A GIRLS FOLLY.

A small, superior cottage of bright-red
brick, sweet-scented woodbine trailing
over its rustic porch, a green lawn before
it surrounded by flowers, and a charming
country laudscape spreading out 1n the
distance. Inside, in its small but pretty
parlor, on the red-table cover waited the
tea-tray with its cups and saucers. The
window stood open to the still, warm au-
tumn air, and the French porcelain
dlock on the mantle-piece was striking 5.

A slender girl of some 20 years came 1n.
She was very lovely. But her light-blue
eyes bore a sort of weary or discontented
look, and her bright brown hair was
somewhat rufffied. She wore a print
washing dress of black and - white,
neither very smooth nor very fresh, and
a lace neck-collar fastened with a bow
of black ribbon. Glancing round the
room and seeing nobody in it, she went
to the open window, stood there in a deep
reverie, and then leaned out to pick a
rose. Its thorns pricked her delicate
fingers, and she let it fall with a pettish
exclamation. _

Mrs. Reece came in next. A middle-
aged, faded woman of care, in a small

widow’s cap and neat black gown. She
Jooked flushed and fatigued. )

‘¢ Have you made the tea, Alison :

‘‘ No, mamma.

< Oh, but you might have made 1t ' £
wish you would, child ! I am very tirec :

Alison turned from the window, brought
the tea-caddy from a side-table, and put
two caddy-spoonsful of tea into the metal
teapot. Then she carried it out to the
boiling water in the kitchen, and brought
it in filled. On days dedicated to some
special household work the young ser-
vant had to be spared as much as possible.
This was ironing day, and Mrs. Reece
had stood at the board herself, ironing
what they called the fine things, which
meant laces and muslins, and helping
generally. She was not strong, and a
little work tired her. But she sat down
to pour out the tea as usual. Alison tak-
ing a seat which faced the window.

*¢ Why have you not changed your frock
this afternoon 7’ exclaimed Mrs. Reece,
suddenly noticing that her daughter
wore the cotton she had put on in the
morning. And it may as well be stated
that at that time, many years ago now,
the dresses worn by young ladies, whether
of cotton or silk, were universally called
‘- frocks.”

“ Oh, T don’t know,” carelessly replied
Alison. ** It does not matter.”

“Did you forget that Thomas Watkyn
was coming !

“ Not at all,” said Alison, in a slightly

contemptuous tone, her fair face flushing |

rosy red, and her blue eyes roving out-
ward to the distant green meadows, to the
sheaves of the golden corn, and to the al-
ready changing tints of the foliage. “*I'm
sure the frock is good enough for Thomas
Watkyn ! And I don’t see why he need
be dancing to our house so often, mam-
ma.”

¢ Alison, be silent.
ill, and you know it.”

¢TI am very sorry you should think
so, mother. 1 do not wish to behave il
to you.”

‘“ That is behaving ill—saying those
last words ; because you know well that
I did not mean you were behaving 1ll to
me, but to Thomas Watkyn.”

Alison Reece pouted her cherry lips,
and ate a whole slice of thin bread and
butter before replying.

‘« Mamma, how particular you are !”

¢ T never thought you could behave so.
Six months ago you would not have believ-
ed it yourself.”

¢t Would you please let me have a little
more milk in my tea 1"

¢ You treat Thomas Watkyn outrage-
ously,” continued Mrs. Reece, as she
passed the milk jug.
you smile on him, draw him on—yes, you
do, Alison ; don't interrupt me—and the

You are behaving

next day you will hardly speak to him a |

pleasant word. But he is worth more than
that other : that foolish Vavasour, with
whom you have been flirting lately.”

** Worth more !” retorted Alison, re-
senting these charges, which she knew
were all true, and having no other an-
swer at hand.

‘ Yes ; infinitely more. Compare a
dandy fop like Vavasour with Thomas
Watkyn ! Alison, you must alter your
behaviour. You are engaged to young
Watkyn, and i

‘“ There was no engagement,” 1inter-
rupted Alison.

** It is equivalent to one. He comes
here openly to court you ; you have until
lately responded to it. Why ! don't you
see that he worships the very ground you
read on 7’

A pretty blush and a conscious smile il-
luminated the girl’s face.

