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FAITH.

BY SABAR B mcmm.
the

Hiding t A mt,cm@hm me,

ing unto m¥ wedsied
Bleuding Wst

Bnt m--f _,ﬁ.itn;‘:- ery shes

X see th the it
Of the works of at ; on the other side.

Like qhspel{ forms®®f €londs they speak,
Of happy hearts and & happy home,

While the leafless trees their vigils keep,
In the soft light around them thrown.

" N

- i1

Closing my eyes, faith looks toward Heav-

en,
Across the vista nnknown between.

And gazing throngh the path that’sriven, |
Hoiy and happy the mansions seem.

My Savior's the way, tl e truth, the light

By whom we may look thrnn"h the

gloom,
‘Wn'lkmq the pnt,h his steps made bright
We'll enter Heaven “throngh the shad-
owed tomb.

“Then oh, my spirit with Faith's clear eye,

Look throngh the Lovering clouds of | With ahalf smile, -

|_]n*»t what was best to do.
And know, thoneh aronnd thev darkly lie, | she Las lost any of the old

CAre

That Heaven bevond is ever fair.
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BY SHINLEY BROWNE.

The moruving sunshine eame brightly

V tnnsmnt gleam

ling ?

l
 Mr.
‘It's at the office—but she is coming on'

into tha little breakfast room, the eanary |
- g |
answered a voieeless challenge with a fnll

tid: of shrill warbling. and the ¢ Clothof ! If will be the pleasantest room.
unfolded its @ =

- (t l_l] ll

rose in the window,

sume«d presently.

‘No,” dryly enough.

‘Didn’t I—well, it's in my other coat

| pocket. She is eoming East, and wonld
Shall . I write to

like topay us a wvisit.
her to eome ab onee ?’
*Certainly—by all means. I am always
happy to entertainyour relatives, George.’

Mr. Marchmont felt*aingnla.ﬂy uneom-
{nrtlble ”h 2T _ 18

-

eheer up the domestic stmosphere, Helen
was alwaysunhappy—always complaining.
It seemed to him impossible that she
could be the same laughing, light-hearted

girl he had married eight years ago; and

| break down her spirit,
|

yet she had never had any real trials to
or quench her

{ cheerfulness !

‘I think it's nothing on earth but habit;
-and a very uncomfortable, unwarrantable
| sort of hubit at that,” he decided, as he
gave his office-fire a poke. :

Andhe sat down and wrote a long ac-

| eount of his domestic trials and difficul-

ties to his sister in Yowa.
‘We always used to go to Mabel for ad-

H
&
|

vice for our children--’ he said to himself,
and Mabel 11\‘ avsknew
I dun t beliave
spell yet I’
‘Have yon heard from your
Mrs. Marchmont asked, one
about t\\u weeks subsegnently.
_f_( S.
“What does she say ?

sister 7
morning,

When is shie com-
Let me look at the letter.’
‘T haven't got the Jetter with me,’
Marchmont, a little conseionsly.—
Friday or Saturday.’

‘I think I'll get the blue chintz room
ready for her,” said Helen, meditatingly.

I only
« she wonld have postponed her visit

one bud, and flung open its royal chalice { nntﬂ spring, whaen the honse was cleaned
| —bnt nobody ever consults my conyeni-
*m ice!  Isshean atﬂla)fe, agreéeable _pei-

of swee t'l(‘%-l to ,-:rruut the anreate beams,

‘Tt's a ﬁplenn&l nonﬂhﬂ “sard A
Marchmont, #s he eame into the room,
r:ibbing his hands and glineing at t'lm
brigit fire beneath the carved mo 1hlc

nymphs of the eliimney piece.

mn (. m"m's
I {1(1
and widow-

¢She used to be—very mueh so.
not know how hor marrvinge

‘ Im.;l mayv have chan; "ul her.’

*It's so enld I sighel his wife, wrapping | !

her shawl about her with a shadder
frown.

00?2 What ean }'ml expoet, my dear,
at this senson of th

i
1

vvear ? I am sure
i warm enonagh ‘; e,

Mrs. Marchmontsat down at_ the table,
withont any response, and begon to pour
out the coffce.

‘Won't you take a eup vourself,
love ?' questioned her husband.

‘I have no appelite,” said Mrs.
mont, drearily.
the horrid soda in those buscuits, I knew |
I oonld eat no breakfast.’

