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Trix is there—they expect him to-night,
and she has waited to receive him. She
looks in his face once, then turns away and
covers her own, and bursts into a woman’s
tempest of tears.

«§_I am too late,” he says in a hoarse
whisper. :

“No,” Trix answers, looking up; ‘“not
oo late. She is alive still—I can say no
more.”

“What is it?” he asks. :

«It is almost impossible to say. Typhoid
fever, one doctor says, and cerebrq spinal
meningitis says the other. It doesn’t much
matter what it is, since both agree in this—
that she is dying.” :

Her sobs break forth again. He sits and
gazes at her like a stone.

. ““There is no hoee »

«While there is life there is hope.” But
it is in o very dreary voice that Trix re-
peats this aphorism : “and—the worst of it
is, she doesn’t seem to care. Charley, I be-
lieve she wants to die, is glad to die. ~She
seems to have nothing to care for—nothing
to live for. ‘My lifc has been all a mis-
take,’ she said to me the other day. ‘I
"have gone wrong from first to last, led as-
tray by my vanity, and selfishness, and am-
bition. 1Itis much better that I should
die, and make an end of it all. She has
made her will, Charley—she made it in the
first days of her illness, and—she has left
almost everything to you.”

He makes no reply. He sits motionless
in the twilit window, looking down at the
noisy, bustling street.

«She has remembered me most generous-
ly,” Trix goes softly on ; *‘poor, darling
Edith ! but she has left alinost all to you.
<[t would have been an insult to offer any-
thing in my hfetime.’ she said to me ; ‘but
the wishes of the dead are sacred,—he will
not be able to refuse it then. _And tell him
not to grieve for me, Trixy—I never made
anything but trouble, and disappointment,
and wretchedness. 1 am sorry—sorry now,
and my last wish and prayer will be for the
happiness of his life.” When she is deliri-
ous,and she mostly is as night draws on, she
calls for you incessantly—asking you to
come lm.ck«begging you to forgive her.
That is why I sent.’

“Does sue know you sent ?’ he asks.

“No—it was her desire you should not be
told until—until all was over,” Trix an-
swered with another burst of tears; “*but I
couldn’t do that. She says we are to bury
her at Sandypoint, beside her mother—not
send her body to England.  She told me,
when she was dead, to tell you the story of
her separatiou from Sir Victor. Shall I tell
it to you now, Charley ?”

He makes 2 motion of assent; and Trix
begins, in a broken voice, and tells him the
sad, strange story of the two Sir Victors,
father and son, and of Edith’s life from her
wedding-day. The twilight deepens into
darkness, the room is wrapped in shadow
lonz before she has finished. He never
stirs, he never speaks, he sits and listens to
the end. Then there is a pause, and out of
the gloom he speaks at last:

“May I see her, and when?”

“As soon as you come, the doctors say;
they refuse her nothing now, and they
think your presence may do her good—if
anything can do it.  Mother is with her and
Nellie ; Nellie has been her best friend and
nurse; Nellie has never left her, and
Charley,” hesitatingly, for something in his
nanner awes Trix, I believe she thinks
you and Nellie are engaged.”

“Stop !” he says imperiously, and Trixy
rises with a sigh and puts on her hat and
shawl. Five minutes later they are in the
i%r%it’ and on their way to Lady Catheron’s
10tel.

One of the medical men is in the sick-
room when Miss Stuart enters it, and she
tells him in a whisper that her brother has
come, and is waiting without.

His patient lies very low to-night—de-
lirious at times, and sinking, it scéms to
him, fast. She is in a restless, fevered
sleep at present, and he stands looking at
her with a very sombre lock on his profes-
sional face. In spite of his skill, and he is
very skilful, this case baffles him. The
patient’s own utter indifference, as to
whether she lives or dies, being one of the
hardest things he has to combat. 1f she
only longed for life, and strove to recruit—
if, like Mrs. Dombey she would‘ ‘‘only
make an effort.” DBut she will not, and the
flame flickers, and {flickers, and very soon
will go out aliogetier.

