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A SLIGHT MISTAKE.

‘Marriage is the ssving of a young man,’
¢aid my Aunt Tabiha, senteatiously.

I assented, for I fiad it pays to give a
ready acquiescence to abstract propesi:
tions.

*You must marry,’ continued my aunt.

1 hesitated, for to assent to the concrete
is more dangerous.

‘I am still very young,’ I said, meekly.

My aunt turned to my mother. ‘Whom
shall Alired marry P’

My mother shook ter head.

‘Somebody nice,’ she volunteered.

“What do you say to Let.tia Brownlow ¥’
atked my aunt. &

‘] would prefer to say nothing to Letitia
Brownlow,’ I interposed, hastily.

‘Or Ameliy Stafforth ¥

‘Is she not rather——' my mother waved
one hand ; ‘and Altred is so slim.’

‘I think she tas a very fine flgure,’ re-
sponded my aunt. ‘Octhere is Gertrude
Williams ; she will have a fortune if she
outlives ber sisters.’

*There are only five of ttem,” I said,
Lopetully.

‘Or Mabel Gordon?’

‘She has taken a course of cooking les-
sons,’ cbserved my mother.

‘No, none of these!' 1 cried, decisively.

My aunt looked offended.

“Very well, then, choose for yourself,’
she said, tartly.

‘Perhaps that would help,’ I remarked.
thoughttully.

‘Y ou will chocs> somebody nice, won't
you, Alfred P’ said my mother.

‘With money,’ observed my aunt.

“Weil corunected,” emphasized my
mother.

‘Not too young,’ added my aunt.

‘And religious,’ begged my mother.

«There is ro obtjection to her being good-
looking ?" I asked, & trifls timidly. :

‘No, I think not,’ said my aunt, provid-
ed she fully understands be.uty is but skin-
deep.

‘I will tell ber,’ I murmured.

‘Well,’ said my aunt impatiently, after a
short pause, ‘wiom do you suggest "

I thovght for a moment.

What do you say to Winifred Fraser >’

‘That minx !’ cried my aunt.

'Oh, Alfred !" echoed my mother.

Why not ?' 1 asked.

‘Such a dreadful tamily !’ said my mother.

‘So fast! interjecte ]l my aunt.

‘But have you ever noticed the sun on
her hair ?' I asked, innocently.

‘So fast'— ! said my aunt.

‘But have you ever noticed the sun on
her hair’? I asked innocently.

My aunt drew herselt up.’

‘We bave not noticed the sun on her
hair, nor do we wish to ro ice it,’ said (she
with much asperity.’ L

I was jastly annoved. ‘I really think it
must be Winifred Fraser,’ I said. ‘She is
very tond o! me and——’

‘How ca2 you be so cruel to me " cried
my mother. ‘Hav2 you no'ized how gray
my hair is g>tting ? Yon will not hive
me long > Sbhe drew out her handkerchief.

Y ou will come to a bad end,” said my
aunt. ‘I always thought you were deprav-
ed, If youmarry that painted hussy, you
must not expect my countenance.’

‘Under the circumstances, I will not
marry Winifred Fraser,’ I said, with great
magnarimity, for I did mnot particularly
want my aunt's countenance.

My aunt sniffed. ‘You bad better not.’

‘I mer-ly joked,” T said soothingly, re-
mem®ering she bad not made her will.

‘Indeed !

The truth is’—I droppcd my voice —‘I
am in love with some ona else.’

‘And you never told me said my
mother, reproachfully.

“The girl [ love is not free.’

‘Married !' cried my aunt.

‘Not married—but engsged.’

“Who is i: ? asked my mother gently.

1 was silent for a moment, and then 1
sighed.

‘It is Constance Burleigh.’

‘It would bave been a most suitable
ma‘ch,” murmured my mo her.

‘Very suitable,’ repeated my aunt

Th :re was a mom:2ntary silence, broken
by my aunt.

I did not know Constance was engaged.’

‘It is & secret ; you must not repeat what
1 bave told you.’

‘I don't like these secret engagements,’
gaid my aunt, bruequely. ‘Who told you?’

‘She told me kerself.’

‘Who is the man ?’

‘I do not think I should repeat his name.’

I shook my head doubtfully.

“You know the man ¥’

‘Is he quite— quite—’

Again I shook my head doubtfully.

“What hive you heard ? my auot asked

eagerly.
‘I don't think I ought to repeat these
things.’ R

“You can surely trust your mother,” mur-
mured my mother.

¢And my discretion,’ said my aunt.

‘Well,’ I said, ‘I h.ve been told he is
cruel to his mother.’

