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A LIFE FOB A LIFE.
BY MISS MCLOCK.

CHAPTER VH
HIS STORY.

f this week, 
nent, have

Hospital work, rather heav; 
with other things of lesser n* 
stopped this my correspondence with an 
“airy nothing;'1 however, the blank will 
not he missed—naught concerning Max 
Urquhart would be missed by anybody.

Pardon, fond and faithful Nobody, for 
whose benefit I write, and for whose good 
opinion I was ansious. 1 believe two or 
three people would miss me, my advice 
and conversation, in the hospital.

By-the-by, Thomas Hardman, to my 
extreme satisfaction, seems really re
forming. His w ife told me he had not 
taken a drop too much since he came out 
of the hospital. She says “this illpess 
was the saving of him, since, if lie had 
hjen flogged, or discharged for drunken
ness, lie would have been a drunkard all 
his days.” So far, so good.

1 was writing about being missed, liter
ally, by Nobody. And, truly, this seems 
fair etn «rg)i ; for is there anybody I should 
miss ? Have I missed, or been relieved 
l>y the lost company of my young friend 
who hail so long haunted my hut, but 
who, "now, at an amazing ex[>ense in car
riage-hire, horse-flesh, and shoe-leather, 
manages to spend every available min
ute at a much more lively abode, as 
Roekmount probably is, for he seems to 
find a charm in the very walls which en
close his jewel.

For my part, I prefer the casket to the 
gem. Roekmount must be a pleasant 
Rouse to live in; I thought se the first 
night, when by Sir William’s earnest de
sire, I took upon myself the part of
“father” to that wilful lad, and paid the 
preliminary visit to the lady's father, 
Mr. Johnston.

Johnson it is, properly, as I heard from 
that impetuous young daughter of his, 
when, meeting her on the moor, the 
idea suddenly struck me to gain from 
her some knowledge that might guide 
my conduct in the very anxious position 
wherein 1 was placed. Johnson, only 
Johnson. Poor child ! liad she known 
the load she lifted off me by those few 
impetuous words, which accident only 
v n; for Traherne’s matter had for once 
driven out of my mind all other thoughts, 
or doubts, or fears, which may now 
henceforward be completely set aside.

I must, of course, take no notice of her 
frank communication, but continue to 
call them •■Johnston.’ Families which 
“come from nothing and nobody”—the 
foolish lassie ! as if we did not all come 
alike from Father Adam—are very 
tenacious on these points; which may 
have their value—to families. Unto 
isolated individuals they seem ridiculous. 
To me, for instance, of what benefit is it 
to bear an ancient name, bequeathed by 
ancestors whom 1 owe nothing besides, 
and which 1 shall leave to n<> descendants. 
I, who have no abiding place on the 
whole earth, and to whom, as I read in a 
review extract yesterday, “My home is 
any robin where I can draw a bolt across 
the door.” _____ -

Speaking of home, I revert to my first 
glimpses of the interior of Roekmount, 
that rainy night, when, weary with my 
day ami night journey,.and struck more 
than ever with the empty drearyinoss of 
Trehcme Court, and the restlessness of 
its poor gouty obi master, able to enjoy 
so little out of all his splendors, 1 sud
denly entered this snug little “home." 
The fi ret the tea-table, the neatly-dressed 
daughters, looking quite different from | 
decked-out beauties, or hospital slatterns, 
which are the two places in which I most 
often see the sex. Certainly, to onewho 
has been much abroad, there is a great 
charm in the sweet looks of a thorough 
English woman by her own fireside.

This picture fixed itself on my mind, 
distinct as a photograph ; for truly it was
Ïirinted in light. The warm, bright par- 
or, with a delicate-tinted paper, a 

flowered carpet, and amber curtains 
which I noticed because one of the 
daughters was in the act of drawing them 
to screen the draught from her father's 
arm-chair. The old man—he must be 
seventy, nearly—standing on the heart- 
rug, met me coldly enough, which was 
not surprising, prior to. our conversation, 
The three ladies I have before named.

