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this one was torn, up like its pre-

. Erskine

en back.

To neglect the ‘cure
of indigestion or some
other form of stomach
trouble is dangerous, It
is'also inexcusable. Dr.
Pierce’s Golden Medical
Discovery cures diseases
of the stomach and other
organs of digestion and
nutrition. Tt purifies
the blood, stimulates the

sliver, cures biliousness,
and eliminates bilious
poisons . from ' the .sys-
tem,

®The praise I would like
to give your ‘ Golden Medical
Discovery’ I cannot utter in
words or describe with pen,”

writes Jas B. Ambrose, Esq.,
of 1205 3% Mifflin St., Hunt-
* ingdon, Pa, %I was taken
with what our physicians said was indigestion,
X doctored with the best around Lere and found
mo relief. I wrote you, and you advised me to
use Dr. Plerce's Golden Medical Discovery.
ftook three bottles and I felt so good that I
stopped—being cured, I have no symptoms of
gastric trouble or indigestion now.”

If you ask your dealer for “Golden
Medical Discovery” because you have
confidence in its cures, do not allow
yourself to be switched off to a medicine
Claimed to be {ust as good,” but which

m did not ask for and of which you

ow nothing. :

You can get the People’s Medical Ad-

, 1008 pages, paper covers, free by
sending 31 one-cent stamps, to ?dy ex-
nse of customs and mailing only. Ade

ess Dr, R, V, Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y,

HER SEGOND LOVE.

A Story of Love and Adventure.

She had written two or three let-
ters to James Drskine, which had
been almost ‘her wholé night's occu-
pation, The last wadg unfortunately
mot sealed ; and to look over one's
Jetter the next day, on even a
Arifling affair, is &lwa} trial ; so

decessors. She would wri a  very
short note : that. was be ~but 1
fore even that best and shortest was
finiched, she heard the breakfast bell
and went down'stairs;’ DEvery one
avas there except M) Everett; Mr.
seorgy, and was par-
icularly attemtive to her,whilst she
answered him at randem. o

“‘Mr. Erskine,”’ said she, abruptly,
\hen breakfast was ended, ““will you
vome ?—I mean—I want to speak to
Pou for a few' minutes.’’

““Yes, I will ‘come wherever you

lease.’’
<" -Bhe .walked upstairs %o Mrs.
Pewis's sitting-room, and he follow-
ged her. When they were there, her
heart sank, and she was startled at
Jher own rashness ; she knew ncither
what to say nor d .
) *“Well, what is it ?"’ he asked.

- /7 Bhe hesitated for a moment; James

socmed already gone ; and when she
had spoken, he, as he stood  there,
Swould be lost {o her fopever, -

"It was aboyt you, not about my-
self, that I wgnted te speak. I do
gBot think yow are very happy ; but

) glad thit Mrs. Everett's letter
gugcht/to kave reached you

. \‘. dne so now.'’
e o~ W0 you mean ?'* he asked

difily.

I mean that vou have had a mis-

mderstanding with Mrs. Everett ; it

been cleared up now, I think,
nd almost too late.”

“Georgy,” he said, quickly, ‘‘that

,‘k not right,—not fair. I hope that
gyou do not mean to treat me often
®o: it is wvery early to be jealous.'’
{ "No, I am not jealous; but it
Mwould be unkind of me to marry
&you, for I know who it is that you
Iove best,’”” she answered in a low
~oice; and timidly, ;

it she had been playing a game,
she could perhaps have attached him
more closely to her,; for he was too
proud, too honourable, not to re-
Aeoi_l from all idea of catching at her
words to freo himself,

 “Georgy,” he said, smiling with
Kis lips, but not his eyes, ‘‘you are
mistaken, and need not be afraid of
wmccomplishing my unhappiness ; tell
me What you know about a letter of
Mrs. Everett’s, which scems to hn\'e‘

U YT know yo

Everett had maued
‘e i
cause you did not receive a

which she “Wrdte to you at Buxel-

Tes; and I know how the knowledge
that it was a mistake has changed
you in spite of yourself ; and I know
how Mre. Bverett **and she paus-

‘“How_ Mrs, Bverett, what?”’ he
echoed, inadvertently betraying some
curiosity., ¥

“How Mrs. Everett cares for
you,” she said, abruptly. ‘‘Now I
aim going, for T have said what T
wanted : you will come and see' me
some day, and tell 'me that T was
right.” Her wvoice tremibled, but she
brought out the words dclibera.t;ly
and clearly. o

“‘Georgy, you ‘are mad ! This  is
your doing, not mine.”

