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Dreamland.
(By Jean Blewett, Blenkeim, Ont.)

With an angel flower-laden

Every day a little maiden

Sails away from off my bosom
On a radiant sea of bliss.

I can see her drifting, drifting—

Hear the smowy wings uplifting,

As he woes her into dreamlan

th a kiss,

Blissful hour, my pretty sleoll(mr.
Whispering with thy tender eeper,
Listeving to the word ke brings thee

From a fairer world than this,
Ah, thy heart he is beguiling,
1 can tell it by thy smiling,
As he woos thee into dreamland

& kisa,

Could there come to weary mortals
Buch a glimpse through golden portals,
Would we not drift on forever
Toward that far-off land ef peace ?
Would we not leave joys and sorrows,
Glad to-days and sad to-morrows
For the sounds of white winss lifting,
For an angel's tender kiss

UNCLE - PAT.

e i
¢ Well. Wynter is makine an elaborate
pioturs of thie girl—a big sifair. And he
i8 at it every day—that is, every day he
thinks Hugh's back is suraed. Depend
upon it, though, Hugh knowa every day
$hat he goes there. He kns spoken ' to
Wynter, and lately Polleken nagheard him
threaten. That's the sum of it. It wants
pusting straight.”
; ;; I'll see 0 is," said Monaell, thought.
ally.

‘I have a scheme," Carstairs went on,
“and I should not have :nentioned the
affair at all to you but from ay interess in
Mies Pentland. It iz deeperiaan you think,
Besides, I fanoy I know her people. I was
&% Trinity with a Fred Pe:tland ; hailed
from the south, too. Forges whether he
was sn orphan.”

“ No relation, whatever!” Mongell re.
marked deoisively; ** is wonld beas well not
0 speak to her of her relations,” and Mon.
gell, flushed and indignans, was half-way
across the room before the astounded
Mr. Caratairs could gasp ous, *¢ Pig." Mr.
Boothby was poshed aside, and Miss
Fanny pounoced upon, captured and carried
away before she had wished Mr. Hanover
good-bye.

‘* What is this I hear about your going to
the Hanovers, ¥anny ?" he began, sngrily.
 Of oourse the thing is impossible.”

‘' Why ?"

‘“ My dear girl, do you want any other
reasons from me but those I gave three
weeks ago ? Dido’t I ask you when you
firet came nos to bs too intimate ? Now
you seem to havs strack up a close friend-
ship.”

‘“You were not serious, Uncle Pat! I
know you were not serions beoause you gave
no reasons.”

** Reasons | Can't you have faithia Uncle

at ? "

‘ Yes, if Uncle Pat will have faith in me,
and truss me wish the truth and nothing
but the truth. Miss Dawleigh makes a
point of my going. There ia no mystery
about Aunt Carrie. Not a bis. Open as
the day! BShe wants me to go beoause of
Joanna and Mr. Dawleigh. She thinks I
oan help her, and you know very well how
good she has been tu me! Begides, I like
Joauna.”

* You may like her withous rushing into
her srms.”

‘ I don't quite do that ; but I do take to
people when they are open !

‘* Don't be unreasonable ! "

*‘Is it unreasonable to want to know about
‘one's father and mother after all that has
been eaid ? "

** You are bent on going, then 2"

‘ More than ever ! And I'll tell you why.
I is Mr. Hanover you don's like—well—I
#hall make peace hesween you,"

“Don’t mistake, child! I [oannot 88y
how I dislike Hanover. He is well spoken
of. I have no quarrel with him.”

‘* Then why do you dislike my going?"

Heo saw a slight chanoe here. He could
-at least push half the srauth home.

‘* Come here, Fanny, and I will tell you.
It is,” he said, holding her in his arms,
“because I love you so much. It is beoause
—1I want to see you happy—because I oan's
bear you out of my sighs, or think of any-
body coming between us. Remember you
are all I have in the world. Now you
have it 1"

Fanny burst into one of her rippling
peals. * You jealous old unole!" she cried.
‘8o yoa don's want me 0 go because Mr.
Hanover is getting fond of ms. Well! I
-am getting fond of him! Whas is more,
he is getting fond of me. Your fiddle did
is! He may make love to me,” she added
saudily, ** though he is old enough to be
my father.”

