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"was As I was saying, George’s life was 
lusured." He is dead, and the money is 
to go to somebody. Daniel is George’s 
lawful heir, and it is only just now that 
he has been found out.”

**Marthe!” cried John to his wife, 
who was upstairs cleaning the rooms.

46 Yes, John. What is it?”

SITE anvousd not be much company for Janie, and she abandoned her social essay in 
despair. Still, a dear old woman was 
better than" nobody at all. 1 Janie felt 
that all alone in the coach, she would 
have been very lonely, in spite of the 
nervous thrills she experienced once or 
twice when happening to look up, as 
the coach rattled through the gas-lighted 
suburbs of Courtfield, she caught the 
quick vigilance of the old woman’s 
furtive sideward glance instantly with- 
draw.1
It was not pleasant, and Janie almost 

wished that she had consented to Pierre 
Raymond’s wish to accompany her, as 
an escort on the long and lonely journey. 
Pierre’s dream, laughed and forgotten 
at the time, came back to her now with 
strange distinctness, oddly blended with 
unpleasant recollections of Lindley Grey. 
“I cam a goose,”’ mentally protested 
Janie, “and I’ll go to sleep.”
But she could not sleep. Onward

“tell on him.” Not thatUNDER THE ELW

Sing to me, gentle summer wind.
Of the beautiful days I lost.

Ere the track of my shining angel
By sin was ever crossed ;

Sing of the far off summers.
And woo me back to the hours

When my heart reflected the sunlight. 
And tears were as April showers.

I lie in the elm’s broad shadow
And see through the branches green,

.A glimpse of the sky above me, 
A blue and shining sheer ;

I hear the low sweet warble
Of a bird that sings anear,

A tremulous song of happy love. 
With never a note of fear.

The air is all a-tremble
With songs of a thousand things.

And glancing athwart in the sunbeams
I see their glittering wings;

Against my trailing garments
The beautiful grasses lean.

And down at the elm root’s tangle
The mosses are cool and green.

And somewhere from over the meadow. 
On the fitful breezes borne,-

There floats to my ear the thrilling note
Blown out from the distant horn.

And a rapturous song of thanksgiving
Wells up from my heart’s deep core

To the Giver of song and sunshine 
And summer’s bountiful store.

My soul is drifting afar to-day
To the isles of the purple sea—

The isles of hope that were dim with mist
Seem fairer and and nearer to me ;

I wonder if like the rosy sky.
Whose color is turning to gray.

My visions will lose their golden light 
As night o’ershadows the day.

DADDY DODD’S MONEY

YOU AFFORD IT?is, any To the Editor of the C. P. Herald. those whom the Great I As 
der his guidance, and direc I une 
bassador of Omist. PHFr(ore, Gfider he 
heavy pressure which the discharge of this 
duties as your Pastor, nothing cheers hitn

want of loyalty between them, but 
Daddy was getting so garrulous that he 

sometimes, quite unintentionally, let out, 
things which got Benjy into trouble ; 60, 
when anything happened, Benjy was 
abliged to remind grandfather that he 
was not to tell.

*€ You won’t tell mother that I let you 
fall in the mud, will you, grandfather?" 
he would say, as they bent their steps 
homeward.

"Oh no, Benjy,” the old man pro- 
tested. 46 I-I shant day a word about 
it.” jfwily Iw1.t

At first, before complete confidence 
had been established between, them, 
Benjy sought on one occasion to pur- 
chase his grandfather’s silence with a 
cent (which he did not at that moment 
possess, but expected to have some day), 
but he had come to know now that the 
bond of love between them was strong 
enough to sustain their mutual devotion, 

except when is war econuionulty loosened 
by an inadvertance, or alapse of memory, 
which, in Daddy’s case, was beyond the 
power of either love or money to control. 
Going home, in the summer evenings, 
after their rambles. Daddy and Benjy 
had deeply interesting tales to tell the 
family of the wonders of the great world 
of Somers Town.

Alas, that those relations should so 
often have fallen upon indifferent ears! 
But John and Martha were becoming 
sullen and moody, a prey both of them 
to the deepest anxiety. The family was 
still increasing, but the business con- 
tinued to resist all efforts, in the direc- 
tion of development. John was getting 
deep into debt. The times were hard, 
and were coming on harder with the 
approach of winter. Coals were at eight 
cents a hundred, potatoes at a cent a 
pound. The poor people couldn’t pay 
the price. Poor women came for a few 
pounds of coal, and took them away in 
their aprons. There was scarcely any 
use for the truck. When coals were so 
dear and fires so small. Chaldron street 
was a good deal given to warm itself in 
its bed, which thus became a permanent 
institution. The consequence to John 
was that his bed-wrench rusted in idle- 
ness, and in view of the oxyde which 
accumulated upon it, it might be said to 
have been engaged in the disastrous oc- 
cupation of eating its head off. The 
fortunes of the emporium were at a very 
low ebb; John and Martha could scarce- 
ly provide bare food for the family: The 
black Beadles, clamoring for victuals and 
not finding satisfaction at the little round 
table, passed like a cloud of locusts over 
the stock in the shop, and making short 
work of the carrots, attacked ev.n the 
cabbage-leaves and turnip-tops. John

A.,--- .. I MR. Eorror.—You would gratify and 
Can you afford to work hard all day, oblige your subscribers in this locality if 

and read, study, or court the vagaries of you would give the following account of a 
society nearly all night, thus wasting your 
vitality, exhausting your nervous system, 
and bringing on premature disease, decay 
and old age ?

