
A  D a n i e l  € o m e  t o  J u d g m e n t .
I t ’s strange as people grow older w hat lots of 

вепве they lose, .
And how they get full of notions, and begin to 

pick and choose,
And btart on euoh strange ideas, and w ant such 

queer things done—
Why, w hat is a fellow to  live for, if he never can 

have any fun 1

Now there are fathers and mothers, as good as 
good can be,

B ut they fret if a boy goes coasting, for fear he 'll 
run  in to  a  tree :

They fre t if a boy goee Bkating, for fear he ’ll get 
a fall ;

And they’re  sure th a t he’ll oome home broken, if 
h e  asks to  play baseball.

And as for stealing a ride as the  big team s roll 
along,

Ana as for a  swim in the river, if th e  curren t be 
Bwifb or strong,

Or climbing a  roof on a  ladder, or shinning a 
good big pole—

Why, tbey look a t a boy if he tries it, as if he bad  
got no soul

They w ant you to en ter a parlor and bow like a 
grown-up m an ;

They w ant you to move w ithout racket—just 
show me the fellow who can I 

To come down stairs on tiptoes ju s t creeping as 
Btill as a mouoe,

And to keep thingB quiet and  chilly as if boys 
never lived in a  houee 1

W hen you open your eyes in the  m orning and 
are lying awake in bed,

They’d ra th e r you wouldu’t  take pillows to shy 
a t  another one’s head ;

They’d like you to talk  in w hispers and never to 
ra n t or shout,

And em pty your jacket pockets so they  never 
would look balged out.

Tben, in spite of all th is  nonsense, they ’ll look 
in a  lellow’s eyes 

As if you were the  ones who were foolish, and 
they w ert the ones who were wise ;

You’d th ink  as people grow older, they  ought to
Tow wiser too. 

wouldn’t  m ake such blunders in  talk ing  to 
boys—would you ?

A  G O R D O N S  P R I D E
Miss Davenoourt looked wonderingly at 

her. Atter Bhe wae gone, while the spell of 
her beautiful presenoe rested on her, she 
said to Мівв Digby—

“ Either I have been m istaken in m y  
estim ate of Ethel Gordon’s oharaoter, or 
Bhe is very muoh ohanged.”

Lady Davenoourt, who heard the remark, 
smiled.

Baly upon it, Laura,” ehe said, “ you 
have been mistaken. I do not thiuk any
thing would ever change E thel. She is the 
proudest girl I know, and nothing will ever 
make her lese proud.”

“ I ehould have imagined that she would 
resent instantly any attem pt at setting her 
authority aside,” observed Laura.

Misa Digby said nothing, but thought 
deeply. She would almost have been bat
ter pleased if the young girl had Bhown 
some little  resentment—it  Bhe had been 
angry or oontemptuous ; anything would 
have been better than this polished indif
ference, this nonchalant oalm. Helen 
Digby never doubted in her own mind but 
that it oovered the raging of a tem pest.

Onoe when Sir Leonard tried to revive 
the vexed topio, E thel, looking at him  
quietly, said—

“ We had better notdisoues the question, 
papa. W hat must be, m ust be ; notbing 
further need be said about it. I iind that 
words are very uaeless, after all.”

Âfter that Sir Leonard said no more. 
June oame round w ith its warmth, its  

sweetness of perfume, its bloom of roses 
aud brightness of sun. One morning, quite 
unexpectedly, Sir Leonard received a tele
gram. The government business had been 
hastened, and he was to leave on the mor
row for Austria.

“ E thel,” he said, “ here is news that I  
did not expeot. 1 must leave here to-mor
row.”

The next moment he wished he had 
broken the news more gently to her, for 
her faoe grew white even to the very lips.

“ To morrow 1” ehe repeated. “ We 
have never been parted before. I t  is very 
sudden.”

“ I  am very sorry,” said Sir Leonard. 
“ I wiehed to take you myeelf to St. Ina’e ; 
that will not be possible now. I Bhould 
have lelt you more happily if I  had seen 
you safely there."

Ethel had recovered her calmness, but 
the oolor did not return to her faoe.

“ Perhaps it is better as it ie, papa. I  
Bhall leave m y old home and you at tho  
в ате tim e. Life w ill never be the same 
again for me.”

“ It will be happier, my darling,” he 
interrupted ; and Bhe remembering how soon 
they were to be parted, repressed the quiok 
retort that rose to her lips.

How ehe suffered during the remainder 
of that day no one ever gueseed ; the love, 
the pride, the Borrow that warred in her 
Boul, the struggle between her love for her 
father, her grief at losing him, and the 
angry pride tbat forbade any expression ot 
either love or grief—ber hatred of the fair- 
faced, gentle lady who was to take her 
dead mother’« plaoe—her natural Borrow 
aud reluctanoe at parting w ith her old 
home, and laying down the orown Bhe had 
worn во long—all rushed over her at onoe.

Sbe had a long and bitter sorrow before 
her. She had to oarry a burden that would 
have broken the heart of most women—she 
had a future before her from whioh the 
strongest heart might have shrunk in dismay 
and sorrow. B u tin  that Bad after-life there 
was perhaps no day except one in whioh 
she suffered во terribly as she did now.

Sir Leonard was bueily oocupied ; he had 
arrangements to make with his lawyer and 
hie Bteward. The household was to be 
kept on as usual—none ot the servante 
were to be parted with. The housekeeper 
was left in authority during the summer 
months, and the servants were told that in 
the autumn Miss Digby would return with 
Miss Gordon, and that from that tim e all 
authority must be considered as veBted in 
the former’s hande. There waa som i little 
murmuring—some little demur—but no оме 
dared to utter a word.

It was evening when Sir Leonard rode 
away to Chantry Oourt.

“ I shall make all arrangements for you, 
E ihal,” he eaid, “ and I  have no doubt Miss 
Digby will wiBh you to join her to-mor
row.”

Her love for her father repressed the 
angry worde which гове to her Іірв. She 
raised her ооіогіевв face to his.

“ Do not think of me, papa,” ehe 
entreated ; “ think only of yourBelf.” He 
kisBed the sweet, pale faoe.

“ My darling E thel,” he Baid, “ I did not 
know how dearly I loved you until now. 1 
thank Heaven that I can leave you in such 
excellent oare.”

She made no reply. “ I shall not have 
one m inute’s fear for you, E thel,” he con
tinued. “ Under m y oharge, you might 
perhaps have committed eome girlish 
imprudenoe, but under Miss Digby’s that 
will be impossible. I  have no hesitancy and 
no fear.”

H e oould not have epoken more unfortu
nate wards, for they returned to her in the 
hour when the most subtle ot temptatione 
was before her, and they turned the scale 
against her.

It was late when Sir Leonard returned, 
but she wae waiting for him. He looked 
tired and pale, oareworn and fatigued.

