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VflL always 1* pleased tq.*of enquiry from farmers on any i

th« «eid excretions from the feet attack the 
tin oxide, end en irritating fluid is formed.

The Latest Wrlehle In Shoulder».
The shoulders «f oor belles look es though 

lifted by a chronic shrug. 1 am trustworthilyR’S HE agriciiltuial interests, and ans1iwtea oy a cnronic snrog. 1 am trustworthily 
informed that this effect is produced by pad­
ding, and that the artfdl creatures have sim’- 
ply changed their epote of falsity, in order to

given ae soon as practicable.

BLIGHTED WHEAT,two or
one of those Victoria L]abide by wbat Mrs. Delamere says.”

“The balls did hit,” said Ida, Quietly.

A^îî«1 Lyndhûnt°drew°b^k* WtinR her Upa, 
while the hazel eyes grew almost lund in 
the suppressed light. Angie noted her 
look.

“But Ill waive the privilege, if Miss
Tivnrlhnruf: wiehee ” ulie Mid irmOCentlv.

Correspondents of the Mickiyc 
say that wheat in their localities 
seriously damaged by blight,- an 
from other parti of the State çho- 
injury extends over the whole of 
One of the correspondents says: “t 
the heads are affected more or leg 
the base, some at the middle, sop 
Ipex ; while Others are entirely d 
High or low lands make no differ» 
fork et destruction is carried on 
If soil or surroundings. The edi 
Farmer sent speoimens of damage 
Prof, Beal, qf tim M.iefng&q ^ 
College, who carefully examined**] 
aune to the cqnçlmsion tligt laè'Jf 
mused by sooie.foagi, which- ioe«L 
»ny dwmdhdÿ er decaying ÿt» 
year, the professor says, • has be 
able for fungi. VTe have had no et 
thp plants have had too muqh ' 
little lignfc The stalks and all ti 
sucement and not used to suulig 
all these, and now and then a 'si 

weather, yo!

it for inA HUSBAND’S TRIALS |§»- oorsot devices, tso, give an appearance of no 
corsets at all The aim of all this is to make 
the young lady aeém to be in a state of un­
laced naturalness. Success irachieved about 
one time in a hundred. The use of 
wbat I believe ie called the Newport scarf is 
more generally attended by satisfactory re­
sults. A heavy, soft-fringed, and brocaded 
strip of stuff, three to five yards long, is

and seem to run so fast,” she exclaimed.every-
to the billiard-room

Permit me to make he said, and help me play
mv turn nrtw r#

Mr. Dudley. It’smy bow.” he si 
time apologizeand at the same mv turn now I1 

Mr. Cleve’s brow contracted.
" I am no amateur in billiards, .Miss Lyod- 

hurst.” •
“Bat yon will come, unless"—and she 

turned toward Angie->this young lady pre­
fers a longer lite-a-tiie with. you f ’

There was something in her tone which 
stung Angie to the quick.

“No,” the said, colouring crimson. “I 
have a letter to write yet before the poet 
time. You will excuse me, Mr. Clive.”

And the slipped away through the drawing­
room before a word of remonstrance could be 
spoken, while Victoria Lyndhnrst drew Mr. 
Cleve triumphantly away.

“Just.in time,” she thought, “I have 
•po*d your prospecte for once pretty effectu­
ally, Mist Angeiiue Gresham. There'S’no­
thing like being on the alert”

When she returned to the billiard-room, 
accompanied by her rather unwilling escort, 
Mr. Dudley was leaning against the window

neglect in _____ it for so long.
f. should not have had 
ent myself before so

at home immediately

pense, its constant change and variety, wasCHAPTER XXIX.
ipee out of Eden, 
was leaning her head suits. A heavy, soft-fringed, and brocaded 

strip of stuff, three to nve yards long, ie 
wrapped round the figures in wavs that are 
in the main picturesque. The hips mav be 
wound with it or the shoulders draped, or 
the breast crossed, or the head hooded. This 
is one of the few articles of fashionable adorn­
ment that the eyes of an- artist can rest on 
with approval, and as for the impreesienable 
amateur observer, the sight of a prettv girl 
artistically decorated with a Newport scarf 
ie apt to bring on an attack of heart-disease 
and prostrate him before her right there on 
the parlour floor.

Thrashing a Bridegroom.
Tba novel spectacle of a man and woman 

pursuing a fleeing 17-year-oid boy up street 
and belabouring him at every bound with a 
cupboard and willow switches attracted a

PLAYING CROQUET.
The old stone mansion at Beechcliff was 

full of company all those lovely summer 
months. The croquet lawn glittered with 
bright dresses ; the wide old halls and stair­
cases echoed to the sound of gay voices, and 
the sober, steady-going old denizens of Deep- 
dale opened their eyes wide at the stories of 

Undid fashion 
ktant through

i-akum. Lyndhnrst wishes,' sue saiu innocently, 
anxious to avert the coming storm.

“I beg your pardon,” said Victoria, in 
cold, constrained accents. “ On no account 
will I allow any such Quixotic courtesy. 
Go on—let the game go on. ”

“ Certainly—by all means,” «aid Captain

es.*as$ into Mrs. and had a pleasantwith all
Delamere’s eyes just at that word or an arch of defiance for

No, Ida,”she said, gravely. it is nota
Yon are not quite ha] But you it told me yet why you 

" end come last, week 
_ __ . DeUmere, when, 
lirciot of the apartment, 
igth settled down on a

BBi said Ida,
laughing. “Where would be the use of a 
heaven, if earth hadn't its shadows?”

“ Bat your earth, Ida—what shadows can 
it have !”

