~ MIRIAM.

. CHAPTER Y.

The plan that Miriam formed cduring
that long wakeful mnight of avolding
further intercourse wich Mr. Keene ou
that, his la:t day, at Eastwick by feigring
illness and keeping to her own room, waa
frustrated by an urgent request, received
by the moruing's post from Mrs. Archer,
for har to go at once to the Rectory, and
exec.te certain commiseions there whlch
were said to be important, and which
must be performed withoot delay. ‘The
departure to Lady Hick's brother was
making, all undesired by him, agood deal
of digturbance in that affectionate nhouse.
hold, therefore it was that Miriam’s
heavy eyes and unusually pallid face ex-
eited little comment when she, havirg
received her letter in her T pubin
a tardy appearance at the Dbrealifast-
table. '

sz drive will do you good, dear,” was
all her hostess said, “‘Since you must go
to the Rectory, I will take you in Ilia's

pony-carriage. Sir  Robert  wishes
himself to drive Kingston to the
station.”

“Imagine the mother turning whip,"
young Rob observed, with a laugh.

“Botter walk down with Eila and
me, M. King — safer, 1 aesure
Fuu'll

But E'la ha? noted the tearfalness of
her mother's eyes as she spoke of her
brother’s departure, and she thought that
the proposed drive might be benelicial to
more than Mrs. King. _

“Why, mother can manage the ponies
beautifully |” she said. “‘Although one
of them used to be restive in single har-
ness, he ia the verizst dear when he runs
with the other, Rob. Mother could man-
age them casily if she were twice as
nervous.” e

“And I am thinking,” Lady Hicks
went on, ‘‘that, while Mrs King is
engaged at the Rectory, I can come on
to the station to see the last of you,
Kingston,"

Kingston assented perforce to this plan,
having a man's horrer of tearful aileux
on a public platform. Helooked at his
sister very kindly ; the tears were run-
ning down her face. !

““Why, Agatha, cheer up,” he gmd
gently ; *‘’tisn’t for the first time
that we are to be parted. It will be
no worse for you than it has been
before." _

“It is your goiug just now—just atb
Christmas—that mother feels,” KElla re-
marked. ‘‘Next week weshall be having
the'house full of other people who belong
to us."

““ All Hickses, ” Agatha said, with
a roh. |
my pecple left to me, Kingston, and

.ﬂuu—--—.—
y “Gond Heavens! Not all Hickses
who had no

surely ! eried Rob, .
sympathy with his mother's melting

mood, and he proceeded to rattle on

about the coming of some friends
of his own, who at any rate were
pot Hickees.

And so, when the pony carriage drew
up at the door, it happened—as they were
all glsd to remember in the afrer-time—
that the whole family cams into tha hall
to eee the ladies start. Miriam was al-
ready sea'ed, the rugs wrapped by Rub
carefu'ly about her, when Mr. Icene,
having said his few last words to his eie-
ter, brouzht her down the steps. He
helped h-r to her eeat, pulled the furs

around her, gave her the reina with hauds

that Miriam hated to see were trembling.
She gave but one glance at his pale
sot face, and determined to louvk no
more. .

“That isthelast T shallsce of myhusband
for ever, "she told herself, and pressed
her lips tightly together as she averted
her ey es.

“You will not see’ Mrs. King at the
station,” Ledy Hicks said, with asudden
thorght. *‘You musteay good bye to her
now, Kingston.”

Dut the ponies were chaling to be off|
and Miriam’s bands were enveloped in her
furs, and Mr Keene only slightly raised
kis hat in farewell, and they were off;
snd the lgat lock his sister sovght from
him was given to her companion s averted
face, and it was as her leesening form he
looked 10 yearmingly, standing bare.
headed on the gravel sweep, when they
thonght he wws straiming hls eyes to
catch the last glimpse of his sister ; for
a pious fraud had heen practized
at the instance of Rob the unsoanti-
mental.

