“Bodles and Souls are Not in Our Line.” 3
(Edward K. Kidder in the Peeple’s Press)

Let them strike as much as they like.
To us 'tis a perfect boon,
Moerrily high the gdou fly
In monopoly’s big balloon.
Though they starve by bits in the ins pits,
Though their childcen cry for bread,
The end of the game must be the same —
King Capital iaopl ahead.

Good pay ? Absurd ! Upon my word,
What more can the men require ?

You speak of the poor—what they endure,
Deprived of their bit of fire.

If we who control the prics of coal
Reduced it at this time of year,

Our dividends, my worthy friends,
Would rapidly disappear |

I'm willing to add that the work is bad,
And dangerous t00, to face ;
Bat when one s:ops, and reels, and drops
There's another to take his place.
“Bupply and demand,” througheut the land,
y that we stand or fall,
're dealing in coals, but bodies aud seuls
Are not in our line at all.

———
An Old Maid's Query.,

Bomerville Journal :

Long years ago theve lived a man,
A learned man, they say,

80 learned that his memory
Has lived until to-day,

He'd studied all the sciemeces,
And mastered every art,

Exeept the art of capturing
A loving woman's hears.

And 80 & lonely bacheler
He lived, and so he died;
And Charon ferried him across
The Styx's inky tide.

And now the question must arise,
From countless lips let fall ;

Although he kmew s0 much’ was he
A wise man, after all ?

UNCLE.  PAT.

I ST
CHAPTER XI.
AT THE BARRACKS,

Fanny had started for the Barracks by
the time Mr. Moneell got back, and so lost
those last few words of osution he had
dntended for ber.

They made a great fuss over her—too
much, she thonght. Bhe fancied she de.
$ected a compassionate oaress about Joanna
which after her late interview with Unole
Pat rather went against the grain. Come
what might she would not be pitied !

The secret of this was that Joanna had
already bit by bis elicited all her little hig.
éory. Bhe knew is all, chapter and verse,
end had pricked up her ears at the words
¢ Nobody’s Child."

This was clearly an expression to be in-
quired into and explained. BShe lost no
Gime over it.  On the atrength of an old
mcquaintance, she started a correspondence
with Mrs. Baldew, and Mrs. Baldew, with
¢he prospeos of golden days in Brook street
for her three stately daughters, entered
upon the correspondence with great cheer-
fulnes and alaority.

Joanna received many orossed sheets,
bristling with feminine dashes.

“I may have spoken hastily,” she wrote,
* perhaps I did, bus I did not speak with-
out reason. Patrick Monsell alwaya de-
olared ohe was born at Beckenham. I had
my dounbts, and sestled them by simply en.
olosing half & crown to the Distrios Regia-
$rar asking for a cortificate. There was no
euch name as Pensland in she Register, and
moreover he never hesrd of any one of that
mame liviog shere. So much for the ont-
®poken Mr. Patrick! The thing is plain
enongh, my dear Miss Hanover. Look at
6he likeness ! Look at the mouth.”

Joanna oould not ressrain a flash of joy
when she read this. She knew the girl
pretty well by that time, and knew whas a
weapon this would prove if she chose to use
8. The quesrion was, would she choose to
ase it ?

At the same time she was sorry for
Fanny, and in consequence: had instino.
¢ively assumed thas compassionate attitude
€owards her which the young lady resented
by assuming her most flippant manner. In
pure wilfulness she devoted herself to the
@wo gentlemen from Tallybeathe. With
one smile she chased away Mr. Boothby's
chronio despair, and bosh before and during
dinner appeared 8o utterly lost in & maze of
wonder and delight at his myasterious ao-
counts of second might, mesmeriem, pal.
misiry and fortune-telling that Mr. Mon.
sell's soul was filled with pity for poor
Horry, who sat severely unconcerned and
happy on her other side.

A brond plane of yellow light met their
@yes as shey stepped ouiside. Across it
Isy bright bars of gold and purple ; below,
& mass of grey and brown clouds out the
outlins of the hills and tumbled and rolled
about the moozland, making it so myasteri-
ously gruesome in its awfal expanse of
waste that Harry's artistio sounl was
atirred.

“It I painted landsospe I would paing
§his,” he said, enthusiastioally.

