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out of that pail, will you?”
And the speaker stooped from his horse to
reach for the silently offered beverage.

““Surely you are not a nativer” interrogated the
oung man, with an easy nonchalance of manner, as
e slowly sipped the cold, spring water. For he had

caught a brief glimpse, beneath the girl’s huge sun-
bonnet, of abnormally long lashes, sweeping shyly a
pair of carnation flushed cheeks.

“I am staying at Miss Gangewer’s, sir,” was the

demure reply.

* Fortunate woman,” said the young man, gayly.

** My mother will die of envy when she hears of it.
You must know there is a general dearth of intelligent
help " —a very le pause of hesitati re
these two words—**in this forsaken part of the uni-
verse. There is a sort of amiable rivalry between
Miss Gangewer and my mother on the servant-girl
question. You don't happen to have a twin sister
who would like a place—only two in the family—and

ul SAY, my good girl, just let me have some water

tendencies, weighing a hundred and thirty pounds !
No, I mean to go into training—to grow long and
lank, so that next winter I can appear in sage-green
with a lily in my hand, and the proper accessories,
So, I don't care a fig, now, Miss Mary, how long it
takes my luggage to find its way up here. 1 shall
wear this gown of ascetic simplicity. God-mamma,
where did you get the pattern? And we will dis- 1
cover how many of the inhabitants will take me for |
your servant-gal.” |
The summer days went calmly by, diversified only, |
in the little country house among the mountains, by |

the arrival of a rather uncertain mail, the vexed ques- |

| tion of what they should have for dinner, and to the |

younger lady the I:mlnhilily of a chance encounter
with a certain fr yed young man, 1 upon {
an iron-gray steed.

Nearly every day now this same young gentleman
drew rein before Miss Gangewer’s cott door ; for
quite suddenly he had evinced an absorbing interest |
and anxiety concerning that gentle spinster’s welfare.

though rather vague, were the messages
and inquiries from Mrs. Raymond, through the

one of them a hand: and p y young N
man? " e g

“ No, sir,” uplifting a pair of i 1-looki y
eyes \n;he gentl nﬁ, i ond lenghi ] el

“ Well, a thousand thanks for the \vnu-r'."‘ with an
airy wave of his straw hat. *““And very truly ‘a
sweeter draught from a fairer hand was rever
quaffed,’” and the horse and rider went off at a mad-
cap pace, and left the sun-honneted damsel to gaze
after him in mute but obvious amusement.

“Oh ! Miss Mary,"” cried the girl, rushing Lreath-
lessly into the cool, dark room, where sat the lady of
the small domain.

“1 have already had a thrilling adventure,” and
then the girl gleefully related the encounter at the

spring.

"rfell quite like a Maud Muller, particularly
when he quoted the Judge,” she added, merrily |
inspecting herself with a droll expression, in the tall |
mirror at the end of the room. *‘You see, god- :
mamma, after all, clothes make the woman. And
what a fright I must have looked, to be sure,” with |
a comical grimace at her own reflection.

A plain, straight-cut calico dress, of no particular
pattern and no particular hue, enveloped the girl's |
erect, vigorous figure, while the costume was com- ]
pleted by a sun-honnet of telescopic aspect, from the |
depths of which peeped out a pair of saucy gray eyes |
fringed with black lashes, a delicious little tip-tilted
nose, a mouth like a rose-bud, and a chin that was
cleft at its base by a dimple.

“You really do look a little ridiculous, Rosie,” |
smiled Miss Gangewer, by way of consolation, from
where she sat capping strawberries.

“It must have been Charley Raymond you met
out there ; he is one of those harum-scarum fellows,
always making mistakes and getting himself into
scrapes ; but a good boy—his mother’s idol. You
can see their house from this window, Primrose.
They have just b t it, and already Mrs. Raymond
is in the same predicament that I am—not a servant
can she get to stay here for love nor money.”
-i:"S:y ;{be‘ predicament you were in, px{-m.mml."

the girl gayly.

“ Do you &‘Rn? 1 have quartered myself on you for
& whole ‘summer, without meaning to work for my
board? Not 1. Besides, fancy a girl with westhetic

of her son ; and kindly-natured Miss Mary

was placidly amused at the younf man’s absent- |
minded answers to her remarks, while she noted the |
perplexed interest of his eyes as they followed Prim- |
rose West’s movements about the room, while she
dusted the furniture with a strictly professional air,
or ap 1 to be engrossingly ied with some |
other manual labor during his stay.

Occasionally, likewise, these two young people |
came across each other in their out-of-doors rambles, |
Indeed, there appeared to be some mysterious quality |
by which Charley Raymond discovered and lulllmved |
up the paths by which the sun-bonneted maiden ook |
her afternoon strolls; and in these encounters lhe}
young man betrayed an earnest and even eager desire |
to elicit all the ion and ion possibl,
from Miss Gangewer's ** servant-girl.” It was quite |
evident, even to himself, that he was daily yielding |
to a deeper infatuation for this shy, lovely-eyed girl, ‘
who was at least educated, if she did serve in a menial |

| capacity ; and from some few casual remarks he had | Raymond.

e\llhcred the rather vague idea that this girl, Rose
Vest, was from Boston—one of those women of
whom he had read, who went out in service during
the summer in order to earn money for their studies |
in the winter.

One sultry July afternoon, while Miss Gangewer
sat languidly embroidering by the open window,
Miss West ran singing into the room.

““Oh ! Primrose,” said the elder woman, looki
up with her usual smile of welcome into the girl’s
bright face, ‘1 have been thinking about you.
Has it ever occurred to you that you are responsible
for Charley Raymond's peace of mind ?”  He was in
here a while ago, gazed searchingly around—for you
I am sure—and then said his mot would like to
borrow the pattern of my—sun-bonnet. Isu he
saw I looked astonished, for he was dreadfully con-
fused and stammered ont, of course he meant the
lambrequin, in my best bed-room.

Miss West gave utterance to a merry ripple of

amusement.

.“‘.‘il will :ﬁet:k:l lcinure..'t:-l:; hollow state of
rs you have dev " id, tying the strings

of the telescopic mmnn under %uy chin.

“ In the meantime, my dear Miss Mary, I am going
to hunt up some huckleberries for your supper.”
Saying which, with a gay flourish of farewell, the
girl ran lightly down the steep garden path—out of
the hot sunshine —and plunged, wvith a relieved sigh
of content, into the cool depth of the shady wood.
The huckleberries grew but sparsely around about,
and unconsciously the girl went, step by step, until
Miss Gangewer's house was left at least a mile hehind

her.

Suddenly, a low roll of thunder caused Miss Prim-
rose to look up.  The sky was black above the tops
of the tall trees, and momently the wind grew stronger
and the trees more noisy. With a quick terror, at
the danger of the lightning among her present sur-
roundings, poor Primrose felt suddenly panic-stricken.

Down went the basket of huckleberries, and away
sped the girl, whither she scarcely knew, and what
an immense relief it was to her to hear a familar
voice, even although the telescopic bonnet had caused
her to rush wildly into Charles Raymond’s arms.

“ Methought I could not have mistaken that sun-
bonnet,” he shouted above the uproar of the elements,
as he hurried her into the open meadow land, where
perhaps the lightning had less chance, but decidedly
the rain kad more, for very soon the girl’s ealico dress
was saturated, and the rain-weighted masses of her
hair came tumbling down in pi ) fusi

* This will never do,” said the young man, frown-
ing anxiously at the sullen sky and at the steady
clownluur of the summer rain.

“You will take cold standing here.  Our house is
nearer than yours ; you must come home with me.”

“ Whatever must T look like ! exclaimed the girl,
with a helpless attempt at coiling up her thoroughly
drenched hair.

*¢ Like an angel, or a mermaid,” said the other in
a tender whisper.

“ Like a chambermaid, you mean,”
girl, with a highly practical air.

“Well, mermaid or chambermaid, you are the
woman that I love. Darling, surely you must have
guessed as much. Won't you promise that you will
marry me?”  Truly there was a beseeching tone of

y in this ghtforward speech, that proved,
at least, the young man was in earnest ; but the
matter-of-fact ‘'maiden answered with reproachtul
rebuke.

“Oh! Mr. Raymond, what would your mamma
say?” So the discomfitted Mr. Raymond was fain
to lead the way, until presently they were standing,
two drippin, Xguru. before Charley’s mother, Mrs,
he lady heard her son’s story wi(h&:{l

retorted the

composure, and led Primrose up-stairs with a frigid

sliteness, that perhaps presaged a storm. But she
insisted the girl should exchange her wet clothes for
others she brought her in their stead

While Primrose was making her toilet, a council
of war was held below stairs by mother and son.

“You surely don’t want me to ask that odject to
sit down at the tatle with us?” his mother inquired
incredulously, for she had not been favorably im-
pressed by poor Primrose’s draggled and forlorn
a nce.

ih But she sits down at table with Miss Gangewer,”

remonstrated her son, engerly. “1 rode past there
yesterday, and saw them taking tea together under
the trees ™

“Very well, then, as {:u please,” replied his
mother, stiffty, compressing her lips.

Upon which the young man began to whistle
softly, and nmlle: over to the pilno.ﬁ ¢:l\’hile he was
idly " playing, with exp eyes fixed i iently
upzn'l’hem, it opened suddenly, and before him

stood a charming a tion—the lgure of a girl clad
all in white, with the shining masses of her red-brown
hair piled into a sort of crown upon her lovely head.




* Was not that Beethoven's *Sonate Pathétique '2"
she cried cagerly, coming over to where Charley sat,
staring in undisguised surprise,

“ How well you play ; 1 had no idea that you were
a mosician.™

“Nor 1, that you were a critie,” said Charley.

S NoZ my parsuits are various and diversified,
answered she, with an arch smile,

** Shall I sing you something 2 she added, with a
slightly coquettish air,

So presently the 1oom was resounding to the mag
nificent melody of ** La Ci Dareni,” and the aston
ished Mrs. Raymond came hurrying in, to behold
her son gazing with enraptured eyes upon this in-
spired songstress, from between whose parted lips
the superh tones came as easily as a bird’s notes,
When the song was finished, with a slightly mischiev
ous smile, the gitl's fingers took up the allegro move-
ment of the sonata that Charley had been playing,
and exceuted it with a precision and clearness of
touch that elicited even Mrs. Raymond's admiration
and approval.

** But, my dear child,” exclaimed Mrs. Raymond,
when the girl had arisen from her seat, ** forgive the
apparent impropriety on the part of a stranger, but
you are evidently a lady, with education and ac
plishments.  Why should you accept such a menial
positi s servant in my friend, Miss Gangewer's

house 27

“But T am not Miss Gangewer's servant,” an-
swered the girl, with wide-open eyes and a well-
feigned air of surprise,

“ Why, Charlie ! " exclaimed his mother, severely,
am sure you told me so—"

* Perhaps,” interpolated the young lady sweetly,
** Mr. Raymond considered my “appearance justified
his conclusion. T am Miss Gangewer's god-child ;
and I came on here, quite unexpectedly, to spend the
summer with her, while my parents were in Europe.
Last winter I went through a course of cooking lec-
tures, so when I found my dear Miss Mary was with
out a servant, [ insisted upon making myself useful 1o
her.  Perhaps that is the way your son’s mistake
came about, Mes. Raymond,” explained the girl
demurely,

** Charley
this will cur
conclusions,

* Will you ever forgive my unpardonable stupidity 2"
implored the young man, penitently, when his mother
had vanished to prepare the tea-table,

** It was all the fault of that monstrous san-bonnet,
which could not hide your sweetness, after all, you
lovely wild rose "

“ My name is Primrose, i/ you please, sir,” said
the girl, with the long lashes resting demurely on her
cheeks,

“And prim you look,” laughed Charley, ** with
your quaint, funny little airs and demure speeches,
I have a faint suspicion, Miss Primrose, that you have
been playing a part, and leading me into this
trap— "'

A trap of your own construction, remember, Mr,
Raymond,” said the girl, with a glance of gay and
laughing defiance.

*“ And what a leveler 1o my pride it has been to be
taken for a servant-girl.”

* Butat least I have proved to you my own sin-
cerity,” said Charley, with an accent of anxious
humility.

** Primrose —~what a
name it is—1I love you.
Primrose ?

*If you think me worth the transplanting,” the
girl said softly, with a shy blush,

And so, the rain being happily over, these two
walked hand-in-hand through the sweet gloaming of
the summer night, back 10 Miss Mary's little cottage
on the hill-top.

And when Mrs. Raymond discovered, later on,
that her son was about to wed the daughter of a mil-
lionaire, the measure of her satisfaction was full to
overflowing.

said his mother, severely, *“1 hope
1 of that absurd habit of jumping at

dear, little,  old-fashioned
Will you be my very own

Disguising the Taste.

HE noxious taste of many wholesome drugs is
so much against their use that a few hints as to
harmiless disguises of the flavors may be useful.

A little extract of hcorice destroys the taste of aloes.
Peppermint water disguises the unpleasant taste of
salts,  Milk counteracts the bitter flavor of Peruvian
bark.  Castor oil cannot be tasted if beaten up and
thoroughly mixe! with the white of anegg.  Another
way of administering this disagreeable medicine or
cod liver oil is to put a tal ful ined
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On Being Happy.

N

BY THE KEV. ¥,

’ F two things T am entirely convineed.  One is
that happiness is, on the whole, very equally
distributed, in spite of immense apparent in

equalities, T do not believe that a nobleman, or one

who by birth, position, or attainments is technically

a “gentleman,” has any materially greater chances of

happiness than the working man.

The poor may often be inclined 1o envy the rich,
and to fancy that if ey were surrounded with the
same superfluities of case and luxury, they could not
fail to be exquisitely happy.  That view is an alto-
gether mistaken one.  The trials of the poor differ
from those of the rich, but they are not greater.  In-
deed, the words “poor™ and *‘rich™ are purely
relative terms,  The poor man would look on $2,500
a year as wealth ; and a cleqgyman with $2,500 a
year would look on $10,000 4 year as wealth 3 but, in
point of fact, greater means involve greater claims,
and many a man with a large nominal income finds it
burdened with so many outgoings that he is hampered
with anxieties rmrll‘y analogous to those of his strug-
gling dependents, ' % I state a simple fact
when T say 1 as far as struggle and constant
anxiety are concerned, there are thousands of the
clergy who feel the presiure of poverty far more
severely than thousands of working men, ~ And as for
millionaires, they are so often overwhelmingly taken
up with business and worry that some of the most un-
happy men I have ever known have been men of the
greatest wealth, ot * = * 4 .

