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“ Clara, if you dance any more this even-
ing you wiil collapse. My mother seut me
to tell you so, and to say that Lady EIlliBon
leftyou iu her charge—that her orders are
that you have a good long rest.”

“ My dear Ted ! | am as fresh as possible.
| always dance every dance.”
“ You may feel fresh, but you're as

white as your dress,” Ted answered, look-
ing half anxiously, half admiringly at Clara,
who waa standing in the doorway of the
ball room, surrounded by a little court of
admirers. She was dressed in white, which
fell around her in soft fleeoy folds and left
tha white shoulders and pretty rounded
arms bare ; she wore ornaments of pearls on
her throat and wrists and one creamy rose
in her hair.

‘11 h*ve my mother’s orders to
into her boudoir to have a rest.
Bee, whom shall | honor with the
No, notyju, messeeurs,” he added,
ingly. There is not one of yon to be
trustei. Here, Dick,” he oontinueil, to
Mr. Burke, who was passing through the
hall, “ take Miss Frith ay ay from this hot
room and make her r<st. | give her into
your care for half an hour, and mind you
prove worthy of suea a trust.”

sand you
Let me
trust ?
laugh-

“ Is that possible?” Mr. Birke said,
bowing as he offered his arm.

' lara hesitated fur a moment.

"1 really need not trouble you, Mr.

jBurSe,” she said, coldly.
no other engagements ?”’
“ None whatever ;1 am not dancing.”
The girl's fair face brightened a little, and
she puther h»nd on his arm.
" fiive you not danced at all ?" she said,
it. he piloted her through the groups of

“ Are you under

guestr and billows of silk and lace tarla-
tane.

“ No. You must have guessed as
much *

“ Why ?”

“ Because |l had not asked for a glimpse
of your programme.”

“ That was no criterion, | did not think
you would have asked me."
“ Did you not? | think, if I had been

dancing, | should have liked a waltz with
you.”

“ And why ?”’

“ Yourwaltzing isperfection,” heanswer-
ed, smiling. “ Where am | to take you,
Miss Frith in search of coolness and peace ?"

“ Oa the terrace, if you will,” Clara
aald.

Mr. Burke hesitated.

*'Will it not be cold for you?” he said,

looking down at her.

Cold ! This warm night ?”

* Then if you will excuse me a moment,
I will fetohyou a shawl.”

He left her for a moment, returning al-
most immediately with asoft white shawl,
which he folded carefully round her, not-
withstanding her laughing remonstrances;
then drawing her hand through hia arm
again, he led her through the French win
dows on to the terrace.

Fetherstone Hall was an old building,
and the house was turrounded by what
had probably been a fosse had been wused
for defensive purposes and kept full of
water. Now it had been carefully drained
off and stone-paved, and served as an area
for the basement story ; and above it was a
handsome stone terrace covered with a ver-
anda and edged by a pretty ornamented
balustrade, which served both as a promen-
ade and sitting-room in hot weather. Com-
fortable cushioned wicker chairs were plac-
ed here and there, and in one of these Clara
sat down, somewhat wearily.

“You are very tired ?” Mr. Burke said,
gently, as he glanced down at the lovely
face, which looked very white againBt the

red cushions on whioh it rested. “ Shall
I get you some wine

“ Don’t you know that | am a ‘total ab
stainer,”” Clara said laughingly.

“ Areyou ? | am glad to hear it,” said
Mr. Burke, with more earnestness than the
occasion seemed to warrant.

“Glad? And why ? Do | look like a
person likely to fall a victim to intemper
ance ?1

“No,” heanswered, gravely. “ And yet

| have seen women as young as you almost,
and more beautiful even than are you, sunk
f> the lowest depths by the indulgence of
that vice.”

“ Poor creatures,” said Clara, compas-
sionately, and theie was a silence, during
which Mr. Baike leaned overthe balustrade,
his face grave to sadness, and Clara watch-
ed him thoughtfully, thinking that his faoe
was one of tne mest beautiful she had ever
seen, and letting her heart steal slowly but
surely from her keeping into his.

“ 1 need not keop you, Mr. Burke,”
she said, presently, “ if you wish to return
to the ball-room.”

“la my presence distasteful to you

1By no means, but ”

“ Then I will stay, if you please,”
plied, calmly.

