ﬁ

nember.

-Machine

setent teacher at your home.

t type ch ly made to deceive
chowledg:-dp{hewoﬂdm“
enough to carry our name and

machine manufacturers in the
: unrivaled reputation—the
. machines are sold only by our

dealers or department stores !
above, and whose guarantee is

jalen. Vou can always find us.

FOR FREE TRIAL.
D MACHINES EXCHANGED.

acturing Co.

o done dhnx to disgrace my
ir,’ ho said. * lu&u I bear
s a gentleman m ranks, I
nnygghbouwd.lﬂl
sore a8 an officer.’

colonel's beamed.

ivate Delmar.

M do, he said, with a nod ; ‘you're
¥ to be a oredit to the service,
r as private or officer. I doall I
you, but, as you know, _that isn’t
I couldn't show favoritism, and I
-with s shrowd losk, o hal
-‘you're not the man .
ns’rﬂ:nilod in return and saluted,

this as dismissal. .

he d:.or he half paused, besitated,

en said— .

ope, sir, Miss Grey and Miss Cheve-
well?®

)
anks, Delmar ; ['m glad to say, very
answored the colodel, and Delmar
o retiedd;
L e wahod when be was
"and looked thoughttul. ‘
won't hurt him, bowever,’ he said to
lf. *By Jove ! I'm not sure that that
asn't done him & service in throwing
ver the way she did.’ .
told Beryl that Max Delmar was in
i STy el v
Jeryl's bean! e w 80
ni:? of tears, and h’:&;k flushed.
e shall hear of him yet, uncle,’ she

hink we shall have & chaunee, m dear’
ned the colonel ngmﬁuntiy I
r fancy we shall go to India soon,
here's more field there for a man to
n better than here.’

d the colonel was right. .

jortly after this, Dr:fnu'l regiment
ordered to Indis, whither Beryl and
, Grey accompanied Colonel Chevenix.

CHAPTER 1V.
liveried servant stood by a dainty vic-
, awaiting the advent of his mistress,
was just coming out of a house where
bad been calling. o
he was lln-:ti;ll. yom;g.‘ :ﬁru;nﬁi
yeed, but looked somewha
tisfied ; yet surely Lilith, Lady Har-
d, should have no clom} on her tace—
oly life had gone well with her P
1ad she not married wealth and position
| obtained all those things for which she
| sold herselt P
W as she not happily released, too, trom
h bondage as had "to some extent dis-
tented the value of her houses, and her
riages, and all her paraphernalis
Was she not that freest ot mortals, &
ang widow past her time of mourning,
ing into the world, free to marry again,
be likad, unbound by any era.
ns of welulﬂ;ig her suitor ’d Hie
Yet she looked anxious an y.
Perhaps she bad not found the life into
ich she had stepped sn equivalent for
o heart she had put from ber.
Perhaps she had cared more than _she
ought for the handsome ‘boy,’ as sheghad
lled him, who rushed away and enlisted
sosuse of her refusal of him.
She had not troubled to inquire about
m all these years; she had had other
ings to think of, but now, since her bus-
m‘n death, somehow she found herself
welling on the remembrance of his devo-
on, wondering whether he had remem-
ered her « It so, why—there was no im-
mdPim ;:t n::! i
r| was dead. ;
Lady Eﬂ.wood was not interested in the
ewspapers generally, and had not
\bout the troubles on the North-west Fron-
ier, nor of the later campaiga 1n Egypt,
jlse she might have seen the name o
once lover mentioned. P .
As she camo easily down the steps, lon% s
newsboys ran by shouting at the top o
their shrill voices—
*Great victory—fall of Khbartoum—great
battle I’ .
She started, and into her beautiful eyes
cams @ light.
(ConTINURD ON FIFTEENTH Paen.)
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Jasper’s Thanksgiving Lunch.

Jasper is not one of those little boys
who is allowed to eat a cookie whenever
he foels hungry, or who is seen playing in
the front yard with a mouth smeared with
ginger-snap. Not he!

