As We Want ’fm, You Know.

If we only had things as we want ‘em, you know
The world wouldn't go g0 oenfeundedly slow :
For there's many a skip,
And there's many a slip,
And there's mamy a flip,
And arip,
And a dip,
That makes us quite weary and bleary and blue,
Because we can'’t do ss we'd all like to do.

If we bad 'preachers that womldn's gO prowy,
If we only had deacons whe wouldn't get dory
If lawyers weren's fl 5
It drinkers weren't ry,
If folks wouldn't die—
By and by,
We'd all try
To see how unblushingly good we counld grow,
Bcc;uu we'd have thimgs as we want 'em, you
now.

If only the world was built 8quare 'stead of

round,
If only hard sense could be made of mere sound,
If we had lots of cash,
And similar trash,
If—without being rash—
We could mash,
Like a flash,
Any daughter of Bve when we cared to do so,
hen we'd sorter have things as we want ‘em,
you know

But when we
We find tha we
place,

down to a mere business base,
seem to have missed a fat

The outlook is murk,
And we sigh like a Turk,
As there's no chance to shirk,
Or to lurk,
While we work
For o!lu' grub by the sweat of our brow here
ow,
'Can:le: vhings ien't just as we want 'em, you

ow.
—Yanlkes Blade.

UNCLE PAT.

SR
CHAPTER X1V.
MR, MONSELL ON GUARD,

Miss Hanover resolved o push matters
88 qaiokly as possible to extremi..es, found
Fauny up and dressed. Mr. Mongell had
intrenched her in the cosiest arm-ohair he
oould find, had wheeled up a sable for her
embroidery work, books and papers, and
kad sat himselt cown as if to withstand a

6.

m].gzvorything had“played into her hands
80 quickly during the last two days, that
she had been driven to act without her
usuel deliberation. Bhe was flushed with
#uooess ; she was feverish ; she was eager
—t02 eager—she fels, to bring matters to
acrisis. But then she had so listle time;
in a few7 hoursboth Harry and Fanny would
have left her.

If she could only persevere till she had
persuaded F'anny %0 sake the initiative and
break with Harry, it would bs all righs.
But here Moneell was in the way. To her
annoyance his burly figure interposed itself
in every endeavor she made to effeot this
imporsant tete-a-tete. He would not try
the near hille for black game; he woald
mot try she river for one of those big yellow
trout ; he would not even ride up to
Oamghouran to look at the estate for Mr.
Hanover. -

He would do nothing bus sit there—a log
of intentional obstruotion. Intentional—
of course ; and, after what she had learaed
direotly from Mrs. Baldew and indirectly
from Fanny, she could quite undersiand is.

Now that she came to look at them so-
gether there was a slight likeness; the
mouths were distinotly similar ! Why,
just then when he spoke so peremptorlly
about taking her back to Dalchosnie to-
morrow, there was the very same pursing

p of the lips!

‘“ That will make a very shabby visit of
it,” she said, quietly.

“Ah! you'll gee plenty of her by-and-by,
Miss Hanover. Qar time is shortened a
little, you know ; we think of going back
%0 the south rather sooner than we
intended.”

“ Really 1"

* Yes. I have some mattera to look after
in London, and Fanny is no$ quite the
thing. We have some thoughte of winter-
ing abroad ; it will be a ohange for her.”

" Not inquiries abroad !" shought
Joanna.

‘* Rather sudden, isn's it ?” she asked.
“ You never told me a word about it
Fanny !”

** Ivis only thought of, not settled,” said

'anny.

** I was thinking of the south of France,”
#aid Monsell, oarelessly.

‘*“ For my part I think that is a mistake,"
she rejoined quietly. *¢ The scuth of Eng-
land would do every bit as well; besides,
Fanny would be among her own people
there.”

‘“ 8he has no relations thers.”

‘““You doa’t say ! I understood from
Harry she had. He always makesa bungle
of these things. [ thought ke knew all her
sisters, and her cousins, and her aunts, as a
matter of conrse.”

