Diamond Cut Diamond ——
OR,

THE ROUT OF THE ENEMY.

CHAPTER XXXVIL—Continued.

“ Why, Angel, I really think youare
a lacky girl! To think that you hold
all the trump cards in your hands, and
have such a grand gambling game be-
fore you ! Chance, indeed! Are you not
young and pretty, and always with
him ¢—as good as gold and as sweet
as hawthorn blossom ¢ Do you think
any man could resist you if you set
to work to try and win him? Oh, I
would not sit and cry if I were you!
I would try with all my might and
main to see if I could get the better
of that ‘other woman.’ Win Geoffrey

youreelf, defy the spiteful words of a;
and show her

gpiteful sister-in~law,
that it was a wicked lie that she told
you! Begin this very day, my dear |

“ Do you think I could, Dulcie #”

“T am sure of it, Angel. Think what
a grand advantage it is to be actu-
ally a man’s wife. Oh, if you try hard
enough, you widll succeed, I promise
you I”

Then Amgel hid her face upon ber
pister’s shoulder.

* Dulcie,” she whispered, ‘‘I have a
secret to tell you—do you know that
I have made a wonderful discovery ?
I always thought, you know, that I
loved Horace Lessiter—I did once, you
see—and therefore I thought that I
could never love anybody else. When T
was married, I said to myself that I
would be a good and dutiful wife, but
that I could be nothing more—but since
—sinice 1 think the very hour that
dreadful man said he loved me, and
tried to say disparaging things of
Geoffrey—something has suddenly come
to me. Perhaps it was the horror I
felt, the disgust at his insolence, or
perhaps it is Geoffrey’s coldness that
bas hurt me, and this horrible jealousy
which ig eating away my heart—I don’t
gnow how or why it is, but I have dis-
sovered all at once that I am in love
with himm! Oh, but desperately, dread-
lully in love I”

“Oh, Angel! Angel !I” and Dulcie cov-
pred the blushing face with kisses of
anfeigned delight. * So you see you
have love as well to help you to win
your battle!”

For some minutes neither sister
spoke; they remained silent, fast lock-
ed in each other’s arms.

Then very seriously Angel raised her
face and looked anxiously into Dul-
tie’s eyes.

“ Dulcie.

“ My dearest.”

“ Don’t think me a great fool, but
—but don’t you honestly think that
Geoffrey is a very handsome man ?”

“"He 1§ an Adomis, my dear, a very
Adonis, with a touch of the Apolloand
flavouring of a Cupid!”

And then she jumped up from her
lowly position unn{ laughed merrily and
heartily. '

But all this time she had said not
a word about her own concerns.

Truth to say, Dulcie was a coward.
She knew that she was about to fling
an explosive machine down into the
bosom of her family, and she was a

little bit afraid of the storm and con- |
fusion she was certain to bring upon
That Dulcie, the practical, the |

herself.

sensible, should be the one to fling

herself away in a reckless and improvi- |

dent faghion upon a man 8o poor, that
without her father’s assistance, he
would certainly be unable to keep her
In bread and cheese wals to gay the least
of it somewhat galling to her vanity.
She felt, too, that really there was no
special reason to show to the world's
eye for her folly. If it had been Geof-
frey now, there would have been some
excuse. Geoffrey had all the needful
eharm of look and manner wherewith
to storm successfully the
feminine hearts; there was something
interesting and poetical,-and intensely
fascinating about Geoffrey—but what
on earth could there be in honest Miles
Faulkner, that a girl like Dulcie Hal-
liday ghould throw hergelf away upon
wnd consider * the world well lost * for
his wake ?

1 do verily believe it is or account
of his size!” Dulcie would say. with
2 rueful disgust to herself. “ They say
spavages are impressed by brute force
and gigantic gtature—it is their only
standard of excellence. At heart, there
is not a doubt of it, T must be an Qjibe-
way Indian!”

Nevertheless, Dulcie did not repent
of her infatuation, and had not the
smallest intention of drawing back
from her bargain—only she shrank
from the confession of it.

After her little talk with Angel. she
went out and walked dreamily about
the garden, pacing thoughtfully along
the newly-laid out paths. Not a doubt
of it that her intentions could ne long-
er be kept a secret ; her father must be
written to and Angel and Gecffrey
must be {old.

