e r———

e .

rope ; and that duty was a diffizult one in.

v'moment doubt ; still, in every case of ap-

_ D OF IFE parent drowning, it is a duty to make sure

I I_I I I: I I I R I l: A_ l y ife is really extinct before one gives up all
OR,

SUNSHINE

AND SHADE,

leed to performon board a tiny yawl, pitch-
ing and rolling betore a violent gale, and
manned against the manifold dangers of the

ing sense of kindliness and girlish innocence.
In a single word it was a winning face
Elsie lay with her eyes half open, lmEing up
at the face through her crossed eyelashes,
for many minutes, not realising ia any way
her present position, but conscious only, io
& dimly pleasel and dreamy fashion, that

- -

ing—but at anyrate it must have driven him
wi'd with grief and remorse and horror to
think he had killed her—to think she was
lost to him.—Qughtn't she to telegraph at
once to Hugh—to dear, dear Hugh—and
tell him at least she was saved, she was still
living.

sea by exaotly two smateur eailors, But | the face seemed to soothe and comfort and (TO BE CONTINUED,)
F:hara was no help for it. The ship must | console her, -
CHAPTER XIIL—(CoNTINUED.) who even admitted to having actually eeer | Irift with one mariner only. Potts did his Soothe and comfort and console her for A Wonderful Offer.

“ Why, what does this mean, Miss Mey-
sey—that is tosay, Winifred?" He correct-
ed himeelf huorriedly, ** Elsie isn't gone?
She's here this morning as usual, surely !

As he sald it he almost hoped it might be

a foreign-looking gentleman in a dark cloak
—the cloak is a valuable romantio property
upon such ocoasions—catch a white-robed
lady in his stout arms as she lea a wild
leap into an open boat from the spray-
covered platform of the gnarled poplar

Yeat for the moment to navigate the dancin
ittle yawl a'one, now that they let herscun
before the full force of the favouring wind
ander little canvas; while Warren Ralf,
1ugguring and steadying himself in the
cabin below, rolled the body round in ruge

what? BShe bardly knew. Some deep seat
ed pain in her inner nature—some hurt she
had had in her tenderest feelings—a horrible
aching blank and void.—8he remembered
now that something unspeakable and in
¢redible had happened.—T'he sun had grown

For many years the manufacturers of Dr.
Sage's Catarrh Remedy have offered, in
good faith, 8500 reward for a case of Nasal
Catarrh which they cannot cure. The Rem.
edy is sold by druggists at only 50 cents. It

true, He could hardly believe the horrible , has fair] fned 1d-wide reputation,
. e fun " |roots, Huogh smiled a grim and hideous | and blunkets, and tried his utmoat to pour | suddenly dark in heaven.—She had le:n | DAs fairly attalned » wor P
reality.  Hisface was pale cnough o %o | emile of polite incredulity as ho listened | : tew drops of brandy down the pale Ifps of | siting by the waterside with dear Hugh, | If you have dull, heavy headache, obatruc.

the letter alopne to justify, Winifred, eyeing
him close, saw at & glance that he was deep-
ly moved.

‘““ Spe s gone,” she said, not too tenderly
either, ** She went away last night, taking

to these final

imaginative embellish-
ments of the

pular fancy; but he ac:
cepted inoutline the romantic tale as
the best possible version of Elsie's disappear-
ance for public acceptance. It kept the

the beautifnl girl who lay listless and ap-
parently lifeless before him,

It was to him indeed a terrible task ; for
from the firat moment when the painter set

eyes on KElsie Challoner, he had felt some

Ae she thought of the name, that
idolised name, a smile played for a moment
faintly round the corners of her mouth ; and
the older ludy, #till seen half unconecionsly
through the chink in the e;elids, whispered

tion of the nasal passages, discharges falling
from the head intoe the throat, sometimes
profuse, watery, and acrid, at others, thick,
tenacious, mucous, purulent, bloody and