“The roc’s egg.” said Ida, listlessly. 
“ Don’t von remember in the fairy story, 
Angie, that Eastern damsel who, in the 
midst of all her splendour, couldn’t be con­
tented without a roe’s egg, to hang from the 
dome of her palace roof! You don’t know, 
child, what a tremendous shadow it can cast 
—not the roc’s egg, but it’s absence.’’
“But that is all nonsense. Ids.”
“Is it! Now I flattered myself I was

did not k<:eep your word, ai 
f this,” s^jd Mrs. "SJ AND URINARY ORRAISafter makingthe city people. BLOOD PUWFIE*.

eejf »m wsj hr which an
Mr. Dudley at 
chair, near the 8C-—,

“Have I had a cBànoe ?” demanded Mr. 
Dudley, with an injured countenance. “ Or 
can von for a moment imagine that any bat 
the best of reasons would keep me away from 
Tf—i.'-Kff * -ay, while I think of it,

yon on yonr cook. I 
snob an omelette as was 
is morning ; and aa for

of doing wMST Thereof life was
-edicnlenmyrai 
nearly evert dis»surroundio]
hltiaer»

was theiety and
spirit, the sunniest and most merry

let me STeiszyrof the party ; and, to see her in the bright 
domains of her own home, no one would 
ever have suspected the existence of the one 
dark shadow of her life—the Nemesis that the coffee, I you, upon my honour, it for her called * muggy’ 

1er wheat bfignliL The
tu many cases are nearly, or quite,
of etarch, upbn which the fungi 
I know no remedy. Fortunately, 
with good weather it is not lit 
troublesome, though even this me 
laie statement. ”

The Hon. Henry Chamberla 
Michigan State Board of Agriculti 
ibservant farmer, says he baa noti 
kirn, new calamity to the i 
sod* that some varieti 
more severely than others, 
wheat, which is the earl

father is employ-
leanness. •• Mr. Cleve is here to advise me. ” 
„ “S® 1 wd. Mr Dudley,dryly.
“ Did you find the earring!”

“The earring ?” Victoria, thrown off her 
guard for the moment, turned red and utter­
ed a little forced laugh. “ No, I did not fond 
it, but it don’t matter.”

“ I think I know where it is.” said Mr. 
Dudley with a spice of malice, “ If you will 
look in your pocket you will find it exactly 
where yon put it yourself five minutes ago !”

** T)in T I” Vintnna T .wn ri knvaf’k lennfo »ae

tor WABFTB Bf »AFI
attentive,” said Ida •UBKTK) S'ILyndhnrst. “ It’s a pitv you allowed yonr- 

self to strike the ball at ill !”
Mr. Carieforde’e turn came next, and in tile 

excitement of the evenly contested game, 
the little altercation between the rector’a 
daughter and the New York belle was for­
gotten by all save one—Victoria Lyndhuret 
herself.

When the game was over she stood chatt­
ing with Mrs. Forsyth, the pretty Spanish hat, 
with its fall of snowy lace drooping over her 
forehead, but she was not looking at the 
bride—«he was covertly watching Waverley 
Cleve, who, with Angie ureeham on hie arm, 
was slowly taking hie way in the direction of

with me from the WARNERthen. Ida *’
“ Happier when !” Ida had been watching

a brilliant carom run, made by Min Victoria 
Lyndhuret, a New York belle, and had lost 
Angie’s words. “.Two arches and the stake 
—that was capital !"

" I uifin, Ida, happier if Rex bad lived ?”

Toronto, Out., Rochester, X.T., Leaden. Sag.One of your late husband’s servants?”. 
No,” Ida bit her lips ; would people 
er leave off asking questions about Gro­
pe t “But I don’t see, Mr. Dudley, what 
i has to do with your reason.*’
1 A very gentle hmt to me, to mind my 
l business,” Ida could not but smile here 
the correctness of hie conjecture, though 
made a slight disclaiming motion of her 
d. “ Well, but I really had * reason,

most useful attendant, the most gentlemanly
person that ever condescended to read the 
newspaper in her special sitting-room, and to 
entertain heir with his amusing and instruct­
ive conversation. And then, too, he was so 
considerate of the other servante—so little 
disposed to take advantage of his position as 
Mrs. Delamere’s confidential major-domo and 
chief adviser in charge of the household. If 
Mrs. Hyde had been ten years younger, she 
certainly would have lost her heart to Mr. 
Giuseppe. As it was, she mingled her ad­
miration with a spice of semi-maternal kind­
ness, which took a definite shape in hot enpa 
of coffee at all aorta of unnatural hours, the 
easiest chair in the sanctum she called her 
own, and the choicest morsels at table.

“ Mr. Giuseppe has seen better days," ahe 
would tell the other servants, reprovingly, 
when any of thym, driven to desperate mea­
sures by her glaring partiality, would venture 
to utter e remonstrance. “He is not an 
ordinary lackey. I don’t assert the fact for 
certain—I have no authority to do so—but it 
is my private opinion that Mr. Giuseppe is an 
exiled Italian nobleman, banished from his 
country for noble republican opinions, and

bride. The aurprised parent said nothing, 
but disappeared through the back door, and 
returning with a stout switch ordered the ! 
young women out He then began to bela­
bour the boy, who stood it for a moment, bnt 
soon broke away and ran dofrn the street, the 
father following, plying the switch, and ably 
supported by the mother, who had procured 
a clapboard, which she laid on with vigour. 
Ernest was finally captured and taken home, 
but an hour later joined hie bride at her 
father's, where they were serenaded by a 
brass band.

