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The L'resr.
Htead by the author ¢ the aunuai dinner of the
Toston Urese Club, fan. 20, 1407

T ruth loft tho atarlight for the mom,
Man overmoroe to bloss ;

And Liberty and Law wore boru
Whon cawo to carth the Pross.

Tho ridge from out the shadow grow,
And all the world was bright,
Whon dreaming Iranklin found tho
true
Increaso of liviug light.
Ag armics marching to tho noon
The moving typos rolled on
Aud loft bohind ono common boo.
The tight of ages gono.
Thrones roared in darkness, erime.
and guilt.
Where'or this engine swayed
Yeoll in thoir weaknoss, rud tho hilt

brouglit him te the scone. In the
shelter of tho walls of an old ruined
oastle woro seated some twonly or
thirty gipslos, grouped in every variety
of piotreaque attitude round the ous
tomary wianglo, from which hung a
larga pot over a wood fico. The qu:;n

¢ with

mombera of the band, so that they al-
most rogarded him as one of thom-
solves, and reforred to matters in his
prosence whioh thoy would have care
fully shunued in the case any other
* houge-dweller.' Molita would some-
timos speak of the ploasures of her

WOe T 5 !
Iargo silver buttone, which glittered
o Nralight ;

lifo; itg liberty and frecdom
from osre, ita healtl-giving charactar,

AlLangh ho folt that sueh condaet
wight bo tormed shabby after the
bLospitality ho had received from tho
gipsios, and Melita’s kindness and
and good-nature m sitting by the hour
an the model for his pioture, he folt
also that anything waa batter then a
econte. It wag both an act of kindnees
snd & duty to nip in the bud an at-
tachment he could not return, The

in {i ght ; the n—at leant
the younger onea—soarlet bodices and
chomisottes trimmod with gold em
broidery, and iound thair necks rows
of glass boads, A fow withored old
orones, yellow and toothlese, who
served as foils to their younger eom-
paniong, completed the band. As the
firo gleamed and flashed on the pio.
turesque group so bright with color,
Melville longed for the poncll of n
Balvator Rosa, that ho might preserve
the seens for sver on cANVSS.

The gipsy who had been performing
on the violin ceased playing at the
pproach of Molville, and speaking in

Of ewords briglt ploughst mado.
Pho wind stood out ! ns stars that ring

1n oyclon down the blus;
"Phin oraclo for right dared fling

The words that voiced tho truc.
Pulgations of n breathing world,

1t counted day by day.

ogcellont Tuscan, invited lum to be
seated and join their primilive
ropaot. Molvillo accepted the invita-
1°3n ng frankly as it was given, From
boyhood, the Zingari, their origin,
atrange customs, and wanderings, had
been a favorite subjeot of study with
l,xim. He lind read many of the books

As Reason, with her gems imp
Thowilestones on the way.

Afl that high thought its own might
reach
To him who delves the clod.
That so, tho printed page might teach,
And turn the soul to dod.

Move on, O Press! your mission yeb
A highoer place for man,
Tair in Uruth’s realw, no bound isset
To Wisdom’s flual plan.
—-Jasus Rinky.

THE BORBMIAN GIRL,

Towards the closo of a sullry sum-
mer day, 8 young man alighted from
a travelling-oatriage at & small inn in
the village of Monteross, in Italy. 'In
roply to the obsequious landlord, with
whom guests of the milord clags were
o like angele' visits, few and far be-
tween,” he apnounced his intention
of remsining for & couple of days,
desired to be shown to his room, end
ordered coffes to be served in the
parlor. In a few minutes he de-
soonded to the public-room of the inn,
and with much relish sipped the cup
of refreshing coffeo whio tho land-
lord had brought in; and declining
the cigar protered by the latter, pro
coeded to fill and light a favorite
meerschaum, and blowing clouds of
fragrant smoke towards the low ceil-
ing, was soon immersed in & brown-
study.

Tze traveller, whose nsme was
Frank Melville, was sbout twenty-
eight years of age, and & good speci-
men of manly besuty, Exsotly six
feot **in his stockings," his figure was
o well proportioned that you did not
give him credit for more than the
aversge height. Bis short, light.

g those wondorful people,
Borzow's Zancali among tho rest and
whs familiar with a considerable por-
tionof the voeabulary ofthe Italisngyp
pgies ; indeed, the mannors and habits
of chis roving racs had nlways pos-
sesuod for him a peouliar and fascinat
ing interest.

