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TROUBLE,
wiU oaU ; they^i *, ,on ^ 

take an overwhelming fancy ___
quio^raUunr*curious fife

te “%JorH ZA'Sjrjsw«kt0m“i“ îh6m- AndnaTLrd°nert
^r#^Sk0 lt next month I I would- 
?<*" the world be a trouble to you 
in any way."

"} «hall come next week," says the 
professor, ^ troubled in somewise by the
Rim^ueim ,her ®y®«- What is itf 
„1H£, loneliness, or misery down- 
jlsrf ! ^5°T ,yonP8 ?he looks—what a 
child I That tragic air does not belong 
J° her of. right. She should be all
laughter, and lightness and mirth-----

As you will,” says she; her tone 
has grown almost haughty ; there is 
a sense of remorse In his breast as he 
f066,^™ the 8taira: Had he been kind 
to old' Wynter’a child ? Has he been 
(true to his trust f There had been an 
expression .that plight almost be term
ed despair in the young face as he left 
her. Her face, with that expression 
on*w, haunts him all down the road.

Yes. He will call next week. What 
day is this f Friday. And Friday next 
he* is bound to deliver a lecture some
where—he is not sure where, but cer
tainly somewhere. Well, Saturday then 
he might call. But that—

Why not call Thursday—or 
Wednesday f

Wednesday let it be. i He needn’t 
call every week, but he had said some
thing about calling next week, and— 
she wouldn’t care, of course—but 
should keep their word, 
strange little face she has— and 
strange manners, and—not able to get 
on evidently with her present sur
roundings.

Wha,t an old devil that aunt must

jel. su

.
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Item St
Never since King George HI. built A FREQUENT SOURCE OF THB SCSI 

INTENSE MISERY.
not mÿ guardian I” 

,1 Inquiry changes to 
.ger. The white brow 
d certainly she could 
happy and comfortable.

for himself and hie children the un
derground mausoleum among the I
foundations of Windsor Castle has I *lr- Price, »t Shaurk,' Seacrmf

arsrsr;
qu^s and.royal pemonag» ..there trouZ, trulfïo to^tietuTto 
Jr ^ a burden to them ; food is die.
The coffins with the remains of tasteful, and even that of the pill». 

George In., George IV., William IV., *“* klnd jf frequently followed by 
the Duke o, Kent, the Duke of York. ^omitinT 6u8chP<Un8 and 
Princess Qctttviua and Alfred, children Mr. Harvey P?ice, a well-known far- 
of George III., removed from West- mer1and stock-grower living at 3is- 
mi noter Abbey; /the Duchess of Bruns- ma?f* 9nt* .To a reporter whor»- wick, the Princeeres^lTloUe rd T^lTtuA. will^S'

Elizabeth, children of William IV.; Pink Pills of each Incaleuiable value 
Queen Charlotte, Prince* Charlotte, t»ljeving me of a long siege of 
Prince* Amelin, Quteen Adelaide, Prin- but^anvfo^1! 1 am not °?,y tvilling 
ce* Augusta, King George V.„ of Han-
over, end last of a|J fho present Dumb- P?*“t the road to health to some 

mother, the Dncheae of ?tber ^,,t®rer- For five yc*rs I had
tht ir^T mOV8d ,,r°m Where ^^^U^Æ^aïS

tney lay to make room for those who also denied myself of many kinds of 
must inevitably follow in the yearn ttK?d Pleasant to the taste, but 
that are to ooma neither the medical treatment nor the
.ted'8 r71,BT1Chr6' WhiCh U Bit“- X Tamjd.„tu°aryhel^.e tt “eïimt
a,ted directly beneath St. George's of my trouble appeared to be reached. 
Chapel and the Royal memorial chapel A* ^st **me I was taken down with
rialTTT CaatleViS °ne rf the Ôthfrr“^ubl«? pl^ed mein %o?l 
places to which no member of the pub- precarious position that none of my 
lie is ever admitted. Some one of the neighbors looked for my recovery, 
royal family may pay an occasional aPP®tite was almost completely vrnit; some few, very few. privileged ^i^^ng^uÂ^

