Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The institute has attempted to obtain the best original
copy available for filming. Features of this copy which
may be biblicgraphically unique, which may alter any
of the images in the reproduction, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming, are
checked below.

Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged/
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps/
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or biack)/
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre gque bleue ou noire)

Coloured platss and/or illustrations/
Planches et/cu illustrations en couleur

/ Bound with other materia!/
Relié avec d'autres documents

/ Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin/

La reliure serrée peut causer de I'ombre ou de la

distorsion le fong de la marge intérieure

Blank leaves added during restoration may appear

within the text. Whenever possible, these have
been omitted from filming/

il se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées
lors d’une restauration apparaissent dans le texte,
mais, lorsque cela était possible, ces pagss n'ont
pas été filmées.

A-lditional comments:/
Commentaires supplémentaires:

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/
Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.

10X 14X 18X

L’Institut a microfilmé le meitleur exemplaire qu'il

lui a été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet
exemplaire qui sont peut-8tre uniques du point de vue
bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier une image
reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une modification
dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous.

Coloured pages/
Pages de couleur

Pages damaged/
Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou peliiculées

/ Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached/
Pages détachées

/ Showthrough/
Transparence

v Quality of print varies/
Qualité inégale de l'impression

v Continuous paginaticn/
Pagination continue

includes index(es)/

Comprend un (des) index

Title on header taken from:/
Le titre de I'en-téte provient:

Title page of issuef
Page de titre de Ia livraison

Caption of issue/
Titre de départ de la livraison

Masthead/
Générigue (périodigues) de la livraison

2X 26X 30X

12X 16X

20X

24X 28X 32X




.

LONDON EAST ONT., JUNE, 1882.

NO. 12.

A Golden Memory.

We sat beside a ruined well
With trailing grasses grown over;
We heard the skylark’s music swell ;
And fragrance sweet came up the dell,
Of new-mown hay aud clover.

A form of rare and winsome grace,
My arms were fondly twining,

Aund, as her inmost thoughts I'd trace,

I lay and watched her angel-face,
Witk radiant love-light shining.

‘The glancing sun-light kissed her hair,
And made a glory golden

To glimmer round her face so fair,

The while she smiled—may she still wear
That smile when we are olden!

What vows the brecze that afternoon,
Bore free across the meadows

‘What loving words that day in June

Flew with the hours that flew too soon,
And brought the creeping shadows;

Ab, yes, too soon each mellow rav,
Foretold the daris'ning even,
And made us seen our homeward way ;
But often since I've thought that day,
Passed like an hour of heaven.
Jas. Brown.

BRI

tWritten for Tue Fadiny CincLi].

WOUNDED HEARTS.

A TALE OF PASSION AND. PAIN FROM REAL LIFE.

By JoE LAWNBROOK.

‘«CHAPTER X.

Willing to wound, and ye? afriad to strike.
—Pope

Tho most romantic adventures, the most unlooked-for
events seem always, when dwelling in memory, to have
transpired in & most natural maunner; but while we are yet
under the excitement of a wonderful event, a stattling occur-
rence, wo fail to realize its naturalness or credit its truth.
To us who see it, it secms like  dream, and to the listener
% whom wo report it, it seems like an affair of fiction.

Before untering into the details of this chepter, I would
warn my gentle readers not to too quickly condemn it as not
xeal. If you will turn to your newspapers you will seo that
murders have been committed and are continually being
<committed in all parts of the world, and in many cases suffi-

L

cient reason to warrant such an act is not discovered. Now,
in the course of this narrative, I have begun and will continue
to attempt the portraiture of a real man,an unnatural human
being he may be, but nevertheless, he, Charles Sweeman,
was a person of real flesh and blood ; and if you should deem
his process of murder—for his treatment was nothing less—
of Arthur Drammel—if you should deem this, I say, un-
natural, I can only say, wait until you see his motives for
such conduct and the cause of those motives. « Intemper-
ance,” say our friends, who advocate total abstinence—¢ In-
temperance is the cause of many deadly sins.” So it is; and
may the demon, alcohol, be swept away from the earth. But
there is yet a decper cause of move deadly sins—a frequent
cause of intemperance itself, which, in asserting as the cause
of Charles Sweeman's conduzt, I will, supported by philoso-
phy, defy reasonable contradiction.

It seems not unnatural to me, now, that Charles Sweeman
treated Avthur Drammel as he did, though at the time of
which I write, if I had reflected upon it at all, I would have
been at a loss to account for his rcasons. But the contem-
plation of actual and instant murder was more natural
because less cruel. The cowardly villian was not afraid to
perpetrate the gradual murder, because he felt safe from the
law; but to accomplish the actual crime, he had apparently
brought an accomplished ruffian from a distance.

Arthur Dramme), the pale, worn-out boy whose face I
could see upturned on the bed, expressing all the nobleness
of a pure and sinless heart, was all unconscious of impending
harm. I watched the stranger, whom I could see plainly
now, bending over the boy’s bed and binding him with cords,
and Iread in his face the character of a lifetime dyed with
deadly sin. Such a contrast! I did not see it then or even
thiuk about it ; but I've often meditated on it since. . Inno-
cence knows no danger from Guilt, because it has no concep-
tion of the powers of evil.

With as little comprehension of what was to befall himn
did Arthur Drammel look into the future, as a child has of
the temptations and sins of the life before it.

The stranger bound his helpless victim and carried him
from the room. As if exactly knowing his inteations, Wer-
bletree caught me by the arm and drew me beck below the
little hill behind us, where we could watch the two men
emerge from the dwelling, bearing in their arws the luckless
boy.

« Now,” whispered my companion ; # have all your wits
about you, we will likely have to take the lad from them.”

I felt timid for a few seconds, but I soon gained courage
from the force of his determination and resolved to do my
best to assist him.

«'We have the advantage,”’ ho went on; «we know they
are here and it will surprise them to see us.”

Wo followed towards the mill in silence. I anxiously
awaited his signal to attack them; tor all excited now, no
movement scemed unnatural.

But my expectations were to be blighted and nothing
wonderfal happened.

When Arther Drammel had been conveyed to the mill,
Sweeman and the stranger had a coversation which. I could
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n;_)t hear and the purport of which I am yet partially ignorant
of.

Then the stranger sulkily carried the boy back to the
house. I heard him utter some dreadful oaths as be passed
near us. The intention [ believe was to have thrown the
lad in the mill race; but the miller, either by reason of chang-
ing his mind or through fear, had ordered the villian to spare
the poor boy’s life. It was a relief to me, I confess, to seo
the matter thus disposed of, but, with Werbletree, I was
satisfied that something should ve done speedily to get the
boy out of his present circumstances and the dangers that
surrounded him. And through my friend's devices the feat
was soon accomplished.

" Before two weeks had passed Arthur Drammel as well as
Werbletree and myself were back in my father's old summer
residence near Hazelgrove.

CHAPTER XI.

If you to me be cold,
And I be false to you,
The world will go on, I think,
Just as it used to do.
—Will Carleton.

Shortly after my return to the old country homestead I
called on a young friend in town, of whom it is not neces.
sary to the ends of my narrative that I mention anything in
particular, nor is he, by reason of his slight connection to
these events, worth even being designated by a name. But
this friend, as was customary with him, invited me out to
see some of his friends. On the occasion in question, how-
ever, Imet more friends than I bargained for. We went to-
gether to a club of which he was a member, and there I met
‘Walter Marston, whom I had not seen since the night on the
river shore, when 1 had poured out such a flood of confessions.

I had not seen Jessie Harle since, and I was anxious to
know whether he had, and if so what her manners had
been.

Strange I took such an interest in Walter Marston’s well-
fare—or was it Jessie Harle's?

Poor, pretty little Jessie! ‘The idea of her Leauty never
leaves me. I am still in meditation repeating that merited
praise, ¢ Pretty little Jessic.” Her beauty baunts me still, and if
it does now, ten thousand times more so did it then. With
breathless anticipation did I listen to his answers as I ques.
tioned him as to the girl’s health, etc., in an apparently light
manner, intending to laugh with him at his reply. But I
might have known Walter Marston better than that. He had
been unsuccessful in his attempts to meet Jessie again, two
occasions of his visiting her she having been from home-
From the circumstances of his previous visit Walter sus.
pected that her aunt’s stating that she was not home only
meant shedid not wish to see him, and so I construed it
when he freely told me of his difficulties.

I tried to make myself believe that I intended acting for
his interest when I suggested that I would go to her and try
to discover her feelings.

He blushed slightly at my suggestion, and then as a
drowning man catches at straws he agreed to it as an cnly
hope of seeing the girl again.

Now that 1 had gained such an object—of seeing Jessie
again, and by Walter’s approval—I was cager to get away;
and that very night before I returned home I walked along
the strect past the sweet girl’sdwelling. The house was still
lit up, but at such an hour and with positively ne excuse that
Icould frame in any way I held back from entering, and
spite of my desire the demands of propriety rather than the
laws of etiquette restrained me from calling.

But the following cvening I called and Jessie was bome
alone, an4 as I followed at her bidding into the little parur
I felt agitated and awkward, an uncustomary feeling with me
I can assure you.

Jessic’s hair was flowing loosely over her shoulders as I
always admired it, and as she looked up archly at me from
beneath her heavy silken lashes the mischievousness of her
character was exhibited as I had often seen it before in happy
hours long gone by.

1 could see nv sorrow in her expression indicative of any
such fecling for Walter Marston.

Was she yet tobemine? Fate, I meditated, scemed work-
inug towardthat eand,

So long as her bashful reserve continued did my awk-
wardness incréase, and her case now seemed as mine in her
company when she was so young that I considered her a little
girl. But that time had passed, and though I folt still a pity
for her beauty, and that it devolved on me as a duty to pro-
tect it, I had still a perfect knowledge that she was not the
same in beauty, in form, or in disposition that she was when
I first met her. The rounded, healthy checks were not so
plump or red, and the etfect produced upon me by her boune-
ing, frollicking movements no longer existed. Her whole
Learing, in short, exhibited not the buoyant spirit of a school
girl, but the stately beauty and dignity of a developed wo-
man. ‘Two years had changed her wonderfully, but still she
was the snme to me. Her mental beauty, her magnetic in-
fluence and her easy, graceful manners were alike powers
which led me up out of the common traclk of life, and made
my very flesh tingle with pleasure in her presence. Oh
the divine ecstacies of love, and the pain of unrequitted affec-
tion! Jessie was not the same to me to-night. Walter
Marston’s appeal had been agitating her, and the longer
friendship that had existed between them had gained a
stronger hold upon her, together with his assiduous atten-
tions and evident affection, than my passionate, though never-
expressed fondness, and my seeming coldness in not taking
pains to meet her oftener. .

Was I really beginning to:view Walter Marston as a
rival ? Until now I had never looked at it in that way.
But stich seemed now to be thecase. I had never suspected
that it would result in this—I had never dreamed that my
fondness for her, by reason of my previous cricumstances,
could end thus. ’

I had forgotten my mission to sec Jessie. Walter Mars-
ton was not thought of again till I was about to depart,
and then I discovered that she had been entirely
ignorant of his calling on her, owing to her being absent
and her aunt’s not wishing her toreceive his attentions, con-
trary to the wish of her sister at Shulton. For as already
hinted, she had sent Jessie to her sister, for no other pur-
pose than to give Walter ample opportunity to pursue his
object, which she, with that match-making instinct, so com-
mon in woman, had seen for some time past.

Poor Jessie was without a mother to advise and govern
her, and left thus to her aunts’ guidance the best traits of
her character were left undeveloped. .

Too common is this state of affairs in girls with the ad-
vantage of a mother and a home. It is indeed remarkable
how little most mothers realize the power they are capable
of exerting in moulding out their children’s characters.
Only a father’s influence could be greater in a daughter's de-
velopment, and that too poor Jessie had scarcely known. I
have wondered that the warmth of her nature had still kept
50 warm in spite of the cold, repellant aspect the world must
have always presented to her.

But those matters were not thought of on the night of
which I write. They are the outgrowth of present reflec-
tion. '

1 soon became accustomed to the girl’s manners, and, like
my old self, easy in her company. We conversed of various
very uninteresting things for a while with a cold formality that
chilled me, but as the evening progressed our thoughts
flowed backward, and we talked as we were wont to do, and
Jessie became more friendly; but as much as I would try to
bring to her mind her former feelings, she never intimated
that she had any recollection of them, or that 1 had ever
been more than a mere acquaintance. Not till I was leav-
ing did I see any of the old-time fondness, and then,as I
said good-night and warmly pressed her hand her bright eyes
that had so lately assumed such & cold expression, filled with
tears, that sparkling, showed her heart’s real tenderness.  As
we stood thus, ker soft hand still in mine, my left hand in-
voluntarily crept over her drooping shoulder beneath her
heavy mass of hair. )

«Good-night, Jessie,” I said again, and was drawing her
face to mine, when she suddenly drew_herself up in an in-
dignant attitude and her eyes gleamed with all their power
of resentment.

How different to her former passive deporiment!

« I beg your pardon, Miss Harle,” I said, assuming some
of her own dignity. * You have grown cold toward me since
we last met ; may I enquire the cause "

4
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Her features quickly relaxed, and she muttered some-
thing which I think she could hardly have understood her-
self more than [ did. Her voice was gentle and conciliatory,
and that was all I could gather from it. I squeezed her
hand gently again and departed to leave her standing in the
doorway in silent reverie for several minutes, when she
closed the door, and going into the parlor, lny down on the
sofa, and amid mingled emotions of sorrow and joy passed
several hours. The clock struck three as she retired.