•• I did not think you would sit up for 
л е , my darling,” he eaid to Ethel. “ 1 
have made all arrangements for you, and 
you w ill be happy, I am виге. I have told 
Mr. Smithson that he ie to make you an 
ample allowanoe for your owa ехрепвеѳ, во 
that you will not be Bbort of money ; you 
oan have more at any tim e by writing to 
me."

She olasped her arms round his neok, 
and hid ber white face on his breaet.

“ Do not talk to me about money, papa,” 
she said ; “ all the money iu the world 
oould net compensate me for one hour of 
your absence.”

“ Miss Digby will drive over here to-mor
row afternoon,” ha observed, “ and you 
will Btart at four for St. Ina’s. Heaven 
bless m y darling, and make her happy 
there !’’

At the sound of Miss Digby’s name her

arms fell from him ; ehe raised her faoe, 
and its tenderness deepened into gloom ; all 
the memory of her wrongs seemed to rush 
over her at onoe ; her voioe ohanged as she 
answered him.

“ Mv greatest pleasure w ill be to hear 
from you, Ethel—to know that you are 
well and happy—to know that you are learn
ing to like Mies Digby, arid profiting by her 
sooiety.”

А.П indignant flush oovered her faoe, bu t 
be was going aw ay, and Bhe would not 
grieve him.

“ Try to love her, E thel, for m y sake, 
and Ьеоаиве the happineBB of our household 
w ill depend upon your love. Iu two years 
you will have вееп во muoh of her that you 
will know how to appreciate her.”

“ Papa,” oried the girl, in a very anguish 
of sorrow, “ talk to me of yourself, now 
that you are goiug, not of her.”

“ I Bhall be aw ay for only two years, 
E thel,” he oontinued, “ and when I come 
baok you will let m e see my hopes aooom- 
plished. Let me fiud you—more beautiful 
you oan never be—but more patient and 
gentle, more submissive—will you, darling? 
Oorreot the faults that through my care
lessness have grown with your years. Lat 
me fiud you gentle, obedient, all that my 
heart desires, and then I B hall be riohly 
repaid for all the sorrow of absenoe. Will 
you, for my sake, premise to become thie, 
E thel?”

There waB a brief Btruggle between her 
in tense love for her fa th e r  and  her passion 
ate pride, but her pride oarried the day. 
She tu rn ed  from him.

“ You will have others to think ot wheu 
you return, papa.”

“ Yes, but none whom I love like you, 
E thel,” he replied sadly.

If either father or daughter oould have 
foreseen what was to happen during those 
two years, it would have seemed to them  
more meroitul that she should have died 
then and there.

CHAPTER V II.
I t  wae over that terrible parting whioh 

bad seemed to Ethel more bitter than 
death. Sir Leonard had delayed the fatal 
moment as long as he oould. H is daugh 
ter’s white faoe and heavy eyes filled him  
with a keen вепве of sorrow.

“ I Bhall вооп be bask, my darling,” he 
eaid, trying to вреак lightly ; and then ha 
broke down altogetber, and teara filled his 
eyes, and his voice died on hia lips. He 
said no more, but held hie daughter in a 
dose embraoe ; she was then the braver of 
the two.

“ The years paseed quiokly,” she 
observed, “ and you will be away tor only 
two. Look at me, papa, во tbat you may 
remember the last look on my lace was a 
sm ile.”

She did вт ііе , роэг child, with white quiv
ering lips, but the smile was far more pitiful 
than any tears oould have been. When 
Sir Leonard was gone, her self-oontrol gave 
way ; she flung herself on the thiok grass 
and wept with passionate tears for the 
father wno would never be the в ате to her 
again, for the home where she was no longer 
to aot aa mistress—wept for the power and 
position that were to be here no more. It 
was bitterly hard, after absolute power, to 
be treated like a ohild. Paesionate tears 
came from her whioh did not sotten her 
heart, but hardened it againBt the lady 
whom she considered the ohiet oause ot 
her Borrow.

She foresaw, with all the keen perception 
cf youth, the ohange there would be iu her 
life ; and even during the first pang of 
gnet tor her tather’B loss, something like a 
reproaoh formed itselt in her mind oon 
oerning his past treatment.

“  W hy,” Bhe thought, “ haB he given me 
m y unrestra ined  liberty  for во m any уеагв, 
ouiy to take  i t  trom  m e a t lass ? ’

Lite did not в еет  to her, when she гове 
from the place wnere, iu the wild tempest 
ot grief, впе had flung herself, to hola oue 
Bingle oharm. She had loved her tathir  
he was gone trom her, and when he 
returned it would be to marry. She hau 
loved her home, ana her own tantastic rule 
there— ihat, too, had pasBed a>vay. There 
was nothing betöre her but to submit to the 
rule ot a strange woman. It waa intoler 
ably hard. Sue felt inolined to wish for 
death ; but tne Gordon pride came to her 
aid. M ils Digby was to pe there by two 
Bhe must not find her weeping or sad 
E thel went to her room, and as tar ав Bhe 
oould removed all traoe ot tears. She 
arensed herself w ilh unusual care; bhe 
gave orders for the needtul packing with a 
calm, olear, steady voioe, aud theu sat kown 
to await Mins D.gby’o arrival.

“ Henoeforwara, ’ sue Baid to herself, “ I 
am to  be seoonU in my lather’s house, 
stanger takes my mother’s place as well as 
mine. Sue will triumph over me ; Bhe will 
laugh to think how easily Bhe has deposed 
me ; but, suffer as 1 may, uo sign of my 
suffering shall ehe disoover.”

When Helen Digby arrived soon after 
ward, lull ol sympatny and kindness, ready 
to give all tha attention and affeotion that 
she thougnt wouid be needed, her reception 
rather startled her. She would not allow 
any one to announce her.

“ Tell me wnere Мівв Gordon is ,” she 
said, “ and I will go to her.

She walked through the splendid suite of 
rooms where Bhe one day wae to reign ав 
mistress. She lound E thel sitting ш one 
ol the pretty light balconies t h a t  looked on 
to the terrace. Sne went gently to her, and 
laid her hand w ita a quiet, oareBsing touoh 
on the girl’s bhoulaer.

“ My dearest E thel,” she Baid, “ I have 
hastened to you knowing that you would be 
во lonely and unuappy, Whas oan I do to 
oomtort you ?”

Her eyes shone brightly through her 
tea rs  ; her whole tace was o eau tifu llrom  its 
w arm th  and  kluduesB. Sue saw the  crim 
so n  flush rise o n  E th e l’s brow. She would 
tain ixavu taken the girl m  her kind arms and 
kisB ed her laoe, bu t E>nel rose w ith  quiet 
uiguity, aud  said, ooldly—

“ Good-morning, Miss Digby ; I  did not 
expeot you во вооп.”

“ I teared you might be lonely, E thel, во 
I  hastened to you.”

“ Thank you,” waa the dignified reply. 
“ I B hall feel lonely until papa returns, aud 
no one cau oomfort me.”

B ut Miss Digby was not to be repulsed 
easily ; she Bat dowu by E thel’s  side, and 
would not notice the girl’s shrinking trom 
her.

