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THE RURAL CANADIAN.

HOME CIRCLE.

TOPANOT.

BY MES ¢ M LIVINUSTON.

It was a fresh, bright morning in early spring. **The
very mormng to work out of doors,” Mrs. Butler declared ;
s0, donning 2 sun-bonnet, which she kept on purpose for
gardening, and taking her tcowel, shie proceeded on a tour
of 1nspection over the pretty lawn that surrounded her plea-
sant home.

She inquired into the needs of the crocuses and daffodils,
told the hyacinths they were late in blooming, noted with
pleasure the purpling buds of the lilacs, thea turned her
steps to the carner which needed her inost—a bed of lihes
of the valley, that were becoming far too numerous for thriv.
ing growth.

M. Butler's next-dour neighbour, Mrs. Lane, wanted a
bed of lilies, too. 1f these were to be thinned out, why
should she not huve some of them? She hai a spot of un-
occupied ground, between the house and a high fence, damp
and cool, just the place where those hily leaves would grow
broad and green.  So she hovered about her window, peep-
ing through the half-closed blinds, unti! her neighbour had
come over to the lilies, which were not far from the fence
that separated the two lawas ; then she threw a light shawl
over her head and happened out.  She ran down tothe gate
and took a look up strect and down ; then slowly comng
back, stopped 3 moment over this and that shiub, to see if
they were putting forth signs of lfe. At almost any other
time she would have run out unceremoniously and asked for
some. DBut there were reasons why Mrs. Lane felt a slipht
hesitancy in approacking her neighbour this morning. On
account of some occurrences of the last few dayy, she herself
had been nursing a little resentment ; but she had come to
the conclusion to put aside all ill-feelings and retuen to
friendly relations.  Mrs. Butler was too gnod a neighbourto
break with lightly. She was half tempred, though, 10 go
straight back into the house without speaking, particularly
as Mrs. Butler did not once look her way. Baut, then, she
wanted  break the icy hittle crust that was gradually form-
ing between them, and this wasa good opportunity ; besides,
she wanted some bulbs. So she came up to the fence where
the lady stooped over her work, szying, **Good morning,
Mrs. Bautler,” with a slight constraint in the toues, it is true.
Bat the trowel went industnously on, and the head was not
lifted. She evidently did not wish to hear ; but Mrs. Lane
tried again:

“Gnod moming! I say; what are you busied about so
carly ?”

Then Mrs. Batler looked up, but the glance that flashed
from ber black eyes to the other lady was not such as she
was wont to bestow upoa her neighbour., Neither were the
tones—that seemed to issue from the cavernous depths of a
neves-cnding sun-boonet—the cheery ones that belanged to
Mrs. Batler, as she said,

¢ Whatever else I'm doing, I'm not slandering my neigh-
bours.”

“Indeed ! Acnd who is engaged in that business, pray?”
and Mrs. Lane brought the shar.l over her cheeks, so that
her newghbour shoutd not see the red that she felt was rush-
1ng into them.

Mrs. Batler stood up now, and the lady on the other side
of the fence fairly quaded hencath the withering gaze, as,
Jooking her sull 1 the tace, Mrs. Batler said -

*¢It 15 best to speak oaut plamnly. Mrs Lane ¥do not
wish to hold any conversation with you It on'y shows
what 2 perfect hypocnte you mast bz to come around with

ar smooth * Good-mormngs® after what you told Mrs.
{etchum about me.”

¢Qa, now! You're making a mountain out of 2 mole
bill,"” sa1d Mrs. Lane, confusedly.  Vau'd berrer find oat
what 1 actealiy saud to Mrs. Ketchzm before you flare up so.
A litte explatation on bo.h sides w111 strawghteo this thing
all out, 1 dare say.”

**No explanations,” said Mrs. Rotler. *“that you can
posnbiy make Wil sausfy me.  Indeed 1 will not listea to
any, and certainly I do nnt feel called upon to make any to
you. So let it be distinctly understood, once for all, that I
wish to have nothing whatever tode with you from thus
time forth.” Saying which she picked up her trowel and
marched off to ihe othes side of th- laws, while Mre Lane
beat 2 hasty retreat into her own house.

The first thing she did was to indalpe ina gaod cry 5 the
next, to make a frm resolve never 10 have anything w re to
do with Ma. Keichom. for telling what <he had p uinvely
promised never to breathe 1o 2 living sool.  Of coarse, she
had broken her promuse, elsz how won'd it have gotien to
the ears of Mrs. Batler?

