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CUAYTER XXINL~~AFTER THEY NAD LEFT
HAMP3TKAD,

“Roll, whatover eball wo do? The dad
wants change of afr, snd botter living, and
lote of good things."

#Ho must bave it too,” sho auswered.
# et ua all gathor round and hold & conn.
cil of war,"  Then Tontand Will and Sally
clustered oloso to her. They woro still in
the shabby lodefvgs Dorothy had found for
Lim six months beforo, and things kad
gono their very woref with Mr. Woodward ;
and, lastly, his henlth had failod, and a
long illness had kept him in his bed nearly
all the winter. Thon it was that the chil.
dron showed that, indolent and lazy and
fun-loving ns they bad been in the old days,
they could work wren the thne came.

Fom had retrioved his position and paid
his debre, and shown such a dispoeilion to
work, thet Lis former shortcomings had
boen overlocked; and, careful and gener-
ous, ho regularly brought his monoy to hia
sister. Wil had got into an oftiee, but had
10 salary as yet, though he hopod soon lo
gain one; and Sslly had enrned a lJittlo
money once, for the grotesquo figures she
1iad loved to draw hiad proved nscful as de-
signs for Christnas cards, and now she
was studying hard to improve herself in
tho art sho loved so that she might gain
cont*ant employmont, But it was Dorothy
who bad boen tho mainstay of the family
when the day of sorrow came, Sho put
away her story-booke and pootry-books,
and forgot her dreams, and loft off building
onetler, and worked in earnest, teachmg
Mtrs, Gihson's childven in the morning,
and writing from Mi.s Josephine's diota-
tion in the afternoon, and srmetimes till
1ato in the evening, until ber hand ached
and the lines danced before her eyes. She
had thought it would be so difficult to go
and see the three old ladies, to ask for
work, DBut she found it less so thau ehe
had imagined, for kind thoughtful George
Blakestey had made all things smooth be-
fore her, and she had been reoeived kindly
for his sake; nnd as the months went on
they learnt to Lko the girl who tried o
hard to work and to win bread for her sick
fatlier and broken.down mother.

Dorothy's labours did not end with the
pht'ivg away of Miss Jocophine’s peny and
paper, for of an evaning she had to road the
paper to her father, and to sit by his side
and cheer h'm up as best she could. Some-
times, too, she used to play to hira, for
George Blakesley bought in the piano and
gent it a8 & present to Sally, but at last he
got too ill to listen to her.

# The doctor says ho must have a com-
plete change,"” repeated Tom.

st Ho and mamms must go romewhere,
and.we must give up these rooms and take
just two litlle bed-rovms, vne for yon and
Will, and one for me and Sally, and we’ll
live upon as little as we oan.” And she
stupped to consider how that plan would
work, while Sally and Will nestled up
oloser to her, and Tom locked at her with
all his old boyish admiration.

# I don't know what we should have
done withount yon, Dolly,” he said ; ** I was
an awfally selfish fellow till you stirred me
up by your example”—Tom was always
frank, and never ashamed to own his faults
—+4 T don’t wonder Blakesloy was 50 spouny

on you.”

«But he liked me before I evar tried to
work,” she answered ; ¢* he doesn’t care for
me now;’ and ber face flushed as she
spoke of him, and hid for the moment the
oareworn expression which lhad lately
erept over il.

¢ T think ho cares for us all now as much
28 he does for you,” raid Sally, locking up
and kissing her eister's cheek ; and the in-
nocent words had a zting in them tho child
never dreamt.

«7 dov't seo where we can gend papa,”
ghe said ; “it is eo difficult to move him,
and wa have so little monsy; I think we
had better consult Mr. Blakesley." And
when he came that evening (be had return.
ed a weok before) they called him into the
sitting-room (for he was going straight up
to Mr. Woodward), and asked him how he
thought it could be inanaged. They all
had faith in Georga Blakesley.

“ T think you had better wait & bit,"” he
eaid, “ and let him got sironger befors you
{ry to move him. By the way, & friend of
mine has bought the lease of the old house
at Hampstead, but he is not going to live
in it juet yet."”

#1 hate him " said Tom.

* Why, pray ?”