‘Buat my dear, a cup of coffoe—’

‘You will allow me to bo tha jnlze of
my own feclings,” said the wife, irritably.
* I do detest to be teased !’

Mr. Marchmont was silent, but his own
breakfast was effeétually spoiled.

‘ My dear,’ he said, after a minute or
two, ‘this would be g flne day to have the
children’s photographs taken.’

‘ Fanny has a pimple on her cheek, and
Nell acts exagtly as if she was going to

and a!

I
|
\

a snuffy old w

vers lately.
|or two, a
my |
| -
{ est and most apple-pie

|

it | Ci

‘Iow cld is she ?
*About your age, I shonld think.’
‘Ayaze! Dear me, I thought she was

-y .
How Inn eap and SPL‘(.“.’H*

1 L]

Loy

“!'1 '.\T:n'vlu‘.mnt 1:'I!1_"5]u'-11.

‘Not nnless shie has taken to speectacles
However, N see in a day

vou ean jundee for yourself.’

yon
el
The pleasant honse was in its pleasant-

order, the next

March- i I'riday, when the earriage containing Mrs,
‘The moment I smelled | Cot-,q drew up to the door,

and Helen
silk dress with
cherry ribbons and ruffled white apron,

ht‘!‘l’-}{ If, in a trim Dblack

| was waiting in the parlor to receive her,

| while Nell, gniltless of the measles,

have the measles, I think there never |

- was amother so triedas I am.’

*The maasles, Helen ? I think yon
are mistaken. Dr. Ray was here yester-
day, and he certainly would have discov-
ered any premonitory §ymptoms.’

‘Of course I am mistaken,” said Mrs.
Mavchmont,
shrugging her shoulders.
mistaken.

kind appreciation of my character

play-

ed with her blocks in fhe corner, and Fan-

i ny diligenily pricked her fingers in the

hemming of a cambric pocket handker-
chief. The baby, having sucenmbed to
' sleep, had been earried ignominiously to
the nursery, five minutes before, much to
Helen's disappointmment, for the young
mother was prond of her beantiful six-
months-old boy.

¢ My dear,’ said Mr,
is sister Mabel.’

And a plump, fair-faced woman, in deep
monrning came in and touched her cheek,
stifly, against Helen's welcoming lips.

‘ How pretty she is,” was Helen's first

Marchmont,. ‘here

| thought—her next, * but what a very disa-

compressing ht‘l' lips, and | | greeable curl to her lips—agd that set
‘I am always | from between her eyebrows.
Thank yon, George, fOI‘ your  I'wa sure I ghall not-like her.’

Oh, dear!

But while these reflections crossed her

M . Marchmont was one of Lho._ most ' mind, she was not unmindful of the du-
amiable men in the world, but even his  ties of hospitality, moving an easy chair

sereye temper was tried by his wife’s ob-  near the fire,

gtinate depression. He bit his lip, and

unfasten her
and ringing for lunch

assistingz to
guest’s wrappings

played mechanically with his knife and to be served.

fork.

¢ Dear me—do you burn coal ? poison-

,  *1 got tickets for to-night’s opera, yes- | ousgas-generating, anthracite coal ? I hope

terday, Helen,’ Le said;
Bignor Aleanti, is going to sing,’
‘I don't eare for the apera to-night.’

in the house.’

‘T wanted to go last week,
. would not take me,’

and you

™~ =% a . g
*Could not, you mean, Helen; my busi | are noisy, troublesome little nnisances

ness would not possibly allow of it.’
‘It's always the way when I particular-
ly desire to go anywhere.
makes a convenient excuse.’
Mr. Marchmont did not attempt to ar-

Business

yuur favorite, L there's a wood fire in my room,, was Mrs.
| Cote’s first comment.

‘And what a \my

| disag reeable noise that bird keeps up!'—
‘Reserved seats, dear—as good as any | W ould vou just as soon have it tuken into

}.nwtlmr room, sister Helen ?

And *these
wre your children, eli, George? General-
lv speaking, I don’t like children, they

‘There, run back to your work and
blocks, girls,” said the discomfited Helen,
as soon as their aunt hiad bestowed a for-
nial kiss upon each of them, very mucl as
if:she were taking medicine. The arrival

gue the matter —he knew it was of no use | of lunch was a fortunate diversion.

in his wife’s present frame of mind.

|

‘Didn’t I show you the letter I received | Helen, hospitably, wheeling the little

‘T am sure yon must be hungry,” said

from my sister Mabel, last'night’ ?—thLe
| widowed sister who h#e’ in Towa ? hLe re-

s1d !

