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DAUGHTER,’

nOs8s 100Kea wnite and dazed. He
turned slowly away, hesitated, looked
back, then exclaimed:

*“You are sure it was—it was not some
one that had a right to be there?”

“How could it be?’ gaid Buxton,
graffly. “You know he has not an ac-
quaintance in town, or here, who could
be with him there at night.”

“Does the commanding officer know of
it?”’ asked Mr. Royce, after a moment’s
silence.

*I am the commanding officer, Mr,
Royce,” said Buxton, with majestic dig-
nity—*'‘at least I will be after 12 o'clock;
and you may depend upon it, gentle-
men, this thing will not occur while I
am in command without its receiving
the exact treatment it deserves. Re-
member, now, not a word of this toany-
body. You are as much interested as 1
am in bringing to justice a man who
will disgrace his uniform and his regi-
ment and insult every lady in the garri-
son by such an act. This sort of thing
of course will run him out of the service
for good and all. We simply have to be
sure of our ground and make the evi-
dence conclusive. Leave that to me the
mext time it happens. Irepeat, say noth-
ing of this to any one.”

But Rayner had already told his wife.

Just as Maj. Waldron was driving off
to the station that bright April after-
moon, and his carriage was whirling
through the east gate, the driver caught
sight of Lieut. Hayne running up Prai-
rie avenue, waving his hand and shout-
ing to him. He reigned in his spirited
bays with some difficulty, and Hayne
finally caught up with them,

“What is it, Hayne?”’ asked Waldron,
with kindly interest, leaning out of his
carriage. d

““They will be back to-night, sir. Here
is a telegram that has just reached ne.”

“I can’t tell you how sofry I am not
to be here to welcome them; but Mrs.

“Waldron will be delighted, and she will
come to call the moment you let her
know. Keep them i get back, if you
possibly can.”

‘‘Ay, ay, sir. Good-by.”

“Good-by, Hayne. tiod bless you, and
—good luck!”

A little later that afternoon Mrs. Ray-
ner had occasion 1o go into her sister's
room. It was almost sunset, and Nellie
had been summoned downstairs to see
vigitors. Both the ladies were busy with
their packing, Mmss. Rayner, as became
an invalid, superintending, and Miss
Travers, as became the junior, doing all
the work. It was rather trying to pack
all the trunks and receive. visitors of
both sexes at odd hours, Some of her
garrison acquaintances would have been
glad to come and help, but those whom
she would have welcomed were not
agreeable to the lady of the house, and
those the lady of the house would have
chosen were not agréeable to her. The
relations between the sisters were gome-
what strained and unnatural, and had
been growing more and more s0 for sev-
eral days past. Mrs. Rayner's desk was
already packed away. She wanted to
send a note, and bethought her of her sis-
ter’s portfolio.

Opening it she drew out some paper
and envelopes, and with the latter came
an envelope sealed and directed. One
glance at its superscription sent the blood
to her cheek and fire to her eve. Wasiit
possible? Was it credible? Iler pet, her
baby sister, her pride and delight—until
she found her stronger in will—her proud
spirited, truthful Nell was beyond ques-
tion corresponding with Lieut. Hayne!
Here was a note addressed to him. How
many more might not have been ex-
changed! Ruthlessly now she explored
the desk, searching for something from
him, but her scrutiny was vain, Oh,
what could she say, what could she do,

to eonvey to her erring sister an ade-
quate sense of the extent of her displeas-
ure? How could she bring her to realize
the shame, the guilt, the scandal of her
course? She, Nellie Travers, the be-
trothed wife of Steven Van Antwerp,
corresponding secretly with this—this
scoundrel, whose past, crime laden as it
had been, was as nothing compared to
the present with its degradation of vice!
Ah! ghe had it! What would ever move
her as that could and must?

