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THE ROBESONIAN JOB OF

13 FULLY EQUIPFED WITH

fast Presses and Exesllont Machinery. =

Everything isnew and uptodate.
having just been received from
factories and foundries. pe

A large stock of all kinds of paper
just received. Your patronege
solicited., .
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JUDICIOUS ADVERTISING
CHEATRS many a new business;
E¥LARCES many an old business;
PRESERVES many a large business;
Muvivies many a dull businesa;
Rxscuxs many a lost business:
Baves many a falling business;
SNCUR® success in any business,

To “advertise judiciously,” use the
oolumns of THE RosEsoNIAN. It is pub-
(lished in one of the live and growing
towns of North Carolina and circulates
extensively among an intelligent and
prosperous people, whose trade is well
worth seeking and having,
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Trinsient advertisements to be pub-
Hished one month and under, must be
paid for in advance, Al advertising for
8 shorter time than three months is con-
sidered transient advertising. Accounts
wendered quarterly for all advertisements
published for a longer period of time,

Local advertisements appearing among
rreading matter will be charged 10 cents
wper line for each insertion. -

Legal advertisements, such as adminis-
frators’ and execntors’ notices, commis-
sioners' and trustees' sales, summons to
non-residents, etc., will be charged for at
Hegnl rates, except when they exceed a
certain limit of space, in which cnse we
reserve the right to fix our own price.
All such business must be PAID For 13
ADVANCE, The charge is very small and
we cannot afford to take risks or wait the
pleasure of persons to pav,

. K. PROCTOR, JR. 5. MCINTYRE,

ProcTor & MCcINTYRE,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,

Lumberton, - - - N. C.

Practice in all the courts of the State,
Prompt and painstaking attention Miven
to all legal business, tf

N. A. MCLEAN,
Attorney At Law,

LUMBERTON, - A 2

All kinds of legal husinesa at-
tended to anywhere,

DR. EUGENE HOLCOMBE,
Dentist,

Up stairs in New Shaw
Building,

LUMBERTON, N. C.

—— -

E.F.LEWIS, M. D,

J 8. NcGEACIHIY, M. D,

Drs. LEWIS & McGEACHY,

Physicians & Surgeons,

Office in RosrsoxtAN Building.
LUMBERTON, N. C
Dt MeGeachy will room in the office,
where he can be found,

T. A, MCNEILL. A. W. MCLEAN.

HONEILL & McLEAN,
ATTORNEYS AT LAW.
Oflices in Shaw Building up stairs

North Corner,
LUMBERTON, -

- N. C.

Jractice in State and Federnl Courts.
Prompt attention given to all
legal business,
G. W. McQUEEN.

THHE LUMBERTON

vou wish an easy shave,

sl ns barber ever guve,

call on me at my saloon,

) AL morming, eve OF noon’

Leut umel dress the hair with Krace,
Y0 suit the contour of the face.

JARBER.,

L

Wlien

st
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MY room is neat and towels clean,

« sharp and razors keen,
And everything I think you'll find
‘ Lo suil the face and please the mind,
And all my art and skifl can do,
I you just eall 1'Il do for you,

ALVYRyrn ROWELAND, J. A, ROWLAND

ROWLAND & SON,

ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
LUMBERTON, . N. C,

Wice in State and Federal Courts.
Vrompt attention given to all
legnl Lusginess.

T. W. COSTEN, JR.,
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

RED SPRINGS, - - N.
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Jh, a wonderful place is mammy's house,
And “son' is the king of her cabin home,

4 Where he rules her heart with a wand of

love,

And welcomes mamma and papa to come,

He's gathered from out of his treasure
store

A numberless host in the picture line:

And marvelous tales does she weave for
him

While his big brown eyes with wonder-
ment shine,

She tells of the “Lady riding the Moon,"
All saddled and bridled, steed of the night;
There is the “rabbit” and little “joree’
And terrible *Yion," monster of might.

w4

She gings of “moo-cows, "' “‘baa-sheepies”
s0 white,

And tells of the “dog that catches the

rat"

Talks low of the “owl,"" that witch of
the dark,

And warus him to shun the wing of the
“}ﬂl-“

. | The walls of this cabin gorgeous they are

And often his brow with worry is knit,
To learn why it is that mamma’s own
room
Isu't made, like mammy’'s, for living
more fit.
—ALEX. W. BEALER,

“Poor Xr, Perrcrs.”