¢¢1 say things must not go on as they

are coing,” replied Mrs. Reece. ‘‘ Either |

tell Thomas that you can not marry him,
and beg him not to come here, or else
make up you mind to dosoand cease your
silly flirtation with the other.”

““It's not a silly flirtation,” angrily re-
plied Alison.

‘¢ Indeed, I see not what else it can be.”

T don’t flirt ; he does not flirt. He
calls here sometimes, and we talk a
little ; and—and—I'm sure’s sthere noth-
ing in that to make a fuss about.”

¢ And how often do you meet him
whefi you are out? and how often do 1
see him strolling with you about yonder
fields? Alison, take care that in trying
to grasp the shadow you do not lose the
gubstance.” ..

¢ What substance ¥’ asked the young

lady, innocently. _
¢ Thomas Watkyn. A union with him
would be a very substantial oneindeed ; a

thoroughly good settlement in life for
you. uir Vavasour at best (looking at
him in this light) is but a shadow. These

**One fine day I

r

|

aristocratic, flirting fops rarely have Iar-
riage in their heads. The amusement of
the moment, the talking sentimental
nonsense with -a silly girl ; that 18 all
they look after.: Will you take another
cup of tea ?”

¢ Oh, no, thank you. This lecture 18
as good as ten cups of tea.”

¢ Then ring the bell.” _

Patty, the young servant, came 1n and
carried away the tea-tray. Mrs. Reece
went up stairs to put away the clothes
ironed that day, and Miss Reece went
back to the open window, leaned against
its side frame and fell into a reverie.

She had a pretty good notion herself
that matters would not go on much long-
er : Thomas Watkyn would not let them.
More than once he had said to her a few
words, and she had laughed them off. He
was a fine man and a good man, and a
well-educated man for those days ; but he
was a farmer. Alison had thought her-
self fortunate that he should choose her,
for she was not of much account in the
world, and could say with the milkmaid
in the old song : My face is my fortune;
and if she was not desperately in love
wlth him she liked him very much, es-
teemed and respected him.

But a stranger made his_appearance 1n
the place, one Reginald Vavasour, who
had come to read with the clergyman,
previous to passing some examination.
A high-bred man of good family—there
could be no doubt of that—and a man of
fascinating manners, given to take the fe-
male by storm. He had accidentally
made the acquaintance of pretty Alison
Reece, had talked a great deal of lazy
nonsense to her forhis ownamusement, just
to pass the time away during the inter-
vals of hls attendance in the Rev. Mr.
Taber's study, and Alison was supremely
fascinated. Beside that slender joung
aristocrat, whose clothes were of perfect
cut, and whose easy manners (not to say
insolent) were as perfect as his clothes,
whose very drawl betrayed his conscious
superioriority to men of rustic locality, no
matter what their standing might be,
what could plain unpretending Thomas
Watkyn be in Alison's sight 7 Nobody.

Yet he was wood-looking in his way,
this Thomas Watkyn. A well-known,
well-made, fine man, beside whom the
other looked a boy, with a calm, sen-
sible face, and (uiet, unobtrusive ways.
Butagain, who could admése a homely face,
its steady, thoughtful, kindly eyes, and
its brown, old-fashioned whiskers, when
there was another face over the next
ficld, whose dark orbs were of a flashing
brilliance, and whose curled-out black
moustache was killing 2 Not silly. nex-
perienced, vain Alison Reece.

Leaning against the window-frame Al-
ison watched a tall, straight figure coming
across the meadows, and her brow went
into a scowl. It was Thomas Watkyn—
and she wondered what brought him so

| early this evening ; she wished he would

stay away for good. Or, if not good—for
something pricked her heart and con-
science there—at least for a few weeks.
She did not care for Tom, and she knew
it, and she supposed she would marry him
sometime. Unless indeed — sometimes
Alison dreamed dreams of Mr. Vavasour
appearing some fine morning to carry her
off in a carriage and four, the horses and
postboys displaying white favors. She
had no true love for Mr. Vavasour; but
she was very pretty, with all a pretty
girl’s vanity, and his admiration of her
was just so much subtle incense.

