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CHAPTER Vo= BUT oll HER BEAUTY Wau
¥YAL DBEYOND,”

Up they went to ths sittingroom; but
when they got to the door they steod still,
-taring in at her. Tho gas was lighted,
aud under it was Netta, drossod, not as she
bal been in the mornizg, butin a loug
fowing white dress —delicato Iacs, it sorwu-
od to Dully, with shining silk  bensathi—
and there were flowers oa her skirts and in
her hair. aud jewels on hor neck and arma.

% Oh Netial” Dolly gasped; and thon
fhey entored, and clustering round her,
Adrian Fualler with the rest, rorf(ottmg the
man in the artiet. *Oh Nettal” she said
agan. ¢ 'Why, whatever have you come
for 2 and like that, too !”

» Didu't I tell you I wasgoing to a party

.night ? it is only a little way further on,
and mamms aeked o if I could call in as
I passed, juet to let hor see rie.”

1 never saw hordrossed for the ovenin
before!" DMre. Woodward's words seowo
half pathetio to Adrian Fullor, as he stood
loaning against the fire-placo, for she was
speaking of her own ohild. * Melta, dear,
this is My, Fuller: Advian, younever met
my daughter before."

1 have 80 ofton heard of you, Mr. Fal.
ler,” and the Beauly held out her uand,
and bent her goft blue eyes down upun

“Took at her hair,” eaid litlle Bally;
“it's as bright as gold. I think she looks
just like 2n angel.”

An angel has a crown on its head
though " gaid Will, reflectively.

*“And an angel doesn’t give horself aire,
an’ -be does,” snid Tom, with whom Net.
ia had never been a favourite. Then they
all turned upon om, all but Neita, who
Iaughed mervily,

“I am sure I dou’t give myself airs,
Tom !” she pouted. She was a born flirt,
and coquetted even with her brothers, She
wasa born womean of the world too, for
she added, * You must think me dreadiully
vain, Mr. Fuller, to come and show m
self in my finery, but I did not know that
you would be here.”

 Yos you did,” said Tom, again breaking
out. “*Dolly told you Lie was coming when
you went on so about her roso.”

¢ What rose ?” asked Adrian.

“ Shall I tell him, Dolly ?” Neita asked
teasingly.

“No " gaid the gitl, raieing her eyes
from Netta's glistening raiment to her
beautiful face; * please don't, Netis!”
The toue was go humble and entreating it
touched the Beauty's heart, and she un-
snapped a bracelet from Ler arm, and
turned away her head quickly, and, gath.
ering her snowy wrape wround her, said
good-bye to them, and went back to the
oarringe, which, with her patient chaperon
within it, was waiting for her.

“ Good-bye,” ske said, looking back at
the untidy sitting-room and the group of
badly-dreesed Lrothers and sisters. ** Dol.
ly, 1 want you,” and Dolly obeying, follow-
ed Ler. ‘I want to give you this, dear,”
she £aid, putting the trinket she had un.
saapped into her hand. It was not valu-
able—a hittle gold bracelet some one had
given her yoars ago, but it scemed price-
less to unsophisticated Dolly.

“ Oh no, oh no, Netta !"” then she looked
up again at her sister’s faco—that littlo
Dolly was such a beauty-lover—and timid-
ly put her arms about the Beauty's neck.
 Oh, Netta!l if you would only care for
me, and not laugh at me, I should like it
far better than having a bracelot 1"

* I don't laugh at you, you little gouse,”
snd she kissed her warmly back again.
“And I am very fond of you, of course.
There, now I shall put this xound your
wrist,” and she fastened it on, aud rustled
out, and into the oarriage. * Dolly,” she
said, looking back, “ your friend, Mr. Fal-
ler, is very hundsome. I wish I'd seen
kim beforo ;" and then she drove away,

*Let us come back to the garden,”
Adrian Faller sid, waou Dolly returued
to the sitting-rooxa, “I have not smd
ggod-bye toit yet. We will not stay lung,

re. Woodward,” he said ; “I only want
to stroll round it once more.,”  So the chii-
dren followed him.