Jessie’s thoughts that night were of a passive nature.
Her whole soul was longing for some one to love, and yet
her ambition and dignity prevented her affections from cen-
tring on any individual for fear that affection might not be
returned.

. Alone she had been brought up, though among many,
like o flower growing in the midst of weeds. Noone had she
fora friend, an adviser, or a far greater need of a girl of her
disposition and beauty—no oue for a lover. She did not
reason thus, but passively felt sorrowful in spite of her active,
Jjoyous nature. When she slept, her eye lashes were sealed
gently down with tears, and all unconscious of the sins of
life she calmly breathed with gently heaving breast, and
dreamed of curious lands and people until far into the day.

CHAPTER XI

Crowds of men and women attired in the usual costumes!
how curious you are to me!
— Walt Whitman

When I left Jessie thus at the door and passed out into
the darkness, I noticed neither house nor object, nor the
chilly dampa: ss-of the wind from the eastward. Few people
were on the streets, and those that were, passed me like so
many automatic things urged on by forces irresistible. Pre-
sently I paused and gazed from a little eminence at the few
silent stragglers. Some with uneven steps that spoke in-
toxication came along, and others firmly forced by energetic
wills would strike their heels and voll their feet with a
determined tread, and hurry by. Some, I mused, as viewing
closely 'neath & gas lamp near, were going homeward to a
welcomed hearth from innocent amusement, while others,
flushed with stimulating drink, negligent of duties to
their homes, were pressing on to fierce heart wounding quar-
rels with bosom friends; pursuing quickly misery
intense. Some young men walked with light expec-
tant tread, yet halfreluctant were, at going from by a'dear one’s
side. These would protrude their chests and cleuch their
fists with a determined vigor in their eyes which told of
honest and most firm resolve to work with double strength
for onc they loved. And others were perhaps, who like
myself had lost all eager hopes of future fame or happiness of
home, because spurned coldy by some thoughtless girl,
whose beauty unsurpassed to them and lenient smile had
led them on to hope of undivided blissand peace through all

their lives. As cach one passed me standing silent there |

some would pass on too occupied with thought to notice me,
while others passed me curiously by, and oft’ 1 thought thoy
guessed my very thoughts. At length I passed along and
slowly took my way from out the city to the old homestead
rejoicing at my solitude and quiet and sought my bed in
silence.

That night I lay awake and meditated upon the pain
that one of a warm heart can inflict withont esperiencing
any sense of cruelty. Had I forgotten Nellie Elson? What
matter though 1 had? Had I ever felt that she was devot-
edly fond of me? Her bearing in my presence was dignified
yet lively, with never a touch of romance in it, exhibiting no
warmth of sentiment that bursts right from the heart of a
deep-loving girl, forth from her eyes and words aud every
act. Surely she could not love me when I had never scen
any of those traits in her which characterize sincere, un-
bounded confidence and love. Or perhaps I had been blind
to these signs in her because I had nevcr loved her as I
should. Could it be that I had sought Nellic Elson’s hand
because of my having the hatred of her mother to overcome,
and only, in my youthful heat, for the desirc of victory? I
would hardly admit the possibility of this to myself. My

. misstop, if indved it wero such, was too galling to my spirit,

and cven yet I tried to fight the thought off and cry within
nayself that I would marry her despite my feelings. :

Thus the night wore on and feverishly I lay awake till
morning. When the refreshing carly sunstoleinand I pull-
ed down my windows from the top and let the balmy air
creepin, I slept. But not half refreshed I arose soon after,
and, quicly summoned by the bLreakfast bell, I went down
stairs and was diverted from my previous thoughts by a con-
versation with Arthur Drammel who seemed to possess more
reason than I had ever seen him evince befure. As previously
stated Arthur Drammel and Werbletree had come to live with
me, and the morning of which I am now speaking was not long
after our return from Shulton. .

But a greater cause to divert my attention soon appeared
from Werbletree's statement that Sweeman was prowling
around the neighborhood.

« Do you think he is here to get Avthur away from us ?”’
I asked, unthinkingly, and I had scarce spokea when the
boy grew pale and almost instantly sank senseless in Wer-
bletree’s arms.

A servant, at my bidding, brought some brandy, and
Werbletree gave me a gentle, reproving look.

« He's weak, very weak yet,” he said, “and I'm afraid his
mind is going to give way.”

I felt a cold shiver come over me at his words.

«I've seen no evidence of anything but improvement in
that respect,” I rejoined, incredulously.

« But you've not been with him much.”

This was all that was said on the subject at the time, as
Arthur Drammel was beginning to speak incoherently, and
the agony and misery eminating from those souuds still
sink heavily into my heart.

Like a mother, the great strong Werbletree attended the
lad all day—a thorough proof of his real manliness.

That night we carefully secured the doors of the quiet
old homestead and walked in the direction of « Hazelgrove.”

I was eagerly expecting, yet half afraid of meeting, the
miller,and I knewthat my companion was expecting him too.

By this time I had become accustomed to Werbletree's
ways, and could talk with more ease in his company. By
my own desire, the conversation turned to my father and the
mission he had given me to perform.

«Did you ever know my father?” 1 questioned, after a
while.

«Yes; I knew him many years ago, before you were
born,” he said slowly, taking a quiet survey of the surround-
ing country, and after a long pause, during which we steadily
paced along the road ; « I saw him once soon after you were
born, aud I saw yoa too while you were yet in your cradle.

I felt a sense of bewilderment at his words and his man-
ner of expressing them.

We had reached « Hazlegrove now, and as we looked
along the winding avenue which led up to the dwelling, we
could, discern a man disappeating round the bushes. -

«It's the miller trying to see her again; he’s bound jto
se¢ her in spite of anything.”

« Why do you think he is so anxious ?”

(Zo be Continued.)

An Bpitaph.

The following epitaph on a railroad engineer is found in
an English cemetery:
My engine now is cold and still,
No water does my boiler £ill;
My coke affords its flame no more;
My days of usefulness are o'er;
My wheels deny their wonted speed,
No more my guiding hand they need ;
My whistle, too, has lost its tone,
Its shrill and thrilling sounds are gone.
My valves are now thrown open wide,
My flanges all refuse to guide,
My clacks also, though once so strong,
Refuse to aid the busy throng ;
No more I feel each surging breath,
My steam is now condensed in deatk,
Life’s railway o'er, each stat’ 'n’s passed;
In death I'm stopped, aund rest at Jast.
Farawell, dear friends, and ccase to weep;

In Christ I'm safe, in hiwa I sleep.
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‘‘ The Chinese Must Co.'
BY ELLA W. RICKKR.
¢We hold these truths to be self.evident; that all men
are created equal ; that they are endowed by their Creator
with certain unalienable rights; that among these are life,
liberty and the pursuit of happiness.”
We open our doors in welcome,
That all may come who choose:
To Ireland's famished peasants,
T'o Muscovy’s banished Jews,
To Italy’s strolling players,
To men from the Zuyder Zee,
To African, Arab, Moslem,
Barbarian, bond or free.
We point to our rolling prairies,
Where sleeping harvests lic,
At the touch of their hands to waken—
«There is room for you all,” we cry.
« Come, follow the plough and reaper,
Come, stand at the torge and loomn,
And fashion our tools and garments;
We will lighten your lives of gloom.”
Uncouth are their garb and manner;
They speak in an unknown tongue ;
And yet to our land of plenty
We welcome them, old and youny,
And say, « You shall learn of freedom
As you bow to its peaceful sway ;
Your ignorance all shall vanish
In the land of the bright to-day.
From sbackles of superstition,
Of vice and crime set free,
At the touch of our Lord and Master
Your blinded eyes shall see.”
But bark! o'er the rushing waters,
O’cr the spindles’ busy hum,
Above the myraid voices
‘I'hat call to the stranger « Come,”
Rings in harsh, discordant accents
A word that is like a blow;
With fierce, imperative mandate,
It cries to a people “ Go!
«You have finished our miles of railroad
Built firm on the shifting sands ;
You have lifted the heavy burdens
We dropped from onr wearied hands,
You have worked where work was needed
With never a thought of pride ;
You have dared to gather the fragments
We scornfully tossed aside,
‘We have found you teachable, gentle,
And ready to be of use;
Submitting in patient silence
To hatred, contempt, abuse.
But now that our need is over
We have others to take your place;
You are crowding our native workmen,
Begone, O accursed race!
Go back to your crowded hillsides,
Whence, over an unknown way,
You sailed, that for wife aad children
Might open a brighter day.
Go back to your heathen darkzess—
Not for you hath our light been shed— |,
And live on a pitiful pittance,
The life that your fathers led.
But when to your idols bowing
O tell them on bended knee
That this is 2 Christian nation,
This is the land of the free!”
~—Boston Transcript.
A Canary Bird at Kingston, N. Y., imitates the notes of a
bobolink so0 exactly and with such liquid sweetness, that, un-
less seen, a person would suppose that a bobolink was singing.
This is remarkable, as even mocking birds, it is said, cannot
reproduce a boblink’s peculiar liquid melody. The canary
learned it by being associated when young with a bobolink.

. We Two.
: A Pexcin Skeren wy M. Quan.
« It's we two, and we two, It’s we two for aye,
All the world and we two, and heaven be our stay.”

It was a gay, rollicking party that boarded the fast express
train going cast, and, as it was late, and the cars crowded, the
noise made by the intruders stirred every body to anger, and
their ill-timed witticisms were received with wrath and indig-
nation. The leader of the company was a noisy youth over.
flowing with an abundance of animal spirits, and he gave the
passengers a saucy rejoinder when they reproved him tor
disturbing their repose. When he had traversed the entire
line of cars without finding a vacant seat, he noticed an old
man sitting alone but apparently guarding a reserved space
next to him. Rapping him smartly on the shoulder the
presumptuous youth asked if he might sit down.

« Eh!eh ! said the old man, in a feeble voice, “we two
have these seats; there isn't any room for yon!"

The young man sauntered back to find his friends all pro-
vided for, and after strolling through the baggage and smoking
cars he returned and saw the seat of the old man still vacant,
The aged passenger seemed to be dozing, but he responded
feebly to the energetic touch of the other,

« Look here!” said the young man, «let me havea seat ;
you haven't anyone with you!” .

«Jlush!” answered the other, « youw'll frighten heraway
Can’t you see her sitting their smilin’, with her long yeller
curls, and with the white dress that she was married int
Mebbe it was a fancy, but I could ha’ touched her before you
come—no, no, she’s in there, and I'm here—we two have lived
together for fifty years; it's hard to be separated now !”

The young man had seated himself and he paid no atten-
tion to the old man’s maundering till he heard him saying
sottly over and over to himself, « Katy! my Katy! Katy
Idalin’ v

Then he listened, for Katy was the name of the sweet
firced. bluc-eyed girl he loved, and even now he was on his
way to make her his own.

« Was she your wife 7’ he asked, with more respect in his
voice, nor could he have told why he used the past tense in
the way he did. ’

« My wife—my love—my bride!” was the alnost inco-
herent answer.  Ob! it was a hard world, but we two traveled
it together; Inever had a pleasure but Katy shared it with
me : nor a sorrow that she didn't help bear. I wish you could
ha' seen her, young man. She was as straight as a young
sapling, and that fair-complected like a child ; her hair was
yeller, like buttercups in the meadow. 1'd take you out yon-
der to see her if they'd a let me, but they wouldn’'t. "They
say she's changed—she never changed in my eyes till her
hair just turned white like the blossoms of the snow-drop.
Then I knew she was a-ripenn®’ for glory—there never was
any but we two. God didn’t send any children to bind our
hearts or break ’em—it’s cold here,” and he sank back and
shivered. .

“« I wish I could think so ”’ answered the young man, yawn-
ing, and feeling life and strength in c¢very throb ofhis riotous
blood. «Are you going east?" he continued, for want of
somcthing else to say. :

« Yes, and it'sa long journey. I'm goin’clear back to the
sunrise—Dback to Maine. ‘There won't be a soul I know livin’,
but'Katy she hankered after the old buryin’ ground where
her folks are, Say!” as the conductor passed along, ¢is she
all right out there alone ?7”

«She’s all right,” auswered the man, swinging his lantern.
«There ain’t nothing that'll disturb her, I reckon {”

«She’s with the Lord,” said the old man solemnly ; ¢ with
Him she loved and served all the days of her life. I ’spose
she hasn’t missed me or thought of me onc'ty but it would be
8 hard trial forme if Heaven’s glory made her forget—if we
two didn’t go hand in hand there, as we have here—dear!
dear! it wouldn’t seem like Heaven to me less Katy was
along.”

The young traveler passed into the land of sleep and
walked with his beloved in the fair bower of love's young
dream. The old man gathered his fecble limbs together and
he, too, slept; but his lips moved, and broken, incoherent
sentences fell on the ears of those who were awake and lis-
tening all the night long. He, too, was walking in his dreams

“
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with his beloved ; he babbled of still waters and green pas-
tures ; he sung of golden streets and gates of pearl; of the
beauties and mysteries of the mansions of the peace that
floweth as a rivor—he held her small, soft hand in his, and
called up the love-light in her beautiful eyes, and played
with her yellow hair ; and all the time the train went on flying
through he night, aud out in the baggage car an old, old
woman, wan and wrinkled, lay peacefully in her coffin, her
vained and withered hands crossed over a heart that was at
rest, and that was all that was mortal of Katy.

#Like a laverock in the lift, sing O bonny bride;

It’s we two, and we two, happy side by side.”

