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It was tho night following that day
whon Laura had medo hor final and most
sucecsaful attompt to enthral Bertrand
Lisle absolutoly and for ever, and
the inhnbitaute of Ubiverloy Rectory
wero supposed to be all travguilly slum-
bering away tho hours of darknees, bat
tuore was noithor rest nor sloep in Mary
Trevolyan's little room : she was kneeling
by the' side of her bed, with hor arms
strotched out soross it, and her hoad laid
low between them, in au attitnde whioh
botokened a completo absudonment of hor.
solf to thoughts too sad with their woight
of grief alinost to be borne,

“Thero had been a time when Mary Tre-
velyan thought oho had almost attained
thosummit of earthly happiness; when,
standing on tho littlo bridgo bonoath the
ghade of the summer trees, with her hand
in Bertrand's she folt that ho was about to
utter the words which would hiave linked
her lifo to his for evormore, aund than, just
at that orisis of her fate, had comoe the
mournful melodious sound—the wail of
anguish in the voico she knew so woll,
tho voico of the syren, who, by overy art,
had been trying to lure him from her~and
instantly it had been to him ss though she
ozisted not, and he had flod away from her
te follow tho beguiling sound, and she
knew, sho folt, that 16 would return to
hor as hor true lover never more! for she
bad easily recognised that the cry, haif-
mueical, half sad, was no true shriok of
torror drawn forth by somo sudden danger,
but rather tho studied exprossion of somo

‘bitter sorrow, some dark forsboding, more
liko the poetioal idea of the death-song of
tho swau than any real cutcome of troublo
or distress, and sho well understood what
it all meant for her. Somehow the subtle
Lorelei had discovered how near in that
instant sho was to loging Bertrand alto-
gother, and forthwith she had sent out the
swoet appealing wail which drew him SOT
quickly to her side.

And long they had lingored in the lonely
wood, those two—hours and hours—while
Mary kept her watch upon that desertod

ho had stood with her, though no hope
lingered in hor hoart, prophetic of its
future, that he would ever scok lior there
sgain; and morning bad ripened to voon,
and noon faded to the suu's declining
hours, and twilight came, but stiil sho
was alone; then slowly, wearily, sho had
roturned to the home which sheltered
them all alike, and there she lhad seen
Bortrand with eyes that never quitted
Liaura’s radiant face, and looks avertod
from herself, and manner constrained and
cold.  And now night had come, and she
was alono with tho dack torrible shadow
that enfolded her, precursor of the dead-
liest ovil hor lifoe could know, even now
very oloso at haud; for wecks she had
dreaded its coming, and had scen the
dsanger, but hope had never gnito loft her,
and it wag lbard to lose it altogothor,
oven in this the saddest hour her hfe had
kuown ; but she was trying to storl hersolt
for whatever might bo coming upon
her, she was trying to give herself
up to her merciful God, that he might
work His will upon ber in any way He
pleased.  Mary Trovelyan was herself too
single-hieartod and pure-minded to bo able
to imagine that Lauara had been influenced
by motives of worldly ambition only, and
although she could not but be aware of
tho absolute determination with which the
Lorelei had set herself to win Bertrand,
ghe yot belioved that sho did love him

truly ; and Mary was schooling hersolf to

foel, as sho lay thore, that if indeod her |
Bertrand had given to Laura all his

hoart’s love in roturn, she ought for his
sake to be glad and thavkful that they had

tearnt to know and prize each other; for

surely Bertrand’s happiness was that
which she desired most m ail the world;
and if he wasto find it best with Laura,
and not with her—alas, not with her {—
then ought sho to rejoice that Lanra was
his own, that with hor he would walk
throngh sanny paths i hife, winle the
poor Mary, who having loved him conld |
nover love another, went on to hor distant
gmvo ovor and over joyless and alone!

t was a hard lesson to learn, and Mary's
chest heaved with sobs, and her faco was
wet with bitter toars under the veil of her !
long dark hair, winle her lamp burnt low
and cast a dim light on hor prostrate
figure, when suddenly the door of her
room was opened by a quick impatient |
hand, and shut again as rapidly, leaving

the intruder by her side. while a voice

clear and musical, but with a risg of shiarp- '
ness in itstone, said anthontatively, ¢ Rige |
up, Mary Trovelyan, and prepare to listen
tome, for I have much to say to you, |
which is. of great importance to us
botb.”

