;

-—

Threugh Time and Eteralty.

I have done at last with the bitter lie—
= The lie I have lived so many years.
ve hated myself that I uzunltl not die,
Body as well as soul. What! tears ?
and kisses on lip and brow—
hat use are tears and now?

"I'was not 8o hard, Justa 'kerchief wet

In the deadly blessing
ADd D I e 5o),
inﬂnﬁlﬂ D=

FPeace swept
Utter peage, to Eﬁ ﬁmﬂ R
And now these kisses on 1{1s and lipe. |

B o ":" for ipaall ook o hreathi

n aments for

For the faded uh# ta'ﬁ- balr’'s wan gold,
But not s tear for the sadder death '

I died that day, How strange th
That hti*hlgp rgm BOrTOW lll?oo l:t:-I“

All these years, with m{hd dead heart,
I've met the world with smiling eyes :
I feigned sweok life with ook art,
And the world has respect for well-told lies;
And I fooled tha world—for no one said,
“ Behold this woman : ghe is dead."

And no one said, a8-you passed along,
“ Behvld a murdarﬂi:,l' No one kﬁw 8
You carefully covered the cruel wrong :
That the world saw not, was enough for you.
You bad wisdom and worldly pride,
And I had eilonce—for I had died.

The world says now I am dead; but, oh,
Lean down and listen. 'Tis all in vain;

Again in my heart bleeds the cruel blow,.
Again [ s mad with the old-time ;mii.r,

Again the waves of anguish roll—

For I have met with my murdered soul,

Oh, never to find the peace I crave,

Twere better to be as I have been.

In the peace of the fleeting years 1 have
Eternity now to love you in,

Eternity now to feel the blow

Your dear hands gave ia the long ago,

L e ——— e ——— -

LOOK BEFORE YOU LBAP.[:

il B il

By Mrs. Alexander.
A

i
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CHAPTER X1V,

Mer. Foster looked resh as ever—present-
ing his usual well-dressed, well-washed,
well-cared-for appearance. Nevertheless,
it did not so much convey the idea of green
old age, as of some patent preserving pro-
ocess, whereby a ocertain outer seeming is
obtained by drying up the sentient juices,
whiob, while they soften and mellow man’s
nature, tend to exhanstion and decay.

He paused on the threshold, silent with
astonishment at the group opposite to him.

« Well, gir,” said Bir Frederio, taking the
initiative, and advancing with his bright,
frank smile to meec the old gentleman,
“ you find ue 1 conclave, and Miss Del-
vigne has most kindly and promptly
brought us some very important infor-
mation, which will, I hope, lead to the
recovery of*her friend, poor Mrs. Neville.”

 Oh, indeed !” returned the old gentle-
man, with his polite indifferent simper,
whicb meant nothing, and hid everything.

« Hope you'll tucoeed, sir,” to Neville, as
if his pocket had been picked, and he was
hunting the thief. * Curious case, very!
The bridegroom sometimes absconds, hal
ha! the bride rarely. Well, my dear ward,
and what are you doing here by yourself?
What romantic scheme have you gob in
your little heart or head? Dut you must
take care—we must take oare an

‘What's Miss Redoubt doing to let you wan-

He alwdys addressed his ward in that
peculiar soothing tone, considered by some
elderly men as especially acceptable to
young ladies and lunatics.

It always irritated, yet lowered her in
her own estem, and reduced her to that
condition of shy reserve, from which only a
deep motive, a strong excitement, could

_ deér away 7"

rouse her native moral courage, of which |P

she possessed a large share, united to &
gilent contempt for conventionalities, the
result of her rather exoeptiopal education.
She now ohanged color, and said, in an
embarrassed tone, totally dissimilar from
the oolleoted manner in which she had dis-
oussed the measures for Marie's recovery,

“wIt's not Miss Redoubt's fault, sir; I
went to my room alter dinner, while she
was hearing & German class—put on my
things, and walked out—no one BAW me,

and I did not think' of anythig but how |

to get to Captain Neville, and tell him
what I had heard—and oh ; Mr, Foster, Bir
Frederio thinks we shall find her;" and she
brightened up again.

« Well, my dear, you seem very enthusi-

astio about your friend ; very amiable trait | P

in youthful character, eh | Bir Frederio; but
we'll see, we'll see. It's & nice match for a
lady in your friend’s position—-she'll turn
up, no doubt.” .