‘When the trumpets rang out their sun-
set call and the boom of the evening gun
shook the windows in Fort Warrener and
Nellie Travers came runuing upstairs
again to her room, she started at the
gight that met her eyes. There stood
Mrs. Rayner, like Juno in wrath inflexi-
ble, glaring at her from the commanding
height of which she was 8o proud, and
pointing in speechless indignation at the
little note that lay upon the open port-
folio. »

For a moment neither spoke. Then
Miss Travers, who had turned very
white, but whose blue eyes never flinched
and whose lips were set and whose little
foot was tapping the carpet ominously,
thus began:

“Kate, I do not recognize your right
to overhaul my desk or supervise my cor-
respondence,”

**Understand this first. Cornelia,” said
Mrs. Rayner, who hated the baptismal
name as much as did her sister, and used
it only when she desiréd to be especially
and desperately impressive: ““I found it
by accident. 1 never dreamed of such a

possibility as this. I mever, even after
what I have secn and heard, could have
believed you guilty of this; but, now that
I have found it. 1 have the right to ask,
what are its contents?”

‘I decline to tell you

‘Do you deny my right to mqure?”

j By Capt. Charles King, U.S. A.

Author of **“DUNRAVEN RanNCH,” “THE COLONEL'S

* »Marion's Famn,” LE1c,

§Copyrigkt, by J. B, Lippincott Company, Philadelphia, aud
published by special arrangement with them.]

The other is far graver. I will not tel)
you, Kate, except this: there is no word
there that an engaged girl should not
write.”

*Of that I mean to satisfy myself, or
rather’——

“You will not open it, Kate. No!
Put that let r down! You have never
known me to prevaricate in the faintest
degree, and you have no excuse for
doubting. I will furnish a copy of that
for Mr. Van Antwerp at any time; but
you cannot see it.”

*You still persist in your wicked and
unnatural intimacy with that man, even
after all that I have told you. Now for
the last time hear me; Ihave striven not
to tell you this; I have striven not to
sully your thoughts by such a revelation:
but, since nothing else will check you,
tell it 1 must, and what I tell you my
husband told me in gacred confidence,
though soon enough it will be a scandal
to the whole garrison.”

And when darkness settled down on
Fort Warrener that starlit April evening
and the first warm breeze from the south
came sighing about the casewments, and
one by one the lights appeared along of-
ficers’ row, there was no light in Nellie
Travers’ window. The little note lay in
ashes on the hearth, and she, with burn-
ing, shame stricken cheeks,with a black,
scorching, gnawing pain at her heart,
was hiding her face in her pillow.

And yet it was a jolly evening after
all—that is, for some hours and for some
people. As Mrs. Rayner and her sister
were 80 soon to go, probably by the mor-
row’s train if their section could be se-
cured, the garrison had decided to have
an informal dance as a suitable farewell.
Their announcement of impending de-
parture had come so suddenly and un-
expectedly that there was no time to
prepare anything elaborate, such as a
german with favors, etc.; but good mu-
sic and an extemporized supper could be
had without trouble. The colonel's wife
and most of the cavalry ladies, on con-
sultation, had decided that it was the
very thing to do, and the young officers
took hold with a will: they were always
ready for a dance.

Now that Mrs. Rayner was really go-
ing, the quarrel should be ignored, and
the ladies would all be as pleasant to her
as though nothing had happened, pro-
vided, of course, she dropped her absurd
airs of injured womanhood and behaved
with courtesy, The colonel had had a
brief talk with his better half before
starting for the train, and suggested that
it was very probable that Mrs. Rayner
had seen the folly of her ways by that
time—the captain certainly had been
behaving -as though he regretted the
estrangement—and if encouraged by a
‘‘let’'s-drop-the-whole-thing” sort of man-
ner she would be glad to reciprocate.
He felt far less anxiety herein than he
did in leaving the post to the command
of Capt. Buxton. So scrupulously had
he been courteous to that intractable
veteran that Buxton had no doubt in his
own mind that the colonel looked upon
him as the model officer of the regiment.
It was singularly unfortunate that he
should have to be left in command, but
his one or two seniors among the cap-
tains were away on long leave, aud there
was no help for it. The colonel, seriously
disquieted, had a few words of earnest
talk with him before leaving the post,
cautioning him so particularly not to
interfere with any of the established de-
tails and customs that Buxton got very
much annoyed, and showed it.