A thought of vexation crossed her
mind, as Mr. Watkyn came in at the
gate, that she had not changed her frock
as usual. Some kind of perverse obstinacy
had caused her not to do it, because she
knew that he would be there that even-
ing, and that Mr. Vavasour would not.
She walked out to the rustic porch await-
ing his approach, and she grew more
vexed still as she saw his keen, honest
gray eyes scanming the untidy dress in
mute surprise.

* Good evening, Alison.”

** Good evening,” she replied, meeting
his offered hand. ** You are come early.”

*“ T must leave early. 1 have but a few
minutes to give you.”

** It was scarcely necessary to comce at
all. was it !” ' -

“*I knew you would be expecting me.
But I will come to-morrow, Alison,
about this hour. I want to have some
conversation with you, and "

““To lecture me, pray?”’

‘“ No ; that 1s over. However, 1 will
not enter upon it now. My uncle came
i this afternoon from Barcester, and as he
leaves us again early to-morrow, I must
not be away long this evening’.’

** Your father is at home, [ suppose ?”

““ Oh, yes.”

““You were not here yesterday even-
ing 7" '

“1 staid away purposely. Would you
have cared to see me had I come ?”

“‘I can’t say whether 1 should or not.
You have not been very pleasant with me
of late, Tom.”

‘“Not as 1 once was, perhaps. How
can I be? But I do not think I have
made myself unpleasant.”

‘“We hardly get a laugh from you. You
have grown graver than a judge.”

‘“ Have I not had cause 1"’

‘“ Cause !” she lightly repeated. ‘* What
cause ?”

‘¢ Alison, this pretence of indifference
does not become you. I say that I do
not care to enter upon matters now. IfI
did I might recall the doings of only the
last two days to your memory, and ask

you whether they have or have not held
cause.”’

B "

. e Sunday. In the morni ou
scarcely looked at me as we came Gﬂg of
church ; in the afternoon, when I would
have joined you and walked home with
you, you threw me over with reme
scorn and went away side by side with

Vavasour. And in the.e#enéng" you were
ing the meadows with him.

He was not eat-
Tuke yestorday” coninuel Yo
Watkyn, his face, entle ' t;e
of the}'tli}éepeat pain. ‘' He had holida
it must be supposed, from his stuygies,
and he and you were roaming about to-
gether nearly the whole of the livelong
da?‘ And he came in and took a cup ﬂf tea
with me and my mother afterward,” an-
swered Alison, with saucy, laughing 1in-
solence. ‘‘Mamma thinks him charm-
ing.”’ ,
‘¢ He is an idle, heartless—

«« Well, why do you stop !

«] was going to say—vagabond.
in one sense he is.”

¢t IIe comes of a race who can afford to
be idle. He does not have to till the
ground by the sweat of his brow. He was
born with his bread and cheese provided
for him.” o F

¢«“ With a silver spoon in his mouth,
added Mr. Watkyn, affecting a lightness
he did not feel, for her contemptuous
tone tried him. ¢ Well, good evening,
Alison.” ) "

¢ Oh, good evening, if you are going.

He stood looking at her, and their eyes
met. Alison caught the shadow of pamn
in his, and in her own there arose a re-
morseful pity ; she had the grace to feel
ashamed of herself. Her lips broke into
a tender smile, a pink flush shown in her
dimpled cheeks. ‘

““'You are very silly, Thomas.”

«« Am I?” he returned, holding her
hand lovingly in his. *‘Fare you well
nntil to-morrow evening, my dearest.”

‘“ There ! Your dearest! And just
now you were ready to call me hard
names.’

.+ Until to-morrow,” he repeated with a
smile, as he quited hes _

Alison got a perfumed note the next
morning from Mr. Vavasour; gilt-edged
paper, crest on the seal. It told her that
he was to be so *‘ gloriously busy ” that
day he feared he should not have time to
call at the cottage ; but would she meet
him in the willow walk at dusk. And
it ended : ** Your faithful Reginald Va-
vasour.”

The vain expectations of Miss Alison
Reece bubbled up aloft; her face and
heart were alike in a glow. *‘ Your faith-
fnl Reginald Vavasour ! she repeated to
herself. ** It must mean that he intends
to be faithful to me for life. And what a
grand. beautiful name Reginald Vava-
sour is ! Compare it with the mean old
common-place one—Tom Watkyn !”

