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SHALL IT BE DONE.

CHAPTER XIII,

Victor Fournier rode to ** Les Bouleaux”
as fast as his Eoglish horse, which had long
been the envy of the less f rtunate Gerald,
could carry h'm, He was & .cerely anxions
to find out who it was that had used Gerald
8o ill, curious as to what had become of Mr.
Shaw, and jost sufficieatly interested in the
queer little Foglish girl whom he waa to
marry to feel that bher father's house
was to be the scene of his inquiries.

Delphine opened the door, and showed
the ingenuous surprise of a rustic servant at
sight of him. He had fastened his horse to
the garden-paling on the npﬂu side of the
courtyard to save time, and he now step
quickly, and without speaking, into the
hall, whipin haud.

‘¢ Monsieur desires to see Mr. Beresfoud 1"
inquired Delphine, looking at him curiously,
as she began to cross the hall toward the
salon.

“ Wait a minute,” said he, stopping her.
He did not wish to give unnecessary alarm
and he thought the girl might be able to
:ﬂ'ﬂrd him some of the information he want-
*¢ Ja Mr. Staanton at home ?" he asked
tentatively.

“ No sir. He has gone to Calais with the
Eng!ilh gentleman who came last night.
«t Mr. Shaw ! Are you certain of this?"

¢ Yes, sir. I myself staw them drive off
in the carriole ; I was standing at the door
here with Mr. Baresford, and Miss M'Leod,
and la petite demoiselle, who ran out after
them to tell them to drive fast, by her
father's desire.”

« % To drivafaat | Mr, Beresford said they
were to drive fast 1" cried Victor excitedly,
weizing the girl's strong arm, and peering
with intent eyes into her faca. ** Were
they late, or was he afraid of something?
Speak out, can’t you "

ut the qlrl hegan to call upon the saints
and to implore the Virgin to protect them
all, with irrelevant devotion which made the
young man stamp his foot impatiently.

At last she exclaimed in a loud guttural
whisper: ‘*“The wolf!' I know it is the
wolf | Oh, what has he done?”

“ Be quiet a moment,” said Victor autho-
ritatively, Then baving decided that the
best person to ask for was the clever Eng-
lish clerk, he went on, ‘ Where is Mr.
Smith ¥’

‘¢ He is in bed, sir. He went out this
afternoon soon after you and M. and Ma-
dame Fournier had left ; he returned a little
while before Mr. Shaw and M. Gerald went
away, but he had been drinking; so Mr.
Beresford, who met him on the stairs, told
him to go to bed,” answered Delphine,

‘aching with curiosity and alarm, but con-

strained by Victor's commanding manner to
confine hersalf to replies. -

““ And Mr. Beresford? Is he in bed
yet?”

“No, sir. When the gentleman had
gone he and Miss M'Leod went back to the
salon, where he has been ever since, playing
chess with M. le Cure.”

Victor paused a moment, considering what
he should do. Then he glanced at the
door, and saying, ** I will goin,"” he followed
Delphine, who burst open the door with
alacrity, and clattered over the polished
door of the firat salon, which was empty, to
the entrance of the second.

*¢ M, Victor Fournier !" she announced in
a loud hoarsevoice, shakingwith excitement;
and then ahe drew bazk to allow the gentle.
man to pass her, and watched the effect of
his entrance without ceremony from the
doorway.

Every one looked up in surprise. Mr.
Beresford, with a pawn in his hand peered
up from the chedsboard under the green
shade he wore to protect his eyes from the
glare of the lamp ; the Cure, his opponent,
who was sitting opposite, with his back to
the door, turned and examined Victor over
his spectacles. Peggy and Miss M’'Leod,
who were sitting near the fire, the former
nureing her ¢hin, the latter knitting, both
uttered exclamations of alarm, and listened
to his vehement words spellbound with
horror.

“ M. Beresford—ladies—mon pere,” he
burst out in fiery haste, his eyes travellin
rapidly from one to the other. “‘1 have haﬁ
new: -1 do not deny it—you can see it in
my fwe. I fear—I know—that a crime
has :'cen committed.” Miss M'Leod

sci- nod, and Peggy started up and leaned
. - 45 the mantlepiece, ** Gerald has been
hoi. and Mr. Shaw—" He paused, but no

on+ coald ﬁ“‘" to t=ll him to continue.

A last Mr, Beresford signed to him to go
on, with a trembling hnudg.

