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‘“Make Margery Daw your wife!”

The ear] started, and his color deep-
enead,

“If she consents,” he arawreed, after
a moment’s pause, “l will.”

“She is 8o good—ah, Nugent, you do
not know lhow good! 1 have grown to
love her as my gister. She will watch
over you for my sake when--T am gone!”

She lay back silent for a minute, then
turned her eyes cn her maid.

“Ask Miss Daw to come now.”

The esrl moved away and buried his
face in his folded arms on the mantel-
plece. Margery came in softly, then,
with one deep sigh, crouched beside ‘the
bed and put her lipa to the thin hands.

“Margery,” whispered Lady Enid —“my
dear Margery!”

“You are better—oh, tel! me you are
better. Enid!” falterei Margery.

“Darling, listen to ,me. 1 am dying.
My poor Margery, be brave. [ huwe
known it a long time; the shock ,o-day
hus -has—only hastened it. But T it
you to do something for me. Margery,
d» not promise till you have heard what
it is. .kiugentl" The earl came to her
with slow steps. “You shall not be left
slone, Margery, when [ am gone. Mar-
gery. yvou have loved me-—-you know all;
1 want you to be my brother’s wife!”

Margery drew back for an irstent, and
stood with her hands pressed against
her bosom, her mind distracted, the
words just uttered riuging in her ears.

Could she link hegs-!f to oue whom she
could never love, &m’ﬁh ahe deSply.Te- |
speoted him? Could she give hereelf to
another while ehe belioved borself pledged
bo Stuart Crosbie forever? Her eyes
met the sweet brown ones, already dim
with pain, turnd wistfully upon her. A
flood of ity filled her; she dropped
upon her knees, and bHreathed:

“I will}” 3 boomR

Lady id waited a mom=nt, then;
grasping Mar ery’s haud, she held it to”
ward the earl, and across her bed the"
«compact was sealed.

“There is one—thing mors,” she whis-
gered. with  difficulty; “the—the end
Ay be soon. [ could die—-happier if—
if you were made man—and wife now.”

The earl was gilent; but Margery rais-
‘od her head, her cheeks as pale as those
dyng on the pillow.

“It shall be 80,” she snid, clearly; “be
-eomforted.”

The earl stooped, and preased his lips
to his eister’s; a sigh burst from his
wvercharged heart.

“As Margery says, 1 aay; we will be
aunrried here in the morning. I will ar-
range it.”

Then. without another word, he pasied
«out of the room,

Margery hardly moved ali through Lhe
long, terrible night that followed. Lad
Lnid held her hand within her own, and,
fenriul of disturbing her few moments of
slumber, Margery did no' stir, though
she grew faint and stiff as the hours
puewed.  \What were he- thoughts during
the interval. She could not have told;
but the dominant feeling was one of bit-
ter gricf. an agony of regret and sorrow
as she looked at the prle “young face
wilth the seal of death already on it, The
promize she had given dil not come
howme Lo her in (hose silent moments; she
Was striving 1o gauge the depths of
Kindw pieat and noble nature, How
brave, how strong ghe had been, with the
knowledge that she was doomed ever
refent m her breast!  What courag:
had filleg that poor, fragile frame, what
an lnﬁmly of Jlove thal l'»’ebly beating
hf-ullf Ah, what a lesson was it to the
girl crouched in that sick-room to bury
Belf and Jive for others! E
+ Xowarg early dawn - the
worn with fatigie and sorrow
Margery's eyes closed; and, with her
wenlth of red-goid curly spread over the
coverlet. she slumberag penesfully, Lady
¥nid woke early. She was faix;l: even
weaker than the night had inft her; vet,

0w ahe saw the daylight ersep into “the
toum. her heart plmost leapoed with joy

—her mind was at pest. Her eyes linger-
ed with tenderness on .\l'nrl;—:l‘\"% tired
head: and. as the firsg rays of the morn
e sun touched the lixuriant trosses of

bhair, wak ng them as a ruddy-golden
halo, she murmared, “Nugent will be eon

ten hy and by,” and lay back, waiting

LHE her maid or Marg should awake.
~‘.;l_"_‘,.' sin wiis well ap bhetnre Margery
raised hev heavily fringed ayelids; but,
onee aronsed. she was angry with herself

for <leoping,

“My <weet Margery,” whispered Lady
Enid, “my poor tired darling

“Forgive me.” murmured Margery.