Then slowly Mary raised her wan face,
and looked round, to eee Laura Werndbham
standing beforo her, holding a lamp in
her white hand, which sent a strong glow
over her beautiful face, move hrihant
than over from the hight of tramph which |
glittered in her oyes, nad proud hap-
piness which curved her lipe in & meaning
smilo. |

Without a word, Mary rmuaed herself |
from her knees, gathered the white aar- I
ments round her, which eoutrasted '
sirangely with the ecarlet roboe  ver
which Laura’s fair hawr waved in ree
luxuriance, and having vlaced a chair for
her unwelcome guest, sho sat down hor.
self, and said, “Iam ready 1.ura; say
whatever you will.”

“I shall do that, even witlont your
permisaion, Mary, for 1 have come to do
for you an act of friendly kindness, whiel, !
none have gver dono tor you before- I |
have come to toll you the truth.” |

*“Has no oneever told mo th trutl |
boforo 2" snd Marﬁ, rawing her sad ayes |
calmly to Laura’s bright faco.

¢ No ono,” answered Lurline, ** at loast,
in respect to that which most concarns
you. Gld BMr. Liusle decoived yon. un.
consoiously perhaps, aund Bortrand, searco
knowing what ho did, has done so too;

hut the time has como when your delu.
Llou: must no langer he euffvrod to sxist,
lesa thoy wrook forovor o life that fatoo
prooious, oven to yoursolf, to bo so
ruined.”

# Of whom do you sposk ?"' nsked Mary,
with lipa calm as ovor, but from whioh all

olour had fled,
o Of Bortrand Liale,” answored Lnura,
and then sho ndded, In a soft, olear voioo,
¢« who loves mo, and whom I love."”

Mary did not ntter n sylable; it might
have scomed that sho did not hear the
words which came fo her ladeu with the
woight of hor own lifo.long misery, but
for tho convulsive movement with which
she gathored hor locsa dross olosor io her
broast, as if to shicld hersslf from the
arrows whioh wore about to piorce lier
heart. Tho Lorelo's kaon oyo noted it
all.  Shobad seatod herself immediately
opposite to Mary, so that she might read
ench ohanging expression on her tace, and
she now went on, with a composure ro-
eembling the judicial ealmuoss of a judgo
when summing up the oasgd agsinst
ono who is about to be condomned to
death, .

“ T have said that I am como to tell you
the truth, Mary Trevolyan, and, to show

ou that I lhave indeed & perfoct know-
{odgo of it, I will first go over the matter
on which I wish to undecsive you, as I
know it appears to you, and then I will
rovoal to you the real stato of the case.
You had lived for twenty-one years in
Bortrand Lisle's home, without thore over
having been the faintost hint of any idea
of o marriage botweon you. Oun his death-
bod Mr. Lislo told you that suoh a mar.
ringe was his deavest wish, that he believ-
od or hoped you wore beloved by his son,
and in reply to his quoestions you distinotly
said that you at least loved Bortrand.”

At these words Mary Trovelyan started
as if she had recoived o stab, und buried
hor faco in hor hands, while she said, in a
tone, of uuspeskable pain, * Liaura who
told you this ?"

And the Lorelei answered, ¢ Bertrand
Lisle, who heard it from hLis fathor's
lipa.”

1And che kaow that in ultering the oruel
gontonce sho had laid the corner stone of
that edifico of hor own happiness whioh
she hoped to build up on Mary Trovelyan's
ruined life.

Heor victim remained sient, with her
faco hidden, praying in her heart that she
might have graco not to blame one lymng
intho holplessness of death for his breach
of confidenco.

Lurline continued. * You wero aware
that Bertrand had a long conversation
with bis father tho night bofore the old
man died, and you could not doubt, after
his statement to yourself, that he had told
his son his desire for a union betweon
you., Whon Bortrand therofore uitered
somo cautious words to you respecting hus
father's wishes, in tho passing excitement
of griof, at the new-made grave, you in-
torproted them as a sort of proposal of
marriago.”

“ Laura, no!” exclaimed Mary, letling
her hands fall from her burning face. * I
did not! I could not! I nover foran in.
stant considered that Borfrand had bound
himself to me.”

