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A Bpring Day Reverie.
(Edwin Hyde Carroll.,

Perchance if we had never met,
I hadl spared thigmad regret,
Thig en-ifess longingto forget.
- Fiirever and Forever.

Idly bumming O eg#pme measurs .
That revives so in or plessure—
Mayi:ap, liog'ring thoughts of witherd biiss, oy
8Urrows too m-ﬂ:— ) '
‘Mid the pali v8 tight,
Hidden in the Mfzh ot t 2
Fancies futter round me, peeping thro’ thecloud-
pufls from my pipe.

R-stless visions roam abnve me
Of the dear ones home who love e, _
!I‘wiz:ing aprays of sweet and tender mem'ries
' round my aching heart .
Of some keen regret, swift dartin
Thro"the breaking heart, at ing
Frow love's clinging tendrils—long sinee broken
crushed or thrust apart. )

Fickle mem'ry faintly traces

Hali-forgotten forms and faces;
And s pPessure of soms vrecious hand T seem
. to feel again ; )

While the searce remeraber i blisses
; Of atfection’'s boly kisses
'Hteal Dack, viwidly, to tings ~Lo
: with bitter pain.

recreant heart

“oft turmur
Dri:lipg nearer, sweeter Arnner,
Rou . » sluwsb'ving recollections of some voico
¥ once dear to me—
Al rhero’s npe regret in neering,
*118 rue parting that comes fleeting
Aud snme cherish'd tle 3 snapved asunder for
etornity. )

Nnow andthen a vaguie,

Thrgithe chords of wem vy .ibrate,
W e fantastic porttaits gyrate
Rotnd and round my fervid faner, {0 enrapting
or outlirall;
Thoen, while more thai alf confessing -
Tiuat thie I’ast breathes baek some blessing,
Cu2 exguisite 1mage, risiug, I.ringa;m{gettulness
ofall, K%

Faintly traced andslowily .peeding,
Now aulveneing, now receding ;

Ccuioing realms of imagery, while 3till mistrustis

T'mem'ry sleeps—
Tii. sach rare, enbancing feature »
Of i Tair, enirancing crearure J
Is illuw'd by lustrous ravs of thought, through
which remembrance peeps.

Then my vision quickly clearing,
Tiwid doublt now disapnearing,
T racall the form in all 113 Llvsh and blovin ¢
girtish pride ;
Feel, once miore, the thrill (n mneeting—
Mark uer cordial, gracef'l yreeting—
View again thiese pure and glist'ming geins «
wortl, no guile could Liide,

Biii, e iuoment that I et Ler,
Caliie & yearning to forget her—
For I kuew how very wide apart our pathan-life
must lle; .,
Bnt Lhe longing, lightly,chenish'd, 7
Waver'd, droop'd and cavly perisn'd—
For, tho' mesting never more, ezalted thoughts
to her mus: oy '

Yet, wifbal, whils now cnraptur'd
By this culpirit-viston, caprur i

Tn it flight fromm Fanecy'. .igilaace, by glad
arresting eyes,
Comes a tear, [ strive co hanish,

That from bopdage-view twill vanish,
Leaving only sveetres of Regret ehind to turive

on sighs.
Precions inoipents thus «ipics,
Disyegarding dleny Desire,
Whiile the echo of Titne ~footfall brings il’s fate
ful thirill of pain;
For pac!: tiny, fiedting ainite
5 c s i
~ Bears au agu of bilss wrappd in i,
Siowiy robbiug me of raprure © <Lall neverknow
azain.
Thus, caressing Foic cormes bither
=

i Kissing Hope—sand wishes wither;
So, alas! ts fair enehantress-view must fade
beneath the bilight—
Yeot, ore darkness (quite conceals her,
Thro' tke glowthat now reveals her,
Irreaiati&ﬂy hewiteh'd, [ gaze i eager, proud
elight d

At this trangual, tender (airy —
Artless, deiicate and airy —
Thrn' whosae ~yes, per soul's pure cloqueuca
chaste Leautles doth impart;
YWhile her graces, raseinating,

Auvd hev charius, wmost captivating,
Seemn ro inirro¥back a grandeur and unobility ¢
heart. ¥
Al Porever and forever,
Aitho' years apd iniles 118y Sevor,
T sbail constantly remewmber uer who soew'd
divisc to ine; o
And the Future will remind me
O chefoud Past, far behind me,
When ler snnple convarsaiion seem'l iheg

sweetest melody,

Thus, I sit and gaze and ponder—
Thus, unfettsr'd, fancies wander
Until Resson ends my Reverie—and ali sy
droams are o'er, .
Then Reality o’ertakes ine
And the sylph-iike form forsakes me—
Fading softly sweet from view—but dlem'ry Jives
forevermore,

The Three ** Rockers.”

