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“Two Ponnds Reward!”
BY TAE XON. IBABRL FLUNXET.

* Mother, mother! have yon heard the
news 7" exciaimed Stephen Radner, tumb-
iing almost head-foremont into the oatinge,
whore bis mother sat besido ihe hearih,
with hor foot on the cradle-rocker, aud her
anxions oyes fixed on she flushed baby-face
that lay within.

" Grand news, imother? exolaimed
snothier and louder voloe, ss Draudo,

tephion's elder brotuer, hurred info the
oottags aftor him, pushiog Ste}:hon aside.

* Hush, hush, boys! quit ialking every
one of you, and the quieti” poor Mrs.
Radnor ~exclaimed; bat not boforo the
little onon the oradlo had roused, with a
sharp ory, from her short {evorish aloe&

#Phere, I know yon wonld! you've been
and wakenod hor,” the poor mother added,
in & kind of despair. *‘Bince evor she
doxed off I've beea dreading the very
minnte you'd come in;” aud a3 Mra.
Radoor spoke tears of wesriness and voxa-
tion foll from hex eyes.

“ But, mother, listen; It's grand)”
Steplien exclnimod again, taking little noto
of his mother's trouble, and rather glad of
the two that the Laby was awake now, go
that ho might tell his nows as noisily ns
hie would,

#* jax Iithol Linw loss her gold watch and
obain, with the diamond seal hanging to 1f,
somewhero between tho ehurch and Bull
finoh Liane.”

" Aud the rector las offored two pounds
reward to any ono who finds it,” Bruoe
burst In again, determined {o have his
share in the story somehow. * Thoe reclor
wad down at the school himaelf {o-day.”

* Thero, I knew you would; i¥'s unfair,
Isny it's awfally nafair. That was the
very part I wanted to tell,” Stephen mui.
tored, indignantly, and tho flush of exeite-
ment deepened into passionate red upon
kis choek.

¢ Aud, motber, listen—listen, mother, I
want to tell you somothing,” raid little
Diok, in & gquict voice, edazing np beside
hig mother, and trying to draw down her
ear on a level with his mouth; but Mre,
Radnor must have beon sorely tried to-day,
for she shook off the gentle little hand that
rested on her arm, and withdrew her head
from Dick's coyfidence, whatever it may
have been,

# 1 don't want to hear what ono of yo's
go! to say., Get away to the drosser thero
and eat tho bit tha't loft for you, and quit
talking, for tho ehild's sick, I toll you, and
who knows when she'll sleep again now.”
As she spoke, poor Mrs. Raduor rose, and
walked up and down the kitohen flags with
the wailing child in hior arme, whilet for a
momen$ the boys' mouths wore cloged with
fhe wedges of thiok cake-bread and the
tins of buttermilk provided for them on
11 e dresser,

But in another moment the storm of
young voiees xose again, for Stephen had
swallowed his meal almost at one boli,
Bruce had stuffed half of his into his
pockef, and Dick waa too eager and hope-
ful te do more than taste his own, and
stood with his large pationt blue eyes stead.
fastly fixed on his older brothers, awaiting
their word of command.

 Now then, lel's offI" exolaimed Bruecs,
drawing tho sleeve of his cont hastily nercas
his well-stuffed mouth. **l'm to take the
lead, of course,becanse I'm tha eldest, and
tben Stephen, and then Dick.”

©“All right!” Dick answered, quite
bappily, with a great belief in his big
brothers, and an innocent readiness to do
apything that he was told; but Btephen
did not seem at all so willing to agres fo
Brace’s suggestion.

“ I'm not going with you at all, Ican
tell you; I'm just going onm,
I'H sfart at the very top of the lave, and
turn over every inch of grass, and I'll bet
you sixpence I'll ind it.”

* Find what, boys? Is it a goat you're

{alking about ?"* Mrs. Radnor asked, as the |
wailing cry cengsed for & moment in her|

ear, and she caught sume hint of the boys’
meaning now.

#The goat, mother ; why, whatever put
old Jonny into your head!" Btephen ex-
claimed with a aplutter of almoet rude
merriment, which even his present undis.
guiced exeitonent conld searoly excuse.

#¢It's Miss Ethel's gold watoh and ohain
with the diamond seal,’ that's what we
were telling you of all the {ime, The
rector has offered $wo pounds reward, and
we're going off now to look for it.”

