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That Lasso’Lome’s.
A 8TORY OF THE LANCASHIRE COAL MINES

By Frances Hodgson Bvrneit.

CHAPTER XLIII.
Liz returns.

“Miss,” said Mrs. Thwaite, “it wur 
last neet, an’ you mowt ha’ knocked 
down wi’ a feather, fur I seed her as 
plain as I see yo’."

“Then,” said Anice, “she must be in 
Riggan now.

“Ay,” the woman answered, “that she 
mun, though wheer God knows; I dun- 
not. It wur pretty late, yo’ see, 
wur gettin' th’ master’s supper ready, 
an' as I turns raysen fro’ th’ master’s 
oven, wheer I had been stoopin’ down to 
look at th’ bit o’ tacon, I seed her face 
agen th’ winder, starin' in at me wild 
loike. Aye, it wur her sure enow, poor 
wench ! She wur loike death itsen— 
main different fro' th’ bit o' a soft, 
pretty, leet-headed lass she used to be.”

“I will go and speak to Mr. Grace,” 
Anice said.

The habit of referring to Grace was 
growing stronger every day. She met 
him not many yards away, and before 
she spoke to him saw that he was not ig
norant of what she had to say.

“I think you know what I am going 
to tell you,” she said.

“I think I do,” was his reply.
The rumor had come to him from an 

acquaintance of the Mazseys, and he had 
made up his mind to go to them at once.

“Ay," said the mother,regarding them 
with rather resentful curiosity, “she wur 
here this momin’—Liz wur. Sho wur 
in a bad way enow—said she’d been out 
on th* tramp fur uitii a week—seem it a 
bit out o’ her head, in' mon had left 
her again, as she mowt ha’ knowed he 
would. Ay, lasses is foo’a. She'd been 
i’ th' Union, too, bad o’ th’ fever. I 
towed her she’d better ha’ stayed theer. 
She wanted to know wheer Joan Lowrie 
wur, an’ kept axin fur her till I wur 
tired o’ bearin' her, an’ towd her so. ’’

“Did she ask about her little child ?” 
said Anice.

“Ay, I think she did, if I remember 
reel. She said sum mat about wantin’ to 
know wheer we’d put it, an’ if Joan wur 
dead, too. But it did na seem to be th’ 
choild she cared about so much as Joan 
Lowrie."

“Did you tell her where we buried 
it ?" Grace asked.

“Ay.”
“Thank you. I will go to the church 

yard," he said to Anice. I may find her 
there. ”

“Will you let me go too?" Anice 
asked.

He paused a moment.
“I am afraid that it would be best 

that I should go alone.
“Let me go,” she pleaded. “Don’t 

be afraid for me. I could not stay 
away. Let me go—for Joan’s sake.”

So he gave w«y, and they pasted out 
together. But they did not find her in 
the churchyard. The gate had been 
pushed open and hung swinging on its 
hinges. There were fresh footprints 
upon the damp clay of the path that led 
to the corner where the child lay, and 
when they approached the little mound 
they saw that something had been 
dropped u|K>n the grass near it. It was 
a thin, once gay-coloured, little red 
shawl. Anice bent down and picked it 
up. “She has been here," she said.

It was Anice who, after this, first 
thought of going to the old cottage upon 
the. Knoll Road. The afternoon 
waning when they 'eft thegphurchyard: 
when they came within sight ot the cot
tage the sun had sunk behind the hills!

In the red, wintry light, the place 
looked terribly desolate. Weeds had 
sprung up about the house, and their 
rank growth covered the very threshold, 
the shutters hung loose and broken, and 
a damp greenness had crept upon the 
stone step.

A chill fell upon her when they stood 
before the gate and saw w hat was within. 
Something besides the clinging green
ness had crept upon the step,—some
thing human, —a homeless creature, who 
might have staggered there and fallen, 
or who might have laid herself there to 
die. It was Liz, lying with her face 
downward and with her dead hand 
against the closed door.

was a low twitter of birds in the air. 
The garden Anice had so often tended 
was flushing into bloom in sunny corners 
and the breath of early violets was sweet 
in it. Derrick was conscious of their
spring time odour aa he walked down the Utun)i U) jefella to the last the rights of
path, in the direction Mrs. Galloway 
had pointed out. It was a retired nook 
where evergreens were growing, and 
where the violet fragrance was 
powerful than anywhere else, for the 
rich, moist earth of one bed was blue 
with them. Joan was standing near 
these .violets—he saw her as he turned 
into the walk,—a motionless figure in 
heavy brown drapery.

