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CANADA TO “PUNOH,

(APBOPOS OF TUE PACIFIC CHARTER CORRUPTION.)

“ brethern, stamp it out
still broadening .

Canadian
Or, with y
realm, without s doubt

.{ou wide

will mske its dark dominion !"—Poxca.
Punch, sir, :s prophet, you're a perfoct
(Witness the way you hit the “Derby” run-
not without the hodor

ner)— {
And, sir, abroad you're
i : Justly your due,
80, when you speak, we'd mever think o

' Dg
Wha:hcr you;' words were ominous or cheer-

entitled to 8 dec’rous hearing,
: We'd hear you through,
On our “Pacific” it you're posted
And you're afrsid
In our hot shame will
: And quite,
Scabdal and slander stirred in stenchful

fusion—
Kuighthood and thieves in unbanished col-

“Privilege ! “Black Bod 1 *Higaas''as
T GCRnete ~intrasion”es —

Heaven help ns—trite,
Yes; sir, 'tis 50 ; our case is past “preven-
tion”

Upon that point there can be no contention—
And that there’s room for gloomy apprehen-

sion

No one will doubt.

But, noble Mentor, we've determination
Not to succumb just yet to etrangulstion—
This present trouble’s but the measles of the

Nation—

We'll stamp it ont !”

—~Grip.
- » @ —
FRIENDSHIP.
wtill, deep, and clear one time our friendship

lay
As lies s noble lake ;
Therein our soulsdid bathe, thereondid play;
No soundings did we take,

Ah gracious waters !—not & sudden frost
Their ripplings scaled in death ;
Then might a thaw have brought us back
the lost,
With breathings of warm breath..

They wasted day by day and were withdrawn ;
The risen sun shone wide,”

Where all was arid, from the dewless dawn
To scorching eventide.

Ah ! they were but 8 flood, unfed by streams,
Yet I so fain to slake
My ardent thirst, must baunt the spot w here

gleams
Tire mirage of our lake,
'I'hou art 80 changed, thou dost perceive no

[ e ;
But as a secfet docp
I guard (lest friendship’s ghost I should
cstrapge),
How wmuch I secret kecp,
et G O B B——

TWILIGH'T.

When through the placing sunsct tiuts
The evening star swings clear and whit-,
I listen o'er the bills for her
Who briugs (o me my one delight.
Dowl% h:;’ulcrnlcklgw she olomes,
Al w uun-li L] &
Her thoughtful brow, Iu%‘?ea,
Prees back the crowdivg cares of day.

" More clamn than bopeless winter’s clouds ;
auctumnt's grey

&

More sad
But full of str as
She rolls the
She lays her fingers on mine eyes,
bresthes her magic in mine car,
And then I see or scem $0 Seew
And know net if I dream or hear.
Dut sl the dear 1ost rhadows pass ;
Their eyes reproach me thet I stsy ;
winds at fall of night,
away.

colg haze ;

Beplaces

The scents, the hues, of vanighed springs,
The sun-bright blooms of summer-time,
And sutump’s fullpess live again,
h‘“ﬁcf rkles hoar Decembe:'l” rime,
The wave greenly down the slope
And children chase tio lasabs et play,
And Jshouting, count the ey
Among the shining ricks of bay.
And eyes of love light sll the earth,
Like some intensest glance of god,
And youth snd faith, and bope and truth,
And sl the ways we trod ;
They live ! they live ! - One little bour
Benews the joys of perished years ;
Tbe wordless, slow processions pass,
And lesve me to my silent tesrs.

ABRAVE BOY'S FORTUNE.

B LEAK IN THE MONEY-DRAWER.

conveyed to bim by Mr, Fred Lynmore, and

Mr. C. Vanderwent, Jr., was decidedly
pleased with the informstion which had been

as satisfied that one rival had been cfiect-
ually removed from his psth to a8 conquest
over the affections of Miss Fanpy ; but he was
obliged to acknowledge to himself that the
more dangerous one still remained, One of
them, like the evil spirits in the spectacle,
Lad been thrust down through-ove of the
mumerous traps in the stage, but the other
still mocked bis hopes snd blocked bis way.
Mr, Cornelius was absolutely sure that if the
Long Islander could be kept away from Mr.
Lysmore’s house even for 8 few months, he’
could win the heart, snd obtaip & promise of
the hand of Miss Fanpy., She was very kind
to him, she smiled upon him, and she always
troated Lim with di pguished consideration
~how could she do , when he was

the son of the y'senlor ? Thet
silky mounhobnefﬁod with m».\u than
nature had given it, was all that irresistible,
and the mirror in his chamber assured bLim
that no lady, not even the daughter of Mr,
Lynmiore, could long hold out, if he really
“meant business.”

I'hat abominable Loug Islander was in bis
way, Job Seagrain was wmissing when he
became dangerous ; but Corny, who ought to
have been driven in disgrace from thejcount-
ing-roomw, and forbidden to enter the mansion
of Mr. Lynmore, for the hi¢inous criwme. of
stealing & hundr
superior to the charge, and was even
bigher favor than ever before, Mr. Corneliug
could pot comprehend this circumstance,
ad been plainly proved thet Corny stole the
bill, by evidence which would convict bim
in sny court, ‘T'he Vanderwent knew noth-
ing sbout the “shadows” that weré playing
nbout the couuting-room, and

the lost bills,

My, Cornelius was 8 youug wan of good
parts, snd the smbition to adorn s Ligh s
position was Lis most gricvous fault, If be
had used the talent which God had given him
in working out bis fortunes iu the

be might Leve been suc-

we boasted
be roasted

ed dollars seemed to rise:

them-
sclved upon the track of every clerk in the
house ; ncither did Corvy. By this tiwes
third detective was at work, for Mr, Subtille,
the principle oue, thovght be Led a clué to

f

b ¢ ,
of money, which I am restoring to those who
lostit, Hesayshe won the enclosed bill
from s young msa in. your ., For a
long time my son refused fo tefl the name of
the loser, but finally said it was ‘Seegrinn,’
or something of thet kind ; he did not know,
or not to know, precisely-what it
was. Jfyou have such a person in your em-
ploy, will you hand him the entlosed bill. I
sincerely hope you will be able to save him
from the error of his ways. For my son’s

sake, rather than my own, I can omly sub

scribe myself.
“A. Famsp,/

Mr. Blastwood read this note twice, Of
course “Seegrinn” meant “Seagrain,” and
the inference wés that Cornp wasa bler,
Mr. W was called into the office,
and invited to read the letter, which he did
“What do you think ?” asked Mr. Blast-
wood