' Three yockersitogether, r-rockin’ slow,
On the east piazzer,all in er vow;
Whoere are the folks, yer want ter know?
No answer comes, but the wing sighs low,

. **The oid ucuse i3 grav with weather an' tiine,
TFhe well curb 13 mossy an’ green with slime,
Winders rat:le an endless rhyme

© Nobody's here, but the cloers rock slow.

. % Itain't very long sencn all in er row

ae sisters sat rockin’ here to and {ro
1 Sy P 3 £
¢ Kpittin', countin’ trom hLeel to toe,

Watchin' the bay ?vherr- saild come and go.

* They watcbed an’ thev waited day after cay,
Not aslnglo ship sailed inter the bay ; ’
*Joa's long a-comin’, then they sav,

* Whales must be skeevce,” aud ey all roched
slow, e

# But while they watched Mandc «hirancd end
shrank,

And Mm? into strange silences sank,

And Marthy, she looked old and lank;

‘Wiaen will joe come?’ and they rocked 1raove
slow

“ Then ther come er day when an smpty cher
Moved s0it in the wind by the sister pair;

A yenr more passed, and Hlercy there

Sas watchin’ twoidle rockers blow,

* Three rockers togetber, a-rockin’ slow,
Not asoul in ther place to make 'em go
Fol'ks arg dead, if yer want ter know,
“An’ the lonescine aea’is rockin’ Joe! "
—W, H, Winalcw, in

L Youth's Companion,

Waiting.
{By Archis Mack.)

Waiting, yes, patiently waiting,
W , IO IMUTII UY OF moal,
Silently, hopefully waiting,
Li her life-time alone.
Patiently bLearing life's burden,

Wmmg the sweet by-and-by,
Daily fulfilling her zm'ision, i
Btifling thse long trounted sigh.

Badly the weeks foilow swiftly,
8ad, oh, mors sad grow they still,
By months and years tliey ars cumbered
ot never the promise fulfil!
Storm and sunshine visit the earth,
The seasons expectans roll,
And bring peace and plenty to all,
A1l save the poor waiting soul.

Yeaxssadden the fair, patient {ace,
‘Weary the gentle blue eyes
Grow with their watching aud waiting,
Atfloggglg who newgf ‘r;gives.
e comes t cOome Message,
She meekly bows neath the rod,
Death claims her one of his vietius,
Her waiting soul is with God.

As o letter of condolence, the following
has been offered for a model: I have
heard of your great grief and I send you »
gimple pressure of the kand.”

SHIRLEY ROSS:

A Story of Woman's Faithfulness.

CHAPTER XIX.

.« When this letter i3 givem tor you, my
child, you will be about to enter upon a
new, ungried life ; and that vou may not
forges your mother then [ have written
these lines—written them with such loving
thought of you, my daughter, and with
such earnest prayer for your happiness and
welfare, that, even if they en vou a
listle, vou must not mind now.

« What I am going to write here for your
perusal is the story of my life—a story
which more than once lately, dear, as I feel
my health failing, I have been tempted to
tell you. Not that I want to sadden you
by telling you that my life is drawing to a
close—my poor children. If I could save
youthat pain I would gladly live, even
though life is such a dreary thing now—but
4% think yon ocught to know my story,
‘Shirley. When Iam gone to meet your
‘fathey once more—Heaven is so merciful
that T dare look forward to that—you will
live in Bcotland, the country I once loved
o dearly, but which I 3hail never see again,
far it has been very cruel to me, my child.
Pérhaps, after all, 1t will be well that vou
should not know this story of mine until
you'are on the eve of marriage. I think,
Shirley, and I hope with all sincerity and
fe#vor, that you will never marry a man
you do not love. Surely I have given you
rach notions of truth and honor as will
preserve you from the sin and the shame
of ‘& loveless marrioggé’ If you do not love
the man you sare Hoing to marry, my
deughter, it will not be too late to retract
cven at the last moment ; it will be better
to ruitfer any blame than to goa step further
¢n the road which must inevitably lead to
sarrow and misery, and pernaps to 3in and
dishonor. -

« But, if, as I hope, mv child, you love
{he man to whom you are betrothed, it will
help you to ba gentle and lenient and
mercifal to the poorerring mother whe has
Joved you with a love which ought, with all
her faults, to induce vou to think of her
kindly. I should have liked to tell vou the
riory, to have seen thepitying love on your
face ; but, if that pity and that love did not
s«how themselves there, how could I have
borne it ¢ So perhaps it is better as it is.

