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BRI

Ll gdn%t to.drive. Will you

 hifiiess the pony phiéton Mmlha wished |
to drive out. alowe, Lie said: -

“Mother, I have wished ‘far sdma. time to

< to you, and if you ean spare a few mo-

ments I will sny what I wish now. You ars

.uﬂtn

pere.

te Houso and ask M.
nnsdlml’brma to dddress his daughter)

Id. not courage.
before to speals’ of it, bub I fecl asjif ||
liold Jittlo charm-for me if I canuot-

y win Miss Forney for my wife,”

Julin sat asif petrified. She bad known
before that Picrre admired Suzaume, though
for awhile she forgot, bus now, while her fa-

. o' vorite son's fate hung l.n the bals.nce, ahe

malo you 50 u1 ; :
mbhh:on;ldemﬁmmlmohhg&iw
a’uwmbwmm Lo stepped in

Listen. Imm Imn‘ any condition yon
think n owev;t bard it my be i

.“ e el -
¥ EAPTEB XHL
" said Bwnn:j. in a !eeble
hnmnlousvvia *you have frizh!
- M R bk e
right to know. I love you. have loved
tmq-thaﬁm& Lam not
©, you
% ma":’ﬁtmamp
wm; ‘a protound gravity, and
mission was guentoﬁaymondm do as he
. Jittle Lands.

Rnunoud. we mwmmhotherm

more.”’
‘!wrh-aommtonr mmonﬂ.»:
. other |

Alas! wo must. see each
m‘."’fm“'m,muw cease. t0

“1 do nok undersnnd"—*-
“You will' never understand. - flow gladly

biok

I would have spared you this, !trled. H

mond, even though it seemed my awn

would k. ldidxmtww)‘mhohvome.
nor to m,w , knew' wha$ she end
st be.

“But what obstactet”

“L canaok tell you.”

I3 it _fortune? Ix know I.am poor, bus
we aro young, and I feel sure that Isbal
csed in my "profession. Indeed, Tam- 3&”’
well nosy' for a young man.” .

that. Thisis an insurmnhble
obstaclé” and one not Jof my creation nor
yours. Wo must bear it as best we may, hay-'
ing for our only consolation our mutual love.
And,lhymnd,hhlnkibbmnutwepu*
now, and forever.”

“Is not this somethhg which you have
-Is it your

with all blime :goﬂsm of alover who
act $o entitle him to

everythmg o ”‘L,

all higfallies. o0

“That is what I feared, vbut I wished to
avoid, for it is a groas misfert .mo. ano.mco
me, renounce ull )

“Is there anything agumt my family?
What is it?"

“Hush, Raymond. I should bo proud to
‘ear your name, but it is. utterly impossible.
1 shall never marry, neither you nor another.
This obstacle has existed alwaysand. will as.
long as I live,”

Tho two young lovers talkéd yet ulong
time, but always with the same conclusion,
and Raymond was obliged to accede to the
firm resolution of Suzanna.

When he walked home, his head bowed
upon his breast and his heart in a mingled tu-
mult of joy and despair, his mother watched
him attentively, and at last decided that she
would goalone and ask of M. Forney that
he consent; to receive Raymond as a suitor for
the hand of Suzanne,

She loved Raymond so tenderly that she
could not bear toosee his visible suffering.
When shio asked Pierre the following day to

“But ‘w%:o. I lm'e\ you!” continued he,

a.ml to excuse him for

| very hps and turning away.

v-pm
- At the first

,4
ETEs

hﬁ‘ﬁ!l*

not think of Lis

o ey otons 002

Raymond loved woro. profoundly and would

. | suffer more; therefore, | dn took Raymond's
> | part in her mmd. g

“Lwillde 1, my son,” said
“but be-prepared M ‘disappointment, =

have sou;ojw to thmk Snmnnc‘s beart is

have- mb 6-
blessing,” szid Pierre growing whito to ihe
Little did bLe
imagine that Raymond loved her.

