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“KEEP MY SECRET ! PROMISE !"
A Story of “ One C hristm as  

Long A go.”

(By Fanny F o s t e r  C la rk e  

I.
“ May— said I, in a grave, low tone, to 

the eldest daughter of my friend Philip 
Brewster, as sbe passed just before me 
down the garden walk. She turned, and 
again I began : “ May—” Then, as she 
looked up with her lovely, lustrous youug 
eyes, further speech failed me.

“ Why,” exclaimed May, “ what’s the 
matter, Professor ?”

I put out my hand—a trembling h&nd— 
with the impulse to touch x.he stray ten
drils of bright hair playing over her fore
head ; but meeting that innocent, inquiring 
look, I ouly reached over her shoulder aud 
carelessly plucked a synuga laaf.

Then she laughed and said, “ You quite 
frightened me.”

“ Frightened you? How?” and I exam
ined the markings of the leaf.

“ You always call me * little May,’ 
although I ’m nearly eighteen now. You’ve 
o&iled me that ever since I oan remember ; 
and when you said just ‘ May,’ as if I were 
some strange girl, why, I  thought you wore 
angry at me.”

“ Angry.l Oh, May, don’t you under
stand, my dar—”

The word so warmly begun faltered on 
my lips. There stood the child that I had 
known from babyhood, as pure, as truthful 
and unworldly as when I first took her 
upon my knee ; there she stood with the 
stature and beauty of a woman. I marked 
the firm, alluring curve uf her figure, the 
lovely, fearless poise ol her head, the ten
der oheek rounding away to the faultlese 
throat, the ripe under lip, the deeply 
fringed gray eyes, full of light and life, the 
dear gold* n hair. What was I—a man of 
40, already wrinkled, and given to grave 
pursuits—what was I to speak woids of 
passion to her whom I so wildly loved, yet 
so tenderly worshipped ? What was I to 
take thie young heart to m int, and hope to 
fulfil its dreams, to satisfy its longings, to 
awake its ecstasies ?

For a moment all the man, all the lover, 
all the brute within me strove against the 
friend, the proteotor, the almost father. 
Then less with articulation than with a low, 
yearning cry, I  Baid,

“ May, I love you.”
She paled, regarded me with a wild sur

prise, turned aeide and a rosy sea-shell color 
spread over her neck and fair oheek.

Instantly I had myself in hand. I  saw 
in that surprise something too like fear ; 
and whatever happened, she should not 
dread me ; she should have no maiden 
instinot violated ; ehe should come to me, 
if not with loving warmth, at least with a 
friendly trust. Conscious of being flushed 
and disordered, conscious of trembling to 
the very lips, Ï  laid a detaining arm about 
her waist, and во we stood until, growing 
steadier, I oould speak calmly and gently.

“ Dear child, I scarcely know how this 
has oome about, but, my love ” (I changed 
thew orÿ—“ my dear, I want you for my 
wife. You’ve known me as a etaid old 
friend. Could you think of me in any other 
way ?”

Bhe kept her head averted, and the 
oolor still burned about her throat and 
dainty ear.

41 I ’m not the man to ріеаве a young 
girl’s fanoy—I know that ; but if devotion 
oan atone for middle age and a plain face, 
why you Bhall be a happy wife after all.” 

With a free, arch movement she smiled 
up mto my eyes.

Many a time in the months that fol
lowed I looked back to that moment, and 
tried to persuade myself there was in May’s 
faoe the light of an impulsive young love. 
Many a time I tried to fanoy tbat a certain 
mistiness in her gaze was only from 
gathering tears of happiness, that ber gentle 
olasp was shy because it longed to be warm ; 
many a time I tried to believe that if I had 
taken her in my arms then and there, like 
the lover that I  was, we might both have 
been spared muoh sorrow. Who knows ? 
But I had an accursed sense of my own 
demerits, and strong in my pure Scotch 
blood the power of repressing and guiding 
emotion. A life of study had shown me 
how nature works in the heart of the young 
plant, but a life of study had shut aginst 
me all knowledge of how nature works in 
the heart of a young girl. I  held her hand 
lightly, with the reverence due a saint, and 
whispered :

“ Then my answer is—”
“ Yes,” she said. I  kissed her cheek, 

and led her baok to the house.
•* Well, well, my friend.” Brewster cried 

out as we oame into the library together, 
*' you’ve something to tell me, you two ; I 
oan see that-som ething pleasant, some
thing—oome here, May—something that 
makes your rascally old father’s heart 
glad.” She hid her face againet his shoul
der. “ My girl, you'll have the beet man in 
the world for a husband. I ’ve known this 
David Davison, Doctor of Science”—and 
he touched my arm affectionately—“ ever 
since he oame a lad from Edinboro’, and 
we were students together in London. A 
fairer mind, a tenderer heart, a gentler wise 
m ai àoesn’t exist. There give him your 
hand, and a kiss with it, and all your heart 
in both.”

I held her fingers to my lips an instant, 
and she escaped, lightly as a bird, by the 
half open door.

Brewster leaned baok in hie chair, drew 
a long sigh of satisfaction, then wringing 
my hand said :

“ David, with all deference to Mrs. B. 
and my wedding day, this is the happiest 
hour of my life. Not only has May secured 
the one man in all the world whom I would 
wish her to marry, but. j rankly, our busi
ness relations will be more comfortable 
now. You see”—and he laughed, half with 
embarrassment, half with amusement— 
“ I won’t feel as much in debt to you when 
you’re my son m-law.” ✓

44 Nonsense I” I answered ; “ there’s no 
suoh thing as debt between ue.”

Brewster laughed again—he was such a 
good-natured, easy-going deg, one of your 
well-born, younger-son Englishmen, with 
an inherited incapacity for exertion. I had 
persuaded him. years before, to bring his 
family to New York and settle them on this 
pretty plaoe in the suburbs.

4,Ah t David,” be rattled on, with a 
oomioal affectation of distress, “ ten red- 
oheeked, ourly-pated rascals and minxes 
aren’t brought up on nothing. Let’s see” 
—and he began counting up his children by 
a merry and mock laborious process on the 
fingers of both hands—“ let’s see. Can’t 
make it less, by Jove I Ten youngsters!” 

“ Is there anything new, Philip—any 
thing particularly pressing?” I asked.

44 Oh no, nothing new. Something par
ticularly old, on the oontrary—an old fool, 
David, and some old bills. See : groceries 
for the past six months ”—and he made a 
wry faoe as he pulled out of his pocket a 
handful of wriukled paper—“ вее, now, 
whö’d think a dozen people oould eat up 
suoh a lot of sugar and butter? I t ’s a 
wonder we’re not walking taffy sticks by 
this time. And there’s the butcher’s bill. 
We might be hyenas by the carcasses we’ve 
devoured. And a shoe bill. Goodness ! 
why aren’t growing children provided with 
natural hoofs like other young brutes 
—eh?”

While Philip rumpled his curly fair hair, 
growing gray now, aud scrambling the bills 
together, threw them into a drawer, I 
hastily filled in a cheque, and said :

4‘ Here, Phil, take this, and square up 
everything.”

41 No, I won’t, Davy. Confound your 
impudenoe !”

W e had oalled eaoh o ther P h il and Davy 
as boys together.

“ Well, well, you alw ays would have your 
way, you rascal. H ere, I ’ll take  the  con
founded b it of paper, bu t i t ’s the  las t tim e 
—rem em ber th a t .”

O ur am iable money d isputes alw ays 
eûded by P h il’s acceptance of a  chtque 
under violent pro test. W hen, after tb is 
friendly altercation , we rose, there , s ta n d 
ing in the  open doorway, ju s t behind our 
ohairs w as—M ay. How long had  she been 
th e re?

44 W hy, you sprite  !” exclaim ed Philip , as 
he hastily  th ru s t th e  cheque in to  h is w aist
coat pocket. H er eyes followed the  action. 
For a  m om ent I  felt sure she knew w hat 
had  passed—knew, perhaps, th a t  I  h ab itu 
ally furnished th a t  happy-go-lucky h >иье- 
hold w ith  money to m eet ex tra  expenses. 
For a  m om ent only ; then  1 was vexed a t 
the  bare idea of en tertain ing  such fancies.