A Death From Tight Shoes.
An animated controversy has sprung up 

between certain physicians in St. Louis, Mo., 
regarding the cause of the death of Caroline 
Mnelbach, a girl of twelve, whose parents 
reside at 1619 Carondelet avenue. On the 
11th inst. Dr. E. Saunders was called to attend 
the child. He found her left foot very much 
inflamed and a large blister on the heel, with 
every indication of blood poisoning. After 
carefully examining the condition of the foot 
Dr. Saunders administered opium and quinine 
and made an incision in the arch of the foot 
in search of pus, bat faded to find any. 
Later he discovered that the matter had been 
drained from the foot through a cut in the 
heel. In the meanwhile the girl grew worse. 
On Saturday last the doctor called Dr. Pre­
witt in consultation. The same treatment 
was continued, and iodoform injected sus­
pended with glycerine. In spite of Dr. Saun­
ders' efforts and close treatment the child de­
clined fast, and on Monday died. He leaned 
» certificate to the effect that death waa 
caused by pyemia, or blood-poiaooing. Be­
fore Dr. Saunders undertook the case several 
other physidana had been treating the child. 
Dr. Faber had waited on her twice, and 
treated the foot trouble as a sprain. After 
the second visit Dr. Faber’s services were 
dispensed with and another physician se­
cured, who also declared it to be a sprain. 
Dy. Faber ie of the opinion that the girl’s foot 
was sprained by wearing too tight a shoe,

“If,” repeated Ida, impatiently. “Oh, 
Angie, who can tell ? What is the use of 
questioning ourselves about what isn’t and 
can’t be!”

For Ida dared not tell this pale, single- 
hearted young girl that she had been hap­
pier far as Rex’s wmIow than she had ever 
been as his wife.

“ Are you vexed with me, Ida F* penitent­
ly asked Angie.

“ No, little goose, I’m not.”
“And you’re sure you are quifh, quite, 

happy V e
“Yes, quite. There, Angie, they’re call­

ing for you—it’s your turn."
And, amid a universal cry of “Orange I 

where’s Orange ?” Angie Gresham went for­
ward, with her orange-striped mallet care­
lessly poised in her left hand.

An Internal Remedy and a SUBS cum 
fcr all kind» of

Rheumatic Complaints
the rote gardens.

Wavevly Cleve wss a good-looking man— 
more than this, he was a rich man, and a 
rising man in the world of politics. Victoria 
Lyndhuret had had her eye upon him for the 
last two y sags, and she had plotted and 
maneuvered to secure an invitation to Beech- 
oliff, because Mr. Cleve was to spend the 
month of August in its cool shades.

"In a country-house I can easily secure 
him,” thought the experienced young ladÿ of 
half a dozen metropolitan seasons. (/•

But either the fish was shy, and would 
not rise to the bait, or Victoria had lost 
somewhat of her old skill in angling. Mr. 
Waverley Cleve flirted With her, rowed her 
on long boating excursions, played croquet, 
and practised duets with all the docility and 
good humour in the world, but like the 
young man of the comic song, “ be didn’t 
propose.” ‘

“ I see it now,” thought Victoria, the lids 
half closed over the reddish-hazel eves, as 
she stood apparently listening to Mrs. Henley

something, of old Admiral Tyndale, of Glen- 
holme. They were very attentive to me last 
year when I Waa'fn .Scotland, and the 
Admiral is the son] of old-time hospitality, 
and aa this gentleman is to be in America 
bnt a few weeks, I feel it to be my duty to 
devote myself entirely to his society. Nor 
will it be an irksome duty ; he is a splendid 
fellow 1 And now you know my reasons for 
«roving a recreant to the marching orders I 
lad received from Beechcliff, and my apolo­

gies for the necessity which I am under for 
returning to town to-morrow morning.”

“ To morrow morning 1” was echoed, in 
tones of deprecation and regret, from various 
parts of the room ; while Mrs. Delamere’s 
voice, sounding soft and distinct through 
them all, asked :

“la he pleasant, this Mr. TyndaleF?
“T beg ÿour pardon—Dorillon,” corrected 

Mr. Dudley, who Was whimsically busy 
in disentangling the knots hie restless fingers 
had been tying in Miss Lyndhnrst’s zephyr 
wool “Frederick Dorrillon ? I should 
rather say so. The pleasantest fellow in the

ptuucw. . AA SUB uatutsgc M «3 £.1
tie&ated» the results te the crop 
tenons, and the estimate form 
lince of the harvest will be gre 
the mark whefittie crop’is threshi

said Wavei THE POTATO CROP.If yen are suffering free»
compelled to seek an honest livelihoood in a 
way little suited to the manner of his 
birth.”

“Fudge!” observed Perkins, the coach- 
Pun. “ A nobleman, indeed ! I guess 1 am 
inat about as much of a nobleman aa he is. 
But these foreign fellows always turn the
women’» heads.”

It was a bright evening in July, ju-t after 
sunset, and the cam cany at Beechcliff, with 
one or two exceptions, was assembled on the 
croquet ground. This Beechcliff croquet 
ground was, in its way, the prettiest spot in 
all the domains—s smooth lawn, kept like 
short velvet by the scythe and roller, the 
western or lower end walled in by a dense 
hedge of laurel, the eastern bounded by a 
high, sloping terrace, divided in the centre 
by a flight of half a dozen marble steps, 
crowned on either side by shallow marble 
urns or vases, from which fell long, swing­
ing trails of ivy and perriwinkle. and white 
and purple masses of blossoming petunia^» 
On the other two sides trees and shnbbery

The opinion prevails in some quail 
Maily among produce dealer», that I 
fees will command high figures m 
fall, and some of them are alreadw 
upon fancy profits if they can eJ 
stocks early in the season for wl 
This conclusion has been arrived 1 
ports received from some parts of a 
States, where it is said farm! 
largely planted the early varil 
most completely ignoring lai 

