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the glim
n,” he said, “ if you will
< not g thnhﬁe:igo nnoleint‘.’ha
'-“K am going to good-night.
& budget of letters mh I lhlllggﬁt
better in. my own room.”
“ Must you really see to them now ?” she
aid.. * Why, it is not half & noliday if
business follows you here.”

Something in her voice made him look at
her more attentively. He saw that she was
in trouble, recollected that Carlo had
scarcely spoken to her through dinner, and
very natarally leaped to the conclusion that
there had been a quarrel. between the
lovers.

“ I have a long letter from Kate, which
perhaps you'll like to see,” he gaid. ‘‘ She
and Clare seem getting on grandly at the
North Cape. ey know nothing of your
betrothal. May 1 tell them the news when
I answer this?”

1 think I will, tell them myself,” she
said, her color deepening a little.  ** I will
put in a line to-morrow, if I may.”

The tears welled up into her eyes again ;
she turned hastily and drew his attention
to the distant view of Veésuvius, with crini-
*son fl ping ui, and lightning
brightening the sky in the background.
But Mr. Britton was too fond of her to be
put aside ; he began to feel really anxious

” about her future.

“Dear little niece,” he eaid, gently,

ou‘must forgive an old uncle’s anxiety,
znc are you quite happy in your betrothal ?
Are you quite sure that you have chosen
the happiest life ?”

. “Iamsure that I havechosentheonly man
in tl.e world whom I could love,” she said,
recovering herself, and looking up into her
uncle’s face with such a aweet, bright,
love-lit smile that he could only inwardly
protest that no man living was worthy of
hy

er.
“ Yet something is troubling you to-
night,” he said, uneasily.
“ Yes;” she said, her lips quivering ;
¢ there is dtfmbhiug troubling Carlo ; he is
oing to talk it over with father, and—and
am not quite sure how father will take
it. ”
Mr, Britton looked grave.
Bear child, of one thing you may at
e,” he said, gently ; ‘‘your

hing but your happiness.”
m‘nly too wofl with

of nothing
Y hat il"be;

anger is at excusa)
3’. t to go on 18 out cf the
tion while he still keeps to his resoluf 3
Mi t, I am sure, wo

uld agree
3
He is delibenu[y choosing »
e him—he
is taking the high-road to hell.”
he captain Was working himself up into
wrathful indignation lﬁn. Mr. Britton
could only imagine that Donati had avowed
his connection with some secret

litical
society such as he believed to exist in Italy.
He saw that it was useless to attempt any
further remonstrance.

“ Then, if this is really quite at au end,’,
he said, unhesitatingly, *‘ would it not be
doubly’ desirable that you should all leave
the neighborhood. for a time? Take a
month’s cruise in the Pilgrim. There is no
chance of my using her again till August.”

“] wish you could have been with us
too,” said the captain, with a sigh. ‘‘Must.
you really go off at once 1”

“ T must be off this evening; there’s no
help for it,” said Mr. Britton, ‘I would
give much to be with you, but this busi-
ness will bear no delay. I feel like aschool-
boy cheated of his holiday. But look, let
us decide this matter while Captain Gra-
ham is here. . When  would you like to
start 1

“To.morrow. No; to-morrow Count
Carossa dines with us ; but on Thursday—
Ireally think we might start—on Thurday.
It’s very good of you, George, to propose it.
You've no idea what a relief it will be to
me, for we are such near neighbors to
Donati that it would be very unpleasant to
be here.”

““ Well, that's settled, then,” said Mr.
Britton. * I'll goand tell Graham to make
preparation for you. He will be enchanted
to have you on board.”

CHAPTER XIIL

Captain Britton had seldom felt more ill

)

up to the door of the Villa Bruno. A
sallow, wrinkled old servant, with a gay
scarlet neckerchief, was polirhing the door-
handle ; she nodded to him cheerfully as he
approached.

“ Good-morning to you, signor ; walk in.
You'll find the master in the salotto. ”

She madé no sign of leaving her door-
handle and duster, and indeed the captain
had long ago asked leave to walk into his
neighbor’s house without ceremony, and
the Signora Donati and Carlo, though dis-
liking his unheralded intrusion, had been
far too courteous to return a nefabive to the
tactless request. He crossed the vestibule,
and was about to enter the salotto, when a
sound of voices within made him pause,
hesitate a moment, and then go instead
into an adjoining rogm.

He had “recognized the voice of Guidd
Donati, and guessed correctly that the uncle
had driven over in hot haste from Naples
on learning his nephew’s startling plan.
That he was exceedingly annoyed could be

from the vehement snd extra-

-y

Unole”—she looked Wilat Nim_appealingly
—** promise me that whatever happens you
will never think him to blame ; there are
things no outsider can understand. Promise
me that you will always be his friend.”
"Wel{ he must be a cold-hearted person
who could refuse such a petition from such
lips,” he said, stooping to kiss her. ‘‘Don’t
be unhappy, dear little Fran; there mever
et was a betrothal which was all sunshine.
ait a little, and your clouds will disperse.
Nine o'clock ! I must be off to my desk.”
If wloep - refused to visit either Carlo or
Francesos that night, it W.~ equally cruel
o Captain Bfitwn. He tossed and turned
autil the bedclothes were in a state of
; he tried the window
he tried the window shut ; he tried a
m he tried total darkness ; he the
room, he counted alternate black and white
sheep going through a gate, he ate bread,
he -oTed & vigar—in fact, he tried all the
dies f leepl he had ever

or ¥

heard of. L
At last he gave up all thoughts of rest for

that night, and began to wonder how his

hbor was faring ; the young Italian’s
face haunted hiin.

Then he began to think of poor little
Francesca, doomed through his angry’ com-
mand never to see her lover again. No ;
at least he would yield on that poirt, he
would go to see Carlo after breakfast,
would apologise. to him for his hastiness,
and permit inim to come once more to the
Casa Bella and take leave of Francesca.
This. idea gave the poor captain a little
relief, but he groaned aloud as he thought
of all the grie% in store-for his child. y

At length he heard the welcome sounds
of life in the house. The night was over ;
Rosetta was banging the door mat vigor-
ously against th& porch ; Dino was tramp-
ing up and down the marble passages,
fetching and carrying. Presently there was
the refreshing sound of the rap at his
door, and the servant’s familiar summons,
““Half-past seven, signor, and a+fine morn-
ing.