& Snmnua
atmet mxowmwwmua

pmmonition of shat was: coming.
asked only to ‘gce M. Torrey, amd Rnger
wmtdowntotlwmcnpﬁmrwminobedzmo
to-her ' - His ik g
unplemntann@opsw h e always felt in
her presence, but he had schooled himself
to bear it in the pursuit of hispurposo.

-1 have not come to malke asimplo -visit,”

. | sajd she, “but to'ask a gre 't favor of you,cue
aomtth‘tmhﬂhﬂsm%mluk.‘

. “Speal, mdam said Roger..
“My son Raymond. lovnl your dwwhta

£ vithnnhu and L/ eomofrommm
sk 5333 posing bis ad-

dmss ﬁﬂe Forney, if you have made uo
ious nﬂ-hngemenu with another.
words Roger rose, pale nml
bredthless. © At last hegaid | hmﬁr
#Impossible! . Impossiblet” -, - -
“5ir,” eontinued Julia, “hch poor, bnt he

> | hastalent &nd honor. Fis father twas one of

the best lawyers in France, and Raymotud in-
berits his ability. You must havo heard of
hisfather, M. Forney. His name was Lucien
De Noirville,” . .

“I think Ibave heard hianamo," said Roger

“ painfully, “There was something, 1 thiuL, in

about—some terrible~some poig-

“You bave heard thntthenr" said Julia in a
wvoice.

of robbery, I think. followed by - assassi-
_pation—a friend" and brotker in arms, whom
ho believed innocent#”

“He was innocent, that friend, ﬂo was,
| indeed 1”
~ “What becamo of this man? He was con-

| demied, was he not?”

“Yes, but most unjustly; and he was Eilled

a yelr orso a(terwlwd whlh trymg to umpe
from tho gafleys.”

Her bead drooped, nnd -she would have
fallen to the floor without bis aid.

“I is nothing; a slight giddines. ' There
are some- recollections that' are very painful’
inevery life,” said she. There was a dlnnoe

~of.sonie n'ben s
= #go'you. wil mwnl me
of my sonf”

ew ‘dll with .its’ fragic
&my m whether ho would |
not be in' some: sort ! npn.Mng hig ‘wrung
toward Lucien if he gave his enly child to |;
Lucien’s sou.: Stringe fatality that bidught |
Julia to his feot to'supplicate t-he’lmbp

in honor bound to give Lis sole treasure into |

his own grief, to restore a littlo brlghhlcss in
tho home Lo had Ieft desolate? Lle decided
and his nervous march ceased, and he stood
before Julia with Lis face set aud white, as

must have beeu those of the saints and

ﬂtnhoseut‘ mnnb to bring Suzanne to
L

“Suznn.ne mxd ho, “can you divme the

reaso orwxuchlhnve yout” .. .

“Tam suro I caimot,” a.nwemd she, trying

“| to smile unconternedly.

“Consult your heart, mny child. Is there
anything you desire®”
. “Nothing, father, but your love.”

She knew now, und felt that the battle she
.had fondly .ended had but. hegun.

“| And then nﬂeminueﬂ.

.**I do not.quite seize your, meaning; but. I
¥0 110 secros £rom you,a
t you cannot givo we.”
1 "Bumnaq,MmDoNoinﬁlnhumm'sbeu
 today to ask my consent to, your marriage

“} with her sen Raymond. I have told her that

ibﬂwuubalormhm Whatdoyn
answer®. 0

“I have hold you otﬁen.fut.her that I do
not wish to thaity. I bave not changed my
mind.”

“Ishqllnoll.lwnycbewiﬁ: you, my child.
I may die, and yonwiubeleftnlonewiﬂxout
pmuet.ipnortnenﬂ-.

Wam you, t;nther I never, \rhh w

“Teu me, my dearchﬂd do you love any.
one else? Be ‘perfectly frank “with mo. If
 there is another whom you love in.your bheart,
" tell your father, my dear.”

