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WON AT LAST.

A faint cry of despair reminded me of my
selfish forgetfulness, aud turning about X
discovered Psyche standing at a little dis-
tance from me with her arms outspread,
vainly oncseavouring to see in tho light that
blinded her. There was a piteous bewild-
ered look in her face that seemed to say, “|I
am abandoned. What shall | do in this
world whore each cno goes his *~ay 1’

And then whan | looked at her hair matted
with the sand, her drabbled diess hanging
heavily from her ehoulders with the sea w:ush
from ihe burrow, my heart reproached me
for my ingratitude. For she had toiled as
much as |. nay more ; cheerfully ready at
any hour of bhe r.it'ht or day to bury berielf
in the wet sand, to dig anrt drag as she was
bidden, suffering hardships with smiles,
risking her life fearlessly day aijid night for
mouths iu the struggle to inakci mo happy,
and all fer this—to bo forgotten ia tho fir.jb
moment of my freedom 1

“Ob, you are not gone 1" she exclaimed,
clutching my hand as | touched her and
spoke her name. “Not yet,” she added
ntrivirg to open her eyes that she might Dee
me.

“ 1 shall never leave you, Psyche,” 1
said ; “1 only forgot you for a moment in
the first joy of seeing the world again.”

“Is iti bo very beautiful ?” the asked.
I can see nothing but a light that makes
me ache.”

“Tho sun is right over our beads ; it
makes me blink to lock up. Wuen he goes
down you will bo able to look at the glory

of it. But you feel the beautiful fro&h air,
donl you V

<Yes, it is good. Like drinking when
you are thirsty.”

“Yes, that is true, and the sight of the

blue f.ky is like tbat too.”

“1 wish I could look at it,” she said, rais-
ing her pale face; and moving her head
from side to side. How warm it is! Tell
ms wha( you see."

“Nothing but tha sun, and sky, and cl ff*,
and some jackdaws playing about? up there.”

“1 'sear them, | hear them, ' she said, joy-
fully—"Caw caw, oaw 1’

“ We are surrounded by groat irars:3 of
broken cliff; they shut out tbe view of the
sea, Bu'i wo can climb over them and make
our way to tha open rbere as Boon as tho
ieht fades, avid you can ur;c your eyes.”

‘ Why should we ".alt. it you wan’; to get
there ? Vou can guide mo ia the lightjust as
| used to gaile you iu the dark—do you re-
mainbar? slio asked tenderly.

“ Ver, | remember, clear. But | dare not
venture no» ; the tide ia risius?, and we may
ba hemmed iu. It will bo betisr to wait till
the tide ebbs ; then we shall h *vanothing to
fear, and shall both see. Bjnides wo havo
our tilings to get; wo should bo laughed at
if we showed ourBelves in this state.”

“1 will put oa my shoes ; no one wiii laugh
at me then.”

A wave ran np between the rocks and
touched vur feet; it wss time to return. We
wriggled baok into our burrow, the mouth
of which I stopped as W'i'l as X could with
pieor-s of chalk to prevene thainrush of sand,
and backed into tho ci.ve, dragging the
bucket after ua with tho sand dug outin cur
Passage.

The eight hours that followed were the
longest a..d most fedioiu X had yet eudured.
I had long ago decided upon the course |
should take when he got out of the cave,
and there now seemed nothing to do. To
dispel the tedium I was almost tempted to
mate an expedition into French Peter’s cave;
| was deterred rather by tbe uselessness
tbaa the danger of the venture. Tho treasure
was safer there th*n it could be anywhere
else, slid it would have beeu alike dangerous
and futi's to encumber ourselves with it in
our flijhb.

At six o'clock my grandfather whistled
down the well, and lowered a basket of
provisiots.

“ You're got fo do wirouii bread to night,
‘causa tho baker ain’t been to day,” be call-
ed. “ Butyou'll get double allowance to
morrow mornsn’ if you behave yourself.”

