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- CHAPTER IV,

®Ah, then, George, you never mean
%o say it's you !” Mr. Damer exclaims,
with a gasp of astonishment, his
broad Irish accent becoming three
degrees more Intensified as he stares
at the young man smiling at him
apross the room.

George end® his dubiousness by ris-
Img and crossing over to him, and Mr.
Damer Yelleves his mingled feelings

a sounding slap of his hand on
the coffee-room table.

“Ge rge, you're never, surely ! Eh?”
Re demands, eagerly, his speech quite
disj /inted by excitement and delight,
a8 his floridly handsome, Celtic face
grows redder, and his blue eyes glit-
Xer, and his sound white teeth all
gleam in anticipation, '

“IEh? Eh?” he mutters, in under-
tones, his broad chest beginning to
expand and swell with silent laugh-
ter. *'I'h, George, my boy, you clever
dog ! You’re a sharp customer.”

But George Archer’s wide, fair
brow darkens in  an  embarrass d
frown at this cpmmendation, and he |
draws away a little from the grasp |
of the elder man’s hand which is on
his arm.

“Yes, but—wait, sir. I must tell|
you,” he interposcs, hurriedly.

“Have you seen her? That's all I
want to know,” Mr. Damer inter- |
rupts, his brow fairly puck red with |
lau:hter, his ey s chining, his large,
humorous, Irish mouth fairly open-i
ing in eager d-light. i

“One word, my boy—one word
Have ye s*en her 2" he reiterates. |

“1 hawe" George says, laughing |
vexedly ; “and I want to tell you,
gl re—

lut. Mr. Damer hears nothing, or |
will hear nothing of any attempted |
expanation. He slaps (r orge’s arm |
much as he had slapped th: table, !
fl'nzs himself back in his chair and|
goes into a suppressed roar of laugh- |
ter. . !
“Ye needn’t tell me another syl-‘I
lable™ he ~xclaims, when he can get |
his breath. “[a! ha! ha! My l:r!yi
and her alde-de-camp done as clean
Bs  a whistle, Holy Moc<es !
won't she lead me a dog’s life of it if
she finds 1t out!” he adds, with a
Judicrously-sud len change to alarm
and dismay in his face and voice,

Georreg Archer lhughs a little again
in eplte of himseIf,

“There Is nothing to find out, sir,”
he sa)s, decisively. “H 'r ladyship can
blame me if she likes for daring to
intrude on her visitor. You knew no-
ghing o1 my Intention of comimg to
Ballyford, Mr. Damer. You can tell
her lndyship thot «noath If nced be,”
he adds, scornfully. *And my having
ealled on Miss Deane just means this
—please to hear me out, sir—that I
will never intrude on her again, or
attempt any interference with Lady
Damer, nor Bingham Lacy, nor Miss
Deane in any way.”

“You won't—what 2" Mr. Damer re-
peats, slowly, his face almost aghast
now, with disappointment and sur-

rise, *You don't mean to say,

eorge, that you'll let her slip
through your hanis ?"

“I can’t let her slip through my
hands when she Is not in them,”
George protests, reddening ; “and as
far al [ am concerned, sir, she never
ahall beI”

‘““You don't mean it! After all!”
Mr. Damer says incredulously, in
tones ! utter despondency.

“What’'s the objection, George—
plain-looking ? Of course, these rich |
girls always are! Too much, ch? A
#yuint maybe! These big fortunes
olten have s uints—queer encugh, |
grutn! But they do. What is it,
Geurge You couldn't take her at
any price, eh? You're good-
looking  enough, yourself, my
iad, for Dboth,” he suys, cou.\‘-’
Ingly, with a rencwed glimmer ()f‘
hope in his eyes, as he bends, with |
his hands on his knees, staring across
at George eagerly ; “anl those pia.n- |
looking girls often make the best of
wives; they ao, ind.ed, G(:urge.'
Th y're qul 't and contented, you see, !
wh n th. le h a 8 ar n’t turned w.th |
vanivy, anl they adore a handsome, |
goo.i-natured husban.d.”

George shak:s his head with a sar-
castic smile.

“You were never more out in your
life In a guess, sir,” h: says, anl his |
eolor rlses a little through his clear,
sunbur@®t skin. anl his blue eyes
sm:le as well as his lips, an1 his voi
grows softer. 'She 18 a pr.otty lit-|
tle girl, a perfect little lady, with a
sweet, kind mannor and a gentle
voice,” he says, with suppressed earn-
estness, “and—sh: is a hundred times
too good for mo, sir.”

