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» name and put his han

And ;hmﬁ; ‘want to bet 1"
his £6 clings.
talks about the ladies,
o For he's always some affairs ;
He reads you several samples
Ho urns roua ey oo,
o rou your T,
R s ereateblo,
%0 he himselt believes.
And when he's killed $10 worth
? Of time as dead as Saul,
And given you a headache
s t‘f.willlnat, you for a day,
# Hesaunters out imagini
o You've revelled in his call,
And that it simply breaks your heart
, Tosee him go away.
—Boston Courier.

TWICE MARRIED.

CHAPTER XXL

There were two persons in the room
besides the little one : Thorne ‘and the
doctor, & grave, elderly man, who bowed to
the lad: , and, after a whispered word with

withdrew. Ethel sank on her
i w bed and stretched out
yearning arms to the child ; the mother-love
awakened at last in her heart and showing
itself in her face. \

“ My haby !” she moaned, * my little
one, don’t you know your mother? O]
your beautiful eyes, my darling, and look at
me ; it is your mother who is calling you !”
Her bonnet had fallen off, the rich wrap and
furs were trailing on the carpet where she
had flung them ; her arms were gathered
close around the little form, her kisses rain-
ing on the pallid face, the golden hair.

he sleet beat on the window panes ; the
gir of the room stirred as though a dark
wing pressed it ; the glow of the five looked
lngry.ane% fitful ; & imat, black lump of
coal settled down in the grate and broke ;
in ite sullen heart blie flames leaped and
danced weirdly. The woman knelt beside
the bed, and the man stood near her.

In the room there was silence. The
child’s eyes unclosed, a gleam of recognition
dawned in them, he whispered his mother’s
up to her neck.
Then his looked turned to his father, his
lips moved. Thorne knelt beside the pillow
and bent his head to listen ; the little voice
fluttered and broke, the hand fell away
from Ethel’s neck, the lids drooped over the
beautiful eyes. Thorne raised the tiny form
in his arms, the golden head rested on his
breast, Ethel leaned over and clasped the
child’s hands in hers. A change passed
over the little face—the last change—the
breath came in feeble, fluttering sighs, the
pulse grew weaker, weaker still, the heart
ceased beating, the end had come.

Gently, peacefully, with his head on his
father's breast, his hands in his mother's
clasp, the innocent spirit had slipped from
its mortal sheath, and the waiting angel
had tenderly received it.

Thorne laid the child gently down upon
the pillows, pressing his hand over the ex-
quisite eyes, his lips to the ones that would
never pay back kisses any more ; then he
Ethel had risen also,
and confronted him, terror, grief, and be-
wilderment, fighting for mastery in her face
—in her heart. %Ialf involuntarily, she
stretched out her hands, and made a move-
ment as though she would go to him ; half
involuntarily he extended his arms to re-
ceive her ; then, with a shuddering sob, her
arms fell heavily to her sides, n.nd%m folded
his across his breast.

CHAPTER XXIL

Mrs. Smith grew daily stronger, more
like herself. Time and care and ceaseless
affection had wrought their beneficent work,
and mind and body were recovering a
healthier tone ; her interest revived, and
her hold on life renewed itself. As the
weeks drifted into months her condition
became so materially improved that the
anxiety of her family subsided and left
room for other thoughts and interests ; and
finally “her health was sufficiently re-
established to admit of her husband’s leav-
ing them in the picturesque French village,
while he returned to America.

The family would winter abroad and re-
turn to America in the spring for the wed-
ding, which Blanche had decided should
take place in June, L-Iune was a lovely
month, she thought, past all the uncer-
tainty of spring, and with the glory of sum-
mer beyond it.

Some weeks after General Smith’s return
to New York, Nesbit Thorne joined his
relatives in the pretty Mediterranean vil-
lage. The general had found his nephew so
changed, so worn in mind and body, that
the iindly old soldier became seriously
alarmed, and insisted on trying the remedy
uppermost in his mind. He had come,
with unswerving faith, to regard the south
of France as an unfailing sanitarium, and
he took his nephew promptly in hand, and
gave him no peace until he consented to go
abroad, never leaving him until he had
secured his stateroom, and seen him em-
barked on his voyage.

Truly, Thorne was getting intoa very bad
way. His wasnot the nature that emits
sweetness when bruised ; it cankered and
got black spots through it. And he knew
no physician to whom he could go for
healing ; no power, veater than his own,
to set his disjointed life straight. Love
and faith, alike, stood afar off. The waters
of desolation encompassed his soul, without
a sign of olive branch or dove.

Norma, watching him with the eyes of
her heart, as well as those of her under-
standing, learned something of all this.
Thorne did not tell her, indeed he talked
little in the days they spent together, walk-
ing or sitting on the warm dry sand of the
coast, and of himself not at all." His pain
was a prisoner, and his breast its Bastile.

But Norma learned it, all the same,
and learned, too, that never while that
stormy heart beat in a living breast would
it beat for her. She faced the conclu-
sion squarely, accepted it, and took her
r‘olutvinm Norma was a proud woman,
and she never flinched ; the world shduld
know nothing of her pain, should never
guess that her life held aught of disappoint-
ment.

A letter from Blanche to Berkeley, written
within the following month, contained the
result of Norma's resolution.

¢ You will be surprised,” Blanche wrote,
“ to hear of Norma’s sudden marriage to

. - Hugh Castleton, which took place three days

ago, at_the house of the American Minister
here in Paris. We were amazed—at least
mamma and I were—when Hugh joined us
here, and after a long interview with Norma,
informed us that %m had cabled father
for consent and that the ceremony was to
take place almost immediately. ugh, as
rhaps you know, is a brother ol Mrs,
incent, Norma's intimate friend, and he
has been in love with Norma time out of
mind. I do not like the marriage, and feel
troubled and sick at heart about it. It has
been so hastily arranged, and Norma isn’t
one bit in love with her husband. and don’t
pretend to be. Hugh is patient and de-
voted to her, whichis my strongest hoge
for their happiness in the future. It
seems to me so unnatural to make a
loveless marringe. 1 can’t understand a
woman’s doing it.  Nesbit is going to
Palestine and the Fast. He is rnisenbli'
changed ; his hair is beginning to strea
with gray at the temples already, and the
lines about his mouth are getting hard.
Think of how that selfish woman wrecked
his past,” and ask yourself if there is any
justice—not mercy—! justice, in letting
er wreck his future, now that the child’s
death has severed the last link that bound
them together. Has anything been spared
Nesbit? Has not his heart been wrung
again and again? Put ourself in his place,
Berkeley, and ecknowledge that after so
much tempest he is entitled to some sun-
shine. How can Pocahontas stand it?
Could I, if it wereyou? Could I endure to
sce you suffer ? Do you think that if you
were in Nesbit's place I would not come to
ou, and put my arms around youw, and
raw your head to my bosom and whixfer—
<Dear, love, if to all this' bitterness 1 can
bring one single drop of sweet, take ‘it
freely, fully from my lips and from my
>

