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THE STORY OF MY LOVE.

CHAPTER V.
To-morrow! I closed my eyes that night 

in an eeetaoy of delight. The calm serenity 
of the night-ekies, the gentle ripple of green 
leaves, the silver light of the moon, and the 
dark handiome face of my lover—I dared in 
my own heart use the word—were with me 
in my dreams. The song of the nightingale» 
and my lover’s voice blended harmoniously, 
greeting my ears with sweet melody as I 
dreamed on of the mono w. “Felicia—good 
night, Felicia!" was the burden of the me
lody; and its ravishing strains fell toothlng- 
ly on my senses.

“To-morrow" waa come. The sun was 
gilding the earth with its resplendent rays, 
the birds carolled their songs of delight, the 
gentle wind, kissing the flowers, wafted 
their perfume abroad. Nello was coming to 
tell me “a hat it all meant.” I knew that 
one word explained it, and that that word 
was “love.” He was coming. Patience— 
he would be here soon, and then my life 
would be crowned by the possession of hie

L was standing under the spreading cedar 
boughs, anticipating in thougnt the happi
ness that waa to be mine, when a letter was 
brought to me. I had gone thither knowing 
that he must pass by the spot. The golden 
sunlight that pieroed through the drooping 
boughs was warm and pleasant. He would 
stand beside me, and he would tell me “what 
it all meant.” Taking the letter from the 
beater, a thrill passed through me. I knew 
by instinct that the note waa from him, 1 
opened it hastily. It ran thus—my first love-

“I had hoped to be with you to-day. Fel
icia, as I have much to say to you. But I 
have just received a telegram from my agents 
in Ireland, and,if 1 want to save my property 
there from utter destruction, I must go at 
once. I shall not be long absent. I hope to 
be back with you before the nightingales hi 
ceased to sing.”

Though the sun was shedding its warmth 
around, a sudden grey chill fell over every
thing. All the gold seemed to fade from 
the sunlight, the perfume to depart from 
the flowers, the light from the skies, the 
glory frem earth and sea. A mist of pas
sionate tears rose before my eyes as I saw 
my cup of haappiness dashed to the ground. 
It was not “to-morrow" after all; and I re
membered how people always said that to 
morrow never came. But he would return. 
I felt grieved, disappointed, but not fearful. 
Lady Saxon had often spoken to me of their 
Irish estate, Looofin, and had expressed a 
wish that Lionel would sell it. The tenants 
were always in rebellion against the agent, 
and she was nervous lest barm should come 
to her son. He laughed at the idea. He was 
not afraid of disaffection or open rebellion,
so he bad gone amongst them; and I-----

Well, the summer was not over, the roses 
had not oeated to bloom. All would 
come right if I bad but the patience to wait. 
I should soon again see the face I loved 
well.

Bat, notwithstanding my self-administer
ed solace, a chill had come over the warm 
summer day, and I wopdered vaguely why 
I had allowed my own,life to be to complet- 
ly abserbed in bis. Why should this terri
ble dread possess me because he was not 
with me? And what—oh,the horror of itl— 
what if he never came back!

An hour afterwards, while I was standing 
under the oedarsa second letter came. It waa 
frem Lady Saxon. Brief, but to the point,

“Come and comfort me, Felicia—I have 
lost my son again 1 I want to talk to you 
about him.”

I went at once. Aunt Annette kissed me 
with a quiet smile. I think she understood 
more of my affairs than she chose to let me

“My son, my son!" That was the burden 
of Lady Saxon’s cry; yet she was not sorry 
that he had gone to Ireland, for she firmly 
believed in bis ability to allay the anger 
aroused against his agent. “When the peo
ple see him, they will be sure to love him,” 
she argued with motherly pride. “There 
could be no better cure lor disaffection 
than seeing and comversing with my

And when the day was over she walked 
with me to the end of the drive.

“You have comforted me greatly, Fe
licia," she said. “What should I do with
out you ? I wish you were my own daugh
ter.'1

A few momrnts afterwards sheadded- 
“Oh, Felicia, I should be the happiest 

weman in the whole wide world if Nello fell 
in love with you, and you agreed to matry 
him! I wonder, if he asked you to be his 
wife, whether you would say ‘Yes' ? I almost 
think you would.”

I could laugh happily at the words, 
knowing what he had whispered to me.

