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The Hoese ta the Meadow.
LOClHg CM i-MDLKFt MOVLTOTf.

The, «at at peace In the sunshine 
Till the i' iy wan almost done,

And tin u at it» close an aroel 
Side over the ttireshokl|tone.

lie folded th-lr hands together.
He touched their eyUda ndth bum. 

And tlieir last breath floated outward, 
Like the clous of a solemn psalm.

Like a bridal pair they traversed 
The auseen, mystical road 

That leads to the beautiful city. 
Whose builder and maker is God.

barton experiment.
‘Helen’s babies.

tJi uoB with a very white face, advanced a 
«ten or two to ward tne old naan ; but the parti- SSt” in?he Black Hawk War was not to be 
frightened, especially when he was so excited 
as ne was now ; so he roared,

- rep,led.

ance, You’ve been a first-rate talker, but talk 
isn’t cider. Why, there's been lots of men in 
mv store after listenin’ to one. of your strong 

d about
_ tf ought

ashamed of"themselves—don't shake your bead 
-I have, and all they’d say would,be, Talk 
don’t cost anything, Crupp. But if ypu d fol
lowed up your tongue with your brains, and 
most of all your pocket, not one of them chaps 
would have opened his head about you.

“Money 1” exclaimed the old man ; didn t I 
tell you that division dues alone hid cost me 
more’n a hundred dollars; not to apeak of sub
scriptions to public meetin’s Î”

“ And every cent that didn’t go to pay “divi
sion’ expenses, that is—for keeping a lodge- 
room in shape for you to meet in, and such 
things—went to pay for more talk. Did you 
Sons of Temperance ever buy a man away 
from his whiskey 1 It might have been done- 
done ch ap too—in almost any week since 1 ve 
been in Barton, by helping down-hearted «"«« 
along. Did you ever do it yourself P 

Father tiaiuss was nonplused for a moment, 
noting whica a bystander, also a Son of Tem
perance, came valiantly to the rescue of his 
order, by exclaiming, . . ..

“Tongues was made for use. and the better 
the cause, the more it needs to be talked 
about.” . ... .,“ There's no getting away from that said 
Crupp. “Talk’s all right in its place; but 
when anybody’s sick in your family, you don t 
hire somebody to come in and talk him well,
d°lheauxili&ry replied by pressing perceptibly 
closer to the bale of blankets against which he 
bad been leaning, and Crupp was enabled to 
concentrate his attention upon Father Bagues. 
But the old soldier had in bis military days un
consciously acquired a tactical idea or two 
which were frequently applicable, in zeal life. 
One of them was that of flanking, and he 
straightway attempted it by exclaiming,

“I’d use money quick enough on drunkards, 
if I saw anybody fit to use it on,” said he ; “ it 
would do my old soul good to find a drinking 
man that I could be sure money would save 
But they’re a shiftless, worthless pack of 
shotes, all that I see of cm. There wuz a 
young fellow—Lije Mason his name was -that 
I once thought seriously of doin’ somethin fur ; 
but he went an’ signed the pledge, an’ got along 
all right by himself.” . -

“But there a your own neighbois, old Tap- 
pelmine and his family—they a-1 drink ; what 
have you done for ’am ?” asked Crupp.

“A lot of Kentucky poor wnite trash !” ex
claimed Father Bagues. “What could any
body do for ’em Y Besides, they do for em- 
selves; they’ve stole hams out of my smoke
house more’n once, an’ they know I know it,

“ Poor white trash is sometimes con vei ted in 
church, isn’t it Z” asked Mr. Crupp; “and 
what’s to keep poor white trash from stopping 
drinking? what but a good, honest, religious, 
rum-hating neighbor that looks at’em so sav
agely and lets ’em alone so hard that they’d 
take pains to get drunk, just to worry him Z 1 
know how you feel toward them ; 1 saw it 
once ; one Sunday I passed you ontheroadjust 
opposite their piuce ; yvu was m your wagon 
takin’ your folks to church, and I—well, I was 
out trying to shoot a wild, turkey, which I 
mightn’t have been on a Sunday. They were 
all laughin’ and euttin’ up in the house—it s 
seldom enough such folks get anything to laugh 
about—and I could just see you groan, and 
your face was as black as a thunder cloud, and 
as savage as an oak knot soaked m vinegar. 
The old man came out just then for an armful 
of wood, and nodded at you pleasant enough ; 
but that face o'f yours was too much for him, 
and pretty soon he looked as if he d have liked 
to throw ar chunk of wook at- your head. Id 
have done it. if I’d been him. The old man was 
«wfully drunk when I came back that way, 
t.wo or three hours later. That was a pretty 
day’s work (or a Son of Temperance, wasn t it 
—and.Sundiy, tod?”

The casing of?Father Baguss’ conscience 
was not as thick ds that to his brain, and he 
was silent; perhaps the prospect of getting 
some mill stock aided the good work in bis 
heart. ,, , .Crupp continued : “ I'm a Son myself, now, 
and I Know .what a man agrees ta when he 
joins a division. If you think you’ve lived up 
to it—you and the other members of the Barton 
Division—i suppose you’ve a right to your opin
ion; but if my ideas, picked up on both sides of 
the fence, are worth anything to you, they 
amount to just this : the Sons uf Temperance 
in this town haven't done anything but help 
eaoh other not to get back into bad ways again, 
and to give a welcomin’ hand to anybody mat s 
strong enough in himself to come into the 
division with you ; and that isn’t the spirit of 
the order.” , , . .Crupp got liis sugar, and no one pressed him 
to stay.longer; but, as he el >wly departed. as 
became a soldier who was not retreating bat 
only changing his base. Father Baguss fol
lowed him, touched his sleeve as soon as he 
found himself outside the store door, and
Sa‘‘dtiay, Crupp, I’ll try to do something for 
Tappelmine. though I don’t know yet what 
It’l; be, an’ I don’t care if you do let me have 
about five sheers of that mill stock ; l .s'pose 
you won’t want more than you paid tor it <

CHAPTER LX.
SOME VOLUNTEER SHEPHERDS.

The mail-stage did not mp.de its appearance 
at the usual hoTir on the day following Crupp s 
conversation with Father Baguss, and during 

\ a lull in the desultory conversation whim pre- 
\ vailed among those who were waiting for the 

vmail, the postmaster displayed at his window 
Viis large, round face, devoid of its habitual 
illy smile, and rema- ked,
“ Too bad about Wamright, isn t it ?
VWhat’t that?” asked half a dozen at once. 
\e postmaster looked infinitely more im- 

nt in a second. It is but seldom in this 
ithat a man can tell a bit of news to an 

Med crowd ; and in an inland town, be- 
> day of the omnipresent telegraph pole, 
“ i were proportionately fewer than 

The postmaster had à generous 
iver, and at the risk of losing his 
' d opened his treasure-house all at

iretty high on whiskey for two 
: said he, “and they say he’s got 

ts now; anyhow, he's made a 
Louisville; he started on foot, 

„ for Brown’s Landing, seven 
id catch a down-river steam- 

headed enough to find out 
'•* ‘ that the Excellence, 

. have any freight to 
’s half wild about i ,

the bricks, but whstlnUnmder am Itossjto 
him! Like enough he’ll knock me down If I 
don’t look oat. That’» just the notion, I 
declare ! I can knock him down, and 
put him right in the wagon and bring him 
back; the job in’ *ould fetch him to and clear 
his head, like it’s done mine often enough when 
I’ve been in bis fix. But, hang: iVwhat a 
ridick’lus gooee-cbose it does look like T 
. Meanwhile the Key. Timotheus Brown had 

limped down the main street, looking a little 
more unapproachable than usual. As he 
reached the edge ef the town, however, where 
there began the tow plain which led to the 
river, lie quickened his r ace somCwhat, and he 
did not stop until he reached the river. Upon 
a raft sat a man fishing, and near by a canoe 
was tied ; in-the latter (he preacher seated 
himself, having first untied it.

“ Hello, there ! What are you a-doin’ with 
my dug-out V shouted the fisherman.

The Lord hath need of it!" roared the old
divine, picking up the paddle.

“ Well, I’ll be-----!” exclaimed the man ; “ if
that ain’t the coolest ! The Lord’ll get a duckin, 
I, reckon, for that’s the wobbliest canoe. I 
don’t know, though ; the old fellow paddlee as 
if he were used to it.” , _

Away down the river went the Reverend 
Timotheus ; at the same time Fred Macdonald 
on horseback, hailed the fern-boat, crossed 
the river, and galloped down the opposite bank, 
and Crupp, a half an hour later, might have 
been seen lying onft his ears in a skiff in a 
shallow a mile above the town waiting to 
board the Excellence, as she came down the 
stream.
“’Pears to me preachers are out for a walk 

to-day,’’ said one old lady to another across a 
garden fence, in one edge of the town. ‘ I 
saw Mr. Brown ’way kown the street ever so 
far to-day, an’ now here’s Brother Wedgewell 
way out here. I thought like enough he was 

goin’ to call, but he went straight along an only 
bowed, awful solemn ” „ ,

Parson Wedgewell certainly walked very 
fast, and the more ground he covered the more 
rapidly his feet movt d, and not his feet only. 
In long stretches of road shut in by forest trees 
he found himself devoid of a single mental 
restraint and he thought aloud as he walked. 
=t,‘ lRebuked by a sinner! O God! with my 
whole heart I have sought thee, and thou hast 
instead revealed thyself not only unto babes 
and sucklings, but unto one who is certainly 
not like unto one of these little ones. Teach 
me ihy will, for verily in written books I fdhr 
I have found it not. What if the boat reaches 
the landing before I do. and this lost sheep 
escapes me Z Father in heaven, the shepherd 
is astray in his way, even as the sheep, is ; but 
O thou ! who didst say that the race is not to 
the swift, nor the battle to the strong, make 
the feeble power of man to triumph over great 
engines and the hurrying of mighty waters. 
Fulfil thy promise, O God, for the sake of 
soul thou hast committed to ray charge !*

Then, like a man who believed in helping his 
own prayers along, the parsonusnatched off 
his coat and hat and increased his speed. He 
was far outside of his own parish, for most of 
his congregation were townsmen, and the old 
pastor knew no more of the geography of the 
country about him than he did ot Chinese Tar
tary. He had taken what vras known as the 
“ River Road,” and thus far liis course had 
been plain ; now, however, he reached a place 
where the road divided, and which branch to 
take he did not know. "Ordinary sense of lo
cality would have taught him in an instant, 
but the parson had no such sense; there was 
no housein sight at which he could ask his 
way, and, to add to his anxiety, the Excellence 
came down the river to his left, puffing and 
shrieking as if the making of hidëous noises 
was the principal qualification of a river 
steamer. The old man fell upon his knees, 
raised his face and hands towards heaven, and 
exclaimed, . , _

“The hosts of hell are pressing hard, O God 
Thou who didst guide thy chosen people with 
a pillar of tire, show now to thy unworthy ser
vant that thou art God ! ’

What the parson saw h 3 never told, but he 
sprang to his feet and went down the left-hand 
road at a lively run, a moment after Tom 
Adams, half a mile in therear, had shaded his 
eyes and exclaimed, . ,

“ Blamed if there isn’t a feller a-prayin right 
ont in tha road ; if he wants anything that bad 
I hope he’ll get it. Travel, Selim—get up, Bill1 

-let’s see who he is.” -

two pastors escorted each other home 
tely and several times in succession, j 
which apparently meaningless proceed- !

