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" ¥’am soon to leave you mother, -
=Spon to pass-the golden door;
P Soon to view the world beyond us,
a There tc &well forever more.

55 not 166K so'sad; dear Mother, -+ -~
=i ‘Ror itfills mey- hesre with woe;
=Rhere'will he no'pdin in heavem, ..

And X zealls Lo £0.

- Amigels thess will bid me welcome,
oo fad tHej-are waiting now for me, -
- Forthey know that I am coming—

. Death will set my spirit free.

“¥ou ‘are weeping mother, dearest,
~iS Weeping-all the-while in vain;
Parﬁng. is.pot forever; AR E
Ve shall surely. meet again.
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+ - Tower-sank the éarly head,
witha.smile that was angelic,
« Aad t.he hnddmg rose wag! ﬁead.
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Oh, the glones of a sleigh “mde
in the sparkling bracing .air of a
Capsadian winter! The sky clear
and “exhilersting—keenly bright,
but with .a different degree of
lucidity from' that of a bright
summer's day. Broad expanding
plains—the city receding behind
us,.as.the horses -leaping onward
to the music of their chxmmo bells,
make for - the bmad ‘boundless
country. The fir forests are clasp-
ed in & shadowy, ghostly slumber.
Far away on:oar-right- are those

theaolvescongregatein hundreds.

© To*the left lies a ridge of hills

sloping-down the river, which is
locked up in the ‘iron ‘manacles of
the winter king. Ahead, and

" right before us whither we are

bound, over waste and plain, aod:
clearing, lies a smugly sheltered
village, the headguarters of the
“|gmberer’’ --and the woyageur.
Our destination is noi quite so
far. 2
This said destinationisa broadly
speead; low-lying farmstead, with
its almost numberless outhouses,
consisting of cattle sheds and dal-
ries, corn-stores,roofings for winter:
fodder, wood stacks,and other con-
comitants surrounding the dwel-

ling, all palisaded by zigzag fences,
as so many outworks to protect
the comfortable citadel. -Within

it,ewarm fires blaze and sparkle

from the huge and odorous logs

craekling on the broad, bounteous
hearth. [n the great common

chamber, rafted. and picturesque
as an antique gothic bhall, are
warm hearts and flashing eyes.
Bearded mien and fair women are
there—laughing maidens, and
strapping young hanters who
have just shaken the snow. off
their furs at the portals. Despite
the stern yet musical baritone of
the stinging wind as it goes by,
stﬁigmg cheeks; -biting moses -in-
to purple, snd making the blood
tingle, shouts of mirth and laugh-
ter rise above the boreal blasts;
and our leaping sleigh, gliding—
flying along rather—to the music.
of the soft musical bells, is fast
approaching its terminus.

“In the meantime,” asks the
reader, “who occupy this sleigh?”
I hasten to answer. '

* First,there was your humble ser-

vant the narzator, Dick Lonsdale
by name, but a few months back
from the banks of the Isig, with
the “bar” in prospect, my “gover-
por” having a snug interest in the
India House. I add a few of my
personal items. Rather good-
looking (at least my wife says so,)
a fair shot, a stunning “stroke
oar,”” can bhit with =& wonderfal
vigor straight out from the shoul-
der, am five feet ten and—grow-
ing, can play the fiddle, and have
the temper of an angel. I bhave
been one of a party of adventur-
ous sportsmen—¢‘going in” for
something worthy of Alexander,
and, with fishing tackle, spears,
acd ‘“shooting-irons,” had done
no.inconsiderable execution among
the denizens of the Canadian
woods and sounding “rapids,” and
hunted the bear in his own bold
~and pictureque fastnesses.

Enough for myself Now for

my companions.

Place auzx-Dames, therefore; for,

pestling by my side, wrapped up |
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in rags and warm furs, is Lota
d’Aryille, a bright eyed, rosy lip-
. ped, laughing Canadian, as lovely
a girl.-woman of seventeen as

t'glance of man ever rested com-

placently apon. The Caradian
‘mother and the French father
were expressed in'her name, Her

' playfnl lambent eyes had exercised,

their sorcery upon.me ere t.haa,
and the modulations of & voice un-
equaled forits low, soft sweetness,
completed the young siren’s tri-
umph.  This, by the way, for we
had exchanged no o.....ﬁdences as
yet or.8 sub}ect very near $o my
heart.

