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uopelesely in debt? 

dibUouoreü, and — and so 9 YEARS
AFTERNOON GOWN.1 itiu uux.,

and
throsL .
on,” wound up tiie poor boy, with. a 
miserable choking sensation In bis 

“Oh, dear, what can the matter be?" 
sung bonny Mabel, at 'the top ot her 
clear sweet voice, the words, singular
ly appropriate, albeit unmeant, as they 
were, echoing merrily through the 
chamber as she came swiftly toward 
them through the gathering gloom.

Her advent, unexpected as It was, 
left Eddie and Miss Trevanion speech
less.

S3’TWIXT LOVE 
AND PRIDE

I suffered with an abscess on my 
face,” writes Mrs. Herbert Cox. of 
Port McNIchoI. Ont. "I tried every
thing and received medical treat
ment for some time, but In vain. 
Flnally the doctor advised an opera
tion, which was performed, but In
stead of improving, the sore became 
worse. I bad despaired of ever find
ing a cure, when a friend recom
mended Zam-Buk. I tried It, with 
the result that before long the poi
son was drawn out and the sore be
gan to heal. Perseverance effected 
a complete cure, 
a scar remains.”

Zam-Buk la equally good for 
eczema, blood-poisoning, ulcers, 
boils, piles, burns, cuts, and all 
skin injuries. All druggists, 60c. 
box, 3 for $1.35, or from Zam-Buk 
Co., Toronto.
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immm,jpi H81i“Why. you two," she said—"are you 

struck dumb that you both stand there 
so silent in the twilight? Has the ‘holy 
friar' of our establishment appeared 
unto you and deprived you of the 
organs of speech? 
mind me of some l 
ing In that position, with the painted 
light of that window falling full upon 
you in such a dim religious ghostly 
sort of manner; while Eddie— Good 
gracious, Eddie, what's the matter 
with you?”

Mise Trevanion glanced at her 
brother, and he said—

"Oh, tell her—there Is little good in 
keeping it secret now, when every one 
will knowr it soon"; and eo "the 
queen” was enlightened forthwith, 
and, contrary to all expectations —as 
she was generally the most eèsy-golng 
of the Trevanlons—was supremely in
dignant on the spot.

“Well, I have never heard anything 
so disgraceful," declared that august 
young personage, when the recital was 
finished to the last word—"never! 
And If any one but you had told me 
of it, Mildred, I should not have be
lieved them. 1 think"~rto Eddie — 
“you ought to be thoroughly ashamed 
of yourself when you know poor papa 
is In such difficulties, and no earthly- 
way of getting out ot them. No, 
Mildred, I won't stop; it is useless to 
shake your head at me behind his 
back; I mean to say just what is ,on 
my mind—and I think too much could 
never be said on such a subject. You 
may spend your life glossing over oth
er people s faults, but I am not an an
gel, and cannot; Besides, what is to be 
done? How the money is to be paid I 
cannot imagine, I'm sure; and, in fact. 
I have no patience with him?” 
eluded Mabel, slightly oat 
but with a finishing to* 
that would have done credit to a Par
liamentarian.

“I don't suppose you have,” said the 
scapegoat, very submissively, being so 
far “down on his luck" just now as to 
render him patient toward any indig
nity, even when administered by a 
younger sister, 
ing with meekness, and made no open 
show of resistance or disapproval, 
though in his inmost soul he resented 
the treatment hotly, only he turned 

from Mabel, and addressing him

your father, Youngc, and ‘my pretty 
Jane,’ and 3ir George eloquent on 
Southdowns, and here, to excite my 
curiosity, the end of a blue silk dress, 
and there—— I say, Mildred—come 
here. Who is the young person in 
tights?"

“That's young Mason, of the 10th,” 
said Miss Trevanion, "and though he 
doesn't intend to, his clothes always 
do seen* too small for him. The blue 
dress y ou see belongs to Frances tivl- 
verton."

