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LONDON, ONT., DECEMBER, 1881.

NOO 6'

Until Death.

Make me no vows of constancy, dear friend,
T'o love me though I die, thy whole life long,
And love no other till thy days shall end—
Nay, it were rash and wrong.

If thou canst love another, be it so:
I would not reach out my quiet grave
To bind thy heart, if it should choovss to go j—
Love snould not be aslave.

My placid ghost, I trust, will walk serene
In clearer light than gilds these earthly morns,
Above the jealousiec and envies keen
Which sow this life with thorns.

Thou would’st not feel my shadowy caress,
1f, after death, my soul shounld linger here :
Men's hearts crave tangible, close tenderness,
Love’s presence, warm and near.

It would not make me sleep more peacefully
That thou wert wasting all thy life in woe
For my poor sake ; what love thou hast for me,

Bestow it ’ere I go!

Carve not upon a stone when I am dead
The praises which remorseful mourners give
To somen's graves—a tardy recompense—
But speak them while 1 live.

Heap not the heavy marble on my head
To shut away the sunshine and the dew;
Let small blooms grow there, and let grasses wave,
And rafin-drops filter through.

Thou wilt meet many fairer and more gay
Than I; but trust me, thou canst never find
Oue who will love and serve thee aight and day
With a more single mind.

Forget me when Idie! The violets
Above my rest will blossom just as blue,
Nor miss thy tears; o'en nature’s self forgets:—
Bu¢ while I live, be true.
—Adnonymous.

[Writton for Tae Fasivy CircLE].

MOLLIE'S TRUST.

By Ewusrara Craie. R
CHAPTER XXI.—(Continued).

She turi:ed away her face and for a few momeuts did not
speak; but presently going over to where Mollie sat, she
P aced her hand on the girl’s shoulder and answered softly;
#Ygs my dear; I have been very happy.

-
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But she did not say that the knowledge of how her past
happiness had been obtained, made her present sorrow hard
to bear. What was done could never be uadone ; »nd it
would only pain Mollie to know that in ber inmost soul
Sybil regretted the sacrifice made for her.

#Oh! Sybil I am so glad to hear you say so; I only wish
that it could have continued always, and that this disclosure
had naver come.” .

« I am most thankfil that it has come,” apswereld the
widow firgly. ¢ Neal's name i8 cleared jrom the stain of
dishonor that rested, most unjustly, upon it.”

« 8ybi) "—said Mollie timidly, after a short pause, « Why
did—why did he do it?”

« W. om do you mean ?”

« Your husband.”

A faint flush rose to Sybil's pale face aud a cold hard look
came inlo her eyes.

+ Do not ask me that Mollie; [ caunot tell you” she said,
more sternly than Mollie had ever heard her speak before.

« Oh forgive me | I should not have asked.”

«I am going to write and ask auutie to come with me
when I go away,” Mrs. Macdonald said presently.

« It will be very pice to have her with you; and you have.
decided upon going to Europe 7"

«Yes; I do uot intend to settle down for a while; we
shall travel from place to place; and when I am tired of
that, I shall o to Ilaly and settle down there somewhere. I
am fond of travel; and so is auntie or I should not ask her
to accompany us.”

« I will miss you so much dear; and little Ken too; he
is such a dear wee fellow.”

« When we return to Canada ; if ever we do, Kenneth will
bo a great tall fellow ; I suppose,” answered the fond mother
with a smile at the mention of her litile son's name.

« And you, my dear Mollie,’ she added gently, «wili you
never marry 7

« [ think not,” was the quiet reply.

« o not be angry with me darling ; but do you not think
sometime in the future you counld learn to care for Paul
Halliday ? even though you can never give him all you gave
to Neal, yet could you not be happy as his wife? he i3 a
good man; noble-hearted and true as steel; and he loves
you, Mollie.”

« It can never be, Sybil; he knows it cannot be. Listen
apd keep the secret. I think in a few years he will ask
Lesley to be his wife; it secms absurd aow, but in a few
years, you know Lesley will be a young lady; and he will
still be young.” . .

«Lesley ! my dear Mollie, I can scarcely believe it.” .

« Bt it is 50, nevertheless; Paul bas spoken to me on the
subject.”

« He has?”

«Yes™

«Well; I daresay when the time arrives it will seem
quite natural and proper; but of course you wiil not try to

« I told Paul, that she must of course 2hoose for herself in
such a matter”
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«Ah welll if Lesley becomes Paul Halliday's wife, sho
will be & happy woman.”

« My boannic¢ Lesléy, I hope she will " murmured Mollie
w.th a suspicion of tears in her sweet eves.

. - n * . L . . . » - . * L] - L] - e -

It was just six weeks after the above conversation and
two mouths afrer Arthur Macdonald’s death, that Sybil, Miss
O’Brien and Kenneth left Canada for the shores of the old
world, bidding u long farewell to their native land and to the
friends they left behind them.

IPor a lang time after that death-bed confession made by
Arthur Macdonald, Mollie felt strangely restless and unhap-
py ; she could not settle down 10 her ordinary occupations;
the dull routine of teaching was agonizing to her in the
present excited and over-strained stateof hermind. The ol
yearning for Neal had come over her stronger than ever, and
1hough during the day she was forced to put & restraint upon
herself to avoid the searching glances ot Bertic and Lesley,
at night when they were safely tucked up in their beds, she
would give way to passionate bursts of sorrow, until it scemed
as though her heart must break for the very hopelessness of its
grief. Soon-all this bégan to tell upon her and her health
buegan to sufler severely.

«Oh! Miss Mollie, dear, you do lock awful sick; if you
would but take a little rest Miss, from teachin’, its wearin'
yourself out you sre; and if you would only see a doctor
now,” swd Christic one day, when her young mistress re-
turned home, pale aud weary and sank listlessly into a chair.

¢ You are right about rest, Christ.e,” the answered with

a weary smile. #The holidays will commence next week
and then I think 1 will take the children and go to Buxly
for the summer; you too Christie will go; you can stay at
your mother’s I suppose?”

-« Oh!yes, Miss."

«Then that is settled; we will shut up the house. Let
we see, this is Friday; 1 think by next Friday we could be
ready to start ; the children get their holidays on Wednesday.”
So it was arranged that they should all gpend the summer
in Buxly. Auut Janet was written to and replied cordially
that she would be very much pleased to have them.

About a week after their arrival in the country, Paul
Halliday came one day quite unexpectedly, and announced
that his father and Ruth and the Howards were coming te
spend a month in Buxly, and he had preceded them for the
purpose of securing rooms for the party at some private
house, as they did not wish to go to an hotel. Miss Janet
at once said she thought the Stauntons would receive them,
as they had a large house and there were only two of them to
iuhabit it; namely, Miss Marjorie and her father. As they
were not so well off as formerly, Miss Janet was sure they
would not be averse to takinz a few boarders for the summer
months. And so it proved. Mr. Staunton grufily gave his
consent and Miss Murjorie was «delighted1 ohl quite de-
lighted to see sucn old friends again.”  Miss Marjorie had not
changed much in the years that had passed since first we saw
her. Her cheek bones were, mayhap, a trifie sharper and her
voice shriller; but otherwise she was the same gushing,
cestatic creature of ¢ Auld lang syne.’ Ah! how mournfully
did those days of ¢ Auld lang syne’ come back to Mollie
Stuary as she looked upon the familiar scenes of her child-
hood and wandered through the green fields and lanes of the
place where her youth had been spent ; where she had tasted
all of joy that her sad youug life had known; where she had
met and loved and parted forever from the brave, kindly
lover, whose place in her heart was still so sacredly guarded.
Whenshe listened to the familiar voices of those friends whom
she had kuown here so long ago; Aunt Janet and Uncle
George, Ruth, Paul, Katie and Tom ; and Miss Margorie; not
to speak of many others waose names have never appeared
in these pages, she almost forgot the past and looked around
as though secking some other face ; or found herself listening
for the sound of another voice; till all at once memory
rushed back thrilling through her whole being with a sicken-
ing scuse of bopeless desolation. Alas! and alas! many had
laid them down to their last long sleep since ¢ Auld lang
syne.

v Everyone was kind o her and tried to make her forget
the sadness of her past life in the calm happiness of the
present. Andthey went wisely to work ; for whilethey were
gentle aad considerate they were slso natural and easy in

£y

their manners towards heér.  All constraint was avoided and
whatever junocept little scheme of amusement wus going

-forward, Mollie was made to take a part, being always included

as o matter-of-course ; and she, though probubly but little in.
clined for even the mild dissipation of a friendly picnic or a
small tea party, had too much good sense and feeling to damp-
¢n the enjoyment of the others by retusing to join their little
gathering.  So she went where they went, and did as they
did, and no one was the wiser 1f her cheerful fuce and happy
smile belied the gloom that filled her heart.  She was go sweat
and loveable, so pleasunt and «ourteous, that it was small
wonder they all loved her. The children would rather be
with her than with agyone; and Katie laughingly declared
that her boys and girls were fonder of Mollie than they wero
of her. Aunt Jane! was almost tender to her niece « Mary
as she called her. Truth to tell, time had worked wonders
in Miss Junet, she had relaxed much of her severity, and her
brother George profited by the change inasmuch a- his face
beamed now with a geniality which had been foreign to it in
the days of yore.

The holidays ended on the fifteenth of September, and by
the tenth they were all back at home; and once more tho
old routine was taken up by the little family at the cottage.

AbYout the end of October, a grand concert was to be given
in Shaftsbury Hall; which was intended to be one of the
great musical events of the season. Musicians from Hamil-
ton and other places were to take part.  Mollie was waited
upon by a deputation of the committee, who solicited her
services most urgently. She had not sung in public since
the news came of Neal's death; and she hesitated before
giving her promise to sing at this concert ; atlength, however,
she gave it, as everyone seemed desirous she should do so.
And when it was announced in the newspapers that « Miss
Stuart would sing at the concert in Shaftsbury Hall on the
29th of October,” there was a great rush for tickets ; and long
before the evening arrived there was uot a seat to be had, and
many disappointed ones were turned away. It was evident
that Mollie would receive an enthusiastic welcome upon her
re-appearance in public. But she cared nothing for the praise
of the crowd ; a strange saduess and sinking of the heart were
her chief sensations as she dressed for the concert on the
eventful cvening. Eventful it was destined to be for her;
and one never to be forgotten in all the years of her life to
come.

« Law Miss Mollie! you never looked more lovlier than
you do to-night,” said Christic admiringly as she arose from
her krees after arrangiog the folds of her mistress’s train.

« Thanks Christie,” she answered with a smile, as turning,
she surveyed herself ia the mirror. In happier days she
would have laughed with light hearted, girlish vanity at the
inage reflected there ; now she did not even smile but & misg
came before her eyes and her lips trembled as she turned
away again.

« If Neal were to be there; I would rejoice at my beauty,”
was the thought that rose to her mind and made the tears
rise unbidden to ber eyes.

Christie was right ; she did look very lovely, though so
simply, almost plainly dressed, in black, of some soft clinging
material that draped itself about her slight figure in gracetul,
classical folds. The only ornameant she wore was a beautiful
necklace of three rows of black jet beads which flashed and
gleamed at every rise and fall of her bosom. ‘There was
white lace at ber throst and wrists, otherwise the sombre
gloom of her attire was unrelieved.  #Good night, my own
darlings ?” she said, stooping to kiss the children, wueu the
cab w. announced and she stood in the hall ready $o start.

« Be good children, and go te bed at your usual time.”

«¥es, Aunt Mol ie,” answered Lesley; but Bertie threw
his arms around her neck and said *“Oh auaty! you dp look
80 Jovely; I wish I could go to the concert too.”

«Some other night I will take both of you,” she replied,
and gathering her train up on one arm she went out to the
cab and was whirled rapidly away to the scene of her tri-
umphs. We will follow her presently, meanwhile events
claim our attention at the cottage. At half past eight, Bertie
and Lesley put away their school books, aand aiter lingering
a little while in the kitchen with Christie teasing the wits
out of that honest creature, with their mischievous tricks,
went off to bed. Christio went up and tucked-them cosily
into their beds and then bidding them good night, came down.
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stairs again and sat down to her needle-work by the kitchen
fire. She had not been thus employed very long when there
came ail unusually loud peal at the door bell, which startled
Christie coneiderably, with a pious ¢juculation she recovered
herself and hastened to see who the vi-i or might be. It was
a bright moon-light night, and as the girl threw open the doer
she saw as plainly as though it were day time, the figure of
a wan, standing bofore Ler.  When sho first opened the
dour he stood with his face in the shadow ; but suddenly he
turned towards her and the moon-light fell full vpon bis face.

«Oh Lord! Oh! —»

With o shriek Christic let go the handle of the door and
fell back a few paces int> the hall; where sho remained,
trembling from head to foot, staring feartully at what she was
tully convinced was an apparition from another world.

«Ig Miss Stuart at home?” asked the spirit in a well-
Lknown voice.

«Oh! Lord save us! it's a ghost,” ejaculated Christie and
fled precipitately into the kitchen.

« \Why it must be Christie Burton, and she takes me for
& ghost,” said the visitor with a low, pleasant laugh to him-
self; and stepping into the hall he went in the direction
whither she had disappeared from his sight, Presently he
saw the glimmer of u light underneath a door, which he pushed
open and found himself in the kitchen.

« \Why Christie,” he said, going up to the frightened girl,
and holding out his hand.  «You need rot be afraid of me;
I am not a ghost ; I assure you this hand i3 flesh and blood,”

and with a cheery laugh he seized her hand in his and shook |

it heartly.

« Oh! Mr. Despard ; we heard you were dead,” cried the
poor girl beginning to blubber. )

« I know; it was & mistake,” he answered gravely.

« But tell me Christie, where is your mistress, is she away
£ om home?”

# She—she is at the concert,” sobbed Christie.

« What concert? make haste ; there’s a good girl.”

