THE STORY OF MY LOVE.

CHAPTER L

Mine—all mine! Mins the grand sweep
of meadow-land, green and iertila._ looking
like a sea of gold vshen the wind stirred the
yellow buttercups! Mine the range of purple.
tinted hills that lay in the distance, clothed
with trees which bad been the growth of
centuries | Mine the pine forest stretching
down to the sea, with its rich aromatio od-
ours, and its never ceasing music a8 the
wind swayed the heads of the stately pines !
Mipe the shady woods with thkeir open

lades, their leafy cloisters, where the sun-

ight fell on the sward, filtered, as it were,
throogh the boughs of the inter’acing trees,
where the wild.-lowers grew in lavishabund-
ance—a lovely werdant kingdom wherein
the merry brown hares roamed at will and
the bright-eyed squirrels leaped fesrlessly
from bough to bough | Mine the magnifi-
cent gardens said to be the finest, the most
extenslve, and the best laid out in the
country, with their wealth cof ferneries, and
greenhouses, fountains, and statuary ! Mine
the fine trout stream that ran through the
wide domain | Mine the numberlees little
brooks that meandered along peacefully and
found their way to the river Floy, and
were then swept on to mingle their waters
with the ever restless cocan! Mipe the grand
old maneion called Jesmond Hall, one of the
most ancient and picturesque houses in the
country, a stately pile of gray stone stand-
ing on the elope of a hill ! Originally it had
been a castle, held by one of the early Sax-
on chiefs. It had changed bands many
times, and had been added to, taken from,
and altered until it became what it was now
a confusion of architectural styles, in which
the original was almost obliterated by the
later additions ; yet withal it was a pictur-
esque home, The tarraces and gardens had
a gentle slope, and the deep swift river
Floy ran at the foct of the hill ; and in the
distance there was a gl mpse of the blae
watere of the sea—for Jesmond stood cn the
fair coast of Hampshire. Mine the fine nld
ruins, with their ivy-clad wal's and well-
Ereear?&d keep ! Mine all the wealth that

ad been hoarded in hidden coffers, the
countless thousands that had been acenmn-
lating for lﬂn% yesrs | Mine the diamonde
and rare jewels— Jesmond heirlcoms ! Mine
the pictures—literally worth a king's ron
som—the fine cld silver, the treasanres of
gold, of rare old china, of buhl, of jaspor,
and of marqueterie—all that the oid Hall
contiined was mine—all mine!

As I, Felicia Gordon, stood on the summit
of the stcep grassy hill, everything on which
I gazed was my own, except the vast ex-
pavse of sea which bounded my estate on
the soutk,

I was pot vain; but, looking back, I
should imagine that my heart swellad at
that momeat with a sense of my own im-
portance. Oa this large domaiu there were
many tenante, Pretty little farms nestled
in the velleys, quaint old-fashioned home-
steads dctted the meadows, the stragglin
little village of Mead was all mine, and
owaed miny houees in the town that lay
nearest to the Hall—Honton ; g0 that num-
bers of men, women and chil fren were de-

ndent c¢n me, miny lives lay as it were
in my kand ; and on ths bright May morn.
ing, when I stood on the hill tip, lcoking
over my minjiature kingdom. my heart and
mind were full of gosd resolutions,

Thie splendid fortane which had come so

unexpectedly 1o me shculd not be speat on
myeelf in lavish loxury, in gaieties, trivoli-
ties, or tenseless extravagance. That I seri-
outly resolved. Haaven had given it to mse,
and I would do good with it and use it wise-
ly. There should be no bitter abject poverty,
no sickness should go unrelieved, tkere
should be no want of education on my fair
estate of Jesmond? I would be queen and
mother to my people. My heart waimad to
them yearned over them, as I s'ood and
contemplat:d bhow bounteously Dane Na-
ture haddealt with the fraitful lanis before
me. No motherless children stoald weep on
there fertile lands, My first undert iking
would be an orphanage, to be built down by
the sea, yet so near Jermond that I could
vis t it every day., Noold men or old wo-
men should live halfstarving and die forlorn
within the 1 mifs of my domain, fir I woull
have almkouases that should yet be comfor:-
able homes. The sick should not lie neg-
lected and helpless in the cottages that were
mine, for I woild build a large hospital
near the village of Mead, where the air was
clear and bracing, The children should have
their schools and play grounds and eduoca-
tion should be free to all. I would be queen
and mothker in a true and real sense to thoss
whom Heaven had in a measure confiied to
my charge, My heart and soul were fired
with these rosolves,