____jy learned, each from the other, how j
much of good intent had been stifled in both 
of them for lack of prompt application. Crupp I 
and Tomple talked out little, and no “Imagin
ary Conversation ” would be at all likely to 
reproduce what they said. Father Baguss 
made the whole air between Barton ana his 
own farm redolent of camp-meeting airs, and 
Fred Macdonald heard in Parson Wedge well’s 
parlor something Isweeter than all the music 
ever written. As for Tom Adams, he jogged 
slowly toward his employer’s stables, repeating 
to himself

“The bulliest spree I ever went on—the very 
bulliest 1 ”

To be Continued.

FALLEN FORTUNES.
BY JAMES PAYS, AUTHOR OF “LOST SIR MAS

SING BERD,” “ WALTER’S WORD,’
ETC., ETC.

“I would rather stay with mamma than even 
go to Eton.” he said, which, under the circum
stances, was as strong an asseveration as could 
be made.

“ You will have them all about you, Edith 
that is my comfort,” said Dalton, earnestly.

“But you—you will be alone, my darling," 
answered she. It was for him she was think
ing. weeping, praying all along.

The true parting of the little family from 
i's head took place that night, for Edit! could 
not trust herself to come down-stairs next day 
till he was gone. He left her in her room, half 
dead, but murmuring to the last that she was 
hopeful, happy, confident of his return—lies 
that were hclier than any truths. She knew 
that she was strengthening him by those last 

* “ hey had T -----------words; and, if they 
breath, she would have 
with it.

1 been her own last 
‘eked his living out”

CHAPTER X.
BRINGING HOME THE SHEE1*.

Speaking after the manner of the flesh, the 
Reverend Timotheus Brown had found only 
plain sailing on the river ; spiritually, he had a 
very different experience. “As stubborn as 
a mule” was the most common of the current 
estimates of Pastor Brown’s character ; and if 
the conscientious old preacher had ever per
sonally beard this opinion of himself, the 
verbal expression thereof would have given 
him but/» slight annoyance, compared with 
that which he experienced from his own inner 
man as he paddled down the stream. To 
forcibly resist something so satisfied the 
strongest demand of his nature tha; neither 
shortening breath nor blistering hands caused 
him iti-élàcken the speed with which he forced 
his paddle against the water. But another con
test was going on, and in this the consistent 
theologian was not so triumphant as he liked 
always to be. Harry W»inright was one of the 
ungodly; that he owned (and frequently oc
cupied) a high-priced pew in Mr. Brown’s own 
church was only another reason why the 
preacher should quote concerning him, ’He 
that being often reproved tiardeneth his neck 
—l» —what if the conclusion of the same pas 
sage—“ shall suddenly be destroyed, and that 
without remedy ’—should apply Z What could 
prevent its doing so, if Wainright had fulfilled 
the deseriution m the first half? Had not the 
same God inspired the whole passage? If so. 
what right had any man, least of all a minister 
of the Gospel, to cry to set at naught the Divine 
will ! Harry vVainright was, according to the 
decrees o£ an unchangeable God. one of the 
lost—as much so as if he were already in the 
bottomless pit. And still the old man s paddle 
flew; once on the trip he had felt as if the 
weakness ef the arm of flesh would decide the 
case for him, and if favor of the Word whose : 
expounder he was; he found himself wishing 
that it might, so that he could feel that al- 
. hough God had overruled him, he might have

first that it ... 
that’s about di 
atop for here, 
but there’s 

“Poor, _ 
Wedgewell, 
bear the story. 
und<

" tier»’____ —la
bilities so unusual _ 
would be divinely gui« 

“ I saw him comli

men in that fix.”

ar me story.
ir thing can do."
! ” "NSghed Parson 
ved just in time to 
s of Providence are 
ire indeed myeteri- 

our finite capaci- 
e that oupa- 
Vainwrigfet

.the walk,” ©b- 
1 thought he 
topped across 

a row with“ Of course getting into a 
thing that could bedone," sale 
apparently been carefully read; 
tice of a sheriff’s sale.

The Squire did not enjoy the 
Creep’s remark was delivered; bin which 
could reason with the new reformèfore he 
erend Timotheus Brown dashed inte Rev- 
in defence of a beloved idea, whiefte fray 
pastor had seemed covertly to assail, ival 

“The reason sueh natures aren’t d. 
guided,” said he, in a voice which sugsiÿ 
nutmeg-grater.- to the accute sensibiiitid 
Parson Wedgewell. “that they don’t imp,‘if 
submit themselves to the Divine will.”

'‘A man can do nothing unless she Spirit d; 
him/’ said Parson Wedgewelt valiantly.

who°had 
ited no-

comfort in the assurance that he had not 
proved indifferent to his sudden emotion 
of yearning for his fellow-man. But that 
mysterious physical readjustment, known 
in animals as “ second breath ” came to 
the rescue ef his fainting frame, and then 
it seemed as if no watery torrent could 
prevail against the force of his arm. Oh ! if he 
might but talK to some one of the fathers of 
the church ; that he might be. even for ten 
minutes, ba k in his own library ! But no 
father of the church res ded along the Rever
end Brown’s nautical course, nor was there a 
theological library nearer than his own, and 
there he was. actually bent upon saying one 
whom the Eternal pronounced lost! Lost? 
Hold ! “ For the Son of Man is come into the 
world to save them that are lost.” If Chiist 
had a right to save them that are lost, had not 
an ambassador of Christ the same privilege? 
was not an ambassador one who stood in the 
place-who fulfilled the duties-of on absent 
king ? “ Glory be to God on High !" shouted 
the Reverend Timotheus, and the dense woods 
echoed back “ God on High !” as the old man, 
forty years a conscientious pastor, but only that 
instant converted to Christianity, (trove his 
padcle into the water with a force that nearly
threw the canoe into the air.

As for Parson Wedgewell, whom we left 
arising from his knees after as - ing information 
from his Divine guide, he found himself upon 
the right road. The river was nearer than he 
had dared to hope; a run of half a mile brought 
him into clearing,in which stood Brown's ware
house, near the river. The Excellence had put 
ber nose against the bank, and the clerk at the 
warehouse was tired of wondering why Fred. 
Macdonald, on the opposite bank, was shout
ing so impatiently to the ferryman, and why 
an old man in a canoe should be coming down 
the nver at the rate of fifty-paddle strokes

CHAPTER XXVII.
FAREWELLS.

There were other partings that would have 
wrong Dalton’s heart, had it not been already 
wrung out to the very core.

Jett; with his large black eÿes filled with un
accustomed tears, had a word with bun in pri-
V*“God bless you, Mr. DaltonP* faltered he; 
“you have always been» good friend to me, 
and 1 am very, very sorry-” .

“ Never mind, my lad ; all will come right 
with us, ne doubt,,r interrupted Dalton cheer
fully. “You must not give way like that 
but help to keep up their spirits, now I 
have left them. My wife and the girls-and, of 
course, Tony—will be looking to you for that,
r°‘^Yes! yes ; that is what I wished to t ay ; for 
though, as 1 said, you have been always good 
to me, Mrs. Dalton-she-I would lay down my 
life for Mrs. valton !” cried the lad, with 
energy; “and Kitty-I love Kitty, sir.’

“ And Jenny, too, I hope, my lad,” said Dal
ton. He understood what the boy file ant well 
enough, but his time was too short, his miad 
too full, to argue with him upon such a hope
less passion, which at Jeff's age, moreover, 
coula hardly be held a serious thing.

“ Yes, sir, and Jenny, too ; but not as I love 
Kitty,” continued the other, with great earnest
ness ; “ I should like you to know that, before
y°‘^Well, you shall talk to me about that, 
Jeff, when I come back again,” returhed Dal
ton, kindly. “ There is plenty of time before 
you as to that matter, ana very little left for me 
just now. You’ll keep an eye on lit le Tony, 
won’t you?" „ „ _ . ,“I will keep my eye on all of them, and do 
my very best for them, Mr. Dalton ; so help me

There was a manliness about the handsome 
lad, as he drew himself up, as with the con
sciousness of the responsibility he had thus 
solemnly undertaken, that impressed itseli 
upon Dalton for tne first time. He had always 
regarded Jeff as a mere lad, and almost in the 
same catagory as Tony himself. Now he he!d 
out his hand for the other to shake, as a man 
holds it to his equal in age and standing. Jeff 
took it, and, to his infinite surprise carried it 
to his lips ; then suddenly left the room—just 
as Holt entered it.

“ I wanted to have three words with you 
alone, Dalton.” .

