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THE VICAR'S - GOVERNENSS.

CHAPTER XII
“The snow is on the mountain,
The frost is on the vale, A
The ilce hangs o'er the fountain,
The storm rides on the gale.”
—0Dusley.

Clarissa’'s letter to Georgie Brough-
ton recelves & most tender response,—
tender as it is grateful. The girl writes
thankfully, heartily, and expresses al-
most passionate delight at Clarissa’s in-
stantaneous and ready sympathy.

The letter is short, but full of feeling.
It conveys to Clarissa the sad impres-
sion that the poor child's heart is dry
and barren for lack of that gracious dew
called love, without which not one of us
can taste the blessedness of life.

“Nothing is true but love, nor aught of
worth ;

Love is the incense which doth sweeten
earth."”

So sings Trench. To Clarissa, just
now, his words convey nothing less than
the very embodiment of truth. That
Georgie should be unhappy for want of
this vital essence cuts her to the heart,—
the more so that Georgie persistently
refuses to come to Gowran.

* Dearest Clarissa,—Do not think me
cold or ungrateful,””—so she writes,—
“ but, were 1 to go to you and feel again
the warmth and tenderness of a home,
it might unfit me for the life of trouble
and work that must lie before me,
‘Summer is when we love and are be-
loved,’ and, of course, such summer is
over for me. I know my task will be no
light or easy one; but I have made up
my mind to it, and indeed am thankful
for it, as any change from this must of
necessity be pleasant. And, besides, I
may not be a governess forever. I have
yet another plan in my head,—some-

thing papa and I agreed upon before he |

left me,—that may put an end to my

difficulties sooner than I think. I will
tell you of it some time, when we meet."”

“Poor darling,"” says Clarissa, “what
s wrelched little leiter!" She sighsand
folds it up, and wonders vaguely what
this other plan of Georgie’'s can be.
‘Then she writes to her again, and des-
wribes Mrs. Hedmond as well as is pos-
ulble, ;

“ Accept her offer by return of post,"”
she advises, earnestly. “ Even if, after
@ til youdono.lk>her, siil this w.1l
be an opening for you; and I am glad
in the thought that I shall always have
You near me,—at least until that mys-
terious plan of yours meets the light.
Mrs. Redmond is not, of course, every-
thing of the most desirable, but she is

assable, and very kind at heart. She

3 tall and angular, and talks all day
long—and all night, I am sure, if one
would listen—about her ailments and

the servants’ delingquenecies. She is
never without a cold in her head, and
a half darned stocking! She calls the
children’s pinafores ‘pinbefores,’— which
18 quite correct, but very unpleasant ;
and she always calls terrible ‘turrible;’
but beyond these small failings she is
quite bearable.”

And so on. When Miss Broughton
receives this letter in her distant home,
she is again sole mistress of a sick-room.
Her aunt—the hard taskmaster assigned
to her by fate—lies on her bed stricken
to the earth by fever. To comd to FPull-
ingham now will be impossible. * Will
Mrs. Redmond wait for & month, or per-
haps two " She entreats Clarissa to do
what she can for her; and Clarissa does
it : and the worried wife of the wvicar,
softened by Miss Peyton's earnest ex-
planations, consents to expound Pinnock
and “* Little Arthur” to the small Red-
monds until such time as Miss Brough-
ton’'s aunt shall be convalescent.

" The inaudable and noiseless foot of
Time" ereaps on apace, and Christmas at
last reaches Pullingham. Such a Christ-
mas, tool—a glorious sunny Christmas
morning, full of light and life, snow-
orowned on every side. The glinting
sunbeams lie upon the frozen hills,
kissing them with tender rapture, as
though eager te impart some heat and
comfort to their chilly hearts.

“Now trees their lealy hats do bare
To reverence Winter's silver hair.”