“ Mr, Shaw is missing.”

Not the charitable Cure, not either of the

tender-hearted ladies, was it whom these
‘tidings utterly overwhelmed. It was the
philosopher, the cynic, Mr. Beresford, who
sank back ina heap into his chair, muttering
low cries of horror, crushed and appalled by
the awful news, '
. ¥ warned him, { did warn him, my God,
I did !"” they. heard him mutter hoarscly to
himsel{, as he bent his gray head upon his
hanis and shook with angnish which aston-
ished all the rest, even at that moment of
general consterration,

Victor crossed the small room to him, and
reverently todched the old man's clutching
quivering fingore.

““ Don’t give way like that, Mr. Beresford.
It may be all right. We don’t know any-
thing yet. 1t wasonlya wild guess of mire;
it was stapid aud mad of me to tefl you,
Mr. Shaw may-—must have got out of the
carriole before it reached Calais.

robably have turned up safe and sound
this time, and —"

But, raising his head, the old gentleman
interrupted him in tones that no one present
ever forgot.

““No, no. He will never turn up. He
has bean murdered.” :

l’toll.;gy sprang forward, in the midst of the
awfol hush which followed these words, and
olung to Victor's eléeve,

“ ), tell me, tell me,”” she begged, in a
voice so broken that the young man could
soarcely understand her : ** Gorald—Gerald,
is he—murdered —too ?”

Victor shuddered,

He will

tears, shaking as with paley as he tried to
cross the room toward the door,

¢ \y here are you going, sir?” asked Miss
M'Leod timidly through her tears,

* I—I must go upstairs, I—I must see
Smith,” said he, in a voice that sounded
strange and broken. '

" BBnt he is asleep, and he was not sober
when he went to bed, He won't be able to
help you,” she persisted, her tone growing
rancorous at once.

 He knows something—he guesses some-
thing,” murmured the old man, as the
others made way for him ; ‘‘ hesaid some-
thing about Monnier whon he came in, and
I met him and told him %o go to bed. I
must see him at once.’

The two went up-stairs as fast as Mr.
Beresford’s infirmity would allow, and after
knocking some moments at the door of the
spare room where Mr. Smith was nIEﬂFInq
at last a drowsy voice called, *Comein !
and the housekeeper left Fer umglayur to go
in, and returned to the salon below, where
Peggy was sitting, rigid and dumb with
horror and distress, on a low chair by the
fire. Victor was watching her with curious
eyes which saw more than the pala little
face before him, and the Cure, with
professional instincts, was Im mvinﬁtha oc-
casion by an unheeded homily on the ways
of Heaven,

The young man started forward on the
entrance of the housekeeper,

“ They are up:stairs together—Mr, Beres.
ford and Mr. Smith?” asked he hastily.

“Yes, they are in Mr. Smith's room.
You must not ‘lgo—ynu must not intrude—"
she added in alarm, as Victor her.

' ] must and will know all they know—
all they can suggest,” said he resolutely.

And without waiting to hear more objec-
tions, he left the rocm, went upstairs, and,
turning to theright, walked along thecorridor
until he came to & door on his right hand
which stood 'aiar, and through which the
weak flame of a candle threw a line of ligkt
before his feet. He could hear two voices,
the one firm and hard, the other alternately

teous and angry. The former was that of

r. Beresford, who having partially recov-
ered his own self-control, was trying to in-
duce the clerk to do the same.

“ Come, be a man, Smith, be a man,” he
was saying as Victor drew near the door.
“ |'ve been a good master to you—not too
strict in the matter of perquisites,- not too
hard upon occasional excess, Pull yourself
together for once. My very honor is con-
cerned (in this awful business—Mr. Shaw
was my own guest. For God's sake leave off
snivelling your wits away ; dress yourself,
go back with young Victor-—"

¢ May I come in?” asked the young man,
who had now reached the door, and who was
losing patience with the half-audible tipsy.
objections of the clerk Smith, whose clever-
ness when sober was only equalled by his
imbecility when drunk.

He gave almost a howl as Victor's voice
startled him, Mr. Beresford, more collected,
though even his nerveswerenot proofagainst
a start at the interruption, said, *“ Come in.”

Victor entered, grave, handsome, earneat.
He glanced from E:ntuflid-lunking bullet-
headed Smith, who was mttinELin his night-
ghirt on the edge of the bed, childishly seb-
bing and wiping his eyes with & crochet
mat, to Mr. Beresford, who, while scarcely
less affected than the other, had by this
time got enough command of himself to bear
the horrible catastrophe with dignity as well
aa grief.

