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For Sale.

ced 8endy loom land g
ldings, within one ang oggq“.ff,"
.mxlwa{' station, being tpart oi
 township of Bayham, known ag
m. This farm is offered Chea,
erms of payment, For lurchelr’
ply to C. 0. Learn, Real’ Estat
n House Block, Aylmer, Ont,y ”
ettt b A e

nowflake
akery

; Strachan, Props.

ed our snowflake Bread ?
and you will have no other,

1l Kinds are Speciaitieg.

with us

ya chnir'e line of Imported ap4
Jigars, Pipes, Tobaccos, &e.

EN & STRACHAN.,
~8tory and one half frame
r lots, on the eorner of Qu...:

A v desirable location, s
ates walk from Post Ofice,
for cash, or will giveall the &
ne-half the purchase money.
ulars, spgly 0 0, 0. LEARN, }
r, Brown House Bloek, Ayimes,On.|

AI' A BARGAIN—100 acres of
lay loam Innd, Leing thei south-
f the south-east quarter of See.
uth st quart er of the gouth-
of Section one, and the] north
east quarter of fouth-west’ quar-
n one, in Township I8, North
in the Scate of Michigan, adjoin
f Gla .win ; medium hcute,® good
- Is offered chea). and on eas;

'do C. 0, LEARN Kezl Estate
1 House Block, Aylimer, Ont.

OR EXCHANGE - 50 &cres of
dy loam, being & part of los 22,
oneession of the Townehip of
thin three miles of Sparta, good
farm, is offered ch-sp or will

roperty in the Towr of Aylmer
nt, Apply to C. O. LEARN,
Broker, Brown House Block,

-Eighty acres of good land, in the
f Banilao, Mich., 11-4 miles from
‘own of Decksville, on the ¥, and
5 acres cleared, soil, clay loam,
d wall watered, fair buildings,
r oash. For further particulars
. LEARN, Real Estate Broker,
Block, Aylmer, Ont,

R ——

of choice 1and in the Township of
bout 190 acres cleared, situated
tof St. Thomas on Talbot streep
88 of the famaus stock farm of
on, formerly known as the Johm
‘ber:.il a gr‘eah bargain offered im
18y terms of payment. Applyte
, Real Emf- Br::’ar. qun’;n

EST BREAD
EST CAKES
EST BUNS

m the BEST S1T0CK.
ST BAKER

—_—AT—

C. TALBOT’S

r Cakes a Specialty..

int a first-class Cigar call on us,

W. C. TALBOT.

,System—Mutual Prinelple-

ICE OF THER
eserve Fund
8 Ass'n,

FREEHOLD BuILping

Toronto, October 14th, 1888,
orized %o announce that im
at of all death eclaime In the
Canada will be made by chesk
ink, Toronto 3 or the Molsons
eal, thus making the Mutuab
tically a heme company.
W.J McMurrry,
Murager for Ontasis.

OR EXCHAN —10 acres of
dy lnt.o, with t -cluss buildings
b Ralf oflot 12, in the fiist con.
. goo | orchmid, couvenient tc

fice stution, &e., will sell right,

f , and ‘pay
v particulars, apply
3 il Estate Broker, Brown
Im r. Cnt.

's Cotton Root Componnd

nceessfully usew monthly by over
Ladies. Safe, effectual. Ladfes ask
iruggist for Cook’s Cetton Reot Com-
oother as all Mixtures, pills and
e dangercrs. Priee, No, &, §
 degrees >t onger, §8 per box.

on receipt of price ana tw: &g

e Cook Company Windsos iBk
nd 2 soid and recommende by &l
ruggists in Carada.

. 2is 8old in Aylmer by J. E.
druggist.

-5) acres of good sandy nd, with
le farm buildings, near e Villags
), being part ot Lot 9, the 2nd

Ma'ahide, For furtber rticulars
). LEARN, Real Estats Broker
Block, Aylmer Ont

DR EXCHANGE—100 acres, being
1 half of lot 26, con. 8, Township
5 acres cleared and free fro
he neceseary farm buildings
ohard 150 trees ; 24 miles

n, Price, $8,000, smi paymen!
» on easy terms of p ont, P
ulars, apply to 0. O, LEARN;

, Brown House Blook AJM

OR RXOHANGBE—44 acres o 1 1aé
nd, efning the village of Oul
y of orfolk, 80 es clear
wou:g and some small ount-)

(!

of

aokamith shop, where a profitablé

e done. ’E‘h%wholo business fied

2 of ~~=_ Good reasons for

0, LEARN, Beal Estate Br

Blook. Aylmer. Onb

~Three brick store, in

House m rented at 'p

‘O{hm per ceat, on -A“ nlmo;nto' thed
o preperty. ply |

\ oEs'f:h Bro’kor. rown lﬂ&

» On$.

