
T h e  A n g l i n g  A n a n i a s .

A n a n g le r  s a t  b y  t b e  w in t e r  f ire ,
W h ile  o n ly  h ie  w ife  w a s  n ig h ,

A n d  h e  s a id  to  h im e e lf ,
D id  th i s  c u n n in g  o ld  e lf,

I ’ll t e l l  ’e m  a  w h o p p in g  b ig  l ie —
A b r i l l i a n t  a n d  i n t r ic a t e  lie .

H e  le a n e d  h i s  c h in  o n  h i s  a n c ie n t  h a n d ,  
W h ile  g e n tly  h e  s tro k e d  h i s  b e a rd ,  

T h e n  h e  g a th e r e d  h i s  p e n ,
H is  in k  a n d  th e n —

H e  B lily a n d  k n o w in g ly  le e re d —
A le e r  t h a t  w a s  fo x y  a n d  w e ird .

H e  g a z e d  a lo f t  a t  t h e  c e il in g  d a rk ,
A n d  t h e n  h e  lo o k e d  d o w n  a t  t h e  floo r, 

A n d  h e  s a id  : “  O f a  b o u t  
A f te r  s a lm o n  a n d  t r o u t ,

I ’l l  g iv e  ’e m  so m e  a n g lin g  lo re —
H om e lo v e ly  a n d  ly in g  o ld  lo re .”

H e  w ro te , a n d  h e  w ro te , a  so lid  h o u r ,
H is  w ife  a l l  t h e  w h ile  s i t t i n g  by ,

V e ry  c e r ta in ,  h o w e v e r ,
T h a t  h e r  h u b b y ,  so  c le v e r ,

W aB w o rk in g  u p  s o m e  n o v e l  l ie —
S o m e  w ild  a n d  e x tr a v a g a n t  lie .

W ith  lo o k s  t h a t  w e re  w iz e n  a n d  co ld  ;
“ W h a t ’s t h e  m a t t e r  ? ’’ c r ie d  s h e  ;

, T h e  d e v il ,” c r ie d  h e ,
“ I ’m  c e r ta in ly  f a s t  g ro w in g  o ld ,
E v e r y  l ie  I  o a n  t h in k  o f’s b e e n  to ld .”

TEAT BEAUTIFUL RIVER.
C H A P T E R  X X X V III.

M ile. Marie hovered around her m istress  
w ith  m any delioate a tten tion s a lter  the  
m aster had departed, but her m in istrations  
w ere not orowned w ith  m uoh suooess. 
L aurel lay  s till and pale, but oonsum ed by  
an agony of im p atience, under the dabs of 
eau de Cologne tb a t th e m aid bestowed on 
her oheeks and forehead. She longed to be 
alone to w eep and w ail aloud in  her despair, 
but she oould not send tb e m aid away. Sbe 
knew  th a t she had to dress for dinner in  a 
lit t le  w hile , and as M rs. L e B o y  wouid be 
down to dinner for th e first tim e th a t day, 
her absenoe would be fe lt  as a great d isap
poin tm ent. Sh e w ould not give up . She  
would keep up th e faroe to the la st m om ent.

She lay  there, outw ardly Btill and oalm, 
but oonsum ed by a burning suspense and 
un rest, ber hearing Btrained to its  utm ost, 
as if w aiting  to hear her aocuser’s voioe. 
S h e wondered if  B oss  P ow ell would follow  
her and denounce her. Surely he knew  her 
secret now. She oould hide it  from  him  no 
longer. In a lit tle  w h ile  h e m u st know all.

Onoe, a w ild  im pulse of flight oam e over 
her. H ow  oould she stay  and m eet her 
husband’s soorn when he learned th e truth  ? 
H e worshipped her now  as h is  ideal of 
w om anhood. W hat would he say  w ben he 
knew  her as she w as, w eak and w ilfu l, a 
girl w ho had risked everyth ing for th e  
Bake of love ? W ould he hate her for her 
Bin ? T h a t would be m ore b itter  than  
death . P erhaps it  w ere better to go aw ay  
now  before he knew  her at her worst, 
before he hated  her for deceiving h im .

I f she had guessed w hat lay  before ber, 
Bhe w ould have gone—she would have fled 
Bilently from  E den , bearing w ith  her for 
th e  ligh t of her darkened future the 
m em ory of hiB love alone—his в т ііеѳ , his 
oareBses, h is tender w ords—but the m ad
ness of her love m ade her stay .

“ I oannot go. A ll ia not lost y e t,” she 
said, fa in tly , y e t hopefully , to  her forebod
ing heart. “ H e w ill forgive m e, perhaps, 
for our love’s sake.”

S h e knew  th a t there oould be no lim it to 
her love and forgiveness for her hueband if 
he had wronged her. Was it  strange th at 
Bhe ehould judge bim  by herself ? She w as 
very young and very ignorant. She did not 
know how  tru th fu lly  th e poet had w ritten  : 

M a n ’e Іѳѵѳ ів o f  m a n ’s l if e  a  t h in g  a p a r t ,
’T ie  w o m a n 's  w h o le  e x is te n c e .

W hen she w as dressed for dinner, St. 
L eon oame to take her dow n. T here w as a 
subdued happiness and exoitem ent sh in ing  
on h is  handsom e faoe ; she w ondered a t it, 
but she did not авк h im  w hy.

She w as dressed muoh as Bhe had been  
on th e  night w hen  he first told her th at he  
loved her. She wore w h ite, w ith  scar let 
jacquem inot roses. She had chosen t h  
costum e purposely, th inking he w ould b 
softened at th e m em ories it  reoalled.

H e took h is fa ir young w ife  in to  his 
arm e, and k issed  her m an y tim es ; he 
sm oothed tb e  w aving golden tresses w ith  
loving hands, te llin g  her how dearly he  
loved her—how  happy she m ade h im . 
T hen , even w hile  she olung to him , he 
released ber gently  from  h is  embraoe, not 
know ing it  w as th e la st— not dream ing of 
th e  years to oome, w hen b is  arm s would  
aohe in vain to olasp her.

“ M y m other is  w aitin g  for you in  the  
draw ing-room ,” he sa id . “ T here ів som e  
one w ith  her— a vieitor. Can you gueBS 
whom , darling?”

She gave a terrible start— a sm othered  
ory—and olung to h is  arm w ith both sm all, 
w h ite  hands.

“ M y dear, how nervous you are 1” he 
said. “ One would th ink  you were fright
ened. I t  is your old rival, M aud M erivale. 
T hink  of her insufferable im pertinence in  
oom ing here after th a t n ight last Bummer I 
B u t oourage, love, Bhe w ill on ly  be oonsum ed  
w ith  envy w hen ehe sees how  muoh love
lier you have grown sinoe you beoam e m y  
w ife .”

She tried  to m urm ur в о т е  careless reply, 
but her heart leaped w ith  fear. A nother  
enem y I Too surely th e ooils of fate were 
oloeing round her 1

T h ey  w ent down th e broad stairoase, 
along th e lighted  hall, and so in to  th e bril
lian t drawing-room , tb e  handsom e m an 
w ith  the lovely girl borne proudly on h is  
arm . She looked up and saw  Mrs. L e B oy  
sm ilin g  a t her, M rs. M erivale ruetling  
tow ard her in  “ gloss of sa tin  and glim m er 
of p earls,” and, beyond her, tw o oth ers—a 
m an and w om an—both strangers. T hey  
w ere rising eagerly, too, oom ing toward her 
w ith  sm iles and outstretched hands. A  
dim  perception flashed over L aurel ; her 
heart fe lt like stone in  her breast.

C H A P T E B  X X X IX .