« At Shaftsbury Hall, sir; but oh Mr. Neal! you won't go
there and frighten the life out o’ my dear mistress, before all
the people sure ?”

« I will go there; but don't be afraid ; she shan't see me;
but I will see her, God bless her.
suppose "' he asked.

“Yes,” answe €d Christie ; and the next moment he had
1eft the house and was striding through the streets in the
directicn of Shaftsbury Hall, leaving Christie still in a flutter
and tremble ; oae minute crying and the next laughing hys-
terically, and ruuning about the house in an insane manner,
scarce kn-wing what she did.

By the time Neal reached the Hall it was nearly ten
o'clock, he had no ticket but a whispered word to the door
keeper settled that matter and he went in. The house was
literally jammed, there was not so much as a camp stool to
be had. Scveral gentlemen were standing, and Neal also

was forced to “accommodate himself on his feet,” asan Irish

friend of mine phrases it. 'The concert was half over; whea
our friend eatered a quartette performance was going on, two
pianos and two violins, the celebrated Mrs. A—, of Hamilton,
bLeing one of the violinists. After this, when the applause
had dicd away, a young lady in a wonderful costume of pink
gilk and white lace came forward and sang in a very sweet
but very ordinary voice, ¢ Let me dream again.’ This was
loudly encored and with a muttered imprecation upon the
fair vocalist, Neal Despard watched her reappear, bowing and
smiling, upon the stage; this time sho saug a French soung,
which, truth to tell was understood by very few of the aud-
ience: but they applauded loudly and heartily as it behooves
a well-bred audience to do ; and the young lady in pink made
her exit from the stage in a pleasing stato of self-satisfaction;
as indeed, why should she not ? We have all a perfect right
to be pleased at our own performancos.

And then—theroe was & loud clapping, and thumping ot
sticks on the floor aud smiles on every fuce and atl eyes
turned eagerly to the stage.  Neal felt the ‘blood rush to his
temples, and a rushing—hissing sound in his cars, s mist

swam beforo is eyes and when it cleared away, he looked—;

and Leheld, Mollie—his Mollie! but oh! she was changed;

‘the blithe, sunny-faced girl was gone and this fair woman

stood in her place. We hidve not time to desctibe the various
emotions that %hyiobb,ed in his breast as he' gazed oa the

She is sin_.g there I.

perfect fuce of the woman from whom he had parted years
ago and whom he still loved passionately; his heart ached
with his great longing to clasp her in his arms and kiss her
dear lips again, and to hear her voice calling bim by his
name ; the very intensity of his emotion mede him turn pale,
and his head drooped upon his breast. But hark! she is
singing ; and every sound is hushed in that great audien-e ;
men hold their Lreaths and listen, as the grand voice rolls
forth and fitls the hall with its glorious melody. She sang
that beautiful, weird song of Salaman’s, «I rise from drenms
of thee,” and the depth and passionate power of her vuice
and the words themselves seem to hold the vast andience in
a thrall; and when the last notes died away the very house
shook with thunders ot appluuse. “Encore, encore,” is
heard on every side, and she is obliged to come forward
again.

She waits till silence is obtained and then with simple
grace, commenced to sing one of her favorite Scottish songs,
t Auld lang syne”:

“Should auld acquaintanoes be forgot
r-d never brougut to inin’,

Should auld scquaintance be forgot

And duys of ruld lung syne?

¢ Wo twn hae run aboot tho braes
Aund pu'd the gowans fine s

But we’ve wandered mony a weary fit
Siu’ auld laug syne.

“Wo twa hne paidl’t i’ the burn
Frae mornin’ sun till vine,

But scas betweon us braid hao roared
Sin’ auld lang eyne.”

When Mollie ceases there are tears in mauny an eye, 5o
deep the tender pathos of her voice, and for a moment the
audience do not arouse from the hush that has fallen upon
them ; but when they do, the applause is greater than
before.

The concert is almost over now, and learning that Mollie
will not sing again, Neal goes quietly out, and back to the
cottage. He felt that he mus. see Mollie and speak with her
to night. ‘The door is opened by Chuistie, who, thinking it
was her mirtress, trembled from head to foot with excitement.

« Oh, Mr. Despard! have you seen her, gir?”

«Yes, [ have seen but not spoken to her; I thought it
wauld be better to see her here and—that you should prepare
her a little, Christie. I will stay in the drawing room, and
when you hear her coming, be in the hall to meet ber and—
and tell her—but you understand, Christie, I am sure!”

«Yeg gir, leave it to mue; you go in there for I hear the
sound of whecls coming and it may be her; here sir.” She
opened the parlor door and ne went in, just as & cab was
heard to draw up to the gate of the cottage.

Now that the moment had cowme, he frlt as nervous aud
excited as a school girl, and he trembled as he heard the
door open and in the short silence that followed when he
knew that Christie was giving the news to her mistress.

A moment later there was a cry, a sound of footsteps; he

| started forward—but the door was flung open from the out-

side and then—then his arms were around her, his lips
pressed against hers in one long. lingering embrace, and not &
sound was heard, but a low sob from the faithfu! Christie,
who closing the door upon them, rctired to thekitchen with
herapron over her honest, tear-stained face.

When the first emotion of their meeting had calmed down
Neal told her how he had met with Sybil Macdonald in ltaly
and learned from her of the death of her hustand and of his
dying confession, whereby be (Neul) was freed from all sus-
picion of guilt ; and then she told him of the report which
had renched them of his death ; of Mollie's grief and illness.
In fact, from her he learned all the events which had transpired

.| at home, during his absence, and she urged him to set out

for Canada at ovoce; though indeed, he did not require much
wrging, when he had once been assured of Mollie's faith-
fulness to him. He was only too anxious then to set off;
and actually took leave of the Vacdonalds the same day on
which he bad met them, and had travelled day and night
since then. He described hs interview with Sybil as ex-
tremely painful. She had sent all m: iner of loving messages
to Bollie, but declared that she-would Juot return-to her na-
tive land for some years to come.
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# And uow, dearest, tell me about yourselfand the children
and the old folks at Buxly. By the way, I suppose, my old
friends Bertie and Lestey are grown out of sll knowledge
since I saw them last?”

wYou will see them to-morrow,” answered Mollie smiling.
#You will find them 1ather changed certainly. But now
dear Neal tell me how it was that terrible report reached us
of—of your death 7 Oh{ Neal, you don't know how terrible
it was to me; my heart was nearly broken.”

«My own sweet love,” murmured Mr. Despard, and then
he—well, well, I daresay it is not necessary to desciibe what
followed a8 most of my kind readers will be able, with the
aid of their experience and imagination combined, to picture
pretty accurately the tender little interlude that occured here.

«]t was my poor friend Nelson Delmar who died,” said
Neal, when the iuterlude was ended. «Poor old fellow! [
would have died ten times over to have saved him; he wasa
fine fellow. ‘e were travelling together through Spain
when I was taken with onc of those low fevers prevalent in
some parts of that country ; Nelson insisted ttpon nursing me
all through my itlness, though I begged him to leave me.
Well, I recovered and he took the fever and died; poor,
dear old boy.” There was a slight break in Neal's manly
voice as ha spoke of his friend, and Mollie wept outvight.

« Oh Neal. how good he must bave been; [ wish he had
lived, ’ she said.

« The mistake, 1 suppose, arose from the similarity of our
names. Stanly probably heard of Delmar’s death from some
foreigner who coafused the two names.”

«It was an error which caused all your friends great pain,
Neal dearest,” said Mollie, nestling her head on his shoulder;
and in answer, he only drew her cleger 10 him and kissed her
silently.

And now, kind and patient reader; T have told my
simple little story and there remains but little more to say.
The cvents I have related happened years ago aud Mollie
Stuart has been Neal Despard’s happy wife these many yeats;
and has sons and daughters of her own, It is not so long
ago that a pretty wedding took place m the little Church of
the Ascension, when the bride was bonnie Lesley Stuart and
the happy bridegroom our old friend Paul Halliday, who had
thus succeeded in winning his girl bride ; the young clergy-
man who performed the marriage service was the Rev.
Herbert Stuart, brother of the bride.

THR RND.
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Comfort One Another.

Comfort one another;

For the way is growing dreary,

The feet are often weary,
And the heart is very sad.

There is heavy burden-bearing,

When it seems that none are caring,
And we half forget that ever we were glad.

Comfort one : nother;
With the hand-clasp close and teuder,
With the sweetness love can render,
And the looks of friendly eyes.
Do not wait with grace unspoken,
While life's daily bread is broken, .
Gentle speech is oft like manna from the skies.

Comfort one another ;
There are words of music ringing
Down the ages, sweet as singing
Of the happy choirs above.
Rinsomed saint and mighty angel,
Lift the grand deep-voiced evangel,
‘Where forever they are praising the Eternal Love.

Comfort one another ;

By the hope of Him who sought us

In our peril—Him who bought us,
Paying with His precious blood :

By the faith that will not alter,

Trusting strength that shall not falter,
Leaning on the Qne Divinely Good.

Comfort one another ;
_Let the grave-gloom lie behind yuy, .
While the Spirit's words remind you
Of the home beyond the tomb
Where no more is pain or parting,
Fever's flush or tear-drop starting,
But tko presence of the Lord, and for all His people room.
—JMrs. 8largaret A. Sangster, Brooktyn, L. L.

' WE MOTHERS.

O, what mischievons, troublesome children we have!
How difticult it is to manage them, and to enforce obedi¢nze.
How much patiance we mothers need, and whbat a hard life
we have! Butthe fault after all ig really not 8o much in the
children as in ourselves. Worn out with petty vexationsand
cares, burdened with secret sorrows and pain, 7e bring to the
work no vitality, no enthusiasm, no heart, and gradually we
come to move through the same routine of every-day duties
in a gsort of mechaanical way, weak and spiritless, till the home
seems like a tomb. No wonder the children eagerly seek to
escape from it. No wonder that their pent-up vitality and
energy finds vent in noise and confusion distracting to their
weary mothers.

But suppose we mothers hear some special good news,
which animates our spirits and lifts the shadows from our
hearts. O, how different then does all appear. Mother's
face is radiant with smiles: she walks with an elastic step,
and speaks to her children in cheerful tones; they catch the
spicit and it pleases them. They are no better than they
were yesterday, in one sense, iyet they love their mother
better, and that makes all th . difference in the world in their
outward conduct. They say to themselves, « Hew kind
mother is! How pleasantly she smiles on us! She is not
cross to-day.” And even though they may be as noisy as
yesterday, she is tov happy to notice it, or at lcast to be
troubled by it. She looks upon the children’s faults with a
lenient eye, and as they, in a measure, really try to please
gcr, ?she says to herself, « How much better they behave to-

ay ”

0, it is not the gea—
1t is not the sea that sioks and shelves,
R But ourselves,
That rock and rise with endless and uneasy motion.

We sympathize with each otbar. We canuot help it.
Eye speaks to eye more plainly than ever tongue speaks, and
the fire of enthusiasm which burns in our own spirits will
fiash through the windows of our souls to light up the eyes of
our cLildren and enkindle in them a similar fire which,
though but a spark at first, may be fanned into & flame which
shall burn with a steady and constant light, shedding cheer-
fulness on all around.

The mother may almost regard her children as a mirror.
In their gloomy and listless looks she may see the reflection
of ber own tronbles and perplexities. In their indolence of
mishievous tricks she may see her own weariness or flagging
health and spirits. The machinery is out of order, or sho
has neglected to wind it up. In their noiseless, cheerful
diligence, their animated, happy looks, she beholds ber own
health and bappiness, her own quiet, unwavering zeal, and
unfailing love and patience.

Does not love beget love, gloom create gloom, mirth pro-
voke mirth, cheerfulness send forth sunshine, and carnestness
rouse the energies of all who behold it? So as true mothers
we must seck to attain that self-command that will enable
us to keep our own trials and perplexities, our sorrows and
anxieties, buried in our bosom, that ontwardly we may be
cheerful and bright. We must have that deep love for our
cbildren that will lead us to enter into all their little joys
and sorrows as if they were our own.

A heart at leisure from itself
To soothe and sywpathize.

For our children’s sake as well as our own it is important
for us to keep ourselves in such a physicul condition, by
means of fresh air, rest. recreation, and all such means as are
desirable and in our power, that we may enjoy life, and may
have mental, moral and physical force enough to enter upon
our life-work with enthiusiasm; and last but not least, we
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must rely continually upon a help and strength beyound our-
selves. Let us seck aid and direction from Him who is “an
ever present help in time of trouble,”” and in His strength
will be strong.

A true mother never separates her own interest from her
children's iuterest. She feels for them, she sympathizes
with thew, she assists them, ever firinly, gently, unwaveringly,
guiding them in the right way. She rouses their dormant
energies.  She fiuds the secret spring which shall set the
machinery to work in the right direction, and then puts it in
order. If possible she so cultivates their moral feelings, the
nobler part of their nature, that they may love to do right for
the right's sake. All may not be influenced by the same
motives Resting assured that there are none who cannot be
influenced, let the mother by close study of the characters
and dispositions of her children search out those motives
which seem best adapted to influence them for good. And
then, while with unwearied hands and heart she sows the
seed, let her learn to wait patiently for the harvest.

What though difficulties and trials. sometimes cross our
path? Is that any reason why we should despair or give up
our interest? With no obstacles, no diffi¢ulties, no evils to
conteud with, there would be no victory, no virtue, no suc-
cess, ¢ Rome was not built in a day.” By steady adherence
to the fixed principles of right, entorced in flrmness and
gentleness, and by an unfailing fund of love, and sympathy,
and patience, if our enthusiasin fail not, we may accomplish
all we desire. To us most of all is the promise and exhorta-
tion, « Let us not be weary in well doing, for in due season
we shall reap if we faint not.”

The Habit of Self-Control.

