MIRIAM.

CHAPTER 1I.—CoNTINUED

Mr. Keene was silent for a while,
wrestling with himself, striving to keep
down a question which, in epiteof himaell,
would rise. to Lis lips, and which burst
forth at last.

“You—you love this man?’ he ques-
tioned hoarsely.

*‘I do not see that I need answer that
question,” she returned calmly. csod |
should have married him thaankfully had
it not been for you."” She paused for an
instant, and then, as if in spite of her-
self, went on—‘He wss anangel of
goodnes to me," she said, a thrill of deep
feeling in her voice. ‘‘He came to me
when I was hopeless and penniless and
friendless——"

““Penniless,” Mr. Keene interrupted—
“‘pennilege!”

“Yes, penniless. He comforted and
helped me, and—thanks to you—I had to
give him the worst trouble of his life in
return. He thought that [ was free to
marry when ke asked me to be his wife,
and 1 had to tell him all my dismal tale.
He—who would not submit, he could not
believe in such a cruel fate; but it was too
hard for him." g

‘““And why—why do you tell this thing
to mef”

““Why! That you may be doubly sure
of the uselessness of such a request as
that you have made to me to-day. Why
do I tell you? I will tell you more. 1t
may be beneficial to you to contrast his
conduct with your own. He, this man
who loved me, attended my mother in
her last illness—he is a clever and suc-
cessful London doctor— and when I, who
had left the school where I was working
for my bread, fell ill too, he attended
me. What money my mother had was
spent to pay her bills and for her funeral
—had there been thousands, I would not
have touched it—it was yours; but there
was nothing left. The little salary 1 had
drawn went in the firat week of my ill-
ness; and then he, mydoctor,learnt that 1
waa peunniless and without a friend in the
world. He sent me nurses, he supplied
me for many weeks with every comfort
and luxury, he gave me his constant care;
and, when [ could listen to him, he ask-
ed me—begged me—me, friendless
moneyless. unknown—to be his wife.
Then whata tale 1 had to tell him! T be-
lieve him to be one of the noblest men
that walk the earth; but he cursed you,
then. 1 did not beg for mercy on you.
1t seemed to me that you merited the con-
tempt of all good men."”

Kingston Keene answered her, as she
finished, with a short laugh,

*Thaeir contempt will not hurt me,"” he
aaid. * I ought to thank you, I supposs,
for your confidence, for entrusting me
with the inteiesung tals of how yon, the
wife of oo+ man, were thwarted 1. your
desire 1o marry anothes~—I ought to
thank you, and [ do.  Sach a woman, it
13 plata. 1s not the kind of persen I would

ask to share my homs and my life. © Ba
sure that I will nor trouble you with a
repetition of iny request., That is all,
I think, which remams to be said; and I

".".“iu i 4
“Will you!" he askel. *“*Will you,
Miriam! Lusc us obliterate these empty

years we have spentalone—*'I gave been
as lon=ly 81 you—Ilet us begin again to
vether. What do you say?”

But, before he reached the door,
Miriam knew by the sound of familar
volces in the hall that the Archers had
returaed

**You had better wait a momen*, if you
pleasze,”’ she sail rather hurriedly, *‘You
can explain your presence as jyou think
best; " and so, with a whispered word of
*‘the ctildren” to Mres, Archer as she
passed her at the door, Miriam escaped,
and lefc Mr. Keene to the hospitable
cares of the Raverend James and his
wife.

““What an odd thing for him to call to
bid us ‘good-bye’ in the middle of a Sun-
day afternoon, wher he might have
known we were at church!” said Mrs.
Archer t» her husband, a quarser of an
hour lat.r.  *‘And did you ever hear of
anytbing so mad as his rushing back to
Jamaics in this ridiculous fashion?"

““He 1s » most estimable person,” an-
wered h-r charitable husband, *‘and hia
sister’s cevotion o him 1s—ijz really
touching; but he certainly does appear
{0 have vdd manners,”

Meanwhile Mr. Keene, standing on the
gravel sweep, sheltered by the fastin-
creasing gloom of that winter's aiternoon,
locked up at the windows of the house he
had left.

