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01d Chum

(CUT_E’_LUG.)
LD CHUM

(PLUG)

No other brand of
Toebaceco has ever en=
joyed such an immense
sale and popularity in
the same period as this
brand of Cut Plug and
Plug Tobacco.

Oldest Cut Tobacco manufac-
turers in Canada.

D

MONTREAL.

Cut Plug, 10c. 1 T Plug, 10c.

1 1b Plug, Z0c.
—THE—

RECOGNISED STANDARD BRANDS
“Mungo”
“Kicker”
“Cable.”

Universally acknowledged to
be superior in every respect
to any other brands in the
market.  Always reliable, as
has been fully demonstrated
by the millions that are sold
annually and the inereasing
demand for them, notwith
standing an increased com-
petition of over One Hundred
and Twenty - five actories.
This fact speaks volumes.
We arve not cheap Cigar
manufacturers.

. DAVIS A8D SOKS,

Montreal,

Largest and Highest Grade Cigar Manafac-
turers in Canada.

ROBSON'S HAIR RESTORER

NO MORE GRAY HAIR.

— ) —

‘Why allow your
@ray hair to make
you look prema
turely old, when
A by ajudicious use
of ROBSON'S
RESTORER you
may easily ros-
tore the primitivo
colour of your
hair and banish
untimely signs of

old age ¢
¥ Not only does
f ROBSON'S RES-

TORER  restoro
the original co-
lour of the hair,
but it further
possesses the in-
valuahle property
" of sofrening it
giviny it an in-
comparatle  Tus-
tre, promoting its
growth, at the
same  time  pre-
venting its fall-
ing out and pre-
serving its vita-
lity, qualitios
which are not to

L v
Trade Mark,
be found in ordinary hair dyes

The most tlattering testimonials from SEVER-
AT PHYSICIANS and many other eminent
citizens fy to the marvellous cficacy
Of ROBSON'S HATR RLSTORER.

For sale everywh

00 cts per bottle,

L. ROBITAILLE, Chomist,

Sour Prorrigron

P O, Caraca

'E’T-EA‘JNHK' WURNISHING COMPANY
g LONDON, ONTARIO,

Manufacturers of
CHURCH,
SCHOOL
AND HALL
FURNITURE.

Write for Ilinstrated
Oatmlogus and prices,

BENNET FURNISEING COY,

London, Ont., Oan,

GRAPES AND THORNS.

Avrior oy “Tue
York,” “A WINGED

By M. A, T,
House o
Worn," mre,

CHAPTER I. (Continued.)

Down in the black heart of the town,
among the offices, was a certain back
room where the windows were not 80
closely curtained but those who watched
outside could see a thread of light
burning all night long. To this room
men went sometimes in the hope of
mending their fortunes, or, after the
demon of gambling had caught them
fast, to taste of that fiery excitement
which had now become to them a neces-
sity. Honora more than suspected that
Lawrence Gerald’s steps had sometimes
turned in there. A year or two before,
in one of his good moods, he had con-
fessed it to her, with an almost boyish
contrition, and had promised never to
go again. It was hislast confession of
the sort, but, she feared, not his last
sin. Of what worth were the promises
of a weak, tempted man who never
sought earnestly the help of God to
strengthen his resolution ?  Of nomore
value than an anchor withous a cable.
Lawrence nceded to be watched and
cared for ; so she wenton with them.
“I am so sorry to trouble you both,”
Miss Ferrier exclaimed, in a voice
trembling with anger and disappoint-
ment. *“I could have had John come
for me, if I had thought.” She
snatched her hand from the arm of her
escort, and pulled her shawl about her
with nervous twitches,

“ It would have been better to have
had John,” Honora said ; “‘for he could
have gone home with me. 1am the
troublesome third, asitis. DBut then,”
speaking lightly, *“itf I am the last,
Lawrence will be obliged to go in
early.”

With another twitch of her shawl,
Annette took her escort’s arm again
as abruptly as she had left it, and
held it closely.

Careless as the last words had
gounded, she knew their meaning, for
there had been something said on this
ct before. She chose to take it
defiantly now, and it comforted her to
do so. Others might blame and doubt
him, but she would not. He seemed
nearer to her in the light of her
superior devotedness than to any one
else.  She would never fail him ; and
by-and-by he would know her worth.
The glow of this fervent hope warmed
yirl’s childish heart, and gave her
a sort of happiness.