DR BXCHANGE—100 acres. bsingl
2 half of lot 7, in the 10th lﬁ
COharlottville, in the couuty &8
yut eighty acres cleared, and
good ,sm buildings, house near>
stone oel! lnx- bazns in good
1 other out-buildings necéssaZP
d of }ni ‘and'a larg®
be s 1 ‘ftl.) 1hi, hl:u&:
the vil of De 2 )
r wh.?r will exchange fers
om ten to twenty-five scres,

\ylmer or Tilionbu'g. For fus
e4 appiy 18 0.0 Lz RN, Brows
Ay . Ont.

THE FALLING OF TEARS.

Showers of Trouble Somewhere All
the Time.

A despatch from Washington says:
—Rev. Dr. Talmage preached from
the following text, “God shall wipe
away all tears from their eyes.”—
Rev. vii, 17.

What is the use ol tearsi = Why not
gubstitute laughter? Why not make
this a world where all the people are
well, and eternal strangers to pains
end aches? What is ths use of an
Fastern storm when we might have
e perpetual nor’'wester? When a
family is put together why not have
them all stay, or if they be trans-
planted to make other homes, then
have them all live, the family record
telling a story of marriages and
birthg, but of no deaths? Why not
have the harvests chase each other
without fatiguing tcil, and all our
homes afflicted? Why the hard
pillow, the hard crust, the hard
struggle? It iz easy enough to ex-
plain a smile or a success, or a con-
gratulation; but come, now, and bring
all your dictionaries, and all your
philosophies, and all your religions,
and help me this merning to explain
a tear. A chemist will tell you that
it i¢ salt and limo, and other com-
ponent parts; but he misses the chief
ingredients—the acid of a soured life,
the viperan sting of a bitter memory,
the fragments of a broken heart. I
will tell you what a tear is. ( It is
agony in jolution.

Hear me then, this morning, while
1 diecourse to you of the ministry of
tears, and of the ending of/ that min-
istry, when God shall wipe them all
away.

First, it is the ministry of tears to
keep this world trom being too
attractive. Somcthing must be
done to make us willing to quit this

existence. If it were not for trou-
ble -this world would be a good
¢nough heaven for me. You and 1

would be willing to take a lease of
this life for a hundred million years
if there were no trouble. The carth
cushioned and wupholstered and pil-
lared and chandeliered with such an
expanse, no story of other worlds
could enchant us. We would say:
“Let well enough alone. If you want
to die and have your body disinte-
grated in the dust, and your soul go
out on a oelestial adventure, then
you can go; but this world is good
enough for me.” No man wants to
go out of this world, or out of any
hecuse until he has a better house. Tao
cure this inordinate wish to stay here,
God must somehow create a disgust
for our surroundings. How shall he
do it? He cannot afford tu deface his
horizon, or to tear off a fiery panel
from the sunset, or to subtract am
anther from the water-lily, or to
banish the pungent aroma from the
mignonette, or to drag the robes of
the morning in the mire. How then
are we to be made willing to leave?
Here is where the trouble comes in.
After aman has bhad a good deal of
trouble he says: “Well, I am ready
to go. If there is a house somewhere
whose roof doesn't leak, I would like
to live there. If there is an atmos- |
pLere somewhere thatdoesn’t distress '
the lungs, I would like to breathe it.|
If there is a society somewhere where
there is no tittle-tattle, I would
like to live there. If there is a home
circle somewhere where I can find
friends, I would like to go there.” He
used to read the first part of the
3ible chiefly; now he reads the last
part of the Bible chiefly. Why has
he changed Genesis for Revelation?
Ah! he used to be anxious chiefly to
know how this world was made
amd all about its geological construe-
tion. Now he is chiefly anxious to
know how this world was made,
amd how it looks, and wha lives there,
and how they dress. He reads Re-
velaticn ten times now where he reads
Genesis once. The old story, “In the
beginning God created the heavens
and the earth,” do2s not thrill him
half so much as the other story, “I
gaw a new heaven and a new earth,”