“My daughter Felicia,” she murmured 
when I had taken my seat in the pony-oar- 
liage—“fair as the sweetest flower that

And with those pleasant words ringing in 
my ears I hastened home.

The last raya of the setting sun were fall
ing over Jesmond Dene as I drew near; a 
golden light lingered on the distant sea, on 
the pine-wood, on the rushing river, on the 
green pastures and the pioturetque pile of 
buildings which I had learned to love so 
well. No warning of coming tempest came 
to me; no shadow lay on the lovely Done: no 
presentiment of coming evil possessed me, 
but there at the great entrance door, looking 
pale and anxious, stood my aunt Annette.

She held out her hands to me ai I ascend
ed the flight of marble steps.

“Welcome home, my dear!" she said; but 
there was a strange ring in her voice, and a 
troubled look was on her face. “You look 
tired, Felicia,'” she continued; “you must 
have a glass of wine. Come in here with

Somewhat to my surprise, she led tiré way 
into one of the tmoll drawing-rooms that we 
seldom used, And stood by in silence while I 
drank the wine. ....

“Thape is a little surprise for you, Feli
cia," she began in a trembling voice. “Mr. 
Benson is here.”

Mr. Benson was the family solicitor, arid 
rad for many years been intrusted with the 
xanagement of the Jesmond affaira. Sir 
7illiam had the moet-implioit faith in him. 
tenson says so!" was J affirmation strong 
ugh for anything. Benson had advised 
with all his investments; Benson had 
n up thé will which made me, in con- 
nee of Paul's death, heiress of Jeemond 
Benson had brought us down to the

Dare, and had remained with ns a whole 
week, imtraoting me in my new duties, end 
teaching me much of whion 1 had previously 
been quite ignorant. It was he who had ap
proved all my plans for building, and who 
bad told me that I could not spend Sir 
William’s hoarded thousands in a better 
fashion.

1 felt no alarm at hearing that he had 
of me, even though it was suddenly and with
out notice. I was much troubled about aunt 
Annette, for she seemed to unlike herstlf.

“He came soon after you had gone to 
Dumoon,” she went on nervously. “He 
wanted me to send for you, but I 
thought you should have one more happy

“Mr Benson would never make me un-
ippy,” I laughed. “He is always the bear-
of good news to me.”
She looked at me wistfully.
“Mr. Benson desires a long talk with you 

ou business matters,” she explained. “You 
had better defer it until after dinner.”

“I will do that with pleasure,” I answer
ed lit le imagining the nature of the busi-

Had I been leas engrossed in my own love 
story, I should have known frem Mr Ben
son's nervous hesitating manner that some
thing of more than usual importance was 
amiss. While I was talking to the grave 
old lawyer, while I was dining with him, I 
wae in fancy looking into my absent lover’s 
face and listening to the notes of the night
ingales.

“Can you spare an hour this evening,” 
lrquired Mr. Benton; “or shall I defer my 
business until the merning?”

It appeared to me that he was not unwill
ing to defer it. I had never seen him so un
like himself—confused, hesitating, glancing 
at me strangely, beginning a speech, then 
endirg abruptly,

I otiid to him at last—
“You are not wed, Mr Benson."
“ No, I am in gieat distress,” he an

swered.
“Jn distress?” It was such a strange con

fession for him to make. ‘ In distress?’’ I 
repeated. “You are not ill, I hope? 
You have not met with any misfor-

“I am not ill, and the misfortune that de
presses me is not mine,” he said.

“Not yoursl” I exclaimed; and his grave 
manner gave an additional significance to 
his words.

“The fact is,” he continued, looking at 
me, “I have, for the first time in my pro
fessional life, made a terrible mistake.”

I could oniy repeat the words,“A terrible 
mistake 1’’

“It is not often that lawyers do that,” he 
said. “They are generally very cautious. I 
fear that in this particular business I hare 
been neither. A lawyer,” he continued, 
“above all mm, should well consider every 
step he takes. In this one case I did

He was talking to a girl whose whole soul 
vibrated to the music of the nightingales 
and the sound of her lover’s voice; and even 
those werds, portentous as they were, did 
not startle her.

“Yet,” he continued, “ I cannot see how 
I could have helped it, or how I am to 
blame, though blame must lie somewhere.”