And so they reached the house, and,
after a quiet good night, separa

The walk back was passed in
silence ; and Miss Pembroke did not
choose to lean on her companion’s arm
she wished to hold her dress out of the
dust.

The street they went through was
one of those delightiul old ones which
a city sometimes leaves untouched for
a long time. Over-arching elms grew
thick on either side, and the houses
were all detached.

Midway up this street stood the cot
ages of the Geralds, with a garden in
front and at the back, and a narrow
green at right and left. Three long
windows in front, lighting the parlor,
reached almost to the ground. The
steep roof slanted to a veranda at each
side, leaving but one upper window
over the three—a wide window with
casements swinging back from the
middle. The cottage was in the shape

of a cross, and at one arm of it a
lighted

window shone out on the

At sound of the gate-latch, the cur-
tain was drawn aside a little, and a
woman looked out am instant, then
hastened to open the door.

““Are we late, Mrs. Gerald ?” Honora
asked, and stepped forward into the
sitting-roowm.

“Oh! no, dear ; 1did not expect you
any sooner.”

Mrs. Gerald lingered in the doorway,
looking back at her son as he stopped
to leave his hat and over-coat in the
entry, and only entered the sitting-
room when she had caught a glimpse
of his face as he came toward her. e
was looking pleasant, she saw, and was
contented with that.

*“ Well, mother !" he said, and sank
indolently  into the arm-chair she
pushed before the open fire for him. 1t
was the only arm-chair in the room.

She drew another chair forward, and
seated hevself beside him.  THonora,
sitting on a low stool in the corner,
with the firelight shining over her,
told what they they had been doing
that afternoon and evening. The son
listened, his eyes fixed on the fire ; the
mother listened, her eyes fixed on her
son.

Mrs. Gerald was an Irish lady of
good descent, well educated, and well
mannered, and had seen better days.
We do not call them better days be-
cause in her girlhood and early mar-
ried life this lady had been wealthy,
but because she had been the happy
daughter of excellent parents, and the
happy wife of a good man. All were
gone now but this son : the husband
dead for many a year, the daughters
married and far away, the wealth
melted from her like sunset gold from
a cloud ; but Lawrence was left, and
he filled her heart.

One could read this in her face as
she watched him. It revealed the
pride of the mother in that beautiful
manhood which she had given to the
world, and which was hers by an in-
alienable right that no one could
usurp : and it revealed, too, the entire
self-forgetfulness of the woman who

lives only in the life so dear to her.
The f

I'he face showed more yet ; for, hover-
ing over this love and devotion as the
mist of the coming storm surrounds

brightness with a tremulous halo, one

. could detect even in the mother’s smile

the mist of a foreboding sadness,

How ineffable and without hope is
that sadness which is ever the com-
panion of a too exclusive affection !
Honora Pembroke looked at the two,
and pain and indignation, and the
necessity for restraining any expres-
sion of either, swelled in her heart,
painted her cheeks a deep red, and
lifted her lids with a fuller and more
scornful gaze than those soft eyes were
wont togive. Where was the courtesy
which any man, not rudely insensible,
should show to a lady? Where the
grateful tenderness that any child,
not cruelly ungrateful, pays to a
mother ? This man could be gallant
when he wished to make a favorable
impression ; and she had heard him
make very pretty, if very sensecless,
speeches about chivalry and ideal
characters, as if he knew what they
were. He had even, in the early
days of their acquaintance, maintained
for a long time an irreproachable
demeanor in her presence. She was
learning a doubt and distrust of men,
judging them by this one, of whom
she knew most. Were they often as
selfish and insensible as he was?
Were they incapable of being affected
by any enchantment except that
which is lent by a delusive distance?
Here beside him was an ideal affection,
and he accepted it as he accepted air
and sunshine — it was a matter of
course. The mother was in person one
who might satisfy even such a fastidious
taste as his ; for though the face was
thin and faded, and the hands marred
by household labor, there were still the

remains of what had once been a
striking beauty. Mrs. Gerald carried
her tall form with undiminished

stateliness, her coal-black hair had
not a single thread of white among
its thick tresses, and her deep-blue
eyes had gained in tenderness what
they had lost in fire. To use one of
Miss Pembroke's favorite expressions,
it was not fitting that the son, after
having passed a day without fatigue,
should lounge at ease among cushions

while the mother, to whom every
evening brought weariness, should

sit beside him in a chair of penitential
hardness.