“And I am right to do it,” she

said, softly. ‘I will not own that
I am. wrong, till you dare +tell me
that 'you have never loved Mrs. LEv-
erett.’’
' They, had changed places now; and
sho,  in ‘her ° self-possession, was
stronger for .the moment, “'Tell mae,
if you ‘do not wmind the question,
what had Mrs, Everett misunder-
‘stood you about 7!

“Only that I had rémonstrated
‘with her on an imprudent acquaint-
ance ; and, after an ‘angry ‘letter
which I ‘received from her, I . mever
Jheard again.””

““And ‘you have loved hér for long,
—very long, I know."”

He did not deny. the assertion, but
stood half inclined' to speak, and yet,
uncertain.

v ““Good-by,’’ said she, gravely; and
she held out her hand.

‘““No ; it is too soon to say good-

“I do nat think so: we must say
that sooner or later, and it had bet-
ter be now.”’

“No, Georgy; you must let me talk
to you again about this: I will
come back spon,—I must @ talk to
you ;' and he left the room. MRS

Georgy sat there, Jbecause he had

said that-he would return; sh¢ had
a habit- obeying him, and had not
yet forgotten it:i Mrs. Lewis tame
in,- but sh¢ stilliremained turning
over the leaves ‘of some book ; re-
flecting that she -would go back to
her aunt’s, and wishing that - she
could start that ¥aorning.

It was a good: while before . Mr.
Erskine returned ; and it was not to
be wondereéd at.. He had been so sur-
prisecd at. Georgy's sudden words
that he needed a. little time to col-
lect himself.' ‘He could mnot be angry,
for all'she had said Was so perfect-
ly true; and yet, many people, it
they had not availed themselves of
her words, and'pleaded guilty,would
have taken an_ opposite . refuge ' in
displeasure. He was quite collected
when he returned, and never for a
moment flinched either from the spir-
it or from the text of his duty to
the woman whom he had chosen ;
but it was only duyty towards her
now. He could mot feel the excite-
ment of self-sacrifice which support-
ed her ; yet not the less must his
be a renunciation. He endeavored to
dissuade her from ‘her purpose; . and
at last said : ‘‘You did surprise me
pa-littie while ago ; but I think I can
satisfy you now. It is quite true
that I have loved Mrs. Everett very
much ; but that is past now : I trust
in you, or I should not make such
a confession. Will you' take me as 1
am, Georgy,’’ he ‘continued, holding
out his hand and sm&ing very sweet-
ly. “You are a little jealous and
exacting, are you not? I am far
older than you, and cannot tell you
that I have nev:r loved ahy one be-
fore : I can only promise to love
y now : you.\will be content with
that, won't you/? You may seek
falr, my child, before Yy find such
véry exclusive love as-you desire."’

She had mot taken. his hand,—had
not moved whilst he was speaking ;
now she got up, and leahed against
the “chimney-piece. = - «

hank you,—thank you,”’ she
said, bending down her head, and
speaking . through® her tears; « ““I
shall always remember what you
have just said.; you are as 'good as
you are”—and she looked up at him
with ‘pride and tenderness. She had
forgotten herself just then, in the
thought ‘of his perfections. .

“1 used sometimes ° to ask my-
self,” sha’ went on, as if she ‘Wwere
taiking to ‘hergelf, ““I knew so little
of you really, whether it was your
goodness that mad® me care for you,
or whether it wad only that you
were—— ? 1 know now how good
you are: I khow ‘that you  would
make me happy, and I am not ex-
acting : but you see you cannot
marry e : you' must marry Con-
stance Everctt. T know that you
will, for she loves you: I am sure
of it.” ' FafTon S

T do not know :that she does.'” i

“But I do;” ;and she told him
many ‘words of - Constance’s ' during

‘the past two. days, “Now, are you

satisfied at last 2! :
He colored’ deeplghmg

“1 was given up to die with

quick consumption. I thén bégan

{ 10 use Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. I

improyed at once, and am now in

8 perfect health:”’—Chas. E. Hart-
man, Gibbstown, N. Y. p

I’s too risky, playing

_with your cough. :

