lifornia Vinegar
ly Vegetable pre ration,
the native herbs found
res of the Sierra Nevada
lornia, the medicinal pro-
are extracted therefrom
f Aleohol. The question
ted, *“ What is the canse
1 sncoess of Vixeaan Brr-
ver is, that they romove
e, snd the patient recov.
(hey are the great blood
giving principle, a perfect
wvigorator of the system.
i history of the world haa
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¥ L
alities of Vixeaar Birrens
k of every diseasc man is
ro a gentle Purgative s
Weving Congestion or In-
Liver aud Visceral Organs,
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enjoy good health, 1ot
% Birreng a¢ & medicine,
o of alcoholie stimulants

3 and Charlton $te., New York., -
ruggists aud Dounlers.
an take these Bitters
swtions, and remain loug
their bones are not de-
al poison or o'her meuns
wusted beyoud repair.
usands proelaim Vixgasd
wonderful Invigorant the:
e sinking system.

nittent, and Intermit.
ich are 80 prevalent in the
cat rivers throughout the
pecially those of the lis-
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ansas, Red, Colorado, Bra.
. Pearl, Alabamx, Mobile
te,James,and many others,
fibutaries, thronghout onr
iring the Sammer and Au.
kably so during scasons of
d dryncss, are invariably
extensive derangements of
liver, and other abdominal
ir treatment, n purgstive,
rful influence upon theso
is essentially neceseary.
wtic for the pose equal
me's Vixgoan Birruus, as
ahmmwa t'h:enl:l:-o‘l,\rhmd
'gﬁ ¥ wols are
amo h} stimulating the
liver, and generally restor-
functions of the «eigwun

r Tndigestion, Headaghe,
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ud Taste in the Moath, Bil-
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ungs, Pain in the region of
Wl o hnudeed other painful
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King's Evil, White Swel-
[Brysipelas, Swelled Neck,
s Inflammations, Indolent
Mercurial Affections, Old
s ot the Skin, Boro Eyw
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ir grcat carative powers
ste and intractable oascs.
amatory and Chronie
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ut Fevers, Discases of the
{idneys, and Bladkder, these
) equal.  Such Diseases are
ted Blood.
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THE SIMPLE CKURCE.

I've been to Quaker meeting, wife, and I shall

B3 ug

n,
It wus 50 quict and s0 neat; se simple and o,

! am ¢ |
i to gather there, from off |
the other shore,

I'he angrls seeins

And ala ty

4 in quictness, as though

hefore

There was nn high priced organ there, no eost-
ly singing choir,

'o help you raise vour thoughts te God, and
holiness inapire ; V4

But sitting =il in silence, we seemed to feel

‘'he still, small voice that entered in and told

Lise
The wal cre froe from paintings and cestly
af
hat in an lern churches seets to piay so
large a part
For it saer v each endeavor to please the

And lose ¢

chirch they pian

The windows fiud

gloom ai

¢ pure sun

alid & mb

and centevwd in a little spet, s bright, it

eemed Lo e
A glimpse of brightness semewhat like'our fu-
ture home will be.

There was b learned minister, whe read as
from a book,
And showed that he had practiced his every

word and lack

all of wisdom was preached by

an old

vl
That took vizht hol.l of all our theughts, and
held them to the end.

He used no long, high-sounding words, and had
A sing-song way

In drawing out his sentences, in what he had
Lo say ; ®

But teld the truth, and teld it so that every
ene whe heard

Seemed to feel the prempting Spirit, mere than
Just the spoken ward.

There was vo puipit decked with flewers of | him.

“Yes. But I have known peopie frozen !

to death hereabouts before now.”

house in the Iighlands is her's.
I find it excessively cold and mmewhm;

will only grace it with ourpresence during
the shooting season. Presently I go to;
the window and look out ; it has ceased |
snowing, and through a vifC in the clouds
I sce a star. :

“It is beginning to clear,” I tell my wife
and also infornt her that itis past eleven.
As‘she lights her candle at a side table I
hear a Whining and scrutching at the front
door.

