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My Own Shall Come.

Serene I fold my haads and wait,
Nor care for wind or tide or sea;

I rave no more ‘gainst time or fate,
For lo! my own shall come to me.

I stay my haste, I make delays,
For what avails this eager pace?
I stand amid the eternal ways,
Aund what is mine shall know my face.

Asleep, awake, by night or day,
The friends I seek are seeking me;
No wind can drive my bark astray,
Ner changz the tide of destiny.

What matter if [ stand alone ?
T wait with juy the coming years;
My heart shall reap where it bhas sown,
And gather up the fruit of tears.

The planets know their own and draw,
The tide returns to meet the sea;

I stand serene midst nature'’s law,
Aund know my owa shall come to me.

The stars come nightly to the sky,
The dews falt on the thirsty lea;
No time ncr space nor deep nor high
Can keep my own away from me.
—Jokn Burroughs.

[ Written for the Family Circle.] -

BONNY WQODS.

BY BE. T. PATERSON.

CHAPTER 1L
DONALD STANDFIELD.

LONG, low irregular house, with many gables and
unexpected doors and windows--a house with the
comfortable home-like aspect, which uge alone gives
to ionnimate brick and mortar.
good sized piece of ground, vhich in summer time was brilli-
ant mth mary flowers, the rcsult of Mirs Lauric's untiring
energy, on one side the house was the kifchen garden, on the
other an immense orchard, so resplendent with ruddy frait-
age and brilliant verdure in summer, but lovking now all
brown and bleak aud sodden, in the dismsl March weather.

It was & coid, blustering afterncon some three or -four
days afier Judnh's amival at Bonny Dale Farm. In the
front sitti
gusta Lairric, dnd our heroiné~1ths latter perched upop the
brogd, iow witdow-sill, Which commanded s view of the
{ront ‘garden aad part of the orchard. She held-a book in
Ler hand but she was not reading ; her dark-blue eyes never
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In front was a

room were seated threc ladies; Mrs. Larie, An-,

left the gloomy landscape without; there was something
about it, sympathetic with her owu dismal mood. She was
terribly homesick abd yearned almost passionately for
Dorothy and Reggie. Poor little petted, spoilt Judy! This
utter loneliness and absence of home love was a8 new exper-
ience for her. It was the beginning of the great lesson of
lifs which all must learn sooner or later—to suffer and en-
dure.

In contrast with Judith’s idleness was the rather oppres-.
sive industry of Miss Laurie, who with lictle niles of white cot-
ton heaped on the table beside her, was busily making pillow
cases. Augusta’s activity and uztiring industry was some-
thing to wnarvel at, though it was rather wearisome to thé
more indolent ones who wereobliged to witness it, especially
as Miss Laurie, openly lauded herself on the possession of this
inestimable virtue, and people who are always pruxsmg them-
selves are—to speak very wildly—-sometimes tryingto the pati-
ence of their friends. Augusta had a very fine opmlon of her-
self and herabilities, she carried about with heran innatecon-
viction that there was absolutely nothing within the séope
ot feminine power which she could not accomplish if she
chose ; and yet she was ever the first to detect and ridicule
self-conceit in others.

«Did you nevef do any work at home?* she inquired,
raising her cold blue eyes for a moment from her stitching.

¢ Work 1"

Judith started, aroused from her deep reverie by the
somewhat accidulated tones of her cousin’s voice.

4 0Oh yes! you know we had no servant; Dorothy and I
did all the work between us.” Her lip quivered as she
spoke, while Augusta’s curled rather contemptuously.

« Your share of the work could not have been very rough
judging by the appearance of your hands; look at mine.”
She held up her large brown hands, shapely, but toughened
with work, and glanced from them to the small whxte ones
lying llghtly on the book ir Judith’s lap.

«No one,” went on Augusta—«will ever be able to say
that I shirked my work to save my hands; and Iam sure
there is vot a house in Canada where the work is done so
thoroughly asin this. Everyone says itisthe most bcaut.x-
folly kept house in Eastville.” o

« Durothy and I always shared the work between us, 1
never thought atall about my hands™ answered the gircl
simply~—+I do not know why it is'they are so white, but L
suppose it is different in the city, we are not out in tho sun.
s0 muach there, and besides, T suppose there is mach more
work to be done in a farm house than in 3 city house.”

« Rather,” answered Augista xmpress)vcly—-

« As you will find out; I may as well tell you that Iam
going to be  married, and then you must take my place.hére
as far as it is possible for you to do s0.”

«I congratnlate yoa Aungusta; to—to whom are you
going to be married 27

«To Mr. Thorpe, the wedding is fixed fot next-Septemi-
bet, it is a long way off yet, but Ithought I would'tell you
50 that in the meantime you muy be learning Jny way of.
managing things hete, of course no -one would- expect you
to do as well as I do, butstill you will be better than no one.
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Motber kas no head for managing and Susannab is getting
old.”

« No, to be sure, 1 never did have your energy and clev-
erness Augusta, I pever could manage things; everything
would get into a muddle, aud that used to make your tathet
angry. You must lesrn all you can from Augusta, Judith, 1
an sure you will get on very nicely, my dear—very nicely.
But you ought to take my advice Augusta and keep single;
ii I could live my life over aguin 1 would never give myseh
into a man's keeping—oh! dearno! A woman never knows
what is in store for her when she marnies,” concluded the
old lady, sce-sawing her body from side to side as she spoke;
a habit which irritated her lovd and master 10 such a degree,
that upon one occssion he actuatly shook the poor old thing
till she had baidly breath left in her body, and threatened
to tie ber to her seat if she did not keep still.

« ] am afraid 1 must decline to profit by your experience

or advice Mamma," said Augusta with a short Jaugh.
3 «1lwill domy best to learn cverything Augusta,” said
Judith and with a slight sigh begun to idly tuin over the
leaves of her book. Atter all then—she thought—Mr Laurie
bad not buen wholly disinterested when he offered her a
home. Be bad wanted someone to 100k sfter bis honot when
hii, daughter married and went away ; aud so conpling char-
ity with expedience had singled her out to undertuke the
post.  Well perhups, after all, it was only just and fair that
she shouid work In return tor the shelter given her. She
would do her best, would even endure patiently Augusta’s
overbearing manner and learn from her to oider the house-
hold properiy.

«You waste a great deal of time over novels,” said
Augusta with asperity, as she folded a pillow.case she bad
Just finished.

« I, too, am very fond of reading, but I never allow myselt
the indulgence during the day, when there is work to be
done.”

« But it ruins the eyes to read by lamp light” said the
other with a good natured laugh. ¢ Can I help you with
these pillow cuses? "

«XNo thanks; but there are two table-cloths on that
table over there, that ought to be mended, they need pateh-
ing you might do them, if you don’t mind.”

«1 do not mind,’ she answered laying down her book,
and fetchivg the tuble-cloths, as cheertully as the feeling of
deadly bome-sickness thatafflicted lier, would permit. Alteady
she perceived that in Miss Luutie's eyes, idleness was a crime,
and reading not to be reckoned 35 an occupation.

wGuod gracious!” exclaimed Augusta with a smile that
was worse than a frown. «+Wbat on carth are you doing
Judith ? That is not the way to puta patch on; you will
have to pick that out again, you have not done very much
of 1t, so it will not tuke you long; why I could never buve
put it on thetable the way yeu bad it; now watch me while
1 1ack this patch onand then you can sew it. I wonder at

Dorothy’s not teaching you to sew and mend properly.”

Judith's blue eyes flashed.

aYou are mistaken; Dorotby did take great pains to
{each me to sew and mend ; it was entirely wy own fault if
I did not learn to do it properly. 1 did not like mending
and very selfishly left the greater part of it for Dorothy to
do,” added the girl with a contrite recollection of how often
she had rebelled aguinst the uncongenial task of repairing
the hvuse linen and darning the becs of Reggie's socks;
and how sweetly Dolly Lad taken ever the most difficult and
largest share of the work upon herself. Anl but it was too
1ate to be sorTy now, and the big teurs welled up into Judy's
-eyes as she bent over the untortunate table-cloth,

wPeople occasionally have to perfom tasks they do not
like,” was Miss Laurie's next rewark ; and Judith’s face col-
ored a little, for Augusta bad a most aggravating way of
making trite_observations which generally had the eﬂgct of
moking her heavers squirm in their seats; more especially
24 a relort was quite thrown away on her. Judith attempted
noue; but [ am very much afraid that her sentiments toward
the self-complacent young woman opposite her, were any-
thing but Christian.

1 do not think I have yet described tho personal appear-
ance of my heroine or Augusta Laarie. Perhaps the pres-
ent would be as good an opportunity tfor doing so as any.
ZLooking at theru as they sit thus, both engaged in the femi-

nine occupation of needle work, one is struck with the con-
trast they present. Of couwise there is a wide difterence in
their ages; Augusta is fast nearing ber thirtieth year—much
to her sorrow, while Judith is ecarcely more than seventeen.
‘The former is a woman of large proportions, full-busted,
with rather »quare-set shoulders, aund lurge, but shapely
hands and feet. But ber figure is the best part of ber: she
is pot pretty nor haudsome, there is not one goud feature in
her tace. She has a wide mouth and a nouse, that her best
fiiends could pot call other thun flat; her oyes are large, of
8 light ¢old blue, which change into a peculiar green when
she is angry. Generally she is called a fine looking woman ;
but in face she is undeniably plain in contrast to the younger
girl, whuse fresh, sweet face sumehow puts one in mind of
the wild wood fluwers and dewy violets in early spring.

She was tall, but not so tall as ber cousin, with a slight,
graceful figure that gave promire of great beauty in maturity.
Her features are not regular, yet that very fact seems some-
how to add to, rather than detract from the beauty of her face.
For she is beautiful, this little heiovine of mine, with that
degiee of beaut) which youth and perfect health and sweet~
uess and grace of disposition give to so many of our Cana-
dian girls.

Judith had at least, two undeniable charms; long thick
hatr of that rare shade of brown which is goid in the sun-
light ; and eyes of a deep blue, lurge, clear and truthtul,
which lookiug into, one could read the purity and honor of
the girlishsoul.  For the rest, ber nose was slightly retrousse,
her mouth a little wide but with sweet tremulous lips, that
swmiled or pouted or’ trembled with every changing mood,
and when parted disclosed the perfect teeth.

The girl was very home-sick. She absolutely pined for
the Jove and sympuathy which had been her daily food from
baby-hvod. ifuw her whole soul would huve poured itself
out in passienate love and gratitude to anyone,—man, woman
or child who would have comprebended the intense ciaving
ot her lonely youug heart for sympathy and love.

To the young, luve is what the sunlight is to the flowers,
they may live without it, butthey will not thrive nor bloom
into beuuty and sturdy health,

In Judith’s home-life there had been no lack of real, ten-
der love, although there had not been much outward sign of
it. She had been ber futber’s pet always. Dorothy's love
for her had beeu more a mother's than a sisters; while Reg-
gie, in true boyish fashion, while he was intensely fond of
her, had teased and petted ber by turns.  Coming direct from
the shelter of such 1 howe to the cold, unsympathetic atmos-
phere of the Laurics' house would have bzen a severe ordeal
tor one older und more seasonced than poor little Judith
Brown, whose pent up sorrow found vent, only when the
long dreary day was over and the blessed night was cume,
when she could hide herself in her own room, away from the
bard gaze of her relatives, and there, with her face buried 10
her pitlow, could weep and moan and call in vain for Dolly
and Reggie, ard, vaioest cry of all—for the tender father,
who had passed from ber sight forevermore! Bounny Dale
furm was situated about & mile from the little country town
of Eastville, a drowsy little place of some two or three thous-
and inhabitants; chief amonest whom were—the clergyman,
the doctor, the lawyer, Mr. Thorpe, the agent of the Bank,
und his assistant, these with severalotbers and their families;
und the familivs of several of the better class of farmers,
amongst whom were the Lauries, were regarded as the cream
of Eustville socicty. But somehow there was not much
sucial intercourse amongst the Eastvillites. Tne friendliness,
the free and easy interchange of little. civilities and visits
were wanling in the prim, well-ordered town. Therefore con-
sideiing that Bonuy Dale was raore than a mile from the
vitlage, it was hardly surprising that weeks often passed
without bringing any visitors to the ladies at the farm.

Thero was one person however, who naturallly ofien
turned his steps in the direction of Bonny Dale. This was
Ciarence Thorpe, Augusta's lover. Mr. Thorpe was the Eust-
ville lawyer; a heavy, rather stupid looking young man ot
twenty-eight or so, with & rather,gensuous mouth and a deep
dimple in his chin, which last, by tae Way seemed to be the
first cause of Judith's dislike fot him ; certainly Mr. Therpe
was her put aversion from the very first. Whenever he
came to the house she would steal quictly awey and not
appear again till tea-time, Mr. Thorpe generally remained
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for that meal. S$he vaguely wondered if Augusta really
cared for this rather coarse young man, who did not seem
possessed of any very fiue instincts. But whatever that
astute young woman felt, she made no sign,

Not a little ot Judith's dislike for the young man was
caused by the assiduous attentions which he persisted in
paying her; and for a while he deceived himself into think-
ing that they were agreeable to her, though she endeavored
08 coucteously and geutly as possible to convince him to the
coutrary Judith was too youung and inexperienced, besides
baving too little egotism to uuderstand precisely why it was
his att-ntions annoyed her; she only knew that the fesling
of shrinking and dislike came strongly upon her whenever
he approached her. .An incident which happened one day,
served however to considerably lessen his belief in his own
attractiveness.

