
A n ТЛуІ,
B o n n ie  N e lly  s ta n d in g  

A t t h e  o p e n  d o o r,
S h a p e ly  sh a d o w  fa l l in g  

O n th e  s a n d e d  f lo o r.
Y o u n g  a n d  f a i r  is  N e lly ,

Y e t h e r  e y e s  a r e  s a d —
N e lly ’s a b s e n t  lo v e r  

I s  a  B ailor la d .

L o v in g  h e a r t s  w ill  q u iv e r ,
T h o u g h  n o  t e m p e s t  b lo w —

G a l la n t  s h ip s  h a v e  fo u n d e re d  
W h e n  th e  b re e z e  w a s  low .

S a i lo r  la d s  a r e  fick le ,
C h a n g in g  l ik e  t h e  w in d  ;

N e l ly ’s lo v e r  f a r  a w a y  
A n o th e r  lo v e  m a y  fin d .

N e lly , fie  1 t h u s  d o u b t in g —
S a ilo r  l a d s  a r e  t r u e  ;

I  c a n  see  a  g a l la n t  b a rq u e  
B r e a s t  t h e  b i llo w s  b lu e .

I  c a n  h e a r  h e r  a n c h o r  c h a in  
R a t t l in g  o ’e r  h e r  s id e —

I  se e  a  s a ilo r  l e a p  a s h o re ,
O u ts tr ip p in g  t im e  a n d  t id e .

N e lly , w o m a n , h a s te n ,
P u t  o n  y o u r  f r e s h e s t  gow n,

A s a ilo r  l a d  is  c o m in g  u p  
T h e  r o a d  t h a t ’s f ro m  th e  to w n  ;

H e ’s lo o k in g  f o r  a  p la c e  h e  loves,
A l i t t l e  g a rd e n  s tile ,

A l i t t l e  h o m e ly  c o tta g e  d o o r,
A l i t t l e  la s s ie ’s sm ile .

O h , f a i t h f u l  s a i lo r  la d d ie ,
A k in g  m ig h t  e n v y  th e e  !

F o r  s u c h  a  w e lc o m e  h o m e  a s  t h in e  
I ’d  g la d ly  c ro s s  t h e  sea .

THAT BEAUTIFUL RIVER.
T h a t olever h in t about C yril W entw orth  

bad the intended effect on th e  nervous 
invalid . AU her olft tears of C yril W ent 
worth were reaw akened. A longing desire 
took роввеввіоп ot her to have her daughter 
m arried off sa fe ly  out of th e fortune- 
hunter’s reach. In  her sudden an x iety  she  
w ould have St. Leon and B eatrix  m arried  
tkat m om ent by telegraph if  possible. Bhe 
infeoted her husband w ith all her own fears, 
aod both oonourred in  th e  opinion of Мгв, 
Le R oy th a t delays were dangerous.

So a le tter  w en t h a stily  baok to E den  
fu ll of good tid ings to th e dw ellers there.

The Gordon’s approved and even advo  
oated M rs. L e R oy’s plan. T hey  w rote to 
th eir  daughter, and recom m ended her to  
Bhorten th e term  of her lover’s probation, 
regretting th a t th e  sta te  of her m other’s 
h ealth  m ade it  desirable for her to rem ain  
where she w as y e t aw hile longer. T he let 
ter w as filled w ith  suoh warm , parental 
love and advice th a t L au rel involuntarily  
w ept over it . A  generous oheok for her 
Рагівіап trousseau w as inolosed. T h is the  
young g irl put oarefully  aw ay.

“ I  Bhall never use it ,” Bhe said. “ Gold 
oould not tem pt m e to sin . I t  is love th at 
haa m ade m e bad and w ioked, but I  can 
not draw baok now . I sh a ll m arry St, 
L eon L e R oy . I t  is  fa te .”

So, follow ing th a t fa te, she went reok- 
less ly  on in  her strange oareer. T hree  
w eeks later ehe waB no longer L aurel Vane 
w as L aurel L e R oy, alm ost forgetting in 
her w ild  happiness her en em y’s threat. 
“ Who breaks—p a y s  I"

CHAPTER X X V .

D a y s oame in  whioh L aurel alm ost tor 
got th e  long, dark, threatening shadow  th a t 
lay  alw ays jUBt ahead of her.

T h ey  w ere crossing th e w ide A tlan tic  
O oean, and every one said that there never 
had been finer w eather or a p leasanter trip  
T h ey  had no rough w inds the whole voyage, 
T h e oalm , sunny  blue sky  hung over an 
ooean as beautifu lly  blue and alm ost as 
oalm . T he foam y w hite-oaps of th e  w aves 
w ere a lm ost as fleeoy and pure as the 
Bnowy lit t le  olouds th at sailed  through the 
вку. T h e beautifu l shining-w inged sea  
birds w ere  a souroe of beauty  and delight 
to  every one. E very  day w as warm  and 
B unny, ev ery  nigh t w a s m oon-lighted and 
balm y. N o one had expeoted suoh perfeot 
w eather in Ootober.

Forever after those tw o w eeks rem ained  
in  L au rel’s m em ory like a beautifu l dream  
fad eless and ineffaoeable.

For th a t lit tle  tim e she wae perfeotly  
secure. She knew no one on the steam er, no 
one knew  her. Hor hueband w as perfeotly  
devoted to her as she w as to h im . T hey  spent 
long, happy days together on deok, never  
w eary of eaoh oth er’s Booiety. T hey  talked  
to  eaoh other by m oonlight, their talk often  
drifting in to  poetry, w hioh is th e moBt 
natural language ot love. T h ey  m ade som e 
acquaintances, but th ey  did not seek  other 
society . T h ey  w ere a ll in  a ll to eaoh other, 
T he girl-w if e oould not find it  in  her heart to 
repent o f w hat she had done. I t  appeared 
to  her th a t she had been made for h im , and 
he for her, judging by their m utual love.

O ertainly a ohange for th e better had 
been effeoted in  S t. L eon L e R oy. H is  
dark eyes w ere no longer oold and oynioal 
but beam ed w ith  love and happineBB T he  
m ooking sm ile  no longer ourled h is  lips  
T h ey  w ere sw eet and gentle. H is  voioe 
rang w ith  tenderness instead  of saroasm  
H is  hatred and d istrust for all wom en  
Ьеоаиве M aud M erivale had deoeived him  
w as gradually dying out. H e believed th at 
h is bride waB an angel. W hen tho awaken 
ing oam e, it  w as all the m ore bitter beoause 
he had believed in her so tru ly .

L aurel w as as lovely  as a dream  in  those  
honeym oon days. H er faoe glowed w ith  
happineBB, her dark eyes lost their sombre, 
brooding shadow , and sparkled like stars.

T he passengers Baid th a t Mr. L e Roy' 
young bride w ae a perfeot beauty . W hen  
she walked on deok in  her soft, fine, w hite  
oaehmere dresses, w ith  a orim son scarf 
about her shoulders, diam onds blazing in  
her sm all, shell-lik e  ears, and her splendid  
burnished golden hair flying like a banner 
of ligh t on th e gentle breeze, no one oould 
keep from  looking at her, no one oould keep  
from  envying S t. L eon L e R oy  th e  posses 
віоп of во m uoh beauty , and sw eetness and  
love.

L aurel had never known th a t she was 
beautifu l u n til S t . L eon told her so. 
w as a new  delight to  her. Som e fa in t 
hope oam e to her th a t by th a t beauty  she  
m ight hold h is heart, even when he found  
her out—even w h en  he knew her at her 
w orst— an im postor who had m asqueraded  
under a fa lse nam e, and во won h im . She  
had read th a t “ beauty is  lord of love ,” and  
Bhe prayed th a t it  m ight prove so to her in  
her dark hour—th at hour always just 
lit t le  ahead of her, w hen she should m oan 

S o  t ir e d ,  80  t i r e d ,  m y  h e a r t  a n d  I  ! 
T h o u g h  n o w  n o n e  t a k e s  m e  o n  h i s  a rm  
T o  fo ld  m e  c lo se  a n d  k is s  m e  w a rm  

T i l l  e a o h  q u ic k  b r e a t h  e n d  in  a  s ig h  
O f h a p p y  la n g o u r .  N ow  a lo n e ,
W e  le a n  u p o n  s o m e  g ra v e y a rd  s to n e , 

U n c h e e re d ,  u n k is s e d , m y  h e a r t  a n d  I,
Sh e w ould  uot th in k  of th a t nearing  

future m uoh. She gave herself up to the  
deligh ts of the present. S h e w as the m ost 
fondly worshipped w ife in  th e  world. W hen 
th ey  w en t to Paris, he loaded her w ith  oostly  
gifts, splendid dresses, priceless jew els.