“Lot him coiae in,” the doctor says. ‘“He
can do no h‘ irm—he may possibly do some
Ads (610 1 2 H

“\Vill shg know him when she awakes ?”
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jand turns away to where Miss
Seton stands in the distance, and Trix goes
and fetcheq her brother in. He advances
siowly, alnjost reluctantly it would seem,
and looks (lo\-.'n at the wan, drawn, thin
face that r¢sts there, whiter than the pil-
lows.  Grpat Heaven! and this—this is
Edith!  He sinks into a chair by the bed-
side, and takes her wan, transparent hand
in both his own, with a sort of groan. The
light touch awakes her, the faint eyelids
quiver, the large dark eyes open
and fix on his face. The lips flutter
breathlessly  apart. “Charley !” they
whisper in glad surprise, and over tite
death-like face there flashes for a second an
clectric light of great amaze and joy.

“Humph !” says the doctor, with a sur-
prised grunt; “I thought it would do her
20 harm. If we leave them alone for a few
minutes, my dear young ladies, it will do
us no harm either. “‘Mind, my young
sentleman,’” he taps Charley on the shoul-
der, ‘““‘my patient is not to excite herself
talking.™

They softly go out. It would appear the
doctor need not have warned him ; they
don’t seem inclined to talk. She lies and
looks at him, delight in her eyes, and draws
a long, long breath of great content. For
him, he holds her wasted band a little
tighter, and lays his face down on the pil-
low, and does not speak a work.

So the minutes pass.

“Charley,” she says at last, in a faint,
little whisper, ‘“‘what a surprise this is.
They did not tell me you were coming,
Who sent for you ? when did you come?”’

“You're not to talk, Edith,” he answers,
lifting his haggard face for a moment—
poor Charley? *Trix sent for me.” Then
he lays it down again.

“Foolish boy !"” Edith says with shining
-eyes; “‘I do believe you are crying. You
don’t hate me, then, after all,

A
& once said y i
1 deserved it. Buytaixhtva m :
Charlie—I have been punished as I
ed. Now it is all over, and it is better so

—1 never was of auy use in the world, and | Wt

never would be.

.more fixed than this marriage.

you that night at Killarney *” A

Her lips tremble—her oa- watch him,
her weak close tightly over his. Re-
member ! does she not ?

T said-—°T will love you all my life ' I
have kept mp word,
¥ I may not call you wife, I will never call,
by that name, any other woman. No one
in this world can ever be to me again, what
you were and are.”

There is another pause, but the dark, up-
lifted eyes are radiant now. -

«At last ! at last !” she breathes; ‘““when
it is too late. ~ Oh, Charley ! If the past
might only come over again, how different
it all would be. I think”—she says this
with a weak little laugh, that reminds him
of the Edith of old—*1 think I could nloeg
more happily even in my grave—if ‘Edit
Stuart’ were carved on .ny tombstone !

His eyes never leave her face—they light
up in their dreary sadness now at these
words.

“Do you mean that, Edith ?” he says
bending over her ; “living or dying, wou
it make you hapgier to be my wife ¥’

Her eyes, her face, answer him. “But it
is too late,” the pale lips sigh.

“J¢ is never too late,” he says quietly ;
¢we will be married to-night.”

“‘Charley ?”

“You are not to talk,” he tells her, kiss-
ing her softly and for the first time; I
wiil arrange it all. 1 will go for a clergy-
man 1 know, and explain everything. By
darling ! you should have been my wife
long ago—you shall be my wite at last, in
spite of death itself.”

Then he leaves her, and goes out. And
Edith closes her eyes, and lies still, and
knows that never in all the years that are

one has such perfect bliss been hers before.
n death, at least, if not life, she wall be
Charley’s wife.

He tells them very quietly, very resolute-
ly—her father who is there from Sandy-
point, his mother, sister, Nellie, the
doctor.

They listen in wordless wonder ; but what
can they say ?

«“The excitement will finish her—mark
my worlds,” is the doctor’s verdict ; “I will
never countenance any such melo-dramatic
proceeding.” |

But his countenance does not matter it
seems. The laws of the Medes were not
The clergy-
man comes, a very old friend of the family,
and Charley explains all to him. He lis-
tens with quiet gravity—in his experience/
a death-bed marriage is not at all an unpre-
cedented occurrence. The hour fixed is
ten, and Trixy and Nellie go in to make
the few possible preparations.

