey he will guess what hns
happened, sud will wast at home for me,
for some time at lesst,” sugwered Mary.
“I have often heard him speak of the
folly of searching partiea starting too
goon, Then they will all tell him thut
yonu are with me; and ho frusls we so
fully that ke will fear nothing,”

“I'here is one thing that 1 will make
you do," said Lovel, “‘and that is, rest
yoursell a little while, You will be 1ll
after all thisfatigne,"”

Mary thought, too, that she should be
ill; but she said nothing,

“If youn will consent to rest a few mo-

‘ments,” Lovel continued, “I will make

up & fire here, This furze will burn
splendidly; and [ have some matelios in
my pooket."

“Phat will be capital,” said Mary
bri?htly; “and if any of them come back
to look for us, the light of the tire will
attract them."

Quick as thonght he made a pile of
furze and dried leaves, and set fire to it,
Tho flames did not me rapidly, because
of the damp; but Mary drew near gratoe:
fully, and held her slender hands towards
the burniog pile.

““How cheerful it looks!" she said, as
Lovel banked it up on all sides, *'I sup-

ose you have often made a fire liko this

efore, Just think how delighed we
shonld have been st this adventure if we
had been children.”

He laughed, and sighed too, and steod
still beside her, looking with melancholy
aye at the cm:ilinglenvu and branobes,

Mary glanced round with something
like awe; the trees seewed bigger avu
blacker than ever; innumerable shadows

peared to be grouped.in the back.
ground; it looked as if every ineh of the

und was moving in a ghastly, ghostly
ashion; and, as she raised her eyes to
the canopy of leaves and boughs over
her head, she fancied she saw endless
varioties of faces and forms peering
own at her, the faces laughiog
malicionsly, the long arms poioting to
her. Witl' a beating, throbbing heart
she turned quickly to her companion,
and putting her hand on bis arm, said
hurridly.

“1 am almost frightened, Dick; the
trees ure 8o fnll of shadows!”

“You need not be frghtened; I will
take care of you," he answered; he drew
her cold, trembling hand within his arm,
aud Leld it firmly.

She let him do it. She dared not
trust herself to remonstrate; and they
stood together, aer arms in his, her hand
in his, in the light of the fire, afraid to
spoak to each other, afraid to look at
each other. Buddenly, in the dead
silence—a silence so intenso that they al-
most seemed to hear each other's heart
beativg—there arose a far, far distavt
sound, It was so faiot that though they
both heard it, they both thought it was
fancy. Thoy listened, and heard it again,
and presently again—a little mors dis-
tinet this time,

“Did you hear that sound, Diok?"
asked Mary, raising her eyes to his face,
“What does it sonnd like to yon? I it
not singing? Hurk! There! It is more
distinot now! Yes, it is singing! They
are coming to look for us. They are
singiog ‘O bills and vales of pleasure.””

With o bitter ory, he drew his arms
round her and elasped ber to him,

“My little Moll, they are coming to
take yon from me!” he murmured, as he
bent his head over the pale face on his
shoulder.

The sound of the gay singing came
nearer and nearer, and presently there
was o lond “Halloo!" that echoed round
and ronnd them.

“God only knows why this agon
should have been reserved for me," sai
Lovel, speaking in a low, quick voico.
“It will serve some purpose of His, I
must sappose. I cannot see why Ishonld
not have been allowed to have you for
my very own; but I can only try to be-
lieva there is somo roason, No vne, how-
ever, can control one's thoughts aud
hopes; aud in that world to which we
are going, in that life that follows after
death, rurely wo shall meet there at last,
and I shall hold out my arms to yon, and
be free to clusp you in them forever!”

“Dick, this is worse than death!” she
said, faiotly.

“They nre calling again. 1 must
andwer, Kiss mo ouce, my little Moll, if
only for the sakw of my long love, my
waated hopes! Kiss me once!" Lo raid,
passionately. And she raised her white
face nod kissed him,

“Halloo!" ecried Lovel, walking lhuar-
riedly in the direction where the sounds
of musio had come; and **Halloo!” rang
through the woods around, and in a few
moments he was surrounded by the bois-
terously merry party of youn e,

*“Where is Mrl;, Temple?” gup‘:?nle ory.

