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shire with ber husband and many others
%0 sttend the annual convocation of
their church. While she rested in her
room after the morning session, she
heard & conversation which interested
ber, between two men on the verandah
just under her window.

Through the haif-open blinds she
recognized one of them as Deacon Bates,
s sturdy farmer delegate who had shown
much good sense in the few words he
had spoken upon one of the resolutions
in the business meeting

“Whether farming can be made to pay
or not dependa & good deal upon the sort
of wile a man has,” Deacon Bates was
saying, and.this was the sentence which
arrested M. Bradloy's attention.

“If he has 0 run the farm and the
house too, and depend upon hired help
he can’t lay up anything. One of m
neighbors ia in that fix ; bis wife don't
kiow how to work hersell; she trusts
emu‘mg w0 n-vlp, and spends her time
gadding about. Things go at sixes and
sevens ; their butter and poultry are the

sorest in the market. | am ac for

im. I believe I've got the best wife in
the country mysglf,” he went on, tip-
ping back his chair against the house

.descanting at some length

and ‘clasping his bands over the back of
his head, .Su beats everything there is
oing for work. She tends to everything
?u‘nvlr is up at duylight and sometimes |
before, and her butter is tiptop ; we get |
the biggest prices going. She's a splen- |
did 000k, too, 1 never need go away from
home to get good victuals, now I tell |
you. Well, the fact is she is as smart |
as & steel trap at anything she takes |
hold of o makes all her owh clothes
and most of mine, and boards the farm |

hands, and once in & while takes some |
city boarders. 1 never would 's’ )-m-ni
80 forehanded if it hadn’t 'a” been for |
her. And sl |

sho's always at home, sui- |
mer and w I don't believe she's
been off the place only to go to ¢hurch |
this twenty years |

“Pocr drudge ™ M. Bradley exolaim
od to hersell s the diviner bell put an
end to the conyersation |

It 80 happened that in the coume of |
that summer Mr. and M, Beadley, |
wishing to find comfortable quarters for |
a few wecks in the country, near enough
1o the city so that Mr. Bradley could go
in and out conveniently, were directed
to Berkshire and to the house of Deacon
Bates

It was not until she was seated at the
tea-table in the cool dining-room of the
Bates family one July evening, that
M. Bradley identified the descon as
the man with an extraordinary wife.
Mrs. Bates did not look in the least like

the busy bustling worker Mm. Bradley
had pictured. Bhe was a emall pale wo-
man with grey hair and wistful brown
eyes. Her low-spoken words<were few,
and her manner apathetic, as if Jife had
lost ita flavor if it ever had any

During the next few weeks Mrs. Brad-
ley had opportunity to prove that Dea

con Bates had spoken traly of his wife
Her house was & model of neatness, her
“victuals” were truly delicious, and
each day she turned off an amount of

work, assisted only by one other pair of
hands, which was truly incredible. “A
working machine,” Mrs. liradley thought
as she watched the treadmill round of
skimming milk, churning, baking, dress
ing poultry, washing, ironing, cooking
and washing dishes, 7»1-,(13)“1!);\' At sun
rise and not by any means concluded at
sunset.

Bometimeés in the twilight the tired
woman rested a few minutes, then Mrs
Bradley, pitying the narrow life, would |
try to awaken aninterest in an article |
in the newspaper, or a bit from an
amusing book ; but the weary Hatener |
usually nodded in the midast of it

Onk evening after tes as Mes. Bradley
wandered about the place, she cwme |
upon Mrs. Bates, who was out under the |
apple-tree engaged in pleking ehiokens

“You are at it early and lategren’s |
you? Mrs. Bradley said, as she whtchod
the swift fingers travel over theflump
chicken. “I beard that you were per
fectly remarkable#but | Tad nox imag
ined that one 80 persisently industrious
existed.”

“You heard that of me?” Mrs. Bates
exclaimed with more interest than she
had ever before displayed. “How could
you?"”

“It was when the convention was held
at Berkshire. I happened to overhear
your husband sounding your praises.”

