His Un(ﬂ_e’s Heir.

CHAPTER III.

““ Apita, this is my nephew, Frank de
Waldau.?}' : ?- ¥

A slender figure rose from the pile of cush-
1ons in the centre of the great flower-filled
room, a shepely hand was extended, with a
sort of timid graciousness, and Frank found
himself confronting the most beautiful girl
he had ever seen,

Yes—even with Esther Verner's lovely
face freshly present to his lover fancy, he
owned that at once as he gazed with a thrill
of admiring wonder upon the girl who had
ruined all his hopes and perhaps blighted
his life, His first sensation was one of in-
tense surprise, for, when his uncle wpoke of
his wife an aa Italian. he had promptly
imagined a handsome girl of the dusky,

hing-eyed, and raven-haired type; but
here he gazed upon a radiant fairness that
almost aazzled him, on a face that was al-
most angelic in its gentle purity.

She was above the ordinary height of wo-
men, and looked taller still in her lcng
straight dress of creamy white, with features
delicately straight and large serious eyes of
& real violet hme, She had twisted closely
about her small noble head a mass of golden
hair that waved and glittered and seemed
from every silken tendril to refleet the light ;
her mouth was small and beautifully curved,
with the downward droop that gave it in
repoee a rather sorrowf § but when,
as now, she smiled, itd e3 On was won
derfully sweet, -

“* My nephew then, is it not?” she said,
with l{er pretty foreign int _'E‘iun and an
appealing upward glance ; and, though the
smarting sting of his cruel disappointment
of course remainad;' Frank felt all bitterness
die then and there out of his thonghts.

“ Your nephew, certainly,” he said hearti-
ly, '‘and, 1 hope, always your true and
faithful friend, ] : h &

** Thank youw,; my boy!” Sir George's
voice was a little husky, and the hand tbat
rested on Frank's shoulder was hardly so
steady as it might bave been, but the glance
his uncle gave him almost rapaid the young
man for the effort he had made,

F.rtunately the summons to dinper put
an end {o the embarrassing interview, and,
despite his tronbles ard perplexities, Frank
found himseif enjoymng a reslly agreeable
meal. Both Sir George and his young wife
felt that they owed s nething to the young
man who had borne his ill-fortune with so
gallant a grade, and both exerted themselves
to the uttermost to do.him honor, and make

T

him, for a time : t, forget.

So things W :agantly enough until,
just as t!e 4 placed wpon the
table and the _prepsring to

withdraw, Sir" George met his wife's eyes,
and turned to the young man with rather a
nervous emile, :

‘' Another introduction fcp you, Frank,
We always have Master Georgie in at this
time."”

‘‘I am glad to hear it, for I am snxious to
make my yoong cousin’s acqua‘ntince,”
Frenk answ ecred promptly ; and, as he spoke,
the door opened, and the *‘yoang cousin”
came into the room.

*“Come here, George,” said his father ;
the child ran over to Laidy de Walden's
side, and, resting his fair curly head against
her shoulder, stood watching the stranger

with big blue eyes that were .t once shy and
bold.

‘' (reorgie is DW sed t0 seeing people,”
Apita said apologetically, and Frank smiled
and held out both hands as he answered, in
a tone of easy confidence— -

““ But Georgie will come to me.”

Tnoe child looked doubtfully from under
his goft fair curls, but the doubt lasted for
a eecond only ; then he ran over frankly to
the stranger's side, lifted his cherub face for
the strarger's kise, and, a minute or so later,
had climbed upon the stranger's knee, and,
with a plate of fruit b re him, was chatter-
ing away in his broken baby fashion as
though to an old friend,

S r Gzorge lnoked radiantly scros« at the
pair, and, returning his emile, Frank reall
torgot that he had any trouble on his mind.
He was rot surprised as the others were ;
he had a real love for and sympathy with

children, and knew that in turn he possess-
ed a magnetic attraction fer them ; but
this last conquest pleased him "in 'a special

fashion,

“* He is a noble little fellow,” Frank said
cordiaily, and almost without an effort,
when, leading her small son by
Lady de Walden had left the roon
two men were alone, ‘“Afrae De Walden,
though he has nﬁ;;hi' mother's beauty,”

‘‘ You think her beautiful then 3’

