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CRAPTER’ XL~~DOROTHY ACKS A RIDDLE.

The two yenrs wers ovor, the early sum.
wmor had come, and Advjan Faller was due
in England, and Dorothy Woodward was
waiting for bim. She was not impatient ;
the dream-oastle sho had been building all
these months was zo ploasaut to bohold
that sho hardly dared to ontor it now that
its door was almost oreaking on its hinges,
8hs wished, sometimos, that she knew pre.
oisely when e was coming; shie shonld
like to maet him under the svoamore-treo,
she thought; to be sitting reading there
with the boys and Sally about, and her
fathor and mother in the study; to hear a
step, and look up and see him and greet
him quietly and composedly as 1! his ab-
sence had geon all a delusion, and in roality
he bad only loft them yesterday. * How
wo have aﬁerod in theso two years," she
thought, looking at her brothersand Sally,
“and I most uf all, especially lately.”
@eorge Blakesley's taik in the firelight had
been a sort of revelation to hor whioh she
understood well euough now. She was

etting more thoughtful, too, and fonder

&an over of reading and day-droamizg,
and olimbod groat heights, and journeyed
into far countries in imagination, a1 many
of us do, for we shonld achieve mighty
things end be great travellers, indeed, if
we oonld tack our hands and feet on to our
fanoies,

“Dolly,” said Tom, one morning, 1
shall got away frem the office at three to.
day. If you like to meet me I'l take you
for a long pull upon the river.," Tom had
a- ponnd!il a-year now, had enjoyed that
magnificent income for the last thrre
monthe, and out of it kept a boat, and had
invested in a tent, and ocoasionally camped

out.

‘4 Notta i5 coming to spend the day. She
says it's eo dull now tliat grandpapa is ill,
and she cannot have visitors.”

¢ Well, you don't want to ree ier,”

* No, I would rather come - t1 you.”

¢ What have you done to scare away
your valient knight of the sickly visage 2™
acked the Beauty that same day, while
Doxothy was preparing to go forth and
wmeet her brother.

‘¢ Nothing,” she answered guiltly.

¢ But he nover comes now; and he used
to be s0 wonderfully sweet. I thought he
was number two on IZom- list of slain.”

1 don’t know what you mean,” said
Dorothy, eolotiring nF.

*Don't you really?” she laughed.
“Take my sdvice, dear,” she went on,
“and ﬂet married as soon as you oan, and
88 well a8 yout oan ; I shall. We have no
woney and no position. I am sure I don't
know what would become of me if grand.
papa died, unless ho left mo some money."”

“ X wonldn't-hove any one for the sake
of money," eaid her sister, One ought to
be in love in order to get married.”

‘¢ Nonsense, Love is all very well to
dream abont, but, we have to live the best
paxt of our'lives wide awake, If you ean
#atoh your recreant knight take my advice
and do, If Sir George Finoh proposes I
shall ’luve him, and I'm sure I ai not in

ve,’

4 I think it's wicked,” said Dolly fo her-
self, an hour later, as Tom pulled away at
e oars; ‘“‘and I am very glxd that Mr.
Fuller is poor.” In tliought she always
bound up their twa lives together. ¢ Tora,”
she asked, shyly, “do you know.why My,
lakesley has not been Iately 2" for though
meeting had boen awkward, he had not
altogether ceased his visits after her refu-

¢ No," he answered ; *‘but he geomsto
have cut Hampstead. Don't know why, 1
am sure, unless it's because he's getiing
fobea swell. I have not seen him for
sges, Factis” he added, carelessly, * he
Ahought proper to say that in his opinion
I'd 1o businens to keep & boat, but should
keep'myself, or help my father, or some
such bosh; just as if the governor couldn’t
afford to give us all a home. 8o I told him
1 meant to spend what I got on myself.,’

¢ Tom, that's selfich.”

“Don't be a stupid, Doll, it's nothing of
the soil; ‘overy fellow does it., He said the
governor's paper, t0o, was doing badly, bus
that’s gli'nonsense.”

* Tom, do you think veople onght to
work ?

