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TIGHT-LACING IN THE PULPIT.

Rev. Mr. Haweis, in addressing a crowded
congregation at St James’,  Marylebone, spoke
very strongly on the *‘ Criminal Ignomnee and
Thoughtlessness of Tight-Lacing.” The chief
points of his discourse are thus paraphrased in
Trith —

What is it makes a Inay’s head

Frel heavy as a lump of lead ¥

What makes her vose’s tip so redt—
Tight-lacing !

What makes her cheek burn like a voal,

Her feet as cold s Arctie pole?

What crumps her body and her sonl -~
Tightdacing !

What makes her temper short and sharp ¢

What causes her 1o Iret and sarp,

Aund on the smallest jils to harp ¥—
Tight-lacing!

What checka her proper circuintion,

And dulls her anlinate sensation ¢

What biighted babes breeds for the nation $—
Tigbt-lacing *

What mmakes her waist & wasp-like thing,

And gives her toogue & waspish sting ¢

What banlks ber when bigh notes she’d sing ¢ —
Tight-lacing !

What is it with its vice-like squeezs,

Destroys its fded vietim's ease,

And brisg: her doctors countless fves ?
Tizht-lacing !

Whar isit that makes her gasp for breath,

And—so stern modern seience saith—

Droanis ber too oft ta early death 71—
Tight-laciog!

What brings a " carn apan ber heart,””

And makes her—spoit’d by eruel art—

Unfit 1o play the mother's part Ie—
Tight-laciog

What tortures herintd a shape

Which ** ruts ber liver™ past escape,

And which, at most. makes gommenz gape t—
Tight-laciag !

What beanty’s lines is her destrov e,
Avnd fashiva’s powerful aid employs
Te crnsh from vut her life its joys T
Tight-lacing *

What ayges her before her time,

And r.akes her faeble ete hor prime?

What tempis to a selfsuffer'd erime 1---
Tight-lacing !

Whas, quite ignoring Nature's facts,

Her waist so ernelly eontructs,

That each inch saved fresh pain exactade..
Tight-lacing !

And what bad fashion of the day

1s it that ladies naw should say

They 1l spurn without ar hour’s delay -
Tight lacing !

MEG.

Margaret ‘Neale, a girl of twenty or there.
abonts, sat on a Jow, broad stone at the edoe of
the cliff that ‘overhung the sea. Her features
were irregular, bt she had a certain dark,
gypsy-like beauty of her own.  Her brown staff
gown clung closely about her; her hat had fallen
hack, and hung earelossly by the strings: a red
woollen shawl was wrapped around her shoulders,
ane end trailing over the scant, gray herbage.
Her hands were clasped about her knves : there
was a hard, set look about the unsmiling mouth :
and the vyes, that werr sometimes most tender,
had s Jdavgerons lishit in them as they wazed
steadfustly off over the darkening sea to adistant
harizon, still red with the reflected elow of the
aunset,

At o dittle distance. bt with his bark toward
her, and bis steel-blue eyes just ax steadfastly
bent in the opposite direction, steod Matthew
Erickson, a handsome voung fellow enough, in
the rongh Jdress of & ‘miner, tall, strong amt
middy, with a full, curling, chestnut beard and
hair of the same rich ecolonr. A blue ribbor
dangled from his left hand,

There had evidently been a quarrel, and a love
quarrel in a straggling ndning hamlet on the
rorthwest  coast of Fugland does not differ
greatly from one in a seattersd fishing hamlet on
he eastern coast of Maine.  Forms of speech
may differ, but love and anger are much the
same the wide world over.  As for the quesr,
quaint dinleet in which this especiad pair of
lovers poured forth their mutual mievances, no
ettempt will be made to reproduce it here You
mav be sure they said ““vo'* for “you,” and
frowd " for il and ““ta’f for *“thou,”
awd “epnua” for “eannot.” . Bat all that shall
be taken for granted, if not for your ease and
samfort, at least for mine!

Tired of the silence at length, thevoung miner
satntered away with an air of assuned inditfer.
enee, aud picking up a bandful of pebbles,
siowly tossed them, “one by one, into the waves
Vodaw,  Margaret's eyes did not waver, but none
v Lens did shie follow every motion of his hond,
Having watched the full of his last pebble, he
eame buck and stood behind  her, winding the
rihton ronnd his finger to its evident detri.
ment. :

8o you will not wear it, Megt” he saiid at
Jast.

