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MIRIAM.
CHAPTER 1.
“‘Miriam,” said the wife of the Rever-
end James Archer, looking up from the

book she held in her hand, as though
struck with a sudden thought, ** you are

.~ to be sure to go with ug to the reading

" room to-night.”’ - | |
The young lady addressed was sitting
on the other side of the fire place in the
pleasant Rectory drawing reom, She was
dressed in deep mourning, and she held,
to screen her face from the fire, the mag-

*  cazine she had grown tired of reading.

She awoke from a reverie as the elder

Ht “lady spoke, and a pair of deep set gray

eyes, which had been gazing, unseeing,
into the shadowy room, came back to the
speaker's face.

“‘And why particolarly to-might?” she
asked in a soft toned, somewhus weary
voice. ‘“*You know 1 don't care much
for the evenings spent among your model
young men, and I had promised Tommie
to have an hour with him in the nursery
after dinner.,” : _ -

““Poor mite! = He'll be disappointed;
but there must be no calling off. .James
told me I was to ba sure to speak to you
about it. It's a mercy 1 remembered.
The Hickses sent word they were going
down—that there was tobe some music,
and that we were to beg you to take
__ some songs. You won't mind really, will

:Hu?" { & . }

“*Of course not, if you and Mr. Archer
really wish it.  But, surely, Miss Hicks
won't 'want any assistance from me! ~ She
singa a great deal.”

Mrs. Archer laughed.

**She does,’’ she said—2 %43 great deal.

Shall we content ourselves with speak-
ing of the quantity, and be mercifuliy si-

. & L. lent as to the quality of hersinging, poor

_unkind!"” the

little girl?”

“‘Oh. I meant nothing_ 1
other returned indifferently. **One must
utter the sacred name of Hicks with bat-

““ed breath, I know—say {lattering things

o of them, or for ever hold one'speace;
" andreally, from what little I have seen
“of her, I do indeed like Lady Hicks. She

seems to me a kindand pleasant woman—

a vast deal too good for the all important

Sir Robert.”
¢‘My dear, just think of his money!’
“Idefy you to think of anything else,"
girl answered, with a smile.
- won't-let you., I can't help wondering,
myself, how many thousands of people
have been ruined by the beer which puts

8o much money into his pockets.”

““It certainly i3 atrociously kad beer,"”
the other ladysaid. ‘‘Not that that need
concern us, as we don't drink it.  What
does concern us is the very good use to
wﬁh Sir Robert puts his money. Look
at this model parish of oura; no poor—al-
most no vice—thanks to him! We our-
selves too would be poorly off but for his
liberality. 1 have to recapitulate his vir-
tues very often, for I confess he is to me
at timesalittle insupportable, By-the-way,
he was asking a great many questions

- abouti you, the other day.”

Apparently igaoring this last observa-
tion, the girl threw the magazine she had
held lightly from her, and rose from her
chair; she stocd a moment by the_ fire,
stretching ous betore her two elim white
hands, ons of which was ringless, the
other—the left one—bearing on itsthird
finger a heavy wedding ring.

“If I am to sing to-night I may a3 well
try over some sungs,” she said. _

‘““Yes, do,” Mrs. Archer rejoined, her
eyes wandering back to her book. She
wa3 an inveteratereader, and her taate in
literature was not such as gave the Rever-
end James unmitigated satisfaction.
“Take something pretty. 1 suppose
this brother of Lady Hicks will be there
too.”

“‘Brother—what brother?” asked Mir-
1am, carelessly turning over the music at
the piano. *‘I did not even know ghe had
a brother.”

“Why, yes! He lives abroad; cameback
quite unexpectedly the other day. Itold
you all about it."”

“I do not recollect your having told
me,”’ the girl said tranquilly, puttiog a
song before her and sitting down to the
piano. ‘‘But I don't want to hear. Go
on with your book. Lady Hicks' brother
does not interest me in the least.”

