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for Infants and Children.
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111 8¢\ Oxford 84., Brookiyn, N. ¥.

TaE

QOastoria cures Colie, Constipation
Sour Stomach, Diarrhceas,
Kills Worms, gives sleep, and

CeNTAUR CoMPANY, 77 Murray Street, N. Y.

ve contract prices dv not give the bt to
ﬂmboﬂoum or Flprml for Bale,or to Rent,Clerks,
Domestios or Ssrvants Wanted, Articles Lost or
Found, Entertainments, Auction Sales, Ba..b.uf ex-
toud ¢ ively o the legitimat su-
ts, ordinanly displayed matter, of the per-
sons contracting. Solid matter will be chargéd st
the rate of 8 and & centa per line.

HEGLER & JACKS
y ARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, &e.
Money to Loan st lowest rates. Offices, King
$Street, over Bank of London, Ingersoil.
J. 0. HEGLER. J. B. TACKSON, B. A,

M. WALSE,
BABRISTER, NOTA QY PUBLIC,
and

Solieitor in the Supreme Court o1 Ontario, &e.

Money to lend av lowest rates, Mortgages Bought

of'ﬁz‘%’z up Stairs, Walsh’s Blo”k, Themes Street.
ngersoll, Ons,
JAMES F. McDONALD, L.L.B.,
BARRLSTER AND ATTORNEY

AT LAW. Thames-St.,, Ingersoll. 1380

JAMES VANCE,
ARRISTER, SOLICITOR, CON-

VEYANCER, Notary Public, Commissioner for
Saking Afidavits, &c. Money to loan at Jowest rates.
Honggngu bought and sold. Odice—Richardson’s

Bloock, t poat-office.
JAB. V:‘!‘{‘C s ROLAND W. SMITH, M.A.

W. W.HOLCROFT,
ARRISTER, —Solicitor, Notary

Publie, Conveyancer &o. $i00,000 to loan on
Mot a1 6 per cent interest, Mortgages bought
Ofice over Broweit's Drug Store Thames St., Iuger
soll, Out, 16887y

PR. McKAY,
R.C.P.&I M., EDINBURGH.
» Ooroner for the County of Oxford, Graduate
of the Royal College of Physicians, Edinburgh.—
Late Surgeon in the British Marine Bervice. Office,
Thames Street, Jurersoll.
Residence—Charles Street. o
J. ABTHUR WILLIAMS, M.D.,
EMBXR Royal College Surgeors,
Englana ; Licentiate Koyal College of Phyai-
ians, London; Liventiate Midwifery Koyal Colicge
of Surgeons; Mcmber of the College of Physivianar ad
Burgeons, Ontario,
PHYBICIAN, SURGEON, ETC.
Particular sttention given to diseases of the eyeand

oar, s

Ofice—The Brady's Block, King-st. west, nearly
opposite the London Bank. R _
idence, King-st.; 8 doovs West of Methodist
Church

W. F. DICKSON, M. B.,
R. C.'P. & 8. & L. M, Edio-

L- burgh, and L. F. P. & S., Glasgow. Member
wf sne College of Physicians and Surgeons of Ootar-
io,

Office, Brady's Block, corner Thames and
streets, Telephone.

¥. D. CANFIELD, M.D,
HOMOEOPATHIST, Physician snd

Surgeon,
. Office, Thames Street Ing: rsoll,

DR. E, FOXTON.
MEMBER Royal College Surgeons,

England, successor to the late U . Hoys, Iug-
ersoll. - Office, King Street, formerly oocupied vy
Dr. Hovt. N’ighs calls at office attended to.

Telephone Connection .

PRS, WM. AND H, f. 8COTT.
FFICE,opposite the Caister House,

*Woodstock. Office hours from 9.80 a.m. to 4
m.,and from 6 to 8 p.m. Residence, corner of
igersoll Avenue and Light Street. 23

W. A. SUDWORTH,,

URBEON DENTIST, MEMBER

of the Royal College of Dental Surgeons, Gradu-

te of Ont. Dental Oollege. Anasthetics administer-
d for the ess extraction of teeth. Office oppos-
to the Market, Ingersoll

H., W.

King
vy

1626

ILL,

g RODUCE and Commission Mer-

- perty.

ehant, Agent for the Empire Loan Asdocistion,
joney so foan at lowest rates on farm and town pro-
Market Square, Woodlstosk,

January 8lst, 1884.
J. H, HEGLER,

" QUOLICITOR, CONVEYANCER,
loh’riol::bl!u, &e. Issuer of Marriage Licenses
Money 0 at_six per ceus, Offieo, opposite
the Londzn Bank, Ingersoll,
16th Oot. 1885. 167648
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A. N. CHRISTOPHER,

BANKER & BROKER

(NOT INCORPORATED. !

Moncy Loaned on Notes and l
Mortgages at Lowest Rates
of Interest.

Deposits received annd interest allowed thereon, which

can be withdrawn a4 any time. Real estate bought

and sold upon reasonable terms. BSpecial attenticon
paid to collections and prompt remittances.

£50,000 to Loan at 5} & 6 per
cent per annuam.
Office, King 8t., Market Building.

INGERSOLL.

e Caraman
CREANBALM

Cleanses  theljl

Nasal

Inflamm ation,
Heals the Sores,
Restores the
Senses of TasteRLSHg
and Smell.

Iry the Cure.

A particle is applied into each nostril and is agree
able. Price 50 cents at Druggists ; by mail regis-
tered, 60 cts. Circulars free. ELY BROS, Drug-
gists, Owego, N. Y.

(mperialBankoiCanada

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO

Capital Paid Up, $1,600,000.
Rest, - - 650,000.

Purchases Municipal Debentures, Issues Drafts on
i ta branches and agencies in the North-West. Trans-
ters Moneys by Teleyrams to Winnipeg and Brandon.
Dealers in Sterling Exchange. Ssvings Department
—Deposits received and interest allowed. Agents in
London, Messrs. Bosanquet, 8alt & Co., 78 Lom:bard
street, with whom moneys for transmission from
Great Britain to Ontario and the North-West may be

deposited
D. R, WILKIE Cashler.

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT.,

Deposits of $4 and upward received and Interest
allowed thereon at curreat rates.

INCERSOLL BRANCH.

J. A. RICHARDSON,
S Manager.

MERCEANTS BANK

CANADA.

CAPITAL PAID UP §5,799,200
RESERVE % - 1,700,000

INGERSOLL BRANCH.

HIS BANX TRANSACTS A
General Banking Business, Buys and Sells Ex-
ohauge on England and the United States, and issues
Drafts on New York nnd all parts of Canada.
Partieular sttention paid to colleotions for Oustom

ers and Banks.
A, M, SMITH.
Manager.

THE TRADERS DAV

OF CANADA.

