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A Year Ago.
Your letters before me are lying,
Not crisp or unsoiled, it is true;
And somehow I cannot help sighing
When I have but glanced o'er a few.

These tattered beseechings remind me
Of days that are far out of sight;

Their passionate pleadings still bind me
To days that were full of delight.

« 5o tired of travel and roving,”
This folly I fondly believed;
Another ¢uds, « Faitbful and loving,”
And t}zis, « You shall not be deceived.”

Once more the soft wind is blowing
Far over the wide-stretching plain;

Once more the brightriver is flowing,
In memory once more I reign.

You call me “reformer ” in jesting,
And beg 'me to model your life.

Auch wisdom I gained by the testing;
I lost you—becoming your wife.

BONNY WO0ODS.

BY E. T. PATERSON.

CHAPTER V—(Continued.)

‘!\a FEW minutes later, Miss Lauric cntered the sitting
& reom where the threv young people, grouped about

the window, were talking and laughing gaily; while
the old lady ip an arm chair close by, listened to their merry
chatter, nodding and smiling, and swaying her body to and
fro in her usual manuner.

«T am so sorry I shall not be able to join you this morn-
ing in your expedition to the woods ; you will have a charm-
ing walk, I am sure,” said Augusta, smiling and sauve, as she
shook hands with thetwo young men.

“She's making butter,” put in Mrs. Laurie, suddenly.

“Bolter!” exclaimed Jack. fOh! Niss Laurie, you
must let me pay a visit to the dairy some day. I should
very much like to watch the process of butter-making.”

¢ Have you never been in & dairy, and you born and bred
in the country?? cried Reggie.

% Oh, yes, but that was in the days of my youth, many
years ago, before my powers of observation were developed,”
laughed Jack.

« Certainly, I shall be charmed to initiate you afresh into
the mysteries of the dairy,” answered Augusta, pleasantly.

“But look here, Augusta,” said Reggie, « Why on carth
cannot that nice old body you call Susannah, finish the
butter-making this morning, and you come with us.”

“Impossible! 1 pever permit anyone to intertere with
the dairy-work I”

« Why, what will become of the dairy when ivou are mar-
ried, then,” asked the boy, mischievously.

#I am sure I do not know,” answered she, with a genuine
conviction that the whole house, dairy included, would be-
come utterly demoralised when she departed therefrom. :

«T should not be a bit surprised, Augusta, if Mr. Little-
worth were to fall in love with Judith, and marry her; there
wasa look in his eyes this morning, that said as plainly as
possible that he admired ber; they would make a splendid
couple, wouldn’t they ? both so handsome—both so young
and fair!”

So rambled on old Mrs. Laurie, as she and her daughter
stood by the door watching the two young men and the young
girl as they blithely proceeded in the direction of the
Woods.

Augusta started, and answered coldly: «I do not
seevanything particularly handsome about Judith ; but it is
undeniable that Mr. Littleworth is so; if he fallsin lova with
her, let us hope that she will not prove hard-hearted ; but
take my advice, mother, and say nothing about it—to any-
one; if eithur Judith or Mr. Littleworth should hear that
their names were being linked together, it might spoil every-
thing; you understand ?”

When Miss Laurie had returned to the dairy, she did not
at oace resume her task of moulding the rich golden butter
into fanciful shapes; she stood by the open window, think-
ing,  That was a good idea of mother’s; if only it happens
so, and she will bo a little fool if she does not prefer this
young man, he is handsume and rich, and nearer her own
age than Donald Standficld ; I will throw them together as
much as possible, and if he is fancy free it is more than prob-
ablo that he will imagine himself desperately in love with
her before the two weeks are over; she is an artful little
thing, and has ¢ven contrived to bewitch Standfield. But she
shall never be his wife if I can prevent it; and I think—I
think I can.”




78

An evil light flushed into Augusta's eyes ; but presently
she frowned and impatiently turned from the window, as
though troubled by her own thoughts.

« Yet, why should T care, why should 1 worry ? " her heart:

cried passionately, “ whether he marries her or not, seeing
that I myself am to marry Clarence Thorpe in two months;
and even if it were not 8o, I know all too well 1 should never
be Dounald Standfield’s wife ; and yet, to hear of his marriage
with another would madden me—aye, if I were ten timeg
married.”

Does this phase of Augusta’s character surprise and oﬂend
you, reader? And yet this dog-in-the-manger element is a
very common failing of poor human nature, dormant in most
natures, active in a great many. It requires a very liberal-
minded man to look on with equanimity whilst another
plucks the fruit which he ardently desired but may not bave.

Now, how shall I describe Bonny Woods ? I fear I am
but a poor hand at word-paiuting; but let me attempt it, at
any rate. Entering the wood after along walk in the hot
glare of the sun, the heated and weary pedestrian draws a
sigh of deep content as he gazes upward at the noble trees of
the forest, which tower above him in mighty strength, re-
Jjoicing in the Leauty and richness of their Juxuriant foliage,
—Dbeech, maple, elm and cedar, and here and theve a stately
pine, mourning over the ancient form of a fallen comrade.
His gaze descending, he sees before him sylvan glades, and
grassy slopes, where the sunbeaws, struggling through the
boughs, restin patches of gold ; or flicker and dance up and
down with the quivering of the leaves. There is silence,
save for the twittering and singing of birds, and the low chirp
ot the chipmunks and squirrels as they chase one another
up and don, and play gt hide and seek among the leaves ;
and one other sound—a murmuring, rhythmic sound, like
the rippling and splashing of water. And such it is; be-
coming louder and riore distinct as he approaches the beauti-
ful ravine, which is saaped like an amphitheatre ; one segment
of the circle towering up a hundred feet, is of solid rock, over
the top of which the waters of the creek fall, dashing into
spray on a projecting table-rock half way down, from which
again they rush downward into the whirling, eddying pool
beneath, from which the little stream gces flashing along the
bed of the ravine, the banks of which slope downward as we
follow the watercourse, until only a low bank bounds the
creek on either side, whete the fairy ferns grow in wild luxuri-
ance aud the mossy turf is studded with wild flowers—
lilies, daisies and the modest violets, besides others which I
cannot name. )

« Bonny Woods deserves its name,” szid Jack, gazing with
pleasure on the beautiful woodland scene, as they stood near
the little water-fall.

« I suppose you come hero often, Miss Brown ?

« I have only been here twice before to-day; butI intend
to come as often as possible; is it not beautiful?” ciied the
girl, looking around with shining eyes. She had seated her-
self on a mossy log, and Jack etood near leaning against a
tree. .

« Aye! " gaid Jack, admiringly.

It'sa place to dream in; to build airy castles and weave
golden romances.”

« 1t is very jolly,” interrupted Reginald; ¢ so I am going
to explure, and you two romantic young things can stay here

_and dream if you don't care to accompany me."”

« Shall we avail ourselves of your brother's kind permis-

sion and remain, or shall we also explore? ]
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But Reggie bad already ueparted, whistling as he went,.
and followed by T'rap with a large stone in his mouth.

# Tt is very delightful hero; suppose we rest awhile and
then; follow Reggic ? unless you prefer/zoing on,” said Jack,.
glatmcmg down at the girl's drecamy face with glowing admi-
ration

« Let us rest by all means; wlll you not sit down? there
is plenty of room.” _

Throwing his hat on the gmund beside him, Jack stretched
bimself on the grass at Judy's feet.

«I leave you in full possession of your moss-grown log,”
he said, laughingly,

«I always like to sit opposite a person with whom I am
conversing ; do not you, Miss Brown ?

« No, because I have never had any such fancy ; why do
you?”

« It is one of the most interesting of studies to watch the
ever-varying expression of the human countenance; I find
infinite amusement in observing the many different types of
faces I meet with in journeying to and fro; on railway and
boat, on the street and in the street cars; why, I remember
faces I have seen years ago, without even knowing their

owners' names.” .
« You must be an adept in reading the human face ; but

you should not have told me of this habit of yours; I shall
feel embarrassed whenever you take a seat opposite me; I
think I shall try and assume a vacant look when I talk with
you,” said Judith, with a dimpling smile.

« You will find it impossible,” was the gallant retort.

« But, Miss Brown, I hope you do not imagine that [ am
in the habit of staring rudely at people 7

«Oh no! I understood what you meant, Mr Littleworth.””

After this a silence fell between the two. “She was think-
ing dreamily of tbat day, hardly more than a week ago, when
she had first visited Bonny Woods in company with Donald
Standfield ; and ke had lounged on the grass at her feet, just
as Jack was now; and she sat on this same mossy log. She
wished that he was here now; she felt a sort of resentment
against the fate which boond bim to his desk in the hot, close
office, while this young man before her was free to roam.
where he lilitd ; to waste the morning hours in this wilder-
ness of sweets! Happy, carcless Jack! She sighed for
Donald’s sake.

Mr. Littyeworth noted both the sigh aud the wistful look
in her dark blue eyes; but his acquaintance with her was of
too recent a date to warrant bis making any comments
thereon ; so0 ho too sighed, a sigh of huge content, and said =

« Certainly, it is very jolly bere. Rex wasright. Just
look at that stately old pine, yonder ; he is king of the woads,
surely 1"

«I wonder how old it is,” said she, musingly.

« Well, you know it takes a pine one hundred and fifty
years to reach maturity, so Ishould take thatold fellow to be
somewhere between that and t+o nundred years old.”

« Mr. Littieworth, would you like tolive to be over a hun-

dred?”
«If I could, by any possibility, renew my youth every

fifty years, I should like to live & good many centuries. So
far, 1 have found life a very pleasant aflair, indeed, Miss
Brown.” .

«QOh!” returaed Judy, with the wise air of a little grand-
mother, ¢you have been very fortunate in your experience;
to most people life is very disappointing.”

« You, surely, have not found it so already ?» agked ' Jack,
gently.
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« My own dissppointments have not been very serious
matters so far, I was thinking of others,” she added, half
sadly. «But you know wo are always looking forward to
something brighter and better in the future than wo possess
in the present. And so0 the days pass on while we are hoping
and reaching after that bright, intangible something, which
lutes us on, cluding our grasp like a will-o*-the-wisp,.till our
years are all spent and our lives ended like & tale that is

told!”
There was a passionate ring of pain in her voice, as though

her own words had aroused some bitter memory. She was
thinking of her father, that brave, patient man who bad fought
" such a good fight against misfortune, always hoping for suc-
cess, always meeting with disappointment, till, wearied out,

he fell.
But Jack, not koowing this, woudered at her passionate

words. ¢ Surely,” be snid, “it is foolish as well as wrong, to
allow anticipation of future evil to mar our enjoyment of
present good ; ‘sufficient unto the day is the evil thercof;’
but on the other band, anticipation of future joy, though
good in moderation, becomes dangerous if encouraged to
dominate the mind to the exclusion of all power of appre-
cfnting present benefits. To my mind, true wisdom cousists
in accepting in simple faith, and enjoying to tho utmost the
good things which the Almighty allows us day by day We
who are young, who have no bitter past to look back upon,
can surely be happy withvut worrying about the future.
Youth is & glorious possession, Miss Brown, is it not ??’