“ Very well, my good sir. I am quite at your 
service.” , , . .Dalton had been unmanned for the instant 
at Jeff’s unexpected manifestation of supreme 
regard; but at the sight of the new-comer he 
had become firm as a rock, and, truth to say, 
as hard. His dislike to Holt—though it would 
have been hard to say why, for the man s man
ner had been singularly free from offence of
late, and indeed of. signification of any kind- 
ha i grown within the last few days to positive 
hatred. He especially resented that he had 
been asked to stay on at Riverside, and was 
not about to leave it. apparently, even now.

“There is a certain subject, Dalton,.which 
has been tacitly tabooed to both of us of late, 
but to which 1 wish to revert once again be
fore you go*” , . ^Dalton uttered a little sigh of relief. At the 
man’s first words, ho had grown pale and gran, 
apprehensive that his taoooed subject might 
be his daughter Kale; but as she had never 
been spoken of between them, it was plain that 
Holt could not be referring to her. .

“Say what you like to me my good sir, 
said Dalton,carelessly, “since it is not likely 
you will have another chance for some time 
te come.”

“ That is the very point I wish you to recon
sider.” observed Holr, gravely.

“ What point?”
“ As to your going to Brazil. 1 knew your 

mind was set upon it, and have therefore for
borne to dissuade you from what I will stake 
ray existence will be a profitless and disap
pointing errand. But, really, after what 
Ï have seen during the last few days— 
or rather have felt without perceiving (for 
they all bear themselves like heroines)—of the 
distress and anguish your departure is caus
ing your family, I am compelled to make one 
one more effort to move you from your purpose. 
If you had any really definite aim, if there was 
any positive good to be derived from such an 
i xpedition, 1 would be the last to deter you ;

a man can no hot nmg unless : ne Jpïritcràsay to another: 
ilm.”said Parson Wedgewelt valiantly. \ •• i gay. Bill, you know that feller 1 , PT.h«-s rather bard on » Meg, though. Isn I, «ell each bofiy whiskey In Barton
it ?" soliloquized Fred Macdonald!

“ Nob a bit of it,” spoke out Father Baguss, I 
who had been sceniiog ihe battle from an in- 
nerroom “Bless the Lord! the parabes of 
the lost sheea that the shepherd left the rest of I 
the flock to look for, and the lost coin that the i 
woman hun ed for. wasn’t told for nothing.1 
The Lora knows how to 'tend to hisown busi-i

“And nobody else can do a thing to help the i 
Lord along, can he?’ said Uiuop, pacing! 
hi» arm through the postmaster s window, 
and extracting from his box a copy-of the 
Louisville Journal (then the titty paper of 
prominence in a large section of Western coun
try); “ all that men have to do in such cases is ! 
just to talk.

Crupp departed, encountering on the way the 
wide-open countenance of Tom Adams, who 
was waiting for Deacon Jonea’s mail. The two

SS»*/»
strongly suggestive of inentol
distribution of the small riiWii,___________
rived soon after the conversation had began, 
gave e.erybody aa excuse to depart-sn ex- 
oese of which mast of them avaüedth
at once. Squire Tomple having flrst______
tile direction of the cjoreisat.on oy inquiring 
particularly of Father Bag us» as to the number 
and probable weight of tEoporkere which ihe 
Oldman was fattening for the winter market. 
The subject lasted only until the two ; 
reached tiie door, however, and then i 
sympathized with the oth-r ever the wot 
recelven at the hands, or tongue, of the__
sstetissyswss

____ _________ I___________e flying aloD„ _
road, closely followed oy Tom Adams, who 
was lashing his horses furiously. A happy in
spiration struck the clerk; he shouted Horse 
thief !’’ and seized the parson, and instantly 
ceived a blow-under the chin which rendered 
him inactive and despondent for the space of 
half an hour. The parson saw the gang-plank 
shoved eat; he taw Harry Wamright step 
aboard; he eaw the Rev. Timotheus jump from 
his canoe Into water knee deep,dash the plank, 
and throw his arm over Harry Wamright s 
shoulder; but only a second or two elapsed be 
fere Parson Wedgewell monopolized the runa- 
away's other side, and then, as the three men 
started at each other, neither one speaking a 
word, and the two pastors both bursting into 
tears, Tom Adams hurried aboard, and ex
claimed,

“Mr. Wainright, Mrs. Wainright is particu
lar anxious to see you this evenin’, for some
thin’, I don’t know what, an’ I hadn’t time to 
get any sort of a carriage for fear I’d lose the 
boat; but there's good springs to the seat of 
the brick-yard wagon, an’ a new sheep-skin 
besides.” No other words coming to Tom’s 
mind, he abruptly walked forward muttering, 
“That'sthe cock-an’-bullest |yam I ever did 
tell ; I knew I wouldn’t know what to say ’ 
as Tom meditated, he heard one “ roustabout 

to another : on know that feller that used
__________ !y whiskey in Barton? “Well,
around there on the gnards, dancin’ like a 
itic. I shouldn’t wonder if that’s what come
vearin’offdriukinV’

in'dghty unsafjgipreccedm, replied Bill, eye- 
Hupp suspiciously.

"ectit Wainright made not the slightest obr 
muchti going uack home, and he acted very 
in whR a man who was glad of the company 
canoe lie fonnd himeelf. The divine ot the 
the resufcd at his blistered hands, and paid 
the first a^ted clerk to send the boat back by 
crossing While Fred Macdonald was
back the r^er, Tom Adams kindly drove 
well’s coat recovered Parson Wedge-
the hosnitalftbat. and the parson accepted 

the boat to the extent of 
towel. He attempted to 
i the injured clerk ; but that 
already interviewed Tom 

1 * apology was necessary,

iaimed.nofin
Told Berry won’t iake that______

>S£S3$

make his peaci 
functionary, J 
Adams, insist 
and asked th 
he preaehed.

As the party _ 
through a cross- 
and containing two!
Squire Tomple and Fi 
belonging to the
merely happened t____
of all Harry Wainright 
guss dfd nut live in to,.. —— 
miles of U; but when Snor 

" that he would beg a
isatss
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intfeed, as you remember, I advised your going 
abroad —though it ia true I did not then under
stand ho w c eeply it would be taken to heart 
by those belonging to you. But now when I 
see you actually starting upon this wild-goose 
chaee, throwing the good money you have left 
after bad, and your wife and children-

“ Look here, Holt,” interrupted Dalton, 
fiercely ; “ my wife and children are my wife 
and children. I have little left to me. but they 
at least are mine. Be so good as to let me and 
mine alone.” 3“ You are very unjust and v«ry harsh to 
me, Dalton,” answered the other in quiet,- 
almoet pleading tones. “Any man may 
surely he permitted to express sorrow not 
only for ^hia friend, but for his friend’s be-
10"^S:ioubl : but yon were seeking to 
make it the pretext of an argument. As to 
my going to San Jose, have you any new 
reasons to urge why I should not do so, except 
your own conviction of its utility ? ’

“ Well, even that is stronger than yours is to 
the contrary ; but I have, as it happens, new 
reasons—a thousand of them. I have had a 
telegram this very morning, which authorizes 
me to buy up your shares in the Lara for a 
thousand pounds. I think the man is mad, but 
he means what, he says ; and I shall think 
you twice as mad as him, if you decline 
his offer. It frees you at at once from 
all these distressing responsibilities — for that 
be specially undertakes to do-and puts a
arÆœ bw? s a
experience, what may we not gain with it? 
Or, even, if you forswear The crity,’ a thousand 
pounds is a sum to rest upon, and took about
7°“ One moment, Holt Who offers to 
these shares?’ Keen, darting suspicion was in 
the speaker’s eye, and his tone had a harsh, 
sharp ring as he put this inquiry.

“ Let us see," said Holt, coolly drawing out 
the yellow missive from his pocket ; 14 the peo
ple here were not on the lookout—that always 
happens with yeur private wires-so it was 
sept over from the station. Brand telegraphs ;
<Mavor will take D-----’s shares, and give one
thousand pounds.—Yon know Haver?—a very 
speculative fellow, indeed.” 
tfi“ Yes, but, from what I remember of him. 
not a likely man to have a thousand pounds at 
his banker’s, far leas to be responsible for-”

“ Nay ; so far, that is my affair,” broke in the 
other, eagerly. “ I should not advise you to 
accept the offer, if I did not guarantee its being 
genuine. Mavor is as good as the bank—that 
is my opinion ; but at ail events I will go bail 
for Mavor. Now, thiz.k of it, Dalton. Here is 
a reprieve, if not a pardon, come, for you. 
Upon my life it is scarcely less ! Think of the 
joy that will overspread the faces of your wife 
and children, when they hear your intention 
to taking this mad journey is abandoned. 
Think of this day of sorrow—”

“ No ; I will not think of it,” broke in Dalton, 
fiercely. “This offer may be all on the square, 
or it may not—” »

“ Dalton !”
“ I was not speaking to you, Holt ; or, if I 

was, you must forgive me—1 hardly know what 
I say. You may have made this proposal out 
of pure friendship and lor mv own good ; if so, 
I thank you "for it from the bottom of my 
heart. But I shall stick to the Lara. If it is 
worth Mayor’s while, it is worth my while—so 
don’t let os waste breath upon the matter.”

Nevertheless, Dalton’s determiuation bad 
coat him a terrible struggle. He knew far 
better than Holt could tell him the happiness 
that he would have conferred upon his dear 
ones by a change in his resolve to leave 
them, even without the gilding of those 
thousand pounds. The thought or the weary, 
lonely journey before him was hateful to him 
in every way. But that anonymous advice, 
which he had just now—almost unconsciously 
—repeated—“Stick to the Lara”— combined 
with this new and more favorable offer to pur
chase his interest in it, made his suspicions 
stronger than ever that some underhand agency 
—he knew not what nor where—was at work 
in connection with the Brazil mine, which was 
only to be detected by personal investigation. 
These misgivings, however, were certainly of 
the vaguest kind, nor Had he a shadow of 
reason for supposing Holt to be Implicated So 
the matter. The mans.behavior under the 
circumstances had been really generous ; and 
his own rejection pf his help had been cold 
and thankless if not absolutely offensive. Yet 
Holt showed no sign of irritation ; when he 
saw all argument was vam, he only observed 
simply, “ A willful man will have his way.”

