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“VouTi at lea™t let me clear the table?”
she asked. “1 feel so much better.”

“Yes, it you are sure you're strong
enough. It may make you feel more at
home. But drop every thing till to-morrow,
when tired. * must go out and do my
night work, and it's night work now, sure
enough.”

“It's too bad !” she said, sympathetically.
“What 1to go out and feed my stock this
clear, bright night? and after a hearty
supper, too ? Such farming is fun. | feel,
too, as if | wanted to go and pat the cows all
around in my gladness that I'm not going

to sell them. Now remember, let every-
thing go till morning as soon as you feel
tired.”

She nodded smilingly and set to work.
Standing in the shadow of a hemlock, he
watched her for a few moments. Her
movements were slow, as would be natural
to one who had been so reduced by illness,
but this very evidence of feebleness touched
his feelings. “ Sho is eager to begin—too
eager. No nonsense there about ‘menial
tasks.” Well, it does give me hope to see
such a woman as that in the old kitchen,”
and then the hungry cittle welcomed him.

The traveller feels safe after the tierce
Arab of the desert has broken bread with

him. It would seem that a deep principle
of human nature is involved in this act.
More than the restoring power of the

nourishment itself was the moral effect for
Alida of that first meal in her husband’s
home. It was another step in what he had
said was essential,—the forming of his
acquaintance. She hid seen from the first

fold.

A MORAL.

the

Y WITH

soul. She paused now and then to listen to
the birds, for only their sangs seemed cap-
able of expressing*her (é’m(?t:gﬁ WRe Eﬁ't
:another proof that heavenly thoughts and
homely work may go on together.

CHAPTER XXII.
GETTING ACQUAINTED.

It was still early, and Holcroft was under
the impression that Alida would sleep late
after the severe fatigues of the preceding
day. He therefore continued his work at
the barn sufficiently long to give his wife
time for her little surprise. She was not
long in finding and laying her hands on the
simple materials for breakfast. A ham
hung in the pantry, and beneath it was a
great basket ot eggs, while the flour barrel
stood in the corner. Biscuits were soon in
the oven, eggs conjured into an omelet, and
the ham cut into delicate slices, instead of
great coarse steaks. Remembering Mrs.
Slumpson’s failure with the cotfee, she made
it a trifle strong and boiled the milk that
should temper without cooling it. The
biscuits rose like her own spirits, the omelet
speedily b egan to take on color like her own
flushed face as she busied herself about the
stove.

Everything was nearly ready when she
saw Holcroft coming towards the house
with two pails of milk. He took them to
a large dairy room under the parlor and
then came briskly to the Kkitchen. She
stood, screened by the door as he entered,
then stopped and stared at the table all set,
and at the inviting breakfast on the stove.

Seeing Alida’'s half-smiling, half-question-
ing face, seeking his approval, he exclaimed,
“Well you have stolen a march on me. |
supposed you were asleep yet.”

“1 felt so much stronger and better when

that he was plain and unpolished—thit he jlI awoke that | thought you wouldn't mind

had not the veneer of gentility of the man

she had so mistakenly married, yet in hisj

simple truth he was inspiring a respect
which she had never felt for any man before.
“What element of real courtesy had been
wanting ?” she asked herself. “If this U an
earnest of the future, thank God for the
real. I've found to my cost what a clever
imitation of a man means.”

It was as sweet as it was strange to think
that she, who had trembled at the necessity
of becoming almost a slave to unfeeling
strangers, had been compelled to rest while
a husband performed tasks naturally hers.
It was all very homely, yet the significance
of the act was chivalrous consideration for
weakness ; the place, the nature of the
ministry could not degrade the meaning of
his action. Then, too, during the meal he
had spoken natural, kindly words which
gave to the breaking of bread together the
true interpretation. Although so feeble and
weary, she found a deep satisfaction in
beginning her household work. “It does
make me feel more at home,” she said.
“ Strange that he should have thought of it.”

She had finished her task and sat down
again when he entered with a pail of milk.
Taking a dipper with a strainer Ollone side
of it, he poured out a tumblerful. “Now
take this,” he said. “I've always heard
that milk fresh from the cow was very
strengthening. Then go and sleep till you
are thoroughly rested, and don't think of
coming down in the morning till you feel
like it. 111 make the tire and get breakfast.
You have seen how easily | can do it. £
have several more cows to milk and so will
say ‘good-night.””

