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in the moonlight, and the dark outline of
the trees yonder against the sky.”

“ Jt's more than
Jim’s voice shook a little. you know,
Princess, that whenever the memory of
home comes to me out yonder in the tropies,
it will be just this picture I shall always see.
The river, the lights and shadows on the
lawn, the old gray house, and you, with the

wers on your breast, and the moonlight
on your dear face. Don’t be afraid, or
move nw-{i T'm not going to make [5ve to
you—all that is over ; but your face must
always be to me the fairest and sweetest
on earth.” He paused & moment,
and then added, looking  steadily
away from her: ‘I want to tell you—

~ this last timé I may ever have an oppor-

tunity of speaking to you alone—that you
are never to hlame yourself for what
come and gone. It’s been no fault of yours.
You could no more help my loving you than
I could help. it myself; or than you could
make yourself love me in return.”

«Oh, Jim, dear !” spoke the girl, quickly
and penitently, ““I do love you. Ido, in-
deed.”

«1 know it, Princess, in exactly the same
way you love Roy Garnett, and immeasura-
bly less than you love Berkeley. That isn’t
what I wanted, dear. I'm a dull fellow,
slow at understanding things, and I can’t

ut my thoughts into graceful, fluent
anguage; but I know what love is, and
what 1 wanted you to feel is very different.
Don’t be unhappy about it—or me. Tl
worry through the ga.in in time, or grow
accustomed to it. t’s tough, just at first;
but I'Il pull through somehow. It shall not
spoil my life either, although it must mar
it ; a man must be a pitiful fellow, wholets
himself go to the bad because the woman he
loves won’t have him. God means every
man to hold up his own weight in this
world. I'd as soon knock a woman down as
throw the blame of a wasted life upon her.”

Pocahontas listened with her eyes on the
folded hands in her lap, realizing for the
first time how deeply the man beside her
loved her. Woul(Fany other man ever loye
her with such grand unselfishness, she won-
dered, ever give all, receive nothing in
return, and still give on.  Why could not
ghe love him? Why was her heart still and
8 hless, and only her mind responsive.

e was worthy of any woman's love ; why
could not she give him hers ?

Ask the question how she would, the
answer was always the same. She did not
love him; she could not love him; but the
reason was beyond her.

After a little while Jim spoke agaim :
““When you were a little girl,” he said, 1
always was your knight. In all our plays
and trubles it was always me you wanted.
My boat was_the one you liked best, and
mK dog and horse would come to your
whistle as quickly as to mine. ~Lwas the
one always to care for you and carry out
vour will. That can neyer be again, I

now, but don’t forget me, Princess. Let
the thought of your old friend come to you
gometimes, not to trouble you, only to re-
mind you ‘when things are hard
and rough, and you .need comfort, that
there’s a heart in the world that would shed
its last drop to help you.”

With - quick impulse Pocahontas leaned
forward and caught his hand in hers, and
before he could divine her intention, bent
her head and laid her soft, warm lips against
it. When she lifted her eyes to his there
were tears in them and her voice trembled
as she said, ‘I will think of you often
old friend ; of how noble you are, and how
unselfish.  You have beengenerous to me
all your life ; far more generous than I have
ever deserved.”

As they rose to return to the house, the
jasmin blossom fell from the girl’s hair to
the ;{rnund at Jim's feet; he stooped and
raised it. *‘ May I keep it?” he said.

She bowed her head silently.

CHAPTER V.

In the dining-room at Lanarth stood Poca-
hontas, an expression of comical dismay
upon her face, a pile of dusty volumes on
the floor at her feet. The bookcase in the
recess of the fireplace, with yawning doors
and empty aheK’cu, stood swept and gar-
nished, awaiting re-possession. In a frenz
of untimely cleanliness, she had torn nﬁ
the books from the. repose of years, and
now that the deed was done beyond
recall, she was a prey to disqush, and
given over to repentence. Berkel e)‘lpa.nsed
the open window, looking cool and fresh
in summer clothing, and Pocahontas, catch-
ing sight of him, put her fingers to her lips
and whistled sharply to attract his atten-
tion, which being done, she followed up the
advantage with pantomimic gestures, in-
dicative of despair, and need of swift as-
sistance. Berkeley turnéd good-naturedly,
and came'in to the rescue, but when he dis-
covered the service required of him, he re-

rded it with aversion, and showed a mean
Jdesire to retreat, which unworthiness was
promptly detected by Pocahontas, and as
prom]g(l‘l frustrated.

£ Kelp me, Berkeley,” she entreated.
¢ They must all be put in place again before
dinner, and it only wants a quarter to 1
now. I can’t do it all before half-past 2, to
save my life, unless you help me. You
know mother dislikes a messy, littered
room, and I've got your favorite puddi
for dessert. Oh, dear! I'm tired to deat
already, and it's so warm 1” The rising in-
flection of her voice conveyed ‘an impression
of heat intense enough to drive an engine.

Thus adjured, Berkeley laid aside his
coat, for lifting is warm work. with the sun
at the meridian. The empty shirt sleeve
had a forlorn and piteous look as it hung
g:mpled and slightly twisted by his side.

rkeley caught it with his other hand
and thrust the cuff in the waistband of his
trousers. He was well used to his loss, and
apparently indifferent to it, but the dang-
ling of the empty sleeve worried him ; the
arm was gone close up at the shoulder.