It was a lovely night, soft and pleasant,
with a full moon whioh peeped ooyly now
and then from behind the fleecy cloud*
which swept across the sky, and a little
breeze fragrant with the odor of the flowers
in the parterres below the terraoe. There
was no one on the terrace but themselves,
and from within came the soft, sweet strains
of dance-music— a dreamy German W altz
which the musicians were playing.

“ Mr, Burke,” Clara said, suddenly, with
a little tremor in her sweet, low voice,
“ why do you think so badlv of me V

“ Think so badly of you?” repeated Mr.
Burke, starting a little, and turning a
somewhat troubled face toward her.
“ Surely ”

“ Ah, do nottry to deny it,” she said,
hastily, ‘1 know you do not like me. |
know that you think me a foolish, frivo-
lous girl—I know that you think me even
worse than foolish and frivolous—yon think
me capable of deceiving my best friend, my
more than mother. Why is it? W hat
have | done to you that you have oonoelved
such an opinion of me ?”

She had risen at she spoke, and approach-
ing his side leaned overthe balustrade,'look-
ing up in his face with eager, earnest eyes,

he re-

oved, ob Not Pbovedj”

Iwhich told Mr. Burke something which
made his heart beat quickly and his pulses
Ithrob

J “ MissF.ith,” he Bai<?: earnestly, “ what
mmakes you think ' Indeed, you are quite
mistaken. ’

“ 1 am not,” she replied, eagerly—"1
am not mistaken. | have seen, from the
very beginning of our acquaintance, that
your minner toward me was cold and con-
strained, and you are s') anxious to think
ill of me. Even the other momfng, about
my letters, | saw you judged me then un-

kindly. You thought ”
“ But my child, what right have 1| to
think ?’ he said, gently, leaning over the

railings, and looking earnestly at the sweet,
moved face. “ How can my opinion effect
you in any possible way ? If you know
what itrtallyis ”

He broke off suddenly, as if afraid of say-
iig to much.

“ Aa!you see you oannut deny it she
Baid, bitterly ! “ You do think evil of me 1
You thought when you gave me the letters
that | was carrying on a correspondence
unknown to my darling mother. Well,
so it is ; what if I am?" continued Clara,
with unusual petulance. “ It is surely no
business of yours !”

Mr. Burke smiledslightly atthis instance
of feminine inconsistency, but said nothing,
only looked quietly away from the fair,
flushed face, out on to the moonlit grounds.

“ And the other morning, when Mr.
Lacy was reading,” she went on, eagerly
~and passionately, “ when it came to that

I'passage about flirtation, | saw how you
llooked at me, as much as to say that | was
Icapable of that ‘unwomanly shame’ they
spoke of I How dare you judge me so
cruelly ? W hatright have you ?”

111 oan only regret that my face is so
very expressive of my feelings,” Baid Mr.
Burke, calmlv ; and Clara turned away
with a quiok little gesture of pain.

There was a shortsilence. Suddenly Mr.
Burke heard something very like a suppress-
ed sob in the neighborhood of h*s shoulder,
and he turned hastily.

“Clara, what ia it ? You are really not
angry or hurt are you ?“ he said eagerly.
“ Ah, child, you know | would not grieve
you for the world ! And if | do not tell you
in so many words what | think of you, it is
because | fear that the expression ofmy real
opinion would vex you even more than my
supposed dislike does."”

“ Forgive me," Clara said, tremulously,
“1 am very foolish, but I am tired and ner-
vous to-night; and ”

“ You have been doing too much latel?,”
he said, tenderly. “ Too much gayety is
not good even for Miss Frith. | must speak
to Lady Bllison about you.”

“ Oh 1no ; please not; | am quite well,
only tired and a little worried,” said Clara,
eagerly.

“ Worried —you ! he said, taking the
tiny gloved hand into hia own broad, Btrong
palm, “ You ought to have no worries,
my child. Suppose you tell me what la
troubling you ? Perhaps | can help you.”

“1 wonder—!I wonder if—if you would,”
C ara said, hesitatingly, lifting her eyes to
the grave face, very tender now, as he beat
over her.

“1f I can, I will,” he said gently.” “You
need not be afraid to truBt me, Clara."”

“ 1 am not afraid to trust you. It isnot
that!" she said, dubiously ; ‘'and still, per-

haps, you oould help me, Mr. Burke. Two
or three times | have wondered if | might
tell ycu, and if you would help me?”