The captain rose more promptly than
usual, unlocked his_door, an«r took in his

hot-water can ; on the lid there lay an en-

velope directed to him in Carlo’s hand-
writing. e tore it open with a sense of
sickening Wnxiety.

What was it that brought a sudden mist
before his eyes? Only a short, magly letter
a letter of apology from the man wgom he
had wronged.

. Carlo had forostalled him, and_the letter
which had cost the writer so much cost the
reader yet more. There was very little in
it, with its careful English and neat forei
writing ; but the words had come straight
from the heart, and they went straight as
an arrow to the heart of the captain.

The Brittons, though so long resident in
Ttaly, kept English hours and breakfasted
all together at 8 o’clock. ;

Meanwhile, in the study, the owmer of
_the Pilgrim was trying to do all in his

for his pretty niece. He had guessed,

th from her face and his bmvbar‘ﬂepm-
mion, that there must have been a quarrel
with yo Donati on the previous night.

He h 'mﬁe might be able to set things

ight again before he left, but he had no
idea how gerious was the state of affairs.

“ Look here, John,” he said, closing the
door of the study, ‘* it hae just struck me,
why shouldn’t you all have a trip in the

t ‘nfnw lll: is hené t:'hem will be

plenty of room for you an e girls, and

g Donati, and a couple of other friends

¢ if you like. Now do you.think of

it, for it quite vexes .me. that the Pil'grim
d be down here all to no purpose.”

# You are very good,” said Captain Brit-

m‘nhuih' ly ; “for m there is

g I should so much like ; indeed, I
must get away somewhere ; I feel quite
knocked up with this tiresome affair.” «

“ What affair 1

“ Why,”I meant to have told you all
about it to-day. Poor little Francesca’s

t is broken off 1”

ly in love with her still, but I
tastoptoit. I never was

ily rapid at which inded
the captain of Carlo’s tirade om the pre-
ceding night. At last the violenb

came to an end, and Carlo’s ‘Voige was
heard. It was low but distingt, and the
captain could not avoid hearing the words :

I am sorry to vex you, uncle, but my
mind is made up.” ’

“ Madonna Santissima ! it is made up,
is it,” said the other, furiously. *‘Then
mine, too, is made up ; and I am sorry to
vex you, but not a penny of mine shall you
ever inherit. Do you understand

There was a silence, but Captain Britton
could well imagine the expressive gesture
which Carlo would make.

“ Diavolo !” cried the uncle. *‘You
take it calmly. You think you will live
comfortably enough on that voice of yours,
and laugh at the rich old uncle. You will
tell a different tale a few years hence, m
fine fellow, when you have a wife and chil-
dren to support.”

¢ 1 ghall never marry,” said Carlo, speak-
ing more shortly than the captain had ever
be%orc heard an Italian speak.

“ What !” cried Uncle Guido. ‘‘Then
you have thrown over your betrothal for
this mad scheme? An apoplexy on you!
I'll have no more to do with such a fool ;”
and with that he strode out of the room.

The captain only waited till he was sure
the angry man had really gone, and then he
knocked at the door of the salotto. Nothing
but a conscientious sense of duty could have
induced him to face at that moment his
guest of the previous evening; but there
was a certain rugged loyalty about Frances-
ca’'s father, and he walked sturdily into the
room, bracing himself up to make the neces-
sary apology. Carlo was standiog at the
side of the window ; the sunlight fell full
upon him, and revealed to the captain a
very different face to the one which had
haunted him through the night—a face
worn with sufferin, ,%)ut strong and resolute,
spite of its haggard look.

“] beg your pardon for intruding, but
the servant told me to come in,” began the
captain, approaching him.

Carlo-turned with an_inarticulate excla-
mation, the blood rushed to his face, and a
look of distress dawned in his eyes; he was
tired otit with all he had been through, and
felt wholly unequal to another stormy dis-
cussion.

But he welcomed his visitor with native
ceremoniousness, betraying only by addi-
tional courtesy any remembrance of the
quarrel. The captain remembered the letter
of the morning, and all his kindly feelings
returned to him, as he said, heartily:

“(arlo, I have come to apologize for the
words which escaped me yesterday. I
regret them more than I can tell you. You
had every excuse for your anger.”

Carlo grasped his hand. *‘‘No, no,” he
said quickly, “ [ was very much to blame
I am glad, sir—it is & great relief to me—
that last night was not our parting. I am
grateful to you for coming here to day.”

‘I must also” apologize for having inad-
vertently overheard, some of your uncle’s
words,” said the captain, who felt very un-
comfortable when he remembered his ifyo-
luntary eavesdropping.

L Ir{new Uncle Guido would be very
much against this plan,” said Carlo; and as
he spoke he threw himself wearily into a
chair facing Captain Britton’s.

The captain was struck by the look of ex-
treme physical exhaustion both in the face
and the attitude ; he began to realize the’
difference between his own physique and
that of the Italian, and faintly to under-
stand that Carlo had a greater capacity for,
feeling pain than he had himself.

“ Did you realize that this scheme of
youra—this scheme which J still most
ltronqu disapprove—would cost you so
dear 7" he asked abruptly. “ Did you think
your uncle would have disinherited you ?” .

“ I didn’t think about the money at all,”
said Cu'}?, “but I knew. he would be

annoyed.

*‘ But does this make no’ change in your
feeling? Are you willing to lose every
single thing you possess, and even to forfeit
the respect of your friends, for the sake of
this plan ?”

Rt es,” he said, simply ; “ I am willing,
sir.

‘When he had spoken he let kis head droj
wearily on to his d ; he was calm wi
the of blank bereavement ; for, like
the princess in' the poem, he had found that

* Nob to fear because all is taken
Is the loneliest depth of human pain.

The captain sighed. He was not am,
now, only very much annoyed at the im-
possibility of ‘inducing one bereft of ‘com-
mon sense to see reason. 5 5
o il 55 lamgihe Bt Row will yrou ure

at ; but how ou fare
g full 111 7 ’

nm;hvﬂmddmddk
“¢ Well, you will think me unpractiosl,”

at ease than when he walked that morningd

¢ There is one otlter thing I wish tosay,"”
eaid Oaptain Britton, rising, ‘‘ and that is,
that'if you wish you may have one more
s onghs waghety ot s b s th
; t at thi , and the
captain sy, mahanhmldnmm
with him to Bella.

ow to.put it; * of your decision 1” ,
¢ I have not spoken to her about it, but
I know she infers it,” said the captain,

rather coldly. 3

Carlo the room for & minute, strug-
gling with his emotion ; he was not sure
whether, he had strength to meet Francesca
and tell her with his own lips that all was
over between them. y

“If you wish to see her we had better
come &t once,” said the captain. “ My
brother is unexpeetedly called back to Eng;
land, and we 2% much to see to to-day.”

