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T LADDIE.
orApTER 111.— Continued. .
« [y mighty fine |’ she said, *¢ but

an unked place to my mind; like a
.yard somat.”
Ohglr::lby:l-room did not look ‘“ unked,"’
powever, with a bright fire burning,
and the inviting chintz-ourtained bed
and the crisp muslin-covered toilet-
table, with two candles lighted. In
the large looking-glass on the toilet-
table the figure of the little old woman
was reflected among the elegant com-
fort of the room, looking all the more
small and shabby, and old, and out of
place in oontrast with her surround-

mgll ko' make haste to bed, there's a
old mother ; my room is next to
this if you want saythiog, and I shall
goon come up to bed. I hope you'll
be very comfortable. Good night.”

And then be left her with a kiss,
aod she stood for some minutes quite
still, looking at the scene reflected in
the glass before her, peering cariously
and attentively at it.

“And so Liaddie 18 ashamed of his
old mother,” she said sofily, with a
little sigh ; * and it ain't no wonder!"”

As Dr. Uarter sat down in his oon-
sulting-room by himself, he told him-
self that he had done wisely, though
he bad felt and inflicted pain, and
still felt very sore and rufflad. Bat it
was wisest, and practically kindest and
best for ber in the end, more surely
for her happiness and comfort; so
there was no need to regret it, or for
that tiresome little feeling in one cor-
ner of his heart that seemasd almost
like remorse. This is no stury-book
world of chivalry, romanoce, and poetry,
and to get on in it you muast just lay
% aside sentimental fancies and act by
% the light of reason and common sense.
* And then he settled down to arrange
.~ the details of to-morrow's plans, and
~ jotted down on a piece of paper a few
! memomh of suitable places, times
of tlr:ns, &c., and resolved that he
. Would spare no pains or expense in

making her thoroughly oompfgl:nble.
He even wrote a note or two to put
off some appointments, and felt quite
gratified with the idea that he was sac-
rificing something on his mother's
asccount. The clock struck two as he
rose to go up to bad, and he went up
feeling much more composed and
sl fled with himself, having pretty
successfully argued and reasoned down
llliu troublesome, morbid misgivings.

@ Listened at his mother's door; but
all Was quiet, and he made haste into
ol h}llmsolf, feeling he had gone

U84 & good deal that day.

Ho was just turning over to sleep

;h::: 8 door opened softly and his
013 °r came in—such a queer, fanny,

ure, with a shaw] wrapped round
o:: l!;d & very large nightcap on—
* % the old-fashioned sort, with
“;%1 road, flapping frills. She had a

®In her hand, and set it dowu on

the table by p; .
a8 ghe oamz ilxl:.s bed. He Jninpedizp

“ Why, mother, what's
Why, ’ the matter ?
Notin bed ? Are you ill 9"

lin'tThm" there ! lie down; there
vk nothing wrong. Buat I've been
p g for ye this long time. 'Tis
s ? year and more since I tucked
You nP 10 bed, and you used to 8ay &8
do it.,,““’ slept 8o sweet when I didn't

-
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Bhe made him lie down,

she spoke.

for you once more.
die, good-night.”
Aud then she went away quickly,
and did not hear him eall ‘“ Mother !
ob, mother!"” after her, for the care-
fally tucked-in clothes were flung off
and Liaddie was out of bed, with his
hand on the handle of the door, and
then—second thoughts being cooler,
if not better—** she had better sleep,”
Dr. Carter said, and got back into bed.
But sleep did not come at his eall ;
he tossed about feverishly and rest
lessly, with his mind tossing hither
and thither as much as his bydy, the
strong wind of his pride and will blow-
ing against the running tide of his
love and oconscience, and making »
rough sea between them, which would
not allow of any repose. And which
of them was the strongest? After
long and fierce debate with himself he
came to a oconoclusion which at all
events brought peace along with it.
‘““Come what may,” he said, “I will
keep my mother with me, let people
say or think what they will ; even if it
costs gae Violet herself, as most likely
it mll. 1 can’t tarn my mother out
in her old age, so there's an end of it.”
And there and then he went to sleep.
It must have been soon after this
that he woke with a start, with
a sound in his ears like the shutting
of the street door. It was atill quite
dark, night to Londoners, morning to
oountry people, who were already
going to their work and labour, ano
Dr. Carter tarned himself over and
went to sleep again, saying, * It was
my fancy or a dream,” while his old
mother stood shivering in the colo
November morning outside his door,
murmauring,
“I'll never be a shame to my boy,
my Laddie; God bless him ! "

To be continued.

Coughing, with interindes of wheezing
and sneezing are heard in all public
places. Everybody ought to know the
remedy ; and that is Hale's Honey of
Horehound and Tar—an absolute and
unmediate cure of all pulmonary com-
plaints. For sale by all Druggists at
25¢., 500. and $1.

Glenn’s Sulphur Soap heals and besutifies, 30.
GermanCorn Remover killsOorns, Bunions 30
Hill's Hair and Whisker Dye—Black & Brown, 50a
Fike’s Toothache Drops cure in 1 Minute, o

e

THE FOX AND HUNTSMAN.

In a warm land of the East, a
fox with a coat of beautiful fur
had caught the eye of a covetous
huntsman. Thehuntsmanthought,
if he could only take that fox,
what a fine price he might get for
the creature’s skin. After watch-
ing from day to day for a long
time, he at last found the hole
where the fox made his home, and
determined to set a trap to secure
his prize.

