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scolding, we

When the fierce heat of the day had
passed, Hélen usually went down alone to
the seashore, for her aunt could seldom be
persuaded to leave the precincts of her own
domain, explored the village, climbed the
rocks, played with the children on the
beach, and formed » friendship with that
inevitable seaside institution, the tanned,
smphibious, and most garrulous bathing-
woman.

Helen was gregarious ; she was content to
be alone because it was her nature to be

-content under all circumstances, but she
dearly liked a companion, and when nobody
came her way she was disappointed. The
nurses and children with whom the narrow
belt of sands immediately below the village
was sprinkled, soon learned to know the
tall, handsome girl who had a ﬁree'.ing for
every one she met, & smile for the babies, a

ready and skillful hand wherewith to build

o fill buckets, sail  bopts, “ or
pick up the fallén,~and cheerfi words to
console the woeful. She never sat beneath
an umbrella absorbed in the dead —cop-
tents of a yellow-back, and therefore bliad
to the real game of life played foréver
before her eyes. She was keenly interested
in her kind.

More than once during her wanderings
she had caught a glimpse of a high, yellow
dogeart, with a square shouldered figure
sitting bolt upright on the box seat, whom
she recoguized. Usually he had some one
begide him ; twice it had been another
square-shouldered, broad figure like his own ;
but the third time his companion had been
a lady, a pretty girl, whose face was turned
toward him as though she was listening
while he talked. Once, only once, Helen
had met that dogeart face to face, and then
its occupant, who had been alone, had drawn
up beside her and engaged her for an un-
conscionably long time in conversation.
More than once she had tried to move on,
but each time he had recalled her bya
question and always on the subject of her
loss, on which topic he had, of course, a
right to question her. In an affair of
dogged determination, Helen had met her
master, an amiable, gentle but unflinchingly
obstinate master.

. Mr. Jones had also called one afternoon
at Carnation Cottage, and again it was for
the purpose of conversing with Helen about
her stolen property, of which, it scemed, he
had heard some hopeful news ; in fact, he
believed the watch had been discovered in &
pawnbroker’s shop in Birmingham, and’ in
that case before very long he should have
the pleasare of restoring it to its owner.

iss Elizabeth was grateful for all the
trouble that this kind young man had taken,
and,-although her niece was out, she had
pressed him to stay to tea. He had re-
mairied, and, tea having been taken out
into the the garden, he fmd seated himself
peside his hostess in the shade of the tulip
tree, where he had sojourned for a very,
very long time. He had shown such wis-
dom about, such appreciation of, anid such
love for his companion’s flowers that on his
departure she waxed enthusiastic, pro-
nouncing him to be * the most agreeable
erson of her acquaintance,” and *‘more
Eke the young men of my own day, love.”

Helen, who had been down on the beach
during this event, was toiling slowly up the
hill on her way home when Mr. Jones
emerged from the garden gate, with the
most cherished of her aunt’s rosebuds
in his button-hole, and an ag-
gressively  debonair  and satiefied de-
meanor. She was overjoyed at the pros-
pect of recovering her watch and listened
to all he had to say, which was not a little,
on that and on other subjects, with eager
eyes and her most gracious manuer: When,
at Jast, she left him, he watched her’out of
sight, and then, turning away, he walked
home with a graver look than usual on his
carejess, nutroubled face ; while she, enter-
ing $he garden, met her excited aunt with a
torrent of insane jokesand teasing laughter.
She would % in earnest about nothing ; she
would mot MNsten to a repetition of Mr.
Jones’ eohvergation ; she would not be in-
terested i anything concerning him ; she
would only consent to hear hid praises under
2 CAllEhiough that evening she was
g high spirits, and at last,

‘snot, half exhausted with
4o the piano and almost with
f for » song, she would

favorite, “A man who
aid,” and that with such

h 1 is and veh that it

set poor Miss Elizabeth laughing again.

“Sing something soft, love, somethiog
soft,” the lady begged plaintively.

*+ Of soft heads or soft hearts, auntie?
Théy sre both equally interesting, and they
hunt in couples.”

“€Hash, Helen, hush ; :llo not be so wild.
i o < »

Sl?’ a pretty, gml.le, tender love song.
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couldn't do it, auntie, Love is sucha
B really is. You may talk of tender
ik ; but a tender souig—pshaw I”

that is nou‘i{ht ; it is unseemly,
going to bed.”
w;nt:l-it was her usual and
of ending an argument.

77 Opod eynﬁnmoog of t,I;‘:t day which
ha@’been fixed for the ball at Newton Hall
the Missos Mitford, at Helen's request, had
tes early ; after which the girl, adjusting
her ‘big white hat, and, as a tribute to

fetching her gloves) which she put | hi

ket instead of upon her hands),
off for her daily - walk. She paused a

was loosening with a fork.
+ The tide is out this avening, auntie ; I
am gomng to the rocks distant rock-,
it’ss long walk. 1 may be late.,”

o 'L get drowned, love.”

9 auntie,”

* Don't get your feet wet.”

“ No, auntie.”

1 movement, she rose to her feet.
conclusion he naturall;

ls, and was,
Aippery.