“ Need | assure you of my will if I pos-

sess the ability ?" he Baid stroking ths little
hand with his fingers with a tender cares-
sing movement. “ W hy are you afraid to
tell me?”

“ You are so big and formidable,” shere-
plied, forcing a laugh ; “ and you have al-
most invariably seemed to avoid me.”

Dick Burke smiled half sadly aa he re-
membered how hard he had striven to resist
the fascination this young girl exercised for
him ; how often, during the long, sleepless
nights he had struggled against the love for
her which had invaded hia heart, despairing
of ever winning any return, and not daring
to risk his happiness again on a woman’s
word. And as he stood with the little glov-
ed hand in his, and looked down on the slen-
der white robed figure by his side, he con-
trasted the beautiful, pure face, and earnest
eyes, with another face, yet more beautiful
and bewitching, which had made a fool’s
paradis 3for him for a time.

“ Have | seemed to avoid you ?” he snid.
“ Even if I have, my child, what has an old
fogey like me to do with a bright young girl
except to help her if I can, and advise her
to the beBt of my ability ? And Clara —I
may call yoa Clara, may | not ?—"

"1t is rather late in the day to ask per-
mission,” Clara said, gayly. “ You have
done so several times already.”

“ You are not angry then ?"

“Oh, no;” Clara replied, shyly, freely
giving him a permission accorded to a very
few.

“ Then, Clara, believe that anything I can
do for you will be done, with a sincere plea-
sure and happiness in the performance of
your behest."

“ Thank you,” Clara said, simply, and
there waBa little silenoe.

“Mr. Burke,” the young girl said then,
“do you remember my saying that deceit
was sometimes excusable ? ”

“ Yes. | remember. ’

“ Perhaps you thought me wrone, but

when | have told youto what | allude you
will think | am right. You know the great
trial of my dear mother s life do you not?”

“ Her blindness ?” said Mr. Burke, releas-
ing Clara’s hand as he spoke.

“ No; I donotallude to that. | mean a
trial she had years ago, when | first came to
her a o'lild of nlna

“ W hat was that ?” he said, gently.

“ 1 allude to the loss of her son.”

“ Did he die?”

“ No ;notthen. | will tell you about it,
| thought Ted might have done so.”

“ Ted has never spoken of Lady Ellison’s
son to me," answered Mr Burke. “Butyou
had better sit down, my child ; you will be
tired.’

“ Thensit down also,” she replied with a
touch of her pretty imperious manner. “ If

you do not I shall have to shout to reaoh up
to your ears,”

He obeyed her, drawing up a chair to
her side, and leaning his elbow on the bal-
ustrade in a manner which, although his
face waB turned toward her, allowed him to
Bkaie it with his hand.

“ It is nearly eleven years ago,” Clara be-
gan, in her low, sweet voice, “ That Grant
Ellison, who was an only child, married
without consulting iither father or mother, a
beautiful young actress. He wasin the aimy
and she belorg d to acompany who passed
tiioigh t; e lo.vn whtre Le was qaa/.e td

ie married her secretly, and mamged to
keep his marriage from the knowledge of
his friends forte/eral weeks; then it w»s
discovered ; his colonel wrote to Sir
DougUs Ellison; Grant wrote to hismo-
ther, who loved him with a love ‘passing
the love of woman ’ | remember the morn-
ing those letters came—I shall never "—she
shuddered as she spoke—*“ never forgot it,
child as | was at the time ! Sir Douglas,
whose family pride was only equalled by
his pride in his son snd heir, was furious ;
Lady Ellison was broken-hearted. He
awore he would never receive hiB son again,
and wrote casting him off forever. | remem-
ber how poormother pleaded for her son ; |
remember how she entreated Sir Douglas to
forgive him, how she w pt and sobbed ; and
then when she saw it was hopeless to induce
him to alter his decision, she fell at his feet
in a dead faint. | knew that because | was
in the room unnotioed in their misery, for
the father was miserable als >; but I did
not know the cause of the unhappiness.”

“W eil?” Mr.Barhe said, gently.

“ Sir Douglas never altered his decision.
Five years afttr he died, and when his will
was opened, it was found that he had left
all hie property, after Lady Ellison’s death
to me ; there was nothing for his son, whom
he caBt cff.”