I t  was a suprem e m om en t. L aurel fe lt 
it  to  be suoh. H or heart beat, her lim bs  
trem bled beneath her. B u t for th e  su p 
port of S t. L eon’s arm  she m u st have 
fa llen  to  the earth. S h e w ondered th a t 
she did not fa in t—rather th a t she did not 
die - fo r  an in tu ition , sw ift as th e ligh t
n ing's flash, told her th a t these two  
strangers were Mr. Gordon and h is  w ife.

Sbe had never seen th em  in her life  ; but 
Bhe did not for one m om en t doubt th eir  
id en tity . She saw  Mrs. M erivale m odeetly  
giving plaoe to th em , allowing them  to  
greet her first ; she saw  th e  в т ііе  of plea- 
sure on S t. L eon ’s lip s— S t. L eon , who 
thought she w as having Buoh a p leasant 
surprise. She oould not m ove nor speak. 
She olung desperately to S t. L eon a arm, 
and th ey  oame nearer and nearer, the  
ta ll, rather Btern-looking m an, and 
th e pretty , faded blonde in  her rioh 
silks and laoes. L aurel gazed at them  with  
ber great, dark, frightened еуев, muoh as 
th e  little  prinoes in  the T ow er m ight have  
gazed upon their m urderers.

A  great horror grew upon her as if, 
indeed, th ey  w ere about to Btrike her dead. 
She had been oaught in a horrible trap—a 
p it of destruction yaw ned  beneath her feet 
—in a m om ent she would be hurled down, 
down, down, into fathom less darkness and 
deepair,

Мгв. Gordon drew nearer and nearer. 
T here w as a tende- sm ile on th e fair, d eli
oate faoe, and th e blue eyes looked atraight 
iDto L au rel’s ow n for an in stan t—only  an 
inBtant, for then she started  baokward, and 
her ory of dism ay and wonder pealed on 
t h e  im postor’s ears like the knell of doom.

“ B eatrix  I Oh, m y God, it  is  not 
B eatrix  1 W hat does th is  m ean ?”

“ I t  is  not B ea trix  !” Mr. Gordon eohoed, 
blankly.

And for a m om ent there reigned a terri
ble silenoe in  th e room .

S t. L eon L e B o y  looked down a t h is  
w ife . Sbe was clinging to b is  arm  w ith  
th e  deeperation of despair. H er faoe w as 
pale as death , and oonvulsed w ith fear. 
H er w ide, frightened, dark eyes  stared

straight up in to  h is, w ith  a hunted  look  
in  their som bre depths tb a t pieroed h is  
heart.

“  B ea trix , what do th ey  m ean ?” he cried.
“ H ave they all gone m ad ?"

H er w hite lips tried to sy llab le  the word  
" m a d ,” but it  died upon them  in  a stra in 
ing gasp.

Mr. Gordon oame slow ly  forward, a 
dazed expression on b is  features.

“ Mr. L e B oy , there m u st be som e m is
tak e,” he sa id . “ T h is  lad y  Is not your 
w ife  ?”

S t. L eon answ ered gravely :
“ T here is  no m istak e. T hie is m y w ife , 

Mr. Gordon.”
Mrs. Gordon oried out etartlingly :
“ T hen w here is our daughter ?”
She looked ready to fa in t. H er lim bs  

tottered  beneath her. She olung to ber 
husband w ith  one hand pressed upon her 
throbbing heart, and Btared at th e lovely  
oreature on S t. L eon ’s arm  as if she were a 
ghost. M rs. L e  B oy , Btill pale and wan 
from  her reoent illn ess, rose from  the  
oouoh w here she reolined and tottered  to 
her side.

•' M y dear friends, have you a ll taken  
leave of your sen ses 7' she oried. “ H ave  
you forgotten your own daughter’s faoe ? 
B eatrix , darling, w hy do you not oom e to 
your m other ?”

O nly a stifled  m oan oame from  L au rel’s 
lips, but M rs. Gordon answ ered, stern ly  : 

“ T his ia no daughter of ours. W e have 
never seen her faoe before to-n ight !”

A nd Mrs. M erivale, in  th e  baokground, 
gazed in  gloating wonder and trium ph at 
th e pale, horrified faoe of S t. L eon ’s w ife. 
She was burning w ith  an xiety  to hear the 
denouement of th is  strange and startling  
scene.

“ T h is  is no daughter of ours. W e have 
never seen her faoe before to -n ight,” repeated  
Mr. Gordon, and h is w ife feebly reiterated  
h is words.

“ Y ou have gone m ad— both of you ,” 
M rs. L e B o y  oried out, fretfu lly . “ T h is ia 
your daughter w hom  you sen t to us, and 
w hom  m y son m arried. H ow  dare you  
d eny it  ? Speak to th em , S t. L eon—speak  
to th em , B eatrix . D o not le t them  deny 
y o u  ! I t  is m onstrous, it is  terrible !”

“ Sbe is no ohild of ours. She w ill not 
olaim  to be. She is a m iserable im postor. 
Look at her gu ilty  face,” said  Mr. Gordon, 
pointing a soornful finger a t th e w h ite  faoe 
th a t did indeed look sham e-strioken and 
fu ll of gu ilty  woe.

S t. L eon had never taken h is eyes from  
th a t beautiful, terrified faoe. H e spoke to 
her now, and h is voice sounded hollow  and 
stern .

“ B eatrix , w hat do they m ean? Is  it  
true th a t you are uot Mr. Gordon’s 
daughter ?”

T he w hite  hands slipped from  h is arm , 
and she fe ll on her knees before h im , l if t 
ing up her w oeful w hite faoe pleadingly.

“ Oh, S t. L eon, p ity  and forgive m e ,” Bhe 
m oaned, appealingly. “ I t  is true, and I 
have b itterly  deoeived you. I am  not 
B eatrix  Gordon !”

C H A P T E R  X L .

A  silenoe like death fe ll for a m om ent 
on the group th at d o sed  around that 
pathetio figure w ith  its  w hite  up lifted  faoe 
and stream ing golden hair. S t. L eon’s 
voioe broke it  f ir s t—hoarse and terribly  
stern :

“ If you are not B ea trix  Gordon, for 
G od’s sake te ll us who you are ? ’

And she answ ered in  a voies shaken by 
blended trium ph and deepair :

“ I  am  your w ife, S t. L eon . D o  not for
get th a t.”

M rs. Gordon, springing forward, Bhook 
her w ild ly  by th e arm.

“ Look at m e, girl.” she oried. “ W hat 
have you done w ith  m y daughter, m y blue- 
eyed  B eatrix  ? W hy are you  here in  her 
plaoe ?”

The great dark eyes, heavy w ith  despair, 
turned slow ly  on hor faoe.

“ You are her m other ?” she said.
“ Y es, I  am her m other,” M rs. Gordon 

answered, im p atien tly . “  T ell m e, girl, 
w hat have you done w ith  m y  darling ?” 

A nd L aurel answered in  a tone of the  
m ost pathetio  wonder and reproaoh :

“ You are her m other, and you did not 
love her enough to m ake her happy. You 
forget th at ■ love is lord of a ll.’ Oh, w hy  
did not you le t her be happy in her own  
fashion ? T hen all th is  need not have hap- 
pened 1”

“ Y ou drive m e m ad w ith  your Btrange 
answ ers,” w ailed  Мгв. Gordon. 11 W ill no 
one m ake her speak and te ll m e m y ohild’s 
fa te  ?”

She looked around help lessly  in to  their  
w ondering faoes. S t . L eon stood w hite and 
movelesB as a m arble sta tu e , b is arm s folded 
tigh tly  over b is broad breast, h is pale brow  
beaded w ith oh illy  drops of sw eat, h is  eyes  
never turn ing from  th a t kneeling figure. 
Mrs. L e B oy , overcom e w ith  agitation, had 
sunk upon her sofa gasping for breath, 
Maud M erivale gazed on th e soene w ith  a 
faoe of ev il joy, and Mr. Gordon looked 
dazed, like one daggering under a horrible 
burden, but at b is wife’s piteous appeal he 
w ent slow ly  forward, and touohed the arm  
of th e convioted im postor.

