. esfay I harlly know whether I am fond-|about you, it must be to take . some
~ uxmar of you or of Vaughan of the self-conceit out of you. Oh,
' “Y¥es, but then I always thought |yes, I just remember that I have an-

»y

S

. *But you'll .ivays keep on saying

‘[.'
3

. ‘jq

- ‘@mowledge of

b

- ‘the girls yo
g fell in
.~ I Horace pausc!

.

.
B

“#ghat. But, you see, Vaughan and
« wisere peculiar—he and-1 were made for

. & us=itand she positively blushed.

P Lo i O o

—

By
y

Myra iz,

“Look here, Horace,” said his mar-
one day—and her
tone was decidedly peremptory — “I
I can't
drifting about in

ried sister 1o him

can't have anv more of this.
see you aimlessly
#his sort of way.”
“You may call it loafing,” he
Plied, turning with a lazy,
“.agmile to the eager young wWoman.

“Well, yes, 1 do eall it loafing,” she
gaid. “It is loafing, and nothing else.
#And I won't be a guilty lookeron at
about

S<dt any more. So that's all

:. LT . t‘t'l'

“But what 4o you want me do?"
‘c“"

“Bat I'm not a nice people.”

“*Oh, well—everybody says you are
“\mme4 very nice persom.”

“And I don't wané S0 get married;
sumegad I don't know anyome to marry.”

appy &
“As happy as you and Vaughan,
%ot instance?’

“Well, no, 1 don't go as far

““You didn't have to wait long for

Bpe your destiny?”

“No, my destiny came and
= “=me out.”

“But my destiny hasn’'tcome
& %ound me out.”

“Then il your
= you out, you must go and look

» let me.”

“The fact is, my dear,” he said, [mind to a more decided opinion.”
™ 4you are respousible for my drifting,| ‘1 am rather afraid of the ordeal.”
war loafing, or whatever it is. You| ‘‘Not you! I faney your sister has
“hrew me over.” horoughly spoilt you, and has taught
“What sonsense! How could a girl| ou to be terribly self-conceited.

“®hrow her bretier over? Why, to this

awe were going to live together

~sams happy as the day was long.

ou must get married.”
“*“But I have never seen my ideal."”
*De you thick anybody else has?”
““‘Well, I think every man ought to
“gave an ideal—a dream-heroine — to
¢ with, at all events. You must
3 me a little more time while ¥

“%ry to find my dream-heroine.”

w" ’

"¥ou see, gil: are all so common-

" and insipid. They know nothing
j 1 really c. o about. I can't talk
f es, and L.l's, and theatres, and

“%he new novels =il the day long. Now,
%8 one could gt the intellect and the
o gifted married wo-

pan with the ciarms of young girl-
E"—vomcthm;. might be done.”

: you thini I was as silly as one
talk about when my
we with me?”’
for a moment to be-

MWhink himseli o a suitable reply.
“You see, Joscphine, you had the
. Wmestimable ad:.ntage of having been

#or so many years brought up in my
smompanionship.’

“Oh, well, Lut other girls have
Wrothers, 1 sujpose.”
‘“¥es, dear— rothers—but not such

% brother.”” He chuckled to himself.
“Stop,” Mrs. Vaughan said,

“Hearest of all friends, Mrs. Leven!”'
“Years hencc.”’ said Horace,

‘Sheatrical toncs, ‘‘we shall resume
this conversation.”
“Years hene? Nothing of the

d&ind. Hours htence, and not many
#hem either. Silop—don’t run away
4 want to present  you to
‘even—I reallt think I'll get her
Malk to you!"

r subject. Make it all
dear. Must 1 stay?”
Y, of course vou

‘Horace - stayed;  none

S " y

5
) {

' a par-| “Well, my visit to Lady Gerald
y graceiul movement. % Then comés to an end on Friday, and then
ran forward meet | Josephine is good enough to urge me

to come here at once — belfore

re-

loving

of course, 1 want you to
"dook out for a wile, and get married,
sssgs all nice people do.”

as
1

found
and

destiny won't find
for
“waour destiny. Or—look here, Horace—

3 find a destiny lor you if you will

for
. mmssver, a bachelor brother and maiden
 uawgister, and to bhe always together and
Fm
 wswsure we often said so to each other.”
“Yes, yes, I daresay we did, but
"#hat was beforc my destiny came and

. »fBound me out. Come—let us not talk

sud-
“denly, ‘‘here comes my friend — my

in

of

Myra
to

please don't—at least, on that
your

must.
Haven't 1 been promising mysell the

tue of prosenting you to her this
long?"’
the less

, perhaps, because he saw
who was coming to
bad just descended
and was crossing the grass
direction—~was young, and

each other? I have no theory on the
subject — but I know that women
whom 1 have questioned about it all
tell me that they do not. Still they
do it, and il nobody likes it, why
should anybody do it? Then Horace
Gilliatt advanced and was presented
to Mrs, Leven.