The sick girl lifts two wisful eyes to the
entle face of Nellie Seton. 1t is very pale,
but she stoops and kisses her with her own
sweet smile.

“You will live now for his sake,” she
whispers in that kiss. .

They decorate the room and the bed with
flowers, they brush away the dark soft hair,
they array her in a dainty embroidered
night-robe, and prop her up wich pillows.
There is the fever fire on her wan cheeks
the fever fire in her shining eyes. But she
is unutterably happy—you have but to look
into her face to see that. - Death is forgot-
ten in her new bliss.

The bridegroom comes in, pale and nn.
smiling—worn and haggard beyond words
to tell. Trix, weeping incessantly, stands
near, her mother and Mr. Darrell are at
one side of the bed. Nellie is bridesmaid.
What a strange, sad, solemn wedding it is !
The clergyman takes out his book and be-
gins—bride and bridegroom clasp hands,
hier radiant eyes never leave his face. Her
faint replies flutter on her lips—there
is an indiscribable sadness in his. The ring
is on her finger—at last she is what she
should have been from the first-——Charley’s
wife.

He bends forward and takes her in his
arms. With all her dying strength she
lifts hersclf to his embrace. It is a last ex-
piring effort—her weak clasp relaxes, there
is one faint gasp. Her head falls heavily
upon his breast—there is_a despairing cry
from the women, cold and lifeless, Charley
Stuart lays his bride of a moment back
among the pillaws-—whether dead or in a
dead swoon no ene there can tell.

CHAPTER XXXIL

At first they thought her dead—but it
was not death. She awoke from that long,
death-like swoon as morning broke—sd
near unto death that it seemed the turnin
of a hair might weigh down the scale. _\nﬁ
80 for days after it was—for weary miser-
able days and night. The great reaction
after the great excitement had come, all
consciousness left her, she lay white and
still, scarcely moving, scarcely breathing.
The one beloved voice fell as powerless on
her dulled ears now as all others, the dim,

almost lifeless eyes, that openod at rare in-
tervals, were blank to the whole world.
She lay in a species of stupor, or coma,from
which it was something more than -doubt-
ful if she ever would awake. The few
spoonfuls of beef-tea and brandy and water
she took they forced between her clenched
teeth, and in that darkened room of the
great hotel, strangely, solemnly quiet, Life
and Death fought their sharp battle over
her unconscious head.

And for those who loved her, her father,
her friends, and one other, nearer and
dearer than father oc friend, how went
those darkest days for them ? They could
hardly have told—all their after life they
looked back, with a sick shudder, to that
week. -

For Charley Stuart he never wants to look
back—never to the last day of his life will
he be able to recall, te realize the agouy of
those six days—days that changed his
whole nature—his whole life.

They watched with her unceasingly—
death might come at any momeat.  There
were times when they bent over her, hold-
ing their own breath, sure that the faint
thread had already snapped—times when
they held a mirror to her lips to be sure
she breathed at all. For her new-made
husband, he never left her except when na-
ture succumbed to the exhaustion of cease-
less vigil, and they forced him away. He
fo_rgot to eat or sleep, he sat tearless and
still as stone by the bedside, almost as
bloodless, almost as wan and hollow-cyed
as the dying bride herself. The doctors
stood gloomily silent, their skill falling
powerless here. s

;tShe needed only the excitement of this
most preposterous marriage to finish her,”
‘one of &:n growled I;.g'l said so at the
time—I say so now. She had one chance
for hife—perfect quiet—and that destroyed

menn to keep it. |

| you more gladly than

.might toa child.

On the fourth a letter from ;
in a woman's hﬁ. snd d m .

dress, and see me. No one will welcome

“IxEz CATHERON.”

So another large fortune had been left
Edith—she was rich now beyond her wild-
est dreams. Rich! And yonder she ‘:1
and all the gold of earth, powerless to add
a second to her life. What a satire it
seemed. Youth, beauty, and boundless
wvealth were hers, and all were vain—vain!

The seventh night brought the crisis.

“This can hold out no longer,” the
Ehysicim said ; “before morning we will

now the end, whether it is to be life or
death.”