‘““Bhe has none,” he
“ Fanny has no relations.”

Mies Hanover did not anawer, but calmly
turned her black eyes on him. It was an
ancomfortable stare, and the smile that
gradually gashered and grew with is made
it more uncomfortable still. It was with
diffioulty he suppressed an nopolite ex.
olamation, as he felt himself getsing red
under if.

Joanna had scored & point and she
knew it.

‘* What an interesting little mystery you
are!” she exclaimed, turning to Fanny.
But Miss Fanny had slipped away the
momen$ she deteoted what turn the con.
versation was taking.

* 8he is & dear lissle thing, Mr. Mongell.
You must be very proud of her.”

“I have remson to be!" he replied
warmly.

‘* Ol course you have!" she rejoined
pointedly. * Is it really a fsct she has no
relatives 2"

* No relatives,” Monsgell repeated.

“ How very, very odd ! Depend upon if,
gome distant cousin will crop up some-
where ; they always do. Naturally, we
ehould like to know, Mr. Monsell. Mr.
Oarstairs says he knew a Pentland at Cam.

said quickly.

‘ No relation, I assure you !”

‘ You must know, of course.
self is utterly oblivious about it,
larly wanting in woman's ouriosity. Fancy!

Fanny her.
and singa-

she is not quite certain where she was
born ; she believes—believes—that she was
born at Beckenham. Isn't she a gemof a
woman ?"’

Mr. Monsell felt this was gesting a listle
too warm for him. He beian to wish
Shat he had not mounted guard; thas
he had gone to Oamghouran, or away
%o the grey yonder hills wisth Harry—
anywhere out of this hot fire of oross.
questioning.

‘* Was she born a$ Bsokenham, Mr. Mon-
gell 2"

““Yea!" said he, shortly. Bhe was born
at Beokenham."

‘“ What anabominable old story teller,”
thought she. Then systematioally—'* What
a tragic end that was of her parents! How
you must have fels it |” s, X

‘“ We never speak of it,"” he replied, in a
tone that was meant to stop any fursher
questions.

** Of course net ! but Fanny is one of us
now.”

“I am glad ghe has found a friend in
you,” he said, warmly.

‘‘ Yes, we are such fast friends, Mr. Mon-
gel), that I am not afraid to speak o you
abous her. Do you know she shows such
an extraordinary reserve in speaking of
herselt that sometimes I think she is juss —
well—jaat a listle bis afraid of you.”

** Nonsense ! Depend upon it, Fanny will
never be afraid of Uncle Pat."”

** Courtesy title, Mr. Monsell! Why, she
must always look upon you as her father.
Her father must have been your most par-
tioular friend ?”

‘““No! No! Nothing of the sor$ !"

‘‘ But the oatastrophe, Mr. Moncell !
Thet dreadful business —it happened from
your yach#, didn’s it ?”

*“ You oan understand, Miss Hanover,
why we never, never spsak of it. The sub.
jeos is altogether too painfal to be alluied
t0. We let the past slecp.”

** Quite so. Baut, dear Mr. Monsell, you
must not forges we have an interest in
Fanny now. My unole was only wonder-
ing the other day how the turtle doves
would live.”

‘‘ He may put himeelf quite atease on
that point,” said Mr. Monsell, sharply. ** I
shall provide for Fanny ; I look upon her
a8 my ward.”

‘* A sweet little ward she is, too. I don's
think you shonld be sllowed to drag her
away in this summary fashion though.
Here comes Mr. Carstairs. How early he
ia—yow must take care of him till lunch-
time. You must! He is 80 easily amused
it you les him talk sbout himself. I am
going to have a long confab with Fanny.”
And b:fore Mr. Montell could quite realise
how badly he had been mauled in this
short encounser, Mr. Carstairs presensed
himself.

He was on good terms with himself be.
oause he had heard that morning that he
bad soored & signal sucoess in the village.

The world was so unpractical. While
others had been talking and pitying, and
propounding this and that, he had acted.
By his advice, Msggie had gone off to the
oare of his sister in Edinburgh, where she
would be eafe from the persecution of Hagh
and her fasher.

