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“LEFT UNSAID.”

““ A happier bour [ nevar spent "
Thao that with you whan last we met.
Alar we're never quite conteat !
Thera's alwars somethiag to regret;
And, when we ree our love no more, -
Sadly we count those errors v'er.

Thare’s always something loft unanid
At lovers meetings brief and rare:
The dear ope's presence seems 1o shed
Some atrange ercbantment in the air,
Arnd we, to cateh thosa accents Jow,
Furget our owp heart’s overflow—

Forget too soon the anxicus thought,
The tear to which vur trust Tave way ;
Such rlowing deauty Life hath caught
Prom thoee dear lips that speak to-lay
That we must leave still uoconfesaed
The Joabt, the bope that 8113 our breaar.

Though Death and change are ever near,
We quite farget them for a while
Aod all Love's mistrust and its faar
Are chased away by one sweet smile,
Tao soon the golden hours are spad,
And still is somethiog left unsaid.

We part and sigh, '~ The day is pasi;
U nspoken still the wonds remain.”
Ab, what if we have looked ouar last,
Nor see tbat face on earth agnis ?
Love's I8t propiticas houor hatk ows.
Such hapless parting some bave knews

And all their life throngh after years

Is apddeped by this keen regret—
 Had she but Kuswn what for my fears

I wouid have said when iast we met—
Had sbe but knows, had I foreseen—
O heart, bow blest we might have been !™”

THE PIECE THAT WAS LOST.

There was 3 promise of a capital hay duy ; =
Rilas Rogers decided as he stood in the back
porch after milking, polishing his face with a
coarse towel aud noting- the weather signs be-
tween the rubs.

A capital hay-day ; but a “ bad spell of wea-
ther'” might be expected scon : for did nat the
almanac say, “ About this time look out for
storms !

Sa all hands wore warned to be in roadiness
1o mow the lower intervale in the morning, and |
lnge no time getting at it, for the lower inter-
vale was swampy after a rzin.

The chores were done, the snpper eaten
Silas, with his chair tipped azainst the wall,
sleeping the sleep of the just, while his good
wife portered abont the kitchen setting her
spenge, beating up some ““riz” griddle cakes for’
treakfast, grinding the coffee, and, in a dozen
provident wavs, squeezing out of the tired day
a little help for the morrow.

Reuben went to the store for a pew scythe- |
snath ; Albner, the hired mar, bhung over the |
bharnyard gate with the beloved pipe that tried !
the hrusewife’s sonl, and pretty Mistress Hetty 3

|
H

wrinkled her forehead and pricked her fingers :
over the new dress she was trying to make in
the few leisure moments snatched from house-
work. She made 8 charming picture in the |
frame of the vine-wreathed window, her sleeves |
still rolled above her plump eitbows, the bright |
hair drawn bzck from the rosy facs which was .
turned full to the lamp as she threaded her

needle, or paused to brush some deluded moth ¢
;wa_v from the dangerous fame that fascinated !

im.

A charming pictare. but no one tn look at it;
for the great Norway pine held a screen of solid
blackness between the window and the mad,
even if any helated traveller had chanced to
walk that way, and only Hetty's white cat -
crept stealthily aleng the tep of the garden
fence with murderous designs tpon an untimely
brood of chirping birds in the carrant bushes.
Ouly this—ah, beware Mistress Hetty ! Eril
eyes are looking at you ; eyes from which a
hirathen mother wonld cover your face with her
hands, and breathe a prayer to break the unhely
spell they might cast upon you—a woman's eves
peering from a thick jungle of lilass and sy-
ringas 80 near that it seems as if Hetty most
feel thern. But Heity feel: nothing, sees uo-
thing but the troublesome dress: and, as the
perplexing ruffles are conquered one by one, her
heart growy light, thelittle frown smooths away
and Hetty begins to sing. What a sweet voice
sbe has! It reaches the tired mother and light-
ens her heart, too. [t wakes her father, and
then lulls him pleasantly to sleep again, Now
Abner hears it and draws bis hickory shirt-
sleeves across his eyes; and that wataler in the
green tangle—who can guess what she thinks or
feels as the sinks down with her chin upon her
hands, and her face quite in the dark, and
listens to the pathetic story of ¢ The Ninety I
Hetty herself is not half conscious of the pathos
with which she bewails tha lost sne,

‘“ Away on the mountains bleak and bare
Away from the tender Shepherd’s care,”

and goes throngh the tender story to the final
rejoicing when the shepherd brings back his
own. Ske is ntill bumming it fitfully over and
over when her mother opens the door of the
keeping roow and Lids her go to bed and not
ruin her eyes with sewing by lamp light.