We were bound to &~ merry

| sleighing party at Windy Gap
farm—ostensibly toahuntupona.

vast scale, which accounts for my

- | two rifles and ammunitiop lying in

‘the sleigh, and for the noble deer-
hound our thlrd compamon, who

warm' I had known Lo_ta 8 bro-
+ther—a young officer ix the Cana-

¢.|dian rifles—had killed “bar” at

the “salt-licks” with him, had met
the whole family on_ Bo&ﬁm*a
St. Lawrence steamer, ‘and was
now a guestat their hoase enjoy-
ing their frank -and bounteoua
hospxtahty

“Hurrah !” Through tho keen
sonorous air sleigh and horses
‘boanded along! #Cling- clang!” go
the chiming bells.  “Crick crack!”
goes thé long-thonged. whip, with
a sharp, cheery significawce. My
“Madawaska Catiole,” "3 sleigh
which is the parf‘ectlon of tocomo-

pathless - fanereal groves - where tion, is' not less porféci;rou than _
the ﬁery steeds, with their smaws _

of elastic steel, which I drive.
Driving the sleigh-tandem is the
easiest thing in the world; when
you are used to it. I wasa member
ofthe “Tandem club, ”andcous;der-
-ed rather a crack hand. : I exu}tad
in my skill now, asT bote my Tosy
companion flying through the air,
and the whip wenhv“erlck crack!”
like a double-barrel going off, and
the sweet bells sung .and.- chimed.
“Oh ! sweet echoes of far’ distant’
wedding bells,” 1 thought, -and
the crisp snow was split: and shat-
tered into diamond dust uander
‘the grinding of the hoofs and the
attrition ofthe “runners,” and with
an exhilaration I could not repress,
Igave avigorous “Hurrah!” which
conveyed itself to Lots, wrapped
up in moose and bear skins and
warm as a toast. A sweet, girlish’
lasugh echoed my exulting shout.
«“You appear to enjoy this, Mr.
Lonsdale,” she said.

«If I don’t”— “crack-crack!” fill-
ed up the kiatus. What a pair of |
beauties. Phcebus Apolio never
drove the like down the steps of
heaven! The wily Ithacan never
«paised” such cattle when he clear-
ed the stables of Rhesus- of his
horses. “Crick-crack!” and the
horses neigh and toss their arching
pecks, and the bells are chiming
Fand tinkling, and the mad,exalting
rush uplifts.one like wine.

I remark to myself that the
sky has deepened into an intense,
still, darkening blue—darkening
with a strange, unearthly, tene-
brious inkiness, betokening, a com:-
ing snow storm. No matter
«Windy Gap” is right ahead, and
the welcome lights will blaze out of
th> casements soon, for the after-
necon is wearing.

On we go, but T do not see them
yet; and yet—but no—its all
right! -

“Are you warm—quite snug,
dear Lota!” said I, half turning
to look at the rosy face peeping
forth with so much furtive coquet-
ry from its encadrement of white

cosy furs.

“Oh! so comf‘ortable she an-
swered, with a nestling movement,
and a smile which made my heart
leap joyously upward.

But my attention:. was called
away to the creeping crerpunscu-
lar inkiness of the sky. It was
light, yet not daylight, but blue
light—to ecoin a word; that
wintery hue of livid darkening
steel, always the precursor to
a fierce change in the weather.
This only madethelong,lovel plains |
of snow gleam with a luster the
more dazzling and intense. I re-
marked this, but with a momenta-
ry divided and wavering sense.

I had never (familiarly as we

i soul, but I. had never told it. I

+just as sudde'nly A strange, lugu-

sighing and dying away in the

had grown, and I “was “honest
as the skin between your brows,”
2s she “~was in fact)—IL had nev-
er said “dear Lota” before, and.
the words were yet in mige
.ears like a sweet old. burden.—
Iloved her wiih all my heart and

yearned to tell her so now; but I
‘thought it scarcely fair, not up to
the mark of manhood, to take
what seemed an unfair a’dvhntage
of the protection I was supposed
to extend over her. I magnani-
mously resolved to wait, choking
down the words but not for long.
* Meantime “crick-crack” went
the. long whip, and still “cling-
clang” went the- ebiming bells;
and the horses held on with unas
bated pace and splendid vigor, but ]
—where ‘had “Windy. Gap’ goné-
to all this time, for -time was up,
and we should be there by this
,tlme
c “Goodneas 1" exclalmed Lota,
_aII at once, “how strange the sky
‘looks! we shall have more snow
“—a heavy fall, too.”
«I fear so,” 1 replied; ‘but,
n'importe, we'll soon be out. ot 1t.”
“We are very long, I fancy,”
she continued, reflectively; “you
have driven thers quicker than
this before. Oh, Heaven!” she
nr1ed with the suddenness of arev-
elation, ‘“‘can”we have lost the
track ?”
The blank question warped
with a horritle jar on my most
vivid fesrs. " Now 0rnevér wasthe |
time’'to be'cool.