A hundred and twenty pounds a
year,” she said aloud., with a certaln
grim sense of amusement, *‘ It’s pre-
posterous. of course: I almost wish It
were nothing at ali ; the measure of ro-
mantic idiotey would at least be poet-
feally fuller!" The words were scarce-
1y <ut of her mouth. before she had a
practical opportunity of testing her as-
pirationg to their uttermost.

The second post had just arrived, and
a servant came ov} and hrought her
a letter. Tt wak fr«m Miles. and the
very first glimpse showed it to be
of a most unprecedemted brevity. With
a vague wonder at ite shortnéss, she
began to read: ‘' e

"My dearest Dulcie.—All must be
over between us for ever—our engage-
ment musi{ be broken off. Mr. Dane hns
'dis.miﬁsm] me from the business, I do
now know why, but think it is Albert
Trichet’s doing. Of course this puts
marriage out of the question with me
for years—I am a pauper. God bless
you—I can’t write more. T fee] a hit
bowled over. You needn’t write, T'd
rather you didn’t—M.F.”

For some moments Duleie remained
staringg Qown silently at this letter,

with no other sigm of emotion save a
slightly heightened colour. Then,
much regret to be obliged to state t.he
three words that fell slowly and delib-
erately from her lips. E

They were neither lady-like nor re-
fined words, and I only record them
from a strict sense of duty, and be-
cause to render a (ale absolutely and un-
varnishedly truthful, it is necessary,
occasionally, to offend the susceptibil-
ities of punctilious persons. In hopes
that the apology I tender may insome
meagure mitigate the shock that Dul-
cie ig about to inflict upon my read-
ers, what she actually said must now
be revealed:

“The infernal blackguard!” was
what Miss Halliday said aloud, in a
calm and remarkably sweet-tempered
manner. And it ic quite certain that
it was npt to poor Miles that she made
allugion. 2 :

Then walking back towards the house
slowly putting her letter back into
the envelope as she went, she came
across a groom just coming round from
the stables. [

“Can you take a telegram down to
the post-office for me at once?”’ she
enquired of the man.

“ Yes, miss.”

““Then wait here, and I will bring it
to you in a moment."”

She went into the drawing-room, and
sat down to the writing-table.

“*Ah!” ghe said, savagely clenching
her little fists together, “so that
wretch thinks he can force me into giv-
ing Miles up. does he? He imagines
that of course I shall drop him the very
moment he has succeeded in ruining
him ! You don’t know much about Dul-
cie Halliday, my young friend!”

And then she got out a telegraph
form and wrote this characterisiic mes-
sage :

“ All rubbish. Refuse to be given up.
Prefer paupers. Come down here im-
mediately.”

“ Strict obedience " she murmured to
herself, with an odd little smile of
amusement. * He did not say I was
not to telegraph!”

Then, after she had given her mis-
sive to the groom, she came back to the
writing-table and took cut a sheet of
paper.

“This settles it |” she muttered, dip-
ping her pen into the ink. And then
she wrote:

“ Dear Father,—I =uppose you will
think me quite mad, although I can’t
help it if you do. I am going to mar-
ry Miles Faulkner. I hope you will
give me something to marry upon, in
addition to the four hundred a year
which comes to me under my mother’s
marriage set(lement, and which, as I
am of age, I suppose I shall have a
right to.

will kindly make some further provi-
sion for me. I have thought it all over
for some time, and have quite made up
my mind to marry nobody else on earth
but Miles, so it i8 too late to make
me change my determination, but not
too late, my dear father, to give me
your blessing and your help. I fear I
may be disappointing some, of your am-
bitions, but you are too ‘'good a fa-
ther not to see that happiness and af-
fection are, after all, the best things
to make a marriage successful.—Your
| affectionate child, Dulcie.

“P.S.—By the way, I hear Miles is

{ turned out of the business.

! make not the slightest difference to
| me, as it would be a mean thing, as you
| will agree, to throw a man over hecause
| he is in trcuble. I suppose it is a
{ trick of that detestable little cad, Trich-
|et. T always hated the little beast!

cifadel of | He is more like a monkey than a man, |

i I think1”
| Dulcie felt proud of this composition
| more particularly of the postseript.