The cld man’s hand trembles as he
turns over this apocalyptic leaf, and
he hasg to take out his handkerchief
to wipe his spectacles. It was not
until Job had been worn out with be-
reavements and carbuncles and a pest
of a wife, that h> wanted to ses God.
It was not until the predigal got
tired of living among the hogs that
he wanted to go to his father’s house.
It is the ministry of trouble to make

this world worth less and heaven
worth morve.
Again: It is the ministry of trou-

ble to make us feel our complete de-
pendence upon Ged. King Alphonso
said that if h> had been present at
the creation, he could have made a
ln.-ncr world than this, What a
pity he wasnot present! Idonot know
what God will do when some men die.
Men think they can do anything, until
God shows them that they can do
nothing at all. We lay out our great
plang and we like (o execuie them.
It looks big. God comes and takes us
down. As Prometheus was a
by his enemy, when the lancc
him it opened a great swelling that
had threatenmed his death, and he got
well. So it is the arrow of trouble
that lets out our great swellings of
pride. We mpever feel our dependnce
upon God until we get trouble. Can
you not tell when you hear a man
pray whether he has ever had any
trouble? I can. The cadence, the
phraseology indicate it. Why do wo-
men pray better than men? Bocause
they have had more ‘trouble. Bofore
awxin has had any trouble his pray-
ers are poetie, and he begins away up
among the sun, moon and stars, and
givg-.s the Lord a great deal of astron-
omical information, that must be high-
ly gratifying. He then comes down
gradually over beautiful table-lands

a man has had trouble, prayer Is with
him a taking bhold of the arm of God
and crying out for help. It is trou-
bie, my friends, that makes us feel our
dependeace upon God. We do not know
our weakness or God’s strength until
the last plant breaks. It is contempt-
ible in us, when there ig nothing clse
to take hold of, that we catch bold
of God only. Why, you do mot know
who the Lord is. He is not an auto-
crat, scated far up in a palace, from
which he emerges once a year. pre-
ceded by heralds swinging swords to
clear the way. Noj;but a father, will-
ing, at our call, to stand by us in every
crisis and predicament of life. When
you get in financial perplexity, you
call on the broker, you call on your
creditors, you call on your lawyer,
for legal counsel, jyou c2ll upon every-
body, and when ycu cannot get any
help, then you go to God, You say:
“Oh! Lord, Icome to thee. Help me
now out of my perplexity,” and the
Lord comes ; though it is the eleventh
hour. He says: “Why did you mot
send for me before? As one whom
his mother comferteth so will I com-
fort you.” It is ¢o throw us back
upon an all-commforting God that we
have this ministry of tears.
Again: It is the m:nistry of tears
to capacitate ug'for the office of sym-
pathy. The priests, under the old dis-
pensation, were set apart by having
water sprinkled on their hands, feet
and heads; and by the sprinkling of
tears people are now set apart to the
»ffice of sympathy. When we are in
prosperity, we like to have a great
many young people around us, ‘and
we laugh when tbey laugh, and we
romp when they romp, and we sing
when they sing; but when we have
trouble we like plenty of old folks
around. Why? They know how to
talk. O! it takes those people who
bave had trouble to comfort others
in trouble. Where did Paul get
the ink with which to write his com-
forting epistle? Where did Dawvid
get the ink to write his comfronting
psalms ? Where did John get the ink
to write his comforting Revelation ?
They got it out of their own tears.
When a man has gone through the
curriculum, and bas taken a course of
dungeons and imprisonmenis and
shipwrecks, he is qualified for the
work of eympathy. God make me the
son of consolation to the people. I
would rather be the means of sooth-
ing one perturbed spirit to-day, than
to play a tune that would set all the
sons of mirth rceling in the dance.
I am an herb doctor. I put in the
caldron, the root out of dry ground
without form or comeliness. Then I
iut in the Rose of Sharon and the
ily of the vailey. Then I put into
the caldren some of the leaves from
the tree of life, and the branch that
was thrown into the wilderness Mar-
ah. Then I pour in the tears of Be-
thany and Golgotha. Then I stir
them up. Then I kindle under the
caldroa a fire made out of the wood
of the cross, and one drop of that
potion will cure the worst sickness
that ever afflicted a human soul.
Mary and Martha shall receive their
Lazarus from the tomb. The Damsel
shall rise. And on the darkness shall
break the morning, and God shall wipe
all tears from their eyes. You know
on a well ppread table, the food be-
comes more gelicate to the last. I
have fed you this morning with the
bread of consolation. Let the table
be cleared and let us sct on the chal-
ices of heaven. *“O!” says some wise
critic in the audience, “the Bible con-
tradicts itself. It intimates again and
again that there are to be no tears
in heaven, and if there be no tears
in heaven, how is it possible that God
will wipe any away #” I answer, have
you never seen a child erying one mo-
ment and laughing the next, and
while she was laughing you saw the
tears still on her face? And perhaps
you stopped her in the very midst of
her resumed glee and wiped off those
delaged tears. So, I think after the
heavenly raptures have come upon
us, there may be thc mark of some
carthly grief, and while those tears
are glittering in the light of the jas-
per sea, God will wipe them away. How
well he ean do that ! Jesus had enough
trial to make him sympathetic with
all trial. The shortest verse in the
Bible tells the story: “Jesus wept.”
The scar on the back of either hand,
and the scar on the arch of either
foot, the row of scars along thq line
of the hair will keep all heaven think-
ing. I do not know. but some day
Christ may throw off his roba and
lay it over the side of the throne,
and point to the lacerations on his
shoulders, showing where the plough-
ers ploughed upon his back and made
long their furrows. O! that great
weeper is just the one to silence all
earthly trouble and i out all
stainz y 3 Gentle!
Why, is softer than the step
of tha dew. It will not be a tyrant
biddinz an incarcerated wretch hush
up his howling. It will ba a Father
who | taka you on his left arm, his
face gleaming into your face, while
with the soft tips of the fingers of
the right hand, be shall wipe away
all s from your eyes.
any appreciation this
ihe good, and glorious
> friends are havipg in
ieavem? MHow diffsrent it is when
they get mews there of a Christian’s
death from what is here. It is the
difference between embarkation and
coming into port. Every thing de-
pends upon which side of the river you
stand when you hear of a Christian’s
death. If you stand on (his side of
the river you mourn that they go. If
you stand on the other side of the
river you rejoice that they come. O!
the diffcrence between a funeral on
earth and a jubilee in heaven—be-
tween requiem here and triumphal