Of these, tho future Mrs. Troherne 
is by far the handsomest ; but I still pre
fer the countenance of my earliest ac
quaintance, Miss Theodora—a pretty 
name. Neither she nor her sisters gave 
me more than a formal bow; shaking 
hands is evidently not their custom with 
strangers. I should have thought of 
that, tw,o days before.

Mr. Johnston took me into his study. 
It is an antique room; with dogs for the 
fire-place, and a settle on either side of 
the hearth; many books or papers about, 
and a large, neatly-arranged library on 
shelves.

I noticed these things because, as I 
say, my long alreenee from England 
caused them to attract me more than 
they might have done a person accus
tomed to English domestic life. That 
old man, gliding peacefully down hill in 
the arms of his three daughters, was a 
sight pleasant enough. There must be 
many compensations in old age— in such 
an old age as this.

Mr. Johnston—I am learning to write 
the name without hesitation—is not a 
man of many words. His character ap
pears to me of that type which I have 
generally found associated with those 
specially delicate and regular features; 
shrinking from anything painful or dis
tasteful, putting it aside, forgetting it, 
if possible, but anyhow, ttying to get rid 
of it. Thus, when I liad delivered Sir 
William Treherne’a most cordial and'gen- 
tlemanly letter, and explained his thor
ough consent to the marriage, the lady’s 
father took it much more indifferently 
than I had expected.

He said “that he had never interfered 
with his daughters' choice in such mat
ters, nor should he now ; he had no ob-, 
jaction to see them settled; they would 
have no protection when he was gone. ” 
And here he paused.

I answered it was a very natural par
ental desire, and I trusted Captain Tre- 
herae would prove a good brother to the 
Misses Johnston, as well as a good son to 
himself. I

“Yes—yes," he said, hastily, ana then 
asked me a few 
prospects, temper,
which I was glad to be able to answer as 
I did. “Harurn sesrxun,” as I call him,

few young men of fortune can «west a 
more stainless life, Bad so 1 told Mr. 
Johnston. He ssnsf d satisfied, and
ended our interview ty saying “that he 
should be happy te see the young gentle
man to-morrow."

So I departed, declining his invitation 
to re-enter the drawing-room, for it 
seemed that, at the present crisis in their 
family history, there was an indelicacy 
in any strangers breaking in upon that 
happy circle. Otherwise, I would have 
liked well another peep at the pretty 
home-picture, which, in walking to the 
camp through a pelting rain, flitted be
fore my eyes again and again.

Treherne was waiting in my hut. He 
looked up, fevered with anxiety.

“Whore the devil have you been gone 
to, Doctor?” Nobody lias known any
thing about you for the last two days. 
And I wanted you to write to the gov
ernor, and----- ’

“I have seen the ‘governor,’ as you 
will persist in calling the best of 
fathers----- ”

“Seen him!"
1 ‘And the Roekmount father too. Go 

in and win, my boy, the coast is all clear. 
Mind you ask me to the wedding. "

Truly, there is a certain satisfaction in 
having liad a hand in making young folks 
happy. The sight does not happen often 
enough to afford my smiling even at the 
demonstrations of that poor lad on this 
memorable evening.

Since then, I have left him to his own 
devices, and followed mine, whicli have 
little to do with happy people. Once or 
twice, I have had business with Mr, 
Granton, who does not seem to suffer 
acutely at Miss Isabel's marriage. He 
need not cause a care, even to that ten
der-hearted damsel, who besought me 
»o pitifully to take him in hand. And 
so, I trust the whole Roekmount family 
are happy, and fulfilling their destiny- 
in the which, little as I thought it when 
I stood watching the solitary girl in the 
sofa comer, Max Urquhart has been 
made more an instrument than he ever 
dreamed of, or than they are likely ever 
to fl>e aware.

Tile matter was beginning to fade out 
of my memory, as one of the many 
episodes which are always occuring to 
create passing interests in a doctor’s life, 
when 1 received an invitation to dine at 
Roekmount.