Tea was over, and Alison, all in readi-
ness for the interview with Mr. Watkyn,
was steeling her heart against it and
against him who was coming to hold 1t
with her. She had changed her frock to-
day, and wore a fresh, bright-colored
muslin, blue ribbons at the meck and
wrists, and a blue knot in her hair.

She waited impatiently ; she wanted

¢t Jt was no harm.

ing me.”

¥

And

the interview over and done with, that

she might be oft to keep that other with
Mr. Vavasour. But Thomnas was late.

Pacing the garden path in the rays of
the fading sun, she stoed looking over the
little iron entrance gate, her blue eyes
roaming hither and thither in search of
one whom she could not yet see. Un-
consciously she broke out into the verse
of a homely song :

(Oh dear, what can the matter be,
Dear, dear, what can the matter be,
Oh, dear, what can the matter be,
Johnny's so long at the fair!
He promised to buy me a bunch of sweet

posies.

A bunch of green mos3ses, a bunch of !lsweet
roses,

He promised to bring me a knot of blue
ribbons

To tie up my bonnie brown hair.

The hum of the last words was dying
away on the air when the well-know form
of Thomas Watkyn came into view. He
wore his usual dark-blue evening frock-
coat and quiet waistcoat ; he dressed well
always when his day’'s work was over, but
not in the fashionable attire of fashionable
Mr. Vavasour.

‘* (zood evening, Alison,” he said, as he
reached the gate. *‘* What a lovely even-
ing it is !”

Removing his hat, he gazed up at the
sapphire sky, action and countenance alike
full of reverence ; and Alison, who had
not been taking any particular notice be-
fore, looked around her, her face soften-
ing at the splendor of nature’s glory.

*“ What a glorious sunset !” he contin-
ued, his voice taking a hushed tone.
‘* Glorious, glorious |”

‘*“* How solemnly you speak, Thomas |”

““I am feeling solemn, I have been
feeling so ever since I came out, but I

don’t know why, unless it is that heaven-
ly seene that makes me so.”

‘It 1s very grand,” she said, fixing her
eyes on the bank of golden clouda in the
western sky, where the sun wos just slip-
ping down behind the purple hill tops in
the distance, like a ball of ruby flame.
Tiny bits of feafn-like clouds flecked the
limpid blue of the heavens, a warm gold-
ed glow glided the earth, freshened and
vivified with a’past shower. The musical
twitter of birds .going to their rest filled
the woodlands, and, as Alison looked, a
strage feeling 8f awe stole into her heart,
for the glory that lay around seemed
more than earthly.

‘ There are moments,” he said, in a
dreamy manner, ‘ when I fancy these
sunsets must be given to us as a faint re-
flex—though I suppose that’s the wrong
word—of what we shall find in heaven -
given to us by God to turn our t.huught.;
and hopes toward it. Oh, Alison! it is
more than beautiful !”

The ruby flame:was changing to a soft

and brilliant- color, inexpressi
lovely. It was i a rather mm'brllz
able sunset, one ften vouchsafed to
the human eye.

‘““You make quiet
heaven, Tom !” ie

ST TR

- htune,fﬂrshawantedtoward nﬁ'%ﬂ
ﬁuua conversation, lest he should begin
to lecture. _ ’
" Thomag Watkyn turned his eyes upon
her, Eﬂﬂﬂﬂ, if not reproof In tI
depths, I hope I am,” he answered.,
¢t ynder God.” _
l‘IPngg people do not, often think of
these things.” .
¢«“The young die as well as the old,
child ; remember that.”

«Won't you come in, Thomas 7% she

asked, in a softened voice, as they pre-
| sently strolled up the path, and he halted

in the porch. .
¢« Not this evening, Alison, What I

' l have to say I will say here.”

Alison flushed to the roots of her wavy

hair, and ‘moved a step or two away from
{ him. . _
«Look ! she cried, pointing to the

blazing western sky, ‘* that bank of gc:}de
en clouds is changing to crimson now.

| ““He went forward, for he had already

sat down, and lovked again at the gor-

geous panorama. _
“ Yes, it is, as I say, a glorious sunset.