With that she struck some chords on the
piano, and presently the room was fi:led
with the deep tones of a rich contralto
voice. Half an hour passed while Mrs.
Archer read her novel and the young ludy
sang and played. At the end of that time
she closed the piano, came and knelt on
the hearth rug, stretched her hands to the
fire, and looked thoughtfully at the blaze.
Suddenly, without turning her head, she
spoke,

**And what was Sir Robert inquiring
about me?” she said.

The room had grown dark in that half-
hour; Mrs. Archer, who had been reading
by the firelight, reluctantly closed her
book and looked with rather dazed eyes
at the girl,

*“The usual thing,” she answered pres-
ently. ** You know what he would
ask.”

“Was I a widow! Then who had my
husband been? Were you certain there
had been, as Betey Prig would say, ‘sich
a person’! Could you vouch for my res.
pectability?”

‘**Stop there!” Mra. Archer interrupted,
““Thanks to your manner, and to a certain
look there is about you, no one has asked
me that question yet."”

“*And you! What did you tell him?"
- “Why do you ask? What should I tell
o 2

““That my name is Miriam King, that
my husband has ceased to exist, that,
having come into a little property lately,
[ had given up music teaching and
had advertised for a comfortable home
in a clergyman’s famiiy, which advertise-
ment you had, fortunately for me, an-
swered, and—here I am, ls that what yon
told him?

“HE I

The elder woman nodded.

“Something of that.”

The girl keptsilencefor a fewmoments,
kneeling on the hearth rug, gazing into
the fire. _

‘It is a_harmless deception, surely—
even your husband admits that—harmless
and in my circumstances necessary; but
you won't forget that it ie, after all a de-
ception. My name is not King, you re.
member, and I am not a widow that I
know of—I wish with all my heart that T
might be. 1 don’t want to deceive you;
1 will tell you everything, if you and Mr.
Archer wish it, But you have been ®o
kind; you have taken me on trust, as it

were.’ |

“My dear, why not? And why should
you be troubled with the recital of what
18, cf course, painful to you! If
occasion should arise, you will tell me,
that isall. Till then we can trust you,
Miriam."

Miriam turned,and laid her arm across
Mrs. Archer'’s knee.

“] have been lucky in one circumstance
of my life,"” she ssid softly—‘‘to have
been led to you. Dear Georgie—I may
eall you Georgie! —it was all so long ago
—tive yeara agol I am not very old yet,
am I? I was a child then. There could
have been nothing very terrible inme, or
about me, you would think—nething that
a man, worthy of the nawme, should have
foared to face and to endure.  Buf he
my husband, cast meoff —when he should
have shielded, he disowned. me. Ah;y
‘gometimes 1 hiave envied you your chil-
dren and your husband’s love! Mine has

| been & miserable iate;and yet I swear

to you that, although' T have been less
happy than other women, I do not know
wherein L have been leas deserving of
happi-ess.”

““Dear, 1 should like to ask you one
question. Donot answer unless you wish
to do so. Didyoulovehim—this man—do
you still feel any affection for your hus-
band, if he 13 alivel’ \

~“Do I'" No—a thousands times nol
Did I? I can’t say. What do pirls of
seventeen know of their hearts!?
felt for him you would not dignify by the
name of love, perhaps; but he was to save
me from alife I hated; he was strong
and I was weak, and 1| liked bhim and
leaned on him—Ileaned on him, and he
failed me."”’

* Out of suffering you shall be made
strong,” repeated Mrs Archer sofily.
*‘No one could call you weak now, dear.
How long i3 it—may I know, Miriam{—
elnce you saw your husband!”

‘It 1s five years. { have never geen
him eince the hour he married me."’

Mrs. Archer was silent for a moment,
passing her hand gently over her friend’s
dark and softly rippling hair,

‘] wish that he could see you,” she
said. “Itv is foolish; but I can't help
wishing that.  You mnay have been a
pretty girl but yon are a beautiful woman
now. It might punish him to see what
he haalost.”

