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find the poor cripple is a Christian philosopher, and from the chair, and looked at mv hand. It is rest to be able to help Tom any; 
whereupon Tom rushes off with a blush on 
his cheek that increases his beauty. I love 
them all, these dear neighbors of mine, espe- 
cially the mother. I am fond of moralizing 
after chat with her. Indeed, there is so much 
depth and goodness in good women. I find 
myself asking, how men can be associated with 
them for years, and yet never receive) the 
faintest knowledge of their inner life and con- 
scious endeavour.

I long for the power of Cicero, or the olo- 
quence of Paul, when I look into homes by 
the wayside and see these great harded sis- 
ters of mine doing such good service patiently 
with little hope of other reward than that 
which comes to us from earnest endeavor and 
the performance of duty.

The people in the little house give us quiet 
nice sermons every day, and the crowning 
head, the Queen mother, the mainspring of 
the little world, is the woman with bright blue 
eyes who stands stroking her husband’s hair 
in the twilight. As I look in her sweet face 
and hear her soothing words, there comes to 
me a thought of ‘what might have been,’ and 
I a-k:

What will the apple blossoms bring us next 
year ?

From out the twilight shadows, Maggie’s 
voice makes answer, and she, too, feels the 
shadow of a great sorrow that came so-near :

"Whatsoever the Master wills.”

over the way, and AEnotice a glad look in the little 
mother’s eyes, as she flies in for a well-worn pocket 
book. I peep out from under the leaves of my 
maple, which shelters me all day in summer and 
delights me the whole year round, and I say softly 
to myself: "Dear little woman, there is another 
bright spot in your life, and I thank the somebody 
from sonrewhere!" How do I not know the pack-

AToetry.
THE PURITAN BLOSSOM.

PROVIDENCE, 1640

Good Master Roger Williams saith
I have a heavenly call :

Mwthir ks if Richard Wille could know
That Master Williams dermeth so. 

Then could I bear it all.

Yea, though my mother, dearest sont. 
Now I am like to die.

Doth labor with me day and night
To set my earthly cares aright. 

One care 1 must pass by.

O bitter-sweeting day of spring !
I shut my heavy eyes.

And see again your gracious bloom.
The mystery of your wildwood gloom. 

The glory of your skies.

“Sweet Mistress Loveday, in thy prayers 
I pr’ythee give me part !"

O goodly voice that Launts me so, 
•dear dark eyes, will ye not go 

From out my failing heart !

‘Tis many days that for thine end 
A-lenging I have lain.

My mother weeps and prayeth sore ;
The more she prays I hear the more 

That kindest voice again.

puts in another form the words of Sir Thomas No message yet I said; and as I spoke the 
Brown: "Light that makes things seen makes bell rang.
things visible." - Please read it, said Tom, when Hannah

I went into the garden on the morning in May, gave it to me, and : noticed he shut his cyes, 
and there, while the blossoms showered aboutEme, As if trying to ward off the evil. It was very 

and the Fotins sang to me, I began to fee! as the Then. Itenduiph : Iexture ie aha 4 20 
boy must have done, who, after a long winter in,..:. n.L.: 31,.,train. Come to the station. M. C. R"
a close city, went from the large prairie with a-age is not an old book, borrowed long ago, and a cluse cry, went from the large prairie WItE a A perfect silence ensued, and then Tom 

just returned with a shabby coat to its lawful lap full of flowers, exclaimingt "Ob, mamma, said:
owner ?Tow do I know whether the glad look isu t God good to give us such a big out-doors 1 I is worse than we expected. She is com- 
will still remain as she opens the package ? ( Truly the "big out-doors” is a thing to be thankful ing so soon, and never mentions him ! 4.20.