It has been a great misfortune to her,’”
said Mias Delvigne in & low voice; *but I
do hope it will end wallllfrat." '

Neville, who, under his peculiar ciroum-
atanoces, felt the presence of any stranger an
intolerable insult, here took up his hat.

¢ T ghall go with Mr, Pim,” he said to Bir
Frederio, ** to suggest one or two points on
the way. You'll ind me afterward at my
rooms."

For Neaville, eager in his new economy,
had declined his old expensive quarters at
Morley's and had taken a diminutive
lodging in one of the small streets leading
out of the Strand.

“ Good-morning, Misa Delvigne; I feel
we shall owe our success to you, if we suo-
oeed ; and we must succeed.”

He shook hands with Miss Delvigne
warmly, bowed to Mr, Fester, and left the
room, followed by the innocent-looking
deteotive.

« Poor fellow,” smd Bir Frederio, looking
after him; **he isa much cut up, and has
suffered severely. Yet,” he ocontinued,
« had this poor girl not shown the reality
of her story by the desperate atep she haa
taken, Neville might not have thoroughly
biuliavad her innocent of intentional decep-
tion."”

« I hate suspicious people,” said the heir-
o8,
“ Well, well, it is & ourious oase—a very
ourions oase—and it must take a I“fe
amount of faith to believe that—that in
short the Frenoh teacher did notLing to
torward the delusion whioh was po larygely
to her benefit.” .

« Benefit 1" oried Misa Delvigne, warm-
jng up. * Misfortune, you mean, sirl to
be tied to & huaband that don’t want you—
why, ite enough to drive one mad " and a
flush of indignation awept aoross her brow.

«Don's exoite yourself, my dear,"”
roturned Mr, Foater, with an amiable smile.
« The mistake was, I shall ever consider,

| down staire.

not run |
about alone like an errant demoiselle. |P

a very lucky thing, by Gad! ver luuki.
eh! Hir Frederio?” with & knowing look.
At which Miss Delvigne blushed and

paled, with painful rapidity.

« Far from it, sir,” returned the young | p

Baronet, gravely ; * the whole thing was &
misfortune from nipg to end." |

“ You meant well, at any rate,’ began
Miss Delvigne, impulsively, when the recol-
leotion of her ourions position respecting
Compton rushed upor and silenced her.

«Have you seen Neville's brother to-
day?" asked Bir Frederio of his grand-
father, TERdl

‘* Yes, I bave." B RE RN

# And what did he pay ?"

« He thinks it was a conspiracy to entrap
Neville. Ha, ha!" rimpered Mr, Foster:

He has his crotohets, but be is a ebrewd
mun—{irat rate business abilities—s man
of the highest honor."

w 1t Neville finds his wife, he'll do yet,"”

aaid Sir Frederio. ** 1f not, he'll go to the
bad.”
o ( want to o back;" said Miss Delvigue,
suddenly  wnd wudly, deprossed - by the
glinupse of icy reslities this short conver-
gation had given her.

« Well, aud you shall,” pried her guar-
dian, indulgently; * 1 will esoort you
myself.” .

“ Thank you; and Mr. Fuster, don't let
Miss Redoubt scold me—[ csn't bear 1t
to-day—I—"" aud she was obliged to hide
her eyesin her handkerchief.

« Come away then—don’t ory, my dear —
don’t ory. _

Sir l'rpderio offered his arm, and led bher

+ Don't despond !"” he whispered, almost
tenderly, and pressing her and as he
laced her in . Foster's brougham—
i we'll find her, and you and I will dine
with Neville and his wile in their own
house before long. I'll write you word how
we get on, Do let me think of you as
cheering up."

Oh! what & look flashed back into the
young Baronet's eyes—hope, gratitude, and
relaince on him.

« Thank you—how good you are !"” she
murmured, a8 ehe drew back to admit his
grandfather.

And old Mr. Foster drew up the window
with an irrepressible chuckle of satisfac-
tion.