When the young traveler woke in the bright light of early
day, he stretched his cramped limbs and felt like a giant
refreshed with wine, and out of his strength and happiness
gave the old man at his side a gay «good morning)’ But
when, getting no response, he turned to look at him, he saw
that he had reached the new sunrise, the morning that has
never & noon.

« It's we two, it's we two, while the world's away

Sitting by the golden sheaves on our wedding day.”

Barly Marriages.

In a recent sermon on domestic life, Henry Ward Beecher
represented the power of children on society and the advant.
ages of early marriages with some force. After noticing the
children’s important part in the founding of homes he went
on to show their influence over parents. A father had to
govern children—had to decide their disputes and put them
into proper relations with each other. In all this he was
learning law and justice and government, and that too from
the standpoint of a judge. Men would be surprised if they
could trace back and see how many of their ideas of justice
in after life had their origin in the ruling of the family circle..
Children in the household forced men to learn thrift. .It is,
on this account, said the preacher, I am disposed to advocate
early marriages and humble ways of life. Ifa man will not
marry until he bas a fortune he will not marry until midlife.
If the womon whom he wishes to marry has an ambition for
distinction in society and will take no one until he can bring
her the means of living as finely as she was brought up in
her father's family, she subjects herself to the choice of ambi-
tion gr of expediency or of money—of almost anything but
love. Early marriages are the salvation of young men, and
if & young woman doesn’t leve you enough to go down and
live humbly with you and help you to work your way up,
she doesn’t love you—leave the torment to somebody else!
But of all things, cried Mr. Beecher, with a gesture of abhor-
rence, to marry and to go into a hotel on a flat—(launghter)
—or any other thing which is not a home; to begin where
one ought t0 end; to know nothing of the geuerous educa.
tion of want; to know nothing of that early striving to-
gether, there is nothing more demoralizing to.dey than
that! An ambition to stand high at once is an immoral am-
bition, and one that runs past and avoids this formative in-
fluence that makes the best and the ripest men. Marry
carly ; marry poor. Let your poverty and your love strive
together, that you may together build the platform, and the
house, and the household.

Tall Men.

The New York doctors have had the question put to
them whether & man can add a cubit to his stature, can be
affected. People who drink limestone water like the Ken-
tuckians and Tennesseans, who are famous for being {all, owe
it perhaps to the fact that they absorb so much lime which
goes to the making of theirbones. So oatmeal builds up the
bone and muscle of the Scotch, and makes them tall. Dr.
Mott said : « Folks who feed upon good, healthy and simple
food have the best chance for growing to be tall. Tallness
seems sometimes to be a family trait, and runs along through
generation after generation ; but, on the other hand, tall chil-
dren very often grow from short parents, and vice vers..
There doesn’t seem to be any positive rule about it,and I
don’t think that there is any mode of determining from the
height of o child at any given age what it will grow to at
maturity.”” ‘There is a belief, however well or ill founded,
that the height of the child at the age of two years is just
half the height to which it will attain at maturity.

- An Austrian Thief.

The following story exhibits the cool audacity of .
Austrian rogue, who secured a pocket-book thereby :

A carringe in the train bound from Vienus to Pesth cor.
tained, ono evening lately, five passengers—an Englishmat
two Magyars, & mild-looking man of sixty, and a handsorm.
young German, who seemed dreadful slecpy. .

The Englishman observed that the sexagenarian essayec
to chat with the young German, who, however, yawned, ana
soon slumbered. .

The sexagenarian became garrulous, and lamented his
son's carelessness in money matters, i

#Seo him now, going to sleep in a carriage full of
strangers. I think I'll give the young man a fright for once
in his life;” and lifting up the lapel of his coat, he laugh-
ingly drew out a pocket-book. .

At Pressburg the careful father said he must get out for
a minute, but when the train moved on he didn’t return. .

When the young man woke up they told him that his
father had got out and taken his pocket-book.

# My father!” he shrieked, and clutching his empty pocket,
burst into a volley of most unfilial imprecation. I haven't
goba father,” hebawled out. «I never saw the old scound-
rel before, 'T'hat pocket-book coutained tbrge thousand
florins. He must have scen it when I took my ticket.”

Not unlikely. That genial parent has notyet been heard,

from. .t
One cannot be too careful among strangers.

The Canary's Little Friend.

A very.fine canary'bird is owned by gentleman in
Nevada county, Cal. Recently unusual quantitics of food
disappeared from its cage, and there, snugly stowed away in
hon€ of the seed boxes, was a mouse as fat as butter. Upon
‘attempts to remove the mouse the canary made a chival-
"rous fight for the little animal. A singular fact is that while
the mouse was in the cage the bird kept up a constant sing-
ing all day, but since the mouse has been removed the bird

has refused to warble.

A Pioneer’'s Will,

The will of John T. Pantlind,an old California pioneer,
was fyled in the Probate Court of San Francisco, recently,
and is a curious document. After stating that he is in sound
mind and in full use of all his faculties, he adds, “I wish it
understood that I am in my clear level-headed sense and
know just what 1'm about, and I don’'t want any one-horge
lawyer business fooling around.”” He then provides that his
remains shall be taken to Newark, Ohio, and that the bodies
of his parents and brothers be taken from Fort Wayne, Ind.,
and buried in the same lot with him, and one costly monu-
ment erected over the four. He forbids the burial of any of
his half.sisters or brothers in the same lot,and says of them ;
« There was a chasm during life. Let it be even wider in

death.”

One of the Roads to Ruin,

u Any letters here for me ?’ asked a laughing, buxom
girl of about sixteen, as she placed her pretty, curved nose on
a level with the ladies’ delivery window at the post office.

« Let’s see ; where do you live?” inqu_ired the smiling
clerk, whose chief aim is to captivate feminine hearts, as they
appear at that particular window.

« None of your business,” retorted the damsel, a cloud of
anger quickly overspreading her pretty face.

« All right,” replied the official ; “ we have a letter here,
but it is addressed to a certain street and number. We can-
not, of course, tell whether or not it belongs to you, as you
will not give your address.”

The girl’s anxiety to get her letter was so great that she
did not discover the postmaster’s ruse, and gave her numben,
the address of a good family. Of course the letter was not
for her, but the official, baving found out her address, told
her that in the future he would have her letters sent to her
parents' residence. With a look on her face which meant,
« No, you won't,” the girl flirted out of the post office.

She, like scores of young girls, is keeping up & clandes~
tine correspondence with some scapegrace. Saturday s
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red letter day with these clandestine correspondents, many
of whom are school-girls whose parents never dream that
their children ave following in the footsteps of so many girls
who have been taught the art of deception and disloyaliy by
means of clandestine correspondence. .

Two young and well-dressed girls followed the first appli-
cant. TUnlike her, they had not called at the delivery win-
«dow many times, and the post official handed one of them
two letters. She hurriedly burst one open, blushed scarletas
she devoured its contents, and then tearing it up, went away.
The very look on her face indicated that it contained some-
thing which no girl of her age ought to read.

A Messenger reporter stood and watched those girls as they
cameand went. It was very easy to distinguish those that
<came to the oftice for alegitimate purpose.

One young lady approached the delivery window and iu-
quired for a letter in & manner which seemed to indicate that
she didn’t care whether she got one or not. She was good-
looking, but there was a restless and uneasy look abovt her
face,and scarcely heeding the delivery clerk’s reply to her
<question, she glanced furtively about the post oflice. Sud-
denly a young man eutered the oftice, and with her soul in her
eyes she met him,and held a hurried conversation, the last
words of which were :

“'Lo-morrow evening in the usual place.”

¢ Lots of women call regularly at this oflice who have
never received a letter in their lives,” said the post-office ofti-
cial, “and many of them don't expect any letters. We have
done all we could to get rid of them, and of these young girls
who come to get letters from « landestine correspondents, but
we cannot. We do not deliver letters at the general delivery
addressed to initials, but scores of them are received.”

Then the ofticial showed a long list of these letters which
had been sent to the dead letter office.—~Jamestown Messenger.

To the Girls.

Don't think it necessary foc your happiness that every
afternoon be spent in making calls or on the street shopping.
Home is not a mere hotel wherein to eat and sleep—too
dreary to be endured without company from abroad:; home
work is not mere drudgery, but uscful ministration to those
we love.

Don't mistake giggling for chevrfulness, slang phrases for
wit, boisterous rudeness for frank gayety, impertinent
speeches for repartees. On the othet hand, don't be prim,
formal, stiff, nor assume a “country face” ecloquent ot
“ prunes, potatoes, prisms,” nor sit bolt upright in a corner,
hands, feet, eyes and lips carefuily posed for effect by which
an effect will be produced, but not the voe you wish. Nor
yet sit scornfully reserved, criticising the dress, manners,
looks, etc., of those around you. Make up your wmind that
your compauions are, on the whole, a pretty nice set of peo-
ple—if they are not, you had no business to come among
them—that there is something to respect and like in each of
them Determine to have a nice time anyhow; then do
your part to make it so. Be genial, cordial and frank. If
you can play and sjng ordinaiily well, do not refuse to take
your share in entertaining your companions in that way.
You cannot be expected to sing like a Nillson or Kellogg.
If you cannot play or sing, say so frankly, and do not feel
humiliated. You probably excel in some accomplishment.
Even if no other, you can possess that one grand accom-
plishment to which all others are accessories, that of being
#q lady”—a true woman, gentle and gracious, modest and
lovable. ‘

A. Skeleton in a Tree.

Two men in the northern part of Gilmer county chased a
fox to his covert, which proved to be an immense hollow
trunk, charred and blackened by forest fires. It was com-
paratively but a huge stump, being not more than twenty
feet high. The wily robber of the hennery had entered an
aperture near the base of the tree, and all efforts at smoking
him out had proved futile. As a last resort one of them sug-
gested barring the fux's mode of entrauce aund then felling
he tree. This plan was adopted, and a few vigorous strokes

of their axes sent the old shell crashing to the earth, and
Reynard, in endeavoring to make his escape, was summarily
dispatched with an axe. As they were proparing to take
their departure ono of the men discerned something white
gleaming in the old, hollow stump, and, upon examination.
was horrified to behold the bleached bones of a dismembered
human skeleton. On closer inspection a powderhorn and
bullet-pouch were brought to light, together with a fow
moldering articles of raiment, but nothing else was found
that would testify as to who the person had been.—North
Georgia Citizen. .

How a Log Jam is Broken.

The first thing to be done is to find out where the jam
occured, and then to discover what is called the «key log"
that is to say, the log which holds the base of the «jam.”
An old experience « steam driver ” is soon cn the spot; for
the news is aoon carried up stream that there is a «jam”
below. Every minute is of consequence, as logs are coming
down and the “ jam ” increases in strength. The «key log "
being found, there is & cry for volunteers to cut it. Now,
when you consider that there are some hundred big logs of
timber forming a dam, and the instant the key log is cut the
whole fabric comes rushing down with a crush, you ‘»ill see
that unless the axeman gets instantly away he is crushed to
death. There are usually in o camp plenty of men rendy to
volunteer; for o man who cuts a key log is looked upon by
the rest of the loggers just as n soldier is by his regiment
when he has done any act of bravery. The man I saw cut
away a log which brought down the whole jam of logs was a
quiet young fellow, some twenty years of age. He stripped
everything save his drawers; a strong rope was placed under
his arms, and a gang of smart young fellows held the end.
The man shook hands with the his comrades, and quietly
walked out upon the logs, axe in hand. I do not know how
the loggy-road one felt, but I shall never forget my feelings.
The man was was quietly walking to what very likely might
be his death. At any moment the jam might break of its
own accord, and also, if he cut the key log, unless he in-
stantly got out ot the way, he would be crushed by the fall-
ing timber. There wasa dead silence whilethe keen axe was
dropped with force and skill on the pine log. Now tho notch
was near half through the log : one or two more blows, and o,
crack was heard. The men got in all the slack of the line
that held the axe-man ; one more blow and there was a crash
like thunder, and down came the wall of. timber, to all
appearances on the axe-man. Like many others, I rushed to
help haul away the pour fellow, butto my great joy I saw
him safe on the bank, certainly sadly bruised and bleeding
from sundty wounds,— The Field.

School Education.

‘We cannot aftord to leave this schocl business entirely to
the teachers and the school committee. Perhaps they would
«educate ” our childern to death. What is the proper object
of education ? To develop the human faculties, and to puta
person into possession of those powers with which nature has
endowed him, so that he can have them for use and injoy-
ment all through life. Not long ago it was generally believed
that the object of education was the acquisition of knowledge
and 1 once heard a school superintendent tell the children
that their minds were like baskets, which they were to fill as
full a5 possible with facts while they were young. Ideas of
this kind are passing away, and we no longer hear the
memory lsuded as the most important faculty of the human
mind. We are more inclined to heed and ascert the oft-repeat-
ed advice of King Solomon: «Get understanding,” and “Get
wisdom.” How trifling, comparatively, is any amount of mere
knowledge or information about things, if in gaining it the
faculty for study and investigation, and right thinking, is used
up or broken down ? This not unfrequently occurs. The
bright scholar, who is the pride of his teacher and the hope
of his parents breaks down in the race, used up before the
real battle is begun. Ihave known this to befall children of
naturally strong constitution. The custom seems so wides
spread and the calamity so great, that parents need to be thor-
oughly warned.—Faith Rochester,
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Bring Flowers.
BY MRS, G.W. FLANDERS,

Bring flowers, bright flowers when my soul is sad,
They ever in cheerful tones are clad;

They whisper of Him, who theso gems hath made,
I can see His hand in each varying shade;

“They tell of His Iove, His mighty power;
Beautiful emblems—bring flowers, bright flowers.

