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dowdy, she answered, gathering her kindlings 
Didn’t you know it’s after twelve, Peggy 

be mildly suggested, picking up the letter 

that had slipped to the floor.
What’s this, oh ?
It’s mine give it to me, she cried.
It’s nothing—only a scrap of old paper, 

you see It’s my own I found it in the 
oven. Do give it to me. T have a right to 
it.. But Uncle John was already adjusting 
his spectacles, conscious, in a sort of hazy 

way, that something had troubled Peggy, and 
that this yellow rag was the something, which 
it was his duty to look into

Nobody’s going to ent it, chill! he said. 
And you found it in the oven, ob? Pretty 
place for a love-letter. I wonder it didn’t 
heat the oven without any kindlings or 
other fuel. You didn’t answer it, I reckon?

Answer it! I never laid eyes on it be 
fore to day, said Peggy, with eyes that struck 
fire.3

It’s been a good while on the road, eh? 
April 29, 1862. Why, that’s the same day. 
as Sophy had her shock ! Ah! Oh! Humph! 
And le married Patty Pratt! Abem! Ain’t 
it mo-t dinner-time, Peggy? 4

Dinner I Bless me yes. And there’s the 
pandowdy done to a crisp. No; what am I 
talking about? It hasn’t seen the oven! 
And Peggy was alert and busy in half a 
minute.

Uncle John made no further reference to the 
letter i but about a month later, when Peggy, 
sat kuitting in the twilight, and wondering, 
what let twiights would have been like if

BANK OF heart upon her, and she had in no wise objected,
accepting his devotion as a matter of course. But 

British North America. Aunt Brierly had other views for Matther Roys- 
ton. She had made up her mind to marry him to

done ! The grues that had only begun to look 

green and feathery when she was stricken down
heart remembrance was still green and living, 

Peggy rolled but her paste reflectively, and 

lined a deep pan as daintily as the tailor bee 
lines her nest with a rose leaf ; then she pared 
the apples, thinking of the cheery winter eve- 
nings when Royston had helped out with her

had been mown and harvested, leaving brown, 
barren fields ; and the gfapé-tifes that had only 
put out a few tender feelers were now purple and 
dusty with fruit ; and the trees that had dropped 
their blossoms in pink and fragrant showers were 

now dropping great golden pippins and rosy gilly-|

Head Office —London, England.
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her own niece, Patty Pratt ; and when Aunt 
Brierly had made up her mind, it wasn’t an easy 
thing to unravel. If He couldn’t be managed by 
fair means, be should be managed by foul: And 
wasn’t all fair in love ? She contrived to arouse 
Matthew’s jealousy concerning another admirer of

stint, and the fire had sputtered over the back 
log, and the kettle had sung on the hob, and 

., heaven had not seemed far away, since Aunt
flowers. No, the earth never stood still, whatever ! Brietly was taking tea at brother Pratt’s 2 
other folks might do. But what under the sun Sliced apples and spice and molasses, spice 
were Mr. Precept and his wife doing at brother and itolasses and sliced apples, and a canopy 
Pratt’s with a coach all to themselves? She tried of paste, and the nice thing was done I But 

mind you, Peggy, the baking is half the bat 
the !

Five w = Interest ALLOWED Peggy’s, and with sly and subtle insinuations to
harrow his soul with the fear lest he was being 
chosen by his sweetheart not for himself, but his 

prospects. And yet her insinuations were so well 
timed and so deftly handled that the poor love- 
lorn youth conceived that they were deductions 
drawn from his own experience and observation 
rather than suggested by Aunt Brierly. So one 
day be forbade Peggy, up and down, to accept any 

attentions but his own, though there was only an 
understanding between them, which, as every body 
knows, is apt to lead to a misunderstanding. He 

, had never said, in so many words, - Will you 
marry me, Peggy ?" or “Name the day, sweet- 
h-art,” though they both hoped it would come to 

that in time. J* x.
So Aunt Brierly ineeted in her quiet way at 

Peggy for being under a man’s thumb before her 
time came, hinted that she had found a master, if 
not a lover, questioning if such things were done 
in the green leaf, what would be done in the dry, 

|till poor foolish Peggy, giddy with youth, and in-
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to put the question to Uncle John, but the words 
got all shaken up together upon her tongue, so 
that it was more of a conundruin than ever. It

ES BRADLEY.
St. Andrews, $ When the pandowy came to the teatable 

wearing a healthy brown. Ah, said uncle 
John, tasting it prospectively, that looks some 
thing like ! Heyday I it carries me straight 
back to the time when I was a little shaver, 
picking up the windfalls for mother’s pandow- 
dy A4, Pegay, Professor blet couldn’t hold 
a candle to you. It smells as if all the spices 
of Araby the blest had been let loose, in it! 
Ah, Oh! Humph! Pandowdy indeed I Pan- 
fiddle sticks 1

What’s the matter? asked P-ggy, taking 
alarm.

