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“ B e Oood to Y ourself.” j
*• Good-Bye,”  the driver said,

As the coach went off in a w h irl---------
[And the coachman bowed his handsome head] 

•* Be good to yourselfi my girl. '*

A h! many a  fond good-bye I ’ve hedrd 
i'rorn many an aching heart, *

And many a friendly farewell word 
VV hen strangers uome to p a r t ;

■ And I ’ve “heard it thousand lnerry q.tiip s 
Anjl many a  senseless joke*

And,many a fervent prayer from lips,
That all a-tremblingspoke;

And many a  b it of good advico 
In  smooth proverbial phrase;

And many a wish'—of little price —
For health and ha\py days;

But musing bow tbe human soul 
[Whate’er the Fates may will]

Still measures by its sclf-control 
i ts greatest gojd or ill—

ftf benedictions I  protest.
\ ,  ’Mid many a shining pearl

I  like the merry coachman’s best—
'•Bagood to yourself, my girl.”

{Song ol tlie Roses.
We come at the birth of joy on earth,

When the summer days are long,
When the morn is ushered in with mirth,

And the eve is olosed with song ; ,
When tbe soft south wind, to kiss inclined 

Comes whispering through the grove. '
And the warm rains fall at Nature’s call?

Like wine for a  pledge to love.

When the sky is blue and clouds are few,
In  the noontide heat we bask,

And drink till we nod the crystal dew 
When the stars peep through night’s m ask; 

From many a bower at twilight’s hour 
We behold fond lovers meet.

And on wedding-day bestrew the way 
In  our fragrance a t their l'eet.

When the summer goes, our revels close,
For with autumn cometh care,

And the garden path no longer glows 
With our colors rich fhd rare.

O’er the cottage door we climb no more,
With acheerin/ grace to bloom ;

White, pink and red, our petals we’d shed, 
When the shortening days bring gloom.

of Farncombe :thfo njftnager of the 
iheitre, was the reply. ' '

“ You know her then ?” asked the 
first speaker curiously.

u No. I had a slight acquaintance 
with her father—a very nice fellow. 
He died in the Summer of some fever, 
caught while visiting a poor person. 
He was Sector ol ChHing—you know 
where that is?—three or four miles 
from here. Perhaps you know him ? 
Langston tho name was.”

1 No, I do not think so.”
‘I believe he died very poor—left 

a large family almost unprovided for. 
This girl supports herself, and per
haps does more ; but you know what 
woman’s earnings amount to. Havo 
a cigar ? here comes the train at last,

The Male o! lhe Desdemona,

“ I wonder what is your definition 
of a brave woman?”

The speaker lay in an attitude oi 
careless ease on the deck of a mer
chant ship lying at anchor in an 
Australian port. He was very hand 
some, and rather young—pcrhapi 
twenty or so—with a boyish face 
curly, golden hair, and a lithe form 
seen to advantage iu his uniform 
His blue eyes looked straight at tho 
face of his companion—a darker 
graver face, bearing the seal of thirty 
years on the broad brow and in the 
restless eyes.

“ One who thinks no sacrifice too 
great for the sake of her duty or her 
honor.”

<• I thought you meant something 
ill the Grace Darling line,” said the 
younger man, lifting his cap with its 
mate’s badge, and lotting the wind 
play among his sunny curls. “You 
set so much store on that one virtue, 
Robert.”

A passionate glow darted from the 
dark eyes of the elder man.

‘‘I do,” he answered bitterly; 
my life for len years past has been 

an empty existence through the lack 
of that one virtue in a woman.”

Gilbert glanced at him. It was an 
eloquent look, in which pity, sym
pathy, and wonder were blended.

“ The mail is in,” he said presently; 
“ I had a letter, Robert. See, here

small portrait at the other’s' feet. 
Robert Alleyne picked it up, “ That 
is my sister, Meg—my oldest sister, 
Robert. I don’t exactly know wheth
er sho would come up to your stan
dard of an ideal brave woman ; but 
t<T*lny thinking she is the dearest girl 
in tho world—save ono.”

Gilbert’s facc was turned away, 
the other looked at tho likeness—at 
first critically, then eagerly.

*• 1  can picture your home, 
Gilbert,” he said at length, musingly 
.—“ a sunny-fronted rectory, wherein 
loving and tender memories of you 
aro among the dearest pleasures— 
where every book you ever read, 
every song you ever sang, are held 
in roverence. I should like to know 
your peoplo. If ever we go back to 
England do you think they would 
welcome mo for your sake?”

“ They would welcome you for 
your own, old fellow.”

“ It must be pleasant to have some 
ono thinking of a fellow when he is 
'‘.way ‘ in perils by sea”” murmured 
the elder man, wistfully. “ It must 
bo pleasant to look forward to a home 
and woman’s loving welcome at the 
end of the peril.”

Something in Gilbert’s throat kept 
him from replying. Tears in the 
eyes might bo hidden—tears in the 
voice would shame his manheod.