Then tE: pair fell to work bri:llly, dust-

abd. chattd

ing, arranging, re- gl ing
pleasantly. Pocahontas plied the duster,
and her brother sorted the books and re-
laced them on the shelves. The sun shone
in royally, until Pocahontas served a writ of
ejectment on his majesty by closing all the
shutters, and the sun promptly eluded it by
peeping in between the bars. A little
vagrant breeze stole in, full of idleness and
mischief, and meddled with the books—
fluttering the leaves of ** The Fae Queen,”
which lay on its back wide open, lifting up
the 'rgea, and flirting them over y
as though bent on finding secrets. The
little noise attracted the girl's attention,
and she raised the book and wiped the
covers with her duster. As she sla it
liihtly with her hand to get outall the dus
a letter sli from-among the leaves an
fell to the floor near Berkeley’s feet.
“ Where did this come from?” heinquired,

as he picked it up.
“Ontoh.hisboik,"lhemlwared.boldlng
up the volume in her hand. ‘It fell ouw
while T was dusting ; some one must have
left it in to mark & place. It must have
been in the book for years ; see how soiled
itiﬁl W):.oni.ims
ere is some
finding of a stra
curiosity, and eley turned it in his
hand to read the address. The onvoloyo.nd
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Federal officer at Richmond, and Roy
ridden ht down with it all those
weary miles, feeling curiously certain that
it contained news of Temple, and sharing
their anxiety to the full.  Roy had been
:‘gmch and helpful in their ‘trou le, aiding in
ey 5 for :

of his p;omiu, no looi'm'v beheld their
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way home. 3
'ocahontas was generally
$'° tell Eer stories, unless ;ﬁ’::f

advance, than he halted 3 Ly, the

PP p t, and then the im-
isatrice was dumb, Pocahontas was

muscles of his face working y.
« Perhaps I can be of service to you.”
She lmrtsld, kAml glanced round quickly.
A slender, dark, young man, astranger, Was
di al’)uide ’hzr, ngﬁancing, with ancon-

o prep the_journey,
and accompanying the wounded man, and
the pale, resolute mother on their desperate
mission. Then came the hideous journey,
the arrival at the m, the fearful ques-
tioning, the relief in of the reply ;
the interview with the bluff, kindly com-
mandant, who took their hands heartily and
rendered them every assistance in his power.
Then, in the rough hospital of the hostile
rrinon, the strange, waiting for the end,
ollowed by the stranger, sadder home-
coming. It was a pitiful story, common
enough both north and south, but none the
less pitiful for its commonness.
ith “her head down on her brother’s
shoulder, Pocahontas sobbed convulsivelg.
She was familiar with the outlines of the
tale, and knew vaguely of the weeks of
anxiety that had lined her mother’s gentle
face and silvered her brown hair, but of all
particulars she was ig t. She had been
very young at the time these sad events
occurred ; the young brother sleeping inthe
shadow of the cedars in the old burying-
round was scarcely more than a name to
Eer, and the memories of her childhood had
faded somewhat, crowded out by the cheer-
ful realities of her glad girl-life.

When she b#oke the silence, it was very
softly. ** Berkeley,” she said, ‘‘it was
ki.nd{y one of that Federal officer to let us
know. This is the third letter he wrote
about poor Temple ; the others must haye
miscarried.

¢ They did ; and this one only reached
us just in time. You see, communication
with the south in those early days was
more than uncertain. If Roy hadn’t hap-

ned to be in Richmond, it’s a question
whether I should have received this one.
It was kindly done, as you say, and this
General Smith was & kindly man. I
shall never forget his consideration
for mother, nor the kindness he
showed poor Temple.  But for his aid we
could hardly have managed at the last, in
spite of Roy’s efforts. We owe him .a debt
o¥ gratitude I'd fain repay. God bless
him 1”,

¢ Arhen ! echoed Pocahontas, softly.

\  CHAPTER VL

One bright, crisp morning about the
middle of October, Pocahontas stood in
the back yard surrounded by a large flock
of turkeys. Turkeys were the young lady’s
specialty, and on them alone of all the
({;:cium of the poultry yard did she bestow
her personal attention. From the thrillin,
moment in early spring when she scribbl
the date of its arrival on the first egg, until
the full-grown birds were handed over to
Aunt Rachel to be fattened for the table,
the turkeys were her particular charge, and
each morning and afternoon saw her sally
forth, armed with a pan full of curds, or a
loaf of brown bread, for her flock. Her
usual attendant, on these occasions, was a
little colored boy named Sawney—the last
of a line of Sawneys extending back to the
dining-room servant of Pocahontas’ great-
grandmother.

On this particular morning Pocahontas,
having emptied her basket, was watching
her flock with interest and admiration,when
Berkeley made his appearance on th:(l)orch
with a letter in his Elmd. He seemed in a
hurry, and called to his sister impatiently.

54 k here, Princess,” he said, as she
joined him, ‘“here’s a letter from Jim to old
Aunt Violet, his ‘mammy.” He told me
he had promised the old woman to write to
her. Itcame with my mail this morning,
and I haven’t time to go over to Shirley and
read it to her ; I wish you would. She’s
too poorly to come after it herself, so put on
your bonnet and step over there now, like a
good girl.”

“Step over there, indeed!” langhed
Pocahont “ How insinuatingly you put
it. Aunt Vi'let's cabin is way over at
Shirley : half a mile beyond Jim {iyrd‘a line
fence.”

¢ GGeneral Smith’s line fence, you mean.
I wish yon’d go, Princess. There’s money
in the letter, and I don’t want to send it b
the negroes. 1 promised Jim we'd loo{
after the old woman for them. The girls
want her to come to Richmond, but she
won’t consent to quit the old place. She
hasn’t any children of her own, you know.”

Pocahontas extended her hand for the
letter. ‘‘She ought to go to Richmond and
live with Belle or Nina,” she said, slipping
it into her pocket. “‘She’d die of home-
sickness way out in California with Susie. I
wonder whether the new people will let her
stay at Shirley ?”

““Oh, yes ; Jim made every arrangement
when he found she wouldn’t consent to
move. He had an understanding with
General Smith about the corner of land her
cabin stands on ; reserved it, or leased it,or
something. It’s all right.”

Always kind, always considerate, thought
the girl wistfully, even amid the pain and
hurry of departure—the sundering of old
ties, finding time to care for the comfort of
his old nurse. Good, faithful Jim.

+¢ Have the new people come ?” she called
after her brother, as he disappeared within
the house.

«“1 don’t know. I rather think they
have,” he a1 ticed smoke

m

cealed amusement, from her flushed, irate
countenance to the sulky, streaming visage

at her feet.