“Good-night, and may God always bless
you for your kindness to me to-day.”

For the first time since chaos had come
into her life, Alida slept soundly and re-
freshingly, impursued by the fears which
had haunted even her dreams. When she
awoke, she expected to see the gray locks
and repulsive features of the woman who

had occupied the apartment with her
at the almshouse, but she was alone
in a small, strange room. Then memory

gathered up to the threads of the past; but
so strange, so blessed did the truth seem
that she hastened to dress and go down to
the old kitchen and assure herself that her
mind had not become shattered by her
troubles and was mocking her with unreal
fancies. The scene she looked upon would
have smoothed and re assured her even had
her mind been as disordered as she, for the
moment, had been tempted to believe.
There was the same homely room which had
pictured itself so deeply on her memory the
evening before. Now it was more attractive,
for the morning sun was shining into it,
lighting up its homely details with awhole-
some, cheerful reality which made it diffi-
cult to believe that there were tragic ex-
periences in the world. The wood-fire in
the stove crackled merrily, and the lid of
the kettle was already bubbing up and down
from internal commotion,

As she opened the door, a burst of song
entered, securing her attention. She had
heard the birds before without recognizing
consciousness, as is so often true of our own
condition in regard to the familiar sounds of
nature. It was now almost as if she had re-
ceived another sense, so strong, sweet and
cheering was the symphony. Robins, song-
sparrows, black-birds, seemed to have
gathered in the trees near by, to give her a
jubilant welcome ; but she soon found that
the music shaded offto distant, dream-like
notes and remembered that [it was a morn-
ing chorus of a hemisphere. This univer-
sality did not render the melody less person-
ally grateful. We can appropriate all that
is lovely in Nature, yet leave all for others.
As she stood listening, and inhaling the soft
air, full of the delicious perfume of the grass
and expanding buds and looking through the
misty sunshine on the half-veiled landscape,
she heard Holcroft's voice, chiding some un-
ruly animal in the barn-yard.

Thisrecalled her,"and with the elasticity
of returning health~and hope, she set about
getting breakfast.

“ It seems to me that | never heard birds
sing before,” she thought, “ and their songs
this morning are almost like the music of
heaven. They seem as happy and uncon-
scious of fear and trouble as if they were
angels. Mother and | used to talk about
the Garden of Eden, but could the air have
been sweeter, or the sunshine more temper-
ed to just the right degree of warmth and
brightness than here about my home? Oh,
thank God again, again and forever, for
home like this,”
something of the
from the black thraldom of

and for afew moments He farming,
ecstasy of one delivered when | sow or plant as soon as the ground
evil filled her is rettdy, | have better luck.”

;if 1 came down and made a beginning.”

“You call this a beginning, do you? such
a breakfast as this before seven in the morn-
ing V | hope you haven't overtaxed your-
self.”

“No, only a little of just the right kind of
tired feeling.”

“ Haven't you left anything for
do ?”

me to

“Perhaps. You will know when I've put
all on the table. What I've prepared is
ready.”

“Well, this is famous. I'll go and wash
and fix up a little and be right down.”

When Holcroft returned, he looked at her
curiously, for he felt that he, too, was
getting acquainted. Her thin face was
more youthful by color ; a pleased look was

jin her blue eyes and a certain neatness and
trimness about her dress, to which he had
not been accustomed. He scanned the table
wonderingly, for things were not put upon
it at hap-hazard ; the light biscuits turned
their brown cheeks invitingly towards him,
she had arranged that they should do
that,—the ham was crisp, not sodden, and
the omelet as russet as a November leaf.
“This is a new dish,” he said, looking at it
closely. “What do you call it ?”

“Omelet. Perhaps you wouldn't like it,
but mother used to be very fond of it.”

“No matter. We'll have it if you like it
and it brings you pleasant thoughts of your
mother.” Then he took a good sip of his
coffee and set the cup down again as he had
before under the Mumpson regime, but with
a very different expression. She looked
anxiously at him. but so quickly re-assured.
“1 thought | knew how to make coffee, but
I find I don’t. | never tasted anything so
good as that. How do you make it ?”

