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AND VICINITY * W

who nse them. Ewvery
satisfaction.

and regret; he would even Disve grasped
irreverently at the ghostly hand of Sir
John Franklin had he come out from '
his icy tomb to stand beside bim there.
It was something of this regret that I
felt in my soul. My mind wenfback to
the close, crowded city, with #s sea of
heated roofs, noisy factories, dusty
streets and interminable walls of ma-
sonry. 1 thought of my sister Alice,
with her dark spiritual eyes, brighter
than the hectic finsh uwpon her cheeks,
Poor invalid child! How I wished that
she was standing beside me, feeling the
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Pronounced usequilled by
stove in use

Every Stove a Double Heater.
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CURED TAKING
Sarsa-

AYERS =

7 was afficted for eight years with Salt
phenm. During that time, I tried a great
many medicines which were highly rec-
smmended, but none gave me relief. I
e=3 3L jast advised ID try Ayer's bSarsa-
; wrilla, and before I h: nished the
jourth bottle, my hands were as

Free from Eruptions

43 ever they were. My business, which

shat of 2 cab-driver, requires me to
he out in cold and wet weather, often
without gloves, but the trouble has
never returned.”—THOMAS A. JOHNS,
Stratford, Ont.

Ayer's ooy Sarsaparilla

Admitted at the World’s Fair.
dyer's Pills {:lenma"ﬂw Bowelw
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LINDSAY, FRIDAY, OCTOBER 4, 1505.

THE RECTOR

—OF —

Abernthney.

————

i shall mever formget the time vpo®
which my eyes nrst fell upon ADerntao-
nev Hall. The stage had put me down
bv a nook in the highway. I felt weary
and excited and seated myself npon the
trunks which the driver had but a mo-
ment before unstrapped from the boot.
But the weariness all left me, and the
excitement changed to a quiet calmmness
as | zazed on the scene before me.

Some 50 yards to my right, embowered
among its little world of trees, stood the
TS, t was a beautiful building;
there was no definiteness about the style
of architecture—it simply seemed to be
thie ereation of an exquisite taste. "Tnere
was nothing about it suggestive of forti-
fication and defense, like those of the
Tudor or Elizabethan styles; it was nei-
ther of the open Italian order nor yet of
the modern pointed gothic. It was a
sort of compromise between the latter,

wobably what might be called the An-
slo-Italian, and a manse peculiarly adapt-
ed to the artificial landscape gardening
in the front and the naturalness of the
dusky woods and the frowning hills in
tho backeround. There was no accuint
latien of buttresses and gables and tur-

ts and snch other ':.'L"_:l..'1.'i.I.*i- that lower

L=

T
the dignity of a house; true, ihere were
terraces, but they were ornamental ac-
companiments—they imparted an im-
ing breadth to the whole group of
ldings.

The approach tothe housew:
a broad, extensive avenue, lined
gide with a variety of trees planted with
the most delicate atiention to effect.
detected the silvery green of the white
poplar mingling with the dark green of
the native cak, blended here and there
with the abnormal tints of the sycamore
and the purple beech. The gardens
glowed with the same inspiration of
beauty and taste. From where I stood
my eye could not criticise their regular-

v, but I saw the outlined hed
blossoming hawthorn. the flowerbeds en-
cireled with their ribbons of boxwood,
and the gay petunia flannting beside ine
humble violet and the bee haunted
thyme. -

[ felt that the spirit which presided
over that exquisite blending of nature
was thoronghly an artist, not

appreciative but of the

ani art

simply of the
creative school.

he painter on canvas. The

latter commences with a tabula rasa; |
his pencil is subject to his will: he puts |

down a rock heré and a brooklet there
and works in his buildings and frees as
. v suggest or the laws of per-
spective demand. Then he can Temove
with the same facility with which he
The landscape gardener must
accept localities as he finds them; he
must conceal deformities and create
beauties. The greater and more numMer-
ous the difficulties he has to surmount,
the more superior to the landscape
painter is his taste and genius.

Beware of the man, says some ODe,
who loves neither flowers ner children.
There is not sisnply a speciousnessabout
that remark. Itis the embodiment of
truth. We are conscious of the weight
and importance of the cauntioz, no mat-
ter how limited our experiemce. As I
gazed upon the scene before me I felt
convincad that the proprietor of Ab-
ernthney Hall loved both flowers and
children: that he was a gentleman of re-
fined sensibilities, a Christian and a
scholar. I had come to act as governess
to his children. I had misgivings in
reference to my new home. My conjec-
tures of harshness and a want of appre-
ciation at times made me almost shrink
away from duty.
and wholly at ease as 1 sat there npon

-'-ﬁ * T R
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the baggage which made up the sum of |

my earthly possessions.