' as the prices obtained for I 
met are greatly in excess of the 
latter. This may be true of some I 
but reports from other pieces, espd 
New England States, show that titel 
only be more than an average crop I 
also that a greater acreage bas bead
esfcsas®&tsil
inducing farmers to engage more la] 
usual in potato culture. It Was exJ 
the ravages of the beetle in the Man 
vincas would have almost destroys] 
there, but latest advices are hope a 
farmers have made systematic onsl] 
the pest, and with so much succèsj 
crop ig expected to reach the averaa 
yeat^x'This will take an anticipate 
away, and- it is probable that few 
shigtifotits will bfe necessary to til 
West, as imports from there are ve 
aging. Some speculators may aj 
farmers to hold on this fall for hig{ 
but au oh advice-she old not be foiler 
out consulting market reporta,- aj 
withholding of suppliés would only 
a temporary advance m values, and 
top followed by a great fall. The j

WOMAN’S KINGDOM,
ingapi

TESTIJVEOZSri-AXa
From Squire Robertson, who for many years Wl 

Reeve of the Township of Norman by, a high­
ly respected resident of that part of On­

tario, having lived in that Township 
for the past JO years

and triutnphant from herhurst, who, fli 
success, stood opposite, tapping the toe of A Testai Queen,

She etoodfon the step at the old church door.
The place where her grandfather’s father at 

yore
HaAbowed when a boy ; but no maiden fair 
Of»t olden time with her stately air 
Had a sweeter face than this fair young girl. 
Who stood, as it seemed, apart from the whM 
And the change of time In her simple grace 
As a vestal guarding the sacred place.
But the crumbling tombe in the graveyaid near 
Seemed to whisper the legend, “ Death is here,” 
W hile the broken stone and the battered shaft 
Will tell how the terrible war-god laughed.
In the years gone by. at the cruel need „
That braverons must die and warm hearts must

Or was It the church or the maiden fair
That lent to the place that sweet charm so rare I
I said to myself, as I turned away
From the old church doer on that summer's dag.
if-n-lia: -rta to -, uni"’jam.1. - -, - 1 > •, j

her French «tipper with the end of her 
mallet

Miss Lyndhnrst was a bdld-looking, band- 
some girl, with rod-gold hair, reddUb-haeel 
eyes, and a great deal of odour—whether 
artificial or real, people differed in opinion 
—and her drees of embroidered India muslin, 
relieved by a broad fringed (ash of violet 
silk, was splendi ’ 'i lejùfflraéjwto
eat degree.

.“It iso^ all 
said Mr. Cleve. 
your beet ”

“ Aim a little more to the left,” suggested 
Captain Gracie, a flaxen-haired young son of 
Mara, Who was “on leave,”_ front tomM^re

'at
; cgy_ __

“A trifle aqnarer with the mallet,” cried

Forsyth’s description of the full-dress masque­
rade she had attended, the week of her 
bridal, but in reality hearing not one word 
of it “?*"■* * * * ’ -----

J. y. SUTHERLAND, Niagara Walle, tat,
May 17

DEAR SIB,—My daughter hat hem aWhat a fool I have been not to 
understand it before—but I gave the man 
credit for having more common sense than to 
get entangled in the meshes of a little milk- 
and-water idiot like that tow-headed girl 
yonder. But I onght to have known that

sufferer from Rheumatism. She hat

hand mat beginning ta

been adeerlieed,my eureethat
without any result. Seeing your adrertiee-

giving testimonials from 
1 determined to proeure

’ F»»y j •» • P"»iy lue», 
Come Miafl Greeham, do men are fools—of course she has made love to 

him, and he can’t resist the temptation of a 
little flirtation whan it comes directly in his 
way. Before she came to Beechcli^ I was 
his chosen companion—now I am neglected
m^Sr^id*ilu to hwskkef“ We“

trustworthy people,

four bottles of
Druggist, of Mount Rarest, which she
strictly according to directions, with this re-

Ican,

pleas!!™ til ^tTctmcfèTw^Tio Tmtt

yours truly, JOHN ROREMXSQN.

SOLD .BY ALL*DBUGKHSTS.

mere. ad just such *»
y life ae this. I

. ______ , ..'«stern Continent
to be as favourable as possible.”

“ And we will do our beat to captivate 
him, if you bring him here !" exclaimed Vic­
toria Lyndhnrst, dapping her hands.

“Take rare !” cried Mr. Dudley. “Do 
you threaten chains !”

“Yes ; but the chains shall be of gold and 
light as gossamer, ” Answered Victoria.

“ I shall be sure to warn him beforehand,” 
said Dudley, shaking his head solemnly. 
“ It’s all wdl enough to a desperate old

with Ms' htine to the same belief, while others side 
With Dr. Sauflders in the opinion that it waa 
a case of blood-poisoning. An effort will be 
made to have the coroner investigate the use.

Bugaboos and Burglars.
A lady in this city overheard her nurse girl 

talking to the little child she was putting to 
sleep, and among other legends of the nursery 
in which she indulged was this :

“ V you don’t go right to sleep this very 
minute ^grrat big, awful black bear, with 
eyes like coals of fire, and sharp, white, cruel 
teeth, will come out from under the bed and 
e-a-t-y-o-u-a-l-l-up !”

The poor little thing nestled 4own under 
tile clothes, and after a long season of terror 
fell asleep to dream frightful dreams of bears 
eating her.

