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“the doctor with a smile. It is yourattitude
to believe through thick and thin in one
man's judgment—your own. I follow the
same opinion, but critically and with open
eyes. Which is the more irrational? Ileave
it to yourself.”

“Oh, my dear fellow,” cried Casimir, “‘stick
to your Turks, stick to your stable boy, go to
the devil in general in your own way and be
done with it. But don’t ratiocinate with
me—I cannot bear it. And so, ta ta. I
might as well have stayed away for any good
T've done. Say good-by from me to Stasie
and to the sullen hang dog of a stable boy, if
you insist on it; I'm off.”

And Casimir The doctor that
night dissected his character before Anasta-

“*One thing, my beautiful,” he said, ‘‘he
has learned one thing from his live long
scquaintance with your busband: the word
ratiocinate. It shines in his vocabulary like
8 jewel ina muck heap. And, even 50, he
continually misapplies it. For you must
have observed he uses it as a sort of taunt, in
thé case bf to ergotiss, implying, a8 it were—
the popr, dear fellow!—a vein of sophistry.

“Asto, ; to Jean Marie, it must be
forgiWh him—it_ is not his natuge, it is the
| nature of his lifs, A man who with

tears; and it was only affel 185t
been closeted for an hour with him, aloney
that she came forth, sought out the dector,
and,wlehwlinh«qu,iqqqh‘md

tleman with wmmr!ﬂ-;, f
“A4 first my husband, he would

o " she said. “Imagine! if he ha

Horrible has - brought all ¢

friends.” E
«But this inhibitien,” said the doctor, “‘this
embargo—it cannot possibly apply to mef”
“Po all of us,” Anastasie assured him.
“My chel one,” Despres protested,
“you must bhave
apply to me. He
me. ”

“‘Henri,” she said, “'it does; I swear to you
it does.”

“This'is a painful, a very painful circum-
stance,” the doctor said, .looking a little
black. “I1 ot affect, Anastasie, to be
anvthing but justly wounded. 1 feel this, I
focl it, my wife, acutely.”

“I knew' you wonld,” she said, “But if
you had seen his distréss! We must make
allowances, we must sacrifice our feelings.”
] trust, my dear, you have never - found

me averse to sacrifices,” retirned the doctor

very stiffly.

“And you will let me go and tell him that
you have agreed? - It will be like your noble
nature,” she cried. ..

So it would, he perceived—it would be like
his noble nature! Up. jumped his spirits,
triumphant at' the thought.. *‘Go, darling,”
be said' nobly, ‘‘reassuré him. ' The

¢ 48 buried; more—I make an effort, I have
accustomed my will to these exertions—and

it is forgotten.” 2

. A little aftér, but still with swollen eyes
and looking mortally sheepish, Jean-Marie
rea) ed-and went ostentatiously about
his business. He was the only unhappy. mem-
ber of ' the {that sat down that night to
supper. As’ for "the doctor, he was radiant,
He thus sang the requiem of the treasure:

" +This has been,on the whole, a most amus-
ing episode,” he said. “We are not & penny
the worse——nay, we ‘are immensely gainers.
Our philosophy has been exercised; some of
the turtfe is still left—the most wholesome of
delicacies; I have my staff; Anastasie has

. her new dress; Jean-Marie is the proud pos-
gessor of a fashionable kepi. Besides, we
had a glass of Hermitgge last night; the glow
still suffuses my memory. I was growing
positively niggardly with that Hermitage—
positively niggardly. Let me take the hint.
We had one bottle to'celebrate the appear-
ance of our visionary fortune; let us have a
second to console us for its occultation. The
third I hereby dedicate to Jean-Marie's wed-
ding breakfast.