** For heaven's sake never speak like thas,
Fanny! I oan's stand it ; you'll drive me
orazy!" »

And o manifest was his distress, that
Fanny grew serious. She nestled closer to
him. * Bhe slid down and knelt at his feet
and there sent up such a pleading look from
her blue eyes that the pass flash; painfally

back to him.

“Now! now! TUncle Pat!” ghe
whispered. “ Why don's you trust me ?
You don’s know whas plack I've got. Try
me! Yousaid I was all you had in the
world. You are all I have. I shan's g0 back
to Peckham.”

‘““You are determined 0 go then ? "

‘““Quite determined. It would be worse
if I stopped away.”

‘“Ah | there is something in that.”

‘“Depend upon it, it is best o have
everything out and done with i. Try me.
I've plack enough.”

‘' Why keep harping upon plack ? Of
-eourse you have pluck. *

“I keep harping upon my father and
mother. You have never from first to lagh
told me one word about them. Tell me
now before I go to the Barracks. Abont
their being drowned and all. I wantto be
able to tell people that you told me,”

‘I oannot tell you!"

“ Why nos?"

‘* You drive me tco hard, Fanny! A
sacred promise prevents me. Be sensible.
You are not a child.”

‘“ Why treat me like one, then ? Answer
me one question—Are you my father?"

* Would o God I were 1" he oried, clasp-
ing her afresh. * Not that you ocould
more precioas o me, or that I ocould love
you more than Ido. Do you wish I was
your father, Fanny ?"

“I oan know no other,” she replied,
aimply.

‘ It they are inquisitive st the Barracks
@how them you don't like it ! Tell them %o

mind their own business in some polite
way. There—that will do. Ran away,
child 1"

He was peremptory and she had to go.
When her footateps had died away he lis
his ig‘a of oonsolation and sat down for a

shi

g nk,
CHAPTER X.
MR. MONSELL'S TROUBLES,

Mr. Mongell was 8 man who never lost
time over any work he had to do. He had
to do this, becaunse if Harry was in a mess
Fanny woanld be in trouble ; so he oaughs
up his stick and trudged off to the village
the moment Dawleigh left him. Hig visits
there were as welcome as flowers in Msy.
At the sight of the well-known battered
grey felé hat and broad knickerbockers
Robson wounld pull himse]f together, Pol-
leken bob ineide his shop and stitch away
at & boot, and even Maggie was gracious
for a time. £

By the time he reached the bridge on
this particular sfternoon, he had prefsy
good evidence of a ** sorew loose'’ in the
shape of Mr. Robaon, who stood there with
bare head and bloddshot eyes anathematiz-
ing the world ia general and Bohiehallion
in particular. = ST L

“ Bee, Mr. Monsell,” he oried, pointing to
the mountain, aoross which some ragged
brown clouds were scudding. * Bee! They
drive me here and she jibes me! Pawkie
and Hugh drive me here and she shakes
her dirty skirts as me!”

“ You've been drinking, man! Don’s be
swearing here 1"

‘“ Bwearing, Mr Moneell! Not at all,
sir.  Bardio satire, sir—'sure you ! nothing
else. Pawkie shall be shaterised ; Pawkie's
& lisr | Mendacem odi 1"

‘* You're drunk, Robson. Come home.,’

‘‘ Touble makes a man bacchanalian,” he
hiccoughed, with a ludiorons effors as
solemnity.

* Here is Maggie with your oap.
home and tell me your trouble.”

‘“Ay, ay,gir! Come to the eave of
Trophonius.”

He notioced the girl look ill, and that the
staing of reocent tears were on her face as
ehe put the cap on her father's head.

