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and true you were—how 
deceived. ”

DA CHALONER’S HEART
-OR-

CHAPTER XL!V• —Continued.
“ Can you give me his address ? ” she ask­

ed, striving to speak calmly. “ He left 
Beecbc iffc suddenly during my absence, and 
I fear that I have unintentionally offended 
him.”

•w “ Certainly I can,” said Mr. Dudley, with 
a promptitude of speech that was sweeter 
tlun the sweetest music in Ida’s ears. “ He’s 
at Sl Alfonso, in Ripper Broadway, or was 
the day before yjkrriay, when I saw him. 
He didn’t seem then to be quite decided in 
his mind whether he should start for the 
North Pole to look for Sir John Franklin, or 
go to investigate the sources of the Nile ! ”

- “Can We not go there at once? ” asked 
Ida, too much absorbed in her own thoughts 
to notice his gay badinage. •* I want so much 
to see him.”

**Certainly, if you will accept my escort,” 
answered Mr. Dudley, secretly wondering 
how Mr. Dnmllon. lucky dog that he was, 
had contrived so deeply to interest the beau- 

i of Beecnciiffe in his behalf. 
,#led her into the ladies’ parlour, 

C somber s'pavtment, rich with gilding, mar- 
and Au bauson carpets, and rang the

•‘For Mr. Dorrilloe,” he said, giving hia 
card to the waiter, who presently appeared.

“ Mr. Dorrillon ? Oh, yes, sah,’’ answered 
the waited. “No. 60. Ain’t here no longea, 
sah. Lef’t heah yes’day. Sailed for Europe 
in the Euterpe, sah.”

“ But it can’t be possible. He wouldn't go 
without telling me/” cried Dudley, aghast.

“Did, sah,” persisted the waiter, showing 
a double row or faultless African teeth. “ One 
ob our hacks done took him down to the pier. 
Oh, yes, sah, he's gone, sure enough.”

Baffled once more !
Sick, mod pale, and faint, Ida drew down 

her veil, and leaned hack in the deep velvet 
chair in which she was sitting. Dudley turned 
to her.
“Mrs. Dslamere,” said he, “I regret this 

disappointment as deeply as you do,” (Ida’s 
lips formed themselves into a bitter smile— 
how little be knew what he was saying !) 
“ but I can bardly-be surprised when I re­
member bow unsettled his plana were when 
last I saw him, and how moody and dispirited 
he* seemed. In fact, I boldly asked him 
whether he had met with financial reversés, 
and advised him, as a friend, unhesitatingly 
to confide everything to the old Admiral”

Ida made no reply. She oonld not have 
ottered a eonaecu<ve sentence if ghe had 
tried just then, and presently Mr. Dudley 
spoke again :

“ Shall I accompany you home ?"
Ida shook her head.
" Call a hack, please, for me,” she said, in 

a low, stifled accent.
“ Is then nothing further I can do for 

you ?”
“ Nothing thanks !”
Fifteen or twenty minutes afterward Ida 

Delamere found herself in her own room at 
the Arlington hotel with the stunned, torpid, 
sensation of one who bas passed through some 
terrible shock, and escaped with the bare 
guerdon of life itself.

“ Gone—gone !" she cried out aloud, in the 
bitterness of her extremity, “ and | am just 
too late ! Had I. been but one day—one 
little day—earlier, I should have sailed in the 
same steamer with him—I should have met 
biçftfacp to face ! But now a whole conti- 

' divide ns before I can reach Eng- 
--------------- " «Vtay*

scended from the vehicle. It was a hand­
some red brick mansion, built after the solid, 
substantial fashion of London houses, with 
stone facings and lintels, and an iron rail pa 
either aide of the shallow Stone steps that 
led nptothe door. Thehackman rangtuedoor- 
bell for her before he returned to his seat ou 
the box ; and she stood waiting, almost 
ready to believe that it was alia delusion from 
which she should wake presently. A tall, 
solemn-looking man opened the door.

“ Is Madame Avioli at home ?” asked Ida, 
in a low voice.

“ YeS’m,” was the answer ; “she’s al’ays 
home afore twelve. Plead! walk in.”

Through a softly carpeted ball he cpn- 
docted’the visitor to a large room, elegantly 
yet pliinlv furnished, with carpet and cur­
tains of deep maroon, and.tables scattered 
with books and flowers and littie feminine 
trifles, while a deep easy chair, drawn Up in 
front of the grate, in which Burned a fire of 
lea coal, made not unnecessary by the raw­
ness of the atmosphere, contained a crimson 
cashmere shawl lying as if jt had fallen from 
the shoulders of ita recent occupant, and in 
clusters of newly cut roses, half lying on a 
table, half arranged in a slender necked 
Bohemian vase of amber tinted glass, be­
tokened that the room had been vacant bat 
a few minutes,

“What name, ma’am?", demanded the 
footman, pausing with the door knob in hia 
hand, as Ida advanced into the room.

“There ia no name. I will announce my­
self. Tell her it is a lady—a friend of hers.”

“ Yes’m,” said the footman with a wondflt- 
ing stare, and once more Ida was left alone.

It seemed at if he bad scarcely closed the 
door, when it opened again, revolving noise­
lessly on its hinges, and "Mme. Avioli entered 
—Mme. Avioli, as beautiful as ever, in a 
light fawn-coloured silk morning robe, trim­
med with broad folds of cherry velvet, her 
soft brown hair as lustrous and luxuriant as 
ever, and her blue eyes instinct with the old 
liquid light which had onoe drawn Ida’s 
heart to hers.

The look of surprise and expectation van­
ished from her countenance as she saw Ida’s 
face : the blush rose suddenly to her cheek.

“Mrs. Delamere !” ahe exclaimed.
“Yea. Madame.Avioli, it iaL”
“To see me?”
Ida came to her with both hands extended, 

and eyes suffused with tears. Mme. Avioli 
glanced into her face for one instant, and 
then, with an impulsa which there waa no re­
sisting, clasped Ida to her breast.

“Ida, my dearest, we understand each 
other at last !” she exclaimed, in a voice that 
was scarcely audible.

“Yes—at last !” murmured Ida.
" And you have forgiven me ?”
“No—for I know no» that I had nothing 

to forgive. Bat I have not yet learned to 
forgive myself,” waa the whispered answer.

Mme. Avioli drew Ida' to a seat beside her 
on the low sofa opposite the fire.

8it here, Ida,’’ ahe said, “and tell me 
all about il Only remember, dearest, it is 
seven yearn since we last mat ; and the last I 
heard of yon, you were in Egypt, travel.ing 
with Madame d’Ancour. And here yon 
walk in upon me in London, like a chapter 
ont of onr old Parisian life. Oh, I have so 
much to ask yon—to explain to you.”

“I, too, have something to ask of you, 
Madame Avioli* said Ida, the red and white 

on her

my poor, tired heart awhile in the sunshine
of Moth move, and tie will, perhaps, counsel 
me what t^do.” *

And when the Salvator Rosa steamed 
gallantly ont of New York bay the ensuing 
Saturday, Mrs. Delamere stood upon the 
deck,-with her eyes fixed longingly upon the 
•pires and steeples that receded so steadily 
from her view.

“ Good-Bye, dear land of my adoption !” 
ahe murmured, softly. “ God grant that 
when I again return to yon, I may bring a 
lighter heart.”

