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JOHN BUNYAN.

Muny there were who stopped for a moment
at the Bedford prison door and bought laces
from the imprisoned preacher, who was allow-
od to stand under the arch secured by a chain
around his ankle and sell his wares to support
his family, amongst whom was a little girl
who had been blind from her birth ; but was
there oLe amongst them all, or in the world
oue, who, for & moment, imagined
that the memory of this man would
live for centuries.or that perhaps sou.o
absent-minded rematk was occarivned
by a pussivg glimpse of thay vikien
which was to be u comfort to all
Christendcm, to the hesthen und iu-
fidel, us well us the Curistian, pint-
ivg out the way to the life heyond,
ity pleacures and comforts,its dittienl-
ties and dungers ¢ The dunghter
only receives rymputhy ; aund the
«t ytubbern tivker” who coutinually
auswers those who offer to releaxe
him from prison if he promixe not
to preuch the Gospel of Christ, with
the words, ©* If you let me go to-day
I will presch again. to-moirow,” is
doubtluss scoffed ut by many, mocked
by others, while perbnps sume, most
deeply interested, poiut out to hin
his family who are suffering ceuelly
from the need of thut provision tke
head of the family should provide.
But it was this wisery that indeed
vcousioned the relaxation of hiyim- -
prisonment,and he was allowed first
to presch to the Baptist con.
gregation of which he had been
pastor, and afterwards, in 1672,
after twelve years confinement wus
released through the iuterposition
of Dr. Barlow, Bishop of l‘:?nculu.
He immediately returned to his
chosen work. With him from the
prison he brought his “Pilgrim’s Pro-

esd’”’ in manuscript, and on ghow-
ing it to his friends received but little
engourasgement to publish -it, and *
aany criticisms. But he decided to
give it to the world, andin 1678 the
first part was published, describing
the ¢ Pilgrim's Progress from this
world to that which is tocome.” At
first it reached but few, by whom it
was well recieved and before the

_ year closed a second edition was
called for and issued. During his
life as many as fifteen editious, it is
thought, were issued, and now it is
said to have been transluted iuto
wore langusges than any other book
eXceps the Bible.  The secoud edition
of this wonderful book was publish-
ed in 1684, two years previous 10
which he published “The Holy War.”
During. the latter part of his life he
was spllo wedto preach without
molestation. He died in London of
fever, in 1688, his death having been

standing at a table, a woman holding out a
pen to him with one hand, and with the other
a paper, upon which are seen the words,
“ Temperance Pledge.”

In tﬁe third picture we see the same man,
well clothed, walking erectly, with & cane ia
his hand, and leading a little boy up a flight
of steps to a nice house, in the door of which
stands the wife, with a beaming smile upon
her face, and hardly able to hold, the babe,

vispers. Mine leetle poy; he says: ¢ Dat is
pap mit de pottle! dat leetle poy what hides
bind his mudder's dress is me, ven I'm skeersd
at papgy, ahd de paby is Helwig, cause dat is

-shoost "de way he hides hind mudder's ear

when pippy’sdrunk.” Den dey say, ‘Mudder,
vot dat voman do mit de table?’ "I says,*De
temperinée voman vants de man to sign de
pledge, and say he drinks no more beer nor
viskey ; don bis vife and childen be no more

will look shoost like dis paby vot tses to jump
out of his mudder’s arms, he so glad to see his
pappy? Mioe old man he gets so mad and he
rays, ‘I eats no dinner, I hutes de temperance,
I hates de temperance,’ and mine childen dey
cry, dey be so scared. Mine old man, he slams
de door, and he goes off. He comes home to
supper, and he says de firat ting, ¢ I hates de
temperance, I hates de temparance,’ and he no

speaks to de childen, and dey be 80 skeered.

‘“ After supper mine old man he
makes de childen'go to ped. Aud he
puts his feet on tode stove, and he
smokes, and he scolds, and heso mad
he no goes tode saloon,like he always
to s all his life mit me.

*“Ven it vas ped time mine old
man be lay down his pipe, and he
says, ‘ old voman, I's no been good to
you; I gets drunk no more; I goes
no more to saloons, mine heart is sick
mit vot mine childen say. I loves
mine vife, I loves mine childen ven
I gets no drunk.” Den I puts mine
apron to mine eyes, and I cries, and
rmine old man he cries. Den we stand
py de childen's ped, and miue old
anan he kiss in+,and he kiss de childen
E and he says, * Mineheart is so sick all

A dxy et vt da childensays to me.

“1 tella you I lovea dat little
peper, mine heart is so glad dat you
gives it to me.

4« T folds it up shoost 87 nice, and I
puts it mit a hankerchief around it,
and I keeps it in my under drawer in
mine bureau mit mine childen's tings
what died.” )

[The author says: * This s a
true story, not overdrawn. I distri-
buted the papers left from our Na-
tional Convention. This is one. re-
sult. The man to.day is- & sober
man, is getting furniture a%d somfert
for bis family.” The gentleman men-
tioned above received this fact from
Mrs. Leavitt on Saturday heread it
and wus overheard to say, with
moistened eyes: ¢ That is the kind
of dividend I want, that is worth a
: thoussnd dollare.” Would God that

more of our men of wealth would
- seek puch investmuntr snd be satis-

fied with such increwre —Ep.]—N T,

Witness. :

A DerusioN.—A young man who
{hinks that Le can lead a reckless
and profligate life until he becomes u
middle-aged man, and thenrepent and
make & good and steady ocitizen, iy
deluded by the devil. He thinks
that people are all fools, destitute of
memory. He concludes that when
be repents everybody will forget
that he was once a dissipated wretch.
This is not the case; people remem-
ber your bad deeds and forget your
good ones. Besides, it i8 no eas
. thing to break up in middle age bad

ha stened by exposureto the rain when
returning from one of his mauy benevolent

WHAT A PICTURE DID.
BY K.EE. 8. K. LEAVITT.

The heading of the Reform, an illustrated
teact paper presented by Mr. E. Remington,
of Iltion, N. Y., to the Women’s National
Temperance Union, and published monthly by
them, is gom of three pictures. The first
represents a drunkard staggering home to his
family. In his hand he holds a bottle; his
wife, with her babe in her arms and her little
boy olinging to her dress, is shrinking from
him. Terrer and fear are depicted upon the
countenances of the three.

The second picture represents the same man,

who is overjoyed at seeing the futher.’

A bundle of these papers was sent to one of-

the ladies of Cincinnati, who distributed them
in the market, at the hospital and at the jail.

Two months afterward she was stopped on
the street by a German woman, who told her
the following story: “You shoost stop von
minute vile I tells you vot is in mine heart.
You comes von day to mine atall in de market,
you gives mine old man a paper, and you
gives me & paper.

“Ven I goes to mine home, mine children
dey cries for dere dinner. 1 says, ¢ You shoost
keep still, and I vill give you von -paper vot a
voman givesme in de market.” 8o dey spreads
de paper out upon de floor, and dey kioks up
dere heels, and dey looks hard at de pictures.
Vile I gets mine dinner, dey vispers and dey

" JGHX BUNYAN AND HIS BLIND DAUCHTER SELLIMG LAGES AT BEDFORD PRISON DOJR

feared of him.' .
«Dey Jook hard at de picter, den dey vispers
and dey say: ¢Mudder, vill pappy look nice
likd de udder: ploter, would he' sign the
pledge . . L
4 And I says, ‘Yes, childens, your fadder
would look shoost like dat if he go no more to
saloons.’ : : . :
« Mine old man, den he comes in to his din-
ner. He loves hia childen ven he be sober.
Migo childen dey sce he no drunk, so dey runs
to bim mit de paper, and dey say: ¢ pappy,
dat is you mit de pottle, and dat voman is
mudder, and de paby what hides hind his
mudder’s earis Helwig. Pappy, won't'you go
to de temperance voman's mit de table, and
sign de pledge, and den you vill look shoost

like dat nice man mit de eane, and Hetwig he

babits which have been formed in
youth. When a horse contracts the habit of
balking hegenerally retains it through life. He
will often perform well enough until the wheel
getaintoadeephole, and then hest«ogc and looks
back. - Just 80 it is with boys who contract
bed habits. They will sometimes leave off
their bad tricks and do well enough until they

get into a tight place, and then they return

to the old habit. Of those boys who coniract
the bad habit of drunkenness, not one in every
hundred diess sober man. The only way to
break up a bad habit is never to comtraet it.
The on{y way to prevent drunkenness is never
to drink.