“ Victor,” said the latter, turning to the
fuuug man, *‘ you're a good tellow, a brave

ellow, to have come back along this road
in the face of what might have been danger
for you too. But you shall not go back
alone; since this coward will not stir, I
will go back with you myself, old and in-
firm as 1 am, and, with Heaven’s help, we
may find Mr, Shaw breathing yet."”

With a sudden jerk, more like a mechani-
cal toy just wound up thanlike a man stung
into heroic resolution, Mr, Smith bounded
off the bed and began to dress, complaining

iteously and vaguely that ‘“it was just

ike his luck.” Victor gave Mr. Beresford
his arm, and they left the anhappy clerk to
gshake and snivel himself into his clothes as
quickly as he could. Outside the door the
young man 8aid suddenly:

¢ You talk of hope, Mr. Beresford, but I
can see that you feel none. You have some
theory about this horrible affair 1"

' Yes, I have; but I warn you that, in-
stead of explaining, it makes the outrage
more mysterious, VW hether poor Mi. Shaw
has been killed or not I do not know ; but
I believe he has been attacked and robbed
by the thieves who have haunted the de-
partment this winter. It's a very terrible
thing, this } it points to there being & re-
gularly organized gang in the neighborhood,
to whom no one is sacred: and they at-
tack poople in carriages, Heaven only knows
whether before long they may not try their
hands on us in our own homes!” .

For the selfish fears which checked the
ourrent of theolder, colder blood, Victor had
littlo sympathy ; he willingly made over
his companion to the cares of old Pierre,
who, more helpless than ever in his horror
at the story De!phine had brought into the
kitchen , gave a trembling and untrust-
worthy arm for his master's support. The
young man had scarcely reached the bottom
of the stairs when Smith, stil! mandlin, but
rather mora coherent, overtook him, and
linked his arm, for sympathy and steadiness,
within that of the young Frenchman.

+ If we must go corpse-hunting along that
beastly road, let us have the priest with us,
if it's only for company,” muttered the
olerk, directing his companion’s steps toward
the salon.

Smith had been bronght up a Roman
Catholic, and althongh he had impulsively

rofessed a variety of creeds since that, and

ad never been particular to a doema or
two, he still occasionally carried his sins and
his remorse to the confessional, and took
spiritual guidance when nothing better of-
fered.

The Cure, though not physically fearleas,
waas far too good & man to shrink from any
oall which might be taken for thatof duty,
and he at once consented to accompany

*t No, he isquite safe in my father’s house, | them on their search for any trace of M.

mademoiselle.

And a0, { |1n'|'l . 1 in spite Hfl Qhaw.

Victor turned back and slipped into

Mr. Beresford’'s fears, is Mr, Shaw also by | the inter salon for a farewell word to Miss

this time,"

Beresford, whom he still found sitting look-

He turned and saw that the master of | ing blankly and forlornly into the dying

' Lea Bouleaux” had rifen from his chair, | fire.

and was standing, supported by hia faithful
housekeeper, who was

He was very much in love with Ma-
deme de Lancry, and an officer’s daughter

unmistakably in \ with the manners of an officer’s son ran this
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lady & good second in his admiration ; but
his heart was & gallery where room could
always be made for a new picture, and the
young English girl whe was to be his wife
with her piquant faoce {
manner, might on sufferance be socorded a
place there. The faithful Miss M'Leod had
gone up-stairs, dutifully to worry her em.
l;lu er. Viotor had mastered the interesting
act that Eoglish girls were allowed & great
deal of liberty with their fiances; why
should he not take advantage of these cir-
cumstances to administer to the fragile-look-

little lady the kiss of consolation? . .

here is eomething se dignified in serrow
quietly berne, that Victor instinctively
| bowed low te her as she raised her sad eyes
on his entrance. He had not much time to
waste over his consolation, however, and he

came slowly and respectfully towards her

as she :xokﬂ.
¢ Pardon, mademoiselle; I am intruding,
I am afraid, I came to say good-bye.”

held out her hand,

“Thank you ; it is kind of you to remem-
ber me at & time like this.”

“Itisim ble not to remember made-
moiselle at all times.”

“ You are going back, to--to—"

“To look fer—Mr. Shaw ; I hope we may
find him safe "

‘‘ Indeed, I hope
Shel hesitated again.