The woods are all bereft of green; the
winds sigh wearily through them; “No
grass the fields, no leaves the forests
wear;"” a shivering shroud enwvelops all
the land. . |

But far above, in the clear sky, Sol
ghineés triumphant. Nor ice, nor snow,
nor chilling blast has power to deaden
him to-day. No “veil of cloud involves
his radiant head.” He smiles upon the
earth, and ushers in the blessed morn
with unexpected brilliancy. Innumer-
able sounds swellthrough the frosty air;
ywweet bells ring joyously. All the worl
Is astir, ; g

Except Clarissa. She lies, still sleep-
ing,—dreaming, it may be, that (first
Zlad dream of youth in which all seems
perfect, changeless, passion-sweet |

Upon her pdrted lips a faint soft
smile is lingering, as though loath to de-
part. Her face is lightly tinged with
color, as it were a “ripened rose.” Up-
on one arm her cheek is pillowed; the
other is thrown, with negligent grace,
above her head. -

“Half-past eight, Miss Peyton, and
Christmas morning too,"” says a voice
more distinet than musical, and rather
reproashful. It rushes into Clarissa’s
happy dream like a nightmare, and
sends all the dear shades she has been
conjuring to her side back into their un-
certain home. 7 gl &

The maid pokes the fire energetically,
and arranges something upon the dress-
Ing-table with much unnecessary vigor.

Clarrissa, slowly bringing herself
back from the world in which Hester,
kowever admirable, in every respect,
bears no part, sighs drowsily, and sits up
in her bed. -

“ Really that hour " she says.*'Quite
too disgracefully late! A happy Christ-
MAs Fﬁ-ster i

" Thank you, miss. The same to you,
and very many of them!" .

“Is it & cold morning 1" asks Clarissa
with a little shiver. She pushes back
the soft waving masses of her brown
hair from her forehead, and gazes at
Hester entreatingly, as though to 1m-

lore her to say it is as warm as aday
{jn June.

But Hester is adamant. 3

“Terrible cold., miss," she says, with
a sort of gusto. **That frosty it would
petrify you where you stand.”

“Then I won't stand,” declares Clar-

' beneath

issa, promptly sinking back once more
into her downy couch. I decline tobe
petrified, Hester,'—tucking the clcthes
well round her. “Call me again next
week.," . il

“The master is up this hour, miss,
says the maid, reprovingly; "‘and see
bow beautifully your fire is burning.

“I can't see anything but the water
over there. I[s that ice in my bath?

“Yes, miss. -Will you let me throw a
little hot water into it.to melt it for you ¥
Do, miss. I'm sure them miserable cold
oblations is bitter bad for you.” FPer-
haps she means ablutions. Nobody
knows. And Clarissa, though consum-
ed with a desire to know, dares not
ask. Hester is standing a few yards
from her, looking the very personifica-
tion of all pathos, and is plamnly an-an-
gered of the frozen bath. .

“Well, then, Hester, yes; a little—a
very little—hot water, just for once,
says Clarissa, unable to resist the wo-
man’s pleading, and her own fear of the
“bitter chill’” that awaits her on the
other side of the blankets. “My cour-
age has flown; indeed, L don’t see how
I can get up at all,” wilfully, snuggl-
ing down even more closely into the
warm sheets. ! :

“Oh, now get up, miss, do,”” implores
her maid. “It is getting real laté, and
the master has been up asking for you
twice already.”

“Is papa dressed, then ?" 3

“An hour ago, miss.He was standing
on the door-steps, feeding the sparrows
and robins, when I came up.”

“Dear papal"” says Clarissa, tenderly,
her breath; and then she
springs out of bed, and gets into her
clothes by degrees, and presently runs
down-stairs tos the great old hall,
E’herﬂ she finds her father awaiting

B2r. :

He 1is standing at the upper end,

with his back to the huge central win-

dow, through which }

“Gleams the red sun athwart the misty
haze

Which veils the cold earth from its

loving gaze."” : _

A calm, clear light illumes the hall,
born of the “wide and glittering cloak
of snow " which last night. flung upon
the land. At its other end stand all
the servants,—silent, expectant,— to
hear what the master shall say tothem
on this Christmas morning.

That George Peyton should refuseto
address them on this particular day is
out "of all hearing. His father, grand-
father, and reat-grandfather had
done it before him to the then serv-
ants; therefore (according to the prim-
itive notions of the county) he must do
the same. Yet it is undeniable that
to the present proprietor this task 1is
a terrible one, and not to be performed
at any price, could escape from 1t be
shown,

Eloquence is not Mr. Peyton's forte.