Noj; if Jasper bas anything to eat be-
tween breakfast and mid-day dinner, it is
called sn eleven o’clock lunch, and a bib
is tied under Jasper's chin, and he sits in &
chair, and eats butttered bread spread with
sugar, or a quartered apple, all nicely pre-
pared and put on lhus alphabet plate.

One morning when the bands of the
clock were nearing eleven, Mrs. Trebor
who lived across the street, came to bore
row a little French mustard trom Jasper's
mother. Jasper was watching the clock,
and soon he said :

«Mother, it's most time for .my 'leven
o'clock lunch,—isn't it P

‘You will have to wait, Jasper,’ said his
mother, ‘unti! Schneider's wagon brings
the Graham crackers.’

‘But I'm very hungry said Jasper.

Why should the groceryman be late P
' Jagper, said Mrs, Trebor, smiling
kindly, ‘if your mother will let you, you
sball eat your eleven o'clock lunch with
me to-day.’

«Oh! I could not let you take the trouble’
said Jasper's mother.

But when Mrs. Trebor explsined that it

would be no trouble, Jasper was allowed
to go.
Mrs. Trebor had a pretty house and a
canary bird. There was a broad cushioned
seat in her bay window, where Jaspar sat
and waited, with some pictures to amuse
him, while Mrs. Trebor fixed the lunch.
She brought it on a small red tray. There
was an orange, and there were little brown
crackers, not like any that Jaspar's mother
bought. There was a slender glass of
water too. Not a very large lunch, but the
little boy enjoyed it and the new dishes,
and the stories Mrs. Trebor told him while
he ate. When the lunch was firished,
Jasper's face told what a good time he had
had. He ran home very happy.

Mrs. Trebor must have enjoyed the
lunch party too, for just two days later a
little note came to Jaspar through the
mail. It read:

Mrs. Trebor would be pleased to have Master
Jaspar Warner take eleven o'clock lunch with her
every day in November.

R.s, V. p.

Jaspar gasped with delightand ‘May I P
he pleaded.

You must write Mrs. Trebor an answer.
She is very kind,’ said Jasper’s mother.

Jaspar printed his answer.

I will comes
JasPER WARNeR.

Then bis mother wrote a little note too,
and sent it. with Jasper’s, to Mrs. Trebor.

Every morning in November, Jasper,
with clean hands snd face and fresbly
brushed hair, pulled Mrs. Trebor's door-
bell, and Pattie the maid lsughingly let
him in, and invited him to walk upstairs.

Sometimes Mrs. Trebor was out shop-
ping or calling, but the lunch was slways
there in the same place by the window-seat
on the little red tray, and covered with a
napkin. It was never just the same twice.
When Mrs. Trebor was out, Pattie stayed
with Jasper while he ate his lunch, and
was almost as kind as Mrs. Trebor would
have been.

The day before Thanksgiving, Mrs Tre-
bor had hot chocolate in a dear little cup.
and animal crackers. While Jasper sipped
the chooolate, she said :

«I shall be away to-morrow, Jasper, sll
dsy. Iam going to spend Thanksgiving
with my brother and his boys and girls,
and I have told Pattie that she may take
dioner with ber aunt. What do you sup-
pose I am going to do about your eleven

CHILDREN

Are they troubled with head-
aches? ~ Are the lessons hard
for them to learn ? Are they
pale, listless and indifferent ?
Do they get thin and all run
down toward spring ? If so,
will do grand things for
them. It keeps up the vital-
ity, enriches the blood,
strengthens mind und body.

The buoyancy and activity
of youth return.

nd $1.00, all droggiots,
SOOTT & BOWNE: Chemits, Torente.

o'clock lunch P

*I don’t know,’ said Jasper, and he look-
od very solemn as he thought of going
bungry on Thanksgiving Day, of all days
in the year. Then he said, very meekly,
‘P'r’ aps mother could find me a lunch to-
morrow.’

‘But I bave invited you to be my guest
all of November,’ said Mrs. Trebor. ‘I
will send your lunch to you in a basket.’

