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PATTY'S SONG.

Let the winds ausrrol in mid-ale together
Lot the riain deluge the country mod town;
Hyre in my honrt (9 the sunnicst woather,
Whoether the sky have o simile of o frown.
What If the tempott i angor bo cnlling?
Whot {f the Jdiim clouds have hidden the
sun/
Whint tf the ridn o o torrent be falling?
Chariey has wooed e, and Charley hna
won.

What da I enre for the
Whether they burgoon, oOr
how?
While my honrt volees in musie his pralses,
Latthe of Glossome« | eare or | know
Falrer 1= he 1 oye than the roses,
Mrighter hin Ay ¢ than the rnys of the sun;
Quilck at bl voleo my heart's portal uncloses
Charley bas woood me, and Charloy bas
wiin

Hines or dnlslos,
whother thoy

Earth has grown falrer the nlr bas grown
Aweaeler,
Evor sineo Charley his prodon confossod
Al thut he savs s in musionl meter,
All that he does Is the wisest gnd best,
Flows to bis sounl gll my love and devotion,
A to the scoan the swifl Fivers man;
Jov thrills mv boart ta 108 core with cmotion—
Chorloy has woond e, and Uharley has
wiimn.
Thoman Dunn Knglish,
- -

STEP-MOTHER AXD STEP-SO.

A Story of Love, Jealousy, Ha-
tred, Revenge and Herole
Sell=Sacrifice,

the Awthurr of ** Dora Thorne, “A i
v of Love “* AL War With Herself,” 4 lge
Golden  Dawn,” " Which  Loved
Him Reat?" Y 4 Rise in
Thorna,” &e., o,

CHAPTER V.,

Thae girl's face lushed as his hauds
touched the ripples of dark hair.  He
parted it so ns to show the pretty little
enrs that were like pink shells. He
certninly took more time than wns re-
quired for the oflice. Either the rose
wns the most stubborn of roses or the
hair the most tiresome of hair. The
touch of his hand wus like a caress,
and the besutiful head drooped with
the shy grace of a child. It seamed to
her quite unnecessary that he should
hold the heavy braids of her hair in
his hand so long—and yet sho was
spell-bound.

““T'hat is perfect,” he said at length,
with a deep sigh,  “You ought always
tolive in Spain and wear roses, Leam.
You are matchless!"

Then a sudden stir near him recalled
Lady Viola to his mind. He left Leam
with an effort and went up to her.

“*Now, Lady Viola," he said.

“Are you sure, Mr. Ross, that you
are quite at liberty, and that you have
leisure to attend to me ™ sheasked. But
the sarcasm wns lost on him,

“Yes, quite,” he said. “How beau-
tiful Leam looks with that erimson rose
in her dark hair! Now let me find
something for yon. A, I seo some lil-
les! Nothing could he better! 1 will
gel yon some."’

He returned in a few minutes with the
flowers in his hand.

*These will suit yon aravir, Lady
Viola, he said.  ““The white, snowy
leaves will contrast well with the gold
of your hair."’

But her heart sank within her, [o
had spent several minutes in arranging
the red rose in Loam's dark hair; but
he made no offer to place the lilies in
hers. He put them into her hands and
smiled with a kindly, honest smile into
her face.

“What are you thinking of, Mr.
Ross?" she asked, a fow minutes later,
when Leam stood by her side,

“1 was thinking," he answered, slow-
ly, “'that ns you stood there together
you were each perfect inyour different
wuys, 1 was wondering which an artist
would prefer—the dark head with the
crimgon rose, or the golden head with
the lilies; and 1 could not decide,”

“That is a ‘errible confession to
make,” laughed Leam; *but the com-

UONTINURD,

fort of it is, neither of us can be jeal-

ous!"”
L - - L] L]
The little dance
persisted in onlling it—wns 1 groat sue-
coss,  ‘They all enjoyed it very much
but, long before the evéning was over
Lady Viola saw that Ross had given
the whole passionate love of his heart
to beautiful Leam Dynevor, although
he himself hardly knew it
wis not one to bear

milice.

no fault of Leam's. Her

any man. Lady Viola sighed as she 5o am 1 sorry that vou are goine,** 'I
thouu ht of it all. he replied; and again  the beautiful
I am only twenty," she said to her. | MUSIC of “*Mon Keoe’ eame to them,
gelf. **Thoy say that the women of “You will tuke with you all  our
our family sre all long-lived. 1 may thoughts und affection,” he “‘M"'I:

live for l-ul‘l}‘ Yeurs longar: but, long as

I may live, there will never again cree)

into my life one gleam of sunlight or

one hope of happiness

never again
Of what use is it that

my

wenrtsense, as these men say?
have done no good for me

love 1 eare to win "has been won fron

me in one brief hour, and is given for-

ever!"

