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THE RURAL CANADIAN.

HOME CIRCLE.
TOPKNOT.

BY MKS. L. M. LIVINGLATON

( Concluded.)

One warm afternoon Mrs. Lane had gone out on the
back porch in quest of a cool place. l!usi[l(y engaged with
her sewing, she was presently startled by a peculiar cluck 1
cluck ! cluck ! quite near her, and looking up, what should
her astonished eyes discover but Topknot, waddling trium.
phantly along at the head of a long line of downy yellow
chicks, as proud and happy a mother as ever was at the head
of a family. Mrs. Lane tried to tlunk for 2 moment that
her eyes deceived her. But, no ; there was Tupknot s gray
and white feathers this time, sure enough, and there was no
wistaking, either, the brnght eyes and pert htile head, with
its pink tuft.

At any other time Mrs. Lane would have gone 1nto rap-
tures over the small s)uﬂ' Lalls, =nd have beea quick to
congratulate the complacent little mother; but as 1t was,
a humiliating sease of the great injustice she had been guilty
of was all the sensation she expericnced at the sight of Top-
koot’s thriving famly. She did not stop tu discover what
was the hidden motive that caused her to hasuly decoy Top-
koot to the barn, by means of a dish of corn, and there
proceed to tiea stning to one of her leps and fasten hes
securely.  To keep this miserable biped out of sipht was
now most important. To that end her mistress had a coep
constructed s soon as possible, and placed behind the barn
in the far end of the lot.

If Mrs. Lane had trouble before, she was in whole seas
of it now, It had been as gall and wormwood before to live
in such astate of alienation—to see Mrs. Butler nesghbouning
with Mrs. Hale just opposite, makiog calls and visits to-
gether, fust 2s they two used to do; and then what tortures
to behold, one fine afternoon, all the ladies of her acquaint-
ance §le up Mrs. Butler's walk, dressed in their best! Did
she ever think, in those pleasant times that werg gone forever,
that her ncigglbour would one day have a tea party and she
would sit £t home viewing itfromafar? But now conscience
applied her whip, and bade her confess how unjest she
hadbeen. Ah1 there were mountains ofdifficulty in the way.
Ever since childhood it had been the hardest possible thing
to say, “I was wrong.” Still, she would do it now, if it
would be of any use.  If it were but some dipnified 2ffair
that caused the trouble, it would be different; but this
shameful thing—one poor little henl Suppose she should
g0 2nd confess, what could she say? She should have to
admit that she believed her friend to be actually guilty of
taking what belonged to another. That was exactly what
it zmounted to, put into words, 2nd how would that high-
spirited woman scorn her and her confession! It seemed
now as if she must have been insane to let such a suspicion
take possession of ber.  If only those unfortunate words had
not slipped from her! if only that deceitfut Mrs. Ketchum
had pot told it! It will bea lesson to me, she often told
hers=lf. **I never shall again say anything about 2 person
that I would not say to their face.”

Ard so, night and day, she had no peace from aa accusing
orosaence.  Inall her pleasures there was this thorn rank-
ling. She pever koelt to pray but the words, * If thou
bring thy gift to the altar aod there rememberest that thy
brother bath aught against thee, leave there thy gift before
the altar, go thy way, first be reconciled to thy brother,
then come and offer thy gift.”” She had been a warm-
hearted Christian, despite her suspicious nature and her
imprudent tongue; and pow a great wall seemed to have
arisen between her and all divine comfost.  She began to
absent herself from church and shot herself 1a from society,
apd to lose the lively flow of spirits that had brightened all
2bout her.  Memory aided conscience to torment her.  She
wept sorrowful tears as she called to mind the many kiod-
nesses M3, Butler had showered upon them whenthey came,
strapgers to the villape; bow, when they were sitting down
to 2 bare tea-table that first night in the new home, the new
neighbour mzde her first callatthe back door.  She remem-
dered so distinctly just what she brought—delicions home-
mzde bread, cold meat, and stewed pears.  Then should she
ever forget that awfol time when Freddy had the croup, and
the doctor was ont of town? How Mrs. Batler watched over
bim sl night and saved his life ! Surely there was never
any one before s0 monstrously unzmtc!nf:s she had been.
She called herselfa fooland a wretch, and other hard names.

