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HE THREAD OF LIFE

SUNSHINE AND SHADE. "

CHAPIER XVII, — BREAKING A HEART,

When Warren Rell returaed to Lowes:
toft, burning with newas end eager at his
luck, his tirst act was to call his rister Edie
hurriedly out of Kisie's rovm, and proceed
t» a consultation with-her upon the strange
evideuce he had picked up so unexpectedly
at Almundham Station. Shou'!d they show
it to Eisie, or should thu{ keep it from her?
That was the question, Fortune had indeed
favoured the vrave ; but how now to utilise
her curious information? Should they let
that wronged and suffering girl see the utter
abysses of human baseness yawning in the
man she once loved and trusted, or
should they sedulously and carefull
hide it all from her, lest they bre
the bruised reed with ungentle handling ?
Warren Ralf himself, after thinking it over
in his own soul—all the way back to
Lowestoft in his third-class carriage—was
almcet in favour now of the specious and
futile policy of concealment. Why need-
lessly harrow the poor child's feelings?
Why rake up the embers of her grief?
Surely she had been wounded and lacerated
enough already. Lot her rest content with
what she knew so far of Massinger's cruel
and treacherous selfi:hnees,

But Edie met this plausible reasoning,
after a true woman's fashion, with an
emphatic negative, She stood out for the
trath, the whole truth, and nothing but
the truth, come what might of it,

““Why ! Warrenasked with a relenting
eye.

i Because," Edie anewered, looking up at

him resolutely, ‘it would be better she .
It's like pull-

should get (t all over at once.
ing a tooth —one wrench, and be done with

it! What a pity she should spsnd her whole

life long in mourning and wailing over this
wicked man, who isn't and never was in any
way worthy of her |—Warren, she's a dear,
sweet, gentle girl, Sho takes my heart. [
love her dearly already —She'll mourn and
wail for him enough anyhow, I want to
disenchant her as much as I can before it's
too late. The sooner she learns to hate and
despise him as he deserves, the better for
l?ﬂf{hﬂd}r." .

**Why 1" Warren asked once more, with a
curious side-glance,

** Because,” Edie went on, very earnestly,
‘‘she may some day meet some other better
man, who could make her ten thousand
times happier as hiswifo, than this wretched,
sordid, money-hunting creature could ever
make any one. 1f we disenchant her at
once, without remorse, it'll help that better
man's case forward whenever he presents

himself. If not"—— She paused sigmifi-
cantly. Their eyes met ; Warren's fell,
They understocd one another.

‘‘But ian’t it selfish?” Warren asked wist-
fully, Edie looked up at him with a pro-
foundly meaningless expression on her soft
round face, *‘Selfish I" she criad, makin
her mouth small. ** I don't understan
you. What cn earth has seltishness to do
with it any way ? Nobody spoke about any
particular truer and better man. You jump
too quick, I merely laid on a ycung man in
the abstract. I'm sure I'm right, absolutely
vrighc, I always am. It'sa way I have,
sand I can'thelpit.”

‘¢ Besides which,” Warren Relf interposed
suddenly, **if Massinger really did write
that forged letter, she'll have to arrange
something about it, you see, sooner or later,
She'll want to set herself right with the
Meyeeys, of course, and she'll probably
mako some sort of representation or pro-
position to Maseinger,” .

‘‘ 3he'll do nothing of the kind, my dear,”
Iilie anewered promptly with brisk confi-
dence.—** You're a goose, Warren, and you
don’t one tiny little bit understand the
interior creatures, You men always think
you know instinctively al. about us women,
and can read us through and through at a
single glance, as if wo were large print on a
street-poster ; while aa a matter ot fact, you
never really see an inch deep below the sur-
face. —I'll tell you what she'll do, youn great
blind creature: she'llaccept theforgeryas if it
were in actnal fact her own letter; she’ll
never write a word, for good or for evil, to
contradict it or confirm it, to any of these
horrid Whitesatrand pecple ; she'll allow this
hateful wretch Massinger to go on believing
she's really dead ; and she'll cease to exist,
as far ns he's concerned, in a passive sort of
wa /7, henceforth and for ever.”

*Will sha?” Warren Relf asked dubiously.,
“How on earth do you know what she'll do,
Edie?"