* Just a mwinute,” sayx Hetty 1 ‘a8 s00n as |
finisk this sleeve,™

And the minutes glide ou and on, the sleeve
is finished, held up nud admired, and Mistress
Hetty takes off ber shoes and slips softly up
stairs to bed.  She does not even close the win-
dow. What shouold come “iuto the house un-
Lidden, save the cat and the conl night air?
Everything is silent. The mother bird broods
her little oue securely, unconacious of the cruel

eves near by, until Renben comes whistling
along the road and, boy like, stops to shy a
stone at the tompting white mark on the garden
fence. The  prowler leaps away with long
bounds over the wet grass, and a tragedy is
averted with unothing ta shew for it but dirty
tracks upon the piece of ¢ factory™ spread out
to bleach. By and by there is a little stir in
the lilac junyle ; & woman comes cautiously out
of her hiding plsce snd steals away to the
barn.

Tha cows are lying here and there under the
long shed sleeping, perhaps, in a cov's uneasy
fashion, but with certain air of motherliness
and content about them. They do not even
wonder at the late comer as she treads her way
among them, enters the bary, wounts the scaf-
fold already well filled with the sweet new hay,
and is soon asleep, hearing now and then a
broken twitter from the restless swallows under
the e ves, or perchance a faint sweet voice sing-
ing, with lingering pity in its tone,

# Rick, wounded and ready to die.”

Who cau tell when the summer day begins !
One instant a dusky silence, cool, moist and
fragrant, hanging over the hill, the next a bumt
of song from some tree-top, caught up from a
hundred green coverts, swelled, repeated and
pralonged  in mad chorus that presently settles
agmin into silence. The slow stir of life awaken-
ing, the bustle smong the ponliry, and the low.
ing of scme impatient cow, ar the sound of her
companion nipping the short, juicy grass, the
unwilling creak of a rheumatic pump handle,
and here and there the dull thu({of an impro-
vident axe preparing the kindlings for the kit-
chen fire.

The day was well under way in Silas Rogery'
household before the majority of his neighbours
had reached this peint.  The cows were milked
and tarned into the green lane to make their
own way to the pasture, the steady whirl of the
crindstone and the sharp ring of steel told that
the moments hefora breakfast were being made
the most of, anid even at the table thero wers
few words spoken, and no useless lingering. But
after hreakfast Silas Rogers took down the
leather cnvered Rible that had been his old mo-
ther's daily vomupanion for eighty years, and all
the family sat reverently down to wosship.

The golden moments might spred as they
would,but no day in that house hold began with-
out its portion from the Bible. It might have

 bwen a hogering recollection of Hetty’s song, it

might have been one of thosw cclestial provie
denees which we vall chance, which led him to
reasd from the gnspel the story of the wandering
sheep and the lost piece of silver. It is doulit.

i fut if auy of them were very deepiy touched by

it. It was a familiar story to the good wife,

{and ske could not keep her thougnts from
i straying anxiously to the loaves rising peril-

ously in the pans, while Hetty glanced at the
clock and secretly hoped that her father had not
chanced upon a long chapter. The reading

i came abruptly to an end, an earnest though

howely prayer and the service was ended.
Abner and Reuben almost stumbled over a
woman sitting absorbed in the door-way. Silas
looked at her but did not stay to question, and
when they were gone she rose and said abruptly,
* Will you give me some breakfqat ¥*
Mrs. Rogers looked at her. She was a tall

;and net uncomely woman of about thirty, but

with <omething indefinahly evil about her face,
The hard moutk, the bald, defiant eves repelled
her, yet seemed as if at any instant they might
break into scornful tears.

