Hs Mnistering A,

CHAPTER II.

“ You have been with us a year to-mor-
row, Margaret,” said the comely matron of
an East-End union, as she folded some line
white linen w->rk, fresh from the fair hands
of a swe.it-looking little woman who sat
busily working by the window, bonding her
pretty head close to the pane to catch the
fading light.

Itwasaozy homely scene. A finebaby
boy crawled after a black kitten. The ket-
tle sail™ on the polished hob, and all the
warm tints of the dark crimson curtains and
soft cirpet were lighted up by fire-glow.

Margaret's hands lay in her lap upon the
snowy folds of her work, as she said :

“ A year ago, and you are not tired of me
yet, Mrs. Winter. Oh, how good you have
tnen to poor baby and me.”

“ Nonsense, child ; why, we could not do
without you. Some one must do the needle-
work ; why not you as well as another? It
was never done so well before. Besides, we
are all so fond of the boy.”

She picked up the boy as she spoke, and
tossed him above her sleek white head,
smothering his fresh firm flesh with Kkisses,
as she talked pretty baby nonsense to him in
a voice that bespoke the sincerity of her af-
fection.

“ Put the work away, Margaret, and
make the tea. Ted will be home in a min-
ute or two, and 'tis such a dismal night out,
we must make it cheery at home as com-
pensation.”

That night Margaret, in the same cozy
room, stood alone with a big broad-shoul-
dered pleasant-looking man under the glow
of the gas-light, saying in a tone of quiet,
yet earnest entreaty :

“ You know my whole story now, Ted.
Will you do all this for me ?”

& “ Oil, darling, | would die for you.”

i There was unutterable despair and pa-
tience in the low-spoken words ; for he had
dared to put his fate to the touch, and had
lost all, but the courage to endure.

Months passed and Richard Dean lived
with his father. There was some talk of
the old doctor taking the young surgeon
into partnership. Father and son seemed
to have come to a better understanding; at
any rate, there was peace in the gloomy
home, a peace and quietude that seemed to
be part and parcel of Richard Dean’s punish-
ment for to his troubled restless heart
quietude seemed the most maddening thing
on eart)i.

Intercourse between Lawyer Patmore’s
and Dr. Dean’s households had been inter-
rupted years before by Richard refusing to
marry the lawyer’s heiress, a handsome and
whole-hearted girl, who had allowed all the
love of her life to go out to tho man who
had refused her.

Love is a lesson hard to unlearn, and
while she despised herself for the clinging
fondness of her faithful heart, she loved on
and suffered.

The old doctor guessed at her heart-
yearning, by the warmth of her welcome to
the young widower, and chuckled ; for in
it he found hope to indulge his old long-
cherished scheme of uniting the fortunes of
the two houses, and seeing his son settled
in his birthplace, content in his father’'s
plaiiii for him.

But Dick was wretched, for he could not
forget that dark hour when despair had
mastered him, and caused him to sacrifice
kis heart's dearest to the madness of his bit-
ter feeling of defeat.

He grew old, haggard, and seemed to live
within himself, in dismal dreams of what
might have been.

I)r. Dean saw his son’s sickness and sor-
rowed over it as he had never thought to
sorrow over any fcuTering out of himself.

He dreaded death or madness for the only
offspring of his unhappy marriage.

Out of the father’'s dread came a resolve
to ask Ethel Patmore to save herold sweet-
heart.

One day lie sought her among her flowers.

She was a noble-looking woman, with
great earnest grey eyes, soft dark hair, and
the grace of a Grecian goddess.

She received the old man kindly ; all old
people loved Ethel, shewas so gracious to
them ; her sweet womanly compassion toj
wards all who were drawing near to the
oiid of life, made her patient and forbei ring
with their failings.

Truly there was but little to like in Dr.
Dean, but he was the father of the man she
loved with all the strength and purity of her
loyal brave heart ; so her voice was gentle
and her greeting kind, so kind that Dr.
Dean feltit would be sweet to have her to
chase the dull echo of a dead past out of
his dismal home.

“ Ethel, you will forgive an old man if he
presumes too much on your indulgence for
his son’s sake, his only son, whom he be-
lieves will die or go mad if he is not carried
out of himself by some new interest in life,
some call upon him made by another’s need.
Have 1 been mistaken all these years, my
girl, in supposing you hold this scapegrace
son of mine in greater regard than is good
for your peace.”

