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:set me wup in roses and dimples for a

. you must have made out a list of them

.about Brighton? I don’t understand

ALICE’S LETTER.

“Just as your pa think’s best, my
-dear,” said Mrs. Kossiter, as she folded
her graceful morning robe indolentiy
about her and leaned back among the
soft cushicns with a languid air.

It was very evident that Mrs. Rossi-
“ter was not in a mood for active exer-
“tion or remonstrance of any kind. If
her pretty daughter, kneeling there on
‘the carpet, with her curly head on her
mother’s knee, her blue eyes seconding
the motion of her coaxing cherry-red
mouth, her little hands, so soft and
white and delicately shaped, clasped in
playful supplication; if she, I say,
had proposed a voyage to the South
Sea Islands on & mission of charity
instead of a pleasure trip to the
-country, Mrs. Rossiter would scarcely
have found the strength of will to op-
pose her. As it was, the bright face of
the kneeling girl grew brighter still, as
she sprang up with a musical “Thank
Yyou, mamma,” and changed her seat on
the floor for one on the knee of a port-
1y, plensm:t-fvut..' ved old gentleman,
“who sat in a lounging-chair before the
window, reading.

With a quick movement, as graceful
as it was audacious, she pulled his
morning paper away from him, and
«dropped it on the floor, set her pretty
little foot upon it firmly.

“What do you say, papa?” she asked.

“Well, what is it, my pet?”

The old gentleman did not seem
much out of temper for the liherties she
hud taken, but, putting his arms about
her, drew her toward him and kissed
her over and over again. Any one,
with half a glance at the pair, would |
have known that Alice Rossiter was the
pride and darling of her father’s heart.

“Well, you see, papa, instead of going
to Brighton with Helen and Marion, I |
want to visit Auntie Russell, for a six
weeks’ rustication. It has been so long

since I inhaled a real country breeze,
that actually I have forgotten what one
is like. Buttercups and daisies would
be greater luxuries than jewels to me,
and for the life of me I don’t believe I
could tell to a certainty whether pota-
Yoes grow on vines or bushes. Then I
overheard Dr. Andrews telling grandma
yesterday how shockimgly thin and
sallow T was getting. He said I needed
air and exercise more than phvsic—that
n few weeks in the country, with plenty
«of romping, pudding and milk, fresh air
and aflirtation with a rustic lover,would

whole year. Besides, papa—"

“Hush, yon rattle-headed pussy cat!
Your reasons are forcible ones, and so
plenty and well arranged that I think
and learned them by heart. DBut what
show the belle of its last season—the vain
miss who came home again with her
giddy little head quite turned with her
numerous conquests—can relmquish
thus the chance to repeat her triumphs.”

Alice curled her scarlet lip disdain-
fully. Her father smiled. That ques-
tion was disposed of.

“But Alley, it won’t be prudent foryou
to go alone. What with fence-climb-
ing. hunting for new-laid eges and sim-
ilar propensities which wonld develop
themselves in you, I should be in con-
tinual fear of sprained wrists, dislocated
ankles, a bruised head or a broken neck.
You woull need some one to keep con-
tinual watch over you. We could not
spare any of the servants, and as for
having a private companion 1

“That was just what I was going to
say when you interrupted me,” Alice
broke in eagerly. “There is Miss Dun-
bar, Hattie’s governess, who could be
spared as weil asnot, and I am sure
she would be willing to oblige me.”

“Very well, just as you and she can

agree. You have my consent to any-
thing reasonable. And now be off
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gyvpsy. Here is something to defray

expenses. Pick up that paper under

your toes,and don’t smother me with
kisses, pussy.”  And, placing a bank-
note in her hand, Mr. Rossiter unseat-
ed her from his knee, and following her
graceful figure for a moment with a
glance of pardonable fatherly pride, re-
sumed his reading.