If there is one habit which, above all others, is deserving
of cultivation, it is that of self-control. In fact, it includes
80 much that is of value and importance in life that it mag
almost be said thart, in proportion to its power, does the man
obtain his manhood and the woman her womanhood. 'I'hs
ability to identify self with the highest parts of our nature,
and to bring all the lower parts into subjection, or rather to
draw them all upward into harmony with the best that weo
know, is the one central power which supplies vitality to all
the rest. How to develope thisin the child may well absorb
the energy of every parent; how to cultivate it in bimself
may well employ the wisdom and enthu-izsm ot every youth.

Yet it is no mysterious or complicated path that leads to
this goal. The habit of self-control is but the accumulation
of continued acts of self-denial for a worthy object; it is but
the repeated authority of the reason over the impulses, of the
judeement over the inclinations, of the sense of duty over the
desires.

He who has acquired this habit, who can govern himself
intelligently, without painful eflort, and without any fear of
revolt from his appetite and passions, has within him the
source of all real power and of all true happiness. The force
snd energv which he has put forth day by day and hour by
hour is not exhausted, nor even diminished ; on the contrary,
it hss iicreased by use, and has become stronger and keener
by exercise ; and though it has already completed its work in
the past, it is still his well-tried, true and powerful weapon
for future conflicts in higher regions.

Good for Bvil.

« Mamma,” said little Annie, ¢ please give me (wo apples
for lunch. I want to give one to Jane Woods.”

uCertainly, my dear. But why do you want to give Jane
one 7 gaid her mother.

« Because, dear mamma, she stole one out of my basket
yesterday ; and I want her not to be tempted any more: for
our teacher told us, that if we ave sincere in praying, :Lead us
not into temptation,’ we should not only keep out of the way
of evil ourselves, but try to keep others from being tempted;
and I think, if I give Jane an apple, she will not want to
steal any more.”

The apple was given; and, & little while after, Jane said

to Annie, looking very penitent:
... “Won't you please take this upple ba kagain? I suppose
it is mine now, as you gave it to me; and I want to pay you
back the one I stole from you yesterday.” Jane never stole
again. Annie's kindness saved her.—Selected.
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A Leaf from My Diary. .

On one occasion, when on a commercial journey, 1 stayed
at the Railway Hotel in the town of Ji=————; dinner was.
just over, and I was J¢ft with but one other gentloman in the
room. We had not long been in cunversation beforo a youth
was ushered in, who had to transact some business with my
companion. After the boy had stated his message, and was.
on the puint of retiring, he was asked the question, « \What
would you like to take?” The lad ttood in amazement,
wondering what he should reply, when certain intoxicating
beverages were suggested to him from which to select, rum,
brandy, port, sherry, etc. The boy was even now more be-
wildered and mechanically said, ¢ Brandy, please sir?* which
was immediately ordered.

I sat thinking what I ought to do under the circumstances.
Etiquette suggested, “ Mind your own business!” Duty
seemed to say, “Speak to the lad; a word of warning may
save him from ruin.® T waited uutil the brandy appeared,
and, just as the lad wag about to lift the glass, I made bold to
speak. « My boy, before you drink that brandy 1 should like
you to hear what I have to tay. You are not accustomed to
have brandy offered you, are you ?" « No, sir,”” was his reply.
« Well, then, before you put that glass to your lips, think for
one moment, that that which this gentleman bas been kind
enough to ofer you is tho cause of more mischiet and misery
in the world than anything else ; that, and drinks of a similar
nature, fill our prisons, workhouses, and asylums with their
inmates, and more persons find a premature grave from drink-
ing these intoxicating drinks, than from any other.” And,
turning to the gentleman, I said, « Is not what I state correct 7”
He replied, «I am not in a position to deny it! Then,
speaking again to the lad, I said, #Now, my boy, if diink
causes all this misery in the world, and you hear this gentle-
man cannot deny what I say, don’t you think it is the wisest
policy to have nothing to do with it ?” He simply replied,
« Yes, sir,”” and then left the room.

Three months after I bad businese in the same town.
Walking along one of the streets I saw a boy smiling all over
his face, and his eyes intently fixed upon me. When we
met, he accosted me with, “Good morning, sir.” «Good
morning,” I replied. «You seem to know me; but for the
moment I don't remember you. Have you scen me before 7
He heartily, and with boyish honesty said, « Yes, sir; don't
you remember me coming to the Railway Eiotel one day, two
or three months ago?” «Well, yes, I do remember a boy
coming there, I think something I said prevented bim drinking
a glass of brandy; was it you?” « Yes sir, it was; I was 50
elad you spoke to me, for I didn't want the brandy, but 1
didn’t know how to get away. I have thought a guod deal
about what you told me, and your words led me to join 8
Juvenile Temperance Society at om Sunday-school. Isigned
the pledge, and I intend to keep it!” .

- A word in season, how good is it I”

Willing to Do Anything, but Unfitted for Any
but-a So-called Genteel Ococupation.

Yonng woman, young woman, you've come to this great
wicked city to get “something to do.” Dowhat? Ob, “any-
thing!”” Young woman, “anything” is noth:ng. Anything:
is hardly a legitimate occupation. Young woman, there are
5,000 or 10,000 young men and women who have come to
this city from all parts of this land and even from all other
ends of the earth who are willing to do auything. Young
woman, you are by birth American. You have been well
bred and well educated, to use the current expression. Bub
what can you do? Music? We have music teachers starv-
ing by the thousand. Painting? We have the best aud
scores of them who can’t make rovm rent. Amanuensis?
Armies of them are on the street daily looking for work.
Stenography ? Ditto. Telegraph operator? The town ig
full. The fact is, young woman, the few comparatively easy -
employments have long been monopolized by young ladies
like yourself, who came here to do # anything” but could only
do and. were only waiting to do a few things. Can youcgok?
Yes and no, and a little that your mother taught you at home,
and you don't want to go out to service, of course; andsmall
blame to you that you.should not wirh to or become indig-
nant at the idea of such & thing &s sinking to the lovel of
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« lnirc(_] help.”  Yes, it is a loss of caste, my dear, and social
ostracism and a great gulf 'twixt you and your genteel young
lady high school friends. Could you assist in a family as
nurse or housckeeper or step into many a place now open for
somebody which involves labor or the lower plane of respect-
ability?  No, you can't, young woman, for though the adago
ruus in this f ee and happy land that all honest labor is hon-
orable, exact truth doesn’t run quite that way. You can't do
“anything.”  Your hizh school education hasn't taught you
to do “anything.” You have spent many years in learning
to do a few things, along with thonusands and tens of thou-
sands of young women all over the land, and the result is
that there are a great many more of you able to draw and
paint and play, and copy in a nice fuir hand, than there are
people who want to pay anything for drawing, peinting, play-
ing and copying. Buat what are we going to do about it?
Where is the vigilant far-sighted watchman on the towers of
our modern Zion who shall cry long and loud that our schools
and colleges are yearly turning out tens of thousands of
educpted young men and women for whom the bhusy money-
making, bread-winning world has little or nothing to do, or
if they get “anything ™ to do will pay him little or nothing.
A skilled oyster ovener makes his S5 per day. A good
bricklayer wants S4 per day. A good couvk gets more than
many college protes<ors. But thesc are not genteel occupa-
tions. You want to be gentee), and you are right in aspiring
to gentility and vefinement, but, young woman, the world in
this town don't place a high cash value on genteel ocupa-
tions. Sad, sordid, sour world this, mademoizelle.—New
York Graphic.

Beauty.
BY AUNT MARCIA.

Young man don’t marry a girl because she is protty
Will beauty satisfy you through the life-long journey, to the
exclusion of those moial qualitics, mind and heart? Will
beauty alone cook your dinner, train your children and prove
a true solace in the hours of weary toil and trial—the lot of
every man on earth? The poet has said :

CKB 9, Q.
Lost, o brokon dond wiboinan hoonsr”

Wed not yourself to that which time will surely snatch
irqm you, leaving the faded eye, withered cheek and vacaiit
mind. Study well the character and capabilities of the object
of your choice.  See to it that she posserses a mind capable
of gfusping the ordinary questions of the day; and that a
portion of her time is spent in reading something besides
novelsand fa-hivn notes.  Andaboveall, be assured tl at she ig
well disciplined in those virtues without which home is
wretched.  Sweetness of temper is not incompatible with
ﬁrm‘ness or moral courage, and & woman possessing these
attributes will not belong to the vapid, ¢ wishy-washy’ sort;
but on the contrary the class who develope noble wives and
mothers, faithful in friendship, and devout Christians, capable
of exerting both at home and in society, the best influences
for the right and for vittue.

If to these high and independent qualities’ is added
beauty then your choice is indeed blessed of God. Tuke such
a8 one to your heart, and while loving and cherishing fail
not to prove yoursel{ worthy to be the pussessor of such a
priceless gem.

General Jackson's Wife.

Many of our publi~ men have been bleaged with wives
anq mothers who were the ornaments of their sex, and by
their quiet and ennobling influence contributed largely to the
subsequent greatness of their children and busbands. Mr.
Parton tells the following story of General Jackson's wife :

. When General Jackson was a candidate for the presidency
In 1828, not only did the party opposed to him abuse him for
his public acts, which, if unconstitutional or violent, were a
legitimate subject for reprobition, but they defamed the
character of his w fe. On one occasion a newspaper published
in Nashville was placed upon the General's table. He
glanced over it, and his eyes fell upon an articlein which the
character of Mrs. Jackson war violently assailed So soon as
be had read it, he sent for his trusty old servant, Dunwoodie

“Saddle my horse,” said he to him, in & whisper, “and

put my holsters on him.”

Mrs. Jackson watched him, and, though she heard not a
word, sho saw ischief in his eyes. The General went out
after a fow minutes, when she took up the paper and under-
stood every thing. She ran out to the south gate of theya-d
of the Hermitage, by which the General would have to pass.
She had not been there more than a few seconds before tho
Genetal rode up with the countenance of a madman. She
pla:ed herself before the horse, and cried out:

« 0, General, don't go to Nashville! Let that poor editor
live! Let that poor editor live 1"

« Let me alone,” he replied ; how came you to know what
I was going for ?"* ’ .

She answered, “T sgaw it in the paper after you went out;
put up your horse and go hack.”

« He replied, fariously, ¢ But I will go—get out of my
way 1" .
Instend of this she grasped his bridle with both hands.

He cried to her, «1 say let go my horse! The villian
that reviles my wife shall not livel”

She grasped the reins but the tighter, and began to ex-
postulate with him, saying that ske was the one who ought to
be angry, but that she forgave her persecutors from the bot-
tom of her heart and prayed for them—that he should for.
give, if he hoped to be forgiven. At last, by her reasoning,
her entreaties and her tears, she 8o warked upon her husband
that he seemed mollified to a certain extent. She wound up
by saving :

« No, General, you shal? not take the life of even my
reviler—you dure not do it, for it is written, f Vengeance is
mine, I will repay, saith the Lord !’ »

The iron-nerved hero gave way before the earnest plead-
ing of his beloved wife, and replied :

«] yield to you; but had it not been for you, and the
words of the Almighty, the wretch should not have lived
an hour.”

Talking to Heaven.

A mother, living not very far from the post-office in this
city, tired with watching over & sick baby, came down stairs
for a few seconds’ rest. She heard the voice ot her little four-
year-old girl in the hall by herself, and, curious to know to
whom she was talking, stopped a moment at the half-open
door. She saw that the little thing had pulled a chair up in
frent of the telephone, and stood upon it, with ihe piece
pressed against the side of her head. The earnestness of the
child showed that sh= was in no playful mood, and this was
the conversation the mother heard, while the tears stood
thick in her eyes, the little one carryiag on both sides, as if
she were repeating the answers : '

« Hello!”

% Well, who's there 7"

« Iz God there ?”

«Yes.”

« Is Jesus there ?”

““Yes”

«Tell Jesus I want to speak to him.”

« Well 7

« Iy that you, Jesus 7"

« Yes, what is it 2

«Qur baby is sick, and we want you let it get well.
Won't you, now ?”

No answer, and statement and question again repeated,
finally answered by a t«yes.”

The little one bung the ear-piece back on its hook, clam-
bered down from the chair, and, with a radiant face, went for
mother, who caught her in her arms. The baby, whose life
Lad been despaired of, began to mend, and got well.— Elmira
Free Press.

A Talent for Conversation. R

A talent for conversation hag an extraordinary value for
common, every-day life. Let any one who bas this giftenter
in a social circle anywhere. How every one's face brightens
at his entranco. How soon he setg all the little wheels in
motion, encouraging the timid; calling out unostentatiously
the resources of the reserved and shy, subsidizing the farile,
and making everybody glad and happy.

To converse we 1 is not to engross the conversation. It
is not to do all the talkieg. It is vot necessary to talk with
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very great brilliancy. A man may talk with such surpassing
power and eplendor as to awe the rest of the company into
silence ; or excite their envy and so proluce a chill where his
aim would be to produce heat and sunshine. Hu should
seek the art of making others feel quite at home with him, so
that no matter how great may be his attuinments or reputa-
tion, or bow small may be theirs, they find it insensibly just
as natural and pleagnnt talking to him as hearing him talk.

The talent for conversation, indeed more than anything
else in life, requires tact and discretion. It requires one to
have more varied knowledge, and to have it at instant and
absolute disposal, 50 that ho can just use as much or just &8
little as the occasion demands. It requires the ability to pass
instantly and with ease from the playful to the serious, from
books to men, from the mere phrase of courtesy to the ex-
pression of sentiment and passion.— Prof. Hart.

Speék Pleasantly.

The habit of speaking in pleasant tones to the sensitive
hearts within our care, is of the utmost importance. If we
would have them Jearn to speak gently and kindly to all, we
must teach by precept and example, in their early years,
while their minds are so0 elastic as to be led to pattern after
the influences which surrounds them.

T was very busy one morning, and my little son of four
years was amusing himself with his playthings. He was
continually asking questions and requiring assistance. After
a little time ho left his play, sobbibg as though his heart
would break. I said, “Georgie. dear, what is the matter?"
No reply. T repeated the question and he sobbingly replied,
“You didn’t speak pleasant to me.” I gaid, « Dont cry;
come and tell me about it.”