In a few minutes Frank was digous-
ain% a portion of & hedgehog, which,
rubbed with garlic and stuffed with
walnuts, had been roasted on a spit
over the fire.

 Whero iz Melta 2" exolaimed the
violin player, whose name was Orlan-
do.  *What has become of her ?"

Our tourist wag in the act of raising
a oup of some very good Sloilian wine
%o his lips, when his look fell upon &
vision of feminine beauty such ag he
had never before seen in his iravels.
Through the opening of a tent came &
young girl, apparently not more than
eighteen years of age. Slightly above
the middle height, her slender, supple
figure moved asross the grassy oarpet
with bewitohing grace. Large oriental
eyes, full of liquid lustre, softly gleam
ed from beneath eyebrows black as
night. The features were perfeot in
the contour. The finely ohuselled
noge, the lips ** like Qupids bow,” the
softly rounded chin, might have serv-
od as models to a modern Phidias.
The abundaut hair was of a lighter
tint thau the eyebrows, and of a rich,
warm brown, The comploxion was
also somewhat lighter 1 oolor than
the ordinary gipsy type, but still
sufficiently dark to show that she
oame of Bohemian stook.

Gallantly springing to his feet and
extending his hand, Melville offered
to conduat het to s place at the even-
ing meal, with an air as respectinl as
if he had been i Englisk

"that—of" course mnot.

ita opp for the g of the
ohanging seasons, the animals and
birds abounding in the ficlds and
woods ; on whioch oocssion Frank
would feol his pulse beat fasier until
ho almost yoarned to resign the fovor-
iah and tumultuous life of cities, and,
oagting in hig lot with those who
dwelt in tents, never moro return to
thoe walke of ordinavy life, R

In reply to his obgorvation that this
wad hor last sittiag, the Zhwngari cast
down hor oyes, and murmured: *I
am vory sorry.’

* Sorry, Melita 1 I csn assure you
that, ac & gonoral rule, the last sitting
is always a day of rejplomng—at leaat
to the sittor.” .

¢« But you will go away, now that
tho pisture ig finished ?*

He was not certain, but he rather
fanoied that he saw a pearly tear ag
she spoke these words, ¢ Well, he
answered, ‘ my stay here is coming to
an end, I must admii ; but I can afford
a fow more days. Come lot us haye
o atroll.” Slowly the pair walked in
the direstion of & running siream near
the gipsy encampment.

¢ Melita, I must make you some
return for your good nature in sitting
to me, What shall I give you ¢

The girl's dark oyes flashed indign-
antly a8 she raised them fo those of
the speaker, and Melville beheld an
oxpresgion on those lovely features
which he had never seen beforo—an
expression whioh warned him to be-
ware of the passionate Italian blood
which ooursed in the gipsy's veins.
He therefore hastened to explain,

¢ Not monay, Milita ; I do not mean
But what is
there that you would like to have for
your pioture 7'

Maelita grasped both his hands with.
in her soft warm palms, and looking
fixedly at him, whispered : * Give me
your pioture, in return for mine.
Then, when you are far away beyond
the gea in your own country, that
will remind me of these happy days
and of the stranger who was so kind
to me.’

‘I am glad that I can comply with
your request st once,” Melville answer.
od ; * but I wish that you had chosen
something else. I am afraid my

first thing to be done, however, was
ta get possession of the pioture
Turning to his companion, ho said :
- Melita, 1 am going to romove the
pioturg to tho village to-day.”

A 3ugpicious glance shot from her
lugtrous eyes. * You aro going away
~—1I feel it1 I shall never soo you
again 1"

The artist laid his hand on hers,and
83 ho did sg he felt the hand he h;ald
trombl © irrosistiblo tomptat
goized bim, and he kiesed her. o
felt that he waa taking a long—an
overlasting faroweoll ; and thus they
parted, without an “her word being
spoken between them.