Ethel's face flushed, her hands trembled
among the flowers she was binding into a
nosegay. Her heart seemed to beat in her
throat and stifle her ; for some seconds she
was silent ; then with quick resolve and
=courage, she uplifted the light of her honest
meyes to the old man’s face and said stead-

% It is true, | love your son, have loved
him nil my life, | think ; I love him too well
to become his wife, knowing >e had only
such affection as one gives to a sister, to re-
pay the whole devotion of my life.”

But, Ethel, does it not strike you that
you could win him were you his wife?
Marriage gives a woman such a hold over a
.man ; if she has force and fire in her na-
ture that can kindle responsive warmth in
him she may by surrendering herself wholly
to his pleasure, winning him to new hopes,
and holding his heart at first through his
children, atlast through herself alone.”

Ethel’s face lighted up. All the suppres-
sed passion of long years leapt to new strong
life at his words.

Oh, to make happiness for him, when he
found life's joy’s were past !

To teach his heart to answer hers ; to be
the mother of his children.
Then seeing her humble rapture, the

whole yielding sweetness of her face, the
old man continued :

“ If there is power in loving, you must
win him. Once his wife, dear, all will be
well with both. It is his only chance.
Can't you let him see you love him beyond
all pride, prejudice, or self ? Surrender all
your sweetness for his acceptance ; he were
-more than mortal to refuse.”

Ethel bowed her face amid the dewy
blossoms, and said softly like one who fears,
yet yearns todaro Fate :

“ It shall not be my fault if your plan for
Dick’s recovery fails.”

“ | have persuaded Ethel to make tea for
us, Dick, and give us some music after-
wards. Mr. Patmore is coming to take a
turn at cribbage with me. | declare we
shall soon he getting quite gay.”

Richard Dean looked up wearily from his

book, then rose to greet the regal woman
with the softened glorified face. He mar-
veled to see her so stirred out of the grand
calm he had looked upon as the barrier be-
tween her and the attractiveness of woman-
hood. A strange thrill passed over his
heart as he mot the clear questioning gaze
of her love-lit eyes. He hacl been less than
a man if he had not responded to so kind a
look of intersst. So he smiled a war, soul-
less smile, thatshowed Ethel only too clear-
ly the great alteration in him.
*“ You look ill, Dick. 1 fancy you study
too much. Father says that last book of
yours has made quite a stir in your profes-
sion."”

“ A clever book, my dear, a clever book.
I did not think the lad had it in him to com
pose so great awork in so short a time,”
said Dr. 1)ean, rubbing hisbony yellow hands
together.

Richard sighed. Even fame, that seemed
very sure just now, had 110 interest for him
because of the haunting past, and his never-
ceasing regret for that young life lost lll the
dark waters.

Tea passed pleasantly. It seemed sweet
and homely to see a woman at the head of
the table ; still more pleasant to hear the
old songs sung in her rich soft voice, that
told of a life of brave self-containment.

The two old men soon left the young folks
and went to their favourite pastime—cards.

Ethel sang 0ll, flooding the quaint old
room with rare sweet melody.

Richard sat back behind the shadow of
the curtain listening. Somehow her songs
recalled his boyhood, and the only pleasur-
able companionship he had known after his
dear indulgent mother had gone to rest.
Presently the music ceased, and Ethel stood
Inside him. As she laid a firm soft hand
01 his arm he looked up. The subtle scent
of some faint perfume came from her gar-
ment, the vivid rose at her breast rose and
fell softly ; the calmness of her statesque
beauty was broken up by a strange glow
and gladness, like the joy of a freed spirit.
Her star-like eyes looked into his, as she
said in a shaken voice :

“ Dick, dear old boy, you are unhappy,
won't you share your trouble with me, as
you used when we were two lonely loving
little youngsters. You used to trust me
then, and love me, too, a little. Cannot
you do so now ?”

Her voice had a pleading ring in it as
she recalled their childhood. His hand
closed over hers as he said kindly :

“ Thank you for your sympathy, dear,
but my trouble is an unshareablo load that
I must carry all the days of my life ; a
burden that 110 one can lift from me, some-
thing that can never cease till life is over.”

