A Daniel €ome to Judgment.

It’s strange as people grow older what lots of
Benge they lose, i .
And how they get full of notions, and begin to

JJICk and choose, i
And btart on euoh strange ideas, and want such
queer things done— .
Wh){], what is a fellow to live for, if he never can
ave any fun 1

Now there are fathers and mothers, as good as
ood can be, i
But'they fret if a boy goes coasting, for fear he'll
runinto a tree :
They frlelt if a boy goee Bkating, for fear he’ll get
afall ;

And theyre sure that he’ll oome home broken, if
he asks to play baseball.

And as for stealing aride as the big teams roll

along, - . .

Ana as_fgor a swim in the river, if the current be
Bwifbor strong, .

Or climbing a roof on a ladder, or shinning a

good b|? pole— i . i
Why, they OO}( at a boy if he tries it, as if he bad

got no sou

They want you to enter a parlor and bow like a
grown-up man ; . .
They want you to move without racket—just
Show me’the fellow who can | K

To come down stairs on tiptoes just creeping as
Btill as a mouoe, . i .

And to keep thingB quiet and chilly as if boys
never lived in"a houee 1

When you open {ou_r eyes in the morning and
are’ lying awake in bed

Theyt‘d ratheryou,wouldd’t take pillows to shy
ead

atanother one’s head ;
Theyd like ¥1ou to talk in whispers and never to
A drantoltrs out, et et h
nd em our jacket pockets so they never
woulﬁ Kxo& baljged out.p y

Then, in sFite of all this nonsense, they’ll look
in a leflow’s eyes

As if you were the ones who were_foolish, and

they wert the ones who were wise ;

Youd think as people grow older, they ought to
OW Wiser t0o. . i
wouldn’t make such blunders in talking to

boys—would you ?

A GORDONS PRIDE

Miss Davenoourt looked wonderingly at
her. Atter Bhe wae gone, while the spell of
her beautiful presenoe rested on her, she
said to Mies Dighy—

“Either 1 have been mistaken in my
estimate of Ethel Gordon’s oharaoter, or
Bhe is very muoh ohanged.”

Lady Davenoourt, who heard the remark,
smiled.

Baly upon it, Laura,” ehe said, “ you
have been mistaken. | do not thiuk any-
thing would ever change Ethel. She is the
proudest girl I know, and nothing will ever
make her lese proud.”

“ 1 ehould have imagined that she would
resent instantly any attempt at setting her
authority aside,” observed Laura.

Misa Digby said nothing, but thought
deeply. She would almost have been bat-
ter pleased if the young girl had Bhown
some little resentment—it Bhe had been
angry or oontemptuous ; anything would
have been better than this polished indif-
ference, this nonchalant oalm. Helen
Digby never doubted in her own mind but
that it oovered the raging of a tempest.

Onoe when Sir Leonard tried to revive
the vexed topio, Ethel, looking at him
quietly, said—

“We had better notdisoues the question,
papa. What must be, must be; notbing
further need be said aboutit. 1 iind that
words are very uaeless, after all.”

After that Sir Leonard said no more.

June oame round with its warmth, its
sweetness of perfume, its bloom of roses
aud brightness of sun. One morning, quite
unexpectedly, Sir Leonard received a tele-
gram. The government business had been
hastened, and he was to leave on the mor-
row for Austria.

“Ethel,” he said, “ here is news that |
did not expeot. 1 must leave here to-mor-
row.”

The next moment he wished he had
broken the news more gently to her, for
her faoe grew white even to the very lips.

“To morrow I' ehe repeated. “ We
have never been parted before. It is very
sudden.”

“1am very sorry,” said Sir Leonard.

“ 1 wiehed to take you myeelf to St. Ina’e;
that will not be possible now. | Bhould
have lelt you more happily if I had seen
you safely there."”

Ethel had recovered her calmness, but
the oolor did not return to her faoe.

“ Perhaps it is better as it ie, papa. |
Bhall leave my old home and you at tho

Bate time. Life will never be the same
again for me.”

“ 1t will be happier, my darling,” he
interrupted ; and Bhe remembering how soon
they were to be parted, repressed the quiok
retort that rose to her lips.

How ehe suffered during the remainder
of that day no one ever gueseed ; the love,
the pride, the Borrow that warred in her
Boul, the struggle between her love for her
father, her grief at losing him, and the
angry pride tbat forbade any expression ot
either love or grief—ber hatred of the fair-
faced, gentle lady who was to take her
dead mother’« plaoce—her natural Borrow
aud reluctanoe at parting with her old
home, and laying down the orown Bhe had
worn Bo long—all rushed over her at onoe.