The girl gave a little bitter laugh,

““May he never know the extent of his
misfortune!” she said. ‘‘I hope that I
may never see him. 1 pray that ht:\lﬂ
dead."

et alrag b2 ¥ % *

The Reverend James Archer and the
two ladies who accompanied him had a
walk of a mile along thes sloppy roads of
Eastwick before they reached the parish
schoolroom, in which, nightly, most of
the respectable young men of Mr. Ar-
cher's flock were wont to assemble for the
mi'd recreation of newspapers, bacatelle,
and coffee. The lights showing through
the red-curtained window illomined the
dreary surroundings, and were a welcome
eight to the ladies, whose cloaks and faces
were weh with the drizzling rain. Ere
they reached the little iron gate before
which some few men and boys were con-
gregated, a carriage drew up, the lamps
flashing b.ightly, the horse’s apirits in no
wise damped by their wet skins.

*“The inevitable Hicks |” whispered
Miriam, as two ladies wrapped in furs de-
scended and passed over the wet pave.
ment to the schoolroom door, followed by
a tall and powerfully-buoilt man. who du-
tifully carried more wraps upon his arm.

Mr Archer called his wife's attentlon
to this gentleman.

““That's Keene,” he said, ‘‘the brother
I thought he would come."

Mres. Kiog leant forward a little eager-
ly

*“Whatdid you say was his name 7' she
asked. ‘‘Keene ! I wonder [ was never
told that Lady Hicks's name was Keene.
Aud how, then, do you spell it?"

But Mr. Archer did not answer. ' Some
one coming up at that instant claimed his
attention, and the two women passed al-
one into the lamplit, heated room. It was
full of young men, who were turning over
with scant interest the newspapers and
books plentifully strewed over the long
table, intent on a game of dominoes, or
playing bagatelle. Lady Hicks and her
daoghter were disappearing in the direc-
tion of the cloak-room, and the gentle-
man who hsd escorted them, divested of
the heap of wraps he had brought in,
stood, with his back to the roaring fire
surveying the scene, a look of calm pre-
vccupation on his bronzed face.

The two ladies came quickly up the
long room, Mrs, Archer unwinding, as
the advanced, a voluminous black wool-
len scarf from her throat and head, Miri-
am thicklyveiled and shrouded in a long
furcloak. Asshe glanced at the man by
the tire, she suddenly wavered in her
progress, but only for a moment ; as her
friend looked at her questioningly, she
came on again, and in another instant was
in the cloak-room receiving the pleasant
greeting of Lady Hicks and of Ella her
daughter. A few minutes later Mrs. Ar-
cher, deep in the recital of some parish
news, chancing to look in Miriam's direc-
rion, was somewhat startled at the girl’s
appearance.

*‘Come, dear, take off your cloak!” she
said. ‘‘Are you not well, child, or is it
only that lace veil which makes you look

so palet”

What 1 |

|

—r - —

““I don't feel quite well,” Miriam an-
swered a little unsteadily. ‘‘Should you
mind it very muchif I went home?"’

“‘Dear Mrs. King,"” cried Lady Hicks,
“‘you never are intending to walk |  Of
course you will take my carriage.  Ella,
go and ask uncle Kingston to come and
speak to me for a moment. He will fetch
thecoachman from she inn at once.”

“Oh, no—oh, no!” demurred Mrs.
King hurriedly. “Please do not—pray do
not go, Miss Hicks., It is a minute's
faintness ; it will pass "

They would not heed her snggestionthat
they should leave her to recover by her-
self ;and after a little further delay. she,
having unclasped the handsome cloak and
thrown off her hat and veil, declared her-
‘self ready to accompany them.

‘““Her pallor does not spoil her beauty,”
Lady Hicks decided, glancing with admirc-
ation at the proudcold face, *“She willbe
a revalation to Kingaton. I wonder what
he will think of her!"

In two minuteashe had asked him.

“Is not she beautifal? What do you
think ¢f her?”