ipersons have at times been known to violent headaches. I was also frou- 
have their cdrioeity satisfied, but from bled with a cough which seemed to 
the public eye the plaice is kept sec- rack my whole system. I shall never 
ret. Even by those who have been forget the agony experienced during 
permitted to descend the stairs and that long and tedious sickness. Medl- 
.pa* through the gates into the pres- cal treatment and medicines of vari- 
enoe of one kinds had no apparent effect in

relieving me. After existing in this 
state for some months, my mother 
induced me to try Dr. Williams’ Pink 
Pills. In May last I purchased three 
boxes and before these were gone 
undoubted relief was experienced. 
Thus encouraged I continued the use 
of the .pills, and with the use of less 
than a dozen boxes, I was again en
joying the best of health. J can now 
attend to my farm work with the 
greatest ease. My appetite is better 
than it has been for years, and the 
stomach trouble that had so long 
made my life jniserable has vanished.
I have gaine’d in weight, and can 
safely aay that I am enjoying better , 
health than I have done for years be
fore. I feel quite sure that those who 
may be nick or ailing, will find a 
cure in a fair trial of Dr. Williams' 
Pink Pilla.”
• Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills make pure, 
rich blood, thus reaching the root of 
disease and driving it out of the sys
tem, curing when other medicines fail. 
Moat of the ills afflicting mankind are 
due to an impoverished condition of 
the blood, or weak or 

and for all these Dr.

i?”
k after-----”
don’t ci^e about Aunt 
what yob can d
ir fortune is not-----
! about my fortune 
ittle gesture. “But 1 
y happiness. Will you eome- 

a sufferer was
the professorsays

Y 11 take me away from 
ie small vivacious face 

,ow. ” I am ndt happy. 
Jane. I ’’—clasping her 

tting a quick, vindictive 
jr eyes—” I bate Aunt 

says things about poor
__ Oh I how I hate her I”

.u shouldn’t—you really 
ot. I feel certain you ought 

ays the professor, growing vagu- 
very moment.

Ought I not ?’’ with a quick little 
laugh that is all anger and no mirth. 
” I do though, for all that 1 I ”—paus
ing and regarding him, with 
what tragic air, that sits most fun
nily upon her—am not going to stay 
here much longer 1”

” What t” says 'the professor aghast. 
"But my dear,—Miss Wynter, I’m 
afraid you must."’

" Why ? What is she 'to met”
" Your ajunt.”
“ That’s nothing—nothing at all- 

even a guardian is better than_ that. 
And you are 
coming closer 
soft little fingers in an almost feverish 
fashion upon his arm, ” why can’t you 
take me away ?”” j

" Yes, yes, you.” she comes 
nearer to him, and the pressure of the 
small fingers grows more eager—there 
is something in them now that might 
well be termed coaxing. ” Do.” says 
she.

of York’s

.'“of, sort
through the 

room, this laugh, and has the effect 
of frightening her altogether this 
time. She checks herself, and looks 
first down at the carpet, with the big 
roses on it, wfcere one little foot is 
wriggling in a rather nervous way, 
and then up again at thei professor, as 
If to see if he is thinking bad things 
ef her. She sighs softly.

'* Have you come to see me or Aunt 
Jane?” asks she ; " because Aunt Jane 
Is out—I’m glad to say this last 
pianissimo.

“ To see you,” says the professor ab
sently. He is thinking 1 He has tak
en her hand and held it, and drop
ped it again, all in a state of high
oewildf rment.

Is tb i i he big, strong, noisy girl of 
his imaginings ’ The bouncing creature 
with untidy hair, and her clothes 
pitchforked on *o her?

“ Well—I hoped so,” says she, a lit
tle wistfully, as it seems to him, every 
trace of late sauciness now gone, and 
with it the sudden shyness After many 
daÿs the professor grows accustomed 
to these sudden transitions that are 
puzzling, yet so enchanting, these rap
id, inconsequent, but always lovely 
changes
"From grave to gay, from lively to 

severe.”
“ Won’t you sit down?” says his small 

hostess, gently touching a chair near 
her with her slim fingers.