That night when the stolid nurse had com­
posed herself in her own comfortable bed and

were, in a cup or dell of greenery and bright­
ness. At this hour, with the gpld of the 
summer evening yet filling all the west 
where the sun had -just gone down, and the 
atmosphere heavy with the fragrance wafted 
from the neighbouring rose gardens and 
flower parterret, it seemed like a picture 
by Watteau : the guests scattered here and 
there? some playing with real excitement and 
genuine interest in the game, others using 
bait and mallet as a cover for sly flirtations 
or open badinage, the bright fluttering of 
diaphanous snmnter dresses, the glitter of 
jewels, and the glow of ribbons, the chime of 
voices and laughter, and the click of the 
painted spheres of wood one against the 
other, while the hostess, sitting on a chair of 
light ironwork, painted to imitate mossy 
branches of twisted wood, near the foot of 
the terrace steps, looked on, smiling and 
amused at the festive scene which surrounded

▲ very precise maiden—Ettie Quetta. 
While her mother was taking a fly out of 

the butter, little Daisy asked :—“ Is that a 
butter-fly, mamma!” .

According to the New Orleans Picayune, if 
the teeth are good the mouth may be worn 
open with the poke bonnet 

An amorous swain who is conrtng a girl 
and trying to please the old man at the same 
time is said to be very par tickler in his at­
tention*.

“ No,” said a Philadelphia bride, “lam 
not willing that our wedding tour should in­
clude the Yellowstone park. Yellow don’t 
agree with my complexion.”

“ The things we call women ’’ are, accord­
ing to Miss Swissbelm, of Chicago, “ simply 
•mail-packages of aches and pains done up in 
velvet and lace, and topped off with ostrich

girl look out to herself.
She shall find that it is not exactly a nice 
thing to cross Victoria Lyndhuret‘s path,Mr. Forsyth, kneeling on one knee to adjust 

Angie’s bell “There, that’s better. Don’t 
be nervous now. Miss Gresham. "

Miss Lyndhuret coloured, and ker fed- 
brown eyes took a redder sparkle. She liked 
to be queen in her circle, wherever it was, 
and Angie Gresham was attracting altogether 
too mnch Attention to be agreeable to her.

“’Perhaps, Captain Gracie, you will kindly 
allow

Yes,” she said, turning with a smile to Mrs. 
Forsyth, as that lady paused in her recital ; 
“ how nice it must have teen 1 Idoso delight 
in bah mamverades."

Nor were Victoria’» the only eyes which 
were on Angie, ae she sauntered through the 
wire gateway which led to the rose gardens. 
-Ida, from her position in the midst of a group 
of her guests, saw who the girl’s companion 
was, and smiled to herself.

“ Well, let them go,” she thought “I 
have suspected this growing fancy for some 
time. He is worthy of her, and she—it

>Vv-r

in Gracie, you will kindly 
i to play, unless yon wish 

the game to last until m dnigbt There is no 
moon, and we can hardly expect Mfs. Dela­
mere to illuminate the croquet ground for 
our behalf."

“Croquet by starlight isn’t bad if you 
have the right kind of partner,” said Mr. 
Cleve, with an admiring glaboe at Angie, 
which was gall and wormwood te the New 
York belie.

“ There are a lot of coloured Chinese lan­
terns about the house somewhere,” said Ids, 
“ I daresay, if Vic tons wishes, we could 
illuminate the ground very prettily,”

“Dear Mrs. Delamere," cried Victoria^ 
turning with her sweetest smile, “Living at 
Beechcliff is like being the possessor of 
Aladdin's lamp. There is absolutely nothing 
which you cannot do.”

Ida elevated her eyebrowi aHghtiy. Miss 
Lyndhnrst was almost too demonstrative to 
suit her taste ; and in the same instant Akigie 
struck the orange-banded ball It followed 
the line of Miss Lyndhnrs’, passing under 
two arches, and roiling Up close to the black- 
striped ball which belonged to the New York 
beauty.

“Capital!” ejaculated Mr. Cleve “Miss 
Lyndhmst is at your power. Miss Gresham. 
Better even than I expected. Croquet her 
off the ground at once—abe's a dangerous 
opponent.”

Angie advanced with brightened eyes, and 
heightening coleur to take the advantage the 
believed herself to have gained ; but Miu 
Lyndhnrst stepped forward with carious 
promptitude.

“ Stop, if you please, Mitt Gresham,” she 
said, even while Angie’s foot Waa on the ball ; 

, “ that wasn’t a croquet !"
“ Not a croquet r cried Captain Gracie. 

“By the Newport Manual and Captain 
Mayne Reid’s method, but it was !”

“I think it was,” said Angle, timidly.
“It was not,” repeated Victoria, with calm 

insolence.
“tint I heard the click,” interposed Mr. 

Forsyth.
“Of course,” said Victoria, bitterly, “-the

” He u young, then !” asked Victoria. 
“Yea, and good-looking—just what you 

•dies would call ‘splendid.’ "
“ And what it it we ladies would call 

splebdM’ ?” demanded Mias Lyndhnrst. 
‘Come, I insist upon the details."
“Well, he is very tall and he h very

had put the light out, there came a sadden 
rap at the door, and the voice of the mistress I 
called loudly :

“ Maggie ! Maggie ! for mercy’s take get up I 
as quick as you can ! There’s a fearful bur­
glar under the bed, and as soon as yon get 
•sleep he’s coming out to rob and ’ murder 
yon.”

At the word burglar the girl sprang from 
the bed with a scream, tore open the door 
and fell in hysterics into the hall. The lesson j 
was even more instructive than the mistress 
had resigned, but when the girl’s fears wert 
calmed she said to her :

“ You did not hesitate to tell my delicate 
child, who could not possibly know that it 
was a lie. a cruel story of a bear under her 
bed : and now when I treat you to the same 
kind of a slumber-story you are nearly 
frightened to death. To-morrow you can go 
into the kitchen and work ; yon are not fit to 
care lor little children.”

Hnwamany children are there who every 
night of their lives are frightened to sleep.