«Yes,” answered the girl, softly. She remembered that
once Standfield had said the same thing to her in the very
samne words.

« But it is brief,”’ she added, sadly.

« All life is brief; therefore we should make the most of
it while it lasts,” said Jack, with a curious blending of seri-
ousness and light-heartedness. Judith, looking down at the
young Englishmap, thought that he had more in him than
she had at first given him credit for. She was conscious of
feoling a sincere liking and respect for him at this moment;
a feeling which grew and ripened as day by day she gained a
clearer insight into his frauk, genial nature.

& Well Ju', what do you thiuk of Littleworth ?" Reggie
asked her, two or three days later, as the brother and sister
sauntered toward the orchard, where the rest of the party
were apparently holding a strawberry festival. The straw-
berry beds of Bonny Dale were famous for their fine and
abundant fruit.

«1 like bim very much, and consider you fortunate in
possessing such a friend,” answered his sister, frankly.

Yes, he is a thorough good fellow ; but there's not much
comfort to be got out of a friend when the ocean rolls be-
tween oneself and him.”

«“Doces he intend soon to return to England, then 7 asked
Judith, with a shade of regret in her tone.

X ’:' He says his father wents him home before winter sets
in.

“:Ah, you two truants! where have you concealed your-
selves all this afternoon?” cried Jack, springing to his feet
and motioning Judith to the low wicker chair which he had
just occupicd ; at the same instant Standfield also arose and
brought forward his chair for her. Clarencs Thorpe was
sprawling on the grass.

She hesitated s moment and then took the chair Jack
offered. ¢« Thank you, Mr. Standfield,” she said, smiling
sweetly upon him, I will take the low chair; I havea

weakness for low seats.”
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Standfield did not know whether to be plensed or an-
noyed at this little incident. Judith had grown coy of late,

congequently he experienced more difdculty in his wooing

than at first. Sometimes he assured himself that this new-
born reserve of hers was & good omen ; if she wero quite in-
different to him she would be friendly and open with him.
But there were seasons when this form of reasoniug failed to
satisfy him, and he was tortured by fear and jealousy ; for by
thig time he was very hopelessly in love, as the reader will
perceive. Altogother, Mr. Standfield, at this interesting per-
iod in his life, was not a happy man. V’hat man or woman
can truthfally say that he orshe was really happy while pass-
ing through the early stages of the fevered dream called
love? The unfortunate victim is torn by every imaginable
form of fear, doubt and jealousy; even the purely blissfut
intervals arc agonizing by reason of their intensity. Taken
all in all it is an anxious time for all parties concerned, until
the stupendous question has been asked and answered, the
engagement ring given and accepted. And even then— but
we will say no more or we might go on speculating on the
subject to the end of the chapter.

«Thank you, Mr. Thorpe,” said Judith, as that young man
brought her & heaped-up saucer of strawberries and cream.

« What magoificent berries!” cried Reggie, «1 hope you
have plenty more of them, Augusta——enough to last out my
visit.”

« More than enough, I assure you.”

«1 dm rejoiced to hear it ; I shall make it my duty to
visit the strawberry beds every day, to see how they are get-
ting on.”

« What a gourmand you are,” dra\vled Jack, lazily. Mean.
while Standfield haq taken his chair over near Juditb's, and
wes watching with admiring eyes the girl's csol, fair face,
and the graceful, languid way in which she disposed of the
ripe red berries, which were no redder than the beautiful
lips.

« We have been discussing the arrangements for a pice 2
to Bonny Woods to-morrow ; what do you think of it?”

«That it will be charming,” she answered, raising her
eyes for a moment to bis face. There was no coquetry in
that fleeting glance, only a sby reserve, which, somehow,
pleased Standfield wonderfully at this moment; while Miss
Laurie, who had also observed that brief uplifting of Judy’s
blue eyes, was fuming inwardly at what ghe termed the girl’s
artfulness. So thie summer days went by, and the two wecks
of Jack’s and Reggie's visit, lengthened into three by special
request, passcd swiftly and pleasantly in a round of snmpae
country enjoyments. Drives and walks by moonlight in the
cool, sweet air; picnic and fishing oxpeditions, in the latter
of which Judith frequently, and Augusta sometiraes, joined.
Then, boating in the cool of the evening, when the whole
party rowed up stream, singing in chorus, or laughing -and
jesting light-heartedly as young people will do when they
get” together; aiter which there was the walk home by
moonlight, from the river side, when sometimes it fell out
that Standfield and Judith got seperated from the others and
were the last to arrive at Bonny Dale gates.

«Very reprehensible,” Jack said, disapprovingly, bat he.
evidently saw nothing reprehensible iu it, when it happened
to be Jack and Judy, instead of Standfield and Judy, who-

‘were the dawdlers.

Clrcnmsumces alte: cases, wondorfully.
L (2o &e Continued.)
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Conquering a Hushand. -

Mrs Charles Dykes, as her husband came home to tea

one evening. ¢ I cannot, and will not, stend it any
longer,” and the young wife dropped into a chair as though
the lest remaining portion of her strength had left her.

« What. was the subject of the lecture, my dear?” inquired
Mr. Dykes, with a cheerful smile, as though he did not regard
the situation asat all desparate.

«You know very well that Uncle Phil has but one
subject.”

« And that is extavagance, or the reverse, economy,” added

Mr. Dykes.
« Of course, that was the subject of the lecture; and you

always take his side of the question.
times as much influence with you as 1 have. §Whatever he
says isright, and whatever Isay is wrong,” retorted Mrs.
Dykes, rather warmly. .

« If supper is ready, I think we had better attend to that
next; and we shall have the whole evening to discuss Uncle
Phil’s lecture. The subject will keep tor a while.”

« But Uncle Phil will be here to take part in the discus-
sion; and that is just what I don’t want. He overshadows
me entirely when he says anything, and I might as well hold
my tongue as speak,” pouted the wife,

« Uncle Phil will not be here, Marian. It is half-past six,
and he has to go toa church meeting at seven.” .

« Very well, but I’'m going to have something done this
time. Iwon't have Uncle Ihil here any longer. If he is to
stay in this house I shali not!”

Mrs. Dykes was very yonng, and her angry pout, as she
sailed out of the room, made her look decidedly pretty, at
least so thought her husband. But before she was fairly out
the door opened and Uncle Phil came in. The door was ajar
and he must have been in the hall during some portion of the
lady’s severe remarks about him.  But he looked as placid as
though earth bad no sorrows for him, He was a man ot
fifty, though his bair and beard were white enough for

geventy.
He did not seem like a man who could be very disagree-

able if he tried. He had a deaconish look about his face, thator
serious though not austere man. Certainly no one would ofa
have taken kim for a shipmaster, but he had spent most of
his life at sea or in foreign ports. 1lle used to read the Bible
to his crew every Sunday, and never allow any swearing or
other bad language in his presence on board the ship
Though he was a « psalm-singing skipper,’ no captain was
ever more popular with his men than Captain Dykes.

Uacle Phil had been married in carly life, but his wife
died while he was absent on a long voyage. He had recently
given up the scaand returned to his native town, xow a place
of ten thousand inbabitants. He found himself a stranger
there, but at his own request bis nephew had taken him asa

boarder.
The gossips were not o little bothered to determine

whether the retired shipmaster was rich or poor. He engaged
in every Church and benevolent enterprise, and contributed
moderately of his means.

Charles Dykes had opened a store in Tripleton a year
befcre, and everybody thought he was doing well. Mrs.
Dykes thougbt so, though Charles himself insisted that he
was not making money very rapidly ; he could not tell how
much until he balanced his books and took account of stock.

MXNCLE Piiil has been lecturing me again!" exclaimed

Uncle Phil bas ten |,

In the maia he was a prudent and caveful young man, or at
lcast was supposed to be so,

Unclo Phil made a hasty suppor, and then went to his
meoting. He acted just a little strangely for him, though
the smile had not deserted his face, He said less than usual
and seemed to be thinking very earnestly about something.

«Do you suppose he heard what I said, Charles?” asked
Mrs. Dykes, when Uncle Phil had gone.

«T think not; but you ought not to say anything behind
his back that you would not say before his face,” replied the
husband. ¢ Uncle Phil is a good man, one of the salt of the
earth.”

« He is altogether too salt for me. If 1 should put too
much salt in the doughnuts, you would not like them. Uncle
Phil is salter than Lot’s wife.” .

«[ am sorry you don't like him Marian.”
. “Ican’t like aman who is continually tripping me up,
and lecturing me on economy. You ought to know better
than he does what you can afford.”

t{ am sure that nothing but his intorest in us prompts.

him to say anything. If one means well almost anything -

can be excused.”

When I said that I wished you would keep a horae so I
could ride out every day or two, he read me a lecture half an
hour in length. Whether he heard me or not, 1 said just
what I meant. You must get him out of the house in some
way, Charles. Take your clerk to board, and tell your Uncle
you must have the room.”

«1f I tell him to go, I shall tell the reason why I do s0.”

«I am willing to bear all the blame. I don't want any-
one in the house to come between me and my husbanud,” said
the lady, with a good deal of spirit.

“ Uncle Phil does not come between you and me, Marian.
‘Phat is absurd.”

« I have asked you,and even begged you a dozen times, to
keep ahourse.  Uncle Phil takes sides with you against me.”

« But he never said horse to me in his life. I can't afford
to keep & horse.””

“Yes, you can, Charles. They say that you are doing
wore business than Tinkham, and he keeps two horses ; and
his wife looks patronizingly down upon me from her carryall
when she meets me in the street,” added Mrs. Dykes, with
considerable bitterness in her tone.

“1 know nothing about Tinkham's business; and I do
know something about my own,” replied Mr. Dykes.

Before the supper things were removed, Charles Dykes
had promised to buy a horse and buggy. It appeared to be the
only way in which e could induce his wife to allow Uncle
Phil to remain in the house. Doubtless he was weak to yield
the point against his own judgment.

In the evening Squire Graves madea friendly call. Mrs:
Dykes was very glad to gee him, for he had a lady’s horse to
sell. Itwas just the animal she wanted, and as she had
conquered her husband once that day, she intended to have
the horse trade settled that evening.

«Glad to see you, Squire; anything new?” the young
merchant began, doing the usual common-places? ™

“There is news, but I suppese you have heard it,” replied
the visitor.

«T haven't heard anything; what is it?”

«Haven't you heard that Tinkham has been attached ?”