“*All that about saying ‘good-bye’ at
the stat’on ie & nuisance, you know, pir,”
he said to 1is uncle. **A man doesn’t
care to have his woman weeping and wail-
inz around him in public. That was why
1 gave the wrong tip about the train,
When the pets to the atation it will have
besn gons half an hour.”

Mr. Keene pulled himself togetheras
the vounyg man addressed him.

“You bs geod to your mo‘her al-
ways, my boy,” he said. “‘There are
very few such women in the world,
loving and tender hearted and — for-
giving." .

In a few minutes, urged on by
a restlessness he could nob confrol,
Mr. K:ene had set out alone to walk to
the station.

‘I ghall mest your father,” he gaid
. to Ella, as he bade her good-bye ; ‘if
not I will loock in upon him at the
club. You will see that my things are
sent.”

““You will be sure to fall in with
mother and Mrs., Kmg again,” Ella
replied. “'They call at eeveral places
in the town before Miriam goes to the
Rectory."

“That Mrs. King—you like her?' ke
asked gravely.

“1 love her!"” declared Ella,
effusion.

“Dear little Ella—good little girl ! Al
ways be true to your fiiends,” he gaid,
and stooped and kissed her with so much

with

“*You are the only one of |

fervour that the tears came into the girl's
syes.

The morning was bright and froaty,
and M Koene, keeping pace with the
tumult of thoughts whirling through his
brain, walked quickly over the crisp hard
roads, Mast the froet.-bespangled hedges
spurkling in the sun, past the ugly, half-
completed buildings—at a stand-still this

morning —whera the suburb epproached
the town; past the pnblic house. at -the
corner—he stood-and looked at it for a
moment—firom which the men had reeled
who had frightened Miriam on that dark
evening Lot 8o long ago. passed the en-
trance to that gloomwy sloppy lane where

he and she had held their firat converze
after s0o many years. The lane was not
sloppy to-day, but was beautified {H‘.IJG of
his recollectzon by the rime frostand the
sunshine. He turned and walked down
it for a few picés. Some red berries,
half eaten by the hungry birds, sfill hung
on the straggling hedga. '[ls broke il a
couple with their stems and fastened
them in'the button-ho’e of his coat. A
further walk of ten minutes brought him
into the town. .

He remeinbered what Ella had sad
about the chance of geeing his mster and
Miriam again. Already he was feverishly
anxions to do thia—jnst to see them go
by. Hethooght thav then he would be
more-at rest. Making his way fo the
market-place, he stood at the entrance to
the principal hotel. Sooner or later they
must pass that way he knew.

As he waited there, there came along
the broad pavement, past the hotel, a
posse of men and boys. They were talk-
g loudly togather, and syme portion of
what they eaid euddenly struck upon
his careless ear, and wakened him to ter-
rified attention.

““Women awn't no bisness to drive,”
one respectable middle-aged men was
gaying. :

“Thegrocm, ye see,” anotherexplained,
“'o were ont—a gone in somewheres
with a message, when they started cfi,
"Twere that orgin a etrikin' up as did ig,
and ——"

The speaker etopped suddenly and
turned 1ound, feeling & hand vpon his
shoulaer.

“0Of what accident are you speaking "
Kingston asked, addressing the group
“‘Be quick some of you and tell
me !"

“‘Ladies thrown owt of a pheay
ton,” the firat epeaker regplied. *‘Some
o' the Hicks's rumily, we don't know
which.”

“‘Anybody hurt |" Kingston questioned
anxiously, his face, which had been a
bronze not o!ten seen in Newton, turned
to a ghastly pallor,

¢ One on 'em," was the reply.

“Where are they 1’

“I'Il show ye, sir,” eaid the mid-
dle sged man. ‘‘Come along o me
Bir.

