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Ehoiee Fiternture,
The Bridge B;;ween.

ORAPTRR XXXVI,~~AN EVENTIUL EVENING,

It was indeed a happy day for the Wood-
wards on whioh ¢hey roturned to {he doar
0ld house at Hampstead, Tho old swoet
smils (which she had bestowed on Notta)
odmme back to Mrs, Woodward's kind face,
and My, Woodward recoverod his health in
the familisr study and in sight of the wild
overgrown garden. Fortuna smiled on
them too, aud Ar. Woodward was offered
the editorahip of a magszine, which he was
only too
aneyed tbemselveg) ngntiln. and the burdenno

nger foll upon Dorothy.
lo"s I don't plmovv what we shonld have
done withont yot, my child,” ho eaid to her
as thoy sat fu the piudy one evening~the
study which looked almost the same &s in
former days, for thoy found to their sur.
prise that George Blakosley had bought in
most of the things which had been init,
and had replaced them as s pleasant sur.
price on their retun, * You have saved
us &ll from roin,” he went on, * There
would have boon nothing but starvation or
the workhouse for us if iyou had not kept
the family together. I did not think there
wis §o muoh in youn, Dorothy.”

‘And this was her reward, the kuowledge
that ahe had begun fo live not only for
herself but for others, that if she went from
am .ng thoéo around her they wonld miss,
not merely a face and form they loved be-
oause by kinship she beloxgod to them, but
that they would iiiies also the work her
hands had found to do and thethoughtsher
heari conceived. 8he hiad learnt to make
herself necessary to the comfort and happi.
ness of thoee within her reach, and in this
satisfaction to find her own. They were
vory happy days, those of the firsl mix
months, spent in the old house, The gar-
don had been untouchod, and the syoa-
more-tree cameo into leaf, and all looked
the same as in yoars past—

#The game, the samo, yet not tho same,
Oh never, noevoer more.”
thought Dorotby as sho wandered down the
moss-grown pathway with Adrian Faller,
¢t juat as of old.”

4 T4 is like the days of our youth return.
ed;" he sdid.

# Oh no,"” she answered, *Itischanged
altogethor, and we most of all,”

“%o.” he said, “not ohanged, only we
are & little tired. You have worked too
haid, and T have nover felt eatisfled with

0, )

¢ You never will," she sald, slmply.

¢ Yes X shall some day,” he answered,
looking down at the frank fearless face and
the drooping coniradictory eyes, 1 shall
be some day, when I have seoured enough
to buy ease, (I don't mean luxury), angd
oan live quiotly by the sea and dream away

fife, and no longer have to work.
%uld you like that, Dorothy #” He was so
oextain she loved bim still, as she had done
in days gone by (and as he had learnt to
love her in those that followed), that he
did not think it necessary to trouble him.
pelf about any other possibility.

4 No," she said, almost with a shudder.
¢ T ghould be miserable, you cannet really
mesn it ! you would not waste all your life
and all your talents and let your energies
lie dormant. Life was given us for some.
{hing higher than that.”

# %‘or what was it given to us, you little
Methodist 2’ he asked.

#To work and to help others, so that we
in turn may be helped, and sc that we may
make the world, if only in the persons of
the one or two around us, better than we
foond it; and for you, Adrian,” for her
yevorence had vanished with her love fou
him, and she called him by his Obristian
name now, * you havo talent, and can not
only help others with it, but can leave your
work to delight them long after you are
forgotten, or enly your nnme is remember.
ed. It is not one's solf one wants remem.
bered, only to know that one’s works are.
Tt is not many who can hope for thie, but
youean. Such asI can only fry to mske
the passing time here and there a little
pleasanter for others, but even this is no

mean thing.”

¢ What an 0dd ohild you are, Dorothy;
but I don't care & job for theso things,
don't want fame, only to be lazy and enjoy
myself, and dream awey my life. Come in
the house and play over some of your
snatehes to me,” and they moved down
the dim pathway.

