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CHAPTER XXVI,
miss Chester’s proposiuon.

IMiss Chester eat down quietly, and Sir
Grant, throwing himself into a chair, cover-
ed hie face with his hands. The temptation
was a great and terrible one. Hisown mis-
ery he could have borne, but Clara's—and
this way was so easy, so Bimple ! The act-
ress was evidently sincere ; it, was as much
i n bei interest as in his, and more, therefore
she would carry out the pl»n thoroughly.

No one knew of heridentity with his wife
but Ted, and Ted was brave, and true, and
leal—he would never betray him. It was
a sore temptation. On one side happiness
with CUra ; on the other loneliness, desola-
tion, and privation

How could he give Clara up? hisdarling,
his happy, innocent love ! Haw oould he
bring such misery upon her? how could he
blight her young life ? It was terrible ; and
yet dared he to deceive her? D»red he put
(mch an aflront upon her as to make her go
through a ceremony which would be but
a mockery after all ? And if (in the future
Heaven blessed them with children, how
could he look into their innocent faces,
knowing that he their father, had wittingly
given them aburden of shame and disgrace !
He loved Clara ; he loved her passionately,
truly, deeply. He loved her too truly and
too deeply for such deception aa that.

When ho lifted his htad aad uncovered
hisface, Miss Chester glanced athim. He was
deadly pale, and he looked haggard and
worn, as if tired with the struggle he had
undergone ; but the expression of lofty re-
solve and resignation told the designing
woman that she was ballled, and her brow
darkened.

“1 cannot do It*~ love her too well for
that,” he said, simply, in a voice like the
veice of a m&n ill deadly pain, ?nd she ut-
tered a passionate exclamation of contempt
and anger.

There was a long silence ; then Miss Ches-
ter rose.

“‘“You must allow me to ditmiss you," she
said, coldly. “1 think we have said all we
neod say to each other, and there is no
necessity for us to meet again. My propos-
al was dictated by sincere Interest in you.
You have lejected it. Henctforth mve can
go our separate ways, | am almost sorry |
aver disturbed your billing and cooing, but
| suppose you would have discovered me
soontr or later.”

Sir Grant rose.

“You want nothing of me then?” he Baid,
huskily,

“Nothing. You are a poor man, and vou
have prevented me becoming rich. You
can gis'e me nothing. Were | in want, |
know your mother’'s address, and | have
sufficient proofs to support my claims upon
her, |f’- she had moved toward the door,
but now turned towards him—*if you think
better of my suggestion, you can let me
know. It is still open to you.”

She inclined her he&d slightly and passed
eout of the room, and in a moment the smart
bluc-and-silver page appeared and preceded
Grant to the hall dot)', whioh he opened to
al'ow him to leave the house, with a sense
of his of own importance go fully impressed
upon his countenance that at any other
time it could not have failed to provoke a
smile.

Sir Grant left the house with a dazed
feeling of misery about him, whioh prevent-
ed him being conscious of where he was and
what he was doing. He walked heedleeBly,
his tnmpli s throbbing madly, and bis heart
full of unspeakable anguish, One thought
w?s uppermost in his mind—Clara—poor
Clara !

He wandered on aimlessly until ho found
himself somwhere near the park, and then
he stood still, hesitating Should he go back
and tell her that her suggestion was accept-
ed, that he would strive to forget [her exist-
ence, as she doubtless would forget his?
Should he keep silence and imrry ~the pure
young girl he loved so passionately, and
devote hie life to her happiness ? If he sin-
ned, he alone should bear the punishment;
surely it ought not to touch ,Ciara ? And if
he made her happy, that would atone. He
felt confused and wretched as he drove the
temptation from him once more, and went
on his way, fet>link much the same as a man
may feel who has just heard his sentence of
death and that of one dearer to him thau
himself, Should he not return to her at all
—should he never let his eyes rest on the
fair face which mad? his shunshine ? It
would bew sir perhaps, He could go away,
and them write to hir, it-—-

“Why Grant,” said a laughing voice,
you going to cut us ?”

Jin looked up with a start, and saw that
his mother’s carriage had drawn up by the
side of the pavement, and CUra, leaning
forward, was watching him, laughing at his
absti action.