He was vexed that Dopati did not show
more gratitudé for the jon he had
made, for he was a man who liked to be

ed, and it had not been casy for him
‘to retradt what he had first sai Some-
thing in his tone stung Carlo ; he drew
himself together. * Ebbene, signor,” he
said, gravely, forgetting his English, as he
 often did wzan much moved, and recover-
ing it with an effort.  “* If you will permit
it, I will accompaay you.”

They walked away from the Villa Bruno
in silence, Carlo thinking of the-captain’s
words, * We have much to see to to-day.”
How calmly he classed the supreme struggle
of his life, the parting that was death to
him, with the trivial household commotion
caused by Mr. Britton’s journey.

Bat, once back in his dwn house the cap-
tain’s kinder feelings returned ; he took
Carlo to the Rose-room, then held out his
hand cordially.

“This had better be our final parting,”
'he said, “I leave home on l‘l))zndsy
Good-bye, Carlo. Should you even now eee
fit to give up this foolish scheme I should
be quite willing to reconsider matters.”

“My mind is made up, sir,” said Carlo,
turning sadly away.

““So it appears.
cesca to you.”

He closed the door; and Carlo, witha
choking feeling in his throat, looked round
the dear, familiar room, the very untidiness
of which breathed of Francesca. The
“Dying Gladiator ” for Clare réposed peril
ously on a shaky Pile of books; a kitlen
was worrying a ball of red wool on the sofa ;
and a noci in process of knitting, which he
knew had been intended for him, lay ata
little distance on the floor. He turnmed
to.the window and looked out at his
old friend Vesuvius with itscloud of smoke,
and at the glimpses of blue sea visiblé here
and there between the trees.| Then with an
aching consciousness that these were'left to
him, but that he should never more stand in
that little room, he turned and looked round
it, as though he wished to stamp forever on
his min all its girlish decorations,
all its. familiar = details. But  the
sound of footsteps - without ' roused
him and dispelled his calm ; the door
opened,and Francesea came quickly forward
to greet him, she always entered a room
more quickly, yet more gracefully than
other people, but now she almost ran toward
him ; she wanted him mot to notice her

wan, tear:

“1f, however, in one sense love is blind,
in another it is all-observant ; in oneglance
he had read all, and in that glance fhore
came_to him the sharpest of his suffering.

Suﬁhg the sobs that rose in his throat,he
held her in a long, close embrace, but to
speak was impossible ; and . though there
was comfort and rapture in her presence,
yet there was also anguishwhich threatened
to unman him. At length he put her
gently from him, and turned away that he
might fight down his emotion. or a few
minutes there was silence, then he came and
sat beside her on the sofa, and, putting his
arm round her, drew her head down on to
his shoulder.

“ Carina,” he said, and the mellow bary-
tone voice was firm, yet terribly sad, *your
father would not let me see you last night,
but, to-day he allows me this one more meet-
ing with you. He said he had not spoken
to you, but that you knew what had ‘passed
between us.” '

¢ Yes,” she said, her tears raining down
quietly; “I knew it must be so when I
heard you go.”

They talked sometimes in English, some-
times in Italian, as had been their custom
ever since childhood.

“ Darling,” he said, tenderly, I am
bound to obey your father’s decree ; there
could be no right betrothal for us without
his consent, and so you stand free once
more. Youmust try, carina, not to ‘let
these three short weeks spoil your life ; you
will try? my own, my darling, for it would
break my heart if I thought I had ruined
your happiness.

“ Love ought not to weaken us,™ she
said tremulously, for in her heart she felt
that apart from Carlo she should be like
a rudderless boat.- * These three weeks
ought to give me courage for the rest.”

here was indescribable sadness in the
last two words,

“ Ah, darling!” cried Carlo.,{mlaionnbely,
““ don’t speak of your beautiful young life
like that.!”

And then he was silent again. All the
strength and ardor of their mutual love
seemed to rise up against the dptain’s
decree ; if for the present they were fain to
obey it and to part, yet hopes for the future
would rise ; perhaps each intuitively knew
what was in the other’s heart, but no words
passed between them ; indeed, when Carlo
did speak it was almost as if he wished to
reason away any brightness which might
hover over their future.

“ You see, my darling,” he said, “even
should thisimmediate danger no longer kee,
me from you, even if Nita no lohger needeg
me, I shall have cut myself off from you
hopelessly ; we must face that. I shall by
that time, if I succeed at all, be to the
world Donati the singer, and your father
would certainly not choose me- for his, son-
in-law. Then, again, Uncle-Guido has dis-
inherited me, so that if I gave up the stage
I should be penniless and more or less un-
fitted for work as an advocate.”

“ Has’he indeed disinherited you? Oh,
Carlino, what. troubles you have had
Don’t let me be another, darling. See, I'll not
crly any more ; we must think of what is still
left us. The worst they can do to us is to
keep us apart ; they can’t kill our love, they
can’t check our prayers for each other ; the
best part, the highest part, no gne can med-
dle with.”

He held her closely, murmuring tender
Italian words of endearment ; and the clock
on the mantel-piece ticked on inexorably,
mesasyring all too quickly the time which,
when they were parted, would move with
Teaden feet.  Rosalind should “surely have
said *‘ parting lovers ” rather than a *‘ thief
going to the gallows ” when asked, ‘‘ Who

lops Time withal?” - And still the
ingered over the sweet, unwritable tal
till the clock relentlessly struck 12, and
roused them to the recollection of the outer
world.

Then Francesca drew off her engagement
ring, and placed it in his hand.

“There, Carlo,” she said, steadily, “I
ive you back the ring and your troth, and
will obey my father, and will neither hear

from you nor write to you ; but more, than
that no woman can promise, for love is not
made and unmade to order.”

Carlo put, on the ring, which from & token
of union now become changed to atoken
of tion: He was too heart-broken to
speak, and after a long pause it was Fran-
cesca who at length broke the silence.

“ Tell me & little more of the sort of life
you shall live,” she said, ently.