“Oh, father, that is most unkind] I never

PO K

g;%d any.ops.as wellas 1do you, end I-never |

Pleaso e more about it, for ¥ shall |

never change.”
There was such an accent of determination
in this that Roger’s  thoughts flow back

maintained in the face of everything that she
“knew nothing; saw nothing,’and: be gave
up the attempt to alter her decision.  °
“This is strange,” said her father.
Mmo. de Noirville, desperate, thoughs of
Raymond. *“Is this your last word? Have

“I am truly sorry,” said Suzanne, “but I
cannot dmnn'o my rcsohmon. which has been
taken long since.”

Julin fturned home with her heart in a

tumult. She had fatledi < Pierro took her
melancholy air as the death blow o hu hopces,
and only eslied hoarsely: ™~

“{Vell?

“She loves another.”

No one saw him again that night. Ray-
mond did not know what had takm phee
for several days after,

After Julia had ngogsr thought to
himself: “Who can tell what isin a young
girl’s heart?” and he was vaguely uneasy for

two reasons. ‘One was he feared she bad
loved some one in America, and hiding that
love in her heart was bouml to stuffer iu si-
lence all her life, for he knew the quiet per-
sistency of ber character; and the other
thought was that she might not have forgot-

all.doors to happiness were closed to her for-
ever.' But how to discover? How dared he
break tho silence?

$Still he could question her more fully, more
tenderly and alone, Perbapsshe would tell
bim, but no, the answer was dwnya the.
same. She loved no oueso wall asbe, and
she was determined to never marry.

m:
e you could not- have known anything
0‘ heaxt, as L.could.

licart: beat - high with |:

unstrained
"“Did hio not'die in the midst of an address ||
| to tlie jury, in the interest of a friend accused |

Hemmienonnswer Hewaslmmnviuro- i

Ler vest loved son at his hands. ‘'Was ‘he not f
the Leeping of another’s hands, smothering |

martyrs. :
“Tt ghiall be. as my daughter desires.”. And |i

d I wangnothing |’

instantly to tho time when this child bad |/

you 1o pityeven for- him, for. bis mether, |,
| Whose happinoss is bound up ih his?® ; i

ten that awful time, and that she felt that |

“#&lmost out of wm: ber, hedt last
‘said, Lrusquely:.® . secret.  We
will speak no moreo! ni 5 but 1 may
say.that you bave bitterly dmnppomted me;”,
and ho left her with ber eyes {ull of ‘tears and
&Mmbcbed hands which he nﬂecped not. to

1 Tho livesof dlintbovwo fnmiﬂacoﬂﬂn-

‘ued. the m for ltew days without new |

‘ineident, dmz;mr avoided each
iother as mnqhuikm possible, and_ when
‘threy were there ‘was no allusion’
neade to the demand of ‘Mme. de Noirville,
though their thoughts ran. often upon the
subject, -

Mme. de Noirville had finally told Ray-
mond of‘the step she had taken, and at first
‘he was iuclined to reproach her for herun-|
{fortunate’ errand, undertaken without Lis
‘knowledge. The answers of Suzanne to ber
father's qnestlonsn-omea in him the demon
‘of jealousy, ‘and at last hé could bear 10.
‘more, - “I niust know, I must know,” he cried
‘and rushed. off thro?hehe woods and iuto |
|'tho park, in the blind hove of finding ter who'|
filled 1is thoughts. Nowhere in tho park
could he find bumme, and half himself he

‘approached the Louse, feeliug. that alone and |

isingle handed he could storm’ a fortress for
ithe sake of seeing her. Drawn by invisible
‘attraction, he went to the large green house

‘where Suzanne was walking listlessly among | shef”

the plants.  Ho veached. ber side and held
‘out his hands in silence. She saw that his'
face was drawn and_baggard with suffering,
and her wholo beart evied out (or bun, wd
sho gave himyher hand.