To find himself standing before an ex-
pectant audience, and to know theyare
prepared to hang upon his accents, 1s
not sweet to him,—in fact fills him
with terrors fast and deep. Yet here
they are awaiting his speech, in a good-
ly row, with all their eyes fixed on his,
and their minds prepared to receive any-
thing he muy say. :
'~ He breathes a small sigh of relief as
he sees Clarissa approaching, and gives
her his customary morning kiss in a
rather warmer fashion than usual, which
has 'only the effect of raising mirth in
Clarissa’s mind. She smiles in an un-
filial fashion, and, slipping her hand
through his arm, awaits-what fate may
have in store.

Her father, when he has cast upon
her one reproachful glance, turns te
the servants, and, wit a heightened
color and somewhat lame delivery, says
as follows: :

“I am very glad to see you all again
——" here he checks himself, and grows
a degree redder and more embarrassed.
It oceurs to him after all, he saw them
yesterday and the day before, and that
it is on the cards he will ses them again
to-morrow. Therefore why axpress exu-
berant joy at the fact that he can pes
them at this present moment? ;

He glances, in his despairing fashion,
at Clarissa ; but she is plainly delighted
at his discomfiture, and refuses to give
him any assistance, unless a small ap-
proving nod can be accounted such.

Feeling himself, therefore, unsupport-
ed. , he perforce, returns to the charge.

“It is a great pleasure to me to know
that no changes have taken place during
the past year. I hope'"—(long pause)—
“I hope we shall always have the same
story to tall.”

This is fearfully absurd, and he knows
it, and blushes again.

“Well, at least,” he goes on, "I ho
we shall not part from each other with-
out good cause,—such as a wedding, for
instance.'

Here he looks at the under-housemaid,
who looks at the under-gardener, who
looks at his boots, and betrays n wild
desire to get into them forthwith.

“There 18 no occasion for me, I think,
to make you a h. TI——the fast is,
[——couldn't make you a speech, so you
must excuse me. I wish you all a happy
Christmas! I'm sure you all wish me
the same. Eh? and "

Here he is interrupted by a low mur-
mur from the servants, who plainly feel
it their duty to _let him know, at this
juncture, that they do hope his Christ-
mas will be a successful one.

“ WWell——eh !'——thank you —— you
know,” says Mr. Peyton, at his wits’
end as to what he shall say next. “You
are all very kind, very.kind indeed——
very——. Mrs. Lane,”—desperately,—
:l;gumn here and take your Christmas-

 dd

The housekeeper advances, ina ronnd-.

ed stately fashion, and, with an elabor-
ate courtesy and a smile full of benign-
ity, accepts her gift and retires with it
to the background. The others have all
performed the same ceremony, and also
retired, Mr. Peyton draws a deep sigh
of relief, and turns to Clarissa, who, all
through, has stood beside him.

“I think you might have put in a
word or two,” he says. “But you are a
traitor; you enjoyed my discomfiture.
Bless me, how glad I am that ‘Christ-
mas comes but one a year! " .

“And how sorry I am !"" says Clarissa,
making a slight grimace. “It is the
one chance [ get of listening to elo-
q{.ti:«nm that I feel sure in unsurpass-
able.” ; e

They are still standing in the hall.
At t moment a servant throws open
the hall door, and Dorian and Horace
Branscombe, coming in, walk up to
where they are, near the huge pine fire
that is roaring and making merry on
the hearthstone; no grate defiles the
beauty of the Gowran hall. They are
flushed from the rapidity of their walk,
and are looking rather more like each
other than usu

“Well, we have had
says Dorian. "Not been to breakfast, 1
hopei IliL you say vou-have finished
that most desirable meal, I shall drop
dead.; S0 break it carefully. I have a
wrétehed appetite, as a rule, but just
now I feel as if I could eat you, Clar-
Lm.l‘-l‘

“We haven't thought. of breakfast
yet,” says Clarissa. “I'm so glad 1T was
lazy this morning!" A happy Christ-
mas, Dorian "

. 'The same to you!" says Dorian, rais-
ing her hand, and pressing it to his lips.
]Jfl"l- i}:-'hal; luck do we find you in the

“The servants have just been here to
receive their presents. Now, why were
you not a few minutes earlier, and you
might have been stricken dumb with joy
ﬂ.t‘fa.ga's speech 1" ;

. on't believe it was half a bad
spﬁech." says Mr, Peyton, stoutly.

