JLikc Mother Uted to ITlake.
BY JAMES WHITCOMB EILET,
I was born in Indiany,” says a stranger, lank
nd slim, .
As «m fellows In the restaurant was kind o’ guy-
in" him,
AmA uncle Jake was slidin’ blw another punkin
pie . . . .
And a extra eup o’ coffee, with a twinkle in his
eye— . .
"1wad born in Indiany—more’n forty year
0- .
And I%m’t been back in twenty—and I’'m work-
in’ back’arde slow ; .
But I've efcin every restaurant ’‘twixt here and
Bant¥ Fee, i . .
Aad | want to state this coffee tastes like gittin’
home to me |
Jenr us out another,

warmim’ up, .
A «peakin’orast his eaucerful, as uncle tuck his

daddy,” says the feller,

cup—

“When 1 seed your sign out yonder,” he went on
to Unale Jake—

‘Oome in and git some coffee like your mother

used to wabs

I thought of my old mother and the
oounty farm, . o

And me a little kid again, a-hangin’in her arm.

Asshe set the pot a-bilin’—broke tbe eggs an’
poured 'em in—"

And tne teller kind e’ halted, with a tremble in
his chin,

And Unole Jake he fetched the feller’s eoffee
bacfe, and stood

As solemn, for a minute,
would ;

*ben he sore o' turned and tiptoed to’rds the
kitchen door—and next,

Here comes his old wife out with him, a rubbin’
of her specs—

And the rushes for the stranger, and she hollers
out, “It’shim !

Hunk God,weve met him cornin’!
know your mother, Jim ?”

Aad the feller as he grabbed her, says, 1“ You
bet | hain’t forgot,” _

But wipin’ of his eyes, says he, "Your coffee’s
mighty hot.”

A BAIRL QAR

Bat the interminable evening wae over
at last. Laurel oould never have told bow
mbe got through it, but at last they bad all
gone to their rooms, and Laurel Btood
betdre the long inttering?1 mirror in ber
dressing-room gazing with sad eyes and
trembling lips at the faoe reflected there ae
at a new oreature—a girl who for three
months had been living a strange, uncon-
scious love dream, and who had first found
eut_that she bad a heart by ita bitter
aching.

W hy did ehe love him ? Carious fool, be etill ;
Akuman love the growth of human will ?

_ Belf-soorn aud self-pity struggled together
in her heart. Bhe felt with a great throb of
bitter shame that she had given her love
uneought, unvalued, and to another
woman's lover. Maud Merivale’s words
rang in her ears :

“1 shall win him baok, and this time no
one shall come between ue.”

He belongs to Maud Merivale 1 what
matter ? He never oould have been mine,”
sbe said, to the white-faoed, dark-eyed girl

airing baok at her from the mirror with
?be red roses dying on her breast.

Yesterday she had been reading in a
book in the library some pretty verees
-v-itten over just such a mad aud foolish
ora as this ol hers. A fancy seized her to
read them again in the light of this new
revelation that bad flatbed upon her heart.

"1 will slip down to the library and
bring the book,” she eaid, gliding out iuto
the hall and down tbe broad Btairway,
(krinkingly, like a little white ghost.

The library was deserted, but the shaded
reading-lamp still burned over the oentre
table with its litter of books and maga-
sines.

The marble busts and statuettes against
tbe bosk-lined walls looked grimly down
upon ber, this fair, golden-haired girl with
that look of tragio sorrow on her pile faoe.

"He bas been here,” she murmured,
softly, noting the faint fragrance of oigar-
MMKe that pervaded tbe air. .

She sat down in tbe great cushioned
readmg-ohair and then Bhe saw an-
other token of bis preeence—a knot of
atlden pansies he bad worn in bis
Dntton-hole that evening, and whioh
bow lay oarelessI?/ on the floor at
ber feet.” Bhe would never have guessed
that he had thrown them there in passion-
ate disdain beoause Maud Merivale's hand
bad pinned tbem on his breaet.

Laurel picked up the poor dying flowers
and held them tenderly.

“Tou have been near the rose,” she mur-
mured, and pressed them to her lips_in
sudden, passionate love and sorrow. She
oould not help it. They spoke to her so
ﬁlalnly of the proud man who had won her

eart " all unW|tt|ngI?/. They made ber
think of the prinoely form, the dark, luring,
splendid faoe, the proud, oynioal, dark eyes,
tbe ourling lips that onoe or twioe onlyshe
bad seen ourved into a beautiful smile,
subtly sweet and dangerous, whioh women
bad worshipped blindly, but wbioh only
shone upon them to betray their hopes to
rain.

Bhe held the flowers, kissed them again
and again, then threw them far from her in
a sudden revulsion of feeling bordering on
mapremest eelf-oontempt.

" Ab, if | oould throw my hopeless pas-
«ion from me thus lightly,” she Bighed.

She found thbe book she wished, and,
tempted by the deep silenoe and quiet of
tbe room, deoided to remain a while at
teaet. With her fair head resting on her
arm she be(t;an toread aloud softly, after
ki old habit of here :

Tou walk the Bunny side of fate,

The wise world bTiies aad calls yon great,
The golden fruitage of success

Drops at your feetin plenteousness ;

And you have bleesiugs manifold ;
Aenown and power aud friends and gold,
They build awall between us twain
Thatmay not be thrown down again.
Alas ! for | the long time through

Have loved yon better than you knew.

_ Suddenly a sweet, chilly breath of
sight air blew over her. She looked up
md saw St. Leon Le Roy parting the
beavy curtains ot silk and laoe at the bay-
window behind whiob be bad been quietly
sitting smoking a oigar.

Bewildered, startled, Laurel threw down
Plerht%ook and sprung up in ignominious

ight.

The master of Eden coolly oaught her
bands aud forctd her baok into her Beat.

“Why need you always fly from me as
though 1 were an ogre ?” he said, plain-
tively. “ I shall not eat you, child, tempted
as | might be to do so.”

" |— thought myself alone,” she stam-
mered, orimsoning” under his mocking
railery.

" There is no harm done,” be answered,
drawing up a ehair in front of her and
gaiing at her with the same Blow, sweet
mmile be had worn when he bade her return
to his mother and the oount that evening.
" | was smoking at the window when you
first oame in, and | thought at first I would
be still and not disturb you, thinking you
would goin a moment. "But you stayed,
and | ohanged my mind.”