Handsome Hands.
“ Small hands.” said one of the salesladies 

at Le Boutillier Bros’., in Twenty-third 
street, to s Journalier, “are plentiful in New 
York, but there are many .fashionable ladies 
who have never done a day's work in their 
lives who have large hands, although they 
may be shapely and white. ”

“ What lady among yonr customers has 
the smallest bands ! ” qu.-ried the repoiter.

“ Well, I don’t know that 1 can tell ex­
actly. There is one lady who comes here 
regularly twice a month for gi ves. She can 
wear a SI easily, but she always insists on 
squeezing her hands into a No. 5, which 
makes them look misshapen.”

“ What is o nsi erod a small hand ! ”
“ Wefl, a hand that wears a No. 6 glove or 

a,6J is considered _ small. No. fl| or No. 6j 
are fair sized ; but any larger sized glove is 
—well, isn’t desirable. People wearing 
smaller gloves than No. 6 are as unusual as 
ladies who wear No. 12 shoes.

“ Does a thin or fat hand look best when 
gloved ?” Sffked the journalier.

“Oh, a thin hand by all means. Why, a 
hand that is positively repulsive when un­
gloved looks ever so nroph smaller and very 
shapely in a tight-fitting kid. You know 
that undressed kid gloves fit more perfectly 
than the dressed kid. They» cling to the 
hand and the tips of the fingers fit smoothly. 
Another thing about gloves, which is of in­
terest to the ladies, is this If a lady has 
very long fingers, let her never get a gloVe 
with fiagera as long as her own. or her hands 
will look very large. It ie .curious, but true. 
Long, fingers look beautiful on the ungloved 
hand, but not pretty at all in gloves.”

“Is there any other way of making the 
han*appear small!”

“Yes, several One way is to wrinkle the 
glove about the wrist Another, to hsve the 
sleeve ruffled. A tight, plain sleeve is very 
trying to a large band, you know, likq low
ka^le fn e Innu fnnf. n

plumes.”
A young woman in Erie has married her 

brother’s wife.’s father. By this arrangement 
she becomes her brother’s mother-in-law, and 
thus the yonng man hat only one boat instead 
of two.

“Can the Old Love !” is the title of a novel 
That’s generally the way of it They ran the 
old love as toon as it becomes the least bit old 
and put it away to keep, wnile something a

dark, with » beard and moustache like floss- 
iilk.”

“ Black ?”
“ Yea ; or to dark a brown that one would 

rail them black ; a bronzed complexion, and 
a pensive, piratical sort of an air.

“ Piratical 1” repeated Mrs. Forsyth, with 
a little tcream.

“Yea, like the Corsair, yoq know, or Edgar 
di Lammermoor, or Rochester in “Jane 
Eyre’?—the sort of tiling that goes down 
with women—grand, gloomy, ana peculiar 
Very accomplished, too ; speaks all sorts of 
languages, and is particularly good company. 
Oh," added Mr. Dudley, with another shake 
oi the head, “ its very disinterested of me 
to bring him here—he'll cat me oat with 
everybody in the room.”

“At all events we shall give him the 
chance,” said Mrs. DeUmere. “ When may 
we expect you both dojrn here aa regular 
sojourners ?”

“ Same time this week ; that is, if he will 
consent to make a visit where he is un­
acquainted.”

“Bnt you must insist that he consents.”
“I’ll do my best, Mrs. Delamere ; aud in 

the meantime who will join me in a game of 
billiards until time for the evening train ?” ,

There was no lack of answers to this 
challenge, and presently Mr. Dudley was en­
gaged in a brisk game in the billiard-room

“Past nine,” she thought. “Whocould 
have imagined it was so late ? But they are 
all so busy talking over the g ' 
that nobody saw me come in 
comfort”

“ Nobody saw her come in I” _ ,___
phisticated Angie ! as if a dozen pairs of 
eyes had not marked her entrance ; first and 
keenest of which were the rad-brown orbe of 
Victoria Lyndhnrst, who was sitting in 
one of the bey-windows amusing herselt bv 
trying to flirt with Mr. Cariiforde, who didn't 
understand the most elementary principles of 
that innocent little diversion.

" He's a doit,” thought Victoria, “ but 
he’s better than no one. ”

CHAPTER XXX.
MR. DUDLEY'S FRIEND.

“ When is Mr. Dudley coining F* asked 
Misa Victoria Lyndhnrst of her hostess, as 
the ladies all eat in a certain Urge room,

Ida DeUmere, at twenty-three, was diffe­
rent from the Ida Delamere of sixteen—yet 
raeentialiy the same. She had been a rose­
bud then—she was a quetnly rose, in its 
fullest, most royal blossoming now. Her 
akin, smooth and pink-tinted aa a waxen 
japonic», yet retained the dazzling bloom and 
fine-grained freshness of early youth ; her 
hair, no longer hanging in loose masses of 
ebon curie over her shoulders, was coiled in 
a heavy purple black rope round the back of 
her bead, and confined there with a coral 
comb, sweeping away from her low, broad 
forehead in a rippling hne ; but the soft, 
languid «eyes, with their heavy lids and long, 
curled lashes, and the fall, strawberry-red 
lips, were the same as seven years ago. Ida 
had not changed—she had only matured. 
There was a picturesque, unconscious grace 
in her attitude, as she sat there in a white 
grenadine drees, whose foil, glistening folds 
lay around her on the grass, like fleecy ridges 
of vapour, and a scarf of the same material, 
bordered with narrow threads of gold-coloaf- 
ed velvet, and a gold fringe, was drawn 
loosely around nor shoulders. Evidently she 
retained her old taste for colour and sparkle, 
to loug drops of coral were pendent from 
her delicate ears, and her Valenciennes collar

Farmers Please Consider This.
STUB FERRY DAVIS PAIN KILLER rots 
I with *cond*rful tStpùi %ty and never fa\L$% 

when taken at the commencement of aa 
attack, to tore
Cholera* Cholera Morbus* <

as well as all summer complaints ef a simi­
lar nature.
For Toothache, Burns* 

Scalds* Cuts, Bruises, do.
the PAIN KILLER will be found a ariUlnf 
physician, rca y and able to rciipve rout 
suffering witnuut delay, and at a very insig­
nificant cost. For rf

Colic, Cramps,
—xxo — ------

Dysentery In Horses, .
the PAIN KILLER has no equal, and it has 
never been known to foil to eflect a cure in « 
ril.gle instance.. It is need in some of the 
largest livery stables and horse infirmaries in
the world. Toresuscitsteynu-glamhaorother
stock chilled and dji gtom Ovid, a ht.le 
Pain Killer mixed a; h milk will restore 
them to health very quickly.

