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The Family.

FORGOTTIN WORRERS

Tuey lved, and they wete ureluly this we
oW, i
vod raught beside 3
No record of thedr pames is lefi, 1o show
1ow szon they duad g
They dul thewr work, and then they passed
away,
An vnhoown band
Rut they shall ine in codless day, In the
 ur, shinieg land

—

And were they young, ur were they growing
oid,
On il o well,
O thed in poveny, of had they wealth of
gold—
No ne can tell
Oaly ene thing it hnown of them-wthey

bomne with cheerful courage by him
and his yourg wife.

It was while their fortunes were at
this low ¢bb that the kdea struck Ebas
Howe which wastu give him a new ob.
Ject in te, and which was to ead him,
through nnny  nusfortunes  and
miseries, to fame and fortune,  Ilis
awakenirz to the hnowledge of his

| powers of invention was as sudden as
'that of Fdmund Cantwright, who in-

vented the power loom, and as toman-
tic as that of Williams Lee, the inventor
lof the stochingframe.  Love, indeed,
jwas the v zard which called his in
ventive gerius into action,  Howe sat
by his youny wife one day n thar dise
mal lodging, not knowing where the
neat day’s food would come from, and

fafthrul
Were, and trae
Disaples of the Lord, und strong, thicogh
prayer
To save and do.

Tt what avails the i of empty fame ?
They thedto Ged 3

They loved the sweetness of another name,
And gladly trod

The mzged ways of earth, that they might be
tleiper or fikend,

And in the I v of thelr muafstzy
Be spent, and spend.

No gloty ¢loy ers round thewr names on earth ;
1tut in God's heaven

I hept 2 hool of names of greatest worth,
And there Is glven

A place for all wholid the Master please,
Though here uphnown,

And there lost names shine forth tn bghtest

rays

Tefore the throne

0, take who whl the boen vl [ading fame
But give to me
A place among the workets, though my name
}orpotten be;
And as within the book uf hife 1s found
My lowly place, g,
Honour anid glory onto Lind resound
Yor all His grace
—Siilnted,

et et e

HEROES AND MARTYRS OF
INVENTION.
EL1AS HIOWE AND THE SFRING MACHINE

Ix the enlightened days of the nine-
teenth century the great inventors en.
jey a brighter and sunnier lot than did
those who lived in ruder and darker
times. The modern nventor 18 scl-
dom the victim of ignorance. He is
no longer hunted down by fierce and
fanatical superstition.  He s no longer
thought to be a sorcerer, for his magic
1s seen to be the product of intellect
and reason. He is now courted and
popular, and shares with the great
soldiers, statesmen and explorers the
gratitude of nations. Vet modern in-
ventors have by no means found the
path to success and wealth an ecasy
one If the inventors of the olden
time often suffered violence and death,
so those of a later period have some-
times been forced to face miscon-
ception and ndicule, poverty and long-
enduting privations, injustice and rob
bery, before they geached the goal of
their ambition.

A stnking illustration of this fact is
found 1n the life of the inventor of the
sewiny-machine.

Elins Howe was a native of the
beaunful town of Spencer, which is
spread over the crest of high hills in
central Massachusetts. His father was
both fartner and miller, and Howe's
boyhood years were spent anud quiet
rustic scenes. When he wat 2
child no one would have guessed that
he was destined to do any great thing
tn the world, for he was small of size,
fechble tn health, and suffered from
lameness mm one foot from his bitth,
His father was very poot, and as soon
as the little Iad was able to work at all
he helped his father in the mill and on
the farm,

When he was cleven years old Elias
was “put out,” or apprenticed, to a
neighbounng farmer, but in a shent
ume, boing unable to endure the hard
farm-work, he returned for awhile to
hus father's mill.  Already he began to
take an interest 1n tools and machinery.
He mended furniture, and during hus
spare  hours spent his  ume
Jearming  the uses of such tools
as his father had, and making ail
scits of things with them.  His fond-
ness for mechanics developed rapidly,
and at sixteen, resolute of will, though
fial of body, he set out from his coun-
try home and repaired Lo the great
manufactuning town of Lowell,  He
worked for two years in the Lawell
mills on small wages, at the same time
studying and mastering the details of
the machinery which was used in them

