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CHAPTER XXVIIl.--(Clohtinued )

“Would you have gone away without
telling mo ?" she said, gently, “ That
would havo been very cruel, Grant.”

“Would it, CUra? Would Hmy darling?”
he said, hoarsely ; but he uues not tuuo.i
hor now. It seemed a» if a sud&ou barrier
had sprung up between them, ending all
caresses forever.

“How was it, Grant ?” she said, present-

“ 1t waa her sister who died, ' ha jnawer-
ed, in hoarse, broken tones. “ And sh>, to
serve her own endts, choso that | should
think it otherwise. My darling, if I could
have kept this trouble from you ! Would
to Heaven you had never seen me I’

“Ah 1”do not say that I” she said quiok-
ly. “ We did not love to bo happier—but
better, and | shall always be happier, hav-
ing loved you, thaa If we ha.l never met.”

There was a sileme, a Bilence painful and
oppressive—lasting some minutes ; then
Clara Bpoke :

“What did you mean to do, Grant ?”

“To go away—to go bank to the old life,”
he answered, brokenly.

“To AuntraUa ! Ah, no! You mustnot !
Go to Charneck with mother and "

“ Clara, | cannot.be your friend,” ho said,
turn.ng away, “ | should be eating my
heart out 1)*rling—believe me, it ia bet-
ter for all our sakes that | should go.”

“ And mother !” she snid, pitifully.

“She will havo hor daughtey still.”

“ But you | 0, Grant, you will )> so lone-
ly I”

“How could I be anjthing but lonely,
having lust you, C ara he a*ld, huskily.
“Oh, my darling I haw cm Tlive without

you now :
Htr lip gnivereil, and tho sweat eyes
sought htm with a wistful .ntreaty
‘ Grant, you will try to bo happy. Oh,

think, ray dearrsO, wi at ii will bo to me ii
I can think of you as doing well with your
life. 1t would break my hoarc to know
tha*; "

Her voice failed, and she broke down.

“ And you, Clara !"

“Twii! do my best to be happy,” she
said, tremulously. “And by and by, yer-
hajs, you will be able to come aud see us,
—mother and me—and-—--

Again the BVXiet, broken voice failed, and
Grant looked over at the fair young luce,
with its expression of high and lofty re
solve, with something approaching venera-
tion on his we&ry, miserable face.

“ Poor mother !’ she said, pitifully, then.
‘0, Grant, let me go—let me go away for a
time ! | can go abroad and trav.l, and you
wil! learn to forget ; and when | come bac k

we can be friends—Grant, shall It not be
807"

“ Dir'dng—no. Believe mo, it is better |
khouid go.”

She urged him no more ; she saw that In
his passionate misery -and despair he was
in no fit stato to judge—he could on'y suf-
fer ; and she felt that, keen as her own pain
waa, it was ro‘hi g to his.

Sue rooo wearily then, and went to hia
aide. at ' ‘

“ It must be g<»od-by, then,” she said
plteeusiy. “ But life at its longest is not
very long, Grant ; ;md perhaps in that ether
life we shall have h»] p ness t g'*.he".”

“ lu that other life !’ he repeatsd, bitter-
ly, “ Ah, Clara, | had hopei for happi
ness in this I’

“ It may come yet,” she whispered
“ At least, we shall have memory I"

“ A doubtful blessing,” be replied, with
a hoarse laugh. “ A doubtful blessing,
Clara, do you think it will moke me any
happier iu tho future to reme.nber your
sweetness, and purity, and truth, aud to
know [

“ Then you must strive to forget,” she
replied, with the saddest attempt at gay-
ety.
“ Forget I”

He turned away with a bitter smile ;
then he came back to her aide, and took her
hands in his.

“ Clara.” he said, huskily, “ you are so
young. Yiu have ijl your life yet to live.
My child, if in the futuro seme other man
wins tho love whioh tuts made me so happy,
I shall not repine—ah, love, no I—1 shall be
glad whrn you write “to tell me tliat he is
making vou happy, ne | orce hoped to make
you—1 shall bo glad.”

“ Grant—you b:e.k my heavt.”