¢ Men ought, of course,” and he loos-
ened his collar a little more (for the June
sun was warm) with a consequential air
which showéd that he was sposking of

self among others.
grace; I fold that young enob Barker o
only yecterday. He was grumbling be.
oause he couldn't get into anything, and’
that his father bad not been able.to bring

up to & profession, and said that it was
bis misfortune ‘that he had bégn born the
son of a gentleman, and so conld not 8o
behind & counter. So I said yes, it is a
wisfortune, but why don't yon sWoap a
orossing, that doesn’t want much talont,
and brooms ars cheap; that showed:him
what T thought of his upstart speech.”

“Yes, you wero qnite right, Tom,” she
Auswered, sdmiringly, watohing the ripples
on the water. “There is no disgrace in
work of any kind.”

* Of enurse thero ian’t,” ho said,

hen poor Dorothy gat and wondered
what was the use of working to spend the
money on one’s own plessure when, too,
ghe conld be just as happy—as she coald
for instance, with her books and treps—
withoui:pemiu:g uyth}ng alt all; it was
no use towork to pay for pleasury which
eould bo obtained fn anothey por®
plessant a one, for nothing,

# I don’t understand it » bit,” ghe sighed,
sad then she said aloug, * Tom, I wonder,
what wa live for 2

“To eat, drink, sleep, wear ont our
olotbes',, and bang about ; and we dis to fil]

¢ But what ia the good of that 9
¢ Don't know, I'm surs. You had better
write and ask Blakeslcy.”

CNAPTER XII.—THR FATE OF THE RO°FT

“I amn vo tired,” sautght Dolly, wearily,
o8 sbe toiled along by the heath. She had
Tom bebind to put up his boat, and

* Idlencss is a dis- | J,

another form, and ag il

aohing in her heart, aa if she Lad bsen

sgekhfg for something atd falled to flud it

—porhapa it was only thnt she was walting

for My, Faller, 8lio used to think 1t would

bo all right whon ho cemo, It was suoh a
lovely evening,.an tho oloud mountains
wero olearly deflned in tho sky, Bhe
watched them for & minute or two, and in
{fanoy, climboed them over and over, and up
aed up, and into heaven,

41 wondor if it s such a vory lovel
lace,” she thought, abstraotedly, not foel.
g muobjintorcst in the matter ; sho had

no oconsion to do so for many a long year

ot, not till sho was olQ, and tired of the
geautifni earth, She came in sight of her
home at last. Itwas a dear old houso, she
thought—a dirty-whito coloured honse,
with straggling oreepers twining over i,
aud a oareloss happy look about the open
windows as the lacoourlains swayed genily
to and fro iu the evening breeze, ¢ I won.
der if Netta is there still,” she said to her.
solf ag she ontored, Thore wasan oddlook
on Jaune's face us she opened the door, but
Dorothy did not noties it, and wont straight
through into the study. No one was thero,
ank she looked out of the window, as, long
ago, Nott had looked out and watohed her
brothers and sistors burying Vonus, Bhe
started, with a cry that was ulmost pain.
Will and Sally were together, reading, in
the summer-house, and going towards them,
asif to speak, woro Mr. and Mrs. Wood.
ward ; ans under tho syoamore {ree was
Netta—Netta, with the last rays of the set.
ting sun glinting through the ieaves above
to light up her golden hair; with a flowing
robe of white about her, and a rose in her
bogom, a wonderfally lovely dress it seemed
to hor sistor, though it was merely asimple
muslin one—and ethe was looking up at
some one who was watehing her face, and
seemed to be lost in admiration of it, and
that s.me ono was Adrisn Fuller. She
stood ataring at them for a moment, then
went out to seek a domestio. N
$When did Mr: Fuller arrive?” she
askod, .
“This afternoon, Miss Dorothy ; just a
little while before your papa oame home,
Master Will and Miss Sally were &t school,
and your mamma was up-stairs. He
walked straight in when I opened thedoor,
and into the study, and looked out at Miss
Netta, who was reading under the syca.
more tree, and then he went right away to
helr. I believe he expaoted it was you,
miss.'
Bhe went slowly back to the study, and
sat down in the twilight, without making
auy effort to moeet her old friend. Netta
had done that in the very place ahll man.
ner in whioch, in her day-dreams, ‘she had
hoped she siould meet him on his return,
and since that was so, he should enter the
house now before he saw her, juat as two