aNo,T think Hot,™" I “replied,
with an assumed carelessness;
“we shall come to our- landmark
presently.” = .. - - '
“A clump offire- a&old mrli fnr- £
ther on; ‘“yes,” she added, “Ire:
collect. But we shounld have]
passed them long ere this. - Ob, T
fear we are:lost !”.
A cold chill; seized me as Itaclt
ly admitted:that-she was in the
right. 1 could not account for my
error if such was the -case. I
looked round the horizon, but be-
held no friendly sign; it was on-
ly & circle gathering closer and
darker the .while. Suddenly my
brave deer-hound lifted up his
head and uttered a low growl
The horses gave a startled swerve

A

brious, but appalling sound came
all at once from windward wallmg‘
lize a death cry—a prolonged aw-
fal, groamngdnseordancee-overt.he
white gleaming snow ; and then it

died away.
The horses halted irembling;

only'the shivering tinkle of the
bells broke the death silence that
fell like an eclipse over all.

«What is that?” asked Lota,in a
shuddering whisper, as she clutch-
ed my arm. -

I listened. *It is the wind
pine forest,” I answered.

«And we do not go near the
forest,” she said. “Hark! there it
is again. Oh, wbat—what. can it
be ?” :
Agair the indescribably hideous
and lugubrious sound broke forth;
clearer, nearer. It increased ;
maltiplied; the horrible crescendo
howling, shrieking and ravening
was not that of the wind this
time.

«Mercifal God!” gasped Lota;
“the wolves!”

I never understood till that mo-
ment what the concentrated es-
sence of literal deadly ‘horror
might mean.. I never experienced
the shock before or since; and
1 have in my hunting excursions
faced my danger and played out
the game manfally. To have lost
the way was terrible enough; bat
the wolves and Lota! For an
instant I was numb and dumb.

1t was true, however. The se-
verity of the weather,the migration
or scareity of the animals on whorn
these unclean creatures preyed,
had made their hunger a raging,
devouring madness. They ~were
encroaching on civilized territory,
and, losing their usual charac-
teristicand craven cowardice, were
approachmc the babitations of.
men, haunting village and settle-
ment. Woe to those in their path!
As the infernal howlroselingering-

ly again, the horses darted away
with a shrill neigh of fear, and I

while Terror, my noble homund,

the enemy he had already scent-
ed.
If my good horses had gone on

off now like arrows from the bow,
for the madness of fear added
wings to their speed, as that of
hunger did to the panting pursu:{’
ers. I was growing cool. Lota
was pale and calm. I felt proud
of her, though it was certain if
wo-escaped not speedily the brates
would run us down; and then hor-
ror of horrors, what & fate for
her! ' _ '

I had two rifles, a revolver, am-|
munition, a spear, and & wood-
hatehet in the sleigh. - I convey-
ed my intention to Lota.

“Yes,” was the answer; and she
loaded a “Fuller” and a “Manton”
with true hunter’s skill. I took
one rifle, looked back, the pack
was increasing. 1 fired and
Lota loaded ; and one after ano-
ther fell, to be devoured by their
raveaous comrades; and . st.lll the'
horses sped on.

The accursed things were, for
all this gaining ground. Doubts,

fears, hopes, trembling, were at
my heart as I turned to the sweet
girl whose life or death were all to

me, and said : -
«T,ota, if we die together, remem-

you! T tell 11; to you now, if I may.

