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“Do not go,” she repeated, moisten-
ing ber lips and trembling in every
limb.

“Ida, oh, be merciful! If I stay it
must be because you bid me hope. Is
that se?”

She looked at him steadily, though
her lips and hands trembled like a leaf.

“l have been thinking,” she said,
slowly, like one in a dream, “and—and

' “And you consent, you give yourself
wo me?” he said, with a pant, and he
drew nearer to her.

She held up her hand.

“Stop; listen to me!” she said, heav-
ily; “let me tell you all. You have ask-
ed me for my love—my love. I told you
then T couid not give it to you. I can-
not, T have no love left to give. If I
had had it would have been yours. But
I have not. My heart is dead, dead,

- dead!” and her voice broke into a wail.
“But if you are content—if you will
have it so——"

“I am content!” he broke in, passion-
ately. “I care nothing for the past!
Tet it go! The present, the future, at
least, are mine! Give yourseif to me,
Ida, and [ will make your life happy,
if a man can make a woman’s life hap-
py! Oh, my darling, give yourself to
me!”

He drew nearer, he went on his knees
to her. He was not acting now. Pas-
sion held him in thrall, and he scarcely
knew what he was dcing.

Joan extended her hand slowly, hesi-
tatingly. He seized it in both of his
and kissed it passionately.

“My darling,” he murmured, broken-
ly, “you shall never regret this! Never!
g——f am all unworthy, but I will make
you happy! Yes, T swear it!”

He rose, and would have taken her
in his arms, but Joan shrank from him.

“Not yet,” she murmured, “not yet.”

He rose, and still holding her hand,
gazed at her.

“I% seems all too good to be true)
he faltered. “You—you are mot play-
ing with me, Tda. Say after me, ‘Mor-
daunt, I will be your wife!”

Joan put her hand to her heart and
hesitated a moment, then she said:

“Mordaunt, I will be your wife!” but
she shrank back again when he would
have embraced her. “No, no, not now!
Go now!”

., He raised her hand to his lips and
£imd it twice, thrice, passionately, then
e left.

Outside, in the street, he stood star-
ing heavenwards, wrapt in s sense of
wild triumph.

He had won her at last. Patience,
and & skilful use of all the arts of
which he was master, had made her his.
And mot only her, but twe millions of

money. 4
His brain whirled, and be walked
along in & kind of ecstacy.  But pres-
ently he eame to himself and began to
think of ways and means.
2 To earry ont his plans to their fulfil-
ment he wanted money, and at the pres-
ent moment his funds were running low.

He meant to give her no time to re-
consider her consent. He would plead
and insist on a speedy marriage. He
would want money for this,

There was one person of whom Mor-
dmmt Royce could get the sum he re-
quired, and that was Bertie, Lord Dews-
bury, snd his evil genius led him to the
rooms iw Plecadilly. #

Two or three men v ~re seated in the
room smoking and drinking, and Bertic
hailed- his appesrance with joyous alac-
rity. )
",Hwo'n Royee, the absent, mys-
terious Royce!” he exclaifned, as Royce
enteved, looking the picture of health
and prosperity.

They sat down 10 loo, and

who had eof late played
y and with bad luck. seemed

He won heavily. Pountelere then proposed
that they should chang: sides, anu suil
Royece won, and Bertis, now opposed to
him, lost.

They played until far into the night,
and then the pcrt{ hroke up, leaving
Bertie and Royce alone together,

“Pve lost to-night,” «nid Bertie, with a
laugh. “Lost awfully! T ought to have
stuck to you for a partmer, old féilow.”

‘Y wish you had.” «ail Royee, putting
n pile of gold and wotes in his pockets.
“Can T lend you anythisg?’

“Oh, no, thanks,” aaid Bertie, care-
lessly. “Much obliged, all the same! No.
T shall pay = visit to that old curmud-
geon Craddock, of Chaim Court, Fen-
ehurch strest!”

