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,;* 6 b* wm watching for him with all her 
Mo! in her great, dark eyee. She wm 
{pinking, with a pang, how late he wm ; 
Wen a sickening fear came over her ; 
•erhape he might not come at all ! Sod- 
■inly a dimness clouded her sight. She 
fried to still with one hand that beating 
fr her braMk He wm coming. Ah, 
fre would know him among ten thous- 
Kid, with his broad shoulders and 
Bringing atop. She leaned against the 
Window frame ana watched him with a 
kindling eye.

When he opened the gate «be was in 
the kitchen ; by the time he had reach­
ed the door she had gained the wood-

i was fond of flowem. She 
i in masses, in a cracked white, 

nd «he admired what she nailed j 
quel"—such m her son Orrin 

Sunday evenings to his sweet- 
Abby Swift, over in the 

Beit of all, she loved them 
[ in the garden.
Pease spent hours over them, 

training, clipping, watering, 
ridly. Her bent figure could be 

kll summer long, moving lovingly 
t the narrow paths, hanging pemt- 

over the brilliant beds. The 
ers repaid her in many ways. They 

I the sir with sweetness, they eeem- 
I to smile and nod to her through 
*m and sunshine, they seemed quite 
nan in their silent grace. She called 

am all by name, often in grateful 
emory of some friend, generally for 
be giver ot the plant or prcious slip 

from which the blossoms sprang so 
^thriftily.
I Her son, too, felt an interest in the 
jt«rden. He shared her pride in the 
duity roses and geraniums, he liked to 
*aee his mother's suubonnet bobbing 

among the bushes or bending intently to 
the ground. He wu interested in the 
“Liddy Ann pink," and solicitions as to 
the growth of the "Amandy chrysan­
themum."

"I do declare," aaid Mrs Pease, one 
summer evening, "that Mirthy lily does 
look dreadful peaked, just like the 
Pondu I kinder hated to call it after 
one of 'em. but I see that she was going 
to feel badly if I didn t, so I did. Now 
look at it, all yeller and droopin’. 
Seems as if there was a sort o’ sympathy 
at ween ’em.”

Orrin was a youth of few words. He 
looked interested, but said nothing.

"There’s that “Betsey peony,'' con­
tinued hia mother, walking slowly down 
the path, “how it does grow ! Grant 
atrappin' thing. Every time I look at 
it, a standing up so pert and sassy, I 
think of Betsy in her red Jersey.”

“How is the verbena, mother?" said 
Orrin, taking his pipe out of his mouth.

"The Emma Jane ?" said Mrs Pease, 
stopping over a plant whose little fingers 
spreading out in all directions, promised 
to cover a large space with pure blos­
soms. "It’s a growin’ beautifully, ’ and 
she sighed.

Her son looked serious for a moment 
then knocked the ashes from hia pipe 
and straightened up to hie full height of 
six feet, a handsome, stalwart young 
fellow, in hia shirt aleeves, with his sun­
burned face freshly shaved.

"1 guess I’ll gr over to the Centre,'' 
he said.

He went Into the house silently, and 
the good woman, piching a dead cinna­
mon rose to pieces, said in a low voice :

"I hope to mercy she’d b« good 
enough for him and net one of your 
lightly kiad. I «'pose she'll like a 
be’quet.”

And then, with care, if not with skill, 
the kind soul gathered a large bunch of 
the different flowers and wrapped a bit 
of newspaper around thyr stems.

When Orrin appeared in hie beat 
clothes he thanked her warmly, picked 
a blossom of the white verbena for hia 
button-hole, and blithely strode sway.

She watched him through the dusk as 
loug m aha could see. He and the 
flowers were all she had to lore ; some­
times it was hard to leave her of an 
evening, hard to know that such a fair 
face had such power to win him from 
the devotion and companionship of 
years.

“He's better than the common run,'’ 
she thought with pride, "more quiet be. 
heved and faithful. He's been a good 
son to me. He'll be a dreadful indul 
gent husband. For she ain’t good to 
him"

She turned away from the gate and 
shock her head as if words failed to ex­
press her feelings. At each side of the 
path the blossoms leaned toward her, 
filling the air with their sweet breath, as 
if reminding her :

"We are always here. We never 
leave you."

“No more you do," said the eimple 
woman, understanding them. And then 
she too picked a bit of the white ver­
bena.