“Forgive you! You wers worn ont. Lis-
ten, darling! Nugent will be here soon.
Go to your room, and put on a  white
gown, She smiled faintly. “I- T wish it;
you shali have no bad omsns at  vour
wadding, Margery, Paulins, attend madde-
moiselle.”

M:n-g«-l_v hesitated, and
silently,

“Heaven give me atrength!™ praved
Enil. as she felt heranlf growing faint.
“But this one thing, this marriage over.
and I shall die conient.”

Margery went to her room, and liat
leasly allowed the maid to wave her hair
and adjust the simple white cambrie
dress; but her hands were trembling and
her senses numb, A\ wedding! Ti

like o dream. The prayer-book the maid
harded her vecalled to the reality;
and with faltering steps she went back
to the dving woman,

Three men were in the room as
entered, bt she was searcely conseions
of their presence. She went atraight to
Lady Enid. and sat down heside her, her
band elasped in hers, her head bowed.:

Then she felt herasl? raisad to her
foet, she Dr. Fothergill bend and
put a vial to Enid's rigid lips, and the
next minute a solemn voice  aonnded
through the voom, and the marriage-ser-
vice hogan. Margery felt her hand clasp-
ed m a firm hold: she uttered her res-
ponses in a voice that sounded far away,
but her eves never left the pale face ly-
ing hack on the pillows, with a gleam of
jn?’ in the sweet eves.

The ceremony was over,
was spoken. and together Lord Court
and hi: wife knelt beside Fnid'a bed
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out
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l Sweet Miss Margery
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into theirs with a glow of heavenly rad-
iance, they saw her hand move feebly to-
ward them, they seemed to hear the
‘prayer uttered for their happiness; and
then the-dying girl’s eyelids drooped, a
fluttering _sigh escaped her lips, ' her
head fell forward, and—Margery knew
no more. .

Nugent, Earl of Court,-saw the ser-
vants bear his wife from the room; but
he remained kneeling by his sister’s body
gazing on the calm, marble-like face, the
still form of her he had loved so well.

CHAPTER XVIIL

Vane Charteris was astonished be-
yond words when she found that the as-
sertion she had made regarding Mar-
gery’s voyage to Australia in company
with Robert Bright and her so-called fa-
ther waas absolutely confirmed by fact.
Nothing could have been more oppur-
tune, no more satisfactory denouement
to the whole affair could have taken
place had she arranged it herself. It had
needed only jealousy to finish what she
had begun; and its poison now ranklod
in Stuart Crosbie’s heart. He was stun-
ned, almost overwhelmed by Margery’s
appargnt treachery and heartlessness, Yle
did not know, he had never fathomed
till now how greatly he had loved, what
a flood of passion had overtaken him.
Margety had been the sun of his ex-
istence, and she was'gone—worse ‘lhan
gone-—she was faithlesa!

Vaguely be repeated the words over
an%ovg[ ﬁnip, as he sat listlessly in
a chalr Tooking out over the fair land-
scape, but seeing it not. Faithless! The
girl who had kindled the glow of n]!
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Do you realize that to go
through life tortured and
disfigured by itching, burn-
ing, scaly and crusted ec-
zemas, or other skin and
scalp humors is unneces-

sary? For more than a gen-
eration, warm baths with

Cuticura Soap

And gentle applications of
Cuticura Ointment have
proved successful in the
most distressing cases,+ of
infants, children and adults,
when all else had failed.

earthly bliss, the girl who had seem

a very angel of purity and beauty, was
false!” While he held her clasped in his
arms and brenthed his earpest yacred
vows of lov, she was false! As she smil-
ed in radiant tenderness and whispered
back her own, she was false! Through
ft all she had beon false! It was incon-

it “was soaddening?