ears before ho had entered it to meet the
%eauty. 8o she sat and waited, her heart
beating, and her pulse throbbing beneath
her gelf-imposed penance; but it was so
long before they came, and she could hear
their voices in the garden, and imagine
bow happy they were without her, and how
he was talking to Netta while the stars
oame out. It was too bad; they might
"have guessed that she was home, and Lave
oome to see. But no they were quite con-
tent, and so at last, unabls to bear it long-
or, she rose, and, going into the sitting-
room, which was next to the siudy, opened
the piano and began to play. Thénm, di-
reotly she had touched the notes she was
afraid of the sound they made, and asham-
ed of her own foolisiness, and yet more
ashamed now o gointo the garden and tell
them how long she had been ‘in the house.
Then they, hearing perhiaps tho sound of
thie piano throngh the open windows, came
in, and Dorothy rose, and’stood in the
middle of the room, while Netta entered,
with a white shawl twisted round her
elender shoulders, and Adrian Faller by
her side, He started forward in 8 moment.
“Dolly!"” he exclaimed, forgetting the
more dignified name by which he had said
he shouﬁincnll her, “Well, I declare, here
is my little dolly at last ; and grown into a
woman, too, as I feared she wounld! "
She waa 8o happy.
“But I am just the same,” she said; * I
don't feel a bit different;" yet while she
spoke the song eame ringing in her ears—
* Tho same, the same, ot not the same,
Oh never, novor more.’
“AndIam so glad you have come home,
Mr. Fulier,”—and she raised her eyes to his
Jjust v the Dolly of old would have done—
* I bave missed you 6o.”
**That is & nice confession for a roung
lady to make,” laughed Netta. Hor voioe
made Dorothy start and colour, and brought
her back with a bound from her old selt to
or new one.

“1 did not mean——" ghe began,

‘¢ Never mind what you meant,” he gaid,
“Iam vory glad to see you again. We
shall resume our old footing now, oh "

“ Aud what is to become of your faithfal
knight of the houss of Blakesloy? " asked
Netta, almost mockingly. * My little sis-
ter is & sad coguette,” aud she looked up
inuocently at the returned hero. Hv was
80 very handsome, that she did not relish
resigning him into the hands of her sister,
especially as all tha! afternoon he had
seemed lost in admiration of her lovely
gelf, Poor Dolly, Netta scomed like & fo-
male Mephistopheles that evening.

“You know I have not seen him for
months,” Dorothy retorted, and she turned
her brown eyesupon her sister with s flash.
‘“Haven't you, dear,” answered the
Beauty, and going to the piano she ran Ler
fingers over the keys. *7J think I shall
come home and practice two or three times
a week,” she said; “ grandpaps does not
!i}:'e' the sound of a piano now that he is

“Why don't .you sing something,
Netta dear?” Mrs. Woodward said, eager
t«; l:how off her daughter—ahe was 8o prond
of her,
*No,"” she uaid, hesitatingly, looking
socross at Adrian Faller and Dorothy talk.
ing together in the window-seat.  What
could they hava to say to eaoh other ? she
wondored. Itso annoyed her to ses any
one else geiting attention whioh she eon.
sidered she had a right to monopolise. He
bad heard Mra. Woodward's request, how-
over, and oame towards her,

“ Oh,do ﬂ. Mise Woodward 1" he said,
and 50 she saffered hernelf {0 be persusded,

bad some home alone. There w.ulmxoJ dean

and sat down, and seng * Joek ¢’ Hasel.
" a4 bardly any one, perhaps, but

Netta Woodward sould sing it, for she had
o voloo suoh as but few women fossess--
wonderfally sweot and aymﬁathet 0, and so
varotuilly modulated, it thrilled and en-
ohnloed her Matonera.

Adriau Fuller went to hor side, and huong
n{wn hor tones, aud forgot poor Dorothy
altogothor,

1Ol do go on1” he snid, entreatingly,
when she stopped ; aud so sho bogan again,
and sang soug after song to them as thoy
sat listening in the twilight, till, almost
aunoticed, the night bad come, and the
brougham wagat the dour to $ako the Boauty
baok to grandfather's,

*'One more,” ploaded Adrian Fallor, but
sho rose from the piano with a laugh.

