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shall hava asked any man for his danghter,”
ha said, smiling.

*I shoald thiok so, indeed,’

‘And it in mat & modest request. TIs
slways atrikes me as_ rather rouvh an
fsthers and motheia. They bring up their
danghters, edocaca them, gte., and then
some other maon reaps the banefic.”

* Hat they have done ths sama thing
themselvea, and yao woold not have & man
adopt. & baby, bring it up, clothe and
sducata it, and then marry, would you ¥

‘Na,” ha returned. * Bue I think in
olden timea & man received a present, s
all events, in exchange for his deughter.
Didn't Jacob=it was Jucob, was it not?—
give she labour of his hands for eaven years
for each of Laban's deughtera? Why bave
wa not somothinge of thut sort now ¥

*Hecausa & girl goas whore her heart
leacds her, not where her parsnis wish.
Beliere me, Gorald, dear, though it in s
fata secret, and mast naz be erven
whispered to engaged peaple, fathars are
ploased snaupgh to tind some one to take
their daughtars ofl their hands, without
wanting & preseni’

*And yet you say that you are sars your
parenty would pot lat you come abroad with
me.’

* Ah, bat | am as anly child ; that makes
s difference. I wan speaking of whera
there are four or fiva: but," with a litils
Iaugh, *there will be no objection to you
making my parents & handaome pressnt it
you wish. 1aha'l tell them that you hava
an exalted idea of & woman's worth, that
you 4o 0ot think yourse'f worthy of ms,
and thay will understand,

* Yon are right,’ he said ; * I do naot think
mysalf worthy of you, but I wilk bry to ba
#0, Hope, [ think your mother wants yon,
Good-night, my darling—good- night.”

SAND PIES.

De. EowARD EVERETT HALK han written
upon many sabjects. In a recent number
of the Atlantic Monthly he touches a new
theme—-the making of sand pies. He wend
to achool, he mays, when he was about two
years old—a private scbnol, and ‘s very
muach * go az-youn please ™ sort of place.’
The Hoor was eanded with clean sand
every Thursday and Satarday afterncon.
‘This was & matter of practieal importance
to nr, becanse with the aand, nsing our
feet as tools, we made sand pies. -
Yon gather the rand with the inside edge
of either shoe from a greatar or less dis-
tance, a5 the size of the pia requires. Ax
you gaia ekill, the heap which you wake in
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'I'HEY ALL PRAISE ITI

EVERYONE PREFERS I1T!

WHY?

Because it is Pare

Becsure it ia Economical

Recause ib Coutaine No Indian
Becausa it Contains No China
Becausa it in Fresh from the Gardeos
Because it has Most Flavour
Becaues ib has Most Strength
Becausa it is Moed Refreshing

IT HAS STOOD THE TEST
OF YEARS.
HUNDREDS OF TROUSANDS
OF POUNDS WEIGHT HAVE
BEEN B0LD!

THE QUALITY NEVER VARIES

WHAT 8 IT?

SURATURA TEA!

mors n‘nd more round.

When it la well
r you i irbys dul p
of one foot from above.

Heore iv will ba soen that fall sncoms de-
poads ob Yoar keeping the sole of the ahoa
azactly parallel with she plane of the Asor,
1t you find you have sucoseded when you
withdraw the shoe, you prick ithe pie with
& pio or & broom apliny provided for the
purpons, pricking iv in whatever pattern
you like. The skill of & good pie-makers is
mossured laegely by vhe patverns,

It will readily be seen that the pis iy
better if the sapd is & lictle moist.  Bus
beg h and while we
preferred the sand on Mondaysand Fridays,
when it was fresh, we took b an ib eame.

——
SUCGESSFUL HOAX.

EoMunDp J. ARMSTRONG, an [rish poes,
who died st the age of twenty-three, had in
his disposition & vein of tollickiog fan, to
which ha evidently yielied in order to
torer the real meiatcholy of bis daily mood.
One story of him and his pranks shows not.
ouoly s extreme love of drollery bub also
the freedom of Irish life, years ago, in it
domestic relations.

One aotoman night, after he had been
wandering all day samong the hills, he
arrived very late at his father’s houes, to
find it dark and silent. He knocked and
rang, agsin and again, and st last the voies
of a sereans waas heard from within, de-
manding :

¢ Who's there?