A few pleasant words, the tears kissed away, and he was
comforted and happy, and soon at play again, but I had
learned a lesson never to be forgotten.— Household.

Not My Business.

. A wealthy man in St. Louis was asked to aid in a series
of temperance meetings, but he scornfully refused. After
being further pressed, he said :

“Gentlemen, it is not my business.”

A few days after, his wife and two daughters were coming
bome in the lightning express. In his grand carriage, with
livered attendants, he rode to the depot, thinking of his splen-
did business, and plananing for the morcow. Hark ! did some
one say, * Accident?’ There are twenty-five railroads cen-
tering in 8t. Louis. If there has been an accident it is not
likely it has happened on the and Mississippi Ruil-
road. Yet it troubles bim. « It is his business” now. The
horses are stopned on the instant, and upon inquiring he
finds it has occurred twenty-five miles, on the and
Mississippi. He telegraphs to the ruperintendent,—

I will give you five hundred dollars for an extra engine.””

. The answer flaghes back, « No.”

#I will give you one thousand dolars for an engine.”

“A train with surgeons and nurses has already gone for~
ward, and we have no other.”

With white face and anxious brow the man paced the
station to and fro. That is his business now. In half an
hour, perhaps, which seemed to him half a century, the train
arrived.

He hurried toward it, and in the tender found the mangled
and lifeless remains of his wife and one of his daughters. In
the car following lay his other daughter, with her dainty ribs
crushed in,and her precious life cozing slowl v away.

. A quart of whiskey, which was drauk fifty miles away, by
a mailrond employe, was the cause of the catastrophe.

4 Who dares to say of this tremendous question, %It is
not my business ?”’

. Goop Trurer.—Perhaps there is no quality more desirable
in man or woman than the homely one of good temper. It
has a greater charm than beauty, more lasting fasciuation
than wit, and & higher grace than the most brilliant accom-
plishments. It is the bappiness of some people to be born
with it, and their natural amiability shines out.even in child-
haod, as contrasted with the.captious, petulapt, and fretfal
8pirit of their little mates ; but, like other excellent gifts; it,
may be cultivated, —Ars. Sangster. i

Untimely Words.

A frizhtened child is to be soothed, not scolded. Any re-
buke which it deseives i not to be given while it is almost
wild with terror. A despundent mun needs, for the hour,
words of cheer rather than merited rveproof. A clergyman
who valued highly his loving wife's criticisms upon his
words and manner in the pulpit, asked her not to tell him
what she had nuticed out of the way, when he was fresh from
his exhausting service ; but ts say all the encouraging words
she could to begin with, saving her list of blunders until he
had recovered sufficient nervous force to n-eet bravely their
disheartening array. If a husband would find fault with his
wife, or a wife with her husband, lct it never, never be done
before cthers. A rebuke under such circumstances is always
uatimely. To do it fittingly at any time requires wisdom,
tact, and grace. Ifan author shows you n bouk of his, or an
artist invites you to look at his latest painting, do not first
point out the errors your quick eye observes there ; but speak
all the pleasant words you can of the work before you, and
then, unless you have some.vety guod reason for saying some-
thing elre, unless there is some positive gain to be hoped for
through your speaking—keep silence. +He that refraineth
his lips '*-—at gu~h a time— is wise."

And if you find that you have had trouble, or have made
it, through what you have spoken ia hearty sincerity to others,
do not coasole yourselt with the thought that they are true
words, kindly 1ntentioned words; but cousider well if they
were fitting words, timely words—hence, prudent words. -
The speaking of untimely words may be a crying fault of
yours—a fault to be recognized and battled, aund by God's
help corrected. The more you think it is not so, the greater
ig the probability that it is your besetting sin.—Selected.

" Copying a-Blot.

« Mother, whom of all the big boys should you like for me
to pattern after?” asked a little boy who was looking around
for a good example. '

« Whom should you think ?” asked his mother; tyou
know the big boys better than T do.”

The little boy thought. Then he said, « There's Dan
Parker, he sn okes; there’s Bill Parker, he swears; Tom
Jones, 1’8 got a horrid temper; Sam Juy, he epreesit; Jem
Wood, he hates study ; Joe Blake, he’s cross; Chailie Doe, he
goes fishing Sunday ; Gus Tyng, he tells whappers. Mother,
therz isn't one that, it ¥ copy, I shouldn’t copy a blot from

Oh, how the ugly blots in our character stand out.

«Well,” said his mother, « there s one perfect pattern.”

#* Who " asked the boy eagerly. “I should love to know
him.”

« The Son of God,” answered she, «¢who did no 8in, nei-
ther was guile found in his mouth; and ¢ who left us an ex-
ample, that we should follow his steps.’”

Oh, children, God knew you would need a perfect pattern
to copy from. You could not copy God, because he is a
Spirit; therefore he sent his Son tn become a child in this
world, to show you the pattern of a heavenly boy; and he
wighes you to begin when a child to grow into his likeness.
In his character there is no blot to copy. He is pure.—
Golden Threads.

Leave-Tagise.—Not all have learned the fine art of eave-
taking in an approp.ate manner. When you are about to
depart, do so at once, gracefully and politely, and with no
dallying. Don't say, « It's about time I was going,"” and then
settle back and talk on aimlessly for another ten minutes,
Some people have just such a tiréesome habit. They will
even rise and stand about the room in various attitudes, keep~
iing their hosts also standing, and then by an effort suceeed
in getting as far as the hall, when a new thought étrikes
them., They brighten up visibly and stand for some minates
longer, saving nothing cf importance, buf, keeping eévery oné
in a restless, nervous state. After the door is opened the
prolonged leave-taking. begins,’ and everv body in genéral
and particular is invited to call. Very likely a last thought
strikes.the departing visitor, which his fricnid must 1ick &
cold to hear to the.end, What a relief when thé door is

finally closed! There is noneed of being offensively abriipt,

but when you are ready to go—go.
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Is publish-+ . the 15th of every month, at 400 Ridout Strect,
London, Ont., by J. F. Latimer, to whom all contributtons
and correspondence should be sent.

Susscriprion Prick fifty cents per annum in advance.

Contributions suitable for the paper thankfully received.

Now is the time to do something toward extending the
circulation of Tue FayiLy CircLs. Let each subscriber please
try to get one moro to subscribe. It will help us wonderfully.

Subscriptions may be sent in three, two, or one cent
postage stamps, when paper money is not at hand,

To anyone renewing his or her subscription and sending
another, with $1.00, we will seud (free of pustage) « Gems of
Fancy Cookery,” containing many of the choicest recipes
neretotore published.

AGENTS WANTED,

To whom an unusually large commissiom will be given in
cash. Send for terms to agents, We also want agents to
sell «Gems of Fancy Cookery.”
for both at the same time, thus naturally increasing the
profits with little additional lIabor, and no one with moderate
abilitv need be without profitable employment while they
have the opportunity for earning which we offer.

Subsor bera changing their residonce will please send us o enrd
promptly, informing usof their chnngo ef ad Iress, giving their former
a8 well as their rew nddress; as papers nre frequently sent back to
us warked: “Removed.” “nat found,” * vacant hou ¢’ *not
called for,” &e.  Woare unxious to hive all our subser bers receive
their pupcrs regularly, and do ail in our puwer to euai.'e them to d 8o,
by mairing correctly to the address given us.

HEALTH AND DISEASE.

-The Grape Cure.
BY 7. L. NICHOLS, M. D.

Let us once more invite the attention of dyspeptics and
all sorts of invalids to the most delicious of continental cures
—the grape cure. It consists in living entirely on bread and
grapes, and is practiced in grape-producing countries in
August and September. With a moderate portion of bread—
12 to 16 ounces—patients eat from two to four pounds of
grapes & day. They walk about among the vineyards,
breathing a pure air, enjoying the sunshiue, and resting from
toil and carc. Of course they get well. Such pure food
makes pure blood, and pure blood builds up a healthy body.

In England, hot-house grapes are rather costly. Few
people can afford to puy 3s. to 6s. a pound. Imported grapes
are notalways quite ripe, nor of the most healthful and nutri-
tious varietics, and they are not to be found in all localities.

For us who cannot go abroad and spend an autumn in
the Tyrol, or Upper Rhine, or Rhone, or Loire—how are we
to have our grape cure ?

Why, thus! The richest grapes in the world grow along
the shorgs or on the islands of the Mediterranean. They are
full of sunshine. These big, luscious grapes are dried in the
nearly tropical sun, and then packed up in boxes and kegs
and sent to us as raisins—the French name for grapes. The
French say, v une grape dz rassin"—a cluster of grapes—and
§0 we came to call the grapes raisins.

We put a few of there grapes into puddings or cakes—
but that is not the most curative way of eating them. - In
childhacd we bought many a penuy worth to eat. They are
Sir William Gull's favorite lunch. We got a few at dessert
with almonds, after & full dinier, but that is not exactly the
grape cure,

How then? Well, this way. Itis tbe%est substitute for
the grape cure we know of—it ig, in fact, the thing itself.
Buy, fur economy, good pudding raisins. They cost trom 34,
to 5d. a pound. The water has been mostly dried out of
them, go they are equal to grapes, large and sweet, at 1d. a
pound, which iz what they cost in Seville. Wash them well
in plenty of water to free them from dust, and pick out any
bad ones. Then you may put them .to soak all night. in as
much water as they will absorb, so as to swell out to their

Canvassing can be done ,

natural size, and thien bring them slowly to the boiling point
and Jet them simmer half-an-hour. If you want a quicker
procers, wash, and then put in cold water,and let them como
very slowly to the simmering point.  Ineither way vou have
a most delicious and most heaithful dish. The sun has made
grape sugar of the acid juice, Live on brown bread, or white
bread if you find, as in soma rare cases, the brown to be too
aperient, and these plump, delicious grapes, and you Lave the
grape cure in perfection. We have tried it, and know that it
is good. It can be had everywhere, and at a'l seasouns, and
there i no curable disease which such a diet will not help to
cure. Milk and vegetables may be taken in moderation, and
other fruits, for vaviety, in most cases ; but those who go in
se:iously for the cure of seriously diseased conditions will do
well to keep almost entirely to the bread and grapes.

Don't say it is hard to get fruit, or that fruit is dear.
Hero is the best fruit everywhere and at all times, and
cheapest as well as best. So try the grape cure.~—ZEnglish
HMagaziny.

Chronic Gout.

Take hot vinegar, and put into it all the table salt which it
will dissolve, and bathe the parts affected with a soft piece of
flanuel. Rub in with the hand, and dry the feet, etc., by the
fire, Repeat this operation fourtimes in the 24 hours, fifteen
minutes each time, for four days; then twicea day for the
same period; then once, and follow this rule whenever the
symptoms show themselves at any further time.” The phil-
osophy of the above formyla is as follows: Chronic gout
proceeds from the obstructivn of the free circulation of the
blood (in the parts affected) by the depogit of a chalky sub-
stance, which is generelly understood to be a carbonate and
phosphate of lime. Vinegar and salt disrolve these; and the
old chroric compound is broken up. The carbonate of lime,
etc., become acetate and muritate, and these being soluble, |
are taken up by the circulating system,and discharged by
secretion, This fact will be seen by the gouty joints becom-
ing less in bulk until they assume their natural size. During
this process, the stomach and bowels should be occasionally
regulated by a gentle purgative. Ahstinence from spirituous
libations ; exercise in the open air. and especially in the
morning ; freely bathing the whole surface; eating only the
plainast food, and occupving the time by study, or useful
employment, are very desirable assistants.

Mepicat VaLuve oF SauT.—In a fit the feet should be
placed in warm water, with mustard added, and the legs
briskly rubbed, all bandages removed from the neck,and a
cool apartment procured, if possible. In many cases of severe
bleeding of the lungs and when other remedies failed, it has
been found that two teaspoonfuls of salt completely stopped
the blood. In the case of a bite from a mad dog, wash the
part with strong brine tor an hour, and bind on scme salt
with a rag.  In toothache, warm salt and water held to the
part, and renewed two or three times, will relieve it in most
cases. If the gums are affected, wash the mouth with brine,
If the teeth be covered with tartar, wash them twice a day
with salt and water.

Poisox or Tonacco.—A rather unusual case of poisoning
by nicotine has occurred lately in a Paris suburb. The
victim, a man in the prime of life, had been cleaning his pipe
with a clasp-knifi:; with this he accidentally cut one of his
fingers subsequently, but as the wound was of a trival nature
he paid no heed toit.  Five or six hours later, however, the
cut finger grew painful and became wuch swollen; the in-
flammation rapidly spread to the arm and shoulder, the
patient suffering such intense pain that he was obliged to
betake himself to bed. Medical assistance was called, and
ordinary remedies proved ineffectual. The sick man, ques-
tioned as to the manner in which be cut himself, explained
the use to which the pocket-knife had been appli. . « {iling
that he had omitted to wipe it after cleaning the pipe. The
case was now understood, and the patient's stae becoming
alarming, he was conveyed to the hospital. Thare-the doc- :
tors decided amputation of the arm to be thé only h- pe of
saving the patient's life, and this was immediately done.
His life was barely saved. No wonder smokers so often
have sore and poisoned mouths, cancer of the lips, and like
troubles.
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HINTS FOR THE HOUSEKOLD.

Rov.8t Besr witit Yorksting Puopina —Three-quarters of an
hour before the beef is done pour nearly all the drippings
from the pan, then place the meat on & small wire trivet, or
lacking this, put it on & wire grating, or even a few sticks
across tho top of the pan. Pour the pudding into the pan
and return all to the oven; the drippings from the meat will
fall on the pudding and season it; when done place the meat
in the middie of the platter, and lay the pudding—cut in
pieces—around it. If preferred, the latter may be baked in a
separato pan, and gerved around in the same manner,

For the Pudding —'I'0 a pint of sifted flour add a teaspoon-
ful of salt and half a pint of milk; add the beaten yolks of
four eggs, then another half-pint of milk. Lustly put in the
four whites beaten to a stift froth. Don't use baking powder,
but beat furiously; turn into the hot pun and bake three-quar-
ters of an hour. .