* CHAPTER XLV.
MOTHER AND CHILD.

.The roar and tumult of London terminai 
—how threateningly it seemed to sound on 
Ida’s ears, as, worn and weary from travel, 
excitement, and lack of sleep, she stepped 
from the railway carriage upon the platform, 
leaning on Mathilde'a arm. That young 
person, addressing the cabmen and hack- 
driers, in a curions medley of French and 
English, probably induced by the confusion 
of countries through which she had lately 
passed, waa, however, quite equal to the em­
ergency, and conducted her mistress to a 
vehicle, whose driver solemnly declared that hia 
was the only one going in the direction in 
jrhich jay the quiet family hotel mentioned 
by Ida, who bad stopped there with good 
Mme. d’Ancour long ago, at the close of the 
tour aire had taken in her companionship 
during the first year of her widowhood.

The first year of her widowhood. How 
long ago it seemed. Ida could almost have 
believed that she had lived half a century in­
stead of barely the quarter of one.

“ Will madame retire at once ?” said Ma­
thilde, when they had reached the hotel, and 
she had persuaded her mistress to drink a 
eup of very weak tea, and eat an infinitesimal 
slice of cold tongue, garnished with pale green 
parsley.

“ I suppose so,” laid Ida ; “ but I shall not 
sleep. Mv head aches so, and everything 
seems to swim round me. ”

“Madame ia not going to be ill surely, 
said Mathilde,appreheusively,«s she gazed at 
Mrs. Delsmere’s paleface, and the blue rings 
round’ ’

SBftpK
tension wUhee strain had given way at last 
The reaction had come, and within herself 
ahe fqlt a vague dread of fever, or insanity, 
or some overpowering illness. Well, perhaps 
it waa better so, and yet she felt that she 
would not die without looking once more into 
her lover’s eyes, or having a mother’s words 
of love murmured into her ears.

But there is no wiser physican than nature, 
and in the long, dreamless sleep that folded" 
Ida about like a garment that night, came 
balm, and strength, and solace. She rose 
the next morning feeling like another crea­
ture, and even willing to inflplge in acme 
faint hope for the future.

She dressed herself with care, after the 
breakfast which Mathirae bad brought to her 
room, and smiled _a little at the enthusiastic 
delight with" which Mathilde hailed the re- 
tu nun.- glow of colour in her cheeks.

“ Madame has looked like a statue for thk 
week past,” said Mathilde, “and now her 
face ia like a new-blown rote. Shall I bring 
mg,own bonnet? Madame doubtless wishes 
me to attend her.”

“ No, Mathilde, I ant going to Grosvemor 
street alone. Call a hadkney coach for
me.”

Mathilde obeyed, and presently returned 
with the news that; the fiacre waited ma- 
damn's pleasure»

Ida’s heart poised high with tremulona 
1 fears, ss the vehicle rattled noisily 
he crowded London streets, in the 

;y fog of the September morning. The 
' she had so long dreamed of and an- 

near at hand ; rarely no evil 
rise up to mar her happiness now.

and went fitfully in her 
nan jumped from his seat 

the door of the coach with

,'am. No. • 
11 wait?” 
wait for me.”

- Gree­

ting once."
‘ Ask on, dearest”
* Madame Avioli—you 'had a daughter 
te—a dear and cherished child, who was 

taken away from yon—but not by death ?”
Mme. Avioli’e cheek grew ashen pale ; ahe 

dropped Ida’s band, and rose to her feet, aa 
if moved by some unseen impulse.

“Ida, why do yon as* me this?” she ejacu-

Yon loved her, then !”
I—loved her—oh, God be merciful to me ! 

as I loved my own soul ? Her memory ia 
dearer to me yet than all the world besides. 
Oh, Ida Ida ! why do yon strive thus to 
break my heart !”

“ Her memory ?” softly repeated Ida ;
” then the is dead !”

“Dead, dead! ' wailed Mme. Avioli wring­
ing her slender hands, and pacing wildly op 
and down the floor, with a look of settled 
anguish on her face which Ma had never 
before seen there: “if she were not in her 
grave, my mother heart would have led me 
to her long ago. Oh, my child—my child— 
my little lost love !”

“Are you sure the ifr'dqad?” asked Ida, 
her voice thrilling the silence like cooing tones 
of a dove, sad, yet infinitely sweel

“ Why do von wring my heart thna?” de­
manded Mme. Avioli, anddenly turning to 
Ida, with a piteous pleading in her look and 
accent . ’•

“Because,” Ida answered, slowly, “I, 
too, have lived apart from the love and 
cherishing that should. Of right, have been 
mine. I never knew the pressure of a mother’s 
heart, the tenderness of a mother’s voice. 
Madame Avioli do you suppose that if my 
lost mother bad, nnoonaciously to herself, 
stood in my presence, her mother heart would 
have guided her to me?”

Mme. Avioli had stopped in front of Ida 
and waa regarding her intently. A strong, 
convulsive shudder seemed to thrill through 
her slender frame ; she put out her fluttering 
hands as if to'draw somethin» toward her, 
but they fell nerveless to her sides.

“Ida! Ida! why do yon ask me this!” 
she faltered, growing pale and red by turns.

“Mamma." murmured Ida, nestling close 
to her bosom—“ my dear mamma, take your 
child to your heart—the orphaned child who 
baa longed for this place go many, many 
years.”

She laid the pearl cross, with its tiny gold 
chain, in her mother’s hand as she spoke—the 
sign and token of her identity.

“Ida, is this true, my child ! Where did 
you get this cross—the pearl cross my own 
hands clasped round your neck ?” cried Mme. 
Avioli Oh, can I be rare that this is no 
baseless vision? Are yon, indeed, my lost 
treasure ? Let me look into your eyes—let 
me feel your heart beating against my own. 
Call me by the sweet name once again, or I 
shall believe that I have been deceived by 
some cruel dream !”

“ Mamma”—Ida spoke the word as if it 
were infinitely sweet upon her lips—“my 
own mamma !”

And Mme. Avioli rank upon her knees to 
thank God for His mercy, with her face 
bidden m her daughter’s lap, ■ and one hand 
■till tightly clasping Ida’s fingers lest the 
blessed gift should vanish away from her 
even yet

“ Ida,” she said, looking up as her daugh­
ter’s caressing touch strayed softly over her 
lovely dishevelled locks, “ how long have 
yon known this ? Who told yon ?

“Giuseppe Antonardi told me, mamma.” 
“Giuseppe Antonardi,” slowly repeated 

the countess. “Oh, that dark, evil man I 
But when, Ida ? You have not yet told me 
when.”

Ida bent over her mother’» hand, pressing 
her lips to it aa she answered :

“Seven years ago.”
“ Yon knew it when yon were in Paris be­

fore?” '
“ Yea, I knew it then.”
“And why——”
“Mamma,” said Ida, anticipa ting the 

question that trembled on Mme. Avioli a lips, 
“it is a long and sad a tory, bot I will tell 
yon all It waa the false, cruel tongue of 
Giuseppe Antonardi that turned my heart 
away jrom you, even after I knew that I was 
your child ; but it waa through his confession 
only a few dayfago, that I learned how good

•• Where is he now—this Antonardi !’.’ 
asked Mme. Avioli, passionately. “If there 
» law or justice in the land he shall meet 
with his deserts. Oh, heavens 1 to think 
that he has deprived me of my child’s love for 
seven years?” she was pale and rigid, and 
her lips quivered violently.