All this took place on the lawn ol
Mrs. Vaughan's house — a wonderful
place, only five miles from the Marble
arch, and seeming as il it were em-
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an came up and said it was

urday.

ness with which he said:

“Just like my luck!”

!H
Horace Gilliatt had,
knocking about the world in a
aimless sort of way. He was one

£

““Thank you very much,”” He said;
“that’s ever so kind of you to— to
Josephine.”” For he had not been
quite delighted with her way of
putting it.

She looked at him gravely.

“Well, of course, I had never seen
you—never saw you until this day—

and it would be hard to expect me
to be interested in you [ personally
and on your own account.”

“It would indeed,”” he answered,
somewhat blankly.

‘“‘But,” she hastened to add with

brightening looks, “‘I hope to see a
good deal of you in the coming few
weeks, and then 1 am sure we shall
be better acquainted, and I shall have
some materials for making up my

Now, if I have any mission at all

other mission too—from your sister,
of course, I mean. Can’t you guess
what it is?"

“Yes¥ I suppose I can.
story?”’

‘I suppose so. The old story—that
you ought to get married and settle
down, and not be idly knocking about
life." P

“But am"not 1 settled down?"

“In chambers and a club, and doing
nothing? No, I should certainly say
not. A man ought to be a man."”
“But I am not a woman."

‘‘No, but you might as well be one,
if you are going to vegetate in that
sort of way."”

‘““‘How should I be any the better
for getting married?" \
“Of course it would depend very
much on the woman you happened to
marry."”’

“But I don't want to be dependent
for the formation of my character on
the woman I may happen to marry,”

The old

At this moment up came Mr.
Vaughan.
“How is Charlie?”’ he asked. ‘I

ought to have inquired after him be-
fore.”
“Charlie! The husband, of course,”
Horace told himseli.
“Charlie is quite well,”” she replied.
‘He's not in Northamptonshire just
now.”’
‘““No, of course—he
in Scotland, isn't he?"”
“Yes, he is canvassing in Scotland,
hard at work; ‘heckled’ killingly."”
“Why don't you go and canvass for
him?”
“Well, I don't think Charlie
in favor of women canvassing
elections.”’
“I thought he was more advanced
than that.” No, he isn't; and il it
comes to that. I don't think I am
much in favor of it, either.”
.| “Oh, well, then that's all right, as
long as you are both of one mind up-
on the subject. I don't pledge mysell
to any opinion either way.”’ Mr.
Vaughan seldom did pledge himsell to
any opinion either way. Horace Gil-
liatt in his heart agreed with pretty
Mrs. Leven. There was a tranguility
in her dark grey eyes which was un-
speakably restful to him. He felt the
thought flashing through him that
if ever he should meet with his l?l
r with his destiny, whatever it might
e called, he hoped it might be cloth-
ed in a physical outside something
like that of Mrs. Leven. 3
“When are you coming to us?’
Mr. Vaughan asked.

is canvassing

is
at

| of riding, but he did not go in
the turf. He was fond of pictures,
he did not go in either for paint-

‘ing or collecting pictures. He had a

very good
want any more.

and he drilted—he
exploring would be
troublee. He had just come back
from Ceylon, where he ment to study
the remains of the wonderful buried
cities compared with which Pompeii

income, and he did not
So he travelled
neverexplored—

basket and he proposed to take
chambers in London and settle down
His sister reminded him now and
then that he was getting within
measurable distance of forty years
of age.

The Saturday came,
of Mrs. Leven to the home of the
lightful time of it. His sister ap-
parently made it over on him to
take care of Mrs. Leven and find
amusement for her, and escort them
all to theatres, and operas, and
picture galleries in London, and to
show her all the places and points
of interest around Mr. Vaughan's
house. The time glided quickly
through Horace Gilliatt's hands.
Mrs. Leven had the most delightful
gilt, an intelligent curiosity. She
wanted to know all about. Horace's
travels and his doings generally,
and showed the most genuine and
evident interest in everything he said
and did. He was peculiarly grate-
ful to her because she entirely spar-
ed him on the great marriage ques-
tion—that is, on the question as to
whether he ought not to look out for
a wife and get married. This rather
surprised him, because Josephine had
frankly told him that she would set
Myra Leven at him. Sometimes he
wondered that a clever and loving
woman like his sister should think
she was promising her desire for him
to get married by throwing him so
much in the way of a charming young
woman who was already married.