AUTHORIZED CAPITAL - - - 81,000,000

Head Office, Toronto.

H, 8. STRATHY, Goneral Manager.
ALEX. MANNING, Presidenti.

BRANCHES. —Ay'mer, Brantford, Drayton, Elmirn,
G {

PIANO® ORGAN, SINGING, HARMONY AND
i COMPOSITION.

R."VERRINDER, (Organist of
8t. Peter’s Cathedral, London), attends Inger-
soll weekly for the purpose of giving lessons on the

o Terms te. Apply %o
o " DR, VERRINDER,
Bit. 462 Queen’s Ave., London.
@. W. DUNPHY, V.8

RADUATE AND MEDALLIS1
of the Ontario Vaterinary Co’ ege, Toronto.

Treats all Diseases of

Horses and Oattle,
BURGICAL OPERATIONS A SPEOJALTY.
A full supply of medicines for horsex auu cattlé ale
Ways on

SALFORD, ONTARIO

J. D, MILNE, V. 8,
VET.ERINARY SURGEON,((Gra-

duate OntarioVeterinary Collegs), Ingeursoll,
Ont. all diseases of domestio Resi-
‘dense, 3nd door Soush Rices’ Hotel, Oxford-st,,
‘Office Market 1649vy

Ingersoll, Madoc, Orillis, Ridgu-
town, 8¢, Thomas, Teronto, Wallaceburg, Watford.

Savings Bank Department.

Sums of $1 and upwards received on deposit avd
interest allowed théreon from date of deposit tio
withdrawal ; Do notine of withdrawal required.

237 NOTES! discounted at lowest rates.

American and Storling drafts bought and sold.
Drafts issuecl on all points of Canada.

Special astention puid so Colleotions.

C. W.. M. SIMPSON,
Manager Ingersoll Branch.
1

J. 0. NORSWORTHY,

-G

Banking & Loan Agent

KING STREET, INGERSOLL.

a 1 Banking, Loan and

- JAMES BRADY,
LICENSED AUCTIONEER
. In prepared llo“ml:;::‘t;;u or mnm‘rgy‘.

16 = Erops

Lowes!Rates

By the Following

Insurance Business.

ISSUER OF MARRIAGE LICENSES.

I beg to announce to parties wishing to
borrow upon Mortgage Security either to
pay off present inoumbrance, to purchase
additional property or to improve present
haldings, that I wm authorized by my prin-
cipals to offer loyns for the present at the
following low rates-of Interest, viz.: . For
loans of $500 upards at (5§ to 6 per cent.)
five and a half to six per cent. per annum,
according fo the terms of repayment re-
quired by- the borrower, Nowis the time
for parties wanting loins to make their
applications. (e mortgage can be made
and the money gaid over ai any time that
it is required. ) . [These exceptional low rates
are not likoly b9 be kept open any great
length of time. 58vy

(JHEESE MAKERS ATTENTION

DAIRY FURNISHERS SUPPLY

PROVISION BUSINESS
Latoly sarrio(| on by Mr. C. H. Slawson

100

GRATEFUL—COMFORTIN&

Epps’ Cocoa.

BREAKFAST.

“ By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws
which govern the operations of digestion ana
nutrition, and by a careful application of the fine
properties of well-selected Cocoa, Mr. Epps has pro-
vided our breakfast tables with a delicately flavored
beverage which may save us many heavy doctors’
bills. It is by the judicious use of such articles of
diet that a constitution may be gradually built up
until strong enough to resist every tendency to
disease. Hundreds of subtile maladies are floating
around us ready to attack wherever there is a weak
point. We may escape many a fatal shaft by keep-
ing ourselves well fortified ith pure blood and a
oroperly nourished frame.”—Civil Service Gazette.

Made simply with Doiling water or milk, Sold
only in packets by Grocers, labelled thus :

JAMES EPPS & Co., Homeopathic Chemists,
London, England.

IMPORTANT TO ALL

Who are Bald, or have Thin or Grey
Hair, or who are troubled with

DANIDRUFE
DR. DORENWENDS’

Will be found invaluable for the hair and scalp. It
cleanses the scalp of all Dandruff, invigorates the
growth of the hair, and in cases of baldness where
there are the slightest signs of roots left it will pro-
duce good crops of hair, It restores grey hair ¢t its
originel color, and is an excellent dressing.

DO NOT DELAY if your hair is in a weak con-
dition get s bottle at once.

For gale by J. Gayfer, J. W. Browett, R. Enee-
shaw & Co,, D. Secord. Ask for it.

A, DORENWEND, - Sole Manfr.,
TORONTO, CANADA.

A. Dorenwend is the leading manufacturer of
Hair Goods in Canada. 1771vy

NO MORE PILLS!
MOTHERS LIKE IT!
CHILDREN LIKE IT!!
Because it Is agreeable to take,
IT CURES
LIVER COMPLAINT,
BiLious DISORDERS,
Acio Stomact, Dyseepsia,
Loss OF APPETITE,
Sick HEADACHE,
ConaTIPATION OR COSTIVENESS

PRICE, 25¢. PER BOTTLE.

POWDER

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST,

CONTAINS NO
ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME, PHOSPHATES,
or any injurious materials.

EW- G, A

Man'{'s of the CELEBRATED ROYALYEAST CAKES

_COUCHS, coLDS,'

Croup and Consumption®
CURED BY

ALLEN'S LUNG BALSAM

'au.we.uti.oonm*

LS

AND CANADIAN DAIRYMAN.

INGERSOLL. ONTARIO. THURSDAY. MARCH 1, 1888.
—

Conatess Narona.

£y WILEIE COLLING.

one stoppea again, and sighed- again, and |
looked down at the carpet, as if she bad some |
private reason for feeling a little ashamed of |

herself,

Agnes began to be rather wearv of the |
persistent tone of mystery in which her |

visitor spoke.

“If you want my interest with a friend of |
mine,” she said, “why can’t you toll the |

name?’

The courier’s wife began to cry.

“I'm ashamed to tell you, miss.”

For the first time Agnes spoke sharply.

“Nonsense, Emily!
rectly—or drop the subject—whichever you
like best.”

Tell me the name di- |

Emily made a last desperate effort. She ‘
wrung her bandkerchief hard in her lap, and |

let off the name as if she had been letting off
a loaded gun:

“Lord Montbarry!”

Agnes rose and lcoked at her.

“You have disappointed me,” she said, very
quietly, but with a look which the courier’s
wife had never seen in her face before.
“Knowing what you know, you ought to be
aware that it is impossible for me to com-
municate with Lord Montbarry. I always
supposed you had some delicacy of feeling.
I am sorry tofind that I have been mistaken.”