¢ Oh, thmklon ; you can indeed,” ac-

pting his p d aid with grateful readi-
ness. “Ifiyou will kindly drive these sheep
away, T'll be much indebted to you. This
provoking little boy is afraid of them, or
pretends to be, and I can’t induce him to
stir. Now, Sawney, hush that abom-
inable noise this instant ! The gentleman
is going to drive all the sheep away.”

ith perfect gravity, but his eyes full
of laughter, Nesbit Thorne flourished his
cane and advanced on the flock menacingly.
The animals backed slowly. ‘¢ Will that
do ?” he called, when he had driven them
about & hundred yards.

« A little further, please,” she answered.
“ No, a_great_deal further ; quite to the
end of the field. He won’t move yet I” Her
voice quivered with suppressed mirth.

Feeling like * Little Boy Blue ”
recalled to a sense of duty, Thorne
pursued the sheep remorselessly ; the
poor beasts, convinced at last that dis-
appointment was to be their portion, trotted
before him meekly, giving vent to their feel-
ings in occasional bleats of reproach.

ﬁeanwhile, Pocahontas lifted” Sawnay
forcibly to his feet, and led him across to
the opposite fence, over which she helped
him to climb, being determined that no more
scenes should be inflicted on her that morf-
ing. When she had put a barrier between
him and danger, she ordered him to sit
down and calm his shattered nerves and re-
cover his behavior. She remained within
the field, herself, leaning against the fence
and awaiting the gentleman’s return, that
she might thank him. -

By the time he rejoined her, Nesbit
Thorne had decided that his new acquaint-
ance was a very handsome and unusually
attractive woman. The adventure amused
him, and he had a mind to pursue it fur-
ther. Ashe approached, he removed his
hat courteously, with a pleasant, half-jocular
remark about the demoralized condition of
her escort, and a word indicative of his sur-
prise at finding a country child, of any color,
afraid of animals.

“Yes; it is unusual,” she assented,
smiling on him with her handsome gray
eves. ‘I can’t account for his terror, for
T’m sure no animal has ever harmed him.”

He would gladly have detained her talk-
ing in the pleasant sunshine, or even—as
time was no object, and all' ways alike—
have liked to saunter on beside her, but,
there was no mistaking the quiet decision of
her manner as she repeated her thanks and
bade him good morning.

« Who the.dickens was she ?” he won-
dered idly as he leaned on the fence in
his turn, and watched the graceful figure
dimpiearing in the distance. She walked
well, he noticed, without any of the ugly
tricks of gait,so many women have ; firm
and upright, with hewd ﬁnel{lpoised, and
every movement a curve. er look and
voice harmonized with her carriage ; she

leased his artistic sense, and he lowered his
ids a little as he watched her, as one focuses
a fine picture or statue.

iven in that brief interview, Pocahontas
had touched a chord in his nature no woman
had ever touched before ; it vibrated—vel
{aintl¥, but enough to arrest Thorne’s atteh-
tion, for an instant, and to cause him to
bend his ear and listen. In some subtle way
a difference was established between herand
all other women. Her ready acceptance of
his aid, her absolute lack of self-conscious-
ness, even her calmly courteous dismissal
of him, piqued Thorne’s curiosit and
interest. e reflected that in all prob-
abilit&y he would meet her soon again, and
the idea pleased him.

Pocahontas related her adventure glee-
fully when they all assembled at dinner ;
and_the amusement it excited was great.
Berkely insisted teasingly that her
deliverer would develop into one of
the workmen from Washington, employed
by General Smith in the renovation of
S{iml . One of the carpenters, or—as he
looke({ gentlemanly and wore a coat, &
fresco man, abroad in search of an ori 1
idea for the dining-room ceiling. is
idea she had obligingly furnished him,
and he would be able to make a very
effective ceiling of her, and Sawney,
and the sheep, if he should handle them
rightly. These suggestions Pocahontas
scouted, maintaining gayly that the
dark stranger was none other than her
« Smith,” the very identical John of her

destiny.
CHAPTER-VIL

The Smith family speedily settled down
into their new home, and after the first
feeling of strangeness had worn off, were
forced to acknowledge that the reality of
country living was not so disa ble as
théy had anticipated. ~The nei hborhood
was pleasantly and thickly settled, the peo-
le kind-hearted and hospitable. e,

rs. Srrith still secretly yearned for modern
conveniences and the comforts of a daily
market, and felt that time alone could
reconcile her to the unreliability and ineffi-
ciency of colored servants, but even she

rising from the kitchen -chimney this morn-
ing. Ask Aunt Rachel—the negroes are
sure to know.”
Pausing & moment at the kitchen door
to uest the servants to inform her
mother that she had walked over to Shirley
to read a letter to old Aunt Vi'let,
and would be home in an hour or so,
Pocahontas set ot on her expedition, never
> 1

P tion. Her husband—whose time,
gince his retirement, had hung like lead
upon his hands, was busy, active and inter-
ested, full of plans, and reveling in the pure
delight of buying xpensive machin for
the n to break, and tons of fertilizers
for them to waste. The girls were pleased,
and Norma happier m&ﬂ.l difficult than
she had been for years. And, best and
most welcome of all, Warner 8

that little S ith

tinfa

, Wi

« Me d'wine too,” was resolutely following
her. The way led along a pleasant coun
road, as level as a table, which ran, wi
scarcely a bend, or turning, straight from
the Masons’ back gate over to the ancient

‘notin sympathy with Norma. Norma thought

old stories great rubbish, and did not scruple
to show that such was her opinion,
and Pocahontas resented it. One evening,
in the beginning of their acquai the
three girls had ‘walked down to the old
willows at the foot of the lawn, and
Pocahontas, for the amusement of her
guests, had related the little story con-
nected with them.

%] think it was all t foolishness,”
Norma declared. *“If she loved the man,
why not marry him at_once like a sensible
woman ? The idea of making him wait
three years, and watch a rubbishing little
tree, just because his ‘dbrother would have
made a scene. What if he did make a scene ?
He would soon have submitted to the
inevitable, and made friends. The lady
couldn’t have cared much for her lover, to
be wiiling to put up with that driveling
probation.” .