“Then I shall return to my father's house,
and shall see how poor Gerald is getting on."

Her tace quivered, She was standing u
now, looking away from him with asa ueg
constrained oxpression which he pardonably
took for the most bewitching modesty.

*¢ Is he much hurt " she asked, 8
Ing AWaYy.

“*I hope

go too. Aund then—"'

look-

not, [ think not. He was stunned
hﬁ the jolting of the cart; be will soon be
all right, ¢'ll take good care of him."

“You are very good—all of you, I am
sure you will."”

She looked at him gratefully, and the
young man thought her tear-stained e
were very beautiful, and wondered why his
sister Louise couldn’t manage to look as well
when she had been m;iing. No opportun-
ity could be better than this. Her face
looked delightfully innocent and inviting,
and her forlorn expression and attitude
were not to be resisted. ' '

¢ Poor little lady ! You are in need of
comtort too. Let me console you.”

He bent his head with an uomistakable
intention ; but, to his astonishment, before
his lips could touch her face, she moved
suddenly back, all the saductive limpness
gone from her attitude, and most plainly ex-
pressed indignationin her face. The young
Frenchman's dismay did not last long.

“*Why iz mademoiselle so mm'#th me,
when she has done me the homor to ac-
cept me for her affixnced husband ?" he ask-
ed plaintively.

*“ That was my father's doing, M, Four-
nier,” she answered promptly.

¢ But mademoiselle consented to the ar-
rangement 1"

Afer a pause—*‘ Ye-es."”

¢ The ladies of your country are not usu-
ally so chary of their kisses lo the man they
honor with their choice.”

¢« But there is no honor and no choice in
this case, M. Fournier ; and as we have be-
gun the ‘arrangement’ in the fashion of
your country, we will go through with it in
the same fashion. M, Durand is coming
.back for you. Good-night.”

She gave him her hand to touch and drop
very coolly ; and Victor went away under-
standing much more clearly than before
why English girls are allowed so much lib-
erty in their engagements.

¢ She is & man tticoats,” he said to
himselt, only half dainfully, as he left
the house with the priest and Mr. Smith.

But she was not ; she was only the ordin-
ary little feminine fool fond of the wrong
man, and theréfore endowed with the stoni-
est strength of mind in her dealings with
the right one. She went to bed unhappy
about the fate of Mr. Shaw, unhappy about
her engagement with Victor, but moat of
all unhappy because Gerald—good, kind old
Gerald, whom a week betore she had never
seen, but whom circumstances had already
hoisted into the place of honor in her young
girl’s imagination—was lying ill threemiles
away, and she could not tell when she
should see him .

In the meéan time the thrée searchers had
trudged together along the Calais road, and
discovered, to their great relief, that they
had heen forestalled in their explorations.
Distant cries and shouts were heard along
the road soun after they had left the poplar
avenue ; and when, following the direction
whence the noises cams, they reached the
spot between the copse and the deserted
cottage were the attack had been made, they
found that a party of police, sent out at the
suggestion of the elder M. Fournier, who
knew that Mr. Shaw was to be driven into
Calais by young Staunton, had already
reached it, and that a discovery had just
been made which put a fatal end to all doubt
abous the occurrence. | ,

For, following the marks of blood which
were found in tEﬂ middle of the road where
the' carriole had been stopped, whiuhapp
peared also from time to time on the uativy
garden-path of the deserted cottage, the
police had found inside the runined building
the dead body of Mr. Shaw, with the marks
of fangs at his throat, and a bullet-wound in
his breast. His pocket-book, purve, watch,
chain, and scarf-pin were gone, so that there
could be no doubt in the mind of any one
that the object of the murder was robbery.
A stretcher had been hastily formed of two
boards, the body of the dead man placed
upon it, and the solemn procession bick to
Calais began. Victor, hastening ahead of
his two companions, was the first to learn
these details, the first to see this aight ;
then he stepped back agein to inform the
Cure and Mr. Smith of the discovery.

The clerk, on learning it, was seized with
such convulaions of horror and fright that
it was with difficulty he conld be persuaded
to continue the walk toward Calais, where
Victor had made up his mind to confront
him with Gerald that night. The English
clerk, though clever, had the reputation of
being rather aslippery fish, and his conduct
this evening had raised in the mind of his
employer’s son the suspicion that his drink-
ing that afternoon, and subeequent hurry-
ing off to bed, might have been the result
of remorse, and of a wish to be out of the
way of any unpleasant occurrences of which
he might have got wind. So the young
Fréenehman was inexorable, and poor Smith
had to drag his trembling and unwilling
limbs toward the vown, takin 1 care,
however, to keep a considerable distance
between him and the terrible freight the

lice were bearing in the same diaection.