¢ Because wo all must hate any ono who
lives in our dear old house,” said Dorotby,
the tears rushing to her eyes.

“Now, I have sorie more news for yon,
Dorothy. Your friend, Mr. Fuller, has re.
tarned, and called on me to ask your ad-
dress, He is comirg to sec you.” The
children brightened up at the news, but
Dorothy turned away and looked quietly
out of the window. (teorge Blakesley fol.
lowed her np. “I thonght you would be
pleased to_see your old friend again,” he
aaid; “and be was quite anxious fo henr
all ahout you."”

“Yes!” gho said.

“Yon won't sce me so often when he

comes, for I amn going to get a friend to
live witls me, and I have a great deal of
work also, and have little time.”

« T geo,"” sho auswered; and she thought.
* He does not care to come now. Ho only
doer it ont of kindness.”

+ Yon aro not looking well lalely, Doro-
thy. What is the matter 2"

* Nothing muoeh,” she answered, * only
apa's being ill worries mo of course. Mr.
lukesloy, is there anything else, excepting

work and helping others, for which we may

live—any happiness we may distinotly try

to eain? Do you kuow,” she went on,

Jooking up into his face, I gel so tired

sometimes, and feel as if I want some
nd mental rest and sunshine.”

«Talk to Aunt Milly, Dorothy ; she will
tell you betier than I can,” And he turned
away coldly, and went up stairs.

# Ah,” thought Dorothy, bitterly, ** once,
when I did not velua it, I had his love, but
now $hat I would give my life for it, he
Joas not care for me a bit!” And so it
was in the long winter months, when sor-
row eame {o her and she had no one else
on whom to.lean, Dorothy lad learnt to

geo and fo recognizo all the nobleness in
George Blakosley's oharacter, to see and
feol how kind and thoughiful and loying he
could bo, and to give him ihat thorongh
reopect whick is_the foundation of all
thorough love. o was no droamor, who
lived in Jong droams of which he made
himeolf tho here, 1o eluggard, pining for
case, and withonut ambition eavo to earn
onongh to waintain himsolf, content to dio
without leaving tho world one whit better
for his lifo having been in it. No selflsh
weak man was Georgo Blakesley, but a no.
ble, us)right, God-fearing ;one, whom to
kuow thoroughly, and to love as Dorothy
{a theso her days of sorrow and striving
was lenrning to Jove him, was in itsolf an
incentivo to woll-doing, And this is in a
measure n test of all our characters, tho
effect whioh we have on those who loveus;
for a8 wo are, g0, in A measuro, wo make
thoso who lean upon us ; and & woman who
cares for » man greator and better than
hersell oannot love vainly, for oven if she
deos gain his love in retnrn, yot in the
moro effort 1o become worthy of him, she
lcses n part of o old self in his noblev
pature, and turns away from ail baser
lower ones to strugglo towards tho height
Lo has gained.

It scotned to Dorothy ns if all George
Blakesloy's love for her wont with his en-
gagement {o her. At any rate ho had
shown no sige of 1t since, and hie had often
almost pointedly spoken of Adrian Faller,
tul sho wondered if ke knew or guessed of
hor old fanoy for him. His manner piqued
her eometimes, Ilo could not have had a
very strong regard for her, she thought, if
he could so soon forget the old footing and
be content with tho new. * When I did
pot waut his love, and did nothing to de.
sorve it, I had it,” she said to herself that
ovenng. “Aud now that I havo at any
rato tried to bo more worthy of it, it is out
of my reaoh,”

“My dear,” said Miss Milly, the next
day,” * Josephine i mot woil enough to
write to-day. She is ill and feverish, and
obliged to keop to her room. 8Sit down
and talk to me a little while, will you, I
am all alone.” Dorothy was fonder of her
than of either of h-r sisters, and sat oon.
tentodly down at her feet. * Would you
mind tolling about yourself and George,
Dorothy?” sho asked; *I never liked to
ask you, but I have so often wondered
why it was broken off I"

Then, without any reserve, Dorothy told
her the entire story. * Strange,” said the
old 1ady, when it was finished, * that he
should have got over it so completely as he
goems to have dome. He told me this
morping that you had an old friond re-
turned from abroad, aud that he thought
you sud he liked each other,”

+ Oh nv, Miss Milly!” Vet the crimson
color in her faco deceived the old lady.
« T think you are right, George,” she told
her »ephew next time he came, ¢ Dorothy
is in love with the artist.,” He raade no
answer, but his visits to his old friends
ceased altost altogether as soon as Mr.
Woodward was sufficiently recovered to be
down stairs again.