E  The first thing you§
 know it will be down
deep in your lungs and §

§ the play will be over. Be- §

8 gin early with Ayer’s
Cherry Pectoral and stop
the cough.

b Three siges: 25¢,, enough for an ordinary [
cold; Sbe,, just r|g(\t for bronchitis, hourse- ¥
ness, hard colds, ete.; $i. most economical N

% for chronic cases and to keeh):n hand, ¢

4 J. C. AYER CO,, Lowell, Mass.
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*Thank you !”’ He had said it,
and had accepted her renunciation.

“Dear Georgy ! shall you always
judge and forgive me as you do
now 2"’

“Why not? Is it your fault that
you have  met  Constance Everett
again? I am going back to my
aunt’s in T.ondon, and I trust 4n
you to excuse me to Mrs. Erskine;
for not waiting her return.”

““Y¥gu are going ?’’

“Yes, James.”’

And so she left him. At that mo-
ment she suffered far the most : his
position was very painful, as he
stood there, remorseful, yet unable
in anything to atone to Georgy ; and
grateful, but not knowing how to

( express his gratitude.

His suffering -was of another sort
‘from hers, certainly, bt not the
less was it pain.

James Erskine. was not gloomy, or
satirical, or romantic, according to
one modern  type of the hero. And
he was not, you will say, as deeply
enthusiastic, or as indifferent to this
world’s prosperity, as some higher
.natures arc. He had not the glaring
faults which often distinguish these:
but he ‘had not their excellences : he
was ‘no hero, neither were any
the' people here described.  IHe s
only one of the most lovable beings
who ever walked through life. It
was a strange’ choicer that had made
these two meet, and strangely had
Georgy’s cenacious’ nature clung to
him. 3

He was such a contrasy to her:
she was naturally grave, slow in
company, and could do nothing bril-
liant. She wondered so at his
ready powere of adaptation, whidh
could answer back to all things, and
every description of person, so quick-
ly. She admired his sparkling «cle-
verness, as none other had ever
done ; whilst she felt the rest and
satisfaction  which his deep, true in-
telligence. must give her. Morally and
fntellectually he had first roused life
in her ; and every fault, every weak-
ness (if he had such), was but an-
other link to him. It was mot pos-
sible that Georgy could have becen to
him the hundredth part of all this;
and he did love Constance: it was
at once his condemnation and his
excuse. 4

He was . deeply: pained at the
knowledge of the grief which he
must have given Georgy : there was
no fatuity in the feeling, for, in
ppita of the world and its influence,
he had retained great simplicity of
character in many points. He knew
her enough to knew that she truly
loved him, and it was a knowledge
which he had rather have beor with-
out. He wrote to her again, and
if she would, she could have retract-
ed ; but all was over between them.
He could make no reparation: any
further Intercourse which  there
might ever be botweea thein ~must
be begun by her.

OHAPTER XIX.

Georgy left the Grange that day ;
to stay longer seemed impossible ;
James Erskine had goneé also, that
he might not meet her again, or
make her leave the place too quick-
ly. But there was still Mrs. Ever-
ett, and Georgy had said to herself,
as she had seen her asleep, it was
the last time she would cver look
at her. DBefore she was’ gone, how-
ever, Constance came running to her
room.

“‘Georgy, you are not going, sure-
i1y ! What ig the matter ? Why did
you never come and sce me  this

« morning ?'’

© Yo, T am going directly.”

.. ““Why, are you afraid of Mr. San-
don's appearing t6 fetch you?  in-
deed, my dear Georgy, you must

. “Nothing ; I cannot

always, and so I am' going;'’

‘looked musingly at Constance.

. But, dear, why won’t you tell me

Wwhat bas happered ?  Colfie and stay
me if you want a place of re-

ould be so glad to have
ou_should settle that

fhat canhof be; thank you
all same, dear Mrs. Everett.
Good-by I~—I am going down stairs
now.’

Constance came to the head of the
stairs, and Jent over the banisters in
her white dressing-gown. Georgy
etill’ looked ‘at her, and thought
vacantly how marvellously graceful
she was ; and C tance, who did
not know her thoughts, fancied that
something had happened, as she met
the other’s intent look.