“ Can nothing comfort you, Dick ?”

“ Nothing, dear, unless the dead could
live again, and life be lived afresh.”

“ But those who love you suffer in your
sorrow, so your grief is selfish.”

“ Ah, who is not selfish, dear ? As to
those who love me, why I am the most
lonely, desolate creature under the sun ;
there is not one person upon the face of the
wide world that loves me.”

Ethel bent over his chair, her head
drooped over his upturned face. A crimson
tide swept up to the ripples of her hair, as
she bentall the power of her perfect lips to
his, and kissed him quickly, saying in a tone
of passionate appeal :

“ 1 love you, Dick ;
you nothing ?”

“ Hush, you are moved by your compas-
sion for me to forget my unworthiness.
Your love is such as kings would go un-
crowned to win. Hush, sweet, | am un-
worthyHeaven knows how unworthy of
your pure affection.”

Ethel drew his head upon her breast with
a beautiful abandonment, and her low pas-
sionate speech, combined with the power of
her rare beauty, stole away his senses, like
strong wine.

Ethel left the gloomy old house Richard
Dean’s betrothed wife. And as she knelt
beside her bed in the pure moonlight, that
seemed to be characteristic of her pure pale
loveliness, she prayed that the future might
be blessed with peace and contentment ;
love seemed beyond the reach of even
her prayers; for she felt further from
happiness to-night than she had ever done.

Y et. such was the power of her great love,
that she counted the cost of Dick's well-
being light, even if it was bought by her
life.

So the months passed 0ll, and Richard
Dean found pleasure in the calm presence of
his future wife ; for she was too sensible to
weary him with any display of affection
more than friendship would warrant, still
more to vex him with an exacting love.

She was not quite unhappy, though her
heart often ached with a sense of the bitter
void in her life that his love alone could fill.
Sometimes she mistrusted the future so
much that she was inclined to regtet her
promise, not for her own sake, but because
she feared for Dick.

Ho tried hard to shake off his despond-
ency, tried to respond to her gentle unas-
suming affection ; but the shadow of his
lost wife came between them.

And as the day drew nearer for him to
put another in her place all his old pas-
sionate love for his girl-wife flamed up afresh
and filled him with a wild unrest, a longing

can my love avail

' to be free, to love the dead alone.

His father came out of his seclusion and
became quite liberal in his arrangements
for his son’s future. 'The old place was
brightened up, and everything that a wife
could wish would be Ethel's except that
summit of her hopes, a husband’s love.

Dick could but think how different his
life might have been if Peggy had been so
received, and out of the bitterness of hisre-
gret grew a jealousy for the dead who had
suffered so much for his sake.

He brooded more and more over her
death ; grew more gaunt and sombre daily,
till his father, fearing all his plans would
fail, hurried 0ll the marriage, hoping that
change and travel would rouse his son.

The day before the one fixed for the wed-
ding, Dick tramped about all day trying to
still the strange pain at his heart. In the
evening he sought Ethel in her garden,
white and travel-stained.

She looked up with a little cry of amaze-
ment. He held both her hands in his,
while his eyes held hers with an earnest look
of enquiry.

“ Will thia marriage really be for your
happiness, Ethel ? Can you content your-
self with such poor affection as is left in me,
after spending all the passion of my heart
upon another 1 Are you not afraid of your
future with me ?”

“ No, I amnot; I am only afraid you

will regret your union with me. | love
you, Dick, loyally and with all the love of
my life, yet I will give you freedom even

now, if it would be better for you, dear.”

She lifted her face to him in the moon-
light, with a rapt look of undying love, and
so vanquished him afresh, that he drew her
to his heart and kissed her gravely, say-
ing :

“ May God so fail me in my direst need
if | prove unworthy of your trust, darling.”

He had never spoken so kindly to her be-
fore, never so bestowed the treasure of his
lips in such quick caressing.

Ethel’s heart leapt with such a new-born
hope ; surely ho would learn to love her
some day in tho dark mistrusted future,
where she was to live but to win his love.

