
A  S c e n e  I n  C h u r c h .
Bess w en t to  ch u rch  one s u ltry  d ay ;
Si-e k ep t aw ake, I ’m  glad  to  say,
T ill “ fo u r th ly ” B tarted on i t s  way.
T hen  th e  m om en ts  in to  h o u rs  g rew ;
Oh dea r! oh dea r! w h a t shou ld  she do? 
U nseen, she glided from  th e  pew,
A nd up  th e  aislt* dem u re ly  w ent,
On som e ab so rb ing  m ission  ben t,
H e r e> es filled  w ith  a  look in te n t.
Bhe s topped  a n d  said , in  p la in tiv e  tone ,
W ith  h a n d  u p lif ted  tow ard  th e  dome,
“ Pleas**, p reach er-m an , can  I  go h o m e ? ”
T h e  tre b le  voice, bell-like in  sound, 
D is tu rbed  a  serm on  m ost pro found ,
A t i t te r  sw elled as  i t  w en t round .
A sm ile th e  p a s to r’s face o’e rsp read —
H e p au sed  an d  b e n t h is  s ta te ly  h ea d  ;
“  Yes, l i t t le  d ea r,’ h e  gen tly  said.

—Harper'8 Bazar.
S m i l e s .

B u t give m e sm iles,” th e  m a id en  said,
“ I  lihe  n o t tear«  a n d  sobs an d  sighs;

T hey  silence  a ll life’s  m elodies,
A nd v^il G od’s sunsh ine  from  o u r  eyes; 

S m iles w ake th e  sou l to  love d ivine,
A nd m ake  th e  h e a r t  leap  like old w ine.”
“ Aye, sm iles a re  b es t,” th e  m a tro n  said,

“ M> ch ild ren  love tb e m  m o re  th a n  toys ; 
T hey a re  th e  m a n n a  ot th e  days 

To ab  m y rom p ing  g irls an d  boys.
A nd w hen w ith  sw eet w ords th e y  a re  given, 
T hey  blessing  s tra ig h tw ay  br*ng from  heaven.'
T h eu  th o u g h  you h ave n a u g h t else to  give, 

P ray  give th e  w orld a  sm iling  face ;
I t  w ill forgive you r g ravest fau lts  

F o r  th is  one h ap p y  a c t ot grace.
I t  needs no  h ea d  w ith  w orld-lore w ise 
To su n sh in e  m ake w ith  lips an d  eyes.

SIR HUGH’S LOYES.
C rysta l did no t answ er; perhaps she 

oould not. H e was coming up to  London, 
actually  to  Belgrave House, and  on th is  
very evening. E rie  m ust have got scent of 
h er seoret—how o r iu  w hat m anner she 
oould not guess ; bu t all the  sam e, it  m ust 
be E rie  who had  betrayed her. She had 
thought h im  a little  odd and constrained 
th e  laBt few tim es she had  seen h im ; ehe 
h ad  noticed m ore th an  once th a t  h is eyes 
had  been fixed thoughtfully  on her face as 
though he had  been w atching her, and  he 
had  seemed som ew hat confused when he 
h ad  found him self detected. W hat did it 
all m ean? but never m ind th a t  now. Raby 
would be ooming to  B eulah  Place, bu t she 
would be hundreds of m iles aw ay before 
th a t  ; she was safe, qu ite  safe ; but if only 
she could see h im  before she went. If  she 
oould only get rid  of th is  tiresom e Percy, 
who would stay , perhaps, for hours. Could 
she give h im  th e  slip? She could never 
rem ain  in h is com pany through a long even
in g ; i t  would drive her fran tic  to  listen  to 
h im , and  to know all th e  tim e th a t Raby 
w as near, and she could not see h im . And 
th en  ail a t  once a wild idea cam e to  her, 
and h er pale cheeks flushed, and her eyes 
grew bright, and she began to ta lk  ra th e r  
quickly and in an  excited m anner.

“ O h! do you know, Mr. T rafford,”  she 
said, gravely, “ I  th in k  i t  is very wrong of 
you to  eucourage Mr. E rie  to  come so often 
to  B eulah Place, F e rn  is p re tty —very 
p re tty , and Mr. E rie  is fond of saying pleas
a n t things to  her, and all the tim e he knows 
M r. H unting ton  wishes h im  to  m arry  Miss 
Selby. H e has no righ t to m ake him self so 
agreeable to  your sis ter; and I  th in k  you 
ought to  keep h im  iu  better o rder.”

4‘ Oh I I  don’t  pretend to be E rie ’s 
m entor,” he re tu rned , a little  su lk ily ; for 
he  thought he saw her d rift to keep him  
from  talk ing  of h is own feelings. “ 1 never 
in terfere  w iih o ther fellows.”

“ Yes, but F e rn  is your sis ter,” ii 
reproachful voice; “ and I  do th in k  you are 
to  blame in  th is. W hy do you no t te ll h im  
th a t  he m ust leave your sis ter alone, and 
keep to  Miss Selby. Y our grandfa ther 
would be very angry if he knew of these 
visits to B eulah Plaoe, and  th en  M r. E rie  
would get iu to  trouble.”

“ I  can ’t  help th a t ,’’ was th e  indifferent 
answ er. “ E rie  m ust take  his chance with 
th e  rest of us ; he knows as well as I  do the  
r isk  he ru n s.” A nd in sp ite of her preoccu
pation , C rysta l noticed a ourious change in 
P ercy ’s tone.

“ l3o you mean th a t  he would get in to  
serious trouble ? is th a t  w hat you would 
im ply ? I  do not th iu k  you are doing your 
duty , M r. T rafford, if you do not w arn him  
of M r. H un ting ton ’s displeasure. Mr. E rie  
is weak, he is easily guiaed, bu t he has good 
principles ; you could soon induce h im  to 
break off h is visits.”

“  I  don’t  see th a t  I  need trouble myself 
about ano ther fellow’s love affair ; I  have 
too m uch in m y own m ind. Of course you 
look im patien t, M iss D avenport, it  is a 
orime to  speak of m y own feelings; but 
how oan you expect me to  take in terest in 
ano ther fellow when I  am  so u tterly  m iser
able myself ?”

“ M r. T rafford ,” she said, try in g  to  con
tro l h er im patience, “ I  w ish you would let 
m e speak to you for once, as though I  were 
your friend ,” she would have substitu ted  
th e  word sister, but she feared to  provoke 
one of h is ou tbursts of ind ignan t pleading.

“ You know you m ay say w hat you like 
to  m e,” he re tu rned  moved by th e  gentle
ness of her speech, for she h ad  never been 
so gracious to  h im  before. “  You have 
m ore influence over m e th a n  any one else in 
th e  world. I f  you could m ake m e a  bette r 
m an , Miss D avenport.”

“  1 would give m uch to  do i t ,”  she 
answered in a  low voice th a t  th rilled  him  
strangely . “ M r. Trafford, you will be 
angry w ith me if I  speak to  you very 
frank ly , and earnestly—as earnestly ,” here 
ehe paused, “ as though we were bidding 
eaoh o ther good-bye to-n igh t for a  long 
tim e .”

“ If  you will call me P ercy ,” he  replied, 
w ith  sudden vehemence, “  you shall say 
w hat you like to  m e.”

“ Very well,” she answered, w ith  a fa in t 
sm ile a t h is boyish insistance, “  it  shall be 
P ercy  then—no, do no t in te rru p t m e,” as 
he seemed about to  speak. “ I  am  very 
troubled and unhappy about M r. E rie ’s 
v isits ; they  are  doing h a rm  to  F ern , and I 
m u st tell } ou, once for all, th a t  you are not 
doing your du ty  e ither to your sister or 
cousin.”

“ E rie  again,” he m uttered  moodily.
“  Yes, beoause th e  m a tte r  lies very close 

to  m y heart, for I  dearly  love your sister. 
M r. Trafford—Percy, I  m ean—you have 
youth, health , ta len ts—the whole world lies 
before yo u ; why do you envy your cousin, 
because he is likely to  be a  richer m an th an  
you ?”

“ H e has robbed m e of m y righ tfu l 
inheritance ,” was th e  moody answer.