— The 8t. Louis Presbyteriam ssys that
of the 158,000 children of school age:in. that
city. only 16,000 are in Protestant Sumday.
schools,



Temperance Department.

DE PRULL ADIS,

Youthunk 1loveit- If this nervoless hana
C uld gain usortal strongth, this very hour
1d ewcep the hellish potion from the land,
And (rush its blighting, maddemng, night-
mare power.
Y en, now, with all my latest dying breath,
I'll curso the thung” that dragws mea duwn tu
duauth,

fveit Iloatheit' Yet I drink avd dnnk,
And hato my bondago with u Joathly hate,
And Late myeelf as through tho town I shink.
Tho pledge? No' Too late tooluto '
No pledge’ I'vetried it twico—a waste of
breath.
Tuolate' Thers's no rdease for wo but eath.

It's Lad enough to drink  but ust to drink
Doth ruch & train of ghastly horrora wake
As inone hour would leave mo dead, I think,
Ab, keep away, ye fiends for pity's sake*
Thoe very thought of them affer t~ my brain .
My cud will be when they shall como again.

Joverum 1dlove tohuld my head up high
Aud breathe (10d s uir u free and tesrless

man ;
And look with undimmed eves on carth and
8Ty,
Wik steady nerve to do and hesd to plan.
1d luve to grapple trials us they come,
1n inanly 1ashion brave and strong. Love
rum!

If only I could como mto wme laud
Whereno dnnk 1, God koo x5 how willingly
1 & fight those dreadful turments of tho damned
That clutch tho moul of Lun whe would be
free.
Bat marshal up those grisaly <hajos of woe,
To full again, us twice before  No, no !

Ab, if I might have known how it would ba,

11 thase old collego day vild and ga
When firet 1 Aram ,’2,"7;‘13,:'5': 2“,,;‘,“ < AT

How casy then tu put the up awny*
A mother'shope and juy I wasullthen
Nowsoc wetrembling- ha  [tuse cyesagain!

Black, flery ayes, to il nhicre ye belong!

T'll drink ye J wi what ' tloed?” Dodnk
blood 7 ~ . -
Help, Lelp' they ruine, u hidoous, devilish

throug .
Bak, get 1ark® Thes !l toss o in the
A3

Long, ~rooked bandeare lawing 1o my bair!
Isthisthoend Ha, ha' Tow late fur prayer.
- Selected

TRY AtAIN.

U try agawn father try agxia!” What
a wad, pleading voice uttered these words!
What a palo little faco was tumned towards
Ieter Parsons, 23 he aat resunp his head on
the tatle?

“Itano use tryiug to givo it up; I have
tried, and I can t duat, wan the fathec’s dog-
wod, depaining reply I know drink will be
v Tum, but though it were paison, I must have
it Mr Barker, my vmploycr, gavo me warn-
g yosterday.  He naid hocouldn’t stand my
habits lungor . he was sorry to giveme up,
but he enuld have none but swcady men to secve
lim. Thaata the third place 1 vo lost in the
rame way. | know the road I treading; 1
know What hes at the end of it I'm going to
rua with iy eves wide open  bat I can't
kelp it -1 muet have dank '™ And Peter Par-
sans let bis hiead mnk on his arm, and looked
the preluroe of an utterly wreiched man.

No worder that he shrank from looking
around him at what had oace becn a comfort-
ablo hame” Whero was the clock that bad
ticked 0o chennily, gives us s wedding presentto
hiswife? Whore wasthenentmahogany pres,
which hebzd bought withthemvinguof montha
of toil, and in which he kad taken such pride?
Where was the valusdold Family Bible, which
Las father and grazdfathor had used before
Eim * All at the pawn-bhrokes’s, pledged for
tho sake of drnk”

Andif it puned the wretchod dronkard to
look at bare walls and a fircleas ystinote
1t puned him to aco tho effects of his sin in hia
sweet little Father- her clothes patched and
throadbare ber face pale and careworn. hee
cyom, that bat for him would bave been bright
with the sazabine of childhood, tearfaland sad.

] bave tried,” 'sker muttered to hizaeclf,

without raising his drooping head. *The
tertotaleza spoko to o, and u; me. Ttey
mde it ke clear an day that half the misery in

thy city is cansed by drink. that with cvery

NORTHERN

I e S

penny whivh 1 throw down ut the bur of the
public I am puying my fare to the wurkhouso,
or buying the usils for my coftin ! They got
me to take the pledes, and I thought that the
dunger wanover 1 had givos my word, and I
would keep it Asd for wooke all went on
straight rnough , money camoian, comfort camo
back, and my poor wife looked happy again
But then I7fell into sore tomptation, sud 1t
seumed a8 if 1 had no morv strength than a
babe in the claws of a lion. I awohe one
morning, one wretched morniog, to find my
pledge broken, my chawoter disgrased, sud
thoe babit of hurd drinking fifty times stronger
oamethan ever

“And I tried agsin,” thus the mi~erable
man continued muttering to himself, m nrcoly
conrcivus of the presence of the poor hittle girl

MESSENGER.

pale, aud thin, and sad , and Y'vo hoard that,
when her mother was dying, Eathor watched
and nursed her so fundly It s not hor fault
that her fathor drinks. ~ It is onouglr to broak
her henrt **

© Wo will look after her,” said Mr. Barker.
*The man may ruin himself, but he shall not
ruin his child. I should think that sho is al-
most old enough to go out to service. Perhaps
mumma way be able to find her u nice casy
slnce.”
P But she would not be happy, papa. How
could she be happy in sny plsce, when she
kuew that hor own futher was going down—
down—down to ruin* Uh, try him agsin,

pa'—jast give him one other chance ! If he
E:ows that it is his very lust, perhaps ho may
tura and repent.”’

ut his side. “'T'wau when my Sarah lay n-
dying, aud [ couldn’t bear to "driuk away the |
romfort she needod 80 much. T'wo dayn I ab-
stained, but onthe third— " memory was like I
4 barbed arrow in the heart of tho wntched
widower. hus wordswere choked in his thruat, |
and iustead of finishing his sentonce, Lie utter- |
¢d a heavy groan. |

}or roveral minutes Esther did not venture
to speak, tears were fast flowing down her
palo checks. She, hke her unhappy parent,
was tempted to give way to despmir, but,
though herprayers had as yot seemed unan- |
swered, Faith whispered to her, “ Try agamn ™

“Child!’ sad Poter, suddenly raising s
head, and fixing his eyes on his daughter,
“when a man has once got into the halut of .
drinking, there s nothing can keep im from |
it. It's like & fever—like madness ' Intorest,
can’t do it, resolves can't do it, evez care for
a family can't do it; for 1o one ever loved a ,
wife or & child better than I did !

“Can't God's grace do it ?** faltered Esther,
almost afraid to speak out the wards.

“Don’'t talk to za0 of such matters ™ crisd
Poter, starting from his seat and pacing up
and down the roomlike one restlem {71 pain.
I uscd to tkink about God onos, but I dare
not think of Himnow; it'slike xuingto judg-
ment before the time, to think of the unger of
God!”’

* But may wonot think of thelove of od ¥’
murmared Esther, with trombling earnestness
in her tone. * Oh, father! dear, desr father!
let mo say one verse—only one little verse
that the teacher gave me yesterday 1o learn.
‘I can do all things throngh Christ which
strengtieneth me.”
rehiodt Rrtbd Fovee, aaie {n- aaxeata TN
in sorrow.  “Sach words may do well exough
for such as you. I'm to0 old o be leamning
them now!" and seeing that his little sl

used, he motioned impatiently for her to

ve him. I

Esther dared speak no more to her father |
Assho alipped on her rusty black boanet and
shabby closk, preparing to go to school, ber
whole heart was fall of prayer. “O tvod, for
the sakeof Thy blessed Som, belp my pocr
father! Save my poor{father!” And beforo.
ahe quitted the house, with a trembling hand
sho placed her little Testament on the table.

Eather had often done so befure, in the hops
thszherfathurmi%htmdit,uhouoo used
to read the great Bible. Esther had always
found her Testament lying exactly whers sho
had put it, unopened and untouched, but in a
opirit of faith sud hope she determined to
“« in’’

This time Peter Parsoms tock up the book;
he could scarcely have said why ho did 0.
Pl adebis ot il thin inkiag:
om; t more inking ;
petgu bo was scarcaly ocenacious of what
was g a8 he carelemly turned over the
loaves.

