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Trifles (?)
BY ROBERT BLLIOTT.

A lily from a clod looks up
To heaven, and heaven fills her cup;
A daisy dies, yet dying earns
A glance of love from Robert Burns; B
A star has shone above the sea
Till past the rock the boat went free;
A ray of light has pierc’d a pine
And cheerd a drooping eolumbine;
A word of comfort like a seed
Has grown a harvest great, indeed.

Matter»*o’»«Money.'

BY MIS8 EATE RICHMOND.

o
A F it's bad to have money, it's worse to have nons,’
I Kitty Allen chanted, asshe turned to toss an armfu! ot
white work to the table behind her. She was sitting at
her sewing muchine, where she had been all day except
just the littlo while she had spent over her lunch. ‘The
lunch was dinner as well, since, beiag a house full of women,
. cold meat and berries and bread 2nd butter took the place of
the ceremnonions meal that a man in the house would bhave
made necessary.

Leah mado no answer. Leah was pulting in gussets and
making buttonholes in the shirts that her sister stitched. It
was close work, and kept her silent, but then Leah wasalways
quiet-

«itty tossed her round arws above her head, yawning
with a little impatient emphasis.

1 hate poverty— don't you, Leah 7

« Yes, dear—sometimes."”

Kitty stopped with upraised arms to stave at her sister.
The even stitchos were going in just as rapidly and surely,
the low swiugs of the low rocking-chair vibrated as steadil ¥y
bat Kitty felt thut ber own vehemence meant no more than
the few placid, low-toned words.

«We are dreadfully poor,” taking up her work again
with a sigh,

And Leah said,  Yes, dear,” again, and finished a-button-
hole without raising her eyes. .

They were protty girls, both of them, but Leah at twenty-
four was so grave and sober that to childish nineteen-years-
old Kitty she seemed & generation away. Sweet and prim
and dainty, she sat in her cool. lawn and sewed as if it were
an afternoon amusement instead of a struggle for bread and
butter.

‘Kitty's silky, curling hair was twisted up auyhow on the
top of her bead. She had on an .old white sack, and her
smail feet wore thrust into a pair of burst and broken stippers.
Eitty could never work except-in a condition of disarray,and
to-duy there had been a special prossure.

There camp a ring-at tho door,

«Therel” in dismay. ¢ You'll have to go, Leah, and
whoever it is, say I'm out—I'm going out, to pick the straw-
berries.” }

Leah was quite used to being left to cover a retreat. She
went quietly and vpened the door for Richard Mason.

« Isn't Kitty at home?” ‘They had always been school-
mates. «1 specially wanted to see her.”

«She_is out—1 mean—-she is in the garden.”

«¢ Hangiog out clothes’?” )

©«As bad as that—picking berries. She won't want to
gee you, Dick. She has been hard at work all day”

« I understand; but I want to see her. There's to boa
picaic at High Rock day after to-morrow, and you are both
going.”

“ Are we ?” smiling faintly. She turned and led the way
to the sitting room. Standing thers in his handsome young
manhood his presence seemed to fill the whole room Leah
lovked up at him with admirieg eycs.

« What is it 7" with a laugh in bis own. ‘

« I was thinking—you've grown good-looking since you
were a schoolboy.”

«‘I'hank you,” not disclaiming the fact.
to find Kitty.”

« At your own peril ;” but be took the risk readily enough
and found his way out through the house like one quite
accustomed to it.

Leah ook up her buttonholes with a weary little sigh.

. ttlt's worse to have none.’” The nursery jiugle rang in
ber head. Just now Meason’s coming made natters worse
He seemed so strong aud buoyant, so able to coatrol life.
He was poor, too, but he had strength and brains and a man’s
chance to use them. If his feet were on the lower rungs of
the ladder now, there was nothing to hinder his mouating
to tke leisure and luxury above.

« Six years,” she thought, bitterly. «I get furious some-
times. No time for anything but work. And Kitty's yecars
going just as mine bave gone.”

The e¢lm shadows were lengthening across tho grassy
yard  Little breaths of coolness came in at the open win-
dows ; & white mooa began to show itself palely in the atter-
noon sky. She folded the last garments of the dozen, gath—
ered up the scattered threads in a methodical manner, and
went out to lay the table for tea. R

It was not an elaborate meal. There was bread and
butter and plain light cake,and a heaping glass dish of
?erries. When all was ready she looked at the table doubt-

ully.

« Dick will stay to tea,” she thought; and tarned toward
the cellar with a thought of resources there.

«1f I do, we shall go without at our lunch to-morrow,”
setting her lips. It was a trifle, but just now Leah Allen
had come to a'place wheére there are no trides.

Mason was in the garden still. She could hear his voice
and the treble of Kitty's langhter. They came in together,
and Mrs. Allen followed them. Leah was like her mother
in-looks and niauners ; the samo soft dark hair, and fathom-
less, untroubled eyes. It was easy to giess what the youngér
woman would be with twenty more years over her head

«Now I'm going
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Kitty ran up the steep, narrow stairs to the low-ceiled
chamber.  Mason went back to the sitting-room with Leah,

«1 want you to go. You have hardly been anywhere
this summer. Kitty will say yes with a word from you.”

«I do not see—"

« There scems no reason why it should not be a success,”
ignoring her beginning of an oljection, "and George Hotland
will be there.”

«I do not know George Holland.”

“That is precisely the strong part of my argument. I
want you to know him. Heis rich; he is wise; he is the
best of good fellows.”

Kitty came in then. Her toilets never took long. The
disarray was all external. ‘P'o kick oft the ragged slippers
and step into a pair of whole ones, to shake out and gather
up into nne loose coil the lovely hair that rippled and waved
and dropped of itself in curly rings about her face, took only
a minute. ‘The white wrapper had its own finishings of frills
and lace about the neck and wrists ; the whole thing was
complete in ten minutes. 1f Leah had the skirt and sacque
and slippers to put in place by-and-bye, at least Kitty never
kept anyone waiting.

That night, when Dick Mason had gone with a half-prom-
ige that his invitation would be accepted, and Kitty was
gossiping in the moonlight with a girl friend, Leah and her
mother sat on the cottage porch. Both had been quiet a
loug time. They bad the gift of silence, these two women.

« Mcther, if you had your life to live over, would you
marry a poor man?”

Mrs. Allen did not answer for a long minute.

«1f I loved him,” she said rather faintly.

Leah did not know that her mother's marriage had been
preeminently “a love match.” Henry Allen had won her
from a circle in which sho was sought for and petted. He
let her give up all the goods of life because she loved him,
and then his fickle fancy tired of her. When he died, five
years after their marriage, Mrs. Allen felt that as far as she
was concerned, life had not been a success. And still she
said, true to her womanhood, « If I loved bim,” to her daugh-
ter's question.

# Does it pay, I wonder?” Leah said again, moodily.

« It depends—a little. There are women—"

« And women,” breaking in with a short laugh. « Mother,
I shall marry for money—not an idiot nor a scoundrel, but
certainly net & poor man.”

And Kitty, singing to herself as she ran across the street
through the flickering elm shadows, was thinking of the
glories of Fanny Gorbam’s Bridal outfit. 7The afternoon
rhyme came to her lips again: « Ifit’s bad to have money,
it's worse to have none.”

Aud as if some fatality ruled the subject, Kitty repeated
her sister's question when they were alone together that night.

« Leah, would you marry a poor man ?

« No,” calmly.

« But I thought—" half bewildered.

« You thought I did not believe in mercenary merriages.
Well—one learns. I know myself better now.”

She went on plaiting the heavy braids with deft fingers,
and said nq more.

The last bundle of work went away from the house the
next day. In the summer lull in business there was leisure
in the Allen Household.

« Now we can make over our old dresses,” Kitty said, as
if the opportunity were a privilege. “1 am going to finish
the last chapter of 4nne, and write two letters.”

« And go to the picnic to-morrow ?77?

« Yes, if Dick comes again to see about it.”

Dick came that alternoon. The arrangement 3 it origin-

ally stood bad been that the two girls were to share the:
: make her feel that she belonged to a bygone generation.

Mason carriage with Dick himself, his mother and sister.
But, as Dick informed Kitty with perfect composure, Charley
Morse was coming witk an invitation. He had pdssed him
on the way. Charley did not know of Dick’s arrangemenr.,
and Kitty was to take her choice with the old schuol-girl
freedom.

« Charley, of course,” Kitty said, watching him sharply.

« I supposed 80,” with perfect good temper. «But I say,
if you were one of my own sisters—"

« Well, if I were one of your own sisters ? '’

«Your gown, you know.” ‘
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. «Yes, I know,” mockingly. “It's vory kind of you, Dick

The blood ran iuto his face.

« Of courss you know / don’t mind. You are Kitty, and
that's enough for me, in any thing. But a stranger—and
Charley is 8 fastidious—and he'll be here in & minute.”

She thrustout a small ragged foot.

3t is rather awful. 'l goand make myself fine. Don't
you be afraid, Dick.”

And not another glimpse of her did he get, though he
lingered to the lust possible minute.

Leah sat and swung placidly in her low rocker. Her
cheap, neat-patterned lawn was us fresh as when she put it
on three days ago; the lace-work in her slim hands looked
like elegant trifling instend of having a money value for
every inch. Dick's presence did not interfere with her train
of thought ; they had been neighbors sll their lives ; shohad
known him frum the day when he attained his first jacket.
So whether he talked or was silent it did not matter.

« What a wife you'd make for & poor man,” he said, sud-
denly, out of a long pause.

It seemed us if every one who approached her in some
way touched the trouble in her mind. She did not reply,
looking at him with a kind of pained smile and going on
with her lace.

1t looked a very pretty summer picture—the girl in the
shady porch, the handsome, idle youth loungiug on the steps
at her feet.  George Holland thought so, driving past.

The stylish horses in their glittering harness, the elegance

of the light vebicle behind them, caught Leal’s atteution.

& Who is it ?** she asked, rather abruptly.

« George Holland.” ’

He did not tell her, as he might have done, that Holland,
having seen her at church the Sunday before, bhad lett no
stone unturned to find her out. If Leah had only known it,
the cream-colored bunting over which she had hesitated so
long in the buying way destined to be rather an important
factor in that summer's history.

She had one of those sweet, pute New England faces,
flower-like in delicacy, and yet almost severe in unobtrusive
strength, The thoughtiul dark eyes were deep and shadowy ;
her mouth had an unconscious saduess in its sweet curves.
In her ivory-bued dress and bonnet she looked not unlike
some precious bit of carving in the dusk of the bot, dim»
church. .

George Holland could afford fancies. He was thirty-five,
rich, and alone in the world. It was new riches coming
after years of grinding poverty. Five years of possession had
not worn off the charm of novelty. Perhaps he over-valued
his new estate; certainly there were excuses for him if he did.

So Kitty went to the picnic with Charley Morse, and
Leah occupied a part of the back seat of the Mason carringe,
and chatted contentedly with Mrs. Masor all the way out to
the High Rock.

The Allen girls, living all their daysin this quiet country
village where in childhood at least the lines were not very
sharply drawn between the aifterent social grades, had known
as school playmates every other girl in the party. There
was no question of education or breeding ; it was simply the
want or possession of money that made the difference between
them. As the Allen fortunes had coutracted little by little,
Leah had dropped out of the village festivities. She cculd
not afford the time nor the strength to keep up the struggle
for appearauces at the cost it involved. It was easier to
accept the life of renunciation that lay before her, to spend
her few hours of leisure over a'book or her music. The
world is all alike down to its very smallest piece. Slip out
of the channel, and the current does not go out of its way to
follow you. Leah’s associates had always besn older than
“erselt. Most of them were married now, and that helped to

The day was pleasant enough—a good deal like other days.
It was only as they were preparing to come home that any-
thing out of the ordinary happened.

She had met George Holland, and had looked at him with
a new standard of measurement in her mind.  Shefound him:
quietly common-place, not obtrusive and not young. There
was nothing knightly about him. Leah had had her ideals.
like other girls.
. They had waited for the sunset, and now under & white
aull moon they were starting on their homeward ride.
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She stood leaning against a tree-trunk, wondering idly
why Dick did not come to summon her. She was quitealone;
most of the others had already gone. A step crushed among
the crisp moss beside-her. She turned with a smile, and it
was George Holland.

«Mr. Mason sent me,” with grave politeness. « Some-
thing has happened to his carriage, and there will necessarily
be a change of arrangement about going home. Miss
Mason will go with your sister. Will you allow me to drive
you 7

Leah's heart gave a quick little bound—a half.guilty one.
[t was of Holland that she was thinking as he came up, not
with any girlish flutterings or specious self-deceiving—just
coolly making up her mind with the havd, clear, logical
directness of the New England mental processes.

He bad thought as he approached her how sweet and pure
and utterly unworldly she looked. And she was saying to
herself:

«If he asks me, I will marry him.”

There were ways enough. Other girls did as much for
the men they cared for, and no one blamed them or thought
they had overstepped the bounds of maidenly propriety. And
just then bis voice sounded in her ears.

For the first few minutes of the ride very little was said.
Leah had never had a flirtation in her life. ‘I'he matter
before her was dead, solemn carnest. Her small bands lay
lightly clasped in her lap; the soft evening wind blew her
hat back on her neck, and she did not replace it. The moon
shone full on her face, and deepened the shadows of the long
lashes against her cheek. )

« [ fear I am rather a dull companion,” he said, at last.
]t has not come in my way to talk to young ladies much.”