“  I t  could never be yours,” she retu rned , 
quickly ; “ a  Trafford will never be Mr. 
H uuting ton’s he ir .”

“ I wouid change m y nam e.”
“ T h a t would avail you little ,” w ith  a 

touch of h er old scorn, for th e  speech d is
pleased her. “ M r. Hundindgon would never 
leave h is money to the  sou of th e  m au he 
hated , and of the  daughter whose disobed 
ience em bittered  h is life. Mr. E rie  has to 
answ er for no sins but h is own.”

“ H e had better be careful though ,” was 
the  quick response.

“  W hat, have you done h im  m isch ef 
already? W hy—why are you not
m ore generous to  th e  poor boy ? W hy 
do you encourage these visits th a t  you 
know will anger M r. H untingdon ? W hy 
do you tem pt h im  from  his duty  ? Peroy, 
I  im plore you to be tru e  to  yourself and him . 
Look in to  yqjir own heart and see if you are 
acting  an honorable p a r t.”

“  You are alw ays hard  on m e,” he 
returned, sullenly. “ W ho has been black
ening my nam e to you?”

“ No one, no one, ” she answered, quickly ;
“  bu t you are a reckless talker, and I  have 
gathered m uch from  m y own observation. 
You have told me m ore th an  onoe th a t  you 
are  in debt ; som etim es I  fear you gamble. 
Oh I” as a dark  flush m ounted to h is fore
head, “ I  should be grieved to  th in k  th a t  
th is  is tru e .”

“ Y o i would h a te  me all the  more, I  sup
pose,” i i a defiant voice.

“  Indeed I do not h a te  you, m y poor poy ; 
b u t you m ake me very angry som etim es. 
D o you know me so little  as to  th in k  I

could ever b ring  m yself to love a gam bler, 
or one who tried  to rob ano ther of hi> 
inheritance—one who was so afra id  of 
poverty th a t  he deserted h is m other for the 
loaves and fishes of the  m an who was her 
w orst enem y.”

“ T he old s to ry ,” in a despairing voice;
“ will you never give me the  benefit of an 
excuse—will you never allow m e to  defend 
m yse lf?”

I  am  not your judge,” w as th e  cold 
reply ; and then , as she saw the  m isery of 
h is face, she relented. “ Indeed it  is not 
too late  to  retrieve th e  past. I f  you have 
debts, if you are  in trouble, own it  frankly 
to your g randfa ther.”

A nd be tu rn ed  out of th e  house a 
beggar?”

“ W hat of th a t  ” she replied, cheerfully; 
you have a  profession; every one says how 

clever you are—w hat a splendid barris te r 
you will m ake. You can take pupils; 
success and m oney will come to you in 
tim e .”

“ Too la te ,” he m uttered  ; “ I  cannot free 
m yself.” T hen, w ith a sudden change of 
tone, “  C rysta l, if I do th is—if I  leave Bel- 
grave House, will you give me a hope of 
w inning y ou in th e  fu tu re ? ”

She shook her head ; “ I  cannot give you 
th a t  hope.”

“  W hy n o t?” he dem anded, fiercely.
“  Because I  belong to ano ther,” she 

answered, slowly, and there  came a wonder
ful light in  her eyes ; “ and  for his sake I  
w ill live as I am  to my life’s end.”

They had  reached Beulah Place by th is  
tim e, and Mrs. W atkins’ shop was in sight. 
T here were few passers-by, so no one 
noticed why Percy stood still and  seized 
h is com panion’s hands.

“ You love ano ther m an? You dare to 
te ll me th is  ?”

“ I  te ll you th is  for your own good, and 
th a t  you m ay never speak to  m e again 
as you have done. You m ust not be angry 
w ith m e for telling you the t ru th  ; and now 
will you ring  th e  bell, for there  is no need 
to  go th rough th e  sho p ?”

“ I  am  not coming in ,” he said hoarsely. 
I  cannot tru s t m yself.”

“ T hen  we will say good-bye here ,” was 
th e  qu iet answ er, and she pressed h is hands 
kindly. “ Forgive me if I  have m ade you 
unhappy, bu t indeed it  is your fau lt, and I 
thought it  be tter to tell you th e  tru th  
Good-bye, m y poor b o y ;” bu t though her 
voice was full of gentleness and p ity , he 
scarcely heard  it. H e had  wrung her hands, 
alm ost throw ing them  from  him  and had 
tu rned  away w ithout a word.

C rysta l had  looked afte r h im  ra th e r  w ist
fully ; her h ea rt felt strangely soft to him  
to-night. “ W as i t  wrong to tell him , I  
wonder ?” she said to  herself, as she quickly 
retraced her steps. 4 * He is terrib ly  reck
less, one never knows how he m ay take 
th ings. I t  was good of h im  to listen to me 
so patien tly  ; and now lie has gone away 
sore and angry .”

C rysta l was walking very fast now, as 
though she had suddenly rem em bered some 
e rrand . As an  em pty hansom  passed her 
she hailed it. “ W ill you drive m e to  Vic
to ria  S ta tio n ,” she said to th e  m an in a 
business-like tone; “ I  w ant to  m eet the
6.30 tra in  from  Singleton. 1 th in k  there 
is tim e .”

“  None too m uoh,” was the  som ew hat gruff 
anSvver, “  but my horse is fresh ;” and 
C rysta l drew in to  a corner and tried  to curb 
h er im patience by watching the  passers by ; 
bu t her fear of being too la te  kept her re s t
less and m iserable.

As they drove in to  V ictoria S tation  a 
handsom e barouche, w ith a pa ir  of fine 
bays, a ttrac ted  C ry sta l’s a tten tion . The 
footm an had  got down and was m aking 
inquiries of a porter. “ Bingletmt- tr^tun 
ju st due,” C rysta l heard  th e  m an say, as 
she handed the  cabm an his fare ; and as 
she quickly passed through  th e  station , 
the  tra in  slowly drew up a t the  platform .

Only ju s t in  tim e! C rysta l pressed 
eagerly forw ard, scanning th e  occupants 
of all th e  carriages un til she cam e to  the  
last.

T here were two passengers in th is  com 
p a rtm en t ; a young lady, w ith a good- 
natu red  freckled face, was speaking to  a 
very ta ll m an who was standing  in the  
centre  of the  carriage. “ You m ust let me 
help you ou t,” C rysta l heard her say in a 
p leasan t countrylied voice, “ and wait w ith 
you un til your friends find you ;” and then  
cam e th e  answ er in  the  deep tones C rystal 
knew so well.

“ T hank  you, you are very kind. My 
u n fo rtunate  infirm ity gains new friends for 
m e everyw here; so after all, you see, 
even blindness has its  alleviations, Miss 
M errim an .”

“  Oh, I  will be sure to  tell papa w hat you 
say ; i t  will besuch a com fort to  him . Now, 
will you p u t your hand  on my shoulder—it 
is a deep step—take c a re ;” but as Raby 
tried  to  follow these instructions a little  
gloved hand, th a t  certain ly  did no t belong 
to Miss M errim an, gently guided h im  and 
placed h im  in safety.

Miss M errim an nodded and smiled her 
thanks.

“ There, you are  all r igh t now. W hat is 
th e  m atte r, Mr. F e r re r s ? ”

“  I  thought some one touched m e,” he 
retu rned , w ith a puzzled look, “ and  you 
were on my o ther side, so I  suppose i t  was 
some kind stranger.”

“ Yes, a young lady ,” as C rysta l moved 
away ra th e r  suddenly. “ Ah, there is a 
footm an ; he seems in search ot some one. 
I  will ask h im  if he belookingfor you,” and 
Miss M errim an darted  away.

R aby stood quietly  w aiting, b u t he little  
knew th a t  th e  girl he had  come to London to 
seek was standing a few yards from  him , 
try ing  to see h im  through the tea rs  th a t  
blinded her.

M any people tu rned  to look after th e  tall, 
striking-looking m an in clerical dress. The 
felt h a t ju s t shaded the  pale, m assively cut 
features. H e looked older, C rysta l thought, 
and a little  sadder, bu t th e  m outh  was as 
beautiful as e \e r.