“If your evidence were not imperative-
ly necessary before this court I declare I
believe I'd leave you behind,” said the
colonel to his adjutant. ‘“‘There is no
telling what mischief Capt. Buxton
won't do if left to himself.”

It must have been near midnight, and
the hop was going along beautifully, and
Capt. Rayner, who wasofficer of the day,
was just escorting his wife into supper,
and Nellie, although looking a trifle tired
and pale, was chatting brightly with a
knot of young officers, when a corporal
of the guard came to the door: *The
commanding officer's compliments; and
he desires to see the officer of the day at
once,”

There was a general laugh. “Isn’t that
Buxton all over? The colonel would
never think of sending for an officer in
the dead of night, except for a fire or
alarm; but old Bux. begins putting on
frills the moment he gets a chance.
Thank God, I'm not on guard to-night!”
said Mr. Royce.

“What can he want with you?” asked
Mrs. Rayner, pettishly. “The idea of
one captain ordering another around like
this!” .
“I'll be back in five minutes,” said
Rayner, as he picked up his sword and
disappeared.

But ten minutes—fifteen—passed, and
he came not. Mrs, Rayner grew worried
and Mr. Blake led her out on the rude
piazza to see what they could see, and
several others strolled out at the same
time, The music had ceased, and the
night air was not too cold. Not a soul
was in sight out on the starlit parade.
Not an unusual sound was heard. There
was nothing to indicate the faintest
trouble; and yet Capt. Buxton, the com-
manding officer, had been called out by
his “striker” or soldier servant before 11
o'clock, had not returned at all, and in
little over half an bour had sent for the
officer of the day. What did it mean?
Questioning and talking thus among

~ars, Clancy againr sawa one,

“That was not Mrs. Clancy, 'twas a
far differept voice,” answered Blake, and
tore away across the parade as fast as his
long legs would carry him,

“Look! . The guatd ave running too!
cried Mrs. Waldron.  “What can it be?”
And, sure enough, thé gleam of the rifles
could be seen as the men ran rapidly
away in the direction of the .east gate.
Mrs. Rayner had grown ghastly, and was
looking at Miss Travers, who with white
lips and clinched hands stood leaning on
one of the wooden posts and gazing with
all her eyesacross thedim level. Others
came hurrying out from the hall. Other
young officers ran in pursuit of the first
starters. ‘“What's the matter? What'y
happened? were the questions that flew
from lip to lip.

“I—I must go home,” faltered Mrs.

Rayner, ‘‘Come, Nellie!”

“Oh, don’t go, Mrs. Rayner. It can't
be anything serious.”

But, even as they urged, a man came
running towards them.

‘‘Is the doctor here?” he panted.

‘“Yes. What's the trouble?” asked Dr.
Pease, as he squeezed his burly form
through the crowded doorway.

“You're wanted. sir. Loot'nant
Hayne's shot; an’ Capt. Rayner he's hurt
too, eir.”