utrid ; if the eyes are weak, watery and

. lice ac least from poking their noses too |oameless charm about her face and | in an audible tone to the younger and nearer | \nflamed ; it there is rioging in the ears,
'_‘ff}ﬂh;f,ﬁ'hﬁ:ﬁ f.,,.ﬂ]:ﬂ: iﬁ;ﬁ?ﬂﬁi thtll:::', a!.l};p into this hmilyllﬂ'u.ir?md it freed him | manner, some tender cadence in her | ome: *‘She's coming round, Elie, She's|deafnees, hackiog or coug Iﬂ,ﬂﬂ .'i“ “I“I'tt?“
inger? Hus she written to !'i"“ as she | from any possible tinge ot blame in the eyes | musical voice, that aflected bim as no | waking now. I hope, poor dear, she won't | throat, expectoration of “1 o ?:hm ir'
I'“‘-'mi."‘-' " y of the Meyseys. thud){ can be found fault | other face and no other vcice had ever | be dreadfully frightened, when she sees only | toRether with scabs from ulcers, the voice

“Not Mr. Massinger,” Hugh corrected
gravely, wita a livid white face yet affecting

with for somobody else’s elopement. Two

Egiutu at least seemed fairly certain to the

affected him or could ever affect him, lle

was not exactly in love with Elsie—love

two strangers by the bed beside her.”
¢ Frightened at you, mother,” the other

being changed and has a nasal twang ; the
breath offensive ; smell and taste impaired ;

I . ad. 1, tion of dizziness, with mental depres-
; B vad orday i hitestrand intelligence : firss, that Miss ;: with him was a plint of slower growth— | voice answered, and low, as ip a pleas. | 860sat0N 0 : T“'

; :i‘;ﬂﬁlnbu ‘ lluglt:i' E'}n:ﬁm_n’:t I E},;ul:: E'sie had run away ﬁi her own accord in the | but he was fascinated, impressed, interested, | antdieam, ** Why, nobody on earth could sion, a hacking cough and E}'i“““' d]:bi .ir“*

| at all know where she is, Winifred ; I wish | 8beence of the family ; and second, that she | charmed by her. And to sit there alone in | ever be anything but delighted to wake up | YOU a1 suffering from nasal catarrh, ‘The

I did.” He srid it seriously.
written a single line to me.”

Hugh’s answer hud the very riog of truth
in it—for indeed it was true ; and Winifred,
watching
felt certain in her own mind that in this at
least he was not deceiving her. Bat he
certainly grew unnecessarily pale. Cousin.
ly affection would hardly account for so

** She haan'y

Hugh, holding the letter firmly in one hand,

i

ocither went by read nor rail, su that only
the sea or river appeared to be left by way
of a possible explanation.

The Me¢yseys, of course, were less credu-

him with a woman’s closeness, | ous as to detail ; but even the Meyseys sus-

cted nothing serious in the matter., That
ilsie had gone was all they knew ; why she
went was a profound mystery to them.,

gelf again on the bank of the salt marshes,

that tossing cabin, with E'sie oold and stiff
on the berth before him, was to him more
utterly painful and uomanning than he
could ever have imsgined a week or two
earlier.

He did not doubt one instant the true
story of the case. He felt instinetively in
his heart that Hugh Massinger had shown
her his inmost nature, and that this was the

gaw a sudden tumultuous movement of

anywhere and find you, with your dear
sweet old face, sitting by their badside,”
Elsie, still peering with half her pupils
only through the closed lids, smiled to her-
self once more at the gentle'murmur of those
pleatant voices, both of them tender and
womanly and musical and went n to herself
placidly with her own Imlginlnfn.
——3Sitting by the waterside with ber

She couldn't remember ; she only knew it

more complicated your disease, the greater
the number and diversity of symptoms,
Thousands of cases annually, withont mani-
festing half of the above symptoms, result
in consumption, and end in the grave. No
disease is 80 common, more deceptive and
dnugmul, less understood, or more unsuc-
ceasfully treated by physicians,