The timidity evinced by the tone of voice
aronsed Armatrong’s sense of fun, and he
resolved to perpetrate a joke. So he as.
snmed the brogoe and manner of & dronken
country fellow, aud demanded to be lat in.

*Let me in !' he ealled, ‘or I'll pull down
the hous.'

“Go away 1 Go away I’ came the voice,

‘o away, isit? be eried. ‘I won's £o
away!  And he knotked more furiously
than ever.

His father, diaturbed by the noise, now
destended the atairs, and ealled: * Who
are you?

‘Vm & poar counthry fellow, and [ want
a night'a lodging. I haven’t a penny to
buy a bi% of bread with, and [ haven't n
stitch of elothes on my back, and I've
baried all belongiog to0 ms!”

¢ Well, there'a nothing for yon here, my
man ; so yon'd betber go abont your buai-
ness.’

* O charity ! charity ! Christian charity "
cried Armstrong. ‘What's a poor be-
nighted travelier to do at all, ab all?

' Go sway, sir, At once, or L'll call the
police I'

*The poliss, avourneen? Ah, musha,
musha; there's & pice kind giotleman!
But look ab here, yor honor! ['ve got two
fine birds for yer homor's lardship! Take
thim, anyhow, Tl retarn good for evil, so
I'will! T'l) bear no malice! So take the
two little birds "

* Who are you, sud what is yonr buel-
ness?

¢ My bnsicess is pig-dhrivia’, and 1 want
n night'a lodgin'.’

*Then, once for all, I tell you to go
away,'

¢ Oh, thin, it']l be the worse for you if
you dhrive poor Tom away from your door.
These in dangerons timea.' Then roaring
through the keyhole, ‘ These is dangerous
times, I eay ¥

The whole household waa now ronsed.

*0b, go away, I tell you! eried the
father, really angry at lass.

*Thin §ist open the door a bit and take
the littie birde, and I'll go, and joy be with

Fex ¥
" Paps, paps ' came 3 soft voice from
above. *it'a Edmund. Don't yon know

it must be Elmuond? Who elss sonld it
be!‘

* Let me im, or I'll smash down the door "
called Ar g in the g deligbt
over bis joke.

With that the door was opened, and in
he tumbled with a brace of grousa in one
hand aod hie valise in the other, smid a
volley of happy laoghter,

——

MR CLADSTONE AS A WORKER.

SoME very interesting notes, contributed
by Mc Gladstone's daaghter (Mrs Drew),
appesar ia the Februsry nunber of Goodumll.
* Thers i noshing pecoliar or elaborsse,’
wsays the writer, *in MrGladetone's method
of working. lIoterroption is almost fatal to
him, bot his power of concentraticn is so
great that cobversation, so long s it is
consecutive, may buzz sround him without
his being conscious of soy disturbapes, He
is un.hfe to divide the wechioery of hia
mind & 0 wany tao do, working several
smaller pyris ab ovos ; heconcenirates the
whole opon the one thing., One resson
why be gets through in one day more tban
most pot_ipln doin & week ia bis economy of
time. his Is & habis which muost bave
been scquired loog sgo, sa in the year 1839
—the yoar of the dooble martiage of Mr
Gladstone and Lord Lyttelton o the sistery
Catbierine and Mary Ulyone—the two

brothers-In-law sarprised their wives, and
awad shem mot & lisile by nmng:‘r..u
odd bita and seraps of time with stady o
work, (ot of sbeir pockots would gome
the inevitabla lttls elsmio, no how
beief she space ol fime, or how |apparently)
inapp iata the ui A “1 have
known bim now for thirty yoars,* said Dr.
Dailinger, *and wonld stand securivy for
him apy day- . . . He pomesses
A RAERR CAPACITY FOR WOBK.

Y bhink it was in the year 1371, be con.
tinued, ** that 1 remember bis paying me s
visit ab six o'clock in the evening,. We
began talking on poliviea! and theological
anbjects, and became, both of us, w0 en-
grosssd, that it wes two o'clock in the
morning when I lefs the room to fateh a
book from my library bearing on the
matter in han I retarned with is in &
few minntes and found Gladstone deep in a

"volaome he had drawn ouns of hia pockei-—

true to his principle of never loaing tims—
during my momeatary absence, and this in
the small hoars of the morniag."