Stuart’s
not alter; he sat silent and
understand it all, to
get at the gruth\Yane grew a little
troubled in manner @ had not Imag-
ined the wound would hive léan so deep.
Her own shallow nature gould Ms¢ com-
prehend the depths, the intensity, the
passion of love. To her it had appea¥tal
that Stuart would of coursé be angry.
As a prond man, that was bud natural.
and she had expected to see him defiant,
bard, reckless. This strange silencéy this
quiet misery amared and annoyed her.
But she was ontwardly at her best all
this time. She never spoke to her consin
respecting their former confidences. She
made him feel rather than know  the
depths of her womanly svmpathy, thus
making her worldly tact uppear as in-
nate refinement and tender delieacy.
8he moved about as in harmony with
his gloomyx thoughts; her laughter never
jarred; her voice often soothed him;
and, last, hut not least, she warded off
any attacks from . Mra. Croshie, (vhose
brow contracted in mrany an ominons
frown because of what she termed ker
son’s folly and want of dignity.

It wae tedions work sometimres, and
Vane often grew vexed and weary:; bat
thie gloom conld not lwat, she told Rer-
self; there wonld come a day when Sin-
art wonld ronse himself and cast aside
all thought of his dead love, trampling
on the memories of it as on a vile and
worthless thing. She must not fail noaw,
seeing that she had succeeded so well
hitherto. But a little patienve, and

mood di
morbid, {rying

or her love’y sake, but for Fer amb:
tion. Newn had reached her of the ma»-
riage of one of her most detested riva's,
a girl younger than herself. She conld
not face the world again' without some
weapon in her hand to erush the woman
ahe haa lated and bring back her lost
rawer . |t as Stuart Croshi#’s wife
that she cetorn ined her trinmph should
ITe Yare no title: but his name
Wase as promoaer as any in the land.
his wealth werlil be untold. and. as
chatelnine of € c<hie’s Castle and Beech-
am ark, her social position woald be
iindeniable. Fvon Mra. Crosbie (il not
guess  the fire that  burned Beneath
Vave's ealm  exterior: but desire
for (' nunriaoe was certainly as great
Lady Char-

came

her

Poone way as her nince’s,
teris, who lad Ly thia time recovered
from ker sicprise  at her dawghter’s
strangc troak m staying so long at the
stuehersd away her davs placidly en-
ough, content to Anow that Vane was
hanpe.

Sir Dounglas Gerant had disappeared
an atrangely and as <uddenly as he had
arrived. Two days after the eventful
drive to Chesterham he took his depart-
nure, greatly to Miss Charteria® and Mrs.
Crosbie’s satisfaction. There was some-
thing in his dry cynical manner which
made them  singularly  wncomfortable,
and their strict ideas of etiquatte were
greatly disinrbed by his many unortho-
dox aects.  Stuart. at any other time
wonld” have regretted his eousin’s de-
parture: hut now it made but little im-
nression on him, and. while he exerted
nimself to hid him farewell, his mind
without his trouble, and as Sir
Donglas walked away, he gave himself
up azain to his unhappy thonghts,

A fortnight passed unevenifully, and
then Sir Douglas reappeared as sudden-
Iy as he had 'eft. Mrs. Croshie mot him
with profuse but insecare words of wel-
come.  She was just enough recog-
nize how much he had done for Stuart.
NSir Douglas put aside all her eracious
speeches,

“It is only a
terselyv. “I waant
with Stuart.”

“Oh. T am 30 sorry vou will not stay.”
Mrs. Croshie responded.  “I had hoped
you had come done for the shooting:
Sholto expects a few guns down, We
shou!d have had a partv for the twelfth
of August but for Stuart's accident.
Can I persuade vou?”

“T_should yield to your persuasion,
cousin,” answered Sir Douglas. with an
old-fashioned how and a gleam of mer:
riment in his keen gray eyes—he knew
right well he was no favorite with
madame- “but unfortunately time and
tide wait for no man, and T sall for

wirs

said
words

flving ~isi he

to have a fow

to cateh the faint whispers that fell form
her pallid lips: they saw her eyes gaze

the dntipodes at the end of this week.”
“The antipodes!”™ cried Mrs. Crosbie;

she would win- she must win. not on'y |

and she would have questioned him fur-
ther but that he ended the interview,
by walkitg away in search of Stuart.

He fou"gﬁ thé young man strolling
listlessly about the grounds attended by
all his canine pets. There was no doubt
a8 to the sincerity of the pleasure on
Stuart’s face when he saw his cousin;
but Sir Douglas was quick to notice the
worn look and the gloom that almoat
immediately settled again on his fea-
tures. :

“How is the arm?” he asked quietly.

