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MISS BEE.
BY fl BOBOS BANVILLE BENS.

«dll eompare notes about the bairns 
over our wine. '

CHAPTER I.
TWO OLU nUBXIM.

•My dear Jack !'
♦My dear Tom !’
Then a sturdy grip- anl the warmest 

of hand-shakings, the two afternoony 
old fellows each resting his left on his 
friend's shoulder ; and there they stood, 
steadying themselves with the left hand, 
shaking with the right. But they could 
not steady their voices, which were a bit 
husky and deep ; and there was a curi
ous twinkling look in their eyei, with a 
little moisture that did not belong theie, 
as the above words were repeated again 
and again.

•It’s like old times, Tent, to get a good 
grip of your list,' sa^l Dr. Banks.

‘Why, Jack, you make me aniff the 
Isis ; and I begin thinking of pair-cere 
and tuba, and—oh, dear me ! It’a thirty 
years ago !' cried Mr. Thomas Hcasledy, 
of Serjeants’ Inn.

‘By George ! it is, old man,’ cried the 
doct< r. ‘I'm beginning to think Nature’s 
an imposter. She don't give fair man
ure, I’ll swear. Thirty years ? Don’t 
seem like ten. Only I say, Tom, what a 
very wide parting you’ve got'.

‘Hah ! humph ! yes,’ said the old 
solicitor, passing a thin white hand over 
his shiny bald head wifh a rueful look, 
which changed to a smile aa lie retorted : 
‘Rather frosty up atop of your mountain, 
though, Jack.’

‘Eh ? frosty ? By George ! yes,’ replied 
the doctor, giving his shaggy grisly hair 
a rub which seemed to make it start up 
all over in silver liâmes. ‘It wasn't grey 
years ago, Tom. But here I anr. 
Thought I'd give you a look-up Rout 
you out of your pounce-box for a bit. 
Left my patients to Bee, and I'm going 
to have a week's raking along with you, 
you dog. We haven’t had a bit of fun 
together these thirty years. '

‘Humph, no !' said the old solicitor, 
shaking his head. ‘No,’ And ho look
ed very stern and uncomprisinz as liis 
eyes wandered round his dingy room, 
over ancient volumes bound in law calf, 
supposed to be sheltered on their shelves 
from sooty London dust by curtains of 
tea-leaf green ; over battered tin boxes 
with people s liâmes in dirty white paint, 
and here and there the word “Exnrs," ; 
and, altogether, Mr. Thomas Heaaleby 
seemed the very last person in the world 
to go raking, as his visitor called it—his 
visitor, the hearty, florid man with a 
breezy aspect of the country about hint, 
as he stood glowing, and brightening 
one of the dingiest chambers in the old 
Inn of Cour:.

‘Humph, no !'„ repeated the lawyer, 
shaking his head, and for the moment 
growing more yellow and grim and legal- 
looking. Then his eyes fell upon the 
flower in his old friond a button-hole. 
They rose t? his ruddy face, then to his 
bright, clear eyes, and the effect was 
that a flash came into his own ; a wave 
of memories of early manhood swept over 
him ; the wrinkles in his brow grew less 
deep, the crow s-feet at the corners of 
his eyes were stretched flat, and the 
creases on either side of his mouth grew 
deeper and were joined by others that 
seemed to improve his countenance : and 
raising hie hand from the doctor's «bould
er, he slapped it down again.

‘XMiy, it was boat-race day, Jack; and 
we dined at the Wiitecellar’

‘To be au re, we did ; and went to the 
Princess's afterwards,’ said the doctor.

‘Wrong, you dog !’ cried the lawyer.
‘It was the Adelphi—Wright and Paul 
Bedford, and Madame Celeste and Miss 
Weolgar.’

‘Of course it was, Tom ; and we went 
afterwards to Evans's to supper. Then, 
look here ; we’ll do th^ same thing again 
tonight. '

‘No,’ said the lawyer, shaking hia 
head. ‘Evans's is not.'