There was a long silence—so long 
that Gilbert Langston fell asleep with 
his head pillowed on his arm. The 
other sat still, with the miniature in 
his hand just where the sunset flash 
ed on it, revealing a fair facc, doubt
ing, unsatisfied eyes, lull of a want 
that the coming years might or might 
not satisfy.

“ Sho looks true,” he mused. “ Am 
1  a fool for deeming all women false 
becauso ono was uutrue—for letting 
that old disappointment make me 
what I am—a hard reckless fellow, 
trying to kill time by cruising about 
in my uncle’s ships, and letting my 
wealth lie useloss almost forgotten ? 
was it a happy fate that led this lad 
across my path ? Whew 11 am getting 
sentimental ovor a girl’s face;” and 
somehow a thought too tremulously 
sweet for utterance rose up and beat 
against his heart for utterance. “ It 
must be even yet so that some one 
would ya t and watch for me too.” 

The sun went down—the red died 
in the west—but the dream of that 
night kept warm and bright in the 
heart of the dreamer.

*  *  *  </ *
It was a veiy wet afternoon in 

October. The twilight was closing, 
and the lamps in the busy little 
station of Ripston threw a bright 
light on the wet platform and wetter 
umbrellas of the few passengers who 
were waiting for the train now due— 
among tnem a girl with a pale yet 
sweet face, and golden hair peeping 
from beneath a shabby, black bonnet. 
Sho was dressed in a time-worn water
proof cloak, and carried a roll of 
music in her hand.

“ 1  wonder who she is,” said one 
gentleman to another as they walked 
leisuily up and down beneath the 
shelter of the shed.

“ Shfeifisrovomess to tl:e children.

thank goodness !” the two entered a 
first-class carriage, drew up the win
dow, and leaned back on the luxurious 
cushions, while the object of their 
conversation cropt into a third-class 
carriage, and quietly took a seat.

Yes, the story of tho golden-haired 
girl was told in those few careless 
sentences, forgotten almost as soon as 
uttered. The quiet calm of the sweet 
face was unruffled by the discomfort 
around her; her eyes were bent upon 
her lap as her busy thoughts flew 
awaj7, far beyond the dingy and 
crowded carriage.

Fancy papa’s daughter on the 
stage ? But then fancy"papa’s daugh
ter wearing fingerless, gloves and 
traveling like this.”

A little smilo curled the sober lips 
an instant. A whiff of smoke from 
her neighbors claypipe wafted in her 
face, and waved eabout her head. 
She sat very still, while the rain beat 
against the windows, and only a 
driving mist of darkness could be 
seen without. The train came to a 
brief pause soon at a little wayside 
station called Chilling. The girl got 
out with a slight shiver, and, unfurl
ing her umbrella, prepared fora long 
walk through mud and rain and dark
ness.

'i' 'i' 'I' ■v*
Tho firelight flickered softly on 

the walls of a little room, the red car
pet and moreen curtains of which, 
despite their throad-bare shabbiness, 
gave an air of warmth and home- 
comfort to the apartment. On a sofa 
lay a lady in a widow’s cap. She 
looked very fragile; but tho lines 
round tho mouth and the shadow on 
the forehead told of the heart’s wea
riness more than the body’s sickness 
—very weary it was sometimes.

By the firo sat a girl of perhaps 
eighteen summers. Her face was 
all brightness, her brown eyes were 
full of sunshine—a very radiance of 
gladness. The full, red lips wore 
made for smiling brightest, perhaps, 
when all around was dArkness. There 
was a smilo on them now, while her 
heart went dancing over tho waters 
to a far country, iu the wako of an
other heart that was gone before. A 
homeless orphan, she had been given 
a home in this family ten years be
fore. The opening ofthe door broke 
her reverie; A very ; bright smile 
grcetect 'ftre -one^i iri wrtprBdr -

“ O'h, mammal Kate! he is com
ing home—now—Gilbert, I mean ! 
He only received our letter about 
dear papa two months ago. lie  does 
not say much about it, only a few sad 
words. And, mamma, he is bring
ing some one with him—the friend of 
whom ho wrote before—Mr. Al
leyne.”

JjC -!< »!' 'i'

Gilbert’s leavo was up—tho Des- 
dcmona was taut and ready for sea, 
bound for Java. Robert Alleyne had 
left his friend’s home about a fort
night before. Meg, who had begged 
a holiday of her employers for the 
last day of her brother’s stay, walked 
to the Chilling station with him. In 
these last moments a secret trembled 
on her lips many times before it found 
utterance.

11 Gilbert,” .came at last, half sadly, 
half shyly, “ 1  ought to tell you that
Mr. Alleyne ” Meg came to a
pause. Gilbert looked at her quick
ly-

“ I think 1 can guess the rest, Meg. 
Robert Alleyne has asked you to be 
his wife,” ho said.

“And I have refused,” she said, 
with an effort.

There was a long pause.
“ Was that well, Meg ? He is 

wealthy. |j
“ Gilbert can you ask ? My earn

ings wiil bo almost our only settled 
means. How could 1 leave mamma 
and all the little ones ? And do you 
think I would bring such a burden 
upon a generous man’s bounty ?” The 
pain found utterance in the passion
ate words and tone. The white lips 
quivered.