“ Perhaps he is real sorry for me.’ 
thought Dalton, remorsefully ; and he shook 
hands with bis quondam friend, and almost 
partner, with a heartiness of which he had not 
thought himself capable in respect to him.

- You have intrusted me with no good offl 
ees in your absence, Dalton ; but I hope to be 
of use to you, nevertheless.” said the other, 
gently. If he had offered, as usual, to be “use
ful to him and his,” Dalton wou’d perhaps 
have resented it- as he bad done before ; but, 
as it was, he thanked him with some warmth, 

fre- “Still you give me nothing te do for you," 
" " urged Holt, with unexpected persistence. If 

yon should desire money—"
» I have made arrangements for that,’ 

interrupted Dalton,hastily. “My eld friend 
Campden has kindly offered to be my banker—

~ a entered, Holt withdrew from, the 
UJ, in which Dalton was holding a sort of
I don’t know what to make of that

I

TW

observed he, as the book-door o 
d his previous visitor. “Sometim> 

. him little better than a scoundrel ; ac 
Unmet credit him with good intentions."

“My wile has rather cottoned to the fellow 
of late,” replied Mr. Campden. “and owns she 
used to judge him harshly. Now, for her to 
confess she has been in the wrong, is rather—" 

“ A portent,” answered Dalton, smiling. 
“ Well, it shows at all events there is some
thing in-the fellow. I really don’t know whether 
it is good ôr bad. He was just now offering to 
lend me money ; but I told him that, while I 
was away, you had kindly given me permission 
to draw on you."

“ Well, yes, my dear fellow,” hesitated 
Mr. Campden, “ I believe I did.” His honest 
face had Deco me crimson ; he hitched at his 
neckcloth, and pulled at his shirt-cuffs—“sheet
ing his linen” is the technical phrase for that 
form of nervousness—in evidently dire distress 
of mind. “ But the fact is, one doesn’t muen 
like being drawn upon.”

“ What on earth do you mean, Campden?” 
answered the other, growing very white.

“ Well, of course you are welcome to the 
money, my dear fellow—any amount of it that 
I can get at. Here’s a couple of hundreds in 
fives, which— Well, that’s the only way I can 
do it, John; and thatrs the long and short of it.” 
And Mr, Campden took out his handkerchief 
and wiped his forehead,, which was bedewed 
with a cold perspiration.

“ I see,” said Dalton, coldly; “ your wife will
“That’s it, my good friend,” answered the 

other, with a gush of thankfulness that the 
worst hid now been said. “ She doesn’t like 
my being drawn upon; bills and so on always 
frighten her, because she does not understand 
them. And she has made me promise that, not 
even in your case- -lon’t you see ? It is very fool
ish of her, of course ; but then they all are such 
tools—that is, all except your wife. She would 
trust a fellow to any extent.”

Dalton groaned, for baa she not trusted him. 
and to her cost ? His friend, however, mistook 
the cause of his dejection.

“tI know it must seem deuced hard. The 
idea of my not giving you power to draw on 
me is simply ridiculous; and scurvy, too—at 
least it would have been if I had objected to it 
myself. I am quite ashamed to go back from 
my word in this way. Bnt some wives make 
such a row—yours never does, bless her !—that 
one is obliged to give way. But you under
stand you can have the money.”

“ I quite understand, Campden ; but I don’t 
want the money, thank you. ’

Dalton was both hurt and indignant. 
He knew it was very natural that his hen
pecked friend should have given in tohis wife’s 
importunity and virulence against him (Dal
ton); but he was irritated that Mrs. Campden 
should know that, be had accepted her hns- 
band’s offer as te the bill-drawing, or that any 
such offer had been made. What right had 
any man to do a kindness, and then go and 
boast of it—or excuse himseif for it, it was all 
one—to bis wife? At such a moment it was 
perhaps natural in him to exaggerate the im
portance of his own affairs; to consider that, 
under the circumstances, no matter what was 
his friend’s domestic thraldom, that little 
favor—or rather the promise of it, if any ne
cessity should arise-might have been kept 
private between them.

“Now, don’t let uu part like this, Dalton 1’ 
cried the other, earnestly. “ It is only the form, 
and not the thing, that is changed; :and you 
know I am: net changed.” Q 

“A man and his wife are one,” answered 
Dalton; “ very much one, it seems, in this case, 
since you think it necessary to tell her every 
trumpery thing—’’

“My good fellow, to tell you the honest 
truth, I could not have got the money with
out it.” interrupted Campden, desperately. 
“ You don’t know—you can’t understand : 
she is a very good woman in her way, is 
Julia, and 1 know you won’t say anything 
against her," answered he, hurriedly; “but 
sometimes she will take the bit between h< 
teeth.”

“And then she runs away—with all your 
money, does she ?” said Dalton, unable to re
press a smile. He was still angry, but only 
against this woman ; for his friend he now felt 
only pity mingled largely with contempt. We 
rarely make allowance for other people’s weak
nesses, although we have such excellent ex
cuses for our own.

“ Well, I must confess sh.e keeps me rather 
short,’ said Campden, ruefully. .

“ Come to Brazil with me l’ cried Dalton. 
It was a sneer equal to a folio of disdain, and 
the next moment he was sorry for it.

“ no, old fellow, I can’t do that," returned 
his friend good-naturedly. “We have all to 
put up with something and I know many bet
ter men in far worse case than I—you your
self for instance.”

“ I seem to myself to be the worst used man 
in the world,” avswered Dalton, frankly. “Lot 
that be my apology, if I have spoken harshly. 
Good-by, old friend.” •

“ Geod-bye, John.”
And, although a somethiug had..hfr.«P inter

posed that day between their friettaa&P which 
was never removed, they shook^mds with 
genuine feeling. ‘

Mrs. Campden and Mary came in to bid 
their guest farewell together. The former 
averred to her husband that she “could not 
trust herself’’ to wish that man good-bye 
alone without giving him a piece of her mind 
as to his past conduct (that is, in ruining his 
family), as well as some warning as to the fu
ture ; but as a matter of fact, she was afraid 
of Dalton. If she had known what her 
“ George” had been just confessing, she would 
have been much more afraid. However. Da!- 

iwai d his hostess was itudiously 
•’s presence sav* d them from

__„ ,__________ larrassment. He was a genuine
favorite with the young lady, and she was very 
“ gushing” upon his dep-rture. and about the 
care she meant to take of his dear girls when 
he was gone. , ,

“We shall be quite n ar neigh ora to 
them, remember, Mr. Dalton,’ remarked her 
mother, as though he were likely to forget 
the Nook’s locality. Sue was very nervou -, and said little beyond that, except her pairing speech, whlchx was commonplace etiQuech. and yet, trader the circumstances, not a little
P<5“ WeL good-by, Mr. Dalton and I hope you’ll 
enjoy yourself.” As though, in place of a voy
age to Brazil, he were going to “ spend a happy 
d&y" at Rosherrille Gardens, as Dalton de
scribed it after ward.

But the truth is that, difficult as it is to find 
fit words to say to a man we dislike, when we 
meet him, it is much more difficult to do the 
like when we part from him, and especially if 
the occasion is a sentimental one.

We need not describe the leave-taking be- 
t ween Dalton and his own belongings ; indeed, 
there was little said on either side, for their 
hearts were too full of speech. To Edith, as 
wo have mentioned, he had already bidden 
good-by ; but now, finding, though the car
riage was at the door, that he had still a tew 
minutes to spare, a longing seized Juin to see 
her once again, He rushed up-stairs and 
hastily entered the room; but she beard him 
not. She was kneeling down by the bedside 
with her back toward him, and her face suut 
within her hands.

“ Protect him, and bring him back to my 
dear ones,” he heard her praying, in earnest, 
passionate tones. Deeply moved, ne hesitated 
a moment, and then softly withdrew. He would 
not interrupt that rapt communion between his 
wife and her God. Why had she said “ to my 
dear ones,” and not “to me !’’he wondered : but 
presently set it down to her freedom from the 
thought of “self,” whichmight not intrude even 
in her prayers. For once he did her more than 
justice; it was not unselfishness that had 
dictated Edith’s words. She bad had such 
warnings in the way ef pbysicial weakness 
that she had given up afi hopes of his return to 
her; she was not imploring heaven for a 
miracle, but only that her children should not 
be left in a world that no longer smiled upon 
them without one parent.
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CHAPTER XXVIII.
MR. HOLT ASKS MAMMA.

Is it worse for us who depart from this 
world and all we really love (because fi om all 
of which we have any practical experience), or 
for those who love us and are left ? Surely—let 
us reverentiv hope—infinitely worse for thei 
If not, woe indeed to man, and misleading __ 
the marsh-fire all the flame of faith, the glow of 
aspiration! And what (we hope) is true of a 
death-bed partingis certainly true of those fore- 
sh ado wings of it, a man’s departure on long 
travel, or emigration across seas, or to the wars. 
He has gone to his business, and will be moreor 
less taken up with and immersed in it ; while 
those at home who are dependent upon him, 
or on the result of his labors, have to face 
the-void that he has left by the fireside and 
at the board. New scenes, new companions, 
distract and employ his mind ; bnt they pursue 
the same-small round of life, and must needs 
miss him from it.

