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The Old Story.

When visions of her face come o’er me—
Of her sweet face so far away ;
I say what lovers said before me,
What lovers will forever say <
That flowers blcom sweeter for her being,
That birds sing sweeter for her seeing;
That grass is greener, skies more blue,
That all things take a richer hue.
Lovers bave said these things before;
Lovers will say them evermore.

D sweet young love, that in all ages
Rears ever one eternal form ;

€Vith lasting youth, your oldest pages
Glow ever ever fresh and warm.

O dear old story, ever young,

Poets have painted, artists sung!

Sure naught in life is half so sweet ;

Death caunot make you incomplete.
Lovers have said these things before;
Lovers will say them evermore.

[ Wrilten for the Family Circle.]

BONNY WOODS.

BY E. T. PATERSON.

PROLOGUE.

(i EFORE commencing tue story of that portion of my
heroine’s life contained in the following pages, let us
for an instant, reader, raising the curtain that veils the
Past, look upon one short scene in the life of Judith’s
sister.

Toward the close of a fairafternoon at the end of summer,
the red rays of the sctting sun slanted through the trees in
Bonny Woods, resting with a lingering, farewcll touch on
the nut-brown bair of a young girl of cighteen or niceteen
Fears, who stood on the grassy bank at the bottom of which
was a little gurgling streamlet, and upon this the gitl’s
down-drooping cyes were bent. She was very pretty, with

brown hair and clear, fair complexion; the tall, slight and.

graceful figure was clad in a gown of purest white, belted in
at the waist with a black velvet band, while the hem just
touched the ground. A moment before a hasty foot-step
bad broken her reverie, and: a tall stalwart young man of
about five-and-twenty, had come hastily to her side; to his
words, cager and passionate, she was now shyly listening,
while at Bo great distance from where they stood came the
sound of other voices approaching.

«T could not leave without seeing you Dorothy; the tele-
gram came about an hour ago, and as goon as I could leave
the office I hastencd to Bonny Dale and then had to come

on herg, the train leaves Eastville in little more than half an
hour; there is no time to say all thai I wish to say to you
Dorothy, for these people will be upon us in another minute.
But I will write to you;—for I do not know how long it may
be till I sce you again,—aund you, Dorothy, you will send me
your answer as soon as possible; will you not? and now,”
taking her hand in his; not waiting for the answer which
was 50 slow in coming.—“And now I musy go; let us sey
good-bye before these people come.”

« Good-bye  she said softly, raising a pair of clear grey
eyes for a moment to his face. .

« Good-bye my love!” e drew her slight figure to him
and held her for an instant in his arms, while their lips met
in a first kiss.

In another moment he was gone, striding quickly through
the shadowy woods; while the girl with tender flushed face
stood where e had left her, following him with her love-lit
eyes, till his form vanished from her sight in the gloom of

Bonny Woods.
CHAPTER 1.
THEIR SEPARATE WATS.

@H! Dorothy, Dorothy! Is there no other way, no
7

means by which we might keep together? you and I,

at any rate; i¢ does not s0 much matter about Reg-

gie; it is natural for a boy to go out into the world,
away from his own people; but what shall I do away from
you ? oh Dolly! there won't be a soul to care for me!”

«Judith Brown threw herself on the rug close to her sis-
ter's chair and covered her face with her bands. Amnother
girl might have thrown her arms around Dorothy’s aeck, or
buried her face in her lap, but snch was not Judith’s wey ;
she was a very undemonstrative young person, as were
Dorothy and Reggie also, for that matter. Bat though they
very scldom kissed one another or made a show of affection,
they were none the less fond ¢.f one another on that account.
So now, Dorothy Brown me'ely bent forwsrd and laid her
hand lightly on ber young fister’s shoulder as she answered :

« I am afraid there is7.0 other way Judy; you must try
and reconcile yourself to e thought of going to the Lauries’.
After all, 1 daresay it “s but a childish prejudice you have
against them, aud when you know them better you may
learn to like them very much ; Iam sure they will treat you
kindly.”?

«Oh! I daresay they will not starve nor beat me?”
retorted Judith bitterly. «But you need not think that I
shall ever learn to like them; you kmow yourself what
Avgusta Laurie is—proud and full of self-conceit as she can
be, and always ridicaling cveryone and everything that
comes beneath her notice. As for AMr. Laurie, I remember
how one glance from his stern eyes used to have power to
make my childish soul quake within me: and then Mrs,
Laurie isso meek and wishy-washy that I wonder such a
nonentity was ever sent into the world as & human creature
at all”

¢« Oh Judith dear!” exclaimed her sister reproachfully,
wbilg a loud boyish laugh at the door made them both tarn
round. °
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“ What an interesting study the Laurie family would
make* said Reginald Brown coming forward to the fire
place where his sisters were sitting.

“ What are you in the blues about Ju ?” he asked, throw-
ing himself on to the well-worn old sofa and stretching out
his immense length of limb.

#She does not like the iden of going to the Lauries,”
answered Dorothy, as Judith remained silent.

“«Why Ju, you are the best off of us all, you won't have to
work,  said Reggie, who did not himself take kindly to labor
of any description.

«That is nonsense!’ retorted his sister sharply; «I
wonld rather work—I would do anything, if only Mr. Lennox
would let me, instead of going to Eastville.”

« My dear Judith! do you not think it is rather ungrate-
ful of you to talk in this way and to be so discontented.  Just
pause for a moment aud think how truly kind it was of Mr,
Laurie to make the ofter he did, and also remember my dear
girl that it rests entirely—or almost so—with yourself
whether your life at Bonny Dale will be moderately happy
er not.”

« Oh Dolly ! you are right—quite right I know, and believe
me I am not as ungrateful as I secm, only I—oh! let me
get rid of all my discontent to-night, it is the last peaceful
one we shall have together—and then, Dolly, when Iam
away alone at Bonny Dale, I will remember all your wise
advice, and be as grateful and happy as I can.”

« That is right; and I am sure you will not dislike Mr.
Laurie; be is very gruff und difticult to understand ; but I
think he is kind at heart. Stick up for your rights and
don’t scem to be afraid of him, whatever you do. A man
like that admires pluck ina woman, but cringe to him and
he is your tyrant at once ™ said Reggie sententiously.

« I am afraid his wife must have cringed to him then, for
he is certainly a tyrant to her, poor thing™ seid Dorothy
smiling.

«But to return to our muttons; I think you have the
hardest lot of usall Durothy. Itisa shame, By Jove! to
think of you going out as governess. 1 say! wouldn't you
rather have a situation in an oflive of some kind? ladies do
all sorts of office work now; a fellow told me to-day that
his cousin or his aunt or somebody went to Mew York or
somewhere in the States, and got a situation in an oflice at
a salary of ferty or ferty-five dollars a month ; that is more
than you will earn, teaching some wretched children to
spell.”

“ Perhaps so," answered Dorothy with her quiet smile—
«#But I fear I have no taste for oftice work, and +would not
care to go to the States; while I ratherlike teaching and am
fond of childrer, so I think I shall content mysclf with the
smaller salary I shall earn as a governess.”

Dorothy was going to Mountreal #s governess in a wealthy
family there. The circumstances which necessitated this
scattering of the Brown family we will briefly scan.

A few years previous to the opening of our story, Colin
Brown hud been a prosperous merchant in the city. Mrs.
Brown had died when Judith was a little lisping baby o1
" three years and Dorothy a staid, fair little maiden of thirteen;
Reginald came in between the two girls and was at the time
our story opens a tall stripling of ninetecn, Judith Leing
nearly two years younger. In the midst of their prosperity,
reverses came ; loss fullowed loss until ruin, gaunt and bare,
stared them in the fuce. To his credit be it said, Mr. Brown
struggled man{ully to retrieve his fallen fortunes, and when
that hope had fled, he struggled still to keep his family in
common comfort, aided by the noble efforts of his elder
daughter who managed by teaching music and painting to
add something to their smail income. .

But after several years of desperate fighting for the neces-
saries of life he was forced to own himself defeated and qui-
ctly and mournfully laying down his arms, did what was,
perhaps, the best thing he could have done both for himselt
and his children, peacefully and unobtrusively depe:ced from
a world which of late had used him so scurvily.

Thus the brotker and sisters found themselves alone in
the world ; for they had no near relations and such distant
ones as they had, took no notice of them (with the exception
of Mr. Laurie) and the young people were too proud to ask
for’the help which had never been proffered. What money
remained, when the Iate Mr. Brown’s aflairs were settled,

was 8 mere nothing; when divided equully between the
three, it brought to each an annual income of sixty dollars
— Just enough to starve upon” as Reggie said. They had
absolutely nothing else. Mr. Lennox, the lawyer, who had
been a friend of the dead man, and had had the management
of his affairs, was the only one the orphans had to rely upon
tor aid and advice. 1t was now about three months since
their father's death, and on the day but one following that
on which our story opens the lease of the cottage in which
they lived would expire and they were then to leave the
place-which had sheltered and been home to them in spite
of the iron grip of poverty, for the last ten years—bid cach
other farewell and go their separate ways. Reginald was to
board in the.city ; he was already in a situation in & whole-
sale house, which 3Mr. Lennox had some time before obtained:
for him. The position was a humble one and the salary not
large, but, as the lawyer tritely remarked “ you cannot get
to the top of the ladder till you've passed the bottom rung.”
Dorothy as we bave mentioned, was going as governess to-
two little girls in another city. A good woman was Dorothy
Brown—gentle, unselfish and womanly. Losing her mothes
atan ecarly and impressionable age, she had geown into a
sweet, helpful woman before she had reached her seventeenth
year. Since her mother's death she had supplied her place
to father, brother and sister, and they in return had all looked
up to her and loved and reverenced her.  Yes, even the poor,
heart-broken father in his latter days had leaned on her and
taken comfort from her wise, loving words of cheer.

It was little wonder then, that Judith should grieve at
parting from her sister, and that sister’s heart was very heavy
at the thought of sending amongst strangers the child wha
had bLeen her care and her treasure from baby-hood.

Hugh Laurie was a cousin of Judith's mother; and repork
said that years ago he had been madly in love with her, but
his fierce temper repelled:the girl, who otherwise might have
loved him. He subsequently murried a pretty but inave
young lady who beneath the iron rule of her hqsbzmd had
degencrated into the nunentity described by Judith, who as.
a child had twice visited*Bonny Dale farm. .

When the young Browns had been left destitute at their
father's death, Mr. Laurie had offered to adopt Judith, thereby
giving color to the story ¢f his early love for her mother who
had also been named Judith. i

The girl had rebelled against the acceptance of this offer,
but Mr. Lennox thought it too good an arrangement to be
laid aside for a mere girlish whim ; so by that peculiar induc-
tive reasoning for which the man of law is noted, he brought
her into accordance with his wishes and so her fate, for the.
present was settled. i

Reginald mentally accused his younger sister of secl-
fishness in being so discontented with her own lot, when
Dorothy, who had a prospect of hard work 2nd hltlg pleasure
to look forward to, uttered never a word of complaint. But,
in truth, Judith thought much of the disagreeableness of her
sister’s future, and when alone with her spoke regretfully of
it. But Dorothy Brown was not a woman to bring her
troubles to the fore. Always sweetly ready to Iistqu to a
recital of another’s woes, to sympathise with, and give the
pity craved ; yet she never sought from others the pity and.
sympathy she gave so unstintedly to them. People said she
was a very sclf-contained woman, and so she was perhaps;
the term need not be used as a reproach, She wag empbati-
cally a brave woman, in a moral sense. Reggie said she was
a “trump ** and never bored a fellow with her grievances, if
she bad any.

So Dorothy smiled calmly, and spoke cheerfully of her
future life, and her young sister never suspected the strong
aversion to the drudgery that awaited her, slumbering deep-
in her brave heart. ’ . .

Having thus cxplained ' circumstances ig which the
Browns were placed, let us pow teturn to the little sitting-
room where we found them on that last evening buf_ onc of"
their home life. The three sat tuere discussing their past,
present and future; the cowversation.was scriups st_)metxm.cs,
but anon flashed into brighter channels mingling with
gentle mirth at one anotner’s little jokes and exaggerated:
pictures of future greatness aud grandeur, whea the present
crisis had passed and they had made their fortunes in various
ways, practicable only in the marvellous dreams of youth.

Butin thesebright prognostications Dorothy took no part,,

A AT I
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rather her mind had travelled back many gears and she was
thinking of some bright dreams of her own youth from
which she had been rudely awakened.

1t was growing late; Dorothy was folding up her work
preparatory to putting it away for the night. Reggie was
lighting a lamp to take to his bedroom, but Judith still
lolled in the depths of the antiquated arm chair.

« Well Ju, I would advise you to take the first rich old
bufler who asks you; I do not sve how you will get a for-
tune in any other way,” snid Reggie with a sly look at his
younger sister, —

«'Phank you,” answered she tartly—¢ when the rich old
buffer appears upon the scene [ may remember your advice;

« anythipg would be better than the Lauries.”

«] hope you will never inaiky ahy tian for his money
Judith. Love the man you marry,” said Dorothy gently.

«Love! mooushine!” exclaimed Reginald skeptically.
Love is all very well, I datesay, but it don’t last. Two peo-
ple adove one enuther frantically for & few jolly months, then
they go and get married, and from that time the frenzy grad-
ually but perceptibly diminishes. Love is a vapor which
vanishes in the atmosphere of domestic life, like morning
mist beneath the sun's 1ays.”

« What a young cynic you are,” said Dorothy, somewhat
sadly.

«There is some truth in what you say, but when I marry
I jntend to win more Jove from my busband instead of losing
what I had before,” said Judith with a pretty blush.