‘* Then that is over!” he was thinking.
““I have done what appeaied to me to be
my duty—I| have offered to make resti-
tunion, f I uwed if, and it isover Very
good Better su—better, I am sure, for
me. lam to) old to bring such a change
into my life, and the risk is tremendous.
Better sc!"

Itepeating this phrase many times, as
though tu 1mpress it on his memory, he
turned away.  Bat, before the rectory
was quite hidden from view, he halted,
stood irresolute a moment, and then re-
traced his steps. The window of the
room he had just left glowed with the
firelight within; he appreached it, tread-
ing softly on the grass border, and looked
in. Mrs. Archer, still in her out door
dress, was standing on the hearth rug
talking to her husband. Keene heard
the sound of her voice as she chattered to
him, although the words did not reach
him, and her light laughter fell with a
discordans sound on his ear, not attuned
to mirth to-night. His eyes wandered
over the fire-lit cosy room in search of one |
other form, and came back unsatisfied to
the two on the rug.

*“Go and get off your bonnet,” Mr.
Archer was saying imperatively, *‘and let

me have some tea,”

But, before she turned slowly to obey
hym, he put outa hand and drew his wife
glose to him and kissed her,

The msan at the window turned away

quickly, with a grim smile and a curious
sudden pain at his heart,

““When we part—my wife and I—we
do not find it necessary to eschange car-
eases,” he said to himeelf, “*althcugh we
part for ever! -1 wish it had pleased my
lady to come down, that I might have
seen her oncé again before | go; butifis
a1 well— the sorner sha ia forvotten the
better—please Heaven it will be no heavy
matter for mel”’

Then, zs he walked down the dark and
quiet road, bit thoughts wandered off to
old times: He saw again the girl with
the foreshadowings of the beauty now so
amply fulfilled; he remembered the gray
eyes, identical with those so cold and
proud, which had met his so short a time
ago, but widely different in their timd
veiled expression, eyes which then had
power to quicken his blood and to mad-
den hia brain, and to cause him to com-
mit the one great act of folly which had
come near to rain his life. He saw her
shrinking from him and his wild caresses,
he saw her nervously obedient, humbly
subservient to her mother and to him—
he saw her white and deathl!ike face, the
appealing terror in her eyes as she sank
at his feet by the altar steps—saw it as
he had seen full many a time since then
in his dreams—and thenagain there came
to him a vision, but recently beheld, but
henceforth mever to be effaced from: his
memory, of a beautiful woman who, lying
back in her chair, sang very softly to the
children in her arms.

CHAPTER I11.

During the mists and fogs of that damp
November, Mr. Archer caught a cold
which settled on his lungs, and from the
effocts of which he seemed unable to rid
himself. In spite of the anxiety of his
wife and househeld, he would not ba pre-
vailed on to take proper care of himself,
but would go out .in all weathers to visit
the sick or sorrowful, and wonld persist
in attending certain evening-classes just
established, and at that time very near
his heart. So from relapse to relapse he
fell, till his wife grew frantic with terror,
and lost heart through her own impotence
to control the man. At last Sir Robert
Hick, whosa word at Eastwick, at least,
was law, came to her aid, and declared
that for a month or so the Rector should
be compelled to rest. To this effect it
was necessary to remove him from the
scene of his labors ; and to this end he
was compelled to accept tha loan cf a
house at Bournemouth belonging to Sir
Robert, and to which he and his family
occasionally resorted, where it was hoped
the enforced idleness and the milder
climate might work a beneficial effect.
The Rectory was shut up, the children
and servants going with the Archers, and
Lady Hicks. who had planned everything
which Sir Roberthad proposed, finally car-
ried off Mrs. King to pass with the family
at Eastwick Park the period of the
Archers’ absence.

