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itandard Bank of Canada.

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO.

@. P. REID, — — MANAGER.

Capital Authorized. . .$2,000,000
P‘i"l Up....’--- & m @ @B l-mmm

Reserve Fund...... .. 850,000

Agencies in all principal points in On-
tario, Quebec, Manitoba, United
States and England.

DURHAM AGENCY.

A general Banking business trans-
acted. Drafts issued and collections

made on all points. Deposits re-
caived and interest allowed at eur.
rent rates.

THE SAVINGS BANK.

Interest allowed on Savings Bank de-
posits of 81 and upwards. Prompt
attention and every facility afforded
customers living at n distance

J. KELLY, Agent.

Furniture ...

That i3 sure to please can
always be purchased here.

UNDERTAKING PRICES CUT.

Also a First Class Hearse

alwavs in connection. Em-
balming a speciaity.
JACOB KRESS, "™

DURHAM
MARBLE £ GRANITE

WORKS.
Opposite Middangh House Stables.

Direct importers from European
American and Canadian quarries

Lacest Design in Markers, Headston:s
and Monuments.

All work warranted. Orders taken
by Messrs. Barclay & Bell.

ROBINSON & CORBETT,

PROPRIETORS,

DURHAM AND - MT. FOREST,

B —————— ]

For all kinds of

FURNITURE

of the best makes

TRY

TOVOIVAVAT OV AT AT AT

Sewell & Lenahan

TL2VAVIATAVOAV AT ATOT

PROMPT ATTENTION TO

UNDERTAKING

DEPARTMENT.

%
DURHAM SCHOOL,

STAFF AND EQUIPMENT.

The ""’Hl‘m” i"‘| Eﬂrﬂd for full Junior Leaving |

work, under ollowin
of competent hul-lh for thtnlll:;:rt“;f

Thoes. Allan,
Miss Lick, B A, Classics and Modernsa,

Feea, §1.00 per month.
WM. JOHN3TON, C.L. GRANT,
Chairman. Secretary,

Machine Oil, Harness Oil,
Axle Grease and Hoof

Ointment, go to
P. SAUNDERS

-
L
1
v
-
i

The Harnessmaker.
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= by Suffering wn &

Wilford die not care to have his

- wife domestic; he did not marry her

for that, and in a mood anything
hut favorable to the light, delicate
dessert Katy had prepared with so
much care, he went to his luxurious

. home. where Katy ran as usual to

meet him, her face brimming with
the surprise she had in store for
him, and herseli so much excited
that she did not at first observe the
clouwd wupon his brow, as he moodily
answered her rapid questions. When
the important moment arrived and

- the dessert was brought on, he

promptly deelined it, and after her
explapnation that she made it-herself,

| urging him to try it for the sake of

plegsing her, if nothing more. But
Wiliord was not hungry then, and
even had he been, he would have
chosen anything  before a pudding
matle from a recipe of Betsy Dar-
low, s0 the dessert was untasted
even by Katy herself, who, knowing
now that something had gone
wrong., sat fighting hack her tears
umtil the servant left the room.

. when she timidly asked, ‘““What is it,

Wilford? What makes wyou seem sg
="' gshe would not say cross, and
s0 substituted ‘“‘queer,”” while Wil-
ford plunged at once into the matter
by saving, ““Juno tells me she call-
et here this afternoon with Mrs.
Grandon.”