““‘Why, what elso on earth could she do,
pilly?” his sister answered, with the same
petfect conviction in her own inbred sagacity
and perspicacity as ever. ‘Could she go
nad say to him, with tears in her eyes and
a becoming smile on her pretty little lips :
“My own heart’s darling, I love you de-
yotedly—and I know you signed my name
to toue forged letter?”’ Could she fling
herself on these Moxies, or Mumpsics, or
Mixies, or Meyseye, or whatever elss you
call them, and say sweetly :*I did not run
away from you; I waen't in earncst? 1
only tried ineffectually to drown myself, for
love of thia dear, sweet, charming, poecical
consin of mine who diegracefully jilted
me in order to propose to your own danghter,
aud then, believing me to have killed my-
seli for shame and scrrow, has trumped up
letters and telegranms in my name, of malice
prepense, on purpose to deceive you, IHe's
a mean scoundrel, aud I hate hia very name;
and I want him for myeelf; 83 I won't allow
him t» marry vour Winifred, or whatever
else her precious newfangled high-falutiog
name may be.” Could any woman on earth
go utterly effa1co hereelf and her own woman-
linees a8 to go and say all that, do you sup.
pse, toanybody anywhere ? = You may think
80 tu your heart, L daresay, my dear boy;
but you won't get a solitary woman in tho
w JTIH to agree with you on the point for one
gimele minate,”

The painter drew his hand slowly across
his cold brow, *I auprneu ou're right,

tdie," he anawered, bewildored. *‘Buat
what'!l she do with herself, then, I wonder*?

“ Do ?" Edie echoed, ** As if do were the
word for it? Why, do nothing, of esurse—
be 3 suffer ; exist ; mourn over it. She'd
like, if she could, poor tender, Dbruised,
broken-hearted thing, to creep into a hols,
with her head hanging down, and die quiet.
lv, like a wounded creature, with no one on
carth to worry «r bother her, She mustn't
die ; but she won't do anything., All we've

got to do ourselves is juit to comfort her:|fly.leaf. ]t went on deoreas
to be silent and comfort her, She'll cease | by proportionate gradations t

to live now ; she'll annihilate herself ; she'll
retire from life; and that horrid man'll
think she's dead ; and that'll be all. She’ll
accept the situition, She won't expose
him ; she loves him too much a great deal
for that. She won't expose heraelf ; she's a
great deal too timid and shrinking and
modest for that. She'll leave things alune ;
that's all she can do.—Aud on the whole,
my dear, if you only knew, it's really and
truly the best thing poasible,”

8o Edie took the letter and telegram
Bltifnll_f in her hand, and went

oldness she could muster up
bedroom, Elsie was lying on the sofa,
propped up on pillows, in the white
dress she had worn all along, and with her
face and hands as white as the dress
stuff ; and as Edie held the incriminating
documents, Earh hidden in her gown, to keep
them from Elsie, sha felt like the dentist
who hides behind his back the cruel wrench-
ing instrument with which he means next

moment in one fierce tug to drag and tear
your very nerves out, She stooped down
{ and kissed E!sie tenderly. ** Well, darling,”
+8he said—for illuess makes women wonder-
fully iotimate—** Warren's come back.—
Where do you think he's been ?—He's beon
over to-day as far as Almandham,”
‘" Aimundham !” Elsie repeated, with
cheek more blanched and pale than ever.
. ** Why, what was he doing over there to-day,
_dear? Did he hear anything about—about—
i Were they all inquiring after me, I won-
der ?—\Was there a Igrenb deal of talk and
' gossip abroad !0 Edie, tell me quick all
about it 1"

““No, darling,” Edie answered, pressiag her
hand tight, and signing to her mother,
who sat by the bed, to clasp the other one;
‘‘nobody’s talking, You shall not
discussed. Warren met Mr, Merscy him-
gell at the Almundham S:ation;and AMe.
Mersey was going to Scotland ; and he said
they'd heard from you twice aiwready, to
explain i all ; and nobody seemed to think
that anythivg eerious in any way had
happeued.”