She heard him and started from her 
reverie. With another half-dozen steps 
he was at her side.

“Don't look as if I had alarmed you," 
he said. “It seems such a poor begin
ning to what I come to say.”

Her hand trembled so that one or two 
of the loose violets she held fell at her 
feet She had a cluster of their fragrant 
bloom fastened in the full knot of her 
hair. The drooping of the flowers 
seemed to help her to recover herself. 
She drew back a little, a shade of pride 
in her gesture, though the colour dyed 
her cheeks and her eyes were downcast.

“I cannot—I cannot listen,” she said.
The slight change which he noted in 

her speech touched him unutterably. 
It was not a very great change. She 
spoke slowly and uncertainly, and the 
quaint northern burr still held its own, 
and here and there a word betrayed her 
effort.

“No, no," he said “you will listen. 
You gave me back my life. You will 
not make it worthless. If you cannot 
love me," his voice shaking, “it would 
have been leas cruel to have left me 
where you found me—a dead man—for 
whom all pain was over."

He stopped. The woman trembled 
from head to foot. She raised her eyes 
from the ground and looked at him, 
catching her breath.

Yo’ are askin’ me to be yore wife ?” 
she said. “Me !”

“I love you,” he answered. “You,” 
and no other woman !"

She waited a moment, and then turned 
suddenly away from him. She turned 
to the tree under which they were stand
ing, and leaning against it, resting her 
face upon her arm. Her hand clung 
among the ivy leaves and crushed them. 
Her old speech came back in the sudden 
hushed cry she uttered.

“I conns turn yo'fro’ me.” she said. 
“Oh ! I conns !"

“Thank God ! Thank God !” he said.
He would have caught her to hie 

breast, but she held up her hand to re 
strain him.

“Not yet,” she said, “not yet. I con
fia turn vou fro’ me, but theer's summat 
I must ask. Give me th’ time to make 
myself worthy—give me th’ time to work 
an’ strive; be patient with me until th’ 
day comes when I can come to yo’ an 
know I need not shame you. They say 
I’m na slow at learnin’—wait and see 
how I con work for th’ mon—for th 
mon I love.”

THE END.

rapalrleuc Partisans,

The Ontario Government has stirred 
up the hostility of the Tory Press by its 
manly determination, as announced in 
the Speech on the opening of the Legis

this Province against the encroachments 
of the Dominion Government. When 
the possibility of the Macdonald 'Jovem- 

more ment outraging this Province by repudi
ating the award of the Boundary arbi
trators was first mooted by the Reform 
press, the idea was scouted as absurd by 
their Tory contemporaries. Mr. Mere
dith, the leader ol the Ontario Opposi
tion also hastened to disavow all sym
pathy with such a move on the part of 
his political leader, and recorded his 
vote in the Legislature in favor of re
sisting by every lawful means any at
tempt to dispossess Ontario of what the 
arbitrators awarded her. But as the 
early and undefined rumor gained shape 
and became au open fact, the views of 
the party mouthpieces underwent a 
change, and now we find them boldly 
declaring in favor of spoliation and de
nouncing Mr. Mowat for having the 
courage to resist the attempted robbery.

Here is a nice spectacle for sister pro
vinces to gaze upon. A venal press and 
an unpatriotic party prepared to assist in 
the robbery of their own Province, 
rather than admit that their party leader 
has been base enough to vent his malice 
upon Ontario, by an unwarrantable ex
ercise of authority, and an unjustifiable 
refusal to recognize its just rights. A 
more degrading exhibition of the depths 
to which partisanship will drag men has 
never before been witnessed than that 
furnished by Mr. Meredith and his fol
lowers in the Ontario Legislature, and 
by the Conservative press of the Pro
vince, in regard to this boundary ques
tion. Small as their representation in 
the Provincial Legislature now is, we 
feel safe in saying that when next the 
electors of Ontario get an opportunity to 
pronounce upon their acts, it will be still 
further reduced, if not entirely obliter
ated. A man or a party that is unable 
to rise above the trammels of partisan
ship in dealing with a question that 
effects tlte rights of the entire community 
should receive the unanimous condemn
ation of the people.