Weak as she was, Emily had spirit enough
to feel the reproof. She walked in her meek
noiseless way to the door. “I beg your par-
don, miss. I am not quite so bad as you
think me. But I beg your pardon, all the
same.”

She opened the door. Agnes called her
back. There was something in the woman's
apology that appealed irresistibly to her just
and generous nature. “Come,” she said, “we
must not part in this way, Let me not mis-
understand you. What is it that you ex-
pected me to do?”

Emily was wise enough to answer this time
without any reserve., “My husband will send
his testimonials, miss, to Lord Montbarry in
Scotland. I only wanted you to let himsay
in his letter that his wife has been known to
you since she was a child, and that you feel
some little interest in his welfare on that ac-
count. I don’t ask it now, miss. You have
made me understand that I was wrong.”

Had she really been wrong? Past remem-
brances, as well as present troubles, pleaded
powerfully with Agnes for the courier’s wife.
“It seems only a small favor to ask,” shesaid,
speaking under the impulse of kindness which
was the strongest impulse in her nature.
“But I am not sure that I ought to allow my
name to be mentioned in your busband’s Iet-
ter. Let me hear again exactly what he
wishes to say.” Emily repeated the words—

nd then offered one of those suggestions,
which have a special value of their own to
persons unaccustomed to the use of their
pens. “Suppose you try, miss, how it looks
in writing?” Childish as the idea was, Agnes
tried the experiment. “If Ilet you mention
me,” she said, “we must at least decide what
you are to say.” She wrote the words in the
briefest and plainest form: “I venture to
state that my wife has been known from her
childhood to Miss Agnes Lockwood, who feels
some little interest in my welfare on that ac-
count.” Reduced to this one sentence, there
was surely nothing in the reference to her
name which implied that Agnes had permit~
ted it, or that she was even aware of it.
After a last struggle with herself, she handed
the written paper to Emily. “Your husband
must copy it exactly, without altering any-
thing,” she stipulated. “On that condition I
grant your request.” Emily was not only
thankful—she was really touched. Agnes
hurried they little woman out of the room.
“Don’t give me time to repent and take it
back again,” she said. Lmily vanished.

“Is the tie that once bound us completely
broken? Am I as entirely parted from the
good and evil fortune of his life as if we had
never met and never loved?” Agnes looked
at the clock on the mantelpiece. Not ten
minutes since those serious questions had been
on her lips. It almost shocked her to think
of the commonplace manner in which they
bad already met with their reply. The mail
of that night would appeal once more to
Montbarry’s remembrance of her —in the
choice of a servant.

Two days later the post brought a few
grateful lines from Emily. Her husband bad
got the place. Ferrari was engaged for six
months certain as Lord Montbarry’s courier.

THE SECOND FRART.

CHAPTER V

After only one week of traveling in Scot-
land, my lord and my lady returped unex-
pectedly to London. Introduced to the
mountains and lakes of the Highlands, her
ladyship positively declined to improve her
acquaintance with them. When she was
asked for her reason, she answered with a
Roman brevity, “I have seen Switzerland.”

For a week more the newly married couple
remained in London, in the strictest retire-
ment. On one day in that week the nurse re-
turned in a state of most uncustomary ex-
citement from an errand on which Agneshad
sent her. Passing the door of a fashionable
dentist, she had met Lord Montbarry himself
just leaving the house. The good woman's
report described him,with malicious pleasure,
as looking wretchedly ill. “His cheeks are
getting hollow, my dear, and his beard is
turning gray. Ihope the dentist hurt him!”

Knowing how heartily her faithful old
servant hated the man who had deserted her,
Agnes made due allowance for a large infu-
sion of exaggeration in the picture presented
to her, The main impression produced on
her mind was an impression of nervous un-
easiness. If she trusted herself in the streets
by daylight while Lord Montbarry remained
in London, how could she be sure that his
next: chance meeting. might not be meeting
with herself? She waited at home, privately
ashamed of her own superstitions fears for
the next two days. On the third day the
fashionable intelligence of the newspapers
announced the departure of Lord and Lady
Montbarry for Paris, on their way to Italy.

Mrs. Ferrari, calling the same evening, in-
formed Agnes that her husband had left her
with all reasonable expression of conjugal
kindness, his temper being improved by the
prospect of going abroad. But one other
servant accompanied the travelers—Lady
Montbarry’s maid, rather a silent, unsociable
woman, so far as Emily had heard. Her
ladyship’s brother, Baron Rivar, was already
on the continent. It had been arranged that
he was to meet his sister aud her husband at
Ro!

me.

One by one the dull weeks succeeded each
other in the life of Agnes. She faced her
position with admirable courage, seeing her
friends, keeping herself occupied in her
leisure hours with g and drawing,
leaving po means untried of diverting her
mind from the lancholy remembrance of
the past. But shehad ioved too faithfully,
she had peen wounded too deeply, to feel in
any adequate degree the influence of the
moral remedies which she employed. Per-
sons who met with her in the ordinary rela-
tions of life, deceived by her vutward sereni-
ty of manner, agreed that “Miss Lockwood

tsemed to be getting over bher disappomut

Fine White Business
Envelepes, with Card neatly printed
Best value.  Satisiaeti: d

The girls hung around-Agaes in tears.

| in a dreadful state of mind, faquiring wnen

you would be back. Her husband bas left
Lord Montbarry without a word of warning
—and nobody knows what has become of
him.”

Agnes looked at herin astonishment. “Are
you sure of what you are saying?” she asked.

The nurse was quite sure. “Why, Lord
bless you! the news come frem the couriers’
office in Golden square—from the secretary
himself|” Hearing this, Agnes began to feel
alarmed as well as surprised. It was still
early in the evening. 8She at once seat a
message to Mrs. Ferrari, to say that she had
returned.

In an hour more the courfer’s wife ap-
peared in a state of agitation which it was
not easy to control. Her narrative, when
she was at last able to speak connectpdly, en-
tirely confirmed the nurse’s report o it.

After hearing from her husband with tol-
erable regularity from Paris, Rome and Ven-
ice Emily had twice written him afterward—

she had gone to the office in Golden square to
inquire if he had been heard of there. The

the secretary from the courier then at Ven-
ice. It contained startling news of Ferrari.
His wife had been allowed to take a copy of
it, which she now handed to Agnes to read.

The writer stated that he had recently
arrived in Venice. He had previously heard
that Ferrari was with Lord and Lady Mont-
barry at one of the old Venetian palades,
which they had hired for a term. Being a
friend of Ferrari, he had gone to pay him a
visit. Ringing at the door that opened on
the canal, and failing to make any one hear
him, he had gone round to a side entrance
opening on one of the narrow lanes of Ven-
ice. Here, standing at the door as if she
was waiting for somebody—perhaps for the
courier himself—he found a pale woman with
magnificent dark eyes, who proved to be no
other than Lady Montbarry herself.

