THB PHANTOM PASSENGER.

Wfcta f \ra* rouuger in my tjroffesi-
;«ii ibait Lant r.ow, Urejileu was rny
favorite holiday report. In the quiet
unJ slow-flowing life current of the
Old World homo of the line arts, |
frequently sought and found relaxa-
tion from the strain of work-a-day
months in Loudon.

Ono January night found me seated

travel-stained and weary—in
tho train at Hamburg, enroute. for my
old resort. Experience has taught
ine that in Germany a foliow-travoler
implies an instantaneous deprivation
ot tiie quantum of fresh air nocossary
to kcop the lungs in play. So, calling
the guard, | requested that I might
be secure fiom intrusion. Touching
his cap with a laconic *“gut,” he
pocketed a donceur and locked me in.
Tho train started. Fora few moments
wo stopped at a wayside station. | con-
sulted my watch. Flow cold it grows
Hi the day draws his la.it shivering
breath. Strango ut this hour the
springs of being aro at their lowest in
all Ihat live:*, whilst, in mystic sym-
pathy with the dying day, the life ie
spilt out. of those in whoso cup are
only its leei. | wrap my cloak
around me.

QOiice more we were on the point of
starting, when the door | imagined
securely locked wasgently and easily
opened. A lady entered, and seated
herselfopposite me. Below my breath
I confounded the guard for a false
JDeutsher, and reflected how extraor-
dinary it was that the intruder should
bo a woman,Jor abroad the fair sex
have special traveling compartments
where no man dare put in an appear-
ance, and vice versa. In the confu-
sion of starting sho had doubtloss mis-
taken hw carriage, aDd now, perhaps,
felt uncomfortable.

As the cold each moment increased,
| offered her ono of my warm wraps,
addressing a fow conventional words
to her on tho topic of tho weather.
“Thank you,” she said, in a quiet and
perfectly self-possessed voice," “ but
indeed | do not feel the cold you spoak
of.” A story is often told in the tone
of a voice—and tho tone of this one
was peculiar. Unmistakably English
and well-bred; but there was no ring
in it, only a cortain hopelessness suf-
ficiently pathetic. Sho had evidently
noticed some of my smaller profes-
sional bolongings in the netting above
me, for, as | silently pondered what
manner of woman she .was, she thus
addressed me :

“You aro an artist?” “I1 am.

Could you paint a portrait from
memory ?” “ Most certainly.” She
removed the thick veil that concealed
hor face, and laid aside her bonnet.
The light from the lamp fell full on
her. Sho had a lovely face, but it was
cold and white and still as chiseled
marble. She encountered the bold
steady gaze of masculine eyes, yet no
tinge of color-flickered on hor cheek.
A mass of ruddy brown hair was
coiled round her shapely head; large
brown eyes, full ofthe dumb, question-
LUi iITin i have seen in tho ey<s of a
hunted deer at bay, looked out fiom
between dark lushes. Marring the
stainless white of the left cheek, a
livid mark ran from the temple into
tho neck—it almost looked as if a
stinging riding-switch had been drawn
swift and sharp across the face, burn-
ing its brand into tho delicate flosh.
Her dress was of black velvet, and
around the throat and wrists were
ruffles of costly lace. “ Yours,” | said.
“is not a faco soon to bo forgotten. |
could any day paint your portrait
from memory.” “Will you do so ?”
“Certainly, if you desire it.” “1 do
specially desire it.” | took out my
note-book and entered a memoran-
dum. “ Promised to paint the por-
trait of a lady from memory, this vOtli
night of January, 18—.” She watched
me mako this entry, and resuming
her bonnet and veil, she fell iuto
silence.

As | sat opposite this beautiful
statuesquo woman, a strange sensa-
tion stole ovor me. Underneath that
concealing voil therewas a still, white
face, with stricken eyes that haunted
me and sent a chill to my heart. Gid
help her, | thought, for lifo has been
cruel to her. Then | mused on the
singular promise | had como under—
to paint her portraitfi'om memory.