“Yes, I forgot to mention it,”" Ka-
ty answered, feeling puzzled to know
why that should annoy her hus-
band; but his next remarks disclosed
the whole, and Katy's tears flowed
fast as Wilford asked what she sup-
posed Mrs. Grandon thought, to see
his wiie looking as though iresh
irom the flour barrel, and to hear
her talk gbout Aunt Belsyv's re-
cipes and “‘our folks,"”” ““That is a
bad habit of yours, Katy,"” he con-
tinued, ““one of which I wish vou to
break vourseli, if possible. 1 have
never spoken to you directly on the

| subject before, but it annoys me ex-

inasmuch as it is an in-

ceedingly,
dication of low breedinge,
There was no answer from Katy,
whose heart was too full to speak,
and so Willord went on. “'Our ser-
vants were selected by mother with
a direct reference to  your youth
anitd anexperience, and it is not ne-
cessary for you to frequent the kit-
ch n, or, indecdl, to go there oitener

| than once a woeek Lot them come

1O Vou for n]'l_iq'J'H. not you i 1
them Neither need vou speak oguite
g familiarly to them, treating then
almost as if they were your equals,
Tiv to remember yvour true position

that whatever vou have been vou

are noew Mrs., Wililord Cameron, t'qu.:l.l! |

o anv lady in New York

1wy were in the library now. sl
sten'in 2|

ih Ll "'nlnj. biresse ¢ iie
through the open window,
the lleecy curtains, and blowin:
gernss the tasteful bouguet whi h

stitring

Katy had arranged; but Katy was
too  wretched to care for her sur-
roundings

just this way, and his manner hurt
her :'more than his wo=ls. rnu,l-;ing
her feel as if she were an ignorant,

ill=bred creature, whom he had rais- | | h . Ve
. " . | LUri she

how to fill. It was cruel thus to
repay her attempts to |I!l"'.'l."'ii_*, and =p,
perhaps, Wilford thought, as with
folded arms he sat iooking at her
weeping so bitterly upon the sofa

but he was too indignant to inake | 2V . g =
i voL N | Wilford seldom cousidering Katy, or

any concession then, and he suffered |

her to weep in silence until he re-
membered that his mother had re-
quested him to bring her round that
evening, as they were expecting a
few of Juno's friends, and among
them Sybil Grandon. 1If Katy went
he wished her to look her best, and
he unbent so far as to try to check
her tears. DBut Katy could not stop,
and she wept so passionately that
Wilford's anger subsided, leaving on-
lyv tenderness and pity for the wife
he soothed and caressed, until the
sobbing ceased, and Katy lay pas-
sively in his arms, her face so white,
and the dark rings about her eyes
showing so distinetly that Wilford
did not press her when she declined
his mother’s invitation. He could
go, she said, urging so many reas-
ons why he should go, that, for the
first time since their marriage. he
left her alone, and went where Sybil
irandon smiled her sunniest smile,
and put forth her most persuasive
powers to keep him at her side, ex-
pressing so much regret that he did
not bring his ‘‘charming little wife,
who completely won her heart, she
was so childlike and simple-hearted,
laughing so merrily when she dis-
covered the flour on her hair, but
not seeming to mind it in the least.
Reully, she did not see how it hap-
pened that he was fortunate enough
to win such a domestic creature.
Where did he find her?”

If Sybil Gramdon meant this to be
complimentary, it was not received
as such. Wilford. almost grating
his teeth with vexation, as he list-
eped to it, and feeling doubly mort-
ified with Katy, whom he iound
waiting for him, when at a late hour
he left the society of Sybil Gran-
don, and repaired to his home,

To Katy the time of his absence
had seemed an age; for her thoughts
had beem busy with the past, gath-
ering up every incident connected
with her married life since she came
to New York, and deducing from
them the conclusion that *““Wilford's
folks'' were ashamed of her, and that
Wilford himself might perhaps be-
come so if he were not already. That
would be worse thaa death itself, and

cnown were those she spent alone
that night, sobbing so violently as
: ey a
; = alp ¥ st fi";;f:}.'.n'-f a

It was the lirst tifne |
Wiliord had ever spokin to her in |

s o o s s ffo o o s o o o o s o

to bring on a racning headache,
which showed itself upon her face,
and touched Wilford at once.