**Heard from me twice!” Elsie cried,
puzzled. *‘ Heard from me twice—to explain
italll Why, whaton earth did he mean,
Edie? There must be some strange mistake
scmewhere,”

Ldie leant over her with tears in her eyes.
It was a horrible wrench, but come it must,
and the sooner the better. They should
understand where they stood at once. *'No,
no mistake, darling,” sheanswered distinctly.
“Mr. Meyeey gave Warren the letter to read.,
—He's brought it back. I've got it here for
you. It'sin your own hand, he says.—
I‘:‘Fuuld you like to see it this moment, dar-

ﬂﬂr 1"

Elsie’s cheek showed pale as death now;
PE;’t she summoned up courage to murmur
‘Yea,”

It weemed tho mere unearthly ghost of a
yes, 8o hollow and empty wasit ; but she
torced it out somehow, and took the lstter,
Edie watched her with bent brows and
trembling li How would she take it?
Would she see what it meant ? Would she
know who wrote it? Couldshe ever believe it ?

Elsio gazad at it in dumb astonishment,
So admirable was the imitation, that for a
moment’s space she actually thought it was
her own hand-writing. She ecanned it
close. *‘* My dear Winifred,” it began
usual, and in her own hand tco. Why, this
must be just an old letter of her own to her
friend and h}mpil; what possible connection
could Mr. Meysey or Mr., Rslf imagine it
had with the present crisis? But thea the
date—the date was g0 curious: ** September
17"—that fatal evening! She glanced
through is all with a burning eye. ¢ Great
heavens, what was this? ¢ So wicked, so
ungrateful : I know Mrs, Mevsey will never
forgive me."—*By the time this reaches
you, I shall have left Whitestrand, I fear
for ever.”—** Darling, for haaven's sake, do
try to hush this up as much g8 you can,”
—** Everyour affectionate, but heart-broken
Elsie,”

A gasp burst from her bloodless lips.
She laid it down, with both hands on her
heart. That signature, E'sie, betrayed the
whole truth. Ssha was white as asheet now,
and lramhlin{: visibly from head to foot.
But she would go right through with it;
sha would not flinch ; she would know it all—
all—all, utterly.

‘1 never wrote it,"” she cried to Edie with
a choking voice,

“‘ I know you didn't, darling,” Edie whisp-
ered in her ear.

‘* And you know who did ?” Elsie sobbad
out terrified,

Edie rodded. *“I know who did—at
least, I suspect.—Cry, darling, cry. Never

mind us, Don’t burst your poor heart for
waut of crying.”
But Eleie couldn’t cry yet. She put her

white hand, trembling, into her open boeom,
and palled out slowly, with long lirgecing re-
luctance —atiny bundleof water sta'ned letter
They were Hugh's lotters, that she had
worn at her breast on that terrible night,
She had dried them all carefully o.e by
one here in bed at Lowestoft; and ehe
Lept them still next the beoken heart that
Hugh had =0 lightly sacrificed to mammon,
Smudged and ba'f erased by immersion oy
they were, she could satill read them in
their blarred condition ; and sha knew them
by heart already, for the matter of that,
if the water had made them quite iliegible,
Sae drew the last one out ot its envelope
with reverent care, and laid it down sile
by sida with the forged letter to Winifred,
Paper fcr paper, they answercd exactly,
in sizy and shape and glaz: and quality,
Hugh had cften shown her how admirably
he could imitate eny particular handwrit.
ing.
would give him at least the full benefis of
all possible doubts, She held it up to the
light and examined the water-mark, 1ath
were identical —an unusual paper ; bought
at a fantastic atationer’s in Brighton, It
was driviog daggers into her own heart;
but ehe would go right through with it: she
must know the truth. She gavea great gaep,
ard then took three other letters singly from
the packet. Horrorand dismay were awak.
ening within her the instincts and ideas of
an experienced detective,
three previous lettersshe had last received
from Hugh, in regular order. A stain caused
by & drop of milk or grease, as often happens,
ran right through the entire quire. It was
biggeasv on the front page of the earliest
letter, dud smalleat and dimmeat on its back
gradually
ough the
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other three. Bhe looked at the letter to
Wipifred with tearless eyes. It correspond-
od exactly in every respect ; for it had been
the midd{u sheet of the original seriea,