She asked, in Italian, what ho wanted. He

Ferrari, if it was quite convenient. She at
once informed him that Ferrari had left the

without even leaving an address at which his
monthly salary (then due him) could be paid.
Amazed at this reply, the courier inquired if
any person had offended Ferrari, or quar-
reled with him. The lady answered, “To my
kmowledge, certainly not. Iam Lady Mont-
barry, and I can positively assure you that
Ferrari was treated with the greatest kind-
ness in this house.
ished as you are at his extraordinary disap-
pearance. If you should hear of him, pray
let us know, so that we may at least pay him
the money which is due.”

After one or two more questions (quite

palace, the courier took his leave.

He at once entered on the necessary in-
vestigations—withsut the slightest result so
far as Ferrari was concerned. Nobody had
seen him. Nobody appeared to have been
taken into his confidence. Nobody knew any-
thing (that is to say, anything of the slightest
importance) even about persons so distin-
guished as Lord and Lady Montbarry. It
was reported that her ladyship’s English
maid had left her, before the disappearance
of Ferrari, to return to her relatives in her
own country, and that Lady Montbarry had
taken no steps to supply her place. His lord-
chip was described as being in delicate
bealth. He lived in the strictest retirement
—nobody was admitted to him, not even his
own countrymen. A stupid old woman was
discovered who did tke housework at the
palace, arriving in the morning and going
away again at night. She had never seen
the lost courier—she had never even seen
Lord Montbarry, who was then confined to
his room. Her ladyship, “a most gracious
and adorable mistress,” was in constant at-
tendance on her noble. husband. There
was no other servant then in the house {so
far as the old woman knew, but herself.
The meals were sent in from a res-
taurant. My lord, it was said, dis-
liked strangers. My lord’s brother-in-
law, the baron, was generally shut up ina
remote part of the palace, occupied (the
gracious mistress said) with experiments in
chemistry. The experiments sometimes made
anasty smell. A doctor had latterly been
called in to his lordship—an Italian doctor,
long-resident in Venice. Inquiries being ad-
dressed to this gentleman (a physician of un-
doubted capacity and respectability), it
turned out that he also had never seen
Ferrari, having been summoned to the palace
(as his memorandum book showed) at a date

subsequent to the eonrier's disa ce.
The doctor described Lord Montbarry's
malady as bronchitis. So far, there was no
reason to feel any anxiety, though the attack
was a sharp. one. If alarming sympfoms
should appear, he bad arranged with her
ladyship to call in another physician. For
the rest, it was impossible t2 speak too highly
of my lady; nightand dey she was at her
lord’s bedside.

With these particulars began and ended
the discoveries made by Ferrari’s courier
friend. The police were on the lookout for
the lost man—and that was the only hope
which could be held forth, for the present, to
Ferrari’s wife.

“What do you think of it, miss?” the poor
woman asked, eagerly. “What do you ad-
vise me to dof”

Agnes was at a loss how to answer hor; it
was an effort even to listen to what Emily
was saying. The reference-im~the courier’s
letter to Montbarry—the report of his illness,
the melancholy picture of his secluded life—
bad reopened the old wound. She was not
even thinking of the lost Ferrari; her mind
was at Venice, by the sick man’'s bedside.

I hardly know what to say,"” she answered.
*I have bad no experience in serious rattors
of this kind.” z

“Do you think it would help you, miss, if
you read my husband’s letters to me? Thete
are only three of them—they won't take long
to read.”

Agnes compassionately read the letters.

They .were not written in 8 very tender
tone. ‘“Dear Emily,” and ‘“Yours affection-
ately”—tihese conventional phrases were the
only phrases of endearment which they con-
fained. Inthe fivst letter, Lord Montbarry
was not very fuvorably spoken of—'‘We
leave Paris to-morrow, I dom't much like
my lord. He is proud and cold, and, between
ourselves, stingy in money matters. I have
had to dispute such trifles asn few centimes
in the botel bill; and twice alreacy, some
sharp remarks havepassed between the newly
married couple, in consequence of her lady-
ship’s freedom in purchasing pretty tempting
things at the shops in. Paris. ‘I can’t afford

has had to hear these words already. For

my part Ilike her. Bhe has the nice, easy

~Rﬁnlmm—ﬁe, talks fome asit I was
& humian being like herself.”

" The second letter was dated {rom Rome.
“My lord’s caprices,” Ferrari wrote, ‘‘have

kept us perpstually on the move. Heis be-

l‘m he is
reading

and had received no reply. Feeling uneasy, |

post of the morning had brought & letter to |

answered that he wanted to see the courier |

palace, without assigning any reason, and |

We are as much aston- |

readily answered) relating to the date and |
the time of day at which Ferrari had left the |

secured the palace and is golng to turn it into
a hotel. The baron is still with us, and there
have been more di ts about money
matters. I don’t like the baron—and I don’t
find the attractions of my lady grow on me.
She was much nicer before the baron joined
us. My lord is a punctual paymaster; it's a
matter of honor with him; he hates parting
with his money, but he does it because he
bas given his word. I receive my salary reg-
ularly at the end of each month—not a franc
extra, though I have done many thingswhich
are not part of a courier's proper work.
Fancy the baron trying to borrow money of
me! Heisan inveterate gambler. I didn’t
believe it when my lady’s maid first told me
so—but I have seen enough since to satisfy
me that she was right. I have seen other
things besides, which—well! which don't in-
crease my respect formy lady and the baron.
The 1mnaid says she means to give warning to
leave. She is a respectable British female,
and doesn’t take things quite so eesily as I
do. It is a dull life here. No going into
company-—no company at home—not a crea-
ture seess my lord—not even the consul or the
banker. When he goes out he goes alone,
and generally toward nightfali. Indoors he
shuts himself up in his own room with his
books, and sees as little of his wife and the
baron as possible. I fancy things are coming
to a crisis herre. If my lord's suspicions are
once awakenad the consequences will be ter-
rible. Under certain provocations the noble
Montbarry is a man who would stick at
nothing. However, the pay is good—and I
can’t afford to talk of leaving the placs, like
my lady’s maid.”

Agnes handed back the letters—so sugges-
tive of the penalty paid already for his own
infatuation biy the man who had deserted her
—with feelings of shame and distress, which
made her no fit counselor for the helpless
woman who depended on her advice.

“The one thing I can suggest,” she said,
after first speaking some kind words of com-
fort and hope, “is that we should consult a
person of greater experience than ours. Sup-
pose I write and ask my lawyer (who is also
my friend and trustee) to come and advise us
to-morrow after his business hours?’

Emily eagerly and gratefully accepted the
i suggestion. An hour was arranged for the

meeting on the next day; the correspondence
{ was left under the care of Agnes, and the
courier’s wife took her leave.