The other truth, which nay well comfort and in-
spire us in whatever condition of life we find ourselves,
is this—that God has freely placed the best elements
of happiness, those elements of life which can create
a happiness far transcending any other earthly bless-
ing within the reach of all, even of the humblest,  Of
spiritual blessings this is, of course, true.  God has
put eternal happiness within the reach of the slave,
no less than ull the emperor.  St. Peter grew to be
convineed that God is no respecter of persons, but
that in ezery nation, he that feareth Him and worketh
righteousness is accepted of Him ; and it is a curious
fact that of the two best men and moral teachers
which the heathen world produced, and who were the
bright consummate flower of all Pagan morality, one,

“pictetus, was a crippled slave, dwarfish and common-
looking ; the other, Marcus Aurclius, was an emperor
of singular personal beauty and with all which the
world could give him at his feet. 1 may venture too,
as a passing illustration of what I said before, that of
these two the slave was cheerful and happy, and the
emperor, supremely noble as he was, scarcely wrote
one page which did not express the inward sadness of
his heart. I think, then, that if any poor man, or
working man, is ever tempted to the sin of discontent,
and is spoiling his life by constant murmuring and
repining that he was not horn in some other condition,
he may be saved from this blaming of his own lot
which is a foe to all happiness— by steadily bearing in
mind that

W. FARRAK, .y,

he sunshine and the shadow of our lives
Are less in our surroundings than ourselves,”

The old Latin proverh said, ** Every one is the
architect of his own fortune.”  That is quite true, and
it is equally true that everyone makes or mars his own
happiness. Believing as the basis of all my belief,
without pretending to ignore all the perplexities of
life, that ** 1is love,” 1 feel sure that He meant us
to enjoy —in spite of all necessary trials and draw-
backs--the best and purest piness,  But, as He
left us free to be good or evil, so He left us free to
make ourselves, in general, happy or unhappy. He
created everyone of us for happiness, as the trees of
the forest for good, nor is there any partiality with

fim,

ces with equal
0 perish or u spar

Our Heavenly Father imparts His dest hoons to all
alike.  He maketh His sun to shine on the evil and
the good, and sendeth His rain on the just and on the
unjust.  The blue sky, the loveliness and perfume of
the flowers with leaves impearled with dew, the sheen
of the green fields in the sunshine, the yellow wealth
of harvest, the silver flash and crystal purity of water,
the great trees ** bosomful of lights and shades, mur-
murs and silences,” the unnumbered laughter of the
sea, the great sun flaming in the zenith, the crimson
glow of sunsets, the moon walking in her brightness,
the stars, *“ those eternal flowers of heaven,” all the
prodigality and pomp and dread magnificence of
greater things—what gorgeousness of wealth, luxury,

|
orange or lemon juice into a wineglass and pour the
oil into the center of the juice andeﬁsen squeeze a few
drops of the juice upon the oil an! rub the edge of
the glass with the fruit,

or can provide spectacles one millionth
part so lovely or solemn as these? Yet these are
open to the humblest, and so is all the beauty and
tenderness of *“ the human face divine.” The mother’s
bosom is as warm and sweet for the peasant’s infant

as for the millionaire ; and the young artisan  who
walks on Sunday afternoon with his sweetheart in the
parks knows the unspeakable elevation of pure, un-
selfish love perhaps even more than does the man of
fashion, even when the marriage of the latter is not
one of mere arrangement and conzenance, settled by
considerations of wealth and social position.  And
are not his children, with their innocent faces and lit-
tle flaxen heads, as infinite a treasure, and as unspeak-
able a delight to the working man as to the greatest
prince in all the world, and are not these childien en-
dowed with the same infinite capabilities, so that
th s not one of them who might not be so trained
by others and so faithful to himself, as to grow up into
a benefactor of men and a saint of God ?

The fact is that we are all-—even the best and wisest
of us—bad economists of happiness.  We might,
every one of us, be far happier than we are. We
ignore and we misuse the opportunities which God
has given us. We do not delight as we might do in the
daily splendours of nature with which He surrounds
us. He hath made all things beautiful in their season ;
but, because we fill our hearts with things earthly,
sensual, and even demonish, we have neither eyes to
see, nor ears to hear, nor hearts to understand,  Con-
sider the sky and the clouds alone—what inconceiv-
able pageantry there constantly is in their aspect ; yet
how few of us admire or enjoy this pageant ! How
does nature glorify with a #c\\ cheap elenents! A
famous writer says, ** Give me health and a day, and
I will make the pomp of emperogs ridiculous. The
dawn is my Assyria the sunset and moonrise my
Paphos and unimaginable realms of faerie.”

And he exclaims in another place, ** In this reful-
f-m summer it is a luxury to breathe the breath of
ife. The grass grows, the buds burst, the meadow
is spotted with fire and gold in the tint of the flowers.
-+« Night brings no gloom to the heart with its wel-
come shade. Thmugh the transparent darkness the
stars pour their almost spiritual rays,  One is con-
strained to respect the perfection of the world.”

And if we be deaf and blind to the music and the
wonder and the power of the outer world, *the
shapes of things, their colour, lights and shades,
changes, surprises,” which God made for our delight,
how much more careless are we of the yet finer and
more celestial clements of joy which lie in those
human affections upon which ‘we so often trample !
It is said that in some of the Breton nunneries the
daily prayer of cach is, ** O God, grant me this day to
be wseful to someome.”  Good John Newton used to
say that if he went out and saw a child crying because
il‘md lost a halfpenny, and made it happy again by
giving it another halfpenny, he thought that on that
day he had not lived in vain.

,Thcn- is a joy in being kind, in doing good, in liv-
ing for others, in making others happy, in restraining
our own selfishness, in repressing the sensual and un-
social passions, which those only know who habitually
endeavor to be worthy of it We may find the most
constant source of peace and contentment in little
nameless daily acts of duty and love ; and if it be
blessed 1o sice with them that do rejoice, it is also
blessed to weep with theni that weep. ~ Are there not
thousands in the working classes, as in all other
classes, who utterly fail to draw water out of this well
of happiness which is given to us all freely, without
money and without price ?

Then once more we all have, or may have, onr
homes. 1 say ** may have” because the idleness, the
brutality, the um\fzv. the bitter words and cruel
deeds, the drunkenness and waste which exists in
many homes, utterly destroy this Lest gift of God, and
turn a home into a lair of wild beasts, or kindle the
fire of hell upon its hearth.  But any working man
wha is diligent in his business, and is a total abstainer,
and fears God, and loves his neighbor, may thank
God, for-

*+One dear hom

saving
ve's true Hght at last 1've found,

Shining within when all was dark

And comfortless and stormy round."*

The impressions, then, which I would leave with
my readers is this: that, even if none of us can be
perfectly happy—even if happiness be *“a pearl not of
the Indian lml of the Empyrean ocean,” still there
are very few of us who might not by greater faithful-
ness, and hy a better use of God’s gifts, be at any rate
much happier than we arc.  Troubles we shall cer-
tainly not escape.  Life will try the nerves of all of
us, ““lama man,” said the fm‘pemr Montezuma,
“let that come which must come.” ‘1 am a man,”
said King Frederick the Great, * therefore born to
trouble ; but to all the storms of misfortune I will op-
pose my own constancy and will live and die like a
Ling and like a man.” But when we have taken
Christ for our Captain, and do our duty to all the
world, trials are robbed of their deadliest power to
injure us. **To sutfer with Christ is not to suffer,”
or at any rate our light afiliction which is just for a
moment cannot be compared with the far more ex-
ceeding and eternal weight of glory which shall be
hereafter.
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Summer.

Radiant daughter of the year,
Thy way is marked by flowers ;

Fragrant winds of spicy balin,
Float from out thy bowers.

(Ve the earth thy golden feet
Shine in dazzling splendor ;

Flowers, trees, ll|§ emerald vales,
Homage to thee render.

Beautiful in thy first flush,
When a youthful comer ;

No less lovely in thy prime
Art thou, radiant Summer,

Breezes soft and floods of light,
Flowers their incense flinging,

Skies of blue, across whose face
Happy birds are winging.

Such the glory of thy days ;
No wonder, moved by beauty,
The Sun salutes thy lovely cheek,
Content to yield his duty.

To one so beauteous and so bright,
A queen amid her bowers ;

Her throne, a rainbow-tinted seat,
Set amid the flowers.

The Story of Two
Favorite Ballads.

ANNIE LAURIE.

HE birth of the heroine of
the well-known ballad of
Annie Lauri quaintly

recorded by her fathe Robert

Laurie, of Maxwelltown, in the

family register, in these words :—

‘“ At the pleasure of the Al-

mighty God, my daughter, Annie

Laurie, was born on the 16th

day of December, 1682 years,

about 6 o’clock in the morning,
and was baptised by Mr. Geo,”

(Hunter, of Glencairn,)

And his own marriage is given in the same quaint
style :—

‘At the pleasure of the Almighty, 1 was married
to my wife, Jean Riddle, upon the 27th day of July,
1674, in the Trom Kirk, of Edinb., by Mr. Annane.”

These statements are derived from the curious col-
lection of manuscripts left by the late Mr. W. F. H.
Arundel, of Barjarg Tower, Dumfriesshire. The
papers of this industrious collector contain a vast fund
of information re-pecting the antiquities and county
families of Dumfriesshire.  From them we learn fur-
ther that Annie was wooed by William Douglas, of
Fingland, in Kirkcudbrightshire. Her charms are
thus spoken of in his pathetic lyric, ** Bonnie Annie
Laurie” :—

Her brow s like the snow-drift,
the swan.

Her neck 1s like
Her fuce It Is the tairest
ul e'er tl

er eve |
fe Annie Laurie
I'd lny me down and die.

**She was, however, obdurate to his passionate
appeal, preferring Al der Ferg igdar-
roch, to whom she was eventually married. is

William Douglas was said
the well-known song,

h he was r
away in single blessed t made a y mar-
riage with Miss Elizabeth Clark, of Glenboig, in
Galloway, by whom he had four sons and two daugh-
ters,”

o have been the hero of

ROBIN ADAIR.

Robin Adair was well-known in the London
fashionable circles of the last century by the sobriguer
of the ** F Irishman™; but his p and
the exact place of his birth are unknown. He was
brought up as a surgeon, but ** his detection in an

bul
early amour drove him pitately from Dublin,”
to push his fortunes in nd. geneelv had he
the chain of lucky events

crossed the Channel when
that ultimately led him to fame and fortune com-
menced.

Near Holyhead, perceiving a i d
e tan 10 Powdet o The sole occupant of
this vehicle was a “lady of fashion, well-known in

polite circles,” who received Adair’s attention with
thanks ; and, being lightly hurt, and hearing that he
was a surgeon, requested him to travel with her in
her carriage to London.  On their arrival in the
metropolis she presented him with a fee of one hun-
dred guineas, and gave him a general invitation to
her house. In after life Adair used to say that it was
not 50 much the amount of this fee, but the time it
was given, that was of service to him, as he was then
almost destitute.  But the invitation to her house was
a still greater service, for there he met the person who
decided his fate in life. This was Lady Caroline
Keppel, daughter of the second Earl of ‘Albemarle
and of Lady Anne Lenox, daughter of the first Duke
of Richmond.  Forgetting her high lineage, Lady
Caroline, at the first sight of the Irish surgeon, feil
desperately in love with him ; and her emotions were
so sudden and so violent as to attract the general
attention of the company.

Adair, perceiving his advantage, lost no time in
pursuing it ; while the Albemarle and Richmond
families were dismayed at the prospeet of such a terri-
ble mesalliance.  Every means were tried to induce
the young lady to alter her mind, but without effect.
Adair's biographer tells us that ** amusements, a long
journey, an advantageous offer, and other common
modes of shaking off what was considered by the
family as an improper match, were already "ic({. but
in vain ; the health of Lady Caroline was evidently
impaired, and the family at last confessed, with a
good sense that reflects honor on their understandings
as well as their hearts, that it was possible to prevent,
but never to dissolve an attachment ; and that mar-
riage was the honorable, and indeed the only alter-
native that could secure her happiness and life,”

When Lady Caroline was taken by her friends from
London to Bath, that she might be separated from
her lover, she wrote, it is said, the song of * Robir
Adair,” and sct it 10 a plaintive Irish tune that she
had heard him sing. Whether written by Lady Caro-
line or not, the song is simply expressive of her feel-
ings at the time, and as it completely corroborates the
circumstances just related, which were the town-talk
of the period, though now little more than family
tradition, there can be no doubt that they were the
origin of the song, the words of which, as originally
written, are the following :—

What's this dull town 1o me ¢
ohin's not near :
He whom I wish to see,
Wish for to hear,
Where's all the jov and mirth,
Made life  heaven on earth ¥

Oh ! they re all fled with thee,
Robin Adulr !

What made the nssembly shine ¥
Roblu Adair!
What made the ball so fine ¥
obin was there !
What. when the play was o’er,
What made my heart 8o sore ¥
Oh ! It was parting with
Robin Adalr !

But now thou art far from me.
Robln Adalr !

But now I never see
)

Yethe 1 love so
St in my heart shall dwell,

Oh ! 1 ean ne'er forget

Robin Adair !

y after his iage with Lady Caro-
line, Adair was appointed Inspector-General of Mili-
tary Hospitals, and subsequently, hecoming a favorite
of (;NT IIL, he was made Surgeon-General,
King's Serg Surg and Surg, of Chelsea
Hospital. Very fortunate men have seldom many
friends, but Adair, by declining a baronetcy that was
offered to him by the king, for surgical attendance on
the Duke of Gl , actually ired id
ble popularity before his death, which took place
when he was nearly four score years of age, in 179¢
In the *Gentleman’s Magazine ” of that year there
are verses ‘“On the Death of Robert Adair, Esq.,
late Surgeon-General, by J. Crane, M. D.,” who, it
is to be hoped, was a much better physician than a

L.

ml.ndy Caroline Adair’s married life was short but
happy.  She died of consumption, after giving birth
to (K!ee children, one of them a son.  On her death-
bed she requested Adair to wear mourning for her
as long as he lived ; which he scrupulously did, save
on the king's and queen’s birthdays, when his duty to
his sovereign required him to appear at Court in full
dress. If this injuncti pecting ing were
to prevent Adair marrying again, it had the desired
effect ; he did not marry a second time, though he had
many offers.

He who comes up to his own idea of greatness must
always have had a very low standard of it in his mind.
—Ruskin.

There is no real elevation of mind in a contempt of
little things. It is on, the contrary, from the narrow
views that we consider those things of little import-
ance, which have, in fact, extensive conse-
quences. — Fenelon.

General Managers.