“Mamma," Ida’s arme stole round her 
neck with soothing, teuder pressure, “ he is" 
now beyond the reach of any earthly tri­
bunal. Oh, bo calm, be your own sweet self. 
Giuseppe Antonardi is dead !”

“ Dead !” repeated Mme. Avioli the rigid 
look melting fyom her features. “Is he in­
deed dead ? But Ida, I cannot forgive him 
even in" the grave. He has wronged me so 
cruelly—he has blighted my life so fear­
fully !”

“ But he has restored ns to each other at 
the lasl mamma. Now, listen to me, you 
shall hear it all There—close to my heart,
»o—with yoqr cheek against mine. Oh, 
mamma, I" never knew it was so sweet to 
have a mother !”

And then followed a brief recital of the 
life of travel which succeeded her early 
widowhood, ending in the sylvan seclusion of 
Beochcliff.

‘I used to adlpire the sweet old place 
when I was a child,” she subjoined ; “ but I 
never in my wildest dreams entertained the 
idea of living thege. Mamma you mast oome 
and be the queen of my little realm—it is the 
loveliest spot you ever saw. No valley on 
the Rhine le half so picturesque as Beechcliff 
—you will say so yourself when you see 
it.” -

“But, Ida,” said Mme. Avioli, looking 
with a sort of searching tenderness into her 
daughter’s, face, “ there is something you 
have not told me yet—an unrevealed secret 
in your heart”

Ida coloured scarlet, and tried to smile.
“ flow sharp yonr eyes are, mamma ! Yea, 

yon are quite right ; there ia something I 
nave not told you yet—but I cannot speak of 
it now. Some time, perhaps—when my 
heart,is less full and my brain less wearied, - 
for I shall have no secret from you, mamma 
darling. Bat now you.forget that I have yet 
to hear the story of my own life before I can 
myself remember it ; the mystery of my 
solitude and desolation ; the fate which threw 
me into the hands of villains like Pierre 
L’Echelle and Giuseppe Antonardi. Oh, 
mamma, it has been a pnzzle to me all my 
life long—a wretched, heart sickening en­
igma I”

Mme. Avioli looked at Ida’s eager face 
with sad, tender eyes of compassion.

“My poor love,”* she said, caressingly,
“ I do not wonder at il Yon have been the 
guiltless sufferer tor the faults of others ; the 
powerless instrument of a fate von neither 
understood nor were conscious of—a lonely, 
wandering child, brought np on the charity 
and tolerance of stranger.», while the wealth 
of love that should nave been yours was 
yearning in vain for some object upon which 
to expend itself. Yea, it is a mystery—a 
heart sickening enigma, Ida. and I scarcely 
know at which end of the labyrinth of the 
past to begin, in telling you the whole.”

L She paused a moment ae if to reflect
“ Ida,” she raid, presently, “if I tell you 

the hiitogy of my fife, it will involve the 
mystery of your own. Shall I confide all to 
you ?”

Am I not your daughter, mamma ?” was 
the brief, reproachful response. And Mme. 
Avioli, gently pressing the hand that lay 
within her own, commenced.

CHAPTER XLVL '
THE 8T0BT 0Ï A LITE.

“Can you carry your fancy back, dearest, 
to a oeriod more than twenty years ago, and 
Imagine me a fair, fresh-faced English girl of 
eighteen, with cheeks as rosy as your own- 
more to I think, than they are at thia 
moment, and golden-brown hair hanging 
over my shoulders in a mass of shining 
carls?” •

I can imagine "f* ibty easily,
- -h ?. Ijerre LEkheU

•“Truer Ida “”bttt Pierre L’ .
only my half brother, the son of a French­
woman, while L younger by many years, was 
the child of my father's second marriage with 
an English girl, and was born in the heart of 
Lancashire; We were bot i left orphans very 
young, not without means, but Pierre 
L’Echelle, who had charge of me and my 
property, neglected the one and squandered 
the other, displaying to me 'each traite of 
character, that I-soon learned to hate and 
despise him. I grew up pretty, at least so 
people told me—and I waa quite ready to 
give credence to their flattery—so pretty, in 
fact, that at eighteen, my brother Pierre 
hoped to pay a heavy accumulation of debt 
by delivering me over to hi» brainless yonng 
creditor, a French nobleman, with ae little 
principle as hia fr.end, in the shape oi 
wife. Monsieur de Vive thought that he 
loved me. and had no idea that I should 
prove as docile to my brother’s will as most 
French girla do to their guardians. But my 
English spirit and independence rebelled 
against this. I did not love Monsieur de 
Vive, and I did love another suitor, Mr. 
Liscombe, whom I had met frequently in the 
littie society afforded me by my peculiar 
position. Pierre stormed the citadel of my 
heart in behalf of his friend, by threats, en­
treaties, and commands ; but in vain—and 
one night, when he came with renewed solici­
tations, I feigned to consenti Arrangements 
were at once made f. r a hurried marriage, 
and when, on the following evening. De Vive 
came to claim my promise, no bride awaited 
him. J. had secretly fled to the English 
chapel in the place, and iqarried Charles Lis­
combe. It was a rain, nnpremetiiated act, 
bat I was infatuated with bis handsome face 
and regular features, and even had I cared 
nothing for him, I believe I should have 
married him to escape the persecutions of De 
Vive, whom I hated with an absolute dread 
and horror.

“ I did not learn, until after the act was 
irremediable that 1 had made what the world 
would coll a very good match. My husband 
—and year father, Ida—was the only eon and 
heir of Lord Aden, of Adenham, in the county 
of Kent, bat was exiled from his home in 
co:isequeuce|of hia idle and dissolute habits, 
and had not spoken to hia father nor cot-res­
ponded with him for years. Nor was I aware 
at the time of what I afterward learned, with 
mortification and regret, that Charles Lis­
combe had been engaged for a long period of 
time to his cousin, Lady Flora Aden, and 
that this engagement was the sole foundation 
upon which he based the hope of ever being 
restored again to bis fathers favour, Lady 
Flora being the old earl’s especial darling. 
All this I learned when it was too late. 
Pierre L’Echelle ascertained these circum­
stances, aud fevflred with a desire tor revenge, 
persecuted us with threatening» to reveal the 
story of our marriage. Lord Adeq was 
elderly and infirm, and my husband had 
hoped that by concealing the fact of hie 
secret marriage until after bis father’s death 
—which, in the natural course of events, 
seemed near at hand—the Adenham inherit­
ance, would reward hia manœuvres. In the 
meantime, my own life was wretched, be­
tween the wsning love of my husband, the 
threats of my brother, and the approaching 
peril of your birth which hung over me like 
a great shadowy terror. And at length, 
when they placed a little girl in yonr father’s 
arms as the inheritress of thp ancient name 
and lineage of Aden, bis wrath culminated, 
and he swore a deep oath never to look upon 
your face a^ain since hie dearest hope—that 
of a male heir—had been thus frustrated.

“Within three weeks or your birth, he 
was shot down in an affray between police 
and people in the streets of Paris, and buried 
ae quietly ee possible, to avoid further in­
vestigation j>y the legal authorities, leaving 
me alone with my fatherless little girl,

“For three years I lived so—thl three hap- 
pieat years of my life. I was poor, bat I 
possessed the famous Adenham diamonds, 
which had passed to my husbaàd through 
the special bequest of his uncle, a childless 
bachelor, from whom the then Lord Aden 
had inherited them, and Pierre L’Echelle 
advanced me sufficient money on them to 
maintain me in comfort, if not in splendour.