“ My darling, my heart bleeds 
when I think of what your sufferings 
may be coming this winter. Meg, I 
would throw up my berth, and stay 
in England, if I had a chanco of earn
ing anything : but 1  have been to sea 
so long, what am I fit for but a 
sailor ?”

“ Do not think of it Gilbert; it 
would ruin your prospects, dear.”

“ I will send home my pay as soon 
as wo get mit there- everything 
Meg, you may depend upon it; but,
meantime ”

“ We shall got on somehow, Gil
bert.”

“ And, for yourself, my little sis
ter ; is this not hard to bear ?”

Tho tone was tender. He took her 
hands and' looked down at her face. 
Meg’s lip quivered, hut she lifted her 
eyes bravely.

“ Not too ,1mrd. You must not 
pity me; you, too, have to bear. 
Gilbert, I have known your secret 
long.”

‘•Guard it well, Meg; it is an un
told secret yet” lie said, solemnly.
“ Now, good bye. Let me have one 
smile to take across tho sea. God 
keep us all-till we meet Again I' 1

Till we moot again !” repeated 
tho girl, trying to still her heart’s 
wild beating as sho watched him 
away. “ My Father, give me strength 
till then.”

A few days later came a letter 
with the Plymouth postmark—only 
a few hasty words:

JDarukcs—We are fairly off,

Robert Alleyne goes with us again-— 
for the sake of my company, he says.
I am glad of this. Wish me bon voy
age. Mother, my thoughts are with 
you in all and through all.

G i l b e r t .”

So ho went, leaving behind him 
sad hearts, all the sadder for his 
going—hearts Jiat looked forward, 
trembling, doubting, fearing to ask 
themselves when and in what misery 
the next meeting would be.

He *  - $  $  *

Robert Alleyne leant on tho bul
warks of the Desdemona, looking 
with dark, dreamy eyes at the white 
cliffs fading rapidly from sight as the 
ship sped on.

“ Only a month,'’ ho thought, 
“ onty a month since I saw them loom 
up to welcome us home again. And 
since then another life drama is over 
for mo—over; and the curtain has 
fallen for good this time, I think. 
Yes, she is bravo and steadfast. She, 
by her deeds, has put to shame my 
shrinking, coward I}' life—my mean 
unbelief. I am punished; my very 
words rise up and condemn me. 
Only one thing I know—she is noble 
brave, and and because of it my' pas
sionate love and all hope of happiness 
on earth lie buried in the waves be
neath mv feet.”

and. a doctor’s ciire,” wept Meg,
d o s p M f i i J j j ^ P \  :

“ I am but a burden to you, darl
ing,” was the wistful answer;

It was Christmas week. Moro than 
a year Had elapsed since Gilbert left .
them, a year of such intonse suffer-; chancery suit—undo 
ing that even Kate's sunny smiles 18 ours' sobbed Mesr. 
were quenched.

On the deck of a homoward-bpund 
ship—homeward bound in the Indian 
ocean—a little group wore gathered 
round a fair-faced man who was read
ing, in clear and solemn accents, tlie 
burial service over their captain. 
They lowered him into the waters 
that were gleaming in the sun—the 
bright, dancing waters of the great 
ocean, that closed up again, after 
gathering one more to the multitude 
of her dead, aud left no tracc upon 
her sunlit bosom.

There was a moment’s hush. Then 
the gangway was drawn up. The 
rough men, who had no time for 
weeping, returned to their work, and 
the ship sped on, with her flag half- 
mast high, to the old country, whence 
one had gone out who would never 
return.

In his cabin lay another man, with 
the shadow of coming death -on his 
bronzed broWj and lips parched with 
fever. Over him bent the one who 
had-read tho burial service, and 
clasped his hand.

“It is almost over, dear friend.”
A look of intense agony met the 

sick man’s upturfied gaze.
“ Bo brave, old fellow,” he whis

pered. “ It was a skipper you buried 
just now, was it not ? 1  shall be next. 
Tell her I loved her to the last; her 
face has been in my dreams so often, 
lately—her name will be tlie last on 
my lips. She will think of me some
times iu the days to come.”

There was a long pause; then ho 
resumed speaking, with difficulty.

“ I trust you will get safely to 
England, Gilbert. The craft is in 
your hands—tho skipper gone—the 
first mate down with this pitiless 
fever. Please God, the men will be 
spared. You aro a good seaman, Gil
bert—you do not fear ?”

“If I might save you, my friend— 
my Friend 1”

“ It is very easy for mo to go, 
Gilbert; I do not suffer. I am anxi
ous for you, or I would bave perfect 
peace. They aro waiting and watch
ing for you—no one will miss me.”

He *  *  *  *
The gale was coining up with fear

ful strength. “ Deep call unto deep.” 
Waves mountain high lashed each 
other with terrible wrath. Breasting 
the storm rode a ship, laboring more 
and more as tho night advanced. 
Bronzed cheeks grew pale whe.< the 
masts fell away and the rent r ' ’11: 
came down upon the deck.