A Bacastor’s Puopive.—Four ounces gratod bread, four
ounces currauts, four ouaces app'es, two ounces sugar, three
eggs, u few drops of essence of lemon, alittle grated nutmng.
Puare, core, and mince the apples finely —sullicient, when
minced, to make four ounces; add to these the currants,
which should be weli washed, the grated bread, and sugar;
whisk the eggs, beat these up with the remaiuning ingredients,
and when all is thoroughly mixed, put the pudding into a
buttered basin, tie it down with a cloth, and boil tor three
hours.

Econoyuicar Puoping.—An excellent way of using stale
biscuits or cakes is to dry and then psund them fineina
mortar, then mix with them two eggs with their weight in
butter, beat all to a cresm, pour into a mould and steam.
This is excellent cold with fruit, such as stewed pruncs or
apples,

P& CrosT SHORTENED WITH BEANS.—DBoil white beans un-
til soft, rub through 8 sieve and mix as much into flour as
cap be done and preserve sufficient tenacity in the dough.
Add a little salt. This crust is used at « water cures,” and
makes a far better pie crust than one would suppose who ha~
never eaten it.

Tea Biscuir.—One pint ot-sour milk or buttermilk, one
teaspoontul of soda dissolved in a very little hot water, two
teaspoonfuls melted butter, flour enough to make a soft
dough, but stiff enough to handie; mix, roll, and cut out
rapidly, with as little handling as possible; bake in a quick
ove..

Bisuarck WarrLes —Half & pound of butter stirred to a
cream, the yolks of five eggs mixed with half a pound of
flour, half a pint of milk gradually stirred in, and lastly the
whites of the eggs whipped-to a stiff froth and beaten into
the butter. Very rich and delicions.

WarrLes.—One pint of sour milk,ene teaspoonful of soda,
four well beaten eggs, one tablespoonful of butter, a little
salt, and flour for a thin batter. Have the irons hot and bake
quickiy.

Froir Cage —One cup of butter, iwo cups of sugar, two-
thirds of a cup of warm water, one-half of a cup of molasses,
three cups cf flour, five eggs, one teaspvonful of soda, nutmeg,
cinnamon, salt, cloves, etc, one pound of raisins, stoned and
chopped, and two-thirds of a cup of currants and one-quarter
of & pound of citron. . ’

Sronee GiNcersreaD, for whose excellence .an exchange
vouches, is made thus: «Take one cup of sugar, one cup of
sour milk, one small teaspoonful of soda, one cup of molasses,
four eggs, the whites aud yolks beaten separately, one cup of
butter, ono tablespoonful of ginger, one cup of raisins, four
cups of flour. In place of sour milk and soda, you may use
sweet milk and baking-powder.

Cznouiva Swesr Porato Pies.—Allow one large potato
to every pie. Buil until done, remove the skin, mash thor-
oughly, add a piece of butter the size of & walnut, and

enough milk to make it run thoroughly through the colander
without much difficulty. When cold, add yolks of two eggs
well beaten, sugar to taste, a little cinnamon and nutmeg and
the beaten whites of the eggs.  Line a pie dish with paste,
pour in the mixtnre and bake about half an hour.

LeyMon Pie—Grato two lemons ; add two cups of sugar,
two eggs, half a cup of New Orleans molasses, half a cup of
wator, one tablespoonful of butter, and one of flour. This
will mako six pies. ’ :

Ice Crean Caxov.—Two cups of granulated sugar, one-
half cup of water, add one-fourth teaspoonful of cream of
tartar dissolved in a teaspoonful of water as soon as it boils
Boil ten minutes without stirring ; when done it will be brit.
tle if dropped in cold water; add butter half the size of an.
egg before taking off the stove, pour into a buttered tin to
cool, and pull it as hot as possible. Flavor, while pulling,
with vanilla or lemon.

To Remove INk Staing—The Journal de Pharmacie &
Anvers recommends pyrophosphate of soda for the removal
of ink stains. This salt does not injure vegetable fiber and
yields colorless compounds with the ferric oxide of the
ink. It iz best to first apply tallow to the ink spot,
then wash in a solution of pyrophosphate until both
tallow and ink bave disappeared. Stains of red aniline ink
may be removed by moistening the spot with strong alcohol
acidulated with nitric acid. Unless the stain is produced by
eosine, it disappears wittout difficulty. Paper is hardly
affected by the process ; still it is always advisable to make &
blank experiment first.

PARAGRAPHICAL AND HU.1OROUS.

Old Popkins was a bachelor
‘Who dearly loved his neighbor,
And that was why, undoubtedly,
The widow let him labor: |
For every day unto her yard,
Despite her friends’ reprovin’,
He'd take his hoe and smiling say,
« Her weeds I am removin’.”
And this went on from day today;
His friende’ fears were not banished ;
At last he married—then they knew
The widow's weeds bad vanished.

A boarding housekeeper’s tree—'Ash.

It is easier to find fault than to find perfection.

A dollar in hand is worth a million «in your mind.”

A grato zmnoyance—C]inkérs.

-~

A wall between many old friendships i8 built of freeze

tone.
If a man's aim in thi< world be good, the chances are that

he will miss fire in the next.

The deepest well in the world is at Buda Pesth, Hungary
It has a depth of 3,200 feet, over three-fifths of a mile.

A Western compositor recently made pi of an article,
prepared by the editor, on *rhubarb.”

« What is that man yelling at?” enquired Tommy of hig
younger brother. «At the top of his voice,” replied the
little one.

Whesn may a ship be said to be in love? When she is
in want of a mate, or she’s attached to a buoy.

Egyptian mummies are being ground fato brown paint.
This i3 the darkest flesh color on vecord.

« Will the coming man fly " He probably will when the
coming woman gets after him.
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You cannot cultivate & man’s acquaintance by continually
harrowing his feclings. . [

Why tarrieth the milkman at the fountain? To see the

milk made, of course.

This country is never without its evil. Just about the
time the fly disappears politics begin to get active.

No, «Matilda,” a woman 15 not a thief when she hooks a
dress. Some one has been cruelly deceiving you, darling.

Tom Slobson told his girl he was ¢« going to give her the
s1k,” and she, dear innBcent girl, thought he meant a seal-
skin.

*Tig clear why Twister, wretched rat,
Always abusive in his chatter ;
He's truly such a thorough tint,
We cun't expect to see him flatter.

“Let us play we are married,” said little Carrie, “and I
will bring my dolly and say, t See baby, papa.'” « Yes,” re-
lied Tommy, «and I will say, ¢ Don’t bother me till I have
sead the paper, just as my papa does.”

# Say, conductor, why dun’t this train gc on?" enquired
a red-haired passenger, with his head out of the car window.
¢ Put your head in,”” replied the car conductor,® How can you
cxpect it to go on when the danger signal is out!”

A gentleman noticing that his wife's bonnets grew smaller
and smaller, and the bills larger and larger, calmly said, «1
+uppose this thing will go on until the, milliner will send
nothing but the bill.”

An Jowa elitor thus acknowledges a present of grapes:
“ We have received a basket of fine grapes from our friend
W., for which he will please sccept our compliments, some
«f which are necarly two inches in diameter.”
.

At Liege, in Belgium, one may arrange with the telephone
company to be aroused at any particular hour of the night or
morning. When the hour comes, the bell begins to ring.
«nd it continues ringing till the person is answered by tele-
phone.

LERSA]

A careful political economist declares that things are not
Jnst right.  He closely calenlates that women in this country
might annually save $14,550,000 in ribbons, which the men
might spend in cigars.

A GALVESTON Wwinow is about to marry her fifth husband.
er pastor rebuked her for contemplating matrimony so soon
again. ¢ Well, T just want you to understand, if the Lord
+eeps on taking them, I will, tvo,” was the spir.ted reply.

Te-ribly Sorcastic Father—Now I must bid yon good-night,
Mr Jobn for I havean engagument.  But say, why don't you
rtop and take breakhfast with us some morning? You always
%0 an hour or two before it is ready.

An exchange says an Indianapolis judge has decided that
g druggist may sell cigars on Sunday, but not a cigar dealer.”
nd it is & wise decision, too. A druggist should not be per-
mitted to sell & cigar dealer on Sunday or any other day.—
Norristown Herald.

"« Did you get that girl's picture, Brown? You remember
vou said you were bound to have it.” * Well, not exactly,”
replied Brown ; «I asked ber for it, and she gave me her neg-
ative.”

“You want to be free from whatever gives you enuoy-
ance,” said the dotur to the sick man, ¢ free from all catses
«f worry and nervous excitement, frum everything that tends
0 produre mental distress or agitation.”  « Doctor I" e¢x-
claimed the patient, sitting bolt upright in bed and clasping
his professional adviser's hand with enthusiasm, ¢ put that in
writing and I'll apply for a divorce at once.”

THE FAMILY CIRCLE.

Tae BucLe Catr.—Col. Tubbs, of the Fourteenth Con-
necticut, had a negro servant with him at the opening of the
battle at Antietam. But as soon as the engagement com-
menced in earnest tho negro disappeared, and was not seen
again for three days. When he came back Col. Tubbs ealled
him to an account for his absence. «I say, Massa Tubbs,”
exclaimed the culprit, «I'se all 1ight till de first shell was
fired. Den ebery hair on my head pered like a bugle, and
ebery bugle was sounding ¢ ITome, Sweet Home.! Den dis
child just lit out. Couldn’t dodge dat are bugle call, Massa.
Tubbs. No eah.” :

The Saxons are a very polite people, so overpolite that
they not unfrequently biing down ridicule vpon themselves.
It used to be told in Dresden that a stranger in the city was.
one day crossing the great bridge that spans the Elbe, and
asked a native te be directed to a certain church which he
wished to find. ¢ Really, my dear Sir,” said the Dresdener,
bowing low, «1 grieve greatly to say it, but I ez not tett you
The stranger passed on a little surprised 8¢ the voluble answer
to a simple question. He had proceeded but a few rods when
be heard hurried footsteps behind hitn, and turning, saw the
same man running to catch up with. him. In a moment his.
pursuer was by his side, his breath neasly gone, but enough
left to say, « My dear dir, you asked me how you could find
the church, and it pained me to have to say that I did not.
know. Just now I met my brother, and asked him, but L
grieve to say that ke did not know cither.”

Tue Birse Bir.—The country store—tiie headquarters of’
ruraldom—has been the scene of many a funny story. 1 once
read of a countryman who took an eight zallon eg to the
store to have it filled with molasses. The storckeeper de-
clared that he bad put in ten gallons, and demanded pay
accordingly. The countryman handed over the money, with
the remark that he didn t mind the mor ey so much us he did
“the strain upon the precious old keg.” Next w.eek, the
storckeerner said to the same man: « Here, my friend, those
rolls of butter I bought of you last week all proved 1o be just.
three ounces short of a pound. And the farmer invocently
answered: « Well, I don’t see how that conld be, for T used
one of your pound bars of soap for a weight.”

Some advertisements are as comical as if written for fun
On¢ landlady, entirely innocent of giammatical knowledge,
advertises that -he hag « a fine, airy, weirfurnished bedroom
for a gentleman 12 foot squaie;" avnother has “a cheap and -
desirable suite o rooms for a respectable family in goid
repair,” still anoilnr bas «a hall bedroom for a s ngle
woman 8 by 12.” An English widow became rath r mixed
by her griel, but when announcing the death «f her hushand
she was not §o mixed that she lostsight of the maib question.
« His virtues were 1eyond price, and bis beaver hats were
only 17 shillings. He has left a widow and a large stock
to Le sold cheap a' the «1d stand. He was snatched to tho
other world just a8 he had cenclued an extensive purchase
« f felt, which he got so cheap that his widow can sell hats a
fraction less than any othes house in London  Peace to s
ashes. The bu iness will be carried on as usual.”

.

A Deacon's Prayer.

There are a great many mea with the ambition to rule or
ruin churches.  One gentleman with this tendency, who had
broken up every church that he had ever belonged to, re-
cently juined a hitherto harmonious church and commenced
his machinations. This church was blessed with a genial
and witty deacen, who rase one night at & prayer mecting ut
which his plotting Brother D was present and com-
menced to lead in prayer:

«Ob! Lord, we pray that Brother D may die,” and
the good brothers and sisters opened their eyés wide with
surprise,—" O Lord! we pray tbat Brother D may die
and go to hell,” he continued.  Shocked beyond measure the
pastor raired his head and was about to rebuke the deacon,
when he finished his petition with the words : « For we know
thaut if he rzoes to hell he will break up the institution in less :
than a year!” The church was not broken up.—Cope dnn

Advertiser.
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Suspicious Symptoms.

: _ MISCELLANEOUS.

A minister who was perhaps not too careful in his habits
wag induced by his friends to take the tuetotal pledge. His
health appeared to suffer, and his doctor ordered him to take
one gluss of punch daily.

«Ohl’ said he, I dare not. Peggy, my old housekeeper,
would tell the whole parish.”

« When do you shave 9 the doctor asked.

« In the morning.”

#Then,” said the doctor, “shave at night; and when
Peggy brings you up your hot water, you can take your glass
of punch just before going to bed”

Ths minister afterwards appeared to improve in health
and spirits. ‘I'he doctor met Peggy soon after, and said :

« I'm glad to hear, Peggy, that your master is better”

« Indeed, sir, he's better, but his brain’s affected ; there's
something wrang wi’ his mind.”

®uHowl?”

# Why, doctor, he used to shave at night before going to
bed, but now he shaves befure dinter, he shaves after dinner,
hachaves at night—he's aye shavin.”

The symptoms were, indeed, very suspicious.—Editor's
Drawer in flarper's Magazine for December.

Testing His Affections.