Would she com<J and claim the pic-
ture? Was | to sond it to hor? And
where? | must come to somo finding
before we part. Meantime, in the first
gray dawn, the train stopped atBerlin,
where wo changed carriages. For a
moment | turned to gather together
my small impedimenta; when 1 re-
sumed my position | was the sole oc-
cupant of the compartment. Hoping
to encounter my sometime companion
in the crowded station, | made haste
to got out. My efforts were in vain—
I was locked in. Presently the guard
camo with his key and lot me out.
“ Theie is trickery hero,” | said in
some heat. “A lady turned the han-
dle of your looked door easily enough,
and has been my traveling companion
sinco midnight”

" Impossible!” and tho guard shrug-
ged liis shoulders incredulously. The
key had boen in his pocket all the
time.” | shook my head, but there
was no time for parley, and without
another glimpse of tho fair incognita
1 vesumed my journey.

Once more in Dresden, and amidst
the realism of the old familiar'-life,
the midnight episode of my journey
began to fade into a trick of a fevered
and over-wearied biain. And as |
glanced attho entry in my noto-book,
I reflected how completely a dis-
ordered imagination may fool a man.
At the same time | resolved some
leisure day to trace out my dream on
canvas; but, absorbed in immediate
6tudy, | then postponed my intention.
Weeks rolled on, and | went to Berlin
to look up a college chum, who was
temporarily located in that city.
When | got to his quarters, Unterder
Linden, I found that some weeks prg-
viously he had bean hastily recalled
to England, and another Englishman

reigned in hla stead. As | tuniod
from the door, slightly chagrined, |
encountered the tenant of Locksley’s
rooms, evidently returning from a
stroll.

A fine old man of tho genuine typo
of courtly Englishman, now rarely to
be met. llo politely accosted me, and
ii few words I told him of my dis-
appointment. “ Do confer a kindness
ou me,” be said, “and stop and dino.
f am quite alono, and it is pleasant to
hear one’s mother tonguo in this land
ofstrangers.” Wo exchanged cards,
and | accepted his invitation as cor-
dially as it was offered. By degroos
we fell into tho most amicable rela-
tions with one another; and presently
he told me, with tears in his eyes, that
within tho last few weeks ho bad
been bereft of a wife and daughter—
all he had of best and loveliest, and
was quite alono. -

Then | strovo to turn his sad
thoughts into anotherchannel, and by
and by wo foil into art talk. “ Could
you, Mr. Stanley,” said my host,
“paint a portrait from a minute ver-
bal description ?* | feared not, but
would try. On a whatnot at tho other
ond of tho room | found paper and
colors, and | brought my materials to
the table whore we sat over our wine.
“Now, Mr. St. John, describe and |
will draw.” In a hushed voice ho
minutely detailed tho items of a face.
I mado my sketch. No; it was ro
jected as unlike. Another- -alike un-
successful. A'verbal description failed
to give my pencil the power of catch-
ing the expression ofthe dear familiar
face.

“They tell mo,” said tho old man,
in a low, moody tone, as if ho uucon
sciously thought aloud—*they tell
rae that at the last she boro tbe mark
of acruel blow on her cheek. Sho, my
tender, one ewe lamb, that | was fain
to shelter in my bosom from every
rough wind that blew.” Overwhelmed
by a bitter tide of recollection, the
old man covercd his face with his
hands and sank into silencc. These
few anguished words dropped like
blood from a wounded heart, at once
recalled tho face of the unknown trav
eling companion of my midnight jour
ney. Once more | saw before me the
palo, perfect face, with sorrowful eyos
and a livid mark on the left cheek.
At last | fulfilled my neglected prom-
ise, and, taking my pencil, | rapidly
sketched her portrait from momory.
Silently** I placed my work before Mr.
St. John.  “Itis sho | it is Emmie—
my darling, my darling!” he cried,
and again and again ho kissed the
senseless paper on which was traced
the lineaments of ono who was very
dear. “Youhavo seen hor, then, for
no such powerful likeness could other-
wise bo produced. You have caught
the very trick of tho half-drooped eye-
lids.”