“Suzanre! Suzaunne! I havo bad. horrible
thonzhts. ‘T could bear them no Ionger. What
is 1his obstacle between us?’ T have a right to'
Lknow. Your silence le. ves nie in ihe bLlack
‘shudow of doult; and forgive wme, Suzanue,
T thinlk such dreadful things—such thiugs as

you camiot imagine. They are worse to bear |

‘than ‘the ‘truth would be, 1o ‘matter what it
is. ' I pray yon,Suwme,nn my knees, tell
me what it is that stands betiveen/ us,
aud I will bear it bravely if it must be borne;

‘but, ol tell me. Save my mind'frour such X

‘agonizing: torturo as your silence imposes
upon we with its unworthy doubts.” £
“Raymond,” said Suzaune at last, wiping ||
away, with her own handkerchicf tlre bedds
of sweat that stood out on his forehead as ho
knelt beforo 'ber—“Raymond, you suffer
much, and I pity you with allny beart.
will tell you, You Lave the right to ask mo

to lay bare my secret, though it' is not iu :

'reality miue, but nnother’s.”

“Then husli, Suzanie, Forgive me. I po
longer wish to know.”

«Tt is too late,” said she. “In spite of your
‘cruel doubts which dishonor me, 1 pardon’
you; but youmust hear my father's secret.’
‘But fist you must swear secrecy the most:
\absolute.”

«I promise you, Suzanne, on my houor.”

Suzanne closed lier eyes as she leaned
against the wall.

“Raymond,” said she, “I cannot be your,
wife, because the name [ bear is no¢ mine,
‘nor that of niy fatber, for I am the daug' ter

of a mun i hiding from justice; becnuse he |
‘committed & great crime, ot one of those |
‘erimes which vengeauce explaius and extenu- |
‘ates, but an odnoun,t ightful eriwne, which |

‘dishonors a whole familx forever. lty father:
'Killed n ma for snoney ™

Raymond: counld not speak.- She continued: |

“You kunow of this crime, Raymond,
ithough you were young then, and your
fatler, the friend of my fatber, died in his
de(ense.

“Roger Iaroqme 1" whispered Raymond.

“Alas yes.

“You are his daughter. You, then, aré
that little girl who bore bersel? soimblv,
{bravoly®

“Alas, yes. My father mcaped and: lived.
‘all theso years in America. He thinksIdo
‘not remember, and ho wished to return to,
' Frenco at the 1isk of beitig taken.”

“Yhat is bis object#” :

“That he cannos tell me, as he thinks I have
forgotten. Asif 1 could ever forget.”

“Dut my father said-that Roger Laroque
wasinnocent! ITo knew him well, and friends
Jiko him donot mistale. 1 belkvo my father,
wad 1izht, aud that your fatber was uijustly
condemned. Thefe was' & mystery that wa§
never cleared up. Suzanne, do you know_
that?®

“Alast Raymond, you are good to wish to
{defend ny father, but for me there cxists no
mystery. The judges were right in
questioning. I kuew all
wyself saw all. My father was the .-anin.

CIIAPTER XIV.

These two poor children stood side by side
in the greenhouse, dumb with sorrow, almost
incapable of thought, as though their bearts
wero scorched by lizhtning, © For
Suzanno to be obliged to tell this fearful tale,.
‘which she bad buried. s0 deep in ber young
heart that her father had not discovered it in
ten long years, was almost like living it over
‘ggain in reality. - She bad said. truly she
‘was deomed to a lonely, loveless life.. And:
ishe loved Raymond with a deep and abiding:
! passion, buta hopeless one.

