AND CANADIAN DAIRYMAN.
. @ ¥, GURNETT, Proprietor.
Tur CNROXCLE AXD DAIRYMAN, Ly mail,
at the office of publication, or as the
$1.50 in sdvance; $2.50 if not so
‘homes, or business of subseribers,
, $1.75 in advance, or $2.75 if 1ot so paid.
A 4B AND DARYMAN has more ni‘dlr‘:
than fiaimns nowspapers published in La-
mﬂ and ths Bouth Riding of xford combined.
itportant face should be borne in mind by ad-
vertisers. %
i has the hl}-t dirvulation among Canadian
Dairymen, being devoted ipeeciallyr to the interests of
O inting by Sitosm Powe in all ts branches.

- ADVERTISING RATES.

ats will be hngerted in Tan CuRONICLE
AND DAIRYMAN, at 8 cents per line for the first inser-
tion, and 8 cents per live for each subsequent inser-

u‘!\.orlonl and official advertisements the charge is
10 cents per line for the fint, and 5 conts per line for
each stbe it insertion.

Condeused ad s : — Servants wanted—
Articles Wanted— Lost or Jfound —Strayed—To Rent
or For Sale —Situstions Wanted, or Vacant,
#ta., (0ne inch of under) will be published at the rate
of 50 cta. for the first insertion, and 25 cts., for each
subsoquert insertion.

Ten cents per line for the first insection and five
eents per line for each subsequent insertion, is the
charge for serting *‘special notices ” with reading
master and in the same typs.

Professionsl cards, not exceeding 6 lines, will be
inserted one year for $6; 5! ceuts per line per year
for enct line over six lines.

Courmercial advertisements, ordinarily displayed
matter. will be inserted at the following rates "—

3 Col. |  Ool. | ¢ Col. | I\ Col.
3in. | 61In, |12 In. | 24°In.

Tivw, (2 In. |

wosk.. . 8150|8250 | 400 860081000

2 woeks.. 335|375 800| 9700|116 00"
e e
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6 months. |
umnnnwoo\zzoo‘ 0 D+

The above contract prices do not give the right to
advertise Houses or Farms for Sale,or to Rent,Clerks,
Domestics or Servants Wanted, Articles Lost or
Found, Entertainments, Auction Suies, &c., but ex-
tend exclusiyely” to the legitimate commercial an-
nouncements, ordinanly displayed matter, of the per-
sons contracting. Solid matter will be charged at
the rate «f 8 and 3 cents per line.
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T 3. F. McDONALD, L.L. B,
D ARRISTER AND ATTORNEY-

§) at-Law, Solicitor in Chancery, Notary Public,

&e.
Orricx—Thames street, Ingersoll
v M. WALSH,
ARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIC,
Solicitor in the Supreme Court of Ontario, &e.
Money to lend at lowest rates, Mortgages "Bought
and Scld. ;
OFFICE up Stairs, Walsh’s Block, Themes Streot,
Ingempell; Ons. = o0
W. W. HOLCROFT, .
ARRISTER, ATTORNEY, SO-
lieitor, Notary Public, Conveyancer, &ec. ; $100,-
000, private funds, toloan até and 7 per cent.

Mo es, Debentures and Notes bought. Office
lurll:s:g' occupied by the Ilate Mr. McCaughey,

Thames street, Ingersoll.

J. C. HEGLER,
ARRISTER ATTORNEY, 8O-

loitor, &e.  Money to loan at eight per cent.
Orrice :—Over Molsons Bank, King Btreet.
_—Tx. J. CHARLESWORTH, M. B,
T.M. 8., M. C. P. 8, Ont.
» C.P. & L. M., Edinburgh. 3 8
Office—Thames Street, over Nelles & Stevens’, next
to Browett’s Drug Store. Residence— Charles Strees,
firet place west of Badden's Carriage Factory, Inger-
soll. = Calls night and day promptly attended to
March 20th, 1884.

DR. McKAY,
R.C.P. & L. M., EDINBURGH.

» Corener for the County of l)xlnrd.. Graduate
of the Royal Col'ege of Physcians, Edinburgh.—
Late Surgeon in the British Marme Service. Office,
Tusmes Street, Ingersoll.

L. R.

J. ARTEIR® WiLLIAMS, M. D,,
R.C.S. AND L.M., ENGLAND
« L.R.C. P, London; Aurist and Occulist
Office with Dr. Hoyt, King Street, Ingersoll.

CHARLES KENNEDY,
N\URGEON DENTIST. LICENS-
ed by 'the Royal Collége of Dental Snrgery, Ont.
teoth extracted without pain by the use of Nitrous
de Gas, etc., if desired. Special attention paid to
he preaer{’nion of natural teeth.
Office on King street, opposite the ‘ Thompson
house,” Ingersoll. 884y

W. A. SUDWORTH.,
yURGEON DENTIST, MEMBER
of the Royal College of Dental Surgeons, Gradu-
te of Ont. Dental College. . Anasthetics administer-
ed for the painless extraction of teeth. Office oppos-,
te the Market, Ingersoll,

H. W. illl.L.
RODUCE and Commission Mer-

chant, Agent for the Erapire Loan Association,
Momey to loan at lowest rates on farm and town pro-
perty . . Market S8quare, Woodstock.

January 3lst, 7884. 1586v-y

W. R. BURKE
ROVINCIAL LAND SURVEY-
OR AND DRAUGHTSMAN,
OFFICE AT TELEGRAPH OFFICE,

I have disposed of all my plans, field notes and
bearings to Mr. W. R. Burke, P. L. Surveyor, of
Ingersoll, which have been collected by myself during
the past 80 years while practicing in ‘the County of
Oxford. All parties wishing surveying done, will do
well to employ Mr. Burke, he now having so much
valuable R:(ormnlion relative to surveys in this
Ceounty. Sigoed %

' W.G. WONHAM,
P, L. Surveyor.
1600v-y

T JAMES BRADY,
LICENSEIB‘S&M{TEION EER

Ia prepared to attend all sales in towsi or country.
Ingersol), April 20th, 1882, 1408

IoerialBanko! Gaad

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO.

Oapital Paid Up, §1,500,000.
Best, - - 650,000,

Purchases Municipal Debentures, Issues Drafts on
its branches and agencies in the North-West. Tran-
frs Moneys by Telegrams to Winnipeg and Brandon.
Dealers in Sterling Exchange. Ssvings Department
—Deposits received and interest allowed. Agents in
London, Messrs, Bosanguet, Salt & Co., 78 Lombard

Feet, with whom moneys for trapsmission from

reat Britain to Ontario and the North-West may be

deposited.
g D. R, WILKIE Cashier.

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT.

Deposits of $1 and upward received and Interest
allowed thereon at current rates.

INCERSOLL BRANCH,

J. A. RICHARDSON;
Manager.

MERCHANTY BANK

OF OCANADA.

CAPITAL - - $5,700,000
RESERVE - - $1,250,000

INGERSOLL BRANCH.
8 RBANK TRANSACTS A

General Banking Business, Buys and Sells Fx-
change on England and the United States, and issues
Drafts on New York and all parts of Canada.

Partieular attentiou paid to collections for Custom

re and Banks.
A. M. SMITH.

BANK OF LONDHBMI'WL

IN CANADA.

CAPITAL, $1,000,00 0.0,

BOARD OF DIRECTORS,

Hy. TavLoR, Pres. J. Lasary, Vice-Pres.
A. M. SuarT, Cashier,
W. R, Merirs, Q.C,, M.P.P.