“No, I have fnished. Dolly}" sho
onlled, looking towards tho corner whero

or sister was orouching in the dm <, for
gotling the singer in hor delight .t the
musio, * Come and sing somothing, lear.”
Notta was always very affecticnato to her
sister boforo paople,

*“I1" said Darothy, in surprise, * Whay
you know I can't,”

* Yes you oan,” she answored, swoetly ;
“oome und try,"

“But you know I ocan't,” eho said, in
amazement.

*'Of course she does,” ssid Tom, who
would not learn to be polite, *that's why
she asks you."”

‘ How can you be such & bear, Tom?"
laughed Notta, unrufiled as ever, wrapping
her delioate shall around her, and as she
passed him she stroked Tom's hair with
her fingers, and pubdued him, * hg
didn't you get yourself up ? " she whispered,
as she passed Dorothy, © you had Elenty of
time, and I never saw ~ you look such a
guy.” o

* I never oven thought of such a thing,”
sho answered,

“You wont forget your promise,” Adrian
Fallor said, as she gave him ler hand to
eay good-bye, .

“Was il & promise?” she said. “ I gid
not know that, but I nover break one. Mr.
Fuller wants me fo sit to him, Dorothy,
dear, and mamma doesnot object. Do you
know he was foolish enough to draw my
face from memory, he says; ho saw me,
you know, the evening he left, when in my
vanity I came to show myself,”

¢ X 'lost the book, unforiunately, the next
day—a pooket sketoh-book I carried, about

,with me,” he said,

0 Whﬁ’ that was the book in which yon
ut Dolly’s rose,” said Tom; * did you
oge that too 2"
No,” he answered, “I took oare of
thint," and so the Beauty was not altogether
umpant, and as she drove away sho saw
that Adrian Fuller, with ths privi ego of an
old friend, had drawn Dorothy's hand
through his arm.,

CHAPTER XINI.~~ROBINSON CRUGOE AND HIS
MAN FRIDAY,

¢ No, Dorothy, ion foolish little maid, I
never forget you,’ he said, * thongh it wag
a long time befors I wrote ;¥ and they
walked on through the summer fields.

They were suo hnpﬁy days for her, thoge
in which, for a little while, she livod within
her dream-sastle, Bhe forgotten her
disappointment in not meeting qﬂm first,
her half-unconscions jealousy of Nuita, and
her longings for beauty—forgotten every-
thing save that Adrian Fuller had come
home, and that he was her friend and com.
pﬁ:iou again, just as in the happy days of
old,

He was & handsome man, tall and fair,
and well made, with all the tone and color
whioch Gteorge Blakesley had lacked. Yos,
decidedly & handsome mun, an arsist by
srotession, and fall of vagne ideas and in-

olent dreams. A man who was capable,
and felt his capability, and so wasg entisfled.
‘He eonld not rouse himsalf to do more
than feel this ; ho go delighted in the sum-
mer and the long days of sunshirle, and the
ovenings cf shadow and twilight, and it
was o pleasant to stroll about with Doro.
thy leaning on his arm, ready to talk or be
silent, to walk long miles through the tall
grass and flowery greon lanes, or to sit un.
der a tree, or linger about in the piotures-
que old garden, dreamily talking of books
{poets and lovo storios usually) and troes,
and all that appeared to his artist nature
and the girl's love of beauty.

Shenever forgot thoge first days of his
return, the days in whioli her father was
at the office all day, for he was worried
abont mattors there, and had little time for
home ; and Mrs. Woodward was away, for
Colonel Wade was very ill, dangeronsly so,
and had sent for her deughter at last; and
Notta was a olose prisoner to her grandfa.
ther's house. Tom went'to his work, and
Will and Sally to their lessons, so Dorothy
Lad it all her own way, Adrian Fallor had
finished histwo Xears' work, and wanted a
rest, he gaid, and was glad to return {o his
old haunt at Hampstead, and spend his
days with his former playmate. No one

interfored or considered for a sin&l; mo-

ment how dangerons it was for gir),
who could hardly be called a woman yet, to
passhiour after hour with a handsomo fas-
oinating man, who found timé hang upon
his hands. The end of all, or that there
would be anything to end, was & thing no
one troubled abont. Dorothy was always
hanging about, reading hooks or sitting an.
dor trees, her mother said, and she saw no
harm whatever in her doing 80 when in
company with Adrian Faller; they had
known each other for years, and he was
like one of the family} besides, sho was
bardly aware, muoh less conoerned, about
the state of things, for sho wag at her fa-
ther's house. As for Me, W oodward, he
was only toc glad that there was some one
who could tall to his daughter and direct
her reading, and be there to disonss the af.
fairs of the nation with him when he re-
turned home of an evening.