That’s what I’d like to know. Per- 
haps it’s the modern receipt for pandowdy; 
but it ain’t no more like my mother’s than 

swan are like geese. Well, well, cooking 
ain’t the art it used to be. I ain’t seen a 
pumpkin pie that de-rved the name these 
dozen years, and buck wheats don’t taste as 
they used to cold mornings when 1 was a boy, 
ani mo lier f ied “em."

was like one of those games where you are given 
the letters of a word, and left to spell it out for 
yourself. But as Uncle John could not guess, she 
did her best to intimate by rude but energetic 
signs that Mr. Precept was the object of her cur 
osity.

Oh, said Uncle John, reluctantly, it’s—a—a 
wedding ! It’s Patty and Matt Royston ; they 
couldn’t wait for you to get out, because Matt’s 

going into business out West../
l’eggy was beating a pillow as he spoke, and in- 

stinetively Aunt Brierly’s eyes were turned upon 
her ; and such wild, astonished, frighted eyes that 
Pegay will never forget them to her dying day: 
eyes, too, with something like a tear in them, in 
their startled depth. Then she was on her feet in 

an intant, reaching out vainly toward the door, 
and uttering a flood of incoherent words, as if she 
wou d assu e them she had important business on

ice.
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SOME MOTHER’S CHILD.

BY FRANCIS L. KEELER.

At home or away, in the alley or street. 
Wherever I chance in this wide world to meet, 
A girl that is thoughtless, or a boy that is wild.
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My heart echoessoftly, 4 "Tis some mother’s child.” Experienced in the ways of wily women, began to
believe thatMatthew wasarrogating to himself me Aunt Brierly had not been nikind, somebody 

opened the door, came to her side, and stoopedAnd when I see those o’er whom long have 1 authority over her than was beconingtin a lover-4 band that must not be neglected ; then she sank I’m so sorry, said Peggy; but the deceit 
ful old thing isn’t halt done. When the top and kissedrolled.

Whose hearts have grown hardened, whose spirits i 

are cold,
B. it woman all fallen, or nan defiled, I, 
A voice whispers sadly. “Ah, soke mother’s chill."| 

No matter how far from the right she bath strayed; 
No matter what inroads dishonor hath made ;
No matter what element cankered the pearl- 

Though tarnished and sullied, she is coite moth- 
et’s girl.

which was very likely the case—and so walked 
into the snare Aunt Brierly had spread for her. 
One day, as they sat together, Sain Perrin was 
seen to drive up with his new turn-out.

He has come to take you to drive, said Aunt

back exhausted among her pillows, and the yellow 
sunlight fell across her face, and a leaf floated 
past the -fid w, and Aine Brierly’s soul fidiated 
out into the unknown.

her on the brow.
looked so promis ng. who would suspect that 
there was only is • apples and dough floating 
in • lasses underneath? Hs downright by 
pocri-y ! I shall never believe in pandowdie-

is it tithe to light the lamps. Uncle John 
she asked.

U.éle John has brought about a great 

illumination already, said a voice that seemed

* Secretary,
1872.

Peggy was thinking of some of these things as
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again. <82 echo from the past, but which in reality 
How did you bake it ? asked nacle John, belonged to Matthew Royston himself Uncle 

John wf’e me all about that precious pan- 
lowdy, and the brick oven, and a love-letter

Brierly.

1 sha’n’t go, said Peggy, decidedly.
Of course not, continued her aunt ; I cu’dn’t fallen within the scope of her experience. There

she went about her humble task of making the 
pandowdy —of such a part of these things as had disconsolately.

la the store oven, to be sure. Perhaps you 
thought that I had baked it in the sun.

Ah, that’s it My mother always used the 
brick oven ; and so did—. And then uncle

advise you to such a step. It wouldn’t be wise. A 
woman cannot begin too early to learn the lesson 
of obedience.

I sha’n’t go, protested Peggy. But it isn’t be- 
cause I mean to learn obedience.

No? If you haven’t begun before this, you will

was good reason why a gold ring had no longer 
any meaning to her, or ajcharm to bold her. 
Why should she care to ornailtefit herself, when 

nobody beedéd whether she looked well or ill? 
No;she was making the pandowdy to please 
nacle John, who had always stood her friend, hop- 
ing its flavor might bring back his youth for a lit-

that had been ten years on the way to you. 
Peggy dear, we have been a long while making 

up our quarrel. Shall we end it with • wed- 
ding ring ?