* Do you know,” said Dolly, “T think
troes know all sorta of sirange things. 1
always feel as if they are my friends too.”
And she looked up &t the sheltering
branches of her fuverite sycamore, through
whion the etars were glittering. *'This is
where we buried Venus,” she added. **Net-
ta came aud caught ns,”

“Yes ; and eaid Dolly was too big for
that eort of thing,' eaid Tom,

¢ What was that abount the rose 7

“ Nothing,” said Dolly, astily.

“ 11 tell you,” said Mo, * Dolly had
& rose to give you, and Netta wanted i,
and Dolly wouldn’t let Ler have it

** Lo quiet,Tom 1 exclaimed Dolly,angri-
ly 5 “1t’s very mean of you to tell tales,”

* Aud then,” continued Tom, remorse-
lesely, «“ Netta said Dolly wasin love with

ou.”
ol Tem!™ gasped Dolly, and burst into
tears. Adrisn Fualler laughed, he could
not help 1t, till he saw poor Dolly’s face,
frightened, proud, and pale, ashamed of
her porition and her toars. Then Le smooth.
ed the dark hair off her brow.

¥ Never mind, Dolly, little woman,” he
88id, eoothinely. ¢ Perhaps, when I come
back in {wo years' tiwse Ishall boin love
with_you.”

** Ien't sister Netta pretiy 7”7 asked Sally,
when they wero allin the hLeuse again.
Mra. Woodward locked up eagerly,  She
was 2o proud of her ¢ldest daughter,

“ Pretly I” he answered , “ghe hag the
Jovliest face I ever saw in my life! I would

ve anything to get a chance of tketching
t.' Dolly looked up wonderingly at him,
thinking vaguely that it wes a great bless.
ing to be beautifnl, and he, rceing the grave
ehildlike face, with the troubled fook it had
worn beneath the sycamore troe still upon
it, forgot the Beauty, and talked to his old
playmate, who would neverbe his play.
mate more,

“ What did you do with the rose, after

"

It in there,” she aaid, pointing o aside
table, where it bad lain since the morning,

as it was, and put it bolween the leaves
of a_pooket skotch-book, )

“Tshall keep it in romombrance,” he
aald,

« o nover wanted to paint you, Dolly,”
said Tom, & little later, when by the stai-
shine the ohildron watched tholz friend out
of sight, ¢ Aud ho did Notta? He thinks
you & guy.”

“ Yes," answored Dolly, abeently.

1 Netta will out you out when Lo comes
Lack," ko added, obligingly. Dolly look-
ed at him salmest bewildered for a mo-
ment, she was thinking of Adrian Falier's
words, * orhaps when I come back in two
yorxs I shall be in love with you,” aud he
had taken hor rose tuol It scomed to
Dolly afterwards that che bad learnt 8o
much in that day. She had strayed out
of lier Eden, and the penally of knowledge
ia this—that ignorauce cannot be regained.

“ No she won't,” she anawered, sorrow-
fully, for sho was thinking of his absonce,
a:n of his retarn, or of what would happon

on.

—

CHAPTER VI—~CUT OF THE DREAM-WJRLD,

*“Well, wama, he will come,” said
Notta, * He says hus motthor atways nsed
to ialk about you, and that he shouid so
liko to see you,”

“But Ihato visitors,” answored Murs,
Woodward, * unioss they are any of your
fathor s iiterary friends ; they are as Boke-
mian as ourselyea.”

* g he a jolly feliow 2" asked Tom,

“ Very, worth a dozen of your paragon
Mr. Fuilers, with his big eyos, and tawny
moustache he was so fond of stroking.”

* How dare youl” flashed Dolly, fecling
that she was beginning to hato this mter-
loping Goorge Blukesley already.

“Well, so hois,” she laughed merrily
baok. Netta rever got out of temper, any
moro than she ever had any violent emo-
tions. ‘And he's an excellont matoh, I
advise you to eet your oap at him, Dolly.
Mr. Faller has ovidontly forgotten allabount
you, for he has buon gono an entire year,
and not written once,

“He’s not likely to look at Dolly,” said
Mrs, Woodward—reforring, of course, fo
the coming Blakesley—* she is such a