I was just an evidenoce of his genius for
administration. A pet plan propounded by
himeelf, and carried out so beausifully thas
the girl had slipped away without
a esingle soul being one bit the wiser.
He chuckled when he thought how he
had set the whole world agape with aston-
i hment.

It never rains bus it pours, and rarely did
lack pour on him that day. In had walked
Mr. Boothby shat morpiog, snd,in despair-
ing tones, signified his intention of not going
to the Hanovers' Jlunch. No, he eould nos
stand is | Inm fact, he had packed his pors-
manteau and his cornet.oase, and, like
wounded animal, was going o some distant
oorner o hide the smart.

An auspicious'dasy. Why, not take the
ball on the hop ?  Why not go early to she
Barracksand find oas the exact truth about
Miss Fanny and Wynter ? Fanny had be-
witched him, ehe had encoursged him ; bot
—he would take precious good care mot $o
mske a fool of himself !

“ You will find a little surprise for you at
Rannooh when you get back,’ hesaid to Mr.
Moneell, with a complacent smile. ** We
have been all talking and talking too long,
and nothiog hae come of is. Action for me,
gir, aotion | Now I came here this morning,"
he wens on, toying with she embroidery
reels, ‘“ to tell our friend Hanover abous
Oamghouran. He won't get two per cens.
for his money ; not one and a-half. By the
way, I'm rasher lucky to find you alone, so
thas I can tell you I gave shat hint to him
about Miss Pentland. Oh, you have really
nothing to thank me for! Don't mention is.
It wne just » iriflo awkward—jast a little
bit like sailivg under false colors—Lteoause,
you see, I was assaming a knowledge I did
not possese.’

Mr. Moneell only grunted an answer.

“All T have to say o you now,” Mr.
Oarstairs went on hurriedly, * ia of course
confidential—striotly so-~and I must rush
throagh it a lisile for fear we may be dis-
tarbed. For goodness' eake don’t think
me rude. It ia not idle ouriosity, bas I
should like to know a little about Miac
Pentland. What you say to me will be
held eaored. I never should have dared
approach the subject had not a thousand
listle shinge told me that this engagemen.
with Mr. Wynter would nos be likely to
lass.”

* You know more than I do,” said theold
man, drily.

“Perbaps I do, but remember I look
upon it from a different standpoint. I am
deeply interested in Miss Pentland—you
must have seen it ; she, herself, I am sure,
must have seen it. I ask you dispaseion-
ately, is it likely she would have aooceptad
my attentions at sll if she had been irre.
vooably engaged to Wynter? My question
i a very, very simple one, Mr. Mongell—is
sbe or is she nos irrevooably engaged to
Henry Wynter 2"

“You bad better ask
himeel! about that. He is
bus he is very strong.”

‘*“Barely I don’t deserve that snub, Mr.
Monsell!| Remember I am speaking to you
in confidenoce.”

‘*“In that oase,” oried the old man, jump-
ing up and digging his hands into the very
bostom of hia knickerbooker pockets, ¢ I
must decline to hear any more. To tell you
the honest trath, Carstairs, I have neither
time nor inclination to salk atout this, and
you are showing a little want of considera-
tion in broaching is.”

Mr. Oarstairs did not think the man
lived who dared give him such an answer,
but Mr. Monsell was mistaken if he
thought hs would show it. He arranged
$he reels of cotton very leisurely and very
systematioally, bus his foot was itohing all
the while to kick Ginger off the hearthrug.

‘* After thie,” he said, grandly, * I ghall
not approach the subject again. I am sorry
—usincerely sorry—you have misappre-
hended me, but since you have unfortn.
nately done g0, it will be soarcely becoming

Henry Wyanter
good.tempered,

of me to stop to lunch. Perhaps you will
kindly make my exouses,"

The situation was all the more trying to
our friendiaasmuch as be knew Fanny had
been souched by Mr. Hanover's quies
affection for her. Bhe was fond of him,
and Mr. Monsell himeelf had lately been
sengible of a growing respecs for him. He
felt that this man had suffered, and,
thought he, ** Am I right in persisting in
the deception ? How much of it is selfish-
nees ? "’

Then his love for Fanny bounded up so
overpoweringly thas he soorned to quession
the integrity of his motives.