Miss Josepuine was very ill—obliged to
keep hor bed for days, and unable to see
aoy one. At last, when she partly recov-
ored, she sent for Dorothy.

¢ I should like you to read to me,"” she
said ; and from that day,instead of writing,
Dorothy sat by her sido every afternoon,
snd read aloud.

“ My dear Dorothy,” she said, one even-
ing, “1 have often heard about you from
my nephew, but I don't know much about
your religious opinions; 1 ehonld like to
hear what they are,”

< Ob, Miss Josephine,” she answered, ** I
conld not really explain them,”

¢ Is religion & comfort to you? for that
is what it should be.”

¢TI don’t know, Mies Josephine. I don't
think I trouble very much abuut it, to tell
the truth.”

¢ But you should, my dear. I fancyyou
want & secret friend, some one to go to for
counsel and help, and sympathy and love ;
this has often struck me. Go to your Sa-
viour and your Bible, dear; thero is no
friend like Him, no comforter like His
Word ; all others mny fail, but these never.
Don't lot “your religion or your love for
your God be a tatk or a mere matter of
duty ; mako it the thing nearest and dear-
est to your heart, until it becomes your
staff end support and strength in every-
thing and through anything. There is no
happiness like this, my dear. It takes the
bitterners from every eorrow, and gives
you hope no mortal has power to dim or
deptive you of, and it gives you not merely
something to live for but to die for. I
don't think I shall get well again, Dorothy 3
my strength secems failing daily, and 1
wanted to suy this to you. Now kiss me,
dear.” And for the first time Dorothy
kissed Miss Josephine’s handeome face.
1 wish you had married George, dear.
Ho will never have any one now—heseems
to have given ap allideaof it.” From that
timo she failed ; Dorothy neverhad another
talk with her, though day after day she sat
by her side reading to her or watching.

“Dorothy,” she said one evening, ** ars
you h .xe "

* Yes, Miss Josephine.”

¢ 1 want my sistera.”

*“ YWe are hore,” they answered ; and she
held out her hands, but oounld not speak.

st Dorothy,"” she called, faintly, an bour
Iater, ¢ toll George I told you of the best
friend for you, your Saviour. Make Him
your friond, dear.”

4 Yes, Miss Josephine,” said Dorothy,
awed, and her heaxt solemnly repeating the
premise,

“j'heore is none other like Him,"” she
murmured, and then Tortoiseshell turned
Ler facs to the wall and died royally.

CHAPTER XXIJV.—NETTA'S LETTER.

Dorothy never forgot those dying words
of Tortoiseshell's as loug a8 she lived. Ouat
of love for the kind old lady at first and for
His own sake at last, she thought of that
friend who * never failed,” and so gradually
the gap in the girl's life filled up, and new
and holier thoughts took the place of the
old ones, and Dorothy was no longer lone-
ly, and would never be 8o again. She had
found something now to dream about aud
think of, something which ueither spoilt
her lifo nor stuyed her energies, but which
mt\det all Iabour emsy and all self-zacrifice
sweet.

# Do you know, Dorothy, youhave grown
80 protty lately,” Sally said one day,'se she
looked up into hov sieter's truthfal brown
ebes, that had eometimes & far-off look in
them, which the child only dimly wnder.
§ood ,theu. ¢ You are far prettier than

otta.”