“ Yon know the earlier part of y his-
tory, Shirley; youknow that [ was an only
end petted daughter and a spoiled and (n-
dulged sister. Ilost my father and mother
while I was still a ckild, but your uncle,
who was some years my 3enior, filled the
placc of those dear parents with such a ten-
derness that I missed them but little. He
indnlged me in every swhim, he gave me my
cwn way in everything: and [ grew up
proud, willful, and heedl-ss >f sveything
hut my own pleasure.

Y was beantiful—you too. my child,
possess that fatal dowry of beauty: but [
trust it will bring you only happiness. It
is a great and precious giit if used aright,
#nd gives tha possessor a great power and
iofluence for good or evil. I used my
power for evil, Shirley; [ employed my
beauty 2s a snare to win hearts and toy
with them as long as it pleased my fancy;
then [ cast them aside, careless whether
the wounds I inflicted ware serious or not.
Flirtation is not lcoked zpon a8 a 3in
i1 tha time in which we liv=, Shirley ; but
I pray Heaven, my child, that vou will be
Jiept from such unwomanly shame.

* Among my admirers was a géntleman
“ome ten or fifteen vears my senior, whose
lenit my brother favored strongly. Sir
Henry Procter was a man of large property
¢nd distinguished family ' he was, more-
over, very handsome and agreeable; and he
Joved me—yes, he loved me.  Butthere are
> many ditferent kinds of love, my darling,
that it is difficult to know which is the true
):ind. This was true, so [ar asit went; but
ha prefcrred his happiness to mine, and
{rue love does not do that.

T was proud of my conuest, ne which
¢thers had attempted in vain; but [ did
108 love Sir Henry Proctor. whom [ had
)Jnown three months swhen your father,
fnirley, came to Dumfife, and Cilbert
invited him to Fairhcime. He was very
¢:ntle to me, but very cold: L disapproved
¢! my conduct, end reproved me more than
cnce; but I loved him swith all my heart
#nd soul and strength.. 1 loved him: and
{1ere was no woman on earth so happy as
1 when, one day, a danger to which I was
(xposed, and from which he rescued s,

[ forced him to betray the love for me which

e hiad hitherto kept concealed, because he
was not wealthy enough to aspire to Miss
Fairholme. Ab, how happy I was!

¢ My brother did rot receive the news of
cur attachment very cordially. DMr. Ross
was not rich, and his profession was
seriously against him, in Gilbert's opinion.
&till, when he saw that my happiness was
involved, he consented to an engagcment
between us ; but we were nct to be mar-
ried unsil I was twenty-one—a condition to
which we both agrced willingly. "Shortly
afterward Roland went to Rome to con-

tinue the study cf the art'he loved.

-1 missed him greatly, for I loved him
with my whole heart; but my love did not
prevent mc from continuing my tlirtation
with Sir Henry Proctor. My engagement,
ths news of which he had received very
calmly, did not seem to trouble him at all:
he was just as devoted as ever, but he did
not put his devotion into words, and so [
ves off my guard. I thought he was willing
to look upon me as a friend. He often met
e in my rides and walks, and he was a
most agreeable companion.

“ One day—ah, how clearly [ remem-
bered all its details afterward. although
they made so little impression upon me at
the time—we wero riding at some distance
from Fairholme. T was unattended, for [
rarely rode with a groom, but Sir Henry's
rervant was with him. A sudden and vio-
lent storm cams on, which frightened the
horses and compelled us to seek shelter.

| We found it in a wayside inn where they

were able to accommodstc the horses, and
Sir Henry and myself were glad to dry onr
' clothes by the kitchen fire. We were laugh-
ing and chatting merrily over the mishap,
when the innkeeper’s wife came in to ask if
we would take any refreshment. Sir Henry
snswered at once, ‘ Yes; my wife wounld
like soms tes, if you please.’ ‘And what
will you take, sir?"” ‘Some toddy,’ he
enswered laughing; then, when she had
left us, he turned to me, merrily asking how
i1 liked the pesition I had assumed—oT

rather which he had given to me—as his
wife.