‘ Do pou mean to say you have painted
nothing since you have been here "'

‘I have started a figure subjeot ?”

“ A figure subjeot, with all this natural
beauty about you! Harry ! Hairy! you
areno$ a bit altered.”

‘* It is & firas-rate subjsot though, I can
dell you.”

“ Ah | Fanny's portrait 2"

‘‘ No, a village scene. It promises well.
When you get back to London you must
@ome and see my studio.”

** Only atter you have been %o see me, Mr.
Wynter. If you oan go to Camden Town,
Yyou oan go to Brook street.”

‘ You gave me a pretty strong hint to
@fop away, Joanns,” he said blantly.

“Yes, and I wasright. I tried you and
you took the hint readily. Perhaps women
@re more sensitive than men abous this,bus
X must own I fel$ it hard after helping to
®hape your course o hear only second-hand
@ocounts of you. It was horrible o think
you were blotted out; but—but—if you
are happy, really happy and content, i§ is
all righs.”

“ One hears of you as a sort of queen in
Brook street, Joanna. Everything you do
@8 pucoess. I grind and rab away in o
fower groove."”

*“ For heaven’s sake don's throw that in
@y face. I don's guite deserve that. I
would be about the hardess blow of all to
know you thought me selfish because I
happen to be whas the world kindly oalls
ambitions. Ambitious ! as if one could not
be ambitious snd have great aims in s life
©f quiet work. Besides, success is an empty
®othing alone. No ! whatever I am,I am
ot selfish, Harry."

* “I'm sure you are not.”
* Bometimes when I heard

ple speak-

batefal that I half made up my mind o0
run straight out of it up to the poky rooms
at Camden Town.”

‘ You are where you should be, Joanna.
You were born to be a queen.”

“I said just now you were not altered,
but you are. You never spoke like thatin
the old days. Cannot you be your own
self for the few short minutes we are to-
gether ? Be natural. Be human,”

‘. What on earth makes you think I am
nof natural ?"

‘ You have grown artificial. I have not
seen you for years, and you treat me o dry
conventionalitiee. O you underatand
my isolation ? Whas is life worth unless
you have quiet momenta when yon ocan
spesk hearsily and uareservedly to those
you love ? 1Is is horrible to think I have
stepped out of the pale of sympathy.”

Bhe was very pale. Tears were etrug.
gling in her eyes, and she looked royally
lovely in her olose fitting dark dress.
Instinctively he drew nearer o her. He had
kiszed her as Oamaen Town, and he kissed
her now.

‘ Do you mean to say you are unhappy,
Joanna ?"

‘“ And you 80 happy ?" ehe replied inter-
rogatively.

At thas moment he felt inclined $o tell
her everything. Then he hesitated. For
the life of him he could not open his mind
to her as he had done %o Uncle Pas. He
dared ot breathe of his abidiog and per-
vading love for Fanny to her. There would
be something disleyal in is.

8o there followed a long, irksome pause,
during whioh his eye wandered from the
distant fading landscape, down the winding
river to the shrubberies below, whers in a
moment they encountered Hugh Cameron’s
savage face glaring up at him. The * wild
cat " was in bis eye 00, but Harry met it
manfally, till Hugh tarned and disappeared
with & muttered oath down the path.

“What is Hagh Cameron doing here?"
he asked.

*‘Oh, I don’t know. Come with a message
from Danan, perhaps. It is only & couple
of miles from here. His father, our keeper,
lives there. Bo you have not forgotten
Csmden Town?” Bhe sighed.

“Neither Oamden Town
Joanna.”

‘It nsed to be Jo."”

“Well, Jo.”

“You will get the uncomfortable sénsa-

tion ot a cold it you stop out here, Miss
Hanover.”
.- Iswas Mr. Dawleigh who spoke. He had
come in search of her, and had stepped ous
on to the balcony at an unfortuoate
momens. ‘““We want you o sing %0 us.”

‘““And it is to be Braga's sernade,” oried
Fanny, holding up the piese as they
entered. *I have just found it in your
folio,”

Birange to say, of all Joanna’s songs this
ultra sentimental “Berenade of Angels to a
Dying Child" was the oynical Mr. Daw-
leigh'’s favorite; but atter what he had seen
and heard on the baloony, music seemed a
senseless mockery. He knew his fate at
lass, and he sas dall and dazed.