Miriam had stood out stoutly against
this kindly proposition for some time ;
she would fain bave kept the Hickses at
a distance, if that cuul?i hava been pos-
sible, but was obliged to yield at last.
For one thing, unless she accompanied
the Archwrs—about whom she had a feel-
ing that, at such a time, drawn closer
than ever to each vther by the fear of a
possible separation, they would be hap-
pier lef: to each other—she had nowhere
to go. She knew—for she had cause to
know—the difficulties and unpleaszant-
nesses attending a yonng and handsome
woman who goes unprotected and unat-
tended tu a fresh neighborhood., She
had little desire to renew that old experi-
ence. Mr. Archer advised, his wife
implored, Lady Hicks pecsisted ; Me.
Keene was on his lonely way to Jamaica.
It was, after all, the easies: course opea
to her ; and she desperately wanted to do
easy things for the reat of her life—she
was S0 weary of fighting and strugeling
alone. And /8o it cams to pas: that she
went, and in a few days had made an
easy conquest of the household. Sir
Robert, used to dumpy and insignificant-
looking women around him, was never
tired of aldng his pompous politeness
befors this beautiful woman, who accept-
ed it with such quesnly ease. Lady
Hicks was proud of the new abtraction
her house boasted, and was anxious to
gather her friends around her to display
the quite uncommon treasure she had
discovered. E.la, the only daughter, a
somewhat gushing but generous and un-
gelfish girl, raved about her new friend,
hung on Miriam's words, and even round
her neck somstimes, copied quits frankly
her dress and the manner in which her
h ir was worn, and delightedly toock les-
sons from her in singing. Miriam fouad
the adulation wearisome at times: bat
she was 80 unused to feel herself of much
importance that, as a rule, the new sen-
sation pleased her,

She found the abundant interest which
kindly Lady Hicks had at her command
now pretty evenly divided between the
reports from Bournemouth of Mr, Archer's
progress, snd so much as was known to
her of the movements of her only brother.
Miriam was joint recipient with Ella of
the manifold conjectures and surmises
arising irom inefficient knowledge in the
case of the latter.

““It 13 8o vexing to me,"” Lady Hicks
said, ‘‘to think that all this time he has
veen wasting over his tiresome business
in London he ought to have spent with
us. When he took leave in that hurried
way I thought he sailed at once, but a
month 18 gone and he is satill here. Sir
Robert however tells me that the vessel
in which he is really to sail starts to-
morrow. It does seem heartless, don't
you think, that we should be having all
those people to-morrow, and should be
80 happy in welcoming Bob home, and
my only brother—in this wretched weath-
er too—tossing on the wide gea.

“Why, dear mother,” Ella remarked,
laughing, “‘uncle Kingston is the very
last to want us to mourn on his account,
And although, for my part, I am sorry
he should go away, still ons can't forget

that if he had wished he could have sta?-g
ed, could he not now, mother? He
meant to stay for months when he came,
and he got tired of us in about three
daye.”

**‘My dear,” her mother answered,
“sou know nothing about my brother
Kingston ; he has known what great scr-
row and disappointment are. He may
not be judged as may more fortunate
men.

Eila turned to Miriam.

“You know,"” she said, with solemnly
lowered wvoice, **uncle Kingston is mar-
ried—isn't that dreadfal 7"

“Dreadful 1” acquiesced Miriam, with
a (quite nataral shudder. ‘‘But then he
18 not sivgnlar in that misfortune. Many
people are married.”

*“Klla is not deploring the fact of his
marriage, you see,” explained Lady
Hicks, seriously, **but the peculiar mis-
fortune attending it. There 18 no reason
why you should not be told. My dear,
he actually parted from his wife at the
church ddor,

Mariom was eitting over the fire in the
dark with the other ladies, waiting for
tea to be brought in, when this was told
her. Ella, lying on the hearth-rug at
her feet, turned and laid her arms acrosa
her new friend's knees, looking up into
her face to watch the effect there of this
startling disclosure. She looked for
aigns of surprise and dismay. She could
not understand the sudden light of appeal
which came into the deep gray eyea she
was watching, '

‘““Ah, do not tell me !" Miriam said.
‘‘Dear Lady Hicks, I do not want to hear.
I have my own trouble—do not tell me!"”

