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“It is too good of you, Eva,” said
Yivian Ardel, as he warmly pre:ﬁﬁe’fd
the little hand that lay warm 1n
his, = ‘“The poor girl has a chance of
happiness at lasi.’”’

It was a sweet fece that looked up
brightlvy into his. The eyes Wwere
soft brown, and the soft brown hailr
waved and rippled where it edged
the white forehead. Her smile was
full of gentle cheerfulness. Beauty
and intellect were in her face, but
goodness most of all—a man’s true
helpmate. The slight, fragile fligure
and the bright face might have been
a young girl’s, but the calm, my-
sterious  tenderness of motherhood
shone in the soft eyces.

Her cheecle flushed at Ardel's carn-
estness. ‘*You make me hall serry,
Vivian, that the thing you ask 18 S0
pleasant. I should give thanks, not
get them. JYrom what you tell me
of her, I'm surec that the girl you
saved: —Lucy is the name, isn’t it?—
—is the very girl 1 was longing for:
a girl to be pood to my little ones
and make them love her. I'm sel-
fah, Vivian, and want her for my-
self as well, for it's lonely when
John i away, and I'm very hard to
please in my f[riends. Just wh}m
the wish was strongest, you, Who
have given me so much, have given
me this too.”

““Come and see her, Eva. Mind
you promise nothing till you see and
speak to her.”

“*She is wonderfully beautiful,”
whispered the soft-eyed little mother
as she stole into the room and gaz-
ed on the face of the young girl, who
still slept. -

“And wonderfully young to have
known such sorrow,” Ardel answer-
ed.

““And good and true, if looks count
for anything,” said ISva.

“Now I shall wake her and leave
you alone together. After that You
shall tell me if you can take her 1o
your heart and home without fear.”

He touched the sleeping girl's fore-
head with his finger-tips, and in &
low voice spoke-in her ear the one
word ‘“‘awake.”’ Then he passed
noiselessly from the room, and” the
blue eyes opening softly looked
straight into the pitying brown,
Vague at first was that look of hali-
conscious questioning in those sad
eyes.. Tiva saw remembrance of
what had been dawn slowly in their
liguid depths, The pale cheeks
flushed, the lips quivered as the poor
girl glanced with a quick, frightened
look round the luxurious room where
she lay. Then her cyes came back
to the sweet face that bent over
her so pityingly.

“What has happened?’’ she whisp-
cred, so softly that ISva bent closer
to hear., ""How am I here?"

“Can you remember nothing?”’

The gentle voice scemed to

her courage.
" I remember I was very niserable,
I must have been mad with misery.
I thought I could bear no more, The
quiet river tempted me. I remember
the cold touch of the water as it
closed over me. 1t was awful., I
was frightened; 1 longed to ke alive
again. I tried to cry out, but I
could not; the water strangled my
voice. I tried to pray, but my
thoughts all crowded together wild-
Jy and were lost. I remember no
more.””

“No more! You have no memory
how you were saved? how you caie
here?””’

The girl yielded to the charm of
Eva Trevor's voice and answercd her
like a child,—

give

1 seem to have walkened here be-
fore just for a moment, 10 see &
man’s face bending over me—a WOn-
derfully handsome man, with dark
eves full of pity, like your own. The
next moment the face faded into
darkness, and I slept again., It was
only a dream.”

“*It was no dream, dear,”’ Eva
answered, and she patted the girl's
hand caressingly as she spoke. It
was he who brought you here. It
was he who saved you from the riv-
jer, and it is he who is trying to
make the life he saved a happy
one.'’

‘1t was he sent you to me, then?”’

““Yes, he sent me Lo you, my
dear.”” :

““Will you call me Luey?"”

“My dear Lucy, he had the right

-

to send. He saved my lifc as he
' saved yours from a niore insidious
' death. Ile pave me happiness as,

with God's help, he will give it to
vou. Can you listen to me for a
while? Are you strong cnough?”’