SOLACE,

HILE it is im-
possible 1o be

too kind in one's
thoughts of others,
it is quite possible
for one to do more
harm than good in
one's  expression  of
sympathy, or in one’s
efforts to manage
other people’s affairs.

One woman writes
to the women's column of a popular paper that she
cannot sleep nights, worrying over some neighbors
who have recently come to live heside her, hecause
she has discovered that they are regular attendants at
a certain church whose doctrines do not meet with
her approval : and she is therefore determined to make
them worship according to her light.

Now, it never oceurs to this good woman—and no
doubt she is a thoroughly good woman--that she has
no right to dictate or to meddle, unasked, in her
neighbors’ affairs.  We may think our way the bes:
(and so it is for us), but we must not press our methods
upon another 3 nor must we imagine we are serving
God by keeping awake nights worrying because of
our neighbors’ behavior.  Yet the number of persons
who have contracted the habit of insomnia in this
way could not be counted.

These general managers go through life managing
everybody except themselves. They tell you where
you should live, how you should live, whom you should
marry, and whom you should have for friends. They
will rganize all the church fairs, sell tickets, and
work vigorously for charity ; but they are not pleasant
companions ; l*le)‘ must lead the procession, and you
must follow, asking no questions.

Executive ability and a public spirit are both excel-
lent qualities in a woman, when not abused ; but they
should not be carried into private life.

Sometimes a summer outing is quite spoiled hy
coming into contact with one of these managers, who
acts as hostess 10 all the guests in the hotel ; insisting
upon your going on picnics, hay cart drives and danc-
ing whether you will or no ; and really making it very
uncomfortable for you if you fail to fall in with her
views,

It is much to be regretted when the advocate of any
good canse makes that cause a source of annoyance or
persecution to others. No matter how worthy the
cause, if it is aggressively presented harm often results,

Some one has said, “Specialists are necessary
evils,” and then adds, ** but heaven save us from fall-
ing into the hands of one whose whole range of vision
is limited by one idea.

People who are absorbed with a hobby, an 'ism, or
a creed, quite uverlook the rights of others in their
enthusiasm, and exceed the hounds of patience and
courtesy in forcing their theories upon one.

Who has not come in contact with *“ the one idea
bore,” who held the floor for an entire evening, and
had no thought for ln{ body or nnylhini but himself
and his hobby? Vet he is only one of a large number
of persons, all of whom are riding hobhy-horses of
various sizes and colors at a break-neck pace for the
salvation of the world ; and each rider thinks his
hobby is the great and only hubby worthy of notice,

uite forgetting that the world has been moving many
ﬁnmumh of years before his particular ‘ism appeared
as an issuc of some possible importance.

There is usually a grain of truth in the saddle-t
worn by the hobby rider, and if this truth could
presented with tact, as a suggestion rather than a
command, more intesest would be aroused ;r‘;d hrﬂn:;c

result ; for this is a progressive age, a ight
ﬁ:’e“:md women are ever on the alert for fresh ideas,

Covering for Kitchen Floors.

OUSEKEEPERS who do their own work will
find the old fashioned rag carpet more comfort-
able than any other kind of floor covering, as

the strips can be taken up, shaken and aired fre-
quently. Oilcloth, if a good quality is selected, is
both neat and durable, but it has since been dis-
carded in offices because it was injurious to the feet,
producing cramps and rheumatic affections. When
used for a kitchen floor, mats or strips of should
be ided to overcome this very nrio:'aglion.
In cleaning oilcloth use tepid water and a cloth.
Wipe tﬂeﬂl dry, for if water is allowed to stand
upon t clol{ it will be destroyed in a short time.

Windsor Salt, purest and hest.
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Housewives and Home-makers.
BLANCHE 71. MACDONELL

HE frailties of

houscwives re
ceive no little

censure at the pre

b osent time Every

one feels entitled to
cast a stone in their
direction, while the
! voices raised in their
W praise are feeble in
3 g comparison, We
7 wlmit that in respect
both tu economy
and perfection of detail housekeeping leaves much 1o
b desired ; whether women are entirely to blame for
this is quite another matter
The whole structure of society as it is now popular
ly comprehended 3 its exactions, its code of good and
bad form, has of necessity put the humbler duties of
wornanhood into quite a secondary | Intellectual
pleasures, and keen competition in- pursuit of the arnts

|
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|
|
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OUR HOME.

Adroit management of the household isan excellent
thing, but women are also expected to be help-mates
and companions.  Men have their horizons hounded
by ideals that generations of minds like their own
have set.  They demand not only house-keepers,
but household angels. It would, indeed, be well if
woman would take into consideration how greatly the
happiness of home depends upon her method of con
ducting the daily routine ; how much on her kindli
ness and equanmmity of temper, and her manner of
interesting herself in the tastes, occupations and con
versation of hushand and children. The judicious,
far-seeing woman must make provision for the mental
and physical, as well as the spiritual needs of those
dependent upon her ministrations,

**The home-making, the comfort, the sympathy,

| the grace and atmosphere that a trac woman can pro

vide is the noble part, and embraces all that is help-
ful for the soul as well as the body,” says that large

| hearted and large-minded woman, Louisa Alcott.

We have no hesitation i devoting long hours of
study, serious reflection, and much devotion in order
to attain perfection in any art to which taste and in-
clination directs us ; why then should we gradge time
or trouble in the cultivation of that science of human

J
|

| They may

to have a nice, cozy chat. At this rate companion-
ship soon ceases to exist. The husband drifts into
the habit of seeking congenial society elsewhere, and
while nursing her grievances the wife esteems herself
an ill-used woman.

Children naturally bring to their mother their joys
and sorrows, their wondering curiosity cone - iing all
about them, w is her time for gaining their con
fidence, moulding character, securing the affection
which eventually prove the crown of her life.
seem very tnvial, haps even absurd,
these miniature pleasures, and wrongs, and grievances,
yet for the time they are very r If the mother al-
lows the baby prattle to fret her, turns a deaf ear to
piteous entreaty, carelessly repulses the offered confi-
dence, the opportunity is lost. The children’s keen
desire for sympathy leads them elsewhere. Their
interests are formed outside the home, they must en-
counter the perils of life without the safeguard of a
mother's influence.  Alas for the mother who remains
lonely at her own fireside,

To a mother the quality of her home-atmosphere
should be the firit consideration. She is a mother
before she is a house-mother ; a wife more completely
than a house . The cultivation of h e 10

and professional suceess, have thrown domesticity into
the Fackground. It seems scarcely fair that the more
varied and complex a wonan's surroundings are, the
more she is expected 1o prove herself equal to them,
If a man does one thing thoroughly, nothing more is
expected of hini; but with a woman, skill, even per-
fection in one point, will not exempt her from con-
demnation if she fails in others,

True advancement admits of no retrogression, It

is a fine tribute to latter-day eniture to find that those
who would be a credit to its teachings must prove
their capacities in the administration of every detail
as certainly as their fitnesy to rival the opposing sex
in other fields.  With soulful conviction we affirm
that even though a woman may be far removed from
any necessity of using this knowledge in a practical
way, it must be acquired before her education be pro-
nounced complete.
“* What does house-keeping embrace ?° one may
It would be more pertinent to inquire what in
ay of skill, and tact, and knowledge does it not
need. It certainly requires serious knowledge and
applica hand 10 every detail, kn«}winﬁ the
reason why of every rule ; it is concerned with all that
can render the family abode healthful, pleasant, and
comfortable.

as
the w
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'S GATE, QUEBEC.

nature which may enable us to elevate those we love,
1o help them to rise to their Lest and highest, to crush
that which is base and low, to cheer and encourage.
This refining, ennobling spiritual influence forms the
sure foundation of a true home, linding the family
with ties which time, and distance, and even death
will have no power to destroy.
panion implies a sympathetic being ready to
enter with hearty zest into all that interests and
amuses those about her.  There are some who are so
engrossed by their household concerns that they have
no ear for the weary husband who on his return from
his daily toil, vainly turns to his wife for comfort. He
has, perhaps, been troubled with business affairs, but
knows it would be quite hopeless to obtain sympathy
on such tiresome topics.  Well be it for him'if Lc be
not assailed with complaints of petty home vexations.
He enjoys music, his wife takes no interest in the
charms of harmony ; he delights in pictures, she
openly declares that art jargon bores he man may
love books, the partner of his fireside sts that it
makes her nervous to hear him turning over the pages
—how much better it would be to talk to her. Then

4

she tells him (in minute detail) about Susan’s de-
ficiencies, her own and the children’s ailments, abuses
the butcher, and adds complacently how pleasant it is

its finest issues, her influence in developing individual
character, the fostering of each separate specimen in
the nursery garden, are interests worthy of woman's
highest devotion. As the results of these home-
king qualities, the English speaking nations have
produced a race of men and women to whom the
ideal conveyed by the word home is the dearest on
ecarth.

Curious Slips of Type.

How completely the sense of a sentence is altered
by the omission of an initial letter is shown in the
following current selections from various papers :

*The conflict was dreadful, and the enemy was
repulsed with great laughter.”

**In consequence of the numerous accidents occa-
sioned by skating on Taunten Lake, measures are to
be taken to put a top to it,”

When the President’s wife entered the humble
Ig-room of the miner, she was politely handed a

hai
The Russian soldier Kachkinoffoskewsky was found
dead with a long word sticking in his thr-t,”
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“The May Queen.”

SILVERPEN,

**The earth herse!f is adorning,
This sweet May morning,
And children m,mllln. on ev
In a thousand valleys tar and w
Fresh flowers ;—while the sun shines warm,
And the babe iup- up on hils mother's grm.**

AY-DAY! What

memories of childhood

rise at that word !
What recollections of inno-
cent delights and youthful
pleasures !

In olden times the May-day
" was ushered in with mirth,
music and flowers, Youn
girls went forth into the fields
to bathe their faces in the early dew, and children
rambled through wood and grove to gather fresh
fowers wherewith to adorn their homes, or perhaps
to weave garlands about the throne of their chosen
May-Queen.

Not entirely a fancy of the past is this pretty estival,
born though it may be of Pagan origin (and, by the
by might we not compliment the ancients on their
excellent taste in doing homage to the month of
flowers) ; for the pupils of many English schools have
recently revived this ancient custom,

In accordance with their annual usage, the girls of
Leaside School had elected their May-Queen, the
honor falling upon Sybil Grove,

For weeks the celebration had been anticipated
with keen delight, and by none more eagerly than the
winsome queen-elect. The eventful morning arrived
at last.  Aroused from their slunibers at dnyﬁrﬂk by
the village choir, who were stationed on the old
church tower 1o herald in the dawn, the children were
soon away in the woods gathering loads of dewy
blossoms,

Surely no queen who had been crowned with jewel-

dhrop have I been takin' these three months,
shnn{,ew—lhmku all over the floor !”
emitted a yell,

** Nonsense ! ” cried the man, sternly.  But at that
moment his foot stepped on a wriggling, soft hissing
coil. He made a quick stride, and landed on another

il. Now, lhnroughly alarmed himself, terrified as
if P d by malign ench , he, too, gave
a howl, and landed plump in the middle of the dining-
room table beside the cook. In the profound silence
that fell, he could hear a strange, slimy rustling all
over the room,

**Shnakes " yelled Mary, with redoubled emphasis,
Being out of reach of harm the gentleman recovered
himself sufficiently to light & match and then the gas
beside him.  He looked over the edge of the table,
and, behold, the floor was literally alive with small
serpents.  The sight was horrible and incredible.
After some hesitation he screwed up courage enough
to make a dive for the tongs, and in a few minutes ﬁr
had filled the coal box with seventeen Anguillas, aud
had covered them up safely. The next morning his
two boys woke him up.

It’s
Here she

proc  »d by the finest files. Iron in large masses
resist very well ; when in sufficiently fine powder
it ac .y takes fire spontaneously, burning with
great eneigy the moment it is hmug':n into contact
with the air. Fortunately, filings, such as are neces-
sary, are an article of ¢ ree, being fi d
extensively in Switzerland, and they may be procured
from any large drug store,

All that is necessary is to dip a magnet in the
filings, and lift as much as it wil carry. The flame
of a spirit lamp is then passed over the ﬁlinFl once or
twice, so as to ignite them over the whole surface,
after which they will continue to burn, and if held
high and shaken they produce remarkably brilliant
ellects,

We have performed this experiment upon every
scale, using in some cases a small ten-cent magnet,
and in others a row of a dozen electro-n nets—the
poles being wide apart, and the current quite strong,
The magnets were all firmly fixed to the same bar of
wood, which was considerably edevated. When this
bar was struck lightly with a Klmmer. a perfect sheet
of burning iron fell down, and the effect was almost
indescriba bl

‘*Say, Pop, we had a bully time y y. We
brought home a lot of eels, as many as we could carry,
They were all dead and frozen sliﬂylike canes, Can't

we have 'em for
She says she can,”

*“Where did you put them?” demanded their
parent,

** Why we stond 'em up in the dining-room by the
register to thaw 'em out,”

*“ You succeeded admirally,” was the curt reply.

breakfast? Mary can cook eels,

A Shower of Fire.

those who see it for the first time, few experi-
ments are more striking than the burning of iron.
Iron is lly regarded as an i bustit
i we make our pokers out of iron and not

led diadem had ever a more g throne ged
to receive her majestic form. frue. no gold, drawn
from the secret recesses of mother earth, glittered
about that seat of honor ; but the pale golden blossoms
of field and meadow were strewn in rich profusion
about the platform whereon the irl-queen would be
seated.  Cowslip, laburnum, tulips and buttercups
shed their yellow lustre all around, while blossoms of
richer hue were scattered here and there,

The school children were awaiting the coming of
their queen ; the maids of honor were in readiness to
attend the royal presence ; the crown was already in
the hands n?une selected for the delicate task of
crowning the fair favorite ; yet she came not 1 Ever
one wondered at her ahsence, knowing full well how
she had looked forward to this auspicious day—the
gayest of her brief young life,—and some one, hasten-
ing to learn the cause of her delay, returned with
saddened mien, bearing the mournful tidi that
during the silent hours of the night litile Sybil had
been called hence to receive a crown more glorious
and fadeless than any earthly tribute of honor,

A solemnity fell upon the merry crowd ; even the
most thuughtau were touched this unlooked for
calamity. ~ Presently, after a tearful consultation with
their teacher, a few were chosen to bear the floral
crown to the house of mourning, and place it rever-
ently upon the cold, white brow of their d 1

out of wood, because the latter hurns easily while an
iron poker resists a very hot fire,  Our stoves, 100,
are made of iron for the same reason, and when iron
is seen burning fiercely it is a great surprise to most
people.  Dr, iestly, the discoverer nful{gen, used
to carry about with him a small flask of this gas for
the purpose of amusing his friends by showing them
the burning of a piece of iron, just as Wollaston, in
after years, used to carry about a small battery made
out of a lady’s thimble, with which he was in the
habit of exhibiting the ignition of a piece of very fine
platinum wire,

There are several ways by which the combustibility
of iron may be shown. The most common method is
to set fire to a piece of watch-spring in a jar of
oxygen. Another is to throw a jet of oxygen on a

iece of cast iron laid on ignited charcoal. " The iron
Elm and burns with wonderful brilliancy, throwing
off sparks until the effect is almost dazzling. We
have fused as much as an ounce of metal at one time
in this way. A third method is to drop iron filings
into oxygen, passing them through a ring of flame, so
that they hecame highly heated  before they entered
the pure gas. A fourth method is to support a mass
of filings on the end of a magnet, and ignite them in
a large jar of oxygen. The whole arrangement may

d in

schoolmate ; and, a little later, when the children in
groups of two and three passed through the death
chamber to take a last farewell and lay a tribute of
flowers beside the lifeless form of their dead queen,
the sadness and the sting of death seemed to pass
away hefore those lovely blossoms that truly bore a
message of a life beyond' the tomb,

No Wonder She Was Afraid,

LKING about fish, saysa writer in the Zuterior,

reminds me of a little adventure that ha

to one of our Boston authors last fall, He had
been dining out, and arrived at his door step rather
late. He is not, let it be hastily said, a drinking
man. He was greatly startled at hearing shrieks of a
high feminine key reverberating from the inside of his
home. The sounds of fright were plainly Iish, and
lnppmln( that h::cook was being murdered, at the
enst, n.