« Are young ladies different from other people—in their
conversational demands, I mean ?”

«Yes, rather.  That is, I know very little about them; I
am not a society man.”

« Are you not?” She felt a half-contempt for the self
consciousness that began with an apology.

«No. But,” cheerfully, ¢ neither am I an artist or poet.”

« T hope you are a good driver,” 4 little sharply.

A rabbit had rushed across the road under the horses’
noses. ‘The impatient beasts improved the occasion. They
reared and plunged and broke into a dead run. The wood
road was narrow and rough ; the light vehicle swaug from
side to side. Lesh caught her breath and braced herself in
her seat. He was busy with his horses. When he checked
them at last, and had time to look at her, apparentiy she had
not moved a muscle. He could not see that the hands lying
in her lap were clenched like iron. .

wYou are » wonderful girl,” he said, honestly. « Iexpected
you to scream. Turn your face to the light and let me sce
you. How white you are! were you frightened

«Yes.” .

That was all she said. Her lips were too nnsteady. At
heart she was a horrible coward, but she had the pluck and
pride not to betray herself often.

« Well, there was reason. We had about one chance out
of four of not being overturned. As I was saying, I am
neither a poet por a painter.”

« I suppose I should be afraid of you if you were,
knew a man who was either.”

«But [ have learned to drive,” smiling, «fortunately for
both of us. All my life long it has been the practical that
has been uppermost,” half sadly.

# I do not kuow that you need regret that,
the practical that comes first in most lives.”

«In your life ?”

« Decidedly!” There was a sharp little ring in her voice.

«I have always been a poor man,” he said, deliberately.
« Does poverty make a man better or worse ?"

She caught her breath again, as if she were on the verge
of a hysterical outbreak. Perhaps her fright had broken up
her usual calm—ZLeah Allen was not a woman who turned
her life inside out for all eyes.

«] know one woman whose temper is about ruined by it.
I am very poor myself.”

Do be Continued.
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I think it is

[ Written for The Family Circle.]

The 0ld Library. at Home.

BY E. T. PATERSON,

CHAPTER VIiIl,

o OR one instant the mother and daughter gazed in sil-

a T ence at one another. I could not see the expression
of Mrs. Godfrey’s face, for it was turned from me, but

in Helen's wide blue eyes there was a look of horror

not unmixed with fear; for as I have said, notwithstanding
her love for her mother, she feared her, and on occasions T
had even seen her shrink from her, I fancied, with the same
sort of dread which [ myself experienced in Mrs. Godfrey's
presence ; a fecling akin to that which a mad person inspires
in most people. S 1

The paper in Mrs. Godfrey's hand was more thar walf
consumed, when Helen sprang suddenly forward and scized
her mother’s arm, saying something to her at the same time,
which, of course, I was unable tohear  Mrs. Godfeey replied,
and then fieeing her arm, held her daughter from her, and
with her other hand held the half burnt will in the flame of
the candle.

Helen's face was whito as death and her littie hands were
clasped over her bosom, which, I counld see, heaved convul-
sively. She appeared to be pleading with her mother, but
the latter heeded her not, only her fiuce hardened and her
lips compressed themselves more tightly. N

When the last scrap of paper was destroyed she turned
and spoke to the frightened girl, who shrank from her and
covered her face with her trembling hands.

Mrs. Godfrey spoke rapidly and with more gesticulation
than I had ever known ber to do before; she seemed to be
trying to impress something oa her daugbter’s- mind. Was
she excusing herself for the crime just committed? Perhaps
secking to palliate the crime itself, to present it in as softened
a light as possible to the mind of Helen  Foran evil heart bas
ever on hand a fund of plausible excuses for its wrong doing.

But the girl interrupted her with a gesture expressive of
more dignity than I would have conceived it possible for so
petite a person to assume. With a face pale ag death and her
eyes sorrowful yet stern, Helen answered her mother, while
the latter stood listening, a cold smile on her lips and an
angry zleam in her eyes ; one hand rested on the back of a
chair, the other hung clenched at her side; the whole atti-
tude of the woman spoke of defiance and implacable resolve.

At last Helen, utterly overcome, advanced toward her
mother with bands outstretched beseechingly. But the
elder woman shook her head, and answering, raised her hand
to heaven as though registering son:e vow ; and with a low,
anguished cry the young girl turned and fled from the room.

I waited but to give one more glance at the remaining
occupant of the library; she stuod perfectly motionless, her
head sunk upon herbosom, her whole aspect betokeuing utter
dejection as a few minutes before it had defiance.

When I turned to re-enter the house I became alive to the
state I wasin. My limbs were so cramped that it was with
difficulty I could walk ; add to this a miserable drizzling rain
was falling and my garments, heavy with dampness, clung to
my chilled body. I ran as quickly as possibly to the door
through which I had gained egress. Several times my be-
numbed fingers failed to tura the key in the lock, and, cold,
tired, wretched as I was the childish tears started to my
eyes; at last however I succeeded in unlocking tke door,
entering and rclocking it after me. I went cautiously for-
ward till I reached the hall; here I stood bresthless; there
was not a sound to be heard, not the faintest glimraer of
light to be seen anywhere. In a few minutes I reached the
safe shelter of my own room, and immediately boegan to re-
move my wet garments; scarcely had I finished this opera-
tion, when footsteps hurrying along the corridor outside my
door, startled me so that my heart stood still for 8 moment
and then commenced beating violently. With my gaze
strained toward the door, Istood waiting in awful expectation
for—I knew not what. My nerves were wrought uptoa high
pitch and the sound of a footstep at that unwonted hour was
sufficiont to set them Juivering painfully. The footsteps
stopped at my door; then came a quick impatient knock, and
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before I had time to answer, the door opened and my cousin’s
maid, Janet, with & white, senred face entered the room ; she
started , at seeing me up; but hastened to tell her ervand.
My cousin was ill, and Mis Godfrey was not in her room ;
would I go to Miss Godfrey while she (Janet) searched for
her mothor?

Scarce waiting for my reply the girl burried away ; and as
quickly as my trembling fingers would permit, I threw on a
loose morning wrapper, thrust my feet into a pair of slippers,
and flow to Helen's room.

An involuntary cry escaped mo as I looked upon the rigid
form upon the bed ; the face was ghastly white, while the
lips were perfectly blue. Was she dead? I placed my hand
ovor her heart, ita action was fearfully irregular; now it
would beat furiously ; then seem to stop altogether. « Thank
God,” I cried, « my darling still lives” Butas I looked again
into her face a sudden thought darted into my mind
« Helen had heart disease!  But did Mrs. Godfrey know it?
Surely if ro, she would not have thwarted her as she had
done. T commenced to rub the little hands vigorously, I
knew not what was the proper thing to do, and impatiently
awaited the entrunce of Mrs. Godfrey and Janet. Minute
after minute parsed away and they did not come; but pres-
ently to my great relief I saw the blueness fade away from
the young girl's lips and & faint color steal into themn ; pres-
ently she opened her eyes and gazed about her with & dazed,
frightened lock. Then starting up, she cried wildly :

« Mamma, mamma, the will; for God's sake don't burn the
will 1

These incoheront words of Helen's dispelled the last lin-
gering doubt I had had of the paper's, destroyed by Mrs. Gud-
frey, being the missing will. But my cousin’s critical con-
dition drove all other thoughts from my mind for the time
being, for she had fainted again, avd I was just about to call
for assistance, when 1 heard some one coming, Mrs. Godfrey,
followed by Junetand Mrs Griswold, the houcekeeper, entered
the roow ; the former pushing me almost roughly from the
bedside, took my place there ; and as I watched the agonized
expression in the wretched mother's face, I felt some faint
stirring of pity for her in my heart. Restoratives were
applied to the fainting girl, and were so far successful that
she recovered sufficiently to open her eyes and gaze vacantly
around the room; but when at last they rested on her
motber, who was murmuring endearing epithets, wkich
sounded to me curiously strange, from those cruel lips, Helen
uttered a low, pained cry and shrank from her; I turned
away unable to witness the unhappy mother writhe nnder
that action.

Turning to Janet, 1 inquired if the doctor had been sent
for;she said yes ; aud that Mrs. Griswold advised telegraphing
for Dr. Rathburn also. I wondered I had not thought of this
sooner, and went away io write down the message, which the
servant could take to the village as soon as ke returned from
fetching the doctor.

In a few moments the doctor arrived, having come on
horse-back as being the quickest mode ot conveying himself
to the Manor. ‘The man-servant was also riding, and when
1 ran out and gave him the telegram for Douglas, he rode off
with it to the village without an instaut’s delay. I then ran
up to my room, dressed myself properly, and then went out
into the corridor to wait till the doctor came from Helen's
room. 1 had not very long to wait, for presently the boudoir
door opened and Janet's white, frightesed face appeared.
« Biss Euis, come quickly, ske is dyivg.” .

Dying! a rold, deathly shiver ran through me, and I
staggered back, clutching at the wall for support.

Heler dying! then merciful God forgive mel for indivectly
yet surely I had been the cause of it, With s heavy heart I
followed Janet into the chamber of death.

Of death ! yes I could not doubt it when I looked upon
the greyish pallor of Helen’s face. She was gasping pitifully
for Lreath and through her night-dress I could see the violent
beating of her heart as though it would leap from her breast.

I could utter no word. My heart was too full of passion-
ate sorrow and remorse.  'Too late! too late! In my blind
cgotism, I had dow.e wrong that good might come, and this
was my punishment. In the death of this dear girl whom I
had learned to love as dearly a8 my own sister, I was d(_:shned
to obtain the end which I had sought and to receive my
punishment at one and the same time.
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Speechless with grief, I sank on my knees by the bed and
clasped Helen's hand in mine.  She turned her dimmed eyes
upon me, and smiled, a sweet, forgiving smile thut stabbed me
more shurply than repulsion would have doue, for it made me
feel more and mure how contemptible, how wicked 1 had been t

* Lenve us’' she gasped, turning to the others : the doctor
and Junet went at once into the adjoining room; but Mrs,
Godfrey lingered.

« Will you send me away my child?” she murmured
brokenly.

« Yes, 2 moment ” angwered the dying girl, and with one
last kiss, the wretched mother left the roomn with slow, lag-
ging steps.

Butg, alas! whatever the poor girl had wished to say to me
was destined never to be told.  Scarcely had ber mother left
tue room when that awful gasping for Lreath began again,
and she ley, panting and writhing in her agony, uvable to
utter & word and only the wistful longing in her eyes telling
of her desire to speak the words she was so powerless to utter,

It was terrible to witness her suffering: there is always
a dread, more or less, in the hearts of watchers by a death-
bed ; the soul is filled with awe, and the poor human heart
quakes as the Kitg of Terrors stalks into your presence and
reminds you, with grim and fearful certainty, of that time
when he will come and set his seal upon your brow, as he
even now has upon that pale face on the pillow. But awful
as death is at all times, its terrors are feurfully multiplied
when the soul's departure from this world is accompanied by
great bodily suffering.

‘This was the case with Helen, and my weak heart trem-
bled and sank within me, for { had never looked on death
before; strange as it may seem. ’

Iraised her in my arms aud rested her head upon my
breast, and never for an instant did the wistful eyes leave
my fuce.

Could it be of Douglas she wished to speak ? I wondered ;
« Helen darling " I whispered, « is it about Douglas you wish
to speak ? I have sent for him ; he will be here soon.”

She shook her head and smiled feebly, and as another
thouglit came into my mind, I was about to ask her if she
wished to speak of the lost will, when a strong, convulsive
shudder ran through her slight frame, sho threw up her arms
und her head fell back on my shoulder. A terrified scream
burst from my lips and I let the limp form fall heavily on
thLe pillow, aud sprang tomy feet. That cry of mine brought
the others hurrying into the room ; Mrs. Godirey, tearless
and baggard, her e es blood-shot and wild-looking, flung her-
self downon her knees by the bed. 'I'he doctor, after one
close look into the dead fsce, had drawn back, and stood
with folded arms, his eyes fixed on the floor; Janet stood
just within the roor, her hands pressed to her bosom.

For a long time, it seemed to me, a deep, deep silence
reigned in the chamber of death. Thena voice, soft and low,
full of tenderest love, broke the stillness .

«Helen my child, my little one, forgive me the harsh
words I spoke to you in.my anger last night; I was never
harsh to you before, darling, was 1? Why do you not speak -
to.your poor mother Helen? T will do as you wish dearest.
You were right when you said it was a crime; I will confess
that I destroyed the will; wo will go away from here, you
and I Helen, and Alex. Godfrey shall have his own again.
Will not that satisfy you? why dJo you not speak nor look at
me Helen 7™ The poor crazed creature turned to the doctor
and whispered, pointing to her dead child— ¢ Why does
she not speak nor move; why does she lpok like that 27 .

Very kindly and gently the physician laid his hand on
her shoulder and said sadly :

« Your daughter is dead, my dear lady; hed you not bet-
ter come with me into the next room?

« Dead 1" she shrieked, flinging his hand off and rising to
her feet. «Dead!” she turned and stooped over the bed,
lifted one of the lifeless hands in her<and letit fall. Clutch.
ifog her hair in both hands, she stared wildly around the -
room ; when her gaze fell upon me, a rapid change came
over her face ; fiendish hate and rage glared from her blood-
shot eyes, and the thin lips were drawn back tightly, disclos-
ing the large white teeth. @My child is dead—dead” she
shricked —and you have killed her; murderess 1’

She reached o in one spring and I felt her cold fingers
clulch my throat and s8w her mad .eyes glere in%o mine;
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then the doctor and Janet pulled her away anc dragged her
shrioking from the room ; then asin a dream I saw the room
fill with white-faced, territied servauts. I saw no more,
a merciful blank came to me and I knew no more of passing
events than did the still, dead figure on the bed.
L] * . L] * L] * .