“ At that time Lord Aden waa taken sud­
denly ill and Pierre L’Echelle made me be­
lieve that if my little child were carried to 
hia dying bed, and recognized at the only

foully I had been offspring of hieson, of whose death he waaeven 
then not cognizant, the would come into 
possession of the "Adenham estates.

“1 was young and inexperienced, and I 
believed him—moreover, I was just convales­
cing from a dangerous fever and unable to 
travel, myself : so with a doubting heart I 
gave my little one into the charge of IVEchel­
le and his servant ftiuseppe Antonardi, and 
pressed my parting kiss-on her cheek, never 
dreaming, through ail my misgivings, that 
it waa to be for the last time.

Oh, Ida, you who are not a mother vont- 
self, can never imagine or conceive the long­
ings—the possionoM /yearnings, the indescri­
bable despair, whieb'by turns filled my heart 
ae the days and weeks went by and yon did 
not return; At hdtd*, just as I bad de­
cided to risk everythin», and go for yon my­
self, Pierre L’Eohdle -came back, and with­
out my child. ‘ Snsf i’reafe,’ he answered to 
my agonized pleadfitgs,- and refused to give 
me any more detiniWPtftiines.

“ Lord Aden, it stonied, was better when 
L’Echelle and his littie charge reached the 
neighbouring hamleV'bf Adenham, and the 
latter learned from -aha bid clergyman of the 
place that the raiat aMosion they had ven­
tured to make to hilPMKf provoked such anger 
and wrath that they:dl#td say no more.

“Evidently the 'biWe for reconciliation 
was not then. L’EtihsM* urged me to Wait ; 
the old man was <4ealt and enfeebled by 
illness, and could net last long ; end when I 
implored him to b«f allowed to go to my-j 
child, he sternly rdlueSd, allowing that my 
woman-heart and tongue would ne sure to 
wreck all their plank.‘"Driven by the strong 
impulse of nature, I‘rebelled, decaring that 
no earthly power ahofllt? no longer keep me 
from my babe. «aim»

“I shall never fflrgrt mv brother’s eyes 
as he looked into tnv lace and said slowly :

“ • Would you peril yon child's inheritance, 
and doom her to a like of beggary like yonr 
own, Merely to gratify the selfish whim of 
seeing her!’

“ *1 would risk anything—everything—to 
be with her,’ I answered, naif maddened by 
the bereavement

'Very well,’ he answered, with a «mile 
that was as cruel as the 'grave ; ’ then go to. | 
Adenham. ruin your daughter's prosped 
and thwart all yonrerwn, if you like, but it 
will be a bootless journey. The child is far 
enough away from Adenham. ’

" " • Where is she!’ F gasped.
* Beyond the reach of your folly, 

Beatrice,' he answered, ‘I foresaw this 
probable scene, and I have averted its con-

with eyes swimming in remorseful tears,
how cruel I was 1"
“Cruel, hot ignorantly so, my dearest,” 

said Mme. Avioli. “Let us foSget it all 
now. Let ns remember only that we are re­
stored to each other for the future. Oh, Ida, 
we can never be entirely alone again ! Stand 
up, my own treasure ; let me look at you 
from head to fo t; let me feast my eyes upon 
the dear 'ace that is my child’s, and see if I 
can still trace the lineaments I have wept 
and prayed over so many time» in your 
infancy. Yes, you are greatly changed, dar­
ling. I do not wonder that, when I met you 
in Parie, I failed to recognize you ; yet now, 
looking at yon with the "eye* of my new en­
lightenment, I can see that you are my own 
Ida still. And, Reginald—your husband— 
ob, my darling, if be could be with us now !”

The tears rose to Mme. Avioli’e eyes as ahe 
•poke.

Yes,” said Ida, briefly, and in a con­
strained voice.

She never liked to epesk or think of that 
past life in which she had received so ranch 
of love, and bad been able to render back so 
little.

"I ought not to dim the happiness of the 
present hour by alludiqg to hie death,” pur­
sued Mme. Avioli. : “ bat he was very dear 
to me. I honoured him for his frank, noble 
nature, and respected the traite of charac­
ter which were inherent to his temperament 
He loved yon very, very dearly, Ida.”

(To be Continued.)

WOMAN’S KINGDOM.

sequences.
" ’ I will go to Adenham, and appeal to

the baby’s grandi ether. ’
" * What good will that do ? He can tell 

you nothing, and yon will aimply be blight­
ing your own future.’ ’

“I felt my own powerleesneas, and'sunk 
half fainting on the floor.

“ * Listen, Beatrice,’ my brbther said, 
watching me with folded arms, and a face 
which was as hard as adament • When yon 
gave De Vive the alip, and married this 
English villain, I swore in my inmost heart 
to be revenged. The vow of a L’Echelle is 
never broken ; you yourself can bear witness 
how I have kept m ne.’

“ * Pierre, Pierre !’ I faltered, ‘have mercy 
on me-Lgiye me back my child'!’

“He turned away from me—-bis horribly 
revenge was not complete. Oh, Ida, it 
never was completed until now. He is dead 
and boned years ago, but hia wicked,plots 
still flourished on, through the agency of 
hia accomplice, Giuseppe Antonardi.”

•'Mamma,’’ .-ootheu Ida, passing her hands 
lotingjv over Mme. A vieil’» throbbing fore­
head, “ the past is oyer now, the present is j 
ail our own. Gdd has given me back to you 
at last—-remember thql”,

- The won^ fulfilled their çplming purpose. 
Mme Avioli pressed (.erÿpe r%0 her daugh­
ter’s hahd, and spokp <y, jn a gentler, less 
excited voice.

“Yon can judge, <|syea% how these awful 
events racked my vqrv soul when they first 
occurred, when, at titillate period, the:

The Modern Finnic.
* Ton must wake and call me early ; call me 

early, mother dear. '
For our association starts its picnic from the
We^T» couple of lads to dance, mother, and a 

dozen or so to spar.
And I am to run the bar mother, I am to ran the 

her!
•• The boys are perfect gents, mother, though 

they’re fond of getting high.
So, Just wren np the cartridges and pistols with 

the pie.
If any Sunday schools, mother, should picnic 

thcreaboul
We’re able to knock ’em oui mother, we’re able 

to knock ’em onl
“ Of coarse there will be rows, mother ; if there 

wasn’t it would be queer.
When I serve them all with mugs of froth, where 

they’ve called aloud for beer ;
But what can you expert mother, when a couple 

of hundred meet.
Who would rather fight than eal mother, who 

would rather fight than eat 1 a
“HI shouldn’toomehome at all mother, through 

being a bit too game,
Just work the hospital list, mother, until you 

find my name;.
Or else at the station house, mother, though the 

cope would hardly dare.
" Yet you'll possibly find me there, mother, you’ll 

possibly find me there 1 ”

Fashion Notes.
The old-fashioned Garibaldi waist ia being 

revived.
Seaside suits of flannel serge will be worn 

in all coionrs, but bright tints and white will 
be preferred by young ladies and misses.

Gloves are still worn very long, and the 
new English style* are gathered at intervals 
around,the wnsta and aim forming puffs.