It was early morning at Baratoga Lodge,
some three or four du?'a after the olose of
the last ohapter, that is the house-bell had
not ceased to vibrate under the hasty
application of bygohers, bakers and green-
groocers. Mrs. leman, in & mOrning
dress, was deep in account-books and bills in
her own sanctum,and Miss Coleman and Miss
Eevline Coleman, after the usual fashion of
genteel English families, were emploved in
music and embroidery, npeither of which
acocomplishments would in all probability,
oocupy & moment of their after-life, while
trom all household management, their natu-
ral and enevitable business, they carefully
abstained.

It was & warm, glowing June morning,
the breeze that stirred the muslin curtains
was warm—the perfume of mignonetie
came pleasantly from the boxes on the
window-ledge, and the usual summer
gounds of London—genteel London—viz.:
a German band, dpla.jring not so badly for
&' street-band and, ory of *all a-growing,
all a-blowing,” from 1tinerant florists, fell
goothingly on her ear. The eldest Misa
Coleman had desisted from a difficult
assage of Thalberg’s and Mies Eveline |
stitched on, absorbed in the beauties of a
green chenille leal.

« I cannot practice any longer, it isso
warm,” exclaimed Miss Coleman, & young
lady who had already been out one Beason, |
and gathered large experience.

« Don’t talk, Lizzy, till I count this,"
returned the younger.

« What are you doing with yourself ?"
resumed Miss Uoleman to some invisible
erson, as she oame forward and raised
the lace portieres which fell aoross & door-
way leading into an inner drawing-room.
“ Why, you are pacing up and down like
a oaged lion, You will exhaust yourself,
my dear Miss Delvigne."”

It waa the heiress, who from her censtant
differences with Miss Redoubt on the sub-
jeot of her friend’'s delinquency, found her
sojourn in that lady’'s renowned establish-
ment not & little uucomfortable, and with
Mr. Foster's fullest approbation, gladly
acoepted Miss Coleman’s invitation to spend
a few weeks with her * dear girls.”

#Oh, no! it would exhaust me & great|
deal more to sit quiet when I feel Bo
uneasy.”’

“ If 'you were to take a diffioult piece to
ractice, or an interesting book to read, it
would relieve your mind; you are highly
nervous, Miss Delvigne.”

contented when that poor, dear, foolish

want, Miss Coleman! Think of that.”

“ Well, you know it was all her own
fault! It was very shocking of her to run
off with Captain Neville at firat, and worse

ain leaving him when she was his wife.

amma,l assure you,is quite uneasy at your
feeling 8o much sympathy with Miss —,
Mrs. Neville (I scarcely know what to call
her,) and oannot bear the subject to be
mentioned. Indeed, your friend is scarcely
fit for us to talk about."” :

 Not fit for you to talk about!" oried
Miss Delvigne, the indignant blood mount-
ing to her oheek. ‘' Mariel the kindest, the
truest! I tell you, Miss Coleman, you'd
have run off with Uaptain Neville yourself
it he had asked youl"

i Ha, ha, ha!” laughed the young lady,
while she ocolored wit
are very exciteable, my dear.”

 Bir Frederio Compton—Mr. Foster,”
announced a footman, and the gentlemen
entered the field of action.

There was an indeseribable though unex-
pressed antagoniam between Miss Delvigue
and her guardian; a sort of dim conscious-
ness on her side of being ever at a disad-
vantage., Now, as usual, she felt in some
odd way awkward and ashamed of hersell
as he ‘entered.

“ Good-morning young ladiea! Good-
morning! Fresh and charming,I see, as ever,
HBrought my grandson to pay hisrespecta to

ou, and to give some tidings of her mins-

ng friend to my enthusiastic little ward.
Eh! Mary, my dear. Youthful warmth,
vur‘f pleasing to witness. Pretty well
to-day, mhi love 7"
8, Me, Yoster,” returned his ward,

dryly.
{hnntimu Bir Frederio had only greeted

| fortably as this qrnupin of the party, “1

| hen nothing could extract a sylluble of

“ Why, do you think I could rest and be | the horror of discovering that——"

thing is in the greatest trouble, perhaps io | &

indignation ; * you | B

e T

sorts of things among flowers. Why don't
you try the ocatterpillar, Miss Coleman ?
There's the chenille nll ready. (sive him &
ocouple of bead eyes, and the th.ug is com:-
lete. Or & bee—a hnaJ I