' never agam

“Kﬂl me first,” she whxsperod

Zrd" '

¢ €QOh, Izota, ,best beloved what

a moment to confess! . and L kno?;j

fnot if I feel pain or gladness

most.” :

“There are no secrets between
us,” said Lota, smiling. “Take | S
this rifle; give me—the pistol;
one kiss—so ! ‘tIaey come. Save

| me from them at any cost. »

I thought my ears would have

-apht at their dreadful yells, for:}

they were now: npon. us, open-
ing out fo surround us; and

though the horses held brave:,
1y .on, I dreaded every instant.

that sheer terror would paralyze
them. . It is scarcely possible. to

conceive the unufterable horror
 that was circling us both ; young

lovers with beating hearts forev-

with each other.

With lolling tongues, eyes of
flame, hoarse, deep growls, they
had ceased to bay and how!; they
were closing . in upon us. I re-
marked one huge monster in ad-
vance of the rest; his object -evi-
dently being to leap.into the sleigh
from behind. I fired—and miss-
ed him! The next moment his.
huge bulk came scrambling over
the back ; his paws were on me;

I expected, as Imurmured a short.
prayer, - to feel the fangs of the
abhorrent .brate in my flesh. A

it | flash 7—a crash |—a gush of blood

—and the creature tumbled back-
ward, shot through the throat to.
the spine by my brave Lota! Then.
I plied hatehet, and split skull
after skull, while the sleigh tore.
on; but I was giving up all hope
and turning round—oh, Heaven!
tospare my darling a more hideous
fate—when shots and shouts rang
around, and troops of dogs and
hunters came swiftly to our aid
—and we weresaved ! Providence
had directed the sleigh to “Windy
Gap;” our firing reached the ears
of our friends, and brought them:
out in hot haste to aid us. We

fainting form into the hospital
hall, and clasped her tenderly to
my breast, you may guess how
sincere was the gratitude I
breathed in silence to Heaven.

It was the prelude to a wedding,
which occurred soon afterward;
and you may be sure I never for-
got my fight with the wolves,
how pluckily my - noble Lota back-
ed me, or the somewbat original
but apropos mode in which I told
my love. )

J

Humility is the solid foundation

guided them—-beginning to recover

of all the virtues.

myself—in an opposite direct,ion; \

stcod up with every fang bared E
and every hair erect, waiting for|.

so admirably at first, they sped

“Can you load these weapons |

-with those cartridges?”’ I asked.i:::

ber that I loved you—none bnt. -

er from that hour interchanged |

his fiery breath on my cheek ; and|

were saved! And as 1 bore her)|

| %isml[auzm,

SCUBDER’S DOG CASE.

—_—
T

[

. A IQGE LEG&L QUESTION SETTLED

. A man came 1nto the office of
Judge X., the well-known Phila-
delphia: lawyer, the ‘other .day,
and when the Judge had tlme to
Jisten to him he said :

' Judge, my name is Scudder.
I called to see you about a dog case

thought maybe youn might throw
some light on h;m—mlght just
-_glve ‘me the law points so’s I'd
know whsther it was worth while
suing or not. You see me and 2
;man named Potts went into part-
nerﬁhlp on a dog.- We bought
‘him. " He was a setter; and me
and Potts went shares on him 80’
to “take him out a hunting. It
'waB never definitely settled which
half ‘of him I"owned, and which
half belonged to Potts, but some-
how I kinder formed anidea in
my. own mind that the hind end
was Scudder’s, and the front end
“Potts’. Consequence wasthat when
‘the dog barked I always said,
Titere goes Potts’ balf exercising
iteelf; and when the’ dog’s tail |
waggefl I always considered that
‘my: end was being agitated. And,

of 7eourse, whefi one of my hind|

Iegé’?'scra%ched otie - of Potts’ ears
or shoalders, I was perfecily sat-
&sﬁéd first, because" that sort of

8,27gécond, because the thing

“T'would g6t ‘even when Potts head |-

wotld reach around and bite a
fles off“niy hind legs or’snap at'a
" IMigiv 'Well, “things ~ went along
smivoth ‘Gheagh  for a while, until
one day’ that -dog began to get
Zinto.$he. habit ofrunning around
Fafter bis4ail "> He " was™ the fool-
ishest dog'that I ever seed. Used
to -«chigsa “his tail round until he'd
get’ 8o giddy ‘he -couldn’t" bark..
And'you know. I was skeered lest