“Then—there is hope yet ¥’ Trix breath-
ed, with clasped hands.

He looked at her gloomily and turned
away, the meaningless formula on his lips :

«While there is life there is hope.”

«It will be little less than a miracle if
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, locking
compassionatelv at Charley ; ‘he won’t be
able to stand it. He is worn out now,

or 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. If
—if the worst eomes, 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 imto 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
let her go—he could not ! O God !’ was
the ceaseless cry of his soul, ‘‘have mercy—
spave '’

Nellie Seton’s cool, soft hands fell light-
ly on his head. Nellie’s soft, gentle voice
spoke :

“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 eat, I believe all day ; you will let
me prepare something, and take it, and go
to your room.”

She spoke to him coaxingly,almost as she
He lifted nis eycs, full of
dull, infinite misery, to hers.

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

“Only for an hour then,” she pleaded ;
“there will be no change.: F¥or my sake,
Charley !”

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

“For your sake, Nellie, then—for no
other. DBut you 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 it and left the
room. They listened breathlessly until they
heard his door, further down the passage,
open and shut—then both drew a deep
breath.

“Thank Heaven,” Trix said ; *‘T couldn’t
bear to see him here to-night. Nellie, if
she dies it will kill him—just that.”

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

The hours of the mnight wore on. Oh!
those solemn night watches by the dying
bed of those ‘we love. The faint lamp
flickers, deepest 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 clondless November day. He
sat up in bed suddenly, for a 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
was to tell him that in yonder distant
room Kdith was not lying dead. He roseup,
reeling like a drunken man, and made for the
door. Heopened it, and went out down the
passage. 1t 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 at
the closed door. He stood there motion-
less, his eyes fixed upon it, unable to ad-
\'uiwe nnot}(nier sbt-ep.

t opened abruptly—quickly but noise-
lessly, and Nellie Se{on’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 dumb agony of ques-
tioning she never forgot.

“‘Charley!” she exclaimed, coming nearer.
The first ray of the rising sun streami
through the windows fell full upon her p:lg

face, and it was as the face of an

*Charley ” she repeated, with a t
tearless sob, holding out both hands ; g"&ﬂ,
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.

‘‘the last

CHAPTER XXXIL

They might hope? The night had
ed, the lnomingo?ul em,lgnd |hep:t?l'l
hardly

You would t so to
look at her as she
ly still.  But
‘awakened from a

have th firs
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slumber. s
said the doctor, with a
complacent nod ; ‘“the more the better.
It’s Nature's way of repairing damages.”

There came a day at last when thought
and recollection began to struggle back—
when she had strength to lie awake and
think. More than once Trix caught the
dark eyes in silent wistfulness upon her—a
%nut.ioninthom her lips would not ask.

ut Miss Stuart guessed it, and one day
spoke : :

“What is it, Dithy ?” she said ; you look
as if you wanted to say something, you
know.”

«“How—how long have I been sick ?” was
Edith’s question.

«Nearly five weeks, and an awful life
you've led us, I can tell you! Look at me
“_worn to the skin and bone. What do
you suppose you will have to say for your-
self when Angus comes ¥’

Edith smiled faintly but her eyes still
kept their wistful look.

I suppose I was delirious part of the
time, Trixy ¥’

“Stark, staring crazy—raving like a
lunatic at full moon! But you neeedn’t
look so concerned about it—we've changed
all that. You'll do now.”

“Yes,” she said it with a sigh; “you
bave all been very kind. I suppose it’s
only a tancy of the fever after all.’

“What ¥

«]—Trixy ! don’t laugh at me, but 1
thought Charley was here.”

«Did you?’ responded Trix; ‘‘the most
natural thing in life. He is bere.” .

Her eyes lighted—her lips parted—a
question trembled upon them, but she hesi-
tated.

“Go on,” said Miss Stuart, enjoying it
all ; “‘there’s something else on your mind.
Speak up, Edie! don’t be ashamed of
yourself.”