Linen band collars have two buttonholes 
near the upper edge, through which narrow 
ribbon is ran and tied in a long-looped bow.

Biacuit-coloared tweed, with collars, cuffs, 
and accessories of pe cock-blue velvet, plush, 
or velveteen, make stylish walking salts.

London girls of the highest social position 
are making it fashionable to take lesaona in 
dressmaking. This is a move in the right 
direction.

Pretty tea-aprons are made of Oriental net, 
with ruffles of Oriental lace over strawberry 
surah, and also of ficelle lace over pale blue 
satin.

The newest tenu» hats are made off 
satin openwork straw1.1 "fiti#d With

the end. No» 2 •—Divide the front hair 
about three inches from the forehead, from 
one ear to the other. Take hairpins and 
twist the hair round the pins instead of put­
ting out and in, as we generally crimp the 
hair, and in turning the hair round the pins 
it wi.l exactly give the desired to ut coiffure. 
Tie all the ends of the hair on the top of the 
head, and add two or three pieces of natural 
waved hair with the ends curled. No. 3 :— 
Taxe a long, false switch and make a small 
braid, curl the end of it, nnd mix one with 
the other and let the end fail behind the ear. 
Yonr own hair may be turned in a soft 
French twist

A Difficulty overcome.
When Fere-Orban. the head of the present 

Belgian ministry, was a yonng man he fell in 
love wi h a girl who waa considered superior 
to him in station, and though the damsel 
loved him m return her parents refused con­
sent to their marriage. As an elopement Was 
put of the question the girl devised an original 
metnod of securing the consent of her father 
and mother. She arranged that her lover 
should visit the family box at the opera on a 
gala night, when the house was foil and friends 
were chatting between the acta. The moment 
the yogog man entered ahe arose and flnag 
herself into hia arms coram populo. After 
that of course there was no resort but matri­
mony.

Mrs. Brown’s 'pinion of Her Sex.
What is my opinion of woman’s regard for 

woman ? Being a woman, I am almost 
ashamed to give il I know women have all 
the tender graces and affections, and there is 
a great deal said about their warm hearts and 
all that sort ot stuff, but I’ve lived with them 
long enough to know that Übe most of it is 
bosh. Women when they associate intimately 
ae friends do very well, and it is pleasant to 
see il bnt you take three, or five, or any num­
ber more tu&n unity, and compel association, 
aa in a boarding-honse for instance, 
where they live together, not from 
choice, but from necessity, and I’ll 
wager a spring bonnet that they will be 
iu a constant wrangle from morning nniil 
night Men in the same boose, under the 
same circumstances, never have a squabble ; 
but the women arejaiways hunting up slights, 
making mountains of mole-hills, saying mean 
little things of each other, and doing all man­
ner of unwomanly nnlady-hke things, with 
reference to each other. They will listen to 
no reason, will not recognize a common-sense 
argument against their foolishness, bnt sur­
rendering themselves entirely to the dictates 
of every petty jealousy, will keep themselves 
and everybody else in hot water and call it 
the proper thing to do. If they have hus­
band» who get along all right, as my do, 
they will dreg them into their miserable 
little bickerings, and the result is that life ie a 
ceaselc s strife of female loveliness tamed 
wrong aide out and the devil to pay generally.

Alaskan Women.
The matrons of high fashion and the swell 

damsels of the Tblinket tribes never make a 
canoe voyage without smearing themselves 
well with the black dye that they get from a 
certain wild root of the woods, or with a paste 
of soot and seal oil On sunny and windy 
days on shore they protect themselves from 
tan and sunburn by this same inky coating. 
On feaet day», and the Hreat occasions, wnen 
they wash off the black, their complexions 
come out aa fair and'creamy white as the 
palest of their Japanese cousins across the 
water, and the women are then seen to be 
some six shades lighter than the tan-col 
cured and coffee-coloured lords of their 
tribe. The specimen women at Juneau wore 
a thin calico dress and a thick blue blanket 
Her feet were baie, but ahe was compensated 
for that iota of gear by the turkey red para­
sol that she poised over her head with aU the 
complacency of a Mount Desert belle. She 
had blacked her face to the edge of her eye­
lids and the roots of her hair ; aba wore the 
full parure of silver nose ring, lip ring, and 

;.r¥8S&:J,r*thitive silver bracelets on sash

Several English and French 
Medical Gentlemen

And their Opinions on Diseases.

HIGH SCIENTIFIC OPINIONS.

AGRICULTURE

praying and cry-
I I It V ■ 

for I
for mercy, btot. all in vain. 1 might 

well hav’e appeal-d to,A marble statue 
sympathy and taty^ t jii"> .A 

" “ The years passed on—howTJjtyed thn
them I can scarcely tel 
them, they seem to mi 
of sufftrihg—a feverei 
or two Pierre L’Eet 
from the orbit of my li 
search, as far as I 
proved futile. To'

Looking back upon 
like a hideous, blank. 
trance. After a year 

entirely 
And all enquiry or 

to institute il 
ns day I do

not know where he. was. nor what hia pur 
poses or occupation were. Reduced to 
poverty, I had recourse to my half forgotten 
accomplishments for support, and bec» , e 
travelling governess to an Italian g rl, the 
daughter of wealthy parents, who were anxi­
ous to give/hgr every ace unplishm ni I 
think, starving though I were, I could not 
have been satisfied to settle down quietly 
even to a competence ; but going from place 
to place with my pupil, I was supported and 
encouraged by the ever-present hope, dim 
and uncertain though it seemed, of sooner or 
later encountering my lost child. Had it not 
been for that possibility, I should have per­
ished from heart-sickness and despair. As it 
was, I lived on, wretched and miserable, yet 
never totally yrithout a lingering, sustaining 
hope !

“ The night Pierre L’Echelle was murdered 
—although, until to-day, I never knew ex- 

aactly bow or when he met hia end—I saw him 
%y the merest accident at the American 
Hotel, where he was sojourning. Oh, had I 
but known then how near I was to my dar­
ling, how much suffering, bow nmob pain, we 
should both have been spared ! But he was 
as relentless as ever, and I left the 
ignorant ot your pa-t and future.

“Not long after, a note from Antonardi 
conveyed to me, in guarded sentences, the 
fact of my brother’s death; leading me to infer 
that my child, too, had perished years before. 
The reason for this last malicious false h od I 
cannot guess, unless it was » consequence bf 
Antonardi’» hatred and fear of" me, as one 
who had been unwillingly nognizant of many 
of the-evil deeds for which he waa answerable 
to the law.