During their five minutes' walk side by
side, the man glanced often into the ashen
face of his ¢ mpanion, and with the in-
stinet of a gentleman remained silent.
But he told afterwards to his wife, and to
the knot of idlers who gathered about his
door as he ate his dinner, how, when the
gentlemwan passed through the crowd
around the door of the house to
which he was led, he moved his hands
in front of him, as if grouping in
blindness.

It was into a chemist’s shop that
Mr. Keene paesed in that blind uncon-
gcious way, which shcp was full of

people.
‘-she is ecarried through- there,
sir, intp the room,” a woman said
pityingly.

At the pame moment the glass door at
the end of the shop openad, and there
stood, pale snd guastly, bat breathing,
moving, living—his wife !

**It s not you, then,” he said hoarsely ;
T thank Heaven !"

Miciam came a 8'ep forward., She saw
nothing of that crowd of people around
ber, nothing even of her hueband, but
only pooe Agatha's brother, only the man
whom that poor woman lying in the ad-
juining room had devotedly lovea. bhe
put her hand own lits arm,

*‘You have come at last,” phe sa1d, as
thouph she had bten confidently expect-
ing him. ‘It may not be the very worst
—wae don't know—the doctor does not
know, She ia unconecinus—come " She
half drew him to him to the glass door and
closed it behind her.

““You are safe {" he questioned, taking
her hands in his., ‘“‘Not hurt at all? 1
thank Heaven !”

“Do not think of me.” she groaned.
“What do I matter? Oh, that it had
been me ! MHe, the doctor, will not say
if there ishope ; but I know—1I know that
there 13 none !’

A minute more end they were in the
little sitting-room. TLady Hicks lay on
the sota. She was in her out-door dress,
excapt that her bonnet was removed ; she
was very pals, her eyes half-closed, and
ahe wasbreathing with a noize that eeemed
to fill the room. The doctor knelt by the
aide ¢f her couch, luukil]g, 1t aLppe. 1ed,
intently into her eyes; the - master
of the ehop stood by luoking at the doe-
tor.

““Where is ghe huart!” Me. Keene
whispered, leaning over the unconsclous
form.,

“Tt ia her head,” the doctor anewered
aloud. ‘“‘There is no need to whis-
per ; she will not hear,” he added
gravely.

*‘Ts there nothinz to be dopne 17 Mr.
Keene aeked, impatiently regarding him.
“Let! us have K further medical. aid.
For Heaven's sake, set about doing Some-
thing.”

“411 the dectore in the world could
do no more,” -the other .confidently
declared, |

“*But have you lecoked to see where
she 1s hurt i That arm, isthere &nything
wroag with 1t that it lies in that posi-
tion "

‘It ia broken, sir,”’ gaid the chemist;
“*Both her arms are broken,”] |

“Then why in Heaven's name don'’t you j
set about doing gomething for them ¥ the )
brother cried,

“Useless,”” affirmed the doctor, eadly

sheking his head. “The hurt iIn
her head will cure the hurt in her
arms.”

““You mean that sghe is "in" dan-
ger " Mr. Keene demanded, almost
tiercely.

‘I mean that she is dying,” returned

the other calmly. *“Imean that she may
last for houra, but that she will never wake
from that sleep.’”’

Miriam, with a low ery of terror and
grief, flung herzelf into the arm-chair by
the fire—there she lay and eobbed con-
valeively. Mr. Keene uttered no forther
sound, but stood and looked with ap-
parent calm at the still form on the
couch, listening to the p inful breatbing,
Tae chemiat; wheeled forward a chair
to where he ssood. Mechanically he
dropped into it, looking and listening
stall

“SirRobert |" hesaid presently. ““Some
one shou'd go to huim. "

““A messenger haa been sent, sir. The
young lady thought of everything before
she broke down.”

Mr, Keene turned and looked at “‘the
young lady,” who was sobbing passion-
atoly.

