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“Let'me in. Tt is I—Lady Leigh.”
Twice has she knocked and received |
no answer, Put now, as she speaks,

there is only & moment's pause and |
the door is thrown open. The room is

perfectly dark, and there is the unmis-

takable smell of suddenly extinguished
ol1l. .

“l beg your pardon, your ladyship.
I dui not knoiv it was you.

“Are vou ill or hurt 7" she questions,
curiously, Lr;.:ug Lo peer through the
gloom, and 1 possible to see his face.

“Oh! no;

“Then why were you shut up here in |
the dark, and why did youn refuse to |
come up stairs?”

“The lamp has only just gone out,”
he explains, "“and I was feeling a little
tired.”

“But Rollo is so ill,
ing for vou,"”
“Poor little fellow I"

Won't you comne to him even oow 7' |
she asks, taken aback by what 1t seems

and keeps ask-

to her can only be intense selfishness, |

and yvet it is not like him, not like what
she bas proved so often in his charac-
ter, 1o be thus unmindful of the fesl-
inp;u of others.
‘If you wish it, 1 will,”

"Of course 1 w .'l.'sll it, or I should not
have come myself. Why did you hesi- !
tate before?’

“"A man naturally pauses hefore he
~only an m!.‘unwl:.-:aeu*smw wornan can. |

! Knu“mg what is going on in her |
mind, he forgives the insolence of ].J.F'l"|

resolves by his own act to lose all."”
“Mr. Dare, what do you mean ? What
is all this mystery #” questions Lady .
Leigh, angrily.
He hesitates. How
all?  And yet further concealment is’
impossible. In the confusion of the

fire he has lost both wig and glasses, !

and is at last himself confessed. He
had hoped that perhaps he might suc-
ceed in finding them again at night,
when he could steal out and look for
Lthem without the fear of meeting any
one, but Rtollo's illness has made this
out of the question now, he feels he
cannot longer refuse to go. The chiid
at least shall not suffer from his
matl folly. But what shall he reply?

Ii..ud:.' Leigh settles it for the pres-
endi.

“Come to Rollo first,” she says, 1m-
patiently ; “afterward | shall expect to
hear your explanation.”

“And I shall expect a patient hear-
ing,”” he answers, with & touch of grave
pride. 1 think that at least is iy
due; it 1s the due of those who have
comunitied the gravest faulis—and
mine is not that.”

She bows her head and turning, goes
up stairs, he following meekly until
they reach the nursery. ‘Then she
goes in and, standing under the full
glare ol Lhe chandelier, beckons- him
to come in, and he oleys.

Al last they stand face to face, and
though still ignorant of the motive, she
guesses what his offense has been. Her
first thought now is for her child—that
his already overstrained nerves should
not be [urther taxed by the discovery
that bhas so bewildered her. Quick
as thought, she reaches up and puts
oul the hghth,

“"Rollo, he is here. Try to go to
sleep now as you promised,” she whisp-
ers, leaning over the boy’'s bed.

The child stretches out his hands
with a glad ery as Colonel Dare comes
up, and then sinks back exhausted,
wilh closed eyes, only now and then
smiling conlentedly as the guandam
tutor sooths and comforts him, hold-
ing his hand in a firm yet gentle clasp
the while. .

By and by Rollo falls asleep, and Col-
onel Dare, quietly releasing himself,
goes down again to where he guesses
Lady Leigh is wuaiting, She is seated
in & huge armchair close to the table,
cn which she is drumming impatiently
with her fingers. Her face flushes a

little as Colonel Dare enters.
W El_l ¢ she says. questioningly,
hardening hersell into the air of

hawteur which has been dis-
carded.
“Rollo is asleep.”

I dud not come here to speak of my
#cm. 'He has been the excuse of your
presence here too long." .