And they die. But I think they owed it’ 
all to the pandowdy I

No matter how deep be is sunken in sin ;
No matter how much he is shunned by his kin ;
No matter how low is his standard of joy— 
Though milky and loathsome, be *4* mother’s

That head hath been pillowed on tenderest breast ;
That form hath been wept o’er, those lips have 

been pressed f
That soul hath been prayed for in tones sweet and 

mild ;
For her sake deal gently with some mother’s child.

John pushed back his chair and left the room.
I never thought of the brick oven, anid €

Peggy to herself. It hasn’t been used since 
Aunt Brierly had her shock. I wonder if it 
would be safe? I’ll try it tomorrow if I’m 
alive.

The brick oven was in the winter kitchen

- - - - - - ••=------
THE SCHOOLMASTER or CALIFORNIA.—, 

pedagogue in Curlew, who was “had up’ for 
. . unmercifully welting the back of a little girl, 
Peggy said, had justified his action by explaining that “she in- 

sisted in flinging paper pellets at him when’ 
his back was turned.” That is no excuse

never get the lesson, child. Sam’s got the hand- 
isomest team in the place. He’s a match to be 
proud of, too ! I wish he’d ask Patty to ride!

I trust he won’t understand why you decline, 
in the off honeyed accents.

Well, f haven’t declined yet.

Only because you haven’t been asked.
And the result was that Peggy accepted, and 

Matthew came and found her gone, and acceptedi

tie. Let other who had busbands or lovers
to please deck them-elves in finery, but it was too 
late.

Once she might have covered such things, 
but that was aUfgons. Nothing could restore 
to her the supreme confidence of youth:

I TEA.

tom London.
Chests good Con god

J. W. STREET

at Brierly Farm, and, as
never been used or disturbed since the day 
of Aunt Brierly’s shock. The kitchen itself
had fallen into disuse as a kitchen since her The town Crier once taught school up in the 

mountains, and about every half hour had to 
remove his coat and scrape off the dried paper 
wads adhering to the nap. He never permit- 
ted a trifle like this to unsettle his patience; 
he just kept on wearing that gaberdine until’ 
it had no nap, and the wads would not stick. 
But when they took to dipping them in mu- 
cilage he made a complaint to the board of di- 
rectors.

"Y ing man,” said the Chairmen, “if you 
don’t like our ways, you’d better sling your 
blankets and git Prentice Mulford tortstule 
yer for mor’s six months, and" he never said a 
word agin the wade "

The Town Crier bri-fly explained that Mr. 

Mulford might have been brought up to paper 
wads, and didn’t mind them

nothing could bring back those warm June 
nights when she and Royston had watched 
the sare slide across the heavens, had noted 
the heavy fragrance of dew-dresched flowers

time, having been turned to account as a store- 
room. So when to morrow came Peggy 
made her pandowdy ready, and went into the 
old kitchen to light a fire in the brick oven, 
matches and kindlings in hand. The rusty 
door of the oven grate on its hinges, as if loath 
to be call- d into service ag-in after so many 
years of idleness, and disclosed a newspaper 
twisted together carelessly and a handful of 
kindlings thrown upon it, just as Aunt Brierly 
had left them when paralysis seized her.

ACHINES. Enteresting Cale, 
PEGGY’S PANDOWDY.

Aunt Brierly’s version of the fact, which did’nt as they waked the fi-lde, or had seen the 
belated fihermen come in with masses of 

since she did everything in her power to irritate quivering silver tangled in th eir nets, and had 
him, while preserving the mask of peace-maker. listened to the echo of voir es on the other

Vouchsafe a drop of oil on the troubled waters.LY SHOULD HAVE 
1 Weed Sewing 
nes.
Ines are now on sale a 
e public are invited to 
selves.