Fancying some oovert meaning in his
words, she answered quiokly :

_ But itislate, and indeed | must be
going upstairs now.”

Posey

as a’ undertaker

Don't you

OHAPTER XXII.

St. Leon glanoed at his watch.

“No.it is not late—at least, not mid-
night. Surely you can spare me a few
minutes, Mibb Gordon. | wish very muoh
te speak to you,” he said, almost gravely.

«'l oannot imagine why you ehould wish
to speak to me,” she began tremulously.

" Oannot you ?" laughing. “ Well, sup-
pose | have a mind to lecture you on your
frivolity, Miss Gardon ? Do you know, I
never dreamed what an energetic flirt you
were until | saw you bringing the whole
battery of your oharme to bear on that
fascinated Frenchman this evening? Why
have you never oondeBoended to me like-
wise ?”

“1 deny the imputation. |
Ilrt,” she answered, indignantly.

“Then you were in earneet—worse
mtill I” be laid, in that light, mooking tone,
Wtth bis piereing eyea on ber burning face.

am not a

"Beatrix—pardon, Miss Gordon—what
wouldOyril Wentworth Bay to that?”

" Nothing | It ia no moreooncern of his,”
she flashed out, passionately unconscious
of tbe Budden joy that flashed into his
eyes.

“Do you moan that you have broken
with Wentworth ?"* he exolaimed.

“ Tes,” she answered, ooldly.

He regarded her suspioiously.

“ Do you know that he is gone away ?”
he asked, doubtfully.

“To Europe—yes, but |
she answered, out of the
ber despair.

“ Doyoumean thatyou love him no longer
—that it wasa mereobild-fauoy tbat abaenoe
has oured ?” St. Leon asked her, anxiously.
She gava him a swift, half angry glanoe
from her dark eyes.

“1 do not know why you should preeume
to question me S3," she Baid with a little
flash of pride. “But | will answer you,
Mr. Le Boy. Yes, it waB a mere ohildieh
fancy, and | am effeotually oured of it. |
know now that | never loved Oyril Went-
worth in my life.”

He bowed bis bandBome head in grace-
ful acknowledgment.

“Your franknese emboldens me to ask
another oonfidenoe,” he said. “ Miss Gor-
don, tell me the Btory Mrs. Merivale poured
into your Bympithetio ear thiB evening."

Sbe drew baok, indignant and amazed.

“Wouid you aBk me to betray a woman'’s
sacred confidence,” she cried.

He laughed aloud—harshly, eneeringly.

“Do you oall that confidence whioh is
poured into every stranger's ear? That
figment of Maud Merivale’s orafty brain ?”
he cried. “ Tell me the pretty fiotion ehe
gave you, MiBB Gordon, and then you Bhall
hear my Bide of the Btory.”

« If you wish me to congratulate you,
Mr. Le Roy, | will do so now without wait-
ing to hear more,” she said, deeperately,
eager to escape this painful interview.

He oaught her baud aa she half arose,
and gently foroed her baok to her seat.

do not oare !”
recklessness of

“Do not leave me yet,” he eaid.
“ Pshaw I | know her pitiful etereotyed
story | We were lovers onoe and her

parents parted us and Bold her to an old
man beoause he was rioher than 11 Is not
that the amount of the pretty idyl, Miss
Gordon ?”

“ Yes,*’ she answered wonderingly.

"1 thought so—I have heard it often
before. Now hear my Bide of the story,
ohild. We were lovers in our young days—
that iB true. You would not believe that
Maud is thirty, would you, Miss Gordon ?
My mother thought me too young to marry
tben, and besides, Bhe did not wholly
approve of my choice. The end justified
her. We postponed the consummation of
our bliss until I should oome of age. Maud
grew impatient, Old Midaa Merivale met
her, and—pardon the wretohed slang, Mise
Gordon—she ¢weut for him’ and threw
me over | To-ni*ht,” he resumed, after a
moment’s pause, Wshe threw prudenoe and
delicacy to the winds, begging me to forgive
her and to take her baok to my heart—
swore that Bhe had never oeased to love

me. Can you guess what answer | made
her ?”

“ No,” ahe faltered, thrilling with
interest.

“ | told her that sinoe her Bia | had

; Boomed all women for her sake—her most

\of all I 1told her that never till now had
I met awoman who redeemed the sex in
my eyes—a ohild-woman so fair, so inno-
oent, so frank and truthful, that falsehood
could not breathe the same air with her—
one to whom | gave the strong, passionate
love of a man oombined with the reverenoe
due to an angel.”

He stretohed out hie arms to her yearn-
ingly, bis face transfigured with hia mighty
love.

“ Beatrix, | am twioe as old as you are,
hot I love you to madnesB | | have hated
Oyril Wentworth in my bitter jealousy, but
that ia all past. Thank God, you love him
no longer—you are free ! Oan you love me,
Beatrix? Will you be my wife 2"

Laurel Vane almoet reeled with the sud-
dennesB of this perfeot joy that had oome
upon her. She waa faoe to faoe with the
great temptation of her life, but, oh, how
powerless, through her passionate love, to
fight against it |

CHAPTER XXIII.

Deep emotion overpowered Laurel’s
speeoh for a moment. Her lips parted as
it to Bpeak, but olosed again without a
Bound. Her fair head droopped like a
beautiful flower tco heavily laden with
dew. It had come upon her like a great
ehook that St. Leon Le Roy loved her—
loved the falee Beatrix Gordon, the per-
jured girl living a deliberate lie beneath his
roof. She oalled it by ita worst name to
herself, even though Bhe flinobed from it,
for ehe had, as Clarioe Wells Baid of ber,
a habit of oalling things by their right
names. To her a “ spade” was a " spade.”
She had the moral oourage to reoogniza her
Bin, but this love had made her a ooward.

She oould not confess the truth. For the
Bake of this man Bhe had risked all. She
oould not put bis love from her now. Yet

his next wordB stabbed ber
pain.

“ For the first time, Beatrix, | feel like
thanking Maud’s falsity, sinoe it has left
me free to win you, my true, angel-hearted
girl 17

“True | angel-hearted—oh my God I"
she shuddered to herself, and a longing
oame over her to be all that he thought
her, honest, innooent, true. Should she
confess all, and trust to hie great love to
pity and pardon ber ?