“Mending rapidly,” Stuart answered.
“I shall have it out of the splints in sn-
other fortnight.”

“Don’t hurry it,” said Sir Douglas,
as he turned and strolled beside the
young man; “it was a nasty fracture,
you know.*

They walked on in silence until they
reached a quiet spot, and then Sir Doug-
las halted.

“Stuart,” he said, “I have come down
hexe on purpose to see vou. I want
you to give me a promise.”

“It is already given,” Stuart answer-
ed, roused from himself for a while, and
stretching out his hand.

“You knww that T have made yon my
heir, that ] have willed all I possess
to you witlt certain conditions.”

“Yes, I know,” Stuart answered, his
face flushing a little. “Do not think me
ungrateful if 1 say [ wish it were not
so. T do not want your property; I—”

“F am aware of thad,” interrupted Sir
Bouglas dryly. “If yon had wunted it,
you would not have had it. But it is mot
of timt I waut to speak; it is of the con
ditions. They are more to me than any
fortune  yoxr could name”

“Whatever they are, T accept. them
willingly, with all my heart, and. if it
be i my powes, they shall be fulfille1.”

Rtuart spoke jirmly, his eyes as st-ad-
fant as lis werdas.

I knew  yown
wonld answer me 50.” He paused a lit-
tle, then went om slowly. “J leave Fng-
laml again ar the end of the week on a
search that hes lasted my life-cime-—
hopeless; alus, in the vears that e
Zons, but touchied now with the hlossed-
ness off hope! Yes, thank Heaveu, T
have: a0 olue!™

Ntuart: looked’ ity wonder at his eour
fin’s free; it was illumined with eol»r,
and theve was an wmusnal glow i the
eves: :

“I' cannot bring myself to speak  to
vou mow. Stuart. o this snbject: ot if
I am swecessful, T' will open my heart
to you--if not, amd anything  should
happen to me, this letter” taking an
“nvelope from an inner pocket——“will
teil’ von all- <will give yvon the secret of
my life: Guard it well, and, if the time
shoulll come soon, swear to do what I
have asked vou in it.”

“T swear™ said’ Stuart. solemnly, his
hand elosing over the letter. i

“Now T start with a lighter
than T have had for vears, The
will pass quickly. und when T
Australin, who kKmws—"

“Australin!” broke in Stuart, his face
drawn and pale. “You are going to Aus-
tralia?”’

“T said at the end of this week. What
is it, Stnart?”

JOR, that T were free
vou.” muttered Stuart,

Like a flame of fire, the word “Ans-
tralia” had set the passion of jealousy
rumning throngh his veins, ealling up
the dormant longing for revenge  that
had found a resting place in his heart.
Could he not leave all that distressed
and oppressed him and rnsh away to
that distant Tand, to face him. who had
stolen the most precions jewnl of  his
life to bring shame on her who had de-
ceived and tricked him? The picture of
Margery’s loveliness rose hefore him and
made bis heart beat wildly with  the
rush of wrath and love that came over
him.

“Stuart,” Sir Donglas said aquietly, al-
most tenderly. “I would ask yoi1 to go
with me gladly but for one thing —
yon are not free—vonr father needs vou.
He could not live withont you; go from
him, and he will sink before vour re-
turn. He is not strongs this nmhmer, he
has told me many times, has tried him
terribly, and your accident was a
shoek.”

“Yes, you are right,” respended Stuart
gloomily, after a moment’s panse. “I
will stay here. And yet it is hard.”

Sir Douglas did not catch the last
words.

“I have always loved Sholto,” he said,

Teart
days
reach

to go with

“and to rob him of you would be eruel.
No, Stuart, your place ia here.”
They moved on and approached the

: With reckless swiftness to give way to

“Thank you. Stuart,” responded Sir |
' Donglas quietly. T felt

‘see- that baby's bowels

house; but -%efore they entered Sir
Douglas stretched out his hand.

- “Heaven bless you, 1ad!” he said ten-
derly. “We may never meet again. May
you have all the happi and hi
in your life that a man such
ought to expect!
> b

“I have sworn,-and I will keep it.”