Frank smiled, =~ = i Y

** As to that there can be no two opinions,
Her face is perfect, and she is as charming
in manner as in face,”

Sr George ore than

Fpleased with

the words ; but he made no im nediate com-
ment upon them, only nodded hig gray head
once or twice, and sipped his claret in a
meditative fashion, while Frank stared out

into the moonlit splendour of the night with
eyes that were full of troubled thought, and
saw nothing of what they gazed upon so
intently, 3740 gl
Tte first keen plng'-‘ﬁﬁ-- 8t ; there was
very little bitterness in his heart now : bot
a growing terror had taken its place., That
the cruel change in his proepects would
make any change in Essie
moment thought. But what w
Verper say? Frank shivered as
ed the man’s cold gray eyes and resolute
lips when he should hear that hﬁa
80p-1n-law was a poor and prospectla ;
" Frank "—Sir George cleared his throat
with a nervous effort, aad drew his chair a
little nearer to the table— **you have behav-
ed viry generously, my dear boy ; and,
though I cannot thank %uﬁw, IEF

shall not
forget this day's work. I wish to EEEE#HL

had found the courage to tell you two or
three years ago 1"

How fervently Frank echoed that wish !
How much pain that courage would have
spared him | But he only smiled, and his
uncle went on, in the same embarrassed
fashion —

“Of course, you think me an old fool—

don’t take the trouble to deny that, my good |

fellow ; but you don’t yet know what Anita
i, or how our marriage came about,
you patience to hear the story?” ©
Frank was too kiq&-hnﬁtai#". w?gt
was the truth, that his head was atill con
fused and dizzy, and that he could but im-
perfectly follow the detailgof any story told
10 him that night : so he merely murmured
a vague assent, and Sir George, who h%ﬁi’u
head in the palm of his hand and meditative-
ly stroked the p ndent ends of his long gray
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| 1vughed myself, I can tell

Have |

moustache, was quite content w.th this en-
coaragement,

‘* Her father wsas a doctor, a dreamy,
bookish old f:llow, who l'ved in a little fish-
ing-village where I had the good fortune to
be laid up with a smart attack of the local
fever and ague, Ido not think I was ever
in any real danger, or that old Salviati treat-
ed me with any special skill ; but I do know
that his daughter nursed me with the most
&hnulute devotion and tender care, and that,
when 1 saw that aweet serious lace, with its
look of angelic pity, through the feverish
mists that hung about me, I thought the
Madoona in the old vilage church had
stepped down from her century-old frame to
soothe and comfort and heal me,

““ Well, the delirious fancy passed as the
fever abated, and my reason came back, I
knew that Anita Salviati was neither saint
nor angel, enly a good and haautifullgirl to
whom even more than to her father I owed
perhape my life. But I knew much mors
than this, and the knowledge filled me with
such scorn for myeelf as I am sure youn can-
nok feel for me, Frank. I konew that I, who
had cared nothing for women in the spring
time of my life, who had shuoned them in
my maturity, and had as little thought of
ever marrying as of ever being hanged, had
now in my sober age fallen head over ears
in love with this beautiful Italian child,

**“Why do you not langh, Feank? 1
you, and, calling
my pride and sense of the ridiculous to my
ald, strenuonsly combated the idea of yield-
ing to sunch an infatuated fancy., And I
really think I should bave conquered, and
left the place with my secret still untold—
left Aunita to think of me only as a old gen-
tleman deeply grateful for her care, but that
fate 1teelf declared against me and forced me
to yield.,

““One evening I found Anita sobbing
wildly in the little hillside garden, and,
thoagh I entreated her to tell me tue cansa
of her grief, she refused with a vehemence
very foreign to her geatle nature, and darted
into the house. As she did 8o, I chanced to
Iook back and saw a fine-looking yourg man
descending the precipitous path between the
clive trees with reckless haste As he reach-
ed the curve of the road, he turned to glare
vengefully back at the house, and I saw that
his bhandsome Soathern fac: was distorted
with rage,

** The sight impressed me disagreeably. I
knew the childish excitability of the people
among whom 1 dwelt, knew how slight a
cause might send such a man as this into a
foaming frenzy of indigoation that might as
quickly pass away; but there had been
something murderous in that threateniog
look. Iecould not shake off the remembrance,
try as I woald,

‘““ Moreover, who could that familiar, if
uniriendly, visitor ke ? Had I interrupted
a lovers’ quarrel ? If so, then Anita had a
lover—was perhaps betrothed ; the thought
stung me as sharply as the cut of a whip I
resolved t» know the worst, and liid the
whole pvzzle and perplexity of my thoughts
before Doctor Salviati that night.