A novelty in silver pocket flagks is in the

ine disordera especially becloud the spirits

! much disturbaunce of the vaso-motor system. CHAPTER XIV.—LIVE OR DIE? final and horrible result of Hugh's airy, | dear Hugh—dear, dear Hugh—that pricee | form of a crab entangied in a fisher’s net.
She questioned him closely as to all that had | And all this time, what had become of “'z rotestations, of men. How handsome he was; and how | ¢ Never murninq‘ wore to evening but

t paseed or might have d bstween them | Elsie and the men in the AMud-Turtle ? 8 he sat there, watchinruhr the light of | clever, and how generous ! Awud Hugh had | some heart did break,” says Tennyson : and
these weeks or earlier. Did he know any-| Hugh Massinger, for his part, vook it for the one oil lamp, and rubbing her handsand | begun to tell her something. Eh! but| the ?“ that ill healsh often plays in heart.

i thing of Elsie’s movements or feelings?|granted, from the moment he came to him. | 8rms gently with his rough hard palms, he something | What was it? What was it?| wreck is too graat for computation, Uter-
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and playing with the key of that incrimin-
ating cupboard, in his waistcoat pocket,
loosely with the other, passed with credit
his ex \mination. He had never, he said,
with gay flippancy almost, been really in.
tima‘e with Klsle, talked confidences with
Elsie, or received any from Elsie in return.
She did not know of his engagement to
Winifred, Yet he feared, whatever her
course might be, some man or other must be
its leading motive. FPerhaps—but this with
the utmost  hesitation—\Warren Rslf and
she might have struck up a love affair.,

He felt, of cburse, it was a serions ordeal.
Apart from the profounder background of
possible copsequences—the obvious charge
of having got rid of Elsie—two other unplea-
sant notions stared him full in the face. The
firat was, that the Meyseys might suspect
him of having driven Elsie to run away by
his proposal to Winifred. But supposing
even they never thought of that—which was
highly unlikely, considering the close
scqueace of the two events and the evident
drift of Winifred's questions—there still
remained the second unpleasantness—that
his cousin, through whom he had been in-
treduced to the family, should have disap-
peared under such mysterious circumstances,
Was it likely they would wish their daugh-
ter to marry a man among whose relations
such odd end unaccountable things were
likely to happen?

For, strangely enough, Hugh still wished
to marry Winifred. Though he loathed her
in his heart just then for not being Elsie,
and even, by some illogical twist oi thought,
for haviog been the unconscious cauge of
Elsie’'s misfortunes ; though he would have
died himself far rather than lived without
E sie ; yet, if he lived, he wished for all that
to marry Winifred. For lone thing, it was
the programme ; and becaute it was the
programme, he wanted, with his etrict busi-
nees habits, to ca i* out to the bitter
end. For another thing, his future all
depended upon it ; and chough he didn't
care a straw at present for his future,
he went on acting, by the pure force
of habit in a prudent man, as dellberately
apd cautioucly as if he haa still the same
stake in existence as ever. He wasn't going
to chuck up everything all at once, just be-
cause life was now apr utter blank to him.
He would go on as usual in the regular
groove, and pretend to tho world he was still
every bit as interested and engaged in life as
formerly.

S92 he brazened things out with the Mey-
seys somehow, and to his immense astonish-
ment, he soon diecovered theﬂ were ready
dupes, in no way set against him by this
untoward accident. On the cont , in-
stead of finding, as he had expected, that
they considered this delinquency on the part
of his cou¥in told against himself as a remote

rtoner to her original sin, by right of hered-

tv, he found the Squire and Mrs. Meysey
nervously anxious fer their part least he, her
nearest male relative, should suspect them of
having inefficiently guarded his cousin’s
youth, inexperience, and innocence. They
were all apology, where he had loocked for
coldnees ; they were all on the defensive,