Bexj. CroNYN.
Isa ‘Al“
“N. Rem.

INGERSOLL BRANCH.
A'Blnncl of lhi; Bank of ‘I.::don. ‘l:u been opened
e o

4 Gouenl Bking B

snsacted. Collections on all points in Canada and
Unitod Sates made prompdl, i
Draf ts iesued on New York and all points in Canada.
LIBERAL INTEREST ALLOWED ON DE-
POBITS which can be withdrawn at any time.
C. W. M. SIMPSON,

T, Loxe.
Thos, FAwCETT,
Taos. Kexr.
JNO MORRISON,

YOL. XXXL—NO. 52,

Absolutely Pure.

A marvel of purity,
More economical
cannot be sold in com-
f low test, short weight,
ywders. Sold only in cans.
06 Wall-st.,, N, Y,
1585-48¢

This powder nevervaries
strength, and [wholeson
than the ordinary kinds
petition with the multit
alum or phosphate
Rovau BAxiye Powper Co.,

January 24th, 1884,

THE CANADA LI

ASSURANCE COMPANY.
ANNUAL REPORT FOR 1883,

$5,617,625
335,907
2,178
$4,534,000

Assetls - - -

Interest on Investments -

New Policies Written -

Amount of New Policies -

Death Claims Paid - - $289,660

Premiums Received - . $812,889

It will be noticed the interest on investments moze
thau pays the death claims.

The Canada Life is a home company and has been
doing business for 37 years.

I%s rates are moderate while its profits are larger
than those of other companies.

Policies indisputable after two years.

Ciaims pald immediately on proof of death.
. Thirty days grace allowed for payment of prem-
iums,

The profits will equal if not exceed the
previous Division.

For every information apply to

H. OCONNOR, Jr, - AGENT,

INGERSOLL & DISTRICT.

se of any
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Advertising Cheats!!!

‘It has become so common to begin an
“ticle, in an elegant, interesting style.

“Then' run it into some advertisement
that we avoid all such,

‘‘And simply call attention to the merits
of Hop Bitters in as plain, honest terms as
possible,

*“To induce pv*uau

‘“To give them one trial, which so proves
their value that they will never use any-
thing <lse.” — i

“I'mk REMEDY so favorably noticed in all
the papers.

Religious and secuiar, is

““Having a large sale, and is supplanting
all other medicines.

‘‘There is no denying the virtues of the
Hop plant, and the proprictors of Hop Bis-
ters have shown great shrewdness and
ability i y o

“In compounding a medicine whose vir-
tues are so palpable to every one’s observa-
tion.”

Did She Die?

+No ! s -

“*She lingered and suffered along, pining
away sll the time for years,”

““The doctors doing her no good ;”

““Ard at last was cured by this Hop Bit
ters the papers say so much about.”

“Indeed ! Indeed !”

‘““How tbankful
medicine.”

A Daughter’s Misery.

‘‘Eleven years our daughter suffered on a
bed of misery.

“From & complication of kiduey, liver,
rheumatic trouble and Nervous debility,

*‘Under the care of the best physicians,

‘“Who gave her disease various names,

“‘But no relief,

‘‘And now she is restored to us in good
health by as simple a remedy as Hop Bit-
ters, that we had shunned for years before
using it.”—THE PARENTS.

Father is Getting Well.

‘‘My daughters say :

‘“‘How much better father is since he used
Hop Bitters.”

‘‘He is getting well after his long suffer-
ing from a disease declared incurable.”

““‘And we are so glad that he used your
Bitters.”—A Lapy of Utica, N. Y.

#5 None genuine without a bunch of green
Hops on the white label. Shun all the vile,
poisonous stuff with *‘Hop” or ‘“‘Hops” in
their name. ]

we should be for thafk

WONDERFUL
CURES OF
KIDNEY DISEASES

AND
LIVER COMPLAINTS, o

Because it acts on the LIVER, BOWELS and
KIDNEYS at the same time.
Because it cleanses the system of the poison-
ous humors that develope in Kidney and Uri-
nary Diseases, Biliousness, Jaundice, Constipa~
tion, Piles, or in Roeumatism, Neuralgia, Ner-
and all Female Complaints.
§3SOLID PROOF OF THIS.
IT WILL SURELY CURE
CONSTIPATION, PILES;
and RHEUMATIS®I,
By ceusing FREE ACTION of all the organs
and functions, thereby

CLEANSING the BLOOD
restoring the normal power to throw off disease.
THOUSANDS CF CASES

have been

PRICE, $1. LIQUID OR DRY, SOLD BY DRUGGISTS.

can be sent by mail.
‘WELLS, Rl IN & Co., Burlington, Vi.

3 Send stamp for Diary Almsnse for 1854,

AKIDNEY.-WCRTH

K. SUMNER,

[nsurance

AND GENERAL AGENT.

North American Lib

ON THE

7 Tontine Investment Plan.

AND

A Quiet Picture.

_ The shifting shadows lay
In charming quaintness on the bare whits oor,
Creeping in solﬂ{ through the open door,
In a still, drowsy way,
Coming through masses of the ivy vines
That fall in shapeless masses through the pines.

The fire-light gay and bright,
With cheery blashes for its ruddy charios,
Bteals trembling from the old hearth's huge black
arms,
s ‘Where, in their own rich light,
The giant logs in splendor fall away
In glowing shapes among the ashes gray.

% - The baby on the floor,
With tiny hands closed o'er her pearly toes,
‘Watches the fire blaze as it comes and goes,
And wonders more and more
‘Whence comes the red light on her snowy feet,
And strives to catch it in her fingers sweet.

The hapi)y mother sits

With folded hands, her weary work all done,

With the last smiling of the harvest sun,
And lists, her eyes love-lit,

To the low prattle of her eldest born,

‘Whose cheek is dewy as the early morn.

In homespun garb of gray,
The father sitting by the window wide,
Unfolds his .{’.?3"" with an honest pride,
in his homely Wway
ads of the pomp of state-its weelth and art—
Bcarce one envious longing in his heart.

Upon the lowly steps
The grandame watches for the coming moon,
While murmurs of some half-remembered tune
Drops from her faded lips;
She dreams again of older days more fair,
Nor marks the shadows flitting o’er her hair.

0 baby, glad with play!
O mother, knowing not the heart's recoil!
O father, wearied only by your toil !
O grandame, ofd-and y !
Would that the quiet of your da e
Might hush the throbbing of this life of m ne.
—ZEvery Other Saturduay.

Georgina’s Reasons.

son too full of tact to carry a dull face
to a sick bed.

She spoke in an encouraging voice,
and had soothing and unselfish habitg:
She was very pretty—producing & cheer-
ful effect of contmsf.eg black and white
—and dressed herself daintily, so that
Mildred might have something agreeable
to look at. Benyon very soon perceived
that there was a fund of good service in
her. Her sister had it all now; but
poor Miss Theory was fading fast, and
then what would become of this pre-
cious little force ? The auswer to sach
a question that seemed most to the point
was that it was none of his business.
He was not sick—at least not physically
—and he was not looking out for a nurse.
Such a companion might be a luxury,
but was not, as yet, a necessity. The
welcome of the two ladies, at first, had
been simple, and he scarcely knew what
to call it but sweet; = bright, gentle
friendliness remained the tone of their
greeting. They evidently liked him to
come—they liked to see his big trans-
atlantic ship hover about those gleam-
ing coasts of exiles The fact of Miss
Mildred being always stretched on her
couch—in his successive visits to foreign
waters Benyon had not unlearned (as
why should he ?) the pleasant American
habit of using the lady’s personal name
—made their intimacy seem greater,

| laeir differences less; it was as if his

hostesses had taken him into their con-
fidence and he had been—as the Consul
would have said—of the same party.
Knocking about the salt parts of the
globe, with a few feet square on a roll-
ing frigate for his only home, the pretty

| flower-decked sitting-zoom of the quiet

| American sisters became, more than

BY HENRY JAMES.