Once he looked up  as h as ty  footsteps 
brushed h im , as though he would move 
aside, but a  girlish figure interposed 
between h im  and the  loaded truck, and again 
th e  little  han d  guided h im  to  safety.

“ I t  is all r igh t—th e  m an says he is w ait
ing for Mr. F e rre rs ,” observed Miss M erri
m an briskly a t th is  m om ent. “ W hat horrid  
Ihings those trucks a re ; I  was afra id  one 
would have knocked you, only the  young 
lady led you aw ay.”

“  W hat ! a young lady !” asked Raby, 
quickly.

“ Oh, only a ta ll young lady in brown, 
who seemed to notice 5011 w anted help. She 
has gone now—probabjy a passenger for the 
dow n-train .”

“ I  th in k  all young ladies are good to m e ,” 
retu rned  Raby w ith  grave courtesy, hold
ing ou t h is hand . “ I  know I have m et with 
a  very kind fellow-passenger ;” and then, as 
he took the  footm an’s arm  and entered the  
carriage, Miss M errim an saw the  ta ll young 
lady in brown walk quickly out of the 
sta tion , and as she passed her there  were 
tea rs  runn ing  down h er cheeks.

C H A P T E R  X X V II.
F L U F F  G O E S  T O  S E E  G R A N D PA PA .

T hou, like  a  l i t t le  cu r i >u& fly 
T h a t f Ur ses th ro u g h  th e  a ir ,
D ost pry an d  p ry
W iih  th y  koen in q u is itiv e  eye.

A nd w ith  m a n y  questions, ever 
K ippliutf like a  res tle ss  rive r,
P uzz  i. g m any  an  o lder b ra in ,
Dont tb o u  h o u r b h o u r  inc rease  th y  s to re  
Of m arvellous lore.
T h u s a  sq u irre l , d a r t in g  deftly ,
U p a ‘id  d o w n  a u t u m u a l  trees,
S«es i t s  h o a rd  of ch e stn u w  grow iug sw iftly  
I n  a  h ea p  up o n  th e  leaf-strew n  leas.

Claude Lake.
“  And now, I  look alm ost as sm art as the  1 

Princess Dove herself.” j
* I  really th in k  you do, Fluff, though you 

rem em ber her dress was a curious em broid
ery of rainbow s and dewdrops sewn all 
over w ith peacocks’ eyes ; but I assure you 
I  like your white frock m uch better ; and 
the  new h a t is very p re tty .”

“ B u t Fern  !----- ”
“ B u t F luff !----- ”
“ I f  I  were to be lost—really and tru ly  , 

lost, you know—would th e  funny old town-

c ier tell a long story  about m e, as he  did 
about th e  dog when we were down by the  
sea last sum m er?”

“ Of course he would, and m other and I  
would stand  and listen  to h im  and try  not 
to  laugh. ‘Lost, stolen, or strayed , a  little  
w itch-girl in a  clean white frock, ra th e r  too 
m uch starched ; a frilled cape th a t  crackles 
when she moves, and a p re tty  bread- 
brim m ed h a t .’ W ell, F luffy, w hat does 
th a t m ysterious look m ean ? you are very 
rude to  in te rru p t th e  old crier,” and F ern  
tried  to  frown, while F luff nodded h er head 
sagaciously.

“  I t  would not be stolen or lost, it  would 
be s t r a y e d ,  like th e  shéep in  th e  tu rn ip - 
f ie ld , when the  B h ep h e rd  tu rned  them  all 
out because they  h a d  no business there. 
Supposing I  strayed  on purpose, F ern , you 
m u s t  s e n d  a c r i e r  covered all over w ith gold 
la c e  to  f in d  m e.”

Indeed ! have you lost your senses, 
F lu ff?”

Never m ind th e  senses; I  saw them  all 
five in  china in  M rs. W atk ins’ left hand  
corner cupboard, china images she called 
them , and I  thought them  so p retty . Give 
me th e  four pence half-penny for buns, F ern  
—one B ath , two plain, and a half-penny to 
the  sweeper th a t  takes me best over the  
crossing.”

Oh Fluff, Fluff, do be careful, and m ind 
you do not go too fa r:  come back soon, like a 
good child .”

“ Of course I  am  good on m y b irthday . 
W hat did they do io A nanias and Sapphira, 
F ern  ?”

D ear me, w hat an odd question, 
Fluffy !”

“ Never m ind th a t ;  in th e  Sunday school 
th e  teacher alw ays answ ers th e  child ren’s 
questions d irectly ; she ie a very nice 
teacher though she h as red ha ir, bu t she 
cannot help th a t .”

“ Oh, indeed ! eo I  m ust te ll you about 
A nanias and Sapphira . W h at is the  m a t
te r?  how pale you look, my pet......................
Well, they  fell down dead because they  had 
told a lie.”

Fluff shifted h er pence uneasily.
“ T h a t was th e  lie they  told about the  

land and m oney th a t  they w anted to  keep 
them selves. I  th in k  they  were greedy 
people; one B a th , tw o plain, and a h a lf
penny for the  sweeper. H ere is the  four- 
pence, F e rn ; I don’t  th in k  I  shall be hungry  
un til tea-tim e. Now, good-bye, I  m ust go.”

“ W hy, Fluff, w hat nonsense! here, 
F lu ff;” but Fluff was scuttling dow nstairs 
as fast as she could go, and F ern  was only 
in tim e to see her little  feet whisking through 
the shop door.

“ I  don’t  believe there is such ano ther 
child in th e  U nited  K ingdom ,” she said to 
herself, laughing. “ She is te rrib ly  young 
for her age, and so am using; how dull it 
will be w ithou t her th is  afternoon, and 
poor C rysta l so fa r away, I  wish m other 
had  not let her go, or th a t  she were safe 
home ag a in ;” and F ern  sighed as she looked 
round the  em pty room.

Now i t  so happened th a t Fluff had  coaxed 
h e r  m other to let her take a walk alone on 
h e r  b irth d ay  ; th is  was th e  tre a t she had  
selected for the occasion.

She was to wear h er best frock and her 
n e w  h a t th a t  C rysta l had  trim m ed for her 
as a parting  presen t; and she had  prom ised 
to b e  very careful, and  not go too far. The 
fourpence was to be expended in buna—so 
she and her m other had  arranged, bu t Fluff 
had  secretly intended to p u t it to another 
purpose, un til h e r conscientious ecruples 
had obliged her to  leave it a t hom e instead  
of paying th e  om nibus fare  th a t wae to 
save her poor little  legs ; they  would get 
sorely tired  before they reached th e ir  des
tination .

 F luff ran  down several streets, till she
was out оГ^эгеаьЬ, an d  then  she fell in to  a 
little  tro t ; but first she gave the  half-penny 
to  a  ragged boy, and begged h im  earnestly  
never to tell stories; and after th a t  she 
asked h im  the w ay 'to  B elgravia. N ot get
ting  a lucid answ er from  h im , as he only 
told her th a t  he had been a cripple from  
his b irth  and had  sold lucifers ever since, 
which, being brim stone, was bad for rheum 
atics, F luff told h im  she would have 
repeated th e  whole story  of A nanias and 
Sapphira  to  him , only she had no tim e, and  
then  she resum ed her walk w ith m uch 
dignity.

And the  m ethod of i t  was th is—if m ethod 
i t  could be called which had  in  its  sidelong 
m ovem ents the  sim ilitude of a crab. F irs t  
she w ent in to  every baker’s shop she passed, 
and, shaking h er head sorrow fully a t  the  
fresh cu rra n t buns on th e  counters, aeked 
in a confidential whieper the  quickeet and 
shortest way to  Belgravia; and when they 
wished to know w hat part, or asked her 
business, she pursed up h er m outh and said 
th a t  was no t the  question, and  would they  
please confine themselvee to  facte, or some 
such speech, in h er odd ab rup t way.