A mean trick was played on an Austin darkey, Mr. James
Crow, not long since. He had been paying attention to one
of Uncle Nace's daughters, it being generally understood that
she was to get, on her marriage, a house and lot, which Uncle
Nace has reserved. Uncle Nace is a sly old coon, and deter-
miaed to test the genuineness of his future son-in-law’s af-
fections, so the other night, as they were smoking their pipes,
he said:

« Mr. Crow, I has been cogitatin’ ober matters and things,
and I has come to de ’clusion not to donate Matilday dat ar
house an’ lot on Austin Avenue, for de reason-—~"

Mr. Crow sprang to hiz feet in a fine rge. He pulled
down his vest, and slinging his stovepipe hat on the side of
his head, said :

«In dat case, our future relations done cease to exist,
from dis moment, sah.”

#Bat let us talk, Mr. Crow. I was going to say—"

«Q, go hire a hall, and invite yer friends to attend I" ex-
claimed Crow, insolently.

« All right, Mr. Crow. Our fature relations has done
cease ter exist; but I only wanted ter let yer know dat de
reason I objects ter Matildy habin’ dat house on her weddin’
cay is because it am too small, s0 I am gwine ter give her
dat two-story cottage on Pecen street, which am wafl twice
as much.”

Jim tried to explain his position on the University ques-
tion, so to speak, but Uncle Nace solemaly lifted up a boot
the size of @ hum, and point(? to the gate, so James took the
hint, and refused to linger— fexas Siftings. &

A Lapy Presext.—Yesterdsy morning a couple of farm-
ers, whose waguns, filled with vegetables, stoud on the market,
got into a dispute about some trific, and they were using
some very strong language just as an old woman with a
basket come along. She halted and listened fur & moment,
and then, giving one of the disputaats an energetic thump
over the head with her basket, called out:

« Give your jaw a rest, you brute you—there's a lady
present I”

His jaw vested.

CORRESPONDENTS’ COLUMN.

Ep. FauiLy Cincus,—Imwediately on reccipt ot the Junc
number of the «Circle” we tried Lillie’s way of frosting glass
and were well pleased with the result. Tt was just what we
required. 1 hope she will be as well satisfied with * Aona's”
muthod of using hair combings. I have not bad time to try
it yot. .

1 would receive some information about the cactus. The
different kinds, the care they need, and when they usually
blossom; also. if Verbenas can be grown fruma cutting.

Will some one who knows please tell how to make an
autograph pillow. XKarr.

Daniel Gray.

If ever I shall win the home in heaven .
For whose sweet rest I humbly hope and pray,
In the great company of the forgiven
I shall be sure to find old Daniel Gray.

I knew hiro well ; in truth, few knew him better;
For my young eyes oft read for him the Word,
And saw how meekly from the crystal letter
He drank the life of his beloved Lord.

Old Daniel Gray was not & man who lifted

On ready words his freight of gratitude,
Nor was he called among the gifted

In the prayer meetings of his neighborhood.

He had & few old-fashioned words and phrases,
Linked in with sacred texts and Sundsy rhymes ;
And I suppose that in his prayers and graces
I've heard them all at least a thousand times.

1 see him now~-his form, his face, his motions,
Hiz homespun habit, and his silver baii—

And hear the language of his trite devotions,
Rising behind the straight-backed kitchen chair.

I can remember how the sentence sounded—

* « Help us, oh Lord, to pray and not to fainti”

And how the ¢ conquering and to conquer” rounded
The loftier aspiration of the saint.

He had some notions that did not improve him,
He never kissed his children—so they say ;

And finest scenes of rarest flowers would move him
Less than a horse-shoe picked up in the way.

He had a hearty hatred of oppression,
And righteous word for sin of every kind ;
Alas! that the trangressor and transgression
Were linked so closely in his honest mind !

He could see naught bat vanity in beauty,
And naught but weakness in a fond carvess,
And pitied men whose views of Christian duty

Allowed indulgence in such foolishness.

Yet there were love and tenderness within him;
And I am told that when his (‘barley died,

Nor nature's need nor gentle words could win him
From bis fund vigils at the sleeper’s side.

And when they came to bury little Charley,

They found fresh dew drops sprinkled in his hair,
And on his breast a roscbud gathered early,

And guessed, but did not know who placed it there.

Honest and faithful, constant in his calling,
Strictly attendant on the means of grace,
Instant n praver, and fearful most of falling,
0ld Daniel Grsy was always in his place.

A practical old man und yet a dreamer,
He thouglt that in some strange, unlooked-for way
His mighty filend in heaven, the great Redecmer,
Would honor him with wealth some golden day.

This dream ke carried in 2 hopefal spirit
Tatil in death his patient cye grew cim,
And his Redeemer called him to inherit
The heaven of wealth long garnered up for him.

So, if I ever wia the home in heaven
For whose sweet rest 1 humbly hope and pray,
In the great company of the forgiven

1 shall be sure to find old Danicl Gray.
. —Dr.J. G. Holland.
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Curfew Bells. )

Many have heard of the «cuifew beld,” but not all know
its origin. 1ts history in England runs back to the time of
Willinm the Conqueror, who ordered & bel to be rung about
sundown in summer, and at eight o clock in the evening in
winter, at which time fire and lights were to be put out,
and the people to remain within doors, and penalties were
imposed upon those who neglected or refused to comply with
the Jaw.  This was called the “curfew,” & word derived fiom
the French couvre-feu—cover-fire—and so the appropriateness
of the name is readily seen.  Theold king has been generally
charged with instituting this custom in order to im press upon
his subjects a sense of their ubject condition; but, as the
“curfew bell” was rung in France long before William's
time, as a safeguard agaiust fires, it is not improbable that he
brought the custom with him into Eugland from the contin-
ent, and that he bas been slandered as to his motives. At
any rate, he has sins cnough to answer for without this. In
1he sixteenth century, © bell-men” were added to the night-
watch in London. “They wént through the streets ringing
their bells and crying, « Take care of fire and candle ; be kind
to the poor and pray for the dead» It was the bell-man’s
duty also to bless the sleepers as he passed their doors. In
« 1] Penseroso” Milton refets to this custom:

“The bellman’s drowsy charm,
To bless the dvors trom mghtiy harm.”

Poeis have often refeired to the “curfew,” or cover-fire,
vell.  Gray begins his beautiful « Etegy " with
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* The ourfew tolls the knell of parting day.”

Longfellow, too, has a pretty little poem telling the story of
this bell with charming simplicity :

“Solemnly> mournfully,

Deating its doley .
The corfew bell

Is beginning to toll.

Caver the embers,
(Putout tho)iaht; |

Toil comes in the morning,
And rest with the pight.

Dark grow the windews,
And quenched is the fires

Sounnd {ndes wnto sirence,
All footsteps retire.

No voice in the chambers,
Nosound in the hail
Slegt anu oblivion
Reign overall.”

§ I* King William died, and the original obligations of the
curfew were at last removed about the time of Henry 1., in
1101 ; but the custom of ringing an evening bell is still kept
up in Ergland, with variations as to the hour. « The nine
o'clack bell,"—fumiliar to most New England peaple—
which scnds so many young people home and to bed, and
which in the carly history of our country was almost as
rigidly obeyed by ali, both old and young, as the old «cur-
few,” traces its origin directly to the cover fire-bell.  In Long-
fellow's « Evangeline” the custom is well described :

*t Anan the hell from the belfrs .
Rang out the hour of rine—the vil'age curtew—sand straightzvay
Rose the guests and departed, and silence reigned in the househald.”

But now the customs have changed; and though the bell
still rings out on the evening air, in country village, and city
street, it has lost its power, save as a tell-tale of passing
time. Let the old bells ring on; wo love their sound, or, in
the words of Moore— .

4 Thaso evening bells! thoso evening bells!
How many a ale their music tellr, |

Of youth and home, and that s« cct timo
Whon last I heard their soothing chime!”

—Samuel Burnham.

A poor young man remarks that the only advice he gets
rom capitalists is « to live within his income,” whereas the
difficulty he experiences is to live without an income.

“DON'T TELL MOTHER."
BY MRS. H. W. BEECHER,

Not long sinco wo passed two little girls, porhaps eight
or nine years old. There arms were thnown around each
other in simple, loving, unaflected manner that quite en-
chanted us. But the firet words we heard them utter dis-
pelled the charm and left a very painful impression.

«I'll tell you something that I am going to do, May, if
you will promise not to tell mather a word about it.”

1f at that early aze boys or girls begin to have secrets
from their parents, especially from the mother, it does not
require a prophet's skill tu form a tolerably correct judgement
of what th.e charncter will be, and the results springing from
such tendencies when they arrive at muture age. A dispo-
sition to deceive is bad enough, but when a child arranges to
conceal her activns from her mother the outlook is sad indeed.

Whatever may be taught or Dbelieved about naturdl
depravity it would be very difficult to imagine that a little
child nuturally inclines to conceal its actions from the
mother, who for the few carliest years at least must, almost
of necessity, be with it more than any other one. Insuch
cases it is impossible not to feel that the parents must be
held, in part, accountable.  Over-strictness in governing
children too ofien proves a temptation to deccive and conceal.
When a child first understands that it is under surveillance
and all its acts critivised or censured it becomes uncomfort-
able, and soon feels frightened, and secks to escape from the
thraldom by prevarication or deceit. o deny, conceal, in-
vent or give an excuse that te a youthful mind appears
plausible, if not unanswerable, opens in their childish judg-
ment the readiest way of escape from blame or punishment.
Let any one enter on that way and concenlment, deceit and
excuses become easy. It will not be long before this course
will be taken not merely to avoid punishment or reproof but
to secure some pleasure known to have been forbidden.

Young parents often enter upon their new duties with
very high ideas. They have theories which, if strictly fol-
lowed out, will place their nonpareil far above all other
babies and bring it into maturity a bright and shining light,
only a little lower than the angels.  And in its rave develop-
ment it is expected that the parents® theory will be glorified.
It is vain for parents who have had several experiences and
many new theories to try to convince the young matrouns
that there never was a mode of training children that would
be suitable for all dispusitions, or that fully realized the
bright cxpectations with which they first tried to bring them
into daily practice.

Some begin with the idea that implicit, unquestioning,
instantaneous obedience must be insisted on, and uny hesita-
tion or deviation must be met at once by severe punishment
Children brought up under such a system are the ones most
likely to deceive and conceal. Those pa ents who are thor-
oughly good and act in the most conscientious manuer, in
their bearts belicving that their theory, #though for the
present not joyous but grevious,® will in the end work out
the possible fruits of righteousness, are the ones who in
riper years, taught by that rough schovlmaster, expericuce,
greatly modify if not cotirely change their mode of bringing
up their children, Indeed, finding that strict discipline and
rigorous oversight have not entirely perfected their first
children they are in great danger of swinging clear over to
the opposite side, and do the last children as much or more
harm, by beirg too lenient aud indulgent, as their first
reccived by needless severity.

Whatever mode of training children may be adopted,
that is best which is so modified as to teach all, particularly
the girls, that the mother is the sagest and wisest confidante.
Children will make mistakes, but no great harm will follow
if they bave no secrets from their mother; and they will not
be tempted to hide a blunder if they know she will not re-
buke sharply but with loving kindness. A girl will not do
an thing very wrong who has no secrets fiom her mother.
Every girl stands on slippery, uncafe ground the moment
she thinks or says *“Don't tell mother”’  The fewer secrets
girls or boys have the safer they are.  If there should be a
few which may scem important and unavoidable lot the
child test the real necessity of encumbering herself with
them by taking the mother in partnership.  No companion-
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ship should be tolerated, no leiter written, that she may not
know of.

Seccrets, mysteries, are bad things for any one, boy or girl,
man or woman, but much worse for a girl or womun. Wo
wish we could show the young how much of unrest, trouble
and wrong has come through these small mysteries and
secrets that many young girls take delight in, but we close
with this one item of aavice for children of both sexes.

Hide nothing from your mother. Do nothing that you
would be ashumed or unwilling to have your father know.
If you have done wrong don’t wait for them to learn it from
others.  Go to them and own it, trusting that their love will
enable you to right it. If you have made a mistake look
into thedr eyes with loving boldness and tell them yourself.
Prevent others from telling your parvents tales of you by
taking the whole matter to them, your best friends aud ad-
visers, your own self.—Christian Union.

‘“Too Good to Spoil.”

The distinction between economy and meanness is over-
ooked by some people They need a rap on the knuckles to

call their attention to it. Such a1ap was administered years
ago to an ironsmith of Newburyport. In those days, that
now restful town was an important commercial port. Many
ships were built there, whose iron work was done at some
large smithy, of which there were several in the town.

One of these was owned and superintended by a8 Mr.
Gordon, who prided himself on the economical style of his
houschold.  His workmen boarded with him, and they
thought the master's table wreanly rather than economically
furnished. One day at dinner & large cheese was placed on
the table; everybody in thosc days thought cheese an aid to
digestion.

After the men had all eaten meat, Mr. Gordon, taking a
knife and turning the cheese over, exclaimed: «Thisisa
goud cheese! n pretty cheesel too good to spoil!”  Laying
down his knife, he rose, saying: ¢« Come, men, let's get to
work.” They went, vowing they would give him a lesson
that he would not forget.

That afterpoon & lurge anchor was to be forged. The fire
burned brightly, the iron grew hotter and hotter, and at Jast
the master exclaimed :

«That's a guod heat?”

« A good heat!” responded the men.

a A grand heat 77 reiterated the master.

« A grand heat!” answered the men.

«'Then why don't you strike 7 shouted the master, ex-

citedly.

« It is & good heat !” soliloquized the foreman.

t Yes, yes! strike, strike, L tell ye!” he shouted, in an
authoritative tone.

« Don’t- you think it is too good a heat to spoil ¥ quietly
acked the foreman, while every mud stood leaning on bis
sledge-bamuier.

‘I'he master saw the point, and ordered the cheese to be
bronght into the smithy, and a loat of brown bread. The
lunchicon was caten and then the anchor was forged.