Rayimond had thought nothing could ang-
‘ment his love for Buzanm befom but now
this rovelation showed him her mioblo charac-
ter, and his love centupled, mingled with’ a
'vespect so profound that it bordered upon
veneration, and ‘a deép compassion filled Lis
soul for the sufferings this young girl lmd

80 wortliily borno.
© “Now,”:said lbe.“you know: all. Ief.m
say oue last adicu”’ -

“Adien? No! A thonsand times no. My
‘life belonugs to you now, moro than ever. L
shall ]ivo to suffer with and for you.” !

“Qh, Raymond, we must say goodby; I

row.”

But he answered: “I preter to love you and
shall always dd so,”

Then they said goodby, sadly and sorrow-
fully, out more than a bhand clasp and a
lingeving look. -

Ho yushed out into the forest, where he
wandered about, not knowing or caring
where, anil not returning to his home until
late at night.

Suznur.e sat weeping for a while, and then
gathered up Ler strengthfo try and reach
lier own ‘yoom. As she passed a large plant
which stoaih between her and the door lead-

ing to the house she found her father Iying |

unconscious on the floor, not ten foet from
whero sho bad stood with Raymond, and he
bad Leard alll

Sho throw herzolf on her knees beside him
end kissed him wildly: She called for assistance
whilo fecling his chest to discover if his heart
beat. - It did, but feebly, and sbe called Lim
by endearing names, Bhe opened a window
to give bim air, Servants came and they did
everything they could to restore .bii, but it
was one long hour beforo he revived.

Ilemombmnce came to bim with conscious-
ness, and he heaved a deep sigh, and reclosed
his oyes and lay for a time in silence gather-
ing bhis faculties, Finally be signed to the
servants to leave him, and when they were
gone he said with effort: “So, then, unhappy
child, you have not forgotten?”

Buzanne knelt beside him and. hid her face
on his breast, wecping bitterly.
" “Do not cry. - 1t is not your fault, my poor
lamib, “We cammot command our memory.
But you bave given mo great pain, I never
suflered so acutely since the day I saw your
motber and you accuse me, by your silenee,
betore the julgze. What shall [ do to prove

»

1.| father was indeed an iunocent man, victim of

; ,.uxm her latest tinds to admiring Arch-
B0 bishops and Bishops at the Mansion

| Midas.
. ‘%:emus fur mining. The members of Bal-

their | Epu
My ‘motlier Md w : The Grave ot Camille.

poor | neglected. - This tomb, which was covel-

prefer to feel myself 2lone to suffer and to re- |
‘member.  Leave me to my solitude and sor-

‘toyout? - Fur “my child, Immﬂﬁm
crime. I am_ innocent, anne 5 ﬁo you
hear méf” ' © ; % ehe
““QOhyj father, &smlthm;m: s :crpt
it and be tozewer m and L”
| “No, the question is 1o ’&
us and you must’ knoﬁh!l. 1 was“afid am
still & victim.”
* “But mother ahd 1 saw you
“Snw me, oh, child! mwmokm that poor
mmf'

‘es: wo were on the baloony. We saw
you come up the street, hiding ‘under the
shade of the trees. We called you, ‘but you
did not answer. Then you went into the
bouse.. Thers was a' man there coun Mg
 money, then'a ho(rlble itrugg!e, then a p
shot, and datkness.”

'l'ho youug girl ‘placed her bmthl»tore hqr

“And you hotb knew me?” -

“] assurc you wo did. That is why my
. mother made me promise silence, for what
we must have said would havebomsodmd
tu] »

“But you were s0 young, yon might have
' been mistaken.”

4] was youug at night, father, bnt I have,
been old ever since. If I have appeared gay
! it wes to reuder you happy.
she conld ‘not have besn

Y

“&es, my chlld 1 did not commit that
erime, and only cne person believed in my ;
initocence—Lucien De Noirville, He' dxvined
“the truth; and his'death was caused by it. |
Listen, Cuzayme.. The time has come when

must tell you all, and though I am ashamed
¥ through all nyy nature to bave. to tell ‘you

other. punishuient added to these I. have
already borng. . Do you remember all the in-
‘ cidents rehtmg to that tvial?” ~

“Alas, father™ .