« A shining example to other wives,” quoth Reggie.

« Dorothy,” continued our heroineg meditatively—«1
should not wonder if you were to meet someone in Montreal
and fall in love with him, sume haudsome, princely man,

] very rich, who would adore you ; you would marry him and
then I would go and live with you and we should be happy
ever afterwards. How charming that would be.”

# Do not build castlgs in the air for me Judy ; orif you do
please leave out the prince, I shall not marry him.»

«Poor prince, left out in the cold !’ laughed Judith, but
as she looked into her sister’s face, a sort of wistful sadness
in the sweet grey eyes checked her mirth, and she wondered
as she returned her gaze to the dying embers in the grate,
who bad been the prince, who long ago had come into
Dorothy’s life and then departed leaving desolation behind !

« If ever I meet the wretch how I shall hate him 7

All too soon came the hvur of parting ; notwithstanding
their enforced spirits there was a dull weight on the heart ot
cach. ‘True the parting was but for a time ; they were young
and could look forward to a not very distant re-union; but
then one never knows what may happen in the meantime.
Heaven, what a life-time of bitterest woe may be crammed
into one short year! Some such thought as this was in
Dorothy's mind us she bade farewell to the young brother
and sister who stood on the platform and leoked with glist-
{ ening eyes after the train which Lore away from them the
sister who had been mother as well as sister to them both.

Juditl’s train leit soon aiter. Poor Judy! How utterly
desolate she felt as Regaie with a last kiss left herand swung
himself off the already moving train. Then the tears gushed
to hier eyes; all her self-pity vanished and gave place toa
huge compassion for the lad left to fight, unaided, the battie
of life in a great city. “Poor Reggie,” she murmured, as the
two trains that bore her and Dorothy sped along in opposite
directions ; while Reggie, perhaps the least affected of the
three, retraced his steps through the city streets.

So they went their separate ways.

(70 be Continued.)
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One evening, when neither of them had a sou in his
pocket, Balzac said to Jules Sandeau : ¢ Sandeau, I must
heve twenty francs, to go to the Dutchess of S—-'g ball.
Murder a publisher, if you like; assassinate a banker, if you
can : but get me the twenty francs.,” Without & word Sap-
deau went out—it was midwinter—and pawned his overcoat.
Returning, he handed Balzac the proceeds, twenty francs.
# Now,” said Balzac, « oblige me by lending me your over-~
coat.” I canuot” « You are disobliging.” «Stop here,”
said Sandeau, handing him the pawn-ticket. « Forgive me.
I am a brate,” cried Balzac, and threw himself weoping into
Sandeau’s arms.

The Breadfinder.

BY EDWARD YQUL.

. CHAPTER X. (Continued.)

n“HE treatment I received at that school poisoned my

"‘}lt’ whole being. I have been violent and wrathful in

=), these later years, but I wasg not formerly so. Iowe the

corruption of my nature to the injustice of my fel-

lows. Had I the power, T could destroy the world, for it has

stung m¢ and trodden on me. I like Physical Force. itsuits
my jiumor.” o

He spoke with difficuity, for his sufferings were great. «I
should not have been incarcerated within these walls,” he
said, at a later period of the day, «if my father bad not
broken faith with me. When I left school, my mother
revealed to me the secret of my birth. She told me whose
son I was. She was slowly dying of consumptivn. I addressed
alettertohim. He wrote, in reply, that he could not acknow-
ledge me, because I should bring scandal ou his office and
on the church. But he would provide for me secretly He
sent me & hundred pounds, and another hundred when my
motherdied.  When [ first made your acquaintance, L told
vou that I was independent—independent with the remains of
those munificent sums, for they were all that 1 ever received
from him  He promised to renew them every six months, but
hedid not keep hisword. 1 got eighty pounds into debt, on the
strength of his promise, and being unable to pay, was pounced
upon by creditors and transferred to & sponging-house from
whence T dated a letter to the episcopal palace—my father's
palace!—but I received no answer. So they conveyed me
hither. T have applied to my father since my inprisonment,
but to no purpose  You will give me credit for disinterested
advocacy of principles. When 1 was subsisting on a Bishop's
money, and was, in a <ense, dependent on the Church, I hated
Church, bishops, monarchy, aristocracy, aud all their tangled
web of interest. When T wasdeserted by the Church, I began to
love her as a venerable parent. Most men praise the bridge
that carries them over. 7 have ever done the opposite.?

« It was noble in you,” remarked Harding, « not to betray
the secret of your relationship to the bishop. The scandal
would bave taken effect, and irreparably have damaged his
reputation.”

« Ha! I had also become a Torv, and to Tories the repu-
tation of the episcopal church is very dear. Besides, 1 can
hate, but 1 could never betray.”

He spoke but little after this, for he was physically
reduced by his suffering. But he endured heroically, and
scarcely allowed a groan to escape bhim. To Harding, in the
g\‘e;:t of death, he gave his lathe, carving tools, and a few

ooks.

s As for my body," he said, “they will be glad to give
it speedy interment of sowme sort, and I am indifferent to tha
whereabouts of my last lodgings. But, tell me, Harding, do
you believe in a fature state 7

« I do,” replied Harding, startled by the question.

¢« I don't,” raid Boldero. I have been writing up the
parsons lately, but they are only useful to keep the people
in order—that is all”

‘The unfortunate wayward youth had uttered his last words.

In less than an hour bis corpse was removed, and Harding
could not learn where they buried it.
_ At length the plague was stayed, and London relapsed
mtq its old habits of uncleanliness. « It will not visit us
again,—at least, for many years,"—said the Corporation, * so
Iet us enjoy ourselves, and be dicty1”

The night was fast approaching when Emma wasto make
her debut.  On that cvent her husband's destiny seemed to
depend for he had failed in his attempt to get literary work.
Schefier predicted marvels, and the reputation prepared tor
her, cast that of Madame Cacasi into the shade. If she suc-
ceeded to the manager’s satisfaction, he was prepared to
offer her fifty pounds a-week for the season, so thatin six
wecks from the time of her appearance, she would be able to
liberate her husband! Very fr:quently she repaired to the
Fleet, to spend hours in conversing with him ; but every day
she was instructed by Scheffer, whose pupit she was, and
whom she was to remunerate when her great duty was ful~
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filled, and her husband was restored to liberty. The tenor's
terms were high, for he had stipulated for the third of her
salury, for three years.

Harding amused himeelf with carving in which art he had
Lecome expert. The rose and a little bud bloomed in wood.
He delighted to produce grotesque figuies of men, busied
in various manipulations of handicraft, and quaint unpasto-
ral sheep and oxen. But this mt was mere pastime, and, as
such, went to frustrate the noble end of being.

Under the sky there is not a sadder object than a man
without a definite pursuit,— who has had no call to a speci-
fic work. To have no profession which demands the alten-
tion of every earncst moment, and engrusses the auxious
care of the matured mind, is to be an alien in Nature.
« Whatsoever the hand findeth to do,” admonishes the author
of cclestastes, vdo it with thy might.”!

Harding'’s positivn was peculiar. He was haunted by
shapes of Beauty, which, out of vision, he could not realize,
aud, so far, he was no uncommon case. For who can fix the
ideal with painter’s bLrush, or sculptor’s chisel, or carver's
knife ? It was strange. ‘Therose and a little bud had done
it all. Greek literature, with which he had loug been criti-
cally familiay, had been without other meanings than the
vhilological one, untii this epoch of his life. Aund all the
Arts, and every Science into which he had obtained the mer-
est insight, now became replete with a quite unatilitarian
signification. He had attained to theknowledge of the high-
est bread, but, at present, he sat only at the feast of crumbs.
For he bad not found his work. Not a little of the evil that
is in the world has its origin in this circumstance, that men
do not occupy their just pogition. Nature knows best. Ofa
certain George Guelph, she made a creditable, it is even said,
& clever husbandmnan, but the Marplot of nature called him
George the Third, and lo, a bad King! As a furmer he would
have cultivated the good earth, and brought corn out of her
liberal stores. As a king, he devastated her fields with san-
guinary wars, ¢Translate, writes Carlyle, «that impossible
precept, know thyself, into this partially possible one; know
what thou canst work at.’ ‘The breadfinder, as [ take it, is he
who has attained to that indispensable knowledge,—indispen-
sable to a wise government of himself and the world. Not
the material bread, not that which was flour yesterday, and
corn at the last full of the moon, is what is meant by srEaD
in these pages. But that is bread—the Bread of Life, which
brings me into harmony with Nature, and, transcending con-
ventionality and routine, leaves me the undisturbed recipient
of large benefits, and lands me on that shore beaten by the
Eternal surges,—washed by the tides of the Great Ocean of
Being.

I know the strife. I have seen the agony. I have heard
the prayer. I have been a witness to the incessant conflict
maintained for the quite literal, unbeautiful bread. The
combatants in that battle-field fall arcund us like barvest.
Not for the soul's need but for the body's lust have they
striven: and the Autuma leaves are rarer than their graves,
For them, no poet; for them, noartist; no seer. Yet, even
for the lowest and the least of these a deliverance is prepar-
ing. The teacher gathers the young thieves from the street,
and discourses to them of Duty, and of the Infinitive, lessons,
which even Sectarian jargon, and the rubbish of church
creeds cannot divest of their importance. A new race shall
arise which the Beautiful shall lead to Freedom. In the
meantime, let us take courage, let us know what we can
work at, and make poverty welcome to our board. He is
rich who has fuw wants.

Harding worked at the wood carving. He knew little of
the history of the art, but he was aware that like that of
glass-staining, it had gradually forfeited its rank in modern
hands, and had becowme insignificant. He remembered what
claborate specimens he had seen in the metropolitan churches,
and other public buildings. Why had the art decayed?
Why had skill, genius, creation, flowed into other channels?
He conceived the idea of treating in bard oak a fine mytho-
logical subject, and he determined to maks the attempt.

Notwithstanding the high praises which had been be-
stowed upon Emma's singing, each rehearsal at the Theatre
indicated & losg ot power, and of diminution in the compass
of her voice. Those who heard her on these occasions shook
their heads. Scheffer alone, would not be disheartened.
She was nervous, he gaid, nothing more. Perhaps, in private,

he was alatmed. Emma herself was conscious of falling far
short of what had been expected of her, but she fearea to
tell her husband, and only checked his too ardentanticipations
of her success. :

“Really,” snid the manager to Schefier, on the morning
of the last rehearsal, «this will never do. She is feeble,
pusitively feeble; we shall be the laughing-stock ot the
whole town. I must postpone her appearance. It would be
a failure, sir, & dead tailure.”

«I was never more disappointed,” said Scheffer.
quite confounded.”

«Yes. 1 shall postpone her appearance. Masson has
been hiere to introduce Madame Cacusi. I shall substitute
her for Mrs. Aarding. It will occasion & delay of a few
weeks, but we shall escape the disgrace of a failure.”

wAllow her one more rchearsul,” pleaded the alarmed
tenor, ¢ You hav2 only to postpone the production of the
Opera for a night or two, on the plea of the vast care re-
quired in its preparation.”’

«Well, 1 have no objection to do that.
heargal, then.”

«] am

One more re-

CHAPTER XI.

oo

AT T was in an obscure cottage at Deptford, that Grinling
]}l Gibbuns was engaged upon his celebrated work Zke
s Stoning of Stephen, when he was discovered by Evelyn,
and intivduced to the notice of Charles II. It wasin the
Fleet Prison, that William Harding cssayed his skill in bas-
relief. He chose for his subject The Raising of Lazarus. Gib-
bons followed Tintoretto. Harding studied the narxativein the
New Testament, and gketcbed his own design. He was on
wondrous ground now. It seemed extraordinary that he
had never done this before; that he had been so slow to dis-
cover his own ready access to the Beautiful. It was as nat-
ural to carve fruit or flowers, as to gather them from the
living branch or stem. It was as eaSy too. It was astonish-
ing that he found no difficulty in his work—that Art came
to him like a ready friend, and, at the first handling of his
touls, made him perfect in the use of them. The same
marvel is recorded of Grinling Gibbons, whose earliest efforts
were as successful as his latest. It must aot beinferred that
Harding was another Gibbons, or even a Dievot, a Selden, or
& Laurens, Grinling’s assistants. Dut he gave promise of
much excellence. And here, let me express a hope, that
this ancient and noble art of wood-carving, which, according
to Pliny, was antecedent to statuary and painting, may be
revived amongst us, and that our artists may be original, and
not mere imitators of the Italian style, which is itself im-
itative, and dates from the discovery of the baths of Adrian.
With the solitary exception of Grinling Gibbons, who is said
to have been of Dutch extraction, the English bave not been
celebrated as wood-artists. ‘The splendid and elaborate dec-
orations in oak, lime, maple, and sometimes, but rarely, in
box, that embellish our palaces, cathedrals, public and private
buildings, were mostly executed by foreigners. With the one
exception named, where are the equals of Albert Durer, of
his pupil Taurigny of Rouen, of Demontreuil, of a hundred

others ?

While Harding was engaged in sketching his design,
Scheffer was imparting encouragement to Emma. On the
issue of the next rehearsal, her success or failure would
depend. M. Jean DMasson announced on all sides, that
Madame Cacasi would be the public favorite, and that ske
was his wife. ‘The singularity of his previous conduct was
now fully explained, and Emma was no longer unable to
assign a cause for his ungracious bebavior to herself.
Schefter learned the whole secret, and communicated it to
her. He had fallen in love with his landlady’s blooming
daughter, who, besides many personal attractions, (maugre,
a certain insipidity of countenance, which Maberly had com-
mented on) had a voice that promised to repay cultivation.
The poor Signor could not resist her blandishments. Lmma
might have gained him reputation, but she was a married
woman. He had already cxtolled her as Madame Cacasi,
and prepared the public for her future appearance. But her
real name was unknown, aud it was casy to bestow the ap-
pellation he had given her, on another. Besides, Emma's
education must necessarily be suspended during his profes-
sional absence on the Continent, for he could not remain in
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London when the Grand Theatre was closed. On the other
hand, & wife would accompany him wherever he wont, and
her education could proceed at all seasons. ‘Chus argued tho
Signor, and sacrificed to passion the dictates of honor. But
now he cast off the mask, and proclaimed Madame Cacasi, to
be in public, the Signora Pepolini, and Madame Masson, in
private, and to her friends.

