
about my fonduees for port, DI not

miss this chance of being good to her

mid of helpiqg her to do-you justice.
Maria always looks like that when she's

pleased.’’
Maria glared horribly at her brother,

•nd made a noise in her throat like the

rapping of a nutmeg grater.
"You see how absurdly prejudiced you

•re, Jeremy. She's trying to say she

ho|*s you will make a good use of your

property. Nothing could be plainer. Mr

Wilson has seen Maria's condition, and

with what absolutely correctness I have

carried out her intentions. I’ve no

doubt she meant me to live with you
after her—her departure. Y'ou’ll find

me very useful with the baby. I’ve al-

ways had a theory of my own that

babies are fed too much, and 1 should

like to try a series of experiments on

yours. Why, what on earth are you
doing!"

"

• .
_

With a sudden gesture, Jeremy tore

Up the cards. "If Maud hears what you

mean to do with the baby, she'll have

you assassinated as the only way of sav-

ing the child's life. Now. Mr Wilson, I

wonder you countenance this absurd

scheme of my Uncle's. Get your hat,
Uncle Peter, and come home with me.

Good-bye, Aunt. Y'ou’re not getting 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
visionsrv.”

“You are quite right, Jeremy. Brother

Peter always was rather more or less an

idiot, generally more," said Miss Win-

throp. sitting up in bed and casting a

look, of withering scorn at her discom-
fited brother. “I’ve had my suspicions
he was yearning to try scientific ex-

periments—scientific!—on me! —on me.

Besides, Mr Wilson told me all about it

bo 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’ll send you
and your experiments to the Work-

house."

“Don't be so stony, Sister Maria,” said

the crestfallen Peter. "How was I to

know you were only shamming! Don’t

send me to the workhouse. You know
perfectly well how I hate going to •

place where I cas’t get my port regu-

larly. Besides, they'd make me put on

striped trousers and a flannel Unr;.- I

don’t m.sd dying*for my eoautry. niit
nothing shall induce me to become u

'flannelled fool!’”
"And they’ll make you break stones,

before they give you any breakfast,"

vindictively said Miss Winthrop. "Well,
I'm glad of it. Fetch baby, Jeremy. If

khat brother of mine dares to inter-

fere with her food, I won't go to see

him in the Casual Ward on visiting
days. Pleased expression, indeed! Why,
I glared at him the whole time! Is

there, anything else of mine you'd like

to give away, Brother Peter, before you
start for the Workhouse? I’ve never

succeeded in making you eat porridge
all these, years; now you'll have to put
up with ‘skilly,’ and you won’t like it.”

“Have merey. Maria,” implored Pe.ter.

"Dont’ be too harsh to your only bro-

ther. How was I to know you were

shamming! In the general interests of

scientific research, individuals should

not consider their feelings. Scientific

“Fiddlesticks,” snorted Miss Win-
throp.

"Don’t send me to the workhouse,
Sister. Who's to look after the gar-
den? Y’ou won’t let her send me away,
Jeremy? Workhouse officials are so—-

so meddling.’’
"And so are you,” said the indignant

Miss Winthrop. “Go to your room, sir,
get into bed, and don't presume to leave
it until I give you permission. Jeremy,”
sue added, as the crestfallen Peter crept
away, “it's no fun quarrelling with you.
I daren’t.stay alone in the house with

that man. Fetch Maud and the baby,
and live here. We'd betetr end up in

the way the books do, after all."

“Of course/’ said Jeremy. "We must

keep Uncle Peter away from the baby,
though.”

“Certainly. Now, if you’ll ring for my
maid, I’ll get up and dress.”

"Unele Peter meant well,” pleaded
Jeremy; "and he hasn’t had a letter in
the paper for a long time.”

