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Coming of Gillian:

A Pretty Irish Romance.
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“Oh, yes,” huauy Damoer says, cold-
1y, “and 1wy cousin Mountcashel has
two tons; thercfore Captaln Laeg
Las four lives. between him ansd
the tithe Phe eart is seventy-five,
Mounteashel fiity, and
there are itwo rickly boys:
ai. Mounteashels children have cied
in ininsey but those, and they will
hardly h manhood, 1 fear.”

Spean’t quite see hiow the title des-
cotds,” Miatie remarks, coolly, b2 ()
must come throngh male heirs, 1
kuow.”

“Not always.” Lady Damer  says,
with soave rebuke. “There are g
essos i thelr own ripght, jou 2
My neplew slcreeds, however,
throuph his fathor, as Colenel Pat-
rick Moant ashel f.acy was cheson of
a brother ol my grandfath the
fifth Garl of Ferrard, whoe assumed
the name of Laecy with the estates
which he inherited from a maternal
unicle. Therefora, my s.ste the Lady
Louise Mounteashel, married her cou-

nd Caption

their son, is
Consin 1 gecol wree Lo the pres-
eut earl.”

*Qh,” ntie sntys, L
tie bit impr vogical

*and who is

baronet ¥ Lady  Damer

h r brows. “That is on

¢r side. Mrs. Deane. 1L is m)
hushband who is the next heir there

who will suereed him, then,

voosmer 2 peorsists Mintie, Jook-

groatly interosted. Mr. Damer

has ne son, has he 2?7

“The title goes to o distant branch
of the Damer fanily,” her ladysh.p
says s.owly, ith distinet and de-
liborats cnunciation, “as 1 have no
son.”

titles s plentiful  as

I among them” muses

Minue, Loaigirl Gillian den't

seem re one pin. It's queer en-

ougly, ¢t one bit of  good

wy kL naking belicve they're in
love wish one anosher.”

Jut the days pass on, and npo en-
lightenmentu comcs to Mintie, and no
realization of her  hopes, however
fuint, to Lady Dawmer.

“Pate is against ms" she tells her- |

sell bitt r I was always unlucky.”

For iv seems as if her prolonged
vicit to town must come to an end
very soou; and Mys. Deane talks of
going to Paris for Faster, and of
taking her stip-daughter with her.

“Fate is agaiost m-," her ladyshp
declares to hersell, in despair, at
the very time when fate is working
for her

One bloak, March afternoon comes
a el graan to her from Biagham Lacy
from the little telegraph office  at

5 James Damr died  suddenly
morning. Uncle Harry is greatly afl-
fected by tie shock. [ think it 'would
be well if you were to return at once,
Will write by this post.”

“Samethinz good will come out of
thisy T ferl sure !” Lady Damer says,
sprirging up in hopefm antivipation

an! roicl, with scarcely a thought of |

repe. U for the life so suddeny pass

away. The title and the paltry

coine—searcely eunough to pay

new liveries—are not worth thinking

of,”  she mutters. excitedly, “but 1

feel now ap il a fortunate turn of
amd that  events

HNSUNES

pedvaps ens of her elever-

ceonstleriag now dificalt its
ition must, be,

hastiiy changes her gown

for
dense plaek laces, nnd a few jet orna-
meats, and goes down to the draw-
ing-room.

“Oh, my ! What's gmppened 2" Min-

tie exelaims, starting  violently  in |

ainrin, anl near.y upsetting the tea-
tahle where ehe anl Gi lian are cozily
chattin; tn th - (ir. light. &8 the state-

1y, binek=<drapod form glides into the |

room with scrrow-stricken mien, and
slow, noiseless tread,

Ant her ladye hip forgives the: Am-
erican by i
consideration of her appreciation of
her deamatie appearan e,

“What happens to all of us, one
day or another, doar Mres. Deane,”
.8 Damer s selomnly, dropping
Intd¥poctey i Silas Wews “thie
drathi of a dear [riend.s

AVho. I8 a2 tai askys, huskily,

2 cart pan:icyg for RS T P NG

T my ae childs PPonr,
deqr Cousin Janes!™ ady Damer
says, with her s 3 wikercehief,

black embroidered, flutter-
her eyes: “and poor  Sir
v husband. fels it 8o deeply

{ in such distress. Thoy were
like: brothors, u know."