One among the little crew walked 
amid them fearless where all was 
fear—one who yet bore on his calm 
face the lingering light of his boy
hood’s' grace. lie  walked among 
them, bidding them work while thera 
was hope, urging, encouraging 
rough men whose hearts he held «>y 
the power of his brave and Inuil 
words. As the night wore ofi tLore 
was a sudden alarm, and fetnful 
words ■ werespoken by one with vuii to 
lips.

“ The ship has sprung a leak 1”
“ All hauds to the pumps.! Boys, 

keep a good heart, for the sake of 
those at home!”

They needed to do so. But for 
him they bad never done it. So tho 
night wore on, with tho storm and 
tne darkness. Would the day over 
dawn for them ?

I tcanic at lust, a groy streak, and 
then a lurid red in tho east. • The 
wind had sunk, the fury ofthe wavos 
had qjjated, but the leak remained 
a dreadful reality. A very little 
longer and—

Suddenly from the mast-head came 
a shout—clear, strong, joyous—that 
rang through the gloom aud rose 
above the sullen sound of the broker 
surges;

“ Land ahead!”
The words rolled through the dis

mantled ship, and after the hush of 
joy, too deep for words, came tlie 
answering shout from many throats. 
The crew left tlieir labor and crowd
ed around the fl lad ” who had saved 
them—whoso brave words and cx- 
amplo had borne them up. They 
bared their heads to bless him, they 
pressed close to clasp his hand— 
hard, weathor beaten moil, to whom 
ho was scarcely more than a boy.

Then he spoke in a voice tremu
lous for the first time. Ho had but 
to speak to be obeyed. They knelt 
around him on tho wet deck, and 
many there who had long forgotten 
to pray answered “ amen” to 
Gilbert’s thanksgiving. A few hours 
later, tho Desdemona, stripped of her 
glory, and looking like tho ghost of 
herself, rode in safe waters.

“ It Is the last rosouree, mother." 
“It is no e the less hard.”
“ Mother, it breaks my heart to see 

you fading'before our eyes day by 
day, for want of proper nourishment

The family were living in Ripston 
now, in a dingy little house, ono of 
many such in . a narrow street. 
Gilbert had sent home his earnings 
for the outward trip. These, with 
Meg’s slender salary and a trifle 
Kate earned "by taking plain needle 
worn,. were all tho helpless family 
had to live upon. > . . .

-Biit worse than the struggle with 
poverty—worse than the sight of the 
ibur young Children, now, indeed, al
most shoeless—was the increasing 
weakness ofthe mother. The two 
girls looked on in speechless agony.

I would givo my life—do or suf
fer anything!” Meg had said one day, 
passionately.

“ We have done everything but beg 
—I suppose .that will be the next 
thing,” Kate had answered sadly.

“ If Gilbert (would only come I” 
It was tbe cry of tlieir hearts by day 
and night; but the months wore on, 
and he came hot.

Meg had three weeks holiday at 
Christmastido. Sho had ̂ obtained a 
little daily teaching in anothei' fami
ly, for the time. It was snowing 
hard that afternoon, and sho button
ed on tho old woter-proof cloak.

“ Kate and I talked about it 
mamma, and wo think it is tho only 
thing for us to do or—”

“ Or, my children must want 
bread,” said the mother slowly. 
“ Let it be so.” She turned her facc 
aWay.

“ Then I may go to Mr. Farncombe 
now, and tell him I will accept tho 
offer he repeated last week of' engag
ing me at his theatre?” , •

Meg spoke steadily, bringing out 
the words distinctly, and as willing 
to face them in all tlieir stern reality. 
It was, indeed, the last resource. 
She went out in silence, not even 
pausing to speak to tho children, 
whose voices she heard in an upper 
l-eom. Yet, as "she walked through 
the snow, a vague, indefinable feeling, 
that was not all pain, came to 
her.

“ Something is going to happen,” 
thought Meg.

Mr. Fprneombe was delighted to 
engage his children’s pretty goyer- 
ness as a novelty. He undertook to 
give lier tho necessary instructions— 
they - would be trifling, he knew. 
The girl was elegant and well educat
ed, and lie offered her a weekly salary 
more than double her present 0 1 1 0 .

“ The weekly payment will be bet
ter to us than tbo quarterly,” sho 
thought, as she walked away, trying 
to tell herself was glad.

“ She will ake a fortune with 
that face and voice,” said the manag
er to himself, js h3  closed the door 
after-bee, if ;  baa no need of per
suasion to thi'.k-he was glad.

It was quite dark when Meg got 
home. She let herself in quietly. 
The children wero still at play in the 
upper room. Meg went to the door 
o*' the sitting room and turned tho 
h-f ndle. A single gas jet from tho 
f' y iji’owed her tho figure of her 
ii ••til’" standing before the hearth 
with something in her hand. The 
oaby was crying on the rug, but she 
did no" seem to hear him.

Come,” she said, sharplj”-, gasping, 
for breath—“ como and open this 
I dare not—I haye waited for you 
Kte has gone out to buy bread 
Come, open it quick, quick, or I shall 
die ! It is just come.”