** He listened arxiously and with a dark-
ening brow to my story of the evening's
ecene, and interrupted me once or twice
with an angry exc'amation ; but he sighed
wearily when my tale was done, and paced
the nariow little rcom with a pitifully help
less look,

“*It was Eker cousin Giusepps, without
doubt,” he muttered uneasily. * And my poor
Anita will never complain !’

‘ * Because her cousin is aleo her lover ?’
I asked, with a ccolness that surprised my-
self ; and I am sure Salviati never guessed
how wildly my heart was beating.’

““*No, indeed ' he said angrily. *The
lad is bard and cruel and wicked, and in her
gentle heart my child detests and fears him;
but he is her ouly relative, her mother's
eister’s child, and she cannot bear to break
with him whoily.’

‘“‘They are not betrothed then '

““*Tne saints forbid I’ the old man answer-
ed, with a shudder. ‘I would rather see
Anita in her grave than in Giuseppe Lani's
power, though in his mad fashion he wor-
ships ber, sn1 he has solemnly sworn, they
tell m2, thas sooncr orlater she shall be his
wife. Heaven help my child when I am no
longer here to protect her | There will be
but one refuge for her then,

““*And that is——'

““The convent She hav but a slender
portion to bring with her; but the holy
mother and the good nuns have known Anita
from her babyhood, and love her well ; they
will take her, I know.’

** I shivered at the eorrowful determina-
tion of his tone. There was something ter-
rible in the calmness with which he devoted
his beantiful child to the living deatn of
conventual life

*** And can you bear to think of Anita as
@ nun, a pale ghostly creature gliding like a
shadow tbrough the world to which she is
united by co human ties?' I cried, trying to
keep every sign of indignation down, but
with only indifferent success, 1 suppose, for
Salviati eyed me with more attention as he
anusﬁur!d gravely—

““'Is it rot better to give her to Heaven
tban to Giuseppe Lani? Aud I have no
other choice,’

““*You have,’ I eaid, the truth that 1 had
sworn to hide for ever forced to my lips at
last, *You can give her to me.’

“*To you,” he echoed confusadly—"* to
you! You are jesting, signor, or——"'

‘“*1 am speaking plain and simple truth,
I love your daughter, as well perhaps as any
younger man could love her, and can give
her at least as much as the convent has to
offer. I know every objection you can make;
I am old, and so unlikely to win the love of
a beautiful young girl that I do not even ask
it; I ask only to be allowed t) make her
happy, to rescue her from her cousin and
the living tomb of a nun,’

“ Well, I may cut my story short,"Frank.
Salviati was not hard to coavince. Perhaps
my money dazzled him, for he was very,
Very poor; but he was a simple-hearted
affectionate natured man, broken in health
and oppreseed with the one great dread thas
he mignt be taken away, and his daughter
left without a friend or protector in the
werld, It is no wonder that the safe shelter
I offered proved an irresistible temptation,

Or that he spared no pains to bring Aunita to
his views,

*He did all the love-makiog, and I was
well content that it should be so, I had no
w.sh to make myself either hateful or ridi-
calous in the girl's eyes; and, playing the
lover's part at my age, I must peeds have
seemed either oie or the other., What
arguments he used 1 cannot say: but the
were successful ; and, when he laid Anita's
hand in mine, 1 saw, with a thrill of plea-
8are, that there wa neither fear nor repugu-
aoce in the beautiful girl-face, that the shy

(

swest eyes upraised themselves to mine with
an innocent childish trust,

“*Make her happy, signor,” posr old
Salviati said below his breath,

““I promised with gratefal fervﬂur‘ that I
wounld, and I think, Heaven helping me,
that I have kept my word." .

Sir aeorge paused and sipped his wine
thoughtfully, and Frank watched him with
a curious smile, hall sympathetic, half
amused, It was so strange to think of his
old uncle being in love, to lisben to the story
of those ante-dilavian hopes and fears, that
he half forgot how deeply it concerned him-
self, Then suddenly, with a sharp ating of
pan, memory woke, and he asked abrupt-

““Bat why did you not announce yoar
marriage, sir, having so little reseon to hide
ic?” '

‘“ No reason at all,” Sir George answered,
twisting his gray moustache a little ruefully;
““ only December's usual craven fear of look-
ing absurd beside his blooming May ; but I
can hardly tell you how things
First I wished Aaita to lesrn to spesk Eng.
lish betore I broaght kec¢ to her Eaglish
heme ; then came Salviati's illness and
death, to say nothing of the birth of our
boy."