" Thank you,” says the professor, 
and then stops short.

“ You are----- ”
" Your ward,” says she ever so gent

ly, yet emphatically. It is plain that a 
she is now on her very best behavior.
She smiles upi at him in a very encour
aging way. “ And you are my guar
dian, aren't you ?”

“ Yes,” says the professor, with en
thusiasm. He has seated himself, not Wynter, petulantly, “ you wouldn't call 
on the chair she has pointed out to me ‘my dear/ Aunt Jane calls me 
him, but on a very distant lounge. He that when she is going to say some- 
is conscious of a feeling of growing thing horrid to me. Papa—” she pauses 
terror. This lovely child has created suddenly and tears rush to her dark 
it, yet why, or how ? Was ever guar- | eyes.
♦Ran mastered by a ward before ? A 
aeoire to escape is filling him, but he 
has got to do his duty to his dead 
friend, and this is part of it.

He has retired to the far-off lounge 
with a view to doing it as distantly as 
possible, but even this poor subter
fuge fails him. Miss Wynter, picking 
up a milking-stool, advances leisurely 
toward him, atnd seating herself upon 
it just in front of him, crosses her 
hands over her knees, and looks ex
pectantly up at him with a charming

" Now we can have a good talk,”
■ays she.

a some-
. vie „ even

one 
What a

my guardian. “ Why,”— 
to him and pressing five be.

CHAPTER IV.
" Dear, if you knew what tears they 

shed,
Who live apart from home and 

friend,
To pass my house, by pity led,

Your steps would tend.”
He makes the acquaintance of the 

latter very shortly. But requires no 
spoon to sup with her, was Miss Ma- 
jendie’s invitations to supper, or in
deed to luncheon, breakfast or dinner, 
are so few and rare that it might be 
rash for a hungry man to count on 
them.

The professor, who has felt it to be 
his duty to call on his ward regularly 
every week, has learned to know and, 
I regre* to say, to loathe that estim
able spinster christened Jane Majen- 
die.

even THE ROYAL DEAD
the visit could not be called inspiring.

First of all there was the getting 
down—no ea^y matter even with the 
required permission ; and there is no 
wonder the visitors were few, except 
when the sepulchre had to be opened 
to receive a new inmate. Heavy iron 
plates which guarded the stone stair 
thajt led down into the vaults had to 
be removed.

The bottom gained, nothing more 
was visible for a time, buit the heavy 
gloom, all the more weird by the dim 
light given by one or two sickly can
dles and the lantern carried by the 
’watchman. Gradually, as the eyes ac
customed themselves to the light, or 
rather the darkness, one began to dis
tinguish massive octagonal pillars, 
supporting Wha^t seemed a vaulted 
roof. Down the centre ran a long 

stone table, end itmnd the sides some 
shelves, upon which rested strange 
dark things that did not, in the gloom, 
look what they really were—the cof
fins containing the dust and ashes of 
long since departed royalties.

To discover who lay there the privi
leged visitor had to explore with the 
aid of the lantern and peer into the 
inscriptions on the tombs. Cool, silent

" Oh I Impossible!” says the profes
sor.

The color mounts to his brow. He al
most shakes off the little clinging fin
gers in his astonishment and agitation. 
Has she no common sense—no know- 

; ledge of the things that be ?
She has drawn back from him and 

is regarding him somewhat strange-

4

iy.
Impossible to leaver Aunt Jane?” 

asks she. It is evident she has not al
together understood and yet is feel

ing puzzled. Well,” defiantly, "we 
shall see 1”

“ Why don’t you like your Aunt 
Jane ?” asks the professor, distracted
ly. He doesn’t feel nearly as fond of 
his dead friend as he did an hour

After every visit to her house he 
has sworn ito himself that " this one ’* 
shall be the last, and every Wednes
day following he has gone again. In
deed, to-day being Wednesday in th£ 
hear* of June, he may be seen sit
ting bolt Upright in a hansom on his 
way to the unlovely house that holds 
Miss Jane Majendie.