To avoid the catastrophe of spoi g her
boots and stockings, she took them off and
put them upon an adjacent rock. Then,
witk an easy mind and happy as a-child,
she waded through the tepid pouls in which
the green-ribbon and pink tree-seaweed
floated, where vividly-greenrock fish darted
to and fro, and sea-anemones unfolded their
tinted limbs until they bloomed like the
blossoms of a chrysanthemmum in the sun-
shine. Her observant eyes missed none of
the beauties at her feet, but every now and
then she remembered the dangers of the
tide and kept an outlook on the sea.

She was enjoying herself after a childish
fashion, the warm transparent water was
tempting. She rolled her sleeves up high,
nndLeﬁing down before a pool and she
plunged her hand and arm deep down
among the seaweed and the stones. She was
Iaughing at the awkward flight of & tiny
crab when a call—a clear, loud call —startled
her to her feet.

Bhe stood up; raised her dripping, white
hand to shade her eyes, and stared in the
direction whence the sound had come. A
little sailing-boat, in which were seated
Mr. Jones and the gentleman whom Helen
had seen before in vhe yellow-wheeled dog
cart, was within twenty yards of her. It
was the former of these two young men
who had so unceremoniously hailed her.

“ Hey, hey ! You mustn’t stay there—
don’t stay there !” he cried. ‘“The tide
has turned ; in two minutes those fulleyn
behind you will be three feet deep. If you
don’t want a ducking, you had better hurry
up, I can tell you.”

Helen was dismayed ; the situation was
exasperating. She 'did not move : she
stooped a little, to be sure that those dread-
ful feet of hers were concealed, and then she
cast a hurried glance around. Where was
that rock upon which she had stored her be-
longings? Alas, she had ' not marked the
place, and now she could not find it.

“] say, don’t wait!” cried the voice
agsin. *‘ You will be drowned. There
isn’t too much time to get across.”

“ Thank you—thank you,” she called
back, feebly. ‘I will go—I am going.”

Still she did not move.

« What a good-looking girl!” said Mr.
Jones's frians. “ No wonder you rowed
here ten thousand miles an hour when you
saw her ! She’s a precious deal too pretty
to drown. She has lost her head, though.
Why don’t she go on ?”

#No fear of her losing her head,” returned
the other, with an unkind laagh. *‘ we have
told her what to expect, so if she wishes to
be drowned she knows how to do it. Sheis
as headstrong as ‘an allegory.” If her man-
ners matched her face she would do, but
they don’t.”

“Poor thing! What has she done to
you, Bertie? She has never jumped on
you, has she? You are such a lucky chap,
you expect to get all the roses and none of
the thorns. BShe ‘don’t take no ’count of
us,’ a8 you say in Devon, for she has not
bad (N

moreover, both slimy and

i an inch.

+Bhe is a little fool,” said Mr. Jones,
shortly. **Turn the boat, Mason. We will
bustle up and leave her.”

After a mild protest his friend obeyed.

Tacking to the wind, the boat sailed down
the bay, and landed its wul\:[panu on the
shore below Noelcombe. ere the men
separated, one disappearing in the direction
of Newton, the other—after wandering
rather aimlessly about the sands for a time
—suddenly turned his face westward, and
began to plod over the rough route which
led to the reef of rocks.

Though Miss Helen Mitford was ungrate-
ful and pig-headed, and though Mr. Joves
thought iv probable that he should shortly
ask the gentle and pliable Lady Lucy Free-
mantle to marry him, yet he was interested
to know what had become of that slender
figure which he could still seq with his
mind’s eye, standing in the sunshine, with
her beautiful wet hand and arm raised,
and her earnest, startled eyes fixed on
him. He had felt unreasonable anger at
his companion’s admiration of the
girl, anger which he had directed upon her
luckless head. He had spoken of her with
unjustifiable rudeness ; it was well for him
that she had been out of earshot when he
had done so ; he could picture her face had
she, by any unbappy chance, overheard his
worde.

1f she had not flown at_the first hint of
danger, then she deserved praise for her
pluck—not the condemnation for rashuess
which he had allotted her.

His head was overflowing with thoughts
of her. His heart misgave him that he had
not npireci.ted the daring bravery with
which she had heard of her danger (a danger
he had somewhat exaggerated), and steadily,
calmly, courageously faced it.

Meanwhile, this calm, young heroine, as
soon as the boat's head was turned away,
cast custom and caution to the winds. The
choice between dignity or drowning was not
hard to make, between clothed feet or
safety, seemliness or preservation, boots or
death. bling, clambering, ~slipping,
she ran like a stag over the rocks, fording
pools and gulleys recklessly in her panic,
cutting nng bruising her feet and. accom-
plishing her painful retreat with Wonderful
celerity considering the difficulties of her
path and her constant backward glances at
the departing boat.

And so, presently, Mr. Jones saw the
figure for which he was in search, approach-
ix:& him, but most leisurely. How pro-
vokingly she dawdled ; no house-laden
sna'l ever crawled so slowly as she now
advanced. Could it be that she recoguized
him, md‘frgm p:lrver:ity; or coyness, or

Bome quetry,
lingered for the mere purpose of annoying

im ?

Confound her, she was over-doing it, for
she actually seated herself on the shingle
within a few yards of the btuku:g. waves,
and stared out to sea as though was as
stationary (or more so), than the lighthouse.
The dinner-hour was approaching awk-
wardly near, but Mr. Jones did not retreat;
on the contrary, he quickened his pace, and
with a gmile in his eyes and a tigh‘ﬂy—oiond
mouth ed on. As he came nearer to

en, with &

y deduced from
shyness of hers,

this delightfull;
A he had taken her

d the value

i
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of the storm. He was getting on fast ; he
'was ahead ; to bis comrade’s unutter-
able relief, he suddenly drew out his watch
and ¢l the subject.