“Oil, does it!” exclaimed Charlie, 
turning away abruptly.

"Come in and show yourself," sug
gested ilenz.il. "You can’t think how 
awfully glad they will be to see you. 
It was only yesterday your mother 
was complaining about the short 
leaves of absent.) you got, and your 
eont.ng now so unexpectedly will en
hance your value doubly.”

"Vv dear fellow, consider—I'm in 
morning costume,” protested Charles, 
gav'.y. "Would you have me throw 
discredit on the house of my father? 
Why, these DevcvllU arc so nice they 

Id not know‘exactly how to treat 
a felictv who could so far discard ap
pearances as to tuni up at halt-past 9 
in gray lweed. Mildred, 1 will bid you 
a fond good night, and be visible 
again some time to-morrow, when you 
have gently broken the news ot my 
ai rival. Is ill y old roini appropriat
ed by any one ? Call I have it?”

“Never mind your room yet,' said 
Mildred—“do you think 1 can lit you 
go again so easily? No, come in this 
moment when 1 desire you, and show 
yourself In tlio company in general. I 
would not miss mamma's look of sur
prise and delight for anything; so 1 
insist on worn* obeying me—and, be
sides, you look charming in gray. 
Come darling—do."

"Well, on your head be it, it 
Devenu ix-tires m contusion," Charles 
murmur'd, and followed his -liter 
obediently into the warm, haiidsome- 
1} furnished drawing-room.

Miss Sylvcrton, sitting just inside 
the window, looked up with a sudden 
start as lie passed her and, crossing 
the room to where his mother sat, 
laid ids hand lightly m her shoulder.

lie was not a handsome young man 
—wap, in fact.- tile plainest Trevanion 
of them ail-—hut ilte action he used 
toward hi- mother was full of such 
t'-ndir, beautiful grace as might have 
belonged to the most polished courtier 
ot the itdeii days.

Lady Caroline turn-si, and halt 
cried aloud 'in Ivor intense surprise 
and joy. Ho was her eld si-born, the 
beloved of her heart, and she welcom
ed him accordingly; indeed, every one- 
seerued only too glad to see once 
more Trovar.icn's fair, sunburnt face, 
and hear his honest, harpy voice, un
less, perhaps. Miss Sylverton, who, 
once her astonishment at his sudden

With noiseless touch she pushed 
open the yielding sash, and found her
self part of the eilent, star-lft night, 
with a faint wind fannng her and 
the deadnesa of sleeping nature all 
around. A_tall, slight, dark-robed fig
ure, she stood with one hand —scarce
ly leas white than the rays that cov
ered it—resting on the balustrade, her 
eyes wandering restlessly over the 
shadowy landscape. A perfect queen 
of night she seemed, or very fitting 
Juliet, had there but been a Romeo.

Presently, with steady, eager steps, 
came Denzil Younge toward her, and 
took up his position by her side.

"Dreaming, Miss Trevanion?" he 
said.

M
and now not even

n\xMildred, you re- 
stricken saint, lean-
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WORK OF A VOLCANO.
6®i Result of an Eruption in Alaska 

Fourteen Centuries Ago.
Every traveler on the Upper Yukon 

River lias noted a conspicuous wutto 
bed, four to six inches in thickness, 
that occurs on the river banks, 
is made up of volcanic asn derived 
from a volcano located in the northern 
margin of the St. Ellas range, more 
than 100 miles to the south. Though, 
geologically speaking, the material is 
of recent age, yet It was probably 
erupted 1,400 years ago.

There are, of course, no historical 
records of this eruption, but in the 
course of explorations in Alaska much 
has been learned about the distribu
tion and thickness of toe material 
ejected. It originally covered an area 
of over 140,000 square miles, and 
some of it was carried over 450 miles 
from the volcano.

