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Somehow or Other We «el Along.

The good wife bustled about the house,
Her face still bright with a pleasant smile
As broken snatches of happy song
Strengthened hér heart and hand the while.
The good man sat in the chimney nook,
His little clay pipe within his lips,
And all he’d made, and all he had lost,
Ready and clear upon his finger-tips.

“ Good wife, I've juet been thinking a bit,
Nothing has done very well, this year ;
Money is bound to be hard to get—
Everything’s sure to be very dear,
How the cattle are going to be fed,
How we've tried to keep the boys at school,
Is akind of debtand credit sum
| can’t make balance by my rule.”

She turned her around from the baking board,
And ehe faced him with a cheerful laugh ;
“Why, husband dear, one would think
That thefgood rich wheat waB only chaff.

And what if the wheat was only chan,

As long as we both are well and strong ;

I'm nota woman to worry a bit—
Somehow or other, we’ve got along.

" Into some lives some rain must fall,
Overall lands the storm must beat ;
Butwhen the rain and storm are o’er
The after sunshine is twice as sweet.
Through every strait we have found a road,
In every grief we have found a song ;
We have had to bear, and had to walit,
But somehow orother we get along

“Forthirty years we have loved each other,
Stood by each other, whatever befel ;
Six boys have called us ‘father and ‘mother,”
And all of them living and doing well.
We owe no man a penny, my dear,
We're both of us Iovmg and well and strong ;
Good man, | wish you would smoke again,
And think how well we've got along.”

He filled his pipe with a pleasant laugh ;
He kibsed his wife with a tender pride ;
He said, “I'll do as you tell me, love,
A I’IIjust countup on the other side.”
She left him then with his better thought,
And lifted her work with a low, sweet song —
A song that followed me many a year—
nSomehow or other, we getalong !”

Home-Made Rread.

Don’t offer me cake full of sugar and spices,
And citron and raisins ; but, oh, how | yearn
For bread that is home-made, in generous slices,
With sweet, golden butter, just out of the

churn.

That bread of my childhood, of mother’s own
making,
Is still in Wy memory, never forgot ;
How often I’ve waited for Saturday’s baking,
To getthe crust slice and eat it while hot 1

The taste of the crippy brown crust ever lingers ;
That golden-hued butter yet melts on my
tongue ;
| still fee the crumbs stick faet to mv fingers,
Asoutin the garden I feasted and swung.

And then at the table with sister and brother,
Bach armed with a slice a foot long at the
least,
That seemed so much sweeter when buttered
by mother—
No king ever knew the delight of the feast.

Oh, bread that is home-made, delicious, nutri-

tious ;
Vile stuff from the baker’s has taken your

la
Well?/vhitened with alum, puffed up and sus-

picious ;
| eat it, and hate it and share its disgraoe.

MELICENT:

The Mystery ot the Veiled Picture,

A Novel—By Fayb Madoc.
CHAPTER VIII.

Why did Melicent love Clinton ?

Looking out upon the moonlit landscape,
after all the town had retired to rest, and
when scarcely a light twinkled, even in the
upper windows of the orderly houses, Meli-
oent asked herself this question, and failed
to find a satisfactory answer. But, in sooth
how oould ehe expect one? Has not the
problem of the eccentricity of woman’s
fondness been unexplained since the world
began ? Why did the goddess love the
mortal Endimyon ? Why did Juliet love
that fearful man Romeo? Why did Doro-
thea love Ladislaw ? Why did Hester
Prynne love the vacillating and cowardly
Dimmesdale? Why did Henrietta Went-
worth love the craven-hearted Monmouth ?
It is impossible to assign a reason. But
noble women have ever .been found to cher-
ish the weaklings of thef~arth. Perhaps it
ie the virile part in the feminine oharacter
that creates this peculiarity. Woman, as
well as man, loves to proteot.

Clinton, walking homeward aoross the
fields, was thinking of the same thing,
though his thoughts followed a different
groove. If he had dared, he would have
aeked Melicent to come with him to a
distant land, where none knew their story,
and where they might live at peace. But
he had not dared. In her unsuspecting,
innocent presence he oould not have
bieathed Bo unholy a proportion. Think-
ing thus intently, and with his eyes fixed
upon the ground, he did not see, until its
shadow touched his foot, a tall figure which
Btood in his way. When he became aware
of it he started violently. It was Mrs.
Cambridge.

“ Good-evening " Bhe said mockingly.
4Did you think to escape me? Didn’t
you know my patienoe was untiring ? |
have been waiting for you since seven, and
| should have waited if you had not oome
till midnight."””

“ Good-evening,”
and attempting to pass her.
and | must get home.”

“It iB late, but you must not get home,”
cried she, Beizing hia arm. “ 1 require
half an hour of your attention. Look me
in the faoe, Oliver Clinton, and tell me
what you were doing with Mies Du Lys
this afternoon.”

He made no reply.

“People say you mean to marry her,”
ehe went on. “ My servant Mary has heard
iteaid,andold John too. Yes,you may stare,
but there are other deaf-mutes in Delys-
ford besidesJohn, and everyone can talk on
their fingers.”

“You hag 1" muttered Clinton.

said Clinton, coldly,
“ 1t is late,

“No, | am not a hag,” she returned,
composedly. “1 am a handsome woman
still, and | am still youDg, though 1 do

happen to be a few years older than you.
Oh no, | am not a hag !”

“What doyou want ?” asked Clinton.

“They say you are going to marry Miss
Du Lys,” said she, “and | want to remind
you—since you want reminding—that you
can’t do any such thing.”

“ 1 ehall if 1 choose,” said Clinton, dog-
gedly. “ There are ways and means.”

