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“Do yoi mean,” asked Sir Cothbert,
0 & low woice and with a very pale fae,

: ., t'that you 1o longer love your hus-
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‘Yes,” with a nervous shiver, ‘‘that is
what I mean. A woman’s love cannot
Jive on nothing. You have seen him;

seo his care, attention, indulgences,
:xwioy indifference. In his heart
.hie despises me ; he thinks I drag him
I have forced him to lnk his
g with an inferior being. At firet I
: t it would be enougb to be his
. wife ; then I found that would not satis-
_fyme. I have tried to wirit, and I
“have failed. He will never love me.”
“#Is he made of stone ?’
$sHe never will. Isee now—he ean-
mot. We are not made for one another,
X did not love hiw ; what I took for love
was enly pride and self-will and perver-
mity. That illusion has gone now. and
T have nothing left—nothing.”
She leaned her head for s moment
e boa: arm and thenlwent on—
ou think, perhaps, I am giviog
&iope too soon, I will tell you vhnt.g
have doue, and then you can judge for
yourself, He takes no interest in me,
h“:.hst I do teuches hnsl in the
very yet I have done desperate
things to awaken one feeling. First, 1
tried to interest myself in his pursuits ; I
saw he thought I was intruding.  After
that I led a life of ceaseless gaiety. For
we scarcely saw one another.
did not'care ; he was happier without

;

and effested to be jealous of his atten-
tioms to other women, That made him
think he had hung a millstons round his
meck, and there it ended. Finally, I
tried to make him jealous of me. That
attempt fell flattest of all. Before you
eume I went out with Mr. Dalrymple
one evening, and managing so that we
went on the bay together. Every minute
meemed an hour, but I stayed and stayed,
and it was nearly miduight when we
came in. Was he jealous or j
Not at all. Ho reproached me geutly
for mot having put on a warmer wrap,
aond there was an end of it.
for calling you to my help.

hen he told me you were coming I
told who you were and why you
went to India. What man with & wo-
man like me for his wife would have let
you coma after that ? He saw no reason.
tie had perfect confidence in me, _He
;lhouiht loved himﬁo ; had I not asked

im me? He looked upon 'm
ullm'; giq @8 a compliment. A eom h’-
meunt! Great heavens ! it was the last
effort of & desperate woman to keep alive
her own loye and to kindle his, and he
talked of compliments !’

Aguin they were silent. The “soene
had changed since they came out. Then
vhe sun had still been high, now a pale
red streak which glimmered through the
trees was the only sign he had left in the
sky. A haze had crept over the water,
they could ‘only hear, not see, the in-
coming . tide ; the hills began to loom
dimly through the gathering mist, and
the more distant ones were hidden from
view. A chill wind had arisen which
sighed through the leafless trees ; yet
meither Alice nor Sir Cuthbert made any
movement to return home.

“‘Would that you had married me,” he
said at last,

“] do not kmow, I might have been
spared this awful pain, this feeling that
1 myself have deliberately wrecked my
owa life ; but there might have been
other things, and I suppese I shall get
used toit. I have a whole lifetime be-
fore me,”

*‘That would be martyrdom. You had
better leave him.”

¢‘After asking him to marry me ! Some-
times I imegine circumstances under
which we might be separated. I have
given my imagination full rein, and once
1 thought—you will not easily guess
what 1

*‘Let me hear,”

“I have thought, suppose Helen
should come to life again, and I nhogld
turn out not to be his wife at all, how in-
expressibly thankful I should be.”

“You are wishing for the moon,”

“I know ; and yet sometimes I must
think those things are a relief from what
I suffer, Can you understand that at
all?”

“T think so. Cannot you live with
your husbsnd on terms of friendship "

“‘Could I put up with friendship when
I had lookurlor love ? It will be s long
time before he sees that I mo lovger
care for him ; but he will see it at last,
aud then—" she broke off with a

e

© smile,

‘" 'l‘hen ?'l

““Then he will havea right to reproach
me, not before.” |

I do not think he ever will reproach

ou.”

““So far, certainly, he has bohgvod
very well to me. He has been sustzined
by a sense of duty, and no doubt he got
some satisfaction out of the thought that
if he was not happy, I was ; that he had
given we what I once told him T wanted
most in the world. I cannot tell what
he will teel or do when he finds that to
be » mistake.” .

¢ Is it not your wish to leave him ?