“Dear, sweet, unselfish Ally Rossiter!
How from my heart of heartsI thanked
her, when she came into my room afew
minutes afterward and told me of her
success, The day before when she was
chatting gayly with me of the coming
season at the fashionable watering-place
—for I was more her confident than
were either of her haughty elder sisters
—1I bad accidently let fall a wish that
I might have a few weeks’ vacation from
my dutics as governess to pass in the

her country relatives. Her air was
anxious and iquiring, for she preferred
to seem soliciting rather than conferring
a favor—as though she did not mistrust
how my very soul leaped up with de-
light at her question. At first I refused,
confronting her with a knowledge of
her self-denial and tender sacrifice; but
she adhered so steadily to her resslu-
tion, declaring that if I did not ac-
company her, she would stay at home
entirely, that she would not go any-
where if she could not go to Suflolk,
coaxing me with kisses, and holding up
before me the very picture that I had
painted the day before in my yearning
sadness, that at last I yielded a half-
pleased, half-reluctant but inexpressi-
bly grateful consent.

A week from that morning we were
on our journey, and Alice entertained
me with graphic descriptions of the pla-
ces and persons I should see. She had
not visited there before for years, not
since she was a little girl in short frock
and trousers; but I knew her memory
must be a faithful one, so life-like were
the pictures she drew. I could almost
see the low, brown farmhouse nestled
down in the valley, with the smooth
plat of grass-green meadow land in
front, and the broad hillside orchard
behind; almost see the "clinging roses
and vines that tangled their scarlet and
green beauties over the narrow windows;
and the pleasant sitting-room, and its
striped carpet, its pretty chintz cur-
tains, the old-fashioned brass can-
dlesticks on the mantel-shelf, the
three simple pictures on the wall
—one a morning piece, where a
fat, red-cheeked widow held a primly-
folded handkerchief to her eyes, to
catch the pea-like tears that rolled into
it; called up, no doubt, by the sight of
the very straight, very green weeping-
willow that stood guard over a purple
tomb, and whose tassels almost brushed
the chubby, beet-colored cheeks of the
fatherless little boy and girl that clung
to her side.

And then she told me of her homely,
kind-hearted Aunt Mary—her rough,
blunt-spoken Uncle James—her eldest
cousin Edgar away at school, and
Frank, two years younger, whom she
remembered as a wild, mischievous,
bright-eyed boy, full of spirit, but gen-
erous and impulsive to a fault.

“But, my dear!” she said in conclu-
sion, “I'll wager by this time he is a
verdant, gawky, overgrown fellew—a
veritable country clown. By the way,
Catherme, do you know I mean to try
my arts on him? A whole summer
without a conquest will be intolerably
stupid, and such a trinmph would be a
novelty in the flirting world, worth
scheming for. Tmagine a sun-burned,
shock-headed youth standing before me,
grinning with bashful simplicity, hoist-
ing first one foot and then the other in
sheepish embarrassment, and stammer-
ing out bis ardent love-avowal some-
thing after this fashion: “W-w-w-ill
Y-y-you have me, Cousin Alice?”

I laughed in spite of myself at her
comical picture, but bade her have a
care; for coquettish games were always
dangerous ones, and she might be the
smitten one after all. She shook her
head at me with a merry, skeptical
laugh, but made me no reply in words.
She did not speak again until we had
reached the end of our journey.

The pleasant blue-eyed little woman,
who came down to the wooden gate to
meet us, was very like the picture she
had painted of her; and the motherly
way 1n which she smjothel back the
brown cutls of her niece and kissed her
white forhead, her kindly voice, and
above all, the cordial manner in which
she clasped my hand at introduction,
quite won my heart.

While we were directing the coach-
man about our baggage, a gentleman
and lady on horseback galloped gaily
down the valley road, and nodded to
Mvrs. Russell as they swept past.

“My son Frank,” she said, in an ex-
planatory way, as they went by. “We
were not expecting you until to-morrow
or he would have remained at home this
afternoon.”

I turned and looked after the retreat-
ing pair mentally comparing that tall,
elegantly-formed man, ecarrying his
head so proudly, and managing his
spirited steed with that graceful, easy
skill, which is the beauty of horseman-
ship, to the shock-headed, bashful youth
of Alice’s fancy. I think she recalled
her own words, too, for her glance fol-
lowed mine, and the look of pleased
surprise that brightened her whole face
did not vanish till the dust of their
horses’ hoofs had settled in the distance.