“There is Laddie loose again,” says she.
“Would you let him in, dear ?”

I did not like facing the eold wind, but
could not refuse to let in the poor animal.
Strangely enough, when I opened the door
and ealled him he wouldn’t come. He runs
up to the door and looks intomy face with
dumb entreaty ; then he 1uns back a few
steps, looking around to see if' L am follow-
ing ; and finaliy, he takes my veat in his
mouth and tries to draw me out.

“Laddie won'tyeome in,” I call outto my
wife. “On the chn‘_y, he scems to want
mo to go out and have a game of snow ball
with him.”

She throws a shawl round her and comes
to the deor. The collie was hers before
we were married, and she is almost as fond
of him, [ tell her, as she is of Jack, our
eldest boy.

“Lavldie, Ladidie!” she calls, “come im,
sir.”  lle comes ohediently at her call,
but refuses to enter the house, and pursues
the same dumb pantomime he has already

tried on me.

night in the snow won't hurt him,” and |
prepare to close the door.

“You will do nothing of the kind !” she
replies with an anxious look ; “Lbut you
will rouse the servants at onee and {ollew
Some one is lost in the snow, and

beauty rich and rare,

And made from costly foreign weeds, almost |
1

beyamd compare

But plain and simple.as the truths that we had |,

avd,

that day

I'be commen painted gallery did much te help |

the werd I

There was no bustle, noige or stir as each -ome| L ol (o us for help. ook at him now.”

took his seat,

But silence settied over all, not solemn, but se

sweo!

As each ene in his quiet way implered for

strength to know

The right ar

he Wa¥y ”
the way Lo ge.

It seomed, when I was there, wife, so peaceful

and so stil,
That I was in God’s
Mis will

The simple, peaceful guiet did more to meve

my heart
inan any worsh
show and art

i'm going there again, wife, and y#ur will like

1t, too,

vioug in everything, and asked  eloqueat eyes.

presence, and thers to do

p yet had done, with allits ||

Laddic kneows it.”

I laugh. “Really, Jessia, yonare ab=ni.
| Laddie is a sagacious animal, no doubt,
but I eannot belicve he 8 as clever as
{that. llow can he possibly know whether
any one is lost in the snow or net?”

* Because he has found them and come

My wife is Seotch, and this pleasant | the snow-cl
We are | hunting for a needle in a bandle of hay,
teyfiiga winter in it for the first time, and { sir,” say

dull. Mentally I decide that in fatare we!on such a aight as this!

“I shall shus him out, Jessie,” I say. “A]

moon siry

country beiore us.  “It's

s Jolin, the eoachman, confident

ially, “10 think as we should find anybody
Wily in some
places the suow is more than a couple -of
feep thick, and it goes again' reason to
think thata dumb animal would have the
scnse to come home and fetch help,”

“Bide a wee, bide s wee,” says old Don

ald. “I dinna ken what your English dogs

can do ; but a collie, though it has na been
pleasing to Providence to give the creatur
the gift of speech.ean do ns

than them that wad deride it.”

vy mair things

The moon has ‘wone in again, and the

lieht from the lantern we carry is bareiy

suflicint to show us the ineqalities in the
hight of the snow by Which we are guess-
ing at our path.
La
shout in front of me, and see Donald who

I begin to wish 1 had

staid at home, when snidenly I hear a
has all the time been keeping close 10
Laddie, drop on his knees and begin  dig-
ging wildly in the snow with his hands.
We all rush forward.

at what appears to be the foot of a

Laddie has stopped

stunted tree, aml' after sc hing and

down an
What is

whining for a moment, sits
ng tlle res: tous.

witches, leas
it that appears when we have shoveled
away the snow ? A dark object.
bundle of rags ! Isit—oralas! was it a

Itisa

human being? We rouse it carefully and
tenderly, wrap it in one of the warm blank-
ets with which my wife's. foretheught
provided us. “Bring the lantern,” I say
huskily ; and John helds it ever the )»1'\)5—
trate form of, not as-4ve~might have ex-
pected, some stalwart shepheraef the hills,

but over that of a poor, shriveled, wrinkled
old woman. I try to pour a little brandy
down the old throat, but the teeth arve so
firmly elenched thut I cannot.