“What can Josephine be thinking
of?”’ he asked of himself aguin and
again. ““What good could it do to

himself that he ought to get mar-
ried to be forced into the company of
such a woman as Mrs. Leven? Why,
had only a twin sister now—but no,
sister would be sure to be quite
an unlucky fellow I am! I have

last found my ideal,

galized ideal of another fellow.”
In truth, it had come to

yilliatt. There was
trangely, winningly
about Mrs. Leven's nature, her

eyes, the sound of her voice,
took his soul captive.

you ought to tell him?"

delightfully as that! not likely,
dearie!

to Horace they seemed fraught with
unfathomable depths of meaning. The
eves spoke wonders. Then Mrs. Vaugh-
about
time to be getting ready for lunch-
eon, and announced to her husband
with an air of genuine delight that
dear Myra was coming to stay with
them for a few days, to begin on Sat-

“You will stay, of course, Horace?"’
she said, turning to her brother. She
was a little astonished at the eager-

“Oh, yes, ol course, I'l, stay gwith
. o
Horace

far too much

and Herculaneum are but toys in a

and the visit

Vaughans began. Horace had a de-

anyone who was trying to convince

it can only put me against marriage
for all the days of my life! If Myra

no, no!—it would never do—the twin
un-
like her in intellect, or temper, or the
toue of her voice, or something. What
at
only to know
that she is already the legitimate le-

that
already with poor distraught Horace

something
sympathetic
tem-
per, her intelligence, the look in her
that
She seemed
without any effort at anything of the
kind, to draw out all that was best
in his intelligence and in his heart.

Vaughan said to his wife one day,
‘I say, Josephine, don’t you think

“Pell him—and things going on S0
my
The spell is working won-

3

“It wouldn't do much good to me!
I am sometimes almost in a temper
to wish that I had never seen you.”

‘““‘How very rude—how cruel of you
to say so! What have 1 done to
make vou feel like that? 1 have
tried my very best to, be agreeable to
yo“__n ’

‘““Ah—there it is—there’s where the
trouble comes in!"’

“What teouble, Mr. Hilliatt?”
asked, almost angrily.

“You have spoilt me for every
other woman,"” he said, with some-
thing like passion in his voice, “What
did’you promise Josephine to try and
do?’

“Yes, you do touch me there,’’ she
answered. “‘lI know 1 have neglected
all that part of my task. I did under-

she

he necessity of getting married—and
I have not taken any particular pains
that way. The truth is, Mr. Gilliatt—
and I am always a very eutspoken
woman—] was afraid it would worry
you, and I did not care to live in
your memory only as 2 woman that
worried.”

“I wish to heaven you dii!"

“Did what? Tried to persuade you
that you ought to get married?”’
“No, I wish you had done that or
anything else that would have made
you live in my memory only as a
woman who worried.”

“I don’t understand; I can't make
you out at all to-day.”

“Can’t you see? have you no eyes
or senses? And people tell us that
women are all so acute, and have
such instincts and perceptions and all
he rest of it—"'

“Oh, please, please don't let us
come to discuss woman in the ab-
tract, but tell me plainly what fault
you have to find with me.”
“Well, il you must have it,
can't guess, or won't guess—''
“I can guess—I would guess if I
could, and save myself the necessity
of begging for an explanation from
yO\l.”

‘““Very well, then, I'll give you the
explanation right out. What have
you done? You have made it impossi-
ble for me . ever to marry! You have
made me in love with you! I hate and
detest the thought of any other wo-
man! Yes, I do! 1 never thought I
could love a woman as I love you!
Yes, I love you—love you—love you.
There, you have heard it all, and
now denounce me as you like.”

He was expecting a burgt of wrath.
He was expecting that sh® would turn
from him with an air of ofiended and
nsulted wifehood—that she would
burst into tears, perhaps — that she
would accuse him to his sister. He
was surprised to find that the tears
and the anger did not come. She
looked into his face wonderingly, and
then a light seemed to dawn upon her
and an unmistakable blush came into
her face, but she did not turn her
head away. There was a dead silence
or a while, as they walked on side
by side. She was making up her
mind to some resolve, and he, with-
out daring to look at her, kept wait-
ing for the outburst. .
“Mr. Gilliatt,”” she said at last, ‘“do
you know what year this is?”’
“What has that got to do with us?”
he asked, hotly. Was she only
making a sport of him?