“ You hear,” he said, “ you are driving us 
m ad w ith  your evasions ! W here is  m y  
daughter ? Is  she dead ?”

A shudder ran through th em  a ll at th at 
om inous word, but L aurel sprung to her 
fee t suddenly, and faoedh im  w ith  an alm ost 
defiant gleam  in  her eyes. A dull red glow  
flared in to  her oheeke, and she drew her 
graoeful figure hau gh tily  erect as Bhe 
extended one Blender hand a t th e agitated  
speaker.

“ D o you th in k  th a t I  have m urdered her 
th a t you look a t m e so fiercely ?" she  
oried. “ D o you th ink I  would harm  one 
hair of her love ly  golden head—she who 
was so kind to m e in m y desolation and  
despair ? N o , no, she is  not dead, your 
daughter whom  you tried to separate from  
her own true lover. She is w ell and happy. 
She is m arried to C yril W entw orth, aud 
gone abroad w ith  him  I”

“ Married !” a lm ost Bhrieked Mrs. Gor
don, and her husband eohoed, blankly, 
“ M arried !”

“ Y es, she ів m arried,” L au rel answered  
alm oet trium phantly . “ She took her fate  
into her own hands, and Bought happiness 
w ith  her lover.”

“ M arried to C yril W entw orth ! H ow  
dared she 7 how  dared ehe ?” M rs. Gordon 
w ailed  aloud, in  frantio anger.

A nd L aurel, looking at her gravely, 
anew ered w ith  unoonsoious pathos :

“ W om en dare everyth ing for love’s sake, 
you know, Mrs. Gordon.”

T he chagrined, disappointed m other  
broke into low , hysterioal sobs and tears. 
Mr. Gordon drew her gen tly  to h is  side, 
and turned b is oold stern gaze upon L aurel.

“ A nd you —how  oame you here in  
B ea tr ix ’s plaoe ?” he asked.

“ Bhe sen t m e here,” L aurel answ ered. 
“ She had been kind to m e, and I  paid m y  
debt of gratitude by taking her place here 
w hile  she w ent aw ay and m arried Mr. 
W entw orth .”

She fe lt  th eir  eyes burning upon her as 
ahe spoke. Sh e knew  th a t th ey  hated her for 
w hat she had done. She fe lt  a dim , pass
ing wonder how  she oould stand there and  
bear it. She w ondered th a t she did not 
soream out aloud or fall down dead at 
their feet. B u t a strange m eohanical 
calm ness upheld her through it  all.

“ ThiB is  th e  strangest story I  ever 
heard,” said Mr. Gordon. “ Can it  be 
th a t B ea trix  len t herself to suoh a plot ? 
T ell m e all about it .”

" There is a lm ost nothing to te ll beyond  
w hat I  have told you ,” she said. “ She 
despaired of ever w inning your oonsent to 
her m arriage, and she oould not g ive up her 
lover. So she sen t m e here w ith  Clarioe 
to aot a part, while she m arried her lover ! 
T hen th ey  kept it  seoret while th ey  w aited  
for Mr. W entw orth’s prom ised European  
appointm ent, W hen he reoeived it, Bhe w ent 
abroad w ith  h im . I Baw her m yself in 
London. She is  perfeotly happy, on ly  for 
her longing to  be forgiven by ber parents.” 

“ I w ill never forgive her—th e false,

deceitfu l jade !” he uttered, fieroely.
She turned to him  pleadingly.
“ D o not be hard upon your beautifu l 

daughter,” she prayed. “ She loved him  so 
dearly she could not live w ith out h im . Ob, 
you m u st forgive her !”

I Never, never !” Mrs. Gordon sobbed, 
bitterly .

V ain, proud, am bitious wom an as she 
waa, her heart w as alm ost broken by th is  
terrible shook.

M r. Gordon’s voice broke soornfully upon 
L au rel’s tu m ultuous thoughts.

“ A nd th is  du tifu l daughter of m ine, did 
she add to her in iq u ities  by arranging a 
m arriage for you ? D id  she teaoh you to 
deceive th is  honorable gentlem an and trap  
him  into a m arriage w ith  a wretohed  
im postor ?”

T he harsh words struok her like the 
stinging out of a lash. She shivered and  
dropped her eyes, but she did not flmoh  
from  answ ering him . A  m arvellous bravery 
upheld ber w h ile  Bhe confessed ber fau lt 
and exonerated B eatrix.

II M ine is  th e fa u lt,” she eaid. “ I f  your 
daughter had suspeoted th e m adnt sj that 
filled m e, Bhe w ould  have betrayed m e— 
Bhe would never have tolerated  it  for one 
hour. She w ished m e to go abroad w ith  
her ; she did not dream  of the truth . B u t
I  —I sen t Clarioe baok to her, and I stayed  
on at E den . Tho fau lt is m ine ; th e oon- 
sequences," her voioe fa ltered  alm oet to  a 
m oan, " be upon m y own bead."

S t. L eon had never y e t spoken a word. 
P ale, statue-like, he Btood, hia hearing  
Btrained to oatoh every word th a t fe ll from  
th e lips of h is  w ife— his w ife, whom  he had 
believed to be an angel, but whom  he now 
knew  as a fa lse  and reckless w om an who 
had stolen in to  h is hom e and heart under a 
ly in g guise.

“ And you ,” said  Mr. Gordon, s tern ly—
II w ho are you, th a t have dared do th ie te r 
rible wrong ? W hat is your nam e ? W hence  
oame y o u ? ”

She turned suddenly and lifted  her dark, 
anguished eyes to her husband’s faoe in  
m ute wonder and entreaty . In  its  lig h t
ning soorn, its  terrible indignation, she  
read her doom . W ith ,a  m oan of despair  
she le t the long, dark lashes fa ll un til they  
shaded her burning oheeks and answered  
Mr. Gordon :

“ D o not ask m e m y nam e nor m y  
history. W hat oan it  m atter to you who 
hate m e ? My heart is broken. L et me 
shroud m yself in  m erciful m ystery .”

11 You refuse to disclose your identity?' 
said Mr. Gordon, wonderingly.

“ I  refuse,” she answ ered, w ith  a reckless 
defianoe born of despair.

A nd at th a t m om ent a mooking laugh, 
oruel as a fiend’s, rang etartlingly through 
the splendid room.

E v ery  eye turned tow ard th e sound. 
Through the wide laoe ourtains th a t shaded 
the low Frenoh w indow s a m an stepped  
into th e room —R oss P ow ell I 

L aurel saw  him , and a shriek of despair 
rose from  her lips at th e sight of her 
en em y’s evil, trium phant faoe. She oov
ered her faoe w ith  her trem bling hands 
and sunk down upon the floor, orouohing 
like a gu ilty  creature from  the angry judges 
surrounding her.

R oss P ow ell w ent forward to his em ployer, 
Mr. Gordon.

“ S ir ,” he said , respectfu lly , “ you w ish  
to know th e nam e of th is  m atohless hypo  
orite and deoeiver. I oan soon enlighten  
you .”

“ Speak, th en ,” Mr. Gordon answered, 
quiokly, gazing at h is olerk in  Burprise and 
wonder.

“ You rem em ber Vane, th e drunken  
w riter, who died almoBt a year ago ?” said  
R oss P ow ell brutally.

“ Y es ; but w hat has L ouis V ane to do 
w ith  th is  m ysterious g ir l? ” inquired Mr. 
Gordon, b luntly.

“ E veryth ing,"  answ ered th e villa in , ear 
oastioally, “ for th is  fine lady— the mistreBB 
of E d en —is old V ane’s daughter!”

“ N o exolaim ed Mr. Gordon, aston  
ished.