Syhi! Grar lon was forgotten in
those moments of contrition, when
he ministered so tenderly to his suf-
fering wife, whom he felt that he
had wronged. Dut he could npot tell
her so then. It was not natural for
himm to confess his errors. There had
always been a struggle between his
duty and his pride when he had done
%0, and mnow the latter conquered,
especially as Katy, grown more
calm, began to take the censure to
herself, lamenting her shortcomings,
and promising to do better, even to
the imitating of Sybhil Grandon, if
that would make him forget the past
and love her as belore.

Wilford could accord forgiveness
far more graciously than he could
ask it, and so peace was restored,
and Katy's face next day looked
bright and happv when seen in  her
new carriage, which took her down
Broadway to Stewart's, where she
cncountered Svbhil  Grandon, and
with her Juno Cameron.

From the latter Katy instinctively
chrank, but she could not resist the
former, who greeted her so familiar-
ly that Katy readily forgave her
the pain of which she had been the
cause, and spoke of her to Wiliord
without a pang when he came hgme
to dinner. Still she could not ov-
ercome her dread of meeting her, and
she grew more and more averse to
mingling in society, where sh2 might
do many things to mortify her hus-
band or his family, and thus pro-
voxe g scene she hoped never again
to pass through

“Oh, if Helen were onlv here !’
she thought, as <he began to exper-
ience a sensation of loneliness  she
had never felt before.

But Helen wgs not there, not coms-
ing there at present. One  wonrd
from Wilford had settled that, con-
vincing Katy that it was better to
walt until autumn, inasmuch as
they were going so soon to Sarato-
go and Newport, places which Katy
dreaded, after she knew thal Mrs,
Cameron and .Juno were to be of
the party and probably Syvhil Gran-
don. Kaly did not dislike the lat-
ter, but she was never easy in her
presence, while she ecould not deny
to herself that since Svhil's return,
Wilford had not been quite the same
as bhefore. In company he was mgre
attentive than ever, but at home he
was sometimes moody  and silent,
while Katy strove in vain to as-
certain the cause.

They were not as happy in the new
home as she had expected to be, but
the fault did not lie with katy. She
performed her part and more, tak-
ing upon her Young shoulders the
whole of the burden which her hus-
band should have helped her to
bear. The easy, indolent life Wil-
ford had led so long as a petted son
of u partial mother unfitted him for
care, and he was as much a board-
er in his own home as he had ever
been in the hotels in Paris, thought-
lessly  reguiring of Katy more than
he should have required, so that
PBell was not far from right when
desceribed  her

cister-in-law as “'a litt'e servant,

' whose feet were never supposed to

he tired and whose wishes were
never consulted,™’ 1t is true Bell

' had put it rather strongly, but the

spirit of what :he said was right,

allowing her wishes to interfere with
his own plans; while acenstomed to
every possible aitention frow his mo-

ther, he exacted the same from his
wife, whose life was not one of un-
mixed happiness, notwithstanding
that every letter home bore assur-
ances to the contrary,

CHAPTFEFR XVIIL

The last days of June had come,
and Wilford was beginning to make
arrangements for removing Katy
from the city before the warmer
weather. To this he had been urg-
ed by Mark Ray’'s remarkjng that
Katy .was not looking as well as
when he first saw her, one year ago.
**She has grown thin and pale,” he
said. “Had Wilford remarked it?"’

Wilford had not. She complained
much of headache, but that was only
natural. Still he wrote to Moun-
tain House that afternoon to secure
rooms for himself and wife, and
then at an earlier hour than usual
went home to tell her of the ar-
rangement. Katy was out shopping,
Esther said, and had not yet return-
ed, adding, ““There is a note for her
up stairs, left by a woman who I
guess came for work."

That a wowan should come for
work was not strange, but that she
should leave a note seemed rather
too familiar; and when on going to
the library he saw it upon the table,
he took it in his hand and examined
the superscription closely, holding it
up to the light and forgetting to op-
en it in his perplexity and the train
of thought it awakened.

““They are singularly alike,’’ he
said, and still holding the note in
his hand he opined a drawer of his
writing desk, which was always kept
locked, and took from it a picture
and a bit of soiled paper, on which
was written, ‘] am not guilty, Wil-
ford, and God will never forgive the
wrong you have done to me.”