Deliciously cool and sweet was the
little spare chamber assigned to us,
and after a bath and a change of appar-
el, I seated myself by the low, open
window, and leaned out through the
climbing net-work of roses to enjoy
the beautiful freshness of the summer
scencry spread out before my gaze. Al-
ice was—I know not where, though a
snatch of gay song, warbled in the clear-
est of voices, or a thrill of merry langh-
ter, occasionally betraying to me her
whereabouts. All at once I saw her

coolness and quiet of the zountry. Ev-
er since the spring I had been longing
for the green fields, the singing birds,
the smell of the young meadow clover
and the sight of the growing corn; for
I was born and bred a country maiden,
and the old tastes and instincts were
strong within me. The hot breath of
town stiftled me, and so I told her with
wistful tears in my eyes. A shadow came
rover her fuir face while I was spea king,
and Ieliecked myself involuntarily. I
had without meaning it stirred her gen-
crous impulsive nature to pity. Blessed
darling! She did not know that I saw
through her affectionate little strata-
gem, when she came to me the next
morning, and asked me if I should be
willing to accompany her on a visit to

emerging from the barn—one foot slip-
| perless, a great rent in her frock, her
| curls tangled with bits of hay, her gay
' silk apron filled with eggs. She was
i lnughing and singing sll in a breath;
{ butas she danced along, her foot slipped
on a pebble and she fell. I heard the
clash of the eggs in her apron and saw
the broken yolks and whites trickling
out upon fhe ground in little rills of
gold and pearls. Just as T was going
to her assistance, I caught the sound of
an amused mirthful laugh by the gale
and the next moment Frank Russell was
assisting her to rise.

“What carelessness! Six new laid
eggs everlastingly ruined! How shall
we remedy such a loss?” he saidin a

cousin Alice, T am sure. Even if I had
not been anticipating your arrival, I
should have known this face among a
thousand. You are very little chang-
ed—so little, indeed, that I dare greet
you just as I used to years ago,” and
stooping he kissed her blushing cheek
gallantly.

They came into the house together,
chatting like old friends, and pretty
soon Alice came up to change ler dress
for tea. She lingered longer than nsual
at her glass and I smiled, in spite of
myself, at the painstaking carve which
sho manifested in dressing. That even-
g as we sat together in the porch,
Alice asked her aunt, with a mischioy-

ous glance at Irank, who the young
lady might be whom we had seen on

horseback that afternoon.

“Oh, she was Annie Carter,” was the
reply, “I expect in a year from now
you will be able to call her cousin. She
has been engaged to my son this long
while.” And the old lady smiled good-
naturedly over her knitting.

- Isaw ashadow come over Alice’s face
—very faint, but still a shadow—and no-

ticing that, a sudden pain struck coldly
to my heart—as instinctive fear of what
the next few weeks would bring about,

Frank was smiling, but there was not
the slightest visible embarrassment in

his manner, as he comnosedly pulled off
handful after handful of leaves, and

rolled them up into balls to pelt the
big Newfoundland dog lying at his feet.

The events of the next two months

(for our visit had been indefinitely pro-

longed) were but a realization of the

prophetic dread that fell like a cloud

over my spirit the first night of my

stay in that house. Alice Rossiter’s

heart was singularly simple in its affec-

tionateness and child-like confidence,

and I notioned with a feeling akin to

pity the mastery which her fascinating

cousin was gaining over it. They were

inseparable companions. There were

morning rambles on the river banks—

long promenade’s under the summer

moonlight—that white, magnetic flame

in which Cupid so often dips his arrows.

Now Alice would want wild flowers for

a wreath;only F'rank could show her

where the finest grew. Again it was

moss for a basket, or water lilies for her

favorite vase; only Frank could pro-

cure them for her. Once she sprained

her ankle in descending a hill. Frank

brought her home in his arms and I

could but notice how tenderly he held

her—how closely her white face nestled
down against his breast, as though it

would never ask to rise. A day

or two after she was stung by a malic-

cious bee. Frank must bandage

the white, swollen arm, and then,

(did he realize what he was doing, do

you think ?) cover the smarting wound |
with kisses, saying, with an audacious |
look into the half-nverted eyes, that he |
knaw as well as the bees where sweets
were to be found. Avnie Carter seemed

to be forgotten, or, if I remembered, to
be held in secondary consideration to |
his guest. With growing pain I wit- |
nessed their evident liking for each oth- |
er’s society-—their intimacy, ripening |
every day into something more deep and |
tender. I could not interfere or warn
them—the matter was too delicate for
my skill to manage, sud vet who could
fail to know what the result would be?
One heart must bleed, whether Alice’s
or that of the fickle Frank’s betrothed
Icould not say. My selfish love would
have chosen the latter.