B

He was tall, pale, fair—or, per-
haps, rather grev-haired—and fif-
ty. Men of less stature have been
dubbed *“‘fine.*”

Of lese pleasantlappearance have
been ealled “good-looking.”” Of
riper years have still rahked as
“young.”™  But being only a cu-
rate of middle age compliments
were little wasted on him. Most
of the good things said abeut him
were said up back streets and bye-
lanes. Hoe had been *‘shaft horse,”
or “puched to the wall,” during
most of his earcer. The excellen-
ces which earn such positions are
not of ashowy type. Having lit-
tle or no private means he was so-
cially—that is matrimonally—
quite umavailable. The respeect
his unblemished life commanded
at Langton Bishops was largely
mixed with patronising pity, and
high and low invariably spoke of
him as *“Pgor Mr.

Still, eighteen years of plodding
devotion m a parish do oeeasion-
ally earn some recognition: and
when the absentee rector died at
Baden, there was a pretty wide-
spread fecling that Mr. Ferrers
onght to step into the liviner,

It was small, only two hundred
a year; but that was an improve-
ment on a hundred and ten and a
curate’s cottage.

The poor people raised such an
outery at the notion of losing their
friend that the next rank conde-
scendingly took up his cause.
What little money Mr. Ferrers
had to spend, he always did spend
in the parish. With stores and
cosoperatives hanging over their
heads, the tradespeople had no
mind to lose even that. So these,
in their turn, stirred up the elite
on the subject. Society heads
held a private meeting; memori-
alised the Lord Chancellor, in
whose gift the living was, and
having secured the name of nigh
everyone who could write in the
parish, ealmly awaited the result,
confident that sueh a petition
eould not fail to attain its end.
Within a week the document
was answered. But how?

3y the appointment of a total
stranger from the other side of
the kingdom. A gentleman who
proposed to enter into residenece
in & month: who was not rich;
who would dispense with a curate
altogether; who would be much
obliged by the present one quit-
ting TLangton, if possible, four
weeks from that date.

The people of Langton were fu-
rious!

As hard words, however, break
no bones, the exalted culprit was
little affected by this anger; and
the excitement of the parish hap-
pily diverged into another ehan-
nel.

If their wishei were thwarted in
one direction, at any rate they
could be gratified in another. Mr.
Ferrors should not leave without
a  presentation. A substantial
one. A worthy proof of the re-
gard in which they held him. A
something which should ghow the
Lord Chaneellor (to whom they
intended sending a paper with an
accopnt of the gift) that they of
Langton Bishops knew how to re-
quite modest merit 4f ‘he didi't.

The light of that presentation
was not to hiddon under a
bushel., The good folks were vast-
ly proud and pleased with them-

X

Ferrers.

l;f?

ing of It. One way and snother
the intended recipient heard so
much about it before the week was
out, lie began forvently to wish it

Hictice in State and Federal Courts.

hhad uever been started.

selves for their generosity in think- |

The good woinau at the farn
vhich supplied his daily pint ot
nilk, told him, with an affabl
‘mile, when he paid his month’s
2ill, she was “a scrapin’ and g

the hag was brought round for
him. One churchwarden, in a
burst of indignation against the
peceant Chaneellor, patted him on
the back, and ended his philippie
with, “But you shan’t be turned
out to starve, sir; we'll gee to
that!” The other warden—ihe
people’s—told him, with a confi-
dential nod over the counter, as
he took the curate’s last order for

half a pound of three shillin’, sir,
this week. Alittle bird have whis-
pered to me there’s something
comin’ in"that'll pay for it.”

The maiden gisters, treasurer
and secretary of the fund, ealled
on him to ask privately,, “If he
would mind the lower classes, cot-
tagersand so on, being asked to
give toit, They thought they had
best inquire first, they had no
wish to hurt his feelings.,” Then
they called again to say some of
the Chapel Row people wished to
give something too. “But they
must not be allowed must they?
Oh, just as Mr- Ferrers wished |
though if their advice”—and Mirs
Scott and Miss Angelina Seott
went from this interview with the
curate in rather a huffy frame of
mind. Really, Mr Ferrers had no
proper pride!