I We may never see another like it on this

side of eternity,” he added, dreamily,

seeming to lose himself In solemn

thoughts. _ |
Alison laughed — her little musical

laugh that had often set his pulses

beating wildly. ‘" You are always look-
ing at the dark side of things, Tom. 1
hope we shall yet watch many a sunset
together.

* Do you really, Alison ?”

““ Why, of course we must see the sun-
set if we live,” she returned, in a hard,
matter-of-fact tone. ‘‘As we are neigh-
bors we may likely see some of them 1n
company.’’

¢ That was all, was it ? Sit down Al-

| son.”

¢~ I prefer to stand.”

Nevertheless, Mr. Watkyn drew her
somewhat peremptorily to his side and
made her sit down on the bench. ‘¢ What
I want to say to you, Alison, is about
young Vavasour.”

T

¢ Oh, indeed '” she retorted.

T do not like to see you make your-
self a simpleton with that man; I will
not see it ; for, if you continue to do 1t,
I shall say farewell to youand not trouble
this side of our grounds again.”

Alison’s face turned white ; a habit 1t
had when she was startled or veryangry ;

| and the remaining softness faded out of

her heart, just as the golden glow was be-
ginning to fade out of the western sky.

““ Simpleton do you call me! Thank
}'ull.”

“* It is nothing elsc.” he refurned. ‘A
short while. and this man will be leaving
the place forever—leaving you. Youwill
feel vexed then, Alison, at having made

| your intimacy with him so conspicuous.”

“« He will not be leaving,” she retorted,
““ When he does leave it will only be to

come back again.”

Her companion shook his head. ** No,
that is not likely. Yesterday Mr. Tarbey
called at the farm ; in talking with my
father he mentioned incidentally that
young Vavasour was only to be with him
this one term. The fellow may not have
anything especially bad in him ; I should
not wish to imply that ; but he is idle and
heartless, and, in pretending to make love
to you, Alison, he is but amusing himself
and fooling you.”

‘“ How dare you say he is making love
to me!”

‘I say he is pretending to do it. Ali-
fon, you must know it to be so—if you
would but speak the candid truth.”

““ Very well, then? Pray what if he
is 1

*“Only this. That you can not con-
tinue to listen to him and keep me in your
train. It must be one or the other of
us, Alison, from this night. You must
choose between us.”

““ Then I choose him,” she said, wrath-
fully rising.

‘* Do you mean it 7" asked Mr,. Watkyn,

I rising in his turn.

The girl did not answer. He chest was
heaving with agitation; Thomas Wat-

kyn's gray eyes took a tender light as
they gazed at the pretty, changing, uncer-
tain face.

‘“ Alison,” he said, and his volice was
wonderfully considerate. *‘ 1 have known
you from childhood ; I have loved you all
your life. Twelve months ago there arose
an understanding between us that you
would be my wife ; until recently 1 never
supposed that you could have any other
thought. But you have filled my breast
with cruel fears; tortured it, my dear,
and I can not bear them longer. You
must be to me what you used to be, or
give me up.”

Alison’s eyes grew sullen. Why could
not this Tom Watkyn let her alone ? She
did *not altogether want to break with
him. Whet harm was she doing in talk-
ing to Reginald Vavasour ? Reginald was
ten times the gentleman that he was ?7—
and his voice had a sweet, soft lisp !—and
he wore a diamond ring on his white
hand !

_*“Oh, my dear—my best and dearest—
give up thisfolly | Let things be with us
as t%:}:ary usedto be! Don't you care for
me

**No,” the replied to him in her cross
and con spirit, conscious all the
while of a latent wish that Mr. Vavasour
had been buried in the sea before coming
to %iuTii'.;.lrb the peace. ‘‘ No!”

‘“Then you decline to me, Ali-
son ?1 : You have not 1::.73313:3 as I love
you !

The sad, passionate fervor nearly scared
her breath away ; the heartfelt mrymw, all
too plain, touched her with a qualm. But
she was in an obstinate mood.