“How did it happen; do you
know ?” he queried, turning back to the
chemist,

“‘Some music—a brass band or some-
thing—struck up suddenly and frightened
the ponies, The groom was In a shop;
Lady Hicks appears to have lost her
nerve, and, although the young lady 1m-
plored her to keep quiet, she threw hor-
self ont, The young lady crught at the
reins, bub ehe had no control over the
ponies, and the carriage turned over at
the firat corner, 'Tis wonderful how she
herself escaped with =o little hurt.”

¢‘Is she hurt at all I"* Mr. Keene acked
quickly. ‘*Are you sure that she 18 not
hurt 1"

The doctor was standing over Miriam,
holding a glass with tome sal-volatile. She
sat up after a minute and took 1t from
him mto her shaking hand. One of them
noticed that it was her left hand, and the
other hung helpless at her side. The
doetor lifted it, and she gave a little cry
of pain.

“Does that hurt you ¥ he asked quietly.
“Let me look, please.”

“Jt is mnothing,” Miriam answered ;
“it 18 my wrist — oh, what does it
matter 7’

“‘Are you pure thatiaall 7" her hushand
agked, getting up from his chair and crosas
ing over to her, while the doctor, having
removed her jacket and cut open her
dress gleeve, quickly bound herarm. *‘You
feel no other pain, Miriam 7"

**No—oh, no!"

“Then what ia this 7"" Mr. Keene asked,
touching with his fingers a drop of blood
orziog from under the dark hair on her
temples. He gently lifted the loose hair
at her forehead and exposed a sufficiently
ucrly ent |
“*A nasty fleeh cut, no more,” the doe-
tor gaid, having ¢xamined it ; then, while
he pu'led a bit of lint to pieces to staunch
the blood, he e wtinued, **You have been
saved from serious injury almost by a

miracle. Youn have very much to be
grateful for ”
Miriam tock mno heed of |his

words, but looked appealingly at Mr.
Keene.,

“] tried to save her,” chesaid. ‘‘Even
in that awful moment 1 thought of her
husband and children—and you, who all
loved her. T begged, I itnplored her to
sit £till ; T csuld not hold her, because 1t
tock both my hands for the reins. Oh,
do you think if 1 had let them go and
held her—held her with all my force—ah,
do you think ehe might huve been saved ?
Ha:k "—shrinking back in her chair, and
hiding her face on 1ts cushions. **There
is Sir Robert "

All this was ab noon-tide. At evenfall
Lady Hicks atill lay unconec'ous on that
uofamiiar couch. There wes herdly a
sound to be heard but that painful bresth-
ing 11 the room. Now and then a haif-
stitled gob would comelfrom Ella as she
lay with lLer face buried in Miriam's lap,
or Kingston Keene would leave his place
by his pister's side and silently pacas the
room, or Sir Rlobert, almost stupelied
with grief, holding his wife’s hand 1n one
of his, would with the other take out his
walch, the reals jingling noizsily as he did
go. Yoor Rob, !l unused to grief, and
ashamed of the emotion he could not
control, would not stay in the room, but
miserahly paced the pavement in front of

the shop.

At midnicht one of them noticed a
change. Mr, Keene bent over to
the girls huddled together by the
fire.

“You and Ella go to bed,” he gzid to
Miriam, ‘*you cando no good, you are both
wornout, Go at once.”

**1 cannot, I cannot,” Ella moaned.

Her uncle stooped and lifted her in his
arima.

“You must think of Miriam,” he said,
pronouncing his wife's name uonogiced in
the « general | excitemeut. ‘**Remember
that she has had much to bear and 1is
tired. Look at her, dear, and you will
gee.

Ella looked into her friend's face as
bidden,

‘I am selfish to keep jyou.
Miriam,"” she said.