She has not omitt «d to give her has
band. his day-old title in the inidst

“Hum * that shrewd young lady
A yvs, meatally, U guoss that hand-
R Y S o YR Y P
I mast ¢ hack at once.™

Damer NS oquicetly

© 0 Gillian : “thoey are |

v you see. My hus-
Binzham, who

onlders, as

v veey sudiden deata,
By KBS mnd four
dear orphan girls! One must

of them. Will won coms baek
Gillian, love, or—is it ask

ach 2 1 know that you

have the pleasant, alters 0

1

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY

Take Laxative Bromo Quinina Tablets. All
druggietarefund the money if it faila to cure,
B. W, Grove'ssiznature is on each box. 25c.
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viugar impulsiveness iu |

quite overcome

2eFFTFEL LS

visit to TParis instead of
house of
will be such a comfort to

me, darling!” 1 shall feel so deso-

)

late and miserable going back
) '

alone !”

“Gracious!" Mintie says to her
husband afterward, in flippant in-
credulity, “onc  would think her
Laudyship had Jost her ‘sisters, her
cousins, and her aunts,” to hear how
she went on!”

I will, indeed. Lady Damer?!
Giiban says, impulsively, with quick-
coming tears. “Poor Sir James! |
am so sorry. though L[ only saw him
twice—that day of the picnic, and
the day—the evening—the last din-
ner party at Mount Ossory.”

“Alas, yes, my dear!” Lady Damer
Sl YE, Ching.

“We little thought ! Those plea-
sant days of last summner! Poor,
dear Siv James! But, thank gowd-
ness, is her meatal addition, i
poor  apoplect creature’s  de
has done me o better turn thaa he
over did me in his life!”

She is more grateful -to poor dead
Sir James than ever, the next morn-
ing., when she steps into the Pull-
man car of the Lotmdon & North-
western line, weefully  attired in
fresh, elegant mourning, sent ex-
press from Regent streec at vight
that morning, and sees Gillian, gen-
tle and thoughtfal for her as &
daughter could be, seated opposite
to her, reiurning with her for an
infiniteiy long visit Lo Mount Os-
sory.

Fate is working for her, Werking
smooth and swiftly, she th¥mks, with
Joy in her heart anl smiles on her lips,
trrough her decorons veil of regret
for poor S'r James Damer, her hus-
band's cousin, as they reach Bally-
ford on the following day, and find
the carringe waiting, and Bingham
Lac) iting also.

She never  recolieets him looking
handsomer or more attractive than

Che looks to-day, shie thinks, though

he is deadly pale, and his manner is
embarrassed, as he presses Gillian's
hand, and a faint Tlush rises in the

| givl's face as she meets Lis eyes.

‘I believe in jny heart they are
really secretly delighted to meet

{ each other!” Lady Damer thinks,

with a fresh throb of ratisfaction and
a slightly pious feeling coming over
her that P'rovidence has, on the
whole, been tolerably good to her.
*We can go up to Dublin in & week
or two, and get the wedding quictly
over,” she decides, delightedly. “Not
that T will try to press matters now
toc much. I believe they really are
growing very fonl of each other.
Any one could see there is something
exciting Bingham's placid roul,” she
smiles to herself, as they go up the
steps of the Imperial Hotel. - His
eyes arce  glowing, and his very
lips are trembling with emotion!
Poor fellow, he looks like his
father, Patrick Lacy when he
marvied Louise! [ remember him
well, though it is moge than thiriy
vears ago! ‘Gallant Pat!. we nsed
to call him to tease Louise. Wo
Mounteashel girls ‘pleased onr eyes
and plagued our hearts.’ T think, in
both our husbands,” she thinks,
with a cuick, resentful sigh. *“ We
both got wretehed  malches for
handsome rirls  of our statiot.
though poor Lacy was the bLestof
Lu<hinnds. T.oni declaroed,
And  thea. with a recolleetion of
the fitness of things, she turns to
Dinghom; who is placing ~an easy