Mais. Baotler was, of course, meaawhile oblivious of this
distress of her peighbour.  If she could have bat known it,
the way would have been clearer. Howmever, she was too
calighteaed a woman not to know that she was hwvizp in
disregard of one of the plainest commands of the Scriptates,
*Be at peace amoag yourselves.” 1! there was one thing
above azother that Mrs. Butler had always prided herself
nmil wasthat her name was without reproach, absolutely
Y suspicion. In hersecret heant she had fiattered her-
self with the thought that, with such 2 record, it woud be all
but impossible for possips to discuss her beyond the petty
questions of how many shirts and towels were accaustomel
to appear oa her lines in the weekly wash, or whether she
had company two or three times last week.,  Consequently,
this was no small oficace ske was called upon to overlook.
She tried very hard to ke hersclf believe, when coascience
kept up uncomfortable whispers, that she had nothing to do
in the matter.  She was not the agpressor.  She could not
thrast pardon upon one who did not want it.  So she went
oa ber way, and lived her bosy life, eagaged in all manner
of good works; visited the sick and poor, read her daily
portion of Scriptzre, prayed her daily prayers, attended
church regulatly, and yet—communion Sabbath she went
three seats farther back of whete she intended to sit, becacse
her eacmy, Mrs. Lase, uscally satin thatoae.  Mm. lanc
was not there, though.  She sat at home in gloom and sor-
sow. Ard who zhall say which was the farthest wrong that
day?  Traly, *‘ the heant is deceitfol above al! things.” It
is pitifol to think that Bible-feading Christians think they
commit a sin when they absent themselves from the sacna-

of ill-will and bitterness, as if the mere partaking of bread
andl;vinc was a sort of enchantment thal possessed virtue in
itself,

Poor, deluded heart that does not know, will not see,
that the same law.giver who said, “ Thou shait not kill,”
said also, ** He that hateth hiz brother is a murderer.” And
yet he dares draw near the feast of undying love, and tries
to cover the black spots in his heart—the hate and revenge
~with the dry leaves of high resolves and long prayers;
thinking to cheat God,fforgetting that it is written, ** The
Lotd searcheth all hearts and understandeth all the imagina-
tions of the thoughts.” Ilow can it be that some of us will
be . perfectly happy in heaven, for shame of remembering
that we once worried and persecuted and hated ‘some
poor handful of dust,” and then, unforgiving and unforgiven,
cuuated ourselves among those who love the Lord ?

There came a day, though, when Mrs. Butler's complacent
spist was rufiled. and 1t was brought about through the
Concordance. She had taken it down, one Sabbath afte:-
noon, to look out the meaning of a text that occurred in the
Sabbath schoo! lesson. As her eye ran over the page to
find what she wanted, 1t {eli on the word **forgive.” These
was a long hist of texts with that word 1n them. Somchow
they attracted her, and she ran them over. Some of them
scemed new to her.  * Forgive, and ye shall be forgiven.”
Was divine forgiveness conditional in that way? Slhe had
never thought of it. lere was another—** If ye forgive not
men their trespasses”—~\What then? She took her Bible
and searched it out. Sure enough, it read straight and
strong—*‘ When ye stand praying, forgive, if ye have aught
against any, that your F:tgcr also, which is in heavep, may
forgive your trespasses.”

Alrs. Butler had read the Scriptures hundreds of times,
but it seemed like 2 new doctrine, for all that. The teach.
ing was plain enough; in order to pray acceptably, she
must have a forgiviog spirit. More than that, she must
actually forgive, otherwise the Father in heaven would not
forgive her.

She was not a woman accustomed to have enemies. MHer
temper, 1o general, was sweet, and, literally, heretofore, the
sun had not gone down upon her wrath. \When she put the
questions now to herself, as if she had been another person:
** Have 1 forgiven Mrs. Lane? Do I forgive her this
minute?” her candid mind was obliged to answer, ** No, 1
have not, I cannot.””  “ But was she not forgiven?” * Was
she not a Christian 2" * What isa Christian?” *‘ Why,
a lorgiven sinner.” Plinly, according to this word, she
was neither one nor the other.

« Was this the reason why, of late, God had seemed far off
when she prayed?

She entizely forgot the subject she had set out to study,
and became fascinated with this one. Ruanning her eye
down the loog list of “forgives,” she came upon,—* To
whom little is forgiven, the same loveth hittle.”  Was this the
reason why all relish seemed 1o have gone from the perform-

ance of Chnistian duty, why her heart was cold as stone 29

Was the reason one of the hinks of this strange chain!  She
loved little, becanse she forgave not.

