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TRUOUTH.

Rurrry Woments,

INTRODUOTORY.

Wo rejeico to bo able to announce that
our Composition Machine isin full working
order again and will, hereafter, grind out
tho due supply of prose and verse in proper
proportions, and of the choicest class, The
young man who tampered with it laat week
is known, but his name is f-r the present
suppressed for the sake of his parents, who
aro strictly honest, and, consequeuntly, ex
tremely poor,

Wo beg to Introduce to our appreclativo
readers’ notice a most thrilling, pathetic,
bumorous, bathotic and touching melo-dra:
matic story entitled: *“A Distressing DI
lemma,"” which is strictly true, the incident
baving happened to tho inspired editor of
this Department in the days whon we wore
young, Maggie, conscquently the scene is
Iaid in that land where he spent the hal-
cyon days of youth,

Behold the tale:

A Distresaing Dilemma.

Evonat this ¢istant day I can feel a blush
auffuse my cheeks whenover I think of the
incident I am ahiout to relate,

Bo it known, gentle reador, that I waa
once hopelessly in love, the object of my
nincteen or twounty year old affoctions being
svery pretty girl and tho second of aix ais-
ters, who all resided at the little aca-side
town where I was spending the long vana.
tion with a ¢ reading party”—30 called on
the {ucus a non lucendo principle, for nothing
was further from our thoughts than “read-
ing "—that is, “*studying.” This, of conrse,
all occurred in England, and if anyone
doubts my word, I'll point out the very
cave where the distressing incident which I
am about to mention took place, it he will
psy my expenses to the epot,

I woald atate that I was very fond of
bathing and also of exploring the many caves
in tho clifis along the shore. Aocordingly
onc morning I set off with the intention of
baving & good swim, and had stripped (there
wero no bathing machines) in a secluded
spot Just round a projecting bluffor promon-
tory, at the end of which was the mouth of
alarge cave. Leaving my clothes on & high
ledgo in the cliff behind the bay where the
bighest tide conld scarcely reach, I olunged
into the wator and awam several ; .rds out
tosea and then, turning, procecded aiong
tho coast, As I was passing the promontory
alluded to, some malignant ficnd entered'my
brain aud prompted me to go ashore and ex-
plore that cave. No sooner thought of than
tho idca was put into execution, I swam
ashoro and, secing no one in sight, rau to
the cave, whoso mouth was only about fif-
teen feet from the water's edge, and, in
ruris naturaibus, proceeded to explore.
The cavo was very lofty, snd apparently
proetrated quite thirty feet into the cliff
At a distance of about ten feet from the en-
tranco was a perpendicular wall of rock
about fivo feet in hicight, in whoso fuce 2 rude
fiight of atcps had been cut; up theso I
sprang and found myself on a platiorm, quite
level and running away back into the cave,
Atn distance of about nine fcet from the
edge of the platform was a well, cut down
into the rock in that platform, perhaps five
feet and a half decpand sixfeot in diameter;
near the bottom and in the side of the well
Besrest the sea was a holo a foot or 30 in di.
ameter, I jumped into this well and was
wondering whatever it could havebeen mado
for whea I heard voices—yeo gods I feminine
voices ! and the owners were evideatly com-
Ing into the cave. Escapo was imposaible !

Crouching down in tho woll I listened in foar
ad trembling, hoping most dovoutly that

tho falr visitants would scon depart. Not
80, however, Aha! I recognized one voloe
all too well; it was that of my adored
Fanny Damson, and all hor five sisters were
with her and heaven knows how many more
charming females. Down I crouched in my
well 3 I saw that the hole in the side went
clear through to the wall of the platform in
front, but it was too small to permit me to
eacape through it. There was nothing for
it but to trost in fortune, but I was trusting
to & broken reed,

¢ Maris,” I heard my dear Fauny say,
“T'll tell you what we'll do: we cameout
to pio-nio to-day and what do you say to
pio-nicking In thiscave? Now won't it be
just aplendid? The tide is comiog inand
we'll climb up on this platform where the
water nover goos and wait till it comes in
and goes out again. Won't that be anad-
venture 1"

*¢Splendid ! aplendid 1" exolaimed all tho
bevy in chorus, *‘that will be justsplendid.
Come on, girls, the tide is nearly up to the
mouth of the cave now; we must decide
soon or we shall have to stay here for some
hours, whether we want to or not.”

The tide ! awful thought ! my hair stood
upright and my limbs trembled at the
thought: the tide would rush through that
hole in ths aide into the well, and what
should I do? Concealment would be impos-
sible, but, hoping ageinst hopo, I made my-
self as small as possible, and thrusting my
legs into the side hole, sat in that position
as low down in the well as I could get. I
trusted that I might not be discoverod, but
oh ! how futile was such a hops!