There was a dim light in the hall, He followed
the increasing noise into the unlighted dining-room.
There he saw the u n outline of a woman
blanching upon the dining-1able.

“0 ', mercy, nﬁnﬂm of Nations !
Murthur ! it‘- bewitched I be ! Help ! *

“For Heaven's sake, Mary ! cried
mbdiwhgth«hkunkhdmd«n
bead, * Imm uiet, and tell me what's the matter.”

“ Holy r;-l" howled the woman. * Not a

Help!

prey s and the filings may be ignited
by ‘passing a voltaic current through an iron wire
which touches the filings. The combustion is exceed-
ingly rapid and wonderfully brilliant.

"l{-e simplest method of showing the combustion of
iron consists in suspending iron filings from the poles
of a magnet, and setting them on fire with a common
spirit lamp. They burn slmvl{ but brilliantly in the
open air, and as lhez'kcepfaling from the ‘magnet
they form a remarkably curious and brilliant shower
of fire. If the magnet L slightly tapped, the shower
is increased, and if it be swung through the air a
shower of fire is projected in all directions. Few
experiments are more simple or more astonishingly

brilliant than this,

It is now nearly thirty since this method of
burning iron was descril by .leﬂms, and yet even
now it is not generally known. e reason for this
is that although frequently described in books and

pers, the point upon which success or failure turns
E:n not been generally disclosed, and some of those
who have understood it have endeavored to keej) it a
secret.  We have freq ly exhibited the «xp
in lectures, and sometimes, by means of electro-mag-
hn::l.onnvery large scale, and on every occasion it

duced 8 most profornd } .

mufma-liululhucdvﬂyﬁu
filings. Over and over again parties have wrilien to
us. *“We have tried your experiment with the iron
filings, and have been unable 1o succeed,” The fact

was that they had to some hlacksmith’s
scraped up some of the iron filings from the X
and used them, might as well have used ten-

penny nails. The filings must be of the finest kind,

JAD

Lazy or Modest.

N army officer related to a reporter of the

Washington Star this story :

When I was a lieutenant during the first
year of the war, and we were in Virginia, we had in
the company a stubby, illiterate, lazy fellow named
Jack Scudder. He was terribly slouchy, hut I noticed
that whenever there was a skirmisl Jack always
wanted to be in it.

One day about twenty of our men were caught on
a rocky knoll by a battalion of cavalry from the other
side. ‘There was a great deal of shooting, but the
odds were too great for our wen, who presently stole
out of their hiding-place and made their enc-g.

All of them di(f, that is to say, except Jack Scudder,
who remained alone at the top of the knoll
among the boulders, blazing away from moment to
moment.  The cavalrymen could not get at him with-.
out dismounting. At length a Union regiment came
in sight, and the Confederates ran.

0 Jack came down—the hero of the hour, I
was for making a corporal of him, and called him in
for a little talk before taking active measures in h.s
behalf.

‘“Are you aware, Jack,” said I “that you did a
very brave thing in that fight this afternoon ?”

' What fight, lieutenant 1" he responded.

**Don’t be so modest,” said I; “you know what

he.”
ﬁx"\'uu mean the half-fight, don’t you, lieutenant ?
Them rebs didn't fight. nly the bluecoats fit,"

** Well, none of them did hut you.”

“Isthat so? T wuzn't noticin’, ”

** Didn’'t you know they all ran away, and left you
there alone

““Well, I noticed 1 felt kinder lonesome.”

*“That't all right, Jack,” said I, getting to the
point.  “You digu brave an act as a soldier could
do, and I want you to be rewarded for i”

** What did I do, lieutenant ?*

**You didn’t run away as the others did.” Jack
chuckled as though comething funny had occurred to
him,

** Why, lieutenant,” he said, * that wuznt bravery.
There was a lot of huckleberries up: there jist in reach
of where I wus layin’ among the rocks in t e sunshine,
and I wuz jist too lazy to run,”

Oranges Her Steady Diet.

N order to be healthy and beautiful, women should
make their habitual beverage of water into which

a little lemon juice has mixed, and they
should eat plenty of fruit in all seasons, are
especially recom , this fruit Ppossessing, it
n!wpun. emrmniiuuxe virtie. The Marquise de
requy, who died at the end of the last century at the
age , and was still then a most attractive old lady
with an apple-blossom complexion, an abundance of
snow-white, silky hair, and all her teeth unimpaired,
lived during the Tast 40 years of her life almost exclu-
sively on oranges, She was wont to eat a dozen of
them for her breakfast, and the same number for lun.
cheon and dinner, accompanied each time a few
thin slices of rye bread and a how] of chicken broth,

—

An exchange says that preserves may be from
heunﬁzmldy tting a few drops of
around E&jzbehemiqml::

but sure preventive.
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A Few Words With Our Readers.

A goodly portion of our time is pleasantly occupied
each day in perusing kind letters that come from our
friends and subscribers in every part of this North
American continent,

These letters are happy and grateful epistles,
breathing satisfaction, pleasure, and the best wishes
of the writers for the continued prosperity of Our
HowmE, and increase of its circulation. These wel-
come letters have a tonic effect ; they sustain us in
our efforts ; they give us increased zeal and power in
our work of providing suitable matter for the varied
tastes of our readers ; they give us an assurance that
‘we are becoming an agency for the spreading of a
wholesome literature that js fast taking the place of
the sensational paper and the weakening and sickly
novels of the age.

Ovk HoME is truly a marvel of honest journalism.
Its low price twenty-five cents a year, is of course,
one of the great features of its success, and has been
the means of placing it in thousands of far-off country
homes where pure and cheap literature is thoroughly
appreciated.

The steady increasing circulation in our country
districts from month to month is truly marvellous ;
and at the present time, we can with truth and con-
fidence assert that Ovk HomE has the largest monthly
circulation of any family paper in the Dominion of
Canada.  Our increase of circulation for the month
of April tuns away up into the thousands—a rate of
increase that would eause joy and gladness in the
sanctums of our largest dailies were they to increase
their circulation as rapidly.

This healthy increase in the cities, towns and
country districts of the land is drawing to our columns
an increased amount of the'best advertising. Asa
rule, good and judicious advertisers use the best and
most popular papers by which to reach the public.
Our HOME is now a paying medium for all live busi-
ness men who are desirous of reaching the masses.
Our circulation is a bona fide one, and all advertise-
ments are so well arranged and displayed, that they
are read by every reader of the paper,

It may be remarked here, that we are very par-
ticular regarding the ch of adverti that
appear in our columns. We are therefors in a position
to vouch for the honesty of all advertisers who make

7

their geods known through Ouk Home. This i
something that cannot be done by the great majority
of newspapers, who, for the sake of dollars and cents,
will often accept advertising that is intended to mis-
lead and defrand the simple, thoughtless and unwary,

Sixty Years of Progress.

A GLOWING REVIEW OE THE QUEEN'S REIGN,

Y next autumn, if all goes well, Her Majesty

will have reigned longer than any previous

British monarch.  The year which is to be
thus honored is therefore opened in the Edinburgh
Revicw with an article on the reign of the Queen.
It is a brilliant retrospect, fitted to awaken a deep
imperial patriotism, and to confirm our faith in
progress,

HOW THE EMPIRE HAS GROWN,

Population and area have immensely extended.
** There are seventy-five people living in these islands
now for every fifty who were alive when the Queen
came to the throne.”  We have added 275,000 square
miles—a territory larger than Austria—in India ;
80,000 square miles—a space asvast as Great Britain -
in the rest of Asia ; 200,000 square s—a region
as large as Germany —in South Africa ; and in East
Africa, 1,000,000 square miles —or about half the
extent of European Russia.  Our possessions in North
America and in Australasia cover one-ninth of the
carth’s dry land. Canada has been politically reor-
‘,:nniscd. and translated from rebellion to distinguished
oyalty.  Constitutional self-government has been
given to Australasia, which may count on an expan-
sion in the next century similar to that of the United
States in this.  The British Empire

**now embraces an area of 8,500,000 square miles,
or, if the subordinate Indian States and the possess-
ions of the African Companies be included, of
10,000,000 square miles. It contains a population of
some 350,000,000 people.  Nearly one person out of
every four on the earth owes allegiance, directly or
indirectly, to the Queen. . ... Its area is larger than
that of Russia... .Itis very doubtful whether China,
Y’!Ilmluui as she is, supports so many people as the
ritish Empire,”

ITHE REIGN OF STEAM AND ELECTRICITY.

* When the Queen was born. it was literally true
that man could not travel faster than the Pharaohs,”
The first of the great trunk lines—that between Lon-
don and Birmingham —was not opened till 1838,
A third-class railway ride in 1844 from London to
Exeter took sixteen hours and a half. In 1842 there
were only 18,000,000 passengers. Now there are
900,000,000, eight out of nine of whom are third-
class. The mileage of railways is now 20,000 ; and
their capital has sprung from £55,000,000 o £1,000,-
000,000, At the :{)ueen's accession steam navigation
of the Red Sea and of the Atlantic was ** proved " 10
be impossible.  In 1838 the Sirius and the Great
Western crossed the Atlantic. The Sirius, of 700
tons and 320 horse-power, took eighteen days from
Cork to New York.  The Campania, of 12,000 tons
and 30,000 horse-power, does it now in a little over
five,

Our commercial navy totalled in 1840 23,000 ves-
sels, almost all of wood. and 2,800,000 tons, including
770 steam vessels, of 87,000 tons ; but in 1894 num-
bers 21,000 vessels, mostly all of iron and steel, and
nearly 9,000,000 tons, of which 6,000,000 tons go by
steam.  Electric telegraphy was not when the Queen
came to the throne. The first year of her reign was
the first of the electric telegraph. The Channel cable
was only laid in 1851, the Atlantic cable in 1866.
Since 1870, when the telegraphs were taken over by
the State, the number :rinlmd messages has risen
from 10,000,000 to more than 70,000,000 a year,
Then it was one wire, one message, at eighty words
a minute.  Now six messages can travel by one wire
at a speed of 600 words a minute.  And the telephone
has come in to relieve the telegraph. Postage in
1837 cost four pence a letter from London to Wind-
sor, to Edinburgh thirteen-pence.

Exports and imports combined amounted in_ 1837
to about £140,000,000; in 1894 to more than £680,-
000,000.  Then 1,200 articles were subject to Cus-
toms duty ; now less than one dozen,

ARE THE PEOPLE BETTER OFF ?

But “are the people better off than they were in
18372" In 1842 every penny of the Income Tax
raised, exclusive of Ireland, £700,000 ; now it brings
in (inclusive of Ireland) two and a quarter millions
sterling.  Probate duty was paid on £50,000,000 in
18&:’; in 1894, £164,000,000. While the -
lation has increased by fifty per cent., the wealth of
the countryh bled.  Agriculture has not ad d

g

like other industries ; but land in Great Britain

under Schedule B. stood at £46,000,000 &

year in 1842, and in 1894 was not less but slightly
more.

Paupers in England and Wales numbered, in 1839,

1,137,000, and in 1842, 1,429,000, but now only

The poor lived in cellars, and had none of the
modern means of access to the country. The few
parks were closed to them, No wonder that, in
1837, committals in England and Wales numbered
23,600 ; in 1893 there were 12,300,

The convict population in 1833 was §0,000 ; by
1893 it had fnl‘:n to 4,345 prisoners and perhaps
2,000 ticket-of-leave men. In 1837 there was no
effective police force anywhere in Great Britain save
in London.

Then the lower orders were seething with discon-
tent, breaking out into riots and Chartism.  But now
**universal content has succeeded universal agitation.”
Wages are higher. The necessities and I\nmr:cs of
the poor are cheaper.  Legislation has regulated con
ditions of labor and has compelled sm:'g:liun: and
the free library is coming to be almost universal,

The first annual grant made by the State for
education dates from 1839. Then the grant was
£30,000 : now it is £9,000,000.

“* In 1850 one child out of every 89 people was at
school, but one person out of every 20 was a pauper,
and one out of every 700 was a criminal. In 1890
one child out of every eight was at school ; but only
one person out of every 36 was a pauper, and only
um-l person out of every 2,400 was committed for
trial.”

Sooial difficulties are grave, but decreasing.  When
the Queen came to the throne, economic opinion
recognised but one god-—self-interest, and Adam
Smith as his ,»mphel. Now the prevnilin‘. tendency
has registered itself in the word ** altruism.

IS IT A REIGN OF MEDIOCRITY ?

It may be objected that life is being reduced to a
dead level of mediocrity.  In architecture we have
produced the Houses of Parliament, the Thames
‘mbankment, and most of the bridges over the
Thames. In literature, Macaulay, Hallam, Grote
and Froude redeem history, as Thackeray, Charlotte
Bronté, George Eliot and Dickens redeem fiction,
and Wordsworth and Tennyson poetry, from the
charge of mediocrity.