Jove >}’
3o CHAPTER XXIIL

Berkeley Mason went on to New York in
ple time to méet the incoming Cunarder.
him, and as it was

visit to the Empire City, Mason

to have nearly a week for lion-

the arrival of the travellefs.
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change, but, after the long struggle,

had come to her a quiescence that was
almost peace. So worn and tempest-tossed
had been her mind, that she clung to even
this semblance of rest, and would hardly yet
have risked the re-opening of the battle,
which & meeting with Thorne would be sure

Iad to see her old friend
General Smitﬁngnin, for between the two
existed a hearty affection, and more than
glad to see Percival. That youn, gentle-
man’s joy.at being released from the thral-

! realize it ; it ate into his heart like B
ing acid. Per it was not true ; there
might be some mistake ; then his heart told
him that it was true ; that there was no
mistake. She loved this strangers
of whose existence she had m ignorant
that evening when she had said farewell to
him under the old willows beside the river.
She had been tenderand pitiful then ; shehad
laid her soft lir against his hand, had given
him a flower from her breast. He moved
his hand, and, with the fin| of the other
hand, touched the spot wi her lips ‘lnd

comfort othen.“‘l)l“gmdl were outstretched
in ish, she must clasp them ; if a heart
cried to her in desolation, she had no right
to tnr‘nuida. ‘Was she so p&m, 8o cl:.:i

; the flower, faded and
ys iolriod with a girlish. note or two she
had written him, in the inside pocket of his

vest.
shadows shifted as the wind

dom of school, coupled with the exhil

The
d the b hes ; the sound of

tion of seeing his friends, and the cﬁrocpect
ofa y reunion with his mother and
Blanche, appeared to well-nigh craze him.
It certainly required unusual vents for ita
| —such a8 ding on his head
in the elevator, promenading the halls
on his hsnds, and turning ¢ cart-
down the pu.sagzs;  gecom-
lishments acquired with labor and pain
ﬁ'om his colored confreres in the South.

In & marvelously short time after landing,
the party were packed into carriages, and
whirled away to their hotel, leaving their
heavy luggage in the jaws of the custom-
house to be rescued later by the general and
Berkeley. As they left the wharf, Poca-
hontas noticed another steamer forgin
slowly in, and preparing to occupy the bert
next that of the Cunarder.

A couple of hours after the arrival of the
Furopean travelers at the St. Andrew’s
Hotel, a squarely-built young man of medium
height, with a handsome, bronzed face, and
heavy, brown mustache, sprung lightly up
the steps of the hotel and passed into the
clerk’s office. - Here he ordered a room and
delivered his valise and umbrella to a porter,
explaining that he should probably remain
several days. Then he turned to the
book, pushed toward him by the clerk, to
register his name.

?‘l‘he clerk, in idle curiosity, pulled the
register toward him, opened it, and glanced
at the name ; it. was” the fourth from the
top, just under Nesbit Thorne's- -James
Dabney Byrd, Mexico.

CHAPTER XXIV.

No ; Blanche was not a clever woman ;
that conld not be claimed for her ; but her
essential elements were womanly. Pain,
grief, distress of any sort woke in her heart
a longing to give help and comfort.

She talked to Berkeley in her gentle, pef
suasive way (she had not courage yet to
talk to Pocahontas), and exerted her influ-
ence in Thorne’s behalf j but she speedily
discovered that she mide little hmui
way; thet while Berkgley listened, he
did not assent ; that he put down her
efforts, mainly, to personal attachment to
her cousin, and was therefore inclined to
rule out her testimony. She needed “help ;
pressure must be brought t¢ bear which
no connection with Thornel|; someo
the' old life must speak, some
shared the prejudices, and \»ns bi,
and generous enough to set them side and
judge of the affair from an unbiasg¢d, imper-
sonal standpoint.

When this idea presented i{self, her
mind turned instantly to Jim. ere was a
man from the old life, a man reared as they
had been reared, a man in no way connected
with Thorne. Jim could help her, if he
would, and somehow, Blanche felt assured
that he would.

Jim had discovered their presence in the
hotel very speedily and had joined the
party, glad, with an earnest aladness, tosee
his old friends again, glad also to meet
these new friends who had become asso-
ciated with the old ones. Blanche had been
attracted by him, as women, children and
dumb animals always were attracted by
him ; he was strong, and yet very gentle.

She determined- to speak to him, to
make him understand the position, and to
entreat him to exert his influence with
Berkeley, and through Berkeley, with Poca-
hontas, to set this matter straight. She did
not know that she was about to do a cruel
thing ; was about to stretch a soul on the
rack and turn the screws. That fine reserve
which enfolded the Masons like a veil pre-
cluded gossiping about themselves or their
affairs. Blanche had never heard.of Jim as
the lover of Pocahontas—or if she had, it
had been in an outside, intangible way that
had made no impression on her.

Possessed by her idea, and intent on
securing an opportunity for uninterrupted
conversation, she asked Jim to take a walk
with her. She had some calls to make, she
said, and they would walk through the park.
At this season the park was very beautiful,
and she should like to show it to him ; New
Yorkers were very proud of it. Blanche
knew that she was doing an unconven-
tional thing ; but she had observed, rather
wonderingly, the frank helpfulness with
with whlcfx Southerners would identify
themselves with each others’ affairs, and she
felt sure that in speaking to Jim she ran
little risk of rebuff. Jim had known the
Masons always, was of their blood ; to put
his shoulder to their wheel would seem to
him the right and natural thing to do.
Therefore Blanche made her request with
confidence, and Jim, who had never in his
life questioned a woman’s right to his
time aud attention, went ~with her
willingly.

They sauntered about for a time and Jim
admired all the beauties that were pointed
out to him, and showed his country train-
ing by pointing out in his turn,
beauties which escaped her ;
cate shading of bark . agl leaf-bud,
the blending of the colors nM)c soil, the
way the shadows fell, the thousand and one
things an artist, or a man reared in the
woods and fields, is quick to see, if he has
eyes in his head. He pointed out to her a
nest a pair of birds were building, and called
her attention to a tiny squirrel, with a
plume-like tail, jumping about among the
branches overhead. He told her stories of
the tropics, too, and of the strange pictur-
esque life in the land of the Montezumas,
and made himself pleasant in a cheery,
companionable  way that was very
winning. He was' pleased with Blanche,
and thought that his old friend had done
well for himself in securing the love of the
sweet-faced maiden at his side. He liked
talking to her, and walking beside her in
the sunshine ; he decided that ‘¢ Berke was
a deuced lucky fellow, and had fallei on his
feet,” and he was glad of that.