‘I’d forgotten,’ cried the doctor. ‘Well 
never mind. We’ll go to the Adelphi 
ami see'------

‘The Green Bushes,’ Jack ? No, my 
lad ; the green bushes are loaves of the 
past, Wright and Paul Bedford arc 
dead ; so are Buckstone and Ben Web
ster.’

‘But net Celeste Woolgar V 
‘I’m not sure about Celeste. Miss 

Weolgar is acting still.’
‘Tem, we must be growing old,’ said 

the doctor ; ‘but I don’t feel it yet.’
‘Jack, we are growing old,’ said the 

lawyer ; ‘and I do feel it ; but, thanh 
God, I have a sen.’

‘And, thank God, I have a daughter,' 
said the doctor.

•And we live again ia our children,’ 
said the lawyer.

‘But I shall die at once if I don't have 
food,’ said the doctor. ‘Come on. I've 
had a long railway journey today.’

‘Well, I ought not to leave this brief 
I’m draughting,' said the lawyer.

‘Oh, hang it ! Let it wait.’
•But it is rather particular—Mimby 

versus Clinks. My sen has taken the 
brief.’

. ‘Has he 1 To be sure, you laid he wte 
getting on. Barrister, of course V 

‘A rising man, Sir,’ said the old law 
yer, proudly.

‘Is he, though ? Then come along, end

CHAPTER II.
THE SECOND GENERATION.

‘Old gents enjoying themselves, 'm, 
reg'lar,’ said Charles, the waiter. Bottle 
of Chambertin, 'm—to be shown, fiist, 
to the fire.’

The ‘old ganta' wore enjoying them 
«lives—at—tijooldfaahioned hotel in 
Covent-garden,"Tbx^poctor Banks had 
declined to go to hii fiend’s club ; but 
it was in a very qufet fashion. They 
had had the dinner they had chosen, and 
were sitting sipping their wine and smok
ing their cigars, taking over old times, 
and growing young in the effort. T^e 
hour had arrived for ordering a cab to 
take them to the theatre, bat they had 
ordered a bottle of Chambertin instead, 
and no lessee was the better for the price 
of two stalls thnt night. There was so 
much to talk sbo ao ranch to recall of 
the times when they were boya together 
at Rugby—at Oxford—of what had taken 
place since.

‘All, Tom, the time lias gone by like 
a dream, 1 can’t believe I am so old. but 
I’m glad the world has prospered ao with 
you, old fellow.’

T suppose it has,' said the lawyer, 
dreamily, ‘in every way save one. ’

‘Ah, yea,’ said the doctor, bending 
forward to lay hia hand upon the other’s 
knee. ‘My trouble, too, lad. God bless 
her ! She was a sweet lady. She might 
have been my dear wife’s sister. Strange, 
Tom, that we should both be called upon 
to bear the same sorrow the rame year. 
Twenty years ago, lad, twenty years ago.’

There was silence in that room for 
sometime. The place looked dim and 
solemn too, lit as it was only by four wax 
candles in old fashioned plated candle
sticks, which were reflected in a weird 
fashion from the polished mahogany 
table, while it needed no very active 
imagination to suggest that the massive 
old sideboard was the entrance to a 
family vault, and the bronze tea urn 
upon the corner table only devoted to 
the preservation of cinerary remains.

The eilence was broken by the trickl
ing sound of wine poured from the ceb- 
webbed bottle, and then, aa if moved 
by one impulse, the old friends rose, and 
in silence drank a toast—to the memory 
of the dead.

As they let down their empty glasses 
and resumed their seats, the lawyer blew 
his nose loudly, while Dr. Banks, a tine, 
hearty, florid specimen of a simple coun
try gentleman, made no pretence, but 
wiped liis eyes slowly, and said humbly, 

‘God knows best.’
Tlisre was another silence, and then 

the candles seemed to Durti up u ore 
brightly—perhaps it was only the illusion 
of the old friends’ eyes—and then the 
doctor said aloud—

‘Yes ; we live again in our children, 
Tom. Now then, what sort ef a chap is 
your Fred ?