He winces, and does not reply.
“"Why have you done this thing "
she goes on, passionately. *Why must
you select me as an object for your
practical joke? Surely my sufferings
might have made me sacred ?”
“Forgive me !’ he murmurs, humbly
“How can I forgive you? You do
not know how much you are to blame.
Y ou made me trust in the goodness of
men . once mere, only again to show

me that such goodness does not exist

lately

| am all right, thank you!"' |

can he tell her |

Fcru-.. Hut no, you had no shame and

no pity.’'

She has risen from her seat and con-
fronts him defiantly, her ah;ﬂ.hL form
'drawn to its full height, her glorious
eyes flashing, and her lips wreathed
' in scorn of his misdeeds. Looking at
them from her point of view, his faults
is trebled in magnitude, and she only
wonders how it is that the earth does
not open and swallow ap sut:h.'a nons-
ter of iniquity.

“You have neither the feeling of a
gentleman nor the honor of a soldier !”
she goes on, angrily, lashing herself in-
to greater fury at each word she
| speaks, and irritated by his silence.

But this last insult he does not bear
so tamely. Colonel Dare is not gener-
ally so slow in self-defense.

! “*I was not the only one,” he says,
| half-sullenly ; “there . were olhers as
I

much to blame, only it happened you
chose me."

| "Tell me what you mean '’ says Lady
« Leigh, peremptorily.

“It was a bet that in spite of your
reputed  hatred of men you would
choose the handsomest that presented
I‘hin;:-;r;-il" for your son’s tutor,” he ex-
* plains, unwillingly.
| “So you made me the subjecti of a

bet—you and your boon companions?” |

: she gquestions, writhing in the agony
of her wounded pride and suffering as |

words and does not resent them.

“] alome believed that the sentiments
you professed were really felt, and []
: Eum ed the truth of my belief. Lady

1
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deed guilty, for it is through you that
' the faith in true womanliness incul-
ated by my dead mother is now
strengthened and revived.
“A Roland for my Oliver!”
Lady Leigh, disdainfully. *“Is this a
[H‘EtE]‘]Hﬂ. too, Colonel Dare 7"’
He shakes his head sadly.
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well of your sex as you have of mine.
| 1f a man has wrecked your life, the!
best years of mine have béen laid waste
hy a woman.”

“Wrecked twice,”
slightly softened mood ;
were s0  low
Lheir sense.

“Nothing that you can say can make
me more ashamed than I already am,

she murmurs, in
but the words

and each day more than the last.”
“Then why did you stay ¢
l you mot volunlarily confess all,
go?"’

“I could not.”

His voice is so firm and self-contain-
ed that, not guessing the truth, she
questions him aguain in haughty sur-
prise, tempting him to tell what at
present he would keep secret.

“Why.not ¢

“Because |

hand.
worse things for
Leigh.”

“Better men than I have done
love's sake, Luady

lessly.

“Your love is like your honor, Col-
onel Dare — defective. Is‘it & manly
way of proving either to win your way
into a lady's "house by fraud and re-
main by falsehood ? [f that is love, !
I am .thankful
I renounced it—forever.”

eves and let{ing his whole heart hang
upon her reply.

He grasps the table tightly withone
hand to support himself, nnd with the
other pushes back the hair that in
leaning forward has fallen over his
face.

“There is ﬂmhmf.-; left to be said,”
she answers, moving away. “Once for
ail, 1 tell you, Colonel Dare, 1 doubt |
your honor and decline your love.”

The words in their icy coldness kill
all hope, and, without an effort to de-
tain her, he lets her go. Then, di-
rectly he is alone, he sinks backin his
ciair, uiterly despairing.

It is all over; the game is played out,
and there is nothing left for him hut
Lo po.  His small portmantean is soon
packed, and yet for a moment he ling-
| ers still, looking over every hbook. to
' see Il he can find one with her name
lin 1t.

AL last his search is rewarded.

