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“Go on,” said Miss Stuart, enjoying it

all ; “‘there’s something on your mind.

Speak up, Edie ! don't be ashamed of
ourself.

“Iam afraid you will lsugh this tim,
Trixy—I know it is_only & dream, buv
thought Charley and I were—""

“Yes,” said Trixy ! *““were—what 1"
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NTERHILE SECRET.

**it will be little less than a miracle 1f
she lives, though,” the other added ; “and
the days of miracles are over. Hope if you
like—but—"

*“You had better not let him sit up to-
night,” said the first physician, looking
compassionatelv at Charley ; “*he won’t be
able to stand it. He is worn out now,

r fellow, and looks fit for a sick.bed
imself.”

“He knows it is the crisis,” Trixy an-
swered ; ‘‘he won't'go.”

“He has watched the last two nights,”
Miss Seton interposed: ‘*he must go,doctor;
leave me an.opiate—I will administer it. 1f
—if the worst comes, it will be but.a mo-
ment’s work to arouse him.”

The doctor obeyed.

“I will return at day dawn,” he said,‘‘if
she be still alive. If not—send me word.”

The twilight was falling.  Solemn and
shadowy it crept into the sombre, silent
room. They went back ‘to the bed-side,
pale and tearless : they had wept, it seem-
ed, until they could weep no more. This
last night the two girls were to watch
alone.

She lay before them. Dead and in her
shroud she would never look more awfully
death like than now. = He sat beside her—
ah, poor Charley ! in a sort of dull stupor
of misery, utterly worn out.  The sharp
pain seemed over—the long, dark watches,
when his passionate prayers had ascended
for that dear life, wild and rebellious it
may-be, when he had wrestled with an
agony, more bitter than death, had left their
impress on his life forever.  He could not
lev her go—he could nov ! O God !” was
the ceaseless cry of hus soul, ‘*have mercy—
spare '’

Nellie Seton’s cool, soft hands fell light-
1y on his head. Nellie’s soft, gentle voice
rpoke :

“Charley, you are to leave us for a little,
and lie down. You must have some rest,
be it ever so short: and you have had noth-
ing to I belieye all day ; you will let
me prepare something, and take it, and go
to your roow.”

She spoke to him coaxingly,almost as sho

i He lifved his eyes, full of
dull, intinite misery, to hers.

“To-night ¥” he answered :
night ! 1 will not go.”

“Only for an hour then,” ske pleaded
“‘there will be no change. For my sake,
Charley !”

All her goodness, all her phtience came
back to him. He pressed her hand in his
own gratefully, and arose.

“For your sake, Nellie, then—for na
other. But youn promise to call me if there
is the slightest change ?”

I promise. Drink this and go.”

She gave him a glass of mulled wine, con-
taining the opiate. He drank iv and left the
room. They listened breathlessly until they
heard his door, further down the paesage,
open and shut—then both drew a deep
breath.

“I'hank Heaven,” Trix said ; “I couldn’t
bear to see him here to-night. Nellie, if
she dies it will kill hin—just that.”

The girl’s lips quivered. What Charley
has been to her—how wholly her great,
generous, loving heart hud gone out to him,
not even Trix ever knew. The dream of
her life's best bliss was at an end forever.
Whether Edith Stewart lived or died, no
other woman would ever take her place in
his heart.

The hours of the night wore on. Oh!

“‘the lasf

those solemn night watches by the dying
bed of those we love. The faint lamp
flickers, decpest stillness reigns, and on his
bed, dressed as he was, Charley lies deeply,
dreamlessly asleep.

It was'broad day when he awoke—the
dawn of a.cloudless November day. He
sat up in bed suddenly, for u moment be-
wildered, and stared before him. Only for
a moment—then he remembered all. The
night has passed, the morning come. They
had let him sleep—it seemed he could sleep
while she lay dying so near. Dying! Who
wag to tell him that in yonder distant
room Edith was not lying dead. He roseup,
reeling like a drunken nan, and made for the
door. Heopened it, and went out down the
passage. h was entirely deserted, the
great household were not yet astir. Pro-
found stillness reigned. Through the win-
dows he could see the bright morning sky,
all flushd, red and golden with the first ra-
diance of the rising sun. And in that room
there what lay-—death or life?

He stood suddenly still, and looked av
the closed door. He stood there motion-
less, his eyes fixed upon it, unable to ad-
vance another step.

It opened abruptly—quickly but noise-
lessly, and Nellie Seton’s pale, tired face
looked out. At sight of him she came for-
ward—he asked no questions—his eyes
looked at her full of a dni)y agony of ques-
tioning she never forgot.

*‘Charley!” she exclaimed, coming nearer.

The firsy ray of the rising sun streaming
through the windows fell full upon her pale
face, and it was as the face of an angel.

**Charley !” she repeated, with a great
tearless sob, holding out both hands ; *‘Oh,
bless God ! the doctor says we may—hope!”

He had braced himself to hear the| worst
—not this. He made one step forward and
fell at her feet like a stone. 3

CHAPTER XXXIIL

They might hope ? The night had pass-
ed, the morning had come, and she still
lived.

You would hardly have thought so to
look at her as she lay, deadly white, death-
ly still.  But as the day broke she had
awakened from a long sleep, tne most na-
tural and refreshing she had known for
weeks, and looked up into thé pale anxious
face of Trix with the faint shadow of a
smile. Then the eyelids swayed and closed
in sleep once more, but she had recognized
T'rix for thie first t.me in days—the crisis
was over and hope had come

They would not let her see him.  Only
while she slept would they allow him now
to enter her room. But it was easily borne
—HKdith was not to die, and Heaven and
his own greatful happy heart only knew
how infinitely blessed ne was in that know-
ledge. Atter the long bitter nignt—after
the darkness and the pain, light and morn-
ing had come. Edith would live—all was
said in that.

“There are some remedies that are either
.kill or cure in their action,” the old doctor
said, giving Charley a facetioug
“Your marriage wa® one of
man. -I thougit it was Kill—it turns out
it was Cure.” .