¢ No, 1 'will not,” she answered, without turu. 4

fng her head. - *“ Why do yon vex me? There'’s
no more to be said about 1t." )

“Put why, Meg ?”" and he laid his band on
her shoulder as i with an attempt at reconeilia.
tion. ** Tell ine why ! Surely you can do no
loss.” :
S BeeousesCbeeganse s ean 't abide blue, Mate
Ericksou. . 1t's hateful to me "'

““But 1 like it, Meg ! and if you cared for me
you would be glad te wear a blue ribbon to: the
fair when Lask it.” ‘

“Why did you buy it she asked shortly,
turning towards him by a hair's breadth. ** Not
to please me, that's sure !”

“ Yes: taplease youand to please wmyself.
Jenny wears ribbons as blue as her own eyes, and
I am sure you cannot say they are not pretty.
Youare just stubborn, Meg.”

Poor Matt! I hix unedueated, masenline
blindness be conld not see that the delicate color
that barmonized 0 well with his pretty cousin’s
pink and white chiecks and sunny curls, was ut-
terly unsuited to his brown Meg, who needed
rich dark hues and warm reds to brighten her
somewhat swarthy complexion.

And poor Meg! She had an instinctive sense
of fitness that tanght her this, but she was not
wise enough to know how to explain it to her
samewhat imperious lover.  She could not say
she “* hated blue "

Besides, Meg had carried o sore spot in her
heart for two mouths; ever since this same
cousin Jenny of Matt's came on a visit to
Rysdyk. She was a dimpled, delieate little
creature {rom the south—from near Loudon, in
fact~—where, as Meg was very certain, every-
thing was nicer and finer thau in Lancashire.
Jenuy's hands weve soft and white, aud she had
pretty gowns, as betitted the daughter of a well-
to-do farmer wha kept men-servants and maid-
servants,  And she had 2 pair of real gold ear-
rings and a lace searf! Old Mother Marley said
it was real lace, but of that Meg was not quite
sure.  That was a1 height of magnificence to
which she was not certain that even Jenny could
attain,  And Jenny had sweet little coaxing
ways with her ¢ amd she was always purrin
aroutd her cousin Matt Hke a kitten ; :md--»-nnﬁ
—she wore blue ribbons ! Meg wonld none of
them. :

She sat for a moment as it turned to stone,
Then she blazed out:

Youtenny U Cdenny U @ am tired of fJenuy !
She has turned your head with her tlirting ways
ke a butterfly, apd her vellow hair and her
finery,  Give your blue ribbon to her and take
her to the fair—for 'l not wear it 7

“Aud you'll not go to the faireither I said
Matz, in tones of suppressed passion.  ‘“Is that
what you mean 7

T not go with you,” she answered, grow-
ing cool hersell as she grew angry,  “Yet it's
likely enough that 1 may go.  There are plenty
of lads who would be glad to take jue with no
ribbans at all.”

With a strong effort the yourg ma put the
ceurb upon his tongue, but his fuce darkeneds
“ You will go with me or no one, Meg,” he said.
“This is all nonsense—and we to be married
next Michaelmas! But come,” and he put out
his hand to raise her from the stone ; * it grows
dark.”

Meg still angry, but willing to be pacified if
she must, wlowed him to assist her, and stood
beside hier stalwart lover with burning cheeks
and downeast exes.  She rather liked, on the
whole, his taeit refusal to defend himsell and
his masterful way of telling her it was ““all non-
sense.”  But just at this mowent, as ill-Juck
would Lave it, a small brown paper parcel drop-
ped from the folds of her shawl, Matt stouped
to pick it up. fe burst open, and a yard or two
of searlet ribhon rippled over his fingers.