“ Then Grant Ellison’s folly haa benefit-
ed somebody,” Dick said, with a strange
smile. *’Tis an ill wind that blows nobody
good.””’

“ Do you call that good ?” she orled pas-
sionately. “ Do you think loan enjoy the
possession of that money ? Ah !if you could
know how the thought of that will weighs
upon me 1’

“ But GrantEllison is dead, is he not ?”

“There isno real proof of his death He
left the army and went abroad to Australia
with his wife, and Lady ElliBon never heard
of him since. During Sir Douglas Ellison’s
lifetime she could make no mquries—he
would not permit it 1and as she never hfard
from him, she gave up all hopes that he

is living. It seems that before he left

England he came to his mother to Bay good-,
He did notenter Charnock House, be- (ttlks

by.
oause he would not take advantage of his
father’s abBence—Sir
the time. Wasnot that noble of him ?

“ Noble—why?”

“ Because Sir Douglas had forbidden him
to enter the house, but mother went to him
in the grounds and they parted. | only
knew of this interview about a year ago—
she told me of it. It must have been terri-
ble 1

“ Terrible, indeed !” said her com panion
in a low voice.

“ Itseemed that atthat interview Grant
promised that, if he lived, his mother should
hear from him. He never wrote, and she
hasmourned him as dead for many vyears
now.”

“Is it not better so ?’’ Riohard Burke
said, quietly. “ He was lost to her living ;
it wasbetter he should die than live to bring
disgrace and dishonor on his name.”

* Disgrace and dishonor !” she returned,
quickly and passionately. “ He never did
so! He had been wrong truly to marry
secretly, but if he loved the girl and she was
good and beautiful, why should he not have
married her 1Surely it is a man's inaliena-
ble right to choose a wife for himself ?”

“ Dangerous principles, my child,” he an-
swered, with forced gayety, but with a deep
shade of pain on his faoe. “ They brought
Grant Ellison to his ruin, you see.”

“ They need not have done so had Sir
Douglas been lesB proud,” she said warmly.

“ And on his deathbed I am sure here-
cognized that he had been in fault.”

“ How,” Baid Dick, e gerly.

“ Because, when he was flying, we were

with him—mother and I—and he had baen
lying aa if unoonBcious for a long time,”
the young girl answered, unsteadily.

"M other was leaning over him, but shs was
very tiredland faint, and | had my arms
round her. Suddenly he opened his eyea
and looked up at her with a faint smile,
‘Poor Nora,” he said faintly. ‘Poor Grant!
Forgive me, and ask him to forgive me also’
They were hia last words.”

The tears were standing thickly in the
girl’seyes, and she turned away her f*oe
to hide her emotion from her companion,
who was almost as deeply moved as herself.
For amoment neither oould speak ; then he
Baid, in alow, piined voice :

“ Had Grant Ellison known that, he
might have had a different ending t&his

career."

Clara turned eagerly, and put out both
her hands.

“ How do you know? How do you
know ?’ she said, excitedly. “ Ah, you
have seen him—you met him out there |
Ah, tell me—lam right, ami not? ion

know him 2?7

“ 1 have seen him,” he answered, slowly.

“ And—ah !'but you said a different end-
ing 1 He is dead, then ?” and Clara’s head
sank on her hands in irrepressible agitation,

“ My child,” said Mr. Burke, gently,
“itisbett.r so, believe me. Why should
you regret him ? He was notworth one of
those tears ”

“Hew dare you say tof
passienately. “ She loved him
he could have been nothing
and noble.”

“ She was hia mother.”

“ Ani he Isdead !” said the young girl,
brokenly “ That is why 1 could get no
tidings from him !~

“ W hat—you have sought for
said, eegerly, turning toward her.

“ 1 have tried. Thatletter | had the day
before yesterday was from the lawyer who
was trying to discover his fate for me ; but
you see, Miss Delby’s fortune-telling oame

Clara said,
so dearly,
else but good

him ?” he

nearer the truth than she thought. | have
had news of the ‘fair man,” and they have
given me a bitter disappointment. O,
Grant—G rant!”

And again the pretty head fell on the
little hands, and sobs shook the Blender
frame. Mr. Burke sat still fora moment,
then he turned toward her with an almost

irrepressible tenderneBS, as if about to take
her in his aims ; but he checked himsalf
with a strong effort, and sat silent until she
grew calm again,

Douglas was away at:

“ Tell me about him,” Bhe said then
tremulously ; and Mr. Burke hesitated.