For many da)
turned to her, her exist
istence of a new-born babe, spent alternate-
ly in taxing food and'sleep. Food she took
with eager avidity after her long starva
tion, and then sank back again into pro-
found, refreshing slumber.

“Let her sieep,” saud the doctor, with a
compiacent nod ; ‘‘the nore the better.
Iv's Nawure's way of repairing damages.”

Tuere eame a d ¢
and-recoltection L n to struggle back—
whén she had strength to lie awake and
think. More than once Trix caught the
dark eyes in silent wistiuiness upon her—a

uestion in them her lips wouald not ask

ut Miks Stuary guessed it, and one du)
53

ot &L re-
wis as Lhe ex-

the

Ml da'it, Dithy 27 she said ;_you look
~wauted to say something, you
know.”
“How—how long have I been sick 1" was
Edith’s otestion

then !” with & faint little
laugh. “Don’t tell him, please, but it
seems—it seems so real, I had to tell you.

She turned her face away. And Tnxy,
with suspicious dimness in her eyes, stoop-
ed dawn and kissed that thin, wan face.

“You poor little Dithy !” she said ; “‘you
do like Charley, don’t you ! no, it's not a
dream—you were nearly a fort-
night ago. The hope of my life is realized
—you are my sister, and rley’s wife I

here was a little ting cry—then she
covered her face with her hands and lsy
still,

“He is outside,” went on Trix; “youn
don’t know what a good boy he has been—
80 patient—and all that. He deserves some
reward. 1 think if you had died he would
have died too — Lord Lovel and Lord
Nancy, over again. Not that I much be-
lieve in broken hearts where men are con-
cerned, either,” pursued Trix, growin,
cynical; ‘‘but this seems an exco{;,ionn
case. He's awfully fond of you, Divhy;
’pon my word he is. I only hope Angus
may go off in a dead faint the first time
I'm sick and get better as he did the other
day. Wa haven't let him in_much lately,
for fear of agitating you, but I think,” says
Trixy, with twinkling eyes, “‘you could
stand it now — couldn’t you, Mrs.
Stuart

She did not wait for a reply—she went
out and hunted up Charley.” He was smok-
ing downstairs, and trying to read the
morning paper.

““Your wife wants you,” said Miss Stuart
brusquely; go! only mind this—don’t stay
too long, and don’t talk too much.”

He started to his feet—away went Tri-
bune and cigar, and up the stairs sprang
Charley—half a dozen at a time.

And then Miss Stuart sits down, throws
her handkerchief over her face, and for the
next five mi i ges in the i
ly feminine luxury of a real good cry.

. » . .

- -

After that Mrs. Charles Stuart s recovery
was perfect:iy magical in its rapidity. Youth
and splendid vitality, no doubt, had some-
thing to do with it, but I think the fact
that she was Mrs. Charles Stewart had
more to do still.

There came a day, when propped up with
m’llows, she could sit erect, and talk, and

talked to as miuch as she chose, when
blinds were pulled up, and sunshine poured
in ; and no sunshine that ever shown was
half so bright as her happy face. There
came still another day, when robed in
a pretty pink morning.dress,” Charley
lifted her in his arms andfgarried her to the
arm chair by the window, whence she could
look down on the bright, busy city street,
whilst he sat at her feet and talked.
Talked ! who is to tell of what? ‘“‘Two
souls with but a single thought—two hearts
that beat as one,” generally find enough to
say for themselves, I notice, and require
the aid of no outsiders.

And there came stili another day—a fort-
night after, when, looking pale and sweet,
in a dark gray travelling suit and hat, Mrs.
Charles Stuart, leaning on her husband’s
arm, said good-by to her friends, and start-
ed on her bridal tour. They were to spend
the next three weeks South, and then re-
turn for Trixy’s wedding at Christmas.

Christmas came; merry Christmas,
sparkling with snow and sunshine, as
Christmas ever should sparkle, and bring-
ing that gallant ex-officer of Scoten Grays,
Captain Angus Haminond—captain no long-
er—plain Mr. Hammond, done with drill-
ing and duty, and getting the route for-
ever, going in fér quiet, country life n
bonnie Scotland, with Miss Beatrix Stuart
for aider and abettor.

Charley and his wife came to New York
for the wedding. They had told Mr. Ham-
mond how ill KEdith had been, but the
young Scotchman, as he pulled his ginger
whiskers and stared in her radiant, bloom-
ing face, found it difficult indeed to realize.
She had heen a pretty girl—a handsome
woman—happinese had made her more—
she was lovely now. For Charley—out-
wardly all his insouciapce had returned—he
submitted to be idolized and made much of
by his wife, after the calm fashion of lord-
ly man. But you had only to see him look
once into her "beautiful, laughing face, to
know how passionately she was beloved.

Mr. and Mrs. Angus Hammond had a
splendid wedding, and to say our Trixy
looked charming would be doing her no
sort of justice- And again Miss Seton was
first bridesmaid, and Mrs. Stuart, in laven-
der silk, sniffed behind -a fifty dolldr
Pockeb hsndkerchief, as in duty bound.
They departed —immediately after the
ceremony for Scotland and a Continental
tour—that very tour which, as you know,
Trixy was cheated so cruelly out of three
years before.

Mr. and Mrs. Stuart went back South to
finish the winter and the honeymoon among
the glades of Florida, and ‘‘do,” &s Charley
said, “Love among the Roses.” Mr, Dar-
rell returned to Sandypoint. Mrs. Stuart,
senior, took up her abode with Nellie
Beton, pending such time as her children
should get over the first delirium of matri-
monial bliss and settle quietly: down to
housekeeping. After that it was fixed that
she was to divide her time equally between
them, six months with each. Charley and
his wife would make England their home ;
Edith’s ample fortune lay there and both
loved the fair old land,

In May they sailed for England.  They
would spend the whole of the summer in
Continental travelling—the Fleusaum ram-
bling life suited them well. But they went
down to Cheshire first ; and one soft May
afternoon stood side by side in the old
Gothic church where the Catherons for gen-
erations had been buried. The mellow
light came softly through the painted win-
dows—up in the organ loft, a young girlsat
playing to herself soft, sweet, solemn mel
odies. And both hearts bowed down in
tender sadness as they stood before one
tomb, the last erected within those walls,
that of Sir Victor Catheron, Edith pulled
her veil over her face—the only tears that
had filled her eyes since her second wed-
ding-day falling quietly now.