A hen 15 a secmingly inofiensive creatore, but is capable
of accomplishing a s2st amount of mischicf—far more than
is generally sapposed. 1M atlthe unhanpr tempers and lnng.
standing feuds that she basprav ked were scarched invo,
and reseits placed among our siatistic and general averages
—the number of goariels 10 one hen—we should douttless
be overwheimed.  For it was nothing more nor less than a
little gray hen that was the occasien of the sharp words that
were so sadly out of tune with the song of the robins, the
b iding green and sweet spriag ire of that morning,

There had been slight clrwads in the sky b-tween the two
farmiies on this acenunt before.  The lancs had for years
madc 3 praciice of keeping a f-w heng, rthereby serving two
purpascs—keeping themselves in freth enps and testing the
{nendship, as well as coltivaung the grace of torhearance,
in thar neghborrs, They were not that exasperating sort
of people, cither, who were indiffcrent 10 the comfort of their
neighhours. They cherithed the delation that they kept
their hens at home, and they did 2im to, but some nf them
had straying proclivities. t‘,l"hcn they tsied ta keep them
shat up, letung Jhem oat ac asonally, keepang asharp watch
over them mzanwhile.  Bat 11 did seem acif snme of these
beas had **1wo presences,” for while Mrx. Lane sat sewing by
her window, castiag her eye on them occasionally, sureihal
they were all there —Old Yellow, Speckle, Whity Topknot
22d Banoty~—that very mioute two or three of them wonld be

scratching for dear life in Mrs. Butler's smooth, neat beds,
just sown with early lettuce and onions.

It is a wunder that & woman with as much tinder in her
composition as Mrs. Butler bore it as well as she did.
Especially was Topknot, a saucy little gray and white hen,
with a jaunty tuft an tap of her head, peculiatly trying.
Many a time had Mrs. Butler worked hard in her gardenall
the forenaon, and laoked from her window an hour sfter to
behold Topknot comfortably established in a well-fitting
round hotle of her own digging, in the very centre of a cir-
cular bed, carefully prepared and sown with seeds of some
rare and highly valued flowers. Again and again was she
stoned and driven home in disgrace, and, on complaint being
entered against her, was shut up and securely fastened in,
as was supposed. But whether she had the power of slip-
ping through cracks, or not, she would, somehow, unac-
countably effect her escape; and the unext thing known of
her, she would sit complacently in the very choicest part of
Mrs. Butler’s garden, a persistent, triumphant Topknot,
utterly regardless of the poor little two-leaved plants that
were uprooted and crushed beneath her. It was on one of
these occasions that Mrs. Butler caught her, and in sheer
despair and vexation, tossed her over the fence, accompaany-
ing the act with 2 heacty and audibly expressed wish that
* that hen was dead.”

Mrs, Lane, happening to stand at her chamber window,
saw the hasty manner in wt.ich her favourite hen came home,
as well as l{c exasperated expression on her neighbour’s
face, and likewise had an exagoerated report of what the
crue]l woman said, when she ** heaved the poor creature over
the fence,” fiom Bridget, who was out in the woodshed at
the time.

This episode, among other littls things, cauted a slight
coldness to spriog up hatween the ladies, so that for a few
days the well-trodden path between the hause« was not so
much used as heretofore. In the meantice Topknot dise
app=ared. She was not to be found 1n the bara loft, nor
under the bush~c¢, nor in any of the secret places abaut the
premises of any of the neighbours ; nor even in the bam of
the Butlers, nor cosily scitled under the law.spreading
branches of their evergreens. Plainly, Topknot was dead,
or she would certainly have come home at meal-times. She
was a greas 1oss, as she came of a high family and was the
bandsomest of the brood.  Mrs. Butler had been interviewed
conceraing her, and had answered sharply that she shonld
not mourn greatly if the troublesome creature was never
found.

It so happened, a few days afterward, that Mrs. Lane
needed a cake pan of a certain size and shape which she did
not possess, but she knew Mrs. Butlerdid ; so she determined
to ignore the little unpleasantaess that existed, and run in
the back way and borrow it. As she came along back
through Mrs. Butler's woodshed, she noticed 2 basket of
feathers. She paused 2 moment, looking intently at them,
then murmured to herself, ** Topknoi's feathers, I do be-
lisve.” Ah, indeed! What and if Topkaot had met her
destiny in Mrs. Butler’s dinner-pot !  Aad then 2 suspicion
that had at times fl sated vagucly throagh her mind, took
shape and began to live. At dinner she half seriously men-
tioned the idea to her hasband, anu he answered,

‘“Pooh ! Asif Mrs. Butler was not able to buy all the
chickeas she needs, aad moure too.”