““That surely should bave hastened the
declaration,” poor Frank said, a little bitter-
ly, recalling with a fresh twinge of pain all
that that foolish unnecessary mystery meant
to him,

Sir George laid his hand upon the young
man's shoulder with a kindly and entreating
pressure, :

“*Bes wholly generous, Frank," he said
almost wistfully, *“*I koow I have acted
like a fool and a coward ; but do not tell
me 80 very plaiuly that yon share that know-
ledge.”

Frank laughed, and answered lightly—

““You twist my words, sir; but finish
yoar story. Sigonor Salviati is desd, you
and Lwdy de Walden are happy—I want all
the characters disposed of. What became
of Giaseppe Lani 1" .

Sr (eorge emiled, and shook his gray
head

'* He was rather a shadowy characcer,
Frank, I never saw him but that once, It
seems he went to sea that night, and whether
he was drowned or so disgusted with the
place that he did not choose to retura no-
body knows ; the only certain thing is that
Porto Rico saw him no more, I am sure
that for the first few months of our marriage
Anita lived in a constant terror that her
father fully shared ; but of course that died
out at last, I do not suppose that any one
in the village regretted the young desperado
much ; I am quite sure 1 did not. Bat
enough of him. Let ustalk of yoar prospects
now,"

Feank'as face flashed ; and he drew his
chair back into the shadow, unwilling that
his uncle should see all the pain and trouble
it revealed,

““I think the best thing, in the circum-
stances, will be for me to sce Mr. Verner
and tell him exactly how matters stand,”
Sir George said hesitatingly, ** What do
you say, Frank? You koow your future
father in-law’'s peculiarities better than I
can guess them,"

Frank did not anywer immediately ; ha
knew that for him to try to explain mnatters
to Mr, Verner while the latter still smarted
under the shock of an immense disappoint-
ment would be only to court a rebuff. If
Essie’s father had never said in so many
plain words that he gave his daughbter to
the future Lord of De Walden Court, he bad
at Je wst let his feeling be very clearly under-
stood. The young man recalled, with a
painful little flush, the eager interest wich
which ke bad studied the De Walden peli-
gree and computed the De Walden acres,
the faoncy pictures he had drawn of pretty
Essie, installed as Lady Bountiful and mis-
tress of the quaint old Manor House, He
never for an instant seemed to think that
his son-in-law's life could be in any way in-
fluenced by his profession.

It was only the other day, the young man
reinembered bitterly, that Essie herself had
called her father to account for this curioas
peculiarity of his,

““Why, papa,” she cried, opening her big
eyes widely, and shaking back the dusky
perfumed love-locks that clustered about her
pretty head, ** you talk as though we were
oaly to live for and at Ds Walden ! Frank
does not reign there yet, you know ; and,
even when he does, he will still have his
profession. How would you like a Loard
Ubaocellor for a son-in-law 1"

Mr. Verner laughed at the groterque sag-
gestion as he looked down at the lovely up
turned faca and rattled the soversigns com-
fortably in his troueers pocket; but he
ans weied 1t seriously all the same

*I should not care much about him, Es-
si¢; I prefer Frank as he is, Auny clever fel-
low, with luck and working-powers, may
mount the woolsack; but it takes some cen-
turies to givea man an historic name and
such a fine old ivy-grown herritage as De
Walden Court.”

Fraok had laughed carelessly at the pom-
pous words then; but they came back sharp-
ly to his memory now, and the pang they
cost him wrung a little weary sigh from his
lips,

plt was echoed by one from Sir George's,
The latter pushed his glass away, and said
in a disappointed tone— .