' “That which condemned me more than all
' was that the nioncy I bad paid the dead man
wasfound in wy possession, and I will tell
you about that.”

And then Roger began at the be-'inning
and told the whqle story uiitil theend, though

--hvtoldhernbeutuwwomnwhohml

- brought the moncy, bhe blushed pamlnlly yith
‘shame. .

“‘Bhe blushed, too, but believed every word
“of that unhappy story, and ' fele that her

' some foul plot. 1
“QOb, father, pardon me,” sbe cried, as she
Lnelt beside hiny and she covered his hands
“with penitential kisses and tears.
' “] forgive you freely, my child. YOu con!d
not lmve kuown.”
" “But, father, some one was guilty—some
omwholooked like you, was dressed like you,
| whom and I mother saw. Who can he be?”, | di
“That is whero the mystery begins, my dear.

‘“#There is u guilty one, and my presence in

France is for the sole purpose of discovering
| him. I fcel that I shall notdie until T have
“discovered the murderer of Larouette. I live
“in the hopoe of having my 'sentence reversed
by law and my sood name restored.”

Lo be Clmtinued J

__-———.———.-‘.4

An Australian Mining Queen,
e {London World.) ;

- The sensation of the hour in the city is
the doings and sayings of the Lad{
the Nugget, Miss Alice Cornwell,- Ina
few weeks she has achieved wonders.
| She has softened the hLeart of the Secre-
 tary of the Stock Exchange. She has

I -

|:House. She has convinced' Dr. ‘Bryaut
"that gold-searching is: more profitable
'| tbun watch making, She has held her|
lown with speculators and financiers, and |
ishe has successfully floated a company
which rejoices in the familiar name of
iss Cornwell /ig generally’ sup-
_posed in Victoria to have a heaven-born

rat have given her the name of Lpcky
Foot and unanimously named her’ their
representative in England. In Australia
-she has genefally contrived to find  ore
| where everybody else failed. InLondon
ithe charming and astute lady-miner bids
fair to attract a’large share of interest
 hitherto bestowed on lady doctors, lady
- astronomers and lady bonnetmakers. ©

{Pariz Letter.]

' ceased, one, too, whose life was neither
honorable nor heroié, was beautifully
adorned, while the restirig-place of many
8 hard-workmg wife and mother was

‘ed with white camellmﬂ was that of
| Marguerite Duplessis, the original Mar-
uerite Gautier of “La Dame anx Camel-
Ehs,” the Cgmille of the Amerian version
lof the drama.. It is now nearly forty
tyears since that feverish, unquiet nature
‘found rest and calm beneath the sod, yet|:
every year some unknown hand showers
| her fav orite flowers, now linked forever
' with her name, upon theclay that covers
| her. Many a woman as fair as she and
a8 virtious ‘4s she was frail has passed

gotten, but the magic wand of Genius has |
touched her and has given her a claim|
to undying remembrance. As long as
 “La Traviata” and the myriad versions
'of “La Dame aux Camellius” keep their
hold upon the stage Marguerite Duplesius
will never be forgotten.

e

A Matter of Economy.

As a matter of economy B. B. B. ig the
cheapest medicine in use for it takes less
‘to cure chronic diseases of the stomach,
liver, kidneys and blood, than of any
other known remedy. B. B. B. is only
One Dollar a bottle.

S

A Postmaster's Opinion.

I have great pleasure in certifying to
the nsefulness of “Hagyard’s Yellow Oil,”
writes D. Kavanagh, postmaster, of Um-
fraville, Unt., “having used it for soreness
of the - thi roat burns, colds, etc.,
nothm r equal to xt.”

A Llnlm Verified.

- B..B. B. claims to cure all curable dis-
teases of the stomach, bowels liver, kid-
neys and blood. I‘hz\t it .Ld.nall;y per-
forms all it claims, is proven by testa-
monials from parties which none can
dispute, Send for testamonials of re-
markable cures.

