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FOR THE THIRD TIME.

CHAPTER VI.—~{(Continued.)

He came. The fate that had struck
down George Wildair
tor Latour. He was there, pale as a
dead man, with a look in his wild eyes
thal made People recoil in terror: but
:Iar- be was, and the Ceremony went

It was over—Auny was a bride. There
was embracing and congratulating,
Breakfasi was eaten ; the wedding dress
Was changed for the traveling suit :
the happy pair were in the rarrinn:
and away,

They reached London (hat evening,

spared  Vie.| ooked

and drove to the Grosvenor Hotel. And
all through that day’'s journey Victor
Latour’s lips had not opened half a
dozen times. Silent, sullen, moody, mju-'
terious, he sat wrapped in gloom : and |
the light of his weird black eyes made
Amy shiver like an aspen leaf. Oh!|
what was this that had come ajon him |
on his wedding day ? |

"I have something to tell you, Amy.
A secret to tell you—a terrible secreat,
that you must swear to keep."

They were alone in & spacious cham-
ber. and these were the first words he
bad s;oken to her. His face looked
livid in the gaslight, his eyes were blaz-
Ing like coals of fire,

" YVietor I

“You musi swear, Amy! Never, to
Your dying day, must vou breathe to
living mortal the secret Ishall revea!
0 you now, Here is a Bible, iay your
hand upon it and swear.”

The speetral black eyes held her with
their horrible, irresistible, light. She
eould po more Eave refused than she
could have fallen at his feet and died.
She laid ber band upon the sacred vol-
ume, and repeatead after him a terrible
oalh of SBCTeCy.

- And mow listen to the secret of my
life. ™

Thers was a secret.

then. Even in
this supreme moment the old leaven
of romance Lthrilled Amy with a little

tremor of romantic delight. She sat |
down atL his feet and listened to the
few slowly-spoken words that he ut-
tered

Ten mninutes later, Mr. Latour left |
the room, hurriedly, ringing the bell
He met a chambermaid on |
the landing, Lastening to answer the |
S0 TG

"My wife ia i11.,” he said. " You had |

ns he lelt.

velter try cold water and sal volatile;
I am afraid sphe is going to faint.”

He hurried away. The girl lcoked
aflter him aghast: then opened the
chamber door, and And
there, in & white heap on the carpet,
lay the bride in a swoon. .

enterad.

CHAPTER VII.

The waving irees around Blackwood
Grange were arrayed in the sere and |
yellow leaf long before Mr. and Mrs.
j.atonr returned from their brilal tour,
winds of October had blown
hleakly out in the green

'he shrill
F e mse | vies

glades and leafy arcades around that
staiely mansion: and the ides of No- |

vemmber had come when the happy pair
relurned home

Durisg the two months of her ab-
sence. Mr. Latour, for the first time in
her life, proved herselfl a bal corres-

pondent. She had written but one let-
ter and that of the briefest and brus-
quest to Mra Sterling. It was a po-
lite notice to quit.

‘Dear Mrs. BSterling.,” the bride
wrole, " my busband thinks newly mar-
ried peonle are always better entirely
by themselves. 1 shall regret your loss
but of cour<s it must be as he says.
Nurse (arrv is quite competent ; tell
her to take charge, and have every-
thing prepared for our arrival. We
sha!l return by Lhe middle of Novem-
ber.” : .

Mrs. Sterling smiled Dbitterly over |
this effusion.

“ You might have spared yourself the
tronhla of ordering me out, Mr, Victor
lLatour, if that be your name. I would
ad have dwalt under the same roo
with you for a kingdom. Oh, my poor
Jittle Amy! You are the veriest pup-
pel that ever danced helplessly in its
masier's hand.”

Mrs. Slerling deparited to St. Jude's
and too% up her abode in the bachelor
avariments of her son. There rame no
more letters, and Amy had always fwen
addicted to mote seribbling. _

‘ BRut what can you expect’™ said
Mra. Sterling. with a bitter laugh,
“ wrapped as abe is in 'I_'IIH'I-l-l'I'l]]IIIH.I
hliss ! The scheme of the aniverse holds
huat Mr. Vielor lLatour j-'l_lﬂ! Eﬂ pre-
sent. 1t i8 Lo be hoped the Illuumnl-:nli
nave worn off before her reiurn.