I feel quite strong again; only
a little frightened. May 1 hold your
hand?’’

The hands met and clasped, and
so lay white and warm on the solt,
white quilt, and liva went on, her
brown eyes brighter with unshed
Lears,—-

““It is good for

me to tell and
for you to hear. We were three
vears married—John and I. John
was a barvrister, briefless almost and
without friends. I was a governess
when he married me, We were very
poor and had a hard struggle to
live. Then I fell sick. Two doc-
tors saw me and said I must die,
that I could not live a- month. Poor
John was heart-broken. His last
hope was in Dr. Ardel—our friend,
yours and mine—the man whose face
vou saw: the most famous doctor in
the world., So John somehow, by
starving himself, T'm afraid, scarped
together his fee, 1 was frightened
nearly to death as I went into the

great man’s room. - But my fear
left me when I saw his face and
heard ™ him speak. He cured me
within a weelk, but he would take
no fee. I have never had a day's

real sickness  since, and my eldest
boy was born six years ago. But
that “was not all. He coaxed my
whole story from me. After a little
he met John too, and liked-him,
and helped him. Dr. Ardel’'s good
word poes a long way. Ile is the
richest man in London, they say,
and the cleverest. The briefs began
to flow in on John; he is a Queen’'s
counsel now, and will be soon a
judge. We are rich, and have a
beautiful place of our own at Lav-
ella, down by the Thames; and you
are going there to-day, to stay wilh
us alwavs., That’s the whole story,
Lucy."'

“I stay with you! DBut you don’t
know me, or where I came from! 1
am so stunned I hardly know my-
self.”” Then suddenly clear remem-
brance came, and with it a pang of
sharpest pain.

“*Oh! mother! mother!" she wailed
out, amd o wild passion of weeping
choked her wvoice.

“Don’t,”” whispered DEva softly;
“vou will. break her heart even in
heaven. I am a mother, and know.

You will mect her again, Lucy,
where there is no pain of grief.”

““I must go to her now at once.
She lics there dead and lonely, Oh!
how could I leave her!"”

But ISva laid a restraining hand
on hers and spoke Lo her calinly,
though the tears silently coursed
down her own cheeks. “'Lie still and
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Bootor Wanted to Burn the Ckin With a Fed Hot fron—FPatient Was
Cured by DR. CHASE'S ORNTMENT.

Ar. Alex. McLean, Tarbot Vale,
N. S. writes'—"For two ycars I
worked as sectionman on the Domin-
ion Coal Company'’'s Railroad be-
tween Sydney and Glace Bay, N. S,
end during that time was exposed to
all sorts of wealher. Gradually my
health failed, and I became a vic-
tim of protruding piles. At first I
did not know what my ailment was,
put consulted a doctor, and though
he treated me for piles, they only
grew worse. _

1 was forced to give up work :3:111:!
return to my home. My sufiering
tould scarcely be deseribed. I. could
ot walk or lie down, but whirlu the
rest of the family was ﬁlf-n;nng 1
would be groaning and aching irom
the excruciating pains. 1

““Again T decided to consult a doc-
jor. This one siripped me, and
aid ‘the piles would heve LO 'bﬂ
yurned with a red-hot iron. I shiv-
red at the thought of burning the
tesh, and teld him I could not
Sipdc of undergoing such an opera-
¥on, so he gave e Some salve, for
E_hlr:h- he charged = me two dollars,

.4 it Sid not do me any good. .
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| ““I was in a desperate condition, ang
 had about given up hope ol cver be-
ing freed from this dreadful suflfer-
ing when a friend told me about Dr.
Chase’'s Ointment. Ife said he had
spen S0 many cascg that it had
cured that he would pay for it him-
self if it failed to cure. :

“My experience with Dr, Chase's
Qintment is that the first applica-
tion did me more good than did the
two doctors, and it has made me as
well and as iree from piles as any
nan, =ince being cured I worked
during the winter in the. lumber
wopds and experlenced no return of
my old trouble. 1 am not putiing
it too strong when I say that Dr.
Chase's Ointment was worth $100 g
box to me. You are free to use my
testimonial for the benefit of others,
as 1 feel it my duty to make known
' this great ointment.,”
| Dr. Chase's Ointment, €0 cents =
(box, at - all dealers, or ' Edmanson,
| Bates and Co., Toronto.