I dislike accepting casual invitations. 
Primarily, on principle—the bread and 
salt doctrine of the East, which considers 
hospitality neither as a business nor an 
amusement, but as a sacred rite, entail
ing permanent responsibility to both 
host and guest. When 1 sit by a man's 
fireside, or (Treherne loquitur) “put my 
feet under his mahogany,” I feel bound 
not merely to give him back the same 
quantity and quality of meat and drink, 
but to regard myself as henceforth his 
friend and* guest, nnder obligations 
clqser and more binding than one would 
submit to from the wotid in general. 
It is, therefore incumbent on me to be 
very choice in those with whom I put 
myself under such bonds dml obligations.

My secondary reasons are so purely 
personal, that they will not bear enlarg
ing upon. Moat people of solitary life 
and conscious of many peculiarities, take 
small pleasure in general society ; other
wise to go out into the world to rub up 
one's intellect, enlarge one’s social sym
pathies, enjoy the mingling of wit, 
learning, beauty, and even folly, would 
be a pleasant tiling—like sitting to watch 
a pyrotechnic display, knowing all the 
while that when it was ended one could 
come hack to see one's heart in the per
ennial warmth of one’s own fireside, 
not—better stay away; for one is in
clined to turn cynical, and perceive 
nothing but tho smell of the gunpowder, 
the wrecks of the Catherine-weels, and 
the empty shells of the Roman candles.

Tlie Roekmount invitation was rather 
friendly than formal, and it came from 
an old man. The feeble handwriting, 
the all but illegible signature, weighed 
with me in spite of myself. I had no 
definite reason to refuse his politeness, 
which is noL^ikely ty cxtcnd-beyond an 
occasional dinner-party", of the sort given 
hereabouts periodically, to middle-aged 
ri-sp'Jetable neighbors—in which category 
may bo supposed to come Max Urquhart, 
M. 1). I accepted the courtesy and invi
tation.

Yet let me confess to thee, compas 
sionatc unknown, the rediuulous hesita
tion with which I walked upto thisfriend 
ly door, from which I should have cer
tainly walked away again, but for my 
dislike to break any engagement, how
ever trivial, or even a promise made only 
to myself. Let me own the morbid dread 
witii whicli I contemplated four mortal 
hours to be spent in the society of 
dozen friendly people made doubly 
sociable by the influence of a good dinner, 
and the best of wince.

But the alarm Was needless, a» a little 
common sense, had I exercised it, would 
soon have proved.

In the drawing-room, lit with the warm 
duskiness of firelight, eat three ladies. 
The eldest received me politely; the lat
ter apologetically.

“We are only ourselves, you see; we 
understand you dislike dinner-parties, 
so we invited nobody."

“We never do give dinner-parties 
more than once or twice a year."

It was the seoond daughter who made 
that last remark. I thought whether it 
was for my sake or her own, and that 
young lady had taken the trouble to give 
me a false impression, and the other to 
remove it. And how very indifferent 
was to both attempts ! Surely, women 
hold trifles of more moment than ,wq 
men can afford to do.

Curious enough to me was the 
thoroughly feminine atmosphere of the 
dainty little drawing-room, set out, not 
with costly splendors, like Treherne 
Court, but pretty home-made ornament» 
and, above all, with plenty of flowers. 
My olfactories we acute; certain rooms 
always poetess to aw Certain associated 
scents through which, at whatever dis
tance of time I revisit them, the pristine 
impression survives; sometimes pleasant, 
sometimes horribly painful. That pretty 
parlor will, I fancy, always eany to me 
the scent of orange-flowers. It came 
through the door of a little green-liouse, 
from a tree there, the finest specimen I 
had yet seen in England, and I rose to 
examine it. There followed me the 
second daughter, Miss Theodora.