She did not look at her brother as she
agked the question, but followed with her
eyes the graceful black robed figure mov-
ing down the room;had it been otherwise,
to one other person that night a revela-
{1on would bavebeen made. Mr. Keene's
face had paled from its healthy bronze to

{ an ashen hue, and the eyes, looking out

from under the broad, rather heavy brow,
had in them a wildsurprise, a questioning
horror,

“Dy yon know her] How does she
eall herself?’ he asked ; and Lady Hicks
must have been indeed preoccupied not
to notice the sudden hoarseness of his
voice. g '

“Do T know her!” she repeated, smil-
ing. “‘Did not I tell you all about her as
we drove here! Sheis the Mrs. King, you
know, who lives with the Archers. 1 e¢all
her quite an acquisition. « You will
hear her eing—her voice is a8 fine as her
face. Coms with me ; I will iatoduce
?ﬂ‘ﬂ_ '}

But Mr. Keene drew back;and, as his
sister left. bim to join Mrs. Archer, he
turned bis back 0n the bright and cheer-
ful roomyand, leaning an elbow on the
chimney piece and his head on his hand,
looked down with unseeing eyes and
heavily beating heart into the fire. A
great unmeanigg buzzing and hum of
voices was soundiog in his ears; his
thoughts were in a tamultuous whirl whose
wild confusion no effort of his will could
steady.

*‘I muat get out into the fresh air,” he
gaid to himself,

He moved down the room, intendi
to alip out at the door unobserved; but a
fresh young voice cried as he paessed—

“*Uncle Kingston! Oh, will you come
here, if you please? You play chees, do
younot? Then will you go on with this
game and release Mrs, King, who is go-
ing to eing? Mrs. King, let me introduce
uncle Kingston—Mr. Keene."

A pair of serious and steady gray eyes
set: beneath delicately marked Ilevel
brows, were raised with no embarrass-
ment, with not the faintest sign of recog-
nition, to Mr. Keene's face, and calmly
refused to lower themselves bafore the
glance they encountered. Mrs. King
rose from the table, and, as she did ro,
with her two hands she lightly swept the
chess-men from the board.

**You must begin a fresh game,” she
sald gently to the intelligent-looking lad
whom sh2 had been instructing in the in-
tricacies of the game.

Ashe watched her action, a thrill that
was almost a shudder passsd through
Kingston Keene's strong frame at sight of
the single plain gold ring on one white
and shapely hand. He sank down npon
the seat she hadvacated, looking vacantl
at the cheas-board before him andidly fin-
gering the men, He wasa nervous gentle-
man, surely, thought the lad at his side,
observing how the brown hands trembled.

Presently through the hushed room
rang the solemn tones of a rich contralto
volce. Lt was always said by Ella Hicks,
after indulging an appreciative audience
there with her little treble pipe, that the
schoolroom was delightful to sing in. Me,
Archer,who wasmusical, stood transfixed,
a light of pleasure on his tace ; he had
not heard Mrs, King's voice to such ad-
vantage before, The room seemed
to throb to the rafters with the wmelodi-
ous souuds. The voics, thrilllng and ac-
cusing, shook the heart of one man who
listened, and the eyes of the boy at his
side grew wet with tears, The singer had
been excellently taught ; in addition to
the natural talent she possessed, she had
learnt the art of pronouncing her words
distinctly, of weighting them with deep-
est feeling. Not a syllable was missed of
those she now sang, and there was a pas-
sionate complaint conveyed in them be-
yond what they themaslves or the music
to which they were wedded expressed.

“*Alone throogh summer sunshine,
Alepe through wintar'a rain,

Alooe) neath ehslterlog hedgerows,
Ur’'mid life's scorching plaia.

fmiles wreathed in felzaed pleasors,
Heart racked wih trouble sore:
Alone, alone in & pliilesa world
Far over a.id evermore!

“Naver to flll youth's promiae,
Navar to know 'ifa's hliss,
Never to resl 1o shivldiog arme,
‘I'o fcel no infant's kisgs:
To be, 'mid love of othars,
Outeast. wesry aud rore;
Alone, aplone ian a pitiless world
For ever and evermore!”

As the last noles died away. Mr.
Koeene awoke as if from a dream. He
turned to the lad beside him, who, hav-
ing pilled out a large red handkerchief,
was blowing his nose vigorously, looking
at his neighbor the while with moistened
apologalic eyes.