To protect you against.imitations
the portrait and signature of Ir. A.
W. Chase, Lhe famous receipt book
author, are on every box of his rem
| edies.

listen to hu. Lucy. Your mother
lies in her quiet countiry grave, by
vour father’s side, close by the
church where they prayed together,
Hereafter we will come, you and T,

‘to lay flowers on their graves, when

your sorrow is less keen, and I
have learned to love her memory for
yvour sake.”’

“But who did this?
know to do it?"’

““He knew, Lucy. He knows your
whole story. Don't ask me how he
knows. This morning he saw your
mother laid in her quiet grave. To-
day he has asked me to help to
make your life happy. I am here to
try.- :

It is too good of him; too good
of you.”

““Not of me, Lucy. 1 would do
anything for Vivian Ardel. Dut I'm
doing nothing for him now, He
has ot me the very girl I was
longing for. I know we will bhe
friends if you will come to me. Our
Lavella is .a pretty place close 1o
the river, and then there are the
children. -~ Willie is six, and Harry
nearly {hree, and my little niecce,
Jeanectie, a two-ycar-old. dimpled
little darling. You like children, I
hope.™'

“*I love them."’

““Phen it's scttled, dear; you will
come to me. You are Vivian's
lntest gift, and I will love you for
his "sake and for Yyour own. Oh!
vou poor, poor darling! What mis-
ery yvou must have gone through!”

She stooped down impulsively and
kissed tihe young girl on the lips,
and with that kiss a life-long friend-
ship was pledged between those two.

“Now, Lucy, do you feel strong
enough to dress? 1’1l help wou. We
are to lunch here with Dr. Ardel at
three, and afterwards we go down
together to our place. Arec You
strong cenough?’’ :

“Oh! I feel quite strong. 1 seem
to have got new life from the long
rest. DBut——""

“I  know, dear. Everything Iis
gquite ready, There were your old
things to go by, and I did a little
shopping this morning. I came up
to town early on purpose, and T'm
sure they will fit nicely-—mourning,
of course; I knew you would want
nmourning.’’ g

Lucy looked more lovely than ever
in a dress of plain black cashmere,
Lthat fitted closely to her slim figure,
with no touch of color except the
soft frill of muslin that circled her
white throat.

IEva's deft fingers wove her glossy
hair into a gold coronet, glorying,
as women will, in its weight and
thickness.

Lucy was very shy at lunch. As
Vivian Ardel took the little hand
whose touch was as satin, he felt it
tremhble in his own, and the words
of thanks faltered on her lips. DBut
her frank blue eyes were cloquent of
aratitude. She was very shy in the
train which carried them in a quick
forty minutes’ run to Lavella; shy
and silent as they walked together
to the house along a pleagant path-
way by the river's edge.

But when they reached the house,
while the men passed through the
hall to a sitting-roomn on the right,
IEva, beckoning to Lucy, stole up a
flight of shallow carpeted stairs,
opened a door seoftly on the first
landing, and stood looking with
beaming face on the living picture
within. Lucy crept as softly bchind
ler, and peeped over her shoulder,
and then her shyness vanished In a
moment.

“Oh!”" she said eloquently.

Eva turned and looked at her, and
csaw her face hright with admiration
and tenderness, which the mere sight
of children wakes in the true wo-
man’s heart, and was well satisfied.