Ella laid down her soft cheek consol-
ingly on the white hands which trembled
a hittle on Mrs. King's lap.

* 1t is nothing to récall your own
trouble, my dear,” the elder lady said.
‘‘He did not lose his wife —poor Kingston
—80 mercifally as—as you lost—not by
death. He found that she was unworthy."”

Ella lying against her felt the shiver
which passad thaough Mrs. King's frame
at the words.

‘I hope uncle Kingston Ias sure,” she
said, a doubt of the infallibility of his
judgment arlsing for the first time in her

mind. ‘‘Some one might have fibbed,
mother. It would be & horrid thing if

he left this poor girl, and after all he had
no just cause for doing so.”

Miriam released one hand from under
the girl's cheek, and gently smoothed
Ella's hair with it.

“My dear, there was no miatake,"”
replied the mother, with sad econviction.
“Kingston, in sach a vital matter, would
satisfy every doubt, you may be sure.
No; everything was proved up to the
very hilt,”

““And was the—the unworthiness alk
her own, or was it the unworthiness o
others —of her parents, perhaps 7’ Mir-
1am asked a little unsteadily.

‘“‘Her own—her own entirely,” she
was assured, and felt for the moment a
sense of gratitude towards Mr. Keens for
his reticence,

“I wonder,” Ella observed, after a
pause* “‘if uncle Kingston remembers—
if he thinks of her, or even regrets her,
perhaps.”

““You may be sure he remembers,”
answored Lady Hicks. “Hs will not
speak of his misfcrtune even to me ; but
cach time that I look into his eyes I
know that he remembers. I believe that
he deeply loved this miserable woman.'’

“Oh no !’ Miriam eried to this with
eager hasto, *“‘Oh, no!"

**You think not 1 He is cold and pas-
sionleas now? but that i3 the result of
self-repression ; he was not always so.
FHis conduct throughout, the rashness of
this unhappy marriage, proves to me he
must have madly loved this girl. There
wa#, however, something he loved more,
his honor and the stainlessness of his
name. He does not enlarge to me upon
his griefs ; but I have not fallen into the
error of ignoring them. I know too wall
what he must have suffared.”

“*She—the womin—probably suffsrad
too,” Miriam said softly. **You have
not heard two sides of the questiou, Lady
Hicks. B> sare she had her grievances
too. "’

“Poor uncle Kingston!" laughad Ella
‘“‘Picture him, Mrs. King, with blight-
ed hopes and a broken heart and life-
long regreta |--uncle Kingston with his
sturdy frame and copper-colored face and
hair ! Ido hope that heavy, heavy mous-
tache of his is not going to turn gray too:
it really is the only interesting thing
about him.,”

““Poor boy !"' sighed Lady Hicks. *‘My
poor old playfellow and protector and
friend —poor Kingston! To think that
that curly hair of his should be turning
gray, that he should be getting qaite—
quite old, that he should be alone !’

* - w *

Grreat excitement prevailed at East-
wick Park when Bob—the only son—came
home from college for good, to be enroll-
ed at once as partner in the great brewing
firm, henceforth to be known as that of
“Hicks and Son "

He was not a bad-looking or a bad
dispositioned young fellow, considering
how he had been fefed and spoilt indas-
triously from his babyhood. He was a
little free with his money—but what
could one expect ?—and there was plenty
of it—a little self-conceited—which was
inevitable—as little unbearable generally
as 18 possible to only sons of rich parents.
Such as he was his mother, at least, ador-
ed him, and looked up into his face now
admiringly as he stood on the rug in the
room which was always set apart as
“Rob'sStudy.” Not many signs of study
were apparent—mostly signs of hunting,
shooting proclivities. Rob, standing with
his back to the fire, a big cigar between
his beardless lips, was surveying with
complacence the manly adornments ef
his walls.