The PAIN KILLER is for sale by 
Drorxist" Apnt’.rcEirirM'roe raandiled-cins 
Deleters throughout the wor-d-

tober. Those who are fortunate I 
havk their potatoes come in early I 
fair price, while those who cornel 
market with their potatoes late in I 
will probably have to sell very cbei 
potatoes command from fifty cents I 
a bushel, as they have during thel 
years, the crop is one of the most] 
which the farmer can grow, bul 
price comes much below fifty cenf 
question whether there are not ol 
that can be made to pay better, 
who keep cattle, there are several 
to the potato crop. First, it is a 
furnishes no fodder for the cattle. Si 
small, unsaleable potatoes do not n 
sirable food for farm animals unle^ 
and cooked.

that's one

Nobody

eyes had not marked her entrance ; first and
trifler fresher is brought out to daily use.

Shingles were split in Tennessee the other 
day, aud women who are obliged to split 
kiodliups in the morning are thinking seri­
ously of moving to Tennessee, where the ele­
ments are more considerate then thoughtless 
husbands.

“ I am subject to light-beaded spells,” re­
marked a lady to her guests recently. Of 
course each and every one had a sovereign 
.remedy, hot none proposed a certain cure
until her little eon stlokc nnt •—« Whv /I. ..>

Third, by selling Ufa 
the farm is made poorer unless mon 
oo% to fertilisers. Fourth, the 
harvesting, assorting, and marketij 
than that of many other crops. Bjwhose French casements opened.on the lawn. 

All the ladies, and some of tile gentlemen, 
for, as it wss a r.iiny day, the others were situated that they can raise an acH 

potatoes without draining too heavi 
time, or impoverishing their ferme] 
teat beyond whet they can res tor] 
carefully saving all of the waste d 
the farm.

“ One point appears to be wei 
which ie that he who is to raise pot 
profit must manure the land liberal] 
and pulverize the land well, and cul

By Universal Accord,
Avxu’s Cathartic Pills are the best of all 
purgatives for family use. They are the pro­
duct of long, laborious, and successful chem­
ical investigation, and their extensive nse by 
physicians in their practice, and by all civil­
ised nations, proves them the best and most 
effectual purgative Pill tiuQ medical science 
can devise. Being purely vegetable, no harm 
can arise from tlieir use, and being sugar- 
coated. they are pleasant to take. In intrinsic 
value and curative powers no other Pills ran 
be compared with them ; and every person, 
snowing their virtues, will employ them when 
Deeded. They keep the system ia perfect 
order, and maintain in healthy action the 
whole machinery ef life. Mild, searching, and 
effectual, they are especially adapted to the 
needs of the digestive apparatus, derange­
ments of which they prevent and euro, if 
timely taken. They are the best and safes! 
physio te etppley for children and weakened 
constitutions, where * mild but effectua 
cathartic is required..

For sale by all druggists.

while her

very pretty, aud doing nothing
“Miss Lyndhuret !” he cried, suddenly,

“ where are you going ! Your turn is after 
mine.” 1

“ ExMtse me jus* ole moment,” said Vic­
toria huuiedlÿ. _ “ 1 have dropped an ear­
ring on the stairs, I think.”

“ Allow me to g» and look for it,” said 
Captain Gracie, promptly advancing. . ' '

“On, no, not bv'iany means. I’m pretty 
sore where I dropjfed it. I will not be an 
instant’’ *• ‘

“Humph !” mus^i Mr. Dudley, aa he 
went on with his plky.’ “ I saw her slip the 
earring into her pobket half a minute ago, 
just after Waverley Cteve passed the door 
with that pretty girt in blue. It’s Waverley 
Cleve she’» going to look after, not the ear­
ring. So she hasn’t got over that infatuation 
about Waverley CleVe yet. Well,' it’s no 
business of mine.”

Mr. Dudley’s. legal ]mind had drawn the 
correct inferences. Miss Lyndbnrat had gone 
to look after Waverjey Cleve.

Crossing thq wide, empty hall, with a step 
light as that of a she-panther, Victoria Lyna- 
hurst slowly entered tjhe narrow corridor, 
which communicated with the side entrance 
to the conservatory, ^nd standing quite still 
just within the tropical forest oi plants, ferns, 
and blossoming vines which filled the glazed 
inclosure, she listened, the light in her eyes 
glowing as a coal tire glows in the twilight 
—rod and deep and flickering.

She Uateued ; nor was it in vain, for Cleve’s 
voice, low-pitched and gentle, fe 1 nn her 
ear in su instaut. Evidently they were talk­
ing of sums flower which they were examin­
ing.

“I don’t know the generic name,” said 
Angie, apparently answering his question. 
“1 only know the emblem—love beyond the 
grave.

“ Love beyond the grave,” repeated Cleve, 
slowly. “ Do you believe there iff such »

“ Mr. Dudley ?” said Ida, Iookit 
some sort of day dream she was ini 
semi-unconscious of the merry i 
voices around her.