The blue heavens shone above me ; the
yieldiog earth Jaughed beneath my feet; the
air was full of the luscious odours of May,
the scent from the pine forest, the br ns
from tte sea, and nearer to me came heavi-
ly-laden gusts of perfame from lilac and
magnolia blossom, I shall rever forget the
moment wken, standing cn the green hill
top, the shining, shimmering sea in the dis-
tance, I regstered my vow to live for
others and not for myself alone,

The will which gave me all this wealth
wes indiepufably clear and simple, and had
in ituo flaw. My uncle Sir William Jes-
mond had but one son, Paul, who was his
natural heir and successor,

The Jesmonds of Jesmond Dene wers a
very old family, but at the time when my
story begins their number had greatly de-
cr¢ased, They had died away—fathers, mo-
thers, sisters and brother—until there was
no one left of the once numeious race ex.
cept Sir Wilpiam, the owner snd lord of
Jesmcnd Dene, and his sister, my mother,
Tereia Jesmond,

Sic Wilham was at heart a miser, He
loved money for its own sake, and the gight
of it never failed to bring a smile to his hard
mesn face. Although my mother was his
own and only sister, when she married he
gave her no dowry, but very unwillingly
made her a preent of a few hundrad pounds
with an intimation that she must ask for
no more, She never did : but in those days,
when she deplored my uncle’s meanness, she
never thought that all his gold was accum-
ulating for me,

My mother had married a clergyman, the
Rev. Arthur Gorden, and I was their only
child, They both died when I was a girl of
thirteen, and my father's sister, Aonette
Gordon, took charge of me.

Sir William Jesmond was married, and a
gson and heir had been born unto him ; but
in his lifetime the home a% Jesmond Dene

was not a haypy one, I went there once.
Lady Jesmond had ssked aunt Anneite to
bring me for the summer h«lidays, and I
wefl remember the magnificent old house
with its {reasures. the gardens and groun 1s,
the woods and the sea. I ‘remember Sir
William. a tall epsre man with a mean face
ond small cunning eyes ; I vividly recollect
Lady Jesmond, a faded elegant woman, who
seemad to weto be tired of life; but 1 re-
member best of all my handsome bright-
faced cousin Paul, 1 was thirteen years of age
then, he five years older. Ha was very kind
to me, and I loved him wita all the ardor of
achildish love. He wae a young prince and
a veritable hero in my eyes.

* Cheer up, Felic'al” he would eay to me
twenty times a day. ‘I am going out to see
the world, and, when I have seen it, I shall
come home and marry you,”

“But Sir William will never give us any
money,” I woold remark, with a keen
conviction that nothing could be done with-
out it,

**1 will make plenty of money, dear, My
father may keep his,” he would anawer
cheerfully,

And, of all the memories of my girlhood
that of my handscme, gen rous Jaughter-lov-
ing cousin stands out the brightest and the
Fest. How little I dreamed in those days
that I should ever take his place!

My life was spent quietly enough with
my aunt Annette, She had a small anouity,
out of which she fed, clothed, and educated
me for [ had pot in the wide world one shil-
ling of my own.

It may be imagined therefore what a
change it was for me—a pennilesy orphan—
when I became sole heiress of Sir William
Jesmond of Jesmond Dens, his land, shares,
nntold gold, all mine.

