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But cireumstances seldom aMlew us
to rage long uninterrupted, and while
walked on, the fields grew
green grayer, and
the breeze chiilier, and the Brass wet-
at last she fourd t
briers which twitch
us she passed them
ask her where She

ed her by the shawl
, were beginnling to | tha
was going. It was
5 ggo home | noticed a fresh golden patch where Pat
fmong those false,
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nt be thought of,
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the dairy at Kiler
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enly one answer occurred
would go to her Aunt
er mother’s sister, w
een good natured
it was true, lived rather a
off, somewhere beyond Hew-
still she thought she could
oertainly contrive to get there in the
next day, and she knew
glad to see her.
ag all drearily vague.
e supposed that she could get field
work tc do, and sometimes she even
thought wildly of turnin
Dan used to say th
Voice fit to make her fo
tourse that might only
of his lies, for it was evi
pot believe a word

could not for a mom- |
It would be more
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they would be
that, her future w

g ballad sing-

have been one
dent you could
that came out of
The further her feet and
er reflections traveled, the more at-
active grew the picture of the Ma-
hony’s little white cottage, with her
nt looking out at the door, and 8
: "Glory be %o goodness, if
n’t little Rosamne.”
pround her spread lonelier, and stran-
per, and the moonlight began to fill
m cruelly with ghastly gleams and

At last in a great fright. she
under a haystack and shivered
inequal alterations ' till

For the fields

It found her bewilderingly miser-
delivered from
ars that had beset her,
‘orld was black
stole out of the
gart on to fhe
bardly noticed that
and cold and damp
resumed her journey, upon which the
gan to glare strong
as much longer
and she lengthened
veral times, finding !
all the more puzzl-
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and white, and
yellom-mounded hag-
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she was hungry
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than she thought,
it by missing it se
intricate directions
ing because she
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had made inquirics and
who told her of terribly many
gave her a drink of milk, but tha
all she had the whole day.
gaudy hat and her carel
shawl and bedr

essly-wisped-on
aggled pink gown, her
air tossed and ruffled and her
eyes wild and woebegone, she had be-
come a forlorn, strange-looking figure,
yed curiously, ;
sometimes made

marks. This alarmed her greatly,
solitary wanderings were a new

perience to her,
mind' never to be a ball
her aunt s house ETew i move snd more
shadows stretched very long and
sunbeams had
ing grip, she came to a
familiar to her,
the next turn, if she was
stood the little
foot of a siecp
lonings| met—she
bered the pl-ce very well, -

white.cottage at

ner, just as she had hoped,
white cottage ¢
which for a few moments she
with much comfort of heart.

had not taken many ste
perceived that
12 brown. slope of the
cloud of smoke

ame into view, a sight |

thatch a thick
brooding, dull
looked thicker black clouc
heavy | And what might
pierced here and there by sharp | posin’ shs is? Her brother maybe ¢
thrusts of flame, which even un
sunsel of the sky gleamed stro
clearly the house

a dreadful thing: but
with still more | he said,
e seemed to be |

struck Rosanne
was that ther
nobody about to mind

plat between the (wo
1t of the cott 126,
playing some Zame
n crockery and tak-

triangular grass
lames just in frop
vthey were busily
with bits of broke

else was to be seen,
to the children in a
" Where’s all the

Rosanne run up
breathless scare.
Mahonys ¢’ One of

““ Och, the Mahonys was
yisterday for the rint,”
burning the ould
s to hinder the people o

blue-edged bit,
“And -where's
“T dunno,” said the boy,
‘““Sure, not at

heard them sayin’
gone to his brother's p]

said Billy; T

Th> first boy, who was freckled
blue-eyed and red-headed
acknowledgment
correction, and the third,
him, said: “ No, he, isn't.

thought they looked quite fie
hideous. She was turning
house when Billy said:

body in it;” but his brother said - "Xig
there is, after thaiVag'in.
Andesrson and another of the bailiff's
men goin' round wid a pitchfork aw hile

llosanpe ran « sperately up to

Rosanne.

smother of smoke inside, 'and the flames
might be heard gmashing their teeth
among the crackling rafters. Then she
ran on round the corner of the house,
and there, sure enough, were two men,
ome of whom, standing on the pig sty
wall, was poking a pitchfork into the
ch. The fact was that Alec An-
dersom, who had a thrifty turn, had