As to Edith Dalton, there was not an hour of 
the day during which the fact of her husband’s 
departure was not brought home to her 
with a bitter pang, nor a single minute dur
ing which the con&ciousncsa of it did not op
press her with a weight like lead. Her only 
solace was found in her children, and she 
longed above all things to find herself 
alone with them, under a roof of their own, 
no matter how humble. Widowhood is re
spected by all ; no friends, except the nearest, 
trespass on its privacy, when be; eavement is 
yet new and strange ; and was not she bereav
ed, who knew so well that she should never see 
her lost one more? No one could fathom her 
wretchedness ; yet despite her utmost efforts to 
ronceal it, even the shallowest could perceive 
that she was wretched. There was something 
beyond mere pathos in her looks and tone 
though, indeed, she spoke but little—that im 
pressed itself on all who saw her ; and it was 
from a sort of awe which she thus awaken
ed, and not from mere pity (as her hostess en
deavored to persuade herself) that Mrs. 
Campden shrank from continuing that conver
sation with her guest which had been cutahoi t 
by Dr. Curzon s, call. The topic she had 
wished to introduce—her plan for raising tbe 
broken fortunes of the Dalton family - she had, 
indeed, as we have seen, confided to Kitty, 
and in doing so (though it would have stag
gered some people) she had experienced little 
embarrassment; but to speak of it now with 
Edith was another matter. She would at. 
least try, in the first place, whether Mr. Holt 
could not be made to speak with her for 
himself. He, of course, was the proposed 
topic; and a marriage between him and Kate 
the plan that Mrs. Campden had hit upon to 
relieve her relatives from their embarrass
ment. There were many reasons to recom 
mend it to her. It was the shortest way, and 
it was the cheapest way, since-it would not 
only involve, no outlay in itself, but prevent 
the necessity of helping the family, whom it 
would indeed be an impertinence to assist, 
when they had acquired so wealthy and near 
a connection as the -prosperous stockbroker. 
Besides these very natural arguments, a am 
afraid—for I regret to have to hint at such a 
weakness in so eminently Christian a lady— 
Mrs. Campden was rather pleased at the no
tion of the once universally admired Kate’s 
acceptance of this very second-class husband. 
Her design had been unfolded pretty quickly 
to the object other good intentions, but not be
fore it had been guessed by Jenny, who, upon 
the first opportunity, as has been shown, had 
expressed her strong disapprobation of it; for 
upon the nature of me “sacrifice” for which she 
had endeavored to show there was no neces
sity, there could scarcely be a doubt.

Moreover, Mr. Holt was perfectly aware of 
the scheme laid by his hostess for his domestic 
happiness, and also of the reasons that prompt
ed it. He knew that he had not been asked to 
stay on at Riverside—for even yet, after the 
departure of the friend who was, his raison 
d'etre, the cause of his being there, he was 
still pressed to do so—fer nothing. The invita
tion had been gi ven fey his hostess without a word 
of indorsement f romh erhua b and;that gen t le man 
endureü his presence with much patience, but 
gave no sign of appreciating it; but Mrs. Camp
den, who had been want to treat him with such 
scant civility, was now all smiles and courtesy. 
In public, she paid him the meet marked atten

tion; in private, she was even more familiar 
with him, but it was a familiarity that bordered 
on contempt. She thought he was shilly-shally
ing; that he had “let the mss grow under bis 
feet." in prosecuting his addresses to her young 
friend, and had no scruples in letting him 
know it; and this was done—such was the 
adroitness of the female conspirator—without 
actually indicating the matter on hand. They 
used the same delicacy that receivers of stolen 
goods are esid to employ when speaking of 
their effects, while at the same time they went 
to the point. They were talking together on 
the morning ttot succeeded DaRoeS depart- 
ure, andjost after the carnage had been dis 
natched with the three girls te the Nook, where 
they were to employ themselves all day 
In getting matters ready as qnickly as 
Dossible. For once. Mrs. Dalton had ^broken down,” and. though it was un
derstood that she wonld make her appearance 
at luncheon, had not qmtted her room aince 
her husband left it. ,

•• Well, Mr. Holt, the young people have de
serted us again, you see ; yon have not too 
many Opportunities, I fear, of making your- 
self agreMible. Yet I am sure I do all 1 can.”

‘‘You are most kind, indeed, Mrs. Campden. 
But vou would not hare me volunteer to ac
company the young ladiee to Sanbeck, when 
they (teclined the service, of even Mr. Der- 
went—a much older acquaintance ?"

“Oh, Geoffrey is of no consequence one 
way or the. other,” answered Mrs. Campden. 
pettishly; “though, no doubt, he would be 
better out of the way. It might have been 
dangerous to volunteer; but then pne must 
ri“ksomething. They will be settled in their 
new home in a few days, remember, so that 
there is very little time to spare, certainly none
t°“TYe8 ;* but I have known her sueh a very 
little time.” remonstrated Mr. Holt, with 
heightened color; he had never gone so far as 
to mention “her” before. . , ,

“True; but y au must recollect that she is 
a very intelligent girl, and will make every 
allowance for the circumstances. Indeed, 
Mr. Holt, it is idle to blink the fac j that the 
present conjuncture of affairs is very much in
y<He knew all she meant, jtist as well as 
though she had said, “ This misfortune of 
our young friend is your opportunity ; un
less it had occurred, you would have had no 
more chance of marrying this girl than of 
getting the moon ;” yet, outwardly at least, 
lie did not wince. His dead-cold eyes were 
here of advantage to him, for they betrayed 
nothing. •

“Why don’t you ask her?" continued Mrs. 
Campden, impatientât his silence.

“ She is so cast down and out of spirits, just 
now,” pleaded the other.

“What! because Mr. Dalton has gone to 
Brazil? What nonsense ! It is not as if the man 
were dead. On the contrary,'there is all the 
more reason why, having lost fortune and 
father, she should welcome a cavalier.”

But the assuring smile with which the 
lady spoke was by no means reflected by her
gX*^My dear madam.” said he, gravely, “I dare 
not, and that’s the truth. If her answer should 
be ‘ No ’—it seems foolish to say so, no doubt— 
but if it was, and I fear it would be—”

“It is foolish, Mr. Holt,” broke in the other, 
with irritation ; “you are too diffident, too de
precatory of your own advantages. She would 
be mad to refuse such an offer ; and if she did 
it would only be for a time. We should make 
some opportunity, a lew weeks hence, of get
ting you back at Riverside—trust to me for 
tha;—and you would find her wiser by then. A 
few weeks at the Nook will tire her of cottage- 
life, or I am much mistaken.”

“ Madam, I dare not do it,” answered Holt, 
earnestly, liis face fairly quivered with emo
tion, his forehead was damp, and his voice 
hoarse and low.

If he, had been court ng her own Mary, and 
betrayed this agitation, Mrs. Campden would 
have graciously ac:epted it, as the homage to 
her daughter’s charms, and still more to her 
exalted position, to which he might well feel it. 
was madness in him to aspire ; but in the 
present case she had no patience with the 
man’s folly. , „ . , .“InonoL see anything to be afraid of, my
self," answered she, contemptuously; “you 
know the proverb, ‘Faint heart never won 
fair lady.’ Still you may approach the mat
ter by another route, if you will not make 
your application direct» what do you say to 
• asking mamma?’”

“ I would rather do that—much rather, was 
the unexpected reply.

Mrs. Campden could not understand how he 
could dare the cannon’s mouth, and yet shrink 
from that of a drawisg-room rifle. She did not 
comprehend—perhaps she was incapable of 
comprehending -that Kate was to this man a 
divinity, to be approached with fear and rever
ence, and in whose hand, as it seemed to 
him, lay the issuts of happiness and misery. 
However, she was well pleased to find that he 
would make his attempt in any way; and it 
was decided that he should do so, snoùld au 
opportunity oiler itself, that very afternoon, 
while the young ladies were at Sanbeck.

It is fair to the hostess of Riverside tc 
say that she did her very best, when her 
guest and kinswomen came down to lunch
eon that day, to simulate sympathy for her 
forlorn condition; the genuine article she 
did not possess, and thereiore could not otter 
it. but she showed her pity, with only a very 
slight alloy of condescension. Vi here she 
din (though perhaps unconsciously) exhibit 
her sense of her own superiority, and of the 
change in their relations, was in her behavior 
to Jeff. Hitherto, the presence of Mrs. Dalton 
had always had a mitigating effect upon her tie 
nunciation or" the Ian’s delinquencies ; but why 
should she spare him now, when that lady s 
opinion or he;- was so much deteriorated in 
value ? He had done nothing especially wrong 
that day. but she was especial y angry with him, 
mainly on account of his being at Riverside at 
all. Mr. Holt had dropped an expression or two which had led her to imagine that He looked uoon the lad. If not actually aa a rival, still as an 
obstacle to the accomplishment of hisdesign; and 
though she had spoken of him, as we have 
seen, contemptuously enough—“Geoffrey is of 
no consequence one way or the other"—she 
secretly agreed with Mr. Holt that there was 
d nger in the boy.

Un thia occasion she seized the opportunity 
of tne conversation turning upon Dalton’s de
parture to praise action ard decry indolence. 
“ tiven if your husband gains nothing else 
by his expedition, Edith, he^ will have
the satisfaction of knowing that he did 
his best; anything is better than eating the 
bread of idleness or dependence;” and she east 
a look of sovereign displeasure upon Geoffrey 
Derwent, as she .emphasized the last three 
words.

Jeff colored to the roots of his curly hair, but 
answered nothing, only stole a glance at Mr. 
Campden, who moved uncomfortably upon 
liis seal. He knew that duty called upon 
him to defend the boy. lie had told him 
scores ot times, with his own lips, that 
to his father’s liberality and f iendahip he 
was indebted for his own fortunes, and that he 
need never feel any sense of obligation for any 
favors that lie received from him and his; 
tliat Riverside was his home; nay, he had 
oven hinted—and most certainly had intended 
it so—that Jeff need not concern himself about 
his future, for which he, Mv. Campden, would 
take care to provide.

‘ My dear," said he, cutting a large slice 
of roast-beef, with unnecessary haste and 
vigor, “it is all very well to talk of indo
lence ; but in these days the professions are 
all so full, and, for that matter, the trades 
also, that a man can’t always find work to 
his hand,”

“A man can always do something, Mr. 
Campden,” returned his wife, severely ; “and 
my remark holds still more truly of a boy.”