Wordingham
“This twenty has the cashier's mark upon
it. But it maybe atrick. Neither you nor
I believed that Corny was guilty before.”
“He may have been, for all that,” sugzest.
#d Mr, Wordingham.
#] don't belicve he is ; for & young mau is
very seldom a knave and a fvol at the same
time.”’ 5
“] think & kuave is always a fool. We
have reduced tbe matter down to this—that
either Cornelius or Corny is the thief : that
whichever it is, he is certainly a fool.”
«] grant it ; you are right.’
“Qur theory before was that Cornelius was
the thief, and had labored (o throw the guilt
Corny."”
“Why should Mr. Vauderwenl's son rob
the mopey-drawer? His father is worth
millions,” added Mr. Blastwoodl.
“His er M::' him mmhl:uuury,
and prefers to bave grow up in the busi
ness like the other L2
“1t’s all 8 mystery,as black as night. How
could either of them open the money.
drawer 1”
“I den’t Inn."l & o
“Wordingham, ve come to a
point where I don't believe anybody, orany-
" aaid Mr. Bhastwood. “I Lave watch-
ed drawcr myself, and T beve Lad a
detective watch §t stf day long ; but at night
over & bundred dollarshas beon missing. I
bare simest come to the conclusion thst no
one stole the money. I can’t make anything
at all of it."”
“But here is one of the marked bills,”
added Mr. Wi up the

R "

“J don't ke to charge Corny with

ling snd stealiog, without better ev

4han sn mous letier,” ssid Mr. Blast-

“But I think the 'dmemgoadm
for not signing hisnsme o it. Of course he
does not wish to telt the world thet his son
bas fallen into M
“Be that as it msy, I wil not ruin a
man on such testimony. If he is y, we
shall get at the truth beforelong ; for we are
losing from fifty t0 two bundred dollars a
:yﬁ?mwmw,'iﬁh.‘ﬁm

e,
“Are lyrou'um this is opne of the bills?”
“There is the mark, We will take it to

the cashier.”
out into the count-

P

Mr. Blastwood passed
ing-room with the bill and the letter in his

“Do you know that bill 7" he asked, tossing
it on the table of the cashier,

“[ do; it isone we lost.”

“Sure 7"

“] can swear to it, J think,' replied the
cashier, taking from his drawer an envelope
labelled “F' . with the dsy of the month.
He

poured out the contents of this enve-

ape, which consisted of balfs dozen minute
ts of bank cut in

from the edges of the bills, one of

them, he applied it to the end of the note the
bad thrown upon the table, The
ittle exactly fitted upon the edge
%%ﬁ?“ﬂ:%‘%“
st D 8 WAYY , was of pre-
cisel same color a8 the bill.
“Yes, 1 will swear to it,” said the cashicr,
e oo
“ you © y 10
do 80,” added Mr, 88 he picked up
the bill, “It was taken last Fiday, I judge
by the mark on the envelope.”

“Yes, sir” .
Mr. Fzed Lynmore entered

.and inquired for bis

muu—-u
in ; he might come in
ot come at all

T00m,.
uncle, He m:.ot'
Fred to wait for him,

five minutes, or
that day, but
and entered Mr. Lynmore’s private office.
Mr. Cornelius wondered what he wanted,
and peused in the “monthly statement” he
was muking out, to consider what had passcd
between them at the interview on the day
before, 1t was not a satisfactory reflection,
cither, for he could not help accusing himself
ofan udiscretion, “He semembered that e
told Fred lse had “s plan to cul out the oyster-
tan.’ Mr. Cornelius decided very promptly
b it was yecesany forhim do sce Fred, and
¢t any wiong impregsion Jeft upou his
He therolure eptered Mr. Lynmpore's

+

yovog geutleman, Fred was grim and
sevege, for Mr. Cosnclivs had aunouuced
bimself as another rival,

uDid you understand me tv suy suything

ut the oysterinan

r, Lyomore ?” inquired the som of bis
father, '

“I did ; so for a3 Seagusin was coucerped,
your views were the ssine a8 my own.”

“Not at sll ';an,
blandly., “ oﬁq%" wme.”
|# “You had some opinions of your
Town in segesd o you believed that

F (kymuu.t»nud t i b

suu was sent into the

"'Ol ’“{;‘t pleassntry,” laughed
course thet was s e

the Yepderwent.

“ it wes,” growled ¥red. “You
ssid.you bad & plas 1o cut out this oyster-

| man,” .
“Nothing [ dear fellow,” ad-

“] om sure T TH
“He is one d.rbd‘ﬁ.’ll.ud  §

cut out the ¥

very

1 | guilty of towards me.”

“1t looks like a trae Ll replied Mr.

. “This must bave come dosk

shapes .

ce, snd polietly saluted the discomfited -

when we met yesterday, |

»"ﬁ For Mﬂiﬁ?‘“ m ¢:
“ . SN 0 .

3 ¢

nt,” replied Fred.
tean by that

“iir.