‘Eh ? my Fred ? Splendid fellow, Sir. 
Thorough English gentleman. Took 
honora at his college ; devoted to his pro
fession. Getting quite a good practice, 
young as he is ’

‘Get out ! Briefs you’re given him.’ 
‘Well of course—of course, Jack, Why 

not ? But, hang it all, Sir, I wouldn't 
have given them to him if I hadn't been 
suro he could do the clients justice.’

‘I'm sure you would not, Toni,' said 
the doctor, warmly.

‘He has such a head, Jack. Cool as 
a cucumber I tell you what it is, Sir ; 
with his calm, argumentative reasoning 
ways, I get quite afraid of him some
times. '

‘Glad of it/
'Ehi'
‘I mean that he has turned out so 

well.’
‘Ah, of course. And Miss ^Belinda ? 

You don’t tell me anything about her.’
‘My Bee ?'
‘Bee V
‘Well, yes; Belinda. Her old aunt’s 

name, Don’t like it. We never use it.
I used to call her little busy Bee when 
she was quite a baby, and the name has 
stuck to her. All the country people for 
miles round call her Miss Bee, and she 
would be startled if anyone said Belinda. 
Sounds like a name in an old novel— 
Gretna Green, and that sort of thing.’

‘Yes,’ said the lawyer,laughing. ‘You'd 
expect the gentleman who came wooing 
would wear a long cloak, and be called 
Trevanion, eh ?’

‘To be sure. Of courir. Pass the 
Trevanion, eh-? Ha-ha-ha ! Ha-ha-ha- 
ha ! I wonder—Ha-lia-ha-ha !’ and the 
old room rang to the doctor's cheery 
hu;h.

‘Well, what do you wonder at V 
‘I was thinking what my girl would 

siy to a Trevanion. Ha-ha-ha !’
‘Not engaged, then, eh ?' said the law-

dart, fresh complexion, brown hair, clear 
grey eyes, straight nose, ruddy lips, with 
the top curled up, and a voice like an 
opera singer.'

‘Quite a belle, I wonder she is not 
engaged,’ said the lawyer, smiling.

‘Might have been half a dozen times, 
but she laughs at it all, Tom. Oiir last 
curate want away on purpose to hang 
himself.’

‘And did he V
‘No ; he turned Anglican instead, and 

has gut into trouble about vestments. 
By Georgu ! though, you'd like my Bee. 
She’s a splendid girl, bleaa her ! but I’ve 
quite spoiled her.’

•Indeed ?’
‘Yes,’ said the doctor, with a sigh. 

‘You see, Tom, when that trouble came 
upon me, it about drove me wild, and I 
qaite worshipped the poor little child her 
mother had left to my care. I wouldn't 
let a soul touch her. I used to always 
wash and dress her myself, and take her 
out with me on my rounds. Why, she 
couldn't litve been four when she used 
t > atop in my gig and the reins perhaps 
for a couple of hourly when I was seeing 
some patient oat in the marsh, while 
Dick, my old- retriever, would sit before 
tho horse's head. She was my compan
ion down in our lonely place ; nr.d if it 
had not been for her I should have gone 
melancholy mad. She saved me, Tom, 
from drink, I’m sure she did. Oh, Tom, 
you can't understand how I've loved that 
girl.’

‘I think I can, Jack,’ said the lawyer, 
ith hia lip quivering a little. ‘You 

forget that I was left much in the same 
way. ’

‘Yes ; but you were always such a long
headed, clever fellow,Toro; you wouldn't 
«poil your boy. ’

‘And I don't believe you’ve spoiled 
your girl, Jack; I don’t, 'pon my seul.’

‘Ah, but 1 havs horribly. Fancy what 
a life for a tender girl, with no compan
ion but' a rough country doctor in a 
bucolic parish !’

‘But you’ve bad lier well educated V 
‘Oil, yes. Taught her a lot, too, my

self. We read together — she reads 
Greek like an Athenian.'

‘Humph ! But she plays ? You used 
to be strong on the violin. '

‘And I've kept it up. Lock at the 
corns on the tips of my fingers. We 
have plenty of duets. Good music, too.’