*“Sha makes ye feel bad, don’t she,s!r?"
he asked. *‘‘I never heerd one give it
tongue like her before." :

For all answer Mr. Keone pushed the
chess-board from him and rose. He cross-
ed over to hls sister,

‘“*Agatha, you will excuse me if I do not

— =

walt for you,
home."’

i Lady Hicks turned a startled face en
im,

‘““Home!" she repeated. *To walk 1
Why? Aren't you welli”

““Well enough; but the room is stifling.
Don’t you feel it so? 1 am longing for a
mouthful of air,”

Without further ado, he passed down

King waa standing, apparently watching
a game of Merria, over which two youths
knit puzzled brows. Involuntarily Mr.
Keene stopped. Against his will he look-
ed over the benk heads of the youug men
to the calm and beau'iful face on the
other side of the table. Mrs. King kept
her eyes lowered ; but, as one of the
players broke into a loud laaugh over a
blander he had made, she smiled sympa-
thetically, then raised her eyes, and
quiet and unembarrassed, met for a mo-
ment ' the look fastened on her: then
slowly the black lashes dropped over the
cloudleas eyes, and she was again appar-
ently absorbed in the game.

A minute more and Mr. Keene had
gained the wet road, and was splashed
recklessly homeward through pools of
muddy water, nnheeding the pelting of
the rain or the dark discomfort of the
way.
““An odd fellow, that Keana!” the Rec-
tor remarked a couple of hours later, as
he with his woman folk also tramped the
Eastwick roads. **What made him rush off
in that strange fashion ! Fine-looking
man, i he not ? What do you think of
him, Mrs. King?”’

Mrs. King thought a great deal more
than she choose to say. Among other
things, she thought of the difference
which five years had made in the appear-
ance of this man of whom they spoke—
of Kingston Keene—her husband ! Was
she herself altered as much as that 7 At
any rate, he had recognized her instantly
—she was sure of that—-and she said to
herself that the change in her had been
more inward than outward, 1t had been
with a sense of trinmph she had stood
calmly to-night in the man's presence,
and had recognized that her strongest
feeling towards him was now one of con-
temptuous indifference. After the firat
shock of the surprise—after that first
sick quailing—she had felt and shown no
embarrassment in the meeting She
knew this, and was proud—proud of the
strength and the composure which had
come to her at her need ; and she walked
homeward with a firm step and proudly-
carried head—free, she told herself, free
and independent |

(TO BE CONTTNUED,)
i — A ——

One Dog to Thousands of Sheep.

An immense drove of sheep went
stumbling, tnmbling, and trotting out of
Newark the other day, on their way to
Philadelphia. They seemed to walk all
over one another, bumped together, and
crowded until it seemed as though some
must have been trodden under the feet
of the others. A rough-looking country-
man trudged ahead in the middle of the
road, and the sheep followed closely. He
seemed as dusty, ill-humored and out of
sorta as the sheep themselves.

In the rear, a tall and gaunt farmer
tramped along, with a long hickory stick
in his hand. At every few steps he ut-
tered a peculiar cry, and whenever the
sheep lagged behind, he touched them up
with his hickory stick.

At his heels, and bringing up the tail
end of the procession, was a long-bodied
lean and scarred sheph>rd’s dog. He ran
with his nose close to the ground, and
apparently paid little attention to the
drove. But when two of the sheep got
astray, and trotted into a garden, the dog