“Sweet creature, she whispered, 
“just as innerceut and sweet as Emma 
Jane herself."

Meanwhile through the scented even­
ing walked Orrin with his big boquet. 
His honest heart was full of tender an­
ticipations. Would she be out In the 
yard watching—watching for him ? 
Would eke smile with the look in her 
eyee he loved to see there t Or 
would she be unaccountably shy aud 
cool, seem surprised to see him, and 
take hia offer indifferently 1 Somehow 
he fancied that hia mother had always 
been straightforward and easy to under­
stand. Abby was different—ell apint 
and change ; one minute wild with 
merriment, the next quiet, inscrutable, 
“lead perhaps.

“Twill take more than a garden to 
Satisfy her, I guess,' he thought, half- 
amused, half-tender, “find blest her,"
Ateadded, reyereutiy, il

Deaeon Swift answered his knock. 
“Good evenin',” he aaid politely. 
“Good evening." aaid Orrin.

Abby to home ?”
“Guess likely ; step in.”
And the deacon opened the parlor door 

invitingly.
Orrin walked in over the rag-carpeted 

entry” into the dark and sacred “brat 
room." An iodeecribeble odor, musty, 
herby, close, pervaded it, an odor pe­
culiar to New England village parlors. 
The haircloth chairs and sofa stood 
stiffly on the red and yellow ingrain cov­
ering of the floor, the marble topped 
centre-table bore a lamp and a few 
cherished books , the mantel-piece with 
shells, daguerreotypes, and wax flowers. 
A row of family photographs and a 
wedding certificate in a black walnut 
frame adorned the walla and green paper 
ahedM covered the windows. The dea- 
tied up one of them, Myiog :

“The wimmin folks hain't been in 
here lately, I guess, to jedge from ap­
pearances.”

“Abby, Abby.”
Abby appeared, demure and calm. 
“Good evenin’, Orrin,” she said, ''nice 

evenin' "
“Yea, I walked over, eeein’ 'twM so 

pleasant. I’ve brought you some 
flowers, Abby.”

“Oh, ain’t they pretty ! Your mother 
does have the handsomest flowers of any 
one I know," aha aaid, so admirably that 
her lover blushed with pleraore.

“Pm glad you like ’em, Abby."
“How is your mother ?" she next Mked 

him, m she put her bouquet in a china 
vase, painted with pink and yellow 
rosea.

“She's well. " he replied, watching her 
trying to lift the rase to its place on the 
“what not.” That’s too heavy for you, ' 
he cried, jumping up and trying to help 
her.

They stood cloae together. He could 
see the flush deepening in her soft cheek; 
he could almost touch the rings of hair 
about her pretty ear ; how long her eye 
lashes were. They both held the vase. 
Above the flowers he gazed at her. 

“Abbey, look up,” he whispered 
A tremulous smile hovered above her 

red lips ; she bit them angrily, and turn 
ed her head away.

“Abby, dear, look at me.”
And he put one hand over hers ss it 

rested on the gay china. She tore it 
away.

Hia grasp on the vase loosened, down 
it fell, dashing to a hundred pieces on 
the floor. He was kneeling in a moment 
picking them up, and she wu beside 
him. They gathered all together silent­
ly and laid them on the table. Then 
they looked at each other. His eyes 
were full of mischief ; hers brimming 
with 1 tears ; the ahoek, the reaction, 
something, she knew not what, had 
brought them there.

Instantly hie arm was around her. 
He said some inarticulate words, then 
kissed her gently on the forehead, 
where the pretty locks were parted—for 
Abby didn’t wear a bang, 

j “Don’t cry,” he whiskered. “I’ll buy 
you a dozen china vases. I d give yon 
all the world, Abby, if I could."

The tears were rolling first down her 
round cheeks now.

“Will you come and lire in the little 
house with me, Abby ? Will you be my 
wife? Say, Abby, will you?"

Aa he stooped te hear her answer the 
white flower in hia cost fell out It 
smote the girl's heart, then dropped to 
the carpet. She stooped and lifted it 
without a word, raised her shy, happy 
eyes to his, then kissed the little blos­
som tenderly,
“Oh, don’t, Abby, don't do that. ’Twas 
Emma-Jan’e, you see. Somehow I don’t 
like you to—I—”

“Emma-Jane’a !" she aaid slowly, 
with the ràdianoe dying from her eyes.