‘1 mee you do not approve my propcsition,
You think by interfering I should only
make matters worse,"”

“By no means, sir," Frank answered,
rousing himself at cnoe, aud speaking with
unmistakeable ear eaimees and sincerity, ‘I
think 1t mora than poseible that Mre, Verner
would listen with something like decent
civility to you. To me—in the first flush of
his indignation—he certainly would not,”

“Very well then, I will try my luck to-
morrow,”

Frank tugged thoughtfully at his mous-
tache, and tried in a quick fancy sketch to
bring the interview before him, and bring
it to a satisfactory conclusion  But in this
latter attempt at least he utterly failed:;
even had there been no illusion to destroy,
no painful revelation to make, Sir George de
Walden and Constantine Verner were men
g0 diametrically opposite that he could not
imagine them coalescing,

“I—1I am afraid you will find the taek you
undertake no easy one,"” hesaid, with a faint
smile, *“'Mr. Verner is—="'

**A man who, through my instrumentali-
ty, has been deceived, whote hopes I have
rauised 1n an unjustifiable fashion—therefore
a man who has every claim upon my for-
bearance,” Sir George finished grandly.
“*Yoa need uot think my temper will fail
me, 'rank, even if I do have to listen to a
few hard words, I shall let Mr, Verner's
indignation exhaust itself, and then, as he

drifted on, 1

calms down, appeal to him, as a seusible

I

man of the world, to listen Lo a just snd
rearonable propesition.”

S'r George was g0 evidently delighted with
and confdent in the success of his plan that
Frank had not the heart to put forward any
further objection; besides, it was so easy
and pleasant to catch the infection of thre
old man's hope, to believe and think that,
where 80 moch—the happiness of his whols
life, thought the poor young lover—was at
stake, all must go well.

“Well, you will do your best, I know,
#ir; and, when your interview with Mr,
Verner is over, provided that it does nos
end in a qumar .

““Ae I promise yon it shall not,” Sir
George broke in lightly, “Well, whea your
amicable conference 18 at an end—what
then ?"

“Why, then you will sce Essie,” the young
fellow answered, with a broken laagh; "‘and
then you will understand.”

“How much I have made you suffer in
these twenty-four hours of suspense!” Sir
George said, resting his hand with an ear-
nest kind pressure on his nephew’s arm,
“Bat it wiirbt ¢ver when I eee you again,
and your happiness will be assured on a
firmer and safer basis than it has had yet. I
do not, will not doubt of my snccess, and
you must not doubt it either; in fact, my
greatest anxiety is now—Miss Essia her-
self."

““You need not doubt her; she
of unselfishness, sir,”

“No doubt; but you have raised my ex
pectationa rather high, you must admit:
and, if [ find her anything short of porfec-
tion in female form, I shall not think her
worthy of your eulogium, or, indeed, of my
nephew Frank,"

Frank did not answer: but his smils was
eloquent enough, He had n» doabt of Ejs.
sie’s perfections, no fear that his uncle would
fail to recognise them at first sight,

(TO BE CONTINUED,)
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MONEY IN BASE BALL.

——

Some of the Men who have Grown Rich
on the Nation Game,

The salary of the professional base ball
player is something often talked abont, and
the figures are generally placed too high,
but for an actual fact the professional player
of to-day, providing he possesses aoility of
the right order, fares better than the
ordinary member of any other profession,
Al Spalding, the Prasident of the Chicago
Club, ig perhaps the richest man in the busi.
ne to-day, and Al Beach, the organizer of
the Pail nrlyﬂlphia. Club, is ancther who has
laid away something for a rainy day, Spald-
mng's wealth is estimated at between $200,-
000 and §300,000, and Reach’s possessions
ars placed at the same fijurss, Big-hearted
Jim Mutrie organiz:d the Metropolitan Club
of New York, and cleared nearly $100,000
the first season, but none of the moaey went
to Jim, and he is as poor to-day as when he
started out. Billy I_Elllrnfﬂ played in bsttar
luck than Mutrie. He and Mauck. a Balti-
more bill poster, placed the Baltimore
American team in the field last year, and
scored a great hit, the club making nearly
865,000 its first year, with the pros-
p-ct of nearly doubling that amount this,
Four years ago Barnie came here with the
Atlantics and hadn't 50 to his pame. To-
day he can draw his check fer $50.000, or
eomething not much lees than that amount,
and this is doing pretty well for one who
started out with the reputation of beiog a
broken-down catcher, Emil (Grees, who
catches for the Chicago Unions in their
coming games here, owns £50,000 worth of
real estate in Chicago, but this does ot re-
present his earnings, he having fallen heir
to the property. Mike McGeary has made
enough money out of base ball to buy sevaral
houses in Philadelphia, and Anson of the
Chicagos has bought a farm with the pro-
ceeds of his earnings, and also owns stock in
the Chicago Club,