““There are some people coming to-
night tc welcome you, dear,” his mother
said to him fondly.

*Old lot, I suppose?’ queried Rob

indiftereatly. ‘‘They are a slow lot of
duffers, mother; [ should have made my-
self at home without their welcome.
Any one staying in the bouse "

“*Your cousins came to-day, dear, and
Mrs. King is with uvs.”

‘*And who the dickens 18 Mrs, King ?"

Then it was explained to him that Mrs.
King was a lady living with the Archers,
and staying at the park m their absence.

““Ah, how 1s the old boy 1" Rob in-
qquired with polite interest in his mother's
pet parson ; and so the conversation
drifted.

An hour later the ladies of the party
were taking tea in the—at present— but
cimly-ligchted drawing-room.

*‘The gentlemen do not honor us,” one
of them asaid,

*Rob is entertaininy his cougins in hia
study,” Ella explained. *“‘Boys always
have such a vast amount of important
things to say to each other, and they are
g0 ‘mum’ when we are present. I don’t
know what papa can be doing, or why he
does not come,”

Juat then papa s voice was heard out-
side the door.

““Agatha is here,” he said. *“She will
ba go pleasod—come in.” -

Then the door was opened and two
gentlomen appeared, duskly and dimly
seen beyond the pleasant gleam of the
firelight.

‘““Here ia a surprise for you, Acatha,’
ona of them —Sir Robeft—zaid.

““Ah, who is it 7" Lady Hicks eried,
dropping her tea-cup hastily and standing
up.
p“lt is only I, Agatha,” replied a quiet
voice she knew, and she sprang forward

joyously.
‘“‘Kingston, haw good of you—how
glad I am !” she dried, and she put her

two hands on his shounlder, and lifted her
face for his kiza. *“‘How good of you !”
she repeated, almost erying. “‘I thought
1 had seen the last of you; and I have
been so unhappy.”

““Uncle Kingaton!” Ella exclaimed
gaily, coming forward, ‘‘how splendid of
you to come in time for to-night.,”

Mr. Keene patted and kisssd the girl's
cheek.

“Why ‘to-night, little one "’ he asked
and turned to shake hands with two other
girls who greeted him. *‘I can scarcely
see you,”' he said, langhing.

“‘Itis Milly and Blanche,” t heir aunt
explained. ‘“‘And, hingston, you know
Mrs. King ? She is stoying with us for a
time, "

Mr. Keene made a step forward. and
took Miriam’s reluctant hand in his.

““You mentioned in your last letter that
she was here,” he said to his sister.
**Your husband made a mistake, Agatha ;
there is still a week before I sail. 1
thought I would rua down andd see you
all once again. And why is i, Ella, that
I have been so peculiarly fortunate in
hitting on to night for my arrival ?”

Then Eila, with her arm in his, began
eagerly to explain to him how Rob waas
home, and how to-night there was to be
a ‘‘young’ dinner-party, and a little
dance after it —the very first dance of
this year—in the midst of which Mrs.
King, almost unobssrved, left the room.

(TO BE CONTINUED, )

On the Nile.

At evening, when the sun his sunk in
ruddy splendor benind the grey desert
hills, every prospect pleases on the Nile
Then the dingy yellow river is touched by
ruddy reflections of the after-glow, and
the waves rippling under sombre shadows
of the brown banks have a purple sheen
on them. Thelong level stretches whers
crops ary just beginning are a vivid green,
Duark telts of palm, the feathery fronds
of which are swayed slowly by the breeze,
stand cut clearly against the sky. Be-
tween their tall shafts one sees the ridge
of a distant mountain range, above which
the orange light is barred and blurred by
dusky belts, where dust rises from the
desert. The warm golden tint: fade to
pale chrome, and then flu-h through many
gradations 1ato roseate huones and die
away into the deep blue studded with
stars overhead. Fvery now and then the
darker tints are bmghtened by faint
throbs of ruddy bright unmul the after
glow disappears and 1n its place the cres
cent moon, sinking low towards the wes-
tern hille, throws a flood of light across
the broad Nile Valley. To a lover of
animate nature there is something of in-
terest at every bend of the river, and the
varieties of birds especially seems to in-
crease rapidly as we go on. Baff-
backed herons are not so plentiful a: in
the lagoous of the inundated Delta, but
the black-headed plovers are, and the
spur-winged plover may be seen flitting
under the hollow bank. Kingfishers,