--------------- . .. ;
met I recall her smuaesively; the first 
time of meeting, quite child-bite in her 
look» and ways; the second, sedate and 
womanly, save in her little obetinaey 
about the bine-bells ; the third, dignified, 
indignant, pertinaciously reserved; but 
this night I saw her in an entirely new 
character, neither childish nor woman
like, bnt altogether gentle and girlish—a 
thorough English girl*

Her dress, of some soft, dark color, 
which fell in folds, and did not rustle or 
spread; her hair, whioh was twisted at 
the back, without any bows or laces, 
such as I see ladies wear, and brought 
down, smooth and soft, over the fore
head, formed a sufficient contrast to her 
sisters to make me notice her; besides, 
it was a style more according to my own 
taste. ' I hate to see a woman all flounces 
and filligigs, or with her hair tom up by 
the roots like a Chinese Mandarin. 
Hair, curved over the brow like a Saxon 
arch, under the doorway of which two 
modest, intelligent eyes stand sentinel, 
vouching for the worth of what is within 
—graqt these and the rest of the features 
may be anything you choose, if not ab
solutely ugly. The only peculiarity 
about these was a squareness of chin, 
and closeness of mouth, indicating more 
strength than sweetness of disposition, 
until the young lady smiled.

Writing this, I am smiling myself to 
reflect how little people would give me 
credit for so much observation; but a 
liking to study character is* perhaps, of 
all others, the hobby tupst useful to a 
medical man.

I have left my object of remark all this 
while, standing by her orange-tree, and 
contemplating a large caterpillar slowly 
crawling over one of its leaves. I recom
mended her to get Treherne to smoke in 
her conservator)-, which would remove 
the insects from the flowers.

“They are not mine, I rarely pay them 
the least attention. "

I thought she was fond of flowers. 
“Yes, but wild flowers, not tame, like 

these of Penelope’s. I only patronize 
those she throws away as being not 
‘good. ’ Can you imagine mother Na
ture making a ‘had’ flower 1"

I said, I concluded Mies Johnston was 
a scientific horticulturist.

“ Indeed she is. I never knew a girl 
so learnt about flowers, well-educated, 
genteel, green-house flowers, as our 
Penelope. ”

“Our” Penelope. There must be a 
pleasure in these family possessive pro
nouns.

I had tho honor of taking into dinner 
tills lady, who is very sprightly, and 
nothing at all Odyssean about her. Dur
ing a lack of conversation, for Treherne, 
of course, devoted himself to his lady
love, and Mr. Johnston is the most silent 
of hosts, I ventured to remark that this 
was the first time 1 had ever met a lady 
with that old Greek name.

“Penelope!” cried Treherne. “ ’Pon 
my life I forgot who wa. Penelope. Do 
tell us, Dora. That young lady knows 
everything, Doctor; a regular blue-stock
ing; at first she quite frightened me, I 
declare.”

Captain Treherne seems to be making 
himself uncommonly familiar with his 
future sister-in-law. This one did not 
exactly relish it, to judge by her look. 
She has a will of her own, and a temper, 
too, “that young lady. ” It is as well 
Treherne did not happen to set his affec
tions upon her.

Poor youth ! he never knows when to 
stop.

“Ha! I have it now, Miss I)iira. Pene
lope was in the Odyssey—that book of 

If ] engravings you were showing my cousin 
Charteris and me that Friday night. 
And how I laughed at what Charteris 
said—that he thought the good lady was 
very much over-rated, and Ulysses in 
the right of it to ride away again, when, 
coming back after ten years, ho found 
lier a prudish, pealm-slnging, spinning 
old woman Halloo! have I put my foot 
into it, Lisabel?”

It seemed so, by the constrained silence 
of the whole party. Miss Johnston 
turned scarlet, and then white, but im
mediately said to me, laughingly:

“Mr. Charteris is an excellent classic; 
he was papa’s pupil for some veaii. 
Have you ever met him?”

I had not, but I had often heard of 
him in certain circles of our camp society, 
as well as from Sir William Treherne. 
And I now suddenly recollected that, in 
talking over his sons marriage, tho lat
ter had expressed some surprise at the 
news Treherne had given that this gay 
bachelor about town, whose society he 
had been always chary of cultivat
ing for fear of harm to “ the boy,” 
had been engaged for some time to a 
member of the Johnston family. This 
was of course, Miss Johnston—Pene
lope.

I would have let the subject drop, but 
Mise Lisabel revived it.