She lifted her dark wistful
glowing, eager fac3.

“If you had not loved me perhaps you
would have forgiven the vrong Mrs. Meri-
vale did you,” she eaid, anxiously.

The stern linea she dreaded oame around
bis lips again.

“ | forgave her long ago—as long ago as
my fanoy for her died I” he eaid. “But I
oan never respeot her, nor even like her
again. She deceived me. | never oan for-
get that ! Women should be little lower
than the angels, Beatrix,

A perfect creature, nobly planned,

To warn, to comfort, and command,

And yet a spirit still and bright,

"With something of an angel’s light.
Wordsworth’s ideal is mine, Beatrix. |
oould never again love a woman who had
deoeived me. Onoe fallen from her lofty
pedestal, the broken idol oould never be
restored again 1”

He waa unoonsoiouely warning her, but
he only frightened her. She eaid to her-
Belf that he would never forgive her if Bhe
told him at thie late day how she had
deoeived him. And she oould not do it.
She would not risk it. Sbe loved him too
dearly. Sbe would hava his love while
she oould, whether it lasted for a year or a
day.

" Why did you deoeive her this evening ?”
she asked, gaining oourage as she made
ber wild resolve. " You were Bo devoted
snd attentive she thought she bad won you
baok.”

His Boornful laugh was not good to hear.

“ That was my revenge,” he said. “I
fooled her to the top of her bent, while I
laughed in my sleeve at her credulity. She
Bhould have known me better, yet she
oame down here with the deliberate inten-
tion of winning me baok. She did not find
St. Leon the boy who was blinded by her
beauty, ehe found Le Roy, the man who
saw through her shallow arte and despised
her.” She had no answer ready and he
wenton moreslowly afteramoment; “ Shall
1 confess that | had another motive too,
Beatrix? | longed to pique you if possi-
ble. Sinoe you oame to Eden you have
been cold, shy, frightened of me always. |
oonfess that | gave you room at first, but |
soon beoame interested in you and would
have repaired my error if you would have
let me. But you did not. You treated
me wi;h a distant, reepeotful oivility, as if
| bad been as old as my mother. When
Mrs Merivale oame | determine! to show

with keenest

eyeB to his

you that | was not too antiquated to
admire fair women and to be admired by
them. But you held your own so bravely,
you flirted so charmingly witb Oount Fitz
John that | wascompletely blinded and half
maddened by your indifference. Ah, my
darling,” he bent toward her with a flash
of triumphant love in bis splendid eyes,
“if you had not oome in here to-night, 1
should never have dreamed, never have
known—"

“You heard—you saw ?” she broke in,
hot and red with bitter Bhame. “ Oh, I
oould sooner have died I” hiding her burn-
ing face ih her small hands.

“Hush, Beatrix~’ He drew the trem-
bling hands away, put bis arts around her
tenderly, and pillowed the flashed faoe on
hia breaet. “ 1t was a happy ohance, my
love. Do notregret it for my Bake. Do not
think | spied upon your actions, darling. |
did not mean to disturb you, only | oould
not forbear peeping througb tbe ourtainB
and feasting my eyes on your sweetness,
So it oame to pass that | heard and saw—
that whioh made me the happiest of men 17

“You take it for granted that I—that
you—" she began to remonstrate, inoohe-
rently, with a mutinous, trembling pout
upon her sweet red lips.

“ Tbat you belong to me—tbat | may
ask you for your love—Binoe you have
broken with Wentworth—yes,"he answered,
full of happy faith. “Is it not true,
Beatrix, my beautiful, darkeyed love?
Wi ill you not be my oberished little wife ?

And paler than the marble Btatue tbat
glimmered ooldly white in tbe shadowy
oorner yonder sbe murmured :

“1will.”

Full ot boundleaa trust and passion be
bent down and pressed alingering, passion-
ate kisa on the lips of the beautiful
impostor.

“ God bless you, my little love,” be said
huskily, and with deep empressement, “you
Bhall never regret that sweet proTiBe.”

He meant to keep hia word, but we mor-
tals are so blind. The day oame when Bbe
felt that all her life was one loug regret |
Oh, that word regret 1
There have been nights and morns when we

have sighed
"Letus alone, Regretl We are content
To throw thee all our past, so thou wilt sleep
Poray.” Butitis patient, and it wakes!

It hath not learned to cry itself to sleep
Butplaineth on the bed that it is hard.

Dizzy with passionate love and happi-

ness, she rested in bis arms a moment,
then drew herself shyly away.
“It grows late. Indeed, | must leave

you now,” she whispered.

“ It is late and you are weary,” he sai(J,
tenderly. “ 1 muet send you to your rest,
my precious one, but forme I shall Bit here
all night rejoioing over my Bweet, new hap-
piness.”

They had heard no Btep in the hall, but
at tbat moment the door swung open and
MrB. Merrivale appeared on the threshold
in an exquiBite dressing-gown, her looseDed
golden hair flying over her Bhoulders. Bhe
gazed in dismay for an instant, then started
backward witb a quiok smile of BooT.

“ Pardon | | oould not sleep, aud oame
for a book. | did not dream of interrupt-
ing suoh an interesting midnight tete-a-tete,"
Bhe said eneeringly.

St. Leon drew his arm gently around the
Blight form of bia betrothed, an ominous
gleam in his eyes.

“ Congratulate ue, Mrs. Merivale,” he
said, " Mias Gordon bas promised to be my
wife.”

The snaky fire of hate flashed in green-
ish Bparkies from the eyes of the disap-
pointed woman.

“"With all my heart. May you be as
happy aa you deserve,” Bhe answered,
Boornfully.

Then, turning to go, Bhe bent swiftly
toward Laurel Vane and whispered in her
ear with tbe hissing tone of hate :

“You have triumphed over me—you
have come between us, but do not forget
that 1Who breaks—pays I' ”

“ An omen,” Laurel Bighed to hereelt.

He was loath to let her go when the
jealous, angry woman had disappeared.
The pale frightened faoe touohed bis heart,
He made her tell him what Maud Merivale
had hiseed in her ear.