“ And my good friend, Mrs. Coleman,"
asked Mr. Foster, glancing rather uncom-

should be glad of & wo of advive from her
ellent judgment. Might I venture t0
ask for a private interview ? Ah—I—"

« Certainly, Mr. Foater,"” said the eldest
and experienced Misa Coleman, rising.
whMamma is generally occupied till about

s time in the morning, but I am sure she
{s free now ;" and she left the room.

o [ must see you again, my little dove,"
said the polite old gentleman to Mius Del.
vigne, ‘‘after I have spoken to your kind
hosiess. 1 must arrange about & residence
for you. Tt shan’t goback to Miss Redoubt's
it it don't like " _

1 nart-ninls shall not,” returned his
ward, with sudden decigion, though in a
low. tone.

wHey! My fawr ward is determined, is
she? Well, well; we'll see’ —taking her
hand and pattivg 1t—*you ocsu do what
you like with your old guurdian, He is
soft--too soft hf hall.”

.t Mamma will be delighted to ses yom,
Mr. Foster,” said Miss Coleman, re-enter-
ing. *Bhe-is in her own room. I will
take you to her. Eveline, you are to go to
thestudy and copy this for mamma"—hold-
ing out & paper. | TR

The young lady rose abt onoe, took it
and left by a door at the further end of
the room. it ' K.

+ I'must see you again, my dear, waib
for me. Fred., mny boy, leave you iu good
company, eh ?"

As the door olosed Miss Delvigne rose
from her seat, and approaching the young
Baronet, without a shadow of embarrass-
ment, exclaimed :

 What news have you for me? Why
did you not write again ?”

« Beoause unfortunately, I had no good
news to communioate ; thex, I wanted to
see you myself, and tell you what we have
been doing, The boy you desoribed has
been found:; but that is all. It took a
great deal of trouble to discover him, and

pformation from him. It wasimpossible
to convince him that the police could
mean well to Miss—I mean Mrs. Neville—
or to any one. A detective and the gallows
seem synonymous terms in the apprehen-
sion of the interesting race to which he
belongs; and he has fairly baffled every
one. The extraordinary amount of unne-
cessary lies and fabulous circumstantial
histories he has told would |u|l:ply a rail-
way library. The detective hinks he must
be iawily bribed to confuee every one, and
throw us off the right scent: but I believe
it is only a native 1nstinot to bamboozle
the police.” :

* I knew you would never manage him,"”
said the heiress thoughtfully. *I tell you,
Sir Frederic, no one will ever get BI?I ing
out of him but myself, He would trust
me. Can 1 not see him? I might go to
your hotel or the police office, or, better
than all, to poor Dennis’ own home, if you
will come with me."”

« You are & trump!” exclaimed Compton,
with more earnestness than elegance, ** and
I believe you are right. I will speak to
Mre. Foster about it. 1 daresay he will
consent, and I might bring the boy here.”
«“ No, no; not here,” oried Mary Del-
vigne, coloring. * They laugh at me, and
they despise my poor, dear Marie ; they
say she is not fit to be spoken of | What
do you think of that, Bir Frederio?” Do
you believe that a girl who trusts to her
own true lover—as Captain Neville appeared
to be—and doesn's deceive a father or
mother—mind,Icouldn’tbear that—isso bad
and so shocking, eh, Sir Frederio?"

« Certainly no#,” oried the profound
judge; *I know it is what old Eenpla call
imprudent, and wrong, and all that sort of
thing, butl also know that, if I could ever
hope s woman I loved would 8o far do
wrong for me, the profoundest reverenoce
and tenderness, and——" The young Daro-
pet hesitated and colored at his own impe-
tuosity —** would never suffice in my esti- |
mation to prove my gratitude.”

« Well, I believe you have a good heart,”
said his companion, with grave aimsliuity.
that at once charmed and mortified him ;
vwetill, it everything had been clear and
open, all this misery would not have hap-
pened, and I suspeot you were at the bot-
tom of the mischief.” |

« T am afraid I was,” said Compton, can-
didly. * God knows with what good inten-
tionw, and to a certain degree suncocessfully ;
for Neville, whatever he may have said in

He paused, remembering suddenly the
wkwardness of the rubjeot.

v She hadn't any money,” said the heir-
ens, coolly completing his sentence. * Go
on." :

i Well whatever he may have said in the
agony of the disa poinment, Neville was
most passionately in love—in love, I believe,
for the fiest time in his life. And had she
the rank ot an empreas, and the wealth of
an empire, I do not think he would have
gought her if he was not. Certainly money
was of importance to him, it is more or
leys to every one ; thad is—I mean——""

And again the unfortunate Baronet felt
stranded.