“So you have heard a deal about Fran
cis? Ifo wonder!—is he not a charming 
person?—and very much thought of in 
London society? Do tell us all you 
heard about him." ,

Treherne gave me a look.
“Oh! you’ll never get anything oat of 

the doctor. He know» everybody, and 
everybody tells him everything, but there 
it ends. He is a perfect tomb—a sar
cophagus of silence, as a fellow once 
called him. "

Miss Lisabel held up her hands, and 
vowed she vis really afraid of me. Mies 
Johnston said, sharply, “She liked can
did people; a sarcophagus cf silence un
ited a ‘body’ inside." At which all 

•hod, except the second sister, who 
laid, with some warmth, “She thought 
there were few qualities more rare and 
valuable than the power of keeping a 
secret.”

“Of course Dora thinks so. Doctor 
my sister, there, is the most secretive 
little mouse that ever was boro. Red- 
hot pincers could not force from her 
what she did not eh pose to tell, about 
herself or other p^ejiîèi ”

I well believe /That. One sometimes 
finds that combination of natural frank
ness and exceeding reticence, when re- 
ticenc is necessary.

The “mouse" had justified her name 
by being silent nearly all dinner-time, 
though it was not the silence of either 
eullenness or abstraction. But when 
she was afterwards accused of delighting 
in a secret, “running away with it, and 

.................... it of

“I said a mistake, and meant nothing 
more."

* Do tell us, child, what you really 
meant, if it is possible to get it out of 
you,” observed the oldest sister; and 
the poor “mouse,” thus driven into a 
corner, looked round the table with those 
bright eyes of here.

“Lisabel mistakes; I do not delight in 
secrets. I think people ought not to 
have any, but to be of one mind in a 
house," (She studies her bible, then, 
for the phrase came out as naturally as 
one quotes habitual phrases, scarcely 
conscious whence one has learned them.) 
“JTiose who really care for one another 
are much happier when they tell one 
another everything; there is nothing so 
dangerous as a secret. Better never 
have one, but, having it, if one ought to 
keep it at all, one ought to keep it to the 
death.”

She looked—quite accidentally, I do 
believe—but still she looked at me. 
Why is it, that this girl should be the in
strument of giving me continual stalls of 
pain? l"et there is a charm in them. 
They take away a little of the feeling of 
isolation—the contrast between the in
side and outside of the sarcophagus. 
Many true words are spoken in jest. 
They dart, like a thread of light, even to 
“the body” within. Corruption has its 
laws. I marvel in what length of time 
might a sunbeam, penetrating there, 
find nothing worse than harmless dnst?

But I will pass into ordinary life again. 
Common sense teaches a man in my cir
cumstances that this is tlielbest thing for 
him. What business has he to set him
self up as a Simon Stylites on a solitary 
column of woel as if misery constituted 
saintehip. There is no arrogance like 
the hypocrisy of humility.

When Treherne hail joined the ladies 
Mr. Johnston and myself started some 
very interesting conversation, apropos 
of Mrs. Granton and her doings in the 
parish, when I found that he has the 
feeling, very rare among country gentle
men of his age and generation—an ex
ceeding avsrsion for strong drinks. He 
discountenances Father Mathew anil the 
pledge as popish, a crochet not surprising 
in an old Tory, whose opinions, never 
wide, ail mn in one groove, as it were, 
but he advocates -temperance, even to 
teetotalism.

I tried to draw the line of moderation, 
and argued that because some men deter
mined on making beasts of themselves, 
required to be treated like beasts,, by 
compulsion only, that was no reason why 
the remainder should not have free will, 
man’s glorious privilege, to prove their 
manhood bg the choice of good or evil.

“Like Adam—and Adam fell.”
“Like a greater than Adam; trusting 

in Whom we need ever fall. ”
The old man did not reply, but he 

looked much excited. The subject 
seemed to rouse in him something be
yond the mere disgust of an educated 
gentleman at what offended his refined 
tastes. Had not certain other reasons 
made that solution improbable. I could 
have imagined it the shudder of one too 
familiar with the vice he now abhorred; 
that he spoke about drunkenness witii 
the terrified fierceness of one who liad 
himself been a drunkard.

[to bk continued.