-

CHAPTER VIL

THE FALL OF THE HOUSE OF DESPREZ.
" The doctor's house has not yet received the
compliment of a description, and it is mow
igh time that the omission were supplied,
for the house is {tself an actor in the story,
and one whose part is nearly at an end. Two
stories in height, walls of a warm yellow,
tiles of an ancient ruddy brown diversified
with moss and lichen, it stood with one wall
to the street in the angle of the doctor’s
property. It was roomy, draughty and in-
convenient. The large rafters were hereand
there engraven with rude marks and pat-
terns; the handrail of the stair was cerved
in countrified arabesque; a stout timber pil-
lar, which did dutyto support the dining
room roof, bore mysterious characters on its
darker side, runes, according to the doctor;
nor did he fail, Wwhen he ran over the
jegendary history of the house and its pos-
sessors, to dwell upon the BScandinavian
scholar who had left them. Floors, doors
and rafters bad made a great variety of
angles; every room had a particular inclina-
tion; the gable had tilted toward the garden,
n\ﬁn maiiner of a leaning tower, and one
of former proprietoys had buttressed the
building from the side with a great strut of
wood, like the derrick of a crane. Alto-
gether, it had many marks of ruin; it was a
house for the rats to desert; and nothing
but its excellent brightness—the window
glass polished and shining, the paint well
gcoured, the brasses radiant, the very prop
all wreathed about with climbing flowers
—nothing, but its air of a well tended, smil-
ing ve , sitting, crutch and all, in the
sunny of a garden, marked it as a
housa for comfortable people to inhabit. In
poor or idle management it would soon have
hurried into the blackguard stages of decay.
As it was, the whole family loved it, and the
doctor was never better inspired than when
he narrated its imaginary story and drew
the character of its successive masters, from
the Hebrew merchant who had re-edified its
walls after the sack of the town, and past the
mysterious engraver of the runes, down to
the long headed, dirty handed boor from
whom he had himself acquired it at a ruinous
expense. As forany alarm about its security,
the idea had never presented itself. What
had stood for centuries might well endure &
little longer.
Indeed, in this particular winter, after
the finding and losing of the treasure, the
had an anxiety of a very different
order, and one which lay nearer their hearts.
Jean-Marie was plainly not himself. He had
fits of hectic activity, when he made unusual
exertions to please, spoke more and faster,
and redoubled his attention to his lessons.
But these were interrupted by spells of
melancholia and brooding silence, when the
boy was little better than unbearable.
¢“Silence,” the doctor moralized—‘‘you see,
Anastasie, what comes of silence. Had the
boy properly unbosomed himself, the little
disappointment about the treasure, the little
annoyance about Casimir's incivility, would
long ago have been forgotten. As it is, they

grey upon him like o disease, He loses flesh,

‘the human
b

nis appetite is variable, and, on the whole,
impaired. Ikeep him on the strictest regi-
men, I exhibit the most ‘powerful tonics;
both in vain.” I T

“Don’t you think you drug him to% much?”’
asked madame, with anirrepreséibleshudder.

“Drug® cried the doctor; *I drugf Ana-
stasie, you aremad!” . . :
Time wen# on, and the boy'shealth still
slowly declined. The: doctar  blamed the
weather, whi¢h was cold and boisterous. He
called in his confrere from Bourron, took a
fancy for him, magnified his capacity, and
was pretty soon under treatment himself—it
scarcely appeared for what complaint. He
and Jean-Marie had each to take medicine at
different periods of the day. The doctor
used to lie in wait for the exact moment,
_watch in hand. “There is nothing like regu-
larity,” he would say, fill out the doses, and
dilate on the virtues of the draught; and if
the boy seemed none the better, the doctor
was not at all the worse.

Gunpowder day the boy was particularly
low. It was scowling, Bqually weather.
Huge broken companies of clouds sailed
swiftly overhead; raking gleams of sunlight
swept  the village, and were followed by in-
tervals of darkness and white, flying rain.
At times the wind liftéd up its voice and bel-
lowed. The trees were all scourging them-
selves along the meadows, the last leaves fly-
ing like dust. The doctor, between thée boy
and the weather, was in his element; he had
& theory to prove. He sat with his watch
out and a barometer in front of bim, waiting
for the squalls and noting their effect upon
pulse. “‘For the true philosopher,”

remarked delightadly, ‘‘every fact in na-
ture is a toy.” A letter came to him, but as

£y

its arrival coincided with the approach of

merely crammed “it ‘into his
he tirmé to Jean-Marie, &nd the

every side, as if with batteriesof cannon; the
houses shook and groaned; live coals were
blown upon the floor. The uproar and terror
of the night kept people long awake, sitting
with pallid'faces giving ear.