“It does not lie with you. I feel sure,” I 
said, with a faint attempt at consolation,and 
as a proof of my confidence in his legal acute-

"The worst of it,” he continued, 
that the mistake I have made affects

“Then,” I said, “it can be easily remc- 
died.” For, in my ignorance,! did not think 
there could be any mistake made which 
would seriously affect me.

“I cm afraid,” he went on disregarding 
my interposition, “it will be a terrible blow 
to you. You seem so happy here.”

“I am very happy here—indeedit would 
be ;mpossible for any one to be happier,” I 
replied.

“ You remember the terms of Sir 
William's will, Miss Gordon?” he cent in-

I answered that I remembered them

“The whole estate descended to his son 
Paul, The title is hereditary; the estate is 
not. If Paul married and had children, it 
went to them. If he died unmarried, it be
came yours.”

“ Yes ; and it is mine, tha* k Heaven?” I

“So I thought. Heaven knows I thought 
so,” he answeiei; “ but, Miss Gordon.it ap
pears that Paul was married. He has left a 
widow and an only eon.”

CHAPTER VL
The lawyer’s words fell like poisoned ar

rows cn my heart. Paul had left a widow 
and an only son! That meant that I wae no 
longer mistress of Jesmond Deoe—that the 
splendid inheritance I had planned to do 
much good wiMi had slipped from my

There was silence between us fer some 
lime—a silence fraught with unutterable 
horror to me. Mr. Benson broke it at 
last.

“I blame myself,” he said. “I ought to 
have made enquiries, and have been satisfi
ed beyond the possibility of a doubt that 
Paul Jetmond bad not married; I ought to 
have ascertained that before helping to 
place you in possession. Iam aft aid it is a 
terrible blow to you,” he added.

“Yea, it is,” I replied—so great a blow 
that I cannot at present realize it. It has 
stunried me.”

“It stunned me,” said Mr. Benson, “I 
was for many hours quite unable to com
prehend the result of this deplorable blun
der. Now I see plainly enough what I ought 
to have done. I should have written to In
dia for further infoi mation before you were 
formally installed as mistress of Jesmond

“It would have been better,” I said me- 
ohanioally. “You are quite cure .that there 
is no mistake now?" I added.

“No, everythiog is too well authenticat
ed for that. There is no mistake this time. 
I—I cannot tell you how grieved I am—how 
I blame myself; but there had - never been 
sny word of Paul's marriage. He had not 
mentioned it, and it seoms to have been but 
little known, even among lue friends in the 
Aimy. You bear the blow well, Miss C

Nevertheless, bravely as I bore this 
crushing reverse of fortune.it was a terrible 
Plow to me. For a time it bad banished 
the cherished rnemdry of my lover's face. 
But slowly it began to return, and I took 
heart once more. The first thought that 
presented itself clearly to my mind was 
this—that, if he loved me,change of fortune 
would not affect him; and whilst I possessed 
hie love nothing ou earth could affect me.

By degrees hope seemed to come back to my 
heart, the color to my face, clear thought to 
my brain. Tden I realized that I was no 
longer mistress of Jesmond Dene, and that 
I most give way to mv cousin's little con,
I oonfesa, between smiles and tears, that the 

f words “My oouin’s little son,” soften- 
ind warmed my HBart to the child as no

thing else could have done, and robbed the 
Mow of half its bitter stiag. My cousin's 
little son—the ton of the bright-faced band- 
some lad who had been so kind to me in my 
girlhood, who had kissed mo, and bad pro
mised to marry me when he had teen the 
world 1 He had married some one else, and 
I must give way to his chil i, the rightful 
heir to Jesmond Dene. Still my heart 
warmed to him for my dead com in’s 
sake.

“As you will remember,” continued Mr. 
Benson, "there was no cordiality between 
lather and son. Sir William liked to save 
money; Paul enjoyed spending it. The 
father’s mnerly ways made home hateful to 
the son. They quarrelled fiercely before 
they parted, and I should imagine from the 
tone of the letters that passed between them 
that they were never on friendly terms 
again. Sir William refused him an allow
ance for 6ome time, so deeply rooted was bis 
anger. He afterwards relented; bat b y that 
time the young man’s heart was hardened.
1 know that Sir William wrote to him se
veral times on the subject of marriage, urg
ing him to take great care not to be so foci 
iah as to fall in love—that he must not mar
ry until he returned to England, and then 
he was to marry a wealthy woman. Money 
was to be his first considération. Sir Wil
liam told me all about these letters. He add
ed also that he had never recived an an
swer to them. “That accounts.” remarked 
Mr. Benson, “for the young fellow’s silence 
about his marriage. There is no doubt he 
believed implicitly that, if his father knew 
of it, he would disinherit him and leave him 
lennlless, for he ma.ried much beneath him, 
is wife having no dowry except a beautiful