His glanoce fell on a verse which seerced to
him atmost like 8 mcexsge sent to him direct
from God- “There hath 0 texptation taken
ou but such as iz common to man: dut God
L faithfal, who w1l! not suffer you to be tempt-
od above that ye are able; but will with the
tesuptation sleo maake & way £0 cacape, that yo
msay oaable te bear it.” {1 Cor. x. 18)
“I1 bold this " exclaimed

Itho tablo lay tho old Family Bible.

Clara pleaded, urged, and entreated, and at
last wun her parvat’s consent to overlook for
this onoo the offeace of Parsous. Mr. Barker
wus a kind-hearted master, sud ho was himy
self unwilling by severity to drive an unhappd
man to despsir. Though shuking his heao
doubtfully, and oxpressing his belief that no
good would rosult from the trial, he agreed to
send word to Parsor s to call at his oflice on the
following morning.

When the long bright summer days had re-
turned, again the old clock ticked cheerily in
ita place behind the Goor, and once more ltipon

cter
Parsons sat with his child, as he had done on
the morning on which my story opened: but
how changed was their appearance from what
it then had been' Parwons no longer hung
dowa his head, as if he were ast amed to look
his fellowmen in the face. His oyo was clear
and stoady, his dress decent and clean; and
insteed of bitter tears, there were roses on
Eathee's cheek !

“ Ob, father, are we not happy?” she ex-
claimed, as the bright glow of the setting sun
bc!bled It'ha hs hbng):,t. aid P ook

“ItIam g 'arsons, -
ing with esn;’e’z thought into the golden
clouds above, “orif I bave a hope of being
happy in the better world, I think, my Esther,
that under God Ioweit all to you. I was
going fast on the down-hill road ; I was giv-
ing up all effart to stop, whem your prayers,
and your words, and your teers, and the bloes.
ed Book which you put in my way, made me
see that thero was hope even forme. Theylod
meto‘try " to get back to the safe path—
tobe a father to you, my child, and a
faith{ul servant to oy, God U'——Repal . Seloed

IMADE BIM WHAT HE WAS.

A few weeks ago s saloon.keeper in Dover,
Delaware, who patronized his own bar very
liberally, stepped into a back room, whers men
were at work about a pump in a well. The
roached 1o Tock fwn, b, bag very ek,
proached to wn, bat, being "
he pitched in head-foremost. He l'::i’beoome
#0 much of a bloat by the use of strong drink
that it was impossible to extricate him in time
to aavs his life.

There was great excitement in the town.
Men and women wbo had never boen inside
of his saloon before were the first to rush to
the rescue, and to offer sympatby 10 the be-
reaved family. As he was being dragged
from the well and stretched out dead upon
the ssloon floor, & wholeals liguor-deal

from Philadel
oas of his good castom.
ers dead, he to a prominent lady,a
crusador, and seid, poiating to the cd
victim, “ I mado that man what he was. I
lent him his firet dollar, acd wet himup with
hia first stock of liguors, and he's now worth
e oo
i ia face, shar :
“You mede that man what he was—a
drunkard, a bloat, & astench :n ths nostrils of
society, and seut him headlong int- eternity,
and hu:d‘ W&bﬂi%u i-sx.;.'.uoa
weighed against a sonl; & wasted life, a
wife s widow, and children v
e turned deadly pale, and without a word

by
Parscns, grasping the little book as be apoke
wished to givo up alo, but the habit kas been
m

in!™

try yet agai

kis youngest daughter, seated on his knee.

= Ub, paps, I wish you would try hima
cnly cnos!” said the genile little Iady, bold.
ing ber father’s hand faat impriscned between
o o(;x er;. ahoold I b

* And why ahon im again?” said
Mz. Barker, amuosed at g
Httle pleades.

“ On, becazne of his poor little girl—tho bost

girl in the acheol, msmms says.  She looks m

“I'vetried to go right, bat I'vofailed, I've;

200 strong for ms. Now I'll cast myacli onthe .

and strength of my Lord, and hoping , grred, and whose loved ones aro sext heoadlong

§ belp of Hi I in-1'1,

or the help 18 graon By agein i F'at yoursdll in the
Aw Parsons’ palo little gi:l walked along tho

gloomy strecta,snother little girl,in a comfort- :

able home, was ploading the ocamse of por, 0 C

T'oter. Mr. Barker, bis lato employer, sat in a, 767y bozo, and fighting devils, he leaps out

large reg-louha arm-chair, with his feet on 00 etemity. and then ak, “Are my
£ + Led blaning fir ith Clara,

the fondar, Lrfore & o his ‘:Amldoingdllmw stay the tide

sarnest toae of the | science, aaya in » letter to the D2an of

left the house.

And 80 wo ask. “ Whatis all the business
and all the revente to the millions whoso
Lomon are denpotled whome children are beg-
to a drunkard's grave anda drunkard's hall ?
lace of that mother
whose s0n is pursued day and night by thw
demon, till the haimmof his hoad bacome ser-
peata, and live coels burn into his flesh to the

ds

s
tis
beariog 80 many down ard may yet bear me
down ¥'—Chrutien Women,

clean? Do I love my reighbor as

Movrxarx Drixxize ~Sir Hearv

Thomp-
0B, eminext both in medicdne and
ter-
bury, publisked ia the London Tamzs I bave
long had thocomviction that there is no

et eause for evil, moral and phyaical, in this

country, than the ues of alooholic beverages.
1 do not mean by this that extreme indulgence
which produces drunkenness. The habitunl
use of fermented liquors to an extent far short
of what is nocessary to produoy that condition,
und such as is quite common in all ranks of
society, injures tho body and diminishes tho
wental power to mn extent which I think fow
peoplo are awaro of. SBuch, st ull events, 1s the
reault of vbsarvation during more than twenty
yeurs of professional lifo dovoted to hospitul
practico, and to private Enotioo in every rank
aboveit. ThusI havono hesitation in attnbut.
ing a vory lurgoe proportion of some of the
most painful and dungerous maladies whiik
come under wmy notice, us well as those whu l
every medical man has to treat, to tho ordin.
ary aand daily use of fermented drink taken 1n
the quantity which is convenientionally dvem.
od moderate. Whatever may be said i regard
to its evil influence on the montsl and wmoral
faculties, as to the fact ubove stated I feel thut
1 have aright to speak with autborty , and
1 doso solely bocauseit appears to me a duty,
especially at this moment,not to be silent on
& matter of such extreme impertance. Iknow
fi’1 well how unpalatable ix such a truth, and
bow such u declaration brings me into painful
oconflict, I had almost said with tho nations!

scntiments and the timo.honored usagoes of
our race. My main objectis to expresa my

opinion asa profossionul man in relation to

the habitual employment of fermented liyuor,

28 a beversge. But if { ventured one step fur.

ther, it would be to express a belief that thero

is no singlo habit in this country which so

much tends to deteriorate the qualities of thy

race, and so much disqualifies it for endurance

in that competition which in the nature of

things must exist, and in which struggle the

prize of superiority must fall to the best and

12 tho strongest.

IxTEMrerance iy Tng Usiten Srates.—Itvs
Coar.—* What do the 39,000 deaths annual s
caused by alcohol cost the nation ¢ Tho avorage
coat of buwrisl cannot be Jess than §10 per
capits, giving the sum of §490,000. Theso
19,000 persons should have hud, sccording to
a table of working years (calculated from life-
tables by Dr. Edward Jarviy, and published
in the fifth annual report of the Massachusotts
Stato Board of Health!, 37.16 years of effective
life. From the beat data obtainable woe have
been led to conclude that ulcoho!l ahorteus the
lives of thoso who use it, habitnally or
excessively, twenty.cight per cent. As this
Pperoontage s 20 tho whole life, includ-
ing both the development and the eflective
petiods, it follows that those 49,000 pernous
bave ench loat to the nation twenty-eight
Per cent. of 37.46 years of offective life, giving
a total of 784,000 years. Theso figures are
much below the actual loss aocording to the
expectancies of intemperate persons given
above; for, according to those expectancies,
the average loss of effoctive life is twenty-three
yoars, within & small fraction. Oa this bans
the annual loss of the nation of effective lifo
from alcohol is 1,127,000 yoars. If cach
effectvie year of life is valued at 5150, the
pation loses on the first calculation $117.600.
000, and on thesecond §$169,059,000. Kog-
lish actuaries, from careful observation and
oalculations, ostimato that for every death thero
are two persons constantly aick. We may
therefore calculate that for these 12,000 deaths
from alochol there are 95,000 constantly sick
from the aame cause. Thus, in a single year,
98,000 yoara of effective life are loet tothe
State, which, valued at §1:0 per year, givea
a loss of §14,500,000. Tho cost of thismickuess,
at the very lowest ostimate, cannot bo loas than
5150 per year, or a total of §14,700,000
From Paper read before Am Health Lssocration

Is Devszrxyess Crrantk?P—Orver one-half
theof all confirmed drunkards who take refuge
in the Inebriate Asylum at Bisghamton, are

anently cured of their morbid appetite.
o ofticial statistica un the snbjeot whih
bave been published, cover soven years, and
& very large number of cases. This 18 en-
couraging newe for the alaves of drunkenncsa
Msuy of theso slaver arv utterly deatitute of
bope, and look on  themselves as doomed
They feel that thair desires are unguenchable.
that their power of resistanco is wholly gone,
and that forciblo restraint would destroy thar
Teason. Bat yetit that even though
their drunken habit has beoome chrouic, and
has gero to its {arthest limits, they havean
cven chance of g&ting over it, and re-enteting
tho pathaof sobristy. There is not a druzk-
ard who needato foel himself lost, ifho has
a desire to be aaved.—Bowmanrille Udserver.