**You will never see 1y, Mildred.
don't see why you sheuld take it fo
granted that {Vwould accept him.”

“You will never meet a man who has |
so few disagreeable qualities. He is |
probably not very well off. I don't |
know what is the pay of a captain in the
navy ”

“It is a relief to find there is some- |
thing you don’t know,” Kate Theory |
broke in.

“But when I am gone,” her sister |
went on, calmly, “when I am gone there
will be plenty for both of you.”

The younger sister, at this, was silgnt |
for a moment; thcn she exclaimed
“Mildred, you may be out of health,
but I don't see why you should be so
dreadful !”

“You know that since we have been |
leading this life we have seen no one we |
liked better,” said Milly. When she
spoke of the life they were leading— |
there was always a soft resignation of |
regret and contempt in the allusion—she |
meant the Southern winters, the foreign |
climates, the vain experiments, the
lonely waitings, the wasted hours, the
interminable rains, the bad food, the |
pottering, humbugging doctors, the
damp pensions, the chance encounters,
the fitful apparitions of fellow-travelers.

“Why shouldn’t you speak for your-
self ‘alone? I am glad you like him,
Mildred.”

“If you don’t like him, why did you
give him orangeade ?”

At this inquiry Kate began to laugh,
and her sister continued :

“Of course you are glad I like him,
my dear. If I didn’t like him, and you
did, it wouldn’t be satisfactory at all.
I can imagine nothing more miserable ;
1 shouldn’t die in any sort of comfort.”
_Kate Theorynsually checked.this sort
of allusion—she was always too late—
with a kiss; but on this occasion she
added that it was a long time since
Mildred had tormented her so much as
she had done to-day. ‘“You will make me
hate him,” she added.

“Well, that proves you don’t already,”
Milly rejoined ; and it happened that
almost at this moment they saw, in the
golden afternoon, Capt. Benyon's boat
approaching the steps at the end of the
garden. He came that day, and he
came two days later, and he came yet
once again after an interval equally
brief, before Percival Theory arrived
with M. Percival from Rome. He
seemed anxious to crowd into these few
days, as he would have said, a good deal
of intercourse with the two remarkably
nice girls—or nice women, he hardly
knew which to call them—whom in the
course of a long, idle, rather tedious de-
tention at Naples he had discovered in a
lovely suburb of Posilippo. It was the
American Consul who had put him in
with them ; the sisters had had to sign
in the consul’s presencesome law papers,
transmitted to them by the man of busi-
ness who looked after theirlittle property
in America, and the kindly functionary,
taking advantage of the pretext (Capt.
Benyon happened to come into the con-
sulate as he was starting, indulgently,
to wait upon the ladies) to bring to-
gether “two parties” who, as he said,
ought to appreciate each other, proposed
to his fellow-officer in the service of the
United States that he should go with
him as a witness of the little ceremony.
He might, of course, take his clerk, but
the captain wculd do much better ; and
he represented to Benyon that the Miss
Theorys (singular name, wa'n't it) suf-
fered—he was sure—from a lack of so-
ciety; also that one of them was very
sick, that they were real pleasant and
extraordinarily refined, and that the
sight of a compatriot, literally draped,
as it were, in the national banner, would
cheer them up more than most any-
thing, and give them a sense of protec-
tion.. They had talked to the consul
about Benyon's ship, which they could
see from their windows in the distance
at its anchorage. They were the only
American ladies at Naples—the only
residents, at least, and the captain
wouldn’t be doing the polite thing unless
he went to pay them his rospects.
Benyon felt afresh how little it
was in his line to call upon strange
womer; he was mnot in the habit of
hunting up female acquaintance, or
of looking out for the soft emotions
which the sex only can inspire. He had
his reason for this abstention, and he
seldom relaxed it; but the consul ap-
pealed to him on rather strong grounds,
and he suffered himself to be persuaded.
He was far from regretting, during the
first weeks at least, an act which was
distinctly inconsistent with his great rule
—that oz never exposing himself to the
chance of seriously caring for an unmar-
ried woman. He had been obliged to
make this rule, and had adhered to it
with some success. He was fond of wo-
raen, but he was forced to restrict him-
self to superficial sentiments. There was
no use use tumbling into situations from
which the only possible issue was a re-
treat. The step he had taken with re-
gard to r Miss Theory and her de-
Lightful I‘L)i(:‘t)le sister was an exception on
vwhich at first he could only congratulate
bimself. That had been a happy idea
of the ruminating old Consul ; it made
Captain Benyon forgive him his hat, his
boots, his shirt-front, a costume which
might be considered representative and
the effect of which was to make the ob-
server turn with rapture to the half-
naked lazzerone. On either sit_ie the
acquaintance had helped the time to
pass, and the hours he t at the lit-
tle pension at Posilippo left a sweet—and
by no means innutritive—taste behind.

As the weeks went by his exception
bad grown to look a good deal like a
rule; but he was able to remind himself
that the path of retreat was always
open to him. Moreover, if he should

would be no great harin, for Kate The

vminlm%hermtet‘ .Anditwg::ﬁ
matter very little to her whether he ad-
vanced treated. She was very

| anything he had hitherto known, his

interior. He had dreamed once of hav-
ing an interior, but the dream had van-

! ished in lurid smoke, and no such vision
| had come to him again.

He had a feel-
ing that the end of this was drawing
nigh; he was sure that the advent of
the strange brother, whose wife was cer-

| tain to be disagreeable, would make a
i difference. That is why, as I have said,

he came as often as possible the last
week, after he had learned the day on

| which Percival Theory would arrive.

The limits of the exception had been

| reached.

_He had been new to the young ladies
Posilippo, and there was no reason
why they should say to each other that
e was a very different man from the
ingenuous youth who, ten years before,

| used to wander with Georgina Gressie

down vistas of plank fences brushed
over with the advertisements of quack
medicines. It was natural he should
be, and we who know him would have
found that he had traversed the whole
scale of alteration. There was nothing
ingenuous in him now ; he had the look

| of experience, of having been seasoned

and hardened by the years. His face,
his complexion, were the same; still
smooth - shaven and slim, he always
passed at first for a man scarcely out of
his twenties. Bnut his expression was
old, and his talk was older still—the
talk of a man who had seen much of
the world (as indeed he had to-day),
and judged most things for himself with
a humorous skepticism wkich, whatever
concessions it might make superficially
for the sake of not offending, for instance,
two remarkably nice American women,
who had kept most of their illusions,
left you with the conviction that the
next minute it would go quickly back to
its own sthndpoint. There was a curi-
ous contradiction in him; he struck you
as serious, and yet he could not be said
to take things seriously. This is what
made Kate Theory feel so sure that he
had lost the object of his affections;
and she said to herself that it must have
been under circumstances of peculiar
sadness, for that was, after all, a fre-
quent accident, and was not usually
thought, in itgelf, a sufficient stroke to
make a man a cynic. This reflection,
it may be added, was, on the young
lady's part, just the least bit acrimo-
nious. Capt. Benyon was not a cynic
in any sense in which he might have
shocked an innocent mind ; he kept his
cynicism to himself, and he was a very
clever, courteous, attentive gentleman.
If he was melancholy, you knew it
chiefly by his jokes, for they were usu-
ally at his own expense; and if he was
indifferent, it was all the more to his
credit that he should have exerted him-
self to entertain his countrywomen.