Boston brides are said by a Philadel
phia paper to chatter in had French at 
the hotel tables when on their wedding 
tour. This is indeed good news. Any 
scheme that will result in making the 
bride use some language not generally 
understood ought to lie encouraged. 
When the average citizen is obliged to 
sit calmly by and hear such remarks as 
“Please pass me the buttah, dahling," 
and “Now, lovey, you’re awful mean if 
you don’t let me have a bite of your bis
cuit,” he feels a wild, springing impulse 
to hit somebody with a club, and the 
man in the next seat would cheerfully 
furnish the club.
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HAMILTON STREET.

GODERICH,
-DEALER IN

STOVES
»

TINWARE.
The subscriber lias a complete assort

ment of Stoves, Tinware and Stove 
Pipes, at

Prices as Cheap as the Cheapest.
Examine the stock 

sure to be suited.
and you will be

igs, Cotton 
Metal taken

epel
Rags, Copper, Brass and old 
in exchange for Goods.
1760-3m. JOHN RALPH

Stoves ! 
Stoves l

EAVE TROUGHS and
CONDUCTING PIPES,

CISTERN PUMPS,
LEAD PIPES. *.

PLAIN AND FANCY

TINWARE.

COAL OIL
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

Coal Oil Lamps, etc.. Old Iron. Copper, Brass 
Wool Pickings and Sheep Bkine, 

taken in exchange.

J. STORY.
Sign of the Cool OU Barrel.

^IPIPHLIES

2,000 Barrels
OF CHOICE APPLES

Wanted it t Once!

“They all do it.1'—To beautify the 
teeth and give fragrance to the breath 
use “Teaberry’ the new toilet gem. Get 
a 5 cent sample. 1763

Private Families supplied with 
choice hand-picked apples for winter at 
low rates.

James McNair,
Hamilton Street.

Mrs. Garfield has refused to let her 
photograph be sold or her likeness en
graved. Her eldest boy recently wrote 
home that he should respect his father
4’ust as much “even if he were nothing 
iut a Congressman all his life.”

A Syracuse grocer used to smoke his 
pipe while leaning against the kerosene 
barrel. His mail goes to the dead letter 
office.

Goderich. Oct. 86. 1880. 1758

THE "ONLY”

LUNG PAD!

The crowning glory of men or women to a 
beautiful head of haul This can only be ob
tained by using €■ A LEHR, which Iihh

RESTORER In the market. • 
motes tc healthy growth of the hair, renders t 
soft aud silky, strengthens its roots, and pre
vents its falling out, and acts with rapidity in

RESTORING GREY HAIR
TO ITS NATURAL COLOR.

Try it befor .wring any other. Hold by al 
druggist». Prieue 50 eta. a bottle. 175*-ly.

I hiding it in lier hole, like a hit i
it, ant 

I eheeee.

ABSORPTION (Nature’s way.)

LUNG DISEASES,
THROAT DISEASES, 
BREATHING TROUBLES,

It a rires tas# the system curative agents and 
healing medicine*.

It draw, from thcdiecased parts the poisons 
that cause death.

TbssusSs Testily te tu VIrenes.
Hold by Druggists, or sent by mail on receipt 

ol FTIee, at.ee. by

H. HA8WELL & 00.,
Wholesale Druggists,

46 and 160'McGill Street, Montreal, P. Q„ 
" General Agents for the Dominion.

Nil Tunis,
NEW OVERCOATINGS,

NEW SCOTCH GOODS.

a fink surrLY„or

Heavy Canadian Woollens,
Just the thing for winter clothing.

Some Good Lines of Gent*’ Furnishing*.

^"OTICE.

(firing of> Photographing in Godetidi.