It was 12 before the Desprez family retired.
By 1:30, when the stormi. was already some-
what mih height, the doctor was awak-
ened 2 & troubled slumber, and sat up. A
noise still rang in his ears, but whether of
this world or the world of dreams he was not
certain. ~Another clap of wind followed. It
was accom by a sickening movement
of the whale house, and in the subsequent
lull Despres could hear the tiles pouring like
a cataract into the loft above his head, He
plucked sje bodily out of bed.

“Run!" he cried, thrusting some wearing
apparel intc herhiands; ““the house is falling!

“To the garden!”

She did not pause to be twice bidden; she
was down the stair in an instant. She had
never beforg sus herself of such activ-
ity. The ddctor mednwhile, with/ the speed
of a piece of pantomime business, and unde-
terred by broken shins, to rout out
Jean-Marie, tore Aline from her virgin slum-
bers, seized her by the hand and tumbled
down stairs and into the garden, with the
girl tumbling behind him, still not half
awake.

The fugitives r'ndezvoused in the arbor
by some common :stinct, Then camea bull's
eye flash of strt gling moonshine, which
disclosed their fou. figures standing huddled
from the wind in o raffle of flying drapery,
and not without'a considerable need for
more. At the humiliating spectacle
Anastasié clutched her night dress desperately
about her and burgt loudly into tears. The
doctor flew to console her; but she elbowed
him away. She everybody of
being the generdl public, and thought the
carkness was alive with eyes.

Another gleam and another violent gust
arrived together; the house was seen to rock
on its foundation, and, just as the light was
once more eclipsed, a crash which triumphed
over the shouting of the wind announced its
fall, and for a moment the whole garden was
alive with skipping tiles and brickbats. One
such missile grazed the doctor’s ear; an-
other descended on the bare foot of Aline,
who instantly made night hideous with her
shrieks.

By this time the hamlet was alarmed,
lights flashed from the windows, hails
reached the party, and the doctor answered,
nobly contending against Aline and the
tempest. But this prospect of help only
awakened Anastasie to a more active stage
of terror.

“Henri, people will be coming,” she
screamed in her husband’s ear.

] vrust 90, he replied. A

“They cannot. I would rather die,” she
wailed.

“My dear,” said the doctor reprovingly,
“you are excited. I gave you some clothes.
What have you doné with them?”

“QOh, I don’t know—I must have thrown
them away! Where are theyf’ she sobbed.

Desprez groped about in the darkness,
s Admirable!” he remarked; “my gray vel-
voteen trousers! Thiswill exactly meet your
necessities,”

“Give them to me!” she cried fiercely; but
as soon s she had them in her hands her
mood appeated to alter—she stood silent for
& moment, and then pressed the nt back
upon the doctor. “Give it to Aline,” she said
=il T ."

+Nonsense!" said the doctor. ‘‘Aline does
not know what she is about.; -Aline is beside
herself with terror; and, at any rate, sheis &

t. Now I am really concerned at this
exposure for a person of your housekeeping
habits; my solicitude and your fangastic
modesty both point to the same remedy—the

taloons.” He held them ready.

T4 is impossible. Youdo not understand,”
she said with dignity, °

By this time rescue was at band. It had
been found impracticable to enter by the
street, for the gate was blocked with masonry,
and the nodding ruin stiil threatened further
avalanches,  But between the doctor’s gar-
den and the one on the right.hand there was
that very picturesque contrivance—a com-
mon well; the door on the Despres'side had
chanced to be unbolted; and now, through

the arched aperture, a man’s bearded face
and an arm supporting a lantern were intro-
duced into the world of windy darkness,
where Anastasie concealed her woes. The
light struck here and there among the
tossing apple boughs, it glinted on the grass;
but the lantern and the glowing face became
the center of the world. Anastasie crouched
back from the intrusion.

“This way " shouted the man.
all safef”

Aline, still screaming, ran,to the new
comer, and was presently bauled head fore-
most through the wall.

