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Planting Himself To Grow. 

Dear little bright-eyed Willie, 

Always so full of glee, 

Aw rv mischievous. 

The 
IVS sO Ve 

ide of oir home is he. 

im 1 One Ligh 

Close Ly the 

NStaninge 

summer day we found h 

garde 

stall. 

+ 
¢ 

n wail 

SO Lave ~ 

a sunflower 

His tiny fcet he had cove J 

With moist an 

T 1X of th at tall sunfl The stalk of the great tall sunflo 

le crasyped in his chubby — 

When be 

Gaz 

At his 

With 

He replied with a face aglow, 

I'm going to be 2a man: 

A cooling sand: 

caw us standing near him, 

so wenderingly 

he greeted us 

ing 

0 

a merry shout of glee. 

sked our darling what pleased him: 

Mamma, 

ire planted myself to grow.” 

Family Circle. 

mer 
CERISTIMAS EVENING IN 

EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. 

A THE 

. Wi *R 2 aid Clarissa. hor Bella had heard much beautiful musie 
‘ iat did he mean 7 said Clarissa, her] | . " ; 

Leck CL) . since her arrival ‘in London; but for her 
iama recks perceptibly paler. . 
p I N «IOs in the | POMC had such 2a mystic charm as that burst 

Patty came to re rescue. Us J ; x 3 ‘ . 
. f¢ Parardice Lost.” " of voices, with the once voice beside her 

~eCoNnt hoor 01 aradise 1.084, Sand 1¢ . 

cof alleaore.” clear and sweet, although so low. The 
—*t a sort of atiecsory., " h i a 

Cl . . Co : Lalo l VOY thought of her cousin’s obscure, 

. 65 patient life,—the vague, tender yearning 
Jauched CT had am uely sound,” she ob-! ¢ : = 
oo ww tof her womans heart over the pathos of 

SOV ‘but § should not have thought . . . . 
Vator T ; : ole his guict face,—uil softened and attuned 

_- iy | her spirit for the sermon, so that the voiee 
tions. What did he sav about the others, 
TREAT ‘ | of George Whitefield seemed like the voice 
CRG. = 

[in . . +. lof Godin her own soul.’ 
1th it s searee fair to as Wilis- , . . 

pered Pat When they left the chapel, it was a rough 
eres tv : 

PE — CIPRO SE — and stormy night, and they had enough to 
SLeave me atone, capa tae ampatien © — 

Outoke ddl} "Pell ins EC he do to hold their cloaks round them and 

BAY Ea RE enh ee keep up the umbrella, so there could be 
. . i ? 

SRL . : 
pt Ton = little conversation. But Bella spoke so 
tlle qd speak aboul many, an- { i peak about many, an) warmly of the enjoyment she had, that 

~wered Botty x 
p Ag i i. Tom ventured to ask if she would like to 

’ we he say about as y- PUr-1.4 acain next Sunday, because if so, he 

He g vee anne her a i Bit LE HS would gladly call for her. And Bella pro- 
s& cosaid he liked Cons sella best,” : BR : ] 
N ; BR od Cousin Bella best, hiceq, They said good-bye at the Ver- 

) a “ee dons’ door, "and in the flare of their flam- 
1) CHE HU] 1 bh § 4 

oh IEEE ith Taughter. Mceggy beau, Tom Graham’s face looked so bright 
cigoledy snd even Patty — and happy. 

“And didn't Lie say any more 7 aske didw't Lie say any more ™” asked Alas, alas! Bella had not reckoned on 
Clarissa, when 

“Yes” 

was like 

in his picture of Elijah in the Wilder- 

she was able to speak. 

said Lotty 5 “he said her face 

an angel's, and he should put her 

ness.” 

¢ Bravo!” 

the crimson Bella before the looking-glass. 

¢« Look up, 

the face of an angel! 

your 

angel, 

exclaimed Clarissa, dragging 

look up, my dear, and behold 

I wish you joy of 

Bella. Actually an 
And, upon my word, it was 

first conquest, 

Bella! 
no bad comparison!” 

and the 

and if Tom had seen 

There the hard voice lowered, 

bold face softened, 

she would not have recalled 

Sin,” 

angel came 

heart, 

“You, too, might have looked like that!” 

She 

shadow. 

