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(Written for the Family Circle.)
Remembrance.

Jome Rose, let us ramble together
This beautiful morning in May,

And gaze o’er the woodland and heather
As we used in the years rolled away ;
Where we chose in the hours ot childhood,
When sorrow 2nd sin were unknown,
Let us wander away in the wildwood,

With grasses o'ergrown.

Let us linger to look for the lilies,
Where they grew by the grove, in the lea,
And nestle where nature will tell us,
Of the past, dear to you and to me.
From the knolls we have gathered gay flowers,
And down in the meadow or mire,
From 'neath the birds’ beautitul bowers,
The bracken or brier.

Ve have fed the winged pets in the summer,
In sunshine or sylvan shade,

And we've joyfully hailed the new-comer,
E'er the forest in leaves was arrayed ;

We have sat on the sod, dear, to listen,
Their voices in thicket or dell,

As we watched the glad silver stream glisten,
When the moon on it fell;

‘These pastimes with others as merry
Once saved us from sorrow and pain;
‘Then summon each fair for. st fairy,
And prithee pour o'er them again.
Come Rose, let us ramble together
T'his beautiful morniog in May,
And gaze o'er tha woodland and heather,
As in years rolled away. 2

N. Ka.
The Breadiinder.

BY EDWARD YOUL.

CHAPTER V.—(Continued.)

CUOWARD —a tuaitor!
table with his fist.
s Hushy  said the Chaioman of the evening.
¢ These are words that we shuuld pay attention to.
Qur friend may be mistahen, but he is ncither « traitor nor
a coward.”

“You say that the people are oppressed,” said Harvding,
«Igrantit. Arc you indignant at the sorvile condition of
the masses? So am I But let us be sure that we do not
aid to keep them servile. Lot us ash ourselves if we are
tree from the cursed lcaven of aristocracy.

__wIsaw, to-day, a tradesman, whose vusiness produces
hilfy, perhaps, from two to three hundred a-year, treat n

urivd Boldero, strihing the

mechanic with rud The hanic fumed at the insult.
His course was also mine, rad we passed down Holborn
together. A vendor of some trifling articles begged him to
purchase. There was as much conventional difference
between him and the ragged creature who supplicated him,
as between himself aud the rude tradesman. He was suffer-
ing from the tradesman’s insolence; but, mark you, he did
not hesitate to insult the vendor of these trifling articles.
Now, each of these individuals—the tradesman in his way,
and the mechanic in his, was an aristocrat. I am better
than thou!' was the spirit in which each addressed his sup-
posed inferior. The wearer of a superfine coat, my triends,
treats with scorn the wearer of fustinn; and the artisan
holds himself superior to the owner of a smock-frock ore
fantail hat. .

« Abolish rotten boroughs? Abolish, I say, the rotien
heart !

«Itig this—rhis which keeps the masses servile, and
leaves them an easy prey to corrupt legislation  We have
no Love amongst ourseives. Each secks to vaunt it over
his tellow. 'L'he aristocrat in his ducal hal}, is not prouder
than the aristocrat of the counter.

«I will go even further. I will say that the dukeis
Iess impericus, less arrogant, less insulting to & presumed
inferior than the opulent shopkeeper.

« T have known an asistocrat among the dwellers inn
row of small tenements, the rent of which, paid weekly to
the landlord, was five or six shillings a-week. A man, liv-
ing in one of those tencments, carned five-and-twenty shil-
lings a-weok, while hisncighbors earned sixteen or seven-
teen. They looked up to him, and he looked down upon
them. He wouldnotassociate with them ; and when he spoke
to any of them, there was condescension in his tones,

« Your political grievaunces are great, but your social ills
are greater. Root out—root out cursed pride. O my friend,
let us reform ourselves! All reform of corrupt institutionsin
Church and State will be easy after that. ILet us be better
men than our rulers.

“Do you trace our personal corruption to the example
which the greater have set us? So do I. We have been
inoculated by their virus. But let us now sct them an exam-
ple, and inoculiute them with our love. Love, my fricnd, is
mighty; love, my friend, is omnuipotent.

« We ave politically oppressed. Letus begina political agi-
tation; but let it be,also, & peaceful one. Never abating one jot
of onr just demands,—ncever being cajoled, never intimidated,
Iet us press onward and onward. Shall we soonest obtain our
triwmph by the appeal W arms which you recommend, or by
crowded roums in cvery town of England, Ly reason, fricnds,
—by argument? By cluquent human speech you shall better
porsaude your opponent than by dealing him a Dbufifet on
the face.”

«There is reason in what you say,” observed the Chair-
man, «and I, for one, fear violence. I—"

« Frym this moment I wash my hands of your counsels,”
said Harding, when the noise had subsided. Boldero and
two or three others renewed the his.ing as he passed out of
the room.
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« 1 am quite alarmed, William," gaid his wife, when he
Jjoined her at Peasnap's door; « they say the Asiatic cholera
18 coming to England.”

«Itis. 1t hus been on its mysterious march for nearly
¥wo years,” replied ber husband.

CHAPIER VI.

G CARCELY bad Harding finished his breakfast on the

fullowing morning, when the late Chairman of the
P F.D.,, accompanicd by two members of the com-
mittee, paid him a visit.

@ For the purpose,” said the former, % of couferring with
you respecting the formation of a league for carrying on a
Moral Force Agitation. We are converts to your opinions,
Mr. Harding, and belicve that all violence would be des-
uuctive of the ends we have in view.”

“1 am but a young man, Mr Headcorn,” replied Willian,
«tand do not pretend to teach my elders  But the error of
the P.F D. seems to me now se glaring, that I am ready to
contest it anywhore and at any season. Of the league jou
sprak of, I could not, however, be a3 member.”

‘They had evidently reckoned on his instant acquiescence
in their scheme, for they were taken aback by this annonnce-
ment.

«And why, pray 7" ssked Headcorn.
of consistency, Mr. Harding1®

« Because,” replied Harding, ¢ I have learned of late to
ook upon mere politics with less interest than formerly. I
told you last night that our social evils far outweighed our
political ones. They do. The evil of which we have to rid
ourselves dwells in ourselves.”

« That may be true, but—->"

1t 55 true.  Beside that evil all others shrink into insig-
nificance. That which fetters my manhioed is not my politi-
«al disqualification, but wy spiritual incapacity, Iam ruled
by meat and drink and house-rent and cuals. I am the ser-
vant of these things, and not their master.

“?You would not, then, fun the flame of political discon-
tent ?”

«Tell me, can bad men wake good laws ?”

«] can't say,—perhaps not.”

«“Go on and get a reform in parliament. You will then
#end into the House men who were never there before, and
under the present system of representation c¢ould not
well get there Do yon think in ten or twenty yeais' time,
the people—the masses—hewers of wood and drawers of
water,” will be improved, even in worldly condition—will
Be better off, in short, than they are now, in this year 1832 7"

«Of coursc we think so,” replied Mr. Lynchpin, one of
Headcorn's associntes.

« You are mistaken,” suid Harding.
off in twenty years’ time. And for this reason. The hideous
«ancer of our inmmoral social ystem i3 ever increasing. You
do not attempt to heal that. You are trying to mend a gap
in the hedge, while the gate stands wide epen.”

“ Your meaning is not very clear, Mr. Harding,” remarked
Headcorn.

“ A ig a great Radical,” said William. «He is to be met
with at all public mectings, and is forewost in rebuking the
pride of the aristocracy. He plumes bimself upon his repub-
Hean opinion.  He asserts the natural equality of inan. He
talks much of human brother-hood. A is well to-do. ‘The
world has smiled on him. He ordinarily {aker, after his
dinre- & half-pint of port, that has Leen twelve years in the
weord, he tells you, that it is mild as maternal milk. Well
B is alfo a great Radical, but a pocr, striving man, finding
bread by strenuous six days® toil. His wife takesin washing,
and hischildren are taught by charity. Bnever tastes port.
A meets B They are equal—they are brothers. B is honest,
clean. and sober, intelligent, and & good father, a guud hus-
band, a good neighbor, a good citizecn. Now, tell me, will A
ghake hands with B.?" .

« Why, perhaps not—-""

« And wby not? Because B is poor. There is no otber
reason. A is the servant of meat, drink, house-rent, and of
wine that is old in the wood

« But would you cerry this practice of equality so far as
20 ehake hands with your servant ?” damandeG Mr. Meadow-
grass, who had hitherto listened in silence. -

2R

«Why, in the name

« They will be worse

« Why not. 7’ asked Harding.

4 Well, really,” said Headcorn, « I go as far as most men,
but 1 wouldn't demesn myself to that extent, nvither. I
can understand 4, as you call him, giving B a ¢ Good morn-
ing ' or a ‘Howd'ye do ? but as tu shaking hands witk o
servant—-""

“ You wouldu't do it ?”

- -1t Well, frankly, Mr. Harding, T wouldn't.”

# And why

Hendcorn moved in bis chair, but did not reply.

« B resumed Harding, “receives, one fine morning, a.
letter, which apprises him that he is the unexpected heir to
a goodly estute. The news gets spread abroad. Itis told to
A. Does be think better of B, who really would be quite
presentalle in & good coat? Hemeets B a day ortwo niter-
wards. Does he shake hands with him on this occasion 7'

There is no reply.

«Yes , he dose,” proceceded Harding. “And why ? Because
Bisrich So again A is the servant of meat, drink, house-
rent, and & good coat.”

+Tdun't ses how this bears upon our project of Moral
Force Agitation for Political Rights,” observed Headeorn,
who was unprepared for the turn which the conversation had
taken.

«Cand D are tradesmen,” continued Harding, without:
heeding bis guest's remark. «They are both in one line,
dwell in the rame neighborhood. tHotho! says C, D is get-
ting more custom than I am ; I must sell cheaper than he
does.’” So C announces his stock at reduced price; but in
order tu obtain a profit, he adulterates his goods. ¢Itisso;”
says D ¢I must cheapen my stock likewise! But, to
secure & livelihood, he gives short weight. Now C and D
ara great reformers, and Jament corruption and extortion in
Church and State. When tradesmen are aristociats and
peculators, the commonwealth is in danger, not from bad law,
but from bad men.” '

«You will not juin our league, then, Mr. Harding ?” said
Headcorn.

«T will not. Understand me, I do not object to it. Agi-
tate, by all means. Expunge the bad law from the statute-
book. But I have another mission, and, I tbink, a holicr
one.” .

His visitors took their leave with a hearty centempt for
him,

« William,” eaid bis wife, entering the room, when thev
were gone. “Don't you go fo Mr. Boldero this morning *
It's past eleven o'clock.”

«Oh,” replied poor Harding, « I had forgotten to tell you;
I am not to teach Buloero any longer.”

« [ndeed exclaimed Emma.  «Your opivions, again, I dare-
say, have lost you that nice young man.”

«Yes ; my opinions. I am not stone or wood. I havea
soul.”

« Well do you know what I can tell you? I have only
seventeen shillings lef in my purse. 'There, now.”

« Haven't we any—any credit in the neighborhood ?* fal-
tered Harding.

«To the extent of two loaves, and one leg of mutton.”
answered Emma. @ There, don’t sit with your head buried
in your bands, but go out and get bread. You cften say youw
are a breadfinder. I wish you would tind some.”

« Emma, dear!” said William, showing a fuce of expostu-
lation.

« Ayo it is very well to say Emma dear,” she rejoined,
tvery well, aud very easy.  While you had one pupil you
did not try to get anotber; and now you bave nothing to fall
back upon. William you are an idta man.”

He felt that thero was some justice in ber taunt, but he
would not acknowledge it. Hastily seizing his hat, he pre-
pared to leave the house. She tried to detain him, but he
wrested himself from her, and guined the street. How great
the fall from high Philosophy to shabby Fact 1

He did not know wiither to go, and so he determined to
visit Boldero, who indeed, was in his delt for a month’s
instruction in the Ajax and P'hiloctetes. But he was encoun-
tered at the door by the same man, dressed as an artizan,
who had accosted him on the samo spot on the previous day.

« Do you want Mr. Boldero? " this person demaunded in
nearly the same terms as before.
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“Ido;" replied Harding. #1I amaccustomed tosee him
about this time in the morning.”

« You cannot see him to-day. At least he is not visible
in his rooms. You can speak to him at the committee-room
of the P. I'. D, this evening.” the maun said.

«I am no longera P. I, D.,” Huarding auswered. ¢ 1
wish to see Mr. Buldero on other business.”

w1t is impossible, I asswie you” The speaker interposed
himself letween Harding and the door of the house.  « Mr.
Boldero is not visible.”

« Has he not risen yet?" suid Harding. ©I can wait if
he has not. Or, if he hus gone out, I will leave a note.”

« [ will deliver any message. I am in Mr. Boldero's confi-
dence. But you cannot enter his rooms.  He has locked his
door.” '

The man was evidcutly a Cerebus, and was acting accord-
ing to instruction reccived. Harding thought it strange,
but, as he could not get personal access to his pupil—or
late pupil, for his relation to Boldero was not well defined,
he contented himself with saying he would writc a note at
his own house, and send it by pust. He determined, after a
little cunsideiation, to return hume, partly for the purpuse
of writing and despatching this note, and partly to comfort
his wife, who would, he reflected, remain in a state of uneasi-
n+ss about him, from their vasatisfuctory parting.

CHAPTER VII

C.na E felt, as which of us has not felt, how humiliating
‘f’H to our higher and better feelinge ure the fretful

events of the social life we lead? And then he

thought how erring he had been, and how many
deviations he had made from the path of rectitude which he
hud proposed to tread. Beginning with his first disgust at his
fathers’s breadfinding, and tracing his own course hitherto,—
remembering how he hiad fallen intv temptation, and received
at his father’s hands the very money he had scorned uot
eighteen months before,—how he had eusten at his owa table
the food which be had rejected with loathing in his father's
house,—how compromiscd he was by the necessity which had
driven him as a supplicant to the hand which he had indig-
naatly spurned in those purer days, he wept—he wept,—and
the stern tears fell from his blinded eyes upon the pavement
like large drops of rain.