“What does he
o ugp'mhemexpwnmm r thau " 4!
sdded Fred. “I came tosee you in regard

Mr. Seagrain, for I do not
countenance such treachery as he had'been

*

Wb%mn by treachery?” asked
the merchant, k ,

«I had some conversation with um':qe-
gard to Miss Lynmoce. Of course our Tutérs

mised to stay away from your house

months.” -

ing himself into my daughter's presence,
the

sir.” . ’
. 4 think you de. DBut goon.”
“It was treachery of the meanest
w't'omtoyon with this private conversa-
“lie did not come tome with it ; he simply

refused to visit my house, and [ saw some-
was the matter with him,

secms there is another who

out. This is ridiculous, absurd " said Mr,

Lynmore, impatiently. “The girl is buta

child, Youand Cornelivs Vanderwent are

m-°re boys.”

“] cannot helpmy feclings, if I amaboyg

pleaded Fred.

“Jg Cornelius madly in love with Faany,

too 7" asked the merchdnt, with a sneer.

“He told me he was, yesterday ; and said

she was born and sent into the world for

him,” answered Fred maliciously.

«Indeed "

Mr, Lynmore was evidently an old-fashion-

icd man, who belicved that cupid ought not

| to meddle with the hearts of young men till
they were twenty-five or thirty yeats old. He

* was quite sure that Fanny had no sympathy

! with such nousense, and that she was not

| “madly in love” with either of the young fel-

| lows, not even the Long Islander, to whom

" she owed such a debt of gratitude, Corny had

! protested that he never-thought of such a
thing.

Mr. Fred Lyumore pleaded for himsclf, that
the heavy scntence pronounced upon him
might be modified,

“XNo,ir ; not & hair,” said the iuflexible
uncle, “You must drive such nonsense out
of your head. You are impudent and pre-
sumpluous.’

«f did not iuteud to be, sir, and [ will
promise pever again to mention the subjoct
of love to Miss Fanuy .’

“Never azain 7" exclaimed Mr. Lymmore.
+ Have you spoken to ber of Jove 7’

I'red believed that the merchaut Lad over-
Licard him the afterncon before, and that this
was the exciting cause of his hanishment.

< Never but once, sir”

+Worse and worse !’

“1 mever will again, rir, at least—s"

“You absurd pvppy !” sucered fhe mer
chant, “do you think Fanvy, if she were old
cuough to think of a husband, would sccept
such an idle, lazy, useless fellow as you are ?
1 am doing wrong to support you in idleness.

I see it now.”

' «f am willing to do something, sir ; sad
have beeu on the lookeut for a situation for
a year,”

] have found three or four for yéu, but
uoue of them suited you. Icame to the con-
clusion that you did not want a pla¢e ; but
1 will countenance your laziness no longer.

‘I will see your mother at once. Yqu may
0 now.,”

Fred went, with 8 List-clois flea iuliscar, |
and, perbaps, with & milder view of his own
im than he ever held before,

“Cornelius, I wish to see you,” snid Mr.
Lysmore, calling to the Vandcrwent at his

"oy /
wants to cat

The son of his father cufered the private
office with many doubts and fears. ‘The mer-
chant closed the door behind him, which
certainly looked very ominous.

' sCornelius, I understand that my daughter
was born and sent into the world for you,
from which I infer that she was born befere
she was sent into the world,” Mr. Lynmore
Legan, sarcastically,

. “Beslly, sir, J—"

“Listen tome, if you please. Iam inform-
ed that you arec madly in love with my
daughter ; which implies marriage in the
future.” <

4] wish to say—" :

“Don't say it yet, if you please. However
much I might be honored, and my dsughter
might be honored, by such an alliance, she is
much too young to think of such things yet.
You will do me the favor, therefore, to visit

" my house only when you are invited to do
“ ”

i «Mr, Fred Lynmore, I perccive, has made
s very unwarrantable use of a private con-
versation,”’ said Mr. Cornclius, with dignity ;
“and I wish to say that the remark you have
quoted was only s pleasantry, to which no
meaning whatever is to be attached.”

“And [ wish to say that any young man
who can speak in that way of my daughter is
not fit to associate with her. 1f you wish to
sppesl from my decision, I will talk with
your father about the matter.”

#] must beg you not to mention the matier
to him,’ pleaded Mr. Cornelius, in real
terror ; ‘for my father, though he ix very
kind to me, can be very severe.”

“] am aware of it. You will visit my
house only when you are invited, I repeat.
One thing more, you have a plan {7 cut out
the oysterman,”

The Vanderweut protested that he had no
such plan, and that he had never mentioned
suchathing, even asa pleasaptry. Mr. Lyn-
more the “plan” was quite consistent
with the fact that he was “madly in love,”
with Faopy, and guided by what he had
learned from Corny and Fred, be questioned
Mr. Cornelius very sbarply for half an hour,
and in the end he wassatisfied that Fred had
told the truth. The“plan” secemed to explain
the mystery of the hundred-dollar bill
in Corny’s diary, which Mr. Blastwood insist
ed bad been placed there, by the Vanderwent,
‘I'he son of his father was dismissed, and the
moment he left the office, the flnancial part-
per, who had been waiting an hour for an
opportusity to see Mr. Lyomore, entered
the office, with the twenty-dollar Lill and the
avonymous letter in his band. Of course,
the merchant was astonished aud gricved at
the information contained iu the epistle, and
s0 expressed himself, .

“] don't believe a word of it,” gaid Mr.
Blastwood, who was apdwpulsive thav, and
secmed to change his opinions very oftep.

“T cannot thiuk Corpy is a gawbler,” added
 Mr. Lynwmore, as he lovked over the letier

again. “I'he mouey was lost last night, the

i writer says, Why Corny was at my bouse
till after eleveu, lust evenjog.” g

4Good !” laughed Mr. Blastwoud, pleased

(1o bave Lis favorite even partially cleared.

“We cau casily ascerfain where Le was the !

 vest of the pight:~ I will go to bis boarding-
i house wyself. Stop 8 mowent! If he has
been in 8 gambling house, these detectives
would kuow it, for they are shadowing all
the boys. Inmy opinion, this letter was
written by o villsia to ivjure the bo#.”