The next morning was chilly, and there
were stray snowflakes in the air. Jasper's
mother and father were going to church,
and uncle George and aunt Caroline were
coming home with them to dinner.

Jasper had seen the big turkey, with his
knees drawn up, slipped into the oven to
roast, but he was much more interested in
the door bell.

Pretty soon the bell rang. Jasper fol-
lowed Kate to the door, but afar off for
fear of drafts. Yes, it was a basket, on
the card it said:

To be opened by Jasper himself when
the clock strikes eleven.’

Mother and father went to church. Kate
and Norah were busy in the kitchen.
Jasper, bis basket on his knees, sat well in
view ot the library clock. Would it never
say eleven P -

Of course it did at last, and Jasper's
eager little fingers untied the string and
lifted the cover ot the little red-and-white
basket.

Three red carnations ! And on a slip of
paper, printed plainly, so that Jasper could
read it: Because it ia Thanksgiving Day.’

Three cookies with currants ! One in the
shape of a heart, one a man with currants
for eyes and nose and mouth, ani one a
tarkey. Jasper was sure it was a turkey,
even if his legs were so strange.

Two turtles came next,—the raisin kind,
with cloves for head, feet and tail.

Then a small decorated box full of little
chocolate drops, and, around them all, a
gay Japanese paper napkin.

Jasper was still munching a turtle when
mother and father, Uncle George and Aunt
Caroline, came home.

The man and the turkey had been much
too pretty to eat.

‘Where sre you, Jasper, dear P mother
called. ‘What are you doing P’

Jasper wriggled down from his chair with
the cookie man in one hand, and the cook-
ie turkey in the other. If Mrs. Trebor
could bave seen his fave, she would have
been sure her lunch was appreciated as he
called :

‘I'm being tbanktul.’

Poor Old Margaret.

0Old Margaret was a poor Scotch char-
woman, as rugged in disposition as she was
in person. She was not altogetber ignor
ant, but her observation of places and
people was spt to be cynical and short
sighted. In the well to-do {smilies where
she worked she was often remonstrated
with for her neglect of the church, but she
gave no more than sullen heed.

‘It's &' very weel,’ she would mutter
alone, ‘for the fine leddies and gentlefolk
to be gangin’ to kirk in their guid cloes !
They've naught else to do. But they’ll nae
nag me there wi' their sonsie talk. I'll
bide by mysel’.’ ‘

Old Margaret was not a happy woman—
asany one could easily guess. She had
nothing in her, either by nature or grace,
to make her so. One day she was clesning
the dining closet in a house where the min-
ister happened to be a guest at table, and
she overheard some ot his conversstion
Words came to her that stilled her vexed
spirit and forced her to listen. That night
she went home thinking She would like
to know more, she told herself, ‘sboot &
Gospul that gies rest to a soul when it bides
in & body.’

The next Sunday she went very early to
the church, and made ber way unnoticed
into one of the aleoves behind the organ.
The following week, and the week after
that, she was in the same place. On the

third Sabbath, the preacher’s sermon
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scomed to scarch her opt. She heard him
[ H

I bring this message of God, in its ful-
ness, to the richest and to the poorvest.
There is enough for every sinner in the
city—would they might all come im and
listen ! Ii balf of them were haere, they
would §ll ‘every nook and corner of this
church, even the alcoves behind the organ.

At this point there was a strange inter~
ruption. Old Margaret walked out of her
concealment, and stood with tears rolling
down her checks.

‘Wad ye mind prayin' for a puir body P
she sobbed. ‘I'm ame o' the sinners ye
say God means to pity.’

The effect was electrical. A rush of
sympathy succeeded the consternation that
bad bushed the audience. Nome felt it
more than the minister. He looked at his
stylish people, and thought of the Pbar-
isee and the publican in the temple.

But there was no Pharisees in the con-
gregation now. The proudest bad quiv-
ering lips and moistened eyes, and the
young and giddy turned pale. To them,
as they testified later, when the poor
scrub-woman suddenly appeared, standing
in her brown serge gown, it seemed as if
one of the oaken caryatids had actually
stepped down from ita cornice and spoken!

