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BY T. S. E. HAKE.

N FRI

CHAPTER 1.

The gray fog that bad sailed up the
Thaimes at sunrise. favoured by wind
and tide, had come to anchor over Lon-
don, and evidently meant to stay. It
had gradually transformed itself into
i tsnse mass.: During that wintry
dayp—in the Citly at least—time had got
out of joint. ‘The great thoroughfares
had become hopelessly congested with
heavy traffic. ‘The mails from the
country and abroad were considerably
delayed. ‘[ravellers wha had journey-
ed a thousalnd miles by land and sea—
who caleulated to reach their destina-
tion atia fixed date—began to peer out
of carriange windows in consternation
and blank despair. To many it was
& serlous matter; to some it was even
a malter of life and death.

The royal mail from Dover to Lon-
den was hours overdue. Among the
first-class passengers by this train
was a young traveller in a fur coat,
who sat in a corner of his carriage im-

patiently consulting his watch. There |

wak a small black valise on the seat
nt his side, and it seemed obvious that
ils valise—or, more strictly speaking,
¥ts hidden, contentse—occupied his al-
miost undivided thoughts. His look
paldom rested a moment elsewhere. If
Lthe valise bad been possessed of the
power or will to escape him, he could
not have kept upon it a keener guard;
and when the train atlast reached
London Bridge:and the traveller step-
ped into a cab, he grasped the handle
of bis wvalise with nervous tension,
while in answer to the cabman’s stereo-
typed inquiry, *Where to, sir?"’ he cal-
led out :

“Austin Friars.”

At the arched entrance to Austin
Friars he dismissed his cab. A few
paces and be found himself in an open
square. There were mansions on all
sldes with a distinet look about them
of bygone days.

“Abh! that should be the house,” he
muttered while approaching a big cor-
ner mansion. ‘“'Bad luck! it's past of-
fice hours. But. mightn't I [ind Mr.
Grinold still at his desk "'

The house had stone steps, with iron

a pair of massive oak doors. These
doors shared in common the shelter of
& heavy shell-shaped canopy that
frowned overhead. Under this canopy
{here was a gus-lamp; it brightened a
limited cirele of space, giving a look of
{ntensity to the fog beyond. The
traveller mounted these steps nnd stop-
ped under the lamp. He took & eard
from his pocketbook., Upon the card

was written, “Mr. Gllbert Ringhum.l

British and Cairo Hunic_” He now
glanced with some perplexity at the
two entrances, for there was il. broad
panel between them, upon which was
Inseribed 18a. Ity was the address to
which he had Leen directed, without a
doulit—18a Austin Friars. Bul which
of the two houres claimed this number ?
Gilberrt’ Ring Pim' bent down Lo ex-
pmine more clozely the twln doors.

Upon the {eft-hand one he discovered
nothing, but upon the right-hand door
he made oul “Anthony Grinold” in
faded letters. He was aboul to raise
the knocker, when he noticed that the
door stood slightly ajar. “Good luck!”
gaid he. The office was not yet closed,

and pushing open the door, which in-

stantly yvielded to his touch, he stepped
into the bhall. It was broad and lofty,
and the carved-oak panelling was black
witiht age. lihere were a mumilrer of
doors. as he could just perceive in the
dim light, but they were all locked.
Ringhtm mounted to the first floor ; he
met with the sime experignce.
Grinold's counting-house was closed for
the day. He had arrived too late.
Gilbert Ringham stood at the stair-
ense window, that looked out upon the

square, to consider what would be f.he -
Lbest course to pursue in order to find

Mr, Grinold with the least possible de-
lay. He had come in all haste from

Cairo upon an errand that demanded

shrewdness and tact, He took
letler of '
pocket. It was addressed to ’ Mr. An-

thony Grinold, 13a Austin Friars;" and

Ringham had been instructed to deliv-

er il to that gentleman. He was to

holdi no communication whatever on

the subject of his errand with
other person] or persons.