“Yea,” | said slowly, “ I havo seen
her. And, what is moro, on the 20th
night of January last, | promised, at
her request, to paint her portrait from
mfemory.” r Good God! It is impos-
sible. On tho 20th of January sho
died.” | folt liko a man in a dream.
With a slight shiver | recalled tho
pallor, the ohill, the wbitencts of the
face of my. traveling compai io i. Was
this faithful sketch the vivid remem-
brance of a dead face ? | took out my
note and showed Mr. St. John the
entry—*“ Promised to paint thej*5r-
trait ofa lady from memory, this 20th
night of January, 18—.” A deep
silenco brooded over us. As soon as
possible I made my adieu. | returned
to Dresden, and, once more in my
studio, | hastened to paint a fuil-
length portrait of the mysterious pres-
ence that haunted me day and night.
I shonld get rid of it that way. At
tho rapid rate | worked, the picture
was soon completed. | throw all the
cunning of hand and brain into tho
task, and my knowledge of art told
mo that my labor had not been in
vain. In each detail | painted tho
picturelas | had last soen my mysteri-
ous sitter, save that in this portrait
no unlovely scar marred the delicate
oval of the cheek. Anxious to seo it
placed in Mr. St. John's possession, 1
had it carefully packed, and | myself
took it to Borlin. | was fortunato to
tind the old man at home, and as |
begged his acceptance of the work ol
my pencil, his cordial satisfaction
more than repaid me for tho toil of
the last few weeks.

“1 think it is duo to 3'ou, Mr. Stan-
ley,” he said, “ that you should know
something of tho history of the lady
whose portrait you have so admirably
painted, and undor circumstances so
peculiar.” It cost him an evident
effort to say these words, and | bog-
ged him to spare himself a recital
that | felt must be painful, but he
persisted in giving me the following
rapid life-sketch :

Emmio was our only child, and tho
fondest love of our hearts twined
about her. During an autumn’s wan-
dering on the Continent we mot Baron
Wolftein—gay, young, handsome,
and knowing well how best to wile
away a woman’s heart, he won our
Emmie’s love. And we, who loved hor
bettor than we loved ourselves, gave
her up, although we knew that in tho
very act we tore down our life's joy
with our own hands. Well, her lover
was of good birth, rich, of excellent
reputation, and as devoted to, Emmie
as she was to him. And for her sako
we plucked our one sweet English
rose from the parent stem and Wolf-
stein boro her on in triumph t$ his
chateau in the Black Forest. Tho
world called hor’s a brilliant part;
bul there was no brilliancy left for
tho mother and me. Waithout her,
house and heart wero dark and chill.
The events of our days wero her let-
ters—at first they were all sunshine,
and full of her husband's praises.
After awhilo, we fancied they droop-
ed a little in their cheery tone, hor
husband’s name was mare rarely men-
tioned, and at last ho was quite ig-
nored. Timo after timo it was arranged
that sho should come to tis, aud timo
after time her visit was delayed on
some paltry excuse. We bad not seen

-the face of our darling for a year..

We could bear the separation no
longer. We would go to cer. When

so far on our journey as Barliii, my
wife was seized violently ill. 1 wrote
to Wolfstein and Emmio of oar dis-
tro33—no response Came to my Cry
for succor. '

On the morning of tho let Of.]anu-
ary | bent over my wife to moisten
her fevered lips with a little wine.
“ Edward,” she said, taking my hand
in hers, “Emmie was with me in the
flight.” “ Darling, you: wore dream-
ing,” | eaid soothingly’. It was no
no dream, husband. She stood where
you stand now. Her dross was of
black velvet, with lace about the
throat and wrists.  Sho looked sad.
and oh, so cold, and down one cheek
thero was a horrid mark. *‘Mothor,’
she said, ‘you havo no portrait, not
even a photograph, to remind you of
p or Emmie, | shall send you one.’
And before | could speak or lay my
hands on hers, she was gone." From
her rapid pulse | knew fever was
working in her veins, and fearing this
was the raving of delirium, | soothed
her as best | could. Just then a ser-
vant entered the room; she held in
her hand that which we had cause to
dread—a telegram. | tore it open;
and, as my eye learned its contents, a
groan burst from my lips. “Emmie
is dead,” said my wife, quietly. “I
knew it dear.” It was oven so.