“Who would do such a thing ?”

“I don’t know.”

en bill in his diary.

“Cornelius, Jr.! Why should Le do such
sthing?” asked Mr. Blastwood. “IfI could
see the motive, I could undersiand the deed.”

“ beve been informed that Cornelins
be bed
ed Mr,

was seen now ; he

2 W,c."-ndheuvhlh

v

view was confidential. Iie voluntari
tAre
“After you had chagod him with Ui~ O
me; t. . :
oI don’t think T said anything of the kind/}

d o

“Probably the eame one thal put the siol- :

opened his cyes very
had -if

7 asked the |

“Esactly s0; nod ikat's whers T
o 1 ”’. bim. haed iu s teh

s ten dollaf Litl? asked Mr.
’ wThat's fho’

tore, I seked the clerk to
dwonty, which hie.dil,

ok Like & plain case,” said Me.

Tecibis, The follow will
vioted>-ag koon as the court looks @
uft o quick 8 I saw that bill, 1.

braceletsoil him,” said Graw

#1 hay L, sie” cmid the man
Ward 3 e

“Whom ¥’ demanded Mr. Blastw ;

“The fetlow that has been 10bbing your
money drawer,” and the detective thiew a
ten-dollar bill upon the desk at which Mr.
Lyomore sat.

It had the blue pencil mark upon it,anda
triangular bit had been cut out at one end.
The bill was shown to the cashier, whefook
the three-cornered piece from &n envelope
marked “Satarday,” with the date.

“That's one of them,’’ srid Mr. Blastwood.
“Now, who is thie fellow ?”

. “The young man you callCorny,” answer-
ed Grawler, proudly gnd confidently : for he
felt that he had solved the mystery.

“Corpy !’ exclaimed Mr. Lynmore,

t“Cotmy !" rcpeated Mr. Blastwood.

“He told me his name was Cornelius Sea-
grain,”’ added the thicf-catcher.  “But I bave
him safe at the station. They will send him
to the Tombs this aftcraoon. .

“fhe Tombs " groaned Mr. Lyumnore.

“You did!" cxlaimed M. Blastwood
“Then you will go right to the station, asd
take thew off ! Bring the voung man hera”

Grawler opened  his cyes, and lookéd
burt.

“Then vou don't want to cateh the thivfee
do you ? 3

“Coruy is not the thicl,” said the finaucial
wap. with cnerpgy. “Go aud  bring Lim
down bere at oncee.  Be in a hurry, too!”

Grawler deparied, with Lis professional
prde very Ladly damazed.

«] gave the bill aud the moucy toCorneli-
us Vanderwent Ji," Mr. Blastwood explain-
ed ; “but he saidlie expected his father every
mowent and was afraid he should miss biga
if hewent out. Then Le asked me if he
should send Corny Lo pay the bill, and I totd
bim todos).’

“But his father is sick, aud bad no inten-
tion of coming out today, added the senior
pactner.  “1 called upon Lhim before I cawme
down.’

The finsucial partuer was cxcited ; he
went to the door aud called Mr. Coinelius.
“Have you any money about you?” de-

ive me two
:;dmdo‘

a bland smile.
+ «“Let me sce it ;
The Vanderwent tussed his wallet on th
desk, and then, as if involuntarily, thrust <
finger and a thumb ot each hand into hi
vest pockets. Suddenly Mr, Blastw
who, ag I have before shu}l, was an impu;
wive man, sprang al the Yanderwest, ar
seized both bands, drawing them out of
pockets. 'Fhe finger and thumb of the 1
hand were closed upen one or mere ba
bills, which dropped on the floor, under t
violent action of the financial partner, w
instaptly picked them up.

“Mr. Blastwooh this is am outrage
indiguity ! gasped the Vanderwent, rod’
the face.

“] know it is; you may go now:|

“] will appeal to my father!”

“Do 80 ; but lcave this instant or 1
put you out,” added Mr. Blastwood. :

He looked all that be said, and Mr. C r-
nelius deemed it prudent to withdraw,

“Those are the bills1 gave to Corneli's,”
eaid Mr. Blastwood, triumphantly. & ‘If
Corny is a thief, T will never trust anofier
man while I live.”

“Are you quitesure 7" :

“J can swear 1o them,” replied the £ -
cial partoer, as he laid the bills on the« sk.
“They were on my table for an hour ' ith
the hatter’s bill before 1 sent them off. ne
is 8 new one and the other an old on< I
look at every bill that comes into my 1-inds
pow. Besides, I fold my money dif -ent
trom most others.”

The creascs in the fives corresponde & cx-
actly to those in the Lills which Mr. "last-
wood took from his wallet. They, swere
doubled lengthways first and then cros: “raye.
Mr. Lynmore was satisfied. Z

“1 Believe Cornelius is the thief, b how
Le got the bills out of the drawer I {nnot
see,” added Mr. Blastwood. &

“Perhapgs we had bettter exawiis the
drawer,” suggested the senior. ;

«] have examined it twenly TSmes”
said the junior. “I havetaken the Srawer
out, and looked it over very carefully -

“Let us doitaZain,” continued M7 Lyu-
more, leading the way to the cihier's
sk 3
Mr. Cornelius bad gone out; per fips in
his wrath and indignatfon, never to eturn.
Mr. Blastwood pulled out tho money ‘rawer,
and laid it on the desk. Mr. Lynwire ex-
smined it very carefully. The bachicnd of
4he drawer had been cut down so Yhat it
would pass a Lrace above it ; and thitwasall
that was peculiarabove the drawer
«Pull out the next oue;’ said ¢35 senior
and finally all the drawers were f2°¢ nout.
Mr. Blastwood was on his knees, lo' fing in-
to the space usually occupied by dr pere.
“Thunderand Lighthing!” he edaimed,
as he reached into the aperture fre Swhich
the lower drawers had been take Tout.™

“What's the matter?’ dewaw ad Mr.
Lynmore, startled by the lw-(nnrully'kal ex-
pletives of the junior.