And she looked such a little  lady as she 
spoke, and held her little  head up so 
proudly, th a t  m ost of them  answered her 
w ith  civility ; and  one big baker’s boy, ju st 
s ta rtin g  on h is afternoon round, said he 
would see h er past the  dangerous cressing 
in th e  next street, and pu t her a little  on 
her way. F luff said she was very m uch 
obliged to h im , and tro tted  confidingly a t his 
side, adapting  her conversation to  her 
hearer as she thought beet, for ehe enlarged 
in a ram bling  way on th e  M iracle of the 
Loaves, and told h im  w hat h er teacher said 
on the  subject of the  fishes ; and then  she 
became confidential, and explained to  him  
th a t  she bore an innocent p a rtia lity  for the  
m oist peelv b its of soft crusts th a t  one 
could pare off a loaf w ithou t showing a sad 
deficiency, and how she alw ays liked to 
take in th e  bread a t  M rs. W atk ins’ for the  
purpose ; and lastly , she told h im  in  a 
w eary little  voice th a t  she was going to see 
grandpapa, who lived in a big house in Bel
gravia, bu t th a t  she was getting very tired, 
for she had  a bone in her leg—two bonee, 
ehe th o u g h t—and m ight she sit please on 
th e  top  of h is little  ca rt to  rest h e r 
poor legs when he w ent in to  the  next 
house ?

T he baker’* boy was a good-natured 
fellow, but, as he expressed it  afterw ards, 
he thought she was th e  rum m iest little  lady 
he had  ever m et ; indeed, he confided h is 
suspicions to a grocer’s lad th a t  she “ was a 
b it  cracky ;” bu t he let her sit on h is cart 
f j r  all th a t, and trund led  her the  length of 
two or th ree stree ts ; and fu rth er he revived 
her drooping spirito by a dab of hot brown 
bread, scooped skilfully out of the  
side of a loaf which, as he said, would never 
show.

A fter th a t  they  got facetious, and adm ired 
a P unch  and Ju d y  show together, and 
parted  w ith deep regret, when a policem an 
desired them  to move on.

F luff began to  feel ra th e r  lonely after 
th is. I t  was getting late, she was afraid , 
and those little  lege of here ached dread
fully; but ehe fell in a t  th e  park  gatee 
w ith  a playful flower-girl, who ran  a race 
w ith her, baB ket and all, and then  etood 
and jeered in broad Irieh  b< cause ehe wae 
beaten, while F luff Bat down, sulky and 
exhausted, on a bench under the  treee.

I t  wae nearly tea-tim e now, ehe thought : 
in ano ther hour or so F e rn  would be send
ing the  old orier afte r her. She wondered 
how ehe was to  get back. She was very 
th irs ty , and felt half inclined to cry ; and 
then  i t  struck  her th a t the  large splendid- 
looking building opposite m ight be Belgrave 
House, and she ran  up to a  w orkm an ju st 
passing and asked him .

“ N o,” he said, eyeing h er wondering, 
“ th a t  was not Belgrave House, it  was ш  
th e  next square ;” and when she heard th a t 
she clapped h er hands joyfully, and went 
and d rank  out of a little  iron bowl in com
pany w ith a sweep. She asked him  if she 
m ight d rink  first, and he said, “ Oh, laws, 
yes ! you a in t near so sm utty  as m e,” 
w hich speech F luff took as a com plim ent. 
B u t she had  fallen down twice, and her 
nice w hite frock had  got unsightly  patches 
of green on it.

B u t she felt as though h er troubles were 
over when she Btood in fron t of Bel
grave House, its  m any windows shining like 
gold.

W h at a grand place it w as—finer th a n  
the  C rysta l B all Palace where Princess

Dove and Prince M errydew  lived; 
and, oh dear, w hat joy, th e  door was open !

The footm an had ju st ru n  out to  the  
p illa r box, and another footm an was fast 
asleep in a chair th a t looked like a baby’s 
cradle tu rned  upside down.

M uff ran  up the steps and looked in . 
There was a beautiful scent of flowers as 

she crept tim idly  in to  th e  hall, such 
sleepy w arm  flowers F luff thought, only 
they  m ade her head drow sy; and there 
was a great sta ircase w ith carved balustrades 
and  dark  slippery sta irs , and the  doors 
were all shu t, and there was not a  sound in 
the  house, except the singing of some birds. 
F luff began to  feel giddy.

B ut i t  was babyish to  feel frightened in 
h er own grandpapa’e houee, eo she took 
courage, and passing the  sleepy footm an on 
tiptoe, crept softly up sta irs , holding very 
tigh tly  to the  balustrades, for she felt as 
though she were slipping every step, and 
presently she came to a sunny landing- 
place w ith  a conservatory, where some 
canaries were singing. H ere she saw a ha lf- 
open d jo r , and pushed i t  open, and then 
she thought she was in fairy-land.

I t  was such a large beautiful room, w ith  
m arble ladies standing in the  corners, w ith 
wonderful green p lan ts growing in  gilded 
baskets, and sa tin  couches, and lace d rap 
eries, and lovely ch ina; and in  an  a rm 
chair a  gentlem an asleep, for he had  h is 
eyes shut.

F luff stole in and looked a t him  ; no, he 
w as not asleep, for h is eyes opened, and yet 
he did no t seem to see her, perhaps he was 
th ink ing . H is face looked very nice and 
kind, and w ith th e  unerring  instinc t of 
childhood she laid her hand  on h is knee.

“ If  you please, sir, will you tell 
m e where I  can find grandpapa.”

T he gentlem an raised h is eyes—as Fluff 
to ld  her m other afterw ards, “ he looked a t 
m e w ithou t seeing m e ;” and th en  h is hand 
closed quietly over the  child’s. N othing 
ever seemed to sta rtle  Raby F e rre rs  in th a t  
strange dream y life of his.

“  W ho are you’ my child, and who is your 
grandpapa ?”

“  My grandpapa’s nam e is M r. H u n tin g 
don, and he lives in th is  house—Belgrave 
House i t  is called, and  I  am  Florence 
Trafford, bu t they  call me Fluff a t hom e.” 

T he nam e aroused h im  effectually ; ah, 
he was startled  now. “  Florence Trafford, 
did you say ; do you m ean th a t  you live a t 
Beulah Place in  the  E lysian  F ields ?”

“  Yes, a t Mrs. W atk ins’—m other, and 
F e rn , and I, and C rysta l too, only ehe went 
away th ie  m orning.” 

j “ Away—w hat do you m ean ?” and F lu ff’e 
poor little  hande were held so tigh tly  th a t  
they  were quite  red and sore afterw ards.

“ Oh, she has gone to Am erica w ith th a t  
h o rrid  Miss Campion ; yes, and she is 
horrid  to  take our dear Criss-crase away. 
F e rn  cried so th is  m orning, and  C rystal 
cried too, bu t she had  to  go, she said, so it 
was no use m aking a  fuss about it  ; and 
she does not m ean to come back for a long 
tim e. W hat is th e  m a tte r  ?” peering 
urious in h is face, “ does your head 
ache ?”—for Raby had  u ttered  a low groan, 
and had dropped F luff's hands, and he was 
pushing back the  heavy dead-brown h a ir  as 
though he were suddenly oppressed, 

j (To be oontinued.)

P e a c h  C u l t u r e .

T he conditions of failure in  peach-grow
ing, concisely stated, are  :

1. A wet soil, or one th a t  from  any cause 
holds w ater around th e  roots of th e  tree, 
w hether the  land is situated  h igh  or low.

2. Excessive fertility  while th e  trees are 
young, w hether ty be secured in the n a tu ra l 
conditions of the  soil or by th e  ingenuity 
of m an.

3. Severe cu tting  back of the  young 
grow th each year, thue  dwarfing th e  tree 
and  robbing i t  of m uch n a tu ra l v ita lity .

4. Allowing th e  tree to overbear and 
th u s  exhaust the  v ita lity  by a single orop 
of fru it.

5. B y deficient and im proper cultivation.
On th e  o ther hand the  conditions of suc

cess in peach-growing are :
1. An elevated locality th a t  is no t subject 

to  la te  frosts in th e  spring or la te  frosts in 
th e  fall.

2. A w arm  and m oderately fertile soil 
th a t  is well drained by nature. A rtificia 
drainage m ay prove successful, bu t its  
u tility  has not yet been fully dem onstrated.