“Throth she’s not,” Mr. DPamer r--,
torts curtly anl d termin dly, with |
vehem nt *“brogue,” as is hii wont

hen excited, much to the contempt

nd displeasure of his wif2: Lady

garity” in Irishisms. ‘No, George.
ot if rfhe were a countess
in her own right ¥ should
think her too ponl for you
AAnd his f'orid face pales as he |
speaks, anl its humorous, shrewd ex- |
‘pression “fades, anl the bright blue
eyes are strang.ly dim wih earnest- |
mess as they zaze at the handsome |
yonng face cpposite. ] sl
“You are viry [attering, sir,” |
George Ar:h-or an wers rather cold-
¥, anl smiling rather  bitterly.
“.Fnrtmmtv-l_\' I have not suech an
overgw eninz opinicn of myself as
that. In fact I have a particularly
low «pinon of mys i this mll:nw-,"‘»
“What for ?” Mr. Damer asks grulf- |
Ay. “Here's my glws ol puneh at

? Waiter—an ther—'
1 wen't, thaak -

; Damer says, so sharply and obsti-

'boot? Eh, George?” he demands,

i think rhe is good.”

| against my mother, sir, whatever

| bear I8 my legal name; sa I maintain

| wretehed  father never did Your

jrest of his punsh ant Grorg> moodi'y
* Hlast! You'll have a glass \w.lh me, |

you,” George says, determinedly;
“I am going now. I have to see a
man at Quin’s Hotel at six o'clock.”

“You're not going to cut off like
a - leprehaun, when I want you to
sit and talk to me for af minute or
two—s0 you needm’'t thimk it!" Mr.

nately that George thinks Lady
Damer's sneerilng advice has not
been altogethor uanceded, an | rather
regrets the tumbler of hot whiskey
and water—it is evidently not the
first mild stimulant of which Mr.
Damer had partakem this afternoon.
“What have you got such a low
opinion of yourself for, that you're
afrald to make up to a chit of a
glil—a London tradesman’s daugh-
ter, and a daughter of my own sec-
ond comsin, poor Carrie Morton, to

the changeful Celtic face now lower-
ing and fuill of gloom.

“Because I couldn’t ‘make up’ to
an innocent girl Mke that, and tell
her lies!” George says curtly. “I
couldn’t begin daacing attendance
on her, and talking ‘“woft nothings’
to her, and trying to befool hen into
the idea I was In iove with her, when
I don’t care two straws for her!
I couldn’t swear and vow all the
things that girls expect to hear
unless I perjured mysell, and I
couldn’t marry her for the money-
bags—no, nor any woman, any more
than I could turn informer!”

There is no an wwer to George'’s
rather excitedly-uttered assertion,
anl a l'ttle surprised, he look: a ross
the table keenly at Mr. Damer,
who sits with one hand covering his
eyes  whilst he stirs the disk of
lecmon in his tumll>r of pumch round
anl round, in a s'ow, absent lashion.

“You said she was rather good-
lo“king ?” he questions, in a low
ione.

“I said rhe was very pretty!”
George rotorts, svith a slight
laugh, “and better than pretty, I

“And you couldn’t make up your
mind to like her well enough tomarry
her ' Mr. Damer persists, in the
same low voice and dull manner.

“My dear sir, I am not an ass. even
if 1T have ears!” George says, im-
patiently and sharply. ““Who am I,
what am I, that I should marry a
pretty heiress, a girl who .will have
the best men in Tipperary after her
like her shadow? Who am I that I
giould think of marrying at all ¥ he
adds, more sharply, with a flash of
his eyes like a gleam of blue steel.
“I am nobody, and the son of nobody,”
the young fellow mutters, his hand-
some face downcast, his sunny eyes
dark with resentful anger, and bit-
ter lines coming en his fair, wide
brow, and around his kindly lips. “I've
had a good education, thanks to you,
and I have as good a sitnation as
I could possibly expect, thanks to
You; but beyond that——"

“You owe me no thanks at all. I've
told you so as often as I've hairs on
my head,” Mr. Damer interrupts, in
rather unsteady, husky tones,, “and
I have told you all I can tell yon
about your father and mother, and—
and I think you might stop talking
as you do about them®

His last words were hardly audible,
and he drinks off half the tumbler
of punch at a draught.