‘Ha !" said tho lawyer, beating time to 
an imaginary strain ; ‘piano and violin.

They've I‘Oh, I couldn’t think of it. 
never seen one another.’

‘But there is a railway down to your 
parts, and an inn.’

‘Railway, , Tom ? Inn ? Don't talk 
stuff. There's a warm welcome for the 
young dog if he'll come, and I can give 
him some of the boat shooting and fish 
ing in the county. But—oh, no, it 
wouldn’t do.'

‘Why not r
‘Hang it all, Tom ! My Bee married! 

Why, what would become of me V 
‘Become of you, you selfish old hum

bug ? Why, you could attend their 
children when they had the measles. 
There,I shall send Fred down to sen her, 
and if the young folk like each other, 
they shall marry. ’

‘Hang it all, Tom ! gently !' cried the 
doctor.

‘My Fred wants a wife. ’
‘Oh !' said tho doctor, sarcastically, 

‘does he ?’
‘He don't know it, but I do. I thin’ 

he works too hard, ana wants change ; 
the change that sweet, pure English 
homo life would give him. I should like 
to see him married to a good woman.’ 

‘Should you ?'
‘Such a one as the daughter of my old 

friend would be. '
‘Thank you, Tom,’ said the doctor, 

changing his tone. ‘But I say, though, 
old man,’ he added, laughing and ban
tering again ; ‘suppose we should not 
like your Admirable Crichton V 

‘No fear of that. You'd be sure to 
like the lad, Jack.’

‘I swear you d fall in love with my 
girl, Tom,' cried the doctor, excitedly.

'Then he shall come down and see her, 
Jack ; and I hope it will be a match. 
They won't be poor.’

‘No, that they wont,’ a id the doctor.
‘I haven t worked all these years for 
nothing.’

‘Well, I'm very glad, Jack,’ said the 
lawyer, rubbing his hands.

‘I don't know that I am,’ responded 
the doctor. ‘I came up to tewn for a bit 
of fun, and I m beginning to regret it.’

‘No, you are not, Sir. You want to 
make out that you are eaten up with 
selfishness, and I'm the last man to be
lieve that of Jack Banks. But wo’ll 
talk of it again, old fellow ; and 
suppose we run into the Adelphi—just 
time to see a couple of acts, and—Bless 
my soul, why, it's half past twelve !’

Very pretty. CHAPTER III.
‘Yes ; they go well. But we like keeping a promise.

violin and cello beat. It was just a week later that Doctor
‘But—es—the young lady—Miss Bee B-irilis stood on the p’atform at King’s- 

-does not play the viloncello V cross with his hand in -that of his old
‘Don't she though ! By George ! Sir. friend, the other on the door of the first 

she'd bring tears in your eyes in some of class carnage—part of the express to the 
the fluty bits she brings out of the in- Jforth
strument. God bless her ! she’s been ‘Then we shall see him in about _ 
tho saving of me, and a better, truer- j week, Tom
hearted girl never lived ; but I’m afraid j ‘Or ton days, old fellow, God bless 
I ve spoiled her. j you ! good-bye ! Como up again soon,

nubbish ! Jack, said the lawyer, | Jack. It has done me no end of good.’ 
warmly. ‘I'd call the man lutr who j ‘What, come up again ? No, not till 
dared make such a charge against the j you ve been down to me. When will 
true English Gentleman, my boyhoods I you c,,me r
companion—the man I'm proud to call I ‘Oh, wait a bit,’ said the lawyer,laugh-, 
my friend. j ing. ^ ‘Let me hear what sort of an ac-

Thankye, Tom, said the doctor, , count c6y spy gives of your Yale of 
simply. ‘Well, there; I've had the duty I Eshcol. Then we’ll see.’ 
laid on me to bring her up, and devoted j ‘Take your seats, please. All going 
myself to that duty for my dear wife s , on—all going on. " 
sake,while no thought of another woman

yer.
She'Engaged I Geod heavens ’—no. 

