THE LADIES JOURN.AL.

The Garden of Years.

1 entered the beautiful Garden of Yeurs
In o apringtimo of Jong ago, .

Through heaven tho breczes, like chariotoers,
Drove jn pagcants of cloud as whito as

6DOW.
Tho sunlight fell soft as the moonlight ab

cve,
Ana tho nightwas as fair as tho day,
Aud I thought there was nothing on carth that
could gricve,
But that all tho sweet world must be gay,

I was only a child in tie Garden of Yecars,
Andmy hopes wero in bloom with tho rose,
And the music of life rang in chimes ia my

cars
From the dawn of cach day to its close:
SoIplayed with the butterilies, enrroled with

And dreamod of Lhe stara while [ slept,
‘Tho language of lifo was my mother's kind

words,
And into God's bosom I crept.

Buot 1lcarned, as 1 grow in theGarden ot Years
A lesson of mournfulsurprise—
I lcarned with the hopes of the world there
weroe fears,
And I found there were sorrowful eyes s
1found tbo heart weary in tnany a breast,
And I saw thatto many a homne
Whero love had invited sotno radinut gacest
The Angel of Sorrow had come.

Ifound, in the beautiful Garden of Years,
1, too, bad & cross tobear ;
But whenever 1 looked for Uod's smile through
my tears.
I found my live’s rainbow was thero.
Andone day I chanced the Wise Gardener to

mect,
Who tanght me, what love should have
xDOWD,
That howho from sorrow lcads others’ worn

ee
Shall 1ind paths of pence for his own,

And.now grander elill is tho Garden of Years
Thanip that old springtimo sublime,
Whose memories fall liko & curfew thab

cheers
From the far away towers of Thne:
For blessed is he who lif¢'s sorrow abates,
Forgiving as he is forgiven ;
For him shall lif¢’s angel, through death, ope’
the ém.cs
Ofthat Garden Eternad called Heaven,

. ——— et -

‘Walking for Health.

Few things, 1t any, are so cfiectual in
building up and sustaining the physical or-

anization as  walking, if resolutely and
judicicusly followed. Itisa Ycrfect exercise.
[t taxes the entive system. When you walk
properly, every member and muscle, every
nerve and fiber has something to do. The
arms swing backward and forward, keeping
step, as it were, with the legs ; the chest ex-
patds aud contracts as the lungs fill and dis-
charge : the drummer-boy pulse beals a
tune for the march ; the legs curve and
siraighten ; the feet riseand fall, while the
head rides over all—but not as a de»dhead.
Livery sensc it hasisemployed, every faculty
alert. The nostrils expand to quall the
breeze : the ears turn to every sound : the
cyes roll in their sockets, sweening from

left to right, from earth to sky : the brain
is at work through all its parts.  Progress

under snch condiiions is the very cloquenco
os physical motion. Whatis the effect? The
flesh is solididied : the lungs grow strong and
sound : the chest cnlarges ; the limbs are
rounded out ; the tendons swell and tough-
en ; the figure rises in height and dignity,
andis clothed with grace and suppleness.
Hunters, who walk much, are twll and
straight, while sailors, who walk scarcely at
all, are low and squat.  ‘The whole man is
developed, not the body merely. The mind
is broadened by the contemplation of crea-
tion’s works, the soul is eularged, the im-
agination brightened, the spirits cheered, the
temper swectened. The moral forces are
strengthened equally with the physical. A
loftier, reverentinl feeling is awakened, if
not a profound religious sentiment. No one
who rightly walks the ficlds and groves or
climbs the heights beuneath the heavenly
dome, with its blazing sun by daya and its
moon and courtless stars by night, but is
irresistibly drawn toward the infinite as he
*“ he looks through nature up to nature’s
god.”

Rare and Costly Metal.