The deposit varies in thickness from 
300 ' feet near the volcano to an inch 
or two at the margin of the area cov
ered by it. A rough estimate indi
cates that over ten cuoic miles of ma
terial was ejected at the time of this 
eruption. During the eruption of Kat
mai volcano in southwestern Alaska 
June, 1912, about five subie miles of 
ash was ejected and about the same 
amount fell from the Krahatoa erup
tion in 1883. This Yukon eruption is 
therefore comparable in intensity with 
some of the larger eruptions of histori
cal time,—Geological Survey Reports.

They Paid ttye Price.

The corporation of the city of Glas
gow wanted to purchase the Whistler 
portrait *of Carlyle and in due course 
waited on the master of the gentle art 
of making enemies about the price 
(1,000 guineas). They admitted it was 
a magnificent picture, but “Do you not 
think, Mr Whistler, 
wee bit excessive?”

“Didn’t you know the price before 
you came to me?” asked the fhaster, 
with suspicious blandness.

“Oh, aye, we knew that!” replied the 
corporation.

“Very well, then." said Mr. Whistler 
in his suavest tones, “let’s talk of 
something else.” And as there was 
nothing else of interest to detain the 
“corporation” they paid the price and 
made an excellent bargain.

King’s Abbott for a few day*’ hunting. 
“Regularly knocked you over, eh? You 
look like it.”

“Not quite so bad as that,” 
answered, the dejected expression dis
appearing altogether^from his coun
tenance with *iuch rapidity that Mis* 
Trevanion, still watching, concluded 
her fears had been groundless, and dis
missed the incident, as meaning noth
ing, from her mind.

Later on toward the evening, how
ever, wandering leisurely up-stairs to 
dress for dinner,' and having occasion 
to pass through the picture gallery, 
beyond which lay many of the bed- 

her own amongst the number.

perceptibly. Per- 
they

far away—perhaps

Mildrçfl started 
haps her thoughts—whatever 
were—had been 
too near. Whichever It was, she roused 
herself with a visible effort before she 
answered him.

“Almost," she said, "although the 
night is somewhat chilly for such ro
mantic nonsense. However, you have 
shown me my folly, so there is little 
danger of my repeating it. Shall we 
return to the drawing-room?"

“In one moment," he answered, hur
riedly; whereupon 
turned back once more, and, pausing 
with wondering eyes, laid her hand 
again upon the balustrade.

Denzil appeared a little pale—a lit
tle nervous perhaps—in the moonlight, 
but that was all; and his voice, when 
lie Spoke though low, was quite dis
tinct.

“Why will you not be friends with 
me?" he asked.

"Friends with you!" 
peated, with calmest, most open-eyed 
astonishment, raising her face to his. 
“Why, what can you mean? Have 1 
offended you in any way? II so, I am 
sorry, and, believe me I did not mean 
to do so. 1 fancied I was treating you 
as I treat ail my other acquaintances."

“No, you do not," he rejoined, with 
an odd repressed vehemence asserting 
itself in his tone; "you treat me very 
differently, as it seems to me. Why, 

all the others you bestow a lew 
least,

Eddie

Thinÿf
«ou

A particularly distinctive afternoon 
gown is illustrated here. It is of a 
satin and metal striped material, in 
combination with ecru lace aud chif
fon. The colors are silver aijd hello. 
The metal striped material is con
fined to the tunic in back, while the 
lace and chiffon forms an apron ef
fect in front.

Miss Trevanion

rooms,
she behold Eddie at a distant window, 
his head pressed against the painted 
glass, Ills entire attitude suggestive 
of despair. Even as she looked there 

before her a vision of broken 
bread and lialf-eut pasties, with much 
plate and china, and a guadlly-crcsted 
envelope lying ill /their midst.

She went up to him and laid her 
hand upon his shoulder.

“Anything the matter?" she asked, 
lightly enough, not anticipating any 
teal trouble.

He turned and faced her, thereby 
displaying a countenance betokening 
anything but that inward peacefulness 
commonly supposed to come from the 
possession of a quiet conscience.

“Why, Eddie," Miss Trevanion ex
claimed, "what is it? What has hap
pened? Why are you standing 1ftre 
alone?"