After he bad progeeded some little
distance, he turned and waved his
hand to the girl, who atill ramained
where he had lefv her, as motionless
a8 & statue,

I

Frank Melville was a mar: of prompt
action. Within an bou of his roturn
to the inn, he had left the willage o
Monterosa, firat depatohing a briof
nots to Malita, telling her that urgent
busineas called him away, and regret.
ting the necessity for his sudden de-
partura. He thent taok up bis quarters
at a small village about ¢wenty miles
from hig former halting place, and de-
tormined to remain thete for a day or
two, until he had decided on the future

lans, He jelt more depressed than

o had thought possible, in conse-
quence of parting from the charming
Zingari, In vain did he endeavour
by writing, reading, and sketching to
banish her image from his thoughts,
‘Wherever ho went or whatever he did,
the gipay girl's face wes always before

im,

On the ovening of the third day
aftor he had left Monteross, he was
seated in the little parlour in the vil
lage inn. He had hired two rooms,
hie bedroom being immediately behind
the itting-room, and both on the
ground.floor. The landlord eatered
and said a visitor wished to see him.
While Frank was wondering who it
could be, a step was heard in the pas-
aage, and a young gipsy brushed past
the iandlord and confronted his guest.
It wag Orlando! His swarthy coun-
4 wore an ion of bitter

photograph ia a poor P for
all your patience and kindness in sit-
ting to me, See, 1 have soms with
me in my pooket-book.’ With these
words, Frank took a carte from the
book and handed it to her.

Maelita gazed earnestly several mo-
mentg at the young handsome linea-
monts—it was a capital likenesa—and
88 she did so, her cheek became pale,
and too hand which held” the picture

g sa
duchess. But the gipsy girl refused
the proffered hand, and seating hergelf
by the side of her brother, gazed with
some little ouriosity at the stranger
guest, and declined to partake of the

brown hair fitly framed a coun )
ruddy with health and sparkling with
good-humor ; while the deep blue eyes
shone with intolligence. He wag an
artist, and had seized the first oppor-
{unity to put into exeeution a long-
cherished intention of making a tour
in Italy ; and the desire of beholding
frosh scenes had induced him to turp
aside oonsiderably from the well
beaten route puraued by the ordinary
tourist. L
He had hitherto experienced great
loasure in his tour. But, noverthe-
fesm when the shades of g began

repast.

Bupgper over- the artist shared the
contents of his large pouch with his
hosts—there is no surer passport to
the heart of a %ipsy than to make him
a present of tobaoco—and then listen
ed with unalloyed pleasure to the
mugieal offorts of Orlando on the
violin ; at the same time he observed

bled visibly, Then placing the
picture in_her bosom, the Bohemian
murmured : ¢ It ghall never leave my
heart!'  Adding, after a pause:
¢+ Come; let us return to the camp.’
Retracing their steps, they walked
on for some moments in silence.
Molville was by no means a vain
man, but of course ha was not ignor-
ans of the fact he was handsome ~ An
unpleasant suspicion orossed his mind.
+ Can it be," he ask hitngelf, * that thia
young girl has fallen in love with me ?
Then, a8 he remewbered her warm
sonsuous nature sud the violenece of

Fy

vindictiveness,
Maelville 1'15111 out his hend, and

ECZEMA!
DR. GHASE'S OINTMENT

REV. CHAS. FiISH
Methodist Minister, Toronto

Few men bettor known or more highly esteemed in the ministerial ranks

in Canada than the gentl

now retired from the more active work

whase p p
in the ministry, he has held almost all

this. Although

the more important charges throughout Ontario as a past -r in the Methodist

Church.

He is one of the pioneer preachers.

A few wonds of his to feliow-

sufferers will be taken in the spirit which ke intends them, feeling that in
publishing to the world the grest benefits he has derived from his great cure
he is but doing his first duty to man, and, in n measure, fulfilling the old

command, * Do unto others,” ete.

About ten years sgo I felt the beg

of what is ly known as

Eeczema,

my head and also developed on my hands. During thuse teu years I was a
1 tried many aupposed remﬁdies and  some of the best physicians—spec.
eyond

sufferer. d
ialists on skin diseases ~treated me.

The disease commenced in my ears and spread entirely aver Yoth ades of

great

relief,

2 temporary
no more l\:eneﬂ‘z and all failad to effect a cure.  Some time ago T was led from read.

ut: ~ed a in gipsy g
Bui Drlando took no notice of the out-
atrootched hand or the young Seotch-
men's “salutation. His left hand
Elayea nervously with a long bright

nifo which was stuck loosely is his
belt, ¢ Where is Melita 9"

The words were uttered in an
intense whisper while his cold-black
eyes, lurid with some hidden emotion,
were fixed on Melville as if he would
read his inmost thoughts.

