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the refuse of the iron and acres of dead trecs from the enlphur fomes,
and explored Pleasant river, leaping from ona flat stone to another,
and gathering in the cardinal lowers along the bank, Sbhe wandered
besida Silver Lake, which reflected old Chairback and Saddleback
Mouutain upen its polished surface, Her mother would not let her
venture far. Two fierce bear cubain their cagea st the hotel told
what the woods contained.

Under Mrs Cronin's touch the plain wooden cottage grew into a
home, There were a few pretty pictures and ornaments she had
brought with her—the remainder of better days, and Mary helped to
arrange tbem in the baye living room, The curtaing of the windows
were coarse but white, and the new stova shone resplendent with its
silver plated ornamentation and lettering.

¢ The Star of the Kast, Bangor, Maine,”
door many times a day.

% Mother," sbe said, holding her stove-rag in her hand as she
knalt before the range. * I nlways give tha name an extra polish, for

t seems to mean so much to ua, This ia ounr firet real homz, No-
body ander us and nobody over ue, and such heapsof room all roond I

Mary's intense delight in all she saw, and the deep gratitude ehe
expregsed for all that was dons for her, made every one anzious to
give her pleasure. She was thonghtful and unselfish and the whole
settlement learned to love * Cronin’s Daughter "

Was & chiid unrnly ¢ The mother would eall Mary in to help
her, and soon the unhappy little one was listening with open eyes
and dirty mouth expanding into a smile, 1o her account of some Bt
Patrick's day parads, or & Fourth of July exhibition of fire-works on
Boston Uommon. To Mary versed in city lore and sights, the country
wasg one thing tobe desired ; but the Katahdin children, tired of mono-
tony and loneliness of a life in the woods, could never bear enough of
the crowds and noise.

8o * Oronin's Daughter ” became theatory-tetler of the settlement
Often the workmen stopped and joined the circle of children and
crowded around her in the summer twilight aad listened to her story

“ Beems a different place, somechow, since ¢ Cronin’e Daughler;
came,” eaid many of the people. * The children don't fight half so
much as they did, nor torment the critters, They’re nice folks, them
Croning,”

Befora ber mother was taken ill, Mary's hands and teet and head
bad beeo ab the service of the whole settlement. Every one loved,
petted and tyrannised over ker.

In epite of her mother's sharp but short iilnese, from which she
wad now recovering, the summer and autumn had passed bhappily
with Mary. Her father had kept sober, and no one suspected his
past shame, Jobm COronin wae a good workman and soon 1ose from
being a driver of the four-horse wagons which carried the ore down
from the mountain to the works, to being a * top-mar.”

The daties of the top-man were of & very responsible nature,
Kight times an hour the elevator, built beside the chimney, came
crenking and groaniog up to the top-house with ita load of ore and
limestone, The top-man fastened tha elevator with a bolt, and the
ear to the rear wouth of the chimney. Over this the car rested while
the top-man pulled a chain which opened the bottom acd precipitated
the mass of ore and rock down the chimney and info the turnace be-
low, The car was returned to the elavator, the bolt pushed back, a
bell rang, the man below started the machioery and ihe elevator be-
gan its downward journaey.

All this required methodical cara and wakefuloess, The ebildren
of the settiement bad told Mary of an awfal night, two winters before,
owing to the neglect of the night top-mun, ar expiosion had occurred
which wrecked end burned the worka and buought all the men in the
top-house to a fearful death.

No wonder Mary's heart stood still with fright when her father
reeled through the door, nor that she resalved to follow bhim to the
top-house to make sure that he had not fallen asleup. She had
watched the furnace and knew by the shower of sparks that were
gent up that the ore wee being dumped regularly ; but at any moment
sleep might overtake him-—sleep that means dismissal anl disgrace,
and possibly death to bimself and others,

The road was white and lonely, The fr.zen river bad no word
of encouragement as she crossed the old red biidge, and the atar
were far away and cold, Bhe avoided the front worke for fear of
being meen by some of the night-force in the casting-room. Arcund
the charcoal-house and through the thick emoke, up the hill, over the

bridge and up the ladder the child went, with cbilled hands and feet
bat with a beart warm with love and desperation.

Burely that is the elevator rattling up beside her. Now she,
stops for breath on the landing, waiting for weleome noise from above
that wiil drive her fears away, How her father will laugh and kiss
her, and, with a cheery word, send her home for the pight. The in-
tensely cold air may have brought bim to himself, she thinks,

B There was an ominous silence above and the child horried up ike
ladder. Joha Crooin lay asleep on the foor.

Mary had no time for thought. Bbe diew the bolt and secured
the elevator, Then she seized the handles of the car and wheeled it
toward the fiery pit. The beat grew wmore and morg in'ense, Counld

Mary real on the oven

gho guide the car snd dump it? Before she knew it, it was done.
The car was replaced, the bolt pushed back and the bell rung. The
elevator had gone down and the Aoor had been repiaced,

Then Mary crouched beside the sleeping man and moaned and
cried :

O father! father! Wakeup! I can't stay bers all night 1 If
I cal! for help you will be dismissed, I'm afraid to stay here alons,”

(b be voncluded.)