“ That will prevent the chance of any
misunderstanding on that score!” she
gaid to herself, as she folded and ad-
dregsed the letter. ‘' ‘It will show papa
that I consider Miles’ dismissal as a
matter of minor importance, and also
put. any little dreams he may have
had on the gubject of my becoming Mrs.
Albert Trichet out of his calculations.
No woman who describegs a suitor for
her- hand as a mcnkey, could, by any
possibility, be expected to retract the
expression and marry him, under any
pressure of circumstances whatever!
It’s just as well papa should see ex-
aclly how matters sfand !

After that. Miss Halliday felt as
happy as a bird—a happiness which

of Geoffrey and
wards the house
stables,

Dulcie saw that Geoffrey looked pale
and ill, but that he was apparently
making an effort to talk to his wife;
and presently, as she watched them,
she eaw Angel half shyly, and with a
quick, nervous glance at her husband’s
face, slip her hand through his arm, of
her own accord.

Geoffrey was
and a little
brow, but

coming
from

Angel
together

evidently surprised,
colour mounted to his
after a minute he
laid his other hand upon his
wife’s, and looked pleased.

Perhaps coming straight from that
sad interview upon the Downs, Geof-
frey Dan» might reasonably have car-
ed for a little interval of solitude and
thought ere he was called upon to begin
to tread the path which his lost love
had pointed out to him. But life
sometimes hurries us on in an unac-
countable fashion, and wh'n, as he
tuined into the stable-yard d flung
himeelf off hie foam-flecked Lorse, he
was met by Angel, coming out hatless
from the house to greet him on his
return, something in her timid smile
made him remember Rose de Brefour’s
words: “It is always possible for a
man to make a young wife love him.”

Was it? he wondered. At any rate,
he had made up his mind that he would
try

A certain surprise came

upon him,

Of course I am aware that |
this is very little, and so I hope you |

This will |

was in no way diminished by the sight |
to- |
the |

too, at the manner im which Angel
greeted him; there was a shade of em-
pressement in her weloome, and a sense
of being met half-way in her manner,
that he had not noticed in her before.

He spoke to her at omce about the
horse, and told her that he would
rather she waited a day or two before
riding him to hounds.

“Take him out for an hour along
the roads if yow like, he is very fresh,

I|and wants exercise, and wait' to hunt

him till next week.”

She agreed, with all hen accustomed
gentleness, yet pleaded that she might
at least hunt on the following Mon-
day. *“The mare will not be right
for a week, Gibson says, and Weldon
Gorse is such a good meet, Geoff, and
if you will be so good as to look after
me a bit——"

“There is Captain Lessiter to do
that, is there notf” he said, a little
shortly, making not a question but an
assertion of the remark.

“Captain Lessiter has gone

said Angel quietly.
. ‘Indecd!” He looked at her inquir-
ingly, and a certain dim perception of
things he had never yet thought about
came into his mind, when he saw the
hot colour rise like a flame in his
wife’s fair face.

“Captain Lessiter will not come
back, Geoffrey,” she went on with an
effort; “h:—he has offcnded me mort.l-
ly. I shall never speak to him again.”

It cost her a great deal to say this,
Geoffrey was looking at her curiously
—something became suddenly revealed
to him; she was not then cold, as he
had always believed her to be, only, as
with himself, things had gone wrong.
His infinite tact and sympathy saved
him from the fatal error which nine
men out of ten would have fallen into
in the circumstances. He refrained
from asking her a single question, or
from demanding th: slightest explani-
tion from her. Only he said very
quietly and simply, just as if he knew
all ahout it—

“Thank you, my dear.
sure you have done right.”

And then it was that Angel, touch-
ed by his trust and his generosity, slip-
ped her hand, in a shy, caressing fash-
ion, under his arm.”

Geoffrey had never felt so drawn to
her before. “Perhaps, after all, she
will grow to love me a bit,” he said to
himself, as he laid his hand softly up-
on the littls timid fingers upon his
arm; “and I may at least be able to
make her happy

And so Drv]

away,”

1 am quite

them on the lawn
ai she cam' « the long French
window of th ing-room, with all
sorts of great purposes in her defer-
mined little face.