There was no bame or date, Dbut
Wilford knew whose¢ hand had penned
those linpes, and he sat comparing
them with “*‘Mrs. Wilford Cameron."
which the strange woman had writ-
ten. ‘Then opening the note, he
read that, having returned to New
York gnd wishing employment either

as . seamSTress or aressmaker, Aar-

jan Ilazelton had ventured to call
upon Mrs. Cameron, remembering her
promise to give her work if she
should desire il.

“Who is Marian Hazelton?”' Wil-
ford asked himself, as he threw down
the missive. ““Some of Katy's coun-
try friends, I dare say. Seems to
moe I have heard that name. She
cecin‘nly writes as Genevra did, ex-
cept that this Hazelton’s is more
dezidad and firm. Poor Genevra!"'

There was a pallor about Wilford's

.LHPH as he said this, and taking up

the picture he gazed for a long time
upon the handsome, girlish face,
whose dark eyes seemed to look re-
proachfully upon him, just as they
must have looked when the words
were penned, ‘‘God will never for-
give the wrong vou have done to
me."’

“(Genevra was mistaken,”’ he said,
At least if God has not forgiven, he
has prospered me, which amounts to
the same thing,” and without a
single throl of gratitude to Him wWho
had thus prosperesd him, Wilford laid
Genevra's picture and Genevra's note
bacs with the withered grass and
flowers plucked from Genevra's grave
jus as Katy's ring was heard and
KXaty herself came in.

As thoughts of Genevra always
made Wilford kinder to his wife, so
now he kissed her white cheeck, no-
ticing that, as Mark had said, it
was whiter than last year in June.
But mountain air would bring back
the roses, he thought, as he handed
her the note.

“Oh, ves, from Marian Hazelton,"
Katy said, glancing first at the name
and then hastily reading it through.

““Who is Marian Hazelton?* Wil-
ford asked, and Katy replied by re-
peating all she knew of Marian, and
how che chanced to know her at all.
“Don't vou remember Helen wrote
that*she fainted at our wedding, and
I was so sorry, fearing that I might
have overworked her?”’

Wilford did remcmber something
pnbout it, and then dismissing Mar-
fan [(rom his mind, he told katy of

his plan for taking her to the Moun-

tain Tlouse a few weeks before go-
ing to Saratogca.

“Would vou not like it?'"" he asked,
ps the continued silent, with her
eyes fixed upon the window opposite,

“Yes,”" uand Katy drew a long
weary hreath I shall like anyv plase
where there are bhirds and rocks, and
trees, and real grass, such  as grows
of ii=el!{ in the country; but Wil-
ford.”” ard Katy crept close to him
now, ‘it I might go to Silverton, T

should get strong so fast! You don’t |
know how [ lenr to see home once

more, I dream ahout it nichts and
think about it days, Eknowing just
how pleasant it is there, with the
roses in bloom and the meadows so
iresh and green,
Mav I go home to mother?”

Haod Katy asked for half h's for-
tune jJust as she asked to go home,
Wiiford would have given it to her,
but Silverton had a power to lock
all the softer avenues of his heart,
and so he answered that the Mo n-
tain House was preferable, that 1he
rooms wera engaged, and that as he
shouid enjoy it so much bhetter they
would make no change.

katy did not cry, nor utter an
word of remonstrance: she was learn-
ing that quiet submission was bettep
than usecless opposition, and so !
verton was again given  up. | &
there was one consolation. Seen
Marian Hazelton would be almost s
gool as going home, for had sh= no
recently come irom that neioh: or-
hood, bringing «with her the odgr
from the hills and freshness from
the woods? Perhaps, too, she hal
lately seen Helen or Morris at chureh
and had heard the music of the or
gan which Helen played, ard
the singing of the childrn
just as it sometimes came to Katy
in her dremins, making her start in
her sleep and murmur snatches of
the sacred songs which Dr. Mormi
had taught. Yes, Marian could tcli
her of all this, and very imratiently
Katy waited for the morning when
she started for No.— Fourth Strect,
with the piles of sewing intended for
Marian.