I heard the girls mount theateps and scat
themselves on the platform near the edge,
and t..en, my stars | what a chattering com-
monced, Talk about a flock of parroquets
or anything else ! Tut, tut! nothing could
compare with the way those tongues rat-
tled. I heard my name mentioned, too,
protty freely, and some of the ramarks about
me were not at all flattering ; some were,

So far all had gone well, but now the tide
was creeping into that hole; no efforts of
mine could kecp the water out. I had ab-
solutely nothing to stop the hole with but
my head and that didn't fit, and Ididn’t
care to drown that way. In flowed the
water, steadily, stealthily, and as it rose, I
did likewise, till in no very great while I
was compelled toallow my head to appesr
above the brink of the well. The girls had
their backs towards me, and I escaped im
mediate detection, but alittlobrute of adog
they had with them spied mo out and sct
up a terrific barking at the apparition, I
ducked down, but the water was fully three
feet deep in the well and I was forced to ap-
vear above the platform once more.

“] wonder what Klossy's berking at,”
I heard Miss Jemima Simperson exclaim;
“let's go and see;—Oh! 0-0-0.0 k1" and
such a serics of yells, shricks and squawl.
ings ay assailcd my cars I never heard be-
foro or since. Miss Simperson cavght sight
of my head and naked shoulders and, point-
ing me out to tho rest, gave her lungs full
play in the most awful yells I ever heard.

There was no oscaps for the fair ones,
however; if they had mne a prisoner, the
tido had them in the same fix. At length I
ventared to address thom:

“ Ladios,” I said, ¢ I.I.it really isn't my
fault—"

“0h 1" screamed Fanny—my Fauny—
“if it isn't Mr, Thistleby,” and she began
toyell. ¢ Yes, ladies,” I went on, “itis
Mr. Thistloby, butit is an accident, Ladies,
if X atay in this hole X ahall either drown or
catch wy death of cold and—"

“Then como out,” auggested Miss Polly
Bimbleton,

¢ But, Iadies, I—that is—I'm not—you

know—I've~—I've no clothes on, Ladies,
I'm absolutely stark naked, Pity me,
ladies, and throw me an umbrells or a para.
sol; then, I implore you, turn round with
your faces to the alde of the cave and I will
dash past you and escaps. Thank you,"” I
said, as » patasol,—my Fauny's parasol—
was thrown towards me, 1 grasped it and
opening it, took a brief glance at the.femi-
nine assembly ; they were facing the wall
like 80 many convicts in a military prison,
Now was my time, I drew myself out of
the well and mado a det;erate dash for
freedom. Like a metecor I darted across
the Intervening space and sprang with a Joud
whoop, parasol and all, into the water, and
a3 I vaniahed round the corner of the pro-
montory, my ears were assailed by a perfect
torren’ of feminine laughter from the cave
which I had left.

I could not face dear Fanny Dameson
sgain, I have her parasol yet.

The Rustio’s Fate
(Air—* Bzcelsior.”)
g alorie
a you! ore
A youth“sbo bore & nmlo’ miev, i

And {a hle locks were hayseeds soen.
v Gee-whoa! Haw buck!

Hopasead along and made a stop

Betore a tall blus-coated cop,

And asked him whereit would be beit

For him to stay o’er-night and rest.
Gt tup, thar!

The peelsr oyed the rustio well
And steered him to a flne hote!,
A modern, first-class hestel
With gas and electrioitee.
(Roesia House : sce adv.)

Into the inn the hawbuck sped,
Demanding supper and » bed ;
*¢Where {s your baggaze 1* *' None.” * Thatso?
Pay ia advanco or out you go.*
Good scheme : heigho!

The rustic paid his fare and sald,

' Shew me the room where la wy bed.”

The hoist tho bell-boy led him to}

The spring was touched and up he flew,
- Exoelstor]

1% was & gorgecus room, I ween,
Where modern capers all wero seen @
Gas brackete and electrio bells
And windows cloeod to koep In smolls.
Faugb! Pah) Fore-paugh!

o viewed hisroom and went downstalirs

o rid himselt of hungey cares.

He cleared the tabls in a trice

Auad sald * These dt{ tolks bonice,
awow ; geo-haw {*

‘He drank fire cups of ten cent taa

And four of thirty cent coffee.

110 ate three ples and stowod away

Far more than I should like to ssy.
Good appetite.