" It seems impossible now, childie. It
wi!l not seem bo always. Heaven forbid
that my wretchedness should cast a shadow
on your fate !"

“ As if | could be happy while yru i
and tho assumed composure gave wjy for
Clara burst into a passion cf tears upon hia
bierat.

He held her closely, teuderly, until the
sobs ceased; then his arms ~dropped from
around hor, and he moved back a little,

“ Let us part now, Clara,” he said, In a
strained, husky voice, like ahoarse whisper,
and the words seemed to strike her with a
new dread and terror, fer she sank wearily
back in a chair, shivering and paU.

“ Clara I

“ Uh, Grant- Grant!”

She threw herself inio his arms [with a
low, faint cry of misery, which Bmote on bis
heart. He strained her to hU breast p«i-
sionato'ly ; he showered mad, despairing
kisses on the chestnut hair, on the white
brow, on the soft throat, while she clung to
him feebly, and moaned over the deathb.d
of their love and happiness. Then sudden-
ly, the little hands loosed their clasp ; the
sweot eyes, so full of pvin and misery, dol-
ed ; ihe boautiful head fell backward in a
merciful unconsciousness, which blotted out
all sufiering for a time |

CHAPTER XXVIII.
WINTER.

It was midwinter in Loudon, snow lying
thick on the ground—snow whose putty
la?tB but so short a time in that groat city
where the contracts are so marked, here
wealth and poverty jostle each other ; and
while in ono portion we.-Uth, which would
buy broad for thousands of starving human
beings, is thrown away on an entertain-
ment, a jewel, a caprice—in another, within
a walk perhaps, many an outcast, half-nak-
ed, starving, frozen, _dies of cold and fam-
ine.

R FORTUNE.

ob Not Pbovkd,” Eto.

Eight weeks have p.veed since that gray
N»vember night when Sir Grant Ellison
and Clara Frith h»d parted in that bittor
separation which had bean Che deathbed of
their love and hopes—parted through the
treachery of an avaricious, worthless wo-
man, whose banenet.8 had worked such bit-
ter wrong to tho man who had loved her
with a passionate love.

Sir Grant Ellison and hie mother are at
Charneck, for Ludy Ellison’s passionate
grief had made her son alter all his plans
and remain with her ; while Clara went
abroad with Ted and hiayoung wife, who
were going to make a Continental tour be-
fore Ted returned to settla down to his
duties as cauntry gentleman and embryo
M. P. at Fetherstone Hall.

“ If you go it will kill her,” Ciara had
aaid, when she saw Grant on the day fol-
lowing that parting which had wrung the
life out of her young heart, for he had not
been able to carry out his original intention
of leaving early the following morninir

“ She could not lot you go now, Grant,
and for her sake—for your mother’s sake—
you must stay. | told you once, when I
did n»t know who you were, that Grant
Ellison was his mother' life. Much as she
loves me, I can never be to her what you
are. Grant, if ycu look tbu», you will breek
ray heart. You must stay and | will go.
It is much bettor. The chenge will do me
good, and I shall not be more unhappy there
th»n hero.”

At first Ciara, ia her usiselfiihnosn, had
not wisned to join the Fotherstone'’s ; but
Tod and Graoio had both icsisfcod that she
should not go to strangers. Instead of her
presence damping their pleasure, Gracia de-
clared that it would enhance it, and that
neither she cor Ted would allow her to be
low spirited ; so with reluctance, and yet
with n:&l relief, Clara yielded, and one gray
December morning they had driven aws,y ;
an,? Grant t*ud hist mother returned to Char-
lock, the yonng baronet’s lastracol'rctioii of
hiiti darling being a glimpse A her paie faoe
framed ia the carriage window, her ipi
quivering a? the tried to force a smile, her
eyf.s full of a mute anguish whioh haunted
him fr r days after.