“Yes; I know from what you have
told me,” George answers, bitterly
and resentfully still, and the color
deepening in his cheeks, “that Iam
the son of a miserable father and a
miserable mother——"

“On your soul, don't you dare to
speak a word against your mother I”
the elder man says, almost furiously
in his fierce, suppressed excitement,
bringing his clinched hand down on
the table. “Your mother is an angel
in heaven, boy! Noever mind Your
poor wretch of a father; you'll never
be troubled with him either in this
world I

“Well, my mother bzing an angel,
is the b:st part of my ancestry, I
have no doubt,” George says cynic-
ally. “Heaven forbid - I spoke

may have bzeen her fanlts! But ag
my father has been always unknown
to me, aad is to remain unknown to
me, and as I conclude ne is living—
then, I know he is disgraced. I can
guess now. I suspect the name I

I am nobody, and, in the law, the
son of nobody.”

“George, I told you years ago—the
day you were twenty-one—five years
ago, George; I told you, onca and
forever.” Mr. Damer says slowly, in
low, trembling tones, “that your

mother that wrong. That you were
lawfully born, the son of lawlully-
married parents. He—he was bad
enough; don’t lay that sin to his
charge, anyhow, for—he didn't de-
serve it, George.” -

“Then, if he is living, and if ho is
my lawful father, why can’t I know
more of him?”’ Georg: dcmands, jm-
paticutly "I always thouzht when
L was a ch!ll that | was an orphan.
I always say now that my father anl
mother are dead.,” !

‘So thoy age,” Mr. Damer says, |
hu-kily, wiping his brow. “Let the
d'al rest can’t you?' Your mother,
H aven blss hor m mory. I8 dead
thrie-an !-tw nty y ars, yosar fathop
is deal—to y

There is sil'nce for a  moment.
while Mr. Damer thirct’'ly drinks the

drawe lives on the tabl eloth with

one who dismisses a painful and use-
less tople.

“Are you golng, George,” Mr. De-
mer says, looking up, but not en-
deavoring to delay him now. “I'll see
you to-morrow, I suppose. And,
George, there will be dinmer parties
and so forth at Mount Ossory now,
while Miss Deane is with us, and if
my lady is civil to you and invites
you, you’ll come, won’t you?"

“She won’t invite me, sir,” George
says, briefly, but smiling; “and if
she did, I really don’t care about
accepting. Her ladyship's civility
{md. hospitality are too overpower-
ng.” D | i

An ugly sounding word comes from
under Mr. Damer’s grizzled beard.

“And you might turn the tables
on her and her fop of a nephew, and
you might get what they are
striving for, and smap your fingers
at them forever after and—you
won't I’ he says iIn interjectionsof
disappointment.

“No, sir, I won't!” George says,
with an emphatic nod. “I am . too
proud. I won't be locked down on
by the girl I tnarry!™

“Hang it, man!® Mr. Damer says,
angrily, but the sparkle of humor
coming back to the bright blue eyes,
which are gazing up at the young
man’s goodly height and shapely,
muscular limbs, “she couldn’t ‘look
down’ on you unless she stood on a
table! You're six feet in your socks,
and you're handsome emough to set
any girl’'s heart ablaze. Bet you a
five-pound note, George, that the
little heiress falls in love with you
—come !” L

“I won't mike any bets about
her,” George says, shortly. * And I
am sorry I made a fool of mysell
to talk about her as I did to you,
and to Bingham, toco. And I am
sorry I made an additional fool of
mysell to come here to day just for
the fun of ontwitting Binghum and
her ladyship. It all came lnto my
head in a minute after I had been
talking to you ‘about her yester-
day evening,” George says, twirl-
ing his hat about, “and I thought it
was the best joke possible to start off
here this alternoom and introduce
mysell to her, to spite Lady Jean-
nette, an% have the start of Bing-
ham. And then, whena I intruded my-
sell on her, and the poer Innocent
little girl received me so sweetly and
courteously, and thanked me' so
gratefully, I tell you I never felt
more a-haimed of mys:Il. I felt I had
done a mean and ungentlemanly
thing, &ir,” he says, gravely, but
holding his well-shaped head
high on the big, solid neck and broad,
square shoulders; "for i Lady Da-
mer had been there to protect her
young guest, I should not have been
allowed the interview I schemed for.”