Bertie aat over the fire thinking of hie

In the moring, a1bout twelve, e drove.
his mail phaeton down to the ¢ity.

Mr. Craddock swung roumd unen his
stool as the elegantly dvessed figure of
the ng peer entered the offtes. and
‘rum“bim with a weleommy grin.

“Ah, my dear young lord!” Be-eronked,
“gnd what can I do for you?

Tord Bertie laughed and fwng himee!f
‘mte o chair,

g ‘How do you do. Mr. Craddeek? I |
ver come here but I think of tive api.
snd the fly. But now to business;
1 went s thousand pourds.”

Ofd Craddock opened the iwte siew!y,
and a% he did so something fell out.

‘Tt was an oil paintigg. Bertie stooned
forward and picked up. (& wes the
nortrait thet Craddock had taken from
the Widd. Tt was the face of Ton aer-

soll. )
He eat with the pieture in his bands,

astounded and med,

ng

“No, no,” aid the old mam. “Family
portrait—ean’t part with it’

Bertie laughed.

“Look here,” he said, “you ean make
out that cheque for nine Bundred and
fifty, it yow like; and throw the portrait
in; Pve taken a famey to it.”

“Oh, very well,” he said, slowly. “If
you have taken a fancy to it, you shall
have it; but it’s cheap.”

_“Cheap! [ should think ao!” said Ber-
tie, with a flush on his chzek, and he put
the picture under his arm as he put the
ckeque in his pocket and went out.

If Mr. Craddock-had been blessed with

Bertie wou!d not have purchased that
picture for twenty times fifty pounds.
CHAPTER XXX1.

Lord Bertie carried the picture which
he had bought of old Craddoek home to
hig rooms in Piceadilly. If anyone had
asked him why he had felt such a keen
pang of mingled pain and pleasure at the
sight of the face on the canvas, which
was 20 strangely like that of the young
and beautiful girl whom he had reseued
from Stuart Villiars’ hands, Bertie would
have been puzzied to find an answer,

He had only seen Joan for a few min-
utes; but her beauty, her nameless grace,
her helplessness, and the terrible danger
in which she was placed had produced au
extraordinary effect upon him.

They say that those we help we love.
Bertie didn't know that he loved her;
but he knew that ever since that day he
had carried her in his thoughts—that
the lovely face, with its pathetic look of
horror and alarm, had risen before him
in many a varied scene and at strange
moements,

He examined the picture thoughtfully
te see if he could find any name or mark
:vhich. might help him tn trace it to
its original, but there was no name, ei-
ther of artist or owner.

The picture was encased in an old
frame of black oak, carved round the
edge of the gilt framework, and pan-
elled at the back, as was usual with cab-
net pictures of value; but there was
nothing to guide him in any search he
might make, and after looking at it for
some time, he went to lock it up.

As he stood with the k8y of the bur-
eau in his hand, the dark eyes seemod
almost ‘human, and obeying an inspira-
tion which was irresistible, he bent and
touched the lips of the portrait with his
own; then, with a flush and a half-
laugh of shame and self-moeckery, he
put it out of sight in the bureau, and
carefully locking the door, put the key
in his pocket.

- L * » -
d“R;oyce came to Vernou Crescent every

y.

Over Lim 3 grest and jharvellous
change had come. It was just as if he
,had suddenly slipped from shadowland
Into & warm and dazzling floed of sun-
light. His eves wers bright, his voice
swester and happier, and a smile of ex-
Pectsncy and coming joy sat upon his
ips.

Scarcely a day paesed but he brought
a present in his hand. Sometimes it was
only a bunch of rare flowers, at others
& book that she had happened to say
she would like fo rcad, but now and
again it would be a little moroeco case
containing some article of jewelry.

And Joan took them gratefully, but
with something that was almost likte re-
luctance.