After awhile '}wy turned into an un-
frequented walk, and Blanche seized her
opportunity. She made Jim sit down on a
bench under the old elm tree and seated
herself beside him, Then, insensibly and
deftly, she turned the talk to Virginia
She ~spoke of his old home, and
praised its beauty, and told him how
a love for it had grown up in
her heart, although she was a stranger ;
she spoke of the cordial, friendly people, and
of the kindness they had extended to her
family ; of Warner, bis illness, death and
burial beside r Temple Mason. Then she

lided on to Pocahontas, and spoke of her
riend with enthusiasm, almost with rever-
ence ; then, seeing that his interest was
aroused, she told %\im as simply and con-
cisely as she could the story of her cousin’s
love for Pocahontas, and the osition in
which the affair now stood.

Jim never moved; he sat like a man
carved out of stone and dJistened. He
knew that Pocahontas had never loved
him, as he had wanted her to love
him ; but the knowledge that her love was
given to another man, was bitter. He said
no word, only listened witha jealous hatred
| of the man who had supplanted him grow-

ing in his breast.
| ﬁ&lnnche looked at him with tearful eye,
i and quivering lips; his gaze was on the
ground ; his face wore, to her, an absent,
| almost apathetic looke She was dis-
appoin _She had expected, she did not
know exactly what, but certainly more
sympathy, more response. She thought that

face, and she regretted having given
him her confidence and solicited his aid.
When they got back to the avenue, she re-

him from further d a trifle

subtl
the dcl‘i&‘ of

his heart must bé.less noble than his’the influence of my love stir sometimes in

H
women’s voices came from behind a
clump of évergreens ; they were rai
in surprise or i t, and
shrill and jarring. In the distance a nurse
ed o basket-carriage carelessly ; she
was talking to a workman who slouched
beside her, and the child was crying. Two
sparrows near at hand quarrelled an fought
over a bit of string.

His anger burned against Thorne. He
could see no good in his rival ; no tragedj,
no pathos, in the situation. Had his life

one wrong ! Doubtless the fault had been
is. Did he suffer ? Jim felt a brute joy
in the knowledge of his pain.

A little girl came down the walk, trund-
ling & hoop ; it stuck against Jim’s foot and
fell over. The helpful instinct that wasin
him made him stoop and lift it for her ; the
child, a tiny thing, pushed back her curls
and looked up at him with grave, wide-
open eyes ; suddenly her face dimpled ; a
smile like sunshine broke over it, and she
raised her sweet lips to his, to kiss her
thanks.

What had happened? A child’s look, &
child’s kiss; it was o strange thing. He
raised his head and glanced around, pnssing
his hand over his brow like a man arouse
from & delirium of dreams.  Forces foreign
to his nature had been at work.  He could
not understand it—or himself.

Words came back to him out of the past
—his ‘own words—*a man must hold
up his own weight,” and - other
words, “a man must  help with
his strength a woman's weakness.” He
thought of his love with pity, with remorse.
He had never failed her, never put himself
first, till now. What was this thing he had
thought of doing ?

Jim stood ercct and pulled himself
together, lifting his head and squaring his
shoulders as & man does who is about to face
an issue fairly,

CHAPTER XXV.

Pocahontas was alone. The }mrty had’|
dispersed, one here, one there, about their
own concerns, filled with theirowninterests.
They had invited her- to accompany them,
even urged it ; but she would not ; she was
tired, she said, and would rest ; but there

s no rest for her.

only the scruple would die !. If only
the|old influences would lose their hold ; if

she could see this thing as the world
saw| it. Was she made different from
oth¢rs, that her life should be moulded on
othér lines than their lives ? God, above !

should she suffer, and make Thorne
suffer ? ;

Her mother, Berkeley, the dead brother
whom she had exalted into a hero, the
memory of the brave men and noble women
from whom she had sprung, the old.tra-
ditions, the old associations rose, in her ex-
cited fancy, and arrayed themselves on one
side. Against them "in serried ranks came
compassion, all the impulses of true woman-
hood toward self-sacrifice and love.

The loneliness of the crowded hotel op-
pressed her ; the consciousness of the life
that environed but did not touch her, gave
birth to a yearning to get away from it all
—out into the sunshine and the sweet air,
and the warmth and comfort of nature.  If
she could get away into some still, leafy
place, she could think.

Hastily arraying herself, she left her
chamber and descended the broad stairway.
She passed through the hall and out into the
sunshine of the busy street ; and Jim, who,
unseen by her, was standing in the clerk’s
oftice, turned and lookeu‘f after her. A
troubled expression, like the shadow of a
cloud, passed over his face, and he followed
her silently.

A quiet  street branched off from the
crowded thoroughfare. Pocahontas turned
into it and walked on. The roar of traffic
deadened as she left it farther ‘and farther
behind ; the passers became fewer. It was
the forenoon and the people were at work ;
the houses rose tall on .either hand ; the
street was still and almost deserted.

A man passed with a barrow of flowers—
roses, geraniums, jasmin ; their breath
made the air fragrant. In. a stately old
church near by some one was {)luying ; &
solemn, measured movement. ocahontas
turned aside and entered. The place was still
and hushed ; the light dim and beautiful with
color ; on the altar, tapers burned before the
mother and child; everywhere there was a
faint odor of incense.

Pocahontas wandered sofily here and
there, soothed by the peace, comforted I)f'
the music. On one side there was a small
chapel, built by piety in memory of death.
Pocahontas entered it. Here, too, lights
burned upon -the altar, sheddinga soft,

solden radiance that was caught and re-
ﬁccwd by the silver candlesticks and the
gold and erystal of the vases. On the steps
of ~the altar was a great basket
roses; and through 'a memorial
window streamed the sunlight, casting on
the tesselated pavement a royal wealth ofJ
color, blue and gold and crimson ; against
the dark walls marble tablets gleamed
whitely. Near one of them, a ' tiny shield,
a man stood -with his head bent and his
shoulder resting againsta carved oak column
— Nesbit Thorne, and the tablet bore the in-
scription : ** Allen Thorne, obiit Jan. 14th,
18—, wtat 4 years.”

Pocahontas drew back, her breath coming
in short gasps; the movement of the
music quickened, grew stronger, fiercer,
with a crash of chords. Thorne id not
move ; his head was bent, his profile toward
her ; about his pose, his whole form,
was & look of desolation. His face was
stern, its outlines sharp, its expression that
of a man who had had hard measure meted
out to him, and who knew it, and mutinied
against the decree.  He did not see her, he
was not conscious of her presence, and the7
knowledge that it was so eent a pang
throngh her heart. A wave of pity swept
over her ; an impulse struggled into life, to
go to him, to take his hand in hers, to press
close to his side, to fill the void of his future
with her love. What held her back? Was
it pride? Why could she not go to him ?
His unconsciousness of her presence held her
aloof—made her afraid with a strange, new
fear. -

Footsteps neared, echoing strangely ; the
music had sunk to a minor cadence which
seemed to beat the measure of theiradvance.
The cyes of the woman were filled with a
strained expectancy. Into the waiting
place, framed by the central arch, came the
Iigurc of a mﬂn——stmngly built, of noble air,
of familiar presence. Kyes brave and true
and faithful met hers gravely, a hand was
outstretched toward her. ¢

Pocahontas shivered, and her heart- Peat
with heavy, mufiled strokes. The counter
influences of her life were drawing to the
death struggle. Thorne tured; his eyes
were upon her ; he advanced slowly.