Bring flowers, bright flowers, from the shady dell
A tale of my early youth they toll,—

Of the bright green lanes, the oak-tree shade
Where the violets grew in the opening glade,
And the rippling brook, where in summer hours,
We oftimes waded ; bring flowers, bright flowers.

Bring flowers, bright flowers, their fragrance recall,

The vines that clambered the garden wall;

They were planted there by my mother’s haud,

While we gathered near, her little band,

To watch their growth with the passing hours—

How sweet the remembrance! bring flowers, bright flowers.

Bring flowers, bright flowers, their sweet perfumes
My heart to holier thoughts attunes;

They tell of the land of immortal birth,

Where the weary find rest from the toils of earth,
‘Where the glorified spirit receives its dowers—
O, when I am weary, bring flowers, bright flowers.

Bring flowers, bring flowers, to lay on my breast,

When my form is shrouded for its final rest,

And, when mother earth shall pillow my head,

May sweet flowers brighten my lowly bed,

Though my spirit ascended to holier bowers,

Of my dust the emblems; bring flowers, bright flowers.

Simple Trust.
BY ERNEST GILMORE.

During the burning of a mill recently in our town there
was a strong threatening of a large conflagration. People
even two blocks off began to pack their household treasures.
For many blocks around the coals from the flaming building
were scattered over the white snow. From my window the
scene was really magnificent. The wild, hot flames soaring
aloft, the burning elevator looking as if suspended in the
heavens, the countless millions of sparks ascending, the
sway and surge of this terrible power of fire. Itseemed to
me that a row of cottages within my sight must soon be
swallowed up too, and as 1 thought of an elderly friend—
helpless in her bed — I wrapped myself up warmly, and
went out in the night to her. She was white and trembling
with excitement, for fire was only two buildings distant, and
her room was light as day, illuminated by the flames.

“I was just wondering whether it was best to get her up
upon her chair,” said the girl to me.

“No, don't,” I said, « I do not believe there is any dan-
ger, and if there is, she shall not suffer.”

« Don't you believe there is any danger?” asked the invalid
as I reached her bedside.

«No, I do not, unless the wind should change. Just lie
still and don't worry. If the next house should catch fire,
we will come for you the first thing.”

She accepted our word and kept her bed, thus escaping a
<old ; for her outer door kept being opened and closed ; and
morning found herall right. I wondered then why we could
not accept our loving, helpful Father's word a3 unquestion-
ingly as she did the word of a mortal. Why we will persist
in borrowing trouble when He has promised ¢ As thy day so
shall thy strength be.” Why we do not always assert proudly
yot humbly, « I will say of the Lord, He is my rofuge and my
fortress : In him will I trust.”—Christian at Work.

Some of Longfellow’'s Poems.

The «Psalm of Life” came into existance on a bright
summer morning in july, 1838, in Cambridge, as the poet sat
between two windows, at a small table in the corner of his
<hamber. It came from his inmost heart, and he kept is

unpublished for a long time. It expressed his own feelings
at that time, when recovering from & deep aflliction. The
poem of ¢ The Reaper Death” came without effort, crystal-
lized into his mind. « The Light of the Stars " was composed
on a serenc and beautiful sumwmer evening exactly suggestive
of the poem. The « Wreck of the Hesperus " one night after
& violont storm had occurred, and, as the poet sat smoking
his pipe, the ¢ Hesperus " came sailing in his mind. J{e went
to bed, but could not sleep, and wrote the colebrated verses.
It hardly cost him an effort, but flowed on without let or
hindrance. On a summer afternoon in 1849, as he was riding
on the beach, « The Skeleton in Armour” rose as out of the
deep before him, and would not be laid. The single word
# cxcelsior ” happened to catch his eye one autumn evening
on & torn piece of newspaper, and straightway took fire at it.
Taking up a piece of paper which happened to be the back of
& letter received that day from Charles Sumner, he crowded
it with verses. As first down, « Excelsior” -difters from the
perfected and published version, but it shows a rush and glow
worthy of its author. The story of «Evangeline ”* was sug-
gested to Hawthorne by a friend who wished him to found a
romaunce on it. Hawthorne did not quite coincide with the
idea, and he handed it over to Longfellow, who saw in it all
the elements of a deep and tender idyl.—J. 7' Fields.

Modest Charity.

In a discussion on ostentation in giving to charitable
institutions one of the gentlemen spoke with sarcasm of the
benevolent people who make donations to have their names
published in the papers.

« Nearly all charitable acts,” he said eloquently, « have
vanity as their motive. For my part I hate ostentation. I
remember once, when I was travelling through a part of the
country where I was not known, I came upon a lonely little
station, where, in the waiting-room, there was fastened to
the wall a contribution-box for the benefit of the sufferers
through recent inundations. There was not a soul there;
not o person in the neighborhood knew of my presence or
was acquainted with my name ; and I went quietly and put
a twenty dollar bill into the box and slipped away without
being seen, now sir, what I contend is that my secret offering
was a m~re meritorious one than if it had been made in a
public s..bscription list, with a loud flourish of trumpets.’

“You are right,” said a listener. «That was genuine
modest charity, and I don't wonder you brag of it.”

Discoveries in Pompeii.

Some relics of tortured humanity, recently discovered at
Pompetii, tell the story, with mute but touching eloquence, of
a sad little episode in the terrific cataclysm which resulted so
fatally to the inhabitants of that luckless city. While
excavating in one of the narrower streets a party of workmen
came upon a hollow in the bed of dried mud covering the
stratum of lapilli which reaches to the second story of the
houses. A casting of this hollow, obtained in the usual
manner by filling the vacuum with wet plaster of Paris,
assumed the form of & baby boy; and within the house, close
to the second floor of which the child had manifestly met its
death, was found the skeleton of a woman in an attitude of
supplication, the arms stretched out toward the window from
which in all probability, a despairing woman had dropped
her little one into the street, just as the gtream of boiling
muvd began to flow, in the vain hope of saving its life. One
of the arm-bones was encircled by a massive golden bracelet,
and the scene of the tragical incident, indicated by the skele-
ton's position, was a handsomely-decorated apartment, pre-
sumably the sleeping-chamber or boudoir of a Pompeian lady
of condition. Since the patrician dame, distracted by terror
and yielding to a wild impulse of maternal lov 3, dropped her
infant son into the roadway, only to see his tiny form engulfed
in a torrent of liquid five, eighteen centuries have elapsed.
Human cnterprise and perseverance have compelled the en-
tembed city to give up its ghastly secrets, however ; amongst
them this pitiful tale of a mother’s death-agony. It isintend-
ed to place the cast above alluded to in the little museum
erected near the entrance to Pompeii. At present it is on
view, as we are informed, in & house recently excavated in
the neighborhood of the Temple of Iris.
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This number ends the fifth volume of the FamiLy Circrg
and a more prosperous year than the one just closed cannot be
chronicled in its favor. Its recent improvements have been
duly appreciated and the names that have poured in from the
Northern States and every portion of Canada have been sur-
prising.

Applications for regular agencies and our LIBERAL TERMS
to agents have been continually reccived, while many are
anxious to canvass their own town. This, however, we can
only allow in certain sections where one of our regular can-
vassers have not the first right.

Those who have cauvassed for the FasiLy CircLe since its
establishment state that they have never before met with the
same success that they have recently.

A NEW CHANCE FOR CANVASSERS now presents itself in the
fact that we are just about to open & new volume, and that
volume will begin with improvements and throughout the
year no pains will be spared to obtain the very choicest and
liveliest, most interesting and moral literature that can
be procured.

We wish cordially to thank all our patrons, so many of
whom send us expressions of the most complete satisfaction
with our journal, and the proofof their apprecia tion generally
accompanying their words of praise, viz: the renewal of their
subcriptions.

No letters are overlooked. Anyone applying for terms to
agents will be answered cordially.

RESPONSES TO READERS.

J. F.—Sece answer in note at the end of sketch on Ralph
‘Waldo Emerson.

J. D.—In the April number, in response to « Kate E, J.”
you will see what regular agents for the FasiLy CincLe make.
We allow the same for renewals as for new subscribers.

M. E,—Though an almost universal belief, quarrels be-
tween lovers are not conducive to greater affection, and
jealousy rather tends to consume love than develop it.  Quar-
rels during courtship are naturaily enough followed by
fiercer disputes after marriage.

SuBscriBER.—Our system of dealing with agents is to let
them retain & commission in cash on every subseription.
We find it the most satisfactory method.

H. H—You should beware of following the advice of
every medical book you see, particularly those afiecting
such a vital subject. Many of those works ave the produc-
tions of physicians who are not talented enough to make a
living from their practice, and seek to foist on the public,
works with startling names rather than sterling merit to gain
a livelihood. tCreative and Sexual Science ' by Prof. O.
S. Fowler is a reliable work of the nature you want.

H. L—«Gems of Fancy Cookery” sells very rapidly;
we ouly charge fifteen cents a copy, and agents get their
commission at the same rate as for the FasiLy CircLe. Every
recipe in the book has been experimented on.

Lizzie J.—(1) The population of Ganada is about 4,400,000.
With regard to its relative standing in civilization with other
nations its, educational system is second to none, while in
religion it is equally in the foremost rank. In commercial
importance it is third or fourth, the foremost being England,
France, Canada, United States, Italy and Norway. (2) Various
recipes have been given for removing freckles. Sour butter-
milk and grated horse-radish, or sour buttermilk and tansay
applied frequently are good.

: HEALTH AND DISEASE,

Some Good Advice

A quaint poet has crowded a deal of good sense into the
following few lines :—

« If thou to health and vigor wouldst attain,
Shun weighty cares, allanger deem profane,
I'rom heavy suppers and much wine abstain,
Nor trivial count it after pompous fare,

To rise from tablcand to take theair.

Shun idle noonday slumbers, nor delay

The urgent call of nature to obey.

These rules, if thou wilt follow to the end,
Phy life to greater length thou mayst extend.
Shouldst doctors need ? Be this in doctors stead,
Rest, cheerfulness, and table thinly spread.”

Ventilated Boots.
BY DR. J, I, HANDFORD.

It ismore than probable that greater care of our feet:
would not only improve their condition, but promote the
general health. The pores of .he feet throw off a greater
amount of waste matter than the average of the skin sur-
face. The time is not far in the future, it is hoped, when
our boots of all kinds will be ventilated in some manner, so-
that the constant flow of worn-out-matters may escape, pre~
venting re-absorption,an unpleasant and unfavorable moisture,
odors, tenderness and various other evils, .

In warm weather, especially, the use of unventilated rub-
bers must produce more or less disease of the feet; while
some of our boots are not much better ag to retaining per-
spiration. Congress gaiters with a firm elastic that keeps the
tops tightly drawn about the ankle, are more objectionable
than the high boot, heatingand dampening the feet.— WWateh-
man.

Tricuinx 1y Hevas Bobies.—Dr. Horatio C. Wood, Jr., the
eminent microscopist and lecturer at the Pennsylvania Uni-
versity Héspital, says that bodies for dissection are constantly
turning up which are filled with the hog parasites. « The
students, in cutting, the other day,’ Dr. Wood remarked,
« found the flesh of a man knotty, and upon examination the
muscles were found full of the trichinee. The symptoms are
like scarlet fever, and are often mistaken for it. The attend-
ing physicians fail to diagnose the disease, about which little.
is known, and death is attributed to other causes. It almost
invariably occurs among the lowest and most ignorant class
of people, who eat the worst kind of meat and often fail to
cook it properly. The boiling point of two hundred will
probably kill the parasites, and no meat ought to be eaten by
any one which has not been subjected to that temperature.
I ate raw ham once when T was lost on a mountain and in
danger of starvation, but it was a last resort.”— Philadelphia
Times.

Errects oF LAGERr Beer oN Goats,—Recently some Penn
sylvania beer-sellers tried thoe effects of beer on n goat.
Whether the experiment was for the purpose of determining
the quality of the beer, or the constitutional toughness of
the goat is not recorded ; but the result was fatal to the goat,
notwithstanding the bardihoud for which he is proverbial.
Just how many glasses were required to extinguish him is
not mentioned, but he died, and the high quality of the beer
was established beyond the possibility of cavil.

But this is not the end of thestory. The Humane Society
learned of the proceeding, and immediately began an action
against the beer vendors for cruelty to ..« wauls. The action
was undoubtedly justifiable, but it is a matter of wonderment
that the same law-makers who have made it an offence to kil
goats with beer, have never once thought of its being a crime
to destroy human beings by the same means, although there
are a hundred thousand human beings sacrificed thus to one:
goat. It is to be hoped that the question of prohibition wilk
be agitated untill human beings are at least as well pro.
tected as goats.
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THE PARLOR AND KITCHEN.

LATEST FASHIONS.

The latest Old London rage is for gray.
Buttoned boots are going out of fashion.

mings. .

as ever.
embroidery.
brought out.
embroidered ones.

with panier draperies.

with white and tinted ones.

and shuttlecock game is revived.

ture in muslin, ginghaws and printed lawns.

USEFUL RECIPES.

article.

of liguid saved.

of meat is required to make nou:ighing soup.

tablespoonfuls sugar, boil together one hour,

teaspoonfuls salt, boil balf an hour.

Archery bids fair to be as fashionable as ever.

Silk skirts are preferred to all others for underwear.
Stockings have become marvels of lace and open work.
The wildest combinations of color are the most popular.