Almost mechanically he
and went toward them

are

raised his hat

“Where were you, Grant?” Clara said,
laughing, "MileB away from Piccadilly
certainly. Jump in, we'll give you a seat
home,”

He obeyed her, forcing himself to make
3ome light reply,

“You look very tired, Grant,” his mother
said, gently,

“ 1 have beer, walking all over London, I
believe,” he said, carelessly, “I lost my
way in Beme benighted region, wheie Clara's
favorite hansoms are unknown, Have you
paid your calls, nuulre ?"

He was looking at his mother, for Clara’s
eyes, with their keen, tender scrutiny, were
fixed upon his face, and he could nos meet
them. Lady lillison answered S'.uiliugly,
and a disjointed conversation was kept up
until they reached the house, when the
dressing bell was on tho point of sounding,
ant! they were obliged to disperse to their
dressing rooms.

| iara was the lirst person to appear in the
drawing-room; perhaps she had hoped
to have a few' minuted’ conversation with
Grant before any of the others came down ;
but if so, she wac disappointed, for he wait
the very last to make his appi arence ; and
then, although he looked very pale, and
complained of fatigue, he teemed to be invery
goo'l spirits, laughing andjtalking incessant
ly during dinner in a manner which some-
what reassured Ciars, who was anxious
about his altered looks,

It was only when he and Ted were alone
that the forced hilarity broke down, and he
buried his head in his hands with a groan,
which went to his friend’'s heart.

“Grant, old fellow, (his is terrible,” he
said, huskily,

“ And tksre is worse to come,” Sir Grant
said, gloomily, “I1f I could spare her—if I
oould *para her ! Even now it breaks my
heart to see her oyes watching me, a» if she
guessed what is in store for her, Ted, be
good to her—ask Gracie to be good to her
when | am gone,”

“Gone—you are going, then ?”

“ Yes; | am going to-morrow morning,
I shall see my mother to-night, and to-mor-
row morning early | shall get away. Do |
ssem a very contemptible cowaid to you,
Ted* Great Heaven I' he rose with a cry
of misery, which broke unchecked from his
lips. “ 1t would be as easy to plunge a dagger
into my darling’s heart as to tell her the
truth, and see the sunshine die out of her
faoe ”

‘ Grant, my poor, pogr fellow !” said Ted,
huskily, his blue eyes dim with tears ; there
was a long and painful silence.

Then Sir Grant rose, with a 1ittle laugh,
whioh sounded more painful to Ted’'s
than the broken Cryof agony had done,

“Corns,” he Baid, lightly, “ let US join the
ladies, Let me have one more taste of
heaven before | ga out into the blackness of
despair.”

His voice broke, and ae thoy passed up
the stairs together he caught oneo at Ted’s
arm to steady himsolf, anti Ted i’etherstono
marveled a little at the mighty paeBion of
that love—at the force of that desj.iir which
could so utterly unnerve a man, strong of
purncse aud powerful of frarno as Grant El-
lison was.

The drawing room, with the soft wax
lights and the graceful women in their pret-
ty evening dreBaes, made a pleasant and at-
tractive picture Lady Mary and her host-
ess were sitting over the fire ; Gracie and
Clara, with Mr, Fethersone and his brother,
were grouped around the centra table, look
ing at some photographs of Italian pictures,
which Ted and his bride had brought back
from their honeymoon trip. Tha young
men joined them—Ted g.ing to his wife's
tilde, while Sir Grant stood near Mr. John
Fetherstone, his eyeB, with that unutterable
yearning in their depth, glancing over at
Clara, although he did not seek her side,

Presently, when cofiee had been served,
Mr. Fetherstone and his brother exoused
themselves and went out together, while
I.»dy Elison and Lady M»ry settled down
to a eomfortible chit-chat before the fire,
one lady Initiating the other Intothe mys-
teries of a new knitting-stitch. Then Ted
drew Graoie down beside him on the sofa,
with a feeling of intense thankfulness that
nothing oould oome between them; and
Clara, going to Sir Grant's Bide, slipped her
hand through his arm.

“Come and have some muBic,” she said,
caressingly, “1 have got half a dozen new
songs, Grant, and one or two of them would
suit you to perfection,”

He went with her into the smaller draw
ing room, where the piano was placed, and
as sho bent down to get her music, she mo-
tioned him to ait down in a deep arm-chair
drawn up near the piano.

“ Sit down there and | will sing to yon,”
sho Baid, smiling, “ Youlook tired to death,
Grant, and | shall take upon myself to send
you early to bed.”