The people of Ontario, outside of the 
party hacks, are a unit in support of the 
Ontario Government on this question, 
and Mr. Mowat will find his hands 
strengthened in any lawful effort he may 
make to retain possession of every inch 
of soil to which this Province is fairly 
entitled. —[Sarnia Observer.

The Brut Lève.

CHAPTER XLIV
CONCLUSION.

Home love is the best love. The love 
that you are born to is the sfleetest you 
will ever have on earth. You who are 
so anxious to escape the home nest, 
pause a moment and remember that 
this is so.

It is right that the hour should come 
when you, in your turn, should become 
a wife and a mother and give the best 
love to others; but that will be just it. 
Nobody—not a lover, not a husband—. 

lias i will ever oe so tender or so true as 
1 mother and father. Never again, after 
strangers have broken the beautiful 
bond, will there be anything so sweet as 
the little circle of mother, father and 
children, .where you were cherished, 
protected, praised, and kept from harm. 
You may not know it now, but you will 
know it some day.

Whomsoever you marry, true and 
good though he may be, will, after the 
lover-days are over and the honeymoon 
has waned, give you only what you 
deserve of love or sympathy—and us
ually much less, never more. You must 
watch and be wary, lest you lose that 
love which came in through the eyes be 
cause they thought you beautiful. But 
those who bore you, who loved you 
when you were that dreadful little ob
ject, a small baby, and thought you ex 
quisitely beautiful and wonderfully bril
liant—they do not care for faces that are 
fairer and forms that are more graceful 
than yours. You are their very own 
and so, better to them always than

liimsllT idee.

them a place of rest, peace—and almost 
of joy.

There is for them this consolation; 
The dead do not suffer. If they live 
again their lives will surely be as good aa 
ours.

We have no fear; we are all children 
of the same mother, and the same fate 
awaits us all. We, too, have our religion 
and it is this: Help for the living; hope 
for the dead.

------------- 7--------------------
Mysteries efa Lamp of Teal.

For years no one had supposed thit a 
lump of soft coal dug from its mine or 
bed in the earth, possessed any other 
purpose than that of fuel. It was next 
found that it would afford a gas which 
was combustible. Chemical analysis 
proved it to be made of hydogen. In 
process of time mechanical and chemical 
ingenuity devised a mode of manufactur
ing this gas, and applying it to the 
lighting of buildings and cities on a 
large scale. In doing this, other pro
ducts of distillation were developed, un
til, step by step, the following ingred
ient are extracted from it:—An excell
ent oil to supply light house», equal to 
the best sperm oil and at lower cost; 
beniole, a light sort of ethereal fluid 
which evaporates easily, and combined 
with vapor or moist air, is used for the 
purpose of portable gas lamps; so-called 
naphtha; a heavy fluid to dissolve gutla 
percha and India rubber; an excellent 
oil for lubricating purposes; aephaltum, 
which is a black, solid substance, used 
in making varnishes, covering roofs and 
covering over vaults; paraphine,» white, 
crystalline substance, resembling white 
wax, which can be made into beautiful 
wax candles. It melts at a temperature 
of 110 degrees, and affords an excellent 
light All theee substances are now 
made from soft coal.

nsftmr ■lacEIc'» «plaie» ef I

A Wy.lrry Explain**.

One of the most learned and dignified 
members of the Austin bar got a terrible 
rebuff from Undo Mose last week. The 
old man had Jim Webster haulo 1 up be
fore. Just ice Grigo for stoulu.it his Span
ish chickens. As Jim Webster lots polit
ical influence, lie was defended by two 
prominent lawyers. Uncle Mose was 
put on the stin 1 and mala out a bad 
case against Jim Webster, testifying to 
having found some of the chickens in 
dim’s possession, mid induiitifviu j them 
by the peculiarities of the breed.