“Mr. Blastwood drew out his bimd, the
fingers of which clatched upon :f mass of

Sowe of them were thickly cov( zd with
dust ; some of themn were guawed * Ay mice;
some of them were marked and nov of them
were not.  The junior drew forth¥a second
baudful, athird and foruth, eac: smaller
than the first aid finally a singl bill, till
ihe entire deposit was removed. |

“PThunder and lightning 7 ¢jac:lated Mr.
Blastwood again, as he gazed at £, s bills on
the desk. “There is no thief, L hfter all.
Count it,” he added, to the cashigl.

The bills were, smoothene¢ and the
amount coupled. It was seporte | 88 seven
hundred and forty Colléms, y i

“But there is about as much 1 prc niss-
ing,” said the finacial partner, ‘guificant-

iy.

The deawers were restored to thbir places.
It that the brace over z:w:
had brushed the bills out, when back
compariment was full and they k; 4-dropped
behind the other drawers to the ﬁ Ms.

office

Mr. Cornelius he '
discoverd the leak in the %M,
when took his sales books from lower

hnutﬁ..l;-lt'u,bcﬂ';
! the son of the senior - partner o¢;

took his abth
| harmed. He ook ll"'l 3

wmanded Mr. Blastwood sharply. :
«] have, sir,” replicd Mr. Cornelius, withs

| the priests’ dresscs.

bauk bills as Lirge ax they oo’ jd ~Wd

ot} to ascertain the cause of the disturbance.
Seagrain was there ; ‘had seised Mr.

‘ob
' | Cc raelius Vauderwent, Jr. by the throat, and

w8 shaking him up ina very rnde and rough
wir

ANCIENT NEEDLEWORK.
&e *

Ve have no reason to doubt that nocdles
of metal. were made in the fourth gea-
et ition from the Fall, if not before, for
alention to the records of Seripturcwill
| d<monstrate at how very early a pertod
iv the world’s history the usefal arts
w re devcloped. Jubal was the inventor
of musical instruments. Zillah's son
T 1bal-Cain, was an “‘instructor ofevery
at ificor in brass and iron” (Genesis iv.
2:) It is most probable that Tubal-

{ § Coin, sccing his mother and his “sister

Niamab, at their laborious work with
fi-h bones or woodea skewers, fashioned

B ) e _convenicnt implements for them
Joutof the. m,uT h,,”-&.‘
T e first Scripture record we observe of

d:ed garmcats is Joseph's coat of wany
cclors. Tt was cvideutlya costly and no
u: ual thiog in the patriarch’s tent, as it
sc signally arouscd the eavy of his elder
b others, many of them married med and
fzthers. But then they lived the primi-
tize lifo of shepherds and farmers, who
wde for themsclves all they wore,=—
E.ypt was thea at the height of her
ltizury. The garments of her great men
a d-princesscs- were resplcodent with
; lors and embroidery. Indced, we may
-pposc that cvea before the Flood cx-
tavaganee in dress was amongst the sins
~ depraved people, because it is always
¢ of those ~xins which accompany the
yre serious vices of laxary and de-
b-uchery. No doubt, also, gorgeous
te lettes were worn in the doomed citics
o' Bodom and Gomorrah. That the
rilers and great men. of Nioeveh in-
d ilzed in costly apparel is evideat from
t e sculptures time has so wenderfully
pieserved to us. Taspired writers both
1 the Old and New Testament have not
<t sdained to mention the work of women,
% is recorded in the book of Samucl
“hat “llaonah, hisaother, made him a
‘ttlecoat,” and this simple fact, this
¢rdisary offering to the child, whom God
“imsclf had held converse with, is not
| sonsidered uoworthy a place in the
{33.ble.  Again, Dorcas who worked for
“he poor, was restored after death to life
iby St. Peter, around whom “all the
fwidowsstood weeping and showing the
~zarments which Dorcas bad made
| whilst she was with them.” The ounly
 elaborate description of necdlework in
the Bible is' of that made by the Hebrew
womea to decorate the Tabernacle and
The Egyptianscx-
celled greatly in fascy needlework, and
we cannot doubt that they made the
Hebrew women wseful in thisart during
their state in bondage. At the period of
t ilding of the Taberuacle the priests’
eﬁods’ werd {6'b¢ made “of gold, of blae,
and of purple, of searlet and .of fine
twined linen, with cuoning work.”’—
Here isa brief extract from -the smple
directionsas to the needlewerk- for the
sacred- service and for the -
“And béneath upon the bhem of it thou
shalt make pomegranates of blue, and of
purple, and of scarlet round about the
hem thereof ; and"bells of gold between
them round about. . And thou
shalt embroider the coat of fine linen,
and thou shalt make the mitre of fine
linen, and thou shalt make the girdle of
needlework. And for Aaron’ssens thou
! shall make for them girdles, and bonuets
| shalt thou make for them, for glory and
| for beauty:* (Exodus xxviii. 39 40).—
«“Moreover thou shalt make the taber-
nacle with ten curtsins of fise twined
linen and blue, and purple, and scarlet ;
with cherubim of cumniog work shall
thou make them.” (Exodus xxvi. 1).
This curtain is elscwhere more particu-
larly described asbeing of linen entirely,
on whieh the most skilful of the Hebrew
ladies cmbroidered cherubim ~ with
scarlet, purple, lizht blue and gold
thread. It iz very possible that the work
was of the kind we now call “applique,”
and the colored figures daintily embroid-
ered with gold thread of solid bullion,
beaten out so fioe that it could be cven
wovea. ' The women had devoted their
-bracelets aud other zold ornaments to
the purpose, and cvery ove who bad
cloth of the beautiful dyes named also
made an offering of it. Besides this, “all
the women that were wise-hearted did
spin with their hands, apd brought that
which they had spun, both blue and
purple, and of scarlet and of fine linen.
Aud all the women whose hearts stirred
them up in wisdom spun goats’ hair.—
The linen cmbroidered made the inner
coverinz of the temple. The spun
goat’s hair was the sccond covering, and
sbove were tkins, such as the Arabs
still-use for their-dents,— Leisure Howr.
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KICKING.COWS.