“ Y es,” tr ium phan tly . “ H er nam e is  
L aurel Vane, and she belonged to m e. She 
was prom ised to m e, but w hen her tippling  
father drank h im self to  death , she ran 
aw ay, and, though I have been on ber 
track ever sinoe, I oould never find her 
u n til to-n ight. And no wonder ; for, w ith  
her hum ble antecedents, I never dream ed  
of looking for m y runaw ay sw eetheart in 
the w ife of th e aristocratic M r. L e R oy !

S low , oold, stinging, every word fe ll on 
L au rel’s heart like a drop of ioe. She  
sprung to her feet and faoed h im , her dark 
eyes blazing w ith  soorn and wrath.

“ Y es, I am  L aurel V ane. T h at is  true,’ 
she oried ; “ but every other word you have 
uttered, R oss P ow ell, is  a base and oruel 
lie  ! I  never belonged to you ; I  have never 
Been you but onoe or tw ioe in  m y life, and 
then  I feared and hated  you as one hates 
th e slim y, orawling serpent ! I  have never 
belonged to any m an but Mr. L e R oy .”

“ A fter  th e terrible w ay in whioh you  
have deoeived Mr. L e R oy, you w ill not 
find him  w illing to believe your later a sser
tion s,” sneered the wretoh.

T he w retohed young creature turned  
again and looked a t her husband, but be 
Btill preserved h is quiet, statue-like posi
tion , h is  arm s folded over, h is  lips set in a 
th in , hard line, h is eyes blazing w ith  a 
gloom y, lurid lire beneath th e broad, mas- 
віѵе brow th a t w as beaded w itb  great, 
ch illy  drops of dew. I t  w as the darkest 
hour ot h is  life. H is  hum iliation  was 
alm ost greater than he could bear. There  
w as no tenderness, no p ity  in  b is sombre 
gaze as it  m et tb e w ild , appealing еуев of 
the girl who had deoeived h im .

B u t she w ent to h im , Bhe stood hum bly  
and suppliantly  before him , her faoe 
lighted w ith  passionate love and appeal, 
upheld by th e  strength of her girliBh w ill, 
longing to be forgiven for her sin and taken  
to  h is  heart again.

“ S t. L eon , he врѳакв fa lse ly ,” she Baid. 
“ I never belonged to h im . I  never saw  him  
u n til after m y fa ther’s death , and th en  he 
basely insu lted  m y help lessn ess and pov
erty. In m y auger I Btruok him  in  the  
faoe, and he swore revenge for tb e blow. 
You see how  he taken it  in  vilify ing m y  
nam e. D o not lis ten  to h im , m y husband. 
I have never loved but you, never belonged  
to any one but you. I  deoeived you  
in  tb e  one th ing only. W ill you  not 
believe m e ?"

H is stern lips parted to answ er her, but 
Maud M erivale rushed forward and Bhook 
him  v io lently  by the arm.

" S t. L eon, look to your m other,” she  
oried. “ She has fa in ted .”

H e turned and looked, and saw  th at it  
w as true. W ith out a word to Laurel he 
rushed to her aid.

Mrs. M erivale oaught th e unhappy w ife  
rudely by the arm  ; she looked down into  
the dark, anguished eyes, and laughed low  
and m ookingly.

“ You see how  he soorns you,” she said, 
in  tones of b itter  trium ph. “ Your reign 
is  over, im postor 1 Your sin Ьав found you  
out. H e w ill drive you aw ay iu loath ing  
and oontem pt. Ah, I  am revenged now  
before I even lifted  a finger to punish you. 
D id I  not warn y o u —‘ who breaks— 
p ays’ ?”

L aurel had no words to answ er. H er  
brave heart had fa iled  her. She slipped  
from  her en em y’s vindiotive grasp and fe ll 
like a log h eav ily  to the floor.
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S t. L eon lifted  h is m other’s senseless  
form , and bore her aw ay to her room. Mrs. 
Gordon lay  w eeping, m oaning, and w ild ly  
lam enting in  her husband’s arm s. R oss  
P ow ell, having aoom plished h is  wioked  
work, and finding h im self unnotioed, Btole 
q u ietly  away from th e всепе of h is v illainy. 
N o one seem ed to heed the prostrate form , 
lying prone upon the floor like one dead, 
the m arble-w hite faoe, w ith  its  olosed eyes 
and night-blaok lasbes, upturned to the  
ligh t—no one save Mrs. M erivale, and she  
aotually  spurned it  w ith  her d ain ty  foot, 
and glared upon it  w ith  envenom ed hatred  
in  her turquois blue eyes.

“ T he lit tle  viper !” she m uttered , b it

terly . “ Ob, tb at I  bad known th e  truth  
w hen I w as here la st sum m er ! H ow  I 
should have exulted in  betraying her to my 
hau ghty  lord who laughed at m y love, and 
soorned m e beoause onoe I  w as fa lse  to tbe  
tru st he plaoed in me ! She wae an angel 
forsooth. H a ! ha ! I would not have 
m issed  th is  rioh scene for ten  thousand  
dollars. W hat has becom e of tb a t man 
w ho oame so opportunely upon th e soene ?
I m ust see him . I t  m ay be worth m y  
w hile."

She oaBt a glanoe ot hate and soorn upon 
L aurel’s s ilen t, reoum bent figure, then  
hastened to th e w indow  and glided out, 
th e heavy ourtains of віік and laoe falling  
n oiselessly  together behind her retreatiog  
form . T he great gilded drawing-room , 
w ith  its  brilliant ohandeliere and m yriad  
flowers, was deserted now save for the 
b a it frantio Gordons and the unoonsoious 
girl upon the floor.

U nnotioed and deserted sbe struggled  
baok to life and found herself alone save 
for thoee two who gazed upon her w ith  
reproach and hatred as th e саиве of tbeir  
desolation. She had len t herself to the  
plot to  rob them  of their daughter, and 
th ey  oould not forgive her any more 
than th ey  oould forgive B ea tr ix  for her 
unfilial desertion.

B u t she w ent and Btood before th em , so 
beautiful in ber sorrow and despair, teitb 
her d ishevelled golden tresees and th e red 
roses dying on her breast, th at tb ey  oould 
alm oet have pitied her in  her tender youth  
and grief if on ly  she had not helped B eatrix  
to  her happiness, and Bpoiled their olever 
Boheme tor separating her from  her h an d - 
в о т е , репшіевв lover.

“ I  have wronged you ,” ehe eaid, sadly . 
“ I  know th at. B u t, believe m e, I oould 
not help it. S h e—your daughter— had 
been kind to m e, and I prom ised her m y  
eternal gratitude. W hen she olaim ed m y  
prom ise, w hat oould I do but y ie ld  ! And  
— and— ehe is very happy. You m uet not 
forget th at w hen you th in k  of her. Perhaps 
you m ay forgive m e w hen you know th at 
Bhe is  so perfeotly happy.”

“ Forgive !" th ey  uttered, socrnfully, for 
the thought th at B eatrix  w as happy in her 
Btolen marriage w as like a thorn iu the  
flesh to them . T h ey  fe lt hard and viudio- 
tive toward their beautifu l, w ilful ohild. 
T hey  would have been glad to hear that 
she w as ill, unhappy, repentant, Btarving, 
even—anything but happy.

“ You w ill forgive m e, and forgive her ?” 
pleaded the hapless girl.

" N ever!"  th ey  answ ered, harshly , hard
ening tbeir hearts against the tw o young  
oreatures who bad oarried out th a t daring  
oonspiraoy.

And L aurel began to realize th e enor
m ity  of w hat Bhe bad done. I t  had uot 
seem ed so bad to her at first, th is helping a 
f»ir young girl and her lover to be happy  
in  sp ite  of opposition. She rem em bered  
th a t Clarioe had oalled it  a splendid joke, 
and B eatrix  had U ughed at her Boruples. 
B u t it  was quite another th ing to the Gor- 
d> ns. I t  wae a oruel outrage, and beyond  
pardon.