’Mﬂhorny had lately darned.hia roof,
and now deemed it'worth while to res-
cue the good bit of straw from the
conflagration for use on .'hu:_ premises.
Burning ¢#bins is hot! and thirsty work

mood had become irritable over it. So
when a dishevelled bit of a vagrant
girl, wrapped in an ‘old rag of a shawl
surmonnted by an-~incongruous gray
hat,came rushing up to him, and in hor-
ror-stricken accents asked would he
plase be tellin’ where Mrs. Mahony was
gome, he felt moved to reply by tossing
down a bundle of thatch fon her off
his fork, and saying: * On speir that
at somebody that kems or cares, me
hizzie and dinna be blelherin’ here
away.'’.

Unluckily the bundle had a red wt
smouldering core, and as it dropped on
l:samne's head, it knocked off her hat,
and set her hair alight, amd fell in
scorching flakes before her: eyes. She
was fleeing away, slindtand terrified,
but she tripped over a stone, and fell
with her head against the wall, which
Bbtunned her into unconcern.

By the time that her troublesome
world came back to her, she had been
conveyed to the infirmary ward of the
Hewitstown workhouse, a doleful
white-washed place, where the last red
rays of the sumset were beating on the
grimy windows. Poor Rosanne’s for-

last four
would hardly have
the same girl who had talked to her
cousin/ Martha at the gate among the
hayfields, while the s

; . 3 ‘or | Youl to stay ur
hind a screen of rounded tree tops. For gettin' married

| Maggie Walsh bedad ! Is it idling
be trampin’ over the country

her clothes were blackened and drench-
ed with fire and water, and much
worse, her

i scorchad. Next morning her neighber
in the ward: thoughtfully lent her a
bit of brokem looking-glass that “she
might see the quare shpy” she was
but she had scarcely: energy to glance
| at it, and was faintly shocke! by the
rdisfigured image. Al] the day she lay

in a dazed, apathetic state, and took | the Pig-*?'_' said Rosanne, ‘the recollec-
seemed to| tion of {his disaster now

little heed of amything. It
er as if she/ had been there always
in a dreary sort of  dream.

But cn the day-after, when the creep-
ing shadow on the floor had shrunk-
en almost to its noontide
she suddenly roused up quite awake.
! Just sutside the door, which was close
to her bed, she hLeard a familiar voice
speaking—the voice of Dan McClean.
Rosanne held her breath as the nurse,
a square-framed stolid person, was
called out to interviewl " a young man
“from about Kilbracken, that was coma
' cxfn” after a girl.” Dan’s voice would
have sounded like heavenly music to
her, if the echo of Martha's had not
come harshly through it| and jarred it
. into discord.

“ Beg your pardon. ma’am,” she
heard him say diffidently, “might there

< a girl by the name of Rosanne Tier-
ney in it ¢

“Is it the name?”
i “sure I couldn't be
| mames of the half of th
Juml goes. What sort is she 2
“Ovch, a slip of a girl,” snid' Dan,
| whose descriptive powers were mnot
great, " a slip of a girl—wid black hair
—and a smallish size she ‘is."
“There’s plenty of them, like that, if
| that’s all,” said the nurse, “we have a
| black-haired one came .n the other day,
| ot over big. Some sort .of a tramp
| she is, and got a crack on the- head
wid a bit of the roof slippin’ down on
her; but I could be
name. Rosanne Tierney did you say?
yow be to her sup-

said the nurse,
tellin’ you the

It seemed to Rosanne as if an end-

ng and | less pause foliowed this question ; yet

Dan only hesitated. for a moment be-
fore he answered:
“ you might say I'm as good
as a brother! anyway.”

And wit
upon Re€inne.  For what cculd “as
good as a br sthar,” signifly, except
marriage with (he step-sister, Maggie
Walsh ¢ She hoped to goodness she
might never have the misfortune (o
set eyes cm either of the two of them
toi the end of her life's days—and she’d
a8 lief that mightn’t be very long—a
pair of hlack-hearted rogues—the vije
lain might just €0 back the way he
came.