No member of the Hawarden household
canfora & peva with M Gladate
in regularity and punctoality. Always in
hia library, his ** Temple of Peacs,' Leighl
o'elock, be has, if weli, never been own
sioce the year 1842 to fail to sppear at
chureh, three quarters of & mile off, at half-
past sight for morning service. Hia cor-
reapondence is sifted by the son or danghter
liring most st home, and scon after break-
fast a selection from his lettera is brought
to him. An average of one-tenth only of the
poatal arrivals is laid before him, and of
these he answers about one-haf The
whole morning, whether at home or on &
visit or holiday, {s given up to business ;
afcer twa o'clock Juncheon ha resumes work
for an hour or wo, and till Intely occupied
the recreation time with

TREE-CUTTING,

which hs chose ma giviag him the mari.
mum of healthy ise in the mini

of time. Buat for the last two or threa
years he haa generally apent the afternoon
ab his new library. Everf day he looks
over a number of booksellars’ catalogues,
and there are eertain subjects—witcheraft,
atrange religions, duelling, gipeies, epi-
taphs, the ethies of mwwarringe, Homer,
Shakeapeare, Dante--which ars socre of
getting an order. For first editions ha has
no apecial appreciation, nor for wonderful
or elaborate bindings. His copy of the
Odyesey has been rebonnd several times,
aa be prefers always to use the aame copy.
He unsnally has three books on hmsnd ay
once, of varicus degrees of molidity, the
evening one probably beiog & novel. ~ Aris-
votle, St Aungunstine, Dante, and Bishop
Batler ars the anthors who have moes
deeply inflnenced him, w0 he has himself
wristen. After five o'clock tea, n very
favourite meal, he eompletes hia correa-
pondence. Dresing is sccomplished in
from thres to five minutes, and, dinner
over, the evening s spent in the cosy
corner of his Temple of Peaca reading, with
occasional pauvses for meditation, with
closed eyes, which nob unfrequently be-
comen & uap. Once in bed, bhe never allows
his mind t¢ be charged with basiness of any
kind, in consequence of which he sleeps the
sonnd and

BEALTAY SLEEF OF A CHILD,
from the moment his head is on she pillow
uptil be is called pext morning, He wen®
home in the early morning of June 8th,
1886, after the defeabt of his Home Ruole
Bili, and alepe, &y usaal, his eight honra
Mr Giadstone has been henrd to say that
had it mob hesn for Sunday’s rest he wonld
DO% now be the man be is.  From Saturday
night to Monday worning he puts sway ail
business of & secular batore, keepe to his
specinl Sundsy books and thoughts, and
never dines ong theab day unless to cheer s
sick or sotrowfu) friend, nor will he ever
travel on Sonday. There conld mot bs &
better illwstration of his miud than bis
Temple of Peace—his study—with its ex-

diory shodical ~ wrrangement
Doring the Midiothian campsign and
general election, and through the Cabinet
making that foliowed, & time when moet
people wonld have imagined him abeorbed
in the battle, and in that slone, he was
writing an article cn Home Rcle, written
with all the force and freshness of & firss
shock of discovery ; he was writiog daily on
the Paalme ; he was composing & paper for
the Oriental Congress (read in September
by Professor Max Moller, and * startling
the world by its origicality snd ivgenuivy™),
and be was preparing bis Oxford lecture on
*The Rise and Progress of Learning in the
University of Uxford " —s subject necessi-
tatiog the most carefnl investigation. As
an e pis of this pati and thoroogh-
pess of work may be piven the fuco that be
#pent two houre while prepariog his lecture
io searching through Home for one single
passage.’

A preacher recently asked & friend what
be thought of his sermen. " 1 heard in
it what I hope never o hear again.”
** \What wes that ?"  ** The clock sirike
twice.”

Wuzn the caphain of a ship orders some
hands alofs $0 furl the main royal she men
jemp %o obey as a matitar of course A
milor can elimb wp oo & yurd withous
baricg a shilling sabore or & penny in his
pockes.  In fach, Jack seldom signe articlen
unkil bo has nasd np both tash and sredit.