march there—parting here and re-
union there. Together! Have you
thought of it. They are together.

Not om2 of your departed friends in
but together in different rocms of the
same house—the house of many man-
sicns.  Together! I never appreciat-

when we Jlaid away 1o her
last slumber my sister Sarab. Stand-
ing there in the village cemetery I
looked around and said—there 1s
father, there is mother, there is
grandfaiher, there is grandmother,
here are whole circles of kindred, and
I thought to myself, “together in the
grave—together in glory.” I am so
impressed with the thought that 1do
not think it is fapaticism when some
one is going from this world ta the
next if you make them the bearer of
dispatches to your friends who are
gone, saying ‘“‘give my love to my
parents—give my love to my children
—give my love to my old comrades
who are in glory, and tell them I am
trying to fight the good fight of faith
and I will join them after awhile.”
I believe the message will be deliv-
ered, and I believe it will increase the
gludnoss of those who are before the
throne.

My friends take this
home with you. Those tears of be-
reavement that comrse your cheek,
and of persecution and of trial, are
not always to b2 there. 'The mother-
ly band of God will wipe them all
away. What is {(he use, on the way
to such a consummation—what is
the use of frettinz about apything?
0! what an exhilaratioa it ought to
be in Christian work.

Sec you the pinnacles against the
sky? It is the city of our God; and
wi are approaching it. O! let us be
buzy in th: few) days that shall re-
main for us. The Saxons and the
Britons went out to battle. The
Saxons were all around. The Britons
had no weapons at all, and yet history
tells us the Britoas got the victory.
Why? They went into battle shout-
ing three times “hallelujabh!” And
at the third shout of “hallelujabh”
their enemies fled panic struck, and
so the Britons got the viztory. And
my friends, if we could only appreei-
ate the glories that are Lo come, we
should bz so filled with enthusiasm
that no power on earth or hell could
stand before us, and at our first shout
the opposing forces would begin to
tremble, and at our second shout,
they would begin to fall back. and
at our third shout they would be
routed forever. There is no power on
earth or in hell that could stand be-
fore three such volleys of hallelujah.
I put this balsam on the recent
wounds in my congregation. Death
has swung a sharp keen, sword
through this church since T have

good cheer

been gone. I was not here to com-~
fort you ‘then. Rejoice at the
thought of what your departed

friends have got rid of, and that you
have a prospect of so soon making
your own escape. Bear cheerfully the
ministry of tears, and exult at the
thought that soocn it is to be! ended.

————
CAMPED ON FERRIS WHEEL.

Two Tramp Famt Found ifn a Quecr
IReesiing Piace.