The first night of ‘A False Love’
drew near. The first dress rehearsal had
been, so Mr. Giffard said, a very fair
.one, and Joau, though nervous and
doubtful at first, had forgotten herself,
aud played strongly ss the piece went
on. Mr. Giffard was perfectly eatisfied,
and told her so when the rehearsal was
over.

“It is ail right,” he said. “You go
home and tell yourself that, and you’ll-
find it will come true. Oh, by the way,
you will want some diamonds in the
first act. I'll see what [ can find am-
ougst my collection of stage jewels for
A ’o._" )

Royce was standing near as e spoke,
but he himself said nothing.

The next morning he came to Ver-
non Crescent and asked for Joan..

“Don’t disturb her if she is studying,”
he said: but Emily ran upstairs with &
laugh.

“As if a girl would comsider studying
more important than love-making!"* she
said. ‘‘She’ll be down in 2 moment.””

Josuhecau;:a down, bsnd he advanced to
meet her, his ightening at sight
of her heaitxft??wen‘h = ol

“I am very early this morning,” he
said. “I hope I haven't .disturbed you,
dearest?”’

“No,” #sid Joan, and .she gave him
her hard, which he kissed dwice or thrice
passionately.

“How well vou ieok this morming!”
he comtinued, with fervemt admiration.
“L almost envy the house the delight
your appearance will csuse them on

would be s success.”
[ “If it is not a succem,” she said, “T |
dullw dare to fase Mr. -Giffard |

He laughed. :
“‘Spe here, dearest!”” be enid, and ho i
tagk a case from hir poeket. “Here is
the aet of stomes Mr. Giffari mentioned
yesterday for the first aet.™

the faintest glimmer of what he had sold, |

;
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.“Paaubly rich,” he said. ‘“I.shall be

ed almost as hotly as hers.

“You will wear them, dear?”

“Of course 1 shall wear them,” she
said,, softly, then her brows contracted.
“You load me beneath a weight of kind-
ness, and 1—~’

She stopped.

“You will pay me back some day,” he |
whispered; “some day .when you have|

learned, how dearly, how deeply I love
you, Ida.” :

She still looked at the diamonds as
they glittered in their satin bed, to
which she had returned them.

“How do I know what sacrifices. you
have made to get these for me?” she
said to him, gently.

He laughed, and his fzce paled for an
instant as he wondered what she would
say if she knew. that he had won the
money from Lord Bertie on the preced-
ing night to pay for them; perhaps she
would have flung them at his feet.

“No sacrifice at all,” he said. *) could
not endure that my queen should wear
false jewels even on the stage, and it
was to please myself as much as you
that 1 bought them. You see I am ter-
ribly selfish, dear 1da.”

She looked up at him and put out her
hand. He took it and drew her nearer
to him.

For the first time she did not shrink !

back:, but stood as if prepared to receive
the kiss.. His face burnt. and he hent
forward, then suddenly the volor died
out of his faee and he drew back. -

“No,” he murmured. *1 should think
it was only to pay me for the diamonds.
I will wait uptil you kiss me for noth-
ing but my love, dearest.” and dropped
her band and left the room.

Joan looked after him, and she was|

pale and trembling.

“He was right,” she said to herseifl
“It wouid have beem simply a payment
for his gift. I wonder when—when ¥
shall be able to repay him for his love?”
and she put) the diamonds from her with
a sight.

Eniily went into a fremzy of delight
over them.

“Why, my dear!” she exclaimed,
“they are magnificent! they are—are—
ob, dear, I can’t find.a word big en-
ough: Anybedy lend me a dictionary?
Ida! They must have cost a fortune.
Why. a real live duchiess rouldn’t want
anytking finer! Mr. Royce must be an
enotmously rich man, or else he has
ninned himself to pay for them!”

“I don’t know,” said Joan. smiling at
her enthusiasm; “I only know that 1t
am- sorry he shouid have spent so much
money on them. Imitation gems would
have done as well.”