¢ But you must care for these things,”
she said, ¢ or you have no business to take
up that place in the world which a botter
worker and a nobler nature might occupy ;
you bar up the way for him, and thisis &
crime. d day-dreams aro things which
we should only valur a8 we iry to fmlfil
them. We may havo other dreams as
well, and we want rest and quiot and all
that, I know, but there can bo no real rest
unless we first tire ourselves with honost
work; and I cannof think there will be
any place hereafter in the Master's house
for those who have not tried to do Him
honor in the world,” He let her hand
glide from his arm. Ho was geiting afraid
of the girl—a quaint ﬁ:uve child etill in
look and yesrs, who talked go straugely.

#Come into the house,” ho said, and
drew her gently through the dark passage.
Mr. and Mrs, Woodward worein the study.
Tom was out, and Will and Sally had gone
to look at men and women, 8o that the
1atter might carry them home in her mem.
ory, snd draw new piofures. They went
through the house and into the sitting.
yoom, furnished with Genrge Blakesley's
4 gpider-egs and crockery,” yet still bear.
ing & vague likeness to former days in that
it contained the old piano and ths glaes
into which Dolly and the Beaunty had
looked one morning longago., ¢.Come and
play,” he daid, and ch9, glad of the rest,
st down to the koys, Ho went to the
other end of the room, and sat leaning
pack on an old nnecmfortablo sofa, whilo
she sent old snatohes of musie, sirango and
gweet~—like herself, Adrian Faller thought
~~through the fast-darkening room.

«Y wish ‘y‘iu would sing," ho said. Do.
rothy had faken fo singing to herself ately,
but at best 1t was & poor little voice, thongh
n

< oot and in time,
X eanh” she said.

* You you oan,” he tontradicted, “and X

ke your queer little voles ; 80 sing.”

glad to aocept, aud so things bal. | il

She gave s neyvous iaugh, that endad
\most fn a shudd}sr. 14 was no like one of
the lordly speeches Lie uced to make lon
ago, when she and Tom and Will were &
shildren, and Sally could only just toddls
and he was then their great friend an
layfellow. It seemed like an echo from a
Soad gnmmer. Sho waited & minute, and
then began, and sang song after song, tll
she thought ho must be tired or aslecp, for
ho .mado no sign, not that sho had boen
thinking of bim, for her thoughts had bosn
far away, and tho tears wero otealing slowly
down her oheeks,
 What sad songs thoy are,” he eaid,
«1 liko &ad songs,” shu answered drear-

y'.. What was that one you was singing
last night? I liked ¢hat,” he said. She
waited a moment ox two and thon began i—

“ I mado another garden, yes,
For my now Jovo,

1 loft tho doad roso whers it lay
And set tho zew above.

Why did tho suromor not begin ?
Why did my heart not haste 7

Aty old love oamo and walked thorein
And made my gardon wasto.”

The symphony died away, but no recond
verse gnngo oryoould oome that night; the
gounds from the pinuo ceased altogether,
and the girl sat silently before it, hidden
by the friendly darkuess. He got ug. and
oropsed the yoom quickly, aud kuelt besids
her o a8 to bo level with the face, whioh,
he ocould dimly sce, was buried in the two
slondor hands and bent forward over the
keyhoard. N

“T undorstand you, you foolish child,
ho said,”" ho said, soothingly. 8he looked
up flushed and afraid ; he counld not surely
dream of ropoating the mistake of long ago,
ghe thought. * But we understand each
other now, and you know I love you at
lsst," he sald, gravely and earnestly, in
calm aseured tones such as Netta Wood-
ward with all her fascination had nevey
Ustened to from him. She looked at him
blankly, hardly realising what he meant
and he, mistaking her, wenton. ¢ Itis all
right now, and we belong to each other, do
wo not, Dorothy ? and if you only will pro-
mise not to preach any more sermons, he
put in almost laughing, for he had no ides
of any answer bus one from her, ¢ we shall
lead such a happy life together and"— but
she managgd to ind her voioe at last, and
spoke, with the tears etill on her cheeks,
and a voles that was firm enough, though
its tone was sweet and gentle.

# You are mistaken, Adrian; you are al-
together mistaken ; and must never speak
to me like this any more, for I should like
us always to be friends.”