Didymium, says Iron, is the rarest metal
in the world, and its present market price,.
if ome muy thus term the quotation of an
article that never appears on the market,
i3 £900 per )b.  The next costliest metal is
barium, an clement belonging to the alkaline
carth group ; its value is £750. Berylium,
or glucioum, a metallic substance found in
the beautiful beryl, is quoted at £675.
Yttrium, o rare metal of the boron-alumini-
um group, so called because first noticed at
Ytterby, in Sweden, is stated to be worth
ot present £450 per 1b. Niobium, or colum-
bium, a name suggestivc of the American
origin of tho metal, it having been first dis-
covered in Conpecticut, is valued to-day at
£400 per 1b.  The price of rhodium, an  ex-
tremely hard and brittle eubstance, which
swea its name to the rose-red colour of cer-

tain of itssolutions, is also £400. Vanadi-
um, ot one time considered the rarest of
metallic ¢l ts, has beenredunced in price
to £375, at which value there will no
be many cager buyers. Iridium, a very
Seavy metal of thoplatinumgroup, so named
from vhe iridescence of some of ita solutions,
and well known in connection with its use
for the points of go!d pens, may be bought
to-day at approximately £140 per 1b, The
present price of platinum, the better known
tinwhite, Quctile, but very infusible metal,
is on o par with that of gold—viz., about
£70 per Ib ; but generally its value fluctuates
b%tween its more popular brothers, gold and
silver.

Maggie.

The mother of the family was an invalid,
and there were so many little helpless chil-
dren and only Maggie to do for them all!
It was Maggie here and Maggie there, fron
morn to night, and often the eick mother
would lie and saffer rather than ask for
what she needed and 8o increase the haste
und werry of the little housekeeper.

For Maggie was only a child—a little girl
who had learned to work instead of to play,
who when other children were amusing
themselves with dolls was bathing her sick
mother’s fevered head, and keeping the
house still. There had heen no school room
nor play house for her, yet she bad somehow
learned to read, aud it was the aim of her
young life to send all these other children
to school, as she knew her father would
have done if he had prospered. And to keep
home so bright that he was contented with
it, to make an altar in the sick room around
which all the family should meet at night—
this was the work of little Maggie.

1t was not ersy work, nor pleasant work,
and except that she had unseen help tobear
her through, little Maggie would have fallen
by the wayside long before hcr work was
accomplished. For sometimes when the
little troublesome children were asleep, and
the sick mother settled for the night, Mag.
gic sat down at the window and ““‘took a
apell of thinking.” She wondered why some
people should be born rich, and others poor ;
why some should do nothing and others
everything ; what it was Lo know all about
the world, to be a fine lady, and wear nice
dresses, and eail away in a grand ship, as
she had seen them do in pictures. And she
looked at the moon and stars, and wished
she knew if Heaven really did lie on the
other side.

Then always a stern human voice broke in
on her dream, and it told her to go to sleep,
for she must get up again in the morning,
ready for work.

When Maggie was 12 years old all her
dreams came trae. A grand ship of state
was sent to beur her toa distant country,
where she could wear beautiful clothes, and
learn all that she wanted to know. Itsailed
away with her to the Blessed Isles, and as
ber friends saw her face tor the last time,
they knew she was forever bappy.

But her work, herinfluence, arestill here.
In the house where she lived she still exists.
Notasa memory, but asa precious presence.
For you will hear thore all day long her
name repeated in tones of loving remem.
brance. ¢ Maggie used to do soand so: "
“ Maggie said we must do this ;7 * Maggie
said God would hear us say our prayers
when she was gone ; "’ *“Maggic said if we
were good we would go to her some day.”
And the stricken mother, when appealed to
settle some vexing question, anawers humbly
and lovingly :  ““Do as you think Maggie
would have you.”

Is this not the perfect spiritualism that
challenges no criticism, the living influence
of the ministering angel wiwo still controls
the houscholdshe hasleft? No stone marks
her grave at \Woodmere, bat she herself
erected o movument whose top3 shall reach
the skies :

* Tolivoin hearts we leave behind
1s not to die,”

The Puritan iconoclasticism which tore
from church walls pictures of the lovely
Madonna and gave images and rosaries and
crucifixes to be burned, which built the deso-
late, bare, ugly meeting houses of early New
England, and scowled with Bradford on the
Christmas games, was simply a declaration
that the multiplication of pictures and rosa-
ries and images had not made men and
wormnen more truthful,upright,liberty-loving,
and self-denying ; had not yet purified and
ennobled human life in England. Perhaps
they were doing the good work, but imper-
ceptibly to the eager Puritans. Saints’ days
oend rosaries, they said, will not lsrin% a
heaven upon carth. There are probably
enough dead saints in tho calendar to make
a saint’s day of every day iu the year. But
what wo need, brethren, is not so much
days for the saints, as sainta for tae days.