It is

ionly a small lesson book of Rollo’s, but

it has onve belomged to Rollo’s mother.
In it
'ny.”" And then,
crime of theft to those others of which

in any single case."” ; :
“That I have deceived vou does not | She -has accused him, he loosens the
make my whole sex false,” All are not | ¥atch from his chain and leaves it

i¥

like me.
“l trust not."
“1 know tihat

she returns,
I am guilty,

sharply.

already was so weak., [ know I deserve
your most scathing scorn, and yet— |
and vet—forgive me if yvou can.”
He stands before her, tall and strong,
bt very patient under her rebuke, his
head bowed in shame, and only ask-

ing for forgiveness as a boon to be |

l.hen in mercy, not claimed as a right
in return for the bravery he has shown
that evening. He does not even men-
tion that he has that and other claims |
upon her gratitude, and she is too |
indignant to remember She turns|
a deafl ear to his pleading voice.

“You should have thought of that
before—hefore vyou held up a defense-
less woman to the workd's ridicule and
censure."”

“The world will never
need not fear.”

“"How can I trust vour word when |
you have lied to me so often 1"

“Spare me!’ he almost groans.

“Why should I spare you? Have
you spared me? Before you came we
were happy—Rollo and I; and if L had
not forgiven my wrongs, I had almost
forgotten them. 1 told you my sad
story—youn., a perflect stranger; and
surely, if vou had had a heart, it might
have been touched then, and very
shame might have kept vou from con-
tinuing your deceitful course when
with that canflidence [ bhad so trusted

know; vou

: _ doubly |
guilty, in that 1 deceived where faith |

there with a written slip of paper

‘For Rollo, with. Geryvase
love.”

Practically, it is of more (han equal '
tvalue, but jn reality he knows the lit-!
tle shabby dog's eared book is to him
'worth a dozen watches, however anti-
quated and however quaint. All his
life he-shall prize it as a memento of

better 1.1‘ she had not lacked hu.t now
he only exulis in her faultlessness.

Once moure he looks round the room,
his eyes resting regretfully on the
chair on which she sat and the foot-
stool where last her delicately slipper-
ed feet were placed. All around is
still fragrant with ber presence, and
Colonel Dare sees that it i1s an even
crueller wrench than he thought "o
banish himself from her vicinity.

He gives a last look, and then throws
the window wide open and steps out
into the darkness. The rain is falling
heavily still, and the wind is high, and
it 1s not till early morning that, weary
and wet thrbugh he 7reuaches Castle
Dare. -

CHAPTER IX.

Laay Leigh is up early the next
morning, looking very pale and*with
dark shadows under her eyes, which
tell of the vigil she has Kept. She has
been in the nursery several times dur-
ing the night, and found the child
asleep euch time ; but now he is awake, |
and evidently refreshed by rest. There
is no fever, and: he is only a little ex-
cited by the stirring event of the ev-
enine before,

“Where
remark,

“You will see him soon, my darl-
ing,” is the soothing ‘reply,; but even
as the words are spoken the spenker
knows that it must be for the last time
—that, after what has passed, the tutor

must not stay.
| . ** Mother, I have not thanked him yet
| for saving me!”

Lady Leigh starts, She, too, has been
I'E::I'I't"hl"ﬂ'ﬂhl'.' n:gligent ; not the slight-
est acknowledgment has she given (o
himrfor risking his life to rescua that
| which is dearer to her than hsr own.
Can it he possible that she has been

| 80 ungrateful, so unwomanly, as never

seigh, if I have injured you I am in- |

answersg |

. to offer even a word of thanks?"
What must he have thought of her
remissness { Surely he must have in-
wardly termed her a monsier, callous
to her son’s danger, and too heartiess
to care about his safely. Instead of
NJoading hisn with abuse, as she had
' done, she ought to have fallen at his
feet and almost worshiped him as her

l nhildla NI,
[ have had as little reason to think child’s preserver.

And now it.is she who will have to
plead for pardon and perhaps he will
e as hard and as unforgiving as she

I was before. Her cheeks are dyed crim-

that he does npot catch e .
- o of the obligation she was under to him.

son as she remembers all the eruel,
insolent things she said, and how meek-
Iy he bore them, never reminding her

i She must go to him at onee and apolo-

than 1 have been ever since 1 camie, |
| peace
W hy -did |

and | - yet,
L RO ami find him now.

t - Catching up her dress, she rises from

gize, and if he goes—us she supposes
he must—well, at least
between them.