*Bhe ia still crouching by the fire I
made for her,"answered Lovel, speaking
as upconcernedly as he could. **You
soc, we lost our way. Of course I knew
nothing abont it, and Mrs, Temple has
been nervouns and cold, She onght to get
home as soon 4s possible, To tell yon
the truth,” he added confidentially to
one of the party, ‘1 am exceedingly glad
that yon hwnve come up; for yon will be
able to see her home, and I wanled to
to the pext village, from which it will
easier to reaoh the slation to-morrow
morning. It is a matter of life and death
to me to cateh that first train."

Hereapon one of the men volunteered
to show Lim ‘‘a bit of the way,” and
Lovel started off, determioed to find his
road across the forestin some way and
to leave land and to end his life on
the other side of the Atlantio.

In the genoeral confusion and laughter
and acolamalious of Mary's friends, no
one noticed Lovel's curionsly abrupt de-
parture, The young mau who volun-
teered walked about ball a mile with
him, and did pot find him particularly
entertaining.

As for Mary, ber [riends took her
Lome; and as they were afraid, from ber

excessive oold, that the damp had given
her a tonoh nf that agne fover often
consequent npon exposure in the even-

ing mists of the forest, they did not
tease her with questions or jooularilies,
but left ber to her own miserable and re-
morseful thonghts.

In a letter Lovel received some months
Ister, in Awmerica, from his brother in
England, the following pastage coenrred:

“You will be gorry to Lear that poor
Mary Temple—Mary Vane that was, yon
know—is dead, 1t sppears that she

k | eanght a cold, some time in the summer

by walking in the forest at night, an

c‘{c never emomnd from tho effects of
it. Sbe had s bad sttnck of fever, and
regularly wastod and pined sway. What
» blow this would have been to you when
you were a boy !"—New York Mercury.

Dress v Drama,

Among the many arguments put for-
ward by the ingenious advocates of dress
veform it hus never oconrred to them to
Jay stress upon the artistic ndvantages of
simplicity of attire on the slage. Al
present, according to the singularly in-
teresting and oharacteristio letter which
M. Alexandre Dumas has addressed to
M, Francisque Sarcay, irrational dreass in
eating the heart out of the Purisisu
tieater— “If the theater is to attain its
ancient standard of lofty mornllly_the
costumes must ot least bo brought into
harmony with the spirit which of
necessily must prevail in s school of
morals.  Noble simplicity was o striking
feature of the ancient drama, sand cos-
tumes and masks were indispensable
necessitics. Buat where is that simplicity
now? “Not to be fonnd, thonghsought.”
The toilets worn on the slage are

not ooly the opposite of simple
and suitable, bat, what 18 far
worse, they preocoupy the mind

of the aotress to such s degreo that the
actol soling is neglected, nnd all her
attention is directed foward the best dis-
play, ot of her talent, but of her gor-
geous robes, ‘It mo longer matters,’
says M, Dumas, ‘whether the actress
plays her part well orill; it only matters
to {mr whether she i3 wearing arich
robe, such as has never boen seen be.
fore,' She only watches for the effect
ereated by her dress; the genius of the
aathor is forgotien in the art of tie mil-
liner, The dress, which often arrives
only atthe last minute, is & oconstant
sonrce of uneasioess, The actors have
to remain at o respectful distance in or-
der to avond the loug train which is ad-
justed during the representation by little
‘coups de pled en arriers,’ ungraceful
kicks, withont whieh, however, she wonld
breag her nose by treading on ber train,