“ Almost at the same time, I learned that 
Lord Aden had married a young wife, thus 
frustrating all my hopes of ever succeeding 
to the family estate», that were in no way 
entailed, fle knew of hittson’a death, but 
wae ignorant that he had ever been married, 
and I did not now care, to enlighten him. 
My husband’» membrvysue, not sufficiently 
pleasant to me to renfler me in-, any way 
anxious to court the fa^aug,of his relations, 
nor had I now a child whose interests I was 
bound to consider. Tb<a seemed to close the 
first canto of -my life. .d

“ The second seemed "to open fairer pros­
pects to me. The faded remnants of my 
girlish beiauty were still' sufficiently attrac­
tive to win the regards of Count Avioli, an 
Italian nabltman of wenlth and position, al­
though m-ny years my stiaiQr, and I married 
him, for r-at and peace. iThis portion of my 
life waa happy, if not 'ecstatic. I was sur­
rounded by every laxuvyj end my wishes 
were anticipated a most before they had time 
to shape themselves intcL form by the devo­
tion of my noble-heartedl husband. His 
death, only a year or twee after onr marriage, 
left me not odly wealthy but the possessor of 
an undoubted social station, which rendered 
nty position a most enviable one in the eyes 
of the world. ■

“Further than this, dear Ida, I have no 
history to relate. My life bas been eventful 
beyond proportion to the number of its years, 
and I have often felt—ignorant of this bliss­
ful moment still in store for my future—that 
I,cared not bow soon the summons of death 
should come to end an existence so fall of 
troubles and disappointment When I met 
yon at Paris, seven yegra ago, and was drawn 
toward you by one of those subtle, indefin­
able instances of eymphthy which are so 
strong and unaccountable, I felt, for the 
time being, that there was still soiyething 
worth living for—that perhaps some new iii- 
tereep might rise up to fill the emoty void, 
the yearning space bf my lonely heart But 
then came yonr estrangement, to me so mys 
terions, so utterly without the Shadow of « 
single tea son, and onoe more My scarcely 
formed dreams were wrecked.”

“ Oh, mamma,” whispered Ida, looking np

sea-gulls’ wings.
All aorta of materials are used for after­

noon tea-aprons ; embroidered muslini, ban­
dana handkerchiefs, plush, moire and lace are 
all in favour for these fanciful additions to 
the dressy house toilet

Dark red waistcoats and revere, closely 
covered with gold braid, are consi ered very 
stylish. A silver gray dress embroidered in 
silver, with whits watered silk vest likewise 
embroidered, is a unique and delicate-looking 
dress for special occasions, bnt one that soon 
bears ita date.

Made lace goods were never prettier than 
this season. Among the novelties may be 
mentioned collars and collarettes and* the 
long-pointed collars of Pompadour lace. 
These are in various shapes, some pointed 
back and front, others with rolling and square 
corners, and some with a square plastron 
effect

There are the usual number of twilled 
woollens. A novelty christened velours serge 
has its twilled surface dotted over with velvet 
designs. Quite new in cheviots are those 
with rough surface. At present these aie not 
pleasant to look upon, but with the approach 
of cold weather it is quite probable they may 
have a ran.

Pretty linen and mnll sets have fine em­
broidered edges that turn over the edge of 
the collar anil sleeve ; the collar is fastened 
with a g Id button, and has a long pin with 
jewelled bead thrnst through the dress and 
collar—t neat and stylish de ign. Rnohes 
are used inside the neckband of dresses again; 
and Pompadour rnohes are worn by ladies 
having long, thin necks. The latest of these 
are crepe lisse, with fringed edgM.

Only a leaf of a roeebnd 
That fell to the ball-room floor,

That fell from the scented clusters 
Of the big bouquet she wore.

Quickly he stooped and seised 11 
“’Tie the leaf of a rose." said he;

“Tinted with summer blushes 
And dearer than gold to me.”

But when to hia lips he pressed 11 
He muttered In accents wroth :

“ The blamed thing is artificial.
And made out of cotton cloth F

creature never arrayed’ her­
self according to the behests of high fashion.

How to Walk Well.
No habit ia more inelegant than that of 

walking with toes mrued in. or straight for­
ward of us, like the Indians ; it always sug­
gests a detect of character quite out of pro­
portion to the bodily imperfection, as one 
may realize any day who will take the pains 
to observe the movements of those who be­
lieve that while it ia proper to pay attention 
to ■ their heads, the feet will take care of 
themselves.

Watching a «accession of children on their 
way to or from school, we shall notice some 
who seem to tip up the inner side of the foot 
and step on the outer edge of the shoe sole, 
as if thus to escape painful pressure else­
where. This kind of awkward walk origin­
ates in the wearing of too short shoes ; others 
disp ay a firm but elastic gait, their feet di­
rected sufficiently outward. Some place the 
foot flat on the ground but turn the toes 
in. A» in other things the majority range 
between the best and worst ; one or two in 
a hundred will be “ splay-footed,” but this 
is.infinite.y less objectionable then to be 
“pigeon-toed.” »

We once knew a girl of fourteen who wae 
the despair of her first dancing master because 
of the fault in question. Her efforts to obey 
his orders failed to sufficiently relax the mus­
cle* of her ankle." She, howeve , was a de­
termined character, and made up her mind to 
overcome the difficulty or die in the attempt, 
and ahe hit upon a plan which succeeded ad­
mirably. Every spare five minutes in the day 
she spent standing at he* chamber window 
with her feet extending laterally against the 
wainscotting. Thia settled the case in less 
than ten days. As the instructor in foreign 
languages finds it desirable at first to exag­
gerate the unaccustomed gutteral* and lin­
gual», in order that his pupils may afterward 
fall back with ease on the correct pronuncia­
tion, so that my young friend found «hat by

{iressing ont her feet at right angles previous- 
y, she attained the desirable adjustment of 

pedal attitude, and was no more a reproach 
to hall or street

Several medical gentlemen from the Eng­
lish and French n mies having recently be­
come associated with M. Sou vielle, of Paris, 
and ex-aide surgeon of the French army, at 
his International Throat and Lung Insti­
tutes, Phillips’ Square, Montreal, and 173 
Church Street Toronto, where thousands of 
people are yearly treated successfully for 
diseases of the Head, Throat, and Lungs by 
Spiron eter, the present opportunity ia em­
braced of making known to the people of 
Canada this fact and " also the opinions of 
these specialist surgeons connected with the 
International Throat and Long Institutes on 
the symptoms attending tht loliowing preva- 
1 entend dreadful diseases,^in language de­
void of technical difficulties :—

Hemorrhage of the Lungs.
Aa a general thing, hemorrhage from the 

lungs is looked upon as a fatal symptom.
True it is seldom patients recover from lnng 
disease who have had severe hemorrhage# 
without the very beat care and treatment.
Still many cases have recovered fully under 
prop»rly-directed treatment, who have bad 
several severe attacks of bleeding from the 
lungs. Jin the majority of cases the hemorr­
hage occurs early in the disease, and is con­
sequently amenable to treatment But when 
it occurs late in the coarse oi the disease the 
prognosis ia very unfavourable.

Consumption.
This dreaded disease ie seldom developed 

in I few months. It ia «lowly and gradually 
creeping on the patient, sometimes very in- ' 
Zidionsly, but often as à result of other dis­
eases of the air passages ot which the patient 
is perfectly cognizant, bnt foolishly allows 
to inn and advance until the fatal disease, 
consumption, has the lungs so fairly grasped 
that no earthly power can restore * them to 
health. After the positive symptoms of con­
sumption have been developed, there is 
always an uncertainty in the prognosis» We 
find cases even advanced m the second stage, 
where recovery has taken place from proper 
treatment by inhalations suitable to the 
individual case, and such constitutional 
treatment as the case demands. We also 
find cases in the first stage that the best 
directed skill cannot make any impression 
upon—hence the necessity of applying early, 
either before the disease has reached what 
we call consumption even in the first ‘stage, 
or if that climax has already been reached, 
lose no time in applying for treatment to 
those who make a specialty of diseases of the 
air passages.