CHAPTER XV,

“TU Kill the first man who dares enter

Straight as an arrow Mr. Blake had
sped across the parade, darted through
the east gate, and, turning, had arrived
breathless at the wooden porch of
Hayne's quartors.  Two bewildered look-
ing members of the guard were at the
door. Blake pushed his way through
the little hallway and into the dimly
lighted parlor, where a strange scene
met his eyes; Lieut. Hayne lay senseless
and white upon the lounge across the
room; a young and pretty woman, sin-
gularly like him in feature and in the
color of her abundant tresses, was kneel-
ing beside him, chafing his hands, im-
ploring him to speak—to look at her—
unmindful of the fact that her feet were
bare and that only a loose wrapper was
thrown over her white night dress; Capt.
Rayner was seated in a chair, deathly
white, and striving to stanch the
blood that flowed from a deep gash
in his temple and forehead; he seemed
still stunned as by the force of the blow
that had felled him, and Buxton, speech-
less with amaze and heaven only knows
what other emetions, was glaring at a
tall, athletic stranger who, in stocking
feet, undershirt and trousers, held by
three frightened looking soldiers and
covered by the carbine of a fourth, was
hurling defiance and denunciation at the
commanding officer. A revolver lay
upon the floor at the feet of a corporal of
the guard, who was groaning in pain. A
thin veil of powder smoke floated through
the room. As Blake leaped in—his cav-
alry shoulder knots and helmet cords
gleaming in the light—a flash of recog-
nitian shot into the stranger's eyes, and
he curbed his fearful excitement and
stopped short in his wrath. 4

“What devil’s work is this?" demanded
Blake, glaring intuitively at Buxton.

“These people resisted my guards, and
had to take the consequences,” said Bux-
ton, with surly—yet shaken—dignity.

*What were the guards doing here?
What, in God's name, are you doing
here?’ demanded Blake, forgetful of all
consideration of rank and command in
the face of such evident catastrophe.

“I ordered them here—to enter and
search.”

A pause.

*‘Search what? what for?”’

“For—a woman I had reason to believe
he had bronght out here from town."”

“What? You infernal idiot? Why,
she’s his own sister, and this gentleman's
wifel” .

The silence, broken only by the hard
breathing of some of the excited men
and the moaning cry of the WoInan, was
for a moment intense.

‘““Isn't this Mr. Hurley?" asked Blake,
suddenly, as though to make sure, and
turning one instaut from bLis furious

glare at his superior officer. The stranger,
still held, though no longer struggling,
replied between his set teeth:
“Certainly. I've told him so."
“By heaven, Buxton, is there no limit
to your asininity? What fearful work
will you do next?”

“T'll arrest you, sir, if you speak an-
other disrespectful word!” thundered

commanding officer he could defend him-
self against Blake's assault.

“Do it and be—you know what I
would say if a lady were not present.,
Do it if you think you can stand having
this thing ventilated by the court. Pah!
I can’t waste words on you. Who's gone
for the doctor? Here, you men, let go
of Mr. Hurley now. Help me, Mr. Hur-
ley, plezse.  Get your wife back to her
room. FKring me some water, one of |
you." And with that he was bend-
ing over Hayne and unbuttoning the fa-
tigue uniform in which he was still

themselves, somebody said. **Hark!" and
held up a warning hand,
Faint, far, muffled, there sounded on |

*J will not discuss that question now.

\
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the night air a shot, then a woman's
scream: theo all was still.

| young officers of the garrison.

dressed. Another moment and the doc-

der,

him out of the way occasionally,

grew no better for Buxton.
grieved and sullen tone remarked:

said he had no relations.”

thing about it.
with this affair, I'd like to hear?”

and been admitted to
room,

from Mrs. Rayner herself.
her to his assistant, Dr. Grimes.

sorely shaken.

pily untrue. His right hand still lay

would have used it with telling effect.

cers’ row,
of such excitement.

bility.
the cause of the whole catastrophe.

as gingerly and reluctantly as possible.

to his insubordinate and

no time,

against the telegraph operator's sending

three miles away.

and the corporal were the suflerers.

ket. It was the wuniversal

could tell the story only showed the af-
fair as a flagrant and inexcusable out-
rage.