X emptied the basket, and sent it up with-
out) a word ; but 1 mentally promised to
behave myself in a manner that would
astonish him before another day was out.

At eight o'clock we want into the tunnel,
ar.d had an houi'dwork in clearing away tbe
sand washed in by t'etide. At length the
passage was free, and Psyche looting up
saw tbe countless stars in mute wonder.

“ Our work is done ; we can put oa our
best now,” X said to her.

We went buck aod changcd our clothes—
i trembling and my teeth chattering with
ixoiuir.'.n:..

“litiut. we iQ".ve all Psyche asked in a
low voic-i when che oame from her alcove.

“ Yes there is,nothing here that we shall
ever want again, pieare Gad,” suid |I.
“ W ait, tfcove la the food we put by in case of
tiejd. | will put it out for Caw. ’

“ Yes, poor Caw IHe will never Bit on my
shoulder any more. Webhan't have to Bcold
him for coming on our table again.”

Xran into the other oave and threw all
our store on the slab that served ua for a
table while Psyche remained in the lesser

one. Through the opening | saw her by
the light of the candle that stood on the
ground touching with her cheek the cirving
iu the chalL on whioh wo had spent so mmy
hours together, and laying her h.-ivl ten-
denly on tho hatohsts we had used in our
work, and when wo descended tor the last
time into the pit she turned round a«d.
spreading her arms towards 'hr cave as if
total e iu all that wen dear to irer. the said—
“ God byo I

The moon had rot yetrisen, but the stirs
gave us, inured to obscurity, ampie light to
find our way between the rocks end ovir the
scattered masses of cliff to the open >ho'e;
but it would have been another thine to
have rrttvi.c- 'l our stops through such a chaos
to the hcle from which we had oome. Hap
pily we git clear of tha sea-swept boulders
while the tide was yet low.

Psyche gaz?d at the boundless expanse of
sea and sky in silent awo for some tima, and
then she murmured half to herself, “Too
large, too great !’ But she was delighted
with the stars, and when rounding Dead
man's Point we came in sight of the young
moon hanging over tho watar with the shad-
owed disc in its embrace alow cry of rapture
came from her lips We got on to the downs
by the gap beyond Doadman’s Point, and
struck across for tho old London-rosd, and
now that we had no cliff beside us Psyche’s
wonder at the unbroken expanse around us
waa inexpressible. “No walls I” she said.
And the soft grass under her feet in plaoe of
the sand she had always known was another
marvel. She triad to scoop it up in her
hand, and when | plucked some and put it

in her hand she laughed at this new oddity
iu this new world.

W e had not yet met a single living crea-
ture, but as we neared the road | beard
sounds of footsteps and voices, and Pysehe
told me she saw two persons coming, one
little and ono bi«. A few seconds after-
wards | saw a stout woman and a boy laden

<with bundles. Psyche slipped round and
clung to my other arm to be safe, while ahe
strained her eyes in wonder to see a girl so
large and a man so small.

“ Mrs. Bontam,” | said, recognising my
old landlady aa we drew near.

“ Surely that’'s not Mr. Bernard
back !"” she exclaimed.

“ It iu indeed, and I'm on my way to take
possession of my old rooms if you have not
lot them to anyone else.’

“ Biers your heart, no, sir. There they
aro just a'i you lIsit them. | shouldn’ohave
had the heart to let 'em to anyone e'33 if
1'3 had tho ch;«noo. Little did X think you
would ever come back to t&cm ; and itaa
real comfo/t in tbe midst of my trouble to
see you again. Tbero, take tho keys, sir,
there they are aii, and you know thelook of
'em almost as well as X do. You haven't
heard the sad news, I'll warrant; kow
should you when 1I'vo only jast got the
message by telegraph myseif. The lad
there brought it and scared me cut of my
wito nearly half an hour ago. My poor son
fcai been landed from his ship st S-‘urhamp-
ton with a fiver, and there he li“s now in a
stranger’'s house with no one to oars for

come

him. And now I'mon my way to Bonport
to catch tha last train, though while Xam
talking here I may lose it. | will write to

you to-morrow and tell you more, and you
will let is.e know all about your own affairs
tbat | have no time to ask about now,
though I am dying with curiosity to know
how yon havo fared and everything.’