His finger was raised to the knocker, but had not touched
it when the door was opened, and Emma,—she had seen him
pass the window,—stoud upon the threshold, with eyes in
which the tears, also, lingered.  She seized both his hands,
and pulled bim into the room.

“«Foigive your bad girl,” she said. «Forgive my wicked
temper, William. T have been most unjust to you. If you
are unfortunate, dear, you are not to blame.”

“I am to blame, Emma; and I am not unfortunate,” he
answered. ¢ 1am to blame, because I have not persevered
in getting a livelihood ; and 1 cannot be called unfortunate,
because 1 have never yet fairly tried my fortune. They only
are unfortunate who try, and fail.”’ .

#0 my brave husband when you once fairly try, you will
not fail. I know it,—1 know it. Ay whole being throbs
with confidence in your success, when once you commit your-
self in earnest to the laws which sway this world's rightand
wrong. When you left the house just now,—hush! don’t
interrupt me with & word,—I sat in agony beside my baby’s
bed, but my anguish passed away ; and if an angel bad
become vissible to my sight, and I bad touched his robes
with my Lbands, I could aot have been more seusible of a
Higher and Consoling Presence.”

« Fancy, Emma; let us trust ourselves, not angels. For
the rest, I will become & Doer among men,—a Breadfinder,—
an carner of the daily bread that is eaten at wy table. It
tuition fails me, I bave bodily strepgib, and I cun follow
some handicratt, like other men.”

He sat down and wrote & note to Boldero, which was pres-
ently despatched. Then, while his wife busied herself about
the concerns of their little houschold, he r olved in bis
mind many plans for making ap effectual stext in the world.
This dependence upon ong or two chance pu,us would not
do, if any position above that of constant contingency from
;llgy to day for the bread and ment of to-morrow was to be

is aim.

Emma,—she was lighter of heart, now trat she was recon-
ciled to her husband,—began to sing.

He must work. Must we not all work? Must not our
whole lives, as Carlyle says, be a repeated conjugution of the
verb To Do? Hemust work. Yes; buthow?—what? He
knew no trade; he was disciplined to no profession.
With his face burried in his haods, and his elbows resting on
his knees, he thought and thought. At length, starting up,
he told Emma that he should b back in an huur or two, and
went out a second time.

He bad been absent, perhaps, half-an-hour, whea Emma,
who had continued to sing almost without intermission, was
surprised at hearing the heavy tread of aman’s fuot descend-
ing the stairs. It came along the passage—it halted at her
dour. She responded to a summons which was presently
given by vigorous knuckles, by cantiously peeping forth upon
the applicant. But what she saw made her haotily cluse the
door, and draw the bolt.

She was never more frightened in her life. She knew
that by ringing the bell she could summon the landlady, but
she hesitated to do this, and almost held ber breath, though
a strong door, sceuced by a strung bolt, wus interposed between
her and the terror.

« Won't you sing? Do sing again,” said & voice in a for-
eign accent. « You ravish, you charm. O you have such
quality.”

Emma released the bell rope. She—1I don’t know how I
shalt account for it—felt somewhat reassured.

« You melt,—you make & gentle monster of the savage
beast,” said the voice.

Emma's heart beat like the ticking of a clock, but she
was not angry—not at all.  For, since her gitlhood, she bad
dicamed of this, but bad sougbt no confidant for her dreams.
She could hum an air when she was four years old, bat her
parents were serious people, and discountenanced her carly
vocal effurts. 1 could write a lecture vn the sinful mistake
they made; but let that pass.  From four years of age, how-
ever, she hud gone on singing : catching up such airs as she
could glean, and taking lessons of Nature when no one wus
near to censure or criticise.

«You make me all one excitement,” said the voive, «1
hear you sing, and I cannot sit—~1 cannot read the newspaper
—I cannot drink my coffee.”

« He speaks very good English for a forcigner,” thought
Emma. It must be the new ludger that came in yesterday.”

« Will you sing again? Will youlet mein? I will not
hurt you. I am a mild man. I was born in Pars, but [ call
myself Signor Pepolini, and I belong to the Grand Theatre.”

«If William should wish to make his acquaintance,”
thought Emma again, « 1 shall not oppose his desire, cer-
tainly. If he belongs to the Opaa, he will, perhaps, get us
some orders.”

As if Signor Pevolini had divined her thought, ke szid,
«J shall give you tickets for the Grand Theatre. I shall
place you in the grand seats.  You shall sce the King and
the Quern, and the grand lords and ladies. I excite them all
to be silent when I sing.”

«If I warn't alore,” thought Emma, « I declare I would
let him in’

But as she did not respond audibly to bhis sulicitations,
did not by word or movement indicate her presence; the Sig-
nor concluded that she had retired to an inner apartment,
and could not hear him. There was a strong wind blowing
that March day,and the Signor’s feet were inslippers.  ‘The
wind gained an entrance beneath the house-door, und swept
along the passage. The Signor s aukles were getting uncom-
fortable, Moreover, he reflccted that his cofiee was getting
cold. He heaved a deep sigh, and departed.

Emma felt that this was an epoch in ber life.  She could
sing, then—might some day (who could tell?) get her bread
—her lLusband's—ber baby's bread by singing. It was a
pleasant thought, and she gave it full rein, and let it lead her
where it would.

It was rather wild, that thought, and when it was put to
flight by her husband’s knock at the dou, she was calculat-
ing what fifty poundsa-night would amount toin pine months,
supposing that she should be three wonths in the year with-
out an engagement.

« Well, Emma,” said Harding, as be entered, « I have got
a situation. [ went to an old acquaintance of my father's,

——— -
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He ¢ngaged me

t«And

and frankly told him iy difficulties.
directly.”

¢ Ah! thank God! said Emma, clasping her hands.
the situation—""

« Will yield eighteen ghillingga-week. Tt isn't much, cer-
tainly, but we can manage, perhaps, to live on it. Only we
must leave these lodgings, and seek very humble ones.”

« Bighteen sbhillings n.week! ™ repeated Emwma. «That
is not much, indeed, William ; and what is ycur employer?”

« A cheesemonger !’ answered Harding.  « Cheese, butter,
Liams, and bacon—you know what suck. people sell.”

+Cheese, butter, hams, and bacon !” echoed his wife.
«And you are to——""

«To retail them? Yes. There is no disgrace in cutting
a rasher of bacon, or two penn’orth of cheese, is there?
Besides, sometimes I shall persuade my customers to buy
the whole flich, or the entire cheese, and then my master
will smile, and say, ¢ Wetl done.’ And that will be consola-
tion, witl it not?"

« Cheese, butter, bacon?!"’ repeated Emmae, again, in a tone
of bitter disappointment.

t He won't dismiss me for my opinious, at least,” said
Willlam. « All he requires is vigilance, honesty, and a pleas-
ant way of whzedling customers into purchasing large quan-
tities. with a quick eye for bad money. Bless you, I might
sy, « Hang the King!" fifty times a-day, and he would take
1o offence.”

« Well 1 didn't expect this of you, William. And you will
have to wear an apron, I suppose ?”?

« Undoubtedly. What of that??

«Q dear me, what a fizure you wiil look.
starve, William.”

« Ny, you wouldn't. Hunger is a sharp thorn, as the beg-
gars suy. I shall vring you home my wages every Saturday
night.  You will ask, ¢ What shall we have for to.morrow’s
dinner ?' 1 shall answer, t What you please, love.””

« There, hold your stuft, William. I have no patience
with you. I declare you make a merit of what you have
done.’

« T do make a merit of it, Kinmna. God be my witness, I
do. I have now the certainty of a roof, a bed, and food. tor
all three of us. I was a breadfinder, and I have found my
bread.”

« Little more than your bread, then, I can tell you; for
what will cighteen shillings a-week do, with rent, and clothes,
and all to come out of it? My stars, I suppose you think
that 1 can manage with it. But if you entertain any such
wild notions, I would have you dismiss them. Eightcen
shillings a-week, and coals, candles, tea, sugar, bread, butter,
meat, potatoes, clothes foryou, unud lothes for me, and clothes
for the baby. Shoes for—for two of us, at any rate, for baby’s
little shoes ain’t worth mentiening —I'll graut that. And
you expect me to dvall this out of your paltry cighteen shill-
ings a-week!  You must have taken leave of your senses, I
think."

« Or, you have lost yours —which, Emma?”

She did not reply.  Harding, hearing a noise, looked round,
aud bebeld a whiskered and mustachioed face, which was
protruded into the room.

w1 make wany regrets; T oask a thousand pardons,” said
Signor Pepoling, =1 the face. with its ornaments, belonged
to him. ¢ 1 will wall it yon will give me the grand invi-
tation.”

Harding lovked at his wife, and at the Signor, and at his
wife again.

v Lwill walk jny and will make myself very little in a cor-
ner, it you witl say the grand wel.ome,” proceeded the Signor.
L tried to read the news,—1 tued to read a book, L tried to
smoke my pipe,—it was no use. I have the memory of the
sweet voice. I make mauy regrets. I ask a thousand par-
dons.”

Harding luoked wery carnestly at his wife for an explana-
tion. But he still did not utter & word, or give the Signor
the grand welcome.

«"T'he gentleman is the new lodger,” faltered Emma.

- Yes,” replied Harding, “1understand that. But you
have not the honor of his acquaintance, have you?”

« Oh no,” she said, quickly.

«Well, Sir,” said Harding, turning to the Signor, « your
business 7

I would rather

« T will be very small in this chair,” said Pepolini, enter-
ing the room, and dropping into a seat. «I speak your 'an-
guage not bad. I shall have the honor of cenversing with
you. I shall have the honor of offering you some very good
wine.”

e thrust his hand into the capacious pocket of his morn-
ing gown, and drew forth a bottle, which he fixed betweon
his knces.  Then he produced a corkscrow, and proceeded to
draw the cork.

«I shall have the honor to offer yousome very fine cigar,”
he added, diving into another pocket, and bringing up a cigar-
case. ‘'They are the most beautiful for smokiuﬂ I shall
have the honor to offer yoi some snuff.”?

He inserted his fingers into s pocket of his waistcoat, and
produced a snuff box. Harding viewed these proceedings
with theair of o man who did net know how to conduct him-
self. .
«Ah, Mon Dien! we cannot drink without the glasses,”
said the Signor, depositing the bottle, the snuff-box and the
cigar-caso on the table, and returning the corkscrew to his
pocket. I shall have the honor to bring glasses from my
apartment.”

«1 beg that you will not inconvenience yourself,” said
Harding. «I mever drink wine before dinner, I seldom
smoke, and I am not a snuff-taker.”

« You will not taste my wine?” returned Pepolini, shrug-
ging his shoulders. « You make me ashamed of my poor pres-
euts. It is so wood. It would not hurt a very small child.
It will make you very glad. Iassure youitis very innocent.
You smile. You will taste it. I shall have the pleasure to
diink your very good health.” .

The Signor stood irresolutely on the threshold.

«Iam a good companion, [ love the joke and the fun,”
he continued. «I shall bave the honor to make you laugh
very much.” ‘

« You are what we English call a good fellow,” said Har-
ding, offering his palm to the Signor. I am bappy to make
your acquaintance.”

«You will drink my wine ?—you will smoke my cigars ?
You excite me to be very happy. 1 shall have the honor to
dine with you in my apartment. I will go and prepare a
grand dinner. I give you the grand invitation. My name is
Jean Masson, but I call myself Signor Pepolini to please the
lords and ladics of the Grand Theatre.”

Conceding to Harding's request that he would make no
preparations for a grand dinner, but would take an unpre-
tending chop with them, M. Jean Masson resumed his seat,
which he was prevailed upcn to draw out of the corner, and
thereon to expand to his natural size before the fire.

Harding went en the next Monday merning to his employ-
ment. He had a clean coarse apron in his pocket. His wife
cried when he rose from the breakfast to set forth, but he
kissed away her tears, and told her that he bad found their
bread,—his, her’s, and the baby’s.

« Little woman,” he said, « remember what M. Jean dlas-
son told us,—that you will be e fine singer. Then you, also,
will find bread.”

T'hey had not yet removed into the humble lodgings that
he had spoken of, as being more suited to his small income
than those they now occupied. Boldero had sent four guin-
cas for the month's instruction in the Ajax and Philoctetes.
Harding said that this sum wruld pay eight weeks' 1ent, and
they could live sumptuously on eighteen shillings a-week.

« We won't go away from M. Jean, if we can help ity was
his excuse for this otherwise scarcely politic procecding. «In
cizht weeks something may turn up. And our Signor may
be the means of getting you a professional education—who
knows? Butif we quit his neighbarhood, we may never sec
him again, or he might not choose to visit us, for our hume
would be so poor, that we might not have a passage.  And
M. Jean might not relish that.”

« Not have a passage,” cried the petrified Emma. ¢ You
arc not in carnest, William ?”

He said he was. God help them, without a passage, his
wife thought. So she was quite satisfied that Boldero’s four
guineas shodld liquidate vight weeks'® rent in their prescunt
apartments.

Harding was to dincand to take his tea with his employer.
Emma therefore would sce him no more till the shop was
closed for the day. Baby was put to bed and the fire was

~.
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burning brightly. * As a treat, the table was garnished with a
dish of oysters. Emma sat waiting his return, and beating
& tattoo upon the tender with her foot.

«Courage,” wag his first word, when he entered, » Cour-
age, Emma.”

( To be Continued.)