Capt. Rayner, too, was in fearful
plight. He had simply obeyed orders;
but all the old story of his persecution
of Hayne would now berevived; all men
would see in his participation in the af-
fair only additional reason to adjudge
him cruelly persistent in his hatred of
the young officer, and, in view of the
utter ruthlessness and wrong of this as-
sault, would be more than ever confident
of the falsity of his position in the orig-
inal case. As he was slowly led up
stairs to his room and his tearful wife
and silent sister-in-law bathed and
cleansed his wound, he saw with fright-
ful clearness how the crush of circum-
stances was now upon him and his good
name. Great heaven! how those words
of Hayne's five years before rang, throb-
bed, burned, beat like trip hammers
through his whirling brain! It seemed
as though they followed him and his
fortunes like a curse. He sat silent,
stunned, awe stricken at the force of the
calamity that had befallen him.

tor had come in, and with him half the
Rayner

How could he ever induce an officer
and a gentleman to believe that he was
no instigator in this matter?—that it was
all Buxton's doing, Buxton's low imagi-
nation that had conceived the possibility
of such acrime on the part of Mr. Hayne,
and Buxton's blundering, bull headed
abuse of authority that had capped the
fatal climax? It was some time before
his wife could get him to speak at all.
She was hysterically bemoaning the fate
that had brought them into contact with
such people, and from time to time
giving vent to the comforting assertion
that never had there beenm a cloud on
their domestic or regimental sky until
that wretch had been assigned to the

Riflers. She knew from the hurried and
guarded explanations of Dr. Grimes and
one or two young officers who helped
Rayner home that the fracas had oc-

| curred at Mr. Hayne's—that there had

been a mistake for which her husband was
not responsible, but that Capt. Buxton
was entirely to blame. But her hushand’s
ashen face told her a story of something

Buxton, recovering consciousness that as | far deeper; she knew that now he was
|

involved in fearful trouble, and, what-
ever may have been her innermost
thoughts, it was the first and irresistible
impulse to throw all the blame upon her
scapegoat.

Miss Travers, almost as pale and quite
as silent as the captein, was busying her-
self in helping her sister; but she could
with difficulty restrain her longing to bid
her be silent. She, too, had endeavored
to learn from her escort on their hurried
homeward rush across the parade what
the nature of the disturbance had
been. She, too, had suggested Clancy,
but the officer by her side set his teeth
as he replied that he wished it had
been Clancy. She had heard. too, the

was led away to his own quarters. Bux- | message brought by a cavalry trumpeter

ton. dazed and frightened vow. ordered from Mr. Blake. He wanted Capt. Ray | 1y

the guards back to their post, and stood
pondering over the enormity of his blun-
No one spoke to him or paid the
faintest attention other than melb'l?hw

e
doctor never so much as noticed him.
Blake had briefly recounted the catas-
trophe to those who first arrived, and as
thewstory went from mouth to mouth it
Once he
turned short on Mr. Foster, and in ag-

“I thought you fellows in the Riflers

“We weren't apt to be invited to meet
them if he had; but I don't know that
anybody was in position to know any-
What's that got to do

At last somebody took him home,
Mrs. Waldron, meantime, had arrived
Mrs, Hurley's
The doctor refused to go to Capt.
Rayner's, even when a messenger came
He referred
Hayne
had regained consciousness, but was
He had been floored by
a blow from the butt of a musket; but
the report that he was shot proved hap-

near the hilt of his light sword; there
was little question that he had raised his
weapon against a superior officer, and

Few people slept that night along offi-
Never had Warrener heard
Buxton knew not
what to do. He paced the floor in agohy
of mind, for he well understood that
there was no shirking the responsi-
From beginning to end he was "
He| Whaiter (suavely)—Are you looking for
had gone so far as to order his corporal
to fire, and he knew it could be proved
against him. Thank God, the perplexed
corporal had shot high, and the other
men, barring the one who had saved
Rayner from a furious lunge of the lieu-
tenant’s sword, had used their weapons