% Oh no, Rally,” eho eaid, Notin wna a
beauty,”

Y “yoll, %0 aro you ; and Mr, Fullor thinks
go too now,” Tho quick colonr came tfo
Doroiliy’s face,  Adrisn Fallor was always
at hor pido again, o resumed his old
fooling In the family, oven in the shabby
lodging. Hie old footing with all but Do-
rothy. She was nevor tho same, and nover
ocould bo again, She always remombered
the summer days which had beon so bright,
and thoso droary oncs tLat followed, snd
above all tho terrible day, in which ho had
all but accused her of tho feeling he had
himsolf fanned and encouraged, and that
still moro terriblo evening when sho had
flung bis meanness in his teeth, No, she
could never bo the sameagain. Her honxl
beat qnicker when he eame, the color rush-
ed to her face whon he entered a room
where sho was, aud her oyes drooped bo-
noath his gaze. The foarless, frank littlo
Dotly, who liked him in former dnys, snd_
folt no shame in owning it, had vanished,
and the Dorothy he knew now was n shy
sweet malden, who worked hard and la.
boured, not for her own happiness but for
the happiness of those around ker, and who
soemed to have sumo world of her own far
away from his, and which raised hex above
and boyond him. She had a fascination
now for him that Netta in all her glorious
beauty had mever possessed-—a beauty
which is as differont as that whioh appeals
to the senses only as is tho flash of dia-
monds from thoe light of stars, a beauty
which we feel rather than behold, and
which brings all our better nobler feelings
into play, until in strugeling towards the
light we long to reach we loave our bager
gelves bohind. 8o rradually Adrian Fuller
loarned to love Dorothy Woodward., But
she nover guessed it. R%o was too much
engrossed with the work her hands had
found to do, and the new happiness her
heart had found to dwell upon. And yet
there was something still wanting in the
girl's Iife, something that made hor exeep
awny sometimes, and gob and fret, and
pray that sbe might have strongth to put
away all Jongings from her heart, and be
content with that happiness only which is
to be found in the happinees of others.

They had not been many months in the
ahabby rooms bef@e Dorothy reseived a
characteristic lotter from Netita in answer
to the one she had written telling her of the
family misfortunes. ‘The Boauty was vex-
ed. *I am very sorry for you all,” she
wrote; * but it is of no use telling me these
things. It only makes me unhappy, and I
did not at all like my husband knowing that
my people were obliged to go into lodgings,
and my sister to teach the ohildren of an
obseure doctor. Now, I have a good bit of
news for you : Robert (Robert was the elder
brother, who was stationed within a few
amiles of the Beauty) seemted quite touched
with the account of the family troubles, and
is going to write by this mail, making over
the interest of the thousand pounds left
him by grandpapa fo you until better days
shall dawn. T'hig is very generous of him,
thongh of course he is well off, and can af.
ford it. X wish I conld have done thie same,
but have too many things to buy, for in this
place one is obliged to dress 8o
much, apnd my. husband is so ab.
surd, and never understands this. I hope
you will got one, and soon get into & honee
again., We must be in England sagain
next yoar, for this olimmate does not agree
with me at all. I wish you were here,
Dorothy ; yon would soon get off. You
will believe this when I tell you that &
girl who camo out in the rame steamer as
onrselves, not at all pretty, and with very
provincial manners, has already had four
offers of marriage. This will ‘show you
whaut an excellent hunting.ground there is
here, and how different is the conduct of
the men from the indifference which they
sometimes exhibit in England.”

CHARTER XXXV.—CHANGES.

She was sitting talking with George
Blakesloy about the old house at Hamp-
atead.

My friend wants to It it,” he said,
“ and ‘wants hardly avy rent for it, merely
a nomioal one, 50 that his house is
taken care of, and the gatden—.he likes
your garden, Dorothy—is left undisturbed.
1t will be the beat thing yon ean do to take

(it. I will manage the getting it entirely

for you" She almost trembled with emo-

tion. The happiness of going back into

{.)he old house seemed too great a one to
ear.

:&But wo have no farniture now,” she
said,

«1 know; I thought of that” he an.
swered. * ButI have given up the actuary
business, and think of going abroad for two
or three years.” :

“Two or thres years?”

# Five or six perbaps. I want change,
and rest and time to work! There was
suoh a weary tone in his voice, it made
Dorothy's heart ache, and yet her lips were
tied, and ho did not notiee zow psle slie had
grown when he told her of his intention to
g0 away, and never even guessed how
much he was unconscionsly throwing from
him. I am going away,” he continued,
#and I thought that perhaps you would
not mind taking oharge of my farnitare.
It could be moved immediately, if you
wouldn't mind this. It would eave me
the troublo and expense of warchousing it,
and bo really » kindness;" and he looked
as if he wore asking & favour at her hands.
She understood him though, and her eyes
filled with tears. ¢ It would make me #o
happy if you woul, Dorothy,” he added,
in his quiet pleading voice.