“ No, you will not,” said Mrs. Cambridge,
with a Bneer. “ There are no ways and
Teans to circumvent a mother. 1 don’t
care to be your wife—not 11 No, you des-
picable animal 11 would rather be Sally
Cambridge than ever Bo fine a lady with a
rat like you at my heels. And | don’t care
aboutthe little girlseither 1Madge and Kitty
Cambridge would get on just as well as
Miss Margaret and Miss Katherine Clinton.
But 1won’t have my boy defrauded 1 no,
not if I died for it !”

Clinton gave utterance to a terrible oath.
But Mrs. Cambridge was not discomposed.
She wae not unused to profane language.
In her early life, as an actress on a fourth-
rate Btage, she had mixed with men
whose education Buperceded their culture,
and whose refinement was acquired and
not inherent.

“ Swear away !” she
“ It may do you good.”

“ Sarah, you are a devil I” Clinton burst

said, tauntingly.

forth. A great rage possessed him. He
was oonvulsed with passion. Inwardly
Mrs. Cambridge was terrified, but Bhe

showed no symptom of her fear.

“ Times are changed,” Bhe said, slightly
altering her tone. “ It used to be, Dear
Sally 1 Pretty Sally ! Kiss me, sweet Sally !
Now it is, you are a devil, Sarah !”

Clinton’s breath came fast and loud, but
he did not speak.

“You do me an injustice, Oliver,” said
Mrs. Cambridge. “ 1 am not a devil. 1
am only a mother, and | will not have lit-
tle Oliver wronged. Waill you acknowledge
him and me ?”

“1 will not!” he cried, fieroely. “ 1 am
going to do far otherwise. It is no good your
threatening me. | was a boy and you

tricked me—there was some jugglery—
soTe foul play—and | mean to prove it.”

“You fool!” she said, eoornfully.
“ There was no jugglery as you oall it. Do
you think I didn’t take care of that? Do
you think | married you to be got rid of
when jou waire tired ? No, no, my friend,
I took care thére were no illegalities. Our
quiet little marriage is as sacred and sure
as Her Majesty’s own.”

“ What will you take to go quietly away
and never interfere with me agaiu ?” asked
Clinton.

“ Nothing, you blackguard !” she cried,
in exceeding contempt. “ 1 am your wife,
aud nothing but jour acknowledgment of
me will I accept.”

The justness of the epithet she used
stung him to the quick. His face was
livid with ungovernable fury. Seizing the
woman’sshoulder, he shook hervehemently.
He was choked with rage, and his ejacula-
tions were scarcely coherent. After a
moment, Mrs. Cambridge wrested herself
from his grasp, and again confronted him.

“You are a worse man than even | took
you for !” she said. “ But | ought not to
be surprised that the person who will not
own his on Bhould lay hands on his wife.”

“Wretched woman !” cried the young
man. “Id it not enough that you have
ruined my life? Away! away! before |
strike you to the ground !”

“1 will not move till you promise to
acknowledge me and little Oliver,” she
persisted. ‘ He is your own sod, remem-
ber 1”

“1 will not.”

“1 agree not to annoy you afterwards.
Acknowledge me in the face of the world,
and | will go my ways. Let me pass one
day and night at Beln”out, and then | will
leave you forever.”

“1 will not.”

“ Oliver, you are a fool! Youcan’t marry
Miss Du Lys!”

“ And did you suppose | was going to lead
her to the altar to-morrow ?” he abked.

“ | did not suppose it, but I believe you
are capable of anything, Will you acknow-
ledge me and your son ?”

“1 will not,” he repeated.

“Then 1 shall take my own course.
Good-night.” She began to move away,
but Clinton laid his hand on her arm,

“ W hat are you going to do?” he baid.

“ The first thing to morrow 1 shall go to
Mr. Du Lys and tell him the whole story.”

“ Mr. Du Lys is away from home.”

“That is a trifle. 1 shall go then to Mr.
Philland the Lawyer, or to Mr. Fremaine,
who is a magistrate. At all events, it will
be known before nightfall that Sir Oliver
Clinton is a married man.”

“ They won’t believe you.”

“But they will investigate and X have
proofs.”

“Why have you chosen this moment to
harass me,” abked he.

“Why ?sherepeated. “Why ? Aok your
conscience—if you have one left. You
should have avoided Miss Du Lyss if you
wanted to keep me quiet.”

“ Woman ! what have you to do with
Miss Du Lys ?”

“ This, Oliver. If you have the heart to
deceive an innocent lady, | am woman
enough still to say | will be no party to it.
| have bided my time, and now | speak
partly for'Mi”8 Du Lys’ sake as well as
my boy’s.”

There was a dead sileuce. The rushing
of the weir alone broke the silence. At last
Clinton spoke.

“ You need not trouble yourself,” he said,

harshly. “ 1 will acknowledge you to-mor-
row.”
“Do you mean it?” Bbe said, anxiousJy.
“1 do.”
“ Thank you I Oh, thank you !”

He turned from her without a word, and
strode away. But she ran after him and
touched his arm. The wronged and indig-
nant woman was softened.

“ Oliver, I have vexed you,” she said.
“But it was not for myself, and the child
iB your own son.”

“1 know it,”
alone.”

“Will you come to breakfast tomor-
row ?” Bhe said, still following him.

“1 do not think so.”

“ Do, Oliver, do !”

‘VI do not think you would wish to see
me to-mdérrow, Sarah—at breakfast time.
Leave me, | desire you.”

“ Like this, Oliver ?”

“Woman, | command you to go!” he
said, stopping short and speaking with
great severity.