Presently Fanny returned, looking
soared. Mr. Hanover had had one of bis
fainting fits in the greenhouse. Nothing
was ever made of these attacks ; Hanover
himeselt made light of them. Jenner had
atsured him over and over again that there
was nothing wrong with his heart, and
thas if he had been s poor man he would
not have thought of it.

Knowing all this, no wonder Miss
Joanna was sarprised when she took ous
sne usual dose of sal volatile, to hear him
signify his intention of starting to Egin-
bargh to consuls Dr. Keith. Jenner might
be wrong. His bears might be a listle
touched. At all events he might as well
have another opinion. The sooner the
better, t00, 80 aa to put his mind at rest.
If he drove to Rannoch as once he could
post from there and catch the evening
srain at Straun; by shis be could see
Keith in the morning, and save a whole
day.

‘)', Quite righs,"” cried Mr. Monsell ; * I'll
drive to Rannoch with you.”

What a tremendous relief this was to
Mr. Monsell! What a deep breath of
thanksviving he drew at the prospeot of
thus getting rid of his ohief danger ! Had
he heard the conversation besween Fanny
and her unoonscious father in the green.
house, however, he would nos have been
quite so jubilant. There, for the first time,
Mr. Hanover sold her how much she
regembled some one who bad onoce been
very dear to him.

* Tell me your little history, dear,” he
eaid to her. * You are not happy. Les
ms be your friend.”

Was it instinot, or was it pity for his
pale, shrunk face that mede Fanny more
willing to confide in him than in Joanna ?
Alas ! she could tell him but listle ; bus
thas litsle she told frankly.

It was at the fateful word Beckenham
that he staggered and almost fell. He
would not les her run at once for help,
though, as she wished, but olang to her
hand, and & new light seemed to come to
his eyes as he again stared so curiously at
her. He could not speak, but before he
released her had drawn her so him and
kiseed her.

Before Joanna and Mr. Mongell oame to
him, he had settled what to do.

He was not going to Edinburgh $o consult
Dr. Keith. He was going to Beokenham
to consult the register.

CHAPTER XYV.
A SUBPRISE IN THE VILLAGE,

Mr. Mongell had been o engrossed in
his own troubles that he had paid but little
attention $o the remarks of Mr. Carstairs,
but now when arriving st Rannoch he
heard that Maggis had unaccountably dis.
appeared, and shat the cobbler was boy-
oosted on suspicion of haviog been at the
bottom of the myatery, the surprise hinted
at by Mr. Carstairs at onoe recurred to
him

It this were Mr. Carstairs’ work it was
as like a8 not to prove dangerous. No one
could tell how Robson's friends would sake
this sort of meddling, or what ugly motives
they might asoribe to the meddler.

Robson might be controlled, but Hugh
might not. Nothing in the world would be
80 likely o drive Magaie's jealous lover to
desp:ration as her abrapt dissppearance.
The more Monsell thought of is the blacker
is looked.

The news, t00, was supplemented and
intensified with such dark hints as to her
probable fate, and such gloomy accounts of
her father's state, Mr. Monsell suddenly
8aw that he had tumbled into some work
that must be taken in hand at once.

Mongell found Robson in an embarrass-
ing state of sobriety. He weloomed him
quietly, but looked terribly ill and dirsy.
Ever since hia quarrel with Maggie he had
gose back in the way of appearance.
ciat was whiter, his shirt was blacker. He
was unshaven, and had soarcely ate or
slept sinoce the girl van off.

8o weak and shaky, too, was he from the
combined effects of the shock and his un-
ueual abstinence, that our practiocal old
Bamaritan trotted back to the inn and pro-
vided himeelf with a pint of hot soup,
which he insisted on being swallowed
before a single word was said about the
trouble.