— A “ Woman's Crumde,” againat intemper-
anoce, isin operation in Calcutts, India. Tadias

o ey e e
teT the manner of their
'Ai:fcia.n?:z\a:. In :onnocﬂon with the

wartk there ina-'House of Rest,” aftes the
Reoerepondent of tha Tachee Mitner gies
t w Witnes giver
many interesting instances of the ooeee o
porance Losguo
formed at Bombay, on the total abetineacr
basis.— Christian Guardien.
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‘SALT AND WATER FOR COWS.

Dairy cows, like anybody else, should have
all the salt they need, and particularly do they
need plenty of salt when first turned upon
grass in the spring, at which time the
hasless of mineral elements in: it than at any
other time of the year. The cow being fresh
in milk, the supply of fluid is strongly drawn
upon, and this supply must be kept up or the
cow will fall off in her supply of milk. Thus
the salt needs to be watered, and the water
needs to be salted.

But this use of salt by domestic animals is
very much a matter of habit. When I was
a farmer boy in the Yankee State of Vermont,
over fifty years ago, though the people were
constitutionally observant of the Sabbath, it
was not considered to be a very flagrant viola-
tion of the Fourth Commandment for the
farmer to take his salt box under his arm and
proceed with reverent steps to the tune of Meer
or Dundee, of a Sabbath afternoon, or before
meeting time if he got up early enough, to the
back pastures, and give the cattle a general
salting; and as this operation was performed
only once a week, it was easier to remember to
do it on Sunday than any other day; and
besides, the farmer being in a quiet frame of
mind and very much at leisure, could take ad-
vantage of the occasion to look over the cattle
and see how they were all getting on, without,
of course, any great worldly reference as to
what the steers wonld fetch in the fall, or which
of the heifers would be most likely to make the
best cows.

This way of salting cows might have been
well enough in its day. for that was long
enough before cheese factories  were thonght
of, and before the selling of whole dairies of
milk at ten or fifteen ocents per gallon had
stimulated the production of forty to fifty
pounds per cow per day. There is an objec-
tion to the salting of cattle at long intervals
and in the mass; the master animals will lick
up too much, and the underlinga of the herd
will not get enough. A better way is to pro-
vide stationary boxes, or troughs, in which salt
is kept all the while, out of the reach of
washing by riins, and to which the cattle can
have accees at all times. In this way they

will soon learn to regulate the lick to their
own tastes, and be free from the bustle and
jostling which accompany the salting of a herd
in masA.

Speaking of water, would you think that
such arich fluid as milk is made up of eighty-
five per cent. of water? Thisshows two things
—that cows need & plentiful supply of water,
and that the water should be pure. A cow
which gives a large mess of milk requires more
than one which gives but little, and the thirst
for drink is one of the indications of a deep
milker. It istruethat cattle may be educated
to do without much water and still live, just
a8 some of our hygienic reformers can live on
bran bread, and such thin stuff; but since air,
light and water are the free gifts of the Crea-
tor, it seems a pity that every living thing
should not have all they need of them. When
we set out to fatten pigs or cattle, we tempt
them to eat all they can; just so, if you want
& large flow of milk, you may tempt the cow
to drink her fill, and for a man who sells his
milk to a factory, it is a good deal better that
he should put the water in the milk before it
comes from the cow tham that he should put it
in the can while on his way to the factory.
The law has something to say on this latter
practice, which makes it unhealthy for the
transgreasor, while on the former thelactometer
‘and the cream gauge can hardly detect a fault,
and, if they did, the cow is not morally or
legally responsible for watering her own milk
in the moral process of making it. I would
not advise that the dairy-man should staff his
cows with water as he would stuff a fattening
turkey for his Christmas roast, but let them
have all they need, and when they need it,
and if the feed is good and the cows are good,
there will be the best possible yield of milk.

Of course there is a little danger that the
cows which run in the pastures will not get
enough of water at this seagson of the year,but
I mention the matter more to suggest the im-
portance of providing for a plentiful supply
when the hot season comes on and the streams
become dry, as they usually do where they are
not fed by living springs. There are many
districts of country where the grasses are well
enited to dairy purposes, but where there is a
lack of water whichis equally good, and dairy.
men are obliged to have recourse to pools
which become foul in the dry season, or fail
entirely. Foul water is a bad thing to go into
roilk, which in its best state is so largely com-
pored of this element, and the cow has no in-

foul water. A healthy cow in full flow of
milk can make way with from twenty tothirty
quarts of water in the course of twenty-four
hours. If the water is bad it will show itself
more in the night’s mess than in the morning,

as cows do not drink during the night, and.

the milk is such a sensitive thing that foul
water and taints of all sorts show themselves
in a short time.

Upon dairy farms where there is not a sup-
ply of pure water from living springs, runding
brooks, &o., it is & matter of prime importance
to provide good wells from which to pump or
draw water several times a day, from which to
water the cows. It would be quite a task to
draw or pump water several times a day for a
herd of cows ; bat it would be better to do that
than to send bad milk to the factory, or to use
it up at home,and then to send stinking cheese
to the market, or be obliged to feed it to the
pi

%‘he late Horace Greeley, during some of
the last years of his life, delivered several lec-
tures or agricultural addresses in his chosen
missionary field of the West, on windmills as
cheap and available motors for farm purposes,
but his hearers mostly made light of his teach-
ings; and the railroad men, who once used
mauy of these mills for pumping water at the
stations, have substituted the surer and more
controllable power of steam. Well, some
dairy farmers might do even worse than to use
windmills for pumping stock water from wells;
but the average American dairyman would as
soon heed the advice to raise his calves for
dairy cows as to set up a windmill for water-
ing his cattle, so I shall only hint at a possi-
bility and drop the subject. But, by some
means or other, I wonld have good water for
cows, or I would not go into the dairy busi-
ness —S. D. Harris, in Country Gentleman.

MORE MANURE.

Joseph Harris says in “ Wakks and Talks,”
in the American Agriculturist ’

We must make more manure. Manure is
the farmer's oapital. Capital i accumulated
earnings. If I work for §1,000 a year and
spend 1,000, I am no better off at the end of
the year than at the beginning. But if I can
by laboring a little harder, earn §1,200 a year,
and by practising a little economy, live -on
$800, I can lay up §400. This §400is capital,
and begins to earn money for itself. Capital
is accumulated earnings. It is what is left of
our profits or earnings after deducting the ex-
penses of living. Manure is acoumulated
plant food. It is what is left after raising

and disposing of a orop. If your land as now:

worked, is capable of paying you twenty bush-
els of corn’ and and a ton. of s per acre,
and you sell the whole, your land is no richer
in available plant food. You are making no
manure. You spend all your wages. But if
-by extra onltivation, by setting free more
plant food from the soil, you can make your
land pay you forty bushels of corn and two
tons of stalks, instead of selling it you feed it
‘out to your cows, or sheep and pigs, and are
careful to save all the manure, tﬁen your two
tons of stalks and forty busheis of corn, less
about ten per cemt., removed by the animals,
beo(llfmes capital, and begins to earn money for
itself.