‘11 is to be hoped the illusion will
wear off,” said John Sterling.

naver : _

gravely, il the illusion mnkes har

happier. Don't be s0 bitter, mother;
i

the poor little girl will pay dearly en-
ough for her folly. I dare say. HIIF.*n'En
knowws | wish | could save her.

ilia mother looksd at him almost con-
temp! uously.

!‘Ill -lla-n.'l }Ietiem vou aver loved her,
Ty Sterling.”
: ?L'jlt‘lmt is vour mistaka, my good
mother. 1 love Amy 30 1_1:31'[_ that if
[ could see her happy. wilth the huas-
bantd of her choice, I ahould bHe almost
happy myself. You love her, mothar, |
and so do I, but in & different way, 1
think.”

The November day that brought flhu-
bridal pair came swiftly round. The
house was all in order ; firea hurnad in |
every room; the dinnar tabla waa
spread and the servants in gala at-|
tire, wers waiting to walcome their
young mistress home.

The short November afternoon was
darkening down inio a cold, raw L wi-
light when the carriage came rattling
ap the avenue. Tt had been a dull day,
threatening snow , & few flakes h:wd
flattered mow through the opaque air,
and the wailing wind was desolation
ttself 1a the cold, bleak gloaming the

{ Brimly.
| tour will ooen the door and order me

little Lride's teeth chattered as her
husband handed her out, and her face
ed woefully pallid, as she passed 1o,
I ning upon his arm. Mr. Latour
ooked much the same—dark, and Fﬂlﬂul
and sombre, and wrapped in his digni-|
fied gloom, as in a toga.

Mr. and Mrs. Latour dined tete-a-
lele, waitad upon by Nurse Carry and
her undersirappers. The bride scarce
touched the tempting viands; but Mr.|
Latour ate and Jdrank with the relish

& hungry traveler.

The quiet little village of St. Jude

Was on the qui vive the following Sun-

F. Latour had resigned his office '?t
organist, of course; and he and his
bride walked up the aisle the cyno-

sure of scores of eyes. Mrs. Latour shone o

resilendent in all the glory of London
!‘“”'HHI; her dress was exquisits, her
mantle a miracle, her honnet a per-|
fect love, but—St. Jude starel with all

|ils eyes. What was the matter with o

Amy? The Christmas snow-drifts were
nol whiter nor colder than her face.

hose gay, smiling blue eyes, onceé 8O
Sparkling and starry, lcoked out of that
pallid fae with a fixed look of unut-
terable fear; she stood before them
the wan shadow of the radiant little
Amy of ten months ago.

" She has awakened,” said Mrs. Ster-
ling, with a momentary thrill of spir-
it, notwithstanding her comgpassion.
" The delusion is over : her idol of gold
has turned out potter's clay.”

Ur. John looked al the altered face
of the girl he had loved: then at the
lark, impenetralle face of the man |
1-:'*1:{9 hpr. an his hear! hardened. J
" He is a greater villain than even|
| gave him credit for,” he said. " He
egins the work of breaking her heart |
“etimes. T would have spared him for
her sake if I saw he made her haspy;|
now I will hunt him down as I would
a dog."™
The numerous friends of Miss Amy
Farle hegan at once to call upon Mrs,
Latour. Mrs. Latour received them in |
er spacious pariours, exquisitely d reas- |
el , anl Mr. Latour was therc to assist
I:#r__ Call when they might, the ladles
of St. Jude could never find her alone.
Near her, bending over her chair, the
dark, hanisome face, and falhomless |
"J-'“"f. eyes of Viclor Latour shone,'
freezing every attem:t at confidential
conversation. He was sernpulously po-
lite, but these ladies went away with |
o courieous request to repeat their
calls. And Amy eat like a white aut-
cmaton, and talked in mnnn.qg.-ltnhiﬂn;!
she. who had heen the most inveter-'
ate of chatter-btoxes, now |ooked up |
at her husband with the wild, wide syes |
of a frighiened child.