‘Weary and heart sick, Agnes lay down on
the sofa, to rest and compose herself, The
careful nurse brought in the reviving cup of
tea. Her quaint gossip about herself and
her occupations while Agnes had been away,
acted as a relief to her mistress’ overburdened
mind. They were still talking quietly, when
they were startled by a lond knock at the
house door. Hurried footsteps ascended the
stairs, The door of the sitting room was
thrown open violently; the courier’s wife
rushed in like a madwoman.

“He's dead! they've murdered him|” Those
wild words were all she could say. She
dropped on her knees at the foot of the sofa—
held out her hand, with something clasped in
| it—and fell back in a swoon.
|  The nurse, signing to Agnes to open the
| windows, took the necessary measures to re-

store the fainting woman. “What’s this?’
she exclaimed. ‘‘Here’s a letter in her hand.
| See what it is, miss.”

The open envelope was addressed (evidently
in a feigned handwriting) to “Mrs. Ferrari,”
the postmark was “Venice.” The contents of
the envelope were a sheet of foreign note
paper, and a folded inclosure.

On the note paper, only one line was writ-
| ten. It was again in a feigned handwriting,
and it contained these wortls:

“To console you for the loss of your hus-
band.”

Agnes opened the inclosure next.

It was a Bank of England note for a thou-
| sand pounds.

S€HAPTER VI
The next dey the friend and legal adviser
| of Agnes Lockwood, Mr. Troy, called on her
by appointment in the evening.

Mrs. Ferrari—still persisting in the convic-
tion é¢ her hushand's death—had sufficiently
recovered to be present at the consultatiom.|
Assisted by Agnes, she told the lawyer the
little that was known relating to Ferrari's
disappearance, and then produced the corre-
spondence connected with that event. Mr.
Troy read (first) the three letters addressed by
Ferrari to his wife; (secondly) the letter
written by Ferrari’s courier friend, describ-
ing his visit to the palace and his interview
with Lady Montbarry; and (thirdly) the one
line of anonymous writing which had accom-
panied the extraordinary gift of a thousand
pounds to Ferrari’s wife, {

Well known, at a later period, as the law-
yer who acted for Lady Lydiard, in the case
of theft, generally described as the case of
“My Lady’s Money,” Mr. Troy was not only
& man of learning and experience in his pro-
fession—he was also a man who had seen
something of society at home and abroad.
He possessed a keen eye for character, a
quaint humor, and a kinclly nature, which
had not been deteriorated even by a lawyer’s
professional experience of mankind. With
all these personal advantages, it is a question,
nevertheless, whether he was the fittest ad-
viser whom Agnes could h&ve chosen under
the circumstances. Little Mrs. Ferrari, with
many domestic\ merits, was an essentially
commonplace womnan, Mr, Troy was the last
person living who\ was likely to attract her
sympathies—he was\the exact opposite of a
commonplace man. 4

“She looks very ill poor thing!” In these
words the lawyer opened the business of the
evening, referring t0 Mrs, Ferrari as uncere-
moniously as if she had been out of the room.

“She has suffered a terrible shock,” Agnes
answered,

Mr. Troy turned to Mrs, Ferrari, and looked
at her again, with the interest due to the vic-
tim of a shock. He drummed absently with
his fingers on the table, At last he spoke to
her.

“My good lady, you don't really believe
that your. husband is dead”

Mrys. Ferrari put her handkerchief to her
eyes. The word “dead” was ineffectual to
express her feelings. “Murdered!” she said,
sternly, behind her handkerchief.

“Why! And by whom? Mr. Troy asked,

Mrs. Ferrari seemed to find some difficulty
in answering. “You have read my hus-
band’s letter, sir,” she began. “l believe he
discovered”— BShe got as far as that, and
there she stopped.

“What did he discover?”

There are limits to human patience—even
the patience of a bereaved wife. This cool
question irritated Mrs, Ferrari into express-
ing herself plainly at last.

“He discovered Lady Montbarry and the
baron!” she answered, with a burst of hys-
terical vehemence. ‘“The baron isno more
that vile woman's brother thun I am. The
wickedness of those two wretches came tomy
poor, dear husband’s knowledge. The lady's
maid left her place on account of it. If Fer-
rari had gone away, too, he would have been
alive at this moment. They have killed him.
I say they heive killed him, to prevent it from
getting to Iord Montbarry’s ears.” 8o, in
short, sharp sentences, and in louder and
louder accents, Mrs. Ferrari stated her opin-
ion of the case.

Stiil keeping his own view in reserve, Mr.
Troy listenecl with an expression of satirical
approval.

“Very strongly stated, Mrs. Ferrari,” he
gaid. ‘“You build up your sentences well;
you clinch your conclusions in a workman-
like manner: If you had been a man you
would have made a good” lawyer—you would
have taken juries by the scruff of their necks,
Complete the case, my good ‘lady—complete
the case. Tell us next who sent you. this
letter, inclosing the banknote. - The ‘two
wretches' who murdered ‘Mr, Ferrari would
bardly put their hands in their pockets and
send ycn £1,000. Who is it—eh? I see the

on the letter is ‘Venice.’ Have you
any friend in that interesting city with a
large heart, and a purse to correspond, who
has been let into the secret and who wishes to
console you anonymously?” |

It was not easy to reply to this. Mrs, Fer-

it cut, and that the guilty persons bad rea
sons to fear, not only that he would acquains
Loird Montbarry with his discovery, but that
he would be a principal witness against them
if the scandal was made publicin a courtof
law. Now mark! admitting ‘all this, I draw
a totally different conclusion from the cone
clusion at which you bave arrived. Here is
your husband left in this miserable household
of three, under very awkward circumstances
for him. What does he do? But for the
banknote and the written message sent to
you with it, I should say that he had wisely
withdrawn himself from association with dis~
graceful discovery and exposure by taking
secretly to flight, The money modifies this
view—unfavorably so far as Mr, Ferrari is
concerned. I still believe be is keeping out
of the way. But I now say he is paid for
keeping out of the way--and that banknote
there on the table is the price of his absence,
paid by the guilty persons to his wife.”

Mrs. Ferrari's watery gray eyes brightened
suddenly; Mrs. Ferrari’s dull, drab colored
coraplexion became enlivened by a glow of
brilliant red.

“It's false!” she cried. “It's a burning
shame to speak of my husband in that way!”

“I told you I should offend you!” said Mr.
Troy.

Agmes’interposed ence more—in the interest
of peace. She toek the offended wife's hand;
she appealed to the lawyer to reconsider that
side of his theory which reflected harshly on
Ferrari. While he was stHl speaking the
servant in_f%rrupmd her by entering the room
with a vBiting card. It was the card of
Henry Westwick; and there was an ominous
request written on it in pencil. “I bring bad
news. Let me see you for a minute down
stairs.” Agnes immediately left the room.

