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“Samson met a lion, a-wandering about ;
He thrust his right hand down his throat, and turned him inside out.”
~0!d Ballad

OUBT is naturally expressed nbout the truth of the old rhymester's
statement; but it is beyond doubt that Samson could have handled
the lion exactly as stated had he previously undergone a course of diet on

BOVRIL.

No preparation of human food is g0 conducive to building up
physical strongth, and it is equally conducive to strength of brain, It
will lighten the work of the worn nad weakened stomuch, renew the
impaired digestion and start the party using it on the sure pathway to

Strength of Body Strength of Brain
And Perfect Health,
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The ouide said to me: * Listen 1" e
< b vhpedgaing en!” Andlo! he told me

And not a little that savored of innocent merriment,

much that wae new,

m e swa.

R — =
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OBITER SCRIPTA, v
The London Police have sbopped women
from hiring themselves out as peripatetie
advertisement-bearers, after the “sand-
wich” fashion. Another industry closed
against the gentler sex by the tyranny -of
man! -

Another triumph for Pasteurism. A sci-
entist of Cape Town, Africa, grinds down
o number of diseased (and deceased) locusts
into a powder—“brays them in a mortar,”
as Solomon puts it—makes on ointment
thereof, and smears a few live locusts
with it, afterwards letting them loose
among the swarm. The disease is caught
by contagion and the pests die off by the
million. Inoculation, is like a good rule—
it works both ways.

The verdict of the jury which held that
Prince, the assassin of Terriss, was imre-
sponsible when he committed the deed,
is not altogether inteHigible on the basis
of reason and common sense, It is not
easy to see how a man can know what
he is doing—as Prince undoubtedly did
wihen he committed the murder—and yet
be held irresponsible. Prince was allowed
to plead at his trial, and did plead, his
plea being “not guilty.” Would the jury
be prepared to logically follow up their
verdict by holding that Prince knew what

he wae dointy when he pleaded ¢
;.'uilty," but that, Acoording to the med-
ical evidence, he could not be held re
Spowsible for the plea’ The assassin has
escaped the gallows, and the nation il
have to keep him in clothing and food
until he dies. Prince thanked the juny
for their kindness, and no wonder. One ig
tempted 1o ask of that jury whether tihey
believe that, though Prince knew what he
was doing when he thanked them, he was,
nevertheless, miot responsible for the ex-
pression, of his gratitude?

—_—

English Literature has sustained a great
loss by the death of Rev, C. L. Dodgson,
better known by this pen-name of “Lewis
Cazroll,” the author of “Alice in Wonder
land,” “Through the Looking Glass,” “The
Huniing of the Snork,” and other delight~
€ully humorous stories, Mr. Dodgson was
mva-ed,uuwﬁterofhluloryounc
people, by, perhaps, only one man in all
the ramge of literature, Hang Christian
Andersen, though it must be admitted
that the Brothers Grimm and our own
Thackeray run him for second place,

puuthouofallﬁleothﬂ!,ln&thtfl.
thchmormbeqm‘teu(hawd»
ly appreciated and enjoyed by the “chil
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dren of a lhrger growth” as by the occu-
pants of the nureery. That humor is ir-
vesistible and inexhaustible, especially in
the two books first mentioned. Of them
it may justly be said that they are among

the very few volumes produced, eo far, in

eny country, that can be read and rewead
with unabated pleasure. They have, in-
deed, & charm for the older people which
is Jost on children, namely, their vein of
delicate but keen satire, a satire which is
often quite as sharp as Swift’s, but with-
out the bitternes® and melignity that mar-
ked—and marred—too much of what the
witty Dean of St. Patrick’s wrote. Mr.
Dodgson’s satire has in it more of the
kindliness of"Thackeray and Sheridan.
He was an incisive saltirist, but he never
allowed his satire to mar his stories for
those for whom they were origitally writ-
ten. He was a poet, a wit and a humorist
of a very high order, but he was, above
all things, the raconteur of the children,
and, fn that character, he achieved immor-
tality.

e Y L)

Let us own up. The “forward” poli-
cy has mot been a conspicuous success
on the northwestern frontier of India,
In fact it has, so far, been very like a
failure, and a costly failure at that. The
“hill tribes” everywhere—take the Scot-
tish Highlanders and the Swiss, for ex-
pmples—have invariably been found by
the invader, “kittle cattle to ghoe,” and
the more worthless—from the poiut of
view of the agriculturist and the utili-
tarian—their country is, the more debex-
mined their defence of it usually is.
iAt the present writing, the British army
has gone into winter quarters aff Barkai,
pome thirty miles W.8.W. of Peshawur,
with the dheerful prospect before them of
beginning all over again, in the spring,

under a new commander and with largerre- .

inforcements, the work they epent tlie
past season in atbempting. Meantime
the Afridis will occupy the time in pulling
themselves together, smuggling more rifles
end cartridges into their country, and prac-
tising shooting at white stones and other
conspicious marks on wue line of march of

the invaders through the narrow mountain
deﬁlu,.outoboabletohnko‘)ot
dm’mt.heerhmty And Jingoism is

compelled 6 ‘acknowledge & palpable set-
back, with ﬁhhouullhmﬂhhng
-nmnmmwmmmgmr
all, “the pmcwuwtwoﬂhtbeandb,”
mdﬁntnfhrayur’cuﬁd-u, the
British forces are in the case of the old
farmer, at the vent dimmer, who, after
sbeadily imbibing his landlord’s Chateau
Lafitte for a reasonable time, ecomplained
that e seemed to “get no for'arder.”

Everybody—Even those engaged in the
manufacture, sale and consumption of
spirituous and, possibly, also, of mait,
liquors—will admit, more or less willingly,
that the traffic therein is mnot, to any
conspicuous extent, productive of benefit
to the mass of humanity or promotive
of the happiness or wellbeing of the indivi-
dual, Some, and perhaps the majority, will
concede that it is a potent factor in the
production of poverty, wretchedness and
crime, and that its restriction, if not its
suppression, would result én a very ap-
preciable increase in the sum total of the
health, the wealth, and the happiness
of the individual, the family, the com-
rpunity and the nation. The only ques.
tion is as to the best, if mot the speed-
iest way to effect this much-to-be-desirved
consummation. The speediest way would
seem, at the first blush, to be legistation,
1"".’ thet there are gmive objections to, and
serious defects in, the pradtical working
of that method is unfortunately but too
apparent. Whether the former can be
obviated and the latter remedied has not
yet been demonstrated, either theore-
tically or practically. That they may, some
day, be is, unquestionably, something to be
hoped for and to be worked for, but leg:
;ahmm,bbo be Wﬁ:lndmnst be rein-
orced by education ﬁmmme—'ﬂhe
great forces by which popular opinion
i3 formed—for, without the endorseme:t
Mmpmto!vubhcopmm all the
laws possible of enactment and all the
penalties posgible to impose will avail
nothing—the opinion of ‘“the ablest ad-
vocate of prohibition in Hallifax,” to the
contrary, notwithstanding, Cenversion or
repression, by persecution, the stake and
the sword was mever a Conapicuous Sucoess,
but, on the contrary, served, as a rule,
to propagate what # was intended to
destroy.

o,
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DAINTY DISHES FOR SLENDEK
INOOMES.

Baked Custards.—Line some deep patity
tins or cups with short pastry. . Simmer
balf a pint of milk with & little vanilla
pod, or lemon peel, and sweeten to taste.
Btrain, and when cool pour on to a well-
beaten egg. Fill the patty pans rather
more than half full, decorate the top ot
each with sthips of lemon peel, and bake
in a moderate oven about half an hour.

Yankee Buns.—Ingredients : Three-quar-
ters of a pound of flour, three ounces ot
lard, two and a half ounces of sugar, one
and a half ounces candied peel, two egas,
and three-quarters of an ounce of lemon
kali. First rub the lard into the flour, and
the dry ingredients, mix well. Beat the
eggs, and add sufficient water to them to
maké all into a stiff paste. Bake on a
greased tin in a quick oven.

Cornish Pasties are very savory, and
may be made from any trimmings of raw
beef left over from a steak or joint. ‘I'he
ingredients are short pastry, half a pouna
of raw beef.cut into dice, ditt~ potato,
with a quarter of a pound cooked dhopped
onion, with pepper and salt as flavoning,
First mix the potato and beef together,
end season highly with pepper end salt.
Roll the pastry into oval pieces, put a little
meat, ete. on each, Wet the edges, join
mm‘hartop,mddecomtewiﬂxaforkprick,
end bake in a moderate oven. I find these
pasties are very much eppreciated at g
picaic,

Pearl Barley Cream Soup.—Simmer a
pint of pearl barley slowly in stock, with
#n onion, carrok and seasonting for two
hours. Remove the carrot, and stew the
rest till reduced to @ pulp, and rub it
through a kair sieve, adding as much more
stock, or water, as will dilute it to the
thickness of good cream. Bring to the
bodl, ant lift it off directly it actually boils,
#ud slir into it the yolk of an egg beaten

in a little milk, Scatter dhopped pareley
over and serve. This soup may be varied
with the addition of tomatioes cut in slices,
and cooked lightly before being added to it,

Malt Bread.—Macerate holf a pound of
fresh ground pale maflt in lukewarm wator
for twelve hours, and then stmain {hrough
n canvas bag. Put ten pounds of flour into
A pan with a small handful of salt, stir in-
o this the infus‘on of malt, whioh in sum-
mer must be lukewarm, in winter mither
warmer, but not hot emough to kill the
yeast, Having mixed the infusion of malt
and fiour, add two ounces of yeast. Stir
well together and knead into a stiff dough,
then lewve it to rise in a wurm place, cov-
ered with a cloth. When ready make into
loaves and bake in a good oven,

Fish Salad.—It is generally imagined
that salmon is the only fish, except shell
fish, that is good salad. This is a groat
mistake, for mearly all kinds of cold fish
can be used in this way, and cold turbot
or cod is especially good. Take the fish
freo from all skin and bone, and cut it
into square pieces; arrange a salad prettily
in a dish with the fish on the top, gnd
over it pour a rich mayonnaise, or ealad
dressing. Garnish with slices of tomatoes
hardboiled egg, and small pieces of pickled
gherkins, A salad of this kind is very
good, especially in the summer ,and is Yegy
little trouble to make,

Stewed Shoulder of Mutton—Bone a nice
shoulder of foreign mutton, and lay it flat
on a board. Flatten it with a knife, and
lay a layer of veal stuffing over. Roll round
and round, and bind into place with wide
tape, and stew it slowly till tender in good
stock, flavored with an onion stuck with
cloves, and two or three long
ter about two
longer if it is a
fully brush over
scatter crumbs over and brown it
in the oven, e
an dred currant jelly.
much further than an ordinary roast shouk
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nion. When cooked there should be
rather more tham a pint of pulp, add to
this haf an ounce of gelatine powder,

i , then color with a few
drops of cochineal, and pour into a webted
mold to set. When cold, turn out, and
pour custard round, and, if liked, stick
the shape with split almonds.
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These are excellent for invalide.

BORAPS IN THE KITCHEN MAY BE
USED AS TFOLLOWS:—

Bcrapings of Sauce Tureens.—Add to the
gravy etock-pot.

Catmeal Porridge.—Add to the next mak-
ing, or mix with flour, and make into
fcones,

Sour Milk should be saved and used for
soda cakes, boiled suet puddings and bis-
cuits,

Boiled Egge may be boiled hard and used
for salads, curried eggs, or chopped and
added to minced meat of any kind,

Fat from Cold Jaints, Trimmings of Cut-
lots, Steaks, ebe.—Cut into sxmu pieces
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#s the mame of Poutius Pilte,

HOME AND YOUTH.

who, it is claimed, was bom in Perthshire
tain. y LA
14 is somewhat bewildering and para-
doxical but mevertheless true that black-
berries are always red when they are .
The cyanus has a body about an
inch long and rather broad in proportion,
seven paire of legs, five of which are fur-
nished with sharp-hooked claws. The
above is a brief description of & species of
louse. A finestooth comb would scarcely
avail to dislodge him. Fortunately they
prefer to prey upon whales, and to such
dn extent are these monsters of the deep
pestered with them that they sometimes
completely cover the whale and when it
is captured the outer skin is found to have
been qpite stripped off by these formidable
parasites.

A peculiar species of fly is found in some
warm parts of the Old World. Two
stalks grow out from the back of its head
and on the ends of these are the creature’s
eyes, which are thus removed at some
distance from its body. In some cases
these eyestalks are as long as the fly's
wings.

The little town of Haarlem, so well-
known to every school boy as the home
of the nameless little hero who saved his
town from being flooded by sitting all night
with his finger in a hole in the dyke, is
also renowned as the birthplace in 1420
of Laureus Jauzoin Coster, the real inven-
tor of the art of printing. He at first cut
letters out of the bark of the beech tree
and afterwards cast type of metal, It is
claimed by the Dutch that Gutenberg, who
is popularly believed to be the inventor,
learned the art frown one of Caster’s ap-
prentices, who, upon his mastér's death
in 1439, fled to Mainz where he brought the
hidden art to light.
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SHOULD BOYS SMOKE?

Editor, Home and Youth.

There are mot, I think, many men of
experience and culture who would serious-
Iy answer the question in/ the affirmative
but that a woman should do so passes my
comprehansion.  To  dnculeate  habits
n? self-denial, attention to the laws of
bealth, purity, economy, ie the especial
mission of her sex, and she steps wofully
#side when deliberately advocating a parc-
t‘ee which is so clearly at variance wiith
these,

A man in advanced life, whose daily
worlk involves an intense and exhausting
mental strain may be readily excused if
he finds in the moderate use of tobacco
4 oounteracting influence; but if he is
wise he will never seek to inaugurate the
habit with his young sons, who have no
excuse but that of a desire to follow the
focl'sh  example of companions. We
may imagine such a father addressing
kis boy in such words as these:—

"l see that many young lads, and prob-
ably some of your own acquaintances,
bave acquired the habit of smoking. I
did mot smoke at your age, anid I do not
approve it in you. I will tell you why,
and leave it to your good sense to judge
if T am vight. The i

stimulant wror sedative beyond geod food,
fresh air, water and exercise. Your sleep
is sound, your wpehte unimpaired.

£
«
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teem, and‘beuer-t'rl,you-wi‘.lltmm
yourmcham'ta'mdletnpodem-
ple tooﬂnmo‘ymrage,hmvdwhm

yond their means, "

Contrast this advice with that of the
father who #ys:—“Come and have your
first smoke with me, It will make you
dreadiuily mick,” etc. A friend of mine,
an  officer in the Royal Navy, told me
he had hiaddﬁrat and lst smoke wihen
8 young middy. “It made me v, wick,”
'he.addued, “and I never tried i:ryasai::"
This gentleman, now over eighty, is so
fresh, cleanly, and healthy a spocimen of
old age that it is a pleasure to look as
him.  Neither pipe nor cigar pollutes
gha swect air of his garden, and his house
fragrance of his pet
1 But T fear my gallant cap-
tain’s case is exceptional; the burnt ohild
too often,. rushes back to the fire—and
should be kept ouwt of it.

MOTHER.

WEIGIING THE BABY,

[
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Whooping Cough, Oroup, Colds,
Coughs, Asthma, Catarrh,
Items from physicians’ statements in our Descriptive

“Have found it of such great value in Whooping

Qough. Croup and oth pasmodio co
have ium.gt%tx tami

gives relief in Asthma. The apparatus is si
and inexpensive,” SOIdbynlldrn%xbu. \mplo

Booklet. - Send for it.

n‘fhn. that |
family under my direction to
great value in Diphtheria, ' “It

VAPO-CRESOLENE CO.
69 Wall Street, N.Y. City.

may stop the increase for the time being.
It is mot possible to tell by size or ap-
pearance whether the weight is mereasing;
the baby must be put mpon the scales,
clothes can be afterwards weighed, and
their weight deduoted.

\

Chilblaing in children are genemlly a
sign of weakness in the gemeral health,
which should be promptly ettended to.
Woollen stockings and Joose shoes ehould
be worn, and children should not be al-
lowed to put their feet before the fire.
Wihen the trouble threatens, friction with
snow or cold water is useful, and after-
wards zinc ang calamine ointment gives
relief. In the lrritating stage if the sur-
face is unbroken, it muy be painted with
iodine, or oil of peppermint, either pure or
diluted, and the following is a moest useful

application:

Oil of cajuput and strong Miquid
ammonia, of eadh.... .+ .. ..2 drachms

Ccompound soap liniment.. .. ..3 ounces.

A gick child meed seldom be awakened
during a doctor’s visit, and, when he is, he
must firsi be epoken “o gently, dhen
slightly touched, then spoken to again, un-
#] he recognizes the familkar voice. On
entering or leaving the room, care should
be taken not to rouse him, as aldo in put-
ting hot-waber bottles o his feet, and
giving necessary mourishment or medicine,
When mising him, the nurse should care-
fully pass her arm under the pillow, then
slowly -\dgendyliﬂﬂilwﬁh&ehud
umnit;n:i-i:gdxehuddonemmmud:
discomfort, and sometimes barm.  She

also when crossing the peom; euch things
‘somelimes greatly mqysmﬂem‘.

Bulby’s Work.—Qdite tiny babies can be
allowed to tear up old newspapers into tiny
bits and put them into a bag to make a
cushion, a cover for which can be made by
an elder sister. Spills for father can be
made from railway time tables, or oth:r
books, which, as the leaves are all the
same size, make neat ones. Pretby picture
frames can be made by cubting pieces of
cardboard to the required size, and stick-
ing on them pieces of cork, grains of rice,
or even shells. If ehells are used, lime
should be mixed with the gum, as they
are too heavy to stick with gum walone,
Animals and birds can be cut out in thin
cwdbourd to make a menagenie, the shape
being traced in pencil. If children are too
emall to amuse themselves with a paint-
box, colored crayons can now be obtained
sct in cedar o as miot to brenfk, and these
sre mit messy. For coloring pictures cut
out'oi newepapers, these crayons are mosé

J— 0

Vaocination having proved itself so valu-
able as @ preventative in cases of small-

the fresh watery matter from blisters
patients euffering from measles, and inocu
lated itein nime other cases.

He believes that four were rendere

the experiment failed. At the point of th
insertiom of the matler, slight measly
looking) patohes appeared in from one t
two days, and lasted for three or fou
days. They were accompanied by sligl
symptoms of cold, sudh as appear in iv
woasles, e
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A TOMEMADE TRINKET OASE.

A really charming little box can be made
Mufewfeetoloxdimywindawdm.
ndaw-rdorhooimypmttyinchwide
ribbon. A useful size is ome eight inches
long, five wide, and two deep. It is hest
toget-sluiermcntﬂuﬁauforyou,
aldﬂmenallﬂmmninntorywtotbil
tobindﬁrepioeummdwi.hrﬂ:bon,and
nwthemwget’hertofamnboxwihhu
hd

To bind the glass fold the ribbon doulble,
and put it round the glass, mitre the corners
and put a few firm stitches to prevent its
slipping. A Mbtle mattress made of sili,
with ome thickness of wadding fitted into
the bobwmoftbebox.nu.he-itlookwry
pretty. I have fouid these trinket cas:s
sell rapidly and well ut a bazanr,

Fo'ding seieen frames for photographs
can be mude by binding over several pieces
of glass in the same manner, and joining
them at the corners, putting little bows
where they join. A band of ribbon must
be put acroes the ek of each frame to

hold the photograph in ite place.

A PRETTY LAMP SHADE.'

The old idea of tiesue paper has besn
that anything made from it wes pretty byt
papee e’ chamged o1 e o7 o£mkled
paper | ¢ o/l this, Of it
camnot be handled roughly, but given ag
good care as ome ordinarily besbows on
dainty eilk, it witl keep its freshness quite

. Nor ig

One made of pale green erinkled paper,
Moclmdmk
very pretty. Onemﬁof'pmpori- used.

Gather it oloady"ithdmm, abont
five inches froan the edge, and stitch it to
an inch wide ring of cardboard of a size to
fit ywr(xum,wﬁdxmnbaofmdxm
you prefer, g

Just as though yon were working with
oilk, fulness evenly round the
ring, join the ends of the paper together,
smd fasten with a dtitch here and there to
the lower part of the frame, to keep in
Place. Then hy the top ruffle in even
pleats to forfn a ruche. ¢

THe paper is so pliable that deft fing=re
oam evolve any desired effect, The snow-
balls san be bought in any store. A dus-
ter of ﬁﬂmséunonecide,nspmolla.-
burnum on another, a bunch of popphes on
the next, and w bunch of lilac on thie other
gide, give u most charming effect. Any
colored paper may be chosen, but green
looks best if flowers, and especially those
in any variety, are to be mounted on it,
Rome people prefer lamp shndes without
aitificial flowers, and in that wse cithar
one or two colors may be used.

EMBROIDERY ON HUCKABACK.

Huckaback, either bleached or unbleach.

, is an excellent material on which to
embroider in either silk or colored-linen
thread. It may be nsed for simple toilef
sachets, or for elaborate cushions or table.
covers with equal advantage, and its beau-
ty depends on the quality of the materials
used, and in the arrangemen, of color and
the skill of the worker,
_The first thing to do after cufiting the
bnqh‘hck to the required size, i
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with darning may be made really band-
gome. The darning is all in_one direc-
tion, and is most easily -done, for the little
raised bits in tha huckaback ghow one
where to take up the stitches, and with
such a help, it is almost impossible not
to do it ‘easily and well. - The silk used
for the darming is of one shade only, and
the effoct, when finished, is of eome
rich silky material dotted with Zttle specks
of linen at regular intervals. After the
background is darned, embroider the de-
&ign, and the work is finished,

INFANT'S KNITTED BELT.
An immense amount of il'ness might
easily be prevented, both in childhood and
in later life, if only people would wear

. what ave known as “cholera belts.” Un-

less a cold affects either head or chest
it is rarely a cold at afl,’and yet, 1 suppose

* a good half of our ailments are ca

chill in the lower part of the .. ¥or

. young children warmth is specially neces-

sary, and I think mothers generally would
do well to provide their little folks with
warm knitted belts. For an infant make
one as follows:—Cast on 60 gtitches on 4
needles, and knit round as if for a stock-
ing. Knit 3 plain, 2 purl, until a depth
of about 8 inches has been worked, then
cast off all but 12 stitches. Knit back-
wands and forwards on these, narrowing
@t the beginning of each row till only one
gtitch is left. This makes a tab by which
to pin the band in place.

A WIFE'S VOW.

Seventeen years ago Mrs, Willigms pray-
ed dor the restoration of her husbands
sight, m:mvowedmtiihﬂ':peﬁﬁonwem

aot

of thankegiving.
husband regained his sight, and the
bhas been mindful of her vow.

hi

' One of the most curious and ancient ex-
amples ‘of the locksmith’s art is attached
to the door of the Temple church, Lonion.
The key weighs seven pounds, is a foot and
@ half long and, instead of being made for
@ Jock, as are other keys, it has the dis-
tinction of having a lock made for ita

would walk on her bare knees '
vavynrirun’het:l_wuetobheobu’tm'

There is not & single woman’s voice in
the “choir. of -St. Peter's in Rome, and yet
sic ever written are rendered there in such
o manner that one might démagine Adelina
Patti’s high soprano to be leading.

THE DEAD ALIVE.