As he enters the dismal drawing
room, where he finds Miss Majendie 
and her niece, it becomes plain, even 
to his inexperienced brain, that there 
has just been a row on, somewhere.

Perpétua is sitting on a 
lounge, her small vivacious face one 
thunder-cloud. Miss Majendie, sitting 
on the hardest chair this hideous room 
contains is smiling. A terrible sign. 
The professor pales before it.

“ I am glad to see you, Mr. Curzon,” 
says Miss Majendie, rising and extend
ing a bony hand. " As Perpetua’s 
guardian, you may perhaps have some 
influence over her. I say ‘perhaps’ 
advisedly, as I scarcely dare to hope 
any one could influence a mind so dis
torted as hers.”

“ What is it ?” asks the professor, 
nervously—of Perpétua, not of Miss 
Majendie. '

" I’m dull,” says Perpétua, sullen-

go.
“ Because,” lucidly, " she is Aunt 

Jane. If she were your Aunt Jane 
you shattered 

Williams'
Pink Pills are a specific which speedi
ly restore the sufferer to health. These 
pills are ne^pr sold in any form except 
in the company’s boxes, the wrapper 
round which bears the full name “Dr 
Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale People.” 
All others are counterfeits and should 
always be refused. Get the genuine 
and be made well

would know.’” nerves,But, my dear—”
“ I really wish,” interrupts Miss

distant

JAPANESE POLICE ETIQUETTE.

'Yes. What of your father ?” asks 
the professor, hurriedly, the tears rais
ing terror ih his soul.”

You knew him—speak to me of him,” 
says she, a little tremulously.

“ I knew him well indeed. He was 
very good to me, when—when I was 
younger. I was very fond of him.”

" He was good to everyone,” said 
Miss Wynter, staring hard at the pro
fessor. It is occurring to her that 
this grave sedate man with his glasses 
could never have been younger, 
must always have been older than the 
gay, handsome, debonair father, who 
had been so dear to her.

“ What are you going to tell me 
about him ?” asks the professor, gent-

Ralc« of Deportment for Their Intercourse 
With Foreigners.

Chief Inspector of Police Ikigami 
Shiro, or Hiogo Ken, Japan, takes a 
fatherly as well as a disciplinary in
terest in the force under hie 
maïid. He wishes the men to win the 
respect of foreigners by conformingto 
the strangers’ ideas where • circum
stances permit. Be has given instruc
tions to the commanding officers of 
stations on the subject and some of 

The professor glances keenly at the them have been translated into Ene- 
girl’s downcast face, and then at Miss l 
Majendie. The latter glance is a ques-' * ■
t,on The Chief Inspector tells his officers

Only what he used to called me— You hear her,” says Miss Majen- and men that they should not make
Doatie ! I suppose,” wistfully, “ you die coldly—she 4raws her shawl round calls on ja foreigner in the early morn-
couldn’t call me that?” ,h«r meagre shoulders and a breath lng_ &t mea, times on late at night if

”1 am afraid not,” says the profes- through her lean nostrils that may be
sor, coloring even deeper. heard. Perhaps you may be able to tney can help it. At any rate, they

” I’m sorry,” says she, her young discover her meaning.” should pay good attention to their
mouth taking a sorrowful curve. “But What is it ?”_ asks the professor, clothing prior to the call, and they 
don’t call me Miss Wynter, at all turning to the girl, his tone anxious, 6hould never caji out for admittance 
events, or ' my dear.’ I do so want uncertain^ YooF£„w„» are to «■ house but should use the bell or 
some one to call me by my Christian l'vro,'?gs ar® un^n to „ ™’® ?” gong provided, or if there is neither, 
name,” says the poor child, sadly. j’1 oth®r “^s of y°ul\g.then knock with their fingers, and

"Perpetua-is it not?” says the pro- the matter of that And hisPart.cu- befor6 entering the house, they are
lessor, ever so kindly. lar young woman looks a little unsafe enjoined to ^ their bo'ota yTh

" No—' Pet.’ ” corrects she. ' It’s at ,he preaent moment- must not carry a cigar into the house
shorter, you know, and far easier to " I have told you I I am tired of tms nor take a seat until asked to do so
say.” life. I am dull—stupid. I want to go they are informed, and “ when you