“If you could show me sny rightful
way by which I might leaye him to day,
for ever, I should be grateful toyou all

—.mpy lifalong .

He was silent, and after a moment she |

went on with the same dreary smile
which had crossed her face before.

“*You see there is none. I must_dree
my weird, and get what comfort I can
out of the reflection that the bed upon
which I lie is of my own making.”

‘- Promise me that if ever you are in
need of help you will come to me.”

T paver shall be in need of help. If
my husband hated me 1 should still in
the eyes of the world be an indulged and
enviable wife, But he never will hate
me, he does not care enough for me to
hate me. Were you ever in his study ?’
ghe finished irrelevantly,
¢ Never.”

4" TALE OF ENGLISH LIFE.
"*.—- ’
CHAPTER XXXI :

¢ 7 will take you there this evening,
‘ou will understand then.”

% I thank you for your confidence in
telling me this,” eaid Bir Cuthbert after a
somewhat lengthy silence.

¢ Was my story less imteresting be-
cause you knew the end ?”

* Pardon me, but I did not know it.”

% True, but as I went on you must
have guessed it. Now do yoa think I
should be happier if I could see the end
and forget all that has gone before 7’

441 will not believe the end is to be as
you say. Something must happen,
things will change, he muet love you in

end.”
: ** Now you are hoping that the moon
will fall.
given up hoping now.”

‘ He must see that you are unhappy ;
he is not blind.”

¢ He is blind to everything that con-
earns me. He thinks of nothing but
Belen, feels nothing but the emptinesa
she has left behind her. Dowr’t you un-
derstand, he thinks I love him.”

** You torture me when you speak like
that. Can I do nothing ™’

¢ What could you do ¢+ You must see
that the position is unchangeable. Now
let us go home, it is growing cold.”

CHAPTER XXXIL
. THE LAST STRAW.

Alice and Sir Cuthbert walked home
slowly and almost in silence ; when they
did speak it was of matters quite differ-
ent from the one which had just occupied
them- It was nearly dark when they
reached Brantwood ; the windows were
lit up, and as they walked up the garden
ﬂor{thing about the house seemed to
spesk of peace and security.

Just before dinner Alice got Percival’s
telegram. She read it over and then
crushed it in her hand, saylng—

**I wonder what his businessis. He
says he will explain when he comes
home tomorrow. He uever mentions
any of his business affairs to me ; that is
what rouses my curiosity.”

“I do not think he knew himself.”

“No, and that makes him all the more
strange. The clergymen who wrote to
him has been here once, Percival met
him by accident in the village ; he was
than a perfect stranger to us both.
What business can be possible have with
Percival !”

Dinner was announced and they went
into the dining-room. It was a silent
mesl. Neither could throw off the feel-
ing which weighed upon them, neither
felt inchined to talk of anything except
themselves, and in tho presence of the
servants that was impossible. So they

ke chiefly of the people who had left
them, of the newest novel or volume of
poems, of anything rather that what lay
moat preminently in their minds.

At last Alice rose, saying—

“Come to me when you are tired of
being alone, Sir Cuthbert, and 1 will
take you to Percival's study.”

“I will come now if you will allow
me,” was his reply, and they crossed the
hall and went along the corndor leading
to the study together.

They looked very well, stepping thus
slowly along, side by side. Sir Cuthbert
was not particularly tall,noticeably below
Percival, and Alice's unueual height
brought her flaxen locks on a level with
her companion’s closely cut black hair.
Both moved, naturally with slow dignity
and grace, Alice’s silken skirts swept
rustling over the floor, jewele burned at
her throat and on her arms, and she
spoke in a lower, softer tone than usual.

“It is strange that you have never
been in this room,” she said. ‘‘Peuple
are not admitted indiscriminately, but
you and Percival are triends.”

They reached thc study as she spoke.
She had given orders for it to be lighted,
80 that when they opened the door and
went in everything in the room was dis-
tinctly visible.

Sir Cathbert looked round in silence.
Alice turned to him with a smile.

It was just as Percival had left it in
the morning. He was not a man who
loved a great degree of order in his pri-
vate affairs, and bouks, papers, and let-
ters lay strewn carelessly about. The
fire burned low and red, the lamp was
bright, shutters and curtains were closed
and drawn ; with the little work-table
and easy chair near the fire, it was alto-
gether a' comfortable-looking room. Sir
Cuthbert turned to the portrait.