Meg sprang forward and took what 
she held forth. It was a largo blue 
envelope, with a strange seal, and 
addressed to Mrs. ' Langston, tho 
Rectory, Chilling.

“ Mamma, be calm—sit down,” she 
urged.

“ Open it,” uttered the white lips.
. Meg bent forward to the flames and 

obeyed, her hands trembling. She 
read the missive in silence—sho could 
not read it aloud while her heart 
throbbed madly, and the blood rush
ed swiftly through her veins, and her 
brain was hot and dizzy. Mrs. Lang
ston sat cowering with her eye» 
covered. Meg’s hand fell 011 her 
shoulder.

“ Mother, can you bare 1110 to tell 
you something ?”

She looked up. The girls voice 
was so strange.

“ Yes,” she whispered. “ I think 
I can.”

“ I t is  ours, mamma, yours—tho 
fortune I Do you hoar, mamma? 
The suit is docided in your favor. 
We aro 110 longer beggars.”

“ Oh, God this is too much 1”
With a sudden cry she fell forward 

and lay at her daughters feet.
A terrified shriek rang through 

the house, bringing the children from 
their play, and Kate who had just 
returned, hastened up stairs.

“ Meg, what—what is it?” 
Springing forward, she lifted the 

fragile form and laid it 011 the sofa, 
sending Dora for a cimdle while she 
chafed the thin hands in her own 
tenderfashion.

Conciousnoss at length returned, 
and with it the wondrous gladness 
that flooded into the sacred heart 
making it beat as it had not for many 
a long day.

Then they told Kate the glad tid
ings, who caught up the baby boy’ to 
kiss him and wept ovor him for
j°y- ,

I 11 the midst of it all a swinging 
step sounded 011 the uncarpeted stairs, 
making the mirth suddenly cease. 
The door was burst open—there was 
a glad cry of “ Gilbort!” and he stood 
among them, a powdering of snow 
upon his shoulders, and liis owi

“ Mother, I bring you good news 
—I am captain of the piettiest little 
craft on the ocean; and better than 
that, my salary is redoubled. Dear 
ones, I can help you at last!”

“ Oh, Gilbert wo bave won the 
Grant’s niouey

is ours I" sobbed Me^
And Meg need not go on tho 

a said Kate.
“ And mamma can have nice things 

to make her well,” said Dora.
Gilbert, kneeling bent his suii'iy 

head in his mother’s lap, as he had 
done often in the old days, and cover
ing his face, remained silent a, long 
time.

What a Christmas that was. What 
fires roared in the cramped chimneys 
of the dingy house. What savory 
feasts Kate’s dextrous hand prepared. 
And amid it all they did not forget 
those poor ones to whose suffering no 
bright end had come. Many a cram
med basket found its way to the sad 
hearts and desolate homes.

All the brighter was that Christ
mas for the presence of Robert Al
leyne. He was an invalid still, and 
it would be many weeks before ho 
recovered from the effects ofthe ter- 
rille fever which had brought him 
so near to death. What evenings 
they spout around tho firo, whiio 
Gilbort roasted chosnuts on the nar
row inconvenient bars, from which 
they kept falling into the coals, to 
the delight of the children.

How eagerly they listened when 
Mr. Alleyne told the story of how 
Gilbert had brought tho ship and 
cargo sately home himself, aftei the 
skipper died, atid the first mate, like 
Mr, Alleyne, lay sick; and of how his 
uncles, the owners, had presented 
Gilbert with the command of one oi 
tlieir finest ships, together with a 
purse of gold and a gold chronomo- 
ter, adding that tho whole affair was 
published in the London newspaper.

Often was Mi’. Alleyne ^besieged 
for this story, and so often was Gil
bert called upon to show his chro
nometer, that he declared that he 
would hang it up over tho mantle- 
piece for public inspection during a 
whole week, after which no ono 
should ever persuade him to exhibit 
it.

IIow tremulously glad was Meg 
when, on Christmas Eve, as she stood 
upon tho narrow door-step listening 
to the Christmas chimes, Robert Al- 
levnO came to her, and, asking her 
110 questions and speaking no word 
drew her to his breast in a silence 
more eloquent than speech, and held 
her so while the snow fell in soft 
flakes before them ; then, talcing her 
hand, led her to join the others.

“ My brave Meg—mine at last!”
These were the only words sho 

neard, although they were all laugh
ing and chatting while they ,’cissod 
her, and wished her so much happi
ness in her new life. And how shy 
was Kate when Gilbert whispered 
softly in her ear under coy©-of tho

then become Lord Burleigh, which in
duced him to travel to London. His 
wife accompanied him. Although he 
had been at great pains to havo his 
wife educated and taught accomplish
ments, tradition still describes her as 
ignorant of lier rank : and, therefore, 
she felt surprised at the reception which 
they met with at the great houses of 
nobles and commoners on the road. 
They arrived at Stamford. They drove 
up to the Burleigh House, and then 
was put the question whether Sarah 
would like to be mistress there. T-lie 
denouement followed.