He dug a pitfall not far from the
fox’s hole, and covered it carefully
first with slender sticks, which
would bear no great weight, then
he spread earth over the sticks, that
the place might seem like the rest
of the ground, and then gently laid
a dead hare on the top of the whole,

and
smoothed his pillow, and brushed his
hair off his firehead, and tucked the
olothes rmngl him, and kissed him as

‘“ And I thought as I'd like to do it
Good-night, Lad-

CHURCHMAN.
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When the fux, as usua', came
out of his hole to look for food, he
was drawn toward the trap by the
scent of the hare. He was very
hungry, and was strongly tempted
to seize on the quiet animal for a
meal. But when he examined
more carefully, he saw that the
hare was dead, and began to sus-
pect some trick; for he thought
that no wild beast would be so
good as to kill a hare and leave it
there for him to eat.

“No, no, ” said he, “ when there
are two ways before you, never fol-
low the way of danger. I am in a
strait between two evils. [ am
terribly hungry, to be sure, but my
hunger may be cured by catching
something safely for myself: while
if I fall into a trap, I may never
get out again alive.” So he re-
solved to resist the temptation, and
take his chance of picking up a
meal somewhere else.

The scene of our story lay, as we
said, in a warm land of the East.
Tigers lived there, as well as foxes
and hares. And not long after our
cunning friend, the fox, had escap-
ed the snare, a strong, fierce tiger,
prowling for food, came by, and,
seeing the hare, he rushed forward
and leaped headlong uponthe dainty
bait, and down he fell with a crash
through the light earth and cover-
ing of sticks into the pit.

Meanwhile, the huntsman was
hid aut of sight in a tree near by,
waiting to kn~w the result of his
plan He was rejoiced when he
heard the breaking of sticks and
fall of the beast. Now thought he,
[ have secured the fox: with the
beautiful fur. So down he came
from his hiding-place, and hastened
to the pit, and without waiting or
thinking jumped into it at once.
But, wretched huntsman!—instead
of seizing the fox for a prey, he
himself was torn to pieces by the
furious tiger.

We see that the fox chose rather
to go hungry than-run the risk of
harm or death, He is like a wise
boy or girl, who resists temptation
to evil, and so escapes the pain
that follows sin. But the hunts-
man was so greedy of gain that he
jumped without looking into the
pit, and was quickly killed by the
tiger. And he is like a boy or girl
lured on to wrong by hope of plea-
sure, or seizing on indulgence with
a careless haste, and paying the
penalty by life-long sorrow or by
the death of the soul.

SEVEN YEars of suffering relieved in
as many days. Corns cause in the ag-
gregate as much suffering as any single
disease. It is the magic solvent power
of Patman's Corn Extractor that makes
it speedily successlul in removin?1 corns.
Take no substitute, however highly re-
commended. Puotman's Painless Corn
Extractor is the best. Sure, safe and
painluss.

A CHILD'S FAITH.
An intelligent and sparkling-
eyed boy of ten summers sat upon
the steps of his father’s dwelling,
deeply absorbed with a highly em-

as a bait for the fox. |

bellished and pernicious book, cal-

SOLID
FACTS.

Boy’s Tweed Suits, Ready-made
and lined throughout, at “ One

Dollar,” $1.25, $1.50, $2, $2.50. $3,
$3.50, $4 and up,at PETLEYS.

Boys’ Jersey Suits at “ One Dol-
lar,” $1.25, $1.50, $2 and up at
PETLEYS'

Men’s Tweed and Serge Suits at
“ Five Dollars,” $6. $7.50, $9, $10
and up, at PETLEYS’.

Men’s Fine Worsted Suits at
$10 %12, $1350, $15 and $18, all
properly cut and well made, and
equal in every way to the best
ordered clothing throughout the
city.

Lovely Lace Parasols, large size,
only 75c. and up, at PETLEYS..

Fine French Kid Gloves worth
One Dollar, selling at “Fifty
Cents” at PETLEYS".

Stylish Spring Bonnets and Hats
at from “ One Dollar” to $1 25 at

Petley & Petley

128 to 132 KING ST.E,

Opposite the Market,
TORONTO.

culated to poison and deprave the
young mind. His father approach-
ing, at a glance discovered , the
character of the book. “George,
what have you there?” The little
fellow, looking up with & confused
air, as though his young mind had
a'ready been tainted with tales of
romance and fiction, promptly gave
the author of his dangerous com-
panion. The father remonstrated,
and pointed out to him the dang-
ers of reading such books; and
having some confidence in the eff-
ect of early culture upon the mind
of his child, left him with the book
closed by his side. ‘In a few mo-
hments the father discovered a light
in an adjoining room, and on in-
quiring the cause, it was ascertain-
ed that_the little fellow had con-
signed the pernicious book to the
flames. - \
“ My son, what have you done ?”
“ Burnt that book, papa.”

“How came you to do that,
George ?” .

“ Because, papa, I believed you -
knew better than I what was for
m : ’. ”

% But would it not have been
better to save the leaves for other
purposes, rather than destroy
them?”

“ Papa, might not others*have
read and been injured by them?” -
Here is a three-fold act of faith—

a trust in his father’s word, evinc-