‘Bad! It was the most enchanting
thing I ever listened to!—in fact, fault-
less,—if one omits the fact that you
looked as if you were in torment all the
time, and seemed utterly hopeless as to
what you were going to say next.”

James, is breakfast ready?” says
Mr. Peyton, turning away to hide a
smile, end making a strenuous effort to
suppress the fact that he has heard one
word of her last betrayal. “Come into
the dining-room, Dorian,” he says, when
the man has assured him that breakfast
will be ready in two minutes; “it is
ever so much more comfortable in
there,”

Branscombe goes with him. and so,
presently, Clarissa and Horace find
themselves alone.

Horace, going up to her, as in duty
bound, places his arm round her, and
presses his lips lightly, gently to her
cheek, :

“You never wished me a happy Christ-
mas,” he says, in the low soft tone he
always adopts when speaking to women.

“You gave all your best wishes to
Dorian."

L1 ..1'
You knew what was in my heart,” |

replies she, sweetly, pleased that he has
noticed the omission.

I wonder if I have brought you what
you like,” he says, laying in her little
palm a large gold locket, oval-shaped,
and with forget-me-nots in sapphires
and diamonds, on one side. Touching a
spring, 1t opens, and there, staring u
at her, is his own face, wearing its kind-
liest expression, and seeming—to her—
to breathe forth love and truth.

For a little minute she is silent ; then
she says softly, with lowered eyes, and
& warm, tender blush,—

Did you have this picture taken for
me, alone "

. It is evident the face in the locket
ﬁ s:féﬁn dearer to her than the locket
.‘For you, alone,” says Horace, tellin
his lie calmly. _“When it was finisheﬁ
I had the negative destroyed. I thought
only of you. Was not that natural ?
There was 6ne happy moment in which
I assured myself that it would please
you to have my image always near you,

Was I wrong {—presumptuous ¢’

Into his tone he has managed to in-
fuse a certain amount of uncertainty
and anxious longing that cannot fail to
flatter and do some damage to a wo-
man's heart. Clarissa raises her trust-
ful eyes to his, ]

“Please me!” she repeats, softly,
tears growing beneath her lids: **it

pleases me so much that it seems to me

impossible to express my pleasure. You
have given me the thing that, of all
others, I have most wished for.”

She blushes vividly, as she makes this
admission. Horace, lifting her hand,
kisses it warmly.

“I am fortunate,” he says, in a low
tone. ““Will you love the original,
Clarissa, as you love this senseless pic-
ture? After long years, how will it
be?' There is a touch of concern and
doubt,—and something more, that may
be regret—in his tone.

“I shall always love you,” says the
girl, very earnestly, laying her hand on
his arm, and looking at him with eyes
that should have roused all tenderness
and devoltion in his breast ;

“For at each glance of those sweet eyes

a 80 g

Looked forth as from the azure gates of
" heaven."” .

. He is spared a reply. Dorian, com-

ing agaln into the hall, summons them

ga.rlg.r_to hrea.‘kfaat, :

In the little casemented window of
the tiny chamber that calls her mistress,
sits Ruth Annersley, alone.

The bells are ringing out still the
blessed Christmas morn; yet she, with
downcast eyes, and chin resting in her
hand, heeds nothing, being wrapped in
thought, and unmindful of aught but
th> one great idea that f£ills her to over-
flowing. Her face is grave—nay, al-
most sorrowful—and full of trouble;
yet underlying all is gladness that will
not be suppressed.

At this moment—perhaps for the first
time—she wakes to the consciousness
that the air is full of music, borne from
the belfries far and near. She shud-
ders slightly, and draws her breath in
a quick uneqlual sigh.

_“Another lon
ily. “Oh that I could tell my father !"’

She lifts “her head impatiently, and
once more her eyes fall upon the table
on which her arm is resting. There
are before her a few opened letters,
some Christmas cards, a very beautiful
Honiton - lace handkerchief, on which
her initials “R. A." are delicately work-

ed, and—apart from all the rest—a ring,.

set with pearls and turquoises.