“My dear. you are a most extraordin-
ary girl. Imitation! What a strange
arul wonderful ereature vou must be.
Even diamonds don’t move you—and
everybody knows that it was really dia-
monds and not apples that the serpent
tempted Mother Eve with.”

Joan laughea.

“1 suppose I am a strange being. Em-
ily,” she assented; “for even diamonds
do not move me.”

“Weli. vyou are a very particular
voung lady.” said Emily. turning the
jewels over ‘n her and looking at them
rapturously. “Tt seems that yon want to
marry a millionsire: he can’t he much
less when he can make such presents.
dIda. don’t vou really kmow no more
about him than we do?”

Joan shook her head.

“No.” she said, listlessiv. “I Lnow
that he is far teo good and too kind,
and too tender-hearted ifor me—that is
all. dear Emily.”

“Well, certainiy yow don't
much,” retorted Emily, naively.

As for Mordaant Royce, he went home
with the blood surging throngh his
veins. He had nearly tomehed Joan™s
cold heart at last—"he had nearly kissed
her.

The diamonds had cost a great deal—
more even than the large sum he had
won from Lord Bertie on tlie preceding
night—but he did not regret the cost.

know

& &

“I shall get it back a thousand fold,”

‘Wednesday. I think if yeu did not act | he muttered: “and if it were not so I
‘alf so weil as you did, ‘A False Love’ | would not care. I would give my heawt
i blood to win one word—one look of love

from her. But patience, patience! The
prize is almest within my grasp! Joan
—my love. my darling. my queen—and
the two millicns of money.”
CHAPTER XXXIL

Tt was the first night of “A False

‘ Love,” and the Coronet was crowded.
! Not enly the “first mighters” present.

but the uitra-fashionsble world, the
mysterious class known as “soeiety,”
movéd to euriosity by al¥ that had been
said and written concerning Miss Ida

L
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as was ususi with
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indeed, some day, when I have}

1.
(it

Mrs. C. S. Sagerser.

most all the time. My nose, ears and
eyes were badly affeeted for the last
two years. I think from your deserip-
tion of internal catarrh that I must
'have had that alse. I suffered very
y.

“Nothini ever relieved me like Pe-
runa. Tt keeps me from taking cold.

“With the exception of some deaf-
ness, I am fecling perfectly cured. I
am forty-six years old.’

“I feel that words are inadequate to
express my praise for Peruna.”

Queen; it now remained to be seen

whether she was worthy of anything

higher or whether she should have to

stick to playing in pantomine and bur-
ue

5;

the oceasion, but she was hopeful,
though very quiet and reserved.

She had done all she could do te pre-
pare for the ordeal, and like all per-
sons who have done their best, she
awaited the result with composure.

reom every now and then, much more
exeited and agitated than .Joan, and
uttered bird-like notes of encourage-
ment. Of her own part the unselfish lit-
tle mite scarcely thought in comparison
with Joan’s.

Eﬂid't.- your first appearance here?”

[ Joan, sthiling:
“Well. they made row enough then,
but it will be nothing to what they will
do to-night; youw'll see!”
“And nothing to what they will do
it I fail!” said Joan.
“Fail!” exclaimed

in which Joan was to appear in the first
sct, Iaughed in harmony.

smid.
“No, she doesn’t!” rctorted Emily;
“Miss Trevelyan never plays tricks of
that kind. She says it hecause she is
reslly modest, which vou wiil never be-
lieve, Mrs. Jones. because yon have been
about theatres all your life!”

“You will make me vain enough be-
tween you!” said Joan, with a laugh.

(Te be Continned.)

WINTER ON THE SHEEP RANGE.