‘Raally !" cried the two ladies in & breath.

‘His mother told me so -herself.’

‘How sad !' said my mother.

‘And what else ?’ asked my aunt.

«Another relation of his told me he was
depraved.’ - :

‘Poor, poor Constance !' whispered my
mother.

‘And would probably end badly.’

‘I expect he drinks,’ said my aunt, grim-
ly.
. ‘Does Constaice know this ¥ asked my
mother-

‘I don't think so.’

‘You did not tell her ¥’

‘Of course not.’

‘I consider it is your duty to.’

‘I really cannot.’

*Then I will,” said my aunt, resolutely.

‘What I have said has been_ in confid-
ence.’ R

‘I do not care.’ R

‘I beg you not to do so.’ e

‘Itis my du'y. I am too fond of Con-
stance to allow her to throw herselt away

-on _this worthless man.’

I shrugged my shoulders. ‘Do as you
p'ease, but don't mention my name. By
the way, Constance said she would pro-
bably call this atternoon.’

At that moment the bell rang.

‘That may be her,’ said my aunt, flying
to the window. It is.

I got up slowly and sauntered into the
eonservatory which adjoins the draw.ng-
room. From behind a friendly palm I
could see without being seen. 1 saw my
aunt look towards my mother.

‘It we open her eyss,” I heard her whis-
per. ‘it may pave the way for Alfred.’

My mother said nothing, but I saw the
eame hope shine frcm her eyes.

The door cpened and the servant an-
nounced Constance She came forward with
a little eager rush; then, stopped short,
embarrassed by the want of reciprocity.

‘We are glad to see you,’ said my mother,
and kissed h:r.

My aunt came forward. ‘We were just
¢p-aking of you,’ she said solemnly. ‘Sit
down.’

Constance looked a little crushed. ‘I
thought Alfred would have tod you," she
murmured.

‘We have heard——' began my aunt.

*Hush ! icterposed my mother. ‘Come
nearer me, Constance. Won’c you take off
your hat ?’

Constance came and sat by her side. ‘I
was anxious to come and tell you that—
tha! ’

‘It you are alluJing to your engagement,’
said my aunt somewhat severely, ‘we have
already heard of it.’

*You have heard !' cried Constance.

*With the deepest sorrow.’

Constance drew herselt up.

“You do not approve ? she atked proudly.

‘We love you too much,” eaid my
mother gently.

Constance looked bewildered.

“You are too good for the wratch,’ cried
my aunt.

““What ! Ob, what do you mean? ex-
claimed Constance.

‘If you marry this—this man,’ continued
my aunt vigorously,’ you wili regret it.’

My mother took her band. ‘My sister
should not tell you this so suddenly.’

‘It is my duty to speak and I will, cried
my aunt. ‘I will not let Coastance unite
herselt herself to this man w th her eyes
closed.?

“What have you against him ? demanded
Constance, a red spot beginning to burn in
each cheek.

‘He drinks,” answered my aunt triumph-
antly.

Constance sank back in the cushions.

I don’t believe it,’ sh2 siid faintly.

‘He ill-trea‘s his mother—Dbeats her, I
believe,’ centinued my aunt.

“This cannot be true,” cried Constance.
‘Mrs. Granville, tell me !

My mother nodded sadly.

‘Alas! I cannot deny it.’

Constance erose. ‘This is awful!’
she said, bolding on te the back of the
sofa. ‘I could never have belicved it.’
She put ber hand to hor forebead. ‘Itis
like a bad dream ’

‘My Poor, dear Constance,” murmured
my mother, rising and putting her army
around her.

My aunt brought up her artillery.

‘He is thoroughly depraved, and will
come 0 a bad end. His relations are at
one on this point.’

Constance buried ber face in my mother’s
bosom. ‘O3, dear, oh, dear, and 1 love
him so,’ she sobbed.

In the adjoining room I was bescoming
uncom’ortable.

‘We thought it right to tell you,’ said
my aunt, moved by the tears, ‘though
Alfred begged and implored us not to.’

‘I could never, never bave believed it.’
sobbed Constance. ‘Poor, poor Mrs
Granville !’

My mother soothed her.

‘How difli :ult you must have felt it to
tell me this,” exclasim:d Constance drying
her t ars. ‘It was so good of you. I will
not give him another toought. To treat
bis mother so cru 1'y ! Oh, Mrs. Granville
I'm s> sorry for you!

‘1t is I who am sorry for you,, said my
mother doubtfally.

‘And no one would have dreamed it.
We always tthought you were so fond of
him, and spoiled him so utterly. And all
tbe time you were hiding your sorrow.
How noble of you!