+Now, Anastasie, come on; it's your turn,”
said the husband.

] cannot,” she replied.

“Are we all to die of exposure, madame?”
thundered Dr. Desprez.

“You can go!" she cried. #¢Oh, go, go
away! I canstay here; I am quite warm.”

The doctor took ber by the shoulders with
an oath.

“Stop!” she screamed. “I will put them
on.” ,

She took the detested lendings in her hand
once more; but her repulsion was stronger
than shame. ‘Never!” she cried, shudder-
ing, and flung them far away into the night.

Next moment the doctor had whirled ber

“Are you |

to the well. The man was there and the lan-
tern; Anastasie closed her eyes and appeared
to herself to bé about to die. How she was
transported through the arch she knew not;
but once on the other side she was received
by the neighbor’s wife, and enveloped in a
friendly blanket.

Beds were made ready for the two women,
clothes of very various sizes for the doctor
and Jean-Marie; and for the remainder of
the night, while madame dozed in and out on
the borderland of hysterics, her husband sat
beside the fire and held forth to the admiring
neighbors. He showed them, at length, the
causes of the accident; for years, he ex-
plained, the fall had been impending; one
sign had followed another, the joints had
opened, the plaster had crackled, the old
walls bowed inward; last, not three weeks
ago, the cellar door had begun to work with
difficulty in its grooves. ‘“The cellar!” he
said, gravely shaking his head over a glass of
mulled wine. “That reminds me of my poor
vintages. By a manifest Providence the
Hermitage was nearly at an end. One bot~
tle—I lose but one bottle of that incompara-
ble wine. Ithad been set apart against Jean-
Marie’s wedding. Well, I must lay down
some more; it will be an interest in life. I
am, however, a man somewhat advanced in
years. My great work is now buried in the
fall of my humble roof; it will never be com-
pleted—my name will have been writ in
water. And yet you find me calm—I would
gay cheerful. Can your priest do moref”

By the firss glimpse of the day the party
sallied forth from the fireside into the street.
The wind had €allen, but still charioted a
world of troubled clouds; the air bit like
frost; and the party, as they stood about the
ruins in the rainy twilight of the morning,
beat upon their breasts and blew into their
hands for warmth. The house had entirely
fallen, the walls outward, the roof in; it was
a mere heap of rubbish, with here and there
a forlorn cpear of broken rafter. A’ sentinel
was placed over the ruins to protect the
property,and the party adjourned to Ten-

“Ruined,” he replied, ‘‘you are ruined by
your sinister husband.”
Casimir observed the consequent embrace
through his eyeglass; then he turned to Jean-
Marie. “You hear?” he said. “They are
ruined ; no more pickings, no more house, no
more fat cutlets. It strikes me, my friend,
that you had best be packing; the present
speculation is about worked out.” And be
nodded to him meaningly.
“Never!” cried Desprez, springing up.
“Jean-Marie, if you prefer to leave me, now
‘ that I am poor, you can go; you shall receive
yourhundred francs, if so much remsains to
me, But if you will consent to stay”—the
dootior wept—"‘Casimir offers me a place—as
clerk,”he resumed. ‘‘The emoluments are
slender, but they will be enough for three.
It is too much already to have lost my for-
tune; must I lose my son?”’
Jean-Marie sobbed bitterly, but without a

-~

word.

“I don’t like boys who cry,” observed Casi-
mir. ““This one is always crying. Here! you
clear out of this for a little; I have business
with your master and mistress, and these
domestic feelings may be settled after I am
gone. March!” and he held the door open.

Jean-Marie slunk out, like a detected thief.

By 12 they were all at the ‘table but Jean-

“Hey? said Casimir.
Took the hint at once.”

“I do mot, I confess,” said Desprez, “‘Ido
not seek to excuse his absence. It speaks of
want of heart that disappoints me sorely.”

“Want of manners,” corrected Casimir.
“Hear# he never had. Why, Desprez, for a
_clever fellow, you are the most gullible mortal
in creation. Your ignorance of human na-
tureand human businéssis beyond belief. You
are swindled by heathen Turks, swindled by
vagabond children, swindled right and left,
up stairs and down stairs. I think it must!
be your imagination. I thank my stars I
have none.”