Tne breaking off of their er.gsgemeut had
made no small sensation in thtir circle, and
many wore the conjectures made by those
who knew them, for Sir Grant had been ex-
tromely anxious that Miss Chester’s identity
withh:t« wife should not be discovered; so
that the real truth was known only to tho
Fethmstones. Miss Chester herself was
rqually desirous tha$ the isct of her mar-
rltgo should not oeze out, for though her
story, if known, might have added to her
notoilety for a time, she wr.s by no means
anxlo.is to relinquish tho adulation aud hom-
age, and still more substantial benefits her
supposed spinstorhood gave her, for the
empty titlo and pesltlon of a poor baronet's
wife, even If Grant had been willing to give
her the position. Perhaps, had Sir Douglas
EHison'u will left Charnock and its revenues
to hia son, her course of conduct would have
been materially altered ; but, under the
oiroui>iBtiicfj8, . was infinitely 'more agree-
able to be Miss Chester—rich, envied, beau-
tiful, admired, and sought after, a very
queen in Bohemia—than to be Lady Ellison,
cast cff by her husband, and necessarily de-
serted by hor admirers. Besides, Prince
Sshwart'ff muBt be kept deceived at any
coat, anti as yet ahe had not given up the
hope that eventually Sir Grant would accede
to her proposal and leave her free to become
Prinoess Schwaroff,

Tho Russian prince, who was so complete-
ly entangled in tbe toils of tho beautiful si-
ren, wa3 ayoung man of vast wealth, which
ho used lavishly. He was passionately en-
amored ef the Eagllsh actress, and her coy
refusals of hia repeated offers of marriage
were given in a manner which merely made
him more and more anxiouB to obtain her
for his wife. Sir Grant's refusal to accede
to her wish had enraged ler]| terribly ; she
could havo found it in her heart to have
killed her husband—if she had dared, she
would have prayed that he might die. She
hated him with an intensity which was ter-
rible ; but for him—but for his return—she
might have posei.ssod wealth, title, homage,
adulation. Once ahe regretted that she,Jiad
sent Clara that box at the Variety Theatre,
but the regret was but momentary. She
knew that, sooner or later, while he was in
town, Sir Giant must make the discovery,
which she had hastened a little perhaps, but
which she could not have avoided, ihat
would have b»en Impossible soolog that her
photograph, in half a doz«n ~diff-jrent cos-
tumes and attitudes, was exhibited In hun-
dreds of shop windows; that her faoe ap-
pfiarei in a di z.n illustrated papers ; that
every one wbo had any pretension to posi-
tion or not thronged to the Variety to aee
her act.

But deep as her disl ke, intense as hor
hatred was to the man who had loved and
trusted her in his youth, and whom she had
bo basely bstrayed, even hor animosity
might have beon grattfi.d at the misery
Grant Ellison endured at that time His
mother, watching him as he wandered about
tli. grrunds of rbarnock la the dreary win-
ter days, shed many a bitter tear in secret
at his evident i?epres«ion, which he vainly
endeavored te conceal from her; and
though, in her fr<gaer,t letter* to Clara, she
tried to hide it from her and to write cheer
fully, the young girl was quick to see that
both were unhappy,

“ 0, Grant!” his mother aaid, gently,
once, coming into the library and finding
him looking Intently into the fire with hag-
gard, miserable eyes, “ I weuld have borne
my blindness until the end of my life rather
than you should have lost Clara.”

He lifted her hand to his lips, forcing a
smile.

“1 am bearing it badly,
mother ?" he said, gently.
so much to mo, and nsw my
sult to hor ! Never mind,”
ing.

Hut the fighting it out. was a difficult
matter, and L»dy Ellison saw, as days
wont by, that her son was struggling with a
miserable sense of restlessness and unhappi-
ness, which made him morbid, irritable,
and altogether unlike himself, -./hioh his
anxiety about Clara was almost unendur-
able,

am | not,
“ Bit she wap

love Is an in-
ho added, ris-

“ 1f 1 could only know she was well and
happy I" he would say to bimself some-
times, as he paced up and down his room In
the long night-watches when sleep would
not come, and the fever of his mind would
not let him rest. “ Oaly to be sure she was
well and happy 1 1 could bear tne rest.