In the round of applause shat followed
this song Joanna desected a shade of ocon-
straint among her guests. Neither Mr.
Monsell's coverk glances at her uncle and
Fanny nor Mr. Dawleigh's pale gloomy
brow escaped her. Bhe was sensible of
Miss Dawleigh suddenly becoming starched
and ironed into she most rigid formality,
but with Harry's cousinly kiss tiogling on
her cheeks she fels fit to cope with any-
thing. A wild gaiesty $ook possession of
ber. Her color brightened, her eyes glit-
tered ; never had Dawleigh seen her so
brillisntly besutiful. When at lass she
had sent her guests away puzzled at her
unwonted liveiiness, she carried Fanny off
to her bedroom. She had taken she
plunge, and she must now go on.

A bright fire was burning, and the drew
their ohairs up to it.

‘“How merry you have been,” gaid
Fanny, with undisguised admirasion ; ¢ I
never eaw you go jolly before.”

Joanna Iaughed. * Thatis one of my
vices ; you will discover the others by-and-
b .H

y“ I am gure you have no vices.”,

‘““Have I not? Listen. I have an
insatiable love of admirasion. I like to be
worehipped, and $o know I am talked
about, ana be isuded in the Morning Post.
There's » confession for you 1"

‘ How can you exiss here, then 2"

“I like one thing or the other—London
or the wilderness. I dare say you are the
same. If one makes friends in the wil-
derness, one makes real ones. You see, I
have met with a little mother oconfessor
here in our wilderness. I am nos quite sure
about her, though.”

“Iam dumb!"

*‘ Bo eays every oonfessor. Why, you'll
go n;d blab every word to Harry.'

‘Nos 1.”

nor you,

‘“ Nor Harry to you ?"
" No.il

‘* What an original pair of lovers! Seri-
ousely, Fanny, do you very very much oare
for each osher ?”

*“My dear, we are engaged! That s
serious enough in all conscience."

!"' ’You are dreadfully cold.-blooded about

** We praotise reticence. Peckham fash-
ion, my desr.”

I wonder it Mr. Monsell has told Harry
about your parents ?" she asked oarelessly.

“I am sure he has not.”

* Perhaps you have never asked him ?"

““Oh, yes, I have. He has some good
reason for nos telling me, I suppose.”

‘“ How extraordinary ! Don's you even
know where you were born 2"

st B;'eokenhnm. At least 80 Aunt Mary
[TSTR

L] ﬁnd'you never inquired ?”

“ 0.'

*“ I oould not rest quite so quietly abous
it as you do, Fanny."'

“ I don't intend to be quies. I intend o
find out all about it.”

* Now for it !"” thought Joanna. * Per.
haps I can help you.”

“You!"

‘' Yes, dear. Ihave been fighting your
battles. Alfter what you told me I ocould
not rest until I had brought Mrs. Baldew
%o book about her words. So I wrote and
gave her a bit 6f my mind. She is sorry
enough now, but declares she wrote to
Beckenham, and there is no record of your
birth there. No such name as Pentland in
the books."”

*“Then I sm nobody's ohild!” gaiq
Fanny, gaily.

‘ Nonsense! But I think Unocle Pat
should tell youm, and—Fanny—there {ig

is

dng of your work I felt the big house so '

Harry. He should know."

Ourio this pever struck her
before. ﬁ.‘ﬂa"hw.a and brooded over
Mrs. Baldew’s words, but never onoe in cen-
junction with her trouble abous Rnnl?.
Now the two together struck her so orue
that she was half stunned by the blow. She
knew Jonna was watohing her, and shut
her eyes and fought bravely againss sho wing
her pain.

‘It would not make much difference,”
she said, as unconcernedly as she oould.

* I suppose not. It's just a piece of ab.
surdity on the part of your desr old Don
Quixote. He is ecoentrio, my dear, to say
the lenst of it. The way he wastohes you
with my unole is something t0o funny. ‘He
seems afraid you would be gobbled up and
devoured. He is devoted to you !"

“ And I to him !”