«She did love him,” retorted Pocahontas,
with annoyance, “and she proved it by
being willing to - sacrifice - little of her
happiness to spare him the bitterness of a
quarrel with his own brother. The men
were twins, and they loved one another,
until unnatural rivalry pushed family affec-
tion into the background. If the matter
had been settled when both were at white

heat, an estrangement would have ensued"

which it would have taken years to heal—if
it ever was healed. here’s no passion
so unyielding as family hgte. They were
her kinsmen, too, men of her own blood ;
she must think of them, outside of herself.
The welfare of the man she didn’t love must
be considered as well as that of the man
she did love—more, if anything, because
she gave him so much less. How could she
come between twin brothers, and turn their
affection to hatred ? She knew them both
—knew that her own true lover would
hold firm for all the years of his
life, so that she could safely trust him
for three. And she knew that the lighter
nature would, in all probability, prove
inconstant ; and if he Fcft, her o?yhis own
free will, there could be no ill-feeling, and
no remorse.”

Norma laughed derisively. And in this
fine self-sacrifice she had no- thought of her
lover,” quoth she. *‘His pain was nothing.
She sacrificed him, too.”

“ And why not? Surely no man would
grudge a paltry three years out of his
whole life’s happiness to avoid so dreadful a
thing as ill blood between twin brothers. If
she could wait for his.sake, he could* wait
for hers. A woman must not cheapen her-
gelf ; if she is worth winning, she must
exact the effort.”

« 1 think it isa lovely story,” Blanche
interposed, decidedly. ‘¢ The lady behaved
beautifully ; just exactly as she should
have done. A quarrel between brothers is
awful, and between twin brothers woyld be
awfuler still.”

In her eager partisanship, Blanche’s lan-
guage was_more concise than elegant, but
she wanted Pocahontag to know that she
sided with her.

Norma regarded her sister with amuse-
ment not unmixed with chagrin. These new
friends were stealing away her follower.
Blanche was becoming emancipated.

¢« Any woman who trifles with her hap-
piness, because of a scruple, is & fool,” she
repeated, dogmatically.

ocahontas held back the angry retort
that was burning on the tip,of her tongue,
and let the subject drop. Norma was her
guest, and, after all, what did it matter
what Norma thought? But after that she
refrained from repeating old_stories before
her ; and of the two sisters, Blanche became
her favorite.

As she entered the parlor with smiles and
words of welcome, Blanche held out her
hands filled with late roses and branches of
green holly, bright with berries.

« See,” she said, ‘‘two seasons in one
bouquet. The roses are for your mother. I
found them on a bush in a sheltered corner;
and as we came along I made Nesbit cut
the holly for me. I never can resist holly.
That tree by your gate is the loveliest thing
I have ever seen ; just like' those in the
store windows at home for Christmas. Only
we never had such a profusion of berries,
and I don’t think they were as bright. Do
{ou think the holly we get at home is as

right, Norma ?”

““Qh, yes; it looked always pretty
much the same. We got beautiful holly
every Christmas,” replied Norma, who gid
not like Virginia exalted at the expenpé of
her native place.

«But not with such masses of berries.
Just look at this branch ; was there ever
anything more perfect ? Princess, please
give me something to putit in. It's far too
pretty to throw ‘away. Can I have that
vase on the piano 7’

Pocahontas smiled assent.
have holly by the cart-load, but
she liked {!hnc e’s enthusiasm. While
the others chatted, Blanche decked the
vase with her treasure; then two others
which she found for herself on a table in the
corner. There were still some lovely rich
bits, quite small twigs, left when she had
finished, and she once more clamored for
something to put them in. -

Pocahontas, in the nidst of an eager dis-
cussion with Thorne and Norma, in which
both were arrayed against her, glanced
around carelessly. There was a cup and
saucer on & small stand near her, and she
picked up the cup thoughtlessly and held it
out to Thorne. Just as their hands
met in the transfer, both of them
talking, neither noticing what the
were doing, Berkeley entered . sud-
denly and spoke, causing them to start and
turn. There was a ni(ﬁ( exclamation from

She could

to ng As for Percival, hi
tion knew no bounds ; his father had given
a gun and Nesbit Thorne was teaching him
how so use it. i

At LEe eleventh hour Nesbit Thorne had
Siia e 3

home of ths Byrd family at Shirley. Over-
head the interlacing hes of oak and
magnolia trees made a gorgeous cuwp{_o(

pany his relatives in their
flitting, instead of waiting to visit them
later in the season. He was incited thereto
by idl and ennus, 1 d by curiosit

as to the in which their fufure life

e green and russet, and the
tering th ugh the leaves embroidered the
old with an_intricate pattern of light
and shadow. Now and then a holly tree,
or bush, bright with berries, made a lovel
dash of color, and glowed all over wi
Christmas and rejoicing.

would be ordered, and also by a genuine de-
gire to be of service to them in the
e wasiaowisigad ieling 1s B
es, an oW eel in hi
breast, that with the d of his
kindred, New York would become lonelier,
more wearisome than ever. T.:?Mgim
him a semblance of & home, there was
in the man’s nature an undercurrent of
ymingdwlovamdthemndingmto(
true domestic life, that fretted .and chafed
in its obstructed channel, and tried here

and there blindly for another outlet.
Thorne’s coming with them seemed to the
Smiths a very natural His
he

aunt it one day, wi

had m:q than u{uall help-
vowi that she “Mi’ knew

how to get without him, and Thorne

fell in with the proposal at once ; it made

little difference, since he was coming for the

hooting anyway. If Norma had another
MryTnngmitohhnn to be
e Pl g S v
keep it hidden.

Pocahontas, a wild clutch into from
Thorne, and on the floor between them lay
the fragilé china in half a dozen pieces.
Pocahontas bent over them regretfully. It
was the cup with the dreaming Indian
maiden on it—the cup from which Jim
Byrd had taken his coffee on that last even-
ing. There were tears in her eyes, but she
kept her head bent so that no one should
see them. She would rather m{ cup of the
set should have come to grief than that

one.