; "‘It ilhhdb t‘z,” tl.ll: mmoed u{e
essly ; he ought at, 03 er
nw);:leu position had made her rop.' less
of time, * At whata pace the time has
gone 1"

Everynerve in her bodg lustily negatived
ttat remark, but she said:

“Yes, it is verrv., very late. Won't
yeu ” (timidly) * be late for dinner?”

“ Yes,” he returned with a regretful
sigh ; *“ unless we start at once, I shall
probably get no dinner at all.”

“ Don’t,” she beqnn with a sudden bold-
ness ; * please don’t think it necessary to
wait for me. I shall not go home for some
time. I don’t know when I shall go home
—not for hours and hours.”

 Then,” he returned, gravely, ‘‘you
mean to deprive me altogether of my
dioner.”

¢ Bat, surely, you have forgotten, you
must go ; it is the night of your ball.”

He murmured something which the break-
ing of the waves drowned, but which was in
reality a rash avowal of oblivion to the
mundane matters of life under the p

“ 1t may draw you  teat

?&m:&mﬁnm'nm'

# T learned both the value of boota and of
” .h i i g m

Miss Elizabeth had obediently
;n:ar eyes were not on th.::

owns, but ever casts

& covetous e
upon the unattainable, n.ndhno, though w'igh and real

cl color to which they had been
directed but had crept down to the hunting
ground at her feet. .

¢ Auntie,” in a slow,
“ were you ever in love?

Miss ~ Elizabeth, scrutinizing the lawn,
said, with a pre-ocoupied air.

“ What did you say, my dear?”

“ Were you ever in love ¥

«Oh, yes, my dear, to be sure I was.”

“ Then you fell in love?”

¢ Yes, yes, certainly I did.”

“ Well?” inquisitively. *

No answer.

“ Well, Auntie ?” a little louder, and per-
suasively.

¢ Well—what—m

¢ What happen
love 7

“ Nothing which Ican at this moment
recollect, Helen.”

“ Then you were not engaged 1’

# Yes, indeed, I was engaged for nearly a
year, love. It was an anxious time and
Thomas jilted me.”

Helen drew in her breath and flushed.
Her curiosity had inflicted & wound on this
poor lady, who must dyet be made of tough
material for she had been jilted, jilted,
jilted, and yet her outraged pride had not

illed her | Helen, in her angry distress,
could not ‘npeaE, but the victim of the

’}ow-pituhod tone,

dear 1”
when you were in

circumstances.

She smiled a bowilderindingly kind smile
into his face.

.“Good-by,” she eaid, holding out her
hand to him. “ I won’t allow you to stay
for another moment. I should never for-
give myself if you lost your dinner through
your—your politeness, and don’s you think
“_I'm ‘sure—at least I think your people
will want you and won’tknow where you
are.”

A pathetic, pleading note had become
entangled in her hesitating tones. He took
her cold little hand and held it tightly,
snswering her with some words apt and soft
enough to reKny her amply for her favor.
He fancied that he knew & good deal about
the ways of women, but this one puzzled
him. Game so easy of acquisition was sport
not worthy of the name. But the hand
which he held, small and cold though it was
struggled stoutly for freedom, so stoutly,
indeed, that'he released it.

Poor Helen ; the failure, or rather the re-

sult of her final effort to rid herself of this]

unconscious aggressor overwhelmed her.
She was disheartened, preplexed, and tired
out. The incoming waves splashed danger-
ously near her ; a few minutes more and her
resent position would be untenable,
er mouth quivered perceptibly,
and the tears  started to her
eyes. Mr, Jones noticed these pre-
liminaries with dismay ; he had barely
time to feel that matters were getting
serious, and to reflect that the kissing away
of thete tears would bea blessed work, when
her drowned gray eyes were turned tragically
to his. i
“ Won't you go? Will nothing make
you go ?” she cried, pushing forth, for one
moment, from beneath her serge skirt, a
bare and bleeding foot at which she pointed
with a pregnant gesture. *‘ I have to walk
all the ways over these dreadful, dreadful
stones barefoot. I could not find my—my
boots or stockings when you frightened me ;
they were out, there on the rocks ; they have
been washed away. Oh ! you are laughing
—how can you laugh ?”
And the ‘tears in her eyes welled over,
and rolled slowly down her cheeks.

CHAPTER VIL
There's a divinity that shapes our ends,
Rough-hew themi how we will.
SHAKSPEARE.

But if Mr. Jones had smiled, the smile
arose from & desire to screen an inevitable
chagrin, rather than from any sense of
humor at the situation, and at her words he
became grave as a judge. Indeed, he felt
as little inclined to laugh as did Helen her-
self at that moment, for he was disagreeably
conscious of having played the coxcomb in
his thoughts. Had ever man more griev-
ously misread s manner? And yet he was
glad—yes, glad that he had been mistaken,
and that this young person differed from
that vast tribe of demoiselles a marier, who
advanced uninvited from all corners, and at
all stages of his life, to meet him.