been Iimpressed wupon him
emphasis. le
Mr. Grinold to-night? He put his val-
ise upon the deep window-sill '.H'II].E:-'It
down. Where did Mr. Grinold live?

any

with due

He had not the remotest conception. |

He would go forth and take every
means in his power to ascertain. He
must find him to-night. ]
Seizing the valise and rising hastily,
Ringham was about to tlf!:-‘un't‘.'l"lﬂith
stairs. when he heard a quick, llght

footfall upon the stone steps ouiside,

{mmediately bteneath the window at

which he was standi ‘
the front door was pulled to with a
lond bang, and the key graited in the
lock. A full sense of the mishap was
instantly realized. He sprang to the
window and tried to force it open; hut
the framework was old. the bolt rusty
and immovable,
into the fog and listened for the foot-
fall on the steps. But no one came in
slght, no sound reached his ear. ;
The canopy that hung over the twin
deors was some feet below this stair-
case window., Chbuld the person who
had locked him in be still standing un-
der it? Ringham had raised his hand
to tap on the window-pane—to break
it if need Pe—when a girl ina dark
closk and furstrimmed hat stepped
from under the great shell. For an
instant she raised her face so that the
light fell fully npon 1t as from a shaded
famp. snd then she turned nimbly on
her heals and was gone. :
During that moment of chance Ring-
pam lost his head. Instead of tapping
at the window to attract the girl's at-
tention—much less breisking the pane
—r had stared out in pure wonder and
gmaze. What a vision! Iid the, eves
of mey sver lefore rest upon anything

miore beautiful. anywhere—least of all

have been mere fancy—an hallucina-
tion—or possibly a spirit of the mist
that had haunted this spot in those
lonely, marshland days of centuries
gone by, before even the Augustine
[riars came to dwell there.

Meanwhile the staircase had become
quite dark. Not only had the fog clos-
ed in about Austin [I'riars; it was
night, Gilbers Rmgham struck a
match, and went down into the hall

ed in. All doubt was quickly set at
rest; no exit by the front-door wus
possible. He reascended the stairs with
the, thought; to explore the upper
floors. ‘The rooms consisted of attics.
is he spon ascertained; and all of the
doors of these attics were locked. But
im one of the doors he found a key,

oot without| a certain sense of trepida-
i}dm after so many disappointanents,
13]1& door opened noiselessly, and he

went into the room.

Striking another match—he had al-
' ready nearly exhausted his supply—
| Ringham made out this room to be a
' moderate-sized carvet. It was furanish-
ed as a sort of private office or study.
A thick, though somewhat threadbare,
Turkey rog covered the centre of the
| floor. A heavy old-faghioned bureau
stood against the wall, opposite
garret; window. On either side of a
diminutive fireplace there was a cup-
board, and Ringham expended a maich
' on each of these in order to examine
' them minutely. The locks were turn-

the key-ho'es blocked with dust and
cobwebs., A cajmcious arm-chair was
drawn up near the empty hearth. That
chaivt should be his resting-place for
the night. He bolted the door. Then,
having contrived to unlock his valise
in the darkness, he spread it open up-
on the rug. And now he lighted the
i last match. The dim flame lit up for
. moment the contents of. his valise.
The spuce on one side was filled up with
# bundle of foreign bonds, while = the

| Gtrher side held a few necessary articles
: : 0
rallings that led up on either side to |

clothing, a
' flask of brandy.