Jim came straight to where she stood and
took her hands in his ; his face was pale and
drawn, as the face of a man who has passed
through the white heat of suffering. His
hands were cold, and trembled a f‘im\eu
they closed on hers ; he tried to speak, but
 his lips were dry and his voice inaudible.
| “Sweetheart,” he said at length, usin,
. the tender old word unconsciously, an
! speaking brokenly, ‘I asked yoy once
| to lét the thought of me once—sometimes—
' when life should be hard upon you ; to let

Al

your memory. That would be wrong now
—worse ; it would be selfish and unmanly.
A man has no right to cast his shadow on a
woman’s lfife wl\en it has passed into the

coldly. She would make her: alone,
she said, it might be irksome £0 him, prob-
ably he had other en, ménts. He had
been very good to es=crifice so much of his
time to her; she would not detain him longer.

Jim went down to the path and sat down
again, not noticing her ol e of manner,
and only conscious of the relief of being free
from the necessity of talking commonplace,
of being left to u.:f this matter

g o man.”  His voice grew
huni:y. his lips r&uivercd, but he went
bravely on. s now your  story—
Berkeley has told me—the youngilady
ken—I take back the request.  I’d rather
all thoughtof me should bebanished from you
in this world and in the next, than that
1 it should make a breach, even in the out-

works of your life, to let in treuble to yon.”
He paused abruptly ; through the strong

80 rig that contact

—one that had known passions and sorrows
of which she was, of which she must be,
ignonnt.—-lhonld soil her? - If so, her
righteousness was a poor thing, her clean-
ness, that of the outside of the cup
platter/ her purity, that of ung
marble

Thorhe drew nearer ; she raised her head ;
their eyes'met ; he extended his hands with
a gesture not to be denied.

ith a smile of indescribable ious-
ness, a tenderness, a royalty of ﬁivmg, she
made a movement forward and laid her
hands in his.
CHAPTER XXVL

Thorne did not accompany the party to
Virginia, although it was tacitlyun: erstood
that he should follow in time for Blanche’s
wedding, which would take place in June.
Pocahontas wished it so arranged, and
Thorne, feeling that his love had
come to him as through fire, was anxious
to order all things according to her
wishes, He was very quiet, grave, and self-

tained ; his old b y, his old light-
ness had passed away forever. The whirl
and lash of a hurricane leave traces which
not even time can efface. A man does not
come through fire unscathed—he is marred,
or purified ; he is never the same. In
Thorne, already, faintly stirred nature”
grand impulse of growth, of pressing up-
ward toward the light. He strove to
atient, tender, considerate, to take his
\appiness, not as reward for what he was,
but as earnest of what he might become.

Jim remained in New York also. He
would go back to his work, he said, it would
be better so. He had come north on busi-
ness for his company, and when that should
be completel he would return to Mexico.
He would not' go to Virginia; he did not
want to see strangers in the old home ; he
would write to his sisters and explain; no
one need tronble about him ; he would man-
age well enough.

Poor Jim! * He could not as yet dis-
associate the old from the new. To him it
still seemed as though Berkeley, and, in a
measure, he himself were responsible for her
life ; must take care and thought for her
future. Love and habit form bonds that
thought docs not readily burst asunder.

Berkeley was good to his sister—in-
fluenced partly by Blanche, partly by Jim,
but most of all by his strong affection for
Pocahontas herself. He drew her to his
breast and rested his cheek against her hair
a moment, and kissed her tenderly, and the
brother and sistér understood each other
without a spoken- word.

He could not bring himself to be cordial
to Thorne_all at once, but he loyally tried
to do his best, and Thorne was big enough
to see and appreciate the effort. There
might come a time when the men would 'be
friends.

Poor Mrs. Mason ! Her daughter’s en-
fngcmcnb was a shock, almost a blow to
her, and she could not reconcile herself to
it at first. The foundation seemed to be
slipping from under her fect, the supports
in which she trusted, to be falling away. She
was a just as well as a loving woman,
and she knew that the presence of a new
and powerful love bringsnew responsibilities
and a new outlook on life.  She faithfully
tried to put herself in_her daughter’s place
and to judge of the affair from Pocahontas’
standpoint ; but the effort was painful to
her, and the result not always what she
could wish.  She recognized, the love being
admitted, that Thorne had claims which
must be allowed ; but she felt it hard that
such claims should exist, and her recog-
nition of them was not sufficiently full and
generous to make her feel at home with her-
self.  Old minds adapt themselves to new
conditions slowly.

However, mother-love is limitless, and,
through all, her impulse was to hold to her
child, to do nothing, to say mnothing which
wound or alienate her. And for the rest—
there was no need of haste ; she could keep
these ' things and ‘“ponder them in her
heart.”

CAUSE AND EFFECT.

The Morg Dudes, the More O1d Maids, Cats
and Humble Bees.

This is not so bad when yéu get through
the preface. A professor at Ann Arbor,
Mich., was discussing the process of fertil-
izing plants by means of insects carrying the
pollen from one plant to another, and to
amuse them, told how old maids were the
ultimate cause of it all.  The humble bees
carry the pollen ;-the field mice eat the
humble bees ; therefore, the more field mice
the fewer humble bees and the less pollen
and variation of plants.  But cats devour
field mice and old maids protect cats.
Therefore, the more old maids the more
cats, the fewer field mice the more bees.
Hence old maids are the cause of variety in
plants.

Thereupon a sophomore, with a single
eye-glass, an English umbrella, a box
coat, with his trousers rolled up at the
hottom, arose and asked :

] sa-a-y, professah, what is the cause—
ah—of old maids, don’t you know ?”

¢« Perhavs Miss Jones can tell you,’
suggested the professor.

“Dudes !” said Miss Jones sharply and
without 2 moment’s hesitation.—New York
Tribune.

THE SUMMER TRUNK.

A Few Things That May Help to Fill it

If you wear a flufly bang you want your
alcohol lamp.

If you wear laced shoes you want a dozen
pairs of shoestrings.

If you varnish or polish your shoes you
want a bottle of whatever blacking you may
fancy.

If you are inclined to sunburn, you
want a pot of strawberry cream or. some cold

If you & fegn}\")f reading, you want your
favorite books:

If you ever usepins, you want a block of
black ones and a paper of white ones.

If you are a good girl and mend your
clothes, you want some spools of thread,
your needles, your thimble and some but-
tons.— Ladies’ Home Journal.

The Bairds of Gartsherrie.