“ Come, kiss papa, you w hite pigeon,” 
sai& P h ilip , “ for you’ve m ade him  very 
happy.”

Sbe ran  to him , flung her arm s about his 
neck, and answ ered, playfully : “ You dear 
old papa. I ’m so glad I ”

P h ilip  lifted off h er arm s exactly as he 
would have done to the  baby, pinched her 
cheek, aud with a  very tran sp a ren t show of 
haste leftUB alone together.

I searched M ay’s face. I t  wore an 
expression th a t  I couldn’t understand . She 
glanced a t  me quickly, then  looked away ; 
took up some o rnam en t upon the  m antel ; 
p u t i t  down again ; walked Blowly to the 
window and industriously  w atched two 
sparrow s th a t  were scolding a t each other 
ou t on the grass. There stru ck  me the 
happy notion of addressing her in the  old 
fam iliar fashion.

41 L ittle  M ay.”
She tu rned  and faced me. I  sta rted , for 

in those few m inutes she seem ed to have 
become a  woman. She was pale, her lips 
w ere close se t, her speech was іпсініѵе.

“ Do you like me, th en ,” she asked, “ as 
4 little  May ’—ju st as you’ve alw ays known 
m e—a foolish little  friend ?”

I  fe lt a  pang : th is questioning w as so 
easily in terp re ted . She feared  I was ex 
pecting too m uch ; she was m aking her 
term s. How little  she knew me ! “ My 
d ea r ,” I  answ ered, “ only rem ain  as you 
are. Give me an affectionate tru s t. Can 
you give i t  freely, w ithou t ”—and here I 
fel-t m y doubts about her knowledge of the 
fam ây  accouuts being neatly  and judiciously 
solved, for May was em inently  tru th fu l— 
“ w ithout any idea of pleasing your 
fa ther ?”

“ I  oan,” M ay answ ered. “ And w ill thie 
—th is  affectionate tru s t satisfy you ?”

“ Yes.”
“ T hen I ’m ‘ little  May ’ forever, I  sup

pose ’’—and  she laughed in a  short, nervous 
w ay—“ a sore of friend, a friend-w ife.”

In  a m om ent she changed, and was her 
own self again. “ Oh, Professor, we’re to 
have a  new pony, and the  bantam  ohicks 
are such p re tty  fluffy little  th ings, and I ’m 
going to  a  concert to-morrow, an d — aud—” 

T here  w as no end to M ay’s goseip, and 
from  th a t  hour for a  g rea t m any weeks she 
was ju s t th e  May I  had  alw ays known, 
given to dancing instead  of walking, ex
claim ing instead  of talking, shaking her 
p re tty  head instead  of reasoning. “ A 
child ,” 1 said to myself a  thousand  tim es— 
“ a dear happy child. So I have learned to 
love her, so I  have asked her to rem ain. 
W hy shouldn’t  I  be content ?”

We had been engaged about two weeks. 
One afternoon as I  waB in the library, and 
May oame tripp ing  dow nstairs, sbe gave a 
loud, m erry  greeting and ran  tow ard the 
fron t door. A greeting as m erry answered 
her, and there  was noisy oalling over the 
balusters from  Caddie and Belle, two young 
chatterboxes of 12 and 14.

4‘ Max ! oh, M ax, is i t  you ? Oh, Max, 
I ’m so glad !”

T hree sm all b ro thers becam e suddenly 
visible ; N ed shouting, “ Max, w e’ve got a 
g reat big k ite !” and Tom m y shouting 
some o ther piece of news.

T hen in th e  lib ra ry  doorway appeared 
my pupil, a  young G erm an, Max R einhard t 
by nam e, w ith all the  little  ones dragging a t 
his ooat, and May hanging on h is arm  
Ensconcing herself on the  sofa, she said : 
“ Now, Max, you shall s it by m e.” Down 
beside h er he dropped in the  m ost fam iliar 
and bro therly  fashion. Such a  handsom e, 
brown-haired fellow as he was ! H e had a 
clear, cream y skin, tin ted  on th e  cheeks 
w ith  a  rich  peach crim son, and on th a t  day 
he was ju s t 21, for presen tly  May 
exolaimed, 44 W hy, i t ’s your b irthday  I 
you’re  21 !” And the  children yelled in 
chorus : “ M ax’s b irthday  ! Tw enty-one ! 
Oh ! oh !”

H e had  oome to me tw o years before w ith 
an in troduction from  h is fa ther, a  cele
brated  profetsor in B erlin , whom I  knew 
from  a  long correspondence on scientific 
m attere . I  was asked to take th e  boy into 
m y classes in the  college w here I  held a 
chair, to reoeive h im  in to  my work-rooms, 
to guide h is studies, b u t not allow him  to 
leave the  oity or m y control. A certain  
harshness iu th e  wording of the  charge I laid 
to the  s tric te r  system  of fam ily  governm ent 
th a t  obtains in  G erm any, for Max had 
proved studious, docile and gave prom ise of 
high a tta in m en ts . H e had  shown, too, a 
disposition so gay and so winning tb a t  I 
fa irly loved the  fellow like a  son.

W hen the  c la tte r  had  subsided, Max said, 
politely, “ Oh, P rofessor, I beg pardon ; I 
d idn’t  see you.”

“ All right, R e in h a rd t. D id you close the 
laboratory ? ”

44 Yes, sir, a fter th a t  new gas had  splin
tered  six re to rts  ; ” and he m ade a ventri- 
loquistio sound like the  sm ashing of glass 
and m etal, w hereat the  youngsters se t up a 
wild shout of delight.

“ Now, you bad boy,” said M ay, “ w here’s 
the  m usic you prom ised? ”

44 H ere. I t ’s a w altz. Come to the 
piano.”

T hey all trooped off in to  the parlor, and 
M ax’s fam iliar touch gave ou t the  m usic so 
delightfully th a t  May, who was deliriously 
w hirling w ith  one of the  sm all sisters, 
slackened h er steps to listen. She drew 
near the  piano, leaning w here Max could 
see her dream y eyes and paling cheeks. 
Slowly he fell off from  the  m otif of the 
waltz, w andered down steps of gentle arpeg
gios from  key to key, (and a t  last, fiuding a 
m inor chord th a t  alm ost spoke, he built 
upon i t  a  little  nooturne th a t  sighed 
aud Bobbed, appealed, sorrowed, 
reproached, and M ay, a t  the  call of a 
few tender notes repeated  over and over, 
awoke from  h er dream , aud slowly looked 
up. I  moved a  li ttle —even a  D octor of 
Science m ay have common hum an instinotB 
—moved to where I  could see Max Rein- 
h a rd t’B face. I  caught only the  profile. I t  
was very beautifu l and very exalted. As 
th e  tender repeated  cadence was again 
gathered  up from  the key-board by his 
skilful fingers, i t  floated off like a  loving, 
joyous sp ir it singing in the  air, and my 
betrothed wife looked in to  the young m an’s 
eyes w ith a  sm ile, and, ju s t as I  drew  near, 
said, softly :

44 W hat does i t  m ean ?”
“ I t  m e a n s4 H ope,’ ” he answ ered.
She m ade him  a quick sign to be silent, 

and I stepped back to where I  had  been 
Btanding before. T here oame a clang from  
th e  piano. The player had ab rup tly  broken 
off, and Caddie, the  ohatterbox, sta ring  a t 
me, exolaimed :

“ Oh, see ! isn’t  P rofessor Davison like 
th e  bronze A ristides in p ap a’s study ?”