A Rouaxce oF a Paerty Foor.—I don't know that there
is anything in the world that is so well calculated to excite
envy as o pretty foot, and when a person can boast of such a
possession, he or she is ve y apt, if poverty doesn't stand in
the way, to make the most of it. A pretty foot i3 a fortune
to o woman. Lust year 1 made a pair of shoes foralady who
had as pretty feet as were ever fashioned. It was & pleasure
for me to make the shoes, and when they were finished 1 put
them in the show-window in a very conspicuous place, where
I could view them at 1uy leisure. Pretty soon a nicely-dressed
gentleman stopped and began looking at them very atten-
tively. Presently he entered the store end inquired if they
were for sale. 1 told him no—1that they were made for one
of my customers. He looked surpiised, and asked the lady’s
name. X would notygive him this much satisfuction, but told
him where she lived, however. I was cousiderubly surprised
to learn afterwards that he was calling at the house,- and
more surprised still when the lady, accompanied by the
gentleman, called at the store thres months later.  Ske call-
¢d him “dear " then, so I guess they were married.—2Phil
adelphia Times.
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How to Bring up a Boy.

«If I had a boy to bring up 1 wouldn't bring him up
too so’tly,” began brother Gardener, as Samucl Shin finally
quit poking the fire. « Ebery duy of my life I meet men
who were brung up softly. As boys dey were kissed an’ pet.
ted and stuffed with sweet cake an’ cried ober. As young
men dey had nufin’ to do But spend mouey, dress like mon-
keys, loaf on de streets, and look down at hounest labor. As
men dey am a fai'ure.  People who doan' hate em avoid 'em,
feel to pity 'em, an daf's just as bad. When I see n man
whom everybody dislikes, I realize dat he was brung up on
de goody-good plan as a boy.

«IfI had & boy I'd rub him agin de world. I'd putre-
spopsibility on his shoulders. If he got sugar, he'd airn it.
If he'got time for loafin’ it would be only arter his work was
done. If he was ugly obstinate, I'd tan it outer him instead
of buying him off. Ifyou want to make a selfish man, humor
de whims of a boy. If youwant to make a coward of him,
forbid your boy to defend his rigkts. I'd teach my boy dat
all boys had rights, an’ dat while he had no business to
trample on de rights of odder boys, no boy had the privilege
of takin’ him by de nuge. Las' night an old man libin’ up my
way was turned out doors by his boy. He has been tryin’ de
goody-good plan on dat youth for de las' twenty years, and
dis am de legitimate result, He didn't want him to work,
kase work is hard. He did'nt want him to dress plain far
fear people would look down on him. De boy am to-day a
loafer, neither grateful fur what has been donein de pas® nor
carin® what happensin de fucher. Ten y'ars ago he was cried
ober, run arter, an’ coaxed an’ bought off, an’ his mubber libed
to see him a loafer an’ his fader has found him an ingrate.’—
Detroit Free Press.

Nelson.

It was at Yarmouth that Nelson landed on his return
from the Mediterranean, and from Yarmouth that he em-
burked, in 1801, for the Baltic. The battle off Copenhagen
was one of the most arduous of those won by Nelson, from
the difficulties of the ground-—a large shoal lying close to the
ships—and from the courage aad endurance of the Danes,
who were subdued with less relish asd more troubl than the
French.  No timely nego 1a ion averted the lavish bloodshed
of 1that Good Friday eve; it was left to Nelson to crush the
united scheme of Russia, Sweden and Denmark against the
naval rights of England.  He won the victory in disobedience
to orders. When Sir Hyde Parker, who commanded the
ficet, signalled to him to stop the action (to save Nelson, as
he thought, the disgrace of inevitable defeat), Nelson's remark
was, 1 have only one eye, so I have a right to be blind
sometimes. 1 can’t see the signal.  —— tue signal. Keep
miue flying for closer battle.”

Taking off the Shoes. .

In Syrin people never take off their caps or turbans when
entering & hiouse or visiting a fricnd, but they always leave
their shoes atthe door. The reason is, their floors are covered
with clean mats and rugs, and in Moslem houses the men
kneel on the rugs to pray, and press their foreheads on the
floor; so that it would not be decent or respectable to walk
in with dirty shocs, and soil the sijada on which they kneel
to pray. They bave no foot-mats or scrapers, and it is much
zimplcr and cheaper to leave the shoes, dirt and all, at the

oor.

It is very curicus to go into the Syrian school-houses and
sce the piles of shors at the door. They are new, bright red
shoes, and old tattered shoes, and kob-kobs, and black shoes,
and sometimes yellow shoes. The kob-kobs are wooden
clogs, made to maise the feet out of the mud and water, having
a little strap over the toe to keep it on the foot. You will
often see little bays and girls running down steps and paved
streets on those dangerous kobkobs. Sometimes they slip,
then down they go on their noses, kob-kobs fiy off, and go
rattling over the stones, and little Al, or Yuesi, or whatever
his name is, begins to shout, « Ya imme! Yo immel” 0,
my motherl) and cries, just Jike the other children in other
countrics. But the funniest part is to see the boys when they
come out of school and try to find their shoes. There will be
filty boys, and, of course, 2 hundred shoes all mixed together
in one pile. When school is out, the boys make a tush for
the door. Then comes the tug of war.
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Sunlight and Starlight.

God sets some souls in shade, alone;
They have no daylight of theic own;
Only in the lives of happier ones
They see the shine of distant suns.

God knows. Content thee with thy night,
Thy greater heaven hath grander light,
To-duy is close ; the hours are small,
Thou sit'st afur, and hast them all,

Lose the less joy that doth but blind,
Reach forth a lurger liss to find;
To-day is brief; the inclusive spheres
Rain raptures of & thousand years.
—A. D. 7. Whitney.

¢ Does it Pay ¢

A great many things evidently don’t pay. A good many
others as evidently do. But there are difterent kinds of pay-
ing, and still more different opinions as to what ¢ paying "
really means. When one gives little ant gets much, he
flutters himself he has a paying thing in hand. When one
gives much and gets more he comes to the same conclusion.
But the little or the much may be only money, or something
which money can purchase or for which it can be exchanged.
If things are on the right side of the ledger as far as these
are concerned, very many have no doubt about it being all
O.K. Yet how often a great deal more has been given which
may be never considered at all!  Besides so much cash, this
one had to put in a goodly allowance of lies. ¢ humbug-

ged. e pulled the wool over his neighbor’s eyes.  He took
advantage of ignorance. He appealed to Heaven. He flat-

tered. He fuvoured. He suppressed the facts  He exagger-
ated that. And he gained his purpose  He made a very good
spec, and Master Greenhorn had to grin and bear it.  Did it
pay? He thinks so. He hugs himselfat every remembrance
of his dexterity, He tells gleefully of what really pro-laims
hig dishonor. Let him wait & while, and be may discover
that the spec is & poor one after all. He has given far more
than he received back again. He has sacrificed his honour.
He has debauched bis conscience.  He has parted company
with sclf-respect.  He has to say sometimes to himself,
«Now I'm afraid I am & roguc *

It is possible that the thicef thinks his occupation pays.
Even the poor, vulgar, ordinary pilterer seems to delude him-
self with the idea that it is grand to get possession of that
for which he has not labored, and for which he gives no
cquivalent. And the pilferer, in the extraordinary sense,
scems to have exactly the same idea.  Are there no thieves
in Ontario who hold their heads high as honest aud honor-
able men? Of course there are.  Pienty of them. In what
respect are they worse than the truck that go vefore the
Cadi? They took more. ‘That is about all. How many
made their money by smuggling? How many by aduitera.
tion? How many by defranding their creditors? How
many by cxorbitant charges? How many by simple prosaic
stealing? How many by the dirtiest of dirty work? How
nuny in the meanest of all mean ways?  And what do they
think to-day of themselves and their success? Perhaps a
great deal. Perhaps not. Has it all «past?” We more
than doubt if it has. Is there superstition in saying that the
curse of Heaven rests upon riches gotten by lyiog lips, and
that fmud aund fulsehood never in the long runpay 7 Perbaps.
Yet we hold it all thesame. Loungfellow s “mills” and their
agrinding” have been quoted too often to need any r:petition
here  But what 1s said about them is true all  the same.
They do grind very small, though they may go very deliber-
ately about it.  Nobody is so shortsighted as the greedy un-
scrupulous man. His best laid plans are but folly. His
greatest success is a delusion.  His triumph is only the be-
ginning of his defeat. His higbest exultation is only to a
deeper fall.  And then the misery is that in a great number
of cases the man «could have it done better,” even in his
own gense, it he had oniy kept to honesty and uptightaess.
There is not a thief or burglar in the country who does not
show an amount of energy und intelligence, which devoted
to bonorable enterprie wouuld bave secured to bim even far
more, meney, in a respectablo way, than"he bas ever been

able (o s:cure after his own fashion. There is no use in
sy ing that he could not help it.  He could.  But he would
not.  And there'ho és. A guol bird and an outcast, simply
because he thought the way of trangressors was very pleasunt,
though he has found it at the last, and all the way through,
tremendously had.  Pay! Of course you pay, and very
smertly too, you foolish, idle, good-for-nothing. Did you
think you were going to draw bills on the future and find
then anprotested at the last!  You are an awful simpleton
if you did. Not quite on the square, de you say, with a
taugh?  Well, well.  Look out fur squalls.  What is not on
the square will uot stand, as very many have found to their
cost—as many mo:e will.

A Perfect Cup of Coffee.

Cofee is the final issue of Eastern hospitality—the climax
of the visit. One recognizes, on entering, the sound of the
mortar; for in cvery properly regulated household in the
East the coffve is not ground, but pounded to an impalpable
powder, having been roasted that morning, each day its pro-
vision, and pounded the moment it is needed. And no one
who has not drunk it there cau presume to judge of the bever-
age. In England we roast it tilf it is black, grind it as we
would cattle food, boiling it like malt for beer, and we drink
the bitter and unaromatic fluid which rem ins and say we have
taken our coffee. The Eustern coftee-drinker knows all the
grades of the berry and preparation us a silk meichant knows
the quality of sill; the cofirjee knows that to roast ita shade
beyoud the point where it bieaks crisply under the pestle is
to spoil it, and when the slow pulverising is done, each mea-
sure goes into its little gopper ibrik, receives its dose of boil-
ing water, just ene of the tiny cup's full rests an instant on
the conls to restore the heat lost in the ibrik, and is poured
into the egg shell cup, and so it came to us, each cup in a
gold enamelled holder.  “Uhe rule in these Junds seews to be
that few things are not worth doing well, and there is no waste
of life or material by over-haste —1'all Mall Gazette.

Alawyer in Central New York gives the following account
of one of his first cases: My client sued & neighbor for the
alleged killing of a fuvorite dog.  “L'he proof consisted in the
mysterious disappearance of the animal, and the possession
of a dog's skin by the <efendant, which, after considerable
argument, was bronght into court in evidence. It wasmarked
in a singular manner, and was positively ideutified with
many tears, by the plaintiffs wite and daughter as the un-
doubted integument of the deceased Bose, In summing up
to the jury, 1 was in the midst of a highly colored picture of
the deceased, and of the love of the children's four-footed
friend, when I was interrupted by a slight disturbance in the
crowd near the door of the little school-house which served
as court-house. Looking around, I saw my client’s youngest
son, & tow-headed urchin of twelve, coming forward with a
dog whose skin was the exact counterpart of the one put in
evidence. The dog wagued bistail with a good-patured com-
posure, and the boy cried, in his childish treble, ¢ Paw, Bose
has come home” I gathered up my law-books and retreated,
and I have never had perfect confidence in circumstantial
evidence since.

A Trar's FaTe—A tramp and his companions, camping
out near Stecbenville, Ohio, a year since, fell in with a ncigh-
boring farmer and his wife, un Englishwoman, who, discover-
ing that one of them was her own countryman, took them
all home and gave themn o ravishing meal. The husband
finally induced the Englishman to abandon his rcugh life
and stay with them. His wife'’s sister, 8 widow, shortly aiter
coming out from England, fell in love with the reformed
tramp and at length married him. One day he received a
letter from Eugland in answer to one of his own, informing
him that his father had been dead two years and left him a
fortune of £10,000. Ho then dlsclosed his identity to his
wife and his friends. He was the son of & superinteadent of
a public library in England, und baving in consequence of
his fast life there, quarreled with bis futher, came to this
country where he spent, among dissolute companions, the
money with which his father supplied him until his patience
was cxhausted. For five years he led a trawp's life uatil ho
was at last provided witha home, a wife, o fortune, and, it i3

to be boped, a reformed and scnsible mind.
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Sharp Pracotice,

There is a good deal of tutk about the smartness of Yan-
kdes, but on the other side of the water they manage to tuen
out some very shrowd raseals.  How is this for a case of
sharp practice? ¢ A certain Hungarian Countess, well-known
for her riches and beauty (the sams spirited lady who last
year seconded her brother in & duel), graced with her pres-
ence the performance at the Aresa, or summer theatre. On
-one of her fair fingers my lady wore two splendid diamond
rings cxactly like each other. During an entracte there
presented hunself in her box o big fellow in grotesque livery
—six feet of the finest flunkey imaginable. Quoth he, in the
finest Hungarian, ¢ My mistress, Princess P., has sent to beg
-of your ladyship the loan of one of your rings for five min-
ates, Her Highness has observed them from her box oppo-
site, and is very anxious to examine one more closely, as she
wished to have onc made after the pattern? Without an
instant’s hesitation, the Countess hunded o ving to ¢‘Jeames,'
who bowed with respectinl dignity and retired. The per-
formance over, the two great ladies met on the staircase, and
the Countess begged her friend to keep the ring at her con.-
venience. ¢ What ring my dear?” Denouement! Tableaut
The ¢powdered menial’ was no flunkey at all, but & thief;
and the ring was gone.