“ A mere idle threat,” he said. " She
oan do you no harm, Beatrix. Yon are too
seoure in your high position as Mr. Gor-
don’s daughter and my promised wife for
her to touoh you. As tbe miBtrees of Eden
you will be socially her superior, for old
Midaa Merivale made his millions in trade,
and tbe Le Roys bave inherited their
wealth from Beverai generations of blue-
blooded anoestors. Indeed, we traoe our
origin from the Frenoh nobility.”

Everything he told her only frightened
her worse. She trembled at her presump-
tion in entering this family whioh priied
itself less on its great wealth than on its
noble pedigree. Shesilently reoalled some
verses she had read that evening :

| knew that every victory

But lifted you away from me ;

That every step of high emprise
But left me lowlier in your eyes ;

| watched the distance as it grew,
And loved you better than vou knew

" He oounts hie anoestors baok to the
Frenoh nobility, while | do not know what
my grandfather’s name was,” said Louis
Vane’s daughter to hereelf.

“ Before you go, my darling,” Baid St.
Leon, suddenly, “there is one thing |
should like to bear you say."

" Tell me what it ie,” Bhe answered.

He took both her trembling hands iu hia
and looked deep into her eyea with a pierc-
ing gaze that seemed to read her soul.

"Lift up your head, Beatrix, look
straight into my eyes, and say, ‘St Leon, |
love you." ”

Blushing “ oelestial, rosy red,” she
obeyed bis fond oommand, and there waa
depth of pathoa and passion in her voioe
of whioh she was herself unoonsoious.

“ St. Leon, | love you,” she repeated
from the depths of her adoring heart.

“ My darling I'" he oaught her in his
arms and strained her eagerly to his breaat.
“Forgive me for oalling out your blushee
B0, but they are more lovely than your
roeB. Now good-night, my little love, but
do not Bpeak another word. Let those last
eweet words live in my memory to-night.”

He kissed her and put ber gently from
him, then stood at the door to watoh the
little white figure going lightly along the
hall and up the wide poliehed stairway,

“Mine, nine, my little love I” he mur-
mured, gladly. “ How pleased and happy
my mother will be I”

He went baok into the room, threw him
self down into a ohair, and, true to his
word, spent the remaining hours of the
night in a happy vigil, dreaming over the
sweet new happiness whiob had come to
him so strangely when bis heart had been
weighed down with despair.

And Laurel Vane I She kept a wakeful
vigil, too. Her eyes were not Bo bright as
they should have been next morning, her
cheeks and lips were not Bo rosy, but her
beauty was as marked aB ever, and Oount
Fitz John was very loath to follow the
angry, disappointed widow baok to New
York that day.

“1 not only.found an Elen but an Eve |
be said to Maud, rather disconsolately.

"You need not vex your heart over ber,
for ehe has found her Adam in St. Leon Le
Roy,” she answered, bitterly.

When they were gone, St. Leon Bought
his mother.

. “Congratulate me,” he Baid.
desire of your heart will be granted.
about to marry.”

Her handeome, proud old face did not
look aB bright aB he had expeoted.

“ Youhave chosen Maud Merivale again ?”
she said,and tben he understood the shadow
on her faoe and the tone of regret in her
voioe.

" You are still prejudiced against Maud 1"
he Baid, quietly.

"1 have never forgiven her for the slight
she put upon my son I” she answered
gravely.

Laurel’s slim young figure went flitting
past tbe open deor at that Moment. Se

“ The
I am

oalled to her, drew the small hand through
hia arm, aud led her up to hia mother.

mMother, here is your daughter,” he eaid,
with the brightest BTiie Bhe had ever seen
on his darkly handsome face.

“And Cyril Wentworth?” Bhe aeked,
blissful, but bewildered.
11 have never loved him. It wasonly

fanoy. | have broken with him forever I”
anewered the girl.

1Thank God I” Bhe oried, drawing her
new daughter into her arms aud Kkissing
her fondly ; while Bhe added to St Leon,
gladly ; "1 am so glad it is our sweet little
Beatrix, and not that odious Maud Meri-
vale I”

And that day she wrote a letter to Mrs.
Gordon, telling her how oleverly their plot
had suooeeded, and that St. Leon had
taken Cyril Wentworth’s place in her
daughter’s heart.

CHAPTER XXIV.

“Wooed and married and a’.”” How swiftly
it had all followed upon Laurel Vane’s
ooming to Eden !

In June she had oome to the Le Roys, a
trembling, frightened innooent little iTpos-
tor, lending hereelt to a fraud for Beatrix
Gordon’s sake. From a moet unwelcome
intruder, whom they had reoeived with
secret disfavor,ehe had come to bethe light
of their eyes and their hearte. To-day—a
fair, ripe day in Ootober, with the “flying
gold of the ruined woodlands driving
through the air”—she dung to St. Leon
Le Roy’s arm, his worshipped bride, happy,
with a Btrange, delirious happinees, in spite
of the sword that ever hung suspended by
a hair above her head—the sword that
must surely fall some day, and oause her
deBtruotion.

Sbe was dizzy with the whirl of events
that had brought about this dazzling oon-
summation.

In the first place, Mr. Le Roy had writ-
ten to Mr. Gordon, announcing his engage-
ment to his daughter, and pleading for an
early marriage.

The publisher had replied, on the part of
himself and wife, delightedly sanctioning
their dailing’s betrothal to Mr. LsRjy,
and permitting Beatrix to consult her own
wishee in naming a day. They wished
only to make their darling happy, tbey
said ; and Bhe should, therefore, ohooae tbhe
earliest day that pleased her. Mrs. Gar-
don wrote that she would soon oome home
to Buperintend the preparation of the bridal
trousseau.

Laurel was filled with dismay at the
latter information. St. Leon, notioing
every ohange of the fair young face with a
lover's eye, was quiok to see the Bhadow.

“ What is it, wy darling?” he aeked.

“ We must postpone tbe wedding a long,
long time,” Rhe Baid. “ Mamma must not
curtail her Sjuthern trip aud lose the bene-
fit she is deriving from it We must wait.”

Bhe felt like a hypocrite aB Bbe said it,
but Bhe was rendered desperate by her
feare. She knew that, with MrBe. Gordon’s
ooming, all was at an end, and longed des-
perately to ward off the evil hour. She
was so wildly, deliriously happy now, Bhe
would stave off the hour ot reckoning as
long as she oould. Just to remain at Eden
aB long as she oould was all that she asked.
It always seemed to her quite impossible
tbat ehe should ever beoome St Leon Le
Roy's wife. The blow would fall before
then. She felt that she was only taking
her pieaBure like a butterfly in tbe sun, and
that the nipping blaBts of winter would
soon lop off her gilded wings and leave her,
crushed aud trampled beneath the eoorn-
er'd heel.