8o he told her all that he knew, which
was little enough ; how he should live with
the Merlinos, try to win his sister’s love,
study hard for his profession, do his best to

be a credit to
*“ And you " he asked. _‘* There will be

-new for st Villa Bruno, buw
i‘hmm&kwﬂlﬁﬂb:

Well, I will séyd Fran-

T S
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e

The word t back to him the recol-
leotion of his d father,

tumult of feeling. He held her sweet face
between his hands, looked long into those

re ayu.mé grew strong once
i) Pazienza ’ho'mummnd, omg her
again inchis arms. *‘ God have you in His
i o g

At the gste of Casa Bella, Mr. George
Britton, much to his dismay, chanced to en-
counter the owner of Villa Bruno, quite the
last man he would have chosen to meet. All
that he could do was to that nothi

—W. W, Astor pays $25,000 rent
m.mmbM .!""
—The net indebtedness of the world in
1890 aggregated $26,917,006,000.

a8 an
—A hive of 5,000 bees will produce
aboet fifty pounds of honey annually.
~Lady Londonderry spends one day out
aluvery’tmhbdforb-nty’-uke. .
—Edinburg ladies- are collecting money
to erect a statue to Mary Queen o!%ooil-
—Streams become full because their heads
get swollen, but man reverses the order.
—A professional shoe handler examines
the soles. The novice scputinizes the
uppers. ¥
*—Theactress’ great st le is to reconcile
her advertised youthfurlzglgl with the ex-
perienced perfection of her art.
_—When the daughter of a political boss
in Brooklyn was married the other day the
wedding presents filled twelve big vans.

Kissing for & Wager,

Mr, W. A. Melh‘yer, the ' American
Sian s ding tioal

—It may have been observed that consting 3
% I Hia dbairback

¢ And did she go back alone ?”
“ No, she wouﬂ’i come iv, so I walked
back her, and Cousin John came back
with her and me,”
 And did it take yon till ten o’clock at
night to do that gadding about?” cross-
questioned Mr. Jones.

 Oh, no, dear, we dro, in at Mrs.
Blossom’s and saw her new bonnet and had
some nice raspberry cordial, and I ran over
to Mrs. Mancey’s—I was so near—and bor-
rowed her recipe for snow pudding ; and,
oh, Jeptha, I saw the Bmith twinlets—the
sweet little thin, boy and a girl or &
girl and a boy, 1 forget which, and on our
way home I looked in—why, where are you
goim'z, Mr. Jones? I haven’t told you half

5.

ye
s %.ﬁn. I’'m fgoing dowan to see if ou
watel is on duty. If there were an
other places thBt you visited, you can tell

had happened, and to bid him'a courteous
farewell, He held out his hand.

Carlo turned upon him a face which
haunted- the kindly Englishman for many
months to come. But; even in his anguish,
he could not be otherwise than courteous ;
a look of effort passed over his deathly fea-
tures, and— .

“ With pale lips .

That secmed to motion for a smile in vain,”
he said, as he bowed over the Englishman’s
hand, * Buon viaggio, signor ! A rivederci I”

CHAPTER XIV.
THE NEW BARITONE.
“ Small spheres hold small fires,

But he loved largely, as a man can love

Who, baffled in his love, dares live his life,

Accept the erids which (God loves for hisown,

And lift a constant aspect.”

—E. B, BROWNING.

It was a_hot_summer morning, ard two
ragged little Neapolit: were tering
along the Chiaja ; the elder had flung his
arm caressingly round the other’s neck ; the
younger held in his hand a ragged cap full
of cherries, from which they were eating
contentedly as they walked. A carriage
rolled past them, and both boys looked up
with sharp, eager eyes.

“ Gran Dio !” “cried one. *‘ Look !
yonder goes Comerio, the singer.”

“Tis he himgelf,” said the other, with a
look of interest/; ““and in a vile temper, too;
his brow is black as a starless night !’

““ They say he beats his wife,” said the
elder boy with a laugh, which was enly
checked by the offer of a ripe red cherry
which his brother held up to his mouth.

Meanwhile the carriage had gone by, and
Comerio was before long, set donwn at the
entrance to Palazzo Forti. He paid the
driver, and then, with no yery amiable ex-
pression, made his way up the long stone
staircase and rang the bell.

A maid servant, whom he had tried un-
successfully to bribe on former occasionsy
opened the door to him.

““Is Signor Merlino at the theatre ?” he
asked, anxious to know whether the coast
was clear.

¢ Yes, signor,” replied the girl.
message can I give him ?”

% 1 will give it to Signora Merlino,
the visitor, preparing to enter.

The maid showed all her teeth in a.merry
smile.,

“* But the signora is still at rehearsal.”

*“Bi.su /” exclaimed Comerio, impa-
tiently, ‘1 might have known. Well, I
will come in then, and wait till they return”

(To be Continued.

‘“ What

” said

How Jewish Meat is Killed.
(From “ The Jews in New York,” ia February
* Century.”)

One of the latest abattoirs in the city,
covering an’ ample block, owned and
operated by men of Jewish race and faith,
is remarkable for its smooth and effective
working and admirable distrubtion of

rts. An average of eight hundred cattle,

tween three and five years old, pass
through it in each of the business days of
the year. Arriving: from the west at the
river front, tliey ascend one#by ome to
the fateful anc{oeure, where an adept
employee fastens a chain around the hind
leg of each. Hoisted by machinery, the
bovine falls gently upon one shoulder, and
in most instances without a cry. Occa-
sionally, however, some brute, maddened
by sight and smell of blood, breaks
out  into * the  slaughter-house, and
creates disturbance that is speedily
quelled by its own despatch./ Submissive
companions, with neck twisted to -ex-
rule the throat, quickly feel the shochet’s
ong and shining knife. The shochet him-
self is a stalwart fellow, cool and wary
withal, who rarely makes a useless motion,
He is a religious man and of good moral
character, as his license from Rabbi Jacob
Joseph, chief of certain orthodox congrega-
tions in the metropolis, avouches. The life-
stream in torrents follows the movement of
his blade. _ This is “shechita,” the killing.
It insures® complete effusion of blood, in
which may be germs of disease that other-
wise might find entrance intofhuman bodies.
Next  follows ‘ bediqah,” the examination
of instrument and victim. If a nick appear
on the keen edge of the knife, that by ex-
remists is held to imply unnecessary suffer-
ing, injurious chemical change and conse-
(lluent unfilness of the carcass for market.
f there be none, lungs, liver and heart, the
entire body, indeed, are minutely inspected.

. His Scotch Falling.