When a minute afterwards the nurse
returned to make her inquiry, the
tramp kept her headunder the blan
ket, and would only mutter in a husiy,
mumbling way: “I dunno any such
people at ajl—bid him get along out
of that—m- name’s Izabella Hill,” facts
which were at “once reported to Dan
outside in {he passage, with the addi-
ticnal details that the Creature seemed
to be a cross-tempered one, and per-
haps mot quite right in her senses.
But at this moment anot her visitor ar-
rived in the shape of a small freckled
and red-hiired b 'y, who was carrying
with an averse expression, of counte.
nance, a large, gaudily-wreathed straw
hat. “ And what might you be wantin’,
Matthew Flapigan 7" said the nurse.

“ Me mother bid me bringin’ th’ ould
hat,” said Matthew. It dropped off
‘o girl that got hurted up at Pat
Mahony's on Friday, and me brother
brought it, home, but she sez it might
be a lcss to thsrathur that owned it,
50 she sent me along wid it, and it's
him she'd a right to ha? sent—

“B» the poweras of smoke I" Dan
'xclaimed; seizing  hold of the hat,
‘that’s b2longin’ to Rosanne Tierney;
she oot it maw -at #Xster, and as proud

| truth in it.

tunes had sunk sor deeply within the | :;'((marn isn’t
and twenty hours that you!th“ ?
recognized her ag| ‘2¢m

un' went down be- | Yisterday—and they bid me|

J 5 | time I'd
pretty curling hair was all | =
burnt off, and ore side of her face was | 2fter her om a Mond

skimpinesg, | Féason for you to bet hrowin’ your

jall the pigs im the
{ in the middle of it
| stepmother amd

| shiofs  gabbin,’

| Tierney was married in
jand crimson wreathed
| clightly battered and the worse for i
 travels, but it would have been u
| grateful for her to discard it, as only
| for its timely turning up on
| eritical occasiom, it might {probably en-
|ough at that momemt ‘have been worn
| by a forlorn little dist racted, vagrant,
| instead of adorning the proud and hap-
em that comes | PY head of Mrs.

of herself in it she was
cock. Sure I remember this tuft of
yeller roses wid red glass beads In
them cocked ap at'‘the gide of it; I
was tellin’ her it looked for all the
world like one of
ears; and was axin’ .her why wouldn’t
g;::g be sticking upi:ithe other to match
1t

“For the-matter of that,” said the
nurse, “ there's dozens of quare hats
goin’ about the worlq, nd all of them
that deminted-lookin you'd be hard
set to tell thewrne from the other.
The aquil of the outlandish gazaboes
you see on peoplé these times I niver
witnessed.” -

“Ah! but T couldn’t be mistook in
this one by eny manes,” said Dan
continuing to
'twas sittin’ in
all the way drivin’
to our place and
Sunday, an’ here it is the very same.
Couldn't I be seein’ the jgirl, ma’am,
just for a minyit, for if she isn't
Rosanne— p

But here a voice callad} loudly and
clearly through the hal ~open door :
" Don't you offer ta (be comin’ next or
nigh me, Dan McClean. I'm no such
thing. Git away home to
Walsh,” it said, and Dan’s sunburn
face grew two inches shorter at the
sound. “Glory be to goodness, it's
herself,” he said, “ and ‘me heart broke
thinkin' what had become of her ever
since Saturday morning. Sure, T'l] not
be comin’ in  if you're not wishful,
jewel,” ha said, peering’ warily round
the edge of thefdoor, * but what talk
at all was that you had about Maggre
Walsh ¢

“It was me cousin, Martha Reilly,
wasd tellin' me all manner,” said Ros-

as a little pay-

anne, who felt as if she were waken-
2 very ill-favored night-

ing up out of
mare.”

“Trust Martha Reilly tc be gabbin®

! iesn’ her,” said

1l knew your

mother was puttin’ that;

this while back, amd devil a word of |shall
'Deed, Rosanne, that .ould | therea
| posed

anyt oo good I'm thinkin’
ut sure what matter
Your Aunt

Drumcastle. I discovered that much
t/lhere till we would be
afore reapin’ begins.

ay\'morning in th’
middle of haymakin’'? So hurry, up,
honey, and-git all right agin, the way
I can be comin’ ko fetch you. I’ll borry
Jimmy Byrne's side-car.”