The following incident, which happened
after the battle of Mare-la Tour, is related
in a recemtly published book entitled
“With the Royal Headgparters dn 1870-
71”:—“On the spot oocapied by us during
the day they were many corpses scattered
about, for the bumal of which a few com-

n

headquarters, i the scalding heat felt. the

stretched them-
selves on the ‘ground. Among them was
the Russian military attache, Count Kut-
usov, who with his face to the ground,
very eoom fell into a profound s'eep: While
Brousart and I were speaking together,
we observed a couple of pioneérs aproach-
ing him, and after some consulation they
agreed that the gentleman in the green
foreign umiform must be a superibr officer
of the French Chasseurs. Deceived by the
motionless attitude of the Count, and per-
haps tickled by the emell of his new ac-
coutremen'ts of Russian leather, they look-
od at him for awhile and closed thek ob-
servationk with the wesms: ‘He's dead ;
80 here goes!” With that they set to diz-
ging out the earth from beneath the mid-
dle of Ws body. It is easy to imagine the
astomishmentt of the men when they sudden-

HOW TO STAIN A FLOOR.
Wash the floor thoroughly with sof
mpandvewbutmmm'eﬂl
grease. Put a small teaspoonful of erystal
of permanganate of potagh (to be &0
from the chemist) into a jar, and pour ¢
it a pint of bSiling water. Apply thi
to the clean dry hoards with a large b
and it will turn them a nich,sdark brow
When gquite dry, go over it with a

. of mahogany varnish. There is mo

or more effective plem for bome usc.
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A day in bed sfems to be a recipe for
prolonging life and for restoring wasted
energy, which only applies to those who
are really ill. But there are many less
sepsible pieces of advice given than that
whidh advises people occasionally to 'try
absolute repose when they are fagged l!'!ﬂ
weary, and when tonics are of little avail,
Why this should be an excellent restora-
tive is easy to discover. In bed there is
absolute rest for the muscles, and, in a de-
gree, for every ather organ of the body;
auc rest iteclf is a great medicine, Be-
sides, the rest in bed is perfect in its way,
end differs materially from that we may
get-on-a sofa or other forms of partial re-
pose, . If .people took to bed sooner in
cases of impending illness they would
ward off many attacks; the difficulty with
most people nowadays is to find time for
rest. An old lady of ninety attributed her
health and vitality to the fact that every
weck or so she spent & whole day in bed,
even though she was perfectly able to en-
joy life in the ordinary way.

A dinner pill je often useful to people
with sluggish liver, dyspepsia, and discom-
fort after food. Here is a useful pill ot
this kind :— ‘

Powdered thubaib, § a drachm ; powder

Bocotrine alocs, % & drachm; Castile
soap, 1 seruple; powdered calumba, 1 scru-
ple.

dinner.
In the winterm,m&e ne-
cessity which exists for an increase in our
futty foods, and don’t neglect the advice
to take plenty of fat in cold weather. This
i8 a natural law of diet, and its observance
will result in saving us from much illness.
In old age remember that warmth and
an even temperature are just as essential

person  should be espedially grarded
egainst. In respect of the feeding of the
oged, second childhood is like the firet
childhood: “little and often” is the motto,
and old people should heve their food
given them in o state easy of  digestion
above all things,

Chapped hands and faces are annoying
ailments, Recently a capital and safe
reredy hms been published, Here it is:

Compound tincture of benzoin. .10 minims

e L T T P e 2 drachms
e e R ey 30 minims
Glycerine to make W i snevaia 1 ounce

Mix; apply to the chapped parts at night,
a super-fatted
c0ap and warm water, and after drying
them thoroughily,

Itching of .the ekin is e symptom of
many diseases, while it also may depend
on some purely local irration. It is &
troublesome affection, often becoming al-
most unbearable in certain uses, A safe
remedy for ordinary itching is one made
up as follows:

s T S S 2 drachms

Hydrocdhlomte of morphia ....5 grains

Glyoeritg ..., io.ie ssee sesad OUNcCe

Rose-water ., ...... sesese o4 Ounces

Label: “For outward use only,” Apply,
as a lotion toﬁiep&l‘lhlloﬂmllm-
quired.

Colds in the head are oW prevaleng,
People often ask how these troublesome
ailments may be prevented, Probably
the only satiefactory way of warding off

ailments is to maintain @ high etand-
ard of one’s general health, and
to avoid heated rooms and foul air, and ¢o

camphor inhalation, A teaspoonful of
Ppowdered camphor is added to & jug of
boiling water (or put into an inhaler), and
the steam ig inhaled

gveorten minutes at a time,
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five hours, but the patient must keep
the house, and remain in an even tempera-
ture when so treating his or her oase. A
few drops of spinite of eamphor taken on
a piece of sugar are recommended .

Bumions are a great eource of annoyance
to many persons. To cure them, keep the
feet thoroughly clean, and put a little col-
lodion round the bunions, so as to isolate
it off from the skin. Then paint the part
with tineture of iodine night amd morn-
ing, and protect the bumion with wash
leather or plaster. The boots must be
roomy ,and made on the principle of fitting
the feet, a point not always attended to.
The opposite practice of making the feet
fit the boots is responsible for corns, bun-
jons, and deformed feet at large.

Glycerine, used locally, plain, as an In
jection, or in the form of a suppository, is
a capital remedy for constipation. A tea
spoonful is usually sufficient. This is &
remedy simple in itself ,and which mothers
especially, may bear in mind.

Boils often indicate a low state of health
and they are frequent accompamiments of
blood-poisoning in most of ite forms. If
a person suffers persistently from boils,
without any special cause being discover-
able for them, ome ot the best remedies
is sulphide of lime. This may either be
taken very handily in the form of tabloids
{one being a dose), or it may be adminis-
tered as follows:—

Sulphide of lime .. .. .. .. 24 grains
Sugar of milk.. .+ .. .. .. % ounce
Mix. XKeep in a stoppered bottle.

and label: “Five grains (or as much as
will cover a sixpence) to be given in 3
little milk every few hours.”

"This is seid to be a good cure for ear-
ache. Roast-a small omion until eoft, dip
it in sweet oil, and insertin the ear. When
the pain is relieved, take out the onion
and put raw eetton in.

A small fiannel bag filled with hops and
wrung out of boiling water is sometimes
wonderful in its power to soothe a tooth-
nche, a neuralgic headache, or sharp pain
snywhere, and send the sufferer to sleep.
appear to labor under the
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% Books and Bookmen.

"AAAAAAAAAAAAAA‘AAAAAAAAAAAAAA‘AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA
“rvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv VYoV
PRINCESS BEATRICE'S BOOK. fitted them. “The Lord hath need of

them,” and therefore they had to go.
The Consolations of a Mourner, Light in Darkness.
This is the illustrious suffercr’s message:

The house of Joannes Waitz, of Darm- “Suffer and be silent”—that is the best
stadt, has just published an elegant little thivg, that is duty. If God encircle us
volume of 100 pages bound in white vel- With darkuess, let us abide therein. In
lum with a deep black border, and called Vain is it that we seek to illumine the
“Trost in Leide; Lesefruchte einer Trau. darkness with candles. It must remain
ernden” (“Comfort tn Sorrow; Fruits of dn.rk.' Pe}inp. Wwe' may discover then new
» Mourner's Reading”), from the English Deauties in the stars, The author goes
by B. de B., the transparent peeudonym 08 to compare mental pain, and th-«"l-
of Princess Beatrice of Battenberg, the headache and the heartache. Pain,

The book, says the London Daily News, #he says, may be of a twofold kind—
oconsists of a preface and forty-five chap- ~ Physical or. mentad, and Scripture tellg
ters, and begins with a motto taken from U Which is the M'&Iﬁieﬂt tohubeu-.

9 . Y a m mh . .
W. Chatterton Dix:— ; firmity, hut a brok P e ol
A little while our time of waiting ]:uta, bear?” In other words, heart and piris
And then our work in this world is com. ;::Hﬁl win the victory over physical tor-
e. " e

The preface is signed by a German Prayer in Paradise,
olergyman, Herr G. Vogel, of Seeheim, Do they pray in Paradise? (un h
who has been requested to explain that  doubt it? ek the author. Does not
the thoughte and aphorisms in this book reason alone suffice, even if we had no fur-
are translated by the authorces from the ther proof?  Ag long as the spirit dwelg
Engligh; that they have been thowlt out in the flesh, it was quite taken up with
and collected by one who mourns in hours prayer, and its power was its joy and sup-

of deepest grief. port. Tt ;;’5'" pray again, when it is
«“ Hath N of Him.” once reunit, d with the body in the new
The Leed e = everl&t:.ng life. .~ Shall it therefore only

Princess Beatrice begins her first chap-  abstain duri the b

ter thus:—Death has touched with his and the mnfreeﬁm;melfb:tb:znuldﬁa:
hand, and taken away a beloved one om, it must surely be able to pray, and
whom it was hard to give up, but you do  juet.as certain 1o that it prays with g
not know a- thousandth part of the rea- freedom, a joy, and love of which we here
scns why this had to be. Where do they below, with our temptations, and the
mw-b.d'e w}io?vob::nr:nove;tl‘?m weaknesses of thig frail bod'y: wihich are
our eyes? What are they doing? Was 80 crushi know-
not the beloved one God’s own from the Jogge. © i€ oul, can have no
wmi.,,wn.va_-m&mkmun Pain, the Purifier,

given him to nought, to the grave, ICillOﬂeold'quotithM.
notltoach‘:rpr, nor\to'om'whodou’ md‘m-umthepwouofp-in. She

sacred silence
of him.” YVhenever 1
fore inscrutable death, before @ death orossed the dark river. Doms all fhe
which has taken a life that to us scemed  grief here Dbelow not cast o ehadow

vnravel. It is strange that we should ask
such a question, when we
thntt‘hengd-mudhurcm:n&
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end yet remain in undisturbed bliss. One
might say, “But the angels do not love
us, as our dear blessed ones do. It is
possible, but we do mot kmow. Turn

sympathy
and tenderness for ws? And yet he looks
upon all the grief and all the misfortune
without putting an end to it. He feels
our suffering and yet He enjoys perfeot
peace. May it not be so with our dear
ones? It may be that they see light
where to us all is darkness, that they
feel joy where we feel grief, and they smile
where we weep.

The little book closes wi 45th
chapber, which is very short, and after &
quotation from St. Matthew, “And Ji
arose and rebuked the winds and the

en “Toe Law end Lawyers of Pickwick,”
which first appeared in July, 1804.

researches.

Mr. Joian Morley is the amthor of the
next voiame of Macmillan’s “Prglish
Btatesmen” serics. The subject will be the
inmer history of Home Rule and the state-
men identified with the question.

Mr. Henley’s essay on “Burns: His Life,
fGenius, and Achievement,” which appear-
ed in the concluding volume of "’l‘he_Om-

‘The Rev. Dr. Stewart (“Nether Loocha-
ber,” of the Inverness Courier), in a re-
Momtrihﬂidnto“jom‘dof
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into a blackguard. The story is nof, of
course, merely a boy’s ook, but will well
repay perusal by the oldsters as well. The
same vigor and manliness—the milksops
cf literature miscal] the latter “brutal ecan-
dor”—avhich characterize Kipling’s poetry
are in strong evidence in the story, but
we submit that, in a long story, our author
is not so strikingly successful —though stil
head and shoulders above the ruck of novel-
ists—as he is in his short stories and in
hig ballads.

viees for the college servants, but it wag
very rarely that he mounted the pulpit,
e was a ereature of habit, and in

time was never absent from his own par-
ticular seat im St. Mary’s for the univer.
sity sermom, always staying to matins af.
terwards. During the last five-and-twenty
vears he had hardly ever been missed from
his accustomed place,

Where His Rhymes Were Composed,

Mr. Dodgson’s chambers in the ‘T'om
Quad. were among the i i
Church, and he was particularly proud ot
!Ihex_n. The ascetic-looking figure

ong! oat  during
problems he em-

i by
this time “Alice” must have appeared in
some fifty editions, The first edition is
NOW very scarce, and is much sought after

think o9 Next to
the “Alice” volumes, Lewis Carroll made
hwmvﬂ'ﬂmﬂﬁﬁqﬁb
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delighted that she commanded the author
%o send his mext work to Windsor. He
did 0, =nd Her Majesty was almoct s be-
wildered as Alice, on finding that it con-
gisted of “An Elementary Treatise on De-
perminants!”

His Odd Ways.

A writer in the ?ﬁly Olm:gﬁdle once
asked Mr, Dodgson for some :
facts and for a photograph. Unhappily,
the reply was “in the negative, with a half-
brick,” as the humorist has said.  Others,
no doubt, have had similar dis:pomt-
ments. The friends who knew him best—
those who did mot desire an “imitated auto-
graph,” were content to know tihiat he lived
his extraordinary life by himeelf and
ly for himeelf. One who has been the
friend of all the world could scarcely be
the enemy of a biographer. It is a fact,
nevertheless, that he could be almost in-
golent to such inquirers; aml as for the
young ladies who sought Lis antograph, it
afforded him much pleasure to comtemplate
the posaibility of a reunion of them, at
which a comparison of the signatures might
be mide.

An Essay in Etymology.

iMr. Dodgson was to the last, an uncom-
monly pleasing and popular man, whose
conversation was often suggestive and al-
ways amusing. Despite the duties of his
calling, which he discharged with scrupe
Jous care, he had numerous acquaintances
in the theatrical world of London, who re-
gpected his learning, humored his amiable
eocentricitics, and keenly appreciated hts
wit. The sayings attributed to him at Ox-
ford would fill an entertaining volume of
Carrolliana. Among other things, his “ety-
mology of the bell” is still quoted with
relish by scholars. There was a provisional
belfry at Christ Church College, whidh was
familiarly known to Oxomians of the time
ne “the meat safe.” Mr. Dodgson, under-
taking to explain this etymologically, split
np the word belfry into two parts—the
French word belle and the German wora
frei (free.) Then he went to work es fol-
lows:—

Belle—beautiful—comely—meet (meat)

' Fyei—free—secure—safe.
" Result:— Meat-safe.” L
F  “As Thou Didst The Egyptian.”™
' One of his best repartees was elicibed by
wpia Oxford student driving a tandem. This
social honor of driving the late Khedive
of Egypt through the ancient city of Ox-
g;i,dﬁami‘ormmhu “apilled”
is Fghness. On the following day the
wouth, driving the same tandem, overtook
Mz, Dodgson, who looked somewhiat tived.

i
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“May I give you a lift.?” he asked, jauntily.
To whom the humorist:—“Wilt thou lh?'
me, as thou didst the Hgyptian yestenday ?

THE ABSENT-MINDED ELDHR.

A colored exhorter, while holding &
meeting in Georgia, says the Atlanta Con-
gtitution, eolicited a special collevhion to
defray the expenses of the medting. ‘“We'll
pass roun’ de hat,” he said, “endurin’ de
singin’ of de hymn on page No. 206—'Un
Jondan’s Stormy Banks.’” And then he
proceeded to “line out” the hymn, but
8o imtent was The on the collection that he
forgot whole lines of it, and eupplied
others, wilh the following result :—

“On Jordan's stormy banks I sta

En cast a wishful eye
To Oanaam’s fair en happy land—

(Don't let dat hat pass by!) "
“0 de transpontin’, rous ecene

Dat rises to my sight!

(Drap In dat mickel, Brudder Green!)
En tivers of delight!

Oould I but stand where Moses stood
En view de landscape o'er,

Not Jordan’s stream, or Death’s cold flood
(We want ten dollars more.”)

TRY IT.

It Always Cures,

Dr. Ed. Morin & Co., Quebec.

Gentlemen,—Believe me that it is with
pleasure that I add my testimony to that
of those who have been cured by the use
of your excellent remedy, Morin’s Creso-
Phates Wine.

I was attacked with bromchitis, which
had made great progress, when I formed
the resoluttion to try Morin’s Wine, which
you recommended as & epecific against
coughs, bronchitis, etec. I procured some
through your agent, and after haviag taken
two bottles, I ceased to , and an
abundant expectoration was the result.

At the end of a fortnight I was ahmost
cured, but I did mot discontinwe the use
of your remedy until my bronekitis had
definitely disappeared Since that time
which is mow nearly five months ago, I
have experienced no indisposition proceed:
ing from my stomach. I thank you for
the excellence of your remedy, and be as
sured that I will recommend it to all those
who may be attacked by bronchitis.

) o I am, ete. |
s \N. MacNeil, Merchant,
. » ‘ " Baing Pascal




HOME AND YOUTH.

|
|

A GHOST STORY.

fortable in appearance, and the impression
came upon me that I should enjoy a real
night of repose. I was, however, disap-
pointed, as the sequel will disclose.

Alfter having arranged my little ward-
robe, I proceeded to the drawing-room,
when, after a short conversation I was,
along with other two gentlemen,
moned to dinner, which I may say, I thor-
oughly enjoyed, as 1 had been out a great
deal in the open air, and felt fit for a
good meal. The host and I were old
memh,audwehmdmyt“ngtomlk
over. We had as oue of our companions
at the Table, the Rev. J. N, a distin-
guishod preacher, who had spent much
of his lifeincndcavoringtorefuteﬂle
teachmgs of Uonfucips, There was also
County Alderman J, A., who is a great
city magnate, a man of general knawledge,
Lhe host and I talked largely on our per-
sunal recollections, but .at intervals I
could hear the reverend gentlaman speak
With strong feeling egainst the vain phil-
Oosophy of Oomfucius, I
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through my mind that
well supplied with lights and had
a Chinese god to protect me, and that
ught to sleep well,
quickly undressed. 'The wind wae
ing a gale, and the rain was pelting
my window, but natupe without could net
injure nature within, for [ quickly fell
into a sound sleep, How long it continned
Iannotny.butluwukevmdaunbt-ge
influence. The fire had dicd out, amd the
winds were hushed. I felt some super-
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diffieulty. There was a strong ferling ag
if some hard substanee Was  pressing
n‘ow.ndme.ltriedbor’he,butse-ud
tn'bebmdduvnmdhn‘phs.lm
detuninedtoﬁndmwmdlthﬁm
lbout,»lnn&ameﬁort.-d
fortunately sucoeeded, 1 was just im the
act of striking a match, when | disoover.
ed that this was quite unmecessary, for
wtenlioohdu’oud,lfomdtbetwo
candles on the dressiz table e izhted
Torn: mdluwtbemm@t
Ilmdmrwime-ed,lndmc!codd
not compuehend. The only artigle
on the bed was the mattress, The clothes
htdbeml.llmmvod; where they had
hmMI@~M~,MmM
chaivs there were placed ghest lidss the
ﬁmpﬂm%lmsﬁo
ﬁnpofthnnnhin,luvuhw
nndlamw,dﬁ‘,h.‘
%&qwﬁ&% N
Chinese was-
ﬁmnmhmm?m
un&-ndthnd.d'n.hﬁn-ﬁo
tm,phedlmﬂxl.&nhnihhd,
then lifti mhtw,hnﬂﬂoﬂﬂy
down, muttering what l»(hga
language meant ;—* !” Then follow-
ed a marvellous : the door of the
wardrobe openod 1 revealed bo' me mang
dﬁ.nﬂuﬂm,hm
T oty g 0
flashed my
M!mhm&udmmﬁ




16

of tales. The first person, however, that
Mdmewmybm'.ﬁo,m.
8—. ('Iu[orcottonydnwunobnt
W,Mwmsmhﬁ-
.Shecame'oomeln‘ndly
enbertain youw, bub
you must know that under certain occult
Mvﬁi&lm&mﬂn,lm
therefore, i to
you a surprise visit, and as you have
desired to be conr
existence of @&

end said
be here to-night to

you were here. I,

upon. you
gaid she, “I have studied hypnotism under
the great Dr. Von Winckenberg; and 1
have been taught more about occult influ-
ences than almost any other person in
Furope by Dr. Neckerman, who has some-
times kept me in the dark for seven, days
in succession !” Again she went on : e §
pass on one side, but see what follows !”
I now began to feel great interest in
she whole procecdings. After this conver-
gation with a lady I had so long known,
my courage began to revive and I said to
. “T will see this out!” Then this
A procession started from the

pemibling the image on the top of the ward-
wobe, speaking the Chinese langnage which
1 may say 1 have never studied and don't
yet 1 understood every word. He
#aid in @ earcastic style—“I perceive that
pou belong to that race of plunderers and
barbarians, named Engli¢h, who are deter-
mined not only to grab the whole carth
but to destroy all other religions but their
pwn. T am Confucius,” said lre with great
semphasis and pride. “My religious system
was founded on the highest philosophy the

i
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bion. I am imfluencing the French Govern-
ment to thwart your efforts in Egypt, and
I will never rest unmtil your countrymen
are driven out of every = Belove,
however, he could finish his imprecations,
the second candlestick on the top of the
wardrobe . No, it was not a drop.
It appeared to be flung at him by some
unseen hand, but a glimpee of the face led
me to conclude it was Sir H. Haveloclk-
Allan—it hit his cocked hat, knocked it
completely off, and such a ridiculous figure
was presented that would have makde even
the “Oid Guard” laugh if they could have
seen bim. Napoleon slunk away, feeling
more disgraced than after his memorable
defeat.

1 was not, however,
some means my host’s
in an appearance again.
forgeot to name it, but pray do
Edward of my visit, because, if yeu do,
[ ehall never get back again, and he is
irritable.” Then she paused, and, turning
around, she sid:—“Before leving for Ger-
many, I will show you tihe pleasamtest
sight of all. You shall see the fairest wo-
men on earth. “I could not wihy
Mr:. 8—— was going to introduce such a
personage to a fellow like myself who had
been so long merried. I thought there
must be some covert meaning, so I pre
pared for the great event. I remembered
the fair Helen who was the cause of the
siege of Troy. 1 thought about Mary
Queen of Scots, but 1 got my satisfaction
on turning towands the dressing table,
for there the lovely woman was wtanding
before the mirror gazing upon her own
charms. I thought I had secn ther before:
the impression came upon me that «he
and T had known each other for years;
then in a moment it flashed on my vision—
it is my wife !

1 was just in thie act of embracing her,
when she threw both arms around, knock-
ed down the two candles with a erash. An-
other came against my bedroom door and
@ voice exchimed:“Are you in a trance!
This s the fourth time I have knocked
you up. Breakfast is ready!”

to rest yet: for by
wife suddenly put
Said she:—*1
not imform

ALMOST A CHEF D'OEUVRB.

She mead the cook book over,
she cmptﬂedmtlxl‘m,

Her
T'o make a tempting via

And have it ook just rights

P B G B am BB A b e
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; OHAPTER 1 . Yo’ mus’ be hungry, "’ said the old
““Wilmot! I say, Wilmot! Let's woman. *‘Laurel, git summat for ‘em. "’

Where we are and wait 1] {¢'s light. They were hungry. There wag no dee

MoAlverd's bound to hunt us up in the nying she fact. ay were to

morning. "’ make trouble, but they would be grate
‘‘Come shead. I amell smoke, There ful for a bit of food.

must be some sort of humanity nos far ** "Twin’t no trouble, " said the grand.

off.” mother i slow western speech, with

““Well, in heaven's name, don't ex- slow m&lhdl of every word, Then she
plore. There never wag a blacker night,  drew a fir wood table from against the
And now that we've esoaped ornament-  wall and began to make ready for the
ing the Oregon desert with our bones meal.
don’t let’s run the risk of tumbling off Laurel hung a kettlo over the fire,
the mountain into & canyon, '’ and when the water boi
-‘Come a little farther up, I hear s great stiok {n one hand and stirred it
ohild’s voice, and & moment 8go Isurely slowly while siftin through the fingers

, 88w a light.”’ of the other that shone in
They on up the stoep trail,  #he firelight ke dusky gold, The mais
when suddenly s child appeared before Sputtered and sieamed and sews

ture od
them encircled with a wavering light.  forth & most savory odor. The
They were neither superstitions nor  the kettle beside the fire and hung an-
partioularly reverent young men, but  other in
they drew rein in momentary awe. &he broke

door of a rude hut, which seemed to f fon the lithe young figure, and
cnuthdrhidlor&.hndbecnomod the food was mmm-«lm
By & very human little hand. A youth  chairs were in
came end stood beside the ohild, and s Tho--bo?uudndwm shy oap-
young girl looked over its head, while ﬂllmyl”l “Won't yo' set by? It be
an woman oame slowly forward ready.
hmumcbychogmcbmngm Bhohadnougoknbdm..bunlgm
They mgde inquiry for the settle- was & charw in er gentle voice which,

ment on MoAlvord’s ranch and found by some divine magic, made the
that it was miles away. Then the old  couth words sound like o new, 'Wa
Wwoman asked them o ‘‘put up their  tongue.

beasts and for the night,’’ and Gnymor.nowthttbodnnmofbo-
were glad ::ozoopt. " _— ing lost was passed, inolined to look
Ip another minute the youth was  npon the soene as a farce enaoted for
8 the way, with & rickety lan. their entertainment. He looked quiszi-
hm,baﬁod!orthohom.mdlhm uﬂquﬂnu.whomndthnhl
Iy after the travelers were within the  her

s She laid her hand on the better ohair.
, 1ou‘!':nta«_n great crackling fire of fix “This un is fur yo'," she sid saftly,
a «wum”_mltdll’l!-_ :
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Uraymer's narure was Quv incgo
enough to understand the attitude of
bis companion. This was & scene of
such bare poverty that he could see in
Wilmot’s manner nothing more than a
continuation of the farce. So he waited
in mock gravity, with neither open
smile nor open sneer upon his lips.