—
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Mrs. Hartsey’s Experience.
)
b ARIUS Hartsey came of o family whose men were
j noted as affectionate and devoted husbands and pros-

G5, perous business men; 50 even bofore he became of

age hie was angled for, with more or less sgkill, by
many judictous mothers and not a fow young women. He
enjoyed the experience, but the distinguishing family trait
Leing strong in hin, he succumbed soon after he became his
own master, the fortunate woman being as good and pretty
as any of her companions. Every one told Mrs. Hartsey that
she was very fortunate, and for a few mouths the young wife
believed what she heard.

But her husband was human, and so was she; there is
nothing s0 good but it might Le better, so Ars. Hartsey soon
began to wish that her husband might be one thing and
another that some other men were, and she didn't hesitate to
tell him so. Hartscy did his best to be obliging, but the
more he did the more he was expected to do. In his court-
ing days he had told his swectheart that he was a devoted
slave ; she took him literally at his word and treated him
accordingly. She never dowbted that she loved him with her
whole heart; neither did Hartsey, but sometimes he was com-
pelled to admit to himself that some hearts were far smaller
than others, and that his wife's was not of the largest size.
His wife longed to have him always with her, but Hartsey
could not help at times believing that his mate unconsciously
regarded him as a trustworthy rubbish heap. upon which she
could cast all the odds and ends of gossip and temper that
shescarcely dared heap upon anyone else, the quantity of this
worthless mental residuumn being so great that the patient
husband felt, after enduring uucomplainingly for two or
three hours,as if he had donea hard day’s work, and all
to no purpose, for when Mrs. Hartsey’s mind was entirely
emptied it was in a condition so unsatisfactory to its owner
that she herself was sensible of some things unusual and
unpleasant, and invariably devised some way of blaming her
husband for it.

Hartaey bore all uncomplainingly ; he loved his wife with
all his strength, which was great, and and when ho was away
from her he freshened his affections by worshiping the ideal
he bad formed of his companion in their ante-marial days,
and although Mrs. Hartsey was as likely asnot to break the
image to fragments when next he met her he went on living
according to his nature,and hoping that some day something
would open the dear little woman’s cyes to the mistake she
was making. But Mrs. Hartsey’s eyes did not open; they
could see just well enough to perceive the mote in those of
her busband. Asthe children who came to the couple grew
large enough not to be treated as lap dogs, Hartsey experi-
enced some reliet that was a thousand times less endurable
thau the original trouble, fora great deal ot Mrs. Hartsey’s
petulance was relieved upon the little ones, so they changed
from cheerful babies to boys and girls by turns excitable
and morose. What .intensified the husband’s misery was
that Mrs. Hartsey cleatly saw the faults of other women
whose temperament was exactly like her own, and held them
in utter detestation, but when Hartsey attempted, as occa-
sionally he did, to hint to his wifc that she sometimes acted
like her detested acquaintances, he was rewarded by a torrent
of tears and an occasional hysterical fit.

As had been his custom ever since marriage, Hartsey
asked himself frequently and honestly whether the fauit could
behis. Ie knew that his wife never lacked what money
she peeded, that she had plenty of servants, and that he
spent most of his hours at home in quicting irregularities of
tradesmen, servants, and children. He stole a couple of
hours daily and took his wife out riding, but the principal
result was that Mrs. Hartsey saw houses that she liked bet-
ter than her own; he tried to mnuse his children so they
should not worry their mother, but was soon accused of *ov-
’
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ing his children more than he did his wife. He took Mra.
Hartsey to the theatre, aud a frantic admiration of actors,
each of some assumed look or quality that Hartsey did not
possess, made the poor :nan very uncomfortabl

Finally the miserable man broke down” physically.
During the first day of his sickness, his wife was so tender
and sympathetic that she seemed like her old self; on the
second day she was cheerful but not very attentive; after
that sho came to her husband with each day's worries and
found some excuse to blame him for all of them. Hartsey
endured to the best of his ability, but in his weakness he
was not equal to all he had borne in other days, so one night,
after a day of continuous exasperation that made his nerve
temporarily servo as strength, he got out of bed, donned his
clothes, and left his house without being seen.

When Mrs. Hartsey discovered that her husband was
nowhere in the house, she indulged in a most satisfactory
amount of weeping, complaining and raving. Having thus
veadjusted her equilibrinm she was compelled to endure
some painful interviews with her conscience; she tried to
malke light of them, but conscience in Mrs. Hartsey had lain
dormant so long that it was untiring when aroused, aud the
wretched woman was compelled to tell herself the trath
about her conduct during most of her married lite. She
consulted the police about how to tind her husband; in the
meantime she astonished her children beyond measure by
making herself companionable instead of fretting at them.
She confessed her fault to many of her feminine acquaint-
ances, and warned several wives to avoid the errors she had
committed. She wept, she prayed, she imposed hard pen-
ances upon herself, but still her husband was not to be found.

As for Hartsey he started to take a train for Washington.
But his strength failed him before he could reach a car or
omnibus. Thenan odd thought struck him ; he remembered
having heard his wife talk tiresomely for an hour or two
about the boarding-bouse across the street having changed
hands withina day or two, and wondering what sort of people
the landlady, who was a stranger to the neighborhood, would
have. Hartsey leaned against that lamp-post to res: himself;
then, gathering all his strength, he crossed the street, rang
the bell of the boarding-house, and asked if any {ront rooms
were vacant. Thero were; he engaged one at once, paid for
a month’s lodging to avoid giving reference, and fell upon a
lounge as soon as the landlady left the room.

The entire quiet he enjoyed for several days was an
experience £0 unusual that his physical condition improved
deily, but his mind was in so much worse a condition than
his body that he was utterly apathetic about his fawmily.
Although he was strong enough to move about his room, he
scarcely cver looked across the street at his own bouse. He
informed himself that his wife was always bappiest when
she had most to fret about, his children had heard him
scolded so much that all but the baby hield him in contemprt,
there was plenty of money in the savings bank to his wife's
credit, so why should he make haste to go home? Relief
from abuse was very delightful, and liberty, although he had
not known it for so long that he did not know what to do
with it, was rather pleasing as a sensation. In the two or
three times he had been away from home during his married
life he had found that absence cansed himn to think more ten-
derly of his wife and to see her good qualities more clearly;
perhaps now, unless the feminine mind was not entirely
unlike that of man, his wife might be forced to recall some
of her husband's traits that she had long ceased to recognize.

But as the worn out man began to recover, thanks to
entire peace and rest, the family across the way came to his
mind more and more, so occasionally, from behind the lace
curtains of his room, he peeped at his house; gradually he
camo tosit by the hour where he could sce all that passed in
and out. e saw some of his wife's familiars, all weak-
minded gossips, call at bis house, and he amused himself by
devising imaginary conversations. 1le saw his children go
to school and retwin; they did not scem to be suffering.
Occasionally he caught glimpses of his wite, but only for an
instant, as she moved about in front of the house, and he
thought he knew, by her appearance and the hour of the day,
just whom she was fretting at and what was her imaginary
trouble. On Sunday he saw her going to church; there was
nothing unusual about her appearance, that he could see,
except that she seemed to cling very closely to her eldest son

’
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who walked beside her and whom she usually had wanted as
fur from her as possible.

« It's a good sign,” muttered Hartsey to himself; « I guess
I won’t disturb her reformation by hurrying home,”

Days passed, and Hartsey became impatient to got out of
<doors ; his business partner could be trusted, but a man must
do something to kill time. He threw open his window after
dark and paced the ftoor by the hour merely for excrcise, but
by daylight he could only read, which he did not muchliko
tu do, and look across the street.  One day he saw his wife
standing in her chamber window and lvoking wistfully
down the strect. His heart gave a little jump and he mur-
mured :

“1 do believe she’s wishing I'd coms home. Let her
wish ; she can stand a great deal of it without sutfering
much.”

Time went on, until ono day Ilartsey saw his oldest
daughter, who had always been most exasperatingly imper-
tinent to bim, standing in the front doorway looking us it
8he cxpected some one, and wiping her cyes from time to
time, The spectacle caused Hartsey to say to himself:

¢ It's good that I left home, if that child is being
reformed.”

One cvening as he yaced the fluor he lieard something
that competled him to spring to the window. Tt was ouly
the music of a ballet that his wife used to sing and play for
him befoge they were married. He had not heavd it in years,
except from band-organs, and even then it awakened won-
derful reflections, but now it really scemed as if his wife
must be playing it Yes, she was; the windows of his own
parlor were open. the sound came from them, and he would
wagera thousand dollars to a cent that his wife was at the
piano : could he ever be mistaken about her touch ?

«She is thinkiog about the old days. Lot her think, God
blesa her—'twill do her good.”

Then Hartsey began to want to go homo He told him-
self not to be in too much of a hurry, or everything would
be spoiled ; he had seen many previous promises of reforma-
tion come to naught. But a morning or two after ho had
hewd the long-neglected piano he saw his wife, standing
near the chamber window, take somothing from ber bosom,
lo kat itintently and kiss it repeatedly, he huow it at sight, it
was 8 locket, containing his picture, he had given her dunng
their engagement ; Mrs, Hartsoy had worn it night and day
for a year, then ghe put it ¢n occasivnally, but tinally she
hal liid it aside entitely, saying that it was vld-fashivued
aud, beside, it made her nervous.

Hartsey's spirits had fallon many a time at secing the
lorket ina deawer full of hair-brushes, crimping pins, and
siperinnuated gloves, for the mate to that same locket had
@' ©1ys been over his own heart.  But now she is wearing it
+  n;what could it mean ? Nothing but that—

At this point of his reflections Hartsey seized his hat,
<ushed out of the house, across the strect, entered his own
<loor by a latch-key, and flew up to his wife's room. Brs.
Haurtsey was ready to faint when she saw who the invader was,
but her husband prevented her.  After the couplo found thei
tongues, which Mrs. Hartsey was the first to do, there was
much questioning by the wife and unlimited lying by the
hushand, who had previously been scrupunlously truthfal.
He did not know where he had been: why he had not writ-
«n; how sick he had been, or unything else, but when his
wife asked him why he had left home so strangely, he nerved
himselt to tell the whole truth, and replied :

« A gcolding wife,”

Then 3Mrs. Hartsey became her customary selr at once
aund complained of wounded feclings, but her husband held
her at arm’s length and said kindly but very distinetly :

«Perhaps I bad better go again?"

“No—no!" screamed Mrs. Hartsey, throwing herself vn
her husband's neck, and trom that time forth her tungue
foind a safe outlet in lecturing those of hur intimates, who
did not apppeciate their husbands.

Send us Eight Subscribers to the Fauwy Civcte
at 50 cents each and we will return you the « Litz and
Letters of Lord MacCaulay, by Trevelyan, 2 vols. (cloth)
worth $2.00.
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¥ But words aro things, and a small drop of ink
Falling 1iko dew upon a thought produces
That which makes thousands, porhiaps millions, think.”

A jest, a joke, a laugh, a smile,

Duth many a weary heart begnile—
The spice of life, in wholesome mirth,
‘Was born of heaven, and not of earth.

Every mau desites to live long, but no man would be old.

A bad lot—Thelot you have to pay taxes on and can't sell.

Shallow men believe in luck; strong men believe in
cause and effect. '

It is easier to suppress the ficst desire than to satisfy all
that follow it,

Life is not so short but that there is always time cnough
for courtesy.

Tellers of exaggerated stories are know in business cir-
cles as yarn merchante.

Life is a tiresome journey, and when a man arrives at the
end heis all out of breath.

Old age has deformities enough of its own ; do not add te
it the deformity of vice.—Cato.

A lie is like a brush-heap omn fire; it is easicr to let it burm
out than to try to extinguish it.

Deliberate with caution, but act with decision ; and yield
with graciousness or opposs with firmnegs.—Colton.

When 2 maun dies men inquiregvhat he hag left-behind ;
angels inquire what he has sent before him.— Makomet.

Hens may be a little backward on eggs. but they never
fail to come to the scratch where flower-beds aro concerned.

Friendship is like good coffee; when once it becomes
cold it can never be warmed over without losing its first
flavor.

8peak the truth; yield not to anger; give, when asked,
of the little thoa hast; by these three steps thou shalt go
near the gods.— Buddah.

A remarkably honest Chicago doctor sent in a certificate
of death, the other day, with his name signed in the space
reserved for ¢ Causes of death.”

Puk's reccipts. To remove dandruff—manry, to keep
cloves (leab—wash your hands, to take out greace spots—
xit on the warm stove, to preserve cherrics—keep the small
boys off.

«‘Trust men, and they will be true to you,” says Emerson.
\We showed this to arespectable grocer. He graw livid with
rage, seized a club, and wanted to know whero that Emerson
fellow lived, anyhow. There was murder in that grocer’s eye.
We did not tell him.

The Italians have a prayer which reads: « I pray that I
may never be married. But if I marry, I pray that I may
not bo deccived. Rut if Lam dececived, 1 pray that I may
not know of it. But if I know of it, I pray that I may be
able to laugh at the whole affair.”

As red as the rose was my love last night—
Yes, red as a rose was she ;
But to-day my love's as pale and white
As the blooms of the apple tree.
Poor thing! she is paling for me I think;
But the wicked neighbors say
Her mother crept in while she was asleep,
And stole her pink saucer away. —[Chaf.

At a fashionable wedding in Now York the other day,the
ceremony was performed under a floral umbrella. Whereat
a contemporary comments that it was probably a little
suggestion of the bride's mother, who wanted the groom to
understand by the emblem that he ought to put up some-
thing for o rainy day. )

A justice of tho peace who is constauntly trying criminal
cases was cnlled on to marry a couple. After he had asked
the usual question if they desired to be united in the bonds
of matrimony, and they had replied in the affirmative, the
justice asked them, solemuly, « Having pleaded guilty to
the charge, if there are in your opinion any mitigating cir-

L cumstances, now is the time to state what they are.”
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LITERARY LINKLETS.
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** T{onor to the mon whn bring honor to us—glory to tho country,dignity

&) w mfs to ght, knowledge of thinys, precision to principles,
sveetness to foellng, happiness to the firesido~Authors

CURIOCUS AND SCIENTIFIC.