‘ That is ag it should be ; but you won
not like Harry to be keps in the dark 2"

“" N°~"

‘* Ot course it would make no difference !"'
‘“ Ot oourse not I" replied Fanny, with a
sham yawn.

* You are tired, dear !" What a wretoh I
sm to have bothered you. I'li send your
maid to you. Gotobed and go to sleep.
Good night !”

Fanny returned the kiss mechanioally,
and sabmitted to her maid’s attentions
with such uousual gilence that $he
faishful Susan scolded her young mistress
for having ** been and gone and overdone iy
downstairs,” snd Fauvny, having no words,
replied with a simple kiss which sent Susan
away pleaged bus frightenened.

The facs was, it took she poor sonl some
time before she could mcoept the full im.
port of Joanna's words. She had boasted
of her pluck to Uncle Pat, but had never
dreamed tha$ she would have to give up
Harry. This was what it meant, though—
nothing more or less. Harry must and
should nos be kept in the dark, and she
would never, never marry him with any
stain on her name,

A poor consolation now to think of hia
colduess. She loved him and she was going
%o lese him. That was enough. And she
orept $0 bed and cried hslf shrough the
night as if her hears would break.

CHAPTER XII.
HUGH'S TROUBLES.

After watohing Mr. Wynter and Miss
Hanover on the balcony, Hugh took up his
position at tho outer lodge gate, so that he
might interoept the Dalohosnie oarriage ag
is drove out. A pretty little soneme for
Harry Wynter's chastisement had flashed
suddenly upon him. He had a long time
o wait, bus his opportunity arrived at last.

* I was bringing you a banch of stag's
horn moss to put among your flowers, Mies
Dawleign,” he said, politely, coming to the
carrisge window, cap in hand, * and 1 was
hoping you would be gesting back to Dal-
choscie before the rain came on."

‘“ For goodness' sake, let us get home,”’
#aid the little lady, shivering petulantly,
Bhe was a8 oross as swo sticks at the failure
of the evening.

* You need not have stopped the carriage
for this nonsense, Hugh !" said Mr. Daw-
leigh, curtly.

* And it waes you I wass wishing to epeak
to, Mr. Dawleigh. You will be for going
away to-morrow or maybe the day after,
and I wass wishing to say a wozd with you
before you would be going.”

* It must keep till I come back !"

‘“ Pall up the wiadow ! said his aunt,
peremptorily.

Hugh was not to be zhaken off, though.
He swung on behind the oarriage, and when
they reached Dalchosnie opened the door
for them withous having turned a hair.

*I wass wishing, Mr. Dawleigh——" he
began again.

“Wms a bis, Hugh,” said Monsell.
‘ Dawleigh, here is a telegram for you."

He opened it and handed it $o his aun.
Lord F%‘:ton was dead.

::il ought to have gone as I intended,” he
eaid.

* It is my fault 1" replied his aunt, with
teara of vexation. ‘ Everything has goue
wrong to-dsy. I prophesied it in the morn-
ing. I will go with you to-morrow, Daw-
leigh. It is no use my stopping here now.
Arrange about the oarriage before the man
goes.”

‘ And get rid of Hugh,” ssid Moneell ;
‘‘ he ig in she summer-house. Tell him to
put up at thelodge.”

‘ Now, Hugh, what is it !"
asked, after he had spoken to
man.

‘* Mr. Wynter, sir? He's a friend of
yours 2"

‘“ Yes, yes ! Go on.”

*“ He will be a friend -that would be all

the better for being looked after, Mr. Daw-
leigh. He will be a friend we should be the
bevter without at Rannoch. This is no
place for him or those like him."
5%, Look here, my man! I am not going
tomix myself up with village tatile. I
don't oare two straws whether Mr.
Wynter paints Maggie or nos Don's
bother me.”

!' I was no asking abont Maggie! "’ Hugh
rejoined, savagely. * Maggie will be know-
ing fine what I will be thinking abont her.
Let her be! "

‘“ What d'ye want here, then? 1Is the
whiskey in you? '’

‘‘No matter for the whiskey! What
will I be wanting here? I will be wanting
to tell you that Mr. Wynter will be no
friend of yours.. That will be why I have
come at thie time of night !

‘““All right ! Good nighs.”