Y| jumped over the feuce and chased them

back in line in no time.
As he forced them into the herd the
sheep swerved away from him. The dog
trotted arsund the drove, making it still
more compact in form, and then returned
to his master, who by this time was walk-
ing on the side walk beside the writer.
*“*How many sheep are there in the
drove 7"’ was asked.
** Well, about eight hundred.”
** You'ra way off,"” said the man with a
good-natured grin. **There's three thou-
sand three hundred and twenty-eight.”
‘“ Where do yo take them to }"
** Wa drive them from here to Phila-
delphia, selling them on the way to
butchers, or whoever wants to buy them,
and getting rid of all that remains, in the
‘City of Brotherly Love.’"
“'They are owned ia Pbhiladelphia, are
they "
“ No, they ain't,” said the man, unick-
ly, *“ they are owned by A. B. Mattnews,
cf Kansas City, Mo., and they travel
about fiftee nmies a day, and they're an
infernal nuisance 1"
After this he walked along in silence
for some time, and then made a general
remark that indicated that his life was
not one of unalloyed happiness,
““If it wasn't fur that dorg,” he said
kicking jthe brute affectionately as he
pasged him, **my mate and me could
nover got these eattle through on time,
but that animal is worth ten men. Good
sheep dorgs, you know, are scarce now in
this part of the country. I wouldn't take
anything on earth for mine. He's as
fanltless as can be, and he knows as much
as any man, I don't care who he is, If I
should tell you some of the very wonder-
ful things that dorg has done, you'd call
me a liar, and as 1 don't wish no guch re-
putation I'll be quiet,”
Reflection, cwused by this thought,
overcome him, and he trudged along in
absolute silence for some time, At last
he raised his head and continned :
“*When we get at the end of a day’s
march, if we find that three or four of
the sheep are missing, I ean send that
dorg back after them if they are ten miles
away, and it don't make any difference
where the sheep are or who's got them,
that dorg will get them to me, or I'll eat

J = 5
the whole drove, hoofs, bones and wool,”

—N. Y, Sun.
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I am going to walk

the room, Close by the outer door Mrs. '

Shoeing Horses. r

In response to an inquiry from a sub-

scriber as to the propriety of shoeing

horses, the editor of the Massachusetts

Pimghman says : As the aole object of

shoeing the horse is to prevent too great

a wear of the ground eurfacs of the outer

crust of 'bha hoof, it is very obvious that

in certaln districts where the roads are

sandy and loamy the shoe may be dis-

pensed with, much to the relief of the

animal and to the p:cuniary benefit of ite
owner. On pavements and macadamized
roads the wear Is too great and the foot
must be protected There ara Very many
young animals that are shod merely be-

cause it 18 a custom to do 8o, and not
because necessity calls for it. Where the
shoe has never been applied, the hoof
takes on a nataral hardness, which fits it
for an astonishing amount of work with-

out injury. When it is desirable to re-
move the shoes entirely, the foot should
be gradually inured to this new order of
things by slow work, otherwise lameneas
will follow, especially in those cages
where the owner has allowed the sole and
frog to be mutilated by the knife of the
blacksmith. These parts ought never to
be touched with instruments. On icy
reads, with heavy draught, it is probable
that calkins cannot ba given up, but
these projections tn the shoe are employ-
ed useleesly in many cases, much to the
injury of the animal, especially where
they are not all of equal height. Infine,
there is no reason why every farmer
shonld not try the experiment of using
his horses without shoes especisally on the
farm work.

pro.

Nerviline, What is it ?

Polson’s NERVILINE is a combination of
the most potent pain relieving substances
known to medical science. The constant
progress made in this department of sci-
ence points upward and onward. Nervil-
ine 18 the latest developement in this
movement, and embodies the latest dis-
coveries. FKor neuralgia, cramps, pains
in the head—external, internal, and local
—Nerviline has no eqoal, Expead 10
cents in the purchase of a seample bottle of
Neryiline and be convinceed of its marvel-
lons power over pain. Sold by drug-
glsts. Large bottles 25 cents, at all
druggistas,

Disinterestedness is the very soul of

vittue,
. How Would it do ?
This bad weather requires a remedy.

It seems as if the whole responsibility
should rest on Vennor and Wiggins, for
we had some kind of weather before they
appeared upon the scene. How would 1t
do to string them up? Would it make
things better 7 Another hint of import-
ance ~don’t hang on to your corns as
weather indicators. Better string them
~out root and branch Putnam'z Painless
Corn Extractor will do it quickly, pain-
lessly, and with certainty. Don’t buy
dangerous flesh-eating substitutes. Get
Patnam’s, and no other.”