“ To-morrow,” he said “You are worn
out to-night, and unfit for any more agita-
tion.”

“ Ah !tell me now, please ; | shou’d not
sleep unless | knew all! | am not tired,
and | will not distress you again, | prom-
ise.”

“ Distress me! Ah, Clara, those tears

have given mo the brightest gleam of happi
ness | have known for many a long year,”
he answered, huskily ; and the color rose in
Clara’s face as she heard the words.

“ Now tell me,” she said, s ftly, in a
moment.

“ There isnot much to tell,” he answered,
in a low tone. “ When | knew Grant
Ellison 1 knew him as a broken-hearted,

reckless man, whe lived a life of hardship
and wretchedness, rendered doubly miser-
able by the thought of the mother whose
heart he had b oksn. Ah, when you think
of him, Clara, you may safely think of him
as loving his mother with the deepest, truest
love of his heart; and if he did not write
to her it was beoause he felt that as he was
lost to her, it was batter that she should
believe him dead even before he was.”

“ She loved him, "Clara said, softly.

“ He never doubted that,” he answered,
quietly. “ Never, not fora moment. Hfs
love and faith in her never faltered, and
though his life was a miserable one, it was
honest and pure for her sake.”

“ You were his frli<nd, then ?” the young
girl said, lifting her eyes to his face for a
moment, aa he stood leaning over the balus-
trade, and speaking in a low, moved voice,
without glancing toward her.

“ He trusted me,” he replied, quietly.
“ He told ma much that!| will tell you if
you care to hear it ; much that will sadden
and pain your tender heart, my ohild—but
much that, if he had known you as | know
you, he would have told you freely long ago,
Wi ill you hear it now ?”

Yea,” Clara said, softly, “ 1 will hear
it, and | will be grateful to you as much
for that confidence as for your friendship
for him.”

And there was a short silence, broken
only by the gay, sweet strains of dance-
music which came from the ball room, be-
fore Mr. Burke began his story.

(TO BE CONTINUED )

Cashing a Cheque.

Customer (presenting oheque humbly to
Ledgtr Keeper.) Strange how a customer
drawing n.oaey always does it humbly. He
hides his little piece of pink, green or white
paptr as if it wiraa death warrant. He
in undertones. He addresses the
clerks, who sit like aastere judges behind
their tailed counters, or like male Hesper-
idea guarding uatold wealth. Even when
the customer does get his money, (and it is
EometimeB his money, “ou know) he orunts
it on the sly as if he knaw he oughtn’t to,
as if those judges scofled at his suspicions ]
—W: ill you be kind enugh to cash this fir
me !

Ledger Keeper (iickini? his fingers and
turning pages r&piuly,)—NextdeBk.
Customer (at next desk ) Will

kind enough to cash this for me ?

Receiviog Teller (dashing his hand into a
dirty, wet sponge).—Next desk

CuBtomir (at next desk).— W ill
kind enough to---—--—--

Accountant (oleaning his nails )—next
desk—paying teller.

CuBtomu’.—W ill you ke —

Paying Teller (snatohing cheque)—Third
desk doffn.

Customer (at Ledger Keeper's desk) —I
was t )ld [told, not asked] to bring you thiB.

Ledger Keeper.—“ A "to “ K,”or“ L "
to«z"?

Customer.—I beg 3our pardon.

Ledger Keeper.—Here, hand it over.

Customer.—Hand whatover?

Ledger Keeper.—Here, be quick.
you see I’'m busy ?

Customer.—Well, no, yes, | mean, W hat
do you want ?

Ledger Keeper.—That cheque.

(Customer hesitatingly lets go the precious
document ) [Ledger Keeper bangs a big
book about, scribbles a few flourishes in two
or three different corners of two or different
scraps of paper, and handB customer chtque,
Customer stares blankly.]

Ledger Keeper.—To Paying Teller 1(Sup-

you be

you be

Cant

ply “ to ” after “ go ” and “ the devil ” af-
ter “ to” to judge frcm Ledger Keeper’
face.)

Customer to Paying Teller.—1 have
broughtthis back.