“Look here, Angel and Geoff,” she
began, plunging after her habit right
info the very middle of her theme, “I
have got som~thing very startling to
tell you. I don’'t know what; you will
say about it, although I may as well
tell you at once that it doesn’t matter
very much what you say,” here she
looked quite defiantly at themy both,
“because I have quite made up my
mind——"'

“Good gracions, Dulcie!” murmured
Angel, turninz a littl> pale at this
alarming preambl:, whilst Geoffrey
only bent his brown eyes very atten-
tively upon her.

“The fact of the matter is, that—I

said Dulcie, a little breathlessly, but
flinging the words in & staccato fash-
ion at them, as if in very trath they
were little burning squibs, and then
zhut her lips up with a snap, and look-
ed quickly from one to the other, as
though to ask, “Now, what have you
got to say to thaty”

Geoffrey’s answer was to reach out
both bis hands to her, and to shake
hers very heartily.
| “Then you are geoing to-marry one
|of the very best fellows in the whole
!wm']d. Dulcie, and I only hope that
|you are good cnough to deserve him.”

Dulcie’s eyes literally shone with de-
light, and her face broke out into
smiles., No answer in the world could
have pl-ased her better,

“I don't deserve him in the very
least, of course,” she answered, with a
|little eaucy toss of her chin; “but
that’'s h's affair, Geoff, and mranwhile,
I am looking to you to help us, Do
you know that those terrible old men—
| your uncle and papa, I mcan — have
given him his dismissal from the
house.”

“Yes; I heard of it tha other day. I
couldn’t make it out,” murmured Geof-
frey, and a sense of shame and con-
trition filled him that the trouble of
his friend had made so little impres
sion upon him—how selfish, after all,
he had been in his own griet! It was
not thus surely Rose de Brefour would

i

'have trcated a frienl who was suffer- |

ing under ill-fortun>. He had gone
away and absolately forgotten the bad
news he had heard about a man who
' had been his greatest friend. He had
not made an cffort in his behalf, nor
even proffered one inguiry concernihg
his probable fate. Poor old Miles!

“You see it is that hateful little
sneak Trichet who has done it,” Dulcie
was saying; “they wanted me — those
two silly old idiotsl—to marry him, and
he wai jealous of Miles, and thought
he would get him out of the way. But
you are such a favourite® with your
uncle, Geoff, that I am sure if you try
you could get things put right for
him.”

“And so I will try!” cried Geoffrey.
“I. will go up to London to-morrow
about it. Albert Trichet starts for
South America this very night, and
when he is safe out of the way my
unele is far more likely to listen to
anything I say. Don’t you worry our-
self, Dulcie. Write and ask old Miles
down here for a day or two——"

“] have telegraphed to him to
come aircady,” said Dulcle, demurely.

“That’s right. I'll be off by the 8.10
in the morning, Angel. I'll get that
put right for you semehow, Dulcie;
the House shall not leave the dear old
boy out in the cold if I can help it.”

He was full of a new enthusiasm and
energy—already work for others, that
grand panacea for private trouble, lay
under his very hand, “There are eth-
er things in life to live for,” Rose said

am going to marry—Miles Faulkner!"”

when she bade him turn his back upon
love for ever. Was she not always
right? .,

“Order breakfast for me at seven to-
morrow,” he said to his wife, as they
went into the house, “and I'll have the
dog-cart-to take me to the station
Then, turning to Dulcie, he added with
a smile, “Angel will have to wait till
Monday to ride The Moor. You see,
slml has nobody now to pilot her but
me!”

So Angel had her reward too,

To be Continued.

DO BABIES' THINK ?
Professor Ribot, of Framcc, Advances  a
New Theory.

Do children think before they can
talk ¢ \

Professor Ribot, the great French
psychologist, says that they do, denyr
ing the old fashioned notion that we
must think in words or not at all. He
buses his conclusion on the systematic
study of the children of scientific men
who have recorded the growth of their
intelligence step by step.