* See if you oan get him to bed and come
and talk to me,"” he said, when they reached
the cottage. And his presence having made
her father tractable, Maggie soon joined
himin the shed.

*‘ This is all wrong, Maggie,” he began,
‘*it has been wrong for monthe, and it is
getting woree and worse. I have come here
to-day on purpose to talk so you about it
and help you out of i.”

“I am about tired of i, Mr. Monsell ;
but there will be nobody that can help ns.”

‘ There is alwaya help if it is looked for®
Lay bold of this; don't forget it; now
then, tell me all about is.”

‘‘ Father is worse—that is all abous i,
sir. Hoe lifted his hand against me yester-
day for the first time. Ay! he struck me;
but d’ye think he would have done this of
hisselt ? Never! Polleken has been telling
hig lies, and he knows fine how to tell
them. He has been trying to set father
against me for many a day. Now he has
dore it !"

‘ You are afraid cf this man 2"

“He is no oanny!" she oried, ‘‘he
should no' be here! He is like a pest, he
poisons the place. He has set father
ngnlinn me, and he has set Hugh againet
mo "

*“Is it troe Hugh is angry because Mr.
Wynter is painting your picture

*“That is 80; and where's the harm ?
Mr. Wynter he laye great store by the
pioture. He has been kind to father and
I'll no thwart him. No! not though Hugh
and Pawkie abuse me sill they drop "

““They have nos done this?" Monsell
asked gravaly.

‘“They have done this! They have
oalled me names no' fis to be heard, and
that is why father struck me. The drink
was in him, and the words drove him mad.”

‘“ This pioture was a$ the bottom of i.”

‘* Never had father said one word againgt
i, Mr. Mongell, till Pawkie and Hugh
spoke tohim. Why, he would sis quiet
here while Mr. Wynter painted. Mr.
Wynter could keep him quiet. He oould
Ee>p him from the public-honse. He knew
bow to speak to him. Pawkieled him away
with Jieg," )

“ Les ua gottle this pioctare businesa
firs, Maggie. You say Mr. Wynter lays
great store by it, and your father did not
objeot.”

** That is so."”

‘ Quite enough ! I'll take it in hand,
I'll caution the cobbler and Hugh. Just
you keep your father from the tap #ill I
come o morrow. I'll speak to Mrs. Mao.
donald. I'll tell her $o give him no
whiskey. He must be made to pull up, even
ithehasto go to one of these hospital
places for a time."

¢ Mr. Caratairs says I ought to go.”

‘‘Nonsense! You oan't leave your father
here ; keep him from the wap, girl, keep
him from the tap. That is what has baen
doing the mischief.” And with this he
walked across o the cobbler’s.

Mr. Polleken quite expeoted him. He
had seen him go into the joiner’s shed,
guessed his errand, and waa quite ready
for him. Indeed, he flattered himgelf he
was always a matoh for old Monsell ; so
he received him cheerfally, wiped the spare
chair upon his apron, and stood respaot-
fully before him when he was seated. He
He at once oleverly took his one from the
old gentleman's opening inquiries. Yes, he
thought poor Robeson was getting worse
and worse,
often, 8o was Oaptain Oarstairs. It takes
a longish time to paint a pioture. Four
times last week and every day this! Oh,
it would be a braw, braw picture when is
was finished | That was a fact.

‘ It's a pity though, Mr. Monsall,” said
he, * that it has led 0 such a disturbanoe.
Hugh éakes it too muoch to heart!| He's
young, you see, sir, and he's pernickity."”

‘ He need not make a fool of himself,’
Monsell obgerved.

** That is sense, sir. It's a faot, that is
sense. But Hugh is never far off Maggie ;
and we know a March oook is aye the best
watchman,"”

¢ This must be put a stop #0!" said

onsell, rising.

Monsell - hurried back to Dalchoanie,
where he was lucky enough to oatoh Harry
in the smoking-room.

 You must give nE this pioture,” said
he, point blank ; * it has upses the whole
village.”