“ I  do not know how  I  shall ever be able  
to  wear a ll of th ese  splendid th ings ; th ey  
are too fine for m e,” she said to him  alm ost 
afraid of herself in  th e m id st of thiB splen  
did paraphernalia.

“ N oth ing ів too costly  or too fine for you, 
m y lit tle  love,” he answered, taking her in  
hie arm s and kisBing th e beautiful faoe over 
and over. “ Y ou w ill need a ll th ese  th ings 
w hen you get in to  sooiety. W hen w e go 
hom e, we w ill spend our w inters in  N ew  
ï o r k ,  and th e women in  sooiety there dress 
like queens. I  sh a ll w an t you to be the  
finest of them  all, ав you are deoidedly the  
m ost beautifu l.”

He w ondered w h y  th e  fair faoe grew so 
pale, w hy  h is  young w ife  shivered in hiB 
arm s, and drooped her eyes  from  hie.

“ I  hope it w ill be a long tim e before we 
return to N ew  Y ork,” she said a lm ost pet 
u lan tly , “ I like E urope better than 
A m erioa.”

“ Y ou are a m ost d isloyal subjeot of the 
U n ited  S ta tes,” he laughed ; “ but you Bhall 
Btay ae long ae you w ish, m y darling.”

com ing upon th em  w as not p leasant. She  
did not th in k  th a t B ea tr ix  W entw orth  
would approve of w hat she had done, and 
she reoalled Clarioe W ells’ th reat w ith  an 
unoontrollable shudder. I t  had been во 
vivid .

I  would betray you even in  front of the  
altar I” had said the m aid.

D eoidedly th e thought of stum bling upon 
the W entw orths w as not pleasant.

B u t th en ,” said th e trem bling young  
bride to herself, “ th ere waB no likelihood  
th at th ey  w ould do so .” London wae a 
>reat w ide o ity. T hey m ight Btay there  
!or years, and never stum ble upon these  
people of w hom  her gu ilty  oonsoienoe m ade 
her feel so horribly afraid.

A gain, she rem em bered th at C yril W en t
w orth w as here on business, she and her 
hueband in  quest of p leasure. T heir w ays 
lay  far apart. T here were no m utual aim e 
and pursuits to  bring th em  together. It 
w as decidedly  un likely  th a t th ey  should  
m eet.

B u t som e one hae cleverly  sa id  th a t  
T he moBt un likely  th inge a lw ays h ap 

p en .”
T hey  had been in  London several weeke, 

p atien tly  “ doing” all the wondere of th at 
w onderful oity , w hen one day Mr. L e Roy  
took hie w ife to  th e fam oue art gallery. 
She had developed a perfeot раввіоп for 
fine piotures and sta tu es, and he knew  
th a t she would be oharmed w ith  the works 
of the old m astere th a t w ere gathered ifl 
th is  fam ous gallery— th e TitianB, M urrillos, 
G uidos, R aphaels— all th e  glorioue m en  
who, by brush or ohisel, had handed down  
their nam e to an im m ortal fam e.

I t  w as a bright day in  D eoem ber. T he  
sun w ae shining, for a wonder, in  m urky, 
foggy London, irradiating ita usual “ pea- 
soup” atm osphere. S t. L eon w as delighted  
th at the sun shone во brightly. H e  linew  
th a t it  w ould show  th e piotures to still 
greater advantage, and he liked  for h is  
darling to have a ll her pleaeuree a t their  
best.

Looking at L aurel you would never have  
guessed th a t u n til a few  m onths ago she  
had lived in oheap lodgings w ith  her erratic 
father, and tended their poor room s with  
her own little  w h ite  hands. She looked ae 
dainty and lovely  as a lit tle  prinoese now, 
as she tripped along by tbe Bide of h e r 
handsom e, sta te ly  huBband. T he day wae 
oold, although th e sun shone so brightly  
and L aurel wae wrapped in  a long oloak of 
sh in ing seal-sk in, w ith a p retty  oap of th e  
sam e perohed jau n tily  on her head, its  long 
brown ostrioh p lu m s drooping against her 
long golden curls, contrasting w ith  their  
lovely  tinge, whioh m ust have been a favor
ite  shade w ith  th e old m asters, for St. Leon  
observed th at th ey  had painted it  on the  
heads of their m ost beautifu l w om en.

T here is not a pioture on the w alls  
half so lovely  as her living faoe,” he said  
to  h im self, exu ltan tly , looking at) th e fair 
flower-faoe w ith  its  fu ll crim son lips, itB 
oval outline, ite w ine-dark буев w ith  euoh 
w ealth  ot je tty  lashes so ftly  fringing them  
and th e soft bright fringe of love-looks, 
shading the low, w hite brow. T he splendid  
diam ond solita ires in  her roey ears flashed  
a a d  sparkled w ith  every turn o f,th e  restless  
lit t le  head, and w ere w ondrously beooming  
to her sty le . I t  w as no wonder th a t St, 
L eon ’s еуев turned often from  th e ohange 
lees oanvas to dw ell in fon dest adm iration  
on th e living faoe fu ll of th e glow and АавЬ 
and sparkle of youthfu l beauty  and hap  
piness.

H e told her th a t Bhe wae more beautifu l 
than th e piotured faces on th e w alls, and 
her eyes flashed w ith  joy, and her faoe 
flushed говііу. She w as so glad of the fair 
ness th a t God had given her, Bhe never 
w earied hearing about it. I t  w as the link  
by whioh she hoped to hold her hueband  
w hen he found out th e truth  about her.

She o ften  asked herself anxiou sly  whioh  
w ould be th e stronger in tbe terrible hour 
— hia love or hie pride—but she oould never 
anewer her own question . She loved S t. 
L eon , but she d id not yet understand him .

T h ey  were standing in  front of a seraph- 
io-looking M adonna, w hen suddenly he 
touched her arm , and w hispered in  her 
ear :

“ Som e others are w aitin g to look at th is, 
dear. L et us m ove on .”

She turned her beautifu l, happy face 
from  th e pioture tow ard th e group who had 
juet oome up to th em — a young lady and 
gentlem an w ith  a  trim  m a id  follow ing  
after, eom e rioh, warm  wrapB over her arm. 
T hey  were C yril W entw orth , h is w ife , and 
her m aid Clarioe.

T he b e a u tifu l sm ile  froze on L au rel’s 
lipe ae ehe m e t th e ir  B tartled  gaze. She 
u t te re d  a m o an  like  one dying, an d  all in  a 
m om ent fe ll eenseless on th e  floor.

tim es, each retaining her own opinion of 
th e  m atter on th e w ell-know n principle 
th at

A w o m a n  c o n v in c e d  aga inst) h e r  w ill 
I s  oi t h e  s a m e  o p in io n  s ti ll .

B eatrix , like m ost adoring young w ives, 
w ho oonfide a ll th ey  know to their hue- 
bande, la id  her grievanoe before C yril.

T he handsom e, happy young B ened iot 
hum bly begged h is w ife’s pardon for ooin- 
oiding w ith  Clarioe’e views rather than  
hers, but he oould not be shaken trom  hiB 
iirst opinion th a t the romanoe of th e  conspir
acy would oulm m ate in  th e m arriage of 
S t. L eon L e R oy and L aurel Vane.

“ I tw o u ld  be a delightfu l ending,” he 
said, laughing a t her horrified faoe.

B u t I te ll you it  would n ot,” she said, 
em phatioally . “ I t  would be jUBt too dread
ful for anything, and I w ill not believe it of 
sw eet lit tle  Laurel V ane !”

I  hope she m ay ju stify  your good 
opinion, m y dear,!’ 'said C yril W entw orth, 
dryly , but kiaBing her .fondly, and loving  
her all the m ore for her boundless fa ith  in 
her fellow  woman.