A Hint to ll;uekeopen.

"' Mrs. Robert Williams, of Glenila, Par-
rv Sound, Ont., says, “I could not keep
house without Hagyard’s Yellow Oil at
hand, I have used it in my family for
crou ﬁ», sore throat, and a cut foot and can
highly recommend it to everybody.”

Nil Disperandnm,

“Never despair,” is a good motto for all.
If afflicted with any lingering discase, re-
member “while there is life there is
ligpe.” Never despair of relief until you

.physician to .a reporﬁer

ut, mother; |
too, could | the taxpayer?”.

this, it ‘must be ‘told, and ¢ will be an- .

. The grave of a woman. long since de-|

‘from ‘earth since then'and has been for-|

I find}

have tried Burdock Blood Bitters. It
-ures diseases of the stomach, liver and
b ood when all other medicines fail,

SOCIETY’S 'DEBT TO 'PAUPERS."

A Physician Takes an Unexpected Attitade |

. on the Question of Pnbuc chaﬂﬂﬂ-
“The pauper; has always had a hard
time in this world,” sai sNewYork
‘“Men whose
hearts have been crowded aside by
plethoric pocketbooks,”” he added,
him their pennies in the same spirit tha.t
characterizes ’their dealings with untqr—

tunate relutives. ' Yet the pauper h
come an indispensable element m tho

march of civilization and seience. -
‘‘Before the Christian era and for many
centuries after he was crowded out of life,

' like Lazarus in the parable, dying on the
/| doorstep of Dives’ palace, covered with
-sores ‘and in al

b pects lmitggle old
me. tramp. In Phis. enli ned . age,
however, 153 has no onebut himself to
blame if such a misfortune overtakes
him. Society needs him and is willing to
build and maintain extensive public insti-
tutions, where he may eat, sleep, be
¢lothed and die at an annunl expense in
this city, for example, of less than $100
ta, including o pine cofiin and a

grave anttet's feld.”
““But is not the panper a grent drain on

. “Hardly. ’Dlw obligatlom of society to
the pauper, and the pauper’s obligations
to society, when weigheil in the scules of
primitive justice’ almost balance ‘each
other. If anything different ean be found,
the pauper has the worst of it. Unlike his
brother, the eriminal, whom the public is

‘ obliged to maintain, he has not become a

burden on society through laziness or évil | .

inclinations. = Dicease, old age,
are his irrem
compelled to accept charity; yet in the
public estimation this fact overweighs all
former services he may have rendered his
fellow men in the discharge of his dutics
a8 a citizen, and society holds him body, |

- accidents

,and soul uantil hil obligatlona are ful-

filled.”

“In what manner can he poadhly caneel |

his obligations?”’

“In many ways. When disease over-
/ takes him he becomes the object of medi-
cal experimerts. Professorsand students
gather around his bedside and seek for
‘some new light which may guide them in

j their practice smong the independent.
classes, and . surgeons undertake in. his
case operat!ons they. would never dream |-

~of attempting if the life of & pay-
" ing patient were at stake. Thousands
upon thousands die each year, giving up |
their lives in the interests of science; and |
the ' wealthy  taxpayer derives - 1n
‘end this benefit, that when
disease strikes him down,

many cases is effected by & new’ met‘hod
of treavment, perfected by  experiments
which cost the lives of perhaps a. hu.ndred; ]

-paupers. Glanee at the medical

in different diseases.

experiments read somethin, oos way:

Total number of cases, 1 dled, 70; im-
proved, 23; cured, 7. Then follow thede- |

ductions as to the best treatment ot ‘the

malady under consideration. -

-work, and pauper
most every insmnoe the basls ot the calcn—
Iations

" #Agide from this how many obugatim

does one pauper cancel in sacrificing his |
body upon the dissecting table? How.many |

physicians of reputation. are iadé

him for their knowlédge of anatomy and'

the funetions of the various organs in the

human body? What an important part |
he plays in the oducation and tmining of

‘proféssional nurses? “Thus ' He ''repays

. doubly whatever obligations he may owe:

'to his fellow men. - Asa final considera-

'tion howr could the commissioners of C.
.and C. manage 'to spend’ $1,
annum of the taxpayers’ money if it were |

not for the paupers?’—New. York Mail

. Express.