“ Shall you, my darling ?” he answered,
with a faint smile ; “yet it will rest me
ever no much better to sit here and listen to
your sieging,"”

“Willit1 Then I will give you half an
hour,” she replied, lightly, as she placed
some music on the piano and turned to
him,

“Only half an nour to-night/” he
with unconscious emphasis,

“Why longer to night than any other ?”
she said, laughingly,

“Ah ! why indeed ?
Clara ?”

“ ‘The Lost Chord’—your favorite.”

“Are you going to sing it to me, sweet ?”

“I1f you like. Do you lik», Grant7' she
asked, leaning a little toward him, the
sweet, red lips in tempting proximity to his
own.

“ My darling ' he murmured, fondly, and
drew her toward him to press his lipa to her
own ; but suddenly he remembered that ho
had no right now to press those sweet lipa,
and he drew back hastily.

Clara looked up astonished.

“ What is tbe matter, Grant?
vexed you ?” 3he said, earnestly.

“ Of course not, childie,” he answered,
forcing a laugh. “How could you?”

She turned to the piano, aud for fully half
an hour her rich, sweet voice rose and fell,
filling the room with melody ; Sir Grant lay
back wearily in his chair, and shaded his
face with mb hand, thinking that it was the
last time he should hear that beautiful voice,
which was sweetest n uslc In his ears—the
last time for years, perhaps for ever, that
his eyes jshould dwell on that fair face and
graceful figure.

When Bhe had finished she
him.

“There,”
been good ?
me, Grant?”

“How, my dtareet!”

“ By singing me just one song.
ask you for more to-night.”

She left her seat on the music stool and
he took it, Clara standing behind him, put
both little hands on his Bhoulders.

ears

said,

What Bong is that,

Have |

turned to

ehe said, gayly, “have 1| not
Are you not ejoing to re ward

I won't

“What shall it be, my Clara ?” he asked,
huskily.
‘eMy favorite—‘In the Gloaming,’ she

answered, smiling,

“ ‘In the Gloaming ' ” he repeated, “ Why
do you ask me that to-night, Clara ?”

“W hy?” she replied, in buid surprise.
“ Because | like it bes>t, Grant.”

“ Do you, sweet?”

He released the handB he bad taken into
his for @ moment, and turned to the
The next his voice roBe,
pleadingly, full of pathos :

piano.

moment softly,

“ ‘In the gloaming, O, my darling,
When the lights are dim and low*

And the quiot shadows falling,
Softly come and softly go—

When the winds ar-- Bobbing faintly,
With a gentle, unknown woe,

Will you think of me and love me,
As you did once long ago?’

Will you, Clara—will you!” Skid Grant,
softly, turning to her for s, momsnt; aad
Clara stooped her loft cheek againit him
for amoment.
1 'In the gloaming, O, my darling,
Think not bitterly cl me,
Though | passed away in Bllence,
Left you lonely, set you free,
For my heart was oraehed with longing—
What been could never be,
It was beet to leave you thus, dear—
IV-.: for 50u and best for me;
It waa best tso leave you thus—
Best for you and best for me.” '

“Your voice is a little husky, Grant,”
said poor unconscious Clara, tenderly.
sm afraid you have caught cold,”

“Ywu like that aong, Clara?”

“You know I do, Grant.”

“Would you think bitterly of a lover
who ‘left you lonely, sot you free?” he ask-
ed, in a low voice of pain.

“ it would depend on lil« reasons for doing
so,” sho answered, wistfully, and the beauti-
ful eyes Bought his face ajixiously. “But in
any case, Grant, | would rather he did not
‘p&«* away ia alienee.”

“ Why, my darling?”

“ Because in that case | should bo tempted
to tiiink that he did not love me,” she an-
wered, in a toft whisptr, and Grant drew
her dose to him in silenoe.

“Como, young people, it is bed time,
said Lady Ellison’s voice in the other room,
and Clara felt Sir Grant's start of surprise,
and a kind of shudder which ran through
him as he released her from his arms, but
still held her hand in his as they went into
the adjoining room.

And then they separated Cor the night
the ladies going first. Tad, lingering a little
saw how Sir Grant took Clara for a moment
in his arms, nnd without a word pressed Mn
lips to her brow in one long, lingering, pas-
sionate kiss. Then releasing her liudaenly,
he turned away iu the same unbroken sil-
ence, and Ted caught one wistful, question-
ing glance from the gill s brown eyes aa the,
left the room.