Y 1t is said to be fashionable nowadays to be unfashionable:
! Flowers are extravagantly used for hat and bonnet trim-

Lace frills are worn around the neck and wrists as much
Underskirts are short, and trimmed with heavy lace or
New mown hay and patty are two new shades lately
Stamped gold-figured stockings come to imitate the gold
Street costumes and walking suits should never be made
Black stockings are worn with all kinds of dresses, even
The old-fashioned battledoor and shuttlecock and cupstick
Half-inch wide strips of color on white grounds are a fea-

Very low embroidered slippers are worn with embroider-
ed stockings ; the embroideries should match.

Beer Steak.—In cooking a beef steak, have your frying-
pan very hot, wipe the steak dry, place it in the pan and
cover up tightly, turning frequently, but keeping covered as
much as possible; when it is done add to the gravy one table-
spoonful of hot coffee, a good-sized lump of butter and salt
and pepper to the taste ; pour over the steak and serve hot.

How 7o Coox Rice,—Rice is becoming a much more pop-
alar article of food than heretofore. It is frequently sub-
stituted for potatoes at the chief meal of the day, being more
nutritious and much more readily digested. At its present
cost, it is relatively cheaper than potatoes, oatmeal or grain-
grits of any kind. In preparing it only just enough cold
water should be poured on to prevent the rice from burning
at the bottom of the pot, which should have a close-fitting
cover, and with & moderate fire the rice is steamed rather
thay boiled until it is nearly done; then the cover is taken
off, the surplus stexm and moisture allowed to escape, and
the rice turns out a mass of snow-white kernels, each separ-
ate from the other, and as much superior to the usual soggy
mass, as a fine mealy potato is superior to the water-soaked

To Boir Tovgn Brer.—Beef tending to be tough can
be made very palatable by stewing gently for two hours with
pepper and salt, taking out about & pint of the liquid when
half done, and letting the rest boil into the meat. Brown the
meat in the pot. After taking up, make & gravy of the pint

Sovr.—In making soup, it is better to boil the vegetables
separately from the meat, and strain both meat and vegetaole
water, and mince the vegetables before putting them with
tle so-strained liquors. Soups are more wholesome, and far
more palatable for hot weather than meats, but a good piece

Criut Savce—Thirty ripe tomatoes, eight red peppers,
ten onions, ten cups vinegar, five tablespoonfuls salt, twenty

Grape Carsor~Eight pounds grapes boiled and strained,
two and a-half poands sugar, one pint vinegar, two table-
spoonfuls each of cinnamon, cloves, allspice, pepper, two

Frencu Pickues—One peck green tomatoes, six large
onions, sliced ; throw over them one cup salt and let stand
over night; drain,and boil ten minutes in vinegar and water;
then take one quart vinegar, two pounds brown sugar, two
and a-balf tablespoonfuls mustard seed, two tablespoonfuls
cloves, two of cinnamon, two of allspice, one cayenne pepper;
boil with tomatoes ten minutes.

Swrer Toxaro Picknrs.~—Half bushel ripe tomatoes, one
pint vinegar, four pounds sugar, ono and a-half teaspoon-
fuls each of cloves, cinnamon, one tablespoonful pepper, one
hmblespoonfnl salt ; the spices to be whole, and boil fast one

our.

Breakras® Jonxyis  Cakg — Stir  fresh ground rather
coarseo meal with good buttermilk and a little salt to a stitt
batter; do this over night; in the morning when your oven is.
hot, dissolve enough soda to sweeten the batter in a little warm
water, add to the batter and beat well, put it about twe inches
deep in the baking dish, spread two large spoonfuls of sweet,
cream (enough to cover evenly the top), sprinkle on a little
fino salt bake imamediately.

Mixxie Ha Ha Cake.—Yolks of six eggs, one and a-half
cups white sugar, one-half cup sweet milk, one large table-
spoonful butter, one and a-half cups flour, ono teaspooaful
goda, two teaspoonfuls cream tartar. Mixture—One cup loaf
sugar, with endugh water on to dissolve, boil to syrup, whisk
quick into it the well-beaten white of one egg, five cents
worth almond nuts, well chopped; add to this enough chop-
ped raisins to fill the cup, stir in the sugar, let stand until
cold, thra spread.

Strirsp JELLy Cake.—Two cups white sugar, one-half
cup butter, one cup milk, two and a-half cups flour, whites of
five eggs, one teaspoonful soda, two teaspoonfuls cream tartar,
one teaspoonful lemon; take four tablespoonfuls of this, one-
half cup molasses, one-half cup flour, two-thirds cup chopped
raisins, yolks of four eggs, a little soda ; flavoring.

Spanisn Buns.—Two eggs, one cup butter, one cup milk,
two cups flour, two tablespoonfuls spices, one teaspoonful
soda, two teaspoonfuls cream tartar; put frosting on top and
put in oven to brown.

GEMs.—One pint water, one and a-half cups of flour, a lit-
tle sugar, half teaspoonful soda, one teaspoonful creamtartar ;
stir like stirred ceke.

Peacu Preserves.—Take your peaches and scald them, a
few at once, and put them in jars; then take a quarter pound
sugar toa pound of fruit, and dissolve it and pour over them ;
then put the jars in cold water, and let boil fiftecn minutes;
fill up with a little more syrup and put away.

Peanur Cakes.—Pound one pint of roasted peanuts to
a paste in a mortar; mix in one pint of light brown sugar and
the whites of five eggs beaten to a stiff froth; put the mixture
into small buttered pans, and bake the cake light brown in a
moderate oven.

Ose Eee¢ Cake—One cup of sugar, one cup of milk, one
egg, butter the size of an egg, one heaping teaspoonful of
cream of tartar, two-thirds teaspoonful of soda, two even cups
of flour and flavor with lemon.

Peaxur Caxpy.—The thick peanut candy sold by the con-
fectionery is made by removing the shells aud skin from
roasted nuts, putting them an inch thick in a buftered
tin pan, and pouring over them sufficient sugar boiled to a
caramel point to hold the nuts together, but not to cover
tk em; directly after the sugar hasreached the degree of boiling
until it becomes brittle when droppedin cold water, it begins
to burn ; at this moment the sugar-boiler must be taken from
the fire, set at once into a pan of cold water to check the
boiling, and the caramels, as the boiled sugar is now called,
is poured over the nuts; white sugar is 1o be used inmaking
the candy.

CarpivaL Dys.—Take magenta crystal and dip goods in
when dissolved ; the goods must be wet.

Hawr ResTorBr—It is said that equal parts of butternut
bark and black tea, with water, in which a few rusty nails
have been thrown, will restore hair that is prematurely turn-
ing gray to its original color. Steep well and saturate the hair
once a day. There is nothing injurious in the mixture at any
rate, and it is, perhaps, worthy of trial.
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OUR BIOGRAPHICAL BUREAU.

RALPH WALDO EMERSON.
[ Written for the Family Circle.]
By Roserr ELLoITT.

On the evening of April 27th 1882, in an old mansion, at
the quaint town of Concord, Mass. a man lay cold and still
and dead, and as soon as the world was apprised of the fact
it at once began to talk of the acts of that man during life
and the probable affect that his works might have on the
futurity of time. There is assuredly something unusual in
the personage who thus claims alike the attention of the
bustling American and the more couservative European,
making the one pause in the pursuit of wealth to speak a
word of praise, and the other to start in pity and admiration
at the news that a great man has passed away from carth.

Ralph Waldo Emerson the person of whom we write was
born in Boston, May 25th, 1503, and therefore at the time of
his death had attained the age of seventy-nine years. He
was the son of the Rev. Wm Emerson, pastor of the First
Upitarian Church in thatcity. Losing his father at an early
age, he was prematurely deprived of theaid of a loving friend
and counsellor. However, combining all the requirements
of a student, at the age of eighteen, Ralph gmduated from
Harvard College, and after teaching school for a few years,
cntered the ministry of his father. While pastor of the
Second Unitarian Church of Boston he determined, after
careful consideration, to sever his connection with his church
and all churches. Thenceforward he chose to call himself a
Christian Theist and at once began his life-work. He im.
mediately came into prominence as a luminous lecturer, es-
sayist and poet. Throughout his long life nothing of interest
occurred beyond the daily routine of literary work and
increasing fame. He carly espoused the cause of Abolition
and by earnest and able appeals to the honor and humanity
of the people did much in bringing about the final liberation
of the slaves.

As an essayist and lecturer, his English reputation was
something phenomenal. Ladies carried with them every
place, copies of his essays on beauty and ideality. Preachers,
especially young ones, decked their sermons with quotations
from his startling lectures, and, in fact, all England went
«quite mad " over «the new light of literature,” as he was
called., So prominent did he at once become, that even Car-
Iyle, then thundering the war notes of his famous fight
against a world of wrong, was for the time eclipsed by the
«rather testhetical,” < ethereal” young transcendentalist.
But the world he had conquered soon lapsed into the dark-
ness of indifference ; and he who had been extolled to the
skies by popular applause, was left alone on his dazzling
height. Scarcely alone, for when the blaze of triumph was
flickering, his constancy to his cause and the sincerity of his
opinions gathered around bim a small but brilliant « coterie ”
of admirers. Foremost amongst these may be mentioned,
Tennyson, Hawthorne, and Carlyle who, each in their way,
testified to him their appreciation for what they considered
his noble gifts to mankind.

A comparison between Emerson and Carlyle may be
made without doing injustice to either. The New Englander
perhaps, presents a more perfect specimen of manhood : the
Scotchman, stronger points of character. The genius of the
former cannot for a moment compare with that of the latter;
but what Emerson lacked in gifts from the gods, he made up
in the aid which he thankfully received from his fellow-
creatures. His all-absorbing sympathy, his innate goodness’
of heart, his smiling hopes for the world in gencral, shine
clenr as a cameo against the dark cloud drawn by Carlyle
across the firmament of earthly life. Carlyle longed forthead-
vent of the Will that could mould the minds of the “rabble "
into glorious forms. Emerson worked to theend thatall minds
might rise to the « height of the great argument’ of Life. On
the other hand the feverish energy, the sad sincerity of Car-
Iyle, has exerted and shall continue to exert, an influence
more powerful than that of many Emersons—turning the
thoughts of the world to the stupendous problem of man’s
destiny, and proving past peradventure, that if the darkness
is dense with which all are surrounded the time will come

when the Dawn will burst in Glory. The prose writings
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of Emerson extend overa larger area. Hisaim in all his books
was to improve the condition of mankind, lighten the bur-
dens under which hesaw all laboring and smooth the road
which ledds to serene repose. Longand earnestly he labored
against the hardening influences of social life, of commercial
ideas, and even intellectual supremacy. Uunder the dense
strata of artificiality, he sought for the golden vein of Truth
and Beauty. Visionary at times though his work may seem
to have been, and unsuccessful in immediate results, he still
presented the ennobling spectacle of & man working to win
what he in cons~ience felt to be a grand result. Thus, as in
all great men, his greatest work was his own life.

Emerson also eniered the domain of poetry, and when
wearied at theapathy of the world, he drew from the pellucid
springs of poetry, draughts of a vintage which had «been
cool'd a lcng age in the deep-delv’d earth.” Taken alto-
gether, the poetry of Emerson presents a conflicting mass of
words. In some parts it is all that the most fastidious could
desire ; in others, it exhibits phases which none but the
most careless could tolerate. Defective rhymes, unlooked-
for conceits, and unnecessary descents to the most prosaic of
levels, continually appear in the midst of the most charming
of poems. But a love of nature, & concentrated form of ex-
pression, an appropriateness of imagery are asequally pro-
minent, and nothing but what apprears the effect of studious
negligence of style could keep the poetry of Emerson from
being universally read and admired.

The following quotations may be taken as affording a fair
specimen of what the Sage of Concord could do in the poet-
ical line.

That the word the vessel brings
Is the word they wish to hear.”

From lines to «The Humblebee.”
Aught unsavory or unclean
Hath my insect never seen
But violets, and bilberry bells,
Maple sap, and daffodels,
Grass with green flag half-mast high,
Succory to match tne sky,
Columbines with horn of honey,
Scented fern, and agrimony,
Clover, catchfly, adder’s-tongue,
And brier-roses, dwelt among ;
Seeing only what is fair,
Sipping only what is sweet;
Thou dost mock at fate and care,
Leave the chaff and take the whea

From ¢ Good By
Good by, proud world, I'm going home:
Thou 'rt not my {riend, and I'm not thine.
Long through thy weary crowds I roam -
A Triver-ark on the ocean brine, :
Loag I've been tossed like the driven foam,
But now, proud world, I'm going home.

Good by t¢ Flattery’s fawning face;
‘Po Grandeur with his wise grimace ;
To upstart Wealth’s averted eye;

To supple Office, Iow and high;

To crowded halls, to court and street ;
To frozen hearts and hasting feet;

To those who go and those who come :
Good by, proud world! I'm going home.

I'm going to my own hearth-stone
Bosomed in yon green hills alone,—

A secret nook in a pleasant land,

Where groves the frolic fairies planned;
Where arches green, the livelong day,
Echo the blackbird's roundelay,

And vulgar feetbave nover trod

A spot that is sacred to thought and God.”