A few years ago I bad considerable
cxperience with kicking cows, and by
far the best rcmedy out of quite  a
number that [ bave tried, was the strap
of surciogle drawa tightly around the
cow just in front of the hips and close
to the bag, tighten it up till she does not
attempt to kick. I never koew it to
fail. You can gradually loosen it until
it will be sufficicnt simply to lay it on
‘her back., But be cautious, asd do not
loosen or leave it off until she makes no
effort to kick with it tight or not. Kick
she eannot with the strap tight. The
first cow I tried iton was the worst 1
ever saw. Withboth hind logs tied

_ the sun shining so

1873.

The sun had nearly suuk behiad the
hills, leaviog the valley in a sombre
shadow, as if to warn the traveller ' that
night came carly these dark December
days; but Alice Lee sat weeping beside
a stile at the road-side regardless of the
gathering gloom, only now and then
looking helplessly at a buandle of sticks
that lay beside her.  ITow long slic in-
tended to sit there no one knows, but
soon a rustling noisc was heard in the
wood she had just passed through, and a
girl about her own agze clambered over
the stile with a heavy burden of sticks
on her back.

“Why, Alice!” she cried, “how can
you sit there in the cold 2 “You'll be
frozen to decath!”

“And who would carc?” said Alice.

“I would,” replied her friend, laugh-
ingly; ‘“and you woulda’t much like it
{onrself cither ; so come, cheer up, and
et us sec who will be first home.” -

But Alice was too sullen' to be per-
susded, and at last ~Ellen Wilson went
on her way more quickly than before, to
make up for lost time. Alice sat watch-
ing her rctreating figurc until a tura in
the road hid her {rom viciv ; then slowly
raising her own bundle, she bezan to
walk in the same direction, but very
slowly, and stiil weeping bitterly.

The road stretched along the valley,
aud both the girls were making towards
two cottages which stood apart from the
village, and a good way up the hill ; but
the differcace was great between the
two children who were thus following
the sameo path to howes that scemed so
much alike. Both werc very poor, and
neither had what could be called - a
happy home; but. the onc loved (od,
and thc other kucw biwm not ; or-ia other
words the onc was happy and the other
was miserable, Alice had never fclt the
contrast between hersclf and Kllen so
strongly as this night, and she was in-
wardly wishiog she knew what Kllen’s
! secret was, when some onc who had been
walking much more rapidly than her-
sclf, drew ncar, and she wasjoined by a
kind lookingz clderly zentleman.  He
asked her why she was crying; and
when she told him because she was cold,
and weary, and was afraid that Ler
mother would scold her when she reached
howme, he looked very sorry for lier, baut
said he did vot thivk cryiny would do
anygood. “Iam afraid, little «irl,” he
added, “that you don’t know how to be
bappy.” ,

“I am not always crying, sir,”
Alice.

“]1 daresay not,” he acplicd with a
kind smile; “but it is ons thing to  be
sometimes merry, and quite ‘another
thisg to be always happy.”

“Always happy !”—the words sounded
very strange to the wearied child.  «I
would like to be
said.

“None are Lappy ou-carth, he avswer-
ed, “‘cxoopting thosc who love God, and
the Lord Jesus who died to save us.—
This makes them contented with their
lot in the world, whatever it may be,
becaasc it is God’s choice for thecm. Do

ou see those two cottages high up on
the hill side 7"

“Yes, sir,” said Alicc; “we live in
ooc, and Ellea Wilson and her father
live in the other.”

“Well,” he said, ‘“as I came along the
valley this evening your cottages were
quite bright in the beams of the sciting
sun; but as it went_down, they grew
darker and darker, till I could scarcely
find them out on the hill-side. But now,
don't you sec how bright one.of them is
again 7 Can you tell me the reason of
this ?”

“There is a light within, sir,” said
Alice: “Ellen has got home, and she has
kindled the fire !”

“Yes,” he said, “that isit; there is
a light within! . And so it is with our-
selves, whether old or young. It is casy
to look bright when the sun is shining
outside ; but when darkucss and trouble
come, then we cnvy those who have a
light withio. And mark this, my
child, the only light for these dark, sin-
ful hearts of ours is the loge of Jesus,
and the sweet spirit ¢f contentment
which this love always brings with it.”

Iicre he stopped, for his road now lay
in an opposite dircction; but he gave
Alice a little hyma-book, and told Ler to
keep it in remembrasee of an old {riend
who prayed that God
teach her the only way to be -happy
both here aud hereafter.

Alice went on, pondering over the
strange words she had heard. She
paused at the Wilson's cottage, and
watchbed her friend Ellen busily cogaged
in makiog all tidy beforc her father’s
return. “Oh,” she thought “1 am surc
that Ellen has the light that the gentlc—

said

and that will be why she is happy, while
I am miserable.” But she had no. tiwe
for further thought, for she heard the
augry voice of her mother screaming,

«Come along, you idle, little vagabond,
by ghage a

smarter !”*

Poor Alice hastened on with her bur—
den, but did not escape an anzry blow as
she entered the cottage. _The sticks
would not burp, they ouly smouldcred
among the embers, for they had been

thered from the nearcst and dampest’
corner of the wood ; and after a fresh
torrent of abuse, the poor child was sent
supperless to bed. Shelay shivering 02
her straw pallet, thioking that she could
pever sleep, and fecling that all was very
dark both without and withia.

But children do not often lie awake
even when cold and hungry ; so Alice
fell asleep, and she dreamed a@rcam.