The Rev. P. Anton, in a Scotch newspa-
ycr, states that the present members of the
Baird family own £2,000,000 worth of land
in Scotland, and all acquired in the course
of the last two generations. They employ
about 10,000 men and boys ; they have 42
blast furnaces, capable of producing 750
tons of iron per day ; and their business
not only extends throughout the west of
Scotland, but they have also extensive
mining interests in England, Spain and
Sweden. ‘‘ Immersed in the affairs of the
world,” says Mr. Auton, they have never
shut their earsto the calls of religion. In
this department their giving has been
princely.” Their ancestors were tenant-
farmers in Lanarkshire, who in the national
religious struggle took the Covenanting
side ; one of them, in 1883, was fined one
hundred pounds for refusing to hear the
curate of Cathcart, and James Baird, of
Strathiven was a sufferer, whose name is
recarded by Wodrow. The founder of the
Gartsherrie family was William Baird, born
in 1765, one of the most_enterprising farm-
ersin Lanarkshire ; and it was in 1809 that
he began the working of coal on his own
account at Dalserf.

—M. Marey, by arranging his own ap-
paratus, has succeeded in photographing the
flight of insects, the exposure of the plate
being necessarily not over 1-25,000th part of
a second.

The highest inhabited place in the world
is the Buﬁdh‘mt monastery, Haine, in Thibet,
Asia, 16,000 feet above the sea. Next to
this comes Galena, a railway station in
Peru, 15,635 feet. Leadville, Col., has an
elevation of 10,200 feet.

Frequently it costs a mean mana eat
deal to be stingy.

B

opportunit;
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“Did the barn burn ?” said one of the

lawyer, without answer, continued :
“ And, the barn on fire, the far-
m:uud. of water and ran to put it

“ Did he put it out |” asked another.

¢ As he inside, the door shut to
and the barn was soon in flames. When the
hired girl rushed out with more water ”—

“Did they all burn up ?” said another

E

*%,

e lawyer went on without answer : -
Then the old lady came out, and all was
noise and confusion, and everybody was
tryinglto put out the fire.”

* Did anyone burn up ?” said another.

The lawyer said : * There, that will do ;
you have all shown great interest in the
story.” But, observing one little bright-
eyed fellow in deep silence, he said : *‘Now,
my little man, what have you to say ?”

e little fellow blushed, grew uneasy
and stammered out ¢

« I want t0" know what became of that
squirrel ; that’s what I want to know.”

“ You'll do,” said the lawyer ; ‘‘you are
my man ; you have not been switched off
by the confusion and the barn burning, and
the hired girls and water pails. You have
kept your eye on the squirrel.”

In Search of a Monument.

I was over in the Pennsylvania Railroad
depot the other afternoon when a man came
to me and asked if I knew of a place where
a monument for a grave could be procured.
He said if I had time he would like to sit
down and talk with me about monuments,
and when we had found a retired place he
began with :

“ I've been thinking all along that I'd
order a monument about thirty feet high,
with an angel on top, but I dunno. Ib’a%or
my wife, you know ! Lost her two years
ago. Awful good wife, but §500 is a heap
to pay fof, a monument.” §

“y,

“I've been told that marble angels-are
going out of style. You are knocking
around all the time ; what’s your idea ?”

“1 see more or less of ’em, but that’s a
matter of taste.”

¢ A feller ain’t obliged to git one to show
that he loved his wife ?”

“Oh, ro.”

“ Wall, I guess I'll leave the angel off.
I've been thinking all along I'd get a
monument at least thirty feet high, but I
dunno. Thirty feet’s purty high, isn’t it ?”

‘¢ Yes, pretty high.” '

“No particular fashion
spose ¥

¢ None whatever.”

“The tallest one in our burying-ground
is only twenty-five feet, and I thought I'd
beat it, but I’ve sort o’ changed my mind
since leaving home. Every extra foot costs
like Sam Hill, and some of the neighbors
might say I was just putting it all on to
make a show. Ever lose any of your
wives

“No.”

“It's o sad thing. Everybody said I'd go
insane over it, and I expect I had a close
squeak. Curious how much a man can live
through #”

“ It is, indeed.”

“There are monuments twenty feet high,
I presume ?”

¢ Oh, yes.”

« A husband wants to do the right thing,
you know, but it isn’t them as make the

reatest show that feel the worst. One of
the tallest monuments put up in our bury-
ing-ground was bought by a man who was
i)luying baseball a-sgeck after his wife died.

haven’t even pitched a game of quoits
That shows the diflerence,

about it, I

in two years.
don’t it ¥”

It certainly does,”

¢« J've seen monuments fifteen feet high
which looked real rich and stylish. You've
been around a good deal and have probably
seen the same thing. Didn’t it strike you
that the husband was grieving just as much
ag if he had bought a taller one ?”

“That was the impression I always
had.”

“ Couldn’t no person say he was stingy
any mean, could they?”

¢ I ghould think not.”

¢« Wall, I dunno. I never was no hand
to overdo things. I'm not one of them
kind to paint the barn red and the doors
whife and the cornice yeller to. make
geople think a panorama is going on inside.

Jou've seen monuments ten foot high, I
8'pose ?”

“ Yes.’

¢ Did they look rich and solid and as if
the husband was really sorry ?”

“ Yes ;

“ You didn’t say to yourself that you'd
bet, two to one the Knshand was looking for
a second wife ?”

«“ No.”

« Well, I've sorter thought ten feet was
a purty fair monument, but I wanted to
talk with some one about it. Folks in a
country town are always full of gossip, you
know, and I didn’t want to set their tongues
a-going. Ten feet is about up to that time-
table, isn't it?”

““ Just about.”

«Well, I dunno. I want to do the fair
thing, but I don’t want any one to think
I'm piling - it “on for eflect. If I should
make a great spread and then happen to
get married again it might lead to talk,
eh?”

¢ It possibly might.”

«That's what 1 was thinking of. You
are knocking around burying-groundsa good
deal, ain’t you?”

“Yes, quite a good deal.”

«And, of course, you see more or less
tombstones—just common tombstones wich
cost about $307” ;

o \v(‘54 il /

“No lamb or top, or anytling of that
kind ?”

«No.”

¢« Just rich and solid with a scroll ur()uml}
the * Sacred to the Memory ’ of ——?”

¢ Yes.”

“ When you have noticed such a stone as
that did it ever strike you that the husband
was close-fisted and penurious ? ”

““

« Didn't say to yourself that his grief was
all put opt.”

Pt opdg

“Thought just as much of him as if he
had put up a monument fifty feet high with
two angels on it ?”

“Yes.” -

«“Wall, that seftles it.  I'll strike some-
thing for about $25 or $30 and git a year’s
time on it if I can, and if folks talk I can’t
help it. Everybody who knows me knows
that I almost went crazy and tried to jump
into the we!l, and you could tell I was
grieving if I hadn’t said a word to you,
couldn’t you ?”