Then there was a rosy-faced little
maid at the Sunday school fidget-
ing about under his eyes with a
small brown paper pareel. This
presently bursting, out flew five
halfpenee and a farthing, and the
curate baving dusted himself
dreadfully by helping to colloct
this ho«tﬂy, was rewarded in faee
of all the giggling teachors by,
“Please, sir, would you keep ’em
now you’ve got 'em? me and Bob-
by was a saving of ’em up for you
'cos you was so poor, sir.”” Fur-
thermore, Mrs. Clench, the well-
to-do malster's wife, boekoned him
across a muddy road, and patting
him with her plump hand, *“Oh,
you shan’t go away without a lit-
tle something in your pocket, sir,
said to my husband last night,
‘It shall be no threepenny piece
collection we make for poor Mr.
errers. He shall have something
handsome, for I daresay he haven’t
saved mueh! And something
handsome you shaii have sir.”
These things made the’curate
winee, but according to his wont
he had some gentle, courteous an-
swer for each.

““Saved indeed!” Ah, people
might think he ought to have done
s0. But he had not, for reasons
best known to himself. Nor had
he accumulated in that little cot-
tage of his many worldly goods.
If everything it held, barring a
few books, had been sold, enough
would not have bien raised for
him te live upon, even frugally,
for half a year.

Somehow, wrongly he could now
see, he had so fallen into the
groove of this parish, had found
among its fifteen hundred souls
such a plenty to keep him busy,
that he had never contemplated
removal. Twenty years ago (he
coloured to think of it now) he
had dreamed a ridiculous dream,
connected with—love! Bnt the
centre of that dream had gazed
blandly at him when he mentioned
the matter to her. “Care for you,
Mr. Ferrees? A curate? Iow
can you imagine such a thing?”
And her family had been so shock-
ed at his presumption he had
shrunk humbly into himself, van-
ished from his fascinator’s path,
taken a long time to get over his
disappointment (though when he
saw her a year baek, stout, red,
rich, and very vulgar, he mildly
rejoiced at his eseape,) and set-
tled in his mind that his place in
the world was that of a nobody,
or its synonym—just a curate.

So his kindly nature fastened—
like some eommon hedge-climbing
things that areso beautiful, though
passers-by rarely trouble to think
of them—on this village, itsscenes,
its poor, jts sad and troubled
folks. W{ery, very hard now it
was fpwwrench himself from these;
to go farth without.youth, without
.much caprage, torhegin life again.

‘But to this end he sent for cler-
ical papers and answered scores of
advertisements. He got very few
fanswers. Elderly curates were
iahuul:lu:rmlan the field by younger
(rivals. He would probably have
to leave Langton Lefore another
’pmit. was secured. The poundshis
friends were colleeting would as-
suredly be welcome. Yet Le he-

serewin’” against the time when'

tea, “You may treat yourself to

o teel humiiioed by i
caunted liberality. Seeretly h
ioon writhed at the mere mention
of that testimonial.

Oune person he eould not fail i«
note took no part iz the proposed
benefaction—a principal inhabit-
ant, too, of Langton Bishops. A’
lady who inhabited Gray’s Court,
childless widow of the late owner
of this, the largest property in the
parish. A quiet, reserved woman,
some five years vounger than him-
self. Mrs. St. Quentin mixed huf
little with the village upper tea.
Her husband had been something
of a bear, niggardly and unap-
proachable. Before hisdeath they
had been much abroad, Now,
though her help was always ready
for whatever object he asked it,
the curate only met her rarely.
By chanee he encountered her vis-
iting some old servants who Were
devoted to ‘*‘mistress.” Onco.
when a laborer at the Court was
badly hurt, he had gone hastily
and found her tending the suf-
ferer, not the least like a grand
lady, but with a helpful womanli-
less that he never forgot. Her
regular presence in the big pew in
the pulpit always made him get
through the service better. The
refinement of her still fair and
rather wistful features was agree-
able for the eye to rest on. In her
he had always one attentive lis-
tener. Her voice was very sweet,
too, and he liked to hear her sing-
ing. Generous she was, and to
him invariably kind, but some-
how it worried poor Mr. Ferrers to
think of her in connection with
that terrible testimonial. At the
very baek of his thoughts he was
constantly wondering whether she
knew, and what opinion she had of
the whole begging business.

Mrs. St. Quentin knew of ,it.cer- |
tainly. The church-warden’s lady
called and explained it all with
charming eandor: *‘Poor Mr.
Ferrers would literally, I do be-
leve, ma’am, almost starve, if we
didn’t do something for him. We
think Le might have put hy —
*0h, pray don’t blame him for
that. e couldu’t possibly,)’ in-
terrupted Mrs. St. Quentin.
“Perhaps in your position it
seems impossible,”” assented the
canvasser, with a flattering smile;
“but others think he might.
Still, however much he may have
been to blame, we don’t wish to
turn him off without a farthing
in his pocket, Several have prom-

subseription list, ‘““and we hope
perhaps you would head us with
something handsome.”

rise to the oceasion. She would
add her contribution at the end,

wardness in these presentations.