Ono prominent lawyer then na ler- 
took to make Uncle Mose weaken on the 
cross-examination.

“Now, Uncle Muse," said the lawyer, 
“suppose that I was to tell ton that I 
have at home in my yard halff> dozen 
chickens of that identical same breed ?"

“ What would I say, boas ?”
“Yes, what would you say if I was to 

tell you I've got that same kind of chick
ens in my yard ?"

“I would say, boas, dat Jim Webster 
paid up yer fee wid my chicken»,’’ and a 
pensive smile crept around under the 
old man's eara and met at the tack of 
his head.

1 PRICES REDUCED FOR 1882.

Blackwood and the Four Reviews
oirr.1" Sio.

TIIE REPRINTS OF THE

Four Leading Quarterly Reviews,
THE EDINBI HUH BEI'IBW (ITOjI.
THE WEST Til VST KB BEHEST (Liberal). 
THE LONDON «I'.4BTEKLV BEXTENT (Con. 

servait vc).
THE BBITINII Ql IBTEBLT REX1ETV

(Etangclieal).
.4 Nil

Lumbago, Kidney complaint, Neu
ralgia, Rheumatism, and all pain and in- 
flaiuati"ii ».e speedily cured with Hag- 
yard'» Yela.w Oil, Croup, sore throat, 
colds, burn», scalds, bruises, frost bites, 
chilblain» and ail wound» of the flesh are 
quickly healed ny Yellow Oil. (2)

III On i- ISraulM»
Now heartily endofim the amazing suc
cors of Mack’s Mag..« in Medicine, and 
recommend it for boc.i sexes in all oases 
of sexual weakness, enw advertisement 
in another column. Sold in Goderich 
by Jaa Wilson, druggist. lm

Mrs. Galloway rose and advanced to | 
meet her visitor with a slightly puzzled others.

To leave home should
“Mr. ------” she began.
“(Fergus Derrick,” ended the young 

man. “From Riggan, madaiiL ’’

She held out her hand, cordially.
“Joan is in the garden," she said after 

a few moments of conversation. “Go to 
her.”

It was a day very different from the 
one upon which Joan Lowrie had come 
to Axhley-WoltL Spring had set her 
light foot fairly upon the green Kentish 
soil. Farther north she had only begun 
to show her face timidly, but here the 
atmosphere was fresh and balmy, the 
hedges were budding bravely, and there

be a rsad, net a 
glad thing. It should not be so easy to 
turn away from the “old folks” and for
get them, and it seems to be to many.

I have said it once, but I say it again: 
There is no love like the love you are 
bom to, no home like the first home 
you knew, if you have good parents, 
and that home is that it should be. 
When you leave it, you leave your best 
behind you.

All oub Druggists now heartily en
dorse the amazing success of Mack’s 
Magnetic Medicine, and recommend it 
for both sexes in all cases of sexual weak
ness. See advertisement in another 
column.