She fancied it was day, and time for
her to take Nancy, the cow, to the hill-
side ; but when she rcached the door,
there was scarcely any light coming from
the sun, for a dark shadow secemed over

; | it, and there was a mysterious chill in

the air, just as she remembered feclin
when there had been a wondeafu

O thut:t msthae I she ctled, ren-
ning into the cottage again, “why isitso
=

«Dark I" repeateéll her mother, ‘“‘and
' ini ight. You're wnot
t, or you're i

-

evideder* |'THE CHEIRDREN'S TREASURY.
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always happy, sir,”’ she

would himself

man spoke of, beeause she loves God,.

can’t make you walk:

or idle, and | a bark mill, they

them of the darkness, she saw that they
nly wondered, wad . thought that'she.
was blind ; but there was an unusufl
stir in the Wilson’s -cottage, so she
turned in there; Kllen stood with her
little bonnet and hood on, and a small
buundle and lantcrn in her hand.

“Oh! Ellen,” she said, “where arc
you going !’ .
Ellen Tooked as it surprised at the
question.  ““I canuot stay here,” she
said ; “this place is too dark; I.am
going to the beautilul country you have
heard about, that nceds neither the sun
nor the mooa to lizhten it.”

Alice asked, “Are you going alone ?”
“Ob, no !” said Ellen, “that would
neverdo. I have a Iricad with me,
though you cannot scc him, aad he has
promised to take me safely there.”
Alice asked if it would be a loog
jouracy. “I am notsure,” Ellen replicd ;
“but it is a pleasant road, and you sce
what a bright light 1 have.”

She held up the laatern, and Alice
read in golden lotters all round it, “Thy
worll is a lamp unto ‘my fect, asd 2
light unto my path.”

“Father is going to follow me,” eon-
tinued Ellen, and you must come too;
but 1 have no time to wait for you.”

So she trimmed her little [amp afresh,
and Jeft Licr home,

Alice watehed her as e hastened on
through a ragged defile amonyz the hills ;
somctimes the road looked very rough,
sometimes smoother agaiv, but she saw
that the - light, which' had burned
dimly awmoog the fogs of the vallcy,
grew brighter and brighter s Eilen
ascended the hill, till it threw quite a
glory over the pathway and round her
little ficurc ; and Alice comld sec that’|
the way was covered with golden in-
seriptions.  Quoe was, “Her ways are
ways of pleasantuess, and all her paths
arc peace ;" another was, “This is the
way, walk yeinit.” But the one that
pleased Alice best was thiy, “The path
of the just is as the shiomng lisht that
shineth more and more unto the perfect
day.” Shegazed and gazed upon the
glittering words until she forzot to look
any more at Ellen. At last she seemed
to hear confused noiscs, and ' dreamed
something about a thunderstorm, till
awakened by a violent shaking rom her
wother, and a storm of angry reproach
fur haviag slept so long,

The poor child rosc ina mowment, and
hastened to her morning work; but
though her dfcam was wome, its
pleasaut mcmories remaiocd,  Fhe
eagetly told it all to Kllen, and said she
thought it meant somctling like the
“Pilzrim’s Progress,” but asked if it
Wwould not mean that Ellen was to die
soon. Kllen smiled, and said,

“Perliaps it mecans that [ have besun
a pilgrimage to hcaven, like Christian.”

“Aed who is vogr friced?” asked
Alice.

FThat wust mean Jesus,” said Ellen ;
aand you know he has promised ncver
to leave any that come to him."

“But I can’t love Jesus!” exclaimed
Alice. I can’t love him when 1 have
not sccn him, and when he makes me so
poor and wretched.”

“I used to thinkall that,” said Ellen.
**Mother used to tell me a great deal
out of the Bible, but I did not care for
it until she was dcad. Then, onc nicht
when wy father was drunk, he beat me
till I ran out of the louse crying, and
I thought, ‘What a juiserable, miscrable
world this is!” Thea 1 remembered how
Jesus had left Lis throne to come into
this very world, and to suffer @nd dic for
us; and it seemed such wonderful love ;
[ cavnot tell how woaderful it scemed.
And mother had bade me ask God “for
hclg ; ‘80 1 asked him then, and it makes
mc so happy to have lcarned to pray.—
Now, when father beats me, I can hear
it better, and sometimes [ have such
sweet thoughts!”

“What kiod of thoughts ?” said Alice.

“T thiak,” she said, “that hcaven is
my rc2l house, where Jesus, and the
angels, and my mother arc; and that
this is only a school where God isgiving
mic some hard lessons (o learn for his
sake.”

“Hlow Alice wished that vight that
she might - dream her  beautiful dream
again ! But though it would not rcturan
at her bidding, it was never {orgotten;
for she felt as if all-her life till now had
been a dream, and that she had dewly
awakened to see why she had come into
this world, and to hear of the- glorious
inberitance that might yet be hiers,

The true light had shoue iato her
licart, and even her mother wondcred at
the change, which she could wot under-
stand. Kllen rcjoiced, and not a fowsy
that aputher little pilgrim had left,
broad fer the narrow way, aad wwas
sccking a ‘‘better country, that is am
heavenly.”
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SILENCE.
Stlence is a still noize.

do iz to keep still. i
Kverybody wants tew be heard fust,
and this is jist what fills the world with
nonsensc.
Kverybody wants few .to . talk, few
wants to thiok, and nobody wants to
listen. - -
The greatest talkers among the
feathered folks, are the wmagpie and
acither of them are of mush account,
It 2 man ain't sure he is right, the
vest kard he can play isa blank one.
1 have known menny a man to beat in
an argument by just noddieg his head
once in 2 whilc and simply say, “Jess s,
jessso.”
It takes a good mcony blows to drive
a nail, but ;’\'m clinch it. :
Sum men talk just az 2 Freach . pony
trots, all day long in a haff bushel
measure. 2 i
Silcnce
and always
sad oftentimes mer2.
cluss i always say to myself, “look
out, Josh, that fellow is  takieg 'your
mcasure.” :
I have herd mca argy a -pint. &
bours aed a baff and uot get-cony
from whare they started than a mule in
did a good deal of

Onc of the hardest things for a man 'tﬂ

never nnkcs'c‘p,' bluaders, §.
s az muoh az iz dweto ity -

W sce s man listening :ta wme X

e —
!qul,tntlﬂm hum 8o full of it that
osuldn’t draw & long -dwsth - without
o :

tarting a button.