R t(?ll:lll' for Gillinn by the firo.
a blaek one, drapes hepsell in soft. |

The very same easy che by thoe
fire in the ve samea rocin wheee
she hadd fips mot G ¢ Archer!
Shoe wonders if Ring v Lacy re-
members it. and theee is n piteous
wnte incguiry io the  wistfui eyes
upturned to his,

“He hoasn't eom:» back, has he?
she  whispers,  ‘swiftly, with a
shrinking sense of pain and dread
at the very thougzht of meoting
again the beloved, cruel face which
had even scorned to look kindly on
her. A erimson. shamed blush burns
over his face up to the  whiteness of
her fair maideai®y brow, and Lacy,
coloring « litte himself,  stoops
down to her in a swift whispered
answer :

“No, dear. he has gooie (o Amore

Il tell you  wmore  another

>

“Binglham, dear,” her ladyship says,
lotureiy way, noticing the mo-
fidenee with well pleased

eyes, “how is your uncle Harry?
Upset, of course, as you told me, by
thix sudden shocek, but not ill—noth-
ing secious, I hope 2
*Unele Harry has been vefy ill—he

| is  botter now. Aunt Jeannetlao—a

great deal boitir —that  is—he ib

2 A ‘ 3 | Browing hotter—* o st ors
of her gridf, Minti: ntices instantly. | = 3 et i BUILUAE T o

Ilushing «hily, and staring at her,
and out of the window, ani down on

;VHH carpet in a o flurried,  troublad
fashion. * He—he has been ill for

time--for wenk or two—but

iling very serious, you know, Aant

nothing  we needed to

vo1 hom» for s anl we managed
nurse ] him ol righit

SR ] i as that 2 Ners i1y

for a waes n i, ang you never

swijote i ek 3 ims, reproach-

fuily, wit or dainty han lkerchisf
flutteving Ler face, but some
tonci « onch pained her as
with a pli-py through hor satin
corset and the steel armor of her

| heart.

“Yes., e was very ill,” Bingham
says, dryly, “but as he had excellent
mnadical attendance, and most eare-
ful and tenler nursing, I ventured to

mourning -— but you |

think even your presence was not

necessary, Aunt Jeannette.

“Well 2 sh> asks, siarply, wincing
a listle, “and now ?'

“He wae getting nuch  better,”
Bingham answers, ¢ tha shock of
Sir James' death—he dropped in a fit
of apoplexy, and never spoke again—
completely upset Uncle Harry, and
brought back the—the delirium; but
he is much botter again” this after-
noon, both Coghlan and Meyrick say.”

“Delirium ! exclaims Gillian, with
innacent cyes of pity and distress.
“He has had fever, then, Bingham?
What sort of a fever?”

“Oh, nothing infectious, Gillian,
dear,” he says, with a faint smile. “I
shouid not have let aunt and you
come near me in that case.”

“] didn’t mean that I was afraid,”
Gillian says, angrily. “Dy you think
I am so gelfish and cowardly ?”

“No: I could never think either,”
he replies, gravely. “Uncle Harry has
Lad an attack of inflammation of the
brain, I believe”

“Who did you say you hal as his
doctors, Bingham?" Lady Damer
asks, in a faint, stifled voica.

“Coghlan and Meyrick. Meyrick is
very clever, you know, aunt.” he re-
plies, with a restless, nervous lcok,
biting his lips, and hurriedly passing
his white hand across his moustach~,
and Gillian hears his breath coming
quick and short.

“And who was the nurse?’ Lady
Damer axks, in the same sorrowlul,
half-stifled voice.

*A person Coghlnn rieommended ;
«he nursed Unele Harry might  and
day.” Bingham says. slowly, and the
white, nervous hand elinches itsell on
the k of Gililan's chair. **She never
left Lis room for more than five min-
ntes, night or day., for a week. And
when he was at the worst, she could
&s0the him and eontrol him when no-
boly else could. Meyrick and Coghlan
gnid she did @ great deal more than
they did for him. she was so brave
and unweariedl, and &) ccasclessly
watehft; T had a telegram w ritten
to you on two occasions at the dead
of the night, when we thought things
were going wrong with poor Uncle
H:rry. bat &he and th dk ctors puiled
him theough. and they said there was
wo immeodiate necessity to alarm
you.”