To those who belive in the better henith of the « guod:
old times,” it will b gratifying to.sec the results of inves-
tigations on this subject. In the sixteenth century the

‘Thesword worn by John Haumpden was sold at auction in
London not longsince for fifty-eight guineas.

#Set Not Thy oot on Graves"is the odd iitle of a new
story written by Mr. Julian Hawthorne for the Manhattan.

The proposed cutlay for the Longfellow memorial is now
pln‘;:c:ll at $50,000, one-quarter of the sum originally pub-
lished.

Josiah Henson, the original of Mrs. Stowe’s Uacle Tom,
died at Drerden, Ontario, on the 5th inst., at the advanced
age of ninty-four.

The late Dr. G. 1. Beard left behind him an autobiographi-
eal skotch which hus been described as ¢ unsurpassed for its
quaint humor and deep estimates of character.”

The Russian novolist, Tschernyrchewskij, who was exiled
to Siberia nineteen years ago for writing tne romance Schto
Djelatj,” has been rendered insane by his sufferings.

« Stories from English History,” by Louise Creighton, in
the press of Thomas Whittaker, contains tventy or more
woodcuts copied trom old prints, aud historic trescoes.

It is related of Theodore Hook that, strolling along the
Strand one day, in company with a friend, he observed a
dandy approaching them, dressed in the first style of fushion,
«nd gailing down the street with the air of an emperor, pass-
ing by the orainary mortals who surrounded him with
immeasurable disdain. Just as he came near, Hook stepped
ap to the exquisite, and humbly enquired, « I beg your par-
don, sir, but are you anybody in particular?” "The discon-
eerted beau looked at the grave querist in utter amazement,
and walked away without a particle of dignity left.

Theo late B{r. Wordsworth. son of the great poet, bad in
Ais possession a very large collection of unpublished letters,
some by his father, but mostly written by Southey, Rodgers,
Do Quincey, Lamb, Coleridge, Sir Walter Scott, and other
fiterary friends. These will soun be given to the public.
‘The present owner is the graundson of the poet, and it ap-
years to be upon his authority that the statement is muwde
that the letters will demonstrate beyond a doubt that Mary
Wordsworth, the puet's sister, supplicd not only the senti-
ment but, in many cases, the diction of many of the noblest
passages in Wordsworth’s poems.

The following anecdote of the lato Sidney Lanier was told
by Mr J. R. Tait at a meeting of subscribers to the Lanier
memorial fund held not long since in Baltimore: ¢ 1 remem-
%or his describing, when very ill himeelf, the condition ot a
Rrother-poet of the South, with a laugh in which were blended
sympathy and tenderness, with a certain sense of grotesque-
ness of the situation. A poet who lived at a place—no, not
aplace, but a pump in the pine-barrens, where thirsty loco-
motives stopped to drink, and where, in a log-cabin of small-
<8t dimensions, tapestried with pictures from the iilustrated
wewspapers, the poet, an invalid, dwelt and wrote and cared
for his family. Tho langh ended in something like & sob,
and there wero tears in his eyes of agmiration for the pluck,
and sympathy for the lot of one so much worse off than him-
self.  And yet Paul Hayne has lived to write his elegy.”

« [ bave eaid before, and I repeat it here,” says Prof. Hux-
%oy, « that if & man caunot get literary culture of the highest
&ind out of his Bible, and Chaucer, and SBhakespeare, und
$lilton, and Bishop Berkley, to mention oanly a few of our
illustrious writers—1 say if he cannot get it out of those writ-
418, he cannot get it out of anything ; and I would assuredly
«devoto a very large portion of the time of every English child
%0 the careful study of the models of English writing of such
~aried and wonderful kind as we possess, and, what is still
‘more important and still more neglected, the habit of using
¢hat language with precision and with force aud with art.
¥ fancy we are almost the only nation in the world who
geem to think that composition comes by nature. The
Wrench attend to their own language, tha German’s study
th:_ilrs; but Englishmen do not seem to think it worth their
while.”

averago period of human life wasa- little over twenty-onc
years ; in this century it has risen to forty years. Then
only threo per cent. lived to see their thies score and ten
years; now eighteen per cent. live beyond this age.

The Scientific American says that a non-conductor of elec-
tricity has yet to be found, for all substances hitherto dis-
covered are conductors to the forcqunder certain known con-
ditions, but those which offer & gréat resistance to it serve~
the purpose of non-conductors in practice, although they
may be all classed a8 good or bad conductors. The best con-
ductor known at prereunt is gilver, the worstissolid paraffinc.

The machine-made nail may be said to be of compara-
tively recent date, when the antiqnity of the handicraft art.
of nail-making is conridered. Until ninety years ago all
nails were forged. Some idea of the number of people once
engaged in the trade may be gained from the fact that prev-
ious to the era of the nail-making wmachino 60,000 nailers
were employed at one time in the city of Birmingham, Eng.,
each family forging its own nails at what mizht be termed
domestic forges. This is still donein some sections in
Germany. ‘

The weathering of brick walls into a friable state is usu-
ally attributed to the action of heat, wet, and frost ; but from
recent observations ot M. Parize, the real destroyer is a mic-
roscopic creature, and the action played by the weather is
only secondary. He has examined the red dust of crumbling
bricks under the microscope, and found it to consist largely
of living organisims, A sample of brick dust taken from
the heart of a solid brick als» showed the same animalcule,.
but in smaller numbers. The magnifying power of the
instrument was 300 diameters. Every decaying brick showed
the same kind of population, but the hardor the brick the
fewer were noticed.

A Strange Advertisement.

Theffollowing curious advertisement appeared recently in
the Stamford (Eng ) Mercury: « Farm Wanted—a mixed soit
of about six hundred acres, with a porous subsoil, one-third
sound pasture—in the midland or eastern countio:. To enter
upon at Lady-Day, oue thonsand eight hundred and eighty-
four. Landlord and agent must bnth be of irreprdachab'e
character j the incumbent of the pirish must hold Evangelical
opinions, and not given to meddle with things secular. No-
game-keeper allowed. Lardlord to pay halfthe rates. Ten-
ant to cultivate and crop according to his judement ; no ohjec-
tion to certain covenants as to proper protection of landlord's
rights. Tenancy to be changed or terminated only by a four

years’ notice.”

Lax"ge and Small Heads.

A writer in the .Journal of Science saya that the idea that
a great intellect requires a large head is not supported by
facts. An examination of busts, pictures, medallions, etc., of”
the world’s famous celebrities almost tends the other way.
In the earlier paintings, it is true, inen are distinguished by
their large heads, but this is attributable to the painters, who
agreed with the general opinion and wished to flatter their
sitters.

A receeding forehead is mostly condemned. Nevertheless
this feature is found in Alexander the Great and, to a lesser
degreo, in Julius Cresar. The head of Frederick tho Great,
as will be seen fcom onc of the portraits in Carlyle’s work,
receded.

Other great men have had positively small heads. Lord
Byron’s was remarkably small. 3uen of genius of ancient
timos have only what may be called an ordinary ov cvery-
day forehead, and Herodotus, Alcibiades, Pluto, Aristutle and
Epicurug, amoung others, are mentioned as instances. Some
are even low-browed,as Burton, the author of « The Anatomy
of Molancholy,” and Albert Durer.

The average forehead of the Greek rculptures in the frieae
from the Farthenon is, we are told. «lower, if anything, tham
what is scen in many modern foreheads.”
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Messrs. Lawson § -Tones.

The favor our magazine everywhere mects with is sur-
prizing, and the uumber of boysand girls, as well as older
canvassers, meeting with success in obtaining subscribers,
steadily increases. .

)

The fact of a large cash commission being given to our
helpers should be borne in mind by all persons wishing to
nake money.

1f you desire to go to work, send us a postal card nt once
and we will return you immediately & sample copy and
private terms to agents.

Anyone and everyone desiring to canvass should write to
us at once.

Address, Lawson & Jones, Publishers. London East.

PERIODICALS, ETC.

The Biogr ipher, & new sixty-four page mouthly, of which
Yol T No 1, has just been received, should meet with gen-
eral favor  Tts ne t and attiactive 1y pographical appuarance,
its relinble portraits accompanying ench sketeh, and its
choice in the selection of eminent persons in the various pub-
lic ficlds,as subjects, all display desire and ability to ;zain the
support of the most intelligent cluss of readers.  Shetches
of Chester A. Arthur, Willimn E. Gladstone, Sir John ..
MacDonald, Bismarck, John Howard Payne, Alexauder 111,
Henry (. Vennor, Henry Ward Beecher, Lester Wallack,
Louise Michel, and Emily Faithful are among its numerous
brief biographies for May. Single copies, 25 cents ; $2.50
ver year: £3.00 to foreign addvesses. 23 Park Row, New
York City.

OQur Little Ones and the Nursery. edited by Oliver Optic,
stands far above other children’s magazines, and cannot but
meet with universal favor. Doth its illustrations and liter-
ary work arve original and contributed Ly superior artists,
"The publishers prove by the expense they goto in preparing
this beautifully illustrated monthly that they rightly believe
that nothing can be too good for the little ones. Subscrip-
tion, £1.59 per annum. Russell Publishing Company, Bos-
ton, Mass,

Good ITealth for 3lay is upon our table, and a brief survey
of its varied articles shows that it is more than an ordinary
number.  Dr, and Mrs. Kellogg and a sister of the Doctor,
are now taking an extensive LEuropean tour, and during their
absence the columns of the magazine will be enriched by
notes of travel, the result of their experience and observation.
B1.00 a year. Address, Good Heulth, Battle Creek, Mich.

CIRCLE CHAT

Tie pACT THAT gCHOOL EntcaTION is of little service with-
out a continued after-cultivation of the mind, seems scarcely
to be fully believed in by the majority of people. 'T'he case
of Mr. Bright is only an exception in degree to many a case
of deeper and more useful educations f<om careful observation
and reflection. MMr. Bright is spoken of as a man who “never
had the advantages of an edncation: ™ yet, + his entire long
«career of usefulness to learning and to political advancement ,
the pecrless style of his vratory , the sound common sense
of his views upon public questions, tell us very much more
plainly than an alphabet of capitals {ollowing his name
would, that Mr. Bright is an educated wan. He has reached,
by other processes, the end at which all college and univer-
=ity training aims ; and, consequently, not oniy as one whom

" tie people delight to honor, Lut as an educated man he fit-
aingly takes his place as Lord Rector of Glasgow University

TOE FAMILY

]

CIRCLE,

RESPONSES TO READERS.

All communications for answer in this column should be
addressed Corerspondents’ Departmenty, Family Circle Office,
London Last. .

M. 5.—Such mistakes scem inovitable at times.

W. H.—See answer under Miscellaneous Recipes.

C. P.—No; Mr, Swinburno does not pronounce the «i’™
in hig name long.

V. V.—Study the rules of prosody before you attempt
such & composition.

VioLer.—Such a course would be useless. Simply treat
hig Jetters with silent contempt, and should you meet him
you would be wise not to recognize him,

OLar.—The illustrated ‘magazine you have reference to,
we believe, is Svenska Family Journalen (I'he Swedish I'nmily
Journal) and is published ut Stockholm, Sweden,

W. W.—After a ball gentlemen should always call on the
lady of the house at which they have been entertained as
soon as convenient ; by all means within two weeks.

Cuaruie X.—In the language of flowers the signification.
of & forget-me-not is TI'rue Love; that of a hawthorn, Hope;.
that of a lily, Purity ; that of mint, Virtue, and that o1 a
pink, Puare Affection.

F. F —=McBeth's “Might and mirth of Litevature” is one of
the best works ou Euglish Rhetoric. It containg abuut three
hundred figures whis hoaie daesificd with their esamples in o
most attractive and interesting manuer. .

D. N.=Thtce cupics of « Gews of Fancy Cookery " w)ll
Le sent pust padd o sty addiess onteceipt of thirty cemy.
Send the amount in Cavadian pustage stamps to the Pube
lishers of the Fasiuy Citens, Loudon East,

5. C.—"The couplet :

& A pride tn honest fame by virtue gained,

In sturdy Loys to virtuous labors trained.”
occurs in a poem by Crabbe entitled, #The Parish Register.”
M. M.—We do not care to advise you whether or not to.

insure. It isa profitable step for some, while others buve |
lost by it. It is a matter for you to determine by your own
judgment. Ior ourselves we rather incline to go against

such institutions.

D. P —It is generally the wisest plan to let boys choose
their own oceupation.  If your son takes no interest in the
business you follow, endeavor to tind out what his inclina-
tions are, and educate him for or apprentice him to what bis
intellectual capacity and his desire fits him.

Mrs, 'T.—It seems that you are keeping your boy too
steadily at school. Unless such a child is strong and healthy
he is much better at home than at school before eight or
nine years of age. ‘I'be age at which children should stars
school varies in different children ; those who are very pre-
cocious are better kept at home till nine years old, at leasts

Exquier—We always desire those canvassing for us to
retain the commission, and when they bave sent one list,
they may always after retain their commission even if only
sending one or two names. The same commission is
allowed for rencwals as for new subseribers.  Sample copies
and our 1882-3 circular, giving teims to agents, have Leen
mailed you

Minnic A.—Such conduct may be all right in itself and
innocent, but young jadies have to be very careful and keep
themselves above even the appearence of improper conduct.
If you fecl that it is impossible to firmly object and resist the
arguments of your cousin without quarreling +with him, angd
the other gentleman you mention objects to it, by all meaus
quarrel with the former.

Jexsy L—1. WLen agentleman joins a lady on the sticet
for the purpose of walking with her, ctiquette demands that -
he ascertain whether his company is acceptable.  In sucha -~
case she shonld frankly answer the plain truth. 2. In any
case where a person has made an engagement and chances to
meet a friend or some person who desires to talk with them,
they should, by all means, excuse themselves as politely as
possible, expluining tbat they have made an appointment.
No gontleman or lady would take offence at a person's firm-
ness in keepiog a promise
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HEALTH AND DISEASE.
Alens sana in corpore suno.