There were many remembrances of the
dead man. A beautiful memorial window,
a sombre hatchment, and a monument of
snow-white marble. It was very simple—
it represented only a broken shaft, and be-
nenlﬁ in gold letters this inscription :

SACRED 70" THE MEMORY OF
SIR VICTOR CATHERON, of Catheron Royals, Bart
Died Oct. 3, 1867, in the 24th year of his age.
“His sun set while it was yet day."

THE END,

Pigeons and Ricycles in War.

Experiments with cyelists and carrier
pigeons for transmitting messages are being
mude by the Gymnastic Society of Rome in
the interest of the Italian army, The rider
carries a small cage attached to his machine,
in which are several well-trained pigeons.
When important observations have been
taken and jotted down they are placed in
envelopes and affixed to the birds, which
are liberated.  In every instance thus far
the birds have flown promptly and in a
straight line back to headquarters over dis-
tances of from ten to twenty kilometers.
It is thought that this combination of bi-
cycle and pigeon service can be very profit-
ably used in military observations, nnd{ the
Italian Army Office proposes to continue
the experimenta. —Chicago Tribune,

Thackeray on Happiness,
For my own part I know of nothing more
ptible, ly or ly an

craven than the everlasting sighing for
happiness. Those who have the most of it
think the least about it. But in the think-
ing about and doing their duty bhappiness
comes—because the heart and mind are
occupied with earnest thought that touches
at a thousand points the beautiful and sub-
limo realities of the universe! The heart

The Swiss are very artistic in
their tastes even the poorest Swiss 1
neat and tasteful in his “home life. Many
of the ways of the Swiss are as pretty as
their fancifal ideas of building houses, A
Swiss mother believes that her ohild.dwill

Jews, Not Hebrews.

The word Hebrew now has but one mean-
ing, and that is a dead language:  We are
Jews, becanse we are adhercnts of the Jew-
ish religion. Our religion is the only mark
of distinction between us and other citizens
of this country.

There is an impression in the minds of
many non-Jews, and even some Jews, that
it is courtesy to call us Hebrews, thus im-
plying that there is some stigma attached
to the name of Jew. The Tidings is con-
stantly seeking to remove this impression.
We are Jews, not Hebrews or Isrealites. —
Jewish Tidings.

an
The summer is come with its sun and its breeze,
The liliee in bloom, the leaves on the trees ;
t what of the sunshine, the bree:e and the

T hRene,

Showers,
With no little girl to look after the flowers ?

The hammock-house stands deserted and lone.
As it stood through the winter and spring that are

gone ;
What use for the hammock or any such thing,
With no little girl in the hammock to swing ?

The freezer is ready, the milk is quite new,
The ice in the bex, the chocolate, too ;
But only to think, how odd it would seem,
With no little girl to help eat the ice-cream !

Laid away ii . e drawer is the musical flute,
Its tones are* . hushed, its notes are all mute ;
low can we enjo) its melodious ringing

With no little girl to join in the singing ?

‘The chambers are ready, the beds neat and olean,
Not a spider or fly anywhere to be seen ;
But grandpa and grandma—how can they feel

ight
With no little girl to kiss them good-night?
—New York Tribune.

CAUGHT HIM ON A CAB.

It was an abominably wet day. u
know what that means in London—cab
drivers’ millennium, little mud pie makers’
Elysian fields, despair and petticoat ruin to
fair pedestrians! Mrs. ncaster stood
under the shelter of a fashionable modiste’s
door, looked forward and groaned. No
hansom in sight; ruin to her clothes stared
her in the face if she sallied out; ruin to
her purse whispered to her behind should
she enter the shop again.

“The dispensation of gain is not in Pro-
vidence diocese,” was her irreverent sum-
ming up. ‘‘He’d make it rain at the proper
times or on No Man’s Land if it were. Oh,
darling !” she murmured under her breath,
for a hansom bore in sight, looming.
Whisterishly, hazily wet. A slashing,
golden bay between the shafts and a oivil
jehu perched up behind.

Out went her umbrella and she tucked up
her frills. She signalled; he drew up and
she dashed out. The man, careful fellow,
had closed the doors and let down the win-
dow. An agonized endeavor to open door,
balance umbrella, rescue skirts from mud,
and save new bonnet ensued. Hesaw that,
and with unusual, uncabbylike courtesy,
jumped down, saying :

“Allow me.”

The lady gave a little scream.

“Tom ! you driving a hansom ?”

“No worse than driving my coach, is it,
Mrs. Lancaster " he retorted.

“Oh ! Tom, dear, what on earth are you
doing it for ¥’ Then, with a high-handed |
atvterpt ut dignity : Might I ask the reason
for this new and extraordinary metier? Is
it for a bet ?”

*‘A bet? Oh, dear no!” A distinct pause.
“That bonnet of yours is getting rather
the worst of it ; i¥'s a pity, for it’s rather a
nice one,” he added, eying it critically, as
one who knows the ways and moeans of
bonnets, or rather the ways of the bon- |
nets, and the means of those who can !
afford such a one as he saw before him.
he eyed it critically, though not feeling
neatly so cool as he was anxious to make
her believe.

“Oh ¢ what does that matter ?” she snap- '
ped out. **Be so good as not to make per-
sonal remarks. I shall spoil as many bon-
nets as I choose,” with glaring indepen-
dence.

“H'm ! you alw.ys used to do 80,” glow-
ering down at her. |

“Do you refuse, then, to drive me?” she
faltered. There wasn’t. another cab in
sight.