The son of Sarah Hoggins succeeded 
ii} 1804 to the title of Marquis of Exe
ter. He died in 1867, and the grand
son of Sarah Hoggins is now the owner 
ofthe Marquisate and of fair Burleigh.

Mr. P itt in a F rolic.—Great men 
need to unbend aud have a good frolic, 
as well as other people. The younger, 
William Pitt, was noted for dignity of 
person ,and for power of overawing as
sociates. Bnt lie could play as well as 
rule. One day he was in  a high frolic 
w ith. Lady Hester Stanhoge, James 
Stanhope and William Napier. They 
were struggling to hold him clown and 
blacken his face with a burnt -cork, 
when a servant announced that Lords 
Castlereagh and Liverpool, two of his 
associates in the Cabinet* had called on 
business. He said, coolly, “ Let them 
wait in the outer room,” and went ou 
with the sport. But finding himself 
overmatched, lie said, “ Stop, this won’t 
do ; I could easily beat you all, but we 
must’nt lceep these grandees waiting 
inv longer.” liis  associates washed 
his face, hid the basin behind the sofa, 
aud the grandees were nsliered in. The 
manner of Mr. Pitt suddenly changed. 
His tall, ungainly, bony figure seemed 
to g’row up to the ceiling, his head was 
thrown back, his eyes were fixed im
movably in one position, as if gazing 
into the heavens, and totally regardless 
of the two bending figures before lrm. 
Ho was cold and haughty ; they hum
ble and suppliant. In a few minutes 
Mr. Pitt bowed them out, and then 
turning round with a hearty laugh, 
caught up a cushion hnd commcnced 
the battle aaain.

BE , j W N ,  G I L L E S P I E  &  C o .,

WHOLESALE GBOCEBS,

H a m i l t o n

DIRECT IMPORTERS

T E A S ,  S U G A R S ,  E t C .V > ^ t C .

T H E  A P t f t E T O J f  '

F a m i l y  K n i t t i n g  M a c h in e !

THK O N LY M ACHINE EV ER IN V E N T  
ED TH A T M EKTS A L L  THE R E Q U IR E 
M E NTS OF THE PUBLIC-

SEND POR CIRCULAR. Ladies Wanted in 
every town and village in Canada to act 

ngents. Instruction given gratis. XT
Apply * *''■

APPLETON KNITTING Ma CHINH  CO’Y 
Box 615, Hamilton, g o t

NORTH CAROLINA and V IR 
GINIA LANDS.

500 CH EA.P IM P R O V E D  F A R M S  & 200*000 A C R E S  
OF V A L U A B L E  T IM B E R  L A N D S V O R  S A L E ..

Persons desirous of v is itin g  th e  above 
sta tes  w ith  th e  in ten tion , if su ited , t>f p u r
chasing tim ber, m ineral, o r im proved farm 
ing land  d irec t from  th e  ow ners a t  th e  p res
en t very  low  prices, and  n o t in  th e  hands o- 
speculators, b u t m ust be sold a t  a g rea t sacf 
ntice, and  p a rtie s  w ishing reliable inform a
tio n  a b o u t th e  clim ate, soil, p roducts, &c.,' 
and tic k e ts  a t  reduced  ra tes  to  v is it the- 
s tates, and  free tran sp o rta tio n  to  see th e  lands, 
it  w.ill be to  th e ir  advan tage to  comm unicate 
w ith  th e  subscriber as he is w ell acquain ted  
w ith  th e  above s ta tes  and  th e  m ost desirab le  
to  se ttle  in ; good clim ate, fertile , soil, and  
advan tages of ra ilroads, navigation, and 
o th e r facilities fo r th e  b est m arkets . This is 
th e  best opportun ity  ever offered to  get a. 
cheap home and  the* b e s t clim ate  in  A m erica. 
Send for circular of lands and  card.

S. O. CASE,
Southern  L and  C om m isskjjj#- 
202 N o rth  Jo h n  S tree t, H atrm ton .

Soda Cake.—1 lb of flour, J lb rais
ins, tj- lb currants, i  lb raw sugar, -J 
lb butter, the rind of a lemon grated 
off with lump sugar, one small nut
meg, and 2  oz candied peel. Eub all 
well together, have ready rather 
more than a gill of hot milk (not 
boiling), in which two small toaspoon- 
fuls of carbonate of soda linve been 
disolved ; add it to tho ingredients, 
stir all well together, and pour into 
well-buttered moulds. Bake slowly 
three hours.

IcircunititaiuxiH, and causes 
noise: .. . \elopiiu.‘ilt*fTf all the organs 11

“ Darling may 1 givô .njy: • mother 
another daughter, as .Mog 3̂$teS her- 
another son?”

Even if he had not hoard tho slow 
reply, the glimpse ho caught of the 
laughing, happy eyes would have 
been answer enough. With a deep 
and joyous light in their clear depths, 
his own eyes looked iu Meg’s when 
she came to say good night, and ho 
whispered softly:

“ Meg, it is the silver lining.”

bright smile answering the torrent ol 
welcomes.

lie  broke from them to bond over 
the tearful face on the pillow.

“ My dearest boy, they will tell 
you that something has happened,’ 
she murmured; but ho was hecdloss 
of her words.