Clarissa then, 

¢ Satan’s beautiful daughter, 

that 

close to her, and whispered to her 

for at 

moment her own good 

Bella err stood before the mirror. 

just raised her eyes to her own 

Her lips were trembling, her eyes meist, 

her checks flusiied, but there was a glory 
all over her—the 

nature. 

Bella 

and when 

rosy dawn of her nobler 

and Lotty were to sleep together, 

they were both in bed Patty 

the candle, and ‘after she had 

kissed her sister she went round and kissed 

her cousin. And Bella drew her head 

down and kissed her on both checks. 

came in for 

| 

Bella Kerr went to London with the 
Verdons, and spent three months in their 
elegant, worldly home in Bloomsbury. The 
little country girl did not like it at first, 
After the conversation in her uncle’s crowd- 
ed saloon, her evening prayer and chapter 

were strange and uncongenial. Bat, alas, 
as night after night she never reached her 
chamber till after midnight, and then with 
fagged mind and feverish body, the simple 

devotions were first curtailed, and then for. 

gotten. And soon, in her secret heart, 
Bella shrank from the godly, hamble ways 
in which she had been reared. And eps! 

Ned and some other gentlemen said s 
would be such a charming girl when she 
had outgrown all the Methodistical cant 
with which the parsons kept down the 
good people in the country. 

She saw Tom Graham only thrice dar- 
by that long stay. . First, he was waiting 

the coach-office when she arrived, —but | 

Patty had gone to her first situation, and 

{could she believe him?), and how he 
thought she could make him anything she 

CHR 
contig 

ISTILAN VISITOR. Dec: 224 

all the honsehold comfort depended on the 

She was glad to go out 

with him—away to St. Paul's Cathedral 

and the Tower. And Tom was so consid- 

erate and pleasant, and somchow so much 

politer than Ned and Lawrence, with all 

their West-End polish. 

But once more she saw 

day evening hie actually presented himself 

at the Verdons, to ask if his cousin Beila 

would like to hear that famous preacher, 

George Whitefield, in his new chapel at 

Mooriiclds. Aunt Verdon began to make 

eXCuses ; fi Bella said she would go, for 

there something in Tom Graham's 

quiet eyes, that brought up her own godly 

home so vividly to Ler, that she could have 

cried to feel herself alone in the midst of 

that gay, thoughtless family. 

They had to hasten in order to arrive at 

the chapel in time. Bella rever forgot 

that night, though she lived to try to for- 

get it. She never forgot the hymn—a new 

one, which Tom whispered was written by 

one of those brothers Wesley, at whom the 

repining mother. 

him. One Sun- 

Wis 

world was just beginning to wonder. 

the light fire of persecution she was called 

to endure through the week. Ned made 
very agreeable, though he never 

missed an opportunity to throw in a spice 
of mockery about the last Sunday evening. 
And then for the next Sunday evening, he 
got invitations for a soiree at the house of 
a literary lion of noisy fame; and Bella 

was so charmed by the celebrated names 
that would be there, that the echo of George 
Whitefield’s voice grew faint, and at last 
she consented to leave an excusing message 
for poor Tom. 
More than once, amid the hollow compli- 

ments of the gay assemblage, she thought 
of him trudging through the frost frem 
Finsbury, only to receive a cold apology 
from a half-incolent lackey. She knew 
exactly how he would look when he found 
she had failed him, how he would bow his 

head and go away, and perhaps stand silent 
amid the joyful praises at Moorfields. She 
thought she would write to him in a day 
or two 

But next Tuesday there came a com- 
mand for her to return home. Handsome 
Ned looked so sorry, and was so grave all 
the day afte. And in the twilight he 
aught Bella alone in the library. And 
there he told her that tale which makes the 
dullest woman’s heart beat faster,—how he 
loved her,—~how he eould never love ano- 
ther in the same way. How she had taught 
him, more respect for religion than he had 
ever known before (poor vain child! how 

himsel( 

liked, if she would [only take him in hand. 
The end of it was that Bella Kerr left 
London with a ring on her finger, and an 
assured promise of speedy return.’ 

. ’ ‘ 
- Hornton Farm again. Bat the grand. 
father and grandmother were gone, and 

ful woman. 