The last time he called before the ar-
rival of the expected brother he found
Miss Theory alone, and sitting up, for a
wonder, - at her window. Kate had
driven into Naples to give orders at the
hotel for the reception of the travelers,
who required accommodations more
spacious than the villa at Posilippo
(where the two sisters had the best
rooms) could offer them; and the gick
girl had taken advantage of her absence
and of the pretext offered by a day of
delicious warmth to transfer herself, for
the first time in six months, to ag arm
chair. She was practicing, as shé szid,
for the long carriage journey to the
northy where, in a quiet corner they
knew of, on the Lago Maggiore, her
summer was to be spent. Raymond
Benyon remarked to her that she had
evidently turned the corner and was go-
ing to get well, and this gave her a
chance to say various things that were
on her mind. She had various things
on her mind, poor Mildred Theory, so
caged and restless, and yet so resigned
and patient as she was; with a clear,
quick spirit, in the most perfect health,
ever reaching forward, to the end of its
tense little chain, from her wasted and
suffering body; and, in the course of the
perfect summer afternoon, as she sat
there, exhilarated by the success of her
effort to get up, and by her cumfort-
able opportunity, she took her friendly
visitor into the confidence of most of her
anxieties. She told him, very promptly
and positively, that she was not going
to get well at all, that she had probably
not more than ten months yet to live,
and that he would oblige her very much
by not forcing her to waste any more
breath to contradict him on that point.
Of course she couldn’t talk much; there-
fore, she wished to say to him only things
that he would not hear from any one
else. Such, for instance, was her present
secret—Kate's and hers—tlie secret of
their fearing so much that they shouldn’t
like Percival’s wife, who was not from
Boston, but from New York. Naturally,
that by itself would be nothing, but
from what they had heard of her set—
this subject had been explored by their
correspondents—they were rather nery-
ous, nervous to the point of not being in
the least reassured by the fact that the
young lady would bring Percival a for-
tvne. The fortune was a matter of
course, for that was just what they had
heard about Agnes’ circle—that the
stamp of money was on all their thoughts
and doings. They were very rich, and
very new, and very splashing, and evi-
dently had very little in common with
the two Miss Tkeorys, who, moreover,
if the truth must be fold (and this wasa
great secret), did not*care much for the
letters their sister-in-law had hitherto
addressed them. She had been at a
French boarding-school in New York,
and yet (this was the greatest secret of
all) she wrote to them tha$ she had per-
formed a part of the journey through
France in a diligence ! Of course. they
would see the next -day ; Miss Mildred
was sure she wouléd know in a moment
whether Agnes would like them.
could never have told him all this if her
sister had been ther, and Capt. Benyon
must promise never to tell Eate how
she had chattered. Kate thought a.lw:lg

not to be expected thathe
emai a_bachelor

course it was
should have
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She,

married. Une oI these events, it was
troe, was much less sure than the other;
Kate might never marry—much as she
wished she would. She was quite mor-
bidly unselfish, and didn’t think she had
a right to have anything of her own—
not even & husband. Miss Mildred
talked a good while about Kate, and it
never occurred to her that she might
bore Capt. Benyon. She didn’t, in point
of fact; he had none of the trouble of
wondering why this poor, sick, worried
lady was trying to push her sister down
his throat. Their peculiar situation
made everything natural, and the tone
she took with him now seemed only
whai; their pleasant rolations for the
last three months led up to. Moreover,
he had an excellent reason for not being
bored; the fact—namely: that, after
all, with regard to her sister, Miss
Mildred appeared to him to be keeping
back more than she uttered. She didn’t
tell him the great thing—she had noth-
ing to say as to what that charming girl
thought of Raymond Benyon. The effect
of their interview, indeed, was to n-ake
him shrink from knowing, and hefelt that
the right thing for him would be to get
back into his boat, which was waiting
at the garden steps, before Kate Theory
should return from Naples. It came
over him, as he sat there, that he was
far too interested in knowing what this
young lady thought of him. She might
think what she pleased; it could make
no difference to him. The best opinion
in the world—if it looked eut at him
from her tender eyes—would not make
him a whit more free or more happy.
Women of that sort were not for him—
women whom one could not see familiar-
ly without falling in love with them,
and whom it was no use to fall in love
with unless one was ready to marry
them. The light of the summer after-
noon and of Miss Mildred’s pure spirit
seemed suddenly to flood the whole sub-
ject. He saw that he was in danger,
and he had long since made up his mind
that from this particular peril it was
not only necessary but honorable toflee.
He took leave of his hostess before her
sister reappeared, and had the courage
even to say to her that he would not
come back often after that ; they would
be so much occupied by their brother
and his wife! As he moved across the
glassy bay to the rhythm of the oars he
wished either that the sisters would
leave Naples or that his confounded
commodore would send for him.

When Kate returned from her errand,
ten minutes later, Milly told her of the
captain’s visit, and added that she had
never _seen anything so sudden as the
way hdleft her. ‘‘He wouldn’t wait for
you, my dear, and he said he thought it
more than likely that he would never
see ug again. It is as if he thought you
were going to die too !”

“Is his ship called away ?”
Theory asked.

“He didn’t tell me so; he said we
should be so busy with Percival and
Agnes.”

“He has got tired of us, that's all.
There's nothing wonderful in that—I
knew he would.”

Mildred said nothing for a moment;
she was watching her sister, who was
very attentively arranging some flowers.
“Yes, of course, we aré very dull, and he
is like everybody else.”

“I thought ycu thought he was so
wonderful,” said Kate, “and so fond of
us.”

“So he is; I am surer of that than
ever. That's why he went away so
abruptly.”

Kate looked at her sister now.
don’t understand.”

“Neither do I, darling.
one of these days.”

“How if he never eomes back ?”

“0, he will—after a while—when I
am gone. Then he will explain; that,
at least, is clear to me.”

“My poor precious, as if I cared!”
Kate Theory exclaimed, smiling as she
distributed her flowers. She carried
them to the window, to place them near
her sister, and here she paused a mo-
ment, her eye caught by an object, far
out in the bay, with which she was not
unfamiliar. Mildred noticed its mo-
mentary look, and followed its direction.

“It’s the captain’s gig going back to
the ship,” Millly said. “It’s so still one
can almost hear the oars.”

Kate Theory turned away with a sud-
den, strange violence, a movement and
exclamation which, the very next min-
ute, as she became conscious of what
she had said—and, still more, of what
she felt—smote her own heart (as it
flushed her face) with surprise and with
the force of a revelation: “I wish it
would sink him to the bottom of the
sea!”

Her sister stared, then caught her by
the dress, as she passed from her,
drawing her back with a weak hand.
%0, my dearest, ry poorest!” And she
drew Kate down and down toward her,
so that the girl had nothing for it but
to sink on her knees and bury her face
in Mildred'’s lap. If that ingenious in-
valid did not know everything now she
knew a great deal.

Kate

“T

But you will,

CHAPTER V.