One night we sat together, Alice and
I, by our chamber window. Her chair
was drawn up close to mine, and she
half leaned against me, her head lying
on my bosom, her arms clasped loosely
across my shoulders. We had been
very silent, neither of us speaking for
mearly an hour, and I was wondeving
what had brought such a pensive shade
to Alice’s face, when she spoke abruptly.
Her question gave me the clew to the
long reverie she had been indulging
in

“You saw Miss Carter yesterday did
you not, Catherine ?”

“Yes,” Ireplied.

“Am I as pretty as she is?” she
asked.

“A thousand times prettier, my dar-
ling,” said I. “Why, her face is no
more to be compared with yvours than a
wax flower is to those roses in your
hair—fresh, dewy, and sweet with per-
fume.

“Do you think s0?” said Alice. “I am
glad, though I don’t know that I ever
cared much for being pretty until lately.
I suppose Frank likes—loves her very
much—don’t you?” '

There was something more than a
careless curiosity to hear my opinion in
that question. Had I answered her
frankly, I should have given a decided
negative. But, with a nature like hers,
I dared run no unnccessary vrisk. I
would not encourage the latent hope
that I saw slumbering in her heart.
“Of course,” I answered.

She sighed—a long, dismal sigh, that
smote my heartto the quick. Justthen
we heard voices underneath the window.
Her ear was quicker than mine, for she
lifted herself up eagerly, bent her head
a moment, as if to listen, and then I saw
a quick color like the flush of
a rose, ripple into her cheek. We
leaned together out of the window.
Beneath us were Frank Russell and
Annie Carter, pacing backward and for-
ward on the grassy lawn, her hand on
his arm—his handsome face bent down,
till his dark locks almost brushed her
forehead.

I saw Alice’s eyelids droop to crush
back the tears she would not have me
see, and® instinctively I put my arm
| about her and drew her away from the
window. I could feel her heart beat-
ing stormily under her bodice, and when,
with a long, low, sobbing ecry, she
threw herself into my arms and buried

merry, mocking voice. “This is my

knew she was conscious that her secret
had passed int> my possession.
The next day and the next passed

dismally enough, but I saw, with a sen- |

sation of relief, that Alice shunned
Fraak’s uttentions. Once roused to a
sense of her danger, the evil was half
remedied I thought.

On the afteryron of the third day I
went out for the solitary ramble I was
accustomed to take after dinner. I
walked down to the river, and, to my
surprise, as I neared my favorite seat—

FARM AND GARDEN,

Milch cows should alwaysbe fed
ground feed.

Feed carrots to color the milk and
make the butter yellow.

Grooming the cows is a work which
always brings a good return.

The pear delights in a deep, rich,
warm loam, with a clay subsoil.

Iowa walks off with the best prize
for butter at the New Orleans exposi:

a little clearing among the willows that
thickly skirted the bank—T saw Ally's
white sun-bonnet lying on the grass,
and a little further on, herself thrown
down on the ground, her arms crossed |
on the cool grass, and her face buried
inthem. Her very attitude was one of
hopeless passionate grief, and I should |
have known she was weeping, even 1f I
had not heard her stifled sobs.

While I stood hesitating, undecided,
whether to go forward and speak with
her, or leave her to conquer her sorrow
alone, Frank Russell came out from |
among the willows opposite me. He,
too, noticed the weeping girl, and,
springing quickly forward, knelt by
her side. Evidently he did not
know what to say to comfort her, for he
only smoothed her hair silently, appar-
ently;unconscious of my close proximity.
For once, Alley’s heart misled her. She
thought the intruder was myself.