" Oh I” says the professor. To him it out.” Her lovely eyes are flashing her call on a toreigner in private clothing 
ijeems very difficult to say. la it pns- face is white—her lips trembling, t^g off you,r hat and overcoat outside 

„„ „ . sible she is going to ask him to rail "Take me out,” says she, suddenly. the room and leave them in the nrn-
"Eh?” says the professor He moves her l)y that familiar-almost affection- " Perpétua 1” exclaims Miss Majen- pla«. The former is however

thengMlîTthUem down agMn Did ever at."/r.nameî T>,e girl must be mad. die " How unmaidenly 1 How immod- Bometimee carried into the’ room.”’ ' 
then pulls tnem <to\vn again, uia ever ^es mucb easier,” says Perpétua; est I” Some of Ikigaani Shiro’e direr tinne
difficult of1 aTswer as'”is “onl-that ’ " Ï°U wi".find that °“1' after a b't. I Per!**ua looks at her with lar*6’ aa to conduct might be pressed upon ,nt,.uated its command to Major
d tticult ot answer as tms one tnat when you have got used to railing me surprised eyes. the uniformed forces in the foreigners’ I Albrecht, an able German artilleryman
this small maiden has propounded ? | by it. Are you going now, Mr. Curzon? ' Why ?” says she. , countries. "Dresseur hair and belrd but the Transvaal has reiained its

You ran think it over, says she, ; G0;ng so soon ?” " I really think,” interrupts the pro-, ajwa „ be 8ays. ■■ dirtT clothing °h‘ef commands withm the limits of
most graciously. There is no hurry t have classes,” says the profes- feasor, hurriedly, who sees breakers d ^ unkempt head are an in,,, p fhe principal Boer families. The whole
and I am quite aware that one isn’t | sor P ” ahead, " if I were to take Perpétua for rn ci^ized co^ntrire Cut the finZ^ Tmnsvaa] cor|« is nominally under
made a guardian every day. Do you | " Students ?” says she. You teach a walk—a drive—to—er—to some place ; na;ls properiy and keep them clean the command of Colonel Trichaardt,
îoùrn fortv?” ‘ mak6 ' °Ut whl 6 11 them? 1 wish I was a student. I or other—it might destroy this ennui Keep yourboots clean and your hand- who an a subordinate offioer was much
C0“?t, u°r|yî u . ., , shouldn't have been given over to Aunt °f which she complains. If you wiU ! kerchief clean Don’t spit in or mil ridiculed for coming up too late at(uk if you Uddnmtakceount° at “l’” ' ‘Ü®.?’ "fi a,rat ber wiSSl allow her to com» out with me for an « ^The root? nev^amp8^ inpr«.^ce ^nkof in the Jameson raid. Li.ut.n-
quicKiy ii jou aian count ar an, laugh, if I had been I should have hour or so, I-----  ' I aiadv .au, ~roea insllit , f ant Colonel Erasmus, the next in corn-
says the professor, who is growing her, oh I” rapturously, " such a " If vou are waiting for my sano-; t your’ hand to a ladv before she ma°d, has no scientific training, and
warm. "The duties of a guardian- life!„ tion, Mr. Curzon, to that extraordin-j ^yo^a“d “ BJrl in the Mapoch war lost his gun ,o a

see that ones ward It sugge5(s itself to the professor ary proposal, you will wait some time.” j conveyed by a® impie bow • don’t shake 6maU number of Kaffirs. Major Wol-
that she is quite capable of doing that saVs Mlss Majendie, slowly, frigidly. bande with them if you are not invit- marBns and other officers, however, 
now, though she is not of the male She draws the shawl still closer an® I ecT to da so.” have studied in Holland, and as the
sex. sniffs again. j These a^re a few of Mr Ikigami «tandard of the Dutch artillery is high

" But----- ” 1 Shiro’s lessons in denortment fnr matiT have acquired some knowledge of“There is no ' But,’ sir. The subject leflSOns in deportment for his handling their ^uus effectively. Up lo
doesn’t admit of argument. In my ' ^ a recent date there were no foreign
young days, and I should think,”— WISE WOMAN officers in the artillery owing to the
scrutinizing him exhaustively through _ Boer jealousy and suspicion of the for-
her glasses, "in yours, it was not cue- Mr. Dukane—Ladysmith refuses to cigpeirp* >
tomary for a young gentlewoman to surrender to the Boers, 
go out walking, alone, with ' a man’ I” Mr. Gaswell—Ladysmith has learned
Tf she had said with a famished tiger, to say No. 
she. couldn’t have thrown more hor
ror into her tone.