“Indeed 2 What o good thing Cogh-
lan found such o goud nurse,” Lady
Damer says coldly, almost scornfuliy,
at Lacy's husiastic praises. *
encrmous i expen
heavy doetors’ and nurse’s t 5
thinks bitterly, “beeause my wretch-
ed husband celebrates his succession
to his baronetey by a 1it of delirium
tremens | How scon does the trai
leave ? Pray let us get home as qu
Iy as possible, Bingham.” she says, ir-
ritably, the next memeat, as ul-
pleasant ideas rise ia quick suc-
cession in her mind, I wish Lynch
eould  have  gone on a.day be-
foro mo. 1 suppose the house is in
horrible “dizorder, anl everything ir-
regular and uncomiortable”

A guick flash of sarcasm or vexation
lights up Lacy's pale faecs and cold
gray oeyos.

he house certainiy
in Lorvrible disorder,””
erately, “and 1 do not thing there is
anything to find fauit with in other
respiets. The train leaves in half an
hour, Aunt Jeannette, if you wish
to go now, but [ ordered tea for
you and Gillian first.”

“Did you?” she says, with a foreed
smile, for sha is angey and nervous,
and not quite free  from  self-re-
proach. “Pray, let us have it, then!
Gillian, do you rem.mber being in
this room bhefore ? On the first even-
ing you came to Ireland, dear?”

She as the question out of a
malici : impulse, and regrets it as
roon as she has spoken, when  she
gees the startled look in the girl's
eyes, and the quick, troubled blush,

“Don’t you, Bingham?? Lady Da-
mer am-nds, hurriedly, with another
gay, forced smile. “When we three
met here ane evening before 27

“Yes: there were more than three
of us then,” Lacy retorts, stooping
down to stir the fire. “Uncle Harry
was here, and Miss O'Neil.”

“So she was,” Lady Damer assents,
the olges of her teeth show-
ing. “She eame from London to ¢scort
Gil . Poor thing ! 1 wonder where
sl % T hopa she had a good situa-
tion somewhere !”

Laey reseives this aspiration with
unruffled serenity.

“T hope she hasy” he says, cordially,

“Qhe was a very clever creature.
wonderful'y cicver,” Lady Damer says
placidiy. drinking tho tea which the
wiaiter hoe just broueht in. T shall
never replace poor Miss O'Neil in any
dame de compoagnie.”

“No. I Jdon't think yon will l.acy
agrees, eabinly, and Gillinn nnot
quite restrain a glanee of disdainful
surprise at him

»

THE CARE OF BABIES.

A Great Responsibility Rests on All
Mothers —aby Mhould Always be
Brigzht and Cheesful,

Iabics that are well, sleed well, eat
well, act weli and play well. Areluld
thiit 18 not lively, rosy-cheeked and
1 Laaful, needs immeuaiate aitention or
Chie resuits may be serious. Prudent
mothirs thowd always k-ep ready at
ham! a sate yet effective remedy Lo
administer to their litiie ones as
cimergeney o . Such a medicine is
Bab)'g Own ablets. These Tablels
do not as the sc-calieil “'sooth-
ing” medicines do. o not have
aodeazaening or stupeiying efiect; but
on the coatrary go righi to the seat
of the trouble and by removing it
care the cluld and prevent a recur-
rence of the difficulty. All mothers
who have usad this medicine praise
it ana always keep it in the house.
Mre. G, Baines, Six AMile Lake, Ont.,
says:  “The DBaby's Own Tablets
which T ordered came just in time
MMy baby was very il with indiges-
tion and bowel trouble, but 1 am
happy to say the Tablets relieved
him after a few doses anl he is now
doing splendidly, with just a Tablet
now and then when a little restless.
I am the mother of eight children,
arl [ must say 1 have never had a
nmadicine 1 thought as much of  as
3aby'e Own Tablets, and [ have tried
all the old remedies. I think mothers
wght always to keen them in the
1ouse in ense of emergeney.”

These tablets cure al! the miner ail-
ments of ehildren, such as constipa-

sour stomach. colie, diarrhoea,

estion, and simple fever. They

Lk up eolds, prevent croup, and
allay the f{rritation accompanying
the cutting of teeth. They are for
children of all ages, and dissolved in
water ean be given with absolute
safety to the youngest infant. Sold
by all druggists at 23 cents a box,
or sent post paid on receint of price,
by addressing the Dr. Willinms Medi-
eine Co., Brockville, Onf.