It was indeed as pleasant a sight
as ocver gladdened a mother's cyes,
The nursery was a large rcom full
of air and’ light, with a great bow
window that looked wide over a de-
lightful prospeet of meadow, wooq,
and water. The walls were papered
with pretty pictures of nursery
rhymes—Jack and Jill in Kate
Greenaway costumes tumbled down-
hill  between  disconsolate Io-Peep
and cxultant Jack IMorner, But
prving little eyes and busy fingers
had found the weak spots in the
paper, and torn it in strips from
the walls, cutiing off here ithe head
of a giant, and there the wing of a
fairy.

The three little delinquents were ot
the moment in the room, absorbed
in their scveral occupations, un-
conscious of the eves that looked in
upon them so lovingly. In one cor-
ner the six-yvear-old boy, brown-
haired and hrown-eyed, like his mo-
ther, was cuddled up in an impossi-
hle attitude, reading intently in a
big-lettered book with appalling rea-
listic  illustrations of the *“‘bluggy-
blugey’' exploits of Jack the Giant-
Killer, :

In the middle of the floor the two
little toddlers were together. The
hahy girl, a lovely little creature,
with  Dbrisk, black eyes and curly
black hair, and cheeks like the da-
mask rose, was tenderly nursing a
grotesque Dutch doll, whose round
wooden head was piecbald with paint,
The hoy, a sturdy young Saxon
of three, blue-eved, and [laxen-pated,
wanted the head of the Dutch doll
for a drum-stick. A row was im-
minent, when the  mother’s wvoice
made itself heard at the door.

“Jon, ' “Willie:*  “"Harry,” ' and
book and doll and -drum went down
together on.the floor, and there was
a wild stampede to the mother’s
arms,

“My good little Jenny! my own
hig, bold hoys! There, that will do;

Who could

that will do. Look what I have

S

‘cighteenth year.

brought you. This is your new Aunt
Lucy, come to stay with us always.
Mind vou are good to her, and .love
her very much, or I will take her
away again!"

The little girl came at once to
Lucy, and kissed her and nestled in
her arms; butl the boys hung back,
shyly at - first. But when Lucy
picked un the disregarded drum from
the floor and beat a rapid roll on it
with her finger-tips, the flaxen-hend-
cd youngster crept close to her side.
For a moment there was danger of
the revival of the doll and drum
erisis, but an amicable compromise
was arrived at, and a leg, instead
of a head, was sacrifliced for a drum-
stick. The limb was duly wrenched
from its socket, the wooden-headed
lady submitting to the operation
with a broad, unchanging smile. Her
little mistress pulled the dress down
to conceal the mutilation, and eve-
erybody was satisflied. -

The ‘elder boy, meanwhile, had
erept  back to his  book. Lucy
glanced over his shoulders at the big
print and gruesome pictures, and
presently, by a word or iwo, won
his heart as a kindred spirit thirst-
ing for the blood of poor dull blun-
dering giants. But when she pick-
ed up Grimm's IFairy Tales from a
neighboring shelf and began reading
softly, the giant-slaying Jack was
in turn abandoned. She was cag-
erly installed in the casy chair, and
with the little girl on her knee and
the two bhoys pressing close to her
side, she tead, in a low, sweet voice,
the wonderful story of “"Snow-
White and Rosy-Hed'” and ““The Vie-
ious Dwarf and the Kind-hearted
Bear.,”! A beautiful picture the four
eager faces made; so the happy mo-
ther thought as, with a sigh of su-
preme satisfaction, she steole from
the room.

The two men were standing at the
drawing-room window, looking out
across  the green strip of sloping
lawn, with its flowers and flowering
shrubs, at the bright river, scarcely
a hundred yards away, when she
came quielly behind them. They
turned at the sound of her step, and
saw her face beaming.

“They love her already, and she
loves them., Listen!”

The shrill treble music of children’'s
laughter made itself heard through
the hall-closed doors of the nursery.

“You are my good angel, Vivian,”
Eva said. ‘'God sent you to make
my life happy.”