"Nothing has happened," returned 
Eddie, in a voice that perfectly suited 
his face, and so was lugubrious in the 
extreme; after which he most ungrate
fully turned his back upon her.

"Surely you will tell mo?" she ex
postulated. “It can be nothing 
dreadful as your manner seems to 
imply. Come, Eddie, speak to me: 
perhaps—Who knows? 1 shall be able 
to help you."

"Nobody can help me," said Eddie.
"Nonsense! 

so down-hearted - is 
generally assise everybody, you know; 
so let me try with you. You will con
fide in me, dearest, will you not? In
deed I cannot be happy when you look 
so miserable."

“Just so,” broke out Eddie at last 
with the reckless scorn people gen- 

Vrally indulge In when conversing with 
their best friends—that is when their 
best friends have succeeded in driving 
them into a corner—"and of course 
you will have no difficulty whatever 
In putting your hand in’ your pocket 
now- tills moment and giving me three 
hundred pounds on the spot.”

“Oh, Eddie, what is it you mean?" 
Miss Trevanion asked, now thor
oughly frightened, ready money 
being an article very scarce and dif
ficult of attainment in the Trevanion 
household, and Sir . George's private 
affairs and general “liard-upplshness” 
being well known to tliu older mem
bers of the family.

"I mean that I have been gambling 
and lave lost three Hundred pounds.” 
Eddie said.

And then Miss Trevanion felt that 
the trouble was a very reel trouble, 
indeed. She could not speak to him 
for a moment, and so kept silence. 
Presently lie spoke again.

"There is nothing to lie done. Mil
dred, that I can sec,” he went ou— 
"nothing. I have no means of paying 
this money, and so I suppose the 
sooner I proclaim myself a blackguard 
end get out of this country the better 
for you all.”

"Do not say that," Mildred raid 
in a low voice, “is there no way of 
managing it? Let us think well before 
we give up in despair.”

"There is no way,"he said “none. 
1 have long overdrawn my years al
lowance, and the governor is too 
hard up to advance, oven if iie would, 
another fifty—to say nothing of 
vhc.t

RUNNING NOSE COLDS CURED 
SNEEZING STOPPED INSTANTLYarose con- 

of breath, 
h of scorn

The worst of a cold is how suddenly 
it comes. No time to hurry to the 
drug store, croup develops, the lungs 
are affected with pneumonia or tub
erculosis and it's too late. Keep Ca- 
tarrhozone on hand—it kills colds in
stantly. Something magical about 
the way it cures catarrh and bron
chitis. Catarrliozone is the best rem
edy because it. cures in na ture's way ; 
it heals, soothes and restores perma
nently. Carry a Catarrliozone in
haler in your pocket, use it occasion
ally and you'll never catch cold ; that 
is worth remembering. "

Beware of dangerous substitutes 
meant to deceive you -for GENUINE 
CATARRHOZOXE. which is sold ev
erywhere; large size, containing two 
months' treatment costs $1.00; small 
size, 50c; sample size, 23c.

Mildred re-

11 rs.

So he took his scold-

on away
self once more to his first confes- 

“Why don't you abuse me, Mll- 
“Am I beyond your

smiles, a few kind words at 
while on me—Miss Trevanion, I won
der—I wonder, if you could only guess 
how much your simplest words are to 
me, would tile revelation make you a 
little less chary of them?"

“I do not understand you, she said 
coldly, closing and un closing her hand 
with angry rapidity; “and I believe 
you yourcelf do not know of what you 
are speaking.”

"Yes, 1 
Bionatcly; 
rather
frienttehip than 
other woman. „
your hatred than what 1 tear no\.— 
voue indifference.”
‘ The moon had disappeared behind a 
sullen dark-gray cloud and for ? few 
moments they wove left in compara

tive darkness. Miss Trevanion'?» heart 
was beating loud and fast; the cloudy 
drapers- Unit partial’./ cincealcd, but 
scarcely hid, her delicate neck ami 
shoulders was strangely agitated. She 
could not Lee her companion’s face, 
but felt that he was trying to pierce 
the momentary gloom to gain some 
insight into her soul. He should read 
no thought cf hers, she told herself, 
with proud reliance oil 
strength ; he should not learn from 
her face how deeply his words had 
vexed her.