But even while she criticised him,
he looked up from the fire, hisface
brightening with a sudden pleasant
recollection.

““O mother! I had almost forgotten,”
he said, and began searching in his
pockets for something. ‘* Neither you
nor Honora mentioned it ; but I keep
count, and ] know that to-day your
ladyship is five times ten yearsold.”

He smiled with a boyish pleasure
more beautiful than his beauty, and
the little touch of self-satisfaction he
betrayed was as far as possible from
being  disagreeable. He could not
help kuowing that he was about to
give delight, and cover himself with
honor in the eyes of these two women.

“ Now, mother,” opening a tiny
morocco case, ‘‘this is the first ring
Ievergave any woman. Theone I gave
Annette was only a diamond of yours
reset, and so no gift of mine. But
this your good-for-nething son actually
earned, and had made on purpose for
you.”

He drew from the case a broad gold
ring that sparkled in the fire-light as
if set with diamonds, and taking the
trembling hand his mother had ex-
tended caressingly at his first words,
slipped the circlet on to her finger.

‘T had no stone putin it, because
I want yeu to wear it all the time,”
he said. ‘* Doesn'tit fit nicely ?”

My dear boy!” Mrs. Gerald ex-
claimed, and could say no more ; for
tears that she wished to restain were
choking her.

A fiftieth birthday is not a joyful
anniversary when there is no one but
one’s self to remember that it has
come. Just as the mother had given
up hope, and was making to herself
excuses for his not remembering it,
her son showed that it had been long
in his thought. The joy was as un-
expected as it was sweet,

When she said her prayers that
night, Mrs. Gerald’s clasped hands

pressed the dear gift
cheek; and no maiden saying her
first prayer over her Dbetrothal-ring
ever felt a tenderer happiness or more
impassioned gratitude.

‘“Dear Lawrence ! i* was so nice of
vou!" whispered Honora, and gave
him her hand as she wished him good-
night.

He threw himself back in the arm-
chair again when he was left alone,
and for a few minutes had a very
pleasant sense of being happy and
the cause of happiness. *‘ Who would
think that so much fun could be got
out of a quiet evening spent in tying
May-flowers round a pole, and giving
a gold birth-day ring to one’s mother?"
he mused. *‘After all, the good
people have the best of it, and we
scape-graces are the ones to be pitied.
If I were vich, I should be all right.
If 1 had even half a chance, I would
ask no more. But the poverty !” He
glanced about the room, then looked
gloomily into the fire again.

close to her

allowed herself.

““Yes ; the good ones have the best
of it,” the young man repeated, rous-
ing himself.

Hedrew the andirons out, and let
the unconsnmed stick down into the
ashes, lighted a candle, and turned
the gas off.  Then, candle in hand,
he stood musing a mement longer,
the clear light shining over his h
and showing an almost childlike smile
coming sweetly to his lips. ** After
all,” he said softly, ‘I haven't been a
bad fellow to-night,” and with that
pleased smile still lingering on his
face, went slowly out of the room.

And so the stillness of night de-
scended, and deep sleep brooded over
the town as the lights went out.
Crichton was a well-governed city :
no rude broils disturbed its hours of
darkness. Decency was in power
there, and made itself obeyed. You
might see a doctor’s buggy whirl by,

g
like a ghost of a carriage, its light
wheels faintly crunching the gravel;
for only the business streets were
paved. Now and then, on still nights,
might be heard the grating of ropes,
as some vessel sailed up to the wharf
after a long ocean voyage. Perhaps
a woman in one of the houses
on the hill above would hear
that sound through her dream, and
start up to listen, fancying that, in the
word of command the soft breeze bore
to her casement, she could detect a
familiar voice long unheard and
anxiously waited for. Perhaps the
sailor, whose swift kecl had shot like
an arrow past the heavy junk of
Chinese waters, and scattered, as it
approached the shore, clear reflections
of tufted palms and dusky natives—
perhaps he looked eagerly up the hill
to that spot which his eyes could find
without aid of chart or compass, and
saw suddenly twinkle out the lamp in
the window of his home.

But except for such soft sounds and
shadowy idyls, Crichton was at night
as still as sleep itself.

The Crichtonians had a pleasant
saying that their city was built by a
woman, and the best compliment we
can pay them is that they made this
saying proudly, and kept in honored
remembrance the hand of the gentle
architect. But not so much in brick
and stone was it acknowledged, though
they owed to her their first ideas of
correct and symmmetrical building : in
thefr society, high and low, in many
of their pretty customs, in their tastes,
in their freedom from bigotry of opin-
ions, even in their goverament. they
felt her influence.