«Tinkham! Is it possible!” oxclaimed Mr. Dykes,
glancing at his wife. .
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41t is o fact; 2 koepor was put in his store this afternoon
and an attachment put on his horses und carriages.”

“That was all because he kept two horses when one was
enough for him,”’ interposed Mrs. Dykes.

With her the moral was between two horses and one.

Before the squire left he had sold his lady’s horse.  Mrs.
Dykes was perfectly happy, aud her heart began to warm
even towards poor Uncle Phil. When the retired shipman
came in from the mecting there were a dozen things she
wanted to do for his comfort. The lady had beaten her
husband and his uncle, and she was satisfied,

Betore breakfast the next morning Graves’ man lod the
horse over and put him in the little stable. One of the
clerks was to take careof him. Uncle Phil saw the purchase
but he said nothing unpleasant. He looked the animal over,
snid he was sound and worth the hundred dollars to be paid
for him in goods from the store. Marian even thought she

liked Uncle Phil then. He did not prophesy any cvil or
disaster.
After breakfast the lady thought she would drive over to

beor futher's, in the next town.

She returned in scason for dinner.

But Uncle Phil did not come down to that meal. The
lady rang the bell but with no better result. Uncle Phil
evidently did not hear the bell, for he never kept tho table
waiting for him. Mrs. Dykes went up to his room to call him.
The door was wide open, and she went in. The shipmaster
was not there. His trunk was not there; the picture of the
Seabird in which he had sailed many a voyage, had been
taken from the wall.

‘Was it possible that Uncle Phil had gone without even
saying good-by to them? There was a L tter on the table
addressed to « Mr. and Mrs. Charles Dykes.” With the letter
in her band she bastened down to the dinner-room.  To say
that she was astonished and chagrined, would not half
express her feeling. .

“Tucle Phil has goue! " she exclaimed. «He bas left
for good, bag and laggage.” She tossed the letter upon the
table, fur she had not the courage to open it.

“Then I suppose you are quite satisfied, Marian. You
have got the horse, and got rid of Uncle Phil,” said Mr.
Dykes, greatly grieved to learn that the worthy man had
gone ; and he saw that he must have heard the impulsive
words of Mrs. Dykes the evening before.

Mrs. Dykes dropped into her chair at the table, and burst
into tears. Just as she had become reconciled to the boarder,
he had fled without even a word of explanation. She intended
to treat him with the utmost kindness and consideration, as
a noblo warrior treats & fallen foe. Just then she felt as
;hhqtllgh she would be willing tolose the horse to regain Uncle

il.

Charles opened the letter. . It was very short, but there
was not a particle of bitternessin it. He should still pray

for them, and desired to do all he could to serve and make
them happy.
“I will go to him and beg him to come back, Charles!”

exclaimed the weeping wife. “You will hate me for what I
bave done. You will never forgive me.”

#1 am very sorry he bas gone, but I will not hate you,
Marian, We will call upon him this evening at the hotel,”

They did call. Uncle Phil was exactly the same as he
had been before. He was glad to sec them, and there was
not a-particle of change in his tone of manner. Both Charles
and his wife tried to say something about his. leaving their
house; but he headed them off every time. He would not

permit the matter to be mentioned. They went home, unable .
even to get in an apology. .

Both of them missed the kindly words and wholesome
advice of the good man, though Mrs. Dykes would not
acknowledge it. His good influence upon both was lost.
Even Charles became reckless in his finances.

The closing of Tinkham'’s store brought more business
to the young merchant for a time, though the bankrupt's
successor soon made things exciting for him. A ruinous
competition followed. No longer restrained by Uncle Phil's
prudent counsels Charles branched out, and grasped move
than he could handle.

At the end of a year the balance sheet was not pleasant to
look upon. Then followed a reckless attempt to recover lost
ground.  Notes at the Tripleton Bank became very trouble-
some. One of them was given for a new piano. People said
Dykes was living too fust. The young merchant was worried
He had yielded to one extravagance and there was along train

behind it.
His next balance sheet showed that he was three thousxmd

dollars in debt, and his stock was not worth half that sum.
He saw that he must fail. After supper, one evening, he
told his wife all about it. It would be a terrible humiliation.
to fail as Tinkham had ; and poor Marian wept as though her
heart would break.

In the midst of the scene, Uncle Phil walked into the
room, as he always did, without the ceremony of knocking.
He oftened called.

¢ Uncle Phil, I am going to fail, for I cannot pay a note
of four hundred dollars that falls due to-morrow,” said
Charles bitterly, when he saw that he could not conceal the
facts from the good mau.

«How much do you owe in all, Charles?” asked Uncle

Phil.
¢« About three thousand dollars,” groaned Charles.

« Will three thousand put you on your feet, solid 2"

«Yes, sir ; but I can’t raise three hundred.”

« I will give youacheck for three thousand in the morning
I will be at the store at eight o'clock. I noticed that yuu
have looked worried lately ; but you said nothing to me.”

« I could not say anything to you,Uncle; and I cannot take
your money afte: what has happened.”

« Nothing has happened yet, and with the blessing of
God, nothing shall happen.”

Uncle Phil would not understand him. e

« You may help me on one condition,” added Charles, after
some discussion. ¢ And that is that you will come back and
live with us.”

Marian joined in insisting upon this condition, and the
good man yielded. He used no reproaches; he would not
even say, “Itold youso” The note was paid the next day,
and in the evening, Uncle Phil was domociled in his old
apartment, quite as happy as the young people.

Charles sold the lady’s horse, the buggy, the piano, and
other extras, and reduced all his expenses to a very reason-
able figure. Marian was happy again, and did not believe
that there was any too much salt about Uncle Phil. She has
given up the business of conquering a husband. In fact,
both of them have come to beheve that neither should
conquer the other.

After a while it came out that Uncle Phil was worth at
least about fifty thousand dollars; Doubtless the Church and
the migsion will get some of it; but it is probable that
Charles Dykes will be remembered, though both he and his
wife sincerely hope that the good man will live till heis
hundred.
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Their First Call.

glﬁss’ﬂs and Tad and Prue happened to be in the sitting-
M) room that afternoon when Mrs Gifford and Mrs, Thorne
were talking about the new minister and his wife.

« I havn't called on her yet,” said Mrs Gifford.

“Nor 1, auswered Mrs, Thorne.  «I've had so much lo
do that I could’nt find time. Mrs. Torry saysshe likes them
very much.”

“Likes who, mamma ?" asked Jessic, not understanding
what the conversation was about.

“The minister and his wife,” answered her mother.
«How did you say this slesve ought to go, Mrs. Gifford? I
can’t get the hang of it, for some reason.”

“ Wheredo they live?” asked Jessie, who likes to know
everything.

“Where the old minister did,” answered her motler.
“Don’t ask any more questions now. Run away and play,
please.”

“Iknow where that is,” said Prue.
when I went to gramma’s.”

Jessic sat down on the door-step and looked thoughtful
for as much as two minutes, then said to Prue.

¢ Let’s go calling.” .

“Le's,” said Prue concisely; ready for anything Jessie
proposed.

“Yeth,” leth do tallin’” said Tad, cagerly, fearful he
might be ignored in the proposed expedition.

#Idon't b’leeve mamma'd let you go,” said Jessic. It's
a greatlong ways, and yowd get tired, wouldu’t he, Prue 2

“Tourse he would,” answered Prue,

“No, I wouldn’t,” said Tad. « Me doin’ if ou do.

“I'll go and ask mamma about it,” said Jessie. So she
mn in and asked if Tad might go with them. It didu’t
occur to her that she hadn't told where she was going.

Mrs. Giftord was trying so hard to understand the difficult
patern vefore her that she bardly noticed what Jessie said.

“ Yes, yes,” she said, without thinking anything about
what she was saying.

“And may we take our pa'sols 2’ asked Jessie, pausing
at theudoor-way.

“Yes, yes! Do go away. I'm so bothered!” said her
mother, unconscicus of what she was giving assent to.

Jessie ran to the bedroom where her mother kept her
parasols in the upper drawer of the burean, and soon had
possession of them. If there was anything she liked it was
a parasol.

“ Yes, mamma said you raight go,” she said to Tad, when
she went down the steps, “and she said we might take these,”
displaying her parasols. ¢ Ain’t they just lovely!”

“Oh my!” exclaimed Prue, with eparkling eyes. « But
Tad hain’t got none. There’s dest one for you an’ me.”

“Oh, Tad’s aboy,” said Jessie. © Boys never carry pa'sols.”

It was a warm and dusty day. Every gust of wind that
blew took up great handfuls of sand from the road and
scattered it in clouds, and it seemed to the little travellers as
if a good deal of it came into their eyes, for they began to
smartt, and then they rubbed them: with their dusty hands.
Then perspiration excited by the warmth of the day and the
exertions of the walk made & kind of grimmy paint of the
dust, so that they resembled little mulatto children in which
the color had been rather unevenly distributed, more than

#I goed by there

anything clse. Jessio led the way, with her parasol elevated
as far as possible, entirely regardless of the suu which was
beating in her face. She had a sun-bonnet, tilted as far back as
the strings tied under her ciuin would admit. Prue was
bareheaded aud carried her parasol over her shoulder. Tad
trudged behind with an old straw hat on the back of his
head, through whose tattered crown his tow-colored hair stood
up as if he was frightened, his face getting redder and reddor
with the exercise and the heat of the sun.

« I's offul dry,” he gasped presently.
any more.”

«There!” exclaimed Jessie, « I kuew youd get tired.
You'd ought to staid at home. Wouldn't he 2rue? ™

« Yes, I dess he had,” puffed Prue; *I'm dry, too.”

«I hear & broox,” said Jessie. ¢« We'll stop and get a
drink.”

They reached the stream pretty soon,and Jessio made a
cup of a great leaf.

« Oh, that's dood, offul dood,” said Prue with a long sigh
of relief as the water went gurgling down her throat. «I
never dot so dry anywhere’s I does, I dess. Ain't it dood,
Tad ?”

«Yeth,” answered Tad, taking long pulls at the leaf-cup.
«It's doodest 1 everthee?”

wWetl, if you've got enough, we'd better go,” snid Jessio,
and th y went on.

The minister’s wife was just putting the tea-things on the
table w .en she happenéd to look out of the window, and saw
three forlorn looking children struggling up the path.

«Qh, William!” she cried, “do come here.
laughbable sight I havn’t seen in many a day!”

Jessie was almost at the door, her parasol elevated to the
last degree, her sunbonnet oft, and dragged by one string.
About half way to the gate was Prue, with her parasol over
her shoulder in a most dejected way. Just coming through
the gate was poor, weary little Tad, and all three were so
begrimed with dust that it was hard to tell what the color
under it might be ; but wherever it broke through the coating
of brown it was bright red.