She made her eseape from the ball

room; and, leaving her partner to look
for her in despair, she went to the blue

drawing-room, She had a strange de

gire to kneol at the window and look at

as Lady Cumnor

Lady Viola
Slie was
generous enough to admit that it was
faultloss |
beauty and grace, her dark, bewitching |
eyes, and face so full of passion and poe-
try, would have lurved awny tho heart of

hair ia like
f;ulll and my ejes like the color of a |

They
The only

|
beauty had been less than nothing to
him.
|  The was not
lightad: it was not near the suite of re-
|¢-u|:ti--r|-r|m||m that were used for the
[ dance. “The moon poured in s flood of
| silvery li;_‘;ht which gave to everything
a weird, ghastly effect. It did not
dnunt Lady Viola; she liked the thought
of badng alone in the moonlight, where
| she could do battle with her feelings.
She sat down by the groat window, her
hair like a crown with the snowy lilies
in its golden |lilplhﬂ, hir fair sweot faoce
| with its radiance dimmed, and tears
trembling on her eyelashes, 8o she oot

blue drawing-room

wittching the mere, and thinking how |

many happy hours she had spenton the
walter—hours that could never come
nErain.,

It was all over now, the sweel dream
of her life. She would go awayv from
Larchton Mere on the morrow, she said
to herself, and she would never retarn
until Ross was married nnd hor droam
ended, The pale, sweet faoe was boent

tears rained throughithe slender lingers;
it was the familiar burden of the old
gong--*Oh, love, my love, had vou but
loved me!" it was the old story of the
love of & woman's heart given lhvishly,
but in vain.

As she sat there a shalow was east by
the moonlight, the breath of oadorons
roses came to her, and a kindly hand
was lnid on her bowed head.'

“ Lady Viola,” said Ross, ** what are
yvou doing here all alone and in the
darkness? Let me ring for lights,"

SOk, no, pray do not!" she cried.
She was terrilied lest, finding the traces
of tenrs on her face, he should want to
know why they were there.

| have been looking for youn,”' he
said.  **I noticed half an hour ago that,
although the lilies in your hair were
living amd fair. those you carried in
vour hands were dead.™
" Yos, they were dead, she thought;
and they werenot the only sweet, bright
thines that had died sinee night fell
over land anid sea. Ross went on:

“ Since | saw that, 1 have been look-
ing for you, Ladyv Viols. 1 went to the
| gardener and begged these few red
roses., I have given some to Leam
geo how sweet they are!”

She buried her face, still wet with

Ross continued:

[ *Perkins was quite unwilling to give
them to me. I had tosay they were for
)‘Ull“l

“ It was very good of him,"" she said,
without 1aising her head.

*Lady Viola, tell me why you are
here.  Are vou tired? I cannot under-
stand the belle of the ball flying from
the homage of her admirers to solitude
and. semi-darkness. I must be mis-

tears in your voice.  Are you in trouble
about anything, Viola?"

**No," she replied—* not exactly in
trouble; but I am sorry to leave Larch-
ton Mere. You are all so kind to me
here. 1 feel so much at home, and so
happy.”

“ We shall all be sorry to lose yonu,
Viola,” he said.

Then from the distant dancing-room
came the sweet sad notes of *Mon
feve A shudder eame over her as
ghe heard it. What had life been to
her but a dream—sweetl and sad as the
music, and just as soon over?

1 will say to him now,"
she thought,  *If my heart has to die,
let it die to-night
on? | will go away to-morrow, and I
will not see him asain.'

:_'llul[-ll\

the pride of her maidenhood, she could
have told him all about it, and why the
tears were on hor face. :

**1 am sorry to know that yon are
sad, Viola,” said Ross; ** but you wil!
come back again soon. We mubt ask
Mrs. Pitt to come in the spring.”

“ Never again,” thought Lady Viols
—'never again, to suller what 1 have
suffered;” then, aloud, **No; that is
what makes me sad. I do not see how
L can veturn. I shall not be surprised
if we go abroad in the spring, and you
—you will have plans of your own,
Ross,

“ Lo not know, Viola."

