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""Miss Earle chose to pass this compli-

ment over without apparently noticing it.

Do you think he will make a good
soldier, Mr. Beresford?”

Beautiful Jim laughed; “It is impossi-
ble to say,” he answered. “Icould better
answer your question next year this time.”

“‘Next year this time! Oh, we don't
Xknow what may happen in a year,” she
waid, quickly. *‘They tell me that Stuart
‘will have a terrible time at first among
the other officers.”

“I dare say he may find the first few
amonths pretty rough,” answered Jim,

eomgzsedly.
“But what will they do to him?” she
ﬂe’l"iﬁa anxiously.

*“They’ll try his temper a good bit,”
Jim replied.

“Oh! Mpr. Beresford,” she exclaimed.
*9Idon’t know how he will stand it—he
as such a hasty temper.”

“‘He must have had a pretty fair test of
lJ::;temper already at Swdiurst," said

“Well—I believe it was an awful
stumbling block to him,” Miss Earle ad-
amitted; ‘‘and if I only knew that some
wne was locking after him it would be
wuch a relief to my mind—I can’t tell you
+what a relief. And he is such a dear boy
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mmarriage, but Blankhampton time
could not but believe that M&g:dnﬂn
was a8 rich as Creesus.

And how dear that was to Mrs. Antro-
bns'ml.onl it would R‘mfu mm
quately to convey. oved money
all m and display end flattery
and “which the possession of
money enables you to-enjoy. 1f Mrs. An-
trobus had thought it n to start a
new religion she would .
up the iv;t:]rship lg_;n Croeus&nd;ﬂ I don't
suppose 1f her go. image y been
big enough, that she would have had her
josshouse empty or even ill filled.

But there was yet another person who
enjoyed the week thoroughly—that was
young Stuart, the last of the Earles.

On tho whole, the young gentleman had
& famous -time of it; from the five blithe
and bonnie Leslie giris he was passed on
to the acquaintance of almost every de-
cent looking girl in the tqwn; his happy.
good form impudence stood Him in food
stead and })mved as fascinating as if he

had been of a mu-naﬁe:' ble age instead of,
as he was, a mere slip of a lad eighteen
years old. Andone evening he went u
to a mess when he greatly edified Beauti-
ful Jim, whose guest he was, and all the
other officers of his new and laid
up a goodly store of suffering for himself
in the days to come by his frank and easy
comments on men and manners alike, b
the careless and friendly ease with whic
he took the lead as befitted him who had
been born the last of the Earles.

But, unfortunately for him, he wasalso
the-last of the Blankshire regiment and

—quite the dearest boy I ever knew.”

“I am sure he is,” said- Beautiful Jim,
telling the lie beldly and promptly.
“*And, of course, if it will make you feel
amore comfortable, Miss Earle, I will keep
mn eye upon him; only—if you want to
amake a first rate soldier out of him, you
mmust let things take their natural course.”

But Nancy Earle, caring more in her
steadfast ung simple mind of the personal
comfort and welfare of her precious boy,
““the last of the Earles,” than for the ad-
wancement of his qualities as a soldier,
adid not heed the advice. In truth, she
wcarcely understood it, and certainly did
mot realize sufficiently how valuable it
was. To her, a first rate soldier meant
wne who would dash proudly on through
fire and smoke, who would storm a bat-
‘l-x single handed, and, if need be, die
‘with a proud smile npon his lips. That
‘was Nancy Earle's idea of a first rate
moldier; but to Beautiful Jim, who loved
&is profession as his life, though he could
znmble with the best at an extra field

y or at a court martial, and hated an
inspection like poison, a first rate soldier
was something very different. It meant
somebody who would learn to obey before
be should attempt to rule, one who
would follow as well as lead, one who had
Jeained patience and forbearance, and the
wvalue of that greatness which consists in
zuling his own spirit. It meant, in truth,
@ good deal less dash and a good deal
more sound, plain, common sense.

However, Nancy Earle did not know ell
‘this, and Beautiful Jim was either too
‘weak or had not the heart to tell her; so
wshe got him to promise that he would be
a sort of fairy—or at least a regimental—
i::.llther to young Stuart, aud try to

bim out of harm’s way.

Pleesant task!

CHAPTER IX.
A FIRST FLIGLT. ]

Taken on the whole the bazaar was a
brilliant success, and the funds of the
hospital were considerably increased by|
the proceeds thereof. A great deal of
pleasurc and fun had been got out of it,
to0, by many persons, and if there had
‘been some pain attending it—why, hobody|
knew much about it.

Polly Antrobus. for instance, in spite of
Jer brave attire and the lavish gifts of
Mr. Mandarin, which had made Ler out
and out the best dressed Swiss peasant in |
all the show, had suffered a very martyr-|
dom of pain—but after all nobody was
any the wiser, and only one or two people|
suspected what Pclly never spoke of to a|
living soul.