T think you look very sorrowful.”

¢ That settles it ! I grieve right here in
my heart—I put up a $25 tombstone simply
to mark the grave. AllisO. K. and I'm a
thousand times obleeged and will now go out
and find a shop. If it happens to be a dull
time and I can beat the man down from $25
to $15 so much the better.”—M. Quad in
the New York World.

Personal Experience.

Edward Hanlan, Champion Oarsmanp
says: * For muscular pains in the limbs,
1 have found St. Jacobs Oil a reliable rem-
edy. Its results are the moat beneficial,
and I have pleasure in recommending it
from personal experience.

‘Well Located.

¢ ¢ And so you're married, Jack ?”

“Yes; I have succumbed, like many
another before me. Love .match, pure and
simple. Comé around and see us some-
time.”

“ Yes, I will, with pleasure,
you living ?” -

« Well, I expect we shall be at her
father’s for some time to come.”—Judge.

Where are

Grateful,

« Tt was very mortifying,” said the doc-
tor. “ I made a sad error of judgment and
the man died.”

« What did the family say

« Oh, they were very grateful for what I
had done. & was very rich.”
|
|  Madame Patti has decided to accept

Marcus Mayer’s offer for a series of concert
i tours, and sfle will visit America for a stay
of two months. Mr. Mayer will personally
conduct her tour.

Martinsville, N.J., Methodist Par- | 1y
sonage. ‘‘My acquaintance with
your Boschee’s German |

a Cough which disabled me from
filling my mpitt for. a number of

Sabbaths. r trying a Physician,
Wwithout obtaining mﬁd—l cannot
say now what remedy he prescribed
—1J saw the advertisement of your
temeseyd ‘3211 obttikned ; bottle. I
received such quick and permanent
help from it that whenever we have
Throat or Bronchial troubles
since in our family, Boschee’s ‘Ger-
man Syrup has been our favorite
remedy and always with favorable
results. I have never hesitated to
report my experience of its use to
others when I have found them
troubled in like manner.”” REV.
vfr. H.NHAG?‘Aﬁrv,
of the Newark, New
Jersey, M.E. Confer- A Wate
ence, April 25, 'go0. Remedy.

G. G. GREEN, Sole Man'fr,Woodbury,N.J.

THOSE MYSTERIOUS MARKS.

Sad Discovery of a Young Girl Who Was
in Love.

«J*never saw such funny writing as
George's is,” said the beautiful young girl,
a8 she held an enyelope up for the inspec-
tion of her married friend.

“ It is rather illegible,” was the reply.

¢, I don’t mean that,” was the quick
response. ‘‘ He puts such funny marks in
it. You know he’s only written me three
or four letters since we’ve been cngaged,
because he’s been in the city all the time,
but when he does write one it looks so funny.
It’s all filled with marks like this ¢ ¥,” and
then he makes character ‘ands’ like this, ‘&,’
and puts a ring around them. And at the
end of all his sentences he puts a cross
like this, ‘x.’ Then, when he makes a
figure, he puts a ring around it and always
draws two lines under his signature. And
sometimes he drawsa line down through
capital letters, and once he crossed a word
out and then drew a ring around it and
marked it ¢stet.’ It's awful funny. I
can’t make anything out of it.”

“ My dear,” said the married woman, as
quietly as her excitement would allow,
““have you no suspicions ?”

« Suspicions !” exclaimed the beautiful
young girl in alarm. No, no. Of what ?”

«« Has he never confessed ?” persisted the
married woman with Spartan firmness.

* George, confess !” cried the fair maiden.
“Martha, you alarm me. Are they
counterfeiters’ marks ?”

“Worse,” was the solemn answer.
“thel, your husband will be out nights.
He will come in at all hours, ~ Most of his
work will be done under cover of darkness.
He will miss his dinners and be constantly
changing the hours: He cannot be de-
pended on to be at home at any certain
time or to leave at any certain time. Kthel,
the man your are engaged to is a newspaper
man.”

“No, no, it cannot be!” cried the dark
eyed beauty. ‘I will not believe it.”

“Fthel !” she was very impressive.
“Did he ever draw a straight line through
all the pages of a letter ?”

“Yes, and it was one of the best he ever
wrote.”

“Alas, Ethel, it is too trde. He is a
newspaper man and he has absent mindedly
put in the marks for the printer. Poor
girl ! Try as he might he couldn’t conceal
his identity.”

Then the young girl cried “Iorrible”
and burst into tears and refuseil to be com-
forted.—Chicago 7'ribune.

7\'n4'nllcm Advice.

Don’t go out in the woods to fly a kite—
only the birds fly there.

If a goose cries at you,do not cry yourself
in turn. Only geese do that.

Don’t try leap-frog over the cowsin the
pasture. The cows might object.

Don’t waste your time in trying to catch
two-inch fish with a ten-foot pole.

Don’t try swimming in creeks where the
water is two feet deep and the mud six feet.

It is always well to remember the fact
that sayage cowsand fierce dogs can’t climb
trees.

Ifa Slm"ic dog smiles at you, it is policy
to smile back, and if he runs at.you,the best
thipg is to run back.

It is mldin%; insult to injury to burn up
the farmer’s fence in trying to cook the corn
that you have helped yourself to.

A barn roof is not meant as a toboggan-
slide, and shingles are rather hard .on
trousers.

When you go out for an all-day tramp
don’t eat up all your lunch at 10 o’clock.
You will feel starved by 2 if you do so.

If you get tired doing nothing it is a good
thing to sit under thebarnand ppssthe time
in waiting for the weather-cock to crow. A
great many days may be employed in this
nianner. 1

You may inmf;inc that you help the hay-
makers by jabbing the horses with the
pitchtork “and_getting tangled up in the
reins, but you do not, and they will probably
tell you so.

Do not be angry if the roosters awaken you
at daybreak. Remember that if you wentto
bed at sunset you would be willing to get up
with the chickens, and roosters don't stop
to consider such things.

Only 122 Shares All Told,

The following letter to the Globe clears
up & matter upon which there was much
doubt and speculation :—

To the Editor of the Gi

Sin,~—As executors of the will of the late
Right Honorable Sir John A. Macdonald,
we think it F:gpcr, having régard to what
has ;\p]\curcrmz‘yilhin the last few days in
PREGLOBE afid certain other newspapers
about a clause in Sir John's will disposing
of his Canadian Pacific Railway stock, to
state as follows : —

(1) That Sir John A. Macdonald was at
the time of his death the holder and owner
of 122 shares of that stock. s¥dw- VINH

(2) That he had purchased said shares in
the open market as an investment and paid
for them out of his own money.

(3) That he acquired the stock in the Jat-
ter part of 1888.

(4) That these shares at their market
value were included in and formed a part of
the item * bank ghares and other stock ”
contained in the schedule filed by us on ap-
lying for probate, and which schedule is
published in Tne Grone of the 17th inst.