EIGH, N.-C., melg

table up to the fire, and beg
the broiled clhicken, while
n little ehina cup of frothing
| his sister.

“Chocolate ? 1 never dri
motioning away the or
‘weak green tea is all ‘1 dart
allow myself. 'I‘nankv on-
is searcely cooked enou
think it hm’lthy to m *

mmg in mﬂhd

;o

rs,
-

. '_” al

cup of ¢ sl grem tea,’ w!neh Eden
brought to her sister-in-law.

‘Pah ! dishwater !’ was Mrs. Cote’s un-
gracions comment ; ‘I see I shall have to
make it myself. And now, sister Helen,
if yon will show me my room.’

‘Helen obeyed, secretly feeling as if she
had more than Atlas’'s weight on her
shoulders. A wood fire, recently kindled,
was smoking and sputtering on the hearth
in place of the grate full of coal which ha«
already glowed there.. Mrs. Cotes looked
critically around.

¢ A pretty roowm,’

-

.--"—‘lr—
Il ]
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she remarked, “but
what a hideous earpet. Blue, I declare—
the most dismal eolor you eould have se-
lected. And the windows front to the
east, assure as I am alive. The east
winds in aritbly give me the mnenralgia.’

‘I can pat you in another room.’

‘Do ; I couldn’t exist herein any sort
of comfort. And I hope your baby isn’t
a erying baby.’ :

¢ Ho cries sometimes,’ said Helen, try-
ing to repress a smile, ‘bnt he is a very
rood natured little fellow on the whole.’

‘I am glad of that,” sighed th{- fastidi-
ous sister-in-law,” ‘my rest is easily dis-
turbed at night, and if I lose my sleep I
am 4 miserable worn-out creature.’

Helen conducted Mrs. Cotes to another
apartment, which happened, by good luck,
to be furnished in érimson, and did uot
front toward the east, and Mrs. Coles took
solemn possession.

Helen returned to th_g.p '
R hether to ]a.n

ways so captious and fmlt hudmﬁ as she

hus shown herself during thedast half an
hounr ?’

‘It's only her way, my dear.
well-meaning person.’”

Mabel is

e ‘».x%ommﬁe nqwmd how muenhla

tain, {avith them her, beguty auld her yous
| busband’s furtlme und his ljfo, c'fa'nng t

b:p,me Wasdnﬂygromng, and I fixed
of showing mydqarhﬁe
&emoth«rm‘o

tion cunvinced her that they had  been
right.
¢ It has taight me a much needed les-
son,’ she said, * nd yeu shall see that I
am an apt selicioc,
‘And now,’
set £o work to «

said Aunt Mabel, ‘I shall
vaaicate the first impress-
ious I have made, and leave a pleasanter
recollecsion in their place.

BShe succeeded ; for before she went
away, she was the cherished friend of

4
Helen, the idol of the little ones, and Hel-
en had gnite forgiven her the ‘‘ruse”
that had proanced so ‘unfavorable an ef-
fect !

And Georze Marchmont is the happiest
busband in all the metropolis.—¢* Fireside
Companion.”

= — . ——
GIVE HKHIM THE ¢ MITTEN.”

Seventecn
;:il‘l, 50 pure,. So
she still rises

vears apo there was a fair
lovely, that
o my wmnd as almost akin
She was wooed and ulti-
a handsome young man
nsiderable wealth, He sported
a fine tgaun, delighted in hunting, and
kept u fine puck of hounds. He neither
played eards, drank wine nor used to-
baceo.

so refined,
to the angels,
mately won hy-

and of e.

He lived on his money, the inter-
est of which alone wonld bave supported
o fumily. handsomely. I never saw the
fuir bride sgain until a few days ago.
Seventeen years had  passed away, and

her

. |

‘Her way ?°
“Yes ; mere habif, you know.
try and put up with i’

We must

arecable way, eommented Helen, with a
Jang ohing little grimaca; ‘I don't wouder |
Mr. Cotes departed this life &

S Helen !’