never thinks of that sort of thing.’
‘Humph ! indeed. Not like most mod 

ern young ladies, then.’
‘What, my Bee 1 My dear boy, no ; 

not a bit.’
‘Oh !’ said the lawyer.
‘What, a girl who thinks of nothing 

but fashion plates,, and hasn’t two ideas 
in her head ? Oh dear me, no, Tom, I 
say, though, she's a splendid girl/

‘Is she V
‘By George ! yes, Sir. Upright as Y

has ever come between.’ .
Somehow that meeting seemed ro be 

broken up into little pauses ; and here 
occurred another, which was ended at 
last by the doctor saying--

*1 used to wonder, Tom, whether you 
would ever marry again,’

‘Did you, Jack, old man ?' said Mr. 
Hessleby, lapsing into his old boyish 
way, and seeming wonderfully unlike 
the stern family solicitor of Serjeants’ 
Inn, as lie sat nursing one sleek black 
leg, and sending pulls of blue, smoae 
into the air.

‘Yes, 1 used to wonder sometimes.’
‘So used I, about yod, Jack ; but you 

never did. ‘
‘No, I never did. Neither did you
‘No,’ said the lawyer. ‘My wifu has 

never seemed to be quite dead, Jack.’
*1 understand,' said the doctor, softly. 

And he sat gazing straight before him 
into the past.

‘Jack.’
‘Tom."
‘We live again in our children. Why 

shouldn’t my Fred marry your Bee ?
‘Eh ?’
‘ Why should they not come together ? 

He's a splendid fellow -a thorough gen
tleman. He has never had any wild 
oats to sow, for he has always been too 
upright and manly. I’m proud to say 
that there has always been perfect con
fidence between us ; and pray don’t ima
gine he is a milksop. Not a bit of it. 
He’d make her a good husband."

‘Oh, no ! Oh, ne 1 Impossible !'
‘Why ?’ said the lawyer, coloring 

•lightly.
‘.I couldn't think of it.’
‘But he would be a good match for 

your girl. He is safe to riàe in hia pro
fession ; and I daresay I shall have a few 
guineas to leave him, when I see about 
putting my affairs in order, Jack.'

‘Ah, but I couldn't think of it.’
* Why not V persisted the lawyer, who 

grew warm over the opposition lie was 
encountering.

•Why not, eh ?’
‘Yes, why not T

‘But you must come, Tom. We'll 
have a regular good talk of old days. 
It'll do you no end of good. You will 
come ?"

‘Well, perhaps,some day. And I say, 
Jack, I wouldn t say anything to Miss 
Bee. Let Fred come down to see his 
father's old friend, and if a mutual at
tachment springs np, well and good. 
I've been thinking that wë old boys 
must not seem to urge it on.'

‘The y cry thing I was about to say to 
you, Turn, only I kept it to the last. 
Don’t say a word to your boy. ’

‘Jump in, please, Sir.’
Hang !
The train had already started as 

Doctor Banks, active as a man of thirty, 
leaped in, and then leaned out of the 
window to wave bis hand till ho could 
no longer see the figure on the platform, 
which began to stoop and grow older- 
looking as its soul took it back to a cab 
and into the busy city.

‘Yes,’ said tho lawyer, ‘it would be 
better for it to be naturally evolved ;' 
and he sat hack thoughtfully iu his cab.

‘Much better for it to happen accident
ally,' said Doctor Banks, as he sat back 
in the flying carriage. ‘How this week 
has slipped away ! But I shall be glad 
to bo at home again onco more. How 
rusty Tom has grown ; but how the dear 
old boy bloomed up again when we were 
together !'

That night, as Mr. Hessleby, of Ser
jeants' Inn, was sitting sipping hia port 
after partaking of his modest chop at 
homo, in Great Guildford-street.Ruesell- 
iquare, a ran stopped at the door, and a 
minute latter, a tall, gentlemanly- 
looking personage, with keen dark eyas, 
rather well-cut features, pale face, and 
carefully shaven upper lip and chin, 
entered the dining room.