T he Aristides, w ith  its  ранвіопіенѳ, reflec
tive face, its  level brows and calm  lips, the 
han d  thruBt in to  the  folds across the  breast 
—a m an of bronze ; so I  was like th a t  ! 
Max struck  a  b rillian t chord, w hirled 
around on th e  piano etool, and  sprang up 
full of life and color, his eyes glowing like 
sta rs , the  peaoh bloom on h is cheek, his 
brown h a ir  th a t he wore in a  picturesque 
fashion a little  dishevelled. W ith  h is quick 
eye for a rtis tic  effect he cried ou t :

“ Yes, the  likeness is perfect, Professor, 
as you stand  so, w ith  your hand th ru s t into 
your ooat.”

Before this image of shining youth it

seem ed hard ly  desirable to be like the 
bronze A ristides.

T hen  there  came the  dinner, and every
body w anted to s it nex t to Max. I  rem em ber 
particu larly  th a t  one sm all Rosie 3 years 
old secured the disputed privilege by shriek
ing violently. Rosie had not loüg possessed 
the a r t  of speech, and  exercised her new 
found faculties by prom ptly  repeating  
everything she heard.

44 1 11 p u t the  sugar in M ax’s coffee w ith 
m y own Augers,” naid May.

44 T hugar iu coffee own fingerth,” echoed 
Rosie.

D inner over, I  had  left the  table, and 
Philip wae pointing ou t ilie beauties of a 
new engraving on th e  wall. Max was 
standing w ith May a t  a  low window th a t  
led ou t to th e  piazza. Caddie cam e up 
w ith an air of m ystery  and said som ething 
to him . I  could not hear the  words ; I  
only caught sight of the  action ; but Roste 
prom ptly gave them  out for the  public 
benefit :

44 May doin’ be m arried  to  P rofethor 
D avithon.”

A lm ost im m ediately Max and May 
moved outside in to  the moonlight. A fter a 
while I was about stepping out to join 
them , bu t sm all Rosie was ju s t in  the way 
ou the  window-sill, swinging backw ard and 
forw ard, w ith one haud  on the  sh u tte r 
hinge. I  stooped to kiss her. She was 
repeating  over and over in her peculiar 
sing-song: “ N ot a m om ent afte r to-day. I 
thuffer too much. Keep my thecret. 
P ro m ith .”

44 Who said that-, Rose ?” I  asked.
“  M axth tha id  th a t  to M ay.”
“ N ot a  m om ent afte r to-day. I  suffer 

too m uch. Keep my secret. P rom ise.”
L a te  th a t  night, a t work in the  labora

tory, those words kept haunting  me. There 
had al way s been, iu spite of his gaiety, a 
touch of rom autic  sadness about Max ; it  
made half his charm . The boy had  per
haps some love Btory ; some fa ir  little  
New Y orker had caught h is fancy, and 
May was h is confidante- There ! the  m atte r 
was quite  plain now. W hy should I  to r
m ent myself ? She had declared her con
sen t to be free ; she was happy and playful 
ав ever. W hy T hen, in a fevered fancy, 
I  saw  Max a t  the piano, love in his h an d 
some face, fire in h is eyes, and May so 
moved, so responsive, so secret. Pshaw  ! 
the re  was some foolish little  jes t ; i t  m eant 
nothing. And as to R osie’s lisping words, 
why, a  baby of th ree  is not a  responsible 
witness. T h a t placid old A thenian, A ns 
tides, w ouldn’t have harbored such absurd 
fancies ; and I  tried  to be grim ly am used 
a t  m y likeness to such a  superior and im 
passive w orthy.

A bout 1 o’clock I  heard  th e  fam iliar 
click of R e in h a rd t’s latch-key. H e“ came 
in , very pale aud serious.

“ W hy, M ax,” I  began, w hat—”
H e stopped me w ith  a  gesture ; then 

leaning against the  table, he said,
441 am  going aw ay—to Mexico—in the 

service of th e  San Giorgio Com pany. I 
shall try  my fo rtune iu th e  m ines.”

44 B u t, my boy, th is  is very sudden. Your 
p aren ts—I t ’s my duty to get their consent.” 

44 I ’m 21 to-day, Professor, and  out of 
bondage.”

44 T rue, b u t—”
44 Some tim e, perhaps, you’ll understand  

why I  go.” H is dark  eyes were m oist 
w ith affection and gratitude . H e clasped 
my hand. “ You’ve been a fa th er to me. 
If ever I  take an honored place in the 
world, it will be because of your teaching 
and your example. I ’ve heard  of the  great 
happiness coming to you, Profeseor. You 
deserve it. 1 w ish you joy w ith  all my 
h e a r t—w ith  all my h e a r t,” he repeated, 
held my hand in  both of his for a  mo
m ent, and was gone.

T he nex t m orning as a t breakfast 1 was^ 
looking over the  paper, and thinking up a 
little  argum ent to dissuade the  headstrong 
fellow from  his purpose, I  read  in the  pas
senger list ot an Acapulco steam er th a t 
had sailed a t  6 o’clock th e  nam e Max 
R einhard t.

i i . f
A lthough May never showed tbe  slightest 

surprise or curiosity  about R e in h a rd t’B 
sudden departure , she spoke of him  always 
natu ra lly  and freely, and w ith  a  sis terly  
good-will. Looking in to  my darling’s 
dewy eyes, I  could see no sign of regret, no. 
shadow of sacrifice, nothing of th é  coldness 
of a  du tifu l submission. I  couldn’t  p er
suade m yself to break the calm  by in sis t
ing upon an exact analysis of her affection; 
and then I  loved her so ! Ah, th a t  
was th e  point, a fte r all ! I  loved her, 
w anted her. I  drugged every fear and 
doubt to sleep w ith  the prom ise to so curb 
the selfishnesB of th a t love, to so tenderly 
deal w ith h er tru s t, to so patien tly  wait 
um til her w om an’s h ea rt should awake, th a t 
there  oould be nothing iu our m arriage but 
her best happiness.

O ur wedding day was in early  Septem 
ber, and I  took May home to m y owu old 
house, m ade, fresh aud beautiful for the 
dain ty  bride.

As she was clapping her hands w ith 
delight ovor the  treasu res of a  little  bower 
of a room, furn ished to su it h e r taste , Mrs. 
M cPherson, my old house-keeper,exclaimed, 
uuder her breath  :

H ech ! an ’ she’s naught bu t a  lassie ! ” 
T ben asked, eagerly, “ W ill she keep the 
house ? ”

Now M cPherson had w anted  for m any a 
y ear to re tire  to so litary  independence, aud 
I  hardly  dared to look in her ste rn  counte
nance as I an sw ered ,44 Of course not ; every
thing will be ju s t as usua l.”

T here was some perfectly audible g rum 
bling then. Mrs. M cPherson sm oothed out 
her respectable black silk apron resignedly, 
and the  domestio m achinery moved on as 
quietly  ав before.

F o r a  few weeks tbere seemed no change 
in May. E xcept for a  little  added richness 
iu h er dress, as beuame a  m arried  woman, 
she appeared ju s t as when she was a  girl. 
She had the  sam e danoiug step  th a t  scarcely 
touched the  floor, the SAiue mocking ways, 
thesam e little  jests ; she cam e and w ent with 
her sisters and youug friends ; joined plea
sure parties, a t which I looked on ; filled her 
days from  end to end w ith s tir  and excite
m ent. I  ought to have beeu very happy in 
seeing her ju st as I  had wished. Y et when 
I was in the  Btudy one evening, poring 
over an abstruse G erm an work, and my 
wife cam e in to show me some new trinke t, 
involuntarily , even as she stood by my side, 
I  fell in to  a  strange m elancholy. I  th iuk  
I  sighed, for May said very quickly :

44 W h a t’s the  m a tte r?  ”
41 N othing, dear, only—only a  construc

tion here plagues me. G erm an’s a  knotty 
tongue.”

41 Oh,” she exclaim ed, im pulsively, “ le t 
me help you ; le t m e bring the  dictionary ; 
le t me do som ething, please, Professor.” 