'« You are right—I daresay you are right.”
aaid the young heiréas, thoughtfully.
« Money is very necessary to some—to men
especially ; and I most haugl}' wish [ could

ive all mine to Marie and Captain Neville.
Have I muoh, Bir Frederio? How muoch?
I suppose you know all about it.”

w] wish to God you hadn't & sou j
You've a great deal too muoch, Miss Del-
vigne "

And Bir Frederia started from hia seat,
and walked abruptly to the other end of
the room.

The heiresa looked after him, much sur.
prised, colored vividly, amiled, and compos-
ing herself, laughed uutlirht. _

“ Thank you,” shesaid; * I believe it ia
a good wish. But to the point. Will you
manngo that T shall see Dennia? - I muat
ges him,"”

“ Ask my %rnndhthar yourself,” said
f8ir Frederio, gloomily; ** he oan refuse you
nothing."

" Now, you know that ia all nonsense,”
returned Miss Delvigne, ‘' Besides I hate
to ask him lnll.hlng. I don't lke—-"

opened & running fire of oriticiem on Miss
Lveline Coleman’s industry.
« They put butterflies and birds, and all

hor with a profoundly respeotful bow ; and |

She paused, ' 1 know I am rude ; Frnr for-
give mo, but I don's like him well enough,
"and he thinks me afool.”

in the shape of a hecrt, formed of mala-
chite and gold, which in nervously playing
with, Miss Delvigne had detached from her
obain,

She held out her hand.

“ No ; you have been 80 rude and severe
to me to-day, you must give me this as
atonement.”

| father agree to my &eein
—not here. Yours

have him now. My graud

« Rude to you?" she oried, ‘‘ How? I

mﬂ;"

# Well another time. Let me keep it
now? On mr soul, Miss Delvigue, If you
knew how miserable I feel about this busi-
ness of Neville's, and—and something else,
you would not refuse me any little orumb of
comfort !’

Miss Delvigne was silent for a moment,
then abruptly asked—

« How is Captain Neville ?"

. % Oh!he is really to be pitied ; he was in
such despair when we could extract nothing
from the boy that he insisted the only way
to get & olew was through her XKrench
relations,"”

The heirers shook her head.

w80 I thiok,” replied Bir Frederic to
that mute expression of opiuion.

« 8he is in London—I {feel she is,” said
Mies Delvigne.

« 8o do 1, rnmehow,"’

Here Mr. Foster re-entered, rather fusily,
leading in Mrs. Coleman. "

« Must be off now, my dear ward. Hopé
my grandson has done his best to atone for
my absence? Ha, ha, ha | Mrs, Coleman
most kindly and considerately and hospi-
tably has invited you to puss a month
under her agreeable roof. Eh? I thinklI
must leave you now,"

« One moment, &ir," said his grandson ;
« Miss Delvigne is terribly cut up at the
failure of our attempts to extract any trace
of poor Neville's wife from that boy. Bbe
is of opinion that she could get'the truth
from bhim, and is anxious, with your per-
mission, and in your presence, to examine
him herself.” | -

« Do, dear Mr. Foster,” exclaimed Mary,
warmed out of her general coldness toward
her guardian by her extreme anxiety; *‘do
let me see this poor ignorant boy; he will
trust me!l”

« Who would not trust you, my dear young
lady ?” said the polite old gentleman.
« Well, we'll see about it—we'll see about
it."”

Mrs. Coleman assumed an air of being

oution of so improper a topio.

Again Mary and Bir. Frederio urged the
impraocticable Mr. Foster, who, with * nods
and becks, and wreathed smiles,” would
only ‘i“ his ward's cheek and repeat,
« We'll see, we'll see;” then kiesing her
brow, took an elaborate leave of Mrs. Cole-
man and left the room.

B8ir Frederic held Mary's hand for an
unneocessary moment, with a lirgering pres
sure, and whispered—

« Trust me I will manage it."”