He is speakiug of the woman whom l haughty woman’s path. “Only for his

he confessed to Gillian he had loved
once most passicnately.

Hall an hour Ilater they leave
Baliyford ; the faithful little heart,
true to its one guidipg-star of deep,
true love, !looks back at the gray.
faded old eity by the waterside, with
ite Danish tower and its old-world
history, as a sorrowful pilgrim to the
sacrex] shrine he leaves.

Two hours Inter they are driving in
through the entrance gates of Mount
Ossory, and Gillian, sadly gazing from
the ecarriage windows, sees that
white gate in, the shrubbery yonder
with a fast-beatinz heart.

Then it was sweet summer-time
over the land, amid the sunshine
and the green leaves, and ‘the song
of birde. Now it is, as 1t showld be,
in the cold, gray, dead time of the
early year, when there is not a bud
of promise to be seen.

Even Lady Damer’s keen, discon-
tented eves can detect no “‘horrible
dicorder” in the smoothly-rolted drive,
the freshly-clipped shrubberies,
spotless coorstops, the snowy,
ere¢ blinds, and gleams of
draped erimron and embroidered eur-
tains which meet her gaze.

Yet a cercain irritation of her
nerves remains, amd she feels she
woulid be pleased to find, fault with
something or somebody, as she en-
ters the drawing-room, in spite of
its bright, welceming fire. itscozy,
inviting chairs  and couches, a
round table near the hearth most
daintily laid for dinner or high tea
—always her favorite meal alter a
Journey—nay, even the few vases of
exquisitely-arranged, fragrant flow-
ers—the last touch of an elegant
womanly taste in any apartment —
cannot even soothe the rervous, in-
tangible annoyasce under which she
is laboring.

What have they got those blinds
down for, Bingham, for mercy’s
sake ?” she asks, sharply. “I am not
going to endure that because my
husband’s cousin is ‘dead! 1t will be
quite enough on the day of the
funeral !”

Lacy hesitates @ moment.

“This is the d i the funeral,
aunt,” he says in @ low tone. “l'oor
Sir Jamas was buried at 2 o'clock. I
only went straight from the funeral
to meet you.”

Lady Damer shakes violently.

“Phe day of the funerall” she
ejaculates, “the third after death!
What a barbarous Irish fashion that
is to bury so soon! 1 wish yp hadn't
told me, Bingham!’

Sie shivers again, sinking down in
her chair by the fire.

“I wish Lynch had come! T don’t
feel at all well -1 don't feel able to go
up to my own rooms,” she mutters
peevishly. * No, no, Gillian ! What
are you thinking of, child?” as Gil-
lizn picks up the bo 't and gloves
she has tossed asile. *We must wait
a moment! S:nd somcboly to us,
Jingham, please the uppy Lhousemnid,
or the new nurse or anybody ! Tell
the nurse to come, if e can, I'want
to tpeak to her”

“Th nws? Unl Farysnire?’

fulters, and Gillian sees Lacy's lace
grow deadly pale again, while his
eyes burn like stars. ** Very well,
Aunt Jeannette.”

He leaves the room for a minute,
and then return 11l crosses in front
of his aunt's ch

*“ Aunt,” he says ouletly, in a
curiously low, clear voice. T have
romething more to tell you. anl
though it will surprise you, I
entreat of you not to be angry
with me ! T entreat you to
forgive me 1f T have displeased you!
Uncle Harr)’s nurse is an old friend
of ours. An old and—very dear
friend of mine.”

“‘Whe is it 2”7 Lady Damer says,
her thin fingers tightening in each
other. “Who is it, 1 say?” though
the imperious voice dies away ip a
hoarse whisper of rage and sus-
pense.

A mst  gathers before her eyes,
thers is a rushing, thundering surge
of throbbing pulses in her ears; her
senses seem forsaking her in that bit-
ter moment of absolute defeat at
the zenith of her fool:eh hope. She
sees Gillan start to her feet with
an eager, radinnt Jook of giad sur
prise, and sho sees the door open.
and the tall, graceful, well-remem-
bered fligure enter.