Nearly five weeks had passed away when [ once moro awoke
to the responsibilities of life. .

I could not understand what had happened at first, T
felt so weak and helpless, nnd it seemed so strango to see my
mother there, in my room at Upfield. Butshe told me [ had
been very ill and must not talk, that she would tell me
everything when I was a little stronger. So day by day as I
gathered new strength, I tearned by degreesall that had tran-
spired during my iliness. .

Helen had long been laid to rest in the sunny churchyard
at Upton.  Mrs. Godfrey, poor womaal was conficed in a
private insane asylum near London, and the secrst of the
burnt will had spread far and unear; for Helen's mother, in
her ravings, told the story of her own crime over and over
again,  And they said that I, also, in my delitium, had told
to wondering listeners, the story of the scene had witnessed
ia the library as I crouched vutside the window in the storm
and datkness of that awtul niglt.

Mamuma told me how Douglas had arrived the next morn-
ing and found a tervible stute of affairs at the wanor; his
betrothed was lying dead in her room upstairs; Mrs Godfrey
a raving manine guaarded by two servants, and [ —the
unhappy cause of all this trouble, liy tossing in the delirium
of brain fever, brought on by excitement, and long exposure
to the weather.

Douglas, appalled by this state of things, telegraphed my
father and mother to come to Upfield at once.

It was not for many weeks that I learned all this, for the
memory of all the past few months weighed g0 on my mind
that my recovery was greatly retarded. The doctor advised
my going away for a while; and I was only too glad to go,
for Upfield was full of painful memories; and go where I
would about the old manor, I scemed to see ever befure me
the pale dead face of my cousin Hclen, and unother, white
and frenzied with gleaming eyes; the face of that poor mad
woman who had been iny enemy aud Helen's mother.  Yes,
Upfield Manor was a baunted place to me; and I was cager
to get away.

Two days before we left England, Douglas came to see
me, and we had a long talk together and everything was
explained between us. Heasked me to be his wife when the
year of mourning for Helen was over; and showed me the
following letter from her, which he had received only a day
before her death. .
Ueroy, Alig. 29th, 18—
Dear Dr. Ratusuny:

Yon will doubtless be surprised at receiving this from
me 80 soon after your visit to Upfield; but since you were
here to-day, I have discovered what has given me great
pain, but which I thank God has been found out ere it was
too late. This is my discovery: youdo not love me, you
never loved nie, even when you wrote that letter asking me
to be your wife. ‘I'his being so, I release you from an engage-
mert into which you should not have wronged me by enter-
ing; no matter how worthy your motive may have been.
You will wonder how I discovered all this. That is soon
explained. When you were gone this afternoon I started
out to meet Enis in the park, on her way from Upton; when
close to the park gates I heard her voice and yours in Oak
Lane ; the words you were speaking at the moment arrested
my attention, and I stood and listened to all you said to her.
You love Enis. I donot blame her for that; she is more
worthy of your love than ever I could bave been, though she
could not love you bstter than I have done, Douglas. She
sccused you of mercenary motives in asking me to be your
wife; but in that I know now that she wronged you. "Though
you would not explain to her your motives, I suspected at
once how the engagement bad been brought about, and now
1 know that my suspicions. were right; for Mamma hus con-
fessed that she—ah | how can 1 write the disgraceful words ?
—that she entreated you to marry me because I loved you.—
you who had never sought my love, nor cared to win itl

My poor mother doubtless considered that she was doing that
which would add. most to my happiness ;. I do not doubt her *

love for me; but heaven knows it was the most unkind
thing she could have done. Had she hated me she could
not have stabbed me wmore cruelly. Her interfurence has
humbled my pride to the dust, and made me ashamed to look
in your face again. I ask you to forgive us, my mother and me;
fur I do not forget that you too have sutfered. Ina few days,
say ina week from to-duy, I would like you to come to
Upfield ; I wish particularly to see you. But do not come
before the time I bave named. Enis is not aware that I
know all; when you come it will be soon enough for her to
know. She is a good woman, as you said, and she deserves
your fove; may God bless you both and make you happy!
I will return the engagement ring you gave me, when I seo
you next week. Do not think that I blame you Douglas;
you acted uobly, generously, if mistakenly ; and if to-day in
Enis's presence, your resolution failed you, in my heart X
blame you not at all, I can write no more; my hand trem-
bles already ; the excitement and worry has tired me out.
I was always & miserable little thing, as you know Douglas.
Once more [ entreat you, do not come here sooner than the
time I have mentioued. Your friend,

. HeLeN GoDFREY.

This simple, girlish letter, so full of hidden pathos, afiected

me strongly, and I conld scarcely read to the end of it for.

the tears that blinded my eyes.

That Helen had wished Douglas and me to marry, was
clear, but at that time, so svon after her death, the very 1dea
of such a thing was repugnant to me. I told Douglas so as
gently as possible, and despite his entreatics I steadily refused
tv allow an engagement to exist between us. I could not
marry him, I said, for & long, long time, and I would not per-
mit him to bind himself by a promise which he might regret
before the time came for its tultilment. So at last he left

{ me vowing he would come again when the year was out and

urge his suit.

At last everything was arranged.;nd Papa, Mamma, Hetty
and I left England for Italy where we purposed settling down
for a while,

The younger children were left at Upfie!d under the care
or a lady who had onve been my governess, and Dovglas had
promised to 1un down now and then to see them. Herbert
was to pursue his studies for the ministry during our absence.
We remuained on the Continent nearly two years; spending
the time in Italy, Frauce and Germany as the fancy suited
us. Dwiug the latter six months of our sojourn abroad;
Mamma and Hetty and I were alone, as Papa was recalled
home by urgent business. -

Douglas came from England to see us several times, remain-
ing with us for two or three weeks ata time. But it was
only when we were on the point of returning home that I
yielded to his persistent entreaties and promised at some
future time to be his wife.

It was with varied emotions that I again sct foot on
English soil, and although two years had rolled away sioce
the tragedy at Upficld, yet the thought of going back there
affected me so strongly that Herbert proposed my living with
him in London for a while, till I grew more reconciled to the
idea of returning to Upfietd. I seized upon the suggestion
eagerly; and so it was settled. Herbert, by this time hady
London ctiracy ; it had been his choice in preference to
country one—and in the little home to wiich he took me,{
spent two peaceful years, helping mm in his parish work

-

and striving band in hand with my earnest souled brother to .

piecce through the dariuness and desolation of, at least, one
small portion of the dense wilderness of great London's
lower world: finding in the al.eviation of the sorrows and
wants of others a rest from the gnawing mewory of the past.
So it was four years after Helen's death when I at last
became Douglas Rathburn’s wife. The wedding took place
at Upticld, and in all these years that was my first visit home
‘The day before the wedding Douglas and I went to Upto
churchyard and stood by Helen's grave. A simple ston
marked her resting place, and on it we read :
SACRED
TO THE MEMORY OF
HELEN GODFREY,
Aged 17
4 Blessed are the pure in heari, for they shall see God.)’ -
L7BE BND
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*Jog on, jog on the foot-pat's way
And m'ernl)' hent the stile-a
A merry heart goes all thoday, -
Your sad tirea tn a mite-n 'V

A marked man—The fellow who sits down on a newly-
painted door step.

What do the wild waves say?  Why, probably, « We
cost a dollar and a half at the hair store.”

A soft angwer may turn away wrath, but it is far safer to
trust to the legs in case the other party is real mad.

A little Augusta three-year-old girl rebuked her mother
for alluding to a black cat.  She snid it was a « colored * cat.

“How can I expand my chest 7" asked a stingy fellow of
a physician. « By carrying a larger heart in it,” was the
reply. -,

Somebody says that every failure is a step to success.
This will explain why the oftner some men fail the richer
they become.

A New Orleans paper says: « It is the experience of cir-
*cus proprietors that one stock of clown jokes will outlast
seven sets of canvas covering.”

The animals all went into the ark “two by two” But
the number that went in is not g.ven. The statistics of
those days is of Noah count.

A Greek journalist has turned into a brigand. For the
first time iu his life he will now have an opportunity of
making some of his old subscrivers pay up.

It knocked a man about crazy to find that the button he
had ¢ by mistake ” put in the contribution box was one of a
set for his wife's sacque, and they cost thirty cents apiece.

An exchange thinks the « theatre of the future” will be
fireproof. It will have to be if there is not an improvement
in the moral tone of the plays produced.— Norristown IHerald.

%0, George!"a New York girl intensely exclaimed while
gazing at the comet, “how transcendentally beantiful and
rapturiously precious it is! I should so love to study
botany I” -

What is the difference between economy and meanness ?
Well, if a man squeezes to save a little moncey, he calls it
economy ; his neighbors call it meanness. It depends on
who does the calling.

«Ah, excuse me,” exclaimed an Arkansaw man, as le
knocked down a stranger in the street.  « 1 thought that you
were a friend of mine. My eyesight is failing me, so that
I'll have to wear glasses.

A shirt has two arms, the same as trousers have two legs.
Yet one is cailed a pair and the other only one. Isn'tit
time that we let up on astronomy, and pay more attention to
the every-day tritles that vex the clearest minds ?

A preacher, whose congregation had begun to fall off
somewhat, had it intimated that he would discuss a tamaly
scandal the following Sunday. As acoasequence the church
was crowded.  The minister's subject was Adam and Eve.

A montanna woman sued for a divorce because her hus-
band kissed the servant girl. «You want this man pun-
ished 7 asked the judge. «I do,” said she. «Then,” said
the judge, «I shall not divorce you from him.”

It is said of a great many persons who have no exterior
excellence to boast of that they are possessed of much inward
beauty. If kindly nature would so re-arrange her laws that
such people could be turned wrong side out, life would be
more nearly worth living.

‘The first day Artemus Ward entered Toledo, travel-worn
and seedy, hesaid to an editor who was on the street,« Mister,
where could I geta good dinner for two shillings?” He
was told ; and then he inquired, «I say, Mister, whero counld
I get the two shillings 77 .

William Nye remarks to an inquiring subscriber: « We
were not publishing the Boomerang during the Mexican war.
We would have done so if we had been born, but we were
not. This was no fault of ours. It was and unavoidable
delay for which we are not responsible.”

LITERARY LINKLETS.

“1fonor {0 tho mon whn bring honor tous -glory to the country, dignity
tocharacter, wlm;s to thought, knowledge of things, precision to principles,
W to feelfug, happi to tho fo—Authors.”

Dr. Oliver Wondeil Holmes is soon to visit Englaad.

Walt. Whitman has an article on Robert Burns in The
Critic.

A biography of the late Professor E. H. Palmer will bo
written by Mr. Walter Besant.

Louise Mitchell, the fiuins female socialist of France,
will lecture in America next fall.

«'The Pentateuch Countroversy™ is the title of a work by
the author of « Deuteronomy the People’s Book.”

Henry Jawes, Sr, the philosopher and theologian, died at
his Buston home on December 18th, at the age of seventy-ono.

The astonishing manceuvres of the ¢t Salvation Avmy ” in
Paris will be introduced into Daudet's new novel « L'Evan-
geliste.”

Mr. Whittier is said to be frequently annoyed by attempts
to drag him into general society by well-meaning but in-
judicious friends.

An cdition of Shakespeare for acting purposes is, 1t is
stated, shortly to be published, with Mr. Henry Irving and
Mr. Frank Marshall as editors.

Mrs. Mary McGill is the proprietor of the Oswego, Kansas,
Independent. She Publishes a daily and & weekly edition and
has been very successful with the paper

Dr. Alice Bennett of the Norristown Hospital for the
Insane, was the first and only young lady who has obtained
the degree of Doctor in Puilosophy from ths Uaiversity of
Pennsylvania.

1t is said that after the next number Mr. James Payne will
have charge of Longmans’ new magazine. Another report
is that Mv. Payne will succeed Leslie Stephen, of the Corn-
hill Magazine.

One day last summer Mr. A. Bronson Alcott said to an
acquaintance, «I early determined in life not to be a slave
to things; not to put my life us pledge for fine furniture, for
luxuries, for the material surroundings. We lived a simple
life, Mrs. Alcott and I, and I have never regreited it.”

On the occasion of Mr. Oliver Wendell Holmes’ last lec-
ture before the Harvard Medical School, a presentation of a
beautiful  loving cup,”’ inscribed with an apt quotativn from
his own works was made in behalf of his last class,  De.
Holmes responded with great feeling, giving a brief sketch
of his connectivn with the school and university.  Many old
friends and pupils were present.