Lady Jesmond died when her ron was
nineteen, and after her death, Sir William
brcame. if poesible, a greater miser than
ever, anl almost refused himself the necess-
sries of life. None but the old servants
bound by strong ties ty the family would
tolerate his meanners : even his son ‘Paul
could not endure it. He wanted to see the
world. as he had al way desired, snd, after
many dispates and argumerts, Sir William
purchased ior him a commission in the —th
Hus ars, Three months after he joined the
regiment it was ordered off to India, and
Paul thankfully embraced the opportunity
of gotting away trom the paternal roof and
“‘seeing the world” at the eame time. Five
years passed, and there was little c'mmuni-
cation between father and son. Sir Williams
was a wretched, miserable life, and it ended
as miserably as it had bcen spent. He wae
found dead in his chair, holding in his hand
a letter written by Colonel Brownlow, of
the —th Huosears, telling him that his son
Captain Paul Jesmond had died suddenly of
a malignant fever without having had time
to write him one word of farewell,

The old Baronet bad never seemed to care
much for either his wife or child, but that
letter killed him. He had given his life, his
heart, his soul, tc gold—he had worshippd
big accumulating wealth to the exclusion of
everything else in life ; yet he could not
live on, knowing that his handsome, care-
lees, generous 01 had been enatched away
in the bloom of early manhood, and he,—
bis father—denied the consolation of one
parting word or one last look at the face he
loved.

Sir Willism was baried in due course :
and, when his will was read, it was made
clear that I, Falicia Gordon, was sole heiress
of all his weilth, The terms of the will
were simple enongh. He left everything he
bhad in the world—land, houses, money,
acrip, and shares—to his son Paul Jesmond.
If his son married and had issue, the prop-
erty, wasto descend intaot to his eldest fon,
If Paul Jeemond died uamarried, it was to
go without reserve to his niece Felicia Gor-
don, the only child of Tereea Gordon, his
sister, It was to descend to her children if.
she married ; if she did not, it passed to
some distant relatives to whom Sir William
had alwaye entertained a strong antipathy,
That [ was next of kin there was no doubt,
Sir Willism was dead, Paul was dead ;
Jesmond Dene, with its rich TeVenues, was
mine,

It way ewrly in February when I come
with aunt Auoette to take possession of my
new home, and it was the beginning of May
when I made my resolve to live for others
and not for myself,

I had been at Jesmond Dane, about three
mcnths, and had grown to love the place
and the people I had just begun to put my
philanthropic resoluticns into shape, and
my buildings were slowly rising beneath the
bands of the many workmen engaged. The
grand old mansion had been renovated—
some of Sir Willam’s hoarded thousands
had beeo spent upon it —and the grounds
ani gardens had been rescued from the
weeds and long standing neglect. I had in-
creased my staff of servants—indeed every.
thing was in the very perfection of order—I
was unboundedly happy. I was to be happ.
pier still, although the full light of the sun
was hidden from me for the present,
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CHAPTER II.

A smile cam> over the kindly face of my
aunt Aunt Annette when 1 told her of my
resolves,

“Mother and queen !” she repeated. ‘I
wish you health, strength, and wisdom to
keep to them,"

Tne May sun never shone on a brighter
fate than mine oron a lighter heart. 1t was
true the shadow of death lay over my new
inheritance : but then I had seen my uncle
ooly once,and that some years before, For
the bright-faced handsome cousin dead ina
far-off land I had the deepest pity, aund one
of my ftirst acts was to erect to his memory
a beautiful marble cross—and that mem-
orial was always surmounted by fragrant
flowers.

All the novelty of my position had died
away when the month of May came round,
I might have boen Miss Gordon of Jesmond
Dene all my life, everything came so nature-
ally to me, [lhe tenants liked and {rustsd
me, the servants showed me absoluta de-
votion ; my buildings were all in process ;
my auntand I were happy beyond words in
the grand ¢ld mansion, Ouar neighbors had
cilled upon us ; but it was too soon after
Sir Wilham's death for us to receive or pay
visita, We were happy cnough without
that—indeed the hours of the day were not
suffiziently long for all the pleasant occu.
pations we found to engage us. Aunt Ann-
ette was as young at heart as | was myself
and, when tho moon was silveriag the
ripples of the sea. it was no unusuil thing
for us to wander down to the shore and

gaz2 in rapturous awe and delight at the ma.
jestic scene befors us.