The morning of the rehearsal came. Out of the Heavens
God never sent a brighter day. The earth Inughed beneath
the sun. Cheeks. ordinarily pale, had a flush of life in them.
er husband’s liberty, perhaps, their future bread, depended
on her brave ackievement, or unhappy short-coming. She
would not fatigue herself by walking, but engage a cab to
convey her to the theatre. Her firstannoyance wasextreme.
‘The manager was not present—would not be present, but
had deputed M. Jean Masson, to represent him.

She had many annoyances to bear. ‘The musicians were
late at their post, and there was much tiresom: waiting to be
endured before the rehearsal began. Then, the actors were
frigid and impatient, and the opera was commenced in a
slovenly manner. In vain Scheffer strove to rally them.
He drew Emma aside, and encouraged her, but he felt dis-
may, and looked thuuder-bolts at Masson.

Nevertheless, Eroma succeeded, for she was lifted into a
higher life at the thought of her husband’s striving, since
their marriage for their joint bread. And had he not said
that the Beautiful was the true Bread? and was not she min-
istering, mmperfectly, it might be, but still ministering, to the
Beautiful ? Was she not, indeed, its Priestess ?

Her success was indisputable. Al Jean Masson acknow-
ledged it, and joined with all present, in laudation of the
cantatrice. Scheffer was so overpowered with joy, that he
accepted a pinch of snuff from Masson’s box, and promised
to smoke a cigar with him on some future, but indefinite
occasion.

She hurried to the prison, and fell upon her husband's
neck. He was sketching his conception of the narrative he
had undertaken to illustrate in wood. He gently put her
aside.

«See,” he said. * Jesus stands in this attitude.”

« I have succeeded,” she cried, embracing him.

«And Lazarus comes forth thus. Thus the disciples
stand I”

« 8till, my success of to-day is nothing, if I should fail
when the public fill the theatre.”

« But Martha and Mary are wanting fo the group; con-
fiding in Jesus, yet hoping against hope. Now, he comes
forth, he casts aside the grave clothes, they <ee—they be-
lieve. How should I represent the sisters of Lazarus.

« William, do you hear me? I have succeeded. M. Jean
Masson could not deny it. Are you not glad? Do you not
understand me?”

« Yes—yes, of course you have succeeded.
doubted of your success. God is good.”

M. Jean Masson, on leaving the theatre, went direct to
the house of the manager.

« She was not so bad, really not so bad—quite creditatle,”
he said.  «But she must not lead, at least, in your theatre—
positively must not.” :

« She has avoided a failure, then 7” said the manager.

¢ Yes, that is it; avoided a failure. The Signora will be
very exceilent.”

« 1 have made up my mind to delay the production of the
opers. We will relcarse it again, and the Signora shall sus-
tain the leading role. Between ourselves, Masson, I do not
want this Mrs. Harding. 1t was only yesterday that Lord
Filmy Gossamer told me of the report that she was the wife
of = low fellow, a cheese-monger’s shopman, who is now in.a
prison. The conncction would not be respectable. I shall
break with her.? ’

“ But the Signora i3 my wite.? .

# Ab, quite a different matter. You are respectable, the
Signora is respectable.”

Masson had scarcely departed, when Scheffer arrived.
The mansger received him coldly, but he was too clated to

notice it.

. “Splendid success,” he cried. ¢ This will be a memorable
season in the avnals of your theatre. Your treasury will be
filled. The public will be in raptures. You will of course,
suspend all privileges, but those of the press.”

I never

5
¢« Humph.” '

*« What do you mean ?”

¢ That I shall do as you say—fill my treasury.”

« Undoubtedly. Such a voice! such execution !”

“ So sly of him, to call her Madame Cacasi, when she was
his wife all the time.”

« Hlis wife—whose wife?”

« Masson's ™" .

« Diable. I am talking of Mrs. Harding.”

«And I, of Madame Masson.”

« Yes, but it is Mrs. Harding, who will fill your treasury.”

] think it will be the Signora Pepolini.”

« Let us understand each other. You intend of course,
after the unequivocal success of this morning, to introduce
Mrs. Harding to the stage?”

“ Really, I must decline the honor. Try the provinces.”

« Are you then not a man of your word? You are cora-
mitted with Mrs. Harding. She has attended six rehearsats.
Masson’s wife has never been on your boards. You have
never beard her sing. You will be open to an action, let
me tell you.”

« Schefter,” said the manager, laying a hand familiarly on
the tenor’s shoulder. «You are 2 man of sense. Mvs. Hard-
ing is a good singer. I know it very well. She was weak,
the other day—perhaps, through indisposition; but I am
quite satisfied with your report of her success this morning.
Do you not know, however, that she has low connections—
that her husband is a cheesemonger's shopman ? All the
world knows it.”

« All the world is mistaken, then,” returned the irate
Scheffer. «He is a man of talent and education. I see the
Times on your table. Allow me. There,” he continued,
pointing to an advertisement. « What do you say to that?
¢ A translation of the Comedics of Aristophanes. By Wilham
Harding.” Thatis the man, sir—that is her husband. A
first-rate Greek scholar, sir.?

« Are you sure that there is no error, Herr Scheffer? 1
wish I had known this yesterday, when Lord Filmy Gossamer
said to me, ¢ e is so low.! Dear me, a Greek scholar, Bh?
A gentleman, Eh ?” .

« Certainly, a gentleman ; under a cloud, at present, but
quite in a gentlemanly way.”

« Explain

¢ He borrowed money on a Post Obit Bond, and is now
residing in the Fleet. Nothing more gentlemanly.”

¢t Nothing. Dear me, borrowed money, did he? Then
he had expectations ?”

« His father dicd worth twelve thousand pounds, the other
day.” .
«You astonish me. Why, he ic quite a gentleman.”

«Quite. And, between ourselves, there are strange re-
ports about Masson.”

t« Hal”

«He pays nobody. There wasa writ issued against him
this morning. It will be served to-day.”

«That is his affair. He is still a gentleman.”

«Yes; but his wife is no singer.”

« Have you heard her?”

«Frequentl. I have had every opportunity of judging.
She might do for atsother house, but not for yours. Your
theatre has such a high reputation.”” -

« It has. Ihave worked bard for it. I have done it my-
self, Scheffer.”

« Everybody knows that. Your skill in catering for the
public taste is excellent. And you manage so well to repress
the jealousies of your actors. Your word—what do I say 2—
your nod is Law in your Establishment.”

«It is kind of you to say so. But you only do me
justice.”

«And you have an excellent discernment of rising
talent.” .

«J pique myself upon it.”’

« With every disposition to foster merit.” .

tYes. The stage owes some of its brightest ornaments
to me.”

«Y am confident that Mrs. Harding's debut will create a
sensation, When shall it come off ?”

« Her husband is quite a gentleman. We will say Mon-
day for the dedut.” .

¢ Shall I write the advertisement for the papers 2
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« T shall be obliged to you if you will. My haunds are full.”

Thery is little need that I shonld lengthen this history.
Emma succeeded and opened the prison gates for her hus-
band. On the day that he was restored to liberty, M. Jean
AMasson passed through the same gates as a prisvner. In-
deed, Harding, with his delighted wife hanging on his arm,
encountered him in the porter's lodge.

“ Helus ! he snid, addressing his old acquaintances, in
explanation of their meeting. «They say that I have run
over the policeman.”

# No, no, Mosecer,” interposed the tipstaff who accompanied
him. «Them’s notmy words. I said that gents camne here
for overrunning the constable. ‘I'hat’s what he means, ma'am.”

Harding aud Emma passed into the sticet without speak-
ing to him, - . . - .

Had Harding found his work—that werk which he was
especially sent to do? I know nut. If he had brought his
entire moral being into harmony with nature ; if he had sub-
dued all discord in his soul, he had. For us, he exists no
longer; but let him represent a thousand young men, who are
thrown into society without a fitting profession, or with no
profession. I have not intended to depict the life-long
struggle for daily corn-bicad, which chaladterises the exis-
tenee of the uppressed and neglected, the « hewers of woud
aud drawers of water.”  But, inasmuch as Bread is the
Beautiful, aad the Beautiful is Viitue, It may alsv be found
by them. 1 acknowledge the difiiculty. I auticipate the
objection.  What can they know ot the Spiritual and the
Eternal, whose toil fur the mataiial and the temporal, for
the need of the perishing hour is unceasing from childhood
to the grave? Alas, but little ; but someihing they can and
do know. The soul will burst its bonds, and Virtue enters
the tenant's hut as freely as the hall of the landlord. What
I insist upon, is that, in our vicious society, we hear to¢ much
of the bread that the Laker has kneaded.  « O mostexcellent
person,’ said Socrates, before his judges. «Art thou not
ashamed that thou studiest to possess as much money as
possible, and reputation and honor—but concernest not
thyself about intellect and truth, and the well-being of thy
mental nature? These, as you well know,are the commands
of the God. And it appears to me that no good can happen
to the state greater than my service of the God; for I pass
my whole tiwe inciting both the young and the old, to care
neither for body nor state, in preference to, nor in compari-
son with, the excellence of the soul, telling them that wealth
does not produce virtue, but virtue, wealth, and all other
good things to mankind, both collectively and individuaily.”

THE END. _

[ Written for the Family Circie.]

Bewarded at Last.

BY MRS, R. H. CROSS.

-
) !1( ATCHING listlessly from the car window while

X\ (\N/o the train waits at B , I recognize suddenly
~)

with a start of surprise, a face which was once
. very familiar to me, but has been a stranger for
ten years or more.  Ten years, let me see—it is twelve years
since I left school, and it was when I was a school-girl of
scventeen that I attended the Academy at H—— with John
Ordwey, who stands now on the platform not six feet away.

My first impulse is to tap on the window to attract his
attention, but the next moment I am appalled at my own
boldness. He would not know me. The idea of making
myself so conspicuous. And yet—what would I not give
to bave him recognize me? .

# All aboard,” shouts the conductor, and the object of my
interest gets aboard the car and in a moment is passing my
seat. I can restrain myself no longer, « How are you Mr.
Ordwey?” I say smiling. He stops, evidently puzzled, and
taking the seat in front of me, turns and faces me with a
“Really your face hasa familiar look, but I cannot recall
your name,” he said at last. «I dare say not, yet we were
classmates once at H—— Academy, you have not forgotten
those days,” 1 queried, rather enjoying his perplexity. «No,
nor Agnes DPorter either, how are you old friend?” he
exclaimed, cordially grasping my hand. «That was some

twelve years ago, was it not, yet you have not changed much
now I luvk at you, unless it be in name,” he added mischeiv-
ously. I was conscious of a sharp paug at his unwitting

"Letrayal of how entirely he had lost sight of me, when [ had

treasured so eagerly every casual mention of his name, and
rejoiced in the frequent reports of his prosperity, yet I only
assured him lightly that there was “na luck aboot the
house' where I lived and consequently, I still enjoyed sin-
gle blessedness. And then the way our tongues flew as the
train rattled on towards D , which was my home. There
were so0 many old schoolmates to be inquired for, incidents
of school-life to be recalled and laughed or sighed over, that
the miles were not a tithe of their usual length. When the
last moment had come, he said that we had only begun to
talk, but recollecting suddenly that business would bring
him to D—— inabout two weeks, asked if he might call
and finish our conversation then. Whereupon we agreed to
adjourn the council and parted. :

Parted, yes but how differently to anything I could have
expected. I had my old friend back—I felt sure of that; our
fricndship would now be re-established on a firmer basis—
putely platonic of course. Nevertheless my heart beat fast
when I ot him at the door in a little less than two weeks
after, thuagh I was nearly thirly and should have been past
such folly. I saw him several times during the weeks bis
business kept Lim at D——, and at parting he made a confes-
sion. He had Leen such a busy man he said, had never
thought much about women in general and none in particu-
lar, had had too much to do, or scmething had blinded him to
the charms of all he met, but since he had wmet me so oppor-
tunely, his home had suddenly grown lonely, his business
dull and unsatisfying. Could 1 l¢arn to love him—would I
be his wife. T answered “yes™ to his latter question;
«no'’ to the former.

Sceing his surprise I explained that I could not learn to
love him, as I had loved him all these years since we parted,
had thought it no wrong to cherish that love, though it was
given unasked, as long as I kept it a secret.

«You know, John if you had married, I should have con-
sidered it a duty to your wife to think of you no more, or if
it had unfitted me to do the duties of my lot, hut on the con-
trary, my love for you has been an incentive to be a nobler,
better woman. Would John approve this or that I would
say to myself, and never have I permitted myself to coasider
for a moment the possibility of loving another, though 1
considered my love for you as hopeless, yet I always held it
true ¢it is better to have loved and lost, than never to have
Toved at all’” ’

When I had finished my earnest vindication of my
motives, T raised my eyes to his face to see if I could read
there aught of condemnation, but his eyes were swimming
with tears and he whispered softly as he clasped me to his
breast, ¢ you brave, faithful darling, to think of your loving
me so unselfishly ail these long years.”
been busy, useful, pleasant years,” I protested “and more-
over I am ¢Rewarded af last’ *

So the © farewell ” I supposed he had come to say-+vas
changed to an “Au revoir.”