“Ol, dear, no ! * When a man’s poor and
has to earn his_living by the sweat of his
brow. he is'likely to find the lastgr nore
plentiful than the former ; so I am only\too
glad to get what fares I can.” He gloated
wickedly, for she looked upin his face while
a mist gathered and grew in his eyes, and |
she gave a little sob.

+Oh, Tom, dear Tom,” she whispered, “I
never knew it was so bad as this.” |

“Didn’t you ?” he answered, with brutal
unsympathy for her sympathy with him in
his altered circumstances. 7Then he banged
open the door, raised the window and
stood by her in an attitude of calm im-
lh’\(lﬂ“cﬂ.

She gave another imploring glance. He
was eyeing his noble beast's hindquarters,
his mouth punched up in an audible
whistle. **Colonia never could stand in the
rain,” he said, reflectively, as if taking her
into his confidence.

Mrs. Lancuster sighed and stepped into
the hansom.

She settled herself in a corner of the cab
with another sigh and a furtive glance at
the looking-glass to her left, while the
driver mounted hehind and slowly gathered
up the reins. He banged down the window |
and slapped open the little trapdoor over-
head with professional noise, and then
“Where to ?”" with professional brevity.

*‘Home, please, if ¥ou don’t mind,” said
his fare, meekly

As they drdve down Bond street, Mrs.
Lancaster's eyes being shut off from out-
ward sights, she turned them inward and
viewed her whirling thoughts.

““What a story this would make if any-
one only knew, or if 1 only had the pen of a
ready writer. It’s really quite a pil{y that
my gift all runs to seed in correspondence.

*Poor darling, how wet he must be get-
ting up there !”

There was a block just at the corner as
they turned into Piccadilly. Mrs. Lancas-
ter profited by the occasion. She took her
umbrella and pushed up the skylight.

It was immediately opened.

Mr. Lancaster looked down; Mrs. Lan-
caster looked up.

“Do you want to get out? I am afraid
you cannot. We may have to wait here a
guarter of an hour.”

“It isn’t that,” she answered. *‘I wanted
to know, er—I thought, er—I wanted to
ask. Oh, Tom, dear, aren’t you very wet
and cold up there 1"

“Thank you! one could scarcely expect
there should be a draught up here, or to
find it parchingly hot—but I'm quite com-
fortable, thank you, all the same.” With a
male’s inconsistency.

Down went the skylight. The great
stagnation slowly uprose and they drove on
again. It had begun to clear up. Mrs. Lan-
caster thought she knew her way about
town, but Mr. Lancaster should have known
.it still better, and yet he took her round
Grosvenor place as a means to. reaching
Park lane. It seemed as if he took a pleas-
wre in driving by the most opposite and
roundabout route.

She had money of her own, a good £1,500
a year, and when the final split came—a
split born of a very small rift—he had been
too proud to let her know how his money
matters stood, and so it came about that
husband and wife had not met, for quite a

ear, and that during the last five weeks
Ee had driven a raking bay about London,
harnessed to a luxurious *‘St. T.” hansom.

And he? Well, he was thinking of what
a thundering ass he had been and how he
had tried her love and faith in him. -

Andshe? Well, had she too, not flirted
just a bit with Lord Racque and Colonel

‘argent, and when he bad remonstrated
ever so little had she not flared out on him
and thrust that odious, yellow-haired Sig-
nora Sorella in his face?

1 wish he wonldn’t drive quite €o fast,”

she thought. *We shall get lome so soon
if he 4
T

e passinzg a reataarant She

slanted her umbrella towgpd iv, and he die w
tp instantly. )
“If you don’t-mind,” she said, “I amn just
ﬂing"m for a glass of wine; I feel a little
nt.

! But introduce Tom as her husband !

It was no such thivg, for in two minutes

~eye
pa pon his face. 3
ing your fist through & mirror and

the smooth, even surface into

“Thank you,” he said; a little unsteadil
in arvather husky voice, as he duond"t[
slowly from his perch.

*Oh ! I will take it in for you.” P

“1 could not think of givinga hdrn

to put down,” he ered ‘with
old characteristic courtesy toward the
womanh -

About a quarter df an’hour later the
hansom drew up in Norfolk street.

Mrs. Lancaster got out and walked
slowly up the steps. Before ringing she
turned around. A little ragamuffin was
inspecting her.

**Would you like.a sixpence?” she asked
him gravely. A superfluous question, to
which he replied, with the knowlodpe ot
past experience to guide him, and a wisjom
beyond hls winters: -

“Sixpences were not to be ’ad for
nothin’.”

“Of course not,” she answered, **and you
have only to hold the horse’s head for &
little. You needn’t be afraid,” she added,
rashly guaranteeing the beast’s peaceful
nature, “‘and you shall have sixpence,”

Thus having reduced the legion of un-
cls:xlrloyed by one, she turned and rang the

“Do you mind coming in for a few min-
utes?’ she said, addressing her husband,
“I want to tell you something.”

He looked at her for an instant, then
settled his whip in its socket, tied the reins
securely and descended slowly.

““But the servants ?”

*“I'he enly two whom you will see are
new ones.

The door opened—**Dinner at once and
lay another place at table.”

“You remember this, and this (pnnlins
beiore some picture or some hanging). an
this vase; do vou remember
I was drowned out of that Jgondola at
Veni it was just ite those glass
works, and you insisted on our going in and
buying something to remind you, and how
thankful you were that it had ended in
nething worse than a drenching ?”

‘I have forgotten nothing,” he answered

I"ll\'('iy.

*‘Not even the way to your dressing-
room,” she said archly, turning around.

**Not even the way to my dressing room,”
rep.ied Mrs. Lancaster.

I dare say the gas isn’t lighted, though,”

She led' the way and they entered the
room together.

The door between it and her room was
open, and he looked in; he did more; he
advanced a few paces and stood in the

. He couid not have crossed the
threshold had it been his most earnest de-
sire.