Mre. Bradley hoped ‘that at last she
had found 4 key to open this closed
heart, as a gleam of surprise flashed for
an instant on the worn face of the
farmer’s wife, so she exerted all her
powers of pleasing; she praised the
flower garden, remarked on . the fine
chicken, and admired the luxuriant vine
that clambered over the woodhouse, but
Mrs. Bates seemed absent-minded and
less inclined to talk than usugl. There
was silence for & minute while she
worked as if her life depended upon get-
ting it done at a certain momeng. Mms.
Bradley was just thinking how useless it
was 1o try to get anything out of such a
wooden women, when suddenly Mrs.
Bates, without lifting her eyes from her
work, jerked out & question.

“Mra. Bradley, Ishould like to know—
would you mind telling me—what it
was Daniel said thet day up to Berk-
shire?”

| & perfect dradge.

| derful diffeyence in

life of this womsan different. If onl
somebody would spesk a few plain words
to her husband, she reflected, and get his
eyes ppened. !

“Why not do that yourself?” said her
inner voice. She shrank from that,
though telling her conecience that per-
haps she would sometime if she got a
good opportunity.

The deacon, taking off his hat, ran his
fingers meditatively through his grey
locia, and opened up on an article he
bad read that afterncon on the compara-
tive merits of a trade or profession com-
pared with farming.

“In my opinion,” he declared, aftb‘(;x

©
subject, “the farmer has the best of it
every time; it's & hcdthr, independent
sort of life, and he doesn’t have to work
lik¢ a slave the year round. In the
winter he can get time to tinker at odd
jobs and do & l? ht of reading besides if
he is so disposed.”

Then Mrs.
saying
*And the farmers’ wives? They, too,
have & good rest in the winter—fairly
idle, aren’t they 1"

“Oh, no, there’s plenty of work, but it
isn't hard. In the fall, after the berries
are put up, comes the drying of apples
and pumpkine. Then there's sausages to
make, and lard and tallow totry out.
When all that's done there's lots of
sewing and knitting and carpet-rags.
My wife makes her own carpets, and my
clothes and the boys', all but our San-
day costs. Then it takes a lot of cook:
ing to keep three or four healthy appe-
tites going, and we don’t hav n-)'fx)‘ help
in winter.” s

His listener could searcely keep in-
dignation from her tones as she replied

“In it possible that all this is added to
the work of the summer? I do not
wonder that, scoording to. statistics; s
large proportion of the women confined
in lunatic aaylums are farmer's wives.
It is & dredry life, making & woman into

Br}dley could not resist

Well, I don’t know,” the farmer
answered muaingly, “we must earn our
bread by the sweat of our brows. The
Biltde says that work's good for us; 1

| wuess it is, and a wise provision of Provi-

dence.. I don’t know 'sit's any worse for
women than it is for men."”

“But it seems to me that the lot of the
farmer’'s wife is less desirable than that
of her husband. According to your
own account she has less leisure; and
then heseems to have more variety in
his work, and it is relieved by small
plessures. In summer his work is
mostly out of doors; then he jumps in-
to bis waggon and is off to town twé or
th mes & week on errands; and his
neighbor often happens along and leans
on the fence and talks. At noon he
takes & nap in his chair or reads his
paper a few minutes. But according to
mwy observation a farmer's wife s a
drudge. She sems to have no time for
these little rest-places, and the conse-
quence is, all is dreary and monotonous.
It is no wonder she loses her mind and
has paralysis, for her work is never done.”

Deacon Bates sat silent & minute
while he thoughtfully stroked the gray
stobble on his chin.. Then he said
slowly : “I don’t know ; maybe it's so. .1
pever thought of it just that way.” Mrs.
Bates came round the comer of the
house just then and took down some
clothes from the line in the side yard.
Her husband watched her mechanically
as she folded and placed them in the

| basket

Your wife is & marvel to me, accom-
plishing all shedoes,” M. Bradley said

as she watched her. “But she looks
worn ; ahe will break down some day
| suddenly, I fear. It would make a won-

this honse to have
her busy bands and feet still forever,
wouldn'tit?’ X

The deacon turned and looked at Mrs.
Bradley half wildl{. as if such a thing
had never crossed his mind. Then he
got up, strode over to the line just as his
wife was about to lift the heavy basket
of elothes, and taking it from her, car-
ried it into the house. Bhe followed,
amazed,

_Not since the first year of their mar-
ried life had “Dan'l” offered to do any
of her work. What had come over him?