Caught.

Over the lattice there clambered & viue,
Its tendrils in arabesques tenderly clung
To the cool slender bars in the shade of the pine,
*  That sheltered us there where the song-sparrows sung.

As sweet as a rose in the pale pink and blue
Of her thin fleecy robe, with a bud in her hair,
As fair as a tropic bloom fresh with the dew,
She mused by my side in the cool morning air.

How did it happen? I really don't know,
Her lips were like rosecbuds—sore tempted, I fell ;,—
& Oh, nobody saw us! "—1I started to go,
Whean a wee voice,—* I seen ‘00, an’ I'm doin’ to tell !V
~The Century. HaroLp VAN SANTVOORD.

Cologne cathedral is at last completed, six hundred and
twenty-five years after its commencement, and nothing
remains but to put the terrace in order. This will cost
$120,000 more than there is on hand for the purpose.

«But they bave .
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**But words are things, and a smalil drop of ink
Falling llke dew upon a thought produces
That which makes thousands, perhaps millions, think.”?

LITERARY LINKLETS.
Qat

 I{onor to the mon who bring honor tous glory to the country, dignity
tocharacter, wings to thought, knowledye of things, precision to principles,
siweotness to feett k 1 to the firesldo—Authors.’

If you love God as you ought, then love your brethren
likewise.

Happiness is like an echo ; it answers to your call, but
«loes not come.

The man who has no respect for wealth is always trying
to borrow a little of it.

Men resemble the gods in nothing so much as in doing
good to their fellow creatures. .o~

We trequently hear of a man’s returning thanks, but sel-
dom money or an umbrella.

John Bright considers weddings occasions of sadness, and
we know of several married men who agree with him.

Wound the feelings of no person unnecessarily ; there are
thorns cuough in the path of human life.

Little minds are tamed and subdued by misfortune, but
-great minds rise above it.— Washkington Irving.

Be brief, for it is with words as with sunbeams—the
more they are condensed the deeper they burn.—Southey.

1f you desire to ridicule the figure of a cumpanion in the
must approved style, tell hiw hes as hollow chestedasa bux
-of strawberrics.

The old gentleman who spent & fortune in endeavoring
to batch colts from horse-chestnuis is now cultivating the
egg-plant, with a view to raising chickens from it.

The meanest man we have heard of this scason is the
fellow who telegraphed his sympathy to a friend, who had
lost everything in speculation, and made him pay for the

‘message-

A New York contemporary would have us believe that
there is a book-canvasser in that city who earned last year
by commission on his sales not less than twenty-five thousand
dollars. If this is so,no wonder there is a growing disposition
among a depressed populace towards killing such wealth-
accumulators.

A self-acting sofa, just large enough for two, has been in-
vented. If properly wound up it will begin to ring 2 warn-
ing bell just before 10 o'clock. At 10:01 it splits apart, and
while one halfcarries the deughter of the house up-stairs the
-other balf kicks her young man out of doors. They will
come high, but people must have them.

A tramp carries about him a box of dead cockroaches.
‘When he feels hungry he goes to & restaurant and orders a
good dinner, nearly finishes it, puts a cockroach in the prin-
<ipal dish, and, calling a waiter, points with hozror to the
-object. Instead of being charged for dinner, he stands a
<hance of getting paid for keeping silent.

A bear broke into the house of a Nevada man the other
night. He was away, and his wife thought he was coming
home drunk, She didn't stop to light a lamp, but began
-operations. When the bear finally got away he didn't stop
running till he had travelled eight miles into the heart of the
mountains, and he was such & sight that the other bears
-wouldn’t associate with him. i

It seems to us, and not to a few others, a writer in the
-Journal of Science seriously remarks, that the moral character
-of the cat has altered for the better, and is still altering,
within say the last century. There are few persons now given
1o studying the babits of animals closely who would join in
those sweeping charges of treachery, ill-temper, and selfish-
ness, which were brought against her by earlier writers.

«I remember,” said a boy to his Sunday-school teacher, |

“You told me to always stop and count fifty when angry.”’
“Yes. Well, I'm glad to hear it. It cooled your anger,
didn’t it?” «You see, a boy he came into our alley and
made faces at me and dared me to fight. I was going for
Jhim.  He was bigger'n me, and I'd have got pulverized. I
-remembered what you said, and began to count.” « And you
dido’é fight?’, «No masm. Justas I got to forty-two my
Jbig brother came along, and the way he licked that boy
~would have made your mouth water! I was going to count
fifty, and then run1” ST

‘The house in Fordham in which Poe wrote « Th:Raven "™
has lately been sold at auction.

Mark Twain has secured a Canadian copyright on his
new book by having it printed in England first.

President [tiot, of Harvard, thinks it would be a great
improvement in the relation between minister and congre-
gation if the minister were frankly allowed sometimes to
comment upon & fresh book instead of preaching a sermon,
sometimes to read other men’s sermons instead of preaching
his own, and, in general, to direct his hearers to good read-
ing, and bring them to know something of the minds and
works of the leaders of the race, living and dead.

William Chambers, L. L. D, the famous bookseller, pub-
lisher, and writer, has just died at the age of eighty-three.
With his brother Robert he began his business life in 1819,
Though he wrote less than Robert, his « Memoirs of Will-
iam and Robert Chambers” is one of the most readable
wourks of bivgraphy. Among the publications of the firm
were « Chambers' Encyclopiedia,” « Chambers' Journal,” and
the « Encyclopaedia of English Literature *  William Cham-
bers received his degree of L. L. D. from the Edinburgh
University in 1872. He was twice Lord Provost of the city.
A baronetcy was offercd to him shortly before Lis last ill-
ness, and would probably have been accepted.

From Hocd to Dickens.

A writer, describing some of the especially interesting
features of the private library of Mr. George W. Childs, ot
Philadelphia, says that among the books is a copy of Tom
Hood's “Comic Annual ’ for 1342, from the library of
Charles Dickens. It contains an jnscription in Hood's hand-
writing, which runs as follows:

Pshaw! away with leaf and berry
Aud the sober-sided cup !
Bring a goblet and bright sherry,
And a bumper fill me up.
Though I had a pledge to shiver,
And the longest ever was,
Ere his vessel leaves our river,
I will drink a health to Boz.)

Here's success to all uis antics,
Since it pleases hiw to roam,
Aud to paddle o’er Atlantics,
After such a sale at home.
May he shun all rocks whatever,
And the shallow sand that lurks,
And his passage be as clever
As the best among his works!

A Greet Novelist,

The greatest of all Russian novelists, Ivan Tourgenieff,
is hopelessly insane, and is reported to have lost all his
interest in current events. At times he is said to be abso-
lutely mad, and ready to commit suicide. Tourgenieff’s
fame as a delineator of Russian society is worldwide; the
Russians themselves esteem also his poems, of which the
following, on Benevolence and Gratitude, is an example:

The Virtues were invited once
To banquet with the Lord of All.
They came—the great ones rather grim
And not so pleasant as the small.

They talked and chatted o’er the meal,
They even laughed with temperate glee,
And each one knew the other well,
And all wera good as good could be.

Benevolence and Gratitude
Alone of all seemed  strangers yet; "
They stared when they were introduced—
On carth they never once had met,
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Is published on the 15tk of every month, at the London East
Printing and Publishing Louse, London East Ont., by
Messrs. Lawson § Jones.

At the opening of this, our seventh volume, we greet our
readers with promises of a Lutter and more successful year
than we have hitherto enjoyed. Very satisfactory lists from
our agents are being continually received from all parts of
the Dominion ; and we earnestly solicit an even more uni-
versal exhibition of interest among our numerous friends.
We are always glad to feel assured of our readers’ appreci-
ation of our eflorts to please them, but are naturally better
pleased with these kind words of appreciation when a small
list, or even an additional name accompanies cur old sub-
scribers’ subscriptions. We have to sincerely thank a great
many for acting according to this hiut, which bas been thrown
out from time to time during the past volume.

Subscriptions received in 3, 2, or 1 cent postage stamps.
G, 10 and 15 cent and also register stamps are very incon-
venient to us and should never be sent when others can be
obtained. Do not stick ihe stamps to your letters, as it
causes diffirulty in removing them, and the ik stains often
show through, rendering them worthless.

B<S” Moneys sent in registered letters or by P.O. orders
come at our risk.

Subscribers changing their place of residence, in riting
to have their address of the FayLy CincLs changed, should
not fail to give their old as well as their new address, as it
would otherwise be impossible for us to find their names on
our list.

Be sure to read our

“GRAND OFFER”

onfourth page of cover, giving every person, especially the
young, such a chance as is seldom met with to add to their
library.
Address all communications. to
LAWSON & JONES, London East.

CIRCLE CHAT

BRAIN FEVER CAUSED BY OVER-STUDY is becoming alarmingly
prevalent as the popular emulation in our renowned Cana-
dian School System advances. Recently a young lady pre-
yaring, at the London Collegiate Institute for the Intermed-
iate Examination held at the begining of this month, atter
long bours of study went to bed and dreamed that she was
drowning. When at the bottom of the water her wealth of
hair secemed to become cntangled and come off.. On awak-
ing she discovered that during her sleep she had got up,
taken a pair of scissors and cut the hair off, and let it fall
in various places about the floor. «An approaching fever
from over-study” medical gentlemen pronounced the cause,
but taken in time the attack was prevented. Now who's to
blame for the present unduc emulation in education? An
exacting public cun no longer appreciate a teacher'’s efforts
unless he “ passes’ a certain number at the examination for
which he is preparing kis class. No matter who is at fault
as regards the existing state of aflairs be cautious you par-
ents who love your children and would not bave them men-
tally and physically weakened—be cautious, about letting
them study beyond their strength, especially during the hot
months of summer.

RESPONSES TO READERS.

All communications for answer tn this column should be
addressed Correspondents’ Department, Family Circle Office;.
London East.

Frep F.—In gloves, geatlemen should wear white at
balls, very pale tints at evening parties, and neutral shades.
at church,

S. S.—In the case you mention wo prefer to offer no sug-
gestions, as it would be impossible for us to decide whether
or not your suspicions have any foundation.

Jexxy V.—If the gentleman you iention really loves.
you he will find oppurtunity of expressing s affection. It
would be very injudivivus for you to make advances in the.
manner you speak of.

W. E.—1. A lady, in making a call may take a stranger
of either sex with her, but a gentlemun should never take
this liberty. 2. A lady should never call upon a gentleman.
except upon sume business.

J. H.—Though the publishers of the ¥awry Civcre had
fully intended to publish their decision in the matter of issu-
ing the magazine weekly, in this number, the matter has for
the present been laid over for further consideration.

N, P.—Yes, we believe the Mutual Marriage Aid Associ-
ation to be an excellent institution. Some uncertainty, of
course, exists as to the amcunt your assessmeunts would
amount to, but the chances are very wuch in your favor,

D. D.—We will bind volumes of the FaaLy Cmcrk sent
to us for fromn 35 cents up to 75 cents, according to the style-
of binding, and return them post-paid to any address in the
Dominion ; or, we will supply the volume bound for 50 cents
additional.

W. W.—As arule we prefer to give a cash commission
to those sending us subscriptions. It gives better satisfac-
tion than premiums. We send our liberal terms to agents
free to anyone applying for them. We send the Fawiny
CincLe free for a year to anyone sending us three subscribers
and $1.50.

M. S.—to loosen stoppers of toilet bottles, let a drop of
pure oil flow round the stopper, and allow the bottle to stand
a fout or two from the fire. After a time tap the stopper
smartly, but not too hard, with the handle of a hair brush..
If this is not effectual, use a fresh drop of oil and repeat the
process. It 1s almost sure to succeed.

C. R—In answer to your question “How long should
children be kept from school after an infectious disease ?”
we quote the following from the dcademy: With scarlet.
fever, diphtheria, measles and small-pox, isolation is to be
maintained for forty days. Chicken-pox and mumps lose-
their contagious power after twenty-five days. .

L. W.—Sincerely yours, Faithfully yours, or Aficction-
ately yours, are appropriate conclusions, in writing to an in~
timate friend. Yours etc,, is rude, and Yours truly, and
Respectfully yours, though often used in such letters are so
commonly used in business letters that the above-mentioned
phrases are felt to be warmer expressions of friendship.

T. T.—1. A gentleman should insist upon carrying any
parcels a lady raay bave who is walking with him on the-
street. 2. A person making loud remarks in a picture gal-
lery seeking to shew superior knowledge in arts, shows evi-
dent signs of ill-breeding or ignorance. 3. In writing to a.
person who does uot know whether your name should be writ—
ten Mrs. or Miss, a lady should write, if married, #rs. before
L her name and if single, Mass should be placed in brackets a.
short distance preceeding the signature.

Jas. W.—An invitation from a gentleman to a lady to.
attend a concert, lecture, opera, or other amusement may
read as follows:

« My, Williamson would be pleased to have Miss Mac-
Leod's company to the Royal Musicel Academy, on Friday
evening, December 21, when ¢ Richelieu’ will be played by
Edwin Booth’s Company.”

An invitation of this kind demands an immediate answer
of acceptance or regrets. A previous engagement may be a.
reason for rejection.

e
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Mens sana in corpore sano.