Those joys that we hold by a frail, slight
tenure we always prize the most. This
love that she was fated one day to lose had
beoome apirtof Laurel Vane's life. She
eaid to herself that when Bhe lost it ehe
would die.

It was a mad love that she gave her
noble, prinoely looking lover. She would
have made any B»orifice for him exoept to
tell him that she had deoeived him. Sbe
would have died for him, if need be, but
death would have been easier than confess-
ing ber strange sin to him.

St. Leon chaffed sorely at the idea of
waiting so long to olaim hia bonny bride.
They had talked of a bridal tour to Europe,
and Laurel had betrayed the mon eager
delight at the idea. The tour of Europe
had not the attraction of novelty to him,
He had made it several times, but he
longed to gratify the girl’s wish ; he was Bo
sure that he would make her happy he
oould not bear to wait. And yet he wae
not selfish enough to wish to hasten Mrs.
Gordon’s.return at the hazzard of her health.

His mother agreed with him that it was
unfortunate his having to wait. Sbe was
very anxious to see him married to Beatrix
Gordon, and she thought tbe autumn a
pleasant time for oroseing the ooean.

If they oould only be married in October,
how pleasant it would be, but tben the
itrousseau—it would take an endless time
‘for that.

St. Leon displayed all a man’s impa-
tience uuder the ciroumstanoes.

“ A fig for the trousseau 1 W hat oould be
prettier tbau Beatrix’s white dresses that
Bbe wore every day ? But if she had to
have no end of new things, why oouldn’t
they get them when they went to Paris ?
Worth was the only man who oould make
them, anyhow. Given a travelliog-drese
to oross the ‘herring pond’ in, and Bhe
might have a hundred new dreBsee if Bhe
liked, onoe they landed in Franoe. MuBt a
man wait months for his happiness on
aooount of BoTe paltry dresBeB?"

Mrs. Le Roy, in her anxiety for the mar-
riage, quite agreed with him in his tersely
expreeeed views. If Mrs. Gordon oame
home sbe would order ber daughter’s
dresseB from Paris. How much easier for
Beatrix to get tbhem herself while abroad I

She wrote to Mre. Gordon and suggested
the idea. Morever, Bhe hinted broadly her
fearB that Beatrix, if left alone Bo long,
might change her mind—might return to
the old love—no one oould Bay whon Cyril
Wentworth would return to Amerioa, nor
what effect bis return might have on his
Bweetheart. Mrs. Le Roy thought the
wisest plan, under the peculiar oiroum-
stanoee of the oase, would be for the Gor-
dons to continue their Southern tour, and
et St. Leon marry Beatrix quietly, with-
out any fuss or oeremony, and take her
abroad.

(To be oontinued.|

Gerneol Thought.

Be charitable and indulgent to every one
but yourself.—Joubert.

It is not genius Bo muoh aB ability that
carries one through the battles of li'e.—A.
B. Street.

If you are determined to live and die a
Biave to ouBtom, see that itis at least a good
one.—E. P. Day.

The beet eduoation in the world ie that
got by struggling to get a living.—IT.
Phillips.

If thou art wise thou knowest thine own
ignoranoe ; and thou art ignorant if thou
knowest not thyself.—Luther.

Nurture your mind with great thoughts ;
te believe in the heroic makes heroes.—I.
Disraeli.

The ohief ingredients in the comp isition
of those qualities that gain esteem and
praise are good nature, trutb, good sense
aud good breeding.—Addison.

| have often wondered how every men
loves himself more than all the rest of men,
yet sets less value on hie own opinion cf
himself than on the opinion of others.—
Apollodorus.

To make others” wit appear more than
one’s own, is a good rule iu conversation ; a
neoessary one, to let others take notioe of
your wit, and never do it yourself.—Sir W.
Temple.

Some men are more beholden to their
bitterest enemies than to friends who
appear to be sweetness itself. The former
frequently tell the truth, but the latter
never.— Oat«.

THB LADIES’ COLUMN.

Wisdom from Oscar Wilde.

"1t is quite true that as long as a
woman’s lower garments are suspended
from the hips, a corset ia an absolute neces-
sity ; the mistake lies iu uot suspending all
apparel from theshoulders. lu the latter
oase a oorset becoTeB useless, the budy is
left free and unconfined for respiration aud
motion ; there is more health, and conse-
quently more beauty. Indeed, all the moet
ungainly and uncomfortable articles of
dresB that faehion in her folly has ever
prescribed, not the light corset merely, but
the farthingale, the vertugadin, the hoop,
the oriuoline, and that modern monstrosity,
the so-called ‘dress improver,” alao, have
all of them owed their origin to the BaTe
error, the error of not seeing that it is
from the shoulders, and from the Bhoulders
only, that all garments should be hung.”

Lineea Victoria.

A good woman, with a strong natural
sense of her own olaims, greatly increased
J>y the authority of her position ; a sover-
eign whose hold upon her people is founded
mainly upon her domestic virtues ; a
widow who has lived as much fora memory
as for her subjeots—these are the simple
facts of the Queen’s oharaoter and conduct.
A future generation will critize more freely,
and may pssBibly add Bomething on the
side of praise. It may be tbat the virtues
of the Qaeen should be in some way
different to those ot a private individual ;
it may be that one who has a great nation
entrubted to her oare, who has many ohil-
dren, and consequently many oalls to
private as well as publio duty, should have
put more force upon herself to live in
public, even when to live in publio was to
her most oppressive. It may be that the
duties of a Queen are not euch aa oan be
delegated even to the moBt popular of
princes ; it may be that English society
would have been different if it had an
aotive Queen at the head of its oourt.—
London Spectator.
llow to Drive\our IKuNbaud From Home.