“W hit are you going to do, Grant?” he
said, gently, when he was alone with his
friend in the drawing-room, and Grant
stood with his elbows on the mantel piece,
hia face buried in his hands.

“1 am going to write to—to her,” be said,
lifting bis head, and meeting Ted's blue
eyes, he laughed bitterly,

“Oh 1do not be afraid,” he said: “1I
shall not do anything rash, and—there la no
water here !”

CHAPTER XXVII.

“teli, me all ap.olt it, grant.”

An hour passed—sixty long minutes had
dragged their weary moments away—but
Grant Ellison still sat in the deserted draw-
ing-room with his head in his hands, trying
to think of the words in whioh he should
break the truth to Clara, wondering how he
should tell her. Far himself he had almost
ceased to suffer—the agony with which he
had pressed his last kiss on Clara's white
brow, had held her in his armB for the last
time, had deadened all other suffering in
Mm ; but the thought of hers almost broke
hie heart.

Stronger than ever the Semptation with
whioh the woman he had married in his
r\al;, impetuous youth had assailed him a
law hours before, recurred to him now,
W hy should he Buffer so terribly ? Why,
above ail, should he break hie darling's
heart, when suffering to her at least, oould
be avoided ? Why not hold his peace now
and forever ? She—that base, treacherous
wotjian—would never break the alltnee
which would give her the vaBt wealth she
was longing to grasp, The seoret would be
safe with Ted. Onee he decided that it
Bhould be so; that when morning came he
would go to the villa in St. John's Wood,
and tell her that he would acoept her pro-
posal, that it should be as she wished—that
that awful, irrevocable past should be buri-
ed out of Bight for ever.

But the next moment Clara’'s innocent,
loving €j*es rose before him, reproachful and
upbraiding him for the wrong he was can
templating; with a groan whioh he could
not repress, he threw himself ones more into
the chair from which he had risen, and
cros-ring his arms on the table, buried his
head upon them, and the silence in the room
was broken by » aound of smothered, choked
back sobs, evidences of a strong man's
agony.

How long Grant Ellison sat there he never
knew—hours might have passed or only
minutes—when he becamo suddenly aware
that he was not alone, and lifting his head

with a start, he met Clara's piteom, plead-
ing, sorrowful, brown eyts.
She was kneeling beside him, still wear

ing the blue velvet drees ahe had worn dur-
ing the evening, the gold collar round her
throat, the soft iace failing over her wrists,
and on the little hand which stale up in
mute sympathy and tenderness to his neck
the great diamonds of her betrothal-ring
flashed and gleamed.

“CUra I'L Sir Grant said,
of pain.

‘ Yes, Clara,” she answered, softly, and
then two white, tender arms crept up about
his neck, and the sweet tender voice whis-
pered :

“Now, Grint, tell me all about it.”

Grant could not speak ; he drew her up
iuto his arms with one passionate movement,
then bowing his head upon her shoulder,
he burBt into teirs,

“Grant I'l the girl said, brokenly,
Grant, my darlleg - my darlug !”

And ahe folded her arms round him, and
drew his head down on her breast with a
tenderness almost motherly ic its perfect
love, its intense compassion, She did not
ask him any question—she knew that as soon
as he was ab;e to speak he would tell her ;
and although her heart was full of terrible
dread and fear, ahe did not give way, she
saw that he wanted all her assistance to re-
gain his own calmness

Presently he lifted hia head, and
at her with weary,
eyes.

“Forgive me,”
give me, Clara I

“Thera is nothing to forgive,
answered, softly,
now, Grant?’

“ To teil you—what?”

in a low valce

“oh

looked
miserable, anguished
he said, hoarsely—*“ for-

dear,” shs
“Are you able to tell mo

he said.

“What is grieving you, dear,” she an-
swered, steadily.
And with a passionate gesture of pnin,

Grant started to nie feet, and loosened his
clasp of her.
Clara roBe also, her face very white, her

lips tremulous, but he did not look ,it her

only with faltering, unsteady steps, he
turned toward the door.

“Letme go!” he said, hoarsely. *“Let
me go !”

One spring, and Clara stood slim and

straight, but trembling viol®atiy, bsfor® the
door barring it with one slight arm.