Mrs. Sterling and her son were am- |
ong Mra. Lalour's callers. The lady!
was too sirong mindel and teo fond
of Fer charge fo be frightened away by
the bridegrcom’s black looks. '

“I'll go there now, and 1I'll go agnin
and again, anl still again.,™ she =aid
“1 don't think Mr. Victor La-

out, and nothing less shall affront me.
I'm not going to give up my poor lit-
tle girl altogether, to ke eaten alive
by this black-eyed ghoul.”

The pale fare and scared blue eves
of the little bride lit eagerly up, for the
f‘rrﬂf time. at sight of har old friens.
She sprang up to meet them with a
low ery, but a hand fell lightly on her
thml!-h-r from behind. Its touch was
light as down, but a maile! grasp could
nol. have checked her quicker.

h"'.\T_v dear Amy."” the soft voice of
1 ictour Latour murmured; * pray don't
excite yourself; be calm ! You are glad
to see Mra. Sterling. no douhbt, Tell her
s by all means; but don't make a
srene.””

The black eyes looked down into the
blue eyves, and the bride cowerad hefora
the bridegroom, as a whinpel honnd
hefore its master. She held out her
hand to her old friends, with a few
very coldly-murmured words of greet-

ing.

The interview was short and emin-
ently unsatisfactory. Strong-minded as
Mrs. Sterling was, conversation was
imuoasible wilth that frigid face, and
those weird derk eves, staring her out
of conntenance behind Amy's ehair.

“ 1 shall call and see you again, Amy,”
she anid, pointedly, as she arose to go,
“when the honey moon enda, and there
18 a prospect of my being able to see
you alone "

Amy loo%ed at her with a startled
face. hut Mr. Latour answerad for her
with a short, mocking laugh.

“ Tell your kind old friend, Amy, that
our honaymoon has not yet commenced,
As Io seeing you alone, tall her you
have no secrels from vour hushand, nor
he from you, and that he really cannot
sevarate himself long enough from his
charming bride, even for a confidential
gossip with Mrs. Sterling.”

He bowed her blandly eut, as he
apoke ; and., wonderful to relala, Mrs.
Sterling went without a word. She|
looked up into his face defiantly, but |
the black eyes had met hers with so
sirange a light in their sinister daptha
that she absolutely quailed before it |

“"He looked like a demon I'" she burat
out to her son. " The light of Lhose
fierce black eyves was absolutely hor-
ribile. Good Heavens! | don't bhaliava
the wreteh ia human 1"

“"He s a bad man.,” answersd Dr.
sterling, ""and a mysterious man.
There are dark and deadly secrets in
his life, | am sare. There is & look in
hia fare that repels me with absolute
horror at times, [ have dounbted——"
then he paused.

“Doubted what

“It 18 a terribhle suapicion, mother;
but T have doubted whather Victor
Lalour ia really sane. Thars ia & wild,
unnafural light in those great black
ayes of his, on occasions, that never
ahina in the ayas of a sane man.”

“There appears to ba method in hia
madness, at all eveants,” retorted hia
mother.  He was sane snough to se-
cure for himself the littla heiress.”

" The subtle cunning of partial insan-
ity 158 n very good substitute for a sane
man's worldly wisdom. But it is a re-
volting subject, mother—let us drop it,
FPoor little Amy "

“Toor littla Amy, indead | You may
thank yourself for it. The game was
in your own hands before this man
cams along She might have been your
wife now, instead of Vietor Latour's,
if vou likad."

Dr. Sterling made no reply. Hia face
wore a look of pain, almost remorse.
Poor little Amy! How unhappy she look-
adl And he had loved her, and might
have made her his happy wife.