_ The girl looked up in surprise. Then
ghe made a little motion toward the
other chair. ‘‘That thar is yourn,’’ she
said.

Craymer sat down after an elaborate
bow, which brought an angry flash

“Thank yo', kindly." eatd th: young
hostcss.

into the eyes of tho other. Laurel went
about and poured rich milk from a great
brown piteher into small brown bowls
that had tiny blue and white stripes
around them. Then she lifted with her
slight hands tho dish that was piled
high with the steaming, golden maas
and set it near to Wilmot.

“lif yo'd jes’ help yo'rsel’s 'nbe like's
of yo' was t' yo'r own home,” she
gaid, with a little appeal in her voice.

Craymer bent over his bowl and gave
Wilmot & nag with his foot.

“Thank yow,”’ said the latter grave-
1y, ‘““We shall do so gladly.”” Then, as
ghe stood silently by, he added: ‘‘Do
not think that you must wait upon ns.
Maybe we'll not dare to eat all" we
want if some one looks atus.’’ He
smiled, and the shy eyes turned for an
fnstant toward his face with a look thas
was not & smile, but something more
rare, more like an inner irradiation.
Though of the poorest, something with-
in had kept her from descending to
their bold, bard manner. The simple,
uneonscious grace with which she left
her gnests to their own will would have
Yocome a loftier station.

Craymer stared affer hor. Something
in the turn of her head as the great
wave of firelight fell upon it caught his
attention,

“‘Fine model for a picture,’’ he said,
with an awakened interest.

Laurel felt . the difference between
these and the other visitors who came
at long intervals to sit at their table.
There was something new and strange
in the look and manner of these men.
Their words were unlike any they had
heard, yot she understood the meaning.
It was like now music to one who loves
musio, or like rare beauty to the eye of
an artist. She kept the echo of it in her
heart and thought of it late into the
night.

The meal was mearly over when she
came and stood beside Wilmot once
more. ‘‘We ha'nt got s’ much 's we'd
orter hev fur yo',"’ she said in her clear
voice that sounded as if some wild bird
had taken to speaking words.

“We were two very huugry men,”
was the reply. ‘‘Nothing could be more
delieious than this rich milk and the
mash and the bread and butter.”

“Thank yo’, kindly,’’ said the young
hostess. She turned away without look-
ing at him this time.

The child began & petulant whimper.
She took it in her arms and soothed it
to slesp. Then she carried it to a door
at the end of the room. Wilmot started
to open the door for her, but, noting the
look on his companion’s face, leaned
back again in his chair. The next mo-
ment he mentally kicked himself for &

coward.

While she was gone the grandmothes
cleared away the things and began a
slow, munaccented monologue. Tho
grandfather bhad gome to the settlement
to do some trading and would not be
back for another day. The youth and
the child had lost their mother three
years back, but their father had gone
below—the usnal manner in which Ore-
gonians refer to San Francisco—and
was doing fair, He wrote to them ouce
a year axd sent a box of things.

Laurel didn’s belong to them. Her
father died crossing the plains. The
mother was most dead, so the train left
her, with the baby and the wagon aud
other belongings, at the hut.

“‘But Laurel be growed inter a com-
fort t' me,’’ added the grandmother,
*‘an th’ young uns take t’ her mighty.
We oouldn’t git 'long nohow ’thoub
Laurel.””.
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““Tt doesn’t eem eafo for you," said
Wilmot, *““to livo bere €0 far from any
one else, "’

““Hugh | Yes,"’ answered the old voice.
“It be perfectly safe. We don’t see no
one fur moons t'gether, 'N thur beang
no more trouble with Injins here’bouts,
Onct in awhile one comes 'long, but we
dou’t mind em, Th’ gran’ther hid th’
hut 'way up here out o’ gight when him
'n me wus young folks. 'N nobody
much don’t know’t we bo here. The
farm be th’ leetle 8ood spot o’ groun
Jest out thar in th’ desert. Ho lotted
out ¢’ build a big house down thar, but
'pears like we dunno how t’ tear our-
sel’s 'way from th’ old place. I s'poso
some folks ud think it be lonesomelike
livin s0 by oursel’s, But thar’s th’
beasts. They be a heap o’ comp’ny,”’

The two men looked at each other,
The wind moaned out a ory of terror,
and the pleasant crackling of the fir
wood in the huge fireplace turned to a
ghastly sound. The young girl came
into the room while the grandmother
was speaking and paused just where
the flickering light touched her slight
figure.

‘‘Some days,”’ ghe said, with a little
quiver in her voice—*‘some days I'm
fearod when thar beant no need to fear,
'n some days, ag'in, when thar be,
8eems like th’ fear do all go. I shook at
ev'ry noise T heer’n all day, 'n t’night
I couldn’ orén my mouth when I geen
you, I been that feared,’’

It was an eerio figure, young, slight
and fair, standing in the wavering light
and uttering thoso uncouth words in
that tender, thrilling tone, Craymer
shivered and drew near to the fire,

““Don’t be afraid tonight,’’ gaid Wil.
mot. ‘“We don’t pretend to great bray-
ery, but we’ll do our best to take care
of you and the grandmother aad the
child.

8he did not answer, though she stood
with hands locked before her wuntil he
had finished, She went to the youth, a
sturdy fellow, who bad fallen asleep
on the skin covered lounge, ard aroused
him gently, Then she drew aside some
ourtains of skins and displayed a recess
containing a bed and a tiny washstand,

‘“This be yo'r place,’ she said to the

“It be all clean ag'in th’
¢omp’ny’s comin, *’

Then she slid a lonig wooden bar
through iron loops to fasten the outer
door, wound the clgck and with _swifs

silenoce set the chairs at rights. Means
while the grandmother covered tho eme
bers with ashes, When all was done,
they each said “Good night ¢ yo'
and disappeared,

The two men sat before the ash cov.
ered embers until the candle burned
low. Then they ®)se silently and pre»
pared for ped. 4

HYig o nlaace ¥

d Craymen. °7 yia the wina

stop its wretched groans, Wo are in g
witch's care, and we shall be boiled in g
caldron at midnight by a spirit with
funuy eyes and serious lips.”

““It’s an atmosphere of innocence and
trust,” said Wilmot, “And we are
nearer heaven than we may ever climb
8gain, "

§-
CHAPTER IL

The morning meal wag over, and the
travelers, ready to mount their horges,
stood before the hut, The sky was s
delicate tint, with soft, gauzelike spray
across it. The gray expanse of the Ope.
gon desert, reaching out for more than
800 miles, seemed like a dead and lim.
itless sea. A tall white mountain, like
A protecting angel, roge high in the up-
per distanoe,

Laurel stood a little at one side of the
group. *‘Good mornin, pretty clouds,’*
she said. ““Good mornin, ole Moung
Hood, sweet mornin to yo'!”  And she
kissed her hands, There was wild gran-
eur in her air and Penetrating swoet.
ness in her voice,

‘“She do that ev'ry mornin an ev'ry
night,” said the youth who stood ready
to pilot the two down the hill path and
into the direct trail, ““Nobody can't be
lonesome with Laurel a-talkin ¢’ things
'8 ef they was a talkin too.”’

Wilmot looked up at the treo above
her. The leaves were yet imprisoned iy
long tinted rolls, standing out in all di.
rections from the brown limbs She
seemed the spirit of the Wood—s0 lithe
and young. He almost folt that if ghe
Wwere to call to them the green leaves
would burst their swaddling bands and
reach down toward her,

Craymer, eager to be off, bade hurried
adieus, and, piloted by the youth, starg.
ed on.

Wilmot looked in again at the simple
room which had sheltered them, toal
note of the setting of each bit of rude
furnishing—the
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foted the hardy vine that clambered
over the low doorway, looked abon$
him at the great mountains shading off
into misty hues, then with reverent
thought he turned once more toward the

irl.
nge had nover said much about divine
care in conncotion with himself, but it
soomed o thing not difficult to speak of
in connection with her,

“Goodby,” he seid, touching the
hand sho held toward him. *‘God keep
you.”” Then as she did not speak he
asked vury geutly, ‘“You know who
God is?”’ .

outh had given them the right
Sy at the fog: of the mounta,zi o

““Yes,” she said calmly. ““Th’ hunt-
ers swear about him. & bo th’ bad
m ”

The shock that came to Wilmot aé
this unimpassioned utterance was some-
thing that he tried afterward to define
to himeelf. It was like a whirl that sets
one dizzy and dumb. He gave a search-
ing look into the innocent face turned
with a peaceful expression toward the
far mountain. The words were blasphe-
my, but if blasphemy must be in the
hoart before it can pass the lips then
whatever she might say would be more

nearly like worship. She was not learn-

He knew that she could not even
read that axiom of Prudhen, ‘‘Evil is
God,” if it were placed before her. He
was appalled by the unconscious igno-
rince. At the same time her innocent
trust in the nature about her enchanted
him,

““Goodby,”” she snid at last, thinking
that he waited for the word of parting.
““Thar beant nuthin that’ll come from
any these t’ hurt yo'.”’ 8hegave a little
wave of her hand. ‘Yo’ be safe, an th’
day’ll be still till yo’ git t’ your place.”’

He turned and led his horse rapidly
down the mountain side. A sudden
shadow had fallen over everything.

““In the name of the pitying Godl”
he exclaimed after long tramping.

The more he thought the deeper he
felt that it was cruel to leave her in
such a wild placeand in ench ignorance.
What did the future hold for her? He
took off his hat and brushed back his
heavy hair. A sense of oppression stifled
him. He was ready to hate the day
when he had been induced to come with
an old friend to his western ranch and
the hour when he went out with Cray-
mer for a swift canter over the great
spaces.

Yet this had not changed the matter.
His coming did not call forth the hut
nor the living souls within it. It was
unreasonable that he should care so
much. 8till he strode along rebellions
at a fate that could bring such fortune
to the fair girl he had left, looking
fondly at the olouds and the mountsins
and predicting no harm for him.

The grandmother would not be paid
““fur keepin on 'em,’’ and when the
youth had given them the right trail at
the foot of the mountain Wilmot slip-
ped a goldpieco into his hand.

“I don’t know what von’ll do with
I8, 1w sure. Buat you can at leass xcep

it to remember us by. I haven’t any-
thing else with me that will do for a
gift. I wish you would take it that
way.”’

‘“ 'Bleeged!” said the sturdy young
fellow. His face expanded into a broad
grin as he went up the hill, tossing the
shining gold piece and catching it again
a8 he went out of sight. The two men
mounted their horses and rode silently
on in the direction that had been point-
ed out to them.

CHAPTER IIL
Some days had passed when Craymer

Ereti

7
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rode up 6 the rancheira late one even-
ing with water color box, block and
brushes.

“Your pony is somewhat fagged,*’
said Wilmot as the Indian led it away,
““Which way did you go today?"’ z

“I'm not good at points of compass,’’
was the evasive answer,

Just at that moment the water color
pad -ll'm from his hands and fell un-
der the lght from a swinging lamp
on the veranda. Wilmot oaught sight
of the old hut with its picturesque sur-
roun

““You have been there,”” he gaid se-
verely, notwithstanding that he had
thought over and over about going there
himself. Indeed, the memory of that
lonely place and its inhabitants had
baunted him until there were times
when he felt that he must make sure
that it was true—that there was such a
wild place, and that it held such gentle
dwellers. He had not owned that he
would assure himself that she was real-
ly safe; that the clouds and the great
white mountain had kept watch over
her by day and the desert had entrapped
any foot that would do her karm by
night,

‘“You have been there,’” he said again
more severely,

Craymer threw himself into a ham.
moock and waited to roll a cigarette
with his delicate fingers before he an-
éwered, “‘Don’t get excited. '’

Then he lighted the trifle and watch-
ed the smoke ourl slowly from his
pursed up lips,

““Yes, I went there shortly after our
impromptu visit, Party call, you know,
Devoirs to the young hostess. Don’s
look 8o severe. She doesn’t care for me.
Bhe always asks about ‘th’ tall un’ in a
shy way—nos in the least as she would
ask you about me. She lives s0 among
niczty mountaing that a man who
measures less than 6 feet 3 is beneath
her notice. It wounld be oruel for you to
80 there, but it ian’t so with me, "’

‘“These may interest you,”’ he said,
with a sardonio smile, Then, whistling
““The Little Maid of Arcady,’’ he spread
out sketch after sketoh done in a vivid
way, with faultless drawing and clean
handling,

““That’s the grandfather—a fine old
heathen, with dignity in the face and
figure. And that is he grandmother,
Here is the child, and here are some of
the ‘beasts,” as thoy call them, Gothia
in style, you see, but picturesque, very.
And here is the little rhododendron
herself,

‘‘By the way,’ he interpolated laugh.
ingly as he held the other sketches in
his hand, ‘‘such deplorable ignorance
It segms that she’s troubling her ‘
head with new and strange thoughtg,
She asked me who God is; if he paints
pictures, or whether he is a man like
you. Hard on me, now, was’t it

‘‘And what did you tell her?’ asked
Wilmot,

““Pretended not to have heard and
gave her a picture to look at, Queer,
wasn’t it?”’

*‘Very queer,”’ assented Wilmot,

Then Craymer laid out several
sketches of the figure Wilmot remem.
bered so well—the face with its tender,
sedate mouth; the soft masses of straight,

“Well,” said Wilmot tentatively,
turning from one to another, Then aa
thootherdidnoupesk, ‘‘What are you
going to do with all theso?”’ he asked
in a dry tone.

*“Work them up and #weep things a$
the next ‘ex;’ send two or three across
the pond to my old market and make
my fortune,’’

A long pause followed. Then Wilmog
%
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gider them sold."’ i

“Ah, so?’ said Craymer, with a
knoiving nod. “‘I thought as much.
Well, you shall have first refusal.”’

“And don’t go there again,”’ Wilmot
added.

“So that you can have everything
your own way when youn go?’

“I have not been there since we came
sway together, and I am not going.”’

“Yet you spend hours gazing in that
particular direction."’

“You are impertinent. I asked you
not to go there for the girl’s own sake.
There surely is material for sketches in
gome other direction.’”

“Oh, to be sure. Indians and sons of
China. You've a lofty sense of honor
though. Why, I've sold the portrait of
my promised wife over and over again
—-gometimes as & Greek maiden, some-
¢imes as an Italian singing giri ana
once I painted her head an shoulders
as Love.”’

“That was between you two. Bub
this simple grandmother, with her gen-
erous hospitality, and the girl whose
faith in the clouds and the mountains
makes a life of pitiable poverty into a
poem! They cannot understand what
you intend to do with these. They nev-
er heard of the academy or the salon. It
is not fair."’

Then, as if even the roof of the ve-
randa made the air stifiing, he arose
suddenly and walked down the long
path before the rancheira. In the clear
pight everything melted and softened
into an all infolding charm.

““Why does he go there and what is
ft that makes me care to go? It is the
game object, but we are drawn in differ-
ent ways. ‘ What fools we mortals be. 1ee

The Oregon grape was in full bloom.
The deep, glossy leaves rattled as he
passed too near, and their sharp little
edges soratched his hand. But the yel-
low blossoms sent & tender fragrance
out from their clustered sprays that
gnde him pause. He looked up and out.

ising above tho trees at his right
stretched the firm outline of the Cas-
cade range, tall and forbidding with
thelr grea, forests of somber firs. His
eyearan down the range until they rest-
¢d upon the conelike summit on whose
gide nestled the but. He looked on at
fhe low lylng clouds and at the great
white mountain that held its statély
head high above them, and as be looked
8¢ almost heard a tender, pulsiug voice

call softly: ~

“Good evenin, pretty clouds. Good
evenin, ole Mount Hood, sweet even-
in to yo'.”’

CHAPTER 1IV.

Another week passed, and Wilmot
grew furious as he missed his compan-
ion day after day. MoAlvord noticed
the all day absenoces of his guest and
explained indulgently to the other that
ho supposed it was the way with artists,
though he had always thought this par-
ticular artist was too fond of society to
spend so much time alone.

«gtill, there’'s fascination in these
great distances and mighty hills.”

The cattle king bared his fine head
and looked out toward the Uascades,
standing like immense cones, sometimes
ghoulder to shoulder, often entirely
alone. ‘‘If I'were to stay here long,”
he said, ‘‘and did not break into the re-
pose of thought by winter menths spent
in the city, I would surely come to have
many deities and to enthrone them all
about me. As it is I always lift my hat
to Mount Hood in the morning."’

MoAlvord went on to look after his
men, while in his visitor’s heart there
rang out like the voice of & bird, ‘‘Good
mornin, ole Mount Hood, sweet mornin
to yo' "

Then he grew angry with himself
and became sure that it was not good
for him to bo here. He was growing
morbid. His great American novel
would never be written at this rate. It
was not well to grant himself this res-
pite. Shut up within the walls of a
city and meeting other small entities
he had conceived himself to be some
one. He could work there, in a paltry
way, and could think. Here he was
lost. It was too vast.

With the beginning of May Mrs. Mo-
Alvord, the host's mother, would come.
Miss MoAlvord, Craymer's flancee, and
goveral of her intimate friends, with a
maid or two, were to accompany her.
The old rancheira was to be gay with
young life, and the Chinese who had
ohief control began to make elaborate
preparations in that slow oriental fash-
jon which astonishes every American
by the ease with which mountains of
work can be accomplished with smiling
unhaste and rather with the air of one
at leisure than of one burdened with
many cares.

The day before the coming of the Is-
dies Graymer disappeared. His skotch-
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b?m.w‘.dﬁﬂiihppad'ﬁ"
saddle, but when omce hig pony had
climbed the bridle path and brushes
and paints were an the ground all
thmh-dwatmwor. ‘
Pehaphemightnotoome again in
® long time, The purling of the tiny
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“I always lift my hat to Mount Hood.”
stream was in his cars, It went singing
down its rocky way into the bottomless
pool as merrily as if it had not been
stranded on the wrong side of the range
from that on which flowed its larger
sister—the mighty Columbia,

Ho looked at the fair face which,
without hig consciousness, was growing
& necessity to him. Hoe lifted the long
braids that fell below her waist and
wound them like a crown about her
head. He fastened thom there with the
Ppolished ebony handles of his brushes,

Then he took her by the shoulders
and held her at arm’s length to study
the effect. Artistio pleasure at the re-
sult of his skill shone in his face. Pres-
ently something else awakened there—
something which held the girl in thrall,

But she met it with steady eyes. The

of her own heart made her
take on a dignity which conquered the
man before her. He began to realiz¢

“Laurel,” he mia suddenly, “you
®re a goddess. Great heaven, w, oan-
always as Ih-ntru

Row? Boc and _gonventionalities,

what bosh they arel Stmplicity ana o
Rity consti manner. And you 'o&

any

He clasped the shoulders unti} they
hurt. But she did not move. She only
looked at him ocalmly, unbewildered,

“Yo’ kin hev me,” she sid in her
slow, tender tone that pulsed and trem.
bled as she spoke. *‘Bafore yo' come—
yo' 'n th’ tall un—I b'longed ¢’ th’
clouds 'n the great mountain. S’ei’ty?
I dunno what that do mean.,”’

There were &entleness, innocence and
roserve in her nature. It shook the shal-
lower one, Craymer lowered his head
until the pure eyes could not look inte
his own. He was sitting a little below
her upon the mossy hillside, and his
face had been lifted as he spoke. Now
she slid her arm about his neck and
drew his head against her breast. She
ran her fingers lightly through his hair,
Bhe touched his cheek with a slow,
gentle motion, Then, bending her h
she pressed her lips upon his forches
with a slow, solemn kiss, a8 she mighs
have kissed the child if it had been
kneeling in prayer before her.

His lips had never touched her. Hers
had never bofore touched him. Ho had
Sometimes reached out to caress her
hands—they were go like to brown
birds in their slow, fluttering moti
And he had smoothed the lonz braidy
of her hair as he had done today, buf
Whenever he eneountered the fierce, ro.|
proachful eyes of Wilmot after each of
these later visits he had comforted him.
self that no harm had been done. 8he
was the same untamed girl woman that
they had found at the first, with her

untouched by anything earthly—
a devotee of the olouds and of the state.
ly, snow wreathed mountain.

CHAPTER V. \
The ladies arrived next day. MoAl.
vord and his guests went to mee {
upon long, swinging buckhoards of th
primitive sort, with chaing upon which
to vest the feet and long, yielding straps
for the back. Theso were voted by th
merry party to be more delightful plnu’
ure wagons than even the Irish jnlmlln'
car. ~
The days that followed were ‘lle‘
with laughter, with music, with break.|
neok canters upon swift poni&:a;::lﬁ
evening promenades upon . Vvoe!
randa of the old rancheirn, 1
- After 8 timo Oraymer beoame restless
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and Gomplafned that he must do some-
thing beside sketching merry people in
stylish clothing—however picturesque-
1y they might be “'got.”” He must get
off for a whole day’s work. He would
not plan another day’s pleasure until
ho had earned it with work. )

Wilmot was not with the others
when this complaint in its final strength
was eatered upon. He chanced, how-
ever, to come up in time to catch its
impost. Oraymer did not seem to notioce
his coming, but turned toward his be-
trothed, who looked at him kindly.

A half hour later the two men stood
alone together.

“My reason for speaking,’’ said wil.
mot, ‘‘is that I would warn you, Cray-
mer. You are an attractive fellow
and'’—

“Thanks, awfully!"”

«Thig is not play,’’ said the other

flercely. Then calming himself, ‘““You
wo to be married soon?"’

“Not until Beptember.”

«Well, September is coming," he
{nsisted in a Nemesis tone. ‘‘In Sep-
tember then?"’

*Yes, of course. Why do you ask?”’

“‘For this reason: With that answer
1 want you te relinquish going where
you intend to go tomorrow. "’

“And by what right do you ask it?
1t's about time that your voluntuer es-
pionage should cease. 1 shalldo asl
hanged please in this and every other
matter.’”” He turned and walked away.

‘Wilmot by a strong effort smothered
the indignation that stirred him and,
following him, laid & hand upon his
shoulder and said in gentle tone: “Ibeg
your pardon. If you will wait a few
days and give the subjeot a little serious
thought, I will not trouble you again.’’

Craymer said gomething which sound-
ed like an assent. Wilmot accepted it
and was turning away, when the other

‘*‘e&glyusgl:{'i you go there yourseit
and take her outof those brutal sur-
roundings? You haven’t been foolish
enough to bind yourself to any one.
There are ways of -getting on with it
Some elderly aunt or maiden cousin
could chaperone, and 'twould take
blamed little worldly contact for her to
outshine them all. I say,’”” he insisted

with a sort of fury, ‘‘why don't you do
it?”’

Wilmot ground his teeth. ““You have
done your best to make it impossible, "’
he answered.

HOME AND YOUTH.

An eruptive denial rose to Craymer’s
lips, but for once he grew manly. “‘T
understand you,’’ he said. ‘I haven't
been exactly square in this thing, bus
she was always asking about you and
trying to get me to talk about you. I
told you of it. If you'd gone, I would
have staid away. But—I'm frank now.
Believe me for once, never till that last
day did one word pass my lips that need
vex you. Then there was something in
ber look as I was planning to paint her
that made me say that I wanted her
with me always.”