But . Miriam would not leave her,
and presently putting her arm about
the girl's waist she led her from the
room,

On the strange bed of the.chemist's
gpare room the two girls lay down, dressed
28 they were, in each other’s arms, and
there 1n a'little time Ella had cried her-
self to mleep. Miriam could ne¢t close
har eyes ; she lived over ggam those ter-
rible minutes in the morning ; she ex-
yerienced with all their original pain and

You go

antenti y the sensations of the day ; her

thoughts dwelt with sleepless peraistency
on the woman dying in the room below

—1the wife, mother, sister, friend ; they
lingered with sick reluctance over the im-
age of her own husband.  The contrast
of his strength of form with the helpless-
ness of the ficure on the couch beside
him had impressed itself vividly on her
memory— Sir Robert and Rub,_ his son,
being slight and somewhat Insignificant
looking men. His tenderners to KElia
and thonghtfulness for herself troubled
her in spite of hersell ; nor could she for-
get that word of thanksgiving which had
burst from his white lips when he had
first become certain of the safety of lus
wife.

‘1 thank Heaven that it is not you,”
he had said, nand yet the alternative he
had known must be so terrible—his sis-
ter, his only sister, the only person on
earth perhaps who really loved him.
Miriam's heart almost stood still at the
shockof & sudden recollection which atruck
her with peculiar force.

““He will be alone,” she thought—*‘‘as
much alone as I 1"

[n an hour's time, unable to find sleep,
she gently disergaged herself from Ella'a
arms and stole down-atairs to the door of
the sick-room. Instead of the heavy
breathing, a sound of painful scbbing
broke upon her ear. With trembling
hand she pazhed the door farther open.
Rob had coms in ; he was standing in the
farthest corner of the rocm, his poor
young grief-stricken face hidden against
the will ; his father was on his knees by
the side of the couch on which that solemn
form, now for ever silent, lay, and it was
from him that the sobs and the broken
wailing worda came,

Miriam leant against the door-post,
trembling 2nd heart-sick wish grief and
pity. She did not sea her husband
at first, but presently he’ came for-
ward and pat a hand on kir Robert's
ghoulder.

‘‘Be a man, Robert,” he said, in a voice
broken and husky and all unlike his own.
“You—yona have your children, remem-
ber, and othera left to comfort and care
for you, while [—she was the only one—
I am quire alone.”

Then Miriam eould bear no mora ; but,
stifling the sob that rose in her throat,
she turned and fled vp-etairs and took
poor unconscious Ella in ber pitying arms
ngain—poor motherless Ella, who would
learn when she awoke what an empty,
sorrowful placa was the world which for
her had been so complete and joyful.

Mr. Keene again deferred his departure
from Eastwick, spending the best part of
a week there, awaiting his sister’s . fon-
eral. His companionghip, although often
a silent one, wae of great benefit to Sir
Robert—a common loss, a common grief
for one both had loved bringing them
into greater sympathy than one of them
at least had deemed poseible. Rob too,
tired, boy-like, of grief, was glad to try
to forget it in the presence of the only
person about him who seemed anxious to
digpel instead of to encourage the general
mournfalnees. Miriam, worn out with
grief and excitement of various kinds, was
too languid to persist 1n her antagonism,
and seemed to take Mr. Keene's const int
kindness and attention as Ella too ac-
cepted it, as sometking of her due, and as
a matter of course, To the latter, indeed,
during the eternity of that dark week of
gloom and silence, ha was an angel of
light. Miriam wasa consolation, she was
something to cling to, to cry against, to
trust 1n ; but her uncle was the person
who really helped her to live through and
to rise above her childish unreasoning
grief. She would lie for hours, her head
in Miriam's lap, and their hands locked
together, listening to his pleasant voice
as he talked or read. It s emed a relief
to her to talk of her mother, and she
questioned Mr., Keene minutely abont
their carly life togsther. Perhaps not
without pain to himeslf he would ralk to
her of that distant time when lIife had
been all before him, when he had been full
of hope and faith in himself, and his sis-
ter had been more than happy in her
perfect confiderrcs in and dependence on
him,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

A Cure for BDrunkeness.