Mrs. Percival proved very pretty. It
is more gracious to begin with this de-
claration, instead of saying that, in the
first place, she proved very silly. It
took a long day to arrive at the end of
her silliness, and the two ladies at
Posilippo, even after a week had passed,
suspected that they had only skirted its
edges. Kate Theory had not spent half
an hour in her company before she gave
a little private sigh of relief; she felt
that a situation which had promised to
be embarrassing was now quite clear,
was even of a primitive simplicity. She
would spend with her sister-in-law, in
the coming time, one week in the year ;
that was all that was mortally possible.
It was a blessing that one could see
exactly what she was, for in that way
the question settled itself. It would
have been much more tiresome if Agnes
had been a little less obvious; then she
would have had to hesitate and consider
and weigh one thing against another.
She was pretty and silly, as distinctly
as an orange is yellow and round; and
Kate Theory would as soon have thought
of looking to her to give interest to the
future as she would have thought of
looking to an orange fo impart solidity
to the prospect of friim:eln Mrs. Percival
traveled in the hope of meeting her
American acquaintances, or of making
acquaintance with such Americans as
she did meet, and for the purpose of
buying mementoes for her relations. She
was perpetually adding to her store of
articles in tortoise shell, in mot_er-of-
pearl, in olive wood, in ivory, in ee,
in tartan lacquer, in mosaic; and she
had a collection of Roman scarfs and
Venetian beads, which she looked over
exhaustively every night before she
went to bed. Her conversation bore
mainly upon the manner in which she
intended to dispose of these accumula-
tions. She was constantly changing
about, among each other, the persons to
whom they were re: ively to be
offered. At Rome one of the first things
she said to her husband after entering
the Coliseum had been: “I guess I will
give the ivory workbox to Bessie and
the Roman pearls to Aunt Harriet!”
She was always hangi over the
travelers’ book at the ; she had it
brought up to her, with a cup of choco-
late, as ‘soon as she arrived. She
searched the pazes for the name
of New York, lné she ind in infinite
conjecture as to who the people were—
the name was sometimes only a partial
eue—who had inscribed it there. What
she missed most in Ei and what
shemost enjoyed, were the New Yorkers;
when she met them she talked

‘Theory” was ~apable of repeating state.
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ments like these thirty times over—of
linliering on them for hours. She
talked largely of herself, of her uncles
and aunts, of her clothes—past, present
and future. These articles, in especial,
filled her horizon; she wnsidere(f):hem
with a complacency which might have
led you to suppose that she had in-
vented the custom of draping the human
form. Her main point of contact with
Naples was the purchase of coral, and
all tae while she was there the word
“get”"—she used it as if every one would
understand—fell with its little flat, com-
mon sound upon the ears of her sisters-
in-law, who had no sets of anything,
She cared little for pictures and mcun-
tains ; Alps and Apennines were not
productive of New Yorkers, and it was
difficult to take an interest in Madonnas,
who flourished at periods when, appar-
enbly, there were no fashions, or, at any
rate, no trimmings.

I speak here not onlyof the impression
she made upon her husband’s anxious
sisters, but of the judgment passed on
her (he went so far as that, though it
was not obvious how it mattered to him)
by Raymond Benyon. And this brings
me at.a jump (I confess it's a very small
one) to the fact that he did, after all,
go back to Posilippo. He stayed away
for nine days, and at the end of this
time Percival Theory called upon him
to thank him for the civility he had
shown his kinswomen. He went to this
gentleman’s hotel, to return his wvisit,
and there he found Miss Kate in her
brother’s sitting room. She had come
in by appointment from the villa, and
was going with the others to seek the
royal palace, which she had not yet had
an opportunity to inspect. It was pro-
posed (not by Kate), and presently
arranged that Capt. Benyon should go
with them, and he accordingly walked
over marble floors for half an hour, ex-
changing constant common-places with
the woman he loved. For this truth
had rounded itself during those nine
days of absence; he discovered that
there was nothing particularly sweet in
his life when once Kate Theory had
been excluded from it. He had stayed
away to keep himself from falling in
love with her; but this expedient was
in itself illuminating, for he had per-
ceived that, according to the vulgar
adage, he was locking the stable door
after the horse had been stolen. As he
paced the deck of the ship and looked
toward Posilippo his tenderness crystal-
lized ; the thick, smoky flame of a senti-
ment that knew itself forbidden ard was
angry at the knowledge, now danced-
upon the fuel of his good resolutions.
The latter, it must be said, resisted, de-
clined to be consumed. He determined |
that he would see Kate Theory again, |
for a time, just sufficient to bid her
good-by, and to add a little explanation.
He thought of his explanation very
lovingly, but it may not strike the
reader as a happy irspiration. To part
from her dryly, abruptly, without any
allusion to what he might have said if
everything had been different—that
would be wisdom, of course, that would
be virtue, that would be the line of a
practical man, of & man who kept him- |
self well in hand. But it would be vir- |
tue terribly unrewarded—it would be
virtue too austere for a person who |
sometimes flattered himself that he had |
taught himself stoicism. The minor |
luxury tempted him irresistibly, since
the larger—that of happy love—was
denied him ; the luxury of letting the
girl know that it would not be an acci- |
dent—oh, not at all—that they should
never meet again. She might easily
think it was, and thinking it was would
doubtless do her no harm. But this
wouldn’t give him his pleasure—the
Platonic satisfaction of expressing to
her at the same time his belief that
they might have made each other happy,
and the necessity of his renunciation. |
That, probably, wouldn't hurt her either, |
for she had given him no proof what-
ever that she cared for him. The
nearest approach to it was the way she
walked beside him now, sweet and |
silent, without the least reference to his
not having been back to the villa. The |
place was cool and dusky, the blinds |
were drawn to keep out the light and |
noise, and the little party wandered |
through the high saloons, where precious |
marbles and the gleam of gilding and |
satin made reflections in the rich dim-
ness. Here and there the cicerone, in |
slippers, with Neapolitan familiarity, |
threw open a shutter to show off a pic- |
ture on a tapestry. He strolled in front |
wi sh Percival Theory and his wife, while
this lady, dropping silently from her
hus&):md's arm as they passed, felt the
stuff of the curtains and the sofas.
When he caught her in these experi-
ments, the cicerone, in expressive depre- ‘
cation, clasped his hands and lifted his |
eyebrows ; whereupon Mrs. Theory ex- |
claimed to her husband, ‘“Oh, bother his |
old king!” It was not striking to Capt. |
Benyon why Percival Theory had mar- |
ried the niece of Mr. Henry Platt. He |
was less interesting than his sisters—a |
smooth, cool, correct young man, who
frequently took out a pencil and did a |
little arithmetic on the back of a letter. |
He sometimes, in spite of his correctness, |
chewed & toothpick, and he missed the "

|
|

|

|
|

American papers, which he used to ask
for in the most unlikely places. He was
a Bostonian converted to New York; a |
very special type.

“Isit settleggvheu you leave Naples?” |
Benyon asked of Kate Theory.

I think so0 ; on the 24th. My brother |
has been very kind; he has lent us his
carriage, which is a large one, so that
Mildred can lie down. He and Agnes
will take another; but, of course, we
shall travel together.”

“I wish to Heaven I were going with
you!” Capt. Benyon said. He had
given her the opportunity to respond,
but she did not take it; she merely re-
marked, with a vague laugh, that of
course he couldn’t take his ship over
the Apennines. ‘Yes, there is always
my ship,” he went on. “I am afraid that
in the future it will carry me far away
from you.”