“ Yes ; 1 do hope he will be here for our 
garden-party.”

“ I suppose he is coming to-day. ”
“• * charming ! 

iuy day in 
may we expect him?”

said Ida, 
Giuseppe, 
I am con-

np from 
tong in,

every
turned or moved, and one hand, 

ith rich rings, whose glimmer made 
Ly-coloured rainbows with the rest-1 

of the tiny fingers, was touching 
hair of Angie Gresham, who sat on

acre of land that will yield not m 
hundred bushels as it is one that 
four hundred bushels. “

gemlemen will all swear that Mia Gresham 
is right—she seems to be a very popularher feet

“ To-day ? Oh, that will be 
He is the very companion for a rai 
the country. When i—~ —

“I forget—if I ever knew,”'
laughing. “I gave his note to____
and that is the end of it, eo far as I am con­
cerned. Giuseppe will see that it is all 
ngbt”

“What a treasure that Italian courier of 
yours must be.” said Mrs. Forsyth. “He 
seems to assume every responsibility, and see 
to everything.”

“Yes,” <aid Ida, bnt she did not apparent­
ly care to puime the subject.

“ Where did you come across him ?" asked 
Miss Lyndhunt

“In Paris,” answered Mrs. Delamere.
“ When you were living there ? directly 

after yonr marriage ? Why, 1 thought he 
told my husband lie had known you from a 
child ?”

Angie looked very sweet and girlish in her 
plain blue muslin dress, witboutan ornament 
except the agate brooch which had been her 
mother’» a quarter of a century ago, and the 
blue ribbon which knotted back her bright 
flaxen hair. For Angie was only a country 
rector’s daugher, and waa necessitated to do 
and dress acc rrdingly, and Mrs. Gresham 
had very sensibly negatived the wishes of 
Ida to load Angie with dresses and jewels 
each as she herself wore.

“No,” Mrs. Gresham had said, with that 
leeolate little shake of the head, irom which 
Ida, taught by long experience, knew that 
there was no appeal. “ 1 have no objection 
to Angie’s staying at Beechcliff a little, now 
and then ; it will be a pleasaut change for 
the child, and she sees very little society 
hare; but she mast stay as plain Angie Gresh­
am, not as a doU for you to drew up and 
play with. Now, don’t look grieved, Ida ; 
your own common sense must tell you that 
I am right It can’t last forever ; she is not 
the lady o Beechcliff, with half a million of 
dollars at ber disposa . aud it would be a 
cruel kindness to turn her head just for these 
few weeks of gaiety and pleasure. She may 
stay with you as much as you please, bnt she 
must never forget that she is Angie Gresh-

THE FARM.
A potato beetle has been Known ! 

2,500 eggs in a single season, and 
to put on London purple or Pari 
destroy the one beetle than the 2j 
Kill them by applying the poison 
they make their appearance, and bi 
be seen.

A Canadian farmer has thirty 
brans which were put in by a seed 
leaving out the tubes the drills h&v 
thirty inches apart, which is just

ioo't like to

Mr. Lyndhnrst, uncle to the f* Vic­
toria, and not a little in awe of her, looked 
puzzled.

“ What does .the clpfoin of the other side 
•ay?".

Mr. Carisforde, a Bridgeport banker, pulled 
ss ' Aa captain of Miss

himself bound to
__ „ ■mu jpL-|to I
lieved Angie to be right.,

“Ï leave it entirely to the umpire,” be said,

distance to cultivating with 
At many beans can thus be pet in 
any other grain, which is a great 
over the aid system of hand-plan ti 

Everyone will acknowledge a 
Baissa ce about house or barn, bi 
people realize how much a colony

his mustache reflective);
Lyndhnrst’s party be j __ ________
support btr side, and yet he actually be-

a year.
they increase when unmolested. 
wMl to know that if coal tat is dan 
their holea, so that they caoeet pal 
getting itoa their far, they very ; 
the place.

-A correspondent ef the Country 
lays if farmers would smoke their 
thoroughly, the birds or kquirrela 
eat or dig much mf it. If seed 
oats ia it that cannot, bo taken 
fanning mill it can be cleaned 
quite s strong brine ; filling a wà 
All of i% and then throwing ih h 
of wheat at a time. Stir it a. our 
poor wheat and the oats and wee-

•• Well—I don’t know—it’s a mooted 
question, ” hesitated the umpire.

“ You’re quite sure about it, ' Victoria F’
“ There isn’t the shadow of a doubt on the 

subject, uncle. ”
“ I heard the click myself !” persisted Mr. 

Forsyth.
“ I am quite sure the balls hit,” interposed 

Angie, lorgetting her timidity in thp interest 
of the point. ' '• ’ ï-.:>sr-"

“And t’m sure they didn't.” said Mist 
Lyndhnrst, sharpiy. “Iplayed croquet all 
last season at Newport, and I think I ought 
to know 1” ’

“Itisn’t a

The celebrated DTt. H. HOT.UCK. ef Loade 
has established an agency in Toronto for the sal 
of his medicines for ■ sure cure ef all nerroi 
liiieases. arising frorinvnatever cause. KndwSgsstess:s""-”-—

4M Tone* STREET. TORONTO,

heels to a long foot.

little Jack’s aunt had not keen quite 
leaaant toward him for a day or two because 
» was very noisy. At tea last night he said 
J at once, “I wish we* lived in England.” 
Well, what put that into your head ? ” in-

ruthlessly dictated 
i-regnant of Deepd 
relied to submit.

difference
i curiosity.

the formthree-1
time thething. Mica

surfaee, and“it’sa matter of plain truth at theOf course I
take oat the wheat, lay itof surprise. (“ Artful lit iff thatminx,” thought
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