The dispute between Sir Thomas MecIl-
wraith, premier and treasurer of Queens-
land, with the Bank of England has broughts
out an unhappy but oharacteristic display
of temper from the Australian statesman.
It seems that Sir Thomas has made up his
mind, on what he considered as a settled
understanding, that if Qt land did not
succeed in securing a logn by the ist of July,
the bank would advance a sum of about
$6,000,000. The bank, it seems, took a
different view of the matter, and thereupon
Sir Thomas McIlwraith said it had acted as
no honest bank would act and that if any-
body trusted i, he would be sold. As the
controversy developed, thehasty statesman

v fond of
e
ing east recently from Chicago, he
fell in mst.h » small cotzrie of jolly ood fel-
lows in the buffet-car, and after they had
knocked the gold seals from several bottles,
they felt equal to anything. Then it was
that Mestayer arose, and said :

¢ I want to kiss & pretty woman 1"

A roar of derisive laughter greeted this
announcement.

“ You fellows may laugh,”said Mestayer,
“but I am foing into that drawing-room
:i.:r m:i shall kiss the prettiést woman I see

it 1"

There was another howl of derision.

“ 'l bet you $20,” retorted Mestayer.

“T'll take you !” said one, ** and see that
you get a decent burial.” .

Then they followed silently, while Me.
stayer strode into the car, and stood for a
moment gazing up and down.

In a moment he made his choice, and
walked softly towards a parlor - chair in
whose velvety embrace lay a slender, wil-
lowy, feminine form. Tle sleeper was very
pretty, and a soft flush suffused a ver;
tempting cheek. Then, while the crowd,
half repentant, edged back to the door,
Mestayer leaned over the chair and kissed

14 the uleep'mf 1womAn, as Swinburne would
ul

have said, full upon the two lips.

Of course there was a sharp scream, and
one member of the party reached back to
his hip pocket. But when the young lady
looked up, she merrily remarkedy

“ Why, William, what miade you do'that?”

It was Theresa Vaughan, Mestayer’s wife.

Bpring Assizes, 1892,
HOME CIRCUIT, FALCONBRIDGE, C. J.
Orangeville, Tuesday, Ist March.
St. Catharines, Monday, 7th March.
Milton, Monday, 14th March.
Brampton, Thursday, 17th March.
Toronto, Criminal Court, Monday, 2lst
March.
Toronto, . Civil Court,
March.
FORTHWESTERN CIRCUIT, ARMOUR, O, J.
gVoodltock. Wednesday, 2a0d March.
tratford, Monday, 7th idarch.
Goderich, Mondsy, 14th March,

Monday,

, Bth ATL
Monday, 11th April.
Owen Bound, Tuesday, 19th April.
MIDLAND CIRCUIT, ROSE, C. J.
Barrie, Tuesday, 1st Magch.
Hamilton, Wetfneudny, h March.
Belleville, Monday, 21st March.
Picton, Monday, 4th April.
Whitby, Tuesday, 12th April.
Lindsay, Monday, 18th April.
Peterboro’, Monday, 25th April.
Cobourg, Monday, 20d May.
EASTERN CIRCUIT, MACMAHON, J.
Cornwall, Tuesday, 8th March.
Brockville, Monday, 14th March. -
Napanee, Monday, 21st March.
Kingston, Thursday, 24th March.
Perth, Monday, 4th April.
Pembroke, Thursday, 7th April.
L’Orignal, Wednesday, 13th April.
Ottawa, Monday, 18th April.
SOUTHWESTERN CIRCUIT, -STREET, J.
Welland, Monday, 218t March.
8t. Thomas, Monday, 28th March.
Bimcoe, Monday, 4th April.
Cayuga, Thursday, 7th April.
Sandwich, Monday, 11th April.
Barnia, Monday, 18th April.
Chatham, Monday, 25th April.
London, Wednesday, 4th May.

A Romantic Bcolc_ll Marriage.

A marriage, with which is associated
more than the usual degree of romance, was
celebrated in Edinburgh recently, the bride
being & descendant of the last - Earl of Sea-
forth, and the bridegroom a crofter belong-
ins to Ross-shire. Miss Anstruther, the
lady in question, is connected with several
titled Scottish familiés, her mother, who is
a sister of Lady Ashburton, being a grand-
daughter of the last Earl of Seaforth. The
bridegroom was Duncan Mackay, Buirinish,
West_Ross, who farms a croft on Sir Ken-
neth Matheson’s estate .of Lochalsh. ‘Mr.*
Mackay is & well-known man in the district
to which he belongs, having taken a promi-
nent part locally in the land reform move
ment. Being much above the average
crofter in point of education, he has been
rather & prominent leader in public matters
in the Lochalsh district. For several sum-
mers past Miss Anstruther has resided at
Plockton, Lochalsh, and it was while there
that she met Mg Mackay.

Oats as a Brain Food.

The Paris School of Philosophy has re-
cently conducted experiments as to the
value of oats as a food, which seems toshow
that the kernel contains three medicinal
principals, she first of which tends to calm,
soothe and tone up the bramn and general
nerve tissues, the second yielding phos-
phates for the weakened hnd Kung‘r nerves,
and the third, residing in the husk of the_
oat acting as a laxative by its action on the
digestive track. |

| scknowledged that he had been
but excused his language by saying that it
was only a manner of speaking to which
Scotch were not d i

refusal to admit himeelf in the wrong has
brought down -on Bir Thomas McIlwraith
the anger of the-7'imes, which considers that
the original offence against the.bank has
been aggravated by a slur cast upon North
Britons. Sir Thomas McIlwraith is an able
politician, but he has his failings, one of
which is quickness of temper, and it seems
that his boasted firmness sometimes takes
the shape of obstinacy.—Montreal Gazetle.

Chicago has had a fire in one of her sky-
scrapers, but as yet none of the astrom-
omers has discovered any- serious d

Wipe flatirons on a cloth wet with coal
oil and they will not scorch the clothing.

Dr. Lesie E. KeeLey, of Dwight, IH.,
lectured in Philadelphia last week before
the Bi-Chloride of Gold Club, of that city,
on his pow celebrated gold cure for drunken-
ness. Among other things the doctor said :

It was about thirty years ago that it first
occut to me that drunkenness was a dis-
eage and should be treated rationally as other

ideases, For sixteen years I worKed ha
experimenting for some remedy that would
bread “P the rythm of inebrity. My discovery
of the bi-chloride of gold as a specific for the
of drunkenness and morphine habits,
was made fourteen years ago an proc]aimcd
to the v!orld but was entirely ignored by the

The planet: ped with a singeing.