Then, having eaton all there was,

Ho sald, **I'll go to bed

There'’s nothing clee that [ candew,”

85 up the holst once more ke flew.
Excelsior!

o hauled him off his cow-hide boots
And tben his best of home-spun suits.
His Uttlo rustic prayershe sald ;
Blew out the gag and went to hed.
Poot, puft! Snore, snored

- . . . . . . . [}

Thers in the morning cold and grey

1n all bis rural beauty lay

The poor yoqug fellow in his bed :

an]nz and beautitul—but dead |
8nifile, souftlo.

Tho crowner’s quest was held because
*Twas right, and thisthe verdict was:
' We fad his death has come Lo pass
Because he would blow outthe gas.
Hec-haw; gee-whoa!
Excelalor !

pau

—— i

Who wants eternal aunnshine or shadow?
Who would fix forever the cloud-work of an
autumn aunsct, or hang over him an ever-
lasting moonlight !

A grateful beast will stand upon record
against those that, in their pmpcrt&' for-
get their fricads that to their 1)ss and haz.
ard s by and saccoured .uem in their
advensity.

Retribution is one of ‘se grand principles
in tho Divine admini.tration of human
affairs. There is overy »here the workings
of the everlasting law of requittal. Manal-
ways gets asho gives,

Sympathy, without sctive enecrgy, may
de'gzneg:te to weak .en“{m'enulisx%’; with.
out intelligenco, 1t may produce much evil;

without dense of reiponsidility and duty,
it may bo a mere sell-indulgent impalso,

—For Truih,
Glints of Home Life,

Profoasor Lirtner was 1ight in advising
the colonization of the ¢‘Coccinells,"” or lady-
bug, as they find their nataral food in the
aphis that infest house plants, Iaying their
eggs on the leaves, the larva when batohed
devouring great numbers of the plans
enomiea,!

At this time of the yesr they are often
found, and i ohildren are taught to take
them to the house plants, they will be of
benefit, and well repay a littls closs obaer-
vation, I'think all children are hetter for
having a love of flowers turned to praotioal
uso in the care of them, and the influenoce is
surely for good. Also, to learn the habits
of inseots, and the lessor living creaturea
that are about their homes, for they are
bom naturalists generally and fond of inves-
tigation,

The arzus eyes of the children discover
the advent of the crow. and -announce the
arrival of & “‘whole flock.” I have had am-
ple evidence that this bird does a grect deal
of good at this season, eatinglarvm of insects
that infest trecs, and when the first furrows
are turned, how eagerly they follow the
farmer in search of grubs, going up close to
the plow to obtain them.

Wo tried to-day the advice given in TruTit
regarding tar smoke, for the benefit of several
members of our family auffering from severe
celds and bronchial affections, Theteis no
doubt it is & relief after the burning senea.
tion goes out of the throat cavsed by tbe
smoke that filledthe house penetrating into
every corner of it. The result was good,
and they intended to continue it, and note
the offsct. I have firm faith in pine tarand
the value of living among these trces, for, as
YWhittier sings :

“Our pines are treesof healing.”

As the days grow warmer Jet the children
breathe the out-deor airas much as pomible.
Well wngeped up they will be better than if
coddled beside the stove. Bat the feet
muost be dry pardicularly, aud if the chest
is weak a newspaper pinned over it, uonder
the jacket, is & graat protection.

And 80 graduoally and serenely the seasons
change, the sun rises and sets as ever, while
news of * wars abd rumors of wars” abonad
evorywhere, Lot us have faith and trust
in our quiet nomes, hoping for the best, and
believing that the Guiding Hand rules the
univerae and ‘‘the Lord reigneth.”

Axare L. Jack,

A Mother's Lova
Honor the dear old mother. Time has
scattered snowy flakes on her brows, and
plowed deep farrows on her cheeks, but ia
she not sweet and boantiful now? Thelips
are thin and shrunken, but those are ths
lips that have kisacd many a hot tear from

"| childish cheeks, and they are the swoetest

lips in the world ; the eyo is dim, yet it
glows with the soft radianco that never can
fade. Ab, yes, sheis a dear old mother.
The sands of life are nearly run out, but,
feeblo as sho in, she will go further and
reach down lower for you than any other
person cn earth. You caunot cuter a prison
whose bars keep her out You cannot
mouat a scaffold too high for her to veach,
that she may kiss and bless you in evidence
of her deathless lovo when the world shall
despise and fursake you, when it leaves you
by the wayside to perish unnoticed ; the dear
old mother will gather you in her arms and
carry you to her home, and tell you of all
your virtues until you almost forget that
your soul is disfigured by vices. Love her
tenderly and cheer her declining yoars with
holy devotion.—T. J. Ryax.
———tll} S

Moderation may be considored as a treo
of which the root is conteotment and the
{roit reposo.

The nerve which never relaxes, the oye
which never blanches, the .thought which
never wanders—thees are the masters of

victory.