B u t th ey  dropped th e Bubject then , and  
if any one speculated further on L aurel 
V ane’e hopes and  plana it  paBBed in  вііепсе. 
B eatrix  w as too generous to believe evil of 
th e innooent girl who h ad  served her in h e r  
clever counterplot against her parents. 
She loved L aurel fo r all she had done for 
her. W hen th e shock of th e  truth  oame 
upon her it  was a ll th e h a rd e r  to  bear 
because of th e loving fa ith  ehe had pereiet- 
en tly  oheriehed.

T h at bright D eoem ber day Cyril w ent 
hom e to their neat, pretty  lodgings and 
announced th at he had a holiday.

I t is such a lovely day, I should like to 
take you out som ewhere, darling,” he said, 
sm oothing the bright w aves of her golden  
hair w ith  oareseing fingers. “ You know it  
is  not often th a t I have th e chaaoe to eeoort 
you anyw here in  the day .”

T h ey  disoussed duly the im portant Bub- 
jeot of w here to go, and deoided on an  art 
gallery. B oth  adored piotures.

Clarioe dressed her m istress in her віікв 
and furs and decided to follow  th e party  
w ith  extra wraps for her m istress in  oase 
th e day Bhouid prove colder th an they  
thought, and in  order to gratify  her own 
penchant for sight seeing.

N o thought oame to them  of th e great 
surprise th a t aw aited them  in th e fam ous 
art gallery. T h ey  w ent forward to m eet it  
all unoonsoiously, even as L aurel aw aited  
their oom ing am ong th e piotures and  
sta tues, a ll unoonsoious of w hat w as h a s t
ening to her.

T hey  were unusually gay. B eatrix  had  
been pin ing a little  of late under the  
depressing influence of the rainy, dism al 
w eather. T he bright sunshine revived her 
s p ir its  and brought th e warm  pink roses to 
her oheeks. She laughed and ohatted  
gayly  to her delighted husband.

T hey  loitered in  the gallery and adm ired  
the beautifu l paintings and sta tu es, all the 
work of m aster hands long sinoe dissolved  
to  dust. T hey  saw  only tw o persons beside 
th em selves— à lady and gentlem an with 
their faoes turned toward th e beautiful 
painting of a M adonna. T he lady had 
golden hair th a t waB strangely fam iliar  to 
B eatrix  and Clarioe, but then , m an y of the  
E nglishw om en had golden hair. E ach said  
to herself th a t it  waa only  fancy th a t it  
rem inded th em  of L aurel Vane.

So th ey  went on elow ly and unoon- 
soiously, and th e handsom e m an and beau- 
tifu l girl turned around and faced them .

T hey  saw  the young faoe w hiten  w ith  
fear, heard the frightened m oan break  
from  the trem bling lips, saw  her reel d iz 
zily , and fa ll like a etone at their fe e t—and 
th ey  knew  th at it  w as L aurel Vane, th at 
S t. L eon L e  R oy  w as her husband, and  
th a t her wretohed falsehood had found her 
out 1

trust she reposed in  her th at she d id not 
know how to forgive her.

“ D o not oharge me w ith  your fo lly , your 
madneeB 1” sh e  oried, ind ignantly. “ My 
sin wae bad enough—but yours is beyond 
pardon. H ow  dared you, Laurel Ѵлпе, 
m arry the proud, rioh S t. L eon Le R oy ?”

“ I  loved h im —he loved m e I” m oaned  
the wretohed young bride.

“ And w hat w ill beoome of h is  love now  
when he learns th e truth ?” queried B eatrix , 
w ith stinging soorn,

C yril hastily  interposed.
“ D o not be hard on her, B eatrix . She w as 

kind to iîb. B e kind to her. See, she is 
alm ost broken-hearted by your soorn !” 

L aurel looked a t th e handsom e, kindly  
faoe. I t  w as fu ll of sym path y and p ity , 
not hard and angry like th e w om en’s faoee, 
H er despairing heart filled w ith  new  hope. 
She olasped her hands, and looked at bim  
w ith  dark, appealing eyes.
. “ Y es, I  p itied you, I helped you to your  
love,” Bhe said, pleadingly. “ W ill you let 
them  rob m e of m ine ? W ill you le t them  
betray-m e ?”

A ll the p ity  in  hie heart, a ll hie m anly  
oom passion, w as stirred  in to  life by her 
words and looks.

W e love eaoh oth er,” she w en t on 
pathetioally . “ W e love eaoh other even as 
you and your w ife  love. D o not oome 
betw een ua yet 1 L et ua be happy a little  
longer 1

B eatrix , you hear,” eaid Cyril, bending  
down to take hia w ife’s hand in  h is own.

T hey love even ae we love, dear. Can 
you bear to part th em — to betray her ? 
S h e  is  lit t le  m ore th an a ohild. You w ill 
break her- heart. T he beginning of it  all 
lies  w ith  us. D o w e not owe her our p ity  
at least— our p ity  and our silenoe ?”

“ Your silence ia a ll I  ask ,” oried the 
oulprit, eagerly. “ T he end w ill oome Boon 
enough. L et m e have a little  respite. T ell 
m e w here to find you to-m orrow. Mr. L e  
Roy haa an engagem ent out th en , and I 
w ill oome to you. I w ill te ll you how  it  all 
happened ! I w ill beg for your p ity  on m y  
bended knees 1”

She began to w eep passionately. B eatrix  
oould not bear those b itter tears. She  
drew out her oard-oase h astily .

“ H ere ів m y address,” she Baid, “ oome 
to m e to-m orrow, and te ll m e th e whole 
story, I oan judge better th en  w hat ів best 
for m e to do."

She did not pity L aurel muoh. She fe lt 
angry w ith  her for her presum ption in 
m arrying one so far above her as Mr. Le  
R oy. And then th e fo lly , th e madneBB of 
it . She oould not understand the m ad love 
th a t had driven Laurel, step  by Btep, into  
her terrible poeition.

Mr. L e R oy is oom ing. D o not le t him  
suspect anything wrong,” said Cyril, 
h astily .

H e turned w ith  a sm ile to  m eet the  
handsom e, Btately gentlem an.

Mr. L e R oy, I am  Cyril W entw orth ,” 
he said, genially. “ P erm it m e to assure you  
th at your w ife  ie qu ite reoovered, and to  
preeent you to m y w ife—Mre. W entw orth .”

C H A P T E R  X X V I.
W hen th ey  w en t to E ngland , L aurel 

w ondered a little  fearfu lly  i t  th ey  ehould  
m eet th e  W entw orths. She knew  th at 
th ey  w ere in  London, and th e  thought of

C H A P T E R  X X V II.
More than onoe, sinoe th ey  oame to E n g 

land, Clarioe WellB said, an xiou sly  to her 
m istrees :

“ I am  afraid M ise V ane has laid  her 
ріапв to m arry Mr. L e R oy. W hy else  
ehould she have w ished  to rem ain at 
E den ?”

B u t B ea trix , w ho w as v e r y  fond of the  
lovely  »irl w ho had m ade such a saorifioe, 
for her sake, w ould  not believe it.

“ She w as a dear, good, honest ohild,” 
ehe eaid. “ I  had hard work to persuade 
her to personate m e for a lit tle  w hile . H er  
exaggerated notion of gratitude w as all th at 
tipped th e soale in  m y  favor, allow ing a 
lit t le  for her rom antio p ity  for two despair
ing lovers. I am  sure Bhe w ould not attem pt 
an intrigue a t her own risk .”

“ One risks a great deal for love’s sake,” 
aaid Clarioe W ells . “ Y ou w ould know  
th a t by your experience, Mrs. W entw orth .”

“ B u t L aurel wae not in  love w ith  Mr. 
L e R oy. She w as afraid of h im . She wrote 
m e to th a t effeot,” objected p retty  B eatrix , 
fixing her large b lue  eyes  B urprisedly  on 
Clarioe's sober faoe.

“ I  beg your pardon. T h at m ight have 
been th e oase at first, but it  w as not likely  
to  la s t,” said th e m aid , pursuing her argu
m en t w ith  th e freedom  of a favorite. “ I 
do not believe M iss V ane’s antipathy lasted  
long. H e waB very handsom e and fasoinat- 
ing— ju st th e  m an to w in th e love of an 
innooent young girl I A nd he adm ired her, 
I  am  sure of th at, M rs. W entw orth . And  
believing her to be h is  equal in  w ealth  and 
station , w hat w as to prevent their m arry
ing if th ey  loved each other ?”