Now our poor Meg, ot to be sutdone by the
fairJennoy, had Longht this rihbon herself that
very evening, meaning to weat it to the fair next
week.  But it so happened that when Matt
went to Mother Marlex's shop to buy his own
Ll love-token, he had found Dan Willis there
--the only man in Rysdvk whose rivalship he
had ever feared.  Aud Dan was boying aribben
precisely like this. Mother Marley had wrapped
030 this very plece of pager, Matt was sure, and
b Bad senn Dan put it Sn his pocket and walk
it with it

And pow, here it was ! His gift was sporusd
then, and his rival’s accopted 0 and all Meg's
tatk abeut Jepuy was s mere subterfuge-—an ex-
citse for o quarrel,

[t was wusy to see now why she had been so
frritabde of fate, aml 50 prome to tike otfeuces,
But a oo eonbl not stand evervthing, and if
Meg preferred Dun Wiltis to hir, why so be it

Yet if she would not wear his love-token she
certainly shonbd pot wear Da's, - He hardly
weant 1o do it he was sorey the uext minuta,
Jut what he did, «s the tide of  passion awept
him off Lis feet for an instant, was to wind the
two rilibons into a koot and throw them vehem-
ently into the se

SCThere ' L
all”

Al something else is =ettled, too, - Matt Er-
ickson,” retorted Meg, in o white heat, *There'l}
b o warriage for us uext Michaelias, no mar-
riage then orever ! You would strike me smne
day, foraught I know, if { shoulid chooss to wear
a rind knot rather than o blae, 11 not run the
rixk. 1'll have nothing niore o Say to you while
the stars shine,” and darting round the ¢liff she
was hudl way downe to the beach before he ever
thoughit of stopping her. ) ’

The next day Erick-on, magoanimons, great-
hearted fellow that ha was, after all, having got-
ten over his quirre] from Meg's stand-poiut, it
oeearred to him thit he might have drawn une.,
called Tor infercnves, Dan Wislis might have
i dozen sweethearts who all Jiked red ribbons
foranght he knew.  And how likea fool he had
behaved, losing his temper Hke s hot-herded
boy and throwing Meg's poor litt]e trinkets over
Pebos olit. - No wonder'she was afraid to trust
hinn, . Mors e one husband du Rysdyk'wes in

"

erimd o that's settled, ouce for

N

‘had  time to repent,

the habit of beating his wife onas slight prove:
cation as the hue of a ribbon ; and it wes not

strunge that a high-spirited girl like Megshould.

decliue to run the risk after she had onee seen him
in a fury.

As for Jenny—she had come in: between. him
and Meg.  He could see it now.  But she was
going home the day after the fair, and he would
see Meg that very night and tell herso. For he
did not deeam that all was indeed over butween
them,  He could hardly wait for the honr to
leave the mine.

He changed his sviled clothes, ate bis supper
hurriedly, and was soon on his way to Meg,
stopping as he went to buy another ribbon -~red,
this time, and broader and richer aud handsomer
than the one he had robbed her of.

Then he went on through the ecrooked, seat-
tered little village till he reached the Widow
Neale's cottage just ou the outskirts.

To his surprise he found the deor Jocked aml
the shutters closed.  As he stood in his per-
plexity, a white-haired archin who wus throw-
ing somersets near by shouted : ** Ho, you, Matt
Erickson ! It’s no good to wait there. The
widow aud Meg have gone away.”

“Gone? Where?

“Don’tknow. To Franece, like vnongh—or
to Ameriky—or to  London—or somewheres,
They took a big box and u bundle, and they
don’t know bt they’l stay forever'n ever. Meg
said 50,"" and, making a rotating wheel of him-
self, the lad vanished round the corner.

Just then the door of the nearest cottags

opened, wnd a woman's face lonked out. It was
growiny dark.
““Is it you, Frickson? There's no oue at

home in the house there. Baut 1 have something
here 1 was to give ‘you when vou come this
way.

His face was stern and set and white in the
fading light, as he took the little packet from
the woman's hund.

“ Where have they gone I was all he said,

“T don't just know. T visit some of their
kinfolk a great way ofl,” the widow said. “Oh !
but she's a close-mouthed one, she is—and Meg's
a bit like her, Thex're not gossipy folk.  You
never get much out of them, " she added with an
injured air.

“Notbut I've tound themn good nrighbours
enough, but they're tather high and mightoy for
commoners.”’