“Formerly the question sbont dress
did not exist, it was not secondary. And
now suddenly it has become of greatest
importance with the ladies; it has been
the cause of much secrot annoyance,
sometimes of great scandal, This un-
lnuk‘{, ridionlons and immoral revolu-
tion 1o dress is by no means due to tal-
ented actresses; they woull never think
of covering themselves with such rain-
ous tinsel of a fashion ‘just out,’ or even
not yet ‘out.’ In the middle of a sceno
deserving the close attention of an audi-
ence, o female appears on the stage, Bhe
hns only to say & few words and theso
sho genorally says badly, but her noisy
‘herness’' coming in contact with every
picce of fargiture on the elage diverts
the thought¥ of all from tho deama, It
is one of the featnures of our time,’ say
its apologies; ‘it is a correct representa-
tion of onr customs.” But does the pub-
lie, asks M. Damas, the real publie, de-
mand such unwholesome luxury? It is
but disgusted by it, and learns to regard
all actresses with contempt. There is,
however, onosection of the publie, which,
indeed, takes deep interest in these
delsils. The moment one of these glit-
tring, strutting personages appears on
the seene, the opera glass of the *'femmo
do monde™ is fixed on her riel apparel
s the sportsman’s gun is fixed on the
rising pheasant. The piece is usnally
interrnpted by such murmurs through-
out the house us ‘it is hand embrondered,’
‘it is English,’ *it has at leastjoost £300,
‘[ came on parpose for this.! Women of
real artistic worth, who have no other
resonrces snd who wish for nothing but
to display their talent, are hopelessly
bundicapped. Nor is it only from an ar-
tistic point of view that the dominance
of dress is to bo lamented. Morally it is
even more deplorable, It is impossible
that on an income whieh is large ouly in
excoptional oases snch luxury can be
afforded. How the money is obtained is
notorions. Nor is the practice less de-
plorable bocause it is almost universal."

The Mowquito,

There is a litlle lady whom yon have
regaled at your expense, and very un-
willingly withal. Slie generally heralds
her coming with a song that is anything
bat soothing, and she is so porsevering
that even the strong “‘bars” with whiok
you protect yourselfl are not proof
against Ler persecutions. You have all,
no doubt, exercised a little strategy with
the mosquito, and when the little tor-
ment was fairly settled, made n dexter-
ous movement of the hand and, with a

slap, oxelsimed: “I've got him this|P”

time!" No such thing; you rever got
him in your life, but probably have
often succeeded in ernslung her, for the
malo mosquito is a considerate gentle-
man. In lien of the piercer of the fe-
male, he is decorated with a beantifnl
plome, and has suoh a love of home
that he seldom sallies forth from the
homo whera he was born, but contents
himsell with vegetable rather than ani:
mal junices. The mosquito was not born
s winged fly, ond if you will ex-
nmine 8 tub of rain water that
has stood uncovered and nnmolested for
a week or more dnring any of the sum-
mer months, you may see it in all
its various stages. You may see the
female supporting bherself in the water
with her four front legs crossing the
hinler pair like the lettor X, In this
support made by the lags she is deposit-
ing her eggs, which are just perceptible
to the naked eye. B{ the aid of a lense
they are seen to be glued 50 as to form a
little boat, which knocks sbont on the
water until the, yonog hatch. Whaat
hatohes with thewm? Why, those very
wrigglers which jerk away every time
you touch the water. They are destined
to live a certain period in this watery ele-
ment, aod cannot take wing aod join
their parent in her war song and house
invasions, till, after throwing off the skin
afew times, they have become full grown,
and then with another monit are changed
to what are technically Enown as papm.
In this state they are no longer able to
do anything but patiently float with their
humped backs at the surface of the water,
or to swim by jerka of the tail benenth,
after the fashion of a shrimp or lobster,
At the end of about three daye they
streteh out on the surface like a boat,
the mosqaito barsts the skin and
gradually works oot of the shell
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Jellerson’s Saw M,

l
The following story is told of P

dent Jefferson, and it :
in }t: - 600 pig
efferson was & good man, byt
from practical in some things, nlmu:t
was in France Lie was very mnoh
with the ulility of windmilly
thought they were wonderfql
tions and cost 8o little to run, He
o large quantity of timber on 4
win much higher than Monticello aboy}
amile of. He purchased in i‘r'ug
windmill at the cost of $13,000, und st
it taken to the top of the mountain, gy |
had fora neighbor a blaff old fellyy
named Cole. One day Cole oama to sy
him, and Jefferson took bim up to whe
he was having his mill built, I} Wi
much as they conld do to elimb the
steep ascent, When Cole recoverad fi
breath he had lost in getting up e
mountain, he said: **Mr. g:ﬂmon,
Liave a :]piendid sow mill, and it g us
splendid place to cateh the wind, by
how are you going to .Iget the logsupty
it to eaw from?” be anthor of tha