Venture not to the utmost bounds of
even lawful pleasures ; the limits of good
and evil jein.

THERE is a curlous diversity of tasts among
smokera as to tne kida of pipe they prefer.
Some like the clay pipe best, otoers again the
meerschaum. some must have their pipe well
sessoned before they can enjoy it, others again
must have a new p:pe and throw 1t away
whenaver It bocomes a little old. Bat though
thisdi r-ity of taste among themis curious,
L6 18 LOE &l aul curious that tnere is snbstantial
pnanimity among them that the * Myrtle
Navy © brand of Measrs. Tuckett & SBon is the
genuine article,

Nothing more quickly eonsumes the
vigor of life, than the violence of the
emotions of the mind.

Yea you can get somethiog to stop that cough *“Pec
toria” will do it in no time. Try Pictoria, it never faila.
The great 25 cent Cough and Cold Gure.

To the generous mind the heavieat
debt is that of gratitude when it is not in
our power to repay it.

Young Men ! —Read This

Tas Vorraiog Beur Co., of Marshall,
Mich., offer tu send their celebrated ErLro-
Te0-VoLralo BeELT and other ELEcTRIO AP-
PLIANOCES on trial for thirty days, to men
Jyoung or old) sfflicted with nervous debili-
ty, loss of vitalicy, and all kindred troubles.
Also tor rheumavism, ncuralgia, paralysis,
and many other diseases, Complete restor.
a%ion tw health, vigor and manhood graran-
teed. No risk is indorred as thirty days’
trial is allowed. Write them st once for
illustrasved pamphlet free,

A man's valor had better flow from

the ends of his fingers than ocze from the
end of his tongune.

Important.

When yon visit or leave New York City, save
Baggage Kxpressage and Carriage Hire, and
stop ot the GraND UrioN HOTEL opposite
Grand Central Depot. 600 elegant rooms
fitted up at a cost of one million dollars,
$1 and upwards per day. European plan. Kle-
vator. Restauranc supplied with the beat,
Horse cars, stages and elevated reilroads
to all depots. Familiea can live better
for less money at the Grand Union Hotel than
Al any other firat-class hotel in the citv,

When death, the great reconcller, has
come, 1t 1s never our tendernees that we
repent, but our severity.

Catarrb—a New Ireatmmoent.
Perhaps the most extraorGic.y succes thet
bhas been achisved in modern ecience hasbeen
attained by the Dixon Treatment of catarrh
Out of 2,000 patients treated during the past
six monthws, fully ninety per cent. have been
cured of this stubborn malady. This {8 none
the less startling when it is remembered that
not five per cect. of the patients presenting
themselves to the regular practitioner are
benefitted, while the petent medicines and
other advertised cures never racord a cure at
all. Starting with the claim now ﬂﬁﬁnarallr

&

belleved y the most sclen mon
that the disesse is duoe to the presence
of living paresites in the tissues, Mr. Dixe
on &t once adapled hie cure to their

extermination ; this accomplisked the catarrh
ls practically cured, and the permanenocy is un-
questioned, as cures effected by him four years
ago are cures stlll. No one else has ever at-
tempted to cure catarrh in this manner, and no
other treatment has ever cured catarrh. The
application of the remedy is almple and can be
done at home, and the Eruﬂunt season of the
year is the most favorable for a speedy and
permanent cure the maiority of cases being
oured at one treatment. Sutferers ehould cor-
reepond with Messrs, A. H. UIXON & SON, 305
King-strest West, Toronto, Canada. and encloge
E!!Pllt].i Lor their treatise on catarrh.—Montreal
e 1A

It 18 the first litile step that loses all.
After that the road is slippery, and we
are down before we know it,

Cold feet and hands are certain indications of imper-
lect circuation of the blood, Dr Carson's Stomaoch Bit-
tL'r-_'L promotes the siroulation keepa the bowels regular
and Induocs t.'l._ll_b'._l bhualth. l;,i.ri.{u IJD.t,i;j“ at :I'l_i oanta