Sbe had a long and bitter sorrow before
her. She had to oarry a burden that would
have broken the heart of most women—she
had a future before her from whioh the
strongest heart might have shrunk in dismay
and sorrow. Butin that Bad after-life there
was perhaps no day except one in whioh
she suffered Bo terribly as she did now.

Sir Leonard was bueily oocupied ; he had
arrangements to make with his lawyer and
hie Bteward. The household was to be
kept on as usual—none ot the servante
were to be parted with. The housekeeper
was left in authority during the summer
months, and the servants were told that in
the autumn Miss Digby would return with
Miss Gordon, and that from that time all
authority must be considered as veBted in
the former’s hande. There waa som i little
murmuring—some little demur—but no ome
dared to utter a word.

It was evening when Sir Leonard rode
away to Chantry Oourt.

“1 shall make all arrangements for you,
Eihal,” he eaid, “ and | have no doubt Miss
Digby will wiBh you to join her to-mor-
row.”

Her love for her father repressed the

angry worde which rose to her lips. She
raised her ooioriess face to his.

“Do not think of me, papa,” ehe
entreated ; “ think only of yourBelf.” He

kisBed the sweet, pale faoe.

“ My darling Ethel,” he Baid, “ I did not
know how dearly I loved you until now. 1
thank Heaven that | can leave you in such
excellent oare.”

She made no reply. “ 1 shall not have
one minute’s fear for you, Ethel,” he con-
tinued. “Under my oharge, you might
perhaps have committed eome girlish
imprudenoe, but under Miss Digby’s that
will beimpossible. I have no hesitancy and
no fear.”

He oould not have epoken more unfortu-
nate wards, for they returned to her in the
hour when the most subtle ot temptatione
was before her, and they turned the scale
against her.

It was late when Sir Leonard returned,
but she wae waiting for him. He looked
tired and pale, oareworn and fatigued.

e | did not think you would sit up for
ne, my darling,” he eaid to Ethel. “1
have made all arrangements for you, and
you will be happy, | am sure. | have told
Mr. Smithson that he ie to make you an
ample allowanoe for your owa expensee, BO
that you will not be Bbort of money ; you
oan have more at any time by writing to
me.

She olasped her arms round his neok,
and hid ber white face on his breaet.

“ Do not talk to me about money, papa,”
she said ; “ all the money iu the world
oould net compensate me for one hour of
your absence.”

“ Miss Digby will drive over here to-mor-
row afternoon,” ha observed, “and you
will Btart at four for St. Ina’s. Heaven
bless my darling, and make her happy
there !”

At the sound of Miss Digby’s name her

arms fell from him ; ehe raised her faoe,
and its tenderness deepened into gloom ; all
the memory of her wrongs seemed to rush
over her at onoe ; her voioe ohanged as she
answered him.

“ Mv greatest pleasure will be to hear
from you, Ethel—to know that you are
well and happy—to know that you are learn-
ing to like Mies Digby, arid profiting by her
sooiety.”

ANindignant flush oovered her faoe, but
be was going away, and Bhe would not
grieve him.

“ Try to love her, Ethel, for my sake,
and beoause the happineBB of our household
will depend upon your love. lu two years
you will have Been Bo muoh of her that you
will know how to appreciate her.”

“ Papa,” oried the girl, in a very anguish
of sorrow, “talk to me of yourself, now
that you are goiug, not of her.”

“1 Bhall be away for only two years,
Ethel,” he oontinued, “ and when | come
baok you will let me see my hopes aooom-
plished. Let me fiud you—more beautiful
you oan never be—but more patient and
gentle, more submissive—will you, darling?
Oorreot the faults that through my care-
lessness have grown with your years. Lat
me fiud you gentle, obedient, all that my
heart desires, and then | Bhall be riohly
repaid for all the sorrow of absenoe. Will
you, for my sake, premise to become thie,
Ethel?”

There waB a brief Btruggle between her
intense love for her father and her passion
ate pride, but her pride oarried the day.
She turned from him.

“You will have others to think ot wheu
you return, papa.”

“Yes, but none whom I
Ethel,” he replied sadly.

If either father or daughter oould have
foreseen what was to happen during those
two years, it would have seemed to them
more meroitul that she should have died
then and there.

love like you,

CHAPTER VI

It wae over that terrible parting whioh
bad seemed to Ethel more bitter than
death. Sir Leonard had delayed the fatal
moment as long as he oould. His daugh
ter’s white faoe and heavy eyes filled him
with a keen Bense of sorrow.