“ I hope that the plan of going to St. 
Ina’s to-day pleases you, E thel,” ehe B aid, 
gently ; “ I suggested it  to Sir Leonard 
beoause I thought the sooner you left 
Fountayne the better. Can I do anything 
to help you to pack or prepare tor the 
journey ?”

My maid has done that already, I 
thank you,” returned Ethel.

“ Ib there nothing I  oan do to make you 
happier—to lessen your Borrow—to make 
the time paee more cheerfully ?”

" N othing, I th an k  you,” wae the  ohill- 
ing reply.

B ut Mibb Digby was not to be daunted. 
Some would have turned from the oold, 
averted faoe, and have left Ethel to hereelf 
—not so Helen—she was faithful to her 
truet.

“ I wish, E th e l,” Bhe said, “ th a t I had 
the gift of elnquenoe. I  Bhould like to  tell 
you some of tne  thoughts th a t  are passing 
through m y m ind—how апхіоив I am  tor 
your парршевв and welfare, how gravely 
I  look upon the  precious oharge tb a t  your 
fa th er has en trusted  to  m e, how ready  I 
am  to w ait upon you, to  render you every 
вегѵіое in m y power by night or day— 
indeed to devote m y tim e, my thoughts, all 
to you.”

“ I thank you,” responded E thel, still 
more ooldly.

I t  w as h a rd  to resis t such kindness, bu t 
the woman who offered i t  was one who 
intended to ивигр h er plaoe in  her fa th er s 
h e a rt and hom e. She would have Buffered 
any th ing  ra th e r  th an  allow H elen Digby 
to note her pain.

« I  do not wonder th a t  you Bbould regret

leaving Fountayne,” Baid the gentle voioe 
again ; “ it is a beautiful plaoe."

Not to Miss Digby would she admit even 
the least regret.

Change ie always pleasant, I believe,” 
Bhe returned ; “ Fountayne n  not the only 
beautiful plaoe in the world.”

Sbe would not вау how dearly she loved 
, How perfectly she thought it ; nor how 

for the remainder of her lilea d a ik o io u d  
would hang over it. It would no longer be 
her home—saored to herself and those she 
loved ; it would be desecrated by strangers, 
spoiled by the new rule her father would 
bring thither.

W ith a wistful smile Helen Digby looked 
at the beautiful defiant faoe.

How am I to reaoh your proud heart, 
E thel?” Bhe inquired. “ How am I to 
soften you and make you believe in my 
sincerity ?”

1 do not see that your sinoerity con
cerns me,” replied E thel, haughtily. “ Do 
you not think, Miss Digby, that it is time 
we began our preparations ? You w ill par
don me, perhaps if I leave you.”

It was not anger that flushed the faoe of 
Helen Digby—no feeling of anger rose in 
her heart against the spoiled ohild who 
resented her ooming во greatly—nothing 
but a profound вепве ot p ity, whioh moved 
her almost to tears. E thel’a oalmnese did 
not deoeive her. She understood perfeotly 
the oold exterior.

1 If I  oould but win her liking 1” she 
thought.

B ut it was not to be. Ethel bade fare
well to the servants, who seemed grieved 
and distressed at parting with her. Sue eaid 
farewell to tho home where for so many 
уеагв she had been beloved and happy. It 
waB a bright afternoon when she left Foun
tayne and, ипоопвсюивіу, Bhe left the 
brightness and happiness of her life behind 
her.

They had a pleasant journey through the 
beautiful oountry that lay between Foun
tayne and St. In a ’B Bay. D unog the 
greater part of the time Ethel looked out 
ol the oarriage windows ; it was im possi
ble, trom her beautiful, cold, indifferent 
faoe, to guess the nature of her thoughts, 
At the different stations where they stop
ped, people looked iu wonder at tbe lovely 
girl whose proud, bright eyes Beemed tu 
glanoe at everything во calmly and indiffer
ently, whom nothing seemed to interest, 
who reoeived with Buoh haughty nonohal- 
anoe all the admiring glances bent on her 
What were they worth ? W hat was all tue 
world to her, wboee heart was aching with 
a storm of pride, Borrow and love ?

Ethel was not wanting in politeness to 
Mise Digby ; she replied to ail her remarks, 
and with quiet grace reoeived every little 
attention the elder lady offered her. Helen 
Digby would rather have seen her angry, 
sullen, im patient—anything rather than so 
ooldly indifferent. It was useless to try to 
move her. Helen made no more attempts 
to win her oonfidenee. “ It will tome in 
tim e,” вЬе thought ; “ 1 Bhall only make 
her angry if I persevere.”

E thei, preserving the oalm on her face, 
allowed the dark, evil Bpirit of hatred to 
enter her heart ; etitting there outwardly 
calm, ber face oold and severe, her words 
few and oalder still, there was a fitful vol- 
oano ot wrath in her s j u I. She felt angry, 
fieroely angry, with her father, Helen 
D  gby, and all the world baBidee ; it was 
anger that oould find no vent in words—that 
would not seek relief in speeoh. Yet Etuel 
Gordon was naturally a noble girl, proud 
and generous of nature, frank, truthful, 
and pure ot soul ; but B h e had been badly- 
trained. She had been allowed to grew up 
with her faults unohecked, and the alter 
result was long years ot bitter, unavailing 
Borrow euch ав fall to the lot of few.

CHAPTER V III.
The Queen’s Hotel at St. Ina’s Bay waB 

different trom othar places of the kind. 
St. Ina’s itself was a pretty, picturesque 
town, built at the foot cf oliffa almost hid
den by green foliage. The broad expanse 
of blue water, tbegoiden sands, the winding 
walke up the cliffs, :he pure salt breeze 
the qaiat that Beemed to shield the pretty 
town, attraoted visitors—but they were ot a 
peouliar kind. There were no Ьгавв bandB 
to enliven the promenades, there was no 
pier, there were no assembly-rooms or cir
culating librariee with their facilities lor 
gossip and flirtation ; St Ina’s had none ol 
tnosa seaside attractions. Tbe visitors 
who oame thither were grave, elderly 
people, tired of the noise and bustle of the 
world, thoughtful men who oame to study, 
artists who wanted smiling suuny, land- 
soupes, the wearied and sorrowlul who 
wi»ned for rest.

No plaoe iu England wae lees known 
than St. Ina’s Bay. If any one wished, for 
any reason whatsoever, to find веоіивіоп— 
to be, as it were, out of the world—the only 
thing needful waa to visit St. Ina’e Bay. 
No newspuper with its tell-tale oolnmn ol 
visitore, was ever published there. People 
came to St. Ina’s, remained there for a lew  
weeks or months, and then away, and no 
one, perhaps, except the mistress of the 
house where they had been ataying, ever 
knew their names.