Professor Blackie was one of the speak
ers at tha Brewster'oentenary festival at 
Edinburgh. He said he was not in the 
habit of speaking smooth words of flat
tery to the Scotch people. He did not 
think they were a people who had culti
vated the beautiful as they should do. They 
had the forcible, the fervid, the strong 
pushing of their way in the world, but 
he did not think they had the beautiful 
or the graceful. He did not deny that 
the Scotch nation, thanks to God, had 
produced great artiste, and was produc
ing them, but they had produced great 
artists as the Hebrews produced greet 
prophets. The Jews were a stiff-necked 
generation, and therefore the prophets 
were sent to correct their etiff-necked- 
nese. The Scotch, in hie opinion, were 
a hard-headed, logical, bumptious, util
itarian, considerably-commercial, pro
saic and vulgar-minded people; and 
God had sent to them Sir Walter Scott 
and these artists to lift them to a higher 
platform of existence. Because if the 
Supreme Being had manifested His ex
cellence in all the various forms of beau
ty m creation to despise the beautiful 
and only talk of the useful? For what? 
To fill their pockets with hard cash ? 
Psha*#^Utility was only a step to some
thing higher; and if they did not worship 
the true, and the beautiful, and the good 
for their own sake, then, with all their 
newspapers, and all their gas lights, and 
telegrauhs, and all their logic and phil-1 
osophy, they would be weighed like dust I 
in a balance—they would be nothing at 
all, at all. The highest filing was to be 
constantly inspired by reference for the 
beautiful and sublime in God and nature. 
One fact to show hoiv low they were. 
His father sent him to Rome when he 
was one-and-twenty, and there he fell in 
love with all the beautiful forms in an 
tiquity - with the Venus de Medici, with 
Apollo, and the dancing nymphs ; and 
when lie came home he thought he would 
be a professor in Greek or Latin in some 
Scotch university and by a Whig job he 
got it. But what did he do? With all 
his learning he found not a single thing 
was required. Nobody wanted it. The 
perfection of human nature was to un
derstand qui, qua-, quod, and the highest 
culture to write a Latin* sentence without 
a grammatical error, or spell a bit of 
Homer or Horace. He hoped that Prof. 
Brown, in the fine arts chair, would do 
something to make the arts appreciated 
even by the petty, pedantic, elementary 
classes of their wretched Scotch Universi
ties. I Laughter and applause. '

PCOBSI

On Sunday, CoL Robert G. Ingersoll 
attended the funeral of a friend's child 
in Washington. At the close of the 
services at the grave the bereaved moth
er asked the great orator to say * few 
words, to which,after a moment’s hesita
tion, he responded thns:

“My friends: I know how vain it is to 
gild a grief with words, and yet I wish 
to take from every grave its fear. Here 
in this world, where life and death are 
equal kings, all should be brave enough 
to meet what all the dead have met. The 
future has been filled with fear, stained 
and polluted by the heartless past. From 
the wondrous tree of life the buds and 
blossoms fall with ripened fruit, and in 
the common bed of earth patriarchs and 
babes sleep side by side. Why should 
we fear that which will come to all that 
is? We cannot tell. We do not know 
which is the greatest blessing. life or 
death. We cannot say that death is not 
a good. We do not know whether the 
grave is the end of this life or the door 
of another, or whether the night here is 
not somewhere else a dawn. Neither 
can we tell which is the more fortunate 
—the child dying in its mother’s arms 
before its lips have, learne 1 to form a 
word, or he who journeys all the 
length of life's uneven road, painfully 
taking the last slow steps with staff and 
crutch.

Every cradle asks us 'whence?’ and 
every coffin “whither?" The poor bar
barian weeping about his^dead can an
swer the question as intelligently and 
satisfactorily as the robed priests of the 
most authentic creed. The tearful ig
norance of the one is just as consoling as 
the learned and unmeaning words of the 
other. No man standing where the hori
zon of life has touched the grave has any 
right to prophesy a future tilled with j Rtaram.llr Beared,.
pain and tears. It may be that death , .. r r»u1. ’ e t i f Tf i There is no better cure for Rheumat-
gives all there is of worth to life. Ir -am than Hagyard s Yellow' Oil used ac- 
those who press and strain

which have been established in this country 
for nearly half a century, are regularly pub
lished by Tub Leonard Scott Publishing 
Co., 41 Barclay Street, New Ydrk. These 
publications present the beat foreign periodi
cals in a convenient form and at a reasonable 
price without abridgment or alteration.

T’ lUIS VOU 1*11 <fal luding Peslage):

Payable Strictly in Advance.

For any one Review.................... SÎ 60 per annum
For any two Reviews.................  4 60 *•
For any three Reviews............ • 60 44
For all four Reviews................... 8 00 44 “
For Blackwood’s Magasine.... 3 00 **
For Blackwood and one Re

view.......................................... 6 00 “
For Blackwood and two Re

views .....................................  7 00 4 4
For Blackwood and three Re

views......................................... 8 50 44 44
For Blackwood and four Re

views.........................................10 00 44 44
Single number of Blackwood, 30 cents; 

single number of Review. 75 cents.