“That’s mighty likely,” Mr. Damer
rejoins, dryly, with intensa expres-
gion. “But how do you know Lady
Damer’s young guest objcted to the
interview 2"

“She didn’t object at all, poor lit-
tle soul,” Georgn says, emiling once
more. “Though Anne O'N.1l told hir
I was your agent—and I suppose a
London girl thinks that is the same
as a bailiff or a hangman—she was
as grac‘ous as if I had been tha earl
of the earldom.”

“Well, I can’t see how the mean
an1 ungentlemanly conduct cam» in,”
obj~ets Mr. Damer, rath°r sarcasti-
cally.

“Because T had no busin~e3s to as-
sume the position of a fri~n1 and
equal when I can never meet her as

had no business to try to
distance Bingham or mnke
any Impression on Miss Dean~'s
mind In my favor. for Bingham means
to marry her. Bingham would do
anything, or give up anything in
exchange for money, I believe.”
George adds, scornfully.,, “I never
met such a fe'low, though he isn't
bad in other ways. But he meansto
marry Miss Deane and her money,
and as I cannot marry her——"

“And Bingham can!” Mr. Damer
Interrupts. “Bingham Lacy, with
his captaln’s pay and Lady Jean-
nette’s a'lowance to help to pay
for his kid gloves, he can aspira to
8ffer his hand and heart and all
his worldly goods, the penniless
fop! and you can't ?"

“Well, I won’t then, 1 that's
plainer !” George says, rather sav-
agely. “I won't have a rich wife
buy me and keep me a pensioner
on her money!”

“Not -if she were breaking her
heart about you, and begged you
on her knees to take a hundred
thousand pounds along with her-
se.f!” questioned Mr. Damer, sneer-
gly. “You oughtn't to talk like
a foul ™

“I'd sooner be a fool than a knave,”
George retorts grimly. “And when
the young lady 4s ‘breaking her
heart’ for me, I'll marry her.”

“ls that a bargaln, George 2 Mr.
Damer demands, excitedly, Juniplng
up and scl.ing his right hand eagerly.
“If the little girl falls in love w.ih
you, will you marry her, and please
me ?”

“I promise you, sir,” George an-
swers, very sardonically, “ that if
Miss Deane prefers me to every
other man in the world, and tells
me s0 plainly and unmistakably, in
words and deeds, I will marry her
and please you.”

And in spite of being rather ruf-
fled in temper, he cannot avoid
laughing as Mr. Damer seizes V‘oth
his hands in the vice-l:ke grip of
his own, and shakes them vehem-
ently.

“That’s my boy—that's my boy!"”
he says, his tones unsteady with
glad excitement.

But George's smile fades, because,
somehow, of that same glad, fath-
er.y pressure of the hands clasped
on his—because, of the fatheriy
gratefu! pleasure shining out of
the biue eyes that gain on him
lovingly and admiringly. :

And a strange, slight thrill of
suspicion—faint and swift as a
gleam of summer lightning—passes
over him as he draws his hand
away.

“l1 must go now, #lr,” he says, put-
ting on his hat, ‘“‘and Lady Jean-
nette will wonder what is keeping
You. It is just 6 o'clock.”

“Ay, I know,” Mr. Damer answers,
vaguely. * Well,—you're going,
George ? Good-bye, my lad. You'll
keep your promises, George ?

“I always keep my promises, sir,”
th: younr man auswers coldly. “GQuod-
bya, sir.”

* Good-bye, my boy, Good luck,
and heaven bless you!” Mr. Damer
says. carnestly,

“ Heraven bloss you, sir ! Grorge
says, softening a little at the fervent
tonns,

1> does nmot glanes back as he
leaves the room and hurrées ount of

a peoe’l until e sntd mly rises with
a hopeless shruy of his sbouwlders, ag

the house, glvl to quit the precincts
of 1he Imperial Hotel, so Le does not

such,” George says declidedly, and I|

see—does not Imagine—the sight eof
the gray head bowed despondently on
both thos2 strong, trembling hands;
does not hear the muttered words
that end in a groan,

“Ay, whil> Im Harry Damer—your
friend and employer—you'll say that,”
he whispers. * But not if you knew
the truth, George! No, no, youwd
curse me then! ay, you would—you
would! 8o, you'll pever know, till
you see me on my dying bed, or maybe
stretched in my coffin. Yonu wouldn’t
have the heart te curse me then, my
boy I” )

I —
CHAPTER| V. ity

But - upstairs, by this time, poor
little timid Glilian has found a friend,
a protectress—nay, u _mother, as it
seems—in Lady Jeanfiette Damer;
as that stately and highly-bred
dame bestows on the gentle, unas-
suming gir! the gracious tenderness
of—let us say—a royal relative.