Toothache,

This painful aftection is often closely connected with
face-ache. It may be due to adecayed or ulcerated tooih,
or to disease of the dental nerve, As a remedy, apply
hot applications. Bottles filled with hot water, hot brick
or stones wrapped in papers or cloths, hot cloths, bags
filled with hot sand, salt, or corn meal, and rubber bags
tilled with hot water are convenient methods of applying dry
heat. 1In addition, apply balf of a steamed fig (hot) to the,
diseased tooth. A bit of cotton saturated with laudanum or
creosote, and crowded into the cavity of a carious tooth
will often give speedy rvelief.

To Cure Sleeplessness.

Lat an early and light supper and casily digested food;
ory better, eat no supper at all. Do not engage in exciting
conversation or amusements during the evening. At an
early hour prepare to retire, determined to sleep. Just
beforo going to bed soak the feet for ten minutes in a
pail of hot water. Cool the watera little just before
taking themn out, This will relieve the brain of a little
of its surplus blood- Go to bed at peace with all the
world, close the cyes and fix the mind steadily upon svme
familiar object until sleep comes.  Don't allow the mind to
wander if pussible to prevent it. I unsuccessful, in addition
to the above bhuve hut wet cloths applied to the head after
going to bed. A dripping-shect bath just Lufore retiving
sometimes affords excellent results. Gently rubling the
temples with the hand, and rubbing the spine from above
downward and’the fect and limbs in the same divection, have
a very soothing eftect. The warm full-bath is an excellent
soporitic.

Lime Juice for Diphtheria.

3L Cuzartorysky, 3. D.of Stockton, California, writes as
follows to the London Laneet: During o prolonged residence
in the intetior of China, I becamo acquainted with the fact
that the Chinese place great relinuce during epidemics of
diphtheria on the internal use of the fresh juice of limes, and
of the fruit itself, which they consume in enormous quanti.
ties, in every conceivable form—as lemonade, with native
spirits, cut in slices, ete,—during attacks ot this dreadful dis-
cease with apparently most successful results, it havdly ever
failing to cffect acure. The Chinese consider it « specifie,
and will, in case’of need, do anything to obtain a supply.

Since I have come back to California, as also in Louis-
ianng, I have used limes and their juices in wy practice as a
physician, with successful resalts in cases of diphtheria, even in
the most desperate cases.  Assoon as I take charge of a case
vfdiphtheria, I order limesto be administered as freely as pos-
sible, in any manner the patient can be prevailed upon to
take them, especially in the form of hot Iemonade, sweetened
with white sugar or honey, or cut in slices with powdered
white sugar. Besides lime juice (which I suppose acts by
imparting an excess of oxygen to the circalation, and thereby
prevents formation of vibriones, ete., and s0 hasalmost a spe-
cific effect on disease), I prescribe whatever drug may be
indicated to relieve symptoms as they develop, and impart
strength by appropriate stimulants and nowishinent.

Hygiene in Schools.

The New Orleans Medicul and Surgical Journal thus forci-
bly sots forth the value of the step now being taken in our
Canadian system, of introducing the study of hygiene, into
the public schools : .

A single generation instructed in hygiene would greatly
increage the number of sensible parents, who, heeding less the
foolish counsel of ignocant nuises, of prejudiced grandmoth-
ers, of silly and of oflicious neighbors, would cease to take
part, as so many parents now do, in killing theirown children
to such an extent that one-fourth of all the babies born in New
Orleans are hurried to the grave during the first year of life.

Such parents would better enforce the domestic sanitation,

and that homeo education of children, without which there-
can be no fundamental and lasting reform in hygiene. And
such parents would at least get on the right road to learn,
and to teach their children, what actions are physically det-
rimental, and that all such actions should be shunned as
sing, inasmuch as whatever injures health impairs the dis-
charge of all duties.

Other important benefits would also be conferred. "The
number of citizens deeply impressed with the danger to them-
selves, would become so large that they would no longer sut-
fer any one to be deterred—as is now often the case—by the
threats of ignorant or selfish neighbors, from complaining of
the foulest and most unhealthy nuisances. Such citizens
would sce to it that sanitary ordinances weve not simply
enacted, but also ¢xecuted. A sounder public opinion, d-:+
to such citizens, would force all doctors promptly to report
to the sanitary authorities, as mavy doctors, to the great
injury of the public, now do not, every case of communicable
diseage. Supitaerians would be provided with a constituency
which could appreciate aud would heed their judicious waru-
ings.

T'he high officials, nuthorized there., would no longer
venture, as they now sometimes do, to appoint, ns sanitary of-
ficers charged with the arduous and responsible duty of
guarding the public health, men (medical as well as non-
medical) who know nothing about prevention of diseasc;
who, in fact, are destitute of every claim except that due to
personal friendship or political partizanship, and who nei-
ther deserve nor receive the pubhic contidence, without which
sanitary ofticers are apt tu cause more harm than good. Sach
appointments would no longer receive the tacit approval of
an ignorant and indifferent public. Competent uflicers would
no lunger e futced to plead before such a public, that it ought
not to hold them responsible for evils which it gives them
neither power nor means to correct.

In addition, Rew Orleans would at least cease to: 10w so
unfavorable & balance between its death rates and its birth
rates that its increage of population would depend on immi-
grants from the healthier air of the couuntry; as is also the
case with most other large cities their inhabitants, like ours,
still continuing too ignorant to sccure to themselves tho
most important requisite to health—pure air. Not only
would @11 these Lenefits be more fully secured with each suc-
ceeding generation, but the day would at least dawn here, as
it has dawned in England, when any citizen struck down by
preventable disease due to another's ignorance or negligence,.
could recover heavy damages. Eventually, all would under-
stand that disease and premature death are not dueto the
vindictiveness of God, but are unavonidable penalties for the
violation of nature’s immutable sanitary laws, which the Cre}
ator, who regulates all things with the wondrous order which
is « Heaven's tirst law,” should not be expected to set aside,.
however piteously implored by those who bLaveneglected to.
learn and to obey these laws.

Tesa-Drinking.,"

Dr. Arlidge, one of the pottery inspectors of England,
asserts « that a portion of the reforming zeal which keeps up-
such a fierce and bitter agitation against intoxicating drinks,
might advantageously be diverted to the repression of the
very serions evil of tea-tippling among the poorer classes.
‘T'e, in anything beyond moderate quantities, is as distinctly
a narcotic poison as is opimm or aleohol, It iscapable of
ruining the digestion, of enfecbling and disordering the
heart's action, and of generally shattering the nerves. And
it must be remembered that it is not a question of narcotic
excess merely, but the enormous quantity of hot water
which tea-bibbers necessarily take is exceedingly prejudi-
cal to both digestion and nutrition. OQur teetotal reformers
have overlooked, and even to no small indulgence which is
as distinctly sensual, extravagant, and pernicious, as any
beer-swilling or gin-drinking in the world.

.

A number of grocers in New York (‘ity have been selling:
adulterated spices, for which they have beenarrested. They:
ofter as o defence the position that spices are not food, whick
is probably & new idea to many people. It also appears that
the adulteration has been of such a character as to rendex
those fery conditaents less harmful rathexr than more so
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FASHION NOTES.

Yellow, in all shades, is very fashionable.

All the fashionable hats are cither pokes, or modified
shapes of pokes

Eutbruiderics vn light woul fabrics are done in the cross
stituhios of vld-fashioned sunplets.

Viotet, hilue, pansy, hehwtrope, dahlis, and many other
red unts of purple are fashionable for stk and wool cos-
tumes,

Jerseys, composerd of both silk and wool are to be worn
this swnner over skirts of muslin, silk, foulard, sateen and
other materials.

Kdlts are now narrow, being only an inch and a-half wide,
and are fastened with two buttons, with button-holes, and are
peinted at the lapped end.

Biack Spanish lace costumes are imported with red or
scilow satin linings.  The bright stianberry red shades ate
used for these, and are 1epented in the bunnet, paraso!, and
fan.

Lace flonnces and fronts of dresses disposed in beaded
iace are among the old-time modes brought forward this
year. A number of the foreign buvers of large houses, just
returned, say that jet is a fureur in Pans.”

The bang is going out of fashion in England. The hairis
now parted down the middle. A falling curl or two may be
permitted, but the frizzled circle covering the entire forehead
hag almost entirely disappeared in good society

Satin is wuch less popular than it was last year, and will
be even less 60 as the summer appicaches ; soft twilled silks
and failles are not in favor. alsu brecaded silks in mono-
ohrone, moire, brocades, and pekins, showing alternate moire
and pekin stripes.

DOMESTIC RECIPES.

To Coor Storrsp Vear—For this dish ‘use five or six
pounds of the loin, or & thick cut from the middle to the
tower end of the leg of veal. Cut out the bone without
woangling the meat, and stuft the veal with the following
torcemeat :  Halia pound of the trimmings of veal, chopped
very fine, with half a pound of fat salt pork, half & pound
of fine bread crumbs, two raw eggs two table-pooanfuls of
«hopped parsley, two level teaspoonfuls of salt and a salt-
apoonful of pepper. A pound of sansage-meat may be used
‘in place of the chopped veal and pork. Afterthe veal is stuffed
season it highly with salt and pepper, and dredge it all over
witivdry flour. Put three tablespoonfuls of butter in a kettle,
and let it get smoking hot over the fire; then put it in the
~veal, and turn it about until it is brown all over. When the
veal is brown lay some skewers on a plate under it, pour
over it 8 quart of boiling water, and stew it over a gentle fire
for two hours and a half, or until it is quite tender, keeping
the kettle closely covered. When the veal 1s tender take it
ap, take out the skowers or plate, season the gravy palatably
with salt and pepper, add to it a glass of wine or three table-
spoonfuls ot any good table sauce, and serve it with the veal.

CryTexNiaL Morrins—take one quart of flour, one small
tablespoonful of lard, sult and yeast powders (use the last
according to the directions for one quart of flour.  Some take
more,some take less). Mix the flour, salt, yeast powders and
-Jard ; take about a piat of water (milk is better if yon have
it), and mix dough as stiff as you can stir it. Have your
gem pans ¢ sizzing * hot, put in the batter, and bake ina
‘hot oven.  The mufiins are improved by the addition of eggs
and milk, but are good madea  “ove.

Batrer Carrs WithorT Eg. ..—Take one small saucerful
of oatmeal porridge (or mush), one quart of flour ; mix as tor
«thet batter cakes, with the addition of one tablespoonful ot
nu.iasses and about & teaspuonful of lard , bake brown.

Jacky Cares—Take seven tablespoonfuls of coramesnl,
sifeed, put in salt and a tablespoonfut ot lard, scald with
loiing water , mix with halt a teacupful of milk, till the
batter is thin enough to drop from a spoon ; fry in boiling
kot iard, just as you do fritters. Fcy Brown, dropping the
hatter from the spoon.

CIRGL .

Bagrsv Busav-asu-Burten Punvive.—Take nine slices of
bread and Lutter, aud one and a-half pints of milk, four eggs,
sugar to taste, one-quarter pound of currants, flavoring of
vanilla, grated lemon-peel or nutmeg. Cut nine slices of
bread and butter not very taick, and put them into n pie.
dish, with currants between cach layer and vn the top.
Sweeten and flavor the milk, either by infusing a littlo
lemon-peot in it, ur by adding a fow drops of essence of van-
illa, well whisk the eggs, aud stir these to the milk.  Straia
this over the bread and butter, aud bake in a moderate oven
for one hour, ¢r rather longer. This pudding may be very
much enriched by adding cream, candied peel, or more eggs
than stated above., It shwuld not be turned; cut. send to
table in the pie-dish, and is better for being made about two
hours before it is baked. Bake one hour or rather longer.
This makes sufficient for five or seven pe 8uns, at any time.

Rice Caxe.—Take half pound of ground rice, half pound
of loaf sugar, nine eggs, twenty drops of essence of lemon,
or the rind of one lemon, half pound of butter. Separate
the whites from the yolks of the eggs; whisk them both
well, and add to the latter the butter beaten to a cream.
Stir in the flour, rice, and lemon (if the rind is used, it must
be very finely minced), and beat the mixture well ; then add
the whites of the eggs, beat the cake again for some time,
put it into & buttered mould or tin, and bike it for nearly
one and a-half hours. Itinay be flavored with essence of
almonds, when this is preferred. Cook nearly one and a-half
hours.

Lixoy Pies —Line two deep tin plates with a paste rolled
very thin. Set in a cool place until the filling is made.
Beat to & froth three teacupfuls of sugar, the rind and juice
of three lemons, and the yolks of six egge; then beat the
whites to a stiff froth and stir into the sugur and other in-
gredients with three tablespoonfuls of milk. Fill the two
plates with thie mixture, and bake in a moderate oven forty-
five minutes. Thorough beating of the mixture and the
slow baking are absolutely necessary to the success of the
dish.

MISCELLANEOUS RECIPES.

To Heal Surt Corys.—A weak solution of carbolic acid
will heal soft corns between tho toes.

For Nguraucia.—Oil of pepperment over the affected part
is an excellant means of relief for neuralgia ; but no remedy
is so generally useful as hot fomentations,

To Creax Swiks a%p RussoNs.—Camphine will extract
grease and clean ribbons without changing the color of most
things. ‘They should be dried in the open air aud ironed
when pretty dry.

ReMEDY FOrR BURNT S110ES.—Shoes or slippers that have
been burned can be made nenrly as good as ever by spreading
soft-soap upon them while they are still hot, and then, when
they are cold, washing it off. It softens the leather and pre-
vents it drawing up.