It was a fault of Marian's not to
remain long contented in any place.

Tirilng of the country, she hiuw -
turned to the city, and b + _ :
might succeed better alobwe, b, oap-

ed a room far up the narrow .
way of a high, sombre-looking .. .
ing, and then from her old acia
ances, of whom she had seveirwi .n
the city, she had solicited wori..

More than once she had passed th.

handsome house on Madison Square
where Katy lived, walking slowly,
and contrasting it with her one roo:y
which was not wholly uninviting, 10

where Marian went there was always
an air of comfort; and Katy, as she
crossed the threshold, uttered an ex-
clamation of delight at the cheerful,
airy aspect of the apartment, witn
its bright ingrain carpet, its simple
shades of white, its chinte—covered
lounge, its one rocking-chair, its
small parlor stove, and its pots of
flowers upon the broad window sill

“Oh Marian,”" she exclaimed, trip.-
ping acruss the floor, and impulsive-
ly throwing her arms around Miss
Hazelton’s neck, ‘I am so glad to
meet some one from home. It seems
almost like Helen 1 am kissing,"
and her lips again met those of May -
iann Hazelton, amid her joy at find-
ing Katy unchanged, wondered what
the Camerons would say to see their
Mrs. Wilford Kkissing a poor seam-
::iress whom they would have spurp-

But Katy did not care for Came:-
ons then, or even think of them. as
in her rich basquine and pretty hat,
with emeralds and diamonds sparkl-
ing on her fingers, she sat down by
Marian.

“Tell me of Silverton; you don't
know how I want to go there: but
Wilford does not think it best, at
present. Next fall I am surely going
and I picture to myself just how it
will look; Morris’s garden, full of
the autumnal flowers—the ripe
peaches in our orchard, the grapes
ripening on the wall, and the long
shadows on the grass, just as I used
to watch them, wondering what made
them move so fast, and where they
could be going. Will it be

May 1 go, Willford? | _
' mind by talking of Europe and the
. places she had visited.

“By the way, you were born in |

- =

—

ana Katy's éager eyes lTooked wist-
fully at Marian, who replied, ‘* Not
ways—not often, in fact; but in
your case may. You have mot
been long away.”’

“Only a year,”” Katy said. ‘I was
as long as that in Canandaigua; but
this past year is different. 1 have
seen so much, and lived so much,
that I feel ten vears older than I did
last spring, when you and Helen
made my wedding dress. Darling
Helen! When did you see her last?”’

“1 was there five weeks ago,”” Mar-
jan replied; ‘I saw them all, and
told them 1 was coming to New
York."”

“‘Do they miss me any? Do they
talk of me? Do they wish me back
again?”’ Katy asked, and Marian re-
plied, ‘“They talked of little else,
that is your own family. Dr. Mor-
ris, I think, ¢id not mention your
name. 1Ie has grown very silent
and reserved,’”” and Marian’'s eyes
were fixed inqu ringly upon Katy, as
if to ascertain how much she knew
of the cause for Morris's reserve.
-But Katy h:d no suspicion, and
only replied, “‘Perhaps he is vexed
that I do not write to him oftener,

e

but I can’t. I think of him a great

deal, and respect him more than any
living man, except, of course, Wil-
ford: but when I try to write, some-
thing comes in between me and what
I wish to say, for 1 want to con-
vince him that I am not as frivolous
as he thinks I am. I have not for-
gotten the Sunday school, nor the
church service; but in the city it is
go hard to be good, and the service
and music seem all for show, and I
feel so hateful when I sec Juno and
Wilford’s mother putting their heads
down on velvet cushions, knowing as
1 do that they both are thinking
either of their own bonnets or those
just in front."’