“‘Perhaps it may have something
to do with us,”” she said, guietly.
“Do you know, Mr. Gilliatt, that this
is Leap Year?”

““Well, and what's that to you—and
what's that to me?”

“A good deal to both of us, per-
haps. Mr. Gilliatt, 1 assert my wo-
man’s right this day of this. Leap
Year, and I ask you to marry me!!!”
He staggered back as if something
had struck him. The solid turl seem-

and

ences, and repetitions, and so forth.
Then the pair retraced their steps
towards the house. On the lawn
they found Mr, and Mrs, Vaughan
awaiting them.

““Josephine,” Mrs. Leven exclaimed,
with hurried breath and sparkling
eyes, ‘‘I have fulfilled my mission and
my destiny! I have prevailed upon
your brother to marry!”

‘““Not really—have you?"

i, to marry Me!”

insisted, ‘‘before
uraging word! 1
was the first to move—"

“Yes, and wasn't it very wicked of
him, for he thought I had a living
husband all the time?”

“But I only said it to explain my

take to do my best to convert you toffarewell for ever,” said Horace.

“And then I struck in,”” Myra ea-
gerly interposed; ‘‘and you know,
Josephine, this is Leap Year, and so
I asked him!"

“God bless Leap Year,"
sald, fervently.

And Josephine and her husband to-
gether added, ‘‘Amen!”’

YORK DOINTY
LIING PROOF

That Dodd's Kidney Pills Will
Cure Gravel s

Thomas Harrison Tells of H's Suf-
ferings and of His Speedy and
Permanent Cure

St. Mary's Ferry, York Co., N.B.,
darch 30.—(Special.)~York County
has a living proof of the efficacy of
Dodd's Kidney Pills to bring back
health, when all other means have
failed, in the person of Thomas Har-
rison, of St. Mary's Ferry. ‘I began
to sufifer with a sever pain in my
back, followed by a ‘ery lethargic
feeling,”’ Mr. Harrison says in speak-
ing of his cure. ‘“This continued for
some time, gradually getting worse,
when I was obliged to call in a phy-
sician, who termed my disease appen-
dicitis. Still I could get no relief, and
very shortly I commenced to urinate
blood.

“My attention had been called to
Dodd’s Kidney Pills, but I was skep-
tical of patent medicines, and it was
some time befpre I ‘nade up my mind
to try them.

“The first box gave me reliefl and
greater relief followed when I passed
a stone that had formed in the blad-
der. By the time I had finished the
third box I was cured. I have had no
return of the trouble either, for if I
feel any symptoms of its return I get
another box of Dodd's Kidney Pills
and in that way keep mysell clear of
that terrible disease.”

Mr. Harrison is only one of many

here who have benefited from the use

of Dodd’s Kidney Pills, and the gen-

‘erally accepted conclusion is *“‘If the

disease comes from the Kidneys,

‘“‘Dodd’s Kidney Pills will cure it.”

Horace

WHITTIER'S DOG.

During one of the last birthday cele-
brations of the poet Whittier, he was
isited by a celebrated oratorio sing-
r. The lady was asked to sing, and,
seating herself at the piano, she be-
gan the beautiful ballad, ‘‘Robin
Adair.”” She had hardly begun before
Mr. Whittier's pet dog came into the
room, and, seating hiniself by her
side. watched her as if fascinated, lis-
tening with a delight unusual in an
animal. When she finished he came and
put his paw very gravely into her
hand and licked her cheek. ‘‘Robin
takes that as a tribute to himself,”

ed to go up and down under his
feet.

“What do you mean?’’ he stammer-
ed; ““you are married.”

“I was married,” she replied, de-
lighted with his emotion; ‘“‘but my
husband died while I was still very
young—more than five years ago."

“But Mr. Leven—Charlie, as you

call him?”

“Why shouldn’t I call him Charlie?
His name is Charlie.”

“Oh, call him what you like—but
who is he?”

““My brother-in-law
what else could he be?”’
“And Josephine never told me!”
“Are you sorry she never told

you?”

“It seems so unfair to you,’”’" he an-
swered, not attaching any particula:
meaning to his words.