And yet there was much of regret con-
nected with it—not on account of my-
eelf, but on account of another. We
read that William Morton, Eane's friend
and ecompanion, stood slone when he
¥azed npon the unfrozen Polar sea surg-
ing and rolling beneath him. The soul
of De Soto, when he first beheld the Mis-
sissippi, was not touched with half the
grandeur and sublimify. The dream of
philosophy was s reality; the inductions
of science a truth; the open:Polar sea
was found! _

The chilling grandeur of the snow, the
Palaces of ice, idea} Alhambras glitter-
Ing like a thousand stars, the gigantic
Stairways of peas, surmounted by the
briliant arch of the aurora—but, above
all, the oppressivwpess of that hour of
sclitude and silence—stirred. his soul
;j*hthmmahnmsngmﬁm. But
& ood thero alme; he.had no friend

realize with hin ghat half ewskening

Tam of magnifigence; to whom he
‘!llt:h; to whom ke could poing out this

that object of gtiraction. The op-

Dressiveness of his loneliness was like a | le
desuair: it was the struggle of longine | =n
' cagEd

He was more of an ':

Bat I was satisfed

same cool breeze fanning ber brow and
gazing upon the same changing vistas of
scenery; standing beside me &0 that I
counld talk to her!_But she was notthere,
and the tears came into my eyes as I
thought about it; the silver abele grew
indistinct, apd there was a shadowiness
about the blossoming iilacs.

I was soon staried oul of my reverie.
I ubart voices in the n'mmne,inu. n &

moment afterward Mr. Ashley reached
out his hand to me in his kind way,
while the servants shonldered my trunks,

I read my employer at a glance there
was not much individualilty necessary
to do that.
guine, with enough of the phlegmatic to
give him calmness and dignity. He was
still a young man, well formed and with

ThaT IRTOIIeoTRAl eXPresston Tpon his Tace
which comes to men who read and think
mueh. HEis lips and eyes betrayed his
genial nature. They would have given
their imnpressions of geniality to a very
child.
. Hep chatted gayly as we walked to-
vwatd the house. He did so partly to re-
Ifeva me from embarrassment and part-
Iy becausedt was his nature. Perhaps
bhe noticed, foo, that I had beem weop-
ing. Ialready felt as if I1had kmown
bim for years. There was no atmos
phere of mock aristocracy about him,
rapellent because so self evidently puton.
“Carrie,” said Mr. Ashley, ere we
Frackad the hall door, ‘“‘this is your new

teacher.”
 As he o there came from behind a
cinster of china lilacs a beauntiful child
of 10 summers. She had an sbundance
of dark bair, with eves from the bril-
Mﬂ which nothing could detract
bt shynees. while hor figure was
the very personificstion of grace. She
sprang forward and caught my hand

:40h! I ghall lilke you very much,” she
@eﬂ_
¢ My heart throbbed wildly as I stooped
Bown and Jrissed ber white forehead.

«f g glad to hear you say that,” I re-
pledl
. **0arris is both warm and impulsivein
herifriendahips,” said Mr. Ashley. There
wras s cabm, steady lock in his gray eyes.

«f +hought you were a great, lank wo-
man, prith such eyes as make one shud-
der sod with a mele on your nose,” con-
tinged the child.

I laughsd at that and patted her on the
cheek. Mr. Ashley led the way into the
sittingwoom. Casrie still clung to me.

W

Carrio still clung to me.

+What is-your namet” she asiked.

# Jenny oTay."

«Spl I'lko that. You won't make
ma call you Mise Gray, will you? But I
moustr't sk so meny questions. Qnly I
w=at yoa to see Fred.”
| "She 1eft the room, retnrping in a min-
ate or twosrith her brother. I was soon
wpon social terms with him. He closely
regerzbled his father—had the same light,
curting hair, calm gray eyes and ex-
pressive Hips. He was mot 80 I
ag Corie; he was more thoughtful and
reserved, more obscrving and less im-

zive.

I was in due time thoroughly installed
in my new home. Yhad much to bless
my heavenly fother for; my lines were
cast in pleasant places. The summer
went by, end the winter, in the same
quiet, steady, happy way. But I do nos
intend to speak about my duties at Ab-
erntimey Hall, my tutorship of those
lovely children, sod how in beautifying
their lives my own grew beautifal It
58 with the new awakening, the new El
Dosado of my cempenionship, my inti-
macy with the rector, that I have to do.