She had brought it into the parlor several
days before to show to a visitor, who wished
a design for a hand-screen for a_fancy fair,
and had neglected to replace it in the cabi-
net. She reproached herself for her care-

e laid the fragments on the
piano, and then the suj ition flashed
across her mind. Could it be an omen?
The idea seemed foolish, and she put it

ly about it,” she said
s logetic for
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KICKSHAWS IN THE SHOPS.
Circle
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e hope that his .
benefit to others w!
ly.

T was taken ill in A:g:::. lm'”m?m
years s

half I was scarcely able to leave my room.
-illness, I believe, was the result of a fall
I a year before, and it left me hol%lo:.
I had absolutely no sensation in my
below the waist, could not feel pins stuc
in me, and was deprived of the use of my
limbs. For more three years I wasnot
able to leave the house, any more than, on
very fine days I might go as far as the .cor-
ner, and during all that time I was never

g
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As She Swings d thhe She
Mirs. X. Makes Note Of:

Jet bow-knots of various sizes.

Silk gloves having smocked tops.

Valenciennes lace in ribbon designs.

Crepe lining for bridesmaids’ toilets of
chiffon. f

Sprays of wreaths hnd artificial clover
blossom.

Mauve silk brocaded with black palm
leaves.

Half-ball silk buttons covered with a
basket weave.

fans having prettily carved outside

Fawn-colored suede gloves for light and
black costumes.

Coaching parasols of glace silk having
Dresden handles.

Black cashmere and mohair for college
gowns for graduates.

Lovely shades of gray, beige and fawn
silk-warp Henrietta.

White chamois gloves for wearing wlth
light woollen costumes.

Black India silks figured with yellow and
rufflés of yellow chiffon.

Detachable book covers for travellers of
leather, silk, cretonne, etc. g

Full vests of white ribbed silk in hand-
some gray and fawn gowns.

Handsomely figured cretonne for summer
hangings and upholstery.

Coiffures of a soft low coil interspersed
with four short thick curls.

Black satin hand-bags edged with tassels
and delicately painted.

Sheer gray homespuns flecked withrwhite
for summer gowns by thie sea. :

Silver galloon for bands under transparent
crepe, gauze or chiffon gowns.

Sailor ties of blue and white fouiard to
wear with sailor blouses and blazers. -

Narrow steel galloons for gray .Hen-
rietta, silk and Bedford cording costumes.

Light gingham %owns completed with col-4
lar, cuffs and girdle of black velvet.

Gray and tan suede ties decorated with

inted rows of ““baby” ribbon.—Dry
Goods Economist.

A Diplomatic Beater.

He called at the house and asked if she
had any carpets to beat, adding that he had
been in the business over twenty years.
When she asked, ‘“How much to t the
Furlor carpet?’ and he replied, ‘‘one dol-
ar,” she cried : ‘‘ Why, that’s awful !
There was a man here yesterday who offered
to do the job for fifty cents.” =~ Exactly,
madam ; but how was he prepared ?” ‘‘He
had a club in his hand.” ‘I presume so.
He intended to take the carpet out a
vacant lot, didn’t he?” ¢ Yes, siﬁ'?gmr

ard is too small, you know.” * Hxactly.

hat is a tapestry Brussels carget. It is
badly worn. It has numerous holes in it.
He would make a great show in getting it
out and in there. Out on the lot he would
give you nwnfv to every one who asked who
the carpet belonged to. Is that the way to
do a job of this sort?”

She looked at him and asked, ‘“How do
you do?” I take the carpet out through
the alley. I wheel it home. I beatitina
yard surrounded by a high board fence, and
while I am returning it, all nicely rolled up
and covered with a cloth, if any one asks
me what I have I reply that it is a velvet
carpet for 224 Blank street. If no one asks
me any questions, I call at houses on either
side of you and ask if they have just ordered
a new Wilton. They watch me and see me
come in here. Madam, in the language of
the Greek, do you twig?” He got the job.
—Dry Goods Journal. 2
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The Breathingof a Locomotive.

The *breathing” of a locomotive—that
is to say the number of puffs given by & rail-
way engine during its journey—depends
upon the circumference of its driving wheels
and their speed. No matter what the rate
of speed may be, for every one round of the
driving wheels a locomotive will give four
E:ﬂ'l—'.wo out of each cylinder, the cylinders

ing double.  The sizes of driving wheels
vary, some being 18, 19, 20, and even 22 feet
in circumference, although they are gener-
ally made of about 20 feet. he express
speed varies from 54 to 58 miles an hour.

'aking the average circumference of the
driving wheel to be 20 feet, and the speed
per hour 50 miles, a locomotive will give,
going at express speed, 880 puffs per minute,
or 52,800 puffs per hour, the wheel ravolv(i)rsxg
13,200 times in 60 minutes, giving 1,
puffs per mile.

Great Games.

The great American game, baseball, in the
States, and the great nfgliah game, cricket,
in the Dominign, are in full career, and it is
apropos to cbnsider what a celebrated
pitcher says : Mr. Louis Rush, 49 Preston
street, Detroit, Mich., U.8. A., writes :
¢ In pitching ball I sprained my arm ; two
applications of St. Jacob’s Oil cured me.” If
you want to be readyfor the next (ay,
try it.
' Beer and the State of Brains,

According to the Brewers’ Handbook,
there wére 30,0‘;1,079 barrels of beer con-
sumed in this country during the year
ending the 1st of May, showing an excess
of 3,200,000 barrels over the i

I tried all kinds of patent medi-
cines, but none of them did me any

1 also tried electricity, having as many as
three batteries on me at once, but it was all
of no avail.

« How did you come to recover?”