She stood looking at tbeir oold, frow ning  
faoes a m om ent, then turned hopelessly  
aw ay. E very  one w as against her. If only  
S t. L eon would forgive her she would not 
oare for th e rest, she thought ; but, a las—

“ H is love is  turned to h a te ,” she sighed. 
" H e w ill never forgive m e. H e w ill drive 
m e aw ay from  h im  in to  eternal ban ish
m ent. M y brief dream of happiness is 
over. And yet I w as m ad enough to think  
th at out of b is  great love he would forgive 
m e I A h, m e ! ah, m e !"

Mr. Gordon led h is w ife s ilen tly  from tbe 
room w ith out a glance a t her. She was 
alone in the great, gilded drawing-room — 
deserted aud alone in  her terrible anguiBh 
and despair. T he eting of their oontem pt 
pieroed her heart.

" I am  despised and deserted by a ll,” 
she said, sorrow fully. “ W hat shall I do ? 
M ust I  go aw ay ? W ould S t. L eon like 
it?  W ould he be glad never to вее me 
again ? ’

Som ething like a w ail of anguish oame 
from  her lips a t th e  thought of leaving her 
huBband and never Beeing him  again. I t  
w as m ore bitter than death . She thought 
of h is passionate, idolizing love. H ad it  all 
been m urdered at one fe ll stroke by tbe  
knowledge of ber sin ?

T he door opened, and he oame suddenly  
into th e room.

H e saw  her standing there, the only  
oreature in  the w ide, brillian t draw ing
room. H e knew  tb a t every one bad 
deserted ber tor ber Bin—tb at fa ta l retribu
tion had overtaken ber. Hia ow n heart 
had revolted from  its  allegiance, now th at 
he knew  her for th e w ilfu l oreature of d a y  
th at she w as instead  of th e angel be had 
deem ed her. Y et never had her perfeot 
beauty struok h im  more foroibly than now. 
B obbed of itB light, its  coloring, its  bloom , 
its  perfeotion s till show ed suprem e, like 
th e beauty of a perfeot ohiseled sta tue.

She ran to him  : Bhe threw  herself hu m 
b ly  at h is  fee t—
T h e re ,  w i th  h e r  m ilk -w h ite  a rm s  a n d  sh a d o w y  

h a ir ,
S h e  m a d e  h e r  fa c e  a  d a rk n e s s .
“ Forgive m e, m y husband, forgive m e !” 

prayed the wretohed w ife.

w ill divoroe m e ?" she asked, w ith  a shiver.
“ No, I  w ill have no scandal. I w ill not 

drag th e proud nam e of L e B oy  through 
th e m ire of a divoroe oourt. T h at for 
whioh you sohem ed so oraftily shall not be 
taken aw ay from  you. I Bhall go away 
aud leave you a t E den in the enjoym ent of 
th e w ealth and th e nam e you have won. 
Then our taoit separation and divorce w ill 
be aooompliBhed. I shall never w illingly  
look upon your beautiful fa lse face again !"

Sho bowed ber head in  speeohless acqui- 
esoenoe. W here were th e  w ild  words, the  
m atch less eloquenoe w ith  whioh she m eant 
to plead her oause, to  im plore for pardon 
w hen th is  dark hour oam e upon her ? T hat 
love and beauty  whioh Bhe had deem ed  
Buoh powerful agents to  hold h is heart and 
w in h is  clem enoy, of w bat avail were th ey  
now ? H is  ioy Boom, hia proud, deoisive, 
determ ination  le ft no room for d issen t or 
appeal. T he terrible w eight of her Bin had  
fa llen  upon her and orushed her.

(T o  b e  c o n tin u e d .)

C H A P T E B  X L II.
H e stood there in silenoe, looking down  

at th a t bowed head, veiled by its sweeping  
golden hair. H e m ade no effort to raise 
her ; he answered not a word to her w ild  
appeal. There w as a sm oldering fire in his 
dark еуев, a stern оотргеввіоп of h is lips, 
th at boded ill for tbe granting of her 
prayer.

H e bad received a terrible shock. H is  
love and pride alike had been outraged, 
and in  Ьів oase it  w as a strong love and a 
strong pride. T be wound to both was 
accordingly all the greater.

H ia Btrange вііепое grew terrible to ber. 
She lifted  her faoe a little  and looked at 
him , reooiling from  th e terrible indigna- 
tion in hia eyea aa if he had struok her a 
blow.

“ S t. L eon, speak to m e,” Bhe wailed  
“ Oh, you w ill not be hard and unforgiving  
to m e ! I have wronged you and deoeived 
you, I know ; but it  was a ll because I loved  
you. N o w om an ever loved w ith  so mad a 
love as I have given you. I f  I  had not 
loved you so dearly, I had not dared so 
m uoh.”

H e spoke then . T here w as concentrated  
раавіоп, burning oontem pt, in  h is deep and 
angry voioe.

" D o not speak of love !” he said. “ I 
oan fanoy w ith  w hat love the drunken jour- 
n a list’s daughter, the poor olerk’s runaway  
fiance, oould love S t. Leon L e B oy . I  oan 
im agine th a t tb e tem ptation  to lif t  your
self to  m y level from  the dust where you 
grovelled w as too strong for you. I oan 
fanoy th at tbe greed of w ealth  and honor 
led you astray. B u t love—faugh I I f  one 
spark ot tbat divine passion bad burned in 
your sohem ing breaBt, you would have 
respeoted th e unsullied  honor, th e proud 
old nam e of the L e B o y s—you would have 
Bpared m e th e diegraceful a lliance w itb  a 
drunkard’s daughter !”

Slow , oruel, b itter every word fe ll like a 
coal of fire on ber bleeding heart. W as it 
th e gifted father, the brilliant genius whom  
she loved and revered despite hiB w eakness, 
w ho w as thus stigm atized  as a drunkard 
by her husband’s lips ? H ad tb at father'e  
sin indeed set her a p ir t  as a m ark for the 
finger of aoorn to point at, a oreature too 
low to even lif t ber еуев to th e proud 
and rioh S t. L eon L e Roy ? I t  w as cruel, 
a bitter insult. I t  rankled like a sword 
point in her heart.

She rose Blowly to ber feet and faoed 
bim  w ith  a strange, new-born d ign ity th at  
Bat graoefully on her perfeot beauty. She  
did not epsak, but w aited w ith  drooping 
head and tigh tly  folded hands tor b is fu r
ther words.

T hey  oame, s till further b lighting the Bad 
youn g heart :

" T here oan be no talk  of forgiveness 
betw een you and m e. Y ou have injured  
m e beyond reparation. You oan be nothing  
to  m e henoefortb.”

“ You w ill send m e aw ay from  you —you

К О вЯ Л ’Я A BH A SB lN .

T h r  N ew s from  E gypt ІТІпкея M re. l> lld-
ley S ad , but She L a u g h s  a t K o ssa ’s
A ccou nt o f ih e  S h ootin g .