* Then there's one of you will have to go
and look for the goat, for all that,” hig
mother snswered, guietly; for it's loosed
its tether sinco morning, and there's no
saying where it's off to by this time, I
was only waiting till you'd como home, to
send ono of you off to find her.”

+¢ Oh, but we could'nt go now, mother!”
both the boys exclaimed almost at once,
whilst a shade of disappointment and doubt
paseed over Dick’s face.

#Bhe'llbe sure to come home before
ovening; and there’s a lot of boys off this
minute {o Bullfinch Lane, I'll be bound,”
Stephen added, as he shot out through the
opon door to join a ecrew of his schiool-
follows who had hurried past the window
in the very dircctivn npon which his own
heart was beut.

“T'H como tack and Jook for the goat |

before_tea, mother,” Draessaid more calm-
Iy, with better feelings struggling at
heart, but no resolution, no sndden heaven-
sent proyer to give them etrength and
purpose. ¢ Won't that do 2" ne added,
csoming to his mother, and kissing her be-
fore he left the house.

¢ Then I'd rather you went now,” Mrs.
Radnor answered, not retarning his kiss ;
¢ for I'l want to milk her for the child's
mp&a;;; and dear knows what mischief sho's
u

P All right, mother, you nced'nt be
afraid; X'll bo back in lots of time,” Bruoo
replied, confidently, So saying, hisleft the
houss, only & little moro quistly than
Stephen had done, and little Dick followed,
aa ever, cloge at his heel.

Poor Mre. Radnor shook her head sor-
rowfully 4« the three cdildren left the
house, loaving her to her trouble again
slone. Bhe Iaid ihe child down in ils
sradle onde more, and be,
desperate movement of $he roskers fo aad

own hook. |

an Amost.

f£ro, whilst with $he other hand she hid her
fa0a in her aprov, and oried.

This was the way-—thls was the wsg 31
them all. Bho had worked, and watohed,
and wapt for each one of them-—Bruos, and
Btephen, and Diock—in tura through twelve
Jong years {o this vary honr and day, and
yat theyd ge off ou thelr own ploasuring,
snd mind her bidding never A word ; wit
the obild siok and the goas strayoed, and no
one to do a& hand’s turn for her good
or bad. ,

Poor Mrs. Radnor! Her husband hind
died only a fow shord months ago. She
had uot slopt theee two nights, nor was it
Hkely sho conld sloep to-night cither, with
that child’s ooaseless ory in her ears; and
{¢ was not sirango thas, in this moment of
frosh disappointmont and paln, the sad
tears ahould overflow with the sadder
shonghty that had v skened ther.,

There was & slight stir, & slight whiff of
summor air in the coitage, as the Lalf-door
whiol: Bruoe had closed afier hin opensd
again; but Mre. Raduor did not 1ift hor
bowed head from her hands, or stay tha
rostloss troad of her foot upon tho rucker
—ghe was not expoeting holp or oomfory
now, whatover fresh sorrow might come.

d yet it was holp and comioré too,
though Mra, Raduor's faint heart had net
prayed or waited for it.

Mother. listen ! liston, mothor! I want
fo tell you something,” a low child’s voioe
whisgwred in her ear, aud the touch of &
ehild’s hand rested upon her own.

It was Dick, snd #his time his mother
did not shake him off, though neither did
she answor him uniil he spoke again,

4 Lisien, mother I" ok whispored, still
more faintly in her ear, though the baby’s
wail had consed, the older boys woro
already past the entrance to Duilfinch
Lane, and there was no other human voice
in tho quiet cottage to hear. Dick always
whispered when his little heart was full;
he whispered whoen he said his prayers io

. God at night beside his mother's knoee; and

he whispered in her ear now.

# Ligten, mother, I'm going to look for
the goat for you; don't ory, mother,” he
added, ag his mothor's eilont tears gave
way to a loud sob now, aud almost fright.
enod hira.

But Mrs. Radnor's”arms quiokly olosed
round his neck and gathering him up indo
her bosom, as she had rarely done since
the little sickly sister had come to take his
old place there, she kissed him mauny
times,

“God bless you, darling,” she said,
“@od bless you; who'd ever have thought
of you coming back, poor little lad, all that
way ; but where's the good of your going
away aftor the goat; how ocan you bring
her home, when it's dead may-be, she is by
this time, or down in the gravel pits, just as
likely as not.”