So we improvise a sort of hammock of
the blankets, and gently and tenderly the
men prepare to carry their poor helpless
burden over the snow.
o

ress will be in

gin 1o retrace cur

m afraid your mi
bed,” I say, as we |
steps. 9
As we reach the avenue gate I despatch
one of the men for the docter, who fortun-
ately ljves within a stone’s-throw of -us,

restless and uneasy, and is evidently en-
{deavoring to conx us to follow him; he
{ looks at us with pathetic entreaty in - his
“Why won't you belicve
me ?” he seems to ask.

“Come,” she continues ; “you know yoa
could not rest while there was x possibile
ty of a fellow-creature wanting your as
And I am certain Laddie is not
beeiving us.”

What is a poor hen-pecked man to do?
rumble and resist and yield ; =s I have

siglance.

offen grambled and resisted and yie.ded
before, and as I doubtless shall do again,
“Laddic once found a man in the snow

! knew what it has done for me—'"twill do tbo] before, but be was dead,” Jessie says, as

@ for you ;

34

1.-l|c huarries off to fill a flask with brandy

ind you, when once you've enteréd threugh and get realy some blankets for us to take

the plain but open deor,
Will wender wl

chur

I D. Valentine.

s @ e

FAITHEGL UNTO DEATH.

Tho fire burns cheerful on the hearth

the great logs crac

vide chimrey,

s(hich it is my wont

sny you could «
drew my chair nearer to it with a shiver
‘What a night 1V I say

Hs it sti]l snowing ?" asked my wife

rou've never tried thesimple

2 coach-and four. 1

with us. In the meantime I rouse the
servants.

They are all Englich, with the exception
of Dounald, the gardener, and I can see they
are scoftingly skeptical of Laddie’s sagaci-
i ty, and. inward disgusted at having to turn

and flare up the [out of their warm beds and faceé the biter

y| winter's night.

“Dinna trouble yoursels,” I hear old
.| Donald say. “The mistress is right enough.
{Auld Taddie is cleverer than mony a
, | Christian, and will find semething in the

who sits opposite te me, her books and |snow this night.”

weork on the table beside her,
Fast. Yo can scarcely see a yard be

SN

Wi

" “Heeven help any poor creature on ths

n* 1e-nng

*Who

ht 1" says she.

venture out?

It began

“Don't sit up, Jessio,” [ say as we start.
-{“we may be out balf the night on this
wild-goose chase.”

“Follow Laddie closely,” is the only an~
swer she makes.

The dog springs forward with a joyous

snowing before dark, and all the people jbark, eonstantly looking baek to see if we

about know the danger of being benighted |are following.

in the moor in a spow-storm,”

As we puass through the

avenue gates and emerge on the moor, the

™

I cannet but own that the dog scems|

and hurry on myseif to prepare my wife

hall to meet me.
ly.

say
alive or dead.”

and gives e a great hug.

jhot toddy in ‘yeur dressingroom, dear,”
g.\'nc says; and that is all the revenge she
tukes on me for my skepticism. The
poor old woman is carried up stairs and
placed in a wares bath ander my wife's
direction;—ami before the doetos arrives

she has shown some fuint symptoms of|back without loss of time.

life; so my wife sends me word. Dr,
; Bruce shakes his head when he sees her.
i “Poor old soul,” lie says; “how came she
out on the moor on such a fearful night?
I doubt she has receized a shocek, which at
her age she will net casily get over.”
'Ehey manage, however, to force a few
spoonfuis of Lot brandy and water down
her throat; and presently a fuint color
flickers on her clieek, und the poor old
eyclids begin te tremble. My wife raises
her head and makes he swallow some cor
dial which Dr. Bruce has breught with
Kim, and then lays her back among the
soft pillows. “I think she will rally now
now,” says Di. Bruce, as her breathing
becomes more audible and regular. Nour
ishment and warmth wiil do the rest: but
she has received a shock from which I fear,
she will never recover; and so saying ho
takes his leave.