“1 cannot'let you go, Grant,” she said,
steadily. “ Not thus—not thus !”

He turned fr.m her with a despairing
gesture of pain, and went baote to the fire.
It was unjpeakable agony to him to see her,
and to know that with bis owe hand he
must deal the blow which would kill her
happines» for ever.

She came slowly toward him, and laid her
clasped hands upon his brea«t

“ Grant,” she said, vary gently, “ tell me ;
whatever it is, 1 can bear it,”

“Ah ! Clara you little know 1
brokenly.

“1 know that only something very fcerri-
b’e could move you thus, Grant.” she an-
swered, in a voice of the deepest tender-
neiia, “Perhaps, when you have told me, it
will soem easier.”

“ Easier ?’

“Yes,”she answerd, steadily although her
heart sank with foreboding, at the bitter,
harsh laugh which broke from him. “ Tell
mo, Grant.”

She put her arm caressingly on his arm,
and pushed him gentlely into a great arm-
chair ; then she knelt down beside him and
rested her heud against his arm.

‘eTell me,” she repeated, softly,

“1 cannot—I| oannot? ' he said, brokenly.

he said,

“0, Clara! why did you come here to-
night ?”

“ Boc myou were in trouble, and
it worb i i share that trouble,” she
said, tri Th«n her oalmneaa gave
way a 1 inght at him with
both tn Grecnt 11 am afraid |—
I am af]

He pi t hisi m rouDd her and drew her
close to him sileni laying his cheek
against her soft brown hair, and the girl
shivered and nestled dose to him, while
swift as light a thought passed through her
mind: “ What dreadful thing could touch
them while they had each other ?”

“Tell me, Grant,” she said presently ; and
then, with his lips growing white with pain,
he bends his head over her and tells her.

“ My darling,” ho said, brokenly, “ it
would be easier for no to cut off my right
hand than to toll you t.. ;; but you must
know it, and forgive me, it you can, for the
pain || have unwittingly >nd unwil'ingly
given you, Sweetheart, you believe, do you
not—you believe that it breaks my heart to
hurt you?”

“ Dear Grant, yes ; but nothing can hart
me much while you are with me and well.”

The tender, loving words, the sweet, up-
turned glance, make his hard task yet hard-
er. He shivers, and hie arms clasps her yet
more closely.

“My darling ' he murmurs, passionately,
“ Clara, help me alittle, dear. | cannot—I
cannot Bay it !”

His terrible emotion makes her tremble,
and she shrinks from him a little.

“ Clara-Clara !” he "cries, passionately.
“ Great Heaven ! how can | tell her ?”

“ What is it, Grant? | cannot bear chi*,”
she says, brekenly.and her head falls against
him, her slender frame trembling and shak-
ing with passionate sob«.

He bends over her, and with strong, gen-
tle hands lifts her from tho floor and places
her In a chair, a wide, deep arm-chair, in
whioh the slender frame looks very small
and childlike,

My darling ' he says, softly.
—what oould oome between as?’

Nothing,” ahe moans; “1 oan think of
nothing.”

“Think again, aweet,”

“Only—only this,” she says,

“ Think

with a low

cry of p*in, “Is it that you have ceased to
love me ?”

“While I have life I shall have love for
you,” he answers, brokenly. “ Darling,

It Is cruel to distress you thus ; and yet,
it you could know how it breaks my heart
to give you pain I’

“1 know, | know. Tell me, Grant.”

“My child, think juat once more ; think
of my past He Think what mad act of
folly committed then oould affect u> now.”

Into the great brown eyes whioh are scru-
tinizing hiti face with such eagerness, comes
a Budden horror—* dread which drains the
color from her lips, and makes her shrink
back from him,

But she Baye, tremulously; then
her voice falls her, and she looks at bim
mutely, with wide-dilated, horror-stricken
eyes, “Bat, Grant, she Ib dead.”

“ My darling, she lives still ?”

“Lives !” She raised hor hands to her
head, and pushed back the soft hair from
her brow with a wild gesture of misery.
“Lives 1 When—how uld you know it?”

“Clara, that woman we aaw together Jact
night—the actress—she Is the woman |
married.”

“She I

Tho cry broke from her with awild, pas-
sionate wail, which went to Grant'3 heart,
and she cowered back in her chair, trem-
bling & every limb, her face colorless as
death, her breath coming in gasps,

“Cara, my darling I' he cried ; “do not,
for pitj's sake—my heait's life, be brave
now !”