As a matter of course, an unpleasantness ensued, side, or taking a Boat, had moved, silently as 
which owed more than half its animus to Aunt the stars them-elves, across the half luminous

W sal, you take your apples, said the culinary

argse, osishher Kempton. Pesar’e uncle having Brierly’s arts. The lovers did not speak dt Nook expanse of water, where the planets seemed deelced that he should relish au old-fashioned pan- at each other, except by stealth, for over . weal broken into stardust ; and now and then a 
dowdy, such as his mother used to make forty each one waiting the other to .ay Es wonts fiels had leaped the surfac-A, - cock had 

years ago. d:R... crowed from some distant farm house, an Oar 
If you can make such a one, be bad said, Iul :"ha are dying pe * sr., had played in its rowlock and made the chord 

give you a gold ring. Pegay, as fine as a wedding- just as Peggy had about made up her min-I that:cwmlete. Peggy fever stepped out now en 
ring—as good. . welding-ring do you are likely to she coulde ‘ endure such silencé mich longer, she sultry su emer digbtr to carry é-mfort to sorte 

1el. Door -- L.and Lmecit his breath : and brand, apparently by chance, that Matthew Roy- aili € neighbour but the inspiration of that 
EL,.-aicede ston had been to see Patty Pratt, and had invited sacred time came upon her like a t-nder

Wondering what scrap of forgotten news she 
might find in an old daily of ten years back 
Peggy took the newspaper up with a sort of 
shudder, shook, and smoothed it out, and let 
fall from among ite folds a letter, yellow and 
torn and cumpled. She picked it up without 
much concern, saw that it was addressed to 
Miss Margaret Brierly, opened it, and read 
• few impassioned lines from Matthew Roy- 
ston—a few lines imploring her to forgive his 
miserable exactions, and to send him some 
sign of her favor. ile feared that be might 
have forfeited her regard, but if she still 
loved him, would she write a true in doswer.
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"It ain’t no use,” said another director, “the 
children hey got to be amused”

The Town Crier pretested that there were 
other amusements quite as diverting, but the 
third director he e arose and remarked:

“I perfectly agree with the Cheer ; this 
youngster better travel,” I consider as paper 
the . necessary mgeur .7 ile “. 
Mr. Chairman, I move and second" that this

“-The Town Crier did not remain to observe 
the result of voting.

Kempton for her to a therry-making. melody waking one at dead
Weal, you take your apples, sepostod Mra. Thai’s shabby enough, if Patty a by niece, said: old 19110 that her mother sang when she was 

Kempton. Bless me : ain’t that there pota-biling l Aunt Brierly. F wouldn‘t blente you now if you echild in the cradle, * hymn laid up in the 

over ? should give hith as hard a nut to crack. There’s
No, said Peggy; it’s only Nancy dishing the nothing like obliging a young fellow to come the 

cabbage, whole way in a making up, without holding out a
Waal, no I was a-saying, you take your apples, i little finger to him, specially when he’s in the 

and you— There’s Ben’s boat just a-coming up wrong. I suppose he expects you’ll get frightened 
the river, if I live! He went out after mackerel at this and speak first, and I’ve noticed that those 
this morning. The tide’s dead ag in him, and the who speak first in a quarrel always have to take 

the bla me.
Aunt Brierly was getting ready the brick oven

night-—like an

Iin the cradle, a hymn laid up 
heart in lavender and scented with sweet
briar, and speaking of infinite love and hap- 

piness ..Ten years had passed since Aunt Brierly 
had been stricken down in the act of lighting

or send a message by the bearer, or meet 1 
him at the stile in Lover’s !Lane at twilight 
or, if this were inconvenient—sued the humblethe fire in the brick oven, and they had not 

been years calculated to touch Peggy lightly. 
She was no longer the rosy, lifting lase that lover-—would she set a light in a window of 

the best room, which, being wellom used, 
would signify to him that he would be welcome 
at Brierly Farm?

And all this dated ten, years ago! And 
she had not written the line he asked for, nor 
sent the message, nor set the hest in the 
window, nor met him in the soft spring twi- 
light at the stile in the Lover’s Lane!

No wonder he had married Patty Pratt 1 
Peagy came near having a shock herself at 

this revelation of the old brick oven, and it 
was after twelve by the kitchen clock before 
she came to her senses, and vagu-ly remem- 
bored that she had been meaning to heat the 
brick oven and bake the pandowdy Was it 
yesterday, or the day before?

Jurt th-n Uncle John came in to his din 

ner, and found the table not set, not a veget-

Royston had left behind ; she had lost some- 
thing of her rounded contours, much of her 

bloom; her mouth had settled into a sad

4her done 0 a turn already.
And the pandowdy, meekly suggested Peggy.
Ob, as 1 was a-saying—my mind skips about while she spoke for the week’s baking. She had 

like a flea ; it goes by telegram, I have so much.a flushed face and a nervous manner, not usual 

to think of. But you take your apples, and-

A farmer’s daughter recently married a 
"wealthy and respectable” travelling agent, 
on a short acquaintance- Ile has just left 
with a note advising her not to fall in love 
with strangers hereafter. That man evident- 
ly had some solid ideas.