Pierre Raymond was engaged to Ja 
Martin and his sleep was troubled 
dreams about his idol. He dream 
that they were in a dark woods, of cle 
grouped funeral hemlocks and spre 
Janie was struggling in the ever tighten 
folds of a huge boa constrictor with

concert and soiree, held in the Town Hall, 
Douglas, on Friday evening, 22nd ult., a 
place in your well conducted journal. It

up 80 much as such occurrences as those we • 
are now engaged in. It is a proof to him of 
our appreciation of his services as our min- 
ter, and a mark of esteem and love for him 
that gives him renewed energy, and strength 
to go on his way rejoicing. nIt is not the 
mere pecuniary amount of your present to 
our pastor that invests it with importance, 
although the elegant cutter, presented by 
the members of his Church in Douglas, and 
theisplendid Buffalo robes presented by the 
members of the Church in the Scotch Bush, 
show that you have allowed no parsimonious 
considerations to guide you in the purchase 
of them ; but it is what these presents is a 
proof of that invests them with at once 
honor to you, and gratification of a most 
pleasant nature to him who receives them, 
because they prove that his Christian la- 
bours amongst you is acceptable, and that 
you consider it your duty and a small mat- 
ter for you to minister to him of your tem- 
poral things in return for his more valuable 
ministration to you of spiritual things.

It is very gratifying, Mr. Chairman, to see 
so many in attendance here on this inter- 
esting occasion, and I feel naured that they 
will, as I do, leave this place very much 
pleased with the manner in which they have 
passed the evening.
,The chairman called upon Mr. William 
Gardener for a speech, which he did in a 
long and powerful address, in which he 
pointed out the duties and responsibilities 
of a Sabbath School Teacher, and the 
duties and obligations which the Christian 
owed to the man of God, who ministered to 
him in Holy things. He said it was lament- 
able to observe how much indifference 
many professing Christians showed in mak- 
ing provision for the comfort and efficiency 
of their minister. He condemned the idea 
that some people held that it was time 
enough to bestow a favor when it was 
solicited; and acting upon this principle 
they caused their minister to lose much of 
his precious time, which might have been 
devoted profitably to his holy work, which 
a little consideration and forethought on 
their part might have prevented. He beg- 
ged these people to remember that their 
minister was not an angel, but flesh and 
blood like themselves, and that just as they 
added to his comforts and saved encroach- 
ments on his valuable time, just so much 
would they be benefitted by his ministrati- 
ons to them as their pastor.

After a closing address from the chair, 
votes of thanks to the gentlemen who ad- 
dressed the meeting, to the choir who had 
added so much to the pleasure of the even- 
ing. To the ladies who had so abundantly 
caterred for the company, and to the chair- 
man for the manner in which he had pre- 
sided over the meeting, had been moved 
and carried, the meeting dispersed well 
pleased with the manner in which they had 
spent the evening.•

Douglas, Dec. 22, 1871.

was got up on account of the presentation 
of a handsome cutter and a splendid pair of 
Buffalo robes, to the Rev. Robert Stevenson, 
Presbyterian Minister,

Can you afford to read fine print with 
a poor light in a rail car, where the 
motion disturbs the proper focus of 
vision, thus weakening your eyes so as 
to nearly deprive you of the power to 
use them either in reading or in the 
daily duties of life ? Even though you 
do not have any oculist to pay, you may 
be obliged to wear glasses ten or fifteen 
years sooner than you otherwise would; 
can you afford thus to spoil your eyes to 
save a little time ?

Can you afford to eat hastily, and 
then rush to study or business, with- 
drawing the nervous energy from the 
digestive system to the brain and mus- 
eles, and thus inducing dyspepsia, in a 
few years at most, to scourge, and haunt, 
and make you miserable for years, or for 
your life?
Can you afford to live on rich and 

highly seasoned food, eat champagne sup- 
pers, because an artificial appetite is thus 
gratified, rendering gout, dyspepsia or 
apoplexy, in the middle of life, almost a 
certainty ?

Can you afford to commit suicide 
through the indulgence of appetite and 
passion, adopting the fool’s motto: "A 
short life and a merry one ?" ,

Can you afford to keep your brain 
boiling hot in reading sensational novels, 
thus unbalancing and rendering morbid 
your mental and physical constitution?

Can you afford to indulge in fast liv- 
ing, dressing beyond your means, driving 
livery horses, or keeping a horse yourself, 
when your income is not adequate to 
such expenses?

Can you afford to smoke and chew

€6 Father’s money’s come back again 
Father’s money’s come back again

1
human face, like that of Lindley Gr 

Father’s money’s come back again!” a discarded lover of Janie’s, while 
striving vainly to cry out—to hasten 
her assistance—seemed paralyzed

Duncan Ferguson, Esq., of Douglas oc- 
cupled the chair. The proceeds arising 
from the sale of tickets is to he applied to 
the purchase of a Sunday School library, 
connected with the congregation at 
Douglas.

After the opening speech from the chair, 
the company was bountifully supplied with 
tea and sweet-meats, provided by the ladies 
of Douglas. The singing was led by a Mr. 
Carruth, accompanied by a melodeon, pre 
sided over by Migs Smith, of Renfrew. The 
singing and instrumental music called forth 
repeated bursts of applause from the com- 

,pany. The meeting was addressed by Rev. 
Mr. Bremner, of White Lake, Mr. George 
Brown, sen., and Mr. William Gardener, of 
Admaston. On making the presentation of the cutter, the chairman read the following 
address:
To The Rev. ROBERT STEVEFSON, Patton pm 

THE PaEBeETeRIAN CONGREGATION, DOUGLAS.
Rev. AND DEAR SIR —I have the honour, 

as Chairman of a Committee appointed by 
your congregation of Douglas, in the name 
of that congregation, and on their behalf to 
address to you words of cordial greeting up- 
on this most pleasant occasion, and to con- 
vey to you the assurance. of their high es- 
teem, not only as their pastor, for your 
labor of love amongst them in the Gospel, 
but also as their neighbor, on account of 
your kind and exemplary deportment. 
Year congregation desire also to convey to 
Mrs Ftevenson and your interesting ‘young 
family, the assurance of their sincere re- 
gard. And now, sir, as actions ever speak 
more forcibly than words, I have the great- 
est pleasure, in the name and on behalf of 
your congregation as already stated in pre- 
senting to you and begging your acceptance 
of this cutter as an earnest token of their 
sincerity, T will also add that which will 
doubtless be gratifying to you to know, that 
several friends here, who are not Presby- 
terians, have cheerfully contributed to pur- 
chase this pledge of their esteem for you as 
a neighbor.