While the city lies sleeping under
the stars, strong, adult, and beautiful,
full of ambitious dreams, full, too, of
kind and generous feeling, let us go
back to the time when, an infant town,
it began to use its powers, and stammer
brokenly the alphabet of civilization.

Hush, fair city, all thy many thou-
sands, while the angels watch above
thee ! and, swecter marvel yet ! while
the dear Lord waits unsleeping in thy
midst, where that solitary taper burns.
Sleep in peace, ‘‘ poor exiled children
of Eve,” and be grateful at least in
dreams.

Not very long ago, this place was a
wild forest, with a rude little settle-
ment hewn out of it on the river’s
banks. It was shut in from the world,
though the world was not far distant.
But the river was broad and deep, the
ocean only ten milesaway, and within
a few miles were large and growing
cities. Soon the sound of the axe and
the saw were heard, and little craft,
sloops and schooners, floated down the
Saranac laden with lumber till the
water rippled close to the rails. The
story of her growth in this regard is
the story of a thousand other towns.
The vessels grew larger, their voyages
longer, more houses were built, some
men  became comparatively wealthy
and gave employment to others, while
the majority kept the level of the em-
ployed. Social distinctions began to
show themseclves, detestable ones for
the most part, since there was no social
cultivation. Indeed, this poor settle-
ment was in a fair way to become the
most odious of towns. The two meet-
ing-houses began to be called churches
by the aspiring ; the leading woman
of the town ventured to call her help a
servant (on which the indignant
‘“help " immediately deserted her);
and the first piano appeared. But let
us mention this piano with respect, for
it was the pioneer of harmony.

When, Crichton had about fifteen
hundred inhabitants, a stranger came
there one day, as a passenger on hoard
a barque returning from a distant city.
This barque was the chief vessel, and
was owned by the three chief men of
Crichton. It had gone away laden
with laths, and it brought back tea,
coffee, sugar, and other foreign
groceries ; and, more than all, it
brought Mr. Seth Carpenter. IHe
was not, apparently, a very remark-
able man in any way, except as all
strangers were remarkable in this
voung town. IHe was plain-looking,
rather freckled, and had a pair of
small and very bright eyes which he
almost closed, in a near sighted way,

Yes; poverty was there— that de-
pressing  poverty which speaks of
decayed fortunes. The carpet, from
which the brilliant velvet pile was
worn nearly off, the faded and
mended covers of the carved chair-
frames, the few old-fashioned orna-
ments which had been retained when
all that would sell well had gone to the
auction-room, each showed by the
scrupulous care with which it had
been preserved, a poverty that clung
to the rags of prosperity in the past
because it saw no hope of prosperity
in the future. Miles of unbroken

forest could be seen from the cupolas
of Crichton ; yet in this room the very

| the full moon, and rings its softened | stick of wood that burned slowly on
.the andirons was an extravagance

when he wished to see well. Behind
those eyes was a good deal of will and
wit, and the will to put the wit into
immediate practice. Morcover, he
knew how to hold his tongue very
| cleverely, and baffle the curious with-
out offending them. Nothing but his
name transpired. He might be a
mountebank, a detective, a king's son
—how were these people to know ?

In fact, he was nothing more mys-
terious than a respectable young man
twenty-five years of age, who, having
his fortune to make, had thought best
to leave his prim, sober, native town,
where nothing was being done, and
where the people were mummies, and
seek what, in modern parlance, is

which Mrs. Gerald would not have ! called a ““live " place.

In his pockets
he had nothing but his hands ; in his
valise was a single change of linen,
The very morning of his arrival at
Crichton, Mr. Carpenter went to the
highest hill-top, and from it viewed
the town, the river, and the receding
forests, He then strolled down to the
river, and looked through the mills,
and from there sauntered to the ship
vard, where he found a ship on the
stocks, almost ready to be launched.
He walked round the yard, whistling
softly, with an air of critical indiffer-
ence. He paused near two other men
who were viewing the ship, and, since
their conference was not private,
listened to it.

One of these men, a sailor, rather
thought he might make up his mind to
buy that ship. Did his companion
know what was likely to be asked for
it? The other reckoned, and cal-
culated, and guessed, and expected,
and finally owned that he did not
know.