When once more the moon asserted 
herself and shone forth with redou
bled brilliancy, Dentil gazed only tin. 
a calm statuesque figure and haughty 
unmoved features t! at gave no in
dex to the heart beneath. She seemed 
a beautiful thing, a piece of nature’s 
most perfect work—but a being hard, 
iinsym!>attlietie, incapable cf any di
vine feeling.

He gazed at her. In silence, wonder
ing how so fair a creature could be so, 
and as he gazed, a man’s step sound
ed lightly on the gravel beneath 
them. As she, too, heard it, Miss 
Trc van ion’s whole expression ehang 
ed; her face was lit up with sudden 
animation, and took an eager expect
ant look that rendered her ten times 
more lovely than he had ever seen 
lier. She moved lightly to the top cf 
the stone steps that led to 
grounds, and walk' d with impatience 
until a gray colored figurq emerged 
frdm the darkness, and, seeing her. CHAPTER VI.
took her gladly in his arms. j U was just at this period that Miss

“Charlie!” she said, rapturously, j Trevanion became aware uf a certaie 
•ind when he had half pushed her i little failing of Eddie’s about which 
from his embrace, she put u;> her ! Elio had hitherto been ignorant. It 
hands and smoothed back his Minn y j camo^to her knowledge in this wise: 
brown hair from his forehead, and j One hunting morning, 
kissed him three times fondly ; after j chilly early breakfast, at which .she 
which she suddenly recollect'd Den- j always presided, her father having a 

presence, and, drawing back, i prtj :ice in fax or of til coffee ad-
! mi:u>gcrcd. by b. r fair hambv4-t- so 
i hawxHKd Hint t!.„ po-t, am.■ M. lather 
! more than twenty minuter buior.* the

sor:
dred?” he said, 
censure, that you refuse to say any
thing to me? Have you given me up 
altogether? If you have, I know it is 
only what I deserve.”

Miss Trevanion moved abruptly 
away from %he side of the oaken win
dow-frame, against which ehe had 
been leaning, and went up to where 
he was standing rather apart, 
laid her hand upon his shoulder.

(To be continued.)

Winters Poem 
on the War

so
do,” ho affirmed, 

know
have your most

love of any 
I would almost have

the sum a wee,pa»- 
I would 

careless
She \“I

the In the Sunday edition of the New York 
Times unusual space and pro amici 
given to a poem by William Winter, en
titled “My England." The fact that he 
Is an American, of ooutm , makes his ut
terance upon the war the more re ma 
able. This is his poem:
My England! Not my native land.

But oear 10 me as if she wer):,— 
How often have I longed to etmid 

With those brave hearts who light for

Bereft by Fortune, worn with Age.
My life is all I have to give.

But freely would that life engage 
For those who die that she may live.

Mother of Freedom! Pledged to Right!
From Honor's path she would not stray. 

But, sternly faithful, used her might 
To lead mankind the nobler way.

Her task was hard, her burde 
But 'round the world her e 

That reared and ruled a Sovereign 
Securely, on the Rights of Man.

No vandal foot should tread her land.
No aespot hold her realm In awe; 

The humnlest peasant should command 
The shelter of her righteous law.

ice arc

Manitoba Woman
Sends Message

It isn't like you to be 
it? and i canappearance was at an end, appeared 

to lose all interest in his presence, 
and went back to her 
sided flirtation she was holding with 
“the man in tights.”

“How d’ye do, Miss Sylvcrton7” 
Charles said, presently; and Frances 
put
“Have you been getting on pretty 
well? You cannot think how happy 
it makes a fellow to be heartily wel
comed after a long absence, as I have 
been welcomed by you!”