It is worth while making a great effort to
get a little capital in the form of manure, and
net always be dependent on the yearly wages
which the soil alone can pay us. H.%w this
can be dove, depends on circumstances. I
think it will sometimes pay to gather leaves
for bedding. I am sure it will pay to sorape
up the barnyards and not let the droppings of
our animals lie exposed over a large surface
for the rains to leach out all the soluble mat-
ter. On my farm I gather all ths potato tops,
and use them for bedding the store hogs. If
not required for this purpese, I shouﬁ:l put
them in a heap and mix them with manure,

POTATOES—LEVEL CULTURE.

From a recent article in the Utioa Herald, on
potato cultare, we glean the following :

“ There are many objections to the present
method of culture, though it can not be denied
that it has yielded abundant harvest. The
best known method of ridge or hill culture is
as follows : Select a strong, loamy soil, which
has been in cultivation at least one year; fer-
tilize thoroughly, if in the hill; mingle the
manure with the soil; mark in rows 3 feet
apart; drop the seed in drills 18 inches apart ;
hoe twice, the second time forming & continu-
ousridge. This method will yield, in favora-
ble years, at least 250 bushels per acre. This
—and planting in’hills three feet apart each
way—are the methods practiced by nine-tenths
of our farmers. But there seem to be objec-
tions to them. All rain and moisture must
necessarily soak quickly through the ridgs,
furnishing but temporary nourishment. The
heat of the drouth soon dries it out of theridge,
and rendersits soildifeless. We have observed
that the ridges yield more potatoes when they
are shaded somewhat by weeds, and while a
weedy potato patch betokens a slovenly farmer,

ternal apparatus for making pure milk out of | there are many reasons for belief that weeds

protect the potato ridge in seasons ot drouth.
The potatoes are also liable to exude from the
bill and to be exposed to the sun, an exposure
which ruins them.

“ The natural location of any plant for growth
is belew the level of the ground, and this is
especially true of the tuber. A potato hill
built above the level of the ground is not the
natural receptacle for the seed. Nevertheless,
copious and profitable crops have thus been
produced. TkLe chief question is, can they not
be increased ? There have been no extended
experiments in level culture. The chief ob-
jection urged against it is the difficulty of
digging. The seed must be planted at the
depth of at least six inches, and it is not pos-
aible to dig the orop with the ordinary ‘hook’
8o conveniently as when it grows in hills.
But there is no reason why the deep-laying
tubers should not be plowed out or otherwise
brought te the surface by machinery. We
believe this subject deserves a8 portion of the
attention of povato-growers. It is mnovel to
many of them; and a corner of the field de-
voted to a test might yield results which
would be valuable.”

TIMELY SUGGESTIONS.

1. Never allow your mowing lands to get
bound out. When they begin to fail, plough
them early in August, and sow them down to
grass and roll, and double the amount of
hay will be obtained the mext year without
the loss of a crop. !

2. Never allow the grass to stand till ripe.
Mow early when' the saccharine juices are in
full flow, and with the tedders make the hay
by keeping it flying in the air till sufficiently

cured to be got in the same day.
3. Never allow the ca llars to disfigure
or destroy your orchards. atoh these little

tent makers from their g, and with
the spiral brush tied at the end of  long pole,
wind them off clean, and no more will come
the ; t season to annoy you. If wages
are an object, let not this simple branch of the
farm be neglected at whatever cost. Nothing
looks more hideous and elovgnly by the way-
side than the old family ormard thickly de-
corated with the remains of last year's cater-
pillar’s hest.

" 4. The canker worm is the greater pest of
the two. The slug (female) is now walking
up the apple trees and depositing her eggs
promiscuously over the trees. They form no
nest, and henoe it is hard to conquer them.
Heavy tarred paper, kept fresh with tar,
around the body of the tree is the best remedy
against their olamberin% propensities, though
often they btidge over the tar by making a
track of bodies and ate their work
for years. The vicinity of Boston has been for
many years the battle ground for the canker
worm, but-they are now getting largely into
Eassex and other countiee.—N. Y. Farmer.

Tre Best Farmer.—Farming is the chang-
ing of material (manure) into grass and grain,
and thenos into pork, beef, wool, etc. When
the land is purchased, it is this raw material
(fertility) that is paid for: that alone is the
value. The rest is mere sand, or clay, or rock.
The object of the farmer, then, should be to
secure his material as cheap as he can, and
use as much as he can, always keeping his
machipe, the farm, in good working order,
mellow, well drained and clean. Imstead of
this, we are too apt toabuse the macbine. The
object of the farmer, then, must always be
manure, fertility —how he can get this raw
material the cheapest, and work it best into
grain, grass, eto., and thus into other products,
such as sre of the most advantage to him.
The best farmer is he who raises the best and
argest orogs on the smallest surface of land
and at the least expente, and at the same time
snnually improve the soil; who understands
his business and attends to it ; whose manure
heap is very large and always increasing;
whose corn crib and smoke house are at home ;
who is surrounded by all the necesearies and
comforts of life; who stndies his profession,
and strives to reach perfeotion init; who keeps
a striot acoount of his outgoes as well as his
incomes ; and who knows how he stands at the
end of esch season—such a farmer, in nine
times out of ten, will succeed, and not omly
make farming a pleasaut, but profitable o3
oupation.— Farmer's Vindicator,

Brack Toorn 1w Swine.—The American
Swine Journal says: *Black tooth, so called, in
swine, is sometimes caused by mechanical in-
jury to teeth, received by chewing the dry and
hard kernels of corn. The ailment consists in
a state of decay of the tooth (caries). Such
decayed teeth may be removed by the same in-
strument a8 a dentist would apply to one’s own
tooth under similar circuauistances. The symp-
toms of toothache in swine are similar to those
exhibited by mankiod, viz: loss of appetite,
salivation or alobbering, hanging the bead,
mosﬂ{ to the side which is affected, peevish-
ness, loss of all fear of man, and hot, repulsive
breath. When hogs are fed on stiongly
acidulated food for any length of time, their

teeth may become discolored; but it is a quee-

tion whether the teeth at the same time are
materially injured. 8o long as no decay or
diminution of their substance can be noticed,
and while the appetite and chewing faculties
of the animal do not appear diminished, no in-
terference will be necessary.”

Carra Lianigs.—Mrs. Rollin 8mith, of
Swanton, Vt., writes to the Burlington Fres
Press aa follows : “ Sinoe the notice in the Free
Press recently of my possessing a continual
blooming calla, I have received several letters .
from different parts of the State asking me for
the treatment which produces such favorable
results. T use a four-gallon jar, and give an
eastern exposure. In the summer I keep it
wet enough for the water to stand on the top,
and at gll times very wet. Once a year I take
the plant, shake the earth from the roots, and
fill the jar with earth taken from under old
sod. As poon as & blossom commences to
wither I cut it down, never allowing a flower
to die on the plant. The result is in sixteen
months T have had eighteen blossoms on the
same plant, and at the present time it has two
very large blossoms.”

Tae Prcan.—A writer in the Prairie Farmer
recommends the planting of the pecan tree for
timber on the Illinois prairies. He says for
fuel it has no superior, while for purposes of
manufacture, the carriage makers find it su-
perior to white ash, having equal durability
and greater strength and elasticity. It com-
mences bearing at eight years old and pro-
duces one of tbe finest nuts, which for the
past six years has brought in the Oincinnati
maxgtelt an average price of five dollars per
bushel.

DOMESTIC.

8UGAR-PASTE CREAM-CARES.— One pound of
flour, quarter of a pound of sugar, and one
egg well beaten. Add the sugar to the egg ;
then work the flour into theth with a little
cold water. Roll out rather thin, and line
small tart-tins with it, or cut with cake-cutter,
and put a strip of pastry on the outside, close
to the edge; then fill in with mock cream;
sprinkle powdered sugar over, and return to
the oven & few minutes to brown the top.

To Maxe THE Mock CrEAM.—Boil one pint
milk; wet a table-spoontul of cornstarch or
maizena in a very little cold milk; add one
well beaten egg, one table-spoonful of white
sugar, one-fourth of a tea-spoonful of salt.
Flavor with lemon, rose-water, vanilla, or
nutmeg. When the milk is just ready to boil,
stir in these ingredients. Let it boil up two
minutes, stirring all the time. Let it get
quite cold before filling the puffs.

Crocorate CusTarn.—One division of acake
of chocolate dissolved or melted in a little
water. To this put one pint of new milk and
the yolks of three eggs. Put the chocolate
into the milk and boil a few minutes. Sweeten
with & quarter of a pound of sugar, and then
pour it boiling hot to the eggs, which have
been previously beaten till light. Return all
to the kettle, and stir rapidly until it thickens,
or is upon the point of boiling, when it must
in;&antly be poured off and set aside to grow
CO! .