Whittier's seventy-fifth birthday occurred on Sunday, the

ith of last month. Tae poet is spending the winter in
Boston. To areporter Mr. Whittier said he thought it « rather
a quecr thing to congratulate 2 man upon—that he was
seventy-five years old,” but added that perhaps it was sowe-
thing to live so long in this wicked world In answer to an
inquiry as to the amount of literary work he was doing he
said : «Not much ; nothing tospeak of. I have done too much
already, such as it is. There is no mwan who ought to write
much after he is seventy, unless perhaps it may be Dr. Holmes.
He ought to write from now on until he isa hundred. There
is such a wonderful variety in his work that it secms a pity
he should ever stop.”
« A charming story of Hawthorne was told to Mr. Conway
by an intimate friend of the novelist : Une wintry day Haw-
thorne received at his office notification that his services
would no longer be required. With heaviness of heart he
repairs to his humble home: His young wife recognizes the
change, and stands waiting for the silence to be broken. At
length he falters, “ I am removed from office.”” Then she
leaves the room ; soon she returns and kindles a bright tire
with her own hands; next she brings pen, paper, ink, and
gets them beside him. Then she touches the sad man on
the shoulder, and as he turas to the bheaming face says,
« Now you can write your book.” The cloud cleared away.
The lost office looked like a cage from which he had escaped.
The « Scarlet Letter” was written, énd a marvellous success
rewarded the author and his stout-hearted wife.
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"' But words are things, and a small drop of ink
Falling like dew upon a thought produces
That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think.”

A face that cannot smile is never good.

It costs more to avenge wrongs than to bear them.

The great man is he who does not lose his child's heurt.

Bad men excuse theiv faults ; good men will leave them.

‘What we are at home is a pretty sure test of what we
venlly are.

The greatest evidence of demoralization is the respect
paid to wealth. .

What rencers the vanity of others unbearable to us is the
wound it inflicts on ours. .

Moderation is the silken striug running through the
pearl chain of all virtues.

Man cannot dream himself into a noble character; he
must achieve by dilligent effort.

Pay your honest debts before you subscribe to charitable
institutions. Honesty before charity.

Let him who regrets the waste of money and loss of {ime
in the past lose neither in the future.

No life can be utterly miseradle that is brightened by
the laughter and love of one little child.

Graceful manuers are the outward form of refinement in
¢he mind, and good aftections of the heart.

If yeu intend to do & mean thing, wait till to-morrow.
If you intend to do a noble thing, do it now.

The wealth of affectionate sympathy and aid is bettzr than
gold, and fills the soul with most perfect peace.

We sec how much a man has and therefore envy him;
did we see how much he enjoys we should rather pity him.

Censuring with a desire to mortify is very different from
that suggestion of our errors which it is the office of friend-
ship to give.

Faith draws the poison from every grief, takes the sting
from every loss and quenches the fire of every pain ; and only
faith can do it.

If you wish to be happy, have a small house and a large
‘balance at your banker's ; if you wish to be unhappy, adopt
{he opposite plan.

Habit is a tyrannical master, and a man who has been
brought up to nothing but work can with dificulty shake off
the yoke in his later years.

It is one thing to love truth, and to seek it, for its sake;
and quite another to welcome as much of it as tallies with
our impressions and prejudices.

That man is rich who bas a good disposition—who is natu-
rally kinod, j atient, cbeerful, hopeful,and who has a flavor of
wit and fun in his composition.

One never knows a man until*he has refused him some-
thing and studied the effects of the refusal ; one never knows
himself till he has denied himself.

An unchanging state of joy is impossible on earth as it
now i8, becaure evil and errorare here. The soul must have
its midnight hour as well as its sunlit seasons of joy and
gladoess.

* 1t often happens that men are very pious without being
very good. Their religion expends itself in devotional feel-
ings and services, while the evil passions of their nature
Temain unsubdued.

Love and kind treatment to children are the best edu-
<ations of & good disposition and good conduct. The little
ones are casily diverted from their purposes by kind dealing,
while severe treatment has the opposite effect.

The earth always casts a shadow; it is only when that
shadow falls upon the moon that we are able to see it. So
it is with sorrow. Although every moment of tinie brings
the darkness of grief to some bearthstone, it is never fully
realized by us until we see it driving away the light from our
own.—Dr. Alezander Parke.

CURIOUS AND SCIENTIFIC.

Glue, when mixed with one-fourth part glycerine, is
found to have an elasticity and pliubility which prevent it
cracking when dry. .

There is a tree in Jamaica called the «life tree,” whose
leaves grow even when severed trom the plant. It isimpos-
sible to kill it except by fire.

An exhibition of all :the newly-invented appliances to
diminish the number and lessen the consequences of railway
accidents is proposed to be held in Paris.

A German experimenter bas succeeded in keeping the
heart of a frog in motion for twenty days after all the blood
was removed from its body, another fluid being substituted
in its stead. !

Miss Yates, who is tvying to induce reforms concerning
English workingmens's food, is sustained by high authority
when she says that dogs fed on white bread die at the end of
forty days, while they thrive and tlourish on bread made of
whole meal. .

An English mechanic has invented a horse-shoe composed
of three thicknesses of cowhide compressed into s steel mould
and subjected to chemical preparation, It will last longer
than the common shue, weighs only one-fourth as much, does
not split the hoofs, requires no calks and is very elastic.

A New York physician bas devoted considerable pains to
the investigation of hanging asa mode of deatb, and reports
that when properly executed, hanging isabsolutely painless.
He allowed himself to Le strangled to the point of inse’.si-
bility, and was free from pain during the whole experimeat.

An ingenious inventor has recently patented an apparatus
for utilising the heat of the sun’s rays for generating steam
and for other purposes requiring heat. The leading peculi-
arity of the aparatus is that it does away with expensive
mirrors and reflectors, common flat window glass being made
to answer the purpose.

The pickle industry is said to have reached the enormous
proportions of $100,000,600 annually. This represents an
amount of dyspepsia and concomitant ills not easy to esti-
mate. The manufacturers admit that copper is used for the
purpose of coloring pickles, but claim that the quantity is
too small to be a cause of harm. It is probable that the
pickle itself is worse than any of its adulterants.

A paper was very lately read before the Physical Society,
London, by Mr. L. P. Thompson, in which he maintained
that Davy employed the spark between two carbons, that is
the electric light, as carly as 1802, that Franklin's experi-
ment in boiling is given in Boyle’s « New Expcriments
Touching the Spring of the Air;"” and that P. Reis's 1861
telephone was designed to transmit speech, and was based
on the structure of the human ear.

A contributor to the Scientiflc American suggests the em-
ployment of electricity and instantineous photography for
the detection of burglars. He would have an arrangement
Ly which the tread of a burglar on eatering & house or
approaching a safe shall cause the glare of an electric light
to be suddenly thrown on him, and at the same time expose
a plate in a camera focussed on the spot, thereby producing
an instantaneous photograph, which will be left behind and
aid in bringing him to justice.

Dr. C. W. Siemens believes that the present contest
between gas aund electricity will end in the latter's winning
the day as the light of luxury ; but that gas will neverthe-
less find an increasing ap;. fcation for the more humble pur-
poses of society. He strongly urges again the use of gas as
the cheapest: form of fuel for towns, und ot making a general
supply of heating gas besides illuminating gas, by collecting
each into separate holders while the process of distiflation is
gomg on. The result would, he says. be this: 1. Lighting
gas would have a higher illuminating power. 2. There
would be no coal to distribui® or ashes to collec’ over-town.
3. The smoke nuisance would be abated. 4. There would
be a large increase of those valuable by-products—tar, coke
and ammonia.
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2s published on the 15th of every month, at the London East
Printing and Publishing House, London East, Ont., by
Messrs. Lawson & Jones. .
The rush of letters during the past month containing
lists of subscribers with the money therefor from all ports of
C'azadu has exceeded our expectations and yet we wish to
urge our friends to continue their efforts for their own bene-
fit and ours, We pay libernlly all who work for us that we
may attain our object and have our magazine read by all
the reading families of the Dominion
Though subscriptions can commenco with any month the
majority of people desire to commence with the January
number and we therefore wish canvassers to go to work at
once.

CIRCLE CHAT.

T INPORTANCE oF AN AccuraTs MEMORY in every walk of
life is universally felt. A first-class means of cultivating the
memory, then, should be duly considered by all, and prac-
tised by those at least who require improved accuracy in
recalling events. Probably the best remedy for a bad memory
and the best fertiliser of a moderately good one was practised
by the late Thurlow Weed, who remarked that bis memory
was a sieve when he was a young man. Every evening for
fifty years he mentally went over every incident of the day,
the task being made more interesting by his wife's inducing
him to recite his adventures and Goings to her. «1 could
recall little at first,” he says. .« Finally I found I could recall
more. Events came back to me more minutely and more
accurately.”” Ycung men particularly should heed this lesson,

Lovauty AMoNe CaNapiaxs seemns to be rather slender.
Now,a deep attachment to one's country cannot be cultivated
any time as viell as in childhood. It must be instilled into
the child's mind at home and in school. The curriculum of
school studies should place no history—not England's—
above that of our own Dominion.

PROPHECIES OF EXTRAORDINARY STORMS during the present
year are supported by an old Buglish doggerel couplet which
fortells storms during the year following the event of
Christmag’ falling vn Monday. Another couplet of eimilar
origin, said to have been contributed to our literaturo long
before Mother Shipton’s time, reads :

% When Easter falls in our Lady's lap
On England will come a great mishap ;"

meaning when Easter Sunday coiacides with Lady day, as it
dous this year. This has not happened since 1744, when
a few days alter Easter the war broke out with France which
led to the battle of Funtenoy and included the Jacobite insur-
rection of 1745, Toa great many those ancient prophetic
doggerel couplets, with circumstance to support them, mean
more than aninteresting pastime, notwithstanding the proofs
of their fa'sity in the past, and the rapid advance of mental
<ulture, which tends to dispel such belicfs.

“ STIMULANTS DO X0T ACT ON THE SYSTEY,"” say3 Mr. A Cuth-
bertson, a student of Knox College, in a lecture recently;
“but the system acts on them.” Among other proofs of
the correctness of this theory the condition of s body after
death by poison is cited, which shows that the parts where
the poison is are not effected, but the nervous system has
l:gen struggling to expel the poison. The theory presents
Plainly and forcibly the result of using stimulants,
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THE FAMILY CIRCLE,

RESPONSES TO READERS.

Questions for answers should be addres.:d, Correspondents”
Department, 4 Fumily Circle)” London Eust, Ont.

Mers. 5.—Wa are always glad to receive guod recipes for
publication,

W. R.—1. Noj; the scientilic writers on lovo agreo that-
woraen do not like pretty or foppish men. Height, size and
activity are attractive to thewm, but intellectuality, cournge,.
liberality, galluntry and ticmness are qualities which have far
more power in eliciting a woman's love. 2. Meu love beauty
in woman and n petfect form above all thinge. Litenry
faculties, purity, vittue and dignity are the most attractive
qualities to men in the other sex. ‘I'bis applies unly to those
who are well sexed and old enough to know their own minds..

Axanpa.—You will only lose the respect of the ventleman
mentioned by not being more reserved and dignitied, 1t is.
probable that he really does not believe exactly what he tells
you concerning kissing, and if he does he is prejudiced by
hig desires.  If he will not love you withour ycur com-
promising your dignity his love is not worth your cfforfs to-.
obtain. Ifheisreally woithy,a dignificd manner will inciease-
his respect and love for you.

H. II.—Canvassers for subscribers can always obtain
sample copies of the FayiLy Cireur free on application.
Outfit sent. Get all the subscribers you can at once.  Your
vicinity has never been canvassed.

Exquiner.—Walt Whitman's works may on a carless per-
usal appear valgar in places, but upon careful reading their-
etfect witl be funnd to be an indescribable. vlevating iufluence,
which makes us view men and women as more wondr{ul, to
recognize the holiness of their sex and physical parts and to-
raise us above the prevalent mock modesty.

Canmg F.—It would be wise for you to wait until youw
know your own mind better. It is difficult to advise in your
case. It might be to your interest to study the tastes of the
two gentlemen, of course preferring the one most like your-
self i tastes and the most unlike in cowmplexion, size, tem-
persment, etc.  ‘Che one who has the most manly traits and is
the most tender to you will make the better husband Doun’t.
be frightened as to your judgment's being biased. The one
who, to your mind, has those traits should be your choice.

Kirry M —If you love the gentlemun you desiznate as
Mr. X. and are as you say perfectly confident that there is a
mutual understanding of marriage between you, we can see-
no reason why he should not be vexed at your conduct, but.
we would caution you against placing too much reliance
upon being as « good as engaged " Until he has proposed to.
you formally he has no right to expect you to make the.
slightest gacrifice. His jeslously may possibly only show
his love, but his conduct is unwarranted under the present
circumstances, and you are right in feeling and acting inde-
pendently. :

C. V.—By all means, follow your mother's advice. She
understands better than yon can the circumstances, and if,.
as you say, you care no more for the gentleman concerned
thau for any other acquaintance, it will be a very little sacri-
fice and will show the appreciation you owe 1o your mother's.
loving interest in' your welfare.

W..S.—Gray's “ How Plants grow® would be the best,
book for you to study.

&. J.—Unless you ave fully satisfied that you are particu-
larly adapted for a profession you had better remain where
you are. Farming, with the facilitics now in use, is by no
means a hard occupation. If you look to a profession as
being easier work you are making a grave mistake,

Suosscripsr.— We cannot allow agents to take renewals in:
places where another agent has worked up a good circulation ;.
but wo can generally give applicants sections to canvass.
where they will have the right to collect. the rengwals and:
retain the regular agent’s commission in future years. Read:
our 1882-83 circular mailed you.

A numbsr of answers have been crowded out of this aumber
and will appear 1.zt month,
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HEALTH AND DISEASE.
e S T} e
Mens sana sn curpore sano.

Healthy Homes.

Robert Rawlinsou, an English civil engineer, gives in his
letters and papers on sanitary questions many excellent rules
for making a healthy home, of which the following are a few
of the most practical and importaut :—

« T'he subsoil beneith a house should be naturaily dry, or
it shoulG be made dry by land draining. R

‘The ground tloor of & house should not be below the level
of the lund, street, or road outside.