“Who was she?” I asked.
“Her name wasGabrietle Fairfax,” he re 

pliad, “and she was living in the family of 
Major Esmond aa governess to his children 
—a very unusual thing in India; but the Es
mond children were strong and healthy, and 
their parents did not care to part with them. 
She was a moat beautiful ana a very good 
girl, so Colonel Brownlow tells me, clever 
and accomplished, belonging to a respect
able English family. She had, of course, no 
fortune, and no prospect of ever possessing 
any. Paul Jesmond fell in love with and 
married her. No one knew of the marriage, 
except Major Esmond and hi» wife. Paul 
dared not let it be known, lest his father 
should hear of it. He never spoke of it,even 
to his most intimate friends; but he told 
Major Esmond that when he returned to 
Eagland he should take hi* wife straight to 
Jesmond Dene, and trust to her lovely face 
io win him hie father's forgiveness. Mias 
Gordon. loan hear in fancy nis cheery young 
voice saying,‘When my father sees her, he 
will relent.’ He was always sanguine,poor 
Pauli”

I knew that—my bright-faced handsome 
cousin! Mr. Benson went on—

“ He e rented a pretty little house on the 
Neilghèrry H 111 for bis wife, and they liv
ed happily for two years no one guessing his 
secret. *A son was born there; and Paul 
Jesmond who knew the importance of that 
son’s birth, took the precaution of having it 
properly registered, and of keeping a copy 
of the registration. The child was christen
ed by the resident chaplain, who, in his turn, 
faithfully kept the promise of secrecy that 
he had given. Paul took yet another pre
caution, which, for one so habitua’ly care
less as him». If, seems to me somewhat re
markable. He gathered together the need
ful papers—his certificate of marriage, and 
the certificate of his son’s birth—and plac
ed them together, with a long letter to his 
father, tolling him all the story of his mar
riage, and begging, if anything happened to 
him, that he would be kind to his wife and 
child.”

“ ‘ Let little Guy succeed me,’ he wrote. 
“Do not visit the offences of the father on 
the son. However faulty I may have been, 
do not disinherit my boy. My marriage may 
displease you, but you will forgive me when 
you see my wife's face. And she is as good 
as she is beautiful. I loved her with all my 
heart. There comes to me, father, at times 
a presentiment that I shall die young. 
If I do, be kind to my wife and child. Let 
my wife have the honor that falls to the 
widowed ladies of Jesmond Dene, and let my 
son succeed to the estate. 1 am your orly 
son, you will not refuse my prayer. I am 
writing this, so that, should anything 
happen to me, my wife may bring it in her 
hands to you, and you, in your turn, will do 
justice to her.”

“.So runs the letter, Mies Gordon. ’
By that time my eyes were full of tears, 

and I had begun to forget my own troubles, 
and to think only of the handsome bright 
eyed lad wbo had loved me when I was a 
child, and of hie little son.

“It appears," continued Mr. Benson, 
that Paul fell ill very suddenly with one of 
those terrible maligant fevers so common in 
the East. He had been appointed to some 
slight military command where he would be 
detained thtee months. The name of the

Slace to which he was sent, and where he 
ied, was Faizibad, As a matter of course, 

he bade farewell to hie wife, sne knowing 
that tbe separaticn would be for three 
months ; and during that time, not having 
expected to hear from him, she was not anx* 
lou about him. His comradesn the fatal ex 
pedilion was Oaptain Aro,hiej|iart igan, who 
was by his side when he died. It seems 
that on the day before his death, while some 
little consciousness still remained, Paul 
placed a small package in Captain Harti- 
gan’s hands, with those words, “find out 
my wife, arid give her this to take to my 
father.’ Captain Hartigan intended to ful
fil the oommlssicn at the earliest moment ; 
but, even before his friend waa laid at rest, 
he himself waa stricken down with the same 
fever, and lay for aome time hovering be
tween life and death, Other officers were 