She condescends toward her—Gil-
lian feels that gratefully, though
she is rather embarrassed and trou-
bled by the sweet amiability of the
earl’s daughter, who opens ' her
maternal arms, both figuratively
and actually, to the rich London
tradesman’s daughter. She quite
takes possession of Gillian in the
most delightfully gracious manner.

“You quite belong to us now,
love,” Lady Damer says, as her
fine, light-gray eyes—coid and bril-
liant as diamonds—gleam on %il-
lian, and her long, sinewy white
hand rests on the girl's warm, soft
arm. “I look upon you quite as my
dear little daughter, as well as my
cousin,” she continues — ignor.ng
the fact that Gilllan is not her
cousin at all—“and I hope voa will
like your Irish home so well that
you will never care to leave it
again”; and her ladyship's - clear,
sharp-toned laugh veils a litlle the
significance of her words.

. Captain Lacy has, of course, been
introduced in the very first minute
of meeting.

“Here 1s another sort of a cousin,
Gillian, dearest!” her ladyship says
gayiy. ‘“My nephew, Captain Bing-
ham Lacy—Miss Deane.”

And Gllilan, prepared to shrink
from the man whom her vivid girlish
fancy had conjured up as a later
editionf of “Barry Lyndon,” the suave
adventurer, with a winning tongue
and poliched manners, s most agree-
ably surprised to see that though
Capt. Lacy is a very handsome, re-
fined looking young man, very fash-
fonabla in dress and elegant in bear-
ing, he Is yet so thoroughly
gontlemanly in  his qulet, reserved
manners, with a frank smile, and a
pleasant low voice, that the sus-
picious dislike which had been gath-
ering in her heart against him dis-
sipates  bv degrees. It dissipates
altegether nn few wiiutes later,

I have Just had the pleasure of
receivinz another wclcome to Ire-
land;” Giillan says, smiling and stead-
fast, looking from Lady Damer to
Capt. Lacy. ‘*Mr. Archer has just
called to see me.”

But nelther smoothest hypcerisy
nor the most perfect savoir faire
can prevent her ladyship from betray-
ing bher gudden discomposure, and
some [fiercer feeling as well, that
burns in a erimson fiush on her cheek-
bones, and glitters in her eyes like
8pnrks.

“Indeed,” she says, her long, nar-
row, whito teeth all gleaming in that
cold, filerce smile, and her sharp,
clar voice in a sharper, higher key.
* Mr. Archer—the agent! How very
obliging of him! Hs thought we
should b2 so anxlous to have news of
you. He really i3 a most oblizing
an 1 palnstaking person,” her ladyeh p
says, with a Irigid little giggle. “I
am afrafd I don’t appreciate the pocr
Young man as I ought.”

“I don’t think ‘you do,” Captain
Lacy answers, briefly and coldly,
looking down as he speaks. “Archer
is a very-good fellow, and a very rice
fellow, 1 hope you think so, Miss
Deane ?” he adds, suddenly, address-
ing her with a smile.

A slight wave of shy color tinges
the solt, lily-pale face, on which the
evening light falls clearly, and Cap-
taln Lacy’s smila grows rather mali-
cious, OHER |

But st'll it is an honest, half
amused, half-vexed malicl usness th .4
lovks at Gililan out of the handsome
hazel eyes, and she smiles a little,
while the shy blush deepens.

“Yes, I thought him very pleasant
and very kind,” she says, timidly but
clearly.

*‘So he Is!I"” Bingham Lacy answers,
‘“one of the best fellows in Ireland.”

‘“Indeed I” Miss Deane says, rather
coldiy.

But Captaln Lacy’s keen eyes de-
tect that there is an assumed cold-
ness, detect the glow that darkens
the hue of her dark eyes, and the
softening of lier proad, little mouth,
ae she giances swiitly at Anne O'Neil,
sitting un u distant sofa, whither che
had retired apart from her employer
and her friends, as bellts an humble
“‘eompanion.”

“This must please her to hear him
80 wall spoken of,” the simple-hearted
little girl thinks in her eager sym-
pathy, vainly seecking a responsive
look upon Anne O'Nell’s impassive
face, with her eyes fixed on the elab-
orate pattern of a piece of delicate
lace, which she Is crocheting with
wonderful dexerity.