And he shouted it over and over again 
up the stairs, and slapped the banieters 
every time to give it emphasis.

«Are you gone mad, John?” was
every limb, helpless and motionless as a 
marble statue!

He woke, cold with perspiration.Martha s reply, when she was allowed to 
speak. -:,
‘You see, sir,” said John to his visit 

tor; she thinks I must be mad ; no won-

with a painful sense of the vividness 
and reality of the horrible vision which 
Betty something • happened - 

, Janie, Surely some dark peril hung 
1 threateningly over her future. 4

der if I thought you were mad. But
here’s Daddy ; he knows you, I dare 8 
and you can tell him; he often talk

It was some time before reason 
common sense came to his aid suffici

about his brother George who went to 
India, but I thought he had been dead long ago.” =”‘‘‘---‘

At that moment Daddy came io from 
one of his walks with Benjy, and was 
told of his fortune.
“Dear,” he said, sinking into his 

chair, “brother George is dead. Poor 
boy, poor boy.”

In due time, and after some delays 
caused by the difficulty of procuring the 
necessary proofs from so great a distance, 
the great "New-York Life” Company 
paid over the twenty thousand dollars.

suburbs, beyond the fow scattering 
habitations that clung to the outskirts

chimeras, yet he hardly felt safe, the 
next day until he had taken Janie 
Martin’s home on his way to the office, 
learning from the good boarding house 
keeper that “Miss Martin was quite 
well!”:.••
"I—I think I will see her for a 

minute, if she will receive me I" he said.
Mrs. Reeves came. back presently.— 

“Would Mr. Raymond walk up to Miss

of the little tewn thee the 
woods, where the- solitary 
that they occasionally had 
already closed and darke

were

night—woods where thesdathing, dead 
leaves, eddying downward, sonaded like 
weird whispers. The stage coach 
lumbered and jolted, until suddenly they 
plunged into the dark, fragrant recessesMartin’s sitting room?"

Janie sat on the floor, hurriedly turn-And one day John, knowing Daidy’s 
weakness, brought home the new-fallen 
treasure all in notes, in the very canvas

of an evergreen wood, where the tall 
hemlocks and clusters of spruce trees 
seemed almost to arch the interlacing 
boughs over the narrow roadway.

Janie gave a quick start—it was the 
very wood Pierre had described to her 
so vividly outlined in his strange dream. 
In an instant the warm blood seemed to 
congeal icily in her veins.

"Nonsense !" she murmured; “it is a 
mere coincidence; but I wish we were 
safely out of this dreadfully dismal place! 
We have outlived the age of highway 
robbers and midnight brigands —yet—"

The coach came suddenly to a stand- 
still. With a sick sensation of terror 
Janie leaned out of the window.

Through the frosty freshness of the 
night air came perceptibly to her senses 
that peculiar odor of chloroform. The 
coachman had fallen from his box, and 
lay like one dead on the roadside, the 
reins trailing beneath the hoofs of the 
docile horses; while the outside passen- 
ger had descended, and hurrying round 
to the coach door, flung it open, with a 
hoarse exultant sound, like a laugh. The 
lantern that he, carried, displayed his 
evil, triumphant face ; in fact he made no 
attempt to hide it any longer.

"Lindley Grey!”a shrieked Janie, 
recoiling to the further end of the 
vehicle.---

"Yes, Lindley Grey !" he answered 
jeeringly ; “don’t fancy me for a travel- 
ling companion, very haughty, spirited 
young lady? It’s my turn to dictate 
terms, now ; you are in my power at 
last. Out with you, old lady!”

He turned savagely to the other pas- 
senger, giving her arm a pull to ex- 
pedite her descent. The old woman.

ing things into her trunk, in the midst of a
chaos of feminine belongings.

Janie! surely you are not going 
away ?" said he.

"I must, Pierre. I have just re- 
reived a telegram from my step mother, 
who is very ill, and wants me to come to

HOW IT WENT, AND HOW IT CAME 
AGAIN.

"Grandfather,” he said, "it’s about 
time for your glass of ale, ain’t it?"

" Well, yes, John, I think it’s getting 
on that way,” said the old man, io a 
cheery tone, -

** Will you take it here ?” John asked.
"Is this the Nag’s Head?” the old 

man-inquired.-e
The Nag’s Head was the house which 

he had " used" for forty years.
" No, grandfather,” John said; “this 

is not the Nag’s Head; but they keep a 
good glass of ale here.”

" Well, just as you like,” Daddy as- 
sented.

So John took the old man into a pub- 
lie house opposite the workhouse yard, 
and gave him the usual five nickels; for 
it was Daddy’s pride always to pay for 
his liquor with his own hand. While 
Daddy was sipping his ale, John tossed

bag which had been the old man’s bank 
in the days when he was well to do.

"There, father," said Martha, putting 
the bag in his hand. « And now what 
will you do with it?"

€What will I do with it?” said the 
old man. "I’ll—I’ll keep my promise 
to Benjy, and buy him that gan!”

is But there’s more than will buy the 
gun, father.”

" You don’t mean that, Martha,” said 
the old man.

«Oh yes, father, a heap more.”

her at once. I must travel night and 
day, or it may be too-late.”