I was nearly twenty when this great'

change of fortane came to me, but still a girl
in lightness of heart, in want of knowledge
of the world an 1 ita ways—a girl, with all a
girl's fresh innocent love of fun and frolic.
I had had no lover; my heart was fresh and
wn tonched,

It is a hard thing for a girl to tell her
own love-story as 1 have to tell mina—to
te'l of the dresm tnat came to ma b fore |
knew that my fair inheritance was to be
the ecens of a tragedy—to disclcss the
beautiful love dream tbat came to me a3
the revelation of a newer, brighter, higher
lifa than any 1 had yet known.

In the ssme green county, on the shers of
the rama ghining sea, stood an old macsion
called Danrcon. It was larger than Jes
mond Dene, though not quite so pictures que;
gtill there were not many finer old
places than Danroon. The great featurs of
it was the river Doon, which ran through
the grounds, From the hill-ton I could see
the tall towers and turrets of DD inroon the
ancestra! home of the Saxons,

When we had besn some timeat Jeamond
Dene, Lady Saxon called upon vs, and was
pleased from the first moment she raw me
to take great interest 10 me,

‘The Jesmonds and the Saxons have
been friends for many generations,” she
aaid: ‘‘they have loved and intermarried. It
seems strange that you and I—you a young
woman and I an old one—should be the
sole repreeentatives of two such ancient
families,”

“B it you have a son,” I remarked —for I
had heard much of Lord Saxon,

“*I do not mean that,” she interrupted
hastily. “'Of course my son is the represent.
ative of the Saxons. What I intended to
say was that it seems strange we ghonld
both have the care of boase and estate, My
son is away in Italy, and | do know when
he will return,” Here she lookad at ms with
sudlen emotion in b r face, My aon is
more then the whole world to ms,” ahe
went on. ‘"He is the very core of my heart,
the very light of my eyes. The world is
shadow to me but he stands out clear and
distinct. It 1s the great pain of my life that
he lives away from me, that he seems to
love art better than paturs, Italy better
than Englani, I cannot understand it : but
it im0,

Lady Saxon was still a handsome waell.
preserved woman, with a penchant for rich
dresees an 1 costly furs, diamonds and price-
less laca. I had heard others say that her
son was “‘art mad.” He had now been five
years from home, during which time his
mother had lived at Dunvroon, and had
managed everything for him, Indeed it was
often said that but for his mother's ¢ mting-
al menticn of him Lord Saxon would have
been forgotten on his own estate, My aant
and I both liked Lady Saxon, and 1 often
listened pitiently by the hour while she ex-
patiated upon the virluea of her darling son
He was the handsomest, the dearest, the
best, There was no face, no voice like his.
The only flaw in his otherwise perfect char-
aster was that he wouald loiter in Italy in-
stead of coming home,

““Have you ever dreamed how beantiful a
man's face can be?’she asted ms, *'Imagine
one that is dark, proud, tender, and imper
ious, drawin 7 the hearts ot all women who
look upon it—a face that seems alwaysraised
to the skies and hardly to ses the lowly earth,
That 18 my son,  Heis like that. I have
geen women waltch for the gleam of his eyes,
for his smiles, for tha words from his lips;
but he did not see them, He sees the stars
that illumine the skies, but he does not see
the daisies that grow inthe fields, When
you come to Daoroon, I will show vau his
portrait, and when you see his face you will
understind batter,”

So it happened that I thought a great
deal and formed a very high opinion of Lord
Saxon because his mother talked to me in-
cessently and almost always in praise of
him,

““If ke were but more like other men '
sbe would eay, with a sigh, “‘if he had am-
bition, I should not care at what he aimed.
He thinks more of a broken statue than of a
seat in Parliament. An old picture has a
greater charm for him than any wordly hon-
ors. Mousie, painting, aund eculpture are the
three thines he loves best: and he is an Fog-
lish nobleman, master of a large estate, and
head of a grand old race!” |