The mutch-lizght struggled feebly and
went out. Rimgham groped his way
to the arm-chair, having secured the
sandwich-box and brandy, and sat
down resignedly to consume his frugal
BUPDEr,

At first he fumed considerably over
the situatjpn: but presently, becom-

sandwich-box, and a

Mr. '

the |
recommendation from his |

‘That had |

Waould it. he feasible to see |

ng. Next moment

He peered eagerly out |

ing restiul and refreshed, he began
to tuke a more philosophical view of
‘things. When entrusted with this pur-
lvel of foreign honds—valued at thirty

lt.hnuaa.nd pounds—he had been ordered

i to let out no hint that he held them,
| except to Mr. Grinold in person. Had
' he not acted with intuitive wisdom
| und foresight after all? By shouting
t dowry to the girl under the lamp to
come back and release him, he would
bhave incurred a needless risk. Had
' she taken alarm and roused the neigh-
bourhood, the truth about his confiden-
tinli business with /Anthony Grinold
 might have Teaked out. With this con-
- soling reflection Gilbert Ringham but-
. toned his fur eoat tightly about him,
L and presently dropped off into a sound
. sleep.

i The red dawn that looked in at the
 garret! window mnext morning forced
' Ringham by slow degrees {o open his
'eyes. For one ‘hazy moment, while
' blinking at the light, he had no ocon-
' ception of his wherenbouts: and then
it all came back to him; the closing of
the door—the lovely vision under the
lamp in the old square—the responsible
errand upon which he hiad come to the
house of Grinold of Austin Friars. He
rose in haste, glancing round the gar-
' ret, ourious to inspect it more closely
by daylirht.
ed upon the valise lying agape upon
‘the floor, as he had left it when his
"last mateh went out. A ray of sunlight

directly down upon it,
' The space on one suide was empty. The

I was pointing

| foreign bonds bad disappeared.

I Ringhim's consterniation increased Lo
‘i sense of borror when he came to ex-
amine the garret door, The bolt was
| cisely as he had adjusted it before un-
locking his valise. How could the rob-
bery have been achieved ¥ No possible
clue to the mystery presented itsell
to his distracied mind.

out any reassurine result. The walls
were whitewashed and bare. and {the
flooring was too swmooth and securely
' mailed dowa 1o awaken smspicion of
| trap-doors.
with cobwebs and the dust and cobwebs
ahout the locks of the cuphoard doors
' showed no sign of having been disturb-
ed.

' Ringham gave up the search in pure
bewilderment. He went out upon ihe
L stiirs! Therve was some one  mooving
about on one of the floors below, for

he could hear the thumping and "'k”""'j “Why Is thal? How do you mean?"

ishing oft a broom. It was an opportune
moment in

' tening., the bells of the neighbouring
i:-huwh clocks caught his eur; and in
' the midst of these minor sounds that
i echoed clearly over the still noiseless
| City. there boomed forth the great bell
of St. Paul's.

“=aven !

! (To Be Continued.)

e

To insure cleanliness 1n the handling
of hread, the bakers of Berlin put each
loat in a paper bag just after it is
baked.

It is a curious fact that the women
of Manchuria, China, are forbidden by
imperial edict to bandage their feet in-
to littleness. The Manchus are the
strong gmerni.ng race in China, and

some connection between the strong
stride of its women and the
heart= and strong bodies of 1ts sons,

i a foggy old City square ! It must

to make sure that he was actually lock- |

| He hastened to turn this key, though |

the |

J cumstances,
‘an acceptance of your addresses,

CHAPTER XI —Continued.

When dressed that night for the ball,
she looks very unlike a village maid:
en who wounld be overwhelmed by the
condescension of any Lord of Burleigh
however, lofty his slation, or who
would pine away, .

“’Neath-the burden of an honor,
Unto which she w&s not born.”
She wears the famous Leigh sap-
phires, and ber rich satin Tobe is oi
' the same deep hue, chastened by drap-
ceries of fine white lace caught up by
‘natural flowers, Her hair is braided
 high up behind her coronet, and her
-neck and arms are gleaming with jew-
' els. She lovks like a queen in her own
| right. Any mwan might be proud to

win her love, or even her hand.