, Faistabad. and for many weeks the 
package left by Captain Jesmond was not 
delivered. The first thing that Captain 
Hartigan did, when restored to health, was 
to go to Çklonel Brownlow and gave him 
Paul's message—'Find ont my *ife, and give 
her this to take home to my father.’ The 
Colonel deolaired that Captain Jesmond had 
never married. He made the fullest pos
sible inquiries, but could obtain no confir- 
mationof any suob iriarriage. None of Paul's 
brother officers knew anything of it. Major 
Esmond did not belong to the same regi
ment ; and unfortunately just at that time 
he wae away ori military business, so that 
theie waa no one to throw any light upon 

. '..y, .......

the matter. But, when Maj >r Esmond re
turned, and heard what haa happened, he 
went at once to Colonel Brownlow, and told 
him the whole story, The Colonel was not 
very well pleased, and blamed Major Ev 
mend for having connived at a secret mar
riage of a young officer. Then Captain Har
tigan was sent to find the young wife, so 
soon widowed, and to communicate to her 
the intelligence of her husband’s death. He 
found her with her infant son. She waa 
beautiful as a dream, and good as she was 
fair. Her distrets was terrible when she 
learnt the bad news, for it appears that she 
had dearly loved her husband. At first she 
refused to believe that he was dead ; and 
then she declined to go home to E igland. 
She wanted to be left alone to die in peace 
where he had left her. It waa repr^ented 
to her how greatly such a course would in
jure the prospects ot the boy, whe cn his 
grandfather’s death would in all probility 
become Sir Guy Jesmond and master of Jes
mond Dene. For the child's sake she con
sented to do what she would never have 
doue for her own—return to Eagland, to 
see her huband’s father. She would not 
however, accept any escort, though 
Cclonel B ownlow would have placed 
her under the protection of an officer 
and his wife who were shortly returning to 
Eagland. Mrr. Eimoud implored her to 
tike a maid; but stieiwould not ; she would 
travel alone, hor only companion being her 
fatherless boy. Colonel Brownlow gave her 
the precious package, and she sailed from 
Calcutta in the Caspian Queen, and reached 
London safely.”

“Reached London 1” I exclaimed. “Then 
she is near—quite near?”

“Yes,” replied the lawyer gravely. “Tue 
news of Sir William’s death was not known- 
in the regiment when she left, and Colonel 
Brownlow, understanding that I was the 
family solicitor, advised her to come straight 
to me. She did not do so, but allowed a 
fortnight to elapse, and then she came.”

“Then you have seen her ? ’ I cried.
“Yes,” he answered, “I have seen her 

and tbe old lawyer was strangely silent 
after that.

“What about her?” I asked eagerly. 
“What do you think of her?"

"She is simply the mest beautiful woman 
I ever beheld,'* he replied.

“And good as beautiful ?" I asked again
“I could not judge ; she was not with me 

very leng—though long enough to convince 
me that her claims are valid and legal. Sne 
is Lady Jesmond, and her sen is St Guy.”

“Heaven blhss my cousin's little son, Sir 
Guy !” I managed to say, although my eyes 
were blinded with tears.

“I am glad, I am thankful that you bear 
it so well," said Mr. Benson, “I have never 
felt so anxious or so unhappy in my life as I 
have felt over tbi» unfortunate business. 
But who would bave thought that Paul 
would marry entir 1/ for beauty, and then 
hide his wife in the Neilgherry Hill i?” I do 
not know what would have been tbe result 
of this match if Sir Wdliam had lived.”

“You say Paul married her entirely for 
her beauty ; surely he must have loved 
her ?"

“Yes, there is no doubt he dil,” he re
plied. Sti 1 there was a significant hesita
tion in his manner.

“You do not like her ?” I said, divining, 
as I believed, his true thoughts. I put the 
question so suddenly that he had no time to 
tnink before he answered.

“No—indeed I do not,” with an air of 
great relief, “But she will be here to-mor
row, Miss Gordon. She would not come 
with me, but it was arranged that she 
should f< llow me.”

z

(to be continued.)

THE EDUCATIOS%F “ 1-USSÏ.”