I thought you kad forgotten me,” she
said, and added, half lau hingly, for her
Jjoalousy bad half vanisned, “you know I
am not pretly like Neits, aad you never
drew my portrait.”

“But I shall some day, when I want &
womanly little face aud & broad low brow
like Dorothy’s,” he answered, looking
into the olear brown eyes. .

8he was 80 happl.u she walked beside
him ber hat, upon his arm, along
the lonely pi or e

.nmnf
a0y ozeept in the

dered at it, litile realizing Low muoh ho
had to do with it,

“And if I did draw Notla's orbradt, I

have lost it, remember, bat I took oare of
tho rase, I, too, nevor lot any one tako
Dorothy's place, romember, and she let
Blalzesloy, or whatevor his namo was, take
my placo,”

** Ob, I nover did 1" sho answoroed, and
hor eyos filled vith teara; ¢ I nover, nover
did, indeed, My, Fullor!" Sho had nover
oalled hima by his Cbristian nawe in her
whole life,

He sat lazily down undor a troo, and
motioned hor to do the same, langhing the
whilo at hor vehomenoco, * I was only teag.
ing you,” ho eald, *Now sit hore and toll
me about him."”

% No, not now,”
read a littlo while,”

Ho threw off his oap, and oponed his
hook, and she hors, and so thoy sat silont,
bat gontontad and happy in the way they
liked. Mo, borawpo ho was enjoying tho
summer and the sur and the fresdom from
works, which he had not known for two
yoard past; yes, and he liked being with
his old friends ggain, and to toasoe Dorothy
—ho was fond of Dorothy ia his wa y 810
was snoh a nice child, he thought, am{auoh
a ploasant companion, and he was o thor.
oughly at home with hor, She was happy
because Adrian Fuller was there ; and tge
summoer, and the sun, and the trees gho
loved, and the books sho read, and all olso
that appenlod to her were simply as the
setting of & jowel, or the frawme of a pie.
taro, or the land marks of a garden in
which thoso aweot June days were passed,

*‘Now tell me what the loro B.akesloy
wao like," he sald, This was in the oven.
ing time, whon they were in tho garden.
Mr. Woodward was still at tho office, but
Tom was homo, and sat trying to romember
how mauny looks there were on the
river bolweon Oxford and London.
Will and Bally were togethor, the
former  learning his  lessoms, the
lattor drawing grotesque figares, as usual,
“ First, what did ho look like 9"

* Washed ont,” safd Tom, looking up.

“ He didn’t | * said Dorothy, indignant.

ly.

yShe had a foeling of gratitude towards
her old admlror; for had he not been the
one person in the world who had told her in
spoken words that he loved her ?

‘¢ Yes, he aid,” persisted Tom, who had
never cared about tho interloper, in spite
of what he had done for him, * He had g
faded-looking beard, dull yollow hair, and
& washed.out comploxion,”

“He was very olover, though,” began
Dorothy,

“That's xight, Dorothy, stand up for
him I” laughed Adam Fuller, amused at
the socene, but she moved away offended,
and going 1o the ond of the garden, stood
looking overthe fonoe at the hazy distanos,
a8 she hadone night long ago.” Hs soon
followed her. * Ilike you for standing up
for him, you silly child,” he oaid; ¥ you
needn't get angry. Now tell me about him
yourself.”

“ He was very clover.'’

** More so than I am 2 he said.

‘* Oh, no,” she said, looking up quickly ;
“and he was very foud of work. Are you,
Mr. Faoller 2" ’

** No, I detest work. Ilike to dreammy
time away'; and though I oan conceive a
dozen wonl(ilgrt_‘ul piotures and dolight in be.
holding stddies for them and in plauning
them, yot I hate the labour involved in
painting them,*

“1 hate work too,” she said, almost
thankfal to be able to express her views ;
““and I cannot always see the use of it."

