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Grandfather.

Upon the withering grasses lie

Leaves reddened by a hectic glow ;
While autumn sings a requicrn sad

In measured tones both soft and low.
Aud on the yellow cornstalks, bare

OF blades, hang golden, ripened grain,
And bees on nodding clover blooms

Sing drowsily a sweet refrain.

And as I gaze on nature’s face,
All flushed, by summer's fevered breath,
I seem to see ‘another face,
Now sleeping in the arms of death;
A pair of tender, kindly eyes,
That faded with life's autumn glow,
A pair ot loving lips that gave
The sweetest counsels I shall know.

1 hear again the feeble step

That tottered o'er the gravelled sand,
And in my palm I feel once more

The pressure of u trembling hand.
"Twas just one little year ago,

We bared to each an aching heart,
And even then we vaguely felt

The drifting of our souls apart.

( Written for the Family Circle.)
BONNY WOODS.

BY E, T. PATERSON.

WI LL you tell me whether you want me or'not ? Judy.”
«I hope you will not stay away,” she answered,
~ softly, a smile hovering about her mouth. Then,.
without a word, lie bent down and gently touched with his iip
the little haud that had grown more sunburnt than when Au-
gusta complained of its whiteness. From the moment when
sho f¢lt bis bearded lips touch her hand, all Judiths doubfs:
and fears took fo themselves wings and flew away. AlL
Augista’s cruel speeches and insinuations wére Tobbed of
‘their sting, and she :ﬂlowcd Herself to bo supremely ‘happy
whils every dny 8ho thanked the fatd of ‘ME. 'Lendox's firm-
ness, which bad’ gent her to Bonny Dale mstea&of somo- ot.h er

place. She loved khim, and was beloved by him, and the
world was a very beautiful place, and she would be happy
forever! Poor little fool! How long would it take her to
learn that happinees at best is flecting, and all is vexation of
spirit.

Donnld Standfield left Bonny Dale that afternoon in rather
a perplexed frame of mind. He could scarcely doubt now
that Judith loved—or fancied she loved him; in her youth
and ignorance of the ways of the world, she betrayed herselt
in a dozen little ways which he could hardly fail to see, now
that his eyes had been opened. And yet, while the thought
of winning this fair young girl for his wife filled him witha
subtle joy, it, even to himself, savored somewhat of the ridi-
culous. He felt so old, so terribly old; and she was but
seventeen. In this respect he did himself an injustice; for
thirty-six is comparatively young for a man, and he did not
look hig age. The dark hair was as dark and thi<k, and bhis
form as stalwart and upright as it was ten years ago.

He mused bitterly, that, perhaps after all, this was buta
fleeting, girlish fancy of Judith’s; that she thought she liked
him because be was the firsh man to pay her those chivalrons
atentions which women’'value. It might be that if she met
with some other, younger man and received similar attentions
from him, she would find that her regard for the older man
was & fancy after all. This Littleworth, for instance. He was
young, probably good looking and well off ; what was more
likely than that he and Judith should be attracted to one
another? She was fair and sweet enough to please the eye of
any man, surely! Jt cannot be said that up to this time
Standficld was really what is called, in love, with Judith; but
the idea of winning her had been very plcasant to this some-
what weary und world-worn man. During the past few days
while ke bad been considering the matter, ke had resolved to
bury the past and its disappointments, aud to that end he kad
striven, more successfully than he was aware of, perhaps, to
put Dorothby’s image from his mind and place her sister's
therc instead; and had looked forward to the future, which
looked bright and tempting with that bright young face
smiling at him; still'he bad been wavering on the brink of
love; now, however, that the thought of failing to win her
prcsented itself, that there was the prospect of a possible
rival in the ﬁelﬂ the needed stimulus was supplied, atd he

Atook the fatal leap, whether for hxs own good’ and her’a

remains to bo seen.

. Docs it appear xncoﬁsxétem‘. in Standfield thus to nccopt “the

homsage 6f one womun when he had been g0 mtolemnt to nn~
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ether's? But a man does not censure a woman's betrayal of
her love for bim if the betrayal is unconscious, or if circum-
stances force it from her; but to openly exhibit hor weakness
to his eyes and to the eyes of all the world, is to gain, not
only his contempt, but the world's uncompromising cen-
sure. In the former case it ke feels that her love is hopeless,
all the chivalry latent in the masculine nature is aroused ; and
it may be that years after he will remember with a tender
regret, the girl who loved him once; not so in the latter
.case.

The extension chair arrived at Bonny Dale early the next
morning ; and soon after brenkfast, Judith, full of delight at
the prospect of getting iuto the open air again, and shyly
gratified at Standfield’s thoughtful kindness, was carried out
by Susanunah, and Betsy the kitchen maid. Miss Laurie, full
of secret wrath at this new instance of the banker's interest
in her cousin, held disdainfully aloof during the transit, nor
offered to assist in any way. She bad protested agaiust the
ehair’s being sent at all, when Staudfield broached the subject
to her on the preceding afternoon , and had declared that it was
altogether an unnecessary trouble ; but he good-humoredly
held his own and succeeded in enlisting Mrs. Laurie on his
side. But before leaving the farm he contrived to whisper a
word tc Susannah, who promised to see that Miss Judith was
assisted out into the garden every morning aud comfortably
installed in the easy chair, under the old apple tree.  Augusta
had her revenge, by absolutely refusing to allow more than
one of the smallest and most dilapidated of the sofa cuslions
to be taken into the garden for Judith’s use ; so that Susannab
bad much difficulty in making this chair a comfortable
lounge.

«There, dearie; it's the best I can do for you, but I'm
afraid it ain’t very soft-like tor your back,” said the old
woman, wheu she had arranged, to the best of her ability, a
shawl of Judith's, on the back of the chair.

# That will do beautifully, Susannah, thavk you; and you
are a dear to take so much trouble about me,” answered the
girl, softly patting the withered old L ind.

« Trouble! Mise Judy;"” and she luid her hand on the
young head. :

# Nothing 1 could do for you would be a trouble; it's
naught but pleasure to do for such a young thing as you.”

Before the afternoon arrived Judith’s buck ached with
leaning on the hard chair; but she wished Standfield to see
that she appreciated bis kindness by making use of the chair;
%0, in answer to Susannah’s question, if she wanted to go out
again after dinner, she answered, « yes.”

Standfield came about three in theafternoon, and his quick
eye took inat once the luck of cushious, and the consequent
discomfort of Judith’s position. Miss Lauric was at the
sitting-room window, and she watched, with an angry sparkle
in her eye, the meeting between the two in the garden—
Btandfield’s half-tender, half-playful manner as he bent over
the chair and held the young girl's hand in his, “ much longer
thar was at all seemly or necessary,” thought Augusta. He
then advanced to shake bands with her and Mr. Laurie, who
happened to be in the room at tho time.

After a fow words oxu either side, the young man made a
bold request for some more cushions for Judith's chair.

% You see,” he said, laughingly, I boasted 0 much to
Miss Judith of tho lusurious comfort of my extension chair,
thet [ fear she i8 sadly disappoiuted and doubts my veracity H
of course, it requires to bo well suppiied with pillows, to
afford that degree of comfort I promised for it

FAMILY CIRCLE.

« Pillows | Mr. Standfield, cortainly; I will tell Susannak
to get some more ; it was stupid of her not to see that Judith
had as many as she wanted,” suid Augusts, forcing herself to-
speak and smile pleasantly. She did not desire to seem un-.
gracious to Standfield by refusing his request, and, worcover,
she did not dare to do so in her father's hearing. So pres-
ently Susannah appeared, laden with two or threesoft pillows
anda rug, which, with the young man's skilful assistance,she-
arranged on the extension chair, transforming it immediately.

| into a luxurious lounge.

Miss Luurie’s discomfiture was complete.

CHAPTER V.
SUMMER DAYS.

%HE week that ensued ere Judith was able to walk about
@ as usual was one of more unalloyed happiness than, per—

=" haps, she shou'd ever experienceagain. For it wasall so
new and wonderful, this joy which filled her svul in another's.
presence. When Standfield’s kind, dark eyes met hers, and
his deep, manly voice filled her ears a: with sweetest music,
there was sbsolutely no other thing in life she desired to-
make her happy. And when sometimes at parting his voice:
took a tender tone, and he held ber hand in his firm clasp-
longer than need be, then she felt that it would be sweet, nay,
blessed, to die thus, with her band in his; for now she knew
what it was to Le utterly, unspeakably happy. Even Augusta's.
shafts fell harmnless to the ground ; and Mr. Thorpe's oftensive
love-makiog fuiled to annoy her as keenly as before; she was
too full of happiness now to take much notice of tise young
man; while this indifference on her -part aggravated him
almost beyond bearing ; he bated Standficld furiously; he hated
Augusta, and cursed the fate that bound him to her; and he
loved Judith more madly than ever.