“ You are very olever, Clarioe, but I am  
afraid you are m aking m ountains of mola-. 
h ills ,” B ea trix  W entw orth  answered, 
ligh tly . H ow  oould th ey  m arry w ithout 
papa and m am m a’B con sen t?  B eatrix  
Gordon would have to return to N ew  ï o r k  
and be m arried from  her fa ther’s houae. 
A nd how oould lit tle  L aurel V ane, w ith  
her big blaok eyes and innooent soul per
sonate m e to m y own parents? D o you 
not see th a t your theory w ouldn’t hold  
w ater, Clarioe, as Cyril would вау in  h is  
live ly  w ay .”

Clarioe w as silenoed but not oonvinoed.
“ A nyw ay, I  w ieh I had not left) her 

th ere ,” ahe said . “ My oonaoience would  
be all th e  d earer . B u t, Mra. W entw orth , 
don’t  you th ink , th a t you Bhouid w rite to  
your parents now  and oonfess w hat you  
have done, and beg th em  to forgive you for 
your nau ghty  oonduot and runaw ay mar- 
riage ?”

T w o oryetal drope brim m ed over Mre. 
W entw orth’s blue eyes and splashed down 
upon her pink oheeks.

“ D ear papa, dear m am m a, it  w as naughty  
and wicked to desert them  so ,” she said ; 
“ but they were too hard on C yril and me. 
I loved him  so dearly. I oould not bear it. 
B u t I  loved th em  too ; and although Oyril 
m akes m e so happy, m y heart aohes for the  
dear ones at hom e.”

“ A nd you w ill w rite to  th em  ? T he  
plunge has to be m ade som e tim e. Ae w ell 
now  ав ever,” urged the m aid.

" N o, not now . W hat do you take m e 
for, Clarioe ? D o you th ink I  would betray  
sw eet lit tle  L aurel, to  whom  I owe all m y  
happiness ? oried B eatrix , indignantly.

“ I beg your pardon for nam ing it . Of 
oourse, you  know beet, Мгв. W entw orth ,” 
replied disorete Clarioe, dropping th e  
Bubjeot.

T hey  had disouBBed th e m atter вѳѵегаі

C H A P T E R  X X V III.
Mr. L e R oy, turning ic  the sam e m om ent 

w ith  hiB w ife, saw  tw o faoes th a t he reoog-- 
n ized —C yril W entw orth’s th a t he had 
seen once in N ew  York, and Clarioe’s whioh  
he rem em bered perfeotly w ell. B ea trix  he 
did not know. H e glanoed a t her carelessly, 
little  th inking w hat an influenoe the p retty  
blonde had exerted over h is life.

A  pang of jealousy, keen, sw ift and terri 
ble as th e  lightn ing’s flash tore through h is  
heart as he beheld h is worshipped bride 
w aver and fa ll, like one dead, to  th e floor.

H e believed  th a t th e mere sight of Cyril 
W entw orth’s faoe had produoed th a t terrible 
em otion th a t had Btrioken her down like a 
broken flower a t their feet.

For an in stan t he stood m otionless, 
alm ost petrified by h is agitation, then he 
bent down over th e beautifu l faoe th at only  
a m om ent ago had been lifted  to h is spark
ling and glow ing w ith  love and happiness. 
I t  w as pale and rigid now, and tb e je tty  
fringe of the lashes lay  h eav ily  on the 
white oheeke ав if th ey  would never lif t  
again from  th e sw eet dark eyes.

Quiok as he w as, light-footed  Clarioe was 
before h im . She was kneeling down loosen  
ing th e furs and laoes about the throat of 
th e unconscious girl w ith  deft fingers. She 
looked up at h im  with a strange glanoe.

“ I t  is  only a fa in t,” she Baid, “ but she  
m ay be som e tim e in recovering. You had  
better go out and bring eau de Cologne.”

H e obeyed her like one in  a dream , and 
the m om ent he w as gone quiok-w itted  
Clarioe borrowed Mre. W entw orth’s vina
igrette.

“J  only  sen t h im  on a p retex t,” Bhe eaid 
“ W e m u st get her revived before he 
re tu rnB . Mr. W entw orth, w ill you  please  
rem ove her gloves and ohafe her hands ? 
N o, perhaps your w ife m ight do it  better,' 
Bhe added, w ith  a quiok  afterthought.

B eatrix  had been olinging to her h u s
band’s arm , staring like one dazed at the  
strange воепе. She kn elt down and drew  
off L au rel’s dark kid gloves and ohafed the  
delioate, dim pled, w hite  hands. She saw  
a broad gold w edding-ring on the Blender 
finger of one Bmall hand, guarded by a 
keeper of m agnifioent diam onds and 
rubies. A ll three looked significantly at 
one another, and Clarioe said , w om an-like, 
to  her m istress :

“ M rs. W entw orth, I  told you so .”
Cyril oould not repress a ligh t laugh ав 

he stood gazing down upon them . Нів 
keen perception told  h im  the truth.

“ l t  is  L aurel V ane,” he said , and  
B eatrix  anewered, " Y ee,” in  a dazed tone, 
w hile th e m aid supplem ented quiokly, 
“ Or rather L aurel L e R oy.”

A t th a t m om ent L aurel shivered and 
opened her еуев. She saw  herself su p 
ported in  C larioe’s arm s, w hile  B eatrix , 
kneeling by her, ohafed her sm all hands. 
T hey  Baw her glanoe wander past them  
yearn ingly, and a m oan of p itifu l despair  
oam e from  her w h ite  lips as she miBsed the 
face  she  sought.

“ Y ou fa in ted , and Mr. L e R oy has gone 
out for som e eau de, Cologne," said the  
m aid.

A touch of color oame into the blanched  
faoe. She turned her dark, frightened eyes 
up to their oold faoes.

“ Y ou have betrayed m e !” ehe said , in a 
fa in t, alm ost dying, tone.

B eatrix  seem ed inoapable of speeoh. 
Clarioe answ ered, ooldly :
“ W e have said nothing y e t !” T hen she  

oontinued, gravely :
“ Misa V ane, are you Mr. L e R oy’s 

w ife ?”
“ Y es, I am  hie w ife ,” L aurel answered, 

fa in tly . And Bhe tore her hands from  
B eatrix , and oovered her faoe w ith  them,

N o one spoke for a m om ent, then Clarioe 
asked, slow ly :

“ D id  you deceive h im  to th e end ?”
“ T o the bitter end !” shuddered Laurel, 

in a hollow  tone.
T hen suddenly she le t th e shielding  

hands fa ll from  her burning face, and 
looked at B eatrix .

“ D o not look a t m e so stern ly  and 
ooldly, Mrs. W entw orth ,” she oried. “ You 
aent m e there. Are you not to  blam e ?”

N o one oould have believed th a t Mrs. 
W entw orth’s gentle faoe could grow so 
hard and oold.

L aurel V ane bad eo b itterly  betrayed the

wioked, if you w ill ; but I could not pu t th e  
tem ptation  from  m e. T hink w hat all my 
life  had been—how dull, how  sad, how  
lonely I W as it  easy  to put aw ay happi- 
пеев w hen it  oam e to m e in so fa ir a 
guise ?”

T he w h ite  hands w ere olasped im p lor
ingly, th e dark eyea were lifted  pleadingly  
ae th e Bad wordB fe ll from  L aurel’s lip i. 
B eatrix  W entw orth and Clarice W ells, her 
judges and aocusers, looked gravely upon 
the tortured faoe of th e ou lp rit—th e fairest 
oulprit th a t w as ever arraigned for sin.

“ D o you oall i t  happiness ?” eaid B eatrix  
W entw orth. “ I should not th ink  you  
would know one happy hour, living on the  
verge of a volcano th a t m ay destroy you at 
any m om ent. I  should th ink  th a t your 
sorrow and repentanoe would alm ost kill 
you .”