At. the sight of her distress, he forgot
himself ; nu(ﬁ: a lapse of memory was not
quite of 8o rare an occurence with Mr. Jones
as with the majority of his sex. Divestin,
himself instantly of that gallant air whic!
embarrassed her, with considerable tact and
kindliness he soothed Helen into takin,
less hopeless view of her position ; and when
her tears were dried and she was composed,
she found that he had again opened & road
through which she could escape from a
dilenr ma.

“Bat I am 5ivin you g0 much trouble ;
you are 8o kind,” she faltere

“Trouble? Nonsense, its no trouble at
all. I was going into the village, anyway.
I shall get up to your place no
time, and explain what has happened.
You stay quietly here; no, mot just
here, but & dozen yards further in. Get up ;
give me your hands ; lean on me, that's
right. Bah! how those beastly stones hurt
you. There, you're safe now, and the
tide won’t be in for an hour. Don’t move,
and I will undertake that your maid shall
bring your shoes and stockings before you
know where you are. No, don’t thank me,
it’s absurd. "You know it was all my fault
for scaring you out of your life on the rocks.
Good-bye, till to-morrow. 1 wish ”—press-
lnY the hand he held suddenly and firmly—
] wish to heaven that yon were coming to
our dance to-night.”

Bat before he had

S el

wrong no agitation, she went on
commenting on the circumstance with
serene complaisance.
¢ Dear me, Helen, {on have no notion
how unpleasant it all seemed, and how
foolishly I fretted. It is hard to foresee in
a present distress a fature gain. Provi-
dence was very good to me. The poor
thing for whom he jilted me became his
wife—a position I was ignorant enough to
envy her. She has had a bard life, for he
e a most uncomfortable and selfish hus-
band, while I, my dear, have spent the
autumn of my happy life withowt a care.
My love, the adoption of a life-partner is
too great a risk to be willingly undertaken
by any one except those who are fearless
through the inexperience of their extreme
youth. * * * My goodness me ! Helen,
there, look, upon the stalk of that tender
picotee? Do you see it? Rapacious little
wretch ! I must secure him.” And she
ran back to er engrossing
occupation. Then Helen re-entered the
little porch and a few moments later the
sound of music reached Miss Elizabeth
through the open window. Helen was
singing a new song, unfamiliar to the house-

hold.

Upon the following afternoon the younger
Miss Mitford, looking as sweet and fresh
and fair as the flowers around her, was
fidgeting about the grass plot as she waited
for the carriage which Lady Jones had

romised should call at four o’clock to pick

er up on its way to Rivers Meet. Bhe
wore, with sad extravagence, her very best

neglected He'l'an.

e P y
The picnic of the
entertainment was wong of its source—

of women were pressed upon the guests by
troops of servants. No man need stir &
finger on his comrade’s behalf, and.there-
fore the men for oncein a way, enjoyed a
pienic. 2

After tea Helen and her squire were
wandering lazily along the side of the
brawling river, the noire of which was an
excuse for muintaining silence—so she dip-
lomatically ted, for she found her-
self at the utmost tether of easy discourse—
while each was secretly wondering how soon
the call of the horn  would summon them
for their return journey. The gentleman
was grateful to Helen, first for her face,
which he admired, secondly for having
saved him any trouble in conversation ; but
for all that he was thinking, not of her, but
gi his dim:ler, while aé:a w;l conls:;om of

ing tired, disappointed and puzzled.

“;hy had Mr. .}:::es been so anxious that
she should go to Rivers Meet ! Though
his was the only familiar face
among all these strangers, he had
never once come near her. e was not the
least desirousof her company ; he was un-

i of her p , which he had
certainly been at some pains to secure. She
had thought about him a good deal ; she
had never thought of any stranger so much
before. She was thinking about bim at
the very moment when he emerged from
behind the granite, moss-fringed bowlder
before her and joined them. is time he
was alone—no insipid, pale-eyed girl to
monopolize him. Helen was accustomed to
receiving deference, if not devotion, from
men ; she always considered it her due.
Almost simultaneously with his appearance
the tooting of the horn broke above the
roaring of the water and echoed among the
hills ; this was the sound for which she had
been eagerly listening ; it had come but just
three minutes too soon.

“That is the muster, old chap,” said
Helen’s squire with alacrity, addréssing Mr.
Jones. ** Come along, Miss Mitford, you
and I must be off. Awfully noiaieplnce this
—Niagara not in it. Shan’t be sorry to
get into the quiet. See you again. Good-

ye. Good-bye.”

“ (Good-bye, Jack,” said he, but it isn’t
good-bye to Miss Mitford. If she will allow
me, I am to have the pleasure of driving her
back in my cart. Lucy fancies there
18 going to be a thunderstorm, so she has
booked for the landau, and I can’t be sucha
brute as to sunder any of the couples on the
coach.”

By this speech Mr. Jones had shown the
subtlety of the serpent ; by his indifferent,

i table invitation, he precluded

gown, athin electric cotton that match d
the color of her eyes, and clad in which she
looked her best, and knew it. In her
waistbelt she had carefully stored a whole
parterre of her aunt’s choicest carnations ;

ut
the possibility of Helen’s either refusing his
escort or guessing at what pains he had
been in ger lecting the present arrangement.
To which arrangement she_acquiesced quite

her nut-brown lovelocks were d to
Kerfection beneath the broad brim of her
at.