““Are you not, a little uncharit-
able?’’ Marian asked, laughing in
spite of hersell at the picture Katy
drew of fashion trving to imitate re-
ligion in its humility.

“Perhaps so,”’ Katy answered, ‘‘I
grow bad from looKing behind the
scenes, and the worst is that I
do not care, and then Katy went
back again to the farm-house,
asking numberless questions and
reaching finally the business which
had brought her to Marian's room.

There were spots on Marian's neck,
and her lips were white, as she grasp-
ed the bundles tossed into her lap—
the vards and yards of lace and em-

broidery, linen, and cambric, which |

she was expected to make for the
wife of Wilford Cameron; and her
voice was husky as she asked direc-
tions or made suggestions of her own,

“It's because she has no such joy
in expectation, 1 should feel so,
too, if 1 were thirty and unmarried,”’
Katy thought, as she notice Marian’s
agitation, and tried to divert her

England? Were you ever at Aln-
wick?'’ Katy asked, and Marian re-
plied, ‘'Once, yes, I've seen the
castle and the church., Did you go
there—to St. Mary’'s, 1 mean?"’

““Oh, ves, and I was never tired of
that old churchyard. Wilford liked
it, too, and we wandered by the hour
among the sunken graves, and quaint
headstones.”’

“Do wyou remember any of the
names upon the stones! Perhaps 1
may know them?"’ Marian asked; but
Katy did mot remember any, or if
she did, it was not “‘Genevra Lam-
pert, aged 22."”" And so Marian ask-
ed her no more questions concerning
Alnwick, but talked instead of Lon-
don and other places, until three
hours went by, and down in the
street the coachman chafed and fret-
ted at the long delay, wondering
what kept his mistress in that neigh-
horhood so long. Had she friends,
or had she come on some errand of
mercy? The latter most likely, he
concluded, and so his face was not
quite so cross when Katy at Jlast
appeared, looking at her watch and
exclaiming at the lateness of the

. hour,

Katy was very happy that morn-
ing, for seeing Marian had brought
Silverton near to her, and airy as a
bird she ran up the steps of her own
dwelling, where the door opened as

by magic, and Wilford himeolf «on
fronted her, asking, with the 1 G
which always made her heart bt
where she had been, and he wailing
for her two whole hours. “Surely it
qu: not necessary to stop so l:mg
with a staunstress,”” he continued
when she tried to explain. ** Ten
minutes would suflice for directions, "
and he could not imagine what qs:l-
traction there was in Miss Ha:elton
to keep her there three hours, and
then the real cause of his vexation
came out. He had come expressly jor
the carriage to take he- and Syhil
Grandon to a picnic up the river
whither his mother, Juno and Bull‘
had already gone. Mrs, ﬂmndut;
must wonder why he staid so long
and perhaps give up going. Could
Katy be ready soon? and Wilford
walked rapidly up and down the par-
lor with a restless motion of his
hands which always betokened im-
patience, Poor Katy! how the
brightness of the morning faded, and
how averse she felt to joining the
picnic, which she knew had been in
pProspect for some time, and had fan-
cied she should enjoy! But not to-
day, with that look on Wilford's face
and the feeling that he was vexed
Still she ecould think of no m:mn—
able excuse, and so an hour later
found her driving into the count,

with Sybil Grandon, who ru:elmg
her apologies with as much good-na-
tured grace as if ghe too had not
worked herself into a passion at the
delay, for Sybil had been Very cross
and impatient; but al) this vanished
when she met Wilford and saw that
he was disturbed angd irritated. Soft

ruffied spirits had

he was himself again, read
joy the pleasures nfnthn dn; 0 o

to Katy, who, silen
listened to the bt and unhappy

graceful be-
tween Sybil and her
ing how differently E%%

- ——
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But all the while she was ¢
back her tears and wishing ,:}1,?1
away. Even Marian's room, lo :
into the ﬂinﬂ court, was ||n..|'lnl
to that place, and she WK gh]ﬂ.ﬂf
the long day came to ay end :
with a fearful headache she g,
ing back to the city,