“ And did
awful thing I

in' all Mrs. Conroy's, grand crame to

chaos of

emerge from the
and obliterat-

which had overwhelmed
“Why to be sure. ‘And was that any
after 4t, so to spake? Not if every
sup) of crame in [reland was spilt, and
ccuntry swimmin’
wave, and your
her daughter, and
Marthe Reilly, that can’t be aisy unless
along wid the lot of
them,”

So a few Bundays later
ther gay buff
hat.

a former

‘Paniel McClean.
The End.

EALTH

A~
BEAUTY BATHS.

Someyphysicians maintain that weak

consgtitutions can not stand frequent

axin’ her her |bathing, yet eymingnt authorities COl'l-
tend that bathing is as much of a tonic

to the weak as to the strong. It must,
in the latter case, be done Judiciously,
On waking in the morning the gkin is
in .a moist condition,

sleep. Is it better for the weak person

.11 | to allow the skin to reabsorb that pois-
that a siormy, darkness Tell

ou? A quick sponge bath from head to

foot with cold water and a violent rub-

bing with a flesh brus‘qur coarse towel
need not take more than five minutes,
and the weakest person is benefited by
the exercise. The blood is sent tingl-
ing through ths veins, and there is no
danger of taking cold through the day,
no matter what the changes of weather
may be,

A hot bath should always be taken
at night before retiring; it is quite as
necessary to relieve the skin of the
dust and dirt accumulated through the
day. The same quick bathing, using
pure soap, see Lo it that the water is
hot, not warm, removes all foreign
matter and rests the tired nerves,
making sleep the sweecter afterward,
I'hese quick baths, with the exercise of
rubbing one’s self vigorously with
toarse towels, bringng every muscie
into play, can not but, be invigorating
to the constitution, and when taken
daily and systematically will save
many a doctor’s - bill, It is all the
tonic an inactive liver needs.

In addition to this, many heauties
take—onee a week—a Turkish bath. Oh
the luxury of these Turkish baths!
Chere are physicians who spend a
gread deal of energy in their argu-
ments agan.t them. Undoubtedly
they have their own reasons for 80 do-
ing.  Dr. Wilson, a noted dermatolo-

our old donkey’s

examine the hat: “sure
front ‘of me in the trap
over from her place
back agin of Easter

Maggie

step- | like those any druggist keeps,
story about | her to keep up the steaming, which we

about the pack of | it
Lizzie Mahony's
stoppin’ wid her sister-in-law away at
be bringin’ | from the edge.
/steam escapes
| neck. Have a
me

{but even vinegar
(mouth with the wine, and pluce the lid
|80 that, when
you hean tell the quare!inside the bonnet.
done at the farm—throw-

beginning {o |the wine on the hot
troubles | paper securely so that the steam comes
|-up Lo your face.
ed_it-—But—Dan replied unappalled:|lid is cold and the
{ Wipe ‘the face very
self |of silk or old
| change
|Tecipes for toilet water may be wel-|
| come.

Rosanne [str
| thirty gallons,

It was|to put the barley,
ts]a cheese-cloth bag and allow it to re-
n- [main in the bath water unti] dissolved

| covered with
“Och, well, ma'am,"” Ipuisonous matter, thrown off during

gist of England, bas written a book
containing 5000 pages on the subject,

' gives scientific reasoning why
Turkish baths must necessarily be the
enemy to the physician whose income
depends entirely ugon the prevalence
of disease,

If, ashe says a great many women
say they can not take these baths, as
the method it too severe, there are
many ways of modifying it. It is not
necessary to stay in the heated rooms
ill exhausted. The luxury of (he
rubbing, scrubbing,
rest and sleep afterward can be re-
membered only with pleasure. When it
is not convenient

and plenty of A

cabinet bath, with the alcohol lamp
for steam, it is excellent; but if not, a
simple method is to place a deep pan
or fool ‘tub of very hot water under a
cane-seated chair, roll yourself in a
blanket, and gee that the blanket
comes well down to the floor to keep
in the steam. Your het bath should
be all ready waiting, with ocoarge
towels ahd brushes at hand, so that
when you are all aglow and perspiring
freely you can step at once into the
hot water and have a vigorous friction,
bath. Go to bed at once, for the long
rest in one of the great factors in the
success of a turkish bath.