It was a warm, suany day in April. Augusta and Mr.
Thorpe bad just returned frum an afternoon walk aud were
standing by the steps in front of the house. Jadith was
sitting m her favorite geat, on the window-sill, the window
Veing wide open. .

She was working at some delicate embroidery, but ever
and anon her eyes waadered to the couple outside. Pres-
ently Trap, the house dog, a shaggy, snub.nused retriever,
‘bounded up to Augusta and began to jump about her, bark-
ing joyously, being evidently under the impression that she
was just going out for a wulk, and desiring to accompany
her; finally he raised bimselt on his hind legs and laid his
fore-paws op Augusta’s shoulders, or as near them as he
could reach.

« Ger down you brute!”™ cried Miss Laurie angrily, not
relishing the idea of having her new spring dress spattered
with mud; but Trap evideatly did not take into considera-
tion this view of the matter, and refused to budge, while his
great honest eyes guzed entreatingly into her face and his
short tail wagged to and fro with alarming rapidity. At this
point Mr. Thorpe interfered in his lady love's behalf, raising
his heavily-booted foot, he bestowed upon the unsuspecting
Trap, a savage kick, which elicited a howl of agony from the
poor brute, who crouched at bis mistress’ feet and raised
his big eyes appealingly to Thorpe's face.

In an instant, Judith who bad witnessed this little scene,
sprang from the low window and bent over the dog with a
crimson face and quivering lips.

 Poor Trap! dear old fellow!™ she said, caressing him;
and then rising, confronted Thorpe and her cousin indig-
nantly : .

% You big coward!™ she exclaimed, her eyes flashing
disdain upou the discomfited young man.

But Augusta was enraged that anyone should dare to
hurl such an epithet at bher lover.

« Judith * she said coldly—+1 think you forget yourself,
you are not in your own home remember, neither does the
dog belong to you; but in any case, there was no occasion
for such an absurd display of temper—or—affeciation on
your part.”

« X forget nothing Augusta, but Mr. Thorpe must surely
bave forgotten his manhood, when he showed such needless
cruelty to & duinb animal 1 and with her small head thrown
baughtily back, the girl walked past them into the house,
ihe grateful Trap following close at her heels.

Augusta looked after her with a sneer on her lips.

« Judith enjoys going into heroics when any of your sex
are neur enough to appreciate her efforts ¥ she suid with a
laugh in which ber lover joined somewhat uneasily.

« Well you know, perhaps after all I was cruel to the
brute.”

« £erhaps go0,” responded Miss Laurie, © but that was no
excuse for her impertinence; a chit like that indced ! I think
she owes you un apology.”

*1 do not think so at all,” was Mr. Thorpe's valiant and
unlooked-for reply——*On the contrary 1 intend to apolo-
gizo to her.”

Augusta's eyes opened wide at this assertion.

#0h! well if you chocse to make a fool of yourself, it is
none of my business” said she turning into the house
whither he followcd her.

Judith busied herself helping old Susannah to prepare
tea so Clarence bad no opportunity to spesk to her for the
present.  When Mr. Taurie came in they took their scats at

-

the well-spread board. But Judith, though seated opposite
Mr. ‘Thorpe, ueverglanced at him, nor condescended to speak
a word to him, and he lacked courage to address her; for
there was & certain grave dignity about Judith Brown, young
as ghe was, which inspired him with more respect and admir-
ation than he had ever dreamed of according to Augusta
Laurie.

The conversation during the meal languished, for the
three who wsnally did all the talking, were occupied with
their own thoughts. Avugusta was annoyed with Clarence,
and that taithless young man was revolving in his mind, the
question, how to reinstate himeelf in the good opinion of the
girl who, an hour before had disdainfully called him a « cow-
ard,” while Miss Brown, with beautiful unconcern, was
enjoying her tea with an appetite unimpaired by recent events.

Mr. Laurie was a man of few words; he would sit in
grim silence, listening to the tatk going on around him,
giving a grunt of assent or dissent occasionally, und glsring
at the talkers from beneath the shaggy grey eyebrows which
gave a rather ferocious look to his lean face. A tyrant in
his own household was Hugh Laurie; and woe betide the
unlucky wight who incurred his wiath. Iis wife had sunk,
crushed to the earth, years ago beneath his iron hand; and
Augusta, with all her bravado and undaunted spirit, was
more in awe of her father than she would have cared to con-
fese. Toward one person only, did his manuner soften, and
that person was Judith ; this had not escaped his daughter's
keen eyes and she disliked her cousin all the more for it.

On the evening in question, Mr. Laurie volunteered a
piece of information to the company at large which was not
without effect upon one person at least.

Pushing away his plate he said briefly :—

« Standfield is back ; saw him this afternoon.”

«Is he! why I bad no idea he was expected back here,
but then one never does kuow when Donald Standfield is
coming or when going " excluimed Augusts, a sudden flush
coming into her cheeks, while the animated look that leapt
into her eyes, showed that the news was not displeasing to
her. Clarence, apparently, did not observe the change in
ber face, but Judith did aud wondered who this Standfield
was, and why her cousin should take s0 much interest in
his coming.

« Weil he can scarcely help that” said Thorpe. «He is
not his own master, but at the same time he must put in
rather a jolly time, travelling about frum one placeto another,
and all his expenses paid.”

«Ig Bbr. Standfield a commercial traveller?” inquired
Judith.

«No; he is a Bank Inspector; he goes about inspecting
all the different agencies of the Bank of- Frequently
he acts as manager of an agency himself; he has been man-
ager of the Eastville branch twice. I wonder if he has come
dowu now only to inspect, or if he is guing to remain; I
saw Mr. Lewis yesterday and he did not mention that there
was to be any change.”

«He is to remain, Lewis leaves to-morrow” answered
her father gruffly and hid himself behind his paper.

Later o in the evening Standfield came. Mr. Laurie
had gone out and Mrs. Laurie and the three young people
were sitting in the parlor, Judith bending quietly over some
fancy work, while her cousin and Mr. Thorpe were talking
aud laughing rather noisely, at the piano.

Augusta came eagerly forward to welcome the new comer.

« Father told us you were in Eastville; it was such a
pleasant surprise; I hope you intend remaining?’ she said
with a brilliant smile.

« For a few wmonths, Miss. Laurie, I cannot answer for:
longer than that " with a rather cold smile—thought Judith.

When he had shaken hands with Mrs. Laurieand Thoipe,
Augusta introduced him to Judith—— o

« Mr. Standfield—my cousin, Miss Judith Brown.”’

The young girl bowed and blushed faintly beneath'the
eager, interested look with which hé: regarded her. After
exchanging a few common place remarks :with her, 'hé fol-
lowed Miss Laurie to” the sofa at.the: other-side-of ‘the room

‘where she had requested him to seat hims:lf, although he

would' infinitely have preforred - taking the vacant: chair

beside Judith. - C .
Perhaps Augusia guessed..thia:.to.bo {. o case; for she

frowned slightly when. Stanfield’s gazd-wandered every.now
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and thon to the slight drooping figure. But he did not
notice her displeasure.

«1s that Dorothy's sister 7" ho asked presently, in a low
voice.

“Yes,” was the short reply; and an angry gleam shot
into her eyes.

He porceived her annoyance now, but he had one more
question to ask ; so0 hestroked his brown moustache thought-
‘fully and appesred sublimely unconscious of the ive he was
arousing in the bosom of his fair companion.

« By the way, is Miss Dorothy Brown married yet?*

Miss Laurie gave him one quick, searching look before
che replied; but his countenance was impenetrable, while
his tone had been one of easy indifference.

« Dorothy 7 oh nol she is not married, and I do not fancy
she ever will be. Between you and me, she was jilted by
someone she cared a good deal about, and they say that she
has resolved never to marry now.””  She smiled as she spoke
and watched curiously to see how her companion would
receive this bit of infurmation—pure fiction on her part, of
course.

« The fellow must have been an insulferable cad who
would behave badly to a girl like Miss Brown ; I should say
she was well rid of him.”  He was intensely disgusted wish
Augusta’s bad taste in thus exposing aunother woman’s trou-
ble, and scarcely took any pains to conceal what he felt.

« Op, to be sure! I was forggtting that you used to be a
devoted admirer of Dorothy,"—with a light laugh.

« I certainly did admire Miss Brown more than any other
woman I have ever kvown.”

tt A bold declaration,”—shrugging her shoulders.

“What do you think of Judith?”* she asked, forcing a
smile, though inwardly consumed by the green-eyed monster.

« You mean, of course, what do I think of her personal
appearance. Well, T think she is very pretty ; she has the
same sweetness of expression as her sister, but she cannot
be much more than a child,'—musingly.

4 She is seventeen, rather more,” retorted Augusta with
a laugh.

«When a man has reached thirty-six, seventeen seems
very young,” said Standfield with a sigh.

« Is Miss Judith here on a visit 2%

Augusta informed him of the circumstances of the Brown
family, and carcfully gave him to understand that Judith
was there, not as a guest, but a dependent.

# Poor little girl ! * was his mental comment, but he said
nothing and rightly judging that Miss Laurie's patience
would not hold out much longer, he turned to her with a
smileand asked her to tell ber all the news since last he was
in Eastville.

Meanwhile Clarence had gladly availed himself of Augusta's
desertion of him, to possess himself of the tacant seat beside
Judith, and humbly presented his petition for pardon.

«Idid not mean to hurt the poor brute, Miss Judith, 1
give you my word for it, if I had stopped to think & minute
I would not have acted as I did.”

But her answer was not conciliatory—

«I imagine your instincts must be very cruel, if you re-
quire to stop and think before treating an animal with ordi-
nary humanity.”

« How unkiund you are "—reproachfully ; but he was swear-
ing at the nnfortunate canine and thought that the gisl made
too much of the matter altogether. She did not reply to his
remark ; her gaze hud waundered to the pair at the other side
of the room and she was admiring with all & woman’s appre-
ciation of manly strength, the immmense length of limb and
splendid physique ot Donald Standfield.

«He is not at all baodsome,” she thought; “but hisisa
noble, kind face ; 1 wonder if he and Aguste were ever——"

“ Are you not going to forgive me, Miss Judith ? ”zaid a
smooth voice beside her.

«Oh yes. certainly,” she answered impatiently.

#Thanks; I shall never willingly hurt an animal again
as long as I live, now that I know how strongly you feel on
the subject.” .

#Pray leave me out of the question altogether, and be
kind to them for humanity’s sake if not for their own »

«Ah yes| but the thought that you love them will—"

“Pray excuse me,” she murmured with a cold smile, and,
gathering up her work, softly said, « good-night” to Mrs.

Luurie, and left the room, unobserved by Standfield or Augusta.
Clarence Thorpe looked after the girl with a curious light in
his eyes. Ho telt that if ne could have had her for his own
he would have.loved her wildly, blindly; but when she
scotned him and looked contemptuously at him with her
clear blue eyes he felt that he would like to hold sowe power
to humiliate her, to wring the sweet young heart with bitter-
vst agony.”?
(To be Continuced.)

Bribed to be an 0ld Maid.

BY JENNIE T. CLARKE.

pe )
i SAT down on the velvet cushion at mamma’s feet,
’gﬁ‘ rumpling her snowy wrapper in the attempt to put my
5= head in her Inp.

Mamma passed her soft, small hand over my long,
disordered hair, and parted the curling black fringe across
my foreheard, to press a kiss there, before she spoke.

«What is the matter, my child ?” she asked.

«I think it is that picture,” I said, tossing a photograph
into her lap. I had just received it in a letter. «Ican't
look at it without envying Laura Desmond.”

“But why ? You surely do not envy Laura her appear-
ance " .

“ But I do, mother. - I don’t like to be.called dark and
piquant. 1 want to be fair and calm and quiet.”

« Why, Ada, I am amazed. Don't you know thata cer-
tain gentleman admires brunettes? Must I remind you of
the lines I heard him repeat, as describing you :

« She walks in beauty, like the night
Of cloudless climes and starry skies,

And all that's best of dark and bright
Meet in ber aspect and her eves;;

Just mellowed to that tender light
Which heaven to gaudy day denies.”

She stooped to kiss me. But I hid my face in her dress
like a pettish child.

“Don't quote Theo Rounsaville to me,” I said, shortly.
#Who cares for his opinion

Now the truth wus, I did care for his opinion, and cared
for it a great deal too much At one time he had been very
attentive to me, and T had been flattered by it, as any girl
would have been, for he was not only the handsomest and
wealthiest, but also the most accomplished bachelor in the
ueighborhood.  But, with the perversity of my sex, I had
affected to be indifferent to him, until, tired of my ccguetry,
he had transferred his attentions elsewhere. A month now,
had passed since ho had visited me. A few evenings before
I had met him at a ball, and he had not even once asked me
to dance, but had devoted his time, almost exclusively, to
Jennie Cavlton, who was a great heivess as well asa cele-
brated blonde beauty. If the truth must be told, I had
been, ever since that night, devoured by jealousy. It was
this that made me so miserably unhappy now.

“But we were talking of Laura,” I said, chanzing the
subject. «She has every luxury, and I am so.dependent.”

“You know, my dear,” said mother, in & grave, troubled
voice. “that Uncle Adam’s home is yours so long as you
choose to remain here; and that he never wounds us by
speaking of our dependence.”