When a woman goes ous of a house King
Dirs steps in, and she untended hearth, the
dast on the books and insect-oases, and the
general uutidiness spoke so strongly of
Maggie's absence, thas Monsgell clapped a
oap on her father's head and led him on to
the bridge, across whioh the nor'wester
from distant Pharlagain was blowing
vigorously.

It blew no courage into poor Robeon,
though. The horrors seizsd him direotly
he looked down on the swirling river. To
him it geemed to be hurrying away in
terror of the awful secret it held. The
slow, stealthy movements of the distant
groups of men, too—peering into the pools
in search of Maggie—were horribly sugges.
tive. Then when he remembered that the
few people they had passed had palpably
shirked him, he covered his face with his
bands and shivered.

(To be Continued).

Engagements in France,

Engagements in France do not enerally
last very long, three or four months being
olten the limit, and this $ime is hardly
sufficient to prepare the extensive troussean
required. The corbeille de mariage is an
unheard of thing in our ocountry, but it is
esgential in France. It is the gift of the
fature husband and his family, and must
bs furnished with all that is beantiful and
oostly. The osshmere shawls, the velves
dresses, dismonds and pearls are the firgs
gifts, and then come the priceless laces,
sets of precious stones and the family
jewels.—The Argonaut.

A Sure Sign.
Epoch: Dobson—I feel oertain that
Jenkins is in financial distress.
Noblit—Why ?

“ He is beginning
gantly."

Hie

$o live very extrava. | not inconsiderable, an

THE OLD, OLD STORY. |

Toe Adopted Daughter of a Methodist
Minister Ruined for Life

———

A HAPPY HOME BLIGHTED.

Disowned, Disgraced and a Mother at
Seventeen—An English Waif Blossoms
into an Accomplished Young Lady avd
Falls from Grace—Taken from the
Home in Hamilton Many Years Ago—
S8he Beturns to Give Birth to a Child
and is Then 8hipped Back to England—
A Minister's Son faid to be the Villain
in the Story.

The records of the oriminal courts in
Toronto do not contain a more deplorable
ocase of social depravity than a soandal that
has been agitating prominent church and
social oircles in the northern and north.
western portion of the city for some time,
says the Toronto Mail of Friday morning,
and although strenuous efforts have
been made to keep the affair from
becoming public it is now being
freely discussed, nos only at the olubs
and in domestis oiroles, but among the
police authorities, and bus for the disap.
pearance of one of the principals in the
oase it 18 probable that ere shis the
Charlton Aot would have been invoked to.
wards meting outa just punishment to the
author of a most shocking offence. The
parties all occupy prominent positions, and
but for thls fact the case would in all
probability have reached the courts snd the
public before this. It is the old, old story
of woman's trust and man’s duplicity, with
the exoeption thaé in this cass the viotim
was a mere child, who had been tenderly
ocared for—eo tenderly and oarefully thatin
her innocence and ignorance she fell an
easy prey tothe wiles of a young and ao.
complished but unprincipled scoundrel,
who added to the crime of eeduction the
degrading offence of humiliating the girl
whom he had ruined by boasting of his arts,
and induocing her to acoept the addresses of

(another when he became tired of his

amusement.
THE HOMELESS WAIF,

About ten years ago there was sent out
from England by Dr. Stephenson’s mission
& number of homeless children, in the hope
that they might be adopted into respeota-
ble families, or be trained to honest work.
These children were gent from London,
Eng., to Hamilton, Ons., the distributing
point, and were provided with food and
lodgings in the Girls' Home in that oity.
Shortly after their arrival a well-known
and clever minister of the Meshodist
Church, who had a wife but was childless,
osalled at the home, and was attracted by
the appearance of a girl 6 years of age
named Edith Miller, a little fair.haired
fairy with winsome ways and loving
manner. He spoke to hig wife, and
they finally decided to adopt the baby, and
in due course the NEcessary papers were
made out, the ohild being transferred from
the hands of the professional nurse to the
tender care of a loving, affectionate and
Christian mother. After gome years old
age and ocontinued illness forced she min-
ister o relinquish hig religions work, and
he was finally superannusated, his worldly
possessions at the time being greater than
thoee that ueually fall to the lot of the
preacher. Old age enfeebled him and ill-
ness brought much suffering, but the man
who had devoted over half a century $o the
service of his Church never regrested that
one aot of adoption until the wolf entered
the fold and wrecked what little happiness
he might expeot on this side of the grave.