Bellows (Chicago)—Why are you so anx-
ious for me to go away for awhile, my dear ?
Mrs. Bellows (often married)—The doctor
says you'd come back another man entirgly.

He—Time seems short when I am with
you. She (who had hinted at oysters, which
she did not get)—Then you must have a
fellow feeling for it.

Mm? men imegine that the world
couldn’t get along without them, but when
they die the town in which they lived ex-
periences’a boom.

The Fisk Jubilee Singers have been stuck
in & snow drift with a C. P. R. train in
Southern Manitoba for 36 hours.

Arabi Pasha, the exiled tian mis-
chief-maker, lives on the island of Ceylon
amid t groves haunted by squirrel
and ie robins.

Mme. Schlieman is carrying on the work
of the fi 1 who_di d the

Dr. Keeley laid particular stress upon
his position that there was no difference
between inebriety, typhoid fever and any
other germ disease caused by germ poison.
He denied heredity in drunkenness, which
he said was a disecase of acquirement by
cultivation and that there was but one
cause for it—alcohol. He alluded to the
manner in which appétite for alcohol, mor-
phine, opium and chloral was often con-
tracted through inqlr ibed by physi-
sicians during the illness of their patients
and said it remained entirely with the
physician what that man should be. If
s::re be heredity in drunkenness why

re not the daughters, as well as the sons,
afflicted? Dr. Keeley said that after five
years of treatment he concluded that he
‘wanted a better remedy and closed his
doors and they remained closed until 1887,
when he re-opened them, since which time
he had cured 16,000 at Dwight, I1L ; 30,000
by the hoqw treatment, an kl2,00() in the

ancient site of Troy. She is a.G
woman and an accomplirhed antiquarian.

Mrs. Y. N. Dumphy bas succeeded to the
business of her late husband, who was the

forty ghout the
country.

—Theygreatest test of comes when
we are asked to believe that-our neighbor's

mmm%mmm

sins will be forgiven.

28th |.

me 1 I wonder you got home at
1do. ”—Detroit Free Press.

Competition.

In order to ascertain the views of chem-
ists thronghout Great Britain as to which
a’fsdthl: ) di lﬂr d applicati
had the largest sale and greatost popularity,
“The Chemist and Druggiat"PoiKnituwd
a post card competition, each dealer to
name on a post card the preparation which
had the largest saleand was the most popular
with cusgomers, and the publisher re-
ceived 635 of these cards, with the follow-
ing results :

St. Jacobs Oil

Elliman's Embrocatio!

Holloway’s Ointment. .

Allcock’s Plasters. .. ..

Bow's Liniment. . .

Painkiller

Vaseline . .

Caticura . .

Scattering

L R B Y Py 635

“'nonn Legs In Great Britain.

London 7'i¢-bits says : *‘ It has been esti-
mated by a dealcr in artificial limbs that
300,000, persons in Great Britain, having
lost one or both legs, wear wooden substi-
tutes. At one time cork was largely used
for this purpose, but atghe present day no
good maker uses cork atall.  Willow-wood
is the basis of all well-made artificial limbs,
and as its strength and toughness enable
the legs to be made hollow, they are in

i deal  lighter  than
The " chief  diffi-
e is
willow One of the leading za ers
&‘n-h:‘thwhoho:hhhm from
trees grow near v nnet;,
which rune between Re: and Devizes,
ish artificial 1 ere absolutely the
;‘Ltl‘x: world, anid the :sh r:nn for
this the su| tyof English willow
‘wood over any ﬁ:l,i

As a cure %

matism, m’
m‘-' chat tired feeli el ropin
at tired feeling peculiar
mm:y,t-’ r. Williams’ Pink gPilln stand
unrivalled. Beware of imitations and sub-
stitutes. Sold by all dealers or sent by
mail post paid, on receipt of price—50 cents
a box—The Dr. Williams Med. Co. Brock-
ville, Ont. » &

It Was One of Them.

Philadelphia Record : Within the past
week four ocean steamships have been re-
ported as having gone ashore. . In neither
case, fortunately, was there any loss,of life,
although such danger was imminent. It
surely cannot be possible that these disasters
were all urigvoidable, * I know every rock
on this coast,” said the pilot of a ship ; and
just then, as the vessel bumped, he added,
“ and that’s one of them.” The faculty of
hind-sight seems to be developing rapidly
among navigators.

¥ITS.—All Fits stopped free by Dr. Kline's

Great Nerve Restorer. No Fits after first
day’s use. Marvellous cures, Treatise and $2.00
trial bottle free to Fit cases. Send to Dr. Kline,
M Arch 8t., Priladelphia, Pa.,

Weight of a Dollar Bill.

Ta the treasury one day this week the
question came up as to the weight of a
dollar bill. Scales of perfect accuracy were
brought into requisition and the surprising
discovery was made that 27 one-dollar notes
weighed exactly as much as a 20-dollar gold
piece. The latter just balances 540 grains.
However, the bills weighed were Kerfectly
wrisp and new. Trial made with soiled
notes, such as came in every day for re-
demytion, showed that 27 of them weighed
considerably more than the 20-dollar coin.
Every paper dollar, on its way through the
world, continuously accumulates dirt, per-
spiration and grease, so that after a year of
use it is perceptibly heavier.

The  Brotherhood of Locomotive Engi-
neers has now about 30,000 members ‘and
485 lodges ; the Firemen’s Brotherhood has
25,000 members and 475 lodges ; the Order
of Railway Conductors counts 19,400 mem-
bers in 320 divisions, and the Trainmen’s
Brotherhood has 20,000 members in 420
lodges. Counting the switchmen, the ca:-
men, the telegraphers and track-foremen,
the total number of organized railroad em-
ployees will reach over 200,000. -

More than twelve thousand sparrows have
been killed by Chicaga boys since Decem-
ber 1st.

A great maby people don’t. know what
they w ant in this world until they see it
advertised ; other people know what the
want, but don’t know where to get it. Ad-
vertising tells them. My wife is perfectly
contented with her outfit until she takes up
an evening paper and finds that Lord &
Taylor have a fine line of silks on the bar-
_gain counter. Immediately she ncedsa new
garment, and my bank account goes down
accordingly.—George W. La Rue.