InFranen Evsuins.—Takea slice of stale bread, cut as thin
as possible, toast both sides well, but do not burn it, when
cold sork it in cold water, then put it between a piece of
cold linnen aund apply, changing when it gets warm.

To Maxe Rose-waTer—Take half an ounnce of powdered
white sugar and two drams of magnesia. With these mix
twelve drops of ottarof roses. Add a quart of water, two
ounces of alcohol, mixin a gradual manner, and filter through
blotting paper.

To Resove Tax.—Tan can ba temoved from the face by
dissolving inagnesia in soft water. Beat it to a thick roass,
spread it on the face, and let it remain a minute or two.
Then wash off’ with castile soapsuds and rinse with soft water.

To Rexuve Fuesu Worus.—Flesh worms, or little black
specks, which appear on the nose, may be removed by wask-
ing in warm waler, drying witha towel,ani ap,lying a wash
of colugne and ligaor of putash, made of threo ounces of the
former to one ounce of the latter.

A DisinrecTive Laosory Bruos—Mix together 16 parts
of Prussian blue, 2 parts ot carbolic actd, L part of borax. and
1 part of gum arabic into a suiff dough. Roll it out into balls
as largo as hazel nuts, and coat them with gelatine or gum,
to preveut the carbolic acid from cscaping
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OUR BIOGRAPHICAL BUREAU.

George Eliot’s Religious Beliel.
Igl[’ to the age of seveutecn or eighteen Marian had Leen

considered the most truly pious member of her fam-

ily, being earnestly bent, as she sags, « toshape this

apumalous English Christian lifo of ours into sume
consistency with the spirit and sim ple verbal tenor of the
New Testament.”  « I was brought up,” she informs auother
correspondent, « In the Church of England, aud have never
joined any other religious society; but I have had close
aquaintance with many dissenters of various sects, Calvinis-
tic Abaptists to Unitarians,” Her inner life at this time is
faithfully mirrored in the spiritual experiences of Maguie
“Tulliver. Marian Evans was not one who could rest satisfied
with outward observances and lip-worship : she needed a
faith which shouid give unity and sanctity to the conception
of life; which should awaken « that vecognition of something
to be lived for beyond the mere satisfaction ot self, which is
to the moral life what the addition «fa great central ganglion
is to animal life.” At oue time Evangelicalism supplied her
with the most essential conditions of a religious life : withall
tbe vehemence of an ardent nature ghe flung her whole soul
into a passionate acceptance of the teaching of Christianity,
<arrying her zeal to the pitch of asceticism:

This was the state of her mind at the age of seventeen,
when heraunt from Wirksworth came to stay with her. Mrs.
Elizabeth Evans (who came afterwards to be largely iden-
titied with Dinah Morris) was a zealous Wesleyan, having at
one time been a noted preacher ; but her niece then a rigid
Calvinizt, bardly thought her doctorine strict enough. When
this ramo aunt paid her a visit some time afterwaras, at
Foleshill, ‘farian’s view had already undergote a complete
transformation, and their intercou.se was constrained and
painful ; for tho young evangelical enthusiast, who had been
3 favorite in clerical circles, was now in what she described
a5 @ g crude state of frecthinking.” It wasa period of transi-
tion through which she passed into a new religious synthcsxs

Her intimacy with the Brays began about the time when
those now doubts were beginning to ferment in her. Her
expanding mind, nourished on the best literature, ancient and
modern, began to feel cramped by dogmas that had now
lost their vitality ; yet a break with an inheiited form of
Belief to which a thousand tender associations bound her wasa
catastrophe she shrank from with dread. Hence a period of
mental uncertainty and trouble. In consequence of these
inward questionings it happened that the young lady who
kad been brought to convert her aquaintances was converted
by them. In intercourse with them she was able frecly to
opcn ber mind, their enlightened view helping her in this
erinis of her spiritval life; and she found it an iatense relief
to rcconcile her moral and intellectual perceptions with a
Dparticular form of worship.

By far the most trying consequence of ber change of views
was that now, for the first time, Marian was brought into
collision with her father whose pet she had always been. He
could not understand her inward perpl ~ities, nor the need of
her soul for complete inward unity of thought, a condition
impossible to ber under the limiting conditions of a
dogmatic evangelicalism, «where folly often mistakes it-
gelf for wisdom, ignorance gives itself airs and knowledge,
and solfishness, turning its eyes upward, calls itself religion.”
She, on the other hand, after & painful struggle, wanted to
break away from the old form of worship, and refused to go
20 church. Deeply attached though sho was to her father, the
noed to make her acts conform with her convictions became
irresistible.  Under such conflicting tendencies a rupture
betweon father aud daughter becamo imminent, and for &
short tiume a breaking up ot the home was contemplated,
Marian intending to go and live by herselfin Coventry. One
of the leadiog traits in her natare, its adhesiveness, however,
and tho threat of separation proved so painful to her that her
friends, Mr. and rs. Bray, persuaded her to conform to her
father's wishes, as fat as outward observances were implied,
and tor tho rest he did not trouble himself to inquire into hes
thoughts or occupations.

Georgo Ellivt bad the highest regard for Lewes's opin-
ions, but held to her own. One of the chief subjects of dif-

ference consisted in their attitude toward Christianity :
whercas ho was its uncomprommng opponent, she has the
greatest sympathy with its various manifestations, from
Roman Catholic asceticism to hmngclxcnl austerity and
Methodist fervor. Her reverence for every form of worship
in which mankind has more or less conoviously embodied
its sense of the mystery of all «this unintelligible world™
increased with the years. Sho was deeply penetrated by
that tendency of the Pusitivist spirit which recognizes the ben-
cficial element in every form of religion, and secs the close,
nay, indisgoluble, conmection between the frith of former
generations and the ideal of our own. She herself found
ample scope for neede and aspirations of her spiritual nature
in the religion of humanity. As has already been repeatedly
pointed out, there runs through all Ler works the same per-
sistent teaching of «the infinite Nuture of Duty.” And with
Comte she refers « the obligations of duty, as well as all sen-
timentr of devotion, to a concrete object, at once ideal and
real ; the Human Race, conceived a3 a continuous whole,
including the past, the present, and the future.”

‘Though George Eliot drew many of her ideas of moral
cultivation from the doctrines of Comte's ¢ Philosophic Posi-
tive,” she was not a Pogitivist in the strict sense of the word.
Her mind was far 100 creative by nature to give an unquali-
fied adhesion to such a system as Comte's. Indeed, her
devoation to the idea of mankind, conceived asa collective
whole, is not so much characteristic of Positivists as of the
greatest modern minds, minds such as Lessing, Bentham,
Shelley, Mill, Mazzini, and Victor Hugo. Inasmuch as
Comte co-ordinated these ideas into a cousistent doctrine,
George Eliot found herself greatly attracted to his system;
and Mr. Buesly, after an acquaintance of cighteen years, con-
sidered himself justified in stating that her powerful intellect
had accepted the teaching of Auguste Cumte and thst she
looked forward to the reorganization of belief on the lines
which he had laid down. 8till her adherence, like that of
G. H. Lewes, was only partial, and applied mainly to his
philosophy, and not to his scheme ot social policy. She
weout farther than the latter, however, in her concurrence.
For Mr. Loewes, speaking of the ¢ Politique Positive " in his
« History of Philosophy,” admits that his antagonistic atti-
tude Lad been considerably modified on learning from the
remark of one very dear to him, ¢to regard it as a Utopia,
presenting bypotheses rather than doctrines—suggestions
for future inquiries rather than dogmas for adepts.”

On the whole, although George Eliot did not agree with
Comte’s later theories concerning the reconstruction of soci-
ety, she regarded them with sympathy « as tho efforts of an
individual to anticipate the work of future generations.”
This sympathy with the general Positivist movement she
showed by subscribing regularly to Positivist oljects, especi-
ally to the fund of the Central Organization presided over
by M. Laffitte, but she invariably refused all membersbip
with the Positivist community. In conversation with an
old and valued friend, she also repeatedly expressed her
objection to much in Comte's later speculations, saying oun
one occasion, 1 cannot submit my intellect or my soul to
the guidance of Cowmnte.” The fact is that, although George
Elot was greatly influenced by the ‘icadmg Positivist ideas,
her mind was too original not to work out her own individ-
ual conception of life.

Incidents in a Philbsopher's Boyhood.

Prof. Joseph Henry, onc of the mostcminent of American
scientists, died May 13, 1878. On Thursday, the 19th day of
lust menth, his memory was honored by the unveiling st
Washington of a magnificent bronzo statag, made by W. M.
Storey, and costing $15,000.

Among tho intcresting reminicences of his boyhood is
the stoty of bis fitst pair of bonts—a true story, often told by
himself in later years.

When he was o boy, it was the universal custom {o have
boots made to order, and his grandmutl.r, with whem he
was living. indulgently allowed him to choose tho style for
himsclf. There was no great variety of styles.  Indeed, the
choice was limited to the question of round toes or square
tocs. Day after day Joseph went to the cobibler’s and talked
over the matter withont coming to & decision, aud this even
after their manufacture was begun, until at Inst the shoe-
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maker, fairly out of patience, took the decision into his own SELECTED.
hands, and made a most remarkable pair of boots—one boot JR P

round-toed, the other square-toed.

Later in life Prof. Honry often came deliberately to his
decisions, with the advantage that he seldom if ever had occe-
sion to abandon them.

While Joseph was a schoolboy he acquired a taste for read-
ing in this peculiar way: One day he chased a pet rabbit
through an opening in the foundution wall of the village
meeting-house.  While crawling about among dirt and rub-
bish & gleam of light enticed him through the broken floor,
and he found himself in & room containing the open book-
case of the town library. The title of one of the books
struck his fancy and he took it dewn. 1t wus Brooks' « Fool
of Quality,” and he read, coming again and again through
the hole in the tloor, until access by the door was tinally
granted him. From this lirst book that he ever read with
relish, he passed on eagerly to other worlks of fiction in that
library.

A few years later, in a way almost equally accidental, his
mind was turned to an eutirely different class of reading.

Confined at home by a temporary illness, he took up a
book casually left on the table by a boarder, and entitled
“ Lectures on  Experimental Philosophy, Astronomy, and
Chemistry, intended chiefly for the Use of Young Persons.
By G. Gregory.” It began with a few questions: «You
throw a stone, or shoot an arrow into the air; why does it
not go forward in the Jine or directian that you giveit? . . .
Why does flame or smoke always mount upwiud, though no
force is used to send them in that direction ? Aud why should
not the flume of a candle drop toward the tloor when you
reverse it or hold it downward? . . Again, you look
into a clear well of water and see your own face and figure,
as if painted there.  Whyisthis? Youare told it is done
by the reflection of light. DBut what is this retlection of light 2’

The trifling incident of taking up this book may be sud
to have turned the whole course of this lad’s life.

After his death this bouk was found in Professor Henry s
library with the following entry upon the ily-leaf, written in
his own hand :

#This book, although by no means @ profound work, has,
under Providence, exerted a vemarkable influence upon my
life It accidentally fell into my hends when I was about
sixteen years old, and was the first work 1 ever read with
attention. It opened to me a new world of thought and
enjoyment; invested things before almost unnoticed with the
highest increst; tixed my mind on the study of nature, and
caused me to resolve at the time of reading it that I would
immediately commence to devote my life to the acquisition
of knowledge.”

Many yonng men quit school at sixteen years of age.
They should take a lesson from Joseph Henry, and regard
cducation as not completed, but just begun—¢. > (shorne.

{ Written for the Family Circle.j .

A May Day at the River.
BY BOBERT ELLIOTT.

The elms turn to deeper green

With each succeeding day,

The carth is glad with May:
The air is ill'd with sapphire sheen.

The breezes are at play.

The Flower-de-luce now litts
Blue bauners in the sun;
The cresses, dank ana dun,

Turn greeun between the ragged rins
Where laughing waters run.

A choir of carly thrushes
In a thicket sing 2 song,
‘ Winle near, the minnows throng

Close to the swaying rushes, .

That to the brook belong.
A dragon-fiy flits over

The stream in silken vest ;

While on his airy rest
Flutters the keen windhover

Above the mouse's vest.
Bex Brock, 4th May ‘83

“ Sipping only what {8 sweet §
Leave thy chnff and taka tho wheat.”?

Colinette.
#Colinette” she had for a namej;
In the summer of my prime,
For the happy harvest time,
'I'n her village home 1 came.
I was but a school boy yet,
But a simple girl was she,
And she died in February
Little Colinctte.

Up and down a leafy chase
tland in hand we used to run;
How X revelied in the fun!

How she panted with the racel

Finch and linnet when we met
Sang our loves that knew no wrong,
Made the burden of their song

Little Colinctte.

Then at length we met to part,
Sat with darkenivg skies above,
Love (I knew it not for love)

Throbbing to my inmost heart.

Hiding all my soul’s regret,

« Till another year,” said I,
As I took her hand, “goodby,
Ltitle Colinette.” -~

Oh, the story’s very old,
Very common, that I tell
—Not the less will tears upwell
Whensoe'er the story’s told :
Many a witching young coquette
Now I woo with poet's pen
—Once alone I've loved, and then
Little Colinette.

Why Eve Didn't Need a Girl.