‘“We were very merry over it; and,
when the woman came back, Sir Henry
spoke frequently of his wife, and I langhed
ﬁ uetted and called him my husband,

Wlﬂn& lei;vid many :‘;her fooiish
ings, I daresay. Sir Henry said laughin
that I had beemn to some oufe elss@‘gi’r
but that T perferred him ; so I had thrown
the other fellow over and had married him.
And the landlady langhed too, and said she
did not wonder, for Sir Henry was hand-
some enough to make any girl false. And
all this time Sir Henry’s groom was stand-
ing in the kitchen, at a distarce from..us,
but where every word reached him dis-
tinctly.

“ Well, the storm ceased, and we rode
away, and I thought no more of our adven-
ture.; Sir Henry came daily b Fairholme
—and he was too agreeable and pleasantnot
to be missed if he did not come—and the
months passed on until [ was approaching
my twenty-first birthday ; and I began to
look forward to Roland’s return.

¢« But one day—oh, Shirley, shall I ever
forget the day ?" ,

Shirley had been reading attentively and
without a pause for some time when she
reached this part of her mother’s narrative,
and during the last few minutes she had
grown terribly pale, and an cxpression of
intense horror was creeping slowly into her
wide dilated eyes. Now she stopped, push-
ing the sheets of paper from her with a
quick passionate movement; and, ag she
rose from her chair, the letter fell flutter-
ing down at her feet. She did not heed the
falling sheets as she moved away from the
fire, pushing back her hair from her face
with a wild troubled gestare almost of de-
spair. She did not know what horror had
come upon her; she was trembling from
head to foot in an undefined agony of fear,
her breath was coming in guick)gasps of
terror, and the throbbing of r heart
might almost have been heard in the still-
ness of the room. For a few moments this
terror held her, then it passed away, end
she forced her stiff livid lips to smile at the
pale horror stricken face she saw in the
looking-glass as she passed on her way back
to the fire.

She stooped, lifted, with little remorse-
ful tender fingers, the fallen sheets and
smoothed them out, pressing them, with a
passionate revulsion of feeling, to her
lips ; then, still trembling a little and very
pale, she sat down and cecommenced to
read. . {

 But one day—on, Shirley, shall' I ever
forget the day?—your uncle came into the
room where I was writing to Roland, and,
with a sternnesa he had never shown to me
before, handed me a letter from Sir Henry
Proctor, claiming me as his wife. I re-
member how I laughed, and said gayly
that 8ir Henry must have taken leave of
his senses: but Gilbert's gravity never
changed. He sat down and desired me to
tell him all that had happened at the inn.
I made light of it ; but he interrupted me.
« Marian, he said sternly, " this is no jest-
ing matter, In this country there are mar-
riages called irregular marriages which are
as binding in law as any others. Persons
with no intention of marri may become
married, even when they do not know that
they are legally held to be so. [f the facts
are as Sir Henry Proctor has stated them
in his letter, there may be the greatest
difficulty in proving that you are not his
wife.” I looked at him in surprise, with a
feeling of intense horror creeping cver me.
*May [ sec the letter?’ [ said stcadily ; and,
when he gave it to me, [ was able to read
it calmly, -and to acknowledge that Sir
Henry had merely related what had
occurred at the inn where we had sheltered
daring the storm. But [ could not believe,
even when Gilbert assured me of it, that
that could possibly constitute a marriage.
Of course legal assistance was sought im-
mediatelv, and the eminent lawyers whom
my brother consulted gave conflicting
opinions. One said that [ was Sir Henrv's
wife, another that it was no marriage; but
1 saw the danger to which I had exposed
mysclf. Heaven only knows how I suffered
during that terrible time! Of course
Roland had to be told; aad, aa soon as he
came to Fairholme, Sir Henry pressed his

in vain. At first Gilbert, anxious to avoid
scandal, entirely refused to have the case
referred to the law courts, but my passion-
ate pleading—I threw myself at his feet,
Shirley, , until he consented—at last suc-
ceeded. Shall I tell you the cesult, my
daughter® A few words spoken in jest at
a wayside inn in the prescuce of witnesses
made me the wife of & man whom I never
loved., but whom now [ abhorred. [ was
Sir Henry Proctor’a wife. [t was no mat-
ter that I had not given my _onsent, that I
was ignorant of the abominable marriage-
law in force in the country I lcved so
dearly ; I was his wodded wife. [ think
they believed that I had been a consenting
party, and that I was willing then toaccept
a richer suitor than Roland Ross, and that
I had consented to this irrzgular marrisge
to avoid the blame which a jilt justly
incurs. Buf, be that as it may, I was his
wife. A long period of dariincas followed,
Shirley. I was very dl—sick unto death—
and [ was 2o better when [ wert home to
Sir IHenr+’s magnificent ostate—a wifc
who hated har husband, who despised him
for the sreachery that had caused her
misery, who lov:i another man with all
her heart.