“ B u t 1 do not repent !” oried L au rel 
desperately. “ I  shall never repent w hile  
I rem ain w ith  S t. L eon . I am  too happy, 
in  ppite of m y fears, for sorrow or.repent- 
anoe. W hen I am torn aw ay from  him  
when I have lost h is  love, then  I shall 
repent, then I Bhall understand th e depths 
of m y dreadful віп ; but never before !” 

T h ey  looked at her in  wonder. T hey  
oould not understand her. Su rely  she was 
m ad—th e glam or of passion had obsoured 
her reason I 

“ A nd w hen th e endjoom es—w hen he has 
put you from  him —w h at w ill you do then, 
poor o h ild !” asked B eatrix , slow ly .

“ T hen I  shall d ie ,” th e beautifu l girl 
answ ered, despairingly  

And again th ey  did not know w hat to вау 
to her. She had no thoughts outBide of 
th is  love th at she held by so Blight 
thread. She oould вее nothing beyond it  
but death . B eatrix  oould not help feeling  
vexed w ith  her. She loved her young h u s
band w ith  a fond, rom antio love, but Bhe 
oould not com prehend th e m adness of L au 
rel’s devotion.

“ I t  is not so easy  to die, L aurel,” Bhe 
said, im p atien tly . “ You are a wom an  
now, and you m u st not answ er m e like a 
ohild. Your sin  w ill find you out som e day, 
and you w ill perhaps be oast adrift on the 
world. You should have som e plans form ed  
for th a t tim e.”

T here w as a m om en t’s silenoo ; th en  
L aurel m urm ured, trem blingly  :

S t. L eon loves m e —perhaps he w ill 
forgive m e.”

Clarioe gave an audible aigh from  her 
oorner. B ea trix  m urm ured, “ Poor ohild !

And th e m istress and m aid looked at 
eaoh other in  вііепое a m om ent. T hey did 
not know how to deal w ith  th is  nature. 
B oth  w ondered in  them eelves if  S t. Leon  
Le R oy  would indeed forgive her falsehood, 
T h ey  did not th ink  so.

B eatrix  toyed nervously w ith th e  tasse ls  
of her pale-b lue m orning dress.

“ Laurel,”  ehe said, after a m om en t 
Clarioe and I have form ed a plan for you  

W e do not w ant to betray you to your 
husband. W e th ink it would be better  if 
you confessed th e  truth  to h im  yourself. 

(To b e  o o n tin u e d .)

C H A P T E R  X X IX .
‘ M arried!" said S t. L eon to h im self, 

w ith  a start, and a quick glance at B eatrix. 
H e bowed to her graoefully, th en  hurried 
to h is w ife ’s side.

‘ Y ou are better, B eatrix  ?” he said, 
anxiou sly , and they all saw h is  passionate  
heart looking out of the beautifu l еуев he 
bent on her pale and tear sta ined  faoe.

She olung to h im  in  a sort of nervous 
terror and fear.

“ Y es, I am  better, th anks to the good
ness of Clarioe and her m istress ,” she 
faltered. “ You m ust thank th em  for their 
kindness to  m e, S t. L eon, and take m e 
aw ay.”

H e obeyed her request in a few  oourte- 
ous words, bowed to the party, and led his 
w ife  aw ay, outw ardly cool and oolleoted, 
but on fire w ith  jealous pain.

“ She lovea bim  still I She fa in ted  at 
the bare sight of him  1” he m uttered to 
him self.

“ My God ! w hy did she m arry m e, then ? 
W as it  for w ealth and poeition ?”

T he b itter doubt tore h is  heart like a 
knife. An ипоопвоіоив ooldneBa grew up 
in h is  heart toward her.

H e plaoed her Bilently in  th e oarriage, 
and, springing in beside her, gave h im self 
up to bitter reflections.

T he oarriage whirled them  aw ay to their  
hotel, and as it rattled  over the Btreets 
L aurel w atohed her husband’s oold grave 
faoe w ith  wonder.

“ W hat is  it , S t. L eon ?” Bhe aBked him , 
slipping her arm  tim id ly  in  h is. “ W hy  
do you look so grave ?”

“ I  am  puzzled ,” he answered.
“ Over w hat, S t. L eon ?” asked th e beau

tifu l girl.
“ Over your fainting sp ell,” he answered  

m oodily. “ Y ou told m e you had oeased  
to love C yril W entw orth, but at th e bare 
sight of him  you fe ll litre one dead. W hat 
am  I to th ink, B eatrix  ?”

Ib cam e over her like a flash, th a t he was 
jealous of C yril W entw orth—of Cyril 
W entw orth, whom  she had never beheld  
un til to-day.

H ow  sbe longed for h im  to know the  
tru th , to te ll h im  th at she had never loved 
m ortal m an save h im  w hom  she oalled her 
husband I B u t it  w as one of the pains 
and penalties of her position th at she oould 
not oonfess to S t. Leon. H e muBt go on 
believing th a t her first pure love had been 
lavished on another, muBt go on doubting  
her, for h is  Іоокв and words assured her 
th at th e first seeds of jealousy had been  
sown in  h is heart.

H ot tears of pain and hum iliation  
gathered in  her eyes and splashed heavily  
down her pale oheeke.

“ Oh, S t. Laon, you do not, you oannot, 
believe th at I  love him  B till ?” abe sighed.

“  W hy, then , your agitation a t th a t 
ohanoe m eeting?” he inquired.

" I waB s ta r t le d —o n ly  t h a t , ” Bhe 
a n sw ered . “ I t w as like  seeing  a  ghost. 
And you  m u e t rem em b er th e re  w as Clarioe, 
too. I a ssu re  you  I w as m ore  s ta r t le d  a t  
th e  sight of her th a n  by Mr. W entw orth. 
I t  waB a nervouB ness, a g ita tio n , fr ig h t, 
w hat y ou  w ill, St. L eon, b u t n o t love. No, 
no, no, n o t love ! I love you  o n ly , m y h u s 
b an d . Y ou a re  th e  life  of m y  life !”

She olaBped her hands around h is  arm, 
and looked up to him  w ith  dark, pathetic  
eyes.

“ I am  not perfeot, S t. L eon ,” she Baid, 
“ and life  is not all sunshine. Som e day 
the heavy, lowering olouds of fate w ill pour 
out their blinding rain upon our beada. 
You m ay believe m any hard th ings of me 
then , S t . Leon, but you m ay be sure of one 
th ing alw ays, dear. I love you now and I 
shall love you forever, w ith  th e m addest, 
deepest раввюп a w om an’s heart oan oher- 
ieh Г’

H e had never heard her speak w ith Buoh 
passion before. Her love had been like a 
tim id  bird brooding so ftly  in her heart, too 
shy  to soar into the sunlight, but th e w ords 
burst from  her now eloquent w ith  her 
heart’s em otion , and made sacred by the  
burning drops th at fe ll trom  her eyes. H e  
oould not but believe her. T he jealous 
m isery fled from  his heart as he clasped  
her in  h is  arm s and k issed  th e trem bling  
rosebud m outh.

“ Forgive m e, darling, for doubting you ,” 
he said, repentantly. " I t  w as beoause I  
love you so dearly, and I have alw ays been 
so absurdly jealous of Cyril W entw orth. I 
would give anything upon earth to be able 
to say th at you never loved any one but 
m e.”

A nd she oould not te ll him  th a t it  was 
true. I t  was a part of her punishm ent that 
th is  dark shadow — tho thought th a t her 
first love had been given to another—  
should never be lifted  from  his life. She 
knew  th at it  was a pain to h is  jealous 
nature, but her lips w ere sealed. Som e day  
he would know the truth, Bhe said to her
self bitterly , but then it would oome too 
late tor h is Ьарріпевв.

C H A P T E R  X X X .

“ I loved him , Mrs. W entw orth . T hat 
is  all m y defence. Call m e weak, oowardly,

U S E S  O F  C L U U O S C .

lUtitle from  A lm oet A nyth ing nnd l  . t t ]  in 
A lm oet E vcry tliiu g .