“Is that your sister ¥’ he asked.
““What a beautiful face. I did not think
her exactly beautiful when I saw her.”

‘‘As a girl she was not beautiful, but
her married life was happy, and she was
one of those women whose beauty is de-
yeloped by happiness and love. There,
as you see, she is beautiful.”

“‘Were those all her things?' looking
at the work-table and the low-cushioned
chair.

“Yes; she sat here a great deal.
Percival did nothing without consulting
her ; he told her everything. To save
him the trouble of continually going in
search - of her, she established herself
here. Some of the things he ccllected
from the other rooms after her death and
brought to this room. When I came,
every relic of her presence had disap-

*‘Do you often come here 1"

= Parcival-would-tethyou—that-I-never
come, and when he ie here I never do.
But I could not count the times that I
have come when I knew he was away.
When I still loved him. I used to come
and look and look at the picture, and
beg it to tell me the charm it had for
him, even from beyond the grave, to
give me one glimpse of the land in which
they had loved and lived together; to
let me know whether they lay in the eyes,
or the smule, or the voice, or the being
altogether. I have lain on my knees be-
fore that picture, longing, with unutter-
able longing, for just one glimpse of
light.”

“And what answer did you get /"

¢Jt smiled. = You see that half smile

1 hoped 80 once, but I have(h

am lear,

heart, and no ene else will ever hold it.
You may look in vain in eyes, voice, and
smile; you will never find it,andif I
gave it you, you woald not know how to
use L

it.
#'Now,” with a bitter smile, “‘I bow to
Fate,';and I do not hate her. Ino
longer come here for that reason. I

heart became dead, I ceased to come.
‘That picture has now no meaning to me.
I can look at 1t without envy and with;
out flinching.”

‘“‘But to your husband you cannot
fesl like that. Do you not hate hum ¥’
*‘No ; sometimes I wish I did ; love
that has turned to hate is still alive, and
love. I cannot hate, because 1 never
loved. Do you not understand ? Per-
cival is ne more to me now than the
merest acquaintance with whom I have
nothing in common—nothing ; gnd to
have to pass your life with an acquain-
tance !”

¢ How will youdo it? You cannot do
it I"” he said, bending his dark eyes upon

or

‘“That is why 1 am afraid,” she anawer-
ed, raising her cyes to his and speaking
almost in a whisper.
cannot doit. Iam not a strong brave
women. Had I been I should not be
where Iam now. I am week. I try
hard to get what I waut, and when I
have got it I no longer want it ; my only
wish is to get rid of it. -Sooner or later
it must come te an end I know how,
how 1’ pressing her hands to her temples.
“If we might ouly see the future,” she
went on, ‘‘only left the merest corner
of the veil and see just the next thing
that is coming. If I euly knew what

kouw the future and forget the past,
that would be rest and peace.”
She was speaking more to herself than
him, in a low, longing vvize ; her hands
had fsllen again into her lap, her eyes
were fixed upon the fire, and her face
wore an expression of suffering’ which
moved Sir Cuthbert’'s heart. Words of
passion burned upon his tongue. A
great desire to take her away from here,
and wrap her in his own love and ten-
derness filled his heart. “She sat there,
crushed with the consequences of her
mistake—consequences to which there
seemed no end, eave with her life or that
of her husband. The pity of it, he
thought, The life of such & woman
spoiled, ruined, made so ‘that she herself
could not bear to lovk at it, It could
not be, it should not.

She sat in silence, and he aleo looked
moodily into the fire. At last she spoke.

“Qught 1 to feel my burden lighter
because 1 myself bound it on my back ?
Even in my prosperoas days, before I
had a soul, I used to think there was
great injustice in the refusal of sympa-
thy to people who were responsible for
their own misfortunes. Tt seems to me
as though such people had a greater
claim upon our pity. A wrong that has
been by eome one elee passes by and 1

not occur again. But when I myself
have brought the wrong to paes I have
no such hope. The wrong lies'in my
own nature, and I must carry with me
all my life; I cannot free myself from
it ; I cannot change it; T am its slave
for ever, and so I say that those who
brinz about their own misfortunes are
more to be pitied than others. The
first have nothing to reproach themselves
with ; the last live in a hell of self-blame
and apprehension. What Isuffer, there-
fore, is not my fault, Who gave me my
character? Who trained me? The
foundation of all this was laid so long
ago. No, it is not my fault.”