“Shirley, Low can [ tell you the rest?
How can a mother confesa to her child
what will perhaps make her despise her
and hate her for the shame shehas brought
upon her name? How can I tell you how
my cndurance failed under the misery and
wretchedness which were my constant
companions? My heaith gave way; a ter-
ror of death without over seeing Roland
again came over me. [ struggled against
it in vain. I could not feel that I was
married in the sight of heaven; and one
day I left Sir Henry’s house and travelled
day and night to Rome, where I knew
'Roland was. [ remember seeing his agi-
tated, startled, rapturbus face; then con-
sciousness left me.

«“When my senses came back, [ was
lying in a strange room, with a strange
nurse bending over me. [ had been ill
many days, she told me, but she would nat
answer any questions—only soothe me to
sleep ; and I was too weak to be very curi-
ous, or to fsel anything dseply. But, as
days went on, my strength came back, and
with it my recollection; and I suffered an
agony of distress when I thought of the

shame [ had brought a name hitherto
honored and ined, and that I myself

héart, and I longed
the landiady thet we had not beenﬁugn to hesr the news which he brought

claims upon me, and all myentreaties were |-

_> -
had sank to the lowest level and was worthy
only of comtempt. I was almost quite
: in when

sight of his

so altered and serrowful, almest broke: my
to die. But I waswell

. and, he told mein hiw grave tender
voice that I was free now—that Death had

Rome in pursuit of me, had been one of the
victims of & terrible railway aecident in the
south of France. .

“You know the rest. Your father loved
me enough to share my shame and misery,
and we were married. With whatintenselove,
what heartfelt humility, I became his wife
you cgnnot guess, my child; how earnestly
I prayed for his happiness is known only to
the Hearer of Prayer and my own heart.
That he was happy I believe, and I think I
helped to make him so. But of his good-
ness, his patience, his unfailing love for the
erring woman he had made his wife I can-
not speak, even to you. You were not too
young when you lost him to appreciate
his nobility, and, my child, that you will
always revere his memory is my truest

*“And now, my darling, I must cease.
I am very weary, and I have told you all.
Forgive your mother, Shirley, and think
kindly of her, if you can. She has sinned
much, but she has saffered; for allthe love
and peace of so many years of her life have
not. blotted out her regret for the irrevoe-
ablé past. May such love be yours, my
daughter, but not such regret! Heaven for-
ever bless you, Shirley !"

That was the end; the piteous confes-
sion was finished, the last words wereread;
and Shirley’'s hazel eyes were raised slowly
from the pages over which she bent. For
a moment she stared straight in front of
her with wide unseeing eyes, then the white
lids sunk, a ghastly pallor overspread the
lovely face, and all grew dark as she fell
back in a merciful unconsciousness.

CHAPTER XX.

“My dear Shirley,” said Ruby Capel’s
gay voice, a8 her bright brunette face ap-
peared at the door of Shirley’s room the
.next morning, * this is not at all en regle.
You ought not to have ventured to get up
until you had had some tea; and of course
you are not thinking of venturing down
stairs?’’

Shirley, who had been standing at the
window in her long crimson dressing-gown,
‘with her pretty chestnut hair falling around
her, turned round, smiling, to answer her
friend’s gay greeting.

“Of course I am not going to venture
down stairs,” she daid lightly. I have
some slight regara les convenances, Ruby,
&nd_n

«“The very idea of  bride making her
appearance before she is dressed in all her
bridal finery is enough to make Mrs. Grundy
expire !” cried Ruby gayly.