At the very least, he knew, an investiga-
tion and fearful scandal must come of it.
Night though it was, he sent for the dct-
ing adjutant and several of his brother
captains, and, setting refreshments le-
fore them, besought their advice. He
was still commanding officer de jure, but
he had lost all stomach for its functions.
He would have been glad to send for
Blake and beg his pardon for submitting
abusive lan-
guage, if that course could have stopped
inquiry; but he well knew that the whole
thing would be noised abroad in less than

At first he thought to give orders

any messages concerning the matter; but
that would have been only a temporary
hinderance: he could not control the in-
struments and operators in town, only
He almost wished he
had been knocked down, shot or stabbed
in the melee; but he had kept in the rear
when the skirmish began, and Rayner

They had been knocked *“‘endwise” by
Mr. Hurley’s practiced fists after Hayne
was struck down by the corporal's mus-
sentiment
among the officers of the —th as they
scattered to their homes that Buxton had
“wound himself up this time, anyhow;"
and no one had any sympathy for him—
not one. The very best light in which he

to come to Mr. Bnyne‘s assoon as he had
seen Mrs. Ray safely home, and would

with him a$ the same time? 'Why should
Mr. Blake want Mrs, Stannard at ‘Mr.
Hayne’s? She saw Mr. Foster run up
and speak a few words to Mrs, Waldron
and heard that lady reply, *‘Certainly; I
will go with you now.” What could it
mean? At last, as she was returning to
her sister’s room after a moment's ab-
sence, she heard a question at which
her heart stood still. It was Mrs. Ray-
ner who asked:
“‘But the creature was there, was she
not?™
The answer sounded more like a moan
of anguish:
““The creature was his sisters
her husband who"—
TO BE CONTINUED.
r— R ————

ODDS AND ENDS.

It was

A Uittle Nousemse, Now and Then, i« Ke-
lished by the Wisest of Men.
Stubbarn children readily take Dr.
Low's Worm Syrup. It pleases the
child and destroys the worms. 1m
Teacler to pupil—Johnnie, what’s »
demagogue ! Johnnie—A demagogue is
a vessel that holds wine, gin, whiskey, or
any other liquor.

As an aid to internal remedies for skin
disearer, Dr Low’s Sulphur Sosp proves
very valusble I

Daly Grunther (tasting his noodle
soup)—Hump! you'd better have a
noodle wa'k through here.

a job 1—Detroit Free Press.

The red color of the blcod is caused by
the iron it containe, Supply the iron
when lucking by using Milburn’s Beof,
Iron and Wine. im

‘“What's the next case ("’ ssked the
Judge. :

*‘The prisoner was arreated for ogling
& WOIDAan.,

““Ah ! sort of a stare-case 1"’ eraid the
Judee, and the prironer laughed so up-
roariowsly, that the Judge was very
lenient. — Racket.

Ladies who are trouhled with rough-
ness of the skin or cracked, should keep
a bottle of Parisian Balm in the hcuse.
It is delightfully perfumed and softens,
heals and Leautifies the skin. 1m.

Wanted Directiona.

Busy Cabman (closing the door)—
Where to, sir?

Apoplectic Gentleman (gasping) —I—I
can’t catch my breath, 1—1I feel as if 1
were going to die.

Busy Cabman—Yes, sir : shall I drive
to an undertaker’s or the Morgue, sir.—
N.Y. Weekly.

Autumn Auxieties.

I had a very bad cough this fall, but

Hagyard’s Pectoral Bulsam cnred me

completely. E. Rosinson, Washago,

Pectoral Balsam cures coughs, colde,

hoarseness, asthma, bronchitis and all
throat and lung troubles,

According to Location.

““Well, Jones, how you feeling nowa-
days 7"

“I'm a little peculiar, Roger, I'm dif-
ferent when in different places.”

‘““How’s that 7’

‘““Why, you see when I'm in church
I'm for giying ; when at an auction I'm
for bidding, and when in a saloon I'm
for get full.”— Plunder.