Alone with Mrs. Ferrari, Mr. Troy per-
mitted his natural kindness of heart to show
itself on the surface at last. He tried to
make his peace with the courier’s wife.

“You have every claim, my good soul, to
resent a reflection cast upon your husband,”
he began. “I may even say that I respect
you for speaking so warmly in his defense.
At the same time remember that I am bound,
in such a serious matter as this, to tell you
what is really in my mind. [ can have no
intention of offending you, seeing that I am a
total stranger to you and to Mr. Ferrari. A
thousand pounds is & large sum of money, and
a poor man may excusably be tempted by it
to do nothing worse than to keep out of the
way for awhile. My only interest, acting on
your behalf, is to get at the truth. If you
will give me time, I see no reason to despair
of finding your husband yet.”

Ferrari’s wife listened, without being con-
vinced; her narrow little mind, filled to its

extreme capacity by her unfavorable opinion |

of Mr. Troy, bad no room left for the pro-
cess of correcting its first impression. ‘I am
much obliged to you, sir,” was all she said.
Her eyes were more communicative—her
eyes added, in their language, *You may say
what you please; I will never forgive you to
my dying day.”

Mr. Troy gave it up. He composedly

led his chair round, put his hands in his
, and looked out of the window.

After an interval of silence, the drawing
room door was opened.

Mr. Troy wheeled round again briskly to
the fable, expecting to see Agnes. To his
surprise, there appeared, in her place, a per-
fect stranger to him—a gentleman in the
prime of life, with a marked expression of
pain and embarrassment on his handsome
fece. He looked at Mr. Troy, and bowed
gravely.

“I am so unfortunate as to have bwought
news to Miss Agnes Lockwood which has
greatly distressed her,” he said. “She has re-
tired to her room. I am requested to make
her excuses, and to speak to you in her place.”

Ha troduced himself in those terms,
he noti Mrs. Ferrari, and held out his
hand to her kindly. ‘It is some ywars since
we last met, Emily,” he said. *‘I am afraid
you have almost forgotten the ‘Master
Henry’ of old times.” Emily, in some little

ion, made her acknowledgments, and

to know if she could be of any use to

Lockwood. *“The old nurse is with her,”

nry answered, ‘‘they will be better left to-

gethe He turned once more to Mr. Troy.

L § ht to tell you,” he said, ‘‘that my

ne s Henry Westwick. I am the younger
brother of the late Lord Montbarry.”

“The late Lord Montbarry!” Mr. Troy ex-
claimed.

“My brother died at Venice yesterday even-
ing. There is the telegram.” With that
startling answer he handed the paper to Mr.
Troy.

The message was in these words:

“Lady. Montbarry, Venice. To Stephert
Robert Westwick, Newbury's hotel, London.
It is useless to take the journey. Lord Mont-
barry died of broachitis at 8:40 this evening.
All needful detaiis by post.”

*“Was this expected, sirf” the lawyer asked.

“] cannot suy that it has taken us entirely by
surprise,” Henry answered. “My brother Ste-
phen (who is now the head of the family) re-
ceived a telegram shree days since, informing
him that alarming symptoms had declared
themselves, and that a second pl ysician had
been called in. He telegraphed back to say that
he had left Ireland for London, on his way to
Venice, and to direct that any further mes-
sage might be sent to his hotel. The reply
came in a second telegram. It announced
that Lord Montbarry was in a state of insen-
sibility, and that, in his brief intervals of
consciousness, he recoguized nobody. My
brother was advised to wait in London for
later information. The third telegram is
now in your hands. That is all I know up to
the present time.”

Happening to look at the courier's wife,
Mr. Troy wae struck by the expression of
blank fear which showed itself in the wo-
man's face.

“Mrs. Ferrari,” he said, “have you heard
what Mr. Westwick has just told me?”

“Every word of it, sir.”

“Have you any dquestions to ask?”

“No, sir.”

“You seem to be alarmed,” the lawyer per-
sisted. “Is it still about your husband?”

“I shall never see my husband agesin, sir.
I bave thought so all along, as you know. T
feel sure of it now.”

“Snre of it, after what you bave just
heard?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Can you tell me why#’

“No, sir. It's a feeling I have.
why.”

“Oh, a feeling!” Mr. Troy repeated, in a
tone of compassionate contempt. ‘‘When it
comes to feelings, my good soul”— He left
the sentence unfinished, and rose to take his
leave of Mr. Westwick. The truth is, he be-
gan to feel puzzled himself, and he did not
choose to let Mrs. Ferrari see it. ‘‘Accept
the expression of my sympathy, sir,” he said
to Mr. Westwick politely. ‘I wish you good
evening.”

Henry turned to M. Ferrari, as the law-
yer closed the door. “I have Heard of your
trouble, Emily, from Miss Lockwood. Is
there anything I can do to belp you?”

“‘Nothing, sir, thank you. Perhaps I had
better go home after what has happened? I
will eall to-morrow, ancl see if I can beof any
nse to Miss Agnes. I asn very sorry for ber.”
Bhe stole away, with her formal courtesy, her
noiseless step, and her obstinate resolution %o
take the gloomiest view of her husband’s

Ican't tcll

Henry Westwick looked round him in the
solitude of the little drawing room. There
‘was nothing to keep him in the house, and yet
he lingered in it. It was something to be
even near Agnes—to see the things belonging
to her scattered about the room. There, in
one corner, was her chair, with her embroi-
dery on the work table by its side. On the
little easel near the window was her last
drawing, not guite finished yet. The book
she had been reading lsy on the sofa, with
her tiny pencil case in it to mark the place at
which she had left off. One after another he
Jooked at the objects that reminded him of
the woman whom he loved—took them up
tenderly, and Iaid them down again with a
sigh. Ah, bow far, how unattainably far
from hira she was still! **She will never for-
get Montbarry,” he thought fo himself, as he
took up his hat to go. “Not. one of us feels
his death as she feels it. Miserable, miser-
able wretch, how she loved him1”
- In thestreet, as Henry closed the house

A
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in numnber) recelved the rormai announce-
ment of Lord Montbarry’s death, from her
ladyship's London solicitors. Tho sum in-
sured in each office was £5,000—on which one
year's premium only bad been paid. In the
face of such a pecuniary emergency as th

Have love! !!oﬂvutuﬂa"u-.
But mau, as man, thy brother call,
Aund like the circling

Light when thou else wert blind, '-3‘
The Shooting of Gen. Nelson.
Mr, Lincoln was much troubled wheit he
learned that his “sailor dragoon,” Gen. Nel-'
son, had been shot by Gen. Davis in a hiotel

Davis in the right cheek. Davis and Morton
stepped back, and Morton gave Davis s pis-
tol.. Davis advanced toward Nelson, who
was leani inst the bar, leveled the pistol

the directors thought it desirable to id
their position. ‘The medical advisers of the
two offices, who had recommended the insur-
ance of Lord Montbarry's life, were called
into council over their own reports. The re-
sult excited some interest among persons con-
nected with the business of life insurance.
Without absolutely declining to pay the
money, the two offices—acting in concert—
decided on sending a comumission of inquiry
to Venice, ‘“‘“for the purpose of obtaining
further information.”