“Do not blame me, Catherire,” she
said, “I cannot help it—indeed T cun-
not. He was so good—so handsome—
80 kind to me, that I was loving him |
before I thought of the consequences. |
We will go away from here to-morrow, |
—will we not, dear, good Catharine ?—
where I shall never see Frank again.
Oh, my heart will break!” she sobbed
out, in broken accents, without lifting |
her head.
® My heart leaped to my throat with a |
suffocating bound. I would have died |
rather than that my beautiful, sensitive |
darling should so uncounsciously have |
opened her heart to the man who, of all |
persons, ought to be blinded to its se-
crets. It would kill her when she knew |
what she had done. !

But I was unprepared for the revela- |
tion of the next fow minutes. Not till |
I noticed the sudden start that Frank
Russell gave. the flush that came over |
his face, the tenderness that leaped in- |
to his hazel eyes; not till I saw him
gather her up in his arms, with passion-
ate caresses,pouring a vehement story of
love into her ears—love that had not
dared to hope, and that, but for that un-
expected revalation, would never have
found utterance—did I realize that Ally,
after all, was to be happier than I had |
dared to wish she might be.

But I was startlod when I saw her |
struggle from his embrace with a
frightened ery, looking alternately from |
him to me, as if trying to comprehend
her humiliating mistake—a hot flame |
of mortification blazing across her face,
her blue eves darkened by alook of pit- |
iful distress. |

“No, no! don’t come near me, Frank |
Russell,” she almost screamed, when |
he would have taken her hands. “I|
sce how it is—what have I said—what |
have I done—what you would say to me |
to save my pride. But do not mock me |
so! Let me bear this disgrace as my
punishment—only respect my secret, |
for its own sake. Come, Catherine, let |
usgo!” and she stuggered towards me
with both hands pressed hard over her |
burning tace.

Moved by her suffering—her shame—
scarcely knowing what I did, in
my great pity for her humilia-
tion, I said bitter, harsh things to!
Frank Russell, taunting him with fick- |
leness, meaness, falsity, and concluding |
by bidding him toseek Miss Carter, and *
rehearse the part he had been playing. ‘
He listened in indignant surprise, but f
at that name a new light seemed to
break across his mind. |

“Miss Carter,” said he. Is it possi- |
ble that you have labored under such a |
mistake as that? She has been en-
gaged tomy brother Edgar for these
two years.”

The next moment Alice was in his
arms, sobbing, langhing and blushing
all at once.

I left them together by the river,
but not until I had whispered mali-
ciously to Alice;

“W-w-w-will y-y-you have m-me-me,
Cousin Alice ?”

The Opium Habit in America.

Dr. W. A. Himmond's paper before New York |
State Medical Association.

In 1850 the total quantity of opium |
consumed in the United States was
about 20,000 pounds. In 1880 it had |
increased to 533,450 pounds. In 1868
it is estimated that there were from 80,-
000 to 100.000 victims of the opium
habit in this country; now they number
over 500,000. The growth of the habit
has been rapid within the last few years,
owing to the invention of the hypoder-
mic syringe, which has become a fayv-
orite method of admistering the drug.
More females than males are addicted
to the use of the drug—the ratio being
about three to one—women being sub-
ject to a larger number of painful ail-
ments than men. From the time of the
publication of De Quincey’s Confessions
of an English Opium Eater, in 1821,

tion.

Neither phosphoric acid nor potash
leave the soil except as they are taken
up by plants.

*‘Cracklings’ as food tor poultry
wili answer an excellent purpose in

! supplying animal food.

Treat the cows kindly. Harsh treat-
ment will make them hold their milk,
and dry themselves up.

It is said and well proved that the
more quiet sheep are kept the more
quickly they will fatten.

Watch that lice do not infest the
dairy stock. They often come, no one
can tell how, nor whence.

Remember the harnesses and tools
of all kinds, and put them in thorougk
repair for the spring campaign.

A little good feed, mixed with g
good deal of thoughtful attention, is
what makes the tlock do its best.

The wool trade of St. Louis aggre-

| gated about 12,500,000 pounds in 1884,

against 18,868,729 pounds in 1883.

Do not allow the poultry to stand
around in the snow, but give it a dry
place to run under in the day time.

Incoming cows should have a limit-
ed diet of dry hay, with a little bran,
for a few weeks previous to calving.