Causes.—The most important causes are 
catarrh, laryngitis, and bronchitis being al­
lowed to ran until finally the lungs are in­
volved. Heavy colds and inflammation of 
the longs, or pleure, or both, debi.ity of the 
system, which predisposes to any of the 
above causes, hereditary predisposition, 
poisons of the blood, scrofula, errors of youth, 
or anything that lowers the tone of the 
system, even poor living and insufficient 
clothing.

Symptoms—The moat important symptoms 
are a regular cough, it may be very little, but 
at a certain time every day, generally in Jhe 
morning upon rising, sometimes upon lying 
down, expectoration of white, frothy mate­
rial or a yellowish substance, sometimes 
mixed J^h blood, shortness of breath upon 
exertion, night sweats, chills and fever, the 
chills generally being irregnlab; bnt the fever 
regular at a certain to hie every day. The 
temperature rises slowly bnt surely in coo-

---------
ihe’-eyes kre sunken, the nose pinched, end 
a peculiar appearance is given to the month 
in advanced cases which cannot be mistaken 
by an experienced eye, and lastly, but not 
least, the voice has a changed and peculiar 
sound which speaks very positively to the 
specialist (who sees so many'cases). and who 
becomes so familiar with the sounds articu­
lated. This is a disease not to be trifled 
with. On the first indication of anything 
that wi.nld lead to cboenmption, have it at­
tended to. And don't despair even if yonr 
family physician tells yon that you are be­
yond help. With onr present knowledge of 
the new and scientific modes of treating dis­
ease. applying the medicine directly to the 
part affected, instead of pouring drugs into 
the stomach, hundreds ot cases are being 
cured that are even far advanced in consump­
tion and pronounced beyond, the skill of man 
to save, v "

Asthma.
Our treatment for asthma has for its object 

the removal of the cause, the principal of 
which is a catarrhal inflammation of the mu­
cus membrane lining the bronchial tubes and 
air cells, and of the nasal mucus membrane 
and larynx in many cases, and not aimply 
giving anti-spasmudics to rel eve the par­
oxysm. This latter will only relieve the 
spasm—not cure. Onr applications contain 
medicines which will not only relieve the 
spasm, bnt also relieve the inflammation, 
which is the principal cause. W hen the 
cause is complicated with derangement of the 
blood, the stomach or the heart, we give 
suitable remedies to remove those causes also.
Onr treatment will cure asthma, not simply 
relieve it. "

Physicians and sufferers are invited to try 
the instruments at the offices free of charge.

Persons unable to visit the Institutes can 
be successfully treated by letter addressed to 
the International Throat ard Lung Institute,
13 Phillips’ Square, Montreal, or 173 Church 
street, Toronto, where French and English 
specialist» are in charge.

For and About Women.
Mme. Cerla Serena, the exp orer and 

writer, has been made an honorary corres­
ponding member of the Geographic»! Society 
of Marseilles. She ia the first woman ever 
thus distinguished.

“ Yes, my son, advise all yonr friends not 
to marry money. Wnen yon have succeeded 
in getting them all married for love, yon 
can then look about you at your leisure and 
decide upon what particular girl with money 
you can lavish your love.”—Boston Tran- 
script.'

Lucy H. Hooper wants Charlotte Bronte’s 
American admirers to raise $300 to put a 
handsome memorial window in the church 
where she is buried. This would not only 
be a tribute to her genius, but would be a 
quiet rebuke of English indifference, and es­
pecially of the ingratitude of her widower 
who kept the $30,000 Charlotte Bronte had 
earned, and married another woman. - -

Dancing is very popular in Italy, but it ie 
conducted differently from what it ia in this 
country. The first thing the men and *omen 
do ia to toke their shoes and stockings off, if 
they hapjien to have any on. A man does 
not go up to a girl and ask if she will dance, 
bnt he fixes hia eye upon her from a distance 
and nods. She nods iu return, and then both 
kick off their shoes and advance toward each 
other and begin to dance.

New Designs for Wearing the Hair.
We have here in New York a society of 

hair-dressers. They meet once a month, and 
each time consider new designs for arranging 
women’s hair. They have just made up their 
minds how we shall wear our locks, real and 
assumed, during the fall season. They have 
agreed upon three styles, and I am able to 
translate their directions into language that 
any woman can follow herself. No. 1 : 
Have the hair wet about three inches deep 
from the forehead and put it in paper, so 
aa to make large, soft curls—what we call 

|'at present Langtry carls—or use a false 
piece to take the place of your own bato. 
Wave the hair on temple with a curling 
tongs. The rest of the coiffure ia made of 
curled hair, wave and curia, with • nag at

Hygiene for Babies.
Food.—At a year old the child must he en­

tirely weaned, and soon he must have daily a 
little under-cooked meat pounded up into a 
palp, and to which a little gravy and salt are 
added ; some potato finely mashed and 
covered with gravy ; an egg. or a little milk- 
podding On no account should he be al­
lowed any wine, beer, tea or coffee, though 
he may have cocoa or milk. He should be 
given his meals regular y, and he should not 
be allowed to “ pick" at bread and, batter, 
cakes, and sweet stuff iu the intervals. 
Children flourish best on -fresh foods.«The. 
worst nourished patients that I see at the 

■ hospital for sick children are those reared on 
Swiss milk and various patent foods^ Rule : 
Do not give a baby food or physio thn is ad- 
vartisao. *

Clothing.—Babies and children mast always 
be kept warm. They cannot be “ hardened” 
by scanty clothing or cold baths. Their 
necks, thighs, legs, and arms need to be cov­
ered as well as their cnests and bodies. They 
should wear long sleeves and stockings, and, 
when old enough, cotton or flannel drawers.

Fresh 'air.—Children should be taken out 
of doors each day that the weather is line. 
If they are sent out in a perambulator care 
must be taken that the feet and legs are 
warm to start with, and that they are so well 
covered throughout the ride that they are 
w»rra on the return home. Every day, unless 
a bitter wind ia blowing, or it is foggy, the 
windows should be opened for a while ; for 
fresh air is as necessary for children aa fresh 
food.

Sleeping.—At night, if a child perspires 
freely or kicks off the bed-clothes, he should 
wear a flannel bed-gown long enough to bo 
tied below hie feet, and the bed-clothes must 
be securely tucked in. He should not be 
rocked or patted to make him sleep. Sleep 
should come naturally, and, like the food, at 
regular intervals. N

Bathing.—Morning and night he should be 
washed all over in warm water, but should 
not be exposed long enough to feel chilly 
afterward. A handful, of sea salt, thoroughly 
dissolved, may be added to the bath. Except 
in the very warmest weather no littie child 
should be pet ut » eold bath.

WHAT IS CATARRH ?
Catarrh is a mucopurulent discharge caused 

by the presence and development of the vege­
table parasite amoeba in the internal lining mem­
brane of the nose. This parasite is only <te- 
veloped under favourable circumstances and 
these are : Morbid state of the blood, as the 
btightea corpuscle of tubercle, the term po son 
of syphilis, mercury, toxœmea. front the reten­
tion of the effected matter of the s tin, suppress­
ed perspiration, badly ventilated s eeping apart­
ments, and other poisons that are germinated in 
the blood. These poisons keep the internal lining 
membrane of the nose in a constant state of irri­
tation. ever ready ior tne deposit of tfcc seeds of 
these germs, which spread up the nostrils and 
down the fauces or back of tne throat, causing 
u.ceration of the throat : up the eusiachian 
tubes, causing deafness ; burrowing in the vocal 
cords, causing hoarseness ; usurping the proper 
structure of the tronchiai tubes, ending m pul­
monary consumption and death.