And Lord Charterhouse, whom Mrs. An-|
trobus had once eulogized as being *‘so|
frank and open,” to him also that gwiss‘
Fair and Mask of Flowers was an ordeal, a|
period of such exquisite anguish that on|
the second day, when my lady spoke of

ing again, he found out, in sheer self

efense, that his leg was bad again, and
he would rather keep quietly at home.

8o Lady Charterhouse, not unwillingly,
went off by herself and had an uncom-|
monly good-time, much better than if|
“Mr. Winks” who was, she made no|
secret of saying, a dear old boy, but as|
slow es a top, had been with her. But
when she came home and enlivened him|
with a full deseription of everything, and
of how that beautiful fair haired girl with|
the fat fussy mother, and thelovely silver
ornaments, had looked more beautiful
that day than she haed done on the day
before, Lord Charterhouse found himself
wishing that he had gone too, and made
wup his mind that he would go on the mor-|
row. And sure enough on the morrow he
did go, and finding his way to the stall at
which Polly was helping, stayed there,
his game leg giving him an excuse for a|
chair, and the chair giving him an excuse
for remaining where he would be out of
the way.

I think “*Mr. Winks” hardly knew that
he was inflicting positive agony on the
glrl he had once called his Mayflower.|

olly was very quiet, making no effort to

rid of the various wares which she

ad come there to sell, and neither he nor
any one else guessed that there were
times when she could have covered her
weyes witht her hands and shrieked aloud
for the very anguish in her heart. Poor
Polly! 1

I say poor Polly advisedly, for it was
hard that after Blankhampton had seen
her as the possible, aye and probable,
bride of such men as had worshiped at her
shrine in the days gone by, she should
have to appear before her world acting
Hermis to this Bottom—this monster—
this Caliban. Nor was this all! She was
in utter ignorance that Charterhouse had
-engaged himself to his cousin after he had
known her, and had done his best to muke
her like him. She believed that the mar-
riage had becn: some family arrangement
to which he had committed Limself be-
fore he had entered the army. She be-
lieved that he would have got out of it if
he could, and that in his heart he was

just as desperately in love with her as he
ad cver been! Yes, it must be owned
that it was a very trying time for poor
Polly.

Perheps the two persons who enjoyed
the affair most were Mrs. Antrobus and
Mr. Mandarin. To Mr. Mandarin it was
joy unspeakable to flaunt round buyin
anything that took his fancy, with a lou
voiced remark to his mother-in-law-elect
that *‘Polly will be sure to like this;” and
to Mrs. Autrobus it was a delight beyond
the expression of words to waddle from
one stall to another, making a great show

of patronage out of Mr. Mandarin's fat

urse.
d And it had the desired effect. Blank-
hampton hadlhughed at the unutterable
pretentionspess: of poor little To To's
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his future comrades were .only able to
check their disgust by remembering that
| he was as yet & guest, when, having per-
. haps had a trifle more wine than his young
and unseasoned head could carry (I donot
mean to say that the boy was drunk, far
from it), he gayly undertook to chaff Ur-
uhart, the commanding officer of the
%lack Horse, who.was alsodining there.
““Of course, I don’t remember the stage
|as far back as yourself, colonel,” he began,
|in the tone of a man of the world. “I
| any I'ou'll remember y.”
| “Inever saw Macready,” said Col. Ur-
quhart, giving the youngster credit for
being a good more nearly druuk than
he was.
| “No?—ah—1I should have thonght you'd
be quite up in all that period,” returned
Tommy, flippantly. ‘But you'll have
heard what an irritable chap he was.”

‘‘Heard what?” asked Urquhart.

“You'll have heard what an irritable
chap he was,” Tommy repeated, tipping
the wink to one or two of the less dis-
gusted of the officers of the Blankshire
regiment, who were grinning with ex-
pectation.

Whether he had somie joke or catch
about Macready’s uliarity of temper
or not it would be hard to say, but if he
had, Urquhart nipped them in the bud
after a fashion quite his own. He looked
up as courteously as if Tommy had been
a field officer instead of an edged sub-
altern, and fixed him with a peir of keen
and clear gray eyes that seemed able to
look right through him and out at the
other side. ‘‘Yes,” he said, gravely, “I
believe Macready was an irritable man.
Some men are born bad tempered—they
can’t help it, and, in fact, it is really not

| their fault. They are born so,” he went
| on, mildly, so mildly that Marcus Orford,
| who was dining there that night, looked
| sharply up to hear if anything more sub-
tle and smart than usual was coming—
“they are born so, and silly people irritate|
them by asking foolish questions.”

To the surprise of the lad, who was not
just then clear enough in his head. nor at
ahy time clever enough, to understand a
shaft of quiet sarcasm, every man round
the table burst into a roar of laughter.