“Every day brings a ship;
Every ship brings a word ;
Well for those who have no fear,

Lerrens. Looking seaward well assured

Emerson's claim to immortality, though confidently
asserted by a few, is at preseut in abeyance, and perhaps his

.
.
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death Ly reviving the interest early manifested in the young
lecturer on ideality, may cause judgment to be passed in his
favor. But before that time the world, must be willing to
forget, among other things his apparent desire to stand aloof
from the champions of Christianity and there to muse in sad
perplexity on the problem of life while the gallant warriors
of the Cross battled against the dark ranks of Infidelity.
Saddest of all the sad things in the world, and more to be

deplored than any, is the spectacle of indecision in a man,
who, sowever brilliant in intellect cannot claim to bave been
better than thousands-of his fellows in life, who, having trusted
and still continue to trust an unseen power, cry while walking
the paths of this world :

wLead, kindly Light, amid the encircling gloom,

Lead thou me on!
The night is dark and I am far from home,—
Lead thou me on!

Keep thou my feet ; I do not ask to see

The distant scene,—one step's cnough for me.”
WinGuay, June 4th, 1882,

[A correspondent asks, “Did you publish the sketch on
Walt Whitman “for what it was worth.” Certainly we did as
indeed we do all other articles, and we might state that if we
considered it immoral or that it advocated immorality in any
form it would never have appeared in our columns. Wedo
not, however, necessarily conur in all the opinions of our
contributors, and in this connection we might state that in
the above sketch, wiﬁ%the deepest respect for Christianity
we cannot think with our excellent contributor, Mr. Elliott:
that Xmerson’s “apparent desire to °stand aloof from the
« champions of Christianity ” will bar out his claim to im-
mortality, from the fact that so many who rank bigh on the
roll of fame have held similar positions respecting faith.--Ed.)

Literary Curigsities.

Aun Euglish paper gives some of the curious and startling
answers returned by the pupils in a high school at a recent
written examination. Here are a few of the more ludicrous.
« Magna Carta was ordered by the king to be beheaded. He
fled to Italy, but was captured and executed.” « Magna Carta
was 50 as the people should not worship the place where
Moses died.” ¢ Buenos is in Germauy : Ayres in France.”
« Free trade meaus not connected with any other establish-
ment, and charging no discount.” « The Old World naturally
was Europe, and now the New World is Europe, Asia,” &c. 1
think Chaucer lived in the reign of George III. Butit might
have been in any other reign.” Wordsworth is my favorite
poet ; you can read him and go asleep.”

Q.— What was the origin of the Church of England??

é&;—“ Sir Martin Luther introduced Christianity into Eng-
land.”

Q.—«What is a trap-rock?”

A~— One that bas opened to let some otherrock in, and
then shut up again.”

Q.—«What is a monsoon ?”

A.—vA monsoon is a sort of sunstroke caused by the
moon.”

Q. —“Whatis the use of insccts ?”

A—4To eat up the worms.”

Q—x Who was Herod's son 2"

A.~4Herodotus.”

«Those people who live near the pole, where the day is three
months long, go blind, though they wear spectacles ; they can-
not do without the night.” Demosthenes shaved off heif his
head, that he might not be tempted to leave o subterrancan cave
where he used to study ;and toimprove himself in eloquence
would stand by the seashore and imifate the rumbling of the
waves.” “The South Sea scheme was a scheme to catch all
the whales in the Mediterranean. Everybody took shares,
and all who did so were beheaded.”

Another showed such small sigus of intelligence that his
master, as a last resource, told him to write the names of vari-
ous animals, saying what were their chamncteristic noises.
This is part of his list; #A girriaf snort; n jacdor cors; a lyon
rors; a bare hugs.

LITERARY LINKLETS.

Mr. Thomas Hughes has been appointed Governor of the
Isle of Man. . -
Lowell, Harte, Stedman, Aldrich and Howells are in
Europe this summer.
Mr. Tennyson persists in believing that be can write o
drama ; he hag just completed a play cn Robin Hood.

Dr. Holmes has just completed his thirty-fifth year of
service as Hersey Professor of Anatomy in Harvard University.

Col. Paul H. Hayne is supervising, from his Georgia home,
the publication of the complete edition of his pocrus, which
is in press.

The diary of Daniel O'Connell, from his seventeenth to
his twenty-second year, is now in course of publicationin the
Trish Monthly,

Longfellow’s « Christus” has been issued in & two-dollar
« Houschold edition,” uniform with the similar edition of his
other poetical works.

A bust of Thackeray, from a cast made when the novel-
ist was only fiftecen years old, has been added to the National
Portrait Gallery, London.

Mr. Robert Browning has never owned a complete set of
his books, and the Browning Society will reverently supply
the deficiency on his seventieth birthday.

George William Curtis has an article on Longfellow in the
June Harper's. He wrote an elaborate article on Zongfellow
for the North American Revicw some years ago.

« Lewis Carroll,” author of « Alice’s Adventures in Won-
derland,” «Throngh the Looking-glass,” etc.,, is Professor
Charles Ludwidge Hodgsop, of Cambridge University.

1t is said that many of the odd nawes in Dickens’ stories
cawme from Kent, where a man who was recently arrested gave
his name as Judas Maccabeus Alive.

Longfellow is commemorated in the June Atlantic by a
steel portrait, a poem by Dr Holmes, and a critical article by
Rev. O. B. Frothingham. The same number contains an un-
published poem by the dead poet, on  Decoration Day. ”

The house in which John Milton wrote the greater part
of « Paradise Lost"—No, 19 York strect, Westminster—has
been almost wholly taken down, the only remains of it now
visible from the strect being the front doo. and its adjacent
parts.

Miss Dora Greenwell, the religous poet and prose writer,
whose ¢ Present Heaven,” « Two Friends;” and «Patience of
Hope” were popular in this country twenty years ago, but
bardly retained their place in public favor, died et Clifton,
England, April 29, aged sixty. She had for years been an
invalid, writing little.

$. Miller Hageman, who has won considerable renown
through his poems * Greenwood,” and # Silence,” tac latter
of which contains some of the loftiest imagery and most
beautiful conceptions of American poetry, has just completed
a new poem entitled # Egyptian Mary.” Mr. D. 5. Holmes,
of Brooklyn, will shortly publish the new work.

Nr. E. C. Stedman will spend the summer in Italy and
Switzerland, at his « Rise of American Poetry,” of which
several chapters have already appeared in Scribuer’s and the
Century.

The London Spectator says that the poet looks through
lower things upwards ; the humorist looks through higher
thingsdownward. The poet has more intellectual sympathy ;
the humorist emotional. The poet in his work deals with
the loftiest things to which his vision attains; the humorist
uses his loftiest attainments to illustrate what is humblest.
"I'he humorist includes the poet in his view ; the poct is rather
shy of the humorist. The poet dreads and. resents ridicule,
but who can ridicule the humorist? The poet in bis poctic
frenzy aims at gravity ; the humoriel can not but smile,
even at the breaking of his own heart.

A writer who visited Darwin some years ago says: YA
place of great recreation for bim was bis comservatory, with
an outlying serics of bothouses. In most of them there were
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no flowers, but everything was of the moss order. At my
last visit he was absorbingly interested in the experiment of
planting a shrub with the top down and roots up, to further
illustrate his theory of ¢reverse growth.” Long before he had
the branch of a peculiar tree put with its leafend into the
ground and top root rising as the highest bough,and curious
enough he succeeded in perpetuating life, showing, as he
philosophized, that light and heat and warmth are the essen-
tial conditions of growth.”

At a late London meeting of the Wordsworth Society, it
was stated that the poet’s poorer neighbors thought Words-
worth was a poor creature beside Hartley Coleridge, “the
philosopher,” as he wascalled. The poet never made himself
at home with his neighbors ; whereas Hartely was the oracle
of all the taverns in the district. No one read his poetry;
his real line was “chimleys"—he had ideas about their being
built round—and trees, which hedid not like to be cut down.
He also ohjected to stones being broken up or moved. He
was no good at wrestling, or any other sport except skating,
and was generally of not much account. His wife was « ter-
tible sharp on the butcher-book.” His sister used to put
down the scraps of his ¢ pomes” as he * hummed ’em out.”

A Story of Mark Twain.

‘The New Orleans Times-Democrat says: A misguided but
enthusiastic young man who managed after some difficulty,
to secure an introduction to Mark Twain on the steamer, just
before the latter's departure for St. Louis last evening, said,
I have read all of vour writings, Mr. Twain, but I think I
likethe Heathen Chinee the best of them all.” Mr. Clemens
shook the young man’s hand with tremendous enthusiasm,
My dear ¢ r.” he remarked, I am pretty well used to compli-
ments, but I must say I never yet received one which gaveme
equal satisfaction, and showed so kindly anappreciation of
efforts to please the public.” ¢ You are perfectly welcome, Mr.
Twain, I am sure you deserve it,"-~Tablean.”

Mendelssohn's Wooing.

A story is told of Moses Mendelssohn, the founder of the
family whose name hasa sound of music in it. He wasa
bhunchback, and a young Hamburg maiden rejected him
because he was mis-shapen. He went to bid hergood-bye, and
while he was making a last supreme cffort at persuasion, she
did not lift her eyes from her sewing. ¢ Do you really think
marriages are made in heaven? she asked. “Yes indeed,”
he replied, “and something especially wonderful, happened
to me. At the birth of a child proclamation is made in hea-
ven that he or she shall marry such and such a one. When
1 was born my future wife was also named, but at the same
time it was also said-—« Alas, she will have a dreadful hump
on her back I« Oh, God,” 1 said then, ¢ a deformed girl will
become embittered and unbappy, whereas she should be
veautiful! Dear Lord, give me the hump, and let the maid
be well-favored and agreeable ™ The girl could not resist
such wooing as that,and threw her arms around his neck.

A Philosophical Professor.

London Society relates the following:—A very good story
15 told of an eminent Uxford professor who at one time had
very considerable influence over the Universiy, and was sup-
posed to pursue a Socratic method in eliciting the dormant
power of the young men. The professor knew how to be
silent, and. also how to talk, especially in the saloons of the
great and wealthy. One day he invited a promising under-
graduate of the great intellectual college to take a walk with
him. The young gentleman was slightly flustered with the
honor of the invitation, and was prepared to pick up any
zolden grains of truth which might be let fall on bis account.
They walked out as far as Iffley, but to his great surprisca
stolid silence was consistently maintained by the mighty
being wkom he was prepared to acceptas his guide, philogo-
pher and friend. At last, as they turned back from Ifiley,
Lock, the undergraduate ventured to observe; “A fine day,
Professor” The professor vouchsafed no reply, but strode
back silent into Quod, and the young fellow did not have
strength of mind to remew his attempt.  As they entered
beneath the archway the professor fixed his keen philosophic
glance upon him, and mildly said: «I did not think much
of that remark of yours.’
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GOLDEN GEMS.

«Speak gently, 'tis a little thing,
Dropp'd in the heart's deep well ;

The good, the joy that it will bring,
Eternity will tell.”

We count by changes and events within us.

A mind once cultivated will not lie fallow for half an
pour.

Patience, the second bravery of man;is, perhaps, greater
than the first.

The public mind is educated quickly by events—slowly
by arguments.

By trying to kill calummny it is kept alive; leave it to
itself, and it dies & natural death.

In this commonplace world, every oneis said to bero-
mantic who either admires a fine thing or does one.

Common sense does not ask an impossible chess-board,
but takes the one before it and plays the game.

Be courageous and noble minded; oyr own heart, and not
other men’s opinions of us, forms our true honor.

The greatest pleasure I know is to do a good action by
stealth, and to have it found out by accident.— Lamd.

Not by years.

Excess of ceremony is always the companion of weak
minds ; it is a plant that will never grow in a strong soil.

The whole universe of God will crumble to picces before
God will overlook or despise one single tear of genuine repen-
tance.

The man that works at home, helps society at large with
somewhat more of certainty than he who devotes himself to
charities.

Lasting reputations are slow of growth. The man who
wakes up famous some moging, is very apt to go to bed some
night and sleep it off.

There are truths which some men despise because they
have not examined them, and which they will not examine
because they despise them.

Make work but a secondary thing, and you will make but
secondary work. Have your mind in your work, and you will
have your work ir your mind.

Nature is upheld by antagonism. Passions, resistance,
danger are educators. We acquire the strength we have over-
come.—Ralph Waldo Emerson.

If we loose a friend’s estcem we ourselves are to blame
and if our own faults were cured there would be nothing to
complain of in such a friend’s character. .

Gossip is & sort of smoke that comes from the dirty
tobacco-pipes of those who diffuse it; it proves nothing but
the bad taste of the smoker.—George Eliot.

People scem not to see that their opinion of the world is
2lso a confession of character. We can only see what we
are, and if we misbchave we supect others.

Actions speak more forcibly than words; they are the test
of character. Like fruit upon the trec, they show the nature
of the man ; while motives, like the sap, are hidusn from our
view. N

In peace, love tunes the shepherd's reed

In war, he mounts the warrior’s steed;

In balls, in gay attire is scen;

In hamlets dances on the green.

Love rules the court, the camp, the grove
And men below and saints above,

For love is Heavenand Heaven is love.—Scolt.

Education does not commence with the alphabet; it be-
gins with a mother’s looks, with a father’s nod of approbation
or sign of reproof, with a sister’s geutlo pressure of the hand -
or a brother’s act of forbeararce, with bird's nests admired but
not touched, and with thoughts directed in sweet and kindly
u}ncs and words, to mature to acts ot benevolence and deeds
of virtue.
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Bad Literature is blamed for educating John Tibbett, a
lad of fifteen in Minnesota until he has fullen nnder suspicion
of being the author of a double murder just discovered. There
is not enough cfiort made to direct and train the thirst for
information in most young people into proper literary taste.
Itis all very well to apply the « thon shalt not” to dime
novels. It will probably keep them out of the hands of good
boys and send bad boys after them. What is wanted is
plenty of bright and good reading.— Montreal Witness.