that Elsie’s body was lying unseen full five
fathoms beneath the German Ocean, and
that no tangible evidence of his crime and
his deceit would ever be forthcoming to
prove the naked truth in all his native ugli-
ness againat him. From time to time to
be sure, one disquieting thought for a mo-
ment occurred to his uneasy mind : a back
current might perhaps cast up the corpse
upon the long dike where he had himself
been stranded, or the breakers on the bar
might fling it ashore upon the great sands
that stretched for miles on either side of the
river-mouth at \Whitestrand. But to these
terrible imaginings of the night-watches,
the more judicial functions of his waking
brain refused their assent on closer coasider-
ation. Hehimself had floated through that
seething turmoil simply because he knew
how to tloat. A woman, caught wildly by
the careering current in ita headlong course,
would naturally give a few mad strgugles
for life, gasping and gulping ‘and flinging
up her hands, as those untaught to swim in-
variab.y do ; but when once the atream had
carried her under, she would never rise
again from so profound and measureless a
depth of water. He did not in any way
doubt that the body had been swept away
seaward with irresistible might by the fiist
force of the ontward flow, and that it now
lay huddled at the bottom of the German
Ocean in some deep prol, whence dredge or
diver could never Ejr human means recover
it.

How differently would he have thought
and acted all along had he only known that
Warren Relf and his companion on the
Mud Turtle, had found Elsie’s body flnating
on the surface, a limp burden, not half an
hour after its hirst immersion.

Thasv damning fact rendered all his bold
precautions and daring plans for the future
woree than useless. As things really stood,.
he was plotting and scheming for his own
condemnation. Throvgh the mere accident
that Elsie's body had been recovered, he
was heaping up suspicious circumstantial
evidcnce against himself by the forged letter,
by the ni%ht escapade, by the wild design of
entering Klsie’s bedroom at the Hall, by the

| mad idea of concealing at his own lodgings

her purloined clothes and jewelry and be
longings. 1f ever aninquiry should come to
be raised into the way that Eleie met her
death, the very cunning with which Hugh
had fabricated a falee scent would recoil in
the end most sternly against himself. The
spoor that he scattered would come home to
track him. Could any one believe that an
innocent man would so carefully surround
bimself with an euveloping atmosphere of
sutpicious circumstances cut of pure wan
tenness ?

And yet, technically speaking, Hugh was
in reality quite innocent. Murderer ashe-
felt himseif, he had done no murder.
Morally guilty though he might be of the
causes which led to Elsie's death, there was
nothing of legal or formal crime to object
against him in any court « f so-called justice.
Kvery man has a right to marry whom he
will ; and if a young woman with whom he
has cautiously and scrupulously avoided

where he had expected to see them vigor-' contracting any definite engage ment, chooses

ously carrying the war into Africa,
thing, above all others, he noted with pro-
found satisfaction—nobody seemed to doubt
for one second tho genunineness and authen-
ticity of the forged letter. Whatever else

they doubted, the letter wassafe. They all | herself as injured by him,

took it fully for granted that Eleie had gone,
of her own free-will, gone to the four winds,
with no trace left of her; and that Hugh,
in the perfect innocence of his heart, knew
no more than they themselves about it,
Nothing else, of course, was talked of at
Whiteatrand that livelong day ; and before
night, the gossips and quidnuncs of the vil.
lage inn and the servants’ hall had a com-
plete theory of their own to account for the
episode, Their theory was simple, roman-
tic, and improbable. It had the dearly.
loved spice of mystery about it, The coast-
ard had noticed that a ship, name un.
nown, with a red light at the masthead
and a green on the port bow, had

neat the big poplar.

put in ! dot of a craft could never face it,
hastily about nine o'clock the night before, | had veered to the south-east,

One ! to consider herself lglgriﬁnd y his conduct,

and to goincontinently, whether by accident
or design, and drown herself in chagrin and
despair and misery, why, that is clearly no
fault of his, however much she may regard
The law has
nothing to do with sentiment. Judges quote

no precedent from Shelley or Tennyson, 1f | P®

Hugh had told the whole truta, he would at
least have been free from legal blame, Dy
his extraordinary precautions against pos-
sibls doubts, he had only sncceeded in mak-
ing himsc1f seem guilty in the eyes even of
the unromantic lawyera,
When Warren Halt drew Ilsie Challoner,
a hudddled_ maes, on board the Mud Turile,
the eurf was rolling so high on the bar, that
with one accord he and P’otta decided to-
| gether it would be impossible for them,
| 8gainst such a sea, to run up the tidal
mouth to Whitestrand. Their piteous little
Wind
The only