« But he expects mo to marry, and it galls me to know
that he expects me to relieve him of a burden in that way.
Now, Laura Desmond—"

«Husl, Ada, bush. Lauraconfesses that her fatber wishes
her to marry 2 man whom she dislikes. There is no such
necessity for you.”

“Not at- present, mother. But Lavra isnot compelled to
marry at all. She has plenty to support ber, and I must
have somebody to take care of me.” i

«1 do not wish you to marry, my daughter, except for

‘{ love.?

“/Fiddlesticks I" said I, inelegantly, «I tell you hine
women out of ten marry for homes, or for fear 6f being old
maids. I'believe Uncle Adam is miserly: If he would die
and leave me 4 legacy, or give e a’few thousands, I would
live single all the days of my life.”
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A door opened at that moment, and Unclo Adam walked
straight into theroom. Uncle Adam was arather old gentle-
man, but always good-natured. Even now be did not look
the least bit cffended, though he must have heard all I had

said. I jumped up, thoroughly ashamed of myself. But he |,

only said:

“Come, come, my little girl, this is pretty hard on your
old uncle. I'm sorry you think me such a miser.”

¢« Oh, uncle,” I pleaded, « please forgive me. 1 didn’t
mean that atall. I'm out of spirits, and that makes meo
upjust.”

# Well, never mind,” said Uncle Adam, bustling across

the room and taking a seat. «Come here, Miss Ada. I|

have a proposition tv make. I don't want to be poisoned
ﬁ.;r a legacy—don't interrupt me, my dear—so I am going to
give you a little present, instead. Suppose I bribe you to
be an old maid, eh? I will settle ten thousand dollais on
%'zu n(!)w, on condition you live and die Ada Lyon, spinster.
i ere i

~ “Ifyou will forgive and torget all my ugly speeches,
uncle,’ said I, « I'll agree to the condition with pleasure.”

“ Ada,” said mother, faintly.

“Let her aloue, Agues, let her alone,” said Uncle Adam,
with a majestic wave of the hand. « She'll take the matter
into due consideration. See here, Ada, we must have a
clear understanding. There is to be no drawing back. If
you sign the necessury paper, the money is yours at once;
but should you ever marry you forfeit every cent. Are you
ready to ratify the contract ?”

“Yes, uncle, at once; and I will show that T am in
earnest.’?

«8top, stop—not at once. I'll give you till night to
think about it. Don’t be rash. In order to escape being
called a miser, I'll bribe heavily.” And Uncle Adam un-
ceremoniously marched out of the 100m.

I turned to mother, flushed with triumph. She was still
sitting by the window, looking pale and trounbled.

t Ada, come here,” she said, almost in a whisper. # Look
out. Isn'tthat Theo Rounsaville 7"

I sprang to her side. An open landeau, drawn by two
superb gray hovses in gold-mounted harness, had just been
driven up the avenue.

¢ He has come to ask you to drive with him,” said my
mother; «at least it looks so.”

I blusbed furiously. « Do you think so, mother ?” I said.
'The moment after our visitor was announced.

What.a delightful day that was! Wu drove down to the
beach; the solemn ocean monotone seemed changed to joy-
ous music. Then we went round through the pine wouds.
Then we came home, while the western sky blazed with the
sunset, and thegray twilight had sct in. My accepted lover,
for he had proposed and I accepted him, bade me good-by
at the door and went down the avenue.

I ran up-stairs and into my mother’s room, stopping only
to throw off my hat and gloves.

« Well, Ada?" was mamma’s inquiry.

“All’'s well, mamma,’ I answered, laughing and blushing.

But when I bad finished my little confidences she said,
still smiling, however:

« You will be a portiounless bride, remember, my da:ling.”

For the first time, I thought of that odious contract.

« Do you suppose Uncle Adam meantalt that ?"

« I don't doubt it,” she replied; “and you promised to
arrange it finally to-night, Ada.”

I jumped up. «I am going now,” I said.

# What will you say to Uncle Adam 7"

«Never mind ; I'll fix it,” I answered gayly. « I'll either
coax him or scare him.”

I laughed all the way down to the “siudy, until by the
time Ireached the door my -eyes were full of tears. I let
them stay, paused to collect my ideas aud compose my face,
then tapped at the door in a subdued way, and went slowly in.

Ugcle Adam had taken the shade off the reading-lamp,
Rid his meerschaum down by it, and was busily writing.

« Take a seat, iake a seat,” he said, without looking up.
«I'll have everything ready in & fow minutes. What is your
conclusion ?”

I seated myself in a great arm-chair close to him, and
sigked deoply.

« I'll siga it, uncle,” I said, and sighed again.

¢ Well, what's the matter ?** he said, looking round atme.

« I'ta afraid it will make me very unhappy,” I said, with
another sigh, v

« Why, Ada,” he said, in a puzzled way, «I thought it
was the very thing to make you happy. What do you mean ?"’

« Yes, Uncle Adam,” I said, having recourse to my hand-
kerchief; *but then I don’t want to live single.”

«QOh!” said he. ¢You've changed your mind.
don’t want the money ?”

«Yes, I do,” I exclaimed, with a hysterical little sob. «X
love him ; but I won’t marry without anything of my own.
I'm ashawed.”

Uncle Adam never could stand tears. He left his chair, |
and took my hands from my face.

“ Ada,” he said, severely, « tell me instaotly, straight up
and down—whom do you love ?”

« Mr. Rounsaville,” seid I, solomnly.

«You are a foolish child,” sai¢ Uncle Adam, pat-
ting my head. «I knew Rounsaville was coming here
to-day, and so I wouldn't let you bind yourself by any
promige until he came. But what absurd nonsense is this?
Come, child, 1 won't bribe you to live single. If you marry
Rounsaville, I'll give you ten thousaund dollars.”

« Will you, uncle ?” I cried, in ecstasy.

« Don't cry any more, then,” he said, almost tenderly.
« Kiss me, my dear, and go {e.d your mother.”

I ran up-stairs.

« Mamma,” I called, « I've taken the bribe.”

I frightened her dreadfully, but soon explained.

And Uncle Adam gave me on my wedding-day the ten
thousand check with which, originally, he had bribed me to
be an old maid.

The Heir of Kesterton.

I'qHERE was consternation at Kesterton, for there could
be no doubt of it—>Morley Ashford was married. After

I but a slight hesitation, when appealed to by his amazed

mother and indignant fatber, he had acknowledged it
himself, and there was no longer any attompt made to refute
the rumors.

But his parents were in despair  Morley Ashford, the heir
of Kesterton, the oldest and finest estate in the county, had
married a slip of a girl,a mere child, daughterof a fisherman
on the coast. . A

Morley, with his tall, slight figure, his easy grace, his
frank blue eyes and clustering chestnut hair, was but twenty.
No one had dreamed of his marrying yet; but indulged, if
not spoiled, this marriage had come of the unquestioned free-
dom in which he spent his days—had been consummated
with no thought of wrong.

« It was when you and mother went to Switzerland last
autumu,” Morley said to his father.  «She was such a tak-
ing little thing. I was bewitched to go down there toold
Rushton’s, and her mother wouldn't let me see her unless X
married her. So the bauns were put up over at Blackhaven,
and Gladys and I were married. I didn’t think, I am sure
sir, but T might marry her if I liked.”

Old Peter Ashford groaned.

« Morley, you bfockhead ! ” be burst out, then checked his
impetuous anger. “Itis my owa fault. I did not realize
that you were no longera child T have told you nothing of
my wishes—my plans, what is due to yourselt, to me, to pos-
terity. Oh Morley ! all my high hopes .

The old man broke down in unwonted tears.
Morley, so careless and light-hearted, was serious enongh

now at sight of his father's grief. )
«] am very sorry, siry” he said. «What would you have

me do now 7% . 3 .
«Will you obey my requirements in this matter 7 ¥
« [ will do snything but give up Gladys.” . o
The syuire was wisely silent. He conferred with his wife.
The result was that in three days tho three set forth on an
extended continental tour—Morley’s accompanying his father
and mother being made & condition of their accepting their
daughter-in-law on their retuin. . .
For several months Morley corresponded with his wife
regularly. He tried also to futerest his mother in his young

You
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girl-wife, but she was not enthusiastic. The matter, at last,
dropped into silence between them.

At the end of six months, letters censed to come from
Gladys. Fora time this was imputed to accident; but at
length Morley appealed to his father in a very manly fashion.

«I am very anxious about my wife,sir. Something must
be wrong that she does not answer my letters.”

«Well, well ; we will see!”

Morley was told that his father's family fawyer had been
instructed to make inquiries.

. More time passed ; and at length they broke the news to

im:

Glavds and her parents had left their home for a pleasure-
trip in & light boat, which had been found overturned, and it
was believed that, capsized by & squall, the whole family had
perished. What more likely, since another letter never
came from Gladys?

The Ashfords were much concerned at their son's bitter
grief. They had not thought his love for this girl so deep.

At sight of the tears wrung from his eyes, his father fal-
tered in his words of consolation ; but his mother lifted a
warning hand, unsecn by Morley, and turned a rebuking face
upon her husband’s momentary weakness.

A little time and Morley would forget this obscure fisher-
man's daughter, and wed to suit them. -

The equire was passionate ; she was made of much sterner
mettle of the two. Unyielding as was her nature, she was
physically fragile, and at her wish the family remained abroad
for five years.

During this period, time had healed Morley Ashford’s sor-
row, but it had worked an unmistakable change in him. He
was po longer & thoughtless boy in heart or years. Atlength
his mother’s death occurred, and it was both bis own and his
fatber’s wish to return to Kesterton. :

They came home, but the firm, fragile wife seemed to
have been the oak—the mercurial, impulsive husband, with
his fine, florid physique, the vine.

Her removal out of his life prostrated him. In a few
werks he had changed marvellously. He arrived at Kester-
ton greatly weakened and altered.

W’ . an ircesistible impulse, Morley went immediately
to tic cottage on the shore that his wite's father had occupied.

Yes, it was filled with the unwelcome faces of strangers,
who repeated the story of the lost sailing boat: and, sick at
heart, he turned homeward.

A servant on horseback came galloping down the sands.

« Your father, sir, has fallen in a faint, or fit, or some-
thing, betore yonr mother's portrait, and I am going for the
doctor!”

Morley hastened home, and with tenderest care attended
his father ; but the stroke of paralysis was to prove fatal. In
four days Sir Peter died.

At the last he tried hard to commuaicate with his son,
but Morley could make nothing of the inarticulate sounds
and impotent gestures. The old man’s cfforts were only
stilled when Mr. Stephens, the lawyer, nodded an intelligent
asgsent.

-- I understand, sir,”’ he said to the dying man, who, with
a look of relicf, relapsed into an unconscious stateand expired.

After the funeral, Morley asked Mr. Stgphens what his
father had wished 10 communicate.

« He wished me to acquaint you with all youraffairs, sir.”

But Morley had little heart for business. Hislife scemed
utterly dismantled of all he loved, admired. He fell into a
melancholy which scriously injured his health.

. He tound nothing congenial but the sea, which seemed
to voice his disappuintments and murmur sympatby. He
spent hours alone on the sands,sometimes walking up to the
town, again meandering far down among the rocks and
breakers, where, on the site of an old fort, a new seaside hotel
was built. .

Mr. Stephens was spending the season there. He was a
bachelor of sixty. He bad with him a pretty boy of five—a
frank-eyed, sunny-haired little fellow, whose promised beauty
attracted Morley.

“The boy’s a pet of mine,” said Mr. Stephens. ¢ Lost his
father very young. His mother resides in my family. He's
Jjust over an illuess, and I brought him down here to get put
to rights.”

Little Frank seemed to find o fascination in Morley's
b

grave smile. He would leave his old friend's side to steal
his little hand in hig, and walk with him down the sands.
By degrees, during the summer, Morley became very fond of
J£he child. In the autumn he said to Mr. Stephens,—

« Frank has no father. 1f his mother will give him up,
I will adopt him ” This was finally agreed upon, and little
Frank came to Kesterton.

1t seemed strange to Morley that a little child could so
brighten his life; but as he rode and drove with the boy,
trained and taught him, existence began to have = flavor,
and the two were inseparable.

In the spring, Mr. Stephens proposed a music-teacher for
the boy, who was with difficulty kept away from the piano.

« His musical taste should be cultivated, and I will find
you a teacher.”

«Agreed!” eaid Morley. In a few days the teacher, who
was to be a resident at Kesterton, arrived—not, as Morley
expected, a man—buta lady,

She was very elegaut and digmified, and very beautiful. .
There was something singular in a fair complexion, and blue
eyes, and fine, black brow, and raven hair; but Morley pri-
vately pronounced Miss Dalton the most beautiful woman
he had ever seen. Her quiet, serene ways, too, suited his
melancholy, and she became easily domesticated in the house.

Before long he realized it. He kpew that he liked to
look at the beautiful figure dropping harmony from its slen-
der fiugers on the piano—the womanly presence, sweet, low-
voiced, black-robed, that sat so unobtrusively at his fireside, *
shared bis meals, his books, his thoughts.

It was pleasant—perilously pleasant, for'soon he learned
that he must give up Kesterton, and that he was compara-
tively a poor man. An interview with Mr. btephens made a
dissolving view of his home.

After a few days spent’ih perplexing and troubled thought,
he asked for an interview with Miss Dalton.

She came down into the library, little Frank with her.

« Will you give me your attention a few minutes?” said
Morley. And Miss Dalton seated herself.