Tap, tap, tap! .

Mrs. Rainsford smoothed down her face decorously and
opened thedoor.

« Good-day,” said Jessic. ¢« We come a calling. It's
awful warm.” And then she helped herself to the first chair
that she came to and drew agreat breath of weariness. Prue
lifted two very heavy feet over the door sill, and looked about
the room, but hadn’t life enough left to say anything. Tad
got as far as the steps, and there he gave out, with a comical
little groan. The miunister’s wife lifted him into the house
and put him into the big rocking-chair.

« Poor little fellow! You're all tired out aren’t you?

«Yeth,” said Tad ; “an' I'm tho hungry,” with a longing
look &t the tea-table.

« «I'm dest starved,” said Prue.
butier.”

«I guess we'll stay to supper,” said Jessie. Then she
added, as if fearful that the nature of the visit might be
misunderstood,

«We come a caliin’.”

The minister and his wife looked at each otherand
laughed.

« They ran away, I presume,” he said, lifting Tad to his
knee. « What's your name, little.1an?"’

# Leth notdo 'tallin’

Such a

«I want some bre'm

«Tad,” answered the little man. #I'se froe yearth old.”
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“ And my'name's Jessie, and her'n's Prue,”’ snid Jessie, in
@ genoral introductoin, « What’s yours?

“You may call me Aunt Delia, and him Uncle Will,” said
-the minister's wife. I know you'd look a good deal better
if your faces were washed, and I think you'd feel bettor.
After we've washed them we'll have something to eat.”

She got a basin of cool water aund bathed the red, half-
blistered faces. Then she combed their hair, and they looked
-quite like human beings again.

She brought out three more plates, filled three cups with
milk, and then juvited her little fricnds to come to supper
They needed no urging.

¢ This i3 the doodest milk I gver see,” said Prue, almost
emptying her cup at the first draught.

“Yes, it's awful good,” said Jessie.
-everything.”

They were about half through eatmg when someone
&nocked at the door,

Mrs. Rainsford went to answer the knock. -

“ Huve you seen anything of three stray children?™ Jessie

;)xen.rd asked, and called out with her moutbful of bread and
utter,

«We're here.  We're entin’ an, it tastes awful good.”

«Oh Jessie!” exclaimed her mother, as she and MMrs.
“Thorne came into the room.

« What made you runaway? We've been so frightened !

#We dido’t run away,” said Jessie. # Yousaid Tad might
€0, and that we might take the pa’sols.”

“«I do remember something about it, but I wastoo busy to
pay much attention to what was said,” said Mrs. Gifford.
‘Then to the minister's wife, * This is Mrs. Thorne, and I am
Mrs. Giftord. These two children are mine, and this one
‘belongs to her. We were talking about calling on you and
‘that very likely put the iden into their heads. I'm sorry
they’ve made you so much trouble.”

“ They've made me no trouble at all,” answered the
‘minister’s wife. «I've enjoyed the visit very much. I'm
-glad they came, for it has saved us from the formal calls you

would have made. Now suppose we consider ourselves past
the calling period of our acquaintance,and I want -outo sit

down and take tea with us, just as if we'd known each other a
long time.”

#We'll come again,” said Jessie, as they started for bome,
-after supper, and,
#'Es, well tum adin,” echoed Prue, and sleepy Tad roused
-up enough to say,
«We'll tum thome time.”
So, ycu know, now, how Mrs. Thorne and Mrs. Gifford
made their first call on the new minister’s wife.

«So’s the bread—and

The Saturday Review, speaking of Mr. Lowell's address at
the unveiling of the bustof Fielding, says: «“One reads this
speech with a kind or shame in thinking that there in not
probably a single English man of letters who could have
delivered g0 good a discourse; not one scholar, poet,
or novelist swho could stand up and speak so well, ¢ven on
such a subjectas Henry Fielding. Several there are, no doubt,
“who could have written as well; indeed, it is & most promis-

mg .and fertile theme; but to write is English and to speak
i8 Awerican.”

‘Grace Greenwood has written the initial volume for the
series to be entitled Girlhood and Womanhood Series of Ex-
emplary Women, to be issued by John R. & H. 5. Andeyson,
The subject is Queen Victoria.
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OUR GEM CASKET.
“But “ords aro things, J::::’x;l_t;op of Ink

Falling ke dew upon a thought produces
'.l‘lmt whlch makes thousands, perbaps millions, think.'

Saduess is a digeage, the best remedy for it is accupation,

The reality of death demonstrates our own insignificance}

The bane of distrust will tend to extinguish inspiration,

Wo cannot become liberal unless we avoid petty motives.

Honesty of purpose must not be held as an evidence o
ability.

The happiest ™ omen, like the happiest nation, have no
history. :

He who foresees calamities suffers them twice over.—
Porteus,

Tt is lucky to pick up a horse shoe, but not to be picked
up on ons.

Pride is increased by ignorance; those assume the most
who know the least.

Wealth may not bring happiness, perhaps, but it maunages
to make appearances agreeably deceptive.

Silence is the safest response for all the contradictions
thatlarise from impertinence, vulgarity or envy.

You pity-a man who is lame .* blind, but you nover pity
him for being a fool, which is oftcner a much greater mis-
fortune.

Praise never gives usmuch pleasure unless it concur with
our own opinion, and extol us for those qualities in which
we chiefly excel.

No matter what his rank or position may be, the lover of
books is the richest and the happiest of the children of men.
—Langford

If you are a real man do a man’s work and say nothing
about it ; but if you are only a rooster why, of course, you
can't help crowing at nothing.

An editor wrote a head line, « Horrible Blunder |” to go
over a railway accident; but whose fault was it that it got
over the account ofa wedding ?

A paper recently said that « it won't do to be too certain
of anything in this world unless we know positively whereof
we affirm.” We suppose this is the asthetic way of saying
that you can’t always sometimes most generally tell.

A correspondent wrote to & patent medicine manufacturer ;
« For thirty-five years my wife was unable to speak above &
whisper, owing to throat trouble. Two bottles of your medi-
cine completely restored her voice.” The patent-medicine
man published his testimonial, and a month later was sold

.out by the sheriff.

« T have worked three mounths on this poem,” said a man
to an editor, “and I have full confidence in its worth,”" «Well,
replied the editor, « Gray worked seven years on hig Elegy.
Let me advise you to work about ten years on this thiug, and
then read it at o school exhibition. We canuot afford to rob
a man of his bard earnings.”

Little Jimmy goes a-milking,
Takes his stool—

In the dark can't see bossie,
Tries a mule.

Mother comes o see what makes
Jimmy stay-—

Funeral takes place next

Saturday. ~—The Judge.
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PERIODICALS, ETC.

Dio Lewis's Moxtavy for October is the best of its three
numbers. Among itsvaried and interesting contents are the
following, by the editor, whose writings are always eagerly
looked for by those having any acquaintance with them:
Our Rich Men, The Shakers, Weight of the Human Brain,
Open the Cage Door, Treatment of Prisoners, Treatment of
the Insane, Our Brains and Nerves, Diphuitheria, and About
Nursing. The Hygienic Department is full of variety and
interest. 'This magazine is cvidently tuking the lead in this
class of periodical literature.

CIRCLE CHAT.

YOUNG LADIES' HIGHER EDUCATION.
A young lady of St. Catharines, Ont., Miss Henrietta
Charles, recently applied to the President and members of
the University Council, Toronto, for admission to the lectures
in our Provincial University. Her application was declined

L4

in o lengthy letter from Prof. Wilson, wherein tho hope was.
expressed that a separato collego under o lady principal ang
instructors of its own, should be established on the grounds.
with the pregent college, the professors and lecturers in
which might take some part in the instruction. The opinion.
of President Eliot, of Harvard College, was cited, his views
being altogether nagainst co-education, for which he holds
there is only one respectable argument, namely, poverty..

Whether these lectures are to be given to the ladies by
themselves or with those of the other sex, the timo has.
arrived when the young ladies of Ontario desire to have the
advantages of & college education ; and surely women have
as much right to the advantages of mental culture as men.
Prof. Wilson’s suggestion should be carried into effect.

PROGRESS IN LITERATURE.

The changes of taste in thereaders of romance are not less.
wonderful than frequent, and like all other progress that
the humar race participates in the advance is ever marked
with varying sways backward. But there has, nevertheless,
beeu a steady improvement going on in this field of literature
until in the highest specimens we sce the most beneficial in-
fluence at work in composition little inferior to poetiy, or we
might say with propriety that fiction is being raised to the
dignity of poetry. But there are constantly alterations in the
novel that may or may not indicate progress—idealism now,
realism then; mystic fancy, historical fact; descriptive
sketching, portraying human nature. '

It is interesting to study out the development and note-
the predominance of the difterent schools in this class of lit-
erature at different times. Plots, however, know little change..’
One can scarcely see by what influence their attention is so-
completely aroused in following the working out of a plot,.
which, in the mainp, is so very similar to that which claimed
there notice in the writings of another author. But we can:
hope for little more variety, in plot, in the domestic novel,.
than we have, while domestic life vemains as it is.

In the individuality of the author’s mode of expression
often lies the charm which engrosses our atfention, and per-
haps this isan important factor in the reasons for the read-
ing public’s tiring of the old and passing on to the newer
works of genius; though later writings’ being more in accord-
ance with the impulses of the time, has, probably, most to do.
with it.

It must havecreated solemn thoughts in the minds of lov~
ers of Fielding and Smollet to see the works of these geniuses-
laid aside tor the transiently popular pages of Jage Austen or
the more enduring writings of Sir Walter Scott. The indeli-
cacy and coarseness of the former may not be urged, alone, as-
the cause of their falling into neglect, as more recent popular
books show. The Waverly novels are surcly finding their way
to tho back shelves and among the young they have few read-
erd. It seems only yesterday that Dickens, himself, was
among the living writers, and the readers of fiction were de—
vided between his wonderful portraiture of human nature, and
the less instructive pages of Thackeray. We, who love these
writers, may take consolation in our own pleasure with their-
works, but surely George Eliot now claims precedence over-
them, and we can scarcely believe that the masterly works of:
the writer of Adam Bede, a 2overeign in the realm of litera-.
ture, can be followed by -«. who through deeper insight will,,
with a subtler pen, enlist our children’s sympathies or leack
them, with as little effort to a better méimn,of living.
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RESPONSES TO READERS.

Al communications for answer in this colurn should be
addressed Correspondents’ Department, Family Circle Qffice,
London Eust.

InQuirkr—.You will find an excellent remedy for the
cure of your children’s toothache, is powdered alum, saturated
with sweet spirits of nitre. ‘This misture put in the cavity,
if there i one, or rubbed on the gum, if there is not, gives
immedinte relief.