‘Wilmot turned fiercely away. ‘‘Spare
me,’’ he said, ‘‘a recital of one of your
amours.”’

But this time Craymer followed and
laid & hand upon his shoulder. ‘‘Hear
the rest of it,”’ he insisted. ‘‘Even then
she said that she thought she was happy
before I came—I ‘an th’ tall un’—and,
as I live, I did not harm her. She lean-
ed over and kissed my forehead as she
might kiss the snow mountain if i¥
were near enough. But there was some-
thing about her that awed me. It’s the
something that’s drawing me now. Bhe
doesn’t care for me, though she thinks
that she does. It is you for whom she
cares. And because I was with you an
you do mot come to her ghe is trying to
satisfy her beautiful, trie, pure heart
with me. Gods, but I am a fool!”

Then Wilmot spoke through his teeth.
“Thia is the truth, and all of it?"’

All, as I am alive,’’ answered Cray-
mer, looking directly into his face.
Then he turned and went alone into the
rancheira.

An evening breeze, like the beating
of great wings, stirred the leaves. The
Chinaman began to light the veranda
lamps. Their tinted rays seemed quive
ering with deceit. As Wilmos strode
out into the shadow he began to under-
stand the old brutality that could {nsist
upon & satisfaction whose medinm wad
made of gunpowder or steel.

He had got but a little distance
&hen his hand was seized by another
hand, and he was dragged with all the
strength of a youthful figure out beyond
the skirting of shrubbery into the pale
moonlight.

OHAPTER VL
‘When Craymer left her, on the day
before the ladies came to the rancheirs,
Laure! went with him to the edge of
the_little cleared spot from which
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could wateh "him all fhe way down the

hill and into the trail that led throngh

bunch grass across the arm of the great
desert,

Few birds are found in this desolate
region, but one was calling to its mate
T0m & near tree and the ory throbbed
passionately through all the air. She

atched until he had waved a last adien

nd ridden swiftly into the encircling
hadows. Then she turned her eyes up-
ward. The sky was cloudless save a few
flecoy lines that stretched out toward
her beloved meuntain. She reached out

her arms and & look of trust like a di-

ine radiance came upon her face,

‘“‘Take keer o’ him, '’ she said. ““Keep
both on us—him ’n me,”’

Bhe had not been prepared for this
new experience. No girl friend had
made her a confidant; no book bad
bome in her way which gave the mod-

n keen analysis of a maiden’s heart
when first it feels the emotion of love.
I such a one had fallen into her bands,

would not have enlightened her. She

Bould not read the simplest words. The

ew rude folk in her home had never

boupled her name with that of any of
be swarthy hunters who, at intervalg
many weeks, had climbed the moun-

0 path. How desolate she had been

ithont knowing it!

6 child came seeking her. It put
WD its arms and cried piteously. She
blasped it to her heart and turned to as-
pend the path.

The next morning she said to her

heart, ‘‘He beant comin today.’’ But as
he time came when  she used to hear
his step, she stole to the 8pot under the
blasted pine whence she could 860 out
over the level waste beyond.

‘‘He beant thar,”’ she said, but she

miled over at the mountain and up at
the soft, bright sky.

The next morning it was the same,
the next, and 8o on for many days.
ging gains strength by delay. The

tlays oould not come fast enough. She
ooked eagerly across the lowlands, for
er heart had gone that way, and her

%8 must of necessity follow. But ag

et Do shadow touched her. - She went
bout in her life of toil and privation

Onoe conld not pity her even when
nowing the untruth in the object of
per thought. It was not possible, To
Fust as she did was to walk the borders
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of limitless bliss. Tt Gonld hardly oocar
to her to question. Every mornirg and
every evening she smiled as she sent a
greeting over to old Mount Hood and
up toward the high, serene sky.

The weeks by.
strange tremor possessed her heart. A
pathetio, farreaching look went out
from her eyes. The good night to the
clonds and to the mountain began to
lose its joyous ring,

One morning she went much earlier
to the cleared space and waited longer,

Even then the sigh that she gave was
not for herself,
him;

Something was holding
he could not come. It did not en-

Bhe could watch him all the way down
S the hill.. v

tes her thought that he might not come
oven if the something had broken its
grasp. Her nature was one of trust. All
this waiting did not help her to learn
one letter of doubt.

“‘He be sick,’” she asserted with sad
oonviction. ‘“Th’ long heat, it be allers

fevers.”” Then she stretched

out her hands, and, though she did nog
know that bending the knee meant
anything, she knelt. Her eyes ocovered
themselves with a mist of tears and ro-
fused to see even her beloved mountain,

The next day passed without his com-
ing. Her thonghts grew somber.  Hor
bright manner intermitted. In the lat>
afternoon she called the youth to her.
, “'I be goin t’ see him,"’ she said.

He was filled with an undefined sense
of terror and tried to dissuade her. £l¢
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only insisted the more strenuously that
she must go. At last, grown premature-
ly old already, he grew prematurely
wise because he saw that Laurel was in
trouble. Hc went to the grandfather
and wheedled him into letting them
take the beasts and go for a long ride
aver the old desert trail :

They rode swiftly into the °"scapny
desert,”” with its alteynations of clayey
and sandy soil. On through the gray
sagebrush and the greuowood—h?o-
crite of another and better shrub. The
rocky hollows were dry and empty as if
winter snows had never melted in them
to serve as drink for thousands of cattle
which the herder turns in winter upon
the desert to crop the bunch grass that
lives for a few short months.

The gray and diemal ride was in har-
mony with the thonghts of both. Laurel
was impelled by a new feeling in which
no thought of herself stirred, and which
grow intoa terrible certainty that some
unknown evil encompassed her beloved,
kolding him in thrall,

When they reached McAlvord’s fer-
tile land, they rode more slowly until
they came upon a stream, Here they dis-
mounted, and the youth staid to water
the beasts and to tether them behind a
clump of bushes, where they could
browse the juicy grass upon the borders
of the stream.

Laurel went swiftly forward along
the shaded drive. The sun was gone,
but the. afterglow spread its radiance
over the earth. As she neared the ranch-
iera the sound of happy voices greeted
her. She stopped suddenly as if deter-
red from her purpose, bent her head
and peered between the branches of a
thick shrub.

8o fair a vision of life had never be-
fore greeted her eyes, nor had it enter-
ed her happiest dreams. She caught her
breath as she looked at the long veran.
da, gay with fringed hammocks and
great lounging chairs and dainty wil-
low rockers. Bright rugs were strewn
over the floor. Baskets of flowers de-
pended from the outer roof line. Long
¥ines ewung slowly in the evening air.

Human forms were the jewels in this
enchanting scene—strong men and
graceful women. Her swift glance found
the one she sought. ‘‘Th’ tall un’’ was
not there to divert her attention,

8he read with anxious eyes, but saw
no line of care or illness upon the gay
features sho bad learned so well. He
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was the center of the group and Teansd
lazily back in a great armchair, look.
ing up with a smile into the face of a
girl who siood beside him and who wore
& gown as soft and white as the one
warn by the snow mountain.

He seemed to assent to somethix
this one asked of him, for she wen
through a doorway, upon either side of
which hung fleecy curtains, and re-
turned with a strange something in her
bhand—something that she held out to
him and that he took with another
smile into her face and a few words
which Laurel could not hear, they were
80 low.

The one she had come to see toyed
carelessly with the strange instrument
and. moving his fingers across it, drew
forth a tender sound such as had never
before been heard by the unseen listen-
er. It was not like a bird’s voice, nor a
choir of birds. It was not like the sigh-
ing of the wind through the firs. It was
better and sweeter, for it seemed the
spirit of each blending and interchang.
ing and softened until fitted to minister
to that fair company.

He began to sing some words in an
unknown tongue which thrilled her
through and through. Something that,
because of the look upon the face of
that other girl, Laurel knew he was
singing to her out of all that happy
group.

And this was a girl young like her-
self, tall and slight, with proudly car-
ried head, but fair instead of dark—
heavenly fair, with hair that gleamed
like ‘‘a bit o’ wheatfleld when th’ sun
be shinin,”” poor Laurel said to herself.

She had never before seen any one
with golden hair. That of the child was
flaxen, but dun of color like the fog
that sometimes lay dank and cold about
the mountains in winter, while this
was gloriously warm like the sunlight
and strayed over the fair forehead in
little waving lines.

There must be something to make &
heart stand still at the first sight of a
face crowned so shiningly. One may
love the dusky masses better, but he is
sure to be arrested at sight of the other.
If the English really received the com-
pliment of which they are so proud

when, in the slave market of ancient *

Rome, the good St. Gregory was so stir-

red at sight of a fair northman as to call
him ““not Angle, but an angel,’ then
what must have thrilled the innoceny
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being whose hearf wasso fn sympathy
with all beauty, whether of earth or sky!

The looks and the dress of this girl
were like those from another world than
Laurel’s—a world to which the heart
out in the shadow must own that he,
too, belonged. Herself was the alien one,

As she looked and as she listened to
the tender music she began to under-
stand.

The afterglow died suddenly. Tinted
lights shone out from an inner fair
scene. One by ome the others went
within, but those two remained. The
music ceased. He laid the instrument
upon the rug beside him and held out
his hands.

The bright one arose and eat upon the
broad arm of his chair and laid her arm
about his neck. He lifted her other hand
to his lips. His head was against her
shoulder. His words were low, but Lau-
rel’s heart interpreted the tone. Her in-
nocent soul was stung. A sense of cru-
elty shortened her breath. God be mer-
ciful to a young heart when it learns
its first lesson in the untruth of life!

She sank upon her knees and with a
faint cry would have fallen but that the
youth ocaught her about the waist and
dragged her along the turf beside the
drive, so that their footsteps made no
sound.

He untethered the horses and lifted
Laurel upon her own. They were soon
in the edgeof the desert, where he drew
freer breath. But when her beast paus-
ed, unheeded by her, to browse a bit of
chemise wood he dismounted and pull-
ed it hastily forward. Then he tied the

two tethering ropes together and led.

the animal upon which the young girl
sat in almost utter unconscionsness.

The desert solitude upon ome hand
R b Jterigns mountain sol.

irit. A coyote howled dismally in the

istance. He jerked the tethering rope
and urged his owr beast into a swifter
pace,

As last they reached the point where
the trail turned toward the mountain.
The soraggly cedars became ghostly fig-
ures and the red barked pines and tall
firs scemed threatening spirits. Still he
urged their way upward, looking back
to see that the drooping, swaying figure

+ did not fall,

When the cleared space was reached,
Laurel arounsed, gave a slow glance
about her and slid to her feet in the
Very spot under the blasted pine tree

where she had watched the coming and
going of her beloved. She sank upon
the ground and turned her face toward
the snow mountain with a hoarse half

prayer.

The youth had grown to man’s estate
in brave sympathy and ready action,
Ho cared for the beasts with gent. . ca-
resses because they had been so faith-
ful and brought a blanket to cover the
still form that lay beneath the light-
ning scarred tree. °

He watched beside her all the night,
his young heart fierce with anger
against the one who had caused her
such anguish. When the light of morn.

He watched beside her all the night.

ing etreaked the sky, he took the cup
from the spring and went into the pas-
ture and milked it full of sweet, warm
milk, which he brought to Laurel and
pressed her to drink.

“It'l make you strong,” he said, “so’s
the gran’thers—they mus'n’ know.”

After repeated urgings she drank the
milk, and, looking at him, repeated,
“They mus'n’ know.” Then she arose
and went slowly like an old woman toward
the hut,

The old folk grumbled because they had
not returned earlier. Laurel, always sillent
at reproach, did not reply, while the youtin
was careful to appease them.

And the long, empty day dragged om.

and from which she was with difficul ty
aroused, but she was not refreshed. Her
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fithe limbs seemed chained, her hands
were heavy; she could hold nothing
steadily. In the afterncon as she came
in with a pitcher of water from the
sprizg her hand shook so that a
splash went over the child’s bare feet.
The surpriscd shriek of the small voice
startled her and tho pitcher slipped from
her hand and broks wupon the floor at
her feet.

‘“Ah, what be tb matter wid yo’,
Laurel?”’ said the grandmother, per-
oeiving Lo disiraught look upon the
young face. ‘‘Go out o’ door till yo' git
& bit color. I'll red up th’ house. Go
on, chile.”’

Laurel turned slowly and went out.
Bhe stood a few moments in half uncon
scious indecision, then because the trai
that led downward had grown too paiu
ful she began slowly. to climb the moun-
tainside. Anguish was beating her heart
with whips of steel, and she had not
been able to cry out. She must go where
no one would hear and where, like a
true child of nature, sho could talk her
grief aloud instead of giving it silent
battle in her heart.

She toiled on steadily up the hill.
The brown mat of earth under her feet
and the trees as she went higher grow
poor and mean. The latter were hud-
dled together by poverty of soil. They
were so0 silent, and they watched her so.

Bhe turned to look back. The very
clouds had gone out of the sky, and her
beloved mountain, always so near, seem-
ed far away. Everything was falling
away from her, and the pitiless desert
stretched beyond her sight.

8he went on upward, and her thought
began to teke on distinet form. She re-
membered the coming of those two and
the fear that had haunted her all
through tlat day. She remembered
their going that next morning and the
words of ‘““th’ tall un’’ about God.

*“Why didn’ he come ’stid o’ th’ oth-
er un?"’ ghe wailed unconsciously. *‘He

‘wouldn’ 'a’ done sech a way — he

wouldn'.””

For a long time she stood as one be-
wildered. Her thought had lost itself,
and she swayed back and forth like one
beside herself. ‘Then thought took up
its old thread of sorrow and went on.
Bhe remembered her surprise when the
other one came alone after a few days
and the gladness that grew as she saw
him often olimbing the steep and knew
$hat he climbed it because she was there.

™ Kfterward came the Tong, empty days
that before the coming of those two had
0ot been worth the naming, and sinco
he came no more had grown to be worss
than nameless—the long days when, as
ehe looked for him, she saw only the
dead desert stretched out, so old and
withered and gray. \

8he remembered how she had gone to
seck him, and the finding, and the blind-
ing grief that had wrapped her round.
Her heart could no longer hold its agony.
Bhe climbel swiftly, like a wild crea-
ture, toward the rocky summit. Some-
thing was pursuing her. She must es-
cape.

On and on she sped until at last she
reached the dry and barren peak and
eank breathless and strengthless upon
the rough surface. But she had not es-

.. .-om this evil thing. Dizzy ana
panting though she was, it still lay up-
on her heart. She opened her mouth and
gave a prolonged cry. Again and again
the piteous wail rang out until she grew
hoarse and could no longer cry. But the
evil would not be driven away. It
clutched at her flercely. All her thoughts
grew cramped into one sad, mad thought
that reached as high as the sky and that
laid hold of the silence below.

This strain was too much for even her
vigorous organism. A gurgle came in
her throat, and a stream of warm blocd
rushed through her lips. Bhe saw it
with unstartled eyes. She was going to
die, then, as the deer died that came
panting into the mountain path with
bloed on its delicate lips. Everything
faded from her sight. The light went

-out. Was it like this to the pretty deer!

After a time the light came back. A
little Jater she could lift her head and
look about her. She was not dead, then,
like the deer. It was not so well with
her as that. Nothing was left to her but
to go back into her old, poor life, older
and poorer than ever since she knew
that it was so. Nothing but to goon
bearing the common fretting of the
meager days without faltering. A thou-
sand pitiful noes were wrung from her
soul. Such silly demands as were made
upon her! 8uch foolish, fitful, peevish
words as her poor ears had often to hear!
Her spirit shrank from the dreary out-
look.

The dusk came on. The outline of
trees and rooks grew w at the
swnmit aud became an indisuinct mads
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Below. But &ne was nof afraid. She
had often shivered at imagined hearing
of the bears’ slow tread and the steal-
thy spring of the panther. But they had
no terror for one in her mood. Death in
any form would be easier tonight than
the life which stretohed so blankly be-
yond.

She must goback. They surely would
be calling her. She arose and began the
descent, but her knees were weak and
her feet slipped. It wus adifficult thing
when one was strong and well, but
since she had almost died how strength.
less she was and how short her breath,
8he olutched at the branches as she
went, and she who had hardly known
fatigue must now rest often.

There was no danger of losing the
way, for as she came into each clear
spot she looked for the snow mountain
and guided her steps as the mariner
looks at his star and makes sure of his
watery path.

‘‘Laurel!” she heard. ‘‘Laurell’

It was the youth. He was seeking
her. 8he who had called gayly morn-
ing and evening to the cloudsand to the
mountain could hardly find voice to let
him know where to find her.

He came at last, and when he took
her hands they were so oold that they
chilled him, Leaning upon his shoul-
der, she reached the hut and sank upon
her bed and laid the whole night
through without even trying to lift her

CHAPTER VIII

Wilmot recognized the youth who
had served as pilot to Craymer and
himself on that memorable morning,
though the face was prematurely anx-
fous and the eyes were wide and in.
tense.

‘“What be th’ matter?”’ he cried.
‘“‘Laurel hev waited an waited, but he
doan’ come. Ar she 8ot &0 wile wid
fear that he be sick that I oomed here
wid her one night. An she lef’ me out
thar wid th’ beasts. An I 8ot t’ sleep.
An when I comed to she hadn’ come,
8o I lef’ th’ beasts an went an foun her
lookin throo th’ bushesat him an a girl
settin wid her arm roun his neok. An
she guva leetle groanin ory an fell
down. AnI be feared they'd fin her. So
I drug her 'way. She didn’ wake up all
th’ way hum, but her eyes wus open,
An goes 'round so still—like a
€hos'. Come back wid me, She liked

¥0" bos’, but ho's been anWitehed hor. ®

Wilmot's already depressed hears
grew heavier. He sat down upon a rus-
tio seat and drew the youth beside him
and put onc big arm around him. Grit
makes strange comrados. The boyish
heart leancd against tho big, true heart.
od man and was comforted. All would

Wilmot promised.
be well now. 8o he sat and patiently
waited. But s the other did not move
after long waiting he touched the hand
upon his shoulder.

‘“Belikes we'd better £0,” he said,

Then Wilmot's helplessness flashed
over him. ‘“My dear fellow," he an.
swered, ‘‘my going will not help you.
I'll telegraph for a doctor to visit your
Laurel tomorrow,’

But the youth wept over the hand he
held and begged with his heart in ev.
ery word until Wilmot promised.

It was the work of a few moments to
80 to his room and tumble the bed; to
write a blind note to McAlvord and lay
it on the breakfast table, and after tha$
to get a pony from the long stables and
set out with his face toward the moun-
tain that had stood so constantly in the
horizon of his thonght.

They cantered throngh the near cor
ner of pasture land across the upper
arm of the desert and reached the moun.
tain path. As they were about to asdend
Wilmot sprang off his horse and called
to the youth with an involuntary fierce-
ness:

. “Why should I go? I am no dooten
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I can Jo nothing for your Laurel. He
smay come here tomorrow. Iam sure
that he will come soon. I cannot go.”

In an instant the youth was at his
side. ‘‘Oh, but yo' won't be #' hard
like 's t’ go back now! Belikes yo' kin
say somethin as'll comfort her. She’s
growed feared, like & wild bird. She
talked ¢’ me 'bout God sence yo' wus
thar, an she said he was big an white
like ole Mount Hood. He'd take keer o’
me an th’ gran’thers an th’ chile, he
would, ’'cause yo’ asked him to.”’

‘“Well, go on, though I'm neither doc-
tor nor missionary. But you must put
the ponies in the shed and let me stay
outside until it is day. Then if she
comes out’’—

He did not know what he would have
added. The other was satisfied and, fear-
ing more objection, hastened on.

When the ponies were corralled, the
youth brought a blanket for his com-
panion and, wrapping himself in anoth-
er, laid down at a little distance.

Wilmot did not try to analyze his
emotions during the hoursof that night.
Sympathy for the bold young heart
whose affection had sought him, raging
indignation against the one who had
disturbed the peace of these simple folk
and a pity deep as his manly heart held
sway in turn.

The eternal stars shone out overhead.
They wooed his thoughts from the tan-
Rled mazo below to the hand that could
hold them on their silent and mighty
oourse. It was the hand of One whose
pity was like that of a father,

“‘Oh, Laurel, little flower!’’ he said.
“‘SBomehow, somewhere and at some
time the wrongs of life will all be
righted.”

CHAPTER IX.

Morning came and touched every-
thing with splendor. The weather beaten
hut grew soft with purple shadowing.
The leaves of the vine that clambered
up the steep roof tumbled in the morn-
ing air. A great rhododendron tree,
which Wilmot had not noticed before,
had still a few blossoms upon it. They
must have named her for the tree—rho-
dodendron, laurel. How much prettier
the shorter name was!

The door of the pioturesque old hut
opened and Laurel came slowly out.
Borrow had cut her as frost cuts a flow-
er. Bhe did not see Wilmot, but with

Bplitted eges sho said in o tendor, bro-

kén voice, as one would do a habifual
thing though the heart were not in the
doing of it: ‘‘Good mornin, pretty
olouds. Good mornin, ole Mount Hood,
sweet mornin t’ yo'.”” And she kissed
her hands. Then, covering her eyes, she
stood for a little with bowed head—not
as one awaiting a blessing, but as one
whose strength had become weakness,

Out over the desert the smow peak
rose in high relief against the sky, like
some glistening shrine belonging to an-
other and a fairer world. Wilmot began -
to understand how, in this joyless, iso-
latcd life, her fine nature had given a
spirit to these fairer objects and had en-
tered into kinship with them.

She turned and saw him, but she did
not start or tremble as he had feared.
&he only looked at him calmly with a
slow lifting of the eyesand a protracted
but not searching gaze. He did not ap-
proach or vex her with a greeting, but
she came slowly toward him.

“Why didn’ yo’ come back 'stid o'
th’ other un?"’ she asked.

He uncovered his head and looked at
her. What couid he answer?

““Why didn’ yo' come?’’ she repeated
in the same slow monotone.

His heart grew heavy with tenderness
and with something which had beea
growing there for many weeks.

““I have come now,’’ he answered. *'I
am sorry that I did not come before. I
staid away because I was not wise and
did not know what it was best to do.
But I am here now, and if you will let
me I will bring my sister, a dear, brave
girl, to see you, and she and I will take
you away, and you shall be with us al-
ways—if you will.”’

Sho clasped her hands tightly to-

ther.

“‘I have come to say that to you,’’ he
said. ‘“‘Forgive me for not having coms
before.”’

‘It hurts t’ stay here,”’ she gaid.
“Everything hurts.”’ She turned away.
He waited patiently. Presently she lift
ed her eyesagain to his face. BSome-
thing in his look melted her. She threw
herself down upon the moss covered log
at his feet and sobbed passionately.

*“Th’ clouds ’'n th’ mountains,’ she
sobbed. ‘‘They kin never be th’ same.
I—I want ¢’ go.”’

Then Wilmot went toward the door
of the hut, and meeting the ‘‘gran’-
thers” told the whole story in gimplest
language and begged from them- their
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doarost freasire, —

““We can’t git ’long nohow 'thou$
Laurel,” protested the grandfather.

But the heart of the grandmother une
derstood end was touched. *‘She doan’
b'long t’ us,” she said, ** 'n wo hain'$
8ot no right ¢’ set up ag’in it ef Laurel
wants t’ go.’

Then followed a few necessary words
of planning, after which Wilmot went
back and lifted the slender form in his
arms,

‘“‘Laurel, little flower, I am coming
after you in a few more days. And you
will go with me then?'’

She leaned against him as one who
bad found shelter from a pitiless storm.