He loved her with au intensity of which
Ctara did not dream, deep as fcho knew his
affection to be  Since that wild, mad, boy-
ish pass'on which had boon fierce as it was
evanescent, no womsn had touched his
heart; and in the midnight watches by the
Australian camp fires he had had dreams of
a true and pure woman, fair to look upon,
whose beauty cover d a far higher, nobler
loveliness, who would be hiB wife aud
friend, his darling and comfort, and that
ideal Clara had real*zZjd. His heart had
gone out to her in a passionate adoratlsn
and love which would endure to his life-3
er«i; and ha had never attempted to stop
the growth of that great paBslon—perhaps
an attempt would have been useless—but
ho had given himself unresistingly to its
beauty, to its sweetness—to a beauty aud to
a Bweotness which he had lost for ever.

The world seemed very weary to him now
— It seemed as If men lived only to suffer
and to die ; while the keenest pang ef all
his misery was that he—he who loved her
with that great passion, that wild, adoricg
love—had breught her unhappiness and
misery.

But Clara was a tiuo woman ; ahe would
far rather have Buffered through her love for
him than have known neither the *uff«ring
nor the love ; she was happier away from
him, knowing that her love was returned,
that he loved her with a love equaling her
own, than she oould have been und«r any
alrcumsiances If he had not loved her,
Still, tho suffering was telling upon her,
aud Graoie, In a letter to Sylvia, said that

Clara was looking pale and fragile, and far
fn,m strong.

* * * * * * *

It Ib midwinter in Paris also, and there

the ooutrasts already spoken of between
brilliant gayoty and intense misery are yet
more ovhlont than they are in London, for
it is then that the gay French city holds
high carnival, and gayety, and mirth, and
revelry reign supreme. There, within a
stone’s throw of tho misery which exikts in
every large city, the denizens of the gay
world, wrapped in their costly furs, skim
over tho Ice on the lake in tho lieis de-Bsu-
logne. Thors the brilliantly illuminated
theatres are nightly filled with appreciative
spectators—there the boulevards are filled
with daintily-attired women aud fashionably
dressed men, and the brilliant cafes are
daily thronged. There, too, in poorer quar-
ters, the crying children wail iu vain for
bread; there the poor suffor from the icy,
pitiless cold—there, as (laewhore, winter
bringa with it many a misery which in amll-
ing, sunshiny summer is unknown,

It is a bitter night; the wind Is rushing
down tho boulevarde and through tbe gae-
1S atreets with bitter vehemer.ee, whirling
the snow with it in blinding showers. The
gas lamps are burning b'ight'y, and from
the cafea oome the sound of g«y voleea and
laughter and mirth, while carriages are
daahing Bwiftly through the snow toward
the Opera House, where the firat marked
ball Is at Its height.

Driving slowly over the frczsn 8treet, a
gentleman leans out of hiafiacre,, and looka
with weary, meditative gaze on the hurry-
ing throng.

la the atreets leading to tbe Opera Home
the loconO’'on la more difficult, for the
throng la gJnat, and as he looka out the
wheel of his cab is locked for a momentin
that of a carriage, with servants in gay liv-
eries of blue and orange, which Is passing
him. There isonly a moment's pause, for
the experienced drivers have saved tha col-
lision which wa>imminent; but in that mo-
mont, the gray-blue eyes have rested on a
womau'B face—a face of matchless loveli-
ness, gay, triumphant, bewitching, framed
by the satin and lace of her domino, and he
has recogn'zsd it, Sha does not see him ;
the lustrous dark eyes are intent on the fas-
ttning of a bracelet which has fallen from
her wrist, and the carriage drives on to the
Opora House.

“She I Hera I' Sir Grant Ellison mutter?,
as he sinks back in thefiacie which is taking
him from the station to the hotel. *“Han
Clara seen her ? | hofe not -1 hope not,
poor child 1"

Tne thought ia a painful tne, and Sir
Grant'’s face is very moody as his cab draws
up at Meurlfe's; and just as the bowing
waiter comts ftrward to receive the new ar-
rival, a gentleman, wrapped in a fur-iiaed
overcoat, who is standing lighting his cigar
on the steps of the hotel, utters.an exolama-
tien of mingled lurprise and pleasure.