Ah, but I do know, for my little neighbor and I for. I crept under the low branches, and gazed at and now it is near noon ! What a long, long
are great friends. She charms me with her sound : the high ones, contrasting the shading of the blos day it has beer. !
good sense, her womanly ways, and strong hope; soms with the dark green of the leaves and the It looks bad, ma’am, said Hannah. You 
and I know, too, how many knotty points are bright blue of the sky. see if it was all well, the dear lady would

cleared up by her sweet faith. * She is a scholar, | 1 broke a cluster of apple blossoms from a limb have said a word of cheer to Master Ton.
this little woman, fit to be the wife of any learned near me, without one pang concerning the em- meets and Letwachihil hits birnkradedrmi

man, rather than the companion of a plain, honest fruit, and instened it in my belt ; as I did so She whispered this to me as she passed down
artisan, as she is. Her wise little head saw far- thought of my little neighbor, and wondered if stairs, but Tom’s quick ears had heard it all.
her into the future than you or I could, and her she would not join me in the garden. ! Mother is always so when trouble com- s,
love and tact make it pleasant for all within her Hlow strange, said I, that I did not look over said Tom. We 
little kingdom I can Lardy tell how much morethere, as I usually do. Perhaps the "toddlers" are 
I love her since I learned from others that my lit- even now looking for my morning nod; and I 
ile neighbor might have been the mistress of an smiled as I thought of the chubby little fingers 
elegant mansion in the city near by.|whib threw me a kiss every morning.

"How could you choose so?" asked one of I gathered a few more sprays, and hurried in to 
earth’s cuious ones, and I remember the reply: remove my thick garden boots. One glance to-

"Love is the life of every true home. I had none ward the little house told me something was wrong, 
for the owner of the mansion, and nub for my No chubby fingers or faces appeared, and the

are to prepare for the worst, 
auntie, and I don’t know how.

Ivor fellow ! we are none of us wiser than 
he. When the black cloud of sorrow hang- 
over us we stumble and falter. The way is- 
dark through the unsearchable, and our earth 
bound eyes cannot see beyond the darkness, 
like poor Tom—"we don’t know how ; but 
the cloud- break, the morning dawns, and the 
"everlasting arm" still surrounds us.

brave mechanic. I know my worldly wise friends shades were closely drawn. I was afraid the little 
think me foolish, but I could never have created mother was ill, or baby had the croup, and I bur-

We went all over the house, doing little 
things in a hopeless way, and trying to shorten 
the time for Tom. The hour came at last.

Musk.—Musk is a sycretion, and is obtain-
ried across the dusty street, only pausing to give 
the driver of the car a friendly nod. With my ap- 
ple blossoms in my hand I walked into the hall, 
the front door being partly open.

As I entered, a chilly sensation crept over me, 
a kind of forerunner of evil—that uncertain some- 
thing which conveys disaster and trouble to our 
minds long before a word has been uttered.

The hall, where the children played so gaily 
day after day, was silent, a murtiur of subdued 
voices came to me from an upper room, and I en- 
tered without even knocking. Tom sprang up 
to meet me with a pale, anxious face and said:

I knew you would come ; it is so dreary with- 
out some one.

What is it, Tom? Where is your mother?
The boy held the baby between us as he an- 

swered, with many twitebings of his pale face:
Gone to Barring on—an accident—a wall fell, 

and father—
How came he there ?
Ile was coming through—coming home in 

the cars, when he heard of the fire. You 
know him—he must help everybody, lie left 
the train, and was in the midst of it, the 
watchman said, helping so much by his know- 
ledge of machinery, when they saw two NO- 
men in the third story of one of the buildings, 
one with a babe in her arms. No one dared 
go; the walls were weak ; but he insisted up- 
on trying to save them. And he did—saved 
both, and the chill, said Tom, and that is such

my ideal home in that house, with its present own- 
er, and here I am, proud, happy, and a queen."

It is years since she gave that answer, and now 
she is more queenly than ever. Her family speak 
of her as "lost to the world," "quite thrown away," 
and "poor, dear Maggie.”