“Yo' didn’ come before,”’ she an-
swered. ‘I thought yo’ would come,
but yo’ didn’. 'N he come. ’N then I
8ot 8’ bad hurt here,”” and she laid her
hand vpon her heart, “‘thet I can’s git
my breath. But yo’ hev come. 'N I'll
go with yo’ anywhere. ['ll stay with
yo'. I'll wait fur yo' when yo' be’n
goneé jes’ I be'n doin these thar days.
'Fore yo' come that fust time I be'n

dead. It be’'n empty livin—'fore yo'
come."’ |

CHAPTER X. l

Craymer kept his balf promise to
Wilmot for one day only. Early the
next moming he saked the Oh
for breakfast, aud after eating A
as if afraid time might weaken his pu}.
pose, he mounted s pony and with
paltry exvuse of brushes and paints set
off upon the well known #rail. |

His thoughts were swayed by come
flicting emotions. Among them was
anger toward Wilmet, which he nursed
as a sort of excuse for aotion.
not a boy that he should be so taken o
task. Ho meant to marry his betrothed
ab the appointed time. He had only g
fow more weeks in this wild fplm)a, and
he had not made good use of the time
to fill his portfolio. ¥¢ became him,
therefore, to be diligent. i

He did not ask himself why thoughts
of work always led him in one direce
tion. To be sure, he had implied a rom-
ise to Wilmot that he would make no
more piotures of her, but if Wilm
were to have all of those already ske
why should he not make a new one fof
himself—one with that stately turn of
the throat like an affrighted door—mg
1'0:-1 1;xhlbition. but for his owr stpdj
e . LR

————ie b

“He did not knot how lohg he
ridden, bus folt that he must be

the mountain, He looked vz.to find
ga2¢ shut in by an impenetrable
wall. Then he became oconscions
chill that was creeping over him, but
would soon be there, and perkaps
would have that blazing fire upon the
great hearth

He had given the peny rein as he
always done before, but now he noti )
with a sudden failure of heart that th :
was not the pony he bad always ridd :
on these errands. Those Indigns were
fools, every one of them. He had lost
the trail and was wandering he kne .
not whither,

Prosently a fine, drizzling rain began.,’
He remembered having heard McAlvard
say that it bad not rained at that
for more than 40 years. A rain at
time means fovers and many ills, for iy
always lasted d many days.

The hours fled. Night came on. Thé
mist beoame & rain which fell steadil
He pressed onward in the hope of stril
ing the bridle path, but cold, exhausted
and hungry he sank at last upon th¢
ground beside his horse. .

They lay until morning, gaining somé
little warmth from each other. Anothex
day of toil shut in by those wet, gra;
walls, Another night of exhausti
They plodded through the third da !

EEE
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-

frowing each more hopeless and dhpiﬁj

ted. The fourth morning he tried
urge the pony to arise, but after sev:
attempts it stretohed out its neck an
would no longer struggle. He had ta
leave it. When this wretohed rain was
over, it would arise, no doubt, and
its own way back.

Hour after hour he toiled onw

shaken by chills, consumed at the sam
time by an inward fire and fever. B
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the warm hut, with its blazing fire of
great logs, was in the elusive distance,
Tho impatience and strain made hig
brain reel. Ho sank upon the ground in
beavy exhaustion. A -dark object lay
before him. He arose and tried to ap-
proach it eauntioucly, but, unablo lea.
ger to guide kis footsteps, he etumbled
sgainst it and foll. It moved slightly
and gave a husky whinny.

He stretched out his hand. Could 1
be the pony he had left hours befora)
With one desperate efort of his rwiftly
ebbing strength he made conviction
sure by finding the knot in the bridle
rein which he had handled nervously
during tho dreadful hours of that firsh
dreadful day.

Great heavens! He had goneina ofr.
ole. He was lost then, and the hut, with
its blazing fire, m:ght be miles away.
The thought was almost death iteeld
end mado such darkness in his soul thag
ho grew mad, end, giving a great ory,
swoonod away.

. . . L . . L

The silent honrs passed. They mada
themselves into night and into day and
futo night again. The wunlooked fcz
dawn was rising softly on slow wings
when he aroused himsgelf, !

‘It was a drean,’’ he said. ‘‘Helen,
my betrothed, I have come back to you.
I am stained with tho carthly life. I am

not worth your taking, buf your fanol
eenos will make mo true. o will go
away together, dear, and I will teach
you to belisve in me. Letus go. Whare
18 your kand? It is growing dack. Why

. @id I tring you out into this dreadful
* pight . oy

The words kad hardly ceased, and it
Wos not yoi too late to save the ebbing
lifo, vhen a tall man rode swiftly up,
His 1ipo grow white as he fired signal
shots and looked through a glass out
into tho clear morning to goe that a com-
Kany of horsemen in the near distancs

ad heerd and wero turning in the right
direotion.

He stuck his gun into the ground and
fastoned his handkerchief toit in ordex
that the ridors night mot lose their
way. Then he mounted his horse and
rode away. At the fooi of a tall moun.
tain upon whose side clung a vine en.
wreathed hut he paused and looked up
through the morring splendor which
orowned the radiant summits aul
touched the hidden places, up at ths
clouds and across at the sercne, whi. )
mountain, and as he looked his hears
grew still and there echoed a voice in
his cars, and these were the words it
said:

“I'll go with yo' anywhere. It be'n
empty livin 'fore yo' come. Goodby,
pretty clouds! Goodby, olg Mount Hoed,
& gweet goodby t’ yo'l”

THE END.

-
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What an unsatisfatcory creature the in-
decisive woman is, with her meandering
mind and her hephazanrd tongue ! How 'aho
tries our patience, and awukens cur pity,
and provokes our laughter! But, after all,
she is mot less perfect than that resolute,
implacable sister who setnives so hard to
be determined and firm that she sumeedﬂ
only im being obstinate. It 18 easy
enough to ghut your mouth hard and 8oy,
“This shall be done,” or «] will do so and
go.” It is another form of strﬁngth o
say, “You are probably right, 7“1 weas
mistaken,” “My attempt was .unmccess-
ful.” The colloquial phrasc, "Make up
your mind,” has eatem ivto the l'wa.r‘.a _of
some women till they keep their brains
ready to snap shut Jike a trap, and believe
it would be weak of them to even con-
gider a question again. Scmebody gaid
once upom & time that “the ability to
unmake your mind is a sure proof that
you have one.” Years ago women were
more indecisive. The inclination was to
be easy-going. Then the penduhm'\ swung
far in the opposite way, and now it seems
to me that most of us are too aggressive,
over-amxious to make oumsclves heard, too
much alert, too determined. I am quite
sure that it would be a real good plan to
take some trouble to teach ourselves to
“ynmake” our minds.

When women geb it thoroughly into
{heir, hads that the beautty which is
worth having comes from within, they will
not worry so much over the dhapes of their
noses as over the state of their tempers
or the condition of their livers. Not that
1 despise cold cream, or a whiff of per
fume. Most women are fond of fussing
with Jotions and unguents, and »o ong as
they are eimple ones, it is a very desirablo
thing to encourage the fad for little bottles
with nicesinelling contents and spices and
perfumes are wseful as antiseptics, you

A i s i

Some of the best-hearted and most truly

creditable people on earth go around with
a breath that is meet offensive, and some
of the most carefully doctored and per-
fumed and altogether sweet and refresh-
ing people physically have many a crook in
their moral natures and many a blank in
their mentality. The middle course is al-
ways best, and so, while not forgetting
that a dainty person is one of a womanly
woman's first claims to respect, you must
not depend upon those little extras, but
cudtivate that best beauty ‘which patience
and charity and loving-kindness give to
your lips and brow, and most of all to
your mouth. You cannot be a selfish,
vain woman and be good to look at. You
cannot lie and look tmuthful, and if you
let your tempor rule you, be sure it is
shouting of its vietory from the wrinkles
in your forehead and the lines around your
mouth,

Does it ever occur to the women who are
housekeepers, that we spend altogether
too much time on the non-essential details,
and, too, more than we need, on the es-
sentials.  Take, for example, fhe family in
which onc servant is kept. In the first
place, a cheap, untrained servant is usually
the dearest kind you can employ. What
does she not break, or soratch, or bum,
or waste? She must be taught everything,
and often succeeds in learning nothing.
There are exceptions, but they usually oc-
cur once in a housekeeper’s day and genera-
tion; so, if you ever found sudh a one in
the past, do not look for any such good
luck in the future. Lif:tning never strikes
twice in the same place. Now. when a
new servant comes, there are a greal many
things to tell her. Why not write them all
down—-meal hours, afternoon and evenings
out, general rules about the work, and the
plan of the houscwork. Fach morning
write @ menu for thie meals of that day
and the breakfast of the mext. Bach Sat-
unday morning write out the meals for the
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Mnaindenfhhntdayandih'wbohol
Bunday, Do your marketing early, and
ev i wﬂmnonoﬂudm!mdaover
the day of mest,

In many homes the seventh day is not
a day of rest. Iti.lnda,yoffeutin;a.nd

gorges himself with twice whe quantity of
food he takes on other days, he is on the
high road to a very blue Monday, and it
will be blue for all who are in his imme.

i viainity,

And, then, about this same blue Monday
it ought not to be blue. It is proverbiallly
sunshiny, and every day is a good day
until we deface and begrime it. T suppose
it is heterodox to #ay Tuesday ig the bet-
ter wash-day, if washing is done by the
one maid, but let us be heterodox. There
are so many fagends of work left fnom
Sunday, the house is 8o untidy and there
is 80 much dust on the furniture and #O
little food in the larder, that Monday is
surely intended as g strdightening-up day,

Don’t go on using up bright Mondays to
make blue ones of, just because all our
grandmothens oconridered Monday the only
proper wash-day. Onr grandmothers sat
at their spinningavheels, and our spinning.
wheels have handle-bars and rubber tires,
and we rush around on them in a way
wihtch would have taken the breath from
the dear, dignifiad folks of long ago,

How iy it, T wonder, that women are
nearly always fond of household linen ? It
must eurely be an inherited taste, and it
is a refining and houseavifely liking, mak-
ing us think of qubmtities of tonvels and
fresh bed-linen, dainty table napery and
crisply-laundered odds and ends in the
way of covers and seanfs for tables and

} and stands. There is no saner
field for decoration than the emi lishing
of household linen, either by the patient
ham-stitoh, the elaborate drawn pattern
or the deftly-atitahed initial. Your towels
are four times prettier and you are much
fonder of them if they bear the first let-
ter of vour name, worked by your own
finger®. There hag been 80 much pPainting
of dust-pans and gilding of flat-irons that
it is a relief to §ee our girla and women
turning to linen embroidery or even the
everlasting erochet and tatting,

Most young girls have an idea that they
are different from n]) other git's who have
lived.  Some of them are, and the differ

ence does mot elways consist in their be-
ing micer, either, Now' it may be a
little diffioult, but it is probably extremely
good tmining to rid yourself of the sup-
positfon that you are nicer than the rest
of the girls—and 60, don’t try to be dif-
ferent.  We cannot all fulfil the same
duties, butoowodoourbeﬁ,umown
work, and so the others do their best

I wonder how many women agres with
me that a woman’s neatness or untidiness
in the morning, 1s a test of her true Jady-
{ - It is always somewhat of a disap-
pointment if you find that some wioman
who dresses prettily in the evening, is a
veritable fright when the is alone in the

if you took five minutes more to dress
could pin on a bow and a neat collar and

Are they taught (hat to touch food
with hands which are not freshly washed
before each meal, is to invite germs of
diseass into their systems?

Curl papers at breakfast ! Ugh! curl
bapers are dreadful at night, in the dark,
but in the broad light of day, what &
vevelation they do make!

The woman who has a sense of order
which does not enslave her ig apt to have
convenient places for her belongings, and
she will know so well where everything
is that she cam, as the saying goes, “lay her
hand on everything in the dark” Some

the average bureau
deep and eo long and go wide, that, by
the time it 4s full, there are layers and
layers of things and you cannot fing what
you go to seek. The difficulty may be
parfly gotten over by dividing the con-
tents into property classed boxes—lace In
in amother, your travelling
odds and ends in another and your sum.
mer gloves in, still ancther box. In the
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drawer into whidh you go every day, re- mmkdtkkmwmmmm
move the lids from the boxes, and set families, but there are still shiftless house-
them underncath. Then you will have a wives who throw out scraps of roasts and
neot et of pigeon holes. Nothing gets the trimmings from the chops. Your stock
mussed or tumbled, and you can see at a if made carefully will yield you a vaniety
ghnceindwﬂnereyourcd‘hrmdqu‘ of delicate soups, which variety you cup-
Tace frills, your belt, your spare bairpins  ply by vegetables, cereals, or any of the
and your ribbon bows are. forms of soup decoration of which the
chief are noodles and toasted bread. To-
Al wii A 6 oy b o (e RONNER, SNEN, Hea, SOfN, AMMEFOE, S
bargainthunters may it them down and xtnod!py of "““:i'nm" ;"“"@' m
wish they had the money represented by iy 2t g e m.t
the pile of varied anticles, some of which vary your stock mingly, and when 1
Sty Jovkiod, comrel which 1t W% Jiu may sw Se gEME 4SS
ave worsa than they 1 5 801 el o S & ik
will not be used umtil next year, end Sa.lln‘;an b delici - I
some of which will ‘be used simply never. . b & SMBNONS S, especially
'A bargain is a bargain, of course, and you g You PFEWE B0, OTRC CH butter before
must abide by it, even if you have the | ) SR ) a little water in
worst of it, which you generally have, un- ;)"ﬁ!;:;.a couple of bay leaves have been
less some one else is Tobbed, and the last o |
8 j little worse than the first, , N
I.D'r‘:;:nain my heart I'm afraid that a Auntie.—Give the wee girl a work bas-
“nose’” for bangains is not a good posses ket fitted with a thimble, a pair of blunt
gion for a real, good, womanly woman, It SClSO™S, @ case of needles, and two or
is & piece along the way ¢o the condition thwes apools of gay-colored thread.
of mind which takes pleasure in contem- g‘me'—};wwf’;‘“ b:]?’-“ a tea-cosy \:ﬁ:l
lati i itting of i fi v ar better than .
e the gotting of somcthing for B0~ 4 0 4o ik off to wash it. It would never
look as g:ll after the laundering, and if
you use line carefully it will mak
When you have @& particularly fat  each qmrﬁaxﬂm puff cl'zoku!:i-lfelm“v:. Th:
goose, wash it out with strong coap-*uds,  oven sides, of course, you may wash and
vinse wi'h clear water over and over iron. In using the gusoline, you must be
again, and you will be delighted to miss  careful not to be near fire Gav s light
::d redber conrms {aste Which spoils the  AJT.—If I were you I should be mar
fowl for s0 many. ried very jet] 3 travelli
If a duck is rubbed inside with half a mmuhsztmd&'wmm
};mon, it will also be found improved in wdeet“;];t and ,::H”I[?: blossoms is very
vor, sweet, you wi : -
T Bk i oot il o i S B o sy o s,
beaten separately, a cup of milk, a table- a much nicer ome, than if you epent ;xxom
epoonful of flour and a pinch of ealt. Stir  money than you could afford on a bridal
in ﬁ;re whites hslt),omxr intohe hc{t, greas-  outfit, particularly as you are going to live
ed frying-pan. not touch till it sets in the country, and uiet] :
well, then put it in the oven to brown gown would (be of”livgtle Leh&:erwm
on top. Fold carefully and serve on a hot  wedding hour.
platter. 'I\::s may be varied by stirring a - '
half cup grated cheese into the mix- All questions wi
ture, also by epreading minced parsley, or  ed, and Mm‘:ﬂ bﬁo?::mﬂ]y ARSI
finely-chopped ham, chicken or beef over the gi ity o Siimige ko
it just before it is folded. e o Ny A e . Ry
Vary your five o’clock tea table fare by  for a e 'm] - be gladly welcomed
Beving Aainty lottuce sndwiches, which  own deparment, erdnt lo Wie ow
consist of two ‘ehces of the thinnest but- MADGE MERTON. |

—_

) i

Cream cheese makes delightful sand- A Frenchman is the inventor of a scheme
wiches, and so does dhopped celery, mixed ~Whereby the wool on sheepskine can bo
with chopped walnuts, converted into velvet. Until now the

Remember that fruit is far more whole- tanned gheopskins have beem used ouly for
pome for dessent than pastry, and that rugs, carpats or the lining of clothing,
nuts are nature’s own aweetmeats. Chil- the wool being left in its curled state. The
dren should never be allowed to eat pes-  inventor leaves the wool om th cskm,

, and Y have an idea that grown- but has a process of arranging the: hairs
- i et so they do mot mat.
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DAVE'S BACON AND THE BEAR,

Dave Buncombe was a free-hearted, good-
natured fellow, and had for many years
been employed as teamster in a tannery.
He had to draw the bark from the woods
to the tannery settlement, ten miles away,
One. day Dave was coming leisurely along
with his loed, which was drawn by two
mules, and @8 he came to the foot of a
small hill he stopped the animals to give
them a little breatihing time, and during
the interval thought he would cat s
dinner, so, reaching his basket, he began
to eat. Hardly had he commenced, when
8 big bear, looking very comfortable and
contented, came out of the woods only a
couple of yards in front of the waggon, He
sloudhed along indifferently on thig way
across the road, simply giving Dave an im-
pudent. look as e sat perched on his load
of bark,

The bear evidently had nM intention of
stopping, but Dave, with his usual kind-

foolishly tossed Bruin a bit
of fat bacom, saying, “Here, my boy, is &
bite for you.”

The bear stopped, picked up the bacon,
evidently thinking Dave 3 good fellow, and
ate it with every indication of enjoyment,
'Ihfacthhemjayedntﬂne tasty morsel
80 much that he reconsidered his intention

coming a little nearer the waggon,
upovnhhhmches,mxdtoldDmeu
plainly by his looks and bearing ag though
he said in words, that anothey little mor-
el would be acceptable,

Dave understood the bear, and tossed
bim another piece of bacon, which was
more quickly devoured tihan the first piece,
and still the bear remained posing as un-

as possible, and plainly asking for
more. Put teamsters have very good ap-
m, :J.nd)lewef Was mo exception, and
no idea o s'inting himselfgin his
dinner to please fhis impudent beggar, o

atl to own wants. The bear,
seeing that he , snorted
loudly two or three times, and, then waik-

AAAAAAAAAAA‘AA‘A“AAAAAAA
vvvvvvvvvvvvvavvvvvvvaV

and gave no si that he ing )
e Sign saw anything the

|
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“'f.m eggs ain’t the kind of wittles yer
hahkering arter?’ says Dave.

iuhead,amditmnedwmithi.m, but
he didn’t eat the hmdm. actie
he came up to ‘waggon s
t:;-m hh-rvaoui another slice of bread.
That, of course, fell butber side .down. 'mxc
bear emiffed it, came on agan enorting

mollify him. 'I"hebearcooleddownmn
he got this, and when he came on again
after the waggon, Dave broke off a piece
of pie and tried him with it, hut,'t!hnt was
most objectionable, and Dave quickly saw
it wouldn’t do to give hisn} any more. But

-mile of the house
when he saw Dick in a field, not flar from
. “Hullo, Dick!” he shouted, “got

3
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1 cam git him ehot; but I'm run shor®
of bacon. 1lf I don't get some, or a gun,
I'm afeard this will tunn out en oncommon-

'
E
t
:
;
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)
:
]
:

Oick’s reinforoement of bacon, Dave had
been forced to reduce it, so that he was
within a quarter of a mile of Blinker’s
when he held the last piece in this bhand.
“Whar in thunder is fhat Dick?” he
groaned, as the bear, impatient at the
teamster’s unwonted delay in throwing out
the bacon, was again climbing up on the
load of bark. ;

No sign of Dick anywhere could be reen,
The bear wuas head and shoulders on top
of wee Toad of ®ark again. Dave tossed the
last piece of bacon to him, and jumped
from the waggon. Dovwn the road he tore,
The bear probably thought Dave was rush-
img away with the coveted bacon, he there-
fore man after him. The teamster had a
good start, but, unfortunately, he stumbled
and fell. The bear was nearly on his heels
before he could get up.

The chase was then a close one, with
the bear garning. Just as Dave felt it was
all up with him, a gun went off so close to
his head that it deafened him, and he
didn’t know if he was killed or not.

“Hie! fho!” someone shouted. Dave
etopped and looked back. The bear lay
flat on the moad, kicking and howling.
Dick serambled out of the bushes at the

R R R R R ——




38 HOME AND YoUTH,

SOMETHING FOR THE CYCLIST,

I have not as yet put the following to
the test, but it seems very feasible :—“Dr,
George Hardyman has discovered the fol-
lowing easy way to locate a small puncture
in the tire of a bicycle. Instead of putting
the inner tube of a pneumatic tire under
water to find out the puncture, gll 1fhat is
mecessary is to do as follows :—Take out
the inner tube in the usual way from the
outer cover, and, having made the hand
wet with clean water, pass it over the
tube, which is fairly inflated—it need not
be tightly so. When you thus wet the
~unctured part there will be a distinct sen-
sation fel, by the hand when passing
over it of a bubbling nature, The hand
must be very wet, and no difficulty will
be experienced.”

(At length the penny<in-the-slot principle
marked the world of wheels for its
own, and when we draw up at our favor-
ite hostelry our bike is to be held securely
and delivered up to none but its lawful
owner, by what is really an automatic
stand and policeman rolled into one, for
a penny a time. The automatic cycle rack
is an American invention, The rack con-

ing of the rack is very simple. The wheel
i8 placed between the guides, and a penny
put into the slot in a box attached to the
rack. This unlocks the lid of the box, and

released and taken possession of as evi-
of ownership of the oycle.  The
key has o number stamped on it corre-

THE GAME OF “POL.”

Une cold, rainy day three young people
were loitering in my sitting _Toom, writes

end their restlessness and inability to
e rather annoy-
i1g. I suggested various games, but they
declared they were tired of games,

I happened to be looking in the dic
tionary for a word beginning with Pol,
and noticed several interesting wonds on
the page,

i
-

SoImid,givingeacbomalh
foolscap paper and a peneil, “I will give a
shilling to the person who writes the
greatost number of wonds beginning with
‘Pol,’ spelling the wonds correctly, and
Riving the defimtion,” The young people

I went on with my writing for more
than an hour, looking occasionally at the
busy group, who now scemed penfectly
bappy. When we were called to dinner,
1 said:—“Give me the papers; I wiil look
them over after dinner.” They gave me
the papers reluctantly, for they said there
were s0 many words beginning witly “Poy"”
that they were not through,

After dinner we looked the papers over,
and found that the youngest gil had won
the shilling, she being am enthusiastic stu-
dent of zology, and familiap with the
word polyp, with its several terminations,

From that day, the game of “Pol” has
been a favorite in our family, It is no
uncommon thing to find one of my young
people diligently studying the dictionary,
“Looking up words, because wefare going
to play ‘Pol.’” They sometimes take dif-

“Pol” seams to cling to the game.

I find the fame of my little game has
spread, and the children al! over the city
are playing the game of * .”  Several
of the teachers have bold me that
notice a marked improvement in apelling
3‘1 ;'o‘l’.!"'i anallysis since the introduationy

THE OOOK WHO DOESN 'T LIKRE
PEAS, i

The leader begins, addressing the play.
er:—“] have a cook who doesn’t like ‘peas
t(lxi)'l). ,Wha.t will you give her for her

nner?” i

“p” in his answer, and, for example, says,
“I will give her some bananas.” The ques-
tion is then asked of the second person,
who, is unacquainted with the trick, is
likely enough to offer something~which
ocataing the letter l“p"——e. gy u&otatou,
Bsparagus, pork, apple pie, pic spin-
ach, ete. When this ocours, the offender
is ulleduponeo'paycforfeit, but the
precium&molha‘.oﬁmi-mtex-
plained to him. He is simply told in an-
swer to his expostulation that “the cook




ANSWERS—JANUARY, 1898,
pra—— e

1.—Prussia, Scotland, Manfitoba, Great
Britain, Peru, United States, Pevador, Eng-
land, Belgium, New Brunswick, Holland,
Ontario, Sweden, Denmark, Norway, Italy,
Iretand.