There 1s a prescription in use 1n Kog-
land for the cure of druvkenness, by
which thousards are said to hava been
enabled to rsecover themselves. The
receipe came into notorlety by the efforts
of Mr. John Vine Hall, commmander of
the Great Hastern steamship. He had
fellen into such habitual drunkepnesa
thae his most earnest efforis to reclaim
himeelf proved unavailing; at last he
scught the advice of an eminent phyei-
cian, which he followed faithfully for
several months, and at the end of that
time he had lost all desire for liquor—
although he had been for many years led
captive by a most debasing appetite. The
receipe, which he afrerwards puablished,
and by which so many other drunkards
liave been assisted to reform, is as fol-
lows : Sulphate of iron, twenty grains ;
magnesia, forty grains; peppermint,
forty-four drachms ; spirits of nutmeg,
four drachms. Dose, one tiblespconful
twico a day.

————tt TR ] RN
The Sucar Beet in Egypt.
There is much discussion at present in
England as to the use to which the
Soudan can be put after Khartoum is
relieved. It i3 said the country is pre-
eminently suitab'e for the cultivation of
the sugar beet. Tnese learned men are
now abtempting to teach the British
farmer how %o profitably cultivate the
sugar beet. It 1s easier to grow, they
say than wheat, and more profitable to
sell ; and, if Gordon mansges to turn
over & lease of Khartoum to England,
that iz the country to emigrate to, because
gugar beets can be cu tivated there better
and with preater profit than anywhere
else in the world.
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In one of our Indian languages *‘wo-
man” is rendered ‘kew-kew jaw-jaw.”
Either the Iudian stuttered—or the trans-
lator.

Wilkins' Star Proverbs.
*Wiiting a wrong does not righs it.

*He tha; borrows trouble hath sigh-
lent grief,

*The man “‘happy as a kiog" is nu'

ach-ing.
iAn Illﬂhri‘”ﬂ, iﬂ. h;:ul,l EE' Wﬂrt‘h two in
a charch poreh.

*The plantof happiness cannot thrive
without the air of cheerfulness.

*[t destroya the thread of life if wild
onfa are sowed witi it.

*Itis a long road paved with hops,
between what-you-expect and what-you-
gun.

*“The silenca of the wisa is golden,"
but the utterances of a fool 18 brass,

*One little frouble, like an only son,
will soon rule the man who nurses it,

*There eho ld be harmony in all
trades — even tlie barber dﬂHiI‘EE' ha'r
money.

*The cup of life is filled with punch.
Youth turnishes the spirits, middle
age the svgar, and old age the acid.
Iceis furnished by the men who endorse
notes,

*Pleasure is a silken cord, composed
of exquisite cobwebs, and floods of rich
aunlight give 15 a beauuiiul hae. Daty
18 a golden rope, which opce throwa
over our nacks, lesus us, unwillingly,
where plessure is cbliged to fullow,
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A Printer's Error.

Sweet, are the uses ot adversily, the
printer's copy said, bu: he get 1t up,
Bwees are the uses of advertising. Swess,
indeed, to those who 1n eickness and suf-
foring have seen the advertisement of
some soversign remedy, which vpon triad
has brought them f{rom deatha door.
“The best thing 1 ever saw in wmy paper
wa3s the adverti:ement of Dr. Picrces
‘Golden Meaical Discovery =~ 1s again ana
again the tesumony of those who have
been healed by 1t of lupg dieease, bron-
chial attections, tumors, ulcers, liver com-
plaints and the ills to which flesh 1s heir.

A hatter sees one of his debtors pass
him by in the street without any recogni-
tion ot his existence and straightway be-
comes as mad as—as & hatrer. “*Curse
the fellow I" he saye, **he might, when I
bowed to him, have »t least had the de-
cency to lift my hav.”

pofhe .8 Loss of power in either sex,
however indaced, speedily, thoroughly
and permanently cured. Address, with
three letter atamps for reply and book of
part'culars, Worid's Dizpsusary Medical
As:ociation, 663 Main Street, Buaffile,
NY.