Many attempts have oeen made to discover a 
cure for this distressing disease by the use of in. 
halcnts and other ingenious devices, but none of 
these treatments cat! do a particle of good until 
the amoeba are either destroyed or removed 
from tie mucous tissue.

Sonic time, since a well-known physician of 
forty years’ standing, after much experimenting^ 
succeeded in discovering the necessary combina­
tion of ingredients, whibh never failsin absolute­
ly and permanently eradicating thia horrible dis-, 
ease whether standing for due year or forty 
ye*ra. Those who may be suffering from the 
above disease should, without delay, communv 
cate with the businesa managers, Messrs. A. H. 
DIXON & SON, .305 King street west, Toronto, 
and get full particulars and treatise free by en­
closing stamp.—jTVom Montreal Star.

*« jV........ ... ■»
THROAT AND LUNG SPECIALIST,

357 KING STREET WEST, TORONTO.

During! 
cures <T
have been effected by Dr. Maioolm’a'mhalation I 
system ot treatment atter aU other methods had 
failed, yet it ia not advisable to postpone the ap- plication of the proper remedies until the d£ 
eases have passed into the advanced stages, for 
they are mneh more easily cured in the earlier 
stages, and before the changeable weather ot 
autumn coinee on.

Having completed Ida Ontario tour of profe*
Morsr iuiooim wmn°"be

If unable to consult personally, write tor blank 
statement of case rad consult by letter.

«■During the Toronto Exhibition theoffloa
will be open daily Irom 8 ran. till 10 pan.

We win always be pleased to t 
of enquiry from farmers on any i 
ing agricultural interests, rad i 
given as soon aa practicable.

HOP COLT l RE.

The bop la fourni wild in Ameri| 
and Asia, bnt has long b en 
Germany, where its use has been I 
as far.aa the 9th century. In son 
it is now an important agricultnij 
being largely cultivated in Englan 
Bavaria, rad the United States, ( 
comparatively backward in thia I 
only 2,051 acres were cultivated! 
last year, the counties ot Hu 
Northumberland, Prince Edward,] 
and Grenvi le raising more than < 
entire product. The same anoml 
to other countries, as the produfl 
county of Kent represents 
entire amount raised in England 
York and Wisconsin are the 
ducers in the United States, the ; 
atter State a few years ago 

$2,500.000.
Several varieties of hops are kj 

tivatora, among them being the 
•ter, Grape, ami Potnpey. The 

being considered the best. TbJ 
selected for hop yards are the su 
hills, or whereve'r there is a toe 
of air. Sneh soil as will produce! 
of Indian corn ia suited "to 
essential that it be naturallv 
drained, as success is tinpossih 
soil. The planting is done in seta 
the underground stems of old viJ 
pieces of two or three joint! 
five sets being planted 
The niante are well cultivât! 
year, the vines being allowed to^ 
the griund. but the following p i 
set in the htlis, and the^viues are I 
twine upon them, the crop being r 
weeds. In some places where 1 
mature the voles are pulled up i 
hanging to th;m, from wnich thd 
hops are gathered and carried off

Hope are subject to b ight of i 
from mould or rust, and the deval 
aphis, or louse. This insect pi 
strove more than half the croîs, f 
mainder is lost by unfavourdbll 

■ other causes.

false kconoxi

Mr. J. A. Ramsden, writing 
•ton, Ont., says :—“ I have just! 
some sick cows belonging to a 
mine, by the name of Alberti 
professional veterinary surgeon i 
but I am satisfied in my own mil 
disease ie pleuro-poeumooia. Twg 
dead, rad three more, I think, 
qiorrow. Nine were taken sick l 
It is to be regretted that 
farmers adopt the short-sighti 
allowing their cattle to die rati 
a few dollars in consulting 
surgeon, as the cost of each] 
would be almost nothing 
With the sums seved in prolongil 
of affected animals. The loss to f 
year by this species of false < 
greater than they realize, and if i 
leasts were footed up the figure 
are rare, y tartly even those wh 
this subject any thought. If 1" 
retary of the Ontario Bureau < 
would aak hie correspondents 1 
province to give him approxii 
oi^tirenumber of horses, cattle, j
ha would be conferring a bra 
era,tts the publication of such] 
in a tabulated or other cone 
convince them that trifling 
affected with naknown or complu 
invariably causes serious losses, 
is of more than a personal 
te reate the country at large, ; 
cattle by disease is a direct lo 
wince as well as to the individual!

PUBLICATIONS REC1

The seventh volume of the I 
horn Herd Book, published nnd 
tion of the Agricultural and . 
of Ontario, has been forwarded I 
tary, Mr. Henry Wade, whose 1 
work are creditable to him. 
the pedigrees of 1,023 bulls and 1 
and when taken conjointly 
ceding volumes gives the 
balls and 12,800 females, mak 
history of the Shorthorns in I 
of animals imported from Gn 
bought by Canadian pnreha 
dates of birth of the animals am] 
of the sellers and purchasers, 
alphabetical lists of breeders i 
and heifers in Canada, are featu 
readily impress the reader with| 
ness. Mr. Wade devotes a 
naming of anima s, finding 
multiplicity of common names, a 
Beauty,Bessie, Daisy, Liilie, Red] 
Ac., occur as frequently as tf 
Browns in a city directory. Thl 
of names often leads to bland 
only way to avoid them in the! 
select uncommon names or preff 
moe ones with some distinctive] 
It is the intention of the Conn 
the next volume as near the en] 
as possible, and breeders who 
advantage of it should do so at |

HOW TO GROW SMALL : 
is the title of an interesting _ 
lished by Stone A Wellington, j 
which is replete with informât' 
the culture of garden fruits, 
those who undertake each worfl

m*

BB&

liIVÉi STOCl

Israel Groff, Alma, Ont., has i 
dale m ire for $300, J. Hope, 
being the purchaser.

Thomas Wilkinson, of Glanf] 
ported some fine Sonthdowns 

H. Sorby, of Gourock, near 
recently shipped pure bred Berk 
Scotia and the United States.

Snell A Bra, Edmonton, 
imported fourteen head of Berk 
include sevtra! prize winners.

Peter Arkell, of Teeswaâer, i 
England, where he intends pure! 
Down sheep and Berkshire pig 

George Wilken, Waterside of I 
land, tne well-known breeder aq 
polled cattle, will visit Amerie 

Professor Brown, of the Ont] 
tarai College,Guelph, wi 1 deiive 
Rochester un September 12 (dor 
on " The winter feeding oi oatt] 

The Breeden' Garette says 
ointment may be made of equal] 
badoes t >r, Burgundy pitch, ami 
carefully melted together over i 
stirred till cold. Th e, it is I 
keep the horse’s hoof, soft and j 
to continue growing.

The Canadian Stock-Rain 
Hamilton. Ont., wnioh has 
and greatly improved, rad 
ably in appearance aud matter I 
States exchanges, says “l| 
Kentucky liai been loiked up 
Suit thorn qentre of America] 
losing its pre-tige in this 
Shorthorn breeders of the 
i.U1 utij to Ontario to repleni] 
for the prize rings. While 1 '