A  last (F riday) n igh t’s N ew  York 
despatoh ваув : Mrs. D u d ley  w as very  sad 
laBt evening. She had read th e new s from  
E gyp t oonfirm ing tb e death of the gallant 
Gordon, and w as muoh affected. To a 
reporter who oalled upon her she rem arked  
th a t “ As long ав E ngland has such вопв ав 
Gordon she has not m uch to  fear from  
m iscreants like Jerry O’D onovan and his 
orew.” Her gloom w as, however, som ew hat 
enlivened by th e reading of an aooount of 
th e shooting of th e great Bubsoriptionist, 
w ritten by h im self and publisbed in his 
organ, the United Irishman. She found the  
aooount in ten sely  oomioal, espeoially  w ith  
regard to tb e plural “ w e,” whioh R ossa  
ueed in Bpeaking of h im self. T he following  
ів an extraot from  th e artiole :

" She suggested th a t we adjourn to в о т е  
plaoe Bhe knew , near at band, where we 
oould ta lk  the m atter over. W e oonsented, 
and allow ed her to be our guide towards 
B roadw ay. W alking on, she suddenly  
halted , w hile  we were taking a paoe for
ward, and as suddenly put a p istol to  our 
baok and fired. W e turned around to m eet 
the assault, but bafore w e oould oatoh her 
we fell and found ourselves pow erless to get 
up. W e found оигвеіѵев resting on our 
elbow, looking at her firing at us. W e 
spoke no word to ber or to any one else, 
but ав she turned aw ay we aaid to the men  
who w ere around, ‘ W onder som e m an does 
n ot arrest th a t w om an.’ In  a m inute or so 
we were assisted  to stand ; a m an gave us 
h is arm , and w ith  bim  we w alked to tbe  
h osp ita l.”

“ I t ought to further s a y , 1 W e w ere very 
nearly frightened out of our life ,’ ” was 
Mrs. D udley  s  laughing oom m ent on tbe 
narrative.

T here ia a disorepanoy of sta tem ent as to 
th e Buspioious paokage sen t on T uesd ay  
to M rs. D u d ley  by “ Yankee D oodle  
D an d y .” W arden F in n  says th a t there 
w as a harm less w hite powder iu th e box 
w hioh did not explode either by oonoussion 
or upon having a lighted m atch applied to 
it . M rs. D udley's oounsel, how ever, allegeB 
th a t an explosion did take place, and in 
support of h is aseertion he exh ib ited  some 
burned pieces of paper aaid to be fragm ents 
le ft over from tbe explosion.
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Speech and  H ea r in g  Krwiorrd lo  Four  
Slelere w ho w er« H ea l and  U uuib .

A  L ouisv ille  despatoh Bays : A t a faith- 
cure m eeting in th is  o ity  yesterday Mrs. 
John Moaok, w ife of a prom inent tobao- 
oonist and the m other of an I I  years old 
girl, announoed th a t th e child  w as born 
to ta lly  deaf and dum b, and th at it  had been 
Buddenly restored to hearing and speeoh. 
T he audienoe w as very m uoh exoited when 
Bhe prooeeded to relate th at tour of ber 
ohildren had been sim ilarly  oured through  
her exeroise of fa ith . T he e ldest daughter, 
K ate, is  23. A t th e age of 3 years Bhe 
suffered from  a severe attaok of Boarlet 
fever, whioh alm ost destroyed her вепве of 
hearing and speeoh. Sbe ів now restored  
to the fu ll possession ot those facu lties, and  
converses w ith intelligence, though she 
exhibited  an ignorance of the m eaning of 
words. L u lie , aged l5 , at the age of 3 years 
also had soarlet fever, whiob destroyed her 
sense of speeoh and hearing, leaving her 
deaf and dum b. She now  appears to hear 
as w ell as anybody, and is  rapidly learning  
to talk . A nnie ів 17 years old. A t the age 
of 11 she oame near dying w itb  Boarlet 
fever, whiob le ft her almoBt entirely  deaf 
and dumb. Sbe is  now able to hear, and 
oan talk . T hese girls are a ll exceptionally  
bright-looking, and are about tb e average  
in intelligen ce. T hey  have been brought 
up oarefully , but have been treated as 
though th ey  were deaf m utes, it  being  
alm ost im possible to m ake three of them  
here the loudeBt noise, w hile th e fourth  
oould hear absolu tely  nothing. T h at a 
ohange has been w rought there oan be no 
question.

1 .0 »  and  (Jain .
CHAPTEB I.

ы I  w a s  ta k e n  s ic k  a  5 e a r  ago  
"W ith b i l io u s  fe v e r .”

My dootor pronounoed m e oured, but I 
got siok again, w itb  terrible рліпв in my 
b»ok and BideB, and I got §o oad  I 

Could not move I 
I  shrunk !
From  228 lbs. to  120 ! I had been doo- 

toring for m y liver, but it  did m e no good.
I did not expeot to live m ore than tnree 
m onths. I began to use H op B itters. 
D ireotly  m y appetite returned, m y раіпв 
left m e, m y entire sy stem  seem ed renewed 
as if  by m agic, and after using several 
bottles, I  am  not only  as Bound as a 
sovereign, but weigh m ore than I  did be
fore. To H op B ittere I ow e m y life .”

B . F i t z p a t r i c k .
Dublin, June 6, '81.

CHAPTEB II,
M & lden, M ass F e o .  1 1880. G e n t le m e n —

1 su ffe re d  w i th  a t t a o k s  0  f  s ic k  h e a d a c h e . 
N euralgia, fem ale trouble, for years in 

tbe moBt terrible and exoruoiating m anner.
N o  m edioine or dootor oould give m e 

relief or oure, u n til I  used H op B itters.
“ T he firet bottle 
“ N early  oured m e ; ”
T he seoond m ade m e ав w ell and strong 

as w hen a ohild,
“ And I have been so to th is  d ay .”
M y husband waB an invalid  for tw enty  

years witb a aerioua 
“ K id ney, liver and urinary oom plaint,
“ Pronounoed by B oston ’s besc physi- 

o iane—
" Inourable ”
Seven bottleB of your B itters  oured him  

and I know of the
“ L ives of eight persons 
In  m y neighborhood th at have been saved  

by your b itters,
And m any m ore are uBing them  witb  

great benefit.
“ T hey  alm ost
D o m iracles ?” *-M rs. E . I). 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 e  t im e  ; t a k e  a ll 
t h e  v i le  n o s tr u m s  a d v e r t is e d ,  a u d  t h e u  y o u  w ill 
w a n t  to  k n o w  how to get well, w h ic h  is  a n s w e re d  
in  t h r e e  w o rd s—T a k e  H o p  b i t t e r s  I 

I S *  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 p s  o n  th e  w h i te  la b e l .  H h u n  a l l  t h e  v ile , 
p o ie o n o u s  Btuff w i th  H o p ” o r  " H o p s "  in  t h e i r  
n a m e .

N o  J o k e  t o  h e  a  B » b y ,

N ow , I  suppose you  th ink , because y en  
never вее m e do anyth ing but feed en d  
Bleep, th a t I  have a very nioe lim e  of it .  
L et me te ll you th a t you are m istaken . 
H ow should you like every m orning to have  
your nose washed up instead cf down ? How  
should you like to bave a pin put through  
your dreBB in to  the skin ami have to bear it  
all day u n til your olothes were taken off at 
night? H ow  should you like to be held so 
near tb e fire th at your eyes  wore half 
scorohed out of your head, w hile your nurse  
w as reading a novel ? H ow  should you like 
to have a great fly ligh t on your nose and  
not know how to take aim  at him  w ith  
your little , fat, useless fingera ? H ow  should  
you like to tire yourself out, orawling aw ay  
aoross the carpet, to pick up a pretty  button  
or p in and have it  snatohed aw ay as soon as 
you begin to enjoy it ? I tell you it  is  enough  
to ruin any baby’s tem per.