**Ah, yes, yvon will!"—and from the
pain and pathos in her voice he might
have gucssed what was wrong.  ** You
will find this yvear bring many changes,
| Mr. Ross nothing will ever be the
same aeain’

Her hoart grew heavy as ghe thoneht
of Leam Dvnevor: while throush his
[ passed a threill of delizht Who, in-
deed, conld say what this year wonld
[ bring —the happy new year that had
not lone dawned ?

“1 do not know,” she continned,
ssswhen Lshpll see Larchton Mere agnin,
and I am sad at leaving it

* Even Lady Camnor loves vou, Viola®

“Yes, | wo, she said, ‘!:L-li_\'. “and 1
leave happy Leam belind. ™

St the meaning of her words did
not oceur to Ross; that she should eall
| Leam happy becuiuse he loved her
never st |'l|rL him,

* How 1 shall remember this night!"
suid Lady Viola. * The white moon-
light on the mere, the silvery light and
the shadows in this room, the odor of
roses, and the musio of ** Mon Repe "
No mutter where 1 wo, [ shall take the
memory of it with me,

]

1

.| 1 shall never again be feiends with roses:
I shatl low he swoet tunes when a note
HOWn strong

the silvery mere, That wounld comfort Relents nnd recolls and olimbs and eloses
her, she telt, and she could say a long s ﬂ,;‘.'l;i-w WSRO BES e Dok with
farewell to the ot she lovaed so well, 1 shnll hite swoet music my whole 16
and where she Iwmid onee dreamed her hing

life might be spent. There was no| She said the words rather to herself

trace of resentment in her hearet, n

anger, but sume little wonder that Ross

Lind been so ensily won, and that her

) | than to him.  He heard them, and be-
lieved that her sadness was all owing

" | to her dislike to leave the wmere. How

over the white, jeweled hands, and hot '

| if the sound of that sweet music or the

{ This is our resl good hy.”

tears, in the leaves of the sweel roses |

| all the love of his life to Leam Dynevor.

)
gshould he comfort her? What could
| he sny P I he had known the passion-
nte love |'nprnu_~w-l. the deoep despair
| beaten baek, his heart would have been
stirred.
| She must say something of Leam;
| she must mention her name; she must
know if her ideas were right or wrong;
she must know whether she was giving
up L0 SO0n,
“Will Leamn be here always P’ ghe
askod, gently.

| suppose so,”" he replied, **8She
[ will if it depends on me. But I have
not much guthority now; have I,

Viola ¢
“Youn seom very muach attached to
her,”" she said; and then she shuddered.
She had done the deed now. She had
thrown down the gauntlet, and her lifo
| hung on his next words. Her face had
| grown paler, and the red rosestrembled
in her hands,
|  He was in no hurry to speak; but it
was not from want of words, At last
he said
“Viola, no man ean set to music the
whisper of the wind in the trees, the
| murmur of the waves, the breath of the
| summer wind over the light grass; yet
that would be ensier than for me to tell
you what I think of Leam."’
| Then in silence she laid down the
hope of her lite at his feet; in silence
 she bade farewall to the light which had
| brightened and sweetened her exist-
ence. A voiceless prayer rose from her
heart to Heaven: and then she drew
nearer to him.
“I understand,” she said, simply.
“Heaven bless vou, my dear! If you
think of this night in the coming years,

breath of the red roses brings it back
to you, you will always remember that
I quite understood, and that 1 prayedto
Heaven to bless you"’

“My dearest Viola, of course I shall |
remember.  We have always been the
dearest of friends,”

The tears fell unheeded now, and she
echoed in a broken voice:

“Yes, always the dearest of friends,
wlwavs, 1 shall consider this our |
Ross,  To-morrow we shall
little time to see each other.

4 $
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farewell,
have but

At other times he had kissed her face;
but now he bent forward and with
his lips tonched the lilies in her hair,
And agnin she felt that he had given

Lady Viola left the next morning with
a smile on her face, and no one knew
the wound that rankled in her heart.

CHAPTER VL
The spring of the year had come
round; but home was no longer home to
Ross Cumnor,  In vain had he tried to
stem the torrent that was graduoally

taken; but I could imagine there were |

why should it live | Making

She loved him so well that, but for |

sweeping him from all place and posi-

tion. As the baby-boy, Hugh, grew
stronger day after dayv, Lady Cumnor
grew more insolent, more urgent that |
1toss should leave home, and more anx- |
1ous that her son should be at least heir
of Larchton Mere.