Y | plain little thing,” and she looked up at

her eldest daughter. A year had only add-
ed to her beauty, and the summer sanlight
was resting on the golden hiawr. * Wuy, I
could not  help seeing that Adrisn Falier
was struck with the difference in the ss-
tors the Inst evening ho was hero!” 8he
did not say the words unkindly, or mean
them to sound so, and Dolly knew this,
and Netta's beauty and her own plainness
were things Dolly had been awarc of, and
heard lamented all her lifo, yet tLe remark
struck home, and the hct tears came into
her eyes, and a wild wi-h 1nto her heart
for just a litile beanty. If her mother
could only be proud of her as she was of
Netta, or if some one older than herself
would love her just a little. She had so
longed for this happiness lately. She had
noone to lovk up at now, no one o win
prawse or love from, save her youuger bro-
ther and sisters; and her older wiser
friends consisted of books and the old sy-
camore tree, There iad been Mr. Tuller,
and how she had missed him through all
the long months that had formed the pres-
ent year only Dolly’s self knew; and how
she had weited for & letter day atter day,
and week after woek, uniil aogrily, half
sadly, she gave him up, it wag sorrow even
to romember. He was dead, she used to
think fo herself in the sad moments; and
ho had forgotten her, she thought, haif sor-
rowfully in tho angry ones. Ie it which
it might, however, the could not allow
Netta to speak against him, It was her
mother’s speech, however, that cut hLor on
the tenderest point, for it spoils what was
as yet tho sweetest memory of her lLife.
Tom came to her rescue, as herotofure.
Tom was sixteen now. How they weic
growing up, these Woodward children !

& Did he notice the difference ! he smd,
soornfuily, * Netta got the worst o1 at,
then, for he was always awfully fout of
Dolly. Why, he said ko should be1u love
with hor when he comoes back, wuich 13
more than he’d ever be with Netta, I
know !’

“ g it 2”7 laughed the Beauty. * Well,
we'll see if over tins wonderful man returns.
I shall try what I can do.”

“ Oh no, Netta!” began Dolly, darting
forward, and she put her hiand on her sis.
ter's arm, and as she did so saw their two
faces 1eflected in & queer old-fashioned
looking-glass, before which Netta had boen
standing. Shegazed for a minute almost
1 surprige, at their fwo faces ; the one,
with blue eyes and red pouting lips, and a
flush upon her rounded cheek—a sweet,
fair, Iinglish face, crowned with a wealth
of golden bair ; the othor, grave and pale,
with dark brown hair fallng low on hor
forehead, and twisted into & koot belind,
with grey eyes fearless and truthful enough,
but with none of the faseinations of the
soft blue ones that were watehing her, and
a mouth that was large and yet sweet and
expressive, and 5o lormed, perhaps, tho
best feature of her face.

* Yo arc very different,” che said, with
a long wistful sigh, as she furned away.
Then Sally crept to Dolly’'s side. The
quaint child understood her sister Letler
than any other perhaps,

“ You would not like the peoplo in books,
and all tho trees, if you wers like her,” she
said, for these wero their common friends.
“ No,” answered Dolly, looking back al-
most pityingly at the sister sho had enviod
& mowment or two before,

CHAPTER VIL.—HOW DOLLY CHANGED HER
NAME,

So George Blakesley, who had mot Net.
ta at her grandfather'’s, and who had been
anxions to see Mra, Woodward, becanse his
mother and she had beon schoolfellows,
made his call, and saw Mrs, Woodward,
and was liked, aud was asked to come
again _ and see Mr., Woodward, and
did. At Inst he came to upend-an evonng,
just after the fashion of Adrian Fuller of
old, sud then it was that he first made ae-
quasintance with Dolly, She had deter-
mined that she wonld not ses the possible
successor of her old friend until she abso-
luiely could not help herself, and she kept
her resolution.

Mr, Woodward came bome, and George

Ho went and {ook it np, limp and broken

Blakesloy arrived, and still Dolly sat be-

nanth the agoamore tree, with a book 1n
her hand, and with Bally at her feet ; and
Tom standing bshind loeking over her
sboulder. She always felt inaftor yoarsthat
shke had sat thers wailing almost oon.-
scionsly for sorething tuat would happen,
snd whon YWill came down the garden path.
way to her, with something hidden be.
noath his ecoat, and said, * Dolly, you are
to come into tea in five minutes; and
guess whatI've gut herel” she answered,
without a moment’s hssitation, * It's a lot.
ter froru Mr, Fuller,” and it was, and her
heart gavo a groat bourd when she saw it
wes dirocied to liersedf, and alie was com-
pendnted for all the past months of wait-
ng,