“Yea, I think » heap ot it for her 
sake, yon know ; but—”

And at that moment Mrs Swift walk­
ed in with civil greetings.

“Good evenin’, Orrin. All well to 
your house, I hope ?”

He went home slowly, with a pnzzled 
expression on his manly face.

“I could • swore she almost took me,” 
wm his thought. “What was it changed 
her eo all in e minute i What could it 
have been ?"

The sommer glowed and deepened.
It reached its height—then waned.

The birds carrolled madly in the elm 
trees—by Aurait they had changed 
their song. The crickets piped with 
ominous distinctness through the long 
hot afteroonm The locust ottered its

and hedge. A sense of sadness and of 
change ley on the hills and peaturee. 
In Orris's heart winter had oome al­
ready. Hie mother had no reason to 
oouplatn of hie having her alone.

He wm mote silent than ever ; and 
•ha wondered hot asked no questions. 
8ha tried to eheer him in ovary way aha 
know. She made many different kinds 
of phe m possible—lemon, custard, 
berry, and apple. She even eoneocted 
an imitation mince turnover—knowing 
hia fond seas for the reel thin*—but it 

He tasted them all with 
an absent look in hia blue eyee, pushed 
away his plate with and sighed.

“It does beat all,” she tbooght. “I 
have done my beat. Doughnuts won’t 
rouse him up, and blackberry short- 
cake."

So aha put on a pink calico aim bon­
net, bong a two quart pail over her 
arm, and started for the berry pasture.

“I’ll go to deacon Swift’a patch first,” 
she decided. “The beat end sweetest 
always grçw there."

In the field» the sun ley warm on 
aweetfern and on vines. A scent, born 
of ripening fruit, and wild-wood green 
things basking in the warmth, filled ell 
the sir. The apple-trees stood each in 
a little pool of shade. The summer’s 
spicy breeze swept over weeds and 
greases with a languid sigh of pleaiorr.

Mrs Pease bent over the loaded buah- 
M, a patient, homely figure. The hard, 
black huckleberries rattled like heil into 
the tin receptecle, end while her fingers 
moved, she thought :

“’Tsio’t much nee, after all That 
Abby Swift, she’s at the bottom of it 
with her triflin’ ways. I’d like to give 
her a piece of my mind.”

With the thought a ahadow fell across 
the grass and a slim young figure stood 
beside her in a white sun bonnet and a 
black gingham gown -, a girl nnmiatak- 
ably erect and trim. The pink and white 
bonnets confronted each other. Two 
kindly, dim eyee peered eat from the 
one, two sorrowfully, dark ones from 
the other. Mrs Pease had turned with 
anger in her heart ; when ahe saw the 
girl's pale cheeks and altered look the 
softened.

“Why, Abby, for the land’s sake, 
where did you drop from V

“1 came down to pick some berries for
tea."

“Hiw’a your ma ?" and the good wo­
man put on her spectacles for a closer 
look at her companion.

“She’s tolerable well,” aaid Abby, 
listlessly.

"Pa well ?” continued Mrs Pease, re­
garding her aharply.

“Pretty well,” aaid Abby.
•‘And how are you child ? Seems to 

me you ain’t looking very peart."
“I'm all right," aaid Miss Swift 

promptly.
'‘Huckleberries is plenty this year,” she 
added.

“Orrin ain’t right well juat now," aaid 
the old lady after a pause.

The girl’s hand trembled, half the 
berries ahe held fell to the ground.

“What'a the matter with him she 
aaid, in a low voice. “I ain’t seen him 
lately,” ahe aaid aefiantly.

“No. I know you ain’t,” aaid Mrs 
Pease with decision. “Wi,uae fault ia 
it I’

“Tain’t mine,” aaid Abby, twitching a 
hash towards her.

“Tain’t hia, I know for eartain,” aaid 
the mother, rattling her tin pail. “He’s 
the moat sot in his feelings of anybody I 
ever see- There ain’t no change in him. 
The gal that gets Orrin Pease 11 get a 
dreadful good husband. And the gal 
that trifles with him will live to repent 
it- He ain’t one to be took olt and one 
like an old ahoe, I can tell you, Abby 
Swift, and the time may come when he 
can’t be got back noways,”

Who wants him back ?" cried Abby, 
her face in a blase. “Not I, for one,” 
and she burst into tears. Between her 
sobs she managed to say : “Yon think 
he—ain’t—the triflin’—kind. I know— 
better. He' been a—keeping company 
with me—and all—the time—he caret— 
for—another girl. He’» good at said 
so !"