They returned to the castle; and, soon
after that, Sir Douglas Gerant left for
London. -

His cousin’s visit broke the spell  of
Stuart’s morbid inactivity. The mono-
tonous quiet of Hurstley seemed - to
appall him. He could no longer sit amnd
nurse himself; he was restless, almost
feverish in his movements. He went out
early in the morning and did mot re-
turn till the day was spent; and, al-
though he tried to banish every mem-
ory of his Lriaf dream from his mind,
Vane detected the nervous restlessness
still in his, face. I§ her heart ° she re-
joiced at these signs of awakening; they
were but the forerunners of that proud
contemptuous mood which she longed to
see reveal itself. Life was dull at the
castle, but, though she yawned and was
inexpressibly bored, she did not intemd
to give way; and at last had the satis-
faction of feeling that success was hers
w!wn her aunt announced that Stuart
wished the whole party to leave,Crosbie
and to London.

If he remained much longer at Hurst-
ley, Stuart said to himself, the mono-
tony and inactivity would drive him
mad. 8o, to Vane’s and his mother’s de-
light, he proposed a fortnight’s
stay in town, and a round
of the theatres, and such gayeties
as a slack season offered, and then a
return to the castle with a large party
for the shooting.

It was then that Vane began to reap
her reward. Stuart seemed to have
rememnbered all she had done for him, all
her thoughtfulness, gentleness, womanly
kindness; and it was to her he turned
in & frank friendly fashion which at
once delighted ber and deceived her by
its ring of apparent genuine forgetful-
ness.

To TLondon they all went, save the
squire, and in leaving him, Stuart
thought of hia absent cousin’s words;:
but it was only for a fortnight, and
then he would be back again, brave in
forged conrpae, st.eag_ in his pride, to

as you
Remember your prom:

walk over the very ground, wherin his
whole love lay buried.

It was a Qﬁ(]i htful time to Vane;
she rode, ‘walked, went sight seeing.
with Stuar{ always in clcse attendance,
and, tholigh few of her acquaintances
Were in town, she noticed with pleas-
ure that some of her “dear friends”
were passing through Lorndon oa their
way from the Conlinent to the couniry,
and she left them to draw their own
conclusions as to her relationship with
Stuart Crosbie. As for Stuart, he lived
for the moment in a whirl of fovced
excitement and pleasiqre. He determined

soYrow no miore; he buried the memory
of Margery and sot Iia foot, as he
thought. firmly oa the grave of his Tove;
he even thrust recollection from him; he
laughed, ride. chatted with Vane. and
gradnally her influence made itself felt.
If. in the night. visions of his lost love
floated through his dreams, pride in the
morning, dispelled his weakness by re-
calling her falseness: and he turned to
Vane as a woman whom, thowgh he
conld never Tove, he could respect and
trust. To {he world his devotion had
but one name, that of a snitor: and.
heedless of people’s tongues, heedless of
Vane's triumphant eyes. Stuart went
on his way, living for a time in a dream
of reckless excitement that would soon
pase and leave him plunged in as deep
an abyss of despair as before.

(To be Continued.)
———e—

A TERRIBLE RECORD
OF CHILDREN'S DEATHS

As every mother knows the death
rete of little ones in Canada during
the hot summer months far exceeds
that of any other season of the year.
The resson for this is that the ex-
cese¢ive heat brings on those dreaded
troubles, cholera infantum, diarrhoea,
dysentry and other stomach and
bowel complaints. These come on. so
quickly and with such little warning
that often baby is bevond help before
the mother realizes he is ill. During
the hot eummer months the mother
must ve continually on her guard to
are working
regularly and his little stomach ig
kept sweet and pure.  Baby's Own
Tablets should always be kept in the
home as they are the mother’s great-
act friend. A dose now and then will
prevent these troubles, or if they do
vomne on suddenly they will be quick-
ly baniched the Tablets. The Tab-
lets are sold by medicine dealers or
by mail at 25 cents a’ box from The
Dr. Williams® Medicine (o., Brock-
ville, Ont.

THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL.

A Dascu ouse, a naked moor,

A suivering pool berore the door,
A garden bare of flowers and rrult
And popiars at the garden foot:
Pleak without and bare within,

Yet shall your ragged moor receive
The incomparable pomp of eve,
Aad the cold glories of the dawn
Belind your shivering (rees bhe drawn;
And when the wind from nlace to place
Doth the unmwored clond-  galleons
chase .