8ho broke tho soal, and Tomn leant her
head forward, and Sally roso to her fect,
and Will eawme round to her othier shounlder,
and so they read lus first lotter, He had
been il and lazy, ke said, and hated writ-
ing, but he had not forgotten them, aud in
another year ho ghould be liomo again, ¢ I
wonder if I ghall find you all muoch alter.
ed,” ho wont on. **You will bo quite a
woman, Dolly ; you must bo ono already,
and I shall call yout Dorothy in future. I
like the namoe, nad the othor is too baby-
sl for you now, I hope I shall find you
all tho same,” ho ropented again at the
ond of the lettor, after he had told her
about his work and wny of living, and the
country round abont, and said alt that peo-
plo far off invariably do say in leiters,

“ Why, of course, ho'll find usthe eame,”
said Toin, whea they were going towards
the house. ¢ \What should we altor for 2"
and for answer Dolly folt the refrain of
o song ringing in her ears, as sho heard it
for many a long day afterwards ;:—

“The sanio, the samo, yot not tho saxuo,
Oh, nover, never movre!”

She stopped at the garden door,

“Call me Dorothy in future,” ghe said;
“Iar1too old to be called Dolly any
more.”

And go the old childish namoe was dropp-
ed for over.

CHAPTER VIIL—0N TO THE SYCAMORE

TREE,

Thoy hnd tea in Mr. Wcodward's study
sowctunes,ospeciully in the summer, for it
lovked on o the garden, It was a ocosy
roon, untidy of course, as all the Wood-
ward rooms were, with books and papers
all about, and easy ohairs and couchos coy-
ered with faded grubby chintz. The fow
whu know it slway romembered the room,
and the group that gathered thors, and
loved in after years to linger over the mom-

ory.

George Blakesloy had wanted to know
the Woodwards, Mrs. Woodward had been
Lis mother's friond in girlhood, and he had
often heard of Mr. Woodward in his edi.
torial capacity. So, when he went to Col.
onel Wade's, and met Netta there, it seom-
ed the most natural thing in the world
that ho should find his way to Ham stend,
aud he did, Mrs. Woodward had liked
him on his first visit, and ehe liked seoing
some one about the place who did not bo.
ther Ler ; moreover, she was heginning to
feel that Dolly was growing np, and she
remembered that Neotta had snid he was a
good metch,

He raised his hoad half curionsly when
the procession, consisting of Tom, nnd
Will, and 8ally, and Dorothy, enfered ;
ho had never seen them before, and he
was fond of children; but theeo wore big-
gor than ho had expeoted ; and when he
saw Dolly he forgot—for he was singularly
absent—what was orpeeted of him, and
looked nt her almost curiously.  That
girl hius n guod face,” hethought ; I should
ke to talk to ner,"” -

They found it pleasanter thanthey had
unagiued, having ten with the interloping
Blakesley, as Tom had christened him,
though Le directed his conversation chief-
ly to their futher, and tho subjects of it
were dry envugh—mathematies, and so
on. It gave thern an opportunity of look-
ing nt@nm. Ho was fair and pale, with a
straggling faded-looking beard and dull yel-
low iwir, but he had a wonderful good
Lead, aod soit kind blue eyes with dark
laches ; he was not very tall, yet well-made
and muecuiar; and with a quiet manner
and voico that had withal a cortam dienity.

o Well, what do you think of ol paie
face P asked Tom, with kis usual strik-
g want of respeot,

This remarh was addressed to Dolly,
when, the fesuval of tea haviog been com-
ploted, the younger branches of the house
of Woodwards Lad betaken themgslves to
the garden again.

¢ I don't like him,"
almost a shudder,

* Then we'li serve him out,” he answer-
ed, concolingly,

I like lum,’ gaid Sally,
papers into her pocket,

Sally had & quick oye, and was always
drawing orde pictures dictated by her
quaint fanoy.

“T heard fathor fell him he would al-
ways be welcomo, and to come often,”
said Will,

. “1¥s too bad,” £aid Doliy,
ing ; and ske thought,
like him, never!”

And George Blakesloy. looking out at
the straggling garden, thought, ** There is
eomething in that girl's face, I Iike; but
what a clild shois!” and thou he asked if
he might go and look at the snmmer-Louse,
and meade hig way for the firtt titae to the
old syoamore tree.

said Dorothy, with

eramuming her

almost cry-
* I will nevor, never

CHAPTER IX,~THE INTERLOPING BLAKESLREY.