“1 have never thamked him myself
Rollo,”” she says humbly. 1 must

her seat and runs down stairs. Shes ex-

: love—I Jlove you!" he,
eries, fiercely, and clasps her by the !

| that his
She springs back and faces him fear-

i

that eight years ago

'periences a little fright when she finds
' the door of the schoolroom wide open,
but at first reassures herself with the
iden that perhaps he is not up yet,
or, on the other hand, he ma'w be out
of doors already.

She advances L1u:1|d[:,' Illlﬂ the room,
and to her funzy it wears a strangely-
deserted appearance.
bedroom door is open, too,
and coming more forward still, she can
see that the hed has not beeny slept in
and his portmanteau is gone.

That he has left is plain, but there
is the hope that he may return to say
farewell. If he loved her as he said
he did he could pnot leave her thus:
but surely what she said was sufficient

(Lo kill a passion of even a lung[-r and

“Listen to me this once!” he pleads, |
passionately, gazing earnestly into her .

- wishes she had bitten out

stronger growtih than this! Oh! how
she despises herself when she remem-
bers what she said to him! How she
her tongue
rather than allowed it to utter such
heartless, meaningless words ! For now,
with a sudden revulsion of feeling, she
decides that he has not deserved the
least of them. He is all that is good,
manly and brave; how could she re-
ward him so ill for the patience he has

' shown her child?

Since his advent Rollo has become

' s0 much stronger, and yet more obed-

= ma

ient and gentle in his manners;  the
dreary old house, too, has been per-
ceptibly brightened, and even Tabitha
has softeped toward the pnew inmate,
Now the old routine will recommence,
and there will be no break in it; she
realizes at oace how much they will
miss him.

Then. she catches sight of tha
wiileh, with the penciled words beside
it, and begins to weep—not stormily,
but very, very sadly, as one who has

 lost a dear friend.

is written only one word—"Jen- |
lest sne should add the

Dares !

cIman,

| Lhe purest, proudest woman he has ever |

known since his mother died :
death comes to him, too, he will only
ask that it may be huriﬂl with him.

Yes, it is all over! He never for a
moment doubts that she has meant all
she said, and perhaps he loves hen het-
| ter for her indignation and horror at
1hl'-r falsehood. She would have’
tlittle less perfeet had she been able
i to condone his faults at
- almost content to have her shine far
above him, like a star, in cold, unlov-
ing splendor, rather than by a human
frailty lose one jota of the purity of
her glory. In his present mood, he
takes n savage delight in abasing Rim-
self and exalting her.

Had any one told him that her words
were those®*of an angry woman, and
would be repented of almost as soon
as uttered, he would have treated the
udea as an accusation, and repelled it
with scorn. To him she appears as a
justly outraged goddess, an offended
queen, and for all the world he would
not have her otherwise. By and h].,
perhaps, he may admit that merey is
R womanly quality, which it had bheepn

A
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and when .

|
|
]
]

l]i]{F.' that without

|

heen o |

once : he 18!

And Rollo—how is she to break it
to him ¢ Tabitha, entering, disturbs her
reverie. She looks utierly aghast at
seeing her mistress in tears,

“ What is it, my lady—has anything

happened "' she asks, in great con-

leern. .
“Mr. Dare has gone,"” answers Lady !

| Leigh, with a stifled sob, and to her

surprise Tabitha gives a decided grin
of satisfaction.

“1 knew how itswould he:
he'd never like us all crowding round
and thankirgz him, and he such a quiet
too! I thought as how he'd keep
out of the way for awhile.”

“1It is not that, Tabitha; he's gone
altogether, i

*“*Not he, my lady; and, begging vour
' pardon for coniradicting you, he istoo
fond of the young lord to go away
a word.”