He cites the case of the child of
Preyer, aged thirty-one weeks. Preyer
was a famous student, writer and sci-
entist. His child interested itself ex-
clusively in bottles, water jugs and
other transparent vases with white
contents; it had thus seized upon a
characteristic mark of one thing that
was important to it, to wit, milk: At
a later period it designated these by
the syllable “‘mom.”

Another illustration is thatsof a boy,
aged less than one year and incapable
of pronouncing a single word, to whom
a stuffed grouse was shown with the
word “bird” uttered to identify it. The
child immediately looked across to the
other side of the room, where there
was a stuffed owl.

A child, having listened first with
its right ear, then with its left, to
the ticking of a watch, stretched out
its arms gleefully toward the clock on
the miantelpiece.

Darwin related these observations of
his grandson:—'‘The child, who was
just beginning to speak, called a duck
‘quack, and by special association it
also called water ‘quack.’ By an ap-
preciation of the resemblance of quali-
ties it next extended the term ‘quack’
to denote all birds and insects on the
one hand and all fluid substances on
the other. By a still more delicate
appreciation of resemblance the chiid
eventually called all the coins *'quack,’

an eagle.”
Preyer says of one of his children
that it was impossible to take away
one of his nine-pins without its being
discovered by the child, while at eigh-
teen months he knew quite well
whether one of his ten animals was
missing or not. Yet this is no proof
| that he was able to count up to nine
|or ten.
| At seventeen months Preyer's
i which could not speak a word,
ing that ‘it

child,
find-

cupboard, looked about to the right and
left, found a small traveling trunk,
took it, climbed up and possessed itself
of the desired object.
certainly an element of invention.

A CREAMY COMPLEXION.
Judicious treatment, both internal
and external, will surely result in a
skin whose texture resembles the top

ie a synonym for luxury. A cat fed
on it has a sleek appearance and
superb fur. Living upon the cream
of things develope ! 1: well bred, well
groomed type of modern civilization.

No woman with prematurely crow-
tracked eyes and hatrack neck need
despair, but accept gratefully the
teachings of svience and sense. Milk is
fattening ; creamn more so. Buy one
of the whole wheat preparations, al-
ready cooked, and make a gruel of it,
with half a pint of very rich milk and
a pinch of sali. Cook it slowly, stir-
ring occasional.y till it bubbles up like
a charlotte ruuse. Sip it as hot as
{can be taken just before retiring. This
| will mourish the nerves and tissue,
| promote sound sleep and fill out all
crevices of one’s anatomy. It must be
taken regularly for several months.

Most skin troubles come from a
starved state of the pores. These, be-
ing fed from within and without, are
restored to healthful action. Wash
your face every night vigorously with
hot water and soap; rinse with cold
and dry carefully. Rub in, with an
upward motion, this pure French
cream :(—Take four ounces of the fin-
est oil of sweet almonds, one ounce
fresh rosewater, half a teaspoonful
each of benzoin and violet extract,and
half an ounce each of spermaceti and
white wax. Cut up the latter fine,
add the oil and stir over the fire till
boiling. Set into a pan of snow or
ice, stirring slowly and scraping to-
ward the centre all accumulation hard-
ening at the sides or bottom. When
evenly thick, beat for half an hour,
add the rosewater and benzoin mixed
together, slowly, then beat for about
fiftcen minutes longer.

Add the. violet perfume and stir it
in well. Pour into a jelly tumbler
with a tight fitting top and sect in a
cool. place for several hours. This
cream, if properly made, keeps per-
fectly, is a pure skin food and never
causes a downy growth upon the face.
It is the safest and most satisfactory
cosmetic.

An odd bosidess is pursued by a man
in Berlin. H¢ breeds rats, and sup-
plies them to hospitals for vivisection
purposes,

| because on the back of a Frenchi sou
it had once seen the representation of |

was unable to obtain a!
p'nything placed aboveits reach in a |

Here there is|

of a pan of Devonshire cream. Cream |

Suffered Twenty-Five Y

o

Samuel F. Perry, of Purd Maitland,
N.-S., Has Recovered From a Long
and Trying Illness.