In returning thank» for past favors, would 
just say, those wishing a benefit will f " 
notice former prices and

MSAOTT- MAD* -**,

OVERCOATS,
all well made and Tellable,

Life Size Photos,
8x10 Photos,
4x4
Cabinets Photo per doz.. 
Card Photo, per doz.,

a benefit 
present. • 

Prcesc t. 
$4.00 

1.60 
- 1.25

3.00 
1.50

l please

Former.
$7.00

2.00
1.50
3.50 
2.00

in the minute picture which I have | she looked up, and said, emphatically
questions as to'1Treherne s : been making .if mv evening at Rock 
,sr, and moral character, mount, 1 onght not to omit tins young 
- - * • girl, or young woman, for she appears

both by 4urn*;.indeed, she has the most 
variable exterior of any person j ever

“That .8 a mistake. Lisabel 
A fib you mean Augustus, <iu juu 

know, my sisters call me a dreadful 
story-teller, " smiling at him, as if she 
thought it the best joke in the world _

A»d Frames to suit the above at

BOTTOM PRICES.
Come one. come all ! and have your hearts 

gladddned by getting good and cheap Photos 
at

176Î» E L. Johnson h

CLOTHING MADE jo ÔRDER
under my own supervision. ' 1

PS-ALL WORK WARRANTED

Hugh Dunlop,
fashionable tailor.

Next Door to Bank of Montreal

N OTICE—THOSE OF OUR READ

te ,î$sïS smyxrp1York, for a complete set of their iiublioatia 
and llluHtraUtl Catalogue, containing list n~ 
premiums. *€-v.. or $1.50 for a complete agent s 
outfit of 12 beautiful Chromos and our Proml- 
um Book of Valuable information containing, 
over 500 page*; also Dr. Kendalls eminent 
Treatise on tlie Horse and his diseases, with 
sample copies of all our publications, «£*$.

An active agent wanted in every town- 
twenty to thirty dollars can be made weekly. 
Their illustrated Publications, with their new 
Premium#, take at sight. Do*not delay If you 
wish to secure your territory.

Address Frank Leslie Publishing Co., 15 
Dcy St., New York. 1764.

THE BKAT OFFER WET RADE t
FOl-it OF FRANK LVHLIK'H PUBLICATIONS, ONE ' 

YEAR FOR ONLY $2.50.
The Frank Leslie Publishing Co.. 15 Dey 8t., 

New York, will send Frank Leslie's Family 
Friend, a 16-page illustrated iwpcr, for only 
$1.00 per year.

Frank Leslie's Young folks, devoted to the 
interest of young people, containing much to 
interest those of a more mature age; a 16.page 
illustrated paper. Price, per year 50 cents.

FYank Leslie's National Agriculturist and 
Working former, a 16-page illustrated paper 
for only $1.00 per year, with Dr. B. J. Kendall's 
eminent “Treatise on the Horse and his dis
eases”, a book of 100 pages, 90 fine engravings, 
free to each subscriber. ._

Frank Leslie's Pulpit o/th^Day. a 16-page 
illustrated paper. Just the paper for Sunday 
reading. Price only 7§ cents per /car, in
cluding two licautiful chromos, “The First 
Itinstcr^ Dawn” and “The First Christmas

Or all four of the above publications for 
99.60per year.

Ham pies of all of our Publications and Illus
trated Catalogue (without premiums) for 15 
cents. All desiring steady and profitable em
ployment should send at once before their 
territory in taken.

Any of the above publications sent for six 
mouths at half rates,

• Address Frank Ijwlik Publishing Co..
1763. 15 Dcy Street, New York.

1881.
HARPERS WEEKLY.

ILLUSTRATED.

This periodical, by Its able and scholarly dis
cussions of the questions of the day, as well as 
by its illustrations which are prepared by the 
best artists - has always exerted a most power
ful and beneficial influence upon the public

The weight of its influence will always be 
found on the aide of morality, enlightenment, 
and refinement.

HARPERS PERIODICALS.
UAUPER’S WEEKLY, One Year...........$4 00
HARPER'S M AHA KINK. One Year ....... 4 00
HARPER'S BAZAR................................... 4 00
Tlie TH It KK above publications, One Year 10 00
Any TWO above named. One Year......... 7 00
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE. One Year 1 50

Postage Free to alt subscribers in the 
United States or Canada.

The volumes of tho Weekly begin with the 
first Number for January of each year. When 
no time to mentioned, it will b© understood 
that the Kubscrilier wishes to commence with 
the Number next after th receipt of onler.