A Woman's Adventure.

One of the most reinarkable incidents of
Mrs. French Sheldon’s journey to Kilman-
jaro was the circwn-navigation of Lake
Chala, the small sheet of water which fill
the crater of a volcano & short istance t.»
the east of the base of Kimawenzi. This
beautiful Jake was first discovered by one
of the earlicst missionary explorers of this
region (New), who descended to the edge
of the water—a feat that Thomson some
years afterwarde seems to hav thought im.

ssible, The natives have, ho ever, always
ield that there was o way down the almost
perpendicular sides of the crater, and only
three or four years ago another missionary
explorer succeeded in makin - the descent
Mrs. Sheldon was not, however, content
merely to touch the waters of this mysteri-
oualake. A porty of Russian sportsmen
had Jeft behind them at Kilmanjaro a sort
of pontoon bont in sections, which had
eventually come into the possession of Mr.
Keith Anstruther, a young Scotchman, who
was at Taveta when Mra, Sheldon arrived
there. Mr. Anstruther suggested the daring
project of launching this boat on the waters
of Lake Chala, and Mrs. Sheldon at once
offered to join him in the attempt. There
was o difficulty in obtaining porters, for
local superstition is busy with the crater
lake, which was once—the story runs—the
site of a great Masai village that was utter-
ly destroyed when the eruption took place
which resulted in the formation of the pre-
sent lake. This difficulty was, however, at
length overcome, and after great danger and
fatigue the cdge of the lake was reachod,
and the boat was found to be but slightly
injured by its rough journey. It is probable
that Mre. Sheldon, if her health permitsand
she is back 1n England in time, will read a

No 8uch Thing as Luck.

“ You young people,” said & successful
banker, **are fond of talking of luck and
chance. As for myself, I do not believe in
either. .

* Each year that I live I am more im-
pressed with the order and mesning which
underlie events—the least as well as the
greatest. Under this inexorable law the
smallest incident in our lives works for our
good, if we try to doright. Ifyou livelon
cnough to look back, and are observing an
thoughtful, you will find this to bs true,

“There was a certain snow-.storm, for
example, which for twenty. years I regarded
as the unluckiest accident of my life. This
is o true story, remember.

¢ At the timeof thisstorm I was a young
man just beginning my business career asa
clerk inthe employ of a large firm of cotton
brokers.

+¢ A heavy hail stormn had broken down
he telegraph wires coming into the place,
and I was bidden to take a dispatch to the
nearest city, and send it by wire to New
York. The success of o large venture which
the firm had made depended on it.

1 set out in asleigh with a stout pair of
horses ; but the ficrcest snow storm I ever
knew set in, and before I had made half the
distance to my destination the drifts were
impassable.

I was forced to turn back. AsIplow-
ed my way through the night and storm,
1 heard a feeble cry for help, and found
buried in the snow by the side & woman
and her child, nearly frozen. The almhouse
was near, and I managed to reachit with
them. The mother died that night, but the
clild lived andremained in thealmshouse.

¢ T could not send the dispatch. In con.
our firm lost a third of ita capi-

paper descriptive of this incident in her
journey at the Cardiff meeving of the Bristih
Association in August.

Had Two Lives.

A despatch from Beliot, Kus., says :—
Mr. and Mrs. Vennum, parents of Mary
Vennum, are at u loss toexplain the marvel-
lous actions of their daughter. In her little
more than fourteen years the has lived two
lives—iwo separate, wdividual extistences,
neither related in the least to the other.
Living near the Vennums, when Mary was
about 13 years of age, was u fumily named
Kofl. Mary was subject to cataloptic fits,
and after coming out of one of themn she be-
came, to all intents and purposes, Mary Koff.
Her past life was entirely forgotten, and she
talked, acted, und in every way demeaned
hersgelf us another person,