Then he moved to Waltham, and
wemt towork in the mills there. At
Waltham was working at the same
time a cousin of Ehas Howe, who has
since become famous both as 2 states
man and a soldier. This was Na-
thanic! P Banks. The two cousns
little thought when they were both toil
ing at the Waltham looms that one
would become Speaker of the National
House of Representatives, Govemnor
of Massachusetts, and a Majur-Geoneral
in the army, and the other would be
come forever famous as ong of the
greatestinventors of all ume,

While he was in the mills Elias
grew more and more interested in ma-
chinery, and he soon began 1o dream
of being an inventor. This fed him
when he was about twenty years old,
10 tepair to Boston, where he found an
cmployer who was an inventor, and
kept a shop in Cornbill. In this shop
Tiias catned nine dolars 2 week. He
now fell in lave, and although he was
carning but a small pittance, he wasim-
prudent enough to get taarried.  The
eatly days of his wedded life were full
of hardship and privation; but all was

with statvation stanng them in the face.
The wifo was busily sewing and Howe
was watching her  All of a sudden the
'question occurred to him whether a
‘machine could not be made which
would take stitches many times faster
than his wife could. By a little
thought 1t seenied to him that such a
machine mght take fifty stitches while
his wife was taking one.

"This dea, when once 1t got fixed

1 his mund, never left it He went
to wotk at once thinking out the
plan ot such a machme.  He first
attempted to attain his object with a
needle which had its eye in the
mtddle, and which was sharp at both
ends. Then, with difficalty, he made
with pieces of wood and bils of wire a
rude model, which, however, tude as
it was, convinced him that with toil
and panhence a working tcwing ma-
chine could be made.
He now moved to Cambridge,
where tus father was hving, and had
the geod fortune to fall in with a
friend, Geotge Fisher, who lent him
five hundred dollars to continue his
cxperiments, and soon  after  took
Howe and his family into his own
house. After the lapse of six months
Howe had completed his first machine,
which was about a foot and 2 half
high. He showed it to the Boston
tailoss ; but some of them laughed
him to scorn; others feared that it
would ruin the taloring trade ifit
were brought 1nto use; not one of
them would jurchase it. Then came
a penod of bitter poverty and ifl:
health, dunng which Howe depended
upon charity for sustenance,

We sce him, just as soon as he could
raisc as much as a pitance, taking
passage in the stecrage of a satling
vegsel for london, cooking his own
food as he made the cheerless voyage
across the occan, giving the use of his
machine to a capualist in Landon,
who, 3% soon as his workmen had
learned how to manage the sewing-
machine, cast Howe adnft, Howe
pawning s clothes to pay for the
wretched supply of beans which bately
kept body and soul together, spending
four months in making a machine
which he sold for twenty-five dollars;
and at last, returning desutute, but
never despairing, to his native fand.

He arrived in New Yotk to leamn
that his devoted wife was dying at
Cambndge, and he had not money
enough to make the jwrney thither
He cuned it in a New York machine.
shop, and reached his wife’s bedside
just in time to sec her die, So poor
was he that he was forced to botrow a
suit of clothes 1n which to follow her
to her grave. A few days after he
heard that the ship which contaned
all his worldly goods had gone to the
bottom of the sea.

Yet Ehas Howe stoutly persevered,
and rose bravely above all his diffi
culties. At last the sewing-machine
was introduced, successfully established,
and came into rapid demand on every
hand. At the age of thirty-five his in-
come from his great tnvention was two
hundted thousand dollars a year, At
forty-eight he was worth two millions.
His later life was not one of ease and
idie luxury. He dispensed gentrous
and quiet charitics, he was kind and
benevolent and sturdily painotic.