! Bo they separated, and Constance

went back, puzzled at her behavior ; [

wondering what her sudden depart- |

ure meant, and why she did not ex-
plain it L X

Miss Sparrow received her niece
most kindly Georgy
uncle wag still .angry, that she could
not stay too long at - Millthorpe
Grange, and so had come again to
ask hospitality from her atnt.

The kind old wef¥n assented to
all, and only said that ‘it was for-

| tunate she was at home; Georgy
never writing when she visited her
friends, but always appearing sud-

s She said no more, and

questioned her as to what

indueced her sudden returnp
Georgy fancied that this was only
becausec she took no especial notice
of the® circumstance ; but the aunt
was not so devoid of perception
Her niece er mentioned the Ers-
kines now, nd she had scemed so
happy in their society but a little
time ago : they were surely connect-
ed in some way with this sudden
change.

She was right, but, kindly and
prudently, did not say so. She did
all that was in her power to make
Georgy happy ; and perhaps the only
good ‘which she could do was fte
leave her unquestioned.

A still gray life they both led.

The aunt in her quiet uniform course |
of tending all those around her; !

being friends with, not patronizing,
poor pcople ;: befriending her rela-
tives, ahd working hard for all
whom she could help. Georgy re-
quired nothing; ' she passed her days
in a forced round of mechanical oc-

cupation ; she dreaded being wunoe- |

cupied for a moment for then
tears would start into her eyes

never a burst of tears, only a few
that secmed wrung forth by a burn-
ing pain, and brought her no relief
Her love was a bitter reality which
she was fain to put from ‘her but
she could not. There were days when
one idea pressed so-heavily. upon her
that not for one moment was she
without the consciou ss  of it

she would have thrust it from he:

but she could not

Those long days that could not be
told of, only felt, with their silent
relentless suffering that never chang-
ed ! Sometimes she took eager, hasty
walks . but ta approach any place
that she had been with him, made
her turn back. Through the day she
would talk in a quick, excited way ;
and then in the evening she sat op-
posite to her aunt, and assisted in
finishing « large crochet quilt which
she was making. There she 8at, with
a worn, fixedly sad look upon a
face that should have looked young ;
and it seemed older than the peace-
ful, wrinkled one beside her.

At night she would watch {for
hours at the window, looking not
into the' streets, but towards the
back of the house which formed the
next street : she watched the lights
as they changed from room to room,
and glimmered . distinctly up the
staircase, as the immates went one
by one to rest. It was far the
strongest interest which she had ;
every night she resumed her occu-
pation, feeling a certain degrce of
acquaintanceship with the pcopls,
the houses, and the lights; they
mitigated her sense of lonelincss,
Here, where she was 8o near his
home, and so  far separated from
him, she knew not but that cven
some of these people might be near-
er to him than hersclf. Sometimes
she recalled?with a sort of stupid
tenacity  a thousand little events of
her childhood ; trifles which she
' had forgotten came back very clearly.
to her, and she invésted them all
with that sort of unreal brightness
which those Who are unhappy give
to their past, whether it has - de-
served it or not. '

Those long summer nights, which
she never afterwards could forget,
but knew one th:ng that they and
their misery were lived out and
would return no more: she  never
forgot her one idea, even fin her
sleep. Through the sultry August
days she had no wish for the green
ficlds. and waving trecs ‘that she
had alwa seen in the summer
time : she was glad to be away
from all that; it would have made
the longing more painful, and the
fover stronger. The time was past
when her love had been her own
support, and she had lived  through
the strength of that meat. Now
when' she looked forward, it seemed
as if she understood nothing but
what a breaking heart must be.

There was mo end to this, how-

* Continued on yage 7
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Ls So says Mrs. Josie Irwin, of

325 So. College ' St., Nashville,
Tenn., of Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound.

Never in the history of medicine has
the demand for one particular remedy
for female diseases equalled:that at-
tained by Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound, and never
during the lifetime of this wonderful
medicine has the demand for it been
so great as it is to-day.

From the Atlantic to the Pacific,
and throughout the lengthand breadth
of this great continent come the glad

| tidings of woman’s sufferings relieved

! by it, and thousands upon thousands

of letters are pouring in from grateful

women saying that it Will and posi-

| tively does cure the worst forms of
female complaints.