“If there 15 a God,”” Ardel said
softly 1o himself; vet not so softly
but Eva caught the words, and the
Joy died away in her face.

But later on, when they all sat
together at dinner, the vivacious
Lucy of the nursery was a shy
school-girl again. One quick, half-
frightened glance she gave at Vivial

Ardel, a glance which only Eva
noted. After that she sat with eyes

cast down, and spoke when spoken
to, timidly, as one who feared the
sound of her own voice.

Not so Willie Trevor, the brown-
eyed  six-year-old, who, as Ar-
del's godchild, had been allowed a
scat at the table for the occasion.
He was full of childish prattle of
the great things he meant to do in
the world—slaughtering, for  the
most part—when he was a “‘big
man."’

“But, Will,”" his father said, "I
saw vou run away from the turkey-
cock the other day. That wasn't
like your friend Jack the Giant-Kil-
ler,” vou know."

““¥You forget, pappy,’’ the little
fellow answered triumphantly, ‘“‘Jack
was past seven years old when he
killed the ygiants, and I am only
just six.”” To which argument, of
course, no reply was possible,

To Vivian Ardel, who sat beside
him, the boy confided in detail his
plans of life. They were varied and
confused, but plenty of killing was
common 1o them all. He had not
quite decided whether he would be
‘““a blocd-stained pirate’” or a con-
queror, he said.

A pirate, Will,"”" said Ardel, with
a frim smile. On the whole, it is
the decenter trade of the 1wo.”’

(To be econtinued.)

To prove to you thabt Tim
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Chase's Ointment is acertain
E and absoiute cure for vach
ard eve sy form of itching,

blecdingand protruding plles,
the manufacturers have guaranteed it. Sec tes-
timonials in thodaily press and ask your nelgh-
bors what they think ofit. You can use it and
get Tour money back if not cured. &lca box, at
a1l dealers or EDMANEON, BaTES & Co., Toronto,

Sr. Chase’s Qintment

MATTERS MATRIMONIAL,

In Denmark a girl of twelve and a
bovy of fourtecn can marry. In

'‘most places the limit for age is

eighteen for men and sixteen for wo-
men. In Germany a man can only
contract marriage before his twentiy-
first vear when he is specially de-
clared of age, and this can only be
done when he has completed  his
In several parts of
America it is unlawful for white per-
sons to marry hlack ones. The law
of France is specially notable for
gstipulating about the legal rights of
each party, and the relations of each
t{o the ‘earnings of the other. It is
literally true that the man who mar-
ries o Trench woman hecomes by

French law liable to be called upon
for the support of his wife's near
relatives if "they 'are in ‘need. ~ The

relations created by a bethrothal in
HMungary are cxpressly declared to
give no right to demand the conclu-

sion of a marriage.
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GOULD NOT SLEEP,

ON ACCOUNT OF HEADACHES
AND PAINS IN THE SIDE,

The Sad Condition of a Bright
Little Girl TUntil Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills Came
to Her Rescue,

Many jpoung girls, seennhigly ix
he best of lealth, twpdenly grow
listless amd lose strength., 'L'he col
ar leaves their checks; tlxy beedms
thin, have little or no appetite, and
dawior  from  heawmehss awndi cther
bordily pain. Such was the case «
Bassie, youngest daugiter of Me
Chwas. Cobleigh, Eaton Coimner, Que.
Spealing of his dawghter’s illness
and sprbeequent  cure, Mr. Cobleigk
Fays: ““Up to the age of eloven,
Bessic had alweys enjoyad e bDost
¢f health &and took gieut pleaswurg
i1 oaft-of-door  play. Swuddanly,
licwever, ghe seemod to lose har on-
gy, her appetite failed her; gha
grev thin anid pale; slept bedly at
pight, and coajplained of distiocs-
gy headachos in the moraing. We
thought that reat wouwld be bene-
fcial to her, and so kapt her from
Hehool, but instead of regaining her
wirength, she grew wealker amj
wvepker. To make matter=s worse,
ihe lregan to suffer from peins in
e gide, which were almogt past
mdurance, At this stage we de-
:wled  to try Dr. Williams’' Pinlk
Pills. After a ccuple of weeks, the
yood effect of this medicine was de-
sidedly apparent. Bessie berame
niore cheerful, her step quicker, her
wes  were brighter and shoe secmnoed
more like her former self. We con-
tinued giving her the pills for sev-
eral weeks longer, until we felt that
she had fully roecovereyl Ler heallh
amrd  strength. 1 honestly believe
khawd it not been for Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills, our daughter wesild not
Fave recovereel her healith  ana
stirength, and I shall always have
» good wosd to say for this med
ine.””