Face steaming is much practiced for
but it must not be over-

beauty’s sake,
done, as it would then enlarge the
pores beyond
traction, and
unduly,
excellent.
A friend, whose chief desire in life
bad been a fine complexion, visited a
specialist and paid the suny of $15 for
some very simple remedies, but which,
by patient and systematic application,

have transformed her wonderfully, He

gave her gome cream, brushes,
and told
explain, daily for one month,

to unusual winds or dust, when
should always be used. :

| Make a kind of large bonnet of paper
|—wrapping or

news paper—so that
the face is removed about 14 inches
Secure this so that no
around back of the
fire shovel, stove lid or

heavy pan heated quite hot,

| of powdered myrrh is set on a

8o that it comes within easy reach,
a glass of wine—Rhine wine is
is geood. Fill

you bend over it, it is
Throw on a pinch

|of myrrh, let the fumes penetrate the
Iface ag long as they
;minute, anyhow, Then eject some

can be borne —a
of
lid and hold the

Repeat this until the
steam all
gently with a bhit

and notice the
A few

linen
In  your appearance.

Any of them added to the bath
make§ the skin soft and velvety,
One pound of barley meal,
Two pounds of bran,
One ounce of borax,
Disolve in two quarts
strain into ordinary bath of about
Another-good way is
bran and borex into

An equally delightful tonic for the
skin is as follows:

One ounce tincture of camphor,

One-half ounce tincture of benzoin,

Two ounceg cologne water,

Drop slowly into the bathing water,
This makes a refreshing wash for the
face, neck and handsg,
Lo a small quantity of water.

The following is
tute for a milk bath, easier to obtain
and at a much less expense.

One-half poun ] marshmallow flour,

One-fourth pound hyssop herb,

Four pounds bran flour.

Put int6 a cheese-cloth bag and add
to an ordinary bath of thirty gallons.

Right here we may as well say some-
thing absut glycerins, whether “chemi-
cally pure” or otherwise, it is bad for
the skin, unless very much diluted, A
well-known P i
by the continued use o
lady’s face w
of parchment, tendency to
dry, burn and darken the skin, but
when very much diluted with rose wa-
ter o1 distilled water, the effect is
counteracted, and it becomes an excel.
lent emollient,

The pine bath g much
beautiful Russian lady,
has taken cold, or feels
fatigued, fill ga pint cup
negedles, to be had at any drug store if
you can’'t get them fresh; add enough
boiling water to make ahout
quarts of tea. After drinking a wine-
Zlassful, pour the rest into a hot bath
After bathing 82 to bed, and you wil|
awaken thoroughly refreshed ang with
no trace of cold,

ike a piece

prized by ia
When one
very much

e

MERELY A SUGGESTION.

Long—Have you forgotien that $5
that you borrowed of me some time

kot

/ Short--Oh, no ;
mind.
Long—Waelyp,
would, b>» a
mind of it?

VAUDEVILLAINY,

The Gemtleman with the Bald Wig—
The reveaus officeps broke into our
lodge and seized the artificial goat lagt
night.

The Gentleman with
Whiskers—What for ¢

Bogus butter.

I still have it in my

doq't you think this
good time to reliey s your

the Green

IRON FROM THE SEA.

It is probable that few people know
what an enormous quantity of old iron
in the shape of anchors, chains, efe.,
is annually rescued from the sea. Dur-
ing' 10 morf.hs as much as 16 tons
weight was dredged up on the seagt
coast of the United States alone.

showering, plunge,

a patural, healthful oon-
strain the delicate tissues
A little steam, however, is

fter every other day, unless ex-
| Pink
| dealer does not have tHem the

| Williamg’
(Ont.

by adding a little |

a very good subsli-'

with pine |

two | the
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A WOMAN'S SUFFERING

Was Troubled With Palpitation of the
Heart, Extreme Weaknens and Nervows
H:adaches.