My mother looked af aunt Tabitha, who
returned her stare.

‘Whoever is it ?' said aunt Tabitha
whispering. ‘Find out.’

‘Where did vou ;meet him, dearest!
whispered my mother.

‘Meet him?  Why here, of course,’
said Constance with opening eyes.

‘Yes, yes, of course,’ said my mother,
mystified.

‘I thought you would be so pleased, and
I hurried acrcss to tell you.’

‘Can Alfre ¢ livimade a msteke P’ mu
tered my aunt hoarsely.

The two elder ladies stood still in the
utmost embaras: m2nt.

‘I shall_never;be bappy again,’ said Con-
stance mournfully. = _

‘Don’t say that,’ implored my mother.
‘Perbaps there is a mistake.’

‘How can there be a mistake P’ asked
Constance, raising her head.

‘There can be ho mistake,’ said my aunt
hes'ily.

‘Hlow could he be cruel to you?’ cried
Constance, kissing my mother.

«Cruel to me ?’ eried my mother.

“You said h2 was cruel to you.’

‘Of whom are you speaking ? cried both
ladies.

‘Ot Alfred, of course.’

The two ladies sat down suddenly.

*You are not engaged to Alfred ? they
gasped simultaneously.  *-

‘To whom e¢lse P’ said Constance in
amezement.

& ‘There is some misunderstanding,” I ob-
gerved smoothly, coming 1n atthe moment.

The three tell upon me together.

It took at least an hour to explain. Yet
I had said nothinz which was not strictly
true.

*You will not allow these practical jokes
when you are married, will you, Coany ?'
said my mother fondly.

‘I will not,’ replied Constance, tighten-
ing her lips.

‘Marriage is the saving of a young man,’
repea‘ed my aunt grimly.

The Kind _il‘_hat Cures.

The Great Spring Health
Renewer.

—

Paine’s Celery Compound for [len,
Women and Children,

R:ad the folloning testimony that comes
from Miss Blake of 305 Hughson street,
Hamilton ;

“For years ] suffered g eatly, and was
under the care of doctors who finally told
me I was going iito corsumption. I was
becoming worse through the use of medi-
cin2s, and I gwve up my doctors. While
in a very criical condition, not able to
sleep or rest, always faintand weak, ap-
petite and digestion bad, anl my system
run-down and little life left in me, I com-
manced to use Paine’s (:lery Compound.
After taking on2 bottle 1 felt much relieved
I have used in all seven or eight bottles,
and am now a new woman, can enjoy life,
and am aswell as I wish to be. Many
tbaks for your great medicine.

FOROE OF HABIT.

Hablis of Tweniy-Five Years Cling to the
Motorman,

A motorman on a Woburn street-car
gave, not long ago, an amusing illustration
of the force of habit. The Boaston Herald
describes the scene:

He had manajed the front end of a
horse-car for twenty-five years. When
given charge of a trolley-car, he was filled
with pride.

His conductor noticed that the veteran
i leaned toward the intile rall of a curve,
. and braced;himselt w hen ths fwheels were
| about to enter a turnout. He did these
litt e things because he had found it neces-

{ sary when his horses were jogging over the
» route.
{ Oae day he did something that caused a
j ripple of merrimeut in the square at Win-
; chester. The big electric had crossed the
| railroad tracks and stopped for a passcnger
The conductor yacked two bells, and the
rizzly motorman at once ejaculated
“(’lang I' Qae band rested on the con-
troller, while the other g -ipped the brake.
The imaginery horses didn’t budge. A-
gain the go head signal was sounded. The
hand on the controller twitched as it hold-
ing ‘webbin’s’ and tbe loud chirp sonnded
as shrill ar a boatswain's whistle.
The car didn’t start, despite parsuasion.
Then he stooped to the platfo:m, where
the whip used to have a place. In so do-
ing he stubbed his foot against th> striker
ot the gong.
The brsz:n warning brought him to him-
self.
In an instant he let on the current with
a jerk that set the passengers nodding.
Theh he glanced around to see if his little
performance bad provided an entertain-
ment not mentioned on the time-cards.
It had.

Stands for BLACKS, of this there’s no doubt,—
The black on these faces will never wash out ;
For wool, silk and cotton, Black Diamond Dyes

Avse used without fear by the prudent and wise.
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AN ARTIST'S DISCOVERY.