1t is said that bleeding a partially-blind
horse at the nose will restore him to
sighr, 3o much for the horse. To open
a wal's eyes you must bleed him in the
pocket.

*Nip't in the Bud!”

Sad to say, many a good thing attains
to nothing more than atair beginning. On
the other hand it is a matter for congrasu-
lation that the growth of some evil shivgs
may be also promptly frustrated. A
large proportion of the cases of the most
wice--pread and fatal of diseases—cen-
sumption haye their inception in nasal
catarth. Dr. Sage's Catarrh Remedy 1s
pleasant, svothing and «fiectual. Try .
1t has cured thousanos, All druggiats.

It ia true that bonnets do nos cost very
much at wholesale, bnt milliners are
obliged to bay boses to put them in
and paper on which to make out the
bills.

The Testimony

Of hundreds of druggists bear here witneas
to the efficacy of Folson's NERVILINE as
the most potent pain remedy 1n the world
for all kinda of paina. Nervilive i8 com-
posed of pewly dizcovered ingredients, and
18 equaliy good forinternal or external use.
Purchese a ten cent sample bottle, and
test it once. T. K. Melwville, Preacott,
writes : DMy customers who have used Ner-
viline speak highty of it, and [ am satisfied
it will take a leading piuce in the markes
before long.” Try Pulson’s Nerviline for
patus. Sold by druggists and country
dealers everywhere.

“There are good and bad points about
this coffze,” said the boarder in a judi-
cial tone. **The good point is that there
13 no chiccory 1niv ; the bad that there
is no cofiee in it

Dir. Carson's Pulmonary Qouch Drops ahould be used
in almost every fuwily in Cacada ; 1512 oue of the bese

and rufeat congh nomedics known, Io Jarge botsiea st
5 centa.

‘“‘Are you turning over a new leaf?’
asked Jingle of Yillsbee last Thursday.
**Oh, no !” was thereply, ‘‘its the old
one that containa your unpaid accouns.’
Jingle is sorry now that he tried to be
funny.

The room in which a number of friends
pess the evening smoking either cigars or
iferior tobacco will have an unpleasant
odor next morning. Let the same frienda
smoke only the “Myrtle Navy” and they
will find quite a ditference in the room next
morning. If it is reasonably well ventilas-
ed, as with a fire-place, for instance, no an-
pleasantness whatever will be found, The
purity and fine quality of the leaf used =
the reason of this.

French meidens ;: the subject had fal-
len on wedding tours. *‘I'd go to Switzer-
land.” *I'd go to Italy.” *“‘For my
part,” said Mlle. Tata, *'I shouldn't mind
where we went so long as thers wers
plenty of tunnels."

Important.

When yon vielt or leave Now York Cliy, eave Baggags
Ezpresange snd Carrisge Hire, and stop ns the Granp
Uxiox HoreL, oppofite Oravd Contrel Depot. 600
elegant roome dtied up ot o coet of oue million dollars,
81 and upwurds per day. Europeaso plan. Klsvasor:
Hestauravt oupplied with the best, Horse oors,
stagea  and elevated railrosde to sll dspots. Fam-
ilicg pun live betler for less mouey at the Grand Unico
Hotel thau £t any other ficat-olase hotal in the Oity.

“Well,” said Mr. Smith, “I've made
one good resolution this New Year.” ¢In-
deed,” said Mrs. Smith, *“‘Yes, l've
sworn ofl waing tobacco; 1 shall smoke
nothing but five cent cigars in the
future.”

Cold feet and bands are certain indiontions of imper,
fedt circulation i the Blood, Dr Qareon's Stomsch Bib
bers ﬁnmutru thecirculation keeps the bowels regulss
sod io duces good bealth. Laarw botuler st 5o,

f