In the little

D i ¢ 1ls.
this cuu’:q is Mres.
anna, anestimable lady who
has resided in that locality for many
years. A reporter an inter-
view with Mrs. Hanna found her
willing togive full details, which are
given in her own words. Five years
ago I was taken ill. I attsibuted the
trouble at the time to an injur
sustained by a fall. Time went on an
[ did not get better. The sympt
of my complaint were palpitation o
the heart, extreme weakness, stomach
troubles and terrible headaches. Iwas
very mervous, had no appetite and ex-
rienced much wakefulness at night,
tnelly I was compelled to take to my,
bed, too weak to sit u and.
longer. In this condition I was fru .
ed at different times by three doctors,
and took a great quantit of medicine
but realized no benefit. ‘ot one of my,
neighbors thought I would get well,
In the meantime I thought-smyself that
death would soon end my sufferings,
One day Mrs. Smith, of Port Robinson
came to see me and persuaded my hus-
band to procure for me some of Dr,
Williams’ Pink Pills, and he purchas-
ed six boxes. After taking the six
boxes I had improved very much and

my oure

od better,

Y, and stand more fatigue

than could for years previous,

Although I have passed the meridian

of life T feel as healthy as when I wag

in my twenties, With great pleasure

and a grateful heart I give thig
bestimony.

The public is cautioned against num-

’erous pink colored imitatfons of these
lfamoua pills.

The genuine are :old
only in boxes, ‘ the wrapper around
which bears the words * r. Williams®
Pills for Pale people.” If your

$2.50, by addressing the D,
Medicine (o, Brockville,

——

WHEN CATS WERE RARE,
In the middle ages cats were very
rare. Even with the ladies, little dogs

! were the familiar household pets, and
|cats were regarded as almost a royal
" possession.
;tenth century cats were protected by
| the government and their value fixed
by law. Before a kitien,
gone, |

In Wales as early as the

could open
its eyes it was worth a penny ; after-

{ ward it was worth two, and when it

had caught a mouse its value rose to
four pennies. These may seem small
prices now, but they meant a good deal
then. Both cats and pennies are with-
in reach of any one, and the simplest
little home may have as guard the cat

of water— | that ‘“once upon a time” kept watch

in the King’s granaries.
In Wales the Prince had his store-

| houses thus protected, and the follow-
| ing story will show you how the theft

of a cat was regarded: One day a
small black kitten was missing. It was
not very big, but it had caught a
mouse, and search was made at once.

(It was found in a Peasant’s hut, and

his daughter confessed that she had
8tolen it from the granary. The child
declared that the kitten was fright-
ened by the Prince’s two great wolf
hounds, and had taken refuge with her,
and she had not had the heart to give
it up.

The steward had father and child
brought, trembling with fear, ‘before
the Prince, who sat on his throne,
yawning and stroking hnis tawny
hounds.

" What ig the law ?" he asked.

“The chief shall pay a full grown
ewe with all its fleece,” said the Stew=
ard.

Alag | the man was too poor to own
sheep.

“ Failing this, the cat ghall be hung
up by its tail—"

“ Rather hurd on the cat,” said the
Prince. and little Mertha's tears ran
down her face.

“And the thief shall pay a heap of
grain high enough to reach the very
tip of the tail,” continued the stew-
ard.

“ Then shall we starve,” murmured
peasant. " After toils and tithes
there is 8o little Jeft.”

Now the black kitten was brought
into court, and seeing the dogs and
its little friend, it bristled up its hair
with fear and mewed piteously tc Mer-
tha for succor.

The cat hath chosen the child,” said
the Prince carelessly. “I will remit
the fine and give her the animal for
her own.”

This law is still found among the
~ld Welsh statutes, but it is no long-
er enforced.

e e
A BOER DELICACY.

The Transvaal Boer will eati almost
anything in the flesh, fish or fow] line,
forj all is grist that comes to his gas-
tromomic mill, and the following mix-
ture is voted most delectable by the
ma jority of (he rougher classes: « A
great square slice is cut off a Joaf made
of coarse, unsifted meal, and covered
with a thick layer of Jjam,—preferably
strawberry : o row of sardines isth:n
placed em top, ana the oil from the
sardine boyx is liberally poured over
the swhole.. A Joud smacking of Jips
and other manifestations of thorough
appreciation accompany the disposal « f
this delicate bonne-bouc he ; but the un-
sephisticated Boer only indalges inth's
luxury when he msans ta emjoy a spe-
cial treat, quite regardless f expense,

-