Perhaps she would send it to Mr.

Ferrers privately. And she backed

out of any immediate step so

firmly, that the industrious collec-

tor went away disappointed. Mrs.

St. Quentin appeared lukewarm

on the whole proceeding, or rather

to dislike it. The annoyed lady

met the object of her charitable

exertions as she went out of the

Court gates, and told him this.

(The eurate turned him and went

to hislittle home sorely depressed)

Then she went to her afternoon

tea committee and told them the

same. It seemed to damp every-|
body’s fervor. The presentation

was to have been fussy and fash-

ionable. It was dropping into a

humdrum affair after all. Sub-

sceriptions languished, interest

waxed faint.

“After all, poor Mr. Ferrers has

always been paid for what he did

here,”” said one churchwarden’s

wife, i
**Oh, .dear, yes! just a -little

memento of us-is all we need

Loffer,” said another.

“I understand that the people

in Chapel Row are ofiended now

at what Miss Scott said, and won’t

give a penny,” said the doctor’s

lady. “It’'s a pity they weren’t
managed a little more earefully,

my husband says.”

“Then it's a pity your husband

didn’t manage them for us him-
self,” sald Miss Scott, tartly. To
which—

““Oh, of course, we thought it
would be cruel to take any labor
for poor Mr. Ferrers out of your
hands, Miss Scott,” retorted the
married lady; and Miss Scott
turned searlet (for at one time
she had laid lively siege to the un-
suspeeting man) and bridled up,
and said i insinnations, and gos-
sip, and slander were to enter that

committee-room the sooner she
|left. it the better,
This desertion was followed by

taal of MissScott’s triends. The-
vere followed by others who “un-

lerstood the vew rector wanted s
1ew organ, and they eouldn’t give
i all directions.”  Others cooled
AT from their first liberal inten-
tions. “I den’t hold with send-
ing the hat round for them that
calls themselves gentTemen,”’ said
the butcher, who never by any
chance went to chureh, and was
annoyed by the curate’s abste-
mious habits. His remark was re-
peated, “‘as a ecapital joke, yon
know,” fo {he unfortunate bens;
efittee. The fund grew slowly. At
its close it was but small. Yet
expectation of receiving it half
erushed poor Mr. Ferrers.

The committes quarreled fiercely
over the form of presentation.
Seeretly, all wero ashamed at its
sparseness. “Theugh “‘really, vou
know, guite sufficient,”” it looked
rather contemptible when down
in black and white; and there
was a generstl idea that the best
way of coneealing its dimensions
would be to lay the gift out in
some purchase, not to make it in
eoin.

An ink-pot was suggested; an
easy-chair, a time-piece, flsh-
knives and forks all, in turn,
were supported, contested, and
thrown over. At length peacecable
deeision was arrived at over a tea-
pot. It was to he eleetro, and
rather small. He could never af-
ford to entertain, Poor man, so a
large one would be absurd. Tis
purchase would have this advan-
tage—being electro (which was
really quite good enough), they
would have a margin, as much as
three sovereigns, perhaps, whieh
could be put in a purse.

The people’s warden's wife had
a very awkward one, which always
let the money out. She gener-
eutly offered that, and—there you
werel “Presentation of plate and
purse to the Rev. G. Ferrers.”
Yes, properly paragraphed for the
county paper, that would thrill
the heart of the Lord Chanecellor
with shame; teapot it
should be.

Tiree ladies drove to Bridge-
borough and bought it. A depu-
tation ealled at Ivy Cottage and
presented it; and between the ad-
dress they read and the speeches
they made, they left the unhappy
recipient. more mortified than he
had ever suspected himself capa-
ble of feeling.

Pride was a deadly sin the eur-

g0 a

ised us,” running volubly over her |ate knew; but he almost wished

he had had enough left in him to
give those blundering, heavy-
footed patrons of his their precious

But Mrs. St. Quentin did not|teapot back again, and tell them

that remembrance of Langton and
of them was all he wished to CATTY

she said. There was a little awk- |away with him.