Cough me More.

Your cough may lead (o disease of the
lange, therefore do not neglect 1t. Wil-
son’s Wild Cherry will cure it nickly
and effectually. For colds, croup, whoop-
ing cough, bronchitis, lces of voice, etc.,
vo medtcine equalsWilson’s Wild Cherry,
as thousands testify. Sold by all drug-
gists, 1m.

Sticks Very Tight.

““There is one solace left to me at
least,”’ remarked the old farmer. ‘‘After
all my hoys leave and ge up to the city,
after the pigs and cattle die, and every-
thing else forsakes me, there is at least
one thing that will stick to the old
farm.”

‘‘And that is—— 17"

‘‘The mortgage !”

Easily Ascertained.

It is easy to find out from anyone who
has used 1t, the virtues of Hagyard’s Yel-
low Oil for all painful and inflammatory
troubles, rheumatism, neuralgia, lumba-
go, frost bites, burns, bruises, sprains,
contracted cords, stiff ioints, aches,
paine and soreness of any kind, it has no
superior. 2

&

Methodism in Japan.
Methodist union in Japan 18 proceed-
ing favorably as far as missionaries on
the tield are concerned. If the howe
authorities interpose no obstacle, the
scheme will be carried out, as perfect
harmony exists among the workers in
that distant land,

High Time to Begin.
After a long winter the system needsa
thorough cleansing, toning and regulat-
ing to remove impurities and prepare for
summer.. Thousands of testimonials
show that Burdock Blood Bitters is the
best spring medicine ever discovered,
producing a feeling of buoyancy and
strength. [t removes that tired, worn
out feeling, and rostores lost appetite, 2

The Grape.
The grape is one of the crops which
can be considered as ‘‘ateady,” and one
which, if properly cultivated, will nearly
always yield a fair profit, Two things
are absolutely essential, aside from the
selection of proper varieties and Zetting
them well planted, and these area favor-
atle 8oil and climatic conditions.
To tax Epitor. .—Please inforr you,
readers that I have a positive remedy
for the above named disease. By its
timely use thousands of hopeless cases
have been vermanently cured. I shall be
glad to send two bottles of my remedy
FREE to any of your readers who have
consumption if they will send me their
Express ard P, O. address.
Respectfully, Dx T. A. Stocun,

he please ask Mrs, Stannard to come

sux,

‘The streng*h of this article is extra.
ordinary. After being cemented moat
atticles will break ib another place rath-
ot than wheré cemented. oo 15 cents
from druggists. 1lm.

The Girl Whe Helps Mether.

There ia a girl I love to think of, She
is the girl who helps mother. In her
own home she is s blessed little saint and
comforter. She takes vofinished tasks
from the tired, ot:ff fingers ; she is a
staff upon which the gray-haired, white-
faced mother leans and is zested. She
helps mother with the housework, or the
week’s mending, with a cheerful conver-
sation and congenial companionship that
some girle do not think worth wasting
on ‘‘only mother.” Aod when there
comes & day when she must bend over
the body of her mother, hands folded,
disquiet merged in rest, the girl who
helped mother will find a benediction of
peace upon her head and in her heart.

A Seasenable Hint.

During the breaking up “of wmter,
damp, chilly westher prevails, and rheu-
watism, neuralgis, lombago, sore throat,
croup, quinsy and other painful effects of
sudden cold are common. Hagyard’s
Yellow Oil is a truly valuable household
remedy for all such complaints, 2

Dull Beys.

Don’t be discouraged. Slow growth is
often sure growth, Some minds are like
Norwegiac pines. They are slow in
growth but they are striking their roots
deep. Some of the greatest men have
been dull boys. Dryden and Swift were
dull boys. 8o was Goldsmith. So was
Gibson. 8o was Sir Walter Scott. Na-
poleon at school had so much difficulty
in learning his Latin that the master
said it would need a gimlet to get a word
into his head. Dooglas Jerrold was e0
backward in his boyhood that at nine he
was acarcely able to rend. Isaac Barrow,
one «f the greatest divines the Church

of England ever produced, was so im-
penetrably  stupid, in his early
years that his futher more than
once ssid that, if God took away

any of his children, he huped it would
be Isaac, as he feared he would never be
fit for anything in this world. Yet that
boy was the geniua of the family.