¢ In February last some one threw in a
circular about Dr. Williame’ Pink Pills. I
Iaid it aside, thinking it was like all the
others I had tried—no good. ~ But on April
14 I decided to give them a trial, and got a
box of the Pi Within three days I
noticed an' improvement, and it has con-
tinued ever since, until I am well as you see
me. I considered it nothing short of a
miracle, and my friends whoﬁmow me can
scarcely credit it. Why,last week I gotu
one morning, took bath, dressed myself,
went to the station, took the train for
Toronto and walked to my brother-in-law’s,
and he would not believe it was myself.”

¢ You say you were given up by the doc-
tors 1’

“Yes, I spent hundreds of dollars in
medical advice and in the purchase of all
sorts of quack remedies. . My physicians
said my disease was incurable, an that I
would never be able to use my limbs again.
I am a member of the Royal 'l‘em?lnrs. and
1 have been passed by the society's doctors
as past recovery, receiving from it the total
disability benefit of $1,000. That is the best
possible proof to me that my case was con-
sidered Kopelesa."

« How many boxes of the Pills have you
taken ?”

«T am now on my seventh box, but as I
told you, I got relief from the start. I con-
sider my recovery to be wonderful, and I
am recommending the remedy to every one
who is afflicted as I was.”

The proprietors of Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills, which have accomplished such a
miraculous cure in Mr. ‘Marshall’s case, say
the remedy is compounded from the formula
of s-well-known' physician, and is unsur-
passed for the lireat,ment, of all diseases
arising from impoverished blood or loss of
vital force. .

The remarkable case noted in the above
article from the Hamilton Herald con-
clusively proves that the proprietors of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills  have in no
way over-stated thie merits of their remedy.
Pink Pills are a never failing blood builder
and nerve tonic, sad are equally valuable
for men or women, young or old. They
cure all forms of debility, female weaknesses,
suppressi chronic constipation, headach
St. Vitus’ dance, loss of memory, premature
decay, etc., and by their marvellous action
on the blood, build up the system anew and
restore the glow of health to pale and sallow
complexions. These pills are sold by all
dealers or will be sent post paid -on receipt
of price (50 cents a box) by addressing J:e
Dr. Williams Médical Co., Brockville, Ont.

“BE TRUEST WOMAN.”

Plain Talk to Pretty Girls—How to Treat
Young Men.

Treat all young men as you would like to
haveother girls treat your own brothera.

Do not reserve all your smiles and brilli-
ancy for the opposite sex to the exclusion of
your own.

Do not lead him to think you admire him
when you do not.

Never permit a young man tospeak sneer-
ingly of the unfortunate or aged.

Avoid any young man who does not
reeIpecl. and cherish his mother.

f circumstances compel you to entertain
a young man alone be very sure to convince
him that your ideals of womanhood and
manhood are equally high.—Kate Tannatt
Woods, in Ladies' Home Journal.

What Impressed Mr. Barnum in England.

One of the most durable and constant im-
}Jressions that I have got from London, and
rom England, too, is the solidity of every-
thing there. The English people do not be-
lieve in shams or sham worE3 Their docks
and public monuments, and all their public
works, express a sense of permanence. They
are built, apparently, to hold the planet
down and to stay. If it is a seat in the
park or a watering trough you are noticing,
it is no less thorough fv made than the
Thames embankment. Indeed, the trough
and the seat will be found to be hewn out of
solid stone. I said, many years ago, when

last for a day, America makes it to last a
week, but England makes it to
last forever. They have good roads
—far better than ours—but they do
not take to light road waggons like ours.
The frames of some of their vehiclesare as
heavy as, if not heavier than, the & loon
frames we put in our houses. And fow
ashamed it makes one of New York to fee,
as one does in London, the smooth and well
paved streets, and carriages going over them
equipped with rubber tires to deaden th
noise !  Asphalt is now the common pave-
ment and the one most preferred, although
certain streets are macadamized in a fine
and thorough way. The asphalt pavement
becomes so smooth that the horses when
they go down a hill over which it lies do
not lift up their feet but slide—almost skate
—down the inclination. Their intelligence
has taught them that this is the easiest and
most practicable way,  On the other hand,
horses that have neven been away from a
rairie or extremely level country, do not
earn the use of the breeching on a harness,
and go down hill, if they are ever removed
to a country &f different topography, with-
out attempting to hold back and without
knowing how.—7he late P. T. Barnum, in
North American Review.

The )lu’ ;Rfl‘lﬂ Wine.

The most precious wine in the world is

of the previous year. Of this amount
Massachusetts is debited with about a
million barrels.—Boston Herald.

He Was Desperate.

Buffalo News : He—Then you reject me ?

She—I'm sorry, ver; sor?, but I must.

He (desperately)—Then there is only one
thing left for me to do, that’s all.

She (anxiously)—Oh, what do you intend
todo?

He—Propose to some one else.

LRSS S
‘Would Live to Do It.

Doctor—Your wite is a very sick woman,
sir, and likely to die.

Husband— You needn’t worry about her,
Doc. She gota new dress the other day and
she hasn’t tried it on yet.

The Jap language is said to tai
60,000 words, every one of which uires a
diffe

“it was as much my

; we neither of us were
Indeed, it’s more my faulty
't neglected to g:t. it away, the
ppened. You

not, blame yourself so much.”
the actual livi t,-I'm the
» oblme_d‘l}ug , ** sinoe m{

e L2
ou both, and behold the result |
dreamed of convicting me, and

N
5

'

o4 bol "hlt is quite impossible for
one man to learn the entire hngunge, an
well educated Jaj is familiar with o:l‘;

t! tained in a cask named the ‘‘ Rose”
in the Bremen town hall cellars. It is
Rudesheim Rhine wine from the year 1653,
and the cask is replenished by degrees,
whenever wine is drawn, with carefully
washed and dried gravel. The wine has at
E.renent the color of dark beer and a ver,
rd taste, but an indescribable aroma. It
is never sold, but destined exclusively for
the sick of Bremen, who receive a very
small quantity on the production of a
doctor’s certificate. In the year 1853 a-
stuck had the value of 300 gold dollars (a
gold dollar equals 98 marks). At present
the supposed value of this unique wine has
g0 increased that a bottle (containing eight
glasses) would cost 18,000,000 marks, a
glassful 2,000,000, and a drop 2,346 marks.