He Found why the Under Parts of Birds
and Fishes are Light,

An exceedingly interesting na'ural law
has teen discovered by the distinguished
artist, Mr. Abbott H. T:ayer, who is en
ardent observer of bird life. He, with bis
artist’s eye for light and shade, discovered
what the naturalists, notwithstanding their
gcquaintenance with miny varieties of im-
itative and protective coloration in animals,
bad as yet tailed to elucidate, the reason
why the under parts of fishes, reptiles,
mammals, birds, and even insectsare so
generally white or light. It is a Jaw which
can ba very simply stated thus: ‘Animals
are painted by nature darkest on those
parts which tend to be most lighted by the
sky's light, and vice versa.’

Of e¢ourse, out-of-doors the light comes
commonly from above, and thus the ma-
jority of wild creatures are darker on their
backs and lighter below, where the shadow
of their bodies upon the lighter color tends
to equalz: it with that of the upper parts.
Thus, a dead bird with wocl colored back,
lighter shades on wing and sides and a
white breist may look, when  h:ld in the
hand, as if the conspicuous, silvery brilli-
ance of the breast teathers would easily be-
tray it to the eye of a searching enemy.
Not at all. It would be much more easily
discovered if it were dull brown all over.
This Mr. Thayer proved at an open-air
meeting of ornithologists in Cambridge la:t
November by a series of cleverly devi.ed
experimen's.

He placed three objects of about the
size and shape of sweet potatoes—in fact
they were sweet potatoes—borizontally on
wires a few inehes above the ground. They
were covered with a sticky material, and
then dry earth from the road where they
stood was sprinkled over them to give
them the very color of their background
Dr. C. Hart Merriam, in a report of this
talk to Science, says:

‘Tha two end oneg were painted white
on the uner side, and the white color was
shaded up and gradually mixed with the
brown o ths sides.

‘When viewed fromn a litttle distance,
these two end ones, which were white be-
low, disappeared from sight, while the
middle one stood out in strong relief, and
apoeared much darker than it really was.
Mr. Thayer explained that terrestrial birds
and mammals, which are protectively col
ored, have the under parts white, or very
light in color, and that the color ot the un-
der parts usually shaded gradually into
that ot the upper parts.

<This is essential in ord-r to counteract
the eff:ct of the shadow side, whi_h other-
wise, as shown by the middle potato,
makes the object abnormally coaispicuous,
and causes it to appear much dark:r than
it raally is.

‘In the case of Mr. Thayer's experime¢nt,
some of the witnesses could hardly be-
licve t at the striking diffzrence in the
visibility of the three potato s was entirely
due to the coloriog ot the under side, and
Mr. Thayer was asked to color the middle
one like th2 two others, in orlder that the
effect might be observed. Mr. Thay r
complied with the 1equest, painting the
under side of the middie potato white, and
shading the white up into the sides, as in
the case of the others.

*The effect was almost magicil. The
middle potato at once disappeared from
view.

‘A similar experiment was made on the
lawn. Two potatoes were painted green,
to resemble the green of the grass above
which they were suspended. Oae was
painted whit2 on th: under side,and at
once become invisible when viewed from a
li‘tle distance, while the other showed
p'amly and seemed very dark, the shadow,
superadded to the green of the under side,
making it remarkably conspicuous. Tae
experiments w.re an _overwhelming suc-
cezs.’

Origin of the Word “:nob.”
*Whil: turning over the leaves of the
eighth volume of the Sporting Magazine,
published in 1706," says a writer 1n Notes

and (Queries, ‘I have come upon what 1
think 1s & very early instanc: of th:
word ‘snob.” The context docs not indi-
cate its meaning, but I apprehend there is
no doubt that we must interpret it by Shce
maker, T:e writer is discoursing of races
at Whitchurch. He says that ‘chere wasa
very respectable field; and alhough
neither the Duke of (ieensberry, Lord
Egremont nor His Royal Highness, the
Prince of Wales, were presert, it being
holiday time, & number of royal snobs
were.)

Piles Cured in 3 to 6 Nights— Itching, Burn-

ing Skin Diseases Relieved in One Day.

D:. Agnew's Omtment will curs all
cases of itching piles in from three to six
nights. Oae application brings comfort.
For blind and bgeedmg piles it is peerless.

A'so cures tetter, salt rheum, ecz:ma,
barber’s itch ard all eruptions of the skin.
R:lieves in a day. 35 cents.
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HELP TO BEAR BURDENS.

We talk a grest deal about the burdens
and loads we have to carry in life, and we
are apt to think our own load heavier
than arybody else's, just because it is
our own. laere's no gettnzy ridg
ot burdens altoge'h r, and p>:rhaps =
it wouldn’t be good tor us ifwe could.
They act as an influence to keep us steady,
l.ke ballast in a ship. This is cymmon-
place talk, I know; but th2 most impor-
tant subj:cts that rise in our minds (sub-

jicts we have to deal within a practical

way) are the common :st. This article 1s
written on that basis, and the purpose of
it is to h:lp in this universal business of
carrying loads. L=t a lady tell her exper-
ience in the matter.