“Pardon me,” replied Despres, still’ hum-
bly, but with a return of spirit at sight of

“Gone, you see.

taillon's to break .their fast at the doctor’s
expense. The bottle circulated somewhat
treely; and before they left the table it had
begun to snow.

For three days the enow ccntinued to fall,
and the ruins, covered with tarpanlin and
watched by sentries, were left undisturbed.
The Desprez’ meanwhile had taken up their
abode at Tentaillon’s, Madame spent her
time in the kitchen, ¢oncocting little delica-
cies, with the admiring aid of Mme. Tentail-
lon, or sitting by the fire- in thoughtful ab- |
straction. The fall of the house affected her.
wonderfully little; that blow had been par-
ried by another; and in her mind she was
continuslly fighting over again the battle of
the trousers. - Had she done right! Had she
done wrong? ‘And now she would applaud
her determination; and anon, with & horrid
flush of unavailing penitence, she would re-
gret the trousers. No juncture in her life
bad so much exercised her judgment. In
the meantime the do¢tor had become vastly
pleased with the situation. Two of the sum-
mer boarders still lingered bohind the rest,
prisoners for lack of a remittance; they were
both English, but one of them spoke French
pretty fluently, hnd ‘Was, besides, & humor-
ous, agile minded fellow, with whom the doc-
tor could reason by thé hour, secure of com-
prehension. Many  were the glasses they
emptied, many the topics they discussed.

“ Anastasie,” the doctor said on the third
morning, “take an example from your hus-
band, from Jean-Marie. The excitement has
done more for the boy than all my tonics, he
takes his turn as sentry with positive gusto.
As for me, you behold me. I have made

is, I swear it, a most agreeable companion.
You alone are bhi)

tq the ° —the labor of years
lying buried below stones and sticks jn this
depressing hamlet? < Thesnow falls; I shake
it from my cloak! Imitate me. Our income
will be‘impaired, I grant it, since we mustrc-
build; but moderaion, patience and p vrid
phy w.ill gather about the hearth. In the
meanwhile, the Tentaillons are obliging; the
table, with your additions, will pass; only
the wine is execrable—well, I shall send for
some to-day. My Pharaoh will be gratified

if he possesses the acme of organization—a
te. If he hasa palate, he is perfect.”

“Henri," she said, shakingher head; ‘‘you
are & man; you eannot understand my feel-
ings; no woman could shake off the memory
of so public a humiliation.”

The doctor could not restrain a titter.
“Pardon me, darling,” he said; ‘“but really,
to the philosophical intelligence, the incident
appears so small a trifle. You looked ex-
tremely well"—

s‘Henii!" she cried.

“Well, well, I will say no more,” he re-
plied,” *“Though, to be sure, if yon had con-
sented to indue—A propos,” he broke off,
“and my trousers! They are lying in the
snow—my favorite trousers?” And he dashed
in quest of Jean-Marie.

Two hours afterward the boy returned to
the inn with a spade under one arm and a
curious sop of clothing under the other,

The doctor ruefully took it in his hands.
*They have been!” he said: ‘‘Their tense is
past. Excellent pantaloons, you are no more!
Stay! something in the pocket,” and be pro-
duced a piece of paper. “‘Aletter! ay, now
I mind me; it was received on the morning
of the gale, when I was absorbed in delicate
investigations. It is still legible. From poor,
dear Casimir! It is as well,” he chuckled,
isthat T have educated him to patience. Poor
Casimir and his correspondence—his infini-
tesitnal, timorous, idiotic correspondence!”

He had by this time cautiously unfolded
the wet letter; but, as_he bent himself to de-
cipher the writing, a cloud descended on his
brow.

“Bigref™ he cried, with a galvanic start.

And then the letter was whipped into the
fire, and the doctor’s cap was on his head in
the turn of a hand.

«“Ten minutes! I can catch it,if I run,” he
cried. “Itis alwayslate. Igo to Paris. I
shall telegraph.”

“Henri! what is wrong? cried his wife.