“August.
Flower”

This is the query per-

What\ s tually on your little
ggy’s lips. Andheis

1o worse than the big-
. ‘fgar, older, balder-head-"

ed boys. Life is an interrogation
point. | *“ What is it for?” we con-
tinually cry from the cradle to the
grave. |So with this little introduc-
tory sermon we turn and ask: ‘“What
is Aucust FLOWER FoRr '’ As easily
answered, as asked :sIt is for Dys-
pepsia. Itis a special remedy for
the Stomach and Liver. Nothing
more than this; but this brimful.
We believe Augtist Flower cures
Dyspepsia. We know it will. We
have reasons for knowing it. T'wenty
years ago it started in a small country
town. To-day it has an honored
place in every city and country store,
?ossess& one of the largest manu-
acturing plants in the country and
sells everywhere. Why is this? The
reason is simple as a child’s
thought. > I is homest, does one
thing, and does it right along—it
cures Dy: ®

°

It For?

G. G. GREEN, Sole Man'fr;Wéodbury,NJ.

. Lord &lhbnri
Tiing Batts '
sen s contra
mont of his ancestors at the foreign office,
many of whom were renowned for thei
dolence and
.Gl'l"“‘l;: laziest Secretary
b
the V) ers,
Most of Lora

home, either at his superb
Hatfield or at his house in
which looks out apon Green .
foreign office he rarely visits except for two

tving foreign diplomats on

An early riser, his breakfast is fmenlly
over by 9, and from that hour until luncheon
he is at work on foreign office busi- |

ness,

After luncheon the premier either
for a walk or a drive if the weather is fine,
while if it is rainy E:o‘ llﬂiru for {bon? an

an
MR R
0]
P e Tt cetvistion dar $h4. following

hour to his ch + 3 try
and electricity being his two .favorite hob-
bies. Thereu he returns to his library
and remains hard af work till dinner.
Even when he has guests or when the
marchioness is giving an ehtertainment he
invariably withdraws to his library and con-
tinues working there till long past mid-
night. Frequently as mu‘rﬁ as 50 seéparate
despatch boxes filled with urgent official |
o & B rbigagh date ati |

tention arrive in rapid succession during
the course of a single morning. |

Unlike other official men, ﬁord Salisbury
does not avail himself very largely of his
private secretaries to relieve him of the
drudgery of his work.

In this respect he differs from Mr. Glad

stone, who has invariably surrounded him-
self with capable assistants, and has thus
been able to throw upon their shoulders &
good deal of the less important but labori- |
ous work which a Prime Minister has to
under;
Lorﬁo‘s‘liibury’l private secretaries, no
matter how brilliant and clever, are reduced
10 the position of mere clerks, who are not
permitted to relieve their chief in the
slightest, but merely expected to carry out!
the diregtions given by ‘* Haughty Cecil”
with at care’ and minuteness.—N. Y.
Recorder.

The Ladies Delighted.

The pleasant effect and the perfect safety
with which ladsés may use the liquid-fruit
laxative, Syrup of Figs, under all conditions
make it their favorite remedy. It 18 pleas-
ing to the eye and to the taste, gentle, yet
effectunl in acting on the kidneys, liver and
bowels.

He'ls no Fool, {7

Woodstock Sentinel-Review : Some of our
exchanges are reproducing an alleged report
of a sermon on_dancing by a well-known
clergyman at Napanee the other day. The
report. is clearly inaccurate; for if the |
clex_-iymn used the words attributed to him
he'should be kicked out of any gelf-respect-
ing church. It is safe to assume that he wae:
misreported ; for while he may be h of
sensation, he is not s foel,

by the Duke of Argyle’s
and instructive addréss the other
night in def of the Pr
sbyterian form of church government, to
which Episcopacy, since the days of
Luther, forms a notable and *fashionable
exception: =T was bred a_theologian before
I became a professor, and so the public may
excuse me for giving fourteen lines of my
Confession of Faith on the matter :
HIGH CHURCH OR LOW ?
Creeds and confessions ! High Church or Low
1 cannot say ; but you would vastly please us
If with some pointed Scripture you could show
To which of these bcliongc the Saviour

Jesus,
1 think to all or nope ; not curious creeds
Or ordered forms of churchly rule ‘he taught,
But, souTof love that blossomed into deeds
With human good and human blessing
fraught.
On me no Priest, nor Presbyter, nor Pope,
Bishop or Dean fnay stamp a party name
But Jesus, with His largely-human scope,
The service of my human life may claim.
Let prideful I:rieats do battle about

creeds,
The Church is mine that does most Christ-like

Not Two Cannibals.

¢ Is this Mrs. Smith’s shinbone ?”

“ No, it belongs to Mrs. Jones.”

¢ Have you got Mrs. Brown’s rifis ?”

“ Naw! You meah Mrs. White's.”

*“That’sso! A piece of the neck was to
go with ’em, wasn’t it?”

“ Yep.”

“ Where’s Mrs. Green’s liver ?”

¢ Oh, that’s gone long ago.”

¢ Did you send the brains with it ?”

« Nope.”

*“ Why not?” }

¢ I clean forgot.”

¢ Well, just attend to it.
Gray’s brisi{et?"

*“In this basket.”

¢ Ete., etc.”

Were these two cannibals canvassing ? BE
no means. It was merely a fragment of tal
overheard this morning between a butcher
and his assistant at the Washington/Central
market, — Washington Star. (

Where’s Mrs.

Anether Freak.

Judge : Visitor—What's this man.here
for ?
Museum Man—He was seen at a matinee

with his wife.
T S SRR .
Sunlight Eemoves Scorches.

To take out seorch lay the article-that has
been scorched in the bright sunshine.

Sugar Better Than Starch.

In doing up fine lace do not use any
starch, but - in the last rinsing water dis-
solve a little fine white sugar.

Cologne Waler as a Cure.

For poisonous wounds made by insects,
such as mosquitoes, etc., spply cologne
water.

Not only has Rubinstein declined muni-
ficent offers made to persuade him to give
piano recitals in America, but he ever
evades propositions of this sort right ‘where
he is, in Europe.

Little May was showing the pictures in
the album to the visitor, and o toming to
the picture of her father's first wife she
said : *‘ That's my eldeg mother.”

He—Will you be mine, please? She—
You will have to apply to a higher court
than the ‘‘ common pleas.” Ask papa.

THEN YOU MAY KNOW.