A site excavated on the side of a hill or steep bank, is

tive, and the subsoil water from above may soak toward and
beneath such houses.  Middens, ashpits, aud cesspools, if at
the back, must also taint such basements.

‘The subsoil within every basernent should have a layer
of coucrets over it, and there should be full ventilation.

Cesspools, cesspits, sink-holes, or drains, should not be
formed nor be retained within house basements.

‘I'he ground around dwelling houses should be paved,
flagged, asphalted, covered with concrete, or be graveled.

Outside chaunels should be in good order, aud be regu-
larly cleansed.

House heaves should be gutted and spouted.

Swill tubes should not be near doors or windows.

" Pig-sties should ever be at a distance, and where pigs are
kept there should be rigid cleanliness. Improperly keeping
pigs has caused more human sickness avd destroyed more
lifo thau all the battles the country has ever been engaged in

Garden plots should of course bein order and be propeily
cultivated.”

How to Live Long.

The following, copied from Arthur's Home Mugazine, con-
tains sume very valuablesuggestions in regard to the necessity
of regular habits of living in order to prolong life :-—

“ We have, to a great extont, the power of prolonging our
lives, Living by rule and obeying nature's simple laws may
gseem very irksome to people at first; but doving 8o roun
becomes a babit, and a blessed habit, and one that tends to
happiness, to comfort, and to length of days. A great deal
might be said about the benefits of regularity in our modes
of living. Old people who haye once settled down in a kind
of grovve of life,.cunno(f be uhsettled therefrom, even for a
few duys, without dangeér to health and lifeitself. They muy,
perhaps, have their reguivg tifne for getting up in the morn-
ing, certain methods of ablition, certain kinds and qualities
of food and drink, certaio hours for taking these, certain
times for rest, exercise, and recreation, and a hundred other
things, which, taken scparstely, may seem but a trifle; but
taken in the aggregate, make up their lives, and they know
and feel that they must not be unsettled. The wheels of
litfe will run long in grooves, but soon wear out over rough,
ircegular roads. Habits, whether good or bad, are easily
formed when one is young; but when oneadvances in years,
it is terribly difficult and ofttimes dangerous to set them
agide. ‘Therefore, study, if you would live long, to be regu-
lar in your habits of life in every way, and let your regulur-
ity have a good tendency.”

Sunlit Rooms,

No article of furniture should bo put in a rcom that will
not stand sunlight, tor every room in a dwelling should have
the windows so arranged thal some time during the day a
flood of sunlight will force itself into the apartnents. The
importance of admitting the light ot the s freely to all
parts of our dwellings cannot be too hi; * |y estimated. Indeed
peorfect health is nearly as much dependeut on pure sunlight
ag it is on pure air. Sunlight should never be excluded
except when so bright as to be uncomfortable to the eyes.
And walks should be in bright sunlight, so that the eyes
are protected by a veil or parasol when inconvenicntly
intense. A sun-bath is of more importance in preserving a

are deluded with the idea that those things -only can be good
or useful which cost money. But remember that pure water;
fresh air and sunlit'homes kept free from dampness, will
secure you from many heavy bills of the doctors, and givo:
you health and vigor which no money can prccure. ,
It is a well-established fuct that the people wholive much
in the sun are usually stronger and more nealthy than those
whose occuputions deprive them of sunlight. Ard certainly
there is notking stmuoge in the result, since the same law
applies with eqnal force to nearly every animate thing in
nature. [t i8 quite easy to arrange an isolated dwelling, so
that every room may be flooded with sunlight some time in:
the day, and it is possible that many town houses could bo
50 built as to admit more light than they now receive.~—
Builder and Woodworker.

Weary Womsen,

Nothing is more reprehensible and thoroughly wrong-
than that & woman fulfils her duty by deing an amount of
work tbat is far beysud her strength.  She not only dous not
fulfii her duty, but she most signally fails in it; and the fail- -
ure ig truly deplorable. There can be no sadder sight than
that of & broken down overworked wife and mother—un woman:
who is tired all her life through. If the work of the house-
hold cannot be accomplished by order, system and moderate.
work, without the necessity of wearying, heart-breakiog toil,
that is never ended and never begun, without makiong life a.
tread-mill of labor, then, for the sake of humanity, let the |
work go. Better live in the midst of disorder than that order
should be purchased at so high a price-—the cost of health,
strength, happiness, and all that wakes existence endurable.

The woman who spends her life in unnecessary iabor, i,
by this labor, unfitted for the higest doties of home. She
shonld be the haven of rest to which both husband and chil-
dren turn for refreshment  She should be tho careful, intel-
ligent adviser and gunide of the on , the tender confident and'
helpmate of the other, How is it possible for a woman
exhausted in bedy, and as a natural consequence in mind
also, to perform either of theseoftices? No, it is not possible.
The constant strain is too great. Nature gives way beneath
it She loses health and spirits and hopefulness, and more
than all, her youth, the last thing & woman should allow to
slip from her: for no matter how old she is in years, she
should he young in heart and feeling for the youth of age
is sometimes more attractive than youth itself.

To the overworked woman this green old age is out of
the question ; old age comes on her sere aud yellow, before
its time. Her disposition is ruined, her temper soured, her
very nature is changed, by the buiden which, tuo heavy to.
carry, is dragged along as long as wearied feet and tired
hauds can do their part Even her affections ara blunted,
and she Pecomes merely 8 machine—n woman without the
time to be womanly, a mother without the time to train and
guide her children as only a mother can, a wife without the
time to symwpathize and cheer her husband, & woman 80 over-
worked during the day that when night comes her sole-
thought and most intense longing is for rest and sleep that
very probably will not come . and_even if it should, that she
is too tired to enjoy. Better by far let everything go unfin-
ished, to live as bast she can, than to ebtail on herself and.
family the curse of overwork —[Sunitary Journal.

Dr. Roddick, of Montreal, receatly delivered a lecture on:
« Suigical and Medical Emergencies.”

The subject of foreign bodies and the treatment in such -
cases was taken up and directions were given as to the course
to be pursued when pins or coins have been swallowed: Dry,
hard food should be taken in order to encircle the foreign
body and facilitate its passage through the intestines. A
very common mistake in such cases was to give emetics.
‘This should never be dome, as the pin or sharp pointed body.
might se made to pieree the stomach.

He then passed on to the treatment of scalds and burns..
The depth of a burn was not in general so important ag its.
extent, a very superficial burn with a wide extent being more.
dangerous than a deep one with small extent. In case of a.
simple burn, flour was recommended as & good thing. In
case of frost bites a patient should be bathed with cold water

healtbful condition of the body than is generally understood.
A sun-bath costs uothing, and thatis a misfortuue, for people

or newly-fallen snow uatil circulation was established, When
oil and cotton should be applied.
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THE PARLOR AND KITCHEN.

LATEST FASHIONS.

Elegant velvet dinner dresses are trimmed with Venetian
point-luce.

Feather fans, with pearl sticks, are among tho most
Zopular noveltics.

Ottoman 1ibbons of all widths are the most in favor for
millinery purposes.

Dresses that are trimmed with velvet have velvet belts
withsilver clasps.

Wide collars of plush that are cdged with lace or plaited
ribbon are worn by little giils.

Large buchles of gilt, silver, jet, enamel and bronze are
placed diagonally on the new buitnets.

For evening dress, waists of different color from the skirts
are still much worn. Beautiful ones are seen of delicate
shades trimmed with white lace and painted vines or clusters
-of flowers.

The newest buttons for dress trimming are of jet, silver,
bronze, and wood carved in odd desigus, some of them repre-
senting arfimals’ heads, such as monkeys, lions, and tiger's;
others are ihe carved heads of gods and goddesses.

Plain velvet costumes of dark, dull colors are richly
trimmed with fur, the furs most in favor for these suits are
otter, braver, hare, and scal. The bunnets and muffs that
accompany them are also finished off with the same kind of
fur used as the trimming of the dress.

An elegant bridal dress has the basque and princess train
with Jong square corners made of Ottoman velvet. The
front of the waist is shargly puinted, opens in a Vshape, and
the sleeves are three-quarters long.  The satin front of the
skirt is covered fiom waist to toe with wide flounces of Joint
d'Alencon lace.

An elegant party dress is made with short round skirt
trimmed in front, and with side pancls. The basque is
pointed. A long. full train meets at the front point. and is
drapped at the side, forming large hip paniers. Narrow
Tuflles edgze the train.  The waist and pannels are pointed or
trimmed to suit the taste.

USEFUL RECIPES.

Lvoxaise PoraTons-—One pint of cold boiled potatoes cut
into small picces, scason with salt and pepper; one spoon-
ful of butter, one elice ot vuion cut very tine, one teaspoonful
chopped paisley ; add parsely to putatoes, fry brown m the
butter, then add potatoes and fiy. Use fork to turn them
instead of knife.

Fiiep Poratoes.—Pare, cut in the desired shape, soak in
cold salted water, drain, dry between a folded towel ; fry jn
clear fat, hot enough to brown, while counting sixty; drain
and salt.

Fuep Fisu—Small fish are fried whole. Large fish in
slices one inch thick and twoor three inches square.  Wipe
dry on a towel.  Season with salt and pepper  Roll in
scasoned crumbs.  Fry five minutes in hot fat, Drain,

Cumcses Pre Wit OvSTERS — Buil the chicken—a year old
is best—until tender, drain off the liquor from a quart of
oysters, bail, skim . line the sides of a dish with a rich crust
put ina layer of chivken then a laver of raw oysters, and
repeat until the dish is fi'led, scasoning each layer with pep-
per, salt, and lits of Lotter, and adding the oyster liquor and
a part of the chicken liquur until the liquid is even with the
{op layer . now ccverlousely with acrust having an vpening
in thecer . to allow steam to escape. Jf the liquor cooks
away, ade .aicken gravy or hot water. Bake forty minutes
in & moderatcoven  Make gravy by adding to chicken liquor
Ieft iu the pot, one quart or more, two tallespoonfuls of flour,
rubbed smooth with two tablespoonfuls of butter, and sea-
soned highly with pepper; let cook until there is no raw
taste of flour; salt to taste and serve.

To Coror Sotrs.—A finc amber color is obtained by add-
ing finely-grated carrot to the clear stock when it is quite
free from scum. Red is obtained by using red-skinned toma-
¢oes fram which tho skin and seeds bave been strained out.

THE FAMILY CIRCLE:

Only white vegetables should be used in white soups, as
chicken. Spinach leaves, pounded in & mortar, and the juice
expreseed and added to the soup will give & green color,
Black beans make an excellent brown soup. Burnt sugar or
browned flour added to the clear atock will give the same
color. .

Bowep Rice.—Pick over one cup of rice, wash in three
waters, and boil rapidly and uncovered in two quarts of boil-
ing water with one tablespoonful of salt. Skim well, and
the moment the kernels are soft pour it into a squash strainer.
Keep it hot and uncovered, and stir with a foik to let the
steam escape.

* Breap Satck Fuk o Ruast Fown—Chop a small onion
fine, and boil it in a pint of mitk fur five minutes; then add , -
about ten ounces of bread-crumb, a bit of butter, pepper, and
falt to season, stir the whole un the fite for ten minutes. . .
Do not let it boil.

A Goon Puopixa.—Four oances each of flour, suet, cur-
rants, raisins, and bread-crumb ; two tablespoonfuls of trea-
cle, and half a pint of milk. Mix all well togetber, and
boil in a mould three hours. Serve with wine or brandy
sauce.

Cup Pupning.—Six eggs, beaten very light, seven table-
spoonfuls of flour, and one pint of sweet milk. Stir these
altogether briskly, and bake in cups. Serve with soft sauce.

Sveererse Pauy Peppive. —Four ounces of grated bread
two ounces of flour, halfa pound of stoned raisins, halfa
pound of currants, half a pound of finely-shred suct, half a
teaspoonful of grated nutmeg (or less if preferred), & little
ciunamon, quarter of a pound of fine moist sugar, three
ounces of wixed peel, two ounces of blanched and chopped
almonds. Beat four egges well, a little milk, a glass of brandy,
and then mix in the flour and all the other ingredients ; boil
in a well-buttered mould for at least eight hours; the more
a plum pudding is boiled the richer it becomes.

Sricep Arrees —Take tour pounds of apples (weigh them
after they are peeled), two pounds of sugar, half an ounce of
cinnanion in the stick, one-quarter of an ounce of cloves, and
one pint of vinegar; let the vinegar, spices, and sugar come
to 2 boil ; then put in the whole apples and cook them until
they are so tender that a broom-splint will pierce them casily.
These will keep for a long time in a jar. Puta clean cloth
over the top of the jur before putting the cover on. Pears
may also be spiced in the same way, and are nice fur dinner
or tea.

Guxeen Bisctits.—TLalf & pound of Ludier, five ounces of
<ugar, three ounces of ginger, vue «gg, and a quarter of a ping
of creatn. Tahe as much flour as these ingredients will
make i.to a stiff paste, 101l it vut very thin, and cut them
with round citters any tize you prefer. Bake them in a
moderate oven on plates on which flour has been sifted.