«Yam forced to give yon warning of something which
gives me great pain,” he said. «I have been very glad to
have yon at Kesterton, but we must part.”

Miss Dalton expressed her surprise.

« A proviso of the will of the original owner of Kesterton
forbide it’s being in possession of any descendant of the line
who,at thirty, is withoutan heir. Inamontls I shall be thirty.”

« And you are to marry ?” interrogated Miss Dalton.

« Y am married already ¥

He briefly told her his story,  With difficulty he restrained
his emotions as he told of Gladys’ loss. There was u silence.

« Excuse me," said Miss Dalton, who had been regarding
him earnestly, “but I think I can relieve your uncertainty
and suspense in this matter. Iknow your wife, and sheis liv-
ing.” -

« Gladys alive 7"

« Mr, Stephens was in your father's confidence, or more
especially your mother’s. Gladys’ parents were bribed to
take her away, and they simply removed to Wales. The
boat was intentionally capsized and set adrift after they left
it. Unknown to vour parents, Mr. Stephens took a persoual
interest in Gladys, and assisted her in many ways, so that
she finally became a music-teacher in the family of a wealthy
gentleman.” ’

«Where is she now ?”

«] will find her for you, if you wish.”

«T do. Yet there is no heir! »

« Pardon,” trembling, “but there is an heir.
you not know mamma ?”

The white, jeweled hand swept the mass of raven hair from
that beautiful head, revealing abumdant ripples of pale gold,
encircling a fair brow, which had ever been strangely familiar.

« T amt Gladys, Morley, and this is our childI”

His moment of recognition repaid him, in its wild joy, for
all he had suffered.

# Your father wished to inform you that I was probably
living, at his death,” said Gladys, « but was unable. Mr.
Stephens told me all—kind friend to us that he has been!
I have hesitated to present myself—I have feared you no lon-
ger loved me. Butyou will take the new Gladys for the sake
of the old,who has aiways loved you ; and Krank youare fond
ofalready !’ AndXKesterton was nolonger without heir! K.S.

Frank do
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4‘But words are things, and a small drop of ink
Fallinglike dew upon a thought prodiuces

That which makes thousands, perhaps miillons, think,"

Ono cannot clways be & hero, but one can always bea
man.

Too great refinement is false delicacy, and true delicacy
i8 solid refinement.

The Washington Qazelte gives a veceipt how to catcha
hugband. It is to follow him when he goes out nights.

A Foxburgh woman gave her husband morphine to cure
him of chewing tobacco. It cured him, but she is doing her
own harvesting.

If you have built castles in the air, your work need not
be lost. That is where they should be ; but put foundations
under them. .

One of the illusions is that the present hour is not the
critical, decisive hour. Write it on your heart that every
<ay is the best day in the year.

Said Brown, «Smith won’t have sosoft a thing as he had.”
« T don’t know,” replied Johnson ; the'll have a soft thing as
long as hedon't lose his head.”

To know how to say what other people only think, is
what makes men poets and sages ; and to dare to say what
others only dare to think, makes men martyrs or reformers,
<or both.

The crowning fortune of a man is to be born to some
pursuit which finds him in employment and happiness—
whether it be to make baskets, or broadswords, or canals or
statues, or songs.

« My dear,” said a fond wife, “ when we were engaged I
always slept with your last letter under my pillow.” & And
I murmured her husband, « I often went to sleep over your
letters,”

«How much did you pay for your new dress?” asked
Mrs. Smith. «Eightcents a yard—they asked me ten cents.”
« Why,” said Mrs. Smith, « it is just like mine, isn't it? But
1 did better than you. They asked me eighteen cents, and 1
got it for twelve cents. I got off more than you.”

Charley went to see the apple of his eye the other even-
ing, and, after a proper amount of atfectionate conversation,
said, « I'll give you a pair of earrings, dear, if you'll earn them
by letting me bore your ears.”” Haven’t I earned them
already, then ?” queried the fair object of his affections.

Vereker has hit upon a scheme whereby he expects to
make a fortune. He will advertise largely, « For ten cents
I will disclose a plan whereby one-cent postage stamps can
be made to do the work of three-cent stamps.” His plan is
perfectly simple, and cannot fail. Use three of them.~— The
Judge. :

In Chicago, the other night, 8 mind reader was asked by
& prominent citizens on the stage to tell what he was wishiog
for at that moment. The mind reader placed his hand on tae
gentlemun's forehead, and quickly replied, “You are wishiug
that these experiments were over, so you could slip out and
get a drink.” And everybody said, # Wonderful 1"

Ten years ago two loving hearts were separated by a
little quarrel, owing to the miscarriage of an explaaatory
letter. Ho went West and married : she stayed East and
married, and now both are once more free. He has eight
-children and the jauadice, and she seven aud the dyspepsia,
and 2either has any idea of ever marrying again. Truth
maay be stranger thaa fiction, but it is not so rumantic, says
the Fhiladelphia News. -~

A wine merchant in Leipzig retaius a poet to write ad-

vertisements in both Eoglish and German, and publishes an
<«lmanac in which the tfollowing original argument against
water-drinking is introduced :

And to the Lord old Noah said,

«The water now tastes very bad,

Because there have been drowned therein

All beasts and mankind in their gin;

And therefore, Lord, I even think

I should prefer some other drink.

LITERARY LINKLETS. -
Pt
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Mr. Edwin Arnold has another volume of Indiun verse
nearly ready for the press.

Edmuvd C, Stedman, the “banker-poet”” has recently
begun the erection of.a beautiful country-house at New
Castle, N H. *

A critic says of the production of Mr. Wilkie Collins’
new play, « Rank and Riches,” that the audience laughed
heartily—in the wroog places. .

Eogland spends six times as much for wars actual and
possible as for education; France fifteen times as much;
and Russia eighty times as much.

A grand-daughter of Robert Burns, the daughter of his
eldest son Robert, is in extreme poverty and in receipt of
relief from the London Scottish Corporation.

Mr. Austin Dobson will priut before long a collection of
poems written by him since 1880. He is now at work ona
volume of « Selectionsg from Steele,” and is also revising for
the Clarendon Press a selection from Horace Walpole's letters.

Since Longlellow and Emerson died,” said Whittier to «
newspaper correspondent, recently, « Dr, Holmes and T ve-
ceive much of their fugitive correspondeace, which, added to
our own, sometimes proves a serious burden. I receive let-
ters daily from Portland, Me,, to Portland, Or., from misses in
their teens to boys in college. ‘I'hey send me their verses
with a request that I attend to their publication and remit
them the proceeds from time to time. The most, however,
entreat my autograph, a request I would grant more willingly
if I knew them. As to my health, I caanot complain; I
have never been able to do protracted work, owing to severe
neuralgic pains in the head, from which I have suffered since
I wasa boy. Unfortunately, I have promised considerable
work to the publishers, and this promise, unperformed,
weighs like an incubus upon my spirits.”

Mrs. Hanning, the youngest sister of Carlyle, was lately
«interviewed ” by & newspaper reporter and in response to
aquestion about Carlyle's much-talked-of irritability replied :
« He was a great sufferer from dyspepsia. I have kuown
him to pass many and many a night of sleepless torture
with what he called his : diabolical stomach,’ but I never
saw him cruel, or a bear, or more irritable than other men.
He and Mrs Carlyle were very happy in each other, but in
summing up their lives this ought to be always remembered <
Mrs. Carlyle had no children. As the years went oun she
tired of reading and telt more and more the need of her hus-
baud’s close companionship. He couldn’t give it, being
wholly devoted to letters, and so I suppose she brooded over
it a good deal. They were, nevertheless, sincerely attached
to each other, and in Tom’s vacatious he was a3 merry a3 &
boy with her. Of course those vacations were far apart, but
they came at least as often as he finished a book.?

The daily life of a popular novelist is thus described :
« James Payne, the novelist, lives in one of the most attrac-
tive houses in Maida Vale, London, and speads most of his
time there, except, of course, when at his office. He says
that in his boyhood he never took part in any games or

'sports, and to this day does n’t know anything about cricket,

tennis, croquet, rowing, yachting, horseback-riding, or any-
thing of the sort. He does n't take any recreation now ; not
even walking or going to the theatre. Leaving his housein
the morning. he goes to the nearest’cab-stand-—about twenty
steps from his door—and rides to his office. From 10 to L
o'cluck he writes fiction,and then walks—one block—to the
Reform Club and takes lunch with his old friend, William
Black. Then he goes back to his office and reads MSS. asd
proofs until 4 o'clock, when he returns to the clubaud plays
whist for an hour and a-half. Then he rides home, dines,
dozes in his chair, goes to bed and sleeps ten hours, gets up
and takes breakfast, and starts off again on the same routioe,
which he repeats day after day, with no van.tion nor shad-
ow of turning. He smokes forty or fifty pipes of tobacco a-
dnuy ; in fact he smokes constantly., e writes an execrable
bund, and huas his daughter copy all bis MSS. with a type~ .
writer to send to the printer.”

—
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Until the present published on the 15th of every month, will,
East Ont., by Messrs. Lawson § Jones.
tion of the FawiLy CinciLE, showing practically the
35' able portion of the United States, warrants us iu
and by so doing give our readers more than four times the
Extraordinary Offer :
will send the FauiLy CircLE weekly one year for
“one dollar; or if two old subscribers wish to renew together,
Subsecribers whose subscriptions expire after this month,
Examine the date on the slip with your name and renew
after the above date (September 15th) the magazine will be
We want the assistance of our friends everywhere. Show
it is the cheapest paper in existence.
evening among your friends than by hard

"N m——
after the 15th of Seplember next, be published every Friday, at
the London East Printing and Publishing House, London

ANNOUNCEMENT !

28

B gHE RAPID INCREASE IN THE CIRCULA-
A

Yoy favor with which it is received throughout the

whole of the Dominion of Canada and & consider-

making a bold Step forward and henceforth issuing our
magazine

present amount of reading matter, while we will only in-

crease the subscription price o

To our present subscribers and their friends we will
make the following

To all whose subscriptions expire with the present num-
Ler, who renew before the 15th day of September next, we

CENTS. H() CENTS.

provided they enclose one other name with an additional
we will accept as payment for both, for one year, one dollar
and fifty cents.

by sending us seventy-five cents before September 15th, will

have one year added to their credit on our mailing list.

it another year while you have this rare opportunity.

REMEMBER

issued weckly at $1.00 a year, and the above liberal induce-

ments will absolutely close with that date.

your ueighbors this number and tell them it will be issued

weekly after the 15th of September, and that at $1.00 a year
Send for our Terms to Agents. You can

make more Cash with our Magazine in an

‘work the whole day. ,

LAWSON & JONES,

Publishers, London East.

RESPONSES TO READERS.

All  communications for answer in this column should be
addressed_Correspondents’ Depariment, Fawmily Circle Office,
London East.

M. F.—Hypocrisy is symbolized by Ebony, and Intrinsic:
Worth by.Gentian.

P M.—No; the use of ammonia in water for bathing is:
not considered hurtful by physicians.

M. J.—William and Mary Howitt were not brother and
sister, but man and wife. Mrs. Howitt’s maiden name was,
Mary Botham. .

W.T —The tenth anniversary of the warriage is called
the tin wedding. The invitations for this anniversary may
be made upon cards covered, with a tin card inclosed.

J. C.—Agents for the Faxiy Circie will be able to make-
decidedly more handling it as & weckly than as & monthly,
on account of the commission’s being so much larger an:
amount on each subscription.

Picyic.—It is very rude to delay in answering an invita-
tion. You should at once return an acceptance or regret.
All regrets from persons who do not accept invitations,
should contain & reason for regretting.

M. S.—To take stains out of silks, make a solution of two-
ounces of essence of lemon, and one ounce of oil of turpen-
tine. Reb the silk gently-with linen cloth dipped in the-
solution. For acid stains apply spirits of ammonia with a.
soft rag. )

WesT.— You should becareful to write nothing in your
letters to the young lady that bas not & dignified tone. While-
you feel as you do at present it would be well, at least, to-
write nothing that you would be ashamed of coming under
the eyes of a third party. .

ILnzzie T.—There has, apparently, been nothing whatever
in the gentleman’s conduct to warrant your assumption.
His familiarity before your introduction should be encugh to-
put you on your guard against too intimate companionship-.
until you are better acquainted.

AcqesT.—The publishers of the Fasxiy Circie always.
accept one or three cent postage stamps for amounts less.
than onedollar. Our circular containg private lerms to agents
and all necessary instructions for canvassing for the maiza-
zine as a weekly will be forwarded to you in a few days.

Youno Gest.—We would only advise you to act as natural’
and easy as you can when in the young lady’s company. If
in this way you cannot win her love, you will not be able to-
in any other. You will find that cultivating all the qualities
of perfect, moral manhood will be of great service to you.

fan~—You can darken your switches to their original
brown color in the following way: Obtain a yard of dark
brown calico. Boil it uatil the color has well come out into-
the water. Then into this water dip the hair, and take it out
and dryit. Repeat the operation until it shall be of the-
required depth of shade.

P. P—A wag once wrote:

A maan is au ignoramus
Or baser yet, a scamp,
‘Who writes for information
And doesn’t send a stamp.
Plesse profit by the lesson.

Mary H—We dc not care to advise you in the matter;.
but would suggest that you may be only for & while attracted:
by the new face and manners. It is gencrally safe to stick
to old friends whom you thoroughly know, and apply the:
same rule in love affuirs as far as you can control your affec-
tions by reason.