T h e N ational Druggist says : A t the
request of the C om m issioner of In ternal 
R evenue of th e U n ited  StateB a com m ittee  
of the N ation al A oadem y of Science was 
appointed, oonsisting of professors of U u i 
versity  of P h iladelph ia , Y ale College, 
C olum bia College, H arvard College and 
John H opkins U n iversity , th e purpose 
being to  soientifioally  investigate  th e vari 
oue products known aa gluooae, grape 
sugar, m altose, etc . T he com m ittee  found  
th a t glucose is m ade from  m any th ings 
besides starch and potatoes, euoh as “ from  
leavea, straw , rags, ohips, tw iga and resi 
duee from  breweries, d istiller ies,'1 eto. The 
following, w hioh w e take from  th eir  report, 
show s to w hat use gluoose is  put :

B oth  gluoose and grape augar find exten  
віѵе app lications for a great variety of pur 
poses as su b stitu tes for oane sugar < r for 
barley. T he m ost general purposes for 
whioh gluoose or staroh sugar is used are

F irst— For th e m anufacture of table  
syrup. T h is consists of a nearly or qu ite  
oolorless glucose, w ith  a suffioient addition  
of oane BUgar frcm  th e sugar refinery to 
give it  th e  flavor and appearanoe of 
h igh ly  refined m olasses. T he q u an tity  of 
oane syrup added varies from  2 per cent 
up to 33 per cent.

Seoond—A s a su b stitu te  for barley m alt 
in  th e  brew ing of ale or beer. T hie  
really  a substitu tion  of Indian oorn for 
barley, but it  con stitu tes a very im perfect 
substitu te , as th e oorn, by th e  treatm ent 
em ployed in  extracting ita ataroh for oon 
version in to  gluoose, ів oom pletely deprived 
of all th e nitrogenous bodies and m ineral 
sa lts  whioh it  originally  oontained. H ence  
the glucose alone, w hioh ів в іт р іу  trans 
form ed starch , is substitu ted  for th e entire  
barley grain, w ith  its  great variety  of 
valuable oonstituents. T h is is not true, 
how ever, ot the m altose  produced f io m th e  
entire corn by th e aotion of th e m alt. T h is  
m ateria l contains all the soluble co n stitu 
en ts of th e oorn, together w ith  th e ad d i
tional substanoes whioh are rendered  
soluble by th e aotion of th e d iastase  ot the  
m alt.

T hird— A s a su b stitu te  for cane sugar in 
confectionery.

F ou rth —F or the adu lteration  of oane 
sugar, to  whioh it is  added to th e ex ten t of 
20,or m ore per cent.

F ifth —A s a su b stitu te  for oane sugar in 
canning fru its  and in th e m anufacture of 
fru it je llies .

S ix th —F or th e m anufacture of artificial 
honey. T h is is neatly  put up in glasBjars 
contain ing a sm all pieoe of genuine hon ey
com b.

S even th —In th e m anufacture of vinegar.
E ig h th — In th e m anufacture of liquor- 

coloring used in m ixing liquors and m aking  
artifioial liquors.

N in th —O ther m ore lim ited  app lications ; 
in  the m anufacture of w ine ; by th e  baker 
in m aking cakes ; in oooking ; in  th e pre
paration of sauoes ; as an addition to som e 
oanned m eats, евреоіаііу oorned beef ; in 
th e preparation of chew ing tobacco ; in  the  
m anufaoture of printers’ rollers, and in  the  
m anufacture of в о т е  kinds e f inks.

T he dem and for gluoose and grape sugar 
for  these purposes ia extrem ely  variable, 
and depends on th e relative prices of corn 
and of th e artioles for whioh th is  kind of 
sugar is  substitu ted , esp ecia lly  sugar-house 
Byrup and barley.

A P I T I F l l l ,  FATJK.

H o w  *»' M in ister’« tnOOil D eeil l.nnttfil 
H im  in  n n  Іпмппе A sy lu m —X he Story
Ot ІІІМ ЁМСПІН'.

T o  t h e  E d i to r  o f  t h e  M ilw a u k e e  S e n tin e l .

S ib ,—I  have read a good m any Btories of 
la te  oonoerning the confinem ent of sane 
parsons in  lunatio  asy lum s, and I  am  
thereby prom pted to  relate a bit of per
sonal experience.

In  th e year 1856, w hile  I  w as serving the 
M ethodist E piscopal Churoh in a N ew  
E ngland tow n, a neighbor’s house took fire. 
In oom m on w ith  others, I  stood on the 
verge of the roof, passing buckets of w ater, 
exposed to  ihtenae h eat ou  one aide and 
freezing winda on th e other. I took a 
fearfu l cold. F or tw enty-five years it 
w orked havoo in  m y physical and m ental 
syBtem s. N everth eless, I  oontinued in 
m y m in ister ia l duties. I  preached m any  

serm on w hen suffering intenBe 
agony. A t oertain periods, however, I 
would be com paratively  w ell, and then  
again, m y head would get heavy, m y  
breathing labored, m y  app etite  fiokle. 1 
would lose in terest in  life ; feel віееру at 
m id-day and w akeful a t m idnight. My 
heart occasionally gave m e great oonoeru. 
N ot know ing to th e contrary, I attributed  
th is ill feeling  to  m alaria. B u t eventually  
m ental strength  faded aw ay, and I  w as 
utterly  prostrated. I  w as oauterized,oupped, 
blistered, aud treated by m any phyaioians 
in  m an y d ifferent w ays.

M y оавѳ w as a puzzle aa muoh to m y  
phyaioians ae to m y sslf . F or one of them  
at first presoribed for delirium  trem ens, 
and yet I  never had tasted  intoxicating  
liq u o rs. A nother Baid I  had brain disease, 
another spinal diflicultv, another nervous 
prostration, heart d isease, eto.

My m ind even tually  gave w ay , and in 
1882 I  waB oonfined in th e B rattleboro, V t., 
Insane A sylum  for s ix  m onths. W hen I  
knew w here I  was I dem anded in stan t 
release. I  then m ade a v is it - to  Ooeanio, 
N . J ., but I  had reookned too muoh on m y  
strength . I  again lost my reason for a 
considerable pariod.

T h at I was in a desperate oondition is 
evident. My blood had beoom e infeoted  
w ith  virus, w hich inflam ed m y brain 
occasionally , and doom ed m e to an early  
death ; for no physician  gave m e any hope 
of a oure. I  finally  found out w hat m y real 
disorder w as, and undertook m y own trea t
m ent. I n  a  few  m onths I  w as restored to 
suoh a sta te  of health  as I  never expeoted  
to enjoy. T h a t w as over three years ago, 
and m y physioal and m ental h ea lth  have 
rem ained intaob to th is  day.

L ast M arch I  oame w est, and engaged in  
garden farm ing. In  all th a t tim e I have  
not lost a d ay’s w ork; have apparently  
enjoyed the т о в і  vigorous health  and I 
expect to live th e fu ll term  of life. T he  
rem edy I used w as W arner’s Safe Cure, 
and if I should live a thousand years, I 
ehould never tire of te llin g  of its  praises.

Y ou w ill oonfess w ith  m e, Mr. E ditor, 
th a t such a ohange is  rem arkable. And you 
w ill, also, I  am  sure, agree w ith  m e, when  
I  say  th at w hatever created Buch a m ental 
and phyeioal restoration is  deserving the 
higheBt praise.

V ery truly  yours,
R ev. E . D . H opkins. 

D odge’s Corners, W ie.
T here are undoubtedly thousands who  

have an experience sim ilar to the above, to 
whom  Mr, НорКіпв' reoital w ill app sa lw ith  
persuasive foroe.

L ose  an d  t .a in .
CHAPTEK I,

“ I  w a s  ta k e n  s ic k  a  y e a r  ag o  
W ith  b i l io u s  f e v e r .” '

“ My dootor pronounoed m e cured, but I  
got siok again, w ith  terrib le pains in  m y  
baok and sideB, and I got so bad I 

Could not m ove !
I  shrunk !
F rom  228 lbs. to 120 ! I had been dootor- 

ing for m y liver, but it  did me no good. I  
did not expeot to  live m ore than three  
m onths. I  began to  use H op B ittars. 
D ircctly  m y appetite returned, m y pains 
left m e, m y entire  sy stem  Beemed renew ed  
ав if by m agic, and after using several 
bottles, I  am  not only  as Bound ав a  sove
reign, but weigh more than I did before.” 
To H op B itters  I owe m y life .”