She understood him, and answered,
simply, # Very well, Mr, Blakesley,"” and
80 it was arranged.

Then an ides oconrred to him. .

“Suppose,” he said, *“we kept this
litile atfair to curselves, and got the house
ready, and then pretended to-take them
out one fine afternoon, aud drove them
back to the old house.”

She clapped her hauds with glee,

“Oh yes!” she exclaimed. “Oh yesl
only let's tell Tom!" So Tom was told,
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and mado joyful demonsirations there.
upon.

“He's s rogular brick.” he said to Doro.
thy, witen they wore alono, ¢ Oan'é think
what he seos fo us to be 8o good. Wby,
ho's the sort of fellow who does things not
merely booauso it ploases him, but booause
ho thinks hie ought to be good to his fellov-
oreatures.” Tho color wont slowly out of
'i\))oxi?thy'e faco, and then camo rushing

ack.

“Pom,” sho said, ' do you think that is
why ho has dono-this? If so, I would a
thousand times rathey ——"

# No, don't be a donkey,” said Tom.
“ But ho is an awfully good follow, Why,
lant year, Doll, I got into no end of » moss
about that beast of a boat, and was awfully
in debt, and at lnst I told Blakesloy, aud
asked him to lond me somo tin, and he
wouldn't.”

Well 2" asked Dorothy, not sooing that
this story was redounding to tho honour
and glory ofthe once intorloping Blakesley.

*t He paid it wounld ruin me if I began
borrowing money; it ruined almost ove
fellow who tried it on; and so he wouldn’t
unless he found I absolutoly couldn’t pull
through without; thon ho investigatod
overything, and bullied me well, and helped
me, aud got me all straight [again, and
went down to the office, and made them
keop meon. Blakesley's an awful brick, X
mean to say, and I shall be as !glad ag
possiblo to seo his old spider-leg chaira
and crockery about the place.”

“ Ye:a'." geo pald ; ¢ but if he only does it

o Now, look here, Doll, I think you
ought to know him well enough to leave
his motives alone, and trust to their kaing
all ri(.i!ht, I do, at any rate. Bosides,
think how the old folks will kiok with de-
light at going back to ‘e old place; you
have no business to do them out of that
pleasure, just beoause you have taken an
idiotis notion into yourhead.”

» No,” she eaid, after a pause, * you are
right, I haven't.” And so the matter was
sottled; but Dorothy was not happy abont
it. 'The fact is, Dorothy was not happy ab
all; the long strain on her enprgies had
tired her, and hLer face was geiting worn
and thin, George Blakesley noticed the
difference.

“You want vest,” he said; ¢ rest, and
quiet, and freedom from care, and T think
you work too hard,”

« Ohno,” she said; *I ehall be well
again goon.”

“ You must try,” he said, cheerily, *and
now I want to tell you something, ¥ go
out of my honse to.morrow, 80 you can
have the things moved in. My servants
will help you, and Tom says he means to
work hard at it, because, of course, you
bave your teaching to do in the day. Then
when all is ready you can give every one s
gurprise ; and, Dorothy, makerour father
and mother undersiand that they are
really doing me a kindnessin takiog charge
of the things, And I don't thwnk T shall
be round again, for I am going down to
Oxford to visit some old friends in the
morning, and I shall not ke back till the
day before I start for America."

i Not bo baok! Shan't see you again,
then?” Her face was blanched with a
sudden fear, and her heart stood still with
& faint siok feeling.

“In a year or two.”

Yes, but come and see us before you
go," she plaaded,

“No,” he answered, so coldly that she
fell her pride ecming to the rescue, and
could not ask again. ¢ I shall have so
little timo, and must say good-bye to my
aunts, I wish you wouldgo and see them
sometimes,” he added, asif asking a favor
at her hands.

¢ Yes,” she answered, * I will.”