Thera was & round of dinner parlies)

| the chiel.

 sensitive lot,

ven in honour of the bridal pair and '
gl'- Sterling and his mother o.!t-uln met
Mr. and Mrs. Latour in society—Mr.
Latour always dark, cold, politely fri-
and impenetrable, as if that hand-
Some face of his were an iron mask;
- Latour always the same pale,

scared, cilent sha low. And last all
re was a grand party at Blackwood
Grange., to wind up these entertain-
Menis—a wvery superb affair, indeed;
and, after that, society saw little of
newly married couple. Further in-
vitations they declined—Mrs. Latour's
health, Mr. Latour said, precluded the
Possibility of gay society. I
December came with high winds and
8now, and Amy ceased to appear aven
at church, Mrs. Sterling grew serious-

lﬂy Lo sea the happy pair at chureh. ' ly uneasy, and rode over to Blackwood

Mr. Latour met her in the hall, and

told her his wife was suffering from

& chronic headache, and could see no
one; and absolutely froze the blood in
I veins with the glare of his black
éyes—and, cowed and conquered, Mrs.
Etﬂl‘]lhg left, to call no more.

Christmas came, and the New Year
came, with their festivities. It was
bristmas eve, and Mrs. Sterling sat
alone in her little parior, waiting for
her son. Outside the son fell thick and
fast ,and the winter wind wailed. In-|
side, firelight and lamplight and a
bright little gupper table, made a
charming picture of home-like com-
fort.

The door bell rang. “John at last,
said Mrs. Slerling, and rising, she ojen- |
ed the door.

But jt wasnot John. A little figure, |
muffled up from the storm, glided in.'
[t threw back the hood of its cloak, and |
Mrs. Sierling dropped into a chair, with
a shriek.

L] Am}, Ill

“Yes, Amy; but so unlike herself,
8o like a spirit, that for an instant the
mairon recopled,

“ Have I frightened you?" said the|
sweel voice, ' You did not expect a
visit from me, dil you? But it is so
long, oh! so long, since | saw you, that |
I could not resist the temptation.” |

“And Mr. Latouri{"” Mra. Sterling
gasped, " where is he "

“Gione (o meet the captains at the
Citadel ; I mean to dine at Ma or Mal-
loy's; and 1 100k advaniage of his ab-
sence aund stole out. 1 have but a mo-
ment to stay; 1 don't wish him to dis-
cover Lhis visit." I

“"He plays the tyrant welll”|
said Mrs. Sierling, bitterly. * And
you i he submissive slave. Oh,|
Amy Farle pluck wup a Jit-|
tle spirit—defy bhim! Don’t let him |
trampla you under his feet.” |

Amy covered her face with both |
hands, and burst out erying convulis-

AL
]

-

ively.

“"You dont know! You don't
know! And I dare not tell you! Oh,
Mrs. Sterling, ([ wish I were dead!™|

“Amy, for Heaven's sake, tell mal—
What 18 the secret of Lthis man's pow-
er over you! Something more than '
a wife's fear of a eruel husband.; Tell
me; it is not too late to save you
yet.”

“Too Jate! too latel too late "
eried Amy, wringing her hands. “I
have sworn, and 1 dare not break my

oath. His wife? 1 am no wife! Ohl
what am [ saying! | must go, Mrs.
Sterling. [ shkall betray myselfl. |
have seen you for a monent—that
is aull T wanted. Good-by! Good-
by !" I

She rushed from; the room like one

in=ane. Mra. Sterling followed In &
panic of fright.
“Amy! Amy! for Heaven's sake,

vome back! You will perish in the
storm!”

But there was no reply. The little
figure had fluttered away into the
chill blast, and there was nothing to
e sasen but the black nizht and the
renseless snow that was falling, fall-
ing.

Toe ba Continued.

LUCK IN DISGUISE.

| brices of grain which may be going

T i — i

PLENTY OF WORK ANDFUN!

SCENES AND INCIDENTS AT A
COUNTRY THRESHING.

How i(he Old Morse - Power Machime
Worked — Toll in 2 Dust-Ladegy Atmos-
Phere from 6.30 nom.