Paying Teller Ojunta cut $5,000 in twoa

and ones and silver, acribbles fleurisheswith
a fine pen in half a dozen books and m ire
loc se pieces of paper, licks his fingers and
thumb, takes a hair out of his pen, looks
for another pen, stamps seven or eight
oheques, walks over with pen in mouth and

papers in hand to another part of office,
looks at clock, says to somebody, “ Clock’s
slow, put it onto ten minutes to three,”

comes back, pulls up hiB trousers so that
they won’t “ knee,” sits down and Bays),—
Well?

Customer hands oheque dumbly.

Paying Teller.—Not endorsed.

Customer.—Beg pardon.

Paying Teller.—(slowly, deliberately, in-
cisively, aarcastioally.—It—I!s—not—endor-
sed.

Cust:mer.—Oh 1

Paying Teller points to pen and ink be
hind castomtr (excessive politeness).

C istomer brings back oheque. Finds four
well-dressed, lanky, hair parted-in the-mid-
dle boyB talking to Paying Teller. All got
books underarms Rememlera seeing them
in offices of other banks. W alts. They Btlll
talk. Conversation unintelligible. “ A's ”
all “awa ” ;no “ R’s” anywhere. At laat
all Bay, “ Taw-taw.” Presents cheque.

Paying Teller.-A-This your name ?

Customer (in awhisper) —Yes.

Paying Teller.—Got to be identified.

Customer.—W hat ? The name ?

Clock strikes three. Customer hustled
out.

A Good Corn Shelter for 35c.

A marvel of cheapness, of efficacy, and of
promptitude, is contained in a bottle of
that famousrea_ely, Putnam’s Painless Corn
Extractor. It goes right to the root of the
trouble, there acts quickly but so painless-
ly that nothing is known of its operation
until the corn is shelled. Beware of sub-
stitutes offered for Putnam’s Painless Corn
Extractor—safe, sure and painless. Sold
atdruggists.

If there is anything below the clouda
that will make an angel red around the eyea
is to Bee a near-sighted old bachelor try to
thread a needle.

Yonr friends will Never Tell Yon
but perhaps somebody, who isn’t your
friend, will that ycur presence is rendered

offensive by the foul, fetid smell of your
breath E'ery word y u utter, though it
be the very echo of wisdom and poetry,
disgusts your hearers, and your laugh is
productive of anything but mirth to them.
It isa duty you owe, not only to yourself,
bu' to society to remove this cause of offense.

Dr. Sage’s Catarrh Remedy will heal the
diseased mucous membrane, will bring re-
lief to yourself and others. D >not hesi-

tate to employ it,

Ferdinand W ard wishes he were one of
the rascals who are to be turned out.
“One .fail Drives Out Another”?'
ia a French saying thatnads exemp iticatton
in the way one disease will substitute itself
f>ranother and graver one, in very many

oases, Liver disease for Instance will soon
induce b ood disorders, throat ailments,
Bkin affections and eventually, beoause of

impoverished blood, consumption itself, ur-
less, indeed, it be treated inits incipiency
and early progress by Dr Pierce’s “ Golden
Medical Discovery * wnich acts as a specific
in these ailments, accomplishiag a iapid cure
by its powerful alterative action upon the
great organs of the body.

W hat is the difference between a Catholic
sister and a Catholic woman ? Nun.

Young or middle-aged men, suff-ring from
nervous debility and kindred weaknesses,
Bhould send ten cents in stamps for large
treatise giving successful treatment. World's
Dispensary Medical Association, Baffalo,
N. Y.

When a parson is in everybody’s mouth
he naturally has a high appreciation of the
popular taste.

In the manufacture of tobaeco from the
leaf, sugar or molasses and gum of sime
kind are used. In the manufacture of the
“Myrtle Navy” brand the sugar uBed is the
finest white loaf, known in the trade as
granulated. Thisis a sugar in which there
is seldom any adulteration, but to guard
against the possibility of it, all sugar uwd
in the factory is submitted to a caieful teet
of its purity. The gum used iathe pure
gum arabic.

Extinguishing a lamp is like a‘'small sup-
per; itlba light blow-out.

Shakespeare waB nota broker; but does
any one know of another man who haa fur-
nished so many atock quotationa ?

Imperial Cough Drops will give
Positive and Instant Relief to those suffering
from Colda, Hoarseness, Sore Throat, eto,,
and are invaluable to orators and vooallata,

For sale by druggists and oonfeotioners,
R. & T. WATSON, M anufacturers,
Toronto,

A.P.259.