“ Too-to-to-too-toot I’ the stirring and
lively call of a horn, the rumble of wheels,
the sharp trot of horses’ hoofs; the jingling
of harness precul the arrival of the
Jones’ coach, which presently, loaded with
a boisterous, laughing, happy crew, drew
vp alongside the door of Carnation Cottage.

Neither Lady Jones nor her son were
among the party, but a girl, whom Helen
afterwards learned to be Patricia Jones,
called out, listlessly :

““How do you do?” following the ques-
tion by the advice to ““ Get up as fast as
possible, for the horses won’t stand.”

So Helen mounted the steps precipitately
and squeezed herself into the small space on
the third seat back, whither she was
directed—a little abashed at finding herself
the one outsider among a_ party of inmates
—a position seldom enviabr:. Her happy
faculty of easy enjoyment served her in

ood stead during that drive, for, more
rom lack of invitation than want of inclina-
tion, she took small part in that *‘ feast of
reason and flow of soul? flpating around
her. She was inthe habit of taking her stand
in the foreground of the scene ; here she was
unceremoniously thrust ioto the back-
ground, and subsequently ignored—no

oubt & wholesome though an unpalatable
experience for the damsel, who, however,
laughed at such witticisms as she heard,
observed the company, and craned her neck
first on one side, then on the other, to catch

a |  full sight of the surrounding country, and

culled plenty of pleasure from so doing,
Patricia, Anastasia, and the other hll%-
dozen girls were fully occupied with their
respective swains, and the aftermath of the
previous night'sflirtations was being cropped
on all sides.

The young man whom Helen had seen
with Mr. Jones in the boat was driving, and
by his side on the box-seat Anastasia sat ;
such attention as he could spare from the
team, which required careful handling over
the Devon roads, she engrossed.

Once, and once only, Patricia addressed
her silent guest—

“I'm afraid you have not much room,
Miss Mitford. h:{ brother said you would
go in the landau with my motheér, and she
forgot all about you and started an hour

.” Then, turning to the man next her,

e went on—** Bertie drove Lady Lucy in
the dogeart ; she was more than half afraid,
but he insisted.”

“ Have they settled it?” he asked, with
that sort of smile which flickers only over
one ““it.”

‘Mi‘.: Jones shrugged her high, broad

when his young blood had had time to cool,
and when the extraordinary influence of
the girl’s presence was removed, he was no
longer sure of the truth of that forcibly ex-

¢ Bertie is like all the rest of you, Bir
Edwin,” she returned—*‘doesn’t know his
own mind. The fact is he is an unconscion-
able {h if one told him so he
1dn't e

Eln-ed desire, for he bered
oy to whom he had already en
himself for half-a-dozen dances, and to
whom he quite intended to engage himself
for life.
Some time later that evening, Miss
Elizabeth Mitford, her spectacles upon her
was delicately perambulating her
dewy lawn, with her upgsthered skirts in
one hand containing &
deadly solution of salt and water in the
other., The passion of her nationality,
the thirst for sport, shone in her eager,

downoasi eyes. i
While she was thus en

The gentleman addressed murmured some
response, at which Patricia’s rosy cheeks
grew rosier, and to which she retorted with
gratified gimiles. i

Helen was an nmymTtheﬁn observer of
these soft sages; her lips hardened
little. “They are all ing fools of
themselves—every one,” she -thought, and
she plumed herself on her superiority to
these weaknesses.

Up and down the hnvini country the
strong team of hill-trained horses trotted
fast, The air fanned a color into Helen's
cheeks, Amlf hw'i:hteuod her oy;:.ﬂ' li%
chaperon o Was & !
older than Helen m whose husband
was Helen’s neighbor, and who, before
hed their destination, fell into &

¥

¥
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!

g ly—her pride would not allow her
to wince beneath the punishment of her
v-nifi{;

“ Will you godown and see the start,
Miss Mitford? Or will you come a hundred
yards higher up the stream and have a look
at the pools ?”

She hesitated ; she had no inclination to
see the start, she had no interest in her late
companions, Mr. Jones read her silence to
his liking.

“ We won’t see them off. Good-bye’s are
melancholy ‘duties, you are quite right.
Come along down this path, it's not far,”
and he led the way through the bracken,
“butsuch & ripping place when you get
there. We have plenty of time, I am goin
to drive you home by the New Cut roun
the Great Tor—it is & shorter way than the
way you came, but the road isn't safe for
coaching. You want & good head and a
steady nerve to appreciate the view, but you

both, I know.”

He went on talking with great ease and
friendliness. It really was impossible to
remember lost parental H’s, plebeian pro-
genitors, overbearing sisters, or purse-proud
oddities, in company with the sunny mood
of this genial comrade. What gratification
was to ge found in holding aloof from and
sulking with a person who is blind to your
frigidity, who listens eagerly to your re-
marks, who' understands and responds to
your smiles, who meets your thought half
way with an answering thought, and who,
this last clause is the most effective in the
category—should it please you to turn your
back upon and leaye him, would be quite
as happy, content and debonair, with some
other young womsan beside him. Helen
did not argue either with him or with her-
self, but she forgot his drawbacks, though
she meant to remember them—and re-
sponded to his mood.  Bhe became friendly
and enjoyed herself, her face was alwa
dangerously expressive of her feelings, E:
saw at once that she was pl o

Precipitous hills inclosed a wide ravine
through which a swift and angry river
duheﬁ, striking against impending
bowlders with a roar, gushing in shallow
cascades over the stones, rushing with silent
but mighty force beneath the rocky banks.
At one spota cluster of jageed bowlders
had been detached from the overhanging
cliff and had fallen into the bed of the river,
subduing, by their strength, the frenzy of
the water, which lay in deep, dark, brood-
ing pools between them. arther on, like
a giant refreshed, and with an outburst of
fury, the water, ina r&ouung sheet poured
over a lofty fall, and thundering down sped
headlong on its course to the sea.