A LOVELY BLOSSOM, :

As little Edith grew up she entwined
herself round the hearts of the aged couple
(who had built for her a mansion in Norsh.
ern Toronto) until they lived bu$ to make
her happy. The public school was not
oonsidered good enough for her and private
tutors were engaged, and afterwards when
she was blossoming from girlhood to
womanhood she was sent to the Congerva.
tory, on Yonge street, to complete her
musioal education. She was possessed of a
voioe of great sweetness, a lithe and grace-
fal figure, and a face of unusual brightness
and intelligence, and to this she added a
oharming disposition and a devoutnees in
religious matters ununsual in one eo young.
Last April, when she had hardly reached
the mge of 16 years, she was a conatant
attendant at a charoch north of Bloor
street, and it was after one of the services
that she afterwards confessed she met the
author of her rain.

HER SAD FAIM,

Daring the warm summer months her
more than mother noticed that she was not
in her usual spirits, and, thinking that a
ohange of air might benefit her, sent her
into she country to the house of her former
tator to reouperate. Early in September
she returned home, and a few days after.
wards she was found lying on the floor of
her room suffering greatly. At first she
refused to say whas was wrong, bus finally
she told the story that has sent a young and
hapless mother into exile with “her baby,
and has wrecked the happiness of an aged
couple who spent their lives in the servioe
of God and in tending a bud that was on
the eve of blossoming into a beansifui
flower. Bhetold the heart-strioken mother
of her betrayal, and gave the name
of her betrayer ms the son of one of
Toronto’s most prominent ministers, add-
ing to this statement a most shooking
story to the effeot that her betrayer had
desersed her end had induced her to accep
the addresses of another admirer. She
gave the name of the druggist from whom
she had purchased the drug she had taken
for the dpurpose of pufting an end to her
lite, and Dr. Clapp, who had been oalled
in, proceeded to the store on Yonge street
to make enquiries, He learned that she
girl had oalled at the store and asked and
paid for a bottle of laudanum, bus her ap-
pearance wag such as to oreate suspicions
in the mind of the olerk. Instead of giving
laudanum he gave her a strong but harm-
less toothache solution, and the whole of the
stuff she ook at a single dose.

+ THE WAY OF THE FRANSGRESSOR.

The sged minisser, devoted $ohis adopted
daughtor's welfare, had made a will leaving

Kuowing that there were others in the
seore$, feeling that the scandal would
spread, he felt forced to make a change,
and, after making a vain appesl to the
man charged with the girl's ruin, his wife
took her back to the Home in Hamilton.
From this place she was removed to she
house of Thomas G. Pricstland, 208 Park
street north, where the ohild was born on
or about the 13th of December. A firm of
lawyers were oonsulted, and it was several
times intimated that a settlement had
been arrived at. Before the child waa
born, and while the girl was suf.
tering from the oconsequences of her
foolish trust, she made an affidavi
before Mr. Dobson, J. P., swea
that the young man already referred to
wag the father of her unborn baby, and
afterwards when Rev. Mr. SBalmon, of To-
ronto, visited her st Hamilton she reis.
erated her former siatement. Three weeks
8go the poor unfortaumte pirl, with her
fatherless baby, was shipped bsok o
England, but come of those 10terested feel
that she should be broughs bsck to prose-
oute those who are reeponsible for her
present degraded conaicion.
THE BLIGHTED HOME.