These were unwelcome thoughts, Mrs. Batler arose,
closed the Bible and Concordance, and made ready to go to
the niission Sabbath school. That hour, thorgh, with her
Bible, had opened her cyes and quickened her conscience ;
she Jost her self-satised spint, and became as ill at ease as
Mrs. Lane.  She declared repeatedly to herself, as the con-
flict went on, that it was catirely out of the question for her
to be first to offer to be reconciled; that would destioy
every shied of self-respect. It was Mrs. Lane’s place to
take the first step.  When she got to this point in the daily
battles she carned on, Satan invariably put in 2 word :
** Youa would look well crawling after her, trying to make
up; asif you couldn’t live without her.” Thken the woman
whuse soal he coveted would grow hot with indignation,
and forget for a time the solemn, awful words, ** If ye for-
@ive not, neither will your Father forgive you.”

Vainly she tried to compromise matters with, “ I will
fropive her whenever she asksat.”” The great difficolty in
the way of setthing the aflair in this way was that ancom-
promising verse, ‘ When thoz stand praying, forgive.”
She must formive while she prayed. And then it was 2
dead-leck!  She did not, she counld not. **How can I
pray without forgiving? and how can I forgive when I do
aot feel inthe least hke a2

Aad thic brozght her to the last and only conclusion,—
‘* I must fosgave her, or lose my soul.”  Following quick on
that came the resolve, ‘I will forpive her. 1 will pray
that my feclings toward her may be changed. 1 will kccP
on asking that ope thing, if it is years belore it comes.”
And 1n the state of heast she then was, she expected the
conflict to be long. Day after day she thoaght to come with
her burden and camry away bardoess and Dbitterness; it
seemed so impossible for her feelings to be chapged.  Abd
little faith had not counted upon the royal kindness and un-
limited power of one who promised, ** I will give you a
nght spant.’

No sooaer, thotgh, had she come, in true poverty of
spint, and with real desite for this onc thiag, thanlo} the
wall was broken down; the bilterness, the anger melted
away, like mists before the son.  What was her jorfal sur-
prise to find her feclings atterly changed.  She had expeatad,
in time, 10 attain to this state after many strugples; but here
the thing was done.  She felt that she did from her heant
forgive. How had it come about 50 s00n? As if the Lord
needed time to bestow a blessing on williap souls! And
was this aew, strange lore for Christ that begran to steal into
her heant—was this a pledge that He had forgiven ber?
** Her sins are {orgiven for the loved much.” Oh, that He
would onc day say that of her, too?

Mes. Batler had always been a resolate woman.  She had
promised herself that noz another night should pass belore
doing all in her power to make peace with her neighboar.
She was ot ont t> vow and oot perform, or put off the

rformance. With this purpose in her wmind, and meditat-
iog 03 the best way of carrying it out, zhe stood for a
moment on the porch. By this time the foll summer moon
was up, and the two linls homses, tecked away in their

ment, snd yet foel privileged 1o cume there with hearts fell

shrubbery, looked like abodzs of peacan

In the farther comer of the piazza, sittiog among the
shadows, she could see her neighbour. Mrs. Batler could
essily stroll down her own walk, pass through the gate and
along the strect ; but to pause hefore Mrs. Lane’s gate, s::s
in, and pass up the walk, was another thing, and requi
not a little courage. But she was strong now, with a
strengith not her own; aod although she hesitated just a
moment, as she Jrid her hand on the gate, sbe had no
thought of retreating, for this was to be done for His sake
who had forgiven her.  The spirit was willing and glad to
do it, but remnaats of pride put in a suggestion that it would
be ;o much casier if the one who had offended could come
to her.

How strange that Mrs. Lane, too, was in the midst of a
cusis§  She had tried for a2 whole week to summon courage
to go and confess her wrong. This very pight she had
started three times, but each time had got no farther than
the gate; and now sat trembling like 2 leaf in the wind,
fecling as if she never could doiit in this woild; for she koew
Mrs, Butler would give her a look that would nearly cut her
in two, and say something sharp, for Mrs, Butler knew how
to do that. Leaning her head on her hand, absorbed in her
{;loomy thoughts, she saw nothing until a slight rustle caused
her to look up, and, behold t there was the person she longed
aud dreaded to meetl before her.  She had concocted many
proper speeches wherewith she would some time meet Mrs.
Butler, bat not a word of them did she say now. She took
the offered hand, burst into tears, and exclaimed ¢

“Oh Mrs, Butler! Can you ever forgive me?"