“1 Bhall Boon be bask, my darling,” he
eaid, trying to Bpeak lightly ; and then ha
broke down altogetber, and teara filled his
eyes, and his voice died on hia lips. He
said no more, but held hie daughter in a
dose embraoe ; she was then the braver of
the two.

“ The vyears paseed quiokly,” she
observed, “and you will be away tor only
two. Look at me, papa, Bo that you may
remember the last look on my lace was a
smile.”

She did BTiie, poar child, with white quiv-
ering lips, but the smile was far more pitiful
than any tears oould have been. When
Sir Leonard was gone, her self-oontrol gave
way ; she flung herself on the thiok grass
and wept with passionate tears for the
father wno would never be the BaTe to her
again, for the home where she was no longer
to aot aa mistress—wept for the power and
position that were to be here no more. It
was bitterly hard, after absolute power, to
be treated like a ohild. Paesionate tears
came from her whioh did not sotten her
heart, but hardened it againBt the lady
whom she considered the ohiet oause ot
her Borrow.

She foresaw, with all the keen perception
cf youth, the ohange there would be iu her
life ; and even during the first pang of
gnet tor her tather’B loss, something like a
reproaoh formed itselt in her mind oon
oerning his past treatment.

“Why,” Bhe thought, “ haB he given me
my unrestrained liberty for Bo many years,
ouiy to take it trom me at lass ?’

Lite did not BeeT to her, when she rose
from the place wnere, iu the wild tempest
ot grief, Bne had flung herself, to hola oue
Bingle oharm. She had loved her tathir
he was gone trom her, and when he
returned it would be to marry. She hau
loved her home, ana her own tantastic rule
there—ihat, too, had pasBed a>vay. There
was nothing betdre her but to submit to the
rule ot a strange woman. It waa intoler
ably hard. Sue felt inolined to wish for
death ; but tne Gordon pride came to her
aid. Mils Digby was to pe there by two
Bhe must not find her weeping or sad
Ethel went to her room, and as tar aB Bhe
oould removed all traoe ot tears. She
arensed herself wilh unusual care; bhe
gave orders for the needtul packing with a
calm, olear, steady voioe, aud theu sat kown
to await Mins D.gby’o arrival.

“ Henoeforwara, ’ sue Baid to herself, “ |
am to be seoonU in my lather’s house,
stanger takes my mother’s place as well as
mine. Sue will triumph over me ; Bhe will
laugh to think how easily Bhe has deposed
me ; but, suffer as 1 may, uo sign of my
suffering shall ehe disoover.”

When Helen Digby arrived soon after
ward, lull ol sympatny and kindness, ready
to give all tha attention and affeotion that
she thougnt wouid be needed, her reception
rather startled her. She would not allow
any one to announce her.

“ Tell me wnere MiBs Gordon is,” she
said, “ and I will go to her.

She walked through the splendid suite of
rooms where Bhe one day wae to reign as
mistress. She lound Ethel sitting w one
ol the pretty light balconies that looked on
to the terrace. Sne went gently to her, and
laid her hand wita a quiet, oareBsing touoh
on the girl’s bhoulaer.

“ My dearest Ethel,” she Baid, “ I have
hastened to you knowing that you would be
Bo lonely and unuappy, Whas oan I do to
oomtort you ?”

Her eyes shone brightly through her
tears ; her whole tace was oeautifullrom its
warmth and kluduesB. Sue saw the crim-
son flush rise on Ethel’s brow. She would
tain ixavu taken the girlm her kindarms and
kisBed her laoe, but E>nel rose with quiet
uiguity, aud said, ooldly—

“ Good-morning, Miss Digby ; I did not
expeot you Bo Boon.”

“ | teared you might be lonely, Ethel, Bo
I hastened to you.”

“Thank you,” waa the dignified reply.
“ 1 Bhall feel lonely until papa returns, aud
no one cau oomfort me.”

But Miss Digby was not to be repulsed
easily ; she Bat dowu by Ethel’s side, and
would not notice the girl’s shrinking trom
her.

“1 hope that the plan of goingto St.
Ina’s to-day pleases you, Ethel,” ehe Baid,
gently ; “ 1 suggested it to Sir Leonard
beoause 1 thought the sooner you left
Fountayne the better. Can | do anything
to help you to pack or prepare tor the
journey ?”

My maid has done that already, |
thank you,” returned Ethel.

“ Ib there nothing | oan do to make you
happier—to lessen your Borrow—to make
the time paee more cheerfully ?”

" Nothing, I thank you,” wae the ohill-
ing reply.