She s ui 11 called me by the  old nam e. I  
tried  to shake off the unaccountable depres
sion, and answ ered, cheerfully, as I  took 
ht-r hand : “ No, m y dear ; am use your
self ; be happy ; don’t take the  burden of a 
share iu my dull pursuits. Tell me, am  I 
doing everything th a t  I  oau do to make 
your life p leasan t ? ”

H er haud lay listlessly  in m ine, and Г 
thought her lip trem bled  as she answered, 
ooldly and m echanically, 44 Oh, уев, I  su p 
pose so—everything th a t  you can  do.”

44 Y ou're ou t of sp irits, m y child ,” I  said. 
“ Go w ith the  lady who has asked you to 
join her fam ily a t  the  th ea tre  th is  evening. 
Come ”—and I rang the  bell—44 you sha’u ’t 
be boxed up w ith an old fossil like m e.”

The servan t cam e and I  ordered the 
oarriage, adding, 44 Tell Mrs. M cPherson 
to come here ; I w an t her to find me some 
papers.”

44 W hat papers ?” Baid May.
“ Oh, some old lectures and notes th a t  I  

need for reference. M cPherson knows.”
44 McPherBon !” repeated  M ay. 44 She 

sh a’n ’t  come here. She sh a ’u ’t, I  say .” 
My wife was w hite w ith  auger.

Grieved and shocked, I  asked, “ W hat 
has poor M cPherson done to offend you ?” 

She b u rs t in to  tea rs . “ Nothing—oh! 
nothing. I ’m—I ’m nervous and miserable.

I  w ant to go to th e  th ea tre  ; I  w an t to be 
am used.” She laughed hysterically , s ta rted  
to leave the room, then  cam e back to me 
dem urely, and added: 44 D on’o th in k  of
w hat 1 said about M cPherson. She’s a 
dear old thing, and I ” —w ith  a perverse 
misohief, she laughed again, aud w en to n —
441 hate h er.” I  heard her laughiug again, 
a  little  la te r, ав she w ent ou t of th e  house 
with her friends.

I  shail never forget th e  desolation the 
sound of th a t  forced, hollow gayety brought 
to me. I  shall never forget my self- 
reproach as I  realized  there  waB a  change 
iu her happy, geutle na tu re , th a t  she was 
behaving alternate ly  like a wicked child 
and like a desperately m iserable woman. 
I t  w as only the  beginning of the  end. My 
young wife grew every day m ore unreason
ably gay and m ore prolouudly sad. A t 
first 1 plied her w ith am usem ents ; then  it  
grew clear to me th a t, as her m arriage had 
caused th is unhappiness, the less I  afflicted 
her w ith my presence th e  better.

Ouce, and  once ouly, I  spoke to her 
fa ther, very carefully, very judiciously, 
hin ting  th a t  May was perhaps no t quite 
well, and ra th e r  ou t of sp irits.

“ N onsense!” said P n ilip ; 41 nonsense ! 
W hy, you don’t understand  the  girl. I ’ll 
come and see you to-night. Ah, I ’ll-cheer 
her up. We fa th ers  kuow all about these 
little  freaks.”

H e cam e—a parcel under his a rm —and 
in his m ost bustling and lively mood. He 
attacked the difficulty a t once.

44 So my pet is out of sp irits, eh ? Now 
papa has got som ething to take away those 
naughty blues. See here—see h  e-r-e,” aud, 
opening the parcel, he laid a box iu her lap. 

“ W h at is it, p ap a?” she asked.
44 LollipopB,” said P h ilip  ; 44 sugar-candy ; 

lollipops to cheer up my little  girl. E a t 
ein, my chick—eat ’em .”

May stood up, carried  the  box to the 
tabie, se t it  down, and, w ith  angry tea rs  in 
her eyes, left the  room.

44 Phew  ! ” exclaimed Philip . “ th a t’s the 
first tim e in all m y fam ily experience th a t 
a big box of candy d idn’t prove a  cure all. 
Phew ! Oh, never mind ; she’ll come round. 
Maybe her doll—oh no. By Jove I I 'd  fo r
gotten. There are such a  lot of babies, you 
see, I ’d forgotten th a t  May had grown out 
of dolls. F unnv , by Jove ! ”

P h ilip  had a  hearty  roar, then  a  hearty  
supper, and  I  never troubled him  again in 
any anxieties about my wife.

In  November, for the first, a  le tte r  came 
from  Max. H e gave a  lively description of 
the wild life in Mexico, spoke of some 
m iniug righ ts he had secured, and begged 
us both to accept his m ost affectionate 
regards. 1 read the  le tte r aloud, but May, 
when I  reached the end, snatched i t  eagerly 
away.

44 Is th a t  a ll?  Ob, le t me see,” she said. 
44 Does he w rite nothing more ? ”

44 Nothing m ore,” I  answ ered. “ W hy ? ” 
44 W hy ?” she repeated. 4‘ Oh, nothing 

Of course not ; of course he has no more 
to say .”

She was em barrassed, and moved aw ay'; 
then , ав if under some uncontrollable im 
pulse, she cam e back to me, covered my 
hand w ith  both hers, and said :

44 You’ll be kind to Max, won’t  you ? 
You’ll never judge poor Max harsh ly  ?” 

Perhaps, in answ ering her, I  wore no 
very sym pathetic  expression.

441 believe I 'm  not iu the hab it of passing 
harsh  judgm ents.”

She opened her lips to speak again, then 
abruptly  checked herself, took up a piece of 
em broidery and fell in to  silence. T he 
whole scene w as sho rt enough, her action 
and words were slight enough, b u t there 
cam e sweeping асгоьв m y m ind a B to rm  of 
suspicions. T he passionate little  phrases 
th a t  so to rm ented  me th a t  night 
in the  laboratory  were haun ting  
m e again : 44 I  Buffer too much.
Keep my secret. P rom ise.” I  stood for 
a  few m om ents enduring th e  painful 
sharpening of tbe  senses th a t  a ttends a 
fresh and acute  grief. T he singing of the 
bird  seemed u nnatu ra lly  loud, the  s tream 
ing sunshine and  the  colors in the  room 
intolerably bright ; then  I  took refuge in 
my study. How long I  tried  in vain to 
w ring som e sort of service from  a sick brain 
i t  would be hard  to tell ; bu t the вип was sh in
ing when I  locked my study door, and i t  was 
pas t m idnight when I  cam e ou t w ith  a 
resolve : I  would appeal d irectly  to M ay's 
tru th fu l na tu re , confess to her freely all 
my fears, receive her confidence calmly. 
A few days passed before ju s t the  happy 
opportunity  cam e. She was iu  her own 
p re tty  s itttm g  room, the  door was half 
open ; she had some folded b its of paper in 
her hand, and she seem ed in deep thought. 
She rose to m eet me.

44 W hy, M ay,” I  said, “ you look quite 
beam ing.” H er face was no t so spectral as 
it  had been, b u t i t  w as sad enough—sad 
enough.

44 Do I ?  ” and she sm iled bewitohiogly.
I  to o k  courage. 44 D arling ”—a n d  I threw  

m y s e lf  in  a n  a rm -o L a ir — 14 s h u t  th e  d o o r  ” 
( th e r e  w e re  se rv a u tB  p a s s in g  to  a n d  fro ) . 
“ a n d  th e n  c o m e  h e re ,  I  w a n t  to t a lk  w ith  
y o u .”

As she tu rned  to obey I  id ly  picked up 
from  the floor an envelope—an envelope 
addressed to her. The paper in her haud 
was iu the shape of a  folded le tter. This 
was the w rapper th a t  had been torn  off. I 
knew the w riting weli. I t  was Max R ein
h a rd t’s.

W hen m y wife had sh u t the  door and 
re tu rn ed  to me, I  said,

•4 W ell, May, have you any th ing  to tell 
me ? ”

“ No, Professor. W h at should I  have ? ” 
44 T rue, b u t is there  no news, nothing a t 

all going on among onr frieuds ? ”
44 T here’s nothing to te ll,” bhe replied 

listlessly. ,
I  held her by th e  two shoulders a  mo

m ent, and glared fiercely iu to  her eyes. 
She turned very w hite. 44 Keep my secret.” 
She waB keeping i t  well. I  m astered  m y
self, made some tr iv ia l excuse ahout an 
appointm ent, aud rub ied  ou t of the house.