For this millionaire, lame as he was,
and wearicd as he well might have
been after such a hife of toil and trials,
was'one of the first 1o respond to the
call to arms at the outbreak of the
civil war,  1l¢ cnlisted in the army as
a private, shouldered his musket, and
went wnto the ranks; and when, on
one occasion, the pay of his regiment
(the Seventeenth Conncecticut) was be-
hindband, he himself prompily ad-
vanced the thity thousand dollars
needed to supply the wants of his
fcltow.soldiers. Not long after the
close of the war Etias Howe, not yet
an ofd man, died, leaving the record of
a noble, generous life, and a name cver
to be honored among the great in
ventors of the age.—Jtarper's Young
People

————————

WHY 1LEAVES CHANGE CCLOUR

« PRrOBABLY ot one persen in 3 thou
sand knows why lcaves change therr
colour inthe fali,” remarked an eminent
botansst the other day. ' The com
mon and old-fashioned idea 1s that all
this red and golden glory we sce how 1s
caused by frosts, A truc and scienlific
explanation of the causes of the colour-
ing of leaves would necessitate a long
and intricate discussion.  Stated bricfly
and in proper language, those causes
are these:=-The gteen matter in the
tissue of a leal is composed of two
coloars, red sad blue. When the sap
ccases to fow in the fall, and the
natural growth of the tree ceases, oxi-
dation of the tissuc takes place. Under

certain conditions, the green of the

leaf changes to red; under different
conditions it takes on a yellow or brown
tint. ‘The diffetence in colour is ducto
the difference in combination of the
otiginal constituents  of the gieen
tissue and to the varying condi
tions of climate, exposure and soil. A
dry, cold climate produces more brilh-
ant foliage than one that is damp and
warm. ‘This i3 the reason that our
Amencan autunns are so much more
gorgeous than those of Hogland, There
are several things about leaves that even
science cannot explain.  For instance
why one of two trees growing side by
side, of the same age and having the
same exposure, should take on a brilli-
ant red In the fall and the others should
turn yellow ; or why ons branch of a
trze should be highly coloueed and the
rest of the trece have only a yellow
tint, are questions that arc asimpossible
to answer as why one member of a
family should be perfectly healthy and
anothe: sickly, Maples and oaks have
the brightest colouts— Freld and Firest.

-

MARVS FAITH.

Wnen the yellow fever, a fow cars
ago, swept along the coast of the Gulf
of Mexico, it raged with especialgviru.
lence in a village which we shall call
St Jean’s. The fow wealthy citizens
fled to New Orleans.  The mechanics
and tradespeople scatteréd and took
refuge in the pine woods that yun
nonﬁward in those parishes, Nobody
was left but thosc who werc loo poor
to cscape, and thos: whose duty com-
pelled them to stay. Among the lat.
ter was a certain stout fellow named
Joseph Bandry, the village baker.

*1've lived on this coadt forty year,
man and boy,” he smd, “and never yet
had a touch from Ycllow Jack. Who
would bake bread for these sick and
dying people if 1ran away? I'll not
run away |7

But two weeks shook Bandry's cour-
age. ‘The town was put under quaran-
tine, No trains stopped now at the
little statiyn which lay a milc distant in
the woods; they thundered past at
lightning speed, the windows of the
cars tightly shut, lest a breath of the
poisoned air might reach the passen-
gers,  No boats touched at the pier of
St. Jean's, It was quite descrted, Not
a negro was to be seen cven about the
oyster beds near it.  Far on the dis.
tant hotizon, sometimes, a sail could
be seen scudding swiftly by the plague
stricken coast. Joseph Bandry came
1n for his noon meal oneday, his ruddy
features nipped and gray,

" You must go on with the baking,
Mary,” he said, “1 must bury the
dead. There are ten corpses in the
graveyard, and not an able-bodied man
to put them underground. Lous
Bigot's twins died just now. They
were the last children left in™ the
town.” ..

Mcs. Bandry shuddered.  She wag a
weak little woman, and she bad but
one child, a girl of four, Jofine. When
her peighbours, the Vances, had gone
to Iass Christian, Mrs. Vance had per.
suaded her to give the child into her
keeping.

I will care for her as for my owa,”
the good woman said. * She cannot
escape if she stays here”

“ But,” Mrs. Bandry said, *]ofine
may have the fever in her now.”

# I'hen she can but die,” answered
Mrs. Vance, reverently,  * It will be in
my arms instcad of yours, Mary  The
good God wili take her.”