The weather was perfect, and Judith, Stanfield, Augusta.
and Mr. Thorpe formed a quartette each afternoon and passed
the time plensantly enough to all seeming, out under the
apple tree in the garder, Judith lying in Ler chair while her
cousin worked industriously with her ueedle at some article
of her trosseau; and the two young men lounged at ease on
the grass with cigars between their lips, when Miss Laurie was
gracious eumough to permit it. At length, however, the
lounging chair was dispensed with and Judith was able to
go aboutas formerly. Just about this time, tco, arrived Regi-
nald and his friend Mr. Littleworth, or Jack, as he called him..
He was 8 handsowe, pleasant young fellow of twenty-five or
§0; “a thorough Saxon,” as Reggie ssid. And he showed
his Anglo-Saxon biith in every feature ot his fuce; fair, curly
hair, and fair mourtache, drooping over a mouth that would
have made & woman's fuce beautiful, so tender and refined.
was it. Jack’s cyes were blue and full of merriment ; honest
eyes, too. Indeed,Jack's friends said of him, that there was
10 honester or moure manly fellow on esrth. Men liked him,,
women adored him, and no child was ever known to feat bim.
Iv his mother’s eyes he was simply perfect. He was the only
son of a Hertfordebire squire, at whose death he would come
into possession of an ancient Grange and a splendid income.

At Bunny Dale farin he was speedily a universal favorite.
Heingrat . +ed himself with every one, from Mr. Laurie down.
to Betsy, the little kitchen maid, who peeped at him from.
the kitchen deor, and then fell into raptures over the ¢ hand-
some yo.ag gentleman.” until summarily called to order by
Susannsh, who, however, in her heart of hearts, endorsed.
Butsy's every word of praise. As for Jack, himself, he was
not an individual prons to tako unreasonable prejudices;, he-
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generally contrived to sce people in their very best light, so
that he was always prepared to like them until sufficicut
yeason presented for disliking the n, and it may bo said in
passing, that the voung fellow . .uld hate just ag heartily as
he could like & mav.

«What a pretty little place this is!” hesaid, on the second
morning after their arrival, as he and Reggie sauntered toward
the farm.

u Awfully quiet, theugh; I would not like to live here
mouth after month, hke Standfield, for instance ; and yet he
seems not to mind it.”

« Well, 1 think myself that two or three weeks of it would
bo sufficient for me at a time, not but that I could live a
country life, and very contentedly too, if 1 were obliged ‘o
my boyhood was passed in a country place srarcely larger
than this.”

« Still, a fellow ought to have bis ding in the world before
he settles down in one quiet corner of it for the rest of bis
life, as you will probably do some day when you are Syuire
of Wortley,” said Repgie, with a smile.

«] hope that day isa long way off, yet; the poor old gov-
ernor may enjoy his possessions without a fear of my covst-
ing them,” said Juck, with a rort of tender pity in hisvoice;
the present Squire of Wortley was an old man of sixty-four,
be bad been a stern, exacting father; but none knew better
than Juck, that in bis inmost heart the old man idolized his
haudsome son; and the young man in return gave a very
sincere affection to his father.

« Nice fellow, that Standfield,” remarked Reggie, pres-

eutly.
« Yes, he is one of those men one cannot help feeling a

respect for; I feel sure hie is an unusually well-informed man,
and yet there is nothing in the slightest degree boasitul or
pedantic about him.”

« He is a gentleman,” answered the younger mau, simply.

« ] am sure he is. It has been said that an English pen-
tleman is unmistakeable; be is unique; and I may say that
a Capadian gentleman is a gentleman through and through,
and a right good fellow into the bargain.”

«‘Thank you; I suppose you came to Canada under the
impression that the Cauadians were & race of boors.”

«Not at all,” rcturned the other, laughing,— but you
know & man is always partial to his own counirymen, so that
it is perbaps a surprise to him to find auother nation equal
in all respects to his own.”

«*Thanks again, old feiiow,” replied Reggie, proudly.

« 1 can tell you, I am proud of being a Canadian, and of
the same race as the English.”

 Ag any man might be, for there is no greater nation in
the world thar old England,” said Littleworth, exultingly.
But now, after this brisk interchange of compliments, let us

‘try and find our way back to the subject in hand. By the

way, am I right in supposing that your cousin is engaged to
¥Mr. Thorpe, that sulky-looking chap, you know?"

«Yes, quite right; I cannot imagine how they ever be-
came engaged, for it is evident there is not much love lost
betwueen them ; I suppose Thorpe has an eye on Augusta's
money. 1 detest the fellow?”

« Miss Laurie is an heiress, then?

«She has a pretty little fortune in her own right ; and she
will, 1 suppose, inherit Bonny Dale and her father’s money.”

t« Indeed1”

«Judy cannot endure the man, either; I can sece that. By
the way, let us get the girls to show us the way to Bonny

Woods this morning ; my sister says it isa lovely place.”

« By ull meaus; letus do go. MNr. Standfield was saying
that thero was pretty good fishing in the river ; we must get
out our rods and tackle to-morrow, and win old 3rs. Barber’s
beart by a present of some fresh trout for breakfast.”

“They had now arrived at the garden gate, and throwing
aside their cigars, entered, vociferously welcomed by Trap,
whose joyous bark brought Judith to the window to see who
was cowing in. )

She was engaged in dusting the ornaments in the sitting
room, and wore & large blue gingham apron over her black
muslin diess, while an old blue silk handkerchief arranged
togue-fash’on, protected her pretty hair from the dust. She
looked wonderfully pretty and childish, standing therc in the
window, over and around which bloomed in abundant pro-
fusion the early June roses, filling th2 air with delicious fra-
grance.

«If I were an artist [ would paint a picture of that girl,
standing just as she is now,"” thought Jack, his beautiful blue
eyes ful] of admiration.

Reginald also seemed struck with his sister’s appearance,
this morning.

“ Why, Judy !’ he cried, with brotherly outspokeness, # I
never knew you were such a beauty before.”

% Brothers are curiously unobservant mortals,” laughed
Jack, as he saluted the young girl and Mrs. Lauvie, who had
now appeared at tbe window  are they not, Mrs. Laurie ?”

“ Not always, Mr. Litucworth, not always, but young
men nowadays seem to think it waste of time to comyliment
their own sisters,” said the old lady, quaintly.

«Ah1 it was different in my young days; I had one bro-
ther; he died twenty years ago, poor Jim! aud he always did
suy thut I was the prettiest girl in the village where we lived.
You would not believe now, Reggie, that I was ever & pretty
young girl like your sister; would you?”

«On the contrary, Mrs. Laurie, I am quite sure you were
for 1 have heard my father say many a time that you were a
regular beauly when you married Mr. Laurie,” answered
Reggie, brightly, and won the old lady’s heart ¢ntirely, for
she dearly toved to hear people say that she had been a
beauty in her far away youth. Poorold lady!

«We have come to beg you and Miss Laurie toaccompany
us to Bouny Woods; it i3 a beautiful morning for 2 walk,”
Jack was saying to Judith. He never dreamed that Augasta
considered her time too precious to waste in idle morning
rambles,

« I think Augusta is busy ; but I will go, anyway ; it will
be delightful. I will go and tell Augusta tbat you are

here.”
#«To Bonny Woods, indeed!™ exclaimed that indefatig-

able young womap, when Judith informed her of Jack's
request. )

« I have a great deal too much to do, to go gadding about
all forcnoon; and for no carthly reason that I can see;
Reggie and Mr. Littleworth could find their way to Bonny
Woods by themselves well enough if they chose. Tell them
I'll be in to sec them in a minute,” she added, as Judith
turned to leave the dairy, much relizved by her cousin’s deci-~
sion to remain at homo.

(To be Continued.)

« You must bathe regularly,” said a physician, gravely, as
he looked a}the patient’s tongue, and felt his pulge. ¢ But,
doctor, I do,” returned the sick man; “X go in swimming
regularly every Furst of July.”
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Bartonville’s Mistake.

k’%“ AMDMA, what makes the little girls act so naughty
M to me and call me such wicked names,” asked a little

blue-eyed girl of five years, the child of & beautiful
woman who sat at an open window, her head bent industri-
ously over her sewing, a sad weary look upon the white fuce,
and in the large brown eyes an almost indcfinable expression
of tender and infinite longing.

« And do they still treat my little treasure rudely? Oh,
Pearlie, my darling, they must not,” and the mother's face
wore a look which told too truly of the bitter struggle within.

«But they will, mamma. Bertie Willis said only to-day
that I had no papa, and never had, 'cause her mamma and
all the folks said 80 ;” then, suddenly after a pause during
which the baby eyes sought wistfully the mother's face,
« mamma, where is my papa?®

But that wistful appeal was soon changed into a cry of
terror, for there came over the white-faced woman a storm
such as had never revealed itself to that child before. The
slender fingers clasped cach other convulsively, and through
tha pale lips of the mother there issucd acry so fraught with
anguish that, except a reponsive scream, the child was awed
into a frightened silence.

«Qh, my God ! how long, ob, how long, must shame and
calumny and poverty be my portion. Innocent as a babe,
yet my life is one continual bitterness. I am turned from
every door at which I plead for labor, to earn an honest
livelihood for myself and child, capable though I am in
directions wherein men make fortunes.
despised, and my beautiful darling the target for all the
sneers and thrusts of which children are now-a-days so
capable. And all for what? Merely because I choose to
keep the secret of my life from the prying eyes of a vulgar
public. They will not belicve me pure and inocent because
1 live alone with sealed lips, and this child only an added
proof of my supposed infamy. How long,oh God, how long?”
And the frail form shook with sobs that “threatened to drive
ber mad. But the heaving bosom at last became calm, the
throbbing heart ceascd, in a measure, its tumultuous beatings,
and with all the bravery of a grand nature, she smiled at the
little onc through her tears, and clasping her to her heart,
murmured, ¢“did mamma frighten her little Pearlic? Well,
she’ll not do so any more.  Let's go see if kitty has lapped all
her milk.”