Henpeok him. Snarl at him. Find
faulc with him. Keep an untidy house.
Huwoar him half to death. Bobs him out
of his boots. Always have the last word.
Be extra cross on washing day. Qaarral
with him over trifles. Never have meals
ready in time. Run bills without hia know-
ledge. Yow vengeance on all hia relatione.
Let him sew the Duttons on his blurts. Pay
no attention to household expenses. Give
as muoh as he oan earn in a month for a
new bonnet. Tell him as plainly as possi-
ble that you married him for a living.
Naibe a row if he daree to baw pleasantly
to an old lady friend. Provide any sort of
pickup Teais for him when you do not
expect Btrangers. Get everything the
woman next door gets, whether you oan
afford it or not. Tell him the ohildren
inherit all their mean traits of oharaoter
from his bide of the family. Let it out
sometimes when you are vexed that you
wished you had married some other fellow
that you used to go with. Give him to
understand aB soon as possible after the
honeymoon that kissing is well enough for
spoony lovers, but that for married folks it
is very silly.—Presbyterian Banner.

Care ol the llair.

Take a pieoe of gum oamphor as large as
a chestuut and plaoe in on6 pint of aloohol.
This oampborjz-:s the Aloohol. The mix-
ture may oe perfumed to suit the taste,
Wet the Boaip with this daily. It will
stimulate the scalp, promote the growth of
tbe hair, and in many instances prevent it
from falling off. German women are noted
for their luxuriant hair. Oace in every
two weeks they wash the head thoroughly
with a quart of soft water, in which a
handful of bran and a little white soap had
been dissolved, then the yoik of an egg,
slightly beaten, ia rubbed iuto the roots of
the hair. This is allowed to remain a few
minutes, and then the hair ia washed and
rinsed carefully in soft water. It is then
wiped and dried thoroughly, combed from
the forehead and parted with the
fingers. After drying, apply a little poma
turn, made of beef marrow boiled in a
small quantity of olive oil and slightly
perfumed. Do this near the fire in winter,
or in a very warm room. Almost all ourling
fluids are mere impositions; but with a
weak solution of iBingiaee a firm and lasting
form may be given to the hair. This solu
tion is inoffensive. The hair should b3
well brushed every day to keep it in perfeot
oondition. Always use the neBt brushea.
They are the cheapest in the end. Use the
brush very rapidly and for about five min-
utes. A celebrated beauty said the hair
Bhould receive 100 strokes a day and they
should be applied in three minutes time. A
good and the safest wash for the teeth is
pure soft water and the finest quality of
oastile soap. Apply with a moderately
stiff brush morning and evening. The
above recipes are worthy of a tiial, espe-
cially for those who desire beautiful hair.

The Cautious Women.

"All women are alike in their fear of the
oars,” said an Illinois Central oonduotor.
" They carry their caution to absurd ex-
tremes. Thatreminds me cf a little Btory.
Down iu the southern part of the State we
have up at road oroesiuga BoTe of the old-
fashioned signs, ‘Look out for the cars
when the ball rings.” At one of the oross-
ings the other day two women came up,
driving an old borae hitched to a buggy.
They looked about and oouldn’t see auy
oars, but happened to read the sign. ‘Step,”
said one, ‘I near a bell.” They both lietened
and sure enough tbey heard a bell tinkling.

O”e of tbe women got out, aud
amid considerable  exoitement took
hold of the horse’s  bridle. The
other one tightened her grip on the

lines, set her jaws, and prepared for the
worst. They looked anxiously up the traok
for the train, but etill oouldn’t see it,
though they oould hear it a little plainer
than before. They waited and waited.
Five minutes paesed, then ten, and still no
train. The old horse went to Bisep, while
the women’s nerves, from long straining,
threatened to throw them into hystenos.
Nearer and nearer came the bell againBt
whioh the sign warned them, and so they
stood still. In about a quarter of an hour
an old brindle oow oame walking down the
paeture by the side of the traok, ohewing
her oud and monotonously ringing her bell.
One of the women oried from nervousness
and the other one got mad at the railroad
company, and said they were nothing but
mean, old monopolies, anyway.”
£o«il»h CJoobing the Beet.

After a long experience of the ouisine
Franoaise and of American cooking aud of
Euglish oooking, | have arrived at the oon-
olusion thatvthe last-named is the moet
Buooulent, substantial and health-bestowing
of any other in the world. English
ohops, Bteaks, kidneys, baked potatoes,
roast beef, boiled Baiton, plum pudding
and CheBhire oheese are exaotly the
groundwork required by man—at least
Saxon man—to form the physioal basis of
his corporeal exietence. Frenoh dishes
tiokle the palate, but they do not lay
healthy flesh on the bones, calm the nerves
and make pure blood. These desied-
rata are attained by a steady course
of British feeding. In proof of what to
say one has only to take a walk at aud
hour of tbe day iu Hyde Park and watch
the promeuaders there. As Bpeoitens cf
the human animal, the varied nationalities
whoBe arietocracy one meets in the verdant
lanes and smooth esplanades of tbat beau-
teous greenery all yiald the palm to John
Bull and his womankind, with their bright
eyes, rosy checks ani splendid physical
developments. Moral of all this: Eat
plenty of roaBt beef aud joicy steak, boiled
mutton, plain boiied potatoes, bread a day

old and simple suet peddioga. Avoid
hasheB (whose nourishing qualities have all
departea in re oooking), lobster salade,

meals of the innutritious ojstir alone, hot
relis, newly-baked bread, rieb pastry, candy

and watery soups. In Ameiioa we have no
national ouisine, but the choice of all the
cuisines of the world is at han4, aud there-
fore there ia no reason why a perfectly
healthy diet Bbould not be seleoted by
every individual.—Olive Logan,

The 4»00<l Doctor™ JPrescripiton-

“ It iaa matter of life and death. You
are overworked, Pir, and munt take a rest."*

“ That is impossible, dootor. My best
men are all Biok, my customers are coining
in by the hundreds, and | mu»t be at my
post.”

“ If your custom Bhould temporarily drop
off you oould then find time to rest,couldn’t
you ?”

“ Certainly ; but how cau | temporarily
Btop all wy old pairons from rushing in on
me, even if the case should be, aB you Bay,
a matter of life and death ?”

Eu.By enough. Stop advertising.”—
Philadelphia Call. S

WonU ot Warning and t'«mlori.

If yon are suffering from poorjhelthaor
‘languishing on a bed of sickness, take cheer
‘if you are simply ailing, or if you
‘weak aud dispirited
‘withoutclearly know-

'ing why, Hop Bittera
‘will surely cure you.