¢What do you mean, child?" he asked,
aghast at her manner rather than her
worde, not that he thought it really meant
anything but tho only one he considered
possible, ¢ Yor know you belong to me,
and you shall, you little goosge,"

# Oh no, no 1" she answered. * 1% is all
gone by, it s indeed. Friends, yes, but
that is all, Adrian § never anything more,”

# And why not ?"

“ We should never be happy, wo think so
differently. We used to be alike once per.
haps, but it is all changed now, and if we
lived our lives together we should still be
faxr apart.”

“ But why is this?" he asked, his face
Toslung grave and anxious, She could see
it in the dark, It was such a handsome
1ace, with large pleading syes, that made
hee tremble and turn away, but only be-
cause & remembranco of old feelings came
keeniy back, and, for a moment, she ““ gaw
her sou! in Iast year's glass,” and wavered.
¢ You uared for me once ;" and feeling her
wines, he added, *long ago when we all
played in the garden tngether.”

* Few things have & second summer, and
then it is generally only a reflection of the
firat,” sho answered.

“ 1t was Netta, I suppose. She speilt
everything," she gaid.

“ No," Dorothy answered quickly, indig-
nant that he should try o make & woman
bear the blame., * You slfoilt her lifo, she
said so! If you had really eared for her
as you pretended, she might have been dif-
forent, but you were only farcinated, or if
you Joved her the feeling was not strong
enough to move you from your love of
ense.”

“1 say, are you going to finish your
song, Doll?” said a voice tuat startled
them to their feet. ¢ We have been listen.
ing to your performance and want to know
what you left off fcr?  Are you two spoon-
ing in the dark, or what?" It was Tom'’s
voice, of course. Dorothy rushed to the
window, snd opened it,

* Spooning,” she began, indignantly, “we
weore talking—the words died away on her
lips. Tom was leaning against tho ounter
wall of the Louse, and by his side was
Georgo Blakesley.

¢ How did you know I washere 2" Adrian
Faller asked.

¢t Guessed it,"" answered the tormentor,
concisely, “just a3 we guessed you were
spooning.”

“Wo wero not epooning,” she said, ex-
citedly, almost erying with rago.

“Very well, Dolly dear,” lio eaid, {eas.
ingly, ** then ehe wasn't spooning.”

“We wore listening while you sang, Miss
Weodward, and as you did uot finish the
last song, wo got impatient,” George
Blakesley said. His voico and his manner
wero the same as over, but ho called her
Migs Woodward, and she heard it, oh so
plainly! I know the song you were
ringing—the words I metn.”

#T did not expect to see you again,” she
said, trying to chango the conversation, and
wondering also what had brought him.

T know. I bave said good-bye to all
my friends, and I eail the day after to.
morrow ;" ho was really going, then, and
the faint bope roused in her heart by his
coming died out. Then a eilence fell on
the group—on the two looking cut and the
two looking in at the window, and preseut.
Iy, almost meohanically, tho began watch-
ing a carrizge in the distance, which was
advancing along the road, the lamps wok-
ing like two fiery eyes in the distance,
Dorothy's keart was standing still, and her
hands were trembling with suppressed emio.
tion, and she aaw and know and Lieard no-
thing ¢ill Tom exolaimed, almost with a
shout, * Why, it's stopping hers!” and the
oarriage drew up, and by the fitful light of
the lamps she saw, amidst & cloud of
wraps, the face of Netia the Beauty.

BRITIRH  AMEBIOAN PRESBYTERIAN

‘ While Tom rushed foyward, and Adrian
Fullgr wont alowly round to the door, and
Dorbiby, in her surprise did not move,
Goorge Blakosley turned to hor,

“ T understand it all perfectly now,” he
sald, ¢ T thought It was so beforo I heard
the song and you brake down fomight, I
knew what it moant, though Tom never
guossod, Iem very glad, for I guess tho
ond, aud know hoe loves you,”

“Oh, M.. Dinkesleyl" she began, the
toars ouruing t. hor cyes.

41 ghall often think of you, and I am
very glad,” ho naid, in his unohanged man.
nor, and then ho pressed her iwo hands,
hanging lietlessly over the window-sill, and
moved off,

“ Oh stay, do atay ! oh do come inl" ghe
entreated,

“No," he gaid, **I have eaid good-hye
long ago, and I sail the day after to-mor.
row;" and ovidently anxzious to escapo
from the advent of the Beauiy, he wont,
and she had o power to keep him, only to
feol somothing that wae like a sudden fecl-
ing of despair.