To this locality Bertie guided his
companion.

¢ Tsnt't this ripping " said he, leaning
against the rock, upon a ledge of which she
had seated herself. ‘I wanted you to see
the pools. I knew you would like Rivers
Meet. - Just look and listen, T won't talk to

u. A human voice or & human being is
superfluons here. We are too insignificant
to sssert ourselves ; we ought to take back
seats and keep quiet.”

(To be Continued.)

A Fake Hen Story.

_ Rochester Herald :,, The newspapers
hostile to ex-President Hayes have for
several years had a t deal of fun at his

| oonweeeean Age
| o~BuiEiwo Starts,
Dol gm0 First.

19 20

There is a new dog in Evgland, a Thibet
shepherd’s dog, beside which the biggest of
8t. rds look small, -

The Metropolitan Athletic Ciub of New
Orleans has matched Andy Bowen and
Austin Gibbons to fight for a $2,5600 purse
Dec. 22nd.

The trotting dog Doc, from Brighton,
Ont., is credited with covering a mile at
Chicago in three minutes on Thursday.
The Chicaﬁo Times says : *‘ He never made
a break. This dog was purchased for §7,
and bis boy-owner, Willie Ketchum, has
now in bank, the dog's earnings, $70,000.

Tschigorin, the Russian chess-player, is
on his way to Havana, where he Wil-
helm Steinitz, of New York, for 52, and
the championship of the world.

The latest thing in bicycles is a geared
Bneumatic ordinary. The gearing is on the

ig wheel and can be made up to 80 inches,
In trying the wheel Shorland, the greatest
24 hour rider of England, covered six miles
in 16 minutes,

Samson and Sandow have declined to
meet Louis Cyr, the Canadian champion
strong man. They also declined to attempt
to win the £1,000 Richard K. Fox has
offered to Sandow and Samson to perform
Cyr’s feats.

Pat McManus, a Bowery boy, really
knocked out Jack Slayin on Wednesday,
night. The curtain was rung down-in time
to save Slavin,

Billy Smith, the Australian middle-
weight, is matched to fight Max Fenner,
¢ the big Swede,” in Tacoma next month,
for a $1,500 purse.

Prof. Robertson's Story.

Atwood Bee: Prof. Robertson, of the
Ottawa Dairy Commission, had many friends
when he lived in Listowel before his ap-
pointment and well-merited rapid pro
tion in Government work. He is a ge
but tenaciously preserving Scotchman, and

though he has never been active in politics §-

true orthedox style, but all to no purpose.
I was advised to try St. Jacobs Ogl which
Idid. -1 had my ankles well rubbed and
then wr:spedvl flannel saturated with
the remedy. In the morning I could walk
without pain.”

A Good Story Destroyed.

A recent sermon of the Rev. Dr. T.
De Witt Talmage has this. glowing pas-

‘When Cromwell's army went into_battle, he
stood at the head of them one day and gave out
the long-metre Doxols to the tune of the
;’Old l::;\dre(.i." and {.h%’gmt hoatt:, %:Tmny

company, men! rtsimen jon
by battalion, mm in the Doxology :
Praise God from whom all blessivgs flow,
Praise Him, all creatures here below ;
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host,
Praise Father, Son and Holy Ghost,

_And while they sang they marched, and while
they marched Exey songit, and while they
fought they got the victory,

It seems a pity to destroy a good story,
but chronology is very despotic. Oliver
Cromwell died in 1658, Bishop Ken, who
has always been credited with this grand
Doxology, was bor&in 1637, and was then,
theretore, only about 21 years old.- - Hym-
nologists give 1697 as the year in which
Bishop Ken wrote the Doxology as the last
verse of his morning and evening hymns,
This would place the composition about half
a century after Cromwell’s last battle in the
civil war, and some forty years after his
death.—Christiandnquirer,

Across the Continent.

Wm. Renwick, M.D., M.R.C.8.E., Vic-
toria, B.C., writes : I have used Miller’s
Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil jn cases of fndi-
gent patients with the most gratifying
zesults. It does not upset the atomach, is
easily assimilated and p doubted
power in rebuilding weakened constitutions,
where the ordinary form of administering
Cod Liver Oil is not admissable. For the
future, whenever I have occasion to pres-
cribe any preparation of Cod Liver 0il, I
will give Miller's Emulsion the preference,
being perfectly satisfied with its therapeutic
efficacy. In big bottles, 50c. and $1 at all
drug stores.

The 8t. Clair Tunnel.