Year’s Day. At least, a lady and gentle: |" 
man arrived, but the gentleman only stay: 

in her flowered dressing-gown, she was. 

dismissed. Yet the lady seemed in no 

hurry to retire to rest. 

than forty, and the haggard wanness of her 

face was by no means that of years, or even 

sickness. 

dulgence in paints and similar pernicious 

adornments, 

diet, 

Meggy Mee was mistress there, a maiden | 

lady, as Clarissa had prophesied. A happy, 

here were two visitors on id Now. 

She was still 2 young woman, not more 

It cave the idea of constant in- 

late hours and irregular 
strongly thwarted. 

of 

of strong whims, 

Carefully dressed and pleasantly excited, 

she might still be a handscme woman. But 

sitting there in carcless loneliness, she was 

only a ruin. 

She awaited thc tardy return of her lord 
cone to some heavy dinner 

bard-drinking squires of the 

neighborhood. Such complaisance was no 

wifely habit on ler part. But she did not 

know how his degradation might be re- 

ceived by the steady servants of that re 

gular family. She felt the time hang 

heavy on her hands, and looked around for 

something to lighten its passage. There 

were only one or two books, and the lady 

read their titles end dropped them wearily 

—the Holy Bible and the Piigrim’s Pro- 
do witli her. She 

carrying her 

and master, 

among the 

gress had nothing to 

gauntered round the room, 

candlestick ir onc delicate hand, and ab- 

cently passing the other over the carved 

fronts of the tall cabinets. Suddenly she 

paused. At the end of the room farthest 

from the dainty white-draped toilet table 

which had been prepared for her, stood 

another, bearing an ancient mirror. The 
light which she carried fell full on her face, 

But why 

shudder? 
saw Ler own reflection. 

it niake her start and 

and she 

should 

Why? 
Because, as if the ghost of her own youth 

had suddenly looked over her shoulder,she 

saw beside that passionate, hollowed vis- 

age, the memory of a fresh, fair face, which 

to one had secmed even as the face of an 

angel! Because suddenly in front of that 

old mirror Bella Kerr, and what she might 

have been, stood face to face with Mistress 

Edward Verdon, and what she was. 

She sat down, and covered her face with 

her hands, and thought over that night 

when last she slept in the grim old cham- 
ber. The fifty who had gathered under 

that roof-tree then, where were they now? 

What of Clarissa Verdon, with that 

strange, strong beauty which does not fade? 

—Clarisea, overwhelmed with that terrible 

flattery which is only the mask upon a 

death’s head—poor Clarissa, none the less 
a lost woman, because she was a princes 

favorite! 

What of her brother Lawrence ? A By- 
barite who shivered in the summer breeze, 

and might only feel the softest, and taste 
the finest that wealth could buy. Why 
did be lay up no love for himself in those 
times? And Bella shuddered to think of 

the cell in Bedlam, and the rustling straw 

and the roaring curse! 
And what of handsome Ned? Bella's 

head bowed lower. This was he who had 
said she might make him anything she 
liked, if she would but try—this sodden, 
bestial man, who sometimes made her won- 

der whether God gave everybddy a soul, 
or made some just to fill the world, and 
then perish. But Bella did -not think that 
just now—she thought of him as he looked 
in the Bloomsbury library twenty years be- 
fore, and of all the aspirations she then had 
for his sake, and all their miserable failures. 

He had loved her better than she bad ever 

loved him, and in his breast there still lin- 

gered 2 maudlin fondness, while she bad 
only a quiet contempt. Pgor Ned! poor 
Bella! 

“ Best to be dead!” she cried in her ag 
ony of remembrance and remorse. And as 

Lo% _. 

she so cried out, she thought of a grave nov 

the e resurrection morning. A lowly, lonely 
grave, with just aname upon it, and an old 
date, nearly twenty years ago. 
« He was the last one who cared for my 

soul!” cried Bella, as in one flash of un- 
speakable anguish the dead lad’s face smil- 
ec on her; and the very sound of the Moor- 

mn rung in her ears. ‘None of her 
memories brought. such an ex- 

as deat) but ‘then the Name 

ed to change his dress for 
og contac, snd then we 

in this rooin together before?” asked Bella. 

remember it as though it were yesterday 1” 

very far off where Tom Graham waited for| 

“ Yes, I am Lotty,” said the other. 
“ And do you remember when we were 

“Yes, indeed, I do,” she answered, a 

smile breaking over her sweet face. «1 

¢ There have been great changes,” said 

Bella. 
“ Yes, indeed,” said Lotty. 