Elsie laid these all down on the sofa by
her side with an exhausted air and turned
wearily to Edie, Her lace was flushed and
feverish at last. She said nothing, but
leape 1 back with a gaastly sob on her pillow,

She knew to a certainty now it was Hugh
Iwha hadl done this nameless thing—Hugh
who had done it, believivg her, his lover, to
be drowned and dead—Hugh who had done
it at the very moment when, us he himself
supposed, her lifeless body was tossing and
dancing among tho mad breakers, that roar-
ed and shivered with unholy joy over the
hoarse sandbanks of the bar at Whitestrand
—It was past belief—but it was Hugh who
had done it,

She could hava

forgiven him almost any-

with “l'hltt- thing else save that; but (hat, never, ten
into Elsie's | thousand times

never ! She could have for-
given him even his cold and cruel speech
that last nIEhh by the river near the
poplar: “I have never been engaged to
you. I owe you nothing. And now I
mean to marry Wibifred." She could
have forgiven him all, in tke depth
of her despair, — S8he could have loved
him still, oven—to profound is the power
of first-love in a true pure woman’s inmost
nature—if only she could have believed he
had melted and menl:ed in eackoloth and
ashes for bis ein and her sorrow, If he had
lost his life in trying to save her! If he
had rousad the county to search for her
body ! Nay, cven if he had merely gone
home, remorseful and self roproaching, and
had proclaimed the truth and his own
shame in an agony of regret and pity and
bereavement.—For her own sake, she was
glad, indeed, he had not done all this; or
at least she would perhaps have been glad
if she had had the heart to think ¢f herself
at all at such a moment. But for him —for
him—she was ashamed and horrified and
Btricken dumb to leara it.

For, instead of all this, what namelezs and
unspeakable thing had Hugh Massinger
really done? Gone home to the inn, at the
very moment when she lay there senselesa,
the prey of the waves, that tossed her about
like a plaything on their cruel erests—gone
home to the inn, and without one thought of
her, cne effort to rescue her—for how could
sha think otherwise ?—full only of vile and
craven fears for his own safety, sat down at
his desk and deliberately forged in alien
handwriting that embodied Lie, that visible
| aud tangible documentary Meanness, that

she saw staring her in the face from the
| paper before her | It was incredible ; it was

past conception ; but it was, nevertheless,
the simple fact. As she floated insensible
| down that hideous current, for the sea
aand the river to fight over her blanched
corpse, the man she loved, the man
who had so long pretended to love her,
had been quietly engaged in his own
room in forging her name to a false and
horrible and misleading letter, which might
cover her with shame in the unknown grave
to which his own cruelty and wickedness
and callousness had seemingly consigned
her ! No wonder the tears etood back un

| willingly from her burn’ng eyeballs. For

grief and horror and misery like hers, no
relief can be found in mere hysterical weep-

And who had done this heartless, this

dastardly, this impossible thing? Hugh
Massinger—her cousin Hugh—the man she
had set on such a pinnacle of goodness and

raise and affection—the man she had
worshipped with her whole full heart—#he
man she had accepted as the very incarna-

83 | tion of all that was tiruest and noblist

and best and most beautiful in human
nature. Her idol was dethroned from its
shrine now ; and in the empty niche from
which it had cast itself prone, she had noth-
ing to set up instead for worship, There

was not, aad there never had been a Hugh.
The universe swam like a frightiul blank
around her. The sun had darkened itself at
once in her sky. The solid ground seemed to
fail baneath her feet, and she felt herself
suspended alone above an awful abyss, a
seething and tossing and eddying abyss of
utter chaos,

Edie Relf held her hand still ; while the
sweet gentle motherly old lad; with the
snow-white hair and the tender eyes puta
cold palm up against her burning brow to
help her to bear it. But Elsie was hardly
aware of either of them now., Her head

The suspicion was profound ; but she | o4

swam wildly round and round in a norrible

hantasmagoria, of which the Hugh that was
not and that never had been formed the
central pivot and main revolving point ; while
the Hugh that was just revealing himself
utterly in his inmoat blackness and vileness
and nothingness whirled round and round
that fixed centre in a mad carcer, she knew
not how, and she rsked not wherefore.
““ Cry, cry, darling, do try to cry,” both the
other women urged upon her with sobs and
tears ; but Eltie's eyeballs were hard and
tearless, and her heart etood still every mo-
ment within her with unspeakable awe and
horror and incredulity.