A  I S c a l  L. OlllHllCC.

About 1790 a wanderer who had 
lost his way asked a nigut’s shelter at 
the cottage of a small farmer and shop
keeper in the village of Bolas, Shrop
shire. Strangers were unusual there, 
and, from a suspicion of his bona fides, 
hospitality was refused. The wanderer 
pressed his demand, and prayed that he 
might stay till morning, even if' they 
would give him no more than a chair 
in the stone-floored lower room. The 
boon was at last granted, and the next 
morning the family aud their forced 
guest made acquaintance with one 
another.

The stranger’s enjoyment of the so 
ciety of Papa aud Mamma Hoggius 
was enhanced by the presence of her 
. ’.il l Sarah, who, in the full bloom 

oi rustic beauty, chained the soi-disant 
Mr. Jones’s eyes, and, through his eyes, 
his heart. And now the adventure of 
an hour, connected with intricate roads 
and coming night, was destined to affect 
the wanderer’s future life. Now from 
that village, from those fields' where 
Sarah milked the cows, from that dairy 
where her white arms persuaded cream 
into butter, Mr. Jonos could not stir. 
He had stated to inquirers that his par
ticular function was that of au under
taker—a vocation which might have 
darkly hinted to Sarah that he was 
ready to undertake every office, however 
uuaccustomod, iu which she played a 
part. The presence of Mr. Jones in 
the village in a short time became a 
fixed idea. The inhabitants looked 
dpou him with respectful fear. As 
weeks went on, he made occasional 
absenoes from Bolas, always short, and 
confined to two or three days ; and on 
his return he seemed to abound with 
money.

The natives of Salop are not dull. 
They put the money and the absences 
together, and they whispered the result 
to one another. They felt sure Jones 
was a highwayman. After a while, 
Mr. Cecil—we may as well drop the 
alias—became the avowed suitor of 
Sarah Hoggins; but the predatory 
notion still clung to her mother’s mind, 
and she sturdily set her face agaiust the 
connection. The father’s logic was 
simple, and ultimately prevailed :
“ Why he has plenty of money.” He 
showed his easy circumstances, indeed, 
by taking land and by buying a site on 
which he erected the largest house in the 
neighbourhood, now called Burleigh 
Villa. It stands junougst fields, facing 
the Wrekin, some miles distant from 
that landmark. They marjied. A 
daughter was born to them, and died. 
She was buried ill the little church
yard, but her grave was not forgotten. 

News at length reached Mr, Cecil, j

F ellow ’s Compound  Syrup  of H ypo- 
fhosphites w ill speedily  and  certa in ly  arres t 
th e  depressing influences of disease upon th e  
nerves anel muscles. I t  restores tlie  appetite  
and induces a  disposition to  tak e  on h ealthy  
tiesh. I t  causes th e  form ation of living blood, 
streng then ing  th e  action of bo th  H e a r t and 
Lungs. I t  susta ins th e  system  under t r y i n g  G E N E R A L  
ircum stancesj and causes $ ie  h ea lth y  do-

Anglo A m erican  H ote l
H A M IL T O N , ONT.

T h o m a s  V e a z ie , (Late of th e  Veazie House, • 
Geneva, N .Y .,) Proprie tor. .

This w ell-know n ho te l has been  refitted  
th ro u g h o u t in  th e  m ost m odern  s ty le  of a 
first-class hotel. H is tab le  is fu rn ished  w ith  
all th e  delicacies of th e  season. T he  m ost 
convenient Sam ple Room  in  th e  c ity  for com -' 
m ercial travellers. Om nibus leaves in  tim e 
for a ll tra in s  eas t or west.

Dec 6. -■ tf.

AMERICAN HOTEL 1

3 T . 'O V '.

K I N G  S T R E E T  W E S T ,

PROPRIETOR. 

STAGE OFFICE,

rf\HE USE OF DR. #HteELER’S C0M- 
1 POUND ELEXIR OF PHOSPHATES 

AND C A L IS A Y A  as a  Chem ical Food for 
th e  B rain and N ervous System  is founded 011 
w ell established Physiological principles, as 
i t  supplies th e  w aste  of tissues constan tly  
going 011 in  th e  system  as th e  resu lt of m en t
a l and physical exertion. T his w aste  is 
g rea te r th a n  th e  food furn ishes in  a ll cases of 
Indigestion  w ith  m al-assim ilation, g rea t 
m ental anx ie ty  or excitem ent, exhaustion  of 
v ita lity  by  bad  hab its  or excesses, blood 
poisoning from disease or im pure air, and in 
Consum ptive, Cancerous and  Scorfulous con
s titu tio n s  ; and  unless th e  supp ly  is m ain
ta ined  in an  easily assim ilated form  g rea t 
nervous and  physical p ro stra tio n  inevitably  
follow. Phosphates are pu re ly  physiological 
in  th e ir  action im proving n u tritio n  b y  p ro
m oting th e  conversion of a lbum en in to  fibrine, 
and  th e  form ation of h e a lth y  blood. T hey 
are th e  m otive pow er of th e  nervous system , 
being th e  origin of nerve force, and  th e y  can
n o t injure, as th e ir  function  is to  bu ild  up 
and  v italize all th e  organs. S  a t  $1.