"Let me see the telegram."
Janie gave him the slip of paper, and 

he read :
"Your step-mother is very ill; not 

expected to live. Come to her at once. 
A. MONTAGUE,"

tobacco, thus spending from five to fifty 
dollars a month, and injuring your ner- 
vous system, perventing your whole con- 
stitution, and thereby transmitting to 
your children a weakened constitution.

1 hat you may long continue to be loved 
and respected is the pra er of all concerned, 
amongst whom pleas to recognise the chairman. . 708“And who is this A. Montague? 

Pierre turned the paper over and over
Then," said Daddy, "I’ll give the

rest 
66

thus making them puny invalids for life?
Can you afford to burn out your per- 

vous system and demoralize your whole 
character but the use of ancoholic li- 
quors?

Can you afford to indulge in habits of 
speculation, gambling, and other tricky 
and mean modes of making money?

Can you afford to make money at the 
expense of your manhood, your morals, 
your just respectability and your integ- 
rity ?

Can you afford to gain even the whole 
world and thereby make of yourself a 
moral wreck ?

Can you afford for the sake of momen- 
tary amusement, to waste your youthful 
preparatory years, when by study you 
should become a scholar, or by industry 
a tradesman or a useful artisan ?

Can you afford to rob your mind to 
clothe your back with silks and satins, 
and gratify a mere love for display?

Can you afford to be tricky and there 
by defrand your employer of the just

Douglas, Dec. 22, 1871.
To which address Mr. Stevenson made the 

following
REPLY.

MY DEAR FRIENDS —It is not possible for 
me to give adequate expression to my feel- 
ings on this occasion. Believe me your 
generosity excites my deepest gratitude. 
W hile it is not the part of the Christian 
in my sphere of duty, much less of the Chris- 
tian minister, to look for his reward in the 
gifts and approbation of his fellow men 
yet as a proof of your kindness, thoughtful, 
ness, and Christian sympathy, it is to me a 
source of much present gratification, as well 
as encouragement for the future, to have 
received from you these valuable evidences 
of goodwill, and as having been kindly con- 
tributed to by those of other denominations, 
I feel that an additional value attaches 
which far outsteps my deserts or ability to 
make any suitable return. I can only im- 
plore the God of all good, to vouchsafe to 
me, grace faithfully to discharge, as in his 
sight, the various duties pertaining to his 
great work assigned to me, and to bestow 
upon us severally the desire and power to 
co-operate in every good work that shall 
tend to promote his glory and our benefit 
for time and eternity. Accept my heartfelt 
thanks for these handsome and timely gifts 
also my thanks for your kind allusion to my 
wife and family. May God bless you one and 
all, and may your kindness to me be plenti- 
fully rewarded out of the inexhaustible 
riches of Him in whom all fullness dwells

NoTE—A pair of Buffalo robes, which 
were of the best quality, selected from Messrs. 
McIntyre and Carswell’s large stock * and 
beautifully lined and trimmed, was present 
ed a few days previous to this meeting, by 
members of the congregation residing in the 
Township of Grattan.

The chairman having called on the Rev 
Mr Bremner to address the meeting he in 
an able and eloquent speech, pointed out 
the great importance of Sabbath Schools as 
nurseries for the Christian Church. He 
earnestly and solemnly called upon all en- 
gaged in this holy and philanthropic work 
to be careful and watchful how they con- 
ducted themselves in their every day walk 
conversation. That the position which 
they held was at once honourable and im- 
portant, but that it was also a position for 
the proper discharge of which they would 
ultimately have to render an account to the 
Great Superintendent. He called upon 
them to remember that any inconsistencies 
in their conduct and conversation would be 
sharply noticed by their Sunday Scholars 
and conclusions drawn from them that 
would materially hinder their scholars pro- 
gress in their Christian course. He warned 
them against jealous feelings amongst 
themselves, and exhorted them to exercise 
Christian forbearance with one another that 
would bind them together in the bonds of 
love, thus fulfilling the Apostolic Rule of 
bearing one another’s burdens.

Mr. George Brown being called upon to 
address the meeting, expressed the pleasure 
he derived in thus meeting the friends and 
admirers of their worthy Pastor, who had 
thus assembled to beg his acceptance of a 
testimonial of the esteem in which they held 
him, as a man of God, and their spiritual 
guide through the devious paths that-per- 
plex the Christian in his journey through 
the world. Such expressions of your es- 
teem for him is worthy of all praise, and 
tends to strengthen his hands and encourage his heart in his holy work, and such gifts 
is like bread cast upon the waters that you 
shall find after many days. It is a proof to 
him that you appreciate his services, as your 
minister, and it cheers him to labour more 
abundantly for the salvation or souls.

We all know that it takes long training 
and an expensive education to prepare a 
man for properly filling a pulpit, according 
to the rules of the church with which we are 
connected, 80 that they may be, so far as 
secular learning is concerned, workmen that 
need not be ashamed, and able to refute the 
subtile arguments of men who, wise in their 
own conceit, would try to lead astray the 
humble enquirer after truth. The object 
which would induce any young man to enter 
on a course of study to prepare him for the 
pulpit in our church, where there are no 
rich Benefices or wealthy Bishoprics to 
excite his ambition must, to a certain extent, 
be philanthropic and honest, I do not 
assert that all who enter on this course are 
in very deed Christians, and that the saiva- 
tion of souls is the sole object they have in 
view, but the small prospects they have of 
ever becoming wealthy, or acquiring worldly 
honors as a Presbyterian minister, would 
never induce any ambitious young man to 
enter on a course of study for the ministry, 
when so many other paths are open to an 
educated man, by following which he had a 
prospect of acquiring fame, honors and 
riches. All these temptations which have 
such overpowering influence on mankind 
in general, the self-denying Presbyterian 
student for the ministry conquers. There- 
fore, I say it again, and I feel assured that 
you will join me in proclaiming that all 
honor is due to such philanthropic men, 
who thus devote their acquired talents to 
further the eternal interests of the human

to John, to buy a horse and eart." 
But there’s more even than that, iin his hands.

father; ever so much more.”
"Oh, well, you just keep that for 

yourself, Martha, for taking care of your 
old father."