‘Ah ! Fred, my boy ; glad to see you 
back. I gee you won your case. ‘

‘Yes, father ; we came off with flying 
colors. My client was delighted.’

‘Of course he would be—of course.’
‘And so you’ve had an old friend to 

see you—Doctor Banks, eh?’

‘Yès, Fred, and I’ve had a tearfully 
I dissipated week—hardly done a stroke 
of work/

‘Glad of.it, dad. Yrou work much too 
hard.’

‘So do you, air ; and I've made an en
gagement for you to go and spend a few 
days at the doctor's.'

‘But I don't know him, father.’
‘Not know him ? Well,but I do. Pish! 

He's my oldest friend—a true gentleman. 
Why, Fred, he’ll look upon you as if you 
were hie eon.’

‘Well, it’a very kind of him, I’m sure.’ 
‘You like tho country, and will be de 

lighted with the place. Charming part, 
and—er— or—there ; I ll be perfectly 
frank with you, my boy, John Banks has 
a daughter. ’

‘And you two have settled that T am 
to go and fall in love with her.’

‘Yea, and marry her, Fred. We are 
very old friends, and it would be most 
agreeable to ua both if such an alliance 
were formed. She’s a charming girl, too 
Fred ; and really, my dear boy, I think 
it’a the best thing you can do.’

Here Mr. Hessleby leaned back in liis 
chair with a sigh of content, and «aid to 
himself, ‘Thank goodness, I’ve got over 
that.’ But he looked at liis son with 
dismay the next minute, as a slight flush 
came into the young man s cheek, and lie 
said, rather warmly,

‘Really, my dear father, this is most 
absurd.’

‘Absurd? What, to find you a lovely 
wife?’

‘To make special arrangements like 
this without consulting me. Hang it all, 
father, a man don’t take a wife as if she 
were a brief !' /

‘Oh yes, he does, my boy, often,’ said 
the lawyer—‘brief endorsed so many 
guineas.’

‘I’m not going to,’ said Fred Hessleby. 
‘Now don’t be rash, my dear boy, 

there’s nothing settled. I only aaw John 
Banks off this morning, and cur parting 
words were that we would say nothing 
to the young people, but that yoe should 
just go down and see :heyoung lady, and 
if a mutual liking sprang up, well and 
good—and if it did not’—

‘Why, well and good, too,’ said the 
young man. ‘But, my dear father.’this 
is very absurd. I don’t want a wife. ’

‘Oh yes, you do, my boy. ’
•Excuse me for contradicting you, 

father, I do not.’
‘But I say you do, Sir, and that it is 

every man’s duty to marry. Now, my 
dear Fred, it is my earnest wish that 
you should go down and see the Bankses. 
Y'ou know I have your welfare thorough
ly at heart/

‘My dear father, yes."
‘Then you’ll go ?
‘If you put it like that, father, of - 

course I will go ; but, I must tell you • 
plainly, that it will come to nothing. I 
All women are affke to me ; very nice to j 
talk to in society, tut I am not a marry j 
ing man.’

‘Ah, well ; well see.’
Two days later there was a letter from j 

Doctor Banks to hia old friend, saying ] 
that he had got home all right, that no ! 
one had been ill in his absence, but all j 
his poor patients had turned very bad as j 
soon as they heard that he had come j 
back. Then there were thanks abou> j 
the visit and the cordial treatment, and I 
there was a postscript after the tine bold j 
signature—for Doctor Banks wrote a 
good hand, and any dispenser who had 
made a blunder over one of his proscript
ions and poisoned a patient would have 
deserved to bo sus. per call.