‘Well, I don't, and Mrs.
Marchmont ran away to make the savnce
for the pudding.

The next week was ona of mamitigatad
trial to Mrs. Marchmont. ‘Annt Mabel
grnmbled incessantly. Nothing seeined
to suit her. The wind was always from
the wrong quirter, the san was invariably ’

indeed 1’

too brizht or not Dbright enough--the
children ware in tha way—Halen's hoasa-
keeping was defective— servants were in-
solent—New York was a gigantic humbug,
and the world was o mistake'!

And Helen herself 2 Never was there
sueh a radical chanze as seemed to be
wronght in her. She never lost her tem-
per, never nttered a complaining word,
never allowad herself to express herinter-
nal discomfort. IKrveryirritable sensation
was resolntely eheckad in the germ:.

¢ [ T shonld grow to ba like Mdbel !’
she thouglht, with a thrill of distaste.

¢ My dear,’ said her husband, one even-
ing, as they sat together in the twilight,
by the red shine of the parlor fire; Helen
seoretly dreading the moment when Mrs- |
Cote’s melancholly visage and despairing
voice should interrupt the tete-a-tete, “do
you know that you have changed very
much of late ?’ '

¢ Chanzed —have I?’ Bat there was a |
little conscionsness in Helen's tone nev- |

| .

ertheless.

¢ For tae betier, my love. Yon nsed fo | |
makeme very unhappy by your discon-
tent and causeless compluints.’

‘T know it,” she answered frankly. *Ilec-
lieve it was a mere habit growing on me,
day by day, by imperceptible degrees, =2s
the hideons funzus fastens to an eak tree.
I have realized it all Juring the past weck !
Goorge, and I have beendrying to cast the
unsightly fungus away frommy life. Ma- |

have seen clearly how unlovely a fanit-
finding temper may make the fairest per-
son,’

‘Opened youreyes. has it ?’ sail a mer-

ry voice close to her charr, and Mabel's
brown eyes looked laughingly into her

¢ Well, it is certainly an inbensely disa- | i

ever,

| worked himself and
| widow and six girls in utter

ih\\nlqﬂ 1y the

| h‘.\l(‘ of ¢

leave
]

bel's example has opened my eyes, and I
E 1111\1 :-'-‘3 wl

| speaks

cabin on the b tulﬁ of Lh(, Oth rner,
Blunnerhasset’s Island ; a whole family in
one single room, subsisting on water, fat
bacou and corn-bread. The husband had
He was a gentle-
refinement, of noble
c1 Liis money was gone
pet emplovment, simply
tkuow bow t6 do any-
i'oiedered  about, first
ani then the other, but
em all.  He, how-
imalI‘\ ul:txmu-al #  situation ; the
labor was gr-at, the compensation small ;
it was that of starvation ; in his efforts to
discharge his duty aceeptably, he ower-
died, leaving his
destitation.
In seventeen years the sweet and joyous
and beautiful girl had become a broken
hearted, eare-worn, poverty-stricken wid- |
ow, with a house full of helpless children,

Young woman ! if a rich man asks you
to marry bim, and has no occupation, or
trade or ealling, by which he could make
a living if he were thrown on his own re-
sources, you may give him ¢ the mitten.”

Whatever may be the young man’s
qualities, if he is fond of going to the
theatre, * refuse” him.

If a young man shows by his conversa-
tion that he i¥ an admirer of fast horses,
and pretty well acqnainted with the gual-
ities and ¢ time " of Llie best racing nags
of the country, when he asks your hand,
“ give him the mitten " only.

If vou hear a yonng man speak of his
father and mother disrespectfully, con-
temption-ly. 1o rot encourage his atten-
vour heart ache be-
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COTrilers,

4 young man who likes to
rand tavern doors, at the street-
and zbont “ groceries,” ent your
t hand off rather than place it in his. His
2 ¢ mitten.”
If your suitor can tell yon a good deal
wds ; seems familiar with a multi-
tricks,” which can be performed
= same, and is, himself an adept
suel things, let him. not “win ™ your
for hie will *Jose it ” in a year, and
Lroken one in its place.
“*pice young man’ |
vill have a large estate, who |
tabla family,” whoi
nsages, cuqton:n.
nt about attend-
suubath day, who
[ clergymen, talks
4 patronizing way, @8