And Daddy, with no elaborate design, 
but with the simple innocence of a child, 
which is sometimes wiser than the astute 
provisions of law, saved the dangerous 
formalities of will-making and the 
charges for legacy duty, by handing to 
his daughter Martha the bag containing 
all the money.

Before John even thought of his horse 
and cart—though that was lurking in a 
corner of his mind—he regained the 
tenancy of Daddy’s old house, furnished 
it with as many of the old sticks as he

“Janie,” said he, “are you not acting 
a little rashly? Wait until you hear 
more definite tidings.”

"Until my step-mother is dead ? Oh, 
Pierre, she was so kind to me when 
poor papa was taken away, and the 
little children will need my care sorely.”

"But, Janie —"
"There is no use in wasting words, 

Pierre, I must go by the noon train.”
"Where is it ?
"In Darnellsdale, twelve miles from 

Courtfield. I go as far as Courtfield by 
train, and then take the stage.’’

"When will you reach there?
“At midnight, if we meet with no 

delays.”
“Janie,” said Pierre, determinedly, 

"I shall go with you.”
"Indeed you shall not, Pierre,” said 

the little damsel resolutely, and flushing 
up to the roots of the hair. "I will go 
alone.”

"I do not think it safe, Janie.”
"What nonsense, Pierre,” she cried, 

laughing.
"But listen to me, my dearest,” and 

urged by some strong irresistible power, 
Pierre told Janie the story of his dream. 
She laughed more merrily than ever.

"Now I am determined that you shall 
not accompany me, Pierre. A man to 
allow a foolish dream to influence his 
conduct! Never !"

“But, Janie, I insist upon it !"
"And I utterly refuse. There!” 
"Janie,” he said, almost sternly.
“If you will not abandon the subject 

at once for all," she said resolutely, "I 
shall consider it a sign and a token that 
you desire our engagement to be at an 
end.”

"But you will let me—"
She put her hand playfully, yet im- 

peratively over his lips.
"What did I tell you? Come, your 

business awaits you, and I am in a 
desperate hurry to get all these things 
packed.”0

“I am to consider myself dismissed, 
then?” he said, half laughing, half 
vexed.

of a couple of glasses of spirits: he was 
trying to screw his failing courage to 
the point. When the old man had fio- 
ished his glass, John took him once more 
by the hand, and hurriedly led him 
across the road. He was at the gate, 
hesitating, with a full heart, looking 
through a mist of tears at the handle of 
the workhouse bell, inviting only the 
clutch of despair, when the old man 
looked up in his face and said:-

“John.”.‘
** Yes, grandfather.”
"Ain’t this the workhouse ?”
-2 timation that he 

knew where he was, the thought that he 
suspected his design, struck John to the 
heart; and he hurried the old man away 
from the gate;

"The workhouse, grandfather, no, 
no!" John said; “s what made you think 
of that? Come, come away; we’re going 
home, grandfather, going home as fast 
as we can.”

John was so anxious to drag Daddy 
away from the spot, that he fairly lifted 
him off his legs and carried bim across 
the road. In his excitement and haste 
he quite forgot Daddy’s feebleness, and 
hurried him along at such a rate that 

the old man lost his breath, and was 
nearly falling. It was not until a street 
had been put between them and the 
workhouse, that John relaxed his speed 
and allowed Daddy to recover himself. 
After that he led him gently back to the 
emporium, took him in, and replaced 
him in his old chair by the fireside.

"I couldn’t do it, Martha,” he said; 
stmy hand was on the bell, when he 
looked up at me and spoke to me; and 
his look, and what he said, struck me 
to the heart. I couldn’t do it, I felt 
as it I was going to murder the poor old 
man. It’s worse than murder, Martha, 
to put a fellow-ereature in Sonder; it’s 
burying him alive!".

1 " But, John ------- "
"I say it shall never be dene by me, 

Martha,” John interposed sternly. * We 
must do the best we can for him, and 
strive to the last to save him and our- 
selves from that disgrace.”

An interchange of looks sealed the 
compact between them—that Daddy was 
to have a home with them while they 
had a roof to call their own, and a loaf 
of bread to share with him.

Old Daddy had not only been a con- 
siderable expense to John and Martha, 
but during the winter months he had 
been much in the way. He was always 
pottering about in the shop, which being 
also the sitting-room, did not afford much 
scope for business and domesticity com- 
bined. But now the fine days were 
coming, and Daddy would be able to 
spend a good deal of his time out of 
doors. So, when the fine days came, 
little Benjy, John’s youngest but two, 
who was not old enough to be of any 
assistance io the business, was appointed 
to the sole and undivided duty of mind- 
ing grandfather, and taking him for 
walks, when it was convenient to get 
him out of the way. Little Benjy, a 
little, large-headed, wise-looking boy, of 
six years, was Daddy’s especial pet and 
favorite; or, perhaps, it might have been 
said, so much more responsible a person 
was Benjy, that Daddy was his pet and 
favorite. Be that as it would, they loved 
each other, and on fine days, when the 
sue shone, it was their delight to wander 
hand in hand among the neighboring 
streets, prattling together like two chil- 
dren, and gazing in, with childlike 
wonder, at the pretty things in the shop 

windows. The people round about 
called them the Babes in the. Wood, and 
old Daddy was certainly as much a babe

these wanderings Benjy was care- 
ful not to release his hold of Daddy’s 
hand, for he was particularly enjoined 
never to leave him for a moment, and, 
whatever he did, not to let him tumble 
down. One muddy day Benjy did let Daddy tumble, and a aid state of mind 