She paused, and Sir Cuthbert was
silent, almost hclding his breath, lest
by drawing her attention to him he
should disterb the current of her
thoughts. The most perfect silence
reigned over the house ; the fire glowed,
the lamp burned brightly, and from the

happy sister.

Presently Alice went on.

“If I had chosen my own character, I
should have to abide by it. I should
have no right to rid myeeli of it, but
since it is only a burden laid upon me by
other people, I am justified in freeing
myself from it in the way I hke best.
No one can blame me ; if there is any
blame in the matter it rests with those
who gave me life, and no help with
which to bear life.
me if, after having made an awful mis

and decide to give up this life, which is
only a burden and a misery to me.”

“Mrs Moore | Alice !” cried Sir Cuth-
berth, ‘‘say no more; you know not
what you are saying. You cantot be
serious 1"

“You do not likeit? Ah, you see,
after all you have projudices and are
selfish. It would pain you and give you
a shock to hear that I was dead, killed
by my own hand. You wculd rather I
bore the burden of this life which crush-
es me with its misery, and in which I
can see no gleam of hope.”

““You shall not talk like that. You
may not be happy now, but you will
be.”
“No ; for people with my character no
such thing as happiness is possible.
Since my marriage I have read and
thought agreat deal,and this is how it all
ends, Every one now is agreed that the
end and aim of humanity is happiness ;
it might be had so easily. If instead of
preaching and lecturing and making
schemes for securing the happiness of
the world, all the unhappy people would
agree to put themselves to death and
rid the earth of a great burden, there
would be a chance for the rest. Whata

.good. thing_it_wonld ba_for_humanity :

the world would seem to begin life
anew.” -

“You are not well, Mrs Moore ; you
are not yourself. You take too gloomy
a view of things; your life must not be
as you anticipate ; a change must come.”
““Why must ? That is another thing
which amuses me, and at the same time
makes me impatieat. In talking over
their affairs, people say, ‘In six months,
you know, many things way happen.’
Why\ should anything happen? hat
ha in the last six months, or the
six mokths before that ? or before that ?
Notbi One day goes on just like
the day )before it. That is a lesson
g—to believe one day will be

very seldom come here at all ; as my,

will be the next thing to happen. To |it.

forget, and I have the hope that it may |1

wall Helen looked down upon her un- |

No one can blame |

take, I decline to accept its consequences ,'

from chance. I am going to conguer
my fate, whatever it may be.”

“It distresses me more than I can -;ﬂ
to hesr you speak like that. You of
women in she world to speak of conquer-
ing fate.” j

“It does seem strange, does it mot?’
Just cast your eyes back to the last time
yousawme, Who then would hava sand
that in two years I should have made
such a mess of my life, that I should be
thinking seriously of suicide ss & means
of escaping from it ?’ )

*“You are not thinking of suicide,” he
said firmly. ““Ycu are not well, you are
not yourself. Bat do not let such
thoughts gain possession of your mind,
they are not good for you. Your life
will change, he will—" !

She shook her head, though mnot im-
patiently, as she replied—

“Nay, now you are talking nonsense,
and you know it. He and Ishall never
be anythiug to one another, our patures
are too dissimilar, a miracle would be

uired, and I do not desire a mir'cie."
"‘1‘10 was silent, looking into the fire,
his head supported on his hand, his eyes
rather distended in perplexity and dis-

“I know that I|trees.

“Has all this,” he asked, ‘‘destroyed
your belief in his love, or are yeu atill
convinced that it exists "

She shook her head.

I wish it had done, but it has not, I
told myself over and over again that it is
a phantom, a myth, a delusion. Ido
not convince myself in the least. The
more loudly I tell myself that it does
not exist, the more certainly I know and
feel that it doea; that it is somewhere.
But I have missed it, I can never find

.“Would it be any comfort to vou to
know that there is & love always at your
service, never changing, and one person
who will always come at your call ?”

“I know what you mean,’”’ she said,
raising her head. *‘Do not say it ; it is
of no use. Try toforgetit.”

“[ cannot forget it. I have never
loved any woman but you, and I shall
love you all my life. ould to God you
had married me, you would not then
have been in this strait*’’

“ No; you would. Would that have
been any better, I wonder ”

‘¢ My love would have created yours,”

‘“ Ah ! mo, that is a mistake. Don’t
you see that 1 what I thought., Was I
right 1”

“ There must be a way out of it, ‘‘he
said, almost 1n & whisper;’ ‘‘there
must.”