The Queen’a Hotel had onoe been St. 
Ina’e Hail, tbe residenoa of a wealthy gen
tleman, wno at his death left orders that it 
Bhould be Bold, and tha prooeeda from the 
sale divided among the London hospitals. 
I t  was purchased by a company, who 
deoided to transform it into a first-class 
hotel. It was a grand old тапвіоп, Btand
ing in the midet ot fine grounds. There 
were a small pine-wood which ran down to 
the sea, and a broad, deep lake with water- 
lilies floating on its oalm oreast ; there were 
groves formed by blossoming lime-trees, 
and large oedare, tbe »hade of whiob formed 
a most beautiful summer retreat ; there 
were picturesque paths under the trees, 
where flowera grew in riohest abundanoe ; 
there were graceful fountains, the silvery 
spray of whioh гове high amiu the dark- 
green foliage.

The Queen’s H otel was one of the fairest 
homes in England, but ав a commeroial 
speculation it had completely failed. The 
oompany had offered it several times for 
sale, but no one Beemed to care in the least 
about buying it ; во that trom year to year 
it struggled on, sometimes paying its 
ехрепвев, but more olten leaving a 
deficiency for the oompany to meet. Some 
of tbe shareholders had BuggeBted building 
a pier aud a library ; others deolared that 
it  was useless “ to throw good money after 
bad.”

Notwithstanding this commeroial draw
back, the Queen’s H otel waB a favorite 
resort with those who wished for quiet and 
герове. Miss Digby had chosen it beoause 
her most intimate friend, Lady Stafton, 
was staying there. To those who cared 
only for a beautiful веа, pioturesque 
scenery, pure, braoing air, and quiet, it wae 
the fiueet spot iu England. Those who 
wished for sooiety would find none there.

The rooms were large and lofty, the oor- 
ridore broad and light ; the hotel, ae a 
whole, wae quiet and peaoeful ав any gen 
tleman’s house. Ethel oould not help 
liking the aspeot of the plaoe, although the 
silenoe and Іопеііпевв somewhat dismayed 
htr.

“ I thought,” Bhe Baid to Miss Digby, 
“ that hotels were always full of people : 
this seems quite em pty.”

“ It was tor that reason that I selected 
it ,” replied the elder lady. “ I have been 
here several times, and have enjoyed as 
muoh pnvaoy ав though I had been in my 
own home. I hope you will not dislike the 
quiet, E thel.”

“ I t  is a matter of but little moment to 
m e—all places are alike,” returned Miss 
G-rdon.

Yet, after a few days, Bhe found the life 
not unpleasant. Miss Digby left her very 
muoh to her own devices. She had wiehed, 
at first, that they Bhould share the вате  
rooms ; but E thel’s manner oonvinoed her 
how unpleauant she would consider euoh an 
arran '«nnent, во separate suites were 
ordert d —one for Miss Gordon and one for 
Шее Digby. Mies Digby’s rooms were

olose to those oocupied by Lady Stafton.
It wae not an unpleasant life, but comiDg 

there at all was a mistake. Ethel waa 
young ; she had been aocustomed to a life 
of constant aotivity, to plenty of scciety, to 
the ocoupation and exoitement alwayB 
attending the management of a large 
houee ; now she had nothing to fall back 
upon, nothing to distract her thoughts, 
nothing to do bat to muse by night and by 
day on the injury she imagined Helen  
Digby to have done her.

It was hardly the life to have chosen for a 
young,beautiful, giftäd, imaginative girl ; for 
onoe, olear, calm-judging Helen Digby had 
made a mistake. She would have dons far 
better to take Ethel to some seaside гевогс, 
where the world would have roused her 
from her morbid thought, and have restored 
her gayety, her animation, and her high 
spirits.

For the first tim e in her life Ethel Gor
don found herself alone ; for Bhe had 
shunned and avoided Miss Digby as 
muoh as possible. She had been 
aooustomed to the homage and atten
tion cf a large household, to tha tender 
love of a father who never neglected her ; 
now Bhe was alone, with etrange faoea 
around her, Btrange voices in her ear. She 
had been aooubtomed to be first ; everything 
and every one had depended on her ; now 
it was otherwise. She had uo power and 
no influence. No one oonsulted her, her 
opinion was never Bought. Lady Stafton  
had given Helen Digby what she considered 
sound advice.

I see exaotly how matters stand,” she 
said, “ and my ооипвеі to you is—leave the 
young girl alone. Your kindness muat ш 
the end make its way. With a haughty 
disposition like here, the best way is to 
treat her with kindly indifference. The 
time will oome when sho will веек you, not 
you her.”

And Helen hoping it would be for the 
best, watched the beautiful faoe iu вііепсе, 
looking day by day for some little mark of 
affeotion, but never receiving it—hoping 
that all would end well, yet turning away 
with a shuddering dread lest evil might 
follow.

It was something like hatred that Ethel 
felt for the lady who wae to take her place. 
It waB hard enough to lose her father, to be 
away from Fountayne, but it was harder 
still to know that when he returned, he 
would belong to воте one else, that he 
would give all the love, the care, the 
thought that Bhe had valued so highly to 
another.

If something would but happen to prevent 
the marriage 1 Yet she wisned no particu
lar harm to Misa Digby. It by raising her 
finger she oould bave injured her, she wouid 
not for worlds have done во ; but she longed 
for eomething to happen—something that 
Bhould lower Miss Digby in her father’s 
estimation—that should make him think 
Іевв highly of her prudence and her dis
cretion.

Self-engroBsed as the visitors were they  
oould not fail to notioe the beautiful w ist
ful faoe of the girl, with its listless, weary 
expression ; she appeared во young—she 
was only just seventeen—yet her features 
had a tired look as though ehe had not 
found life very bright.

The sweet summer days glided ou. Ethel 
and Misa Digby mot always at breakfaat, 
whioh was served in the ladies’ room. Ac 
first Helen Digby had made an effort to 
spend the days with her young oharge, 
Ethel would not have it  во; sue would 
either retreat to her own pretty sitting 
room, or вау diatinotly that she was going 
out, and wished to be alone. If the plaoe 
had been more frequented, Miss Digby 
would never have allowed the young girl to 
tali into the habit of wandering alone ; but, 
ae Lady Stafton eaid—and Miss Digby 
agreed with her—Ethel might walk about 
the c iffs for years in St. Ina’e and not meet 
any one. There oould be no danger, and it  
pleased ber во Мівв Digby did not interfere,

C H A P IE R  IX.
It was a warm beautiful evening ; the 

Bt a bretze Bwept over the pine-woods, aud 
mingled with the perfume of the flowera ; 
the waves broke aud spread out in great 
sheets of whito fo a m -th ey  гове and fell 
like tbe change in some grand harmony. 
The sun shone over the eea until ic raeetn 
bled a sheet of heaving, restless, glittering 
gold.