he was in for fear his mother should 
fed it out.. He did his best with his 

the sihiouig

THE COURSE OF TRUE Love.—A 
person residing in Kansas wanting a 
wife resorted to that laudable and suc-
cessful way of making known his require- 
ments—a newspaper advertisement. Miss 
Cosgrove, of San Diego, being in want 
of a husband with business-like prompti- 
tude replied by offering her services to 
fill the vacaney. Mr. Markham the 
advertiser accepted, and Miss Cosgrove 
undertook to make delivery of herself, 
free of charge, at the residence of her 
customer. On the long journey by the 
Pacific Railway, however, she encoun- 
tered a masculine, who had a valise, and 
in this valise a store of cold provisions, 

the way was longg and the

and Martha were denying themselves 
day after day, that the old man might 
have a bit of something nice and nourish- 
ing. But things were coming to a crisis 
now. The coal-merchant, the potato- 
merchant, and the landlord, all three 
threatened process, and John was in 
hourly expectation of an execution. All 
his striving had been of no avail to save 
66 him and them from that disgrace.”

could recover from the brokers’ shops, 
with many splendid new ones besides for 
the drawing room, and, when all was 
done, led Daddy back to his old quarters, 
and joined him there with Martha and 
all the family.

But dotage had been coming upon 
poor old Daddy, and he could scarcely 
be made to understand the change which 

had taken place in his position. He 
came at last to fancy that it was a dream, 
and sitting by the firoside of an evening, 
and recognizing his old room peopled 
with the faces of John and Martha and 
their children, he would tell his daugh- 
ter to wake him up by-and-by.

And so he went on dreaming, until 
one winter’s night he woke up in a land 
where there was no more going to sleep.

And the days of John and Martha are 
likely to be long and prosperous, for they 
honored iheir old father in his age and 
need, and the bread which they cast 
upon the waters has come back to them 
with a blessing.

As it is characteristic of great wits to 
say much in few words, so it is of small 
wits, to talk much and say nothing.

Men are frequently like tea; the real 
strength and goodness are not properly 
drawn out of them until they have been 
for a short time in hot water.•

services you owe him, even though youtottering uncertainly to her feet, hesitat- 
ed an instant on the step of the coach. do not get your pay, thus making your 

The next instant a blow—short, sharp

must come now. Nothing could avert which,
passengers hungry, he freely produced 
at breakfast, lunch and dinner. Miss 
Cosgrove, in the confidence produced by 
participation in these viands, informed 
Mr. Emmett of the nature of her 
dition, and Mr. Emmett’s delicacy pre- 
venting him from further overtures, he 
contented himself with an intimation 
that he was single. On arriving at her 
destination. Miss Cosgrove met her in- 
tended husband, and instead of discover-

it. self a moral bankrupt ?
Can you afford to be otherwise than 

upright, truthful, faithful, temperate, 
courteous, and in all respects correct?

Pupils in school sometimes fancy they 
are doing a smart thing by deceiving the 
teacher, that they may play instead of

One afternoon John was sitting on a 
stool, on the site of the mountain of coal, 
which had been removed to the last 
shovelful of dust (and, alas! the eapit- 
alist at the wharf had not the faith to 
replace it) utterly dejected and dispir- 
ited. It was a terrible trial for a strong 
man with a stout heart and a vigorous 
will, to be thus beaten down and tramp- 
led under the feet of a cruel and relent- 
less Fortune, whom he had wooed with 
all his art, and wrestled with all his 
strength. Poor John had received so 
many heavy falls that the spirit was 
almost crushed out of him. When he 
looked up and saw a strange man dark- 
ening his door, he felt that the last blow 
was about to be struck.

"Come in,” he said; "don’t stand 
upon any ceremony, I beg; I’m quite 
prepared for you.”

** Are you;” said the man, curiously.
"Yes, I aw,” John replied. "I 

know your errand as well as you do 
yourself.”

" Do you ?" said the man, in the same 
tone.

* " Do you come here to mook me?” 
cried John, angrily, rising and facing 
the intruder; "to mock me as well as 
ruin me ?"

is Mock you ?" said the man.
"Yes, mock me,” John repeated, in 

the same angry tone.
"I did not come here to mock you; 

far from it,” the man returned. "In 
fact, my business is not with you all. I

and suddens descended directly between 
Lindley Grey’s eyes ; and he fell like a 
log on the road. The bombazine cloak 
fell off; the square wicket basket rolled 
to the ground.

“Here, coachman, up with you!" 
cried a clear manly voice to the be- study. Apprentices often neglect their 

duty for fun and amusement, and fail to 
learn their trade, which is a life-long 
injury to them.

wildered Jehu, who was just raising 
himself on one elbow, and staring 
vaguely around; “help me to tie the 
rascal hand and foot. He won’t get up 
again in a hurry, unless my right hand 
has forgotten its cunning; but its
as well to make sure of the villain.” the world don t know it, they think they

Many people do wrong 
thus mar their moral ing in him all that her fancy had painted, 

saw a rough specimen of humanity of 
forty years of age. The spectacle, by 
some strange association of ideas recalled 
the remembrance of beef and chicken, 
and of the dispenser of those pleasant 
edibles on the train, who it seems ap- 
proached much more nearly to Miss 
Cosgrove’s matrimonial standard than 
the gentleman to whom she was under 
contract. The result was that the latter 
will have a good cause of action for 
breach of promise, whenever he chooses 
to institute proceedings, as Miss Cosgrove 
has become Mrs. Emmett.

knowingly, and
nature and make themselves feel mean.
unworthy and despicable, and because

have done themselves no harm ; but they 
carry the moral scar of wrong doing 
through life. Can one afford to have a 
motto adverse to the old adage, that 
« Honesty is the best policy ?"