** An age which has done more to dominate nature,
and 10 explain nature, than all the preceding centur-
ies, cannot rightly be char with inferiority of
intellect.”  The right of inquiry has been vindicated.
Yet the progress of free thought *“ has not been fol-
lowed by any decline in religions fervour.” ¢ More
money has been raised for church building, church

ion, church end nt and missi y effort,
both at home and abroad, than at any previous period
of our history,”

The reviewer concludes, Pearson and Nordau not-
withstanding, that the last sixty years reveal progress,
not decline.

Curiosities of the Literary Worship.
Vagaries of:; -louo-cruy.

THI‘I most extravagant instance of literary relic
worship on record is said to be that of a well-

known Englishman, who constantly wears, in a
small locket attached to a chain around the neck, a
portion of the charred skull of Shelley. Of ate years
a great mv persons have visited the former residence
ulglhr late Victor Hugo 1o see a tooth of that celebrity
which is kept in a small glass case with this inscrip-

tion : **Tooth drawn from the jaw of Victor Hugo by
the dentist on Wednesday, August 11, 1871, at Vian-
den, in the garden attached to the house of Mme.

Koch, at three o’clock in the afternoon,”

In the year 1816, a tooth of the famous Sir Isaac
Newton was sold at auction by a relic m of
London and was purchased ann.n English nmun
for a sum equal to $3,650 in dian currency. The
buyer had a costly diamond removed from a favorite
ring and the tooth set in its place. The wig that
Sterne wore while writing Tristram Shandy was sold
at public auction soon after the great writer’s death
for the sum of £2, and the favorite chair of Alex
ander Pope brought £1,000 at a sale in 1822,

The Rev. W. Williams, in his ** Personal Reminis-
cences of C. I1. Spurgeon,” tells an anecdote concern-

ing the great as a smoker. Some gentleman
wrote to Mr, & b u(lng ““he had d he
smoked, and mﬂ not believe it true.  Would Mr.

mvgem write and tell him if it really was so?”
was the reply : * Dear ——, I cultivate my flow
ers and burn my weeds.  Yours, C. H. Spurgeon.”




OUR HOME.

A Chat With Ibsen at Home.

BRIGHT and well illustrated sketch of Ihsen

at home is contributed to the New England

Magazine by Mr. Edgar O. Achorn. The
writer first met the dramatist at the Grand Hotel,
Christiania, and thus described his first impressions :

““He is a man of striking personality. His hair is
long and , and he wears it combed straight up
from his ﬂ: ead. The forehead itself is higk, broad
and prominent, His whiskers are gray and bushy ;
and he wears large gold-bowed spectacles. Tﬁc
lower pirt of his face sinks into insignificance heside
these more marked characteristics. I can scarcely
sce his eyes under the beetling brows and behind his
spectacles ; I make them out 1 be small and blue,
and I have the sensation of being peered at instead of
looked at. His nose is small and irregular ; his
mouth, small, firm and straight. He was dressed in
a black broadcloth coat, double breasted, long and
closely buttoned, a white satin tie and dark tiousers,
while a silk hat, a walking stick, a pair of brown cot-
ton gloves and his spectacle-case lay near him. He
was sipping a glass of Scotch whiskey and soda.

*“ He spoke very slowly and with a reserve that was
little less than coldness, ~ He drew a long black comb
fiom his inside pocket, and proceeded to set his hair
more on end, if' possible, than it already was. The
fecling took possession of me that, himself so given to
studying others, he was the kind of man who would

ive one very little insight into his own thoughts and
eelings unless he chose t0.”

Ibsen confessed *“ T am not a good English scholar,
I have read very many American authors, however,
as Holmes, Emerson and Howells, but mostly through
German translations. So far as I have read, Am
erican li as imp 1 me very f; bly.”

‘““THE WOMAN'S POET.”

Mr. Achotn considers that in nothing probably has
Ibsen provoked more diseussion than in his general
treatment of he position of woman. In writin
“The Doll’s House,” he won for himself the title o
“the woman’s poet ;" altha Ibsen himself declares
“I have never atlempted to demonstrate in any book
of mine a theory of woman’s working out her own
salvation alone, living a happy and successful life in a
sphere entirely independent of man.”

His advocacy of équal freedom for woman and man
which so shocks conventional Europe, is only a de-
mand for what American women have made familiar :

“ Personally Ibsen is veg fond of women; and
they, in turn, are very fond of him. Not unfrequent]
one sees him on the street or lunching at the cafe witl
some favorite and favored young lady. Ileis very

llant.
iPlhse-n thinks his work has made most impression in
Germany.

‘AN IDEAL HOME.”

Mr. Achorn had the good fortune subsequently to
be invited to the dramatist’s home in the Victoria
Terrace, *‘perhaps the most attractive building of
the kind in the fashionable quarter of Chris' nia.
Ibsen’s home is an ideal one.” The visitor was
““struck with the excellent taste displayed on eve
hand, and with the collection of painti whi
adorns the walls.” They are mostly works of old
Italian masters collected by Ibsen during his life in
Ttaly, and views of Norwegian scenery. Everything
in and about the study is scrupulously neat and in
perfect order. Ibsen writes at his table by the
window.

A MAN OF MOODS AND TENSES.

** If one were to ask me of my personal impressions
of Ibsen, I should say that the first glance at his
mighty forchead, his sl hair, his sharp eye, his
firm mouth, his ruddy complexion, his compact build,
made me feel that there was a tremendous power be-
hind it all, and that Henrik Ibsen was a man of in-
tense t t and passion. [Ihsen’s facial expression
is remarkable. Under intense feeling, his face hard-
ens, his color deepens and his eyes blaze. Instinc-
tively one looks for shelter, feeling that the storm is
about lohebum. l:l:ly lbel sk;s cileu. the face
softens, the eyes t merrily, there is a suggestion
of dimples at the corners of the mouth, and an expres-
sion at once very droll and very wlnnin‘ plays upon
the features. Heis a man of moods. If you catch
him at one time or if you * hit him right,’ he will do
what mppemmion would induce him to do at an-
other.  Friends to whom I spoke of my own pleasant
meetings with him told me that he is often un-
nwmable.

THE WORLD FROM ‘‘IBSEN’S WINDOW.”

* He lives a methodical life. He is found at work
in his study in the forenvon. At one o'clock he turns
up at the Grand Hotel, which he calls his second
home, for lunch. Wkerever he has lived, Ibsen has
always selected some cafe or of public resort to
vhkrllelmlmm daily, where, free from

molestation, he could observe all that was going on
about him,

““In the window of the hotel over my head it is his
wont to sit and study the people, until this watch
tower has come by common consent to be recognised
as his, and is known as  ILsen’s window.’

“From his vantage ground at the hotel window, a
sweep of the eye presents to the poet nearly every
phase of human life; royalty, the statesman, the
soldier, the actor, the student, the reveller, the travel-
ler from foreign parts, the high and low, the rich and
poor,—all are included.

Ibsen on the street *“moves along with his head
well thrown back, a favorite attitude being one in
which his hands are clasped behind him.  Everybody
knows him, and he receives the salutations of his ac-

Two Eminent Musicians.

THE LATE AMBROISE THOMAS,

T is said that the late Ambroise Thomas was the
only composer to whom it was permitted to assist
in the flesh at the thousandth performance of one

of his own compositions. The work referred to was
the opera “ Mignon,” the thousandth representation
of which took place in May, 1894.

The late Director of the Paris Conservatoire and
President of the French Institute was born at Metz in
1811, A short time ago he was interviewed for the
Strand Musical Mag and the following p
from such recent recollections are interesting at this

3unimnnca by raising his hat with a courtliness and
ignity which mark the gentleman of the old school.

“ Ihsen’s wife is IivingL. and he has a son—a doctor
of philosophy and ing of a dipl —married
to a daughter of Bjornson.

‘* He mingles but little in society. He is found oc-
casionally at a dinner or gathering of the literary set,
when it is said he unbends and is very affable.” He
never attends church.

*“ Ibsen is reputed to be a wealthy man, as the term
is applied in Norway. The income from his books,
cmmird with his own prudence and sagacity, has
made him so,

Epicurean Food.

HERE are few persons of wide experience in

matters of food who do not acknowledge the

superiority of the home table over restaurant or

hotel fare, The secret of cooking a large quantity of

food so that it shall be done as daintil ln((‘ perfectly

as the accomplished home cook does ;er work, is yet
unsolved.

The very best hotel fare soon becomes monotonous,
The very system with which everything must be done,
and the large menu itsell which must be furnished
every day, makes elaborate changes of fare impossible,
The true epicure demands ouality, not quantity. He
is the exact opposite of a glutton. On the contrary, he
can regale himself with toast and cheese, so long as
the toast is daintily browned and the cheese ** good,
fat and mellow:" “There is a vulgar idea that it shows
grossness to pay grave attention to matters of mere
food, and that the term epicure implies something of
reproach,  Nothing can be further from the truth
T{: person who is indifferent to his food and eats
greedily whatever is set before him resembles in this
but one animal which eats promiscuously whatever is
thrown to it,

All the greatest epicures have heen abstemious
eaters, ‘A true epicure,” says a famous French
writer, *‘can dine well on one dish, provided it is ex-
cellent of its kind.”

Good living does not mean expensive living, but
living in such a manner that all the table service shall
be refined and wholesome, even though only bread
and butter and potatoes are served, Fl'hc bread may
be the lightest, sweetest, home-made loaf ; such bread
as poets have considered worthy of commndation ;
not the bread of which Hood “wrote as ** A heavy
compound of pnur and lead.” The butter may b
the most perfect golden balls that ever left the dairy
of ‘“neat-handed Phyllis.” The potatoes may be
mealy and perfectly cooked, balls of snowy whiteness,
that crumble at the touch of a fork. A true epicure
could dine on such a meal, while he would turn away
with disgust from a table loaded to surfeit with costly
food ly cooked and vulgarly served. This is the

““ Fortune has treated me with clemency (he said).
Arriving in Paris in 1828, I entered the Conservatoire,
then under the direction of Cheribini.

‘“1 chose the piano in preference to the violin, be-
lieving it to be more materially helpful to the com-
poser.  The following year I carried off my first prize
As soon as I gained the Prix de Rome I left for Italy.
There I wrote a Requiem Mass, which formed, as it
were, the first landmark in my career.

‘1 do not wish to appear opposed to modern music,
but I do not like imitators of the German school.
There is too much nebulous philosophy and not suffici-
ent inspiration. Mendlssohn is unjustly neglected
nowadays,

*“In France we are actually surrounded by German.
ism. Wagner? A great musician, a great intellect,
but too German—for us. Nevertheless, Wagner has
indisputably written, very beautiful passages.

““Why have I never written symphonies? I have
never dared to; the glamour of Beethoven is so dazzl-
ing that 1 felt myself timid, diffident. At the start 1
found myself engaged in dramatic music, and, indeed,
on having found success in that direction, T thought it
wiser to continue. At first I composed at the piano,
but as I progressed 1 took to writing my scores
straight ofl.

“The most gratifying emotion that I have ex-
perienced during my long carcer was the free perform-
ance of *“ Mignon " on the day following the gala. It
gave an imprint of a national character to my work.”

The Menestrel of February 16th contains a special
memoir of Ambroise Thomas, by M. Arthur Pougin,
and the new musical magazines all contain obituary
notices,

THE LATE HENRY LESLIE, OF LESLIE'S CHOIR.

On the day after Sir Joseph Barnby was laid to rest,
came the news of the death of Mr. Henry Leslie, an-
other famous choir-trainer. It was Henry Leslie’s
choir that to some extent first made Sir Joseph Barn-
by a name by the exquisite rendering of ** Sweet and
Low.”  Several accounts of this choir, varying some-
what in dewil, are given in the current musical
magazines, but the following outline of his career will
give some idea of the work undertaken by Henry Les-
lie half a century ago.

It was in 1855 that seven ladies and gentlemen met
at Blagrove's Rooms in Mortimer Street to practice

ied part-songs, conducted by Henry Les
lie and Frank Mori. In a few months there were
thirty-five voices, and the practising took place at the
Hanover Square Rooms, The first concert was also
given here in the next year. By 1858 there were
eighty members, and the choir appeaed at Bucking-
ham Palace to take part in the festivities of 1
Princess Royal's marriage. Leslie labored unremit-
tingly, reviving older \vlle and introducing new com-
positions. The most notable event, perhaps, was the
revival of Tallis’s great ** Forty-Part § " written

reason why the home table is the most Y
where the mistress of the of the house is an intelligent,
refined woman, who knows the use of her saucepans.
It is in such a household, where the refining touch of
a woman's house-keeping is everywhere seen, where
the work is done from love, not by hired hands, that
the best food is served and the entire memage of the
house is most satisfactory to a person of cultured taste,
Good food, the daintiest, best of food, if m

by an intelligent head of the house, costs but little.
It is the lavish display of abundance, the food that is
finally thrown away, which costs extravagantly. It
is an easy matter for a wasteful servant to throw away
as much as is consumed on the table. Where the
muu:smm of the table is left to the servants the

the supplies consumed may be trebled without

for eight choirs of five parts each. In 1 when
over two hundred had heen given in the
twenty-five years of its existence, the choir aj

for the last time at Windsor, and disbanded. 1
attempts were made to bring it to life again, but in
vain. Henry Leslie was born in 1822 or 1823, and
during the last few years lived in retirement near
Oswestry,

“Jack Robinson.”

ORD ELDON relates that during the parlia-
mentary debates on. the India , when Mr.
Jobhn Robinson was Secretary to the Treasury,

any actual d y ; yet the service may be infinitely
meaner than one that costs one-quarter, and is under
the intelligent management of an educated woman,
her innate refinement by the sweetness
of her bread and the daintiness of all her culinary
work, as much as in the neatness, the air of the place
mdmﬁheuﬁmdlm&hmm’k.lhnp:ude

an Such a home—**a tem| the
hearth, over hy household gods, whose
face none may come but those whom t!

can receiv
with love”—is the noblest achievement of woman.

Sheridan, on one evenin‘, when Fox's niajorities were
d ing, said, * Mr. Speaker, this is not at all to be .

d at, when a ber is employed to corrupt
everybody in order to obtain votes.” Upon this there
was a great out alniost everybody in the house
“Whoisit?” ‘“Name him! Name him!” *Sir,”
said Sheridan to the Speaker, * I shall not name the
pers.a. It is an un nt and invidious thing to do
%0 ; and, therefore, I shall not name him. But don’t
su) s Sir, that T abstain because there is any dif-
ficulty in naming him ; I could do that, Sir, as soon
as you could say * Jack Robinson.’”




OUR HOME.