K. X.—You would be very unwise to make a present that
you cannot easily afford, no matter how much you admire or
respect the lady referred to ; the recipient, if she knows any-.
thing of your circumstances, will think that you had better
have kept it yourzelf or the money paid fo . When you
do make a present, however, let there be nothing in your man--
ner to indicate thut you cannot afford it.
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HEALTH AND DISEASE.
e D e
Mens sana tn corpore sano.

Noises in the Ear.

This most unplearant accompaniment of disease of the ear
is sometimes 8o distressing that the patient is rendered
almost frantic. Indeed, cases of insanity have been traced
to this cause alone. Some casos may be relieved by simple
inflation of the ear, which may be done by grasping the nose
with the thumb and forefinger in such a way as to close it
completely, closing the wouth, and then making an effort to
expel the air through the nose. This should not be repeated
oftener than two or three times a week.—Good Health.

Pre-natal Impressions.

Mr. and Mrs. N., married twenty-eight years, have eleven
children, nine on earth and two in heaven.

Mr. N. is an honorable man among men, but loud and
domineering in his family. Mrs. N. is a refined lady, grace-
ful and sweet with her children and friends, but shrinking
aud awkward in the presence of her husband. She is one of
the most timid of those wives who dare not say their souls
are their own. Sheis a devoted Christian, and finds much
comfort in her bible. Her husband is religious too, but ia
streaks. He is not interested in the Sermon on the Mount,
but clings to the passages which inculcate the obedience of
wives. He reads with approval the verse ending, “and he
shall rule over thee.” He likes that sort of thing. Itis
clear and distinct, while to him the sermon on the mount is
filled with glittering generalities. He says you can’t tell
just how to apply it, but that « Wives, submit yourselves
unto your own husbands, as unto the Lord,” is clear.

« Mr. and Mrs. N, never quarrel ; they are onein everytbing,
and ke is the one.

There is a popular recognition of & law in the saying
that all distinguished men get their talent from their mothers;
that no great man has come of a weak motber. We may
assume that the parents contribute equally, at first, to their
offspring; but from that moment, the father's direct iuflu-
ence ceases, while the mother goes on nearly three hundred
days and nights, every moment impressing her physical,
mental,and moral condition upon hex child, not incidentally,
but directly and overwhelmingly.

It would not be difficult to fill & volume with illustrations
of the transmission of couvruge from mother to child. The
case of the family before us is sufficiently impressive. Mrs.
N. began married life with courage. The mother had warned
her that Mr. N. might prove a tyraut, and she had resolved
to maintain he~ rights. At first she was partially successful,
and for two or three years was a good deal under the domi-
nation of aroused courage and determination. The oldest
child, a daughter, is remarkable for force. She is likely to
accomplish more in life than all her six brothers. She is
strangely unlike the other children. The last three, all sons,
are timid and shrinking to a painful degree. It is safe to
predict that they will accomplish nothing. How is it pos-
sible, when the mother bhas constantly impressed upon every
atom of their being for three hundred days and nights her
cowed and shrinking condition, how is it possible that they
should escape, and come into life brave?

In a society wise in these vital laws, Mr. N would be
pronounced a fit subject for an idiot asylum.

Mr. N.is saving money for his children, that they may
have a good start in life. A thousand fold more would he
add to their success and happiness if he would let them
receive, both before and after birth, the spirit of a frec, strong
mother. The mischief does not end at birth. A cowed and
cringing mother, ever with her children, giving them their
first and deepest impressions, will constantly exhibit a weak-
ness and subterfuge which, to her children, must prove
wretchedly demoralizing. If they are to grow up honest,
‘brave and strong, their first teacher must be honest, brave
and strong. It makes one dizzy to think what human pro-
gress would be, under a self-reliant, courageous, indepen-
dent motherhood.—Dto Lewis.

Polish Girls.

#«In Poland,” says Bayard TPaytor, #girls do not jump
from infancy to young ladyhood. They are not gent from
the cradle directly to the parlor, to dress, sit still and look
pretty. No, they are treated as children should be. During
childhood, which extends through a period of several years,
they are plainly and loosely dressed, and allowed to rum,
romp, and play in the open air. They take in sunshine as.
docs the flower. Thoy are not loaded down, girded about,.
and oppressed every way with countless frills and super-
abundant flounces, so as to be admired for their much cloth-
ing. Plain, simple food, free and various exercise,and abun--
dant sunshine during the whole period of childhood, are the:
secrets of beauty in after life.”

. Tight Laocing. -
Some foolish women actually seem to think that tight
lacing is & very excellent thing, that it gives style and char-
acter to the female walk if not to the conversation, and that.
but for this operation the whole world would lapse into bar-
barism and positive ugliness. The Creator, they hold, was
quite mistaken in his idea of what constitutes the beauty of”
the female figure., An old physician stands up for tight lac-
ing on a different ground. He holds that it is ono of the
greatest bleseings which society knows, for it greatiy helps.
to kill oft the foolish women and to save the sensible ones
alive. Rather a shrewd old fellow that. How anybody can
see female beauty in a figure which, in the expressive lan-
guage of a Toronto divine, is made up of two islands and an
istbmus, is more than we can imagine. It is & mercy and a
pleasure to see 50 many waists as nature intended them to
be, with all respect to the wa:n theory and practice be it
spoken.

‘Words of Experience.

There comes a time in the evening of a physician’s life-
when he lougs to speak out and say just what he thinks.
So we hear an old and famous doctor declare, ¢« If all the
medicines in the world were cast into the sea, it would be
better for men and worse for the fishes.” Another physician,.
who long stood at the head of the profession in Great Britain,
and was the Queen’s confidential adviser, after looking over
the whole field of medicine, affirms, « Things have arrived at
such a pitch that they cannot be worse ; they must mend or
end” Another of sixty years eminent experience says, ¢ It
would be better for the human race if we had no doctors.”
A volume might be filled with such utterances from eminent
ph3sicians, written in the evening of life.

After forty years observation we venture the opinion that.
the world could not get on without doctors, but they should
stop peddling pills and teach us the laws of health. Should
physicians heartily unite in this work, they would confer a
blessing on the race, the magnitude of which no finite mind
could measure. The world would then learn that of all bene-
factors, doctors stand first. Here an ounceof prevention is.
worth & ton of cure

Among health themes, in our country, the food question.
stands first. Perhaps you don't fancy these food reformers.
You don’t like their war on your palate. We are inclined to
join you and defend the palate. We beliecve the Creator
intended man to enjoy eating, and not to be forever moaning
out, #I wonder if this is good for me.” Such painful con-
sciousness, where a del‘ghtful abandon was intended, is mon-
strous and pitiful. It is true that man is a spiritual Leing,.
but a large and very substantial part of him is animal. This.
large and substantial part was intended to enjoy life and not.
to be snubdbed.

Qur table pleasures may be doubled ; and wedo not mean-
by some triumph of the moral, but through a more cunning
management of the table. With skill in the kitchen, we
should sooun learn that the most digestible and putritious
foods will give most pleasure to those who never try them.
People must take the trouble to try them.—Lewis.

Thousands of persons starve themselves into thinness,
paleness and nervousness, by living on white bread and sweet
things, and sleeping too little. Oat meal, cracked wheat,
graham bread and beéf, with plenty of sleep, would make
them plnmp and ruddy.
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THE PARLOR AND KITCHEN.

FASHION NOTES.

All shades of gray arc popular.

Plaited blouse waists and long apron overskirts are still
~rorn.

Nuns' gray riding-habits, relieved by a dash of crimson,
are very stylish and fashionable.

Muslin bonnets with cap crowns and plaited lace brims
are among the season’s nuvelties.

Light mourning muslins have dots of white on black
grounds, or black dots on white grounds.

The most fashionable shades of the silk ave pigeon’s throat,
ooseberry green, and Marechal Neil yellow.

Bouquets are not now worn on the corsage, but at the
waist. They should be large and loosely put together and
of only one kind of flowers. .

Black grenadines dresses are much worn by young ladies.
A low-necked and short-sleeved badice of black silk or satin
is worn under the grenadine, the bare arms and shoulders
showing through.

DOMESTIC RECIPES.

Porato Sour, WesTBRN StvLE —For two quarts of soup,
pecl and slicea quart of potatoes and three large white onions;
put.them over the fire in sufficient boiling water to cover
them, with a teaspoonful of salt and a tablespoonful of butter,
and boil them until they are tender enough to rub through
a sieve with a potato masher; meantime rub to a smooth paste
a heaping teaspounful eachof butter and flour; after the veg-
etables are rubbed through the sieve put them again over
the fire, with two quarts of hot milk, the flour and butter
rubbed together, and a salatable seasoning of sult and pepper,
and stir the soup uatil it boils; then let it boil for two or
threc minutes, and after that serve it with some small dice
of toasted bread.

Frien Crevusers.—Pare, cut into lengthwise slices, more
than quarter of an inch thick, and lay for half an hourin iced
water; wipe each piece dry, sprinkle with pepper and salt,
and dredge with flour; fry to a light brown in good dripping
<or butter, drain, and serve hot.

For Ox10s Fravur.—~1f ouions which are to be boiled are
put in salted water after they are preled; aad are allowed to
remain in it for an hour before they are cooked, they will
leose se much of their distinctive flavor that they wiil rarely
tremind one hours after ot what he had fur dinncr. Oagivns
that are to be caten taw may be treated in the same way.

Cory Breao.—Mix together thoroughly by putting
through a sieve or other wire oue pound of Indian meal and
onc pound and z-half of wheat floar,two ounces of baking
powder,and a tauvlespoonfui of salt, then beat together three
ounces of sugar, three ounces of butter, and four eggs; add
this to the flour and make a stift batter, usidg warm milk in
winter and cold in summer, bake in small tins.

Cony Mear Merrins—One pint milk, three eggs, and a
small picce of Lutter, stir in milk for a batter just thick
c¢nough to drop from a spoon. Bake in gem pausina hot
oven.

Razsiy Pre ~Take one cup of crackers, rolled very fine,
one cup of cold witer, the juice and rind of one lcinon, one
cup of raisins stoned and chopped very fine, aud onv heaping
teacupiul of sugar. Beat these thoroughly together, and add
one cgg the last thing  Bake with a thin upper and under
crust; Tub the top crust with the white of an egg, or with a
little mil th sugar dissolved in it; bake in 2 modemate
oven, but vrown the pie by sctting it on the shelf in the
oven. .

Mocstaiy Dew Puppisg —One cupful of rolled crackers,
one pint and a-half of milk, three cgus, two tablespoonfuls
of white sugar,a-half teaspoonful of salt ; flavor with nutmeg;
serve with sauce.

CrecoLate Jriiy.—Four small cakes of chocolate grated
and one and a-balf pints of milk boiled together. Then add
rugar and vanilla to taste, and one bux of gelatine dissolved
in a little water.  Boil all together for a foew minutes, then
set away to cool.

Creay Savce—Melt in a saucepan an ounce of butter
with an ounce of flour, stir and fry two minutes, but do not
brown, dilute with a pint of milk, add salt, pepper and nut-
meg and a bay leaf, stir and boil five minutes, finish with two
ounces of butter in small bits, mingle well, and press through
a napkin.

Frozex Onranoes.—Remove the peel and slice theoranges;
to each pound of oranges add three.quarters of a pound of
sugar and one-halt pint of water, and freeze.

Buackserry Conrnian.—To one quart of blackberry juice
add one pound of white sugar, half an ounce of grated nut-
meg, and half an ounce of pulverized cinnamon. Tie the
spicein a fine muslin bag, boil the wholeand skim it. When
no more scum rises, set it away to zet cold,and add one gint
of best brandy. Cloves dand allspice may be added in the -
proportion of a-quarter of an ounce of each.

MISCELLANEOUS RECIPES.

For rougli bands use lemon juice.

Strong lye cleans tainted pork barrels.

Tepid milk aud water clean oilcloth without soap.

Turpentine applied to a cut is preventative of lockjaw.

A hot shovel held over furniture removes white spots.

To make a carpet look fresh, wipe with s damp cloth after
sweeping.

Clean tea or coffee cups with scouring-brick ; it makes

them look as good as new.

Remove ink-stains on silk, woollen or cotton by saturat-
ing with spirits of turpentine.

Cover piants with newspapers while sweeping. Alsoput
a little ammonia on them once a week. .

Remove flower-pot stains from window-sills by rubbing
with fine wood ashes, and rinse with clean water.

A paste of equal parts of sifted ashes, clay and salt, and a
little water, cements cracks in stoves and oveas.

A mixture of two parts glycerine,one part ammonia, and
a little rose water whittens and softens the hands.

Two tablespopnfuls ot coal oil poured in each boiler of
clothes makes washing casier and whitens without injuring
the clothes.

Breises.—To prevent the skin from discoloring aftera

low or fell, take a little dry starch or arruwroot, moisten it
with cold water, and lay it on the injured part. Do it
immediately, and all change of colot will be avoided.

Ax Isporsize Isk.—An ink which does not dry soon on
the pad and is quickly taken by the paper is thus wade:
Aniline color ir solid forin, 16 parts ; boiling distilled water,
80 parts; glycerine, 7 parts, and syrup, 3 parts. The color
is dissvlved in hot water and the other ingredients are added
while the water is being agitated. This indorsing ink is said
to acquire its good quality from the addition of the syrup.