Hot Water as a Remedy for Nausea.
Dr. Morton, writing in the Louisville Medical News, states

. that “several years ago he Jearned from his own personal

experience that no agent relieves nausea and vomiting so
catisfactorily and piomptly as water as hot as can be drank.
IIe has since used it in a large number of cases, and no
remedy that he ever administered in any condition has
proved more uniformly reliable. He bas preserved records
of many of these cases, and makes the following classifica-
tion : 1. Cases in which nausea and vomiting occurred at the
onset or during the course of acute febrile disease ; 2 Cases
in which these symptoms were caused by overloading the
stomach when its functions had been impaired by protracted
disease; 3. Cases in whick they were produced by nauseous
medicines (not emetics) at the time they were taken; 4.
Cases of acute gastritis caused by the indigestion of irritants;
5. Cases in which these symptoms were purely reflex; 6.
Cases of chronic gastritis; 7. Cases ot colic in newly born
infants; 8. Cases of flatulent distention of the stomach in
adults.”

We have used hot water in similar cases for the past ten
years with most excellent success, and can recommend it as
one of the best known means for the purpose. It should be
born in mind, however, that the water must be kot. Warm
water increases the nausea. The hot water will often ac-
complish the desired result, even when the nausea is the
result of indigested food in the stomach, affording relief by
causing contraction of the stomach, so that its contents are
expelled, either by vomiting or into the intestines.

Flowers in Sleeping-rooms.

Many peculiar notions have prevailed among the laity
respecting the influence of flowers, some of which have been
characterized by superstition almost amounting to witcheraft.
Most of these notions are without the slightest foundation.
It has been noticed, however, by persons sleeping with many
flowers in their bedroom, that they frequently awaken in the
morning with a slight headache, and enervated, their sleep
having been uneasy and unrefreshing. Dr.Reklam,an English
physician, thinks these results « do not arise from any special
properties of the flowers themselves. He maintains that
this effect is analogous to that produced on the cyes and ears.
by excessive light and by louvd sounds, being, in fact, caused
by a continual strain on the olfactory nerves. More or less
similar consequences arise, it is remarked, from a bright
light being kept burning in a bedroom, or from the aoise of
the wind and vehicles passing by, the brain being disturbed
from its wonted rest by these external inf.uences. The mod-
erate use of perfumes, it is argued, cannot be regarded as in-
jurious. In fact, the suggeston is made that the sensc of
smell is usually less exercised than it might be, the instance
being quoted of the comparitavely limited number of experts
in distinguishing perfumes.”—Good Healtk.

A Doctor on Thirst-Quenching.

The following suggestions for those who need a liberal
supply of drink in hot weather—especially in the case of
harvesters, day laborers, ball players, cricketers, etc.—ate
worthy of attention :

«When you have apy heavy work to do, do not take
either beer, cider or spirite. By far the bestdrink is thin oat-
meal and water, with a little sugar. The proportions are a-
quarter of a pound of oat meal to two orthree quarts of water,
according to the heat of the day.and your work and thirst ;
it should be well boiled, and an ounce or an ounce and a-half
of brown sugar added. If you find it thicker than you like,
add three quarts of water. Before you drink it, shake up the
oatmeal well through the liquid. Insummer, diink thiscold ;
in winter, hot. You will find it not only quenches thirst,
but will give you more strength and endurance than any
other drink. If you cannot boil it, you can take a little oat-
meal mixed with cold water and sugar, but this is not so good ;
always boil it if you can. If at any time you have to make

a very loug day as in harvest, and cannot stop for meals,
increase the oatmeal to balf a pound or even three-quarters
and the water to three quarts if you are likely to be very
thirsty. For quenching thirst few things are better than
weak coffee and a little sugar. One ounce of coffee and half
an oance of sugar builed in two quarts of water and cooled is
a very thirst-quenching drink. Cool tea has the same eftect,
but neither is so supporting as oatmeal.”

When to Bathe.

The London Lancet gives some timely hints about begion-
ing out-uf-door bathing. If the weather be chully, it suys,
or there be a cold wind so that the body may be rapidly
cooled at the suiface while undressing, it is not safe to bathe.
Under such conditions the further chill of emersion in cold
water will take place at the moment when the reaction con-
sequent upon the chill of exposure Ly undressing ought to
oceur, and this second chill will not only delay or altogether
pievent the reaction, but convert the bath from a mere
stimulant to a depressant, ending in the abstraction of a.
large amount ot animal heat and congestion of the internal
organs and nerve centres. The actual temperature of the
water does not affect the question so0 much asits relative
temperature a3 compared with that of the surrounding air.
The aim must be. to avoid two chills ; first from the air, and
second, from the water, und to make sure that the body is in
stch & conditivn as to secure a quick reaction on emerging
from the water, without relying too much on the possible
effect of friction by rubbing. It will be obvious, therefore,.
that both weather and wind must be catefully considered
before Lathing is begun, and that the state of the organism
as regards fatigne and the furce of the circulation should
also be censidered, not merely as regards the general habit,
but the special condition when a bath is to be taken. These:
precautions are eminently needful in the case of the young
or weakly.

Frightened to Death.

The London Daily News mentions a * joke '’ which had a
fatal termination, and comments upon it as follows: «A girl
of eighteen, named Harriet Etherington, has just been fright-
ened to death at Brockley. She was walking on a lonely
road beside a cemetery, when a man with something white
round his face ¢flew out at her” Probably the neighborhood
of the graves may have disposed her to be readily alarmed.
She went home, told her story, and fell down dead at her
father’s table. .

«There is a class of idiots who think it amusing to play
on the nerves of women in this manner. o be frightened
terribly by a person in a hideons disguise who leaps out sud-
denly in thedark, a girl need not be superstitious, or inclined
to believe in churchyard spectres. The suddenness of the
attack might startle even a man of strong nerve for a moment.
To a girl, still more to a child, such an attack may mean
simply murder.”

Old Potatoes.

At this scason of the year, those who eat potatoes must
be content cither with those which are old, or new ones.
which are uuripe, at least inmost purtsof the Dominion.
It ought to be Lunown and remembered, just at this tine,
that both old and unripe potatoes contain a poisonous sub-
stance known as solanine. Potatoes which have begua o
sprout are certain to contain a quantity of this poison, and
hence should be avoided, unless very great care is taken to
remove the sprouts very perfectly, and then they are better
buried thun eaten. -

Poisonous Stockings.

It is reported that many of tae colors in the new styles:
of colored hose are poisonous, the greens being almost cer~
tain to be of a dangorous character. The usual symptoms
first noticed are swelling of tLe feet and irritation of the skin.
ot the parts in contact with the stocking. Black, red, and
brown are safe colors, and on this account should beselected
in preferenco to others. It is probable there are many more
cases of poisoning from this source than are discovered, the
difficulty being attributed to some other cause.
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THE PARLOR AND KITCHEN.

FASHION NOTES.

Basket bonnets are in favor.

High collurs on dresses are much worsn.

Little capes aud s1aall mantles are all the rage.

Lace upon day dresses is very popular this season.

Copper in various shades is the rival of tobacco or cigar
-color.

Gold braid is much used, even for trimming morning
dreszes,

Blacic sik stockings and long black silk jersey gloves
will again be worn with toilets of white.

New braiding and embroidery designs are done in the
damier or cLecker-board pattern of blocks for trimming mus-
lin dresses. ¢

Seaside suits of flannel serge will ve worn in all colors,
Lut bLright tints and white will be preferred by yvoung ladies
and misses.

Pectty tea-aprons are made of Oriental nel, with rufiles of
QOriental lace over strawberry surah, and also of ficelle lave
over pule-blue satin.

Kate Greenaway handkerchiefs of white silk, with gayly
colored figures of old-fashioned children on the hem, are
knotted as crvats for little boys to wear with their kilt suits.

DOMESTIC RECIPES.

Cuickes Pie.~—Divide the chicken at all the iaints and
boil antil tender: season with salt and pepper. make a nice.
rich biscurt dough and roil to an inch thickness: line your
nan or pudding dish on the sides only, letting the crust roll
down: over the edge of the pan; put in the chicken, and add
Luticr generously and flour enough to thicken the gravy;
let it boil up zood. then pour over the meat until covered ;
beil the top crust and cover. having previously seasoned
{0 taste, pressing the crust well over the edges; cut, mix in
the minced parsley and serve immediately.

tortn Crteress —Clean. wash and stuff as for roasting,
sew each up in thin muslin, or tarlatan, fitted closely to tie
shape. put on in plenty of hoiling salted water, boil twelve
minutes to the pounnd (taking the heavier chicken as the
standard) if tender. if doubtfal take a longer time, and covk
mere stowly : when done. lag upon a heatvdd dish, and pew
over thun a enpful of dmwn better, made from the pot
hquer. thickeued with butter rolled in four, and sith an cog
beaten up in it with a little chopped parsley.

Smunen Eces.—Butter 2 dish, and break into it a number
of ezgs; taking care that they do not encreach upon each
other encugh to break the volks. Sprinkle pepper and salt
over them, put 2 small picce of butter cpon cach, and add a
tablespoonful of cream for eah egg.  Bake in 2 hot vven
until the whites are set. : :

Boitkn Duran I'tomize—~—Take onc-hali pint of milk.
three quarters pint of bread crumbs, sugar (o taste. four eggs,
one ounce of butter, three cunces of currauts, one-quarter
teaspoonful of grated nutmeg. Make the inilk boiling, and
pour it on the bread crimbs: let these remain till cold s then
add the cther ingredients, taking care that the egus are well
beaten, and the curmants weil washed, picked and dried
Beat the puddisg well, and put it nto a buttered asin- tie
it down tightly with a uoth, plunge it into boiling water,
and beoll for one and onc-quarter hours: turn it out of the
basin, and serve with sifted sugar.  Any odd pieces or seraps
of bread answer for this pudding : but they should be soaked
-over night, and, when wanted for 1 hould have the waler
avell spucezed from thein.

Seer Fromye—One cup suet, chopped fines one cup
wseedud raisius or currants ; oue cup sugar: one eggone cup
isweet milk; two teaspoonfuls baking powders two heaping
<cups flour; half teaspoonful salt. Steam one and a-half
Twours.  Souce—~—one tabiespoonful corn starch, three of
sugar; & little bit of butter; flavor to taste. Mix witha
Jittle cold water; then add boiling water as for starch.

Jetty Caxe—Two cggs, one scant cup of fugar, same of
flour, onc level teaspoonful each of salt, soda, and cream tar-
far.  This makes thice layers.

Cocoaxer ProninG.—Beat two egas very light, stir them
in with a cofiec-cup jull of fresh milk, add one-quarter of a
pound of grated cocoanut, three tablespoonfuls each of grated
bread and powdered sugar, two tablespoonfuls of melted but-
ter, one cupful of raisins and the grated peel of a lemon.
Beat all until well mixed. Butter the bottom and sides of &
cold pudding-dish and pour the mixture in; bake slowly for
an hour, then turn it out on a platter, scatter powdered sugar
over it and serve with or without fruit. Oranges cut up are
very nive with it.  The pudding-dish should be cold when
buttered, so that more butter will adhere toit, and then the
pudding will turn out smoothly.

Tir-Tor Cake—~Ounc pound of sugar, one cupful of butter,
four cggs, one cupful of milk, one pound of chopped raisins,
half a pound of chopped figs, half a grated nutmey, one small
teaspoonful of soda, one teaspoonful of cream of tartar, flour
to make it of proper consistency.

Caxsep Freir~The fruit put up in tin cans should be
{aken out when the can is opened for use. If allowed to
remain after the can is opened, the action of the acid juices
upon the tin when exposed to the air may form acetate of
tin, which is poisonous. Iour the fruit out into glass or
earthenware dishes, and the danger of poisouning is avoided.

Facts Wort Kxowixg.—That a little water in buiter
will prevent it from burning when used for frying.—-That
a little saltpetre worked into Lutter that has become sour or
rancid will render it sweet and palatable——="That penny-
royal distributed in places frequented by roaches will drive
them away. That wild mint will keep rats and mice out
of your house. That lune sprinkled in fireplaces during
summer mouths is healthful. That Spanish brown mixed
with a little water, will make the bearths look pretty. A
pound costs ten cents, and will last two months ; use a little
at a time. That leaves of parsley, caten with a little vine-
war, will prevent the disagreenble consequences of tainted
breath by onivns. That tlowers and shrubs should be
excluded from a sick-chamber. That oil-paintings hung
over the mantelpicce are liable {o wrinkle with the heat.

MISCELLANEOUS RECIPES.
How 7o Wasu Laces —Take a quart bottle and cover it
over with the leg of a soft, firm stocking, sew it tightly above
and below  Then wind the collar or lace smoothly around
the covered bottle @ take a fine needle 2nd thread and sew
very carcfully around the outer edge of the collar or lace,
catching every loop fast to the stocking. Then shake the
Lottic up and down in a pailful of wann soap-suds, occasion-
ally rubbing the soiled places with & soft sponge. It must
be riused well after the same manner in clean water.  When
the lace is clean, apply o very weak solution of gum arabic
and stand the bottle in the sunshine to dry. Take off the
Iace very carcfully when perfectly dry. Tustead of ironing,
Iay it between the white leaves of a heavy beok; or, if you
are in a hurry, iron on flanuel between o few thicknesses of
fine muslin ~ Done up in this way, lace callars will wear
longer, stay clean longer, and have a rich, new, lacy look
that they will not have otherwise.
To Rexove Paint.—One pound of soft soap, one pound of
~ada - dissolve in one pint of boiling water; lay a thick coat
(while hiot) upon the paint with & brusi: , leave 1t for oncor
two hours until it begins to soften the paint, then scrape off’
and repeat When all s removed wash thoroughly with
clean water.
For Freceres —Muriatic acid, onc drachm ; min-water,
a-half pint, spirits of lavender, a-half tcaspoonful; mix.
Apply it two or three times a day to the freckles with a bit
of lincn or camel-hair pencil. Should the application irritate
the skin, use as a lotion : almond mixture, one pint; Gou-
lard’s extract, one-half drachm.
Nzw Paits—To remove the unpleasant taste which is fre-
quently observable from new wooden vessels 1s a thing diffi-
cult of accormplishment. The DBrewing World says that the
simplest plan, and one that will succeed in most cases, is to
scald thein thoroughly severl times in boiling water, then
dissolve some pearlash of soda in lukewarm water, adding o
little lime to it, and wash the inside of the vessels well in
thesolution. Afterward scald themn seyeral times thoroughly

as before.
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“Lives of great men all remind us
We cant make our lives sublime,
And departing, leave behind us
Foot-prints on the sands of *tme.?