Your xarden gleam and gleam a
Wit hleaping sun, with glancing n.
Here shall the wizard moon ascend
Tle heavens in the crimson end
Of day’'s declining, splendor here
The army of the stars anpear.
The neighoring billows, dry or wet,
Spring ghall with tender frlowers beset;
And oft the morning muser see
Larks rixing from the broomy lea,
And every fairy wheen and thread

§ cob-web dew hediamonded.

“Len daisies . shall winter time
Siiver the simple grass with rime;
An tuemnal frosts enc

And make the cart
Aund when snow-bright
pands,
shall
hands?

the moor ex-

Hew your ' children  clap thelr

To make the earth our hermitage,

A clieerful and a ¢ 1geful page,

God's bright and in ate deviee

Of days and seasons doth suffice.
—Rohert Tonis Stevenson.

—— e
A Successiw riorseman

Never allows his horse to suffer pain,
He always uses ,\n:r line, which is not-
ed for euring stiffness, rhenmatism,

i

swellings and strains. Nerviline is just
as good inside as outside, For cramps,
colic and internal pain it’s a perfect
marvel. In the good racing stables Ner- !
ciline is always used,—Dbecanse it makes
better horses and smaller veterinary
bills. Twenty-five cents buys a large
bottle of Nerviline: try it.

NO LAN 00 HOT OR T0O LOLD
| .FOR MAN,

Man inhabits about every part of the
eartll excepl a rew island regias in the
ipterior of continents and immediate vi-
Citity of the poles. It is from dread of
clunatic  conaiuons that his tent has
found no more than a temporary resting
Place in some of those far distant spots.
It is not thought that the heat or cold
L any of the unexplored regions of the
Rlobe has a greater range of tempsra-
ture has many reglons nuw inhabited.

Science reasons that the lowest tem-
Deratures at the earth’s surface are not
found directly at the poles, but at some
distauce 1o the south of the north pole
and te the north of the south. pole* Like-
wise the greatesi degres of lieat is not
A3 ight be supposed, o be fouad at Lhe
equator, hut prevaus at some disiance
Lo the north and to the south of that im-
aginary line, ~

The ‘eoldest place on the earth’s surface
of which is there is atulientic record is in
Siberia. The lowest temperature ever
recorded in the open air was 50 degrees
beiow zero (Fahrenheit) at Wercha, Kk,
Central Siberia, on January 13th,

The highest temperature of which there
Is an authentic record s 124 degrees
above zero (Fahrenheit) in Algeria, nor-
thern Africa, on July 17th, 1879.
places of extremé heat gnd extreme cold
Kive & range of temperature covering
the whole inhabitable world of 314 de-
Rrees, or two degrees more than from
zero to the hoiling point.

1t the United States the lowest temper-
atvie ever recorded in winter s 64 de-
grees below zero in North Dakota, and
the higliest ever recorded !n summer {8
i3 dexrees above zero In Arizons, This
gives 2tal rauge of 179 degrees within
alout 1, miles. ot e S N

Jbyre s an unauthentlcated  re¥it
from Ayneld, an dulpost of the Algerian
bad la’d¥, which gives a temperatyre
record in the m@n.%!r of 172 degrees
abuve zerto (Fahrenhe 0. This, if correct,
exceeds by 48 degrees that of the hghest
on-record. It i3 also stated that the tém-

eraturé aft ths place rarely gets down

4 14) degrees. On one or two occasiong
it droppad Lo 120 degrees and the natives
shivered with the cold. Strange as it
may seem, the death rate of KFrench sol-
diers stationed at this ost is lower
than that at more northerly places hav-
ing equable temperatures.

Fecple who inhabit these places of
extreme heat and cold are found to be
exceptionally healthy and llve to a ripe
o age.