“Just as mother taught me.”

“ Well, well ! and you call this making a
beginning ? | just wish I could give Tom
W atterly a cup of this coffee. It would set
his mind at rest. ‘ By jocks !" he would
esay, ‘isn’'t this better than going it alone ?'”

j She looked positively happy under this
; sweet incense to a housewifely heart. She
jwas being paid in the coin that women love
: best, and it was all the more precious to
her becauseshe hadnever expected to receive
! :t again.
j He did like the omelet; he liked every
; thing, and, after helping her liberally, cleir-
ed the table, then said lie felt equal to doing
;two men’s work. Betore going out to his
Iwork, he lighted a fire 011 the parlor hearth
and left a good supply of fuel beside it.
“ Now, Alida,” he remarked, humorously,
“ I've already found out that you have one
fault that you and | will have to watch
against. Y7ou are too willing. | fear you've
gone beyond your strength this morning. |
don’t want you to do a thing to-day except
to get the meals, and remember, | can help
in this if you don't feel well. There is a
flre in the parlor, and I've wheeled the
lounge up by it. Take_ it quietly to-day,
and perhaps to-morrow | can begin to show
you about butter-making.”

“ 1 will do as you wish,” she replied,
“ but please show me a little more where
things are before you go out.”

This he did and added, *“ You'll find the
beef and some other things on a swing-shelf
in the cellar. The potato bins are down
there, too. But. don't try to get up much
dinner. WrThat comes quickest and easiest
will suit me. I'm a little backward with
my work and must plough aU day for oats.
It's time they were in. After such a break-
fast, | feel as if I had eaten a bushel my-
self.”

A few moments later, she saw him going
up the lane, that continued on past the
house, with his stout team an“the plough,
and she smiled as he heard him whistling
“ Coronation” with levity, as some good
people would have thought.

Ploughing and planting time had come
and under happier auspices, apparently,
than he had ever imagined possible again.
With the lines about his neck, he began
with a side-hill plough at the bottom of a
large, sloping field which had been in corn
the previous year, and the long, straight
furrows increased from a narrow strip to a
wide, oblong area. “ Ah,” said he, in tones
of strong satisfaction, “ theground crum-
bles freely ; it's just in the right condition.
I'll quit ploughing this afternoon in time
to harrow and sow all the ground that's
ready. Then, so much’ll be all done and
well done. It'scurious how seed, if it goes
into the ground at the right time and in
Ithe right way, comes right along and never

al gefs discouraged.
but I've always observed that

The horses seemed infected by his own
brisk spirit, stepping along without
urging, and the farmer was swept speedily
into the full, strong current of his habitual
interests.

One might have supposed the recent
events would have the uppermost place in
his thoughts, but this was not true. He
rather dwelt upon them as the unexpected
ly fortunate means to the end now attained.
This was his life, and he was happy in the
thought that his marriage promised to make
this life not merely possible, but prosper-
ous and full of quiet content.

The calling of the born agriculturist, like
that of the fisherman, has in it the element
of chanco and is therefore full of moderate
yet lastingexcitemenr. Holcroft knew that,
although he did his best, much would de-
pend on the weather and other causes. He
had metwith disappointments in his crops,
and had also achieved what he regarded as
fine successes, although they would have
seemed meagre on a Western prairie.
Every spring kindled anew his hopeful-
ness and anticipation. He watched
tho weather with the interested and
careful scrutiny of a sailor, and it must
be admitted that his labor and its results
depended more on natural causes than upon
his skill and the careful use of fertilizers.
He was a farmer of the old school, the
traditions received from his father controll-
ed him in the main. Still, his good com-
mon sense aud long experience stood him
fairly well in the place of science and
knowledge of improved methods, and he was
better equipped than the man who has in
his brain all that the books can teach, yet is
without experience. Best of all, he had
inherited and acquired an abiding love of
the soul; he never could have been content
except in its cultivation ; he was therefore
in the right condition to assimilate fuller
knowledge and make the most of it.