“Land o’ Goshen !” exclaimed Mrs 
Pease, nearly dropping her pail. I 
hain’t heard of no such a girl ; what be 
you thinkin’ of Abby Swift ? It’a you 
and nobody else, he’s been a fullerin’ 
after these two years. Ef ever a man 
was dead sot on havin’ a gal you, it ia 
Orrin. Why, he’ll smile just to see 
your p*’i old white horse comm’ down 
the road ; he’s fairly tickled to death to 
see that critter ramblin’ along. There, 
child for the land’s sake, don’t get no 
■ech foolish notion in your head. Only 
be good to him ; 1 beg and pray of ye to 
be good to him. He is dreadful tender­
hearted and faithful, Orrin ia, and the 
old lady put her worn, thin band on her 
shoulder and looked at her beeeeehingly.

With a cry, Abby flnng her arma 
around her neck and kiaaed her.

“Good to him !” ahe aaid, brokenly. 
“Oh, Lord, good to him !" and then ahe 
turned and fled away over the frightened 
grass, aa fast aa she could go.

At six o’clock the huckleberry short­
cake lay smoking, and liberally sprinkl­
ed with auger, on Mrs Pease’s tM-table. 

Orrin helped hia mother to a Urge
heartieM, shrill cry from the stone wall alios, Aa he handed it w her, she aaid ;

“I picked them over in Deacon Swift’s 
pasture. Abby wm there a-piokin’,
too.”

Orrin looked op sharply, "Wm 
aba ?" he Mid.

“She looks dreadful peaked, ’ decUrad 
hie mother,

“Sick, mother ?"
“Ym, reel sick. I dor’t know, Orrin, 

why the thinks so, bat she’s got an idee 
that there another girl you’re a-krepin’ 
company with. I done asy beet to prove 
to her there warn’t. I think likely 
yon had better kind o’ explain to her 
younelf.”

"Another girl !” cried Orrin, frown­
ing. "Oh, mother !”

“There, eat your tapper end then go 
over to the Centre. ’Taint beat to let 
anch things spoil yoor appetite.”

“Save my anpper, mother, I’m off 
now.”

“Bat, Orrin ; a le»tle more shortcake, 
do,—bless my heart, how dreadful fool­
ish young folks are.”

The Swifta were all at the table, the 
deaeon, hia wife, Abby and her brother, 
and the hired man. They looked up 
surprised when Orrin knocked. There 
wm no bouquet in hia hand this time, m 
be waited in the dim, close parlor. Aa 
Abby came slowly in, he met her with e 
determined look on hit face.

“Get your hat and take e walk with 
me," he aeid, quietly, yet so firmly, that 
ahe never thought of disobeying. With­
out another word they left the house, 
walked down the silent street, passed a 
few ahnt-np houses and out to where 
there wm apace and solitu la. Then he 
stopped and looked at her gravely.

“Tell me,” he raid, “did you think 
I’d ever cared for anyone hot you ?”

Her face dropped before his gaze. At 
last ahe nodded sadly.

"For heaven’s aake, who?" he de­
manded.

“Emma-Jane !" came the answer. 
There was a moment’s silence between 
them.

"Oh, Abby !” he cried, "come and 
see Emma-Jane with me. Come now !”

The girl shrank away. “No, no,” 
ahe faltered, I couldn't. You wear 
her flowers. You think they’re too floe 
for me. You—”

“Yea ; I do love them. Come,” and 
he drew her hand through hia arm and 
held it there. Still ahe resisted him. 
He atopped abort, draped her reluctant 
hand firmly, and said in a voice that 
shook :—

"I swear to yen, my love, I’ve never 
cared for any girl but yon, Abby.” 

“Then, why ?—”
“Come, treat me, and I'll «how 

why.”
They walked along through the eoft 

evening light The hills lay bathed in 
the sunset splendor ; above them ahone 
a stripe of palest amber sky. Every 
thing seemed strangely hushed and 
peaceful. Even the village • graveyard 
wore a sweet, restful aspect aa they- pass­
ed through its gateway. Over the quiet 
sleepers the grass waved gently, field 
flowers nestled lovingly about the head­
stones, and wild strawberry vinos drap­
ed the graves with dinging 
a distant corner a hemlock 
above a little green bed 
small slab was

“EMMA JANE,”
aged pour years and one month. 