George Wright owns quite an establish-
ment in Boston, and Harry Wright, now
managing the Phnilsdelphia Club, is also
doing well, but neither have more wealth
than they know what to do with. O the
5%, Louis players vunlap of the Unions is
the most solid man, while Gleason of the
American team owos the house he lives in,
and is pretty well fixed financially, George
Strief ownes a neat home in Cleveland, and
Latham is another thrifty and well to-
do player. But these men are about all there
are of the present and of the old rank and
tile who are even well-to-do. Of course
others have made money in the buasiness,
but they did not belong to the old raaks.
Lew Slmmons, for example, knew but little
about base ball until about three years ago,
when he, Sharsig, and Mason organized the
Athletic Club and the trio since that time
have c'eared between $200,000 and $300 000
on the veoture., Theirs was the greatest
success, financially, ever scored in the base
ball worid,

Toe poorest paid club in the American
Ansociation to-day is the Louisville, Nearly
all wers frightenel into signing $1,000 con-
tracts. This gave the players no money to
spead for whiskey, or something worse, and
as a result they are in fiest class fix and

laying first-class ball. The New York
ague team of last year, which was called
“The $40,000 Gilt-edge Nine,"” made the
poorest kind of a recoru for itsslf, the time
of the players being mostly taken up in
spending their ealaries, instead of training
and getting in trim fo- play, The Chicago
nine of this year, perhaps the highest salaried
nine in the League, seems to be following in
in the rut of last year's New York Club, and
the high-salaried nine which represents St,
Louis in the American Association is not
doing so well this year as it did last, when
1ts salary was not so high,—8¢. Louis C'ritic.
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The Thermometer.

Mr. R. H. Scott, President of the Royal
Meteorological Society, London, has com.
piled some interesting notes on the history
of the thermometer. The name of the actual
inventor of the instrument is unknown, and
the earliest mention of it as a scientific ap-
Elianae, then fifty yeara old, was in a work

y Dr. B Fludd, published in 1638, As to
the instrument as it now exists, Robers
Hooker suggested the use of the freszing
point, Halley the beiling point, and the gub.
suitution of mercury for spirit, and Newton
blood heat. Fahrenheit, although a Ger
man by birth, was a protege of James 1.,
and died mm Eagland, Reaumur's thermo-
meter In its final form owes its origin to
Do Lne ; and although the centigrade ther-
mometer is almost univereally attribated to
Ualsius, it was really invinted by Linnmas,
Celsiug’ instrument had its scale the reverse
way, the boiling émint being 0 ° and the
fre«zing point 100 ©,
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MORSELS FOR E%TH]{.&Y CONTFMPLA-
'TON

~he neglects her heart who a‘ﬂiea her
glass,

Time is the old justice that examines all
offenders,

There is nothing that fea~or
make men helieve,

Ma‘riage anitss for life two peopla who
acarcely kaow each other.

Exper'eace is & trophy compased of al| the
weapons we bave been woanded wi.h,

The history of all the world tall us that
immeral means will ever intercept good
ends,

No aot will be considersd as blameles; un.
leas the will say so0, for by the will the act
was dictated,

It is cne of the worst of errors to tuppose
that there is nay other path of safety ex:ept
that of duty,

We seldom condemn mankind till they
have iujured us, and when they have we
seldom do anything but detest them for the
injury,

Old age ia the night of lifs, a8 night is ths
old age of day. Stillight is full of magai-
ficenca ; and, for many, it 18 more brlliant
that the day,

Moaey and tims are the heaviest burdens
of life, and the unhappiest of all mortals are

those who have more of either than they
know how to use,

No one loves to tell a tale of scandal but
him that loves to hear it. Lizarn, then, to
rebuk s and silence the distracting tongue by
refusing to hear,

A right mind and generous affsction has
more beanty and charms than all othier sym-
metries in the world besides, and a gain of
honest and nitive worth is of more value
thanjall the adventurous ornaments, estate or
preferments, for the sake of which sime of
the betier sort so oft turn koaves,
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Catarrh— A New Treatment.