Common-place words ¢nough ; but grand, when considered
as an indication of a mastery over self—or a brave struggle
with the giant sorrow. Rising in her spirit above the
calumny of a cruel world, she resolved to be brave for love’s
sweet s.uke.

* - - - * ©

There was much c¢xcitement in Bartomille aad the
gossips were revelling in chatter without end.  The hotels
and otber public places, to say notbing of the bumes, were
filled with catizens cager to talk o listen to one subject at
present of patampunt interest.  Bartonville was happy.

It was all because Horton 5t. Clare was comiug home to
take possession of the grand old ancestral estate, which had
tor several years remained closed and gloomy because the
young master had, some way, ill-brooked the restraint-which
the care of the large estate would have imposed: upon him.
Indegd, nearly the whole town might be said to belong to him
since the tract of land on which the village stood, with the

Hissed at, spurned, |

CIRCLE.

exception of a few sold lots, was originally part of the estate,

and besides bo owned tho vast mills—the oi:ly manufacturing
industry of the place, and his influence was, in congequenco,
almost limitless. There were fine schools in the place,
which had brought several wealthv families with children to
be educated. These advantages, tuken with the natural
beauty and healthfulness of the whole couatry about, made
Bartonville a place of some consequence. She was not slow
to feel this, and held up her head accordingly.

Horton St. Clair was loved and respected by all, but of
late years, when he had returned from his rovings, for a short
visit at the old place, his fuce bad worn such a look of sorrow
and pain; his mankner was 0 unusually cold and repellant,
and he seemed so completely wrapped up in grief of some
kind, that the employees of the mills scarcely dared adCress
him as of old, but turned with relief to the manager, in whose
hands all the business of the vast entorprise had been placed.
But he had always soon departed again for foreign shores,
and it became a settled thing in the minds of all that his
secret grief was killing him.

The term of this, his last absence, had been much longer
than usual, but he was now really coming to reride perman-
ently among thew, and speculation was rife as to the caues
thereof. Was he bringing & bride with him? And many
other questions of like character were asked till the excite-
ment and wounder became great and people talked of nothing
clse, as they met each other in the mills, on the street, or in

their homes.
. .

Mary Holland sat in her scantily furuished room one
beautiful morning her head bent in decpest dejection. Little
Pearlie stood by her side, the sweet blue eyes, filled with a
sad wistful tenderness a8 they fixed themselves upon her
mother’s face, as though she would read the secret of all their
unbappiness. But she spoke no word—wise little thing—
for she had learned to kecp silence when these paroxysms
of grief came over her mother, and the tiny fingers locked
themselves closely together as she stoud, 4 dumb and awe-
stricken spectator of the scene. She had ceased to mingle
in any way with other children, for since that last and most
cruel attack the mother had determined to keep her child by
her side.

-‘The little one stood quictly waiting for the sobs to pass
away, when suddenly the blue eyes fixed upon a figure passing
down the streect. A maggificent looking man he was; a
prince he might be, were he judged by the splendid physique'
the massive head and the general air of distinguished grace
and superb manhood. But & manly man, and a perfect
gentleman he certainly was, if not o prince, for the dcep blue
eyes ULeamed out a look that bespoke only kinduness and
courtesy to every cresture. But his bead was bowed and his
whole air was that of a man whose heart is filled with a grief
born with a Christian grace and patience almost pathetic but
is slowly eating bis life away.

Such a picture of mankvod is seldom met with, and no
wonder little Pearl stood aud watched bim with wide open
lips and dilating eyes. So much grandeur and manly beauty
was not lost upon her highly wrought nature, and soon, her
wonder and admiration overcoming her awe at tho mother's
grief, and forgetting all clse, she cried out, «Oh, mamma,
look, look, see the strange gentleman; isn't he lovely? ¥
never saw him before, did you, mamma ?”

The mother looked up carelessly at her darling's words,
and cast her eyes out of the window, but her look, first care-
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less, soon froze into a stare of incredulous wonder. Then the
shocked and miserable woman clasped her hands in a
transport of grief, and with a cry like that of some haunted
thing that sces a place of refuge but must not enter, sho fell
to the floor sengeless.

Little Pcarlie was frightened. Never beforo had her
mother, with all her gricf, fainted. Never before had she
scen her mother thus, and she was at once overcome.
Thinking her mother dead, and scarce knowing what she did,
the poor little scared thing rushed out the door, and after the
stranger—the only person upon the street, and who had
passed the house and was making his way slowly and
thoughtfully down the street. She ran after him, her long,
yellow curls streaming in the wind, the wee figure looking
like a very fairy, and in her excitement cried, Oh, Mr., will
you please come and see what makes my mamma dead? She
fell right down on the floor when she saw you, and oh, I
don’t know what to do. Sir, will you come to see my
mamma?’’

" The stranger looked at the child. She seemed wonder-
fully familiar to him, und as he understood that the lady had
fallen at sight of him, his heart gave a great bound that
seemed almost to stifie him, and a strange light came into
his eyes as he gazed, for & sweet hope that had taken
possession of him, and it took but a few secouds of time to
catch the wondering child in his arms and fly to the cottage
as though he had suddenly been given wings. Upon reaching
the door he placed the child upon & chair, and rushed to the
spot where lay the unconscious mother, and with a cry, «Is
it possible!” raised the head that he might obtain a full view
of the face, and then, with a great burst of gratitude, he cried,
My God, I thank thee! My God, I thank thee!” and the
strong man wept like a child while he pressed the slender
form close and yet closer to his heart, calling, “Mamie,
Mamie, wake, wake, and look upon your husband who has
found you at last—at last, thank God1”

Then suddenly remembering the presence of the astonished
child, he turned to look at her and asked, while the breath
almost choked him, the question, #Is this lady your mother,
child ? Upon recciving her answer, he asked her age, and
when she answered, « Five years old next month,” he almost
shouted with joy. “Come hereto me my sweet child, I am your
father, I am your father,and no power ou the wide carth can
ever take you from me more. Nothing, aothing, on the face
of God's earth shall prevent me from presenting to the world
wy wife and child!”

And who can pictuare the joy of the wife—for you have
guessed my secret now, my reader-—upon awaking to con"
sciousness to find herself in the arms of her husband she had
looked upon aslost to her forever. Oh, the peace tbat shone
in her eyes, when she fourd that she might claim him and
with the weary head resting upon the heart that loved her,
she saw her child pressed to its father’s bosom and knew that

all her trials were over for aye.
Ll - * . * - .

The grand St. Clare mansion was all ablaze with light,
and the magnificent parlors were filled with eager, smiling
people who had gleefully and triumphantly answered the
bidding of the grandcst, most influential man ot the place.
Triumphantly, because the larger number of these present
were guests in this beautiful home this evening for the very
first time in their lives. Never before had the employees of
the mills and the workiog classes of Bartonville been invited

.10 partake of tho hospital.ty of their graud master, and 80 it

was indeed with triumph that they had accepted the uawonted
invitation.

But the gentleman himself had not yot made his appear-
ance among them—the duties of host being performed by his
warm friend and distant ‘relative, the before-mentioned
manager of tho estate—and, as the evening wore on, the
guests began to grow impatient at the delay, while whispers
began topuss from lip to lip, as to the cause of this unac-
countable thing.

Suddenly a hush of wonder fell upon the company, as the
great doors were pushed open by a white hand, and immedi
ately Horton St Clair, looking even grander than ever, his
head held aloft, and his princely form drawn up to its proudest
height, stepped into the rcom, his right arm supporting the
form of a beautiful woman in ellegant attire, while his left
band clasped the wee one of a tiny little lady in raiment fit
for the daughter ofa king ; and as he stood before them, there
was a silence as of death upon the whole assembly, until St.
Clair, first looking down, lovingly and proudly, upon the joy-
flushed face of the lady beside him, and then upon the face of
his child, raising his voice, and with a stern pride ringing in
every tone, addressed the company. “Ladies and gentlemen
-—-I will not say friends—no doubt you are at this moment
nearly consumed with wonder and curiosity as to the meaning
of this. « Well,” continued he, with another look of love and
pride upon the little lady and child, «it is simply this. In
this lovely wom:n, and in this sweet child, you behold my
wife and my own daughter!”

Had & thunder bolt suddenly dropped among them then
and there, on this cloudless moonlit night, the consternation
would not have been as great,and Horton $t. Clair knew it,
and what is more we fear he enjoyed it. There before them
stood Mary Holland who had been, to them, for months, only
the object of their suspicion and scorn. Declining, with the
wicked perversity which characterizes some communities, to
believe in her mnocence and virtue, they had taken a cruel
delight in torturing herin every way possible, refusing her
employment when they knew she was ‘actually suffering for
the necessaries of life. Following her footsteps with sneers
and insults and heaping sbame upon her innocent child.
Yes, she had been to them only an object of scorn. But
here, by some strange shifting of the scenes upon life's stage
by some strange turn of life's wheel, stood this same woman,
in costly attir¢} surrounded by every luxury and precious
gift that love and wealth could procure; and more than all
she, herself, standing an honored wife beside the one man
whom they all counted it & privilege and the greatest
hounor to know, while he proudly claimed as his own this
child, Aer child, who bhad been to them but a waif of shame
No wonder they were almost overcome with sarprige, amaze-
ment, fear for the future consequences of cheir guilt, and
anger at their blind folly.