What if the child had had the fever?
T'wo weeks had passzd, and no word
had come back to her mother. There
was no way by which a message could
be sent.  “ If 1 but knew whether she
was alive or dead 1" the poor mother
cricd 10 herself incessantly. She had
been busy nutsing the sick, yet she had
time to think of this every moment.
She said nothing of it to her husband,
for 1t was necessary that she should
keep up his courage. He seemed to
have none left now. He sat without
touching Iis broth, dully ticking off
on his fingers the number of the
dead.

# All of the Diilayes are gone, ait of
the Benoits—such jolly lolk!)  No
more picnics with them, Mary! And
old Father Benoit's songs—you remem-
ber. We'il never hear them again
Did 1 ever expect to haul the old gen-
tleman 1n a cart o 2 ditch and throw
him in without a coffinl A graveina
ditcht It will come to mesoon |”

He pushed away his plate, and
dropped his head down on s folded
arms on the table.

* Joseph,” she sobbxd, * don’t give
up. Do you forget the good Gad?”

oNo,  But H - has forgotien us | " he
sad figreely. * I have a mind 10 run
away! You and I can tramp it along
shore to BDidoxi Let them get their
bread and thewr grave.diggers where
they cant  Tae mayor told me he
could do nothing more, and he was
going ; and I met the pastor jist now
tooking white and shaky, as if he had
the ague, and he has a mind to go,
tco.”

“I's a temptation of the devil!”
cried Mary, passionately. ' Will they
leave thete people to die—nobody 0
nurse or buty them ?  They are God’s
children as much aswe, Joseph.”

#'Then let Him take care of them,”
muttered Bandry, sullenly, a3 he went
out into the shop.

Mary opencd the door,  She (clt as
if she were stifing.  The sky was sod-
den and gray. The air was dark and
full of pustilential odouts.

St. Jean’s had been a friendly, merry

place.” At this time of day the

neighbours would have been at their
doors, or gathered under the trees, gos.
siping,  ‘There was not a living crea-
ture on the street now except Louis
Bigot, who cartied two hutle coffing
under his arm

Presently old Father B:nolt's dog
sneaked past, his head down, She
called 1o him, meaning to fecd him;
but e ran on as though she were a
murderer, ‘The dog had been fond of
her,  'This litde thing brought the
tears to her dry cyes.

“ Lven the dog knows it isa il over)”
she said, looking from the closed
houses, in cach of which lay onc dead,
up to the heavy leaden sky which gave
her back no answer.  There was no
help=no hope anywhere, Suddenly
the weak little woman stood ercct
and cleached her hands,

I will trust Him, though He slay
me | ” she said aloud.

She prayed silently. Tt seemed as
if she touched the feet of Chrint
h—held Him, He could not go from

er.

“ Lord 1” she began to sing,

1o1d, I the morning Thou shalt hear
My voiee ascending hught

Bandry, m the shop, stopped and lis-
tened. He dropped his work. His
fice was contorted with tears, and a'
miserable laugh,

 1{ she has the spirit to sing, [can’t
run away,” he muttered.

Mary did not spend much time in
hymns or prayer. God sutcly meant
her to do something,

“ First, I suppose, to make Jos¢ph
cat his dinner and keep him well,” she
thought,

She tossed him up a savoury litle
stew, and carried i to him on 2 tray
with a white napkin.  Her own dress
was neat, her eyes bright, a smile on

her lips.

+ Come, Jascph, you must eal. 1
cannot have vou ill,” she said cheer.
fully.

Bandry, who began to beashamed of
his cowardice, and who was hungry,
sat down with a good appetite to his
dinner.

“We who are well,” said Mary, as
she stood watching Him, * ought to
do snmething to fight Yellow Jack.”

“What?"

1 do not know, I'm only a woman ;
but you know, no doubt, Joseph.”

The baker, when he had finished his
meal, kissed his wife heartily.

“ 1'il go and see the pastor,” he said
in aloud voice. “1Itistime we were
doing something practical; do you
mind the baking, And”—he tumned
back, lowering his voice—** don’t stop
praying, Mary. Things are black
enough, but we'll do what we can.”