R . F itzpatkick,
D ublin , June 6, ’81;

CHAPTER II.
“ M a ld e n , M ass., F e b  1, 1830. G e n t le m e n —

I  BUlïered w i th  a t t a c k s  o f s ic k  h e a d a c h e ,”

N euralgia, fem ale trouble, for y eara  in  
the m ost terrible and exoruoiating m a n n e r.

N o m edioine or dootor oould give m e 
relief or oure, un til I used Hop B ittera .

" T he first bottle 
N early  oured m e ; ”
T he second m ade m e as w ell and strong  

as w hen a child,
“ And I have been во to th is  day .”
My husband w as an invalid  for tw en ty  

years w ith  a serioua
“ K idney, liver and urinary oom plaint, 
“ Pronounoed by B oston ’s best physi- 

oians—
“ Incurable ! ”

S even bottles of your B itters  oured him  
and I know of the  

“ L ives of eight p erson a”
In  m y neighborhood th a t have been saved  

by your b itters,
And m any more are UBinfc them  w ith  

great benefit.
“ Thoy a lm ost
D o m ir a o le s !” — Ыrs. E .D . Slack.

H o w  t o  G e t  S ic k .—E x p o s e  y o u r s e l f  d a y  a n d  
n ig h t  ; e a t  to o  m u c h  w i th o u t  e x e rc ise  ; w o rk  to o  
h a r d  w i th o u t  r e s t  ; d o c to r  a l l  t h c  i im e  ; t a k e  a l l  
t h e  v i le  n o s tr u m s  a d v e r t is e d ,  a n d  t h e n  y o u  w il l  
w a n t  to  k n o w  bow to get well, w h ic h  is  a n s w e r e d  
in  t h re e  w o rd s —T a k e  H o p  H i t te r s  1

» ■ N o n e  g e n u in e  w i th o u t  a  b u n c h  o f g re e n  
H o n s  o n  th e  w h i te  la b e l .  S h u n  a l l  t h e  v ile , 
p o iso n o u s  s tu f f  w i th  “ H o p ” o r  H o p s ” in  t h e i r  
n a m e .

An Cold W ea lh er . B ew a r e  !
T he sudden death of Sohuyler C olfax, 

after a w alk  of thjee-quarterB of a m ile  
through an atm osphere 3 0 °  below  zero, 
followed by rest in  a heated waiting-room , 
ought to m ake all of us reflect upon the 
sim ilar dangers to whioh we are exposed, 
w ith  the v iew  of avoiding th em  as far as 
possible. In  severe w eather we a ll live  at 
high pressure. T he heart works its  hardest, 
the stom aoh assim ila tes its  best, tb e nerves 
are strung to fu ll tension . T o one whose  
heart is  sound, w hose arterieB and veins 
are Btrong, w hose stom ach is unweakened  
by Bickness or im proper food, w hose bowelB 
do their duty , w hoee nerves are free from  
disease, and w ho ie provided w ith  good 
food, warm  olothing, and th e neoessary  
shelter, th e w inter is enjoyable, and health  
is  a t its  h ighest. NevertheleBB, it  is  life  at 
high pressure, and too great a pressure  
m ay find som e poin t in th e com plex m aohi- 
n ery of life  th a t w ill give w ay  before it .—  
Philadelphia Record.

T h e  P o licem n n ’e f*arndiee.
T he polioe system  of M exico is adm irable. 

A t every street oorner there ia a patrolm an, 
night and day— not a patrolm an, either, for 
he never movee. H e standa like a  sta tue  
during the day, occasionally  leaning against 
a lam p-post, and answ ers inquiries w ith  the 
greatest urbanity. W henever there ів a 
row two or three polioem en are in stan tly  
present, and if th eir  olubB oannot supprese 
it  they use revolvers. A t n ight the polioe- 
m an brings a lantern and a blanket. He 
sets  th e lantern in the m iddle of the 
B treet, and all oarriages are oompelled 
to keep to th e right of the 
row of lanterns, whioh oan be seen  
glim m ering from  one end of th e street to 
the other. A s long as people are passing  
he stands at th e oorner, but w hen th ings 
qu iet down he retires to a neighboring  
doorway, wrapB his blanket around him  
and lies  dow n to  p leasant dream s. As all 
th e w indow s of th e C ity of M exioo have 
heavy prison-like gratings before them , and 
a ll th e doorB are great oaken affairs, th at  
oould not be knooked in w ith out a oatapult, 
as there are never any fires, and everybody  
goee to bed early, the polioem an’a lot is 
usually  a happy one. H e ia num erous 
because of revolutions and because the 
G overnm ent alw ays w ants to  know w hat ie 
going on.

A  com m ittee of the U n ited  S ta tes Con
gress has reported favorably a B ill to pro
h ib it аііепв and foreigners from aoquiring 
or owning lands w ith in  th e U ijitad S tates.

W h at a n  E n g lish m a n  W ants.
L e e d s ,

. 25 N orwood Crescent,
V iotoria R oad, L eeds.

21 January, 1884.
G ents: K indly send m e th e prioe of 

P u t n a m 's  P a i n l e s s  C o r n  E x t r a c t o r .  I  
have tried  it and found it  an adm irable 
rem edy. I  oall every three m on ths upon 
the nest boot dealers in  tbe north of E n g 
land. I w ill if I  t i n  profitably, buy and  
sell it.

Y ours tru ly,
S . D U N N .

U se ODly P u tn a m ’s  P a in less Corn E x 
tractor. N . C. P oison  & Oo, K ingston , 
propre.

T h e  higheat-prioed pow in  G race Church  
N ew  York, oobi th e ow ner $3,000.

" IVip’t in  th e  B u d  ! ”
Sad to вау, m any a good th ing  a tta in s  to  

nothing m ore th an a fa ir beginning. On 
the other hand it  ie a m atter for congratu
lation th at th e growth of eom e ev il th inge  
m ay be also prom ptly frustrated , A  large 
proportion of the cases of the m ost w id e
spread and fa ta l of d iseases— consum ption, 
have their inception  in nasal oatarrh. D r. 
Sage’s Catarrh R em edy is  p leasant, Booth- 
iog  and effeotual. T ry it . I t  has oured 
t louBands. _ A ll druggists.

There are th irty-tw o m iles  of e levated  
railw ay in  N ew  Y ork C ity.

A  P r in te r ’s E rror .
Sw eet are th e uses of adversity, the  

printer’s  oopy said, but he set it  up, ew eet 
are the UBes of advertising. S w eet, indeed, 
to th ose who in  sioknese and suffering have 
seen th e  advertisem en t of в о т е  sovereign  
rem edy, whioh upon tria l has brought them  
from  death's door. “ T he best th ing 1 ever  
Baw in  m y paper was th e advertism ent ot 
D r. P ieroe’s ‘ Golden M edioal D isoovery’” 
is  again and again th e testim on y  of those  
who have been healed by it  of lung disease, 
bronohial affaotions, tum ors, ulcers, liver  
com plaints and th e ills  to w hioh flesh ів 
heir.

There
Buffalo.

a re  5,000 u n em ployed  m en  in

W h a t’s th e U se ?
W hy suffer a single m om ent, w hen you  

oan get im m ed iate relief from  in ternal or 
extern al pain by th e иве of P o ison ’s N e r v i -  
l i n e ,  the great pain oure? N erviline has 
never in o w n  to ta il. T ry a 10 cen t sam ple  
bottle. You w ill find it  ju st as reoom- 
m ended. ;N euralgia, toothaohe, cram ps, 
headaohe.and a ll s im ilar oom plaints |3 isap - 
pear as if by m agio w h en N erv ilin e  is  used. 
Large bottlee 25 cen ts. T est bottles 10 
oents, at druggists and oountry dealers.

Photographs of P rinoe H enry of B a tte n 
berg are being sold in  London by th e tens  
of thousands. Tho Prinoe, by th e w ay, 
w ill be m ade a K night of tho G arter on hiB 
wedding-day. _ _ _ _ _

* * * L oss ot power in either вех,
how ever induoed, speed ily , thoroughly and 
perm anently  oured. A ddress, w ith  three 
le tter  stam ps for reply and book of partie, 
u ’ars, W orld’s D ispensary M edioal Assooi- 
a  ion, 6G3 M ain B treet, Buffalo, N . У.