OHAPTEN XXSVIL~~'* THE S8AME, YET NOT TRE
BAME."

They stood round her—the eame group
and in the same roowm, just as theg bad
done long ago, when she appeared before
them in her ball-dress. 'There was a silence
for a minuto, in which each thought and
knew that tho others thought, of that even-
ing. Then Sally, who had entered unno.
ticed during the conversation, looked up at
Will and whispered, * Bho isn't the same
now, Will." No one heard the remark but
Dorothy, and the old refrain ecame ringing
through her head agsin t—

“The same, the same, yot not the same,
Oh nerer, nover moro,”

For the Beauty bad ohanged, and the bloom
would never come to her face again. She
looked tired and careworn, and thin and

"faded, axid on her oheeks there was a flush,

and in her eyes a brightness, that made
those who olustered round her look and
wonder, and foel a sadness ohoke the tones
in which thoy would have welcomed her
home, and the salt tears slowly blinded
Mrs, Woodward's eyos, till she could not
oven gee hor daughter's faded face. Her
epiriis were unchanged, however. .
 How youall stare at me !" shelaughed ;
“T know I don't look well; that is why we
have come to England, Sir George has
thrown' up his appointment to bring ma;
snd, tirerome enough, no sconer did we
arrive than.we wore met bﬁla mhessenger to
sty his mothor was very ill"—glie stosped
to give & wheezing-little cough—* and he
has gone off to Lancaster, Iconld not en.
dure another journey, so I have come for &
few days, till his return, o see you all.”
“My dear, you are very ill " Mrs, Wood-

ward almoat sobbed.

“ Oh no," she laughed, Jooking up with
o thin tired face, thut made Adrian Fuller,
leaning against the mantelpiece, turn away
it was 8o different from the old beautifal
one, * only the climate has tried me, I
am so glad to see you in the old honse
again; only this ugly furniture makes me
think of Dorothy's valiant George Blakes.
loy. How is bie, Dorothy ?” she acked, in
the old teasing manner, that almost made
the old angry fecling rise in Dorothy's
heart. To spesk so of George Blakesley!
He whom she loved with all her heart and
sonl, and folt she should never see again !

“ Ho isgoing to America,” sho answored ;
‘ you will never gee him againl”

“ And have you put up a tombstone over
Venus' grave 2" she asked. * And hereis
the old pianc$ do you remember tho musi.
cal parties, Dorothy ?* She sat down be.
fore the instrument, and then wearily
turned away. “I am so tired,” she said,

leadingly, “‘and would give all the world
or some sleep ; I never got any rest now,"
she added, in an inexpressibly sad fone,
8o they went to make ready some refresh.
ment for her, and a room in which she
could sleop, while Mr, Woodward asked
her gquestions about India and bLis eldest
son, and a hundred things to which she
would have answered impatiently enough
in former days, but now there was a ten-
derness in her manner, added to the old
dash and bravado, that seemed the strang.
est thing about her. She furned to the
piano again, evidently beoause sho was so
utterly weary, and did not want to talk;
and presently Adrian Fuller eame to her to
say good-night, He was going. She did
not take her fingers off the notes, but she
lovked up and asked, * What have you
done since I have been away? Have you
snything to show for all this time "

“ No, nothing,” he answered.

“ 1 thought not,” she said, bending over
the keys.

¢ had nothing to indues me, no ono to
kelp me or encourage me forward.”

“You never will have,” she answered;
¢¢if the love of your art and tho wish to
achiovo something will not help you. But
is‘mn love your easo bottor than all else; I

new that long ugo. You will dream
through your life, and die, and be forgotten,
as I shell goon," sho added, with a sigh;
““and you will leave nothing by whick to
boe remembered.”

** Lady Fineh!” Lo raid, alinost angrily.

% Yes;” and sho looked up ot him with
the weary biuo eyes. “You know I am
right,™ sho went on. * You never loved
anything so much as your own ease—you
never will. Are you engaged to Dorothy ¢
she asked, snddonly.

“No,"” he answered.