Jut the proud eyes are very wist-
ful now, and very soft, and dark.
and pnleacing as they look on her,
the haughty micen is quieter, the
hard, scif-controltad look is gone in-
{0 tho shadow of o great tenderness,
a deep, mute gladness, a sweet hu-
mility.

She com26  over Lo Lacy’s slde,
dressed i her long, graceful trail-
ing gown of black cashmere and vel-
vet, with Mecdici ruffles of black
lace high about th» stately throat,
and one peneant of jet and diamomds
flashing on her breast; a stately
right royal-looking  woman; this
girl who had been her hardly-used
dependent for years

“ My wife, Aunt Jeannette,” Lacy
says, composedly, drawing the white
hand within his arm. ** Anne O'Neil
is my beloved wife now, anl we have
been married for two weeks!”

CHAPTER XL.

A wild evanescent theob of joy and
thankfulness theills through tillian’s
breast as Captain Lacy speaks, for
in the first passion of seifish glad-
ness she can think of nothing else
than thas Georga i free  still—
George's nfe is noc utterly sundered
from ner life yet, though the wide
worlil lies between them!

“On, anne, Iam so glad,” she cries,
in  (hat  passionate  lmpulse, with
smiles on her sweet, wet eyes, and
on her tremuleus, red Iess, as  she
stretehes out her hands to Anne in
cager greeting, and thena her loving
arms clasp the tall, stately figure
in an cmbrace of sisterly tenderness.

esists for a moment and then
3 and stoups for an instant in
a hurried ki s,

*PThank you, dear!” sthe whispers,
fervently ; ami  then they both
simultaneously look at Lady Damer—
Gillinn -timiily and apprehensively,
as she suddenly remembers all, and
Aune  with proud yet earnest en
treaty.

For Lady Damer has slowly risen
to. her feet, a tall. terrible figure,
with her dense black trailing drap-
erfes, and her k-white face, and
those glittoring eyves alight with
fiercest anger and scorn. They just
glance over Laey and hi: wife witl
a' flash like a blight, and then, with
out uttering a word, Lady Damer
moves toward. the door.

But Anne snatches her hand ‘rom
her husband’s arm and hurries after

her, eagerly,, humbly ev: bescech-
ing her to stay.

“Pray walt one mome: ' Lady Da- |

mer,” she says tremulously, veatur-
ing in desperation to stand i? the

sake ! Not for mine! Wait one mo-
ment, until he tells you everything ;
I will leave the room. Only wait for
Bingham’s sake !"

“No, not if it were to save his life!”
is the implacable reply to her plead-
ing. “He is nothing to me any more
than you are, from this hour hence-
forth. Stand aside and let me pass!”,

“Blame mé if you must! I was
{he most to blame; I love him, and I
was selfish. Blame me!” Anne says,
wildly. “I Joved him so mueh that I
eculd not live without him, I could
not keep quiet away from him, I
couldn’t keep from longing to see
his face once more,” she Bays,
piteously, with tears in her voice. “I
came to Ireland only to see him once
more and bil him good-bye, as
mennt to go to America! Idid, in-
deed, Lady Damer; I meant to go;
I was oa my way to Queenstown; I
had even paid the deposit on my
cabin p: «a, and then when I met
him again, I could not leave him. I
was most to blame.”

“Not at all,” Lady Damer says,
icily, drawing her skirts aside. “You
only acted according to your in-
stinets, naturally enough seeking to
raise yourself in the world. You were
always ambitious and designing, and
vou had an easy prey in a weak, self-
indulgent man. He has been to me
as my own son. He has had power
to wound me to the heart by his in-
gratitnde and treachery. You have
both insulted me and outwitted me!
Much good may it do you both !”

here is malediction in the venge-
ful, sibilant tones of her clear, de-
lib>rate voice as she glances at the
wedded lovers with a baleful smile
of bitter contempt, and the blood
flushes darkly back into her white

s> a8 she looks at her nephew and
the girl to whom he has linked his
fate for lifc.

She hurries swiftly out of the
room, as if she caanot endure thoe
sight, and up the stairs to her own
rooms, where she locks herself in, and
no one dares to follow her.