A woman paused on the dusty roadway in
the shadows while they parted, saw the
clinging kindness of their last caress, and
cursed them both bon ath her breath, in
hot aching resentment. She waited until
Ethel's s ft gray garment had melted into
the night shadows ; then she hurried after
Dick, catching him up by the riverside. The
night was lightas day ; the water spread it-
self away between the dewy meadows of sil-
ver. The small slender figure stepped be-
fore Dick, lifted a wild white face, and a
shadowy hand, and motioned him to pause.

“ Good God ! Peggy, is it you ?” burst
from Dick’s white lips in a tone of mortal
fear and agony. He thought the spirit of
his last love looked through the eyes of this
familiar shape, that he believed lived alone
in his imagination. “ | am gone mad.”

He moved shudderingly and would have
walked 011, but still he felt that she stirred
not. His hand touched hers ; shewasa liv-
ing breathing woman. He fell at her feet
and wept out a passionate plea that she
would speak and break the awful spell of
suspense.

“ Do not kneel to me, Richard Dean.
Kneel and supplicate high Heaven to par-
don your fearful sin. You are right ; it is
I, your wife, who lived even after the horror
of feeling the husband sent her and her un-
born child to their death. | said ‘ love me
I did not mean that. You did not love
me, or it would not have been in your heart
to murder me, so that you might be free to
marry as your father wished, and become a
wealthy man here, while I lay in the cold
water, a woman unwept, a wife forgotten.
Oh, Dick ! what did | do to deserve this at
your hands—you, whom | loved before
Heaven, you whom | thought loved me ?
Oh, my heartis broken, | wish I were in-
deed dead ! | only c*#ne to you to prevent
your wronging another, perhaps as loving
and trustful as | have been. Do not touch

e ; your hands hold death, and we are
near the water, near as we were that awful
night when you tried to send me to my
death.”

Dick had knelt at her feet, a great relief
and joy growing strong in his heart now he
realized she lived, lived, but with a heart
dead to him, because of her fear of him.

In swift passionate speech he told her
that he had meant to die with her. Told
her of his h~‘iine and remorseful sorrow
afterwards, and how his father had rescued
him ; begged her for the love they had
borne each other, to forgive his momentary
madness and return to make his happi-
ness.

His voice trembled with joy atseeing her.
The gratitude of being spared a soul-killing
sin gave rapture to his speech. But the
wife had seen another woman in his arms,
a woman that she knew wasto become his
wife on the morrow, if she did not interfere.
So she shut him out of her heait, closed
credulity against him, and spurned him as
only a jealous outraged suffering woman can
spurn a man she loves.

He rose to his feet roused by her bitter
taunting speech, rose into his old command,
though now a painful pleading seemed to
blend unfitly with its force, and told her
the law would compel her to return to him.

“ Not if the law knew of your murderous
attempt upon my life.”

His head drooped again. He pleaded
with her patiently, lovingly, all the yearn-
ing os his soul finding voice, and knocking
upon the portals of her heart.

“ How dare you ask me to believe you,

; when | saw you with these poor eyes that

should lie blind for weeping, saw you hold
another to your heart, where | had lain ;
caress another, with the lips that swore
fidelity to me before God's altar ? Even
had | died, surely it were over soon to fill
my place. Letme go, or | shall go mad,
and seek the death to which you once con-
demned me. For, OIL,1 have loved you with
all the power of my being ! Let me go !
Oh, do not touch me ! Can’'tyou see | fear
you ?”

“ Have pity, wifo, for God’s sake, and
hear me. You are the only woman | ever
loved ; my heart is loyal to you, though
these accursed lips have given you cause to
mistrust me. Oh, you are notgoing ; you

shall not leave me 1 Wife, wife, have
mercy! You shall notgo !”
He took her into his arms, She, over-

wrought, gave a great cry, and someone
came rushing out of the shadow, and said in
a stern tone of command :

“ Release that lady, you have forfeited all
right over her. She shall return home with
me, where she has found shelter during all
these months that she has been absent from
you.”

“ Oh, Heaven ! what new horror is this ?
Tell me, Margaret, what is this man to
you ?”

“ The truest, noblest friend that ever wo-
man had ; he saved the life you cast away as
worthless.”