The Whitestrand way possible now was to head her round

cronies had magnified this fact before night.' again, and make before the shifting breczo

fall, through various additiona of more or
less fanciful observers or non observers—for
fiction, too, counts for something—into a
consistent story of a most orthodox elope-
ment, Miss KElsie had let hereelf down
by a twisted sheet out of her own win.
dow, to escape observation—gome said

a rope, but the majority voted for the' quiverin

for Lowestoft, the nearest northward har-
bour of refuge.

It was an awlul moment, The sea roared
onward through the black night ; the crosa-
drift whirled and wreathed and eddied ; the
blinding foam lashed itself in volleys
through the dusk and gloom against their
broadside. And those two men,

twisted sheet, as more strictly in accord. | nothing daunted, drove the Mud. Turtle once
ance with established precedent—she had more across the flank of the wind, and
slipped away to the big tree, where a gentle- | fronted her bows in a direct line for the

man's yacht, from pwrts unknown, had put

port of Lowestoft, in spite of wind and sea

Elsie's bosom, a sort of gasp that convulsed
ling noise ; and then, like a flash, it was
borne in upon him suddenly that all was not
over—that Elsie might yet be saved—that
she was still living.

It was a terrible hour, a terrible position,
If only they had had one more hand on
board, one more person to help him with the
task of recovering her ! But how could he
ever hope to revive that fainting girl, alone
and unaided, while the ship drifted on, sin-
gle-handed, tossing and plunging before that
stiffening breeze ? He almost despaired of
being able to affect anything. Yet life lie
life, and he would nerve himself up for it.
He would try his best, and thank Heaven
thie boisterous wind that roared through
the rigging would carry them quick and safe
to Lowestoft.

His mother and sister were still there. If
once he cauld get Miss Challoner safe to
land, they might even now hope to recover
her. Where there's life, there's hope. Bat
what hope in the dimly lighted cabin of a
toy yawl, just fit for two hardy weather-
beaten men to rough it hardly in, and pitch-
ing with wild plunges before as fierce a gale
as ever ploughed the yeasty surface of the
German Ocean,

He rushed to the companion-ladder as
well as he was able, steadying himself on
his sea-lege by the rail as he went, and
shouted aloud in breathless excitement:
“‘ Potts, she's alive ! she's not drowned !
Can you manage the ship anyhow atill

while 1 try my best to bring her roun

again ?’ ,_
Potts answered back with a cheery, “All
right. There's nothing much to do but to
let her run. She's out of our hands, for
good or evil. The admiral of the fleet
could do no more for her. If we're swamp-

running clear for Lowestoft harbour, Give
her sea-room enough, and she’ll any-
where, The storm don't live that'll foun-
der the &Mud Turtle. I'll land. you or
drown you, but anyhow I'll manage her.

With that manfnl assurance satisfying
his moul, Warren Relf turned back, his
heart on fire, to the narrow cabin and flung
himself once more on his knees before Elsie,

A more terrible night was seldom re-
membered by the oldest sailors on the North
Sea. Smacks were wrecked and colliers
foundered, and a British gunboat, manned
by the usual complement of scientific offi-
cers, dashed hecself full tilt in mad fury
inat the very base of a first-clasa light-
house ; but the taunt little Mud Turtle true
to her reputation as the staunchest craft
that sailed the British channels, rode it
bravely out, and battled her way triuamph-
antly, about one in the morning, through
the big waves that rolled up the mouth of
Loweatoft harbour. Potts had nn\"iiltﬂi
her single-handed amid storm and breakers,
and Warren Relf, in the cakin below, had
almost succeeded in making KElsie Challoner
open her eyes again.