“I am giad of that; don't be angry,
Adrian ;" and sho put & hand on bhis, and
streked it gently. “Iam a little bitter, I
know; but I am very ill, and I have often
thonght how much thero iz sometimes
within the reach of ns all to do and to be,
and yet wo do not care even io siretch a
hand forward. Wo love ourselves eo well;
not merely you and I, but all of us,”

* I thought yuu left this sort of thing to
Dorothy—shie is always preaching.” He
stopped, and there was a stlence for a min.
ute or two, and Will and Sally crept out of
the rocm.  Thoy econ tired of tho Beauty,
and Sally Lad o new pictaro to draw, and
wanted Will ‘0 Jouk on whilo she did it.
Mr, Wordwmd gat for » minute watoning
his daughter, aud tho man who bad been
lus friend ouce, and of whom ho had hoped
such good things to come. e hed been
disappointed in Faller, he thought. He
was one of those young men who filah in

their youth, and promise & great deal, but

e

who aetually do no good work afterwards,
.éither beoause the flash exhiausts $hem, or
"becanse, having shown that they possess a
cortain smount of power, they are content
fo dawdle on through the rest of their
days., * He seems to liko talking to Netia
ot Dorothy beiter than auything elae,”” Mr.
‘Woodward said to himself; ¢ and we nover
have long {alks now as we ueed to havo.
He has qnite gonoe ovor to the women,"”

Ang then he went to seo what hia wife
was doing, aud found that she was buey,
aud did not roquire either his help or his
oompany, so, forgetting his newly.arrived
daughtor, ho betook himself to the study,
and seatod hiratelf before Lis papors, and
prooceded to arrange them,

“ Xt in soavcoly fair of me to sponk thus
of your sister, Liady Finoh,” Adrian Fallor
sald, when the panse oame.to an ond.

Thore was a sndden change in his man.
ner and tone that almost made her start;
but sho gave no sign of her surprise, only
1ot her fingers stray on indolently over the

unocertain keys of tho old piano.

¢ \Why ?" ehe asked,

He looked awkwardly down upen her, on
the eoor faded yet still beautiful face, and
the blue eyes that were 8o dim and weary,
or eleo flashed in & hard and almost pain.
ful manner. Ho thought of the summoer,
with the bistory of whioh she wae 80 oloze-
ly entwined, and of the evening on which
he flxst saw her, and of all her beauty and
fasoination, and of how his heart had
thrilled once at the sound of hex voloe or
the sight of hev faco, snd of all her little
coquottish ways, and her sweet voioe, and
the quaint old songs she used fo sing in
the twilight, Aud then he thonght of Do-
rothy. It seemed like turning to the
memory-of some quaint picture, or listen.-
ing to musle that gave one vague yearnings
and longings towards better thi;gs that
were far away or far beyond one ;. then he
answered the Beauty, gravely and oalmly :
#Beoanse I think she is {ar better than
any of us, I have learnt to think this
sinoe yon have been away.”

“ Well, what then 2" she asked, coldly.

The memory of all the protestations he
had made in former days to the woman
before him flasked back, and he had not
oourago to avow the truth and the state of
his feelings now, as he had for the moment
intended,

* Nothing,” ho said ; and another awk-
ward silonce came. And then Mrs, Wood.
ward same back, and ke said good-night,
add wint ; and Notia was left once more
with her family.

(T'0 be Continued.)
Ahout Advertising.

The legitimaoy of the advertising busi.
ness, as conduocted by religions nempaﬁers.
is sometimes oalled in question. Butliitle
is said in referénce to its conduoct by the
scoular press, however repugnant to the
moral sense it often is, it takon for
granted that those who makeno pretension
to religion have a right to commit an
abomination. The public conscience
geomingly very jealous of the privileges of
the Obristian press, not re ecting that
.every oae must give an aocount of Atmaeelf
unto God. e make no objection to the
- gnardianship of our friends; especially as
we are Bo careful ourselves upon this mat.
ter, but we wonld be glad to have them
consider some things, such, for example,
as are broupht forward in the following ex-
traot froxa the Christian Weekly :

“QOur readers have no right to hold us re-
sponaible for the acouracy of every state-
ment made in our advertising columns.
‘The advertising page is & ocontrivauce for
enabling the vendor of guods to say wht
he wants in his own way about hig wares
to tho reader of the paper. Vendors of
goods are apt to put a high estimate on
what they have to_ sell, and intelligent
readera are supposed to know and allow for
the fact. We bold ourselves responible to
exclude rigovously from our columns every
advertisement that bears the mark of fraud
upon its face, or marks to awaken a rea-
sonable suspioion. We exclude all adver-
tisements which we have any speoial reagon,
from exteynal eircumstances, to mgect.