F o r several weeks I  passed every day and 
n ight in my work-rooms. I  oame home to 
diuuer, only to see opposite a t  table the  
spectre of my happy young wife. She wae 
pale, silent, moved w eaiily, and  hardly  
ever m et my eye. I  would, Heaven knows! 
have given back her happiness and freedom  
if there  had been a way to do it. T here 
was alw ays a  g reat p ity  in my heart. I 
th in k  even anger never quite drove th is 
away. I  th in k  I  pitied her even the  m orn
ing I  chanced to look iu a t  hom e a t  an 
unusual hour, and, opening th e  parlor 
door, came upon her in close, eager ta lk  
w ith Max R einhard t.

R e in h a rd t had  address. I t  never de
serted *tiim, and he greeted me as affec
tionately and frankly  as if I  had  found him  
by especial appointm ent.

441 d id n 't kuow you had le ft Mexico,” I  
said, ra th e r  grimly.

44 No, of course you d idn’t. I  m eant to 
surprise you, bu t you see I w anted particu 
larly  to be in New York on C hristm as.”

44 Iudeed. H ave you business here on 
th a t day ? ”

44 W hy, no ; b u t—but we G erm ans th ink  
so much of C hristm as. I t ’s B uch a  happy 
day w ith u s .  I  in tend  to pass i t  among 
friends—don’t  I, M ay? ”

T hen he ra ttle d  on about th e  claim s he 
had pre em pted, about certain  geological 
form ations, and in sho rt acted like the 
lively and affectionate boy th a t  I  had onoe 
looked upon alm ost as my own son.

In going, he said : 44 Professor, I ’m afraid 
you haven’t  forgiven me y e t for runu ing  off 
so abruptly . Never m iud, you w ill forgive 
me. I ’m sure. I ’m glad you wrote to my 
fa ther th a t I  had  settled in Mexico. Of 
course you’d th iu k  it  your du ty  to keep 
him  informed about h is prodigal.” Then, 
nodding b ick  from  the  door, he rem arked, 
p leasan tly ,44 You look more than  ever like 
th e  A ristides—doesn’t  he, May ? ”

441 th ink  he does,” m y wife answ ered— 
and hesitatingly laid  her hand on my 
arm . The little  hand  still lay there  when 
R einhard t had  gone. I  looked down a t it, 
took it  in mine, and felt the  velvet finger
tips in a caressing way she used to tolerate.

B u t now she bore the  touch b u t for a 
m om ent, colored and snatched th e  hand 
away.

Trying to conquer anger, jealousy and, 
worse th an  all, self-reproach, I sh u t myself 
up day after day  m ore and more closely.
44 Ah !” I  groaned aloud, 441 loved her and 
she never loved me. She knew her fa th e r’d 
obligations to me ; she sacrificed herself 
aud her lover; I see i t  all. B u t а в  well 
try  to keep a  youug bird  from  its m ate. 
He is here .” I  kept uo count of tim e. I 
knew Max was in and out of the  house 
fam iliarly , Bometimes a t  table, som etim es 
on the  stree t w ith May. I  was helpless, 
wretched, racked w ith indecision. One 
day I  cam e unexpectedly in to  h er owu 
sitting  room —the little  bower I had fitted 
up for her а в  a bride. Max was there, 
standing up, looking bright and  happy ; 
she w as beside him , and  her hand waB 
playing fam iliarly  about his shoulder. She 
w ithdrew  i t  in stan tly .

R e in h a rd t’s consum m ate ta c t never 
failed. H e laughed ra th e r  loudly .and 
unnatura lly , and cam e forw ard. I  drew 
back, grouud ou t a  sm othered curse be 
tween my tee th , and clenched my fist to 
strike  h im  down. My wife screamed, 
rushed to me. I  caught sight of my own 
face iu a  glass. I t  w a B  livid w ith rage.

44 You are ill,” May cried. 41 You are  ill. 
Oh, Max, see bow pale he i s ! ”

44 Yes, I am  a little—giddy. T he room 
is too w arm ,” and I  escaped to agonize 
through ano ther long n igh t in th e  study. 
T h a t was the  final struggle. Iu  th e  m orn
ing I was calm , and saw the  whole great 
d isaster of my m arriage in the  tru e  light 
I  would m ake such repara tion  as was 
possible. All the  savage jealousy w ent 
away ; the  tenderness th a t  had  alw ays 
underlain  my love came upperm ost. I 
deliberately  took down a row of du*ty law 
books, and tu rned  to th e  subject of 
“ D ivorce.” May should m 't im e  perhaps 
be free. I  was working along w ith feverish 
industry  when there  cam e a fa in t knock. 
I t  was my wife a t the door.

44 May I come in ? ” she asked, so tim idly 
th a t her tone sm ote my heart.

44 Yes, May ”—and I tried  to be cheerful 
—14 oome in, for I  th in k  I oan m ake you 
happy to day .”

44 N ot y e t,” she in terrup ted , plucking up 
some of her old playful im perative way. 
41 I  knew you’d have a presen t for me ; bu t 
see, th is  is for you, aud I  m ade i t .” She 
gave the  words w ith a  m ysterious em phasis 
and held out tow ard me an  arm fu l of rich 
d rapery .

44 W hat do you m e a u ? ” I stammered.* 
44 W hat is it?  ”

44 I t ’s a  dresBÎng-gown. I t  will m ake you 
look ju s t like the  A ristides, and I m ade it  
all m yself,” said May, in a  frightened and 
hesita ting  fashion.

“ B u t why—” I  began.
44 Because— Oh, don’t  you know ? I t ’s 

C hristm as, merry C hristm as, to -d ay /’
“ S o it is. I  had forgotten . I  had  lost 

count of the  tim e .”
“ W on’t  you take  m y presen t ?’’ th e  poor 

little  wife w ent on, h er lip trem bling. “  I 
tried  so hard  to m ake i t  well, and to keep 
it  hidden too. I  pricked m y fingers fea r
fully, see.” She held up a sm all wounded 
finger-tip. 44 You would take  th a t  hand 
one day ; I  had  to snatch  i t  aw ay, because 
you would have asked how those ugly 
m arks cam e. ’

I  stood confused, dazed, w atching the 
tears gather and roll down her cheeks. B u t 
she struggled bravely, and w ent on, in  a 
shaking voice :

44 Then I  m easured the  shoulders by Max. 
H e’s ju st your size. You nearly  caught me 
yesterday. How he laughed !”

H eavens ! was she deceiving me ? 
44 May !” I  cried angrily and  scornfully. 
44 Tell m e, May ”—and I  tu rned  upon her 
like a  savage—44 do you love th a t man ?” 

W hat a  look she flashed a t  me ! W h a t a 
cry she gave 1 She seem ed to grow ta lle r ; 
she repeated  tw ice, 44 Love M ax? I  — 
love—Max 1” T hen she plucked me by the 
sleeve, and said only, 44 Come.” She led 
me to the  parlor door. W ith in  were Max 
R ein h a rd t and a  dark-haired g ir l .v 
, 44 W ho ie i t  !” I stam m ered.

My wife only urged me on. M ax saw 
me, sp rang  forw ard, grasped my hands. 
Нів eyes were full of tea rs  ; he B h o n e  
like a young St. George w ith  joy and 
trium ph.

“ Professor,” he cried, 44 m y dear friend, 
I ’ve deceived you, bu t you’ll forgive me. 
See,” and he brought the young girl close— 
44 see, tb is  is L o tte  ; th is  is m y wife. She 
arrived  from  G erm any only th is  morning. 
Don’t speak ; don’t  reproach m e. We 
were m arried  th ree years ago. I  was only 
a  boy, and m y paren ts refused to acknow 
ledge suoh a tie. T hey sen t m e to 
America. On m y 21st b irthday  I  broke 
free, to m ake a  hom e and fortune. I 
couldn’t  te ll you anything. I t  would have 
been your du ty  to iuform  m y fa ther. May 
was the  only one who had m y confi
dence, and she kept the  secre t bravely. 
P rofessor,” aud Max laid  L o tte ’s hand in 
mine, 44 won’t  you kiss my w ife?”