Samuel F. Perry, Port Maitland, N,
S., is one of the oldest residents of that
town. He is a ship builder by trade
but like many others liviag along the

1 sea coaat has also followed the occu-

pation of a mailor. Owing to an injury
to his back some twenty-five years ago,
he has, until lately, led a life of mor¢
or less suffering. Mr. Perry tells of
his trouble as follows :—" About twen.
ty-five years ago, I strained my back
severely, and the result was that fox
six months following this I could not
take a single step without the great-
est agony. I doctored for about a yeas
with a local doctor and while the pain
was eased to some extent, the troublg
spread from my back to my hips and
legs and it was almost impossible fox
me to get around. I had to exercise
the greatest care when walking, else 1
would fall to the ground. It was not
exactly paralysis, and yet it was some-
thing very nearly akin to it. For about
twenty-five years I have suffered im
this way, and although I doctored more
or less, and tried many remedies
1 could not get relief. One day I
read in a newspaper the particulars of
a cure in a case very like my own,
through the means of Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills, and I determined to try
them. I began their use about two
years ggo, feeling that what they had
done in the other case they would no
doubt do for me. The trouble had fas-
tened itself so firmly that I did not
hope for a speedy cure, but as I found
the pills were helping me 1 continued
their use until I had taken some thir-
ty or more boxes, with the gratifying
result that they did for me what long
years of other treatment failed to do,
restored me to an excellent measure of
health, and I can now go about almost
as actively as in my young days. I
giadly make known the beaefit I have
received, and hope my statement will
give new hope to some other suffer-
er.

REMARKABLE OPERATIONS.

Two remarakble surgical operations
for the purpose of stopping internal
hemorrhage have beem performed by
Dr. Habart, of Vienna. In the case of
a young man who had fired four slugs
into himself, the surgeon cut into the
thoracic cavity, removing one of the

ribs, and stuffed a yard and a half of
iodoform gauze between the heart and
the lungs. The other case, that of a
min stabbed through the armpit, was
treated in the same way. Both patients
recovered and are now perfectly well.

WORLD BECOMING CROWDED.

Official figures show that the popu-
lation of every European country goes
on increasing rapidly,and that during
the past ten years this increase has
been at the rate of nearly 10 per cent.
The means of maintaining the people
are not increasing in like ratio. At
the beginning of the present century
the populativa of Europe was put by
Levasseur at 175,000,000. In 1830 it
was 220,000,00. In 1860 it was 200,-
000,000, and in 1890 it was 350,000,000.
It 13 now 360,000,000, and the continu-
ance of the present rate of increase
will make it 385,000,000 in 19060, 10 per
cent. inerease over what it was in 1890.

el
CAMERAS IN CHURCH.

A clergyman in England is advocat-
ing the use of a concealed camera in
the jpulpit, which could be snapped
with a butten, unknown to the con-
gregation. 1his innovation, he thinks
would prevent much of the snoozing
in church, as the camera would take
a pigture of the congregation, and the
sleeping ones would be caught. Then,
he says, by showing these photo-

;grux"h\ to the blacksiiding ones they

would berome so shamed that they

| would nut ‘be liable to repeat the per-

formn-e. Jhe suggestion is novel;
but we thou. ' think that the surest
way of keej ug the congregation
awake lies in- preaching interesting
Se1mons.

—— g ——————
REMARKABLE ASSEMBLAGE.
In respects the Peace Con-
feren-e, now in session at The Hague,
is the most remarkable assemblage of
the nations which history records. Of
the 1,600,002,000 people who constitute
the population of the entire world
about 1,400,000,000 are represented in

that gathering.

several
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TALLE SALT A LUXURY.

The greatest luxury in Central Af-
rica is salt. The long continued use
of vegetable that country
creates so painful a longing for salt
that natives deprived of it for a long
period oiten show symptoms of insan-

ity.

food in

3. TREE 2,000 YEARS OLD.

The oldest tree
authentic history is the great Bhoo
tree of Burma. For 20 centuries it
has been held sacred to Buddba, and no
person is allowed to touch the trunk.
When the leaves fall they are carried
away as relics by pilgrims.

AN AWFUL FLING.

Mrs. Styles—I'd have you understand:
that I know a good many worse Inen
than my husband.

Mrs., Myles—My dear, you must be
more particular abut picking vour
acquaintances,

on earth with an