“QOttoman bonds!” came from the disap-
pearing doctor; and Anastasie and Jean-
Marie were loft face to face with the wet
trousers. Desprez had gone to Paris, for the
second time in seven years, he had gone to
Paris with a pair of wooden shoes, & knitted
spencer, & black blouse, a country nightcap,
and twenty francs in hispocket. The fall of
the house was but a secondary marvel; the
whole world might have fallen and scarce
left his family more petrified.

CHAPTER VIIL

THE WAGES OF PHILOSOPHY.

On the morning of the next day the doc-
tor, a mere specter of himself, was brought
back in the custody of Casimir. They found
Anastasie and the boy sitting together by the
fire; and Desprez, who had exchanged his
toilet for a ready made rig out of poor mate-
rials, waved his hand as he entered and sunk
speechless on the nearest chair. Madame
turned direct to Casimir.

“What is wrong?” she cried.

“Well,” replied Casimir, “what bave I told
you all along? It has come. It isaclean
shave this time; so you may as well bear up
and make the best of it. House down, too,
eh? Bad luck, upon my soul.”

“Are we—are swe—ruined?” she gasped.

friends with the Egyptians; and my Pharach '

i

Abeut a house—a ! 3 returned 2 :
few dressest What are they in comparison aﬁot:lny, ‘“you had better wait till you get

|
|

to drink a decent glass; aha! and I shall see  stagger

| relief. I was told to try Hagyard’s Pec-

a distinction to be drawn; ‘‘pardon me, Casi-
mir., You possess, even to an eminent de-
gree, the commercial imagination. "It was
the lack of that in me—it appears it is my
weak point—that has led to_these repested
shocks. By the commercial imagination the
financier forecasts the destiny of his invest-
ments, marks the falling house”—

“Egad,” interrupted Casimir; ‘“‘our friend
the stable bpy appears to have his share
of it.”

The doctor was silenced; and the meal was
continued and finished principally to the tune
of the brother-in-law’s not very ¢
conversation. He entirely ignored the two
young English painters, turning a blind eye-
glass to their salutations, and continuing his
remarks as if he were alone in the bosom of
his family; and with every second word he
ripped another stitch out of the air balloon of
Desprez’ vanity. By the time .coffee was
over the poor doctor was as limp as a napkin.

*‘Let us go and see the ruins,” said Casimir.

They strolled forth into the street. The
fall of the house, like the loss of a front tooth,
had quite transformed the village. Through
the gap the eye commanded a great stretch
of open snowy country, and the place shrunk
i comparison. It was like a'room with an
open door. . The sentinel stood by the green
gate, looking very red and cold, but he had &
pleasant word for the doctor and his wealthy

Casimir looked at the mound of ruins, he
tried the quality of the tarpaulin. “H'm,”
he said, “I hope thecellararch has stood. If
it has, my good brother, I will give youa
good price for the wines.”

“We shall start digging to-marrow,” said
the sentry. ‘‘There is no more fear of snow.” :
My friend,” Casimir senten-

The doctor winced, and began dragging
his offensive brother-in-law toward - Tentail-
lon's. In the house there would be fewer
auditors, and these already in the' secret of
his fall.

“Halloo,” cried Casimir, ‘‘there goes the
stadle boy with his luggage; no, egad, he is
taking it into the inn.”

‘And  sure enough, Jean-Marie was se~n to
cross the snowy street and enter Tentaillon’s,
ing under a large hamper.

The doctor stopped with & sudden, wild
hope.

““What can he havef” he said.
and sce.” And he hurried on.

“His luggage, to be sure,” answered
Casimir, ‘“‘Heis on the move—thanks tothe
commercial imagination.”

] have not seen that hamper for—for ever
o long,” remarked the doctor.

“Nor will you see it much longer,” chuckled
Casimir, ‘““unless, indeed, we interfere, And,
by the way, I insist on an examination.”

“You will not require,” said Desprez, pos-

itfvely, with a sob; and, casting a moist, tri-
umphant glance at Casimir, he began to run.
‘ «What the devil is up with him, I won-
dér? Casimir reflected; and then, curiosity
taking the upper hand, he followed the doc-
tor's example and took to his heels.