“Suffer little children to come unto me, far 
at such is the kingdom of heaven.”

And over the tiny mound spread and 
wandered, like an exquisitely embroid­
ered pall, the starry blossoms of a white 
verbena.

Orrin took off hia hat and stood be­
side the grave.

“You eee," raid he, in a lew tone, 
Emma-Jane and me were great friends.
I played with her. I made her boat» 
and whistles. I took her flowers when 
«he was sick and dyin’. She’d hold 'em 
in her little hands, and smile and thank 
me, poor little girl. She came to our 
house once when yon was away to school 
like enough you have heard of her. She 
was cousin Luciuda’e child, left alone 
without a home, and mother took her. 
We liked her like she’d been always 
with us. And we named a plant we've 
got to home the Emma-Jane verbena 
’cause she was fond of it”

Abby was crying softly. He put bis 
arm around her.

“I thought,” he added, “that night, 
when you wm a kUsin’ the flower,
’twarn’t a lucky thing for you to do, see- 
in’ she’d dropped end died so easy. It 
teemed u if it was a bad sign when we 
was makiu’ promises for life, my love.’’

The girl, in her impulsive way, sank 
down by the little grave. She flung 
her arm across it, and he tears fall fast 
on the little 4white, radiant biossoroa. 
Orrin knelt beside her, and tried to 
draw her towards him.

“We shan’t never misunderstand each 
other again, Abby ?” he whispered.

“No, Orrin, never !”
And they kiaaed each other humbly, 

aa children kiss who have quarrelled and 
made np.—Grace Winthrop, in the St. 
Louia Republican.
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WORDS OP WISDOM

I know of no bleating eo small which 
can reasonably be expected without 
prayer, nor any eo great but may be 
attained by it.

Destroy the worms or they may destroy 
the children. Freeman'» Worm Powders 
destroy and eenel all kinds of worms.

W. lro
Ton think you want faith in God’s 

willingnera to help yon when yon only 
want a willingness to be helped by him.

National Pilla are sugar coated, mild 
but thorough, and are the best Stomach 
and Liver Pills in use. lm 

By their patience and perseverance 
Qod’e children are truly known from 
hypocrites and diaaembera.

A burn or cut will hea1 quickly and 
leave leas soar if Victoria Carbolic salve 
U applied at once. lm

Do the duty that cornea first ; you 
know not what beautiful experiences it 
may blueaom into.

Malarial fever and chille are heat 
broken up sod prevented by using Mil- 
bum’s Armstic Quinine Wine lm 

He who acts hu strength is strong, abd 
will be stronger.

No injurions effects can follow the nee 
of Ayer'e Ague Core. It contains en un­
failing antidote aud specific for mi.a- 
roatio poiaone, together with remedial 
agents which purify and re-invigurate 
the eyatem.

A worthy lady advertised for a plain 
cook, and several persona applied for the 
situation. Owing to her fastidionaneai, 
however, none of them seemed to soit 
her requirement!, but at the eleventh 
hour a maiden from the Emerald Isle 
made application. In reply to a q oration 
whether ahe wu able to do plain cooking 
she gave an affirmative answer, adding, 
“the plainer the better fur me.” Aud 
being farther tested in an oral manner, 
the good lady said—“My husband likes 
his meat boiled, and I like mine roasted. 
Now, if you get a fowl to cook, how 
would you do it ? “Please, ma’am raid 
the girl, “I would roest it first, an you 
could ate yoor share ; then I would boil 
what yon left for the mrather." The girl 
obtained the situation.