Iu  a  dream  I  believe I did kiss a véry 
lovely girl, who lisped a  few E nglish  words 
p re ttily  ; in a  dream  I  believe I  said the 
proper thing to Max. Then I  left them  
alone together, and took May baok to th e  
lib rary . I  sh u t the door and began :

44 May, I  did you a great injustice.” I 
broke off there, for she Beemed neither in
dignant nor unforgiving. She looked a t  mè 
from under her brows, and said :

4‘You were jealous? ”
44 Y eB , dear, m ad with jealousy, w ith  self- 

reproach, w ith— Oh, my wife, tell m e— 
confide in me. You are u n h a p p y ? ”

“ I  am  m iserable,” she answered.
44 My dearest, my h e a r t’s darling, in 

w hat have I  failed ? W h at indulgence do 
you lack ? W hat can I  do to make you 
h a p p y ? ”

44 U util a  m om ent ago,” exclaim ed May, 
passionately, 44 I  would ra th e r  have died 
than  said th is, b u t— You were jealous? ” 
She stopped short, aud questioned me w ith 
her look.

“ Yes, yes, m adly jealous. Go on, my 
love ; how can I make you happy  ?”

44 You can make me happy if ” —she bu rst 
into tears—44 if you will only love m e.”

44 Ob, my darling, aud don’t I  love you ?” 
44 N o,” May gave back fiercely, towering, 

and tu rn in g  upon me like M edea—44 no ; 
you give me gentleness, consideration,- 
am usem ent, p laythings, as if I were a  child 
I ’m not a child .” She grew m ore storm y 
w ith every word. 44 I ’m your wife ; Г w ant 
to stand by yoar side, share your burdens, 
u nderstand  your pursu its, a tten d  to your 
com forts, be m istress of your house. I ’m 
a woman, and, oh, m y husband, I w ant ”— 
she flung her arm s up passionately across 
her quivering tear-Btained face—44 I  w ant 
your love !”

Shall I  ever forget th a t  em brace? Do I 
know how I m ade her understand  every
thing? - my m istaken reticence, my fears, 
my struggles, and all the long m isery? We 
needed no rhetoric, only a  touch, a  look, a 
m urm ur, an d —love.

An hour after, as I  held M ay on m y knee 
(for I  couldn’t  bear to le t her go), and her 
eyes were dried, and sm iles cam e dim pling 
all over her cheeks, I  asked, 44 D ear heart, 
why d idn’t  you say las t sum m er th a t  you 
could give m ore th an  friendsh ip?”

May patted  m y head all over w ith  her 
soft pink palm s, puckered up her lips, hid 
her face in my neck, and, laughiug softly, 
said, 44 W hy d idn’t  you  say so?”

44 Oh, my love, I  was afra id .”
44 So was I ,” answ ered May.
44 And so you know about the money 

m atte r, a fte r all ? ”
44 Of course I  did, and loved you all th e  

better for it. O h,” my wife exclaim ed,
“ D avid Davidson, Doctor of Science, you’re 
a  dear, dear old stupid ! ”

My wife w as right. She always is.
I t  w asn’t  a dignifie d end to  so m any 

tragic emotions, bu t in the  grand A ristides 
dressing-gown I sta lked about all day  long. 
Msx and his wife (we had them  m arried  
over again), and P h il and the m am m a, and 
all the  noisy children, dined w ith  u b , and 1

we had th e  m addest, m erriest C hristm as 
on record.

I t ’s long ago now ; b u t when the  day 
comes round, and our children  and M ax’s 
are playing th e ir  C hristm as games, May 
and I  like to go over->the old story.

A dvertising  Dodge*.
Wo kuow of nothing so well calculated  to 

p u t the  reading p ub iiaou t.o f hum or as tcf* 
begin a  very in teresting  account of some 
soiewtific discovery, replete w ith in terest, 
and ju s t as the read er’s mind is thoroughly 
im bued w ith the subject, aud a gigantic 
effort being m ade to grasp i t  in all its  bear
ings, away goes th e  au tho r in praise of-, 
some p a ten t medicine or new f^pgled h a ir  
renew er ; f< r  m ^tauce, C arb o lin e , a deodor
ized ex trac t of petroleum , as now improved 
aud perfected, which, by the  way, is au 
artic le  of genuine m erit, and has really done 
wonders in the h a ir producing way, as 
hundreds of c e rtific^ es  from  well known 
citizens am ply testify . I t  is cleanly and во 
p enetrating  th a t  the  d isease i b  reached, aud 
a radical change J o t  the  better takes place 
alm ost im m ediately. I t  contains nothing 
in ju rious; is, in fact, a  n a tu ra l bair 
restorer, m ade from  petroleum , thoroughly 
deodorized and deligh tfu lly , perfum ed, l t  
is sold by all dealers in drugs and medicines, 
a t $1 per bottle.

W hen a m an gets iu to  stocks now-a-days 
he is very like the cu lp rit of old lim és, and 
suffers in a  corresponding degree.

N O 'l ’I  u J E .

E ach bottle of Briggs’ E lec tric  Oil will 
h e reafter be accom panied by a  corkscrew, 
as it  is im p o rtau t tb a t  the cork Bbould be 
preserved and the bottle well oorked when 
uot in use to  re ta in  the  streng th  of the 
m edicine. I t  cures R heum atism , N eu ra l
gia, L iver and K idney Com plaints of the  
U rinary  Organs ; cures com plaints arising 
from Colds, such as Sore T hroat, Bronchi
tis, D iphtheria.C ough, A sthm a and Difficult 
B reath ing .

Im p o rta n t  to T rav e lle rs  
.Special inducem ents a re  offered you by 

the B urlington route. I t  will pay  you to 
read th e ir advertisem ent to be found else
w here in th is  issue.

Miss N ancy ваув a  m an is good for noth 
ing un til he is m arried , aud according to 
her experience he a in ’t  w orth bu t a  dreadful 
little  w.heâ hè is.

M ack’s Magnetio M edicine is an un fa il
ing food for th e  B rain  and Nerves, and by 
i ts  rejuvenating  efftc t on these organs 
never fails to cxire nervous exhaustion  and 
all w eakness of the generative organs. See 
advertisem ent in ano ther column.

T hree periods of life—Youth, m um ps 
m iddle age, bum ps ; old sge, dum ps.

TORMENT, INDEED.
L jfe ’s^v e x a tio n s  d o  n o t  g e n e ra l ly  co rne  o n  one  

l ik e  a  s to rm  d e s c e n d in g  th e  m o u n ta in  o r  l ik e  a 
w h ir lw in d  : th e y  c o m e  a s  th e  r a in  d o e s  i n  som e 
se c tio n s  o f  th e  w o r ld — g e n tly , b u t  e v e ry  d ay . 
O n e  o f  l ife ’s  d isc o m fo rts  is  -p resen ted  h e re w ith  : 

A i c o rd in g  to  p o p u la r  im p ress io n , 
h o t  w e a th e r ,  m o sq u ito es  a n d  

m ä d  d ogs a l l  f lo u rish  a t  th e  
s a m e  t im e  a n d  a re  c h a rg eab le  

to  t h e  m a le fic  in flu e n ce  o f 
' th e  D og S tar. S p e a k in g  o f 

^  d o g s  a n d  th e  D og S ta r  re- 
m i n d s  u s  o f  a  boy’s s to ry  
o f  a  do g  a n d  th e  com et, 

—  a n d  w h ic h  w e  h e re  give 
i n  a  s h o r t  e x tr a c t  from  
th e  b o y 's  l e t te r :  “ Golly. 
B ob, y o u  o u g h t to  h a ’ 
b o e n  th e re  la s t  n ig h t  to  
а -seen  th e  fu n . Tom  