Assoon as he was out of zight Malthew Frick-
son opened the packet. e knew what was in
it before he untied the koot, a string of curiously
carved beads with a strange, foreign, spicy odor,
that he bought of o wandering sailor amd fast-
ened round Meg's neck one bappy night, and
two or three other trifles he had given her. Awl
he found this uete slowly and painfully written
badly spelled, prrhaps, and net punctuated at
all.  Butl what of that 7 The meaning was plain
enough; all too plain, Matt thought, as he drew
his hand across hix eyves as if to elear hix vision,

1 gave youback yourtrath ast night. MHer
are the beads, aml the silver pivee, and the heron
feathers.  Now all is over between us.”®  Here
she had evidently hesitated o moment, wonder.
ing if her words were strong envugh ; for, on
the line below she had written, us with an écho
from the prayer-book revertierating in finr ears

“Forever and forever, amen.  Murgaret
Neale.” ‘

Not Meg, his Meg, his proud, high-spirited
sweetheart-—~but Margaret Neale ! ‘
sucrh an immeasurabde distunee from him.
is over buetween us.” - \s if she were dead, and
buried out of his sight. And he had spoken to
James Ray about the snng cotiage heyond the
bay : and they were to have been warried. at
Michaelmas !

He kuew enough of the Widow Neale's habits
to ask no more questious of the neighbours, = A
one of them had said, she was vlose-mouthed. fie
kuewshe had o sister living in Scotland, for
whom Meg was vamed ; but where even he did
not kuow.  Seatland was like a distant, foreizg
land 1o the peopls in Kysdvk.  Buat the widow
had money enough to go to Scotland or farther
if she wished, even on such short notive,  She
had never worked in the wmives, neitlor had
Meg,  She had a camfortable annuity, left her
by hier old saistress’; for she hadd servedin o great
family before she miarried John Neale,

Monthafter month passed.  Micharkmas was
over, the winter came and went, and Hysivk
knes uo more of her or of Mg than when they
Veft,  The silence, the void, grew anesturable to
Matt. . With the early spring he earried into
effeet what had bwen the one dream of his Jife
hefore he learned to fuve Meg,  Awerica wus
the lawd of promise for miners as well as othes s
and had he not a friend wha worked in the great
iton mines at Ishpeming, on the sharey of the
wonderful Northern lake that. was itself alnoat
as large as all England - e bl Do father or
mother, only n half-nucle whose house had ey
the only home he had ever known, '

What better could - he dothan to seek work
and forgetfulness together, where there would be
nothing to remind him of the past?

Sa, when one fine maorning,” nearly a yiur
after her suddew Hitting, the neighbonrs awoke
to find the dooe” of Widow Neale's eottage njar

AR

and- the shuatters open, the great bit of news

Meg heard was that Matt Erickson had gone 1o
Emetica. . T

It strick her like a blow, . Now, indeed, hie
hadd dropped out of her life ay utterly as, wmonths
sinee, she had dropped ont of his, - For shie, too,
Almost: before the bl
hiths of Seotland had dawned npan her sight
she had repented incdust and ashies. . How ool
ish she had been, like a child -who throws away

t set her at g

its bread ‘in a pet and goes to bed hungry.
Why had . she not worn the blue ribbon to
please her lover, even if-she did not: like it ?
As for Jenoy--hut what nonsense wag that !
She would lrave been ashamed of Matt'if he had
not been kind to her,

~To be sure, heshad been eross and  had
thrown away. her vibbon. - But then he was o
man, -and  wen were strong and mwasterful and
could not brear contrdiction, and she had an-
gered him by her foolish persistonce,

ALY I she eould but uuds it all and have
her tall, brave, handsomr over back ngain!

She would have turned round and gone hack
to Rysdyk the very next duy il shie could have
had her way. Bt a journey was a journey to
people of their tank and coudition, sud hermo.
ther, who had taken it to please heraud some-
what against herown will, was not 1o be blown
about like'a feather by her eaprices. She luad
suspreted o love quarrel was at the bottom of
Meg's sudden and jmpetnons desive to go fm.
mediately onw visit o ey Aunt Margaret in
Kilmaruock., But onee heing there the old
lady was determined to bave *the worth of her
woney’ before she went back, “She conld nor
atford to go jaunting round the country, she
sabd, ns it she were the queen herself, with all
porliminent at ber back, When she bad hud her
visit out she would go lows, and et hefore,
Meg was a wood girl, but she was « it bt
tempered.  This lesson would do her good.