He devoured every object, a thousand
wemories crowding to his weary brain, out
his face did not change, and his wife watch-
ed him closely all the while. She watched
as he glanced at the two easy chairs, oune at
each side of the -blazing fire, How often
had they occupied them in the happy past!
Only then, to be sure, they had been drawn
close side by side and they had proved
the tallibility of the rule that “two bodies
cannot occupy the same space at the same
time.”

She watched him as his eyes turned to
the duchess toilet ‘table, with its large cen-
ter glass—in front of which he had often
made her stand—while he bade her mark
what a handsome couple they made. He
drew a sharp breath, and a spasm shot
across his face, leaving it a shade or two
whiter. He glanced up—his wife was look-
ing at him in breathless stillness. ¥She
turned quickly and left the room.

He found his way out about ten minutes
afterward—Mrs. Lancaster took a little
longer.

There was a soft dewiness about her eyesas
she came and stood beside him. Husband’s
and wife’s hands met in a quick, close grip,
and a feeling of infinite love came nestling
around his heart.

“Tom,” she began wistfully.

““Yes, Cecile ?”" questioningly.

There was no time for another word, the
docr handle was slowly moving around.

““It’s. my sheep dog, Miss Meeson,” she
whispered, her breach coming and going, for
a sudden puzzlesome question had arisen in
her mind. She had forgotten all about
Miss Meeson—to tell the truth she had not
taken her into account at, all. What was
she to do and say ? Introduce Tom as this
afternoon’s hansom cab driver and nothing
else ? Goodness, no ; it would not be pos-
sible. Introduce him as a friend only ?
Yes, but what if there were to come a re-
concilation ?

How horrid and deceitful it would look!
(A
quick throb at her heart). What if he in-
sisted on their remaining only friends?
What if he should reject the projected for-
giveness? What if he should exclaim:
“‘Pardon me; I was her husband at one
time, but Mrs. Lancaster desired to dissolve
the partnership?’ What agony and humil-
iation ?

The door opened and the dear, humble
old sheep dog entered—far too meeck of
aspect to cow any ravening wolf except
by her old-fushioned stately sweetness.

“Miss Meeson, said Mrs. Lancaster,”
falteringly, ‘‘Miss Meeson, dear we have a

uest at dinner to-night; let me introduce
%‘om—my Tom ! The mun who was ever
and ever will be the dearest and best of
men. There—there was & shight misunder-
standing, almost all my fault; but we have
found, he and I—me—that’s to say—I mean
he—we”— There was a pucker on her
face. she faltered, and then said tremul-
ously and with exquisite tenderness, ‘‘He
is my dear husband !” Then she smiled up
in his face and Ilaid her head on his
shoulder, as much out of the fullness of her
love as to hide that awful cabman’s badge,
which blazed hugely on his breast. Then
she luughed—a queer little laugh, that
had a glimpse of tears init not so very
far off.

Miss Meeson held out her hand with a
much puzzled air, but Mr. Lancaster saw
neither that nor the look. His eyes were
moistened with unshed tears, and his
wife’s head when he looked down seemed
to be some blurred mass of:golden brown
on his shoulder, and the lights seemed sud-

| denly to have got misty and to flicker up

and down.

“I left my spectacles in thy other room,”
said Miss Meeson softly, though she was
peering through them as she spoke.

1 think that there was something very
like a look of rapture on both husband and
wife’s faces.

“You have forgotten to pay me my
fare,” he said after a bit. ‘Do you chisel
all your cabbies out of their fares, dear ”

She laughed up into his face with a mur-
mur of womanly tenderness.

“Well, your real fare is two shillings, but |

I will give you a ‘golden crown.’”

She raised her face as she spoke.
need to explain the meaning of the words
to one who loved her as did this strange
cabman. He took the ‘‘golden crown” be-
tween both his hands and kissed her fair
forehead tenderly.

Husband and wife were reunited, neve:
to part again. It was not until their
mutual tears of joy had ceased that the
little urchin in the street was remembered.
He and another little imp were found tak-
ing it in turns to watch the horse.—Bel-
gravia.

—_—
The Ancient Betrothal Ring,

The ancients wore the betrothal ring as
now, on the next least finger of the %eft
hand. Many reasons are assigned for this,
as the erroneous idea that a vein or nerve
went direct to the heart, and therefore the
outward sign of matrimony should be placed
in connection with the seat of life; the left
hand is a sign of inferiority or subjection;
the left hand is less employed than the
right, and the finger next least the best
protected. At one time it was the custom
to place the wedding ring on the right hand
of the bride. .The Angld:Saxon bridegroom
at the betrothal stve a wed or pledge, and
s ring was placed on the maiden’s right
hand, where it remained till marriage and
was then transferred to the left. —Philadel-
phia Times.
——e
A Wise Servant,

“Suppose,” said the lady—‘‘now only
suppose, understand—that you were carry-
ing a piece of steak from the kitchen,
and by accident sliould let it slip from the
plate to the floor, what would you do in
such a case ?” ;

The girl looked the lndy/sﬁunm in the eye
for a moment before asking :

“Is it o private family or aré there
boarders ¥’

““Boarders,” answered the lady.