And Horton St. Clare felt all this, and prore, and read it
witha relentless sternness in his manner that chilied their
very souls, and told them at once how little they had to hope
for. Here then, was the secret of his sorrow and they had
guessed it so little. 'They knew the kindnesss of his nature,
and that a sin against himself would be forgiven even unto
the seventy times seven. But they hed ostracised his wife
and child, and condemned them without & hearing  Taey,
the dear ones of Afs heart which was always so full toward
every creature, of that charity which ¢ thinketh no evil and
is kind,” aud they knew that this sin would never, never be

forgiven.
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And their guilty remarse was not lessened as they listened
to tho story of Mary St. Clare's wrongs as it fell from her
husband's lips. Fell with an earnestness and pathos most
unwonted to them, and they learned how doubly cruel had
been their weong to her. And then came the story that
sounded to them like some romaunce of far-away times and
places. They found that the woman who had euffered their
condemnation unheard, hud been living in their midsts one of
the most heroic lives—heroic as ever found place upon
the pages of history—though silent. They learned from her
husband’s lips that a secret marriage had been coutracted
between them six yenrs ago. Secret because the St. Clare
family were proud and haughty, and had determinted to wed
him to & lady of their own choice. But he loved Mary
Holland with all the ardor of his strong nature and determined
to wed her at all hazards and make it impussible for his
parents to force him to enter a marriage with one he loved
not. He bad written to Bartonville to his parents that he
could not wed this lady of their choice, and confessing his
marriage with her whom he loved ; that they had been living

- together in perfect happiness for months, while he had

- intended to break the news to them as soon as he deemed it
' practicable,

But the answer to the letter was different from what he
had expected. Being the only child of his parents he had
expected to be forgiven and taken into their hearts again,
but alas! It contained the announcement that he would be
disinherited and disowned as their son, unless he gave up all
claim to this stranger, obtain & divorce, and retwrn to them.
They would not own her, would not reccive her; for with
all the strong prejudices of their race and their station they
could not consider any marriage binding, or in any degree
€acred, that was made without the parental sanction, not to
mention their absolute displeasure.

But of all this the yvung wife was completely ignorant.
It bappened that sbe received the letter from the hands of
the postman, in her husband’s absence. and at once concluded
upon her manner of action. She would never stand between
her husband and his old parents. He had never told her that
he had any parents.  She bad met him at college, and loved
him; the secrecy had been allon hisside. She had supposed
him his own master—as indeed he bad so considered himself,
In this he had deceived her, but she knew it had been through
his love for her, and—kunowing her keen sense of right, and
her scruples with regard to parental and other authority—he
had, through his impatience to possess her beyond recall, kept
this secret from ber knowledge. This she could forgives
understanding it all, but a horrible, phantom-like fear
possessed her, that should she remuin, he might, in time, be
brought, through the influence of his parents and his horror of
disinheritance, to regret his murriage with her. She could
conceive of nothing s0 horrible as this, and the fact might,
thovgh without her full consciousness thereof, have had its
weight in determining her course of action. The intelligeace
contained in the letter came like a thunderbolt and nearly
prostrated her. But a brave woman is never daunted, and
Mary St. Clair was a brave wowan. Aud so, with the courage
that was always characteristic of her, she determined to go
away, though it broke her heart. Her woman's pride was
stung to the core, and her husband’s people should never be
troubled with a daughter whom they considered so far beneath
them. She would goaway and at the end of & stated period
he could obtaina divorce, or, according to the laws of the

no tidings froma her, he could cousider himself as freo as
though she were, what he would suppose her to be—dend.

And so when the young husband returned to hishome he
found it desolate, empty/ Stung to fury, remorse, and
wounded love, the loss of his wife, and what he had considerec
ber doubts of hiwm, after reading the letter, he started &% once
for Bartonville. He confessed everything with such a manly
dignity and sorrow ; with such an earnest outpouring of his
love and devotion for his beautiful young wife, that he, after
a time, 60 melted the hearts of the old couple that he was
bidden to seek her and bring her hither. He demanded that
until she be found the whole aftair should be kept a profound
secret Letween them, and he started upon his search for
the wife he idolized, But all in vain. She bad flown, and
all theso years had been one continued search for her. After
his parents’ death he continued in an almost unbroken search,
until weary, discouraged and almost heartbroken, he had
returned tothe old cstate,only to find her in this his own
native village, an object of the cruel suspicions of these, the
people he had known from his birth, and with her, his little
daughter, of whose existence he had oficned dreamed, but
whom he had neverseen. She had not fora mowment dreamed
that she was in the native vilage of her husband. During
the months she had resided here she had enjoyed no oppor-
tunity of making much acquaintance with the people. They
had evinced no faintest desire to welcome or to know her—
indeed they knew how eatirely it had been otherwise—and,
since the great house of the master had been closed aud
tenantless during her entire residence here, she had of course
formed no friendships there.  Had she known the truth the
village would not have beld her twenty-four hours. In her
haste and shame and excitement upon the perusal of the
letter from her husband's parents she had not even glanced
at the postmark, and when she learned of her nusband's
pertect freedom for all these years, and of his parents’ death
she was very much surprised and very sorrowful that the
years had beer so barren, which might have been crowded
with happiness and joy. But it was all gnded, and she had
done the best, the noblest she knew.

This was the substance of his story, only told in a voice
ringing with injured feeling, and ab the end of the rehearsal
he added, « And now I will say to youall I have no further
use for the services of the traducers of my wite'’s name. A
newly fallen snow crystal could not be whiter or purer thar
she, and this is, I fvar more than a good many of you can say
for yourselves. There are plenty of laborers from other
parts who will gladly enter my employ and I now and here
discharge every man whom my wife shall poiat out as one,
who, in the past has as much as hinted to her, or—as far as
her knowledge may go—to any one else, & doubt as to her
perfect truth. My dear wite, you will now please to enter
upon your tagk. To-night shall witness your complets
revenge.'!

The husband looked down upon the sweet face of his wife
in the broathless silonce that could almost be felt, and watched
to see the white finger raised ot this one, and at that one in
thecrowd before; expected to see her take the revenge upon
these people who had made as bitter as Marah’s water every
moment, of every day, of every mounth, for herself and her
child, since she had come among them,alonely but an honest
woman asking of her fellow creatures only the opporturity te
earn with her own hands aud her own brains, an honeat

State, after the lapse of a cerfain number of years, if he heard

livelihood for hersclf and her babe.

Ameehat S ———

R

ey




BRI

R

s

e g

S

THR

But instcad—oh, loving, patient, heart of forgivencss!—
instead of the white accusing finger, was raised the swecet
~voice of pleading for these, bertraducers. I have no wish
for revenge,” she said; #I forgive them all from the very
«depths of ay soul. The happiness of this hour is enough to
-atone for all the years of sufiering I have endured, and 1
‘have no ill will toward any earthly creature.” And then
raising the soft brown eyes to her husband’s astonished face
sheadded, « My husband, would you make me to-night a
‘bridal gift a thousand times more precious than gold or price-
less gems ? If so, make it now, and grant the wish of my
heart, which is that your full and free forgiveness may be
-oxtended to these people here to-night, even as they have

mine. Do it for my sake, and remember that it is human to
-err, but divine to forgive. What say you my husband, shall
it be s0?7"

Can any one imagine the effect of this noble sentiment
<upon the heads of those people? Certain it is, it can better
‘be imagined than described. Suffice it that the heartg which
but ¢ moment before were filled with consternation and fear,
were now overflowing witha remorse, & repentance, tender-
ness and love they had never know before. Indeed it was
-an angel that had been in their midst and they had known
it not.

1t wus not in the heart of the husband.to refuse this bridal
&ift to the wifo he adored—in tbis new bridal hour, which
had revealed to him the exceeding beauty of the heart he bad
won in years agone; beauty which—though lovely as he bad
always thought her—far exceeded anything he had ever
-guessed she possessed.

And so the defamers of her fair name were forgiven, snd
the heart of Mary St. Clare rejoiced, for her religion was not
that of crecds and of show, but cousisted in the full possession
of the love of Him who said of his enemies, ¢ They know not
what they do.”

To say that Mary St. Clare is beloved in Bartonville and
-among her husband’s em ployees and their families is express-
ing in a very faint way the real truth. Beloved is scarcely
the word. She is looked upon almost as an angel among
them, and their feeling for her is nearly that of worship. They
fiy to her in times of perplexity or of sorrow, sure that all will
be healed in go far as human sympathy and love can heal;
and for woes beyond mortal ken, she points to the great
Healer of all, the balm of whose love poured into bruised and
aching hearts for yet greater conquests upon the battlefield of

dife.

“ Forgive usour trespasses, a8 we forgive them that trespass
-against us.’'~—Mattie D. Merriam.

.

A Good Wife,
A good wife is heaven’s last, best gift to man—an angel
-of mercy-—miunister of graces innumerable—his gem of many
virtnes—his casket of jewels—her voice, his sweetest music
—her smiles, his brightest days—her kiss, the guardian of
innocence—her arms, the place of his safety, tho balm of his
health, the balsam of his life—her industry, his surest
wealth—her cconomy, his surest steward—her bosom, the
softest pillow of his cares—and her prayers, the ablest advo-
cate of heaven's blessings on his head.

Mrs. A. T. Stewart, although more than threescore cnd
ten, believes the better part of her life is yet to come. She
has cleanly cut and refined features, and long silver braids of
Apir.  8he is fond of the society of young people.