A Reaper.—Cloth way be made waterproof by applying a
strong solution of soap to the wrong side of the cloth, and,
when dry, wasbing the other side with a solution of alum.

InpioNant.—The proper course is certainly to overlook the
offence, though we are aware that few are able not to desire
revenge under such circumstances. ‘Po treat the mateer in
silent contempt, or to return the letter without commeut
would, we think, hurt the person’s fecelings more than any
other course. .

H. D.—We could not publish articles of the nature
referred to in the Fasiy CireLe.

L. L.—The case is not sufticiently explained for us to give
apy opinion upon it. It would probably be safer for you to
consult a lawyer. .

L. D —There is at present no such paper publisbed. It
was amalgamated with the Toronto Citizen some time since.

Lity H—It would be much wiser for you to show or
express no figns of your disappointment, and associate as
much as possible with lively company to enabic you to forget
the conduct of one whom you should bring yourself to under-
stand was unworthy of your regard.

Answers crowded out of this number will appear next week.

HEALTH AND DISEASE.

— Ol

Mens sana in corpore sano.

Regulating Diet.

When a piece of land is exhausted of the element which
is the principal ingredicnt of a certain crop, that ingredient
must be supplied, or thc crop will fail in quantity and
quality ; hence the thrifty farmer ascertains the wants of the
soil and supplies it with the necded fertil.zer each yoar.

The human body is exhausted of its elements day by day
and day by day must these elements be supplied by what we
cat and drink. But the required proportion of these elements
changes with the seasons, with the .temperature of the
weatber; and he who eats the same in quantity or quality in
July as at Christmas, does himself un injury. All food
contains two chief principles : Carbon, to keep from freeziog ;
nitrogen, to keep from famishing. The proportion of these
elements varies with the food. Those who work a great deal
require a great deal of nourishment, of nitrogen, for it is the
flesh-forming principle. Those who are exposed a great deal
to the cold should eat the carbonaceous, the heat-supplying
foods. Butter and fat are three-fourths carbon ; vegetables
have but little, berries none. Hence, Greenlanders, in their
icy homes, luxuriate in blubber and whale oil, while the
people of the South revel in oranges and Lananas, on the
plantain and the peach, on dates and figs, on lemons,
tarmarinds, pine-apples, on alligator .pears, bread fruit, and
the luscious mango and cherimoyer.

We who live in latitudes between are permitted the diet
of the Polar Sea and the tropics in their season.

A wise man will take but little carbonaceous food on a
suddenly hot day; but if suddenly cold, it is best for him
to eat more of fuel-making food. An infinite number of
fevers and of colds would be avoided if timely attention were
paid to these things. There is not one per cent. of nilrogen,

of flesh-forming principle in fruits, berries, and the more
common vegotables. Meats have about fifteen per cent.
"The meats average twenty-five per cent. of nutriment, that
is including Loth carbon and nitrogen. Of all meats mutton
is the most nutritious—tkLirty per cent.; fish, least, iwenty
per cent. Of all vegetables, white beans are the most
nutricious, ninety per cent,; turnips, the least, five per cent.;.
apples, seventeen ; melons dnd cucumbers, three; the rest
being mere water and waste. The more waste the more open
the bowels are.

Use of Lemons,

For all peo{)le, in sickness or in health, lemonade is & safe:
drink. It corrects biliousness ; it is a specific against worms
and skin compluints. The pippins, crushed, may also be:
mixed with water and sugar, and used as a drink. Lemon
juice is the best anti-scorbutic remedy known; it nob only
cures the disease, but prevents it. Sailors make a daily use-
of it for this purpose. A physician suggests rubbing the
gums daily with lemon juice to keep them in health. The
hands and nails are also kept clean, white, soft and supple by.
daily use of lemons instead of soap. It also prevents chil-
blains. Lemon used in  intermittent fever is mixed with
stronyg, hot black tea or coffee, without sugar. Neuralgia.
may be cured by rubbing the part affected with lemon. Itis.
valuable, a -0, to cure warts and to destroy daudruff on the
head, by rubbing the roots of the bair with it. In fact, its.
uses are manifold, and the more we apply it externally, the
better we shall find ourselves.

Relation of Clothing to Bodily Heat.

‘The thinest wveil is a vestment in the semse that it
moderates the loss of heat which radiation causes the naked
body to expericnce. In the same wa, a cloudy sky protects.
the earth’against too great cooling in spring nights. ln
covering ourselves with multiple envelopes of which we.
augment the protecting thickness according to the rigor of
the seasons, we retard the radiation from the body by causing
it to pass through a serics of stages, or Dby providing relays.
The linen, the ordinary dress, and the cloak constitute for us
so many constitutional epideimises. The heat that leaves.
the skin goes to warm these superposed envelopes; it passes
through them the more slowly in proportion as they are.
poorer conductors ; reaching the surface it escapes, but
without making us feel the chills which direct contact with
the atmosphere occasions, for our clothes catch the cold for
us. The hairs and the feathers of animals perform the same:
function toward their skin, serving to remove the seat of
carolific exchange away from the body. The protection we
owe to our clcthes is made more effectual by their always
being wadded with a stratum of warm air. Each one of us

_has his own atmosphere, which goes with him everywhere,

and is renewed without being cooled. The animal also finds:
under his furan additional protection in the bed of air that
fills the spaces between the hairs; and it is on account of the-
air they inclose that porous substances, furs and feathers keep.
warm. °

Experiments to detormine the degree of facility with which.
different substances used for clothing allow heat to escape-
were made by Count Rumford, Senedier, Boeckmann, James.
Starck, and M. Coulier. The results wero not in all cases:
consistent with each other, but they indicate that the property
is dependent on the texture of the substance xather than on.

the kind of material, or—as concerns non-luminous heat—its
color.
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THE PARLOR AND KITCHEN.

FASHION ROTES.

Flounces pinked ont on the edges are again fa?bnnble.

Velvet ribbon will bo much used for trimmi g dresses
and wrappings.

Ladies’ cloth is shown in all the new colors, but are
lighter woven than usual.

Dress bonnets will be of velvet with feather brims and
ornaments made of feathers,

Bows of pink ribbon or pink velvet are worn around the
wrists in the morning instead of brucelets.

The present method of wearing the hair low is going out.
By Christmas all the women and girls will be wearing their
hair on the top of their heads.

Plain linen collars are worn only on the street and for
travelling. Evening and afternoon dresses have soft lace
gathered round the neck and eleeves.

The coming season will be a velvet one so far as fashion
is concerned. Dresses for drawing-room entertainments and
for the street will be worn in all colors, and cloaks will be
made of them. For woollen stuff it will be the popular
trimming.  Yelvet basques will be worn with all kinds of
skirts. Velvet bonnets will be the most elegant of all styles
in millivery. For velvet bonnets feathers will be the princi-
.pal trimmings.

DOMESTIC RECIPES.
Beersteak Pie—~Make a crust of one pint of flour, half

& cup of lard, a half teaspoonful of salt, one teaspoonful of,

soda, dissolved in a tablespoonful of hot water, one and a-
half teaspoonfuls of cream tartar, onc and a-quarter cups of
flour. Cut the steak into small pieces and stew with a dozen
small potatoes and six onions. Line the dish with the paste,
put in the stew; season aud cover with a top crust and bake.

MorTox Sori.—Boil a piece of mution weighing  five
pounds. five hours; then add two cupfuls of rice that has
been soaked in water. When the rice and meat have cooked
an hour beat an egg and a tablespoonful of flour together,
and stir into a hulf pint of milk. Pour into the soup and
stir constantly. $eason with salt, pepper or parsley.

Aasuzn Sqrasn—Pare, quarter, sced and bail in hot salied
vater, dmin and mash in a hot colander, season with prpper,
salt and butter, and dish hot.

Pickrep Grares—Take ripe grapes; remove imperfect
and broken ones. Line an carthen jar with grape leaves,
then fill with grapes. To two quarts of vinegar allow onc

pint of white sugar, half an ounce of ground cinnamon, and
4

2 quarter of an ounce of cloves. Let the vinegar and spices
boil for five minutes; then add the sugar.  Let it come to a
boil, and when cold pour over the grapes. If poured on
while hot it shrivels them, even if it does not break the skin
and spoil tc appearance of the pickles. )

’

Giveer CakE—One cup brown sugar, one cup Orleans
melasses, one cup cour wilk, three quarters wup lard and
butter wixed, three cups flour, heaped fall, two cggs, Lwo
1easpoonfuls soda dissolved in warm water, two teaspoontuls
<innamen {wo teaspannfuls ginger, salt to taste. Bake in
=moderate oven, in two deep pans.
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Srowruake Cake.—Three eggs, one and a-half cups of

sugar, one-half cup of milk, one-half teaspoonful of soda, one

teaspoonful of cream tartar, two cups of flour, one-half cup

of sugar, whites of two eggs; bake in layers; frost cach

Inyer and sprinkle with grated cocoanut.

Pupvine Savce—Dissolve one tablespoonful of corn
starch in alittle water; cook with one pint of boiling water;
add butter the size of an egg, one cup of sugar, one-half tea-
spoonful of lemon flavoring, two tablespoonfuls of vinegar,
and let it boil up.

Freir For Pies.—Grapes and elderberries canned together
make a very nice fruit for pies in winter.

Pruy Penpina.—One pound eggs, one pound sugar, one
pound raisins, one pound currants, one pound suet, one pound
candied lemon, one pound bread crumbs, one pound flour.
First beat the eggs, then add suet when chopped fine, and one
teaspoonful sods, rub the bread fine then add all the other
ingredients and beat well. Put in a pudding bag three
quarters larger than itself. Iut a piece of writing paper over
it to prevent the water sonking in. Turn over occasionally
and boil well five hours.

<

Grare JeLy.—The best grape jelly is made from the fruit
before it is quiteripe. It is light colored and & much nicer
flavor than when they are ripe.

To Kzer Eces Fresi—Eggs may be kept fresh formonths
by arranging a sct of shelves with five inches between them
and three rows of holes bored on each shelf.  They should
beset in the holes with the small end down, so that the yolk can
not settle against the shell. This allows a free circulation
of air around them and there is no danger of their being
cracked.

MISCELLANEOUS RECIPES.

A Cere vor Bruises—For the cure of sprains or bruises,
bathe the parts well in extremely hot water and apply the
heated extract of witch bazel on flannel.  ‘This is said to
relieve the pain as if it possessed magical properties.

AYx Ecovoxical Lavr Wick.—an excellentlamp wick can
fbc made by takingan old felt hat and cutting into strips the
required size ; soak them in vinegar for about two hours,
then dry.

Stexcitave—Lay the drawing you wish to copy over a
sheet of paper, and with a needle prick all the outlines over
with holes through both the papers: then take the clean
paper you wish to have the drawing tmnsferred to, and dust
over with the powder of charcoal from a small muslin bag.
The Aust will penetrate through the holes, and leave a correct
copy of the original on the paper. This prickled paper will
do again for any number of copies.