She tays: ‘In February, 1889, I began
to teel weak, tired, and languid. KEvery-
thing was a burden to me. It seemed as
though I had lost all my strength. My
tongue was thickly coated. and 1 had a
bad taste in my mouth. My sp:tite was
poor, and after partaking ot th teast mor
sel of tood a feeling of sickness came over
me.
‘I bad a sense of fulness at the chest and
a gnawing pamn at the pit ot tke stomach.
I crave tood as if I were hungry, and yet
when it was placed before me 1 could not
bring myselt even to taste it.

‘In this low, miserable condition I con-
tinued year after year, sometimes feeling a
trifle better, tten worse again. In October,
1892, I had become so weak | was obliged
to tike to my bed, where I lay in a help-
less, prostrate state for five months, I
could now take liqiid food only, but
nothing really nourishibg ; and I gradually
grew thin and wasted away. In tine I be-
came so far reduced that / thought [ was
at death’s door ; and all who saw me were
of t e opinion that I would never recover.

‘I bad a doctor a‘tending me during my
long illness, but his medicin s did not do
me much good. In March, 1893, jist a
vear ago, the doctor told me bhe could do
nothing more for me.

‘At this time my sister called at Mr,
B:1I's (the ¢ -ocer, ('rumlin Ryad), ani he
told her how his wite had benefited from
the use of Mother Seigel's Curative Syrup,
and strongly re commended me to try it. I
dud so, and after having taken only halt a
bottle I fouad myself better. 1 felt hke
eating, and the fuood I took no longer dis-
tre sed m2; it agreed with me, and I felt
the stronger for it. I continued with the
Syrup, and elowly, but steadily giined in
strength. Soon I was able to do the house-
work, and felt stronger than I had done
tor five years. Had I known of Mother
S:igel’s Syrup earlier I should bave been
eav.d much sufferirg and misery. Now,
whenever I t. el the nzed of medicine I take
the Syrup at once, and it never fails to re-
lieve me speedily.—Yours truly (signed)
(Miss) Margaret J ine Douglas, 6 Ark-
wright Street. Cramlia Road, B ltast,
March 19 h, 1894

There is no occasion for me to tell any-
one who has ever had a long illness how
irae Miss Douglas’s words are. indeed.
it 18 not possible to express in language
what one goes through and eadures in such
a case. KEverything is a burden, jist as
this lady says. Aod why? Because the
streng'h is gone. We understand then
what the writer meant who said, ““The
grasshopper is b:come a burden ™ What
to a strong, healthy person is nothing, to a
poor weak, emaciated one (as Miss Douglas
was) is a load to crush you to the ground.

And in contrast, what & joy com s with
reliet such as came to her when Mother
Seigel's Syrup began to cure the disease—
indigestion and dy spepsia—{rom which she
hid suffered s> long. And health (after
year s ot piin, distress, and fear, with death
threateninz)—what a delight, beyond all
words to describe !

No wonder (having been thus cured and
restored to the reality of living) Miss
Douglas says as she does, that she desires
others to know of the remedy by means of
the publication of her letter.

RIGHT FROMTHE MINES,

Family Ties may ba Broken in the Grand
Rush for Gold, but What's Wealth With-
out Health—Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal Pow-
der is a Wonderful Cure—It Never Fails
to Relieve in Ten Minutes.

Fred Lawrie, of Trail Creek, B. C.,
writes: *'I have urel two bottles of Dr.
Agnew's Catarrhal Powder, and bave been
wonderfully belped. I can recommend it
very highly to all suff:rers from Citarrh.”
And here 1s another: —Mr. B. L. Egan,
Easton, Pa., rays: “When I read that Dr.
Agnew's Catarrhal Powder would relieve
Catarrh in 10 minutes, I must say I was far
from being convinced of the fact. I decided
to trv it. I purchased a bottle. A single
putl of the powder through the blower at-
torded instantaneous relief.”

A Bait Holder for Grasshoppers.

A neat little contrivance tor holding live
bait has been put on the marke:. When a
trout fisherman passes through a fi.ld
where there are a lot of grasshoppers he
usually captures some for use in case or
flies or other lures should fail. The usual
method of carrying the insects is to put
them into an ordinary bait case with the
worms or an old tin can. The new de-
vice is a bit of wire netting shaped like a
bowl. Around tte rim is sewed some
light cloth, which is closed by a pu kering
string at the top.
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