“I only know,” said Lurline, *that
you managed to impress him with the
wen that you wished and expectod him to
marry you, and ho camo hero to seo
whether ho could make up kis mind to do
;t‘, as a duty his father had laid npon
him."’

*“ How could ovon his fathor's wishes
make such an anct scom a duty, Lanra ?
Aro you not mistaken 2" said Mary, with
trembling eagerness.

“Notin the least,” sgid Laura. I
will now _givo you the true history of this
affair which bac _been cruelly hard on
Bertrand.  Mr. Lisle imposed this duty
upon him as an act of reparation to you.”

‘* Of reparation to me 2, How? Why?"

“ Because he had killed your father,”
was Laura’s answer.

She coutd bo absolutely heartloss whero
her own intorests wero concerned, but sho
was not prepared for the piercing cry
which burst from tho palo lips usually so
calm, us Mary, starting to her feot, shrunk
back to the wall, and stood thero tromb-
ling with horror-stricken eyes, as if sho
had seen a spectre.

Lurline rose, and drew her back to her
seat, saying, * Don't mistake me, Mary;
Mr, Lisle caused his death, but not wil-
funy. There was a quarrel and a struggle
on board the ship coming home from
Maderia, in which your father, trying to
escapo Mr. Lislo’s violonce, fell overboard,
and was drowned. Your mother died
that same night of hor grief, leaving you
a destitute infant, orphaned through .he
fault of Bortrand's father; therefore he
adopted you and cared for you all his life,
and_ theroforo, when death took lus pro-
tectivn from you, he imposed on s son
tho duty of giving you a home as lus
wife.”

“And this was Bertrand’s reason—this
only ?” asked Mary, faintly.

“Yos—good son that he wasl—ho tried
to oboy his father; but, Mary, he had
nover loved you or any other woman
enough to make him wish for a union till
ho came to Chiverloy, and then ho met his
fate n Taura Wyudham. Mo had told it
to me this day with bitter anguish, bo-

| eavso ho feared you wonld hold him bound

to accomplish his father's roparation. Ho
tcld me that he loved me, and me only;
that a Iife spent with me would be porfect
bligs, and without me, uttor torture, and I
love him—with all my heart I love him!”
Laura spoke now with genuino vehom-
ence. “‘ Ob, Mary! will you hold him to
his bond ? will you ruin his life for ever,

[nnd mino along with it ? will you forco

him to marry you?”

* Laura, stop!" snid Mary, rising, with
quiet digmty, * you bave no right to use
tuch words to mo; Bertrand Lisle is per-
f clly free from mo.  Sunco Jus happiness
consists in a marriage with you, I will do
all T can to promoto it."”

* But, Mary you mmat tell him so you -
self, ' sard Liaura, eagorly, * or ho will not

elieve it. 1 told him you intended to be
ono of thoso uoble heromes of. charity—a
lady-ouree, or semothing of that sort,
bat he was so convinceg you wished to
matry him, that he will only bo at oaso if
ho Lears it from your own lips. He

moaus to ask you to-morrow, what are
onr plans for your fubnre life, bii-all ot
appihdes in this world déponds butHe sh.
gwer-you givo.”"

 Tliexi you moy be quite at rost, Daura,”
sald tho fow, oalut voios; *you sndho
shall be ‘made porféotly happy if words of
migs éan ensiiro it; and I thank yot for
tolling- tne tha truth, Aund now may I ask
you to loave me? I must bo hlons.” )

Something thore was in Mary's mannor
whioh eubduod syen Laurn Wyndhain,
Bho stooped silenily, and kissod ltr én
tho forzhond, and then, withow
word, tnrned and lofi tho room, Hor
w]oxt-klwgs accomplished, hor victory com-
plote