How long Margeret’s bitter speech would
have gone on none knew, but it was cutshort
by her husband falling headlong at her feet
insensible. Then all the wife and woman
in her awoke. She wept over him, pouring
out all the pent-up love and longing of her
stricken heart. And the man she called
friend stood silently beside her with a weary
pain at his heart, to see how dear this man
was to her.

That night Dick was taken to his father’s

house raving like a madman. Some one
had found him by the river, who, the doc-
tor did not quite understand ; it was

enough to know his only son lay near to
death upon the eve ©f his bridal, and to feel
that he had helped to bring him to that
bitter pass.

Ethel met all this misery with brave for-
titude worthy of her noble womanhood ;
laid aside her wedding finery with set white
looks ; for when she shut them out of sight,

she felt she had looked her last on all hopes
of a future with the only man ahe could ever
love. With the devotion of unselfish love,
ehe nursed Dick through the fever that fol-
lowed ; heard all the cruel ravings about his
past and Peggy ; save his mad exultant
look when he whispered :

“ The dead lives,” and Ethel knew her
heart’s best blossom would never live again ;
felt she must lay it up as a treasure in
heaven, and let it guide her to happiness
there.

Ethel’s face, pitiful and passionless as an
angel’s, was the first that Dick’s hollow eyes
looked upon when reason returned to him.
He shrank from her ministering touch, and
hid his face from her ; all the fearful know-
ledge of that awful night, when his wife had
returned to haunt him by the moonlit rivor,
came back to him again with cruel clear-
ness. He begged Ethel to listen to his con-
fession.

She held his hand in her cool strong
palms, while she listened with dilated eyes
to his story. It was worse than she imagin-
ed it could be ; yet a great compassion
swallowed up all condemning thought. How
her idol had suffered ! She heard him out
silently, then her head sank Oll the pillow
beside him, that he might not see her pain,
andjslie said softly :

“ And loving your wife as you say you do,
can you mistrust her so cruelly ? ‘ Perfect
love casteth out fear and surely she were
spotless, or she would not have power to
hold your heart. 1 will seek her out, and
learn whether or not she is innocent ; some-
thing tells me she must Vie And some day
when you are both very, very happy to-
gether, dear, you must get her to forgive
my part in this miserable misunderstanding.
Now' you must try to sleep, dear, you have
talked too much ; yet if your heart is eased
it will do 110 harm.”

She pressed his hand to her cheek, and
left him to wonder over her perfect woman-
hood, his ministering angel. Three days
later, Dick lay in the gloaming alone with
only his weary thoughts for company. He
was very weak, so weak that tears came
into his eyes, as his trouble came, renewed
to him by loneliness. Presently lie fell
asleep, and dreamt a dream of joy that lent
a fleeting radiance to his gaunt haggard
looks as he slept. He was awakened by feel-
ing something soft and warm laid in his
arms. His wondering eyes unclosed to look
upon a lovely dimpled darling of a baby,
who lay asleep nestled 0ll his heart.

Ethel was standing over him with a smile
in her eyes.

“ Whose child is this ?” he asked, grave-

ly-
Y I)o you not know, Dick ? Does not
your heart cry out, and claim its own ? It
is your own little child, dear, come to draw
you to the mother.”

She lifted a little fist like a doubled-up
daisy, and laid it against Dick’s lips. He
kissed it passionately and said :

“ But what of Peggy ?”

“ All is well with her, as | supposed.
You know, Dick, 1 hold your happiness too
dear to give it into another’s keeping if |
were NOt quite, quite sure that— that other
were worthy.”

Ethel slipped into the shadow, and some-
one’s arm’s stole about his neck and a dear
~oice begged between sobs of joy for him to
take his wife to his heart again, and he did
with great gratitude to God, for his merci-
ful deliverance from the misery of the past
year.

And Ethel, what of her ? The noble
heart secured happiness and prosperity to
the man she loved, and lived (5311 in the re-
flected light, content to be called “ His
Ministering Angel.”

A Bir«I\s-Eye View of the Earth.