1zizles for a moment threngh the fam afraid she will not rally. from the cold

driving, and lights yp with a sickly gleam

and exposure.”

As I speak a change passes over her
face ; the eyes unclose; and she looks in
quiringly abont her. She tries to speak
but is evidently oo weak. My wife raises
her and gives her a spoonful of nourish-
“Don't
You are ameng friends;

ment, white she suays soothingly :
try to spenk.
and when you are better-you shall te'l us

all about yourself. Lie still now and try

to sleep,” G 2

“You must come to\bed now, Jessie,” 1

say. “I shall ring for Mary, and she can

sit up for the remainder of thg night.”

But my wife, who isa tender-hearted soul

and 2 born narse, will not desert her post;

s0 I leave her watching and retire to my
solitary ¢hamber. {
When we meet in the morning I find |
that the little old woman has spoken a few

words and seems stronger. *“Come in with

me now,” says my wife, and let ws try to
find out whe she is.” We find her prop-

ped into a reclining posture with pillows,

and Mary beside her feeding her.

“How aie you now?” asks Jessie bend-

ing over her.

“Better, much better, thank you, good
lady,” she says in a voice which trembles
from agoe as well as weakwess. “And very
grateful to you for your goodness.”

I Lear dt once by the accent that she is
English. “Are you strong enough te tell
me how you got lost on the moor, and
where you eame from, and where you
were agoing ?”" continues my wife.

“Ah! I was going to my lal, my poor
lad, now I doubt I shall ever see him
more,” says the poor soul, with a long sigh
of weariness.

“Where is your lad, and bhow far bave
yotu come?”

“My lad is a soldier at Fort George; and
I have come all the wry fromr Liverpool
to see him, and give him his old mothér's
blessing before he goes to the Indies.”
And then, brokenly, with long pauses of
weariness and weakness, the little old
woman tells us her painful story.

Her lad, she tells us, is her only remain-
ing child she hat six, and this, the young

est, is the only one who did not die of want
during the La~cashire cotton famine.

My wife is in tears, and Mary is sobbing
audibly as the little old woman concludes
her simple and touching story, and T walk

for what is coming. She 1uns out into the | (4 the windew and look eut for a moment
“Well ?” she asks eager-| pefore T am able to ask her what her son's | and [ heliove

name is. As I tell her that we are but a

“We have fornd a poor old woman,” T|few miles from Fort George; and that 1
“but I do not know whether she is

tall, handsome lad ; they will know him

“You will find dry things and a jug eof| by that.”

I hasten down stairs and write a short

note to Col. Freeman, whom I know in€i- | voes on his way v
Zoes 1is way

mately, informing bim of the circumstauec
and begging that he will allow John Salt-
or to ehme over at once, and I dispatch my
groom-in-the dog-cart, that may bring him

the house after secing him start, I meot
Dr. Bruce leaving the house.

“Poor okl soul,” he says “her ttoubles
are nearly over ; she is sinking fast. I al.
most doubt whether she will live “till' her
son comes.”

As Dr. Bruce says, she ie sinking fast.
She lies back on the pillows, her cheeks as
ashy gray as her hair. She clasps my
wife's hand in hers. but her cyes are wide
open;, and have an eager, expectant look in
them.

¢ At what tim¢ may we expect them ?”
whispered my wifé-to me.

“Not before four,” I answer in the same
tone.

“He will be too late, I fear,” she says,
“she getting rapidly weaker.”