M ary A nderson ів taking lessons on the  
violin . More strings to M ary’s bow, eh ?

Gan. G rant’s m em oirs are to inolude  
rem iniscences of the M exioan war as w ell 
as of the rebellion. I t  is lik ely  th a t the  
volum e w ill be finished w ith in  the oom ing  
three m onths.

 A ny lady who desires further in for
m ation th an oan be given in  tbe lim ited  
public spaoe of new spaper oolum ns can  
obtain Mrs. L yd ia  E . P inkham 's pam phlet 
“ G uide to H ea lth ” by sending a stam p to  
L ynn, Мавв.

Josh B illings, w ho has abandoned hou se
keeping and rem oved from  S ix ty-th ird  
stree t to th e W indsor H otel, N ew  York, is  
now about 65 years old, and. begins to fe e l  
the burden of life, irrespective of its  pro
babilities. H e has been leoturing tw en ty- 
four seasons, and has furnished a N ew  York  
w eekly a half or quarter oolum n m iscella n e
ous contribution every w eek for th e la s t  
nineteen  years.

B arn um  has th irty-eight e lephants in 
training in  w inter quarters a t Bridgeport.

LYDIA PINKHAM’*
* VEGETABLE COMPOUND^
* * * » * IS A POSITIVE CURE ***>*^
For a ll o f  those P ainful Complaint« u n i
* * W eaknesses so common to our best
*  *  *  *  « F E M A L E  P O P U L A T I O N .*  *

I t  w i l l  c t jr h  e n t i r e l y  т п е  "w o r s t  f o r m  o t  F j m
M ALE C O M rLA TN TS, A L L  O V A R IA N  T R O U B L E *, t 1 * 1  
PLAM M ATION A N D  U L C E R A T IO N . F A L L IN G  A N D  D l M  
PLA CEM EN TS, AN D  T IIE  CONSEQUENT S P IN A L  W l A H  
N ESS, A N D  IS  PA R TIC U LA R LY  A D A P T E D  TO  1 ,TH №
C h a n g e  o p  L i f e . * # * * * #
*  I t  W IL L  DISSOLVE AN D  E X P E L  T U M O R S PRO M  ТНЖ] 
U t e r u s  i n  a n  e a r l y  s t a g e  o p  d e v e l o p m e n t .  T h »  
t e n d e n c y t o C a n c e r o u s  H u m o r s  t h e r e  i s  c h e c k m m  
V ER Y  SPE E D IL Y  B Y  IT S  U SE . *  *  *  *  *  J S
*  I t  r e m o v e s  F a i n t n e s s , F l a t u l e n c y , d e s t r o y «
A LL CRAVING f o r  STIM U LA N TS, AN D  R E L IE V E S W E A K 4
n e s s  o f  t h e  S t o m a c h . I t  c u r e s  B l o a t i n g , H e a m  
a c h e , .N e r v o u s  P r o s t r a t i o n , G e n e r a l  D e b i l i t t J  
D e p r e s s i o n  a n d  I n d i g e s t i o n . * * # * « , '

*  T h a t  f e e l i n g  o f  B e a r i n g  D o w n , c a u s i n g  Р а п г #І 
W e i g h t  a n d  B a c k a c h e , i s  a l w a y s  p e r m a n i n t l ï ]
CU RED  B Y  IT S  U SE . * * * * # * # ^

*  I t  w i l l  a t  a l l  t i m e s  a n d  u n d e r  a l l  c iR c tn f « j
STANCES ACT IN  HARM ONY W IT H  T H E  LAWS ТНАТІ 
GOVERN T H E FE M A L E  SYSTEM . * * * * *
*  Л Э “ І Т 8 PU R PO SE IS  SO L EL Y  F O R  T H E  L E G IT IM A T * 
H EA LIN G  OF D ISEA SE AN D  T H E  R E L IE F  OF P A IN , A N D  
TH A T IT  DOES A L L  IT  CLAIMS TO DO, THOUSANDS O T  
L A D IE S  CAN GLADLY T E S T IF Y . “ © Ц  *  *  *

*  *  F o r  t h e  c u r e  o f  K i d n e y  C o m p l a i n t s  nf
E IT H E R  SE X  ТПІѲ R E M E D Y  IS  U N SU R PA SSED . *  *
* LYD IA E. PINKH AM ’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND W 
p re p a re d  a t  L y n n , Mass. P ric e  $1. S ix b o ttle s  f o r  $&. 
Sold by all druggists. S en t b y  m ail, p o s tag e  pa id , In  fo rm  
o f  P ills  o r  L ozenges on  re c e ip t  o f  p rice  a s  ab o v e . Mr*. 
P in k h a m ’s  “ G uide to  H e a lth ”  w ill b e  m ailed  f r e e  to  a n y  
L ady  sen d in g  s tam p . L e tte r s  co n fid e n tia lly  an sw ere d . •
* N o_fam ily sh o u ld  be w ith o u t LYDIA E . PINKHAM»* 

‘ILLS. T h ey  c u re  C o n stip a tio n , B iliousness a n dLIVER P]
T o r p id i ty  o f  t h e  L iv e r . 25 c e n t s  p e r  box .

U V N .  JL. «  * 5

J. WINCKLER

SELF-VENTING PUMP FAUCET
T h e  s im p le s t  a n d  b e s t  in  t h e  m a r k e t .  P r ic e  $14 

A d d re ss  68 H u g h s o n  s t r e e t  s o u th  H a m il to n .

\ O U N «  I - K E 4 D  T H I S .
1h e  VoLTALic B e l t  C o ., o f M a rsh a ll ,  M ich , 

o ffe r  to  s e n d  t h e i r  c e le b r a te d  B l e c t b o - V o l t a l i o  
B e l t  a n d  o th e r  E l e c t r i c  A p p l i a n c e s  o n  t r i a l  
fo r  t h i r ty  d a y s , to  m e n  (y o u n g  o r  o ld ) a ff l ic te d  
w i th  n e rv o u s  d e b il i ty ,  lo ss  o f v i ta l i ty  a n d  m a n  
h o o d , a n d  a ll  k in d re d  t ro u b le s .  A lso  fo r  r h e e ‘ 
m a t is m , n e u ra lg ia ,  p a ra ly s is  a n d  m a n y  o th e r  
d ise a se s . C o m p le te  r e s to ra t io n  to  h e a lth ,  v ig t  r  
a n d  m a n h o o d  g u a ra n te e d .  N o  r is k  is  i n c u r r e d  
a s  t h i r t y  d a y s  t r i a l  is  a llo w e d . W ri te  th e m  
o n c e  f o r  i l l u s t r a te d  p a m p h le t  f re e .

r7 U .  AWARE
THAT

L o r i l la r d ’s  C lim a x  P lu g
b e a r i n g  a  r e d  t i n  t a y  ;  t h a t  L o rilla rd ’s 
R o s e  L e a f  f i n e  c u t  ; t h a t  L o rilla rd ’s 

N a v y  C l ip p i n g s ,  a n d  t h a t  L o r i l l a r d ’s  S n u f fs ,  a re  
t h e  b e s t  a n d  c h e a p e s t ,  q u a l i t y  c o n s i d e r e d  ?

EYE, EAR AND THROAT.

D e .  g . b. b y ë ë s o n . l . r . o .p .
S. E ., L e o tu re r  o n  th e  E y e , E a r  a n d  T h r r  a t  

T r in i t y  M e d ic a l C o llege, T o ro n to . O c u lis t a n d  
A u r is t  to  t h e  T o ro n to  G e n e ra l  H o s p ita l ,  l a t e  
C l in ic a l  A s s is ta n t  R o y a l  L o n d o n  O p h th a ln - io  
H o sp ita l,  M o o re fie ld ’s a n d  C e n t r a l  Lond* и 
T h r o a t  a n d  B a r  H o s p i ta l .  317 C h u ro h  fltre i t .  
T o ro n to . A rtif ic ia l H u m a n  E y e s

P I j A .D E  to  s e c u re  a  B u s m  ss. 
E d u o a t io n  o r  Bpenoerian P n -  
m anship at tne 8РНШ  B R 
IA N  B U S IH I?8 8  C O L L I* ' E  

Ueiru (MI0Ö Qiroalftre fre*