On the lawn ot the hotel the visitors 
were B ta n d in g  or Bitting in little groups— 
some watching the snining веа, others, 
despite the beauty of earth and sky, deeply 
eugrotsad iu books, others in conversation. 
Miss Digby was with Lady Stafton. They 
were watching the wavee, and Ethel sat 
near them, the taireet picture on whioh 
the sun shone. The evening was warm, 
and Bhe wore a white dress ot some shining 
material, richly trimmed with gold fringe 
—a fantaatio dress ; but Ethel waa an 
artiat in dress as in everything еіве. Tha 
dress waa fastened round the Blender waist 
by a gold band, aud fell in graoeful folds to 
the pretty feet. The square-out bodioe 
gave a glimpse of a  beautiful neck, white 
and well molded ; а гове nestled olose to it, 
The luxuriant waves of riob brown hair 
were loosely arranged—they were gathered 
baok from ttie fair brow, and fastened with 
a golden arrow ; a rose lay in their виппу 
depths. No fairer pioture was ever oon 
ceived by an artist, or set forth by a poet.

Ethel was not joining in the conversation 
—her eyes lingered on the golden, glittering 
веа. She was wishing that she was tar 
away over the restlecs waters—that Bhe 
was in any other plaoe aud with any other 
people. Those who passed near her won
dered at the listless expression ot the beau
tiful youug face. Her folded hands lay 
etill B ut for the faint stir in the leaves of 
the red гове, as it rose and fell with eaoh 
breath, one might have fancied her 
sleeping.

Little did Bhe imagine that she was keenly 
watched by a pair of dark eyes that 
belonged to a handsome debonmir taoe. 
That same evening had brought a stranger 
to the Queen’s Hotel who wrote his name 
L urie Nugent, E tq., and who seemed to 
have a well-filled purse, and was on that 
acoount made very weloome by tbe mana 
ger and his satelites. Mr. Nugent had 
declined to enter the drawing-room, where 
m o B t ot the guests were dining, but he had 
ordered a recherche little repast to be served 
to him in his own room. Then he asked 
to look at the visitore’ book ; the mauager, 
with a low bow, showed it to him.

“ Shall you have many more guests this 
веавоп, do you think?” asked Mr. Nugent, 
with a oateless emile.

No, the manager feared not. They had 
been pretty fortunate iu May ; iu June they 
had had very tew ; July, still fewer ; and 
it wae seldom that any came in August. A 
satisfied ехргеввіои oame over the hand
some faoe.

“ I think it is very probable,” said Mr. 
Nugent, “ that if I  like the place, I  may 
remain here for eome little time."

The manager was pleased to hear it, 
paid great attentiou to the wines seleoted 
for the stranger's dinner, and told him how 
pleasantly the evenings could be Bpent iu 
the grounds. Mr. Nugent went thither; 
he looked indifferently on the olear waters 
aud the blue sky, but a sudden fire flashed 
in hie eyes as they fell upon the featureB 
of E thel Gordon sitting under the lime- 
treee.

“ What a beautiful girl 1” he thought to 
himeelf. “ Who is ehe ?”

He stood still and watohed her with  
charmed eyes. He noticed the proud oar
riage of the rioh brown head, the Buperb 
beauty of the girlish face, the grace and 
symmetry of the perfeot figure.

“ Who ів Bhe ?” he repeated. "And what 
aan she be doing here ?”

Still watohing her intently he noted how 
indifferent Bhe was to everything around 
her—how motionlesB ehe Bat, her eyes never 
for one moment leaving the great expanse 
of water. He noted the tired, listless 
expression on the exquisite faoe—the 
Bhadow iu tbe beautiful eyes,

“ She ia not happy," be said to himself.

11 If ahe were—if her еуев were lighted up 
a n d  her lips Bmiled—she w ould  be в ітріу  
irresistible. W hat can make her look во 
sad ? At her age she ought to be all emiles 
and blasheB .”

О ice he saw the two ladiea near her 
ad dreBB her. She raised her eyes, but no 
light oame into them, and when ehe bad 
replied to the questions asked, they turned 
again toward the lake.

“ Those are her friends, and she does not 
like them —she ia not happy with them, ’ 
was his eecond comment.

Then he watohed her again, until the 
evening began to close around them, and 
the three ladies went in.

“ I shall never reat till I  know who Bhe 
ів aud all about her,” he said to himself. 
“ I hardly like to own Buoh a thing—1 who 
bave вееи some of the loveliest girls in 
England, and oared for none of them —but 
I believe, honestly, I am in love at last.” 

He laughed to bimseif, and, though his 
mouth was handsome, that laugh was not 
pleasant to hear.

(To be oontinued.)

« S B  F K T E B  L G iM D liN .

■ lo w  l i e  G n ia c d  V a lu i ib le  І п і о г т н і і о п  
D iegu lM ed  dn a  H oly ІГІао.

One of the members of the English Lega
tion at Washington furnishes some interest1 
ing gossip regarding General Sir Peter 
Lumsden, of whom the papers вреак daily 
by reason of his relations to the Anglu- 
Ruesian boundary question in Central Asia.

“ From his youth,” said this gentleman,
“ LumBden has been a man of war. He first 
saw it in the servioe of the Eaet India 
Oompany, and distinguished himself aa a 
youngster in the terrible meeting ot 1857. 
Having talent for Hindustani dialecte he 
studied them patiently and oarefully. In 
this way Gen. Lumaden acquired a know
ledge of the sentim ents ana oharaoter of 
the rank and file of the Indian Army, во 
that his service in the oountry has been sim  
ply invaluable. When SirFrederiokKoberte 
was on hie way toCandahar a few уеагв ago 
it waa of the utmost conaequenoe that he 
should havo в оте accurate knowledge oi 
the route, and tbe forces likely to oppoee 
him iu the mountain paesee. Thie infor
mation Sir Peter Lumsden, in hiB own 
time and way, volunteered to obtain 
Three days elapsed and he had not 
returned, and General Roberta began to be 
вегіоивіу oonoerned for the safety of his 
daring Btaff offioer, and finally thought he 
had been murdered. The General waa 
Bitting in hia te n t late on the afternoon of 
tbe fourth day when a dakir, or holy man 
suddenly appeared, riding furiously down 
the mountain side, aud wanted to pass the 
sentinel, who was a grim old Highlander, 
The sacred man was an extraordinary 
looking creature, and the reverse ot saintly, 
ae he appeared to European eyes. He was 
almost naked, the garment he wore being a 
pair of dirty trousers made of goatskin 
Hia hair nearly reaohed to his w aist aa it 
hung down Ьів shoulders and baok, and the 
lean, brawny arms were oovered with a 
paste m ade of Bandalwuod ashes mixed 
with castor oil, a deoootion of peculiar 
sanctity and a powerful вшеіі. A nosegay 
of sandalwood, consisting of ninety-nine 
beans, completed the equipment ot thia 
wonderful object. The man dismounted 
from his beast, whose heaving flanks told 
of hard riding, and in a dialect of Pushtoo 
or Afghan asked to see the head sahib. 
The Highlander did not understand and 
motioned Lim back. Jus3 then General 
Rouerie oame out, aud, keeping a wary eye 
on his visitor, asktd bim in Hindustani 
what he wanted. The visitor, in barbaroue 
jargon, made the general understand that 
ne deaired an interview. When they were 
alone the dakir said : “ Don’t you know 
m e?” It wae Lumsden, whose disguise, 
dirt, wig and all, had been во oomplete as 
to be even unsuspected to a  man whose 
intimate friend he bad been tor ten years.