LEONID SCOn PUBLISHING CO.
«I BARCLAY ST., HEW T«BH

AHHIMS.
CAisrisrEX)

CORN BEEF,
LUNCH TONGUE,

ENGLISH BRAWN

POTTED
TONGUE,

BEEF,
HAM

CHICKEN.

RHEUMATISM,
Heuralgia, Sciatica, Lu.whago, 

Backache, Sonnets of the Chest, 
Gout, Quint/, Son Thnat, Swell

ings and Sprains, Burnt and 
Scalds, General Bodily 

Paine,
Tooth, Ear and Headache, Fnsted 

Feet and Ean, and all other 
Paine and Aches.

Vo Preparation on earth eqoale 8t. Jacobs Oil 
aa a saft, sure, simple and cheap External 
Remedy. A trial entails but the comparatively 
trifling outlay of 60 Cents, and every one Buffer
ing with pain can have cheap and positive proof 
of ita claims.

Directions in Eleven Language*.
BOLD BY ALL DBÜOOI8T8 A HD DEALERS 

IS KEDIOIHB.
A. VOGELER A CO.,

Baltimore, JUd., U. B. A,

SALMON AND LOBSTER.
A FINE ASSORTMENT

pv

Christie Brown & Co’s
BISCUITS and 

CAKES,
TEAS,

SUGARS an

Pure Spioes. 
TRY THEM.

Chas. A. Nairn.

ILL THE NEWS FO
THE

A CENT.

St, Catherines
ESTABLISH Eli IN

Nurseries,
1830.

Toronto Daily forlfl,
j THE OXL Y OXE-CEXT MOHX1XG 

PAP EH IX CANADA.

T HEE DOLLARS A YE* 
TWENTY-FIVE CENTS A MONTH!! 

ONE CENT A COPY ! !
&ÔT Ltm than Half She tom ot any ether 

! Warning Paper.

lOI <\4X MIKE ttOM l by canvassing foi 
| The World. Agents and Canvassers wanted 
j everywhere. Send post-card for terms and 

SA MPL E\ ( OP 1 Fit EE.
WORLD PRINTING CO.,
No. 4108 O.King street cast. Toronto.

Having fully tested

MOORE’S EABLY&BRIGHTON
two new'grapes, 1 unhesitatingly advise my 
patrons to plant them. You will not be dis
appointed. MOORES EARLY is the beat 
very early black grape yet grown in Canada, 

j It has stood thirty degrees below zero unhurt.
‘ BRIGHTON is a delicious rod grape, ripening 
just after Moore’s Early. They are both large 
in bunch and berry, and very productive. I 
will mail both to any address, postpaid, on 
receipt of $2, or either for |1. Agents wanted.

D. W. BEADLE,
St. Catherines, Gnt.

1320.3m.

less.

The crowning giory of men or women is 
beautiful head ok haiii. This c an only be oh 
tained by using « 1 \4i.4 LEAK, which ha 
proved itself to be the BEST HAIE 
RESTORER in the market, 
motes a healthy grow th of the hair, renders 
soft aud silky, strengthens its roots, and pi j: 
vents its falling out, and acts with rapidity

RESTORING GREY HAIR
TO ITS NATURAL COLOR.

Try it befor .using any other. Sold by al 
druggists. Priece 50 cts. a bottle. 1752. ly-

For Sale by J. WILSON, Druggist,

against our 
hearts could never die, perhaps that 
love would wither from the earth. May
be a common faith treads from out the 
paths between our hearts the Meeds of 
selfishness and hate, and I should rather 
live and love where death it king 
than have eternal life and love is not. 
Another life is naught unless we know 
and love again the ones who love us 
here.

They who stand with breaking hearts 
around this little grave need have no 
fear. The large and the noble faith in 
all that is, and ia to be, tells us that 
death even at its worst is only perfect 
rest. We know that through the com
mon wants of life—the needs and duties 
of each hour—their grief will lessen day 
by day. until at last this grave will be to

Harper’s Bazar.
ILLUSTRATED.

This popular journal Is a rare combination 
of literature, art, and fashion. Its stories, 
poems, and essays are by the best writers of 
Eu--------- J *----- ’ope and America; its engravings possess 
the highest artistic excellence ; and in all mat
ters pertaining to fashion it is universally ac
knowledged to be the leading authority in the 
land. The new volume will contain many 
brilliant novelties.