Everything included Psyche, whose tiu
covered head and bare arms drew her eyes
from ma in perplexity, even while her mind
was oo divided between thoughts cf her son

1 myself. Aa fer tho telegraph metseags;
who waa carry ng a part ot the old lady's
l:u.atlly-pa<:ked Iuygage, he could scarcely

or taka hia eyes off Psyohe,
even when ft >Bantam trotted on calling
Mm to coma along.

“Who ia that one that you i;psko to ?”
whi-p:)i-ed Pysuiu as wo went our way.

“A dear old friend. We are goitg to
live in her house.”

“Housa—thac is a oave.”

“Yes, akind of cave, |
before I came toyou.”

<Not vary long?1

“Yes; years—much longer thsn
lived with you.”

“Then everyone does not go a different
way'—5omo stay together.”

“Ol, yes. A son sometimes stays with
his mother even whun he is n >longer a child.
A brother may live with his sister till they
grow quits old. *

“ Will you' ba my brother ?”

“ Yea.lVycha, that iajas» vviiat I should
like to be.”

She hugged my arm close and was Client
for awhile. 1poiutad to tha ir:-ea of the
Chttso Xark as we nnarid them. She looked
at them indifferently, reminding mo that
I had told her about them. Then prtao.'itly,
while X wondered what she was pondering,
she said,—

“ Y'ou like that old woman ?”

“ Yea ; she haa bean Uka a mother to me. ”

“ But you didn’'t talk to hor as you talk to
me,” she said, smiling ami abr.kicg her head.

“ What makes you think tha' ?*

“ Oh, I am sure of it, " the answerad with
delighted natiefaction, “ and that shows that
you like your sister more than you like your
mother.’

| iaughed, and then having come to the
cottage X told her itwas where we were to
live. She looked ot it incredulously, for to
her it stemed no more than a strangely-fash-
ioned mass ofrock, and could hardly believe
Her senses .vhen | opened the door and show-
ed her it waB habitable.

I lit a candle and took her through tho
rooms below, and thsn up the stairs to tho
rooms above and she was speechless with
wonder at tho strangeness of it and all the
surprising contrivances it contained. When
I got her to spaak | found that, th-i did not
admire the rooms. After tho cavas they
we-ra as much too email aB the world was
too larga. I he low, fl'tceilings and squared
walls wero ugly to her eyea. Bu: the
quantity and variety of colour everywhere
delighted her. Two things astonished her
beyond the raot—a looking glass, and a rcsa
trowing in a pot. Theglcss she thought
must be water; tho scent of tha rose took
her breath away. She was charmed with
the canary that hung in the sitting room—
it was such a wee littlo “caw,” and go
prettily coloured | 1 put it iu her bedroom
telling her that it would sing to her in the
morning.

“Show me how | may take him outof his
house,” she said.

“No, you must not do that,” said 1.
would flyaway if you did.”

She looked into my face in mournful
silence for a moment, and then she said:
“ Does everything that we love ia

world fly away and leave ns?”

lived with her

I have

“ Ha

ttia

CHAPTKH X V.

MY ORANDFATHSK SUES A CUIOST,

Wfcen  P-jyehe had called her last “ good
nig’it ' to mo from her room, as in the eavo
it was her custom to do before composing
herself to sleep, | stole out of the bous" to
breathe again tbe fresh air and a;j y the
full sente of freedom.

Alter standing awhiln grz”~g all rou id at
the heavens with an in; ff vble j >y in my heart
| passed through the garden, and turning
imrtiuctively towards the Chase, followed
the familiar path to the park gato8s my step
grcwing quicker aud more elastic under an
elation that was easily to «<e accounted for.
When X left the Chase |I had no profpsct
more hopeful than that of realising Sir
Henry Duncan's cynical suggestion by find-
ing aGolconda. Well, 1 had found what to
me was a Golconda, and now 1 could faca
Sir Heory and demand his danghter’a hand.