“Pick it up and put it back on the
plate,” firmly replied the girl. She was

<gow nearly |

No

We aro often asked : ‘Do you think
Dr. William¢' Pink Pills are any

good? Doyou think it is right to
‘pablish those glowing accoun's of |

‘cures said to be effected by the Pink '
Pills ” Of course, we think the Pink
Pills are good, and if we did not think
it right to publish the testimorin's we
would not do'it. Ferhaps it is not to
be wondered at that people ask such
questions, when they henr stories af
clerks being employed to write up
fictitious testimonials to the efficacy of
some cheap and nasty pit'nt medi-
cines. The Dr. Williams Medicine Co.
do not follow that dishonest pravtice as
there arve few places in the Dominion
where the marvelloux efficacy of Pink
Pills has not been proved.  Their
methol, as our renders may have ob
served, is to publish interviews which
represetatives of reputable and well
known journals have had with per-
sons who have been benefitt-d by a
course of Pink Pills, thus giving ab
solute assurance that every case pnt-
lished is genuine.  Several such cases
have come uuder the notice of the
Cunadian Evanzelist, the latest being
that of Mrs, T. Stephens, of 215
Hunter strect we-t, Hamilton. Mis
Hunter is quite enthusiastic in her
praise of Dr. William-" Pink Pills and
is very positive that they have done
her » great amount of good. Her
trouble was indigestion and general
Jdevility.  For aiout a year she was
under a  physician’s care, without
deriving any benefit therefrom. About
thr-e y-urs ago she was induced by a
friend to give Pink Pil s a trial, when
she began their use, she says, sue felt
dreadfully tived all the time, was weak
and nervous, had a pain in her chest
and was very downhearted. Hor
futher told Ler she lookel as though
she was going in “u decline”  She
replied that she felt that way, whetber
she looked it or not. It was not long
after she brgan to take the Pink Pills
before she . experienced an improve-
ment in her health and spirvits.  The
tired feeling wore away and her
strength returned, ‘the extreme er-
vousness vanished and her spirits re-
vived. 1t now ahout two years
since Mrs. Stepher s ceased taking the
Pink Pills.  She has had no return of
her former troubles during all that
time. * She 18 now strong, healthy and
cheerful and is very emphatic in de- |
claring that she owes to the Pink |
Pills her pres:nt satisfactory state of
health and has therefore, no hesitation
in recommending them to those
afflicted as she was,

is
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Oune second-hand pai  bobsl-ighs,
second hand cutter, for,sale cheap =at
A. D. Young's, Ath ns.

$10,000 private money to loan on
real estate security  Apply to Jomn
CawLEY, opp. Reporter office, Athens,

Found—on Eluin st.—a lady’s seal-
ette cipe.  Owner can have same by
identifving property and, paying for
this advertisement.  Apply to H. R.
Kunowlton. ™ |

This is Concentration.

One pill a dose, one hox 25 cents.
Ove pill relieves constipation.  One
box cures an ordinary case.  One pill
tnken wercklv neutralizes formation «f
uric acid in the bliod and prevents
Brizht's Kidney dis a-e and Dialetes
True onlv of Dr. Chase's Kidney-

Liver Pills.

Hands and Anklés Raw.

For years I have heen a great
sufferer from itchy skin trouble and
salt rhenm. My hands and ankles |
ware literally raw.  The first «pplica-
tion of Dr. Chase’s Ointment allayed
the burning, itching sensation.  One
box and a talf ent vy cured me. 1t
is.also instant vrelef for chilblains.
Henry A. Parmenter, St.- Catherines,
Ont. A

Kidney Faots.

In Jan., 1892, my son was taken |
with  Kidney disease,  Though at- |
tended by three physicians, and change |
of climate he grew worse and by 93
hiad fallen from 195 Ibs, to 95 Ibs. In |
10 davs from starting to use Dr.
Cha~e’s Kidney-Liver Pills we were
able to move him home. In 4 months
he gained 50 lbs and was fully re-|
stored to health by the use of this
medicine. - Jno. 8. Hastings, 23 St.
Paul st., Montreal.

A Remarkable Cure. —J. W, Jenni-
son, Giltord—Spent between $200 and
$300 in consulting Doetors; tried
Dixons ani all other -treatments but
got no henefit.  One box of Chase’
Catarrh Cure did me more good than
all other remedies, in fact I consider
myselt cured and with a 25 cent box
at that.

Rugcismisy CUuRED IN A Dav.g
South Awmerican Rheamatic Cure, for
Rheamatism and Neuralgia, radically
ciwes in 1 to 3 days.  Its action ujon
he sy.tem is remurkable and mys-
terious. Itremoves at once the cause
and the disease immediately disappears.
The first dose greatly henefits. 75
pents, Sold by Lamb, druggist.

Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart
gives perfect relief in all cases of
Organic or Sympathetic Heart disease
in 30 minutes, and speedily eifects a
cure. It is a peerless remedy for Pil-
pitation, shortness of Breath, Smother-
ing Spells, Pain in Left Side and all
symptoms of a Distressed Heart. One
dose convinces.  Sold by J. P Lamb.

Catarre REevievep ¥ Tex  TO
Sixty MiNutres.--One :lort [nff of
the breath through tic LI wer, sap
plied with each bottle o Dr. yuncw's
Catarrhal Powder, diffuses this Pow-
der over the surface of the 1sal
sages. Pairflpss nnd deligh:fui to use,
it relieves i « antly, and pe:m wently
cures Cat.corh, Hay Fever, Colds,
Headuche, & v I' roat. Tonsilitis and
Deafness. 60 .cots At J. P. Lamb’s,

(s

Kevief 1y Six  llours,—Distress-
ing Kidney an! Bladder diseases re-
lieved in six hours by the “New
Great South American Kilney Cure.”
This new remedy is a great surprise
and de'izht to physicians on acconnt of
its exceeding promptness in relieving
pain in the bladder, kidneys, back and
every part of the urinary passages in
male or female It relieves retention
of water and pain in passing it almost
immediately. 1f you want quick
relief aud cure this is your remedy.

Sold by J. P, Lamb, druggist.

1y . Here

Three similar cases were tried in Padua,
Linz (U[;per Austria) and Strasburg in the
course of the next.ten years,' and upon the
basis of those precedents the Christian
world soon after appeared to go crazy en
masse. Witch commissionors with there
roue of bullies roamed from village to vil-
age, the jails were crowded with pri

We Answer
"o the Taflor Bhop ot * e
A. M. CHASSELS

ATHENS
Jine of all

A e 3 "“. s -
08T SUCCESSFUL REMEDY
FOR MAN OR BEASY. -
blisters.

| He has just put in an extensiv
that is serviceable, new and sty

Twoeds, Worstods, Overcoatings, Bte.