VINEGAR ror GREEN OR YELLOW PICELE.—
One pound each of ginger, celery seed, horse-
radish, and mustard seed ; one ounce each of
mace, nutmeg, and the long red peppers used
in pickling. Put these rpices into a stone jar
or pot, free of anything that willimpart grease
or unpleasant edor to the vinegar; pour over
them two gallons of a strong vinegar; stir
frequently, and allow them to remain a year
before ueing. After pouring off the vinegar
for pickles, add more spices, and fill again for
future use. Keep well covered. This will be
found a very superior pickle, and well repays
the time and expenss of preparation. It will
keep any length of time.

Horcu-Porcr.—Take two pounds of the
- bottom part of the breast of beef. Cut it into
pieces about two inches equare, and put them
mto a stewpan, with a few scraps of fat beef
or veal, and five pints of. water. Let these
boil up, then add two large carrots, sliced, two
onions, two sticks of celery, two turnips, and
some pieces of caulifiower. Cover the sauce-
pAn closely, and simmer gently for three hours.
Maelt two ounces of butter in a sancepan. Mix
a table-spoonful of flour smoothly with it.
Let it brown, dilute it with a little of the
broth, season with ketchup, and add it to the
rest of the stew. Let the broth boil up once
more, and add pepper and salt to taste. Serve
in a large dish. Pat the meat in the middle,
the vegetables round, the gravy over all, and
send to table a8 hot as possible. Hotch-potch
may be made with beef, mutton, lamb, fowl,
or pickled pork, and with vegetables varying
acoording to the season. A mixture of two
kinds of meat is very good, and some cooks
wince the meat instead of serving it in cutlets.
In the West Indies it is very commonly used
by the natives, but is made 8o hot with pep-
per, that it ix known by the name of ¢ pepper
pot.” Sufficient for six or seven persons.—
From “ Cassell’s Dictionary of Cookery,” for

April.
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TEMPT NOT; OR HARRY'
RUTHVEN'S MISTAKFE,
CHALIER T
“Todeed. papa,” said Harry
Binthven, @it 1 had thought you
would have been so much annoyed
about it, I should not have given
Joe the money, but T could not!
Lear to hear those men ('ullingI
vou mean  and  stingy. Joe
Warden said that no gentleman—-
certainly not the old Fnird--
would huve allowed a faithful

old servant to go away withoutt coachman, was quitting the ser- me all sor.s of healthy sports in

giving him something with which'!
to treat his ecompanions b fore
lewing them.”

** But. Harry, yousurely cannot
love forgotten that whatever un
arele poay have tolerated here, Vi
do not allow the use ot ttoy car-
ing drinks in my hous., and that
I nay cicwmissed Joe chiefly  be-!
ciuse he s repeatediy disoveved
me in tiis respeet.” oo

“Yes, papa,” answered Harry,
still anxious to excuse himself, !
“ but that was different you know, !
and vou need not have cared,
how Joe spent the money \\‘hcnz
he was no lonser your servant.
At any rate, 1 did not like to!
hear them  speaking so about’
voil, so b ogave Joe the guinea,
grand manma sent we last week ;|
and indeed, papa, 1 did not think |
I was doing wreny, and they all
sald 1 was so generoue,”” gaid)
poror, Simplv H:u‘!'}'. t!‘_\h)g to,
averd Ve Rathven's sad, stern
eve.

“No -aetificed
mamm’s _:ft to the houor of
the Ruthven famly! Well, 1
only hope yvou may never live to
regret your rash act of mistaken
generosity, my son, or SOrrow ius
I have surrowed for a similar
mistake. So the good folks ot
Denley thought 1 was mean, did
they ? 1 tell you, Harry, I should
have no words strong enough to
express myv contempt for the
meanness of a2 man in my position,
and holding my viesws, who would
give his money for any such pur-
pose.”

“1 don't understand, papa,
how it would he mcan ™

Vel wrand-

story-telling.”

of Ruthven, at what we call in me to the spot in Ruthven Deny

“Why, Harry, if 1 consider
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tell you —and  yes, perhaps it'the worse of it. Among my
might be a warning tovou.” uncle’s  servants his head gar-
“Oh!is it a story, papa, and'dener was my greatest favorite,
about yourself? Do pleasc tell me ;and as the liking was mutual we
. fspcut as much time as possible
* Well, T think 1 will, Harrv, together. Ile was ten years my
but let us wait until the evening, senior, and when I, a ddicate
so that the others may hear it city boy, arrived at Ruthven to
too. You know the ¢ Children’s enjuy and benefit by the fresh
Hour’ is the orthodox time for country air for a week or two in
midsummer, 1 used to consider it
a magnificent treat to be allowed

CHAPTER .
e out fer an afternoon with yvoung
Jo: Warden, the Ruthven, Henderson. He it was who taught

vice of his kind master, the Laird which country bhoys delight ; led
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Scotland the Whitsunday term, where the wild strawberries ripen
so it was not very late in the best to this day; and showed me
evening when the childrenassem- how to use the fishing-rod as
bled, *’tween the gloamin’ an’icunningly as you, son Harry.
the mirk,” to hear papa’s promis., But as 1 grew older the more
ed story. There had been a'childish of these sports were
refreshing shower of rain during{gradually relinquished, and man-
the afternoon, and every objecx:licr ones took their place; yet
in  nature scemed purer and’still, as in former years, it was
sweeter from its gentle influence. ! David Henderson who taught me
The early roschuds at the win-ito hunt, skate, curl, &c, &c.
dows, which had hitherto kept{This humble friend of minelived
their delicate petals safely in-{in the pretty lodge at the west
closea within their green protec-igrate, which is standing empty
tions, now allowed them to show jjust now. His voung wife acted
their coy beauty tothe eveof Eve.{as portress, whilst he was busy

drunkenness a most lonthsomc's(\, while soxjg-birds warbled
thing, aund would feel thoroughly;thcir evening }))’n);) joyous]y in
ashamed to be seen in a state of the “ clear shining after rain,”
intoxication myself, would it not! Mr. Ruthven began: —In my
be unspeakably mecan in me to vounger days, children, there
help to make others what I scorn!used to be far more drinking to
to be myself? Fexcess in the middle and upper

*“Yes, I sce, paps, but I never classes than there is now. I
heard any one speak so seriously remember well, when 1 used to
about it before.

vou think so differently from uncle’s time, how he and his still,” answered Mr. Ruthven,
‘guests used to pride themselves

T have good reason, my hay,'on the quantity of wine they
but the story is too sad a one to could drink without being visibly !continue my story —

other people?”

What makes spend my holidays here, in my!

in my uncle’s old-fushicned gar-
dens.”

(), papa, how nice it would
be if vour David Ilenderson were
there still!  Why did he ever go
away ?"" cricd the children, who
jwere justas fond of rural pastimes
as their father had been in his
!_\ounger davs.

*“He micht have been there

'

'
!

sighing, “ had it not been for an
imprudent act of mine,—but to

* One Christmas my uncle had
a great many guests in Ruthven
Hall, and a few young people
had been invited for my sake.
It had been a green Christmas,
to our great disappointment, and
though we tried our best to
amuse ourselves with long walks
and indoor games, still the time
passed slowly, and many were
our longings for two or three
days of hard frost. At last, one
morning, just as we were giving
up hope, Henderson came up to
the hall to say that the ice was
bearing. A skating party was
quickly formed, and off we set,
followed by many warnings, sage
advice, and good wishes from my
uncle and his companions, wlo
promis d to come down in the
afternoon to see the fun., We
wire, of course, all excitement,
and the skating was splendid
until noon, when Henderson,
who waes still near us, said he
thought it would be prudent to
keep away from the southern
extremity of the lake. At flst
we did so, but somchow, after 2
time, one or two of us found our-
selves on the forbidden ground.
Suddenly, 1 fancied I felt the ice
giving way under my feet, ard
remembering  David’s  warning
tried to hasten off the spot as
quickly as possible, but 1t was
alrewdy too late; there was a
loud crash, and 1 sank helpless,
down, down, until 1 felt the rush
of the ice-cold water over my
head. 1 cannot tell you, dear
children, how long 1 remained in
this sorry plight before help
came; but my uncle, who haa
just come up, told me afterwards
that David Henderson saw my
danger before 1 sank, and with
as much haste as the precarious
state of the ice would admit of,
approached the dangerous spot,
and was enabled, though not
without risking his own safety,
to snatch me from what, but for
his promptness, might have
proved a watery grave. It all
seemed like a dreadful dream
when I returned to consciousness,
and found myself lying ona couch,
in front of a blazing fire in the
housckeeper’s room. She, kind
woman, would have made an in-
valid of me for the rest of the day,
but I rcbelled and insisted on join-
ing my friends at the dinner-
table.”