*“ Who ate you ! asked the good wife, coming
nearer with the pan of bread in hier hand, Aga:n
the face lightened, gres hard and then vielded
with the sndden declaration @

1 am the piece that was Jost "

Martha Hogers had not » particle of postry in
her natare, but »he had the most profound re-
verence for the seriptures, thersfore the words
both puzzled and chocked her. But she was
not a woman to refuse biead to the hungry, so
she placed food upon the table, xnd mationesd
the woman to a chair, with a brief * Sit np
and eat.”

All the time that the woman was eating, and
sbe did not ha-ten, her eves followed the mis-
tress and Hetty, antil Martha Rogers grew ner.
vous #nd sent Hetty to ““right up the cham.
bers.”

As soon #s she was gone the womau turned
abruptly from her breskfast.

“Will you give me work to do 1" she demand-
ed, rather than asked.

““Who are you?” asked Mra. Rogers again,
simply to gain time.

‘1 thought you knew. I am Moll Prichett ;
and they have turned me out of my house ;
burned it over my head,” and the eyes grew

lorid with evil.

“What can you do?" asked Mrs, Rogers.
** Anything that a woman can do, or a man. 1
can work in the firld with the best of them; |
have done it many a time ; it | should like to
do what—to b like other wowen "’

‘CAre yon a good woman 1"

The question came steaight and astrong, with.
out any faltering.  She had heard of this Moll
Prichett, n womau who lived alone in «n old
tumble down hut below the saw-mill and won n
miagre living by weaving rag-carpets, picking
berries {or pale, and it waa suapected in less ro.
jutable way«, hat Martha Rogers took no stock
in idle rwmor«. - If whe had not divine compas-

sion she had something very like divine justice,
which is altogether a sweeter thing in ita remern.
bering of our frame than the tender mercies of
the wicked.

The woman looked at her curiously. At first
with a mocking smile, then with a sullen, and
at last with a defiant expressian, -

“ g it likely '’ she said fiercely, ‘A pood
woman?! How should 1 be a goo«} woman t 1
tell you * 'm the piece that was lost,’ and no.
body ever looked for me, If I wasa good woman
do you suppase 1 should be where T bo—only
twentyv-eight vears old, well aud hearty, and
every door in the world shut in my face 1 1 tell
ye the man that wrote that story did not know
women ; they don’t hunt for the ,\ivce that is
lost ; they just let it go. There'srenough on
*eut that don't get lost.”

Poor Martha Rogers was sorely perplexed all
the mom that her way had lain so smooth and
plain before her that she might have walked in
it blindfolded. If this was a lost piece of silver
it was not she who lost it but what if it were
the master's, precions to his heart, and s careless
hand had dropped it, and left it to lie in the
dust? And what if he bade bher seek it, and
find it for him? On this very day, when she
needed so sorely the help she had looked forin
vain, had not this woman been sent to her very
door, and was it not a plain leading of Provi-
dence T It is a blessed thing for us that we are
usually driven to act first and theorize after-
wards, even though the after-thought sometimes
brings repentance.  The bread was neady for the
oven and the wood-box was empty.

* Yon may fetch in'some wood,” ssid Murtha
Rogers, aud the woman prowptly obeyed, Slling
the box with one load of her sinewy arms, and
then stood humbly waiting.  Hetty came into
the room and began to clear the table, but her
mother took the dishes from her hands,

“Goup stairs and fetch a big dpron and oue
of your sweepin§ caps, and then you may getat
your sewing and see if von can finish up your
dress.”

Away went Hetty, her lght heart hounding
with unexpected relesse, and her mother turned
sgain to the woman, (urnisted her with a coarse
towel and sent her to the wash.house for a
thorough purification.  Halfan hour afterwani,
with her hair ludden in the mnslin cap, her
whole figure envelopsd in the clean calien
apron, a comaly woman was silently engaged in
the honsehold tasks, daing her work with such
rapid skifl that the critical housewife drew a )
sigh of relisf.

“There's a hav'ful of towels, and rcoarss
clothes left from the ironing you wmight put the
iron on, Mary, and smooth ‘em ont.”