Good-natured, kindly, indolent Sir
Aunsten never dreamed why she ques-
tioned him so closely about his title,
lands and money; he was the last ever
to suspect evil in any one.  So, when
12 stood one morning on  the terrace
overlooking the mere, and she eame up |
to him, he never imagined that that
was the first of o of investiga-
tions and sirrestions thiat were to end
in driving his elder son trom home and
his  vounzer heir  to
Mere.  Laudy Cumnor went

series

SO0

Larehton

[ up to him with the haughty grace that |

was peculine to her and laid her haud |
on his shoulder.

“ Are vou looking over your broad
lands, Austen?' she said.  *They are |
a goodly inheritance.”

Her ladvship's voice and touch al- |
ways soothed him, and he was almost |
powerless in her hands.  He could
never resist her; he had neither the
will nor the energy. It would have

been amusing had it not been pitiful to
‘.-c-- how completely she managed him,
[ how skillfully she brought him round
to her wav of thinking; while he
thought that he was very lirm in carry-
ing ont his own idens. On this fair
spring day, she made her first attack
[ against the dead Spanish wife and her |
dark-haired son.,  The white hand

touched him more cavessingly.

“What @ grand prospect, Austen!
There are laroer estates than Larchton
Moere, but none more porfect. We
hive overy varviaty of landscape.  You
must feel prowl, Austen, at being lord
hoa domgin,™
| donot know, my dear,” replied Sir

ol si

Austen.  * Lhave never felt any particu-
lnr pride aboutit.  But I love the mere.”’
Her face darkened, and her bloe

[ eyves were shadowaed as she listened

“ 1 should have been proud of it had
it been mine, " she said.

“ But, Hester, how ean I be proud
of that whieh Heaven has given tor no
merit of my own I could be proud of
renins or tolent. but not of wealth
that has come to me from my father,
wealtn in the gaining of which 1 had
no share, 1 otten think if 1 had made
i fortune by mv own industey 1T omight
have been prond of it, but I could not
be proud of one that wias placed in my
TRV Y birvth,"

“ Your ideas are very
055, snid Lady Cuamnor, *“but they
ditfer from  mine. How strange it
seems that such a grand property as
this is not entailed, Austen!”

“Yos, 1 have often thought s0,"' he
replicd: * but there has never beéen o
question with respect to it.”

*“Hos it always descended from
father to eldest =on?"' she asked; and
her lins paled as she s woke,

*“No. not alsvavs, It has gone from
brother to brother. Sometimes even it
has rone from a futher ton younger son,
when the elder has preferved, perhuaps,
a military life or the life of a traveler,
I !u"m has never been any dispute-about

Ak’ .

s

;:‘nml, doubt-

| estates shall

““[think," said her ladyship, slowly,
““that the law of entail I8 one of the
most absurd in the world."

On hearing one of the articles of his
faith so strongly attacked, Sir Austen
grew grave and serious.

““Why, Hester —why do you say that?"'
he asked.

‘I eall it & mere relic of a barbarous
age,"" she sabd.

And again he repeated;

“Why. Hester —why "'

“* Because it is unnatural,’ she replied.
“Why, from a family of sons all equally
dependent on their father, should one
be chosen to be rich while all the others
are poor”

** You must look farther ahead, Hes-
ter,” said Sir Austen. ‘“When you
strike at the law of entail, you strike at
all rights, at ull aristocracy, at all di-
vision of classes, If the law of entail
were abolished, there could be no larga
estates; the lands would be sold or di-
vided, and in two generations the old
names and places would cease to exist,
To do nway with the law of entail really
means to do away with the aristocracy
nltogether.”’

‘1 would strike a great many blows
if I conld,” said Lady Cumnor, proudly.

Sir Austen langhed as he stroked her
;;ultil’n hair,

“1 have never thought about your
political prineiples before, Hester,”' he
suid.  ** Are you a Radieal?"

“*No,”" she replied, **1 am not. 1
tell you what I am, Austen; and
must not seold me, [ belong to
clnss of politicians who will give this
beautiful land of Larehton Mere to
my little son Hugh, and send your big
son to take carc of the land in Spain."

So she shot her first arrow; and, half
afraid of the result, she did what she
very seldom did, raised her fair fuce to
his and Kissed him, But she need not
have felt any fear. Sir Austen lnughed;
he thought that it was only & jest —-a
capital jest.