Mr. Carpenter, his eyes winking fast
with the sparks that came into them,
and his fingers working nervously,
walked out of the yard, and found the
owner of the ship, and, still with noth-
ing in his pockets but his hands, made
his bargain with all the coolness of a
millionaire. Before sunset, the ship
was nominally his ; and, before sun-
rise, it had changed owners again, and
the young adventurer had made five
hundred dollars by the bargin.

¢“1 will yet rule the town !" he said
exultingly, when he found himself
alone ; and he kept his word. Every-
thing prospered with him, and in a
short time even rivalry ceased. Men
who had been proud to add dollar to
dollar shrank and bowed before this
man who added thousand to unit.
Half the men in town, after ten years,
were in his employment, and business
prospered as he prospered. In another
ten years, Crichton was a city, with
all barriers down between her and the
great world ; but a raw, unkempt city ;
jealous, superficially educated, quarrel-
some, pretentious, and rapidly crystall-
izing into that mould. Only a person
of supreme position and character
could now change it. Mr. Carpenter
had the position, but not the character.
He thought only of money-making
and of the excitement of enterprise
and power ; the rest he viewed with a
pleasant indifference not without con-
tempt. At forty-five he was still a
bachelor.

We have mentioned the first piano
with respect, because others followed
in its train, rendering a music-teacher
necessary ; so that, after a succession
of tyros, Miss Agnes Weston came,
bringing the very spirit of harmony
with her into the town she was to con-
quer.

She did not come as a conqueror,
however ; nor probably did she anti-
cipate the part she was to play any
more than the Crichtonians did. She
came to earn her bread, and, while
doing so, was anything but popular.
Nothing but her brilliant musical abili-
ties, and the fact that she had been
educated at Leipsic, saved her from
utter failure. People did mnot fancy
this self-possessed, unpretending young
persons, who could sometimes show
such a haughty front to the presuming,
and who was, moreover, so frightfully
dark and sallow. They did not under-
stand her, and preferred to leave her
very much to herself.

One person only found her not a
puzzle. To Mr. Carpenter she was
simply a refined woman among uncon-
genial associates ; becoming discon-
tented and unhappy there, too, before
many months had passed. He did not
choonse that she should go away. He
had become pleasantly accustomed to
seeing her, had sometimes met her on
her long walks out to town ; and once,
when he had politely offered to drive
her home—an offer which any other
lady in Crichton would have accepted
beamingly, without the preliminary of
an introduction—had been refreshed
by receiving a cold refusal, and a sur-
prised stare from a pair of large black
eyes. The great man, surfeited with
smiles and flatteries, was immensely
pleased by this superciliousness.

But though strangely disturbed at
the prospect of Miss Weston's leaving,
he hesitated to speak the word which
might detain her. A bachelor of forty-
five does not readily determine on
making a sensible marriage ; it usually
needs some great folly to spur him on
to a change so long deferred. He had,
moreover, two other reasons for delay-
ing : he wanted a charming wife, and
was in doubt whether even his power
could transform this lady into his ideal ;
the other reason had blue eyes, and a
dimple in its chin, and was a very silly
reason.

But noone who knew this gentleman
would expect him to remain long in
doubt on any subject. Within a month
from the day he first entertained the
thought of running such a risk, Crich-
ten was electrified by the announce-
ment that Mr. Carpenter was soon to
be married to Miss Weston ; and, be-
fore they had recovered from their first
astonishment, the marriage had taken
place, and the quiet, dark-faced music

teacher was established as mistress
of an imposing mansion on North

Avenue.

It was now Mr. Carpenter’s turn to
be astonished, and he was enchanted
as well. Never had he pictured to
himself a woman so charming as this
grub, now become a butterfly, proved

—
been the first to appreciate and exalt
her. For this she gave him a faithty),
if condescending affection, and quoted
his wishes and opinions so constantly
that one might have thought they were
her only guides.  So thorough was hey
tact and her courtesy toward her hus-
band he scarcely guessed his own iy-
feriority, and never dreamed that she
was aware of it.

She grew beautiful, too, as well ag
amiable., Now that the drudgery of
toil was lifted from her, and .In-r
cramped talents had room for full anq
exhilarating play, the swarthy skin
cleared, showing a peach-like bloon,
the fine teeth lit a frequent smile, ang
the deep voice lost its dull cadence,
and took a musical, ringing sound.