“ Grant, old fellow, is it Indeed yi u ?”’

Sir Grant turns and the two hands meet
in a close, cordial hand-clasp.

“ Wedid not expect you,” Ted goes on In
a moment, his face saddening a little as he
note* the alteration in his friend—the deep
lines ou hia brow, the weary sadness of the
gray-blue eyes, tha gravity of ,the mouth
which trios to imlle at him.

“ No, I did not intend that you should
know I was in Paris,” Grant Ellison an-
swered, as they enter the hall together,
“ But | know that | can trust you, Ted.
The fact is "—he lifts his hat and push-a
his hair back from his Jo ehewi witha stiflad
sigh—* | waB anxious about Clara, andl felt
that | must see her with my owujeyes, unBeen
myielf. Sounds romantic, does it not, old
fellow ?” he continues, with s slight laugh ;
“ but your wife said the child was looking
ill, and I could not rest. ’

“ She docs not complain,” Ted answerB,
stanrilng in his old attitude, with bis hand
on Grant’s shoulder. “ Bnt she looks pale.

I You yonrfel:" don t look much to boaat of,
i Grant.”

“ Ted, she ia hare,” Eillson says, wearily,

“ Yes, | have se-n her,” Ted replies,
“ She was In the Beis,"

“ Did Clara see her ?* Sir Grant asks,

“ No, sha has not been out. | meant to
take ber away as soon as possible, How
long do yon stay, Grant?”

“ Oily afew hours. Don tlet the child
know | am here, Ted, and tall me how | am
to see her.”

“ 1t w;ll be better not to let her knov,”
Ted says, meditatively, “ It would only
bring back all the old pain, Grant.”

“1 know— 1| know I sir Grant answers,
huskily.

“ 1t is hard for you, old friend,” Ted
Fetherstone remarks, sympathetically;
thon, after a moment’s thought, he turns to
tho waiter.

“ Tha sitting-room next to ours is not oc-
cupied, | think ?’ he saya,

“ No, monsieur.”

“ Then it will suit thia gentleman, my

friend,” Ted replies, quickly ; then slip-
ping his hand In Sir Grant's arm, they fol-
low the garcon up to a Bitting-room on the
first floor, where, having lighted the wax
candles and received orders for supper, the
waiter leavea thim,

Sir Grant throws himself wearily into a
chair, snd leana his headon his hands. His
friend goes to tho window and opens it, ad-
mitting a keen blast of wind and a shower of
heavily failing snow. The window opens
on t» a balcony which runa along that side
of the hi use, and after a short rexonnaisnnce
Ted returns.

“1t is ail right,” he fays, smiling.
“ Your curiosity can be gratified, Grant,
The next windows are ours ; | will manage
so that ono ie left uncurtained while Graaie
and | are away forsn hour. 1 am going to
taka her for half au htur to the Bal del’
Opera,” he added. *“ Don't be shocked,
old fellow. She ineiats on going, and when
a woman insists, you know”—he shrugs his
sheulders with aslight smile.

“ A man ia forced to give in,” Sir Grant
aays, forcing a smilo. “ Very well, old fel-
low ; you can go in all confidence—I will
not—ah 1 you can trust the child to me, can
ytu not ?”

“1 know It,” Ted anawers, aageily,
“ You do notthir.k 1 donbt ycu for a mo
ment, Grant? And now | mnst go, or
Grade will suspect something, 1 will come
to you again when I come back.”

Hardly had the door dosed after him
when Sir Grant rises and goes out on to the
balcony; bnt the heavy velvetcurtaina aro
drawn across the windows, and only a little
line of light escapes at the top.