# I shall come and see you all as soon a8
I come back, from Amerioa I mean. Iam
only going for a foew yoars, you know. I
shall find you all in the old house, I hope;”
he said this when he was taking & final
leave ; “or, at least, most of you. Pere
haps you will be married.”

s 11 no, never.”

# A1 that is what they all say,” he an.
gwered, with a wintry sort of smile. * Butf
I hope you do not mean it, more than the
rest. I ehould like to see you happy,
Dorothy."”

She understood him now. He wanted
her to underatand that he no longer took
an interestin her.

¢ Thank you,” she answered, almosi
haughtily ; I will let you know when
the event is likely to take place.”

(T'o be Continued.)
Evils of Gossip.

T have known a country society which
withered away sll to nothing under the
dry rot of gossip only. Friendships, once
a8 firm as granite, dissolved to jelly, and
then ran away to water, only because of
this: love, that promised a future ssendur-
ing as heaven, and ss stablo as fruth, evap-
orated into & morning mist that turned to
a day's long tears, only because of this; a
father and son were set foot to foot with
the fiery breath of an anger that wounld
never cool agaix between them; and a
husband and his young wife, each strain.
ing at the heated leash whiok in the be-
ginning had been the Jgolden bondage of a
God-blessed lovs, sat mournfully by the
side of the grave whera all their love and
all their joy lay buried, and all because of
this, X have seen faith transformed to
mean doubt, joy give place to grim despair,
and charity take on itself the features of
black malevolence, all because of the epell
words of scandal, and the magio mutterings
of gossip. Great crimes work great wrong,
and the deeper tragedies of human life
spring from the larger passions; but woe-
{ul an1 moat mournful are the uncatalogmed
tragedies that ivaue from gossip and dis.
traction, most mournfal the shipwreok
often made of noble natures and lovely
lives by the bitter winds and dead salt
waters of slander. So easy to say, yet so
hard to disprove—throwing on the inno-
cent allthe burden and the sirain of de-
raonstrating their innocence, and runish-
ing them as guilty i€ unable to pluck ont
tho stings they never see, and to silence
worde they never hear—gossip and slander
are the deadliest and ornelest weapons
man has over forged for his brother's
heart.—All the Year Round.
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Selentitic and Moetul,

CEERSE PIE,

TFour egge, $wo cupfuls of sngar
ful eweet orc;am, two-thirds ogpx‘l’zﬁﬁx:tuer'
one spoonful flour, Nutmog to taste,

BREAKFAST PUFPS,

One half-pint of milk, one pint flo
0gge, & tg.bres cpunful of bui?or. ox-ut:'v:?(
eream, and a {osspoonful of salt. Bakg iy
hot roll pana. '

TO QURR TONGUKS,

Fonx quarts salt, two quarts mola
olx onnces saltpeto;‘, throe gallong wrsjg:’
Boil and skim the ingradients, and whoxi
ocold pour over ths tonguos,

CORN STARCH OAKE,

One and & half cupfuls sugar, ono
half cupfals flour, (?ne-hnlt‘gouf)ful bﬁ?&f
ono-half oupful cornsiarch, one-half ouptu{
swoot ulilk, yollts of six oggs. Flavor wh
nutmog. One tenspoonful baking powde,
TO WASH UALICOES,

In washing calicoes in whiok tho colorg
are not faat, bo carefnl not to boil thepy
but wash in the usual way with soap, ang
rinse with hard wator. For dark coloreg
foods, add & littlo salt to the water; fop
ight, a little vinegar.

A SUGGESTION IN WASHING CLOTHES,

Bofore putting eoiled clothing into
wash tub R should always be wégll ehaktol::e
to froe it from dust, which would otherswmge
be fixed on the oloth or mixed with the
waler, thereby inoronsiug the labor of wash,
ing or rinsing.