CHARTER XV,

Baffled, fevered, mortified, yet still, over
and above all other feelings, absorbed in
his search for Marie, Neville dared not
relinquish the hope of finding her. It
geemed the only chanco for bim to keep
from brain fever: besides, like & true
Saxon, there was a strong vein of common
gense in his character, and he argued that
}in B;hu long run deteotives were rarely baf-

The thought of the oritical time which
was slipping by sometimes made hié brain
reel with images of horror. The idea of
Marie, bright’ and gentle, o pure and go
inexperienced, buffeted by the roughness
of common life without a friend or pro-
teotor within reach, without money (for
to Neville's experience five or six pounds
was soarce two days’ provision), alone in
the world, thrilled him with gnitivu pain.

Then her tender grace and beauty would
rise up before him with redoubled attrac-
tion, till he gnashed his teeth in agony at
the probability that others, beside himself,
might feel its power just as keenly.

Aud this bright, warm.hearted, bigh-
minded oreature, whose native nobility, like
that of the thorough bred courser’s,
deceived you by its trusting docility into
forgetfulness of ita latent power, he had
tortured, orushed, and flung away, because
she had only youth and loveliness, and
sruth and affection, and bright intelligence,
but no £ s. d.

Bah! how he loathed himselt! All
1'.hi::g:l would be easy to him oould he but
find
opinion, and exercise the divine right, once
more to olasp her in his arms, and pro-
olaim in the face of the world that she was
his own!

But Neville showed very little of all this

rare exolamations foroed from'him by the
intensity of his inward sufferings, alone
bespoke them.

iron indifference he had maintained sinoce
the orowning error of his sinning relative,
had sent for Neville ; and though in Guy's
present state of humiliation there was
probably the best ohance of the brothers |
managing an amicable interview, it had
ended in instilling » double allowance of
imhhittarnil prejudice 1uto the minda of
both.

Neville gave but a short sketch of it to
hia friend, Bir Frederio.

w'Gad, sir!” he said to the latter, ' he
thinks he can trample honor, and feeling,
and évery attribute of a gentleman under
his feet, bocanse his pookets are well lined.
He spoke in that cool, colleoted, distracting
manner of his, as though he had delibe.
rately weighed every syllable he was sayin
beforehand, which makes it a deuoed dea
more insulting. I will not attempt to
repeat his words, but they were of & ohar-

itself, for whom I am a‘thousand times
more jealous, because I have laced her in
a0 equivoonl a position; by jove! had he
not been my father's son, I should have
hnrnawhipﬁad him within an inch of his
lite. By Honaven, I doubt it we oan have
a drop of the same blood in our veins I"

W Dean Bin Farpsnio,~1 have not seen
you, or Mr, Foater, or heard from either of
you for three days. What are you doing ?
and when am I to see Dennia? 1 know you
will never get anything out of him without
me. Itianearly ten days sinoe my poor,
dear Marie diuq:ﬁouud and nothing done

ot. What worthless deteotives! I couid
ave done battar myself, I entreat you to
take me to Dennis, or bring Dennis to me,

| v How do you know ?" asked Bir Fred-
orio, laughing and pioking up asmall charm

What oruelty to keep & girl in slavery till

did not know—I never intended—you are Do not acouse me of
very good. Ah! Bir Y¥rederio, give it to I have every motive to

suffering, and injured innode.

“ I8 TOTAL ABNTINEN

deaf, and dumb, and blind during the prose- | 8DY opinion as to their ve

atie, reinstate himself in her good |

Hia brother, partially coming out of the |

aoter toward one dearer to me than life | P

e your grand-
g m somewhere
srely,

\i) DBRLVIGNE,"
« My peas Miss Dervig—We lost all

traces of Dennis for twgsys—but they
or will call for

she is twenty-one! Do

you to-morrow at eleven.
" We are to meet at R

aotuate a man, and among j§n youar wishes
thiully,
ComrroN."

Sir Frederio and Nevill§re waiting at
a8 half an hour
before Mr, Pim made his
entered the room with & lep
nance than usual, bearing
tified and peevish expressiq

are all potent. Yau%n m(

He dragged after him thiy Dennis —a
shade dirtier even than orc {—wilh his
face sorewed into & whimsic@k of despair,

To be contlou
~——

NAFE

By Bev, + FPaterson,
grave FPresbyterian
delphin,

There is, however, anothepry widely-
gpread belief, by which th@derate use
of intoxicants is frequel justified.