They would have laughed to a man at
any joke of Urqubart’s, whether they had
seen it or not; in this case, however, they
did see it clearly enough; and the officers
of the Blankshire regiment would each
and all have thoroughly enjoyed ‘‘punch-
ing” the lad's head for being such a young
fool as to bring so severe a snub upon
himself.

Finally, when, still highly pleased with
his performance and on the bestterms
with himself, he said adieu to Urquhart,
that gentleman paid him & somewhat
doubtful compliment.

“Good uigsn. youngster. Your new
regiment ought to be very preud of hav-
ing you come among them."”

“Tha—anks,” replied Tommy, accept-
ing the words and not understanding the
spirit. “I hope I shall elways”—

“‘Be a credit to them,” ended Urquhart
with perfect gravity. My dear lad,
you've only to goonas you've begun, to
find yourself hobnobbing with Lord
Wolseley and the commarnder-in-chief in
next to no time.”

In the midst of the roar of laughter
Beautiful Jim, none too gently, hustled
his precious young charge out to the cab
which was awaiting him at the antercom
door.

“@Get in, you young ass,” he muttered,
“‘before you do any more mischief.”

But the last of the Earles, on whom the
keen night breeze began to tell instantly,
was too much occupied in steadying him-
self to catch the words which his host
only spoke under his breath.

*‘Good night, old chap,” he called out,
airily, when he had reached the comfort-
able haven of the back seat—‘had a dev-
ilish gcod time. Urquhart’s a blazing
good fellow; ounly wish I'd gone into Lis
regiment”—

ut then the speech was cut short by
the cabman starting off his old horse, and
as a matter of course pitchinf Tommy vio-
lently backward. Beautiful Jim wheeled
round with a disgusted exclamation, and
found himself face to face with Col.
Urquhart and Mareus Orford, who had
said good night and were going to walk
home together.

*‘Good night, Beresford,” said Urquhart.
“I suppose I ought to feel immensely flat-
tered, but I must say I'm very glad you
are going to have the licking of that
young gentleman into shape instead of
any of us.”

*That young cub, you mean, colonel?”

broke out Beautiful Jim, who had but officer when you join. And then to back|ghaky ag Lis

little patience with shortcomings of that
kind, end was thinking, too, what she
would say.

Col. Urquhart, however, only laughed,
and with another *‘good night,” passed on.

CHAPTER X
TOMMY EATS INUMBLE PIR.

Happily for the credit of the Earles in
general, and the last of the race in par-
ticular, the household at the Deanery was
habitually an early one, and if no enter-
tainment was afloat, the family were in
the habit of disappearing at half past 10
o'clock.

Therefore, when Tommy had pulled
himself together, paid the cabman and

straightened his somewhat unmnnage-‘

able person &nd his decidedly refractory
arms end legs, which somehow wouldn't
keep in ther proper places, he gave a
pull at the b 1L

The door was opened, not by the staid
and respectable family butler, by a young

y have set

Barracks, and was perhaps symp  ctic,
knowing what singular effects ni,  air
|sometimes has upon 8 péwc

come out of & hot and noisy

Any way, he shut the doo nm¢

dhu{; lighted a eandle, with « . '1mm

t 'the family have retired ior the

ht, sir, all but the dean, who I expect
minute.”

Now, this was enough to send Tommy |
off to his room as fast as his unstead
legs could climb the stairs; for, although |
he had felt perfectly equal to chaffing one
of the keenest witted men in the service, |
in the person of Col. Urquhbart, he did!
not fee etiunl. after a twenty minutes’
ride in a jolting, s less cab over the
villainously quaint cobble stones which

ved the streets of Blankhampton, mak-

him feel as if he had eaten ten times

tled in the Blankshire regiment, he should |
have something not perhaps<altogether to
his liking to say to tho president of the
mess committee about the quality of the
wines, to encountering the very reverend
the dean of Blankhampton; in fact, he
bhad more then a suspicion that that
gentleman would tell him in blunt, out-
spoken words that he was drunk!

Not that he was drunk, mind you! He
pulled up short on the first landing, and
glared at himself in a big squaro of look-
ing glass which was set against the wall,
as if his other self in the glass had
charged him with being drunk, and he
meant to knock him down for the insult!
So there for a minute he and his reflection
'stood, with one white face staring at
another, with hair rumpled on end like a
sulphur crested cockatoo, and with candle-

side, so that the hot wax randown ina
stream upon the handsome Axminster
carpet beneath.

“D—d bad wine that,” he muttered.
“I believe it's got into my head, or upsect
my digestion, or something;” and then he
heard & quick, firm footstep on the flag
of the portico, followed by the rattle of
the key in the door.