‘Al right? Ay, Mr. Dawleigh, then it
wass all right that I should be seeing him
with Miss Hanover this evening on the
baloony? It wass all right that they
should be talking and whispering together,
like two birds on & branch? It wass all
right that they should be kissing! And
Mr. Wynter is your friend! Oh, it waes
all right!”

Dawleigh
the ocoach-

(To be continued.)

President Barillas of Guatemala has nos
been an improvident ruler, and if the pres-
ent troubles force him out of his ocounsry
he will not go penniless. Besides $2,000,000
or $8,000,000 which he has lately realized
on his property he has a master of $20,000,-
000 in the Bank of England

nd.

W. W. Btory, the Amerioan soulptor and
poet, whose home is the Palazzo Barberini,
Rome, is modeling a figare of Ohrist,
dressed in the Oriental Jewish robes, with
$he kefiyeh (couvre-chef, kerchief) on his
head—the usual head-dress in the Moslem
East, where the turban is not worn.

—Benevolent individual—Youn, man,
didn’s you know tha$ tobacoo sm wae

very injurious ? Small boy—Well, who's
emoking tobacco ? This is cigarette.

WILL A CANUOK RULE HAWAII ?

Two Port Hope Brethers in the Late Ring
B 2 o B - '. ol

Ever since the death of Kiog Kalakans
and the accession of she Princess Lilokaun.
lani there have been rumors of im nding
revolution in she little Kingdom of Hawaii.
The affairs appear to be in a somewhas
chaotio condision, snd the question has
been raised whesher it will nos be necessary
fo establish an American protectorate for
the secarity of Amerioan interests. But
Olaus Spreckels, the sugar king, who hag
enormous investments in the island and is
probably better posted on the situation than
any other American, has steadily disored.
ited these reports.

The latest ramor, which Bpreckles pro-
nounces to ke ‘s bundle of nongense,"”
refers to the possibility of ** General ”
Volney Achford being at the head of s
00nepiracy to seizs the Government and
Becoming King Volney I.of Hawair. The
sugar king claims thas Ashford has no
military foroes that he ocounld consrol if he
desired %0, and that he was a quiet attorney
who never was & member of King Kala.
kaua’s oabinet. His brother, Liawrenoce
Aghford, was Attorney-General in the so-
called revolationary ~oabinet. Whether
Volney Ashford is engaged in any euch

or not, his past oareer
one doubt his being snoh a
fellow as Bpreckles represents.
bs  generally  known,
he and his younger brother
Clarence, sre natives of the little town of
Port Hope, in Ontario, and were eduoated
at the High Bchool there. Volney, who
was & handsome, imposing looking man,
the very ideal in appearance of s beau
sabreur, became captain of a troop of Cana-
dian ocavalry under Col. Arthur Stewart.
In the rebellion he enlisted in the Northern
army and, it we mistake not, served for a
time on the staff of General MoClellan.
Whether he regularly gained the title or
not he became known as * Coldnel’
Ashford He must have gone to Hawaii
something like filteen years ago, and we
have understood that he was commsnder of
the military forces under Kalakaus. 1Is
it possible that we are to have a Osnuck.
Amerioan King ?—Buffalo News.

SARL AYD ER MAJRSTY.
A Brantford Girl's Presentation to the
Queen.

In her new and charming book,
Amerioan Girl in London,” Miss Sara
Jeanette Dunoan describes her exverience
when being presented to Queen Victoria.
Bhe says :

* Ilooked beyond, and there, in the mids
of all her dazzling cours, stood Queen Vio-
toria. And Uady Torquilin was bending
over her hand! Andinanother moment is
would be—it was my turn! I fels she
touches on my own train, 1 heard somebody
oall a neme I had some vague familiarisy
with,  Miss Mamie Wick.” I was launched
at last towards that little black figure of
royalty with the blus ribbon crogsing her
breaet and the Koh.-i-nor sparkling there !
Didn't you believe in queens, Misa Mamie
Wick, at that momens ? I'm very much
afraid you did.