3. Thorough cultivation, w ithout m anure, 
un til the  trees come into bearing, then  com
bine th e  two so as to supply all th e  deple
tion  produced in th e  soil by grow th of trees 
and f ru it. *

4. Never let a tree overbear.
5. Continue cultivation un til th e  close of 

th e  d ry  season every sum m er, even if it 
continues un til September.

A  C l e a r  C a s e  o f  P r e d e s t i n a t i o n .

I  well rem em ber one fellow, a  fine soldier, 
too, who scorned the  burden of even a 
b lanket on a m arch, and so a t n ight, when 
he failed to steal one (which was seldom), 
he  sa t up by a fire and m ade n ight hideous 
w ith  mock serm ons of wonderful theology 
and doubtful m orality . S trange to  say, 
he survived th e  war, and is now enlisted 
in  th e  arm y of the Lord. A t V icksburg 
th is  sam e preacher was responsible for a 
ready re to rt under try ing  circum stances. 
H e was th en  a firm  C alvinist, and  was 
alw ays ready to  do battle  in defence of his 
creed. One day he was sitting  w ith a group 
in  an angle of the  works, discussing his 
favorite dogma of predestination. Ju s t 
th en  a  shell exploded among them  and 
knocked the  p redestinarian  over w ithout 
h u rtin g  h im . W hen he recovered his 
b rea th  and legs he darted  off for the  shelter 
of a  traverse just in fron t of us. H is an
tagonist yelled a t h im  and tw itted  h im  for 
w ant of fa ith  ia  his own doctrine. H e did 
not paiiee in the order of h is going, but 
s tu tte red  back Ca-ca-can’t  s top ; its  p re 
p redestination  th a t  I  m ust get on th e  o ther 
side of the  traverse !” and he fulfilled the  
decree to  the  le tter and w ith com m endable 
a lac rity .—Philadelphia Times.

T h e  G r e a t e s t  K n o w n  C o ld .

In  hie report of hie miesion to  th e  L ena 
D elta, L ieut. W illiam  H. Schultz says : 
Ae we approached Verchoyanek (N orthern 
Siberia), the  cold wae alm ost unbearable, 
compelling a stop a t nearly  every inhabited 
yourt'i (native hut), not only on account of 
ourselves, bu t more owing to  the  reindeer, 
which suffered visibly during  the  low tem 
peratures. F o rtuna te ly  these inhabited  
yourtas are not fa r ap a rt as one approaches 
th e  village. B reath ing  was a t tim es diffi
cult, and on Jan u ary  10th and 11th (1886) 
the  tem pera tu re  sank to 66 0 Celsiue, cor
responding to  86.80° F ah ren h e it below 
«его. T h is is the coldest tem pera tu re  ever 
observed, and I  afterw ard  had  the  satisfac
tion  of establishing it  beyond a doubt by 
th e  agreem ent of the  therm om eters a t 
Verchoyansk, observed by exiles who were 
furnished w ith instrum ents by the  C entral 
Meteorological Observatory a t Pavlovsk, 
near S t. Petersburg. V erchoyansk th u s 
m aintained its reputation  of being the  pole 
of th e  g reatest known cold, although its  
la titude  is only 68 0 north ,

A  S K E T C H

O f  a  L i t t l e  C h i l d ,  a n  A u g u s t  R o s e  a n d  a n  
A n s w e r e d  P r a y e r .

T he following lite ra ry  sunbeam  is from  
th e  pen of C arrie McAy val in  Good Cheer : 

F lirtin g  w ith the  girls, s ir  ? No, indeed ! 
T h a t’s som ething I  never do ; and ae to  
th a t  lily of a girl juet throw ing kisses to 
me, why, bless you, th a t’s my daughter 
M ay. Ä nd she’s th e  dearest th in g  on earth  
to  me.

Som ething special about her m akes me 
have a different feeling tow ard  her from  
anybody else I  ever knew ,and if you’d like, 
sir, I ’ll tell you about som ething th a t  h ap 
pened when she was a wee baby, twelve 
years ago.

I t  happened righ t along th is  very road 
between Newbury port and  By field, and I 
was th en  th e  engineer instead  of conductor, 
and was younger looking th a n  I  am  now 
w ith th is  white head of m ine.

Only 36 years old, sir, and you see I 
haven’t  a black h a ir  in  my head. T h a t be- 
longe to m y B tory , too, as you will find. 
You rem em ber th a t  h ill w ith  th e  cottage a t 
th e  foot of it, and  golden rod and  wild 
clem atis growing along th e  stone wall ? 
T h a t’s where I ’ve lived ever since I  was 
m arried, and i t  was on th a t  em bankm ent 
around th e  bend th a t  th e  m ost terrib le 
event of m y life occurred.

I t  was one day in  Auguet, in  th e  firet of 
th e  m onth , and I  will never forget how the  
eky looked, ae deep and blue ae my baby’e 
eyee, nor how sweet and still th e  a ir  was 
th a t  m orning as I  walked over to the  
sta tion . T he golden rod and ferns hung 
heavy w ith  dew, and there were cluetere of 
purple grapee on th e  vinee along the  hedge. 
T he roses were unusually  la te  th a t year, 
and as th e  fall came on they  were deep 
crim son instead of pink, as they are earlier 
in th e  eeason. I  had  one in m y buttonhole 
th a t  m orning.

Baby had p u t it there  when ehe kiesed 
m e good-by.

“ P itty  ’ose, papa, for ’00. Dod m ade it, 
m am m a tell me eo. Dod live up in ’ky .” 
My wife wae a C hrietian , and although I 
did not believe in her religion then , I  have 
learned to pu t my tru s t in God since baby 
lisped to me about th e  rose th a t  morning.

Every  p leasant day when I  m ade my 
down run a t 3 o’clock in  th e  afternoon, my 
wife and baby ueed to  be eitting out there 
on the  hill and they  would wave th e ir  
hande a t me, and the  baby would look so 
sweet and innocent, waving her little  fa t 
a rm , I  used to  have a great longing in  my 
h e a rt th a t  no h a rm  should ever come to 
her ; and I was such a strong healthy 
young fellow I felt th a t  I  should be able to 
protect and guard her always.

Alm ost 3 o’clock and th e  old forty-nine 
was puffing and steam ing fit to buret as we 
neared the  bend. I was already looking to 
w ard the  hill and sure enough there was 
th e  baby’s w hite drese; no, I  wae m is 
taken ; it  wae only a piece of newepaper. 
They were not there. W hy, I  wondered 
P erhaps they  would be there before I  turned 
th e  curve. Somehow it  Beemed to  m e I 
never во longed to have them  th ere  as I  did 
th a t  day, and I  kept anxiouely looking un 
til away in the  dietance on the track  I  saw 
som ething th a t  m ade every pulse in  m y 
body give a great leap and then  stand still, 

T here, ju s t ahead of me, toddling along, 
w ith  her yellow h a ir  flying and  her little  
arm s stretched  out to balance herself, was 
my baby ! A m om ent m ore and  th e  wheels 
would be grinding h er body and her 
precious blood would s ta in  th e  track , 
lived ages in th a t  m om ent of agony, 
waved my arm s, shouted, rang th e  bell like 
a m adm an, and as I  was pulling the  rope 
the  rose fell from  m y buttonhole on to the 
seat, and baby’s words, “  Dod m ade it, 
Dod live up in ’ky ,” cam e to  m e. F o r the  
first tim e in  my life I  poured out my soul 
in prayer. “ God save m y child .” A t th a t 
m om ent she stum bled and fell down the  
grassy em bankm ent. As soon as I  could I  
ran  back to  find her, and  there  she sa t in 
th e  grass, lifting  her blue eyes and dim pled 
m outh to  me, and as I  hugged her to  my 
h e a rt she lisped :

“ I  tied to clim b on cars, papa, b u t some 
body pushed me over and I  fell down here, 
D on’t  ky, papa !”