Sl et
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**But words aro things, and a small drop of ink
Falllng llke dew upon a thought produces

That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think."

Writing a wrong is the forger's work.

The Provincial Press—Cider manufactoriee.

A time honored court-room—The front parlor.

« We parted by the river side” was written by a melodist
who just missed the ferry-boat.

Principle is not noble conduct indulged in while under
favorable circumstances.

He who does his best, however little, is always to be
distinguished from him who does nothing.

The worst trait in the character of man is his tendency to
pull down the character of his fellow men.

« Why, Talpurd, you never wear an overcoat!” «No,”
replied ‘Ialpurd, « I never was.”

The cye is sometimes called the window of the soul;
consequently a black eye must be & stained window.

« There is a tied in the affairs of men which leads on to
fortune,” remarked a young man after marrying an heiress.

A wise man ought to hope for the best, be prepared for
the worst, and bear with equanimity whatever may happen.

As we expected, the Louisville editor who signed the
pledge now claims that the paper is null and void because i*
was dated on Sunday, and besides he was drunk when he
signed it.

« What are you going to do when you grow up if you
don’t know how to cipher 7" asked & teacher of a slow boy.
« I'm going to be a school teichsr and make the boys do the
ciphering,” was the reply. .

« Did you ubserve the scraper at the door?”" exclaimed an
offended spinster to a gentleman who had entered the house
with rather muddy boots. ¢« Yes, thauks,” said he, #and I
will use it, if I may, when I go out.”

She was eating green corn from a cob, when her teeth
became entangled with a corn-silk. © Oh, dear!” said she
impatiently, «I wish when they get the corn made they
would pull out the basting-threads!"”

In educatior. the effort should be to train the mind not
only to receive instruction, and not only to exercise the indi-
vidual powers, but to be able to do both with facility, and te
make both subservient to the purposes of life.

«Why didn't you deliver that messagoas I gave it to
you?" asked a gentleman of his stupid servant. «J did the
best I could, sic”* « You did the best you could, sir, did
you ?"—imitating his voice and look. «Pshaw! If I had
known I was sending a donkey, I would have gone myself.”

A man whose wife was taken suddealy ill hastened toa
physician, who immediately recponded. « What is the mat~
ter with her, doctor 2 I fear she has lockjaw." Lockjaw
Well, doctor, you may as well let her run along that way &
few hours.”

Man, born of woman, is of few days and no teeth, And,
indeed, it would be money in his pocket sometimes if e had
less of either. As for his days, he wasteth one-third of
them, and, as for his teeth, he has convulsions when he cuts
them, and as the last one comes through, lo, the dentistis
twisting the first one out, and the last end of that man’s jaw
is worse than the first, being. full of porcelain and & roof-
plate built to hold blackberry sceds.—X. J. Burdeite.
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CIRCLE CHAT.

PHYSICAL CULTURE.

The development of the muscles and improvement in
health acquired by regular exercise, not too tiring, is beyond
the conception of those who have never practised it, and at
00 time in life has this o much cffect as in early boyhood.
Nature intends this period for the miowth and culture of the
physical man, and certainly provides for this development to
a great extent in giving the young a streag desireto take
much exercise. But regularity is the ;cs imporiant law ot
nature and an undeviating course of calistbenics, vo be par-
‘ticipated in during a fixed time every day, while being one
of the best means of increasing and hardening the muscles,
is at the same time an excellent mental decipline. We do
not, however, wish to urge too much strictness in compelling
children to follow this course, and believe that by not caus-
ing them to over-cxert themselves they may easily’be tanght

toenjoy this daily exercise. Children should be taught the
Teason for what they are told to do, and by explaining the
‘efiect of regular calisthenics, they would scon be pussessed .of
@ proper pride in this temple of the Zoly Ghost, which is, to
such a disastrous extent, lacking among the youth of our day.

‘T'he tendency of parents is to attend to the cultivation of the
mind, to the utter neglect of the body.

Men who have achieved great things by their power ands
strength of mind have in every instance had good muscles,
and there is no power of such wonderful assistance in study
ag health of body. The physical culture should be attended
to beforo the mental.

AN EXPLANATION.

The English Mechanic gives the following explanation of
the story of Joshua'’s making the sun stand still :

« Joghua bad, like some of our recent commanders in our
“latest wars, different castes of 1eligion in his mmy. Every
“regiment was known by its banner in those days—and in
“ ours, too—so that, reading by the light of common sense, we-
 can sce that Joshua bad two regiments—one baving on ijts.
#banner the ‘Sun’and the other the ‘Moon.! Jeshua saw
“ that he bad already won the fight, and so gave orders tothe
#¢Sun yand ¢ Moon’ to stand still. They were not required
#to finish the work of death any more than the guards in.
“Egypt.”

The different points of controversy in the Scriptures
admit of an astonishing number of widely varied theories.
The above explanation, while giving a reasonable solution of
a vexed question, which oux sceptical friends are accustomed:
to sneer at, without any of the moral love they profess, it is.
not unorthodox. Our age demands research, thought and:
reason and their outgrowth, progress ; and we are glad to see-
any new ideas advanced to throw new light upon any of the-
points, which cause so much wrangling between two classes
who profess love and charily toward all men.

THEORIES IN DIET.

The changes which take place in public opinion, and the
difierent views advanced by eminent physicians, regarding,
the effects of the same article of food or drink, is often aston-.
ishing. First we are given a glass. of cold water every mora-~
ing before breakfast for indigestion, next the water must con-
tain a teaspoonful of salt, and finally we are shifted around to.
the use ot hot water for the same complaint. Now each of
these simple remedies have their advocates, and it is a fact
that there are many who claim to have found immediate
relief froxa each.

The Druggist's Circular tells of a physician who advocates.
and reports success in the use of ground sand in dyspeptics’
food, which he bad concluded to be a proper remedy because.
of most animals’ eating & certain amount of sand with their
food. A novel idea, indecd, this.

A doctor of a large practice in Chatham, Ontario, holds.
that white bread is better than brown for those who kave-
weak stomachs, on the ground that the rind or hull of either-
fruit or grain is difficult to digest, a suggestion which may
be worthy of consideration in spite of the popularity of
brown bread for dyspeptics; and while many physicians hold
that fish are of little value as food, and despite the popular
beliet that this kind of diet is brain-feeding, Sir Henry
Thompson, the London surgeon, recognizes in fish a combi.
nation of all the elements of food tbat the huthan- body
requires 'in almost' évery phase of life, mdre especially by
those who follow sedentary employments. To women he
considers fish to be an invaluable article of diet, but he
scquts asa complets fallacy the notion that fish-eating in-
creases the brain-power. «The only action fish had on the-
braip was to put a man’s body into proper relation with the
#ork he hed to do.” ’
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RESPONSES TO READERS.

All communications for answer in this column should be
addressed Correspondents’ Department, Family Circle Q[]' ice,
London East.

Tyno.—Thanks for kind assistance. Let us hear from
you again.

Antnur B.—Send the MS. and we will inform you, if we
ean, in the matter.

D. W.—Until you state more fully the causec of dispute,
wo don't care to give you uny expression of our judgment in
the matter.

8. I'—1. A lady should reply to an invitation to a con-
cert immediately upon receiving the invitaticn. 2. Your
friend is right; the proper form is «spoonfuls.”

Mns. 5.—We are always pleased to receive tried recipes,
and you canuot send us too many good ones. We puplish
the name of the senders or their initials, or neither, just as
they desire.

Mgs. McV.—1. For the cure of vomiting by children, take
ke:nels of corn and brown in & boiler over the fire; make o
coffee of it, and in case the stomach is ver, y weak, glve tea-
gpoonful doses quite often.

Axox.—Puarts of poem viry good, but some grave mistakes
in metre. All contributors should sign their names, not
necessarily for insertion, if their contributions should be
accepted, but as a guarantee of good faith.

W. 8 —We supply all who had subscribed or renuwed
their subscription to the FawmiLy Circir, before the 15th of
August with the weekly in place of the monthly. o all
who have sent us an extra amount, we have added a proper
term to their credit on our list, thuse sending seventy-five
cents before September 15th baving Leen credited one year.

Answers crowded out of this number will appear next week.

HEALTH AND DISEASE.

G
AMens suna in corpore sano.

An Instant Remedy for Poisoning.

If a person swallows any poison whatever, or has fallen
into convulsions from having overloaded his stomach, an
instantaneous remedy is a heaping teaspoonful of common
galt and as much ground mustaid stirred rapidly in a teacup
of water, warm or cold, and swallowed instantly. It is scarcely
down before it begins to come up, bringing with it the
remaining contents of the stoimach; and lest there be any
rempant of poison, however, let the white of an egg or a tea-
cup of strong coffee Le swallowed as soon as the stomach is
quict ; because these very common articles nullify a large
number of virulent poisons.

Eggs for the Sick.

Eggs may be taken in most all diseases, and at almost all
times. It the stomach revolts against them, they may be
beaten, and, with the addition of half a glass of fresh cream
and a little sugar, moy be given raw; but if the patieat
prefers them cooked, they should be boiled for three hours
(of course we would not recommend all persons going to
resturaunts to have their eggs boiled three hours, nevertheless
they are better for the systém when so cooked—they require
it as mitch as meat), when they become verv crumbly and
Zay be easily picked to pieces by the patient, and will not
Tesist mastication, insalivation, delut on, digestion, or assimi-
‘lation, half as'much as if ohly boiled u'few minutée. In the
‘Ilattercase the albuinen isonly coagulated, and the gastric

Juices act very slowly on it, and gormetimes not at all.