Mrs. Cambridge slunk away abashed.
She was in the right, and he was in the
wrong, but at that moment it seemed as if
he were a righteous judge and she a culprit.
Almoet sobbing, she sped back to the Lock
house. She had triumphed, but her tri-
umph sat uneasily upon her. She had
loved Clinton once, and now she had made
him miserable. Should she not write him
a note on the morrow, telling him that she
would forego her rights, and remain in
seclusion yet a little longer, if only he
would quit Belmont, and see Miss Du Lys
no more ? But she did not write it. Instead,
she went with shaded candle to look at her
Bleeping boy.

“No, no,” she murmured, passionately.
“ 1 loved your father once, but I shall love
you always, my darling !”

CHAPTER

Clinton rushed home in a tumult of
angry and excited feelings, and gave his
orders ourtly as he threw his hat and stick
upon the table.

“ Call me at six, Jennings ; | shall bathe
as usual,” he said. “ 1 don’t want anything
more to-night.”

Then he mounted the stairs, and banged
the door of the one spacious apartment
that the little shooting-box contained, and
whioh Clinton, like his predecessor, was
accustomed to use both as bedchamber and
sitting-room. Here he threw hinmelf into
a chair by the writing-table, and, leaning
his head upon his folded arms, remained
for a long time profoundly silent. He rose
at last, for something seemed to impel him
to move. Strange forms seemed hovering
round him. The place was full of shapes.
The dimmest corners of the room seemed
to#helter them. To his excited imagina-
tion weird little goblins peered at him from
every angle. Every cranny in the walls
seemed to harbor a grinning manakin.
The air was loud with voiceless hootings ;
the place was alive with pointing fingers.
Tbe uncouth crew seemed to prance and
caper in a hideous delight; their elfish
sides seemed to shake with a savage mirth.
They appeared glad to have been resusci-
tated out of the cobwebs of past ages to
gibe and stare at a man who was disgraced
in his own sight. “ Aha!” they seemed to
sh riek, without utterance—* You owl ! you
idiot I you gaping imbecile ! You are caught
in suoh a humiliation as no man can endure
and live I” And then they seemed to yell
with infernal spite, and to burst into peals
of dreadful laughter.

“Oh, Melicentl Melicent!” he moaned.
Regret clung bitterly about bis heart. He
was sore laden, and the presences around
him jeered with impious delight.

He began to write, and indited a few
words. Then he changed his mind, tore
up the soiled sheet, and threw it from him.
He did this many times. Soon the floor
was strewed with fragments of paper. But
he could not satisfy himself, and still tho
mooking crowd of speechless fiends kept up
their graceless and ill-natured merriment
around him. Twenty times he wrote,
“ Dear friend, before 1 enter Charon’s
inhospitable boat | must speak to you once
more, if only by letter.” Twenty times
he dashed down, “ My love, my Melicent,
farewell.” Twenty times he began, “ My
dear Miss Du Lys—This letter is merely
to apologize for my insolence, and to bid
you good-bye.” But nothing sufficed him,
and the mouthing crowd about him gam-
bolled and leaped among the scattered
papers, and twisted them into ropes, and
folded them into shrouds, and elbowed one
«mother, and gesticulated at the human
fool who sat gazing at them in his fevered

he replied. “Leave me

IX.

misery. Groaning, Clinton gave up the
attempt to compose a letter, and began
pacing up and down the long room. *“ Me-
licent! Melicent!” he uttered ever and
anon in his deep agony.

He recurred his pen
&ietermination

“My Dear Sir"—he wrote, in a firm
and legible hand—“1 beg to apprise you
that the woman now living at the Lock
Cottage on the Belmont estate, and calling
herself Mrs. Cambridge,is my wife, and that
her child is my son and heir. | married
her on the 13th of May, ten years ago, two
days after my coming of age, at St Jude’s
Church, in the City.

“ Thanking you for the politeness you
have ever shown me in all matters of busi-
ness,

with a stern

“1 remain, youre sincerely,
“ Otiver Clinton.”
He perused this epistle twioe, then folded
it neatly, enclosed it in an envelope, and
directed it to the head of a firm of solicitors
in London.
“That is done,” he said drawing a long

breath. “ 1 will go to bed.”

He began to think of Mrs. Catr-
bridge and her children—his ohil
dren. How he hated them alll Was

it possible that he had ever loved that
woman ? He remembered the night when
he had seen her first. An acquaintance
had conducted him to the disreputable
little theatre where she played, and had
bidden him admire that devilish pretty
girl, Sally Cambridge. He remembered
how she had presently appeared in boy’s
clothes, and how she had capered and sung,
and made eyes, and how the audience had
vociferously applauded her, and how he
had clapped and stamped and encored from
his conspicuous position in the Btage-box.
And he remembered how, at the end of the
play, he had gone behind the scenes, and
how he had been introduced to the devilish
pretty girl, and how they had supped to-

gether, and how she had entertained him
with her lively chatter and her arch
repartees. Again his eyelids fell for an

instant, and he groaned. He saw himself,
like a poor, little moth, hovering round a
fierce and unhallowed light, hurrying to
that theatre night after night, and night
after night applauding the Cambridge, and
night after night being fascinated by her
witticisms and drolleries over the supper
for which he always paid. And then he
knew himself to be madly in love with her,
and he heard himself wildly beseech-
ing her love in return ; and fioally he saw
bimeelf wedding her at St. Jude’s Church,
in the City, with muoh exultation aud
exceeding joy. For a while he knew him-
self to have been happy. He had been
intoxicated with a strange delirium. His
finer sensibilities had slept, until—until—
He could not bear the thought. He pressed
hie hands upou his eyes, he Btrove to Btop
his ears. For the tricksy goblins around
bim seemed to be bellowing triumphantly
that he had played and lost, and to be
chuckling with malevolent glee over his dis-
may and mortification.