ROBERT BURNS.

[ Written for the Fumily Circle.]
LY ROBERT ELLIOTT.

2 X the summit of Ben Brock, surrounded by antlered
‘ sumachs and rustling hazels, screened from the hot
- afternoon sun of July by festoons of wild woodbine
and cglantine, 1 have spent a pleasant hour or so
in reading the poeny of Robert Burns.  Heavy clonds hang
-over the woods away to the South, the sun sheds brilliang
radiance on forest and stream. A fish hawk high over the
valley. with keen eye looks for the tlush of seale or fin in the
~alley below. A light breeze blows from the west, and
creeping up the hillside through thickets of shrub and
scented blossom, reaches the top and ripples across theficlds
-of ripening wheat beyond. :

All this is beautiful and beautifully does it all blend with

the verses I have just been reading, for example
« Blaw saft ye westlin winds, blaw saft,
Bring hame the Iaden bees.”

Natural affinity connects the charm of this rural scene
with the words of that Scottish farmer whoe living in a differ-
ent age and in a different land from this, blended with a
power almost unparalleled the harmony of the human soul
with the sympathetic sounds which issue from the harp of
universal nature. Because by his immortal wards we are
cnabled to give some utterance to the joy-notesawakened by
the touches of nature, we seck a more intimate acquaintance
with the min.

Robert Burns was born on the-25th of January, 175, in an
humble cottage on the banks of the Doon, about two miles
10 the south of the town of Ayr, in the misty realm of Scot-
land. His father, driven by stress of misfortune from one
place to another, settled in 1772 in the parish of Tarbolton,
Robert, at this time, had made creditable progress in learuning,
and thus speaks of himself—-1 was by no means a favorite
with anybody. I was agoad deal noted for a retentive mem-
ory, a stubbomn, sturdy something in my disposition, and an
cnthusiasticidiot piety. T say idiot picty because I wasthen
but a child. Though it cost the school-master some thrsh-
ings I made an excellent English scholar.”

Soon after the call to work on his father's farm kept him
from school. Old ballads bLeat music in his bmin as he
toiled at home, and when one harvest day about his sixteenth
vear a ¢ bonunic lass® his companion in the Iabor of the field,
kindled the flame—he celebrated her charms in the little
ballad « O once I loved a bonnic lass.” From this time he
<vas «constantly the victim of sume fair e. laver.” But
-over all was his powerful and pathetic love for poetrr and
qnature.

At Irwing, whither he went in 1781, to learn the tradc of a
flax-dresser, he contmcted acquaintanceship with a few, more,
noted for their levity than their decormm. It is prolable
therefore that at this place hie laid the foundation of those
intemperate habits which finaily proved so disastrous. And
thus it was that at the time of his father’s death, he, a young
man of intensely poctical temperament and dangerously free
social habits—with a loving heart—a keen perception and
honest hatred of all sham-—an independent mind and an all
too thonghtless view of thepresent, was plunged in the
hattle of life.

Robert, in partnership with bis brother Gilbert, leased the
farm of Mossgiel, studied the theory of agriculture and
‘worked ULravely from*momning {ill night and—failed. At
ihis time <hispers as t, bis poetical ablility took a more
definite tone.  ®Holy Willie's Prayer” appeared, and excited
nnbounded admiration among some, and among others dis-
may.

His power of sarcasm was shown and he was felt tobea
giant in the countiy-side. But love’s intricate path he still
persisted in following. In 1765 he met Jean Armour. The
result was distressing. To avoid the responsibility which

ZS

their intercourse involved he determined to leave Scotland
for the West Indies. In consequence.of a friend’s remon-
strance he consented to see Jeun and in the end « conceded to
her tears and afiliction what ought to have proceeded from
love and duty.” He gave her a written acknowledgment of
warriage.

Strange as it may appear it was at this very time that
that simple and true-hearted girl, Mary Campbel), faded
from life, after imbuing the heart of the poet with the deep-
est passion it ever felt. But his heart though never stead-
fast, always retained its sensibility, and therefore often felt
in after years the torture of remorse. Iis poems vublished
at Kilmarnock on the eve of his expected departure for the
Torrid Zone, were rapturously reccived by high and low. A
letter from Dr. Blackwood asking him to come to Edinburgh
changed his plans. He went to the capital of his country
and was shown the greatest attention. Fame at last was
his, and money:

He became intimate with the highest, was lauded to the
skies by them, yet he never for a moment forgot the persons
of his own rank with whom he had been happy in obscurer
days. And this was well, tor when the gentry tired of him,
he returned to Mossgiel and mingled e¢nce more with the
friends of his boyhood.

His secound edition of poetry came out in Edinburgh, was
published Ly subscription, and brought him, besides univer-
sal applause, £300.

In 1788 he was publicly married to Jean Armour.” He
worked hard at farming, and in his leisure hours fashioned
the 1yrics whose music at the pre sent time is wafted on the
sultry air of Hindostan, and lingers with pathetic charm in
the cedacen dells of Canada.

But for years a cloud of melancholy scemed io shadow
the poet’s life. In Octover 1749, e wrote on the anniver-
sary of M.y Campbell's death, the touching lines beginning
«Thou lngering star” The autumn of 1791 was signalized
Ly the production of that matchless tale, # Tamn OShanter.”
In the same year he retired with his wife and f:mily to the
town of Dumfries, intending to find support asan Exciseman,
to which office he had been appointed some years before.
Here he was destined to spend the remainder of his days.
The follies of his youth were soon to bear bitter fruit. In-
tempemnce, pecuniary difficulty, despondency, took almost
complete possession of him ; and in the gloom, a great many
deserted him without one word of comfort. When asked to
Jjoin a country ball, he shook his head, saying these words of
Lady Baillie:

« O, were we young as we once hae been,

We sud hae been galloping down on yon green
And linking it ower the lily-white lea,

But were na my heare light I wad dee.”

The years came and went and the end drew near.  On the
21st July, 1796, the earthly life of this noble but ill-fated
genius was terminated ; and all at once the world awoke to
the magnitude of itsloss. In the time which has clapsed
since his death a great deal has been written and said about
him. With his poems before us we are content, and can
well leave the discussion of his faults and foibles to others.
aud turn with relief to ashortand wirried review of the good
which he has bequeathied us.  His poctry is the outcome of
anolle life which was cnvironed by manifold temptatious.
Many and cruel were the shocks he received, and his verses
pre all the result of direct contact with the intensest move-
ments of his times.

He saw the best of everything; but alas! Fe was never
free to mount to his ideal, and even the consolation of being
permitted to sing the joysand sorrows of those in the humble
vale was not entirely given him. And thus his wholc life
was a protest. Misfortanes in many forms presented itself
before him, but amid all he held a proud independence of
thought and a full consciousness of the grand power of the
human soul.

« What thouch on hamely fare we dine,
Wear hodden grey, and a’ that, B
Gio fools their silks, and koaves their wine,
A man’s a man for a’ that!
For a’ that, and o' that,
Their tinsel show and a’ that;
The honest man, though e'er poor,
Is king o' men for a® that.”
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The strength and tenderness of his love for all living
creatures is o narked characteristic of his poetry—for exam-
ple, read his « Twa Dogs,” # Address to the De'il,” « A Wwin-
ter Night,” «To o Mouse.” In ©John Anderson, my Jo,’
the feiicity of a life-loug union is very beautifully shown:

#t.John Anderson, my jo, John,
We clamb the hill thegither,

And mony a canty day, John,
We've had wi' ane anither.

Now we maun totter down, John,
But haud in band well go,

And sleep thegither at the foot,
John Anderson, my jo.”

In «7The Cottar's Saturday Night,” we have a glimpse
into the Scottish home; in «‘Iam O'Shanter,”” we are shown
all the phases of dramatic change ; in the = Elegy on Captain
Alatthew Henderson,” we see the highest form of poetry
called on to extol a beautiful human life. But we might
mention scores of poems, each distinguished by naturalness
and force, and each interpreting in the clearest maunner,
problems which had perplexed the sages of former years.
The dialect in which he wrote—Lowland Scotch—he made
classical.  The hills and streams of his native land, his muse
has made forever fimous. He sleeps in the dust while his
voice, with a full, free tone, echoes around the earth.

« Hark, the mavis’ evening sang
Sounding Cluden’s woods mnang!
Then a faulding let us gang,

My bonuy Jearie.

How George Eliot Began Writing.

*As everything connected with George Eliot is of deep
interest, I will brietly narrate the account George Henry
Lewes gave me and my wife, some twelve years ago, of the
iizst essay of the author of # Adam Bede ™ in fiction, which
confimns Niss Blind's auccdote in her « George Eliot” He
was calliug on us here, and in the course of talk he said to
Ars. Macquoid, + We always take an interest in your work,
apart frum its werit, because of the likeness of the circum-
stances which induced you and Mrs. Lewes to write.  Would
you like to hear how my wife began 7' He then went on to
say, ¥ We were living at Richmond. 1 had more than once
asked her to try if she could write fictien, but she always
said she did not think she had potwer to do it.  One day I
went to town carly,  When I came home in the evering she
read to me the beginning of - Amos Barton —the tea-party.
¢ Well, I said, *that is very good, but I always knew you had
Lhumor. Do patho: as well and vou will make a fortune?
She said she was afraid pathos was not in her power. I told
her it was a pity, because the one gift required the preseuce
of the other.  But 1 belicved she bad the power. Not long
afterward 1 had to dinein town. Whea I was gtarting she
said to me, : Do not burry home; I do not want to be dis-
turbed this evening.” When I came home late at night she
read to me Milly's death. I was delighted. I said, s You'll
do now.” “—Thomas k. Macquoid.

Midnight.

Darkness hangs its pall so xloomy
Over all the carth asd air,

Not a single starlight glimmers
Throuzh the blackness anywhere;

Clothed in garments sombre, silent,
Nature sits in deep repose,

While the wayward wandering zephyr
Tosses perfume from the rose.

Wrapped in sorrow’s midnight mantle,
Many hearts to-night 1 know

Moura in darkaess o'er life's troubles,
Trials, tribulations, woc,

But should Heaven amid their sorrow
Breathe like breezes on the flowers,

Surely perfumes sweet would scatter

Fragravce through their darksome hours.

—Zy Mrs. Emma M. 4. Dliss.

SELECTED.
P S —
“Sipping ualy what 18 eweet
Leave the chintt and take the wheat,”

Why ?
1 did not love him long ago;
Instead of ¢ yes ” I gave him #no.”
I did not love him, but to-day
1 read his marriage notice. Pray,
Why was I sad, when uever yet
Has my heart known the least regret
Over that whispered ‘no*? And why,,
Reading the notice, did I sigh ?
No analyst can guess the cause:
A woman's reason laughs at laws.
Sure I am glad to know the wound
I gave has healed—that he has found
Love's blesseduess and peace, and yet
A woman never can forget
The man who once has loved her, and .
Lo-day I seemn to see him stand,

With cvery glance a mute caréss,

Still pleading for the longed-for #yes.,r
His early love for me is dead—

Another lives in that love’s stead !

And if he loves her well, as men

Should love their chosen ones, why, then,
He must be glad that, long ago,

“Jastead of « yes? I gave him «no.”

Perhaps that is the reason why
1 read the notice with a sigh.

A. Little Money.

A woman ought to ha:c her own purse, great or smal¥,
whkichever it may be—ten, fifty, 2 hundred or a thousand
dollars, according to circumstances, but ber own, for whicky
she accounts only to herself,

Would you know *whv > ~—you gentlemen who make:
vour wives render an account of pence and farthings ?

Well, then, a maid-servant knocks down a teacup, a ser-
vaut breaksa glass ; or suddenly teapot, cup and glass all at
once fall in pieces, and nobody has broken them, and so on.
The wife, who has not her own purse, but who must replace
the cups and glass, goes to her busbany, iclates ber misfor-
tunc, aud begs for a little money to make good the damage.

He scolds the servants, and his wife, who ought to look
after the servants.

< Money, indeced! A liitle mouey! Money does not
grow out of the ground, nor yet is it mined down from
Heaven. Many small brooks make a great river," and such
like.

At last ke gives a little money; and remains often in a
very ill humor.

Again, if the wife have her own little purse, then such
little vexations never come near him. Children, servants,
misfortuue, remain the seme, but no disorder is remarked—
all is in order, and the head of the house—iwho, perlaps,
with the greatest ease could lay down a thousand dollars at
once—need not for a few pence, squeezed out at different
times, lose the equipoise of his temper, which is as invalu-
able to the whole house as to himself.

Aund dost thou reckon as nothing, thou unfecling nabob,.
thosc little surprises—those little birthday and name-day
pleasures with which thy wife can give herself the delight of
surprising thee—those thousand small pleasures which, unex-
pected as falling stars, gleam like them on the heaven of
home, and which must all come to thee from the affection of
thy wife through a little mouney, which thou must give to-
her in the gross in order to receive again in the small, with
rich interest of comfort and happiness.