When you see a fellow mortal
Without fixed and fearless views;
Hanging on the skirts of others,
Walking in their cast-off shoes :
Bowing low to wealth and tavor
With abject, uncovered head,
Ready to retreator waver,
Willing to be drove orlead ;
Walk yourself with firmer bearing.
Throw your moral shoulders back,
Show your spine has nerve and marrow—
Just the thing that his must lack.
—Grip.

Rest Seasoxs.—Yes, thank God! there is rest—many an
interval of saddest, sweetest rest—even here, when iv seems
as if evening breezes from thatotifer land, laden with fra-
grance, played upon the cheeks and lulled the heart. There
are times, even on the stormysea, when a gentle whisper
breathes softly as ofheaven and sends into the soul 2 dream of
cecstacy which can never again wholly die; even amidst the jar
and whirl of waking life. How snch whispers make the blood
stopand the very flesh creep with a sense of mysterious com-
munion! How singiffarly such moments arc in the epoch of
life—the few points that stand out prominently in the recol-
Yection of the flood of years has buried all the rest, asall the
low shore disappears, leaving only a few rock points visible
at high tide.

Tug Quees or Houe~—Said Dr. Talmage, in a sermon
recently 1 « When you think of a queen you do not think
of Catharine of Russia, or Maria Theresa of Germany, or Mary
Queen or Scots.  When you think of a queen you think of
@ plain woman who set opposite your father at the table, or
walked with him down the path of life arm in arm —some-
times to the thanksgiving banquet, sometimes to the grave,
but always side by side, soothing your little sorrows and ad-
justing your little quarrels, listening to your evening prayer,
toiling with the necdle or at the spinning wheel, and on cold
nights tucking you up snug and warm. And t‘hcn on that
dark day when she lay a-dying, putting those thin haads that
had toiied for you so long, putting them together in a dying
prayer commending you to that God in whom she had taught
vou to trust. O!sbe was the queen-—she was the queen.
You cannot think of her now without baving the deepest
emotions of your soul stirred and you feel as if you could
cry as though you were now sitting in infancy on lger lap
and if you could call her back to speak your name with the
tenderness with which she once spoke, you would be willing
now to throw yoursclf on the sod that covers her grave, cry-
ing, ¢Mother, mother? Ah! she was the queen. Your
father knew it.  You knew it.  She was the _queen, but the
queen in disguise. The world did not recognize it.”

Silence in Sorrow.

You have trouble—your feclings ave injured, your husband
is unkind, your wife frets, your home is not pleasent, your
friends do not treat you fairly, and tbmg_s in gcncml do not
move pleasantly. Well, what of it ? Keep it to yourself.
A smouldering fire can be found and extinguised; but when
the coals are scattered, who can pick thgm up:! Bury your
sorrow. The place for sad and distrusting things is under
the ground. A cut fingeris never Lenefitted by pulling off the
plaster and exposing it to somebody's eye. Tie it up and let
jtalone. Charity covereth a multitude of sins. Things thus
covered are often covered without a scar, but once published
sud confided to meddling friends, there i5 no end to the trouble
they may cause. Keep itto yourself. Troubles are transient,
and when a sorrow is healed and passed, what a comfort it is
to say: «No ono knew it until the trouble was all over.”

GEMS IN JEST.

What to him was love or hope?
What to him was joy or care?
He stepped on 2 plug of Irish soap
The girl had left on the topmost stair;
and his feet flew cutlike wild fierce things,
And he struck each stair with a sound like a drum
And the girl below with the scrubbing things
Laughed atoud to see him come.

Little difficulties—naughty babies

There seems to be quite 2 difference between a varinble
and a very able man.

We are told to «take care,” but most of us have too much
of it for our comfort already.

Is it a runaway match in the insect or animal world when
you sce one ant-elope with another.

Men like to see themselves in print. den are modest.
Women like to sce themselves in silk or velvet.

‘The most diflicult thing to which a man is ever subjected
is finding & name good enough for his first baby.

tThere,” said the dealer, “is a carpet that can't be bLeat."
And the man bought it. He hates carpet-beating.

By the use of the microphone you can hear the rope walk,
the butter fly, the gum drop, or the fall of the ycar.

A writer states that « theevening wore on.”  But what the
evening wore we are not told. Was it the closc of duy ?”

# Your Honor is right and I was wrong, as your honor is
very apt to be,"" said an Irish counsellor to a presiding judge.

A boy who was Kept after school for bad orthography
excused himself to his parents by saying he was spell bound.

A gentleman who did not trust to his memory, wrote in
his memorandum book, # Must be married when I get to town.™

A reporter, in describing a milway disaster, says: #This
unlooked-for accident came upon the community unawares.”

4 Marriage,” said an unfortunate husband, «is the graveyard
of love.” «And you men,” retorted his wife, ¢ are the grave-
diggers.”

Why is a church bell more affable than a church organ 72—
because one will go when it is tolied, but the other will be
#blowed ” first.

A Cleveland Alderman smokes to make himself thini.
and the town is unanimous that he shall be allowed to use
all the tobacco there is.

“Father,” said an inquisitive boy, « what is ment by close
relations ?”  «Close relations, my son,” replied the father,
«are relations who never give you a cent.”

A man who wants his wife to love and respect him, will
never make the mistake of putting his feet into )or slippers.
Years of devotion will not wipe out the insult.

«What! only five policemen for a town like this?” excluimed
a traveller. «Oh,"replied the native calmly, «they have no
difficulty in keeping what little peace we have.”

An incbriated man, walking along the street, regarded
the moon with sovercign contempt. “You needn't feel so
proud,” he said, “you arc full only once amonth, and I am
every night,”

Said Mrs. Gallagher, #I think it is wrong to make these
soda fountains so shiny, white aud dazzling. They don't
trouble me, but I've observed that my husbacd can never look
at one without winking-"—Boston Post.

A Girton College girl recently stumped a professor, with
this conundrum :—«What did Yo die of 2° The professor, after!
puzzling his brain awhile, gave it up, when he was stunned
by the answer—«Io-dide of potassium.”

«For twenty long years,” says a paper, “the wolf stood at
the poor widow’s door.”” To kecp u wolf standing that long
is nothing less than cruelty to animals,and the attention of
the society is called to the circumstance,

«I never pretend toknow a thing that I do not,” remarked
Brown. «When I don’t know a thing I say at once, 1 don't
know.'” «A very proper course,” said Fogg; # but how mono-
tonous your conversation must be.”—Boston Transcript.
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«  Nothing frustrates a thief more than to snatch a woman's,
purse after keeping track of it a half mile, and then find that
it contains nothing but a recipe for spiced peaches and a
faded photograph of her grandmother.

«There’s my hand!” he exclaimed in a moment of courage
and candor, “and my heart is in it>’ She glanced at the
empty palm extended toward her and wickedly replied,
«Just as I supposed; you have no heart.”

Our little Caddie, four years old, was accused by her mother
of having lost her memory, and the child looked bewildered
for a moment, and then light seemed to dawn upon her, for
she exclaimed ; «I dess I know what reemory is. It's the ting
1 fordet wiv.”

When an old backwoodsman was about to take his first
ride on a Mississippi steamer he was asked whether he would
take deck orcabin passage. «Well,” said he, in a resigned
sort of a way. ¢ I've lived all my life in a cabin, and.I guess
cabin passage will be good enough for a rough chap like me.”
—Quiz.

Professor to classical student: «If Atlas supported the
world, who supported Atlas?” Student. « The question,
sir, has often been asked, but never, so far asI am aware, been
satisfactorily answered. I have always been of the opinion
thut Atlas must have married a rich wife, and got his support.
from her father.”

A conteraporary has been asked : ¢ Can a man_belong to
a brass band and be a Christian?” It replies: « We see no
jmpediment in the way, but if he isamember of a brass band
and is given to practising on his cornet or trombone at home,
it is an impossibility for the man living next door to be a
Christian.”

Country Newspapers contain many naive bits, but the
following from a New Hampshire paper of the current
week rather puts simplicity to the. blugh: & —— came home
with a new wife on Friday evening. A very sensible pro-
ceeding on his part, and all ot}xer fone men would do well
to go and do likewise, for life is uncertain, :md.no man can
tell how soon he will need a wile to support him.”

A letter mailed in 1853 was recently found behind a shelf
in @ country post office, and forwarded to its dcstma_tlon. It
was addressed to a young lady, and contained & marriage pro-
posal. When the lady read it she looked pleased, and
exclaimed, ¢ Law me! I didn't expect to hear from John so
soon. Butwhat a wonderful thing is the fast-mail service !”

Post Orrick: Mrs Malloy—# Shure, Mrs. McGinnis an’ it's
rather poorly yer looking this morning.” .

Mrg‘. McGinnis— Indade, thin, Mrs. Malloy, an’ it’s
«00d raison 1’m havin® to look poorly. Here’s the postman
irixst. been to the door to tell me there’s adead letter waitin®
fur mo at the post office; an’ I can't fur the life ¢ “me think
who it is that's dead.

DEFINATION OF 4 CoLn.—Supposing you begin by sneering
50 hard you mearly break your neck and bite your tongue
terribly. Then your nose gets stuffed up and you nccq about
fourteen handkerchiefs a day and the end of your nosc ismore
tender than a boil. Your cyes ache and are watery, and
you begin to cough so that folks across the way can't slecp
and you fecl lame all over as though you had been under a
fire engine, and you are ugly and kick the dog and chase the
cat with a boot-jack ; tell your wife she can't cook and make
the houschold a Gehenna for ten days. Then you have a cold.

How TaET ARE TAKEY 1¥—A woman was buying tea at a
place in Washington where, on certain days_, diamonds, rings
and purses of money are given away as prizes in a certain
number of packages sold. The other daya lady stepped for-
ward and invested ber dollar. “I'll give you $5 for your
package before opening,” said the clerk. She Qccl3ned. ‘It
was opened. ‘There were only fifteen cents in it.  She
bought another package; the same offer wasmade and declined.
There were only fifteen cents in that oue. Sl{c Lought a
third package. *DIl give you $35." She hesitated, then
consented. It was opened and found to contain $500 in gold
picces.  This attracted attention, and the buying of one dol-
Jar packages became very brisk. A gentleman followed tho
Jady to her hotel and asked her name.  AMrs, said the
clerk. 1t was the wife of the proprietor of the tea store.

The other day a colored lady of standing, Mrs. Simpson
purchased & Gainsborough and visited Mrs. Fennel. It was
evident that Mrs. Simpson possessed a few airs which she
wighed to display over Mrs. Fennel. My husband,” said
Mrs. Simpson, “wanted me ter get a fiaer hat den dis, but re-
flecting da: the $20 bills in the bottom of de drawer was get-
ten sauter scarce like, I concluded to content myself wid a
$5 hat” «Well, yer was savin’” remarked Mrs. Fennel,and
then stepping to the door, exclaimed, « Tildy, take dat $1,000
bill away from dat chile. He tore up two yesterday. Dar
ain’t no sense in allowin’ chillun ter stroy money in dat
way.”! Mrs. Simpson retired, realizing that her hat was a
failure. :

A Better Bite.

An ingenious tramp, thinking to wring tears and genuine
assistance from the stoniest hearts with a new scheme, gave
it an experimental trial. He has decided not to patent the
invention. He told a lady of his unfortunate condition, and
asked i1 he might eat some of the grass in the yard. The
lady, not less amused than surprised, said :

¢ Certainly.”

He went out, and getting down on all fours commenced
on the grass after the neglected and never-popular fashion of
Nebuchadnezzar, and apparently not enjoying the diet any
more than that ancient sinner of olden time. Presently the
tramp's anxious eye caught sizht of the servant girl beckon-
ing to him from the back yard. He thought a rich reward
for his humility was in store, and instantly responded.

« Did you motion to me?” said he.

“Yes.”

«What did you want 7’ He now wore a look of most hope-
ful expectancy. &

«You may go in the back yard if you$vant to. The grass
is taller there.”

A. Little Difficulty.

On a Paris boulevard a crowd gathered round a lady and
a cocker who were engaged in a lively discussion over the
question of the fare. Suddenly, & gentleman of rigid coun-
tenance and official bearing cleaved his passage through the
mass, and said, sternly :

«Here! here! What's all this row about? What's the
matter?” .

«'The matter is that this woraan owes me for driving her
about for two hours, and won’t pay me for more than an hour
and a-half.”

«Ah! Well, madame, what have you to say to this?
Let us hear yonr side of the question.”

«T took this man’s carriage just an hour and a half ago
and I'm willing to pay him for that, but not a centime more.

“«Hum! Well, driver, you are sure that there’s no mis-
take—that it is two hours ?”?

@ Quite sure, monsienr.”

’

Good for his Business.