With a convulsive effort be conjured
up ihe remembrance of the grand
mother who had brought him up. He had
thought her so venerable, he had thought
life must seem so tediously long to her ;
and now he knew that she had been barely
Bixty when she died. He recollected Baying
to her one day when he was a little boy,
“ Grannie, you are as old as any one can
be, are you not?” And he recollected how
she had smiled and kissed him and replied,
“ When you are as old as | am, dear boy,
you will know.” And now he would never
be as old and he would never know 1 And
the unholy shapes enciroling him assumed
more repuhive attitudes and performed
more repellent gestures than ever, and the
noise of their ungodly mirth sounded like
the cannon ou a thousand battle-fields. He
turned impatiently to another thought.
He remembered going to church with his
grandmother on a day when Bhe had hast-
ened him forward and bidden him be quick
lest they should not be in time for the
opening hymn. It had been Easter-day,
and he had strained every nerve to run ;
but before they reached the lych-gate a
gush of melody had been borne to them
across the graves, and jubilant voices had
sung aloud—

Jesus Christ is risen to-day ;

Alleluia!
He had panted to join the neavenly anthem,
and he had run with all his might, and
slipped into his equare pew, and gazed at
the choir singing so exquisitely in the
gallery. A kindly hand had doffed his for-
gotten hat for him and had put a book
before him, and he too had opened his lips
and sung—

Now above the st He’s King;

lleluia !

He raised his voice now, and sung the long
unheard verse, and as he sang the foul and
sneering phantoms fell away, and seemed
to dissolve into nothingness.

Four oclock. Clinton was asleep.

Six o’clock. Jennings was standing
gravely by his master’s disordered bed,
acquainting him with the hour, and prof-
fering his assistance at the toilet. Clinton
awoke with a start, and a full and instant
recollection of the visions of the night.
He wondered whether he had awaked with
the song of triumph on hie lips. He Boanned
the servant's countenanoe, butitwas imper-
turbably discreet. He dismissed the man
pleasantly, and Jennings, as he quitted the
room, espied the letter on the writing-table,
and inquired if he should send it to the
post.

“Yes,” returned Clinton.
goes by the early mail.”

Then he rose, equipped himself for his
morning swim, and went out.

Clinton strode forward, and before he
was aware he found himself singing the
Easter hymn in a loud voice, and as he
sang his goblin foes seemed to vanish. He
had reached the deep dark pool above the

“Be sure it

weir, and there he sat down upon the
gras«, and busied himself with the laces of
his boots. But he was not unfastening

them. Was he inextricably lacing one boot
to the other ?

When Clinton rose he stood for amoment
looking thoughtfully into the still waters.

The lark above still carolled gayly. The
sky was cloudless, the hay-scent sweet ;
men’s voices still enlivened the air. But a

contorted, hideous face floated on the water
and grimmaced at him, and the weir called
to him tumultuously. “ Come ! come 1" it
raved.

“on! on!” cried his
voice. “On! on! or we shall
Easter hymnl”

Then Clinton burst into the hymn again.

“ “Now above the sky he’s King,”” he
sang, triumphantly, ecstatically.

“Come 1come!” thundered the weir.

“Ou! on!” urged his grandmother’s
voice. “On!on! lest we mise the EaBter
hymn 1’

“ “Alleluia *” he sang in reply.

Then he plunged into the black, terrible
pool. He was a good Bwimmer. But he
did not rise again to the surface.

“ 4 Alleluia I” sang the remote echo,
faintly.

The lark continued his song, but the
Easter hymn had ceased.

Seven o’clock. A man passing through
the fields saw something in the river which
claimed his attention. He started and
turned pale. Then he rushed from the
spot shouting for aid.

(To be continued.)

grandmother’s
miss the

Hultce and Flats.

When Bt BB moved into an apartment
house, Fogg remarked to Mrs. B., “ Quite
appropriate, Mrs. Baas ; sweet to the suites,
you know.” Fenderson, who was present,
thought it was a pretty nice little oompli-

mentjsowhen he saw Bass next day he
thought he would try it. “ 1 hearyou have
moved into a family hotel,” he began;

“quite appropriate, flat to the flats, you
know."™ And Fenderson still wonders why
Bass should get mad over a remark that
had made Mrs. B. smile so sweetly.—Boston
Transcript.

FECHE IN GH.RH

Sleeper, Lounger, Fidget, Watcher, Time

Keepen Squeaker.

EXCENTRATIES OF HEARERS AD DOERS

As you preach the word, my dear young
brother, oast your eyes around upon the
congregation and you will observe these
people, as follows, to wit, namely, viz :

THE SLEEPER.

He will be there. Peradventure he
leaneth his chin upon a cane, so that when
the moment of deep and profound slumber
cometh upon him, bis chin slippeth off and
with the bang of his head upon the pew in
front of him heis awaked. Howbeit, the
baug upon his wife’s head no man can
bear. Or, the Blumberer may sit bolt up-
rightand nod in time to his deep and regular
breathing. Only when you cast your eyes
upon him, the watchful wife of, his
bosom stabs him with her elbow, and he
glareth upon the congregation as who
should eay : “ He that sayeth | slept, the
same is a liar and a villain and a horre-
thief.” Or, if he be so that he leaneth his
head back until the lid thereof falleth down
between his shoulders, and he playeth fan-
tastic tunes with his nose, insomuch" that
the boysin the gallery make merry over the
same, then is it hazardous to awaken this
slumberer right suddenly, because he
dreameth of divers things, and sayeth to
the tithing man who shaketh him up,
“ Hey ? hi! ha! yes, yes, all right! I'm
up.” And thus is the congregation much
scandalized. But if he foldeth his handker-
chief over the back of the pew iu front, and
boweth his head devoutly upon the same,
even in that moment when the text is pro-
nounced, then will that sleeper trouble no
one, but will slumber sweetly on uutil the
time of the benediction, and "he will awaken
refreshed and smiling, and he wiil extol the
sermon and magnify the preacher. He is
the old-timer from Sleepy Hollow.