The hamper was 80 heavy and Jarge, and
Jean-Marie himself so liitle and so weary,
that it had taken him a great while tobundle
it up stairs to the Desprez’ private room,
and he had just set .it down on the floor in
front of A ie when the doctor arrived,
and was closely followed by the man of busi-
ness, Boy and hamper were both in & most
sorry plight, for the one had passed four
months underground ina certain cave on the
way to Acheres, and the other had run about
five miles as hard as his legs would carry
him, half that distance under a staggering
weight.

“Jean-Marie,” cried the doctor, in a voice
that was only too seraphic to be called hys- |
térical, ‘s it?— It is!” he cried. ‘“Oh,
my son, my son!” And he sat'down upon
the hamper and sobbed like a little child.

“You will not go to Paris, now,” said Jean-
Marie, sheepishly.

“Casimir,” said Desprez, raising his wet
face, ‘80 you see that boy, that angel boy?
He is the thief; he took the treasure from a
man unfit to be intrusted with its use; he
brings it back to me when I am sobered and
humbled. These, Casimir, are the Fruits of
my Teaching, and this moment is the Re-
ward of my Life.”

“Tiens,” said Casimir.

“Let us go

She Speaks From Experience. |

Miss Edith Fox, of Amherstburg, Ont.,
had a severe case of Quinsy. She writes:
«T tried the doctor’s medicine, but got no

toral Balsam. After taking two doses I
got relief, and when I had taken three
parts of the bottle, I was completely
cured.”

g

Four Years of Suffering.

Mrs. Torrance McNish, of Smith’s Falls,
Ont., after four years' intense suffering
with Scrofula, from which her head be-
came bald, was cured by Burdock Blood
Bitters, after' the best medical aid had
failed. i

l Good Countenance.

Boils, pimples, Blotches and Skin Hue
mors disfigure the countenance. Purify
the blood by using Burdock Blood Bitters

‘The doctor stretched out his artas to het. | gkin, good complexion and perfect health.

{to remove the impure matter which
| loads it, and the result will be a clear

1887. SECOND YEAR. 1388.

THE SATURDAY GAZETTE.

The Ieading Family Paper of
the Maritime Provinces.

The Second Volume of the THE SATURDAY
GAZETTE will be commenced on Saturday, May 5.

It has been the aim of the publisher of THE GA-

ZETTE to steadily improve the paper and enlarge its
field of usefulness. That our efforts have been attended
with a sair measure of*success is abundantly proved by
the constantly increasing circulation of The Gazette
which is now widely read, not only in Saint John City,
but in every part of .the Province. P

SOME OF THE FEATURES

*

OF THE

SECOND VOLUME :

HISTORY.

From time to time we will publish short articles on
early History of the Province, with particular reference
to the early History of Saint John and vicinity..

SPECIAL ARTICLES.
.Every issue will contain at least two special articles
dealing with some subject of timely interest. The con-
tributors to this department will be selected with a view

of obtaining those possessing the best qualifications for
the work. -

FOR WOMEN.

We will devote a considerable ‘space‘ each week to.
the discussion of topics of special interest to the gentler
Sex.

SERIAL STORIES.

Each number will contain an instalment of a Serial
Story by an author of reputation.

COMPLETE STORIES.

Arrangements have been effected by which an
interesting complete story is assured for each issue. '

SPORTINC.

We will furnish our readers with a weekly budget
of the-latest r ews of the different field sports.

.

L 4

NEWS SUMMARY.

Every week from this date we will furnish our
readers with a complete condensed repert of the news
of the week from all points.

IN GENERAL.

Besrdes the features above outlined the publishers
of The Gazette are making arrangéments for the in-
troduction of several new departments, announcements
of which will appear as soon as the arrangements are
completed. We intend to widen the field of The Gazette
so that it will be the best and most complete family
newspaper published, or can be published, in and for this
community.

Our maxim is to advance. So far every improve-
ment made in The Gazette has been handsomely
endorsed by the public of Saint John and the Province
at large. The improvements in ' contemplation will
necessitate a largely increased outlay, and we expect

large additions to ouy circulation in consequence,