SurT GiNGER BrEan.—One cup sugar, cne cup butter, one
cup sour milk, one cup molasses, four cups sifted flour, one
tublespoon ginger, two tablespoons sodn, three eggs well
beaten; stir butter and sugar together, then add eggs, milk
and flour. N

A Druicioys Cake—A rich cake is made by beating
together half a pound of butter and three-quarters of a pound
of sugar.  Beat these till they are both white and light.
Beat the whites and yolks separately of seven eggs, stir the
yolks and a small wineglass of braudy in with the butter
and sugar, then add the whites of the eges, half av three-
quarters of a grated nutmeg and & pound and a half of flour,
and lastly stic m nearly a pound of seeded and chopped rai-
sius aud half a pmt or thick, sweet cream. Bake in one or
two tins.  Line the ting with paper, the sides as weil as the
buttom, as the cake 1s so rich there is danger of its breaking
when lifted out.

To Reyvove: CreASES FrRoM AN ExGravinGg —Lay the engrav-
ing with the face down on some clean white paper ; over this
Iay another sheet of white paper, covering the entire back of
the picture; this should be dampened evenly before laying it
over the engraving ; then iron this with an iron that is not
too warm. Tho best way to dampen the paper isto lay a
wet cloth overit and press it for a moment with the iron.
1f the frames and glass overthe engravings do not fit closely,
it is a good plan to remove the glass once a year and wipe
the dust fror the glass and the picture.
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OUR BIOGRAPHICAL BUREADU.
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“Lives of great men all remind us
‘Wo can make our lives sublime,

And departing, leave behind us

. Foot-prints on the sands of time."

James Fenimore Cooper.

Lounsbuiy, in reviewing this pupular novelists style,

says. It has now becume a conventivnal criticism of

Cuuper that his claracters are conventivnal. Sach a
charge can be admitted without seriously detracting from the
value of his work. In the kind of fiction to which his writ
ings belong the persons are necessarily so subordinate to the
events that nearly all novelists of this class have been sub-
Jected to this same criticism. 8o regularly is it made, indeed,
tiiat Scott, when he wrote a review of some of his own tales
for The Quarterly felt obliged to adopt it in speaking of him-
self. He describes his heroes as amiable, jnsipid young
men, the soit of pattern that nobody cares a farthing about.
TUntrue as this is of miany of Scott's creations, it is unquest-
ionably true of the higher characters that Cvoper introJuces.
Thiey ave often described in the most laudatory terms, but it
is little they do that makes thein worthy of the cpithets with
which they are honored. Their talk is often of a kind not
known to human socicty. One peculiarity is especially
noticeable. A stiffuess, not to say an appearance of affect-
tation, is often given to the conversation by the use of « thou™
and “thee” This was probably a survival in Cooper of the
Quakerism of his ancestors, for he sometines used it in his
private letters. But since the action of his story was in
nearly all cases Iaid in a period in which the second person
singular had become obrolete in ordinary speech, an unnat-
ural character is given to the dialogue which removes it still
farther from the language of real life.

His failure in characterization was undoubtedly greatest
in the women he drew.  Cooper's ardent admirers have
always resented this charge. Ecah one of them points to
some single heroine that fulfils the highest requirements that
criticism could demand. It scems to me that close study of
his writings must confirm the opinion gencrally entertained.
All his utterances show that the theoretical view he held of
the rights, the duties, and the abilities of women weie of the
most narrew an i conventivnal type. Unhappily it was a
limitation of his nature that be could not invest with ¢harm
characters with whom he was not in moral and intellectual
sympathy. There was in his eyes but one praiseworthy type
of womanly excellence. It did not lie in his power to repre-
sent any other ; on one oceasion he unconsciously satirized
bis inability even to conceive of any other. In « Mercedes
of Castile™ the heroine is thus described by her aunt: « Her
very nature,” she says, «is made vp of religion and female
decorum.” It is evident that the author fancied that in this
<commeundatior he was exhausting praise. These are the
sentiments of & man with whom devoutness and deportment
have become the culmmating conception of the possibilities
that lic in the female character.  His heroines naturally
conform to his belief. They arcusually spoken ofas spotless
beings. ‘They are made up of retiring sweetness, artlessness,
and simplicity. They are {imid, shrinking, helpless. They
shudder with terror on any decent pretext. Buat if they fail
in higher qualitiis, they embody in themselves all conceivable
combinations of the pruprietics and minot morals. They
always give utteiance Lo the most unexceptionable sentiments.
They always do the extremely correct thing. The dead per-
fection of their virtues has not the alloy of a single redecming
fauit. The reader naturally wearies of these uninteresting
discreet and admirable creatures in fiction as he would in
teat life. He feels that they would be a good deal more
attractive if they were a good deal less angelic.  With all
their faultlessness, morcover, they do not attain an ideal
which is constantly realized by their living but taully sisters.
They do not show the f1ith, the devotion, the self-forgetful-
ness and self-sacrifice which women exhibit daily without
being conscious that they have done anything especially
creditable.  Tbey experience, so far as their own words and
acts furnish evidence of their feelings, a sort of luke-warm

e
;] l(N his « Life of James Fenimore Cooper,” Professor T.R.
b

&n

emotion which they dignify with the name of love. But they
not merely suspect without the slightost provocation, they
give up the men to whom they have pledged the devotion of
their lives for reasons for which no one would think of aban-
doning an ordinary acquaintance. In « The Spy” the heroine
distrusts her lover's integrity bLecause another woman does
not conceal her tenderness from him. In @ The Heiden-
mauer” one of the female characters resigns the man she
loves because on one occasion, when heated by wine and love,
he has done violence to the sacred elements. There was
never a woman in real life whose heart and brains were sound
that cunformed her conduct to a model so comtemptible It
is just to say of Cooper that as he advanced in years he im-
proved upon this f. eble conception. The fumale characters
of his eatly tales are never able to dov anything successfully
but to faint. In his later ones they are given more strength
of mind as well as nobility of character. But at best the
height they reach is little lcftier than that of the pattern
woman of the regular religious novel. The reader cannot
help picturing for all of them the same dreary and rather
inane future. He is as sure as if their career had actually
been unrolled before his eyes of the part they will peiform
in real life. They will all become leading members of
Dorcas socicties ; they will find perpetual delight in carrying
to the poor bundles of tracts and packages of tea; they will
scour the highways and byways for dirty, ragged, hatless,
shuciess, and godless children; they will shine with unsur-
passed skill in the manufacture of slippers for the rector;
they will exhibit a fiery enthusinsmn in the decoration and
adornment of the church at Christmas and Easter festivals,
Far Le the thought that would deny praise to the mild rap-
tures and delicate aspirations of gentle natures such as
Cooper drew.  Dut in morals at least one longs for a ruddier
life than flows in the veins of these pale, bleached-out personi-
fications of the propricties. Women like them may be far
more useful members of xociety than the stormier characters
of fiction that are dear to the carnal-minded. They may very
possibly be far more agreeable to live with, but they are not
usually the women for whom men are willing and auxious to
die. .
These are imperfections that have led to the undue
depreciation of Cooper among many highly cultivated men.
Taken by themselves they might seem enough to ruin his
reputation beyond redemption. It is a pro.fufhis real great-
ness that he triumphs over defects which wounld utterly des-
troy the fame of a writer of inferior power. It is with novels
as with men. There are these with great faults which please
us and impress us far more than those in which the compo-
nent parts are better balanced.  Whatever its other demerits,
Cooper's best work never sins against the first law of fictitious
composition, that the story shall be full of sustained interest.
It has power, and power always fascirates, even though
accompanied with much that excites repulsion or dislike.
Morcover, poorly as he sometimes tiold his story, he had a
story to tell. The permanence and universality of his repu-
tation arc largely ducto thisfact. In many moderncreations
full of subtle charm and beauty the narmtive, the material
framework of the fiction, has been made so subordinate to
the delineation of character and motivethat the reader ceascs
to feel much interest in what men do in the study which is
furr..ched him of why they do it. In this highly air
of philosophic analysis incident and event wither and die.
Work of this kind is wont to have within ifs sphere an un-
bounded popularity , but its sphere is limited and can never
include a tithe of that vast public for whi h Cooper wrote
and which bas always cherished and kept alive his memory,
while that of men of perhaps far finer mold bas quite faded
away.

It is only fair, also, to judge him by his successesand not
by his failures, by the work he did best and not by what he
did moderately well. His strength lics in the description of
scenes, inthe narrative of events. In the best of these he
had no superiors and few eqnals. The reader will look in
vain for the revelation of sentiment or for the exhibition of
passion. The love-story is rarcly well done, but the love-
story plays a subordinate part in the composition. The
moment his imagination is sct ou fire with the conception of
adventure, vividness and power come unbidden to his pen.
The pictures he then draws are rs real to the mind as if they
were actually seen by theeye. It is doubtlessdue to thefact
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that these fits of inspiration came to him only in certain kinds
of composition that the excellence of many of his stovies lies
Inrgely in detached scenea.  Still his best works are a moving
panorama, in which the mind is no sooner sated with one
picture than its place i3 taken by another equally fitted to
fix the attention and to stir the heart. The genuineness of
his power in such cases is shown by the perfect simplicity of
the agencies employed. There is no pomp of words; there
is an entire lack of even the attempt at meretricious adorn-
ment; there is not the slightest appearance of effort to im-
press the reader.  In his portrayal of these scenes Cooper is
like nature in that he accomplishes his greatest eftects with
the fewest means. If, as we are sometimes told, there things
are easily done, the pertinent question remains. Why are
they not done?

The Stocking Song.
Supper is over, the hearth is swept,
And now, in the woodfire's glow,
The children cluster to hear o tale
Of the time so long ago;

When grandmamma’s hair war ¢olden brown
And the warm bloed came and went

O'er the face that conld scuice have been sweeter then
Than new in its rich conteunt.

The brow js wrinkled and careworn now,
and the golden hair is gray ;

But the light that shone ip e young girl's eyes
Has never gone quite away.

Aud her needles cateh the red fire's light,
As in and out they go,

With the clicking music that grandmamma loves,
Shaping the stocking toe;

And the waking children love it too,
For they know that stocking song

Brings mauy a tele to grandmamma’s ming,
Which they shall bear cre long.

But it brings no story of olden time
To grandmamma’s heart to-night—
Only a paiable, short and quaint,
Is supg by the needles hiight.

R

“Life is a stocking,” giandmamma says,
And yours i just begun

But I am knitting the toe of mine,
And my tack is well-nigh done.

“With meny hearts we begin to kuit,
Aud the 1ibbing is alinost play ;

Some are gay colored and some are white,
And some are ashen gray.

¢ But the most are formed of many a hue,
Aund many a stitch set wrong,

And many a row to be sadly ripped
Ere the whole be fair and strong.

¢ 'There are Jung plain spaces without a break
Ttat in youtk are baid to bear,

And many a weary tear is dropped
As we fashion the beel with care.

« But the saddest, happiest time is that
Which we sigh for aud yet would shan

When our Henvenly Father breaks the thread,
And t=lls us our work is dune.”

The children come to bid good-night,
With tears in their bright young eyes;

While in grandisanioa’s Iap, with a broten thread,
The finished stocking lies.

One forgives everything to him who forgives bimself
nothing. .
Evil would not be half so dangerous if it did not often
‘wear the semblance of virtue.
For your own and your children's sake lcarn to speak
gently. They will remember that tone when you are under
the turf.  So they will remember o harsh or angry tone.

SELECTED.

——
* g pping 01 v what s sweet 3
I2avoth chaff awit ek the wheat”

. Chance.
A word unspoken, a hand nupressed,
A look unseen or a thought unguessed,
And souls that were kindred may live apart,
Never to meet or know the truth ;
Never to know how heart beat with heart
In the dim pust of a watted youth.

She shall not knor how his pulses leapt

When over bis temples her tresses swept ;

As she leaned to give him the jasmine wreath
She felt his breath, and her face flushed red

With the passionate love that choked her breath,
And saddens her life now her youth is dead.

A faded woman who waits for death,
And murmurs a nume beneath her breath
A eynical man who scofls and jeers
At woman and love in the open day,
And at night-time kisses, with bitter tears,
A faded fingment of jusmine spray.

Garibaldi’'s Dream.

I was il} with rheumatism, and in the midst of a storm L
fell asleep in my cabin, having lain down over the coverlid.
In sleep 1 was trausported to my nat.ve place, but instead of
the heaveniy air of Nice, where everything bore a smiling
vspect, I found myself in the gloomy aspect of a cemetery.
In the distance I perceived a8 melancholy procession of
women carrying a bier, and they advanced slowly toward
me. I felt o fatal presentiment, and struggled to appproach
the funeral train, but I could not move. 1 scemed to bave a
mountain upon my chest.

The cortege veached the side of my couch, laid down the
bier, and vanished. I svught in vain to raise myself on my
atms. I was under the terrible influence of a nightmare ; and
when I began to move aud feel beside me the cold form of a
corpse, and recognize . mother's blessed face, 1 was awake,
but on my hand there remained the impression of an ice-
cold band. ‘'The mournful howling of the tempest and the
grozns of the poor « Cxmen® beaten ummercifully against
the shore could not entirely dissipate the effects of my ter-
rible dream.  On that day and in that hour J lost my parent,
the best of mnothers.—[ érom Guizoni's « Life of Garibalds”

Lowell's Pluck.