This blow rapidly extinguished the
flickering lifo of the mother, and she.
too, quickly followed Emmie. Aftor
this sad event 1 arranged to go to
Wolfetein’s chateau. He had taken no
notico of my various letters; but 1
eoncluded that, stunned by grief; the
poor fellow was unable to attend to
his ordinary duties cf life. In this
fellowship of sorrow, together we
should mingle our tears.

On my way to tho railway station |
encountered Susan, Emmie’s faithful
maid, who had been with her young
mistress before and since her marriage.
Tho girl wae weary and worn with
iatigue, and her oneo bright English
fiico was white and scarred. She
stretched her hands towards mo. “ Mr.
St. John, Mr. St John I” then she fell
down in a swoon. | had her con
veyed to my room, and after adminis-
tering restoratives sho recovered, and
in a few terrible words sho told me ol
my child.

For two or three months aftor mar
riago all was sunshine; then the fickle
nature of the Baron began to assert
itself, and ho became a vory devil of
causeless jealous}7and malico. Every
letter Emmie wrote was read before it
left tho chateau. She was debarred
from going into society—sho was per-
mitted to see no ono save in tho pros-
once of her husband, who watched her
as a tiger watches his prey. Then lie
took to drinking, and playing heavily;
but she, hoping to win him back to
her, still compassed him round with
sweet observances, and by her gontle
goodness hard to exorcise the demon
that possessed his heart. Bnt it was
no uso: And then she told me how
one night Emmie’s husband returned
from a boar hunt, and -she ran to meet
him in tho hall, when he, in a fit of
drunken fury, before servants and
strangerguosts, raised hisriding-whip
and eirtrtier lutross tlio faco—tlie
cowardly Found—and from that hoar
sho rv»ver raised hor head, but under
tb-ecruel indignity sheslowly drooped.

On the night she died sho moanod
with pain lhat sho could not soo hor
father or mother again, and they had
no picture oven to romembor her by.
But they shall havo one, and, thus
saying, sho died.

When tho master of the chateau
saw her dead, remorso burned into his
soul and drovo him mad, and he was
now a raving maniac. And at last
Satan escaped from the chateau to tell
tho secrets of bis prison -house.

As Mr. St. John rapidly sketched
those tragic outlines, great drops ol
anguish stood on his forehead, and
when 1 bado him farewell bis hand
was as’cold |as death. In tho din
and confusion of this great shouting
world | lost sight of my friend, and
some years after our rencontre at
Berlin, I was pained to read an inti-
mation of .his death in the Times.
Shortly after this melancholy an-
nouncement a letter from tho solici-
tors of Mr. St. John informed mo that
he had bequeathed mo a full-length
portrait of his only daughter.

And this is the story* of tho picture
of the lady with tho pale, sad face,
that hangs in my library. Butsome-
times | think I only dreamt the tragic
tale.— English Magazine.

Hydrophobia.

An anocdote is told which goes to
prove that this teriiblo disease is
partially owing to imagination, and
may be sometimes subdued by a reso-
lute will. Andrew Crosse, tho famous
electrician of England, was bitten by
a oat, which died the same day of
mauness.. The wound healed, but
three months after-he felt great pain
in the arm, attended by thirst. In
raising a tumbler of water to his lips,
a severe spasm closed his throat. Tho
dreadful thought flashed on him that
ho was doomed to death by hydro-
phobia. Ho determined to escape, if
possible, and took his ~nn to occupy
his mind in hunting. His arm ached
intensely, but he walked hard the
whole afternoon. On reaching home
he felt better, and could oat, and drink.
Tbe next day the pain bad gono to
tho elbow, and tho following day to
the wrist, and then it left’ him'alto-
gether. Tho doctor said it was a
clear case of hydrophobia. While
admiring Mr. Crosse for bis nerve
power, wo fear that very few peoplo
live, who are capable of emulating
his exam plo.-

The King of Ashanteo-bas 333- wives,
and still he is not happy.