Hor Birters.—Pour two quarts of boiling water over two
-handfuls of hops; boil five minutes, strain out the hops,and
add to the water two ounces of yellow dockroot, two ounces
of daudclion. one oance of buchu, one-quarter ounce of man-
drake, and one handful of wild cherry batk; lct the whole
buil siowly fiftcen minutes; strain, add one pint of gin.
Take from une tcaspoonful to two before cach meal. Some
flavor it with wintergreen and add = little sugar.
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“Bipping only what 18 sweet 4
Lewve the chnf uandg take the wheat?

Marjory May.
Marjory May came tripping from town,
Fresh as a pink in her trim white gown ;
A picture was Marjory, slim and fair,
‘With her large sun-hat and her suulit hair ;
And down the green lane where I chanced to stray,
I met, by accident, Marjory May.

Aarjory May had come out for a stroll.
Past the gray church and round by the toll,
Perhaps by the wood and the wishing-stone,
There was sweet Marjory tripping alone,
% May I come too? now don't say me nay,”
# Just as you please,” laughed Marjory May.

So it fell out that we went on alone,

Round by the wood and the wishing-stone ;

And there I wwhispered the wish of my life—

Wished that sweet Marjory May were my wife ;
“Tor I love you so dear. 1s it aye or nay ?

Come, answer me quickly, swect Marjory May ! @

Blarjory stood ; not a word did she speak,

Only the red blood flushed in her cheek;

Then she looked up with a grave, sweet smile

{The flush dying out of her face the while),
41 like you so much, but not in that way,

And then there is John,” said Marjory May.

Years have rolled on since that fair summer's day,
Still I'm a bachelor, 012 and gray. )
Whenever I take my onely stroll »

Round by the wood, ard bagk by the toll,

I pass by the house where her children play,

Yor John has married sweet Marjory May.

A. Beautiful Liegend.

Thereisa pretty love-story told in connection with the
introdaction of the manufacture of finc lace into Brussels. A
poor girl named Gertrude was dying for love of a young man,
whose wealth precluded all hopes of marriage. One night,
as she sat weepiug, a lIady entered the cottage, and, without
saying a word, placed in het lap a cushion, with its bobbins
filled with thread. The lady then, with perfect silence,
showed her how to work the hobbins, and how to make all
kinds of delicate patierns and complicated stitches. Ae day-
light approached, the maiden had learned the art, and the
‘mysterious visitress disappeared, The price of the maiden's
Iace made herrich, on account of the valuable patterns, and
she was able to marry the object of her love.

Many years after, while living in luxury, with her numer-
ous family about her, she was startled by the mysterious lady's
enlering her comfortable house—this time not silent, but
looking stern. She said: ¢ Here you enjoy peuce and
comfort, while without are famine and trouble. I helped
you; you have not hclped your ncighbors. The angels weep
for you and turn away their faces.” So the next day Gerirnde
‘went forth with Ler cushion and bobbins in her hand, and,
going trom cott- o to cottage, she offered to teach theart she
had so mysterion v learned. So they all became rich, and
their country also.

‘“ Our' Money.

The following excellent advice is given® to young men,
about to marry, by Dr. Dio Lewis :

Before the day of your marriage buy a nice bureau ; have
a fine lever lock with two keys put on one of the liltle
drawers. Have it taken to your chamber, and when you
conduct your wife to that room, haud her one of the keys and
say to her. °

« Into that drawer I shall put all our money. It is ours,
not mine, If you wish to know what we can afford you may
find out by opening tbat drawer. Go to it whenever you
need money.”

You may be a wise man, you may be what they call
“smart as lightning,” but you will never perform another act
as wise or smart as this. I began my married life that way
and have constantly looked back to it as the happiest step in
my life.

An Early Marriage.

Lady Sarah Cadogan, daughter of William, first Earl Cad-
ogan, was married at the age of thirieen to Charles, second
Duke of Bichmond, aged eighteen. It is said that this ma.-
riage was a burgain to cancel a gambling debt between their
parents, Lady Sarah being a co-heirest. The young Lord
March was brought from college, and the little lady from her
nursery for the cermony, which took place atthe Hague., The
bride was amazed and silent, but the busband exclaimed :
“Surely you are not going to marry me to that dowdy!”
Married, however, he was, and his tutor then took him off to
the Continent, and the bride went back to her mother. Three
years after Lord March returned from his travels, but having
such a disagrecable recollection of his wife, was in no hucry
to join her, and went the first evening to the theatre. ‘There
he saw a lady so beautiful that he asked who she was. « The
reigning toast, Lady March,” was the answer he got. He
hastcned to claim her, and their lifclong aflection for each
other is much commented upon by contemporaneous writers
—indeed, it was said that the Duchess, who only survived
bim a year, dicd of grief.

Sunken Cities of Ireland.

There are numerous legends of sunken cities scattered
through Ireland, some of which are of a most romantic
origin. Thus the space now covered by the Lake of Inchi-
quin is reported in former days to have been a populous and
tlourishing city; but for some dreadiul aund unabsolved
crime, tradition says, it was buried beneath the decp waters.
The «dark spirit” of its King stitl resides in one of the cav-
erns which border the lake, and once every seven years, at
midnight, he issues forth, mounted on his white charger, and
makes the complete circuit of the lake, 3 performance waich
he is to continue until the silver hoofs of his steed are worn
out, when the curse will be removed and the city reappear
once more in all its bygone condition. The peasantry affirm
that even now on a calm night one way clearly see the tow-
ers and spires gleaming through the clear water. With this
legend we may compare one told by Burton in his # History
of Ircland.”

« 1n Tlster is a lake 30,000 paces long and 15,000 broad,.
out of which ariseth thz noble river called Bann. Itis
believed by the inbabitants that they were formerly wicked,
vicious people who lived in this place, and there was an old
prophecy in everyone’s mouth that Fhencver a well, which
was therein and was continually covered and locked up care-
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fully, should be left open, 8o great a quantity of water would
issue thercout as would forthwith overflow the whole adja-
cent country. It happened that an old beldnw:e, coraing to
fetch -water, heard her child cry, upon which, running away
in haste, she forgot to cover the spring, and, coming back to
it, the land was so overrun that it was past her help; and at
length she, her child, and all the territory were drowned,
which caused this pool, which remains to this day.”

Giraldus Cambrensis, too, notices the tradition of Lough
Neagh having once been a fountain which overflowed the
whole country, to which Moore thusalludes:

On Lough Neagh's banks, as the fisherman strays,
When the clear, cold eve’s declining,
He sees the round towers of others days
In the wave beucath him shining.
—Chambers Journal.

Survivals.

The two little splints in the horse’s foot could never be
accounted for on the principle that every part of an animat is
now as it was trom the beginning, and has its uses. They
are pesfectly useless, but they are the last remains of toes
that were very useful to the ancestors of the horse. The
world is full of such useless organs, each replete with his-
toric interest. The muscle that moves the car in a quadru-
ped is present in man; but, as a rule, be cannot use it, and it
would e useless to bim if he could. Of what use are the
two buttons upon the back of a coat? Nune, but in the
days when it was the mark of a gentleman to carry a sword
they served to sccure the sword-belt.

The articles man makes, present on every band these sur-
vivals from previous fashions. Shaws Javes un buuts, button
down fronts that do not open; buckles un bLands that are
fimed: neck wear in the form of ties, but secured by other
methods, are cases in point. Nature works in the same way
that man does; or, rather, since man is pait of nature he
works by nature’s methods. Changes are gradual, one of a
serics of bones, muscles, teeth, &c., thatis used more than the
others increase in bulk, while its neighbors diminish and
perbaps finally disappear. If sn animal acquires added
powers in ene direction because of circumstances that press
it in that direction, it loses it jn another. It is so with mind,
also. Do we not know that after long application to one
class of subjects—probably the most useful to us—we luse
wuch of what we previously huew ?2— Phuladelphia Record.

A. Baltic Tradition.

To the west ot the isle of Ruegen lics a little lake that
Wwas ages ago connected with the sea. A magnificent castle
belonging to the princes of Rucgen formerly stood or the
Iake shore. The iegend runs, according to our voluble host,
that many Lundred years ago, when the Christians took pos-
session of this castle, it was occupied by a prodigiously rizh
and avaricious old heathen king. At the stormiog of the
castle he, %ith his treasurcs, was buried under the falling
walls, and died a terrible death. As » punishment for his
avarice he was transformed into a large black dog and placed
as guard over the heaps of gold. He is still sometimes seen
at midnight in hclmet and suit of armor, or a glittering
crown instead of helmet on his bead, riding & white horse
through the town and over the Inake. His deliverance from
the canine shape came about in this way : Many years after
the king's awful death there lived in the City of Bergen a
King of Rucgen who had a bewilderingly lovely danghter
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named Swenwithe. Numerous kings and princes sued for
her hand, but she chose Prince Peter of Denmark. This:
made a rejected Polish prince very angry. To revenge him-
self he defamed her character and brought her into suck
disgrace even with her betrothed husband and her father
that the former forsook her and the latter confined her in a
gloomy tower, that he might never look upon her face again.
‘Phere sat the poor princess over three years, and ¢ thought
and thought " how she could make her father believe in her
innocence. Fiunnlly she recalled how she had once heard
that only a pure maiden could release the old heathen king
from his bondage. Such a one must go entirely alone on St.
John's Day, between midnight and 1 A. 3, scale the old
castle wall, walking backward upon it until she came to the
place where formerly the entrance to the king's treasure-room
stood, when the earth would open and the maiden glide
gently down. Here she could take as many jewols and as
much gold as she desired, with her, and return before sun-
rise. However, during the entire time she mustnot speak or
turn and look back, or she would lose her life. Swanwithe -
immediately sent a request to her father that she beallowed
to make the test in proof of her virtue, as he knew that it
was sure death to one who tried it under false pretences,
permission was granted. On the night of St. John’s Day
she went alone from Bergen to Garz, and ascended the castie
wall in obedience to the directions. She had not gone far
before she sank gently into a magoificent hall. It was bril-
lautly lighted, and great heaps of treasures filled the flvor.
Far back in the farthest corner sat the bewitched Kinyg, nod-
ding in a reassuring way. Suddenly a throng of richly
dressed slaves appeared, and began filling great vessels with
the gold and the precious stones. The princess did the
same and when she had enough she started toreturn, followed
by all the servitors bearing the treasures they had gathered.
She had already ascended many of the stairs when she began
to suspect that the slaves were not tollowing with her spoils.
She couldn’t resist looking back, of course, and the old king
was instantly transformed into & great black dog, with glaring
eves, that sprang at her. Swanwithe gave a cry of terror, the
daor cloced above hier and she snuk again into the ball, now
perfertly dark  She is still supposed to be there.  Her deliv-
crance can only be eflected by a pure youth, who must ascend
the wall to the entrance of the treasure chamber on St.
John’'s night, as she did. He must kiss her, take her. by the
hand and lead her out. Meanwhile ho dare not speak or
turn around. He will then be rewarded with the grateful
maiden’s hand, and receive in addition treasure cnough to-
purchase an empire.