ATENT RIGHT FOR SALE—LAMP GLASS
oleaner and dish washer combined; patented
September, 1885; send 250. for sample and particu-
lars. JNO. W. OOONEV, Box 35, Arnprlor, Ont.
uelph business <ou m.k,<.tu iph,oni
G That man onI?/ ia rightly educated who knows
how to use himself, who powtsses such practical
knowledge and each manual skill as will enable him
to compete successfullylwith hia fellows in the busi-
ness of life  To impart suoh education, to prepare
such man is the design and purpose cf this institu-
tion. For terms, eto, call at the oollege or address,
~MAcOOaMICK, Principal.

OUR NAME, ADItKESS, AND TEN CENTS,

_mailed Beugough's Shorthand and Business
Institute. Toronto, will bring copy Comnopolitan
Shorthander, best journal in Amerioa. P/Ae, $1.00.
Send for Calendar.

A LLEWS EXTRA REFINED CIDER—Bar.
rels. Half Barrels and Kegs always in stock
Allen’s Clarified Cider, prepared especially folr Soott
Aet oounties. Orders promptly filled ; alsocaehraid
for rson(w)r’nton cider. Allhn's Vinbgab Works, fW
wich, Ont.

A gents wanted for the best sfcLL-

INK Patented Article in Canada to-day. Send
25 cents for Sample and Agents* Terms. Dklouchh
& Co, Guelph.

Neuralgia Positively Cured
In twenty minutes, without fail. Chapman’s Cele®
brated Neuralgia Powders. Sample mailed twenty-
five cents. Chapman, Chemist, London, Ont.

I!ISINESS CHANCE—FOft S\LE~THOE!T

eqnipped Butoner Dueinessin the City of Guelph;

does agood tiade ; asplendid chanoe ; will sell oheap;

ood reasons forsellin*. For particulars address. J.
. LAMPREY, Real Estate Agent, Guelph.

SUCCESS AGAINST ALL PRKEJUDICIC
~NiUiams' Bye Water has proved it*elf a euooeca
by all who bate used It according to directions, if their
s were curable, as will be s en by the undersigned
cértificates. It cured me, 8years blind, ooculist failed.
O. Fortin ; it has cured me, occulist would not try me
Alexander Wand, 6 years b ind, Chas. Amiott; 4 yean,
Klie Dufour; B blind and now | see "John
Lecrcix. Ask your drugglsts for it. Wholesale—y
man Sons k Oo., 334 Bt. Paul St.. Montreal.
A g.ift n FE EP R Tointroduce tiura, we
im urrcn wngive away 1,000

Self-Operating Washing Machines. If youwail
one bend us your na " P. O, and express office,
atocoa. THE NATION AL OO., 3Dey St.,N.Y

CIATICA, INFLAMMATORY RHEUMA-
TISM, Gout, Neuralgia, and Lumbago offectu*

all¥ cured by a remedg invented by one who was hha-
stIf cured by it after being three years on crutcbei
with sciatica} abundant testimonials as to its bene-
ficial -ffect!%m ab(i,\r/';-mentioned diseases; remedy
gerIersies amerrgan
BUSINESS COLLEGE. aROADE,“~YONGE

ST., TORONTO. Finest rooms in America. Praotia&l
in every department. Teachers pushing and ener-
.E:tie, and know what they teach. Endorsed by the
ading business men of Ontario, its graduates are fill-
ing positions of trust inevery oity, townand village of
Canada. Sand for new circular C. O'DE A, Secretary.

FR3BX1 i~ S T D S

Along the line cf the Chicago and Northwestern.
Railway In Central Dukota and Northern
Nebraska* New aections are bein& opened up and
rapidly settled in these wonderfully productive
regions, and the “ first oomers” will have “ first
ohoioe " of location.

For full information thioh will be sent you free of
charge) about the free lands and cheap homes, apply

to JOHN H. NORLEY,
Western Canadian Pass. Agent, C. & N. W. R.,
R. S. HAIR 9 York St, Toronto, Ont

General Pass. Agent, Chloago, Ills.

CAUTION.

E.AOH PLUG OF THE

MYRTLE NAYY

T & B.

IN BRONZED LETTERS.
NONE OTHER GENUINE.