Brevity and silence are two grate
kards, and nextto saying nothing, say-
ing a litte is the strength of the game.
It is hard to find a man of good sensc
who kan look back on enny oceasion
and wish he had sed sum more, but i
is casy to find menny who wish they had
said less.

Athing sed is hard to recall,
unzed it kan be spoken at enny time.
Brevity is the child of silence, and
a great credit o the old man,

DOES IT PAY TO COOK FOOD
FOR STOCK.

We will state that our farm coutaius
700 acres, and we generally feed 160
head of cattle on grass in summer, and
we fatten each winter about forty head
of cattle in stable. We raise from forty
to fifty acres of wheat,” twenty to thirty
of oats, twenty of corn, and three or
four -acres of Swedish turnips. Our
engine is driven by a five horse boiler.
with engine attached to its side. And
this threshes our grain, cuts and steams
the fodder, pumps the water, saws the
wood, and does the churning,” and thus
is very handy to have on a farm” We have
three steam boxer, holdirg 100 buvsies
cach, one of these filled with cut straw
and chaff, 200 pounds of bran, worth
5 cents a huodred, evenly.niixed, moist-
encd with water, packed in solid, and
well steamed will foed sixty head of cattle
three times farnne day, ail they will eat
Eattening cattle arc fed oxtra.  In this
way we can feed all our siraw and corn
stalk, and poor hay, il we have any,
with a little grain or bran, turnit all
into quick active manure to stimulate
‘new ®rops, and ean keep much more
stock, and at one- third less expenses
than in theold way. Our stock comes
ouf in better condition ia the spring,
and we have no doubt from our experi-
cnce that there is a saving tousof fully
oue third in the cost of watering our
animals, In fecdiog hogs we find that
two bushels of' corn ground and gooked
is a little better than four bushels of
shelled corn.  We have proved this by
the best test we can give it. We have on
hesitation' iu. saying that our confi--
dcnee in the ccosomy. of this mode of
feeding strengthens with cach year’s ex-
perience; and we believe it is destined
tobe practiced much more. extensively
in the future.—Dewreg & Stevart Live
Stocl Jowrnal,
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KEEP COWS QUIET.

It is a carious facs that any cxcite-
went to which a cow is subjected causes
a very large loss of crcam on the milk.
At a mecting of the Mass, State Board,
Dr. Sturtevant, said: “Under the same
eircumstances, the sawe cow gave, one
day, vinc and a half per cent. of cream
and another day eightcen per cent. of
crcam.” Mr Lewis, an old experienced
dairyman said : “l bave taken a good
deal of pains ta.test the value of my
milk that I have worked into checses I
have graduated glasses for the purpose,
and | have found - a cow
whose  Juniform percentage -~ of
cream wascighieen per cent. reduced
to six, in twelve hours,==not from any
change of food, but from alittle excite-
ment. I have knowa a cow abused by
a furious milker, and the percentage of
her crcam went down ome half. 1t is
astonishing what an effcet cxcitement
has on the percentage on the cream in the
milk that a cow preduces. I have koown
& cow, cxcited from nataral causes, to
drop in her percentage of cream in her
milk from fourtcen to six per cent. in
twelve hours. So I wounld again repeat.
'whocver abuses his cow knocks - out of
his milk 2 Jarge percentaze of the
cream.’ = .

The worry by dugs, the hurrying and
ballowing of bays when: driving the.
cows heme from pasture, the Kkicking
and pounding of an angry milker, o
any similar cause of excitement will b
surc to reduce the quahty of the milk
to the cxtemt of several per cent. of
crcam. This fact is too well attested by
wmany careful and expericaced dairynien
to admit of a doubt, and the first objcct
of' concern witli' the butter dairyman,
c\:pccin"y, showid b Ao see that his
cows are treatbd with the utmost gentle-
ness all the time.— Hass. Plovghmai.

EDING RE-

| R & B G
IMPORTANOL OF FE
GUEARLY.

Success in ' foeding: operaticns d.\t',*
not depend altegether upou feeding
liberally. The u<ual sapply of food
'shiowld be given with 1 rity ; and

the timc céntes at-which the steck
should bo fed, nothing should serve as
#u exeuse for delay. The system be-
comes accustomed $o the times at which
food is taken; and if the food is uot
takon #t thesc times, derangement aud
injurysisisdve: to result. When the
stoek isnot fed at the proper time, the
“Auimals ‘ave disappointed avd thrown
futo astate oFnervous excitement and
anxiety, hidbly ‘dcrogatory to their
improvement. And amy onc has secn
a Yot of cows 16wing up and down the
yard or secn 4 Tot of pigs quealing and
rushing from osé side ofthe pen to the
other, becadse the hout at which they
had becomé #tcustomed to recéive their
food had Been suffered to pass without
it, need not be told that such animals are
not only in the Way of improvement,
but that they are actually losing ground.
But this excitement aud worry is not
the on!z\cﬁ!,nﬁu’! hioh follows thc
delay in ‘givin . the: appetite and
digestive appatatas , deranged,
and some aoimals will “ themselves -

. 3 ‘as to e . uucom-
: made actually sick,

as much =s
| farmer will
W me hydgry

£ timé, and
drancage o _kécp bis
P : them from
descriptions

willnof
e,

'? on'if
fortable, even®
wﬁoo%-grs