The anguiBh on his face, the intensity of
misery, made her Btrong for him. She cov-
ered her face for a moment with her hands,
and when she lifted it she was very pale,
but calm,

(to be continued.)

Money.

“ My son,” Bold a worldly-minded father,
“ thee must have money. Get it honestly, if
thee can ; but thee must getit I’

And the old man ought to have boen
sentto the penitentiary, Hie words were
not the sensible and practical advice of wis-
dom, but. the wicked and foolish suggestion
of the evil one.

Money is agood thing, one of tho beBt in
the world ; while poverty is a terrible evil,
which every man should use his utmoBt ef-
foits to avoid. Yet most precious tilings of
all cannot be gotten with money. It is
powerless to give health, and, as many a
man has found by bitter experience, it oan-
not insure happiness. Least of all oan it
buy agood name and a clear conscience. It
may gild our jath through this world, but
oan it comfort affliction or bring peaoe in
tha hour of death ?

To put the matter on the lowest ground,
it dees not pay to get money dishonestly.
A dishonest rut is a loss which can .ot be
compensated by any gain that it brings,
Get money, my son, if thee can; but thee
muMt get it honestly,

Dellofcta diseases in either sex,
however induced, apsedilv cared. Book,
JOoentsin usamps, Address, iu confidence,
World’'s Dispensary Medical Aisaciation,
663 Main Street, Buffalo, N, Y.

The Old and lhe New.
The old-utyle pill*! Who do”s not know
What agony they ganee—what woe?
You walked the floor, you groaned, you sighed,
And felt «<uoh awful pain in>id»,
And the next day you felt bo weak
You didn't want to movi or speak.
Now Pieroe’a ‘*Pellet«Mare so mild
They are not dreaded by a ohlld.
Th*y do their work in painleasjway,
And leave no weakneee for next day.
Thus proving what is oft confest
That gentle means are always best.
Wrong-doera are never sure of thur great-
ness or gain.

The Kiidrty Hirer.
of life iathe bibod, From it the ayst'm re-
ceives all Its material of growih anu rspair.
It bathes every tissue ol the body. How
necessary, then, that the blood should be
kept pure and riob. Dr. Pierce’'s “Golden
Medical Discovery” in the great blood food
and bleed purifur. It is s sovereign remedy
for all diseases due to impoverished blood,
consumption, bronchitis, weak lungs, ten fu-
la, influenza, and kindred diseases.

We all praise contentment.
of uapractice it.

Catarrhal Headache hswktoK aud spitting up
pfllegm, eta, at once relieved and cured by the use
of Dr. Carson's Catarrh Curo. No reason why you
should suffer another day M;s?sy oases of oatarrh o
longstanding have been cured by a single bottle o
Dr Carson’s Catarrh Cure. All Druggists $1.00 per
bottle. w [vy . -v

Leave well alone is a good rulo, bu4 leave
ill alone is a better.

Imperial Coragh t>rops wuUl give
Positive and Instant Belief to those suffering
from Colds, Hoarseness, Sore Throat, ©to,,
and are invaluable to orators and vocalists,
For sale by druggists and oonfectionok*a. R,
R, & T. WATSON f Mauufaoturflrs,
Toronto,

We all have a life work to do, no matter
where we are placed,

But how few

There is no excuse for your “suffering any longer
from Oatarrh, Bronchitis, etc., whon you can get a
remedy guaranteed to cure, and which is perfectly
safe. Dr. Careon arrh Cure Is a pleasant and
effectual remedy. your Druggist about ib.

Dougitncts.—One enpof sour milk, oae-
half cup of cream, one cup of sugar, two
eggp, one small te-ispognful of soda ; ilwor
with nutmeg or cinnamon,

The entries for tho great Colonial and
Indian Exhibition still eomc in from all
quarters of t~o Dominion, and corporations,
societies, and institutions of all sorts, are
contributing to make the display of the
most varied character. On© of the novel
feature* iu the Dominion display will be a
journal printed in the building. This paper
will be edited and published by Canadians,
printed from Canadian type, on a Canadian
press, and from Canadian made paper. It
will be publiahed by a syndicate of gentle-
men, under the name of the “ Trades Pub-
lishing Co.,” with offices in Toronto aud
Montreal.