But Mibb Digby was not to be daunted.
Some would have turned from the oold,
averted faoe, and have left Ethel to hereelf
—not so Helen—she was faithful to her
truet.

“ 1 wish, Ethel,” Bhe said, “ that | had
the gift of elnquenoe. 1 Bhould like to tell
you some of tne thoughts that are passing
through my mind—how anxious | am tor
your nappwess and welfare, how gravely
I look upon the precious oharge that your
father has entrusted to me, how ready |
am to wait upon you, to render you every
Bervioe in my power by night or day—
indeed to devote my time, my thoughts, all
to you.”

“1 thank you,” responded Ethel,
more ooldly.

It was hard to resist such kindness, but
the woman who offered it was one who
intended to mBurp her plaoe in her fathers
heart and home. She would have Buffered
anything rather than allow Helen Digby
to note her pain.

« | do not wonder that you Bbould regret

still

leaving Fountayne,” Baid the gentle voioe
again ; “ it is a beautiful plaoce.”

Not to Miss Digby would she admit even
the least regret.

Change ie always pleasant, | believe,”
Bhe returned ; “ Fountayne n not the only
beautiful place in the world.”

Sbe would not Bay how dearly she loved

, How perfectly she thought it ; nor how
for the remainder of her lileadaikoioud
would hang over it. It would no longer be
her home—saored to herself and those she
loved ; it would be desecrated by strangers,
spoiled by the new rule her father would
bring thither.

With a wistful smile Helen Digby looked
at the beautiful defiant faoe.

How am | to reaoh your proud heart,
Ethel?” Bhe inquired. “How am 1| to
soften you and make you believe in my
sincerity ?”

1 do not see that your sinoerity con-
cerns me,” replied Ethel, haughtily. “Do
you not think, Miss Digby, that it is time
we began our preparations ? You will par-
don me, perhaps if | leave you.”

It was not anger that flushed the faoe of
Helen Digby—no feeling of anger rose in
her heart against the spoiled ohild who
resented her ooming Bo greatly—nothing
but a profound Bense ot pity, whioh moved
her almost to tears. Ethel’a oalmnese did
not deoeive her. She understood perfeotly
the oold exterior.

11f I oould but win her liking I’ she
thought.

But it was not to be. Ethel bade fare-
well to the servants, who seemed grieved
and distressed at parting with her. Sue eaid
farewell to tho home where for so many
years she had been beloved and happy. It
waB a bright afternoon when she left Foun-
tayne and, wunoonsctouiy, Bhe left the
brightness and happiness of her life behind
her.

They had a pleasant journey through the
beautiful oountry that lay between Foun-
tayne and St. Ina’B Bay. Dunog the
greater part of the time Ethel looked out
ol the oarriage windows ; it was impossi-
ble, trom her beautiful, cold, indifferent
faoe, to guess the nature of her thoughts,
At the different stations where they stop-
ped, people looked iu wonder at tbe lovely
girl whose proud, bright eyes Beemed tu
glanoe at everything Bo calmly and indiffer-
ently, whom nothing seemed to interest,
who reoeived with Buoh haughty nonohal-
anoe all the admiring glances bent on her
What were they worth? What was all tue
world to her, wboee heart was aching with
a storm of pride, Borrow and love ?

Ethel was not wanting in politeness to
Mise Digby ; she replied to ail her remarks,
and with quiet grace reoeived every little
attention the elder lady offered her. Helen
Digby would rather have seen her angry,
sullen, impatient—anything rather than so
ooldly indifferent. It was useless to try to
move her. Helen made no more attempts
to win her oonfidenee. “ It will tome in
time,” Bbe thought; “1 Bhall only make
her angry if | persevere.”

Ethei, preserving the oalm on her face,
allowed the dark, evil Bpirit of hatred to
enter her heart; etitting there outwardly
calm, ber face oold and severe, her words
few and oalder still, there was a fitful vol-
oano ot wrath in her sjul. She felt angry,
fieroely angry, with her father, Helen
D gby, and all the world baBidee ;it was
anger that oould find no vent in words—that
would not seek relief in speeoh. Yet Etuel
Gordon was naturally a noble girl, proud
and generous of nature, frank, truthful,
and pure ot soul ; but Bhe had been badly-
trained. She had been allowed to grew up
with her faults unohecked, and the alter
result was long years ot bitter, unavailing
Borrow euch as fall to the lot of few.

CHAPTER VIIIL.