Mrs. Carpenter used her power well,
Crichton was as clay in her hands,
and she moulded it after a noble model,

What arrogance could never have
done was accomplished by tact ang
sweetness. Her forming touch was
strong and steady, but it was smooth,
and nothing escaped it. Thoroughly
womanly, speaking by her husband’s
mouth when she deemed it not fittine
that her proper voice should be heard,
she could influence in matters where
women do not usually care to interfere,
She thought nothing out of her pro-
vince which concerned the prosperity
of the town she honored with her pres
ence, and she inspired others with her
own enthusiasm. That street should
be wide and well kept, that public
buildings should bearchitecturally sym
metrical, that neat cottages for the
poor, replacing their miserable huts,
should start up as sudden as daisies
along some quiet road—these objects all
interested her, though she worked for
them indirectly.

But in social life she ruled openly :
and there her good sense and good
heart, her gentle gaicty and entire
uprightness, became the mould of form.
Ill'nature went of fashion, and, in the
absence of charity, self-control became
a necessity. When people of opposite
creeds met at her house, their feuds
had to be laid aside for the time ; and,
once two foes have smiled in cach
other’s faces, the frown is not so easy
to recall,

Gradually the change which had
heen imposed outwardly became a real
one ; and, when Mrs. Carpenter died,
full of years and of honors, her spirit
continued to animate the place, in its
opinions and actions, at least, if some
fairer grace of heart and principle
were wanting.  She died as she had
lived, out of the Church : thought he
Church had ever found her a friend,
bountiful and tenderly protecting. Of
its doctrines and authority she scemed
never to have thought ; but the copy
of the Sistine Madonno in her drawing-
room had always a vase of fresh flowers
before it.

She left no children. A niece whom
she had adopted married in Crichton,
and had one descendant, a grand
daughter, living there. This graud
daughter was Honora Pembroke.

Wake again, Crichton, for morning
is come. Long rays of golden light
are shooting out of the east ; and down
the hillside, in the church of S. John,
Father Chevreuse is saying, Swursum
Corda !

TO BE CONTINUED.,
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What Stronger Proof

Is needed of the merit of Hood's Sarsaparilla
than the hundreds of letters continually
coming in telling of marvellous cures it has
effected after all other remedies had failed ?
Truly, Hood’s Sarsaparilla possesses peculiar
curative power unknown to other medicines,

Hood’s Pills cure Conatipation by restoring
the peristaltic action of the alimentary canal.
They are the best family cathartic.

A Famlily Friend.

SIR,—I have used Dr. Fowler's Extract ot
Wild Strawberry in my family for years and
can highly recommend it for summer com-
plaint, diarrheea, cramps, ete.

Mgs. GEo. WisST, Huntsville, Ont,

There are a number of varieties of corns.
Holloway’s Corn Cure will remove any fof

them. Call on your druggist and get a
bottle at once,

THE PRINCE OF PECTORAL REMEDIES.
Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup cures
Coughs, Colds, Asthma, Hoarseness and
Bronchitis without fail.

No other Sarsaparilla combines economy
and strength like Hood’s It is the only one
of which can truly be said : ** 100 Doses $1.”

Minard’'s Liniment for Rheumatism.

“German
Syrup”

Here is something from Mr.Frank
A. Hale, proprietor of the De Witt
House, Lewiston, and the Tontine
Hotel, Brunswick, Me. Hotel men
meet the world as it comes and goes,
and are not slow in sizing people
and things up for what they are
worth. He says that he has lost a
father and several brothers and sis-
ters from Pulmonary Consumption,
and is himself frequently troubled
with colds, and he
often coughs enough
to make him sick at
Consumptionhis stomach. When-

ever he has taken a
cold of this kind he uses Boschee’s
German Syrup, and it cures him
every time. Here is a man who

Hereditary

itself ; and never had he imagined that !
even his wife could obtain so beautiful |
a supremacy as she gradually estab-
lished and never lost. She was born
to rule, and seldom had such power |
been placed in any woman's hands.
Mr. Carpenter was the first of her
vassals.  With a refined and noble
arrogance, she esteemed him as the

first man in the world, because he had "

knows the full danger of lang trou-
bles, and would therefore be most
particular as to the medicine he used.
What is his opinion? Listen! “I
use nothing but Boschee's German
Syrup, and have advised, I presume,
niore than a hundred different per-
sons to take it. ‘They agree with
me that it is the best cough syrup
in the market.” : ("]
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