Undetected for two months, two
tramp families, comprising eleven
persons, have been living comfort-
ably in two of the swinging cars of
the great Ferris wheel, says a de-
spatch from Paris, France. They
first entered the cars one bleak
night when wandering homeiess 1n
the streets, One of their number
scaled the surrounding ience, in
search of shelter and came upon the
deserted cars. These were found to
be so comfortable that they remain-
ed and spent their nights on the
cushioned seats. Of course they se-
lected the lowest cars, but one day
two engineers who weare inspecting
the machinery made the great wheel
describe a half turn, and the camp-
ing families, not daring to make a
sign, found themselves in mid-air,
Since that night only one man, a
former sailor, has been able toreach
the ground. Climbing down nightly
from the giddy height by means of
the girders and guy ropes, he would
hustle for food to keep the two tribes
alive. He would steal enough char-
coal from the river barges to make
smokeless fires and prevent the peo-
ple from freezing at night, though
the least sun would make the glazed
cars like hot-houses. The provisicns
“were hoisted up with a rope.

Their curious existence lasted for
two months undetected, and on Feb-
ruary 22 a baby girl was born up
there. In consideration that she is
a healthy little angel the Commissary
of Police released the whole party.
The wheel company not only refused
to press the charge of trespassing,
but oifered the mother and infanta
salary of $60 a month to exhibit them-
selves throughout the coming season
in the car in which the
born.

o,
A GLORIOUS FINB.
A Winchaster bachelor, teo poor to
get married, yet too susceptible to
avoid girls’ society, was driving with
a lady, all ¢n a summer’s day, and
accidentally—men’s awkward
things, are ever in the way!—aropped
an arm around her 3
No cbjection was ma for a while,
and the arm gradually relieved the
side of the carringe of th2 pressure
upon it. But of a sudden—whether
from a passing wave of ccyness, cr
the s=ight of another beau coming,
never was known—thoa lady started
with volcanic energy, and with a
flashinz eye, exclaimed:
B.. I can sapport myself!
! was the instant reply. You
e J the girl I ha b2en search-
ing for these five years! Will yca
marry mef

arms,

Charlie, said the young mother,
I’ve decided on a name for the baby.
We will cail her Imogen. Papa was
lost in thought for a few minutes.
He did not like the mame, but if he
opposed it his wife would have her
cwn way. That’s nice, said he, pre-
sently. My first sweetheart was nam-
ed Imogen, and whe will take itas
a compliment. We will call her Mary,
:xfter my mother, was the stern re-
ply.

{ " Milk or cream ¢”

child was'

‘| serious attempt

Agnes Beaumont was sitting alone
in the boudoir of her charming little
flat. In her hand was an open let-
ter, which she was reading for the
fifth or sixth time.
The letter was upon business paper,
and at the top bore the name ofa
firm of solicitora. It ran: >
‘“Dear Mrs. Beaumont,—A man
whom I know, just up irom the coun-
try, wants a little advice which my
firm is unable tosupply. The requir-
ed advice is quite unprofessional,and
could, it seems to me, be best furnish-
ed by a woman thoroughly conversant
with the ways of the world.
“ May I venture to intrude upon you
for a few minutes this afternoon, at
about five o’clock in the hope that you
will lend a kindly ear, and give me
the necessary counsel?
“The visit being a business one,
shall not detain you long.—Very sin-
cerely yours,
Maurice Caricion.

An answer to this epistle inviting
the writer to present himeelf at the
hour named, had been written, and
despatched by the waiting meascn-
ger.
Mrs. Beaumont possessed three
qualifications that rendered her sapec-
ially attractive in the eyes of men.
Item: She was young—four-and-
twenfy last birthday, true bill. Item:
She was a widow, Item: She was
exceedingly pretty.
No, “pretty,” does not adequately
describe Mrs. Beaumont. Sbhe was
better than that. There was a cer-
tain ‘‘go” about her not easyto ex-
press, and it would bave been diffi-
cuit to find a serious flaw in form
or feature.
The little French timepiece onthe
mantel had just mentioned that it
was five o'clock, and almost as the
last stroke died away the door was
thrown open, and Mrs. Beaumcunt
rose to greet her visitor,
“Punctual, as wsuall” she exciaim-
ed.
“Yes; punctuality is the bane of my
existence,” replied Carleton.
He was a tall man, possibly five or
six years her senior, not in the Jeast
bhandsome, but with a keen, strong
face, wherein lay plenty ofquiet de-
termination and latent energy. His
movements and way of hoiding him-
self, suggested firm, pliant muscles,
One would have fancied to look at
him, that he could do neat things over
parallel bars and from pendant rings.

‘“So you have not quite given up
my acquaintance, after ail " said the
lady. “1 am glad to see you.”