1T WAB MARY BHERLOCK'S W/ B,

“ THERE lays a hundred years o' peace and happiness,”

It was the wake of Mary Bherlock. who had died of old ags;
and it took place on the night of Thursday, March 19, 1891, in the
Qity of New York. The room was crowded with men and women, old
and young, and an aged junkman, who sat on a keg inthe middle of
the room, said to every new comer, * There iays & hundred years of
peace and happioess,” to which the party responded in a chorus,
* Faith, Mike, niver truer words did ye npeak.”

For Grandma Sherlock had come to America from Ireland before
any of them, and, no doubt, was at least 108 years old when sha
ended ber long journey.

But she was oue of the old stock and never knew what illness
was,

How different ig such a story as this, for instance, told by a
woman | “1 was never well in my life.” she says, always weak and
atling, constantly sick, and troubled with gitdiness and swimming
in the head. People who did not know me wonld at times think I
was tipsy. I always had a poor appetite, with bad taste in my mouth
in the morning, and psin atter eating. I had great pain apnd tight-
ness in the chest and side, and was lapgnid and tirad after the leaet
exertion, so I was unable to do any work or get my own liviog,

' Ag to sick headache, I was seldom free from it, and often my
heart would palpitate, so I had to stop and hold myself, for fear of
falling. I was nearly always under the docter, and when I was 8o,
something formed in wy month that the doctor called ‘ranula’ and
and I was confined in the Exeter Hospital 17 weeks wito it.

* From that time I wis worse tban ever ; and after eating ths
least morsel of food I beaved at the stomach and would spit up a
pour Boid

Better and worse I continued until April 1889, when I became
much worse, and my abdomen swelled nntit it reached a great aige,
and A pain in the side and back made me scream cut, Indeed, I
was in such sgeny [ counld not stir hond or foot, Just then my
pe'ghbour, Mrs Harriz, wife of Joshua Harris, theroad contractor,
came in, and I bad to be carried to bed. Bo dreadful was the pain
that I broke gut into a heavy sweat, and a faintness came over me,
Mra Harrie stayed with me and poulticed me, but as I got no better,
my mother, who lived at Bouedon, was sent for, She came at once
and sent for a doctor, as I wag in terrible distress, and fighting for
breath, The doctor said be conld not teliwhat was the matter, and
a gecond doctor was sent for from Smeaton by the clergymen, who
thought I was dying. 8o critical was my condition considered that
prayers were made for me at the church.

¥ The swelling of the howels increased, and the doctor said if
this awelling did not go down [ could not get better ag it muat be a
tumour, He seemed puzzled by my cas: and kept changing my
medicine, bat I got no relief, My brother and others who came to
see me all believed me 10 be dying.

After two months of this & lady named Mre Stocker who lived at
Bousdonr came to see me and told me about a medicine called Mother
Beigel's Byrop, and said, ‘ you try 1t, for 1t once saved my life,”

© I sent 1o Mr Gage, the grocer at 8eaton, and got & bottle, aod
before I bad taken the contenta I felt better, the paia was easier, and
the swelling I have spoken of gradually went away, After having
taken three bottlue I was sble to move about, and now feel better
than I ever did io my life before, and am atronger than when I was
a girl. Bt oh, if [ bad kpown of Mother Seigel’s Syrup souner, it
wonld have saved me years of misery.

(Bigned) ¢ Mrs MARY HOARE,

“ Combpyne, Axminater, Devon, Feb. 16, 1821."”

This was a case of chronic ndigestion end dyspepsia, with
terrible constipation ; the swellinzs was caused by metter in the in-
tegtines which had probably been accumularing for moaths. In the
me-ntim= this festering ma-g filled the whole system with poison
causing ail the other symptoms described, Women are subject to
this far more than men, oo agcount of their cireless habits. It
occasionally happens that surgical interfereoce is necessary. There
was no tomour, of course, bat in the end there might have been, had
;:\ot Seigel's Syrup removed the lotheome deposit before it was Leo
ate

What & pity that women (and men too) will not cheek the first
symptoms of disease, aad thus, ika Mary Soerlock, esjoy s buadred
years of pesce and happiness,

An immense wooden box, bound io iron, was recently found at
Helsinfors, in Finlaod, by workmen eogaged in excavatiog in the
cellar of an old honse, Upon opening the box the men found that it
contained a large parchment and a quantity of picoes of iron of odd
shapes, Being unable to make out the contects of the parchment
they carried it to Mr Rizeff, the nearest magisirate, who fonnd that
it was written by Father Boger, one tune Minister to Louis VII, of
France, Itwae an eisborately written treatise upon the use of steam
a8 a motive power, and further examination revealed that the bitg of
iron were numbered parts of & yudimental but complete steam engine,
It is proposed to fit the parts togeiber and to exbibit this pioneer
ateam engine at the Expositlon, This machine would, if put in
operation at the time, about the year 1137, have given the people the
same facililies as wera had in the days of Newcomen, Watt, and Ful-
ton, for which they had to wait eomething like 600 years,