The Playful Companion of Two Unfortu-

Piinoe Krapotkin’s experiment with 
“Pu«sy,” the companion ot his captivity, 
has been repeated by M. Emile Gautier, his 
follow prisoner, who during his detention at 
Clairvaux has studied very closely the in
telligence of the cat. The result of his ex
periments are published in the Revue Scien
tifique. M Gautier says : “ It is literally 
true what Krapotkin says, that 1 Puesy’— 
whose education, it should be mentioned, 
bas been particularly careful—recognizes her 
image in a gloss, distinguishes the different 
signs ol the prison clock, plays hide-and- 
seek with the same senousneta and the same 
interest as little children, etc. It is also 
correct that she underetauds (at least she 
behaves as if she understood) the significance 
of a few words. I am even disposed to be- 
lievb that she is not indifferent to Gounod's 
music. But these are not the most surpris
ing features. Among those which Krapot
kin has omitted to cue there is one which 
has always sti uck me more than all others, 
and which I now submit to you. I ought 
to tell you ilia1; nature has ornamented my 
head wrib a luxurious mass of hair. ICrapot- 
km, on the other hand, is extremely bald. 
This différence- was used by our little com
panion for Singular intrigue. It has often 
happened wbèh both played with her that 
sbe softly passschher paw over our respec
tive heads as if to'Beqprtain that her eyes 
did not deceive her. This inspection con
cluded and the visual notions confirmed by 
touch, her physiognomy took the air of comic 
eiuprisa. The variety of sensations perplex
ed her, and sbe did not dissimulate the leel 
iug. Nearly eveiy evening the scene wai 
gone through, to our great edification, as you 
may imagine. Another strange thing was 
her unaccountable fear of the warder». She 
had been born within the walls of the prison, 
and belonged to an old family of prison oats. 
Heredity and the influence of the same sur
roundings ought to have overcome this anti
pathy. This, however, was not the case. 
No sooner did she espy the abhorred uniform 
at the end of the dormitory or cell than she 
fled with every sign of terror. Even if one 
held her at the moment it wae prudent to 
let her go at once, otherwise she knew how 
to scratch. Nothing was of any use, neither 
smiles nor frowns. With ns, on the con
trary, she allowed herself all kinds of fami
liarities.

A Sermon Spoiled.
“What seems to be the matter ?” he asked, 

mildly, as they were returning from church: 
“didn’t you enjoy the sermon ?” ff1 

“Enjoy the sermon ?” she repeated, short , 
ly, “and that odious Mrs. (smith sitting 
directly in front of me with a new fall
on that never cost a cerit less than ____
You must think 1 have a very warm reli
gious temperament. ”

Less ot Flesh and Strength,
with poor appetite, and perhaps slight 
cough in morning, or on firut lying down 
at night, should be looked to in time. 
Persons afflicted with consumption are 
proverbially unconscious of their real state. 
Most cases commence with disordered 
liver, leading to bad digestion and imper
fect assimilation of food—hence the emaci
ation, or wasting of the flesh. It is a 
form of scrofulous disease, and is curable 
by the use of that greatest of all blood} 
cleansing, anfci-büioua and invigorating 
compounds, kuown as Dr. Pierce’s “Hold- 
on Medical Discovery.”

“This is the fast line," rem irked a tired 
pa senger on a train which had waited on a 
switch about half an hour. "Yes," replied 
another, “ it seem» to be fist now.”

Many imitators, but no eqbal, has Dr. 
Sage’s Catarrh Remedy.

Love is blind, very blind—when the girl

How to Save Money
and we might also say—time and pain as 
well, in our advice to housekeepers and 
la lies generally. The great necessity ex
isting always to have a perfectly safe re
medy convenient for the relief and prompt 
cure of the ailments peculiar to woman— 
functional it regularity, con slant pa’ns. 
all the symptoms attendant upon uterine 
disorders—induces us to reconfirm *4* 
strongly and unqualifiedly Dr. Pi 
“Favorite Prescription”—woman’s 
friend. It will save money.

The Jiji Sham jo is a Japanese newspaper, 
Not a bad pablioi ioa for perusal whea.m™ 
barber’s chair.

Then Tell It,
To the victim of pains and aches no 
ings can give greater pleasui? than 
means of relief. Poison's Nervile* 
actly fills the bill. Nerviline cures 
maoism. Nerviline cure» crampg.»nNWvi- 
liue cures headache. Nerviline is sure in 
lumbago. Nerviline, the gréât cure for 
iuterral or external pains. ^grial bottles 
coating only 10s. may be had. pt any drug 
store. Buy one and test it. * Large bot
tles of Neiviline only 25c.,. at all drug
gists. Nerviline, nerve paid cure.