Is Mars Inhabited ?

BY PROF, MALCOLM MENEILL.

HE question of the habitability of other planets

than the earth has always been a fascinating

one to many people, and there have been end
less speculations on the sabject, most of them without
any scientific basis.  When the question is narrowed
down to the inquiry whether any of the planets are
in a physical condition to support life in any form
resembling the forms with which we are acquainted
on the earth, the present state of our knowledge leads
to the conclusion that Mars and Venus present the
only possibilities of an afirmative reply, and of the
two, Venus, by reason of her practically continuous
covering of cloud, gives little chance for investigation,
leaving Mars as the only object toward which it is
worth while to direet our attention,

Mr. Percival Lowell thinks that the observations of
other astronomers, and more especially his own obser-
vations during the opposition of 1804, have gone a
long way toward solving the question affirmatively,

|
|
l
|
|

body of water except along the edges of the melting
ice-cap.

Now as to the canals, They are markings on the
body of the planet, practically straight, crossing each
other at all sorts of angles, several frequently coming
together at the sam= point.  Their length averages
about 1,500 miles, One that Mr. Lowell measured
was over 3,800 miles in length.  They are very nar
row, perhaps not more than fifteen to thirty miles in
breadth.  They are not seen at all seasons of the
Martian year, but develop as the cap disappears,
What Mr. Lowell calls oases are rounded patches at
the junction points of the canals and these come into

| view at about the same time as the canals, or perhaps

a little later.  There is no instrumental evidence that
either the canals or vases are 1 odies of water.  They
appear in the same place, opposition after opposition
wavxing and waning with the seasons, and they must
be in some way connected with them. Mr. Lowell
insists that these canals and oases are masses of vege-
tation, stirred into activity by the supplies of water
furnished by the melting of the polar ice-caps ; that
what we sce is not the irrigating ditch itself, but

and moreover he argues that the *‘canals™ and | the strip of land about it stirred into activity by

“oases " present a condition of affairs
which can be best explained by the
hypothesis that they were constiucted
by living beings  His arguments are
perhaps best summarized in his own
words, taken from the Atlantic :

-, . We find in the first place

that the broad, physical conditions of
the planet are not antagonistic to some
form of life ; secondly, that there is an
apparent dearth of water upon  the
planet’s surface and therefore if beings
of sufficient intelligence inhabited i,
they would have to resort to irrigation
to support life; thirdly, that there turns
out to be a network of markings cover
ing the disc precisely counterparting
what a system of irrigation would look
like 3 and, lastly, that there is a set of
spots placed where we should expect to
find the lands thus artificially fertilized,
and beh ving as such constructed oases
should.”
s to his first contention that the
general physical condition of Mars is
not antagonistic to life, we know that
whatever atmosphere Mars has it is
much less dense than that of the earth
(Mr. Lowell estimates it at about one
seventh), although the evidence of
climatic changes indicates that the
temperature is not greatly different from
that to which we are accustomed,  We
know that if our earth should lose six-
sevenths of its atmosphere, or even a
much smaller fraction of it, the re-
mainder weuld not hold in enough of
the heat of the sun which reaches the
carth to prevent the freezing of all the
water on rface.  To avoid this
difficulty in the case of Mars, which
receives much less of the sun's heat
than we do, owing to its greater dis-
tance, Mr. Lowell argues that the
Martian atmosphere must e much
more highly charged with water vapor
than ours is. This seems hard 10
understand ir. view of his second argu-
ment that Mars is poorly supplied with
water,

We know that the axis of rotation of
Mars is inclined to his orhit at about
the same angle as is the earth’s 10 its
orbit, and that the supply of solar heat
will give rise 1o scasonal variations in
temperature not unlike the earth’s, and
for the past two hundred years we have had strong
evidence of climatic variation in the gradual disap-
pearance of the polar cap in the Martian summer,
and its formation again during the winter. Much of
the evidence goes to show that this polar cap is snow
or ice, and there is nothing strongly contradictory to
this idea. We may with reasonable safety conclude
that Mars is a body supplied with all those necessaries
10 existence, seasons, air, (a little), and water,

It seems highly probable that Mars is not nearly as
well supplied with water as is the earth.  Practically

its su

the whole of the equatorial regions of the (s)llncl seem |

to be land.  If one looks on one of the older maps he
will find a good many markings are labeled *‘ seas,”
“lakes,” etc., hut the more recent observations seem
to indicate that these are not bodies of water,  The
polariscope gives evidence in this direction, and also
we should occasionally catch the reflection of the sun
from some of them. [t has been computed that che
sun’s image from reflection in a body of water on
Mars should be as bright as a third magnitude star.
There seems 10 be no strong evidence of any great

CUPID IN THE DUMPS,

the annual pouring of the polar water through it

Furthermore, he argues very strenuously that the
straightness of these canals and their disposition over
the surface of the planet are an evidence that they
were artificially constructed by intelligent beings for
the purpose of distributing properly thieir scanty water
supply, and that it is highly improbable that they can
be natural features produced by causes similar to the
causes which bave produced mountain chains and
river valleys on the earth. e does not go into
details as to the amount of labor involved, but shows
that we might expect that the beings on a small planet
like Mars would be much larger and more powerful
than those on the earth.

Now most astronomers think that Mr. Lowell is
drawing conciusions entirely too great for his premises.
It is only a guess that the canals and oases are masses
etation, even granting that at present no more
ctory explanation can be given. Then, his
g that the igh of the canals shows
intelligent der is by no means conclusive, Mars
is not as rough in surface as is the earth, but there is

not a little evidence that the surface is not perfectly
level ; and it would seem to be evidence of greater
intelligence to have the. canal follow the natural un-
dulations of the ground, rather than to go straight
over hill and valley without regard to the general sur-
face, especially as the water it carries is partly used
along the entire route. The canal, according to his
theory, is not a closed conduit carrying water from
the polar supply to the oasis without any distribution
along the route, and there is, therefore, no evident
necessity for it to be straight and no gain in makin

it so. A great many of the canals and oases whicﬁ
seem to be supplied from the south polar water are
situated north of the equator, and this would seem to
be a lack of economy In arrangement scarcely to be
attributed to intelligent beings.

There are 100 many ifs about the theory to make it
a very tenable one. These canals and oases have
been seen by only a few astronomers and for no great
length of time.  We know little about them yet, and
it is premature to draw any such conclusicn as Mr.
Lowell has drawn.  Space has permitted the pointing
out of only one or two of the difficulties jn the way of
the acceptance of the theory.

While very few astronomers are
prepared absolutely to deny the ex-
istence of life on Mars, it seems prob-
able that a still smaller number think
that Mr. Lowell has by his observa-
tions and arguments, done very much
toward proving the existence of living
beings on the planet. The great
majority will probably say that our
knowledge is insufficient for either a
strong affirmation or a strong denial.

Mother's ;Iay.

ROBABLY nothing is more ex-
asperating in a small way to the
young wife than a comparison

innocently instituted on her hushand’s
part between her zuethuds and those
of his mother. It is the most natural
thing in the world that the man, ac-
customed from early childhood to
look upon his mother as the incar-
nation of all that is sweel, wise and
discreet, should fancy that no one can
approach her in these regards. It
does not the least detract from his love
and admiration for the dear young
creature who has given herself to him
that he does not always think her
housekeeping so perfect as that which
he remembers, not invariably find her
table so excellent as that to which 1.e
brought the ravenous appetite of a
growing hoy. Grown-up people are
apt to forget that very much of the
superlative excellence of the food
which they regretfully remember was
due 10 the fact that the palate of
childhood and early youth is less
critical than that n? maturity, and
that wholesome hunger needs no
special sauce.

The wife who is irritated by her
husband’s references to mother’s way
should have patience, recalling to
herself the oft-repeated maxim that
good sons make the best husbands,
and the man who thoroughly loves
his mother and honor: her to ihe full
will seldom give less than reverence
and enduring affection to his wife.

The fact remains, however, that the
new home is usuc'ly more harmonious
if separated altogether from the old
than if a part of i1, or even in very
close neighborhood. The newly married pair should be
left to work out cheir own problems unhindered and
unhelped by the parents on either side.  Conservative
middle-aged matrons may easily look upon some of
the notions and fads of the ambitious young house-
keeper as mere frivolity. For instance, at the mother's
table the dinner may be scrved amply and well from
vegetable dishes placed upon the table with the meat,
and with the little individual dishes which were con-
sidered essential a score of years ago. All this the
faughter-in-I lly discards. She wishes to
have her own way in her own house, and this is cer-
tainly her right. Mother’s way was good for mother's
house, and so long as mother lives she will have it
there ; but the new home must have the new ways,
and this too is right.  If huslands were not lacking
in tact, they would understand that it is better for
them. as a rule, to refrain from quotations in domestic
discussion. Noone is irritated by the expression of

an opinion at first hand ; it is fault-finding by com-
parison which hurts, and though this is often unin:2n
tional, it none the less leaves a sting.




Spring, Spring !
Beautiful Spring !

B. ALICE HARDMAN,

THE perfume of the haw
thorne ! sweet, fragrant
pink and white masses,
* starred with the first
pearly dew of morning,
tvlnming under the ardent
kisses of a_noontide sun,
or glistening faint and
pure under the gleaming
moonbeams !

O, the emerald green
of the banks and '!I‘('l(li,
velvety with the strong
{uuug growth of spring !

Who can forget its fn‘ff\-
ness, or the feel of its
elastic rebound beneath
one's feet ?

o™ . How  blue
washed clean by April's showers !

How bright the sun, swept clear of winter's cob-
webs by the immense broom wiclded in the brawny
hands of March’s strongest wind !

How sweet and clear comes the cail of the return-
ing swallow, as he and his mate ma ste to the
eaves, carrying in their tiny bills, tha
the weight, great trails of straw, a twig, or some in-
estimable treasure in the shape of horse hair !

), the murmur and the swish of the swollen water
speeding on and ever onward ; here, flecked with
shadows ; there, smiling back in responsive gladness
1o the glittering canopy of a spring ke !

O, the joyous prattle of the little streams ambling
down from the hillside, whispering of yet snow-clad
heights to the green grasses, who shout in merriment
and ridicule !

O, the daisies and buttercups, whose golden and
white faces are plucked by eager, childish fingers
that weave long chains of fragrant bloom, to please
for a season, and then fling them to waste their dying
breath upon the bosom of the dear mother earth !

This, without.

Within, the clash and clatter of mop and pail, the
steam and odor of soap and water, lLe swish of the
energetic broom, and the call of the workman as he
hails his confrere in some other part of the comfortless
home.  Ulere, the unwary householder, coming in
from a wearisome day, with brain seething over with
the fluctuaticns of stock or business cares, sets foot,
maybe. into some mass of fresh-made mortar,  His
cosy den is invaded ; long strips of discarded paper
cover the once wreshly matted floor ; windows curtain-
less, and tables dismantled. Bric-a-brac, packed by
careful hands safe from danger, no more decorate the
walls.  His meals, raw and unsavory, and served in
some out-of the-way corner, engender dyspepsia with
its attendant train of bad temper, cold and discomfort.
And this is the usual ** spring cleaning.”

“¢ Spring dirtying,” 1 hear the much abused man
mutter, as he attempts to find rest for the sole of his
weary foot.  Poor, abused fellow creature, how much
you are to be pitied, to be sure ! Of course you are
the only one in the house who does not enjoy the dis-
comfort that is rife.  What of the weary woman, up
at § a.m., mopping, scrubbing, cleaning, and running
up and down stairs fifty times a day? Here, a nai
to be driven in (an almost stupendous task for a
woman) ; there, pictures to be hung; poles to be
washed and resettled ; windows to be cleaned ; brass
to be polished ;: workmen to be supervised. Then,
too, meals must be cooked and linen mended just the
same, or he wants to know the reason why, ete. At
midnight the weary wife lays down on her bed (not
to rest, as she is too tired to sleep), with an uneasy
sense of hing forg hing left undone.
And this is repeated day after day, week in and week
out, during that beautiful spring month of May.
Her's to see the sunshine ; his to enjoy it.  And what
uymrlhy does she get? None.

Alas ! how many shining homes, fresh and natty
when the first sweet days of June dawn, owe their
pristine brightness to the tired, overworked, faded-

ed woman stretched in utter collapse on a bed of
sickness.  Can the heart of man, as he looks upon
his dustless, prim and shining house, find room to re-
joice, when he knows at what price it has been pur-
chased ! How many men, think you, have a word of
.ynl:rlhy for the acl in&hud and limbs? Out of a
hundred, hardly one. No; with a sigh of utter con-
tent they sit in the easiest chair, with the latest peri-
odical and their choicest Pipe. and ﬂ'\:t hardly more
than a passing thought, if that, to t ihldedyllmp-
lit room upstairs.

But now for the remedy-—a word of advice to these

2

the sky,
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overworked, overtird, patient slaves of custom.
Why try impossibilitics? * Sooner or later that frail
form will rebel—those striving hands fall helpless.
You cannot, strong as you may feel yourself to-day,
keep up this periodical slavery forever. There is a
hard way and an casy way to overcome every duty,
and I will here make a few suggestions, which, having
tried myself, T trust may prove of use to those whose
hardest taskmaster is -themselves.

My plan is to take my house room by room.
Starting with my husband’s ** den,” I give it a thor-
ough cleaning. "I need not go into details, as every
woman—every housekeeper worthy of such a name—
understands that word, *thorough.”  This room,
with hard work and the aid of a good ** girl ” (which,
Diew merei, 1 possess), 1 can get through with in a
Jday. My curtains I have prepared wmc“ﬁlyn before ;
and lo ! lyhm'e a corner to put that poor atom of hu-
manity into when he comes home at night. Next
day we tackle the dining room ; next, the bed rooms,
a ({ny to each ; leaving the kitchen, halls, ete., until
the last ; and gradually, without much disorder or an-
noyance to that ** genus homo™ so much to be con-
sidered, 1 find my%illlr home grow bright and clean,

I make 6.30 a.m. till 10 p.m. my day ; but always
have the pails out of the way at 6 p.m. The silver
can be polished, fresh curtains taped, and ten little
jobs of the 1 dainty order got through with in the
evening, leaving the rougher element to the middle
hours. True, I have only a little house, and am only
a comparatively *“new " housekeeper ; but, by the
rule ef analogy, if my scheme works, and 1 can keep
some Kind of order in chaos, on a small scale, f
an older, wiser and more * " housekeeper can
do 5o on a larger one.  True, workmen are ** awful,”
and when they intrude they will *litter.” 1, too,
have had them, and therefore know. However, by
dint of the omnipresent broom and the valuable as-
sistance of ** Mary,” we have kept a semblance of de-
corum in the home ; and although the searching light
of day might have made ravages on our seeming com-
fort, under the softened tiame of a well tnmmed lamp
and—but let me whisper—**dusty " shade, there has
always been a corner for my *“ much abused * hushand
to read his newspaper and smoke his evening pipe in.
His meals, too, T Ln\'c never neglected. Keep him
well fed, ladies, and he won't rebel, take my word
for it

Avaunt the horrors of spring cleaning.