“I cannot say Jiow long or how 
short your absence has, been,”. Fran
ces retorted, “as I have had 
'bf remembering when it 
went,

“Whose fault was that?” he said, 
gently.

“Was it mine?” There was just a 
suspicion of tears under the long dark 
laches. “I don’t think

X:
rather one-

TELLS SUFFERING WOMEN TO 
USE DODD’S KIDNEY PILLS.her hand coldly enough in hiii.

IREPLENISH 
YOUR BLOOD 

IN THE SPRING

Mrs. F. J. Garlls, Who Suffered With
ResultsBackache, Say, That the 

She Got From Dodd's Kidney Pills 
Were Wonderful.
Stewart Valley, Sask., April 3.— 

(Spécial)—Mrs. F. J. Garlls, wile of an 
estimable resident of this place, Is en
thusiastic. in her praises of Dodd's 
Kidney Pills.

“Dodd's Kidney PIHs have helped 
wonderfully," Mrs. Garlls says in 

an interview. "A year ago I was so 
bad with my back I could hardly 

I took four boxes of Dodd s 
helped me

her own
■n great, 
diet lno means 

was you State.
Just 'how you are faeltng “out of 

sorts"—not your usual self. Quite 
exhausted at times and cannot devote 
real energy to your work. Sleep does 
not rest you and yoq 
Ing “all tired out." Perhaps rheuma
tism is flying through your muscles 
and joints, or may be your skin is 
disfigured by rashes, boils or pimp- 

Headaches, twinges of neural
gia, fits of nervousness, 
of temper and a disordered stomach 
often increase your discomfort in the 
spring.

The cause—winter has left its mark 
cn you. These troubles are signs that 

blood is poor and watery, that 
nerves are exhausted. You must 

renew and enrich your blood at once 
and restore tone to your tired nerves, 
or there may be a complete break- 

The most powerful remedy

me
wake up feel-

In vain her lien port w as braved !
Her pennant streamed o'er ev'r.v sea. 

And wheresoe’er her ensign waved 
All fetters fell and Man was free.

over forbid 
you to. come and say good-byo at Syl
vcrton, did I?”

“No, not exactly, perhaps; but there 
ero more ways of forbidding than 
those expressed in words. 1 have a 
dim recollection, a faint idea, that 
somebody told me, a few months ago, 
that she hated me.”
“And I dare ray she will tell you so 

again before t he dies,” returned Fran
ces, with a little low, happy laugh: 
“meantime I am very, very g!ad indeed 
Charlie, to see you home again. ’

“Are you, Frances?” said Charles, 
softly.

After that, the young man in close- 
fitting raiment got very little of Misa 
Eylverton’s society.

move.
Kidney Pills and they 
more than I can tell you.”

Mrs. Garlls is now able to attend to 
her household duties as well as nurse 
her fine big baby boy and she feels 
that
Kidney Pills too highly.

Backache is the bane of the average 
woman's life. It is accompanied by a 
weakness and lassitude that makes 
life a burden. But thousands of wo
men all over Canada are telling their 
suffering sisters that relief and cure is 
to be found in Dodd's Kidney Pills. 
They cure the kidneys and nine tenths 
of women’s ills come from diseased or

* To-day be all lier faults forgot —
The errors of her nascent prime. 

Or wily politician's plot.
Or blunder that was almost

les. irritability

rants strain.— 
ate combined, 
nd her reign, 

mankind.

She fights for us—for this fair clime.
Our home belov'd, where freemen dwell. 

Columbia, grandest born of Time.
That Teuton malice burns to quell.

My England! should the hope be crost 
In which she taught the world to strive. 

Then all of Virtue would be 
And naught of Manhood

But ’tis not In .the Book of Doom 
That Justice. Honor, Truth should 

That earth be made a living ton 
And only brutal Wrong prevail.