Tho sardine fisheries ia., Francs at
present employ 20,000 sailers and some
is;000 meu, women and cliiWren on
laud'to prepare tho fish for jnarket. It
seems that the oafceh is now diminish-
ing sveiry year, and die alm<i>st'<ibmplete
failure of Awfisti i*fty be*«rt.!eipatecl at-
no remote period.

As Happy as Gan 3s.

[.The city of B—, a town oil the Big
Muddy, :in  Missouri, )iau among ils
principal citizens Captain MoV—, a
man who: “knows how to kcop a
hotel, 2 aiitl who says sharp things on
current events. Just before tho
breaking out of the war'ayoung lady
of B— Was married, to a rising phy-
sician. Ho joined his fortunes with
the South, and soon after ho was
killed in battle. Afterward tho lady
married a merchant of St. Louis, who
was carried off by tho cholera in
1868. Returning to her former home,
sho mat a young man of fine address
and entertaining manners, but who
had a greater social than business

reputation. He wa3 not rich, and
had, apparently, little prospect of
becoming so.

Under these cixcumstancos tho en-
gagement of the twain was looked
upon as anything but desirable by
the friends of the lady, who, notwith-
standing her doublo widowhood, was
still young and attractive. But in
this caso, as ia innumerable others,
love triumphed over prospective pov-
erty. One evening, whilo Captain
.McY— and some of his guests were
sitting on the porch, enjoying tho
cool breeze of the Big Muddy, the
couplo referred to strolled by. After
they had passed, the Captain ex-
claimed :—

“ What terrible sin can that woman
have committed that sho should bo
thus visited by all the oursos iu the
calender? She has had war, she lias
had pestilence, and now she is threat-
ened with famine.”

He might havo gone on and added,
“battle, murd?.r, and sudden death.”
Fortunately tho last marriage has
proved ai “ happy as they make
them.”

Honor.

Honor is a vory different thing
from honesty. Thero are moil who
scrupulously pay their debts and
promptly meet their notes of hand,
who are utterly deficient in tho nice
sense of personal dignity which we
call honor. Yet in the necessary
commerce of life, tho dealings of men
and women with each other in busi-
ness and in friendship, thero can be
no perfect or satisfactory issues where
honor is not regnant. Lot us illus-
trate by reference to somo everyday
matters.

You aro a guost in tlie family of a

friend. Being a guest you aro ad-
mitted into tho privacies of the
homo. Tlio members df tlio house-

hold go on in their ordinary way in
your presence, thus paying you the
highest compliment in their power,
by* making you one of themselven.
Now, if you go from them, and after-
wards in your own home or in society
mako their idiosyncrasies the ttfeme
of your conversation, toll o' the i!l-
tempor of this one, tho parsimony of
that, and tho oddities of a third, you
arc, in plain words, dishonorable.
You were trusted in tho unspoken
confidence of friendship, and you
have violated a trust. Ladies’ mai Is
and valets sometimes do this in print
with regard to the groat peoplo whom
they have served, and their revela-
tions are interesting reading to a
class like-minded with themselves.
It seems to ua that neither ladies nor
gentlemen, however, would care to
penetrate guarded interiors by such
doors as these.

The literary disputes that so fre-
guently arise concerning the-author-
ship of popular poems, or brochures
would be impossible, wero all mem-
bers of (lie literary craft filled with
the sense of honor which ought to in-
spire those who mako and color public
opinion. Unfortunately tho histories
of contested authorship reveal a very
dark page in this part of human na-
ture; and tho conscious plagiarisms
ofauthorswho need not steal in order
to be readable, aro among the inex-
plicable mysteries of life.