*“Yes I can alwaye make my own way.
I am not brave. Iamacoward. I can
bear a short pain even if it be severe,
but I cannot live through a life time of
self reproach and self repression. If I
had to choose between having out a very
painful tooth, and years of incessant
though not acute toothache, I would have
the tooth out.”

¢ Surely there are more ways than one
of curing the toothache,” he said smil-

ng.
“‘ May be ; but if ene is more effoctual
than the others.”

He noticed how she shrank back at the
words, as she said—

‘¢ And forfeit the eesteem of my world.
No ; I could not dv that. How surpris-
ed he would be; How he would open his
resigned eyes if I went to him some fine
day and said, ‘Let us part, you never
loved me, and I find ;that I no longer
love ‘you ; it was a mistake.”” She
laughed mirthlessly. He has such per-
fect faith in my love !
that ke avoids even any mention of one
sided marriages for fear of giving me
pain, I suppose he judges my love like
his own, ,centered in one person and
changeless,”

Sir Cuthbert said nothing, and she
rose saying—

“‘Let us go back to the drawing-room
and I will sing to you. I am sure you
will enjoy that more than this.”

They left the room, and each in pass-
!ing glanced at the vortrait, which con-
| tinued to smile upon them.

The next morning Alice’s humor seem-
i ed to have entirely changed. She greet-
ed Sir Cuthbert at the breakfast table
with a smile, from which all bitterness
and gall had vanished. She was rather
surprised that there was no letter from
Percival, but supposed there would be a
telegram later in the day. The expres-
sion on her companion’s face made her
“T am rfraid you have had bad news,
Sir Cuthbert.”

* Not bad, only awkward and annoy-
ing coming just mow. I regret very
much that I shall have to leave you this
morning.”

] call that very bad. Cannot you
stay even till Percival comes !’

‘* I fear not,” he replied, and then he
told her what called,him away, saying at
the end—

‘* Even if I leave to your decision you
will say I must go.” ‘

*I am afraid so. I am verysorry. I
had hoped you would not get tired of us
for a long time.”

““Since last night I find it additionally
hard to go.”

‘“ Why sioce last night 7”

*“ You cannot have forgotten of what
we spoke, nor the view you held. I am
most unwilling to leave you alone with
those thoughts.”

“Do not be alarmed,” she answered
smiling. *‘lt will not take place yet, un-
less some very wonderful and unforseen
event should happen to precipitate mat-
ters, and you know I have made up my
mind not to believe in the unforseen and
the wonderful.”

““What time do you expect Mr.
Moore i .

away from home; when he does he
never fails to write ; this time he has not
done so. I cannot overcome the feeling
that there is something strange in this
mysterious business.”

*“1 am exceedingly sorry that 1 shall
not see him again.”

‘“ He will be very sorry too. I did
not think you would have been friends,
yet you are.”

‘I am afraid,” she went on presently;
‘‘that you will carry away s wrong im-
pression of me. Believe me, when I say

I |that I seldom feel as I did last might,and

1 neverspeak in that way, I cannot tell

I have noticed,|

“I have no‘ heurd.r He ﬁn;lit'iionrx ROes i

“Ia it- must have been,” she
answered rather alowly, and for a wo-
mont their eyes met.

He bt his lip. It was hard to hear
her say this now but iretinct kept hiwm
silent, and she went on—

““You listened to me very patiently
and kindly, Iam one of those people
who think lees about a thing if they may
only speak of it, . Speaking of that has
been a great hLelp to me, and I do not
thiok I could have spoken of it to any
one but you. Is that any comfort "

“It is immense comfort tv know that
I have been of even so much use tc
you,” he replied, raising her hand to his
lips as he spoke.

An hour or two later Mrs Moore drove
Sir Cathbert to the station 1n her pony
pheeton, and saw him start on his journey
to London. When she got hume she
found a telegram from Percival telling
her by what train in the evening she was
to expect him.

The hours flitted slowly by ; the short
winter day seemed longer than the long-
est day 1n June. Alice thought it
would never come to an end, She wae
alone, and all her life she had hated, ai-
moat feared, being alone. She did not
go out again ; the chill and damp, aud
a solitarv walk or Jdrive would have sent
her home more depresssd than she al-
ready felt. Her thoughts ran chiefly on
the man who had just left her, and she
wendered what had made her tell him all
she had done. Her last words spoken
in answer to somethinz he had smd
when he was already in the train kepc
coming back into her mind.