The postscript followed a big P. S. 
that looked very much like a doctor's R. 
for Recipt, and it was as follows : — 

‘By-the-way, old man, I can never 
kaep anything from my Bee, so I was 
fcbliged to let the cat out of the bag about 
your Fred coming to ask her to be his 
wife. Well, to be honest with you, she 
kicked up a rumpus, and said it was all 
stuff. Then she smoothed down a bit, 
ana said, of course she should be glad to 
see the son of her father's dear old 
friend ; but as to her thinking of him as 
her husband, she should never think of 
marrying, for she was too happy with 
her home pursuits ojnd her dear old fath
er, who—there, pray excuse my modes
ty, Tom—was the only man in the world 
for her. So there, you aee, our splendid 
castle is all down ; but we shall be de
lighted to see your Fred, and I’ll give 
him some splendid fishing. Cay when 
we are to expect you.

‘P. P.S.—Come along with your boy.’ 
‘Humph !—kicked up a rumpus, eh?’ 

said the old lawyer. ‘The young lady 
seerns to be of the robust order. I think 
I will go down with Fred.’

He told hia son.
‘I think I should like a trip into the 

country too, Fred, my boy,' he said.
‘Go, by all means, father,’ replied the 

young barrister ; ‘I’m suro it will do you 
good.’

‘Thankyr, Fred,’ said the lawyer, 
speaking as if he had had permission 
given him for a holiday. ‘When shall 
we start ?’

•We ?’ said Fred.
‘Yes, of course ; I’m going with you.’
‘Oh ! dear me, no, my dear dad,’ cried 

the young barrister. ‘If I am to con
duct this matrimonial case. I’ll do it my
self on ray own brief. In this case,I’m not 
going to have my solicitor at my elbow.

You didn’t take me *h>n you went 
courting.’

‘Hem ! No.’ said hit father, and the 
matter, at they eay ia the House of 
Commons gallery, ‘dropped ;’ Fred going 
down alone to Bellethorpe, and walking 
in three miles from tho station, to where 
the doctor’s house was pointed out, and 
nodding liis satisfaction at tho aspect of 
the place, with its trim lawns, enormous 
yew-hedges, and glass houses full of 
flowers and fruit.

TO BE CONTINUED.

Umi This Eefrr le Yea T
Are you troubled with biliousness, 

dyspepsia, liver or kidney complainte, or 
bad blood I If so you will find a < 
cuie in Burdock Blood Bitters,

i certain •

Sen Francisco Art/onant : Stage gram
mar—‘I must be giftin' along.' ‘She 
learned me this last week.’ ‘I fear 
neither you nor he.' ‘I never doubted 
but what you would. ' ‘I ran acroat him.’ 
‘Gawd will reward you.' ‘My ambition 
is well foundered.’ These half dozen . 
ipecimens of tho language in current use 
at our Greater» are selected at ral.dom 
from some 25 noted down during the 
week.

Ayer's Hair Vigor improves the beauty 
of the hair and promotes its growth. It 
imparts an attractive appeurance, a de
lightful and lasting perfume. While it 
stimulates the roots, cleanses tho scalp, 
and adds elegance to luxuriance, its 
effects are enduring ; and thua it proves 
itself to be the best and cheapest article 
for toilet use.

To Remove Dandruff. —Cleanse the 
scilp with Prof. Low's Magic Sulphur 
Soap. A delightful medicated soap for 
the toilet. lin

AYER’S

Hair Vigor
restores, with the gloss and freshness of 
youth, faded or gray hair to a natural, rich 
brown color, or deep black, ns may be desired. 
By its use light or red hair may bo darkened, 
thin hair thickened, and baldness often, 
though not always, cured.

It checks falling of the hair, and stimu
lates a weak and sickly growth to vigor. It 
prevents and cures scurf and dandruff, and 
heals nearly every disease peculiar to ths 
ecaip. As. a Ladies* Hair Dressing:, tho 
Vigor is unequalled ; it contains neither oil 
nor dyo, renders tho hair soft, glossy, and 
silken in appearance, and imparts a delicate, 
agreeable, and lasting perfume.