When Deacon Bates had anything
special on his mind he was wont to
betake himself away to the orchard.
He went there now and sat down cna
low gnarled limb, and leaning his head
against a tree, tried to think over the
tormenting words Mrs. Bradley had
spoke. They nettled him. He told him-
self she ought to mind her own busi-
nees. But after all he bad * bimself to
biame. By his own confession his wife
was & hard-worked woman. It was too
humiliating! He had prided bimself
upon being kind to animals and consid-
erate towards help. Was it poesible he
had been cruel to his own wife? It
must look 8o, ora good woman like Mrs.
lﬁx;fdluy would not bave spoken as she
did.

The deacon was & good man., He was
not going to s himself now that his

€yes were gi g wide n. He went
back to the years when first came
to this farm, when “Cyntby” was youn

and bright. She used to talk and lan,
then. What had chenged her int. ‘ﬁ*
silcnt woman she now was? “If Ler

s if this was not enough he had en-
couraged her to go on summer

ers occasionally, as she had herself
suggested long ago, one year when the
crops had failed. And he pretending to
think she did it all because she loved
work so much. That was all stuff! He
bad seen her stand in the door and look
after him, when he rode off to town on
a pleasant afteraoon, and he had heard
something like a sigh just as he started.
The dear patient women had not com-
plained or said sharp words; he wished
she had, then maybe Ler pig-headed
husband might have seen things as they
were. The truth was the love of money
had taken possession of him, and he had
sacrificed everything. He had not even
hinted to his wife that she ‘must spare
herself, and he had f to speak

A gentleman who had induced a large
publishing house to take his son as boy
into its employ at a moderate rate of
pay, not long since, was es,
anxions in his request that the
man should be made to work
the business.

o
young
earn

4l

1t is probable, according to this emi-
nent suthority, that, before long, we
may have built some form of elevated
railway, with a vast dead weight in the
track rather than in the rolling 2
without switches or crossings on w!
derailm is i ible. It will have

This instruction was as al-
though modern fashion had done away
with much of the janitor and porterage
work of old times, yet the young man
found the selection of stock for orders,

king the same, entering, charging
ditto, and occasional errands kept him
actively employed for about ten hours &
day, with an hour out for er,

At the end of three weeks’ time he
failed to put in an appearance, but the
father walked in_one morning with the
infc jon that John would not return

words of praise. He hated himself!
For slthough he had been mean and
selfish and grasping, he still loved the
wife of his youth. What would' all the
money land he had scraped to-
gether be to him when he bad laid her
in the old buryiog-ground? The sturdy
farmer, as_he sat there thinking these
sharp truths in the gathering shadows,
realized for a moment the desolation of
oing on without her. He bowed his
end and prayed with all his soul that
he might be forgiven, and -that he and
his wife might go together, hand in
hand, down the hill to the gate that
leads out of life to life eternal. -

The darkness had settled down when
Deacon Bates got up and went into the
house. He had gone over everything,
had reconstructed affairs on a new basis
and made several plans. He would have
no difficulty in carrying them out, for
his word had ever been §-w in his own

usc. If he suggested anytbing it
must surely be done, and this not on
aocount of tyranny but because of the
old-fashioned reverence for her husband
a8 head of the family, which Mrs. Bates
had always maintained, and instilled
into the minds of her childrén. “Father
knows best,” was her unvarying decision.

It was not like Deacon Bates to say
much about his good resolutions, but to
proceed to put them into practice as
rapidly as pcssible. There was no light
in the sitting-room when he entered but
that of the moon, which streamed in at
the long window. = He thought the room
was empty till' he caught sight of his
wife asleep in her chair. Her mild pale
face ypturned in the white light sent a
pang through the heart of the self-con-
victed man. He went over to her, and
laying his hand on her head, said :

“Come, mother, you better not wait
up for the boys. I'd go right tobed if
I were you.”” He continued to smooth

her hair as he said it, and Mrs. Bates | and

frtnendy sat up straight and wondering.
t was long since her husband bad lost
the habit of bestowing little endear-
ments ; he used often to do this very
\hix& in the old days. .

“Was Daniel going to die?’

The next morning, soon after break-
fast, Mr. Bates went away in his spring
waggon, returning in the space of two
hours with the strong, ‘capable girl who
assisted them on extra jons, an-
nouncing, to the of his wife,
that Sophia Mills come tostay sill
thie “heft of the summer’s Wwork” was
over, “and mind you keep her l:n):{," he
told she astonished woman, you
get some time to rest.”