Preeently she stretched out a vague
hand towards Edie. *‘Give me the tele-
gram, dear,” she said in a cold hard voice,
as cold and hard as Hugh Maasinger's own
on that fearful evening,

Edie hended it to her withont a single
word,

She Inoked at it mechanically, her lips st
tight; thensho asked in the same mataliiz
tone as before: ** Do you know anything of
27 Holmbury Place, Duke Streos, 83 James'?”’

“Warrea saya the club porter of the
Cheyne Row lives there,” Edie answoered
goftly.

Iislis fell back wvpon her pillows onee
I more, ** kilie,” she cried, ** oh, KElis,

lidie, hold me tight, or I shall sink and dia}
-—If only he had been cruel and nothing
more, I wouldn’t have minded it ; indeed,
I wouldn't, Bas that he should he so caw.
ardly, so mean, o unworthy of himself it
kiils me, it ki!ls me—1I couldn’t have heliev-
it 1
“ Kies her, mother,” Edie whispered
low., ** Kiss her, and lay hker head, s,
upon your dear old shoulder | Sho's going
to ery now! Iknow she's roing to cry !
Pat her cheek : yes, so. I[ only sha can
ary, she can 1ot her heart out, and it won's
aquite kill her,”

At the words, Elsie found the blessed
relief of teara ; they rose to her eyes in a tor.
rent lood. Shecried as if her heart would
burst. Butit eased her tcomehow, The two

They wero the | other women oried i sympathy, holding her

hauds, and encouraging her to let out her
pent up emotions to the very full by that
natural outlet, Phey crled together silent.
ly for mnng minutes, Then Elsie pressed
tf';elr two hands with a convulsive grasp;
and they knew she wounld live, and that the
shock had not entirely killed ovt the woman
within her,

| rangements of stomach and bowels,

An hour later, when Edie, with eyes very
red and swollen, went out once more into tue
little front parlour to fetch some needlework,
Warren Relf intercepted her with eager
questioning. ** How is she now !’ he nsked
with an anxious face, **Isshe very ill? Anl
how did she takeit?’

‘ She’s erying her eyos out,thank Heaven,"
Edio answered fervently, *‘ And it's broken
her heart. It's almost killed her, but not
(quite. She's crushed and lacerated like a
wounded cretaure,”

** Bat what will she do 1" Warren asked,
with a wistful look.

“*Do, Just what I say, Nothing at all.
Anpihilate and effice herself. She'll azcept
the position, leaving things exactly wheie
that wretched being has managed to put
them ; and as far us he's concarned she'll drop
nltnﬁthtr out of existenge,”

L 11 ow !'l

““8She’ll go with mamma and me to San
Remo."

*“ Aud the Meyseys?"

“ She'li leave them to form their own con.
clusions. Henceforth, she prefors to be
simply nobedy.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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Dr. Pillbags' Diagnosis.

To Dr. Pullbage, Patrick came
With & most woeful tice ;
Baye he, " Dear Docther, phat's your name,
ill you ?!ln trate my case”
The doctor looked him in the ¢ye,
His tongue he made him ahow ;
Said he, * My man, you'r- going to die ;
You've got tic-douloureux.”
"My faith,” rays Pat, Phi‘l'i that you say?
I've got * tick-do lar,” oh |
Yez yio' thafe, [always pay
Ycur bills before 1 go.
I'll have no mora to do wid yes,
I'il doctor my own case."
He to~k adoscof P, P, P, P.'s,
And wears a brighter face.

Use Pierce's Pleasant Pargative Pellets

for torpid liver, constipation, and all the i}fr
y

druggiats,

““Ah, my friend,” sighed a lugubrious
stranger at dAsbury park, *f there are skele-
tons 1n all families. I have mine, and I
8'poee you have yours?' ¢ Yes, sir,"” was
the reply ; ** She is down there on the beach
now.

That Deadly Scourge !