fingers. In 
tree eighed 

on whose

TaeTldy.
One of the blessed missions of these 

baby visitors to our homes it to keep 
ut from being too tidy, for there te such 
a thing as being too nice by half in the 
"keeping of one’s house. My wife wu a 
slave to the broom and dish-rag for the 
four long years proceeding the birth of 
our first baby. Now we have two boy a, 
four and two y tara of age, and she— 
well, ahe “lets tilings go” in a manner 
that gives the boys and me great ratia- 
faction. Thinga are no longer juat at 
The curtains do not hang “exactly eo," 
the rugs are sometimes curled up cr 
flopped clean over, chairs lie supinely on 
their becks for an hour at a time in the 
sitting-room ; there are atreeka made by 
raoiet little fingers on panes of glass 
once spotless and unblemished as crys­
tal ; the books and ornaments on the 
table are all tumbled up ; the papers in 
the rack are not folded evenly and 
squarely but seem to have been tossed 
in most any way ; there are blocks and 
railroad engines and etifflegged horses 
and etiffer men and women from Noah’s 
ark scattered around everywhere ; the 
table cover is away ; the ottoman's bot­
tom aide up, and things in a topey-tur- 
vey condition generally. My wife often 
says that the room looks awful, and ahe 
•pende a good deal of time deaniog op 
at night when the two little enemies of 
law and order are in their little beds. 
But they "mues it all up” in fifteen 
rainâtes the next day. Chiidren of their 
years are netnr-.l foee to tidiness and 
housekeeping. I have read a great 
many theories on the subject of teaching 
children to be orderly, “like little ladies 
and gentlemen,” but I have alwaye 
found such children rather stiff and 
prim, and not the rollicking, childish, 
freely happy youngsters I want my little 
boys to be while they are yet little boys.

No medicine is more conscientiously 
prepared, more powerful, or more highly 
concentrated, than Ayer’s Sarsperilla. 
Its standard of excellency ia the result 
careful study. This preparation ia ack­
nowledged by the medical profession to 
be the beat blood pander

De Wet Fer«H It.
It ia a feet that Nerviline cannot be 

surpassed by any combination for the 
relief of pain. The reason ia a good one. 
Nerviline contains the beet, most power­
ful and the latest discovered remedies. 
It ia a magic pain cure. Rheumatism, 
stiff neck, cranps, neuralgia colic, in fact 
all pain, internal, external, and local, are 
subdued in a few minutes. Go at once 
to" any drug store and get a trial bottle. 
It will only coat you 10 cents, and yon 
can at a small cost test the great pain 
cure, Poison's Nerviline. Large bottles 
only 25 cents.

A WeaSerlM «ram.
The largest organ, aw* one that plays 

a controlling part on the health of the 
body Is the liver. If torpid or inactive 
the whole system becomee diseased. 
Dr. Chase’s L v*r Guru is liiwts specially 
(or Liver m.d Kidney diseases, and ia 
guaranteed to our*. R-tvipe book and 
medicine $L Hold bv all dru-rg'sla.

Â Famous Doctor
Once aaid that the secret of good health 
consisted in keeping the bead oool, the 
feet warm, and the bowels open. Baâ 
this eminent physician lived In ont day, 
and known the merits of Ayer's Pills 
as an aperient, he would certainly have 
recommended them, as so many of bis 
distinguished successors are doing.

The celebrated Dr. Farnsworth, of 
Norwich, Conn., recommends Ayer’s 
Pills as the best of all remedies for 
" Intermittent Fevers."

Dr. I. E. Fowler, of Bridgeport, 
Conn., says: “Ayer’s Pills are highly 
and universally spoken of by the people 
about here. I make dally use of them 
In my practice.” »

Dr. Mayhew, of New Bedford, Mas*., 
says : “ Having prescribed many thou­
sands of Ayer’e Pills, in my practice, I 
can unhesitatingly pronounce them the 
beat cathartic in use."

The Massachusetts State Aaaayer, Dr. 
A. A. Haye*, certifies : “ I have made a 
careful analysis ot Ayer’s Pills. They 
contain the active principles of well- 
known dregs, Isolated from Inert mat­
ter, which plan la, chemically speaking, 
of great Importance to their usefulness. 
It insures activity, certainty, and uni­
formity of effect. Ayer’s Pills contain 
no metallic or mineral substance, but 
the virtues of vegetable remedies in 
skillful combination."

Ayer's Pills,
Prepared by Da J. C. Ayer k Co., Lowell, Mas*.

Md by all Pülin la MedkAme.

Nasal Balm
OiXABKUCK. Dixons r.o.. Ont.