He knew well enough when it was about
noon. From long habit, he would have
known had the sky been overcast, but now
his edance at the sun was like looking at a

watch. Dusty and begrimed, he followed
his team to the barn, slipped from them
their headstalls and left them to amuse

themselves with a little hay while they cool-
ed sufficiently for heartier food. “Well
now,” he mused, “1 wonder what that little
woman has for dinner ? another new dish,
like enough. Hanged if I'm fit to go in the
house, and she looking so trim and neat. X
think I'll first take a souse in the brook,”
and he went up behind the house where an
unfailing stream gurgled swiftly down from
the hills. At the nearest point, a small
basin had been hollowed out, and as he ap-
proached he saw two or three speckled trout
darting away through the limpid water.

“Aha !” he muttered, “glad you reminded
me. When >he's stronger, she may enjoy
catching our supper some afternoon. 1
must think of all the little things | can to
liven her up, so she won't get dull. It's
curious how interested | am to know how
she’'s got along and what she has for dinner.
And to think that less than a week ago, I
used to hate to go near the house !”

As he entered the hall on his way to his
room, that he might make himself more
presentable, an appetizing odor greeted him
and Alida smiled from tl:e kitchen door as
she said, “ Dinner’s ready.”

Apparently she had taken him at his
word, as she had prepared little else than
an Irish stew, yet when he had partaken of
it, he thought he would perfer Irish stews
from that time onward indefinitely.
“Wheredid yo«*'learn to cook, Alida?” he
asked.

“Mother wasn't very strong and her
appetite often failed her. Then, too, we
hadn’'t much to spend on our table, so we
tried to make simple things taste nice. Dj
you like my way of preparing that old
fashioned dish ?”

“1'm going to show you how I like it,” he
replied, nodding approvingly. “ Well, what
have you been doing besides tempting me to
eat too much ?”

“ Wihat you said, resting. You told me
not to get up much of a dinner, so | very
lazily prepared what you see. |I've been
lying on the lounge most of the morning.”

‘ Famous ; and you feel better?”

“Yes, | think I shall soon get well and
strong,” she replied, looking at him grate-
fully.

“Well, well, my luck’s turned at last. |
once though" it never would, but if this goes
on—well, you can't know what a change it
is for the better. 1 can now put my mind
on my work.”

“You've been ploughing all the morning,
hvven't you ?” she ventured, and there wa
the pleased look in her eyes that he already
liked to see.

“Yes,” he replied, “and | must keep at it
several days to get in all the oats | mean to
Sow. If this weather holds | shall be
through next week.”

11 looked in the milk-room a while ago.
Isn’'t there any thing 1 could do there this
afternoon ?”

“ No. [I'll attend to every thing there.
It s too damp for you yet. Keep on resting.
W hy, bless me ! i didn'tthink you'd be well
enough to do any thing for a week.”

“indeed,” she admitted, “ 1I'm surprised
at myself. It seems as if a crushing weight
had been lifted off my mind and that | was
coming right up. 1'm so glad, for | feared 1
might be feeble and useless a long time.”

“ Well, Alida, if you had been, or if you
ever are, don't think I'll be impatient. The
people | can’'t stand are those who try to
take advantage of me, and | tell you I've
had to contend with that disposition so long
that | feel as if I could do almost anything
for one who is simply honest and tries to
keep her part of an agreement. But this
won'tdo. I've enjoyed my own dinner so
much that I've half-forgotten that the horses
haven't had theirs yet. Now will you soold
if I light my pipe before I go out?”

“ Oh,no, I don’'t mind that.”

“ Nogood-natured fibs. Isn’'t smoke dis-
agreeable ?”

She shook her head. “ | don't mind it at
all,” she said, but her sudden paleness puz-
zled him. He could not know that he had
involuntarily recalled the many times that
she had filled the evening pipe for a man
who now haunted'her memory|like a spectre.

“ 1 guess you don't like it very much,” he
said, as he pasesd out. “'Well, no matter.
It's getting somild that I can smoke out of
doors.”