She seated herself again cn the
sofa, indicating a chair fgr Carleton,

‘ Thanks,” said he. “1 am glad to be
here once more.”

**What have yeu been doing with
yourself all these months ("

‘* Slaving.”

The feminine eyebrows went up in
a manner that might mean surprise,

or unbelief, or botikb.

‘‘Fact,I aesure you. Gone {0 work
with a will at last, trying to annex
enough shekels to keep myself in
shoes and other delicacies.”

A smart parlourmaid brought in
tea, arranging a small table quickly
and quietly beside her mistress.

** Didn't you see by the letter-paper
that I have hung out my sign ¢’ he
usked, when the maid had left the
room.

* 1 did see your name on the paper,
but the idea of associating it with
work—real work—never entered my
mind.”

Carleton laughed pleasantly.

" One lump or two ¢ asked the hns-
tess, holding a second piece of sugar
in the tongs, balanced over acup.

“Two please.”

‘ Both, please. The motto of our
house is, ** Take all you can get ; and,
if you don't see what you want, ask
for it.”

Having handed the tea, Mrs. Deau-
mort settled herseli comiortably
among the cushions.

“S0 you have come {o consull mo
about this man from tha country,and
it is to him, apparenily that 1 am
indebied for the pleasure of eeeing
you at ailg”

“No; T sghould
way."”

The lady waved that remark airily

have como

any-

i hands clasped behind him,

He doesn't want the girl's money,
and—" . i
“*PDon’t you think,” interrupted

Mrs. Beaumont,' ‘ that that sentiment
is a little ancient for up-to-date pub-
lication,—rather a back number §”

Carleton hesitated a moment while
he sat thinking.

“No,” he said at length.
the man is bonest.” :
““Was there ever a man who did not
want a woman's money, and who, at
the same time, did not tr! {ocheat
bimself into a contrary belief "

** Suppose, we leave that point a mo-
ment, and, for the saka of argument,
assume that the man’s only end and
aim inl ife is not money,” said C.arl?-
ton, with just a touch of disdain in
his voice. “Of course, he may be sup-
ersensitive; but there is one t!u.ug
certain, he does want the wo—girl,
more than anything in this world, or
possibly in the next, either.'.'

“Has he hinted to the girl that
he cares for her "

“ Never a word."

“ Then how does he know that Le
bhas any chances?”

‘* He doeen't."” ;

Mrs.Beaumont shrugged her charm-
ing shoulders. The shrug said pl‘am-
ly: ‘“* What a poor thing your friend
must be I”

“Am I to understand that the
gicl's money is the stumbling block
—that the very fact of her being rich
prevents the man declaring bim-
self 1

* Precisely.”

‘“ And. instead. comes
advice 1"

‘““And I, not being a ladies’ man,
and no more fit then a kangarso to
give advice, in turn lay the matter
before your superior wisdom.”

‘I must own that the affair is still
slightly nebulous. Upon just what
point does he want counsel #’

‘1t is perhaps hardly counsel that
he needs. Let us say he wants a
worldly-wiee opinion as a guide. 'l'o
put {he matter in a nutshell, is it
right, justifiable and honourable for
a poor man, to ask a rich woman to
marry im? Can he do such a thing,
and retain his relf-respect? Above
all, would the woman respect him,
even if she accepted him? Abcut out-
sidera, he doesn’t care a rap. Now,
as a woman of experience—one who
knows men and women well—what do
you say ¢’

She made no reply for a moment.
Then she got up, and, laying hold of
the tongs, poked the fire vigorously,
—almost epitefully.

““1 have no patience with men like
your friend,” she said at last, “If 1
were a man, and loved a girl, and
could get her, would marry her, rich
or poor. As for the money and self-
respect, and all that nonsense, they
will adjust themselves later. Things
of that sort alwaya do. Tell your
friend to marry the girl if she will
have him,” said Mrs. Beaumont, em-
pbasising each word separately by a
knock with the tongs upon the
hearth, *“ and then to go to work like
a man. The work will bring respect
from them both.”

** Thank you,” said Carieton, " The
advice is clear and sound. Whether
the man will take it is another ques-
tion.’

‘“By the way, I suppose there is no
doubt as to the girl’s money ¢ She has
it all right ¢

“So far as my limited knowledge
extends, yes.”

** Because,” maid she, going to her
writing-desk, and picking out alet-
ter from a pile of others--'‘becausc,
you know, money is a very uncertain
quantity in these days of specula-
tion.” She banded the letter to Car-
leton, saying: "Here is a casc in
peoint.”