With a little impatient sigh Sir Grant re
turns to his Bitting-room, and waits as pa-
tiently as he cm until be hears the door of
tho adjoining room open and Grade's voice
makes some gay remark about her domino
and mask. Some one—Sir Grant guesaes
who—answera in a soft voice which renders
the words inaudible to lhim ; then the
rustle of little Mrs. Fetherstone’s silk drots
is heard along tha passage. The door is
doted, and there in 3llence,

Once more Sir Grant Ellison steps out on
to the balcony. The anow has ceased dur-
ing tbe Interval, au! from the uncurtained
window a flood of iiigri, s'-‘ams out, flash-
ing back upon the snow. He steps quietly
up to the window and looks Into the room,

The room is a square, lofty sitting-room,
lighted by a cii<ui<ieUer suspended from 'ho
centre of the coiling. The walls are paint-
ed in panels, i»id tbo ceiling also inde-
corated with gioups of painted flowers. The
furnitui e is of walnut-wood, upholstered in
green volvot. There are gilt consoles and
mirrors reflecting tho light from every side,
a piano in‘one corner, and in a deep arm-
chair the figure of a young girl, who sita
with one hand supporting her head, the
ether—slender, white, ringlesa—hangs list-
lessly over the side of the chair.

A sudden passionate gleam lights up Sir
Grant Ellison’s eyes as he sees that graceful,
drooping figure, and strains his eyes through
the darkness to guza on the interior, which
Hoa before him like a picture. As they roet
upon the fair, pale face—bo sail, so grave
now, which lie remembers so bright and
laughing—a heart-sick misery seems to
fall upon him. 11a loved her so passionate-
ly, and he has brought thr nigh his love
such a darkening shadow over her whole
life. 1t had been better for her a thousand
times If they had nevar met 1

The mingled pain and pleasure, sweetness
and bitterness of that hour, emnot be de-
scribed—pleasure, for the sight of her can-
not fall to give him plna*izre ; vain, \>e_» ise
of the sadness and sono» on the fair young
face ; a-veetnem, to know that she loves him
so dearly and faithfully still ; bitterness, to
remembar that her love has brought htr
aach ; aep pain,

It is misery, almost torture, to sUnd
there within a few feet of her ; to know
that less than tho space of a minute would
bring him to her side, and yet to bo as far
as if the saas rolled between them ; an if to
reach her impassable mountains mu,it be
crossed.

Hot tears corns thickly into his eyes as he
watchas her—shutting out for a moment the
lighted room, the glittering nirrcra and
gilding—tha fair, still, drooping figure In
the arm-chair; and in a moment of irrepres-
sible grief he covers his face witi his hands,
and the great salt drops fall upm hia fin-
gers,

When he uncovers his face ho sees that
Clara has risen. She I« crossing the room
slowiy, her s.fi, velvet draperies trailing
over the c»rpet, the light gleaming on tha
broad silver collar she wears r<nod her
throat, on the silver bracelets which are
r'.nnd her wrists. She looks most lovely
for all her languor i.nd pellor. She is less
brilliant certainly, less bemtlful perhaps;
but to the ejc«of anyone wbo loved ber-
to the eyea of tbe man who cared for her
above ail elre on oarth—she is lovelier than
ever, for on her face one cannot read the
Impress of suffering whi/h hfs made her
Bweeter, gentler, more womanly ; and the
brown ejes, al.tays so awoet arid lustrous,
are lovelier dtlU nor,” irom tor- soul which
looked out cfthem.

(TO PKCONTINUED.)

Bears iu Westmoreland, M. If.

The other afternoon, wh*lo M\ Henry
Oulton, of Bile Verte road, w«a in the
wooda logging, his attention, as well as some
other* in hi* employ, was attracted by the

lond and 5nc:ssant barking of his dog. On
going te where the dog wa>), he f'Tind a
bear’s den under an old windfall. Not hav-

ing any firearms he immediately sent for
Mr. Aithur Wood, who soon arrived armed
with a double barrelled rifla, which he made
good n»e of by firlrg and putting the con-
tents of both barrels into the bead of what
turned out to be a large she bear killing her
instantly. On dragging the body out,
three young bruins about three days old
were found In the den. Mr. Oulton’s son
purposes raising the cubs if posBlble,

The Cascade Tunnel.

Work has already commenced on the big
tunnel in stampede pass. Fifty menare at
wo.k at the month of the tunnel. Two
hundred men will ba rtquirrd to build the
approaches and cat through the rocks at tha
east portal When bfcring 1* commenced
only about 700 men can be utilized at each
end, and they will wo>k en eight hour
shifts. The boring machinery, houted at
Ait.sworth, which wra used in building the
Bc.zsman and Mullan tunnels, will bs used.
Trutkjwlllbe laid into the tunnel, over
which small engines will haul refuse rocks
to the dump.