While men in all parts of the world
mukes their homes in those exceptionall
et or cold places and move from one (o
the other’witiiout any apparent physical
discomfort, it is found that animals or
plants which would flourish in one could
not survive in the other.

in the United Btutes the extreme range
of hieat and cold Is not so great but one
mav live in comparative comfort in any
section; yet' the same conditions apply
to animal and plant life as revall
throuxhout the rest of the world. Ani-
mals and plants that surives the winters
of the south conld not endure ‘the win-

s of the north.

h”l,‘he grw:le:n of the extremes of heat
and cold in this coumtry are found in the
Western States, from the Dakotas and
Montana southward to Texas and Ari-
zona. The temperatore in the Northwest
during the  winter nenths frequently
diops to 3 or U degrees helow zero ’an
occasgionally runs below 60 degrees, while
the: heat of summer in the central west
rani southwest 1) degrees or
higl er, Regardless such extremes
climatle conditinos  throughout the
etnire Rucky Mountain range are delight-
ful for ton months of the year.

The most equable temperature through-
out the year in the United States s found
along the sen-coast: Nearly two-thirds
of the entire population Jlves in seacoast
cities. People may complain of a few
blustery and unusualy cold days In win-
ter and a' fow swelteringly hot and hum-
fd davs in summer, but with all things
things considered the Atlantic seacoast
frem Florida to Maine, Is about as de-
sirntle a place of residence as any part
ot the world:

———————
COME WITH ME.

The low would' put its hand upon the
vulgar mass called work, and pass sen-
tence.  But come withi me and look
within, and see the aapirings use like
tiny buckets on' the wheel of capillary
attraction. Sve the fingers rising up in
mutest semaphore. Instincts yet un-
classed, and purposes uneure, rising and
heating like wavelets, sinking only to
gather strength and beauty at the com-
ing rise. Thoughts, like morning mists,
swelling, rising, dancing to the music set
by lasting harmonies. Fancies, like me-
teors, flashing, defying ianguage, yet
waiting in the wing for convoy to the
hlesaed ixlex where order and purity
banquet with the seraphs.

The world’s coarse thumb and finger
fail to plumb the depths or scale the
heights where piercing thought floats
on silvery wing nhouve the eagle’s nest.
0, commerce of the skies, the meeting
place of affinities, the bonds that bind
apirit with epirit. pursuing missions of
undiscovered, never to be recorded dig-
nity. - Who <hall map out the worlds
where these spirits rule with illimit-
able sway. Loyal to the authority who
is head over nll things in His church.

Bring me into the secret place. Let
me hear the ten-fold secrets; let me
eat the angel’s bread; dring of the pur-
est vintage. Dress me in the garments
of light, kunowledge,  purity and joy.
Bring me where | may trim
of my antipathies: see the ountline of
the consts of danger; read the watch
fires as they burn to warm: study the
chart whoere sunken roeks are indicated;
measure the speed. mark the direction
of the streams which wash these sunk-
en rocks and murmurs mingie
with the groans of the lost.

Bring me where the high tides of
sympathy flow and heave and bless;
let me trace their source up to the
throne of God! Let me sail over undis-
covered seas which know no fixed local-
ity, no place, norocks or islands, or con-
tinents. spanned by the arc of God,
swarming with s immensities, glued
with His harmonies.

touches
of
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“Ah, sense-bound, heart and blind!
1s nought but what we see?
Can time undo what ouce was true?

Can we not follow Thee?

Within our heart of hearts,
In newest, nearness be;
Set up Thy throne within Thine own—
Go, Lord, we folldbw Thee,”
—H. T. Miller.

These

the sails
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DICKENS AND DORA.

Interesting Relics Which Were Re-
cently Offered for Sale at Auction.
A Greek codex of the fomr Gospels,

laboriously indited 1,000 years ago, and
a fan scarcely a quarter of u century old,
inscribed with historic signatures, make
a atrange company, yet auctlon juxta-
gouu these curious antithases, and onr
uly 27,at Sotheby’s, there were offered,
along with the true acconnt of the rela-
tion between Dickens and Dora, vener-
able illuminated manuseripts and flip-
pant letters by Wilde and Whistler. The
fan is indeed a memento mori. It is
that “Jubilee fan” sold for the benefit
of the wiemorable Charity Bagaar at
the luncheon party given by the Duke of
Fdinburgh on June 20, 1887. Signed by
the rowalties of the time, it now re-
minds us of those who have passed away.
Queen Victoria, King Edward VIL, the
Emperor and Empress Frederick, Kin,