It was nearly midnight; there was no
light in the lodge keeper's window. The
gate was unlocked, and not a hundred yards
clown tbe drive waa a bend from which the
house could be seen. With no excuse but a
lover’s folly, | paasod the gate and walked
to the bend, and there | stood for fully five
minutes g.zlng at a solitary light in one of
tha windows, giving a looeie rein to my fancy;
and let;ing it carry me into a Paradise whore
| saw uo face but Ethel Duncan’s.

Wlien at length | turned to go baok |1
perceived a tail, grey figure standing in the
ally formed by afootpath which turned from
the drive at the bend. It was Sir Henry j |
recognised him at a glance. There was
nothing remarkable in his being there at this
hour, even if the night ha 1bean lees tempt-
ing to a late stroll. Ho was a man of odd,
ascetic habits, sometimes confining himself
for days together in ono room, at others
wandering on the downs night after night in
weather that made even tho coastguard shirk
his duty.

“ Who are yon ?” ho asked, stepping for-
ward. “ Bernard Thorne.’

“ | thought so,” he said, and then "lacing
himself before me with a stride as | was
about to paBS on ho added, in a peremptory
tone, “ Tell rna what you are doing here.”

| J'Csita'.od to answer, feeling that 1 had
placed myr.elf in a ridiculous position.

“ You hava come hero to see my daughter,”
he aaid iu an angry tone of conviction. “ You
have written to her.”

‘"1 have done nothing of tho kind.”

“ Is that true ?' he asked in a tone that
stur n ma.

“ You have never known me to attempt
to deceive ycu,” | answered warmiy.

“ In:lee:i! You promised yon would not
return until you had a fortune to offer my
daughter.”

“ And on that condition yon suffered me
io hops that | might mike her my wife. It
was an expldiant perhaps to get rid of rna
Tou did not cxpact me to return before you
bad married your daughter to a husband
more to your taste than ycur late secretary.
But you held out that hope to me ; | accaptad
it; and now that you cee me here you kuow
tha reaeon—I1 hr.va a fortune to offor your
daughter.'1

“1; is incredible. 1 was told you had
gone to America. Even there you have not
had time to miko a fortune—honestly.

*'l daro nit trust my tougne to answer
you after tVa(i iheinua'ion,” said I, stepping
aside ia order to pass him.

“Wait.” he s»id, putting hip s'liok rudsly
before me. “Our estimate of fortunes may
differ considerably. What is this fortune
you have made ? ¢

“1cannot fell you, It may be teu thousand
pounds ; it may be leas.”

“ I'en thousand pourds ! Do you know
that my daughter may accept a hurbaud
with twenty timed that amount. Ycu mi?-
taka yoor position. What iaten thousand
pounds ?

“Enough to make miindependent o' your
generosity, and that is all I sought. | daro
now to ask your daughter to be my wife,
and it is for hor—not you—to decide whether
I shall ba her husband or not,”

“Onsm-miEt. One question atleiiBtl
havo a right to ask, and onawhich yon, willi
the antecedents of your family before you,
ought to answer. How hava you coma by
this money ?

“1 am not in a state of mind at this mo-
m' Tit to tell yon my history. If | told you
now yon wcnld think me more cnad th*u. my
presence hers ab this time gives you reason
to suppose I am. In aproper time and place
Xwill tell you ali.’'l

“ Before you nf.eak to my daughter?”