2.—Train,

8.—The Restoration.

4.--Part—ridge

B.--Rap—idly (rapidly).

PUZZLES.

1.—Charade.
This one g hard to rip, dear me!
With two etitch it was sewn.
I noticed that young one two tree
Out there, how it has grown!
L B
2.—Riddle.

Three O's, two N'sand a T,

Within “Belonging to me."

'Tis fearfully tame, always the same,
What kind of a word may it be?

L R B

e 8.—Anagram. |
The Governors-General I “‘enrol’
Of Oanada. Upon the whole,
Not “shady men.” Oft with “calm feet”
The ‘‘lads wend on.” “To gab,” they meet.
Some ‘linger, old” tn years, and one
Oft with “arch tact,” has ‘‘fired fun.”
While some sought ‘“grails.”

reward?

.

To “‘rend a bee.” “I deem duns hard.”
Conferred one ‘‘morn, D.C.L.0.K."”
On him, one finds, “Ye slant;” but they
Ave upright men, in turmn they’ve been
Bant out to represent their Queen.

HOME AND YOUTH.

What thelr

4.—Enigma.—Deletion.
When onr grandmothers were girls,
Coni-seuttie bonnets bid their curls.
Now from a covering for the head,
Remove a part—so I've heand salil—
And to reward you for your paius,
A coal scuttle i what rewaics.
L

5.—~Conundrum.

.

Name the king of dogs.

AN OLD SONG RESUNG.

“Oh, bye my baby-bunting, bye,"
The moon shines overhead,
The stars are bwinkling in the sky,

The evening meal is spread.

And in the lamp-light's cheenful glow,
We wailt for father dear,

He's coming home to us, you know,
'Ere long he will be here.

“0Oh, father's gone a-honting,” sweet,

He works in shine or storm,

For food for all of us to eat,

And clothes to keep us wamm.

At home we keep things neat and trim,

My baby, you and I;
And when we think it's all for him,

How fast our fingers fly! :

“To get a little rabbitskin,'

(It's cloak, and shoe, and hat)

‘o wrap the baby-bunting in,”

O baby, think of that!

amd crow in pure delight,

A welcoming of glee,

To father, when he comes to-night,

Comes home to you me. '

Lady, to tramp—*“Are you a ) i
«Ain’t had much experience.” “Can’t you
plant these flowers?” “I hate to risk
gpoilin’ ’em, ma’am.” “Then what can
“Well, 'ma’am, if you'll give me
one o’ your husband’s cigars, I’ll it in the
greenhouse an’ smoke out the insects that's
eatin’ up the leaves of them rose bushes.”

0000000000
ALBERT’S

& The Cheapest - -
< The Most Used - -
 The Best Artiflcial

WALLACE

Sales last year over 1, tons.
Pamphlet “Common
al:“ Manuring”

Manure

THOMAS PHOSPHATE POWDER

QOO

*

It gives hrgol{ inoreased crops-for three or @
four years from one appheation. :

All great authorities are agreed on it.

X FRASER.

St, John, N,B,, and Toronto, Ont’
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which the seaman always falls wnen 1n
presence of the landlubber.,

The judge took his cigar out of his
mouth, and the rest turned to him with

I, for one, " gaiq the young graduate
fententionsly, “think that the whole
jur_y System is a relio of English bar.

say irreverently, ““Oh, you're preju-
pine bonr.ds and drew clouds enough :‘mnd:: tw:? n?::e: :‘;{t hli:m wb:!;
: be opened his mouth his friendg respect-
st lucid argument, od his well digested experience, i o;
$ was e party of four, made upof a bis arbitrary opinion
hydraulio ongineer, a captain iy the ““Tho jury system, ** he said judioisl-
avy on a furlough, 5 8raduate of Hap. ly, “‘is an abomination 08 practiced ' fn
vard going to study law in the fall, El;glnnd and in most of our states, Wa
and an uncle of the young man, Judge In Conneoticut passed an act of legiala-
Chambers, one of the justices of the sa- tura so that the juryman serves gs the
perior court qf Connectiout, The judge other officers of thu;{;ourt and goos from
was the patriarch of the quartet, the the jury room to his home ag I do my-
::hng,.:f,ﬁh:f c:;::p ':ngf ‘E’sht more it mo Put & juryman, like a schoo]-
gether e @ men to- boy, on honor is to 8et the best resultg
y y I have known of but one case where a
e e K T O LA T
wirt.: fond contez;cr: - racs s I 44 would have done had it been
The . oy gl free. But in this case justico was served
¢ aydraulic ngineer spoke quick- in a blind, haphazarg way at a terrible
y and Systomatically, like the pumping o et It happened in my own circuit 20
nf‘one of hig own motors, ~lot me see~cit was 33 yoars ago, and
‘I myself think the juryman is the » similar case might not happen agatn
%t;]st outraged freg man I know of In the century,
ilo the criminal ig receiving bog. .
lq.lll‘ets from silly women and feeding mn‘;i:: ;:dy ::;;:l i:.,d!:;;a;r:h:z
V<08 gamecock the Juryman is the tale to come tempted the compamy
food, of exercise and nlmnd’uleep un- :o?:: tge;;;ﬁ;?; ll?:r: &w hdr::
o ) poudero )
like to know what sorg of verdict a man ggft‘::vered 85 ‘;'.:f‘?;gh’“ the
: e o bar and ruling on the bench was sure fo
S heed no further illustration to hold at-
b’. .t g; l;d .M ’O.Od or sloep. tention than hig OWn genuine elocutian,
-' b couriiuk of putbing the off. e tulo is paragbraced o little into
{ in irong until they bring in g verdiot, "’ :’:{:‘::: t{e :i’vg:(;)rgia?l.y mﬁ:‘!
i t!gacaptam observed with the uncon- IDG!i‘l!'! and conversational form of ftg
t- Bclous intonation of Superiority into eriginal narrator,
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~Broadficlds 1 one of the most plotur- oconducted the bereaved woman info the
ue, one of the oldest and one of the  front parlor, as befitted an extraordina~
loveliest villages in Connecticut. Itcon- T¥ occasion. In the meanwhile the con-
sists of two streets, each about s mile gtable had impanecled an imprompta
long, intersecting each other at right coroner’s jury consisting of the minis-
angles. A double row of elms planted ter, the dootor and the storekeeper.
in King Charles’ time guards each ave- Then, trembling, the good deacon led
pue. The town reminds one of old Had- these gentlemen into the barn where
ley, famous for its stately streets, jte  the deed had been committed.
colonial homes and undisturbed peace. «We want no mistakes here,’’ said
On the 26th of May, 1873, Broad- the constable slowly, with the air of a
fiolds awoke out of an insensibility thal man treading the edge of a strange
had lasted for over 200 years. ‘What pol- precipice and glancing with perturbed
itios, crops, war, marriage, debt or in.  shrewdness about the barn.
heritance could not accomplish had now “God forbid!"’ answered the minister
come to pass. devoutly. But the physician, who was
At 9 o'clock at night, or perhaps @ growing gray in the narrow occupation
little later, Mrs. Burns, the wife of the of helping children into the world and
richest, the most crabbed and the most the aged outof it, inspected the body
feared man in this anoient community, eagerly. It was his first notable post
ty. Indeed there was

electrified her next door neighbors by & mortem opportuni
ory of «Murder!"”” Then Broadfields, RO possible room for two theories as to

lethargic as a stone hitching post, awoke how Mr. Burns had met his death. He
lay crossways in front of the stalls

to new and awful responsibilities.
The people of the town were all in where the cows were kept, between the
their beds, and Mrs. Burns would have rolling door and the empty hay wagon.
been had she not stepped out tothe His bead was gashed with three clear
. barn, 100 yards or s0 back of the house, cuts, any one of which ought to have
to look for her husband. He had taken produced instant death.
his lantern and had gone out there It must have been a hatchet,’’ said
alone about an hour before to do somd the doctor slowly. ‘‘The murderer stood
simple chores, and his wife, actuated right in frent of him when he hit. See!”’
bly by some subtle influence lik( With an imperturbability which struck
that with which detected crime is ablt the other men as almost more than pro-
to draw a crowd out of the bowels of fessional the doctor swung an imaginary
the earth, felt anxions about him fon weapon at the constable, and then,
the first time in her life. When she bending quickly, he pointed out & ver-
found Mr. Burns dead in his own blood, tical gash acrosa the forehead of the
ghe ran to the front gate and uttered  corpee. This cut seemed to penetrate
into the blackness of the unlighted  the brain. «The man was if anything
streets her memorable cry. taller than he. Mr. Burns could not
It took Broadfields no little time have possibly been oconscious after such
awake to the consciousness of acrim¢ ® blow. ”
of such high degree, but at last & grou] «But he was!"” The men were star-
of leading citizens stood about the wid:  tled by this abrupt interjection. A sofé
ow in the anxious light of their sway.  voice, precise and measured as a metro-
ing lanterns. These good people wert pome, gave the agitating contradietion.
exed about what to do al Death always invests the chief ,
mourner with an unassailable dignity, |

| a8 much perpl
| awhite oat with a litter of black oro

i t finally cocarred to the minister or, at least, it used to do o before the
orgod modern oraze for arresting the nearest
i was town constal relative in default of a clew. Tall, slen-
ble, and thas, as the sole representati der, with head bent forward, a yollow
‘ i silhouette against the black open door,
Mrs. Burns' story were true, and if 8o and, for the moment, chastened of &
to apprehend the murderer. listle native or aoquired shrewishness,
By this time there was a throng of at the widow of the dead man compelled
least seven persons, and" these the dea- instant reverence. Weather beaten
heads bowed instinotively pefore the

embodiment of violent bereavement.

yard. Mrs. Burns' gister, who was their

honsehold drudge, had in the mean- The minister made & delicate motion

while caught up & kitchen lamp and % it to cover with hay :ho ag:dy trm
- - - st ais §i b ond Aa ha [y



“ HOME AND YOUTH,

hand séruck  Bard objeci. Ho pulled 1y o o0y M mrohanelds Khew
out. The men uttered exclamations of Williams. Ho was a farmhand
horror, Anywomumkbthnhhhd -Who m'a‘:" town » year
;tmthodm&&onm'um E\ ‘ u::"
nerves. She stolidly watohed the con- %m
séable take the hatchet, inepecs ft Fighte. Fo was
gerly, mdﬁthnduonrto&dm-
tor. Thood.od!hehutohot
odtotholmgtholﬂnnd:.lnddh- nnwnntrymmwholeokthelrfmnnu

a8 the barn flgor, One could almost %  emancipated islander ooulq ill brook

the fatal blows fall. authority ag 8ruff as his own resent-
““I don't think there ig anything more ment, t there is g long step between

here to do, " The constable #poke slow- surliness anq murder, and the olq or-

ly. “We can safely leave the body thodox churchgoerg were slow to suspeot

where it is and lock the barn for the  the Englishman,

night. Bring the hatchet along, doctor, ““George! Why, overybody knows

and if you haye Do objections, Mrs, George Williamg [

Burns, I will spend the nighs here with Besides, the dying man might easily

my wife, and we will ask you a few have wandered in hig mind. The pro-

qQuestions before we 80 to bed. "’ fessional detectfve might not remember
The minister tool the widow’s arm this, but common sense and common

with tenderness ang led her into the must,

kitchen, Mrg, Burns then rehearsed the Broadfields gossiped quickly, bug

facts quietly, moved slowly, It wag 8 next morning,

‘It was abont 9 0’0lock—just an hour  after breakfast, when the imprompty
8g0;"" she glanced at the moon faced Jury met for the second time in the
clock. “Thomag went out about 8, to do Burns mangion, The undertaker was
Some chores and Jock up as usual, J already in imperioug Possession, while
thought I hearq & cry, and being up. the premigeg resembled g miniature
©asy I ran out. I found him where he camp meeting. Teamg were hitched
is now. Hig €y08 were open, and I heard . hope and there, and many people moved
him say distinctly ‘Williams.” He tried  ghong languidly, talking under
%o speak further, but he passed AWay  The distant clang of 5 blacksmith's
without another word. That was al], I hammer sounded impiously, 1t was as
did not see or hear a trace of any ljy. if he who wielded it had desecrated the
ing soul.” Sabbath.

““Let us see,” giq the clergyman, ‘It can’t be him, " gaid the minister,
with what he considered to be Judicial  witn the easy disregard of 8rammar thag
Suavity. ‘““Who is there you connect  gomeg from living Among uneducated
with the name of Williamg?'’ Parishioners, ¢ he’d done it, he’d

*‘Only George, "’ answered the widow have run away, He's lnmyorolnrdnow
easily, The men exchanged grave trimming treeg, He’s been there at work
glances, ‘“Thomag didn’t get on well these last three days.” He looked about
With folks, you know. I remember he him with benign trinmph,
oame to words with George Williamg ““Then I will 80 and get him, " began
because he Put potatoes into g damp  ghe deacon constable,
place in the cellar, That was in March, ““No," said the minister with gentle
and George left on the spot, saying that firmness; ““I wil] 8o. It is g terrible
he never would work for us again, I  blotona man’s character even to oon.
shouldn't think that wag enough’’'— > nect bimhwithnorlm? like this. No one

"Anyonoollobythntname out Buspects him ag yet, *
the town?” interrupted the constable The blacksmith seemed to be sbong
Oompassionately, the only person in the town

Thewldowd:ookhcbudueerlomo by the mara] convulsion, He was a stal-
deliberate thought. Then the deacon’s wart man, denbntodlcﬁm and cool
ﬂhmohlnd-mﬁhetw ctlpoeoh,noonhntohhhlvfotn.
uyaybﬁolhooynﬁg_gn.:qgthom Ho wag, moreover, a freothinker, the
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only one in the broad valley, and slight-
1y feared as such, as plausible rational-
ists aro apt to be by ignorant believers
He was o disociple of Emereon, the phil-
osophio dread of the community. I$
was whispered that even the minister
dared not oross swords with the only re-
spectable man in town who belonged to
no church. No one ever knew the man
of the forge to accept an unproved state-
ment as a fact. No one ever knew him
to lose his temper. No one ever knew
him to be otherwise than scrupulously
honest. He seldom gossiped. Ho delight-
od in dry, intellectnal disputes and in
getting his opponents angry. His favor-
ite topics of argument were the futility
of religions and the exclusion of pauper
emigrants. He was known to look upon
George Williams with disfavor because
he was not an American born citizen. It
was William Worthely’s habit never to
let any one suspeot that he was possessed
of the information that others were eager
to give him. Therefore he never had the
detestable custom of interrupting tellers
of stories just before the point was
reached. This self possession gave him
the reputation of being a good listener.
It also gave him a real advantage in a
eonversation of which he was not slow
$o make use with native adroitness.
Therefore when, on the morning after
the murder, the village gossip stopped
eagerly before the door of his shop the
blacksmith did not even raise his eyes
from the shoe he was fitting with expert
eare.
“Thomas Burns'’— began the gossip,
halting for the ex inguiry.
“Well?"’ said Worthely dryly, will-
ing to gratify his neighbor's eagerness
to impart exclusive information.
“‘Haven’t you heard?"’
*“What?"’
«Ho was murdered last night. I
glul thoy suspect George Williams.
ere’s the minister bringing him down
the road. He looks scarcd enough.’’
The blacksmith dropped the horse’s
boof easily from his leather apron and
went to the wide door. By this time
every one seemed to have divined the
minister’s mission. Looks of inquiry
and of aversion were ocast by eager and
ourious farmers upon the unhappy la-
porer. The blacksmith looked at the
Englishman compassionately, and took
his pipe out of his month.
“Don’t be too cocksure,’”’ he said
dryly. “‘It’s aserions business,’’ he con-
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tinued loudly €0 as to be overlicard by
goeveral others, ‘‘to accuse a man of
murder."’

The minister looked up at the speaker
with a gratified nod. ‘‘Amen to thas,”
he said solemnly. The two passed by.
Others followed, straggling. The black-
smith gazed after them intently, until
they turned into Burns’ yard. Then he
bent over to the gray’s off hind foot, as
if nothing unusual had happened. Bu$
there had. His pipe was out.

Suspicious, sullen, frightened, defi
ant, George Williams glared from one
%o the other, as the minister, with &
whi word of encouragement, ush-
Q{Oﬂ the and into she presence of
the constable, the doctor and the store-

The of the town acade-
my had been added that morning to the
impromptu coroner’s jury, and he sug-

Tne men uttered exclarations of horror.
gested that Williams should be imune-
diately taken to the barn.

“I don’t see why I should go. What
have I got to do with it?"’ pleaded the
unfortunate man.

The five turned pale and nudged each
other nervously. That indefinable in-
stinct which is the gift of great detect-
ives and which incisively points out
the guilty person with occult force
possessed each bystander. This feeling
increased when Williams hung back,
pale end trembling, upon the pastor’s
encouraging arm. The good man now

had serious doubts, but his Christianity
forbade him to express them to tho
maun's face. :
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When Williamg Was brought into the
Presence of the dead man, by all the
recognized laws of circumstantia] ovi-
dence he hopelessly incriminated him.
self before g question had been asked,

“I didn’t do it)”’ he cried. “Why am
Ibrought here? am innocent. Before
God, I am innocent, **

“No one hag questioned thag yet, "’
said the constable rather coolly. “‘We
have proof that Mr. Burns saw you on-
Iy a little while before his death, and
We want yon to explain the oircum.
stances.”” Thig shrewd random shot,
fired because of the prisoner’s perturba.

bla ith looked at the lishman
-~ ck.mcmmﬂu"“ct;matcl/y.z'ﬂg
tion, wasa Breat success. Williams turn-
ed livid. He stammered like a man sen-
$enced to a terrible doom.

“I—a—1lot me 80—I will go.” He
started as if to force his way throngh
the barriar of sturdy men. He was
caught in a trap.

‘‘Where were you last night between
8 and 97"

‘“‘ Why 50 severe?"’ whispered the oler.
&Yman to his deacon, ““There is yet no
Proof against him '’

‘“No," said Williams foebly. Sudden.
Iy he shrieked: ““I am innocent | I will
Bt be tortured!” Then o collapged.

All the bulldog hag 8016 out 6i Him,

As the constable held the hatchet up
before the prisoner’s €yes threo markg
were notloed—ﬂnely orossed lines, cog
into the end of the handle,

““Why, it is my hatchet |’ exclaimed
the parson in innocent surprise,
little boy out thoso marks with his jack-
knife. How could the hatchet have
8ot into Mr. Buryg’ barn?"’

At theso words Williams fe1) upon
the floor in a dead faint,

ed felt called upon to volunteer the in-
formation that her lodger had not come
in until after g the night before,

“It seems to me, gentlemen, gaiq
the constable with the gravity that the
situation demang , ““that I had better
hitoh up and take him right over to the
oounty jail. It i » pretty plain cage,
Will you #0 along, dootory”

W murmurs of approval followed
these words,

“Idon’t see any mystery about it
yet,”' said the graduate, filling hig pipe
for the third time, “‘and I don’t see
where your Jjury comes in either,”

“It was my first importang murder
oase,’’ the Jjudge resumed, iguoring the

terruption (at this point [ quote the
old jurist exactly,

The jury Was an average one, The
fareman wag choleric, hatchet faced,
sandy conmiplexioned farmer who had

ed

oreman
pressed with the importance of hig own
viewss as well as of his own position,
Perhaps William Worthely, the black-
Emith, was the most intelligent ag well
a8 the most digin

faces
laxed. y
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The jury filed out. The conrt took &
fow minutes’ recess only, expecting to
sentence the murderer in a few minutes.
The spectators remained in their seats.

“Well,” said the foreman easily,
stroking his sharp chin, ‘‘hay is about
ready to cut, and there’s no use of our
staying here auy longer. There's no two
ways of looking ab it. 1 guess we can
follow the judge. For the sake of for-
mality we'll drop our balloté in the hat.
We're unanimous—guilty, of conrse.

I've got three wmiles to ride and have
got to be home to supper.”’

The vote was hurriedly taken. Then
all but one ly rose. Worthely alone
remained seated, smoking his pipe sto
idly and looking out of the window,
while curious lines of amusement played
sround his eyes and mouth.

«By gracious!” cried the foreman,
looking at the ballots in amazement
and then eying one after the other of
his fellows suspicionsly. ‘‘Some one has
put in ‘not guilty,’ and he has had the
audacity to undergcore ‘pot.” I should
like to know who this gentleman is.
We can’t afford to waste time in fool’s

play here.”’ Here he cast a bullying
logk upon the most insignificant mem-
ber of the 12. But this person, in the
consciousness of innocence, returned an
unflinching glance.
1 We must settle this right away''—
began the foreman.
‘' Have the gentlemen of the jury
9 The court officer put his head
in at the door. ‘‘The court is waiting."’
“No," apswered the foreman with
red face, ‘‘butwe will. Now,"” he said,
turning to his jurymen, ‘‘we will find
out who votes ‘not guilty,’ and I prom-
fse you that we will make it hot for
him. All for ‘guilty,’ hold up your
hands. Opposed.”’
man in the room turned npon
William Worthely. The blacksmith

now dropped his hand mchdmdlyth and
a

dropped his jaw with-
Worthely was not a man to
—hoe was too big; nor
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«Fire away at me, " he said, with ag-
gravating good humor. “] don’t think
he’s guilty, and I never shall. Who
saw him do it? No one. 8o there’s no
direot evidence.’’

“But he can’t account for himself, "’
urged the foreman despairingly. ‘‘Do
have a little reason.”’

“Reason?’ replied tho blacksmith
bluntly. “I'll reason yom until we've
acquitted him. Here's my word for it."’
He brought his great fist down upon the
table, smashing a leaf clean oft. “I'l

not budge a hairbreadth until that ine
nocent man is set free. God is my wite
ness—1 mean what I say.”’

““And,"’ cried the foreman vindictive-
ly, ‘“we won't budge either. I've been
foreman befove, Mr. Blacksmith, and I

know 11 men can bring one around,
ive them time."’

«You'll have it fast enough,’’ sneer-
ed Worthely.

« And I should like to know how you
know he is innocent.’’

To taunt the one dissonting voice in
the jury room is no new device. The
horrors of that closed chatmber cap

never be told.

And now followed hot question acd
oool answer. On one side stood 11 men,

clear through, hurling confused
argument and bitter taunts
“Burns named him in his last
breath.”
« Apen't there any other men by the
pame of Williams in the world?’ sar-

y.

«Your first name is William,"" grin-
ned the foreman, with a thrust of the
lean, red neck.

«go is yours,”’ was the quick parry

«But where was the prisoner?”’

«] don't deny he might have seen
Burns 'M evening, but that is no

proof.

«®jow about the hatchet?’’

«He might have easily dropped it
and somebody else picked it up, and
then used it.”’

“‘Nonsensel’

llw'll

“You're crazy."’

Lot him alone, gentlemen ; his head
is tetched.’’