Mr. Troy received the earliest intelligence
of what was going on. He wrote at once to
eommunicats his news to Agnes; adding what
he considered to be a valuable hint, in these
words:

“You are intimately acquainted, I know,
with Lady Barville, the late Lord Mont-
barry’s eldest sister. The solicitors employed
by her husband are also solicitors to one of
the two insurance offices. There may possi-
bly be something in the report of the commis-
sion of inquiry touching on Ferrari’s disap-
pearance. Ordinary persons would not be
permitted, of course, to see such a document.
But a sister of the late lord is so near a rela-
tive as to be an exception to general rules.
It Sir Theodore Barville puts it on that foot-
ing, the lawyers, even if they do not allow
his wife to look at the report, will at least
answer any discreet question she may ask re-
ferring to it.”

The reply was received by return of post.
Agnes declined to avail herself of Mr. Troy’s
proposal.

‘‘My interference, innocent as it was,” she
wraota, ‘“has already been productive of suck
deplorable results that I cannot and dare not
stir any further in the case of Ferrari. If I
had not consented to let that unfortunate
man refer to me by name, the late Lord
Montbarry would never have engaged him,
and his wife would have been spared the mis-
ery and suspense from which she is suffering
now. I would not even look at the report to
which you allude if it was put in my hands—
I have heard more than enough already of
that hideous life in the palace at Venice. If
Mrs., Ferrari chooses to address herself to
Lady Barville—with your assistance—that is,
of course, another thing. But, even in this
case, I must make it a positive condition that
my name shall not be mentioned. Forgive
me, my dear Mr. Troy! I am very unhappy,
and very unreasonable—but I am only a
woman, and you must not expect too much
from me.”

Foiled in this direction, the lawyer next
advised making the attempt to discover the
present address of Lady Montbarry’s English
maid. This excellent suggestion had one
drawback: it could only be carried out by
spending money—end there was no money to
spend. Mrs. Ferrari shrunk from the bare
idea of making any use of the £1,000 note.
It had been deposited in the safe keeping of a
bank. If it was even mentioned in her hear-
ing, she shuddered and referred to it, with
melodramatic fervor, as ‘‘my husband’s
blood money!”

80, under stress of circumstances, the at-
tempt to solve the mystery of Ferrari's dis-
appearance was suspended for awhile.

It was the last month of the year 1880. The
commission of inquiry was already at work,
having begun its investigations on Dec. 6.
On the 10th ths term for which the late Lord
Montbarry had hired the Venetian palace ex-
pired. News by telegram reached the insu-
rance offices that Lady Montbarry had been
advised by her lawyers to leave for London
with as little delay as possible. Baron Rivar,
it was believed, would accompany her to
England, but would not remain in that coun-
try unless his services were absolutely re-
quired by her ladyship. The barom, ‘“well
known as an enthusiastic student of chemis-
try,” had heard of certain recent discoveries
in connection with that science in the United
States, and was anxious to investigate them
personally.

These items of news, collected by Mr.
Troy, were duly communicated to Mrs. Fer-
rari, whose anxiety about her husband made
her a frequent—a too frequent—vis-
itor at the lawyer’s office. She at-
tempted to relate what she had heard
to her good friend and protectress. Agnes
steadily refused to listen, and positively for-
bade any further conversation relating to
Lord Montbarry’s wife, now that Lord Mont-
barry was no more. ‘‘You bave Mr. Troy to
advise you,” she said; ‘‘and you are welcome
to what little money I can spare, if money is
wanted. All I ask in return is that you will
not distress me. I am trying to separate
myself from remembrances’—her voice fal-
tered; she paused to control herself—‘‘from
remembrances,” she resumed, ‘which are
sadder than ever since [ have heard of Lord
Montbarry’s death. Help me by your si-
lence to recover my spirits, if I can. Let me
hear nothing more until I can rejoice with
you that your husband is found.” »

Time advanced to the 13th of the month;
and more information of the interesting s#rt
reached Mv. Troy. The laborsof the insu-
rance commission had come to an end—the
report had been received from Venice that
day.

To be Continuved.

— b e

now a Girl Punished Her Brother.

A funny thing happened on Chestnut street
the other day. A handsomely dressed young
lady was walking along rather hurriedly be-
lo.w Tenth street. Threugh the coil of hair
on the back of her head was ecarelessly
thrust a very pretty miniature dagger, made
of silver, one of the present fashions of the
sex. Behind the lagy walked a young man
whos © eyes rested upon the dagger from time
to timme. As they approached Ninth street
the young man stepped quickly up and drew
the dagrger from the lady’s hair. She did not
notice it, but a policeman did, and his
brawny band came. down upon the young
man’s shoulder just as he was putting the
dagger i:2 his pocket.

“Oh, it¥s all right,” said he.
sister.”

“I'll ask her,” replied the officer, and he
hurried after the lady, the young man with
him. Having overtaken her, the youth ex-
plained the matter, and asked his sister to
tell the officer what a stupid mistake he had
made. The ladly appeared for a moment to
be a little bewildered; then, in a freezing
tone, she said: “‘I donot know him, officer;
arrest him.”

The dagger having been returned to her,
she walked quickly down the street, while
the officer conducted the young man by way
of Sansom street to the station. An hour
later he was released, when there was a big
laugh all around at the neat manner im
which the sister had turned the joke or the
brother, in which laugh, however, the
brother did not join.-—Philadelphia Times,

“She’s my

An O)d Superstition.

Theve is nothing so tedious, so aggravat-
ing to the sailor as a dead calm. Drift,
drift, drift, day after day, the great burning
sun overhead reflected on the waters until
the eye Necomes wearied with the eternal
brightness. The sailors go about their work
listlessly, 1ot so the officer of the deck.
He does not heed the heat nor the stream of
perspiration pouring dowm his face, He
paces the poop with & quief, nervous tread,
whistling for a wind. Yes, he is scanuing
the horizon north, south, east and west, and
with his whole soul whistles for a wind.