Ouartrr XXV,

Bortrand Lisle had not, of course, the
smalloat: suspioion that any conyersation
had taken place botweon Laura Wyndham
and MAry respooting himsoll; nor could
he ever-havo conoeived it possiblo that re:
volations of 20 terriblo a_dosoriptlon bould
have bogn madoto the adopted dauahter of
his tather, espeoinlly in such oruelly.dis.
torted shapos. He counld not thorofore in
the least nocount for the pooitliax judprese.
ion mada npon him by Mary Trévelyun's
appoaryiv,when ho sdwhor for'the first
tinio oh tho following morning. Tt was in
‘tho broakfast room; whidrs all the' rest of
tho family wero assombled, that thoy met,
and there was nothing in Mary’s ménnor,
or in the fow words with which sho
answerdd’those who spoke to her, that was
at all different frow her usual gentla still-
ness; and yet it was with a atrange shiv.
oring sonso of pain that Dertrand gazoed al
hor, for it seomed to him precisely ag
though ho werelooking on the faco of the
nowly dead. Dead, surely, in some sense
she was to him. The heart, tho soul,
whero, onco at loast, he felt that ho had
reignod auprems, wore now, he was con-
soious, wholly locked away from him, as if
the grave itself Lad consummated theic
soparation. What it was, so like to death,
that had paseed over her, lio could not tell ;
but, as his glanco restod on the sot im-
movablo expression of her face, and notod’
how the dark oyes, that over had turned
to him with such soft tenderness, were now
fixed and sotema under tho shadow of
some heavy thought which held her wholly
in possession, ho folt, with a conviotion
none tho lesa sure that it was indefinite,
that for him at loast Mary Trovelyan
lived no longer. He had scarce time, how-
over, to dwell upon the impression thus
anaccountably mado npon him, beforo the
Loreloi flashed into tho room, all bright.
ness aud joy ; and, as his eyes turned with
dolight to her radiant face, tho quet
figure of Mary Trevolyan scomed to fade
away from his thoughts as completoly
as ho folt she had oven now passed out of
his life.

It was a lovely summeor morning, and as
they all paassed into the hall whon broak-
fast was ovor, thoy saw through-the open.

lawn and waving trees, scoming, to invite
thom into the sweot fresh air; but it was
with no small astonishment in the case of
all save Tairlino, that Mary Trovelyan was
seon to pass, with her noisoloss stop,
through tho little group, till she found her-
self face to face with Berfrand; and thon
she said, in tonos which were perfectly dis-
tinct, though soft and low,

“Bertrand, will you come and walk
with me in the garden for a httle time ? I
wish to havo your advice on some arrange-
ments I propose tv make."

Such arequost from tho silent rotiring
Mary scemed vory strange, for she had
never sought Bertrand in any way since
he bad boen at Chiverloy ; but hoconld only
agreo ot once, with ready courtesy, to her
request; whilo the others wont their ways
in different diroction. Laura so far from
manceuvring, as she generally did, to pre-
vent Mary and Bertrand from being alone
together, now did her bost to facilitato their
intorviow. Only, with the subtle instinct
ofthat artfuluess which was her fatal gift,
she turned to John Pomberton, and
whispered, ‘ Dear old John, it is a long
time since you have had any music; shall
I sing to you this morning, while those two
aro out 2"

With trembling delighted oagerness ho
implered her to do so, for she had greatly
neglected him of late; but, decoived and
botrayed a8 he was, Pemborion nover
dreamt that her object was simply, by this
oxpodient, to maintain her inflaonce over
Mr. Lislo throughout his intorview with
Mary. Aud so it was, that during all the
time that Bertrand spont with Mary Tro
volyan, 1n the very crisis of her fate, the
Loreloi s voice of haunting sweetness rose
and fell apon the suwwer air, wafted to
him throdﬁh the opon window of the music-
room, and boguiling him even with the
momory of her loveliness and gonius, even
whilo tho noble hoart uf the gentlo girl who
walked by his side, was almost broaking in
tho anguish of uttering words that wero to
pert them for ovor.

As Bertrand and his companion walked
down tho steps from the hall-door, to go
out into the garden, Mary Trovelyan raisod
her eyes to the heavens with one long
oarnest appealing gaze, whilo sho asked,
with hor wholo heart, for strongth -to ac-
complish tho dread task that lay befure
her. She had lsboured all night long,
after Laura’s visit, {o steel herself for its
porformance with & composure which
ehould prevent Bertrand from foeling one
shadow of remorse or pain, 1n seeing him
self freed from her wholly and Zfoc evor,
And sho knew that not only must she have
courage to go bravely and calnly through
their final interviow, but she must hraco
herself for days, and perhaps oven weoks,
of endurance, while sho would have tor
stand by and see his happiness with Lux-
line ; for, much as she longed to escapo
evon then from Chiverley, she know that
hor flight at such a moment could not fail
to roveal to bim and to all that very trath,
a8 to her own feclings, which ghe most
wishod to conceal,