1'it might hurt the dog’s health, and

as Potts didn’t seem ‘to- be: wiil-
ing to keep his end from eircula-
ting in parsuit of my end, I made
‘ap my mind to chop the dog’s tail
off, so’s to make him reform and
behave. So laet Saturday 1 caused
‘the dog to back up agin a log; and
‘then “I suddenly dropped the axe
on his-tail,- pretty close up, and
the next minute he was booming
around that yard, howling like a
boat-load of wild cats. Just then
Potts came p, and he let onto
‘be ‘'mad because I'd cut off that
‘tail. One word brought on ano-
ther, and pretty soon Potts sicked
that dog on me—my owa half|
too, mind you—and that dog
bit me in the leg, bit a piece
out. See that; look:-at that leg.
“About half a pound gone; eat
ap by that dog. Now what I
want to see you about, Judge,
is this: Can’t I recover damages
for-assault and battery from Potts?
What: I chopped off belonged to
‘me, I owned an undivided half of
that setter pup, from the tip of
his tail clear up to his third rib,
and I had a right to cut away as
much of it as I’d a mind to; while
Potts, being sole owner of the
dog’s head, is responsible when he
bites anybody.” .

«] don’t know,” replied the Judge,
musingly. “There haven’t been
any decisions on cases exactly like
this, But what does Mr. Potts
say upon the subject ?”

“Why, Potts’ view is that I
divided the dog the wrong way.
When he wants to map oat his
half, he draws a line :‘from the
middle of his nose, right along the
spine, and clear to the end of the
tail. That gives me one hind leg
and one fore leg, and makes him
joint proprietor in the tail. And
he says that if [ wanted to cut off
my half of tbe tail I might have
done it, and he wouldn’t have
cared; but what made him msd
‘'was that I wasted his property
without consulting him. Butthat
theory seemsto me a little strained,
and if it’s legal why ['m going to
close out my half of that dog at a
sacrifice, sooner than hold any
interest in him on those prin-

ciples. Now what do you think

of it ?”

«Well,” said the Judge, “I can
hardly decide so important a ques-
tion off-hand; but at the first

tha§ Linder’ bewilders me#d I

S e e

thing was good for the whole dog; |’

glance my opinion is that you own
the whole dog, and that Potis
owns the whole dog. So when he
bites you a suit won't lie against
Potts, and the only thing you can
do to obtain-justice is to make the
dog bite Potts also. As for the
tail, when it-is separated from the
dog it is no longer the dog's tail,
and it is not worth fighting
about.”

“Can’t sue Potts, you say ?”

«I think not.” ;

. “Can’t get damages for the meat
that’s been bit-out of me ?”

I hardly think you can.” 1
“Well, well, and yet they talk
about American civilization, and
temples of justice, and such
things! All right. Lst it go. I
kin stand 'it; but don’t anybody
ever nndertake to tell me that the
law protects human beingsin their
rights. Good morning, Judge.”

“Wait 3 moment, Mr. Scadder,”
said the Judge ; “you've forgotten
my fee.,”

«P-ffee! Why you don't charge
anything when I don’t sue, do
you?” -

' “Qertainly; for my advice. My
fee'is $10.”.

“Ter dollars ! Ten dollars! Why,
Judge, that's just what I paid for
my half of that'dog. I haven’t
got fifty cents to my name: Bat
I'll teil you wkat I'll do. Il
make over all my rights in that
setter pup to you, and you kin go
round and fight it out with Potts,
as sure as my name’s Scadder.”
Potts owns the whole dog now,
and Scudder guns without one.

S S

AN ‘EXTRAORDINARY | FEAT.—
Yesterday morning, aboul nine
o'clock, as the boat“Good Tem-
plar” was passing under the Ferry
street. bridg8, that spans the Erie
caml, in Albany, . New - York, a
ittt ‘daughter of the captain of |
 the boat, (Johnson) about eleven
[ years old, took it into her head to
swing from one of the iron rods
Fof the bridge, - and befcre she
‘could release herself, the boat
‘passed on, and left her suspended
over the water. Her cries attracted
the attention of the werkmen en-
gaged on General Rathbone’s new
foundry, but her position was
such that it seemed, almost im-
possible to render her any as-
sistance, she being about midway
under the bridge, and the only
alternative left her, apparently,
was to drop into the canal, and
take the chances of being rescued
by some of the [spectators. This
she would not do, yet it was but:
a question of time before she
would be compelled to relinguish-
her hold and drop exhausted into]
the canal. At this jumcture re-
lief came to the little sufferer. A
man named Michael Casey, re-
siding on Ferry street, seeing the.
crowd, had come to learn the
canse of the excitement. A glance
was sufficient.. With a coolness
worthy of record, he divested him-
gelf of coat, hat and boots, and
getting down the side of the
bridge, took a flying leap and
‘canght the iron rod on which the
little girl was suspended. He
then walked bhand over band, un-
til he reached her, and having got
his arm around her waist, lowered
her down until she rested her
arms on his feet. In this way he
returned to the tow path by the
side of the canal, aud deposited
his charge in -safety on the bank.
It was a herculean task, and one

which wounld reflect credit upon
a professional gymnast, not to
speak of the coolness and bra?ery
displayed by Mr. Casey at the
time.