♦fa. C. P. Bvv.iter writes from Kirby, O.. 
Ju'it 3, IHiil : *’ List fall my hair commenced 
falling cat, a: 1 in a short time 1 became 
nearly bald. 1 u >1 part of a bottle of 
A y nit's iiAiit which stopped the fall
ing of Lli î i;n.ir, and started a new growth. I 
ha va now a l+ul head of hair growing vigov- 
o.is’.y, and ance« 1 that but for the 
use l'if^your p oparutivu 1 should have been

•T. W. IMv.tv, proprietor of the McArthur 
(Ohio) Kw/im r, >.r,s : ’• Ayku’s liant VioOU 
is a î t .'•••!;. at preparation for the hair.
1 sp’ftii of :t lro.a my own experience. Its 

ilci i.10 growth of now hair, aud 
. ::tkw;t liliil Tlio ViooR ia a!so
?. h'l.-n no iur dandruff. Not within luy 
hi î : * ins tho preparation ever failed 
L j g.vj tiu.lrc haiisiactiou.’*

M:t. A vu vs Fairbairn, leader of the 
;td " Fairbairu Family” of Scottish 
•oy, writes from Host on. Mass., feb. 6,
• i .ver since my hair began to give 8Ü- 

v r. evidon-e of the change which fleeting 
t ue procuieth, I have used Ayer's Hair 
Y i go it, and si have been able to maintain. 
c.i apncni'.iuce of youthfulness—a matter of 
o v.;«; ivrable consequence to ministers, ora- 
t actors, and in fact every one who lives 
in tau eyes of the public.”

Mrs. O. A. Prescott, writing from 1R Elm 
S\, ( hurleMass., April 14, 1N8Ü, says :
*• Two years ago about two-thirds of my hair 
canif î-if. It thinned very rapidly, and I was 
f;v-t growing bald. On using AVer’s Hair 
ViG .-a the lulling stooped mid a new growth 
commenced, and in about a .month my head 
was completely covered with short hair. It 
has continued to grow', and is now as good as 
1 iure it fell.* I regularly used but one bottle 
of the Vigor, but now use it occasionally ua 
a dressing.” j

We have hundreds of similar testimonials 
to tho efficacy of Ayer’s Hair Vigor. It j 
needs but a trial to convince the most skeptt* I 
cal of its value. /i

prepared bt "

Dr. J.C.Ayer ACo.,Lowell,Mass..
Said by all Druggist», - J

Temperance Hotel !
To the FARMERS OF HURON
The public-arc hereby informed that the sub 
seriner intends to atari a Temperance hotel. 

On Saturday, November 15th, 1884, 
and will carry on the business thereafter.

T have extensive sheds and stabling in conneo 
tion, and will .guarantee first-class attention, 
at regular rates.

MEALS AT ALL HOURS.
I solicit the patronage of the Temperance 
Farming Community, and will guarantee them 
a respectable stopping place.

A limited number of boarders will be ac 
coinmodatcd.

L. J. TREBLE,
Victoria street, opposite the Fair Ground 

Goderich, Nov. 13, 18*4. 19»»-

~ 1885. "

AN ILLUSTRATED WEEKLY.
The serial and short stories in Harper’s 

Young Pboplk have all the dramatic interest 
that juvenile fiction can possess, while they 
are wholly free from what is pernicious or 
vulgarly sensational. The humorous stories 
and pictures are full of innocent fun, and the 
papers on natural history and science, travel 
and the facts of life, are by writers whose 
names give the best assurance of accuracy and 
value. Illustrated papers on athlete sports, 
games, and pastimes give full information on 
these subjects. There is nothing cheap about 
it but its price.

An epitome of evéfythiég that is attractive 
and desirable in juvenile Literature.- (Boston Courier.

A weekly feast of good things to the boys 
and girls In every family which it visits.— 
[Brooklyn Union.

It is wonderful in its wealth of pictures, in 
formation, and imerett.—[Christian Advocate,

TERMS : Postage Prepaid, $2 00 Per Year 
Vol. VI. commences November 4,1884»

tiiifJLE NuMBER3,~FTve Cents each.
Remittances should be made by Post-Office 

Money Order or Draft, to avoid chance of loss.
Newspapers are not to copy this advertise

ment without the express qi 
Brothers.

Address
' Harper &

HARPEB& BROTHERS New Xoe*T