If we imagine an observer contemplating
the earth for a convenient distance in space
and scrutinizing its features as it rolls be-
fore him, we may suppose him to be struck
with the fact that eleven-sixteenths of
its surface are covered with water, and
that the land is so unequally distributed
that from one point of view he would see a

hemisphere almost exclusively oceanic,
while nearly the whole of the dry land is
gathered in the opposite hemisphere. Ho

might observe that the great oceanic area
of the Pacific and Antarctic Oceans is'dotted
with islands—like a shallow pool with
stones rising above its surface—as if its
general depth were small in comparison
with its area. He might also notice that
a mass or belt of land surrounds each pole
and that the northern ring sends off to the
southward three vast tongues of land and
of mountain chains, terminating respect-
ively in South America, South Africa and
Australia, toward which feebler and insular
processes are given offjby the Antarctic con-
tinental mass. This, as some geographers
have observed, gives a rudely three-ribbed
aspect of the earth, though two or three ribs
are crowded together and form the Europ-
Asian mass or double continent of America.
He might also observe that the northern
girdle is cut across, so that the Atlantic
opens by a wide space into the Arctic Sea,
while the Pacific is contracted toward the
north, but confluent with the Antarctic
Ocean. The Atlantic is also relatively deep-
er and less cumbered with islands than tho
Pacific, which has the higher ridge near its
shores, constituting what some visitors to
the Pacific coast of America have not in-
aptly called the “back of the world,” while
the wider slopes face the narrower ocean,
into which, for this reason, the greater part
of tho drainage of the land is poured.

The Dance of the Crane.

The last time 1 went hunting | witnessed
a scene which | had often heard of but never
seen. It was the dance of the sand-bill
crane. My companion was a well-known
hunter, and, though he is a physician, finds
much time—helives iirNorthern Manitoba—
to study the ways and haunts of wildfowl.
“ Now,” said he, “ I will show you within
an hour the famous dance of the sand-hill
cranes.” We sweptover the prairie lll a
way which | shall never forget ; the two
ponies seeming to enjoy the out-door sport.
At last we came in sight of a crowd whose
noise had saluted our cars for an hour.
They were on a slope which came down
near to a lake. All at once two stepped
out from the crowd, faced each other and
began clapping their wings, jumping up
and down as Indians do for a war dance.

The First Watch.

At first the watch was about the size of
a dessert plate. It had weights, and was
used as a “pocket clock.” The earliest
known use of the tho modern name occurs
in the record of 155*2, which mentions that
Edward VI. had “one larum or watch of
iron, the case being likewise of iron gilt,
with two plummets of lead.” The first
watch may readily be supposed to lie of
rude execution. The first great improve-
ment—the substitution of springs for
weights—was in 1500. The earliest springs
were not coiled, but only straight pieces of
steel. Early watches had only one hand,"
they could not be expected to keep the time
nearer than fifteen or twenty minutes in
twelve hours. The dials were of silver and
brass ; the cases had 110 crystals, but opened
at the back and front, and were four 0* five
inches in diameter, A plain watch cost
more than #1,500, and, after one was order-
ed, it took a year to make it.

A Little Oil’out Chickens.

“ I'll take aleg of the chicken,” said Miss
Lollepop, just from boarding-school.”

“ You have one, and | have the other,”
said her admirer.

“ Oh lyes. | forgot a chicken has but
two legs. It's aduck that has four. Ex-
cuse me.”

Beauiifnl Women

are made pallid and unattractive by function-
al irregularities, which Dr. Pierce's “ Fav-
orite Prescription” will infallibly cure.
Thousands of testimonials. By druggists.

It's all very well to speak of riding habits
but the fact is that most of us are ridden by

habits.
Somebody’s Child.

Somebody's child is d”*ing—dying with
the flush of hope on his young face, and
somebody’s mother thinking of the time
when that dear face will be hidden where
110 ray of hope can brighten it—because
there was no cure for consumption. Reader
if the child be your neighbor’s, take this
comforting word to the mother’'s heart be-
fore it is too late. Tell her that consump-
tion is curable ; that men are living to-day
whom the physicians pronounced incurable,
because one lung had been almost destroyed
by the disease. Dr. Pierce’'s *“ Golden
Medical Discovery” has cured hundreds ;
surpasses cod liver oil, hypophosphites, and
other medicines in curing this disease. Sold
by druggists.

A bookworm sometimes becomes so ab-
sorbed in his vocation that he will not turn
when he is trodden upon.