Oh no, he was not at all drunk! 'He
blew out his candle and crept off to his
room, only lurching once or twice nst
the wall on the way—that, of course, was
because he could not see. Anyway, he
gained his room in safety, and sat down
upon the first chair he could find to re-
cover his breath. It happened to be an
easy chair, and his breath took a lon,
time to recover; and, somehow, he dropp
off to sleep, and slept like a top until the
daylight was streaming into the room,
and the bells high up in the great tower
of the E&rish were ringing for a saint’s
day celebration.

Thus Tommy got uncommonly well over
the episode of the dinuer at the mess of
his new regiment. But he thought he
ought to go up and call, so that if he had
in the faintest degree upset L. command-
ing officer that was to be, he would be
able to set it straight, and not start. as
it were, with a black mark against his
name.

So he went up to the infantry barracks
and asked for Mr. Beresford, who was, ke
found, in his own room, whither he went
in search of him.

Beautiful Jim was lying in a big chair
with a novel and a pipe, enjoying the first
half hour uf rest he had had that day.
He looked up and laughed as Tommy
entered.

‘‘Hallo, youngster, is that you? Wow
are you!” ho remarked, speaking in a
more friendly and civil tcne than his
feelings would have indicated had they|
been on the surface.

Tommy sat himself down on the edge
of the cot and informed Beautiful Jim,
with a man about town air, that he feit
‘“‘a bit chippy.”

*‘And I don’t wonder at it,” returned
the other, curtly. ‘‘Yau made a regular
splash here last night.”

It might have been the accent of re-
buke in Beresford’s tone, I know not, but

i i that
3!tinued, in a tone of despair sointense 1
[Begutiful Jim relented somewhat and took

| best to keep on the right

todb much dinner, and as if, when he got set- | tressed in

lclcuxr bolt of it,

stick held with elegant negligence on ohe

said Jim, promptly

¥ did
v o Urquhart’— he con-

«“And as for Col.

» on him.

dh, well, as to that,” he s;id,' ins ‘
e of judicious deliberation, *'as to
know that it matters very

i

t
that, I don’t

lmuch what Urquhart thinks. Of course

' v clever chap, and one it's
SR g paide of; but at
the same time, Urquhart ain’t your chief,
and if he felt inclined to forget the fact,
we should very soon make him remember
it. It aip’t so much what Urqubart Il
think of your cheeking him, as what our
fellows Il think of your chegking
Urquhart. D' you seet”

ommy did see and was cnmff\rted on
that point; but he was still terribly dis-
ind at what he had done.

«] don'f know what I can do,” he re-
ted, for about the twentieth time.
|“Qh, I think 1] send in my papers at |
lonce. I won't joinat all.” -

*You young duffer!” laughed peautlful ‘
‘Jim, “‘whet rot ?'ou talk!. Why, man
alive, if you're going to sneak away from
every mistake IYAO“ make by making a

ow do you ever intend
to mako a decent soldier, or anything
elsc?”

| “But what must I do?”

“Live it down, of course. You'll get
chaffed .about it forever, but you must
make up your mind to bear it; and, after
all, there was not another man at the
table, not even including ‘old Jane’ him-
self, who would have dared to do it!”

“Jane?” repeated Tommy, taking a
|rather brighter tone; ‘“‘and who is ‘Jane? ”
“Oh, we call the colonel ‘Jane,”” re-
plied Jim, with a laugh.
| “Isee. Well, do you think I'd better
| just go away and come to join as if noth-

g had happened?”

“Of course I do. Why”— but there
he turned his head as some one knocked
at the door. ‘‘Come in,” ho roared, and
then the door opened, and the officer com-
{manding the regiment, that is, Col
Barnes, entered.
| He entered with a cordial, ‘‘Oh, Beres-

ford, 1 wmted'{ou to""— when his eyes
fell on youxl:fn ommy, and he broke off
with something very nearly approaching
to a glare.
| Tommy got off his coat and said, ““Good
merning, sir,” in his most modest tones—
and mind you, when Tommy was modest
he looked as if the proverbial butter
would not melt in his mouth.

**Oh! good morning, good morning,” re-
turned the colonel, in a series of snorts,
and in a tone which conveyed to Tommy
that, if anything, Beresford had under-
stated rather than overstated the enor-
mity of his offense.

Ho felt that his time was come, that if
he did not speak then he woild be, as it
were, socially damned in the Blankshire
regiment forever; but it was not without
an immense effort that he broke the ice
within which Col. Barnes had frozen him-
self. He looked at the big, fierce, red
faced, burly man, with lLis inughty red
nose and his long, bristling mustache,
each end of which was waxed—soaped, if
the truth be told—to a formidable spike,
and his heart, yes, even his brazen heart,
failed him! Still he felt thet delay was
dangerous, and at last he spoke! d if
only his sister Nancy could have heard
the last of the proud race of Earles eat-
ing humble pie with that shrinking air,
she would have declared that her dear
boy’'s degradation could go no further
and sink no lower.