But as soon as the excitement of that
wild race for life was fairly over, and the
Mud-Turtle lay in calm water once more,
with perfect safety, the embarrassing na-
ture of the situation, from the conventional
point of view, burst suddenly for the first
time upon Warren Rell's astonished vision ;
and he began to reflect that for two young
men to arrive in port about the small-hours
of the morning, with a young lady very im-
rfectly known to either of them, lying in
a dead faint on their cabin bunk, was, to
say the least of it, a fact often open to so-
cial and even to judicial misconstruction,
It's all very well to say offhand, you picked
the lady up in the German Ocean; hat So.
ciety is apt to move the previons gu:stion,
how did she get there? Still something
must be done with the uncovenante:d passen-
ger., There was nothing for it, Warren
Itelf felt, even at that late season of the
night, but to carry the half-inanimate
patient up to hia mother'as lodgings, and
to send for a doctor to bring her round at
the earliest possible opportunity,

When lilsie was aware of hoarself once
more, it was broad daylight ; and she lay
on & bed In a strange room, dimly conscious
that two women whom she did not know
were bending tenderly and lovingly over
her., The elder, scen through a haze of
half-closed eyelashes, was a aweet old lady
with snow white hair, and a gentle motherly
expreasion in her scft grey eyea: one of the
few women wio know how to agegraciously.

Whose fair old faces grow more falr
An Point and Flanders yellow,
The younger was a girl aliout Elsie's own
time ot lite, who looked as sisterly as the
other looked motherly ; a pleasant-faced girl,

her lungs—a deep inspiration, with a gurg-.

ed, we're swamped ; and if we're not, we're |

was suvmething terrible, something dis.
astrous, something unutterable, somethiog
killing. Aud then she rushed away from
him, mad with terror, towards the big tree,
and——

Ah |

It was an'awiul, heart-broken, heart-rend-
ing cry. Coming to herself suddenly, as
the whole truth flashed like lightning once
more across her bewildered brain, the poor
girl flang up her arms, raised herself wildl
erect in the brd, and stared around her wit
a horril le vacant, maddened look, as il all
her life were cut at once from under her,
Both of the strangers recognized inatinotive-

| ly what that look meant. It was the look

and the ory of a crushed life. If ever they
had harboured a single thought of blame
against that poor wounded, bleeding, torn
heart for what seemed like a hasty attempt
atself-murder, it was dissipated in a moment
I‘::g that terrible voice—the voice of a goad-

, distracted, irresponsible creatare, from
whom all consciousnees or thought of right
and wrong, of life and death, of sense and
movement, of motive and consequence, has
been stunned at one blow by some deadly
act of underseved cruelty and wnexpected
wickedness.

The tears ran unchecked in silent sym-.
pathy down the women’s flushed cheeks,

Mrs, Rslf leant over and canght her in her
arms., ‘‘My poor child,” she whispered
laying Elsie’s head with motherly tenderness
on her own soft shoulder, and soothing the
girl's pallid white face with her gentle old
hand, *ory, cry, cry if you can! Don't
};ﬂlﬂ buiukilygur tears; let Crt:am TuD, inll;i

ng. It'll do you good.—Cry, cry,my chi
-—%a‘rﬂ all friends here. Dun't g ni:uid of
us."”

Elsie never knew, in the aion}' of the mo-
ment, where she was or how she came
there ; but nestling her head on Mrs. Roslf's
shoulder, and fain of the sympuathy that

entle soul extended her so easily, she gave
res vent to her pent-up passion, and let her
bosom sob itself out in great bursts and
throbs of choking grief ; while the two wo-
men, who had never till that very morning
seen her fair face, cried and sobbed silently
in mute concert by herside for many, many
minutes together,

‘“ Have you no mother, dear " Mrs. Relf
whispered through her tears at last ; and
Elsie, finding her wvoica with difliculty,
murmured bick in a choked and blinded
tone ; ** I never knew my mother.”