« Do my uncle, and aant, and Patty still 

live 2” inquired the lady. 

¢ Yes, and mother enjoys good 

health,” said the young woman. * Patty 

met with a severe accident in saving the 

life of one of her lady’s children ; and so 

my lady kindly allows Ler a pension ; and 

she lives with my parents. My poor father 

has been fit for nothing since poor Tom was 

taken. You know that Tom is gone, 

ma'am?” 

« Yes,” faltered Bella, “1 heard of his 

death ; but—but I was travelling at the 

my marriage, I re- 

my 

time—it was just after 

member he was always delicate. Washe 

long ill at the last?” 

« No he gave up work only a day or two 

befote he died,” « The pencil 

fairly dropped out of kis hand. Ah, there 

never was anybody as good as Tom!” 

she replied. 

«It was hard that he should die so 

young,” said Bella, «Did heeling to life Find 

«1 can scarcely say,” answered Lotty. 

« Ile had seemed rather sad for some 

time—as if something troubled him. Patty 

says there was a far-off lock on his face, as 

from the calm face, id held it aside y 
the gazed. Then she tenderly putit hy 
and whispered : “She looks like any, 

once more ; and now she is one.” 
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DECLIATF WoMmEN, Pale-faced, Sickly Chilg 
Aged and Infirm, alike, are benefited byjthe str 
ening and Blood Making Power of HaNpgn 
QUININE WINEAND IRON. It stimulates the ¢ 
lation, improves the Appetite, and removes 4) 
purities fiom the Blood. It isthe best medic, 
can take to give you lasting Strength . 
The Horrible, Unsightly Blote hes and Timples 

the Sallow, Colorless Complexion can be guick)y 
effectually replaced, by a clear Healthy Skip, 
remedy is certain and easily procured, and is sip 
HANINGTON’S QUININE WINE AND IRON, taken 
cording to directions. Try one bottle and | lie 
vinced. Price 50 cents per bottle; ; 6 for $2.50. 

If Youn Have 

Dyspepsia, Pillionsness, Liver Complaint, (ogy 
ness, sick Headache, Heartbury, Acid Sw 
Jaundic e¢. Dejection of Spirits, Dimness of Vig 
any discase arising from Indigestion, ask your 
gist for FELLOWS’ DYSPEPSIA BITTERS; “(hey 
cure you, novi 

Close Continement in poorly ventilated 
rooms, and want of Jruper exercise, are oftep 
avoidable, but tend to produce Dyspeysia, wa 
energy and loss of appetite. In such cases Hang 
ton’s Quinine Wine and Iron is the best medic 
uso. 
ZF Farmers, Lumbermen, and every one 

keeps a Horse. should almaps have a bottle of | 
ington’s Penetrating Liasiment at hand in ¢ 
of accident. It is always reliable; price 25 cepg, 
§Z7~ Diarrheea in children is often. attended 

the mostserious result. Hanington’s Biackbk 
es relief at once, and cannot ham 

youngest infant; price 25 cents. 

If yen are going West, purchase your Tickets 
G. A, Freeze, the agencon W ater Street, St. Jo 
Passengers for W innipeg or other western py 
have choice of route. Cushioned seats provide 
all clases and baggage checked through, 

Lameness.—It is the result of over use. The 
soreness, accompanied by pain on exertion, i 
affected part. The celebrated UNIVERSAL Ling 
is unequalled in enting lameness. Bathe the te 
jortion with the Linlment at night, and on going 
ed, and again in the worning. novio 

“BENSOW Ss 
if he¢ were waiting for something.” 

«Did he feel sure he would go to hewy-| 

en 2” whispered Bella. 

« He had heaven safe in his own soul,” 

said the sister. 

« And I suppose he never deserted Mr. 

Whitefield’s mintstry ? 7 queried the other. 

« Never,” replied Lotty : “he was at 

Moorflelds the last Sunday before he died.” 

« Did he tinish—-" and Bella paused, 

with a choking in her throat—¢ Did lie fin- 

ish a grand picture that I saw him begin at 

Finsbury—a picture of Elijah and the an- 

gel?” «Ob, yes,” answered Lotty, with 

reverent delight at this recollection. “ie 

finished it: but he never thought so him- 

self. He was always touching it up. It 

was not sold until after his death.” 