“If you please, sir,” he began, ‘d am
afraid”’—and then he stopped short, awed
into silence by the astonished stare with
which the colonel was regarding him.

*“Well?” said the colonel in & loud voice;
it was a very big ‘‘well,” ard Tommy fels
more shaking about the legs, and if the
truth be told more inclined to cry than he
had felt for many and many a year.

However, he had to goon. “Well, sir,”

certain it is that Tommy turned brazen
all at once.

‘““That's a good thing,” he remarked, |
airily. I never like putting myself for-|
ward, but anything’s botter than medi-
ocrity;” and with that he got up and
shooE himself out as it were, swaggering
to the glass above the fireplace, and stand-
ing there just in front of Beautiful Jim's
disgusted nose, preening himself as you
may see a peacock preening his feathers
in the sun.

It is safe to say that at that moment he|
fairly stunk in Beautiful Jim's nostrils. |

“It’s all very fine, youngster,” he said,
in a tone which he tried hard to make
fairly civil; ‘“‘but the sort of splash yon
made last night won't do any good in the|
regiment—not any good, but a good deal|
of harm. Why, —— it, mediocrity will
stand you in good stead long after that
kind of splash has sent you to the devil.”|

Tommy turned round with an innocent

face.

| “What did I do?” he asked.
| stand on the table, did I?”

| *“*“Worse than that,” returned Jim. |
“I didn't call any one a —— cad, did I‘.‘"i
“No; but you might have got over that|
in time if you Bad owned that your lLead|
wouldn’t €tand liquor.”

{ “Then what did I do?” Tommy was be-|
| ginning to get alarmed, and showed it.|
*I didn’t shy the knives about, or any-
thing of that sort, surely?”

Beautiful Jim burst out laughing.
Look here, young 'un,” he remarked.|
| “You've got a very fair notion of your
own qualities, your position, your ap-
pearance, your—your everything. You're
the last of the Earles”™

| “D——n the Earles,” put in Tommy,
who had no sort of respect for his position
|as the last of a proud race, though he
'liked others to have, none better. !
| “With all my heart,” said Jim. It
will do you no good in the Blankshire re-/
’giment ever to remember it again. But
| you're a youngster, a new idea, a scrap, a
| wart, as yet—and for you to give your
opinion among field officers on subjects of
which you are totally ignorant, and about
which your opinion has not been even
'asked, is not tﬁe way to become a popular

|
b § didu't'

|

it all by trying to chaff Urquhart of the,
Black llorse, who's got the levelest head
and the clearest judgment and the keen-
lest wit and the most stinging tongue of
,any man in the British army, take it from
yone end to the other; Urquhart, who's|
the coolest, pluckiest beggar that ever
lived—for a scrap like you to try and best,
him with your tongue—why, it's just
ludierous, and it won't do, Tommy, and
| the sooner Jou make up your mind tothat
the better.”

It must be owned that Tommy's brave
'and brazen front had given place to utter
dismay and consternation long before
| Beautiful Jim had come to an end of his
‘'remarks.  His smooth young jaw fell to
|the length of a fiddle, and Ee looked - i
truth the picture of abject misery.
| ,“What an ass I must have been!” he
ejaculated.

“Well, you were,” returned Jim, with
delighted candor.

| nity that was exceedingly shak

he said very humbly. *“I—I'm afraid I

| mado an awful ass of myself last night.”

“H'm!” remarked the colonel dryly;
*‘and when did you make that discovery?”

*“Well, sir,” returned Tommy apologet-
ically, “Beresford here tells me I was aw-
fully drunk; and—and—I'm sure I did not
drink much, sir, but,” a happy inspira-
tion suddenly occurring to him, ‘‘you see,
gir, I'm beastly young yet and my head
gets knocked over‘in next to no time.”

“You sce, sir, 'm beastly young yet.”

Probably never in his years of service
had Col. Barnes ever had made to him
or heard given by any one clse such an
excuse for an indiseretion at the table; in
fact it was so new that he did not in the
least know what:to say. And while he
was still staring at Tommy, speechless
with surprise, I must confess that Beauti-
ful Jim, whose sense of humor was not
small, went off into smothered agonies of
laughter such as at last bade fair to choke
him. And the more he tried to disguise it
by the help of a big pocket handkerchief
and a make belicve cough the more end
more infectious it became until at last
Col. Barnes got up from his chair in dig-
y.