F o r I  was crying and thank ing  God a t 
the  sam e tim e, and when I  cam e alongside 
of the  tra in , carry ing  baby on my shoulder, 
all th e  m en th rew  up th e ir  h a ts  and 
cheered and m ost of the  women were sob 
bing. T h a t rose is in th e  locket w ith  one 
of her baby curls, and I  have never failed 
to  p ray  for her safety and happiness, as 
well as for m any o ther th ings since th a t 
day. I sn ’t  she a beauty, too ? A nd you 
can’t blam e m e for liking th is  tim e of year 
best, and for alw ays wearing an  August 
rose whenever my darling  girl pins one in  
m y buttonhole, as she d id th is  one two 
hours ago.

O l d  T r o t h s  N e w l y  T o l d .
How m any  readers of the  Canada Presby

terian see th e  Standard, th e  new organ of 
H enry  George ? Those who do not m iss a 
good deal, w hether they  sym pathize w ith  
H enry  George’s theories o r not. In  an 
age, when m any shrew d practical men seem 
d rifting  away from  C hristian ity  altogether, 
and when th e  gulf between th e  rich  and the  
poor seems to  be growing m ore and m ore 
im passable, it  is refreshing to  read  such 
addresses as are weekly reported  in th a t 
paper—addresses spoken to  crowded aud i
ences of workingmen in  th e  c ity  of New 
York, by such speakers as D r. Pentecost and 
th e  g reat-hearted  D r. M cGlynn—an  A m eri
can P ere H yacin the—who has sacrificed hie 
ecclesiastical prospects th a t  he m ight 
preach, according to  h is conscience, th e  old 
tru th s  of the  Serm on on th e  M ount. I t  is 
th is  and no wild eocialism th a t  he and 
o thers are preaching to th e  crowds S un
day after Sunday, and th a t  the  crowds, too, 
listen  to, even as th e  common people did 
long ago, when th e  “ G alilean G ospel” was 
first preached. I t  is an  instance also of the 
uniting  power of th e  great p ractical verities 
of C hristian ity  th a t  D r. M cGlynn has been 
listened to  w ith earnest and  sym pathetic  
a tten tio n  by an assem bly of M ethodist 
m inisters, ae he explained th e  p latform  of 
th e  A nti-Poverty  Society. H ae not the  
C hurch allowed questions theoretical too 
m uch to in terfere w ith her p ractical u n ity ?  
and has she been as fa th fu l to  h er “ m es
sage to men of w ea lth ” as she should have 
been ?—Canada Presbyterian.

A  D e s e r v e d  T h r a s h i n g .
E . H. McAlpine, referee in equity  a t S t. 

John , N. B ., was publicly th rashed  the  
o ther day by C aptain  Peters, of Quebec, 
brother-in-law  of Miss B eatrice H athaw ay, 
of S t. John, for persisting  in annoying 
a tten tions to th a t young lady after he had 
been asked to stop them .

A M O N G  T H E  C H U R C H E S .

S p u r g e o n ’s  O r t h o d o x y —T h e  P o p e ’s  J u b i l e e  
—A  L i t t l e  M o r m o n ’s  H y m n .

T hough M r. Spurgeon has denied the  
story of h is probable w ithdraw al if the  
B ip tis t  U nion failed to  pun ish  certain  
heterodox m inisterp, th e  Scotsman re tu rn s 
t  ) the charge w ith th e  accusation th a t  Mr. 
Spufrgeon changed h is m ind. I t  justifies 
ite s ta tem en t by’ quotations from  Mr. 
Spurgeon’s m agazine. T he address of the 
President of th e  U nion was a reply to Mr. 
Spurgeon. T hough no direct notice was 
taken of Mr. Spurgeon’s a ttitu d e , Ьів recent 
w ritings are  th e  m ain  topice of conversa
tion am ong m inisters.

The P an-P resby terian  Council m eets in 
Ju n e  next. T he A m erican Executive Com 
m ittee has been called to m eet on W ednes
day, 26th inst., a t  New York. A t the  
m eeting will be representatives from  all 
p a rts  of N orth  Am erica. Among the  dele
gates will be Rev. P rinc ipa l Caven, of 
T oronto ; Rev. D r. McVicar, of M ontreal ; 
Rev. D r. Cochrane, of B ran tfo rd , and 
others.

A Sunday school hym n book recently 
issued a t S a lt L ake C ity, “  to  fill a long 
felt w ant ” (as th e  preface declares) in 
the  in struction  of good little  M ormon 
children, contains th e  following edifying 
stanza :

W ith  J e su s  fo r th e  s tan d a rd ,
A su re  a n d  p e rfe c t guide,
A nd J o se p h ’s w ise exam ple,
W h a t can  I  need  beside ?
I ’ll s tr iv e  fro m  every  evil 
To keep  m v  h e a r t  an d  tongue,
I ’ll be a  l i t t le  M orm on 
A nd follow  B righam  Young.

T he Pope has in tru s ted  all arrangem ents 
in connection w ith  h is jubilee celebration 
to a com m ission of four cardinals. T he 
E m press of A u s tr ia ’s com m em orative gift 

a m agnificent t ia ra  valued a t 70,000 
franсe. A pilgrim age of F ren ch  workmen, 
to  th e  num ber of 1,200, will ehortly  set out 
for Rome for th e  purpose of offering horn 
age to  th e  Pope.

Rev. Mr. Robertson, Superin tenden t of 
M issions for th e  N orthw est, is expected to 
re tu rn  to  O ntario  during th e  w inter 
m onths and w ill v isit any congregations 
desiring h is services a t m issionary  m eet
ings o r otherw ise. Those desiring h is 
services should correspond w ith  th e  con 
vener of th e  com m ittee, Rev. D r. Cochrane, 
of B ran tfo rd .

F olks often excuse them selves saying 
they  can’t  afford to  give ; b u t if they  saw 
th ings in a  tru e r  light they ’d say th a t  they  
couldn’t  afford to  keep.—Mark Guy Pearse.

T he annual m eeting of the  M ethodist 
G eneral Conference Sabbath  School B oard 
will be held in the  parlo r of the  E lm  S treet 
M ethodist C hurch, Toronto, on Tuesday, 
October 18th, a t 2 p. m.

Rev. D r. M acGregor, of S t. C u th b ert’s, 
E dinburgh , preached a t B alm oral on 
recent Sunday m orning, and  had  the  honor, 
along w ith th e  E m press Eugenie, of dining 
w ith  the  Queen in  th e  evening.

D r. A lexander Paterson , who has been 
appointed m edical m issionary  to  South 
A rabia, is grandson of D r. C halm ers' 
“ M issionary of K ilm any ” and son of the  
C hurch ’s first m edical m issionary to 
M adras.

T h e y  T o l d  E a c h  O t h e r  A l l .

“ W hy, Mame, is it  really  yo u ?” “ Yes 
indeed, Sadie; when did you get h o m e?’
“  Only yesterday, and ” “ W here were
you ?” “ Oh, every place—N ew port, B a r
H arbor, Long B ranch  and—but where 
were y o u ? ” “ Oh, we went to- 
“ D id you have a good tim e?” “ Perfec tly
lovely ; did ” “ Oh, perfectly lovely
declare, Mame, I  ”  “  So did I, and
— —” “  I  h ad  th e  best ” “ So did I,
and  oh, Mame ” “ Do tell me all abcu t
it, for I  7”  “ I  will, some tim e ; I  ju st
had a perfectly  splendid tim e every m inute,
and ” “  So did I  ; bu t isn ’t  it  lovely to
be a t hom e again ?”  “ P erfec tly  lovely.” 
“ I  th in k  so, too ; I ’ve h ad  a  lovely season
of it, bu t th en  ” “  So have I , but, as
you say ” “  T here’s no place like
home, a f te r  a ll.” “ No, indeed; do come 
soon and tell m e all about your season,
and I  ” “ I  will, for I  have had  the
loveliest ” “  So have I —perfectly
sp lend id!” They separate .— Tid-Bits.

H o w  t o  M a k e  a  M a n  Y o u r  E n e m y .
I  have often thought th a t  people h ad n ’t  

got borrowing down to  an exact science 
when Solomon wrote, and th a t  when Poor 
R ichard  said, “ H e th a t  goes a borrowing 
goes a sorrowing,” he m ust have m eant 
th a t  one fellow did the  borrowing and the 
lender did th e  sorrowing. I  am  older now, 
m y children, th a n  T was when I  was 
younger, and I  have learned th a t  there is 
nothing in th e  world th a t  will m ake a m an 
h a te  you so b itterly  as to owe you borrowed 
m oney th a t  he cannot pay.