For a moment Dick looked trounbled, but
his swoet ochildish faco scon brightened
again.

# Never mind, mother, I'll go and look
for her, and I'll bring her home, never fear
but I will,” and Dick almost withdrew
himself from his mother's arms, g0 oager
was he, in $he strength of his childieh faith,
to sturt on his new errand at once.

*Then, God blees you again for a good
boy,” his mother satd, as she put hira down,
and with her blessing in his ear, and a
happy sense of right-doing in his hoatt,
little Dick stepped ont of the cotiage again.

Mre. Radnor wiped the last tears away
from her eyes now; the baby was unex-
peotedly asleep, and she drew the oradle
out of the sun, intc a ocooler corner of the
house. There waa other work to be done,
and she folt the courage for it now., God's
little messenger had done his work bravely
and well, and although L%ve. Radnor had
small bopes that he would succeed in bring-
ifng‘ gack the truant goal she was com-
orted.

PART II,

Pcor little Dick! in those few minutes,
from the time he left the cottage with his
two brothers until he returned alone, a
hard baitle had been fought and won.
Many thoughts had ohased esoh other
through the little puro heart that desired
80 earnestly {o do nght.

First—yen, first—tho thought of the
summer afternoon with Bruce and Stephen
in Bullfinch Lane, the search, the exoite.
ment, the delight, the gold watchandchain
with its diamond seal, the reward, the
Belgian canary in a new greon cage that
Stephen had setiled upon buying when the
iwo pounds were his own, the bat and ball
and wickets upon which Bruce's heart was
pet, the shawl for mother, and the red hood
for baby, which hie had thought of himself
—all this passed swiftly shrough Dick'a
mind, and then the thought of his mother,
and of his little sister’s wailing cry, made
hina lag a few steps behind the other boys,
and kick up the dust with his feet; and
then another thonght vame with great
power into his heart, which brounght him
quite fo a standstill, and lifted his eyes to
the blue sky overhead—the thought of somo
words which he had heard from the reotor
in the schoolto-day, not about Miss Ethel’s
watoh, or the diamond seal, but about the
good brave life that a little boy had once
lived long ago in & quiet village nome, not
pleasing L:imself, but a help to others, and
obedient o his mother.

Dick knew that this little boy when He
grow up had been onlled the Lord Christ,
the Saviour of the world, and that after-
wards He had died 8 ovnel death for
sinners, upon & ** green Lill far away" from
His villagpkome. And Dick know that he
could not bo quite like Him, but he had
determined in school to-day that he wonld
{ry, and it was this laat thought that had
made him climb up the stils over whioh his
brothers had disappeared as quickly as he
could, and call after thom that they were
not to wait for bim, beoanes hoe wanted to
speak to mother. It was this that had
brought him back so lovingly to her .139,
and it was this thought, too, that made his
heart so glad, as he wea! out amongst the
tall ragworts and purple mallows in the
paddock behind tho house, to search for
she straying goat.

But, of course, she was not there, only
the deep holo in the centre of the field from
which her tether had been dragged ; and
when Diek looked a Iittle further, a fow
more loose stones, fallen from the old gap
in the wall to the road beneath, by
what menns her escape had been

Diok climbed through the gap too, and Jad
bimealf oautloasly down, raising a shiok
white oloud of dust about him as hiz fes
touohied the yoad. But as $ho duat cleared
away, Dick oaw, to his joy, that the Leavy
iron apike and long thiok rcpe of $he tether
hiad left a siraggling traok for somo dls-
1auos, at leasgh, along the whito road aboad
of him,

Dlok went on, brave in the? sonciousners
that ho was doing right, and dhat God was
with hini. 1e xuow thay il Jenuy were
there sho would prove a muoh more mis.
ohilevous trespasnsr thau hie was, and so ko
did uot oare if he met old Farmer Eliis
himself faco to face; and he wanted to cat
right norosa this angie of the fleld to widow
Mursden's cottame, for from there Jenn
had been bought semne time ago, and Die
thought sho might have made hor way
kack there; if not, he rust only fry ma the
gravel-pits another mila uway.