' He was standiniz at one of the win-

dows on the morning that Mr. Ashley

irt=pdnced me to im. Heturned rouad,
nooded gravely and then gaged out of
the window a3 abstractedly as before. I

and (so my friends tell me) put too low

sn estimate upon myeelf. Though bis
gurvey of e wasnot a leisurely ons, I

He was often

afwdedness, and from this I learned that
nnnmmmugrmtmﬂ'inhi:md.
It was only in the pulpit that he proved
himself more than an ordinary man. He
was au anslytical reasoner, subject to
bursts of the most captivating elogquence

His temperament was sa~-

was not - pigued at that—I san mot proud |

asked.

“Very much so,” I replied.

“His works havenever besn faithfully
translated, and least of all the one you
sre now reading. It is not even second-
handed. It is what Mrs. Austin called
‘a bad translation of a very bad French
translation.” Two clements eater into
every translation—the author and the
translator. Thus, Hoole's ‘Ariosto’ is=
nearer to Hoole than to Ariosto. Soinm
Pope's ‘Homer.” The Greek is nothing,
the Englishman everything. Transla-
tions have been called pressed flowers.
If you want to enjoy Goethe in all lis
freshness and fragrance, you must go to
the original. In wmo other way will you
be able thoroughly te appreciate him.”

“Dp yon unﬂemt:.ng Germsan, Mr.
Jackson? I asked.

“T have been told that I am a perfect
master of the language. I have Goothe's
works in my library. You must study
German.”

Well, I masterel German. The st
was a pleasure and a recreation.
caught the inspiration from the very
lipe, as it were, of Goethe and Heine and
Schiller. I learnnd, too, the trmthful-
ness of Coleridge’s definition of gemins—
that it comsists in carrying on the feel-
ings of the child into maturer years.
Men of true genius give themselves up
to the first simple impressions of com-
mon things. Ther are content to won-
der and smile and admire, just as they
did when they were children. If is the
opening of the heart to all sweet influ-
ences.

We are not called upon to write poe&y
for angels or saints, but for men—for
men who work end think snd suffer.
He who is to photograph humanity mosd
at least be able to stand on s commen
level with it and by his many sympa-
thies enrich his special experfence with
all that is universal. Poetry is the mu-
gic of truth, and let it come through
what medinm it may it is always mu-
gical while it is true.

But that literary feast also became a
«Liebesmshl.” To conjugate the verb
4o love™ in that rich, full, sonorouns dia-
lect was less casy than to give it real-
ity, an active transitiveness. I learned
to love the German, but Mr. Jackson,
the ractor, more.

Well, time brought with it its changes.
The invalid Alice died. She is waiting
for me beside those ever shining gates.
Mr. Jackson became more and more en-
doared to his people and fo me; his
moodiness went away from him. Fred
grew toward the stature of his manhood,
s kind, sterling, tractable child, while
the angel Carrie grew still more beanti-
fal to me in that childish truthfulness
which wiBl light her to the grave. To
couple her pame, the memory of her
virtues and the conscionsness of thegod-
linezs of her Yfe with the tomb waste
rob the latter of all ite shadowiness and
dread!

At last it came 13 it waa to be. Mr.
Jackson spoke to me of love. It was on
o cold, starlit might in March. We were
standing by one of the broad windows,
looking out upon the landscape, which
was beantiful still, though clothed in the
dreariness of winter.

«Jenny,” he commenced half sorrow-
fally, *“I am about to say something that
may lower me very much in your esti-
mation, but I canmot help it. It has
been in my heart for many weeks. It
has wrapped it, like the landscape before
us. in all the chilliness of winter. Wheth-
er what I may say will bring sunshine
and spring, or leave mo still standing an
Ishmael in this desert of my life, I can-
not tell.”

He paunsed a moment, and I thought I
heard my neart beat in that atillness. I
Lad a eonsciousness of what was coming.

He paused o moment, and I thought I
heard my heart beal

“Go on, Leonard,” I said. “Let me be
Hagar to you."”

“No, no!” he cried *with considerable
vehemence. ‘‘You must be more. You
must be my Rebecca—my Leah!”

] will be anything you wish,” I said.

I was surprised at the calmness with
which I seid that; I was not sarprised
that I was thoroughly happy. He took
me in his arms and kissed me passion-
ately.