Tubercular consumption is simply lung-
s:rofula—the active and dangerous develop-

ment of a taiut in the blood. Tho grand
blood-cleansing botanic principles obtained
in D¢, Pierces Golden Medical Discovery
specially fit it to purify the blood, and pre-
vent the formation of ulcers in the lung and
bronchial tubes, Liver compliint, skin
diseases, and sores, are also cured by it,
All druggists,

Mistress : **Bridget, I don’t think the
flavor of this tea is as fine as the last we
had.” Bridget: ** Faith ,mum, an’ me cousins
are of the selfsame opinion. They said
last avenin' that the aromy were bastely,”

The *‘old reliable”—Dr. Sage's Catarrh
Remedy.

Deacon—I was terribly shocked, my dear,
to discover on my way home from church a
match game of baseball being played on the
vacant lot near the park. ife—Was it
that which made you so very late, Daacon ?

Alma Ladies College.

S8T. THOMAS, ONTARIO,

This institution which had last year the
eges for women is offering superior advan-
tages to youog women in Literary Course
Fine Arts, Commercial Science and Music,
at the very lowest rates. Adreas, Principal
Austio, B, D,

“*What do you publish a paper for, I'd
like to know ?" sarcastically ercquired an
irate politician, tackling a country editor,
“ For §2 a year, in advance,” responded the
editor, ““and you owe me for four years.”

Foopls who are eubjaca %0 tad breath, foul goase

kcagme, or any disorder of the Bicraach, can & onog

he relieved by uaeing D», Carson's Btomach

the uld and fried ramedv. Ask your Drgelily -
It's nearly as hard for a fellow to boss his

appetite as to boss his wife, '
Hua | Covann Qurz curcd In one minnte.

Hostess (Spruce street boarding-house) —
Which do you prefer, Mr., De Lean, new
potatoea or old?’" Mr. De Loan—*1It
doesn’t matter about the potatoes, madam ;
but if you have two kinds of chicken I will
t.ke the new.,”

A. P, 411
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SRR ENGLISU, Peterboro, Ont.
KNITTING éoeceiown oni: MACHINES

largest enrolment of all the Capadian Coll. |

3 T |

AGENTS WANTED —* EAGIE"
Sfeam Washer, Address GEO. ),
FERRIS, 87 Church 8t, TYoronto.

—_— o

GENTS WANTED for the Improved
Model Washer and Bleacher, Price £3,
0. W. DENNIS, 6 Arceade,Toronto, Ont.

ee, PO.VICKERY, Aagusta, Maine
FARM FOR SALE or RENT. Aunu Bizes,
H. 8. LIIT‘JIIHIJIH IIHA‘I'THN, UNT.
MOHEY Agenta send for aur Ninstrated
« @ntnlozuce, Address, TRIUMI I
M u N EY TO LOAN on Farms. Lowest Ratee,
E.W. 0, RUTEER, Financisl Agt.,
Established 1560, 2 King st E., Toronto
FOR CHURCHES, DWELLINGS,
AND PUBLIC BUILDINGS,
70 King St. W., Toronto.
CANADA PERMANENT
INCORPFORATED 15835,
Head Office : Toronto St., Toronto.
Bunhzeribed Caplial,
Fald Up Canlinl,

WORKES: Akl ot thasanbins
Stained Glass
MCAUSLAKD & SON,
Lioan & Savings Gompany

s 4,100,000
2.500,000
10,400,000

lllllllllllllll

|||||||||||||||||||

The enlarged canital rnd resonrces of this Com.-
pany, tozether wiih the lrereased facilitiea it has
recently acquired for supplying land owners with
cheap money, enable the Directors to meet with
prompiness and at the lowest ourrent rate of interest
all requirementa for loans upon satisfactory real
estate security. Application may be made to either
of the Company's lccal Appralsers or %1

J. HERB R1 MASON, Manag'g Direclcr Toronto.
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IS-THE BEST

For Young Inmtztl it is a perfect substitute
for mother's milk, often saving life: for the Invalld

or Dyspeptio it is of the greatest value, It is
THE FINEST BABY FOOD,
THE BEST INVALID FOOD,
THE MOST PALATABLE FOOD,
THE MOST NUTRITIOUS FOCD,
THE MOST ECONOMICAL FOOD.
IB0 Meals for an Infant for $1.00.

