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about my fominess for post, I'll met
mizss this chamee of being good te her

wnd-af  helping her todo'you justier. -

- Maria al-a"s lmk- like that ‘h.-l she's

Maria ghrtd hornhly at her I)rntber,
and wmade & Boise in ber throat Jike the
ra~ping of & mutineg grater.

“You see bow abeurdly prqudl«d you
are, Jerewy. xhe's trying to say . she

hupes you will make a good use of your

property. Nothing coukd be plainer. Mr
Wilson has seen Maria's cordition, amd
with what ahsolutely correctoess I  hare
earried out her intentions. 1've mo
doubt she meant me to live with you
after her—her departure.  You'll Gnd
me very wselil with the baby. I've al-

"wayvs had a theory of my own that

babies are fed too much, and 1. shoull
like to try & series of experiments om
" yours. Why, whlt on earth are you
doing!”

With a swdden gesture, Jeremy lore
uf the eards. “If Maud hears what you
nean to do with the baby, she’ll have
you assassinated as the only way of aav-
ing the child's life. Now, Mr Wilson, I
wonder ¥you .countenance this absund
pcheme of my Uncle's. Get your hat,
Uncle Peter, and come home with _me.
Good-bye, Aunt. . You're not getiing as
much fun out of your money as you ex-
pected; but you shan‘t be tortured in
your last moments by this well- meaning
wisionary,”

“You are quite right, Jtrem\'. Brother
Peter always was rather more or less an
#iot, generally. more,” said Miss Win-
throp. sitting up in bed and easting a
Yok of withering scorn_at her discom-
fited brother. *1've had . my suspicions
ke was yearning to try scientific ex-
periments—stientific!—on  me!-—on me.
Besidez, Mr Wilson told me all about it
o I pretended to be ill just to see what
he'd do, Now I know, and if ever you
do it again, Brother Peter, I send you
and your expenments to the Work-
Souse,”

“Dou’t be 30 zlony, Sister Marin” said
the erestfallen Peter. “How was I to
know you were only shamming! Don’%
send me.to the workhouse, Yon know
perfectly well how I hate going to =
placs where [ eaa't gel my port regu-
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larly. Bauidesa, they'd make me put vn
striped trousers smd a faanel .sbhirt.~ 1
-dun't mind dyimzéfor my commtry,“ba

- mothigy shall indece me to bevaie L3

- ‘Aanneiled fool?® ™

“And Lhey’ll smake ,au break -.uncg,'

belore they mive yow any breakfa=i,”

vindictively said Miss “’i-lhrop. “Well,
T'm giad of it. Fetch baby, Jercmy. H
that brother of mine dares to inter-
fere with her food, 1 womnt go to see
him in the Casuval Ward en risiting
days Plessed expression, indeed! Why,
1 glared al him the whole time! Ia
therse anything elze of -mime vou'd like
ic give away, Rroiher Peter, before you
siart for the Workhouse! I've rever
sueceeded im making you eat porrilge
all ihese years; now youw'll have 10 put
up with ‘akilly,’ aad you wonr't like it* -

“Have mercy, Maria,” implored DPater.
“Dont’ be too harsh to your only bro-
ther. Row wasz 1 to know you were
chamming! In the general interests of’
scientifie research, individoals shonld
not «msldﬂ Ltheir feelings, Seipmiﬁe

"l"idd.lesllrk&"
throp -

"'Don!. send me Lo the Imrkimuse,
Sister. - Whe's to lock after the gar-
dem? You won’t let her send me away,
Jeremy? Workhom officials are so-—
#0 meddling™

“And so are jou mld the mdlgnant
Mism Winthrop. “Go to your room, sir,
et into bed, and don't prezume to leave
it until T give you permission. Jeremy,”
¥ae added, as the crestfallen Peler erept
away, *it’s no fup quarrelling with yon.
1 daren’t _sluy alone in ihe house with
that man. Fetch Maud und the lmb_i‘.
and live here. We'd betetr end up in
the way the books do, aller all™ - . -

“Of coarse,” said Jersmy. “We must
keep Unele Peter awa_y from the bn.hr,
though™ - B

“(.crhlnly. Now, if you'll nng ior my
maid, I'll get up and dress.”