To every true woman's heart it is indescribably delight-
ful to give—to fecl itsclf alive in the satisfaction and hap-
piness of others; it is the sunshine of the heart. Begides
this, a little frcedom is so refreshing.

ot
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Express Your Love, Husband.

How many a home have we seen glittering with splendor;
where glowing marble, from Italia’s clime, gives a silent wel-
<ome to the entering guest; where on the walls hang votive
offerings of art that fill the whole soul with their beauty;
where the carpets yield to the lightest pressure, and the rich
-hangings crimson the palest cheek! Yet amidst all this
show and adorning has the proud wife sat, the choicest piece
of furniture there—for so her husband regards her. Formal
and stern, he has thrown around her the drapery of his chill
heart, and it has folded her about like marble. She is ¢my
lady,” and nothing more. No out-bursts of affection in the
form of sweet praise fall upon her ears—yet pendants
of diamonds drop therefrom, but their shining is like his
love, costly and cold. We have heard such a one say, in
times gone by, ¢ all this wealth, all this show and pride of
station would I resign, for one word of praise from my hus-
band. He never relaxes from the loftiness which has made
him feared amoeng men ; he never speaks to me but with
measured accents, though he surronuds me with luxuries.”

We wondered not that a stifled sob closed the sentence;
who had not rather live ina cottage, through which the wind
1evels and the raindrops fall, with one in whose heart dwells
impulses the holiest in our nature, one who is notashamed or
afraid to give fitting commendation, than ia the most gorgeous
of carthly palaces, with a companion whose lips are sealed
forever to the expressions of fondness, sympathy, and praise.
There are thousinds of men who say: #I would pay onec
thousand pounds could mny wife only regain her health asat
our marriage.” Give those pounds in expressive love and
she will recover.— YHatrimenial Review.

Making Presents.

Some tact is required in making presents. Never inti-
mate your intention of making one. Half the pleasiire in
receiving a present consists in its being unexpected. Avoid
the appearance of making your gifts of consequence. When
vou have presented it, and acknowledgments have been ren-
dered, do not recur to the subject; but ifits merits have
bacn highly extolled,and the person who has received it evinces
lively satisfaction, express your happiness that he is pleased,
and say that his opinion of it constitutes the value of the
gift; at the same time, do not fall in the vulgar crror of
depreciating it. The gifts made by ladies to gentlemen
<should be of the most refined nature; not purchased, but
dderiving a value above price as emanating from their own
skill or ingenuity ; as a sketch from their pencil, or some
little production from their ncedle. However small or
insignificant 2 present may be, if offered to you, accept it
+with cxpressed thanks; not to manifest much pleasure in
receiving it would not only betray ill-breeding, but a disre-
gard for the feelings of the giver, whom you may be certain
intended a kindness. We should preserve the presents of
friendship with scrupulous care, aud ought never to dispose
of them, or to givethem away to another. It would be very
gratifving to the donor were we to speak of it occasionally
whenever a suitable opportunity offers; and in proportion
as time has clapscd, this attention will coufer the more
pleasure, and it will prove that we have preserved the gift
with care.

How to Furnish Rooms.

Rooms belonging to rich and cultivated amateurs, are
generally cither over-furnished or under-furnished.  The
oliects de virtu, which have been collected at such pains and
cost, iecause they are the fashion, have little reason to be
where they are found, however beauntiful they may be. They
crowd the house tili it looks like u curiosity shop; or clsc
they are frugally scatlered with o palpable aim to scem se-
1cct, and their fewness and geodness carry a sort of sel&-con-
sciousness and affectation with them.

Now, when we enter a room, the first fecling ought to be,
+how comfortable!” the second, as we glance quickly around
to discover why, ought to be “how beautiful!” not a touch
too much or too little. The art is to conceal art, and when
the impression is that of hyper-refincment, just as when it is
that of depletion, or of conspicuous wealth, we may be sure
the room is not perfect. Directly affectation enters, beauty
decamps. A room should be treated, as much as possibie,

as a picture. Ina picture, monotonous angels as in panelled
walls, would be judiciously broken by the shrewd introduc-
tion of some bracket, shelf or plate. Yet, most people still
enunciate the angularity of panels, by stretching square pic-
tures in the middie of each. If the panel is of good vak, let
us now and then sce its fine fabric, unspotted by hanging
things. But because one panel is left bare, do not leave all
the panels without ornament. Suspend a handsome droop-
ing object of some sort 50 as to break the lines a little with-
out causing a disagreeable shock to the eye, or place some
tall palm plant, soas to serve thesame purpose. Dut plants,
young trees and bushes are not often enough used and appre-
ciated, even by those who love flowers.

Beauty in dress, beauty in decoration, like beauty in
architecture, largely rest upon character—the human soul
within, about, behind it. Individuality supplies the interest ;
as in a picture. Harmony, like a charitable mood, is the
other secret, an open secret, yet somehow as hard to find as
genuine charity. To find a beautiful room, or a beautiful
costure, is to find a human soul, for the heart and brain
shine through tint and fold. Hence, how needful that a
pure mind and a genial soul should be clothed about with
what is individual and genuinely their own, rather than
with some concoction foreign to them, which may speak for
itself an alien language.—T2mple Bar.

Columbus' Love Story.

According to the ideas of his time Columbus was a relig-
ious man. He diligently frequented a conventual church
of the city, but though bhis first attendance there may have
been prompted by disinterested devotion, there were other
reasons for the increased assiduity with which he continued
them. There was, connected with the conveut, a girls’
school for the daughters of well-to-do citizens, and the pupils
were in the habit of regularly hearing mass in the church.
One of them—would that we could recall her features, long
mouldered into dust—attracted the admiration and love of
the weary mariner. There must have been considerable dis-
proportion in their ages, for he was no longer young, but he
was convinced he had met his fate, and the inquiries he made
confirmed his ardor. She was the daughter of a distinguished
sailor, Bartolomeo Palestrello, who had been Governor of
Porto Santo. Her father had died without leaving behind
him any fortune; but her mother still survived, and must
have possessed means of her own.

Columbus was accepted as a suitor, and, what to young
men in these times must seem a very extraordinary course of
procedure, after his marriage he and his wife took up their
abode with his mother-in-law. We would give a good deal
to know more of that love story; how it was, for instance,
that the castaway adventurer, reduced to carn his living by
drawing charts, uanaged so to ingratiate himself with the
mother, whose hustanil's position might have ¢nabled her to
look higher for her daughter.  He must surely have been not
only a devoted lover but a man of a good deal of tact, with
great power of adapting himself to circumstances. Atany
rate, the union proved a happy one. We fancy that the sui-
tor must bave won the mother’s heart by the interest he
showed in her deceased husband’s achievements; for after
the marriage much of the conversation turned on this sub-
ject, and Columbus heard what fired his soul with emulation.
Palestrello had been @ man of much enterprise, and he had
left behind him paners and maps, which proved to be of more
service to his son-in-law than any wealthy inheritance.

A Notable Meeting.

An otliciai in the Washington Post Office is responsible
for the following true story :

Before the war there lived in Pennsylvania a large and
influential family by the name of Hurlburt. Seveml years
before the war, the parents having died, the family became
scattered, an elder brother, Charles, having last been beard
from in Florida.

When the war broke out Albert Hurlburt joined the
Tnion anuay, and when the terrible strife was ended he re-
turned to his home, and subsequentiy emigrated to Virginia,
where he resided seven years, and finally driféed to Washing-
ton, where he obtained a position in one of the departments.
Heo now holdsa position in the Post Office Department,
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where he is honored and respected by all who know or come
in contact with him. It was thirty years or more since the
two brothers met,

Monday morning, Charles, who has been living in the
land of orange fields in Florida, walked iuto the stamp divis-
ion of the Post Oflice Department and there sat his brother
Albert.

As Charles entered the room the eves of the brothers met.

After grasping hands and looking at each other for some
time Albert broke the silence by saying: « There is some-
thing about your face that looks familiar, but 1 cannot place
you.

The elder brother replied : » Don’t you remember Charlie?”

#Charlie who ?” said Albert.

« Charlie Hurlburt, your brother,” returned the clder.

The younger was completely unnerved for an instant,
while, with blanched cheeks and quivering hips, he turned to
his fellow c¢lerks and said: & ‘Thisis my brother whom I have
§0 often spoken to youabout, whem I have not secn for thirty-
one years, and suppesed was dead.”  The eyes of the elder
Lrother were suffused with tears, and armn in arm they left the
oftice together. It wis a touching incident, and will not
soun be forgotten by those who witnessed it.  Ciarles is now
a successful orange grower in Florida, owning Jarge tracts of
valuable land, and in comfortable circumstances.

Employment in the City.

Allarge projortion of alt the youny men and women who
come to the cities to get employment beiong to the class
that have no acquired skill in anything, and no distinet
ideas as to what they are good for. DPerhaps they advertise
that they “wounld be willing to engage in any respectable
business.”  But employers do not rush after those who heve
no specialty, who have =pent their early yvouth withont dis-
covering an aptitude for some one calling, and cultivating
such honest ambition 10 excel in it as would lead to practi-
cal qualification. It is these nothings in particular who are
a constant dead weight on the Christian associations, There
may be a list of applicants with responsible situations to be
filled, and numbers of persons wanting situations: but you

cannot fill 4 square hole with a round stick nor sell wool in
the tlecce to 2 man iu immediate need of a coat.

The wealth and competition in cities and large towns
make the struggle for the «survival of the fittest™ a hard
one for the workman in the aw. However yreat the demand
for labor, theinstances are riare in which there is not a steady
over-supply in all departments.  This enables employers to
make careful selections. They cannot afford to hire incom-
petent hands even at low wages.  1f they do, they are apt to
find the cheapest the dearest, at the same time that the
unlearned workman is finding out that the shortest way
across is the longest way around.

‘What & Boston Woman Says.

I 2am a milliner, and I have made between S1aoo aad S2,
300 2 year in my business for some time past. I married
four year- ago. My husband is kind and good-looking, but
he never Iearned any trade, had no profession, and could not
avemge $av0a year.  Tloved him, however, but I saw that
it would not do to depend upon him; so I kept on with my
business.

Aftera time I think he got a little Jazy, and as we were
both away during the day we could not keep house and gat
boarding. Finally I proposed that he should keep house,
and I would run the business and find themeney.  We have
now lived very happy in this way for two years. My hus-
Land gets up and builds the fire, gets breakfast, and I leave
at 7:45 for my plare of business. He does the wasking and
ironing, the cleaning, and 1 do not know of any woman who
can beat him.  He is as neat as wax, and can cook equal to
any onc in town.

I may be an isolated case, but I think the time has now
come when women who have husbands to support should
make them dothe vork ;otherwise they are luxuries weimust
do without.—Doston Globe.

When Carlyle said that everybody should bave an aim in
life, he bad no reference to the fair sex, He had doubtless
often seen & woman trying to throw a stone at & hea.

How Long?
How many years will it be, 1 wonder;
And how will their slow length pass
Till [ shall find rest in silence under
The trees and the waving grass?

Many there be in the world who love it,.
Who cling to its trifles and toys;
ut 1 could never see aught o covet
Among its vanishing joys.

But ouce indeed was my heurt elated
And pleased with a dream of its own—.
A Leantiful dream it was, but fated
Soon to be overthrown.

Death, like a shadow, fell and darkened
The light that had shone so clear—

Iow oft sinee then have I vainly hearkened-
And prayed for his coming near!

But. he cometh not, and I only wonder
How will the long years pass

Tilt I shall find rest in silence under
The trees and the waving grass?

A. Great Change.

Shall we know each other there?” The minister of as
fashionable church once preached a Leautiful sermon on this
subject. He drew the picture of a very beautiful heaven.
We wonld walk insunlit groves, by the music of waterfalls,
and gaze upon aramanthine ficlds.  And then, too, we shall
know each other there,” said the minister, and then added,
« There'll be no strangers in the New Jerusalem ; we'll all
be friends.” & Beautiful ! said Deacon Sham, as he trotted
down the aisle. <A lovely sernzon ! said Miss Simkivs, as
she put her bony hand into the minister’'s.  She was stopped
by a poor mechanic, who came up and addressed the preacher :
« Mr. , I am glad we shall recognize cach other up there.”
¢ Yes,” said the minister, « It is one of the greatest consola-
tions of our religion.”? # Well, I'm right glad we shall know
cach other, It will be 2 great change. though; for I have
attended your church for over four years, and none of the
members of this society have recoguized me yet. But—we
shall know each other threre! ™

Getting His Money's Worth.

A man a little topheavy, saysthe New York World, rushed:
into a Nixth Avenue telegraph oflice, seized a telegraph
blank and a stub pen with a ball of dried ink on the end,.
and. by propping himself against the counter, managed to-
write the following message:

% Kate :—1 won't be liome till morning.

Hangy.”

= What'll that cost ?” said the man, handing the message-
through the porthole, to the manipuolatur ot electricity,

s Let me see.  Seven words —filteen cents.”

“#Fifteen, ¢! How much for ten words 27

%The same price : anything not exceeding ten will cost
you tifteen cents to any address in this city,” answers the
operator making a spring to muzzle an instrument that was
sputtering as if it bad delirium tremens.

«I'm bound to have the worth of my money out of your
corporation, then,”” said the man, bracing himsclf against the
counter as he traced ou a blauk this clear message :

= Incomprehensibility, manufacturers, transcendentalism,
Constantinople, concavoconves, Massachusctts, assassination,
Pennsylvania. imperturbability, philoprogenitiveness.™

« There, string that on your wire and send her at a 2.40
gait,” said the man, with a look of vengeance in his eye.

The ojterator counted the words, but volunteered the in-
formation that there was no sense in the message, and that
the dictionary must have been mansacked for the longest
words.