“You don't know all,” says Lady
Leigh, meekly : ” yvou don't know that
[ never :hrmked himm for saving* Rolle,
and last night T was very rude and

' said things he could never forgive. Af-

ter that he could not stay.”

“ Never thanked him !"—and Tabitha
looks the rebuke she dare not utter.

The silence that ensues is so condem-
natory that Lady Ieigh, with all ber
haughtiness, is abashed. She goes hack
to Rollo and tells him the had news
and his reproachful comment upon it
crushes her altogather,

“* Mother, how could you let him go 1"

After this she has no thought harsh
enough for her conduct and no praise
warm enough for Colonel Dare. To her
son she often speaks of him, and alwayas
tenderly and no other tulor comes to
Leigh Park She will not risk another
sdvertisement, and besides who would

is Mr. Dare?” is his first .

there will he !

Then she notices.

I knew |

be worthy to-take his placet
| Two or three months pass. It was

the spring when Colonel Dare first
came, now it is late autumn, and he is
almoss forgotten save by one. That one
is wandering listlessly through the
grounds of her estate when she meets
a tall, elderly man, evidently in search
of some one. Curiosity prompts her to
~accost him.

i  “Are you looking for any one " she’

“asks gr.u'muah'

i “ Yes, I wanted teo see his lordship,
if not inconvenient to him," he says,
taking off his hat and bowing lnw,

“ My son is at his lessons, and, ex-
ycuse me, but I cannot think why you
should wish to see him,” is the bewil-
dered reply.

It is his turn to look puzzled now.

“ 1 mean his lordship himself,
1117 he asks, in sudden fear.

“My busband is dead,” says® Lady
Leigh, and then, seeing the surprise
and sorrow wriitten on his face, she
adds, qumkl‘r “‘he has been dead some
vears.'
| * And the young Lord Leight”

“Is not_yvet eight vears old. I scarce-
ly think you can have business with
, ' him.’

The man raises his hat with a blank
stare.

“T beg your pardon; 1 must have
majkle some mistuke—but I met him in
the park.”

"“You mean the tutor that was here?’

The man laughs in some amusement,

“There are not many tutors, my
lady, who can afford {o give away a
'hundred and twenty pounds a year.”

A hundred and twenty pounds a year!
That was the very sum she had given
as salary. Could it be that, disdain-
ing to take momev from her hands,
he had given it to this man?

‘Tell me all about it,”” she says,
quickly. |

He complies at once, keeping back
nothinge of their interview, only inter-
spersing his information with praises
of his benefactor, praises which do not
in the least degree hore his hearer,

i
i
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but find a fervent echo in her heart.
“And you bave never seen  him
since "' she asks at the conclusion,

longing more than she will admit even

to hersell for news of his well heing

and whereabouts.

‘ Never. T'wo months ago I had a let-
ter from bhim inclosing sixty pounds,
51X months” donation in advance. He
siaid he should forward me the same
sum twice more, and by that time, if
I had the riwsbt stuff in me, should have

carved out my f[ortune for my sar-lf anqd

Hhﬂlllll need his help no more.’

Wi 'i.“‘ El]. .J-j:l

. lht' man riaises hiz head prnuﬁl;-,

t "I have done so; my foot is on the
first rung of the ladder, amd 1 shall
not fail now, having once succeeded, L
came to tell him this and to thank him,
but for his opportune bounty [ should
hive remained all my life struggling
for mere bread, with no hope or ambi-

Is he

et

|
|

tion for the future—an! now I ecannot |

find him. You do not
is "

She shakes her head.

“Heaven bless him, wherever he is!"
15 the earnest ejoculation.