When down your back you feel cold chills

That seem to call for quinine pills ;

‘When headache n.\igen at your brain

And in your shoulder there's a pain,

A rabid rattling at your ears

And both your eyes filled up with tears ;

When life seem hollow, flat and stale,

And you feel cross and sick and, pale;

‘When you don’t really seem to care

Whether the weather's foul or fair—

“When you thiscup-of anguish sip,~——

Then you may know you have the grip!

Tae death of Walter B. Earle, of
Yonkers, in a fit of insanity, followed by
the death of Jimmy Fair, son of the Cali-
fornia millionaire, affer undergoing the
gold treatment for drunk , has at-
tracted considerable attention, and it is un-
derstood that the State Boards of Health
will be asked to make an investigation into
Keeley’s mode of treatment.

An Ohio newspaper reporter has started

rgh | new bl & new

4 e -

grounds : g) That Robertson had offei

to supporthis wife if she returned to him ;
(2) that the proper place_for a wife is at her
husband’s side, and the husband is not
bound to support her unless she lives with
him ; - (3) that a citizen of the United States
cannot be sued in Canada for non-support
ot kis wife,

i The Best-in the World
The oil of the Norwegian Cod Liver is

nature’s grand restorative, and is only found
in its entirety and and purity in Miller’s

Emulsion. It is th t palatable and
wholesome prepn‘mﬁ' Jod Liver Oil in
the world, and is no ill;ﬁ taken by in-

valids, particularly those afflicted with con-
sumption, with the most astonishing success.
It is the greatest blood and flesh maker in
existence, and is & life saver fo consump-
tives. In big bottles, 50c. and $1.00, at
drug stores.

Paving the Way.

“ Will you please let me take the other
end of the lounge, Clara ?”

¢ Certainly, but why do you wish to do
8o 1”

¢ T will then be on your right.”

* What of that ?”

¢ Because I am going to propose to you
and Ihave been told that a man shounld
get on the righc side of a girl before he pro-
poses to her.”

How to Gain and Hold Trade.

Shoe and Leather : The best way to draw
and retain trade is :

First—To have a whole-souled, congenial
manager or proprietor.

Becond—An accommodating, polite ard
gentlemanly corps of clerks. 2

Third—An attractive store.

Fourth—Advertise the business well.
.’Fifth—Sell the best goods the markct
affords and always tell the truth about
them, :

What the Laird Put Up.
Dundes People’s Jownal : During the

:::#r.::.g_.,.m - Fpearenog g

ml put up a new dwelling house, a
yre snd stable. ** And
while you were patting up all these did not
the laird pnt up anything ?” asked one of
he commissioners. *‘ Oh, ay, sir,” said the
crofter, *“ he put up the rent.”

A New York letter says that Edwin
Booth’s step is less brisk, he bends more at
the shoulders, and his eyes have lost thei-
lustre. He is sensitive on the subject of
his health, and his friends avoid talking
about it.

REv, MR. CArsoN_preaches just now i
the Detroit Opera House on Sunday
Last Sunday he preached on ** Christian
Unity,” and placed himself on record as
in faver of ‘the union of all Christian
churches. He declared that the ‘‘corre:t
principle of life and happiness is co-opera-
tion. ~Angels weep when they see Christian
people quarrelling over the problem of
whether a minister should preach in a
gown or a Prince Albert coat, and stopping
the wheels of religious progress to settle
the question as to whether candidates
should be baptized by sprinkling or immer-
sion. True missionary work can best be
accomplished through church union. It is
God’s will that such union should be
effected. Proselytes between churches,”
declared Mr. Carson, ‘‘ are not worth 10
cents a cartload in religion.” Say that
again, Brother Carson ! A little louder, 1f
you_please.

Nel York Herald: In Poker Parlance—
Father (atfeot of stairs)—Bill, didn’t you
hear‘me ¢all )you two hours ago? Bill—
Yes ; but I ¢an’t see you, father. ** Well,
then, I'll come up and raise you.”

Judge—1If I let you off this time will you
promise not to come back here again ? Pri-
soner—Yes, sir. The fact is I..didn’t come
voluntarily this time.

D, ¢, N, L. 8 92

S0OTHING, CLEANSING,
HEALING.

Instant Relief, Permanent
Cure, Failure Impossible.
D1y SyAmgLOmMS OF CAtareD

.l‘xmpz!.ﬁ'm/gmhe, 6 > §

Xxindred symptoms, in

Catarrh, and should

time procuring &

NasAL BarM. Be wars

time, neglected cold in head

results Catarrh, followed

by consumption and death.

Bold by all druggists, or seut,
t paid, on receipt of price

60 cents and 81) by addressing

FULFORD & CO. Brockville,Ont

TICK AND VERMIN DESTROYER

HE PROPRIETORSHAVEPUR
chased the formula at ssnmet ex
rcuue, and are now prepared to suppl;
he trade with the genuivearticle an
ntlfmatly reduced prices. .
effectually destroys Ticks, Lice, Worms or
Grub, to which sheep, horses and cattle are
Bubject, and enables the animal to thrive.
The psrggriewm will, rantee perfect success
used according

directions, as will
found on each box.

It Prevent,a scurf and scab, and renders the
wool bright and clear.

Put up in tin boxes ; price 30 cents each, One
box issufficient for twenty ordinary sized sheep.
It only requires to be tried to prove itself,

Eold by all druggist=. G.C. BRIGGS & 2ONS,,
Who'esale Agents, Hamilton, Ont.

PENNYROYAL WAFERS.
Al mlﬂ;m::;hzmdnﬂw Iadies
Testo 1l menses;
Gt iy ot ke
Bico us
these o y of
only those with our

TEANS.
face of label. Avoid sul
l:’u malled 2o

1] Eee i
ple Iove 8 68 an ‘opular

1 10c. BARNARD BROS, Mﬁl Mm
street west, Toronto, Ont.

to walk around the world, probably b
be didn’t like to step over it.

The Rat Portage Fite Brigade has re-
signed in a body becaise it has not been ap-
preciated by the citizens,

If there was some way of wrapping up a
baby so that it would look like x:pgllgne E‘g
ora ; the women would have no further
trouble in getting their husbands to carry
babies on the streets.—Atchison Globe.
K Houghty lady -(who has purchased a

tamp)—Must I put it on myself ? Stamp
clerk—Not necessarily. It will lfrohbl,
accomplish more if you put it on the letter.

—There were 3,761 deaths in London
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Best, Basiest to Use, ‘Chenapest.

dtiring the week ended January 23rd, and
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