The bluish yellow color of the yoke of a hard-boiled ege
is due to the sulphur it contains, and has o beneficial rather
than a deleterious effect upon the system.—Scientific
Culifornian.

A Delusive Danger.

Arsenic has sometimes been used by vain persons for the
purpose of prodicing clenrness of compiexion, as it scems to
have some remarkable effect upen the skin. This fact has
also lead to its employment in the treatment of some common.
maladies of the skin. * For either purpose it is usually em-~
ployed a long time. We have often known specialists of skin
diseases to prescribe the drug to Le used for a year or more.

Recently two French physicians, de Poncy and Livon,.
have been administering the drug to animals in this way, and

find that “ cats so treated seem improved at first; they euat
more, and fatten, and have all the signs of very good health.

But by and by they begin to grow lean, are subject to
diarrhoes, lose appetite, and seem languid; and at length
tbey die in astatd of poverty of blood (anaemia) and leanness-
On exxmination, one finds the muscles (the heart included).
extremely pale; the liver, lungs, kidneys, and mescateri
ganglions have the characteristics of fatty degeneration.”

It has been claimed that mercuiy,in small doses, increases
the number of blood corpuscles, and appavently improves the
health, very similarly to the fitst effects of arsenic. ‘The two
drags possess many points of simile ity in their relations to
the system ; hence, is it not possible, even probable, that the
upparently beneficial etfects are as delusive in one case as in
the other? Letushave some experiments on animals on this
point, before the experimentation on humau beings goes on
much louger.—Good Health.

Milk for Typhoid Fever.

Surgeon-General Barnes, about three years ago, heard of
au allopathic physician in Virgiuia, who, it is alleged, never
fuiled to cure typhoid fever. As there were many patients in
the United States Army dying with that discase, General
Barnes decided to visit the ancient Virginia doctor and learn
how le treated his typhoid patients. When he met the old
gentleman, General Barnes inquired: ¢ What is the mode of
treatment by which you succeed?” «Why,” rveplied the
venerable physician, ¢ it's the simplest thing in the world.
All you have to do is to get the patient’s stomach in good
order, and then diet them on buttermilk; that's all. 1 never
lose & patient, if he isn't in a collapsed condition when I get
to him.” Surgeon-General Barnes tells me that he adopted -
the buttermilk treatment among the soldiers in the army,
and bas found it most efticacious. It appears that some ten
years ago the medical scientists of I'rance and Russia com-
pared notes as to the use of plain sweet milk in the treatrment
of their typhoid patieuts, and concurred in the decision that.
nilk not only is a wonderful eflicacy in typhoidal cases, but.
in the treatment of fevers generally. An eminent medical
man, a professor in o New York electric medical college—
Dr. Newton—informed your correspondent a ‘ew weeks before:
he died (his death took place about a year ago) that he had
found to be substantially true all that is set forth relative to
plain sweet milk and buttermilk,and that the latter “acted.
like a chariff in cases of nervousdebility. Its agreat blessing .
—this discovery,” said he.—Baltimore Day.

1t hes been discovered by.a.Boston men that the human
body would float like a duck’s, were it not for the legs.

~
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THE PARLOR AND KITCHEN.
FASHION NOTES.

Seal brown suits are very fashionable.

Wool and velvet combinations are all the mge.

Velvet and plush are the lending dress trimmings.
Sleeves are longer than these on spring dresses.

Very long English overskirts are worn with plain skirts.

Waistcoats plain or pleated, appear on almost all new
oorsages.

Emburoidery will be much worn ‘on all woollen and
silken goods.

Heads, wings, breasts nnd crests of birds are the favorite
ornaments for fall hats.

Pointed velvet yokes are used on silk dresses which have
Vandyke pointed trimmings.

Velvet and velveteen will be worn to excess, and with
all sorts of stuffs, even silk gauzes.

Long close-fitting cloaks, trimmed with five-inch bands
-of fur, are being made by tbe tailor for the coming . winter.

DOMEST!C RECIPES.
Masnzn Torsws.—Pare, quarter and cook tender in boil-
ing salted water, mash ina colander, pressing hard; stir in
hatter, pepper and salt, aud turn into a deep dish.

Picrrep Pears—Six pounds pears, three pounds sugar,
one pint vinegar; dissolve the sugar, and make the syrup
boiling bot; put on the pearsand cook until done.

Picxrep Pescues.—One pound sugar, four pounds peacbes,
half pint vinegar ; put the vinegar and sugar in a preserving
kettle and let it boil ; pear your peaches and leave whole;

putina few at a time and covk until done; boil down syrup
quite thick and pour over.

ArrLEs For PreseNt Use.—Take about half 2 peck of nice
cooking apples and put them in a preserving kettle with
about a quart of water ; then add three cups sugar, one cup
vinegar, one tablespoonful of ground cinnrmon; cover them
tightly and cook slowly until the apples become soft.

Burzr Coonies-—One cup sugar, one cup butter, two
€ggs, one and one-half teaspoontuls cresm tartar, one tea
spoonful of soda. Flavor with lemon.

Tarioca Cor Peonisc.—This is verr light and delicate

" forincalids. An even tablespoonful of best tapioca soaked
fortwo hours in nearly a cup of new milk; stir into thisthe
yelk of a fresh cgg, a little sugar, & grain of salt, and bake it
in. a cup for fifteen muinutes. A little jelly may be eaten

rith it

ArrLe PoopinGg —One egg, onc teaspoonful soda, one-half
teaspoonful cream tartar, one large tablespoonful sugar, one-
balf cup sweet mi'k, five tablespoonfuls flour; etir to a batter
<n the dish youi ¢ dto cook the pudding in; pare,’ core
and slice ¢ight good sized apples, stir into the batter and
steam one hour and a-balf. The sauce to mse with this
pudding is one pint sweet cream, three tablespoonfuls sugar,
a picce of bulter the size of a pigeon's egg, #nd a little
grated nutmeg. Set on stove and stir until the butter melts;
<ool before using.

Prar Perserves.—Pecl and quarter large pears, and allow
-

one pound of sugar to one pound of fruit; stick one clove te
a pear in the pieces. Boil the sugar with one pint of water
to the pound; put in some bits of lemon peel, and when the
syrup has boiled up clear put the pears in and let them heat
through ; take them out,let cool, and put back to cook until
soft. Small ones can be put up whole with a clove in the
end.

Frostine vor Cakk.—Two cups of frosting sugar, three
tablespoonfuls of water boiled to a syrup; when cold add the
whites of two eggs, well beaten, with three teaspoonfuls of
vanilla.

MISCELLANEOUS RECIPES.

To Taks INE Srots' FrRoM LixeN.~—Dip the spotted part of
the linen in pure melted tallow, before being washed.

To weer Grass Fro¥ BreakiNG.—Wrap a cold, wet cloth
rouad cach jar when pouring in boiling fruit.

To BesuTiry Tug Trern.~Brush the teeth briskly witk
the ashes of stale bread thoroughly burned.

To Remove Greass Srors vrom Siuk—Place blotting-
paper over the spots and pass the beated blade of a knife over
the paper.

A Rexeny ron Sore Movti—Burn a corn cob and apply
the ashes two or threetimes a day.

To Restore THE HAR 70 175 NaTeraL CoLor-—Dissolve &
tablespoonful of carbonate of ammoniain one quart of water;
wush the head thoroughly with the solution and brush while
wet.

WaTeRiNGg PrLaxTs 1§ Pors—Some people attempt to keep
pot plants without giving them any water at all; the re-ult
is familiar to cvery one  Usually, howerver, the earth in the
pot or box is kept soaked and very much in the condition of
an ordinary swamp. It is even said that malaria has resulted
from living in rooms containing house plants, owing to the
damp soil. 'We have ourselves scen dead evergreens pulled
out of boxes filled with mud. Neuste Erfindung gives
uttcrance to the following timely remarks: «Watering
plants is one of the most important things in the culture of
house plants, and special care should be devoted to it. Plants
ought not to be wet until they need it. It will be evident
that they require wetting if on taking the carth from the pot
it crumbles to pieces like dust; a sure signis to knock on the
side of the pot, near the middle, with the finger knuckle. If
it gives forth a hollow ring, the plant nceds water; if there
is & dull sound there is still moisture enough to sustain the
plant. Plants must not be wet more than once or twice a
day; on dry, clear days they rcquire more water than oz
damp, cloudy days. On the other hand, the earth must not
be allowed to dry out entirel®, for this is also very injurious,
In wetting them the water muct be poured on in such a way
that it will run out again through tho hole in the botiom of
the pot. If the earth gets too dry, it is best to place tho pot
in water so that the water will saturate the dirt very gradaally.
They may be watered at auy hour of the day. except wher
the sun is shining on the pot or has just left it ; for the carth
gets hot shen the sun shines on it, and then if cold water is
poured on it will cool off too rapidly. Tho best time for
watering flowers in summer is the evening, and in winter
noon is best. Well water should never be used, but always
use either rain water or brook water.”
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Lake Lieman.

If we two were together

Beneath these tranquil skies,
Lulled in the drowsy weather,

The past dream might arise;
A dream of memory golden
Awid the ruinsolden,
It we two were together
Beneath these tranqguil skies.