“Amen,” says Lady leigh, solemn-
ly. then, conscious that she has hetray-

ed hersell to a perfect siranger, she ex-

rliins. quietly, * You kno v he ra" el my
]ILI'. 4 life.’
Long affer the

know where he

man has gone she |

 spelis; on- my
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“lingers there, thinking of the would-be |

lover whom she had so scorned, and
whom she now yearns to see again that
she may recompense him for all the in-
*sults she has heaped upon him, by
pleading humbly for forgiveness and
avowing her mistake.
and wherever he is, she trusts him en-
tirely, and has all faith in his nobility
of mind, whether his lineage be high
or not, and if he asked her again to for-
get all and be his wile, she would not
again sayv nay,

"But a woman is so powerless, she
muses. It may be that she will never
see him again—never have the chance
for which she longs. Indeed. mnlesy
he loves herso well that in spite of all
she has said, he 18 constrained to ‘see
her flg.un how ecan they ever hope to
meet. ? Her own life is so isolated, and
where he is she does not know,

Then a thought comes into Lady
Leigh’s head which she resolves to put
into execution. Fhe will live in {his
seclusion no longer She will go out
‘into the world and into society, and if
she cannot find him  at least it will
help her to forget. ‘The idea gives a
new incentive to life, and her step is
a8 buoyant as it was vears ago, before
trouble came, when she returns to
the house.

Tabitha i3 dusting the ornaments in
her room when she goes in, and makes

# movement fto go, but Lady Leigh
. stops her.
“Finish what you are doing,” she

says _graciousiy; 1 am only going to
write an advertisement.”

“Ob, my lady! not again!” says
the woman iu dizmay, for she knows a
little and has guessed more of the his-
 tory of the last.

Her nistress hiushes.

“Not [or a tutor, Tabitha; I am go-
ing to have a couple of footmen and a
butler.”

i I am sorry if I haven't given your

“ladyship satisfaction,” is the stiff re-

~ joinder. =

i Lady Leigh laughs, and places her
tiny hands on the woman's shoulders,

| meeting her defiant gaze with a glance

| of deprecation.

' “Don’'t be stupid,
is, I—1 am going

| and——""

“And vou musi ke&;r up your posi-
tion, of course,” answers the woman,
with qguickly-aroused pride.” It wounld
never do to be behind any of the other
gentlefolks—vow, the flower of them
all. I'll nevar stand in your light. my
lady ; but if you will just let me wait
on yvyou when no one is there——"

It is Lady Leighs turn to interrupt,
which she does with a reproach’ul
smile,

“Tabitha, do you think T could part
with you? The man-fervants can wait
on my guests; but you—you shall al-
ways be my own maid and truoest
friend. What shonld I do without vou
after all these years{?”

Tabitha borsts out crying and buries
her face in the duster.

Tabitha : the fact
into society again

Whoever he is'

s own work.

,l'urv [ left for Chesley

s vised me strongly to try Dr.

~ "I'm main glad you'rs going* Jut
again,” she =ays, presently, whan the
sobs have subsided; *'it will do you
good, although 1 know you are only
doing it for his little lordship's sake."”

Lady Leigh looks uncomfortable, and
turning away, buosies herself at the
writing table tearing up sheats of pap-.
er and =electing a pen with greatest
care.

She is at a loss how to reply. 1t
hurts her to take the credit for an act
of self-sacrifice when it is so purely a
matter of self-consideration, and yet.
how can she. even to Tabitha, confess
the motive that is calling her into the
world again ?

Womanliness forbids her to tell all
her thoughts: honesty prompts her to
disown a virtue that in this case she
does not possess.

“There are many reasons why it will
be best,” she answers evasively.

(To Be Continued.)

A NARROW ESCAPE.

A WIARTON LADY WHO WAS NEAR
THE DARK VALLEY.

— —

MMer Trouble Began Wihlh Swelling of thae
Glands—This YWas Followed by General
Colinpse and Feart Weanknesa— Docfors
Eald She Conld Not Recover, But Te,
day She 158 Enjoyving Gaod Health,

From the Echo, Wiarion, Ont.