Hideousness of Mourning Raiment.
‘When a death eecurs in the family the
dressmaker is instantl oned and
everything that lmmmi ih nuity can de-
vise in the way of bideous and mournful
raiment is instantly ordered and worn lu-

_definitely. = In Iurope the custom . is(

ferent. and much more sensible.

' months is considered a sufficiently long'

period for-anybody to wear deepmonm
ing, and deep mourning

abroad m
simply anything black. A widow in the :

first days of her griet will wear a costumo
of glistening black gilk covered with bril-
liant cut jet., -Anc my. wbxshoaud -ghe
not? How much Qofe

ble, not to gay sensible, is ago
/instead of the dense’ som

‘ning to 'show more conimon sense than
heretotamubonwhelengthdtﬁmmm-‘

should be:worn, butthere isstill much |

ing

to be desired in the character of the dress
itself, These inky. phantoms that pamda

our streets are neither ¢cheerful n

or edify-
lngspechclea—*@amhm’a‘st Xork |

Llncoln'u Idea of Hamlet.

It is related that Abraham Lincoln once |

\said to Hackett, the actor: ‘‘Why do you. |

‘actors always play Hamlet asan frresolute,
;vn.cillnting, vegue, middle aged sort
‘‘Because he was,’ said: Hackett, |,
‘with' an air of cerminty
‘mot,” said Lincoln; ‘‘he was young, im-

m’"
*‘But he was
petuons, full of action, prompt. - Feis al-
ways doing something.- The pla
of it, and he ought to be played as a young
man.” Walt Whitman thus cxpressed
his opinion: ‘‘Is not that the mystery,

the wonder, the fun 'of it, as the slang |
word wonld have it, that 'Hamlet cam-'
' bines both those phnses, the uncontrolla-
ble impulse, aggressive temperament, and |

at the same time the meditative, philo-
sophic, ahxious, hesitating man? Is not |
this the interest of the character which

has caused it to be overlaid with great ac- |

cumulations, which have hidden the poet’s

 real ‘purpose—if he had one. ”-—-Brooklyn i

Eagle.

A Curious Nurse.

In India, where the clephant, is treatedv

by his mahout almost as ong of the family, |

the grateful animal makes a return for |

the kindness shown ‘it by voluntarily |
taking care of the baby. It will patiently
permitt itself to be manled by its little

charge and will show great solicitude |

when the child cries. Sometimes the ele-
phant will become so attached to its baby
friend as to insist upon its constant pres-
ence.” Such a case is known where the
elephant went so far as to refuse to eat
except in the presence of its little friend.
Its attachment was so genuine that the
child’s parents would not hesitate to leave
the baby in the elephant’s care, knowing
that it could have no more faithful nurse.
And the kindly monster never belied the
trust reposed in it.—St. Nicholas.
———————————————

French Drums and Trumpets.
There has been invented for the use of
the trumpeters in the French army an in-
strument which at will can be turned so
&s to throw the sounds backward. A new
pattern of drum, smaller and lighter than
before, has also been prescribed for nse’in

l the army.—Boston Transcript.

ble mﬂtortunes. ‘He is |

experts |
eresnhsottw:"

i com- |
 pilations may be found in any medical,
cases have been in al- |

500,000 per |

ns{::nitaﬁ

| own ndourning costumes | thnmmouh.»
to afflict every .ome  with, chronic blue.
devils?, In this country people are begin- |

sort of a'|

is full |
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