That fellow who went around last fall 
predicting a mild and open winter, says his 
prophecies would have come out all right if is 
hadn’t been for the newfangled invention cl 
“atmospheric wave.”

A gentleman addressing a passionate love, 
letter to a lady in the same town added this 
curious postscript :—" Please send a spe-dy 
answer, as 1 have somebody else in my eyo." 

.-----••-•-••---------------------
A professional robber of ben roo-t4 in’ 

Ohio recently testified in court that he could 
wring two chickens’ necks with each hand at 
the same time, and never permit a single’ 
squawk oe-cape from the victims

surtotiticas, her eyes had the appearance of 
looking on other scenes than those about her 
—Tor all they were bright ëjes, as if their 
light wad ref-cted from tears rather than 
from Joys. Yet in the thean time then had 
not been lacking who found her comely enough 
to share their hearts. And yet her disappoint 
ment had not soured her; on- might say that 
it had ripened her instead. She could laugh 
as heartily as the rest when occasion served, 
only it was apt to end in a sigh , she relished 
quittings and Parish pleukes, and loved to see 
the younger generations at their pastimes. 
Sh. k-pt the Docle John’s hathe like wax- 
work, could fashion almost any garment you 
might name, sent butter and honey to market, 
sang in the choir, read metaphysics, and had 
faculty, as neighbor Kempton said, for every 
thing but getting married !
L Patty Pratt had died the second year of 

her marriage, but in all the eight succeeding 
years Ioboly in the place had ever heard or

with her. as threw into the oven a handful of pa-JAMES ORR, Ju, 
on the premises.
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per which she had caught up just as Peggy en-S-kes alive I if the clothes-line ain’t broke and 
let the things on to the ground, and father’s new 
flaunels—the first time they ever see the wash too1 
And in the tumult that ensued Peggy effected her 
escape, feeling fully competent to take the apples 
and go ahead, after so many admoni ions to that 
end. She next resorted to the “Cook’s Counsel-

tered, and she was about to lay on the kindlings 
and apply the match, when she stumbled and fell 
against a pine knot that Uncle John had brought 
ito heat the oven, and there was no baking nor 

anything else done that day but running for doe- 
tore, while a soul hovered between life and death. 
Well, Aunt Brierly was sick five months, if she was 

a day f and when she had recovered from her 
shock as much as evershe would, though she could 
not move a hand nor frame an intelligible rent- 
ence, she signified her desire to’be dressed and al- 
lowed to sit, propped up, in the big arm-chair, to 
look out at the window and see what the world 
was about, to see the maples, that had just bung 
out their green banners when she took to her bed, 
reddening in the October sun, and the Rev. Moses 

Precept and his wife in light kids leaving brother 
Pratt’s door in a coach.

Hew the earth had turned round : while she had

lot,” which advised her to line a deep pan with

paste, slice the apples; sweeten’ with New Orleans 
molasses, spice to the taste (apparently overlook- 

ing the feet that tastes differ), cover with paste, 
and bake in a moderate oven- brick oven pre- 
ferred.

On these hints Peggy proceeded. She didn’t

9HOTEL, 
reet.
bon NE 
EILL, Proprietor.

able on the fire, the tea-kettle dry, the mut- 
or black as a coal, and the pandowdy wait- 

ing for a baking 1 Had Peggy run away? 
And then he stepped into the old kichen, 
and found her with the yellow letter spread 

out upon her lap, her hands folded over it, 
and her eyes storing hard st the opposit- 
wall, Pegay. Peggy, what’s the matter 

child! be called twice before she beled. 
Then she was on!-

care a fig for the promise of a ring. What was
Ale.

nda Biter Aie.

J. W. STREET ,

gold ring woher set with Jewels of Goleonda, when, 
but for her own folly and the malicious ihterfer- 
ence of another, she might now be wearing a real 
wedding-ring, the happiest wife in Chritehubur? 
For when she had first come to live with her

spoken of the young ilower Royston. He 
had passed out of mind as entirely as the 
leaves of that dead-and gone summer time :

: , "A penny for your thoughts, mi--,” said a 
her feet in a trice, rubbing gentleman to a pert beauty.—"They are not

her eyes as if she had been dreaming, worth a farthing, sir,” she replied: ..J we 
I’m beating the brick oven Tor the pan thinking-of you." retried: 1 ***

uncle, John Brierly, Matthew Royston had set Lie been lying Ny en Wer tacky ahdithiü biking not out of tie wod/of/all but Peggy, in whose 
Ar

vosreea..

cg.

Original issues in Poor Condition 
Best copy available

a