But why, do you ask, did not Meyx write to
Lier lover, if she felt she had been in the
wrong ! And why did no wiser enes than she
always do the hest thing, the right thing ¢
Besides, she was o womun, and a0 proud one,
Afver having Jdiscarded her lover she wounld not
forthwith fall «t his feet and ask him to inarey
her,  But, ah ! she theught, as the lonyg slow
days wore on, if she conla bat Jesk upon . his
face utice wore, he would know all without the
tellinug.

There was another reason.
hard and unaecustomied ask. She eould not
talk with her pen. - Sometime, i the goond Gad
would let her see Matr face to fuce, she might
be able toexplain,  But she coubd not write,

And now after all the months of waitipys, she

Writing wiun #

was back in Kysdyk, but hehe wasoin
America, It was a» i he had gone out of the
world. e day she went to the rectory and

asked Miss Aygnes tu dot hier look at o magp of
Aweriea,  The young Loy did so and showed
hor Eugland, also, and the wie wuste of waters
hat lay between the two. What aospeek Big-
and was, to be sure . Then she askind 1o he
own Lake Superior, and Miss Agues panied
pitout, wonderingly.,  How fur it was ! A fuy

s frony the sea board, alorost, as the width of the
P Atlantie itself,
She turned away . with o Jong, shuddering
sigh. Hope was dead within her. Macthew
Faicknosi kmd gone sut ol ber Jiohe woarld tose

another of which sheknew nathing
have been nearer i e had been o

Oueedin a while, as the s
intervals news of him cane back o R
Fle was well 5 he had farr o wones,
was 1ot to be had fon authering in Smerie:
anvauore than in England 5 he had Been pro-
moted wnd lind charge of 4 sang of men, At
length thers was a long intetval of silenes
Thew eame the floating rumsurs of il then
after awhile & letrer in & strnpe basdwriting,
Pletter to bis unele, who oot died thvee wesks
Phefors it canon There el b o Bad aceident
fin the mine—an exolosioy ;oand o the affor
save vthers, Matthew Eriekson hidd himsddr qes
ceived dangerans injuttes. . No one thought he
{eoubd live But now, after months, ke sow
sslowly recoverivg, if peeovery @b eaudd be calied
[ For e was blind, The praisosiots yapours
d«-strny-.-:i his sight.

Prowas five yeats sinee e wenl sway—five
vears thiat had bronght many climses 1o Mo
It was soberead, theaghitul woman, unt a hots
L--m;wrm! j_'nl, who knelr Y»)‘ the Widnw Neale's
datde o week atter the Tester eame wnd sl

S Maother, have T been o gond, falttifnl child
to vau these maty years 7 Her mother looked
at her wonderingly, Twogubt women living
alane, they were not in the habit of betng over
drmonstritive,

A g.md J'.il?lli’ \\'};v\‘ Jo you sk that,
Megt There's sot a better in ol Laneashicoe ™

CHave Dever vexdsd you or given you sorpiw.?
Tell we, niother™

8 N said the Wadew Neale slowly, < Only
ceft veXes e that yono will got muory s an old
niadil’s no good, and vou know that two of the
best men in Ryslyvk worship the vory gronnd
vou teewd on this day. - Uoeall wo nsnes amd |
auy nothing. A woman must answer for e
sett,  boowish ovou  were marnied, Mg, Pen
saved up acgooild penny for your dowry ;o you
know that.” -

¥ es,” shetsiad, her lips quivering,

W hntever was the reason you did not hve
Matt: Friskson 17 her mother went ou qnoeral.
onaly.  Vou'd been o prowd wife now, i e
here, hale and hearty”

With'a quick gasp Meg threw up both army,
ad tien buried her fave in hier mother's Ty,
sobbing vehiemeuntly, while tie Tntter sat aghust,
frighteved nt the storm she had s unwittny
maised. At dast she tonuchel her  daugline
liair softly. :

HoPon't, Meg,” she mand,
it ‘ -

Bt Mey anly deew the wrinkled Lnmds abaont
her noek, atud let hertenrd low uricheeked, At
gl she ookl Ny . : -

SAvwas L who deove hion away-Matt ¥y
sony b sard 0 We hind aditdde guarred, just

13 \\(ill‘ill
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