A lady writer in one of our exchanges furnishes some off
the reasons why Ive did not keep o hired girl. She says:
There bas been o great deal said about {he faults of women
and why they need so much waiting on.  Some one (a man
of course} has the presumption to ask, © Why, when Eve
was manufactured ouvt of 2 spare rib. a servaut was not made
at the time to waiton her?”  Shedidn’t need any. A bright
writer has said, Adam never came whining to Eve witha
ragzed stocking to be darned, buttons to be sewed on, gloves
to be mended “#right away—quick, now!"”  He never read
the newspapers until the sun went down bLehind the pale
trees, and he, stretching himself, yawned out, #Is supper
ready vet, my dear?”  Not he.  Hemade the five, and huug
thie kettle over it himself, we'll ventuie, and pulled tho rad-
ishes, pecled the potatoes and did everything clse he ought
to do. He milked the cows, fed the chickens and looked
after the pigs himself, and never brought home half a dozen
friends to dinner when Bve hadn’t any fresh pomegranates.
He never stayed out till cleven o'clock at night and then
scolded because Eve was sitling up and erying inside the
gates. He never loafed around comer groceries while Eve
was rocking little Cain's cradle at home. He never called
Evenp from the cellar to put away his slippers.  Not hie.
When he took them oft he put them under the fig tree beside
his Sunday boots. In short he did not think she was specially
created for the purpose of wailing on him, and he wasw't under
the impression that it disgraced a man to lighten a wife's
cares @ little. That's the reason Evedid not need & hited
wirl, and witi it is the reason her descendents did.

A True Story.

 Tears, Liliun, tears 7

The lovely hair drooped across thie folded, bare white atmns,
and tears fell thick and fast on the white robe which envel-
oped her form .

Yiven an actress can shed real tears, sowmetimes.

« Here, here! sce here, Lilian, those tears will soil that
lovely dress.  Lift up your hiend and tell me about it has
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the stage manager been cross ? don't the audience appreciate ?
Tell me what the matter is. Has auything gone wrong
tbehind'?”

No, no, uo," was the quick, inpatient answer. «Iwantto
tell you why you bave found me thus, but if I do you will
despise me. Yet I muse tell you, ormy heart will burst.
-Out there in the parquetsits the only man I ever loved, and
by lus side my child—such a lovely gitl. Oh, God, why did
I ever leave her "

Again the tears ware falling thick and fast
Yriefspace she sard :

#You shall know my story. I was married when very
young to a prosperous business man who gave me a lovely
home. We were very happy, but I was wild and giddy,and
disregarded his wishes in every way, until at last lifc became
4 burden to my husbaud, and bhe neglected me and the baby.
£ lost my last friend, and one day, mad with regret, I left my
home and joined a theatrical company. Iuever saw my hus-
band to speak to but once afterward, and then he forbade me
to ever speak to him again or to make myself known to our
child.  Imbued with the excitement of my new life I laughed
at him then, but 1 have bitterly, bitterly repented this foolish
action since. I recognized my daughter by photographs
that [ have secretly secured, and to-night her father has
brought her to the theatre, as I verily believe, to thrust the
iron iuto my soul. You see the character 1 am playing
bears some resemblance to my past life. 1Tere are jewels
and costly dresses, I am flattered and admired, perhaps, but I
would give up all that for the cosey little home and the oppor-
tunity to hear those sweetest of all sweet words, ¢ wife” and
«mother” 7The bell—oh, how can I go on again!®

‘The curtain was 1, and I went out unto the auditorium
‘There was o difficulty in locating the busband and daughter.
The latter was weeping over the woes of the mimic character
on tue stage,and the father sat unmoved witha well-marked
sucer on his face. The story is nothing, and T have told it
wretchedly, but it is true, says a writer in Detroit Clha#.
The theatreis not so fur away, and I saw the young lady
who provoked Lilian's tears enjoying the sugar sleighing on
the avenne just the other day.

Aller a

Queer Occupations.

Many of the ¢ odds-and-endists,” like the nutcounters. are
aninisters of some slight amusement tor the public.  One of
those wonders used to stand in by-streets in London and draw
sweel music from the cofice-pot.  This quaint instrument
was pierced with holes, the musician blew into the spout, and
skilfully governed the « ventages” with Ins fingers.

Another, of wild aspect and gobbling speech, relied upon
amuch simpler music. e carried a crazy German concer-
tina, which hedid not play,and probably could not. What he
did was to pull it steadily inand out, and produce a horrid
#hee-haw,” until he was paid to go away  This blackmuail,
for it was little else, he received with the stolid complacency
of & deserving man. No bagpipes ever harassed a street
more cilectually

An entirely different entertainment was and possibly is
still supplied by a stout man of dignificd presence. He
would walk solemnly into a restaurant or bar, and would stop
suddenly before auny knot of three or tour people hie might
shappen to sec. When they turned their eyes apon him,
as they aaturally would do, he proceeded, with great gravity,
i0 unbotton his waistcoat. The result of this was the
disclosuie of an enormous beard, some two feet in length,
the lower part of which was kept inside the waistcoat when
not required for professional purposes. e would then, after
receiving any comments in perfect silence,button up his waist-
cuat, and hold out his hat. His whole demeanor secmed to
say s This truly magnificent beard speaks foritself; no words
of mine can add to its beauty, and if you haven’t sensc
erough to appreciate it, and to drop a cepper in the owner'’s
bat, words would be wasted on you.”

Send fivoe subscribers to the Fany Circer al Soe,
cach, and we wiil retarn you your choice of Robinson Cruso
(eloth) worth S 1 0u, Byvon, Scott, Moore, Lowell, Longfel-
low, Wordsworth, Colerid g, Burns, Humorous Poems, and
Miscellaneons Poems, red lLine edition, all haudsomely bound
in cloth, gilt, worth S1.00 each. Address Tiawson & Jones,
Publishers, Londou East.

Afterward.

Farewell | "Twas uttered lightly,
No outward sign of pain,

The deop eyes still shone brightly,
As hand clasped hand again.

Favewell! The lips were smiling,
‘I'he tones had no regret,

The fair face still begnilivg,
Unsaddened was. And yet—

When all around were sleeping
One restless heart alone -

Was tearful vigil kecping,
Its coldness to atone.

When bravely, on the morrow,
The light laugh hushed the sigh,
None guessed the night of sorrow
Caused by that last good-by.

The Whole world Kin.

To a soldier far from home, there is no more touching
sight than that of a baby in its mother’s arms. While on
their way to (fettysburg, our troops were marching at night
through the village, over whose gateways hung lighted lan-
terns, while young girls sh:d tears, as they watched the bro-
thers of other women march on to possible death. A scene of
the march i3 thus deseribed by an author in Bullet and Shell :

Stopping for 2 moment at the gate of a dwelling, T noticed a
young mother leaning over it with a chubby child in herarms.
Above the woman’s head swung a couple of stable lanterns,
their light falling upon her face. The cbild was crowing
with delight at the strange pageant, as it watched the armed
host pass by.

«1 beg your pardon, ma'am,” said Jim Manners, one of my
men, as he dropped the butt of his musket on the ground, and
peered wistfully into the face of mother and child.

The mother, & sympathetic tear rolling down her check,
silently keld out thechild.

Jim pressed his unshaven face to its innocent, smiling
lips fora moment, and waiked on, saying:

« God bless you, ma'am, for that.”

Poor Jim Manners! He never saw his boy again in life.
A bullet laid him low the next day, as we made our first
charge.—Yout’s Companion.

The New Book Trade.

Complaints are numerous in  England in regard to the
hook-trade, for there the old-fashioned book-scller is said to
Le fast passing out of existence.  Qne hundred years ago the
English book-seller was supposed to vead all the works he
ofered ; and conld work off his wares on his recommendation
of them. T'he book-seller of the early period is still supposed
to exist, and nmy be found in France and Germany. In
England the old style of book-seller laments that books in
@ shop to-day are quite zecondary things, and that in order
to dispose of them they must be worked oft with sticks, um-
brellag, china, tea, and stockings.” In the United Kingdom
beoks no longer havea fixed price.  You pay for your books
the additional penny or shilling according to the locality
where you find it, Ifa beok is marked a shilling and you
buy it at the milway-stall you pay full price, but anywhere
clse & penuy, and as much as three-pence off is guite usnal.
In the United States the regular book-seller departed many
along yeurago. At the gencral fancy stores you can buy
excellent books at prices which are apparently less than the
publishers® wholesale rates.  Thesc monster establishments
are cash buyers aud get the biggest discounts. They sell
cither at cost or at a very trifling loss. A purchaser buys
a yard of lace, a cake of soap, a pair of stockings, and the last
romance. ‘The prices put on the dry goods or the soap make
a margin of profit, and the loss on the book is more thant!
made up. That grave, dignified old gentleman in black,
who looked at the purchaser over his gold spectacles and
offered you with beconing gravity & volume in the days of
your youth, is dead and gone. Ho has been replaced by the
shop-girl. #This is the corset department ma’am; kin I
show you anything? Nothing in our linc?” inquires the
young person in bangs. ® You want ¢ Gushes from the Soul *
See here you cashegirl, show the lady the literatoor counter.’
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Masks and Faoces.

The stage wasg bright, the pluudits rang,
The play was nearly o'er,

With happy voice the player sang,
« Love is for evermore 1

« She never sang or looked 5o fair,”
The people whispered low ;

But the real tale of the woman there
Nobody cared to know.

‘I'he circus crowd was gay and glad,
And Joud the whirling ring ;

Huzza ! the rider rode like mad,
Ag jocund as a king.

Huzza ! to watch him laugh and leap,
They cheered him high and low;

But the tears that lay in his bosom deep
Nobody cared to know.

And we are all players for our day,
On the stage of lite we fare,

Each with bis little part to play,
Each with his mask to wear.

And what i8 real 'tis vain to ask,
And what is only show;

For what lies hidden behind the mask
Only ourselves may know.

. —[F. E. Weatherly.

ts Don,t'., )

There are some systems of family government which
all seem to be comprised in the one word # Don't.”

They are systems of restriction. It is « Don't do this,”
and « Don'tdo that " from the time the child can first under-
stand the word, until it grows either info a negative nonentity.
or breaking away from all bonds, goes forth where it wili not
even listen to'tbe ¢ don't” of its own conscience,

It is like putting a child into a room full of all beautiful
and precious things; that appeal to ¢very sense in its being,
and then saying « yov must not touch any of those things.”

As if there were not enough of sweet and pleasant
and helpfui things in the world for a child to do, to make
it almost forget the things that it must not do.

This was not God's method of governing the only two ot
hischildren whose training He did not intrust to others. His
command to them was, « Ofall the trees of the garden thou
mayst freely eat,” and there was but one # don't.”

Mothers and fathers, take pains to find things that your
children may do.  Allow them, whenever possible, to do the
many things that they desire that are not absolutely harmful.
and do not fret and irritate them with an everlasting and
hateful ® Don’t.”

Making Him Useful.

A learned physician once declared the manifestations of
disease were so varied that he should not be surprised at any
symptom, how ever peculiar. 1f that learned man is still alive
he ought to start at once for Charlotte, N. C., to assist in the,
diagnosis of a malady which for over & month has ufflicted a
poy named A. M. Wilkielm, aged cighteen.  1f an ordinary
hath-tub is fitled with ice-cold water and that wretched youth's
feet are placed in it, the water grows hot so rapidly that with-
in six minutesitis ata boiling point. Wilhelm sutfers in.
teuse pain and his tubs huve to be contivually changed;
which isno light task, cousidering that his feet waise the
temperature of water at the rate of 30 degrees a minute.  And
yet, in the Divine economy, even such a bad fate as  Wil-
Lelm's has its compensations. It is mamifest that he would
be invaluable in a Russian bath establishment, for if he can
make a tab of ice water boil in six mibutes, he could con-
vert the contents of a reservoir into steamn withinan hour. Or
he might 1.0 employed to £it upon the tender of a locomotive
with hi2 fcet in the tank, at small expense to the company
and most agreeable to himself. Moreover, he could find
poetic justic in the latter occupation, for his malady is sup-

posed to be due to a voilent shaking administered to him by. a

steam engine, inte which a fuil head of steam wasaccidentsily
turned while Le was cleaning it
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An Old Hebrew Liegend.
A wiser living in Kufa had heard that in Brssora also

there dwelt a mirer—ore miserly than himself, to whom.

he might go to school, and from whom he might learn much.
He forthwith journeyed thither, and presented himself to the
great master as & hamble commencer in the Art of Avarice,
anxious to learn, and under him to become a student.

« Welcome!” suid the miser of Bassora; # we will go into-
the market to make some purchases.”

T'hey went to the baker,

« Hast thou good bread 1

«Good, indeed, my masters, and fresh and soft as butter.'”

« Mark this, friend,” #aid the miser of Bassora to the one
of Kufy, «butter is compared with bread as being the better
of the two; as we can only consume a small quautity of that,.
it will also be the cheaper, and we shall therefore act move-
wisely, and more savingly too, in being satisfied with butter.””

They went to the butter merchant, and asked it he had
good butter.

# Good, indeed, and tlavory and fresh as the finest olive-
oil,” was the answer,

¢ Mark this, alsv,” said tbe host to his guest, ¢ oil is com--
pared with the very best butter, and therefore by much ought
to be preferred to the latter.”

They next went to the oil vendor.

« Have you good oil 2”

«‘T'he very best quality, white and transparent as water
was the reply.

« Mark that, too,” said the miser of Bassora to the one of
Kufa ; @ by this rule water is the very best. Now, at home 1
bave a pailfel, and most hospitably therewith will I enter-
tain you.

And, indeed, on their return, nothing but water did he
place before his guest, becanse they had learned that water
was better than oil, oil better than butter, butter better than
bread.

t«God be praised!” said the miser of XKufa, « I have not
journeyed thie long distavee in vain i®

Saved by a Snake. .

Count Zinzehdorf, in the missionary labor, visted
North America in 1742, and for a short time labored in
the work among the Shawaunee Indians. When he dirst
came to them, they received him with boldness, and a plot
was formed to assassinate him. The story of his deliverance,
which reads like sume narrative of apostolic days, is as fol-
lows: The count was sitting, one evening, in bis wigwam
upon a bundie of dry weeds, which had been gathered for his
bed. While he was writing by the light of a small fire,a
rattlesnake, warmed into activity, crawled over one of his
legs. Just then the murderous ravages lifted the blanket
that served for a door, and looked in.  “The venerable appeii-
ance of the count, absorbed in bis writing, while the snake
crawled peacefully over bis legs, awd the Indinns. They
stood motionless for some minutes watching the azed man,
and then, gliding from the scene, fled into the forest.  From
that night *he missionary found them friends and listeners.