The woman turned a startled {ace upon her,
and then went quickly for the clothes, but
something—was it a tear boeralled down  the
swarthy cheek and miogiml with the bhright
drops she sprinkled over them.  When had <he
ever been calledi Mary? When had she heard
any name hut Moll?  Notsinee away among
the hills of New Hawpwhire s pale woman had |
laid hier hands upon the mug‘ﬂl curls of her:
little daughter and prayed that from the strange |
world to which she was sperding she might be
allowed *o watch over thes waywand fret lost
they should go astray,  Hud she watehed ¥ did
she know ' Moll fmp(-d not: it made her:
shadder to think of it.  What would heaven Y
worth if ohe could see and know ¥ and yet, what *
did she hear about joy in heaven over one sin-:
ner that repentad U If there was joy it must

he that they Koew ; or perhaps only good news ©
was carried there, !
Tha: night Hetty sang again at her sewing by
the Limp, aud from the attic window {ar above
her head the wamlerer leaned ootinto the dark
to listen.  The little chamber wax bare of orna-
ment ; there was rot a pinture on the cleanly
whitewashed wallsand the sirmight curtain was
far decency, not drapery ; but it seemad to this
abea very chamber of peace. The great Narway
pine almost brushed her chirek with its resinous -
plutmes, balmy with maotst night air, and a bind

hidden somewhere atnong its branches sent out

a startled, lisllawake ery, and then Jropped ofl
to sleep agein.  There was a pa'e young moan
Iow in the western sky, with h&z\ck clowis seud.
ding acrosa it, and the Jduil, steady sonud of the .
river, pouring over the great dam in the vallev, |
seemed to come nearer, like the trawp of feet.
Martha Rogers went out to the milk-room and
stoand for 8 moment in the door, shading the |
flickering eandle in her hand.  She was only,
taking o housewifely shservation upon the ga-
thering storm but ¢ seemed to the wanderer |
that she might w-il be the woman who had
lighted a candle to search for the lost piece of :
silver, and with a Jim comprehension of love on |
earth and joy in heaven she tried to pray aund .
fell asleep. i

Silas Rogers liatened to the day's story ns he
sat meunding a bit of harness with clumay fin.
gers. He may be forgiven if bis thoughts some.
times wandered to lﬁe hay 8o fortnnately se-
cured from the atorm, or ran over the grist to
be sent to the mill in the morning if it proved a
wet day, or speenlated curiously on the super.
human knowledge of nlmanic men; but on the
whole he was tolerably attentive, and certainly
grasped the idea that bix wife had weeured a
valuable and much-needed helper.

1t seemns v risk to run,” said Muartha,
anxiously ; “and [ don't Znow but it's pre-
!‘»”umpt.xmun; thero's  Hotty, and there’s Rey-

-~

““ And there’s the Lord,” said Silas, stopping
to opan his knife.

*Yes," maid  Martha, with o little atant,
“and 1 can't quite get vid of what she anid
about the plece that was Jout ; though to be
sure, the woman that lost it ought to hunt i,

*Bhe never does ; folks are always loning

s perforsnee Ioever heard.,

things for somebody elae to find ; "taint many

Of 'em can say, ‘ those that thou hast given jye
bave I kept, right straight along,' " ’

“ But if you lose your own piec
after other folks —**

Silus cnt off his waxed end and gave the har.
ness an experitental pull before he answered

** Well, there's rinky, as you say, bat I'd
ther tako u rink for the l,«)n{ than agin hig ’

Martha Rogers took the risk for the Lord 'uml
he abundautly justified and rewarded hor f:'mh
For the piccs that was lost becomes peace 1o the
heart that finds it and lays it again in the Mo
tor’s hands ; aud locking the atory of the
dererin her own breast it was only to the
that she said, ** rejoice with me.”

Aund when, vears afterwad, the woman her.
sell said, before the committes of the churel
“1 am a woman over whom there is great jrm'-
in beaven,” there were not wanting those wha
thought ¢he was presumptuousty claiming to te
a satut,

¢ looking

wan.
angsly

FOOT NOTES.