The lad who was pounded by another 
lad to whom he owed a cent, now declares 
the other fellow was “penny wise and pound 
foolish.” <

What I Limping Yet?
Why should you go limping around 

when Pitnam’s Painless Corn Extrac
tor will remove your corn» in a few days. 
It will give almost instant relief and a -' 
guaranteed care in the end. Be sure yout 
get the genuine Putnam’s Corn Extractor 1 
made by Poison & Co., Kingston, for ^ 
many substitutes are being offered, and 
it is always better to get the best. Safe, 
sure, and p tinless. goal's^

'Coufidencd is a plant of slow growth.”
If tbit were true, the bunko steerer 
would not be so successful aa he appears to

Young Men !—Read This.
The Voltaic Belt Co., of Marshall, 

Mich., offer to send their celebrated Elec
tro-Voltaic Belt and other Electric Ap
pliances on trial for thirty days, to men 
)young or old) afflicted with nervous debili
ty, loss of vitality, and all kindred troubles. 
Also for rheumatism, neuralgia, paralysis, 
and many other diseases. Complete rester- 
ation to health, vigor and manhood guaran
teed. No risk is incurred as thirty days' 
trial is allowed. Write them at once for 
illustrated pamphlet free.

The Venetian gondolier has a peculiar 
way of tying up hi» craft ; in fact, it is the 
moor of Vet ice.

Catarrh—A New Treatment.
Perhaps the most extraordinay suooes that 

has been achieved in modern science haa been 
attained by the Dixon Treatment of catarrh 
Out of 2,000 patients treatedduring the past 
six months, fully ninety per cent, have been 
cured of this stubborn malady. This is none 
the less startling when it is remembered.that ' 
not five per cent, of the patients presenting 
themselves to the regular practitioner are 
benefltted, while the patent medicines and 
other advertised cures never record a cure at 
all. Starting with the claim now generally 
believed by - the most scientific men 
that the disease is due to the presence 
of living parasites in the tissues, Mr. Dix
on at once adapted hip cure to their 
extermination ; this accomplished the catarrh 
is practically cured, and the permanency is un
questioned, as cures effected by him four years 
ago are cures still. No one else has ever at
tempted to cure catarrh in this manner, and no 
other treatment has ever cured catarrh. The 
application of tha remedy is simple and can be 
done at home, and the present season of the 
year is the most favorable for a speedy and 
permanent cure the majority of cases being 
cured at one treatment. Sufferers should cor
respond with Messrs. A. H. uIXON & SON, 306 
King-street West, Toronto, Canada, and enclose 
stamp for their treatise on catarrh.—Montreal

E.oucmymay be wealth, but it is not 
always a good thing to draw sight drafts 
on.

Important,
When you visit or leave New York City, save Baggage 

Expressage and Carriage Hire, and stop at the Grand 
Union Hotel, opposite Grand Central Depot. 600 
elegant rooms fitted up at a cost oÇone million dollars,
81 and upwards per day. European plan. Elevator. 
Restaurant supplied with the heat, Horse oars, 
stages and elevated railroads to all depots. Fam
ilies can live better for less money at the Grand Union 
Hotel than at any other flrst-olass hotel in the City.

By return mail. Fo'l description.
MocJy's Stir Tailor System of

„------ Dress Cutting. PROF. MOUDÏ,*c, ente, Ont.

z

Mr

FREE
A TWO-ACRE ORCHARD AND GARDEN FOR 

sale ; good water and stable; store with or with-

Haves, Ogilvy A Oo., Toronto.

The White Glyc- 
erine-The Sharon 
Bouquet — Palm 

rwuiK. Oil Bath Soap— 
Oatmeal Skin 
Soap, and The 
Baby’sQwnSoap.

-------UADI BY--------

The Albert Toilet Soap Oo-’y
ARB UNSURPASSED FOR

Purity and Excellence.
Aar Bold by all leading druggists.*^

•-ST. JOBS BXHIBITIQ1.-1883]
e Hose, Aa.Leather Belting

Four First Prizes and

hibltion, to ROBIN & SADLEIt, Montreal, ov- 
aU competitors.