It was a good stocp pull through tho
thick grass fo the small whito coltago at
the othor side of the flsld; but thero was
gomething in Diok’s hosrt that made ii
seem short to.day, snd as ho kunooked af
Mre. Marcdon’s door he felt almost a cer-
tainty of hoaring good news from her.

A shrill ¢ comu in!" answered his knock,
and upon his ontering, bo found the old
woman alone and in bed, with an eagor
thiraty ook in hor eyes, and one long thin
arm outstrotohed on the quilt.

* Corne in, Dick Radnor, and weleoms.
And it will bo the Lord that has sent you
hovro."”

* No," Dick answered, simply, “I camo
mysolf, to look for our goat that's beon lost
sinco morning, and I thought she might
have como here.”

“Then I haven't seen her; and if's I
that's lost myself for want of a drink of
water. Martha's that oareless, sho left it
just out of my roach when sho went out
this morning, and sholl not oross the
threshold again until evening.,” Ae phe
spoke, Mrs. Marsden siretched out her
hand again towards & oracked oup in the
window, but even tho points of the long
thin fingers could not reach it and she
sank baok exhausted again.

Diok clirabed up on the foot of the bed,
forgetting his purpose for & moment in the
sight of the old womsan's distress; but the
snn was glaring hotly in at the window,
and oven the outside of the oup was guite
warm. That water could not do muoh
towards cooling the poor parched lips.

“'This is not fresh,” he said, * the woell's
just here to the back, I will run out and fill
it,” and without waiting for a roply, Dick
hastened round fo the rvar of the liouse,
and lesning over the little dark well, which
was £0 cool and olear he ocould almost sce
the smilo on his own happy face reflected
in it, he filled a brimming cup for tho old
woman, and soon placed it with his own
hands to her lips.

“Thank God! and thavk you, Dick
Raduvor, and God bless you !” Mrs, Marsden
said, as sho took a Y~nz Yink from the cup,
snd lay baok on the pillow again.

* And whilst yon wero sway at the well
I was thinking, that an hone o more ago
I heard a knook at tho door, that T thought
might have been a neighbor, and I wasreal
glad, for the sun was all a.blazo, and I
wanied the drink badly; but though I sat
up in the bed and roared as loud a8 I conld
at them, not one lifted the Iateh, and I'm
thinking now t'was old Jenny herself, for
V'was liex knock, if I'd had the sense to re-
member it."”

‘' And where do you think ske’s gone
now 2" Dick askod, eagerly, awaking to
hope agein at Mrs, Marsden's words, and
gushing back the think fair hair from his

eated brow.

“It's 'raszieg fond of the church was
Jonny,” the old woman answered, half to
herself, as it seomed ; *‘the reotor’s got a
young plantation up there, and I'd no
peace beiween him and her till I parted
her, You'd best look aftor hier there, Dick
Radnor, I'm thinking; and God blesa you
for coming, my boy, whether he sent you

orno !"

So saying, the old woman tarned sleopi-
ly round on her side, and Dick left the
cottage juistly, making straight across the
fields for the rector's plantation, with fresh
ﬁgurage at hear:, and a double blessing in

is ear.

Ifit had been only for this—only for
poor old widow Marsden in her loneliness
—he was glad he had given up the cxpedi-
tion to Bulifinch Lane; he was glad, even
if old Jenny could not be found, that ho
had come this way.

But “thie way"” wag {he hardeat bit of it
all, for the fields were fall of priokly thistles,
and Dick's stockings were short, not like
the other boys, and he had to skirt all
round throe sides of the two large fields
where the thistles did not grow, or at least,
not so thickly, and very tired and almost
disheartened he was before he reached the
little brown brook across which there waga
short cut by stepping-siones Into the
rectox’s plantation,

Once indeed, it must be told, our little
hero sal down on the very edge of the
thistles, with tho gnn and dust in his eyes,
and prickles in his bare legs, and a great
fear in his heart that he was going to give
it up and take to orying instead; but only
two large tears rolled out of his eyes, vacry-
ing away the dust and weariness with them;
a kind black cloud passed over tho sum,
making the whole airin a moment pleasant
and cool, and Dick took heart sgain, as a
distant sonnd of pleintive bleating fell upon
hig ear.

Ho sprang up. It was Jenny! he knew
it was, their own Jenny, though the sonnd
of her voice was more sad and troubled
than it was wont to be.