s

A perf'ect. contempt of the
world, a fervent desire to go for-
ward in virtue, the love of dis-
cipline, the painfulness of repent-
ance, the readiness of obedience,
the denying of ourselves, and the
bearing of eny affliction for the
love of Christ patiently, will give
us great confidence; we shsll die

happy.

0
A bachelor made a will, leav-
ing his property to the girls who
had refased him: “For to them I
owe all my earthly happiness.”
—o-di>-o-
Young man, your bride must
be won before marriage, but you

THE LADIES’ DARLING.

A writer says of “ladies’ dar-
lings :” The creature is delighted
if he can persuade himself that he
has reason to think that a score
or so of girls are over hea®and
ears in love with him, and there
is ground for believing that he
would become exhilarated to the
last degree if he were informed
that some foolish damsel had
pined away and died of a broken
heart on his account.
‘that so long as his vanity is min-
istered - to bhe is indifferent as to
what nnhappmess devolves upon
others affords a" not altogether
agreeable- but. thoroughly reliable
index to his character, If he had

tion, he would not syatematlcally
make love—directly or indiréctly
—with whom he is thrown in con-
tact, but being, as he is, utterly
reckless of the feelings of his
neighbors; he does his best to en-
slave the fancy of nine-tenths
of the attractive ones whom he
meets under circumstances favora-,
ble to flirtation.

It would be injudicious to deny
that he achievessuccess. It would
be nnwise to declare that he does
not obtain many. triumphs;. for
some girls are 8o silly and have
such susceptible hearts that they
would become fascinated with a
mop stick provided t.ha:t it was

skillfally set up and dressed in

‘male habiliments, and called a
man, aod others, who are a trifle
wiser than to be guilty of such
stupiditys are still foolisk enough
to believe nine-tenths’.of " swhat
every shallow pated noodle tella
them.

- Bat though this is 80, there is
cause to hope that the career of,

on¢'of uninterripted suecess; and
that he is not the object of so
much admlratxon as he generally
imagines. Oceasionally he receives
a prompt and decided check from
ladies who have mo wish to be
made fools of, or to suffer in repu-
tatio_n, however slightly, in order
that he may be glorified; while
not a féew females play up to him
before his face and pour un-
measured contempt upon him be-
hind his- back. Nor is it sur-
prising that t.hey should do so,
for he gives them every reason to
think that he is a shaliow and
‘egostistical fool. His conversation
consists of a series of dreary in-
sanities, ridiculous compliments,
which are as insincere as they are

in bad taste, and melanchly jokes
which consist for the most part’

of ill natured speeches at the ex-
pense of some unfortunate victim

‘or other.

He seldom assumes that his lady
friends have brains enough to un-
derstand anything except the
mostsuperficial matters, and-when
he does ventare to touch oa the
last new book, new play, new par-
son or new sensation, he merely re-

peats the cant jargon which is

current in the set in which he
moves, and which frequently con-
demns what is good and praises
what is bad. Beside his manner
is affected, he wears on his face
a continual grin, and he is dressed
up in such a fashion and has such
a slinking way about him that he
appears altogether as much unlike
a genuine man as he could well
do. For the rest, he lowers the
moral tone of those with whom
he associates, and scoffs at every-
thing in which people of correct
feeling take an interest.
N S

.Those old soakers never lack
for argument. Lately gue replied
to a temperance lecturer by the
following: “If water rots the
soles of your boots, what effect
must it have on the-coat of your
stomach ?”

-0

The way they weigh hogs in
Kansas is as follows: They first
tie the hog to one end of a rail,
balance the rail on a fence with
rocks tied to the other end, and
then guess how much the rooks
weigh.

> Do
Trath is too simple for us; we
do not like. those who unmask our
illusions.