~ The duchess comes forward to meet
| her with cutstretched hands,andstoop-
ing, Kkisses her solemnly on the brow.
| 1o the onlookers it ks as though aseal
'hjiﬁ een set upon ber, that from this
time she 18 received into the bosom of
|lha]: august family which for cen-
' turies past bas ruied the country with
& rod of iron

To Lady Leigh the demonstration is
'eminently distasteful, and she shrinks
away [rom the caress with an impa-
tient movement of disdain.

“Dancing has not commenced,’”’ says
the duchess, graciously; “we have only
waited for you.”

“"You are very good.”

Guessing nothing from the coldness
of itne reply or thinking perhaps that
it arises from the dignity and non-
chalunce which she has so often admir-
' ed as signs of her favorite’s high
;braad{ng. and good taste, her grace
. goes on unsuspiciously

“I believe my son is wishing fo en-
gage you for this dance. I hope he will

|1

. LRt et dia . .”
ed in both of them. the keys gone, and | notibe disappomted

Lady Leigh's next words admit of no
mistake.

“1 sha!l be very happy to dance with
Lord Downe later on in. the evening;
at present I dare say he has older and
more {mportant friends to engage his
time, ana 1 snhall sit out the first few

' dances.™

The Duchess of Downshire is dum-
founded, and follows Lady Leigh's re-
treating figure with angry amazed
eyes, Her son, with his vision some-
what cleared to the truth, makes the
best of his way after her, determin-
ing to put his fate fo Lhe test at once.

“Did you mean more than you said
just now ¥’ he asks, anxiously, aus he

| reaches her side, lowering his voice so
 that others may not hear,

“1 menunt all I
impressively.

“l scarcely understand.”

“Will you force me to explain ?”

“l shomld not like 'to losa what I am
so wishfu!l to win for the want of a few
plain words,’”

He might guess from her manner
that there is mo hope; but until now ev-
erythingz has combined to prove to him
that he is Invincible, and he cannot
learn a, contrary lesson all at once.
His plain face
positive good looks at this prospect of
being thwarted,
ation she could have provided for him,

“It I had danced the first dance with
you, Lord Downe, it would, in the cir-
have been construed iml:t;:
would have been unfair to let you for
a moment suppose that such a thing
might come to pass.”

Her face Is a pained. crimson as she
speaks, and his tones are as low and
as earnast as her own when, after a
short pause, he answers her again.

“And vour decision is finali”

“"Quite.”

Then seeing that it is his pride, not
his heart, that is hurt, she adds, kind-
lya

“Do not trouble about it; it will all
come right, and no one knows what

suid,” she answers,

| has passed between us. Do not blame
| me for the publicity. 1 only, heard the
| rumor to-night for the first time, Let |
Of a sudden his eyes rest- |

it rest, now, and people will forget.”

“I shall not forget, 1 shall remem-
ber wvour goodness always. Do you
think 1 do not see how generously you

| accepied me,

undrawn. it rested in the socket, pre- |

have acted in sparing me the puain of

' making a proposal only to ‘be reject-
| ed.?

Mokt women would have enjoyed

hecomes excited into

It is the newest sen-;
| fer a littie longer

I I have had it all the time,” he

= ——— - —— - s -

+erson,” says Mr. Meade. impulsively,
an” scarcely knowing what he does,
Colonel Dare pnods compliance,

“Lady Leigh, may I introduce a
friena to your—Colonel Dare.”

She turns pale, but is 1oo proud to
show @ sign of the confusion shé feels,
He. composure is perfect and her man-
ner that of a lady who sces a strang-
er for the first time.

“May { have the honor of this mext
dafnce 7’

Colonel! Dare speaks so humbly that
she is disarmed and murmuors an as-

sent. In another wmoment they are
passing on togetiher, her hand rest-
ing ughtiy on his arm, leaving the

Heathen Chinee chuckling.

“lLady Leigh, Ibelieve 1 have to con-
gratulate you. Is it not so "

“On what, Colonel Duare 2"

“On your engagement to Lord Downe,
You nave my sincere hopes for your
happiness.”