1t was six months or more since George
Blakesloy had first made his way to the
sycamore frco, and the children knew
him well, and liked him, aud*he was fond.
er of them than cvoer Adrian Fuller had

een.,

Ho was well off, as Netta had told them
before his first appoarance, having an ex-
cellent appointment as actuary to an ingur-
ance company, as well as an income from
private sources ; and he had some poeition
too, besides that given him by birth—he
had carried off high honours at the Uni.
versily, and wag oclever, nay, more than
merely clever, for great things were ex-
pooted from him in” the future. Yet his
mauner, And ways, and {asies, were per.
fectly simple, and they seeing him at
Hampstead quietly spending his evenings
there, or conlent o pass his hours among
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the morry group In the garden, soarcely
thought, or conld have realized how groat
snd clever people sought him ont, and ask.
ed him to thoir houses in vain, He had
his own oirele of friends too, who bLolieved
in him and rande much of hun, but thought
he liked thom, and valned thelr friendship,
he ouly visited them by fita and staris,
He navor Jost a friend, though lo was
sometimes long exo ho make ono, for he
took no troubleto do o, and he was unob-
truelve and nnconvontional, drossing bad.
ly, never making oalle, aud wrapt up in
his pursuits ; but when peoplo onco loarned
mndorstand bim, they learned to hke

At Hompstoad ho had won Mr. and Mrs,
Woodward completely, Ho talked solence
and philosph{ with the former, and lent
books to tho lattor, The children liked
him ; but thoy wore true to Adrian Fuller,
for thoy were loyal childron-—though thoy
may not bo called children longer—and
coustant to old frionds,

‘Fhey had 8o altered in thego six months,
and perhaps Goorge Dlakesloy had had
moat to do with this, He wasao apt to
talk over their hoads, and they, trylng to
reach him, ingonsibly olimbed bigher, Not,
tind, that be ever talked great or
grand  knowingly, He would is.
cuss the situplest things, but as only a
thoughtful sud eduoated mind could dis.
ouss them, Hoe was a man,who belioved
in tnﬁe?, and thought nothing too swmall tc
be considered, knowing how the esmallest
deeds have altered the wholo world's way,
and by what narrow paths tho greatest
cities aro sometimeos reached.

Ho hiad no mother or father, only threo
neiden anots (eisters of his fathor), and
these lived togothor somewhere up at Bays-
water; but he himself lived not far from
tho plensant ways of Hampstead, in a little
house standing in its own garden.

“You must come and geo my litile
placo some day,” he had said to Mrs,
Woodward; but somehow the visit had
never boen effscted, for she was indolent,
and he caroless and forgetful,

(T'o be continued.)

Heobrew Women.

Who does not think of Deboraly, proph.
etess, poetess, and warlike chieftainess,
who could awaken tho dormant spirit of
her people and lead them triumphantly to
the buttlo ? * She is,” to borrow the elo-
quent words of Dean Sinnley, * the-magni-
ficent impersonation of the spirit of ihe
Jewish peoplo and of Jewish life. On the
coins of the Roman empire, Judea is repre-
sented as & woman, seated under a palm-
tree, captive and weeping. It is the con-
trast of that figure which will best place
beforc us the character and enll of Doborak.
I{ is the same Judean palm, under whose
shadow she sits, not with downoast eyes,
and folded hands, and extinguished hopes,
but with all the firo of faith and energy,
enger for the battle, confident of the viotory.
Hoers is the one voice of inspiration (in the
full genee of the word) that breaks out in
the Book of Judges. . . . Hers is the
prophetic word that gives an utterance and
a sanction to the thoughts of freedom, of
independence, and of natural unity such
ag they had never had before in the world,
and have rarely had since.” The very
possibility of the existence of a Deborah
speaks trumpet-tongued for the moral and
mental worth of Bebrew womon,

We may surmise that Deborah’s heroio
mantle foll, after the lapse of centurios,
upon the shoulders of Judith, for in this
second avenger of her people’s wrongs we
find the same patriotic zeal, the same in-
dependent aotion, coupled, it is true, with
more questionable attribates, The oruelty
to enemies whioch obscures the lustre of
both characters, and which we often find
fu those hearts whose patriotiem bests
loudest, was, we must, in justice, remem-
ber, the reflex shadow cast by their intense
love of race and country—a sentiment
common among all young nations, and
which: only faded bofore the more porfect
light of civilization. Even in Esther, the
gentler and more delicately-drawn queen
of Ahwsuerus, the Hebrew myrtle, hlossom-
ing on an Asiatic court of barbarous pomp,
we find patriotism and self-forgetting
courage darkened by an aoct of revenge and
cruelty.