They were alone in one of the royal
apartments; their companions had
passed, in advance of them, into the
adjoining room. Benyon and his fellow-
visitor had paused beneath one of the
immense chandeliers of glass, which in
the clear, colored gloom, through which
one felt the strong outer light of Italy
beating in, suspended its twinkling
drops from thé decorated vault. They
looked around them confusedly, made

shy for the moment hy Benvon'’s having
struck a note more serious than any

that had hitherto sounded between

them, looked at the sparse furniture,

draped in white overalls, at the Scag-

liola floor, in which the great cluster

of crystal pendants seemed to shine
aln.

“You are master of your ship. Can’t
you aail it as you like?”’ Kate Theory
asked, with a smile.

“I am not master of anything. There
is not a man in the world less {ree. I'm
aslave. I'm a victim.”

She looked at him with kind eyes;
something in his voice suddenly made
her put away all thought of the defen-
sive airs that a gitl, in cerfain situa-
ticns, is e to assume. She per-
ceived that he wanted to make her
understand something, and now her only
wish was to help him tosayit. “Youare
not happy,” she murmured, simply, her

ying away in a kind of wonder-
ment af this reali

The gentle touch
as if her hand ' bad k
seemed to hi:u the sweetest -thing he
had evér known. “No, T am not happy,
because I am not free. If I were—if 1
were, I would give up my ship, I would

i ing, to follow

‘of the words—it was
stroked his —

I

| expectedly puzzled by the problem she

| swelled and swelled as he thought of

| Ashbury Park one day last week, Lut an

, and I don't ask oi you—anything !
m only to have spoken just oml.ngl
don’t make you understand, of course. I
am afraid I seem to you rather a brute
—perhaps ¢ven a humbug. Don’t think
of it now—don’t fry to understand.
But some day, in the future, remember |
what I have said to you, and how we
stood here, in this strange oid place,
alone! “Perhaps it will give you a little
pleasure.”

Kate Theory began by listening to him4
with visible eagerness; but in 8 moment |
she turned away her eyes. “I am very |
sorry for you,” she said, gruvely.

“Then you do understand enough ?”

“I shall think of wha$ you have said, |
in the future.”

Benyon's lips formed the beginning of
a word of tenderness, which he instantly |
suppressed ; and in a different tone, |
with a bitter smile and a sad shake of |
the head, raising his arms a moment |
and lettiug them fall, he said, “It won't ,
hurt any one, you remembering  this I’* |

“I don't know whom you mean.” |

And the girl, abruptly, began to walk to |
the end of the room. He made ro at- |
tempt to tell her whom he meant, and
they procceded together in silence till
they overtook their companions.

There were several pictures in toe
neighboring room, and Percival Theory
and his wife had stopped to look at one of
them, of which the cicerone announced
the title and the authorship as Benyon
came up. It was a modern portrait of a
Bourbon princess, & woman young, fair,
and handsome, covered with jewels.
Mrs. Percival appeared to be ~more
struck with it than with anything the
palace had yet offered ‘to her sight,
while her sister-in-law walked to the
window, which the custodian had opened,
to look out into the garden. Benyon
noticed this ; he was conscious that he
had given the girl something to reflect
upon, and his ears burned a little as he
stood beside Mrs. Percival and looked
up, mechanically, at the royal lady. He
already repented a little of what he had
said, for, after all, what was the use ?
And he hoped the others wouldn’t ob-
serve that he had been making love.

“Gracious, Percival! Do you see who |
she looks like 2"’ Mrs. Theory said to
her husband.

“She looks like the wife of a man who
has come down handsomely,” this gen-
tleman answered.

“She looks like my sister-in-law; the
eyes, the mouth, the way the hair's done
—the whole thing.”

“Which do you mean ?
about a dozen.”

“Why, Georgina, of course-—Georgina ,

You have got

Roy. She’s awfully like.”

“Tlo you call her your sister-in-law 2
Percival Theory asked. ‘You must
want very much to claim her.”

“Well, she’s handsome enough. You
have got to invent some new nawme, then.
Capt. Benyon, what do you call your
brother-in-law’s second wife 2" Mrs.
Percival continued, turning to her neigh-
bor, who still stood staring at the por-
trait. At first he had looked without
seeing ; then sight, and hearing as well,
became quick. They were suddenly
peopled with thrilling recognitions. The
Bourbon princess—the eyes, the mouth,
the way the hair was done ; these things
took on an identity, and the gaze of the

ainted face seemed to fasten itself to
is own. But who in the world was
Georgina Roy, and what was this talk
about sisters-in-law ? He turned to the
little lady at his side a countenance un-

had lightly presented to him.

“Your brother-in-law’s second wife ?
That’s rather complicated.”

“Well, of course, he needn’t have mar-
ried again !” said Mrs. Percival, with a
small sigh.

“Whom did he marry ?"" asked Ben-
yon, staring. Percival Theory had
tugned away. ' “‘Oh, if you are going in-
tol her relationships!” he murmured,
and joined his sister at the brilliant
window, through which, from the dis-
tance, the many-voiced uproar of Naples
came in.

“He married first my sister Dora, and
she died five years ago. Then he mar-
ried her,” and Mrs. Percival nodded at
the princess.

Benyon's eyes went back to the por-
trait; he could see what she meant—it
stared out at him. “Her? Georgina ?”

“Georgina Gressie. Gracious, do you
know her ?”

It was very distinct—that answer of
Mrs. Percival’s, and the question that
followed it as well. But le had the re-
source of the picture; he could look at
it, seem to take it very seriously, though
it danced up and down before him.
He felt that he was turning red, then
he felt that he was turning pale. The
brazen impudence! That was the way
he could speak to himself now of the
woman he had once loved, and whom
he afterward hated—till this had died
out, too. Then the wonder of it was
lost in the quickly growing sense that it
would make a difference for him—a
great Gifference. Exactly what, he did
not see yet; only a diffcrence that

it, and caught up, in its expansion, the
irl who stood behind him so quietly,
ooking into the Italian garden.

(To be Continued.)

He Wanted Sunday Trains,

A New Yorker rented a cottage in

incident that happened on Sunday caus-
ed him to change his mind and break
his lease. He was walking down Main
street about 11 a.m. when the train
from New York passed the station and
continued its journey without stopping
at the Park. The New {orker opened
his eyes with astonishment, when he
was told by a gentleman that trains
were not allowed to stop at the station
on Sunday. “Very well,” he said, “this
is a big country, but this portion of the
United States is too small to hold me,
and I'll locate for the smmmer in a more
civilized part of the globe!” And he
will, for he went to the agent and had
his lease cancelled.—Monmouth Repub-
lican.
SR el
High Life in Fifth Avenue.

An elegant turnout drove up to &
fashionable residence near Fifth avenue,
New York. The coachman, a tall, hand-
some man, sat on the box. Alower win-
dow was thrown open, and a venerable,
feeble-looking old man stuck his head
out, and in a thin, piping voice squeaked:

“John.”

“Yes, sir,'replied the coachman, touch-
ing his hat.

“I's my wife going to ride in Central
Park io-day ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You don’t know whether or not she
is going to take me along, do you, John ?
You didn’'t hear her say anything about
me, did you, John ?”

“No, sir.”

A few minutes later a large, young,
handsome woman, dressed in the height
of fashion, came out of the door, smiled
aweetly on the elegant coachman, and in
a few minutes they were out of sight.—
Z2eaas Siftings.

She Wasn't Werth It

A backwoodsman promised to send the
minister fifty pounds of maple sugar for
marrying him. = Time passed on, and no
maple sugar arrived to sweeten the
minister’'s household. Some months |
later he saw the newly-married husband
in town and ventured to remind him:
“ My friend, you did not send the maple
sugar promised.” With a saddemed
countenance the man looked up and re-
plied, *To tell you the truth, governor,
she ain’t worth it.”"—Quiz.