Reader, stop and consider whether 
what you are doing, or what you propose 
to do it, “Time is money ," do not 
throw it away, but make every day and 
every hour tell either for your growth, 
health, or profit.—Phrenological Jour- 
nal.

happened?"“Where am I? What has
cried the man.

"You have been drugged, but you’re 
all right now. Come, up with you, and 
bear a hand here.”

"What are you going to do with 
him?" demanded the man, as he obeyed, 
not without a difficulty.

"Leave him here by the roadside ; he 
won’t take cold. I’ll venture to say! 
There; he’s safe enough now! Jump 
up on your box and drive on !"

"Can I thrash him first?" demanded 
the Jehu, growing irate as he recovered 
his dazed senses, as*

“No, he’s sufficiently punished—drive 
on, I say!”1s),

“But where’s the old woman ?” She 

hain’t gone on a broomstick ? And 
where did you drop from?"

The tall stranger laughed. “I am the 
old woman.”

The man mounted his box, not quite 
certain whether he was in the land of 
enchantment or not, and Jane still sob- 
bing hysterically, found herself clasped 
in a tender hold.

“Jane, my dear, don’t cry so bitterly. 
You are safe now.”

"Oh, Pierre, what would have hap- 
pened to me if you had not been wiser 
than I.” *

“If nothing had happened to you, 
Jane,” he said, “you would never have 
known who was your fellow traveller. 
As matters have transpired, I can but 
thank the merciful Providence, that, 
through the medium of a troubled dream, 
was so clearly pointed out to me the 
path of duty.”

As Raymond had expected, when 
they reached Darnellsdale, Jane’s step- 
mother was in the most perfect health, 
and surprised enough to see her hus 
band’s daughter so pale and travel-worn.

A few days, however, brought her

"You don’t think so highly of the 
hymeneal koos as I do,” said a wife to 
her husband, "Yes, I do,” he replied. Of Mrs. Smythe, of Indianapolis, the 

remarkable statement is made that she 
now has her fifth husband, and yet she 
has never changed her name. She was 
born a Smith, her first husband was 
named Smith, her second, Schmidt, her 
third, Smyth, her fourth, Smithe, and 
her present, Smythe.

The original of the phrase « the goose 
hangs high,” is said to be “the goose 
honks high,” referring to the ory of the 
goose during its migratory flights. When 
the weather is pleasant and the prospect 
favorable, the birds fly high, hence the 
significance of the phrase.

In New york ladiés, when on promen- 
ade, wear a belt of leather around the 
waist, to which is fastened a clasp which 
holds an unbrella of brown, purple or 
blue silk on one side, so that a lady may 
carry an umbrella without being obliged 
to take her hands out of her muff.

A wild goose was shot at Cedar Lake, 
in the body of which the head of an 
Indian arrow was found just back and 
under the wings, the ends projecting on 
either side. The arrow head is of bone, 
six and a half inches in length, with five 
sloping notches out on one side, it is 
quite sharp at the point, while the other 
other end has nearly the shape of the 
prow of an Indian canoe. The wound 
caused by the arrow head had entirely 
healed, and it was firmly imbedded in 
the goose.

A machine has recently been perfected 
in London with which a writer, using a 
pen in the usual manner, can at the

Janie jumped up, ran to him, and 
gave him a coaxing little kiss, as he stood 

it a double beau knot that I object to on the threshold.
"I shall write to you as soon as I get 

there, and we shall be separated but a 
brief time after all.”

WHAT SLEEP WILL CURE.“it is only when you wish to make

The cry for rest has always been 
louder than the cry for food. Not that 
it is more important, but it is often 
harder to get: The best rest comes from 
sound sleep. Of two men or women, 
otherwise equal, the one who sleeps the 
best will be the most moral, healthy and 
efficient.

Sleep will do much to cure irritability 
of temper, peevishness and uneasiness. 
It will cure insanity. It will build up 
and make strong a weary body. It will 
do much to cure dyspepsia, particularly 
that variety known as nervous dyspepsia. 
It will relieve the langour and prostra- 
tion felt by consumptives. It will cure 
hypochondria. It will cure the herd- 
ache. It will cure neuralgia. It will 
cure a broken spirit. It will cure sorrow. 
Indeed, we might make a long list ner- 
vous maladies that sleep will cure.

The cure of sleeplessness, however, is 
not so easy, particularly in those who 
carry grave responsibilities. The habit 
of sleeping well is one which, if broken 
up for any length of time, is not easily 
regained. Often a severe illness, treated 
by powerful drugs, so deranges the ner- 
vous system that sleep is never sweet 
after. Or perhaps long continued watch- 
fulness produces the same effect ; or hard 
study, or two little excercise of the mus- 
cular system, or tea and whiskey drinking, 
and tobacco using. To break up the 
habit are required. :.

1. A good clean bed. /
3. Sufficient exercise to produce weari- 

ness, and pleasant occupation.
3. Plenty of good air and not to warm 

a room.
4. Freedom from too much care.
-5. A clear stomach.

6. A clear conscience.
7. Avoidance of stimulants and nar- 

cotics.

it.”
It is very true that precepts are use- 

ful, but practice and imitation go far 
beyond them ; hence the importance of 
watching early habits, that they may be 
free from whatever is objectionable.

On Friday night a terrible thunder 
storm visited the Town of Portsmouth, 
England. Hailfell to a depth of two 
inches, and much damage wa s done.

"I may see you at the depot?"
"Not even that.” Janie was begin- 

ning to be annoyed again. “Let me 
have my own way for once—it’s a 
woman’s privilege until she is married, 
at least.”

came to see Mr. Dodd, who was an old 
neighbor of mine.”

“Ibeg your pardon, sir,” said John. 
"You’ll excuse me, I hope; but we are 
in great distress, and I expected nothing 
but bad news.”