I veatured to tuggest that all noblemen
need not have the sam» tastes: but she was
dissatisfied because her son frittered away
his time and his opportunities upon art in-
stead of cultivating the ordinary life of an
Eogl'sh nobleman,

“*“My husbund,"” she said, ‘““was a staunch
Conservative, yet I do not believe that my
son kuoows the difference between a Waig
and a Tory, My husbani never allowed
one foot of timber to be cut down on his es-
tate;my son writes always about the presery-
ation of pictures. Bat he is 8o good that
I ought to be ashamed to grumble at his one
great failing,"

“My son is a dreamer of dreams,” she told
me one morning, when she had driven over
to Jesmon 1 Dene, ““He is led astray by a
Fm—uinnate love of beauty, He detects love-
iness where others see none. The curve ot
an arm, the graceful arch of a neck, the
beauty of adark straight brow, delight him,
Hyis, in fact, cneof those peopls, half art.
1st, half genius, who ‘can hear a leaf fall,’
D) you know all that that phrase means?"”

"I can imygine it,"” I rapﬁm’l.

"My scn has a theory that the world can
be set straight by a right understanding of
beauty, and by 'a proper cultivation of it,
He is a dreamer in a world of stern reality,
and some day or other I am sorely afraid his
dreams will bring kim bitter sorrow. If he
would but marry!”

“That would perhaps cure him of dream-
g, I said laughingly.

After that we paid a visit to Dunroon,
While aunt Annette talked to some visitors,
Lz:ijy Saxon, addressing me in a low voice,
Bald—

“Come with me to my boudoir. My
son's portrait hangs there, and I want you
to aee it.”

I went with her, There was a strange
wild beating at my heart, a strange sense of
something unusual, I felt more as though

I were going to gee a liviog person than a |

pieture,

The boudoir was an elegant room facing
the west; a soft light fell on the picture of
the master of Dunrocn, Lord Saxon

We stood silent before it. She did not
even turn to me and say, ‘ That is my son,”
Looking at the portrait, I seemed to koow
by inatingt wly ne could not belp his luva of
beauty, and why ,women loved him aa they
looked npon him, It wae a handsome, evan
fascinating face, The kingly poise of the
head, the well chiseled features, the dark
straight brows, the keen dark eyes that
seemed fall of pride and passion—eyes that
had in them the power of controlling others

—the ehap:ly mouth, combining the firm-
ness of a man with the tenderness of a wo-
man—the face altogether was one that scen
either 1n a picture or in real life must haunt
ou for ever, The eyes looked into mine as
stood silently marvelling at the beauty
portrayed oa the canvass,

‘That is my 8>n," said Lady Suxon, after
we bad gaaedfor some time npon the strange-
ly fascinating pictare.

Why did I stand there with fast beating
heart and flushed face? Why did my hands
tremble? Why did those dark tender eyes
flash into mine as it were?! I turned to her
ladyship.

‘*What is y cur son's nime?” I asked,

“Lionel,” she answeread, smiling; “'but at
home he was always call=d ‘Neilo,”

Again [ relapsed into silence,

*‘His face is full of power,” said his moth-
er proudly,

“Yes," [ anawered, with uncinecious pro-
phecy; ‘bat the power is lnweat, It will
not develop yet. @ He must dream out his
dreams, and then——"

““Ah, then!" his mother echoed, with a

sigh,

g[ had re2n no face like the one befors ms,
I had not believed that nature was so lavish
in  the bestowal of her riches upon mor:al
man, I went home haunted by Lord Sixon’s
portrait. If I looked at the western sky
where the great rosy clouds were gathered,
1t was there; if I looked along the serried
rows of dark pine trees, it was there; when
the moon shone out at night, and I walked
down to see it glittering on the sea, the face
wasé there. It camato me in the starlight,
in my dreams, in therays of the sun. I eaw
it in the chalica of the white lilies and the
hearts of the red roses,

*I am haunted,” I said to myself, And
even as the face seemed to be photographed
on my brain, 80 the name rang like music in
my ears, “"Nello, Nellol” The birds sang it,
the wind whispered it, and I laughed at my
atrange fancies,