In tho training of children from
the very first, by precept and by
thrice-powerful example, the princi-
ple of honor should be strengthened.
They should be taught never to listen
to conversation r.ot meant for them ;
never to speak unkindly of any ono;
never to trespass on another’s rights.
Sometimes this white flower of honor
avows spontaneously from strange
soils, but ofteher it needs cultivation.
A gentleman not long since, whilo
waiting at a railway station, bought
a paper from a littlo ragged mite Ofa
boy. It happened to-be a paper that
he had read, and as he bad asked, we
we will say, for the Times, and been
given the Tribune, he said :*“ My
boy, this was not the paper I'asked
you for. | havo read this j bat you
may keep the five cents, and hero'is
your paper back.” A few'moments
passed, and the cars wero just moving
off, when the little fellow rushed in,
shouted, “.Hero’s.your five conts—
| sold it, sir,” and jumped off, as news-
boys do, at the peril of bis life, Tbo
feeling that made that boy give back
tho five cents to a stranger was the
feeling of'bonour.

It .would be curious to, f;ti;Jy the
different standards of honour among
different classes ot people, if it were
not rather apart from tbe purposo of
this ;ai-liclo. Thus,-;aippng school-
boys certain things are regarded as
dishonorable, and whoever infringes
upon their unwritten code is speedily
scut to cov/nty. In tho army there
is a well-iinderstood. though not spe-
cially described, theory Of honor, and
whoever trespasses against it is, in
army parlance, .guilty of conduct un-
becoming I‘an Officer iiud a gtentle-
man.” lu business and in society,
wherever peoplelare brought into
contact,, th«re. arq stf'ong. intangible
rules which cannot be safely broken
through; which are stronger be-
cause intangible; and which depend
ibr tuak m*itrtefrance.almost ootiroJ#.
ttpon the sentiment of manly%f)nor.
—Hearth and Home.

The Difficulty.

DAVID MoLELLO & (o,

Maa«£Eacturcrs.'Itapof and Wholesa Dcu

Every one cannot afford to econo- gnTs* FURNISHINGS,

mize, ifyou can understand tho seem-
ing contradiction. A few geniuses
can strike out now plans of life, but
most men find that moro trouble is
saved by falling in with the stream
than by struggling against it. Tho
man who tries to divide hfs allogianco,
to remain in the world Without pay-
ing tho world’ prico for it, will gen-
erally have littlo reward boj'ond the
trifling satisfaction of a good cou-
scienco. In ono cense it might be
said that saving comcs easier to the
poor man than to his richer neigh-
bor. Tho clsaips with which we aro
bound aro riveted upon us with terri-
ble strength. Our bondage cannot
be broken by a single good resolution,
or a moro change of. porsonal habits.
Our families, our relatives and ac-
quaintances, combino to force us into
the regular groovo.

.Intoxicating Nostrums.—The per-
sons who have scruples of conscience
against “perpendicular drinking” at
tavern bars, can become blind drunk on
almost any of the advertised “ tonics”
or “iuvigorants” in half an hour.
There is however ono exception to this
rule. Nobody can “ get over tho bay”
QUJVixegas Bitters, for the simple
reason that this famous renovating and
regulating medicine contains no diffus-
ive stimulants of any kind. Yet its
strength-reserving properties are mar-
velous. It restores tho relish for food
when all other appitizers fail; imparts
untoward vigor to the digestive func-
tions; regulates the flow of bile;
soothes the nervous system ; promotes
healthful sleep; and toads to produce
that condition of body and brain, which
is supposed to be most conducive to
longevity aud tho enjoyment of life.
Its specific effects ia acute and chronic

disorders affecting the stomach, the
bowels, the spina, tho kidneys, the
fleshy fibre, the muscles and-the lungs,

are considered by competent judges the
most extraordinary medical phenomena
ofthe age. Vinegar Bitters lias' now a
larger sale than any of tho spirituous
astringents, and its immense popularity
ia a land where the people observe
closely, test thoroughly, and act inde-
pendently, is ill itself a sufficient guar-
antee of the excellence of ihe medicine.
\Wro recommend it tc