With the exception of the episode of din-
ner, the day was chiefly passed by Alida in
a health-restoring languor, the natural re-
action from the distress and strong excite-
ments of the past. The rest that had been
enjoined upon her was a blessed privilege,

I ain’t much on sciertid still more happy was the truth that she

could rest. Reclining on the lounge in the
parlor, with a wood tire on one side and the
Aprilsunon the other, both creating warmth

and good cheer, she felt like those who have
just escaped from a wreck and ingulfing
waves. Her mind was too weary to question
either the past or the future, and sometimes
a consciousness of safety is happiness in it-
self. lu the afternoon, the crackling of the
fire and the calling and singing of the birds
without formed a soothing lullaby and she
fell asleep.

At last, in a dream, she heard exquisite
music which appeared to grow so loud,
strong and triumphant that ahe started; up
and looked around bewildered. A moment
later, she saw that a robin was singing in Ja
lilac bush by the window and that near the
bird was a nest partially constructed. She
recalled her hopeless grief when she had last
seen the building of one of their little homes;
and she fell upon her knees with a gratitude
too deep for words, and far more grateful to
Heaven than words.

Stepping out on the porch, she saw by the
shadows that the sun was low in the west
and that Holcroft was coming down the lane
with his horses. He nodded pleasantly as
he passed on to the barn. Her eyes iollow-
ed him linge'ringly till he disappeared, and
then they ranged over the wide valley and
the wooded hills in the distance. Not a
breath of air was stirring ; the lowing of
cattle and other rural sounds, softened by
distance, came from other farmhouses ; the
birds were at vespers, and their songs to her
fancy, were imbued with a softer, sweeter
melody than in the morning. From the ad-
jacent fields came clear, mellow notes that
made her nerves tingle, so ethereal yet pen-
etrating were they. She was sure she had
never heard such music before. When Hol-
croft came in to supper she asked, “ What
birds are those that sing in the field ?”

“ Meadow larks. Do you like them ?”

“ 1 never heard a hymn sung that did me
more good.”

“ Well, 1 own up, I'd rather hear 'em than
much of the singing we used to have down
at the meeting-house.”

“ It seems to me,” she remarked, as she
sat down at the table, “ that I've never
heard birds sing as they have to day.”

“ Now | think of it, they have been tun-
ing up wonderfully. Perhaps they've an
idea of my good luck,” he add, smilingly.

“ 1 had thought of that about myself,”
she ventured. “ | took a nap this after-
noon, and a robin sang so near the win ow
that he woke meup. It was a pleasantway
to be waked.”

“ Took a nap, did you? That's famous.
Well, well, this day’s gone just to suit me,
and | haven't had many such in agood while,
I can tell you. I've got in a big strip of oats,
ana now, when | come in tired, here's a good
supper. 1certainly shall have to be on the
watch to do Tom Watterly good turns for
talking me into this business. That taking
a nap was a first rate idea. You ought to
keep it up for a month.”

“ No, indeed. There's no reason why
you should work hard and | be idle. I've
rested to-day, as you wished, and | feel be -
ter than | ever expected to again ; but to-
morrow | must begin in earnest. What use
is there of your kerping your cows, if good
butter its not madeV Then I must be busy
with my needle.”

“ Yes, that's true enough. See how
thoughtless 1 am. | forgot you hadn’'t any
clothes to sp ak of. | ought to take you to
town to a dressmaker.”

“1 think you had better get your oats
in,” she replied, smiling shyly. “Besides, |
have a dressmaker that just suits me—one
that's made my dresses a good mai y years.”

“ If she don't suit you, you're hir | 'o be
suited,” said he, laughing. “ Well, some
day, after you are fixed up, | shall have to
let you know how dilapidated I am.”

“ Won't you do me a little favor ?”

“ Oh, yes, adozen of 'em, big or little.”

“ Please bring down this evening some-
thing that needs mending. | am so much
better’—

“ No, no, | wasn't hinting for you to do
any thing to-night.”

“ But you've promised me,”
“ Remember, I've been resting nearly all
day. 1'm used to sewing, and earned my
living at it. Somehow!', it don’'t seem natur-
al for me to sitwith idle hands.”

“1f 1 hadn't promised”—

“ But you have.”

“ | suppose I'm fairly caught,” and he
brought down a little of the most pressing
of the mending.