| A Oabinet photo, of Mus, Dant's TRIPLETS—thres
beautiful children—sent to the mother of any baby
born within a year, Al:o a valuable pamphlet on tha
Oare of Infants and Invalids,

Bold by Druggista, Esﬂl' E'ﬂﬂ“ $1.00.
WELLS, RICHARDSON & CO. MONTREAL, P,Q.
iunmln {'uu_ ing Achonl—Scientifle and ralil:

bie eystems tauzht whe. eby stylish, perloct-fit-
Cutters having trouble

1 ting garmeuts are produced,
should secure my syt yms and epsure fucure success,
Entire satisfaction guaranteed, Shirt system taught
Beparate. A rare chance for younz wen to acquire a
InFrative profession. 8, CORRIGAN, Prop., 122
Yonge Street. Terms on application.

BEAVER LINE ot STEAMSHIPS

—SAILING VWERELY BRTWRRN—
MONTREAL AND LIVERPOOL.
8aloon Tickets, 40, 850, 860. Return, £80

$110, Intermediate, 830; Stecrage, §20, :&ppl;rtfo'
H. E. MURRAY. Gen’l. Manager,
1 Custom ITouse Square, MONRTEAL.
FosteR, Profuscly lilustrated
—-Hales marvellous — Nearly
400,000. Send €1 50 for & copy
and gd towork, Agents Wanted. Addreas,

A, G. WATSON, Manacer,
ToroxTo WiLuazp Tra Derository, ToRONTO,

ANADA SHIPPING CO.—Beaver Line of
Steamships, ealling weekly between Montreal
and Liverpool. 8aloon tickets, Montreal to Liver 2
| §40, 830, and $60, Return t!ckets, §50, §00, and $110,
according to eteamer and accommodation, Intars
mediate, $30; Round trip tickets, 00, Steerage, ﬂ!‘
Round trip tickets, $40. For further pastionlass ==
to seonre hirths, apply to H. E. uuﬁu‘f. General
Manager, 1 Cuatumlifu'fma Square, Montréal, or to the
Loocal Agents in the different Twonaand Cities.
GREATRST

SELF-THREADING NEEDLES. ~overss

out! Iostantly rhreaded without passing thread

through the eye. Agents golm money felling them,

Sample packet by mail 15¢, dozen pack ta §:.00.
Whiten Manufacturing Co., Toronto, Ont.

LEATHER BELTING.

EST YVALUE IN THE DOMINION.
F. E. DIXON & CO,, Makers,
70 King Street East, Toronto.
£ 3and lor Price List and Dlscounts.

THE CANADIAY MUTUAL AID ASSOCIATION

OF THE BIELE—Dy CiARLzS

e

|
LIFE INSURANCE AT COST!
(ASSRSSMENT SYITEM)
CEEAP, RELIABLE, PJPULAR

Large Reserve Fund. Agents Wanted.

Address, HEAD OFFICE, 10 King Street E., Toronto.

). & . TAYLOR, —rwseeo-

SAFES

AND VAULT DORS, &C.

Toronte Sate Works.

HAMILTON, CANADA.

Firet of Lailes' Co'lezea, 18 grvlaated over 230
in full courre  Full faculties in Literature, Lans
guages, Music, Seience and Art. Largest Oollege
Buiiding in Dominion. Cpen Sept 65,1833, Address
Principal, REV. A. BURNS, b.D., LL.D,

CHOIGE FARMS FOR SALE IN ALL PARTS OF

NMANITOBA.

ARTIES withing to purchase improved Manitoba
Farms, from 80 acres upwards, with immediate
posaczgion, call or write to @, I MAUISON, Mo-
Arthur's Block, Main at., Winuipeg., Information
farnished fr2e of charge, and settlers assisted in
making seleation., Moxsy 70 LoAN at current rates
of iaterent,

Merchants, Butchers,
and Traders Generally,

—m Emm e

We want a GOOD MAN in your logality to pick up

CALF SKINS

Forus, Cath furniched on Satisfactery Guaracty.
Address,

C. 8. PAGH,
Hyor PArk, Yermont, U, 8,

THE TORONTO SILVER PLATE €0

SILVER - PLATED WARES

420 to 426 King St. West, TORONTO

E. Q. GODERHAM, J. C. COPP.
Manager, Heo, Treaa,