Pride for such a feat of self-
assertion had failed him, however,
and the gentle kindliness that
would mnot hurt a worm had
prompted courteouns words of grat-
itude. Now, he had practically
parted with his parishioners.
Next day he would be packing-up;
the day after, he would be gone.
Whither, beyond that natural ref-
uge of all lonely folks—London—
he hardly knew. Sadly he was
gitting that Febroary evening,
pondering his next move, when a
knock at the door brought him a
note ‘‘From Gray's Court’” :—
“Mrs. St. Quentin would be
greatly obliged if Mr. Ferrers
would call on her the following
day at three o’eclock.’?

He had missed her name from
the list yonder with an extra
sting of pain. Now, was he sum-
moned to have her benefactions
separately bestowed, with more
elaborate pity, more “hopes that
he would soon find a livelihood
elsewhere?”” No! The curate felt
a glow under his rusty waisteoat.
This lady of Grays Court would
hurt him by no word or deed, he
could be pogitive. Her kind wo-
manly nature would only heal,
not wound him. It was—yes, just
to himself he might confess it——it
was a trial, going to say “‘good-
bye™ to Mrs. St. Quentin, But
the idea of leaving without fare-
well had been haunting him as
even g harder trial. Se he would
e'en pull himself together and go.
And he did.

Mrs. St. Quentin was ing;pretty
room, all aglow with ni&rnoqp
sunshine, as he entered.

There were pots of hyacinths on
a corner table; some sweet early
narcissi smiling at ‘him from
the ehimney-picce; dainty little
bunches of snowdrops in all diree-
tions. Through half- eurtained
glass doors brilljant azaleas and
fresh green ferns made a delight-
ful background. As the lady rose

vae seemed just i Keeping wiii
her surroundings. Quite unsflect-
«d, not handsome, but gracious
wd winning, dressed in a soft
rey she always wore, a more
pleasing woman of unconcealed
middle age than Mrs. St. Quentin
it would have been difficult to
find. Poor Mr. Ferrers thoughi
s0, and the words that escaped

1
“How charming everything here
181" certainly ineluded his hos-
tess,

“You’re iconfusion, of conrse,
at your own home;” Mrs, St
Quentin said, motioning him to a
chair (oh! such a soft, deep, com-
fortable one); “‘and that is why 1
troubled you to .come to me in-
stead of myself catiing upon you."

Deeply thankful the curate fel{
for her thoughtfulness. Com-
pared with this, his home was
simply poverty-stricken. Glad he
was she had never seon it. Some-
thing he murmured about his
little place not being fit to receive
ladies or friends; and she went
on—

I fear there have not heen too

many at Langton of whom you
could make friends, Mr. Ferrers.
I think you have been rather a
hermit, like myself. I hope vour
next home will be brighter and far
more genial for you.”
“You are very good,” the eurate
said, looking down into his well-
worn hat with a sudden heaviness
of heart; leaving had never seemed
quite so bad as at this moment:
“At my age one ceasos to expeet
much brightness. But Langton
has been my home a long while;
my poor paople and I get on go
well.  For that and for oth '
for many reasons, I am gorry to
£0.” .

““You have not aceepted a fresh
post yet?"” the lady asked.

“I can't find one,” he answered.
simply. “‘But,” hastjly, -most
likely I shall soon. And it doesn’t
at all matter—except to me.”
“Ah,” ghe said, very kindly, I
understand that ‘except to me’
hetter than you think, Mr. Fer-
rers. Do you happen to know a
place called Higham Grange?”
He looked at her—startled.
“Ye-es; by name only.

“Well, ;T was there last month.
Its owner isan old friend of mine.
And she had a new companion—
a young man. Such a nice girl;
and her name—can you guess it?
—is the same as yours. And to
tell the truth, Mr. Ferrers, I soon
found she was your niece; and
heard how from the time she lost
her father and mother something
like half your means must have
gone to educate her, and fit her to
earn her living as she now does.”
“*Oh, really, Mary ought not—""
began the curate, earnestly; but
Mrs. St. Quentin, with a little
gesture, silinced him.

““And I ought not! Perhaps it
is not right of me to let you find
that T know what you have kept
hidden so long—your great self-
denial, and most brotherly
charity.”

The lady’s voice was a trifle un-
steady.

The curate, with a shake of the
head, would have deprecated
praise; but she went on—
“*Still, T hope you will excuse
me. Sometimes — by -and - by,
when you are gone—you may not
be sorry to reflect that one person,
at any rate, understands and ap-
preciates the unselfishness of your
life here. And you have found
ways to help a lot of the poor,
too, I know.”