There was no more preaching needed
that day. The meeting ended with pray-
er and song, and every worshipper went
home with a thrill of soul that was like the
fire of Pentecost.

The duration of the feeling could best
be told by the narrator of this incident, a
lady - from Scotland, who attended the
great International Convention in Boston.
Enough to say that the hnmble working
woman was but one of many fresh recruits
to the ranks of Christain faith and service.

Forty young men and women, volun-
teers from the Sunday school, formed
themselves into & missionary band. The
hearts of a lukewarm people were kindled
to consecrated zeal. The nuew life sur-
prised into activity by poor old Margaret's
unexpected appeal was not a paroxysm.

. Help of Hindranoces.

Hindrances are helps in God's plan. We
have reason to be grateful for the obstacles
which we encounter, rather than for the
favoring conditions which surround us in
our daily path. A man is likely to be
stronger in proportion to the conflicts
which he must engage in. No man can
slip or fall up hill; it takes climbing for
that. Nor will a man's muscles grow or
strengthen except by hard use or opposi-
tion. If a young man has everything to
contend with 1n his lite course, he ought to
feel that God ie giving ham the best op-
portunity imaginable. If he starts out with
riches and friends and health, and such
helps to success, he can feel that (God can
help him to make progress in spite of all
these. not on account of them. He is not,
hewever, so well off as the boy who hasa
bard,time. This ie the way in which God
works in this world. Dr. Bushnell says:
*God understands his own plans, and he
knows what he wants a great deal better
than you do. The  very things that you
most deprecate as fatal limitations or ob-
structions, are probably what you most
want. What you call hindrances, obsta-
cles, discouragements, are probably God's
opportunities.” What ought to encourage
us most in God's service are our dis cour-
agements.

Why.Nurlo Mary Was Glad.

No one knows the tull value of familiar-
ity with the Bible till he meets the appeal
of & dying soul.

*You may say something,’ said a dying
soldier to nurse Mary.

‘What shall I say P’

‘You may say the Lord is—'

His breath was slmost gone. Nurse
Moery bent over the dying boy, and re-
peated in reverned tone:

‘Though I walk through the valley
ot the shadow of death, I will—’

‘Yes," be whispered,’ the valley of the
shadow.

And in the shadow he fell asleep, tearing
no evil, for nurse Mary knew how the
*Shepherd Psalm" begins !

Full of Sound avd Fary.

For three hundred and sixty tour days
in every year civilizad persons residing in
cities devote much time and thought to
the abolition of needless noises. They
approve aspbalt pavements, patronize rub
ber-tired vehicles, denounce superfluous
engine bells and stesm whistles, and in
sundry other ways consider the health and
comfort of persons who bave sensitive
nerves.

 On the three bundred and sixty fifth
day, the Fourth of July, the smsll boy and
bis big brother mske as much noise as
might have been made by sll the adult cit-
izens during the rest ot the year.

Ot course the boys must ‘celebrate’
Grown folks admit that, and try to be pat-
jent. But if the boys observed the signs

of the times, they would—metaphoriccally
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——Mumm‘ tires on
their celebration, and move it on the
asphalt instead of jolting it over cobble-
stones.

The commissioners of the District of
Columbia have this year forbidden the sale
of giant crackers, and at the time of writ-
ing, the Massachetts Legislature seums
likely to take similiar action; not in order
to diminish noise, but in the imterest
of public saity. But soon the principal
may be established that noise itself as well
as the noise producing contrivance, is dan-
gerous. If the boys wish to preserve any
of their Fourth of July privileges, they
should begin to practise methods of bav-
ing & good time that do not rend the firma-

YEARS OF AGON.

RESULTING FROM SCIATICA IN AN
AGGRAVATED FORT1.

Maany Nights the Sufferer Could Not Lie ia
Bed,and His Leg Was Fr

fine—the work, not necessarily of an old
master, but of a master.