*‘In the next six months, you know,
many things may happen !”

All afternoon she sat over her work,
The unpleasant day seemed to deter
others beside herself from going out, no
callers disturbed hor solitude. She had
lunched alone, alone she sipped her four
o'clock tea, and after having dressed with
her usual care, she dined alone. Perci-
val's train did not arrive uantil late in
the evening, and she knew that crothing
annoyed him more than for her to wait
dinoer for him if he were unavoidably
detained.

After dinner she returned to the draw-
ing-room, and with a cup of coftee by her
side, gave herself up to reflections.

The long, solitary day had ita effect
upon her. She was tired of working,
the novels which she took up and glanc-
ed at roused, only feelings of repugnance
in her. Shesatin her low easy chair
before the tire and thought. She pass-
ed her whole life in mental review.
She saw herself .a epoiled and petted
child, then a youny girl with pramises of
marvelous beauty, longing for the time
when she would be grown up, later she
was a beautiful and admired woman
with the world at her feet, and bound-
leas possibilities before her. She was
asked in marriage by one man after
another, and she refused them all, wait-
ing for she kdew not what., Then came
a time, of which even alone and in
silence she dared not think. The last
picture was perhaps the least pleasing of
them all ; she sat alone, surrounded by
wealth and care, an unloved, unloving
wife. She rose from her chair and be-
gan to walk up and down the room, her
fingers interlaced, her forehead contract-
ed, Oh, this loveless life, hew long was
it to last? For ever. It could not. al-
ready the presence of her husband was
disagreeable to her. For aday and a
half he had been away, presently he
would return. She pictured it all to
herself. He would come 1n with an ex-
pression of polite indifference on his face.
She would rise to meet him, and raising
her face, would receive his kiss which -
would strike her face like a snowflake, as
light and ae cold. He would ask her
how she had been during his absence, re-
gret that business had kept him away
from her 8o long ; probably would de
cline her suggestion of refreshment, and
then would pause to.allow her to ask the
questiens which it was her daty to put.
Had he had a pleasant jeurney ? Was he
cold? Had he seen anyone they knew ?
Then would come an explanation of Sir
Cuthbert’'s sudden departure, messages
would be given by her, regrets uttered
by him, and they would sit through the
rest of the evening, mute, or wearying
themselves with the effort to keep up a
vapid, pointless conversatioc. And that
was life and married bliss ; It suddenly
struck her that she and her husband

uld be alone for the first time for
weeks, and that this would be only one
of many evenings spent in a like manner.
He trying to smother his indifference in
ﬂoliteneu, she was doing her bhest to

ide misery under smiles, and feeling
rightly or wrongly, but feeling with
every nerve, that the one feeling she
stirred in her husband's heart was con-
tempt,

“I cannot bear it, I cannot,” she mut-
tered. ‘‘To leave him, to be out of the
reach of those cold, kind eyes, those
careful attentions which chill my heart.
I would give even my beauty. How
long will it last, I wonder, and what
will be the eand 7’

Darker and darker grow her face. Up
and down she walked, her rustling dress
trailing after her along the floor, her
hand pressed to her side.

‘There was a sound of wheels outside,
a door opened and shut, footsteps came
along the hall, and when Percival came
in he saw his wife stretched in her chair
before the fire, from which she rose with
a smile and suppressed yawn to say—

**At last you havecome ! I have been
s0 dull all day.”

Then as she turned and saw her hus-
band’s face, she said—

‘‘Percival, what is the matter ? Some-
thing has happened I am sure.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Ayer's Sarsaparilla operates radically
upon the blood, thoroughly cleansing
and invigorating it. Asa safe and ab-
solute cure for the various disorders
caused by sconstitutional taint or infec-
tion, this remedy has no equal. Take
it this month,

e

Good manners include not merely
pleasant things said and done but un-
pleasant ones left undone.