“ B u t why should th a t  m ake h im  m ad a t 
you ?”

I  do not know, children ; I  do not know.
—Burdette.

One of the  a ttrac tions a t  the  Boston baby- 
show is a red-haired negro infant.

No Chinam an would ever have been 
betrayed in to  the  ridiculous plight of a 
venerable Japanese whom a friend of m ine 
once saw parading the  streets of Tokio, 
soberly dressed as to  coat and trousers, but 
h is white head surm ounted by a child’s 
sailor h a t w ith floating blue stream ers.— 
Taverner in Boston Post.

T he tem perance people of th e  C ounty of 
R enfrew  have subscribed $1,000 w ith  which 
to  fight the  repeal of the  Scott Act.

A coming m an—T he m an for h is rent.
T here has ju st died a t Kendal, E ng., an 

! old pensioner nam ed W m L indsay, from  
I whose neck hae been abstracted  a  bullet 
; w hich he received during the  C rim ean war.

T he bullet is the  size of a  m arble, and had 
; been in deceased^ neck for 33 years.
I One of th e  la test achievem ents of 
1 science is the  m easurem ent of a sna il’s 

pace. I t  has ju st been dem onstrated th a t 
a snail can go a  mile in  fourteen days. 
Science should now a ttem p t to  discover 
how long it  takes the  average messenger- 
boy to go the  sam e distance in marble- 
playing season.

Mara* H alstead’s m other-in-law , Mrs. 
B anks, says : “ Mr. H alstead  is a good
m an, for he is good to  h is m other-in-law , 
and when a  m an is good to his m other-in- 
law  he is good to  every one else.” Mr. 
H alstead  is th e  veteran editor of the  C in
c innati Commercial,

A  P r o m i n e n t  M e r c h a n t  i n  T r o u b l e .

Old m oneybags m opes in  h is  office a ll day,
As sn ap p ish  an d  cross as a  b e a r  ;

T he с erk s  know  enough  to  keep  o u t of h is  way, 
.Lest th e  uit-г« h a u t  shou ld  g ru m b le  an d  bw ear. 

E veu  T abby , th e  c a t,is  in  fe a r  ol a  cuff,
O r a  kick, it she v en tu re s  to«» n t a r  ;

They a ll know  th e  m a s te r  is a p t  to  b e  rough ,
And h is  freaks  u nexpected  a n d  quee r.

W ha t m akes th e  old fellow  so su rly  an d  grim ,
A nd behave so confoundedly  «. ean ?

T h e re ’s c e rta in ly  som etn ing  th e  m a tte r  w ith  
h im —

Is  i t  s to m ach , o r liver, o r sp leen  ?
W e’ve guessed i t - h i s  liv e r is sluggish  and  bad, 

H isblood is  d iso rdered  an d  foul.
I ts  enough  to  m ake an y  one  hopelessly  m ad ,

A nd g ree t h is  b es t friande  w ith  a  growl.
T he world-wide rem edy, D r. P ierce’s - 

Golden Medical Discovery, w ill correct a 
disordered liver and purify  th e  blood, tone 
your system  and  build up your flesh and 
streng th .

A n  A c c o m m o d a t i n g  M i l l e r .

‘ You com plain of having to  pay your 
pas to r’s sa lary ,”  said an  old m iller. “ I  
will pay it  for you and you ehall not feel 
i t .” A t the  end of th e  year he brought in 
a receipt in  full for th e  ealary from  the  
pasto r, and  th en  he explained ; “ I  did it  
by tak ing  a  little  toll when you sent your 
g rain  to  m y m ill, and I  took eo little  th a t  
none of you felt it. You eee how easily the  
pasto r can be paid .”—Richmond Religious 
Herald.

P r o p e r l y  R e b u k e d .

I  was told th e  richest th in g  about a  M in
neapolis girl. A certain  Swedish baron of 
fine fam ily  and education cam e to  th is  
country  and, th e  old story, found him self 
obliged to  obtain  any  situa tion  to  keep 
from  absolute w ant, so he entered the
clothing store of M  as clerk. Well,
th is  young lady, hearing  he was a noble, 
m ust have h is autograph, so she came in to  
th e  store one day and  requested it, leaving 
h er album . I t  puzzled h im  greatly . W hy 
should she w ant h is  au tograph , a complete 
stranger ? Suddenly th e  tru th  struck  him  
and he w rote h is nam e, and beneath, “ Clerk
in M ’s sto re .” “  O,” said he to  me,
you should have seen h er face lengthen, and 
she said, 4 I  d idn ’t  w ant th a t. I  w anted 
your nam e and your t i t le .’ * T here i t  is ,’ 
I  answ ered ; ‘ th e re ’s th e  nam e and clerk
a t M ’s is th e  only title  I  wear in th is
country .’ ” —St. Paul Pioneer Press.

W h a t  i t  M e a n s .

To th e  m an or w om an who has never 
been ill, th e  word “ h ealth  ” is meaningless. 
B u t to the  one who has suffered and de
spaired, health  appears as a priceless boon. 
To th e  thousands of un fortunate  women 
who are suffering from  some of the  m any 
form s of weaknesses or irregu larities pecu
lia r to  th e ir  sex, D r. P ierce’s Favorite  P re 
scription holds fo rth  the  prom ise of a  speedy 
resto ration  of th is  “  priceless boon.”

M iss A nna W hitney, th e  proprieto r of 
th e  Chequaseet kennels, is one of th e  m ost 
successful breeders of the  S t. B e rnard  dogs 
in  A m erica. She spent years in  Sw itzer
land studying th e  dog, and is an au th o rity  
on th e  subject.

T h e  spooks an d  gob lins th a t  d e ligh t 
To fill w ith  te r ro r  a ll th e  n ig h t ;
T h a t s ta lk  ab ro ad  in  h ideous  d ream s 
W ith  w hich  d yspepsia ’s fancy teem s.
W ill n ev e r tro u b le  w ith  th e ir  ilia 
T he m »n  who tr u s t  iu  P ie rce ’s P ills.

D r. P ierce’s P leasan t Purgative P e lle ts : 
vegetable, harm less, painless, sure !

T he te n th  annual convention of the 
O ntario  W omen’s C hrietian  Tem perance 
U nion concluded its  business yesterday and 
adjourned, to  m eet next year in  Sarnia. 
M rs. Addie Chisholm  was re-elected P resi. 
dent, and  was presented w ith $160. P rof. 
F oster was in attendance, and  received a 
g rea t se tting  out from  Mrs. Youmans.

R e s u l t s  T e l l .

T he proof of th e  pudding is th e  eating, 
and th e  proof of th e  ex traord inary  power 
over pain of Poison’s N erviline is the  using 
it. Poison’s N erviline never fails to perform  
wonders in every case of pain. I t  cannot 
fail, for it  is composed of powerful pain 
subduing rem edies. I t  goes righ t to the 

I bottom , and pain  is banished a t  onoe. 
N erviline cures all kind of pain, in ternal or 
external. Go to  any drug store and get a 
10 or 25 cent bottle, and b j  delighted by 
its  p rom ptitude in doing its  work.

T he nam e of S ir W illiam  M eredith, 
ex-Chief Justice of the  Suprem e C ourt of 
Low er C anada, is now m entioned in con- i 
nection w ith the  L ieutenant-G overnorship  ! 
of Quebec. I t  is also reported th a t  a new 
Governor for M anitoba and th e  N orthw est ! 
T errito ries will be appointed w ith in  a few 
days. j

A t a m eeting las t n igh t of th e  Toronto 
branch of th e  Irish  N ational League a com
m ittee  was appointed to telegraph to A rth u r 
O’Connor, M. P ., and S ir Thom as Esm onde, 
asking when i t  would be convenient for 
th tm  to  yieit Toronto. T he treasu rer was 
in structed  to send $200 to  the  treasu re r of 
th e  Am erioan Leagi?«

A  T o r o n t o  D i v o r c e  C a s e .