“Yes.” Upon that wi separated without
another word.

| greatly regretted this meeting with Sir
Henry and tbe avowal it had led mo to make.
For ardently; as | desired to meet Miss

: Dancra, and put my fate in her hands—a

n-'stre that was cow made more urgent by Sir
Henry’'s hint that be hid a richer husband
in view, and the fear that by delay | might
lo'o her—Tfelt that | muat do my duty by
my faithful littlo frieud, and provide for
Piiyche’s future happiness before Xconsider-
ed my own. Xmustwring a confession of the
mysterious crime from my grandfather, and
find the fail's family. Xhad promised not to
abandon her, but without that premise my
heart would n:v.r have suffared ma to go
away from her, as she pathetically pub io,
until |1 had foun'i those who had a right to
take my place as her guardian and dearest,
friend. If Sir Henry Duncan thought fit to
question my prandfather about thn fortune
1 bad acquired, the old rascal, discovering
my escape, would, to avoid uupleaeant con-
sequences to himoeif, get out of tho way be-
fore I could draw a confession from biin.

I ri A cted alao that Mrs. Bonham or the
telegraph bov might spread tbe news of my
return in Bonport, and that this would
speedily reach Old Peters ears and put both
the old ra'-cals on the alert. However, there

ile way of securirg my

vas to forestall others by
tackling him at the very earliest hour. With
the determination to go over to tha H\Iftray
House as soon as it got light | returned to
tho cottage and lay down without tasiag off
my clothes, that | might not) oversleep my-
self. NnvortheVss, it, was broad daylight
and past six o'clock when | awoke, and fhen
it was only Psyche's cry of delight from the
next room that aroused me. The eanary was
sinning.

“Hark, the littlo caw,” she cried.

I bade her sleep again until 1 called her,
and slipppd noiselessly out of the house, fear-
ing my going would trouble her if she knew
it.

Looking down to tha shore frcm the cliff
at Daadman’s Point | saw tha waves burst-
ing over the scattered rocks where we had
rifan from our burrow the day before. Tha
great blocks were so closely thrown together
that it was impossible to distinguish the
cxivet spot, and | knew that by this time tbB
sea had washed in the s-and aud effaced all
sign of rur work. It seemed to me now hard
ly popslhle that ws two could have fc-en
lying t dling under that fallen cl ff for over
four months. Something unpleasantly akin
to ® t.-lirst for vaogoanca possessed me as |
near->d the Half-way House and thought of
thn o’ 1 villains who had doomed me to per-
peVu ,1 imprisonment there, and who had
robbed poor Psyche of all that makes youth
and life worth having.

Turning the handle softly | found that
the door was locked. The blinds were drawn
down. Over the window pane | had broken
to get into the place on the day of my cap-
ture a sheet of brown paper had beer pas
ted. | wetted my fingers, atruek ibin the
middle, and made a hole through the brown
paper without noise My grandfather was
stumbling about in the wash house, for this
was about the hour when he sent down our
breakfast. T-vking advantage of the noise
he made, | tore down the brown paper,
slipped my arm through, and unfastened tha
catch. Tho next minute | had the sash up,
and the minute after tbat I was standing in
the little parlor.

Tha wash-house door was c'osel |
opened tho door "ilen'ly, and found my
grandfather in fiont of me leaning ovor the
well with tho cord in his hand. For jast
one moment my fiogers itched to slip that
enrd roun | his ne2kand pitch him dowu the
well.

He was whistling lustily—a signal whioh
either Pyeche or | usually answered at onoe.

“C*n'li m-.ka the beggara hout,” he mat-
tered : “in gcn’al they come fast enough ior
their grub, and it's a lucky day when that
gallus Bernard don’'t hollor out for cxbrys.”
He left e;ff muttering, and recommenced
whistling and jerking the cord.

“What's the marrer wi' you, are you
bill ?” he roared. After waiting a minute or
two he drew up the bucket to Bee if ib had
ba m emptied. When in camo up full he se
it on the edge of the well and scratched his
head.