“I am afraid you will laugh this time,
Trixy—I know it is_only a dream, buv 1
thought Charley and I were—"

“Yes,” said Trixy ! “were—what : i

«Married, then !” with a 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 Trixy,
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 married nearly a fort-
night ago. The hope of my life is realized
—you are my sister, and Charley’s wife 1

There was a little panting cry—then she
covered her face with her hands and lay
still. *

“He is outside,” went on Trix; ‘you
don’t know what a good boy he has been—
so 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 exceptiona
case, He's awfully fond of you, Dithy;
‘pon my word he is. Tonly hope Angus
may go off in a dead faint the first time
I'in 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 thken Miss Stuart sits down, throws
her hand:terchief over her face, and for the
next five minutes indulges in the exclusive.
ly feminine luxury of a real good cry.

* - * * &

-

After that Mrs. Charles Stuart s recovery
was perfectly 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

illows, she could sit erect, and talk, and

e talked to as much 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 and carried 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 still 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, saxd %ood-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 Scotch Grays,

‘Captain Angus Hammond—captain no long-

er—plain Mr. Hammond, done with drill-
ing and duty, and getting the route for-
ever, going in for quiet, country life in
bonnie Scotland, with Miss Beatrix Stuart
for aider and abettor.

Charley and his wife came to New York
for the weddiag. They had told Mr. Ham-
mond how ill Edith 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—happiness had made her more—
she was lovely now., For Charley—out-
wardly all his insou e had returned—he
submitted to be idolized and made much of
by his wife, after the calm fashion of lord-
ly ¢ ﬁ had only vo see him look

Victor Catheron, ith pu
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 nted only a broken shaft, and be-
neath in gold letters this inscription :

SACRED TO 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.

A CURIOUS JAPANESE CUSTOM.

Indiscriminate Gush is Not Permitted in
Polite Circles.

London Saturday Review:. The visitor
must leave his fan in the ante.chamber,
and, entering the reception rcom, seat him-
self respectfully on his heels in front of the
shrine. 1f there are three kakemonos
(pictures on rollers), he must examine first
the central one, then that to the lett, and,
lastly, the one on the right hand. He then
is supposed to signify his opinion as to the
particular merits of vhe floral trophy. There
are strict rules as to the exact degree of
admiration to be expressed according to the
character of the specimens.

Indiscriminate gush 1s not permitted in
polite circles. The respectful inspection
over, and the proper things said, the host
presents to his guest, on a tray, cub flowers
and branches, a knife, scissors, a small
saw, a vase, and a napkin, at the same time
rolling up the kakemonos, “as it is consid-
ered to be demanding to much of a visitor

to expect him to extemporize a flower ar- |

rangement in harmony,” but the guest may
face the difficulty and retain the unfamiliar
background.

The master of the house now offers one
of his most precious vases suitable to’the
geason and the flowers, and the visitor
pleads hisinability todo justice toso heauti-
ful a receptacle, but if pressed to make us2
of it he must then take care that the ar-
rangement is simple and unobstrusive, so
as to distract attention from the vase.
When ' completed, the implements are
again arranged on the tray, with the ex-
ception of the scissors, ‘‘which are left near
the flowers, as a silent and modest invita-
tion to the master of the house to correct
faults.”

The host sweeps up the rubbish and
takes away the tray. ~ The other visitors,
who have meantime been waiting in the
ante-room, are now admitted to- pay the
proper gompliment. = Before leaving the
artist, unless a person of superior rank,
takes the flowers out of the vase ; “it is
cousidered presumptuous of Lim to quit
without destroying theevidenceofhis skill.”
Should the entertainer by iunadvertence
have supplied scented flowersonan occasion,
such as an “‘incensa meeting,” when per-
fume is prohibited, the politeartificer makes
no remark. but snips off the blossoms, leav-
ing only the unopened and scentless buds.
"Phe flowers must not be offered trimmeti, or
they might look as, if they had been pre-
vicusly used.

Thackeray on Happiness,

For my own part I know of nothing more
eontemptible, unmanly or unwomanly and
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 happiness
comes— because the heart and mind are
occupied with earnest thought that touches
at a thousand points the beautiful and sub-
lime realities of the universe! The heart
and mind are brought—and reverently be it
said—in contact with the creator and ruler
and father of all the perfect bliss. Again,
with leisure ; it is a very pleasant gar-
ment to look at, but a very bad oné to wear.
The ruin of thousands—aye, millions—may
be traced to it.