KA ~A

Sweet, Pleasant
Equally Adaptedfor Children & Adults

(OAirrsox i )
The public aro hereby cautioned that i
preparation mote recently introduced, midei
tho name of
contains V ISf-LO
Gazette).
guaranteed to contain no chloroform or othe:
injurious substance, and may be given to tin
youngest infant with perfect safety.
Recommended by the Medical Profession
and sold by the principal Druggistsin Ontario
Quebec, P. E. Island, Nova Scotia, Nev
Brunswick, and Manitoba. Price 2-oc,
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are in a position to siapply Load Age da iew .:-y part
of tho Dominion at manufi*®-.a'c-w
prices.

All Instruments id i? yC.TS. V.ii.>1h*

and Retail.
ievery Town and-County

-ORRIS & SOPi'li.

37, iir.>.

fi -JJ UHm
Restoriag Swy Ksir

ITS NATURAL VITALITY
AND OJ'LO/i.

W sfeyissr

TO

-io:’
St el |t-
i

ISU', djs

all turn

'a @aﬁ%n%lg Yin-

a purely Vegetable
chieily from tho na-
tive horba foiuid on tho lower ranges of
tiro Sierra Nevada mountains of Califor-
nia, tho medicinal properties of which
aro extracted therefrom without the uso
of Alcohol. Tho question is almost
daily asked. ““W hat is tho cause of tho
unparalleled success of Vixboab B it-
Our answer ia, that they remove
matiso of disease, mid the pationt re-
rs his health'. They are the'great
bl<iml !m; i.lerand a lifo-givingprinciple,
a perfect Kenovator and invigorator
of tlio pystcm. Kever .boforo in tho
hlstory c,f tlie v.-orltl has a inctlicino L-eeu
jKtsscssing tho veuiai-kablo
fnanln s of Vi.NKfiAU'BnTKKS ill healing tho
sick of every (Ifcenxe liiiinis heir to. They
nro a gtiiile I’argativo as well ns n, Tonic,
mlievii:;r Coii,ucsiil;a t* Jiifieinnint.ion of
fho Liver fiii'l Vidccral Organs in Bilious
Jlij'cases
TIIO |) ICSofDr W alker’s
V| UiOAli‘iiirri.iis are Aperient,, Tliapiioretie,
" :vc tiuilious, Laxauvp Jlini-ctio,
-iv:'. (,'r>uiu«r-Imtaut Sudoriue, AUera-
l \| |)|I|ous
SicDOXALD & CO.

r-.ns- nsfl'trot' On Ants,, San frsii.iisoo <
-uni cor. of Vwwhineton inid.C."linrlr»u St*., jr. VU

A
ijl-

% m «

M A m iE B
_*y mmA "'
t'H-rn
21ft fee

in tins

" BRIDGEPOIIT, CONNECTICUT, U. S.

3GS feet,

TELTH

307:foot..i J J S om
Jinargest-

7*75,000 Oi-> iM KSE

CEtENn*TE «>

SSACSISXKS M ti.l

= Tn all Parts of the World. An Increase of Sales Unprecedented.

ITIHB LARGE NUMBER OF CHEAP AND POORLY MADE SEWIKG MACHINES THAT HAVE liSEJ

J.palmed on tha public ofCanada for the pastnumber of years,under tlie coloring ti cumber

of First Prize

taken, or other high Sounding pretentions, arc now beginning.to be well underslood cud by sainv tha pan«-

deepption felt fvoenly, ad haviny

PAID TOO DEAR FOR.Tflil WHIS
womd adviBo tlifc-ni to gefe.the Improved Noiseless W heeler & W ilson, and he"

To.those, and ail.others”
They'la-it

TLE.”