If you are a minister, and

have overtaxed youreelf with your

paetoral duties, or a mother, worn out

with care aud work, or a mau of business or
labor, weakened by the stmin of youreveryday
duties, or a man of letters toiling over your
midnight work, Hop Bittera will most surely
strengthen you.”

If you are suffering ftoT over-eating or
drinking, any indiscretion or dissipation or
are young and growing too fast, aB is ofben
the oase,

“Or if you are in the workshop, on the
‘farm, at the desk, anywhere; and feel
“that your system needs cleansing, ton-
“iug, or Btimulat.ng, without iutoxicat-
‘ing, if yuu aro old,

blood thin and impure, pulse

feeble, nerves unsteady, faculties

waning, Hop Bitters is what you need

to give you new life, health and vigor.”

If you are costive, or dyspeptic or suffering
ing from any other of tne numerous we-
»of the stomach or bowe.s, it is your

own fault if you are ill. If

you are wasting away with auy form

of Kiduey dieeabe, stop tempting death thiB
moment, and turn for a—cure to Hop Bittera.

If you are siok with that terrible Bick-
nesB, JNervousneBB, you will find a “ Balm
in Gilead ” in Hop Bitters.

—If you are a frequenter, or a resident of,
—a miasmatic district, barricade your sys
—tern against the scourge of all countries
—Malaria, Epidemic, bilious aud Imer-
—m itteniiFevers by the use of Hop Bitters

If you have rough, pimply, or sallow fkin, bad
breath, Hop Bitters will give you fair skin, rich
blood, the sweetest breath and heal h. $50J will
be paid for a case they will not cure or help.

A. badyV Wi*h.

“Oh, how | do wish my skin was as clear and
soft as youre,” said a lady to her friend. “You
cau easily make it so,” auswered the friend.
"How? "inquired the first iady.

“By usiug Hop Bitters that makes pure, rich
blood aud blooming health. It did it for me, as
you observe.”

larNone genuine without a bunch of green
Hops on the white label. Shun all the vile,
poisonous stuff witb “Hop” or Hops” in then
name.

Childhood does sometimes pay a second
visit to man—to youth never ; how respon-
sible are we for the use of a period so
precious in itself, which will Boon pass
away, and never return.—Mrs. Jameson,

Those

The beet proof of the great power of
Poison’s Nerviline over every kind of pain
ia obtained by tue uBe of a 10 cent bottle
Nerviline requires no puffing ; every bottle
tails its own story. It onuBoli fail, for it ia
a oombiuation of the moat powerful pain

who have. Tried it Say

aubduing remedies known to medioal
eoienos. Nerviline ia equally useful iu
external or internal pbius. Try ihe great

remedy. Ten oent bottle at auy drug btore
Large bottles only 25 oents.

The artificial ioe factory at Prescott, Ar
zona, turns out two tone of ioe per day.

Imitation !

la the weak man’s inspiration and the
highest point ever reaohed by a numerous
class iu the oommuuity. Without the
ability or perseveranoe to work from an
independent basis, they cling like baTacies
to ideas emanating from others and with
perverse blindneBB believe them to be tbeir
own. Now that explains why that widely
known and muoh appreciated remedy—
Putnam s Painless Cobn Extractor has a
dozeu or more imitators. Noc having suffi-
cient merit in themselves unprincipled
dealers, for a large g-rofic, palm them cff on
unsuspecting and confiding customers as
“ juat as good,” eto. Beware of all suoh
and use only Putnam’ Corn Extraotor.
Sure, safe, harmless. N. C. Poison & Co.,
Kingston proprietors.

Somebody Bays the average bias of Ameri-
oan families haa decreased one-tenth since
1860.

Human talvei.

An exchange nays : " Nine-tenths of the
unhappy marriages result from human
calves being allowed to run atlarge in
society pastures.” Nine-tenths of the
chronio or lingering dis3ases of to-day
originate iu impure blood, liver oomplaint
or bihousnesB, resulting in sorofuli, can-
Bumpt o . (which is butsorofula ofthe lungs)
sores, ulcers, skin disease and kindred
affections. Dr. Pierce’B “ G”ldeu Medioal
Diecovery” oures all these. Oc Druggists

There are 4,000 publio libraries in the
Uaited Ssates, containing 15 000,000 vol-
umes, towards the support of which $3,000,-
000 is annually paid.

How Women f>ifler trom iflen.

At leaBt three men on the average juify
are bound to disagree with the rest just to
show that they’ve got miuds of their own ;
but there ia no diBagreement among the
women as to the merits of Dr. Pieroe’e
“ Favorite Prescription.”  They are all
unauimoua in pronouncing it the be&t
remedy in the world for all those chronio
diseases, weaknesses and complaints pacui*
iir to their Bex. It transforma the paie,

haggard, dispirited w>man into one of
sparkling health, and tbe ringing laugh
agiin “ reigns Buprete” in cbe happy
houBshold.

A young minister in a oountry parish
who prHed himself on speakiog the highest
English, told his servant to extinguish the

oandle. “ What’s your will, sir ?’ said
Jeuny. “ Put out the oandle,” Baid the
minister. A few dayB afterward, when he

waa entertaining some friends at dinner,
Jenny asked if she Bhould extinguish the cat.

The question whether young women
shall puremne the BaTte line of studies as
their brothers teems to find it* chief objec-
tion in their different physical oonstibutiou.
Arguments on tbis subjeot are finely
handl don bctb sides ; but the perfeat adap-
tation of Mrs. Pinkham’B Vegetable C)m-
pound to the oure of ailments attending the
feminine organism needs no argument; ics
works are ite proof.

A hotel i3 to ba built in Pittsburg seven
stories high, with the kitchen on the top
floor, and eieotrio fire-ssoape in every room.
Toe etwape is to be operated from the
offioe. By touching a button there the
guests are simultaneously aroused, every
window thrown opan, and a flexible ladder
loosened that reaches to the ground.

' * 7’ The worst pile tumo-B cured in
ten days, rupture in one month. Pamphlet
two (83b) Btampe. World’s Dispensary
Medioal Aseoeibtion, Btxffa'o N. Y.

Hie Teeth.