¢ Melita! Is slie not with you? I
have not geen her mnce I left the
camp.’

The gipsy paused. Then he asked,
¢Is that the truth

Molville sprang to his feet, his face
aflame with anger, *If you were not
Melita's brother, I would throw you
out of the window ! wae hig passionate
exolamation.

Again the gypsy pauaed, perfoctly

tho effeot of the weird inatr £

on the eloquent features of the Bo-
hemian girl, which seemed to reflect
all the varying emotions of the player,

to fall, he generally felt somewhat
golitary, and loaged for some com-
panion with whom to compare notes
and exchange ideas. Oa the partiou.
lar evening on which our story opens,
he felt more than usually low-spirited.
A craving for some excitement took
posseseion of him, But in the quiet,
seoluded village of Monteross, what
excitement, mental or physioal, could
be found ?

There being no other way open to
him of psu?ngg the time, he_ decided
to try s stroll. _The narrow, irregular
street of the village was almost de-
serted ; nothing was to be seen exoept
soms ohildren phyinf in the sand,
and geese walking in long procession,
oncklicg a8 they went, Btriding
rapidly onward, Melville soon came
to the outskirts of the village, and
plunged into the adjoining foresi. The
Tuxurisnt leafage of the stately troes,
which were in the full vigor of their
growth, naturally obtained his ohiof
admiration. The wir was scented
with the odor of fresh resin and
mosses ; while a perfeot stilluess as of
s sanotuary, prevaile% more fitted,
k , to ig depressi
than to afford him the mental stimulag
for whioh he craved. He liad walked
at » amart paoe for some thirty min.
utes, when tho sudden sinking of the
sun and the deepening twilight warn-
ed hiw that it was time to retrace his
steps, Turning back, he was scon
conssious that he had lost his way,
and began to lament his imprudence
in venturing 8o far into su unknown
and apparonll{ traokless forest with.
out having taken some besrings by
which to shape his course.

Just then he was

Buddenly, it d to him that
the lovely Molita in her national cos.
tume would form an admirable subject
for a wator-color sketch., Turuing to
Orlando, he inquired if he might come
on the following morning to the eamp
and take a sketoh of his sister, Me
lita overheard the whispered request,
and her dusky cheek for a moment
deepened with gratifled vanity as she
smilingly assented to the inquiring
glance of her brother, When about
to depart, Frank heard with some
surprise that he was only a couple of
miles from 0 fused

ner p he shudd But on
the other hand, he had only known
her seven days. However, he decided
that it would beat tor him to depart at
onoe, before any tender impression he
had unwittingly made should sink too
deeply for her peace of mind,

Melita was the first to break the
silenos. ‘Do you know why I asked
you to return to the camp ?° Then,
without waiting for s reply, she con-
tinued: ¢ I folt that I oould not re.
main in aafoty near the water.’

*In mfeky noar the water! What
in the world do you mean ?" was her

s i

d by the angry reply. He had
never lifted his piercing eyes from
Melville's face during the interview-
Apparently aatisfied, ho now extended
s hand, and said, *I believe you.'

‘But stay, Orlando, Melville
xeplied, «Tell me, what has happen-
6d?" Whers is Melita 9’

‘I only Lnow that she left the
camp directly she received your letter.’
¢ And where are you going now ?'

‘To find her, if I can,' sullenly
roplied Orlando, a8 ho strode rapidly
from the room, leaving Frank s prey

i d

ing and

Chuse’s celebrated Omtment. The first box gave me so much rehief that
rsevering. As I write this T am

warranted m

shall be

some reliable testimonies I read in the newspapers to try Dr.

felt
ust commencing ou the fifth box,

1 think my cure almost a marvel, and

and, judging rom the rapid improvement effected. [ am certain that before the box
is ! I pletely cu

b b
shall be pleased at any time to auswer any inquiry from like cause.

Having sulfered

a0 much wmyself, X give this testimony for the benefit of othera.

192 Dunn Avenus, Toronto.
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CUAS. FISH,
Mothodist Ministes. ,

wring the bell for the seavant; she
will conduct you to a room where you
can get some rest, of which you must
be in much need, 1 have no fear of
your brother. He is havdly likely to
ocome again to the same place. He is
doubtless miles away by this time,
searching for you.”