And Captaln Lacy, detecting that
questioning look and sympathetic
smlle, swilt as they are, pushes back
his chair and draws a long breath,
a8 a man does who suddenly perceives
a lact.

“Innings—already !’ are the two
words he utters mentally, as he
draws hls. loug, fair moustache
through his fingers, slowly and close-
ly, as men who have handsome mous-
-taches and handsome hands are apt
to do, in deap perpiexicy.

But her ladyship Jeannette Damer
~—though her gold-rimmed glasses are
daintily astrade of her high-boned,
haughty nose—does not perceive any-
thing beyond the fact that a coutre-
temps has occurred, that there may
be danger ahead, but that, event-
ually there must be success.

“Well, I know you are always en-
thusiastic about poor Archer, Bing-
ham, dear,” she says, airily and care-
lessly. “And as you choose to
make a friend of him, I am
suro I don't objrct. It was
most obliging of him, certainly, to
cill on Misg veane. H3 1s Mr. Damer's
agent, 1 suppose you know, Gillian,
dear ?” she e omtinues in the same
airy, carcless manner, as one dis-
cusses an nninteresting subject out of
pure amlabiiity. *“Now, have yoa any
fder what an agent i9, love ? I BUp-
pose not,” she rays, smling very
sweetly and arehing h-r delicate,
RIcrow eycbrows very witth'y.

““An ageat o {lccts reats and man-
agmes landed vrancrty. I thouzht™

Gllllan says, sedately, but meeting
her ladyshlp's picre.ng bright eyes
without fiinching. ;

“*Quite right, dear,” she says, in a
gratified tone. “*He i8 not a bailiiff—or
a low person of that class, you
know,” this deprecatingly, as though
Gililan had suggested it. “An agent
is sometimes quite a gentleman, and
a man of good family. Now, Lord Dun~
boyne's agent is a retired army majcr
and asgociates with the best people
in the county. But thea, Lord Dun~
hoyne has a great deal of property,
and his agency is something quite
valuable.” \

Lady Damer has not, it is true, ao-
tually uttered a syllable. to this ef-
fect, but the impression she has tried
to eonvey as plainly as words cah
speak s, that Mr. Damer's agent isa
worthy young man of low origin; a
Yyoung man from whom her natural
class prejudices recoll as from a vul-
gar plebelan person, whom she re-
gards In the light of a menial, though
her nephew'’s masculine generosity
chooses to elect him to the place of a
friend,

And In that speech Lady Damer
makes her [first false move, as she
acknowledges herself in angry des-
pair in after days. She commits the
error that hard, narrow natures
commit when they attempt to
measure others by a standard of
their own making. She thinks that
the shy, gentle girl, with the In-
nocent, fawn like eyes, is absolutely
without worldly discernment.

She thinks that Gilllan Deane, fresh
from the seclusion of a quiet luxuri-
ous home, is utterly ignorant of the
world, and that her mind is a
“Virgin in page, white and unwrit-

ten still.’
whereoun, if it please her, Lady Damer
can inscribe headlines of daily coples
for her pupil's obedient imitation.

Perhaps it I8 because of worldly
ignorance; perhaps it is from sweet
sympathy with poor Anne O’'Nell and
her handsome lover; perhaps it is
from instinctive perception of Lady
Jeannette Damer, as she is; per-
haps it Is for some Occult, womanly
reason deeper than all, but Glllilan
seems to agree with her ladyship
with a pleased smile at once.

“Yes, Oh, yes,” she says calmly;
“I knew, of course, that Mr. Archer
was a gentleman. He stayed to
tea with us, but he would not stay
to dinner, thouzh we asked him.”