—- -

must both be one afterwards.

Grumble kills goodnes.

The fact |

any conscience deserving of men-

theywonld-be: ladies’ darling is not:
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THE FARMER’S HOME.

Webster defines home as ‘a
dwelfing place, but it amits of

briiliantand elegant homes, Some

at any time, may find enough and
to spare. There arebright homes
and. gloomy homes. .Thers. are;..
‘homes that herry:-and> bustle-
through years of incessant labor;
until one and another of the in-

mates fall like the falling leaves,

We donot say that the daxrymen 8.
homes compares with this: last <
view. Seience hgs done mnchr to
remove thedrudgery inoar homee
mnroducmg ease - and eomforia.

a government, but love ‘must be -

should unite to make homel:appy._‘"

—heaven’s own pure,- mapacan;t

light. It maéters not: “svhet-he::u
‘homeisclothed in blue #nd pat=i:

ple, if it is only bnmfnlwu;ﬁ ‘Tove, -
smiles and gladnese Ocr boards
should be spread with everything ..
good and: enjoyable. We shounld .
have birds, flowers; pets ;- every- ©
thing suo'gestwo of soclabﬂlty
Flowers are as, 1ndlspensabf‘" f’qr
the perfeenon of ‘a home ‘as ﬂ:r
the perfection of a plant. ~Do net -
give fhem all the sanniest Win-~
dows and corners, crowding out’
the children. Ifyou oannoﬁ___w_e_,__
a large conservitory, have ssmall,
one. - Give your children pets; 80/

‘stowed npon them shoymay 'Iearn
the Fhab,lt.s of antmals _Of the or- .
_nameéntation about & house, . Al
though abroad lake lendsacharm”
to'the Scenery; it cannot’ compare
‘with the babbhng brook.’ A% the'
little streamlet goes mmbhngom
the rocks and along. the shallow.
pebbly bed, it may be a marvei:
ous teaeher to the children gwmg’
them lessons of enﬁerpme and 5
perseverance. In onr homes We
nmpst have indastry and sympathy.
In choosing amusements “foi chil-”
dren, the latter element ‘must “be ™
brought in. To fally understand -
the little ones you must sympa-:.
thize with them. When: s chilg':
asks questions don’t meef it with
an ‘Oh don’t bother me. Tell
it all it wants to know. Never .
let your angry passions rise,, 10
matter how much you may be::
iried. For full and inteltigent '
happiness in the home cifcle, a li-
brary of the best works is neees-
sary. Don’t introduce the milk- .
and-water fictions-of the. ‘present -
day, but booksof character.- Our
homes should have their Sabbaths
and their family altars. ~Aronnd .
these observations clmg many of .
tho softest and most sacred mem:
ories of our lives. 2
i ..

Ax EccextRic DiviNE—Some
years since there resided in B. an_.

of the Baptist persuasion by the:-
nsme of Driver, yet more famil--
iarly known by name Tom Driver,
who loved a good joke, no matter .
who it hit, provided it wonndﬁd..:
not too deeply.- :

One-day while returning from a °
visit to a brother clergyman “of
an adjacent town, meeting 2 man
with an exceedingly poor yokeof -
oxen, and an unusually large load -
of hay, which was so deeply in
the mire that the united ef-
forts of the cattle conld not starg -
it from its position, he socost.ed
him with: e '
‘Well, friend, what is the‘ma.t-'
ter?’ 34
«Matter enough I’m. in the :
mud aud can’t get out.” . '
‘Your oxen are too lean for such

a load. You should give them
more to eat, for you know that
the Bible says. ‘Whoso giveth- to
the poor lendeth to the Tuord. -
The farmer replied:-that that-
was not the reason.

‘Well what is it, then ?’ asked
the divine. _
‘Why, they are Just hke the
North Baptist Church at B.”re-
plied the farmer, pettishly, ‘they
want a darn’d sight better driver :

than they've got.
+ D>+

Difficulties strengthen the mmd :

as well as labor does the body_

a broader meaning. There are :

aye wise, thrifty and careful, and !
others are warm and genisal, by
whose glowing hedrths, any one

and . the home turn to dnst. =~

An ideal home must - first have_;-.:l_-

the dictator. All the: mémbers

we shoald have light in oarhomes” -

that by the care and attention‘be! -

eccentric but most wortjy divine -

t