Fortunately, boye and girls are 88 quick
h.lanhwhginuh give, and the
-uhho_ d.eln-u-hnun few. 8o
promising indeed is the progress of this
movemen! among our generous young
students that there is a good prospect that
& fow years hence the month of graduations
will bring as great embellishment to
nbohwu_ 88 Arbor day will bring tothe
surroundings of the buildings.

LINOCOLN HELPED HER.
How Nancy Scotta Runaway Slave, Found
Her Hushand Agaie,

The death at the Rhode Island State
Institution for the Insane of Nancy Scott,
aged 70 years which occurred during the
last week of May, brings to memory a
story of Abrabam Lincoln which bas never
been published.

Way back in slavery days Nancy Scott
and her husband were alaves ona Vir
ginia plantation owned by one of the pro-
minent and wealthy F. F. V.% of the com.

to Twice ite Natural Size.

From the Journal, St. Catharines.

Mr. Jobn T. Benson, stationary en-
gineer atthe Ridley College, 8t. Catharines,
18 known by most of the residents of the
city. For years Mr. Benson suffered acute
agony from aciatica, and notwithstanding
numerous forms of treatment, found little
or no relief, until he began the use of Dr.
Williame’ Pink Pills. pills speedily
restored his health, as they have done that
of thousands of others who have given them
a fair trinl. To the reporter who inter-
viewed him, Mr. Benson said :—*I cer-
tainly owe a debt of gratitude to Dr. Wil-
liams Pink Pills, for they have released me
trom a form of torture that bas afflicted
me almost continuously for twenty years.
The pain began firstin my back, then
shitted to my hip, and thence down m
leg. It became 8o severe that it se

as though the very marrow in my bones
was being scalded, and at times I could
scarcely repress crying aloud from the
agony I endared. I tried all sorts of lini-
mer:: m‘: loti'o:l:‘:i l:zl: got no relief. I doo-
tored with se ysicians, even going
to Buffalo for treatmentby a @ it
there, but in no case did I ever receive
more than temporary relief. It may be
easily imagined that the pain I en-
dured told upon me in other ways
and I became almost a sical
wreck. At times my right leg would swell
to nearly twice its normal size. Then the
pain and ewelling would shitt to my leit
leg, and the agony was something awtul.
I svppose that during the period 1 was
sfflicted I have hundreds of times laid on
my back on the floor with my foot and leg
elevated on a chair in order to obtain aligbt

ease from the pain I endured. The mus-
cles and sinews in my legs looked as
though they had twist tied in knots.

The trouble went on in this way until fimal
ly nothing but opiates would deaden the
pain. A few years ago I read of a cure in
a similiar case through the use of Dr.
Williame' Pink Pills and decided to try
them. For some time after I began their
use, I could not see that they were helping
me, but I decided that I would give them
a fair trial. By the time I had used a half
dozen boxes, there was a decided improve-
ment in my case, and 1 continued the use
of the pills until I had taken twelve boxes,
when 1 felt my cure was complete. Sev-
eral years bave since passed and I have
had no return of the trouble, so that I teel
s-fe in saying that the cure has been per-
mavent.

1 may also add that my wite has used the
pills for indigestion, headaches and dizzi-
ness, and bas found great benefit from
them. Words cannot express the great
benefit Dr. Williame' Pink Pills have been
to me, and I hope similiav sufferers will
profit by my ox‘)erienoe."

r. Williame' Pink Pills cure by going
to the root of the disease. They renew and
build up the blood, and strengthen the
perves, thus driving disease from the sys-
tem. It your dealer does not keer them,
they will be sent postpaid at 50 cents &
box, or six boxes for $2 50, by addressing
the Dr. Willisms' Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont.

: Graduation Gifts,

The adornment of the interior of school-
houses is no less important than the im-
pro t of the grounds, in favor ot
which a sen'iment so vigorous and so wide-
spread happily exists. Less general, but
steadily growing, is the demand for beauti
tul school-rooms.