“ It would take a deal more than that $o
make me give it up,” said Harry.

*“ Of course it i all right ; but you must

Come

not stamp on people’s corns. Here is Hugh

Mr. Wynter was there gay |

ranging abous the place and threatening
noe."”

‘I know all about that.”

¢ Well, my dear boy, you must think of
other people as well as of yourselt.”

* Hugh is a8 mad as a March hare. I
had to tell him yesterday he was a black-
guard for abusin Maggie. He has taken
0 drink, too, lng if the drink had not been
in him then, I would have knooked him
down."”

‘* All bad —very bad.”

‘ Well, we shan's be troubled with him
any more. He has thrown up his work,
and is going off 4o his father's at Dunan "

‘* When is he going ?”

* To-morrow.”

* Then I will see him before he goss. I'll
make a point of it. And yon must give up
tha$ picture.”

‘ I have begun it, and I intend #o finish
it,"” said Harry quietly.

“ Eh ?)I

‘ You had better come up stairs,” said
Harry.

And, without another word, Mongell
trudged after him up to the sop of the
house, where the big attic had been con-
verted into a studio.

1% might have been the carpenter’s shop,
though. Fresh shavings were strewn abous
the floor, hammers, ochisels, planes and
other instraments of carpentry dotted the
walls; and there was Maggie— Maggie
everywhere. Studies of her face, her arms,
her neck. Ountline drawings of the whole
figure working at the bench. Bhe ocon-
fronted you everywhere. On the easel,
%00, was a * five-1ooter,”” which Harry un.
covered, and showed the muoch-talked.of
vioture nearly completed.

Harry never epoke. He placed a ohair
for the old gentleman aud simply pointed
to the canvas. There was a flash on his
face, bus whether of pride ¢r apology Mr.
Monsell could not make out.

* This is & big thing,” said the old man,
completely staggered. ki

‘ All for Fanny !” Harry replied in a
low tone. “ I have been wanting to tell
you about it for some time, but never got
the chance. Well to begin at the begin-
ning, the engagement was too hurried. I
goored by a fluke in that affair with Mrs.
Baldew. I knew at the time it wasn't
fair, but I could not give her up. I knew
she counld not love me as I love her, but I
oould not give her up. So I have juss been
working away $o see if this sort of thing
might make her believe me. I ocould
never have done it but for her. That is
the story, Uncle Pat. This pictare is to
make my name. Now you know why I
must finish it.” '

* Finish is ? Why, of course yon must
finish is,” said the old man enthusiasti-
cally. ¢ 1It's a big thing, I ssy—a big
thing.”

‘* But I must have the girl's face, and to
do that properly I must get Maggie here.
Ioan't take this five-footer o the shed—
and if I did, like as not Huogh would pat
his foot through it.”

‘ Hugh or no Hugh, this picture must be
completed properly. Nothing muat pre-
vent it.”

* Well, do you think you could persuade
Maggie to come and give me a sikting
here 2"

‘ Nodoubt I could. I am going to take
her drunken father in hand to-morrow,
after I have had it out with Hugh. I must
try and bring the fool o reason. But thig
pioture muss be finished."

** We will finish it between us.”

““ We will.” f

Uncle Pat's troubles were only begin.
ning, though.  Before he could get off o
the village next morning to begin his work,
he was pounced upon by Miss Dawleigh,
and when an elderly lady runs afser you
down the avenue, you may be pretty sure
she has someshing of moment $o disconrse
upon.

“I'm glad I oaught you,” ghe began, a
little ous of breath; ‘Fanny goes to the
Barracks to.day, and now the ioe is brogen
I do hope you will give the girl a free hand.
They have a liking for her, I know."

“I believe they have,” he replied rue.
fully.