““ Then Elie and I will be mother and
sister to you,” the beautiful old lady an-
swered with a soft caress. ** You mustn't
talk any more now. The doctor would be
very, very angry with me for letting you
talk and cry even this little bit. But cry-
ing's good for one when one's heart's sore,
I know, my child, yours is sore now. \Vhen
you're a great deal better, you'll tell us all
abvut it.—E lie, some more beef-tea and
brandy.—We've been feeding you with it
all night, dear, with a wet feather.—You
can drink a little, I hope, now. You
must take a good drink and lie back
l]'lllﬂt- IIIIll

Elsie smiled a faint sad smile. The world
was all loat and gone for her now ; but still
she liked the dear souls’ sweet, quiet sym-
pathy. As HKdie glided across the room
noiselessly to fetch the cup, and brought it
over and held it to her lips and made her
drink, Elsie’'s eyes followed every motion
gratefully.

“ \Who are you " she cried, clutching her
new friend’s plump, soft hand eagerly.
““ Tell me where I am. Who brought me
here ? How did I get here ?"

“I'm Edie Relf,” the girl answered
in the same low, silvery voice as be.
foro, atooping down and kiseing her.
“You know my brother, Warren Relf,
the artist whom you met at Whitestrand.
You've had an accident - you fell into the
water—from the shore at Whitestrand.
And Warren, who was cruising about in his

awl, picked you up and brought you ashore

ero. You're at Lowestoft now, Mamma
and I are hero in lodgings. Nobodv at
Whitestrand knows anything about it yet,
woe beliave.—But daridng,” and she held
poor Elsie's hand tight at this, and whisper-
ed very low and close in her ear, ** we think
we guess nll the reat too. We think we
know how it all happened.—Don’t be afraid
of us. You may tell it a'l to us by.and-by,
when you're quite strong enough. Mother
and [ will do all we can to make you better,
We know we can never make you forget
it" ]}

Elsie's head sank back on the pillow. It
was all terrible - terrible—terrible. Butone
thought posseased her whole nature now.
Hugh must think sha was really drowned :
that would

and sap the springs ot vitality and nervous
force. For those distressing diseases, func-
tional irregularities, unnatural discharges,
constant pains, weak back, lassitude, dull-
ness, sinking sensations, ill temper, and all
weaknesses and derangements pseculiar to
females, Ds Pierce's Favorite Prescription
is & perfect specific. Sold by druggists,

Palest baby blue and black 18 a fashionable
combination at the moment,

When dreai dis2ase, with iron hand,
Hang4 its dark mantle over thee,
Es~ape it4 u'll-enn'mrin[‘.;hmd.

With Golden Medica! Discovery.

De. R, V. Pierce's Golden Medical Dis-
covery cures coughs, colds, and consump-
tion if taken in time. O druggists.

(Greens and browns in all shades seem to
be the favorite colors this summer,

Alma Ladies’ College.

ST, THOMAS, ONTARIO,

Hs a fully equipped Commercial Depart-
ment in which a complete Graduating Course
is given with Diplomas and Certificates to
successful students, Book-keeping, Phono-
graphy, Typ3-Writing, &c. thoroughly
taught. Rites from $10 to §50 per term
including board and tuition, For 66 pp.
Calendar address, Principal Austin, B, D.

There are evidences of a return of fashion-
able favor to real laces.

Ocean Steamship Passengers,
Via New York, should take the Erie Rail-
way, a8 it is not only the shortest and beat
line, but lands people close to the piers of
the leading steamship companies. In bny-
ing tickets, ask for the Erie.

Carved amber bracelets are teen among
late novelties in jewelry.

NEEDED 1§ EvVERY STABLE —Rogers' Peer-
less Hoof Qintment,—A rapid cure for hard
and contracted hoofs,andalsothe bestremedy
known for scratches, sores and all kindsof
skin diseaseson man or beast, So!d by all
dealers everywhere. 1f unable to procure it
at home, anyone sending 30c. in stamps to
the manufacturers (Sairuel Rogers & Co.,
Toronto) will receive a sample 1 1b. box per
return mail,

Dres:y jacketa are worn with plain gowns
by fashionable girls.