'Untle Peier meant we]l” pleaded
Jeremy; “and he hasn’t had a letter in
the paper for a long time.” -

“Drivelling idiot!” snapped lhs: Wl.n—
thorp. “He mever shall have again, if
1 cam help it. Any respectable Work-
bonse is {00 xood for him; ‘Pleaced ex-

aported Miss Win-

ml.lehl. Go amd leich  the

~bLet hnn l.'n\e Bis di‘-er, ’plndti

Jeremy, prejwring tadepart. ™

-=Nuk & mofsel.” Said the visdictive
Miu Wintborp.. “He's made me stay in
bed all day Jong. amld )] keep him there
all the evening withowt any dinnper
Seientific research, indeed,”

Jeremy left the room, und lmhd in
on Unde Peter.

“Doen she mean itP" siked Ihat
worthy, ruefully aitting up in bed. -it
was all for your gzood, Jeremy, Maria

always. waid vindictive.  Showa sueh &

* pasly spirit, tbo, whem she had ecome

buck from the verge of the grave. I'm
#0 hongry!’ Paltry, 1 eall it. Paltry!
Cant you smuggle me up a botile of
e and some sandwichea? Maria ia
#0—30 arbitrary.” [
“Xot a morsel,” snd lhe mexnnhle
Jeremy, “unless you promise mever to
meddle with the baby.™ . S e
~I swear!™ maid Uncle Peier, with
wolemm fervour: “that ia” he wdded a8
an after-thought, “if you don't put too
much mustand on the gamdwiches,™ .

The Prgiu of Women. -

A poet’s complinent to 3 woman, or to
woren, is one of the prettiest and pleas-
antest exercises of words. Francis L of
France once said that a court withont
wowen would be like a year without &
spring, akl a spring without roses; and
Malherbe, who was.a poet, said that there
are only two pretiy things in the, world,
women and roses, and only two d.lmt:
morsels, women amul melons.

Then. Chateaubriand seid: “Man w:l.h-
out waman would be grosm, rude, and_
solitary, and- would . ignore the graee
which is the smile of love . Woman
hangs around him the flowers of life, like
thoze forest creepers which adorn ithe
trunks of ouks vmh the-r ]mrlumed gar-
lands.” -2 N

- Ix his pre[t! ln-tle bool “Opnnnn of
}lv Friend Jaeques on Women of Mind
and the Mind of Women.” F. J. Stahl
saya: “The mind of women has every
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kind of relation to the dmmond. R o
e, it in preciows, it has.a Uhousand

A ;hm-nq ruy*, il has falels wwhich -

Jnu in every dnleguo., # -dasulen and
rcrays itself, yen in the phade,- whes
Lhe slightest upening i made, "It easmot
be zhut up im the jewel-box; ib must be

Foatenelle sail: “Among womes mod-
eni¥ has great’ adrantapes. -1t sugments
beanuty, and scrves 1o hide ugliness,™

“A young girl was walking in a g -

™ said am enthusiastic Frewch poet;
“amd the flowers begam fo speak. ‘Yow;
are prettier than we are, fair damasel’
said they. ‘Fresher,! said the rone of
May; _‘more vermilion,’ ssid the porse
granate; ‘whiter,’ n.ldﬂlehly, ‘sweeter }
maid the jasmine; ‘more graveful,” said
ibe  meadow-queen; “purer,” maid Lhe
virgin-spike; ‘chaster,' =xid the orsnpe
flower. The young girl duew mothing of
the langusge of the flowers; her fair,
open counitenance fell npon each of themy
without blushing, and she admired thers,
all withent knowing the praicen they
were giving ber. Bul, mereeiving half-
hidden amony the herhnge the blue-cyed
wioket, ahe stooped toward it, gathered
it with ber delicate fingers, and afler
having inhaled ita perfume, placed it
mear bher heart. ‘How happy in the no
Jet!” maid the other flowers”

- We can bardly omit here the sa:ng of
Bdulier “Henour  to women !
scaiter erlestial yrooes on the pathway ol
our earthly life; they weave the fortun-
ate bands of love; and under the modest
weil of the graces ‘they acurieh with a
sacred hand the lmmoru] flower of nibie
mhment,s."

————

Btutts (who stammern): - Mian J-d-
PDinaple—d-d—Dollie!—1  hil-luklul—let
ln] love you! W-wo-will you bbh—Ww

ou b-be mum-mum-mn--wa-wil
,ou be mum- my . ww'n-wn—nul-
-um-my widel. .. ..

Dollie Dimple (eoy}y) Oh, It swuar
l-—I know how to answer you!

Stotts (desperstely):- Ammun-
—aecept Wy pup-pup-proposal - or l’;l
Bus-gus-sue—or 'l sus-sua- ny n all ou:
a-gug-gug-againt - . - - -
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