•V W in k in s ’ d o rg  T o d d le ' 
\  w a s  a -s e t tin '.a t, th e  g a-*  

a-gaSîiï’ a t  th é  ' C o m ft,, 
2 4  w h e n ; a lo n g  co m és o ld  

S y k es  d u r n e d  r a t  ta r 
d e r  a n d  t h e  2  w a ltz e d  o v e r  th e  fen ce  a n d  th e  
2 fo u g h t. T h e  t a r r ie r  p ro v e d  to o  m u c h  fo r T od
d les, a n d  a f  >re th e y  c o u ld  h a u l  h im  o ff  th e  b a t
t le  g ro u n d  h e  h a d  m a d e  a  g o o d  s q u a re  m ea l off 
h i s h id e .  T o m  w a s  i n  d e sp a ir .  Л -k in d  lo o k in g

go n tle m a n  i n  a  b ro a d -Ъ г іт  h a t  to ld  h im  to  g e t a  
o ttle  o f  S t .  J a c o b s  O i l  a n d  r u b  h im  w ith  it, a n d  
i t  w o u ld  c u re  h im  i n  n o  t im e . .W hat docs Tom  

do b u t  s te a l  in to  t h e  c h a p e l  a t  v e s p e r  t im e  a n d  
s lid e  in to  F a th e r  J a co b s  co n fe ss io n a l b o x  a n d  
beg o f  h im  a  b o ttle  o f  /his o il w i th  w h ic h  to  ru b  
h is  dorg. T lie  F a th e r  fe lt  o f  T o m ’s h e a d  ; i t  w as 
h o t a n ’ a fo re  T om  c o u ld  u t te r  a  p ra y e r ,  tw o  m en  
w e re ju g g in ’ h im  h o m e  fo llo w ed  гэу a  g re a t  crow d, 
w h o  k e p t  a t " a  sa fe  d is ta n c e , th in k in g  h e  h a d  
b een  b i t  by  a  m ad  dorg . T h e  m o re  h e  k ick e d  
a n d  sc re a m e d  to  be le t  free , th e  t ig h te r  th e y  he?d 
on  to  h im .” •" I n  r e fe re n c e  to  a n o th e r  to rm e n t,  th e  
C h icago  Western Catholic r e c e n tly  w r o te . “  M r. 
Joe l D. H a rv e y , U . S. C o llec to r o f  In te r n a l  R ev e
n u e , o f  th is  c i ty ,.h a s  s p e n t  o v e r  tw o  th o u sa n d  
d o lla rs  o n  m e d ic in e  fo r  l i i s  w ife , w h o  w as suffer
in g  d re a d fu lly  fro m  rh e u m a tis m , a n d  w ith o u t 
d e r iv in g  a n y  b e n e fit  w h a te v e r ;  y e t  tw o  b o ttles 
o f  S t .  J acobs O i l  a c co m p lish e d  w h a t  th e  m o st 
sk il lfu l  m e d ic a l  m e n  fa i le d  in  d o in g . W c c o u ld  
g iv e  tb e  n a m e s  o f  h u n d r e d s  w h o  h a v e  b e e n  c u re d  
b v  th is  w o n d e r fu l  re m e d y  d id  sp a ce  p e rm it  us. 
T h e  la te s t  m a n  w h o  h a s  b e e n  m a a e  h a p p y  
th ro u g h  th e  u se  o f  th is  v a lu a b le  l in im e n t  i s  M r. 
Ja m e s  A. C o n lan , l ib r a r ia n  o f  th e  U n io n  C a th o lic  
L ib ra ry  o f  th is  c ity . T h e  fo llo w in g  Is  M r. Con- 
l a n ’s in d o rs e m e n t :

Union C atholic L ib ra ry  Association,Ï 
204 Dearborn Street, >

• Chicaco, S ep t. 16,1880. J 
I  w ish  to  a d d  m y  te s t im o n y  to  t h e  m e r i ts  o fST. 

Jacobs O i l  a s  a  c u re  fo r  r h e u m a tis m . O n e  b o t
t le  h a s  c u re d  m e  o f  th is  tro u b le so m e  d isease , 
w h ic h  g a v e  m e  a  g r e a t  d e a l  o f  b o th er, fo r  a  lo n g  
tim e  ; h u t ,  t h a n k s  lo  t h e  r e m e d y , I  a m  c u re d . T h is  
s ta te m e n t  is  u n s o lic ite d  b y  a n y  o n e  in  i t s  in ter»  
e a t. V ery  re sp e c tfu lly ,

James A. Conlan, L ib ra r ia n ,

a»Jt . 4 * 9 ^  p e r  d a y  a t  h o m e . S a m p le s  w o r th
•p i) t O  »р- v  *5 f re e . A d d re s s  Stinson & Co.,
F o r t l a n d ,  M a in e .

S aw in g  M ade Easy.
^  T he New Im proved

MONARCH UGRTMM 
S A W

І8 tbe  cheapest and best* 
]A boy sixteen years ole 
can saw  logs fast and easy.

  Sent on test trial. Senq
poetal fo r  I llu s tra ted  Catalogue containing testim on
iale and fu ll particulars. A G E S T 8  W A j r T E D ,  ttanarob Lightning Saw Co., 168 Randolph St, Chicago.

RHEUMATINE
THE GREAT CORE FORRHEUMATISM

A nd all com plaints o f  a  Rheum atic nature  
, R H EU M A TIN E is not a sovereign rem edy for “ all 

tin* ills th a t flesh, is heir to ,” bu t for N E U R A L G IA , 
S C IA T IC A , R H E U M A T IS M , an d  com plaints oi 
Rheum atic na ttn e .

ІГ IS A SU R E  C U R E .
b e t te r  from  Ulr. W m  H a rr is , BrMM’̂ u d  

• ra c k e r  B a k e r , 14 lTlar e t sq u a re , 
H a m ilto n .

Hamilton, 12th J u ly ,  1882.
J .  N. S u th e rla n d , Esq.,

S t. C a th a r in e s .
A f te r  y p a re  o f  s u ffe r in g  w i th  r h e u m a t i s m  

g a v e  y o u r  R b e u m a t in  - a  t r i a l ,  a n d  a m  h a ^ p y  to  
вау w i th  t h e  b e a t  r e s u l t ,  a  c u re .

Y o u rs  tru ly ,
W . J .  H A R R IS .

SO LD  B Y  A L L  D R U G G IST S .

Hie Khtuimaline Manufacturing Ce.
ST. C A T H A R IN E S , ONT.

W iner &  Co., WhoIeNale AgeutK, 
H am ilto n .

jiCç.me all who wish w hite T eeth  of pearl, 
^To se t off Іірв of cherry  ;
A frag ran t B reath  for tbe boy and girl 

W ho purchases “ T eaberry.”

A very tall gentlem an w altzing w ith an 
extrem ely  sh o rt lady provoked the  rem ark , 
“ T here ’s the  mile dancing with the  mile 
stoue .”

The orystalized experience of tw enty  
years has proved the best trea tm en t of con
sum ption to be the  prolonged use of D r. 
W heeler’s Phosphates and Calisaya, whioh 
restores nu tritio n  by augm enting nerve 
force and seouring th e  digestion and 
asBimilation of food. As soon as the  stom  
ach will m anage it, th e  form  of energy next 
in value to Phosphates is pure Norway God 
L iver Oil, of w hich take a  teaspoonful in 
the m orning just,,., before eating, and 
gradually  increase to a t^blespoouful twioe 
daily. C ontinue these constjuc tive agents 
for an indefinite period,and do not le t every 
new remedy sem ation  sw itch you off the 
course.

W hen a  nation gives b irth  tc a  man 
who is able to produce „a.great thought, 
ano ther is born who is able to understand 
and adm ire it,

D *  s e r v e s  i t  . .W e ll .