Courago and grandeur of charactor seem
to have reached their aome in the story
of the noblc mother whoee story is told in
the Book of the Maccabees, Almost with-
out & parallel in history is the Jewish wo-
man, whose very name has fallen into ob-
livion, but who will ever bo remmembered
a8 the heroic mother of seven heroio sons,
This woman united the faith of Deborah
with the bravery and devotion of Judith,
aud was, in truth, the forexunner of that
great and holy army of marlyrs, whioh,
seon through ths dim mist of ages, stands
forth in colossal proportions, exciting in us
the profoundest foolings of admiration and
ofawe, The aunthor of the Book of the
Maccabees tells her story in cne short
chapter. The Jews were under Syrian
rule, the hardest, the oruelest thoy had yet
suffored, and Antioohus Epiphanes was the
tyrant who, in resclving to annihilate the
Jewish faith, gave it fresh life and strength,
The monarch insisted upon enforcing his
decrees, which the Jews obsiinately resist.
ed, and day after day the moat horrible
scenes were enacted. A mhtoer and her
seven sons were called upon to eat unlaw-
fnl meat, aud baving indignantly refused
to obey were brought before Antiochus,
The mother, we are told, was * marvelous
above all, and worthy of honourable
memory.” Asone of her sons after an-
other was subjected to toriures, varied
with fiendish ingenuity, each was npheld
in hig last moments of agony by the heroie
woman, until the youngest alone survived.
Antiochus, thinking it a disgrace to be thus
baflled, promised the youth homour and
riches if he wounld forswear the Jawish
faith, and bade the mother counsel her son
{0 yicld to his persuasion. Bu! the lion.
hearted woman laughed the iyraut to
scorn, and bursting forth in her own He.
brew tongue, said to hier son, * Fear not
this tormentor, but_ being worthy of thy
brothors, take thy death, that I may re.
celve thee again in mercy.” Bereft of all
her children, the mother at last, wathout a
murmur, hersell suffered death for her
faith.—Conetance de Rothechild, in New
Quarterly Review,

Scientitic and %tmux.m

FOR SICK HEADACHE,

Two teaspoonfuls of finoly powde
charoonl, druak in halfa mmb{orpuf m:aef
will often givo reliof to the headache, whey
causod, as in most oases it is, by n Super.
abundanoo of acid fn the stomach,

DAKING POWDERS,

1) Tartaric acid, throe ounces; bioarpg.
nate of soda, four ounces, farmns, tix
ounces. Powdor each very fine, and then
well mix, (2) Tavtarlo acud, Aften oug.
e ; bicarbouato of sods, ninctoon vunces:
mako up to one hundred ounces with far.
nia or staroh,

) FRENCH TOART,
 Bout four oggs very light and stir theny
in a pint of mlk ; slico some baker's brogg
dip the pivces into the egg, thon lay thay
in a pan of hot lard and fry brown ; pprip,
kle & littls powdered sugar and oinnsmon
on onoh piece and gerve hot, If Liogly
prepared, this is an oxcellont dish fo
brenkfast or tea—quite equal to wafiles,

MANY HOUSEKEEPERS

Injuro themselves needlossly b
wash-tubs or wash-boilers hal
water. It {nkes longer, of courso,
wator out of » tub than to ocarry is_away,
but it pays iv the long run; and what
kind of fornthoight is there in sotting the
wash-boiler on the floor, filling 1t with
wator, aud then lifting it on the stove?
One auch exortion of strength hurts & per.
son more than a week’s steady work,

70 MAKE ROMINY.

Put some concontrated lye in a kotils
and dissolve, take five ears of white corn,
shell, put into the lye and boil one hour or
antil the skins will wash off; then wagh
four or five times, or until free from hulls
and the taste of lye, then put it into a ket.
tle of fresh wator and boil alt day. When
wanted for use, put in & ekillet and fiy
with lard.