Mrs. Pinkham invites all wo-
men who are puzzled about
their health to write her at Lynn,

| Mass., for advice. Such corre-
spondence is seen by women only,
and no charge is made.

|

d monthly by over
{ al. Ladies ask:
r Cook's Cotton-Root Com-
rer, as all Mixy , pills and’
5 are dengerous. Prie 0.1
10d $
1 receipt of pr

Cook Company Windsor, Ont.
Nogs. 1 and 2 sold and recommended by ali

onsible Druggists in Ca b

No. 1andNo, 2

re sold in Watfcrd Ly J. W»
McLiren and T ¥ 8

ylor. diugy

If You Want

A Raymond, White
or Standard

Sewing Machine,

Or a Standard; Bell.
or Berlin

ORGAN,

It will pay yn1 to get my
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Continuea from page 6.

wsver ; for, though she did ng
4t, such a state  could mo
Bhe fell sick, and lay for ¢4
7bating cven the daylight.
anisery, after that, she beca
in comparison. /

The old womgn's life slid
-on by the sid¢g” of Georgy’
there was a /power in that
#oly life, and unconscious g
which could soothe and quie
How quietly there time pasg
§n that great, struggling ci
mear the tumult, yet so far
-ated from ‘'it! One had ne
.ed it, and the other was
-and dull at heart. There W
«<hange till Miss Sparrow
then the two were drawn n{
:gether, for Georgy nursed h

It were difficult to say 1
.grieved for her aunt: she
grossed by the selfishness
.one idea, and on that all t
that was in her was spent.
not feel for anything, or
there, but through the th{
another life and another de

which she should never bea
All her feelings were vicari
mothing touched her but thr
aedium of that omne idea
again 8he became remorsefu
insensibility.

When her aunt recovered,
.sumed their former existenc
times now Georgy talked
thoughts, and once her &
Mer on to talk of James E

“He is very clever, is he
¥ave often heard of him
another,’”” was all the art

inning.

begye&”g said Georgy, abru

then talked on by degrees, i
«oherent yvet guarded way

people sometimes talk pl thi

Jove. They will criticise,

presently contradict themsel

would not endure a hard ¥

«<erning their idol from ana

though they will blame i

times themselves, and pro|
pleasure by the most
mtratagems.

“It is very long since
woung, but, Georgy, 1 was
-once, though it scems ridicy
to tell you of it.*”

“Why, aunt ?"’

“You are like the rest
~world, dear, and you will 1
mpon yourself with wonde
day. I do not mean to s
married people are not hap
that I wish my fate to h
«if.rent : I have been ver
but still, any one I love I
. wish to see married ; and
be some day, I hope. One
.children, else. It is very
«children bring trouble, too,
body who is in love can he
imng for children, I suppo
.added, simply ; %and her

went back from Georgy to ¥

children, and thence back t
_youth.

“But I have had a grea
#his world, and there will §
.some day, soon, perhaps,’’
woftly.

Heaven ! that was heave
-whilst to the other it mean
more than the grave. Was
1and where there was neit
rying nor giving in marria
therefore it had no me
Qeorgy-

Tlfew ware often Kogether
Qeorgy knew that her aur
whom she had loved; yet,
abandoned the form of ta
Yames Erskine as of an uy
different person. Perhaps
mot always interesting to

o hear that one often-recu
‘oct of conversation; and
wyening that they ever sa

irs together, the aunt
mained listening to Georg
ghe longed to be away, to
prayers, and sleep, or try

The next day she fell ill,

sisted upon sending for he

Mr. Sandon. Georgy wishe

dissuade hery ’
t‘o"Nlo," she ansJered, “‘m)

short; and Georgy, you m

<contiled to him bhefore I di

Very soon Georgy ung thd
kuew that she was dying.
all your real history, and Y
James Erskine to you? 8
and her niece told her.

It had been a melancholy)
Stephen Anstruther, that
be had arrived at  Grd

Georgy’s 'letter of refusal
‘geached him, and when he
announce his arrival in Ex

was clear to Mr. Sandon

%new nothing of the chang

Mad taken place, i

i ys afterwards, P
to say that p
\d arrived, (@