“ Geod Lord, if one on 'cm’a dead!
he murmured ; and then leaking round in
the scarod way of those whose consciences
are ill at ease, t.e caught sight of mo stand-
ing within a couple of paces of him. His
j ,w dropped, his face turned grey, his eyes
started frem their sockets, and he staggered
baok to the wall,stretohing out his quivering
hands to keep me off. His old jnw closed
and fell as he attempted to tpeak, and his
breath caught in hia parched windpipe with
a o'ick at each respiration. At length he
gasped out:

“ God fargive me if Xever done you harm.
—Lard knows |'ve alust done for the best
according to my lights.—Twasnt me as put
you down.—Father got to answer tor all
that—agallus, wicked old man.—I've sup-
plied ye reglar—denied ye nothing.” He
broke off with a choke terrifisd oct of his
wita by my silence and immobility. Then he
gasped again, loosening his neckcloth with
ono hand and motioning me baok with the
other :—

“ Far Gad's sake spaak—tell me you'ro
not his firch—tell ma | haven't murdered
my Sukey'aboy.”

(TO BE CONTINUED )

TWO ROWED KARL EY.

Report 0t the Manager of the 4'entral Ex-
perimental Farm.

Prof. Saunders, of the Cantral Experimen-
tal Farm, near Ostawa, has proaented a re-
port of experiments with barley with a view
of proving tbat two vowed barley, which is
tho only kind valuab.o for export to Great
Britain, oan bo successfully grown in Can-
ada. Professor Sounders, in iiis report, says
chat) the b'-rley crop is one of great import-
ance to the farmers of Uanada. The annual
product of this cereal for tho past seven years
iu Oatarlo alona ia estimated by Mr. Blue,
in hia agricultural statistics of Ontario, at
nearly twenty millions of buEhsla, while the
crop for 1888 Is pub at over twenty-three
million bushels. Statistics from other
provinces in the Dominion are not
available, but their products would largely
augment tha figures given. Canadian bar-
ley is usually of good quality, and the sur-
plus not sequired for home consumption haa
heretofore commanded a ready sale at ro-
muneraiive prices to malsters in tho United
State*, and such sales have averaged, dur-
ing the past eleven years, 9 135,455 bushels
anuualiy, yielding a yearly revenue to Can-
adian farmer* during the period of §6,587,-
592  Tiiei export of barley haa materially
increased of late years, and as tha country
bicornss more thickly settled and a larger
area of bind is brought under cultivation,
thars will no doubt bu stili larger quantities
of this grain to dispose of. Daring tbe
eleven years referred to the production of
barley in tho United States has increased
t-o;n abrui 42 000,000 buehels ia 1378 to
58 ((((0,000 in 1S89, out increasing consump-
tion was kept up with the increased supply
aud hence the demand for Canadian barley
has until rece xtfy b,2en maintained. The
('e “,iid for la ley for the manufaconre ot
beer in tho United States has of lato been
leadened by tho use of various substitutes.
From tbe offioial returns published in the
United Slates ib appears that while 2J bush-
els of barley were used in tho manuiactora
of a barrel of beer in 1888, only one bushel
was uned for the same quantity in 1889, the
ba anoe chiefly being made up of corn, rice
and glucose. As theso ingredients enable
the brewer to make hia beer at lees cosb
than from barley alone it is scarcely prob-
able that Canadian barley, however good it
may be, will continue to find a market in
the United States in such quantities and ab
such prices as in tho past. It is impor-
tant, then, for Canada that other outlets bo
provided for her surplus barley, and tho
only other country which requires more
r.iiiey than it produces io Great Britain.
Tie aver,-go importations of barley into the
United Kingdom for the past eleven years
bi,s been i”b'iut 33 000 000 buahe-ls, the ;m-
p-oi ta for 1SSS having beea over 40,000,000
bushels. A considerable quantity of this is
six-rowed barley, hub thao used only for
grinding and distilling and commands kat a
low price. The grain u»ed fer maltiug, for
which there is avery large demand, is tsvo
rowed barley, and at this tbero are many
varieties, all of which, when of good quality,
bring relatively high prices. The quota of
barley whieli.Canada has sent to Great
Britain for the ten years ending with j887
averages Xi2 000 bushels. In 1878 it "ras
524 569 bushels, and in 1857 onsy 5 827
buehels, showing i,hat we have practically
lost the small market we had there, and for
the reasons that we havo not giovn the
varieties of barley which the Eaglish mal-
ster requires and that our six rowed barley
has commanded a better prfco in the United
Sta'.es than could ba cbtained for it in
Great Britain. The British brewers’ pre-
ference for two rowed barley is very strong
and the question is sometimes asdted whether
that prJEeteaca ia founded on the greater in-
trics'io worth of this sort or on pnjadicn
arising from lot»g usage. To enbm.c this
point to practical test, a si.-ffi;iont quantity
of the best two rowed malting barley was
importei from Greaa Britan: in the early
part of 1889, and a like quantity of t!"e beet
six rowed barley wes purchased here. Tnoso
were sent to a competent Canadian maister
and brewer, and bo'h lota were made into
beer, and from the report) received
of the results of this comparative test
we learn that the two rowed barley
yielded 13 per cent, more of extract than
the six rowed, showing that the preference
for this barley ia well founded. A number
of experimenis were carried on at the Ex
perimental farm. Tho results thereof are
given in detail and the report Bays :—"“ The
results submitted ot the test of these lead-
ing vaiities of two rowed malting barley
over a very larga area in Canada are suffi-
cient to show that even in tha unfavorable
season for barley growing there ia a wide
territory over which two rowed barley for
the E.igm-h market can be grown with
advantage, and the yield obtained from the
samples bent out as well as in field culture
at the experimental farms would indicate
that hoavjor crops of two-rowed barley of
the varieties named could be raised than of
the ordinary six-rowed barley. It is nob