A dog, on a warm summer day, lay down in the shadeand.
soon feH aslecp. He was awakened by the uoise of a huge
bull approaching his shady resting place. « Get up,” said the
bull,®and let me lie down there.” «No,” replied the dog,
tyou have no right to the place; 1 was here first.” « Well?
said tbe bull, looking innocently at the dog, but with a fero-
cious twinkle in his lcit ¢ye, which made the dog’s spinal
column run cold and his lower jaw give way, “let us toss up
for it &« Thank you,” said the dog, politely, “I ncver
gamble,” -and he walked away. Aloral—Virtue has its own
rewmd.—Li_fe.

King Alfonso assisted at the laying of the corner stone of
the new town hall at Vienna by the Emperor of Austria.
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To Get Rid of the Tramp.

An American judgo is said to intend proposing to the Board
-of Supervisors that a workhouse be built and to it be eent
every vagrant who sets foot in the county, the said vagrant
40 be compelled to earn his living. This is the most practical
plan yet devised for ridding the country of the tramp. Some
-of the laws against vagrancy are severe enough to be inhurnan;
others require more jailsand Jockups than the towns possess,
‘but a workhouse, properly managed, will be exactly the thing.
JIt need not be very large or costly, cither, for as soon as the
‘tramps learn of its completion—and they have a marvel-
lously quick ear for news concerning themselves—they will
cease to infest that county. Then other counties, for self-
protection, may be obliged to build similar workhouses, but
the rural taxpayer will not grumble ; any man will pay hand-
somely for the assurance that his family will no longer be
Lrightened or insulted by burly vagrants.

The Skeleton of a Giant.

George Arnold, & farm hand in the employ of Franklin
“Boots, who lives about fiftecn miles west of Shelbyville, Ind,,
made a discovery which has excited widespread interest in
that county. The object of this interest is the skeleton or
what once was a man of gigantic proportivas, which was un-
covered in a gravel pit on Mr. Boot's tarm. The skeleton
was found in a sitting posture, facing the east, and about six
teet beneath the surface. Some of the bones were badly
broken by a caving of the bank, but the skull and some of
the larger bones were taken out intact, and from them may be
easily realized the gigantic statue of the being to whom they
once gave support. A measurement of the skull from front
sto rear, the rule passing from the eye-socket to the back of
the head, shuws it to have been about sixteen incheg, while
the breadth of the inferior maxillary was eight and one-hal:
inches, showing that the brain must have weighed from four
and one-half to five pounds. Careiul measurement of the
other bones establish the fact that the maun, when alive, was
not less than nine feet in height, aud large in proportion.
From the anpearance of the teeth, which are very lurge and
do not show the slightest sign of decay, although they ate
worn down almost to the bones of the jaw, the man could
not have been less than one hundred years old when he died,
and, of course, he may have been much older. The bones ot
the lower jaw are very large and thick, showing an extent of
muscular development in that organ which is far beyond
anything of the present day. How long ago the body of this
giant was interred where it was unearthied, or to what tribe
or nation he belonged when he trod the earth inall the
moajesty of his strength, it is impossible to say, but it must
have buen ages ago, as all the indications show that the soil
where the remains were discovercd had not been disturbed
for many generations. Steps have been taken to have casts
-mado of the bones, and they will be placed either in the
State collection or some of the American college musenms.

Modern Witcheraft.

A tespectable German family named Boyer, who have
lived in Stony Creck Valley, Pa, for scveral years, were
recently compelied to move away. Most of the inhabitants
are believers in witcheraft. For four or five years they have
annoyed and persecuted the Boyers, on the gronnd that old
1Mrs. Boyer was & witch, and had bewitched a daughter o1
William Kildey. Kildoy is an intelligent river pilot, and is
known all along the Susquebannaas “Squire” Heis a fiim

believer in witcheraft. His daughter Emma was taken sick
in 1877. She was afflicted with convulsions, during whick
she barked like a dog, made noises like a fightiag cat, aud
talked German, a language she knew mothing about. Physi-
cians tried for threo years to cure her, but could not.

One day shq told her fatherthat a young man had asked
to go home with her from Sunday school, and she would not
let him. He told her he would give her over to old Mrs.
Boyer, who would bewitch her and she would die. Since
then she bas been sick. A witch doctor named Wolf told
Kildey that his daughter was bewitched. He showed her
half-sister the likeness of the witch in a basin of water It
was old Mrs. Boyer, she said. Kildey then consulted Arm-
strong McClain, a peddler and witch doctor. He burned
some hair on a shovel, and told Kildey that if he did not
meet 2 brindle cow on his way home his daughter would be
relieved from the witch’s spell at eundown. He said that
the witch was Mrs. Boyer.

Kildey said his daughter got better at sundown. She was
well for some time, but had occasional relapses, when it was
charged that Mrs. Boyer was tormenting her. Two years ago
she was reported as being worse than ever. McClain was
scat for to « lay the witch.'” He placed some roots and herbs
in a bottle and spriukled a white powder on them aund filled
the bottle with water. Then he asked for an old hammer,
which was given him. He took it out doors and remained
fiftcen minutes, Returning, he walked to the patient’s side.
Drawing the hammer back as if to strike a powerful blow. he
said: « Nuw I'll kill the witch, old Mrs. Boyer.” He brought
the hammer duwn gently against the gicl's right temple three
times. Then he took the hammer and threw it out doors,
and said to Mrs. Kildey : « It your spotted cow kicks when
you milk her to-night, be sure and don't scold her, because
that s what tbe witches want you to do, aud that will break
the charm. I have settled Mrs. Boyer. She will die in
seven months, and when they bury her, her coffin will burst
open.”

Juhn Boyer, @ son of Mrs. Boyer, had McClain arrested
finally fordefamation of character, and he was bound over to
answer at court.  The Kildey girl continued to assert that
she was still tormented by Mcs. Boyer, and, being unable to
cunvince the superstitious people that they were being im-
posed upon, the family decided to move away.

“Where He Had Ts. -

There were seven or cight of us in the smoking-car, and
by-and-by the conversation turned upon hotels. Six of the
crowd were going to stop off at the same village in Georgia,
and ouc of them remariked :—

# Well, gentiemen, you can make up your minds to go
through purgatory to-night.”

< Why 7"

«Well, there is only one hotel in the “town, and that is
run by the meancst man south of the Ohio River”

« Do you know him 7" asked a chap who was suspected
of bLeing a lightning-rod agent from Chicago.

& X rather reckon.”

« And what's e mean about 7"

«Everytbhicg. He has bugs in his beds, uses baansin hig
coffee, his rooms are dirty, and he's a robber in his charges.”

« And there's no otherhotel?

«No. If there was he wouldn't get custom enough to
keep a cat alive. He's the meanest man in tho Statelof
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Georgis, and if Iever catch him outside of his town I'll put
a head on him!”

«I move that we vesist any swindle on his part,” said a
drummer tfrom Chicago.

«If T find bugs, I'll fire the bed out of the window,” ‘md
a patent-churn man from Ohio.

« And thus it went on for half an hour, everybody :untici-
pating and predicting, but the conversation finally closed by
the originator remarking :—

«Well, we'll have to puc up with it, 1 suppose, but you
can make up your minds to sce the meanest, low-down, hang-
dog tavern-keeper in America.”

It was after dark when we reached the village, and after
delaying awhile with the baggage five of us rode up together
in the 'bus. The sixth man bad disappeared, and we didn’t
see him until we reached the hotel. ‘Then he was discovered
behind the desk, a pen over his ear, his coat offi—in fact, he
was the identical landlord himself!
walked up, took a look at him, and fell back: and we had
adjonrned to the veranda, and were talking of sleeping out on
the grass that night when he came out and said:—

« Gentlemen, will yon walk in aad register 2

One followed the other, and, though we all remained un-
f11 he next evening, not a word was said nor a hint dropped
about the conversation on the cars. It was only asthe train
was ready to go that he shook hands all around, and kindly
remarked :—

«The meanesi, low-down, hang-dog tavern.-keeper in
America hopes to see one and all again.  Nave a cigar, gen-
tlemen??”

We have sent him a gallon of wine aud a box of cigars
from Augista, but he was still our creditor.—.Y. Quad.

The Baby.

What's that thing?

What thing?

That thing over there.

That? That's a baby.

What's a baby ? ~

A baby is the oftspring of parents.

What are parents?

Parents are the progenitors of their oftspring.

Oh. What's it doing, now?

What's wbat doing?

The baby.

Making a noise.

What does it make & noise for?

To whoop thiugs up and wake its daddy upat four o'clock
in the morning.

That must be nice.

You're just right. You sce, when the thermometer is
down to 20 © below on a cold moming in Deccinber, and
father and mother are asleep, and it is so cold that the door
knobs freeze so tight that they won’t turn uutit they are
thawed out, the baby, he maises the root off.

How?

With his lungs. It is calculated that a man's lungs are
strongest when he isa baby. We don ¢t know why this is,
but it is. Isuppose, though, the Lord keeps changing a
baby’s lungs all through childhood, and after he bas used
copper-lined, iron.bottomed and leather lungs two or three
times; He can just tell what kind of lungs th(. badby will need
when be grows up.

Whatis the father?

One after another

He is one of the parents.

What is he good for?

Ob, he ain't good for much, because the baby is boss:
when he comes and runs the whole house, and the mother
sides in with him, whenever any disputes arise. ‘The father
is a handy article to bave arouund, though, when the buby
gets colie, because then the father walks the room at night
and stubs his naked toes liunting the paregoric.

What's the baby for ?

The baby, you know, is the parent of nations. He bosses
everybody, too. A ten-pound baby can sass a two-hundred
pound man and the other fellow is afraid to touch him.
There are seven great events in the life of the baby.

What are they?

They are, 1st—the day of birth; 2nd—when an uncle or
aunt declares it looks like its father; 3rd~the first tooth;
4th—when it is named after a rich relative well on in years ;
Sth—when it creeps; 6th—when it falls down stairs the first
time; 7th—When it begins to walk and get into the pantry.

The baby must have a nice time.

Oh, yes! The most important item of a baby’s make-up is
its mounth. It eats the black off the stove, swallows the
poker, chews up the scissors and bites the cat.

The first few years of its life is a constaut meal. The
meanest thing about a baby is its bitter war on its father.
But he has one consolation.