‘ Well, take my advice—encourage it. 1t
will be & grand thing for both of us, I'll
walk a little way with you if you don'é go
%00 fast, for I must tell you what is on my
mind. I have set my heart on matters
being arranged between Dawleigh and
Joanna this very evening. He was to have
lef$ last week, but I persuaded him $o stay
over this dinner, and 1 shall go with him.
Fanny goes firss to the barracks, and may
be able to help us if she has a free hand.
But she has not. The girl is consumed with
suspense. Bhe oan's get over Mrs. Baldew’s
words. Is it not time to speak to her?
Now—before she starts?"
“I don's quite see——"'
“Wait & bit. I am not pry-
ng, but I am not going to beat
about the bush at such a oritioal time. I
wans you to think now what the girl may
have to suffer from your silence. I know
her now,and I warn you she won't submis
readily. If she is the daughser of these
unfortunase Pentlands, why on earth not
mako it olear and decided before she goos
to the Barracks ?”

‘“Ahem ! a—a enored promise "

“‘Bacred fiddlestick! I tell yon Dawleigh
will lose Joanna with all this nonsense.
Begides, no promise should prevent your
$aking the girl to your heart and telling her
the truth. It would be helping us all and
I have set my whole hears on having thia
business with Joanna sestled before I g0.
ow understand that clearly,” and the
little lady nodded with a somewhat menace.
ful emphasis. “I haveset my mind on this
being settled to-night."

‘‘Ah,” thought Mr. Monsgell, as ho walked
rapidly away, “if this estimable lady only
kn;w :ll that I know, she would ssy I wag
right.

Then he stopped suddenly. “Was he
right 2"

The question seemed to spell itself ont
on the road before him. Then he hated
himeelf for donbting himself. ¢ No,” he
answered, digging his stick a$ it; * the
$rust is a righteous one, and I will siand
by it in letter and in spirit. I'l put these
little matters right in the village, and get
back in time to give Fanny another hint
how to stop their tongues at the barracks.
I will get her away the moment thas visit
is over.”

He came upon Hugh as soon as he had
oroseed the bridge. There he was, stiok
in hand, ready for his start to Dunan,
standing amidet the boatmen round the
nﬁdoor of the * Macdonald Arms.”

arly as it was, there had been some

:“doch an dorras” businesa going on to

speed the parting friend, and Hugh wae
none the better for it. He swung off when
ll:l. saw Moneeil, and Monsell swung a ter

m.

‘“Are you going away in bad blood,
msn "

“ Rannoch will be a fine place for the
bad blood, Mr, Mongell.”

* Thatis as your temper makes it. What
d'ye mean by throwing up your work and
threatening Mr. Wynter like this ? Eh ?”

I waa meaning that,” said he, savagely,
stopping in his stride. “ Why should he be
00ming between me and Msggie beoause he
wass a gentleman? "

‘Lock hers, my man, I am not going to
talk to you while the drink is on you. I'm
ashamed of you.”

“Iam telling you, Mr. Monsell,” he
went on, reckless with drink, *ghe is

sirly glamoured with him. What woald
she be saving $o me—the day waee yester-
day? You'll be no fis to tie Mr. Wynter's
shoe. Those would be her very words—and
Rannoch will be no more, no more for
me. I will be away to my father's at
D;mnn. Let Mr. Wynter be looking to his
self.”

‘* Go to Danan, man, and in God’s name
get eome clean air blown into you. Then
come back and see me. I shall go to
Maggie now and tell her what I have told
you."

(To be continned.) N

AS TO BALDNKSS,

Is the Hair vutter Hesponsible ?—Bald
Women are Comparatively Unknown,
and They Never Have Their Hair Cut—
Food for Reflection,

i “"YOI‘d better have your hair trimmed,
pir,

Bo said the barber in the shop at Church
and Oortland streets.

‘“ Why "' he was asked.
only a week ago.”

‘ Yes, but I see it is very thin on top,"”
said the barber, “and I think thas it
should be cus very frequently in order to
save if."”