Much is already accomplished. Local
associations, town improvement societies,
patriotic orders, historical societies have
willingly cooperated with private benevol-
ence. There have been bequests and
memorial presentations ; and a tew schools
have funds sufficient to render every class-
room, hall, corridor, stairway, even closk
room, delightful to the eye and instructive
to the mind.

Few sckools can hope for such equipment
—at least, all at once. There must be
small beginnings and gradual growth. In
many schools a suitable and charming cus-
tom has arisen of late years, by which each
departing class as it graduates leaves be-
bind it & memorial cast or picture. This
may fittingly possess illustrative connec-
tion with some course of study or it may
be one among the masterpieces which re
present the highest reach of art in pure
beauty, educative only, although power-
fully, though innate grandeur or loveliness.

The essential is that it should be truly

ealth. Nanocy was the trusted house-
keeper of the family. While young she
was married to a young slave on the same
plantation. Her marriage occurred about
the beginning of the Civil War, and after
the first few months of fighting ber hus.
band disclosed to bher his intention of
running away and working his way North,
seeking a means of livelihood ; he bade her
remain where she was until he could com.
municate with her and said that when he
became established where he was sure of
supporting her he would sent for her to go
to him.

Months went on until one day a dusky
little one came to Nancy's arms. When
the baby was a year old Nancy decided to
try and escape and travel North, hoping to
hear some news of her baby's father. She
left her cabin one night at nearly dawn,
carrying her little one in her arms, and
passed slowly across the country which was
the fighting arena of more battles than any
other territory in the South. She was try-
ing to make her way to the Potomac River,
and there, at some obscure landing, take a
boat for Washington. Such a place she
reached one hot day. When the boat ar-
rived she went aboard, keeping as much
out of the way of the passengers as she
could. There was a group of men seated
on the quarterdeck. Among them one
whose lean, gaunt figure and dark, seamy,
face somewhat attracted her notice.

When the boat neared Washington she
left her place below among the freight and
timidly went up to the gangway. The
steamer had arrived at her dock and the
passengers were leaving, but the group in
which the dark, rugged man was seated
had not yet dispersed.

Nancy Scott went forward toward the
gengplank, but before she had reached it
the purser stepped forward, and ssid
harshly :

‘Here, you, woman, where are you go-
ing? Where's your ticket I’

Paralyzed with fear she hesitated.

‘You're a runaway nigger, and you can't
g0 ashore; you go below and we'll see
about you later.’

But the dark, seamy-faced man, with
the tired eyes, came up then and eaid
quietly :

‘What is the matter P’

The tears streamed down Nancy Scott's
tace as she said she only wanted to go
eshore ; that she was searching for her hus-
band, her little one's father.

‘Tell me your story,’ said the dark man.

In simple words she told him of her sep=-
aration from her busband, the birth of her
child, her weeks of weary waiting, and the
eyes of the dark man grew soft with pity.

Turning to the purser he said: ‘Let
this woman go ashore.’ Then talking her
by the arm he walked by her side until the
street was reached. Giving her some
money he told her to find some decent cole
ored family and make inquiries for bher
missing husband.

*Tell me your name, sir?’ begged Nancy
Scott.

‘My name, my good woman, is plain
Abrabam Lincoln,’ said the man and turn-
ing away he lifted his bat, ‘just like I was
a grand lady,’ and left her.

Nancy Scott, with the belp of a pastor
of & churcb for colored people found her
husband : he bad vamly tried to communi-
cate with her many times ; he bad not dar-
ed to go in search of her. He was employed
in & hotel and able to care for his little
family comfortably.

Later he dicd and Nancy found employ-
ment with the family of a Treasury olerk,
with whose tamily she came North.

Seven Years

Of suffering relieved in as many days.
Corns oause in the aggregate as much suf-
tering as sny single disease. It is the
magic solvent power of Patnam's Corn Ex-
tractor that makes it speedily successtul in
removing corns. Take no substitute, bow=
ever higgliuoounmdod. Putnam's Pain-
less Corn Extrator is the best. Sure, safe,

and painless.