In turn the canal was reached, the bridze
orossed, the moat and the gloomy ramparts

Like a child she smiled up at him and | pic

- Er— o

passeed, and the quiet sireets of old Calais
traversed, until at last, with Victor and
the priest still w-lkin%ennu on either hand,
the clerk swod fore the porte
cochere of M, Fourpier's house, Victor
rang the bell, and the concierge opened
the little door within oue half of
the large one, and admitted them. As they
stood just inside—Smith behind the others,
as he was not in & mood to assert his person-
ality— Victor asked : *“ Have youn heard Fow
M. Staunton is "

“ No better, I fear, monsienr. This lady
has been unable to see b by
CONCi indicating » tall, 1dsomely-
dm:dy, who was at that moment croes
irg the courtyard toward the lodge from
the front door of the house,

Vioctor hastened toward her eagerly, ory-
ing: ‘“Ah, Madame de Lancry! What
an unexpected pleasure !"

The old Cure glanced at her withont in-
terest : rich women dressed like modistes’
tures he had, through long absence from
the world in which they live, ceased to re-
gard as the posseasors of sounls. .

But on Smith the sight of the lady, the
first sound of her voice, as she be Vie-
tor to excuse her abruptness now, as she
was apxious to get back to her husband,
acted like a spell. He craned his bullet
head forward with one fearful stare, then,
turning sharply, he slipped through the
open door, and seeing a fiacre standing
there, jumped into it, hoarsely promising
the driver a napoleon if he ¢nulu{ lrriva him
to the station in five minutes. 4

“I've taken her own cab, I believe,”
said Smith to himself, in feverish,
tremulous exultation, as the enterpris-
ing driver drove off at what he considered a

d pace, sacrificing his engagemcnts to
is avarice, *“Now if I can only gesa train
to Boulogne and catch the ht boat to

London, I'm out of the way of the whole
boiling till I've had time to think a bit,”

But luck was against him. When hoe got
to the station, he found he had twenty
minutes to wait, so he went into the bafiet
for a petit verre, . He had | the glass
to his lip when the lady whose cab he had
so unceremonionsly taken entered the room,
which was almost amsts, and walked
straight up to him, = He did not attempt to
escape: her this time ; he knew it was of mo
use,

] thought I should find you here,” she
said simply, but with a certain unpleasant
suggestion in her tones of an intention to
 have it out with him.”

¢« Yes—er—I—glad to see you, Made-
line,” said he, without much spontaneity.

¢ T wish to speak to you. Will you come
into my sitting-room for a few minutes? I
am staying here.”

¢s Certainly, with—with pleasure, But,
I say—er—DMadeline, I sup ‘you don't
want to—to have me go back, or to—make
it up?" said he, following submissively but

myl{i '

‘¢ Not exaotly.”

“Then aren't you--afraid of—people

guessing the—the—well, in fact, that you

are—were—as a matter of fact—my wife?”
¢ Notin the least,” said she contempta-

ouely, as she opened the door of her sitting-

room, and he followed her in.

(70 BE CONTINUED.)

Filial Honor.

Young people sometimes know so very
much more than their elders ! at least, ac-
cording to their owa estimate of their know-
led Thaey pride themselves on advanced
methods of thought, and freedom from *‘old
fogy notions,” but possibly they will find,
on reaching middle age, that years do bring
their own peculiar teachings, which youth
is not yet capable of receiving. Said an
ovorworked mother onoce in a moment of
bitterness:

**I'm afraid I don't enjoy my children as
much as I did when they were little. Then
they were merely clinging, affectionate
creatures; they never judged what 1 did, or
doubted that I was ths most remarkable
woman in the world. Now they seem so
much wiser than I, that it appears to be
natural for them to find fanlt with me.

** Nothing [ do is considered very praise-
worthy. In fact, I am almost always in the
wrong. If I try to join in their conversation,
they ovidently think 'mother’s opinions
aren’t worth much; she hasn't had the lat-
est advantages.’

“Jt s trune I haven't. I've been too bu
to become a very cultivated woman, but it
seems to me affection, taken by itself, ought
to count for something in this world.”