Elihu Thompson, the electrician whom
Boston people believe in more than they do
in Edison, is only a young man, but is full
of suap, vitality and talent, m&hin as neat
and dapper looking in n as he is won-
derful 11:1 inventive lkilY.em

A couple living éy!ﬂun one mile of

®

about 10,000 woi

Sir William Gordon Cumming’s favorite

beverage in the field is brandy and soda,

huge tymblers of which he tosip in the
ing.* Bir William was present at the

death of Capt. Burnaby, the heroic soldier

and traveller, and with his sword cut down
one of B ’s fi t ilant

Lithonia, Fla., have been married forty
ears, and the husband] afirms that he
Ku never kissed his wife. Neither has |
she ever ki him. “They are the
parents of eleven children.—Boston Globe.
According to law a widow is entitled to
her third, but the men are innenlly shy
%lhehubnﬂedherucan ) i
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I was abroad, that Paris makes a thing tqy
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t woman
the point and
times to say that he declined to be inter-
viewed.

However, Mr, Battin denied that he had

men the Rev. Simpson $25,000 worth of
d or $70,000.

¢ Have you given the Christian Alliance

any considerable sum of money ?”
¢ I decline to state,” he said. *

He asserted that he, had amply provided
for his six children—S. 8: ms James M.
Battin, of Newark ; Henry Battin, of
Scranton, Pa. ; Lambertin Battin and Mra.
H. L. Barrows, of Elizabeth, and Mrs. John
W. French, of Brookl, ;

He assured me that he did notbelieve that
he could cure a person by laying on his
hands, but said that he had "been cured . of
varicose veins by his own faith, without
medicine or any other treatment.

UNDUE INFLUENCE DENIED.

Tne Rev. Simpson is absent in Chi 3
His assistant in the Berachah Home mo
Rev. A. E. Frank, but was not at home

esterday and did not return to supper.

'he next person in authority is C. A. Schulz,
superintendent of the college attached to
the Tabernacle. He mlkege quite fluently
to me last night.

Regarding the facts in the Battin case he

said he knew very little,  He had known
Mr, Battin only a few weeks, but_the old
man, he thought, is petent to dispose of
his glroperty.
“He eame to the Berachah Home the
same us anybody else,”, continued Mr.
Schulz, *“and can come and go when he sees
fit. No undue influence is exercised over
him. Idon’t u}p se anybody induced him
to come here. If Mr. Battin had made any
such donation I think I would have heard
of it, and I have not.”

Mr. Schultz said that the Gospel Taber-
nacle, at Nos. 690 Eighth avenue, valued at
$150,000, is owned by the congregation.
Then he made the statement that the
Berachah Home was owned by ‘“a private
individual,” whose name he would not
give.

“ Does he support it ?” I asked.

“Qh, yes, yes,” said Mr.
promptly. “

¢ Are people boarded for nothing?”

¢ There-isno zed.price. Rieh and. poor
alike are cared for.”

“You would turn away a tramp, I sup-

se 1"’

¢ Yes, sir—well, it would depend on how
he looked. In any event we would not re-
fuse him food.”

A SPLENDID RETREAT.

The Berachah Home is at No. 250 West
Forty-fourth street. It is a handsome
builc ing of brown stone and brick, six
stories high, is fitted with all modern con-
veniences, including an elevator, and it has
one hundred rooms. When it is filled with
guests it must cost the *“ private individual”
a small fortune.

Miss Warren,-one of the inmates, told me
¥ that the Alliance is a non-sectarian church
organization with branches all over the

country and missionaries in all parts of the
wurld.}%lome, according to Miss War-

Schulz,

ren, is simpig an abiding place for all Chris-
tians who choose its shelter. One need pay
nothing for two weeks, or even longer, if it
is not crowded.

The college has 120 students, from 18 to
35 years old. _Tuition is free and board is
furnished at-$4 and $5 a week to students.
Soml(: pay their board by doing mission
WOrk.
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Figs and Thistles.

The devil feels proud of the man who
joins the church to make money.

People generally set their hearts most
upon that which they need least.

The man who belongs altogether to the
devil is generally the Iast to find it out.

The religion that makes no change in a
man’s thoughts makes no change in iim.

The devil never gets a chance to loaf in
a neighborhood where a good man lives.

The devil has to work extra hard to get
hold of the children who have good mothers.

Every time a sermon is heard without re-
pentance the devil gives his fire another
stir.

It is hard for people to enjoy religion very
much who keep P)ot,ﬁ hands in their pockets®

People who can patiently bearsll their
small trials will never break down under
their great ones.

To talk about charity beginning at home
is only another way of letting people know
that we are stingy.

Worrying about things you can’t help is
as foolish as to throw stones at the sun when
its shining doesn’t suit you.

The devil works hard to keep people from
finding out that the way to be happy is to
live for the good of others.

The man who simply wants to be good
enough to get to heaven is not a man that
the devil wastes any powder on.—Ram’s
Horn.

A Fool Had Asked Her.

Philadelphia 7'imes : ““But I had asked
you, darling. Why, then, didn’t you keep
our engagement secret for a little while ?”

« I couldn’t Edward. That hateful Miss
Oldish said the reason I wasn’t married was
because no fool had asked me, so I up and
told her you had.”

The Drowning Season.

Albany Jowrnal: The foolhardy young
man; who can neither swim nor manage &
sail boat, and the equally foolhardy young
woman who cntrusuz“:e’r life to his keeping,
are already finding watery graves ; and the
season at the seaside and lake resorts may
be fairly said to have opened for the
summer.

Boggs—. see by the papers that & Plain-
fieldl man has had his glass eye stolen.
Wagg—You don't say? Did he haveé his
socket picked ?

Student—What’s the most peculiar thing
about your profession? Doctor—When(
have to charge $10 a day for treating a man
whose life isn’t worth 2 cents,

—The law is no worse nor no- better than
human nature.