“But it is manifestly impractable for usto
investigate every advertised artiole, and
adjudge its merits bofore allowing its ad-
verlisoement. We caunot read the book;
we cannot investigate the finances of the
insurance company ; we oannot wear the
dry goods and see if they will fade; we
cannot submit the eamera obsecnra to the
judgment of an expert. But we have nsed
the utmonat caution in guarding our readers
against frandulent advertising ; and if any
of them discover a bagns advertisement in
sny of our columns, we will thank him to
oall our attention {o tha fact,.and he may
rely upon our instant investigation and ex-
posura of the frand.

“If an advertiser wanis an unbiased edi-
torial opinion on his article, he must send
it for examinstion to the sditorial rooms.
It tho reader wishes to know our editorial
opinion he must look in our editorial esl-
umns. And we sassure them both that
there is not money enongh in the United
States to bn? an editorial opinion of so
much as & single line. But in our adver-
tising oolumng our readers must undere
siand that they get the advertiser’s opin-
ion, not the editor's, And if there are any
of them unable to distinguish belween an
editorial and an advertisement, he must
patiently wait and learn.”

We agres with our correspondent, that
“n newq’)la r, whether secular or religions,
must be held in some degree responsible
for the tharacter and reliability of its ad-
vertisements,” We submit to his oandid
jndgment whethier we have not faiely des
fined the limits of that responsibility.

Grace is the most subtle of all powers,
It will gleam through the common-places
of our days, and give hints of character
more potent tban deeds. It is mot the
things we do shat reach the farthest, but
the lives we live. The seoret strengih of
life, gathered from God in silence, as the
night gathereth her dews, and which never
may stand forth befors men in word or
work, will give & hiding of powsr betier
than all its display. Aud this is character.
It is Ged's sieongth travsmitied into
Soags sk e, 3

agq and oalm.
infioenee over thom all.—Inieri
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Sretentitic and msma.\

Oanboyro acld gas i3 heayiorm
pherlo alr, In ventilating onr !leomnl.
rooms aud other apartments, thg vl

ators ehould therefore bo at the botto,
TAIR WaAsH,

Try half an ounoo of borax to a
wator for o hair wash ; apply Nry‘l‘gt:“o
with o spongo on alternato days ; 8pplyy
littlo glycorino dissolved in soft watey,® *

WARTS,

“ Warts may bo removed,” says 5 osle
brated physieian, * by rubbing thom nlgh;
and morning with a_ molstened piee, of
murinte of ammonia. They soﬁen and
dwindle away, leaving no suoh mark g
follows thelr dispersion with lunar canstlp,”

. CORNS AND BUNIONS,
Dr, Otvis, in the Ohristian
and Non-Ritualist, sa
fons may bo removed
ofl; bnth!ngs] them thoroughly night any
morning with soap and water, and they
rub on sweet oil. Continue this untj] they
goften and depart, If on the bottom of thy
foot, soft felting inside tho choe will aly,
assiet in the oure,

MACARONI SOUP,

A small shin of besf is putin throo quart
of wator, boiled four hours, then straingg
through & colandor. The foliowing day
shim thefat off. Doil a tencupful of eanueg
tomatoes (or four whole ones), three cho
ped onlons, & little minced parsley, saﬁ
and pepper, in one pint of wator; lot jt baj]
for half an hour, then add it to the stosk,
Half an hour before cerving putin a hang.
ful of macaroni.