CARBOLIC ACID AND HOUSE PLANTS,

Heveral of my nice geraniums bogan &
look siokly, and, upon examination, I fonnd
little worms at the roots, I applied a so.
lution of weak oarbolio acid quite freely to
the earth, and fouud it restored thoe plants
to health and beauty in a very short time,
1t will also kill lice upon the stalks, if ap.
plied with & swab or feather to the planis,
without injuring the foliage,

EAR ACHE,

There is soarcely any ache to which ohil.
dren are subject 80 bad to bear and diffioult
to oure as the ear ache, But there is &
remedy never known to fail. Take & bit of
coiton batting, put upon it a pinch of black
pepper, gather it up and tie it, dip in sweet
oil, and insert it into the ear. Put a flaunel
bandage over the head to keep it warm, It
will give immediate relief,

REMEDY FOR ASTHMA,

The following recipe has been used by
some of our subsoribers with wonderful re-
sults, and we publish it with the hopo that
it may prove equally eflioacious to others:
Take one quart of water, he .}l it until it
simmers; then add six ounees of sugar,
Wl_:en. the sugar is melted, 8.dd t#o ounces.
of jodide of potassa. When dissolved,cork
up for future nse. For a dose, & table.
spoonfal before each meal is sufficient for
an aCull—Herald and Presbyter.

TO PICKLE RED CABBAGE.

Ohoose a medium sized fresh red oab.
bage; tear off the coarse outer leaves;
quarter it ; remove the stalk ; cut the cab.
bage into slices of about the third of su
inoh in thickness; place in & howl; stew
amongst it two good handfuls of salt; let.
the whole stand for twenty-four hours,
atirring it once or twice ; drain it as dry as
posaible ; placs it loosély in wide-mouthed
jars, and 81l up with strong raw vinegar,
adding pepper corns, oapsicums, pieces of
ginger or what other spice you may faney.
By adding & fow slices of beet root amongst
it will make it a beauntiful color, besides
being a nice addition to the pickles.

REMEDY FOR RURNS.

Dr. R, H, Alnat writes to the London
Times: * The lato lamentable accident on
board the TlLunderer, at Portamouth, re.
calls to my recollestion a remedy for burns
or soalds, which was suggested to me some
yoars ago by Liord Ebury, Asan old med:
ical man, and from personal observation, I
can voueh for its efficacy, and, in the ab
sence of professional assistance, the applis
oation may prove of inestimable valae.
The remedy i8 simply this :—The commen
whiting of commeres, reduced by cold wa
tar to the consistence of oream, is to b
spread on & light linen rag, and the whole
burned surface instantly covered, and thus
exoluded from the action of the air. The
ease it affords is instantaneous, and it only
reqnires to bs kept moist by subsequent
occasional sprinkling of eold water.”

THE SPARE BED, .
One rule ought to ba invariable with
every good housekeeper; that the bed in
the guest chamber shall never be * made,
exoept when it is to be directly used. Let
it lie fallow between whiles, and furn the
mattresses every few days, with all pre
caution againet dampness gathering ot
them, Theu when put in order with fresh
sheets and blankets having the dry heat of
the kitehen fire in them, there will bo small
risk of that ohill which travellers dresd:
We repeat it, a rcom kept undamptds
sweet, and sun-wholesome, with a dry be
and plenty of well-aired bedolothes, 1
within the reaoh of the humblest to giv®
their guests; and is all that pensible Vil
tors ask., Itis better than a hot stoveis
the room, or hot bLottles, jugs, or indid
rubber graunies in the bed ; and whow
oomplains of this—1let him complain.

CLEANSING BLANKETS—BOR4X.

It is quite as imporiant to have the
blankets on our beds slean as to Liave tb®
sheets purs and white. *Pat two lbl’K}
tablespoonsfuls of borax and a pint bowi®
soap suds into & tub of cold water. Wh":
dissolved, put in a pair of blankets, and 1¢
them remain over night. Next day It
and drain them out, and rinss thoroug
in two waters, and hang them out todr
Do not wring them.” But thic is not the
only domestic use to whiok borax msy D!
put. Borax is the best cockroach exters
nator yet disoovered. This troublesom?,
insect has a peculiar aversion to it, and ¥
never return whers it has once been E“:;
tered. As the saltis perfectly hnmloi:“a
human beings, it is muol to be profe
for this purpose to the poisonous substance
commonly used. For oleansing the
nothing is better thau & solution of borst
water. ‘Wash afterwards with pure Wla‘;“'"
ifit leaves the hair too stiff. BoraX rt
solved in waser is also an exoellent des
frico or tooth-wash."
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