He burried dowa the street. Mr
Wyndom, the young clergyman, was
coming out of Bigot's house. He was
worn out in body and mind., God had
doomed the place, he thought, What
could be.do? But the cheerful face
;gd brisk. step of the baker startled

1im. : "

“What it it, Bandry?” he called.
“Any good news 2"

#\Well—yes, sir. Things have taken
a tumn for the better, I think, I'v:
been considering whether we could not
use seme practical means to check this
trouble,”

% Fires, tar fires on the streets,
now | ”interrupted Mr. Wyndom. * I've
heard of that. Hete comes the mayor,”
as an old man slowly approached.
« Our fricnd Bandry tells me, sir,” he
said to the mayor, ¢ that the discase is
abating. At least, the outlook is more
hopeful.  Can we do nothing? I was
recommending fires of tar and turpen-
tine on the strects.”

Mayor Follett looked up with a
quickened excitement in his face.

¢ Certainly, certainly ! An excellent
idea! I have been so hopeless that I
have donc nothing. It has stunned,
bewildered me! If you think the
streets need cleaning, wwhy not set those
idle negroes on the Puint to work?
They tattle horrors and drink all day,
and 50 are ready to feed the plagu.
A drain into the bayou would relieve
that stagnant pond of green water. 1
will set them at it to-day.”

“ Would 1t be possible to telegraph
to New O:deans for doctors and
nurses?” said Mr. Wyndom.

*The operator is dead.”

] can use the wires.”

* Do it, then, my dear sir.
oncet”

Mr. Wyndom hurried to the tele-
gragh office; the mayor to the Point.

The next day two physicians, six
nurses, and a car-load of coffins azrived
at St. Jean's, Fires were burning at
every corner ; a Jarge body of negroces
was at work draining the stagnant,
death-breeding pond.  Joc Bandry was
in command, stout, Joud-voiced and
hearty.

One of the physicians aftcrwatds re-
ported to the S:ate Board of Health:
“ The temper and courage of the people
£ St, Jean's were admirable, 1 found
the mayor had begun to drain and dis-
infect the town before my atrival.  He
found an cfiicient ally in Rev. Me.
Wyndom, whosc words of faith and
cheer sustained the stricken commun-
18

lr'I‘hu:c: months later §. Jean's, clean
and freed from all infection, lay smiling
in the sun. 'The late roses bloomed in
the little gardens, and the grass already
covered all the graves.  Mary Dandry,
in her pretty peint gown, sat sewing in
her porch, and Joe walked up and
down the banquette with little Jofine
toddling beside him,

Dait at

The old residents thad all returned,
They had much tosay of the plague,

and the means by which it was
checked,

4% We owe cverything to the cnergy
of the mayor,” some of them suld,
#1t was the draining of the pond that
saved the town,”

‘’That and Mr, Wyndom's prompt
action in  bnnging physicians and
nurses,” said another.

w i]oe Dandry,” intetrupted a third,
“hehaved nobly, Ilis courage, I hear,
never faled, and it was he who sug-
gested the fires on the strects,”

But no one spoke of the little woman
who prayed to God, and brought from
Him the spark of hope which kindled
this great ligit,  Even she herseif had
forgotten it, God only remembered. —
The Congregationalisd,

BURDETTE'S ADVICE,

My son, your brow is clouded ; some-
thing has happencd that didn’t and
docs not agree with you. Were you
neglected in the invitation? D.dn't
you get on any of the committces?
Were youoverlodked in the convention?
Hasn't the secretary written you a per-
sonal letter asking your advice upon
the campaign? Have you been coldly
passcdover for men of less ability ? D>
you feel that intentional stight has been
put upon you? Canyousce that every-
thing is going wrong because you have
not been consulted ? Have you been
dircctly snubbed by infetior people? 1
thought as much. At your time of life
such things are vary liable to occur.
They used to happen with me now and
then. You will grow wiser as you grow
older, unless you take the othier chute ;
then you will grow more foolish, and
thete is only one cure for an old fool,
my boy—that isdeath, Ocdinary death
won't cure him either.  For, *though
thou shouldst bray him in a little monar
among wheat with a pestle, yet will not
his foolishness depart from him.”  Sge
how awful y dead he has to b killed!
Smashing him only makes him worse.