*“1 balieve

to you for

1II.

Carleton read balf-way down the
page, and then went back to read it
over again, as though he could not
make out the meaning. After a lit-
tle his hand fell, and he stood lcok-
ing at his hostess in a dazed sort of
way.

Do you mean that this letter re-
fers to your own property £’ he agked
at length.

‘1 do” she answered,

“Had—had you much invested out
there—in South America ¢

“ My brother had put every penny
of his own and of mine into the
bank.”

" Good beavens! hirs. Beaumont, do
you know that the bank is utterly
gone—wiped out of existence? Its
shares are not worth the paper they
are printed on. The evening bulletins
have all got it ™

“So I learned to-day. The
came this morning, and I
once to the City.”

““And with this burden upon yeur
mind—in the face of this shock—you
have listened to u1i my rubbish, with-
out mentioning your own affairs, or
allowing me at least to show my
sympathy I” >

Carleton walked slowly up and down
the room two or three times, his
and his
head bent down. At length he came
and stood in front of her sofa.

“Have you any plans,’ he asked,
“in view of this—this trouble 2"

soberly.

leiter
went at

aside, as though it were not worthy
of consideration.

“Upon what subjest do2syon coun-
try friend require enlightenment 2"

Again Carleon laughed that low,
easy-going laugh of his. Somehow peo-
ple always felt better for
Carleton laugh.

“My country friend is in the dic-
kens of a mental muddle just at pre-
sent. Fact is, he is inlove.

“The tale is most interesting. Tove
on the first page! Pray continue!”

1L
Weil, then, the facts are these, s
nearly as I can maks them out. My
pastoral acquaintance is in love—
madly in love. The gir!is rich,wherc-
as my friend can only scrape togeth-
er a few hundreds per year—about
enough to keep him decently as a
bachelor. And, being by nature, an
indolent man, he has never made any
to increase his in-
come. But now—now he wants to

A ballot is to be taken at, Limoges
in order to avoid a bakers’ strike. The
journeymen bakers are anxious to
abolish night work, but the masters
fear to accede to the request as it will
mean that no more fresh rclls can be
setved for breakfast.

»f “forever and ever amen.” But atter‘

ed that thought 80 much as

marry. So you see the fix he is in.”
“Pardon me, but I do not see. Did-

o't you say the girl has mouey ¢’
“Tons of it |”

' . "TWeIl, then, where is the difficul-
y o

i “The difficulty is that tha old duf-

fer is one

| she had no special plans,
| this

hearing ;

She made a gesture to indicate that
" Please pardon my insistence, at
inopportune time ; but, if you
{ don’t mind, I should like to go back
{ to my rustic for a momenti—only for
{ @ moment. There is oae que-sz;nn 1
want to settle absolutely.”

She silently signified
si1on,

" You distinctly believe that a man
\\_hn honestly cares for a woman is
right in asking her to marry him, re-
gardless of money on either side 2”
_He put the question with great de-
!‘Ler:nio:b, and stood anxicusly watch-
ing her faca.

‘It seems so to me,”’ she
ed.

“Mrs. Beaumont, that I am a poor
enough man there is no need to tell
you, and utterly unworthy of youin
any way; but my whole heart is yoara,

her permis-

answer-

fellows afflicted with a conacience.