The old-time horse power threshing
machine was doomed from the dey
when a smokestack was invented which

prevented sparks from finding Lhniriwe kﬂﬁp in Stock a lﬂ.l'gﬁ qnalﬂiity ﬂf Buh'

way from the fire box to tihe straw
stack. Some ““ horse powers " may still
be found, but for the most part they
have been displaced and the steam
whistle governs the hours of starting
and quitting work at fall threshings.

Now a threshing is just about the
most important work transacted on a
farm in a year. When a farmer gels
his grain all nicely garnered in his big
barn he naturally wants to know how
many bushels of wheat, ele., he is go-
ing to have for his summer's work, and
he also wants to be in a position to
take prompt advantage of any high

shortly after harvesting. So he makes

arrangement with the proprietor of a ' —

threshing machine to give him a couple
of days and turn his sheaves of grain
into a4 marketable commodity. Now a
threshing machine is, or was a few
years ago, seldom ownel by a single
proprietor. Two or mora brothers
are frequently joint owners, or some-
limes there is a partnership of others
than kindred, And it is easily the
hardest life in the world while it lasts.
Only a man who has stood the dust
and heat and exertion of a hard day's
Lthreshing camn really know how hard
the work is.

It is un unwritten law among farm-
ers that they will

HELP EACH OTHER

alL threshings. Apart from the pro-
prietors of the machine, ard the ordin-

ary farm help, eight or ten men are

required, anl these are supplied from
ithe neighbors’ rouond, who receive help

in turn when their own threshings
come off. Bill Smith sends over his two
boys 1o help Bill Jones thresh, and when
the Iill Smith threshing comes off a
couple of Jones' boys are al..ays found
in Lthe mow (o pay off Lhe obligation.

The day before a tLreshing is an 1m-

poriant one in the Lousehold of a
farmer. The women Know Ly jas. ex-
perience what Tpetites are possessed
by those whoare eangaged in threshing

‘and epough fool is cooked nnl olher-

wise prepared to feed asmall army.
A sheep is nearly always killed the day
before, and roast mutton is a favour-
ile and much appreciated dishh  with
hungry threshers. I'es, too, are made
by the dozen, and plates, knives,
and forks and other table ware are
borrowed from near neighbors to ne-
commodate the expected helpers. The
night before, also, the threshing ma-
chine is driven into the barnyard and
fixed in place on the barn floor. Out
in the yard the old * horse-power” waa
set. up and connected by an irom rod
with the machine insid2. Heavy posts
were driven down to keep the "horse-
power " in place, and all was in reali-
ness for the morrow.

The horse jower itzelf was something
like a circular platform, capahle of be-
ing turned aroun! upon a massive
iramework leneath. At intervals
there projected from it long poles—
some half dozen in mumber—to which
the teams were attached. UTpon these

An Hl-Eaarided speech bed Omn o the
Operaior’s Foriane,

It isn't easy to tell when Fate means
well by a man. Some of her apparent-
ly hardesl knocks are all for the vie-
tim's good. A crushing piece of mis-
fortune may be the means ol spurring
the crushed one (o more ambilious ef-
forta. It did no in one case Lo a cer-
tainty.

He was a telagraph operator, and a
goodl one, but be wasn't in favor with
In fact, the chief didn't pos-
sess many friends among the boys. He
was diaposed to be sharp and quick with |
them and telegraph operators are a

There was a vacanl room that had-
n't been ocoupied for a long time and
the chief one day took possession of it
a8 a sort of private office. The oper-
ator whose story we are telling didn’t
know aboul bis change, and that very
day when he happenel to be in the
washroom with one of the boys he open- |

‘ad up on the chief in a particularly

savage fashion. The washroom was sep-
araled by the thinnest kinl of parti-|
tion and every word could be heard
dislinctly on the other side. The op-
eraior dipped his face over the wash- |
basin and as he sputteral and solash- |
ad he hleasad the chisf in a shockingly
left-handed way. The man with him |
iriad to stop the tirade, hut he could-'
a't catch his eye, nor could he get)
near enowgh {o him in time Lo shake |
him. Finally the other man exhausted
himself and turned around with a tow-
el in hi4 hands. Then he saw tha look |
of horror on his companion's face. He
knew thai he was doomed.