The foreman drew his side over to a
corner for & whispered consultation.
The thought of their homes, of their
supper and of their crops made the jury
desperate. To be balked in so simple &
ease was an unpardonable act. ‘Who can
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gount the neighborhood enmitics that At 6 o'olock an offoer, Petulant as the
y ? rest,oamototlkethojnrytotbohotd

rea.
foreman 8loomily, “‘but we can worry  son of thejy detention, The blacksmith
him out, I'll see to it that he doosn’s was haturally a hearty eater, but the

sleep a wink, hotel meal Was not only unpalatable tg
*“Two of us can keep buzzing him g  him in his strained state; it was tog

& time,”’ guggeated the little man, Soanty to atford him nourishment., Hg
-‘He'll never do no more Work forme  could but hotjoe that the rest of hiy

unless he gives in urty quick,*’ fellows had Plenty and good en
““‘Nor for me, neither, "’ food to eat. Op the way out he tried to
After a few more Whispers the cam. Stop at the desk for tches, but the

Paign wag or Then followed  officer hurried them back to their room

the fight, two by two, and this Opportunity, wag
There are fow people who understand t.

what a jury room contest is. It is sand. There were exactly eight chairs in

paper. It is mosquitoes, 1 is rod pep-  the room and s Sofa that seated four,
per. It is vitrigl, ¢ there is only ong Worthely was one of the last couple
man who stands out, he js tortured with  nearest the officer, and when he got in
* & inquisition that §g varied by 11 cor-  the sofa wag occupied. He sat down on
rosive imaginationg, Food has been  his chair, and it gaye Way with him,

until, fainting, almogt out of his intel-  beside him and began asking him ques-
ligence, he hag denied his owp right-  tions about the trial.  With an empty
®ousness lest he go insane, stomach and nothing more than g
The blacksmith mugt bave had some  smoke it was a comfort for him to argue,
inkling of what Was before him, for his  Then the rest followed ang clustered

Arma in stolid defiance, Indeed he Are you better than the judge?’
seemed like a great bul] g bay before g "If George Williamg didn’t do 1,
Pack of eapping, suarling hounds. Bug  who didz"
the bull cannot 80re all his tormengors ““We'll make You pay for it, by’
before they Worry him to hig fate, ““I'll bet he won’t holq out long.
The court had adjourned in disgust, “Hold out?" crjeq Worthely? g
Subject to the call of ghe sheriff. The  hold out unti] the last mother's son of
little town wag gg excited over the yp. you gives in."" Then he shut his mouth
foreseen division 88 if acyclone had  and turned his head to the wall, i
called, but in the Jury room determing. “You shan't sleep until you come
tion sat upon every face, around. We’ll gee how you like that.
William Wortholy, who was uged to  The foreman shook his figtg in the dig.’
Plenty of air ag wel] a8 of mighty exer. senter's face. Then the blacksmith
cise, opened the window in front of istered a mortal vow that if over he go
him. The room wae hot and stifling  out he Would leave & mark upon the
With the odor of angry men and of to. foreman’s req nose. But he answereq
- At a wink from the foreman & nothing. He closed his eyes, i
member jumpedq forward apq shut the The state does not farnish beds for di.
Window.  With 4 flash of anger the  vided juries, They sleep on their chairg
blacksmith started to remonstrate, buta  or on the floor, if gt all.  William
gniok look around showeq him the fy. Worthely had no sleep that night, He
lity of wasting his . He smiled  was consumed with thirst, pug there wag
8 little in contemps g lotit go. He  no wates to be had—for him, A]] nighs
refllled hig pipe Philosophically and  long two men relieved each other, squad
piorched for & match, He paq used up  After squad, keeping the Plackemith
bis last ono. Then if yas leovered  Fhte. Thoy talked 1o him, they nndg:
that there wag 1ot & match in ghe
rt;mt i8, no one haq any to give him 4  ing mmg an interval they devised
ight.

i e




ot cruelty. Jtist such methods have

in vogue in jury rooms for hun-
of years. It is only one of our
y relios of barbarism.

And now the blacksmith was at his

smoke—for all the things that he had
never rated before at their true worth—
took possession of him. With one sweep
of his brawny arm he would smash the
whole jury and escape to his own home.
Then he tightemed his fingers into his
coat and inwardly cursed his torment-

ors.

1t was morning and then night of the
third day. It had never occurred to the
toremmo(thojurytonendwordtotho
sheriff thas the jury could not agree.
He felt that this was the battle of his
Ufe. aud all the tenacitv that the ter

He brought his great fist down.
ler exhibits with the muskrat came ol
in this insignificant farmer. The jury
was utterly exhausted. Already men
whispered here and there of oapitula-
tion, and if it had not been for the mort-
gages that the farmer held upon their

homes they would have
over to the blacksmith.

times of day or night. But Will

Worthely had net slept for over T
hours. And now the fourth might was

upon him,
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y gone
e 11 men
had hitherto snatched only such sleep
a8 soldiers steal on picket duty or sail-
ors on watoh. They slept in impossible
attitudes in chairs, on the floor, at all
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~#%(ome, come!" said a juryman bit-

terly. ‘‘You have eased your consoience.

Now give up and we'll all ocall is

square.’’

But the blacksmith shook his head
without deigning an answer.

The obstinate juror had already ar-
rived at the stage of the heretic who
slopt upon the rack. Wasted beyond
imagination during these three days of
modern inquisition, even his old neigh-
bors would hardly have recognized the
stalwart man of independence. He was
not only tortured by lack of sleep, but
by lack of proper nourishment, lack of
water, lack of smoking, and also by &

nt mental irritation correspond-
ing to the sting a man feels when he
puts his arm into & beehive.

" What worse torture is there than nct
o be let alone for even ten minutes ca
the stretoh, when mnerves crave sleep : ¥
desperately as the shipwrecked crav: 3
land, and when the digestive systera
causes the sufferer to be nauseated with
the dizziness of famine?

When William Worthely lost cor-
goiousness for a few minutes, he got 19
yest. When he was aroused by his uu-
teoling mates, he would begin by bein ;
furious; then his anger would gradue.-
1y dissipate itself in a mental haze and
hi& mind would lose itself in a turmoil
of rotation. His forge, his neighbors,
his village, would revolve about him,
first slowly, then with frightful aocel-
eration, until one after another would
fly off on a horrible tangent, like a
comet into space. Then he would reach
out his trembling hands to save Lis
own forge, and before he could open his
mouth and shriek he found himself

pulled awake. Then he would clinch

bis teeth and thank God he had not
gone amuck in his sleep.

And now the fourth night was at
fand, and the man so used to violent
exercise, to the open air, to regular and
tnrestrained habits and a free life,
found glmul! wondering, as in &
dream, how much longer he could pos-

bly endure. The evening geemed as if

wonld never darken into night. The
was full, and revived the twi-
out new shadows into a

uminous tone. It was the kind

when people sleep uneasily

d out of their windows often and
a$ the white brillianoy that al

_yays scems sirange and fairylike, even

A0 2t D Toom boasn to denoe @
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R der migns sot Dé committed, this time
*nd d6Ws, then sidoways, then to ro. jordor the cloak of tho law. Somebad,
¥olve in an ever widening circle, This killed Burng—nog George—who then?
tt’l]umk faraly it really bappened. The Rotating on this awga) Problem, what
acksmith stared at *he phenemenon

A . Waonder the stal wart mind became con-
With surprised eyes, ‘Ahen the distan fused? And now the climax of atrocity
e bad come—so the blacksmith thought—

“‘Keep off " Worthely shouted again.
‘What did you say, you contemptible,
redheaded sneak, you?” shaking hig fist
at the foreman, ‘‘Yoq Baw George Wil-
liams do it? Tha 's & lie. George Wil-
liams? Puh| He hasn’t pluck

hang an innocent nan, and you can’g

" V77  Magibsima . did it, for I'll wager
| - " peanuts against dollarg he’ll never tell, "
Come on" ke veed.  w¥ou can’t mup. By this time William Worthely was

. 2osomc frothing at the mouth. Entranced to
::;;t 1;]3“0:"‘:. B -et:;:ed h:ﬂ:ln‘:f the spot, no one of the jury, as yes, had
verberated untfl e bammering o ventured to call assistance. Each feared

ousand Y fo miss what might follow, as much as
;rotvl:ned the .:::::_ 0%1;11: b,::th:;:: bo feared to hound the rietous dreamer.,
looked around to 8ee how the rest of the They imperoeptil;ly thouldered each
Jury were affected by the din, and ag he other for protection, and cast quick

blacksmith insane? They knew now
bree others, . . fa
:geﬁ;of(:gtued :l:eep,mbﬁhifn::: m’; that their 78 hours’ inquisition had
through cloged lldsudistinctly as be- goue too far and they began o dread
fore. On tiptoe they advanced — diq the cousequences.

And now William Worthely faced
cho::“Did they uot? Why, he oouid eveg the 11 jarymen. He began to answer

gl@ moon, which Unaccountably had ~ imaginary questions and argument with

roturned 0 its place, shone tull upon gt;:e:’“ sarcasm -;d m-::m logic.
s glared them

When they had tiptoed within g eou- them. He wag quieter now, bug his

ple of yards of him, Worthely jumped :;Y. frembling, gave evidence of an

: osion that could nog be suppressed
o, !"‘“ﬁll&t’!.lofhbnemgo mwuch longer. The room was locked,

him
““Come on '’ he yelled. “You cap'sy  80d even if the frightened men had
murder me, lmm.m.k, that, " onvoid assistance they could not have
Snullng.udlhowhghhmﬁm Mt,muhﬂmmam
bis nightmare, ho brandished hiy weap.  Window.

gn 0t imaginary foos, at the helimeel ».;g."y."'"&: e
tion of murder, The eleeping jurymen “Where’ : tion? Do you
consoB to their feet. It was & mardey oo o " imagina =

that bt indepondeatbhui- Suppose chrgo had the eourage to hit

lm.ltbht: m:m::l:mdiﬂcn. Howas '"’::ji::tw that :"“‘“ Mb:hhh.:.r
i 3 © muealed up from

+ BOUFing out his lito that_ another mus gga,., tho sor of an b g e e
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fmow it. Burhd was hit full from the
front. 1t took a man who dared to face
him and kill biv. ‘What? Of course he
was there and went away. He probabl;
mohnmowkmmddmnj

bis hatohet—pernaps he was scared.
Perhaps he meant to threaten old man
Burns, but he didn't even have the
gumption to do that.

“Hadn't you ever thought of neigh-
bors? Look me in the face. D—n you
alll Couldn't you imagine & neighbor
coming up about that time to settle a lit-
tle business or an old pill with the old
man? He never paid his debts till he
had to. Look! I can see & neighbor go-
ing in the barn just as George left. He
presents his bill, and Burns refuses to
pay. They have hot words. Don't you
hear them blackguard each other? ‘You
won't pay,’ says the other, standing be-
fore him, ‘Well, I'll make you.’ Then
the old man sneered at him. And with
that—what does his foot strike? It is
the hatohet George Williams dropped.
Burns, now, he never notices it, but
jeers again. Don’t you see it all? I can.

« «You won’t, eh?’ cries the neighbor,
grasping his debtor by the throat. May-
be he didn’t mean murder, but that
don’t make any odds. It's all the same
pow. The two men close. * You won't
then? says the neighbor.

«How do I know that George didn't
kill old man Burns? Because 1 did it
myself.”

ks L . - . L Es
“ In the sober rilence that followed the
judge’s last words a shuffle was heard
at the door, and a tall, lean man walk-
ed in bearing an armful of logs. It was
the old man familiarly known as Bill,
the keeper of their host’s camp, & quiet,
white haired, harmless fellow. Some
thought him & little ‘‘touched,’’ but ev-
ery one him. He was just a

tle, unassuming man with an air of

tent strength and suffering about him

g: ve him a dignity of his own.

in the signi t way the

1 at his servant attracted
attention of the rest.

- | Unole! 8o that’s the man
M%Hll“" Theyoung collegian
m a8 the old man left the room.

thought there was something
\

¢ him.” The hydraulio en-
o6 shook his head sagely at this ime
! conolusion. But the captain said

Sobeare:

Judge Chambers conld not help show-
ing in his face the gratification that ara-
conteur feels when he has #ucce
evolved a climax.

He proceeded with no undue haste:

«Of oourse the new jury that was im-
gnded acquitted the said George

illigms without leaving their seats.
1t took six men to hold the blacksmith
that night before he was put in a strait-
jacket and lodged in a padded cell. His
oonfession cleared up the Burns mystery
and the grand jury brought in a true
pill against him, to be served when he
should recover his sanity, if ever.

“In six months William Worthely
was a model patient, quiet and twast-
worthy, and his case was to be consid-
ered in the mext spring term. ‘While he
was pronounced sane enough about mat-
ters of the present moment he had for-
gotten absolutely everything about his
life preceding his confession. Even the
very elements of his trade had been lost
to his mind and bands. He could now
po more shoe & horse than he could
write a novel. He had even forgotten
his name, his neighbors and the village
he lived in. He was a new man, just a8
if he had been born again in that asylum
into & new world. You can't let a mur-
derer loose upon the community, and
you can't hang a man who doesn’t re-
member his crime, even if he has con-
fossed. It is & question if any man
ought to be punighed on his - own con-
fession uncorroborated by evidence. But
that is another matter for another time.
The problem was what to do with
‘Worthely.

«Matters drifted, just as the snow
did that heavy winter. Some wanted
him tried, others wanted him shut up
in the asylum for life, and a few want-
ed him out. At that time & railroad ac-

told that he could not possibly live

ore than & day or #0, he sent for a
aothodinminhtﬂ and made a confes-
sion. Among other th he said he
tmodnnlninnhmin dfield on
an evening of the preceding June. He
lnd(mptlnto.pﬂeo! hay to sleep for
the night. The farmer came out and
Mcdinndminthobamvlihmno-
bolywhohdoonntnwi\bhim. This
man had a hatchet in his hand, which




insane he would have
bung, "’ gaid the hydraulic engineer,
“‘But what diq Burns say ‘Williamg®
for?’ ingigted the student,

to lock a mag
stice gravely,

uncle, is that Willian, Worth.
ely?”

Judge Chambers regarded hig nephey
Quizzically anq smiled at ), boy’s cu.
riosity,

“I think it's about tir,, to turn in;
€on’t yony'* pe said,
THR END,
e s TS
SIR WALTER SCOTT AND MARK
TWAIN,

As men and auil, 'S no two celebrities
could be more unlike than Mark Twain
and Sir Walter Soott, To-day we think
of them together., They both made fortuneg
by their pens. They both logt all they had
bytakizgaéha.nd with partners in pyub-
lishing, i‘heyboth-.tMnincom-
Parative poverty to remake what they
had lost by the pens that
been sacred from the taint
of the trading
mmen  faced

“ S‘y'

] own
t. He'-doing it nob) lnd'lnmng' i
31]! along the line; mope -4
is glad to Jearn that he

h. He Was in Lo
am told that he has “aged

Wan climbing e Bastem hills,
While 1 Sat "megiy my cot's MOSRy eqyeg,
tone of Derpetual pijlg
wings Tustling the leaves,

Near by, a Windony unfolding jts bands,
To welcome the pupe Inoming h

Within jts ree my Jove'g busy bands
Were Preparing g Spread of 800d cheer,

'Tmomtohn!orwhcr«nm.j
tno;gm'm Dage Is love's garfand eq.

?
The magic

]
of time go exquisitedy Wore—
Could her ,thmu thug €ntranced, pe

Bpringhiu, N, 8.,
February, 1808




ON OLEANING A KITCHEN.

absorbent,

Tables whidh have been neglected may
be bleached by gpreading on them over
night a layer of (
paste with waters the mext morning
it off and scrub. The same paste may be
laid on floors when spotbed with grease.

In cleaning floors never wet too large a
space at once. If beyond the comfortable
mnge of the arm, there is almost certain
to be a dark cirdle when dry, ghowing
where you leave off each time, because,
being out of easy readh, one has no power
to serub well or wipe dry. Always In
using the dry dloth rub it well beyond
Lhespacenowbeingdea.ned to the ome

last dome.

After the ‘tables are serubbed mtbe-nd to
the simk. Put a lump of washing soda
asc large as an egg at least over the sink-
hole, and pour a kettle of boiling water
over it, using the gink-brush to send it

HOME AND YOUTH.

Ohopped Oniona are a desirable and
healthful addition to chickens’ food.

A Poultice of Stale Bread, soaked in
strong vinegar, applied om retiring, will
relieve corns.

Sweet Oil will improve patent leather.
Rub over the surface with a bit of cotbon
wool dipped in the oil, and then polish
with a soft duster. .
Brush dark dresses thoroughly with &
clean hard brush dipped in blue water,
and then hang them up to dry. This re-
vives dark and black materials, and
makes them look almost like new.

To purify the kitchen from unpleasant
odors, burn vinegar, vesin or sugar.

Otrknnmybonnden.iramimterﬁdht
by keeping them for five minutes entirely
immersed in oil.

To Clean Painted Woodwork.—Take two
quarts of hot water, two tablespoonfuls of
turpentine and ome of skimmed milk, and
only soap enough to make guds. This mix-
tune will clean and give lustre.

Oreakthootc.——Tocm'etheermhhsof
boots,mke'ﬁhuntotdmmakermdm
himtospr'mgthﬁnmead\side,u;din-
sert between the soles a teaspoomful of
Frendh chalk. This process will gsly cost
a trifle, and will entirely oure the mis-
chief, 4
On buying sheets, always buy gheets o
fow inches wider than is nécessary to cover
the beds, for when the middle of the sheot
is becoming thin, it should be cut in two
down the centre, the selvedges seamed to-
, and the sides hemmed. The sheet
will then be almost as good as new,
A Paste for Tahgds.—Ome of the best
medﬁeﬂtmhmhbomh
mdebynﬁxhghﬂmnﬂofﬂomvﬁtb
four ounces of white sugar. Boiling water
ghould be used to mix it, as with ordinary

R
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For Starching Gingham and Callico, dis-
solve a piece of alum the size of a hazel
nut, in a pint of stangh, This will keep
the colors bright for a long time, To make
& brilliant polish for shirts, ete,, to a pirit
of starch add wihite wax, one half 5 drachm;

Use the

Spermaceti, one half a
iron as hot as possible,
Newspapers should be eaved for kitchen
use, to wipe the stove, to polish the tea-
kettle, to wipe the flat irons (doubled), to

Eog staine.—When washing table linem,
or any cloth stained with g, avoid putting
it in boiling water, wihidh will set the stain
till it will be almost permanent,
cloth first in cold water, and the stain may
be casily removed. The same rule applies
to egg-cups, and any dishes stained with
egz. If they are placed with the other
ahina, into hot soda, water, the stain hard-
ens on the plate or glass, and it will re
quire considerable patience to remove it;
but it comes off easily in cold water,

be taken out, cut in small pieces, and boil-
ed to a jelly, This, diluted with warm
rain-water, makes a beautiful lather  for
washing woollen goods, which ane spoilt
if moap is rubbed on to tihe fabric, Smal
pieces of toilet soap should be kept
themeelves, and they can be melted up
again with a small quantity of milk, then
formed into cakes, and stood agide to dry
till ready for use,

Care of Carpets.—After carpets are tack-
ed dawn, they should be carefully swept,
then gome over with a stiff ing brush
dipped in equal parts of ammonia and hot
water. Spots caused by gums of any sort,
vm’dhq-wax,mncbeh.kenoﬁby
spirits or theat. It js well to clean these
spots before laying the carpet. Fill a hot

HOME AND YOUTH,

wi a very

:

solve four ounces of
mud[: brvqwn umber as wil] give the tone
Tequired in two applications, this will give

a walnut finigh, imilarly, venedian ned
may be added for mal ny, and yellow
ochre for pine When , &mooth

watch every day at the me hour, avoig
Putting it on a marhle slab, or near any-
thing excessively cold; the sudden trgngj.

tion from heat to cold, contracting the
2 mainspring

pockets which are lined with cloth, cot.

ton, calico, ete., give, by the constant frie.
tion, a certain quamtity of fluff which en-
temmmtwutzcbel,wnﬂlonwit.hm
which ghut firmly, -




Bylyia was sitting alone in the drawing

Her brother had gone to the sta-
tion to meet the friend who was expected
that  eveming. She wondered what he
would be Jike. Jack had waxed quite
eloquent over his charms, and as Jack
was genemally pretty reliable, Sylvia felt
guite anxious to see this medern hero.

She was rather glad that Hilda was
not at home. Hilda was her elder sister,
and -the beauty of the family; not that
Sylvia was ugly, far from it, but then,
Hilda was an acknowledged beauty, and
so came in for all the admiration of
strangers.

Suddenly the drawing room door opened.
A maid entered, followed by a tall young
man.

“Mr. Carr, miss,” said the servant.

Sylvia rose hurriedly, and, for some un-
accountab'e reason, Wushed.

“How do you do?’ she said. “I am
Jack’s sister; he has gone to meet you.
1 euppose you missed one another at the
station.” y

“Probably,” the young man answered.
“A hansom was opposite my carriage as
1 jumped out at Paddington; as there was
such a crush I got in at once with my
bag, and—here T am.”

After that the pair soon became friends,
g0 much so that, when Jack Fenn retwrn-
ed from his unsuccessful quest, he was
much surprised to find the twa chatting
away ag if they had known each other for
years.

Bernard Carr was pronounced a com-
plete success. And ams Sylvia fell asleep
that night, an unspoken wish formed un-
consciously in her brain: “I wish that
Hilda was mot coming back toanorrow.”
Which would seem to prove that Bernard
Carr was an exceedingly ettractive young

fman. .

On the morrow, Hilda arrived, radiant
with menewed health and beauty, inspired
by the fresh breezes of the Highlands.
Therefore it is & matter of no surprise

room.
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that Carr’s eyes were continually seeking
her face at dinner that night, a fact that
Jack Fenn noted with satisfaction, for he
was fond of hie friend, and bad for the
time adopted the role of mateh-maker.

Bernard and Hilda would make a fine
pair. And so the days passed on. Carr's
visit was nearing an end, a fact respon-
sible for many regrets on the part of the
Fenn family generally, and secret heart-
burning to Sylvia. Poor child; Love had
bad come to her umasked, and, like the
cruel god he always is, had apparently
purposely ignored the fact that there could
be two sides to the question.

Thus, as the hour of parting grew
nearer, Hilda’s radiance grew in propor-
tion, in anticipating triumph. Sylvia
seemed muoch the same; only the closest
observer could have mnoticed the subtle
change that had come over her.

On the day before Car’s departure Jack
proposed an impromptu dance. The idea
was voted admirable, and a few intimates
available were bidden to the revel. “Now,”
thought Sylvia, “is the hour of Hilda's
triumph.”

Carr ‘was an excellent daneer. Hilda's
waltzing was perfect. Of course they led
oft the dance. Everyone’s eyes dwelt ad

miringly upon them; so that perhaps Syl
via’s trembling lips passed unnoticed.
Bernard claimed Sylvia for the third
dance. She tried hard to be as gay as he
was, but was, it is to be feared, omly
a poor actress, and half way through the
dance Carr stopped.

“You are looking rather tired,” he said
gently; “hall we sit out the rest of e
dance?”

Sylvia nodded. If only he had knmown
how mear the surface her tears were!

Ensconced in a coay corner, the musie
of the ball-room a dim, melodious jingle
in their ears, the pair sat silent for &
while. {

At last Bernard spoke. o Sl

“Have 1 done anything to offend you,
Sylvia?”—they had by mutual conseng
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dropped the Mr. and Miss of convention-
ality—he askeq softly,

“No,” answered the girl, her heart throb-
bing fiercely, despite her efforts; “how cam
You have?”

“You seem different to me, somehow,
I—" He broke off with strange abrupt-
ness, and looked into her face,

What he read there must have given
him courage,

“Sylvia,” he said, “I love you.” But
there was no need for him to say more,
for Sylvia’s €yes were raining tears—tearg
long pent Up, 80 he just took her in his
arms and kissed her, murmuring sweet,
unintelligible nothings into her ear,

Of course, everyone was immensety sur.
prised, none more than the worthy Jack,
And it must be admitted that Hilda be.
haved very well, At first Sylvia felt sorry
for her sister, but when certain gtories
reached her ears of a young doctor up in

went in the family, ghe began to think
that Hilda had not behaved so well after
all.  However, she never flet Bernard
know of the bitter suspicions that he him-
self had killed,
S. P,
—————

The Duke of Wellington once said: -«
The greatest compliment I have had paid
in my life was once when our fellows got
had been beaten back in some disorder,
I rode up and rallied them, and led them
back, and they recovered the lost ground,
Just as I rode u , one of the men stepped
out of the ranks and called out, “Hepe
comes the man that knows how.” Thig
siory is vouched for by the writer in the

KILLED BY JOYFUL NEws,

One of the most sadly dramatic of all
deaths caused by joyful intelligence, wag
t-‘lwt. which oocurred many years ago in

wumted,onwlioboneofhhatm
sion was to die,

Ashen white, the man listened calmly to
the soothing words of the chaplain, and
when the latter had ended this exhortation,
hem’teumdhisinmooemeuft.hemimo
for whidh he was to euffer,

Everyt-hing Was ready for the final act
of the grim tragedy, when o telegram ar.
rived, addressed to the governor, from the
queOﬂiee, oxda-;ngthemmto be re-

pinio::.l eonvii)ct;‘l:)t even as he did w, a
convulsive - gof k the Wwretch’s
frame, and he fell down motme-.