(5) That, except the 122 shares above
mentioned, Sir John .A. Macdonald was
never at any time possessed of any Cana-
dian Pacific Railway Stock, either in his
own name or in that of any other person,
in so far as we know or can ascertain,

(. DEWDNEY,
Hucu J. MACDONALD.
Joseru Pore,
Frep. WHITE,
Executors of the will of the late Right
Honorable Sir John A. Macdonald.
Ottawa, July 20

AR e e S
The Economy of the Egyptians.

A curious -illustration of the domestic
economy of the Kgyptians has been met
with in the unwinding of the bandages of
the mummies. Although whole webs of fine
cloth have been most frequently used, in
other cases the bandages are fragmentary,
and have seams, darns and patches. ()il
napkins are used, old skirts, pieces of some-
thing that may have been a shirt ; and once
a piece of cloth was found with-an armhole
in it, with seam and gusset and band finely
stitched by fingers themselves long since
crumbled and their dust blown to the four
winds. —Harper’s Bazar.

Dillon and O'Brien will be restored te a
sympathetic world next week, gome two or
three days before the expiration of their jail
sentences. Then will begin a struggle be-
tween them and Parnell, no doubt, for the
release of the funds locked up in a Paris
bank.

A seamless steel boat made from one
picce of metal by hydraulic pressure pro-
mises to be very desirable. It will last a
great while and cannot leak.

Mr. Parnell's mother was bitten while
fondling a strange dog at her home near
Bordentown, New Jersey, last Thursday

Her left hand wasreverely lacerated.

thing over eight pounds. Tho

we‘g and and without a

in its unequal stru

and rly

doctors hatched the blue-eyed little infan
The incubator used had just been

Em A
the winter season«

from Paris, and Willie, or Eddie, or Archi-
bald Dunn, or whatever he’ll be named, had
the honor of being its first occupant. The

g t of the i 18 anythin,
but complex. It consists of a black walnu
box just big enough to hold the little one.
At the bottom are bottles filled with hot
water heated to a temperature of 98 degrees.
The patient lies on a perforated mattress
supported by iron rods. At the foot
of the box towards the bottle iad
a tilator. ° tside air  runs
through to the other side over the
bottles. In ing it becomes heated. At
the patient’s head 18 h tilator, and
then at the top on the other side there is
another. The current of air is induced to
circulate by the t of the til
tors. The bottles were changed as often as
necessary. The babe was wrapped in cotton
and remained in the box steadily for a
month, It was nourished every few hours
during the day. Every morning a pretty,
motherly-looking nurse bathed the child in
cod-liver oil from head to foot. It was
feared that even pure water might injure the
delicate skin.

PAPERS WITH SILK THREAD.

The Mill Where United States Note Paper is
Manufactured.

Anybod‘y who wishes can go into the big
Crane & Co’s. factory at Dalton, Massachu
setts, and see the workmen place the blue
silk on the machine that makes the paper
for all the United States notes. The silk
comes in spools, and is made by Belding, of
Northampton. It is sold here in Bangor.
There is no more secret aboutit than there
is about the water flowing over the dam
above the toll bridge. .

The real secret is in the composition of
the paper. The silk thread is secured by
patent, to be sure, but the makipg of paper,
the compound of the ingredients, is safe in
the head of J. Murray Crane, who received
the art from his father, who made bonds for
Salmon P. Chase, Lincoln’s secretary of the
treasury, away back in war times.

The pure linen pulp is in a big room, |
looking for all the world like any linen pulp.
Then comes J. Murray Crane with a grip-
sack. He and the ““ grip” enter the room
together, and it is presumed ‘that he locks
the door, for the door is locked on the in-
slidc, and the *“ grip ” does not look able to
do it.

; They are closeted a half an hour. When
they come out the pulp goes to the paper
machine, and Mr. pCmn% and the gx!;‘pp;o
home. But the pulp is changed by that
visit, and nobody Ess been able to penetrate
the Crane secret. The company gets about
fifty times as much for that paper as for
other linen paper made in the same mill.—
Bangor News.

Scottish News Notes.

Another of the venerable fathers of thi
Free Church of Scotland has departed.
The Rev. Dr. John James Bonar, of Free
St. Andrew’s Church, Greenock, Renfrew-
shire, died on the 7th inst., aged 89 years.

The Marquis of Bute has carefully re-
stored the pulpit in Falkland Palace, i‘ihh
shire, believed to have been occupied by
John Knox.

A recent return shows that in Scotland
(excluding Orkney and Shetland) there are
11,793 licensed houses, or 1 to every 340 of
the population.

A proposal to confer the freedom of his
native city upon Sir Daniel Wilson, of To-
ronto, was on the 8th inst. discussed in the
Lord Provost’s Committee of Edinburgh.

The Leith Dock Commission contemplates
the construction of a reclamation wall, a
deep water wet dock, a dry dock, ‘and the
d(\epeninsg of the entrance channel, at an
estimated cost of over £340,000.

The late Mr. Joseph Garland, shipowner,
Dundee, has left £100 to Dundee Orphan
Institution; £100 to Dundée Carr Night
Refuge, and £100 for prizes to.Forgan
School. His personal estate amounted to
over £22,000.

The Peden monument at Cumnock, Ayr-
shire, has been entrusted to a local aculpt‘m‘,
Mr. Andrew Murdoch, His plan is Gothic
in design ; the monument will be 20 feet
high, and is to be constructed of Aberdeen
granite.

Bible Statistics.

The following Bible statistics are accur-
ately copied from a slip of printed paper
that is pasted on the fly-leaf of a copy of
Haddock’s Bible (Dublin, 1813), in King’s
Inn Library, Dublin :

¢ More than once have statistics of the
following character found their way into
print, to the delight of both old and young.
The statement 1s mainly taken from an
English Bible, as given by the indefatigable
Dr. Horne in his introduction to the study
of the Scriptures, and is said to have occu-
{)ifc(l more than three years of the compiler’s
1te :

New
Testa-
. ment.
Books . X 27
Chapter 260
Verses . 33 7,959
Words
Letters ..

«“ Apocrypha—Books, 14 ; chapters, 183 ;
verses, 6,031; words, 125,185; letters,
1,063,876.”—Notes and Queries.

Total.

What We Work For.

Printers’ Album : To say that the news-
!)npcr is published for money is to say no
harm of it. . It has passed into a universal
maxim that ** The church lives by the altar”
—by the contributions which the faithful
lay upen the altar. And it is true, and it is
not discreditable. The newspaper press is
generally as high in morals and inle"ligepce
as the public conscience and mind, higher
than that it can never be permanently, ashit
must be what society demands it shall be.
As a matter of fact it frequently runs ahead,
temporarily, of public morality; it often
creates the public sentiment that destroys
public wrongs ; it often secures justice by
proclaiming the injustice.

AF ous Clown.