- = — s i osaa—— S—
' : 2 upon the lips ; it is the only portrait I!just like another. Whose are those | what impolse induced me to pour out ali - . —oa”
4 1 ELEN LA 1 ' ONZZ . ever saw which a smile did not ruin. |lines— my feeliugs %o you.” ) Don’t : wa|t
It smiled down upon me and said—" “They, believe me, who await I hope it was the feeling that I
R s “That is my secret, and I will not part | No gifts from chance, haye conquered fate. | yhould understand you, and that we mre| Until your hair becomes dry, thin, and
; ot with it, I alone hold the key to his|That is the great thing, to await no gifts } ja sympathy with one another.” gray before giving the attention needed

to preserve its beauty amd vitality.
Keep on your toilet-table a bottle of
Ayer’s Hair Vigor—the only dressing
you require for the hair—and use a little,
daily, to preserve the natural color and
prevent baldness.

Munday, Sharon Grove, Ky.,
writes : *Several months ago my hair
commenced falling out, and in a few
weeks my head was almost bald. I
tried many remedies, but they did no
good. I finally boughta bottleof Ayer’s
Hair Vigor, and, after using only a part
of the contents, my head was covered
with & heavy growth of hair. I recom-
mend your preparation as the best bair-
restorer in the world.”

“ My hair was faded and dry,” writes
Mabel C. Hardy, of Delavan, Ill.; * but
after using a bottle of Ayer’s Hair Vigor
it became black and glossy.”

Ayer’s Hair Vigor,

Sold by Druggists and Perfumers.

Pimples and Blotches,

So disfiguring to the face, forehead, and
neck, may be entirely removed by the
use of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla, the best and
safest Alterative and Blood-Purifier ever
discovered.

Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
x Sold by Druggists; §1; aix botles for 96,

GF.ATEFUL—COMFORTING.

EPPS S CUCOA.

BREAKFAST,

“*Ry a thorough kuno  icdge of the natural
laws which govern theoperations of digestion
and natrition, and by & carc ful application of
the tine properties of well-selected Cocoa, Mr
Epps has provided our breakfnst tabie with a
delicately flavored beverage which may save
us many heavy doctors’ bills. It is by
the judicious wuse of such articles of
diet that a vonstitution may be graduaily
built up until strong envugh to resist every
teudency to disease. Hundreds of subtle
maladies are floadng aronnd us ready to at-
tack wherever there iy 4 weak goml. We
may escape many a fital shaft by keeping
ourselves well fortified with pure blood and &
properly nourished frame.”—"Civil Service
Gazette”

Made simply with boi'.ne water or milk.
Sold only in packets by grocers, labelled thus:
JAMES EPPS & Co., ! vuinwupathic Chem+
ists, London, Kncland. 2132-

HEALING.

EASY TO USE.
and excessive expectoration caused by Ca-
tarrh. Sold by Druggists, or sent pre-paid on
receipt of price, 50c. and §1. Address .

FULFORD & Co., Brookvliile, Ont.

NEW

SPRING GOODS !

DAILY ARRIVING.

has a large assortment of best goods for

GENTLEMEN'S SULTS

on hand, at the old and reliable stand, West-
8t., near the Bank of Montreal.

2041- HUGH DUNLOFP.

INVENTION .00

the world during the last half century, Not
least among the wonders of inventive pro-
acsa is a method and system of work thatcan
performed all over the country without
separating the workers frem their homes.
Pay liberal : any one can do the Iwork ; either
sex, young or old ; no special ability required.
Capital not needed ; you are_ started free.
Cut this out and return to us and we will send
you free, something of great valne and im-
portance to you, that will start you in busi-
nese, which will bring you in more mone
right away, than anything else in the world.
Grand outfit free. Address True & Co.,
Angusta, Maine. 30.

CURES
iver Complaint,
Dyspepsia,
Biliousness,
Sick Headache,
Kidney Troubies.
Rheumatism,
Skin Diseases,

%kPA #/ and all

Impurities of the

%\\ /// Blood from what-
ever cause arisi

\ 1 Female Weak-

[ [DMPDUND nesses and Gene-
) al Basability.

Purely Vegetable.

Highly oncentrated, pleasant, effectual, safe

A_SK FOR
2R 4)2I2:3%3 SIM2 UND.

Take mno other. Sold Everywhere. Pri
5 cents per bottle. r Ll

DR. FHODDER’S

COUGH AND LUNG CORE.

Sold everywhere. Price, 25 cts. and 50 ct
per bottle. Proprietors and manufacturers,

THE UNION MEDICINE CO.,
212t- Toronto Ont.