The proprietors of a prominent shoe store in this city
have noticed of late a sad-looking and scedy man, who stops
before their windows every day and gazes in at the stock of
fashionable foot coverings for a half hour at a time. As he
looks his expression of settled mild melancholy changes, by
slow degrees, to one of resignation, then to calm and peace-
ful satisfaction, after that to joyful hope, and finally to wild
cxhilaration. Then he goes away, chuckling and rubbing
his hands'with every appearance of delight. The members
of the firm have been much puzzled by this person, and yes-
terday the senior partner went out and spoke tohim. ® What
do you mean,” said the shoc man, # by coming here every
day and staring in at our windows ?” Don’t be bard ona fel..
low, boss,” said the strange man, deprecatingly; #I'm only
anticipating a little. 1 ve tried all sorts of ways to get work
and can't catch on to none at all. But I sces them tooth-
pick shoes in the winder, and I looks at them ’ere walkin’ -
sandwiches as carries around the corndoctor’s advertise-
ments, and 1 says to myself, says I; ¢Hold on, old feller,
twon’t be & great while before every young chap ‘Il be a
limpin’ around with bunions and things, and the toc-sharps
’11 have to get a lot more men to tote their placards, and then
T'll geta job! Ob, the good time’s a comin’ an’ ’tain’t fur
off, neither ’—and with a hollow laugh he went on his way.
—DBoston -Jorrnal.
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« Well, and you won't pay him more than an hour and a-
half, madame ?”’ ‘

« Not a single solitary moment more than an hour and a-
half.”?

The stranger reflected a moment, and then said, severely,
wivell, settle it between yourselves ; it is none of my busi-
ness,” and wallked rapidly away.

Address to Young Men.

Young man, what are you living for? Have you aa object
to your life, and without the attainment of which you feel
that your life will have been o wide, shoreless waste of shadow,
peopled by the spectres of dead ambition ? You can take
your choice in the great battle of life, whether you will bris-
tle up and win & deathless name aund owe almost everbody,
or be satisfied with scars and mediocrity. Many of those
who now stand at the head of the nation as statesmen and
logicians were once unknown, unhonored and unsung. Now,
they see the air in the halls of Congress and their names are
plastered on the temples of fame.  You can win some laurels,
too, if you will brace up and secure them when they are ripe.
Daniel Webster and James A. Garfield and George Eliot
were all, at one time, poor boys. They had to start at the
foot of the ladderjand toil upward. They struggled against
poverty and public opinion bravely until they won aname
the annals of history and secured their loved oaes palatial
homes with many lightning rods and mortgages on them.
So may you if you try. All these things are
within yourreach. Live temperately on nine dollars a month.

That's the way we got our start. Burn the midnight oil if |

necessary. Get some true, noble-minded young lady of your
acquaintance to assisb you. Tell her of your troubles and
she will tell you what to do. She will gladly advise you.
Then you can marry her, aud she will advise you some more.
After that she will lay aside her work any time toadvise you.
You needn’t be out of advice at all unless you want to. She,
too, will tell you when you have made a mistake. She will
come to you frankly and acknowledge thatyov Lave niade a
jackass of yourself. As she gets more acquainted with you
she will be more candid with you, and in her studied, girlish
way, she will point out your errors, and gradually convince

- you, with an old chair leg and otherarguments, that you were

wrong, and your past life will come up before you like a
panoramas, and you will tell her so, and she will let you up
again. Life is indeed amighty struggle. It is business. We
can't all be editors, and lounge around all the time aud wear
good clothes aud have our names in the papers and draw a
princely salary. Some one must do the work and drudgery
of life or it won’t be done.—Bill Nye.

An Ornament to the Profession.

A student applied the other day to one of the district
courts for admission to practice, and an examination com-
mittee of one was appointed by the judge to ascertain his
qualifications.  The cxamination began with: «Do you
smoke, sic?”  «Ido, sir?” «Have you a spare cigar?”
wYes? #Now, sir, what is the first duty of a lawyer 7
«'Po collect fees.” ¢ Right. What isthe second?" «To
increasc the number of his clients.”” «When does your
position towards your client change?” ¢ When making a
bill of costs.” . «Explain #We are then antagonistic.
I assume the character of piaintiff and he becomes the defend-
ant?? A suit decided, how do you stand with the lawyer
conducting the otherside?""  «Cheek, by jowl.” « Enough,
sir: you promise to becomean ornament to your profession,
and I wish yousuccess. Now, are you aware of the duty
youowe me?’  «Perfectly.” =« Describe it?” « It is to
jnvite you to drink.” ¢ But suppose I decline?” Candi-
date scratches his head.  « There is no instance of the kind
on record in the books” ¢ You are right; and the confi-
dence with which you make the assertion shows you have
read the law attentively.  Let's take a drink, and I'll sigu
your cettificate.”

Pestered with « contributions in verse” from a persistent
rhymester till his patisnce gave cut,an American editor wrote
to his correspondent thus:—« If you don't stop sending me
your sloppy poetry, I'll print a picce of !it some day, with your
nawe appended in foll, and send a copy to your sweetheart's
father.”  That poetical fountain was spontancously dried up.

&

THE YOUNG FOLKS.

OUR PUZZLE PRIZE.

We must thank the girls and boys for their labors in
studying out the puzzles and sending along their "answers.
But we want more yet, a number who sent last month and
the month before have dropped oft the list and new ones are
writing to us. We want all our young friends to show their
intercst by writing us more letters and sending all the
answers they can get. The prize this month bas been awarded
to George H., Toronto.

For the best set of answers to the puzzles in this number
we will give an interesting story book ; beautifully bound.

Aunswers must be in by the 8th of july.

Correct answers have been received from J. R, Kingston ;
James A. Wilson, Walkerton ; Hattie Jones, Ealing; Annie
Emery, London ; W. ., London ; Jennie Thomas, Montreal;
« Bertie  Brooklyn ; Henvy Watts, Hamilton ; Fred Wilson,
Sarnin, and a correspondent, in Stratford, who forgot to sign

his or her name.
' JUNE PUZZLES.
1.

SQUARE WORD.
A covering.
A sign.
'To remedy.
Final parts.
2.
RIDDLE.
There was a man of Adam’s race
Who had a certain dwelling place,
He hiad a roof well covered o’er,
Where no man dwelt since nor before
It was not built by buman art,
Nor brick, nor lime, in any part;
Nor wood, nor nails, nor stone, nor kiln,
But curiously was wrought within. g
"Pwas not in Heaven nor yet in hell,.
Nor on the earth where mortals dwell.
Now, if you know this man of fame,
Tell where he lived and whay's his name.
3
ENIGMA.
I am composkd of cight letters.
Ay G, 2, 3, §'is nothing.
My 1, 5, 4, 8 is to yield.
Ay 3, 2, 7, 8 isa part of the face.
My 8. 3, 4 is the conclusion.
Ay whole is to compress.
: —W.C.

(]
=

EASY SQUARE WORDS.

1
A fallen tree
A product of mines
“ To obtain.

i 2

An individual

A liquor

Woven wires or thread.

ANSWERS TO MAY PUZZLES.
1. Square Word:—L A C K
AV ONXN
¢ 0OV E

K N EE

2. 1. Decapitation :—House, ouse, use. II. Shall, hall,

all.
3. Diamond puzzle :—

)
wow
bR
oezowo’a
mRZgra
a:»a,_3
o

4. Charade :—Xing-Stoue.
5. Enigma :—Lopgfellow.
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The Squirrel's Liesson,

T'wo little squirrels, out in the sun,

One gathered nuts, and the other gathered none.
«Time enough yet,” his constant refrain ;

« Summer is still unly just on the wane.”

Listen, my child, while I tell you his fate;

He voused him at last, Lut he roused him too late.
Down fell the snow from a pitiless clond,

And gave little syuinel a spotloss white shroud.

Two little boys in a school-room were placed,

Une alway s perfect, the vther disgraced:

«Time cuough yet for my learning,” he said,

« 1 will climb, by and by, from the foot to the head.”

Listen; mny dmling ; their locks are turned gray ;
Une as a governot sitteth to-day ;

‘The other, a pauper, looks out at the door

Of the alms-house, and idles Lis days as of yore.

Two kinds of people we meet every day ;
One is at work, the other at play,

Living nncared for. dying unknown—
The busiest hive hath ever a drone.

Tell me, my child, if the squirrels have tanght

The lesson 1 longed to implant in your thought!

Answer me this, and my story is done—

Which of the two would you be, little one?
—Growing World,

Etiquette.

A young man, some days after becoming a student at

college, was enjoyinga tow on a neigboring stream. ‘Through
mismanagement, the boat was upsct within afew yards of the
bank, and not being o swimmer he was in considerable dan-
wer.
"~ A townsman on the baunk, regarding his stiuggles, at last
appealed m great excitement to another student near him,
whose tlannel dress szemel to point him ont as no novice on
the water, and who was also watching the issue in evident
hesitation.

« Jor Heavens sake, sir, if you can swim, give him a
hand,” he cried « hie's only a few yards' distant.” -

« Oh, 1 can swim well enough,” was the slowly uttered
reply ; « but you see, the fellow has never been introduced to
me.”?

Courtesy is a distincuve feature fof civilized and intel-
ligent society. It is the most beautiful illustration of the
refining power which a higher development of humanity
always exerts upon our race. By courtesy we mean that
behavior of man towards man which he wonld ask for him-
self. It is but another and instinctive mode un the part of
intelligent soctety ot carrying out this great Christian motto,
which lies at the base ot goud order and harmony among
men ; “ Do unto others as ye would that others should do
unto you.”

Anot T Tatnise.—Language gives fullness under the eyes
It is very large in the hiead of Charles Dickens. Language
gives the power of conversation—of communicating our ideas
to others. This faculty does not give us the ability to
jearn other languages—only to talk our own. The ability
to acquire other languages than our own depends upon
other faculties, combined with this. A child brought up with
Germans will talk German ; with French, French § with Eng-
lish, English; with the Italians, Italian. We all learn to
talk.and the child will learn to talk the language it hears,
whatever that may be. Aud if the child heavs low, vulgar,
coarse, inclegannt language, it will learn to usc that lan-
guage, and will use it.  And it chaste, pure, clegant, clevated
conversation, the child will imbibe the same taste. It be-
hooves parents to take care of the manuner and substance ot
what they say before their children, it is also very clear that
the silly, nonsensical stufl talked to children is not only very
silly, but equally injurious.—Phrenological Journal.

CURIOUS AND SCIENTIFIC.

Japan Varnish.

The beautiful black Japan varnish, so much admired by
everybody, is the production of a tree which grows wild both
in Japan and China. The yield of the tree is greatly increas-
ed by cultivation, and huge plantations of it arve raised. It
requires seven or cight years for a tree to reach maturity,
when the varnish is gathered as follows: At midsummer, a
munber of laburers proveed to the plantations, each furnished
with a crooked knife, and a quantity of hollow shells, larger
tnznoyster shells.  With their knives they make many in-
cisions in the batk of the trees, about two inches in length and
under cach incision they foree in the edge of the shell, which
casily penetrates the soft Lark and remains in the tree.  'Lhis
operation is performed in the evening; as the varnish flows
only at night. The next morning, the workmen again pro-
ceed to the plantation.  Each shell is then found to be either
wholly or partially filled with varnish. This they scrape
out carefully with their knives, depositing it in a vessel they
carey with them, and throw the shells into a basket at the
foot of the tree.  In the evening, the shells ave replaced, and
the collection of the varnish is repeated the next morning.
This process govs on the rest of the summer, or until
the varnish ceases to flow. Itis caiculated that fifty
trees, which can be attended to by a single work-
man, will yicld a pound of varnish every night. When the
gathering is over, the varnish is strained through a thin cloth,
loosely suspended over an earthen vessel. The varnish has
a corrosive property, very injuious to the workme:n employed
in its preparation, and the utmost care is taken to avoid its
distressing effects. It causes akind of telter to appear on
the face, which in the course of a few days, spreads over the
whole body. The skin grows red and painful, the head swells,
and the catire surface of the body becomes covered with
troublesome sores.  The artisans who use the varnish can
work only in the season when the north wind blows.

Varxisi For DrawinGgs, Mars.—A varnish for paper which
produces no staius may be prepared, according to the Polyr.
Notizblait, as follows. Clear damar resin is covered, in a
tlask, with four and a half to six times its quantity ofacetone,
and allowed to stand for fourteen days at a moderate tem-
perature, atter which the clear solution is poured ofi. Three
parts of this solution is mixed with four parts of thick collo-
diun, and the mixture allowed to become clear by standing.
It is applied with a soft camel's or Leaver’s hair-brush in
vertical strokes. At first, the coating looks like a thin white
film ; but, on complete drying. it becomes transparent and
shining. It should be laid on two or three times It retains
its clasticity under all circumstances, and remains glossy in
every kind of weather.

A New PreseryaTivE—It seems that for some time past
there has been extensively employed throughout Germany a
peculiar flaid substance, which bas received the name of
Carbolincum, and which being almost a fluid, as water, is
very readily applied, notalone to wood-work, hut to hempen
gouds generally.  Its peculiar recommendation is due to the
fast that it forms an excellent preservative agent for articles
liable to contact with damp soil, or for such ns are purposely
destined for prolonged immersion in water; for example,
wooden piles and the mesh-work of fishing nets. The new
preservative is an oil,apparently of the petroleum class,and
has been found to contain, amongst other compouuds, about
ten per cent. of carbolic acid. One peculiar feature pos-
sessed by it is, that while it freely sinks into wood cxposed
to its action, and which it materially hardens, it does not
close up the pores.—Christian Union.

A gentleman near Winchester made a rookery in front of
his house in which he planted some beautiful ferns, and hav-
ing put up the following notice, found it more cfficient and
less expensive than spring-guns or man-traps. The fear-in-
spiring inscription was: ¢ Beggars beware ; Scolopendriums
and Polypodiums are set here.” The wall of a gentleman’s
housc near Edinburgh some years since exhibited a board on
which was paintcd a threat quite asdifficult for the trespasser
so understand as the preceding: “ Any person entering these
inclosures will be shot and prosecuted.”