Captain Lacy starts involuntarily,
and ehifts his position a little. Anne
O'Ncll pauses two or three seconds
with her cobweb thread and flying
crochet work sin her fingers; but
Lady Damer determines now to
speak plainly, even If the time be
far from ripe. /

(To be continued.)

scormisn ¢
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§ __ REGIMENTS. ¢

The band of the H.ghland Light
Infantry, which performs In the
pageauiry at the Loyal Military
Tournament, secems a puzzle to Cock-
ayne. The regiment itsell wears
trews, and the shako with diced bor-
der, but the band wears the trews
and feather bonnet with red hackle,
The feather bonnct and red hack.e is
supposed to be the pecudar priviiege
of tite Black Watch. So it is, as far
as the raiuz and file are concerned,
but not for the band. It may interest
clviliun readers to learn some of the
peculiarities of the Scottish regi-
ments. There are seven Highland
regiments—the DBlack Watch, High-
land Infantiry, Seaforth Highlanders,
Gordon H:gnianders, Cameron Hizh-
landers, and the Argyll and Suther-
land Highlanders. All, except the
H.ghiund Light Infantry, wear the
kit and feather bonnet. '{l‘he facings
of the Blick Watch are blue, the
hackle red, their tartan black, green
and blue, and hose red and black. The
Seaforths have buff facings, the
hackie white, the tartan Macken:le,
and the huse red, yellow and white,
The Gordons have ye.low Iacings,
white huck e, except in the band, Gor-~
don tartan, and rel and black hose,
The Camerons have b'ue facings,
white hack.e, Cameron-Erracht tar-
tan, and red and black hose. The Ar-
gyll and Sutherland lads have yellow
facings, white h k e, Sutheilanl tar-
tan, and red; white and yellow hose.
The Lowland regiments are the
Royal Scots, Royal Scots Fusiliers,
and King's Own fcottish Borderers,
all of wh.ch wear trews and helmet,
except the Royal Scots Fuslilers,
which have busbies. The Cameron-
lans or Scottish Lilles wear trews,
rif.e green tunics and a shako. There
is only one Scuttish cavalry regiment
—but it has renown enough for half
a dozen—the Scots Greys, the only
regiment which wenrs the Grenadler
bearskin cap.—Scottish American.

Tips for All.

Spilled milk is awkward, but weep-
ing about &t is folly.

Debts antdl diamonds antagonize
‘the one owed and those others who
know. '

Superstition is not “high breed-
ing,” but it is almost nn.versal.

Honesty, truth and virtue are
only agreeable in the sign lan-
guage; that Is te say, act, don’'t
talk them.

Music soothes, but “practice” with
open windows makos people savage.

It’s all right for a girl to love
her dog, but it's all wrong for her
to expect others to do the samo.

Smiles are the soul's kisses; and
this is not to ruggest that giggl.ng
is holy. .

Men loath gush amd love tactful
appreciation.

Wise women wear their hearts un-
der their bodices, met upon their
sleeves,

The pessimist is dead—long live
the optimist!

A microscope far eur own blem-
Ishes will teach us to minimize
those of our ncighbors.

To boast Is to put a placard on
one's self, as, to wit, “Nobody.”

Fach superlative used after a good
description weakens both bouk and
speech, )

Athletic Religion Needed.

Religion in Great Britain appears to
be taking a praclical turn, at least
athletie clergymon, rather than able
expounders of the word, seem to be
in demand. An illustratlon of this
was given only the other day in the
dismlssal of a country curate because
he was not a good cricket player.
Though unexceptional In  all other
respects, he -had to go, as Lis vicar
was firm in the beltef that “what
this parith really needs is a goorl,
fast bowler with a break from the
aliy_ St lLowk Star :

FRAGRANT

OZODONT

a perfeot liquid dentifrice for the

Mngalh and Mouth

SOZODONT LIQUID, 25c @8 |
SOZODONTTOOTH POWDER, 25¢ 2 5‘
Large LIQUID and POWDER, 75¢

At all Stores, or by Mail for the price.
HALL & RUCKEL, MONTREAL.

QUEER FUNERAL GEREMONY

Over ““ The Boss of Tokio,”
Recently Murdered.

MARQUIS ITO'S QUEER ADDRESS,

- The funeral of the “Boss of Pekio,”
Mr. Hoshi Toru, whish took placo
yesterday morning, furnished a pie-
turesque conclusion to his styangely
luteresting career. No one who wit-
Dessed tue shient griel manilesied by
the crowds of peup.e that limed the
streets eould dounc that o great
power had passod away out of whe
ilfe of tue nation. From eaply mern-
ing the sir_ets o1 Akasaka, w ope Mr.
Hosuil livew, were throngeua with
aense musses of peope waltiag pa~
tiently to make their isanee as
tue body pass.d. On every stree. sor~
ner greal wuite baoners had been
raised upon bamboo poles insewived
Wit characters which read *“'I'sis I8
the wuay to where the obsequies Qf
Mr. Hushi will pe held,”

