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Trust Her.
Confidence is evcrytbing betwecn mati aîîd wifc, and

'omn wvlto loves dtsires tu be trusted. Site would nlot lic
glad vlieiî lie is sad. SIte would not be ignorant of bis trou.
bles or bis axieties. Anytliug ls better to lier titan to bo
slîut out froin the innermos t of tlie 11f1e of one wlio tsbould
lie ail hers, as slie is ail lus. WVomen g-encrally arc averse te
keeping tiigs to tiîemnseves, and a busband is uften gaver.
doscd with conîfidenîce; but many really aflectionate men
lead, as far as tiîcir -. ives are ctmnccrned, a double lifé. 0I
tltat îvhichit iiot doiuestie tltey tlîink, i t rig lit to ssy notiting.
Some grievous troubles may bu tîjion tlîem-drcad of fiilure;
certainty of loss; renturse for eomne inistake wlîieilibat;
plunged tiîem iîito aniety-andti tcey maket no sign 0f it
save b>- a change of inanner, wbich to the %vonien, %wlio are
ignorant titat tlicy itave ant> cares, is ineompreliensible. The
wife would gisdly bu syîupathetic, but wvlten sue -nows
nothing of lier liege lorîl's trouble, ail lier boasted intuition
cannot kecp liter froni flving to thie conclusion that it !s a
personal matter-tijat sie is no longer loved, or titat hie
loves scuteone else.-

The Vanity of' Riches.
In thc course of soine remailks oui the life of tbe late Eli

Robbius, of Brooklyn, fanions as th iniliionaire "&chiekeu-
bîtîcher of Fulton Mark-et," bis pastor incidcîîtally nientioned
thîît the dend man bad left Lis widon' - the richIieî,t womnn in
Brooklyn " Be miglit bave drawn a moral on the vauuty ol
riches b>- addiug a patbetie story of Mr,-. Rubbins' life. Site
is non' chuldlesst, but bail tn'o sons, une of n'hoi n'as born
blind. Afler titeir prosperity n'as establisied the parents
built amaguificeut residence, sud rnoved witb tîteir suivîvi n g
biind son iute it. From that day lthe son, n'bo bad prevional>-
been happy snd contented in the old, f.îmiliar home in whicli
lie bail beua rearcd, becamercstleës sud impatient, couupliud
tliat be could nlot find, ltis way about the nen' lionse, begèýcd
bi., parents tu reniove sg.ciiu t hi od butibe, snd fisiaity
piued awz:y sud ctied in sjýitu tl the tua'lurcst antd uot.kl

fui care whicli affection siuggcsîed or riches couîld couiiiiiuu.di
-X. Y Tribune.-

Faith Cures.
The preteasions of te late Dr. J. IL Newton as a miracle

workeur are considereul b>- the Ittv Dr. J. 31. Bith~ltey, tediscir
of thec Clri3fïa:i A3Ivocait, %%hoîse cu6iun ib thnt N% tun
wis iuelineil te btliev l in iîf Ilc cuvinucd mauy
thousauds that lhey were iusîaittly curtd ut bis toucb or
commndu, sud f.r eigbhteu >tatâ La rowded by patients
wbe.revcr h e nt. Dr- fulu;Iey n'as at.q'î'inued n'It aîm,
and sayç that lie n'as, as a uvale:u, bulictir tu George 9.

or auy other contempuiasuous uperato: iu ttiat liue.
Ile arriImpiisbcd bis9 wouders b3 Vie fitth id the peuple sud
tIc concentration of tiueir iuids upon bis process wîvth thc
expectation of being cured. Bis po.-Itivcuss of manuer bad
a vontrolliug influencc. He n'as a firnu Siairituaiist.