The next morning was dark
rainy; but in spite of the wea
Katy found her wav i, Marigy:
room, this time taking th, — :”.“’
cars, which left her independong
regarded the length of }Ler s1
About Marian there was :-'mnnth-a!'
more mng'enin.l than about hey .
fri.ﬂhdl. ﬂ“d d-a}' after lii_'l_‘n' I:'n]."d
there, watching while Marian 1,
ed into shape the beautiful Jity}. o
ments, the sight of which 1§y
strangely quieting influence
Katy, sobering her down and Ity
ing her more than all the vears of
her life had done. Those were by,
hours spent with Marian I[.'u.vE!n:
and Katy felt it keenly wheny Wilorg
at last interferred, telling her she
was growing quite too familiar With
that sewing woman, and her e
must be discontinued, except, jndeg
such as were necessary to the wor
in progress,

With one great gush of tears, wy,
there was no one to see her, Ky,
gave Marlan up, writing her 4 po,
in which were sundry directions In;
the wnrk. which WDUI[’ EO On pvey
after she had left for the Mounts,
House, as she Intended doing the Jug
of June, And Marian guessed al
more than Katy meant she shoylg
and with a bitter sigh laid it inpy
basket, and then resumed the wop
which seemed doubly monotongy
now that there was no more listeq.
iﬂg‘ for the little feet ll':i]'il'[1j.||:_- Lp Lhe
stairs, or for the bird-like \gjy
which had Lirought so much of s
and sunshine to her lonely room,

CHAPTER XIX.

Was m

Cib

For three wecks Katy had hem

at the Mountain Ilouse, growing
stronber every day, until she wys
much like the Katy of one vear geg
| But their stay among the Carslilg

was ended, and on the morrow the
were going to Saratoga, where Mrg
Cameron and her daughters wore
and where, too, was =vhil .iraulyg

the reigning belle of 1th United
States. So Dell had written to ha
brother, bidding him 1o husten ¢
with Eaty, as she wished to g
‘““that chit of a widow in Ler nropse
place."”’ And Katv hal bLoen weak
enough for a moment 1o {ovl little
throb of satisfaction in knowin: how
eflectually Sybhil'z caims to belle-ship
would be put aside when she was
once in the field: even glancing at
hersell in the mirror as she leaned o

Wiliord’'s shoulder, and feeling glad
that mountain air and mountain ex-
ercise had brought the roses back tg
her white cheeks and the brightness
to her eyes. DBut Katy wept passion-
ate tears of repentance for that weak-
ness, when an hour later she read the
letter which Dr. Grant had sent in
answer to one she had written ifrow
the Mountain House, confessing her
short-comings, and lamenting that
the evils and excesses which shocked
her once did not startle her now. To
this letter Rlorris had replied as
brother might write to an only sis-
ter, first expressing pleasure at her
happiness, and then reminding her of
that other life to which this is only
a preparation, and beseeching her so
to use the good things of this world,
given her in such profusion, as no!
ta lose the life eternal
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Blood

Feed pale gil‘].-i on Scott’s
Emulsion,

We do net need to give all
the reasons why Scott’s
Emulsion restores the strength
and flesh and color of good
health to those who suffer

from sick blood.

The fact that it is the best

pPreparation of Cod Liver Oil,

rich in nutrision, full of healthy

stimulation is a suggestion as

to why it does what it does.
Scott's Emulsion presents

Cod Liver Oil at its best,

fullest in strength, least in

taste,
Young women in their

“teens” are permanently cured
of the peculiar disease of the
blood which shows itself in
paleness, weaknessand nervous-
ness, by “fegular treatment
with Scott’s Emulsicn.

Itis a true blood food and

Is naturally adapted to the cure
of the blood sickness from
which so many young woimcn

suffer,

to scnd
a sample to any suffercr.
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