Sueli a bright, busy life as "poor Maggie" leads; 
That boy Tom is enough for one person to keep 
in order and presentable apparel; bet below Tom 
she counts four, and the great boy is more like a 
brother of hers than a son. The girls are bright- 
eyed, pretty children, and the wee boys are full of 
mischief from morning until night.

They are merry people in the little cottage. 
W ben I grow tired of tracing brain fancies, and 
the grey shadows are falling, 1 go over to my neigh- 
bors and receive a boisterous welcome.

The little mother sits at the piano and plays for 
the children to dance with their father, and 1 take 
the mother’s place or join the dancers. Tom, big

ed from the musk d-er (Moschus moschiferus), 
spairing a pretty little animal inhabiting the higher 

|mountain ranges of China, Tonquin, and Thi- 
It bet. The musk is found in a

and he ran down the steps, with a de 
look on his frank, landson ! face

O ir godly guide do h ziva me hope
That Heaven accepteth me ;

Alas ! I lain would joy in this.
Yet still one care forbids my bliss

And dims eternity.

I know not if he loveth me. 
Yet lives he in my heart ;

1 can but turn me unto death—
And prayer, remembering what he saith- 

Therein I give him part.

Good Master Williams whispers soft,
"She bath a heavenly call ;"

Methinks if Richard Wilde could know
That Master Williams dermeth so. 

Then could I bear it all.

Isympathised heart and soul with him. at bet. The musk 18 found in a small pocket or 
seemed to me the train would never arrive; pouch under the belly of the deer. The lens 
and it last, when the whistle sounded I found ters cut off this pouch, which, becoming dry, 

preserves its contenta, and in this state the 
best article reaches our markets. Musk, when 
moderately dry, is an unctuous powder of red- 

before the carriage we were looking for halted dish-brow color. It gives out a powerful odor

7

my hands unsteady and my faith weak
Hlow lodg it took them to reach the house I

Four coaches passed and turned the corner

at the door. I grew dizzy as Tom sprang of a warm, aromatic character and most won- 
derful persistency. Blending well with al- 
most every other scent, it discovers but little, 
of its own peculiarity in compounds, when 
used in proper proportion, and yet gives them 
great permanency. In point of general use- 
fulness to the perfumer it is probably un- 
equalled by any other substance ; for, alv 
though coarse and undesirable in a pure state, 
the most popular compounds are those in 
which it is an ingredient.

Genuine mu k is very costly, being worth, 
when separated from its see and all extraneous 
matter, from twenty five to thirty five dollars 
the ounce Its great strength compensates in 
a measure for its price. One part of musk, it 
is said, will scent more than three thousand 
parts of inodorous powder.—[Harper’s Mag- 
rzine for S. ptember,

CONGREVE AND MADAME VESTRIS.—Col. 
Congreve, the celebrated inventor of the des- 
tractive Congreve rocket, was a musical ama- 
teur, a id one day accompanied Madame Ves- 
tris, the great singer, to view a monument that 
had been erected to the memory of Purcell, 
the composer. The colonel read aloud the 
epitaph with good emphasis and modulation: 
"He is gone to that plac- where alone his har. 
many can be exceeded ”.

Vertris immediately cried out, “La, Cola, 
nel, the same epitaph will serve for you by 
merely altering one word, thus, ‘He is gone 
to that place where alon : his fire works can be 
exceeded.’”:

out, and thought I must be insane to fancy a 
smile on hi- face.

Oh, auntie, he sail, help mother will you, 
while I call Hannah ?
Iregained my self possession when Dr. 