¢ AWErY in its place,” particu-
larly for wowmen, -weak young girls and
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with §1
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éﬁﬂhhmmh&nlﬁoﬂh
you. Suchammmidhi
man's heart ; will never twine ;

the tendrills of & true affection, For' he-
innately cold, unsympathizingand

L'bc-l
wubhi to n.drertiu By ihe

and should sickness and trouble come’

yﬁllﬁvﬂlhuembhth alone.
r“ the "m0 | :

]
v e oot A5

,«z~ s

-&

& o
t: 31 he

and in bmnngup

| many a noble-woman m and

grieved, and toiled herself into & %
tare grave, may never be known, but
number cannot be exptessed in a fow fig-
ures. Therefore, my sunny-faced dm:
ter, if you do not want to grow old befgre
your time, to live alife of toil and sorrow,
and then prematurely die, give not yoar
hand but only the ‘“mitten ¥ to & young
man, however well born or rich, who bas
not the legitimate “calling by ‘which—he
should ““make a living,” if he wewe by
some fortuity left penniless. R

InvenTiON OF Cast Inon,—Ii is related
that about the year 1700 one Abraham
Darby, the proprietor of a brass foundry
at Bristol, England, experimented in trying
to substitnte cast iron for brass, but with-
out success until the following ineident
occurred. A Welsh shepherd boy mamed
John Thomas, to prevent being impressed
as a soldier, requested his master $o rec-
ommend him as an apprentice to a relative,
who was one of the partners of Abrsham
Darby, and he was accordingly sent to the
bruss works. As he was looking on while
the workmen were trying to cast iron, he
said to Darby he thought he saw how they
had missed it,and begged to try a method
of his own. He and Mr. Darby remained
alone in the shop that night, and before
morning they had cast an iron pot, He
was at ouce engaged to remain and keep
the secret, which he did faithiully. el-
 though double wages-were offeved him by

er parties. For more thsa & Ha:d
acing iron
sand, with two wooden frames l.nd sir-
holes, was practiced at that factory, with
plugged key-holes and barred doors.

rgpondions
There is one perception that s horse

possesscs to which little attention has
been paid, and that is the power,of scqnt.

With some horses it is acute, as with-the

dog: and for the benefit of those
have to drive at night, such as physis

and others, this knowledge is invalnable.
I never knew it to fail, and I have duiven

hundreds of miles on dark nights, and in

consideration of the power of scemt, this
is my simple advice: Never oheck gous
horse st night, but give him a free

and you may rest assured that he-will
never get off the road; and will carry you
expeditiously and safe. ' In regard {o the
power of scent in a horse, I once Enew
one of a pair that was stolen, and w»eeov-
ered mainly by the track being made  out
Ly his mate, and that after he had been

ahsent six or eight hours.—TraI?.
-

BeavTiFun.—*“ When the summer hy
of youth is slowly wasting away into the
nightfall of age and the shadows of the
past years grow deeper and deeper as life
wears to a close, it is pleasant todook
back through the vista of time wupen the
joys and sorrows of early years.’
have a home to shelier or hearts to
with us and friends who have been gath-
eringaround our fireside, then the rough
place of our wayfaring will'be worn and
smoothed away ‘i the twiligh of life
whilst the bright sunny. spots we
passed throught will grow brightes snd
more beantiful. - Happy indeed are those
whosg intercourse with the world‘has' not
changed the course of their holier feeling
or broken those musical chords of the

heart whose vibrations are so melodions
80 tender and so touching, in the evening

|of age.’

T
‘WoxperruL.—The **

triot ” bas found a man who _fakes ¢
Temperance papers, and ua.nh sn(ﬂl-'l

It says
¢ tmnotltmn that a msn-should

take two or three papers K deyoted
to any subject except Tempersnce. Most
\men take at least two political be-
! side others ; but it is remarkable to find a
man so mmeh interested in ‘Temperance

' that he wants three Temperance papers.’

“ WaosoEvER."—** Whosnever will ay
leome.” “T thunk God,™ said Richard
Baxter, for that word ** Whosoewex.” If
God had saidthat there was merey for
Richard Baxster, 1 am so vile & sinner
as jthat I would have thouzht, ‘He meant
some o Bl.cha.rd Baxter ; but vﬁm He

says * osoever,” ] know that’ des
me the worstof all Richard Baxfers.”

Pl-