., of BHel-
Jeh, EPhila-

‘Admitting that these subst& are not in

any true sense nutritive, | they not
indireotly aid nutrition? fve we not
trustworthy evidence that iy fucilitate
the processes of digestion anfimilation?
Now, I freely grant that thuask indi-
gestion and mal-assimilatiomyy blunting
our sensibilitiea they conodior & time
at least, numerous dietetioirs.
make iv poesible to eat whafzhould not
eat, at improper times, wit
pain or uopleasantness. B4
regarding that as an advke, 1 am

inclined to regard it Br as a
perious oalamity. Buch [sitiveness
as leada to an instantorrection

or avoidance of mistal is an
organic safeguard. To eilen® warning
without securing oarselvesiiinet the
danger is & very foolish poligAnd I do
not know one single reason jupposing
that intoxicants serve any 4 purpose.
No doubt it is asserted that t#re other
ingredients in these drinks thiay prove
beneficial. Without venturiny express
may be
allowed to stave that thesepr ingre-
dients, if wanted, can be edobtained
pure and uncombined. We mhnot go to
the tavern for tonics. I havddesire to-
hide the faot that some mediokiters, of
deserved reputation, are inolijto favor
the employment of wine anper, and
occasionally even spirits—of of, within
narrow limits—in certain caff weak
digestion, AllI can say in r{ to this
is that whatever other potedfluences
may be oontained in these cojnds, no
arguments of any weight havget been
produced to justify the empent of
aloohol. One of the most rqwriters
on diet, while maintaining thafmulant
in certain cases proves helpfujs: * If
it has any effeot at all on & hedman it
oan only weaken neorve-power,p at the
same time it lowers the bod&unpera-

ture, which contributes much |e capa-
city for musoular exertion.” Ipss that
when I endeavor to find reasodupport:
of the dietetio use of alodhol in Jritings

of its advooates, I am fairly befed. 1

am not prepared to say that thiay not
be valid reasons for its exhibitiqun aid

to digestion in some exoceptidoases ;

but I do venture to say that I kought
such reasons, and hitherto I hajt been

able to find them. Please tolthat I

am not questioning the relief ilrds by

its well-known narcotioc properfin the
diatress and disabilities of dysla, but

I have yet to learn that it ¥ oures

digestive weakness, or that it Gces in

any true sense to healthy nutri§ And,
on the other hand, there are | facts

more fully established than thi§t the

repeated employment of emaRes of

| aloohol 18 one ot the most comtgauges

of weakened and impaired diges

Eetter Uarrying Under DD
[From the Edmonton (N. W. T.) By,

The mail man, Mr. G. Hudsof ter-
rible time coming up on his}trip,
He was eighteen duys on the o
left Battleford with a buckboay the
ground was bare, but the first bond
night after the snow began to falve
goon a orust was formed. From koot
Coulee to Beaver River the snowjeep
up to the axles of the waggon, akh g
hard orust, but which was not hajyugh
to bear. Inlow placea the snow Jme-

—his haggard face and fevered eye, the|times up to the box of the wafg Fra-
his

quently he had to leave Band
walk ahead a -mile or #8dak.
ing a track for one horse as he hnd
for the other a8 he oame back.Rjhig
way he managed to reach Beaver | To
make matters worse his provisionfont
on the seventh day and after theyaq
to depend on his gun for suppd A3
Beaver Lake the suow became slgy
with no orust, but his horses | go
played out that he had to abam)

waggon, and fix up a slelgh 53
together with  willows, hidy]y
tools being & koife and - ke,

With this he managed to get |gh
to Fort Baskatohewan, the epnow|p
looser and shallower as he came welo.
le were complaining about the ma,
hind time, and blaming the carfyg
had the carrier not been possessed rg
than urdinnryﬁluuk and intelligencelpy
‘.I:: nor the mail would have reached k,.
n.

— London Vanity Fair thinks fg
eople who travel much do so forf}
and quiet, it would be well for prop
of hotels to put ug in their passages|q
three continental Ilanguages reqy

eople not to slam their doors betwé

ours of 10 at night and 8 in the m4,

—
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