Perhaps the mo: t extraordinary success that
has been achieved in modern science has been
attained by the Dixom Treatmeat of Catarrh.
Oat «f 20,0 patients treated during the past
81X months, fally uinety per canr.ia?a heen
cured of this stubborn malady. This is none
the lesa startling when it is remembered that
not flve per cent, of the patients presenting
themselves to the regular practitioner are
benefitted, while the patent medlcines and
oiher aavertised cures never record a cure at
all. Btarting with the claim now gensrally
believed by the most scientific men that
the disesse is due to ths presence of liy-
ing parasites in the tissues, Mr, Dixon at
once mdapted his cure to their exter
mination ; this accomplished the catarrh
18 practically cured, and the permanency is un-
questioned, as cures effected by him four years
ugo »re cures stil'. No one else has ever at
tempted to cure catarrh in this manner, and no
oth*r treatment has ever cured catarrh. The
application of the remedy is simple and.can be
done at home, and the present season of the
year 13 the mosat favorable for a #peedy and
permanent cure, the majority of cases being
cured at one treatment. Sufferers should Cor-
respond with Measrs. A. H, DIXON & SON 305
King=street West, Toronto, Canada, and enclose
stamp for their treatise on catarrh.— Montreal

Star.

Urually speaking, the worst bred person
la company is a young traveller juss return-
ed from abroad.

The Great Infl ammatory Ramedy,

Nerviline, the latest discoved pain
remady, muy safely challenge the wo-ld for
a sibs‘itate that will as sp-edily and
promptly check inflammuatory action. The
bigbly pencteating properties of Nerriline
make 1t never failing in all cases of
rheumatiem nsuralgia, cramps, pains in the
back and side, heaiache, lumbago, ete, It
poss:eses marked stimulating and coanter
irritant properti-s, and at oace subdues all
inflamm story action, Ormand & Walsh,
druggists, Peterboro’, writes: * Ouar cas-
tomers spesk well of Nerviline.” Nervilins
may be tested at the small sum of ten
cents, as you can buy a sample bettls for

hope doz3 not

that sum at eny drog store. Large bottles
25 cents, Try Nerviline the great internal
snd external pain cure. Sold by all

oruggists and country dealers,

They who do speak 11l of themselves do so
mostly as the surest way of proving how
modest and candid they are,

Oh | how tired and weak I feel, T don't believe I will
ever get through this Spring house-cleaning | Oh yea you
will f you take a bottle or two of Dr. Oarson’s Stomach

Bitters to purify your blood and tone up the system. In
arge bottlea 50 canba,

What is often taken for decision of chare
acter is nothing but bigotry,

Young Men! Read This.
The Voltaic B 1t C»., of Marshall, Mich,,

offer to send their celebrated E'ectro-
Volatic B:lt and other Klectric Appliancas
on trial for thirty days, to men (young or
old) afll cted with nervous debility, loss of
vitality and manbood, and all  kindred
troubles.  Also for rheumatism, neuralgia,
paralysis, and maoy other diseases. (Tom.
pete restoration to health, vigor and man.
hood guarsnteed. No risk is incurrad as
thirty days trial is allowed. Write them
at on:e for illustrated pampbl t free,

Of all the thraads of a discourse original-
ity needs less waxing, .
Dame Experience

Do=s no% conduct a select school, yet her
charges for tution ere seldom emall, The
trainiog imparted has current value everys-
whers, and for this rearon she can demand
arbitrary compliance with her wishes Ona
of her appr:ciated maxims is to get the best
value for your monsy yon can, Shun the
infer‘or and dangerous, even if cheap, Thera-
fore don't buy substitutes for that invaluable
article—Putnam’s Painless Corn Extractor,
the always eure, eafe and painlessco n ram-
edy. Putnam’s never fails, is painless,
prompt and 2ertam. Baware ot sabstitutes,
Sold everywhere by draggists and country
dealers,

The horn of plensy will soon empty, un-
less corked with economy,

For brilliancy, durability, econo ny znd
simplicity of use, the Triangular Dyes stand
pre-emincnt, KEqually reliable in dark and
light shades. Try oae package and be cone-
vinced, 102,

No man can gain success
dits of the unsuccessful,

There are lots of people going around grumbling, and
half sick at the Stomach all the time; who might be
;:.u-i: nud happy, llfltlmj'uunly used D:l l&'-‘l.mﬂn'u Stomach
Jitters ocoasionally. 18 & splendid Blood Purifier®
All Druggists B0 centa : y

A Swiss doctor, who had leost everything
at Monaco and had vainly applied for the
means of returning homs, has committed
sulctde,  This is raid to be the thirty-sec.
ond case of the kind this B°ason,

A, P. 185,
EFOR SA X

On tha Sacred Hill, 142 acres, within fiftean

minutes walk of the New School at Manitowan-

without the plaus

ing. Beautiful situation, well watered, and
cheapas dirt, Enquire at Box 33, Pnrrrhﬂuund.