The Zingari turned a pleading and
timorous look on Molville. ¢ Your
aro not angry with me ® 1do so wish
to seo you!' The next instant an
almost angzy flush spread over her
beautiful face. *Oh, why did you
come to the eamp ? I was happy till
you came! A passionate flood of
tears, the violence of which shook
heor slender figure like s wind-tossed
willow, served somewhat o relieve
her excited foelings, Then, as a deep
flush suffused her face and neck, she
oxolsimed eagerly : ¢Could I go with
you a8 your servant—jyour slave—
anything rather than remain here? 1
dare not return to the tribe '

Suddenly, as she spoke, her waich.
ful ear detected the sound of cautious

to the most & g susp 1
anxiety. But this wae not of long

S:;uling andly, Melita answored:
+ Have you never felt an almost ua-

L

hiad been his attempte to find his way
through the labyrinth of treea. Or-
lando volunteared to conduot him to
the outskirts of the wood ; and, accept-
ing the offer, he bade adieu to the
lovely Melits, During Ovlaado's
brief escort, Melville spoke little, for
before his mind's eye was the eloquent
glance of the gipsy givl. Even during
the fitful watohes of the night and in
hig disturbed drestas, Melita’s face
appeared again and again; and it was
with unrefreshed sensations that the
artist boheld the morning sun shining
through the windows of the ina.

1L
« This is your last aitﬁnﬁ. Melita,"
o !

3 P on
could not sccount for—to do uo’me
rash act~to throw yourself from some
dizzy height, or plange in some rapid
siream, and thus end at once and for
ever all the osres and sorrowa of life !’

+ My youthfal Melita,’ he said, ‘ean
searcely have had troubls suffiefent to
canae her to_seek relief from them in
a sudden and violent death.’

Again the Zingari shook her head
sadly. I know not," she said. “*But
had I been alone just now, I should
bave sought death in that running
stream.” Then, observing her com-

anion's anxious look, a bright smile
irradiated her expressive features as

As he sat by the window
musing on the strangeness of the
gitl's sudden disappearance, the
shadow of & human figure was pro.
jected upon the newspaper which lay
unheeded at his feet, Looking up,
he beheld Melita ! Hastening to the
door he opsned if, and led her into
the room.

‘Heve you aseen your brother
Orlando ?" be wsked.

* Orlande here ?* osme in_accents
tremulous with fear from the girl's
white lips, as she slowly sank into
Melville's arms in a Dhalf-fainting
coundition, Speedily recovering her-
self, however, she darted an approhen
gsive glauco towards the door, and
said : * If he finds me here, ho will
kill you?®

¢ Calm 't be al d

te 3

footsteps on the gravel path beneath
the window, and in th t
a man hae entered the roim.

It is Orlando! With & look of
fiendish hate upon his grim and pallid
viesge, he dashes himself upon
Molville, and the dagger which
glilters in his right hand bas come
down with deadly effeot—and in

th t the in is gone.

A piereing shriek rapg through the
hiouse, and ag the frightened inmates
onter the ohamber, they behold the
lifeless body of the hapless gipsy girl
in the arma of Melville. She had cast
herself between her brother and hig
viotim, and had received the fatal
blow. Her last dying gaze was fixed
on the countenanca of the man she had
loved, and whom she died to save,

Frank Molville is now a prominent
artist. He has never married, and is
likely to remain a bachelor to tha ead.

It was on the of 4l

day after Franl Melvillo had firat met
Zingari that theses words wore spoken.
The yovng Scobtchman was putting
the finishing touches to a largo water-
oolor drawing representing Melita as
» gipay ‘gueen. The progress of the
work had been watched by the tribe
with mingled feelings of wouder and
delight ; and the gitl's dark eyes had
shone with plensure and pride as she
looked upon the life-like portrayal of

i to
resign himeelf o a night under the
troen, ho disoerned the smoke of &
fire at no great distance, aud heard in
the still evening air the notes of &
violin, A walk of a few minutos

her d uty.
The knowledge which the young
artist p d of gi snd

she said: ¢ Buat do not he d;
that is pasged.”