Yet her children did love her; they only
cmitted to *“honor” her in daily life. The
next day after her death her son stood be-
side her coffin, looking at the worn, placid
face, and said, through his tears,—

«] never could understand why mother
wasn't happier. She had every comlort in'
her later years, but she always looked worn
and discouraged.” e

Had he been of clearer vision, he need
not have sought far for the reason. It is
usually our own warmth or lack of tender-
ness which makes the faces about ns ht
or gloomy—a truth to be remembered before
it is forever too.late. \
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The Truth of the Matter.
Old Mrs, Penurions is seated in her own

clegant room when she reoceives and reads |},

the following note :

“ Derr Mrs. Penurious -~ We thank you
so muc.: for the beautiful present you 80
kindly sent us on our wedding day. Al
though simple and beautiful in itself we val
ue it most for the kindly, generons and
thoughtfal spirit in which it was sent and
shall ever treasure it as a precions memento
of your regard for us,

“ Very gratefully yours,
“ Mu. AND Mrs. J. DEWitT MONTAGUR.”

In the privacy of their own home Mrs. J.
DeWitt Montague issaying to her husband :
¢ What in the world are we going to do
with that abominable picture oid Mrs. Pe-
nurious sent us ? [ honestly beliete it’s an
old one ehb's had in some back Foormk I
wouldn't have it even in a back room.
Htin?y old thing! I might have known
she'd palm some such thing off on us if we
invited her, The picture shall go to the at-
tie.”

i

Beet-Root Sugar.

Claus Spreckels, the * ex-Sugar King" of
the Sandwioch Islands, who is now giving his
attention to the encouragement of beet-sugar
enlture in Northern California, says that the
beet.sugar industry can hf} establighed in al.
mosat every State fn the Union, and that it
will give & net profit of from §50 to §i5 an
acre to the farmers,

.rl
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He Muzzled..
““ Mast I put some muzzle on'gy dog?
he asked at police h“ﬂ“ﬂlﬂﬂl‘l mﬂ \£

i E;ull.huu } not now, .

““ Dot's how I belief it vhas . Can
I do something® mit & boy 1" o a-

“ E’hlﬁ: for 1"

“ Vhell, a fow days boy comes b
my {:m My big do W8 I{Iﬂl dmrz
Dot boy haf a dog aboudt se high, My
dog chaws him oop in two minutes, Eiht. bo
comes in und says if I doan' put some m

 ansirared the O 1Y dug he haf him shot." :

4 Feve.”

“] puts dot muzzle on. To-day my d
vhas oudt doors. Dot boy comes along gt
his shmall dog. When he sees dot
he ories out ; ‘ Seek bim, Tiger I nnd det
shmall dog licks-my big dog until hecan's
shtand oop no more. Vhaadot some conspir-
acy or what? Do I haf some false pretense
on dat boy, or: vhill he ‘walk aronndt wad
tell eferybody dot it vhas a big shokeq ‘en
Snyder
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Woman’s Modesty." .

Many women are prevented by feeling:
of delicsny from cunsulting a physician
those disorders arisiug from functiopal de-.
rangement of her peouliarly delicate organ-
ism, and the mest serious results are often
chused by this neglect. To such persons
Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescription is an
especial boon, wus. it offers a sure and safe
cure for all those distressing dieorders to
which women are peculiarly subject, while
it saves a modest girl or woman from the
embarrassment of a nal consuliation
with a i ‘¢ Kavorite Prescription”
is the only medicine for woman's peculiar
we:kness and ailments, sold by draggists,
under a positive guarantee from the manu-
facturers, that it will give satisfaction in
every case, or money will be refunded. See
guarantee on bottle wrapper. '

Failure in a good cause may yet be honor-
able ; whilst success in a bad cause can ‘only
be infamous,
Jack and Jill each took a pill,
Uld-tashioned kind—full growm |

Jack's went dawn—but with a frown—
Jill died from ** oauss unknown,"

Smiles will supersede many frowns, and
many discomforts will be unknown. when
Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pargative DPellets en-
tirely supersede, as they bid fair to do, the
arge and less efficient pill of our forefathers,
Ever da{l they gain new laurcla! Moat
popular when most ills abound!

The worth of a state, in the long run, is

Symptoms of Catarrh.