“ Well, of course there is commerce, my 
dear; but I have withdrawn from it so long 
that I have no longer any influence ; and re
member, to get a lad into a good house a large 
premium is required, even when he gets no
8aMrf* Campden helped himself to walntit- 
pickle with complacency ; he had hit the nail 
on the head, he flattered himself, by showing 
that it was cheaper to keep Jeff at home than 
to send him away. „

“-I am not speaking of commerce,” answered 
Mrs. Campden, acidly; “of course people 
that have no money must do as they can. 
There is the merchant-service, for instance, 
where, it so happens, you have interest ; and 
though Geoffrey has been allowed to waste 
some years of his life in luxury and idleness, 
your influence would overcome the objection 
to employ a lad of his years. He cannot ex
pect, of course, to rise at once to the top of the 
tree—"

“The cross-trees,"suggested Mr. Campden, 
with a feeble smile.

-Isay no boy who goes to sea,”continued 
Mrs. Campden, frowning, “ can expect to be an 
admiral at once."

“Not in the merchant-service, murmured 
her husband, but this time in confidence to 
hia shirt-collar, “because there are no ad-

“ Yet I cannot imagine any lad of spirit 
not preferring honorable employment, how
ever humble, to living upon the bounty of his

"My dear, my dear !" ejaculated Mr. Camp
den. imploringly, “ you have hurt the lad’s 
feelings.

Jeff had risen from his seat, and, leaving his 
unfinished meal, walked straight out of the 
room. Mrs. Dalton, who had sat a silent spec
tator of the scene, had lifted her hand to lay it 
upon his sleeve, but had been too late,

“Ifear, Julia, you have gone too far,” said 
she. in a firm but gentle tone.

“ It’s an infamous shame !” cried Tony, with 
a burst of boj ish passion, as he ran out of the 
dining-room after his friend.

Mrs. Campden’s face was white with wrath, 
with that trifling but prominent exception of 
the tip of her nose.
“You may all express what opini onyou 

please,” said she, “and couch it in wha 
terms you please; but if anything I bave 
said shall have stnng Geoffrey D rwent into 
doing something for himself—it being such 
high time—I do net regret it.” And with 
that, like a frigate who has just delivered both 
broadsides with crushing effect, she sailed tri
umphantly out of the room. Mr. Campden 
muttered “Tut, tut !" his hole of dissatisfaction 
when hia mate had performed any more than a 
usually high-handed act, ancr'fajJqçed her in 
nervous haste, so that Mrs. Dalton and Mr. 
Holt were left alone together.

“I regret," said he—“ I deplore above all 
things that our hostess should exhibit j this 
inimical feeling toward Mr. Derwent, who 
appears to më to be a most inoffensive young
m“Heis better than inoffensive, Mr. Holt,” 
replied Mrs. Dalton, gravely ; “ he is a most 
excellent lad. I have known him from a child, 
and have never detected a single serious flaw 
in his character; a more honest or more un
selfish nature I have never met with. Not the 
least r gret that I feel for our own change of 
fortune is. that we are now powerless to help 
poor Jeff."

“But I am not powerless,” observed the 
other, quickly ; "that te to sàÿ, if the posses
sion of some stake in the world of commerce 
can be called power. And you may be quite 
sure, Mrs. Dalton, that whatever aid I can 
offer to any friend of years will be most gladly 
—most eagqr)y—afforded. It is very obvious 
that .the poor lad’s position here is uncomfort
able, if not untenable; and. if you think a 
responsible position in my office ia worth his 
acceptance, he is very welcome te it, and I 
thins I may venture to say that, in that case 
no one need trouble himself about his future.”

“My dear Mr. Holt, you are most kind,” 
said Mrs. Dalton, cordially ; “ I could not have 
hoped to experience to-day—or any day—such 
pleasure as you have just conferred upon me. 
To take a lad like that, without experience, or
rnonnmiBtulat.inn—”

“ Pardon me,” broke in the other, waving 
hia hand gravely ; “ do not eay without re-

--------------------- —--------- 1 you have praised
him, Mrs. Dalton, he has the very highest in

“ T?ou are very good to eay so, T am sure; but 
the fact remains, that ont of pity for this poor 
lad's position you have offo ed—”

“Nay, madam. I must interrupt you once 
agaia,” said Mr. Holt, earnestly, “ lest I should 
take credit for a virtu-* Ids not possess. That 
I pity thaJaa is true enough, bat it ig solely for 

r sake that I shall take him into my employ- 
it. You may consider the matter as ar- - ----lfg. ------

of meeting his hostess upon the wav 
? was afraid of her, bnt of himself.
Thus, by_ a most unlooked-for itocbient.

lifted atranged, and I "ara profoundly gratil 
having had an opportunity of affording you

“ I know not how to express my thanks, Mr. 
Holt. If my husband were here, indeed, the 
fitting words wonld not be wanting; and, 
when he comes to know what you have done, 
it will rejoice him, I em sure, almost as much

Her voice felL her eyelids dropped, as 
she thus spoke; the mention of the absent 

îadïroken the springs of her short-lived
J°Holt cursed his quondam friend in his heart, 
who had thus rendered hia proposed task 
more difficult. A few moments ago he thought 
hu had' “seem his way” to the subject 
he had in hand; Mrs. Dalton's manner 
hadheengenial, and even encouraging; and 
now it seemed that he had all the work to do 
oyer again. Nevertheless, desperation urged

Ydxir husband’s absence, dear Mrs. Dalton,” 
said he, “ is regretted by no one, out of his im
mediate family circle, so deeply as by myself ; 
indeed, no one has more cause to regret it î for 
had the necessity for his departure not arisen-^ 
taking us all by surprise, and precluding all 
other matters, as it did—I should have ven
tured to put to him a question of the moss 
vital interest to me.”

Mrs. Dalton bowed ; her face was a little 
,iler, and her lips met together with unusual 
firmness, but she showed no other sign of 
emotion ; yet she knew what was coming 
quite well. '

“ Might I put the question of which I 
apeak to you, madam?” inquired he, after a 
little pause. , , „

“ Most certainly you may, Mr. Holt. Her 
voice was firm, but she had grown paler than 
before, for the words Mrs. Campden had 
spoken to her on board the steam-yacht about 
this very mans possible pretentions - to her 
daughter's hand were ringing in her ears: “ I 
should as soon have imputed to her an attach
ment to the footman.”

And now, in a few short weeks, so great a 
change had befallen her and hers, that Mr 
Holt was about to ask for her daughter’s hand, 
at the express instigation of Mrs. Campden 
herself. Her pride was wounded, and her 
heart was sofe ; but, except where her affec
tions were concerned, which sometimes over
powered her—as we have just seen in Jeff’s 
case—she had learned to repress her feelings.

“What I have to ask is a great favor, 
Mrs. Dalton ; in comparison with which all. 
that I could ever do for you fades into insig
nificance, and which will leave me your 
debtor forever ; it is, that you will give me 
permission to speak to your daughter Kate 
as her suitor. 1 am well aware of her su
periority to myself in all respects; of the so
cial gulf between us, which I am the last to 
conceive has been in any way narrowed by 
reason of your recent misfortunes. I am only a 
plain, blunt man. who is devoted to her."

It was impossible to mistake these words 
—which were spoken with a certain homely I 
eloquence which won the listener’s ear m suite 
of herself—for anything but what they were 
—the genuine utterance of the speaker s 
heart. His cautious-tousiness manneis, his 
Frenchified airs, were gone, and were re
placed by an intense anxiety and earnestness.

: The very existence of the man appeared, to all 
seeming, to be in abeyance ; he neither moved 
nor breathed as he waited for his companion s

“ ianust needs say, Mr. Holt.” answered she, 
with deliberation, ’ that your question gives 
me great embarrassment. Its suddenness—-to 
say nothing further—has taken me utterly by 

| surprise. I am fully conscious, believe me, of 
the honor you have done my daughter m 
making this application. The gu f yon 
speak of might well bo considered — and 
doubtless is so—upon your side rather than 

ihers; for you are rich, and she is penniless;;! 
but—but I have no auihority to grant your re
quest. When my husband returns it will be 
surely time enough toa] " ’ 1- - - e • g -
mission you demand. !——  --------------■—,

| decline —with heartfelt thanks to you, Mr. 
Holt—to take any action in this matter. *

“And do I understand, madam, that you also 
forbid me to apply to vour daughter here lf-to 
hear from her own lips whether I may look 
for hope or not?’

“No, Mr. Holt: I have no more author
ity to forbid than to encourage you in thisj 
matter. My daughter is o'd enough to know!

| her cwn mind. At the same time, I would] 
| venture to suggest that a time like the pres-| 
lent, when she has bien deprived o! her nat- 
l ural adviser, as well as smitten by sore mis; 
i fortune, is scarcely one suited for a proposal 
of marriage. If you have that genuine, re
gard for her (and I do not doubt it) of which 
you have spoken, I think it should lead you 
to spare her, at a time like this, a declara
tion which I feel sure would be a source of 
pain." -

| “On account of its inopportunencss?’ put] 
m the other, eagerly.

“I don’t say that, Mr. Holt; pray, do not 
force me to express an opinion hat may sound | 
harsh or uncivil. I am mereiy pleading for 

| Kate, that you should not—f orgive me for the 
word—importune her upon this matter for the

i PIR was now Mr. Holt’s turn to bow and not toj 
Upeaic. H is face e xhjbited^a ch a grin, and y et aj

He was by far the more embarrassed, of the 
two, and showed it by his silence; he that had 
been so giib in tho presence of a third person 
had not a word to sav for himse'f. Kate, on 
the contrary, potired forth sentence after sen
tence without much thought of anything ex
cept that she'mubt not give her companion the 
opportunity of saying anything -to her save In 
the way of reply.

It was “soKind" in him. “so thoughtful^&S
tmd him “ so intelligent ” and “ so nice.”

“To teU you the truth, Mias Dalton," said 
Holt, frankly, “I don’t much care how the 
young gentleman suite me, theugb I shall do 
my best to make things suit him.

“ That is still more kind of you,” answered
she, “ fer Jeff has no friends, except Mr. Camp 
den and ourselves, who are, alas ! powerless to 
help him.”