\1

The Cause of Consumption.
Scrofula, manifesting itself in blotches,
p'.mples, eruptions, salt rheum, and other
blemisheu of the skin, is but too aptby i>nd
by to infeot the delicate tissues of the Sungs
also, and result in ulonration thus ending in
consumption. Dr, Plorce'a “Golden Medi-
cal Discovery” will meet and vanquish the
enemy In its stronghold of tbe blood and

cast it out of the syst-m, All druggists.
Doing nothing for others is the undoing of
ona'Bself. We must ba purposely kind and
gcnetoan or we miss toe beat part of exist-

ence. Tho heart that goes out of i'jse'f gats
large and full of joy. Thia is tho groat
secret of the inn*r life. Wo do our,-elves

tha most good doing something for oth'-rs.
—[Horace Maun.

Every man must patiently bide hia time,
Ho n uit wait—not in listless idleness—but
in constant, stonily, cheerful endeavors,
always willing, aid fulfilling and accomp-
lishing his task, that, when tha occasion
oomes, he may be eqnal to the occasion.—
LLongfellow.

“Little, but Oh My.”

Dr, Pierce's “ Pleasant Purgative Pollets”
sre scarcely larger than mustard see,is, but
they hiive no equil as a cathartic. In all
d sordtrs of the liver, stomach and bowels
they act like a charm. Purely vegetable,
sugar coated, and inclosed in glass vial-.
Pleasant, safe snd sure. By oraggiots.

They also serve who only’'stand and wait,
—[M.iton.

Catarrhal Headaoho, hawking and spitting; up
pnlegm, etc., at once relieved and cured by the use
of Dr. Carson’R Catarrh Cure No reason why you

should suffer another day. Many oases of catarrh o
longstanding have been cured by a single bottle o
Dr Carson's Oatarih Cure. All Druggists $1.00 per
bottle.

True glory consists in so living as to make
th© world, h&poior i&nd ~or om* livinj/
-[Pliny. ‘

Imperial Cou&la Dr®ps wsU give
Positive and Instant Relief foothose suffering
fram Colds, Hoarse;?)ens, Sor© Throat, Owe,
and are invaluable to orators and vooalfiats*
For sale by inggxat? am! ttmfeowmaru. R,

R. & T. WATSON * Manufacture.'>,
Tarontor

Life le a quarry, out of which we aro to
mold and cilia i and :;ocnp%taa character,—
[Goethe.

There iano excuso for you* sniffarla* any lon.: tr
from OQatarrii, Bronchitis, esc.,,when you can 40ba
re/nady aruarantsud to cure, and which  perfectly

Dr CUr.'On arrh Oure is a pleasant and
effectual remedy. Aa your Druggist about- i$.

It m&ktts the mind very free when we give
up wis&iiiig, and only chink cx bsarstti't what
is laid udoo us and doing what is given ua
to do.—[George Eliot.

The entries for th* greas C/onial aa.i
Indian Exhibition still corns »n from all
quarters of tie D-mLn”n.,, aad corporations,
societies, and institutions of all aorta., are
contributing t) make "ho display of she
most variied character. Oae of -jJia novel
feature? hi Yjha Dominbn display will be a
journal printed ia the buildinsj, This papar
will be ertitsi ?vxl published by O-a&divn,
printed from Cuiadian typ), on %Canadim
pro”~ and from CanadUa maie p*psr. It
will be published by a syndisa”s of geatle-
m9n; under the nvne of fch3 “ Trades Pub-
lishing Co.,” with offic38 in Toronto a.id
M ontreal.