““Well, Earle,” he said, in a voice as
dignity, ‘I am very glad to
see that you have sense to.know and to
ronestly own when you've been in fault.
vou keep up that spirit, my boy, there
will be no fear of your not doing well in
the Blankshire regiment. We will sa
no more about it. Beresford—I'll—look
—in”—probably the chief had meant to
say ‘‘again,” but before he had finished
speaking his laughter had got beyond Lis
control, and his only way of hiding from
the offender that he was laughing himself,
or that he had taken notice of the agonies
that Beautiful Jim was suffering, was by
edging off toward the door, an tting
himself out of the room without the de-
lay of a moment. As a matter of fact, he
simply could not have uttered the last
word without going‘oﬂ into roars of
laughter, even to have -saved his life.
And Col. Barnes had a very proper idea of
the dignity of his rank and position. and
the due effect of both upon his junior

“And what a consummate fool the fel-l
lows must have thought me,” he went on,

officers.
Beautiful Jim, relieved from the neces-
sity of hiding his gaughter, simply hid

footman, wh. knew that the young gen-|never being above blaming himself when! pack in his chair and langhed weakly un-

tleman hall n dining at the Infantry

‘ho found kimself fairly cornered.

{til the tears eod in Lis eyes, and his

| sides ached o
breathe. * * H

of me,” Jim

Tommy remarked, *‘I
off to have a fit of a|

the other in a feeble volce,

‘ the office! Ta, ta, old chap. See you later

that he eould

*1 can't soe what you fin

said Tommy, blandly,

..Tommy—'rom"—’“ 'll% ‘

Ly, As for the: solat

believe he's! go

“I shouldn’v st all wonder,” deslaved

uw“
in this

“Can't see w

he'd stayed five minutes 1 r
room I should have had one for certain.
*You see, sir, I'm beastly young, and
head gets knocked over im next to%
time.” Tommy, can't you see the joke of
i

“No, I can't,” sald Tommr tartly
“You told me to patch it up if Icould,
and [ have patched it up, and even now
you aren't satisfied. I don't know what
you want, nor what you would be at!”

“Then [ can't enlighten you, my son.”
Jim declared, “‘and, as I live, | am due at

in the day, Iidaresay,” and Beautiful Jim
jamwmed his cap upon his bead and rushed
off, buckling on sword as he went.

TO BE CONTINUED.

~THE FASHIONS. -
A Varlety of Jottiags that Will Iuterest
the Falr-Sex.

Many toilets are very fanciful.
Details precede effects at this season,

Bonnets are lessening to & wnoticeable
extent.

Short Zouave jackets are a passing
fad for fall.

The new kid and Suede gloves have
seams on the back resembling plush.

Color blending has become a fine art
involving*some remarkable associatious.

Sicilienne, Bengaline, Eolienne, pean
de soie and fleur de soie are the fuvurite
silks.

Bonnet strings come from the back
this season, instead of from the ears, as
formerly.

Cloth gowns are trimmed with velvet
braiding matelasse, passementerie and
stitching,

Uunderskirts grow more and more el
aborate. Surah, glace and other such
silke compose them, and fine lace trim-
miuge are in order.

Long, loose front raglsns and well
fitted Newmurketa are abuut equal in
popularity. Stripes, plaids and mix-
tures are gradually yielding to solid
colora,

French millinery green dominates the
hat dowaio ; gray ranks next. Flowers
yield to ribbons and feather garnitures.
In shapes, low crows are the rule.

Straight, undraped skirts are a feature
of many new fall dresses, They are
very simply trimmed around the bottom '
with a baud of metal and tinted em-
broidery.

Some short street jackets are trimmed
with braided revers of the material, or
with those of velvet. The sleeves are in ’
loose coat style with bell shaped wrist. |

Silk redingotes in directcire style are
especially serviceable, as they may be
worn upon almost every occasion—for
receptions, home dinners, street and
visiting purposes,

Faille diamant, striped with vioe
leaves outlined with some contrasting
color in different weave, is une of the
old time silks revived by present fashion,
and is most beautiful,

Cashmere colors appear in the lovely
Persiau silks ; Veronese—a dull red—
and castor brown are among predomi-
nate colors, and green and silver gray
enter into pleasant partoership.

Velvet in the pet finish for dress
waists, forming thereon collar, cuffs,
vest and revers. The long, straight
lined Directoire bodice with flat revers
of velvet, lessens in effect the extrewne
fleshiness which is the baneof some wo-
men’s lives.

A Wenaecrtul Fiesh Producer.

This is the title given to Scott’s Emul
sion of Cod Liver Uil by many thoasands
who have taken it. It not only gives
flesh and strength by virtue of its own
nutritous properties, but creates an ap-
petite for food. Use it, and try your
weight.  Scott's Emulsion is perfectly
palatable. Sold by all druggists, at 50c,
and §1.

_Caller (to Bobby, whose little sister
died the night before)—And so your
little sister is dead, Bobby? Bobby—
Yes, ma'am. Caller—And already in
Heaven 7 Bobby—Oh, no ; she doesn't

start till tomorrow afternoon at two
o’clock,

Glve Them A Chance.