“No, nor I,” ho answered, “If I had
two hundred a year I would never do s
stroke, Ihave no patience with men who
g0 on earning money to supply them.
selves with luxuries. I'm thankfnl that I
have simple tastes; and in the gountry,
or by the ses, the common inheritance of
all human beings, and a'luxury for which
none have to pay, I shonld be quite happy
to read, and dream, and stroll, and so pass
my life,”

* Oh, 80 should 11" ghoe said, feeling all
her sympathies go out to him; for he had
80 desoribed the life she would have
thonght blissfal beyond all other in this
world. Poor, thoughtless little Dorothy |

“I think sometimes I shall work hard
for a few years, in order to put by just
enough o do this. Then I shall take g
cotiage ’gomawhore,\‘and live like Robinson

Crugoe,

“Lill Mon Fiiday ocomes,” she said,
turving her faco away; for ¢his plan of
his included no other human being, she
thought,

*You shall bo thejMan Fuiday,” he said,
without for a single moment thinking of
the light in whicy his words would be
taken, Hor head ..ropped a little lower as
che bent over the fence, that was all, It
seemed so natural that he should say this,
and she did not dream of taking it in any
ofher seng» but one. It was what she
had been waiting for since the morning
that Venus was burfed, the thing which
eho’had felt would be, and which her mo-
ther and Netta had thonght impossible,

sho ploaded; ¢ lot us

'] & Xou shall be the Man Friday, Dorothy,"

he repeated.

% Yes,” she said, simply.

* Unless Blakesley cuts me,qut again,”
he laughed, little thinking that he was
talking to & child and being listened to by &
woman. “ BatIdon't belisve hejwill,'"he
added, caroloaaly,

¢ No,"” she said. Ho wont in soon after.
wards; for Mr. Woodward came homse,
but Dorothy stayed there still, till looking
round, she saw the syoamore-tres, and
made her way to the rickelly seat bo-
neath it, then she put her hands over her
oyes, and swayed to and fro in the twi.
light. * Oh, I am so hap?yl" she said,
softly and gravely, to herseif; *“I am so
very happy "

(T'o be Continued.)

Ix & book ciroulated under the suthority
of the Chureh of England, the following
uestions and answers are found:  Q.—
t are those who separate from the
Church of England oalled? A.—Dissen.
tors, Q.—Are there different sorts of Dis.
senters? A.—Yea; Baptists, Indeprnd.
ents, Quakerr, and inany others. Q
it wrong to join in the worship of Dis.
A~Yos, it is to join in
Chareh of England.

Scientitic and Nsetnt,

—

8AGO PUDDING,

Two large spoons of sago bolled in ong
quarb of milk, the poel of & lomon, littly
nutmer; whon cold add four oggs, littlo
salt. Bake about ono hour and n half,
Eat with sugar and croant,

BANDWICHRES,

Bofl a fow pounds of ham and chop it
yory flue while it is still warm—fat and
lean togother—rub dry munstard in pros
pertions to suit your tasto through "the
mass; add as muoh sweet butter as wonld
go to tho spreading your sandwiches, and
when it i5 thoroughly mixed s;i]llt light
biconits in halvos aud apread the ham be.
twoon. ?.‘hose will be found oxcellent,

OURE FOR HOARSENESS,

A romedy for suddon hoaresnoss is this:
Mix one toaspoonful of sweet spirits of nitra
in o winoplassful of water. Take thres
times o day. Biog as frequently as you
oan in tho opon air; but do not lot o day
pass withont singing s littlo, elthor indoory
or outdoors, Daily praotice will help very
much, A spoonful of gum arabic dwasolved
in a half turbler of wator will often reliove
an ordinary hoarseness,

GOO0SEBERRY JAM, WHITE OR GREEN,

Equal weight of fruit and sugar. Seleot
the gooseborrios not very ripe, either white
or green, and top and tail them. Beil the
sugar with water (allowing half a pint to
every pcund{, for about a quarter of aa
hour, carefully removing the scum as it
rises; thon put in the gooseberries, and
simmer gently till clear and firm; try &
little of the jam on a plate ; if it jollies when
ocld it is done, and should then be poured
into pots. When oold, stow away iu a dry
place,

DRINR LESS WITH YOUR-MEALS,

If water with food i3 the canse of fune.
tional debility, mush more objectionable is
hot drink. " Eversthing taken at a higk
temger&ture is xelaxing. Thetsoth axe in.
jured by hot drinks; the tlroat and
sfomach are debilitated by them: and if
we use tea, coffee, wine, oto., the mischiov.
ous effoots are greater. Drink, then,
should not be taken with the food. It is
better, if ono is thirsty, to take n draught
of water thirty minutes beforo eating, or
four hours after, Many men havo relisved
themaolves of dyspepsia by not drinkin,
even water, during meals, No anim y
rexoopt mian, ever drinks in connection
-with his food. Man ought not to.