CHAYTER

“ In the evening my uncle sem
for Henderson, in order, as he
said, that he might personally
thank the preserver of his heir.
Willingly,” said Mr. Ruthven,
after a short pause, ‘“would I
blot out from my wmemory what
followed. When Henderson en-
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tored, my uncle, in his bluff,hearty
way, rose, and shaking his hand
warmly said, ‘Come, David,
my friends and I wish to drink
the health of a man to whom I
and my nephew, at least, must
ever be deeply indebted.” Uncle
Ruthven suited the action to the
word, and then filling the massive
old goblet beside him (an
heirloom in our family), handed
it to Henderson, thinking that he
would doubtless be glad of the
opportunity of returning the
toast. Imagire, then, hissurprise
when David replaced the goblet
on the table untouched, saying,
modestly but firmly, that he had
not tasted spirits since h's mar-
riage,and would rather be excused
fromn doing so now.

* ¢ What nonsense! " cried my
uncle, who scemed very mech
displeased at his gardener's re-
fusal; “here, Heoryv, m boy,’
turning to me ‘seceif you cannot
persnade your Constant compan-
lon and rural hero to diink
single gliss to the health of om
whose life he has so lately saved.
If his attachment to yvou is real,
and not politie, he cmnot but
want vou this _I.lll'(ll‘.‘ Now |
had mu'\' own reasons for wishing
to presenie peace between gy
uncle and David, and vesides, 1
was foolish and vain enouch 1o
wish to show myv uncle’s cuests

what an attached follower t Lipd
in David Hendersonus so, in spite

of the pleading look in bis honest
brown cyes, I hed up the faral
goblet 1o him, saviay, ¢ Oue 2liss
on such anoccasion surely cannot
hurt vou, David; do not let such
a trifle come between us to cool
our friendship or 1 shall really
think that, after all, you do not
care much for the life you so
gallantly risked your own to save
to-day.” ¢ Will you answer for
the consequences?’ was David's
only reply, as he took the goblet
into his trembling hands. < To
be sure, David; I'll settle matters
with the little wife down at the
lodge.’

‘¢ Such a solemn question, and
so lightly answered!

« Henderson returned the old
goblet to the table with a now
light in his eyes. *Justanother,
to show that there’s no ill feeling
between us, wmaster,” he said,
with a strange, nervous laugh.
‘Ah! I thought your scruples
would soon give way,” said my
uncle, filling a smaller glass for
him. Ilow cften this was repeat
ed I cannot tell, for at last I
could so longer bear to see
David’s fiushed face and excited
eye; 8o, stung with remorse, 1 left
the room and went to order a
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down to his wife and little ones,
at the lodge.  How my guilty’
heart leaped when in passing,
the door of the housclcccper’si
little parlor I saw Mrs. Hender-
son sitting there by the fire. I
would gladly have escaped, but
she saw me before I turned away,
and coming forward, asked me if
I knew where her hushand
was.”

““In the dining-room with my
uncle,” | said falteringly. 1
suppose she must have seen the
grief in my face, for she grew
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white, woe-stricken face will
never, never leave me. 1 have
mo idea how that miserable day
eaded, for I fell ill, Never a
strong lad, the accident cof the
morning, with the after-excite-
ment of the day, proved too much
for me, and I succumbed to a
low fever, which confined me to
my quict room for a fortnight.
I)In'inf_r the first week, T believe,
Henderson was scarcely ever seen
suber. The old craving, c¢nce
vielded to, seemed to be irresisti.
ble. So my inconsistent uncle
dismissed him summarily, as I

suddenly whitqg and leaned
against the wall for support.

faaw S

¢ Oh, Mr. Heuory,” she cried, ¢ you
don’t mean to say that they have
Leen tempting him to taste spirits
Tell me anything but that. He
1s so exritable, that the smallest
quantity is quite enough to mke
him lose his self-command. 1
never saw Davie so bad as he
was on our wedding-day, and he
promised me then that he would
never be the same again. He has
kept that promise faithfully for
five year; surely, Mr. Hcury,
the laird has not persuaded him
to break it row ?" The wife's
anxious question, accompanied
by the mute entreaty of her eye,
piercew my very heart.  Never
till that moment did 1 realize
what it was to have such a s
brought home to onc. Turning
my guilty face away 1 cried out,
in an agony of sclfireproach,
< He has indeed broken his pro-
mise, Mrs. Henderson, but it was
not the laird who tempted him;
it was I, his friend.” 1 fled up-
stairs to my room be.ore the
poor woman could speak again;

basket of good things to be sent

but I thick the memory of her
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heard afterwards. Since then,

| 1|W“t ‘i Ll
!
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in spite of many enquiries, T have
heard nothing of my boyhood’s
friend, whose character and life,
in a thoughtless moment, I fear
[ruined. Tshall alwaysconsider
myself to have been David Hen-
derson’s worst enemy.  And now,
Harry, do you wonder that I
was s pained and hurt by your
conduct this morning ?”

“Oh, papa,” said the boy
with tears in his eves, “ I never
thought such a litile thing could
do so much haim. 1 shall never
forget about poor David Hender-
son. llow splendid it would
be,” conunued Harry turning,
as youth will, to the hopeful side
of things, *if we could find him
out yet and bring him back to
Ruthven, to begin his life over
again! ”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
“GOD SEES YOU.”

Many children have read the
swecet tales of the Danish writer,
Hans Christian Andersen. A
pleasing story of his childhood is
told in a sketch of is hlife:—

5

Little Hans was one day, with
his mother and some other poor
neighbors,gleaning in the field of a
man who was said to be very harsh
and cruel. They saw him com-
ing, and all started to run away.
But Hans’ clumsy wooden shoes
came off ; the stubble, or short
stumps of the grain.stalks which
had been left by the reapers, hurt
his tender feet, so that he could
not keep up with the others, and
he found he must be caught.
The rough owner of the field
was very near, and could now
almost reach him with his heavy
whip; when Haas, whose hope-
less case now suddenly filled him
with new courage, stopped, and
turned, and looking into the man’s
face said : “ How dare you strike
e when God sees you?”

The anger of his pursuer was
sublued at ornce. Instead of
striking the boy, he gently stroked
his checks, asked his name, and
gave him some monev. The truth,
of which little ans reminded
him when about to do a mean and
cruel act, seemed to make him
ashamed of it at once, and to
cause him to speak and act Lindly.

How many wicked words and
acts children as well as grown
people might be kept from say-
ing and doing, if they could at
the right time be reminded, as
that man was, of the presence of
God! When you rise in the
morning ; through all the hours
of the day; when you wo to hed
at night 5 in the darkness when
rouare fast asleep ; when vou are
fatthful in duty ; when you are
careless; when you are Kipd and
loving, and when you are unkind
and selfish and sinful—always,
everywhere, God sces you. When
you are tempted to speak harshly
to your little brothers or sisters,
or undutifully to your parents;
when you are tempted to lie,
cheat, or steal, to speak a profane
or naughty word—ask vourself,
“How dare I do this wicked
thing, when God canseeme? "—
Mother's Magazine.

—A poor woman had a supply
of coal laid at her door by a
charitable neighbor. A very
little girl came cut with a small
fire shovel, and began to take up
a shovelful at a time, and carry
it to 2 sort of bin in the cellar.
We said to the child : —

“Do you expect to get all that
coal in with that little shovel?”
(Clald, quite confused with the
question), ““Yes, sir, if 1 ework
long enough.”

—Secek not to be rich, but
happy. The one liesin bags, the
other in content, which wealth

can mnever give,
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SLANDYR

Amcng the loatheome vices of the age,
The moest rovolting to the sat and aage
1s that of dandering an honest name,
And rottung Virtue of her «potloss fame

The slanderers ard ecandal mongers are

Mere to be dreaded than the seourge of war,

FLewr potson’d tongues, like to the serpent s
fangs,

I« I mauy 8 breast with rad and bitter pangs

And yet these vile calumniatars try

I'har guilt to hide, their deeds to justify
They feign a grief, would rather not reveal
This anful sacret which they can’t concenl

“Ind you hear what happen'd poor Miss S —— ¢
*Taar os dto think of her mamma'a distress | ;
“And,  acsuid, there iv in hobitter strife
* Betwren goung B oanl has Light.-headed
wife : ‘

!