“So." he eried, “little Hugh i at
the bottom of all this ravolutionary busi-
ness?  T'he whole lnw of entail must be
altered to make him master ol Larchlon
Mere "

++ But the mere is not entailed,” sha
said., ** Do not langh at me, Austen.
You can do what you like with it; you
can even leave it to me."

‘I have no intention of leaving it at
all for many long years,” he said.

She hastened o add:

“I hope not, indeed! Austen, I am
only tulking for talking's sake. You
could leave it to me or to little Hugh if
you would?"

*Certainly, Hester. You are quite
right there; I can do as I will with it
But, although we have no entail, we
have what is almost as strong with us
—the law of tradition. ‘T'he custom
and tradition of the family are that the
deseend from father to

will
you
nny

speak of it; but it seems to me that my
little son Hugh, the son of an Koglish-
woman, is the one who should be mas-
ter of English lands, and that your
elder son, the son of a Spanish mother,
should take for his portion the lunds in
Spain.”

Sir Austen langhed again. He had
no notion that she was serions. He

believed it was all “ for talking's sake”

“We will say more about it, my
beautiful Hester. when Master Hugh
can walk or can eat o slice of brewd-
and-butter, At present let the fair lands
in England aoad Spuin rest in peace.”

“1 do not understand what has come
over us,'" said Sir Austen, in a0 quera-
lous rone. “*How is it, Ross, that
you and her ladyship never, by any
chance, agree? ™

“Lam very sorry for it, father. I
should ngree alwaysif I conld. If you
say that those great beeches are to be
cut down, 1 ,-'nhmi{: but I do not think
that Lady Comnor ought to order such
a thing. It will completely spoil the
place,  If there were a sensible
motive, I would not ask one word
about it; but [ am guite sure that Lady

| son, Do you understand #"
*Yes,"" she replied. “I do not
know what makes me think of it or |

The Body of an Indiana Woman Tegoed
into Sfone,

Sixteon miles wost of this city. on the
State-line division of the Pan-Hundle
Railroad, issituated the village of lda-
ville. Near this place s located a
cemetery, and in this silent city of the
dend a discovery has just been made
whieh can indeed be characterized as
strange and sensational. A few days
aro n man named Samuel Wilson de-
sired to remove the remaing of his wife,
who died six years agzo, and those of his
fnther, whose death took place thirteen
years  since.  Accordingly, he pro-
cured heln, and the work of excavating
began. The grave in which the father's
remaing lay was first opened, when it
was found that nothing except the bare
skeloton remained, Then the wife's
grove, which was less than two feet
distant, was exeavated. Upon reach-
ing the bottom the startling dis-
covery wans made that the body was
petriied.  The armse and limbs, how-
ever, had withstood the effect of
whatever element in the earth had
cansed the pet rifaction to occur,
and nothing remained of them but the
bones. The trunk of the body was as
hard as flint, and upon being taken
from the grave was found 1o \\-vi::h‘“
about three hundred pounds, while the
woman during her life weighed about
one hundred and forty pounds. The
cuse has caused n good deal of interest
to ba manifested in the matter, and, al-
though the wise men of the neighbor-
hood have put their heads together in
counsel, they ean study out no satisfac-
tory reason why the woman's body
should thus be turued into stone and
the other remains, located so near,
should be in no way ailected by the pet-
rifying intluence.  Another sirange
feature of the case is the faet ol the
arms and limbs turning to dust while
the remainder of the body hardened
into stone. The woman whose remaing
are thus attracting so much attention
was once a res dent of Harrison Town-
ghip, this county, and it was there she
and Mr. Wilson were married. She
was a daughter of John Small, & re-
spected old  farmer, and herself and
husband took up their residence near
Idaville about the year 1867, 'T'his case
of petrifaction i8 the only one ever
known in this section of Indiana, and,
as o natural consequence, a large num-
ber of people have taken the pains to
see the strange sight.—Logansporé
(Ind.) Cor Cincinnale Enguirer,