Mrs. Jas. Overand, who lives 1n
W mrl-un. makes the following state-
ment in regard Lo a remarkable cure
effected by the use of Dr. Willinms'
Pink Pills for Pale People:—="1 am 30
years of age and have lived in Wiarton
for the past six years. Previous to
this, I, with my husband, who is a stone
mison, were residents of  Chesley.
Aboul four years ago there came n
swelling on the right side of my neck
which grew as the time went o until
in about six months 1t had grown as
large as a goose egg. 1 consulted a
physician and he lanced it. This phy-
sician diagnosed my case as enlarge-
ment of the glands, and said 1 would
gel. well after it was lanced. This
operation gave me temporary relief, -
but it was only a short time before the
lump again began to grow and in six
montihs [ was worse than ever. In the
meantime I had been prescribed for by
different physicians and taken several
patent medicines, but none of them
gave me more than t(emporary re-
lief. About three years ago 1 left Wi-
arton for Chesley thinking probubly
a change would improve my health. I
consulted a physician there and he
said the trouble was incurable and
might end fatally. Discouraged 1 re-
turned to my home in Wiarton, much
worse than I was when I left, and bhe-
lieving 1 had come home to die. Be-
I had been at-
occasionally  with fainting
return these occurred
more frequently and of longer dura-
tion. With the least excitement 1
would faint dead away. [ had hecomae
very weak and could scarcely walk
across the floor and felt mysell grows-
ing worse every day. [ again consult-
ed the local phw, sician and this time he
said it was spasms of the hearlt and
that I would not live more than a
couple of days. While lying in bed a
lady of the tdwn visited me and ad-
Williams'
Pink Pills. 1 thought it useless, huat I
was ready to grasp at any means of
promised relief, and so commenced Lo
use them. DBefore the second box was
compleled I felt myself gelling bet-
ter and before 1 had finished my sev-
enth box T was able to go aboutl my
[ continued them until T
had used fourteen boxes, when | was
completely cured. The swelling has left
my neck and I am now as well a wo-
man a8 T ever was in my life. 1 make
the ahbove statement voluntarily, be-
lievingz it my duty to that which has
saved my life and will if necessary
make an affidavit to the above facts
at any tlime.

A depraved condition of the blood orp
a shatfered nervous system ig the sec-
ret of most ills that afflict mankind,
and by restoring the blood and rebuild-
ing the mnerves, Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills strike at the rool of the disease,
driving it from the system and restor-
ing the patient to health and strength,
In cases of paralysis, spinal troubles,
locomotor ataxia, scialien, rheuma-
tism, erysipelas, scrofulous troubles,
ete., these pills are superior toall olther
treatment, They are also a specifie
for the troubles which make the lives
pf s0 many women a burden and
spredily restore the rich glow of health
to sallow cheeks. Beware of imita-
tions and substitutes alleged to  ba
“just ns good.” Sold by all dealers or
sent by mail, postpaid, at 50 cents a
box. or 6 boxes for 821.50, by address.
ing the Tr. Williams' Medicine Co.
Brockville, Ont.
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OUR UNSATISFIED WISHES.

et Fancles That We May Clicrelsh Through
Life nnd Yel Sever Renlize,

“1 suppose that adl of us,” said Mr
Billtops, somne pet smbitivn o1
sotpe wish that thadt
we carry through life, perhaps quite
unknown to our friecnds, and down witn
';;r:n'r' unsatisfied. Some ol

fhese hopes amvl funcies on the part
off our friends wowld seem strange en-

mave
we never realize;

us to the

ough to us if we knew themn, bul no
more strange (o us than ours might
seem 1o them. There are plealy of

steady-guing, bard-woarking people that
seem full of husiness only that really
cherishy with all their occupations, the
mest romand ic ideas, though they may
be imdeed about toe sumplest Lhings in
the world,

“Sunstimes we hear of them, some-
thing kives ocension for the expression
of them, and Uhen they come to ps like
a revelation, We had never dreamed
that So-and-So had that strain of fancy
im him, But for the most part these
ideas are personal guests, which we «n-
tertaim within cur own walls. in whose
company we find pleasdre and which
wi take with us umpotived when we
g’ "