Dr. Pierce’s “ Pellets"—the original
“ Little Liver Pills” (sugar-coated)—cure
sick and bilious headaches, sour stomach,
and bilious attacks. By druggists.

There are some crimes that are never pun-
ished. Did you ever hear of abase ball
player being arrested for stealing bases ?

HEALTH.

Australian Indian Asllimn (‘urc.—We have
the Skins discovered by the Australian Indians—a
sure cure for Asthma, or we will refund the price of
$y.00. Full directions given how to use. Address

AUSTRALIAN CUItE CO., Acton, Okt., Box 160.

Railroad men may want a “ spark arrest-
er,” but that is the last thing that a man
with a large family of marriageable girls
cares to see.

Catarrh, Catarrlial Oeafncss and

Hay Fever.

Sufferers nro not generally aware that these disease™
are_contagious, or that they are due to the presence
of living parasites in the lining membrane of the nose
and euKtaehian tubes. Microscopic research, however,
has proved this to be afact, and the result is that a
simple remedy has been formulated whereby catarrh,
catarrhal deafness and hay fever are cured in from
one to throe simple applicatione made at home. A
pamphlet explaining this new treatment is sent free
on recw)t of stamp by A. Il. Dixon <€ Son, 308 King
Street West, Toronto, Canada.

The heroes we read of are not like those
we see. Ifa man isborn great, as the
world goes now, he must hustle around live-

ly enough to stay great.

A CURE FOR DRUNKEMESS,

opium, morphine, chloral, tobacco, and
kindred habits. The medicine may be given
in tea or coffee without the knowledge of
the person taking it if so desired. Send 6¢c
in stamps, for book and testimonials from
those who hare been cured. Address M. V.
Lubon, 47 Wellington St. East, Toronto
Ont. Cut this our for future reference.
When writing mention this paper.

The proof : She—* By the way, who is
that lady in white you have batn so attentive
to thisevening ?” He— ‘' Attentive to ! You
are mistaken, that's my wife.”

YOIfXIi MEX suffering front the effe«ts of early
evil habits, the rosult of ignorance and foIIy who find
themselves weak, nervous and exhausted ; also Mid-
dle-aged and Old Mbk who are broken down from the
offeGts Cf abuse or over-work, and in advanced life
feel the consequences of youthful excess, send for and
read >L V. Lubon’s Treatise on Diseases of Men. The
book will be sent sealed to any address on receipt of
two Se. stamps. Address M. V. LUBON, 47 Welling-
ton St. E. Toronto, Ont.

Mrs. Shellington Jones—Really, my dear,
you owe it to your friends to get a new
suit. Mr. Shellington Jones—Well, if I do
I shall have to owe it to my tailor.

Don't use any moro nauseous purgatives such aa
Pills, salts, etc., when you oan get in Dr. Carson’s
Stomach Biiters, a medicine that moves the Bowels
gently, cleansmg all impurities from the system and
rendering the Blood pure and oool. Great Spring
Medicine, 60 cents.

Charleston, S. C., will esteem ita favor
if some prominent citizen will recommend
earthquake shocks as acure for rheumatism,
and so build up the place as a health resort.

A. P. 307.
ft/Ifl& 1 ~°Noan on Mortgage. Trustfunds. For

UM GG ot ReetBro i

~OK SALE CHEAP—On Easy Terms—Im-
I/ roved Farm of 200 acres, valued at $8,000 to
0,000. Price only J&per acre. Address
M. J. KENT, London, Ont.

Hamilton Business College.
COR\ER KING AND JAVBS STREETS
HAMILTON - - - ONTARIO.
A Thorough Practical Business School. Terms mod-
erate. Send for circular. UATTBAY & GEIGEK. '
BUSINESS EDUCATION;

Sanadian Business University and Shorthand Insti-
tute, Public Library Building, Toronto.

1 Illustrated Circulars Free. ThJl
Thomas Bhnoouoh, Charles H. Brooks,

\ President. Sec'y and Manager.

All this time they were uttering cries which :

boys would understand very soon to be
cries of merriment. Their companions
greeted them with shouts of laughter, and
the one jumping highest and longest was
acknowledged champion of the day. When
these two became exhausted twootherswent
through the same performance. We watch-
ed them for about an hour..
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