RECIPE FOR LEMON MARMALADE,

Take a dozen fine largd lemons; with a
sharp knife remove the top and bottom of
the lemon so as to out into the sour art ;
then pare down the sides, taking off the
‘Eeel 80 a6 to out also into the sonr parta

ttlo; with iyom- knifo remove all the pulp
and juice iuto a dish by itself, throwing
away the seeds and the white tough ehin
which separates the lobes from each other s
out all the poels into fine strips with a
sharp knife or a psir of shearss boil the
fine out up poels until soft or tender—they
require a good .deal of water; put it in &
quart of boiling' walor at first, and add
more if needed ; when the peels are boiled
soft add the pulp and juice, and sugar
enongh to sweeten tothotasta; boliit until
you have a nice syrup; you will ind this
lemon marmalade the moat delicions relish
you ever.ate—the niceat flavour for cakes,
pies, pudding, ete. This is just the season
to make lemon marmalade.

POISONOUS DYES.

The London Lancet, in regorting an-
other case of inflimnintion of the fost
oaused by the wearing of sooks with orange-
rod stripes, attributes the malady to coral.
line, the dye which has gained so mueh
nototiely within a year or two. The
Lancet thinks it impossible, under these
ciroumstances, to avoid asking whether the
sale of such dangerous articles ought not
te be stopped. The color is certainly at-
traotive, and has for some time been fash.
ionable~-86 much so, in faot, that porhaps
it is useless to oaution the publio against it.
The Industrie Blatter also quotes from
the Deutsche Apotheker Zeitung some
stringont remarks on the recklossness with
which poisonous substances are now eme
ployed, often in ignorance, by dyers of
wearing fubxics. Ono of the most singular
caces of similar poisoning has ocourred in
Stettin. A gentleman bad bought a bat
in a shop there, and, aftor having worn it
for one or two days, was troubled with un-
bearable headache; at the tame time little
uleers formed upon his forehead, and the
whole upper part of his haad beeamo muoh
swollen. It was evident that theso symp-
toms were caused by tho hat, and, upon
examination by a chemiat, it was found
that the brown leather inside the hat was
colored with a poisonons aniline dye. It
eppears that inflammation is nnavoidable
when the dye comes in contaet witk auy
part of the ekin.
MICROSCOPIC EVOLUTION.

There is & storythat an eminent mioro.
soopist had & bit of sabstande submitted to
him to decide what it was. To an unaided
eye it might be s morsel of skin which a
baggage-master had knoeked off the corner
of a smoothly worn hair frunk, The
savant applied his mieroscope. Entirely
ignorant of this tiny bit of matter, except
a8 he had taken ocounsel with his instrn.
ment, the wise man declared that it was
the skin of a human being, and that, judg-
ing by the fine hair on it, it was from the
so-called naked portion of the body, and
farther, that it omce belonged to a fair-
complexioned person. The strange facts
now made known to the)man of seionee were
these: That s thoussud years before a
Danish marsuder hiad robbed an English
Churob. In the spirit of the bld-fashioned
piety the robber was flayed (let us hope
that he was killed first) and the akin was
nailed to the ohurch door. Except as a
tradition_or archmologieal lore had it, the
affair had been -forgotten for hundreds of
yoars, Time, the great evodont, had long
880 vemoved the .offensive thing. Sll,
however, the church held to its marks of
she great shame, for the broad-headed nalls
remained. Somebody exirasted one, and
udmo:tgf iumﬁ:: head \:u this mx
Temnsn ancient Seandins
malefaslor's peli—that fair.skinned robbee-

from the North—Prof. Samus} Leskweod.

P

-

g g GO put pim o] BD S B W W
- TR bte ot bl bt CmCul o DR BB S P et Yttt TR CO ol GO Lol Srmd ko B £f TS PP Sty PN ok et T WD e b= § . gy
b Al Tt bl S o A - e

L L e Lt ok s Db B Ad cns S B S a s G e