“"Than¥s for the good wishes; they are
always acceptabie. Bot the conjecture
1s a falsa on2—Ii am not, nor mever
shall be, engaged to marry Lord
Downe.”

"“Ah "

There is a deep-drawn breath, and
then a long silence, which she is the
first to preak, with & lapghing light
in her eyes, and mimicking his rather
stiff and pompous tones,

“Colonel Dare, I believe 1 have to
condole with you."”

“On what, Lady lLeigh?' he ans-
wers, light hearted envugh, now that
he knows the falseuess of that report,
Lo enter into her humor,

- "On tbhe shortness of your memory,
It is not so very lung since we lasl
met, and yet the other day—"

He inclines his head to her level as
she pauses, und his tones are very low
when he replies:

“l could only have one reason for

Lhere had beenm o previous ancquaint-
ance, Was 1 very wrong§"

“No, very right. You are
right,” she exclaims, quickiy, and then
adds, "1 want you to forgive me for
so much, Colonel Dare."”

“Won't you cry quits¥” he asks, gent-
ly. "I, too, was so much to blame.”

“You saved my boy's life.

titude 1o torget that.”

think stilt—that lLady Leigh is
most pertect woman to which the world
can lay claum,” he answers, simply.

servatory, where the flowers are full

blowing in. Some miautes they stand
there, musing,

Rollo

falls on Lady Leigh's ears like a strain
of sweetest. music, and she turns away
her farce lest he should see the sudden
light that has
words,

“You will have to teach e, too,
she whispers, shyly.

“I will teach you both, dear Jenny."

“How did you know my name ¥’ she
wsks, trying, with a woman’s perver-
sity, born perhaps of cowardice, to de-
the end that is
coming fast.

He draws a book from his bLreust coat
pocket and opens it at the written su-
perseription.
ex-
claims, and then aguain h2 says very
earnestiy, “Jenny, darling, Jenny,
when will you come to me to be laught
the lesson that only love can teach?”

She does not speak even then, but she
turns and hides her face on his should-
er, and he is more, far more thun con-
tent. Lady Leigh's sore and wayward
heart has found its master at last,
and she is not foo old to begin life
again under these new and happier cir-
cuimstances.

“What will they say ?"" she asks, aft-
er awhile, claspiny her hands in pret-
ty dismay. *“What will they say at
this sudden ending of a romance of
which they have not seen the begin-
ming, "

“Let them say what they will. 1
care not, so that vou are mine.”

““But there is Rollo,
his consent, and th:n —--="

- the triumph—most women would, have | out it,”” he answers, laughing, seeing

whether
ot

“"Do you think so ill of us, i ndeed, we
do not deserve it!"

“Then the bitterness is; permissable
on your part only ' with a meuning

he window was festooned | . | (v paow
| The
|

whicdhi 0 make an exit. |
. While at the head of the staircase, lis- |

the fanciful might hold that there was

stout |

smile,

A beautiful blush suffuses her face,
il bhave foresworn my
thropiec tenets, 1 do
|g'u|:tlnﬂ'==5 of men at last)"”

“Happy man who has taught you
| faith!"" he says, gallantly, and, with
, MOVEes away.
ball goes on, and it is at iis
height when Colonel Dare enters the
room with Mr. Meade.

“They are nice rooms for dancing; it
is a pity they are so seldom used,” says
(olonel Dare, looking round him,

“They would not be open now were
it not for Lady:leigh.”

iHe made a
' thorough inspection of the roow, with- |

sharply. '

“She Is engaged to marry. Lord
| Downe, and this is the evening of be-
| trothal, T believe, The Downshires are
| of German extraction, and think an
engagement {s binding as the mar-
riage. vows."”