The St. C‘lni? tunnel will be opened

for
on December 7. This

his leanings are well known. In discl

inf all political motives in dairy work he
told a good story which convulsed his
sudience at the late Dairymen’s supper
there. His Scotch accent was too natural
to be otherwise than home-bred. He said
a man once got on a train below Guelph
with a ““drap too much,” but without a
ticket. After feeling about his clothes he
said to the conductor, * Weel, I div na hae
a tecket, but I can pay ma fare,” which he
did. He felt somewhat ashamed of himself
as he saw all the other passengers handing
out their tickets, but brightened up a bit as
he soliloguised—** Weel, I div na care ony-
way ; I'ma Scotchman,—an’ a Presbyter-
ian—an’ a Grit—and that’s guid enough for
onyman, without a ticket.” .

Arkansas Water Banquet,

It is congratulating to record “that
many of the Arkansas' distinguished
E[Mnou met in celebration recently at

otel Richelien, Little Rock, and did
grand work at a banquet without wine.
Upon the occasion Governor Eagle’s reponse
t» the toast * Arkansas,” did both him and
the State proud, and should go down into
history. The response was as follows :
¢It is'a proud occasion for sons of Revolu-
tionary blood to be able to boast that an
Arkansas assembly of patriots can assemble
and do grand wori at an afternoon banquet
without wine."” What a remarkable advance
in the signs of the times for beloved
Arkansas. One almost hears the pulsations
of the Great Heart beat in answer to the
appealing cry that is.going up for the over-
throw of rum throughout t?xe State, and
faint souls receive new courage to work on
for God and Home and. every Land.”—
FEzchange.

An Unsatisfactory Wiiness.

A small Scotch boy was summoned to
give evidence against his father who was
accused of making a disturbance in the
street. Baid the %}silio to him : *Come,
my wee mon, speak the truth, and let us
know all ye ken about this affair,” ** Weel,
sir,” said th® lad, “d’ye ken Inverness
street 2” I do laddie,” replied his Lord-
ship. “Weel, yo gang along it and turn
into the square and across the square——"
*“Yes, yes,” said the bailie encouragingly.
And when ye gang across the square ye
turn to the right |n§ up into High street,
and keep on up High street till ye come to
a pump.” ** Quite right, my lad ; proceed,”
said his Worship. ‘I know the o!d pump
well.” ¢ Weel,” eaid the boy with the
most infantile simplicity, ‘‘ye may gang
and pump it, for ye ’llno pump me.”

The Tell Tale Evidence,

New York Press: Motheg—I think our
John is courting some girl.

Father—Hey ? Is he beginning to have
vaseline on his hair ? 3

Mother—No ; he is beginning to have it
on his shirt bosoms,

Way of the Cop.

New York Herald : Barkeeper—If some-
bedy doesn’t pay for this round of drinks I
shall have to call a policeman.

De Tanks—You must be rather new at
this business ; it's dead certain he wouldn’t
pay for "em.

Out of Practice.

New York Sun : Publisher—Is the copy
for the book on etiquotte ready ?

Reader—All ready, except ** how to de-
cline politely an invitation to drink.”

Pablisher—Why does that hang fire ?

Reader—The author is drunk. -

T & man who is pretending to_be deaf is
approabhed from behind while standing on
& stone_floor or sidewalk and a coin is

expense over his alleged poultry farming
Now the ex-presid ‘qnhg; punct tige
whole busi with the stat t e at
Atlanta recently to the effect thathe had
never raised o chicken in his life. * The
story of the chickens was started by my
friends as a joke,” said the ex-president ;
¢ they began it for the fun of it, and others
who were not dly to me, wishing
perhaps to  belittle me in the eyes of the
public, published the fake for all it was

Buy bar soap by the quantity if you wish
to be truly mo:,nionl.q Sum( thay bars on

edge, one abo
space

pped so as to ring, he will invariably
:.urn sharply around with a piew to picking
t up.

All the personages who have recently had
interviews with the Pope assert that he fre-
quently complains of declining health and
strength and speaks of his death as being
not far distant. >

The Boston T'ranscript remarks truly that
you couldn’t make a boy more inhappy
than by presenting him with & nice bag of
nuts just as he is joyfully starting out for a
day’s nutting.

Jack—Well, Jim, I pro| to Miss
Summer last night. Jim—Did she give you

l;:hurt! Jack—No, but I got s piece of

was decided yesterday at a meeting of
Grand Trunk officials held at the Queen’s
Hotel, Toronto, Mr. William Edgar, gen-
eral passenger agent, presiding. Those

resent were : Superintendants James

tephenson, C. 8tiff, Attwater, and W. E.
Davis, general passenger agent C.and G.
T. R. and D. 8. Wagstaff, Michigan, pas-
senger agent G.T.R. ~ In consequence of the
new arrangement there will be a great sav-
ing of time, which will necessitate the pre-
paring of new time tables and instructions
to empl . It was decided to proceed at
once with the preparation that all may be
in readiness for the new order of things.

Why He is Enlisted.

Rev. Dr. Lyman Abbott : 8o long as there
are women in citics who buy their food by
selling their womanhood ; so long as there
are men in the rich coal fields of 1llinois who
must stand without, shivering at the door,
with pick in hand and muscle ready for
work, while wealth locks the coal fields up
against them and a shivering population ; so
long asin the iron fields of - Pennsylvania
men work twelve hours a day, with no time
to court their wives or kiss their children,
8o long my heart and my hand are enlisted
in any and every movement that %iven fair
promise for the emancipation of inustry.

Temperance and Strife.