“ Nay, Miss Dalton, don’t say so; yea are all- 
powerful. Your wish, at all events, is my law 
m this matter—and, indeed, in all matters, if 
you would only let me serve you.”

“Youare vezy good, I’m sure."
He remembered that those were the very 

words her father had used, and the very tone, 
when he had declined his assistance.

“ I am not at all good, Miss Dalton,” answered 
he, bitterly, “ except in so far as I am devoted 
to your interests. Should the time come to 
prove it, pray remember that.”

She had grown suddenly very pale, and 
was listening eagerly, not to him, but for 
Jeff’s return.. As bis quick step was heard in 
the hall, the girl drew a sigh of relief. Holt 
perceived all this; but still he had spoken to 
her in a significant if not a tender fashion, 
and had not been rebuked. He felt another 
man, and a far happier one, than he had felt 
an hour ago. A gleam of hope illumed the 
dark path of his future, though it was very 
faint—so faint that he also hailoa Jeff's com
ing. It had at least precluded her from reply
ing to his last speech as she had replied to the 
prec ding one. He had bidden her remember 
to apply to him if she needed aid, and she had 
not refused to do sd. Still, “not to refuse” 
was far different from “to accept,”

To be Continued.

do duty for a 
of à toothbru 
wiU answer for a 
bark. From the 
August is the best 
the bank can th< 
from 1
make HHI 
through to the 
the centre of 1 
straight cut 
intend

..
gate with one out of 
close to the main stalk, 
edge of the spud turn back 
side of the straight cut and 
on the wood of the branch to be 
fitting it tightly to lie crossed cut. 
bit of soft yam bind down the barl 
the point of the bud exposed. A * 
dampened moss must then be 
the stem, taking care to
of the bud exposed to the —, ----------------
the wrappings can be removed, but all other 
shoots must fee kept from growing on the 
budded branch. By this means a rose
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FARM, GARDEN AND HOME.
DRAINAGE OF MARSH LANDS.

The following letter, signed “ Kent,” ap
pears in the Chatham Planet :

On a visit lately to Wallaceburg I found 
that the municipalities of the county of Kent, 
township of Chatham, and village of 
Wallaceburg had just erected a magni
ficent tidal gate and a 35 horse-power 
engine at the mouth of the large drain 
which runs along the county road, between 
the townships of Chatham and Dover, 
where it empties into the River Syden
ham. Messrs. Misner & McKelvey had 
the contract for $1,600. They procured 
a steam pump at Detroit having a 9-inch 
discharge pipe. This pump and engine 
cost $500 in gold. It was worth $2,000 at 
least. It is able to throw 2,000 gallons per 
minute, ifeis pump will drain thousands of 
acres in the township of Chatham. The land 
is already banked by the county road and 
the bank of the river. It has been made 
useless heretofore fey the water of the river 
backing up the large drain and overflowing 
the land. The tidal gate at the mouth of 
the drain will prevent this. When the water ounces 
is low in the river the pump will not be re- 

m quired, but it seems that periodically the 
waters of the lakes and rivers rise ; then the 
pump will be useful. There are thousands 
of acres in the counties of Kent,
Elgin, etc., that might be similarly drained 
—lands that then would be worth from $50 
to $100 per acre, whereas at present they 
could not pay taxes. I am told that Moles- 
worth, a Government engineer, reported that 
all these lands could be reclaimed for about 
ten cents per acre. There is an extensive 
tract of this kind of upland, marshy land, 
north of Wallaceburg, that might easily be 
reclaimed by damming a small creek (Ri

HORSES AND MULES EATING DIRT-

A correspondent of the AT. T. 
asks why norses and mules eat < 
turned out of close stables, towh 
Low replies :

Most commonly the habit is an j 
of acidity ofthe stomach, and to 1 
ed by improving the digesti 
Horses are at a special disadvanti _ 
matter of stomach complaints, inasmN 
they cannot rid themselves by vomiti 
anything that disagrees, and are enable € 
to belch up accumulated gas. Then the 
stomach is much too small to allow of heavy 
feeding or the formation of much gas with- é 
out injurious over-distension ; hence of all / 
domestic animals the solipeds should be 
fed with the greatest care and judgment. 
Like human beings, thëy hare their periods 
of acidity or heartburn, and having no 
opportunity of taking soda or magnesia, 
they lick the lime from their walls or the 
earth from their pathway. For temporary 
relief a piece of chalk may be kept m the 
manger, but we should seek to remove the 
radical evü by giving a better tone to the 
stomach. Feed sound grain and hay in 
moderate amount and nt regular intervals, 
and don’t drive or work hard for an hour 
after each meal, lest digestion should be im
paired.

Give a few carrots, turnips, or other roots, 
if available ; water regularly , and never just, 
after a meal, and put an ounce of common 
salt in the food or water daily. Any exist
ing weakness of digestion should be cor
rected by a course of tonics such as : oxide 
of iron, 2 ounces; calcined magnesia, 2 

; powdered nux vomica, 1^ drams ;

Siwdered fennel seed, 2 ounces ; mix.
ivide into 8 powders, and give ope morning 

and night. The habit has been sometimes 
caused by a deficiency of mineral matters in 
the food grown on very poor soils, but this 
may be corrected by a simple treatment.

resignation, that went to Mrs. Dalton’s heart ; 
she never thought (as she afterward said) she 
could have ft-lt ss keen a pity for the disap
pointment of such a man. ,, , ,“I am very sorry for you, Mr. Holt, said 
she—“ very sorry;’’ and he knew that, so far 
as she was concerned, her words were words 
of dooi

ning Creek-kjfc  ̂both ends, and pumpmg- 
a little, after the spring freshet', into the 
north branch of the river Sydenham 
Four or five hundred dollars would do all 
the damming required. Here 
chance for speculators. The upland or 
rain water is not the trouble in working 
these flat lands, but the river or lake waters. 
What is required at present for this west
ern section of the country is an amender 
to the Drainage Act, so.£c,Ap include banl^ 
ing and pumping; and the drainage system 
of this flat section of the country will never 
be complete without it. I, am tqld that 
numerous petitions from "various munici
palities are to be sent in to the Local Legisla
ture to amend this Drainage Act, so as to in-

Kir1

on the line," he mur-

CHAPTER XXIX.
MR. HOLT DEPARTS WITH FLYING COLORS.

Holtdid not know the precise moment at which 
Mrs. Dalton had quitted him ; a mist seemed 
to come over his eyes at her last words, and 
the next sound he had any clear cognizance of 
was a subdued clatter of forks and dishes. He 
was standing with his face to the mantel- 

3, on which rested his elbows, and with 
back to v the table, from which the 

servants were removing the luncheon- 
things. He knew not how long he had 
been in his present position, or how he had 
sumed it. He was perfectly aware, however, of 
what had happened ; that he had proposed for 
Kate to her moth.-r, aud that that lady had re
ferred him to her husband-in other words, had 
rejected him. He had good reasons of his oiyn 
for knowing that if Dalton was to be a3ked the 
same question the answer would be a very un
mistakable “No ” To be sure, there was still 
Kate herself, to whom he had not been abso
lutely forbidden to apply ; but that was an ex
periment from which ho shrank ; a last hope 
to which he must be hard driven, indeed, be
fore he resorted to it ; for he felt her answer 
would be final. The present, as her mother 
had said, was an inopportune lime to speak to 
her, and, what, concerned him more, it was an 
unfavorable time. “ You have only to wait.” 
Mrs. Campden had said, or as much as said, 
“until she begins to feel the discomforts 
of poverty, and then your chance will be 
improved." Indeed, she thought it a cer
tainty. But could he wait? There was the 
rub. Could he afford to wait? Being now 
alone, he drew bis pooket-bookout, and from it 
a slip concerning some shipping intelligence, 
on which he pondered with anxious care.

“ Toe quickest ship or 
mured; “ curse him !”

Then he studied the almanac.
“ There is not a day to lose, • there is not an 

hour. The pursuit is madness; 1 will give her
As he said so, the soft craunch of gravel 

came from the sweep without, and an open 
carriage drove by the window; the three 
girls had come home from Sanbeck. He 
caught a glance of Kate as she looked up 
with a cheerful smile toward her mother’s 
room; her sun-btight hair, her-pale, expres
sive features, and her gentle, reassuring eyes, 
made up a picture exceedingly beautiful; it 
passed in a moment, as though an angel bad 
looked out from heaven, and then withdrawn 
herself into the impenetrab e blue. But he 
knew that it wa=t reality, atid that his adored 
one was at tho hall-door, within a few feet 
of him. He did not stir, however, but stood 
as if spell bound, listening to the ring at the 
bell, the footman letting down the steps, and 
all the usual sounds of arrival. These died 
away, and were presently succeeded by other 
sounds : a thumping of some object on the en
caustic tiles that composed the floor of the hall ; 
a rapid flutter of female garments, and some 
hurried talk. Then the door opened, and re
vealed Mr. Geoffrey Derwent with a carpet
bag in one hand, and dragging a huge port
manteau with the other; behind him came 
Kate Dalton, entreating, commanding, cajoling. 
Her color, already high rose at the sight of 
Holt.

I did not know you were here, Mr. .Holt,’ 
said she, eagerly ; “ bnt i am glad of it. Do 
epeak to Jeff. Something has happened be
tween him and Mrs. Campden—I don t know 
what— and he is quitting the house in this 
fashion.”
. “I don’t want Mr. Holt’s opinion upon this 
subject,” said Jeff vehemently ; “ nor any man’s 
opinion. I will not stay another night under 
tnis roof.”

“But why carry all that lugsage*ahout with 
you, Mr. Derwent?” asked Hole, smiling.

“Because I don’t wish to be indebted tp 
any one belonging to Mrs. Campden for the 
smallest service. I shall leave them here 
behind the door, and go myself to Bleabarrow 
for the fly, Vvhich will take them away."

“And then?” inquired Mr. Holt, with an 
amused air.