“Anne, you have disregarded my
wishes, dearest!” Lacy says, with
tender reproach, as Anne turas back
hopelessly from the door, and the
tears she has tried {o restrain fall
gest now. “You had no right to ex-
pose yoursell to her anger and in-
sults. You know that I told you I
wished to speak to ler first, and I
meant to, whether she would hear
me or not! Don't ery, my darling
wife ; surely her insults have no
power to wound you—you to whom
shel is, or ought to be, so deeply in-
debted !”

His arm s round her in the un-
questioned right of their new re-
lations, and both her hands are
clapsed on his shoulder, .where her
head is resting.

They have quite forgotten gentle,
lovely Gillian, looking at them with
sad smiling eyes of sympathy.

“Yes, they wound me, for I de-
gerved some of them ! Anne says,
stifling a sob. “I was ambitious and
designiug, for I yearned and long-
ed, and prayed, and hoped for what
I have got ! I was selfish and trea-
cherous, for I thought of nothing
but my own happiness when jyou
said you meant to marry me; ihat
you meant to look for me and mar-
ry me, and ihat you had told Miss
Deane how you loved me, and wish-
ed me for your wife! I thought of
nothing or nobody then, in the
greedy selfislmess of my happiness :
after those weary years—four years
nearly sinee T met “you first—oh,
Patrick, my darling !

(To be Continued.)
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Last Christmas I was distributing
the prizes at the Upper Kennington
Lane Board School. I wound up with
an exhortation to the boys 'to be
god dwring the coming year. Said
I: ‘Now, bouys, g2¢ that when T come
again next Christmas 1 shall hear an
excellent aceount of you, and shall
not have to bz told that you have
got into any trouble or mischief.”
*“ Same to you, &ir,’ shouted the
wliole school with one accord. Whe-
ther this was quiet humor or a
moeehanieal reply  to the time-hon-
orel *‘Merry Christmas, boys,” which
they had taken my first words to
imply, I cannot say. But Iam trying
it live up to the injunctien.

But no dceubt, unhayly, rests over
the answer of the little chap who
was being examined 1n mental arith-
metic by an inspector of schools.
“if,” gald the inspector, “I had three
glasses of beer on this table, and
your father came in and drank one,
how many woull be left ?” *‘Noue,
sir,” at once replied the youthful Bab-
bage. “ But you dun't understand
my question,” retorted the inspector,
proceeding to rcpeat it. This he Gid
several times, always receiving tho
sam: unwavering assuracce, None,
sir.”” At last he said, *Ah, my boy,
it 18 clear you don't kuow mentul
arithmetic.” ** But I know my father,”
answered the boy.

“ Who made the world ?” snapped
out a rather testy inspector years
"ago to a class of very small boys.
| No answer. S»veral times he re-
peated the question, getting louder
and more incensed each time. At last
a pour little fellow, kneading his eyes
vigorously with his knuckles, blub-
bered out, ** Please, sir, it waddy’
1 me.”

A little chiid was saying her pray-
ere aloud beside her mother's konee,
and added a prayer on her own ac-
count: ** Oh, pleaSe, dear God, make
me pure—absclutely pure as ———'8
cocoa.” Two childfen being awakened
| one morning, an:d told that they had
a new little brother, were keen, as
children are, to know whenee and
how he had com~. ‘It must have
been the milkman,” Mid the girl

by the milkman ?’ asked her little |
‘ Beeause he says on his |
Familics Sapplied,” replied the |

sister. The tle son
miniter oince vilunte
ling information to
you know that the sw
in winter,. but the
| io this circuit ?"—D

Steps t
d Yerks

HINTS FOR GIRLS.

How to Preserve Health and
Good Color.

Pale, Sallow, or Anaemic Girls Re-
stored to the Bright Fi es-buess of
Youth by Natural Meaus—Good
Health Within the Reach

of All.

(From The Sun, Orangeville, Ont.)