The Mary Koff, who she became and re-
mained for over a year, had died (as was
afterward learned) nearly seven years before,
at about the Vennum girl's age. Yetwhere
her life had been broken by death Mary
Vennum took it up and contirued its inter-
rupted dutics. Her parents first noticed it
when, after the fit, she began to talk of
things in the Koff residence, which ueither
they nor herself, so far as they knew, had
ever entered. Day after day she plended to
be taken home, and finally, as o last experi-
ment, they, to satisfy her, took her to the
Koff home. The Kofis had recognized in her
features o slight resemblance to their dead
child, but they wero thunderstruck when
she, upon stepping inside the door, at once
treated all the members of the household as
old acquaintances, She understood tkeir
peculiarities as if she had been reared there,
and remained with her new-found parents
perfectly content, recognizing the furniture,
pictures, and various parts of the house asif
she. had always bLeen familiar with them.
She went atonce to the bureau in which
the derd girl had kept her belonginge and
immediately recognized every object and
called it her own.

They say, too, that the awakening wasnot
less remarkable. One day she rasiled to
wake in the morning. One day passed, the
night and half the following day, and still
she alept. Along in theafternoon she gave
a shiver anda cry of pain, and sat up in
bed wide awake, staring about her, She
could recognize nothing and would not
speak to the Koffs. She beigcd for her
mother, and upon being taken home washer
old self again, knowing nothing of her
twelve months experience, counting it all
as o dreamless sleep. Vet during the time
she was ag light-hearted and natural asany
girl of her age.

Her story got abroad and many students
of physical wondera called upen her to see
the strange child. Among others, Dr.
Hodgson, who is Secretary of the English
Physical Society, had his attention called
to the girl. He went step by step over Mary
Vennum's whole life, verifying every inci-
dent as given above and securing much
additional information bearing upon her
remarkable double life.

tal, and in the financial embarrassment that
followed I was thrown out of employment
and went to the Wear.

4 Fot years, asIsaid, I regarded that
storm as a cruel accident,

«But when I look back at it now, I find
that the loss of money was but & temporary
motter, which affected no human life seri-
ously. The firm recovered from the shock
in o year or two. My ‘il Juck’ forced me
to exert myself as I never had done before,
and new avenues of d befor s
me.

““ The boy,who would have died if I had
not been driven back by the storm, wasa
thin, nervous little fellow, full of energy
and courage. He pushed his way through
school and college, became a specialist in
medicine, and has made scientific discov-
cries which have benefited the civilized
world.

“ We grumble aguinst fate whenever our
plane are defated by what weecall ac-
cident or luck, It isnot in a day, perhaps,
nor in a year, possibly not in this life, that
we shall see the whole meaning of t :
defeat. But God seesit, and I am sure
mesns the defeat asa part of our educa.
tion in life.”

Dresses of Pure Gold.

1 have secen women of Sumatra, says a
New York Sun correspondent, wearing
dresaes of pure gold and others wearing sil-
ver gowns. Both these metals are mined
there in Sumatra and the natives possess
sufficient knowledge of the arts to smelt
and form the ingots into wire, The weav-
ing of the handsome aud costly cloths is
quite the Erincipn.l occupation of both the
women and the men.

Never in Christian &ountries do women
dress as extravagantly. I remember that
once the chief told me he would have two
pretty maidens dress as they would on their
marriage. The two bright-e{ed girls were
gone some time and came back wearing, one
o drees of gold and the other one of silver.
They had bracelets one above another
from the hands and above their elbows. At
the elbows they wore peculiar bracelets,
jointed to permit easily moving the joint,

n brief, their arms were armored with
precious metal. They had necklaces of
gems and other costly ornaments, and the
cloth-of-gold und cloth-of-silver dresses were
made loosely fitting above the waist, and
the skirts in flounces.

The spectacle of a pcer entertaining a
party of washerwomen with tea and buns
was wit d at the public bar of the
House of Comnmons on Monday. Lord Aber.
deen was the entertainer, and lis guests
were a deputation whohad come to Westmin-
ster to interview members about their griev.
ances. The ladies were disposed to bo shy
and retiring at first, but the Democratio
Earl contrived to put them at their ease;
and, having done 8o, left them to diecuss
their tea alone.