TuitaTioy Coral Basger,—Take wire that is covered with
cloth, such as wire used for hat-rims or old hoop-skirts ; form
them into any shape your taste dS¥ires, get common beeswax,
enough to cover your wire, and buy at the drug storc some
Chinese vermillion, melt together and roll, while hot, your
basket in it, if you tic picces of wrapping twine over it, cut
into ends half an inch iong, it will look rice.

WisriNGg Froin.—One pourd cau of concentrated Iye, one
ounce of ammonia, (lump) half an ounce salts of tartar;
dissolve Iye in five quarts of soft water, set it on the stove
till dissolved, when cold, put in a jug, and add other ingredi-
ents, shake well and cork tight, always shake jug before
turning out any to use, For an ordinary washing usc ahout
half a cup of the fluid, put clothes to soak over nightin
soap suds, and add the fluid. A porcelain kettle is the best
to make the fluid in as it rusts an iron kettle, and docs not
hurt a porcelain one. It is so nice to scrub with, too, makes
tho floor and tables white as chalk. Of course it is strong,
and you must be careful not to getit on your hands asit
would burn like any strong lye, but it don’t hurt the clothes
at all, and is such a help.

—
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OUR BIOGRAPHICAL BUREAU.
—

“‘Lives of great men all remind us
Wao can make our 1lives sublime,

And departing, leavo behind us
Foot-priuts on the sands of time.”

William QGladstone.

P
%HERE is a story of an American going on a pilgrimage

to Chelsea to look at the house where Carlyle lived,
and being much scandalized to find that an inhabitant
of the locality had never heard of the great man, and
‘was consequently unable to say which house in Cheyne Row
he occupied. One can imagine a tourist of the same reverent
disposition visiting Oxford with a list of the great men who
had been educated at that university, and trying to ascertain
from college gate-porters what rooms these celebrities ten-
anted as undergraduates. The rooms would in most cases be
still existent, for Oxford changes little; but the porters
would be at asad loss to fusnish any record of those who
owned them in old time. . . * That au emi-
nent man should, when a boy have lived here or there may
seem to be a matter of sligbt moment. Nevertheless there
is someteing in the genius luci, in associations of a place
where 8 man lives; aund considering what distances people
will iravel to see atable on which somebody wrote, or a tree
under which somebody preached, it does strike one as a little
incongruous to find undergraduates sometimes occupying
rooms fraught with intensely interesting memories and  yet
baving no knorwledge shatever of their predecessors.

Not long ago an undergraduate of Trinity was informed
that be had the rooms which were once John Newman’s (the
Cardinal). Being a lazy man his first impulse was to exclaim,
“1 hope the thing wou t get about, or I shall be pestered by
reporters and photographers like Toole in tke t Birth-place
of Podgers.”” But next term he hung a portrait of Cardinal
Newman over his maatelpiece; then he took to reading his
Eminence’s works ; and in the result, though he did not
change his religion, he was converted from an idle man into
an industrious one. What is more he always kept his apart-
meats in excellent order lest, as he said, the Cardinal him-
self orsome of his friends should come to visit the old rooms.
In this case at least there was a man who feels that succes-
sion brings duties with it, and it must be added that he did
not relapse into his old ways when it was discovered that
there was a mistake about Lis inneritance, and that the John
Newman in whose room he sat was not the author of the
“ Apologia,” but a noted {ox-hunter. M . hd

Gladstone had come up from: Eton with quite an uncom-
mon reputation for ability, and all his contemporaries agree
in saying that he wastegarded av a young mau of exceptional
promise  His management of the Eton Miscellany had
shown what power he possessed of attracting Iads of talent
into his fellowship, and of maintaining his ascendeacy over
¢hem ; and at Christ Church he became in his first term the
Tecognized leader « £ 2 sct whose doings were watched sith
interest by dons and undergraduates alike. His fluency in
argumentation, and the trouble he took to convince people
of things which often did uot seem worth a dispute, were
amoag the moticeatle traits in his chamcter ; but this fond-
ness for reasoning had been purposely fostered in him by his
father. ¥r John Gladstone liked that his childcen should
exercise their judgment by stating the why and wherefore
of every opinion they offered, und a college friend of William's
who went on a visit to Fasquoin Kincardineshire during the
summer of 1829, furnishes amusing particiilars of the family
customsin that house, % where the children and their parents
argned upon everything* «They would debate as to
whether the trout shonla be boiled or broiled, whether a
wisdow should be opencd, and whether it was likely to be
fine or wet next day. It was all pertectly good-humored,
but curious to a stranger because of the evideat care which
all the disputaots took to advance no proposition, even as
the prospect of rain, rashly  Onc day Thomas Gladstone
Lnocked down a wasp with his handkerchief and wa3 about
to crush it on the table, when the father started the question
a8 to whether he had the right to kill tho insect; and this
point was discussed with as much seriousness as if a human
life had been at stake. When at last it was adjudged that

the wasp deserved death because ho was a trespasser in the
drawing-room, a common enemy and a danger there, it was
found that the insect had crawled from under the handker-
chief, and was flyiog away with a sniggering sort of buzz, as
if to mock them all.”

On another occasion William Gladstone and his sister
Mary disputed a8 to where a certain picture ought to be
hung. An old Scotch servant came in with a ladder and
stood irresolute while the argument progressed ; but as Miss
Mary would not yield, William gallantly ceased trom speech,
though unconvinced of course. The servant then hung up
the picture where the young Iady ordered ; but when he had
done this he crossed the room and hammercd 2 nail into the
opposite wall. He was asked why he did this: ©« Aweel,
miss, that'll do to hang the picture on when ye'll have come
roond to Master Willie's opeenion.”

The family gencrally did come round to William's opinion,
for the resources of his tongue-fencing were wonderful, and
his futher, who admired a clever feint as much us a straight
thrust, never failed to encourage him by saying: « Hear,
hear ; well said, well put, Willic!” if the young debater bore
himself well in an encounter. Another thing which Mr.
John Gladstone taught his children was to accomplish to the
end whatever they might begin, and no matter kow insig-
nificant the undertaking might be. Assuming that the en-
terprise had been commenced with a deliberate, thoughtful
purpose, it would obvicusly be weakness to abandon if,
whereas if it had been entered upon without thought it
would be useful to carry it through asa lesson against acting
without reflection. The tenacity with which William Glad-
stone adhered to this principle exercised no doubt a beneficial
moral discipline upon himself, but was frequently very try-
ing to his companions. %At Fasque,” says his friend already
quoted, * we often had archery practice, and the arrows that
went wide of the targets would get lost in the long giass.
Most of us would have liked to collect only the arrows that
we could find without trouble, and then begin shooting
again ; but this was not Willinm's way. He would insist
that all the arrows should be found before we shot our
second volley, and would marshal us in Indian file and
make us tramp about in the grass till every quiver had been
refilled. Once we were so long in hunting for a particular
arrow that dust canee on and we had to relinguish the search.
The next morning as I was dressing 1 saw through my
window Wililam rangiong the field and prodding into every
tuft of grass with a stick. He had been busy in this way
fur two hours, and at length he found the artow jast befare
breakiest. 1 remarked that he had wasted a good deal of
time: « Yes and No," he said I was certtin the arrow could
be found if I looked fur it in a certain way,but it wasthe longest
way and I failed several times from trying shorter methods.
When I sct to work in the proper fashion I succeeded.”
*Well done, Willie! concurred his always appreciative
futher.”

It was the same at Oxford. Gladstone would start for &
walk to some place cight miles distrnt, and make.up his
miad to go “at least more than half the way.” Rain might
fall in torrents (a serions matter in those days when™no un-
dergraduate ever carried an umbrella), bat this would not
shake hin from his purpose; so long as he had not passed
his fourth mile-post nothing would make him turn back.
Dirccted towards hiigher obyects, this stabbornuess could be
dignified with the name of perseverance, and it was a master
quality that kept all Gladstone's friends in sutjection $o him
more or less. Those who woald not give in to lnm from
reason would do so to aveid a contest—3his being a world in
which there are more carthen pots than iron ones, and the
carthen try to escape collisions when they can. Besides,
Gladstone's intense conviction of being always in the right
gave him an assured superiority over young men who did
not ponder very deeply over their opinions and were not
prepared to defend them sgaiust vigorous onslaughts.
« Gladstone secms to do all the thicking for us,’ Frederick
Rogers once said ; * the only trouble is that when ko starts
some new idea he expects you to sec all its boautics at once
as clearly as hedoesafier studying them.””  Years afterwards,
when Mc. Gladstone had become Prime Mirzister, another old
college friend observed . © You must know Gladstone to un-
derstand how much it costs him to give up any clause in a
bill which be has framed. He hates compromise as a con~
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cession of good to evil. He cannot acknowledge half-truths
or admit the value of half.good. What grieves him is not
the humiliation of being beaten by his systematic foes, but
the misery of baviog failed to convinco those who protess to
Le his fricnds and to let themselves be guided by him; and
again when he surrenders a particle of what he considers
right, he is at war with his restive conscience, asking him-
self whether he was morally justified in yielding to serve
party ends.” As a set-off one must quote the opinion of the
Bishop of St. Audrews (Dr. Charles Wordsworth), who was
Gladstone’s private tutor during the latters second year at
Oxford, as to Lis pupil’s openness to cogent argument, came
it whence it might: « He would wrestle like a Cornishman
with any theory hostile to his way of thinking, but if he got
a fair fall he owned it ; and it was always his way to make
a full and gracious submxmon to any argument that had got
the mastery of his reason.”— Temple Bar.

Life.

‘The mere lapse of years is not life. T'o eat, and drink,
and sleep; to e exposed to darkness aud the light ; to pace
round in the mill of habit, and turn thought into an imple-
ment of trade—this isnot life. In all this but a poor frac-
tion of the conscientiousness of humanity is awakened, and
the sauctities still slumber which made it worth while to be.
Knowledge. truth, love, beauty, gvoduess, faith, alone can
give vitality 1o the mechanisin of existence. The laugh of
mirth that vibrates through the heart—the tears that freshen
the dry wastes within—~the music that brings childhood
bark—the prayer that calls the futare near—the doubt which
wakes us meditate—the death which startles us with mys-
tery—the hardship which forces us to struggle—the anxiety
which ends in trust—are the true nourishmentof our natural
being.

Then and Now.

Here is the same old mansion,
With its quaint, noss.covered towers,
And the summer sunlight sleeping
On the gleam of the garden flowers.

And the wild dove, farin the fir-wvood
Cooing in monotone ;

And the stately, silent court-yard,
With its antique dial-stone.

The swallows have come as of yore, lad,
From over the sunny sea,

And the cup of the lily echoes
To the hum of the wandering bec;

The lark, in its silvery treble,
Sings up to the deep blue sky;
But the house is not as it was, lad,

In those dear old days gonc by.

*Twas here that her garments rustled,
Like music amidst the flowers,

And her low, sweet rippling laughter
Made richer the rose-wrenthed bowers.

. But now in its noon-tide brightness,
The place scems cold and dead,
And it lics like & form of beauty
When the light of the svul has fled.

All hushed is each loncly chamber
That echoed to songs of old

The cbairss are now all vacaat
Aud the hearths are dark and cold.

Yet the joys I had here of yore, lad,
No beart but my own can know,
- And tbe glimpses of Heaven she gave me
In this dear home long ago.

But they went one eve, when she left me,
*Mid the balm of the summer air.

‘There's a grave far over the hills,1ad;
The home of my beart is there.
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“8ipping only what 18 sweet 5
Loave e chufl and take the wheat.”

The Miller's Son.

Why is it the birds sing sweeter to-day ?
Why ig the sky so0 bright?
Why iz it that time flies fleeter to-day,
And the moments are winged with delight ¢
All the day long
She is thinking of one,
None so handsome and strong—
The miller's son.
For he loves her, he loves her ; aud whisper it low,
*Twas only last night that he told her so !

To what is her heart set dancing to-day ?
Hark to that glad refrain !
How oft in the glass she's glancing to-day,
And eagerly watching the lane.
Home, home again,
All his duties well done,
Comes the noblest of men—
‘The miller’s son.
Oh ! he’s coming, he's coming, he's well on the way ;
And to-rarrow, to-morrow’s the wedding day.

Why is it she lies there so cold, still and white ?
‘What is it has turned her glad noon into mghi?
0Ofl into space
The swift cngine rushed
With a mighty leap!
Then down, duwn, duwn !
To kill and drowa;
XNo moment of grace;
But mangled and crushed,
Heap upon heap!
And the foremost one
Was the miller's son.
More bright grow her cyes and more faint grows her breath ;
Aud she 1 marries, she marries the bridegroom of Death §
James Hunter MacCullock.

Simplicity in Conversation.

In ordinary conversation we find people apt to indulge
in puzzling words, even though they may have no special
desire to appear lecarned. The dentist who assured a lady
that her téeth were “a perfect study in conchology,” mean-
ing that they were all shells, and the school girl who alluded
to an old sailor as an “ancicnt chloride of sodium,” are but
cxamples of the tendency of the times. Too often ihe ser-
mon of the preacher and the prescription written by the
doctor are alike made of mysterious words. The sermons
are jaw-breaking pbylacteries, and the prescriptions bewild-
cring Latin, intended to defeat and astound the reason of
simple-minded folk. Simplest words arc always best. Ease
and grace in writing or speaking are thus attained, and one
need never fear to be considered unlettered becausc he or
she does not « talk likea book.”

What Wives are For.