This is an old, old belief of the sailor. This
superstition at least cannot be traced to the
propitiation of the gods. It probably had its
origin in the impatience of the mariner, who,
while his vessel lay becalmed, 'remembéred
‘with regret the hoarse moaning and shriek-
ing and whistling of the wind and involun-
tarily tried o imitate it. And this supposi-

Sl ¥ b A

It is a series of short and long sounds, now
high, now low, like those produced by the
wind blowing in its might through the ropes
and rigging.—San Francisco Alta.

A PLEASURE SHARED WOMEN ONLY,

and fired. At the puff of the revolver Nelson
put his band on his hesrt, and when the by-
standers ran up they heard him say:- “T'ms
dead man. Send for an Episcopal clergys
man.”

His friends carried him into a little room
under the stairs. They opened his clothes -
and found near the heart a little blue mark
about the size of a buckshot, and that was all.
_The wound had closed; no blood was runs

ning; you would hardly notice thatit'wass ="

wound. By good luck there was an Episcos
pal clergyman, a man with whom Nelson
was intimate, in the house. He was sent for
and game immediately, and when he enteted
the room all others withdrew. Inabout ten
minutes we were told that Nelson was dead.

Quite a number came running up af the
sound of the shot and among them a police-
man, who arrested Davis. Davis went with
him quietly, but upon Gen. Buell being ine
formed of it he made a demand upon the
mayor for the delivery of Davis to him,
which, afier a momentary hesitation, was
done. No notice was taken of the affair,
Everybody felt sorry that Nelson was killed,
but they understood that Davis could not do
anything else than what he did do. He had
been struck, and if he hadn't resented it he
would have been disgraced and compelled to
leave the army. He could not resent it any
other way.—Ben: Perley Poore in Boston
Budget.

Limits of Human Senses.

The limited nature of the human senses,
whereby we may fail to perceive an all per~
vading ‘‘second universe,” has been greatly
emphasized by the progress of science since
Isaac Taylor reasoned from it in his “‘Physi~
cal Theory of Another Life” half a century
ago. Improvement i1\ spectroscopy and phos
tography show that invisitle rays extend as
far beyond the violet end of the spectrum as
the length of the spectrum itself, and indeed
must continue until the vibrations “become
infinitely rapid and infinitely small.” Somie
of these ultra rays can be made visible by in«
terposing a substance that lessens their res
frangibility.

Professor Stokes, the physicist, found that
when a tube fllled with a solution of quining
sulphate was moved along the spectrum, “‘on
arriving nearly at the violet extremify
ghostlike gleam of pale blue light shot across
the tub; it did not cease until the tube
had been moved far beyond the violst exe
tremity of the spectrum visible on the
screen.” The wave lengths of the spectrum
sun rays have been measured, and we pere
ceive only those that are from about one
forty to one sixty thousandth of an inch; to
all others we are blind. 8o of sound; the
human ear, practically, hears only those
sounds that come from forty to 4,000 vibrae
tions of the air per second, though the pos-
sible limit has been traced to near 40,000. The
microphone reveals a new range of notes, and
it is conceivable that this instrument, in con-
nection with sympathetic and harmonic
vibrations, may bring down to audibility s¥ill
higher sources of sound. It is not affirmable
that any construction of mortal eye and ear
could disclose the supernal; but it is certain
that there is very much visible that we dou’#
know how to discern.—The Forum.

Rescue of the Shipwrecked.

A new plan for the rescue of shipwrecked
sailors, which it is thought is a great ims
provement on the inventions now employed,
has been proposed to Secretary Whitney by
Rear Admiral Ammen, It consists of the
construction of what is called a balsa, or &
float. The rear admiral suggests the follows
ing method of launching them: ‘“The head
sail should be hoisted so as to bring the wind
quarterly; oil bags would be thrown over
from each quarter. The railing at the stern .-
fitted for unshipping would be let down axd
the launching skids put in place and the
balsa carried aft by eight men and lowered
with four on it. Then a rough car to fit in
the skids would be loaded with the helpless
persons and lowered to the balsa, be received
and placed, and the operation continued until
the boat has her load, then she would be cast
adrift, meke a drag of her mast and sail,
throw overb ard her oil bag, and the same
operation would be repeated until every one
was embarked. Then they should fasten to
each other in sections of fives.” The balsa
consists of two casks, upon which a platform
islaid. In the casks are scuttles for stowing
provisions. A sufficient number of them to
carry a thousand people could, in the opinion
of the rear admiral, be carried on a large
steamer without inconvenieuce.—Chicago
Times.

Plea for the Public Schools.

Criticise tho public schools as we please, we
are all obliged to own, after investigation,
that they offer to every child who enters
them certain advantages which no private
wealth can buy. In our cities and large
towns they are, to begin with, as clean as the
decks and cabins of a man of war. Every
child who enters them learns, so far as the
school room influence goes, habits of neats
ness, method, decorum and punctuality—
points of training hardly to be surpassed i
their importance, not only for the mental,
but for the moral nature. When I enter
such a school room, and come upon fifty
little people marching in procession to or
from their seats, obedient to a wave of &
finger from the resolute youth or maiden who
has them in charge, and when I redect that
all across a continent, from the Atlantic to
the Pacific, this same process is going oty
then that modest teacher’s work rises inte
sublimity, and seems one among innumerable
shuttles that are together weliving the vas$
web of a new generation.—*T. W, H.” in
Harper's Bazar.

Old Lady (to a boy in drug storc)—I have
pains runniuv’ up and down my back and X
guess you can give me a Liotilo of Jiniment,

Boy—Wot kind will you have?

““What's the cheapcst you have? 3

“I kin give you a good 1 linimenp/fof
$1 a bottle.”--Texas il :

4

Snuff Taking Coming In Agaisn.

The revival of snuff taking will be not one
whit more unaccountable than that the habit
should ever have died out.. It seems now
quite probable that as a fashion of the upper
ten it will once more displace smoking and
chewing. It is just about a round fifty years
since our fathers went always provided with
a snuff box. That it was invariably condo-~
cive to personal cleanliness cannot be asr
sorted ; butiit,was an item in social friendli~
ness. The offer of snuff wasequivalent to &
remark on the weather, with a good mm
thrown in. The box was often passed
ina circle of cronies. The revival of snuff
taking will bea point of economy.—(Globés
Democrat. 5

Big and Little Humanity.
Old Bachelor (looking at new baby)-«Er=e
rather small and puny, Jim?
Proud Father-—Ye-es, rather.
Old Bachelor (encouragingly)—Still,
if I werg in your place I would try and
it ~-New York Sun.
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Almost miraculons are snme of the ceres
accomplished by the use of Ayer’s Sarsapar-
ills. In the oase of K. L. King, Richmoad,
Va., who saffered for 47 yéars with an
aggravated form ol scrofuls, A or's s.!ilp-
arills effected asfonisbing results. -

The traffic receipts of the CGrand Trusk
railway for last week were $311,808, ’