(To BE CONTINUED).
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The Armless Artict of Antwerp,

la Aatwerp the only one of these mechan.
ical artists who has gained more than’a bare
subsistence is “‘Felix," a man born without
hands or arme, but who uses his feet lnstead,
and with such dexterity that he paints thrze
pictures while the every day younz man
whom nature has in no way dietinguished
barely gets through two of the same sizs,
N:edless to say, Felix finds customers whiles
betier pictures than his rrmain unsold at
lower prices. Taere are too many, espe-
ciallyof the tourist crder,who infinitely pre-
fer a poor copy of the *‘Discent of the
Cross,” regarding which they can say: You
see that picture! Painted by who do you
call 'em—I forget the name —soms great gun
of a p.inter; well, sir, this copy was painted
by @ man named Faiix—a tellow without
any arms—he done it, every inch of it, sir,
with his feet, I seen him to work on it my -
aclf in one of them evarlasting galleries, I
don't remember which one, they're all alike
to me. I don't take so much stock to paiht-
ings, you know, but, by G :orge! thatfellow
can do as gooda picture with his feet as those
big paint:rs they make such a fuss over
could do with their hands, and, as far aa [
¢an see, one's just a3 good as another. My
daughter don't think so, but you kro # she's
been to one of these here schools ia Naw
Yorz. She don't take n) stock in anything
less its GO0 or 700 years old ia the way of a
pictare. It saits me, though. Yes, uir,
painted it with his feet, I seen him do it.”
And so Felix, the armlesa artist of A atwerp,
has through his affl ction made enough mon-
ey to purchase the house he lives in, and
he could, if report bs true, retire from his
labors and live upon his incoms, while the
Le'ter ariist, his neighbor, in no way differ-
iog from the average brother in respect to
legs and arms, starves under the shadows of
the Sacred Tragedy!
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Burmese Honsekeeping.

The dwellings of the Barmese are built on
small wood or bamboo posts; of bamboo mat
walls; rcofs of palm leaves, or dried grass:
ewh house has a front verandah, closd only
at the ends, if at all; the door from one to
tnree feet from the ground, made of rough
boards or of bamboos, Then the main or
tleeping room is from four to six feet higher
than the verandah, with its floor from seven
to ten feet above the ground, The veranda
18 the plac of cooking, eating, visiting, buy-
ing and selling. Bat you would look in
vain for stove, oven, fireplace, or chimney,
A bed of earth, or ashes, in one end of the
veranda, is the centra of the kitchen: a
large jir of water, two or three small earth-
ern pots for cooking, one for rice and the
other for some kind of curry, are ususlly
sufficient; a water dipp:r, made of cocoanut
shell,a wooden ladle for the rice pot, a bread
wooden platter 1n which to put the rice
when ccoked, aud around which the family
gquat to eat, with one or two brass or iron
spoous for the curry, with perhaps two or
thres earthern dishes, constitute the fur-
niture of thekitchen, Tablst, chaire, spoons,
knives, forks, cups and saucers, eto., were
not seen ameng them, To shufll ) and man-
ipulate a dozen and one articles that can't
be eaten in order to get a simple meal into
one's mouth is a vain display and an endless
hindrance; at least, so a Burman would say.,
A young Burman left his jungle home t fol-
low an English officer; when he roturned he
entertained the astonisned household with a
description of the Euglishman’s tabls—its
dimensions, splerdid spread, rich chipa,
plated and glassware, cutlery, ete., and the
beautiful chairs, The old mother asked,
“*and do they eatall these things!” *Q no,
of course not,” replied the young man
“Well, then, what's the good ot it all?” was
the old lady's poser.,
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How Slaves are Made ou the Congo.