Of course, there followed along talk and mutual explana-
tions; and, as is usually the case when people really desire
to beal a quarrel, the causes on both sides for its existence
seemed to dwindle into such insignificance that they could
only fecl shame and astonishment that it had continued so

long.

\%’hcn Mrs. Butler finally heard the climax of the whole
thing, how Topknot was safe in the barn this minute, with a
large family of her own, and that her mistress had lived
through ages of torture all summer because she knew she
ought to come and confess, and how much she wanted to,
but she was afmid—it began to grow too ludicrous for
serious consideration, and she laughed till the tears came,

“You didn't want to any worse than I wanted you to,
I assure you,” she said, wiping her eyes ; then breaking into
uacontrollable laughter agzin.

“It is just as Funny as it cao be, anyway. It is little
wonder, after all, when I come to think it all over, that you
did accuse me of such a dark deed whea I put poor Topknot
over the fence so savagely, and then magde such ugly speeches
about you.”

When they sid “;iood night,” the two women d as
lovingly as yovag girls; and each thought within herself,
as they went down the walk together, that the world was
never so beautiful as on that particular night.

And now the back gate was unfastened, the grass spring-
ing up in the littde path was sooa crushed, 2nd the two fam-
ilics returned to their forme: peaceful relations. To insure
the continuance of this state of thiogs, Mrs, Lane had a
famoas hen-park beilt, so bigh that even Topknot could not
scaleit.  And duly s the season came around, 2 pair of her
plumpest, yellowest chickens found their way mysteriously
to Mrs. Butler’s kitchen table—a fair offering on the shrine
of peace!

HOW 70 OBTAIN LONG LIFE,

Thousands of people annually ruin their copstitutions by
simply swallowing too much medicine. It may seem a
strange thing for 2 medical mxan to say, but it is nevertheless
afact. It isa dangerous thing to fly with every little ail-
ment to the medicine chest.  The use of topics, anless under
medical advice, should be discountenanced; a tonic is
sharper thana two-edped sword—it is 2 tool that needs to be
used with caation. There are now, I am sorry to see, some
acrated waters coming into use which contzin the strongest
mineral toaics, that are 2pt to accumulate in the system with
the most disastrons resolts. They should therefore not be
drunk ed Ziditum as to quantity. or without geidance s to

uality. Rest should be taken with great regularity. Oae

y in seven shonld be set apart for the complete rest of
both body and mind. 1Inde ent of this, all who can
afford itshonld take an 2nnual holiday. Travelling is cheap,
and two weeks' or 2 month’s relaxation from care and
basiness cannot make 2 big hole in the purse of ons who
works well all the rest of the year and knows how to ccono-
mise time. Inpocent pleasure and wholesome recreation
conduce to longevity. All work and no play sends Jack to
an carly grave. Recreation is to the mind and nervous
system what sunshine is to the blood. As a physician, I
raust be allowed to say just one word abort lgc quieting,
alming cfiect of religion upon the mind. The tmly te.
ligious make by far and away the best patisats, their chances

recovery from scrious sickness arc greater, azd so is their
chance of long life, simply owing to the rowcr they bave of
submitting themszlves quictly, yet bumbly and Zopy=lly, to
whatooever may be belore them.

EFFECT OF SUNSHINE.

From an acom, weighing a few graias, a tree will grow
for 100 years or more, not ooly throwiog off mzny pocods of
leaves cvery year, bat itself weighing many toss- If an
orange twig is put in a large box of carth, and that carth is
weighed when the twig becomes a tice, bearing laxcious
fruit, there will be very nearly the same amount of earth.
From carncful experiments made by different scientifc men,
it is a0 ascertained fact that a very large pant of the growth
of a tree is derived from the sup, from the air, and from the
water, a0d 2 very little from the carth; and notably all

tation becomes sickly vnless it is frecly exposed 2o sun-
shine. Wood and coal are bat condersed sanshine, which
coatzins three important clements equally esvential to botk
vepetation aad apimal life—mzgnesia, lims, god iron.  Itis
the iron in the blood which gives it its sparkliag red coloar
and th. 1t is the lime io the booes which gives them
the durabulity accessary to bodily vigoar, while the mzgnesia
i3 imporant to all the tissves.