That is to say, your lungs. Also all
your breathing machinery. Very won-
derful machinery it is. Not ouly the
larger air passages, but the thousands of
little tubes and cavities leading from
them,

.When these are clogged and chocked
with matter which cught not to be there,
your lungs cannot hali do there work.
And what they do, they cannot do
well,

Call it cold, cough, croup, pneumonia,
catarrh, consumption or any of the
family of throat and nose and head and
lung obstructions, all are bad.  All
ought to be got rid of. There is just
one sure way to get rid of them, that
is take Roschee’s German Syrup, which
any druggist will sell you at 756 cents a
battle.  Even if everythng else has
failed you. you may depend upon this
or certain eowly

Miss Grace—Peculiar costume for a
man to wear, isn’t it? Uncle George—
Yes, but do you know that at' one time
the men of the United States wore dress-
es? Mins Grace--Why, no ; when was

that 7 Uncle George—When they were
infants,

** He Never Smiled Again I

No ‘“‘hardly ever” about it. He, had
an lt'f'wk of what people call “bilious-
ness, "and to smile was impossible, Yet
a man may *‘smile and smile, and be a
villain still, still he was no villain, but a
plain, blunt, honest man, that needed d
remedy such as Dr Pierce’s ‘‘Pleassnt
Purgm.n Pellgn," which never fail to
eure biliousneds and di d or torpd
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Supreme Moments,
Vast interests sffocting the'm

society are often pending wh

hand cd the dil-plate appeosel
tixed point. = Decisions can be
ed. While no human skill
change divine purpose, yot hagms
cities are vever relieved of

of responsibility, but must
ready for any service that infinl
dom may sppnint. At such a #
true man bends his attentive eap
the skies above him, if pere
may catch some unmistakable
“This is the way ; walk ye in it,” :
But uno one can then expoet $0 hear
only as he lives in close univn with/

If his life has been up to this important
crisis weyward, or even lukewsrm tos
ward his God, he will hardly be

ed to interpret correctly the

on high, What a mistake for

days or months without intimaz‘ we
ship with him since we are all inevitab!
called to meet grave responsibil nof
one of which we can dwcharge wil
strength from God.—New York Chri
tian Advocate. e

Wise Words te Parcnits,

““We must learn and practice ourselves
what we want our children to l¢arn and
practice,” says the author of ™

be Happy Though Murried,” in

““The Five Talents of Woma

lished by the Scribners “Some

msy have smiled sadly at the

the poor young mother who

why her baby should be such &

ling, ‘‘when ws give it-a littie of

ever wa take ourselves, some red hess

a bit of cheese, a sup of beer's too
wary of us administer mental aud moral
diet quite an inappropriate. The Bam-
ber of babies borm annually jute the
world is 43,000,000; daily, 117, per
minute, 80. It is sad to ot how
wany of these helpless ones, who Blver
asked to be burn, are dragged § y-
how, rather than brought up ag o1~
tal beings skould be. Above we
should be truthful with our- eliidre
The popular practice of teaching § "“)‘
seem, instead of to be, and of caltivating
‘company mannerg,” destroys the fsank-
ness and transpareut candor which ‘eon-
stitute the great charm of childhuod,
Never promise your child

either a bun or a bealing, without giviag
it. Itisalso very wrong fora

to put all the disagrevable duty of
recting children upou the father, and
reserve all the petting to h a
she act the part of a guardisn angel, of
whom the the children can run w re-
primanded by their father, this
ness does those whom she professes fo
love great injury. The children gome
to regard their father as & family bug-

- Te P
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 bear, whereas what he dces contraty o

the wishes of the child may be for its
permacent good, and show far mope real
love than the weak induigence of its
mother.

Conversation at Home,

Few things are more important in &
home than is conversation, yet there
few things to which less deliberste
thought is given. We take great p

to have-  our house well furnished. Wi
select our carpets aund pictures with.the
utmost care. We send our children$o
school that they may become intelligent
We strive to bring into our homes th
best conditions ot happiness. But how
often is the speech of our household lefd
untrained and undisciplined,

The good we might do in onr homes
with our tongues, if we would use them
to the linut of their capagity of cheetand
belpfulness, it is simply im o
state. That in most homes . best
possible results from the gift

sre not attained is very evidemts )
should so much power for

wasted | Epecialiy, why shoald we ever
pervert the gift and use our to
do evil, to cive pain, to scatter seeds of
bitterness 7 It 1s » sad thing when.

child is born dumb ; but it g
ok
that

far to be born dumb, and nev
the mlt] of speech, than having
to employ it; in speaking only uo-
loviog, of angry words——Cenm
tian Advocate,

$”

A Postmastor's Oplaiod,
““I have great pleasure in certifyi
the usefulness of Hagyard's Yellow €
writes D Kavanagh, postmaster,
traville, Ont., **having used it for o
ness of the throat, burns, colds,

find nothing equal to it.”