“ Knowing how superstitious tbe Afghans 
are, Lumsden had Belected a disguise they 
wouid not readily queetion, tor they are 
dreadfully afraid of offending thoBe holy 
men whose superior eanotity ie indioated 
by a degree ot dirtiness that is appalling to 
the civilized mind. He knew the dialeot of 
the class he represented perfeotly, and its 
religious etook in trade in quotations trom 
tbe Koran, so whenever he approached au 
Afghan encampment he daaned fearlessly 
up to it, yelling : • Fah allah Mahomued 
resoul allah,’ Ihe mystio worde of the faith 
ful, and, though queetioned pretty bharpiy 
onoe or twioe, his identity was never su», 
peoted. The information he obtained 
enabled Candahar to be captured, and made 
the oampaigu the most successful one ever 
made amid those bleak mountains, so often 
fatal to England’s arms. For thie dis. 
tinguished service Gen. Lumsden waB, in 
July, 1881, commissioned a major-general 
of the Bengal staff, and given a large gran 
of mouey, amounting to about $100,000 
This ia the man on wnose report and judg. 
ment, above all others, reat the ohanoee ot 
a war that may change the entire map of 
Central Авіа.”

H e m e  I te m s  a n d  T o p ic s . |
—"All your own fault 

If yon rem ain  sink when you ean 
Get hop bitterB th a t never—Fail.

-The weakest woman, sm allest ohild 
and sickest invalid oan use hop bitters witb 
sufetv and great good.

-O d men tottering around from Rhen 
matism, Kidney trouble or any weaknef- 
will be made aim Ht new by using Ьоц 
bitters.

ES" My wife and daughter were made 
healthy by the use of hop bittere, and 1 
reoommend them to my people.—Metho- 
diat Clergyman.

Aek any good doctor if bop
Bittere are not tb e  beat fam ily medioine 

On earth  111 
Malarial fever, Ague and Biliousness, will 

leave every neighborhood ав воои ав hop 
bitters arrive.

My mother drove the paralysis aud 
neuralgia all out of her ayatem with hop 
bittera.”—Ed. Oswego Sun.

IS" Keep the kidneys healthy with hop 
bitters and you need not fear sickness.

—Ioe wator is rendered harmless and 
more refreshing and reviving with hop 
bitters in eaoh draught.

—The vigor of youth for the aged and in
firm in hop bitters 111

“ At the change of life nothing equals \ 
Hop bitter;, io allay all troubles Incident ; 

Thereto.” )
—“ The best periodioal for ladies to take 

monthly, and from whioh they w ill reoeive 
the greatest benefit, is hop bittere.”

—Mothers with Biokly, fretful, nursing 
ohildren, w ill oure the ohildren and benefit 
themselves by taking hop bitters daily 

—Thousands die annually from eome 
form of kidney disease that might have 
been prevented by a tim ely use of hop 
bitters.

—Indigestion, weak etomaoh, irregulari
ties of the bowels, oannot exist when hop 
bitters are used.

A tim ely  * * * use of hop 
Bittere will keep a whole latnily  
In  robust h ealtu  a year a t  little  oost.

—To produoe real genuine Bleep and 
ohild-like repose all night, take a little hop 
bitters ou retiring.

O ” None genuine w ithout a  bunch of green 
Hops on the  white label. Shun all tne  vile, 
poisonous BtufiE witb " H o p ” or “ H ops’’ in  their 
паше.

X b e  B r i t i s h  ( h i i u  F a c t o r i e s .

The Royal gun faotoriea ooneist of forges 
sm ith’s Bhop, rolling т ііів , pattern shop 
Ьгавв aud irou foundry, gun-boring mill 
tool гоотв, turneries, lignting-room, field 
gun section, engine repairing shop, with 
other branches. In these various depart 
mente are at work some 600 machines, 
lathes, and boring таоЬіпев, drilling ma 
ohines, other maohines for rifling, planing, 
B lo tt in g ,  shaping, milling, sorewiog, lopping, 
and wheel cutting. Twenty weigmng 
machines reoord aud regulate the produc 
tion ; two circular Bawa are at work, 240 
ѵівев are waiting to grip anything they oan 
get hold ot. Then 51 Іигпаоев oontinually 
do blow, with the aid of віх blowing tana 
while there ia engine power to the extent of 
700 horses, and boiler power to a muoh 
greater extent. Aud the laotories oan 
produoe 6,000 tons of guns, from the light 
mountain howitzer to ba oarried ou tbe 
baok of a mule to the latest Woolwich 
infant of 80 tons or more. At the head of 
tbe faotoriea are two or more artillery 
offioere, while the general ' Btaff o o n e is tB  of 
24 clerks, draughtsmen, and timekeepare, 
24 foremen, 386 artificers, and 571 laborers 
and ооув ; while aa for total annual cost, 
the guns take in round numbers a quarter 
of a million from the annual estim ates.— 
All the Year Bound.

X b e  n a p p y  b a n d  o l  J a p a n .

There is a remarkable absenoe of pau 
регівт in thia oountry. The rich men are 
few and far between—that is, ooutfting 
riches as we oount them in America—but a 
man with an inoome of $1,000 a year is 
oonaidered a wealthy man, and a peasant 
or farmer who Ьав $100 laid by for “ a 
rainy day ” ie ranked almost among the 
capitalists of his distriot. In all the empire 
it ів estimated that there are Іевв than ten 
thousand paupers—a wonderful reoord for 
a population of 37,000,000. Not to make 
оотрагівопв—whioh Mrs. Partington ваув 
are “ odoroua ”—I euppose you have at 
least ten thousand paupers in Illinois. 
Perhaps your readeis will begin to think I 
am falling into the habit—a habit as old as 
the days of Shakspaare—of travellers who 
praiee everything in foreign lands and 
depreoiate everything in their own. There 
ів a tendency in  that direotion when one 
compares the вооіаі life, the Ьарріпевв and 
oontentment of all olasses here with the 
relative oondittonB whioh prevail in Am e
rioa. I  am not opposed to missions or 
missionaries, but I honestly believe that 
enlightened Japanese тіввіопагіев could 
do muoh good in Amerioa.—Tokio Letter in 
Chicago News.

While demoliBhing an old chimney in 
OtBego oounty, New York, reoently, work
men found $97 in Continental money dated 
1776 and 1777. The printing of the notes 
was perfeotly legible, and in  general they  
were in good condition. The package con
sisted ot oue $40 bill, two $20 bills, one $8, 
one 97t two SOD., one Ц  and one Ц .

I t  In  N o t O iip n te d
That N erv ilin e , the new pain remedy, ів a 
sjood article. Some indeed claim that tha 
old fashioned preparations are just ав good, 
out auy Bufferer oan satisfy himself by 
xpending ten oente on a sam ple bottle of 

P .-»lßon’s Nerviline, that nothing sold oan 
qual it for internal, local or external paina. 