““We love each cther, Jenny.”

This was said so slowly, so measured-

1y, that it cansed me to look up into his

““We have loved each other for a long
while, Leonard. I am very, very !
How conld yon possibly lower ¥t
in my estimation by such an avowal
How I wish that ‘words of mine could
restore the summer in your heart.”

“It may never bs, dearest Jenny. Iam

_ I might live!

of this? I have told you that1love |
That is very sweet. What I have |
add is very, very bitter. Jenny, you

ecan never be my wifel”

His face was vary white. Therewass

dull, ioy glage'in his eyes and a percepli-
ble shuddex pamed over him. Perhaps
we werealike nffected and alilve mandfest-
edit. I feltasndicnchilliness im the adr,

and Icaunght at the window hangings fer | ¥

L Iﬂidn_ntspuk:l_‘qul.iﬂ}l

]
face I said: “Leonard, what does all this
mean? Why can I not be your wife
He took my arms and made me puf
k. Then he said, in

.One quick, pessionate embrace, ome |

leng, burning kiss, and I was alone. I
seemed onmly conscious that the rector
had staggered across the room, ont of the
door. Oh, the wretchednessof thathour!
I never thonght that one's heart could
bear so much and yet not break. I felt
tenfold more wretched, more unsatisfied,
more sick and tired of lifs and the world
than I did when they laid a beloved
mother in the grave and later still the
invalid Alice. Thers were mo tears im
my eyes. It was a grief too deep for
tears. I creptupto my chamber, fright-
ened at my own ghostliness, I prayed
for strength timt I might endure, for
patience that I might wait, for life thas

A
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T cannot say that I was afraid of her.

Now I was able to account for many
things about the rector that had seemed
singular to me. His frequent absence
from the parish; his sallen moodiness;
his =alternate warmth and coldness
toward me. I was certain that he loved
me very much—warmly, passionately.
Those words that ha bad spoken hadlong
been burning in his soul. They must
have found veat sooner or later. There
are somo things that the heart must
githor be relisved of—or burst.

Well, months went by and the winter
set in again. Mr. Jackson ceesed to be
attentive to me and oven avoided my so-
ciety. It required a mighty effort. I
could read it in his melancholy eyes and
in his more than ocommon restlessness.
In part I felt thankfnl for the course of
action he had adopted. While it made
me admire him all the more, it also gave
me time to fortify my own soul and reo-
oncile it to its first great sorrow.

I have on incident of another night in
March to relate. It was not a clear, star-
lit night, though. It was a dreary, win-
try night, wondering whether it should
ralent into the capriciousness of April
A disagreeable rain was falling, one of
those wretched compromises between
smow and sleet. I was sitting alone by
¢he fire, my pupils had retired to bed,
and Mr. Ashley had gone to the adjoin-
ing village.

Suddenly the door opened, and there
entered, ed by a gust of wind al-
most visible in the mistiness, a young
woman. She walked straight up to the
grate and held her hands over it, noitler

ing mor looking around her. It
was this silence that made me feel soun-
comfortable. A chilliness crept over me
as I gazed upon her; it was not the chil-
Finess of the rain, but the chilliness of
dread.

She was scantily attired, though &
beavy blanket carelessly thrown around
her bad in 3 manner protected ber from
the storm. Her hair wad disheveled
and wvery black. Her face was mﬂy
white, and her eyes dull and ghastly,
ke those of a drowned person whem
they are found open.

I cannot say that I was afraid of her.
She seemed perfectly harmless, and there
was an air of refinement about her that
told of better days.

“It is cold,” I said.

upon me—no, fsshed; before they were
%0 icy, but now how they blased!

“Who said it was cold? she asked
fiercely.

] did,” I replied in a mild tone, though,
I wae conscions that I trembled.

“You, eb? Well, it's nothing touyon
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“You seemed froubled,” I said.

«] bave much to trouble me, Jeany,”
be said eorrowfally, “yet I am still
thankful that God gives me strength to
bear it all.

“Yes, ] was writing to you. Itisnot
pecessary now. You are wanted to offi-
ciate at s foneral.”

“Js it possible? Any of the parish-
joners dead?”

“No, it is o strange woman who died
here—a crazy woman."”

Oh. how white his face grew! He
caught at the table for

. where?™ he buskdly.

“Here, in the house,” I replied

. “She is lying in the parior,
for the tomb.”