I know there's no sense in it, but Kate'll understand it,
all the same.  She'll know I'm on a drunk, anyway, when I
send a message at this hour, whether it's sense or not. I
made ‘em long, on purpose to break the back of your macbine.
Shovel 'em in, and start the crank. I'm in for a good time..
Never mind the expense.  Here's your fifteen ceats.”  And
the man ran out and hailed a passiog cab.

4-—“




THE FAMILY

CIRCLE.

Paid in His Own Coin,

. A good story is going about the clubs concerning a New
York millionaire who owns a big stock farm in New Jersey.
He has put in force strict rules about the admittance of curi-
osity-seekers, and if one happens to get in, he is soon hustled
off. The other day a neighboring farmer called on business.
1Ie had never been on the place before, and entering at a
gate he found open was strolling around looking for the
superintendent, when the owner, who happened to be there,
encouuntered him. Supposing him to'be merely an idler or
prying person he asked him what he was doig there. The
farmer, taken aback by such an &ddress, reptied, # Nothing.”
The owner said, ¢ Do you know at which gate you came in?”
* «Jdo,” said the farmer. «Well then,” said the owner, “get
out there as soon as you can;” and the farmer walked out.
Shortly after the superintendent came up and enquirved if
neighbor so and-so had been there. He was the only one
anywhere about who had timber they wanted very much,
and they wanted it immediately. He had promised to come
that morning to see about the sale of it. «Well,” said the
owner of the farm, ¢ I shouldn’t wonder if I had just sent
him off with a flea in hisear. I found a mau strolling about
here, and suppossng him to be one of these stragglers I
cleared him out, Where does he live? I will drive over
and see him.”  Off he started at once. Reaching the farm-
house he drove in, and seeing him he began an apology, but
was cut short by the farmer, who enquired if he knew at
which gate he caune in.  He said he did.  #Then;” said the
farmer;, # I want you to get out as quick as you can;* and
the owner of the stock furm was obliged to depart.

Given to Music.

« T have warned the peogle of this State not to apply for
adivorce,” said an Arkansaw judge, who was approached by
a troubled gentleman for the purpose of a dissolution consul-
tation. «Under the law there are but few grounds for
divorce.?

1 don't know, judge, that anyone has ever got a
divorce on similar grounds, but, sir, 1 think I have the best
cause in the world. My wife is a very sweet-tempered
woman, and never gives me a cross word.  She has always
been devoted and true, and we love each other dearly.”

aI'hen why do you want a divorce 7+

« Becaase she's a singer.?

¢ A singer?”

u Yes, sir, # singer.  Every {ime there'sa festival in the
neighborhoed she has to sing. Why, sir, she'll leave my
breeches with a patch half sewed on to go out somewhere
and sing. I den't hear anything but sungs.  When there'sa
charity concert anywhere within reach she has to go and
sing. She's so given to the habit that when Lask hera ques-
tion she sings at me. She pours out coffee by note, and pats
hier foot when she hands around the bread. What do you
think of these grounds ?”

« New but striking.  Your case will go through the courts
without a hitch.”
Such Things Will Happen.

st Are you a Christian ?” asked a young lad of the period
of a grocery man, as that gentleman was placing vegetables
out in front of the grocery one morning. Well, I hope so,”
answered the grocery man. =1 try to do what is right.”
«Then how is it that you put out 2 box of great big sweet
potatocs, and when we order some and they come to the
table they are little bits of things, not bigger than a radish?
Do you expect to get to heaven on such small potatoes when
vou use big ones for a sign 2 asked the boy, as he took outa
silk-handkerchief and brushed a speck of dust off his nicely-
blacked shoes. The grocery man blushed and said he did
not mean to take any such advantage of his customers. He
said it must have been a mistake of the boy that delivers
groceries. «Then you must hire the boy to make mistakes,
for it has been so every time we have had gwuet potatoes for
five years,” said the boy. ¢ And abuut green corn. You
bave a few ears stripped down to show how nice and plump
it is, and if we order half-a-dozen cars there are only two
that have got any corn on at all, aud pa and ma gets thewm,
and the rest of us have to chew cobs.” #Obh, such things
will bappen,” said the grocery man, with a laugh. «But
don't let's talk about that. Let's talk about somethiag else.”

A Veteran Benefactor,

HIS PAST LIFE, PRESENT PLANS, AND WHAT ME HAS TO SAY
UPON A SUBJECT THAT ASTONISHED HIM.
(New York Times.)

Nearly forty years ago a young man, of unusual endow-~
ments, began fo mould public opinion upon a subject of vital
importance. Like all pioneers, his early efforis were unsuc-
cessful, but his ability and the value of his work soor won
public confidence, and to day there is not a village or ham-
let in the conntry that -has not been influenced by Dr. Dio-
Lewis. When, therefore, it was learned yesterday that he-
contemplated the establishment of & large magazine in this
city, the fact was deemed so important that a repesentative
of this paper was commissioned to see him and ascertain the-
truth of the rumor.

Dr. Dio Lewis is a gentleman of sixty years and two hun-
dred pounds, with snow-white hair and beard, but probably
the most perfect picture of health and vigor in the metropo-
lis. Hesa living exponent of his teachings, and notwith-
standing the amount of work he has already done, promises
still greater activity for years to come. IHe received the
interviewer most courteously, and in reply to a question said ;.

« It is true that 1 have come to New York to establish a
monthly magazine. I have come here for the same reason
that 1 went to Boston 25 yecars ago. ‘Then Boston was the
best platform in the country from which to speak of educa-
tion. New York has now become most hospitable to pro-
sressive thoughts, and especially so to movements on behalf
of physical training.

« I have reason to kuow the great and abiding interest of
the American people in this subject. They have come to
realize that the future of our country pivots upon our physi-
cal vitality, and especially upon the vigor of our women.
My new magazine will bear the title Dio Lewis's Monthly,’
and be devoted to Sanitary and Social Science. 1 hope
through its pages to inaugurate a new departure in hygiene.”

« Have you not written several books on the subject?”

« Yes, nine volumes, and some of them like ¢ Our Girls,
published by Harpers have had an enormcas circulation, but
the best work of my life 1 shall give the world in the new
ma\ga'/.ine. Forty years of skirmishing ought to conclude
with ten years of organized warfare.”

« Doctor, what is the occasion of this new interest in
health questions?™

# [t has come through suftering, which seems the only
road to self-knowledge. The stomach, heart, kidneys or
liver full into trouble, happiness is gone, and then pcople
give attention to their health.

« Which of these organs is most frequently the victim of
our crrors? ¥ asked the Reporter.

+ Within the last few years diséases of the kidneys have
greatly multiplied. When 1 was engaged in practice, thirty-
five and forty years ago, serious disease of the kidneys was
rare; but now distressingly frequent and fatal.”

«To what do you attribute this great increase of kidney
troubles?”

“To the use of stimulating drinks, adulterated food and.
irregular habits of lite.”

& Doctor, have you any confidence in the remedy of which.
we hear so much now-a-days, ¢ Warner's Safe Cure 2

«I believe in the ounce of prevention, rather than in a.
ton of cure.”

“But have you noticed the remarkable testimonials of
Warner's remedy 2

“I have, and confess that they have puzzled and aston-
ished me. The commendations of proprictary medicines:
usually come from unknown perons residing in back coun-
ties. But I sce in our most reputable newspapers the warm-
est praisc of Warner’s Safe Cure from College Professors,
respectable physicians, and other persons of high intelligence
and character. To thrust such testimony aside may be pro-
fessional, but it is nnamanly. No physician can forget that
valuable additions to our Materia Medica have sprung from
just such sources. I was so impressed with this cloud of
witnesses that I purchased some bottles of Warner's Safe
Cure at a neighboring drug store, and analyzed one of them
to sce if it contained anything poisonous. Then I took
threc of the prescribed doses at once, and found there was
nothing injurious in it. X do ot hesitate to say that if L
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found wmy kidneys in serious troubie, I should use this rem-
-edy, becuuse of the hopelessness of all ordinary treatment,
and because when a hundred intelligent and reputable per-
.sons unite in the statement that a certain remedy has cuved
‘them of a grave malady, I choose to believe that they speak
the truth,

« But as you may know, my great interest in life lies in
prevention.  For forty years I have labored in this field.
One of the phases of my work in New England was the
-establishment of the Ladies’ seminary at Lexington, Mass
My aim was to illustrate the possibilities in the physical
training of girls during their school life. This iastitution
became before I left it, the largest and most successful Sem-
inavy for young women owned and managed by one person,
in our country. 1 sat down to dinner every day with a fam-
ily of two hundred persons. The remarkable results of this
muscle training among girls, were given in my paper pub-
lished in the North American Review of December, 1882,

« Besides, I established the Normal Institute for Physical
Training in Boston, and for tea years was its President and
Manager. Dr. Walter Channing, Dr. Thomas Hoskins, Pro-
fessor Leonard, and others were among its teachers, and
more than four hundred persons took its diploma and went
-out into all parts of the land to teach the new school of gym-
nastics. Aund now the years left to me I propose to devote
to the magazine which I have come here to establish. It
will be the largest periodical ever devoted to this field of lit-
-erature, and will present the hundred and one questions of
hygiene with the simplicity of & child’s falk. To this end
all so-called learning will be subordinated. The magazine
will be more or less illustrated, and will strive to reach a
high place in the confidence and hearts of the peopte. Ina
few weeks our first number will appear, and we shall fondly
hope for it a hearty welcome.”

The facts above narrated are indeed most important. It
is gratifying to know that the life-long cxperiences of a gen-
tleman who stands without a peer in successfully demon.
strating the principles of hygiene; whose heart has always
‘been in sympathy with the afilicted, and whose brain bas
ever been active in planning for their relicf, are to be given
to the public through the pages of a magazine. Anditis
-specially significant and proof positive of rare merit thata
proprictary medicine, even with such high standing as War-
ner’s Safe Cure is known to have, should be endorsed and
wecommended by a man so able, so reputable and of such
national renown as Dr. Dio. Lewis.

An Innovation.

« My daughter is to be married next week,* he said, as he
-sat down and removed his hat.

s« And you will present her with a check for $50,000, ot
«course?” replied the brcker.

#Well, no; that’s what I called to see you about. I
believe in innovation.”

uYou'll give bier $25,0060 in cash, eh?2”

« No, sir; I was thinking that you might take about 3500
.and buy about $75,000 worth of some sort of bonds.”

« Ag an investment for an income?”

«No; for ashow. Get 51,000 bonds, if possible. Get
some that arc printed inred and blue ink, if youcan. If
If

they have bigred or blue seals on, so much the better.
they begin, ¢Tn the naine of God, amen.’ they wiil look the
more important. See that the paper is good, the printing
clear, the signatuve in a bold, heroie hand, aud send in your
bill to me. The time has gone by when the public can be
fooled by a check."—Wall Street News.

No Bacor for the Saw.

« T feel so tired this mornin® I can hardly lift me arrum
1o me head”

« Why, you seemed to sleep soundly, Jr. O'Fagan; you
ought to fecl refreshed.” .

u Yis, coloncl, T ought to be feelin’ refrished, but I ain't.
It's sawin’ wood that i3 the fatagin® occupashun.”

# Sawing wood! When have you been sawing woed 27

«Whin have I, is it? Shure an’ I dhramed that 1 was
sawin’ wood the whole blissed night, an*I didn't have aven
a piece av bacon to grase the saw with. I feel broke up in-
tirely."—~ Texas Siftings.

OUR YOUNG FOLKS.

e S e
To be young {3 to boono of the immortals.—HAZLITT,

OUR PUZZLE PRIZE.

After a careful examination a close contest between Scout,
West I'oint, N. Y., Lizzie Kinnisten, Parkhill and Walter
Jackson, Ottawa: the prize this month was awarded to the
Inst mentioned.

Correct answers have also been received from George 1.
Torento; Bertie, Brooklyn; Fred Thompson, Montreal ; R
F. Scott, Sarnia and Willie Rice, Toronto.

A handsomely bound story-book will again be given this
month to the boy or girl sending in the best and neatest set
of answers to the puzzles in this number before August 3th.

JULY PUZZLES.

1
CHARADE.
Whole T am a toy.
My first is a hard substance in the earth,
My second is a ruler,
My third is a useful animal.
2

SQUARE WORD.
A wild beast's home.
A measure of land.
A mineral. :
To part by force.

3.
POETICAL PI.
A morsepir yb:a vrier's mrib,
A lolyew sropemir saw ot imb,
Dan ti saw ginthon rome.
4.
CONUNDRUM,
Make one word of New Door.

. 5. .

NUMERICAL ENIGMA.
My whole of 5 letters means reputation.
My 1, 2, 3, means queer.
My 4, 5, is a dotted representation on an escutcheon.
~—Scout.

ANSWERS TO JUNE PUZZLES.

. Square Word:—F A M E
ADAM
MALE
EMEU

. Diamond Puazle:—H
RAY
cadur
HAMMOCK
¢6rOVE
1Ce
K
3. Hidden Towns:—Dublin, Lima, Hartford, Quito.

4. Charade : —Met-a-phor.
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‘¢ What a Strange Man!"

The Gallas, in South America, were much a2mused, when
Mr. Wakeficld, a missionary, entered their country.

« How many toes have you ? ¥ they asked.

«Just as many as you have,” he answered.

«Will you pull that off, and let us sce?” they said,
pointing at his boot and shaking their heads.

When lhe had done so they all laughed; for evea now
they could not, for his stocking, see his toes. At last ono
exclaimed :

#What a strange man this is, to put his foot in a bag.
We never heard of a man putting his foot in a bag before I