On the next afternqon the barber in the
Park avenue hotel was making his last ex-
oursion with a razor over the same man's
face, says the New York Sua. ‘¢ You are
getting bald,” said he. * Now, what a
gigantio mystery it is—this subjact of the
hair. Iam bald; you are gesting bald.
Neither of us would try to save a thousand
dollars if shat would have kept us a fall head
of hair, but neither money, nor skill nor
wiedom will save any man a single hair of
his head. © For my part, the only knowl-
edge I have, after being in the barber busi-
ness 20 years, is purely negative. I think
that if you don't have your hair ous it will
not fall out.”

‘ What ? Never have it out 2"’

“Btop a minute. Did you ever see s
baldheaded woman ? You never did

*“Ihad 1t cut

exists, but they are very rare. Now, why
are women practioally never bald, and why
are men growing bald in greater numbers
every year ? You naturally reply—or you
would if you had thought abous it as much

women wear. Their hats amouat to noth.
ing. The average bonnet does not weigh
there is more or less ventilation under and

heavy boxes that enclose and weigh down
and stifle the hair.”

‘““ I never thought of that.”

* Well, that amounts to nothing,” said
the barber. It sounds imporstant, bat
whatever we say in favor of women's hats
ig offset by thefact that they wear them
twice a8 many hours at a time as men
wear theire. Women often put a haton

dinner ; they wear their bonnets in churoh,
at the theatre, during their oalls, every-
where and all the time. The importans
diffsrence between the sexes is, after all,
that boys and men have sheir hair oug
and girls and women don’s. A little girl's
bair is nursed sfter she passes early
childhood. Some fathers who are obliged
$o keep their families in the hot oity
insist that their babies' hair shall be ous,
and the mothers yield in the cases of the
girls with great reluctance, and sfter the
little girla are four or five yeara old the
women fight to have their hair unons
thenceforward, and such i the rule with
mos$ girls. After thinking it all over for
20 yearsI am of the opinion that hair-
outting produces baldness.

‘ Bee,” continued the barber, * what
wonderful heads of hair the Indians have
How thick it is; how splendid are the
braids they wear down their backs. I is
80 with all savagea—all have plenty of
bair and none ever out it. The white
men who live in wild countries or on cur
border exemplify the same thing. They
wear their hair down on their shoulders
and it is thick and luxuriant; bat it has
not been cut in all the time they have lived
the life of the rude people around them.
My oalm decision is thas if you want to
essablish baldnees you must keep the sois-
gors away from your head. No medoiine
will remedy baldness.
that will do o is
fortune, and men have been experimenting
for more than a eentury without finding a
remedy."

With health and beauty laden,
A rich and priceless thing,

To woman, pale and wasted,
My precious gift I bring.

Buch the objeot and such the mission of
woman's valaed friend, Dr. Pierce's Favor-
ite Presoription. Don’s let unreasonabls
prejudice prevent you from shsring the
health and beauty proftered, in good faith,
by this most excellent Remedy ! None of
$he almost countless weaknessesand diseages
fnoulin $0 women, bus that readily yield to

t8  magioal powers ! Manufackared,

recommended, sold through druggists, and
guaranteed by the World’s Dispensary Med -
loal Association, Buffalo, N.Y., to give
satistaction in every oase, or money paid
for it cheerfully refunded.

Useful for Hosekeepers,

Two gillg, one cuptul.

Two cuptuls, one pint.

Two wineglagsfals, one gill.

Four tablespoontuls, one wineglass.

Two saltspoonfuls, one eoffeespoonfal.

Three teaspoonfuls, one tablespoonfal.

Two pepperspoonfuls make one eals-
spoonful.

‘ Whas is the meanest thing ous? " De

Nood was asked. ** A pretty girl in the
rini:. with gum boots on,” he replied with a
8ig

two ounces. Their hats are open, and |

through them, whereas men’s hats are 8t. Th

To fiad » physio |9
the sureat road to a gians | go;

HOME, SWEET HOME.