THE LOUNGER.

He falls into the pew and slides easily
into the most comfortable corner. He
shakes himself down into a comfortable
attitude. His legs extend under the pew
in front and meet his hips atthe crookedest
of obtuse angles. He crooks his pliant
elbow iuto the arm of the pew, and drops
the side of his fH.ce into the fearful hollow
of his hand, by means of which he pushes
nis oheek up iuto his eye. His shoulders
are nearly on a level with his head. Every
time you look at him you expect to see him
slide out of sight. And although you are a
good man, sometimes you wish he would,
and never oome up again.

THE FIDGET.

look for him or not, you
know where he is. He pushes the hassock
away with a long, resonant groan of its
own. Then he sits bolt upright, hooks his
shoulder-blades over the back of the pew
aud bangs on. He is going to sit Btill this
Sunday if it kills him. But the pew is too
high, so he settles down a little. Then he
puts a hymn book between his back and
the pew. Then he leans forward and lets
it fall with a crash. Then he folds his
arms; he half turns and lays one arm
along the back of the pew. Suddenly he
elides down and braces both knees against
the back of the pew ia front. Ah, that’s
comfort. It lasts ninety seconds, when he
abruptly straightens up, elevates both
arms and hooks his elbows over the back of
his pew. That isn’t what he wants ; bis
legs are tired ; he reaches for the hassock
with both feet, upsets it, and in a frantic
effort to stay it kicks against the pew.
Covered with burning embarrassment he
pulls out his watch twioe or thrice without
onoe looking at it. He folds his arms
across his breast, then he crosses them
behind his back ; he thrusts his hands into
his pockets, he drops a Bible ou the floor
and puts his feet into his hat, and at times
you look to see him go all to pieces, but he
doesn’t. He stays together and comes back
next Sunday, every limb and joint of him.

THE WATCHER

His neck is fitted on a globe socket and
turns clear around. He sees everything
that goes on. The man who comes iu late
does not escape him, and it is vain for
the tenor to think he got that little note to
the alto conveyed between the leaves of the
hymn book unobserved. The watcher saw
it. He sees the hole in the quarter that
Elder Skinner dropped in the plate. He
sees that Deacon Slowboy hae but one cuff.
If the door Bwinge he looks around ; if the
window moves noiselessly he looks up. He
sees the stranger in his neighbor’s pew,
and he sees Brother Badman sitting away
back uuder the gallery, furtively taking a
chew of the inhibited fine-cut. All things
that nobody wants him to see the watcher
sees. He Bees so much he has no time to
listen.

Whether you

THE TIMEKEEPER.

As you pronounce your text you see the
timekeeper take out his watch, look at it
carefully and close it with a snap that Bays :
“Go!” clear to the pulpit. You know that
he has you down to a second, and that he
keeps a faithful record of the length of
every sermon you preach, usually adding
five or ten minutes to the record, “ to allow
for a difference in watches.” During the
sermon he refers to that watoh every few
minutes or oftener. Aid when you havo
been preaching, Bay, twenty five- wwuw lea,
the timekeeper looks at his wat.cb and biHTK
Can he believe his eyes? He look* at u.«
watch; then he gazes at you. Then Ik
looks around at the clock on the g<lien to
be assured that his watch bnbn’s b<a
stopped ever since I*st Sunday. Theu
makes a movement to close the watch and
return it to his pocket, but thalL-ge* his
mind, looks at it again, smiles a despairing
smile, and holds his hand up a little so that
his neighbor can see what time it is. Theu,
with a long, fixed look at you, he clicks his
watch shut and slowly returns it to his
pocket with the expression of a man whceo
amazement has struck him dumb, and who
cannot actually believe the evidence of bis
own senses. If the timekeeper cannot ruin
the closing five minutes of your sermon
you are proof againBt annoyance.

THE SQUEAKER
He comes in late. His pew is the
furthest from the door. His boots are

vocal monsters that are never worn save on
the Sabbath Day to keep it noisy. Down
the long aisle he walks, squee-squaw,
squee-squaw. When he reaches his pew
there are BtrangerB in it. He is the soul of
hospitality, and he wouldn’t disturb one of
them for 11,000. Back he goes to a seat
under the gallery, squee-squaw, squee-
squaw. Then he remembers that he has a
notice for you to read, and back he squeaks
to the pulpit, hands you the wrong notice,
and solemnly squawks back to the pulpit,
delivers the proper notioe, and calmly
squawks baok to his distant seat, he alone
solemn, while all others are inc'ined to
smile. The Bqueaker is such a good man
you can’t bear to scold him. He iB awfully

good. And the gooder he is the worse he
squeaks.—R. J. Burdette in Cincinnati
Enquirer.

—The chord of sympathy is often best
expressed by a cord of wood.

—None but the most inhuman would
think of pulling down the blind.

—An acrobat named Charles Warton
met hia death yesterday at Milwaukee
while practising a double Bomersault.

A philosopher who had borrowed some

money to pay for his night’s lodging at a :

hotel, woke up in the night and saw a per-
son climbing through the window.

truder, “ Look here, my friend, you’ll get

into debt if you rob me ; for you won’t find ,

anything but unreceipted tailor’s bills in
my pockets.”