Always speedy iu effect, prompt and cer
tain in вѵегу oure. H. S. Webber, Orange
ville, writes : “ My customers speak very 
highly of Nerviline as a remedy for tooth
ache and neuralgia.” All druggiets and 
oountry dealers sell Nerviline. Try it to
day.

There are with Sir Peter LumBden 1,400 
men, of whom 500 men are professional 
soldiers. The remainder are native ser
vants aud aamp.followers of all descriptions 
vid  mule and oamel drivers.

“ The leprous dietiiment, whose effect 
Holds such au enmity with biood of man, 
That,swift as quiokeilver.it ooursee through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body,” 

and causes the skin to become “ baiked 
about, moBt lazarlike, with vile and loath
some orust.” Suoh aro the effeots of 
diseased aud morbid bile, the only autidote 
for whioh is to oleanse and regulate the 
uver—au offioe admirably performed by 
Dr. Piercc'B “ Golden Medioal Disoovery.”

A hail storm as Corsicana, Texas, a week 
or two ago dropped hailatonea that »re 
deolared to have weighed nearly twelve 
ounoea, and wild geese and small birds 
were showered arouud town promiscuously. 
A looal paper thicks that “ in competition 
with other States” Texas could do even 
better than this.

W O .U K ft W H O  І Ч .А Ѵ  F O K E B .

A S to r y  F r o m  W a s h i n g to n  W h ie h  M a j  
M a k e  I h e  H a i r  e t a n d  o n  U n d .

The oraza for playing poker has broken 
out among fashionable ladies in Washing
ton. Tbe doinga of the Army Poker C iud , 
where the lives and reputation of во many 
officers have beeu blasted, are a matter of 
general knowledge and gosBip, but during 
bent, when it was во wicked to danoe, the 
fair dames have oonsoled themselves with 
the clatter of tbe chips and the excitem ent 
of “ the draw.” It is  Btated that one young 
society balle reoently lost over $200 at five 
sittings. This ів quite a large в и т  iu 
game where betting above 25 cents was 
prohibited. The favorite game among 
the young ladies, however, is the “ рзппу 
ante 5 oent lim it.” ThiB is almost 
exclusively oonfiued to ladies who 
have only a limited and moderate 
amount of pin mouey eaoh week, but there 
ia Baid to be a heap of tun for the specta
tors. Very few gentlemen are admitted to 
thia game. A much more refined aud 
reB peotable form ut amusement has beeu 
e sta b lish e d  for their enjoyment. The 
piker parties, where both saxes play, do 
uot use vuigar ohips or still more vulgar 
mouey ; that would be carrying the tbiug 
too far. Elaborate and costly favors are 
provided—paid for, ol oourse, by tbe geu 
tlemen—a u d  tben the entire party sits 
down to the game of “ freeze out.” Tnis ia 
a very popular and entertaining style of 
amusement, aud is played quite exten- 
eively. Some of the lady players have 
become adepts at tbe game. One of the 
most demure-looking young misses iu town 
reoently defeated an “ old stager ” at a 
party given at a cartain faahionable resi
dence, aud wheu, a few evenings later, he 
oame back  for his revenge, she won enough 
Kid gloves to last her a year.— Washington 
Leiterin Boston Traveller.

C u r io u s  I n j u r i e s  to  ih e  Hu b ill n r  in i ' C a b le .

The aunfiah has repeatedly injured the 
submarine oable betweon Portugal and 
Brazil and along the eaBt coast of South 
Amerioa. Splinters of boue have been 
found thrust iuto tbe oable through tbe 
several coverings во deep as to affect tbe 
eleotric wires. A small вресіев of mariue 
animal alao appears to devote ita special 
attention toward boring and destroying 
cables. A short tim e ago the oable in the 
Persian Gulf oaased to work. Exam ina
tion was maile, aud it was fouud that a 
whale, which wae entangled in the oable, 
had broken it. The animai was oovered 
over witn parasites, and iu its efforts to 
free itself of them by rubbing its body 
againet the oable the oable wae broken, and 
one of the ends then coildd arouud the 
whale in such a way that it was unable to 
free itself, and suffocated.

Л  Q u e s t i o n .

How oan we raise more corn to the aoher ? 
W hy, of oourse, by using Putnam 's Cobn 
Ex tbactob . Putnam ’s Painless Corn Ex- 
traotur has giveu universal satisfaction, tor 
it is виге, Bate aud раіпіевѳ. Like every 
article of real merit it hae a host of im ita  
tore, and we would specially warn the 
publio to guard against those dangerous 
substitutes offered lor the genuine Putnam’s 
Extraotor. N . O. Poison & Co., proprietors, 
Kingston.

English people are drinking more beer 
and less spirit. The revenue ів iesa this 
year by $1,300,000. Beer pays a light tax ав 
compared witu liquor,

 The medioal profession are Blow (and
rightly so) to endorse every new medioine 
that is advertised aud Bold ; but honest 
merit oouvinoes the fair minded after 
reasonable time. Physiciane in gooa stand
ing of teu prescribe Mrs. Piukham ’B Veget 
able Compound for the oure ot female 
weaknesses.

The average maple sugar orop of Ver
mont is in the neighborhood of 12,000,000 
pounds, but this year it w ill exoeed that 
amount.

It’s no secret that Dr. Pieroa’s Compound 
Extraot of Smart-W eed ia oomposed of 
best genuine Frenoh Brandy, distilled 
Extraot of Smart-Weed aud Jamaica 
Ginger Root, w ith Camphor Essenoe, and 
oonbtitutes, therefore, the best remedy yet 
kuowu for oolio or oramps, oholera morbus, 
diarrhoea, dystentery or bloody-flux, or to 
break up oolds, levers and inflammatory 
attaoks. 50 cants. B y  druggists.

Charles O'Connor is said to have enunoi- 
ated the principle that “ a reporter should 
get all the news he oan and give it to tbe 
world, but a lawyer B hould  get a l l  tbe news 
he oan and keep it to him self.”

Young men or middle-aged опѳв, suffer
ing from nervoua debility and kiudred 
weaknesses B h o u ld  send three letter B ta m p s  
for illustrated book suggesting sure m e a n s  
ot oure. Address World's Medioal Aeeooia- 
tion, Buffalo, N . Y.

the German 
the Southern

Rev. Von Sohluombach,
Moody,” is journeying in 
States.

“ Sanitate 1 Sanitate 1” is the paroxys
mal but tim ely editorial outory of tbe 
Memphis Appeal.

Even after Middleton’s expedition reaches 
Batoche’e, he will Btill be 43 miles from  
Prinoe Albert.