HOW TO SELECT MEATS,

An English journal gives the following
hints on this subjeot :—Good and whole.
gome meat should be neither of a pale rosy
ot pink color, nor of a deep purple. The
first denotes the disoased ocondition, the
last proves the animal has died a natural
death., Good meat has more of a marble
look, in consequenco of the branching of
the veins which surround the adipose cells,
The fat, especially of the inner organs, fs
alwaya firm, suoty, and never moist, while
in genors! the fat from diseased cattlo ig
flabby and watery, and more ofton resem.
bles jelly or boited parchment, Whole.
some meat will always show itsolf firra and
elastic to the toucn, and exhibit no damp.
ness, while bad meat will appear soft and
moist, in fact often more wot, so that the
liquid substance runs out of the blood
when pressed hard. Good meat has very
little smell, while unsound meat has a dis.
agreenble, cadaverous smell. Lastly, bad
mea} shrinks considorably in the boiling;
wholesome meat rather swolls, and does
not lose an ounce in weight,"

THE HEALTHFULNESS OF LEMONS,

When peoble feel the need of an acid, if
they would lot vinegar alone, and use lem.
ons or sour apples, they would feel just ag
well satisfied, and recetve no ipjury. And
& suggestion may not come amiss as toa
good plan when lemons ave cheap in the
market. A person should, in thoss times,
purchage several dozen at once, and pre-
pare them for use in the warm days of
spring and summor,, when acids, agpecially
oitric and malie, or the acids of lemons and
ripe fruits, are so grateful and useful.
Press your hand on the lemon, and roll it
back and forth briskly on tho fable, to
make it squeeze more easily; then press
the juioe into a bowl or tumbler,—never
into tin; strain out all the seeds as they
give » bad taste. Remove all the pulp
from the peele, and beil in water,—a pint
for & dozen pulps,—to extract the acid. A
few minutes boiling is enough, then strain
the waler with the juico of the lomons ; put
a pound of white sugar to a pint of the
juice; boil {en minutes ; bottle it ; and your
lemonade is ready. Put a tablespoontal or
two of this lenzon ayrup in a glass of water,
snd you have a oooling, healthful drink.

THE PHINOSOPHY OF SLEEP,

Anything favours asleep which has a
tendency to abstract blood from the brain.
Exeroise does this, becaunse the moment
the weary muscles are at ress the blood
ruches to them to repair their less, and is
nbsorbed by them. Digestion and hot
drinks produce the samo xesult by Jrawing
the blood supply from the brain to the sto-
mach., Oonversely, of course, anything
that stimulates the brain, such as sights,
sounds, thought, or anxiety, will keop a
man awake. Thas, night is the period of
sleep, beoause sources of disturvance or
stimulation of the organs of senso are dim«
inighed or altogether lulled, Uaiformity
of impression practically is the same as no
impression at all. Hence monotony, or
uniform rhythm, tends to produce guies
cenco and predisposition to sleep, ~ The
commencement or cessation of the im-
pression is the real stimulus, and therefore
a person will awake suddenly when a oon.
stant sound is suddenly stopped. Finally,
there is & tondency during sleep for the
blood to find its way to the extromities and
surface of the body. A careful oconsidera-
tion of theso faots will furnish us with sev-
eral practical recipes {or a good night’s rest,
If we wish for that quiet slumber from
which & man awakes refreshed and iuvi&i
orated we must, to begin with, avoid
oare, anxiety, and thought. Healthy ex-
ercise towarda the close of the day—s.s, for
example, & brisk walk home from husiness
to dinner—will also have its effeot. A
judicious glass of some hot and comfortin
compound is not to be despised, Muo
oan be done by wrapping the feet in blan-
kots, and keeping them warm by artifioial
appliances, such as hot-water bottles, if
need be. When all these means fail it is
better to call in the family dootor than to
take an opite. The effect of all opiates is
the same ; they produce temporary conges:
tion of the brain. This brings on slesp,
but in preeisely the same manner as doos
& violens blow on the head, The slumber,
in other words, produced by narcctios is
ot aleep, bat & apesies of coma, and peo
ple who flud that they eannot get whole:
some sleep by natural means will do best
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to take it for ted that they are in need
of wvioe. Y