N othing ever introduced for the  oure of 
any ailm ent deserves th e  high repu tation  
i t  has so rapid ly  gained as P u tn a m ’s P a in 
less Corn E x trac to r, th e  g rea t and  only sure 
cure for Corns, B unions, eto. I t  acts 
prom ptly, i t  ao ts. . path lessly, i t  acts 
effioiently, i t  aots in  the  m ost radical 
m anner. No pain, no disoom fort. P u t 
nam ’s Corn E x trac to r  ів the  acm e of per
fection as a  safe cure and painless rem edy 
for Corns. Bew are of im ita tions and  sub
stitu tes . A. C. Poison & Co., props., 
K ingston, O nt.

“ Yes, th e  electric ligh t is a g rea t in 
vention,” m uttered  F lub, as he felt about 
the door, “ an ’ every keyhole ought to have 
one.”

I t ’s  E v e r y  O n e ’s  D u t y — To im prove the  
opportunities presented  for health , cheer
fulness and  com fort. See to i t ,  th a t  
Zopesa is used irr your fam ily for Dya*ep- 
sia end Biliousness. I t  i b  guaranteecFtfo 
remove them .

МЩЕТІСЩШШЕ
TR/.uf Д.,У {)

ы ж т

F o r  O ld  a n i l  Y o u n g ,  IT Ia le  a n d  F e m a l e .
P o s i t iv e ly  c u re s  N e rv o u s n e ss  in  A L L  i t s  s ta g e s  
W eak  M em o i \ , L o s s  o f  B ra in  P o w e r ,S e x u a l  P r o s 
t r a t i o n  N ig h t S w ea ts , S p e rm a to rrh o e a , L e u c o r-  
rh œ a ,  B a r re n n e s s ,  S e m in a l  W e a k n e s s  a n d  
G e n e ra l  L o bb  o f P o w e r . I t  r e s to re s  S u rp r is in g  
T o n e  a n d  V ig o r to  t h e  E x h a u s te d  G e n e ra tiv e  
o rg an s , W ith  e a c h  o r d e r  fo r  t w e l v e  p a c k a g e s  
a c c o m p a n ie d  w i th  f iv e  d o lla r s ,  w e w ill  e e n d  o u r  
W r i t te n  G u a r a n te e  t o  r e f u n d  t h e  m o n e y  if  th e  
t r e a tm e n t  do**s not? e ffe c t a  c u re .  I t  i s  t h e  
4 'h e a p e f t t  a n d  R e > t  M e d ic ir  e  in  t h e  m a r k e t .  
P a m p h le t  s e n t  f  е е  b ÿ  l im il  t o  a n y  a d d re s s . S o ld  
h v d r .u g g . sts. a t.  5 0 * 4  p e r  b o x , o r  6  b o x e s  fo r  
$ 2  5 0 , ' m a i le d  f re e  o f p o s ta g e , o n  r e c e ip t  o f 
m o n e y  i '

J T In c k ’e F F K aitnetic  m e d i c i n e  C o . ,
' •  W in d so r , )n t. ,  C a n a d 8 .

. S o ld  b y  a ll  d ru g g ié ts  e v e ry w h e re .

I  h a v e  a  p o s l t l t o  r o m é d ÿ  f o r  t h e  a b o v e  d is e a s e  ; by  it*  
u se  t h o u s a n d s  o f  e n se e  o f t h e  w o ro t  k in d  a n d  o f  lo n g  
s ta n d in g  h a v o  b o e n  c u re d .  In d e e d ,  e o  s t r o n g  ia  m y  f a i th  
In  its , efficacy , t  H at I  w ill-se r id  TW O  B O T T L E S F R E E , to  
j e t h e r  w i th  a  V A L U A B L E  T R E A T IS E  o n  t h i s  d i s e a s e ,  tc 
a n y  s u f fe re r .  G1 ve E x p re s s  a n  d  R . O. a d d re s s .

D R . T. A. JSLOQVM, 181 P e a r l  S t. ,  N e w  Y o rk .

Л О К М А К ’ В

E L E C T R I C  8 E L I
IN S T IT U T IO N  (E S T A B L IS H E D  1874 

4  K ilM « К ТК  К T  K A »T , TIIHOIVTO
I-'E R N O U S  D E B IL IT Y , P h e u m a t i s m ,  L a m e  

B ack . N e u ra 'g ia ,  P a ra ly s is ,  a n d  a l l  L iv e r  a n d  
C h e s t  C o m p la in ts  im m e d ia  e ly  re l ie v e d  a n d  
p e r m a n e n t ly  c u re d  b y  u s in g  th e s e  B E L T S  
BA N D S AN D IN S O L E S .

C i r c u la r s  a n d  C o n s u l ta t io n  F R E EïilmOïîÿï
W h e n  I  s a y  c in  e  1 do  n o t  m e a n  m e re ly  to  s to p  th o rn  tor&  

Ö m e a u d  t h e n  h a v o  th e m  r e t u r n  a g a in ,  I  m e a n  a  r a d ic a l  c u re  
* h a v e  m a d e  t h e  d is e a s e  o f  F IT S , E P IL E P S Y  o r  F A L L IN G  
SIC K N ESS a  l ife - lo n g  -eÇndy. I w a r r a n t  m y  r e m e d y  to  c u re  
th e  Vrorst aaeeà. B û caü se io th e r s  h a v e  f a i le d  i s  n o  re a so n  fo r 
n o t  n o w  f b c e iv m g  a  c rire . - S e n d  ar, o n e  • fo r  a  t r e a t i s e  a n d  в '*  
F re e  B o ttle  o f  m y  in f a i i ih ’.a  re m e d y . G iv e  E x p re s s  a n d  P o st » 
Office. I t  co s ts  y o u  n o th in g  fo r  a  t r ia l ,  a n d  I  w ill  c u r e  you.

A d d re s s  D r, H . G .T tO O T , 183 P e a r l  S t . .  N e w  Y o rk

PRINCIPAL-*- LINE
And ail Hue to  St. Joseph
points In Iow at4'4»,^^5*}ÎN4Atchl8on, Topeka, Deni 

son, Dallas, Ga>
sas, New M exico, A rizona, veston
tan a  and Texas. , . . .

°  X  I  1  P  A  < 3 r  О
This R ou te  ba« no superior for Alber> 

r. . M inneapolis and St. Pan;
MutloDally repu ted  к, ly conceded to  Ье1Л  tlTe g . . . ,

i-  tire best Ä
iinilroad in th e  W orld fo r (.Iftt
all classes of trave l.

K A NSAS CITY
All connections m ade 

In  Unlcm,
D epots.

Try
T ickets v ia  aut- Уои 'л,‘
C elebrated L ine f o ^ v / І О ^ Ч У ^  find trav e l In?
sal •» a t  a ll offices lux u ry , Ins: i
the  Is'. S. o f a  <H-

In fo rm a tio n s
Canada.

abou t K ates of 
F are , S leeping C a r s ,^ 4 J %

com!-«.

e tc :, cheerfu lly  g iven  by N
V { |g №  Ш Ш  I f  y o u  w a n t  to  l e a r n  T e le g ra p h y  
1 v U i l  V u lf t l»  in  a few  m o n th s ,  a n d  b e  c e r ta in  

of a  s i tu a t io n ,  a d d  ese V a le n tin e  B ro«. J a n e s v i l l e  
W'H

tf fß ß  a  w eek  in  y o u r  o w n  to w n . T e r m s  a n d  $6 
ф \ ) и  o u tö t  f re e . A d d re ss  H . H a l l e t t  Л C o., 
P o r t l a n d ,  M a in « .

Г. j POTTER. - PERCEVAL LOWELL
3d Vice Pres'l ct Gen'l Manager, , Gen. Pass. Agl.y 

Chicago, ІЦ . Chicago, l l i
J .  A gent,

9fl Front Htreet East., Toronto' O n t

A. WEEK $12 a day at home easily mado. 
Ф • « Costly ouût free. Address True ft Co. 
Augusta, Maine