Bas when a dochos—who ia & sors of
captain when ooe is laid op in the dry doek
of illnoss—orders & patiens o go abroad for
she benefis of his haalth, i is guite another
;hing. hA trip and a sojonrn awsy ’“":

oma an expensive iption, so
moas of us can’s affurd }t. If tha doclor
sayw it la o choito between thas and the
graveyard we shall have &0 ssttle on the
graveyard ; it ia bandy by, add sasy Lo gat
to. Bab are we really % hand pushed ?
That is, as oiten s the doclors say wo are ¥
Lat's surn the matber ovel ib our minds for
[y |l|iinnu. th

ere is & case that is pat t0 the parpose.
It conceroa Mr Arthar Wg.hiddon Melhnish,
of Regent's Terrace, FPolsloa Road,
Exeter ; and for the details we are indebied
t0 & Jether written by him, dated March
Tvh, 1893, He mentiona thas, in obedienca
ta the orders of his doetors, he went to
Cannes, in the sonch of France, in Novem.
ber, 1890, and ppent the winter there. Ha
ulno spent the following winter st the same
place. "Buulclr. the better for l.he egmz;;
wa will tell you why prosently. ob he
obtainsd no radical h{mdil. which also wa
will explain later on,

It appears thay this gentleman had been
woak and miing nearly ail his life; nos
exactly ill, nos wholiy well—a eondition
that cails for constant cantion. In Mareh,
1890, he had a severe astack of inflarsmation
of bhe lunge.

Now [ want the reader to honour me
with his beat attension, s I must say in a
few worda what omght properly to take
many. Shoot an arrow inw the wir—as
stralght upas you can. Youean's tell whers
it wili fall.  Is may fail on & neighbonr’s
head, o yonr own, or on a ebild's, or on
the pavement. Everybody's blood containe
mora or less poisoncus elaments.  Thean
are arrows, bot oalike yoor wooden acrow
they alwayes strike on the weakest apot or
spols in the body. T1f they hie the muecles
snd jolote wae cail i¢ rhenmatism and
gouk: if they hiy the liver we call iv liver
complaint or bilicueness; il chey hit the
kidneys we call it Bright's disease ; if they
bit the nerves we call it nervons prostra.
tion, epilepay, or any of filty other names ;
if they hiv the bronchisl tubes we call ig
bronchitis, ete. ; ¢F they kit the air cells, we
call it inflammation of the fungs,or by-and-
bye, pri And i h a8 thena
poisoned arrowa pass through the delicate
mashes of the Junga a thonsand times every
day is wonld ba odd if they didn's hit them
—woulda’t is?

Now, wait a bis, It follows that all the
varioua so-called diseaseslabove named_are
not diveases of all in and of themselves, but
marely symptoms. of one disease only-—
uamely, that disease which produces the
poison! Good. We will gob on to the end
af the story.

Atter she attack of lung inRsmmation
M Melloish suflered from loss of appetice,
pain in the chest, sides, and stomacn, and
dangerous coustipation. He eould eatb only
linnid food and had to take to his bei,
For weelks be was so feehle that ba conld
notrisein bed. He sonsulted one physician
aiver anocther, obtaining Do more shan tam-
porary relief from medicine. Then he was
ordered abrod na we have related,

His lester concludee in these words:
* Whilst ab Cannes I consulted m docior,
who said my wilmeny was weak digestion,
and that | weed mot trouble about tny tungas, -
Bas I never gained any real ground woll
November, 1891, when I began to take
Mother Seigei’s Carative Syrop,  This
helped me in one week, and by continuing -
with it I gob stronger nod stronger, and
am now io fair good health, This, afver
my relatives thoughs 1 shonld never re
cover, (Signed) Arthur Whiddon Maeltaish,”

To sum wp: This gentleman’s real mil-
ment was indigestion and dyspepsia, from
which the blood poison comes thot casses
#early all disorders and pains. Toe mir of
Southern France helped him temporarily,
becauno is is milder than ours; it did nov
rewmove the poison. By care and the ues
of Movher Semgel's Carative Syrap he wonld
bave done better ay home, as thy resuls
ahows,

50 we nee that Iv isn’s tbe clinate that
kills or saves; it is the condivion of she
d t: If, therefore, your doctor
ordery you sbroad for your healib, tell bim
goll wiil first try Mother Spigel’s Carative

FrRp.

Hoetoss : It's bot & poor lunch I can give
you! Buot my cook bhas got influenza !
Enlant Terrible : Ob, mammy, yoo sl ways
way thatt

1 began life withous s eent in ™y
pocket,” esaid the purse-prond wam to mm
Icqlllill.snl“').. “P dida’t even have o
pockst,” replied the latter meekly.