BOILED BREAD PUDDING,

Crumb your stale bread in a puddis
pall, and cover with sweet milk, and aet ty
the stove to warm Fand soften. Then o
every quart of the mixture two well-beaten
egge, & oup of sugoar, and a handfol of
raising or sweet dried fruit of any kind,
Do not have your pail full, as it needs some
room fo rigse, Put the cover on tightly,
and set it In boiling water, and do ot
allow it to stop boiling till done, Ifyen
try that onoce you will never make a baked
pudding again,

RBLATIVE VALUE OF GOLD AND SILVRR,

The relative value of gold and silver is
stated by Herodotnug at 18 fo 1, aud b
Plato at 12 to 1. Mr. Madden reckonsi}
a4 10 to 1 in the time of Plato.
at 124 to 1 ahout the date of the Christian
era, from which time to the reign of George
III, the relative supply of the precions
metals 80 far varied as to reduce the value
of silver o ahout one-sixteentu of that of
gold. At the present rates the proportion

but Hitle over 16 to 1. Thus the relative
valae of the two meials has varied within
historic times by as much as 60 per cent.

PRESERVING TOMATOES.

In order to preserve tomatoes throngb
the year, it is not neccasary to resori tothe
expense of ocanning them, If siewed in the
o] ry manner, but without butter o
orackers, only a little salt and sugar, they
ean be put into jugs—iwo quars or gallo;
socording to the size of tha family—and if
corked up tightly will keep for a year, To
make assurance doubly sure, some melted
wax may be poured around the corke. To.
matoes may also be dried oasily, Skinned
and prepared with a little sugar they maks
s good substitute for figs, 2ad are seld
uader the name of tomato figs.

EMOKING INJURIOUS.

Smoking tobacco, and the use of tobacw
in every form, is a habit better not aequir.
ed, and when acquired is better abandoned,
The young should specially avoid ih
habit, It gives a doubtful plessure fors
certain penalty. Lsess destraotive thanal
oohol, it induces various nervous change,
some of which pass into organic modifies
tions of function, So long as tho practit
of smoking i3 continued, the smoker I
temporarily out of health. TWhen th
odor of tobacco hangs long on the bresth,
and other secrotion of the smoler, kst
smoker is in danger. Excessive smokinf
has proved directly fatal.

TO BREAK GLASS.

An easy method of breaking glass fo a2y
desired form is by making a small noteb, by
meaus of & filo, on the edge of a piecoof
glasa ; then make tho end of a tobacco piph
or a rod of iron about the samo size, red:
hot in the fire; apply the hot iron fo the
noteh, and draw it slowly along the suifse
of tho glass, in any direction you p]eu:'
A crack will bo made in the glass, and
follow the direction of the iron. Rousd
glass bottles and flasks may be cut in tht
middle by wrapping round them a worsted
thread dipped in epirits of turpentine, &%
sotting it on fire when fastened on the glair

LIGHT TEA BISCUIT.

Two quarta of best sifted flour, one pint
of sweet milk, in which melt one quatldf
of a pound of swaet butter, one teaspoonl!
ofsalt in the milk, one teacup of fresh yeut
Make a holo in the centra, pour fn th
yeast (well shaken), stiv diligently wxlh:
fork, Lot the milk, eto., be just bl
warm, (0o more), then knead os b_md'
Out it soross, throngh and through, mlh_"
kupife. Liet it riso six or soven houts, 88’
may reguire. Take from the pan. kueh
it well, cnt in small oakos, and put to 1
ina pan an hour before baking. : "
reoeipl, withi additional sugar and amhb.
apices, makes excellent family doughoott

FIRST FLOOR BEDROOMS,

If we had a house with a bedroom onil®
Lirat floor, we would at onoe abolish
uso of that room a8 & sleeping apartmts
because wo are satisfied that itia a wroo
oustom, it being maush healthier to ‘!10‘1:
upsairs. Many a family of whio
members were cuffering and weak in g6
eral, have beon restored to a vigorous &
healthy condition by following our advict
which was to yemove their bedroomlx
atairs, to have their beds, summer
winter, exposed the whole day to the
alr from open windows, (exospt, of ooﬂl’t
whea tiers is rain or mist), and alR®
have during the whole night ome Wi

mi‘:l:‘yo n, even in winter, 30 88 alﬂg:
inhaie the fresh, cool air Yrom the
side, but using, at the same time, the v

Roforiner
8: Corns and by,

y the uge of swoe}

tion to have sufolent bed coverics
m‘nm&.-rnﬂ Vander Wendt
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