John Kvefe, a”e 22, of Brooklyn, went
into a bar room and demanded drinks. A
row followed in which a shot, was fued at
Keefe. It eut red hia m uth and glancing
ff bis teeth lod~d in the j*w. Keefe ran
out iuto tho 8‘reet and with an associate
lamed R'-rkc proceeded to the Long Island
College Hospital. He said he met with an
accident wbiJe carelessly handling a
revolver. Tbe bullet was taken out of his
mouth and he went away.—N. Y. Tribune.

Stopping a Rullet W ith
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LYDSA LW PWIWAKTISB

*VEGETABLE COMPOUND *
* ok x x % IS A POSITIVE CURr "* * » * e

For all of those I'ainftii Complain:s antf
* * We.tkwcsses 2» common to our beet
% k% *TUIJAX/T. POPULATION.* * *

It wnn, cuke kntikely thti worstform oi* F*-1
male Complaints, all Ovarian troubles, Ik-1
I"LAHIMATION AND ULCERATION. FALLING AND DIB4
PLACEMENTS, AND TNK CONSEQUENT SI'INAL WEAK-]
NESS, AMI) IS I'ART'CITLARLY ADAPTED TO TH*
-OlIANUE OP L ife. # * * .
*ITWILL OISSOLAE AND i XPEL Tu MORS PROM THU
‘/tkrisin an v iy “ta' cedevelopment. Th*
TENDENCY TO*’AN KIVIM SJiUMORS TIIHREIS CHECKED
viiJiy sveedidy.i.v IT5 us;:. * * # « *
*]t removes bVintkess, Flatulency,destrot*
VLLCKAVIN'S; Vi*.: 'IMULANTS, AND RELIEVE8 WEA K-
se’Sof rneb orneun.

o *

It cures Bloating, Head
vciro, -Nei.vousP rostration, General Debility,
#

* Thatee-limioi?Bearing |'oavn, causing Paru,

Depression and Indigestion. «

Weight and Backache, is ai.\vays permanently
« wx e g *

* 1t will at all times and under all circca

STANCES ACT IN HARMONY WITH THE LAWS THAT
GOVERN THE FEMALE SYSTEM. * * # C

*AsSTlts purpose is SOLELY forthe legitim ate
HEALINO OK DISEASE AND THE RELIEF OF PAIN, AHE
that it Doi:s ALL i mclaims to do, thousands 0
LADIES CAN QLAIILY TisvITV . “ctv *  *  * g

* * For the curb of KiDnev Complaints ne
EITHER SEX THIS REMEDY IS UNSURPASSED.
* LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND If
lilepavsci at Lynn, Mass. Price 81 Six bottles for

Hold by alldruggists. Sjutby mail, postage paid, in form
of Pills or Li'zengos on m .ipt of pi-lee TL,gbove. Mr*.
Pinkham’s “Guide to Health” will be mrili-d free to *nj
Lady sending stamp. Letters confl'len'ially ananver»ii. *
* No family should be without LVTIT\ P. PINKHAM™
L1VFR PILLS. They cur,' Fay4ui|pr.;i, n, biliousness WO
Corpidity of *be Liver. 2»e<ints per box. *roo* oa

oured by its use
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LECTRO-VOLTAIC BELT and .! i EL.KCTRK

f

i Appliances arc sent on ™) D.ys’Trial TO
MJEN ONLY, YOUNG OH OT.I> who arc suffer
ing from Nervous Dkxilljlv, Lost’ Vitality,
W asting W eaknesses, and all those diseases pf ®
Personal Nature, resulting irom Abuses and
Other Causes. Speedy relief and complete
restoration to Health, Vic x and Manhood
Guaranteed. Send at once lor [Illustrated
Pamphlet free. Address »

Voltaic Bolt Co.. Marshall, Mich.

J. WINCKLER

HEAINCRIAAE

The simplest and bostin the market. Price $14

Address, 68 Hughson strest south, Hamilton.

EYE, EAR AND THROAh

l4YH. G. S. RYEIiSON,L.R.O.P.

L J 8.B., beoturerou the Eye, Barand Throat
Trinity Medical College, Toronto. Oculist»n
Aurist to the Toronto General Hospital, ki

Clinical Assistant’ Royal London Ophthalmi
Hospital, Moor6field*B and Central Loudo
Throat and War Hospital. 317 Church Btreet
Torouto. Artificial Human Eyes

R. O6. AWARE
THAT
Lorillard’s Climax Plug

bearing a red tin tag; thatLorillard’s
ose ticsiflinecut; that Ixnrillard’s
:*,and that Lorillard’s Suufl's, are
apest, quality considered ?

horough and practi-

cal Instruction given

b . iook-keeping, Business

rms. Arithmetic, Shorthand, etc. Tf-rms rea-

sonable. Semi stamps for PAMPHLET to COR
RESPONDENCE BUSINESS SCHOOL 451 Ma
St Buffalo, N.Y.

VOUW fi ITUEN :=KPTAW THIS.

’he Voltalio BewsT Co., of Marbball, Mioh.
offer to send theircelebrated Blectro-Voltali
Belt and other Electric Appliances on tria
for thirty days, to men (youug oi* old) afflicted
with nervous debility, loss of vitality and 'rgem
hood, and all kindred troubles. Also for rbeu
matism, neuralgia, paralysis and many othur
diseases. Complete restoration to héalth, vigo
and manhood guaranteed. No risk is incurred
as thirty days trial is allowed. Write them
once for illustrated pamphlet free.

A to aeoure a Businei
Y Ednoaiuoo or HpPUCyrLn, fe
v/ T J JA' wjinaiap -
7 1 iin  e~UHLShr»* nwn>«o

rpmispimifc XX isusisw school.
V' 451 Main St., Buffalo, N. Y. Young Men and
Women thoroughly prepared for buminemm, at
home. Book-keeping, Business Forms, Penman
ship, Arithmetic and Shorthand taught by mail
Send forcirculars.

_ . *£5- &V/il ly ts. y
I"bave _ positive n-.ine»ly for ti' e abovo diseasé: by Its
nse thoDdands of cu-ses of tlio verst kind and of fontf
standlr}? havo beeu cu[ﬁd, J[?deed, Hostrong le: Ita
In Its efficacy, Un il solid TWO 110TTLE3 FREE,
?ather witha VALUABLE TIIEATISE on this disease,te
ey ettfiwrer. _Give Exgress and P. 0. -address.- ;
R, T. A bLOCira, 181 Pearl BU, T**1h
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