Dr. Wiliame’® Pink Pills will cumr
all troubles that arise fromm pove-
sifty. of the blood or wWeak nerves.
Amwng such troubles muy he clarscé
snnemia, - headache, nevpalgia, ery
zipelas, rheumatism, heart ailindnie
gdyapepsia, partial paralysis, St. Vi
s’ dance, an'd the ailments that

ander miiscrable the lives of sc
many women, DBe sure you get the -
ganuine with  the full name “‘Dr,

Williams' Pink Pills for Pale Peo-
2le,”” on the wrapper arounil every
box. Sold by all medicine dealers,
sr sent hy mrail, post paid, at 50¢
ser hox, or =ix boxes for £2.50, by
writing direcet to the Dr. Willizames’
Medicine Company, Brockville, Ont,
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IN HIS NATIVE TONGUE.

Prince George’s Experience
a Horse.

With

Ten or iwelve years ago the pres-
ent Prince of Wales visited Lisbon.
e was then Prince George, ‘‘secing

the world’’ and having all sorts of,
delightful and absurd.

experiences,
At Lisbon a great review was held
in his honor.

During the passage of .the arm)
Prince George’s horse became unruly
and the crowd, edging nearer, mar
the situation an uncomfortable o1
The prince
first gently and then foreibly, but
without -awvail. Then he gave up,
and exclaimed:

““Oh, you poor brute! I supposc
you don’t understand English, and
J can’t talk to you in Portuguese.”

The horse curveted again, and the
prince was nearly unseated. Then

he heard a voice within a yard of

Lim say, in perfect IEnglish:

“Pardon me, your royal highness,

but perhaps I can be of some assist-
ance,”’

The prince looked round, and saw:

a youth in ithe black gown and shov-
el-hat of an English college. In his
surprise he exclaimed:

““And who are vou?”

“I am an Englishman, studying
bere ae  the Itnglish college, your
royval highness, and T thought if yvou
would allow me to abuse vour horse
in Portuguese, it might quiet him,
and incidentally  relieve yvour royal
highmess's feclings.”’ ’

They iried the plan, and it work-
cel admirably, The horse, hearing
a language he Lknew, imbibed a few
ideas from it, and concluded to pro-
it by them.

+

WHAT A MOTIIER SAYS.

“It gives me great pleasure to say
a goofi word for Baby's Own Tab-
loats. At the age of two montly
my haby  was greatly constipated,
He could not digost his foad and
sereanred incemssantly. I was  al-
neost  in despair, but since giving
bian  the Tablets he hos been well
and is growing splendidly.”” Such
is the testimopy of Mrs., 8. Craig,
229 DBathurst street, Toronto, and
tHousands of other motiers speak
in a slmilar strain,

Summer is here and mothers
#hould take special pains to guard
their little ones agains't illness. At
this geason infant mortelity is' at
its preatest; colie, diarvhoea  anst
sumnyer comflaints can be guarded
against and prevented by the use of
Baby's Own Tablets. Xeep a box
in the-house — they may save youp
little one's life. Sold by drupgrisis
or may be had by mail, at 25 centa

a8 -box by addressing The Dr. W
Aamrp’ Meglicine ©Co., Brockwiiz;,
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