— - —

Brothers Meet for the First Time,

While at Cleveland the other day we
met o man named C. Dinkle, who re-
gided at MoLeansburg, Ill. He had
come to Cleveland the day betore to
meet a brother. Sixteen years ago
Dinkle Jeft his home in Germany and
came to America. Hesettled in .‘-_-‘-nut%-
ern llinois, began farming and butch-
ering. He prospered, married, and
has ever since been doing u thriving
business. A few weeks after leaving
his home in the o'd country u brother
wad ushered into the world, who was
eiven the name of Andrew. The latter,
nfew months ago, expressed a desire
to coma to this country and labor with
his elder brother for a home and a
fortune.  Arrangements were made for
his comine, and the Illinois brother
agreed to meet him at Cleveland last
Fridlay, They had never secn each
other. When the train from New Yor k
puiled in, as may be supposed, the
brothers were anxious, and with no-
body to point the other out how were
they to know each other? The elder
one took a stand near the platform of
the cars, and as the hundreds of passen-
gers stepped down, his eves riveted
themselves upon the countenunce of
ench.  Finally they rested upon « neat-
ly-dressed, stout-built, beardless boy,
and at about the same instant the lat-
ter's eves met the waiting brother's.

| Without & word spoken by either, they
| mude a rash for each other and clasped

in & vigorous embrace. It was some
time before either could speak, but

{ when their tongues did become loosa

Cumnor simply desires it in order to |

annoy me,"’

“My dear Ross, pray do not talk in
such a manner! Why should my wile
seek to annoy you? "'

** Beeanse she does not like me, fath-
er, and will never rest until she has
dreiven me away.  Fatber, can you not
see how jl'll.illll-i she is of my dead
mother and of my doad mother's sont"

s My ool fellow, what nonsense!
Why should she be jea'ous of poor Ines?
I she were livinge, there would be some
sense in it but dead—who would even
rive themselves the trouble to be jeal-
ous of the dead ™

“If 1 were dead, she
my mother's memory.,  Oh, father,
vou nol do yvou not undersiand,
whiat 18 coine on I"lllllll] wbout vou? |
!'l.'l\'!‘ Tt l‘\l}l]ll|.11|]r'll | never 111!"“'!"'1

as 4 man, would never

!u‘--.;‘|n‘:| n 1.
complain of & womang but, mind vou,

futher, o woman tortures and stings as
the blows of & man never could Landy
Cumnor seldom says anyvthing to me
that 1 conld take hold of; but her words,
light as thistledown, rankle and wound
me a hundred times each day.’’

“1 thought you would all get on so
well  together,” said  Sir Austen.
>4 \\ Ii|'|'l' 18 l.l'.ll'fl..-] (.;I.ll.lnll .'-lll' THINT
pence hetween vou?!

A bitter smile came over Ross's face,

“Father," he satd, gently, **how l
envy you the happy faculty yvou have of
seeing nothing!  Lagdy Cumnor dislikes
Loam, if possible, more than she dis-
likes me.  You will find that that active
spivit of hers will know no rest until
cverything belonging to my mother

would tolerate
o

Site,

| moies and its depth 300 teet,

even bher son and her Kinswoman —is |
removed from Larehton Mere, She
will tuke down her portrait vet, and |
vou will not be wuble 1t help it Sh

hates evervihing belonging to her,'?

Lro BE CONTINUED, ]

they rattled away at a
rapid rate. The next
to their home in the
Falls (Pa.) Tribune,
- &

Lake Azassiz,

The most remarkable glacial body of
witer vel deseribed was that which
oveupicd the upper part of the basin

won lerfully
train bore them
West. — Heaver

of the Red River of the North, which
goeologists have fittingly named Lake

Arassiz.  The total length of this gla-
el “mill-pond’ was not far from G
miles, and the width was in pluees 200
Its outlet

\\'.t-&t||1'tn|._'_f1| Lake Traverse into the
Minnesota River. The width of the
Minnesota Valley and the extent snd

heieht ol its terraces
to the volime o formerly

ning throough it The great whent re-
eon of the north is in the bed occunied
by Lake Awrassiz The SHTE WS
drained when the e barvier to the
north so far receded that Nelson Hiver

still bear witness
witer f -

cneli

was permitted to resume its tlow into
Hudson Bay. Mr. Warren Uphma, of
the Minnesota Survey, thus deseribes
the plain:  **The higher lund at its
sides is lest seen in the distance as if
their npper edees were n little above
the horizon, with & narrow strip of sky
bielow v ’ . Il]l#‘ surface of this

pluin is seen only foradistance of three
or four miles. Houses and groin-stacks
have their tops visible fivst, after which,
in approaching, they gradoally come
into tull view, and the hichlands, wen
1o Hteen miles away, torming the side
of the \'I.”l.'\. [ pul't"“.' e besvond &
wide depression, like n  distant high
coast,"—N. Y. Independent,

- -
—A collection of aight MS pocms
and le ters of Durns was latelv sold in
Eal nbareh for o totad of about o thous

sand dullars.
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