—————

‘T admit, sir, that I am meagerly
plied with this world's goods, but |
of my family eonnections. We ha¥
of the finest genealogical trees il
country.” Sturdy Farmer — *'E
Wou't keep » family in firewood ns¢
three weeks.’ %
Chronte Coughs and o!il V1
And all disenses of the throat &pd I8
can be cured by the use of Scott’s e
sion, as it contains the healing virtusiisy
Cod Liver Oil and Hypophoephites
their fu'lest form. See what Wiiss
Muer, M. D,, L. R. C. P, ete., 0y
N. 8. says: “After three years’
ience I consider Scott's Emulsjpn o
the very best in the market.” Vel

P

ver, dyspepsia and chronic constipa

tien, Of druggists,

nellent in throat affectione ”
ali druggists, 50c, and $1 00
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. pathizing with all men, and
' dng, of and pointing men to
‘. He bad come and to w!

His tbirty-three or

with God, ell things were ma
for ilim, and He shall subdue
- Hisdelf. Alhough it is ove
“dred yoars since He was on es
4 real man today, unchanged
able and ‘as wo tead of Him
i %0 wo are to thinkof Him,
¥ sympatlizing, comforting; ¢
Jow ‘lihn. serve Him, wait an
Swhile we yield our bodies unt
by s spirit, may live His L
each of His followers. In the
Howas foretoid as wot only
svoman whoshould bruise tix
bus 2)so as the seed of Abral
nations should be blessed, th
who should sit on David's thr
of God, doing all His plea:
Man subduing all things w
resto~'ng tho dominion lost
the! .aof God, oqual with (
ing God to man. In Matth
learn of Him as Son of Dav'
bam, King of the Jews; wh
we seo Him rather as the &
in Isa. xlii, 1, “Bebold m)
Isa. xIxix, ©; liii, 11; Ezek.
Zoch. ili, 8, evc. There is o
gospel which pecaliarly po
the servant; it is used about
. the New Testament, and bal
times it is found in this gosp
times it 1s found ip this fin
jtranslated ‘‘immediately,”
“forthwith,” ‘‘anon,” but
Version it is always “straig
each I has its distinc!
also find more or less of each
this first verse brings befc
Saviour, who saves not onl)
to come, but also from our
Messiah, the ancinted Kin
the Son of God, equdl with (
Father. The beginnhing of t
tidings in my soul was when
as my own Saviour, and ble
there was a beginning there
2. “‘As it is written in the
whole history of His bumili
death, resurrection and fu
written in the Prophets, for
Him, tke Holy Bpirit s
them, 1
“Behold I send my messe
face who shull prepare Thy
quotation from Malachi iii,
John the Baptist as the bheral
Observe carefully Gabriel)
cogcerning him in Luke i
father’s utterance by the Ho
i, 76-79.
. & “The voice of one cryi
ness.” ' This is a quotation {
and carries us beyond the
Christ, when He came to sul
coming, when Ho shall co
pardoning ber iniquity and
see the glory of the Lord;v
pear in His glory to build up
when He shall appear thes
t sin unto salvation (Heb.,
tion ready to be revealed at
Jesus Christ, (I Pet. i, 5,7,
4. “'The bantism of repeat
the remiss.on of sins.” Suc
ing of John, and such wa:
to and the preaching of ¢
xxiv, 47; Acts {if, 1V; v,
ference, that John pointe
about to come, while the aj
a Baviour wh» had come, st
fied, risen, asceded, and w
to restore &ll tunss of wi
had spoken (Acts i, 12-U1),
Tha first esseutial to )
and futuro glory is the &
sins, arnd that we cannot
peutance—that is, a true tu
God, ¢, a3 our catechism b
of mind toward God, the
viction of sin wroughs by 1
5. “There went out unw
Grect multitudes cameo t
their sins aud desiring bapt
mate of tueir sincerity and
we may gather from his p
7-1¥). No outward form
worth anytbing whatover
repentance, or faith, or ser
realhonest Leart work Is o
John gave them to under
their livés-proved their sir
like chaff come to the unqu
6. “Clothed with camel’s
no fashionable preacher, ¢
or style; food and raimen
small importance to hin
reaching he sought not 1
] (Gabriel had said th
in the spirit and power of
and although he was not 1
he was wonderfully like hi
{ 7. “One mightier than |
\hot consider himself wort
to unloose His shoes. Gab
covet such an honor, m
Heaven would not rejoic
lowliest service! But the
most of us that John's*
‘whom he so delighted to |
poor witnesses, MHe is *“T)
Everlasting Father, the
and if we only believed v