- ““Mr. Vavasour does not hurt you. I
hmw_ondarlu you should concern yourself with

*“No trifling,” sternly spoke Thomas
MWItkyn" 3 “Itellyouitm'g:tbéhim or

“who employ it for that mﬂﬂt:bf?m‘ yiy

She would not answer, o
- Will you give him yp, y,

this night ¥’ he pleaded. = =°W froy
! N'D" th) What- iﬂ“‘ard

prompted her to speak t}, Spirit of erl
word, Alison never kpey aitt E}Ert‘.ﬂ &g
spoken. UE it o
“ Very well.”
. Fﬁr lﬂrgg aft;m'ard the
in those two short word Patngg
a wail from the grave, E%}E;;:;d her
fore her, calm and self-pogs " $tood b
“} will never trouble YOU qemin <.
son,” he said quietly. * Wy ;ﬁ?lﬁ' Al
once—ere we say farewell foreyep - 2
She felt awed at the sternne,
reality that was stealin fless, the

Pain anq

j.riew, 'and trembled at ghgﬁzéhﬁr Iner.
1ng him. But she did not %Eh:;lm.

would come to that in the it
was boo proud and wilful ¢ t?ﬂ,;md 3he
answer unsolicited. ack her

With a playful air, half sayer
fiant, she shyly held up h:il: :rilgﬁ des
while he kissed her with a long, 1 I
kiss, such as we give the dead. T

**Good-bye,” he said huski)
strode away leaving her standing i Ef
glow of the sunset, a wild, scare] | 0. She
her young face, 00X oy

(TO BE coNTINUED,)
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The Island of Lepers,

At the end of a week's vovae:

stood under a bheautiful da:iagl?g i
upon an island, the first lang seﬁené:'zﬂh
we left San Francisco. It rose fm?f
sea which the rosy east and the blye 5;‘:
had painted to the tint and lustre ¢ 0.
interior of a shell. The high hilis f it
island are graceful in shape, and dyljcs,.
ly shaded. But we give it a wide b{:t::‘.
No ship .tops there, for it is Mook
island of lepers. Tlere nearly a th,.
sand poor creatures, separated from -;b_t

congregation of their kind, carry aboy

their living loathsomeness amid the tpre
glories. This is the one island of [H[:e
world *¢ w.here every prospect pleasesard
only man is vile. It is a pretty gen.ny
belief in this I‘Egiun of the “'Uﬂd'thai‘. .
lokai, with its human horrors, is a -
duct of what 1s conventionally C::ﬂ-gﬁ
civilization. The fate of Capt. Cook 3
significant that at an ecarlier perivd
might have been thought & myih, Win
he discovered these islands he was recis.
ed as a long-expected god @ soom after ke
was killed. Had it been realized by be
islanders what deadly taint was 1o be i
in their blood by that crew. pot ape
them would have L’:-;#::L]rtcﬂ~ the fute of 1.2
leader, whom the anwer and injesnue:
his subordinates changed from a vl s
enemyv. The leprosy is the serpent i i
this Hawallan paradise. and 1% was iz
known before the advent of avilizan
Although the reason why Capr, O
was killed is not stated, | beileve, o
English books. nor alluded o on i
monument in Hawii. there is gool re
for believing the statement made by 4 &
tive converted, Obookiah, in 1811: U,
Cook, he came to Owhyhee in a ship. an
had a great many sailor. Oneday the si-
or tie a boat to the share with arpy.
and in the night the wind and the was
come and broke the rope. Then the sai-
or come and say Owhyhee steal the bt
and they didn’t—the wind and the wsr:
carried him away. The sailor got mic.
and Owhyhee men got mad ; wouldn!
give sailor no log, no cocoanut, no b
nana, no wood. Then sailor go ashr:
and fined no wood, and so he get an ok
wood god, take him on board ship i
burn him in caboose. Owhyhee men g
mad because the sailor burn up the &
wood god. Then sailor began fire
bullets on Owhyhee men, who hold 7
blankets to keep off the bullets. and then
boards, but they did no good. ~Ther
Capt. Cook heard the noiseand came I3
ning down to see what was the matter.
Then one man say you kill Capt. Loes
but he 'fraid ; then a man say 1 will, and
he came behind him and kill witha spe
They cut him in picces and carned;:*—_h
up nto the mountains and bumnt A
Thev 'fraid his soul live and go hi’*“-
I{iné{ George and tell him Owhyhee S
kill Capt. Cook. and so they burE-.1_u:1
soul and body together. This was ta=<
down from the old natives lips. he ot
ing, ** my grandfather tugd my ffi:t]}'f]”'
my father tell me™.— Cor ST
Chronuwle,
el et

Hot Water for Inflamed Yucous Nure
faces.