It cannot be the human race.
Long struggling up to Freedom"

Is destined to the abject place 
Of vassal to the murd'rous Hun!

she cannot recommend Dodd’s tv when desperate, tyt 
By <5reed and Fear and H 

To blast her power and rent 
She fights the fight of all

To-da

your
your

lost
left alive. down.

for these spring ailments in men, 
and children is Dr. Williams'

the
disordered kidneys. fail. women

Pink Pilla for Pale People, because 
these Pills cleanse bad blood and 
strengthen weak nerves.

New, rich, red blood—your greatest 
need in spring—is plentifully created 
by Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, and with 

your veins

nb.
THE SONG OF THE PLOW.

I cut through tho furrows.
The brown loam springs high ; 

The sunlight is golden.
The blue of the sky 

Brings promise of summer.
Of fruit and of grain.

I cut through the furrows.
It's springtime again!
cut through tho furrows; 
The flash of my steel 

Is sword-like, bur peaceful;
How happy I feel!

The winter Is over.
Tho summer - Is near;

I out through th- furrows.
For springtime is here!
cut through the furrows 

As If in a dream— 
see the corn waving 

The faint gulJen gle 
That blooms in 

I hurry and hum:
I cut through the furrows.

The springtime has come!

In F-v’ry land that knows the ills 
Of bondage, and has borne its aches. 

The deathless pulse of Freedom thrills 
And Reason's noble rage awakes.

this new. pure blood in 
you quickly regain health and in
crease your strength, 
skin becomes clear, your eyes bright, 
your nerves strong, and you^fecl bet
ter. eat better, sleep better, and are 
able to do your work.
—Begin—your spring tonic tr^atmrr.tr 
to-dav for the blood and nerves w**h 
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills — the Pills 
that strengthen.

These Pills aro sold bv most d ri
ers. but. do not. be persuaded to take 
“something just the same.” 
can't get the genuine Pills from your 
dealers they will be sent you by mail, 
post paid, at 50 cents a box. or six 
boxes fort$2.50 by writing Th» Dr. 
Williams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, 
Ont.

during the
Then yourI

Fplendid Italy a< 
id, grimly issuing font 
rasp tho hand of glor 
Ik forth the’ Intrepid

• Ai 
Te g 

Sta

l Ids lair 
"Ifus France. 
Russian bear!

shake her purpose to subdue 
of embattled sin.

want,; Besides, Mildred, 
l I could not bear to toll him 
cl" ii ; he lias so often warned me 
c' ainst. gambling on account of that 
v.TvLvut-ü ciu story about Willoughby 
Trevanion. I think it would almost 
break ills heart if lie fancied the fam
ily curse had broken out again in me, 
and—oh, Milly, i swear to you I never 
meant it; it all came about so sudden
ly. so miserably. I had always been 
proverbial for ray luck,until that even
ing at the viscount’s rooms, and then 
i lout my head, I think; and the worst 
of it Id 1'ovvntz is just now so deuced- 
ly tied up himself that he can’t afford 
to wait ”

“For how long has this—this gamb
ling been going on?” Miss Trevanion 
asked.

“About a year and a half.”
“And how have you managed to pay 

you1- debts during all that time?”
“! never lost much before, and, 

wbon T did. l was always sure to win 
it back again the following night. 
That was tho evil of the thing, you 
wap It drew me on. encouraged me, 
until I felt I couldn’t lose, and then In 
the end, as I have told you my luck 

me and left me as

ril’s
pushed lILaclm p'-tlv laward him. 