“Then, if it would have such a very de-
girable effect, Ruby, I had better go down
at once.”’ :

« She would expire only for five min-
utes,’ said Ruby resignedly. **She is a
regular headed monster, and there is no
killing her. It must have been a terrible
shock.to her to think that Major Stuart
slept in the house last night. That is quite
contrary to etiquette. Really I am so
cu jdit that you might very well imagine
that I had been married myself.”” -

YWhile she chatted gayly she had placed
on the table the little tray she had carried
into the room ; then she went to Shirley’s
side and stood on tiptoe to kiss her, for
Shirley was much taller than the little
« pocket Venus” with whom Captain Fair-
holme was so smitten.

« Came and have some breakfast, Shirley,
my bonny bride,”’ she 3aid fondly. ¢ You
look awfully pale, my dear, to-day. Have
you had a bad night 2"

«I did not sieep much,” Shirley
answered, smiling. ‘*But I am very well ;
and I am sure it (s the correct thing for
brides to be pale, Ruby."” -

“ Yes, but you have such dark shadows
under your eyes, dear. Never mind—you
look most lovely," she added softly ; and
Shirley returned her lkiss with passionate
fondness as she went over to the table to
pour out the tes.

“Alice is not stirring yet,” Ruby said
merrily. *She does not intend to put in
an appearance until she comes to assist you
with your toilet. She says getting up early
is a mistake on an occasion of this kind.
The men are wandering about as if they
were lost, or had strayed,” she went on,
laughing. * I have just sent Os— Captain
Fairholme to take tilem into the billiard-
room, or they will g2t desperate. Men are
such helpless mortais >n an occasion like
the present.”

«« Certainly, women take more naturally
to it,”’ said Shirley languidly, drinking her
tea feverishly, but not tasting any of the
dainty breakfast which Ruby had brought
her. ‘¢ Who is it, Ruby, who says that all
women seem to be in their natural element
at a wedding, and ai! the men to be out
of it?”

« Some on2 who has studied human
nature,”’ answered Ruby, langhing. “ Come,
Shirley dear, do eat something. We shall
have you fainting by and by and frighten-
ing poor Guy out of his senses.”

“ You need not be at all afraid,”’ Shirley
said laughingly. ‘I am not given to faint-
ing, and ne such catastrophe will happen.
Even if it did, Guy would not be frightened
out of his senses.”

« You think not” Well, I think the
reverse. And swooning brides may be very
interesting in a novel, but they are very
tiresome 1n real life,’ said Ruby gayly.
« I have brought up your diamonds, Shirley.
How superb you will be!”

« I wish that Sir Jasper had not '%lesimd
that I should be married in his beautiful
gift,” Shirley remarked languidly. 1
perfer a bride, especially a dowerless bride
like me, to wear no jewels. What are you
gazing at so steadfastly, Raby !”

« At a mounted messenger riding in hot
haste up the avenue,”” said Ruby carelessly.
« A telegram, I suppose.”

She did not turn away from the window,
or she would have seen the awfunl look of
terror which crossed Shirley’s face and the
deathly pallor which stole into her lips.
But Miss Ross conquered her emotion by an
effort, and there was a short silence, dnring
which Ruby admired the diamonds glitter-
ing on their satin bed, and Shirley sat still
and calm outwardly, but full of & terrible
anxiety. Then Ruby flittered away to don

I saw Roland ; and the [leant her head
pitying compassionate fiace, | foroed asmile to her lips, “my fears are

« After all,” Shirley thought, ss ahe
upon- the cushions and

groundless. Sir Hugh never meant that—
he conld nok be so treacherpus and so base.
Tt would be tao cruel to wait till now. Even
if he knows the law, he-does not care. L
am go absurdly nervous. A breath of fresi

freed me. Sir' Henry Procter, on his way to pirwill dome good.”

She went to the window; opened it, and
leaned out. It v;; ﬁgﬂ nm*md y mom-u
ing, although a ~of suow

fallen during the night—bitterly cold, but
seasonable—a fair day for & wedding-day,

Shirley thoughs, if the held good

that * happy is the bride the sun shines
on.” The view the window was
beautiful; all the skeleton trees in the

were clothed with a fair spotless

which gliitered in 4she sun. Two of the
maid.servants wers hurrying along the ter-
race under the window, laughingly com

ing the valentines which the post
brought tnem. They looked bright and
busy and smiling in their pretty new
dresses and smart white-ribboned caps, ~
their gay pleasant voices reached Shirley’s

wish. ears as she leaned at the window above,

letting the cold fresh air blow an her hos
brow and bring a faint color into her fmir
face.