. d Mz B L told, an t pay Lis way, :

And Mre b oand daug? ters dreas ta. gaF.
“You kuow the e Lt alaays heen too

ain, l

*And Mr G wans jalted by Miss Jane |

* AN this, anl more, T heatd from  deur i
M b - i

" But dont be teling what you hear froan !
me,

* Por 1 was promia’d but you must «x. u-o

“ My brevh of faith to let yeu have the
news

And then in whispers from their fetid 1 enrte

The ~«andal flicr Like Satan s fiery darts |

Aud calumny, that foul and deadly bligtt !

Han marr d and stain. 1136 o of Fure <t
— et S8 Moo

JANEL MASON S TROUBLES
( Prom the Sunday Magaziue
CRAPTER N\ — - 1 = 4

S they set off cheerfully from the cctlee.
atall, and walked away down the street, with
protty brisk stops at first. hut before they had
wulked for a couple of minutes pror Tabhy
was panting agsin

“It's just something eatches me here. It'a
fu~h a rum sort o feceling, said Tabby, forced
once more to atand atill ‘1 feel »o horrid
vk 200, she faid after a fex momenta’
uilen e

1 4ere was nothing for it but to eit down
agnin, and they sat down, thia time both of
them together, and stayed so, side by side,
fora l-ng time It was early in the moming
stll, and pot very many people were sbout.
Thev «<at withcut daing anything for perhaps
10 bour, only talking a little now and then,
ard by the houraend Janct had begun to
+lasp her ~old little hauds about her neck,
and to Leat uptn the pavement with her feet
0 try and <eep them warm It was adamp
&nd  hill December day, not the kind of day
3 at anyhody wonld rhoose willingly for sit-
tinz upon doorstepa.

- T wonlerif youcould gt ana hintie tit
new + ohearid atlast. ¢ Do you think yon
reuld got as far as the carpentore’ yard: It
would be o nice and warm there ™

“0h gea, I can get on,” aureered Tably,
tluntly . and she rose up, and they went to ¢
the yard but when they got there her hittle
lunte were trembling under her, and her face
w s white o her hipe

They sat down together on one of the
heaps of wood, and lanet stayed for a little
while, and then went away by herself and
hegred. and towards thie nuddle of the day
rhe returned with a balfoanxious, hali-hopeful
face. She had brought a httle loxf with her,
and rome pircexof cold frid fish,

“look Tabdby ™ ahe sad

1 got this

what atops me.
sit up-not to feel comfortable, you know.’

the strecta by which they had come.
went Tabby tried more than once to talk in
her usual bold, reckless way. You ace, one of
the fow heroic thingnin this poor little demlate
creature was her contempt for pain, and her
 bhravery when she had to hearit. She could
"pat endnure to bhreak down un”.cat, xe a child
mate tenidetly brougbt up might havedone,
nor to allow herself to be conquered by it Ry
a2 kind of natural, half-savage inatinct she
fought sgaist it, and hardly—now or after-
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“1 mut hungry, but 1t looks good and it
solls good tow—No, | don't want no bread,”
sho anid, pushing back the pieco that Janet
offered her. “I only wanta a bit o' fish.
What a pity 1 sin't hungry ' Wouldn't it be
a prime dinner if I was®

Sho took up a picce of fish aud bogan to
She ate two or threomouthfuls slowly,

oat it,
and then put it down.

“1 don’t want no mora,” sho aaid abruptiy.

*Ob, Tabby,” cried Junet anxioualy, ** don't

you liko 1t ?"

“Uh, yoo, 1 likea it aaid Tabby. «Its
heautiful fish.  Onlv 1 ain't hangry.”

“Do you—de you feel vaur cheat o 110
bad < asked danet with a wistful face

“No, it ain’t particular bad,” answercd
Uabby in an indifforont way
better, and it nin't ne worse.
signify—I'm all
almont irritably.

3 Ub, it dont
right enough,” whe eaid

_And then Janet finished her dinter in
silence, and put the fish that Tabby had not' 2he

eaten into her pocket.

1t keep till supper time.
you'll like it for supper,'* sho said.

*Ob, yea, I daresay 1'll like it for supper,”
Tabby snswered wearily.

She had leaut her head back againet some

I darceay
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morrow . Janet axked engerly, with her own
fuce whate, too, with fear

* Oh, vea, 1 darcaay I'll bo botter to-mor-
vw" Tabby anawered in o careless tone.
“There ain’t much wrong with me. You
rhould seo what «ome pooplu’slike after thoy've
been <"*chel into ';lut I auppose I'Q best
,Re to bed, any way. Ne, 1 ‘ean'teat vo
aupper,’” she said, with somothing almost like
a shuddor, a8 Janet produced the remnants of
food that sho had raved from their othor meal.

S» ghe went to bed, but when sho had got
thero she could not kleep  Through the long
| mght whe only dozed a little at times. IHer
| broathing was g0 difficnlt that she counld not
Lia down, and she got fevered and restloas as
the weary hours went on,  Lato in tho even.

“It min't no 4y her mothor came hame, moro sober than

she often was, and stared as she eaw the
, cdd mtting up with her hoated cheeks.
| Why, what have you been & doing with
Uyouraelf # she exclnimed, standing still as
lovked at hor, with the candle she had
Lighted in her hand.

« I ain’t been a dofog nothing,” replied
Tabby shortly.

«“Then why don’t youlie down and go to
sleep * axked her mother.
b Canse T ocan’t,” said Tabby., 41 cau't

piled up planks of wood she seemed o tired lie down
that Janet said something to her presently
about going to slecp

“T've been a trying that dodge already,”'
answerod Tabby, « but some’'ow I geta caught
up.h Scems ss 1f the bellows wounlda't go,
night.””
“What bellows?" asked Janct, opening
her eyea.

“Oh, them bellows inside you. That'a
T can’t lio down, acd I can’t

“Tabdby, I think if you would g home

and o to bed

“0b. 'l go heme soon enough Dou't

bother,” mid Tabby.

They stayed in tho yard till it was growing
luak, and then thay walked alowly back along
A« they

from the shop in Allann sireet, you knaw,, warde—would let it wring a 1y from her.

wheso there's the nice woman, ] went mto
buy the bread, and then  what do you think
T did?—1 nsked Leraf ahe wonld give me
mmething for a little girl that waa ill nad ahe
gavo mo all thisa lovely fish  Just thank '’
eried Janect, quite flushed with pnde ac the
brillianey ot het surress

“ Welt, it looke gand,” said Tabhy, togard.
g the pirves ot flai with a1 W oya

'y \|~p

She cnuld acarcely, panting at every step,

! when they got bark to the houne, climb up
the long stair:an~ that led to their athi~.  She
st doxn when at last they had reached the
room, with her lips quivering.

“Weil, I guean L n beat for tn.might,” she

mid

> Parhapayou itbe better when wou've had
Dwnt you think you il be better 4

There' s somothing hrohe.”

“Somothing broke in the bedstend:  aaid
her mother anxiously
The child gave a .urious laugh as the

, woman asked her thie.

she said.

“Stuff and nonsense” exclsimed her
mother, “you don’'t know what you're A
saying of  Jas down, 1eay, at once. You'd
better, aor 11l innke you ™

And then, porhaps beeanse sha was too
ill tn contend, Iahby tried to lin down  Bat

«he sould not doat.

“Je am’t no uw What's the good o
blowing mn up abeut 2t If T can't lie
down, 1 ean t,” she saad pettishle, and sat up
agmn, with her head leamng back againat the
wall

“Well, I don’t knsw what trick you're up
to,” mid her mother. And tien whe began
to prepars heraelf to go to bed, as if she was
goine to take na more notice of the ohild ;
but, bed -« =ho wa<, she wan not quite a0
hard and had that she could sec her 1l and
in pain and aot try o do anything at all for
her. She went up ta the hadudd after a fow
minutes, and stood thern lonking at her.

“I{ you'va took the fever, it'll be a nico to
do,” rha said preeently.

“1 xin’t took no fever.” reoplied Tabby
sharply. “Fover ' It nigt fever. It wan
that there candleatick you throwad at ma ™

“ 1f yor says that 1o anv one olse I'll give
1t you, ” crind her mather anvagaly.

* min’t a going 1o ary 1t tono one,” replied
Tabhy enllenly.

*] dont belinve tha -andletick did no.
thing ta sou It amt likely ot should. It

“ No, it ain't in the bed<t