How one rejoices in this delightful season.
the patter of rain drops on_the window-pane has no
power to depress us. O, May! sweet heralder of
summer’s joys, with what truly thankful hearts do we
welcome your flower-crowned head, your dainty trip-
ping feet.  With slender, outspread fingers, touching
the gaui. , black, solemn branches to mirthful bloom ;
cheering the lonely, healing the sick, and comfortin
the weary ; bringing peace to the aching heart, and
solace so the bereaved one. The little grave is not
50 desol. under your springing flowers, as when
snow and ice stretched their cold, cruel cloak above it.
Sorrow and despair cannot glow r upon you from
rtrfmne(l blossoms and verdant grasses ; the aching,

urning feet gladly feel the yieldin’z turf beneat
them ; and to the fevered brow, May’s balmy breath
brings healing.

O, May ! frail, dancing sprite—physician thou and
healer of the weary-hearted.  We thank God for His
sweetest and best giﬁ— the gift of springing life, that

rfume of the Gods—the breath of early spring.

We thank God for the long, bleak days of ll{e winter

passed, without which, May were not so sweet, not
so gladsome or blythe ; for, reaching forth the glory
of a hand, she touched *‘that crown of thorns to
flowers.”

Even

Beauty in Spanish Women.

N eminent authority, Professor Paul Monta-
retzza, says the Spanish women are the most
utiful in the world.  Beauty is birthright of
the dusky-eyed daughters of Spain, and the big cities
and the country towns there are full of feminine
charmers,  Of all the countries of the world, Spain is
the one where hair bas remained the great glory of
woman. It is a different vegetable in Spain from
what it is in any other country—soft, gloriously leau-
tiful. and from ‘the days of Velasquez to Goya down
1o the present moment the Spanish woman has brought
it low on her face and has put a flower in it with con-
summate grace.  The types of Spanish beauty
remain unchanged. From the lofty duchess who
smiled on Sancko Panza, the Carmen and the Rosina
of Seville, that type so beloved by the writer of
operas, down to the cigarette girl and the favorite of
the bullfighter, all Spanish women are beautiful once
in their lives. Many of them of the patrician class
remain very beautiful, and the hair is always superh.
What men they have had to paint them !~ Perhaps,
if a high forehead is permissible anywhere, it is in one
of Murillo’s Madonnas,
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The World's Leader !
Used by the Wealthy and Those
in Humbler Circumstances.

Paine's

Paine's ELEHY
rine's UJNPOUND

The Chosen Medicine in All
Well Regulated Homes.

Keep a Waich on the Substituter
and Imitations.

HE world's great leader, Paine’s Celery Com-
pound, has no equal for feeding exhausted nerves
and building up the weak and shattered body.

The greatest of modern medical men— Professor
Edward E. Phelps, M. D., LL. D., after years of
hard practice and close scientific research, gave Paine's
Celery Compound to millions who were suffering.
The wonder-working compound has astonished vi‘vﬁl
and poor, learned and unlearned, by its marvellous
cures,

The glad news has spread to all civilized lands
that Paine’s Celery Compound surely and permanent-
ly cures even cases too desperate for the physician’s
skill.  Proofs of such cures in the testimonial form are
received every week from happy and grateful men
and women saved from the dark grave,

Paine’s Celery Compound has fully proved its pow-
er as a banisher of dyspepsia, indigestion, rheumatism,
neuralgia, kidney and liver troubles, and all diseases
arising from impure and poisoned blood. Thousands
of men and women, tired out, run-down, slee less,
nervous, morose, and despondent, huve reguine(rper-
fect health, strength, and buoyancy of spirits, by the
well-advised use of nature’s own ‘medicine. It has
given a new and brighter existence to a vast number
of human beings who were tired of life and its many
burdens.

If, from the winter weather and the variable days
of early spring, you are left with nervous debility,
headaches, insomnia, languidness, and nerves all out
of order, do not hesitate any longer; use Paine’s
Celery Compound, which is specially adapted for your
case, and you will avoid future misery and suffering,

Paine’s Celery Compound does not belong to the
worthless families of nervines and nmynzfln that
are made public by newspaper advertising, and that
always deceive unwary and too confiding people.
Paine’s Celery Compound is a truly scientific prescrip-
tion recommended by the best medical men, chemists
and professional men in the world. To give an idea
of the popularity and great eminence that Paine’s
Celery Compound has reached, it is only necessary to
state that millions of well-regulated homes have made
it their chuluen medicine. &

As popular s are always imitat unscru-
pulous r':nen, mu of Paine’s Celery gympound
should see that they get the only genuine celery in
the world. Look for the trade” mark—the name
** Paine’s” and the stalk of celery—on every bottle
you are offered by dealers, Avoid all merchants who
would substitute something that they call just as good ;
there is no other medicine that can take the place of
Paine’s Celery Compound ; it is what you most urgent-
ly require to make you well,

A MAGICAL CURE.

This is the time when Sore Throat, Hackipg '
Cough, Enlargement of the Tonsils, Bronchial
Affections and Croup are everywhere prevalent.

Harvard Bronchial Syrup

will prove a magical cure for all the above

troul Its effects are pt and sure. Ask
your dealer for Harvard Bronchial Syrup; take
no other.
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*Unto One of the Least.”

GRACE GIVEN,

LI never grumble
again because 1 can't
ave everything 1

want,”

**That is a sensible speech
and worth laying aside one’s
paper to listen to.  Pray
what has prompted you to
make so praise-worhy a
2 resolution 2°

“You know we had a
& New England supper at the

church parlors last evening.

Well, there was considerable left over, and so Mrs,
Gray and 1 were asked to take it and distribute it
amongst some poor families.  Such misery as we en-
countered ! 1 never saw such suffering, an say,
I'll never complair n about not having everything
I'd like.

““In one place there was a man dying of consump
tion, and five little children, without a particle of food
in the house.  No tire either, and the mercury twenty |
below zero this morning ! The mother works when
she can find anything to do, and that is all they have
to depend upon. It made my heart a
shivering around in their bits of thin clothes,  And
the poor man ! Why, when I'm sick, T always want
so many things, even when I've only a bad cold and
I feel so abused if I t have everything. There |
was that poor fellow, ked with such a cough, and |
not a single comfor He was so grateful for the food |
for the children ; it fairly made e ashamed.

**Then in another place we found a poor u:ppl.-.l |
boy, very sick, indeed. e was able to earn some-
thing when he was well, but now he has to de
upon what a younger brother earns—not enough to |
keep them both in food.  There wasn't even a bed in |
the house ; the poor, sick eripple was lying on the |
bare floor.  Oh, it was awful!  And there were so
many people on our list! But those were the worst
cases, | think.”

“Poor things ; I'm sorry for them.
you an article on the latest Style for dogs.”

“ How can you ?”

““Tt is the fashion now for a lady to have the name
and breed of her dog engraved a card uhldl she
sends up with her own when she is callin,

““T'hat, in the face of what I have been telling you
about those starving people !

he to see them |

lu me read

* Listen.  Dogs have also their own pocket hand-
kerchiefs.  They are carried no doubt in a pocket in
the clegant blanket with which the dog is covered.”

“Don't, I beg of you, read me any more of that |
stufi ! Talk about styles for dogs when human beings |
perishing for the necessaries of life |
There, t've done now. I came across this para-
graph and thought what a contrast it was to your re-
marks.  Seriously, did you ever think that many a
poor, ill-fed, almost naked child, might envy adog |
covered with a warm blanket, and carried in some |
lady’s arms, well fed and well cared for ¥

“But do you think there are women who really |
give any serious thought to such things as you have
been reading about—cards and handkerchiefs for
dogs?  Can it be possible, and little children dying
for want of care, within a short distance 2

Can it be, my sisters?  Answer, of you who
lavish caresses on your poodles,  Can you say why
you fondle and caress a dumb beast, when you might
take some little m~gh-rlc-l child into your arms, and
make its Iife happy ?

The fact that you must have some helpless thing to
pet, proves that there exists in your breast that
wonderful feeling called the maternal instinet—mother
love —the theme of many a poet.  Will you profane
this beautiful sentiment by Lestowing it on a poodle 3
literally giving that which is holy unto the dogs?
You prefer the poodle to the child because, forsooth,
the latter might not turn out well when grown up, and
all your loving care would be lost. How do you
know it would, even supj pm)nl, the child should dis-
appoint you grievously?  The experiment  surely
would be worth while, for the possibility there would
be of the little one proving a h{c\\ing not only to you
but to mankind,

Oh ! woman, woman ! Clamor for the ballot ; ar-
ray yourselves in the habiliments which are a goml
imitation of the garments worn by your brothers ; in-
sist upon a college career ; rush into the professions ;
seize upon politics ; race all over the country on bi-
cycles ; fence, box, play football, do anything in fact,
except waste your affections on a pood/e.  Instead of
hemstitching handkerchiefs for your dog, put in a few
stitches for the naked little ones,  In place of having
cunh engraved with your dog's name, send some little

rlected waif to school.

What if you do mect with m;,mnuule> Have you
not all your life long received, as it were, ten thou-
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sand talents in blessings 3 and have you always been
so thankful for them that you feel you may exact the
hundred pence of gratitude from your fellow being ?

**Needles and Pins.”

U
|;|. hegins. "

Dl JES it indeed 2 1 thought it dated back farther

A pins. 1
n[% inarried his tr

than that-—to some time before the wedding,

when he was not sure that Jill would have him.
Wasn't he on needles and pins just about that time ?
He forgets how he felt when she accepted Jack Hor-
ner's invitation to a sleigh ride, and when she went
to the picnic with Jack Dandy.  Wasn't that trouble,
Jack?  You appear to have forgotten all about it;
But you thought you had trouble in those days.

You were willing to vow that Jill should have
every thing she ever wanted, all the rest of her li
if she'd only have you #hem ! And now ! Needles
and pins furnish vou with a text for a discourse on
economy.

Needles and pins! Some of those very needles
will be used in sewing on your buttons, and darning
your socks and making you look respectable generally.
Then see how many stitches are required to keep the
little ones tidy and comfortable.  How can that be
done, pray, without needles? Vet you gruml
having to supply needles?  And the | Just
watch Jill take one of them to pin her skirt up out of
of her feet, and step around lively and pre-
pare your supper.

You ought to be ashamed of yourself to grudge her
llw price of the pins.  Indeed, you ought to give her
a little pen money—money for which she will not
have to account to you. Treat her as fairly as you

| would your hired help, and do not ask for a bill of

items whenever she happens to spend a little money,
which belongs to her in all fair dealing.  Treat her as
generously as you do yourself, and let her give or
squander a few cents occasionally —you may depend
upon its not being a very large sum.

“Do you know,” said the wife of a fairly well-off
man, and the mother of a large family, ** I have heen
married twenty-five years, and I've never spent
twenty five cents without having to tell where it went,
I'd like to have a little to do as T like with once in a
while, the same as my husband does. T could save it,
too, if I had the buying for the family, But 1 never
have any mone

Just think of it ! Not a cent to call her own in all
those years—not a cent a year ! Housekeeper, cook,
laundress, nurse, seamstress and maid of all work,
and not a cent of money !

As an offset, to be sure, she has had board, clothes,
ductor’s bills, sundries in the way of stationery and
postage stamps—when she has time for letter-writing

a book or two perhaps ; a magazine or paper, may
be : even car fare and pew rent ; but no cash !

Does it not seem strange that a man will trust a
woman with home, children, honor, happiness, every-
thing but money 7 Is it possible that is what he values
most 2 Can it be that though he may hold his wife

| to be *“a little better than his dog, a little dearer than

his horse ™ the falls far below his pocket-book in his
affections ?

Needles and pins ! How he will sit and discourse,
between the puffs of tobacco smoke, upon the shame-
ful waste incurred by the purchase of so many needles
and pins ! Then, forgetting all about the necessity
there is for saving money, he will #reat some other
man !

“1 can’t afford it,"” said a man when his wife asked
him to hire a carriage that she might follow the re-
mains of a dear friend to their last resting place. And
yet, a few days later he went to the expense of one
for himsclf, that he might attend a masonic funeral,
although his acquaintance with the deceased had been
but slight.  What do you suppose she felt? 1 know
what she said !

Needles and pins! Perhaps it is not the man
whose trouble begins when such things are needed in
a household.  Some one has said lhnl it is not the
great troubles of life that are the worst to endure ; for
one summons one’s fortitude and meets them bravely.
But the petty daily annoyances—the pin picks, as it
were, are what seem the hardest to bear. Among

them may be reckoned the sense of mortification a
wife must feel when she has to ask for money. The
man who has to be asked for it, usually doles it out
with much gmmhhng. and many a caution as to its
leing spent judi y and not 1 on trifles.

Not having had expenence in that line, 1 do not
know how I should feel under similar circumstances.
I think one refusal would be enough for me. | should
be inclined to say, ** Keep your money, sir ; the next
time I need any, I'll earn it for myself, even if I have
10 take in washing !"

And I'd keep my word, as sure as my name is

MiISTRESS MARY, QUITE CONTRARY.

A pleasing Combinatlon.
Art, style, beauty and low prices have made 1-:|r

Carpet Store ——

the most popular in Canada.  If you have a taste
for the beautiful in art, call and inspect our stock
of Carpets,

Cobbler Rockers.

A car load just received ; they are stylish chairs,
and must go at our clearing prices.

Thomas Ligget,
1884 Notre Dame St.,, Montreal.

ROM THE CRADLE
+» ««TO THE GRAVE.

The distance is greatly increased
by the regular use of

It thoroughly nourishes and thus fortifies
the system against sickness dnd disease.

Wet Weather
Dry Goods. ——=

Not ordinary t|1u\|\. clammy, shapeless water
woof  goods, t, porous, stylish, dress-
}1I»nx perfectly .uhm\u proof, dust proof.

Cravenette —=

combines comfort and style, good appearance
and long wear.  Fashionable for the street,
serviceable for the munlrv Six shades, Navy,
Myrtle, Brown, Grey, Castor, and Black.

Ask your dry goods dealer for Cravenette.