Grey, took my hand, and said :
Only crushed foot, thank God! and he in- 

sisted upon coming home at once.
Was this the man we thought dead?I 

asked myself, as we stood over him in the 
upper room Could this be the worst we were 
prepared for? Oh, it was too good, too pre- 
cious to believe! And yet, there was Dr 
Grey arranging the bedelothing that it might 
not press the poor, bruised foot; there was 
Maggio with her baby in her arms, looking 
pale but peaceful, and Tom holding his fath- 
er’s hand Yes, it was all true ; the father’s 
own voice, # little less hearty than usual, said 
as leEglanced at the little table :

How lovely the apple blossoms are, my 
boy. A few short hours ago, I never ex 
pected to see th m or you again.

The first thing he has observed said the 
duet r. His only cry has been to get home.

We nursed him that night, Tom and I. — 
Once Tom crossed over to the little table, and 
said, 1 never knew before an apple blossom 
was so beautiful.

After the darkness cometh the light, dear 
Tom. The birds will never sing sweeter than 
tomorrow, or the sun shine brighter, for our 
dead is alive again.

—[Harper’s Magazine.
-nX on boy as he is, has not yet grown into the foolish 
LUULALUUonotion of being ashamed of his mother, or too 

r e X so- proud to care for a baby. Ile is too sensible for 
APPLE BLOSSOMS. such nonsense, and too affectionate to be ashauied 

,. , . ... . of the little people. The manly boy always looks
It is a very simple story i so simple I hardly upon his mother as the best woman in the world, 
know whether you will care to hear it ; but its and regards the little ones with tenderness. There 
truth may please you and its purity win you, if is no shoddy about Tom ; he is proud to do escort 
you are inclined to take life as life compels us all 
to take it.

That flat, "dust to dust,” uttered so long ago, 
touches equally the wealthy banker and the car- 
rier of bricks and mortar; and when you and I, 
dear reader, accept the comm ends of the Master| 
in spirit, the simple and pure becomes grand and 
glorious.| 

A story of a little home over the way. Yes, 1 
will tell it; but I beseech you, O curious reader, 

not to attempt any searching glances within little

duty when papa is tired, and happy in making 
tops or waggons for the "toddlers," as he calls the 
wee boys. Dear me, with what veneration those

a comfort. Oh, auntie, I 
brave father !

And he, Tom?
The wall fell before he

small people regard Tom ! To do as he does, to am so proud of my
walk as Tom walks, throw a ball as he throws it, 
and spin a top like him, seems to the young peo- 
ple a heaven to be obtained. The eldest expres- 
sed his faith in broken English, and ‘my Tom’ or 
‘my big bruffer’ is high authority ; white baby falls 
asleep on his shoulder, smiling and happy.

I envy you that boy, I said, as Tom went down

was clear, and we
do not know. The watchman said he wished 
them to send for his wile.

And your mother ?
She left at once, with the doctor. She said 

you would be here to advise me, and all we 
can do i- wait. I: is nearly time for a mes

homes any where, for all over the way, and on the 
way, and through the way of life, the homes are I 

filled with tender longings, ambitious hopes an 
noble women. Here in America we r spect and

the garden walk, holding one of the toddlers by 
the hand, and the other in his arms. = = =

I suppose the dear God knew my needs, and 
sent him, she replied. Tow is a comfort.

There is another charm about my neighbor: 
she is so trustful, so confident that all is as it should 
be, so ready to make the best of things, and leans

sage from her; she will send us one as soon 
as she can.

We heard the sad story as my friend rallied 
_from the shock. A great beam beld him 

How I loved the boy as he sat down again down firmly among the bricks and stones, and 
to amuse the little ones. A few hours of

Ithe Bowels. To guard 
of WALKER’S VIN- A good many stories of stammerers are told, 

but none of recent date better than the foi- 
lowing of Platt Evans, of Cincinnati : It was 
one of his pleasures to teach his friends how 
to purchase tender geese, though he could not 
always get them in the market. One inorn- 
ing he saw a lot, and inquired of the farmer 
how many there were "About a doz- »,” was 
the reply "W-w.well," said Platt. "I k-k. 
keep b boarding house, and my b b boarders 
are the biggest e caters you ever saw. P-p- 
pick out nine of the t toughest you’ve g g got.” 
The farmer complied, and laid aside the other 
three tender ones. Platt picked them up care 
fully, and putting them in his basket said, “I 
Lb live 1 II t-t-take these three."