Miss Maggie Brownlee, of Orange-
ville, is a young lacy well known to
the residents of the town and greatly
esteemed by all her acquaintances.
Like thousands of other young girls
throughout Canada, Miss Brownlee
fell_a victim to anaemia or watery
blood, and for a time, as she says
herself, feared she would never agaln
enjoy robust health. Experiences
like Miss Brownlee's cannot fail to
be of benefit to other pale and
anaemic girls, and for this reason
she kindly consented to give a state-
ment to the Sun for publication My
illness,” said Miss Brownlee, ‘‘came
on very gradually, and at first it
merely seemed as though it was a
feeling of depression and tiredness.
I kept getting worse, however, and
finalty had to give up a good posi-
tion. I was at times troubled with
a throbbing, racking headache, my
appetite gave out; the least exer-
tion tired me, and my leart would
beat painfully. My limbs seemed to
feel like welghts, and at other times
there was a stnking sensation which
I can scarcely describe. I was
treated by a good doctor and took
a number of remedies, but without
any improvement in my condition,
and I began 4o fear that I was
doomaed to bhe an invalid. One day
a friend who called to see me spoke
very highly of Dr. Willlams’ Pigk
Pills, and what she said interested
my mother so much that she bought
a few boxes. I began taking them,
and in tho course of a few weeks
there was no room to doubt that
they were helping me. 1 continued

taking the pills for a couple of’

months or more;, when I felt as
well and strong as ever I had been.
It is apout a year since I gave up
taking the pills, and I have not
since felt the need of any medicine.
I think Dr. Williams' Pink Pills ¢

grand medicine, and should be tak-*

en by all pale and feeble girls.”

Dr. Williams' Piak Pills make rich,
red blood with every dose taken,
thus restoring the bloom of health,
and the brightness and freshness of
youlll to pae and sallow cheeks.
Through ‘their action on the blood
they cure such diseases as anacmia,
nervousness, headache, rheumatism,
dyspepsia, Bt. Vitus' dance, heart
troubles, diseases of the kidneys, etc.
These pills also cure the ailments
that make the lives of s0 many wo-
men -a constant migery. Sold in
hoxes, the wrapper aroun:d which
bears the full name—Dr. Willilams’
Pink Pills for Pale People. Can be
procured from druggists, or will be
sent by mail, post paid, at H0c a
box, or six boxes for $2.50, by ad-
dressing the Dr. Williams' Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

WHO SETS THE CLOCK. ?

I'he Sources of Standard Time in the

Upitcd States,

R. G. Aitken, of the Lick Observa-
tory, corrects in I'opular Astron-
omy some prevalenl errors as to
the sources from which the United
States people get their standard
time. He says:

The sources of time for the pub-

lic geherally are not as numerous
as is usually supposed. In [fact,
they are very few. The clocks of
the Naval Observatory, at Wash-
ington, furnish the time for the
great majority of the people living
east of Ogden, Utah, and El Paso,
Texas. West of those points the
people, whethier they know it or
not, depend mainly upon the clocks
of the little observatory Ia the
navy yard at Mare Island, Cal.

At present only three other ob-
servatories—the Alleghany, the
Goodsell and the Lick — distribute
time signals over any considerable
territory. The Pennsylvania lines
east of Piltsburg receive their time
from the Allegheny Observatory,
which sends continuous signals
through the 21 hours of the day.
This systemr covers the entire State
of Pennsylvania, and also Eastcern
New York. The Goodsell Observa-
tory sends two tim? signals daily to
the Great Northern, the Northern
>acific, the Great Western and the
“S00” lines, amounting in all te
about 13,000 miles. The noon sig-
nal from the Lick Obsorvatory
reaches all points on the Southerm
Pacific system as far east as Oge
den.

In addition to its regular timn
service, the Naval Observatory of-
fice has established at several points
on the coast a time-ball system, at
branch hydrographic offices, for tho
purpose of assisting masters of ves-
sels, as well as men-of-war, in re-
gulating their chronometers. The
time is indicated by the dropping
of a ball at the hour of noon, orit
may be obtained by applicatien at
the office. 3

tules for Diet.

Eat when you are hungry.

© Drink when you are thirsty.
Eat enough and then stop.
Eat what your - appetite calle

5. Train your apprtite and stomaoh
by eating the greatest possible var-
jety. You are not o ghirk ; why should
you let your stom:ch become one ?
Many foolds are nol liked the first
time they are tasted, such as oysters;
hence, unless you try a thing several
times, yeu do not kaow whether yon
like it or not. Henee, never say: you
dislike a thing til' yca have ealem
w it three times.

@ late the Jjomparison of yous
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