John Burns, the British Socialist and
labor agitator, is a man of wide reading and
great cultivation. He was educated at one
of the famous English Public schools, and
was an early and profound student of

for —..“l‘l&-l!
Day.

At the French exposition in Moscow there

years. A
makes the

and historians :
1841-1843—The hoop-skirt exists, but its
dimensions are not large.
lm-lm—The hoop assumes larger di-

mensions.

1845-1847—The dimensions of the hoop
are enormous. A well-dressed lady a]
like a cone with large base and &

riﬁ of spiritual commo-
tion ; strong principles are shaken to the
base ; the hoop-skirt vanishes and ap-
pears at irregular intervals ; anarchy is
abroad and the Iadies do not know how to

dress.

1848—The February Revolution ; total
defeat of the hoop.

1852—The coup detat. The hoop makes
its a; rance again.

1856-1857—The Italian campaign. The
ladies’ dress a normal app 3
it aims at classical nimplicit{.

1857-1871—The Second ‘mﬂire in in full
bloom. Fashion is gaudy. The hoopskixt
is small, but bedecked with ribbons, plaits,
lace and rags of many colors.

1871-1881—A period of moral uncertain-
ties and imistic views of life.

1882—The tournure (bustle) modestly puts
in an appearance.

1883—The tournure is successful ; general
sympathy is in its favor.

1883-1887—The tournure controls the
minds ; it assumes a shape which excites
the emotion and envy of the Hottentot
ladies.

1887—A new, unexpected revolution. The
tournure disappears.

1888.—The hoop-skirt applies for permis-
sion to appear again.

1889—The pe""iwoé‘# granted.

1890—Unstability aj pprehension.

+1891—Prognosticatiohs of something, but
noboey knows what it is. There are only &
few dresses with long tails, fantastic trim-
mings, and no one knows what. There
seems to be an attempt to introduce painted
pictures on the back of the lady’s dress.

Winter in Newfoundland.

The isolation of life in the .distant parts
of Newfoundland during winter is extreme.
Outside the peninsula of Avalone there are
hardly any roads, and, even if they existed,

«w and ice would render them impagsable.
(Gauvo sea Stretches - vast ity pavement,
through which it is oftenimpossible for even
a steamer to ram its way., So all the long
winter months, the little hamlets lie
surrounded by the great snow blankets, and
cut off from communication from all man-
kind save those who inhabit their little
settlement.  Should the’&tore of provisions
run low, the situation is perilous, for there
is no possibility of getting supplies, unless
a “lead” opens in the ice and allows a
steamer to get along the coast; or,
if she be not ice-bound “at too great
a distance, perhaps some of the men
go out over the frozen sea to meet
the vessel, and carry home food for their
families. Should the ship fail to come, the
rl»eoplc are sometimes driven to eat their
dogs, of which several are usually kept in
order to draw home wood' from the forests
on sled® So great is the difficulty of com-
munication during winter that a clergyman
relates that on one occasion, as near to the
capital as Trinity Bay, 40 shillings had
been demanded, and 25 were actually paid,
for the conveyance of a single letter over-
land to the city by a cross-country guide.
While the coast is ice-bound the direct
steamers from England do not touch at
Newfoundland, but the mails are brought
up from Halifax in a small wooden steamer,
expressly built for facing the ice; but even
this vessel cannot always get in, and mails
have to be carried u{mre seven or eight
miles over the ice on men’s backs.—Lady
Blake, in North American Review.

TLocal Item.

Elsewhere in this issue we republish an
article from the Hamilton Herald relating to
the woriderful cure of a gentleman in that
city, who had been pronounced by phy=. s
sicians incurable, and who had been paid
the $1,000 total disability granted members
of the Royal Templars. he well-known
standing of the TimES is a guarantee as to
the entire reliability of the statements con-
tained in the article.

A Prophecy.

Jury : ¢ Curious thing. I'm not super-
stitious at all,. but it looks as if that old
crone’s prophecy about the Prince of Wales
would come true.”

“ What was that ™

¢ She prophesied that he never would be
Queen of England.”

Sulphate or chloride of zinc dissolved in
water is a good disinfectant.

D. C. N. L. 28, 91.

heumatj m

PROMPTLY CURED BY
Cures Also: i
Neuralgia
Lumbago,
Sciatica,|
Sprains,|
Bruises,|
Burns,
Wounds,|
Swellings, |
Soreness,
Frost - bites, |
stlffHOBS, f
All Aches. 'S

Toronto, Out.

PISO'SI CURE FO

uskin, Carlyle and Adam Smith. Heis a
ard worker and a man of considerable
agacity.

51 THE BEST COUGH MEDICINE. B
/Bl SOLD BY DRUGGISTS SVERYWHERR. B9

CONSUMPTION

il

“SURELY

IO THE EDITOR i—Please v
1amed disease. By its titoely use
e glad to send two bottles of un

raiedy

ONSURPTIO!

Iy of Lioptiwss cAsEY “Ave Leen

me thelr Eape txs an Fost
Adeimide Bt TORON 10 O ARIO

# CUR™(

LOSItIvE ce A
oy '
FREE tc any 0 g ceaders &

Dfbce A tes.  Raspatfods T3 &

raders thar | nase ®

 CURE FITS!

mtho- nﬂtln FMEAN ARADITAY
lepey or Falling
cases. Because othiers bave failed s a0

e
of my §

THOUSANDS OF BOT™
CIVEN AWAY YEARLY.

‘When 1 n{hcun 1 do ne
merely to ston them for & time. -
CURE. ! hzv>made the diseass o

life-iong study. | warea.«% my remedy to Gus

not aow vecels acure *

ason for
Bottle of nfallible Remedy. Bage, |
Yor & trial, and it will care Adiress et & .
“fos Blnchdics €. !

DE ETREET,

¢ devoted w-mm%/w" ]

| =

(R |

= QO

-

(]

i

= -

HZmcCc0O0o0D

Qg

= O

ZOoOH_3HOZO0O0O