“ Now I'll reward )rou,” she said, handing
him his pipe, well filled. “ You go in tlie

she urged.

parlor and have a quiet smoke | won't be
long in clearing up the kitchen.”

“ What ! smoke in the parlor ?”

“Yes, why not? | assure you | don't
mind it.”

“Ha! ha! Why didn't | think of it be-
fore? | might have kept the parlor and

smoked Mrs. Mumpson out.”

“ 1t won't be smoke that will keep me
out.”

“JI should hope nob, or anything else. |
must tell you how I did have to smoke Mrs.
Mumpson out at last,” and he did so with so
much dro lery that she again yielded to irre-
pressible laughter.

“ Poor thing ! I'm sorry for her.”

“1I'm sorry for Jane—poor little stray cat
of a child ! I hope we can do something for
her some day,” and having lighted his pipe,
he took up the county paper, left weekly in
a hollow tree by the stage-driver, and went
into the parlor.

After freshening up the fire, he sat down
to read, but by the time she joined him, the
tired man was nodding. He tried to bright-
en up, but Ins eyes were heavy.

“ You've worked hard to-day,” she said,
sympathetically.

“ Well, I have,” he answered, “ |'ve not
done such a good day's work in a year.”

“ Then why don’t you go to sleep at once?”

“ 1t don't seem polite—"

“ Please don't talk that way,” she inter-
rupted. “ I don't mind being alone at all.
I shall feel a great deal more at home if you
forget all about ceremony.”

“ Well, Alida, | guess we had both better
begin on that basis. If | give up when I'm
tired, you must. You mustn’t think I'm al-
ways such a sleepyhead. The fact is I've
been more tired out with worry of late than
with work. | can laugh about it now, but
I've been so desperate over it that I've felt
more like swearing. You'll find out I've
become a good deal of a heathen.”

“ Very well, I'll wait till I find out.”

“ 1 think we are getting acquainted
famously, don't you ?”

“ Yes,” she nodded, with a smile that
meant more than a long speech. “ Good-
night.” *

(to be continued.)

That was wholesome advice given by Mr.
Martin Wynn to his daughter Christie,
“ Laugh with everybody, butat no one.”

00O LIVE AJEXTS WANTED IN EVER
County in Canada. Address,
EEI?1US A- 4'0.« 87 Church St., Toronto.
andcanvassers wanted, Male
or Female, whole or spare time, on salary or commis-
sion. Industrial Union of B.N.A., 45 Arcade, Toronto.

rjw ox ro tWTIIXfIXSCnOOL.—Gentlemen

I desirous of acquiring: a thorough knowledge of
garment cutting should apply at once to 8 Corrigan,
122 Yonge St., Toronto. Terms on application.

SQCPPERNEI r O |

tion Box-mutal for journal bearings in machinery—
Guaranteed copper mixed, supplies every requirement.
Ask your hardware dealer for ic. ALONZO W. SPOON-
ER; Patentee and Manufacturer, Fort Hope, Ont.

EAVER JUNE OF STKA.MSIIIS»S,
§ Sailing weekly between Montreal and Liverpool.

atkb opP assaob  Saloon, Montreal to Liverpool,
$40, $50, and $<I0; Return Tickets, $80, $90 and $100
—according to Steamer and accommodation. Inter-
mediate ai d Steerage at lowest rates. For further
particulars and to secure Berths, apply to JJ E.
MI URAY, General Manager, 1Custom House
Square, Montreal, or to the Local Agents in the dif-
ferent Towns and Cities.

tELFM ££iddi.net*s ont.,

X Twelve States and Provinces already represent-

ed on the roll of this Institution. To thorough,

practical instruction, and the efficiency and success

of its graduates, this College owes its popularity.
Circulars, giving terms, etc., mailed free. Address,
M. MaoCORMJCK, Principal.