“Don’t bo ubirv.if-V." raid the now-
not cm 

last in tho
ITJr—eirae!

long-ex!'•'« :p<1 < r.mo
M

at usual hour, and qoimequ utly tho van
s'hap (° of the To.i ;night murav<V'r’- ! j ous letters wore handed to tie us-ori- 
liko my grammar, don't you, Mod red.» j bled men to peruse at liivir pleasure,
Jîivv. ar-’ you/ old boy? Glad to r.'o i while getting through the agreeable 
you Ibid no idea I should first come ta.aij 0«‘ devouring co'd ganu'-pie. 
upon vm spooning with my si^.w in “T\\u for you,” raid idr George, and 
the r » dight, but. accidents will hap
pen. vo. t:all quite well, Millv? ’

“Quiio well," Miss Trevanion an
swered1. feeling rather disgusted and 
sore abort the moonlight innuciid ), 
ivrd indignant that Denzil should 
stand there ? il 'nt and al’.ow it to pus 
for granted; “but you need not ac
cuse mo of flirting ro soon, Charlie.
T am net gi'im that way, ao you 
know, and Mr. Younge came out 
merely because he felt tho night 
warm.”

• lust so." said Charlie. “Odd lioxv 
mer always docs feel the night warm 
when there’s a girl on the bal?ony!
And so.” glancing in through tho :
l.riqht ;<d curtains that concealed tin ! Ion?" asked young ( aims, with a gay. 
room "you have been going In lieov- ; thoughtless laugh, from the far end 
uy for society to-night. J can see Mrs. of the table, where he sat near two 
Dovev’.i *nl a fat y.Xng man. and other men of his regiment staying at deserted

Will 
The cohortsI

t The Fwinish horde, the gilded hearts. 
Tn whom no touch of truth fuvIv 

ravish women, murder priests.
And strew the sea with infant live

The Lords of War. who kill and maim.
Exultant, while their people trronn. 

Sfeopimr themselves in crime and sh 
To keep a despot on his throne:

Thnt 
Him?

Who t 
And

°thv summer—
Who

If you
i he flung Kdriic a brave of missives that 
■ fell a little «-hurt of his coflvn cup, and 
lay with the blank sides turned upper
most. One had a largo s um re en
velope, and crimson splashing i-vst 
nr.d coronet, singularly un feu? ; nine, 
which attracted general attention for a

I cut through the furr 
With Joy in my soul;

I wish the whole world 
Might he happy and whole. 

I wish that the swords 
Of tho nations might be 

Just plows—and the spr 
Might come o’er the sea. 
—Margaret E. gangster. 

Christian Herald.

pirrmv. to whose ‘wildered brain 
self an Attila apnea rs. 
akes the name o' nod 5r> '-ain.

1 drowns the earth in blood
ringtime

I1 Jr.. In Hie
GO TO CHURCH.

(Niagara Falls. N. Y.. Gazette)
No man ever suffered, socially, morally 

or financially, through going to church, 
but many who have passed out of the 
Influence of the church have fallen 
evil consequences of a life which knowu 
not moral restraint.

The church offers surcease from world
ly worries and business cares : it offers 
a socle! diversion nf a beneficial chsr- 
arter it broadens the view an* strength
ens the fellowship of man. It awakens 
the soul to Its obligations and respon
sibilities to God and self.

Go to Church.

moment.I My England, strike! Droop not. nor 
Proof Against Wasp Stings. Tlllprtrfumph on ”nur banners shine!^ÆfzSî'S>,ï„;.':ïïvï Th»« asgss «=

bird will stand at the side of a hang- “Who wrote that article on how to 
ing wasps’ nest and deliberately tear eupport a family of s:x on $10 a week?” 
It In pieces in order to get at the n fri°nd netted WnH««. the editor of 
larvae, apparently mdisturbed by the The Ladies’ Household Friend. “Blng- 
swarm of angry insects, whose vicious ham. one of our best men.” said 
stings instantly put to flight the ! Wogeles without a smile. “We pay 
human curiosity seeker who ventures Mm $5 000 a year.”—Louisville Courtr- 
Dear to watch the demolition. Journal.

Mildred, idly toying with a tea
spoon, looked up y. miftute later and 
noticed that the lad's face had grown 
wonderfully dull and paie for him, 
r.nd that lie was staring at the now 
open letter with a pained gravity un
usual in his case.

“Has she bowled you out, Trevan-

i
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