R SR
A Bright Suggestion.

“Y am thinki of getting a new
piece,”  said llglt.x‘is‘iu'n, tieh:eintional
actor, to Quill, the critic; “what can
you suggest 2"

And he was not at all pleased when
the other answered that perhaps a new
headpiece would be the best thing for

{ ﬂogng Polish boy. named. Paul Zizisky,

| when his master says “rates.”

| father if it was frue that his son was a

| they. lay scattered about.

| turned.
| New York gentlemen have become in-
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A LIGHTNING CALCULATOR,

-Pm.lm ns in a Second.
_ A remarkable instance of ~apid mental
salculation has been discovered in a

ving in East Bridgeport. He has a low
forehead, with bair growing down to his
xﬂ)mws. is rather sleepy-looking and
nbling in “his -movements. - But
whenever his father asks him a question
relative to numbers ha atonce brightens
up; becomes somewhat excited, and acts
exactly as a black-and-tan dog does
A news-
paper correspondent recently asked his

lightning calculstor. Mr. Zizisky said,
in answer : - *Paul, how many beans are
there in this handfal ?”

‘The boy at-once commenced to dance
around the store and became greatly
excited as his father thrust his hand
into a barrel of beans, took a -handful
and threw them down in acorner, where
The lad
leaped into the air, and, almost before
the beans had touched the floor, shouted
“1768.” The beans were carefully ga-
thered and counted, and while tliis was
being done the hoy grinned and waited.
The vesult showed him %o’ be correct to
a bean. He relapsed into his usual
sleepy manner again. The father then’
seized a handful of oats and threw them
in a heap upon the counter. “Paul,”
said he, “how 1many oats ?” The boy
again jumped to his feet, devoured the
oats mentally, and instantly shouted,
«2830.” It took a long time to count
them, but the number was again found
to be correct. Next the father seized a
half filled pail of water, and asked the
boy, ‘‘How many cubic inches of water
in the pail?”"  The boy sized it up with
his eyes and quickly shouted, “116.” - A
careful computation proved the result to
be right.

Other wonderful answers were given,
always in an excited manner, and no
comparison of his manner at this time
seems to be as apt as that of the ex-
citement of a dog when ‘‘set on” by his
master. At each and every successful
answer the same doleful expression re-
It is understood that several

terested in little Paul, and that he will

be well cared for in that city.—Boston

Globe.
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Elow Dir. Steveall Spent the Night With
a Red-Whiskered Man.

The hotels of interior Arkansas are
not what advanced enlightenment de-
mands, in that several guests have to
sleep in the same room. The other day
Mr. John Steveall, a well-to-do gentle-
man, stopped at the Bardell House.
When informed that he must occupy a
room with a red-whiskered fellow with
whiskey-streaked eyes he demurred, but
seeing no chance of bettering his con-
ditiop he firally consented. Mr. Steveall
has the annoying misfortune of snoring.
Other :nen have been known to snore
pretty well, but no person who has ever
heard Mr. Steveall will attempt to turn

farm.
out to the farm.

It is wonderful how
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precious " and that settled
it. Young Arthur, alladed %o by his
father as the mos precious thing in life,
becomes a preciows thing in ridicule. If
s boy could be called a ‘‘precious thing”
by girls, with all the name implies, it
would not be so bad, but to have six hun-
dred boys constastly calling him a “Pre-
cious Thing” is tov much, and the young
nisD is broke up. It is ‘‘Here, you Pre-
cious Thing, lend me your jack-knife,” or
““Precious Thing, pull down ynur vest,”
until he wishes he were dead. His father
moant the expression as one of endear-
mont, showing the love he bore his sou,
and he supposed he was addressing a lot
of human beings with hearts concealed
about their persons, bus they were only
college hazers, with no respect for the
decencies of life, and they would make
fun of anything. The president can’s
take his son away from there and send
him to another college, as the name would
follow him, so he bas to boar it as beat he
can. But he would give a guod deal to
have higgame changed. It beats all how
a nickn¥the once given to a boy will follow
hiva - through life. We onon knew a
freckled, red-headed boy who was homely
enough to stop a clock. His mother did
not believe he was homoly, because he
was her pet, and it was her habit to call
him ‘“Birdie.” At home he did not mind
it much, but as he grew older he was
afraid the good mother would call him
‘‘Birdie” in the presence of the other
boys, and he knew what effect it wounld
have. One day a dozen boys were play-
ing in the mud, and the mother of the
freckled boy needed him in her business,
80 she went out with her aprom over her
head, in yelling distance of the boys, and
sang out, ‘‘Birdie, come here right away.”
As ‘‘Birdie” dropped the mud pie he was
buildiog and started home across lots he
heard the boys snicker, and one of them
said, ‘O, come Birdie come, and live
with me.” The freckled face boy knew
that from that moment he would never
hear the last of ‘‘Birdie,” and he was
right. The next time he showed up among
the boys one of them said, ““O, here comes
Birdie ! Look at him. He must be a
red-headed wood-pecker.” That settled
it. He was called nothivg but ‘“‘Birdie”
from that out, He tried whipping the
boys for calling him ths pet name, but

got whipped ofiner than he whipped his

antagonist, and for fifteen years, or until
he aad arrived at man’s estate, he was
familiarly called ‘‘Birdie.” He got ac-

customed to it after a few yaars, so that

he could live through it, but it was a long
struggle, and a hard one. Finally he
went away from the place, out into the
world, and for thirty years struggled

along, until finally he had accumulated
some money and had built up a good
business.
old home for a few days.
and corpulent, and fat and jolly.

Last year he went back to the
He was gray
He
wanted to find some of the old boys, and
inquired for them. All were gnne, scat-
tered to the four winds, by death, going
west, etc., all except one, who was on a
The /isitor hired a team and went
A gray haired man was

umph.

Mr.

over his memory in search of any one
who can snore a higher or deeper tri-
and the
whiskered man with the whiskey-strealk-
ed eyes went to bed abgut the same |
time, fortunately, or unfortunately, as
the case may be, occupying different
couches. We say couches in mockery.
Mr. Steveall soon dropped off to sleep,
and at once began to saw hickory tim-.

Steveall

ber.
“Say,” called the red-whiskered man. |
“Well 2" {
“You are snoring.” |
“That s0?” replied Mr. Steveall, sar- |
castically. “Lam 45 years old, and you
are the first man that ever accused me
of snoring.”
» soon dropped to sleep again, for it

| and it was ‘‘Birdie” again.

out in a field, on top of a wagon-load of
fertilizer, pitching it off with a pitch-fork.
The visitor went up to the wagon, spoke
to the farmer, who stopped pitching the
unsavory mass long enough to spit on his
hands and look at the visitor. He looked
a moment at the man on the ground, a
smile broke over his face, and hc shouted:
““] swow to gosh if it ain’t Birdie,” and
he got down off the load and hugged us
until we couldn’t hardly breathe, and
made us go in the house and stay to din-
ner. Though thirty years had passed,

and each had almost forgotten the other,

in a mement the old school-days came up,
But it was
not bad to take. The ‘‘Precious Thing”
at Princoton may be annoyed, but some

day, thirty years from now, he will be

that snoring men never lie awake,
“Say!"”

“Well 27
“You are snoring again.”

“You must excuse me, sir.
years old, and I don’t think that any |
one over accused me before of snoring.”