*‘Oh, very, very little,” said the
curate; but he felt that many a
supperless night, many an old
coat, many a patched pair of
boots, were now getting'a reward
little expeeted. This recognition
from this lady gladdened him—
ali! more than a thousand teapots
or a thousand pounds.

“Whatever that little was, it
was worth a hundred-fold more
than doles given out of abundance
such as—mine,” said Mrs. St.
Quentin, softly. *“‘But,” sudden-
ly sitting very upright and assum-
ing a severely business-like tone,
“what I particularly wanted to
say was, fhat asall this likerality
of yours—yes, liberality it was,”
a8 he demurred—*‘must have been
a very heavy pull, I hope you
won’t resent my taking a small
shave of the burden. It .is my
duty and—my pleasure. ‘I did
not put my nameen your testimo-
nial; I dislike publicity in things
of that surt. But you will take
this and use it when you leave.
Oh,” hastily, “‘you need not open
it till you go.”

“Excuse me—I

should prefer,”

him as he took her white hand ;-

stammered the curate, and ner
‘ously tore the envelope which the

The check he drew out was for
fully a year’s stipend. He got up,
valked to a window, and looked af
the slip of paper again. Even
that bore the impress of Byms-
pathy, worth more than
money.

“Pay”—not the Rev. G. Fnrl
rers, the impecunious, cast-off
parson, but ‘‘Pay bearer:" signed,
“Margaret $t. Quentin.”

“Mar-ga-ret St. Quen-tin 1”
The only person through that
troubled month who felt for him
—with him.
as he stood there with a mist be--
fore his eyes, he thanked and
blessed this generous gentle-
woman. But, alas, from her less
than front anyone could he take
such a dole. By so doing he real-
ized in one bhitter moment he
would sink intodepths—ah! lower
even than the parish {estimonial
plunged him into. Quietly the
eurate turned, moved back, and
laid the check upon a table by his
hostess.

“Dear lady, I cannot have it.
“Give me,” looking away over her
head, “‘something smaller, some:
thing—you have used, perhaps;
that will he a pleasure to me to
the end of my days. That and—
knowing you think—kindly of me.
Give me—any trifle you chaoose,
and I will say good-bye.”

“You are not treating me very
well, Mr. Ferrers,” said Mrs. St.
Quentin, her face painad and
pleased at the rame moment.
“You grieve me by refusing this
little acknowledgment-"’

“Grieve you!” he said, eagerly,
“I wouldn’t do it for the world.
Pray believe I shall for ever cher-
ish  remembrance of kindness
greater than I have ever met

kindness that I pray may be ra-l
warded by a life as fortunate in.
the future as™—docking round the
lovely room—*‘as it has been in
the past.”

She shook hor head.

“By refusing my poor check,
you deprive me of what would
have been a very keen jov. "’Then,
wailing half a minute, she added,
slowly, ““And of such I have not
had too many in my life.” An-
other pause. ““You may net have
known—and it’s all done with
now—I married, literaliy out of
the schoolroom, a wealthy man
double my age. It was a help, I
trust, to my family, but,” sadly,
“‘not to be called fortunate to my-
self. It is only lately I have felt
that any good could come of it;
since I have been able to try and
make my money useful. And now
you will not gratify me by letting
me do that—for you.”

nm?

for hishat. Oh, that this fair, rich
woman would speak less kindly!
A queer throbbing was going onin
his chest, much worse than that
of a quarter of a century back,
when Arabella eut him adrift.
“I—I ecan’t take it,” he said,
his voice faltering; “you are so
generous. Do let me go!”’

He held her hand—surely it was
as nervous as his own !—then lift-
ed it to his lips; and in that in-
stant of farewell a most curious
thing oceurred.