Eariy In the moruing, in the pres-
ence of only relatives and Iricnds, the
Abbiot of the Honmonji Tempwa, sur-
rounded by a score of priests in Sheir
beautiful white siik robes amd greem
and purple sashes, chanted the Budd-
hist scriptures over Lhe remaing e~
cased lu a coffin of wuite, unpubnted
hinoki wood. About the biex the fua-
eral lamps were burning, fed whtha the
Incense that was thrown to the
llames by the mourners as they eawme
and went. When the lust verse of the
Buddhist canticle died away the pro-
cessiun sturted for the bh.bu Lemple.
Here, Inside the temple that waa
uraped withh the whiie funeral tlags
the Lastern panop.y of woe, th.re
must have been assembled some live
or six thousand Japanese genthlemem
in high bats and frock coats, from
the shupe of whose hats, as well as
the prevalence or lack of moth holes
in theiwr lung black garments, you
could make a shrewd guess as te
when and in what o untry of the
Western world each Individual of the
muititude hud maue bis souies, Out-
Eide the pree.n:ts of the temple, to
which admitiance could only be ese-
cured by card, the humbler mourners
were as Innumerable as the sandg of
the seashore. As Lhe cortege loit the
house lu Akasaka it was compassd of
slmply the family and a few [riends.
It grew with every street, and whew
the coffin reached ina temple the ¢od
of the procession was yet sewveral
miles away. )

Arriving at the templ>, the eoffim
was carried up to the wehrine
throtigh a lane of waiting mourmers,
preceded by the lotus flowers, the
white lanterns and a file of Bud-
dhust musicians blowing softly away
upon the ancient sho, or reed pipes,
filling the alr with a cry of lamenta-
tion that was horribly humams. Di-
recently behind the bier walied the
adopted son of Mr. Hoshi, bearing

hWm a white ancestral tabl:t, apom.

which was inecribed the soul mame
of his father. Then came the whlow
and the daughter, unveiled and cloth.
ed from head to foot in white silk,
with drawn faces, whiter even tham
tho garments that thoy wore.

After the notables ani the officiale
who followved, eame a cohert ef Ms.
Hoshl’s immediate “hoelers.” A body
of about five hundred soshi. all wear-
Ing upon their tunics the Hoshi cr-st
and the sjraw sandals and legginsg,
and hats of straw pulled well dowa
over their features, as the r-talners
of old in the feudal days walked be-
hind their lord. i
Marquis fto’s Address to the Pe d.

When the coliln was plas:d withis
the shrine and the fires fed with
lucense leaped up in the air Maryuis
Ito steppeu forward, and, as s the
curious eastern custom, aJddrewsed
the follow.ng eulogy, mot to th ile-
tening mourners, but to the deal eass
of the dead:

‘Iv is regrettabls, Mr. Hoshi
that you were stabb:d tu d.ath
Tokio City Councii on the 2isv insty
You had devoted yours:lf to the im-
teresus of your couutry and you were
cowrageous enough to carry out
your ideas. You ab.y discharged your
duty to the Seiu-Kal, and everywue
was pleased to s:rve under youw, asd
your merit was indeed very greaf
Your unfortunate death caus:s pré-
gret not only to the Sear-Kai, but to
the natlon at large. In att n lag your
obsequies, I tender you my sineere
condolence.”

Then the late Premler, witk am
emot.on whi h his strange formas
words do not betray, threw Llno«nse
upon the funeral ures anl walked
away. The number ef those whe
wished to do honor to the deeeased
was so great that pot until eight
hours later could the body be re-
moved to the cemetery. For eight
hours mourners passed b fore and
made obelsance to the dead leaden
H's immediate followers have made
camp fires in the cemetery and thepe
they will watch by the grave for 8D
days.

A Pitless Prune Produced.

Adding to his already long list of
horticultural triumphk;, Luther DBup-
bank, of Santa Rosa, has produced &
prune without a p!t. Years of experi-
ment, years of hard, patint work en
e part of the Santa Rosa wizard
were required to perfect this latest
marvel. The hybril Is understood te
be a cross between a plum and a
pruney 3 2

This discovery will ereate u sensa-
tion among fruit drirs and fruit pro-
ducers the world over. The pit of the
ordinary prune has been a great
drawback to the pepular consumption
of the deliciows [rnit. Burbank's crea-
tion has no pit, buk a tiny seed that
is edible and ia no 'ax' reguires re-
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