« Isupposc he never spoke of me,’ 

Bella, in a subdued voice. 

« No,” replied the other, venturing to 

take the white jewelled fingers, «Ive of- 

ten wondered over that ; for I never forgot 

you, cousin Bella, I thought you were so 

very beautiful.” 

They sat silently, hand in hand, for some 

time. Then Bella gently rose; and Lotty 

Graham withdrew. 

That night there was joy in heaven over 

a sinner that repented ! 
Oh, it is hard to repent !—hard, hard, to 

find our souls suddenly torn from all the 

ties we have linked about us. Hard to 

climp the heavenward path ever the ruins 

of old habits and associations. But the 

grace of God has strength for hard things. 

The change began the very next day, so 

that cousin Mee thought she had been 

wrong in her first impressions of her visitor 

Ned Verdon, too was almost startled by 

his wife’s gentleness ;indeed, it half-sober- 

ed him. 
Bella went back to London, with two 

daisies gathered from a grave, folded in her 

Bible. She did not look at them often. 

’ said 

spoke of their dead consin. And Ned Ver- 
don listened quietly, and then slipped his 
arm round her waist, and kissed her. 

But'it was up-hill work. God’s mercyis 
infinite ; but He does not always choose to 
lift our self-made burdens from us. With 
patient. devotion Bella might rekindle the 

to the jolliest club-dinner. But she could | w 
not make their hearts and lives one. 

It came to an end at last. Ned was car- 
ried into his own house, thrown from his 

horse almost at his very door. 

mau, he lay for days; and like a dead wo- 
man, his wife walked to and fro. Was 

{this to be all? Nolast word for a pledge 
to keep ‘the solitude afterwards? 

{Knetig in the middle of the room where |, 

She showed them to her husband, and]: 

torch of her married love, until Ned ab- 
solutely preferred a quiet evening with her 

Like a dead 

i body, she asked this of | 

ABENSON'S CAPCIN 
p= POROUS PLASTE 

TOR WOMEN AND CHILDREN. 

IFemaies suffering from pain and weakness 

derive great comtort and strengih from the use 
Bens: ns C \peine Poros 1? laster. 
where children arc affected with whooping con 

ordinary coughs ov colds or wea ngs, itis 

one and only treatment they should re 
It relieves pain at onec,, sire ngthens ai nd cu 

where other plasters will not eve relieve. 

Sold by all Druggists. Price 25 Cents, 

BEWARE OF IMETATIONS 

& Johnson, Pharmaceutical Chemis 
New York. 
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VALUABLE[I'RUTIRY, 

noorhealth,or langui 
take cheer, for 

will Cure You. 

Jen feel weak 
y knowing why, 

will Revive You. 
and haveo'ertaxed yo 
ties; or a mother, w 

If you are suffering from 
ing on a bed of sickness. 

Hop Bitters 

If you ave simply ailing § 
raspirited. withyat cleai- 

Hop Bitte 
If yon are a winister, 

self with your pastoral du- 
out with care and work, 

Hop Bitters will 

If you are a man of bus-§ 
rain of, your everyday, 
ters, toiling over you. bmidnight wok, 

ep Bitters williStreugthen You, 

If you are young, andfsufferingfrom anyind 
retion, or are urowing toodfast,as is often the ¢ 

Hop Bitters willll"elicve You. 
If you are in'the work hop,on the farm’ 
esk, anywhere, and feelzthal your system neg 
leansing, toning or stimu ating, without fut 

Restore You. 

iness, weakened by 1 
duties;.or aan of 

S$ What Ton Need. 

ulse 1s feeble, 
aculties waning, 

give you New 
igor. 

nd Pain Relief. 

If you are old; and you 
nerves unsteady, and you 

ry Hop Cough Cu; 
For sale by all druggists. 

Lal) LLOWAY S PILLS 

This Great Household Medicine 
amongst the leading necessaries of li 
These famous Pills purify the BLOOD, and 

most powerfully, yet soothingly on the 

River, Stomach, oeys 
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1 cases where 
, has become 

Fosialos of & 
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[HOLLOW 
Its inciiiig: and Healing 

known throughout the World 
For the cure of BAD LEGS, Bad Breasts 
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Er last, her pray- ; 