Call and inspect the stock before placing
your order. H nsnnuuumhahn.'
will receive prompt and care-

D"‘"I‘ ve uo?lu'mr x;u-n-. .{v‘l:n.ogx
wi for rhe two,
nuﬂ%ﬂ&n&f’ﬂncmm
‘ours truly, AUGUST FREDERICK.
Price 81 per Bottle.
For Sale by all Drugglists, or address

Dr. B.J. KENDALL COMPANY,
ENOSBURGH FALLS, VT,

©
Custom work
ful attention.

MAIN ST., ATHENS,

who in many cases seem to have lost their
wits as completely as their persecutors.
Death by fire me the usual form of exe-
cution. The terrible name of the Paris
chamber ardente or fire court would have
pplied to th ds of tribunals in West-
tern and Southern Europe.
The ghastly ity hed its cul

tion point about the end of the fifteenth
century, and it seems a merciful dispensa-
tion of Providence that by that time the
progress of American colonies had opened a
gate of escape to the far west. Witcheraft
trials occurred in Spanish America and here
and there in the E[:nagliuh settlements, but
on the whole the settlers of the New
World were too busy with terrestial prob-
lems to waste much time on the mysteries
of supernaturalization. Some forty or fifty
thousand Mexicans may have been burned
on a charge of black art during the first
three centuries of the Spanish dominion
and perhaps 3,000 persons in all British
North America, for ‘those aggregates are
the veriest trifle compared with that of
medimval Europe. Profespor Hitzig of Ber-
lin, after a careful comparisori of all the
available records, estimates the total num-
ber of victims from the and of the four-
teenth to the begi g of the eight h
century at 7,500,000. Gavinet in his “Me-
moir de la Magie” assumes a much higher
sggregate, and Dr. Sprenger in his ‘‘Life of
Mohammed” may come very near the true
medium in computing the total for all
Europe and America at 9,000,000.—San
Francisco Chronicle.

Stub Ends of Thought.

Love is the intangible unrest, the quint-
essence of what should be but is not., the
pleasure of pain, the happiness of heart-
ache, the alleged attainment of the unat-
tainable, the folly of feeling, the definition
of the undefinable, and about ten thousand
million other things we are always seeking
and never finding with any degree of cer,
tainty. . .

No bird knows what it sings.

Truth should be tempered by expedienoy.
3 Some hearis are useless until they are
hroken.

horses can’t be successfully hitched
tuniiem to the matrimonial cart.

Cupid seldom shoots his arrow plumb
thiiough the centers of two hearts.
(omtentment is the pleasant word for de-

(e man cannot make a heaven that will
1it wny other man.

Hope seems to sit down to rest some-
times.

The prettier
1ceds something

a woman is the more she
elsé,

A Woman's Wrong,

L..shop Starkey,of the diocese of northern
New Jersey of the Protestant Episcopal
Cuiarein has caused considerable disscussion
liy denying to female choristers the right
to wear vestments or to enter the channel.
115 decision concerns, in particular, Christ

Jersey Civy. The rector's daugh-
\Miss Kate Battin had organized a mix-

ed and surplice choir, consistin of ten
| p g

and ten female voices, and

snow-white surplices and cups for
the female choristers.  Bishop Starkey
interposed as soon as he learned of the pro-
ject.  He had no objection to the blending
of male and female voices, but the ladies
could not be permitted in church with sur-
plices, and.could not enter the chancel. In
behaif of the ladies, it is stated that similar
chors  have been permitted in other
Protestant  Episcopal churches  without
is indeed a horrible ex-
anpie man’s cold-bloodedness and
. anny, which 1 make a present of to my
{wr friends among the advocates of
t‘woman's ri

had sup-

How Slite Penciis Are Made,

In making slate pencils broken slate
is put into a mortar ran by steam and
pounded iuto small particles. Then it
goes into a mill and runs into the “‘bolt-
ing" machine, such as is used in flour-
ing mills, where it is bolted, the fine,
almost impalpable flour that results be
ing taken to a mixing tub, where a
small quantity of steatite (soapstone’
flour, similarly manufactured, is added,
together with other materials, the whole
making a stiff dongh. This dough is
kneaded thoroughly by passing it sev
eral times between iron rollers, Thencg
it is conveyed to a table, where it is
wade into “'charges,” or short cylinders,
four or five inches thick, and contain
ing eight to twelve pounds each. Fout
of these are placed in a strong iron
chamber, or “‘retort.” with a changeable
nozzle so as to regulate the size of the
pencil, and> subjected to tremendons
hydraulic pressure, under which the
composition is pushed through the noz
zlein the ghape of a long cord, and
passed over a sloping table slit at right
angles with the cords to give passige ta
a knife which cuts them into lengths,

They are then laid on boards to dry.
and, after a few hours are removed tc
sheets of corrugated zine, the corrugat
ing serving to prevent the pencils from
warping during the process of baking tc
which they are next subjected in a kiln
into which superheated steamn is intro
duced in pipes, the temperature being
regnlated acco g to the requirements
of the article exposed to its influence.
From the kiln the articles go to the
finishing and packing room, where the
ends are thrust for a second under
=inidly revolving emery wheels. and
Wi neatly and smoothly polish
ed. 'w..  are then packed, in paste
board boxes, each containing 100 pen
cils, and these boxes are in turn packed
for shipment in wooden boxes contain
ing 100 each, or 10,000 pencils in a ship
ping-box. Nearly all the work is done
bp boys, and the cost, therefore, is
light. —Exchange.

A Gambler's Superstition,

They were playing a qniet rubber of
whist and had called for a new deck of
oards. One of the players was an old
timer, a card player of years of exper:
ience, and he took up the old wornout
pack and put them on the window sill.

“Throw them in the fire,” said the
young man who was his partner.

“What!"” said theelder, ‘‘throw a pack
of cards in the fire? Young man, you
don’t know what you are talking about.
I wouldn’t do it for $1,000.”