Children Cry for Piicher's Castoria

~ DRHODDER'S ~

BURDOCK

AND

_When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
When she was & Child, she cried for Castorls,
When she became Miss, she clunig %o Castoria,
‘When she had Children, she gave them Castoria,

DEE Beaszt‘:d'on exl;t in thou»
sands orms, but are sur-
passed by the marvels of invention. Those
whoare in necd of profitable work that can be
done while living at home uld at once
send their address to' HarLyer & Co., Portland
Maine, and receive free, full information how
either sex. of all ages, can éearn from $5 to

Occasional o8 of & good cathartic
like Burdock B¥ils are necessary to keep |
the blood pu the body healthy. 1m '

P Some have made over $50 in ¢ single

rdnysnduwndlhv&xll
?f.n are free. &pﬂ! gt“ ’nh':s.
his work. All su

S -
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JHOUSEHOLD Hi

Hot waterdpplied by me
in & suvereighy remedy fur
pleurisy pains.

For barns or scalds an
saturated with cool aluwm w+
the injured psrts covered

One quart of flonr ; twe
genervus measure ; one-hall
dissolved ip warm water ; fi
beaten ; vne-half cup of
over bnight for breakfast, »
in the dish in which itis t
In the morning bake antil 1
out clean from ths centre
and turn out oo a hot plate

Quicg Bscurrs —One q
two heaping tablespoonfuls
cups of wilk warw from
teasp-onful of g, two h
spoonfuls of bakiug powde
shortening into the flour -
kuife until well nnxed, hay
ed the baking powder al
with the dey flour. Wet
wilk, handling as little as
makes the dough heavy
Roll out quickly, cut v
Lake in a brisk oven,

12ice Breav.—DBoil a
until 1t is quite sofe ; dra
Lot, add butter the size O
and a balf pint of ik, a
of corn meal, two vRys, an
Bake in a pan one hour, n
batter stand tuo thick.

Boston Browx DREAD
fuls of white tlour, one
losses, oue teuspoonful of
pint  of milk, salt, |
with the fluur. addthe
erive the sada 10

of boiling water,
jmaining ingredivats, and
gether, Have ready
hoiling water with st
the bread iu a smull tin
.ouver not fitted quite tigh
Dry it theu a few ainute

BROILED SARDINES.—
dives, wips, roll in
Sarve on toast, with alios
garnish and relsh.

To remove stain from
gall, a wineglassful ﬁ.f'(ur
into a paste with pipe
paste on the stain and |
eral days.

OzaxGe CookiEs —]
spoonfuls of butter rub
sugar and two quarts ©
with a goud deal of oran;
ed. and wix with enoug!
thin. Cut in fancy shaj
quick oyen.

If you have plain b
ner, and have a little
means necessary that
thrown away ; it will he
cions ritters ; add mil
one egg for the batter ;
to put in, so much the
spoonfuls in hot lard,
brown ; a little sugar 3
to give it & brown ting

To check premature
should be well brusl
night with a brush har
tte the skin somewh
should be far enoug!
throught the bhair, T
Oil rather than pomad
Common sweet oil, 8
mot, can be recommel

——

Returne«

————————————————

> ' Name of Prose

1|W, J. Paisley. ..
2/ Edward Sibben.
3J. R. Miller....
4). R. Miller....
5|Cieo. Tedford ..

GJ. R. Miller. . ..
7\ W. J. Paisley. ..
8 ‘" “ Py
9 “" ‘“" .d
101 1 Sid
11/0. H. Sprague.

1 A

131 . ‘“

14 L1 ‘“

l“') o “

16 ** i
17|W. J. Paisley. .
i e s
l(‘)‘ “ 0"

2‘)' “" ‘"

‘_)1 o (1

22‘1 " .

23 ‘" .« .

24/J, R. Miller..

25/ Hugh McQuee:

26|W. J. Paisley.
27‘.1 as. Morrison,
28 “ . 4
29/John Yule
30{Alex Cavaa..
31 John Yaule...
32ll . “ o
33(Wm. Bailey.
34\Iohn Yule...
35/C. Crabb....
36|R. Tichbourr
37 i)
38/E. Mountent
39 Mounten:
40! Alox Straiter
41\ “ ‘e
42\ £ g
43"'1'!10-. Steph

mti Mary Avery
47|

|
48|E. Lusby...
49\ “"
50! e
51lJames Glaa
52(S. Y. Parr
63|John Hem
64/ James Bla
655|Wm, Clem
66| Peter Scot{
57|J. Bowerm
58|Captain M
59|Constable
60[Joseph As
61
62!John Wei
et
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