TPaking this last up, she examines it

slowly, lovingly, slipping it on and off
her slender finger, without a smile, and
with growing pallor.
A step upon the stairs outside | Hast-
ily, and in a somewhat guilty fashion,
she replaces the rimfl upon the table,
I-!.t[ld drops the lace handkerchief over
it.

“Miss Ruth,” says a tall, gawky coun-
try-girl, opening the door, “the maister
he be waitin' breakfast for vou. Do ee
come down now.” Then, catching sight
of the handkerchief, “Lal now,” she
says, “"how fine that be! a uty, sure-
ly, and real lace too! TLal Miss Ruth,
and who sent you that, now:f May I
m it- lru e . - : ot . i

She stretches out her hand, as though
about to raise the dainty fabric from
ihta resting-place ; but Ruth is before

er, :

“Do not touch it,"”” she says, almost
roughly for her. Then, seeing the ef-
fect her words have caused, and how
the girl shrinks back from her, she goes
on, hurriedly and kindly, *“You have
been in the dairy, Margur-lf. and per-
haps vour hands are Tot clean. un
away and wash them, and come to at-
tend table. Afterward you shall come
ur here and see my handkerchiefl and
all my pretty cards.” .

She smiles, lays her hand on Margery's
shonlder, and gently, but with deter-
mination, draws her toward the door.

- -Il.I
a run for it

1

year," she says, wear- |

1

Once outside, she turns, and locking
the door, carefully puts the key in her
pocket. :

Slowly, reluctantly, she descends the
stairs,—slowly, and with a visible ef-
fort, presses {mr lips in gentla greeting
to her father's care-worn cheek. The
bells still ring on joyously, merrily
the sun shines; the world is white with

now, more pure than even our purest
thoughts ; but no sense & rest or com-
fort comes to Ruth. Oh, dull and neavy
heart that holds a guilty secret. Oh,
sad (even thourh yet innocent) is the
mind that hides a hurtful thought!
Not for you do Christmas bells rin
out their happy greeting! Not for suc
nstyuu does sweet peace reign triumph-
antc.

(To Be Continued.)
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WILLIAM JOB'S ROMANCE.

e and Nis Bride Each Jonrneyed 3,000
Miles 1o Wed.

William Job was married to Miss
Sarah Ann Ennis, in the parsonage of
the Methodist Episcopal Church at
Morristown, N.J., on Wednesday after-
noon, the Rev. George P. Eckman offi-
iating.

There have been numberless mar-
riages in quaint and staid old Morri-
town, but the Job-Ennis ceremony, in
some respects, differed from all the
weddings on record in that town. In

Athe first place the home of the bride~

groom is near Helena, Mont,, and he
travelled nearly 3,000 miles to meet his
bride, who journeyed even a greater
distance from her home in Cornwall,
England. Sweethearts, betrothed and
faithful, they had not seen each other
in seventeen years.

William Job was born in a village of
Cornwall just thirty-six years ago. His
father was a miner, and the boy grew
up in the mines. But he found time to

study, and he stored his mind with
valuable knowledge of mines and min-
erals. He fell in love with pretty,
black-haired, rosy-cheeked, brown-eyed
Sadie Ennis, a neighbor’'s child. FPov-
erty frowned on William's hl:}?e.ﬂ, but
he was brave at heart, and at 19 years
of age William told Sarah of his love.

Did she love him? Would she be
true and wait? Her answer was sat-
isfactory. S0 on a gloomy morning,
seventeen years ago, William Jo
stood on the deck of an ocean steamer
and watched the hills of his native land
fade below the horizon. He landed In
New York and proceeded direct to the
copper mines at Lake Superior, where
he got work. It was not the kind of
that he was looking for, mor what his
studies had fitted him for, so he soon
drifted West. British pluck and_na-
tive ability won, and Mr. William Job's
check for $250,000 would be honored 1n
Helena to-day, it is said. :

About two months ago Sarah receiv-
ed a letter from her lover asking her
to meet him in Morristown, N. J.
Their waiting was ended, he said. He
would come to claim her. She has a
brother, William Ennis, in Morris-
towns At his home they would be mar-
ried, William said. And the brave
Cornish woman came, reaching there
on Nov. 23. Mr. Job arrived on Mon-
day last, and _drove to 26 Harrison
street, where William Ennis lives.
There the meeting took place.