The professor had shrunk a little

THE BOER ARTILLERY.
t

Higher Officers Are Dellclent In Technic* 
Knowledge.

In all the military forecasts of the 
Pfrobfl,bilitiea of the war it was from 
the ver(y first estimated that 
tens between the British and Trans
vaal artillery could end only in one6* 
way. The Royal artillery force is per- 
hajpe the one branch of the* British ar
my which haja been kept at the high
est pitch of efficiency since the 
tiny. Guns, horses, equipment and pro
fessional training are admitted to place 
the corps on a level with the best of 
the Continental armies, except in the 
matter of numbers, and the mobility 
off the field batteries has been in re
cent years amply tested in Indian 
campaigns and in the manoeuvres at 
Aldershot and on Salisbury Plain.

The Trajasvaal artillery force is di
vided in the regular way into horse, 
field and garrison artillery and pos
sesses a good and efficient tele
graph staff. The men have been well 
drilled, and the shooting has been good 
and accurate. The weak point, how
ever, is in the higher officers, who are 
utterly deficient in technical know
ledge. The Free State, indeed, wise-

com-

encoun-
He

ly

CHAPTER III.
“ And if you dreamed how a friend’s 

smile,
And nearness soothe a heart that’s 

sore,
You might be moved to stay 

awhile ““
Before my door.”

Iffy.

"About?” begins the professor, and 
stammers, and ceases.

" Everything,” says she, with a lit
tle nod. "It is impossible to talk to 
Aunt Jane. She doesn’t talk, she only 
argues, and always wrongly. But you 
are different, I can see that. Now 
tell me,”—she leans even more forward 
and looks intently at the professor, 
her pretty brows wrinkled as if with 
extreme and troublous thought— 
" What are the duties of a guardian ?”

are—er—er—to 
is comfortable and happy.”

” Then there is a great deal of duty 
for you to do,” says she solemnly, let
ting her chin slip into the hollow of .. y.- „ eaxra . . ... . , .her hand. ’ h. d° d"by* ay h ’ hoIdinS out his

"} know-I m sure of it ” says the ha,nd-ou wi„ com6 goo„ a in de_ 
professor with a sigh I hut might he man(1a sh , ain hpr ow‘t 
railed a groan. Hi. vo.ir sunt, Next wepk-perhnps.”
MisS-Majendie your mother’s sister^- .. Not ti„ th'en, ? shal| he dpnd
Ca"I don’t believe she’s mv mother’s a Iather ^‘h-
eister," says Miss Wynter, calmly. "I It®8, ,a t.h:Do y°“ kno,w 
have seen my mother’s picture. It is , y , • ,, V n® are the only
lovely I Aunt Jane was a changeling know^ ' L°ndon whom 1
—I’m sure of it. But never mind her. „ m, . , _ , . „ ,
You were going to say----- ” . 18 terrihle, says he, quite

" That Miss Majendie, who is virtu- . if ?”
sily your guardian—can explain it all „ n Ù ' "n 1 > ... . in itÈ0 Vou much better than I can.” v Rut you WV* know P^ple. in lt-

Your aunt has acquaintances. They—

EVENING SHOES.
The most fashionable evening shoes 

are of satin the exact shade of the 
dress. B ack satin embroidered in

DUBIOUS GENEROSITY,

“untr/a^s^- ! various colors so that they will go with

To Be Continued. ^■T^Tn^eT^gr^g^th^ any dress are more useful, aud quite 
buDer, according to the "latest Vm-
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