«“For ever, I tragt?" Melville
geavely asked,

“ Yes, for ever

They had now arrived at the oamp.
The startling confession ¢o whioh he
hnd listened during the last fow
minutes lad strengthened Molville's
resolve to leave the place without de-
Iny before further unipeasant incidents
ooourred, He would vetura to theiun
in the village, aud despatoh a hasty
note to Melita, saying that he was un.
exp:pte(}ly oompelled to leave im-

ot gt
oustoms had plsced ll:i!ga on a speoial
fooling with Melita and the ofher

for Doicgua.  In this way

he hoped 0 avoid tbe awkwandness of | tel

a perzoral farewall,

J
Melita ; no hurm shall happen.’

‘Al, you know not Orlando's
nature | Forgive me for commg to
you, but I Jonged 8 much o sev you |
I folt that I must see you, or die!
You kuow you promised to come
agam to the oamp.’

* I know I did, Melits ; but [ acted
a8 I thought for the best. X wished
to spare us both the pain of & parting.’

A faint, gratified smile -hroke over
the wan features of the gipsy as
Melville utterred the word * both.™

‘But you appear fatigus2,’ he con-
tinued, * I foar you are ill. You can

th 11 £

His ad with tbe gipsies Is
engraven on his heart and mind. The
place of honor in his studio is oscupied
by & large picture, painted by himself,
of & beautifal brunette of eighteen
summers in the costume of a gipsy.
When anyone inguires as to the name
and origia of tha subjeet, he repliesin
s fone whioh discourages further
questions: ‘She waa sn Italisn

gipsy.’

Ayer's Cherry Pectoral is knowx\ by
its works. The experience of half a
eentntg R‘r:veu that no other propara.
tion o kind atops coughing and

sllayisL irritation of tho throat and
5 ial tul

I noe rrow
how you found me. Meantime, I will

bes 80 promptly aud effect-

ually at this,

OBITUARY.

MRS, TIMOTHY O'LEARY,

Mra, Timothy O'Leary a native of
Treland who came to Canada in 1887,
died at the residence of her daughter
Mrs. W. F. McGullough, near Lons.
dale, on Thursday 21t inst. Sho was
in good health up to within two dsys
of her demiss. The remains were
taken to St. Mary's church, Hastings
where high mass was eaid by the Rev.
Father Connelly, thence to the R, Q.
cemetery, Warkworth and placed be-
side her husband By her desth six
children are loft to morn their loss,
namely: John snu  Daniel, of
Feroy; Mra. W. F. MoCOullough,
Lonedale ; Mrs, McGuiness and Mrg,
MoGillen, of Ohicago.

MR, JAMES BOLGER, PROTON.

The Arthur Euterprise announces
with regret the desth of Mr. James
Bolger, 8r., of the 2ad Con, of Proton,
On Saturdsy 16th inst., sbout nine
o'clock in the evening he
lysic stroke from which he never
rallied, and on Tuesday night, the 19

inst., his soul peacefully away,
fortified by the st rites of the Cathio:
lio Church. was & bative

of the county Kilkenny, Ireland, and
immigrated to this country in 1847,
being then about ninetesn years of
age. The funeral, which took place
on Friday, the 22ad inst., was the
largest ever witnessed in this looality,
over one hundred teams following the
remains o St. Patriok's Ohureh,
Proton, where a Requiem Masz wag
offered up for the repose of hia soul.
He leaves & family of five sons and
four daughters to mourn the lozs of a
loving father. His sons are Patrick,
on the homestead; Mathew, of Dun-
dalk ; Michael, of West Luther, aund
Martin and James of Conn. The
daughters are Mra, P. J. Phelan,
of Toronto ; Mra. W. J, Dennis, Mrs.
J. P. Haghes and Miss Mary Bolger,
of Datroit.  Tbe pall bearers were his
three brothers, Jobn and Patrick
Bolger, of Guelph, and Martin Bolger,
of DPaslinek, and his three sons,
Martin, of Conn ; Michael of Luther,
and Mstbow of Dundalk. His remams
were interred in the R. C. cemetery
in Proton. W, L P.
———— e
If the Baby ts Cuiting Teeth

Besnre and t .o that old, snd weil-tried
remedy Mps. Winatow's HING STRUP,
{or children tecthing. 1t soothes the child,
woftens the gums, allays all pains, onree
wind colic And is the bust remedy for
disrthas. Twenty-five cents a Lottfe. It
18 tho best of all,