Tha trade in patent madiclnes amounts to
about $22,000>000 per annum, and of this
$1,000,009 a year ia sp«nt in advertising,
Theie are five thousand kinds in the mar-
ket.

As

A. P. 260.

EXGOIlICar!* SHORTHAND AND BUSINESS
Institute, Toronto, is the oldest, largest, cheap-
est and best on the continent. Business men sup-
plied with offie help on the shortest possible notice.

Write for descriptive calendar. Tuos. Bbnoouoh,
President, 0. H. Brooks, Sec'y-Treaa.
X>LANER KNIVES, STAY* CUTTER, STAVE

Jl1 jointer, cheese box, veneer, leather splitting,

bookbinders, moulding, tenoting, and other machine

knives of best quality, manufactured by Pbtbr Hay,

?balt Maoaine Kaife Works, Galt, O nt.: send for price
t.

ONORTHAXD THOROUGHLY TAUGHT b'y
Mail; or Students Attending our Academy will
be thoroughly prepared by highest masters in Short-
hand, Tipewrittng, Bookkeeping at*d Business Train-
ing. Advanoed students helped to situations. Im-
mediately address, The Union Shorthander’'s Com-
mercial Academy, ATcade, Toronto.
G uelph mmiNirescollege, Gueipk,on
That man only is rightly eduoated who knows
how to use himself, who possesses such practical
knowledge and such manual skill as will enabie him
to ocmpete successfully with his fellows in the busi-
ness or life. To impart such eduoation, to prepare
such men is the design and purpose of this Institu-
tion. For terms, &o., call at the College or address,
M. MaoOORMIOK, Principal.

ncllwsiia‘it Iflesrapli »id Fdectlr
hand Institute,
31 KING 8TRLET WEST:
Shorthand taught ia two month?. Send for circular.
Evidences, etc , reported by experienced
Stenographers.

Axle and Machine Screw Works.

Short-

—i0i—
LINTON, LAKE co.,

Manufacturers of all kinds of Carriage and Waggon
Axles, Iron and Steel Set and Cap Sorews, Stud*
for Cylinder Heads, Steam Chests, Pumps, etc.,

GALT, ONT.
Bronze Medal at Industrial Exhibition 1885.
Price List on application.

BRANTFORD
fIRDMIERRQ STARA][

NEVER FAILS.

T”n r r n tim*B iun« «nd
I lcl* P V I'IM'ki**K Xiirsery-
1 11 I F ST md4*n_ and Dealers "a
111 ft-ft-W specialty.

Leading hardy kinds, in large quantities, grown on
r own premises, in lat. 43°

HHI&&n TDEXQ

)
Ila’ton Nursery,
Burlington, - ont. I 11 ftel-\ /«

NvwOleas food Gt

O -jSk.X.-C, «Clw x ,.
— MANUFACTURBR8—

Winters' Patent Wood Cart,

Buggies, Carriages, Sleighs, &c.

ou

Send for Catalogue.

J. WINTERS, Dlanager,
gait, Ont.

Allan Line Bcyai Mali taaiU ipsi

Sailingslu;mg wmSer from Portland nverj I'imr
Mid JI&IKux ct-cu'®? to Lirenpooi, *n<fira mu-usey
froit Quebec m-ari? Satwiflaylo LWsypc:, o*litas at I»or>-
doDde/rjK to Itnd mail* And pftaweagsrs for Scotland and
Irulfe.id- Aiao tica', Tlaldraore.. via imi'tax aad St, J\hn’j

F-, to dnrir.i® fin jr.oathi
The steamers oi tii-j O vtn durluK winter
to and from Halifax, Fortiaad, BoeUu- mi" Philadel-

phia; cuxwjwer ‘oitweec *ia>s%w ..r™* Mont
ferefrl, W M if; Glw«on-aud nf y, andG<ai>gow
asiiXM i* aclphSa, fj/kuigiit’;

>'or Ji"233twe, Of other information
sppiy to A. ScriniTBaoch®? ite Co , Baltimore;
Cunard fe Oo... Halifax; Shoe, & r., St. John's
N- F& Wm. Thomnon fo Oq,, John, N, B.,
Alias & (Jo., Chicago i hoy& * Alden, New
York; H. Bourlier, Toronto; Allans, Rae & Co.
Quebeo; Wm. Brookie, Philadel;ijhia; H, A.
Allan, Portland. Boston. Montreal.