M essrs. Foster, C larke & Bowes, solici
tors, of Toronto, give notioe th a t  applica
tion  will be m ade to  P a rlia m e n t next 
session on behalf of Andrew Maxwell 
Irv ing , of Toronto, clerk, for a bill of 
divorce from  his wife, M arie Louise Irving, 
form erly of Toronto, now of Buffalo, on 
the  ground of adu ltery . T h is is th e  fourth  
divorce case which the  Senate will have to 
deal w ith next session.

A  F o r g e t f u l  B o y .
Bobbv w as spending the  afternoon a t  h is 

a u n t’s, and  for some m om ents h ad  been 
gazing out of the  window in a  painfully 
thoughtfu l so rt of way.

“ W hat m akes you so serious, Bobby ? ” 
asked h is aun t.

“ W hy, m a to ld  m e th a t  I  m ust rem em 
ber not to ask  for any th ing  to eat, and I ’m 
try ing  to  rem em ber i t .”

H idem aro Namboo, of Jap an , was 
g raduated  a t P rinceton  in 1878. H e is now 
C ourt astronom er a t Tokio. W hen he ac
cepted th e  court appointm ent h is nam e 
was changed to  H idem aro Оkenna. Seeing 
sta rs  rem inds h im  of the  old college days 
when he took p a rt in cane rushes.

Joseph C lark, a boy sent from  Kingston 
to  Penetanguishene some ye.irs ago, escaped 
and arrived  a t his ho ne yesterday, having 
footed i t  all th e  way.

HAT 
A IL S  
YOU?

Do you  feel dull, languid, low-spirited, life
less, and indescribably m iserable, both physi
cally and  m en tally ; experience a  sense of 
fullness o r bloating- a f te r  eating , o r o f “ gone
ness,” o r em ptiness o f stom ach in th e  m orn
ing, tongue  coated, t i t t e r  o r bad taste  in 
m outh, irregu lar appetite, dizziness, frequen t 
headaches, b lu rred  eyesight, “  floating specks ” 
before the  eyes, nervous prostra tion  o r ex
haustion, irritab ility  o f tem per, ho t flushes, 
a lte rna ting  w ith  chilly  sensations, sharp, 
biting, tran sien t pains nere and there, cola 
feet, drowsiness a f te r  meals, wakefulness, or 
disturbed and un refresh ing  sleep, constant, 
indescribable feeling  o f dread, o r o f im pend
ing  calam ity?

I f  vou have all, o r  a n y  considerable num ber 
of these sym ptom s, you  are  suffering from  
th a t m ost common o f A m erican maladies— 
Bilious Dyspepsia, o r Torpid L iver, associated 
with Dyspepsia, o r Indigestion. The more 
com plicated y o u r disease has become, tbe 
grea te r th e  num ber and  d iversity  o f symp
toms. No m a tte r w hat stage i t  has reached, 
D r .  P i e r c e ’s  G o l d e n  M e d i c a l  D i s c o v e r y  
will subdue it, if tak e n  according to  direc
tions for a  reasonable length  of tim e. I f  not 
cured, com plications m ultip ly  and Consump
tion  o f the Lungs, Skin Diseases, H eart Disease, 
Rheum atism , K idney Disease, o r  o ther grave 
maladies à re  quite  liable to  set in and, sooner 
o r later, induce a  fa ta l term ination .

D r .  P i e r c e ’s  G o l d e n  M e d i c a l  D i s «  
c o v e r y  acts pow erfu lly  upon th e  Liver, and 
through th a t g rea t b lood -p u rify in g  organ, 
cleanses the system  of all b lood-taints and im
purities, from  w hatever cause arising. I t  is 
equally efficacious in acting  upou tne  Kid
neys, and o ther excreto ry  organs, cleansing, 
strengthening, and healing the ir diseases. As 
an  appetizing, resto ra tive  tonic, i t  prom otes 
digestion ana  nu trition , thereby building up 
both flesh and strength . In  m alarial districts, 
th is w onderful medicine has gained great 
celebrity in curing  Fever and Ague, Chills and 
Fever, Dum b Ague, and kindred diseases.

D r .  P i e r c e ’ s  G o l d e n  M e d i c a l  D is* . 
c o v e r y

CURES ÄLL HUMORS,
from a  common Blotch, o r Eruption, to  the 
w orst Scrofula. Salt-rheum , “ Fever-sores,” 
Scaly or Rough Skin, in short, all d isease 
caused by bad blood a re  conquered by this 
pow erful, purify ing , and invigorating  medi
cine. G reat E a ting  Ulcers r a p id e  heal under 
its benign influence. Especially has it mani
fested its potency in cu ring  T etter, Eczema, 
Erysipelas, Boils, C arbuncles, Sore Eyes, Scrof
ulous Sores and Swellings, H ip-jo in t Disease, 
“ W hite Swellings,” Goitre, o r Thick Neck, 
and Enlarged Glands. Send ten cents in 
stam ps fo r a  large Treatise, w ith co'orcd 
plates, on Skin Diseases, or the same am ount 
fo r a  Treatise on Scrofulous Affections.
“ F O R  T H E  B L O O D  IS  T H E  L I F E .”
Thoroughly cleanse i t  by  using  D r .  P l e r c e ’ô 
G o l d e n  M e d i c a l  D t s c o v e r y ,  and good 
digestion, a  fa ir skin, b uoyan t epir^s, vita 
streng th  and bodily health  will b e  established

C O N S U M P T IO N ,
which is S c r o f u l a  o f  t l i e  J L u u g s ,  is arrested 
and cured by  th is rem edy, if  taken  in the 
earlier stages o f th e  disease. From  its m ar
velous pow er over th is  te rrib ly  fatal disease, 
when first offering this now world-famed rem 
edy to the  public, Dr. P ierce though t seriously 
of calling i t  his “ C o n s u m p t i o n  C u r e , ”  bu t 
abandoned th a t nam e as too restrictive for 
a medicine which, from  its w onderful com
bination of tonic, o r s trengthening , alterative, 
o r blood-cleansing, anti-bilious, pectoral, and 
n u tritiv e  properties, is unequaled, n o t only 
as a  remedy" fo r Consum ption, b u t fo r a l l  
C h r o n i c  D i s e a s e s  of the

Liver, Blood, and Lungs.
F o r W eak Lungs, Spitting o f Blood, Short

ness o f Breath, Chronic Nasal C atarrh, Bron
chitis, Asthm a, Severe Coughs, and kindred 
affections, it. is an efficient remedy.

Sold by  Druggists, a t  $ 1 .00 . o r Six Bottle.’ 
fo r $ 5 .0 0 .

83^“  Send ten  cents in  stam ps fo r D r. P ierce’s 
book on Consum ption. Address,

World’s Dispensary Medic? I Association,
6 6 3  M a i n  S t .«  B U F F A L O )  N . T .

D  С N  L .  4 3  8 7 .

F8TS !
When I eay cure 1 do Hot m ean m erely to stop them  for •  

tim e and then have them return again. I mean a radical 
eure. I have m ade the d isease o f PITS, EPILEPSY or FALL* 
ING SICKNESS a life-long study. I warrant m y remedy 
to  cure the w orst cases. Because others h -ve  failed is  do 
reason for n ot now receiv in g  a cure. Send at once for •  
treatise  and a  Free B ottle o f m y infallible remedy. GJv* 
Express and Post Office. It  costa you nothing for •  trial, 
and I w ill cure you. Address DR. H. O. BOOT,

Branch Office, 37 longest., Toronto.

D U N N 'S
B A K IN G
P O W D E R

THF m W «

CONSUMPTION.
1 have a p ositive rem edy for the above d isease ; h its и м  

thousands o f cases of t l»  w orst kind an 1 o f long standing  
have been cured. Indeed, so strong -чу faith in Ita 
efficacy, that I wl 1 send TWO BOTTLES *• ** together
With a VALUABLE TREATISE on  this <Uâe*./* « • any 
eufferer. G ive expresr tad  P. O. addresg.

DR. Л à. SLOCUM,

Branch Office, 37 Yonge St,Teneto