‘black and white, and green and blue,

dart across the water. Hoophoes hover
about tamarisk and mimosa, myriads of
blue rock circle in clouds above every
village.  Kestrals innumerable pose
themselves on apparently motionless
wings high above the maize; vultures
gorged by gluttony and hopping heavily
about with wings outstretched, cranes,
and the great Dalmatian pelican may be
seen on distant sandbanks. Here and
there a great Dom Palm, with its crown
of aloe-like spikes, reminds us that we
are within the region formerly frequented
by crocodiles, but we fail to see any sign
of them yet. Probably the incursion of
many steamboats has driven them away
to more secluded quarters,

B e o T S i

0ld Judge Saunders is a great brag and
has told about a dozen different stories in
regard to the weight of a certain big cat-
fish that he caught. A friend, trying to
entrap him, asked: ‘‘Judge, what was
the precise weight of that big fish you
caught 7 Judge Saunders (to colored
walter) : ‘I say, Bob, what did I say yes-
terday that catfish weighed? *‘What
#flme yesterday, boss—in de mawning, at
dinner-time, or after supper ?

A Good Telephone Story.
They tell a capital telephone story in

Antwerp. A merchant hadl an instru-
ment fitted between his house and his
office, and shortly after this was finiahed,
being one day. at home with a slizht
indisposition, a friend called on a :ﬁ,a._:er
of business. To him the murchantff;ﬁ.xw-
ed the telephone, and in course of time
he took his departure. Now, on leaving
the mansion, the visitor detected a atrong
smell {:f*hﬂﬂf and cnions issuing from the
kitcchen, and on hie way down the
Bourse he planned. a wicked little
scheme, which he communicated to half
a dozen congenial spirits upon '‘Change
Within the next half-hour the merchant
was summoned 8ix time to the telephone
to speak to six different people in his
office, and every one of them ended his
message with a wish that the beef and
onions might be satisfactory. The fol-
lowing week when, fully recovered, the
merchant was among his friends again, he
told all of them a story of the wonders aof
his new instrument, the telephone.
““Not only can we hear each other’s
voices,” raid he, *‘ but last Friday every-
body who spoke to me at my housze could
smell the beefsteak and onions that were
preparing for my dejeuner !"

———

Corns! Corns!

Tender Corns, painful corns, soft corns,.
bleeding corns, hard corns, corns of all
kinds and of all sizes, are alike removed
in a few days by the use of Purwxam's
Pawniess Cory Extracror, Never fails
CO Cura, never causes pain, never leaves
deep spots that are more annoying than
the original discomfort. Give Putnam’s
Painless Corn Extractor a trial. Beware
of substitutes. Sold by druggists every-
where. Polson & Co., Kingston, propr's.

‘* Maggie, | don't like to see this dutt
on the furniture,” **All right, mum,
L1l shut the blinds right away.”

A Sure Remedy for Neuralgia.

Neunralgia ia one of the most common
and distressing complaints incidental to
this climate. It is not confined to any
particular season, for whilst most general
in the winter seasons, yet many suffer its
excruciating agony in the heat of summer,
In late years this form of disease has be-
come betler known, and contequently the
means of relief have bacome greatly ine
createl in numbers, as well as in efficacy,
Among the most powerfu! and penetrat-
ing combinations, placed within the reach
of the pnblic for the relief of neuralgia,
We cin mention no remedy equal to or
more certain than Polson's NERvVILINE,
Its power over pain is something wonder-
fal, and we advise a trial for neuralgia, cr
any other painfal complaints. Nerviline
is sold by all druggists at 25 cents a bottle,
alzo trial botsles av 10 cents.