HARPER’S PERIODICALS.
Per Tear i

HARPER’S BAZAR .................................$ 4 00U Â UUITD’ll M A/T i TTVTD< . __
cording to directions on the bottle. It
also cures Bums. Scalds, Frost Bite.,, HARPER’S MAGAZINE . .V ”.:.'.......T J 00
Bruises, lameness, and all wounds of | HARPKR'8 WEEKLY..........................Ü 4 00
the flesh. All dealers sell it, price 25 —
cents. (2)

Da. Lloyd, of Ohio, surgeon in the 
army during the war, from exposure 
contracted comeumption. He says in a 
letter addressed to Messrs. J. N. Harris 
& Co., proprietors of Allin's Lung Bal 
sam, I have no hesitancy in stating that 
it was by the use of your Lung Balsam 
that I am now alive and enjoying good 
health.

"Bea'I .live a, Ibe »»!,.“
Were the memorable words of Commo
dore Perry. We repeat, “Don’t Give 
up the Ship," poor, despairing invalid, 
but try Burdock Blood Bitters It cure, 
other., why not you 1 It renovates, re
gulate» and tone, all the organ, of se
cretion, and restores lost Vitality tf)

The THREE above publications ............ 10 00
Any TWO above named ..................... 7 00
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE...............  1 50HARPER’S MAGAZINE ) „ ”
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE f............ 5 00
HARPER’S FRANKLIN SQUARE LI

BRA RY. one year (52 Numbers!........ 10 00
Pottage free to aU subscribers in the United 

States or Canada.

The Volumes of the Bazar begin with the 
first Number for January of each year. When 
no time is mentioned, ft will be understood 
that the subscriber wishes to commence with 
the Number next after the receipt of order.

The last Twelve Annual Volume# of Har- 
PIR’S Bazar, In neat cloth binding, will be 
sent by mall postage paid, or by express, free 
of expense (provided the freight does not ex- 
ceed one dollar per volume),lor *7 00 each. 
.Cloth Çewjor each volume, suitable for 
binding, wlU be sent by mail, postpaid, on re
ceipt of Si 00 each.

Remittances should be made by Post-Offloe 
Money Order or Draft, to avoid chance of lose

Nevmaptrt are not to cop» thit advertise
ment without the express order of Harter <t 
Brothers.

Art rires» HA* MUE * UOTIIRI.
New York

188Q.
HARPER'S Y0ÏÏM PEOPLE,

AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY—16 PAGES.
SUITED TO BOYS AND GIRLS OF FROM 

SIX TO SIXTEEN YEARS OF AGE.
Vol. IH. commences November 1,1862,

SOW 18 THE TIME TO 8EB8CKIBE.
Te Young People has been from the first 

successful beyond anticipation.—N. Y. Even
ing Post.

It has a distinct purpose to which it steadily 
adheres—that, namely, of supplanting the vic
ious papers for the young with a paper more 
attractive, as well as more wholesome. —Bos
ton Journal.

For neatness, elegance of engraving, and 
contente generally. It is unsurpassed by any 
publication of the kind yet brought to our no
tice.— Pittsburg Gazette.

Its weekly visits are eagerly looked for. not 
only by-the children, but also by parents who 
are anxious to provide pure literature for their 
girleand boys.-Christian Advocate, Buffalo,

A weekly paper for children which parent 
need not fear to let their children read at tb 
family fireside.—Hartford Daily Times 

Just the paper to take the eye and secure 
the attention of the boys and girls.—Sprina- 
field Unions

TERMS.
HAKFEB’8 TOINC PEOPLE ) _

Per Wear, Peslage Prepaid, i
Single Numbers Four Cents each 
The Bound Volume foi- 1881 will be read 

early in November. Price $3.00; postage ore 
paid. Cover for Young People jforrear&K 
cents; postage, 13 cents additional. '

Remittances should be made by Poet-Office 
na

<£* Brothers,
Yusr™ HARPER * BROTHERS, New

(l