But now, if any or all these slights
have boen put upon you, listen to me,
my tender Telemachus, Don’t show
your sores. Oh, don't show yoursores,
They are not plcasant to look at; no
body wants to sce them, and they will
heal much moare rapidly, and naturally
and healthfully, if you don’t expose
them. Kecpthem covered. Don't show
them to anybody but your surgeon, and
don’t show them to him unless you
have to, and don’t luok at them your
self.  lm-ave them alone under the
plaster of time and the cooling com-
presses of forgetfulness, and you'll bz
sutptised, some day, when you do hap-
pen to think of them, to find that they
have healed by fiest intontion withouta
scar. Don't tell people when you are
hurt; don't tell anybody how keenly
you feel the slight, when, Perh:ps, no
slight was intended. Don't get your-
self snubbed by people who never see
you, and don’t know ynu, and never
thunk of you. And if you really are hit,
and hit hatd, it belittles your manhood,
and it drives away human sympathy,
when you lift up your voice and howl
on the streets.  Kecp quict about it
Don't whine, don't yell. Onc day at
the investment of Vicksburg—it wason
the memorable 22nd of May—during a
lull 1 the desultoty skirmishes that pre-
ceded the assault, while I was lying
clase to the surface of the great round
globe that we inhabit, and wishing I
could get a little closer to it, we heard
a tremendous howling and shricking,
and down the dusty road from the front
came a blue jecketed skirmisher on the
trot, holding one hand up in the other,
and the hand he was holding up had
no thumb on it. It hurt hike the mis-
chief, I have no doubt, but it was only
a thumb after zll, and how the fellow
was howling about it | Hewasabrave
man, ot he wouldn't have bzen where
he could have lost that thumb, Dut
you would have thought it was the only
thumb in the whole United S:ates army,
and that no ong clse on the skirmish
line had been hit that morning. Sathe
soldicrs saw only the funny side of the
picturc. and a petfect chorus of howls,
in vociferous imitation of the man's own
wail+, went shricking up from the sar-
castic line of men who were waiting
their turn to face death. In a minute
another cam= walking back from the
skirmish line. He was walking slowly
and steadily, never a moan came from
his compressed lips, though they were
whiter than his bronzed face, and he
held his hand against his breast.  The
silenceofthedeathchamber felluponthe
line in an instant, as the soldier moved
along the road with the air of a con
queror. Halfa dozen men sprang to
s side.  Tenderly they laid him down
in the shadow of a great oak ; tus lips
parted to speak a message to some one
a thousand miles away, and the line was
short one man for the coming assault.
He died of his hurt, but he died likea
king. Oh, my Loy, don't yell the fungs
out of you over a smashed thumb,when,
only three files down the ling, 2 soldier
salutes his captain before he faces about
to go to the rear with a death bullet in
his breast. You can's help getting hurt.
There 1sn't 3 safe place in the whole
line, There are cruel peopl: in the
world who love to wound us, there are
thoughtless, heedless people who don't
think, there are people who don't care,
and there are thick-skinned people who
ate not casily hurt themeelves, and
they think mankind is a thick-hided
race; in fact, the air is full of darts,
and arrows, and singing bullets all the
time, and it"s dangerous to be sale any-

where.  But when you do get hit—as
hit you certainly will he-—don't * hol.

low” any louder than you have to.
Grin and bear it the best you may.
There are some peeple so badly hurt
they must moan ; do you forget your
own hurt In looking after them.—
Brooklyn Eagl,