Poats are inspired. When they shake
handa with an icicle they feel like wuiting
a farewell to Summer.

SOoME tobaccos spurt up in the pipe while
smoking, with little crackling explosions,
This is cansed by the addition of foreizn
matter to assist the combustion. When the
purity of the tobacco is not tampered with
and it has been properly taken care of, this
combustible foreign matter is wholly un-
necessary. For in that case it burns at
a lower temperature than almost anythine.
Nothing of this kind is seen in smoking the
* Myrtle Navy.” It burns with steady
combustion throughout.

Ethel—** Oh, mamma, I've got such a
pain!"” Mother—Where, dear 1"’ Ethel
(& refined ch:ld)—'*fh my sash, mamma.”

Cold feet and hands are certain indications of imper-
fect ciroulation of the blood. De. Carson's Stomach
Biteers promores the circulation, keeps the bowela reg-
uwisrsud ioduces good healuh., Large bottles at 50 centa,

Don't fret if you cannot go into society,
The oyster is often at a supper when he

would perhaps prefer to be at home in hia
bed!

important,

When you visit orleave Naw York City, save
Baggage expressage and Carriege Hire, and
#top at the GraAND UxrioN HoTeL, opposite
CGirand Central Depot 600 elegant rooma fitted
up a4t a cosi of one million dollars, §1 and up
wards per day. Huropean plan. Elevator.
Heataurent supplisd with the best. Horse cara,
stages and slevaied railroads 1o all depots
Familiag ean live better torless monsy at the
(#rand Umniwon Hotel than at sny other Arst-
cleas hotel n the oity.

Woman is a loxury, Unless a man's
circumstances permit of luxuries he had
batter be conteut with sewing on his own
collar studs

Catarrk—A Now Treatment.
Perhaps che mo t extraordinary success thag
bas been achieved in modern science has besn
attalved by the Dixon Treatment of Catarrh.
Out of 2,000 patients treated during the past
six months, fully ninety per uant..%n?a been
cured of thia stubborn malady. This is none
I;h% 11.‘?“ startling wl;m it la Emambﬂrad that
not uve per cent, of the patients nting
themselves to the regular prnumﬁnar ar
benefltted, whi'e the patent medicines and
other aaveriised oures never record a cure at
all. Starting with the claim now generally
believed by Lhe most scientific men that
the disease is due to the presemce of liv
Ing parasites in the tissueas, Mr. Dixon st
once adapted his cure to cioelr exter-
mination ; this accomplished the catarrh
ls practically cured, and the permanency is vn-
questioned, as cur es etfected by him four yeara
BEO »I'0 cures still, 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 simple and can ba
done at home, and the preseut season of the
year is the most favorable for a epeedy and
permanent cure, the majority of cases
cured at one treatment. Sufferers should oor.
respond with Mesars. A. H, DIXON & SON, 305
King-strest Wast, Toronto, Canada, and erclosa
g}tamp for their treatize on catarrb — Monzreal
ar.

**1t am de walk o’er man that s'iles his
character. No matter how clean er rooster
may be, let him follow er duck all day an’
at night he'll be muddy.”

Yea you can get something to Btop that eough. *'Pee-

toria, will do it in no time. Peotorla. i A
The great 5 cent Cough and Eﬂ'ﬂ Uiiea 1t never fails,

Miss Roseleaf (who is trying to force a
conversation)—* What do you suppose,
Mr. Van Noodle, makes our hostess' re.
ceptions so invariably stupid?” Mr.
Van Noodle—** Aw, weally I hav'nt a
ghost of an ideaw.” Mrs. R.—*‘ All the
other gentlemen are very much like you,”
Yes, that must be the reason.”

R. W. PRITTIE.
Real Estate Agent:

{ommigssoner, Valuator, Trustee, & Financial A
Hoom (', Arcade, Youvge Bt. Toronto, Money to LF:;
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