In the afternoon Mr. Bates-drove to
town, and as Mrs. Bradley had the day
before said she wished” to match some
worsteds, he took her along, taking
occasion to say as they were well on
their way :

“I'm much obliged to you, Mss. Brad-
ley, for giving me & hint about my wife
last night. 1've been blind and dum as
an old bat.
different.
another favor. I wish you'd pick out s
dress for my wife—a nice one, that'll do
for best. I'm going to take her out West
to see her sister when the crops are -all
in. She don’t know a word about it
yet.”

Mrs. Bradley was delighted ; she would
be glad to help. What would he like ?

“0, you must settle that, something
sort ‘o lady-like, black, I guess, and get
some of that soft white stuff such as you
wear, to go round her neck, and some
ribbons and all the trimmings.”

A more dazed women than Mrs. Bates
could pot be found, when her husband,
that night, after everyone else had gone
to bed, présented her with a roll of hand-
eome black cashmere. .

“And Cynthy,” he said, “you must
have it made up pice like Mrs. Brad-
ley’s, with some ribbons a-flutterjn’ in
the wind.”

“What’s the matter with you, Dan’l ?”
bis wife asked anxiously. “Whatever
does all this mean ?”

“It means, little women, that I've been
an old brute. I've let you slave your-
self 'most to death with nota m&o of
fun thrown in. Now it's going to be
- I'm going to take care of you
the rest of the way. What would you
say now to takin’ a trip out West next
month to see your sister Hannah 1

It was too much. Mrs. Bates could
only and cry s if she would never
stop, murmured a8

'Nough said. Things 'll be be
Now I want to ask you|hot dry

I looked for | disease o

to the position.
“Why not?” ssked the publisher,

“Well, Jobn has to have his breakfast
at half-past seven every morning to get
here, and then he is not used to -
ing bundles, and sometimes he’s b
sent with books right up to the houses
of people we know . My son
hest’t been brought up that way, and I
guess I won't have him learn this busi-
ness.” 4

He did not, #hd what's more, has
never learned any other business.

Now let us look at another actual pic-
ture, that of the son of & wealthy mill
owner desiring to' become a manager of
the mill.

“But that is impossible” said the
father, “unless you practically learn the
business.”

“That is what I would like to do,”"
said the son.

“But to become & superintendent or
manager we prefer a man who has risen
from the ranks and understands the
mechanical department and the ways of

emglcyem
“Let me begin in ‘the ranks’ then,”
replied the young man.

'0 this the father sssented, stipulat-
ing that no favor should be shown the
son, but he should actually begin the
work at regular lasbor in the mechanical
department.

Not only was this done, but the young
man went and in the manufac-
turing town at & workman's boarding
house, and went in and out of the factory
at bell call. In three years he was fore-
man of one of the departments, and &
former classmate and well-known society
man, calling there upon him, was sur-
Eriaed at meeting: a stalwart fellow in

lue overalls, with hands so soiled by
machinery oil as to prevent the conven-
tional hand-shake. >

. But this young man persevered, made
paid his own way bimself, and his
father concluded it would not injure his
future prospects. Judgin!g from the fact
that he is now manager of mills (not bhis
father's) st & salary of ten thousand a

ear, and with ability to command even

s
running on it, driven by electricity,
light narrow cars, either singly or
short traivs, which will be sharp in
front and smooth u the sides, after
the manner of a bird, in order that air-
resistance may be reduced to a mini-
mum. If the electricians succeed in
perfecting an electric block system
which shall make it physically impcs-
sible for one to &p] h another,
either before or behind it, within a pre-
determined distance, then there n be
no nf:ed limit except that due to the
requirements of not braking a car so
rapidly, within a given available stop-
ping d{nw\ce, as 1o throw passengers
violently from their seats.

The actual speed which will be ob-
tained is, of course, extremely problem-
atical a8 yet, but there seems to be no
inherent mechanical reasons why, we
should not, on long and absolutely clear
stretches of track, obtain & velocity ap-
proaching two hundred miles an hour.