"If I am not mistaken,” said the 
stranger, “it is good news I bring you. 
You are Mr. Dodd’s son-in-law, are you 
not?” Lsvarcsiouid

"I am sir; and I wish I were a

Pierre Raymond wa 
The dream haunted 
would neither be said • 
him strive as he would.

disquieted still, 
every hour, it 
r exercised, letA clerk writes home to his sweetheart: 

“Can’t marry you this winter. Our
firm don’t advertise; business is awful 
dull, and I will get my wages cut down, 
if the firm don’t bust up alt gether. So 
let’s postpone till ‘72.”
!Never attempt to do any hing which 

is not right. Jast as sur as you do, 
you will get into trouble. If you even 
suspect that a thing is wrong, do it not 
until you are sure that you r suspicions 
are groundless.

Chicago, following the ex mple of New 
1 York, is attempting to drive corruption- 
ists from the charge of their Municipal

"If I were at all inclined to be a 
superstitious man,” said Pierre Ray- 
mond, “I should believe this to be a 
warning—I should regard myself as mad 
if I gave, no heed to it.”

It was a brilliant starlight night 
in December when the trim little figure, 
in the sober grey travelling dress and 
veiled face took her seat in the stage 
coach at the Courtfield depot, awaiting 
the advent of all Darnellsdale passengers 
—starlight, but cold, with a frosty 
clearness in the atmosphere, which made 
closed windows by no means uncom- 
4Nottit twofaces Lesa-- Thoout-nde 

passenger,” muttered the driver discon- 
tentedly, as he slammed to the door and 

mounted to his place behind the horses, 
where a tall dark figure already sat.— 
"I ain’t going to make my fortune on 
the Darnellsdale road, that’s clear.”

Janie Martin glanced curiously toward

richer son-in-law, for his 
replied.

“Perhaps there will b 
that, for his sake,” the

ke,” John
no need for 

stranger re-
turned.
“What do you mean?” John asked.
"Well, just this,” said t 

"A few days ago I noticeds 
ment in the paper, addresse 
Dodd, informing him that i 
to Mr. Johnson, attorney.

stranger, 
advertise-

Daniel 
pplied indicted

WO ex-Alderme 1 
the Grand Jury, 
accept bribes Go uryingoffered

Street, he would hear of something 
his advantage. Now, thinking that 
Daniel Dodd wanted might he my 
neighbor, and knowing Mr. Johnson 
Nassau Street, I called upon that ger

through certain works.
A minister lecturing in East 
recently, suddenly rememi ered

to
spirits up, and the young 1 
happy New Year’s at the o 

Janie Martin returned

“pent a 
mhouse. 
the city 
, Pierre 
I hence- 
or heard

at
had promised to marry a couple at that 
very time. He stopped his lecture for 
fifteen minutes, fulfilled his agreement, 
married the happy couple, nd returning, 
finished his lecture.
|London, Jan. 4.—The floor of the 

Court-room at Kiltyelogher, in Leitrim, 
Ireland, gave way while a trial was in

once again io be 
Raymond, and from 
forth, neither of the

married 
that day 
a ever 9.

man, and learned that the person want 
is Daniel Dodd, my old neighbor, an 
that, as next of kin to his broth 
George, who died some time ago

the other passenger—a masculine looking- 
old woman in a beaver bonnet, a green of Lindley Grey, 
barege veil, and a huge old fashioned 
bombazine cloak with double capes, who 

sat nodding with her elbows on the lid
of the square wicker basket she carried elined to put Tai 
in her lap. Janie felt strangely lonely — 
even the companionship of the uncouth 
old creature she fancied, would be better 
than utter isolation, and she timidly 
attempted to begin an acquaintance.

same time produce 
as to be invisible ( 
so distinct that an 
every line and dot.

duplicate co small 
the naked eye, yet 
roscope will reveal

But although they stoutly declareBrazil, he is entitled to 1 
dollars, as the proceeds

twenty thousa that they are not believers in old time 
superstitions, they are both sightly in-ance 

own applicationpolicy held.by bis brother 

“£=s
progress. The room was crowded at 
the time, and 300 persons were pecipitat- 
ed a distance of 30 or 40 feet, the bodies 
are not yet rescued, from the debris. 
Sixty have already been taken out in a dead or dying condition. The building 
where the accident occurred is described 
- an old and very unsafe one, and the 
LPT .sirid "Eh1” deminnded the old wom

-ter 

quill as nigh act toes to

will be for the prevents 
private marks can 
imitator could see or e 
prononce of.

The total number ofe

the fantastic

A farmer who has been successful in 
the rapid fattening of cattle on Jerusalem 
16 sac a). in.. 2

Aforwa site de closed, Cortana

him with fixed eyes. u You’re not hav- 
ing a lark, a cruel lark with us, are you ?”

“God forbid,” said the stranger 
gravely.
“And answer me another thing, sir,” 
John continued, ‘in the same excited 
way. "You’re not onf of your mind, 

-Cmisly not,” returned the this 
|“Very vel," wil Jon; “you may 

go on,”

year was
British sovereignty has been proclaim- 

ed over that portion of African territory 

ions of Great Britain.

family. None but those engaged in this holy work know the anxieties and cares 
that bear upon the minds of the Christian Pastor The souls of his people are com. 
mitted to his care, and woe be to him if he 
fails to declare unto them the whole truth 
concerning their souls eternal salvation. He 
steezricar 
======

pox in London during 8,000; evoige the st“It is very cold to-night,” 
parked in a conciliatory tone.

her hendto her ear, inquiringly.” Co., a fow days ago, she is Journal 
“A cold night?” cried Janis at the ha contions, led = pecal to the Goveremiene

A party of forty kidnapped Fiji Is- 
landers, while being conveyed in a 
schooner to a place of bondage, attacked 

their keepers with axes, and chopped 
Uthem to pieces.

"We that e party of printers holed as 
mist out and than found it had sloeedtop of her swept little voice.
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