! NEW EMKKY MOWETflt S31.4IU’'EXEK—
Will sharpen the knife without taking it out.
very farmer will buy it. AGENTS WANTED.
| EMENT & CO, TORONTO.
kinds ; Clothes Wringers, 10
inds; Washing Machines, 2
inds. Churns, Carpet Sweep:
ers, Meat Choppers, Prucks, and other sundries.
Hamilton Industrial Works C0., Hamilton, Canada
Send for articles wanted, or Illustrated Catalogue

m m m m
23 ADELAIDE ST. E.(TORONTO.
All classes of fine work. Mfr3.of Printers'
Slogs and Metal Furniture, Send for prices,

Junb 19, 188b.—For two yeara my
wife's health was run down. She waa
greatly emaciated and too weak to do
anything for herself; she was given up
by live doctors, they all passed the
opinion that she could not live. She
commenced using Dr. Jug's Medioine in
December, 1884, and after taking six
bottles she was so much improved that
she could look after her household duties.
J. M. R oddick, Engineer, 0. P. R., Weel

Toronto.

- Decorated Win
l(low Shades. Are.
a Wholesale and Re*
tail, at the cern-

bratkd Gold Mkdal Text Manufactory. 70 King St.
West, Toronto. NATIONAL MANUFACTURE CO.

m J) COMPOSITION GOLD, Antique Bronze,
ULU> Natural Wood, and other Picture and
Room, Mouldings, Frames, Etc Paintings, En-
gracings, Etchings, Artotypes, Artists'Materials,
Mirrors, etc. Wholesale and Retail. Trade Cat-
alogue. MATTHEWS KUOS. CIO., Toronto.

ilK 1501LEIC IXSFEWTfIOX and flnsur-
_ancc Con of Canada,
Consulting ‘incers and Solicitors of Patents,
TOIHNONTO
G. C.Robb, Chief Engineer.  A. Fraskr, Sec'y-Treas.

ook a<;i:\ts wasted OR “ PLATFORM
ﬁ ECHOES,” or Living Tn hs fo* Head and

eart, by John B. Gough ; his la; and crowning life
work, brim full of thrilling ini rest, humor and
pathos ; briﬂht, pure, and ﬁood, full of laughter and
tears. It sells atsight to all. To it is added the life
and death of Mr. Gough, by Rev. Lyman Abbott.
This is the best and fastest selling book of the day.
Terms liberal. Write us for full information, circulars,
etc. Address, WILLIAM BRIGGS, 78 and 80 King
Street East, Toronto.

THE i?AMi OF TORONTO.

IHvidend Xo, <£

Notice is hereby given that a dividend of (4)four 1e m
cent for the current half year, being at the rate oi (6)
eight per cent, per annum, and a bonus of (2) two per
cent, upon the paid-up capital of the bank, has this
day been declared, and that the same will be payable
at the bank and its branches, on and after

WEDNESDAY, THE 1ST DAY OF JUNE NEXT.

The transfer books will be closed from the 17th to
the Hist day of May—both da\sincluded.

The Annual General Meeting of Stockholders will
be held at the banking house of the institution on
Wednesday, the 15th day of Juik* next. ‘lhe chair
to be taken at noon.

By order of the Board.

i ]} COI'LSON, Cashier.
Bank of Toronto, April 27, .

EBSTER'S
Urdlridged Dictiorery,
118,000 \ﬁo%g?m%gra'vings, a

GAZETTEER OF THE WORLD,
of 25,000 Titles, and a

BI?GRAFHICAL DICTIONARY,
of nearly 10,000 Noted Persons,

ALL IN ONE BOOK.

Contains 3000 more Words and nearly 2000 more
Ilustrations than any other American Dictionary.

G. & C. MERRIAM & CO., Pub'rs, Springfield, Mass.

MEM BRITANANY

MANUFACTURE ONLY
FINEST
SILNV ERFLATHED
W ARE

Artistic Designs, combined with

Unequalled Durability
and Finish.

ILTON ,03STTABIO.

THE WHITE
'HRESHINCFMGINI

H A M

The Perry Cart

TWO SIZES, SURREY AND PHAETON!BODIES.

The Shafts are attached to b0d¥ by the Perry Com-
pensating Spring. The result of the action of these
Springs is no horse-motion in the cart, and no cart-
motion on the horse.

Descriptive illustration on application. For sale
by all carriage makers.
CANADA CARRIAGE PARTS (O,
TORONTO,
Sole Manufacturers for Canada.
The Trade only supplied.