As he slepped from the washroom
with a jaunty air hWe met the chief.

“1 suppose,” said the latter, * you
ars ready to expreas your personal
opinions in public as well as behind
your viclim's back "

The ojmiator rever waverad a hair's
breadih. '

1 am.,” he said, smilingly, "and I
can add a little to what T have already
anid.” And with that he expressed his
opinion of the chiel in atill more vig-
orous langoage, Look his hat and stalk-
ad out,

It was the first time he bad been an
idler simce he was a boy. He felt a
littla dazed. Then he resolved on a bold
stroke. He would go siraight to an-
other city.

That night he was on his way. With-
in & week he had secured an excellent

"through onp of these, and the

teams being driven around in a circle

THE WHOLE PLATFORM
turned around also and caused the rod
to revolve which connected the horse
power with the threshing machine in-
side the barn, This was the motive | ow-
er which caused the machine to work,
and which has recently been super-
saded by steam power. The threshing
machine itself was usually placed cross-
wise of tne barn floor beiween the two
main doors. The power rod came in

Carri-
ers” of Lthe machine took the straw
out through the other and deposited
it in the yard, wherea it was buiit into
a alack.

An early slart is always made in
threshings. At half-past six or a
quarier o seven o'clock, the driver
of Lthe horse power took his stand upon
the platform, the teams all having
been hilched to the jpoles, and with a
crack of his whip and a prolonged
whislle, started the machine going.
The driver of an old-time horse power
was always looked up (o in couniry
districts. The amount of threshing
done in a day dependad largely upon
his skill in handlinz the teams, and
his whistle was always Lhe same—whea
oo—oo—wheet —and was always fol-
lowad by a crack of his whip. Some-
times he ahd a cha'r to sil upon, mora
times he had a chair to sit upon, more
often an ald box, and he always chewed
tolmeco, and could swear like a troop-
er. He used to be the admiration of
all the small boya at tha threshing.

Imagina them n mow packed full of
heavy sheaves rising high on either
gide of the red painted threshing ma-
chine. In thia mow stands three or
four sturdy sun-burned country youths
or men wilh pitchfork in hand

READY FOR THE STAIT.

They are placed in the mow at conven-
isnt distances from each othar so that
they may readily jass along the heavy
sheaves. e man in Lhe mow who
slands just above the machine drops
sheaf after sheaf down upon the feed
board, where was stationed tha band
eutter. Inm the old days binder twine
was nol known and sheaves wara bound
wilh siraw bands ma'e on the harvest
field. As each sheaf then was drop-
ped upon the boar:l the band was cul
with one stroke of a sharp knife and
the looseped mass passed on to the
feeder who stood just in front of the
feed box and whirling eylinder. Once
the horse power outs'de began to re-
vplve this cylinder, which was full of

spiked teeth bdgan torevolve at a great ever that may le, -a certa’n kind of |

situation. To-day' e commamls a sal-
ary of at least B60D0.

“And I owe it all.— he said, not long
ago to & friend, “"to the fact that 1
fired myself omt of the old operater's
room."

velocity, and when the sheaves were
fod to it & roar was set up which could
e heard a quarter of a mile away.
As the sheaves with their cul bunds
were fed Lo Lhe vorapious maw of the
tbhreshing machine, a littla apout at

ONTARIO

vash and Door Pa,ctorgr.

Sl () A

Having Completed our New Factory we are now prepared

to FILL ALL ORDERS PROMPTLY.

Doors, Mouldings, Flooring and the differ-
ent Kinds of Dressed Lumber for outside sheeting.

Our Btcok of DRY LUMRE is very Large so that all orders

can be filled.