Dr. George R. :-5]1.;-1?]1_&111,
Conn., says in the Meédical e
have used hot water as a gargie e
past six or eight years, having bee&ﬁﬁ )
do so from seeing its beneficial €52
In acute pharyngits

Rg{‘.{}iﬂ el

gynecology . She com*
MNitis. 1 . used auv the ™
tonsillitis, if properly e onstitute

mencement of the at-t_.alcl-:, 2
one of our most effective remedies,

frequ&ntly pmmptly -;l:umtl‘re._ A
late in the disease or 1 -:hrmw:]': i
is always beneficial, t_huugh I‘Ei:ﬂ- o
so immediately curative. > derabl
vice it should be used i ¢ e

+ : ¢
quantity (a half pnt <r Pli:l:‘?ﬂilltnl'?rat&

=

and just as hot as the throds V' "4 e
I have seen many cases Of amend ¢
thus aborted and can COTry jiere

method with great confidence. * Fo.
it may be taEen as an estd lished
that in the treatment of 1 s
generally, and those of the T i ¢ ger
brances in particular, moist Eatfer g
vice, and in most cases hot water = Ly
ferable to steam. All are fam‘h”_uﬂ iviti
its use in ophthalmia and con]
asalso in int{la.m.umtinn of the B:thﬂ
middle ear, and I feel confiden

all slight troubles to proscr
cold 1n the he&d,.ﬂr Eﬂ“im .
seldom think of using the I'C T, ducind
mentioned in the Po"k.’ﬂ’:ﬂr
complete ansesthesia Wl
preference to the hot water

Bl

mm ind that goes blow

. oncee, in the EEI.I‘].F
lﬁﬂa" tury, came sweeping
m old Lincolns

18l
g the wind blew, a st
‘“_ﬁ;gfnld with shining
v iz arms upon the 1
ﬂfml*:nghla be blowing alon
§ing on he made his
. and said, ‘I hear :
% in the 11!.‘".'i11d,’:; _aild |

: the blast whirlec
Mma;great abyss of winds,
e Paﬂti.u trace 1n the 1
Perh:;f our Poet Laureate th
f"'?eﬂ ild, one of many dd
.daught-ﬂrs born in the
' ong the elm-trees.

I ﬁlﬁ'ﬁd TEH“}'EDH wias huotn
of August, 1809. He has

gnd MANY a 1.‘ni‘ce f:a_lliug tnl]
<me When he listened to th
hjred alone 1n 111.%1 fathoer
Pﬂinefd the other children a
ind jousts. They were L
of P.oets and ”ff kl]lg]ln.:i,

inightly race, with castles t
nimic tournaments to 111‘-:{;1
g8 80 far awey from the

hiﬂdhﬂnd i 1ts echoes {‘.!.']1'-.5
‘here sc}ftE:ned tl}l't?ug}l al
;_.ngn and tramluﬂ thrill:__fa. :
:j']l]Eh'Ed into liﬁﬁtul"ill silence
e early part of the centur
<ith the clang of luglur.:;. f-:‘n:.'
cem to have reached the ¢l
sever heard at the thine of

waterloo. They grew up °
ing their oWn games, livi
jife ; and where 1s such }1fu_1
hat of a happy, eager faunil
girls before Doubt, the step
docks of Chance, the blo
have come to shake their cry

These handsome childrern
nost children that wondro
wmmand which some peo;
pation. The boys played
ke Arthur's knights; they
.ons and warriors defending
or again they would set
amps with a king 1n the n
The king was a willow wa
the ground, with an outer
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Alfred’s first verses, so
him say, were written upuol
his brother Charles put int
Sunday at Louth, when all
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CABIN LACONI
BY BRUDDER ROM

De man am mighty sm
iat kin git de right answe:
0%n to add up his own si
De same win' dat blow
iip, kin'les de burnin’ cabi
Hﬂaps_ ob people blieve
‘€ Wes’ Jes’ 'kase dey am
P In de mawnin' in time
‘emselves.
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