Christian, Leopold 1I., Albert, King of

Saxony, Carlg, King of Portugal, and
the Duke of Clarence. The signatures
of the King, ‘then Duke of York, Queen
Alexandra, the Emperor William, as son
of the Crown Prince, the King of Greece,
the Duke and Duchess of Connaught,
and many others, combine to give the
fa extnordinnr! historic interest.

e Dickens letters, privately printed
fop ?n Bibliophile Society, prove
(he Iubors of Mr. Stonehouse and Pro-
fes3or Baker in elucidating the Tove
story of tha povelis T Vivte Bead-
mell. The first set of letters, written in
1833, show the ‘dramatic intenseness of
an attachment doomed to disappoint-
ment. Over 20 years afterward Dickens
reopened the correspondence. In a
touching letter he then wrote: “What-
ever of fancy, romance, energy, passion,
inspiration and determination belong to
me, [ never have separated and never
shall separate, from the hard-hearted lit-
tle woman—you—whom it is nothing to
say 1 would have died jor with the
greatest alacrity. . You mny have seen in
one of my books a faithful reflection of
the passion I had for you, and may have
thought it was something to have beem
Invc'fsu well, and may have seen in lit-
tle bits of ‘Dora’ tonches of vour old seld
scmetimes, and a grace here and therg
that may be revived in your little gi:‘-b
vears hence, for the bewilderment
some other young lover—though he wil}
never be as terribly in earnest as'I and
‘David Copperfield’ were.” Mr. Stone-
house’s M.S. notes help to iientify many
of the originals of Dickens’ characters,
notably Mr. Winkle.

Last year the manuscript of Wilde's
“Decay of Lying” realized £111. A re-

! markable series of other articles were

equal bail to collectors. The original
manuseripts for portions of “Doriam
Gray’ ’and of “The Florentine Tragedy,”
and the draft of the “Sphinx” need only
be mentioned.. Then there is sugh a
poignant note as that written by Wilde
ais u boy at school, thanking his mother
for a bamper. We have, too, a sonnet
in his hand, “On the Sale by Auction of
Keat’s Love-Letters,” the beginning of
which sums up the whole matter:
These are letters which Endymion wrote
Tc one he loved in secret and apart:
And now the brawlers of the auctiom
mart,
Bargain and bid for eaeh allotted note,
The letters from Whistler to Wilde
restore us a little.  Seeing bis friend
in Chelsea wearing a coat “befr
arnd wonderfully befurred,” Whistier
wrote, “How dare you! What means
this unseemly carnival at Chelsea? Re-
store these things to Nathan, and never
let me see you again masquerading the
atreets in the combined character of a
degraded Kossuth and Mr. Mantalini.,”—
London Daily Telegraph. )

This Medicine is Breathed.

That is why it is sure to cure Catarrh.
You see it goes direct to the source of
the disease—its healing vapor repairs
the damage caused by catarrhal inflam-
mation.  “Catarrhozone” always cures,
because it goes into those tiny cells and
passages that ordinary remedies cannot
reach, goes where the disease aetually
is.  Impossible for ‘“‘Catarrhosone” to
fail, as any doctor will tell you. Don’t
be misled into thinking there is any-
thing so good a8 Catarrhozone,—use it
and you'll soon say good-bye to ca-
tarrh.

@ e
“G. N. R.”

A traveller on the Great Northern Rail-
way, having entrusted his luggage to the
care of the porter, proceeded to make
hiniself comfortable In the corner of a
first-class smoking carriage. The porter
having performed his duty, visited the
cempartment for the reward of merit.

“Well,”” said the passenger, ‘I see by

' on your cap ‘Gratu-

little mistake, sir,” replied the por-
should be ‘Gratuities never re-
—_————————
MORE PROFITABLE.
(life.)

Miss Rocksey -But, papa, George is &
hard working man.

Old Rocksey —That’s it exactly. ‘The
man I wish you to marry must be able
to make money without working.

——etlp e
GIVES UP LEISURE.
(Smart Set.)

Singleton--Do you believe in the old
adage about marrying in haste and re-
penting at leisure?

Wedderly-- No, I don’t.
marries he has no leisure.

el e

True love never lets him

- chair while she holds

After a man

sit on a
down the
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