“Jenny, I'm coming to you; here I
am!' Dick exclaimed, plunging first
through the wator, and then through the
thiok unout grase of the plantation towards
the church in pursuit of her.

There sho was, indeed, poor Jenny, in
her old and favourite haunt among tho
young apruce fir trees olose to the poreh,
but she could not reach the pale green
shoots or pink tassels fo-day, for herlong
tether wastwisted in hopeless tangles about
s fallen stump, and poor Jenny was pranc.
ing around or her hind.legs, butting at it
with her horns in vain efforis to be free,
and uitering overy now and then the plain.
tine bleat which had quided Diek $hrongh

the plantation to herside.

p—— v

“ Poox Jenny, poor old Jenny!” hs ex.
claimed, throwiyn his aems roand her neok
in the first lmpulse of his excliement snd
delight, and kinsing hor brown ohesk; buf
Jonny was in no mood for coaxing just yet,
aud batted at him severely. IS was not
until Diok bogan working at the sther end
of iter chaln that sho sremeid to understand
that he bad como to hov heip, and then she
dancod eugerly towsrds him on her hind
legs again, and rubbed hor brown noss in
turn againet tho obild's fair oheek,

I$ was somo time boforo Dick’s anxions
fingers conld uoiwist the tangled ohain,
and thon the beavy stake had to bo pulied
with quite a wreach from noder the fallen
woed ; and thon~—what then? What was
it that danced and sparklod and burned in
thoe sanlight under Dick's oyes, sending $ho
orimeoen colony to his cheoks and & rush of
glad startled thouphta o his hears? What
wasg it sl hia hande trembling with almost
a sonso of foar as tho heayy stake foll from
thom and ko stooped towards the gronnd ?
Waas it prssiblo—~waa it right—conld it be,
that suo's hoppiness hiad fallon to hisshare?
_ Yes, uioro it lay, juet where it had fallen
inthe long unont grssa—Miss Ethol's gold
watoh and ohain, with the dismond seal
almost concealed by tho fallon wood, just
under old Jenny’s brown nose, whioh muss
havo grazed it at lesst a hundred {imew,

Dick oould ecarcely beliove it; he lifted
up the unlooked.for golden treasure with
doubt aud trembling and joy; he heard,in
a kind of drearm, the gound of boy's voloes—
loud.raised, paeslonate v.ices — drawin
near, and he stuffed watch and ohain ang
all inside the bronct of his littlo holland
waistoond, with almost tho air of a thiof.

He did not want to meot thom just now;
ho did not want thera to kuwow yet; he
sonld not foel quite sure quite happy about
it all, until ha bad run Lomo by the way he
had come, until he had climbed up into his
ﬁxlother's arm's again, and laid his treasurs

ore,

Already Jonny was far ahead of him,
dragging her obain and heavy stake after
her. Sho had had enough of wandering for
to-day ; she was tired of pulling and twist.
ing, and running round and round on her
hind legs censolessly. Bhe was just as
anxious 48 Diok to got home ; indeod it was
ail he could do toget up to her, and lay hold
of the iron stake, to prevent its catching in
the underwood, and causing fresh delay.

Then on thoy went together, Jenuy frisk.
ing along liko quite a youn %oat, in all the
gladness of froadom, Dick following, almost
breathless, behind, one hand holding her
chain, the other tightly held inside his hol.
land waistcoat over tho hidden treasure.

Oh, what & happy txinmﬁbal procession
it wag—eplash through the cool brown
sirenm again,on through the prickly thistles,
in for one momentto Mrs, Marsden's cot-
tago to ehout * all vight I into her poor be-
wildored enxe, on through the pasture, and
down through the dusty road almost ata
oantor, faster and fastor as Dick drew near
to his mothor, and Jenny drew near to the
quiot paddock which she had forsaken that
morning,

Baby was still asleep ; Mrs. Randor was
in the doorway, knitting a pair of long grsy
hoso which were to cover Dick’s lega in the
winter. In a moment e was in her arms,
with hig month olose to her ear, and his hot
flushed cheelt apainst hora.