The purchase of slaves continues at the
valoe of £5 or £6 each. When they are not
bought they are obtained in the followin
manner: An article is laid apparently out ¢
the way, but within reach or the negro, who
steals it at once, and being taken in *‘fl,.
grante delictu, " becomes at once a slave, If
he 18 a person of importance, and is claimed
by his relatives or by the chiefs of the vill.
age to which he halungn, he is sometimes
given up in exchange for two or three sub.
stitutes who become slaves in their village,
and are put)in chaivs and made to work un-
der the lash and rod, Therefore, should
any government seriously wish to correct or
avoid any further slavery and secure free
trade, in order that the Congo should azain

be productive to commere. as it was ton or

fifteen years ago, reforms must be made in
the abuce: mentioned above,—[Correspond-
ence Boston Budget,

- when they die or come to New York.

A Carnival of Cranks, 3

New York is the greatest city in the
world for ecranks., They thrive there. In
Paris they are soubbeud, except when they
write for the pipers, when they are gloyifi-
ed; in London they are suspected lﬂha
police; in Irelanl they are shot; im\ St,
Petersbura they are buried in S beria, and
in Boston they become Cncord phil nmp{an
early in life, and devo‘e themselve  to study
until they become tco cultarel for earth,
The
cranks who are restrained in other sities of
the world flick here by common impulse,
The police do pot interfirs with their
schemes, the public encourage them, and
the newspaperas treat them as lezitimate sens
eations. Oaly one thing is positively kaown
of the avirage New York crank, and that is
that ke eventnally dies a violent death. The
cammonplace eranks are not of so much im-
portance as men who just border upon
crankivess, or who have manias of suffi sient
originality to entitle them to distinction, —
[ Exchange.
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Catarrh—A New Treatment.

Perhaps the most extrarordinary auccess that
haa heen achisved in modern science has been
attained by the Dixon Treatment of catarrh.
Out of 2000 patients rreated durtnﬁntha paat
gix menths, ly ninety per cent. have been
cured of this stubbern malady. This is none
the less startling when it is remembered that
not filve per cent. of the patienta presenting
themselves to the regular practitioner are
bensfitted, while the patent medicines and
other advertised cures never record a cure at
all. Starting with the claim now gensrally be-
Heved by the most scientific mem that
the disease ia dwe to the presence of
living parasites in the tissues, Mr. Dix-
on at once adapted his cure to their
extermination ; this accomplished the catarrh
is practically cured, and the permanency is un-
questioned, as cures effected by him four years
ag0 are cures gtill. No one else has ever at-
tempted to cure catarrh in this manner, and no
other treatment has ever cured catarth. The
application of the remedy is simple and can be
dove at home, end the present season of the
year is the most I.'atmraglﬂ for a speedy and
permanent cure, the majority of cases being
cured at one treatment. Sufferers should cor-
respond with Messrs. A. H. DIXON & SON, 305
King street Weat, Toronto, Canada, and encloge

%tfmmp for their treatise on catarrh.—Montreal
wzr

Make peop'e happy, and ther: will not be
half the quarreling or a tenth pat of the
wickedness there is.

No Disappointment.

Disappointments of one kind and an-
other crop up all along life’s pathway, for
unfortunately it is the unexpected that
always happens. There is at leaat one
article of acknowledged merit that never
disappoints. Purnam’s PaiNiess Corxw
EXTRACTOR i8 sure to remove the worst
corns in a fewdays, and as no claim is
made that it will cure anything else, it
cannot disappoint. If you have hard or
soft corns just try it. Beware of the
art.cle “‘just as good.”N. O, Polson & Co.,
proprietors, Kingston,

If noboly loves you, be sure it is your own
fault,

Important,

When yon vislt or leave New York City, save
Baggage Kxpressege and Carriage Hire, and

gtop at the GrRaND UNion HoTEL opposite
Grand Central Depot. 600 elegant rooms
fitted up at a cost of ome million dollars,

$1 and npwarda per day. KEuropean plan. Hle-
vator. Restauranc su;:{;nad with tha beat,
Horse cars, stagea and elevated railroads
to all depots. Families can live bettar
for less money at the Grand Union Hetel than
at any other first-class hotel in the gity.._
Those who undersiand the value of time
treat it a8 prudent p ople do their money3:

they make a little gu a great way,

Will yon Try Neryiiime

For all kinds of pain. Polson's Ner-
VILINE is the most efficient and prompt
remedy in existence for nearalgia, lum-
bago, and headache. For Internal use it
has no equal. Relief in five minutes may
be obtained f tom Nerviline in any of the
following complaints, viz : Cramps in the
stomach, chills, flatulent pains. Buy a
10 cent sample bottle Nerviline at any
drug store and tost the great remedy
Large bottle 25 cents.