“Why not?” “‘Superstition,” was the
answer. ‘“‘Burn a pack of cards, and
they'll never give you another hand and
will mock you to the last. They're bad
enough at best, but you never saw_a
gambler curse the cards or abuse them.
Hedoesn'tdareto. Iknew a ‘successful’
card player who did it. He was dwell-
ing on velvet then. Ina year he wasa
beggar, and he never woh a game worth
metioning forever after. It’s a whim,
but the gentlemen of the cloth of green
respect it, They won’t burn a pack of
cards,” ? o g

CONFECTIONERY ESTABLISHED 1882

H. H. Cossitt & Bro.

(Successor to J. L. Upham,

Fruit £ Commission Merchant

WHOILESALRE

BROCKVILLE

OYSTERS IN SEASON

AND RETAIL

ONTARIO

Two (2) StorEs—TELEPHONES 244a & 244b

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS
WANTED

A\ QUANTITY

- r
Hemlock Boards, Seantling and Cordwood in ex-

or
ROCK ELM

TAMARAC
GREY ELM

change for Rollers ete.

For Particulars apply to
G. P. McNish, Lyn, Ont.

THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OJL

The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Kxcelled.

McCOLL’S CYLINDER OILL

HAS NO EQUAL MANUFACTURED BY

MecColl Bros. & Co., Toronto

Ask your Dealer

for‘‘Lardine” and beware of
imitations.

For silehy-all leading lealers in the sountry
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ENERVOUS, DESPONDENT, DICEASED MEN,

T. E. GLEASON, I. E. GLFARON €. 0. ROLVINS, (. 0. ROLLINS.
o

PR
2 NN /)
ANINE I 75
Afier Lreutia Before Treatment. After Treatment.

Emisslons, Varicocele, Svminal Weakness, Self-Abuse, Syphllis»
Gleet, Stricture, Unnatural Uischarges, Loss of Vital Fluid In
Urine. Impotency, Sexual and M:ntal Weakness, Kidney
and B.add r Diseases Posluvely CURED OR NO PAY,

16 Years in Detroit. 2.0,000 Cured.

B Young or Middle You iinve lela gay life or indulged in the vices of early youth. You feel
. Aged Man. th ms stenling over yon, Nelf abuse or later excesses have broken
down your system. 1y ysicr iy and serua 'y yon are not the man you used to be or
shotld be. Lustful practices rich harvest. Think of the future. Will you heed the
danger signals? Are you nervous a «l weak; despondent and gloomy; specks ore eyes;
& back weal and kidnoys irrita Ipitation of heart; dreams un:f lesses at night; sedi-
d ment in orine; wenkened r pimp es on face; e es sunken and cheeks hollow: poor
&: menory; earaworn expression; Varicocele; tired in morning; lifeless; distrustful; lack en-
8 ori gl and mbition” Our tiew Method Troatment will positively oure yon. 16 will
B make a man of you and 1ife wil) open nnew. We guarantes to cnre you or vefurd a I monsy paid,
B4 5®~No names used without written consent. $1,000 paid for any case we take and cannot
H cure. S

SNATCHED FROM THE GRAVE-A Warning From the Living.

Emissions “At 15 I I'arn-d a had hn Had Josses for saven years. Tried four doctors
o Cured. and nerve tor by score, without benefit; I hecamn n nervous wreck.
y &lln-»l‘l who !l »l] 'rm noci ; by Drs. Kenmedy & Kergan of o similar disense, a vised me
E ry them, ldilso, ool in twomonths was positively cured. ‘This was e:ght years
ago. lann)w.aircwlaalavs two haalthy children,” 7.9% Sh g
: €. W. LEWIS, 8agin-w, Mich.
i Varicocele *Varicoce'n, the romlt of onrly viea, made lifa miserabla. I was wesk and ner-
e ured. — vous, e; v bushinl in <ociety, hair th'n. dro-msand lo ses at night, no
ambition. The * Golen Monitor' snd my eyes. ‘Jhe New Mothod ‘I'matment of Drs.
Y Kennedy & Kergan cared mo in a few woeks,” L. L. PE1ERSON, Iouia, Mich.
Bl Syphilis “*This terrilile bloo 1 disensa wns in my system for eig'it yoars. Had taken mer~
éun-d_. enpy for two years, but the discase returnad, E,es 5.4, ]’)}nl]vYn: and blotches on
4l tha skin, vicers 1n the mouth and on tongue, bone pains, fallineg out of hair, wenkness, ete.
Ly brotiier, wlio ha:l been cured of Gieet and Srictire by Dvs. Kennody & Kersan, recom-
mendel them. Ticy cured ma in n fow weaks, and 1 thank I consuited them. No
R P. M., Jackson, *.ich.
of Detroit, says: *'1 know of no disease o injurious to
5 : L of young men a8 that of 8.-1f Abuse. I have sent many
<11 habit to Dis. Kennedy & Kergnn for treatment. Ican heartily en-
1 thud Lveatment which eured them when all else failed.”
cal science 8o ellicient for the care of Syphilis and
] tethod 't catm nt of Dra. Kennedy & I\Prm. Man;
{iled scores of physicians were cured in a few weeka.
nl know it to be a rugt." T. E. ALLISON, M. D,
? 1I+a vour B oad boen 'disensed? Are yon weak? Do you
Aro :on cont mplating marringe? Our New Method Tread
0s uaranteed or No Pay.

return of the discase in six

God
k w.
{ A Minis'er Tha

Recomends o o
it curng
have scen this wit 1 iuy ¢

A o Have yon hoen o
Raadar o)
ment wi:l positively en . Consultalion Fr e.
No mattor wl write for an hone-t opinion frea of charge,

[ Bk nden Monitor” (iidustrated), on Diseases oo Me%
v . Bealeds

renson::hin,
close post

EFNo Muovies used wilhout Written Consent. Private. No Medicine
Sent (. O. D. No “ames ¢n Boxes or Envelopes. Everything
Coufidential, Question List £ r [fome Treatment and
Cest ol Treatment, Free,

trast, Datroit, Mich,
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Winter Peerless

Zero Amber
MACHINE OILS

the World for Fall and Winter use.
Sold ‘Wholesale only by

lThe Samuel Rogers 01l Co.

i Ottawa and Brockville.

The Best in