‘*Bat those feathers! 1 would know those pretty gray
and white feathers anywhere.

‘* Now, my dezr, you don't suppos¢ Topknot was the
only hen ip the world who owns a gy dress, do you?
Farmers bring in hens and chickens every day wath all sorts
of fearhers.  Don't, for pity’s sake, Lisp sucn a foohsh thing
to anybody else. 1t will be sure to get to her, and 1 would
not let forty hens come between my friendship with such a
woman—a little high-strung perhaps, buta good womaa,
after 21l. Then you must own that she bas borne a great
deal fram Tapknot. It wouald not be such a dreadfal thing
if she had boiled her ap. It would be the onty way of mak-
ing cure that she waold not be turning ap 2gain conunually.”

That afternoan Mrs. Lanc took her work and went to sit
an haur with Mrs. Ketchum. In the course of ther neigh-
bourly conferences Mrs. Ketchum asked,

*1Jid it ever occur to you, Mrs. Lanc, that Mrs. Batler
was deceitful 2™

*\WWhy, no. I never thought she was. What makes you
ask?”

*+On. things T heard ber szying about some of her neigh-
bours that she is very thick with,” said Mrs. Ketchum,
laoking my<teri us

**What did she say 2" Mrs. Lane asked. growing at once
suspicinus and interested.

*Well, I heard she said that she never had been more
toimented in her life by anything than she had by yoar heas,
and that Mr. Butler talked of prosccuting your husband for
damapey"”

¢ S uffand nonsense 1" M. Lane ejaculated, her anger
kind'ing * Everyhody knows we kezp car hens shot up.

I It is truc po-r Topknot stiayed over there cccastonally,

Yt she is gonc now, and if I didn't se~ % 1 feathers :1n Mss.
Batler's woodshed, I'm much mistaken. At any mate, X
know they hzd pot pie for dinner about that time.”

No sooaer had these words escaped her 1ips than she was
sorry she had said them.

*¢Is it possible 2™ sard Mrs. Ketcham; ** 1 always thought
Mrs. Batler was a very qoeer woman—-but—you don't szy
ske—""

* Oh, no, 1 doa't say aoything. It:s only some of my
nonsease,” Mrs. Lane said harniedly, as she pathered up her
wrek.  * Dun't mention stior anyihing. Good-bye, 1 must
be going.”

She did not notice the wide open eyes and ears with which
Mary Anp, M. Ketchum's servant, who was at that moment
replenisbing the grate with coal, took in every word, and
much more than they were meaat o consey, and who, on
the Grst Icisure opportumty, hastened to share such a choice
bit of gaxsip wath cgr dear {nend, Ellen Bryan, who lived
near.  Ellen, in torn, related st to her mistrese, by this time
a muth =xagperated and embellished account—how Mir.
Batler hzd stolen and kille]l acd cooked one of Mrs. Lane's
chickens; for ** Mrs. Lanc was as suze of it as she was that

she was alive, and, if 'twas her last breath, she'd sayit, be
cause she saw the feathers with her own eyes in Mrs. Butler’s
wood-shed.” Then Mrs, Morgan, her mistress, and a par-
ticular friend of Mrs. Butler's, forgot that terse utterance—
“ \Vhere there is no tale-bearer the strife ceaseth.”  She put
on her bonnet, straightway, 2nd cartied this absurd story to
Mrs. Butler. *She was not fond of repeating gossip in
general, but she thought it her duty, as a friend, to tell this,
so that it might be contradicted at once.” Strange how
n}nny lgood women Satan finds to help him carry out his
plans

And Mrs. Butler, though she had the reputation of being
an excellent woman, consistent and foremost in every good
word and work, was not proof apainst this most trying test.
Her spirit took fire ; she allowed her anger to wax hot, and
she said many foolish and unkind things about Mrs. Laue,
which she would not at all have belicved one month ago,
and did not believe now, for that matter. Murs. Butler's
weak point was her pride. Never had a word, to her
knowledge, been breathed against her fair fame. And now
to be accused of such small meanness—it was unbearable ;
it was beyond anything.  Her sore heart verified the truth
of the proverb—** The words of a tale-bearer ate as wounds. "

The spring-time vafolded leaves and blostoms, but the
balmy airs and bright sunshine did not warm the hearts of
the two womea toward each other. Day after day passed,
and yet, since that fatal day when they met at the fence,
they had given no sign that cach was aware of the other’s
existeace. -