1t is not to sweep the house and make the beds and dam
the socks and cook the meals that a man wants a wife. If
this is all he wants, hired scrvants can do it cheaper thana
wife. If thisis all when a young man calls to sec & young
lady, send him mzo the paotry to taste the bread and cakes
that she has made ; send him to sce thencedlework and brd-
ding; orputa broom in her hand and scnd him to witness
its use. Such thingsare important, and the wise young man
will quictly look after them. Buat what the true man most
wants of a wife is her companionship, sympathy and love.
The way of lifc has many dreary places in it, and man needs
a companion with him. A man is sumectimes overtaken with
misfortunc ; he meets with failure and defeat; trials and
temptations beset him, and he needs one to stand by and
sympathize. He has some stern battles to fight with pov-
erty, with cnemics and with sin, and he needs a woman that,

as he puts au arm around her, he fecls he has something to
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fight for; who will help him fight; will put her lips to his
ear and whisper words of counsel, atd her hand to his neart
to impart new inspiration. All through life—through storm
and sunshine, conflict and victory , through adverse and fav-
orable winds—man needn a woman’s love. The heart ycarns
forit. A sister’s and mother's love will hardly supply the
need. Yet many seek nothing further than housewurk.
Justly enough, half of these get nothing more. The other
half, surprised above measure, obtain more than they sought.
l‘hexr wives surprise them by giving a nobler idea ot marri-
age, and disclosing a treasury of courage, sympathy and love.

Happy.

An Trishman and his wife, who have grown up in the
hills of Lawrence, bMass., illustrate in theic little home the
virtue of contentment. Ti.ey have no children, and live
alone in a tiny house. They have worked together for fifty
years for their home, saving up little by little until it was
paid for. They are rather feeble in mind and body, but
possessed of wonderful patience. Their crowning awmbition
E‘n; to carpet the ¢ fore-room,” and that has just been grati-

ed.

« An’ what more can we ask? ” said the wife o a visitor,
pride and satisfaction shining in every line of her wrinkled
face. «Now me an’ Mike is ready to be waked respectable
any day, an’ he is as plaised with the carpet as meself; it's
the ti/o of us as is plaised togithet. An’ ivery night, before
we goes to bed, we jist pecks in at the blissid carpet—an’ the
table a-shinin’ an’ the pictur of the Virgin over the shelf
a-smilin’ down on us. Ah, mum, it's rich fulks we're gittin
to be, entirely 1 .

Grumbling.

«Thege’s your father, Johnny, run and open the door!”
Johnay does not run, he goes. In he comes, as always he
comes. Grumbler is written on his face, is worked into his
comforter, speaks out in the creak of his boots. The
shadows of the word has aged himself, aged his wile; his cbil-
dren are as mum as mico, and the hired girlssteal tiptoe into
the kitchen, and the nursery at the sound of his step.

‘Not that he flics into 2 passion, or kicks rouad the chairs,
or does anything brutally offensive,—~no, the coat is taken
off in solemn stlence; it is the silence, the awful silence that
precedes the storm.

It begins in small things. Every thing is wrong. The
children are dirty, or noisy, or impudent ; his wife is stupid,
or cross, or mulish. Last night, when she good naturedly
tried to open a conversation at tea, he snapt out #yes," ¢ no
no,” # yes,” like a baokrupt bear. To-night, he growlsat
her « because she has got nothing to say.”” If she looks at
him, he asks her, # what in the world she is looking at,”—if
she doesn't, * what in the world she meauns by squinting into
the tea-pot™ Tea winds up with a grand fight of words,
that he has brought on step by step, through word, through
look, through gesture, and to-night is just the picture of at
lcast two huandred, out of the sad and weary three huundred
aund sixty-five.

Come here, Johnny, till I tell you something better about
that cross bear of a father of yours boy. . He was not
always like that, Johnnr. I can remember when he would
have lost an armm or plucked out an eye for your mother.
That was whea she was a girl, and a very pretty girl she was,

Here, the bear tells me not to be cramming his boy's
head with nonsense. So I turn from Johany jr. to Johany
st. and drive on at him.

It won't do, Tohn. Do you recmember how you kept a
flower that she gave you, until it became very wouldy and
unsavory ? How you counted {ime by appointments made
with her at the corner of strects, in pie-smelling cake shops,
and in shady lanes ; and how you hated from the bottom of
your heart, that othcr fellow, that was always making up to
her? Do you remember how yon brought her home, and
how for years, you were so true and kind in love to her, and
sho was true and kind to yon?

How did this ever begin, Joln, and how long is it-going to
last? I know slio'is notas pretty as she was, but neither
&ro you, my boy. Admit it,thatshe is not asgood tempered,
bat the less you say about thnt the better. Coastant drop-
ping will wear a stone, and you have dropped so often your

cantankerous remarks, your bitter sarcastic words: and
above all, you have gone so often out of your way, to make
the worst of everything—_ hat its little wonder her prettiness .
should fade, and that not merely a little twist, but a regular
grecian bend has got hold of her temper.

John, this has gune on for years, try three months of the
opposite. Come humo to murrow night, kiss Johnny when
he opens the door: I know he'll think you are mad, but
never mind that. Praise the tea, remark what wonderful
good bread that is, pay & passing compliment to the butter
that she has hunted for all day to try to please you, and
give a joke to the children for once in your life.

Dun'ttry it on too long, Juhn—deal out the gond spirit in
Homa:opathic portions, hecause you must reserve yourself
% for to-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow.”” Be wise and
cautious in your demonstrations, but always loving, and my
word for it. thatin a week your home will look better than
if you refurnished it from kitchen to attic. The grecian
bend in the temper will disappear, just in-proportion as you
remodel yourself, and the nearer you get to your old self, the
nearer will she get to kers, for if there is truth in proverbs,
« Good words cost little and are worth much” : and its never
too late to mend, for its a long lane, Johr, that has no turn-

ing.

Husband and Wife.

Husbands and wives are fellow travellers on life's highway,
and they are Lrought tugether by choive, nut by chance,
in presence of God and man they bave sworn to bear cach
other’s burdens. They have not forseen all the troubles and
responsibilitics that await them; they will fiud defects in
cach other which can only be rightly met by mutual consid-
eration and forbearance. As the husband is the ruler of the
family and sustsins tle same relation to the wife as Christ
does to the Church, the husband is first in responsibility, and
the wife, instead of denying this responsibility, as some
women do, should force it upon the husband’s attention if
he is disposed to forget it. The husband is responsible for
the support of the family, and no man is a Christian who
docs not do all he can for his family.

*If & man gives the reins of government into the hands of
his wife, and the family carriage is wrecked thcreby, he is
responsible for damages. Aany men treat their wives like
children. They regard their views and opinions as of no
value, which is ultogethcr wrong. The key to happiness is
mutual confidence. Have no secrets from each other. But
wives are to submit to their husbands only « asit is ficin the
Lord.” A woman is not to give up her religion nor her con-
science. A good huxband will nearly always make a good
wife. A man does not take a wife because she is a philosopher,
but to satisfy his crav mgs tor the beautiful, the good and the
geantle. Hence it is his duty to furnish hxs wife with the
means of making herself as attractiveafter marriage as before.
A neat, tidy house snd aneat tidy wife are bound to exercire
a powerful influence for good upon the family. Wives should
never be slovenly in dress, and should make themselves and
their homes agrecable. Home should be the dearest ptace on
earth to a man, aud it generally is when it is made pleasant
and happy.

A Cure for Styes.

Among the most troublesome and often poticed eye &f-
fections sre what are known as hordeolam, or common stye.
Dr. Fitzpatrick, in the Lancet, differs from some of his pro-
fessional brethren who persist in ordering the applications
of poultices, bathing with tepid water, etc. These no doubt-
do good in the end, bat such applications bave the great dis-
advantage of prolonginy the carcer of these unsightly sores,
and encourage the production of fresh ones.  Dr. Fitzpatrick
has found, atter many trials, the local a;.plication of tinture
of iodine exerts, & well-marked influence in checking the
growth. Thisis by far prefurable to the nitmate of silver,
which makes an unsighbtly mark, aud often fails in its object.
The early usc of the Iodine acts as a prompt abortive. To
apply it, the lids should be held apart by the thumb and in-
dex finger of the left hand, while the iodino is painted over
the inflamed papilla with a fine camel hair pencil. The lids
should not be allowed to come in contact uatil the part
todched is dry. A few such applications in the 24 hours-is
sufficient.
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True Love.

I think true love is never blind,
But rather brings au added light,
An inner vision quick to find
The besutics bid from common sight.

No soul can ever clearly see
Another’s highest, neblest part,
Save throvgh the sweet philosophy

And loving wisdom of the heart.

Your unanointed cye shall fall

On him who fills my soul with light;
You do not see my fricud at all,

You see what hides him frum your sight.

I see the feet that fane would climb;
You, but the steps that turn astray ;

I see the soul unharmed, sublime;
You but the garment and the clay.

You see a mortal, weak, misled,
Dwarfed ever by the carthly clod ;
I see how manhood, perfected,
May reach the stuture of a god.

Biinded, 1 stood, as now you stand,
Till on my eyes, with touches sweet,

Love, the deliverer, laid his hand,
And lo! I worship at his feet!

‘Whipped Children.

Some women cuff their children out of pure laeiness. It
is so much easier to box littie Johnny's ears than to tell him
whby he should not do this or thut. It is so much less
troublesome to slap Hannah Ann for breakiug something
than it is to teach her how to use it so that it shall not be
broken.

Puuishment of the flesh for the sins of the soul or the
errors of the mind is » simple relic of barbarism, even if it is
done because the person who punishes thinks it a duty to
use stick or switch or whip ar slipper on the tender skin of
some little child. It nevermade a boy better yet, and it ogly
crushes the spirit of a girl. You may repeat #Spare the rod
and spoil the child ” as often as you like; blind beating of
the little ones does not carry out the ides, which is, that you
must not let them go to destruction for want of reproof or
admonition. It is a moral rod that is meant, not one of
birch or willow.

Alen love the fathers whose # You must not™ was law ;
the mothers whose ¢ 1°d rather you would not * was a barrier
not to be overleaped. But a cruel, unexplained beating has
turned the bicart of many a child from its parent forever
Walking through a village street, ] saw an illustration of
this one day.

Some furious cattle were being driven up the road beyond.
Two buys started out of their gates, anxivus, as boys always
are, to be in the midst of danger. One mild woman called
out gently : « Don’t go Tom, you might get hurt; and at least
you would make me anxious.”” Her boy came back and said:
«7 shouldn't get hurt, but | don’t want to worry you, ma.”

After the other boy flew a furious little woman, with 2
switch, crying out: « I'Il beat you to & jelly, whean I catch
you, Jim I” but she didn't catch him.

As for the little girls born in respectable families, where
they see mothing very wrong, they will fullow their mothers
as lambs follow the pareunt sheep.  If she will only paticutly
teach them what to do they will do it; and when they are
tired, or have their feelings hurt, and seem to cry withont
reason—when they say : ¢ I don't want to, mal”—the way is
1o talk to them, find out what they are thinking, what pow-
erful little reason or terror moves them, and esplain itaway.

Apy muther who remembers her own childbood will know
that little girls keep a great many thoughts to themselves
until kind, motberly questicnings bring them out.

Whipped children are miscrable little creatures, who
make the whole bouse unhappy. Remember that, before
you switch your boys or slap your girls.

A uo-table event is o picnic where one must sit on the
ground to eat.

General Sherman’s Dream.

General Sherman denounced as false the story of his hav-
ing once seated himself beneath the umbrageous shadow of
a weeping willow and combed canunon balls out of his hair
while-a fierce battle was raging. One niglt, however, he
took refuge in an old farm house near Milledgeville, Ga., and.
bad fallen into a deep sleep when he wasg visited by an exzit-
ing dream. He thought the house in which he slept was
surrounded by a band of guerillas, that dug a hole beneath
the wall next which he lay, filled the hole with powder and
touched it off. The explosion that followed. was terrible, and
the General thought he suw himself flying through the air in
sections,  With o how? he sprang out of bed, rubbed bis eyes
and bastily dressing himself went dowa the stairs.  To bis
surprise his body-guard was'nowhere to be seen. The in-
mates of the house were apparently asleep, but the General
felt that something was wrong, and slipping quietly out of.
the back door he walked cautiously to the barn. He bad no-
svoner got there than a lurid flame shot into the air, followed
by a terrible explosion. Turning to see the cause the Gen-
eral was astonished to find .the side of the house he had just
left blown completely away, and congratulated himself that
he had not been blown away with it,

A Bat's Wings.

There is a singular property with which the bat is en-
dowed too remarkuble and curious to be passed altogether
unnoticed ‘The wings of these creatures consist of a deli-
cate uand nearly nuked membrane of great size considering
the size of the body ; but besides this. the nose is, in some -
varieties, furnished with a mewbranevus foliation, and in
others the extended membraneous ears are greatly developed.
These membraneous tissues hube their sensibility so high
that something likea new sense is thereby developed, as it
in aid of the senseof sight  “Tone moditied impressions which
the air in gniescenceor in motion, however slight, communi-
cates, the tremulous jar of itscurrents, its temperature, the
indescrivable conditions of such portions of air as are in con-
tact with diflerent bodies, are all apparently appreciated by
the hat.  If the eyes of a bat be covered up, or if it be cruelly
deprived of sight, it will yursue its course about & room with
a thousand obstacles in its way, avoidiug them all; neither
deshing against a wall nor touching the swallest thing, but
threading Its way with the utmost precision and quickness,
aud passing adroitly through aperture or interspaces of
threads placed purposely across theapartment. Tais endow-
ment, which almost exceeds beliel, bas been abundantly
dewonstrated.— Forest and Stream. .