LEADERSHIP

MEANS

SUPERIORITY.

y
E. B. Eddy’s Matehes
First made in 1851,
have been in the
lead for 45 ycars.

The E. B. Eddy Co., Hull.

DIAMOND « DYES




Our Boys and Girls.

The Boy That Laughs.

I know a funny little Loy
The iest ever born ;

His face is like a beam of joy,
Although his clothes are torn,

I saw him tumbie on his nose,

And waited for a groan ;
But how he laughed ! Do you suppose
He struck his funny bone ?

There's sunshine in each word he speaks,
His laugh is something grand ;

Its ripples overrun his cheeks
Like waves on the snowy sand.

He laughs the moment he awakes,
And till the day is done ;

The school-room for a joke he takes
His lessons are but fun.

No matter how the day may go,
You carnot make him cry ;

He's worth a dozen boys I know,
Who pout and mope and sigh.

Water Drop's Journey.

hundreds like himself, was quietly rocking in
the soft arms of Mother Cloud.

They were gently floating through the sky when
they met a cold wind, who jostled the great cloud so
roughly that all her children fell from her arms, down,
down to the earth beneath,

On his way Water Drop and his brothers had to
pass through a very cold region of air, which changed
them in some mysterious way to beautiful little white
stars.  Several of them clung together, and when they
reached earth the litle children cried, * Oh ! see the
big snow flakes !"

They all lay together in a big white drift, till one
day Father Sun shone out bright and warm, and a
soft south wind blew warm upon them, and soon they
were changed back again to water drops, and the
little children said the snow had all melted away.
Then they chased one another merrily over the brown
earth, whispering to the slecping flowers, as they
passed them, ** Spring is coming ! Spring is coming !

Down a hill they danced and shd, until they all
tumbled into a brook that went rippling and chatter-
ing through the woods.

Now, this brook was really made up of millions of
water drops like themselves, and our little Water
Drop soon got acquainted with a great number of
them.  Some had turned to snow and had lain quiet-
ly all winter until released by the warm rains and
sunshine, and others had but lately fallen from their
howe in the sky.

How they chatted to one another as they merrily
danced over stick and stone.

They travelled on for hours and hours until they
reached the broad river,

Here they nioved more slowly and silently.  They
knew they were on their way to the great sea, and it
seemed to make them thoughtful,

They had been in the river for some days, when
one evening they felt themselves slowly but steadily
driven up the river quite a distance. Water Drop
wondered at this, but one of his companions who had
taken the rip before, told him it was the flow of the
tide and that they were very near the sea.

After a few hours the tide turned and carried them
all out to the broad ocean. At first they did not like
the salt, but after a while became used to it, and, in
fact, soon grew salty themselves.

Water Drop Ii\u{in the ocean a long time and saw
all the wonders of it.  He saw the great and curious
fish and other creatures who live in the deep, and the
beautiful shells and seaweeds among which they
played.

He saw the great ships, and the icebergs which
came floating down from the north, and was nearly
frightened to death in a storm. For two or three
days he had been tossed from one wave to another ;
now he was thrown away up in the air, only to fall
down again in a deep pit of water. When the storm
was over, Water Drop lay quietly rocking on a big
wave, and one afternoon Father Sun drew him, wilk
a great many others, back to his home in the sky.
He left his saltiness behind him and was once more
a pure, clear water drop resting in Mother Cloud’s
arnns.

Hllill up in the sky a tiny Water Drop, with

Windsor Salt, purest and best.

OUR HOME.

Flabby Throats and Their Treatment.

T about 4o flabby throats may be looked for in
plump or stout wo.acn and generally found.

The muscles that support the flesh lose their
firmness, usually from lack of exercise, for the woman
of 40, though she is frequently unconscious of the
fact, has grown a little too self-indulgent, does not
bestir herself as she did ten years before, sleeps more,
eats more, and, increasing in flesh, is surprised to
see that the once solid structure of her throat has
apparently lost it underbracing.
It realiy is only a question of exercise, care,
patience and diet, to get back again the old firmness,

provided, of course, one has not ill-health to contend |

with,

When an athlete lets up on his exercise, he gets

soft,” but he knows that a fortnight's training will

put him to rights again and make him as fit as ever,
When I tell you that exercise with a pair of light

dumbbells will harden your throat and make your |

double chins fade unregretted into memories (with, of
course, proper diet), I fancy you smile, but it is really
S0,

day-—three seances of § minutes each
dumbbell exercises,  Watch the muscles of your
throat as you do so.
muscles in this way for years, I am sure, and mean
while you have heen adding weight upon weight of
flesh until they have sunk down limp and soft.  They
will respond and harden just as the muscles of an
athlete’s legs and arms will,

Ten years ago you used your head and throat so
much and with such quick motions that you got this
exercise without the aid of gymnasties.

As a proof of this statement, have you never
noticed that the most famous prima donnas maintain
their firm, beautiful throats 20 years Io a
society woman?  The reason is the simple one of
exercise,

Hold your chins up and throw them forward,
Learn deep breathing
as it is called.

In addition, massage of the throat is also often very
beneficial. It takes time to accomplish the transtor-
mation, but it has been done and can be done again
Yon should also be careful not to overdo the mas-
sage, and do not let the operator grow heroic.

Mme. Patti declares that her vocal chords were
nearly paralyzed by too much massage. You can
give yourself this treatment, which is really a tle
pinching and kneading of the parts, and can suit your
touch to your sensibilitics, often with better results
than one obtains through a masseuse.  Indian clubs
also are excellent for exercising the upper part of the
body, but I have found the dumbbells better for res-
toring muscular firmness to the throat,

Rapid Growth.

The most remarkable instance of rapid growth is
said to be recorded by the French Academy in 1729,
It was a boy six years of age, five feet six inches in
height. At the age of five his voice changed ; at six
his beard had grown, and he appeared a man of
thirty, He possessed great physical strength, and
could easily lift to his shoulders and carry hags of
grain weighing two hundred pounds. His decline
was as rapid as his growth. At eight his hair and
beard were grey ; at ten he tottered in his walk, his
teeth fell out, and his hands became palsied ; at
twelve he died with every cutward sign of extreme
old age.

Practice before a looking glass for 15 minutes a |
the first four |

You have not exercised these |

breathing from the diaphragn, |
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Gems from Examination Papers.

A String of Amusing Blunders.

WRITER in Alackwood's Magazine describes
A ** The Philosophy of Blunders™ in a paper that is

choked with samples of the amusing mistakes
made in examination papers :

“ A little boy in the course of his »
came to the word “widow,” and called it “window,”
a word more familiar to hini. The teacher who was
acting as examiner, corrected the blunder, and then,
wishing to improve the occasion, put the question,
**what is the difference between ‘widow and *win
dow’ 2" The boy's answer began, **You can
through a window, but " and then stopped.
amusement plainly visible on the teacher's face pre
vented this miniature Sam Weller from completing
the contrast,

ading lesson

see

Some of the most amusing blunders oceur in Serip
ture lessons ¢

In rehearsing the story of the Nativity at Bethle-
hem, the question was put, * Why was there no room
in the inn?"  * Because it was pay day,” came at
length from a little fellow, who seemed 1o know well
the appearance of the *“inn ™ on the fortnightly pay-
day in the mining village where he lived.

In a northern Sunday-school, the subject of lesson
was the triwmphal entry into Terusalem.  ** Why did

the people strew palm-branches in the way 2" asked [

the teacher.  One pupil, impressed no doubt by the
hostility of one section of the Jews rather than by the
enthtisiasm of the other, gave the startling explana
tion, ** To trip the cuddy™ (north country for jackass).

Many mistakes occur from similarity between two
words, of which the following are instances

John Wesley joined the navy in 1779, and by de-
grees rose to be Duke of Wellington.™ John Wesley
15 here, as is not at all uncommon in such papers,
confounded with Sir Arthur Wellesley, and the navy
has been put in place of the army, A ¢ extreme
case of confusion may be added : ** Sir Thomas More
lived in the reign of William ; he was a great poet ;
some of his poems were * Ceelels in Search of a Wife,'
*Ye Mariners of England,” and *The Descent of
Man." e was also one of the greatest preachers of
his time.”

There is more excuse for the youth who replied to
another question that ;

*Pym was a companion of Hampden in the ship
called the Z%¥lgrim Fathers which sailed to America
in 1620,” where the confusion of the name given the
passengers with that of the ship is responsible for part
of the blander.  Even chronology, which is the cram-
mer's strong point, goes astray under the effort to re
produce statements seen somewhere in a text-hook.
ror example, ** During the reign of Queen Elizabeth,
one of her most able supporters was Cranmer a Prot
estant.  During the reign of Queen Mary, Cranmer
was burned for heresy, a statement made by a studen
who could not possibly be ignorant of the fact that
Mary's reign preceded that of Elizabeth,

The slip is evident in **what an Englishwoman
would throw away, a Frenchwoman would neutralise
in her soup.”

Theimportance of a good water supply is recognised
by all the writers, but their remarks regarding this
matter are in one or two cases suggestive of sarcasi ;
for example, *“ The water that is used is carefully an
alysed, and when anything is found likely to cause
discase it is entirely disregarded ;” and “The water
communication should be stopped, as water is the
greatest carrier of the germs of typhoid fever,”

Papers on this subject also contain an unusual pro
portion of expressions somewhat suggestive of the {lnr
erald Isle 5 for example, * Every house not yet infected
should be disinfected ;" “ The body is covered with
little holes 5™ ** Girls of all ages ;™ ** The nurse <hould
not mix with anyone except the doctor ;" ** For tea
she might get a little cocoa ;™ and ** One breath of

ure morning air is worth a dozen of moonlight.” The
}ullnwing is a more detailed example of the same
type, the reference being to penny dinners at school :
** Each child receives a good deal more than a penny-
worth, but the loss is not great when a great many
children buy.”

But scientific terms are by no means safe from varia-
tions, as the two following quotations, this time from
the papers of schoolgirls will show : ** Car Lonny
cassid ™ is an unusual twt yet recognisable form of
carbonic acid.  ** Lack tail ducks ™ may not be so
casily recognised ; one might suppose that it referred
to a species of waterfowl, related in some way to the
Manx cat, but it is really intended for lacteal ducts.
Possibly the functions of these vessels was no less a
mystery to the writer than the spelling of their name.

Anna: 15 it an interesting story ?

Daisy © Extremely interesting !
skipped twenty pages.

I dont think 1

OUR HOME.

Spice Column.

SUDDEN gust
of wind took a
parasol from the
hand of its
owner, and
lively Irishman,
dropping  his
hod of bricks,
caughtthe para
chute

** Faith,” said
he, “if youwere
as strong as you
are  handsome,
it would  not
have got away

»

from you.”

*“Which shall T thank you for first —the service or
compliment 2" asked the lady, smilingly.
Troth, ma'm,” said Pat, touching the place where
once stood the brim of what once was a beaver,
“that look of vour beautiful eye thanked me for
both,

A PERVERSE WoMAN. - “So Ferguson's wife is
ead. "

Vs, she died yesterday.”

** She was an awful contrary woman,”

** She was that about everything, and she kept it
up to the last.  In fact, T don't think she would have
died at all if it hadn’t been for her perverseness,”

“Why, how was that ?

**She was very ill, and her hushand, with tears in
his eyes, said, * Dear Jane, vou must not die.” Then
she Tooked at him and said, * I'll show you whether
I'll die or not,” and turning her face to the wall, was
dead in a minute "

* Dennis, why don't you strike?”

** And phat should I do that for? ™

*The work’s too hard for the you get,
idea of going up that ladder all day long."

“ But [ only go up half the day, sur.”

““How can you make that appear !

** Because, sur, I spend the other half of it in com
ing down.”

The

AMONG THE HEATHEN. - Helen, aged 4, was
spending a night away from home. At bedtime she
knelt at her hostess” Knees to say her prayers, expect-
ing the usual prompting.

Finding Mrs. L unable to help her out, she con
cluded thus :

*Please, God, scuse me. 1 can’t 'member my
prayers, and I'm staying with a lady that don't know
any.

To MAKE A Satk.—*I'm afraid 10 buy this
wheel 3 it may make me get thin,”

**Oh, no ;3 wheeling increases the flesh,”

Well, bat there’s my wife : she wants a wheel
and is afraid she will get '

Notat ally most people who wheel lose flesh
right along.

Chaplain : ** This is your third term in this prison ;
are you not ashamed 10 have your friends see you
here 27

“Indeed Tam, sir.  The prison is disgraceful ; the
cception-room smells like a tap-room ; the cells are
as dark as pitch ; the warder is no gentleman ; and
the table is not fit to sit down to.  Ashamed to have
my friends come here ! Tam mortified every time |
see them, but what can I do?™

Young Wife : ** T am your treasure, darling?”

Young Husband: ** You are indeed. I don't see
how 1 had the good luck to get you.

Young Wife: ** Oh, well, you know, mamma
attended to that ! Tt wasn’t luck.”

Zeacher : ** Anonymous means without a name.
Write a sentence showing you understand how 1o use
the word,”

Small Girl: (writes) : ** Our new baby is anony-
mous,”

A CoMPLACENT CASE. —** Mister,” said Meander-
ing Mike, ** you look like a lawyer.”

I have practised at the bar.”

* Well, I'd like to get an opinion.  Ef I takes a
jol 0" snow-shovelin’ without contractin’ ter complete
it at any given time, an’ the snow melts before git
around to it, kin I call on the lady o' the house an’
recover, or kin she put me ofi by ‘statin’ her opinion

that T didn’t intend ter come hack nohow ?*

SMALL.—** Somebody,” she faltered, ** may come
between us.”  His breast heaved.  * Whoever would
do such a thing,” he fiercely exclaimed, ** would he
contemptibly small.”  And with that he moved even
yet nearer to ber,

A Comfort of Lifé!

A pure and reliable Soap for laundry
is one of the great comforts of life

work

The use of

‘Sunlight’ Soap

on wash day, in the home, means work well

“od speedily done, that conduces to sanita-

tion and health.  The pure combinations
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anu ed cleanser.  No spots or stains
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N Granby Rubbers....

B Afford complete protection for all sizes, shapes

Y and conditions of feet.  They are modelled 1o
fit the style of boot you wear.

R Granby Rubbers....

U are thin, light, elastic, stylish, and wear like
B iron,

g Granby Rubbers. ...

R are the only up-to-date feet protectors sold,

True Feet Protectors.

They never draw the feet. Note the extra
thick ball and heel.  Wear only the Granby.

dsor

.Salt

For dairy and table use is the BEST.

Perfectly dry and white, and no lime
in it.

Better Cheese and Butter can be made
with it than with any other salt.

It pays to use it.