It’s a cruel business, this range-sheep
-growing, eruel and hard and rough. The
waste of animal life throngh starvation,
freezing and smothering in stampedes
is enormous. A few, a very few, floek-

masters make provision for hard win-
ters, but the masjority do not.  Let
them: come a wet snow. falling with hit-

bedding ground and wait;

his magazine, or smoking his pipe, or
chewing his tobacco, or indulging what-
ever similar foible he may foster. He
knows he can’t help the sheep. X regi-
ment of empty-handed herders couid do

wet snow covering the brown grass out
on the pasture Jands takes on a crust
of iee; ice eakes the fleeces of the sheep.
They huddle tegetiier. pleading in tremu-
lous bleats for the suceor which does not
come. The storm rages across the wilds,
bending its force upon them. They sink
beneath the weight of hunger and cqld
and snow. and perish wailing their an-

lament. Many a man’s start, many a
rm-ds all, goes this way each yenr on the
sheep-range.—Everybody’s Magnazine.

-
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THREE CHOICE DURHAMS.
(Exchange.)

Senator Depew, at a dinner in Wash-
-ington, receunted a number of senator-

ial “buils.™

“It was a southern Senator,” he said,
“who anee met an interruption with the
stern and lofty rebuke:

““Ihe gentleman, like s mousing owl,
is slways putting in his ear where it

‘¥ think it was a Se fr'oms Chica-

e

Emily, scornfully,
and the dresser. as she put the finishing
touch to the magnificent evening dress

“Miss Trevelyan only talks of failing
to make her success all the greater,” she

tle wind, as happens on some parts of
the range, each winter, and the grass is
buried.. 'Fhe sheep then huddle on their | jey.
the herder
site in the wagon by the stove, reading

no more than one. It snows on, the wind
blows afresh, the temperature drops. The

guish until death stifles their quavering

Shrlohs Gure

’ ELLEN TERRY IN CLOTHRS.
A Fancy Costume for Sixpence an Ex
ample of a Cheap Stage Dress.

quite: possibie to be cheap and not nasty

‘ ago, when she
was at schaol, she wrofe to me and ask-
ed me top send her some money, as she
wanted te go to a fancy dress ball. Times
were improving with me then, but I still
be very eareful, and I answered
was sorry, but luxurics were not
for the likes of us! That this was one

I englosed a postal order for two
' sixpence, telling her that if she
cculd make g ‘fancy dress’ for that she
‘might go to the dance. She spent six-
'pence on the dress and squandered the
rest of that large sum on chocolate! My

| young lady went to the hall and her |
‘dress

was the success of the evening.
“With burnt cerk on her face, neck,
.arms and ankles, brass curtain iings
in her ears and old red slippers on her
toes, she took the Turkish towels from
her bathroem and draped her little hody
with them, twisting one around her head
‘into a fine turban. With these and ber

p , | own clever skill she presented an Arab

' boy of immaculate appearance, and all
for sixpence!

“Again the other day we hastily ar-
ranged to do the sleep walking scene
from ‘Macbeth’ at an entertainment in
our vilalge town hall. I had my dress
for Lady Macbetk; the doctor's was
hired from London; but Edy as the gen-
tlewoman appeared to the zreatest ad-
vantage. She looked splendid.

“‘What a fine dress, Edy,’ I said, when
T first saw Der in it on the little plat-
form, where she was busy arrangine the
lights before the curtain went up. ‘Whe»
did you get it?” T knew she had ncne of
her stage dresses in the country and
that she had not time to write to Lon-
don for them.

“‘I made it this aficrnoon,’ said Edy,
L and there was laughter in her eyes. ‘The
underneath part is an oid dressing gown
of yours turned back to front, the over-
dress is g tartan rug belonging to the
dog, the head dress is a motor veil and
the ornaments are bunches of buttonst’

“I think 1 may say without beasting
that T have always heen well dressed on

Joan fully realized the importance of | the stage, but I doubt if there has ever

been a more cheanly dressed actress. Off
| the stage, tout au contraire! After try-
ing garments of every size and shape in
private life I have ended by adopting the
Jaapnese style one day and the Greek
the next. A cupboard fuil of unworn