The Public Warned,

Many people are deceived into neglect-
ing bad bloud, dyspepsis, constipation,
etc., and thus allow these and other dis-
eases to become established. Act
prompt'y by using nature’s blood purify-
ing tonic, Burdock Blood Bitters, which
regulates the entire system, curing all
direases of the stomach, liver, kidneys
and bowels. 2

The Biakeop of Oxford.

Dr Samael Wilberforce, when Bishop
of Oxford, while paying a visit at Tay-
mouth Castle during the life-time oi the
last Marquis of Breadalbane, a devoted
adherent of the Free Church, was takewn
by Lady Breadalbane into one of the cot-
tazes on the estste, occupied by an old
Highland woman—a “‘true blue” Presby-
terian—who was greatly pleased by the
Bishop’s frank and friendly manner. A
few daye afterwards the Bishop left the
castle, and Lady Breadalbane paid an-
other visit to her old friend, when the
following conversation took place : “Do
you know who that was. Mary, that
came to see you last week " **No, my
lady,” was the reply. ‘“‘The famous
Bishop of Oxford,” said her ladyship.
On which the old Presbyterian remarked,
‘‘Aweel, my lady, he'sa rale fine man,
and all T can say is that I trust and pray
he’ll go to heaven, bishop thou‘h he be."

The Best and the Cheapest.

100 doses fur 100 cents, Burdock Blood
Bitters.
Doee your head ache ! Take Bardock
Blood Bitters,
Is your blood impure ? Take Burdock
Blood Bitters.
Are you costive ? Take Burdock Blood
Bitters,
Are you bilious ! Take Burdock Blood
Bitters.
Are you Dpyspeptic ! Take Burdock
Blood Bitters.

1 cent a dose, 1 cent a dose, Burdock
Bluod Bitters. 2

The Cigarette Evil,

Can our people move too vigorously in
this matter ?

Ceming along a leading thoroughfare
in this city a few days since, the writer
saw a child, who could not have been
more thsn six years of age, witk a cigar-
ette in his mouth, and what was more,
he had all the manners of the most
habitual user of the weed, jauntily walk-
ing into a house, which was apparently
his home,

Do parenta reslize the full strength of
this evil ?

At a large meeting recently held in
Baltimore, Md., to ask the Legislature
to pass a bill impcsing a tax of $50 up-
on dealers in cigarettes, one speaker said
that out of a class of 113 scholars 72
were cigarette smokers, and the phyasi-
cian who had examined the class declar-
ed that thirteen would never become
men, mainly becavse they had been
poisoned.

Is the evil to stand unchecked ?—Cana-
da Citizen.

Messas C. C. Ricaarps & Co.
Gents,—Having used Minard’s Lini-
ment for several years in my stable, I
attest to its being the best thing I know
of for horse flesh. In the family, we
have used it for every purpose that a
liniment is adspted for, it being recoms
mended to us by the late Dr J, L./ R.
Webster. Personally I find it the bes
allayer of neuralgic pain I have Av
used. B. Trtus,

1 Proprietor Yarmouth Livery Stable,

Carculio-Knlers.

Eternai vigilance is the price of ploms.
There 1 no curculio-kiler ahead of the
old-fashioned way of jarring the trees'
and collecting the ‘‘bugs” upon a sheet
beneath it. An epterprising hen with a
young and interesting family will make
it lively for them, and effectually prevent
the eges deposited in the fruit from

164 W. Adelaide st,, Toronto, Ont,

hatching many larvze,
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