John Howard Payne Once Sang it Under
Adverse Oircumstances,

When the Cherokee Indians were re-
moved from their homes in Georgia to their
possessions west of the Mississi pi River,
Jobn Howard Payne, author of * Home,
Bweet Home,"” waa spending a few weeks
with hie lite-long friena, John Ross, chief
of the Cherokees. Beveral prominent
Cherokees were in prigon, and that portion
of Georgia in which the tribe was looated
was ecoured by armed squads of the
Georgia militia.

While Ross and Payne were seated before
the fire in thelistle hus to which they had
fled after the chief had been foroibly ejected
from his house, the door was suddenly
burst open and eight militiamen entered.

Ross and Payne were arrested and saken
away on horseback. Rain was falling, and
the journey Iasted all night. Toward mid-
nighs Payne's esoort, to keep himself
awake, began to sing ** Home, Bweet Home.”

‘ Little did I ever expect to hear that
song under such circumstances,” Payne
remarked, gloomily.

**I reckon nos,"” eaid his escort, ** but it's
a good song to make a feller think of she
home he's left behind him.”

“ Yes,” said Payne. * Do you know who
wrote that song ?"’

“No; do you ?” the soldier answered.

“Yes,” said Payne, * I wrote 1t."”

“A Jot you did!"” returned the soldier
saroastieally. * You can tell that to some
fellers, but not to me. Look here, if you
made that song—and I don’t know you
didn't—you can say every word of it. Now
stars in and reel it off, or I'll bounce you
from your horse and lead you instead of
him,"

Payne answered the threas by repeating

the words of sthe song in a slow, eubdaed
tone, and then sung it, making the old
woods ring with the melody and the pathos
of the worde.
Ai 513 (a8in691 4isd away, the asldier
eaid kindly, “If ye didn't write it, ye oan
sing it ; and gracious I believe you did
write is 1"

He added that $he man who could write
such & sorg, and sing it as Payne had done,
shouldn't go to prieon if he could help 1.

When the parsy reached Milledgeville,
the priscners, much so their surprise, were
discharged, after & brief preliminary ex-
amination; and Rosselwsys insisted that
tbey had been saved from ipsalt and im-
prisonment by the power of *Home, Sweeé
Home,"” a8 sung by Paine on that midnigh#
journey.—Youth's Companion.

Spring Assizes, 1891,

Well, such a thing as a baldheaded woman W

83 I—that the resson lies in the hats Pi

in the morning and don'é remove it till Perth.

Brampton.

Bt. Catharin

Orangevillesws......
Chancery Spring Gircuits, 1891,

9th Mareh

Bimooe.
23rd Morch

Monday. ......
.Wednesday .
Friday,
Tk v

Bt. Catharines..
Brantford
Guelph

Owen Bound.

J.
e Wednesday..
.Wed_:_.\eadsy..

Woodstock
Barrie

Lindsay .
Peterboro'

1 May
..21st May
1st June

Letting a Man Alone.

That a husband is at times silent and pre-
oocapied does not argue shat he is indif-
ferent to his wife, writes Mrs. Phineas T.
Barnum in the Ladies' Home Journal; he
may be dopressed, and yet nos foel shat
marriage, for him, is a failure ; he may be
captious and frerful, yet feel no irritation
againet his wife. I am nos absolving men
from the obligation to be agreeable to
their woman.kind, nor extenuating their
frequent infractions of the code of marsial
amenities; Iam only assaring you, for
your own good, that these things are often
the outward and visible eign of an inward
and spiritual disaccordance which you have
nok caused, and about which you would be
unwise $o grieve. Learn %o wait, and by-
and-by you will find that business went
wrong that day ;or he gatin a draft, and
all his bones ached with an incipient cold ;
or he had eaten an indigestible meal (not
at home, of course), and was depressed he
knew not why. Wait! wait! and when you
bave found ont what the matter was, yoa
will be thankfal you did not weary him
with foolish questions.

A Perverse Woman,
“ What ! You loved another! Bus you
eaid you'd marry me if your father dis.
owned you ! "

“ I know. But he didn’s disown me, you
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