In company with Lowcll, Agassiz, Holmes and others,.
Mr. Emerson once spent a portion of the summer in the
Adirondacks.  Each member of the party followed the bent.
of his own inclinativns as to the use of his time while in
camp, and a goud deal of adwirable thinking and some valu-
able contributions to science were 2 result of this withdrawal
iuto the wilderness. «as several of us,” said Emerson, in
speaking of this occasion, + were returning to camp toward
cvening, after our various pursuits of the day, & crow’s nest
was discovered on an upper limb of a lofty pine; and tho
question was immediately broached whether or not it could
be reached and secured by the most expert climber.  Lowell
declared that the feat could be accowplished, and on being
challenged to attewpt it, immediately made the trial. He
did sowe wonderful climbing, and showed a venturesomeness
that was actually alarming, but with his most strenuous
efforts failed to reach the nest.  Of course he was made the
butt of some lively jokes, and it was the conclusion of the
rest of the party that the nest was entirely safe from the
grasp of human hands.  After our amusement at his discom-
fiture was over, Lowell said : «Well, gentlemen, yeu've had
your laugh, but perbaps a little too soon. I sball get that
nest”  Somo derisive smiles followed, and the subject was
dropped ; but tho next morning, as we assembled for break-
fast, there, in the middle of the table, stood the veritablo
crow’s nest, whose lofty perch we hed supposed was unassail-
able. It seems that Lowell had risen cnrly, whilo we weroe
asleep, climbed the treo in the inspiration of his moming
vigor, aud sccured the trophy.?
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The Listening Osalk.

She found the old tamiliar spot,
Beneath the green oak tree;
She sighed—she sighed—:t He loves me not,
Aud I'm alone—ah me 1"
It watched her there—the fond old oak—
For trees have hearts like other folk;
It whispered, whispered, ¢« Hearts may roam,
But late or early Love comes home.”

He stood where they so oft had met,
He tlung away her tlower;

w Al me!” he cried, @ Coquette, coquette,
Lo tove me but an hour ¢t

But loudly sang the angry oak,

For trees have hearts like other folk ;

Awl chiding, chiding was the soug,

«I'he heart that loves believes no wrong !

Taere's some one stealing on apuce,
Aud some one's arms throwa wide,
Awd sume one’s heart in some one’s placo
At happy eveatide,
The tears, the doubts are gone, are gone,
And gavily now the oak looks on,
Aund sings to them of joy and rest,
«The love that's trizd is"happiest!”

A Lady's Love Letters.

There is not much variety in love letters, ssys an Eng-
lish lady. For the most part they appear hopelessly silly to
all except those coacerned in their production. My ficst
love letters were written when I was ten years old, and were
inspired by a page-boy in my father's service, whose buttons
mado an indelible impression on my already susceptible
heart. ‘The page-boy was already the victim of the charms
of a housemaid fifteen years his senior, and spurned my
advances. Lhis resulted in the heart-rending episties above
mentioned, which, however, were intercepted, while the
unlucky writer was rewarded by being sent to bed fur spoil-
ing the contents of a new desk. Since that time—a period
of nearly fifteen years—1 have, if not written, received quan-
tities of love letters in many languages from people of all
ages and nationalities, and have not yet lost my iuterest in
them  Asa study they are amusing, not to say instructive.
As letters they are flattering to vnes vanity, which is not
inconsidevable.

‘The most iinpassioned letters are usually written by men
from forty to fifty vears of age, if the writer be an Enghsh-
man. Attachments at that age are deeper; and less anxiety
not to compromisge oneself is shown and felt. From twenty-
five to forty they are more cautiously worded, and vven occa-
sionnlly signed with initials. Men between these ages,
besides being desirous to avoid committing themselves, are
more orless ashamed  of any display of sentiment. A young
man from cighteen to twenty-five will inundate the object of
his affection with letters full of the most fervent protestations,
as ovauescont as they are ardent. After fifty, men are often
wisc enough to vote the writing of love letters an unprofit-
able occupation ; but some carry on the practice to a very
advanced age. Their protestations ave then ingeniously flav-
ored with tonches of the paternal, which sometimes entirely
mislead the unsophisticated recipients.

A German of wost ages will address his sweetheart in the
second person singular, and indulge in dreary descriptions of
his every-day life, giving her little anecdotes about himself,
interspersed by a2 quantity of scutimental platitudes which
most Eaglish girls would designate # bosh.)”” Freschmen, in
their love letters, are as cxprusive as they are insincere.
Not that they bave the least ides at the time that they do not
feel every syllablo they writo. Compliments and exagger-
ated expressions of devotion are idioms of the French lan-
guago, and flow naturally from a Frenchman’s lips, even
under tho most discouraging circumstances.

I do not know whether a mau’s letters to his wife como
under the head of love lotters. Iam scarcely an authority
on the point, since my husbaud persists in remaining a pro-
vokingly mythical person; but if a fow letters I have seen
addrossed to my frionds by th.ir husbands may bo taken as

spacimens, I should certainly say they do not. A page is
devoted to reproaches for having forgotten to pack up his
boot-jack, or some other equally indispensable article in a
gentleman’s tiavelling paraphernalia.  She is then favored
with a page of instructions where to find the said boot.jack,
and perbaps other things necessary to the comfort of ber lord
and wmaster, with a request to have them immediately for-
warded. The children, if there are any, are then mentioned
en passent, and her ¢ affectionate husband ** closes his effusion.

On the subject of young ladies' love letters 1 am also
rather iguorant, uutess I can judge them by my own. Iute
the particulars of these, however, I decline to enter.  In some
countries flowers are employed as mediums of this species of
correspondence, and these mute messapgers ave frequently
the most eloquent. A gentleman sends the lady whose
appearance or maaners have found favor in his sight a rose-
bud. Her acceptance ot it implies that his attentions aro not
unpleasant to her; and it is in the course of time followed
by a half-blown rose, to indicate the development of the
sender's pussion.  1f this second declaration be received with
favor, the usual conclusion to the correspondence is the
arrival of a full-blown ros«, signifying that the gentleman’s
feelings have reached a climax which renders him capable of
placing bis hand and heart at her disposition. If she gra-
ciously aecept this act of condescension, she wears the rose,
and is considered affianced.

It would be interesting to ascertain whether if, after being
the recipient of two roses, the anxious ma.den is sometimes
kept so long in anticipation of the arrival of the third that
solicitous friends and relations begin to doubt the increasing
ardor of the sender's affection. In England two faded voses
wonld have but little weight with a jury listening to theevi-
dence in a breach of promise case. Let us be thankful that
we live in a country where custom permits the interchange
ot love letters, and where civilieation has reached a point
which euables young ladies to make capital out of them
when all other means have failed.

Our Own.

«Will you?” asked a pleasant voice. And the husband
answered, © Yes, my dear, with pleasure.” It was quietly
but heartily gaid; the tone, the manner the look, were per-
fectly natural, and very affectivnate.  We thought, how pleas-
ant was that courteous reply ! How gratifying must it have
been to the wife ! Many husbands of ten years® experience
are vady enough with the courtesies of politeness to the
voung ladies of their acquaintance, while they speak vith
abruptness to tbe wife, and do mauny rude things witnout
considering them worth an apology. The stranger, w..om
they have seen but yesterday, is listened to with deference,
and although the subject may not be of the pleasantest
nature, with a ready smile; while the poor wife, if she relates
a domestic grievance, is snubbed or listened to with ill-con-
cealed inpatience.

An Angel's ToucH,

One cvening, not long ago, a little girl of nine or ten
entered a place in which iz a bakery, grocery aud salvon in
oune, and asked for five cents' worth of tea. « How's your
mother” asked the boy who came forward to wait on her.
w Awful sick, and ain't bhad anything to eatall day.” ‘T'he
boy was just then called to wait upon some men who entered
the saioon, and the girl sat down. In five minutes she was
nodding, aud in scven she was sound ssleep, aud leaning her
head against & barrel, while she held the poor old nickel in 2
tight grip between her thumb and finger.  One of the men
saw her as he came from the bar, and, after asking who she
was, &aid : & Say, you drunkards, sce here.  Here we've been
pouring down whiskey when this poor child and her mother
want bread.  Here's a two dollar bill, that says I've got some
feeling left” «Apd I can add a dollar,” observed one.
« And I'll give another.”

They made up a purse of an even five dollars, and the
spokesinan carefully put the bill between two of the sleeper’s
fingers, drew the nickel away, and whispered fo his comrades
#Jist look a there—the gal's dreamiog!” So she was. A
big tear had roled out from her closed eyelid, but the face
was covered with a swile. The men lip-toed out, and the
clerk walked over and touched the sleeping child. She
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awoke with a laugh and cried out, © What a beautiful dream!
Ma wasn’t sick any more, and we had lots to eat and to wear,
and my hand burns yet where an angel touched it1"  When
she dizcovered that her nickel had been veplaced by a bill, a
dollar of which loaded her down with all she could carry, she
innocently said, * Well, now, but ma won't hardly believe
me that you sent up to heaven and got an augel to come
down aud clerk in your grocery!"—Sun Francisco News
Letter.

Margaret, the Mother of COriminals.
At one of the mectings of the State Charities Aid Associ-
ation, New York, when the subject of preventing pauperism
by giving a proper training to the children of paupers was

under consideration, Dr. Klisha Harris related the terrible !

story of « Margaret, the Mother of Criminals.” It has been
published in the newspapers, but can profitably be read again
to illustrate the great importauce of one branch of the Assoui-
ation’s work., Margaret wa< a pauper child left adrift in one
of the villages on the upper Hudson, about ninety years ago.
There was no almshouse in the place ; and she was made a
subject (f out-door relief, receiving occasionally fuud aud
clothing from the town officials, but was never educated nor
sheltered in a proper home. She became the mother of a
long race of criminals and paupers, which has cursed the
country ever since. The court records show two hundred
of her decendants who have been criminals. In one genera-
tion of her unhuppy line there were twenty children, of whom
seventeen lived tomatuarity.  Nine served terms aggregating
fifty years in the State Pricon for high crimes, and ail the
others were frequent inmates in jails and almhouses. It is
said that, of the six hundred and twenty-three descendants
of this outcast girl, two hundred committed crimes which
brought them upon the court records, and most of the others
were idiots, drunkards, lunatics, paupers, or prostitutes. The
cost to the country of this race of crimivals and paupers is
estimated at, at least, one hundred thousand dollars, taking
no account of the damage they inflicted upon property and
the suflering and degradation they caused in others. Who
can say that all this loss and wrotchedness might not have
been spared the community, if the poor pauper girl Margaret
had been provided with s good moral home life while she
was growing up to womanhood ?—T%e Century.

A Horse's Sense of Humor.

Carlyle tuld the stury of two hurses, illustrative of the
sense of humour in animals.  The distinguished author had a
vivivus suw, which was the terror and the tyrant of the farm-
yard. One day Carlyle was smoking s pipe outside his
frout duor, when he heard shiicks o1 rage and agony com-
bined rom the back of the house. He went round to see
what was the matter. A deep drain had been opened across
the yard, the bottom of which was stiff clay. Into this, by
sume unlucky curivsity, the sow bad been tempted to descend,
and being there, funnd a difficulty w getting out.  ‘I'ne horses
were lovse.  The pouny saw the opportunity—the sow was
struggling to extricate herself. The pony stood over her,
and at eack effort cufled hier back agein with a stroke of his
fore-fuut  The sow was screamiog more from fury than pain.
Larry, the horse, stood by watchlng the performaunce, and
smiling approval, nodding his Lead every time tho beast was
knocked back into the clay, with the most obvious and
exquisite perception of the nature of the situation.

‘Watching the Oil Wells.

It has been the custom for several years past to board up
the derricks of : wildeat? test wells in important locations
and place an armed guardaround them to prevent trespassers
from gining access, in order to keep the result of the wells
a secret from the public until the owners have bad time to
buy or sell adjnining lauds and prepare for the cffect of the
well on the market  Such a well in oil regivn patlance, is
termed a «wmystery,” and the frequent occurrence of « mys-
teries® has rexulted in the employment by leading brohers
and large producing firms of men thoroughly versed in all
matters pretaining to the petroleum industry, who are aptly
tormed scouts, as it is their duty to Jearn the condition of
such wells by strategy or force.

The Story of Life.

Say, what is life ? *T'is to be borne;
A helpless babe to greet the light
With & sharp wail, as if the morn
Foretold & cloudy noon and night,
To weep, to sleep, and weep again,
With sunny smiles between, and then?

And tien apace the infant grows
‘T'o be a laughing, sprightly Loy,
Happy despite his little woes.
Were he but conscious of his joy!
To be in short from Lwo to ten,
A merry, moody child, and then?

And then in coat and trousers clad,
T'o learn to say the Decalogue,

And break it, an unthinking lad,
With mirth and mischief all agog,

A truant oft by field and fen,

And captures butterflies, and then?

And then increased in strength aud size,
To be anon, & youth tull grown ?

A hero in his mother's eycs,
A young Apollo in his own.

To imitate the ways of men

In fashionable sin, and then?

And then at last, to be a man
‘To fall in love, to woo and wed!
With seething brain to scheme and plan
To gather gold or teil for bread ;
To sue for fame with tongue and pen,
And gain or lose the prize, and then ?

And then in grey and wrinkled Eld
T'o mourn the speed of life's decline,
To praise the scenes of youth beheld,
Aud dwell in memory of Lang Syne,
To dream awhile with darkened ken,
Then drop into hig grave, and then?
—John G. Saxe

Provident Rats.