Crosei-Eved P eo p le .
“ You would th ink th at a сговв-eyed  

person would overoom e h is вепвНіѵепевв,” 
eaid an ooouliBt, “ but he seldom  does. H e  
broods over it. I t  grows on b im . H e  
im agines th a t every one he m eets th inks as 
muoh about it  as he does, and life  often  
loses a ll attraotion for h im . D id  you ever 
notioe a oroBB-eyed m an w alk ? N o ? I  
oan te ll one as far as I  oan see h im . I t  
im parts to h is  gait a oertain m ovem ent 
peouliar to the w hole olass of оговв-eyed  
people. B u t it  ia not altogether bashful- 
певе w hioh оаивев him  to avoid looking a 
person Bquarely in  th e faoe. I f  he retained  
tb e power of sight in eaoh of h is  orooked 
eyes, as is  o ften  th e  oase, it w ould do 
him  no good to look th e ordinary 
w ay. H e would be very lik ely  to 
m iss th e objeot altogether. The  
lin es of h is  vision  would probably 
oross a foot or so before th e object 
waB fu lly  oom prebended, and a ll he would 
see would be the fa in t and shadow y o u t
lines of a pair of ears or th e rim  of a hat. 
T he plaoe w here the faoe ought to be would  
be a d ism al blank. M any bright featuree  
are ruined by thiB fearful m isfortune. Som e  
sen sitive  v ictim s never pluok up oourage 
enough to m arry. T hey  often beoome 
selfish  m isanthropes, grow sfiogy , and  
leave a fortune for a horde ot straight-eyed  
relatives who tota lly  ignored them  w hile  they  
were alive to fight over. O thers, w ith  that 
natural yearning for the love and Bympathy 
whioh are alm ost un iversally  denied oross 
eyed  m en, take w hat th ey  oan get in  the  
m atrim onial m arket. T hey Bpring a t the 
very first ohanoe whioh offers. Thus  
often a soulfu l, but oross-eyed æ ith ete  
finds h im self joined to a loving, but 
unBym pathetio, helpm eet, whose am bition  
never rises above the kitoben or the laundry, 
H e loses h is hopes, descends to the level ot 
his m ate, and w hat m ight have been a 
ta lented  oareer ів ended on a large box in 
front ot the oorner grooery in  retailing  
neighborhood gossip . O ccasionally  you 
find a m an w ith sufficient strength  of mind 
to live down the m align effeots of Btrabia- 
m us and come out a viotor. W hen onoe a 
man has overoom e h is diffidence be 
beoomes as bold as a Bewing-maohine agent. 
W hen he is courageous enough to look a 
wom an obliquely in  the faoe w ith out sta m 
m ering an apology for having been b om  he 
oan fa ir ly  be Baid to  be superior to  hie m is
fortune. Suoh a m an would make a heroio 
soldier. U nfortu nately , there are few  who 
oan do th is. T he ordinary m an m elts  
under tbe affliotion like a oake of ioe in a 
Ju ly  BUU.

In  B elgium  an order Ьав been reoently  
issued by the m in istry  of railroads, post- 
tiffioeB and telegraphs to olose on th s  a fter
noons of Sundays and fast days, all tha 
G overnm ent railw ay offioeB exoept those at 
th e sta tion s. I t  is a step  in  th e direotion  
of Sunday rest.

N one of our d en tists  has y e t evinoed  
enough enterprise to  a d v ertise; “ M nfit 
teeth  a sp ecia lty .”

“ T h e Ніоиціі o f  ДОенрошІcncv”
in  whioh you are w allow ing, on aocount of 
в о т е  of those diseases peouliar to you, 
m adam e, and whioh have robbed you of the 
rosy hue of health , aud m ade life a but den 
to you, you oan easily  get out of- D r. 
Pieroe’s “ F a v o tite  P rescrip tion” w ill free 
you from all euoh troubles, aud soon recall 
th e rose-tin t of health  to your oheek, and 
the lelaBtioity to your step . I t  is  a m ost 
perfeot specific for all th e w eaknesses and 
irregularities peculiar to your вех. I t  
oures ulceration, displaoem ents, “ internal 
fever,” bearing-down sen sations, rem oves 
the tendency to canoerous affections, and 
aorreots all unnatural discharges. B y  
druggists.

A great m ind, w ith out th e nutrition  of 
adversity , w ould starve.

I n  I h e  H o u i  o t  N e e d

You do not w ant to try  experim ents, but 
resort to the old and w ell tented m eans th at 
afforded relief in the past. W hen у о и г о о т в  
aohe don’t take th e first article iffa red to  
you for th e purpose, v i z , to rem ove the 
troublesom e oorns and to do th is  w ithout 
pain, and do it  prom ptly. P u t n a m ' s  P a i n 
l e s s  G o k n  E x t r a c t o r  has been used for 
m auy years. I t  has never be known to tail. 
P u tnam ’s Extraotor m akes no deep holes 
in the flesh, hard to heal and more trouble
som e than the original disoom forts. I t  
works n icely  and efficiently.

L ast T hursday n ight som e m iscreant 
entered the Btable of J. S . A ustin , of L ynn  
V alley , N orfolk Co., aud out h is oow's tail 
off close to ita body.

F a ilu r e  Im posnlble
W hen P oison's N e r v i l i n e  ia used for pain 
I t m atters not of how lon gstan d in g  it  m ay  
be, or how often other rem edies have failed  
to afford relief, N erviline, the great pain 
oure, does its  work prom ptly. B u y  a 10 
cent sam ple battle, and try  it  for internal 
or external pains. You w ill be oonvinned 
of its  extraordinary power in relieving pain 
T en cen t bottle and large bottle 25 cents, 
at all druggists. Take no substitu te.

T he best preaoherB are those th a t preach 
by exam ple.

Dr. Sage’s Catarrh B em ed y oures when 
every other so-oalled rem edy fails.

T h e  coBt of carrying ordinary passengers 
on th e trunk lin es of railroads averages a 
trifle over a oent aad tw o-th irds рзг m ile. 
T aking tb a t as a basie for oaloulating tbe 
aotual oost of oarrying im m igrants from  
the A tlantio to Chioago for a dollar, a man 
ager ваув : “ I t  ia true th at tb ey  are oarried 
at less oost than other passengers. T hey  
go in less  oostly  oars a t a low rate of speed 
so th at som e allowanoe should be m ade on 
tb at soore. I t  would not be an unfair 
sta tem en t to вау tb at it  ooetB on ly  a cent 
a m ile, and one of th ese  dollar tiokets is  
good for 985 m iles or 99.85 of aotual cost to 
the oom pany at th e very low est estim ate. 
Of ооигве th e m ore they oarry the worse off 
th ey  are at th at rate, and instead  of 0 0 m 
p etiog  for thd Ьивіпевв tb ey  would he ex  
peoted to try  and m ake eaoh other take it, 
as eaoh train load of paBBengerB oarried at 
th a t rate bringe th e com pany во muoh 
nearer ru in .”

Young or m iddle-aged men suffering from  
nervous deb ility , loBS of m em ory, prem ature 
old age, as tb e resu lt of bad habits, should  
Bend three letter  BtampB for illustrated  
book offering sure т е а п в  of oure. AddreBB 
W orld’s D ispensary M edioal Assooiation  
Buffalo, N . Y .

W h i le  Carey W illiam e was waiting for 
ouBtomera behind the oounter of a store at 
А тегіоив , Georgia, Mies A da B reedlane  
walked up to bim  and said : “ Com e on, 
w ant you to m arry m e." Carey was nearly  
overoome w itb  aston ishm ent, but finally  
found voioe enough to plead th a t he did not 
have on b is  Sunday clothes. T he deter 
m ined husband oatoher, however, w ouldn’t 
take th is  for an excuse, but, saying “ Never  
m ind your o loth es,” took him  to the offioe 
of a justice of the peace, who quiokly made 
them  one. Judging from  th is  interesting  
в а т р іе , th e Georgia girl doeBn't stand on 
oerem ony w hen i t ’s a question of getting  
a husband. Georgia ought to beoome 
great S ta te  for bashful young m eu.

 -T he Burprieing виооевв of Mrs. Lydia
E . P inkham ’s V egetable Compound for 
the several diseasee peouliar to women  
foroibly illu strates the im portance of her 
benefioent diaoovery and the f io t  th a t she 
knows how  to m ake th e m ost of it .—Dr. 
Haskell.

M ta t lo n  N a m e n  ( C h a n g e d .