‘illustrated Catalogue, giving partiwdurs, sent- post free to any Addrets.

€S-- Ay. W ALTOm,

S5 King gfc West; ‘Toronto ; 54 James St. li.ami.Hon ;

Ha'sulton, Hay 0, 1872.

B AL mA O E
57 ~ark SI. Ottawa.

tl

1

n

15a«iilfoon, A}ril 15, 187«.

‘, h k t aid Wreal,

TISMP&RL&Y 1line.
Compact! uf tho following first-class Iron
.Stoaiiiships :

MKI\Y AY,
TitAMKSS, DELTA,
/sUDYERN, M *ANZA,
IAMBASSADOR.

Tlid stynwiers of Iliis Line are intended to

sail during the Houson of Navigation of 1873,

from i.oN-noN for Qviivkc aud M ontkkal, rs
follows:

{Calling at

SCOTLAND,

Tlymouth outward for Fas-

senders.)
Saturday, 6tli  Sept.
.Wednesday, 17tli o*
Saturday, 27th
Wednesday, 8th Oct.

rerv alternate Wednesday and Satur-
day thereafter,

from Quebec for Lom>n as fol«

Tuesday, 2nd Sept.

Thursday, 18th “

Tuesday, 23rd

Thursday, 9th Oct.

Tuesday, 21st V

Thursday, 30th *
uate Tuesday and Thursday
thereafter.

RATES OF

to London

igli Bills of Lading issued oh tlieCon-
ndin London for ail parts of Canada-.
1in the United States to Petroit,
wauV.ee, Chicago and other points in tfflH
West.
For Freight or Passage, apply to TEM™**
PEIILEY, (JAKTEIK & DKAKE!, 21Billeter
Street, London ; ROSS & OO0., Quebec, or to

DAVID SHAW, Montreal.
April 10, 1873. d207

NORTH CAROLINA and VIR-
GINIA LANDS.

500 cHEAP IMPROVED FARMS A 200,POO AcrES
OV VALUABLE TIMBER LANDS FOKAALH.

Persons desirous of visiting the above
states with the intention, if suited, of pur-
chasing timber, mineral, or improved farm-
ing land direct from the owners at the pres-
cut very low prices, and not in the hands of
speculators, but must be sold at a great sac-
rifice, and parties wishing reliable informa*
tion about the climate, soil, products, &c.,
and tickets at reduced rates to visit the
states, and free transportation to see the lands,
it will be to their advantage to communicate
with tlie subscriber as he is well acquainted
with the above states and the most desirable

to settle in; good climate, fertile soil, an<J
advantages of railroads, navigation, and
other facilities for the bestmarkets. This ia

the best opportunity ever offered to get a
cheap home and. the best climate iu America,
for circular of lands and card.
.S . O. CASE,
Southern Land Commissioner,
202 North John Street, Hamilton

C. B. EDWARDS

FISSK-f'UJO*" SiFESi.

H. B. WARREN & CO.’S
Counter aad Platform Scales,

The- Cheapestfirst-class Scale in Canada

A Good .As&n-tment in Stock,

Ss-.seuc
for Price Lists. :

ES. 51.. M O OR B,

54 Front-St. -East, Toronto...

May H, 1873. rl267-fim

THE OLD ESTABLISHED

Gsindes Foundfyfi Fngine Wafks.

Vims. WILSOK Sc GO-,

MANUFACHURBRS  O,F

STSAIVi ENCIKES8. BOILERS.

ANU ALL KIND.*, P StACBINERY.
Z3KTJIST£3113i
TilOJIAS WILSOK, LEX. BARRIE,
WALTER BASTABLE. UNCAN m'fARLANE.

July 12, 1S73. dlé

R'OWU". South &;

V/UOLT3EALE GRO06e HS,

H ;3\ M I L T O N
DIRECT IMPORTERS
IKAS, Etc.. E

O.tober 1, 1873.

PASSA <!rp

MifeV

-~

L3