But who has over cast as rauch as ono
fooble plance to the Fathor's throne in
vain? Tho oyos which Mary 'Wrevelyan
raised to heaven grew bright and calm,
and the strength and poaco of pure self-
sacrifico filled all hor heart, when she
found horsslf at last alono with Bortraad

Lisle in a relired part of tho garden,

anoflioy’

door the sunlight streawing on the groen,

R ot

.of the I
rouad thom iniyofeéntrisoing strains,
¢ Bortrand,” said Mazy,  T"havo asked
to spoak to you, bogauso,, ps im} Argrysaon
going to leavs h1g, I wish to have your ap-
provalof - thdpladis I+ have mﬁgé“xﬁyself

while the swaot vglcev

whon¥ shall lgave-Chiverloys I ‘know, |-
sho opntinued, quickly, az shasnw.that he:

was “abaut “to speak, “ihal your .dosr
father, in' ‘his-oare’ for pie, made You'in
somd sensd.respousible lov my welatro}
bat,. whatgyer sohomes ha. ma¥ - hingolt
hayo-formed for my future, his onp wish
certataly was thiat X shonld do {hal which
mos} éomimonded itself to Thy own' thlin-

stions and feolings=<is it mot' v0 ¥ And:

olio Jiftad hor oyes calmly to Borirand's.
“ Do;}hﬂoss,ib js," ho answerod
ingly; “ but Mavy, ho vory mno}lx _v{is,hotl
Jou téhavs a bafo and happy homo."
“Tkaoaho didy" sald Mary, *and that
is-;juat what'I have provided for myself,

in the wey that suits e tbest: I havea.

grog} desire go iry and bg of gemo uso in
ré)idving liowaver émall a proportion of tho
suffering which'it sorife in this sad world,
and-I hnva foutid a.post whors, I think, I
gould carry, out this wish offoctually ;. itis
in a lospitdl for sick ,punp%r
whero tho manazers aré in walit of help,
and thoy-wonld he doubl be ilthng 1o noebpt
mina." PRI .

 But, Mary, isthis_really.tha lifo you

would prefer to nnhother?" said Bortrand,
(!

uneasily ; * it would be ardous work, and
you would bo alono, away from all your
friends.,"”

“I bavo not many friends, as yoa know,
Bertrand,” sho answored, with a sad awile.

“You have me,” ne saiq, in a low tone,
and for & moment, the ring of tendernses in
lus voico alinost overthrow hergomposure ;
but at that 1nstant Lurline's soft singing
camo more distinctly to his ears in the
silonce, and Mary saw-his eyes light up,
and his lips part in a fond smile, as he
turaed his hoad to liston.

When Mary’s answor came, it was por.
foolly calm, ~ “ Yes,.doar Bortrand, I have
yoi a8 a friond, and as such I am sure I
shall have you always; and I Lhopoe, when I
am at tho hiospital, that I shall hear from
you, gometimes, that you aro very happy,
for you know well that your happiness is
very doar to me; and therofore you wiil
forgive mo if I speak of that which con-
corns your futuro, as well as my own.”

Suo paused for & moment, brenthing
hard, and gatherivg up all hor courago;
then she turned, put her hand into his, and,

-looking up to him with a faint sweot smfle,

she said, softly, *Bertrand, my first and
dearest friend, I hope and pray that you
many have with Laura Wyndham every joy
this mortal life can give you!”

“Ob, Mary ! he oxolaimod, grasping hor
hand forcibly ; ** who bas told you this ?
what is it you know?"

*Iknow that you love the boautifal
Lurline, and tuatshe roturns your affoc-

‘tion to tho- fullest extent,” sho said still

smiling, ‘* As there is nothing to prevont
your marriage, I trust it wlil soon take
placo, and that you will find 10 it all tho
happiness even I could wish you."”
 Liston Mary?” lie exclaimed vehe.

montly; “I do wnot, deny that I Iovo:

hor, but it has been—sirange as it
seems to say so—almost against wmy will,
Sho has dazzlod and bowitched me, and
takon me caplive irresistibly., But, be-
hevs me, I came hero with very difforent
thoughtsand wishes. Mary ! indeed I was
sincero when I spoke to you at my tathor's
grpve, and still even now—-—"

Ho stopped abruptly.  Lurline's lovely
voico stil softly singing was thrilling
through hishoart. Ho could not say that
he had any wish bul to mako her his wife
ag speedily as might be. Mary undorstood
him; but her oarnest prayer had earned
for her great grace, and she was ablo to
answer very gontly, “ Dear Bertrand, I ask
this one taveur of you—that you will
wholly forget the past, except as regards
our childhiood's friendship, which I hopo
may continuo between us to the end. A
new life is oponing out beforo us both;
give me your good wishos, as L bave given
you mino. I truet your married lifo may
bo most brilliant and most happy; and I
pray that my own in lonoliness may be
blameless and peacoful.”