Emily ran fn and out of the dressing | corsets bears witness to the number of

presentations and representations [ have
receivedq (and disregarded) from stay-
makers and stay recommenders begging
me to improve my figure,

“But on the stage I have submitted
even to the iron body casings of the

“You'll bring the house down, dear!™ | Tygor. period. As Queen Katherine I
she suid. “Do you remember your first | naig my tribute to archaeology in those

awful stays, and added thick brocade

“Pm not likely to forget it!” seid | gresges with fur sleeves of tremendous

| weight. But my preference is for loose,
diaphanous dress; I am always happy
in it.” -

On this same subject William Winter
says in Harper’s Weekly that it was not,
as i3 customarilv sunposed. Burne-Jores,
who invented the Ellen Terry draperies,
but Ellen Terry, who devised them agd
who inspired Burne-Jones to paint them.

SYSTEMATIC CATARRN CURED
Preof From Neva Scotia

“After ten long years of suffering
with Catarrh in the throat and nose
I write 1o tell you that I am now
completely cured with Catarrhozone.
What a relief it was to get that
buzzing stopped in my ears, to have
my noee free and easy to breathe
through—what a blessing it was to
get cured of droppings, catarrhal
dyspepsia and bad breath. All this
is the result of Catarrhozone, which
I recommend evervone to use for any
trouble in the throat, nose, bronchial
tubes and lungs.”’—John McCullough,
Moosebrook, N.S.

Cure guaranteed with Catarrhozone.
25¢, 50c and $1.00 sizes at all dealers.

A GREAT FIGHT AGAINST ODODS.

Mr. W. G. McAdoo opened an office in
New York and had ius home in New Jer-
This was in 1892. Every morning
he took part in the rush and ecrush
to get across the ferries, and in the me-
lee and free-for-ail contest to get back
at night. He saw that conditions were
growing worse and would soon be intol-
erable with New York growing at the
rate of a faigsized city every year. New
York at that time had no tunnels, no
subways, and only one Lridge—the old
Brooklyn Bridge, which was already
loaded far beyond the plans of its build-
ers. More ferries wonld not be a great
lielp; they were oniy 2 makeshift and
could not be depended upen. Many a
time when he wanted to get home he
had been sailed around in the fog, while
the pilot was trying tc make out wheth-
er the lights ahead were in Jersey City
or Hoboken. At other times the ferries
were biocked with floating ice, and there
was more delay.

Mr. McAdoe decided that the tunneis
could be built, and found that he was
the only one whe thouglit so, and he
decided that he was the mun to put the
stupendous project through. Ase he had
6t a eent at the time to hack up his
idea, and was but little known, it was
little wonder that all he had at first
was plenty of diseouraging refusals.

He urged that tunnels had been put
under the Thames in England and under
the Seine at Puris, but the Hudson Riv-
er scheme was so much larger that the
money men not gifted with MeAdoo’s
praphetic vision could not see what it
would mean for them, and preferred to
let other kinds of water affeet their
stoeks rather than that which separated
New Jersey from New York.

As the tunnels went further ' the
money came easier and the plans: larger.
Now that they have been: e-pm

t “If you ‘mix your eslors witix brains, et
writey. Ellen Terry in: MeClure's, “it is |

1
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By a Baptist Clergyman, Telling
- of Cures Wreught by Dr.

D

The Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., Broek-

-

Gentlemen,; i
to write to you for some time, but: be-
ing busy I have neglected’ to do so until

I went from Dalesville, Que., to Gro-
ton, Vermont, as pastor of the Baptist
Ch place. There lived a
and one-half miles from
Groton by the name of Neil McCrae, a
Canadian. I heard he was ill, and being
a Canadian, I went to see him. 1 found
him lying in bed. He said he had no
nain, but was too weak to sit up. His
lips were bloodless, in fact, he was as
white as chalk. I recommended Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills and gave him some. He
began taking them and m a short time
could see blooed in the veins of his hands
and in the course of a few weeks he was
out watching men building 2 new barn
for him, and shortly after that he eame
to Groton to church. Now. I cught te
tell you that the doétor of Groten ia
doctor in an adjoining village) could not
help him and said so. The best doctor
in the hospital of Burlington, Vt., came
and saw Mr. McCrea. but said he could
not help him. He did not get any help
till Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills put him on
his feet again.