They are trying to build the largest hote) 
in the world in San Francisco. It is to be 
known as the Pacific hotel, and will contain 
700 rooms. There will be 320 bath rooms 
and 374 bay windows. Accommodations will, 
be furnished for 1,200 guests. The hotel is 
to be completed in August 1875, and will 
cost altogether $2,750,000. Of this amount 
$1.000,000 will be the cost of the lot, $1,250- 
000 of the building, and $500,000 of the fur- 
niure.

ce a dose honor our wor kers, for aristocracy is not and never 
can be, with republicanism for our birthright and 
brave deeds for titles. We have glances of respect 
for the humblest home, for ‘great things have 
come out of Nazareth.”

It was a lovely May morning ; a morning to re- 
member now, when the glare of the August sun! 
blinds, and the ice-man is a welcome visitor. It

he owed his life to the careful hands whichcasionally.
sorrow had made a man of him.

Tom said I, what can we do by way of pre 
paration if he is brought home ?

Idon’t know. If we could only do some- 
thing—if we only knew what to expect !

had extricated him. My neighbor smiled 
when she saw the message which had caused 
such grief.

I requested the doct or to send word to you.

iseases. Eruptions, Tetter, 
tches. Spots, Pimples, Pus- 
buucles. Ringworms, Scald 
S, Erysipelas, Itch, Scurfs, 
of the Skin, Humors and
Skin of a *

.with such a consciousness of daily need on the 
"Rock which is higher than I,”. that I find myself 
reproved for ever doubting and asking ‘why ?’

Itch, Scurfs,

for I could not leave him. He did not think
., , whatever name or 

ably dug up and carried out 
1 a short time by the use of

,I sent him to find me a vase for my apple how anxi u- you were, she explained 
blossoms, and as I arranged them upon the My neighbor lias stood the trial. The poor 
table in his mother’s room, I said: foot has caused great suffering, and his halting 

step will go wi h through life. Tom says, it 
is father’s badge of honor, and he is proud of

This faith of bTS gives her a Saviour and friend 
forever at hand, and her appeals to “our Father” 
are like a child’s to a beloved earthly parent. The 
very faith we are all struggling after and wishing 
for every day, my little neighbor has, for she 
reaches out and up, and clings to the ever ready 
hand without question or murmur.

But I must tell my story. I have already said

was Monday, too; fresh, clean, crisp Monday; 
noisy and busy after the stillness and bush of the 
Sabbath. The milkcarts had passed our door long‘ 
ere we were up; the baker, also, with the very 
bells whose lazy tinkle, tinkle, had spoiled so many 
morning naps, with a suggestion of bot rolls if

and other Worms, lurk- 
mof so ma ny thousands, are 
byed and r emoved. F 
9no vermifuges, no anthel- 
Be the system: from

• Complaints, in young or 
single, at the dawn of wom. 
irn of life, these Tonic Bit- 
decided an influence that

There is a lesson in them, Tom, for you 
and I if we had the wisdom to read it

Down stairs the maid of all work was wash- it. and my little Maggie is even more proud, 
if possible, of her brave mechanic. He has

No sys-
ing the breakfast dishes, with the tears run- 
ning down her homely, honest face.worms grown thinner, and i. sometimes a little 

a bit, she said, it ish when he finds the once strong arms weak-Oh, if you could stay
Br Midget remembered, and no hot rolls if she forgot.

Once up—for the mornings are too charming 
for sleep when the trees are blossom-laden—we 
saw the market-men riling slowly in with a little 

of Sunday soberness in their faces, and utter for- 
getfulness of "half-cents" and “close bargains.”