May 11th, 1887.
My wife Buffered for five years with 

that distressing disease, catarrh. Her 
case was one of the worst known in these 
part*. She tried all of the catarrh reme­
dies I ever saw advertised, but they were 
of no use. I finally procured a bottle of 
Nasal Balm. She has used only one half 
of it, and now feels like a new person. I 
feel It my duty to say that Nasal Balm 
cannot be TOO HIGHLY recommended 
for catarrh troubles, and am pleased to 
have all such sufferers know through its 
uee they will receive instant relief and 
CUhe; CHAd. MCGILL Farmer
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SPRING GOODS !
DAILY ARRIVING.

w. mwzm-
THE TAILOR,

has a large assortment of best goods for

CEUDITS
on hand, at the old and reliable stand. West- 
st., near the Bank of Montreal.

2041- 3E3LT7Q-HC JDTTüSriLCŒ3.

Novelties is IikiUsdi.
A tiny ink-bottle is set in the centre 

of a silver knapsack.
A bronze bear scrambling over a fence 

has been made to do duty aa an ink- 
stand.

The old oaken bucket, with it» 
picturesque well swept attachment, is a 
favourite design.

A pear made entirely of glus is hand­
somely mounted in metal and has a 
space for holding ink where its core 
should be.

Devotees of the national game will ap- 
predate an inkstand consisting of an 
ivory base ball, with the batter in 
bronze cloae at band.

An attractive novelty ia a grinning 
clown brass with the head stuck through 
a loop of the same material, The ink ia 
disclosed by lifting hia peaked cap.

An appropriate deslg>rnament far 
sporting man is a jockey cap in brass, 
with eilver trimmings. It resta upon a 
couple of riding whips. The ink ia 
hidden away under the topknot of the 
cap.

For the girl who is afflicted with the 
yatching craze a nautical inkstand ia by 
all odds the proper caper. By turning a 
windlass once around the well ia dis­
closed and a drawer opens containing 
pens er stamps.

The pretty bamboo inkstands imported 
from Europe last aeraon have nearly all 
been reproduced in this country in pluah. 
They are so constructed that the per­
fume or odor bottles may be readily 
aubetiteted far the ink well Plash is 
cheaper than bamboo, but not nearly au 
aervicMble.

INVENTION
the world during the last half century. Not 
least among the wonders of inventive pro­
gress is a method and system of work that can 
be performed all over the country without 
separating the workers from their homes. 
Pay libcruj : snv one can do the Iwork ; either 
sex, young or old : no special ability reouired. 
Capital not needed ; you are started free. 
Cut this out and return to us and we will send 
you free, something of great value and im­
portance to you, that will start you in busi- 
ne8!», which will bring you in more money 
right away, then anything else in the world. 
Grand outfit free. Address Truk 8c Co.. 
Augusta. Maine. 30.

CURES
liver Complaint, 

Dvgpepsia. 
Biliousness. 

Sick Headache, 
'idney Troubles. 

Rheumatism. 
Skin Diseases, 

and all
impurities of the 
Rood from what- 
ver cause orisi 
Female Weak- 

. esse* and Gene­
ral Disability. 
Purely Vegetable. 

Highly concentrated, pleasant, effectual, safe 
ASK FOR

DR. HODDER’S COMPOUND.
r«li* ether Held Everywhere. Price. It cents per battle.
3DB.. HODDER’S

COUGH AND LUND CUBS.
Sold every where. Price, *5 cte. and 60 ct |per bottle. Proprietors and manufacturers, 

THE UNION MEDICINE CO.. 
zm" Toronto Ont.

DUNN’S
BAKING
POWDER

THE COOK’S BEST FRIEND
Cita Cn fir Kite's Castor»
When Baby wee sick, ws gave L.r Cwtoria, 
When .he was* Child, she cried for Cratatte, 
When the became Miss, she dong to Css tort.,
Whea eh# had Children, she gave them Caatoria,

DISlitP Set Wonders exist In thon *wai a a ax sends of forms, but are sur­
passed by the marvels of invention. Those 
who are fn need ef profitable work that can be 
done while living at home should at once 
•end their address to Hallet A Co.. Portland 
Maine, and receive free, full Information how 
either sex. of all ages, can earn from *6 to *25
Çsr day and upwards wherever they live, 

•u are started free. Capital not required 
1 bumo have made over t). ^ a a-i way at 1 hia work. All succeed. SO.

THE HURON SIGNAL, FRIDAY, JULY 6, 1888.

W,v* . Pv-Jstf