It was inconvenient and forlorn in more ways than one—
this breeze which the litile hea had raised. It was trying to
give up the neighbourly kindnesses that they had been wont
to exchange. They had borrowed patterns and magazines
and cake-pans and yeast, of one another, All the seldom-
used utensils in one house were common property in both.
Mcs. Batled's lap-bosrd and scsles and colander, and Mrs.
Laae's carpet-stretcher and  step.ladder, often changed
places ; and many a plate of cockies, or pan of biscuuts, had
travelled from one house to another, when either happened
to have unusual good luck in baking. There were no more
runnings to aod fro between the houses, or cheery callings
from each other’s windows. The back gate was nailed up,
and the cast windows in one house and the west windows in
the other had their blinds carefully closed. They had been
wont to share their joys and troubles. They had made calls
and afternoon visits in company. But now, cne peeped
through the blinds to make sure that the other was well on
her way to sewing society before she would start; and, by
degrees, their circle of {riecnds began to understand the fact
that Mrs. Batler and Mrs. Lane did not ¢‘speak.”

Poor Mrs. Lane was consumed with vain regrets that she
h2d, in h-r momentary vexation, allowed that shppery
tongue of hers to make her so much tronuble. Sometimes
she was beartily athamed of the whole thing, and would
gladly have told Mrs. Butler so, only that she believed, what-
ever excuses or apologies she might make, the proud-spinted
wnman would pever receive them. At other umes she told
herself that she did well to be aegry; that of course Mrs.
Butler had made away with her hen; it was not Lkely she
had intended it— probably some of the family had stoned

oot Topkno! and lamed her so she had to be killed, and
Mrs. Butler had thocght they might as well have a dinner
out of her, and nobody would be the wiser forit. It was,
after all, not the loss of the hen she cared so mauch for, she
argoed with herself, as that Mrs. Bailer should prove bor-
self so unworthy ; and then to ctown it all by getung angry
at her, when probably, after 2ll, she had only binted ai the
real troth to what she said to Mrs. Ketchum ; and she togo
on just as usual and put a bold face on the matter—it was
oo apgravating ¢

It is much more comfortable to blame other people than
yourself. So Mrs. Lane silenced ail inward condemoaton
of her mischief-making tongue, and began to pride herself
on being a long-suffering woman, in that she hzd not brooght
the affzir before the church, instead of preserving a2 magna.
mmous silence.  Whar a stir she coald make, to be suse !

1t was strange how much bad fecling one small hen coald
occasion. Mrs. Ketchuat was amszed to see Mrs. Lane sail

t her on the strect without so much asanod. Mrs. Bat-
er looked askance across the church at Mrs. Lane, and
wondered how she conld look the munister in the face while
he took for his text, **Speak not evil one of another,
brethren,” and then painted in virid words the sin of the
slanderer. Then Mrs, Lane, in her tum, wondered how
Mrs. Butler onold have the face to take such a promisent
part in chureh affairs, when she had such & sin 0a ber cone

saence,
( To be continued. )

MARRIAGE IN CHINA.

Awong the pure Chinese, 2nd especually among the
higher e'asses, the affair is a2 much longe: and more setious
one. From the old Turkish striciness with wnich females
are secloded, it is comparatively zare that a couple see each
other previous to betrothal, and still more so that there
should be any acquaintance between them.  This has given
nse to the necessary coployment of 2 character equivalent
to the bazvalan or mamage-broker of ancient Buttany, to
Mr. Foy's Parisian Matrimonial Agency Office, or the
dzily marriage advertisements of our own papers.  1f your
wich is for marmage in the absiract, the broker will find you
a hrtiog pantner first, and acpotate the transfer after. 1f
you arc less parely philosopbical, and wizh to coasult your
o¥n tastes as well as the interests aad increase of the nation,
you are oaly to name the pany, and the broker be.
comes your accredited smbassador. There is, howerer,
onc preliminary point to be ascertained. Flas your inteaded
the same sumame as yourself?2  If so, it is a fatal difficalty,
as the laws of China world not permit the marriage. 1f,
however, the is Chun and you are Le, or she is Kwan or
Yu, and you tejoice in any other pattonymic monasyllable,
the next step 15 for the broker to obtain from cach a tabdlet
containing the name, age, date and hour of birth, etc.
These are thea tzken to 2 divier and compared, to sce if
tke uoion promises happioess; if the aaswer i3 favoursble
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