A newspaper reporter saw the cou-
ple on Wednesday night. Mr. Ennis’s
cottage was aglow with' light, and of
good cheer theré was an abundance,

Mr. Job modestly told the story of
his long courtship, and then a Mr.Dade
came into the room, and Mr. Ennis and
two more men, and they beamed uﬁon
Mr. Job, who beamed in return. When
asked if he had made a fortune in Mon-
tana, the bridegroom replied: " Well,
I've saved a tidy bit, and have some
investments which are paying rather
well."” ;

“What is your occupation?”’

* Miner, sir; just a plain miner, and
proud of it, too. At present I'm sup-
erintendent of the Ontario mine, which
is owned by English capitalists. Yes,
I'm also interested.” i

“ Don’'t you mind him,"” said Mr.Dade.
“It's true he's rich. Why, at the close
of the ceremony he kissed Sarah and
at the same time crushed a check into
her hand. For how much, do you sup-

f Ten thousand dollars, as true as
E'm sitting here.”

The comely bride nodded assent when
Mr. Job said: “ We go to New York
on Thursday, and on Eatqrdﬁ we shall
leave for our new home in Helena."

The bridegroom admitted that he had
reached the age of 306 years, and that
he had been in love with Sarah for
thirty-four.

T T

A FLOATING HOME.

Wenlthy Mrs, Carsen is a Steady DBearder
Prier On a Steamship.

For the third time sinece she began Lo
make her trips in 1893 the Cunard
ship Lucania arrived in New York on
Friday without having Mrs. Carson on
board, and it was an event in the his-
tory of the steamer. It did not seem
like the same vessel with this strange

boarder absent. ;

Any onein search of a good boarding
house might get some good points from
Mrs. Carson—address the North Atlan-
tic Ocean. Mrs. Carson has her home
on the sea, and only goes ashore for
business or pleasure. Her present float-
ing home is the stemship Lucania, and
she is greatly attached to it.

For just how many years Mrs. Car-
son has been making her home on the
North Atlantic nobody seems to know
exactly, but she was ~ang back and
forward between New York and Liver-
pool before the Lucaniasset forth for
the first time. :

- When the big Cunarder was launched
Mrs. Carson inspected her and conclud-
ed to take board on her. She selected
a roomy cabin, and setting u]i: her lares
and penates therein, settled down ecom-
fortably to enjoy her new home.

The Lucania is now in her twenty-
sixth round trip; that is, she has cross-
ed -the ocean 51 times. Only twice be-
fore the present trip has Mrs. Carson
Iwen absent from the steamer when she
plunged ‘“the ocean blue."” Therefore
she crossed the ocean 46 Limes on
the Lucania. For two years the ship
has been her floating home,

— i

"Hlis Last Resort.

Why has DeQuartz taken up the
study of geolozy as a vrofessionf
He needs the rock,

HEALTH. 73

Knock-Knee.

This deformity, in which the gnee is
bent inward, is rarely if ever congen-
ital; that is to say, the person is nos
born with it. though of course, like
many «<nother peculiaricy, tv may ba in.
herited. Its usual cause is to be founa
in rickets, muscular weakness combined
with bad habits in standing, excessive
standing, or the carrying of heavy bur-
dens.

The nature of knock-knee and the
manner of its inception and growth
may be briefly stated.

First, there is weakness at the knee
joints, weakness which, as we have seen
may be due to any one of various causes.

Then, the tendency to deformity hav-
ing been established, every mn_'.'mm!nl‘-
and action of the body, as in the
case of all deformities, only serves to
augment the difficulty, never to rem-
edy it. _

The bones themselves grow in such
a way as constantly to increase the de-
formity. The inside edges of the ends
of the bones of the thigh and leg grow
faster then the outside edges, and thus
the 1 is canted outward. As may
ﬂasilfe%m seen by experiment with the
sroper apparatus, the muscles which, as
ong as the leg was straight, served by
their influence to keep it so now tend
by the Htltl%ﬁliﬂﬂu{!nbﬂ to bend it fur-
ther out of line. :

There are two methods of treating
and remedying knock-knee; for 1t 18
possible nearly or entirely to ramedy
the trouble.