Thclast ElevenVolumesof Hakpkr’s Week
ly, in neat cloth binding. M ill be sent by mail, 
postage paid, or by express, froe of expense 
(provided the freight does not exceetl one 
dollar per volume!, for $7 00 each.

Cloth Cases for each volume, suitable for 
binding, will he sent by mall, postpaid, on re
ceipt of $1 (10 each.

Remittances should he made by Post Office 
Money onler or Draft, to avoid chance of low

Newspapers art not to copg this advertise- 
ment without the. express order of Harpkk

HARPER & BROTHERS, New
iflft

Brothers.
Address

York.

1881. * e

HARPER'S MAGAZINE.
ILLUSTRATED.

“Studying the subject objectively ami froul 
the educational point of view—seeking to pro
vide Ilia which. Taken altogether, will be of 
the most sit vice to the lai> at number—I con
cluded that. If 1 could have but one work fw 
a public library, I would select a complete wait-» 
of Harper’s Magasine."—Charles Franc lK 
Adams. Jr. ?

its contents are contributed by the most em
inent out hors and artists of Europe amt Ameri
ca, while the l“iig experience of its publishers 
has made them thoroughly conversant with 
the desires of the, public, which they will spare 
no effort to gratify.

HARPER'S PERIODICALS.
HARPER'S MAGAZINE, One Year.........$1 6)
HARPER'S WEEKLY. One Year............ 4 00
HARPER'S BAZAR. One Year...............  « 00
TheTIIIlKKabovepublicAiiohs,One.Year 10 00
Any TWO above named. One Year............ 7 00
HARPER’S YOUNG PEOPLE. One Year 1 .50

Postage Free to all subscribers in the 
United States or Canada.

The volumes of the Magazine begin with the 
Numbers foJ June ami December <>f each year, 
when no time is specified, it will be under
stood that the subscriber wishes to begin with 
the current Number.

A Complete Set of Harper's Magazine, 
comprising fil Volumes, in neat cloth binding, 
will be sent by expfess, freight at expense of 
purchaser, on receipt of $j 2i per volume.

Volumes, by mail, postpaid, $3 00. 
(Moth eases, for binding, 38 cents, by mail, 
postpaid.

Remittances should be made by Post-Office 
Money Onlÿr or Draft, to avoid chance of loss.

Newspapers are not to ropy this advertise
ment without the express order of Harper & 
Brothers.
. Address HARPER <C* BROTHERS. New 
York. 1763.

1881.
HARPER’S BAZAR.

ILLUSTRATED.

. This popular .periodical is pre-eminently a 
JQtynal for the household.

Every Number furnishes the latest inform
ation in regard to Fashions in dress and ^rna- 
mont, the newest and most approved patterns, 
with descriptive articles derived from au
thentic and original sources; while its Stories, 
Poems, and Essays on Social and Domestic 
Topics, give variety to its columns.

HARPER’S PERIODICALS.
HARPER'S BAZAR. One Year................$4 «
HARPER'S MAGAZINE. One Year V*
HARPER'S WEEKLY, dhe Year............ <0
The THREE above publications. One Year 10 «
Any TWO above named, One Year.........7 0
HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE, One Year I 6<

VMllmaiZ'tr ,S«n‘£L*"b*rib~‘ <“ tK

-The Volumes of the Umar begin with thi 
nrst Number for January of each year. When 
no time Is mentioned. It will be understood 
that the subscriber wishes to commence wtsl 
tbeNumber next after the receipt of order.

The last Eleven Annual Volumes of Harf- 
krb Bazar, in neat cloth binding, will be sent 
by mall, postage paid, or by express, free of 
expense (provided the freight does not exceed 
•ne*!1" per volume), for S7 00 each.

Cloth Cases for each volume, suitable tor 
binding, will be sent by mail, postpaid, on re- 

, eeiptof$l 00 each.
Itemlttonce should be made by Poet-Offlce 

. Money Order or Draft, to avoid ehanceof loss.
AVuwpoprrs are not to com thit advertite- 

ment xoithout the ejeprea* order of Hahpsr * 
Bhotherh Address

HAKI-BIt d- BROTHERS, New York.