With j
admirable nonchalance he said to the in- j

C/hilctren’fl nsvrers \Vtole*

I have been examining some board schools
jin geography, aud fancy that a few of the
childreu’s answers may haye a general
linterest. Their excellent text book deals
llittle with statistics, and much with
;climate, history and national manners; ic
also contains some simple and interesting
i observation™ about free trado. ;\J3ut tie
most interestingbook can be made dull. |
found 'hat the children, while able to give
;an accurate list of the exports of Norway,
;could not recall the picture of a fiord..
They knew that the latitude of Paris was
49 degrees, but when asked “ What is
latitude?” they were either dumb or in-
clined to the following views: “ Latitude
means lines ruuniog straight up ”
“Latitude means zones in climate.” “Lati-
tude is measured by multiplying the length
by the breath.” Agaiu, together with cor”
recb lists of imports, | received the follow-
ing définitions of customs duties :
“ Customs are ways, duties are things that
we have to do, and we ought to do them ”
(from a girl). “ Custom; is’ duties are to
go in the places and buy what they waut,
not stopping about, but goout when they
are done” (from a boy).—Pall Mall Gazette.

X *** “ Necessity is tho mother of inven-
tion.” Dise vses of the liver, kidney and bowols
brought forth that sovereign remedy Kidney-
Whbrt, which is nature’s normal curative for ail
those dire complaints. In either liquid or dry
form it is a perfect remedt){ for those terriblo
diseases that cause so inauy deaths.

! Milk is sold at 6 0073ts
Portage la Prairie.

per quart at

A pint cf the finest ink for families or
schools can be made from a ten-cent package of
Diamond Dye. Try them.

Virtue itself offends when coupled with
forbidding manners—Bishop Middleton.

Dr.Benson’s Skin Cure consists of internal and
extnmal treatmentat same time, and it makes
tiie skin white, soft and smooth. It contains no
poisonous drugs $i, at druggists.

The best stimulant for the hare—A grey-
hound"*

“l am truly thankful that | everused Dr.Ben-
son's Celery and. Chamomile Pills, for they cured
my periodical headache.” Mr«. J. R. Paddison,
Point Caswell, N.C. 50cts. at druggists.

—People who had much at stake—

Martyrs.

C.atnrrh ol th«; diiulfrr
Stinging irritation, inflammation, all Kidney
and Unnary Complaints cured by Buchii-
paiba.” #1.

—No lady can fau herself without giving
herself airs.

OUT AND RHEUMATISM ARE
inflammations of the joints nnd muscles
blood poisoning by uric acid, the brick dust
deposit found in the urine of dyspeptics an error
of nutrition from a failure of conversion of the
nitrogenized or tissue food iuto healthy blood.
There is no specific cure, the aim being to secure
digestion and assimilation, and arrest the
formation of the blood poison. WHEELER’8
PHOSPHATES AND CALISAYA being .the beet
remedy we have for stomach troubles, it is &t
once evident why ic has proved of so great value
in these diseases.

—Very warm friend* prove ofteu to be
only summer friends.
Fli<*n aud Eliigx,
Plie«, roaches, ants, bed-bugs, ratfl, mice,

Eophers, chipmunks, cleared out by "Rough on
ats.” 15c.

—Thieves are always willing to take

a stand " in any business.

*Itis impossible for a woman to suffer from
weakness after tabing Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound.

—Bad habits are like hornets ; if you
keep away from them they won’tharm you.

“Oolden Jl.dbnl Uiticovcry M

for all scrofulous and virulent blood-poisons, is
specific. By druggists.

—No kiud of a season ever affects the
crop of accordéon players.

“ Bt-mtof Aif.”

Dr. R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N.Y.: Dear Sir,—
My family has used your “favorite Prescrip-
tion,” and it has done all thatisclaimed font.
It is the best of all preparations for female com-
plaints. | recommend it to all my customers.

G. S. WATERMAN, Druggist, Baltimore, Md.

—Ornithologists declare that a sparrow
will eat twenty pounds of wheat a year.

The BlUous,

dyspeptic or constipated should address, with
two stamps and history of case for pamphlet

d’s Dispensary Medical

Buffalo N.y.

Association,

i.iver, Kidney aa«l Bright*« I)3m«;nHe.

A medicine that destroys tho germ or cause of
Bright’s Disease, Diabetes, Kidney and Liver
Complaints, and has power to root them out of
the system, is above all price. Such a medicine
is Hop Bitters, and positive proof of this can be
found by onetrial or by asking your neighbors,
who have been cured by it.

—No library is complete without it—
The feather duster.

Kwponaib

When you visit or leave New YorK city, save
baggage expressage aud carriage hire, and stop
at the Grand Union Hotel, OPposite Grand
Central Depot. Elegant rooms, fitted up at a
cost of one million dollars, reduced to !l and
upwards per day. European plan. Elevator
Restaurant supplied wth the best. Horse cars
stages and elevated railroads to all depots
Families can live better for loss money at the
G™and Union Hotel than at any other first-class
hotel n the city.

A good name for an engineer’s wife—
Lucinda (loose cinder).

JttttrvyN | COKNH ! COKN*
Discovered atltst, aremedy that i- sure safe
and painless. Putnam’s Paintess Cohn EX-

tractor never fails never causes pain nor even
the slightest discomlort. Buy Putnam’ corn
Ex ractor, and beware of the many cheap, dan-
gerous, and flesh-eating substitutesin the market.
See that it is made by l'oibon & co., Kingston.

Early and provideut fear is the mother
of safety.—Burke.

Y *Hun» PI<*iisuffering from early indiscretions
lack brain and nerve force. Maguetic Medicine
advertised in another column, supplies this
w_?ut and thus cureswhen all otherpreparations
ail.

The man who never excites
excites admiration.

envy never

Thai Bltifcbonmt of JTiine

Is three times the man he was before he began
using mWells’Health Renewer ” .$1. Druggibts.