A Mail reporter yesterdsy afternoom
oalled on the aged couple who have been
bereaved of a daughter, and found them,
a3 they have been for many days, in
tears. They were averse to saying any-
thing about the case, bus expreesed the
bope that they might yet be able to see
the erring girl again.

** We were childless,” said the minister,
‘‘and when we adopted litile Edith we
wera somewhat fearful of the experiment,
bvt as she grew up she grew into our
hearis until welived bus for her. We gave
her everything she asxed for, and educated
her g0 that when sne remched she age of
womanhood she mighx properly occupy her
position in sooiety, bat it was all in vain.
The tempter csme and our poor ohild
sucoumbed to bis blandishments, leaving
ug broken-hearted on the hrink of the
grave, I look for no jastice in thig world,
but surely in the next ourlistle Edith will
be avenged.”

There are interviews that should not be
fully reported and cannot be fitly desoribed,
and the reporter's talk with the superan.
nuated minister and his sorrowing wife img
one of these.

A Puzzle for London.

An extraordinery affair at Tooting, &
suburb of London, bas caused great exoite-
ment. A retired gentleman named War-
grave, aged 51, has been lying in bed since
Maroh 4th, being to all appearances dead.
The looal authorities naturally acked why
he had not been interred, to whioh his rela-
tiven gaid they were afraid to bury him,
lest he prove to be in a trance. It appears
that a while ago Wargrave expressed the
wish thas, should be ever be found lying in
bed unconecions and apparently lifelees, hia
burisl be aelayed as long as possible, as &
few years ago he was suppcsed to be dead
and all preparations for his funeral had
been made, when he recovered oonscioua-
ness jast in the nick of time. The authori-
$ies are puzzled, and may delay interment
until the signs of dissolation sre spparent.
In the meantime she facts have Kot abroad,
and the residence of the unfortunate gen-
tleman is surrounded by ocurious crowds.

M=s. Joun McLEax writes, from Barrie
Ieland, Ont., March 4ih, 1889, as follows =
** I have been a great eufferer from neuaralgia
for the last nice years, bu, being advised
to try 8¢. Jacobs Oil, can now heartily en-
dorse it as being a most excellent remedy
for this complsint, as I have been greasly
benefited by its vse.”

A Brute.

Munsey's Weekly : * You should not
oriticize me, George,” said the young wife.
* Kind words always come back to you.
Oast your bread on the waters and it will
return to you."

‘“ You are mistaken,” retarped George,
‘“if you refer to this bread. This wonld

gink at once.”

The prize offered by the Inebriates’
Home at Fort Hamilton, N.Y., for the best
essay on the oare and oure of drunkards
hae been awarded to Prof Pierre Francois
Bpaink, of Baarn, Holland, an eminen$
pathologist and microscopist.

Tell the most humble man in the world
that the greatest woman in the world loves
him and he will not be sarprised.

The Dake of Clarenoce is in diegrace with
his voyal motber bsoause he was giddy
enough to creep ont the back door of
Widsor Castle and go to Lady Hawke's ball
when be ought to have been mourning for
the death ot Prince Badouin.

“German
Syrup”

For children a medi-
A Cough  (ine should be abso-
and Croup

lutely reliable. A
mother must be able to
pin her faith to it as to
her Bible. It must
contain nothing violent, uncertain,
or dangerous. It must be standard
in material and manufacture. It
must be plain and simple to admin-
ister; easy and pleasant to take.
The child must like it. It must be
prompt in action, giving.immedi—
ate relief, as childrens’ ®troubles
come quick, grow fast, and end
fatally or otherwise in a very short
time. It must not only relieve quick
but bring them around quick, as
children chafe and fret and spoil
their constitutions under long comn-
finement. It must do its work im
moderate doses. A large quantity
of medicine in a child is not desira-
ble. It must not interfere with the
child’s spirits, appetite or general
health. 9 These things suit old as
well as young folks, and make Bo-

Medicine.

to her the bulk of his ¢fro;;lerty‘,hwl;)iloh vtuﬂ
when the blow fe!

upon him he almost lost his reason.

schee’s German Syrup the favorite
family medicine. ]