practicable tu ontiraly change any important
crop in a singl» season, especially when it
covers so large an area. It is better for
many reasona that b-jcli a change should
come more slowly, butit does seem feasible
to bring this about to a vary large extent
within a comparatively short time.”

Don't Come to the City.

I have heard country girls talk of earning
to tho city for omploymonb, giving as ono
reanon that they wanted more social life.
Well, thab is jnsb what they will nob gob;
the woman ot business is not a woman of

leieuro, and the has no time far society.
S'io will fiod more social life in her own
home even if she ba a worker, than she

could ever have iu the city, and there is no
lonesomeness mors absolu e than bhe loneli-
ness of a stranger in a crowd. Salaries are
not large enough to permit) of much relaxa-
tion in the way of entertainments, and
after the day’s work is ever one i3 tao tired
to go in search of crijsymsnfc, la tho ooun-
try home in those days the daily paper and
the magt-z'ne comes, so that one may keep
in touch with the world, even if Bhe be at
one side of the bustle and ootvusion of city

life. The fashion articles tell her how to
dress her hair and make her gown, and
gives her tho latest notions in email toilet

details. No town is 00 umall that it haa not
its publio library, whera all the new books
come ; and the iocture and concert are not
infrequent in visits. Riilw&ys aud tele-
graphs have brought the corr.era of the earth
together, ro thst one is never far away from
the centers of things. There aro occupations,
too, for the girls wli9 stay at home, and
"particularly those who abay In the country,

eni these will bo talked about by and by.
Da not throng to the cities in scarch of em-
ployment, for you will be d»»med to

bltt.r diwippointmcnt. The country stores
employ women as well as the city stores,
and many a woman m*kes a good beginning
5n them. | myseif know country townB
whore a faw years ago nearly -all the posi-
tions in stores wore held by women. E /ery-
where it baa coinj to ba ~uiSe tbe accepted
state of things that women shall !i?ll goods.