GueaT minds can unbend, ns was seen the
other night when a blackbeetle appeared on the
fivor of the House of Commons and earried im.
mense excitement, hilarity, and even chesrs
it turned to various political sections for a 1ok
Finally a general “Oh ! oh ™ uprose ¢ which
stapped  the bewildsred  Attorney-Geners) for

ireland in his speech) ax n Member entered the
House, and, not seeing the eause of the amye.
ment, put his foot on the beetle and terminated
its Parliamentary carver,

as
fuige,

Tur Turkish woman i marriagealle at 1.
age of nine years, and by Turkish law ap 1ha
age, if married, sbe is competent to manage Lor
property and dispose of one-third of her forsune,
The Jaw allows her to abandon her Lushand's
house for just canae, and will proteet her i ay
doing.  She cannot v cum;n}hvd to Jatagr for
the support of her hushand,  On the enntrary,
he s compellad to support her oand i a
penal offenve to fnsult or iHetevat her.  Shanld
he nat furnish her with funds she i anthorrad
ti horrow in his nam2 and even well his T
properiy.  Alter mareiage she has the abealnte
cnn{;ﬂ! of her own property, which be cannot
tount.

N

A BrarniFvi young Hajpot of twenty, Wy
name Padmaning, i attracting much attention
at Madris, 1 wae present at one of e perform.
ances, which are [ike the spirit ualistic seapees
in America. e Wgan the perfannoe g
playing on the fidile, the exquisiteness of whish
1 am at a losc to deserihe. Tt was the grandea
These wae a
tent abont a yard and a half in height oo

ali
the

s eentre of the house where the jerfonmanc: was

wiven. This was made up of fouriran hars
hase formed a spnare, and the top of 11 was a
dene wade ny n} sticks. The tent had wred st
cover,  The canstruction of this tent, -5 wine
ever vou may call {t, waw such that it oo
takew to plves andd adjucted o a minute,
came the  Dosavatlnnm ™ This was des
plaving ten Kinds of musical instroments,
had the tent examined and feund nething o
side.  The young man entered it and tonk o
thainstrnments that were outatde. A 2

fnstrnmenta were played apon at the sane te,
areotfipastied hy singing by the young man sbone.
Then all the dustruments were taken on?, he
remaining insile the tent. Seareely 4 few
minutes alter thers was a toiwe of hias vess
Lmsediately {ollawed the imiae o water b
wired from one sessel ta auother, Shorts
after he threw ont taa cloths-onue he wope 2
the time he wotered the tent and another. Then

ke

S

—

“he manga bedl, which waca token | think of b

performng 2 Poo)u ™ At fast th tent was tdon
to pivees, when we found the voung san dres
ed Bike o bragtifind lathsed, an i decorated with
flawers and jewels after the fadunn of trousa.
Hiedn danciae givlx, and wearing white mu-hin
with lace horders, snd a vialet bolice, the con.

ctente of which a copstable tried 1o examine

dWfore he entered the tent he had three tnafra,

twhen he care out his head was ke # Venale's
By 0 . .
- The genaral helief of the Hindio s that it i

all done by the help of spirits.

A Cotrarsy or ViTarn ENkrey in lung i
seases in greatly acealerated by the low of flesh,
strength and appetite which invariably attends
it. It ix ane of the chiefl recommendations of
Notthrop & Lyman's Emulsion of Cod Liver uil

; and Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda, that by
i reaxen of the blood.euriching and wounshing

propertirs of the last-named ingredients, it e
news failing strength by compensating for fosses
alrendy sustained, while a healing and soothing
3n!hu~uw ixat the same time exerted upou the
inflamed membranonus lining of the throat,
lungs and bronchis, by the Cod Liver Dil.
Digestion is stimulated and appetite improved :
the nervous »ystem aequires tone and vigor, and
the secretions nnderge a healthy change when
itisused.  Porchascsrsa shonld see that the bot-
ten {sold Al 50 centa and 81.00) have the firm's
name blown in thein, and that the wrappers beas
8 fac simile of our siganture,  Sold by all drug-
gists. . Prepared only by Nogtitgor & LyMay,
Torouto, t

ORGAN FOR SALE.

From oue of Lthe best manufactories of the
Dominion, New, and an exerllont fuatrument,
Will be sold choap,  Apply at this offiee.