Colonel Dare winees, but makes a bold
effort to hide how hard the blow has
struck. _

“It might be awkward if that idea
became general. lLovers' vows are us-
ually made to be broken.”

on the acuteness of the Heathen Chinee.
“I believe yon were taken yourself

did you leave [Leigh Parki' he in-

quires, banteringly.
“Shy widow "

ot

| Graver, and—hnsh! here she comes,"

loving me. or |

But the evniclsm does nol impose up-

with the beaufiful ‘shy widow,” Why

“Yeas, that is the name I gave her.
Tel! me, Dare—did she ever find you

“1 wonld rather not speak about it,

no fear of that, “"Be content, sweet,
there is no escaping from the bondage
too tightly,

!m‘ love, it will hold; you

| too close.”
She lifts her fare to
| fearlessly into his passionful eyes,
“Jet it be as I wish

our happiness spoiled by its spite. De-

| sides"— looking down demurely, -l

shall not be sorry for the reprieve.”
He folds her tenderly in his arms,

I "TLet it be as vour wish—to the last,

. Shy Widow !

i The End.
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' SEVEN HUNDRED YEARSOF COAT.,
;: According to the most authentic his-

1 tory of the coal trade, last year marked
' the seven hundredth armiversary of the
Eum of conl as fuel. Taking the most
| moderate estimate of the antiquity of
'man, and considering the faet that the
| conl was always here, it appearg that
i we were a long time in availing our-
selves of this most valuable
' which nature placed

' out without its use, and it may he said

| tury.

' of food, little importance was attached
to the fuel question. For these pur-

poses a few fagots or billets of wood |

 sufficed. But in time we discovered
| that in the fire there was a giant a
thousand times more powerful than
the fablexd monsters of untiquity.

i—

1
. The average consumptionof beer in

 Munich is fonr steins a day for each |jt must
“Tet me present you in your proper man, wWoman and child.

that, Laay Leigh. I did not wish to
compromise you by admitting, that

nlways

You must
have thought me & monster of ingra-

“You know well what 1 thought, and
the

Ho has led her into an empty con-
of fragrance, and a cool night air is

Then Le speaks again.
“When may I come back—and teach

The question, in its fall significance,

brightened it at his

He may refuse jary.

his, and smiles |
this once, unti] MO ning,
' T take up my vows of obedience. Court | rent would wanlL to{ Soon,
unphilan- |
helieve 1n the!

i
|
{
days,

in their gardens and balconies on
hour of Sunday except
| morning divine service—then they may

' Dot

I

HEART WEAKNESS

MUST BE TREATED IN TIME OR ENDS
IN CERTAIN DEATH.

—

same of the “ympioms are Palpitation
After Slight Exertlon, Sometlmes Severe
Patns, DMzilness and Falnting Spells—1It
an Be Cared.

From the Echo Plattsville, Ont,

The Echo has read and has published
many statements from people who
have been cured of various ailments by
the timely and judicious use of Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills for Pale People,
but never before have we had suchb
yersonally convincing proof of thel
efficacy as in the case of Mrs, George
Taylor, who with her husband and

family reside in this village. To an
Echo reporter Mrs. Taylor gave the
following history of her illness and

cure, and asked that it be given the
widest publicity, so that others might
be benefited: “1 am thirty-two years
of age,” said Mrs. Taylor, “and in 1883
my huwsband and myself were lh:mg on
a farm in Perth county, and it was
there [was first taken sick. The doc-
tor who was called in said 1 was suifer-
ing from heart trouble, due Lo ner-
vous debility. All his remedies proved
of no avail, and Isteadily grew worse,
The doctor advised a change, and
we moved to Moncton, Ont, Here
[ put myself under the charge of an-
gther physician, but with no better re-
sults. At the least exertion my heart
would palpitate violently. 1 was fre-
quently overcome with dizziness and
fainting fits, Whila in these
my limbs would become cold and oftex
my hushand thought I wus dying. 1