All all that I remember after was going
down very unsteadily before her and just
daring the alightest touch of my lipe upon
the graoious listle hand she Iaid upon mine.
And then, not getting nearly time enough
$o make]all of those nine ocurtesies to she
beautiful, sparkling people that stood at
the Queen’s lefs hand before two more
gentlemen of the court gathered ap my
draperies from behind my feet and shrew
them mercifully over my arm for me. And
in one awful moment when I conldn’t quite
tell whether I had backed out of all the roysl
presence or nof, made up my mind that I
had, then unmade i$, and in agony of spiris
turned and baoked again !

It was over at last. I had kissed the
hand of the Queen of Great Britain and
Ireland, and—there’'s no use in trying to
believe anything to the contrary—I was
proud of it. Lsdy Torquilin and I re.
garded each other in the next room with
pale and breathless congraulasion, and then
turned with one accord to Oddie Praste.

“On the whole,” said the young gentle.
man, blandly, * you did me oredis !"

The Ring and the Trust,

Combination is found to be a mightier
prinoiple, in the economio game, than
competition. As well oppose handioraft to
machinery as the soattered efforts of in.
dividuals, with their limited resources and
consequent lack of staying power, to the
trust, which knows how to ocontrol ever
avenue of transportation, o undersell its
rivals and to hinder them from receiving
supplies and from loading or unloading the
geods they may have in hand. Under the
decried commercial regime of the middle
ages, prices and qualities were fixed, in s
rade way doubtless, by the whole commu.
nity aoting through its rulers. When the
‘‘ring and the trust” have spread like a
network over the land—as in regard §o
some commodities they have done alread
—prioes and qualities will be determine. >
not by the people, who oan but wait with
oriental submissiveness till the fiat has
gone forth, but by syndicates representing
—shareholders. ~ A" small oligarohy of
wealth, at the summit of whioh are
enthroned the great railway kings and
their satellites, will have thus put the free
American democracy under its feet. Free ?
Why oertainly, free to vote for the candi.
dates rent to Congress by the omnipotent
‘! frustees,” whose commercial mandates
will there be converted into law.—Rev, Wm.
Barry in the March Forum.

Pleading for Homes,

Four thousand unemployed workmen
who attended a recent meeting in Hamburg
adopted a resolution which will be pre-
sented $o the Benate, askingfor the promaul-
gation of a temporary law, forbidding
house owners, at the end of the present
quarter, t0 expel tenante who have been
without work four weeks. They also ask
the ocity for a loan of 50 marks each
and that the ohildren of suffering families
be fed once daily with warm viotuals in the
publio schools.—New York Tribune.

A woman who figured as a pauper died
recently in SBan Franeisoo, leavin $6,192,
which she had acoumulated by
Three benevolent societies shat
befriended her o the smount of $#840,
#895 and $9065 respectively, have begun
;ll“l t0 recover ﬁ sume named from

er

.
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FAIR HANDS KSPr WHITE,

Every Woman Her Own Beautifler—Sples
im Sessen,

As a writer in the Chiocago News assures
ug: There are not nearly as meny seorets
in hand treatment as people imagine. A
listle ammonis or borax in the water you
wash with, and that waser juss luke-warm,
will keep the skin clear ana soft. A little
oatmeal mixed with the water will whiten
the hands. Many people use glyoerine om
their hands when they go to bed, w.
gloves to keep the bedding olean; bas
glyoerine does not agree with every one. It
makes some skins harsh and red. These
people should rub their hands with dry oa$-
meal and wear gloves in bed. The best
preparation for the handa a$ night is white
of an egg, with a grain of alum dissolved im
it. Quacks bave a fancy nsme for it, but
all can make it. They also make the
Roman toiles paste 1 18 merely the white
of an egg, barley flour and honey.

Inerease of Heligious Intolerance.

Ism sorry to have to oconfess if, bus
among the many lessons which a compara-
tive ssudy of religions seaches us, there is
one that seems very humilisting, namely,
that religious intolerance is much more
common in modern than in ancient times.
I know the exouse which is made for this.
It is said that, a8 our convicsions become
deeper and stronger, our insolerance of
falsehood also must sssume a more intense
character, and thas it would show an uster
want of earnestness if is were otherwise.
There may besome truth in this, bus it is &
dapgerous truth. It is the ssme truth
which led she Inquisition toorder she burn-
ing of heretios buoause it was better for
their souls, and which ioflicted in our owm
times a less violens, though perhaps a no#
less paintul, martyrdom on such reverent
men, true thinkers,eincere loversand earnegt
inquirer after truth as Dean Bsanley,
Bishop Colenso, and Charles Kingsley.—
Prof. Maxz Mullerin the March Forum.