If we two were together
Upon this lotos shore,
With noiseless dip and feather
I'd ply the boatman’s onr;
Across these ripples rowing,
From earth to heaven ’twere going,
If we two were together
Upon this lotos shore.

If we two were together
The scene would lack no more;
No void the soul would tether
And mar this alien shore.
But now the waters gliding
Seem but a gulf, dividing ;
Since we are not together
“The scene can charm Do more.
—Buston Transcript.

The Monkey and the Baby.

Some time ago an English lady, who was living at Kings-
ton, Jamaica, took passage on a homeward-bound vessel,
taking ber two-months-old infant with her. A large, stout,
active monkey which was on board took a violent fancy for
‘the child. The monkey would +it all day long watching the
mother as she rocked aad fondled the little one, and followed
her from place to place. Several times the animal tried uu-
successfully to get possession ot the baby. One beautiful
afternoon a distant sail attracted the attention of all on
board, and the captain politely offered his glass to the lady.
She placed the baby on the sofr. and had just raised the glass
to her eye when a cry was heard. Turning quickly she be-
held a sailor in pursuit of the monkey, which had grasped
tho infant firmly with one arm and was nimbly climbing the
'shrouds. The mother fainted as the animal reached the top
of the main mast. The captain was at his wit's end. He
feared if be scnt a sailor in pursuit the monkey would drop
‘the baby and ecscape by leaping from mast to mast. The
<hild in the meantime was heard to cry, but the fear that the
mounkey was hutting it was dispelled by secing it imitate the
‘motioas of the mother, dandling, soothing and endeavoring to
hush it to sleep. After trying in many ways to lure the
animal down, the captain finally ordered the men below and
<oncealed himself on deck. 1n a moment, to his grert joy,
he saw the monkey carefully descending. Reaching the
deck it looked cautiously around, advanced to the sofs and
placed thebaby upon it. The captain restored the frightened
infant to its mother, who was soon satisfied that her darling
had escaped without injury.—Boston Globe.

The Causes cf Blushing.

The physiology of blushiog has long presented a difficult
problem to solve. Many unsatisfactory explauations have
been given of the cuuses of that interesting phenomenon.
The British Melical Journal lately received an inquiry as te
the measures to be taken for the cure of a chronic tendency
to blush, and one of its correspondents takes up the matter
in a very practical way. Among other causes of blushing,
he gives prominence to the wearing of too thick under-
clothing, and especially of too thick socks.” He adds that
long sleeved woollen sacks or Jerseys are oftea a cavse of
blushing, and, in fact, warm clothing in general. e does
not fail to remark that the blusher must choose in this
matter between the risk of rheumatism and the annoyance
of blushing. As collateral evidence in support of his views
he says: # An aunt of mine had habitually a red nose from
this cause alone, which disappeared when she ook to thinner
stockings.”

Regarding the matter from a social standpoint, the writer
says: “ The best plan for ar habitual blusher is tolaugh and
be very gushing, as for instance, on meeting an acquaintance
on the street, when he colors up; and he will then feel more
at his. case than if he looks sheepish and reserved.”

Aun obvious cause of blushing is over-sensitiveness and
sclf-consciousness, which will wear away as the person be-
comes used to society, and strengthens his character by
adopting wice principles of thought and action. The physio-
logical explanation of blushing given by the writer just
quoted is that it isdue to paralysis of the sympathetic circles
of nerves surrounding the arterics, which not contracting
properly, allow a freer flow of blood to the surface.

A Simple Heretic.

Up in Polk County, Wisconsin, not loug ago, a man
who had lost cight children by diphtheria, while the ninth
hovered between life and death with the same disease, weat
to the Health Officer of the fown and asked aid to prevent
the spread of the terrible scourge. The Heslth Officer was
cool and collected. He did not get excited over the anguish
of the father, whose last child was at that moment hover-
ing upon the outskirts of immortality. He celmly investi-
gated the matter, and never for a moment lost sight of-the
fact that he was a town officer, and a professed Christian.

«You ask aid, I undcrstand,” said he.  to prevent the spread
of the disease, and.also that the town shall assist you in pro-
curing new and necessary clothing to replace that which yom
have been compelicd to burn in order to stop tke further
inronds of diptheria. Am I right?”

The poor man answered affirmatively.

«May I ask if your boys who died were Christian boys
and whether they improved their Gospel opportunites and
attended the Sabbath-School, or whether they were profane
sund given over to Sabbath breaking?®

Tho bereft father said that his boys had never made s
profession of Christianity ; that they were havdly old enongh
todoso: and that they might have missed some Gospel
oppo:tanitics owing to the fact that they were poorand hadn’t
clothes fit to wear to Sabbath School. Possibly, tco, they
had met with wicked companions and had been tanght te
gwear; he could not say but they might have sworn, although
he thought they might have tarned out to be good boys had
they lived.

«] am sorry that the case is s0 bad,” said the Health
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Officer. #I am lead to believe thut God bas seen fit to visit
you with afiliction in order to express His divine disapproval
of profanity, nnd 1 cannot help you. It ill becomes us poor,
weak worms of the dust to meddle with the just Jjudgment
of God. Whether as an individual or as a guasi corporation,
it is well to allow the Almighty {o work out his great plan of
salvatiou and toavoid all carnal interference with the works
of God.”

The old man went to his desolate home, and to the bed-
side of his only living child. I met him yesterday, and he
told me about it all.

“ I amuot a professor of religion,” said he,«but 1 tell you
Mr. Nye, I don't believe that this Board of Health has used
me right. Somehow I ain’t worried about my little feliers
that's gone, They was little fellers, anyway, and they wasn't
postedon the plan of salvation, but they was always kind
and always minded meand their mother. If God i using
diptheria agin perfanity this season they didn't know it.
They was too young to know anything about it and I was too
poor to take the papers s0 1 didn't know it nuther. I just
thought that Christ was partial to little kids like mine, just
the same as he used to be three thousand years ago, when the
conntry was new. I admit that my little shavers never went
to Sabbath School much, and 1 wasn't scholar enough to throw
much light into God's system of retribution, but I told ’em
to behave themselves and they did. and we had a good deal
of fun together—me and the boys—and they were so bright,
aud square, aud cute that I didn’t see how they could fall
under divine wrath, and I don't believe they did. I could tell
you lots of smart tricks that they used to do, Mr. Nye, but
they wa'n't mean nor cussed. They was just frolicky and gay
sometimes because they felt good.

“Mind you 1don't kizk because I am left here alone in
the woods, and the sun don’t seem to shine, and the birds
seen a little backward about singin’ this spring, and the
house is so quict, and she is still all the time and criesin the
night when she thinks 1 am asleep. Al that is tough, Mr.
Nye—tough as the old Harry, too—but its so and 1 aint
murmurin’, but when the Board of Health says to me that
the Ruler of the Universe is makin’ a tower of Northern
Wisconsin, mowin' dowa little boys with sore throat because
they say ¢ gosh,' I can't believe it.

“1 know that people who ain't familiar with the facts wil)
shake their heads and say I'm a child of wrath, but 1 can't
helpit.  All I «an do is to go up there under the trees where
them little graves is, and think how all-fired pleasant to me
them little, short lives was, and how I rastled with pPoor crops
and pine stumps to buy clothes for ‘e, and didn't caro a
cent for style 50 long asthey was well.  That's the kind of a
beretic that 1 am, and if God is like a father that settles it,
be wouldn't wipe out my family just to establish disciptine,
Idon't believe. The plan of creation must be on a bigger
scale than that, it secms to me, or else it's more or less a
fizzle.

¢ That Board of Health isbettcr readthan I am. It takes
the papers, and canadd up figures, and do lots of things that 1
can’t do, but when them fellers tells me that they represent
the town of Balsam Lake and the Kingdom of ‘Heaven, my
morbid curiosity is aroused, and I want to sec their stifiykits
of election."—Bill Nye, in Texas Siftings.

The number of female writers and poets pow liviog in
Qermany is nine hundred and fifty-six.

FAMILY CIRCLE.

The Person of Jesus Ohrist.

For the benefit of some of our readers, who may
never have seen it, we publlish the following
description of the person of Jesus Christ which was.
found in an ancient manuscript which was sent by Publius.
Lentulus, of Judea, to the Senate of Rome:

« There lives at this time, in Judea, & man of singular
chamcter, whose name i8 Jesus Christ. The barbarians
esteem him a prophet, but his followers adore him as the
immediate offspring of the immortul God. He is endowed
with such unparanieled virtue as to call back the dead from
their zraves, and to heal every Kkind of discase wita a word or

atouch. N X
« Has form is tall and elegantly shaped, bis aspect amiable

and reverend ; his hair flows in beautiful shades, which no-
united colors can match, falling into graceful curls below his
ears, agreeably couching on his shoulders, and parting on the
crown of his head, like the head-dress of the sect of the
Nazarites. His forehead is smooth, and his cheeks without
a spot, save that lovely red; his nose and mouth are formed
with exquisite symmetry, his beard is thick and suitable to
the hairot his head, reaching a little below his chin, and
parted in themiddle like a fork; his eyes are bright, clear
and serene.

« He revukes with majesty, counsels with mildness, and
invites with the most tender and persuasive language. His
whole address, whether word or deed, being elegant, brave,
and strictly characteristic of so exalted a being. No man
has ever seen him laugh, but the whole world has frequerntly
behield him weep ; and so persuvasive are his tears that the
multitude cannot withhold theirs from joining in sympathy
with him. He is very moderate, temperate and wise.