But love is stronger than death, and she
will not go wntil her son comes. All
throagh the winter's day she lies dying.
obedioutly taking iwhat neurighment is
given to her, but never speaking except

By 1 by 1 go up to the room, and find
iy wife watehing alone by the aged saf-
ferer. She looks up at me with tears in

her eyes. “Poor old s ul,” she says :  “I

tocay : “My lad, my lacf God is gooa ;
. he will not let me die until my son comes.

will send over for him, a smile of extreme
content illumines the withered face. ‘His

My wife throws her arms around me|pame is John Salter,’ she says. “Ileis a{oxysen to b

As T retormtefdetormined towec

And at t I he

my finger or

my lip;

and biing Joh

p very quietly.—
the mother

WOn- 18 neediess

But my ¢

lias heayd the sound, and| with a last ef-
fort of her remaigng strdng she raises
herself and stretches out Lier arms

lad, my lad " slie / s, @8 with & §

sob he springs forward, and mother and

son are ciasped in eaclh others arms ence
more. ,For a pgonent they remain so.
Then the

my wife's shoulder, and her s

ack on
is look-

] '{ old™woman .ainks |

ing down from licaven on the lad she loved

80 dearly on earii

Stie lies inour litte chareb-yard ander
a sprea ing yewstree nd on the stene
which marks her resting are inscribed the

words, ~Faithful unto Death On

die has

ed far-spread renown for
ks, and, & I =it

short reecord of a tale of which he is the

1
b

finishing this

good wor

hero, lie liés at my feet, our ever watchful,

—Chambers»

faithfal companion and fi

Journal

- wo> .

Systex.— Whatesgr you do, have sys-
tem it it. It is the greatest labor sav-
ing machine in the world, and the cheap-

overned. It

gement to con-

est, but it is not t

requires reason

wherover it has

Ye

been introduced, this great labor-saving

trol and exer

machine has been a success, demonstrating

to the world

thit it kas saved its operator

unnecessary manaal labor, a maltitude of

perplexities, kept his workshop in order,
and enable hin"to perform corectly meore
by far than in iw abs
[los.\ih!&

ce would have been

It has many a time kept its pos-
sessor from cxaspemating entanglemen's ;
it has saved him time and trouble ; it has
Eept his busifiess rectifiel while others
System! It has
Have system

have been counfusel.
ever been a victor in war.
in your manaizement, and you wili find
eventually it will oatweigh the physical
forces of energy without it.
S ——

AX UNCLZAN CHINESE CITY.

unci

Our experience

beg the se

Amoys
1 ¢h S

to then
some In
letter w
fore I retiain
cobwebs. and one cou
that sn

pox mig
of coursze, w

twenty to
worse tha
around s
where bl
peared

Juie
1

ying in
delicacies, and the fo
is unable to appre

It made me
s of our little

face of extreme disgu
langh to see the expre
company, at least of ti
were not protected by
k\wm“ net cover mine

hiefe 1

L -0 less
Ay o T was tosce then
'to sme!l all tlere S1C me I Arthar
faid T =niffed the breczes as if they came
from a garden of jos<uni [Fromn
“*New Dominion Monthly’

=S SRS e ASxas
Corrace.—A great deal of talent is lost im
the world for the want of a littie courage.
Every day sends to the grave a number of ob.
scure man, who have only remained in ebscur-
ity because their timidity has prevented them
from making a first effort, and who if they
could have been indured to begin, would in alt
probability have gone great lengths in fame_
The fact is, to do anything in the world worth
doing, we must net stand back shivering and
thinking of the cold and the danger, but just.
jump inand scramble threugh as well as we can.
{It will not do te be perpetually calrnlating
risks and adjusting nice chances. It did very
well long before the flood! where a wan eonl::l
support his friends upon an intended publica-
tion for & hundred and. fifty yewrs, and then
live 10 s¢e its success afterward. But at pres-
ent & man waits and doults, and hesitates and
consults his brother and his uncle,” and his
particular friends, until cne day he finds he i
sixty years ol age ; then he has lost 30 much
time in consulting his fiist cousin and .partica
tar' Triends; that Lie Las no e o lollow their
advice

T —