I have known in my life bift one clown
who was so naturally gifted asto justify
the reputation that he gained both in this
country and in Europe. That was Joe
Blackburn, an uncle of the present member
of Congress from Kentucky. He was an
educated, cultivated man, | i rare

of
SCOTT & BOWNE, Bolleville.

RIS SO A A B K S N e A AR S
THE GIRL YOU LOVE.

Marry Her and She Will Make a Model
‘Wife.

You say you demand a domestic, useful
woman as your wife. If that is so, marry
Nora Mulligan, . your laundress’ daughter.
She wears cowhide shoes, never had a sick
day in her life, takes in washing, goes out
house-e}\eanlng and cooks for a family of
seven children, her motherand three section
men who board witle*Rer. I don’t think
she would marry you, because Con y
the track walker, is her style of man. t
us examine into your qualifications as a
model husband after your own matrimonial
ideas, my bO{

Can you shoulder a barrel of flour and
carry it down cellar? Can you saw and
split ten cords of hickory wi in the fall,
80 a8 to have ready fue{ all swinter ?

{ou spade up a half-acre of ground for a

itchen garden ? Do you know what will
take the lime taste out of the new
cistern, and can you pa he little ledk in
the kitchen roof ?  CanWou bring home a
pane of glass and wad of putty and repair
damages in the sitting-room window ? I()).nn
you hang some cheap paper on the kitchen ?
Can you fix the front gate soit will not
sag? Can you do anything about the
house that Con Reagan can ?

My dear, dear boy, yousee Nora Mullj
wants a higher type of true manhood. 5::
expect to hire men to do all the man’s work
about the house, but you want your wife to
do anything that a woman can do.

Believe me, my son, that nine-terfth¥"5Y
the girls who {n.y the piano and sing so
charmingly, whom you, in your limited
knowledge, set down as mere {)utbcrﬂies of
fashion, are better fitted for wives than you
are for a husband. If you want to marry a
first-class cook and experienced housekeeper,
do your courting in the intelligence office.
But if you want a wife, marry the irl youn
love, with dimpled hands and a face like
sunlight, and her love will teach her all
these things, my boy, long before you have
learned one-half of your own lesson.— Bob
Buyrdette.

An Ice Cracking Machine.

. A newly invented machine for the crack-
ing of ice is rapidly coming into use. This
consists of a hopper, underneath which are
two cast-iron plates covered with teeth, the
plates be‘mf set at angles to each other,
open at the bottom. Two perforated sheet-
stcel plates extend from opposite sides of
the top of the hopper to ncar& the bottom
of the teeth, the perforated plates being
fmrnllel with the teeth plates. When the
ever handle is pushed down the teeth are

| pressed together dnd the ice is crushed. One

of the teeth plates is adjustable, and by it
the size of the ice leaving tlemachine ﬁay
bo regulated. The machine cracks) ice
rapidly, easily, uniformly and economically ;
and as it isadjustable, large or small lumps
can be had as required.
parts that the ice comes in contact with are
galvanized so as to prevent rusting. The
machine is in successful operation in several
of the leading cafes and saloons in New
York.— Pittsburg Dispatch.

Canada's International Exhibition.

Arrangements are in progress for holding
a dairymen’s convention at St. John, N. B.
during this exhibition, and it is expecteli
that several experts will be present and will
give some lectures on (ra.iry interests.
Arrangements are also being made for show-
ing several varieties of cream separators and
other dairy apparatus in operation. It is
proposed to offer some special prizes for
dairy products, and that the competition
mue,' be open to all the Provinces. Prof.
Robertson of the Dominion Experimental
Farm, who is now visiting the creameries
and cheese factories throughout the Mar-
itime provinces, is taking t,uile an active
interest in this matter. The exhibition
opens on September 23rd and continues
until October 3rd.

One of the London street car companies
as in use an.automatic ‘‘starter.” Two
powerful spiral springs, fastened to the front
axle, are wound up through being applied
for the car’s stoppage, so that when it is
desired to go on again they are capable of
starting it.

D, C. N. L. 32, 9

“TaAcoBs O

FOR P.AIN.
RHEUMATISM,

Neuralgia, Sciatica,

Lumbago, Backache,
Headache,

Toothache,

Sore Throat,
Frost Bites, Sprains,
Bruises, Burns, Etc.
bR A SO R ek b
11 Languages.
THE CHARLES A. VOGELER CO., Baltimore, Md

Canadian Depot: Torento, Ont.
v 5= DREAMS YERF

lro“lt‘l’mzl'z‘( s our s ﬂuo

called the LI

Fhessni ok ANCLIBRANE.

ordinary success in_curing i rrhec, Night

sses, Nervousnoss, Weak e varaies ofim

discretion. It will invigorate and cure you. 30 years”

success a guarantee, All dru well it.

bo: O led. T lod
Detroit, Michs

. . by
mother-wit, a fine singer and a natural ora-

tor. He came from a good Kentucky
family, went to Europe in 1842 and played
in London, where he became a conspicuous
figure in the elub rooms, and, although a
circus clown, was recognized by the aristo-
cratic men of the day, who were glad to
enjoy his society.—Dan Rice inthe Epoch.

Robert Bonner has never raced a horse
for money or won a dollar on a%track in his
life, yet there has not been a time in
twenty-five years when he has not owned
the best trotting stock in America.

The one hundredth anniversary of
Mozart’s death will be commemorated at his
native town, Salzburg, Austria, beginning
August 15th, with a performance of the
“ Requiem.”

x. Oan mall | 3
Eureka Chemioal Cos,
Face pimples, loss of norve, woak-
ey“ﬂuﬁs ness, despoudency, et., from what:
Q/" ever eause ariniug, oured by DR.
PEACY'S VITAL REGENERATOR,
theresultof 25 years Special Practios

Ure.fuarpnieed,,
led package, with Bu
& for Sealed Pamphlet.

Dr. JOHN PERCY,
BOX 603, VIINDEOI. OYll'.
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. CONSUMPTION

CONSUMPTIO

SURELY
¥ GUR

TO THE EDITOR :—Pleass Inform your readers that i have a positive remedy

By its timely use thousands of h.

A named disease.

1 shall be glad to seénd two' bottles of my remed:

sum, will send me their s and Pos|
188 West Adelalde

ONTOQ, ONTARIO.

o lle:lcunl'uvebeen
o any of your ri
dress. R

Office Ad T A, 8LOO

[ CURE FITS

THOUSANDS OF BOTTL':
GIVEN AWAY YEARLY.

= Whee ! say Cure 1 do moi

them return § MEAN ARADICA). CURE. Iha
mlom.v'-l ing Slckness a life-long study. l\nnm-:::.yd.m

ﬁgtm&oudu 'mhl':tﬂ.
It costs you not!
BSransh OMoe, !56

is no reason
of my Infallible Re
it will cure

mcre.l; to stop them for a time. an’
disease o
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% ADELAIOR GTREET,

All the working-
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