«‘I'he pulice were informed of the impudent trick. Jus-
tice seemed to huve overtuken the culprit in a very few
strides, for next morning, while still en robe de chamore, ro-
-ceived a letter informing her that the thief had been caugut
.and the ring found on his person. ¢ Only,’ added the note,
¢the man stoutly denies the charge, and declares the ring to
‘be his own. To clear up all doubts, please come at once
to the police station, or sead the duplicate ring by beaver.
To draw the second ring from the finger and intrust it joy-
flly to the messenger—a fine fellow in full police uniform—
together with a bandsome ‘tip’ for the glorious news, was
the work of & moment. Only when my lady an hour later
betook herself radiant to the stativn-house to recover her
Jewels, a slight mistake came to light. : Well, my rings? 1
could not come myself the instans [ got your letter. ¢ What
letter, madam ?* Denoucment! Tableau No. 2! The thief
gt them both1”

T'here is no power of love so hard to get and keep asa
kind voice. A kind hand isdeafanddumb. Itmay berough
in flesh and blood, yet do the work of a soft heart, and do it
with a soft touch. But there is no one thing that love so
much needs as a sweet voice to tell what it means aud feels;
and it is hard to get and keep it in the right tone. One
must start in youth, and be on the watch night and day, at
work and play, to get and keep a voice that shall speak atall
times the thoughts of a kind heart. But this is the time
when a sharp voice is most apt to be got. You often heac
boys and girls suy words at play with a quick, sharp tone,as
if 1t were the snap of a whip.  When one of them gets vexed
you will hear a voice that sounds as if it were made up of
snarl, & whine, and a bark. Such a voice often speaks worse
than the heart feels. It shows more ill-will in the tonethan
in the words. It isoften in mirth that one gets a voice or a
tone that is sharp, and sticks to him through life, and stirs
up itl-will aud gricf, and falls like adrop of gall on the sweet
Joys at home. Such as these get a sharp home-voice for use,
and keep their best voice for those they meet elsewhere, just
as they would save their best cakes and pies for guests and
all their sour food for theirown board. I would say to all
boys aud girls: « Use your own guest-voice at home. Watch
it day by day, as a pearl of ureat price, for it will be worth
more to you in Guys to come than the best pearl hid in the
8ea. A kind voice is a joy like & lark's song to hearth and
homo. Itis to the heart what light is to the eye. It isa
light that sings as well as shines. ‘Train it to sweet tones
now, and it will keep in tune through life.”

A loving heart and a pleasing countenance are commodi-
ties which & man should never fuil to take home with him
They will best season his fuod and soften his pillow. It were
a great thing for a man that his wite and cbild en could truly
sar of him, % He never bronght 2n aagry or ill-temnpered word
across his.threshold.”  Tuo Lest likeness of neaven ever seen
2 th; carth is a well-conducted, happy family.—National
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Routing a Burglar.
A COURAGEOUS WOMAN'S COOL CONDUOT.

A little Eureka woman, says the Eureka (Nev.) Sentinel,
awoke the other night to find a burglar prospecting her room
for valuables. She lay very quietly until he had concludud
hus labors and transferred operations to the adjuining parlar,
whea she quictly arose, armed herself with a revolver which
her husband had provided her with, and waich was snugly
ensconsed under her pillow, and tiptoed into his presence.
Covering him with the weapon, without a tremor in her
voice, she commanded him to disgorge his plunder.  ‘L'here was
blood in her eye and determinativn in her voice, and the
bold burglar weakened at once. Ho deposited on the centre-
able a bracelet, a gold chain, and a puir of earrings,
all that he had managed to secure thus far, and meekly
listened to a spirited lecture which the lady delivered im-
promptu. She wound up her address by expressing a regret
that her scanty toilet prevented her escortiug him to the jail,
and ordered him out of the house. He did not stand upon
the order of going, but went at once. The brave little
woman then dressed, 1it her lantern, and went to the furnace,
told ber husband of her adveature, and remained until day-
light. .

The Mazarin Bible. .

The oldest printed book m the world is the Mazarin bible.
1t is so called because & c.py of it was found in the library of
that celebrated French statesman, Mazarin, in Paris, about
the middle of the last centary. It was beautifully printed in
Latin, and when offered for sale, nut a human beiug, except
the artists, could tell how the work had been done. The
p inting was fivished as early as 1455, and the binding and
illuminating were completed at Mentz in 1456.

It was in two volumes, and there were about twenty
copies, eighteen of which are still to be fouad, ten being in
private libraries in England. Some of these avre printed or
vellum, a very fine kind of parchmeat, some on paper of
choice quality, with black and tolerabiy handsome letters.

Of this book, Hallain, the historian, thus writes :

« In imagination we may see this venerable and-splendid
volume leading up the crowded myriads of its followers, and
imploring, as it were, & blessing on the new art by dedicating
its first ficuits to the service of heaven.”

A copy of this bible was sold a few years ago for twonty-
five hundred dollars.

Plenty of Weater.

Artesian well makers say that water can be found any-
wuere, the question being only one of depth. This would
seem 10 be proved by operativns in the desert of Sahara, the
last place in which one would look for water. In that desert
French engineers have sunk from 75 to 100 wells, which
yield 600,000 gallons of water per hour. With this water'a
large space has been brought under a high state of cultivation.
Among the more noteworthy artesian wells in the United
States i that of the insane asyluw at St. Louis, Mo. Itisg
3,843 feet deep, and yields 4,500 gatlons per hour. The
water i warm, averaging nearly 75 degrees. In the same city
a sugar refinery has a well of 2,200 feet, yielding about 5,000
gallons per hour. In Louisvilie, Ky., is one 2,086 fvet deep,
giving 14,000 gallons per hour. Charleston, S. C., is poorly
situated for water, and the city couancil has speat much
money in trying remedies, commenciog as far back as 1824.
‘Fhe result has been ao artesian well 1,250 feet deep, yieldiog
1,200 gallons per hour. In Philadelphia the Cuntineatal
hotel has a 206-foot’ well, 8 inches in diameter, giving 2 200
gallons per hour. There is & deeper and more prolitic well
in the United States mint in thatcity. In New Orleans there
are wells of 600 feet; one in Columbus, O, 2,775, and at
Ounavga, Iil, 85 miles south of Chicago, within a circle of 40
miles diameter are 200 wells, avemging about 75 feet in
depth, and yielding 2,225 gallons per! hour. On the plaing
and in the Colorado desert artesian wells ure to be found,und
also in the oii regions of Pennsylvania. Many years ago the
augers used in boring a salt well at Saling, N, Y., fell iato
some unknowa lake 500 feet below the surface. The taols
were lost, but the salt water came up abundantlv. In Cal-
ifornia it is estimated that there are more than a thousand
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artesian wells, most of which are flowing. France is cele-
brated for these wells. One in the department Pas de Calais
wag sunk in 1162, and is still flowing abundantly. The
famous well at Grenelle, near Paris, 1,792 feet decp, was
finished in 1842, and yields 21,000 galions an hour. At
Pagsy there is a well 1923 feet deop, giving the enormour
quantity of 62,000 gallons.an hour. London has a large
number of wells, and they may be found in almost all civil-
ized countries. ‘The water from deep well« is warm, the
temperature increaging a degree for every 75 or 80 feet of
depth. The water is usually impregnated with minerals,and
tew wells give water that is fit to drink.

The Drying-Room.

In almost all manufacturing establishments & drying-room
is & necessary attachment. At some period in the work 1t is
commonly necessary to submit the material to a thorough
wetting, and it is also desirable that after this ordeal the
water should be removed from it as suon as practicable.
But while there are tens of thousands of drying-rooms in this
couuntry, it is a curivus circumstance that hardiy any of them
have been constructed on scientific principles. A vast
amount of thought and attention Las been bestowed in per-
fecting the various processes of manufacture, but the process
of drying is in almost as crude a cunditivn as it was one
hundred years ago. The main olject seems to be to get the
drying-room as hot a8 it is safe tu Lave it, and then place in
it the material to be dried. One result of this plan is that
fires in drying rooms are of frequent ovcurrence, and for this
reason the Lostun Manufacturers’ Mutual Fire Insurance
Company bas entercd on a scientifiic investigation of the
subject. ‘lhe first report which has been made to its mem-
bers is restricted to pointing out a tew defects in the various
systems now in use. For example, the opinivn seems to be
commonly received that if the air in & room is made suffici-
ently hot,and wet material is then put in, it will svon become
dry, although nc change of air may take place, consequently
there ie no attempt made to ventilate the room. Now,in
reality, a cubic fout of air will hold only a given amount of
meisture, this varying with the temperature. At 32 degrees
Fahrenheit a cubic foot of air contains two grains of vapor.
But this is its maximum limit, and when once that amount
of moisture has been absorbed the air is good for nothing for
drying purposes, and the soover it is let out the better.
Where no special provision is made for iis exit it bas to work
its way, as best it can, through the cracks in the room. In
many cases this same air is drawn off, rebeated, and forced
into the room again, on the mistaken theory that it is better
than fresh but cooler air from the outside would be ; but the
effect of this i8 to send damp air to do what should be the
work of dry air. Theoretically the true principle would seem
1 be to refrigerate air, 50 as to deprive it of its moisture, then
heat it and bring it in contact with the material that 1s to be
dried, after which it may be allowed to escape, carrying its
burden of moisture with it. 1In the investigation referred to,
the practical method of doing this has nut yet been deter-
mined, but it is hoped that & satisfactory and rational plan
will be developed.

A Fawous Suskex Large—Several of our citizens, says a
Jacksonville (Or.) paper, returned, last week from the Great
>unken Lake, situated in the Cascade Mountains, about
seventy-five miles northeast from Jacksonville. This lake
vivals the famous valley of Sinbad the Sailur. It is thought
to average two thousand feet duwn to water all around. The
Jepth of the water is unknowa, and its surface is smooth and
woruffled, as it is 50 far below the surface of the mountains
1hat air currents do not affect it.  Its length is estimated at
twelve or fifteen miles, and its width ten or twelve. There
is a mountain in the centre, having trees upon it. It lies still,
+ilent, and mysterious, in the bosom of tue everlasting hills,
like a huge well scooped out by the hands of the giant genii
of the mountains in the unknown ages gone by, and around
1t the primeval forests watch and ward are keeping. The
visiting party fired a rifle into the water several times, at an
angle of forty-tive degrees, and were able to note several
seconds of time from the report of the gun until the ball
struck the water. Such seems incredible, but i» vouched for
by our most reliable citizens. The lake is certainly a most
1cmarkable curiosity.

How Far to the Sun,

All the evidence at prosent attainable makes the distance
of the sun frm the earth 92,884,000 miles, says Prof. Young,
with a probable error of one quarter of one per cent., or
225,000 miles, N

But it is one thing to state these figures, and quiteanother
to understand what they mean  Prof. Young is at the pains
to translate them into the terms of common cxperience, go
that they may be partially realized. He says: «If one were
to try to walk such a distance, supposing that be could walk
four miles an hour, and keep it up for 10 hours every day,it
would take 68} years to make a single million of wmiles, and
more than 6,300 years to traverse the whole, If some celes-
tial railway could be imagined, the journey to the sun, cven
if our trains ran 60 miles an hour, day and night, and without
& stop, would require over 175 years., Scusation, even, would
not travel so far in a human lifctime. To borrow the curious.
illustration cf Prof. Mendenhall, if we could imagine an in-
fant with an arm long envugh toenable him to touch the sun
and burn himself, he would die of old age before the pain
cauld reach him; since, according to the experiments of
Helmholtz and others, a nervous shock is communicated
only at the rate of about 100 jeet per second, or 1,637 milesa
day, and would need yaore than 150 years to make the jour-
ney. Sound would do it in about fourteen years if it could
be transmitted through celestial space, and & cannon ball in
about nine, if it were to move unifurmly with the same specd
as when it left the muzzle of the gun, If the earth could be
suddenly stopped in her orbit and allowed to fall unobstruct-
ed toward the sun, under the accelerating influence of his
attraction, she would reach the centre in about four months.
T bave said if she could be stopped, but suchb is the compass
of her orbit that to make its circuit in a year she hasto mouve
nearly nineteen miles a second, or more than fifty times
faster than the swiftest rifle ball, and in moving tweaty
miles her path deviates from perfect straightness by less than.
one eighth of an inch.”

Grass Type—The experiments which have been made in
France, :ith a view to tre subs.itution of printing-type mgde
of toughened glass in place of metal, have proved quite
encouraging. ‘I'he advantages in point of cleanliness would,
it is allezed, be not mnsignificant. The touszhened glass is
naturally much harder thau the usual metallic compo-ition,
and can hardly be crushed out of shape by those small acci-
dents which shorten the lite and mar the bexuty of the type
now employed. T'he glass, too, is capable of being cast into
mere delica e forms, so that the differe ce between the thin
and thick strokes can be more clearly defined.

Streups.—The Scientific American advances the following
important information to those who desire to get rid of stumps
on their farms : ¢ Inthe autuma or early winter bore a hole
one or two inches in diameter, according to the gicth of the
stump, and about eighteen inches deep.  Put into it one or
two ounces of saltpetre, fill the hole with water, and plug it
close. In the ensuing spring take out the plug, and pour in
about a gill of kerosene oil and ignite it. The stump will
smoulder away without blazing to the very extremity of the
roots, leaving nothing but ashes.”

Algiers possesses & river of veritable ink. Two streams,
one starting from & region where the soil is ferruginous, the
other from & pest-swamp, meet and form the river, whose
inky constituency is due to the mixing of the iron and the
gallic acid which the two tributary stieams respectively
contain.

W. L. Bright, an Englishman, claims that he has found
the mesus for preventing distemper in dogs. Following up
the researches of Pasteur, ag to the cause of epidemics among
animals, Mr. Bright has discovered thus, if dogs are vaccinated
in the ears with ordinary vaccine lymph, they will not be
subject to distemper. In aletter to the London Daily News
he says that for the past twenty years all his young dogs
have been freed from ordinary dog troubles by the application
of vaccine virus.