Rats aroe very apt to take heed for the morrow. BEggs
which they have been known to carry from the garret to the
cellar, and other tempting fuod, instead ot being devoured
instantly, are stored away for the hour of need, A gentle-
man who fed his own poiuters, noticed through a hole 1 tho
door that a number of rats ate from the trough with his dogs,
which did not attempt to molestthem. He resvlved to shoot
the intruders ; so, when he served out the food, he kept the
dogs away. Not a rat came to taste, slthough he could occa-
sionally sce them peecring out of their holes, for they were
tun well versed in human nature to ventuge forth without
the protectivn of their canive guard. When the dugs were
et in, the rats joined them, and fed with them as usual.
‘The furethought of rats is indeed proverbial, and so far from
being careless or sellish, theso interesting little folk are
proved to be dutiful children, careful parents, and frisnds in
need. .

Shall Women Preach ?

A clergymen of Louisville, Ky., the Rov. C. J. K. Jcnes,
recently preached on the question, tShall women preach ?”
The following passage will explain his attitude on the ques-
tion: «The woman who has something to say und cau say
it acceptably has as much right to speech and attention on
the platform or in the pulpit as though she wrote it in prose
and poetry. Icaonot understand why Mrs. Livermore or
Miss Williard should not speak from. pulpits as well as
George Eliot may speak through prose or Mrs. Browning or
Adelaide Proctor speak in poetry. The womaa k< ias Sume-
thing to say and can say it acueptably is of more concern to tho
world than the man who has nothing to say and makes a suc-
vess ofit. Women bave been preachers for generations as mo-
thers, as writers, as companions. Another objection 18 often
raised : + To preach is outside of woman'a sphere’ How do
we know ? The test of & singing bird is its capacity to sing;
the test of 8 woman's call to preach is her ability to doit®
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Reminding the Hen.
4 It's well I went into the garden,”
Said Eddie, his face all aglow ;
# For what do you think, mamma, happeaed ?
You never will guess, I know.

‘Che little brown hen was there, clucking;
¢ Cut-cut,’ she'd say, quick as a wink—
Then «Cut-cut’ again, only slower;
And then she would stop short snd think.

And then she would say it all over—
She did look so mad and sv vexed—
For, mamma, do you kuow, she'd forgotten
The word that she ought to cluck next.

So [ said, ¢t Ca-da-cut! caw-daw-cnt !’
Asloud and as strong as L could ;

And she looked round at me very thankful,
I tell you it made her feel good.

Then she flapped, and said, ‘Cut-cut-ca-daw-cut! ’
She remembered just how it went then,
But it’s well I ran into the garden,
She might never have clucked right again1?
—S8t. Nichkolas.

Light Housekeeping.

“ But, George, we might try light housckeeping.”

A very pretty picture they made, George Smith and Jane
Brown, as they sat upon the front step that beautiful moonlit
night, waitivg for the 4.15 a.n. up comet.

He was ouly nineteen, and over her fair young bangs but
soventeen summers had passed, and yet, these two, so fair,
80 young, were trying to lift the vail from the impenetrable
tuture and establish themselves in happy union securely
there.

He felt that he could not, in the very near future, afford
to rent and handsomely furnish a beautiful home, for he was
only getting four dollars a week, nor could they ever board
at a first-class hotel, and as he broke these sad facts to Jane,
great, scalding manly tears rolled down his cheeks and on
his roundabout.

«'Twas then that, woman-like, and in gentle, soothing
accents, she came to his rescue:

« But, George, we might try light housekeeping,” and as
she spoke, a glad light born of the happy suggestion, illu-
minated the trusting ¢yes into whose caln depths Geurgo
bad Leen fondly gazing for fuur hours and twenty minutes.
George pondered long and deeply.

Turniug at length to the fair being of his heart's choice,
he said:

~ Jane, it wonld be sweet indeed, to dwell with you in
blissful solitude upon some rock-bound coast ; to wander hand
in hand upon the seashore ail day long, and light the storm
tosscd mariner’s way at night, but it takes political influence
to get a hghthouse, and I, alas! haven't even got a vote.
No Janc, I am afraid we can not go to light housekecping,
but I will save my money, go to commercial college and
learn book-keeping.”

And when Jane had heard the words that were spoken by
George she marvelled greatly, and said :

« Henceforth, George, I can but love you with & mother's
love. You're too young for me,” and she went into the
houee.

A. Toondon Club Story.

Talking about swagger, too much of this commodity bas
lately brought to griefa certain member of a well-known
good third-rate London Club. This gentleman is not only a
confirmed « tuft-hunter,” but one who, so far from admitting
that any member of the « Upper Ten ™ could by any accident
be unknown to him, is always ready to boast of close and
intimate friendship with every une who happens to have
either rank or position. His failing is notorivus ; and three
humorists determined to give him a lesson. Accordingly in
the club billiard-room, one of their number, Mr. C,, casuelly
said: « Are you going to Lady L———'s to-night?" «No,”
replied the victim ; « her ladyship will never furgive mo ; but
the fact is I'm fagged out, and good people are scarce, I
think.?

T ——

% Quite right ; I'll make your apologies,” said Mr.C.

Aghast at this unlooked-for proposition, but unable now-
to retreat from the position ke'had taken up, the only rejoin--
der of Mr. J. was a feeble « Thanks ; I wish you would.”

Half an hour later, just as the trio were about to leave
the club, unhappy Mr. J. drew Mr. C. aside, and after some:
beating about the bush, was at last obliged to confess that he
did not know Lady L., and begged Mr. C. not to mention his.
name to her. A

“All right,” said his triumphant tormentor; «I won't;
you may depend upon that, tor I don’t happen to know her
myself!”

Love's Young Dream.

It was just after one o’clock, the otherday, whena buxom
vouug couple, bearing a large green-covered bucket, entered
a Lewiston, Me., hotel, and the swain said, confidingly : « Me-
and Harriet was married this morning, and are on a little -
excursion. Marm put us up alittle dinner, and we brought
a bottle of coffee. Now, we'd like to have a table to eat the
dinneron.” The landlord led the innocent pair into the din-
ing-rovm and seated them at a table with other guests; and
they took the cover off their green box, and had a glorious.
time, eating their doughnuts, caraway-seed coukies, squash
pie and broad slices of cheese. If their wedding tour had
taken them to Niagara,and they were dining at a fashionable
hotsl, with the prospect of paying $3 50 per plate, they could
not have eaten or langhed so heartily. When they finally
started for home, with two hearts that beat as one, the land-
lord felt almost as well in the radiance of their happiness ag
if they had paid him seventy-five cents apiece for dinner.

He Saved the Train.

«That's him,” raid the ungrammatical president of the
Social Bummers® Club, as a lean, malarial-faced young man
slid into Barr’s salovn and stealtbily fell down in an empty
chair that stood in an obscure corner of the room.

«That's who ?”* asked Corb, as he critically eyed the new-
comer.

% Why, the young fellow that saved the passenger train
last night. But I'll let bim tell his own story.”

Here tho president called the young, lean man up to the
bar, the glasses were filled and emptied, when the hero began.
his thrilling adventure.

“You see,” he begap, “I was taking a walk on the rail-
road-track kind o’ waiting for the train, when all at once I
saw a large beam just ahead of meand layin’ clear acruss the
track. It was so large [ knew that I could not remove it,
and while I wag standing there all at once the train came
dashing in sight, and in another minute it would encounter
the obstruction. Summoning up all the presence of mind L
could, I jumped forward just in time,and the train dashed by
in perfect safety.”

Here followed a painful silence, during which Corb set
out the cigars, and after the taper had been passed around
Corb broke the silence.

# But how in the dickens did you remove the obstruction
when the beam was so large you could not lift it 2

« Well, you see,” replied the young, lean man, as he edged
near the door to be ready toslide out at any time, « the beam
happened to be a moonbeam, and when I sprang to one side
I obstructed the beam, and there wus none there when the
train passed.”

Bang! But the young man was just turning down Rail-
road Street.

Proteoting His Character.

Entering tho shop of his tailor, the other day, he said :

« 8ir, I owe you sisty dollars.” « Yes, sir, youdo.” «And
I have owed it for a year.”” « You bhave.” «And this is the
fifth postal card you have sent me regarding the debt” « [
think it is the fifth.,” « Well, sir, while I cannot pay the.
debt fur pechaps another year, I propose to protect my char-
acter as far as possible. Here arc twelve three-ceat stamps.
You can use them in sending me twelve monthly state-
ments of account, and can thus save your postal cards and
my feelings at the sameo time.”

It is said thai the tailor has credited the thirty-six
cents on account, and feels that he has secured more of the
debt than he had any reason to hope for.
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How the Baby Came.
The Lady Moon came down last night—
She did, you needn't doubt it~
A lovely lady dressed in white;
I'l] tell you all about it.
They burried Len and me o bed,
And aunty said : « Now maybe
That pretty moon up overhead
Will bring us down a baby.

# You lic a5 quiet a5 can be,
Perhups you'll catch her peeping

Between tbe window bars, to see
If all the fulk are sleeping,

And then if both of you keep still,
Aud all the room is shady,

She'll tloat across the window sill
A happy white moon lady.

« Across the sill, along the floor,
You'll gee her shining brighlty,

Unril she comes to mother's door,
And then she'll vanish lightly.

Bat in the morning you will find,
If nothing happens, maybe,

She’s left us something nice bebind—
A beautiful star baby.”

‘We didn’t just believe her then,
For aunty’s always chaffing—
“The tales she tells to me and Len
Would make you die a-laugbing ;
-And, when she went out pretty soon,
Len said, ¢ That's aunty’s humming ;
“There ain't a bit of Lady Moon,
Nor any baby coming.”

I thought myself it was a fib,
And yet I wasn't certain;
8o I kept quiet in my crib,
And peered behind the curtain.
I didn’t mean to sleep a wink ;
But all without a warning,
1 dropped right off—and just you think,
I never wuked tilljmorning |

“Then there was aunty by my bed,
And when T climbed and kissed her,

-She laughed and said, « You sleepy head,
You've got a littie sister!

What made you close your eyes 0 soon ?
I've half a mind to scold you—

For duwn she came, that Lady Moon,
Exactly as I told youl”

-And truly it was not a joke,
In spite of Len's denying,
For at the very time she spoke
We heard the baby crying.
The way we jumped and made a rush
For mother's room that minute!
But aunty stopped us, crying, « Hush |
Or ¢lse you shan't go in it.”

And so we had to tiptoe in,
And keep an awful quiet,

As if it was a mighty sin
To make & bt of riot. -

But there was o baby anyhow—
The funniest littic midget |

T just wish you could peep in now,
And sce her squirm and fidget.

Len says ho don't believe it's true—
He isn't such a baby—

The moon bad anything to do
‘With bringing us that baby.

But scems to me it's very clear—
Ag clear as runeing water—

Last night there was no baby here,
So something must have brought her!

—[Mary A. Keithley.

DUR PUZZLE PRIZE.

The competitionthis month has been close indeed, the
answers of two or three being nlmost faultless and their Jet-
ters nicely written. While W. Cunningham, London Eust,
has been awarded the prize, the solutions and letters of Ernest
Livingston, Hamilton, and Minnie &. Ramsey, Ulverton, Que.,
were almost as good.

Correct answers have also been received from Anna
Stevens, Kirkdale, Que,, Minnie Mulveney; Parkhill ; Claribel
Swith, Cobourg; R. L. Eedy, Londou ; Louic Beattie, Wind-
sor ; Clara Vollans, Wiudsor ; Clara Brown, Toronto; Ida A.
Craig, Walkerton; Walter West, Montreal; George H,
Toronto ; « Bertie,” Brovklyn, N. Y., and Johnny Siddons,
Toronto.

For the best set of answers to this month's puzzles we
will give a similar story book and to all seuding a complote
set of angwers we will seud & beautiful small chromo.

JARUARY PUZZLES.
1.
SQUARE WORD.
An expression of the face.
Not to walk.
Unemployed.
To want.
2-
DIAMOND POZZuS.
In « Day.”
An animal.
A period of life.
Devoured.
In «night.”
3.
RIDDEN NAMES.
You may thus mar your life.
Tell him to come tome.
To wear his tie thus low ill becomes him.
His conduct was disgraceful and wicked.
4
NUMERICAL ENIGMA.

The whole, of 10 letters, is a flower.
The 1, 2, 3, 4, 5 belongs to the body.
The 1, 2, 3, 5 is essential to life.
The 6, 7, 8, 5 is a luxury when tired
The 5, 7, 8 is a beverage.
The 7, 8, 9, 10 is rest,
$
POETICALTPL

Eth chitsetk cie atht reve zoref
Anc ynol ¢'ro eth rusceaf solce,

ANSWERS TO DECEMBER PUZZLES.
1. Anagrams:—Cremate, Manager, Persevere,
2. Charade :—Em-i-grant.
3. Poetical Pi:—
The drying of & single tear has more
Of honest fame, than shedding seas of gore
4 Squareword:— S H I P '
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5.—Cross-word : —Ontario.

Consumption Cured.

An old physician, retired from active practice having had
placed in his hands by an East India Missionary the formula
of a simple vegetable remedy for the speedy and permanent
cure of Consumption, Bronchitis, Catarrh, Asthma, and all
Throsat and Lung affections, also a positive and radical cure
for General Debility and all nervous complaints, after hav-
ing thoroughly. tested its wonderfal curative powers in thou-
sands of cases, feelsit is his duty to make it known to his
fellows. ‘The recipe, with full particulars, directions for
preparation and use, and all necessary advice and instruc.
tions for successful treatment at your own home, will be
received by you by return mail, free of charge, by addressing
with stamp DR.J. C. RAYMOND, 164 ;Washington Street,
Brooklyn, N.Y. ' ’