Note on Swedenborg.

A correspondent of Good Literature writesto that paper as
follows, concerning the teaching and influence of Sweden-
borg : d

In the reviews of last week's paper you consign Sweden-
borg to oblivion but for the zeal of his followers. Of course!?
And you might go further and say that of all other truths
that bave been taught. But while Swedenborg is & most
unknown man, his writings bave leavened to a great degree
Christian thought; and a singular thing in connection with
his prophecy of a new Church founded on the worship of
one God, the Lord Jesus Christ, is the tremendous chabnge in
the Revised Version of the New Testament: I. Johu, v. 7,
the only verse in the whole Bible teaching the Doctrine of
the Trinity, isaltogether left out (in the Revised); and in
Ephesians iv. 32 the changing of «f{or * in the Old into “in™
in the Revised changes the whole character of Christ. These
remarkable changes in the word are but slight tokens of that
which has taken and s taking place in men, and Sweden-
barg is the apostle of that light which is not only for a New
Church but also for a New Age.

An Incident of the Recent EarthqualXe.

One of the most singular incidents of the recent disastrous
earthquake was the sudden rising on the forenoon of Tuesdsy
of fourteen new volcanic mountsins in the Straits of Sunda,
forming a complete chain in almost a straight line between
Pomt St. Nicholas o. the Jara cosst and Hoga Point on the
coast of Sumatra, almost on the tops of what had been the
Mcrak and Middle Islands, which saak into tho sea the pre-
vious day and went heaven'knows where. The Gunung Teng~
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The supreme glory of congecrated womanhood lies in the

-ger has not had an eruption before since 1880, when an extent
of land seventecn miles long and seven wide was completely
covered with the white and sulphurous mud so peculiar to
the eruptions of Juva. The peauk of Gunung Tengger is
6,000 feet above the level of the sea,and the monument of
flamo on top of this made a scene of wonderful grandeur.
Every moment a huge boulder at a red and wkite heat would
be hurled from Tengger's crater with terrific force, and after
going hundreds of fect into the air, would fall back witha
whirr, crashing through the thached roof of some Chinese
‘fisherman's hut, or crushing beneath its huge mass the body
of some native peasant. Much of the northern portion of the
island, which was covered with tracts of forest, was soon in
one great bluze. The red-hot vomitings from the craters had
set the trees on fire, and the giants of the woods fell, oneafter
-another, like so many sheaves of wheat before a gale. As the
eruptions increased in frequency and violence the disturbance
-of the waters surrounding the barren coast became more and
1nore violent. Here the waves rusbed with territic force up
the steep rocky incline, breaking upor the overbanging crags
and receding rapidly, leaving a lava flow, cooled just at the
moment when it was about to fall over a precipice, and there
remaining quickly bardened by the water and forming distinct
strata of black and bright red, purple and brown, all thrown
about in the most ecuventric masses, while huge peaks of besalt
rose at frequent intervals.

Then came the waves overwhelming a marshy plain, en-
gulfing a hamlet of fishermen’s rude houses, and turning sud-
denly back, swept away c¥ery vestige of what 2 moment before
had bLeen a scene of bustling activity. What a few hours
before were fertile valleys covered with flonrishing planta-
tions of coffee, rice, sugar, indigo or tobacco, the staples of
tho island, were now but mud, sture and lava-covered ficlds
of destruction and ruin.

Consecrated Womanrhood.

How great is the power of consecrated womanhood in
~domestic lifel It has been shown by able writers that boys,
who have sisters, and grow up in their socicty, arc morc
likely to develop into strong and noble men than boys who
are deprived of woman’s influence.  Whatever sepaates man
from woman separates both frum God. The great objection
urged against social clubs is that they destroy  domestic life
by isolating the sexes; they furnish an amusement for the
‘husband in which the wife cannot participate ; open the social
<lub to both scxces, and its evil tendeuvcy is removed.  Then
there is the martiage telativon. How many  wedded lives
come to faiture thivughigoviance! Men and women assume
the most sacred respousipilities without prepamtivn, and
with no knowledge of themselves nor of cack other. We
sa¥ in the mamnege service, « What God hath juined toge-
ther let no man put asunder,” but when God dues not juin,
is there anything to sunder? Tassion dies, novelty dis-
appears, youth fades, and undess love be tounded opun an
intelbigent and mutual esteem, shall it not also ciumble?

We need to culusate fiendship.  Fassicn sill come and go
bike the slmdows of ddouds over the smovtb surfacec of a lahe,
and no 1ove 15 abiding without tieudship. He was night
who exclaiucd, « They who ate juined by luve without friend-
ship, walk on gun-powder with lighted torches in their
‘hands.” They who build love upon the fuundation of
anuttal esteem, o

« Mako life, death, and that vast forever

Onc grand, sweet song. ™

consecration itself. Tho love of God makes every other
love immortal. What love through Him we give to others
is forever.

Only as we consecrate our lives to the devine love cam
we hope to become heavenly-minded and they only conse-
crate themselveg to the divine love who, in imitation of our
Saviour, give heart and hand to the service of mankind.
There is a fable that four young ladies, disputing as to
the beauty of their hands, call'd upon an aged woman
who had solicited alms, for a settlement of the dispute.
The three whose hands were white and faultless had
refused her appeal, while she, whose fingers were brown
and rough, had given in cherity. Then the aged begger said :
Beautiful are these six uplifted hands, soft as wvelvet and
sopowy as the lily, but more bLeautiful are the two darker
hands that have given charity to the poor.” Learn the
Iesson of consecrated womanhood. In the olden time when
the children of Israel prepared the tabernacle in the wilder-
ness, “all the womer that were wise hearted did spin with
their hands, and brought that which they had spun, both of
blue, and of purple, and ot scarlet, and of fine linen. And all
the women whose hearts stirred them up in wisdom spun
goat’s hair.” The wise-licarted women of to-day are the
daughters of modern Isracl, who, frum the love of God, serve
faithfully the great family of mankind.

True Purity.

Purity is nct abstinence from outward deeds of profligacy
alone. 1Itisu.:a mere recoil from impurity of thought. It
is the quick, + -usitive delicacy to which the very conception
of avilis vi:rasive. It is a virtue which has its residence
within,whir.h takes guerdianship of the heart as of a citadel or
individual soncteary, in which no wrong or worthless imagi-
nation is permitted to dwell. “Itis not purity of action that
we contend for, it is exalted purity of heart, the ethereal
purity of the third heaven; and if it is at oncescttled in the
heart, it gives the peace, the triumph, and the serenity of
heaven along with it.  Thereis a bealth and harmony in the
soul, a beauty which though it efforesces in the countenance
and the deportment, is itself so thoroughly intcrnal as to
make purity of heart the most distinctive guidance of
character that is ripening and expanding for the glories of
cternity.

In The Arkansas Woods.

The diet of the people whe live in the Arkansas woods,
ps & pewspaper cetiespuldant. is & remarkable thing in its
way, sot unly in quality, Lat alse in quantity.

Curn bread and bacon cunstitute the bill of fare, and in
the meagre compass of its life-sustaining qualitics, it com-
Vines nll—and the only—delicacics of the season, never ount
of season.  It's corn bread and bacon for breakfast, corn
bread ad bacun for dinner, corn bread and Lacon fot supper ;
that is all the sear round.  To moumalize upon the ingredients
of that corn bread would be as hazaidous as to attempt to
svlse the mysterics that cluster rvund that world-famed dish,
toarding-house bash. I know it is a horrible mixture of corn
menl end water, but I am innocent of anything elsé it may
contain—utterly devoid of salt, saleratus, or soda. 'This is
pourcd int> a small, rusty iron pot, half buried in the ashes,
where it bakes and dries until it becomes hard eriough to
knock a hole through a brick wall, provided the aforesaid
wall isn’t more than ten feet thick. While the baking process
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is going on the family squat about tho fireplace in launguid
listlessness and fire random shots of tobacco juice at the fire.

The bacon, too, is anarticle worthy ot comment, inasmuch
as itimparts a sort of flavor to the corn bread and thereby
renders it more palatable. You first discover it in huge slabs
of fat, with little or no lean in its composition, and almost
com pletely encrusted in the accumulated filth of weeks and
months. One glance at it would make a health officer sick ;
but to eat it! oh, horrors! The corn bread, being baked to
the proper extent, is placed on a stump outside the door to
«00l, while the dogs form a circle about, lick their chops in
silent hunger, and bestow wistful glances upon the, to them,
delicious morsel.  Slices of bacon are then placed in the
great iron pot where they sizzle and splutier until finally
resolved into a number of little dried-up chips floating about
upon & miniature sea of slimy grease. This horrid mess—
grease and all—in conjunction with the corn bread, is eagerly
devoured by these rapacious natives, and on this meagre diet,
strange to say, but nevertheless true, they manage somehow
to keep the sands of life in motion. Truly, ope half the
world knows not how the other hulf lives.

A New Career for Women.

In connectivn with the current talk about the opening of
new careers for women the Pall Mall Gazatee thinks thata
lady whose mode of life recently occupied the common pleas
division at Dublin deserves no little credit.  She has devoted
her more mature years to the study of law, and more par-
ticularly to the law of breech of promise. The novelty of
her case consisted in the pumber of actious which she
mauaged to run at the same time. In her last case the
unsusceptible jury awarded her only fifty dollars, but