(rood temper is like a summer day; it sheds
its light about everything,

Young Men | -Resd This, ;
The Voltaic Belt Co., of Marshall, Mich,,

offer to send their celebrated Electro-
Voltaic Belt and other Electric Appliances
on trial for thirty days, to men (yourg or
old) afflicted with nervous debility, loas of
vitality and manhood, and all kindrad
troubles. Also for rheumatism, neuralgia,
paralysis, and many other diseases. Com.
plete restoration to health, vigor and man-
hood guaranteed. No risk ia incarred as
thirty days trial is allowed, Write them
at once for illustrated pamphlet free.

&IP lggl
“_ “_ o — S — — .
P RENOLOGY. EXAMINATIONS GIVEN BY
~ WaLLACE M.:.,a-:_-_‘;i, b . 3_'531_]"4_31_:_1_@ st.. Toronto.
Tuus, GALLowAY k Oo., Ootton, Woollen, Sil .k Oar
pet, and Worsted Bbuttle Makers, Duodes, Ont

MEN WanTED
Active, pushing men wanted to wholesale my famous

tens to consmmers. Salaries from to 82,000 per year
Bend stamp for particulars, JAMES LAUT, Importer,
SOPORBOI T Vaie® U T U

NE HUNDRED ACRES—TOWNSHIP ELDON,

lot 4, concesgion 1t; choios land, good buildings
nfchurd. and fencing. G. 8. KING, Canaingtou,

HAND STA“PS METAL & RUBBER

Stampa of every de-
scription, Seals, etc. Bronze Medsls the last four years
at Torento Exhibition Agents wnnted

KENYuUN, TINGLEY £ STEWART M'F. CO.,
72 Kipg 5t., Wast Toronto.

E TT! s Speciiators Mart.
E “ Adelaide S8t. East,Toronto.
All kinds of real estate sold or exchanged on commis-
sion. Monoey loaned on all kinds of real sstate at low-
est rabtes of interest, pplioation for money from farm.
ersa & apeciality. Rents collected and estates man-
aged io town or country., N.B.—Best of references on
spplication.

1883-St. John Exhibition-1883

Leaiher Belilng, Fire Engine Hose, &e¢.
Four First Prizes and Two Diplomas. The
highest of all Awards for Leather Belting and
Fire Engine Hosstwere accorded by the udﬂ\:
at the St. John Centennial and Dominion
hibition, to HOBIN & SADLER, Montreal,
over all comveatitors.

BHIETISH AMERICAN

BUBINESS OOLLEGE, JARCADE, YONGE
BT., TORONTO. Finest rooms in America. Practi-
osl in avery departmuent, Teachsrs pushing and snes
gedlo, amd kmow what they tesch. Endorsed by the
lesding business men of Ontario, its graduates are fill-
ing positions of trust in every city, town and village of®
Cansds, Bend for pew cireu'ar. C.,0'DEA, Secretary

w_A"_TE ) in evary Ulty, Town, Village
and -'Gntlnt.]l' il,ll Mr Lﬂﬂ.f
and Gentleman to sell “Queen Victoria, her

girlhoed and womanhood ,” by Grace Gresn-
wood, 400 pages. The cheapest and fastest

FREANK WILSON, 33 & 35
Jl-l.':.lil_"::i"d-ﬁ Ht'rbﬂt-p wmtlt TDIﬂﬂW.
N

namn? book ever published. Send T75c. for
sample copy, and addreas for terms and terri-
tcry: The Canadian Eubnuri’gtlun Company,
8§ Exchange Bank Buildings, Montreal. o
And get a sample ocopy O
TRUTH, fres, the bast page
Weekly Magazine published
Hee the big list of rewards for
anawering Bible Problema. B.