A Coal Bank Romeance.

The Cleveland Zeraid gives currency to the following
romnantic incident:  About thirty years agou furmerresiding
in Springficld (0.) township, named Maxwell, visited a de-
serted coal-bank in the neighborbood, attructed thither by
sheer idle curiosity. He stood at the slope openivg for a
time, and then started to waik dowa it, when at the entrance
of this dark and gloomy place, he saw a bucket. He picked
it up and soon there ceme fiom it the tender and suppressed
cries of an infant.  He carried it to the light, and then after
removing the wrappings he saw a sweet little babe looking
iuto his cyes, as if it wanted to say: «Please take pity on
wme I am a poor little outcast without a home. Won't you
take me out and luve and take care of me?”  Mr. Maxwell
was a young married man, with a large, gencrous heart, and
having then po children of his own he took the little waif
home with him and be and Mrs. Maxwell took care of 1t and
loved it as pavents love their own children. The little
foundling grew to be a beautiful and accomplished young
lady, and she tepaid her foster parents with abandance of
affection and tender devotion. Twonty years bad come and
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gone when one day a young man called at the house of the
Maxwells and declared that the babe found in the coal-bank
was his sister, and that ho had come from a pleasant home
in Iowa to see her, and if poszible persuade her to return
with him. ‘Their mother had died a few months ago, and on
her death-bed she told how she had hid the babe in the coal-
bank, of Mr. Maxwell s finding it and all about it, and made
dying request that the family ghould huat her up and claim
her.  The Maxwells were well pleased with the young man,
and he remained with them several wecks. When he re-
turned to his Western home he took his sister with him.
He nlso took the promise of one of Mr. Maxwell’s daughters
that she, too, would share his home and fortune ere long
This promise was kept.

A Lingering Superstition.

Two gentlemen were conversing the other day on the folly
of superstitions, when one of them remarked, # There's just
one superstition which clings to me still. I never like to
break a mirror. 1 never kuew any bad luck to follow, but I
don’t like to bave it happen.”

« I agree with yon,” replied the other, “and my eXperi-
ence has warranted my fears. I have never brokeu a mirror
but I have met with some bad uck the same day.”

«Jx it possible?? asked the first, with open mouth. g

«Yes,” replied the other gentleman,  there was never a
day on which I broke a mirror that I did not lose from two
to twenty-five dollars.”

# You don't say ¥

«And more than that, the amount lost always corces-
ponded with the value of the mirror broken.”

«Ah, very likely, very likely;” and the subject was abruptly
changed.— Detrost Chaff.

An Idyl.

# Q1 can you help me? I'm sutlering ; suffered, teribly
all night long.”

u Yes,” responded the delighted editor to the pale beau-
tiful damsel who had dashed so unceremoninusly into his
office,  that is just our line to relieve the afilicted, to bind
up the wounded.”

« 0! thank you; you areso kind. For three days I have
not tasted food; for three nights 1 have paced my room.”

«That's it,” smiled the editor. <« T had it too, but never
so bad. But I grew thin and pale, and finally they sent me
South. It cured me.”

« How stranze,” she murmured; « I never knew change
of climate to affect—"

«Just the thing, A nice trip South; roses and roust-
abouts and other childeen of nature divert the mind. Ora
trip to San I'rancisco, or a sea voyage, that is now the proper
racket. IS this case hopeless? Can we not save-—"

« No, no,” she moaned, growing paler each instant.
‘There is but one cure, I fear,” and she fell into a chair.

« O say not s0,” pleaded the tender hearted editor, his eye
glistening with the tear of sympathy. #So young, so fair,
to speak so hopelessly of life—"

«I do not quite despair of life, and yet it is not worth
Jiving if this pain must continue.”

«Might [ try my hand at cming you?  When it comes
10 a delicate little matter of this kind, I flitter mysolf—"

© Oh,” she muttered, “pa s every confidence in you.
And he says you are so skillful that you can replace the
old—"

«Bless bim, bless him,” blucted the delizhted editor, a
vision of paradise floating buefore him. - Waere did he
learn s0 much of me? True I'm only a poor toiler, bat
vich in the wealth of affection?”

~Affection, aftection,”” snapp ed the young lady, starting
up, *t who is talking of affection ? "

«Why, why— I thought— you said, that is you—""

« Asked you to extract a tooth that has ached for a week.
Pa directed me to Dr., Grinder as a careful dentist.”

# [ beg your pardon.

But only blaok walls answered the pleading of ghe deso-
late young cditor, while s very mad young lady flounced
down stairs three steps at a time.—Dctroit Free Press.

—' M

To A Beautifui Stranger.

A glance, a smile—I ree it yet!
A moment ere the train was starting;
How stramge to tell ! We scarcely met,
And yot I feita pain at parting.

And you (alas ! that all the while
"T'is T alone who am confessing!)

What thought was lurking in your smile .
Is quite beyoud my simple guessing.

I ouly know those beaming rays
Awoke in me a strange emotion,

Which, basking in their warmer blaze,
Perhaps niight kindle to devotion.

Ah ! many o heart ag stanch as this,
By smitins lips allured from duty,
Has sung in Passion's durk abyss—
& Wreeked on the coral reefs of Beauty 2°

And ro,, 'tis well the train’s swift flight
‘That bore away my charming stranger
Took her— Qod bless her l—out of sight,
And me, as quickly, ont of danger!
Jokn G. Saxe.

A Disappointed Masher,

There lives in St. Louis a very sensible old German
nawed Mubler, who heeps a store. He has a daughter, but
her name is not Maud ; she does not rake hay on a summer
day, and angle shoultancoasly for susceptible old judges.
Her name is Mina.  Not long since she attracted the atten-
tivn of one of those uafortunate creatures called « mashers,”
50 called beeause their noses need mashing about ten times
aday. He found out where she lived, and next day aw
unkempt urchin brought Miss Muller a personal note, marked
«strictly confidential” The contents of the note were to
the effect that ho loved her for herself aione; also thut he
had something very importaut to communicate to her, hence
she should meet him at ten o’clock, sharp, at the corner of
Biddle and ‘Penth Streeis. The following postseript was
added :

“ P. 8 —That my darling may make no mistake, rememn-
ber that I will wear a light pair of pantsand a dark cut-away
coat. 1n my right haud L will carry a small cane, and in
my left a cigar. Yours forever, ApoLrays.”

4s the urchin said he was told to wait for an answer,
Miss Muller took the note to her father, and requested him
to write an answer. "Tne old man did so, stating that his
daughter would be at the appointed place at the time speci-
fied by proxy, he, her fatker, having authority to represent
her at the proposed caucus. The postscript read as follows <

4 P. 5.—Dot mine son of &8 gun may make no mishdakes,
I vill pe dreshed in mine shict sleeves. I vill vear in mine
right haund 2 glub; inmive left band I vill vear a six-shooter,
forty-five calibre. You will recognize me by de vay I bats
you on de head a gooble dimes twict mit dot glub.  Vait for
me on de corner, as I have somedings imb wdant to inform
you mit. Your frient, Hemsrics MuLrer”

For some unexplained reason, Adolphus was not on hand
when he was wanted, much to the grief of the old man, who
meant all that he wrote.

4 late reviewer saggests that the familine nursery story
of old Mother Habbard and her dog is derived from the legend
of St. Hubert, the patron saint of dozs. The derivation com-
monly accepted for the surname Hubbard is that it is from
Hubert. The title « Mother” may have been given in a con-
temptuous sense, just as we style a certain kind of man
an “old womaun.” M,ther Hubbard is 2 good old sunl, but, in
all her canine anxieties and effurts, quite fatile. Her dog is
none the better for her patronage. And so possibly in her
person the saint himself may be derided, our version of old
< Motber Hubbard" being a sort of parudy of the old saint
legend, composed when the beliefin the saiuts and their
powers was dyinglout.—[ arper's Weekly.
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OUR YOUNG FOLKS.
U ¥}
Ta be voung I8 to beone of the Immortals —[IAZLITT.

. Faithful Rush.

Some years ago, & gentleman named Mr. R, as he was
retmning from a ride, passed o pond where two or three Loys
were standing, one of whom was tying a string, with a large
stone attached to it, round the neck of a little dog they had
with them, evidently with the intention of drowning it.  Mr.
1t stopped, and asked why they were thus going to take the
life of a poor little creature who could do them no harm.
The eldest of the three boys answered that it was such an
~gly eur, and of no use to anybody, and they wanted the fun
of drowning it. Mr. R observed that he did not sce the fun
in being cruel, and then offered to give them five shillings
tor the dog, which they were only too glad to accept.

With good usage and food, the dog, which had at first
been miserably thin, grew sleek and fat; and, when washed
and combed, it was by no means a bad-looking dog.

It at once attached itself to Mr. R, who called it Rush,
sleeping at the foot of his bed, and-always accompanying him
to the church door on Sundays. e taught it to fetch his
gloves, stick, and hat, and many other tricks.

One day Mr. R., as usual, went for a ride, taking Rush
with him. He was riding a young horse; and I suppose it
must have shied at something or other, for it suddenly reared
and threw him on to a heap of stones close by, which ren-
dered him unconcious.

Rush, after vainly trying by licking his face and hands to
awake him, ran off home, where he rushed into the drawing-
room, and tried by backing and pulling at ber dress to show
Mrs. R. that something was the matter ; and she, having seen
Lush start with his master, thought something wust have
happened to him.  So, calling two of the servants, she started
off, and followed Rush to tbe place where his master iay.
They immediately carried him home; and the doctor, when
he arvived, said that the only injury was a broken leg, so that,
though he had to lie up for some months, he uitimately
recovered. Dut if Rush had not gone home for help he might
have lain there some hours without anyone secing him, as it
was an unfrequented place.—Little Folks.

Quarreling.

«Do vour childiren cver quarrel ¥’ asked one mother of
another, a few evenings ago. ¢ Quarrel!™ was the reply.
-~ They quarrel all the time. Their quarreling is the plague
of my life.” « How relieved I am to hear it!” was the unex-
pected veply. I thought it was only my children who quar-
reled, for I am so ashamed of it that I never spoke of it be-
fore.”

The ice being thus broken, the mothers pursued the sub-
ject : without, however, getting much light upon it. Both
declared they had done everything in their power to pnta
stop to the odious practice, and hoth confessed that they had
had little success. All went well with their children, they
<aid, until two of them happened to want the same thing at
the =ame time, and then there was trouble in the family.

It secmed to us, as we listened to their talk, that they
anderestimated both the difficulty and the importance of
their task. Quarreling!  Why, the chief businees of barbar-
ians is quarrcling, and the chief endeavors of civilized beings
is to stop quareling, and to grow above quarreling.  The
test of every houschold's rank in civilization is the harmony
and love existing among its members. Those mothers might
well be ashamed of their children's quarreling, for it was in
truth the outward sign of minds immature and ungoveined.

The practice is probably more common than is geneially
supposed, Lecause on the approach of a strangey, the fieree
wply is withheld, the flushed face is averted, the quurel is
postponed, and order reigns.  This fact alone sbows that the
Luman conscicnee recognizes the truth of the proverh, that
He who rules his own spirit is greater than he who takes a
<ity. The word vulgar is strictiy applicable to quarreling,
because the primitive meaning of the word is common.  That
just hits it. To quarrel is the practice of the common run
of mortals. - ‘To live in prace and mutual regard is the hap-
piness of the superior few. It may be said with strict cor-
veetness that quareeliug is vulgar.
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CIRCLE.

OUR PUZZLE PRIZE.

Of those who have sent us lettters this month, nearly all
have obtained all the answers.  Mary ‘Thompson, St. Cathar-
ines, has been awarded the prize, her letter, in a close contest, -
being considered slightly better than two other very nice
ones.

Correct answers have also been received from Clara M.
Yollans, Windzor ; Susie V. Danger, Windsor ; Walter Ander-
son, Toronto . Mary Vollans, Windsor; Willie Short, Ham-
ilton ; George H. ‘Torvonto; Nemo, Fort Gratiot, Mich.;
Bertie, Brooklyn, N. Y.; J. H. Henderson, Toronto, and
Alfred Ward, Montreal.

A number of names were left out last month because of
answers not being received in time, and probably other
letters will be received this month later. Remember no
‘lyetters will be noticed that are not received by the fifth ot

une.

A similny prize will be awarded for the best set ofanswers
to puzzles in this number.

MAY PUZZLES.
1.
SQUARE WORD,
To pull.
T'o wander.
A riverin England.
An abbreviation referving to a man.

DIAMOND PEZZLE.

A consonant.
A resting place. *
Lo become acquainted with.,
Perusing.
Salt water.
A unit. |
A consonant,
S,

DOVBLE ACROSTIC.
A musical instrument.
A State in the Union.
The break of day.
An abbreviation used
Close by.
Unen:ployed.
The end.
Void. .
Finals name « city in the (init dls.)

‘ N

with dates.

LNIGMA.
Aly first is in duck but not in drake
My second is in butter but not in cake
Aly third is in can inge but not in van,
My fourth isin kettle but not in pan,
My fifth is in orange but not in apple,
My sixty is in house but not in chapel,
My whole is a bird which we love to hear sing,
As we ramble about in the fields in spring.
—Clara 1ollens.
ANSWERS TO APRIL PUZZLES,
i. Squareword:— B L A N K
L ADENXN
ADORE
NERVE
KNEES

.

2 Donble Acrostici— 1" 4 12 Y
O e O

L o U

. KXo+ N

S ox G

3. Numerieal Enigma :— Eleemosynary.
1. Decapitation :— Wheat, heat, cat, at.
5. Diamond Puzzle:— W
oRx
nrINK
WRINKLE
wAKRKER .
A LR
B