3
1)01, 1 , p e r  W E E K

AND
E X P E N S E S  PAID

W e w ant an  agen t in  every  county. 
“  F ira t come tirs t served .” Sam ple 
free. One agen t m ade $170 in 11 

days. A ddress H udson R iver W ire  Co., 76 
K ing  St. W est, Toronto, Ont.

A C : N T S  W A N T E D  F O R

PROF. FOWLER’S GRE4T WORK
O n M annood. W om anhood an  1 th e ir  M u
tu a l In te r - re la tio n s :  L ove, its  L a w s , &c. 
C irculars and  Term s sen t free. W rite  for 
them  to  L A N C E F IE L D  B R O T H E R S , 

H am ilton , Ont.

B y  R o y a l  L e t t e r s  P a t e n t .

C O P U S D ’S  

J W E E T  C A S T O R  O I L
fStrength unaltered.]

Produces no nausea. Children aro fond of it 
Bowore of Imitations.

Sold Everywhero, in b ttles a t 25 Cents each.

i f i Y I D  M c L E L L A N  &  C o . f
53 King Street West, 

H A M I L T O N ,  O N T .

Manufacture- Importers 
Dealers in

and Wholesale

G e n t s ’ F uR N iSH M G Sj
General Small Wares, and

F ancy Goods, Ladies’ Corsets* 
IIoop Skirts, Bustles, ,

CniGNONS, Switches and Braid. 
Ploase call and examine our stock. Letter or

ders promptly and.carofully filled.

TO THE TRADE-

GRAY, R E N N IE  & 60.,
W H O L E S A L E  I M P O R T E R S ,  

4 2  -STO TT-iN T C * S T R E E T ,

T O R O N T O .

H O W  A LA R G E STOCK OFs:
Shirts, Collars, Fronts,

• Scarfs, Ties and Bows,
Hosiery and Gloves,

Small Wares and Trimming?, 
Gents’ Jewelry,

Umbrellas and Bugs.
Corsets, Skirts and Bustle?.

G ltA Y  11E N N IE  k  Co.

Orders by mail carefully filled. 
March 26, 1872. a.f.g.

PIANOS AND ORGANS.
THE OLDEST ESTABLISHED

CANADA.
HOUSE IN

3 0 , 0 0 0  I N  U S E

E V E R Y  H O U S E  & ST O R E
S H O U L D  l lA V l i  O N E  O F T H E

J O H N S O N  P A T E N T

COMBINED

F ir e  a n d  G a r d e n

PR IC E - $0 00

P u m p s !

Liberal D iscount to 
tlie  trade.

A G E N T S W A N T E D  
In  v V ry  p a r t  of tlie  Dominion.

« .  V . NUNN,
B e l l e v il l e .

WE ARE TIIE SOLE AND EXCLUSIVE 
AGENTS for tho following

C E L E B R A T E D  P I A N O S  :

C hlckering  & Sons,
S tcluw ny & Sons,

D unham  & Sons,
Haiiics Broth**?,-*

A N D  F O B  O B G A N S ,
Mason H am lin O rg an  Co., Boston,

G eorge  A. & Co., Buffalo,
we keep stock 

A  l . a r g c  A s s o r t m e n t  o f  P i a n o s

B Y  W E L L  K N O W N  M A K E R S ,

W hich we offer a t  lowei ra te s  th a n  any  o ther 
house in th e  Dominion.

s ecoud  h a n d  p ian o s  fro m  F lfT V  D ollars 
a n d  u p w a rd s .

Send fo r C ircular, P rice  L ist, Term s, &c., 
before purchasing  elsew here to

A . & S. N 0R D H E 1M E R ,
IS King Street East,

* - , ,  , , ,  TORONTO.Auj. 25, 72. afp j„

CHEMICAL

F I R  J ]  E N G I N E  !
EVERY TOWN,

V i l l a g e  a n d  F a c t o r y
SH O U LD  H A V E  T H E M .

TIIEY ARE IX ITSli on the G. W. I!., Ontario 
Government Buildinjs, London, Belleville, Osha
wa, owmanville. and many other plaoes in 
Uanada.

Tull particulars on application to
tt . (!. NUNN,

General Agont, Dominion of Canada.

—   ----------

W I L S O N ’S

C A S T O R  O I L
X S M U X i S X O K T ,

S T H E  P U R E S T  IT A L IA N  CA STO R 
0 IL  in  w hich b o th  th e  T aste  and  Sm elt 

re  tlio roug lilh  d isgui,ed.

Children Actually Cry For I t !
.11 is recom m ended and  prescribed  by  th e  

principal m edical m en iu  O ntario  and  sold by  
D ruggists a t  25 cts.

Use i t  and avoid tho  troub le  and  unpleas
antness of forcing children  to  ta k e  nauseous* 
medicines. • *■

A R C H D A L E  W IL S O N  & Co., . 
w . .  Chemists, Hamilton,