¢ Liston, mother! Mother, liston! I've
found it!’ Mra. Radnor was proud and
woll pleaged with her boy,as old Jenny
olaftored round to the paddock, and one
hoavy burden of doubt and fear rolled off
from hor troubled spirit; she thavked and
blossed him many times in an instant, and
seolded bima almost as quickly, as hor lips
‘ouched his burning cheeks, and her cool
haed pushed buck the mats of fair hair
from his forchead.

But when he drow out his folded hand from
his bosom, and showed Miss Ethel's watch
and ohain, and the diamond seal bauging
fo it, Mra. Radnor was silent. She, too,
folt ag if it were almost too much, too great
good fortune to have comse in their way, too

roat o blessing to have fallen to their sbare.
%t was not for some time that sho seemed
quite to underatand it, and then Dick’s sim-
ple story and child-like faith brought back
strength to her own weary and heavy-laden
heart, beyond the worth of gold; and she
and Diok had a happy hour fogsthor, be-
fore the other boys oamo in, white with
heat and dust, and churlish with disap-
pointment.

“ It's unfair; I say it’s awfally uofair!”
Stephen muttered, angrily, striding out of
the cotiago again, as the whole truth broke
upon hira; and as he sgoko, the gotd of
Miss Ethol's wateh and ohain dimmed on-
?ﬁr little Dick’s eyes, as he slared d.wn at

ent.

But the oloud soor passed away, for
Bruce, who was older and braver thsn
Stephon, drew near to Dick, and, putiing
his arms round bhis liftle brother's neck
aoked him, eoaxingly,

“What will you do with the mono{,
Dick—with the grand two pounds, old
boy ?” And then poor litfle Dick hsad his
first sweot taste of pure unalloyed pleasurs
as he fold Bruce ihat rothier had said that
she thought the two pounds would buy the
Belgian bird in the new oage, and the batand
ball, and the red hood for baby, and pay
next week's rent, and have a good many
shillings over; and Dick whispered to
Brauce, though he did not tell his mother,
that with these good shillings he intended
to buy the nioe grey knitted sbawl for her
that he had seen in the villags shop
window.

Bruce was greaily pleased; and Stephen
—who was not half such a bad fellow afier
all, and really fond of his litlle brother—
came in soon, with his temper greatly iwm.
%roved, and nn armfal of ivy for Jenny.

aby woke up from her sleep in a good
tomper, too, as if she knew all about it ;
and that way a very hupgy night in the cot-
tage, and Dick was tho ha&xpiext there,
with a pure unseclfish smife on his face, and
a pure unselfish joy in his hemrt, for al.
though the rector livod fivomiles away, and
the two pounds conld not be glaimed until
to-morrow, tlready Dick had his rewsard,
for ho bad dons the thing that was right;
he had mot pleased himself, but ho bad
halped others, and been obedient to his
mother, and Dick felt as if he wanted

nothing more, for * The ble of the
Lord it waketh rich, and he addetk no
sorrow with is.”

O,
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BURNT COFPFER AR A DISINFROTANT,

In tho oasa of bad odors in & dwel
houso thers are faw thinge more oiﬁmcll:nui
than bnrnt coffes. An ounce of SOATRely
ground, previously ronstod, ooffas op
pan of hot oozla %ven off & pleasant, pens.
trating odor, whioh will ramaln for a long
Vime when tho windows are cpen.

BUCEWHRAT BREAD,

Very wholesome and palatable breag
may bo made of buckwheat flonr with Jggg
trouble than panoakos, and withont any
swmoke to poster the houss, or burnt greass
fo sffect digostion. Ta one quart of butter.
railik add a tablespoonful of soda, and flony
enough o maks a thin baiter; pat In ag
egy, if oouvoniont, and beke in a quior
oven,

PFRAQI PIE,

Mako e ornst half Jgnft pasto, cover your
ple dishes ; have ready pared and quarter.
ed ripo peaches, put a layer of them in the
dish, sprinkle thiokly with good browa
sugar, roll ou! another orust, doubls i
ovor and out a row of slits through the
contre; wot tho edges of the lowoer orust,
prons lightly on tho edges, trim olossly
around the dish with a knife dipped in
flour, and bako in & quick oven half or
throe-quartera of an hour,

WASUING FLANNELS,

Tho boest way to wash flannels nicely
and without shrinking, is to wash in cold
watler; rub on as litile soap as possible,
but Jeavo soep in the water while washing,
or if necessary mako o tuds in a dippor by
cutting up soap in warm wator. In winter
tako the chill off tho water. As fast ag
thoy aroc washed throw them in blue.
wator ; .’l.eave fifteen or twenty minutes,
put a lillle soap in wator, wring bard,
shake and dry in shade. Have both
walors same temporature, and do not alter
;ho temperaiare by drying in the sun or

ouse.