delude me into a ‘belief that you love
me. No; it is not love, but picy,that
you feel—pity because I am suddenly
Jeft almost a beggar. No, Mr. Carle-
ton ; your rustic friend has his pride,
and I have mine.” 5
“That friend,” said he, “is a myth,
You must surely understand that i
was my own case I was trying te lay
before youf”
The slow, indolent manner was gone
now. He spoke rapidly—impetuously,
gathering earnestness as he went.
“It is true that [ atayed away, not
daring to trust myself in your pres.
ence for fear that my resolution would
fail. I have fought a great fight with
myself during these last three months
and lost. I have loved you longer
than I dare tell you, and day by day
your image has grawn stronger. Ag-
nes—Agnes, I cannot live without
you! Don't you know tbat I would
barter my chances of heaven tohear
you say that you love me. Must
of"’
8For answer Mra. Beaumont drew
from the folds of her bodice asmall
paper, and handed it to Carleton.
It was one of those flimsy papers
that we all know so well, pink in eol-
our, with beavy crayon writing.
" Perhaps I ought to have shown
you this sooner,” she said. ‘‘It came
twenty minutee before you did. Read
it, please.”
He opened the telegram, and read:
“To Mrs. Beaumont, The Mansions,
Hyde Park. Bank all right. Wrong
name given in cable.”
Carleton quietly laid the telegram,
on the table, and, without another
word, started towards the door.
‘*Mr. Carleton ”
No reply: and his hand was on the
knob.
** Maurice |”
“ Yes, Mra. Beaumont 1"
“ Will you come here a moment# 1
have something to ask you.”
He walked slowly back, and stood
by the chimneypiece leaning his el-
bow upon it in a tired, dejected way.
The life seemed all gone out of
him.
‘“A few minuties ago you asked me
to be your wife. Are you still of the
same mind?”
“No,” he replied, blunily; “I am
not.”
* So, it was pity, after ail §”’
Carleton straightensd himself up to
his full height, and, looking ber
squarely in the face, quoted:
“‘Wae there ever a man who did
not want a woman’s money, and who,
at the same time, did not try to
cheat himself into a contrary belieff’
You have your pride. Thank Heaven,
I have mine!”
For the space of 2 minute there was
silence in the room, except for the
little French clock, which ticked off
the seconds distinetly. Slowly—very
slowly—Mrs. Beaumont rose, taking
two or three steps forward, swayed,
tottered and fell upon her knees at
Carleton's feet.”

* Maurice, will you forgive those
words? They were spoken in blind-
ness and now my eyes have been open=
ed. To-day I have learned thz leston
of my life. Will you forgive them ¥

“There is nothing to forgive. The
words do not concern me.”

The voice was as cold as ice; but
as he looked down on the bowed head
with ils coils of shining nair, he long-
ed with a great longing to take this
woman into his arms.

“Tell me that you forgive them|”

“If it will make you any happier, I
do certainly.”

* And now, before you go, will you
answer me a question§”

The words “before you go" threw
him off his guard, and he answered
readily enough in the affirmative.

* Truthfully, upon your honour §”

* Truthfully upon your honour,”
sounded more eerious, Still he had
promised to answer the question,
whatever it might be, and, having
done that, he must, of course, adhere
to the truth; o again he replied:*

“Yes.”

“ Was it pity, or—or—""

‘It was not pity. I never dreamed
of such a thing.”

She took one of his hands in both
of hers, and laid her soft cheek
against it.

‘“ And is the other feeling quite gone
now, Maurice ? Don't you know that
you have been bhreaking my heart
these past months? It seemed to
me that if you did not come 1should
die for I love you with my whole soul !
Won’t you take me?”

He opened his arms wide and fook

her close to his heart.—London An-
swers.
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PIEPLANT.
This is the seasonable sauce at

present, and is a welcome addition to
the spring diet. -~ Pie plant contains
a large amount of oxs acid and so
is a splendid blood purifier and tonie.
The simplest way of preparing pie-
plant i3 as a fauce. and the secret
of having this very nice is to stew
the pieplant very slowly with plenty
of sugar and just enough water to
keep it frem burning. A little lemon
improves the flavor for some people.
Pie plant pies are delicicus and
many other nice desserts can be made
with this vegetable as a basis.
Pieplant Pie.—Pour boiling
over a cup of pie plant chopped rather
fine, let stund a few minutes and pour

water

off. Add to the pieplant one cup of
sugar, one tablespoonful of flour and
he yolks of two eggs. Flaver with
je n. Bake with an under crust.

When done pour over the
{wo eggs beaten stiff, and
Rbubarb Foeol..—Steam the

whites of
hrown.
rhubarb

soft, with half its weight in sugar;

press through sieve. Mix a coffee
cupful of cold puip with the same
amount of whipped cream. Serve
cold.

Rbubarb, with Figs.—Wash 2 half-

pound of bag or pulled figs ¢nd cook
in boiling water to cover until the

will you accept that and do me the
great honour of being my wife 2"

She was on her feet 1nan instant,
swith wide-open, defiant
breath coming quick a-d fast.

" Surely you must have mistaKen or
misnamed your feeling? For three
months you have not been near me,
Even now you are not nere on your
; own account, but on beka!f of anoth-

of those uncomfortabla, er. My vanity is not so great as to ped cream.

eyes, her|

water is nearly absorbed. Skin and
ieut a pound of rhubarb in one-inch
pleces. Pat a baking
dish, sprinkle with sugar, dd alayer
of figs, repeat until all is vsed; put
in a quarter of a cup of hot water
and baks in a slow oven until the
rhubarb is soft. Dates or raisins may
ba used with the rhubarb in the same
manner. Serve with plain or whip-

a layer in

L L USRS ATER A