Later I returned to Dalesville, Que.
as pastor. A young lady who lived
abeut six miles west of Dalesville at o
place called Edina, sent for me to cofye
to see her, as she had been a member of
my congregation in my former pastor-
ate. I went to see her and found a sim-
ilar case to that of Mr. McCrae. of Gro-
ton, Vt. This girl was so weak she
could not sit up. She appeared to be
bloodless. I said to her: “It will cost
vou $6.00 to get a doctor to come out
from Lachute to see you. whereas you
can get six boxes of Dr. William~’ Pink
Pills for $2.50.” She fallowed my ad-
vice, took Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills and
‘when some time later I saw her in lLa-
chute, sie was as well as ever, and Dr.
|Williams’ Pink Pills did it all.

I have given you the facts of these
three cases which came to my personal
notice and I think only just to other
‘sufferers that these cures should be
given the widest publicity. If you wish
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me to before a te and take
oath to the truthfulness of the things
mentioned above, I am prepared to de
s0. I am at present emgaged in evangel-
istic work, and have therefore wot at
the present time a permanent address. }
¢an, however, refer you to the editor of
the Canadian Baptist.

(Signed),

We are still waiting for an audience
 of musically educated people; it is our
greatest need.—Miss < Horniman, at
Manchester.

There are dunces in all classes. and
clowns in the upper regions of rociety
as well as the lower.—Bishop «f Lin-
coln at Rawmarsh.

There is spreading about us a spirit
of heedlessness, of self-will, of self-con-
ceit—a spirit of impudence.—Archbishop
of York, at Sheffield

The proximity of extreme wealth and
extreme poverty gives a sting to the
contrast between the sitnations of the
rich and the pooer.—Dean of Mauchester,

at

T. C. Sowter.

Manchester.

Qur general edueation is far coo much
developed on the purely literary side.
and our boys are brought up tco much
to look forward to cheap braiu labor.—
Mr. A. J. Hobson, at Sheffield.

When working men earn good wages
they are not careful to save for times
when trade is bad, beeause thev know
they will be able toiget credit,” said
Judge Ewmden, at Lambeth County
Churt.

The main object of education is to
prepare the youth of the mtrv_‘, for the
dnties of citizenship and for givihg geod
judgment on questions ef State. - Mr. R;

Bl

Blair. at the Evening School Tc:rlinvs

Associetion.
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SALMON LEAPED l!iTO BOAT.

A curious thing happened al Dunfal-

landy, Pitlochry, during the night a few
days ago. The Tummel was in high fleod
| and Stewart Fe '8 Oversiiin went
down early in the moEning to ste to the
safety of one of the boats, riding in the
river at the end ef a long puie amd
ahout fifteen feet fromr the: Lank.

There had been & lot of rain during
the night and the boat had abiui nine
to ten inches of water in her, in the mid-
dle of which floated a fine, almost clean,
saimo nof about twenty pound-. It was
stil lalive, though much exhunsi«d, as
the water had become quite Jdc¢ . xvgen-
ized. It had leaped into the boat during
the night. The sides of the Loui are
quite fifteen inches above the water line,
The salmon soon revived und swam away
after being put into some clean water. —
Loucon Glebe.
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| Wauld Seem So.
Gyer—I understaud young Secrs was
warried last week.
Myer—Yes; he married a ciairvoyant.
Gyer—Iludeed! Omse of love at eee
~and sight, I suppose?

" Peanuts arve & dollar a bushel. The
r’hhof“bt id out more

than $60,000 to planters for pean.tsthis
s RB,
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