Another hand came gently on
his shoulder, and a . clear .voice
said, softly— '
““Mr. Ferrers, if you and I are
not such very old people, I think
we are too old to miss a chance of
happiness when it seems plain be-
fore us. Do you know what 1
mean?”’ :
“N-o! I—daren’t—say!”’ he an-
swered, keeping her hand, and
gazing at her as if not quite sure
he was awake; “I—daren’t pre-
sume—ito imagine——"" ;
“Well, please do, " said Mrs. St.
Quentin, with something between
a gasp and a laugh. “I'm not
ashamed—I"m very proud—to say
I think we ecare for each other.
Bo—so——"’

* * = * = -
So instead of going home and
packing up his few goods and
chattels, the guest, who had come
in half-reluctant mogd, stayed on
through all that “Fébruary after-
noon (by the way,.itaasSt. Val-
entine’s Eve—true wooing and
wedding-time!), and in the warm,
dancing firelight, laid those plans
whieh, a month later, fairly elee-
trified all Langton Bishops. Fer
the curate’s departure was soon
followed by that of Mrs. St. Quen-
tin— on a visit to a relative, this
latter, it was understood; but
from that visit, one bright March
evening, eame back a thoroughly

lady gave him, o

How in his heart.|

Mr. Ferrers looked wildly a.hon{t'he Vegiststuron

{forms of liver and stomach troubles

‘HS wile, the Mistress or Gt
Court !* -+
After that the people repented
greatly that they had not. made -
the teapot a silver one, and lived &
it more liberally, . _
But not a trace of ill-will ¢=
that subjeet lingersin their quon-
dam curate’s heart. Ho is ‘muek
too thankful for the pleasant pla-
ces in which his lines are cast to =
harbor -oue \purly thought of by-
gones. -

Curate he persists in ea.'lligi‘ T
himself stil}; administrator wi e
his wife of their abundant mmnx

foremost with her in every wofk

of kindliness which gilds the gn-
tumn of their lives with the skn-
shine of spring; and very speciai{lv
a friend to that small person wh
saved her coppers for him when he
was only “Poor Mr. Ferrors!"

Fiorida Philosophy.

Florida Times-Union.

A good listener always has more
friends than a good talker.,

A mortgage on & heme 1s a sura
preventative af happiness,

The man it empty ‘pockets
has no husinesssi & chureh fair.

The man who earns a nickel and
spends a dollar will never got rich
Ham sandwiches are sometimcs
made of almost everything bot
ham.
Some men never see the wall in
the way until they break the'
heads agninst it.
A woman ean look well on &
very little while a man ean look
ill on a great deai.
Be true to your friends and be
very careful never to have a eonfi-
dential friend.
It makes a hen eackle treme..
dously when she lays a bigger euxg
than her next nest neighbor.

If streugth is what you want, yvou
shotdd study what canses vour weakness.
It is pracfically lack of food.

But you eat three mealsa day, and aji
you can cat at a time.

Yes, but do you digest it?
Food undigested is not food.
nourishient.

To digest your food take 8
tive Cordial at meals, After a while yon
will digest your food without it. Then
you will get well, and strong and health
Shsker Digestive Cordial cures indiges-
tion and all its symptoms, such as nauses,
headache, eructations, pain in the stom
ach, giddiness, loss of appetite, etc. Tt
makes your food nourish you, and make
you strong and fat and hearty.

Druggists sell it. Trial bottle 10 cents,

It is not

i BT -

Elections will be held in eight
States next month—Kentacky,
Virginia, Ohio, New York, Penn-
sylvania, Iowa, Nehraska and Mas.
sachusetts. Ohio, Iowa, Virgiri-
and Massachusetts elect Gover-
nors, and the others Judges &2
other State officers. U. S. Sens-
tors are to be chosen by some of

No man or woman can enjoy life, or
accomplish much in this world while sai-
ering from a torpid liver. DeWitt's
Little Early Risers, the pills that cleanse
hat organ, quickly. J. D. McMillan,

It is noticed that from rewersl
points in this State quantities of
peach seed are being shipped to
the North. They have heretofore
been thrown away as worthlesa,
but are now used, it is gaiddn the
manufacturs of prussie acid.

Small precautions aften preveat.grept
mischiefs. DeWitt's Little Early Risers
are very small pills in size, but are most
effective in preventing the most serioys

They cure constipation and headache and
regulate the bowels. J. D. McMillan,

A firm in Omaha, Nebragka, zd-
vertised the otnsr day, “the mos-
highly sensational bargain eale o
fine shoes since Adam went bare
foot.”

To heal the broken and diseased tissuse
to soothe irritated surfaces, to instazi;
relieve and permanently cure is the mi=-
sion of DeWitt's Witch Hazel Salve. T

D. McMillan.

e
s R ® -
amhliller:
(PERRY DAVIS')
A Sure and Safe Remedy In
every case and every kind -
of Bowel Complaint Is

-~
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contented couple—Mr. Ferrers and