The liclkiiiti We Want

We want a religion not merely of creeds,
but of conduct; a religion that softens tho
step and gives gentleness to the voice, that
checks the impatient word and hasty rebuke;
a religion thab BEs respectful to superiors,
courteous to iufetiora and considerate to
friends ; a religion not merely fi- tha church
and the Sabbath, but that livue ia tho family
and keeps ihe husband from bring cross if
his diuner is late, and the wi™e from fretting
if the husband sometimes forgets the scraper
and the door mat; that keeps tho mother
patie.nt if the baby is fretful, and can amuse
and interest the children as well as govern
and instruct them ; that cares for tha com-
fort and welfare of servants an well as pays
them ; that projeots tho honeymoon into the
harvest moon, and makes the happy homo
like bhe eastern fii? tree, bearincr ab once che
beauty of its tender blossoms and the glory
of its ripened fruit. “ X would not give
much for that man’s religion,” aaid Rowland
Hill, “ whoso very car and dog are nob
hotter for it.” livery Christian should so
livo as to bo able, with the good Methodist
brother, to say : “ If yon don’t believe I am
a Christian, ask my wife.” We want a
religion not merely for tho prayer meeting
and tho public profession ; bub for the home,
for tho counting house, for the marts of
business, for tho entire life—ona that shall
smooth the rough places cf tho world, and
make daily life brighter and better, cherish-
ing the spirit of Heaven here, and oo prepar-
ing for Howen hereafter.

The Heal

To a sensible woman a gentleman ought
to be the equal of any one thab wears a title,
?'o matter what his rank or ‘hat his n-.tion.
To be ' thorough gentlema iia to be thst
which neither money or estates nor insignia
can buy. Ib is peculiarly abirthright. Ib ia
inherited in the blood and is sure to make
ibs appearance, even under the most un-
propitions conditions,

There is a sort of false gentility thab is soon
acquired, and is affected by snobs and the
parvonues that have suddenly accumulated
riches. But this is a very cheap device in
comparison with tho sterling aroicle. No
one can be dcaeived by the counterfeit, be-
es,use the mark of a real gentleman does not
alone consist of'entering a drawing-room
gracefully, or of making a bow in the proper
form. These accomplishments may be neces-
sary in order to litjp one to fix iiis position
in polite society, but they are really nothing
compared to those graccs of mind, manner
and morals that a true gentleman is sure to
possess,

A good definition of a real gentieman is
one that adhetes closely to thn spirit of the
wise utterances of the Savior : “ Therefore
all things whatsoever ye would that men
should eto unto you, do ye even so to them.”
A strict following of this golden precopb fs
infinitely better for the individual and bo-
cioty than all the finished bowings and
sorapings under the sun.

GentEcman.

Advice to Young mothers.

Mothero, toll Bible stories toyour little
ones aa they gather around in the early
evening ; nothing interests them more. In
the dear old homestoad of my childhood,
how Xwell remember our pleasure in listen-
ing to our mother when she to'a uiof Moses,
and Joseph, ,,nd Noah, and about the ark !
Her vivid imagination furnished the many
“ perhaps” and “ ib may bo,” whioh added
greatly to the interest. Bible stories, more
than any other instruction, impress the
young mind with the lessons of God's
boundless lev? and his oves-ruling hand,
and wonder-working providence. Early
teach your children that) simple and inimit-
able “ Now Xlay me.” lonco heard a little
girl of twenty "months lisp this verse after
her mother. Siia wfib robed for tbe night ;
her littlehands were clasped together. E ven
though ahe understood not the meaning, it
waB abeginning in the right direction. God
listens and hears.

Prayer is tho simplest, fo-ra of speech.

Ihat inti’lt tipi can try.
As your children grow older teach them
hymns suited to their ages. The Lord’s
Prayer should daily bo repeated by them ;
the Commandments should eariy bo commit-
ted to memory, as well ai the wonderful
Sermon on the Mount and the Tiventy-third
Psalm. Bub ail t'is instruction, excellent
as ib is, will surely fail in producing the best
resulta unless your children see in your daily
lives a Cnrist-like, patient), loving spirit

No thoroughly occupied man was -iver yet
v.ry mU. r. ble, -{L vndor