The nature of the bite of the leach has
been examined by M. Garlet. He detached
the animal from tlie bhaved skin of the
rabbit at different stages. Suppose ascari-
fier, with three toothed and equi-distant
blades withdrawing fn*m one another
while they presR into the skin, and opera
ting several times successively in the same
place ; this gives a pretty exact idea of the
mechanism.

-WOB.T,
AT CURE

FOR

Asq It is for a tﬁe painfu diseases tlie

KIDNEYS,LIVER AND BOWE
It cleanses the system of the acrid pmson
that causes the dreadful suffering which
only the V|ct|ms of Rheumatism can realize.
ANDS Or CASES
or the worst forms of this terrible disease
Have been quickly relieved, and in short time
PERFECTLY CURED.
PRICE $1. LIQUDCRDRY, SOLD |V DRIHXASTS
ry can be sent, by mail.

D
Vv-b'LbS,HICHARDSON & Co. Buvlinfton Vt "

LU L L -

'

FOR THE

Kiffis Ivg &dw m m m

TUB SIEST BI.OOR PUHIFIEK.

There is only one wavbywhich any disease; cp.&
be cu ed, and that is by removing the cause—
whatever it nmy e The great medical author-'
itiea of the day declare that nearly every disease
is caused by deranged kidne\s orliver. To restore
thes iberefore iatho only way b\ which health
oan be secured. Hereis where W njian»’« Wnt«
i urf has achieved its great reputrtion. It acte
directly upon the kidneys aud liver and by plac-

them in a healthy condition drives disease
and paiy fr-w thp system. For all Kidney, Liver
and Uriual-y troubles, for tbe distressing dis-

ordersj of/women, for Malaria aud physical
troubles generally, thja groat remedy has no
eqftal. e->are of impostors, imitation9 and

concoetio- sai$to be just as good.-

For Diabetes ask for IVaiuerV i»i«

Cu
For sale by all dealei-s.

is. ii.w A ftN im & i'o.,
Toronto. Ont. ; Rochenter. N. Y.; London Eng
'lo(i ESitter* are (lie Purent aud Beet

Bitter»* Ever iTlade.
They are compounded from Hops, Malt.
Buchu, Mandrake and Dandelion—the oldest
best and most valuable medicines in the

world and contain all the bestand most curative
properties of all oiher remedies, being the
greatest Blood Purifier, Liver Regulat >rand Life
and Health Restoriug agent on earth, No dis-
ease or ill health can possibly loug exist where
these Bitters are used, so varied and perfect are
th«dr operations.

They give new life and vigor to the aged and
infirm. To all whose employments cause irregu-
larity of the bowels or urinary organs, or who
require an Appetizer, Tonic and mild Stimulant,
Hup Bitters are invaluable, being highly cura-
tive, tonic ond stimulating, without intoxicat-
in .

No matter what your feeliugs or symptoms are,
what the disease or ailment is, use Hop Bitters.
D >nt wait until you are sick, but if you only feel
bad or miserable, use Hop Bitters atone-". It
may i-ave your life. Hundreds have been saved
by so doing. $5-:0 will be paid for a case they
will notcure or help.

Do not suffer or lec your friends sulior, but use
and urge them to use Hop Bitters.

Remember, Hop Bitters is no vile, drugged,
drunken nostrum, but tbe Purest and  Beat
Medicine ever made ; the “ Invalid’s Friend and
Hope,” and no [ﬁerson or family should b« with-
outthem. Try the Bitters to-day.

M Ewmscm fEH Y .

. BSTFor several years we bave furnished the »
Dmrymen of America 'with an excellent arti-
ficial colorforbutter; so meritorious thatit met”
jwith great success everywhere receiving the n
highest and only prizes at both International é
Dairy Fairs

* 0 ™Eut by patient and scientific chemical re
searchwe have improved in several points,

inow oilerthisnew coloras the bestin IhEWOI'|d ‘w

It Will Not Colorthe Buttermilk. Et*
Will Not Turn Rancid. It Isthe

Strongest? Brightest and ;

Cheapest Color Bflade» |

B~"And, whilo prepared in oil, is socompound >
ed thatitis impossible forit to become rancid. S
of all imitations, and of ai! «
otner oil colors, for they are liable to become 4
rancid and spoilthe butter.
tuTIfyou.cannotgotthe “improved” write us J
to know where and bow to ‘t'Ct itwithoutextra
expense. 9 u
WELLS, RICHARDSON A < HuriinHon, Vt. |

a

LTH QFV.'QbiAfA

LYDIA PINKHAM’S
YEGETABL-6 COMPCiiim

A Sure Cure for nil W INbE WEAK.
NESSESj Inclmli’ig Lencorrhoea, Ir-

regular and Painful Menstruation,

Inflammation and Ulceration of
the Womb, Flooding, PRO-
LAPSUS UTERI, &o»

S3t“PJcasantto the taste, efficacious and immediate
In its effect. Itisa greathelpin pregnancy, and re-
lieves pain during laborand atregular peiioda

PHYSICIANS t’SE IT ANDPRESCRIBE IT FREELY.
ISrFor all Weaknesses of tho generative organs
of either sex, it Issecond to no remedythathas over

been before the public; and for‘all diseases of the
Kidneys itis the Greatest Remedy in the World.

("KIDNEY COI>IPIJAINTSofEither Sex
Find GreatReliefIn Its Use.