No field on the farm is so unfairly
treated asthat containing the orchard.
The.chicf cause of orchards *running
out’ is an exhausted soil.

Reports show that the number of
sheep in Great Britian has suflered a
great reduction in the past ten years,

| something over 5,000,000 head.

In driving the cows, never hurry
them; as when their udders are full of
milk, or they are heavy with calf, it is
very likely to do them permanent in-
jury.

The cherry grows best ina rich,
warm, sandy loam. If a mulch of
leaves, straw or brush is put around
them they will be very much benefited
by it.

John Splan, a noted horseman, says
a quart of oatmeal in a pail of water
will freshena horse after hard driv-
ing, and prepare his stomach for more
solid food.

The best treatment for an orchard,
after it comes into bearing, is to make
a hog pasture of it. If clover is sown,
and the pigs allowed to feed upon it,
the soil will improve—and so will the
Digs.

Worse Than Firearms.

The editor of an Omaha paper, in comment-
ing on several cases in that city where chil-
dren died from theeffects of taking congh syrup
containmig morphia, remarks that opiates,
poizons and narcoties aremore dangerous than
fircarms.  Mothers shouldnote this and  fur-
thermore that different Boards of Health, after
making carelul analyscs have certified that the
only purely vegetable preparation of this kind,
and one that i in every way harmless, prompt
and effective, is Red Star Cough Cure.  Mayor
Latrobe ot Baltimore, and the Commissioner
of Health, have publicly endorsed this valu-
able discovery.

It is a well-known fact th:at sheep
love bright line hay, and will eat it
cleaner and do better cn it that on the
coarse hay; while eattle seem to relish
the coarse hay and fodders even better
than the very fine. It would not ba
much trouble to feed accordingly.

If youare keeping cows for the
dair{. or to give milk and make but-
ter, keep only the kind that will give
the greatest quantity of your speciality
—butter cows, if it is butter; and if it
is milk, then keep cows of one of the
milk breeds, says the Pittsburg Stock-

| man.

The Orange County Farmer says:
“The sugar beet is preferred among
the roots for sheep, being most pala-
table and containing the most solid
nutritious matter.” However, sweet
turnips are preferred by many prae-
tical sheep feeders, among whom are
leading Englishn:en.

Give to the cows none but the best
and purest food. With no other stock
is this so essential, for the reason that
it has been fully demonstrated by
competent authorities that the milk is
a very prolific source of transmiting
disease germs from impure food, and
especially from impure water.

Meadows and pastures need refresh-
ing with new seed as well as with ma-
nure at intervals. The seed should be
sown with each dressing of compost.
Repeated cutting and pasturing weak-
ens the grass and destroys some of it,
and the thick, healthy sod is only kept
up by occasional reseeding.

The receipts of wool at Chicago last
year were 41,693,606 pounds, against
40,222,625 pounds for the year 1883,
and for the year 1882, 36,660,990
puunds, which shows an increase in
the sales of nearly 1.500,000 pounds
over the year 1884, and over 5,000,000
pounds over the amount received in

882.

The commissioner of education places the

until within a few years, the medical
faculty had overlooked or ignored the
serious consequences of the opium habit,
and the people generally had come to
look upon it as a comparatively harm-
less vice. It is now commanding more
attention. The cure of the habit is a
sudden reduction in the quantity of

and total cessation of its use, which
would be injurious, but a reduction in
quantity covering a week or two weeks,
and accompanied with stimulants of a

her face convulsively in my bosom, I

different kind,

[
| : = Minneapolis,
1 N 3 ﬂ p;%! cor, of Wash-
l ,b b :.\\% : §|l 9 ington and
‘ 7 /¥ U WJIN 2nd Av.sis
. . . . now ftilled with the finest
opium indulged in, not an lmmedmtﬂ Goods. nclnding a4l ;

number of medical students in this country ig
| 1873 at 8,681; in 1833 we had 15,151. The
|medical schools during this period increasel
| from 94 to 134.

Novelties in Men's Y
overcoats, Fine Furn e lntest
blocks of Soft, Stilf ami 8 tC.0. D,
to all p rtgof the conntry =abject toexaminationandit
not satisfactory, returned at our expense.  Muil ordera
solicited.
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