L 11 A. P. 270.
Acre Fariu-$sMNM> 1'ttf Acrc
j Farm —100,000ac&in#pU.ys, 15cents;
100.000 5 cant muaiu ; insiru nenta half-price. BUT-
LAND, Toronto.
ANTED—10,000 Mftimen and others inDarested
in tin* Ihlnecy to sand name and address for

acop/ of my No 12 Illuderated Catalogue,,' s intifree.
0. >V. PETRIE, Machinist and General Miohlae

Dealer, Brantford, Ont.
eni;o irs snjitJfiand mJsiNEss
i/iafiitiutie, Toifontu, is th*i oldest, latest, cheap-
est and bai* ou the oatinent. Business msn sup-
plied vir,h offic help oa the tihorfeess poaiible not!39.
Write for desciipilve calecaUr. Tiios. Bhxoouju,
President, O. £( Brooks, Sec'v-Treryi

L\NER KNIVis, 3vaVjfUlu CER ¢UWIJS
P joinsier, chews box, vender, leather spHtMac:,
bookbinders, ranu(du»«f, teno”~im;-, and other m ichine
knives of bes~qua'ity. IiNanufabjured by Pk, aay,
Eajié\ Machine Kuife Wjjk.j, GUIs, O at.; cjeni for price

MEOGA_tafilt FREE

By Eminknt Rktirkd Physicians. Write freely for any
advic* you req lire Correspondence strictly private.
Adlrsss, J. D jflAi/DSosr, 30Di Ric-n’dSt.,London, Ont.

1I0EETBI.4AlI> fHOROUGULY TaUUUT BY

M ail; ov Students itten-iinif our Academy will

be thoroughly prepared byhighest masters in Short-

hand, Tipowritiag, Bookkeeping ar*d Business Train-

ing. Advanced students helped to situations. Im.

mediately add<®l3, Tha Uaion Shorthande/s Ootn-
rnercia Acalcmv, Arcade. Toronto.

\ SUOOE33 AOMA ST , Jj
Wi Hams' E/e WMc>* has
ceslby all who h*vo used it ao:
if their eyas wore carabb. as
undersigned certificates. It cui me, 8 yiavsblind,
occullsc f il:>d, O. Fortin ; it h: jured me, occuiist
d not tr cand-r Wand ; G years blind.
Chas. Amiott; 4 years E:'e Difour; 33 years b ind
a;;d ¢'w | *eo, John L croix. Ask your dru”gi-t for
it. WnolcsVie ~L/m* j Son3 & Oo, 384 St. Paul St.,

djq KjTIjfl

oi'i'Est,— Co introducj enem, we will
*3iyR AW \Y 1,000 S jif-op8fatinglWashing Ma-
chines. 1! you want oae sonJ us your nsune, P.
O. and express offlcs '<£once. TfIE itf VIIONAIj
00., *B Dey St., N.Y.

PREJUDICE!
roved itself a Bin-
ding to directions,
Ul be seen by the

Montreal.
iambs i-d&s & “"“
Fori? Toronto,
. gBaoor-, &o>le<S Baeor.,, 0. O.
)() IBP>*d JKaei, Su wed Uui\ Dried BoaJ.
i g™, Mcep Pork, Pickb
snif :r Navy .Fork, 2s
Tr, Parc. TI f: Qt WaxISth Was

\JT That man only ,s rightly educated who kuows
how to use himself, who possesses such practical
kcowlcdgo and aucn manual skill & will enable him
to compete successfully wish his follows in the busi-
ness of life. To Impart such education, to prepare
such men is the design and purpo -e of iihis Inn
ticn. For terms,.&o., call at*the College or addjfess,
M. MaoCORMICK, Principal.

WATER STAR AUGUR

$ >9 I*<T I>ny.
WELL 1t0OItING
Has no superior 1 20 f et per hour; band or horse
power ; combined boring and rock drilling machine ;
grand sucoess ; firatprizes and diplomas. Bend for
Catalogue. wWK 1-«T
OSMary{Sl.,!'llain 1(on,

BRANTFOSD

fIOLDWATER Ri;[ SnRcff

NEVER FAILS.

Im*in IMug and
*ackliisr lor Nursery-
nljd IN'alcrs a
[LISH| g

Leading hardy kinds, in large quantities, g*own on

cur own promises, iu 3at. 43

HHHId&SS,
Hallon \ursery, -—

IStirlliigfon, - ont.

C-anada*__