Buch velocity, of course, to the men
who are never satisfied that anything
can be done until it is dpne, seems to
be utterly impracticable; but with such
meq\‘x'lipmam a8 that we havedescribed,
and with such & force aa electricity,
there does not seem to be any inherent
improbability in the prophecy.— Watch-
man,

s

How Windows are Cleaned in St.
Petersburg.

In th“ far-away capital of the vast
Russian empire even the meanest houses
are built with an honest thickness and
solidity of wall fitted to astonish »
Western mind. As the cold sesson
threatens, double windows are inserted,
and inner and outer casements are
hermetically sealed. No one considers
it at all essential to ventilate during the
severity of the winter by any further
means than thatafforded in the frequent
lighting and burning of immense oxygen
hmsm Window panes, of course, soon
get dirty and dingy, but with this closed-
Raes o 50 pemsible el ot i

ere is no possible me 0l
them from the inside. This has pro-
moted the existence of a unique busi-
ness in Bt. Petersburg. There are
several fully incorporated companies
whose sole occupation is window clean-
ing. Offices are open to receive orders,
and men are sent out with long ladders
and the n appliances for window
cleaning, unny enough to watch
them scrambling up the facades of the
yellow stu houses, but one stops to
think how cold and uncongenial an oo-

ion theirs must be.

ftter compensation and partnership is
evidence that ing & busi " even
g{v man with & good education and s

ch father, pays a good return, both in
money and manly independence.—Com-
mercial Bulletin,

AN i
Why Do the Leaves Fall

It is erally su| d that leaves
fall in the autumn pk;:).c:uu they die,
This is not a coggect view. If we break
off a leafy branch the leaves will soon
wither, but not drop off. In fact?: the;
will oling to the dried braich wi
greater tenacity than when they were
green and alive, requiring some foroe to
wrench or twist them off. In tropical
climates they remain green much longer
than'in temperate countries, and their
fall, when it does take place, is not just
fore the cold season, but during the
season. Many of our own trees,
as oaks and horn s, retain their
leaves dried and withered till the pres-
sure of the new distending bud in
spring displaces them.

As In man, the seeds of his decay are
born with him, 80 in the leaf bud there
may be discovered the rudiments of a
very delicate layer of cells, whose plane
i at right aogles to the plane of the
leaf. When the time comes this upright
growth of cells enlarges, pushing from
above downward, cutting tbrough the
woody fibres of the stem like a knife
blade. Th T,

At every gust how the dead leaves fall!
-Harger’s Bazar.
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— Jacob G. Locke, pmﬁrielor of Clif-
ton House, Lockeport, N. B., writes:—
“This is to certify that I had been suf-
fering with dyspepsia for three years,
baving nearly all the different forms of
that dread disease. After baving tried
doctors and different medicines- which
claimed to cure dyspepeis, I still found
myself sufferivg worse than before.
Having heard -of K. D. C. through a
commercial traveller snd of it being
highly recommended, I decided to try
it as the last resort, and
state to the world that before I had
en one pack:
cine I found

] 3

1 now want to | thin, and was obl

In Bt. Petersburg many
the lower classes encase

Bcheives 15

peasan © WA
natural covering and the great
endurance among these © make
n kinds of work which would kill
a European ble to them without
injury. For iostance, it is customary
for the concierge (or porter) st nine
o'clock to place & chair outside mm
door of the dwelling, and on it he p!
himself, wretched mortal, tor the long,
cold night. He is there to ensure the
safety of the house. Driving through
the wonderful streets of Bt. Petersburg
one sees by ten o'clock a black shadow
tacked into the corner of every
way, huddled there for the nl,hk Bat
these men make no , their
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treal

from Chieago,
‘Halifax (Monday exoepted),

Quobec, Man-

fathers did the same before them—a
sufficient reason for every good Russian.
~—Wide Awake.

i 2

Mr. Ohas. N. Haver
Of Frederick, M., suffered terribly for over
ten years with abscesses aud runting sores on
s left leg. He wasted away, grew weak and

l;lmood’a Sarsaparilla

wl effected a rmet Mr.

i e &
HOOD'S PILL8 are the bost aftor-dinner Fills,
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N and after Mon 27th Jui 1693, trak il
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reath,
Not vexing thee in death,
\nd"rm z-nmm“ of what |

I'hy great

Then, fatherly, not less

Than I, whom Thou hast molde
the clay,

Thou'lt leave Thy wrath, and say

‘I will be sorry for their childishr
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