IITMJ1 E. PINIOTAM’i BbOOI> PILUT TP/
will eradicate every vestigo of Humors fiom the
Blood,at the sametime willgive tone and strength to
the system. Asmarvellousin resultsasthe Compound.

t"Botlithe Compound and Blood Purifier are pre-
pared at 233 and 235 W estern Avenue, Lynn, Mass
Price of either, $1. Six bottles for £5. The Compound
issent by »mail in the form of pills, cr of lozenges, on

receipt of price, $1 per box for either. Kr ham
freely answers all letters of inquiry. En cent
stamp. Send forpamphlet. Mention this, i

07-Lydia JE. Pntknam’y | tvkr Prei.8 or.m
tion, Biliousness and Torpidity of tho Liv, i

ITSold by ail i2rw ?ri*fF.\-*

ay at_hora

day at tuipie» worth
sfifroe’ KTTN4f>r- i Me

e+
<>

W ww

HAS &EEIA PROVED
The SUREST CURE for

KIPWEY DISEASES ]I

Doesalame back ordisordered urine indi- *
catethatyou are a victim? THEN DO NOT
HESITATE; use Kidney-W ortatonce, (drug-
gists recommend it)and it willspeedily over-
come the disease and restore healthy action.

H im<cb63; Eorcomplaints peculiar

S«mC4'U!IBWwOB toyour sex., such as pain

andweaknesses, Kidney-W oi'tisunsurpassed,
asitwillactpromptly and safely.

EitherSex. Inoontinenee,retention ofurine,
brick dustorropy deposits,and dull dragging
pains, all speedily yield to its curativo power.
43- SOLD BY ALL PRUG G-ISTS. Price 1

&7*fcA WEniK. ibma da
@ | u Costly oufit free.

ac mowwu oabliy made
rue & C<Augupta, Me

Information that will save mairy UM
Prevention is better than cure. 1.

34iM CMALLGA!

L, SC

RHEUMATINEt

THE GREAT CURE FOR

NATISM

And all complaints of a Rheumatic nature,

RHEUMATINE is not a sovereign remeﬁ( for
“all the ills that flesh is heir to," but for NEU
RALGIA, SCIATICA, RHEUMAVISM,
-complaints of Rheumatic nature.

IT IS 1 6ILLE CORE

ana

From IWr. 1*. Futlison, (»Jnniifactiirei’ an«|
W lioifNiilc iu Klweuils, Uenlec-
-tiotif'ry mid f ii»««» xigreftwest,
Ifawllon.

mjt ) January 15th, 1883.

.N.Suthertand.

Dkar Sir —Hiving purchased four bottles ot
Rheumatioe, it fives mt<much pb-aHnre to inform
you that it hart been of great benefit to my wife,
who has been a i-ufferer from rheumatism torthe
past eight years. AS £t>myi-elf, it has made
my géneral health mu,oh better. w6 n

Yours truly, N J
PATTISON.J

* [SOLD BY ALL DHTTGGISTS. f

The Ukermetine Manufacturing Ga
ST CATHARINES, ONT.
J. Whier do., WhoU-aiili«
fSITMSSiMit».

194t

[T PP I SR

BEFORE-AND-AFTER

ectric Appliancos aro sent on 30 Days’ Trial.

a MeM AMY, VOILW OR 3LB,

>m Nkrvous DEBIiniTr, j
m iK of Nerve Force ahd 1
IES,and all those diseases 1
suiting from Abvsed and [
Tiiof and complete reato-
d MaN"GOOCUARANTT.ED.
tho fvirieteenth C*nturj
uhle iree. Addre:

I VStjfiSS «KTIJKjeABWAUJIBIINBS._J

TITIrvprTw I

CAN BE OTTKED W SIX MONTHS BY
THE tfSE OP

LT ,A8 BECTROCLTIVK TRUS

War. anted to hold and be eomfortah
Circular free

14T O bt"&E -Au3l3dsST
4 QUEEN ST. BAST, TORONTO.

THE ONLY

\EE/RE
CURE

Loss of
f Indigestion, stomach,
Habitual Costiveness,
Bliosness.

\ Piice, 2 s. per bottle. Sold by all Druggists.

Thetno one now om itto buy * |«
The fragrant “ Teaberry,” and try ~ ?
Upon the Tebtir its cleansing powers,
Andgain a Breath like scent of flowers,

If

I»

T!k

We get many leLie.
pleasantresults from <
peraments having usv

Those subject to
caused by Indigestion
Burprised hew rapid];.
corrects the secretion’
Usually a O-cent swir lvif
valuo.

r] 'HE WILLIAMS EVAPORATOR,
A for the preservation of all kinds of fruits

and vegetables. Manufactured by S. E.&J. M

Sprout, Hamilton, Canada. Send for circular.

«a week in your own town. Terms and $
*out/Y free. B. Hai.tartt 4 C\, Portland, Me

Endorsed by the French Academy op Medicine

FOR INALAMVATION G- THE LRINARY GRGANS
caused by Indiscretion or Exposure. Hotel Dieu
Hospital, Paria, Treatment. Positive Cure in
one to three days. Local Treatment only
required. No nauseous doses of Cubebs or
Copaiba.

Infaltlible, Hygienic,Curative,Preventive

Price $1 50, including Bulb Syringe. Sold by
Druggists, or sent free by mail, securely sealed
on receipt of price. Deacriptive Treatise free
Application AMERICAN AGENTS “66 " MED I
CINE CO Waindsor, Ont. Sold by all Druggists

INDIGESTION

HIS SEVEN-HEADED MON-

STER ismore ea ily overcome by the use

ORMAN'S ELECTRIG BELTS

Than any other remedy, and it cannot
possibly do any injury.

GUARANTEED GENUINE
Circularand Consultation Free.

A. NORMAN. 4 Queen street east, Toronto.

tﬂﬂ/\HQNELRC{GA

«Tolmson’s Ai odyne Liniment i
(for Internal ai>d External Use) will |
instantaneously relieve these ter-I'
Irible. diseases, and will
sent free by mail. Don’t1

S. JOHNSON & CO., Boston, Mass.