She felt weary and languid, and the chilk
reviving breeze was pleasant to her; she
had not slept all night, and the heavy
shadows under the lovely hazel eyes testi-
fied to the long vigil. Her faint had been
but short; she had returned to life and
consciousness to find the fire dying out and
her mother’s letter still open upon her lap ;
and for the first few moments her agony of
mind had been unendurable and indescrib-
able, but then her calmer reason had re-
asserted itself, and she told herself that
Sir Hogh had not meant anything when he
called her his wife. Had he done so, he
would not have delayed until now, he would

'not have gone away without a word or sign.

Yet all throngh' the night hours the thought
had haunted her with a persistency which
she could not dismiss, and the gray winter
dawn had found her lying wakeful and
wide-eyed upon the pilicw.
(To be continned.)
Rain and Railroads.
faﬁ ’But clearing off the land prevents rain-

A New York Mail and Express scientiss
was discussing this problem with a tourist
who has recently returned from a scientific
jdant into South America.

“That may be so0,”’ returned the latter,
“ but it is & meteorological fact that the
laying of railroad tracks in certain counn-
tries produces rain. Take Mexico, for
instance. Recent serious damage doma
by washouts on the northern section of
the Mexican Central Road was duc ta
waterspouts bursting on the track, and it
is a curious fact that waterspouts seem to
be attracted by the iron track and tele-
graph wires.

*“Nat only that,” continued the tourisk
* But the engineers on the line of the
Guadalajara branch of the Mexican Cen-
tral Railway have noted that as fast as the
construction advances rain follows, and
they hold that this is due to the large
quantity of steel rails on ilat cars, which
are carried forward as fast as the work of
construction permits. The most noticeabie
fact is that the country is dry in advance
of the construction trains, and also behind
them, for a number of miles. Rains beat
down, as described, in bucketfuls, jast
where the steel rails are, but only in circles
% few miles in diameter.”

“How true this theorv is,” added the
traveller in conclusion, *“ I don't pretend to
say, but the fact remains, and up to date
it bas not been explained,”

Humors of the Jury.

« I rcmember,”’ says Lord Eldon, « Mr.
Jussice Gould trying a case at York, amd
when he had proceeded for about two hours
he observed, ‘ Here are only eleven jury.
men ir the box; where is the twelfth?’
‘Please you, my lord,’ said ane of the
elevern, ‘he has gone away about some busi-
ness ; buthe has left his verdict with me.
This is almost on a par with a case tried in
one of the Lancashire courts, when Ser-
geant Cross was a resident barrister in that
county. The jury having consulted and
agreed upon their verdict, were addressed
by the clerk of the peace: “ How say yom,
gentlemen of the jury, do you find for the
plaintiff or the defendant ?* ‘ What sayn
yo? I dvnnot understand,” said tke fore-
man. “ Why, as you kave decided, all T
want to krow is, whether your verdict ia
for the plaintiff or the defendant?” The
foreman was still greatly embarrassed ; but
he replied, *“ Whoy, I raly dunnot know,
but we're for him as Mester Cross is for ™
—hambers’ Jourial.

The Artist Tells Her His Secret.

Lady— I like your pictures sc much.
and [ would dearly love to be an artist.
Won't vou tell me the secret how to do 62"

Artist—* Most willingly, madam. You
have only to seleet the right colors and put
them on the right place.”

« Oh, thanks, awfully. I shall go home
now and commence right away.”’

A Poor Rule That Won't Work Both Wayp
Mother—Johnny, did you ask your
employer if you might get off to-day ?
Son—No, the bess never speaks to be
about it when he goes.—From Judge.

—————

[n an interview between Henry M. Stan-
ley and a newspaper correspondent, the
distinguished explorer said: ‘I have been
in Africa seventeen years, and I have never
met a man who would kill me if I folded
my hands.” )

—Rev. Dr. Smith, ex-Moderator of Pres-
byterian Church in Canada, now in Cali-
fornia, has decided to accept a call from
St. Jokn's Church, San Francisco. He is

ted to preach his farewell sermon in
Galt about the second Sunday in April.

Mr. Daniel Collins, a well-known resi-
dent of London West, fell down a stairway
at the Boswell House, King satreet, on
Thursday evening, sustaining severs inju-
ries.

Alexander Arnold, otherwise known as
¢ Old Aleck,” who has just been released
from the penitentiary at Joliet, Ill, is
probably as’ accomplished a horse-thief as
there is in the country. During the thirsy
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