: Thum'iumdootmbmtoverhim!orn
instant, and -then shook his head mourm.
fully, indicating only too plainly that the
unfortunate man bad been killeg by the
l»;?ry 0ews which should have saved hig

e.

e ——— —_

The “country dance” i which any pum.
ber of couples can take part, the gentlemen
being ranged on one side and the Jadjes on
the other, as in the good old “Sir Roger de
Coverly,” is not, as ite name would imply
of rustic origin. The name is corrup-
tion of the French contre-danse and the
dance is of far older and more honorable
lineage than the waltz, polka or mazurka

to say nothing of the latest fad, the two-
step.

Tke LANCBY 8y~ -
““ NIr. Benger's cimir-ble preparation.”
The LONDON MEDICAL RECORD says—
"

wmummmmm

It is invaiuahic,.”

GOLD MEDAL awarded Health Exhibition, London, N
of Leading Im

everywhere,
‘Wholessle mnalm.lu-.nl..lwmm
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LOST ATLANTIS.

The legend of the lost Atlantis relates
to an isand or oontinent believed to have
existed in part of what in:now the At~
Jantic Oceam, opposite the mouth of the
Mediterranean Sea. Mr. A. 8. Skidmore,
of Wolverhampton, writes:—

The statement respecting Atlantis mauie
by the ancient writers went to show that
Atlantis was densely populated with &
civilized and educated people, who car-
ried on a considerable maritime trade,
They were believed to have founded col-
onies on the shores of the Mediterranean
-ﬂmu!wrﬂu'tsauiwluvebeenm
euthors of the civilizations of Fgypt,
Phoenicia, Assyria, Mexico, Peru, etc.
Even tihe Chinese were believed to have de-
rived perhaps their onigin, and certainly
their arts and sciences, from Atlan-
teans. Atlantis was rich in and
;mxhdn'veotg‘incnd-fnﬁu,cmm
ed in hot eprings, and the indmbitants
were- ekilful in metal-working and the
building aits, Some of their temples are
described as having been covered inside
with silver and gold. The region was in-
tersected willa canals and the shores were
alive with docks and shipping.

The disappearance of Atlantis is attrib-
uted to a violent earth movement, causing
ite depression below the Jevel of the
ocean. There is much in the facts of
geology to support this theory, for most’
of the earth’s surface has at some time
been umder water.

The Azores Islands, in mid-Atlantie,
which have been taken as the mountain
tops of the submerged Atlantis, abound,
as Atlantis is said to have done, in hot
springs, and the varietieq of building stone
said to have been used by the Atlanteans
ave also found on those is'ands. The

theory is strongly supported by the facts -

ined in the Atlantic surveys, for
in the middle of the Atlantic bed ‘there
is an elevatiom or platean having moun-
tains on one side and & vast plain on the
other, corresponding exactly with what is
written concerning Atlantis.

Atllantis is believed to have been con-
nected by ridges with the African and Am-
erican continends, a circumstamce which,
if true, explains the close resemblafice of
the flora and fauna of the old worll and

mids of Mexico and Peru were eimilar to
those of Egypt, and were placed in the same
position in regard to the cardinal points
of the compass.

The only explanation of these resemb-
lances lay in & eommon origin of prinicple
and design.

CANINE CLAIRVOYANCE.

It is often that we hear asked the old
question: “Can animals reason?’ No one
denies them intelligence, memory and cer-
tain qualities on the borderland between
mind and instinct; but man has so long
been accustomed, in hie superior way, 1o
draw @ line of distinction between him-
gelf and the lower animals that he is un-
willing to abandon the differentiation. A
uoryofﬂnhteur.mm,ﬁewtorm
wae 8o oruelly murdered at the dooxr o
the Adelphi’ Theatre, is very singular as
ghowing that, however inferior the reason-
dngfwiﬁaofanimdnmybe,ﬁeirper
ceptive faculties are sometimes extraordi-
nary. The story told by Mr. Tom Terniss,
a son of the murdered actor, relates to &
pet dog belonging to his father—an intelli-
gent fox-terrier called Dave, after Mr.
Terriss’s favorite part in ‘““The Harbor
Lights.” The dog was lying comfortably
asleep on Mrs. Terniss's lap in the draw-
ing room of her residence, The Cottage,
Bedford Park, on the night of the tre-
gedy. At twenty minutes past seven (the
exact moment when Mr. Terriss was slain)
the dog suddenly leaped from Mrs, Ter-
riss’s lap and dashed in a frantic manner
about the room, yelping, snapping, and
showing all the indications of mingled rage
and fear. Mums. Terriss was much atarmed
by the dog’s unusual behavior, and cnied
out to her two sons, who were in the
room, “What does he see? What does he
see?’ If Davie.could speak, he would in~
terest many in the relation of what he
W,

This story has called forth another of a
gimilar nature. A correspondent of a Lon
don paper relates that on the night om
which H.M.S. Captain went down with
all hands, the infflates of the homo of one
of the young officers who perished in her
from their slumbers in the
night by the loud yelping,
Tushing about o
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A COMFORTABLE N IGHT-SHIRT

637—-YOKE NIGHT-SHIRT,
Sizes—Medium and Large,
646—YOKE NIGHT SHIRT,

Sizes—12, 14 and 16 years,
Shirting, or twil'ed muslin, Canton or out.

ing flannel, and Ching silk are the materialg

generally employed for these garments,

L. No,

YOKR NigHT SHIRT,
No. 637—Sizes

. Medium ang Large,
. 648, —Sizes 12, 14 anq 16 years,

and the style of trimming depends on in-
dividua? taste, but the favorite finish g

plain fea,themtztéhilgg, or machine stiteh.
ing. It ig out with a yoke in the back,
and plain gack shape in fromt, and finished
at the neck with a turti-down collar,

o ——
THE NEW FITTED SKIRT,
1260—OLARENDON SKIRT

I Sizes—Medium and Large
'€ new skirts are made to fit snugly
over the hipg, and with a c]ose-ﬁtting effect,
nearly to the knees, hey do not measure
over three yaids a¢ the hem, and Hare rathep
sharply from below the knees, The fullnesg

y the iltustration the skirt

D cashmere, trimmed with bands

of velvet, The favorite finigh for the bot-

tom is facing of hair-cloth op erinoline,
veteen binding,




A OOMFORTABLE SCHOOL FROCK.
1250—LAURINA JACKET WAIST.

Bizes for 12, 14 and 16 years.

A simple school frock, fitting trimly, yet
comfortable, admitting perfect, ease for
kinds of exercise. The lining is close-
fitting, covered in the front with a loose
blouse effect of silk or figure wool, with

No. 1250—-LAURINA JACKRT WAIST.

the back and side pieces faced up aboub
three indhes. Over this is worn an Hton
Jacket with broad sailor collar. The loose
fitting coat sleeves are of the same material
as the Bton, and are oewedm_the arme
hole of the jacket only; an admirable p]en!
when ic exercises are to be coqmd.-
ered, end also for wearing with varous

blouse fronts.

SMALLBST MEMBER OF THE FAMILY
1046DOTTIE moo% !\

ﬁzaforSimeﬂ;hoOmYmnd Two

ears.
A simple little Mother H\M-.r.d. for
tlittleehﬂd,dtﬁoiorquol

HOME AND YOUTH.
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wool or cotton fabrics, and is made in bhe
plainest and most comfortable way. Boft
French flannel is used for this model. - The
full skirt is gauged on the short, pointed
yoke. Velvet, baby ribbom and lace trim
the sleeves, yoke, and pointed epaulets.
The neck is edged with lace, and the roset-
tes are of baby ribbon. The skirt is
finished with a deep hem and a feather
stitched tuck. If wash goods is prepared,
usa nainsook; tuck the yoke and substitute
embroidery for lace, omitting the ribbom
altogether.

UHILD'S EMPIRE FROCK.
1277—-DAUPHIN FROCK.

Sizes for 4 and 6 years.
This quaint little frock is cut slightly low
in the neck, as well as sleeveless; however,
an appropriate pattern is given, so that the

No. 1277—CHILD'S EMPIRE FROCK.

usefulness of so pretty a design may not be
limited. It is cut quite full, both back and
front, but is fitted under the arms. Silk
passementerie, embroidery, or ribbon may
be used to finish the neck and sleeves as
wel as for the bands which run from stioul-
der to hem, both on the front and back of
frock. v sere a high neck effect is desired
a guimpe should be worn.



60 HOME AND YOUTH.

@ SIMPLE ¥ROOK WOR BOYS og
1278—VICTOR FROCK.
!iuim-z,l,mdtiyeu-.

This simp.e hitile frock may be used for
ither little boys or girls. It is cut mth_a
» Bquare yoke, to which the skirt is

No. 1278—vICTOR FROCK,

fulled front ang back. The skirt is con-
fined loosely with belt, for boys, and
lgft to hang free when designed fo.r _libtle

with a band of some simple embroidery
or flat trimming, and the collar and cufts
are featherstibched, Cashmere, merino
and flannel are all equally light-weight,
durable materials for children’s frocks, as
well as a kinds of cotton fabrics,

A special illustration ang full dtrections
about the Pattern will pe found on the
envelope in which it is enclosed,

\
PLAID SILK Walsts wimg BIAS
EFFECT,

1227—-S00TIA WAIST,
Sizes for 34, 36, 38 inches bust measure,
‘An extremely styligh way of using plaidg

0. 1227—-SCOTIA WAIST,

is to cut the material on the biag, The
Scotia waist, in scarlet ang green plaid, is
the newest design to carry out this ef-
fect. The silk i-laidinthmdeapfdda
over the bust, and drawn in ' the waist
in fine plaits, The full frin below the
belt is cut separate,
widen into a fyi) draped puff at the shoul-

A special illustration and full directions
about thopl.btem'illbofomdmthﬁ
velope in which it i enclosed,
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FROOK. WITH MUSLIN
GUIMPE.

1246—HYACGINTHE FROCK.

Siges for 4, 6 and 8 Years.

Wodl frocks for little girls are frequently
—dotowarwithnmslinord.kpnmpu.
This is not only a pretty i-h_wmbutn
nuhlone,aldeanvhite'nmhﬂn
an air of dainty freshness to a gown that

A DAINTY

No. 1246—TYACINTHE FROCK.

has seen many a romp. Any ;oft_, wool.or
lilkaodlcmbemdomﬂxlsdmgn,mng

mvdv&rﬂﬂnntotﬂmsnddﬁhet
silk or satin for the full vest. The sleeves
cemrelynpuﬁdiﬂmmterialc&ughtm
at the shoulder. The guimpe can be made
of tawn or cambric or, if preferred, silk
or wool may be used. The full, round
skirt reaches a trifle below the knees, sad
te fufished with a deep hem.

‘A FASHIONABLE PLOUNCED PETTI
QOAT.

£2%-WILMOTTE PETTIOOAR

Mm'ﬂ;&QmM&
signed exclusively for stout womex. With
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the present fashion of fitting the skirts
anugly over the hips a yoke petticoat is al-
most & essity. Our model is an excel-
lent design for either a silk or cambric pet-
ticoat, trimmed with silk or lace ruffles
for the silk ones, and embroidery or lace
ruffles for the cambric ones. It is cut
with a yoke, and all the fullness of the
body of the skirt is drawn to the back of
the yoke. This design is also suitable for
moreen or mohair petticoats.

ONLY $500 BACH.

Methodist Magazine: We apprehend much
suffering, many disappointments, and not
a few bheart-breaking tragedies (as a re-
sult of the rush to the Yukon gold flelds).
Mr. Ogiivie estimates that of the 100.9%
persons who may go, 85,000 will ‘be disap-

nted. His estimate of the gold product

n 10 years ds $100,000,000. That divided
among 200,000 people would be $500 each,
and it would cost them more than that to
get it. We are afraid the re-action of this

m will be disastrous to Canada. While
#t lasts it may ecreate a feverish exclte.
ment, but the bitter disappointment of
thousands will make them ocurse the coup.
try whose staple industries of agriculture
and forestry they rejected for the gold min-
fng lottery, with its fow splendid prizes
and Its many total blanks.

PUREST AND BEST

| - a

For Household Use,
For Making Butter,
For Making Cheese.
The WINDSOR SALT CC., Limited,

WINDSOR, ONT.

PEPODPODOOD O O @ HOOVDVOIODD

®
®
©

TOOTH TALK

Let's talk of teeth. Your teeth, you
want them perfecul clean and white,
discoloration—Use

:

&

ealthy red

:

:

Perfect Tooth Powder. o
mﬂb Chemical aralysis says so. Your @

o

26cks,
The Avoma Chemical Co.,

Toronto, Ont,

VPP OPOVOOIP®
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DEMOREST PATTERNS FRee

TO READERS oF

“HOME aa YOUTH, »

haa 2 2 2 XN

g
3

We have made arrangements with an olq and reliable
pattern house, whose styles are universally adopted by well
dressed people everywhere, by which we will offer to our
readers the Demorest Cut Paper Patterns, All that our
readers will have to Pay is a nominal Sum to defray the
cost of mailing, Thege patterns, when purchased in the re.
’ gular way, cost from 20¢ to 50¢ apiece, consequently our of.
®
g;

PRESERVE THIS—IT |s WORTH FIFTY CENTS,

“HOME and YOUTH »
Coupon Pattern Order.

Entitling the holder to one DEMOREST PATTERYN, if sent to
the office of the Demorest Publishing Company, 110 Fifth Ave,,
New York, N.Y., with three two-cent stamps, to help pay for

i lmndling, mailing, etc,

wanted, and choose one of the sizes that is printed with each design,

NAME.. Teeeet ittt mn ety e

Number of Street or P.0,
Pattern, } }

Size i
Desired. J«eueeeeeees TOWBesemsaars vt suu................
‘Without this coupon your Patterns would. cost from twenty centg
to fitty cents apisce,

o

®
®
g Besure and give Your name and full address, number of pattern
®




YOUTHFUL FOLLY.
»You are young, Kalser Willam,” the old

man said;
“And you turned your oMd Obancellor up;

Yet you spoofed the old Concert, and Towp-
ed  ahead
With  your oreditors, crochets, and

Krupp.
“Wen, Krnp&;" gald the Kaiser, “I had
to aban $
Nmemmhdonlytobe
v modest, considerate and un-

neelfish and
Assuming, like Abdul and Me."”

“You are young,' said the sage, “and
perhaps that was why
You dashed off that wire to Oom Paul;
But a squadron was hatched and got ready

to fly,
And then you d1d nothing at all”

“When the Lion was nappiog,” sald Wil
Mam, * ‘twas festive

To tickle his tall with e equirt;

But when he looked round and began to

be restive—
Why, one of us might have got hurt."

“You are young,” sald the elder, "I beg

to repeat:
Now those people who live by the Rbhine—

Pid they smile when you solemaly rose
to your feet
And toll them your right was Divine "
“Did they sm¥le?’ sald the Great One,
“oome, ask me another:

The Fatherland’s long been agreed
Phat the Kaiser i Kalser and Henry's bis

brother—
A simple and beaotiful creed.”

"Well, you're young emough, but Henry's
still minor;

yet you've sent him to What's-it-name-

and Heaven,

Chow:
That's Turkey, and Kruger,
and Chdna:
What on earth will you play on us now 7

wyon're 01d,” he replled, “and doting at
that
And ought to be put on the shelf,

yYou ask what an up-to-date Kaiser is at!
Do you think he's a notlon himself "

LIFE,
Lite ig like the oceam,
Broad and deep;
ws of emotion

Life is bright or dreary
Whero we dwell;

Ever bravely pressing
On way, ]
Fajrer Is the blessing i}
Day by day. B

Life is like a jew
In the 3 |
Cut it, be not eruel, | |
Just enough; 1
Polish, till its glory, = |
, divine, [
Tells a nolle story, -
Even thine.

HOME AND YOUTH.

PILES "= Smyostor

s
and CONSTIPATION (bmchh\f. protruding,
inward), whether of recent or long standing, or money
refunded. 1t gives instant relief, and effects a radical

and .m'a*‘m_:

relief your
monials and free sample. On 9o cts. a box. For
druggists, of seat y mail on receipt of price.
i

VAFTH RUDY, Reg. Pharmacist, Lancastr, P,

LYMAN BROS. & CO,, Wholesale Agents,
TORONTO, ONT.

SECURE one of these Machines and your
Household Sewing will bea pleasure, Made
in many attractive Styles. See our agents,

The Williams NTg, Co., “mited,Mont
ASK YOUR DEALER FOR

ROZSEL

\’/
N

BEST FORTABLE.DAIRY.AND FARM.

HOME WORK F23rvrms.

We want the services of a number of fam-
hole or

' gmmpynrweek.‘?
commenece send nam
8. A.SvrrLy Co., Box 265, LONDON,

ageniy
MISS K. C. McDONA

g40 YONGE STREET

LD,
TORONTO
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Home and Youth

(Formerly Our Home,)

AN TLLUSTRATED MONTHLY.
Price, 50 Cenits Pc!a:r,hadv-wo,
To all parts of Oanadn, United States and
Newfoundiand.

Forelgn Subscription Price, 3 shillings,

THE HOME & YOUTH PUBLISHING (0,

116 St. James Street, Montread,

THOMAS BUSBY, Manager,
P.0. Box 2180, Montreal, Que,

ANNOUNCEMENTS.
New su OnS can commence at any
time the year,

Remittances may be made by money pr
postage stamps.

Money for renewals should be sent each
'u{nvrlbcdnoulymo theoﬂlea.z pub-
dﬁl:nt!on. We do ::rt cuﬂwri:s“u:.n't’a

collect money Tenewal, ub-
scriptions,

Notity the publishens If you should
change your address, Iways send your
old address as well ag the new,

H you ao ot receive Home and Youth
y, wmeooﬂzepnblhhen,ua
ithe mtbawmbeloomhﬂoctonoe.

Write names and addresses so plainly that
0o mistake can possibly be made,

Advertiging rates wilj be furnished on
‘appll . Advertisements at all times
to be subject to editorial approvail,

Address all communieations to

HOME AND YOUTH PUBLISHING CoO,,

P.O. Box 2180, Montreal, Que.

—
The readers of Home and Youth cannot
feel more regret than ‘the manager does at
the delay in the publication of the Febru-
ary number. The cause wag one not to be
fcreseen or prevented, it being the con.
fusion and “pi” incidental to a fire which
broke out in the building where the type
for Youth and Home is set. We fake
refugeinﬂxeoldndage"nettuhtethan
never,” for the present, and for the future
alopt, and will endavor to live up to, an
improved version “Better never late,” go
that the Mardh number may be expected
close on the heels of the present one,

BEATING JULES VERNE'S HERO.

Prince Khilkoff, the Russian Minister o¢
Communications, is reported to have stat-
ed that, when the Siberian Railway is
opened throughout jts entire length, the
tour of the worlg may be made in thirty-
three days. The various divisions of the
iourney are covered as follows ; Bremen to
St. Petersburg, one and a half days; St.
Petersburg to Vladivostock, ten days; Vlan.
ivostock to San Francisco, ten days ; San
Francisco to New York, four angd a halt

permanent way of railways jn the various
distriets passed over, fiye days might be
saved, Thus the Kaiser Wilhelm woulq
be available for the Atlantie Passage, with

Pacific Passage. To maintajy the high ave.
rages of the special trains, it jg further

Vhdivoctoek, 149.1 houns; Vladivostock to

ancuoo, 270 hotifs; Sapn Francisco
to New York, 731 hours; New York to
Plymoutb, M8 hours; Piymouth to Lon-
don, 3.2 houns, Total, 665.2 hours, ‘I'hig

gi‘:es a total of 97 days 17 hours for the
whole Journey,

e PR
Windsor Salt, purest and best.
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BERT, PAUL—Doctgine of the Jesults ...........v.... .ov.Cloth $1.50
BIRDS OF MONTREAL—-By E. D. Wintle....,. ORI . T 8
CAMPBELL, HELBN-—Sundays in Yoho ......... bo suans o 0ssDiOth - 1.00
CATHOLIC ARCHBISHOP OF MONTRBEAL-—Letters of Marcus

Cloth, $1.00 (. ooovironsosnssorsscnrsn 145 o PR Al 55 %% + o Paper .50
OHATEAUCLAIR, W, — The Young Selgnenr,.......ccccovees Qloth 1.00
DAWSON, SIR WM.—Salient Points in the Science of the History

of the Parth. .. .covvsvrerisnsssansrrcrarernns " PSR +s Cloth 2,00
DAWSON, SIR WM.—Modern Science In Bible Tand...... .Cloth 1.50
DAVID MORRIOE HALL LECTURES. — Questions of the day;

being Sunday afternoon addresses on populgr theological sub-

jects by leading Canadlan mindsters . ......ocoviiiveion Cloth  1.25
DOUGALL, L.—Beggars All.......cccooiinannnes cspopuTossise svie 1.00
DRYSDALE'S ROYAL CANADIAN ATLAS—4to, Special Canadian

Maps . . R Sty R S TR TR A .50
FULTON, -—spu-rgmn ()ur Ally vsss Cloth 1,50
HART, G. E.~The Fall of New France and the English in Canada.

22 beantiful engravings, 480, ... caviiinn b s RR A L TR 3.00
HIGGINS, REV. T. A.—IAfe of J. M. Cramp, DD : Coth 1.50
HINOKS.—Reminiscences of his Public Life ................Llot.h 4.00
JORDAN, REV. L.—The Communion Reghster, 4to. Nett........ 2.50
KINGSFORD, WM.—Canadian Archaeology .....covseesessse..Cloth .75
LIGHTHALL, W. D.—The Young Seigneur, Cloth, $1.00; Paper .50
MACHAR, MISS.—Ronald Graeme ......... ...Oloth, $1.00; Paper .50
McKAY, REV, A, B.—The Conquest of OBDARN. .+ v svese 0. Cloth 1,50
MARTIN, H. T.—Castorologia ; or, History of the Canad'an -

BeAVEE .cvcvverassarcnsas trnossnsssnss crsnssansseinsess ONERES.50
STEPHENS, H. B~Ju«qum (nrtim- and his Four Voy-agu 1o

OCanada. IMustrated ......cocvvveoneens 3.00
THOMPSON,—Business Tips and C-om'merdhl Mde B A aekas e ,
THOMPSON, REV. J., D.D.—Lambs in the Fold ............ 1.00
WEIR, A.~Romance o( Sir Richard. .. ..o0v0s ATBAYS 1.00
WHITE, REBV. G. R.—Sparks for your Thxdar 1.00
OVER THE SNOW ; or, the Montreal Carnival. .Cloth, T5¢; Paper .60
UAMP AND LAMP.—By 8. M, Bayli§ ..,c..o00 i inmnsnnsnvanenes 1.25

$ PUBLISHERS, BOOKSELLERS
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§ 232 St. James Street, Montreal, :
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~.'The Montreal.

' FSTABLISHED 1808,

The Oldest Liberal Paper in
the Dominion.

Daiiy Eieto; s $3

Best and Brightest Montreal
Newspaper.

A Faper for the Home.
A Paper for the Office.
£ Paper for the People,

sithjects,
/£ DDRESS

HERALD PUBLISHING CO.

- "Montreal, Que.

The Herald by veason of its complete reports of Montreal
and Canadian News, and its Commercial and Marine
fatelligence, is particularly valuable to persons re-
siding outside of Montreal who are interested in these