“ Yours will have tho blessing of the
groat God upon it!" he burst out, passion-
atoly; “I think you are an angel, Mary,
and it willbo well for o and Laura if you
give us your prayors out of the holy home
where you will spend yourself for othors."

*That you may bo sure you will have,
over and ever whilo I live,” she answored,
with a bright, sweot look, wiuech glorified
all bor face. * Aud now, dear Bertrand,
that all is settled, you must go to Lurlino,
and sot hor leart at rest. Somo other
time I will tell you alt the futare details of
my future work.”

Aund gently bending hor head, whilo in
her heart she gave him a last farowell as
her ono lovo, her Bertrand, who sbonld
havo been hor own, she passed away from
him witn her soft tread and her graceful
movements, and soon had vanished from
his sight among tho treos.

Bertrand watchod her till the last fold of
hor dark robes had disappoarsd with a
s¢ps0 of aclung regret 1n his hoart, oven
amid all the joyful exultation with which
he folt that uaura was now his own. Ho
strove to sti.lo the mingled remorso and
tondernoss which Mary had roused in him
by resolving to forco upon hor half his
fortune, which yet he knew wellshe nover
would congent to touch, and an oxprossion
of uneneiness and gloom was still upon his
face, when there was o rush of light feot
down tho gravel path, two little white
hauds spized bis half-frantically, and the
beautiful bright eyes of Lurline plunged
their gaze into his own, while hor sweot
voico rung ont in besoeching tono, *Oh,
my Bertrandl  Teoll mo: is all woll ?
Have you discovered tnat sho does not
lovo you? and are you free to make mo all
your own 2"

* Yeos, datling Loroler! ho oxclaimod,
forgoiting all but thal bo sawy her lovely
faco boforohim. ¢ All is sottled, and you
aro 1y own now——wholly and for ovor.
Sq‘gn',' very goon, you shall be my precious
wife.

Then Laurs broathed 2 long sigh of ro.
lief, and lot ber hoad foll upon his hands—
hor end was gained, and all hor long toil
was ovor,,

To be continued,

orelol floatod |

hositat-.

childron,,
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., %O MAEK GOOD.YOOD QF ROOR BREAD,

. If {lry ov sourbread fs:ont fn sxnall ploces
iand put ina pan, and gob-in & vory modars
atoly waii ovén HIl of light brown, and
Iiavd and’dry in the conéro, it can be kopt
‘for wooks. Whonovor you wish to use &
portionof thom for puddings or griddle
oakes, soak them in soft op-culd water or
milk, If the bread izsour, uso suflicient
godp to destroy tho neidity of it in making
puddings or eakes, With proper care thore
need not bo any- whste of oven poor
bread. ,
PICKLE FOR,BREP TONQURS, OR DRIKD
BEEF.

Mix in four. gallons of wator a ponud
dnd a half of sdgat’ oF nmiplassps, and two
ouncés of paltpetrd, Xf'id-is tolast a month
or'twa, pitb insix pounds of salt, Boil all
together. gently, .skimm, and-lef it cool.
Fut-the.mpatin the vessel fa which it is
fo.bo kopt, woll packed; pour the pickle
évor- it t1l covered, Ieop tho meatdown
under tho pickle with a..8tone. Uae tho
ahove proportions fox &.larger:guantity if
requirod, ~ ¥ou can tell, how, mmek pickle
to praparo \?y Pouking over your dnoal after
iy i paoked;"eriongll wator ta coyer it, and
pour off and'monsuxis, - ! - '

OxE of tho London journals confaing a
statement by Dr. Berry of his successful
trontraent of moncomplieated whooping
cough with dilute nitric acid, in doses-of
from five to fifteon rainims, according fo
age, with simple syrap, givon overy three
or four hours, alloviating the cough and
spasta, and apparently-cutting shoxt the
diseaso. During an opidemio of the dis-
ordor ho prosortbed this frequently, and
with very satisfuctory resnlts, He offors
no suggestion as to the operatién of tho
romedy, but he bolioves its aotion to be
that of a tomic, Its refrigerating prop-
exties dre not to bo lost sight of. In all
tho cases tronted he has, of course, paid at-
teution to the stute of the digestive organs,
aed wn suelt cases a3 have required it he
has given an aperiont combmed with an.
altorativo.