Can't Drown,

A good swimmer cant drown himself on purpose. He
may thiuk he can, and go to try; but the man doesn’t live
who can help swimming if he is able just as soon ashe begins
to choke. Such 15 the opivion of an old sailor, who adds;
« How many times we hear of folks chaunging their minds
after they get under water, aud of course there's lots that
never let on what they meant to do.  When you hear about
a ruicider weighting himself with lead or something, and the
paper says it was done to hide the corpse, don’t you believe
it. Such persons are good swimmers, who know—perheps
from expericnce—that they've got to havea heft to keep
them under.”

She Was & Lady.

A rouch-looking, burly Irishwoman entered a car on the
Harlem Riilroad the other day, turned over one of the seats,
and, planting herself with a flourish, perched her number
twelve brogans on the crimson cushion before her.  Jnst then
a brakeman catue along aud said to her politely @

« Excusc me, madam, but do you see that sign overthere?”

« Av coorse Oi do,” she quickly answered.

& Do you kuow what it rays ?"

« Faix, an’ how cud 04, if it don’t sphake ?”

 Well, it says that no gentleman will put his feet on the.
seat,” stammered the confased train dispatcher.

« Then go long wid yees, yer dirtby shpalpeen ; d’ye take
me far a gintleman? Oim a lady, sur, that’s what Oi am !"

As there was no derrick on the train she was permitted
to enjoy the privileges of her sex.
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Being Kind to a Stranger.

Among the passengers in a parlor car on the Lake Shore
Road the other day was a handsome woman, whose husband
shared the seat with her, and who would have been picked
out as a quiet, sedate, absent-minded man. The seat op-
posite was occupied by a flushily-dressed young man, with a
lady-killing twist to his moustache, and he was considerabiy
surprised when the husband bunded bim a daily paper, with
the remark :

wHave a glance at the news? Plenty of excitement
around the couatry, I observe.”

The young man was busy with the paper for half an
hour, and then the husband offered him & popular magazine.
This entertained him for an hour, and he had scarcely closed
the book when the good man reached over with :

«Have a cigar. These are prime Havanas, and I know
you will enjoy one.!

'he youug man accepted with thanks, and naturally made
his way to the smoking-car, where he put in nearly another
hour, but-without the other’s company. When he returned
he was greeted with :

« Perbaps you'd like to look at the latest novel 7 Very
entertaining, I assure you.”

He read until weary, and upon being offeted another
cigar replied that he was to leave the train at the next
station, and added :

«1 want to thank you again for your many courtesies.”

t Oh, don’t mention it.”

«You never saw me before 77

« Never.”

«Don't know my name 7"

# No.?

«Then tell xe why you were so very courtcous to an
entire stranger.”

«Young man, I will explain. In times past when a
loater sat and stared at my wife as a steady job I got up at
the end of an hour and broke his neck. This made we
much trouble and expense, and I changed my programme.
1 now carry books and cigars to bribe them,  Had you been
going a huadred mtles farther, I should have offered you a
drink of brandy, a new puzzle, two more dailiesand another
cigar, and my wife would Lave secured quite a rest.”

«3irl I—"

« Oh, its all right—all right! It was cheaper than throw-
ing you out of the window, and 1 hope you'll get up to the
hotel safely. Good-day, sir—good-duy—glad to have met you!”

And that yvoung wazn with the lady-killing moustache
and crockery-colored eyes and hair parted on an even keel
picked up his grip and walked out without being certain
whether he bad been mashed ina collision or pulverix:d
ander a land-roller.— Free Press.

A Delicate Attention.

I got a letter from Jack to-day—

He's over the ocean far away—

A gossipy note about his fun,

and what he has seen and said and done.

I thought when I'd read the missive through
Of a charming girl whose eyes of blue

Have brightened oft in the days long gone,
When my handsome fricnd they gazed upon
And she might be glad to see his screed,

So I sent it round for her to read.

But there was one page that wasu't quite
The proper thing for a lady's sight;

For when man writes man his speech is plain.
And my friend had been a bit profaue ;

I could not cut it ; 'twould spoil the rest,
So 1 did the thing that next secmed best ;

1 got a paper that just would fit

The wicked sentence, and pasted it

Over thoss lines which she should not sse

X pasted it very carefully ;

For 1 thought: Ofall the girls I know,
Never a doubt but she heads the row.

the's best of all, and I wouldn't give

2 care to her for a year to live.

So, only the edges I'll paste a.bit,

And shell have no trouble removing it.

A Queen of the Stage.

¢ HER SBECOND LOVB," AND THE IMPORTANT SECRET S8HE REVEALS FOR
THE BENEFIT OF WOMEN.

(New York World.) s

Several years ago the American public were aroused by
the entree upon the stage of a lady who had been previously
but little announced,, She was one of an innumerable num-
ber of aspimats for public favor and bad no instrumentality,
aside from her own talents to cause recognition. In spite of
this fact, however, she quickly achieved a warm place in the
beart of the public which she_has continued to hold ever
since. When it was announced, therefore, that Miss Maude
Granger would star the coming season in the play « Her
Second Love,” written by Mr. John A. Stevens, it was only
natural that unusual interest should be munifested not only
in theatrical circles, but in other branches of the communiy.
This was specially the ca-e, as it was known that Miss Gran- °
ger bad, for the pastyeur, been in exceedingly delicate health,
and thedetermination to star ina strong emotional play was
the more surprising. One of the staff ot this paper was accor-
dingly deputized to see the popular lady and verify the rumor
or announce its incorrectness.

Miss Granger's couutenance is familiar to nearly every
one in the United States. Itis a face once seen never to be
fargotten. Features remarkable in their outline and con-
tour are surmounted by a pair of large and deep eyes indica-
tive of the greatest soul power. Itis easy to see where Miss
QGranger obtains the ability to portray characters of the most
emotional nature.  She possesses within herself the elements
of feeling without which no emotion can be conveyed to an
nudience. The man of news found the lady at her home in
this city and was accorded a quiet welcome, It was evident
at ouce that she was in greatly improved health, whicn the
expression and color of her countenance both indicated.

«Is it true Miss Granger that you contemplate a starring
tour the coming season ?™

« Yes, indeed. My season begins in Chicago on the 16th
of July. From there I go to San Francisco and th.n play
the remainder of the season through the eastern and western
states.” 3

“Are you confident your health will permit such an
undertaking?”?

A ringiap laugh was the first reply to this question, after
which she said : .

«Certainly. It is true I have been ill for the past two
vears, but now I am wholly recovered. Few people can
have any idea of the strain a conscientious actress undergoes
in essaying an emotional part. It is unecessary to put one’s
whole soul into the work in order to rightly portray the
character. This necessitates an utter abandonment of one's
personality aud an assumption of the character portrayed.
If this i3 an emotional part it is necessary to feel the same
emotions the part is supposed to fecl. For more than a year
I actually cricd each night in certain passages ofa part X
was playing. The audience considered it art. Probably it
was, but those were none the less real tearsand the effect
was none the less trying upon my health.”

« But do you anticipate avoiding this in the fature 7

“Not in the least. I expect to have just as great a strain
as before but with restored health and a knowledge of how to
retain it I do not fear.”

«You speak ofa ¢knowledge of how 1o retain health?
Will you please explain what you mesn by that 2

«You must be aware that women by their very natures
are subject to troubles and afflictions unknown to the sterner .
sex. The name of these troubles is legion, but in whatever
form they may come they are weaknesses which interfere
with every ambition and hope in life. I believe thousands
of noble women are to-day sufiering agonies of which even
their best friends and relatives. know little or nothing, and
when I reflect upon it I confess it makes me sad, Now all
this misery arises largely from an ignorance of the laws of
life or & neglect to carefully observe them, I speak from the
depths of a bitter experience in saying this, and I am thank-
ful T know the means of restoratior, and how to remain in
perfect health.”

« Please explain-more fully.”

« Well, I have found a remedy which scams specially
adapted for this very purpose, It is pure and palatable and
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controls the health and life as, I believe, nothing else will.
It is really invaluable and if all the women in America were
to use it 1 am quite surc most of the suffering and many
deaths might be aveided.”

« What is this wonderful remedy 7"

« Warner's Safe Cure.”

« And you use it?”

« Constantly.”” -

« And hence believe you will be able to go through the
coming season successfully 7"

«] am quite certain of it.”

« A few questions more, Miss Granger. Will you please
give mo a list of the parts you bhave created and the plays
you have taken part in since your first appearance in public?”

« ] first played for some time with the amateurs in New
York and Brooklyn. I then went to the Union Square
theatre for two seasons, after that to the Boston Globe for
one season and then to Booth's theatre in this city. Next 1
supported John McCullough and afterwards starred in Juliet,
Cumille, Rogalind, etc. Subsequently I created the part of
Cicely Blaine in tbe Galley Slave and also starred in Two
Nights in Rome, playing the part of Antonia. The past year
I bave been playing in the Planter’s Wife and the coming
season, as I have said, will be devoted to Her Second Love.”

As the writer was returning home he fell into a train of
musing, and wondered if all the women in this land who are
suffering could only know Miss Granger's experience and the
remarkable results achieved by the pure remedy she used,
how much suffering might be avoided and how much happi-
ness secured. i

Three Little Chairs.

They sat alone by the bright wood fire,

The gray-huired dame and the aged sire,
Dreaming of days gone by ;

The tear-drops fell on each wrinkled cheek,

They both had thoughts that they could not speak,
As cach heart uttered a sigh.

For their sad and tearful eyes descried
Three little chairs placed side by side
Against the sitting-room wall ;
Old-fashioned enough as there they stood,
Their seats of flag and their frames of wood,
With their backs so straight and tall.

'Then the sire shook hiy silvery head,
- And with trembling lips he gently said :
« Mcther those empty chairs!
They bring such sad, sad thoughts to-night,
We'li put them forever out of sight,
In the small, dark room up-stairs!

But she answered : ¢ Father, no, not yet

For I look at them and then forget
That the children went away ;

The boys come back and Mary, too,

With her apron on of checkered blue,
Anxd sit here every day.

u Johnny still whittles 2 ship’s tall mast,
And Willie-his leaden bullets casts,
. While Mary ber patchwork sews;
. At ¢vening time three childish prayers

- Go up to God from. these little chairs,

So sofily that no onc knows.

¢ Johnny comes back from the billowy decp,
Willie awakes from the battle-field sleep, .
TG say good-night to me.
Mary’s a wife and mother no more,
Buta tired child whose play-time's o'er,
And comes to test on my kunee.

#8o let them stand.thers, though -empty now,
And every time when alone we bow
At the Father's throne to pray
We'll ask o meet the children above,
In the Saviour's home of rest and love,
Where no children goeth away.”

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

RO
. To be young 8 to boono of the immortals.—~HAZLITT.

OUR PUZZLE PRIZE.

Three very close competitors appear again this month,
while a great many others are not far behind. Scout, West
Point, N Y, carries off the prize with a very neatly written
set of answers indeed. ST .

Correct answers have also been received from Lizaie
Kinnisten, Parkhill ; Henry G. Crocker, Sarnias; Walte
Field, Ottawa; H. C., London; Bertha M. Austen, Port
Huron ; Bertie, Brooklyn ; Albert Davis, St. Thomas; Lizzio
Burns, Toronto ; John Eaton, Kingston. and Charlie Jamnes,
‘Foronto. .

A similar Prize, a nicely-bound story-book, to the one
sending the Lest set of answers to the puzzles in this num-
before the 5th of September.

AUGUST PUZZLES.
1
SQUARE WORD.

A coin.
- A river in Europe.
Father.
A character in Shakespeare
2

CHARADE.

You can first solve this charade if you ave first, second to
call yourself & first second puzzler. But can you first try
even if you are hardly second.~— Scout. .

3. )
GEOGRAPHICAL ANAGRAMS.
Real din.
Ant clods.
‘Avocations.
I man boat.
4.
POETICAL PI.
Raef ethe lewl dan-fi verofre
Listl roverfe afer ehet elwl.
5.
DIAMOND PUZZLE.
In «]ost.?
Did devour.
A direction.
Petted.
Cooked.
A color. -
In ¢ found.”

ANSWERS TO JULY PU2ZLES.

. Charade :—Rocking horse.
. Square Word:—L AIR
ACRE . .
IRON
REND’
3. Poetical Pi:—A Primrose by a rivers brim,
A yellow primrose was to him,
And it was nothing more.
. Conundrum :—O~E Worn. "Transpose the letters.
. Enigma :—Rumor. :

—Tyro.

[l

sa

3

Home. :

A single bitter word may disquiet aun entire'fawily for a
whole day. One surly glance casts agloom over the house-
hold, while a smile; like a ‘gleam of suashine, nay light up
the darkest and weariest hours. Like -unexpected flowers
which spring up along our path, full ‘of fréshners, fragrance,
and beauty, so kind words sud  gentle acts and sweet dispo-
sitions make glad the ‘sacréd spot called-home. No matter
how humble the abode, if it be swoetened with kindriess and
gmiles, the heart will turn-longingly towards it from all the
tumults of the world,"and*home, if it be ever so-homely, will
be the dearest spot beneath the circuit of the sun.,