Lumber, Shingles and Lath always

In Stocl,

N.G &J. McKECHNIE.

the side began to emit the grdin which
had been separate | from the straw in
going through the machine. A man
with two half-hushel measures took
away this grain, carrying one measure
while the other was filling and keeping
tally with a jiece of chal¥ on a board.
His job was supposed to be an easy one.
After the grain has been se;arated the
siraw goes up the carriers of the
threshing machine and falls upcn a
platform, whence it is passed along
into another mow, unless it is the in-
tention to build a stak in the yard,
But, whatever is the intention,

| THE HARDEST JOBR

{around a threshing machine is at the |

head of the carriers. The men in Lhe

first mow .have a hard time, as the
 Bheaves are heavy and hard to get out,
'but for downright toil, the man at the
'head of the carriers gets hy far the
worst of a threshing. In the first
place the carriers keep piling straw in
fronit of him in a never-ceasing siream
and in the seconi place he works in
an atmosphere of dust and chaff from
morning {o night. He moves along the
siraw to the man who stands next to
him, and then it finis its way through
miny hands to the secon! mow or Lhe
slack. Building a siack in a vard is
4 rice job for u man who undersiands
his work, butl it is not an easy trick
to build it symmetrically and proper-
ly, and requires hoth skill and experi-
ence,

And so all day lons at a threshing
the horse power turned round. the
sheaves fell from the mow and were
fed into the machine, which turned
them into grain snd straw and chall.
Taking away chaff was considered a
good job for a small boy or an old
man, a8 the work was light. Long be-
fore pnoon the whele barnm would be
full of dust, and when the dinner horn
soundel the faws of all the men
would be black with grain smut. At a
threshing for hour on hour the only
air breaihed iz la'en with fine ]'ll.l'i:'ll.'l'!".'!
of chaff, and the very lungs of the
men are filled with it. They come out
langhing and " jollying "™ each other
ahout being *“ bushed,” all the while
coughing up saliva that is black with
the dust which they have inhaled.
They wash {heir grimed faces and
handa in tin ba=ins fillad from rain
water barrels, and maybe they don't
do jusiice to the dinner provided for
them ! Usually some girls from neigh-
bouring farm houses come over (o help
in serving the table, and the voung
men banier sach other about these or
ot her girls,

at a threshing, good nature and the |

hardeat kinl of bard work. When the
threshing 8 over the farmer is in a
position to sell his grain, pay ofl his
help, and count the profits for the
BeAsOn.

——

THINGS PEGPLE SAY.

Parhaps nothing else in society as-
tonishes one so much as the things peo-
ple say. Not the claver speechea or
crual speeches, not tae complimentary
remarks or improper remarks, aston-

ish us, but the tactless speeches, the

speechas that have no excuse for le-
ing, never cease to impress us by their
frequency and by their—let us hope
—mpintentional rudeness.

“What & dear little fellow that is!"
gaid a caller to & mother of a thres-
year-old.

“He is a great comfort to us'" re-
plied the mother, stroking the chuld’s
long curls.

“Yes, | should think so! He 13 not
pretly, is hef His hair is so beauti-
ful now, that at the [irst glance one
would call him pretty. But if you
imagine how he will look when those

golden curls are cult off, you will sea
that he will be a very plain child.”

Said another woman to an acquain- |

tance: "Mra. A——, | hope you will
pardon me for saying that [ think I
pnever saw & more beautiful piece of
lace than the flounce on the gown
that you wore to the Assembly ball
last week. 1 said to my bushand afi-
terwards that if Mr. A— should
again fail and lose everything as
he bhas done once or twice already,
you could sell that lace and easily
get a big price for it.”

The same woman. while making a
visit of several weeks, said to her hos-
tess as the time of her departure drew
near: I always think thit the ni-est
thing about making a visit is the re-
turn to one’s own home. One's fam-
ily are always so glad to ses one, and
there is always great luxury to me in

getting back to my own house, where
I can do what I please, say what I
please, and order whatever I want
to eat."

., A friend = spaeches of this
kind by the theory that in some gra-
'miuma there is Adepression where &
bump of tactfulness ought to be, How-

tast may be oultivated. It is the best
kind. for it is the exemplification of
Itha doctr ne that

. Polileness s to do and say

The kindest (hings in the kindest way

He whosa Llact or politegess isof Lhe

ARCHIVES

TORONTO

But it is all good nature |

kind that considers olher peopls, that
fears to wound. that strives to soothe,

the “th'ngs that would better bar
heen 'elt unsaid.” They will be
possible to him.