Yes, indeed; that is what I have been 
telling him, Mr. Holt," broke in Kate ear
nestly, “ What is lie to do in London, with
out money, without friends ? He will starve to 
death !”

He will have to apply for out-door re
lief, at all events,” said Mr, Holt, ia corrobo-

What is that to you ?—that is my lookout,” 
wered Jeff, turning fiercely upon the last 

speaker. “ You heard what that woman said 
to me at lunch ; would you not think it better 
to starve than to stay acre, if sh^ had spoken 
so to you?”

“ I should certainly not have staid here, in 
that case," said Mr. Holt, quietly.

“There, you hear him!” cried Jeff, tri
umphantly; “ even Mr. Holt, would not have

‘ Pray, do not encourage Jeff in his
stinaoy,” pie ~--------- ~
"Yen know 
better advice.’

My advice, Miss Dalton, is, that he should 
go at once,” answered Holt, coolly—“ and with 
— Your mother and I were talking the
--------rover; and we agreed, if Mr. Derwent
himself approved of the plan, that. I should 
take him into my office upon trial ; after a 
month or two, he would be able to judge it 
stock-broking suited him."

Ch Mr. Holt, how good of yon ! Is this really 
truer ejaculated Kate.

“I don’t understand,” hesitated Jeff; “of 
course it is most kind ot Mr. Holt; but—”
. “Well, just run up to Mrs, Dalton, my lad; 
it was she who proposed tbe matter, and who 
will therefore be in the best position to ex_- 
pkun it to you. I suppose you would have 
wished her good-by in any case,”

Jeff colored and hung his head; his indig
nation had indeed been such as to induce him 
to leave Riverside without bidding farewell to 
anybody. “Yes, I will do that,” he said, after 
aUttleheei tattoo, due, doubtless, to the fear

ay, do not encourage Jeff in his pb- 
pleaped Kate, with tear-dimmed eyes 

know the world, and should give him

elude mechanical and scientific drainage. It 
is to be hoped this amendment will be made 
and . take effect immediately, for then in
stead of our western coast being a marsh 
abandoned to frogs and marsh hay, it will 
be dry and prolific, covered with com and 
meadows. The effecting of this change will 
be nothing compared with the drying of mil
lions of acres of salt marshes of England, 
Ireland and Scotland. Six hundred and 
eighty thousand acres in England alone wère 
at one time abandoned to sea mews, bit
terns, and plovers, but are now worth, some 
of them, one thousand pounds per acre. 
This has all been done by banking r ’
^ The aLove letter deals with a subject of 
the greatest practical importance, and we 
are only too glad to give it an insertion, and 
call special attention to it. Of all others, 
this matter of drainage calls for energetic 
parliamentary and municipal action. Not 
only are vast expanses of country valueli 
for agricultural purposes, because of their 
marshy character, but they are sources 
of malaria and reservoirs of disease. 
Several districts are specified in the 
above letter ; there is another perhaps 
the most notable in the Province, namely, 
the large basin lying between Lakes Erie 
and Ontario, through which the Welland 
Canal passes. From the elevated character 
of the region as a whole, it is too generally 
forgotten that the section referred to is 
land-locked and saturated with water. For 
twelve miles, the Welland Canal is îor the 
most part higher than the adjacent land, 
and the feeder through its entire length, 
twenty miles, is also higher than the farms 
through which it passes. No thorough sys
tem of drainage has been adopted—there 
is no steam pump at work through 
the entire region, and some of the oldest 
farms in the Province, at one time famous 
for wheat crops, are waterlogged and com- 
paratively unproductive. A great public 
work has been carried thromgh to the detri
ment of the locality in which it exists. 
The whole region is malarious, and every 
interest suffers for want of just such mea
sures as are suggested in “Kent’s” prac
tical letter.

Beside the localities mentioned, there are 
many more, less extensive, that might be 
made both healthful and fertile by such 
means as those pointed out. What but this 
has been the making of Holland, where the 
canal system is higher than the adjacent 
land, but where an admirable and 
effective governmental system of drainage by 
steam pumps keeps the farms not only 
free from all character of marshiness, but 
in just the right condition for the highest 
style of tillage ?

“ Kent ” suggests that here is a âne 
chance for speculators. No doubt of it. 
A friend of ours has made a fortune 
as member of a firm that undertook the 
reclamation of some New Jersey marshes 
not far from the city of New York. To 
guard against tidal action and the operations 
of musk rats, it became necessary for them 
to make a continuous wall of cast-iron 
platesfin the centre of their embankment, 
but costly as this was, their success was 

iplete, and the venture proved 
most profitable one. We have 
doubt that companies might be 

formed for the reclamation of marsh 
lands in this Province with the most satis
factory results. And they would prove 
what few companies of speculators have 
proved, namely, true patriots, increasing 
both the national health and wealth.

But after all, while there is a chance for 
speculators in this direction, there is need 
of urging the duty incumbent on munici
palities and the Legislature to take this 
matter vigorously in hand. The Dutoh 
Government has drained its vast marshes at 
a profit, and derives the larger part of its 
revenue from the reclaimed lands, and with 
similar good management what is now i 
soûree of disease and loss might be con
verted into healthful, fertile and profitable 
portions of the Province of Ontario.

orTHE CHINESE MANAtiEMENF 
ROSES.

it lias Seen stated that the Chinese method 
layering roses is sometimes more success- 
than ours. Late in the summer they 

set ,a vigorous shoot of the same year’s 
wth and tongue it in the usual way ; then 

put in a small pebble to keep the slit 
open, and bind a handful of fresh moss 
around the tongue, keeping it constantly 
dampened. In about six weeks it will have 
struck roots, and can be planted 
disturbing the mossy covering. Many 
the garden roses can fee increased by suck 
from the roots, which can be severed with a 
sharpe spade in the autumn and new brakes

Sheep from Canada.—Alluding to the 
fact that two steamers hare arrived in the 
Mersey from Canada, having between them 
1,139 head of live sheep onboard, the Lon
don Globe remarks : “ Here, then, we have 
the commencement of what may prove an 
almost inestimable boon to the,■'English 
people of small means. The capabilities of 
•the Dominion for raising sheep »fe pratically 
unlimited. During the last fiéw years the 
annual exportation of sheep from Canada to 
the United States has a/eraged half a 
million, and this in spite oi the trade being 
hampered by a 20 per jrent. duty. It is 
estimated that this 20 cent, more than 
equals the, total cost of Bringing sheep from 
the Canadian ports to Liverpool. Hence 
they could be soljfeftfr the same price in Eng
land as thfui fetch in the United States. 
This is, we\>elieve, considerably less than 
existing rates in the Uuited Kingdom, and 
the effect of such importations, if carried 
out extensively, must be to bring down our 
market to a-level with theAmerican. It 
would be too sanguine to expect much re
lief from this source for some time. A trade 
of such magnitude as this would need to be 
to produce any effect-ôivpric,es could not be 
established in a day. But, in the present 
state of affairs, any hews is welcome which 
affords- a reasonable hope of a good time 
coming for people of limited means. The 
present price of butcher’s meat in London is, 
to a certain extent, prohibitory, unless those 
who want it go to the trouble of making 
their purchase at Snrithneld Market. There 
comparatively moderate rates prevail, owing, 
we believe, to the slackness of trade having 
diminished the consumption of meat among 
the working classes. But the? rest of tbe 
metropolis, almost without < ^
mains the victim of an ino 
tariff, for which no reason is i 
the joint determination 
maintain existing ^ates 
will certainly have every came to rejoic 
this Canadian sheep traffic prove successful.

Mgh J
retailers z

A horse, no matter how vicious and obsti
nate he may be when attempts are made to 
shoe him, can be rendered quiet and man
ageable by making him inspire during the 
operation a few grams of the ethereal oü of 
parsley dropped on a handkerchief. A large 
number of trials of this substance have been 
made with the most troublesome and violent 
animals, and in every case with perfect suc
cess.—Suisse Romande.

Sensible.—At the last meeting of the 
North Carolina State Grange the following 
wise resolution was adopted ; “That the far
mers of North Carolina be, and are hereby 
advised by the State Grange to cultivate a 
mixed crop, that is, to produce at home the 
necessaries for the support of their families 
and raise the staple products as a surplus 
and thereby save expending their year’s 
work for family necessaries.”

I am of opinion that we had better cover 
com deeper even than we are in the habit 
of doing. I have never known any trouble 
to ensue from too deep plSUting. It may not 
come up quite as soon, but as a rule it will 
do better. This has been my experience for 
40 years.—Boston Cultivator.

I am quite sure wind-mills can be profit
ably used by farmers not only in raising 
water, but in other farm work. In one view 
»b Schiedam, in Holland, I saw 3,000 wind
mills all said to be e-------J :----- :-J:-------"
for the celebrated 1 
before thought that 
juniper berries. — Vick's Guide.

THE FAITHFUL CAS-NETER

From the New York Times.
As every one knows, the gas-meter is a 

recording instrument which is designed to 
show how much gas ought, in the opinion of 
the gas company, to be consumed by any one 
household within a given .time. That it 
never fails to accomplish thià^end is a mat
ter of universal notoriety, although the pre
cise manner in which it works ia a pro
found secret, known only to the gas com
panies. Rash men frequently try to com
prehend the action of the gas-meter, but 
the effort ends only in failure and despair. 
Our insane asylums are full of men whose 
intellects have been overthrown in this vain 
strife with the mysterious ra^er. The only 
fact in regard to it whiqh the public 
fully comprehends is, that just in preppr- 
tion as the quantity of gtfb buraea is 
reduced, the figures shown by the meter 
increase. Thus, men have been reduced 
from affluence to poverty, merely by cut
ting off the gas from their honsês and ' 
ing kerosene—an a 
stimulate the s

_______________ bum-
l act which never fails to

tie gas-meter to tremèndous feats 
of addition ana multiplication, upon which 
subsequent gas-bills of enormous propor
tions are based. From the point of yiew of 
the companies, the matter is a perfect suc
cess, since in no instance has it ever failed 
to record a greaterquantity of gas than has 
actually been consented.
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