He losked at me for a moment; his
eyes grew very much Hise hers in their
vacant stare; thee he took up the lamp,
fargetting that he was leaving me in the
darkness and passed down stairs. I fol-
lowed him, impelled by s thought that
made me shudder just thep becanse it
thrilled my velns with & sort of plessure.

The rector was kueeling beside the
corpse, kissing the cold lips snd wur-
muring, *“Oh, Elsis! my wife! my bedtti-
ful cnel”

Again that thought Slashed thromgh
my brain. She was indeed the rector’s
wife, and the thought would sconer
shape into a certainty. There was a
choking sensation in my throat, but ere
I conld turn away the rector saw me.
He mctioned me to his side, but without
getting up from his kmecs.

The rector was knesling beride the corpse.

“What did she tell you? he asked.

«She told me nothing about herself er
the past. I heard you call her wife.”

“Yes, she was my wife. She is at rest
now, and it is better for her and for me.
No prayers need be offered up for a soul
g0 kind and so good as hers was.”

He said nothing more just then, which
in & manner surprised me. He rose up,
foided his arms and gazed steadfastly
into the face of the dead. A scalding

my hand. He ssemed to
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MODERN.
HANDSOME.,
POWERFUL
The Oven Works to Perfection.

MANUFACTURED BY

The Garmey Foundry Co., Lid.,
TOROINTO

FOR SALE BY

W. G. WOODS - Lindsay.

Hﬁrn Bros.

¢ SELF-PROTECTION =

in this changeable climate demands the use of Woollens, The tendency of the
times is for a good class of goods at Low Prices. The only way this can be
done is to buy goods from a reliable firm who manufactures them. We claim
that for Variety, Quality and Low Prices we can crow over all the large city
merchants, They buy from the Manufacturers ; 80 may you.

A SUGEGGESTION - —mm —
Spend your money in your own town

- SN OF'EFEEER b

~ Any Goods bought at our Mills which are not
just what they should be, or what they are represented
to be, may be returned and we will retund full price.

What more need we say ?

HORIN BROS.,

Lindsay Woollen Mills.
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giirom:r TO LOAN

at Lowest Rates on M Secu -or
on approved hlmmﬁmﬂtr.

NOTES DISCOUNTED

any term not excesdlng: twaelve months

‘447 Adraansd oa Farmers' Sale Notes
Lawh Paid lor Morcgagos aod Debeature

' i, Excursiops to PORT QDURON. | or
DETROIT. CLEVELAND, SAGINAW BaY |
CITY GRAND RAPLDS, CAICAGO, CINCIN- |
NATTL., Uctober, 3rd. d'h and Sth. Geod 0
return on or before Getober, 31st, 1E05 -
FARE: : |
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E::ﬂ"l:;:ll'lﬂl | their mortgeeos, and having their interest ud.ue:
A s T " to the very lowmst rate The oot is sinell compared

Tickots on Sale wi the Express Office. to the mving effected.
REAL ESTATE bought and sold on
i J MATCHEIT, Agent T
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Genersl Insurance Agent, Eanker and Broker, ¥l
Kont Strool, Lindsy.
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BUILDER AND CONTEACTOR
Insurancs acd Geporal Valuator,

Plans and Zstimales can be Fur-
nished on Application.

SHOP AND RESIDENCE

Horse | XL STEEL.
TOE WEIGHT,

Shoes)winter PATTERN.
We keep the Best Brands.

Tron, Nleigh Shoe Steel. Cut~
Horse Nails, Horse
Rasps, Boits, Nuts
and Rivets,

Wood Work for SLEIGHS and CUTTERS
WHOLESALE ARD RETAIL.

J. G. EDWARDS & GO.,

Importers of Iron, Steel, Fard
ware, Paints, Oils, Ete.

F. VanCamp.

F. VANCAMP

Nornrost Hardware Sjore teo
the Market.

Builders’ Hardware, Pori-
land Cement, Dry and
Tarred Buillding

Paper.
SPORTING GDODS AND AMMUNITION.

OTOVES AND RANGES

New Designs and Lowest Prices
—fAT—

F. VanCAMP’S

—— T —— ——m—

Hughau & Co.

SPECIAL SALE R
LADIES’ AKD GENTS’

WATCHIES.

e ———

Jas H Lenpon.

LENNON'S

—(IAT OF—

FURNITURE

Bed lovm Suiter,
Sidebeards,
Eaxtension Tables,
Centre Tables
Falliny Leaf Tables,
FLounges
Mattrasses,
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