cure troubles like mine, but with no
hetter results, and [ did not expect lLd
recover, in fact I often thought it
would be better if the end came, fon
my life wasone of misery. We moved
back to the farm, andthen onedayT
read the statement of alady who had
been cured of similar troubles by the
use of Dr. Williams’' Pink Pills, so [
said to my husband thatl would try
{his medicine and it seemed tome that
it was my last chance. Before the first
hox was finished I felt an improvement
in my appetite and felt that this was
hopeful sign. By the time I had used
three bhoxes more my (troublse seemed
tobe entirely gone, andIhave not felt
asingle recurrence of the old symp-
Ltoms. Since moving to Plattsville L
have used two hoxesand they had the
effect of toning up the system and
curing slight' indispositions. To-
day | am a well woman andowe my
life to Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, and to
me my restoration seems mothing
short of a miracle. 1 was hke one
dead and brought back to life, and I
cannot speak too highly of this medi-
cine, or urge too strongly those who
are afflicted to give it a trial.” ;
1t has been proved time and again
ithat Dr. Willinms' Pink Pills cure
heart troub'es, nervous debility, rheu-
matism, sciatica, St. Vitus' dance and
sipmach trouble, They mike new
blood and build up the nerves, restor-
ing the glpw of health to pale and sal-
low faces. He sure you get the genuine
wd there is no other medicine '‘the
same as” or “just as good' as Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills. If your dealer does
not have them they will be sent post
paid at 5¢ cents o box or six boxes for
£2.50 by addressing the Dr. Willinms'
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

THE NEW GERMAN SABBATH.

Quite Unlike thelThing Canadinus Suppose
It to FRe.

Remember the Sabbath day. In Her-
lin one is not very likely to forget it.
When we read the newest police regu-
lations affecting the outer observance
of Sundays and holy days, one feels
that the Scotch Sabbath is not in it,
It is the Glasgow Sunday of Rob Roy
when a man might be urrested for idl-
ing in kirk time. The first restrictions
quoted seem mild, perhaps even salut-

e

All noisy trades and callings are
forbidden during the hours ol morning

“And then I must marry you with-1 . .ol o, far as they interfere with

the Sunday rest. The beer waggon may
not wag, and the roll waggon may not
roll, the furniture van must not rum-
ble down the peaceful streels, and peo-
ple may nol change houses on Bunday
But who that could pay his
however,

me over agiain, dear, becauze the world | we come to a stricter ruling. On Sun-
is so censorious, and I should not like | days, days of penitence, and through

passion week, private festivities are
forbidden if they interfere with such
into the house, the police don’t
exactly intrude, but it the different
flats fail to agree on the question, then
the police right comes in again. And
finally, here is the gem of the whole
document. People are graciously per-
mitted to tend and water their flowers
uny
Lthe hours of

I'ne moral of it all s«ams Lo e

| —either go to the charch or keep safe-

!
i
|
|
|
|
{

at our disposal. | K—I | !
' Many civilizations flourished and died | 584¥e yOu, nothing if you die.
that its potentialities, as a factor in | :
the progress of mankind, were never A money.
| realized fully until the present cen- |
[Ip to its dawn aside from the |
!wurming of the body and the cooking |

ly in bhed.

t—

A BETTER ARRANGEMENT.

Mr. Miserly Skinpner—What's  ywur

nEset L terms ¥

Dr. Killquick—Fifty dollars if 1

Mr. Miserly Skinner—Make it vice-
versa and neither of us will miss the

JUST BEFORE THE FIGHT.

. Tomany—Ppp, whal is the lull be-
- fore the storm ¥ :
Papi—The honeymoun, my son,

CORRECT PRESCRIPTION,

I shall prescribe a bicycle for you,
Mrs: Frankstown, said Dr. Pellet to
his patient. afteér ap examination.

Good ! replied Mrs. Frankstown, and
e & chalpleas bicycls, of

COLTSE .

tried several medicines adverlised to

R ————

.-_
iy gl

———— g

e — T

G g, T e —— T,