T he Grand Trunk R ailw ay hae decided  
on a ohange iu  the nam es of two of their  
sta tion s. One of th ese  is on th e Georgian  
B ay & L ake E rie D ivision , and has hereto
fore been known as Canada Southern  
Junction , and w ill hereafter be oalled Port 
D over Junotion. T he other is on th e M id
land D ivision , 100 m iles from  T oronto and 
22 m iles from M idland, and w ill be oalled 
“ T a n ” instead of A lm a as heretofore.

LYDIA E. PIMSCHARfl’S
* VEGETABLE COMPOUND*
* * * « * IS A POSITIVE CURr. * »  *-'#►**
For all of5* those Painful Complaints ame&
* * W eaknesses so common to our beet
*  *  *  *  *  F E M A L E  P O P U L A T I O N . *  *

I t  w i l l  c u r e  e n t i r e l y  t u b  w o r s t  f o r m  o r  
m a l e  C o m p l a i n t s ,  a l l  O v a r i a n  t r o u b l e * , f I î c I  
f l a m m a t i o n  a n d  U l c e r a t i o n .  F a l l i n g  a n d  D i* 5
PLA CEM EN TS, A N D  T IIE  CONSEQUENT S P IN A L  W e AX-3 
N ESS, A N D  IS  PA R TIC U LA R LY  A D A P T E D  TO  » T H * J
C h a n g e  o r  L i f e . * * * * * *
*  I t  W IL L  DISSOLVE AN D  E X P E L  T lIM O R S  FR O M  ТПЖ 
U t e r u s  i n  a n  e a r l y  s t a g e  o f  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  U it m o r s  t h e r e  i s  c h e c k * © ' 
v e r y  s p e e d i l y  b y  i t s  u s e . * * * * *  ^
*  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*.-J
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 , Н е а і ь ] 
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 y ,/ 
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 ш *.' 
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 e n t l y
CU RED  BY  IT S  USK. * * * * * * * *

*  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 LL CIRCUM 
STANCES ACT i n  h a r m o n y  w i t u  t h e  l a w s  t h a ï  
GOVERN T H E  FE M A L E  SY STEM . *  *  . *  *  ^

*  Я З Г І Т 8 PU R PO SE IS  SO L EL Y  F O R  Т П Е  LEG ITIM A T®  
H EA LIN G  OF D ISEA SE AND T H E  R E L IE F  OF P A IN ,
TH A T IT  DOES A L L  IT  CLAIMS TO DO, THOUSANDS Off 
LA D IES CAN GLADLY T E S T IF Y , “© f t  *  *  *  % *,

*  *  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  tk

E IT H E R  SE X  T H IS  R E M E D Y  IS  U N SU R PA SSED . *  *  
» LYD IA E. PINKH AM ’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND If 
p re p a re d  a t  L y n n , Mass. P ric e  $1. S ix  b o ttle s  fo r  $tk 
Sold by all druggists. S en t b y  m ail, p o s ta g e  pa id , in  forx* 
o f P ills  o r  L ozenges o n  re c e ip t  o f p rice  as  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 n n y  
L ady  sen d in g  s tam p . L e tte r s  co n fid en tia lly  an sw ere d . *
*  No fa m ily  sh o u ld  bo w ith o u t LYDTA E . 1’INKHAM’I  
LI-VEU PILLS. T hey  c u re  C o n stip a tio n , B iliousness емб 
T o rp id ity  o f *<he L iver. 26 ce n ts  p e r  box. * r  * з

D V R . L . 9  8 5 .

A  C olum bia Crossing, N . W . Territory  
report says ; A  few  days sinoe 120 gallons 
of liquor w as seized  a t M oberly B uild ings. 
T he liquor had suooeBBfully passed a ll the  
polioe betw een th ie plaoe and W innipeg.

J. WSMCKLER
P A T E N T

SELF-VENTING POMP FAUCET
T h e  simplest a n d  best in the market. Prioe $  4 

A d d re ss  68 Hughson street south Hamilton.

I RENNIE’S SEEDS are THE BEST]
Illustrated  Catalogue for  1885

I  C ontaining d escrip tion  a n d  p rice s  o f  th e  choicest I

I f IELD, GARDEN & FLOWER SEEDS J
I  M ailed free . E v e ry  F a rm e r a n d  G ard en e r should  I  
l h a v e  a  co p y  b e fo re  o rd e rin g  seed s  for th e  com ing I 
( s e a s o n .  H andsom est c a ta logue  p ub lished  in C anada  Г

№  RENNIE TORONTO.

30 BAYS’ TRIAL 
D R . f

DYES
T7LÈCTRO-V O L T A IC  B E L T  a n d  o t h .  r  ЕІ.котпіс 
_14 A p p l i a n c e s  a r o  s e n t  o n  30 D a y s ’ T r i a l  T O  
W E N  O N L Y , Y O U N G  O R  O L D , w h o  a r o  B u f fe r 
i n g  f r o m  N e r v o u s  D e b i l i t y ,  L o s t  V i t a l i t y ,  
W a s t i n g  W e a k n e s s e s ,  a n d  a l l  t h o s e  d i s e a s e s  o f  a 
P e r s o n a l  N a t u r e ,  r e s u l t i n g  f r o m  A h u s e s  a n d  
O t h e r  C a u s e s .  S p e e d y  r e l i e f  a n d  c o m p l e t e  
r e s t o r a t i o n  t o  H e a l t h .  V i g o r  a n d  M a n h o o d  
G u a r a n t e e d .  S e n d  a t  o n c e  f o r  I l l u s t r a t e d  
P a m p h l e t  f r e e .  A d d r e s s

Voltaic Belt Co,, Marshall, Mich

EYE. EAR AND THROAT. 
Т Л В . G . B. R Y E R S O N , L . r .  O .P .

S. B ., L e o tq re r  o n  th e  B y e , E a r  a n d  T h r o a t  
T r in i t y  M e d ic a l C o llege, T o ro n to . Oouliab a n d  
A u r is t  to  t h e  T o r o n to  G e n e ra l  H o s p ita l ,  l a ie  
С щ піоаі A s s is ta n t  R o y a l  L o n d o n  O p h th a lm ic  
H o s p ita l ,  M o o re fie ld ’e a n d  C e n t r a l  L o n d o n  
T h r o a t  a n d  B a r  H o s p i ta l .  317 O h u ro h  Btroc t .  
T o ro n to ,  A rtif lo ia l H u m a n  E y e s

R . U. A W A R E
T H A T

Lorillard’s Climax Plug
b e a r i n g  a  r e d  t i n  t a g ;  t h a t 'L o r i U a r d ’s  

_  R o se  J , e a H l n e  c u t  ; t h a t  L o r i l l a r d ’s
I S n v y  (  l i p p i n t r s ,  a n d  t h a t  L o r i f l a r d ’s  S h i i I I h , a r e  
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  /

CONSUMPTION,
J  h a v o  ч  p o s i t iv e  r e m e d y  f o r  t h e  a b o v e  d is e a s e ;  b y l t e  

цвѳ  th o u s a n d s  o f  c a s e s  o f  t h e  w o r s t  k in d  a n d  o f Jopg  
B i n d i n g  h a v o  b e e n  c u re d .  1 n d o e d ,  во  s t r o n g  is  n iv  f a i t a  
i n  }te em cacy , t b a t  I  w ill  s e n d  T W O  B O T T L E S F R E E , to- 

w ith  a  V A L U A B L E  T R E A T IS E  011 t h i s  dieHUBO.te 
# n y  e u u e ro r .  G iv e  E r p r e s s  a n d  P . O. adclrsee.

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

P J L A .C E  to  ee jjn re  a  B u s in e  
B d u o a tio  
manshlp

•tro iMiPh qironiftrv fre*

E d u o a t io n  o r  S p e n c e r ia n  P> n  
m a n s h lp  a t  t h e  8РЙИС. Е К  
iAN ьігаш кнв q o L in i  в