Two lads passed on horseback, going out for a 
breath of fresh air and some fun, before the school 
session, with its routine, could sober them. The

would be a marey to Master Tom. There isened by st.ffuring, but her scald. himself for it 
no knowing what tidings we may get, and it so earnestly, we are more than ever anxious

. the trees were in blossom ; but that will hardly 
give you an idea of the exceeding loveliness which 
.greeted my eyes, or the exquisite fragrance which 
visited me as I opened my window and looked 
out into the garden. Apples, pears, peacher, cher- 
ries, all gay and beau iful on this Monday morn 

ing, with its clean page laid open for another 
week’s record.

Had I my way the sun should always shine on 
Monday ; not with a kind regard for the family 
linen, but because the burdens of the week seem 
lighter as we lift them back into the old places on 
the shoulders, from where we dropped them when 
the week closed.

It is so much easier to be cheerful when the sun 
shines, said a poor invalid ; and we replied:

breaks my heart to see them lambs in yonder.
Hannah, how was your mistress when she 

left?
Cold and still like. She went all over, the 

closets for medicines, found bandages, and 
everything she needed in a few minutes, while 
Master Tom went for the doctor. You see it 
was the midnight express she had to take, and

to make him happy.
The August sun and increased cares do not 

discourage ‘poor, dear Maggie.” She is the 
same bright, cheerful woman.

We were all upon the porch this evening ; 
she knitting something for Tom ‘to catch spes 
cimens with, and Tom stretched at her feet, 
looking into her face with such perfect devo- 
tion, trust and pride, I am half tempted to

soon perceptible.
In all cases of jaundice, rest 
ir liver is not doing its work, 
ible treatment is to promote 
f the bile and favor its re- 
s purpose use VINEGAR Brr- 

a Vitiated Blood when- 
impurities bursting through 
males. Eruptions, or Sores; 
you find it obstructed and 

veins; cleanse it when it is 
ags will tell you when. Keep 
and the health of the system

McDONALD & CO., 
ul Agents, San Francisco, California, 
ton and Charlton Sts., New York. 
Druggists and Dealers.
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expressmen went up and down. delivering pack- 
always driving she wouldn’t hear to our disturbing any one. 

When she went out, she said : Do your best.
ages left over on Saturday nip 
fast, always jumping out wib turn away my head lest I forget : Thou 

Hannah, God will watch over us all, and then shalt not cover anything that is thy neighbors" 
she went to Master Tom and whispered some- The ‘toddlers’ are in bed; the little girls 
thing The little ones were sleeping sound, playing ‘come to see,’ with Hannah : and Mr. 
and never knew a word of the big sorrow that

a pring and in with
a bound, as if life were an express package "to be

In clearing out ao old house at Americus, 

Ga., the other day, four hundred and seventy, 

üve hits were captured, quite a re-peetable

delivered immediately." Ha Py, wide-awake
young men they are, too; ful their jokes, and 
always ready to make chan.

Randolph a trifle wearied and irritable, ex- 
claims :with a display of 

They seem to lead
has come to them.

Al, Hannah I said, we none of us know 
the ‘bigness’ of the sorrow yet, but one who 
can, cares for us all.

wallet and rolls of greenbacks. "Maggie Dear, do put d wn that never end. 
ing work, and let me see you resting for 
ouc-."

I wish it might shine continually for you, O, pa- 
tient sufferer !

Ah, no! she said, brightly, “the glory of his

such a jolly, reckless, happy go-every-where-and- 
see-everybody sort of life, we are half inclined to

LADIES don’t know whether they like smoking 
or not. With special favorites they like it; with, 
general favorites they don’t dislike it, and with no 

! favorites they detest it. /

throw down our pen and go into the business. Maggie hands the ball to Tom, with a smile, I went up stairs to the children, and foundcoming after clouds would be lost then." And I Tom rocking the baby. He fairly jg.nped saying:They leave express packages in the little house
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