“Drivelling idiot!” snapped Miss Win-
thorp. "He never shall have again, if

I can help it. Any respectable Work-

house is too good for him. ‘Pleased ex-

pre-sion.' indeed.' Go and fetch the

baby".
"l-et him have his dilmer,” pleaded

Jeremy, preparing tw depart.
"N<jt a morsel.’’ said the vindictive

Mi-» Wiiitlwrp. "He's made me stay in

bed all day long, anJ I’llkeep him there

all the evening without any dinner.

Scientific research, indeed.”

Jeremy left the room, un.l looked in

on Unde Peter.

"Does she mean it?” asked that

worthy, ruefully sitting up in bed. "It

was all for your good, Jeremy. Maria
always was vindictive. Shows such a

nasty spirit, ti»o, when she has eome

back from the verge of the grave. I’m

so hungry! Paltry, I call it. Paltry!
Can't you smuggle me up a bottle of

buss and some sandwiches? Maria is

so—so arbitrary.”

“Not a morsel." said the inexorable

Jeremy, "unless you promise never to

meddle with the baby.” . •
"I swear!” said Uncle Peter, with

solemn fervour: "that is,” he added as

an after-thought, "if you don't put too

much mustard on the sandwiches."

The Praise of Women.

A poet's compliment to a woman, or to

women, is one of the prettiest and pleas-
antest exercises of words. Francis I. of

France once said that a court without

women would be like a year without a

spring, and a spring without roses; and

Malherbe, who was a poet, said that there

are only two pretty things in the world,

women and roses, and only two dainty
morsels, women and melons.

Then. Chateaubriand said: "Man with-
out woman would be gross, rude, and
Solitary, and would ignore the grace
which is the smile of love. Woman
hangs around him the flowers of life, like

those forest creepers which adorn the

trunks of oaks with their perfumed gar-
lands.’’ - < . ■ .

In his preity little book, "Opinion of

My Friend Jacques on Women of Mind

and the Mind of Women.” F. J. Stahl

says: ‘‘Die mind of women has every

kind of relation to the diamond. It It
fine, it fa precious, ithaaa. thousand

a thousand rays, it tuts fatete avhieh ra-

dfatc in every direction, it daafaes and
betrays itself, even in the shade, - when
the slightest opening ia made. "It cannot

be shut up in the jewel-box; it must be

seen"

Fontenelle said: "Among women mod-
esty has great advantages. It augments
beauty, and serves to hide ugliness."

"A young girl was walking in a gar-
den." said an enthusiastic French

“and the flowers began to speak. ‘YoW.-
are prettier than we are, fair damsel,*
said tbev. ‘Fresher,* said the rose of
May. . ‘more vermilion,’ said the pome-
granate; ‘whiter.’ said the lily; ‘sweeterJ
said the jasmine; 'more graceful,” said
the meadow-queen;’ 'purer,’ said the

virgin-spike: 'chaster,’ said the orange-
flower. The voung girl knew nothing of

the language of the flowers: her fair,

open countenance fell upon eaeh of them

without blushing, and she admired them,
all without knowing the praises they
were giving her. But, perceiving half-
hidden among the herbage the blue-eyed
violet, she stooped toward it, gathered
it with her delicate fingers, and after
having inhaled its perfume, placed it

near her heart. ‘How happy is the vio-

let!’ said the other flowers."

We can hardly omit here the saying of

Sehiller: "Honour to women! They
scatter celestial roses on the pathway of

our earthly life; they weave the fortun-
ate bands of love: and under the modest
veil of the graces they nourish with a

sacred hand the immortal flower of noble
sentiments.”

Stutts i who stammers) :_ Miss d-d-
Dimple—d-d—Dollie!—l lulhillul—lub

lul-love you! W-wu-will you b-b—Wu
wul vou b-be mum-mum-mum —wu-will

you b-be mummy wu-wu-wu—nram-

mum-my wife?
-

Dollie Dimple (eoyly): Oh, Mr Stutts!'
I—l hardly know how to answer you!

Stutts (desperately): Ae-aoae-sus-sus

•—accept my pup-pup-proposal or 111

sus-sus-sus—or I’ll sus-sussay it all over

a-gug-gug-again!
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