Cmigarman HAIR REAXEWER restores m and faded
bhair o ita natural color and preventa ng ouk.

Percale and challies in emall patterns are
much worn,

oplui habiy, dopsomanit, tho morphine hably,
um opsoman o morphin
nervous proetration caused the nse of tobacoo,
wakefuloess, mental de on, softening of the
braln, eto., premature ol lﬁ.' lose of vitality cansed
by nrum:l:nrtlun of the b nﬂ: :.‘Hd I“I.l ol natural
strength, from cause w VEr. sn—young,
old or middlu*u-:gr—-whn are broken down from aay
ol theabove oauses, or any canse not mentionad aboos,
send your address and 10 cents In stamps for Lubon's
Trea in book form, of Disenses of Man. Books
sont sealed and seoure from observation, Addrees M,
Y Lomom 47 Wellington strect East, Toronto Oni.

What is called the redingote gown is grow.
ing in popular favor. -
A. P, 400

The

SPORTING GOODS.

The Cheapest House in Canada
for Guus, Rifles, Cartridges,
Fishing Tackle,Base BallGoods
and Sportsmen’s Supplies of
cvery kind.

[

OUR RBIG OFFER.

@
On receipt of €12 51 we will express toanv address, a
DOUBLE BARREL BREECH-LOADINGU SHOT GUN
with fine Laminared Bteel Barrels, oiled stock, agoaod
gun for country use  And for 23 00 will ehip to any
address, a 22 cal RIFLE that will ehoot accurately for
1u0) faect.

W M'DOWALL & CD, 51 KING ST. E, TORONTO,

Ladies College

HAMILTON, CANADA.

Firat of Lailes' Collezes. Has gridaated over 230
in full course  Full faculties In L'terature, Lan-
guages, Science and Art. Largest Col'ege Building in
pominion. COpen Eap-t 6, 1888, Addiess Principai,
REY. A. BURNS, .D., LL. D,

Allan Line Royal Mail 3teamshipa

8ailing during winter from Port ana savery Thum-
day and Halifax every Saturday to Liverpool, and in
summer from Quebec un? Sa to Liverpool,
calling at Londonderry to land mails and rf"""""
for Scotland and Ireland; also from Baltimore, via
Halifax and 86 John's, N, F , to Liverpool tnrhI{]I:Hj
during summer months. The steamers of the Glas
ow linés sail during winter to and from Halllax,
‘ortland, Boston and Philadelphia; and durlng sum .
met between Glasgow and Montreal weekly:
and Boston weekly, and CGlasgow and l‘ﬁlndnl

grieve Hugh-—dear afTectionate | fortnightly,

Ia
Hugh —He might be croel enough to cast) For freight, passage, or other Information to

her off as he had done—though she couldn't | ;&ﬁﬁ’fﬁf&“i‘%ﬁ?"ﬂﬁfﬂuw 5 ?“ﬂ.‘ﬁ.’;‘_’ ﬁmp-"
"

's, N, F
and a rmile that showed a faultless row of | believe it —it must surely be hideous, a hid- | son & Ce., 8t. John, N. B.; i'lhm & Oo., m
teeth within, besidea lighting up and irra- | eons dream, from which sooner or later she | Love & Alden, New York, H- Bourller

A ;
| diating the whole countenance with a charm: | would be certain to have a happy awaken. ﬂ"l';‘:"ﬁf‘f :IE:.' s L R TR

in cautiously bafore a terrible gale, by pre.
vious arrangement, and had carried her over
“rough a roaring sea across to the opposite
‘ of Flanders. Detail after de:ail grew
wnd before long there were romo

and tempest.

But how were they to manage meanwhile,
in that tossing cockleshell of a boat, about
the lady they had scarcely rescued?! That
Elsie was drowned, Warren Relf didn't for

not exactly pretty, but with a clear brown
skin, a cheek like the sunny side of peaches,