Brush the Heud Frequently,

If there is nothing the matter with the
head or the skin, the hair will grow all
right if it ie treated in the natural way.
Ordinarily stiff brushes should be used, and
ocoseional rubbing and smoothing out
with the hande are soothing o the head
and good for the hair. Mental workers
are especially troubled with neuralgio paine
and headaches, which frequently kill the
coloring pigments and sarn the hair
prematurely grey. Combing and rubbing
the goslp of the head with +  hand dra ¢
the blood up to the surface e head,a 4
not only relieves she pain at times, but
adds new strengsh to the hair. Those suf-
fering from neurslgic head pains should
spend half an hour in this work every night
before retiring. This gentle mageage treat-
ment also has a tendenoy to cure dandruff.
Is strengthens the skin and openathe pores,
80 that the blood oan throw cff its effote
matter.—Yankee Blade.

How Cigars Are Kept Moist.

Cigars must be kept in a more or less
moist stmosphere, else they will dry oud
and crumble spart. Some years ago a
genius who knew that faot invented a box
80 arranged that the atmosphere within i
could be fed with moisture from a wet slah
of compressed eponge or blo#ting paper.
To-day the beat cigar stores in the oity are
built like these moistening boxes, eay the
New York Sum. Material for holding water
ia kept in frames, like panels, in the walls,
and the air within the storercoms is kept
incessantly moist.

Douglss Jerrold.

His countenace was open and bright
(when sober !) and showed nothing of that
satirioal bitterness for which he was so
eminent. Leigh Haons, in proposing his
health on one oocasion, called him * the
bitter Jerrold, with honey under him ”* I
once ventured to tell him that several of
the members of the olub were afraid of him
and his bitter tongue, and shunned conver.
sation with him on that scoount, when he
said $o me, with great energy : ** Bidney, I
have never in my life ssid or written s
bitter thing of any one who did not deserve
i, And I must say that I have frequently
heard him speak of persons and things in
the most courteous and beausiful and even
feeling  language —metaphor following
metaphor, quaint conoeits, gracefal images,
beautiful ideas and thoughts, all expressed
in one continual flow of eloquence from =
fountain inexbaustible. * * * In the
winter Jerrold always took a ohair olose to
the fireside, where he sat with his cigar,
and whenoe he igsued his witticisms in his
dry snd amusing manner, keeping us all in
a continuous state of uproarious langhter.
—My Life—T. Sidney Cooper.

The Troatment of Wrinkles.

How many ioquiries are read in the
papers conocerning she preventioa and cure
of wrinkles. Bome of the suggestions are
simple, and =& trial ocould do no possible
harm, but is is safest to beware of those
methods which suggest any very radioal
mode of treatment, that i, unless you have
the advice of a reliable physician. A
famous beauty of the last generation pre-
vented wrinkles by closing her eyes, and
keeping her features perfectly oomposed for
the space of ten minutes several timea
during theday. A remedy whioh a friend
of mine has invented, for her own ocase, she
having bad wrinkles on her forehead, is to
use the massage treatment night and morn-
ing, and at bedtime, after rabbing the
wrinkles out, o out narrow strips of cours
plaster which she sticks across them. For
the sake of my friend I hope this method
will prove as successful as the court plaster
treatment did in the ocase of a young
mother, who plastered back her infant's
turnover ears until they grew into place.

Badie MoMaullen, a girl of 17, was placed
upon trial for marder in Buffalo yesterday,
charged with havingin Ootober last thrown
$wo young children from & high railway
bridge, one of whom was killed. She
pleaded not guilty and her trial commenoes
to-day.

In spite of his troubles arising from the
disturbed state of Ireland, the lord-lieuten-
ant of that country has many pleasures.
One of these is the right to kiss ew

retty girl who makes her debut at his
evees in Dublin casyle. The present lord-
lieutenant, the earl of Zetland, is said $a
olaim his rights in this respect without the
fear of the countess before his eyes.