“Daeclaration of Independence” staria]

like a man suddenly awnkened from 5
delightfal dream, and quickly sl
“‘Here, Cole, how! What!”  And fhe,
relapsing into abstraction, led the wiy
:l‘own tho mountain toward Monticell,
I'he wind mill was never completed, asd
years after the machinery was sold for
old iron,

Oval Versus !lo;nd W;l;_ls.

The more closely a woman tan g
her buat to approximate to the shapa of
0 pog-top, the prouder and happiershe
is. Why the peg-top has attained. to the
high distinction of serving ad n molal
for woman, is one of the many pnasles
connected with dress. The Greeks—who
cortainly know something sbout the ho-
man form —assigned to their ideal
waist dimensions auite intolerable to an
English woman of to-day. Moreover,
they made it oval, whereas the modem
waist is ronnd. It is a physiologieal
fact that thers is about an oval waists
delightfal suppleness and elasticity,
while the round waist 8o common at the
present day is hard, rigid aud unsympa-
thetio, The fact is that some wowmen are
blessed with waists naturally small, ssd
oval ns every waist naturally is, while
other women less favored by nature, are
determined to outdo the smallness atno
matter what cost, But no discriminst:
ing eritio can over fail to peroaive the
difference between natural and artifloial
smallness. Perhaps if this wore belter
undersood; women would cease to ruin
their health and weaken the muscles of
their back, by going out in a tight fitting
cuiress, even at the risk of appearing lo
depart conspionoesly from weman's or
dinary dross, They would then find
that some other probloms, such ns dis-
tribution of weight, would settle them-

e —

selves without much diffienlty.—Londen 3

Times, |
Hid o an O1d Dog House.

Among the arrivals by the steamship
Virginia of Boston, was s young man
who came Joross ag A stowaway. M
gave his name as James Walsh, and his
rosidenco as Liquid street, Liv
Whila the vessel was loading nt Liver
ol Walsh managed to secrete himself
in anold dog house in the forward
of the sbip, where Lo remained until
nrrival of tho vessel at this port. 2
voyage lasted two days, during which
time the boy's olothing, shoes and f
were badly bitten by rats. His sapplf
of food gave out on the fourth day, but
being afraid of being thrown overboard,
ho remaired nntil the vessel touched the
wharf, When leaving his kennel he wes
seen by & 8ailor, who, learning of ¢
boy's adventurs and seeing his destitutd
eondition, generously furnished
with some food and a_suit of clothes
The boy left the vessel and after wander
ing about Cbarleston o fow days ¥A
taken by & Mrs. Kerr, who resides o8
Chamber street in Charleston, where be
is at presemt being kindly cared fof
Walsh is a bright, intelligent, guod lo:d*
iﬂilld. but has never attended a scbodl
and while at home his occupstion Wi
that of a dancer aud serio comic SIRES
in & public house, He says that
mother is dead, and om account 0
bashness of his father, and learning
the many advantages of earning » living

in this country he was induced fo comé-
He is & very clever dancer and in g
if possible, to go upon the stage

means of obfaining & 'velih;oﬂ-

The rage for painting plaques 38
flower pm l’monp: the 1ull:ﬂ is still b
its height. If yon cannot lesrn 0 ind
decently go to a more mon;mfal-tnm
teacher who will do your paishife ©
you. Then all you will bave to do i

BigD your pame.

This is the season for shopping- Thirly
oenta for luncheon is encugh
work on, as & Iady can have just % -
dreadfully awfally s time puiile
over the entire stock of a dossd oF
stores without money as with it
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