THE RIGHT TIME FOR PAINTING,

The T'echnologist etates that paint thatis
applied to the oxtorior of buildings In
sutumn or winter will ondure twice as long
as whon applied in early summor or in hot
weather. In the former it drles slowly
and becomes hard, liko & dry surfuce, not
easily affested afterward by the weather,
or wore off by the beating of storms. Bat
in very hot wesnthor the oil in the paint
noaks into the wood at onee, ngin . sponge,
leaving the lead nearly dry and ready to
cramble off. By painting in cold vaather
you will also esoape the anneyance of flies,
which invariably collect in warm weather
on frosh paint,

INHALATION OF OXYGEN FOR DISKASES,

Tho Gazette Medicals de Paris slales
that M. Tamin-Despalle, in a paper read
before the Acndemy of Soiencos, says that
a patient of his was attacked with ssvere
corobal congestion at tivo in the aftornoon.
He foll, and, on recovering himself, found
that the whole of the right half of the body
was paralyzed, The pulee was 82 and the
face livid. He had takon a hearty meal
about half an hour before. M. Tamin.
Despalle, in view of all the indioations
which tho ease presenied, thought he
ought not tobleed, or administer anemetic.
He ordored inhslations of pure oxygen.
After the first few inspirations the patient
felt botter, and the power of motion and
zensibility roturned in the paralyzed side.
At seven o’clock in the evening, having
taken in all about eight quaris of pure
oxygen, he was well.

DIGITALIS IN FEVER.

A writer in The Dublin Medical Jours
nal asserts that in the treatment of fover
—iyphus and other forme—too muoh reli-
ance has been placed on aleoholio stimu.
lants ; that the percentage of cases requir-
ing such stimulautsias a low one; and that,
while the administration of them by phy-
sicians must depend, as regards quality and
kind, entirely on the condition of the
patient, still the nimost cantion is required,
in view of the present limited knowledge of
fheixr physiological sotion. In digitalis,
howaver, he says thero is possessed a pow-
orful cardiac stimulant, which, while it
gives foreo to tha heart, doos not do so at
the exponse of the system, but ratheris a
counsorvative agent, controlling expenditnre
and limiting waste of vital action ; though
of courss the fact is to be borne in mind
that a Iarge rumber of cases will recover
without any specifio treaiment, save that
care which provides for the wants of the
system and secures the patient from the
rieks of somplioations, The digitalis ap-
pears to be indicated in tho early periods
of many cases of typhus in which there is
arepid pulse and high temperature range.

PLANTS AB BANITARY 8COUTH.

A London journal raises the question,
“ How comes it that snch a well-known and
gensilive plant as the samellia suffers go
much in 50 many living-xroorms and win-
dows, that many have given it up for these
purposes 2" and proceeds to answerit thas:
It is an ensy matter to romove the plants
and $o substitulo others of lese value. DBat
might it not be far wizer to inquireinto the
causos of the leaves turning yellow, and
the buds dropping off, as they freqnentl§ do
in living-rooms and window gardens ? It is
net, in {act, more than probable that the
caupes that injure cuch plants as camollias
algo injuro the human ceoupants? What
aro the chief causus that turn the leaves of
plants yellow in living-rooms, or make
their buds fall? They are chiefly these :
as and fire-dried atmosphere, sudden
draughts and extreme niternations of {em-
perature. Are theso more saluiary or lese
injurious to men than to plania? They are
more misohievous to us than to piants.
The parched atmosphere of our roomsis &
oonstant irritatlon to woakly or diseased
lnngs. Xt dries up the natural juicesof the
body, exeitos thirat, and canses exhaunstion,
and perhaps one of the most grateful and
wholesome changes thal could be effected
in our dweiling-houses would be the genial-
izing, by womse skilful meaus, of our gﬂ,
Iamp, and fire-burnt atmosphere, that deli-
oals women and ohildren iénh oll dayand
all nifh‘ long. The plants cannot siand i
with impunity, neither oan we.”