TOLD BY THE OLD CIRCUS MAN.

The Clreamsiances Allending the Loss of &
barge Anacomidn.

"We lost a Lig apaconda once,” said
the old cireus man, “in the most singu-
lar manner you ever heard of: you
couldn't guess how if you should guess
for forty years'"

!. “This was ati the time when we had

the great eighteen-foot giraffe that I've
told you alout and, by a wvery singu-
lar coincidence, this anaconda was just
the same lepgth—just eighteen feet
It gol. out of ils cage one day,
how nolboly ever knew, and strolled
over to whera Lhe giralfe was lying,

longe

outside the Lig tent. asleep on the
ground. What under the canopy could
have possessel the anacorda to collap
know, unless it
was because il was the first living
thing it eame across, bat it began coil-
head:

L his [__fir:l[[t", I don't

ing itsell around the giraffe's
it had taken two turns, | guess, whes
Lhe giralfe woke up

Well, now! The show
was going on—just started for the af-
ternoon performance. The clown was
wialking around the ring cracking his
whip, when in rushed the giraffe, sway-
ing his long neck and cracking his
whip, the lash' made of [iftesn leet of
anaconda, whicrh the giralie
around In the alr and slaiied ups
thwe canvas roofl and slammed

“Frighltened?

laslied

against

down on the, ground, jumjing sround

itsell mad. 'd leen in the show busi-

ness some Lime, but Vd never seeu any-
Lhing like Lhat
“The people didn't know what te
make of it first; they kind o' thought
it was part of the show, though they
acted as though they thought it was
a pretty skeery part; but in about flve

seconds they realized what iU was, and
then they thought they'd bad thelr

! money's worth, and they wanted lo go;

and they did go. dropping down [(rom

the backs of the seata, apnd down
| through the seats, and getting out any
way they could; and leaving the ldg
girafle there 'rastling with the ana-
conda and thrashing it around and
slatling it down, and making every
effort to shake it off, but without any
efflect,

“I'ben's where the old man come

i in, as he always dil in any real emer-

| gency. He wasa walking around the
ring, now back of tle giraffe and
alongside of him, and kee;ing as closa

to him asa he could, and waiting for a

chance. Presantly the giraife, slash-
ing Lhe great snake around in the air

in all direclions, doubled it around
 the centre pole. 1t just bhappened so,
| but that was the old man's chanos

When the apaconda’s tail swung around

he seized i, and [ourteen oiber men

tallied on in less than that pumber
of seconds. A canvasman came oul
 with an axe.

i " 'Chop!” saya tle old man, and one
blow on the bend of the Lbig serpent
where he went around the centra pole
was enough. And that's the way we
lowst the 117 anaconda; but as compared
with giralfes, anacondas were cheap;
and we were glad to gel oul of it as

| wall as we did."”
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USE OF CUCK EGGS.

| Fifiy Thousand Broken Evers Day in an
Alhamen Factory.

Near Chingkiang. China, isa great al-
bumen factory, for the utilization of
the duck egga which are proluced in
that region in enormous guanbities,
Mocks of 000 and 5000 incks bang by
ne means vacommon. The eggs ace
broken al Lthe rate of {rom WLEN Lo gl -
O per day by women, who ssparsie
the white from the yolk, the former
being carefully cleansd and dried un-
il they resemble fish-glue. when Lhay
are packed in W0-pound ocases lined
with ziac The yolks are passed
through sieves into twanly-five gallon
receplncles, mixed wilth a salt ani lwor-
ax solution, packed in 500-pound har-
rels, and used in Europe for preparing
and dressing articles of supesrior qual-
ity. The albumen {inds a ready mar-
' ket ia England. France, and Germany
for dysa for Lhe best coltomn goos

- Pl ——

|
| A LOUD KIND.

| Perkasie—What do you think of te
 timbre in Hyjee's voice?

¢ Mullins—From tilve way he harka |
sbould thiak it was degwood.

| that is selfless. will not readily say”
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