It is reported iu London that a branch of 
Delmonioo’s oelebrated restaurant is to be 
jbortty opened in that oity

LYD5A E. РВІЖНАМt
* VEGETABLE COMPOUND «
* * * » * IS A POSITIVE CURr * * * . / ’
F o r  a l l  o f  th o s e  P a in f u l  C o m p la in ts  u a i
* * W e a k n e s se s  so co m m o n  to  o u r  b e e t * ^
* * * * * F E M A L E  P O PU L A T IO N .* # #

І Т  WILL. CUKK E N T IR E L Y  Т П К  W ORST F O R K  OT F » ,
m a l e  C o m p l a i n t s , а і .ь  O v a r i a n  t r o u b l e s , > '*
FLAM MA T IO N  AND U LC E R A T IO N . F A L L IN G  ANI> Ь  
PLACEM ENTS, ANT) T H E  CONSEQUENT S l ’IN A b  W * i  
NESS, A N I) IS PA RTICU LA RLY  A D A PT E D  TO ГВ’.'Г
C h a n g e  o f  L i f e . * * * * * * *  «
* It w ill dissolve and expel Tumors from th.* 
Uterus in an early ьтас. e of development. Т а *. 
tendency to Cancerous Humors there iscnxcs:*.®
VERY SPE E D IL Y  BY ITS U SE. *  *  «  *  * ^
*  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  
v l l c p - .v y i n o  f o ; :  s t i m u l a n t s ,  a n d r e l i e v e s  W e h .  
n e s s  o f  t i t : ;  S t o m a c h .  I t  c i  r e s  F . l o a t i n q ,  I I e a  d- 
a c i i e ,  r î K n 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 .  *  *  * * с

*  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  
W e i g h t  a n d  B a c k a c h e , is  a l w a y s  p e r m a n e n t l y

CURED B Y  ITS USE. * *  *  *  #  *  fr “i.
*  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 i n c r w
STANCES ACT IN  HARMONY W ITH  T H E  LAW S Т S .i .f  
GOVERN T H E  FEM A LE SY STEM . *  *  *  S С
*  Ä S ' I t s  p u r p o s e  i s  SOLELY f o r t i i e l e g i t i m l l s s
HEALING OF D ISEA SE AND T H E  R E L IE F  OF P A IN , 4.K3 
TH A T IT  DOES ALL IT  CLAIMS TO DO, THOUSANDS 03 
LA D IES CAN GLADLY T E S T IF Y . *  *  0  *

*  *  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  гж
E IT H E R  SEX  TH IS R EM ED Y  13 UNSURPASSED-, * c
* LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND M 
prepared a  Lynn, Ма -s. Price &t. Six bottlee foï 
Soldi by ail drugjM-8. ßont by mail, postage paid, in for.» 
of Pills or Lozenges on receipt of price a« above., itfvt 
Pinkham'a “Guide to Dealth” will be nuvU -d free t-о 
Lady sending stamp. Lottere еопгИешЛаИу anawe^»ü. 1
* No family should bo without I-YDÎA ГІІ\кііл.Й'4 _ 
I.IV1SR 1 ", LL3. They curv C: ?i3t.ir?fi'n. Bitfousnees tjfiJ* 
Torpidity of *be Liver. 25 cent« per bot. * , :*'1' '

D  C N . ». 2 0  8 3

TO DEALER AND CONSUMER.

W e  i m p o r t  o n l y  t h e  f i n e s t  
q u a l i t i e s  o  : C o f f e e  a n d  S p i c e .

O u r  j j /̂ä n d e d  C o f f e e , s o l d  
g r o u n d  a n d  u n g r o u n d  i n  1 l b .  
t i n s ,  ія  a  p e r f e c t  l u x u r y .

O u r  1 0 c .  t i n s  o f  P u r e  S p i c e  
a r e  p e r f e c t '  o n  ; a l l  o u r  g o o d s  
b r a n d e d  ‘V  .r e ”  % e  g u a r a n t e e d  
f r e e  f r o m  a x i a l  \  , t i o n .

Du./ ■;’a B a k i n g -  P o w d e r ,  
i s  “ T h .  . , ': z h \s  B e s t  F r i e n d . '"

T b s  T r a d e  ï  i p p l i e d  w i t h  
w h o l e  E o a s t e e  « З ѵ і  G r o u n d  
C o f f e e s  i n  A i r -  1 n  2 a c k s ,  o r  
2 5  l b .  t i n s .

P u r e  G r o u n d  S pioes in  
all sized packageSj
W .  G .  D U N N  &  C O , A ,

C A N A D A  M IL L S , H A M IL T O N .

J .  W / N C K L E R

SELF-VENTING PUMP ЕАИСЕГ
The sim plest and best in the  m arket. Price 9 

Address 68 Hughson street south Hamilton.

IRENHIE’S SEEDS are THE BESTE
I l lu s tr a te d  ftaialoffiie f o r  1885

И C ontaining descrip tio n  a n d  p rice s  o f  th e  choicest I

[ f ie l d , GARDEN & FLOWER SEEDS I
S M ailed  free . E v e ry  F a rm e r a nd  G ard en e r should  I  
J h a v e  a  co p y  b e fo re  o rd e r in g  seed s to r th e  co in ing  I

№  RE
:opy before
H andsom est c a ta logue  p ub lished  in  C anada  fj 

1 № ]

CONSUMPTION.I  h a v e  ^  p o s i t iv e  r e m e d y  fo r  t h e  a b o v o  d is e a s e ;  b y i t§  
u s e  th o n *anda o f  c a s e s  o f  t h e  w o r s t  k in d  a n d  e f  lo n g  
s t a n d in g  h a v o  b e e n  c u ro d . 1 n d e e d ,  eo s t r o n g  i s  m y  f a l tb  
i n  I ts  efficacy , t b a t  I  w ill  s e m i TW O B O T T L E S F K E E . t o 
g e th e r  w i th  a  V A L U A B L E  T R E A T IS E  o u  th i s  d l8 < ia s e .t t  
» n y  su f fe re r .  G iv e  E x p re s s  a n d  P . O. a d d re s s .

D R . T. A. SLOCUM . 181 P e a r l  S t. .  N e w  Т оП Ь

R. U. AWARE
THAf

L or illa rd ’s  C lim ax P lu g
bearing a red tin  tag ; thhtf Lorlllard*
”  —BLe“' “   ‘  .......... ' -

. - —■ ж— aild l——~ v. и .
tho best and cheapest, quality considered ?

.  _ j e n f  lin e  c u t ;  t h a t  L o rllla rd ’e
N avy C lip p in g« , and that Lorillard’s ~

at Lotillard’ç 
i S u Ufls; arc9 • • • r

EYE, EAR AND THROAI. 
T \B . G. 8. EYEBSON, L. E. O.P.
- l-У  S. E., Lecturer on the Bye, B ar and Throat 
Trinity  Medioal College, Toronto. Oonlist and 
Aurist to tbe Toronto General Hoepital, late 
Olinioal Assistant Royal London Ophthalmic 
Hospital, Moorefield’s and Central Londcn 
Throat and B ar Hospital. 17 Churoh Htre* t. 
Toronto. Artificial H um an Byes

BMXO

JPJLJLCIS to secure a Бивіш и  
Education or (Spencerian F f n 

ft* _  the BFEfctBB 
GQLLfcUB