In early age the sevarest of cases
can usually be cured by the judicious
and persistent use of splints, 1rons, el-
asteic force, or other apparatus, com-
bined with massage and electricity.
Nor must we forget in these cases to
look well to the cause of the weakness,
and to supply the constitution with
tonics, and to use other measures of

ienic importance.

hyﬁl CiSeS “g?crﬂ the bones have becomo
hardened and ' set,” however,” an 0p-
eration is imperative. The more coml-
mon form of operation is to take a
wedge-shaped piece of bone from the
inner edge of LEE thigh-bone, or to chip
off the edge entirely, and so allow the
leg to come back into its natural posi-
tion. Then the leg is bound tigtly un-
til the cuts made by the operation
have entirely healed and the ligaments
and muscles have become thoroughly ac-
customed to their new position.

As the operation 18 UEUEI!{ prform-
ed, there is no danger of stitf leg, and
the effect gained is sqnmtmms remark-
able and permanent if the growth of
the bone has entirely ceased. Operation
before this time is of course useless.

Low Spirits.

“ Tow spirits” is a common excuseé
for a great deal of golfishness. It 1s
certainly a matter of doubt whether
anyone has the right to be melﬁanchnlr
in a world so full of the grucmus_nas;s
and generosity of Providence, and it i3
a miserable piece of egotism to thrust
ones’ low spirits upon others. L‘Iﬁlﬂ.‘l}-
cholia is undoubtedly a disease, but it
is one of those diseases which are large-
ly, if not wholly, under control of the
will, contradictory though the state-

ment may seem. :
There are many diseases récognized

by physicians as brought about purely

tients allowing themselves to
:]].giifﬂ'intu morbid conditions of mind.
Even dreaded scourges, like yph
fever and cholera are known to be mE
duced by morbid fear. Constan
brooding over some fancied wrong Or
imaginary slight, showing an exagger-
ated state of selfishness, which is tpﬁ
often considered suparsanlsgtweuaaa,v:ud
readily iﬂﬂui:ﬁl thﬂ-!:- lﬂ{lﬂdltlﬂn of min
n as melancholy.
kn’lc‘mlﬁ selfish idler is condemned l!;‘{j’
everyone; but the one who wastes his
time in this much more fu-nlmh‘ma.nnﬁ;:
groaning and pﬂmﬁnlammg until he |
comes a chronic ypochondriac, often
passes for a hard worker from the very
excess of trouble he takes to find trou-
ble.. As a matter of fact, such persons
accomplish very little real work in the
world. They are greater waslers of
time than the most flippant idler of
the world, because they take away
from the nerve force and the life of
others. Minus guantities, they repre-
gent much less than nothing, or they
reduce the working power of all around
them, enervati them by their con-
tinuous dole and plaint. e
Strange as it may seem, & disposi-
tion to melancholy often appears Iin
children, and, if not discouraged, may
develop into a fixed habit in later life,
There is no cure better for such mor-
bid tendencies than some method by
which the individual can get outside of
himself and forget his own selfish in-
terests and desires, Peevishness in &
youn child should be treated as a ser-
lous fault, yet in nine cases out of ten
the fretful child is petted, and so re-
warded for his fretfulness; and the fret-
ful child, makes the complaining, mel-

ancholy man or woInan,

A Headache Plaster.

When the beating, thumping sensa-
sation begins in the head, take equal
quantities of pure cayenne pepper and
flour: mix them up with water to
form a smooth paste thick enough to
spread like a salve. Put this upon a
piece of soft paper and apply it to the
back of the neck just below the edge of
the hair. In warm weather it is best
to wash the neck with a cloth wet with
soap and water, as the olly perspira-
ation may interfere with the action of
the plaster. One great advantage of
cayenne pepper plaster over mustard is
that while the latter frequently blis-
ters, the former never does so, no mat-
ter how strong it is applied. In the
use of mustard, if the skin is broken
all treatment must cease until it heals
but with pper when the plaster
loses its effect another may be applied
without unpleasant consequences.

—gi—
A Stayer.

She (looking at the clock)—Dear me |

He (tenderly)—Are you surpriged to
find it so late? g

She (yawning)—No. 1 am suiprwsed
to find that it is so early.
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