What's that?

He knows that some day the baby (if it's a he-baby) \n]l

grow up and be a father too.— Breakfast-Table.

The Man With Nothing to Do.

A man who has nothing to do is a pitiable object. . He is
simply a kept man. He is living on charity. Some amiable
snoozer, now dead, has left him the money he lives ony and
all he has to do is to draw the money and eat, drink and
slecp : no eyes can brighten with happiness when he comes
home, because he only comes home when the other places
are closed. He cannot come home tired, and be petted and
rested by willing hauds because it would be & mockery to pet
a tired man who had got tired doing nothing. Such & man
simply exists and is no good on earth. 1f he would wheel a
barrow and earn adollar, and get tired, and buy a beefsteak
with the dollar, and have it cooked and eat it while the
appetite was on that he got wheeling the barrow, he would
know more enjoyment than he had ever known before. That

mar with nothing to do on earth no doubt thinks, as he lies

around and smells frowsy, that he is eojoying life, but he
knows no more aubout enjoyment than a tom-cat that sleeps
all day and gocs out nights to play short-stop to a lot of
boot-jacks and beer bottles. Such a wan is a cipher, and does
not know cnough to go in when it rains. If there werc less
incomes left to iazy young fellows, and more sets of carpenter

tools, there would be more real cvjoyment—Burlington
Hawkeye.

The story has been relatéd of the Hon. H{annibal Hamlin
that once, in his active political days, be attended a party
caucus at which there was ounly one man present besides bim-
self. Ie promptly elected the other man chairman, had him-
self appointed secretary, and then transacted all the business
in hand; and when he had made out the credentials of the
delegates chosen, he wrote in them that the delegates were
clected ot a “large and respectable caucus®—¢ because,” he

explaiued to the chairman, « you are large and I am respec-

table

H
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The Father of Fish-Culture.

SETU GREEN'S IDEAS ABOUT THE FINNY TRIBE AND SOME OF mIS
VARIKD EXPERIENCRS.
tHow did you ever come to devise this scheme 7"
«] have been working at it ever since I was large enough

to bend a pin.” .
The above remark was addressed to Mr. Seth Green, the

veteran fish-culturist, who is known to the entire world, and
his reply indicates the extent of his Inbors.

«When I was quito young,” he continued, «I would lie
on the limbs of trees that reached out over the water entire
afternoons watching the movements of the fish and studying
their habits. In this way T discovered many charncteristics
which were before unknown. I saw, as every observer must
see, the destructive elcments  that me waring .against fish,
and I realized that unless something were done, the life in
the streams of this country would become extinct. To
counteract this disastrous eud became my life work, and Iam
happy to say I have seen its accomplishment.”

« Were you successful on thestart?

«No, inded. Up to that time all artificial attempts to
hatch and raise fish from the spawn had failed, and I was
compelled to experiment in an cntirely new manner. The
work was a careful and tedious one, but I finally succeeded.
and to-day I am able to hatch aud raise seventy-five per
cent. of all spawn.” )

« Enormous! Why, that isa larger percentage than either
the vegetable or the animal kingdoms produce in a natural

condition.” -
«T know it, but we uxercise the greatest care in the start,

and guard the little fellows until they become able to care for
themselves.”

The foregoing conversation occurred at Caledonia, where
the representative of this paper was paying a visit to the
state fish hatcheries. It has been his privilexe to report very
many interesting sights within the past twenty-five years,
but the view prssented here exceeds in interest anything ever
before attempted.

« How many fish are there in those ponds, Mr. Green?”

« As we have never attempted to count them it would
be impossille to say. They extend away up in the millions
though. We shipped over three willions out of the pond
this year and tbere seemed to be as many afterwards as
before. We have nearly every varicty of the trout family
and many hybrids.”

« You speak of byorids, Mr. Green.  What do you mean

by that?”
« ] have experimented for years in crossing the breed of

the various fish and am still working upon it. We cross
the female salmon trout with the male breok trout, aud
thus produce a hybrid. Then we cross the bybrid with the
brook trout, which gives us three-quarter brook trout and one-
quarter salmon trout. This makes one of the finest fish in
the world. He has all the habits of the brook trout, lives in
both streams aund lakes, developes vernillion spots on his
sides, rises rendily to a fly, is tar more vigorous and fully one-
third larger than brook trout of the same age. The possi-
bilities of developement in the fish world are great, and we
are rapidly ascertaining what they are.”

As the man of news watched the countenance of Mr
Green while he was giving the above account, he could not.
but feel that he was in the presenco of one of the few
investigators who, from a.rich and life-long experience, bring
great benefit to the world, Lt the reader imagine a strong

-luxuridant gray hair,

e s e e

and stalwart frame, surmourited by a head strangely resembl-
ing thnt of Socrates, and covered with a white silk bes .d and
Seth Green, the father of fish-culture, is.
the picture of health, and the reporter could not help remark-
ing so,

g“If you had seen mo the last winter and spring, young
man you might have thought differently,” said the veteran.

« How isthat? One would think to look at you that
sickness was something of which you knew nothing.”

« And so it was until last winter, I went down into
Florida in the fall to see what kind of fish they had in that
stafe and study their babits and wasattacked with malarin in
its severest form, and when 1 came home I realized for the
first time in my life that I was sick. My symptoms were
terrible. I had dull, aching pains in my head, limbs and
around my back, My appetite was wholly gone, and I felt a
lack of energy such as I had often heard described but had
never experienced. Any one who has ever had a severe
attack of malaria can appreciate my coundition. I went to
bed and remained tnere all the spring, and if there ever
was a sick wan I was the one.” .

uTt seems hardly possible. How did you come to recover
50 completely 27

« Aly brother, who had been afilicted Ly a severe kidne;'
trouble and threatened with Bright's disease, was completely
cured by a remedy in which I had great cenfidence. I there-
fore wried the same remedy for my malaria and am happy to
say I am a well wman to-duy, and through the instrumentality
of Warner's Safe Cure, which I believe to be one of the most
valuable of medicines. Indeed, T see it is endorsed by the
United States medical college of New York, and that Dr.
Gunn, dean of that institution, has written a long article
concerning its value.”

« And you are now as well as formerly ?

« Apparently so. I keep the remedy on haund all the
while, though, and do not hesitate to recommend it to others.

% One question more. How many ponds of fish have you
here and how are they divided?

«Vell, we have 43 ponds which are divided up as follows :
22 ponds of brook trout, 2 ponds of salmon trout, 4 of Afe-
Cloud river or rainbow trout, 2 ponds of German trout, 3 of
California mountam trout, 2 ponds of hybrids, 4 of one-quar-
ter salmon and three-quarters brook trout, 2 ponds of gold
fish, and 1 pond of Carp. Then we have what we call the
centennial pond or ¢happy family,’ consisting of crosses of
different fish, including Kennebec salmon, Land Locked
salmon, California salmon, brook trout, salmon trout and
hybrids. These fish range in size from minnows to 18-
pounders, and in age from one-and-one-balf months to eleven
years, I forgot to say, also, that we have a ¢ hospital’ pond,
which is entirely empty, which speaks pretty well for a com-
munity of many millions. Indeud, the whole secret of fish
culture can be summed up in four things. Impregnation,—
using no water. Plenty of food. Plenty of pure water and
cleanliness.”

Thoe numerous fish exhibitions which are taking place in:
all parts of Europe and the unusual interest which is being
manifested in this subject throughout the world all owe their
origin to the process above described asoriginated and con-

ducted by Seth Green. Itis certainly cause for congratulation
to every Amcrican that this country produces so many men
whose genius brings value to the world, and it is proef posi-
tive of the greatest merit that a remedy even with such high
stantdmg ;{s \Vgrner(’is Sx:;o Cureé is known to have should be
so strqugly endorsed and recommended by o

and reliable as Seth Green. 7 one so reputablo
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SOCJAL AND LITERARY.

Mr. G. A. Sala is to spend the winter in
“the West Indies.

A movement has been started in London
to erect & memorial to Charles Dickens.

The Viography of George Eliot by her
husband, has been greatly delayed by Mr.
Cross’s illness.

The number of visitors at Wittemberg,
Germany, attending the Tuther celebration,
is placed at 50,000.

Mr. Gerald Massey has written a book
bearing the title of « The Natural Genesis.”

" fle has spent twelve years upon its compo-
sition.

Mr. H. G. Vennor is not an invalid by any
means, as reported in some newspapers, but
is enjoying very good health and able to at-
tend to his business affairs.

Dante Gabriel Rossetti was, it is said, a
notable example of the terrible effects of the
chloral habit. In the latter years of his
life he sometimes took as much as 180 grains
in a single day.

A startling announcement is made by Mr.
S R. Dyke, a member of the Divorce Reform
League. He states that over 6,000 women
die yearly in the United States from at-
tempts to destroy unborn children.

Messrs. W. J. Linton ond R. H. Stoddard
have been gathering for some years the ma-
terial for an elaborate collection of Euglish
poetry, and they have completed a work
which is more comprehensive in its scope
and more accurate in its text than any simi-
1ar work heretofore sent forth.

The Methodist general conference has de-
cided in favor of one large university to be
established as soon as practicable, in Toronto
or clsewhere in Ontario. At present the
Church las six or seven educational insti-
tutions with 101 professors, 5,00¢ pupils and
cndowments exceeding $400,000.

The original publisher of Uncle Tom’s
Cabin, Mr. John P. Jewett, believes he could
have bought the story for twenty-five dollars,
as, while negotiating with Professor Stowe
and his wife, the Professor said, «I tell wife
that if she can get a good black silk gown,
or fifty dollars in monecy, she had better
take it.” .

« Don't ” is the taking title of a little vol-
ume published in the Parchment Paper Ser-
ics by D. Appleton & Co. It is worthy a
careful study by the young men of this
country, as it is written for their ber.efit, and
will undoubtedly be of value to them in the
formation and strengthening of a good code
of manners. “ Don't” reproves many little
faults which though small are sufficient to
annoy and disturb the comfort of others,

oftentimes.
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RUPTURE.

R NORMAN'S ELECTRO CURATIVE
TRUSS is the best in the world. Guaran-
teed to hold the Rupture and be cownfortable,

Circular free.
A. NORMAN, 4 Queen St. East, TORONTO.

NORMANS
ELECTRIC BELT
. INSTITUTION.

Established 1874.

4 Queen St. East, - Toronto

CONSULTATION AND CIRCULARS FREE

Nervous Debility, Rheumatism, Neuralgis,
Lame Back, Liver and Kidney Compleints,
Chest and Throat Troubles, and all Female
and Genital Affections are immediately and
permanently corrected by using these Elec-
tric Belts, Bands and Insoles. Every Belt
guaranteed genuine

A. Hawiutox & Co., Agents, Hamilton.
13
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