PRESERVING FRUIT UNDKR WATER,

Take only goad, sonnd fruit, which iz net
aver-ripo or stalo, Thoun got somo strong,
perfectly wator-tight kogs, (and cut a hole
in ono end. sufliciently large to admit
the band freely. Procurs a quan-
tity of powered chardosl; put & littlo of
this intp the bottom of the keg; add a
layor of fruit and then more charcoal, and
8o on until tho keg is full. Shake dawn
and fill all intorstices with charconl, .ud
then plug up tho hole tightly, and piteh if
nocossary, becauge the contents must be
hermetically sealed. Now sink the kegs
in water, aud if no air bubbles arise it is
roady for storing away; but should any
appear, the work must all bo done over
agoin. The placo to storo theso kegs
of fruit is in & deop well, cold spring or
pond, with chains or ropes attached with
which to deaw out whon waated for use.’
In spring or winter the fruit oan be taken
out, the charcoal rubbed off, and it is-
roady for use. I have tried sinking the
kogs in common cisterns, but the
temporaturo appears to be too chauge-
able to insure long keeping.—Cor. N. Y.
Sun.

ECONOMY.

One of tho hardest lessons in life for
young pooplotolearnisto practico econ-
omy. Ita harder duty for ayoung man to
accumulato and save his first thousand dol-
lars than his noxt ten thousand. A man
can be cconomical without being mean,
and it is ono of his most solemn duties to
lay up sufficient in his days of strength and
prospexity to provide for himsgelf and thoso
who are or may bo dependent upon him
in days of sickness or musfortune. Ex-
travagance is oue of tho greaiest ovils of
the present age. It is undormwning and
overturning the loftiest and best principles
that should be retaived and held ssered in
society. It is annually sonding thousands
of young men and young women to rain
and misfortune. Cultivate, then, sober
and industrious habits; acquire tho art of
putting a littlo aside every day for your
fudnro necessitios ; avoid all unnecessary
and foolish expenditures. Spend your
time onlyin such a manner as shall bring.
you profit and enjoyment, and your
moneoy for such things as you actually neod
for your cowmfort and happiness, and you
will prosper in your lives, your business,
and will win and rotain the respeot and
honor of all worthy and substantial poople.
—Our Firesidc Friend.

ADJUSTING THE HARNESS TO FIT THE

TORSE.

Evory part of a harness should be
buckled up shortor or let oant antl tha
harness fits the horso as noatly as a pair
of boots that aro tho proper size for ouno's
feet. Tho collar should fit closely, with
space onough at tho bottom to admit a
man'’s hand. If too largo it has the bad
offect of drawing the shoulders together.
On no considoration should a toam or any
work horeo bn compeliod to woar a raartin-
gale, a3 it draws the hosd down and vro-
veonts him from getting into any oasy and
natural position. The check rein may bo
used, but only tight onougli to keop tho
head in a natural position, and shonld
novor be wound around the hames. Seo
that the hamesare buckled tight enongh
at the top tobring tho draft irons at the
proper poiat on the side of the collar. If
too low, it not only intorfores with the
action of tho shouldors, but gives the col-
lar an unovon bearing. Caulion shounld be
takon that tho girth is not buckled too
tight, pariicularly on siring teams, for
wheon tho tracos arosiraightenod it has the
tondonoy to draw tho girth against the
belly and distress the horeze. A teamsior
should be aducated to harness a horse ocor-
rectly, a8 this is something that cannot bo
tanght by writing.

Tne pational dobt of Turkoey is nearly .
200 millions stexling,

Tae Queon has granted a ponsion of
£05 a year from tho civil list ¢o oach of the
threo orpkan ohildren of tho Iato Mr.
Biroh, who was'murdored at{ Perak. Tho
oldest -son will have a situation in the

colonial sorvice. .