The Candidate.
"Who is that gentleman n'bo bas just corne iu?"

wbispcred tbc candidate. "9Ob, thats Bob Smith,"' nas the
reply. TIc candidate rushes over te n'bere r.Bob Smith
is standing, aud, seizing bits by the. baud eflusively, exclaims,
"3fMr. Smith, lin deliglited toesec you i Hon' do yon do, air?
bon' do You do i I"t ':Vly, I didn't kson that youhbncw mec1"
replicd tIc ashonished Smnith. etKiion yon 1"I sbouted tite
candidate "ftglot a citizen of Berryville ig knnnu se n'el nR
1r. Robert Smith. .All, saiuli yuuxec a zuiry wag, air, u

r!orry wvag."1 ciBut there mnust lie somo ibtake," said the.
Lembarrassed Smit"hM. ci1 dou't live ia town ; neyer 'nas bore.

before iu my lifu." "0Of course you iveren't," repiied the
*candidate, výith refresbiug coolaess ; cc of course not.-, but vso

ail know you-by repîttation, you know; there isn't a insu.
in the State-"1 "8But. 1 dou't livo in this State,"1 iuterruptcd
Smiithî. tg lu oun sense, no," quickly replied the candidate;
"9you dont, liie it flic common acceptation of the word ;
but a nian wlio lîves lu the country lives in the State aiso,
whien bis naine is as fauiiliar in the State as abouseliold word.'
"9Youre probably correct," said brmitb, cibut I know next te
nothing about your systeiu of goverument. 1 don't beloug.
liere you knowr. ' in a foreigner."l The candidate didu't
press tie ntatter furtiier. Ho suddeuly eëpied Mr. Flockton,
wlio %vas nlot a foreitner, but a voter with a vote, and, abruptly
exctîsing Iiirnàscif, the candidate lcft. Mr. Smîitb, and the next
moment was pressing the baud of Mr. Flockton with a fervor-
wvhicli none but a candidate cati exhibit.

He Humored Hlm.
A New 'Y ork stockbroker, webo was on Iiis way to Bluffalo-

last week- observed tbat one of bis lelloiv-passengers n'as.
cloz-ely regarding bim, sud after a limie the man carne ovcr
aiid asked:

- Did'tI1 se you in Chicago in 1879?
Theî broker %vasn't hi Chicago that year, but.. thinking to.

lîumur the btratiger, lie repliccd iii the affirmative.
I&Dun*t. y ou reiember bsndiug a poor devii a silver

dol.ar one ni-lit in front of the Tremotut?'

%Vull, Vmi the cdap. 1 n'as bard up, ont of work, andý
abuut icady tu commit suicide. That rnoney made a tien inau,
utîcu ut me. fly une luuky shiit, and another 1 amn now wortlî.
tvuit% -fi% c tliou.,aiid dollar,-."

Ahi! glad tuoear il."
Aud non' I waut you to take five dollars in place el that.

dçullar. I tau*t feul eas3- uî,til the dcbt ls pnid.I"
The broker protested and objected, but finally, just to

hunior the inan, lie look bis twcnty dollar bill and gave hin'
back fîftee.n. Thc istranger soon iwitlidrew, and everything.
inigiathavu euded tiien and there, il thc broker, on reacbing
Btùf.ldo, badin t sc rtsincd that the -"twenty" Il as a countor-
fuit. and that hie n'as fiftten dollars out of pocket.

-What She Wanted.
The contry storckccperfs aetltod cf cuducting business.

fils the breast of tLe s-ty Dun %vith awo. A gawky female
in a suubo'uuet cornes ini the store sud leans against the
conntt.r. Afte. a fe-w minuteb thrstoxekeupur,,vîho lad bte
eplitting wood iii thc back ýard, wa-,hus bis bauds at the
punlp, and cornes in behind the conuter.

ccThero bain't nothin' 1 cas do for you this mornin', is.
tbere*?" Ileo ssks, wipiug bis bauds on bis pauts.

" iNo, I reekon not, says the woman, lookiug ont of ber
sunhonnet nt the eify inu as though it wero a toecope sud.
bce thc pianct Satura.

A long pause.
"'You bain7t, got any codflsb, have you?" Ilsks the

won.
ciNo, webliin7t but"I (brigliteniug up) "8wc've got scime

mighty good apple-butter."
"Weil, thon," gays the woîuan, "tgivo me linf a pouud o£

thtcheese."1
'.1dt t'lie wtlitcd clic;su ai! the lime