Dull, heavy headache, obstruction of the
naeal , discharges
head into the throat, scmetimes profuse,
watery, and acrid, at others, thick, tenaoi-
ous, mucous, purulent, bloody and putrid :
the eyes arc weak, watery, and in amed ;
there is ringiog in the ears, deafness, hack-,
ing or coughing to clear the throat, expec-
toration ot offensive matter, together with
a:abs from ulcers; the voice is changed and
has & nasal twang ; the breath is offensive ;
smell and taste are impaired ; thereis a cen-
sation of dizziness, with mental depression
a backing cough and general debility. ti
you have all, or any ccnsiderable number of
these symptoms you are suffering from
Nasal Catarrh. The more camplicated your
disease has becomé, the greater the number
and diversity of symptoms. Thousands of
cases annually, without manifesting half of
the above symptoms, result in consumption,
and end in the grave. No disease is so
common, more deceptive and dangerous, or
less understood, or more uneuccessfully
treated by physicians. Five hundred dol-
lars reward is offered by the manufacturers
of Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Remedy, for a case of
catarrh which they cannot cure. Remedy
sold by droggists, at only 30 cents, :

Without elevation of character capacity
is worthleas and worldly suocess is naugh..
People who ars gitbject to bad breath, toul cosved
dcugue,or any disorder of the Stomach, ean al once

be relieved by uelng Dr. Oarson’s Storcach Diters,
sbe old and sried remedy. Ask yoar Divagiad

Two venerable citizens'of Chillicothe, Mo.,
died recently, Ieaiah Austin, who was 95
years of age, and Zanty McKinney, who
was 00.

Hus ! Covan Cume cures in one minute.

At the donation day ceremonies at the
Philadelphia Home for Aged and Infirm
Colored Persons, John Gibson opened the
celebration with prayer, although he is MY
years of age.

Omeanzss Ham RexnawaR restores and faded
hair to its natural color and prevents mt auk

It is the fundamental law of the world in
which we live that truth shall grow.

Whenever your Stomach ot Bawels ges cud of or-
der, cantlng :uuul s, or Imdizesilon,
and thelr attendant evils, take al cova & ol Dz,

varsone Stomach Bitters. Desd famlily medicine,
All Druggiste, B0 cante. | B IVAT 3

The spendthrift habit has had a 'lrnlahir
effect on modern life. * * * No man can

time, of young men who have learnt reso-
lutely to in & society such as ours,
‘] can't atford.”

A Cure for Drankenness,

The opium habis, depsomanis, tho morphine habit,
nervous prostration nﬁ:;ad y the uﬁ tobaocoo,;
wakefuloess, mental depression, softening of the
briln, ete,, prematures old rlje. loes of vitality ca

y over-exerticn of the brala, and lcss of natu
strength, from any cause whatever., Men—)oung,
old or middle agel—whia are brokeh down from any
ol the abo e eanses, of Any cause ol ment foned abeve,

send your ad and 10 cents in stamps for Lubon’s
I‘tlkd'e in m Ig'm:l of Discases of Hi 'y :
sertsealed and socire {row orservation,
Vv Lusox 47 Wellineton etcect East, Toronto Un

Nothing creditable can e accomplished
without applicition and diligenoce. '

Coflf No More. :

Watson's cough drops are the best ia th
world for tho throat and cheet, for the voloo
unequalled, See that the letters R, & T.W.
are stamped on each drop.

Trifles make perfection ; but perfection is
no trifle, g

" TOWING PILES, -~ ¢

Srurrawn—Molsture ! intense itohingand sthaffiy ;
mo:t at night : worse by scratching. 11y allowed
continue tumora form, which often bleed and ulcer-
ate, becoming very sore. SWATNHS UVIKTMEKT #to
the itohing end 't'sn-linn'. heala ulceration, and in
many easas removes the tuntors, 1t is equally « flion-
clous In coring o)l Bkin DHeensed. DR, 5 W AYNE &
SON,{Propristers, Philadeiphia, EWATNR'S OINTMANT
oAn obtained of druggista. Scot by mail for 60

cénta, .
A. P. 380

GANGEH: CURE W, *ibout tho Kot N4

CLREW, without t . No
pamphlet, W. L SMIT A, M. D, 12 Queen E ., Taronto.

care, no pay., Send stamp for

minion, Address, GE®. . FERRIA,

( QOP AGENTS WANTED over the entire Do-
87 Church Sireetl, Torontoe.

the worth of the individuals composingit, .

fulling from the '

gauge the wvalue, at this present oritical .

i el Wi i

—

L ]

L]