How Swiss Children Go to Sleep.

The Swiss people are very artistic in
their tastes and even the poorest Swiss 1s
neat and tasteful in his home life. Many
of the ways of the Swiss are as pretty as
their fanciful ideas of building houses. - A
Swiss mother believes that her child will
have bad dreams unless it is crooned to
sleep. And so, bending lew over the
drowsy little one’s couch, she sings sooth-
ing songs of green pastures and still waters
until the little child has breathed itself
geucefully into the land of Nod.—New
York Ledger.

Jews, Not Hebrews.

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

There iv 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.

Chinese Babies.

Chinese babies have a hard time of i$,
sccording to a writer in the Jenness-Miller
Mlustrated 'Monthly. When they are a
month old their heads are shaved, the
operation being attended with much cere-
mony. The almanac is consulted to deter-
mine what things the poor youngsters may
see and touch and what things they may
not. The first time babies leave home they
are taken to see their grandmothers,
present them with four chm four
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Castoria.

e
® Castoria is an excellent medicine for chil-
dren. Mothers have repcatedly told me of its
good cffect upon their children.™
Da. G. C. Oscoop,
Lowell, Mass.

« Castoria is the best remedy for children of
which I am acquainted. Ihope tho éayisrot
far distant when mothers will considerthereal
interest of their children, and uso Castoria in-
stead of the variousquacik nostrums which are
destroying their loved ones, by forcing opium,
morphine, soothing syrup znd other hurtful
ageats down their throats, thereby sexding
them to premature graves.”

Dr. J. F. Erwcxiees,
Conway, Ar

Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Obildren. It contains neither Opium, Morphino nor
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, £-othing Syrups, and Castor Oil,
It is Pleasant. Its guaranteo is thirty ycars’ uso by
Prillions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Werms and allays
feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Sour Curd,
cures Diarrhcca and Wind Colic.
teething troubles, curcs constipation and f{iatuleney,
Castoria assimilates the food, rcgulates the stomach
and bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep. Casa
toria is the Children’s Panacea—thie Iother’s Fricad,

Castpri:x reiicves

Castoria.

¢ Castoria is so weil adapted toehildr
I recornmend it assuperiortoany presc
known to me.”
H. A, Arcuer,M. D,
111 So. O=ford St., Drooklyn, N. T,

mcnt hove spoic ishly
cace in their outiside practice wit

products, yet weare free to confess that the
merits of Cas:ioria has-won us to look with
favor upon it.”
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and Mantle making as usual.
and Trimmings.

is as good as some 45c.

See our stock of Boots and Shoes.
boxes of fairly guod Raisins to sell at 5c. 1b. Dor’t miss our 30c Tea
Thanks for very liberal patronage in the past.
Csme and see our stock, Yours very truly,

Having a thorough knowledge of our business in every department,
and buying from the best houses in the trade, we are placing beiure
you a large stock and extra good value.
Have a very fine range of Miilivery

Will bs prepared for Dress

We have a few

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIlL

The Champion Gold Medal Cil which Cannot be Excelled.

MoColl's CYLINDER CIL has no equal,
MANUFACTURED BY

McCOLL BROS. & CO.,, TORONTO.

Ask your dester for “Lardine” and beware of Imitatione.
FOR SALE BY ALL LEADING DEALERS IN THE COUNTRY, £6 26

2 - Cents - Extra

1887-f.

We have sold out our business in Cambray, .
arrangements with one of the very best factories in
to furnish us

Yarn, Flannels, Blankets, and other
Woollen Goods,

g0 that we can sell them at wholesale prices.

We have secured Mr. Smyth’s store, next Hancock's

opposite the market and will be prepared to pay the highest
price in cash for all the wool that comes.

Wool Wanted

and have made
Canada

Hotel,

When - Exchanged.

We take orders for anything in the woollen line and guaran-
tee satisfaotion.

WALLACE & CO.

opposite the Market, LINDSAY .

Cheap FURNITURE

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Cabinet Makers.

No trouble to show it.
. NUGENT & CO-

and promptly
" office.
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