Again he slept, and again he put on a
had slabbed off
had just struck a knot,
when the red-whiskered man called :

large hickory log.
8o 3
one side, and

He

“Say, over there !"’
“Well 2"
“Snoring again.”

| He got wrathy because some cne in the

“This is indeed singular. I am
years old, and you are the first person
discover that I snore.”

He dozed again and found a black-jack
log that needed sawing, so he rolled it
up on the trucks and began work. He
ripped off one slab =ad started to split
the middle when the saw struck a shat-
tered place.

“Say!”

“Well 2"

“You are again snoring."”

“Well, I declare; this is singular. I
am 45 years old, and you are the first
person to make such an accusation.”

“Look here, my friend, that is getting
to be a trifle too attenuated.”

“What's that ?”

“Why, that forty-five-year-old story.”

“Then you don't believe I've told you
the truth ?”

“I know you have not. Bet anything
you have been a snorer all your life.
Bet you kept your mother awake when
you were a boy. Will you do me a
favor ?"

“Yeos,”

“Well, if I drop to sleep and you stop
snoring, will you wake me up and tell
me?”

“Yes.”

“All right. I will remember you as the
erowning favor of a lifetime.”

After a while the red-whiskered man
sank to sleep. M. Steveall arose, took
a slat from his bed, approached the
sleeping man, gently turned down the
covers, ' hauled off ” with the slat and
struck him a blow that he will never
forget. -

“Great Lord! What are you doing ?”

“I am not snoring,” replied Mr. Steve-
all, striking his victim again. *“You
wanted me to inform you vwhen I stop-
ped,” and “whack” he took him again.
“I am not snoring now, you annoying
rascal. Lay down there, and if I hear
another word out of you to-night I'll
wear you out.”

And Mr. Steveall lay down, and soon
began to saw an elm log.—Arkansaw
Traveller.
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—Young man, when you sce z2n o
maid adjusting her spectacles and «
ping out that part of a paper hea
“Sealed Proposals,” it is time for you t
take to the woods.—Piitsburg Chios:icls

—"‘I caught a cold somewhere yester
day,” she remarked. ‘Probably it wa
in your head,” he said, and he woke
three times that night to laugh over it
and congratulate himself on his success
&8s a punster.

~-A Buffalo minister announces that
“many pulpits are now filled with dudes,”
This may be, but there are very few
dudes in the pews. They stand ontside
waiting for the pretty girls to pass.—
Philadelphia Call.

—About as mad & man as ever came
out of an opera house was a young man
who had just started his first mustache.

sudience shouted: “Down in front I"—
Peck’s Sun.

—In New York a woman is paid six
cents for making a shirt that is sold for
thirty cents. It woild be asking too
much, perhaps, to demand a reversal of
these prices—thirty cents for making a
shirt that is sold for six cents—and yet
these are about its making and wearing
values.—Norristown Herald.

—Lady Visitor—"0Oh, that's your
doctor, is it? What scrt of a doctor is
he?” Lady Resident—“Oh, well, I
gon‘t know much about his ability ; but

e’s got a very good bedside manner.”

—She w‘asry and had a pretty 4
face and a Gainsboroagh bat, but when
she asked if an apiary was not a

s i the was
W m%k&ﬁnonkeys

yecu a safe, sure,

glad to have one of the boys call him by
the vickname.
iz A IO S S SR
POTASH.

Iodide of Potassium is one of the strongest
of the minerals used in medicine, and has
produced much euffering in the world.
Taken for a long time and in large doses, it
dries up the gastric juices, impairs-indiges-
tion, the stomach refuses food, and the
patient declines in health and weight. Per-
sons with Blood or Skin Diseases should be
careful how they take these mineral poisons,
a8 in most instances the effect of them is to
almost permanently impair the constitution.
To take the place of these poisons we offer
prompt and permanent
relief from your troubles. Shaker Blood
Syrup is entirely a vegetable preparatiou,
and it is easy to convince you of its merit,

I have cured permanently Blood Taint in
the third generation by the use of Shaker
Blood Syrup, after I had most signally failed
with Murcury and Potash. Dr. Smith,
Bangor, Pa.

A young wman requests me to thank you
for bis cure of Blood Poison by the use your
Specific after all other treatment had failed,
J. E. KexxEDY, Druggist Cobourg, Ont.
For years I was afflicted with Dry Tetter
of the inost obstinate type. Was treated by
many of the best physicians; took quantities
of mercury, potash, and arsenic, which,
instead of curing the Tetter, crippled me
up with mineral poison and rheumatism.,
The tetitar continued to grow worse, and the
itching slmoet made me crazy. In this oon-
dition J was induced to take Shaker Blood
Byrup, and the result was as astonisking as
it was gratifying. In a few months the
Tetter was entirely well, the Mercurial
Poisoning all out of my system, and I was =
well man—andelue only to Shaker Blood
Syrup. All like sufferers should take it.

15 C. H. Sargent, Haverhill, Mass.

—_——e————————
A slothful man is a beggsr’s Frother,
"I'be euperiority of Mother Graves’ Worm

Exterminator is shown by its good effects

on the children. Purchase a bottle and give

it a trial.

Corns cause intolerable pain. Holloway's
Corn Cure removes the trouble. Try it and
see what an amount of pain is saved.

A good beginning makes a bad ending.

Arpiea & O L'niment is very hcaling
and eoothing, and does wonders when applied
to old sores. 13t

A wight man never wanted a weapon.

For Deep Seated Colds snd Coughs,
Allen’s Lung Balsam cures when all other
remedies fail. See adv.

A basty man never waoted woe.

How to tell genuine Florida Water.—The
true Florida Water always comes with a lit-
tle pamphlet wrapped around each bottle,
aod in the paper of this pamphlet are the
words “Laoman & Kemp, New York,”
water marked, or stamped in gale, transpar-
ent letters. Hold aleaf up to the light, and
if genuine, you will see the above words.
Do not buy if the words are not thers, be-
cause it is not the real article. The watcr-
mark letters may be very pale, but by look-
ing ciosely against the light, you canuot fail
to see them.

long runs the fox as he feet hath,

PEVPLE WHO RESIDE OR S0JOURN in regions
of country where fever and ague and billous
remittent, fever sre prevalent, should be
particularly careful to regulate digestion,
the liver and the bowels, before the approach
of the season for the periodic malady. The
timely use of Northrop & Lyman’s Vegetable
Discovery and Dyspeptic Cure is » valoable
safeguard against the malarial soourge. It
is acknowledged to be the best blood puri-
fier in the market.

A toom purse makes a bleat merchant.

Mr. Puter Vermett, Hochelags, P. Q.,
writes : **Dr. Thomos’ Eclectric Oil cured
me of Rheumatism after I tried many ﬂ_“di-
cines to no purpngs. ' 1t is & good medicine.”
Junt thiok of it—yon can nlleve_ the twinges
of vreumatism, or the most painfal ?thck
of reuralgis—you can check a cough, and
heal bruised or broken skin, with a bottle of
Dr. Thomss’ Eclectsic Oil, costing enly 26
cenls.

Flard to stop—a woman’s tongue.

Cioon THY YEAR ROUND.—National Pills

are i good blood purifier, livor regulator, and

mildl purgstive for all sexsons 13t

All things have s begioning, God excejt~

ed.

For m.E ComprexioN.—For Pimples,
Blo*ches, ‘T'an, acd all itching tumore
skin, use Prof Low’s Magic Sulpbur 8.;&

Wounds given to honor never beai.

Never accuse others to excuse yoindf.