“Oh, please, never mind about me.
1 have taken matters into my own
hands, Come, are we  not rather
wandering from the subject? 1 put
you a Leap Year question, and you

The days passed like 'a dream of de-|haven't yet answered it. Will you
ight to him. marry me, Horace?' She held out
“How they do get on!” Mr. |both her hands. He clasped her in

his arms, and the compact was made.

“Oh, how happy I am!"” he ex-
claimed. *‘I never thought the world
could have such happiness in store
for me.”

“And you never guessed?"’

“No, I never knew, and never

thing to guess about. If I had
_hm.lmlpt have been more shy
.lw suspected

your

to your encouraging ignorance,” Myra
said, smilingly. 3

“ all,” he said, ‘“‘the end is
much more delightful than it could
otherwise have been.

Y

5t

to be syre i

guessed, or thought there was any-
something of the kind, and-left you

~ There is o

said Mr. Whittier. ‘‘He also is ‘Robin
Adair.” ”’ The dog, hearing his own
| name, evidently considered that he

1Was the hero of the song. From that

| moment, during the lady’s visit, he
| was her devoted attendant. He kept
| by her side when she was indoors, and
taccompanied her when she went to
| walk. When she went away he carried
| her satchel in his mouth to the gate.
|and watched her departure with every

{evidence of distress.—St. Nicholas.
| —_—

4

$700 FORCHARITY.

At the 19th annual meeting of the
Toronto Savings Bank Charitable
Trust, held at St. John’s Grove,
Sherbourne street, His Grace the
Archbishop presiding, the following
named members of the Board were
present: Messrs. Thos. Flynn, ‘H. T.
Kelly and M. O'Connor, Secretary-
Treasurer. After the dispvsal of the
general business it was determined to
set aside the sum of §$700 to be dis-
tributed among the charities by the
Secretary-Treasurer as follows:
House of Providence ... ... ... ..$100
House of Industry ..... ... o .o .o 100
'Nonastery of Our Lady of Charity 100
St. Mary’s Industrial School for

Girls b 4 100
St. Nicholas Institute for Boys... 150
, Sunnyside

Mr. William Dineen was unanimous-

Iy elected a member of the Trust

V-

.................................

...............

told her I was in love!

150 Frenchman, ‘‘that I bave cockroached
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Labatt’'s Ale and Porter

SURPASSING ALL COMPETITORS

“BREAD THAT IS BREAD"

Such is the opinion of the people that use

TOREIN'G 120 S e

420, 422, 424, 426 and
ol s+ 428 Bathurst St.

) ' Limited
The 0'Keefe BI'B_WBTV Bo, Toronro.
€ —
rgonogf&g.?:'}?t‘gm“ ESTABLISHED I856 ” még:ﬁ:té?”m

P. BURNS & CO. il

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL
DEALERS IN

COAL AND WOOD

Phone Main 131 Head Office: 38 King St. East

THE DOMINION BREWERY £0., Limited

MANUFACTURERS OF THE f
CELEBRATED

White Label Ale

Their other brands, which are very

fine, are :
INDIA SPECIAL,
AMBER,
JUBILEE,
CROWN SPECIAL,
XXX PORTER and
HALF-AND-HALF.

L ]
The above brands can be had at all
first-class dealers.
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THE MOST NUTRITIOUS

EPPS'S (GOCOA

If you are
namemn |, JE0LING

fitted to build up snd main- ;

tain robust health, and to . ;
resist winter'sextremecold.  |Or working for someone else,

i
e JAmis "zprs & |Why not get a farm of your
AR Boblans  |own in

EPPS’S GOCO

GIVIRG STRENGTH & VIGCUR

-

The late John B. Felton, one of the
brainiest and wittiest lawyers Cali-
fornia ever has known, was once ex-

New
Ontario

amining a witness—an illiterate man Beg

T | it

:'l“:::i:: ptr::\;::ey .Ii‘i(l:l.lly. Felton For particulars wtite to ’

;?:edhylo:xvzﬁlm::; surtkl:d the .witf- Hﬂl, E_ _ J. Dlms’
%’&Zﬁﬁi&‘:’.‘,’, T Commissioner of Crown Lands,

A Frenchman explained to an Eng-
lishman that he spoke French very
“naughtily’”’ and his [riend must kind-
ly correct him. At the end of the ip-
terview: “I am sorry,” said the

on your time. so largely.” ‘“‘You
must not say cockroached,” said the
Englishman; ‘“you must say hen-
croached.” ‘““Ah!” said the French-
man, “I always have so much trouble
English