*

DR TALMAGE AND AN ENGLISH
MADMAN,

DR, Tatmace, in the New Vord
Observer, says that in the summer of
1879, on his way from Walesto London
he met with one of the most cxcitiné
scenes he ever witnessed, We were
na ;.:i!svay train going At a terrific
velocity. There were five of us-four
gentiemen and a hidy—in the car, We
halted at the depot. A gentleman
came to the door, and stood a moment
as if not knowing whether to come in or
to stay out.  The cosductor compal-
ling him to decide immediately, he got
in.  He was finely gloved and every
way weil dressed,  Seated, he took out
his koife and began the auempt of
splitting a sheet of papar edgewise, and
at this satintensely engaged for,perhaps
an hour.  The suspicion of ali was
aroused in regard to hm, when sud-
denly he arose and looked around at
tus fellow passengers, and the fact was
revealed bi*his cyc and manner that he
was 4 maniac. The fady in the ear
{she was travelling unaccompanied) be
came frenzied with fright and rushed to
the door as if about to jump out,
Panting my feet against the door, 1
mwde that death leap impousible, A
look of hiorror was on all the faces, and
the question with ecach was * What will
the madman do next?* A madman
unarmed is alarming, but a madman
with an open knife is ternfic.  In the
demoniac strenpth that comzs to such
2 one, he might make sad havoc in that
flymg railway train, or he might spring
out of the door, as once or twice he
attempted. It was a question between
retaining the foaming fury in our com.
pny or fetting hum dash his {ife out on
the rocks.  Our own safety said, *Lat
him go.' Our humanity said, ¢ Keep
him back from instant death, and
humaniy tnumphed. T pgave the bell
rope two or three stout putls, but there
was no slackening of speed,  Another
passenger repeated the attempt with-
out getung any recogmtion. We nught
as well have tried to stop a whirlwind
by pulling a boy’s kite-string.  'T'o nid
ourselves of our dangerous associate
scemed impossible.  Then there came
a strugule as to which should have su-
premacy of that car, right reason or
dementia, Thedemonacmovedaround
the ear as if it belonged to hun and ail
the rest of us were intraders.  ‘hen he
dropped In convulsions actoss the lap
of one of the passengers. At this mo-
ment, when we thought the horror had
climacterated, the tragedy was intensi-
fied. We plunged into the midnight
darkness of one of those long tunnels
for which English railway travel is cele.
brated. Mnutes scemed hours. We
waited for the light, and waited while
the hair hited upon the scalp and the
blood ran cold,” When, at last, the
light looked 1n through the windows,
we found the aflicted man lying help-
less across the lap of onc of the pas.
sengers,  When the tram halted it did
not take ustong, after handing over the
unfortunate for medical treatment, to
disembark and move wto another car,
We never before realised how much one
loses when he loses his reason. No
wonder that the Man of Sarrows had
His deepest sympothies stirred for the
demomiac of Gadara. Morning, noon
and night, thank G .d for the equipoise
of your mental faculties.”

*

VISITS TO INVALIDS.

I READ many practical articles about
Christmas gilts, houschold decorations,
the care of plants 1n winter, how to be
an agreeable guest or hostess, how to
prepare for ocean travel, how to live on
ten dollars a week, or five hundred a
year, and have ¢verytiung that 1s need-
ed, how to presarve oae's haalth: but
how seldom 1s anything said about the
way in which a person really ill should
he treated by outside friends.

Ia cook books we have general hints
on caring and cooking far invalids ; we
have tempting dishes for convalescents,
and are advised 1o keep the air frosh
and pure, but guard against draughts,
avoiding noise, keeping medicines out
of sight, getting as much sunshine into
the room as possible. ~ All this is essen-
tial, but, aftzr all, the friends who enter
the sick room have quite as much influ.
ence on the patient as all these com.
bined for cither good or injury. Yet
how li‘tle is said on this important
matter? The hornbly brutal specches
that are made by visitors apparently
fritndly and apparently sanc, ate inex-
cusable, Some of them are so horrible
that one must "ugh at the very remem
brance of them.

To a dear old gentleman who had
been confined to the house for some
tisme, came thf c!;‘ccrhil inquiry : “Does
the grave look pleasant
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A lady sotely and dangerously afilict
¢d with dropsy, unable to breathe
except ina siting position, worn out by
sleeplessness and suffering, waz thus
comforted by a sympathetic neighbour
afier viewing her with caper cutiosity :
“Well, Mrs. =, you do look awlully.
I do hope you will dic before you
burst 1™

To 2 nervous old man, depressed by
a long struggle with discase, and fzcble,

yet very auxious to recover, came this
cheering observation @ ¢ Dear me, how