Canada Presbyterian: Temperance ad-
vocates have exhausted strength enough on
each other to have well nigh driven the
liquor traffic from this continent. An effort
to do An{’egood thing may end in nothing
more or better than a wrangle about how it
ought to be done. One is often tempted to
think that the one-man power is, after all,
about as good as self-government provided
the one man isa reasonably fair kind of
mortal. The working of popular govern-
me nt in either church or State involves an
enormons amount of unnecessary friction.

A Good Neighborhood,

Epoch : Foleg—Have you nice neigh-
bors ?

Patterson—Elegant, - Why, they spend
the fail and winter in Florida and the spring
and summer in Newport.

Fifty-six men were killed during the
building of the Forth Bridge.

John Morris, & wealthy bachelor of Mis-
souri, who has lately died, left $50,000 by
will to Mrs, Anna Brown, the leader of the
Lathrop crusade against saloons two years
ago. He had never seen her, but admired
her pluck.

under a million. o adds, “

aweek in advertising, and I paya

—a former editor, and a food ,000
» month to do it for me. I make money b
it. Advertising is the leverage with w{iciyn
this store has been nuod";w‘.ur I do not see
how any large and ul business can
be done without. liberal advertising.”

Many women suffer in silence from the
troubles peculiar to their sex rather than
consult & lgl;{llohn. Let them.tr{‘ Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills and they will no longer
feel life a burden.

The fuden ‘gube has ceased of late
A load of love to bear,
But double weight is now the fate
Of many a parlor chair.
A woman may be headstrong and yet
not be strong-minded.

», C. N. L, 40, 91

WANTED,

A live energetio salesman who is active and
industrious, A lady or gentleman of the right
stamp can make a handsome income. No
capital required other than a good and pleasing
address, and an_honest and_unright character,
3(1{11'(88 M. A. O, Co, P. 0. Box 72, Hamilton

n

INFORMATION 7,

Good Lands, Low Prices, Eary Terms, Mild
?umn.w, Variety of Orops. Maps and Circular
ree,

THOS. ESSEX, -Land  Com'r, e~ 7

LITTLE ROOK, Angggeas.
CONSUMPTION.

HE GREAT FULMONARY REMEDY
“ Wistar's Pulmonic Syrup of Wild Cherry
and Hoarhound,” Consumption, thas hydra
headed monster that anuually sweeps away ite-
tens of thonsands of cur ' looming youtbs, may
be prevented by the timely use of of this valu
able medicine. Consumption and lung diseases
arise from coughs and colds neglected,
Wistar’'s Palmonie Syrup is'sold by all drug
Rists at 250,

Do you want to correspond for plens-
ure or marriage, or join Marriage Ase
soclation that pays $500 to §5,0001 If s0

send for our Matrimoninl paper. Malled FREE
GUNNELS MONTHLY, Toledo, ©hio

WANTEDM sell our

goods by

umnloumwholesule

and retall trade, Liberal ¢ and 6
id, Permanent position. Mone;

or wages, advertising, etc. For ful{

and reference address CENTENNIAL MFG

00., CHICAGO, ILL.

ﬁ@ﬁﬁp REAMS J&%ﬁ,@ »
) i q "f;‘?iﬁ&ﬂs“

PRESCRI tra-
ordinary succoss in curu? ':lpannmnm, Nigne
Losses, Nervousnoss, Weak Parts, The resulta of in-
discretion. l"lllhlﬂxﬂmw and cure(ou. “h“
succe antee. All dry llléll!l 16, eL m

Ial
T
Detror* Miak:

guar
x. Oan mall it sealed.
Bureka Chemioca' Cow

%Ry, REMEDIES,
0.1 FOSITIVG HERAAL REWEOY
WO RERITIVE imoa emeny

r otherwise. in &

- w0 Rulos, Enormons esla
GUARANT 8. @a-Sealed pamphies fres.
DR. JOEN

SEROY. BOX 503, WINDSOR.

TSHORN suABERD
are of limitations,
TICE M
/ A,é'é ABE

‘\ IN THE SELECTION OF

|

A CHOICE GIFT

or of an addition to one's library, elegance
and usefulness will be found combined in

\ S

] SUCCESSOR OF THE UNABRIDGED.
Ten years revising. 100 editors em ed.

| Oritical exlm(nntnm invited. Get the Best.

| 8old by all Booksellers. Pamphlet free.

| G. & C. MERRIAM & CO., Springfield, Mass.

A New Book from
Cover to Cover.

For two years I suffered terribly
with stomach trouble, and was for
all that time under treatment by a
physician, He finally, after trying
everything, said stomach was about
worn out, and that I would have to
cease eating solid food for a time at
least. I wasso weak that I could
not work. Finally on the recom-
mendation of a friend who had used

your preparadons
A worn-out with beneficial™ re-

sults, I procured a
Stomach. bottle of August
3 Flower, and com-
menced using it. It seemed to do
me good at once. I gained in
strength and flesh rapidly; my ap-
petite became good, and I suffered
no bad effects from what I ate, I
feel now like a new man, and con-
sider that August Flower has en-
tirely cured me of Dyspepsia in its
worst form, Jamrs E. DEDERICK,
Saugerties, New York.

W. B. Utsey, St. George’s, 8. C,,
writes: I have used your August
Flower for Dy ia and find it an
excellent remedy. ®
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Guﬁwy’s : Standard :-Fmﬁr,es
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Write for catalogue and full particulars
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