The Queen’s Hotel at St. Ina’s Bay waB
different trom othar places of the kind.
St. Ina’s itself was a pretty, picturesque
town, built at the foot cf oliffa almost hid-
den by green foliage. The broad expanse
of blue water, tbhegoiden sands, the winding
walke up the cliffs, :he pure salt breeze
the gaiat that Beemed to shield the pretty
town, attraoted visitors—but they were ot a
peouliar kind. There were no brass bandB
to enliven the promenades, there was no
pier, there were no assembly-rooms or cir-
culating librariee with their facilities lor
gossip and flirtation ; St Ina’s had none ol
tnosa seaside attractions. Tbe visitors
who oame thither were grave, elderly
people, tired of the noise and bustle of the
world, thoughtful men who oame to study,
artists who wanted smiling suuny, land-

soupes, the wearied and sorrowlul who
wi»ned for rest.
No place iu England wae lees known

than St. Ina’s Bay. If any one wished, for
any reason whatsoever, to find BeoinBion—
to be, as it were, out of the world—the only
thing needful waa to visit St. Ina’e Bay.
No newspuper with its tell-tale oolnmn ol
visitore, was ever published there. People
came to St. Ina’s, remained there for a lew
weeks or months, and then away, and no
one, perhaps, except the mistress of the
house where they had been ataying, ever
knew their names.

The Queen’a Hotel had onoe been St.
Ina’e Hail, the residenoa of a wealthy gen-
tleman, wno at his death left orders that it
Bhould be Bold, and tha prooeeda from the
sale divided among the London hospitals.
It was purchased by a company, who
deoided to transform it into a first-class
hotel. It was a grand old Tansion, Btand-
ing in the midet ot fine grounds. There
were a small pine-wood which ran down to
the sea, and a broad, deep lake with water-
lilies floating on its oalm oreast; there were
groves formed by blossoming lime-trees,
and large oedare, tbe »hade of whiob formed
a most beautiful summer retreat; there
were picturesque paths under the trees,
where flowera grew in riohest abundanoe ;
there were graceful fountains, the silvery
spray of whioh roee high amiu the dark-
green foliage.

The Queen’s Hotel was one of the fairest
homes in England, but as a commeroial
speculation it had completely failed. The
oompany had offered it several times for
sale, but no one Beemed to care in the least
about buying it ; Bothat trom year to year

it struggled on, sometimes paying its
expenseB, but more olten leaving a
deficiency for the oompany to meet. Some

of the shareholders had BuggeBted building
a pier aud a library ; others deolared that
it was useless “to throw good money after
bad.”

Notwithstanding this commeroial draw-
back, the Queen’s Hotel waB a favorite
resort with those who wished for quiet and
repose. Miss Digby had chosen it beoause
her most intimate friend, Lady Stafton,
was staying there. To those who cared
only for a beautiful Bea, pioturesque
scenery, pure, braoing air, and quiet, it wae
the fiueet spot iu England. Those who
wished for sooiety would find none there.

The rooms were large and lofty, the oor-
ridore broad and light; the hotel, ae a
whole, wae quiet and peaoeful aB any gen
tleman’s house. Ethel oould not help
liking the aspeot of the plaoe, although the
silenoe and loneiinesB somewhat dismayed
htr.

“1 thought,” Bhe Baid to Miss Digby,
“ that hotels were always full of people :
this seems quite empty.”

“ 1t was tor that reason that I selected
it,” replied the elder lady. “ 1 have been
here several times, and have enjoyed as
muoh pnvaoy as though | had been in my
own home. | hope you will not dislike the
quiet, Ethel.”

“ 1t is a matter of but little moment to
me—all places are alike,” returned Miss
G-rdon.

Yet, after a few days, Bhe found the life
not unpleasant. Miss Digby left her very
muoh to her own devices. She had wiehed,
at first, that they Bhould share the BaTe
rooms ; but Ethel’s manner oonvinoed her
how unpleauant she would consider euoh an
arran ‘«nnent, BO separate suites were
ordertd —one for Miss Gordon and one for

Lllee Dighy. Mies Digby’s rooms were

olose to those oocupied by Lady Stafton.

It wae not an unpleasant life, but comiDg
there at all was a mistake. Ethel waa
young ; she had been aocustomed to a life
of constant aotivity, to plenty of scciety, to
the ocoupation and exoitement alwayB
attending the management of a large
houee ; now she had nothing to fall back
upon, nothing to distract her thoughts,
nothing to do bat to muse by night and by
day on the injury she imagined Helen
Digby to have done her.

It was hardly the life to have chosen for a
young,beautiful, giftdd, imaginative girl ; for
onoe, olear, calm-judging Helen Digby had
made a mistake. She would have dons far
better to take Ethel to some seaside resorc,
where the world would have roused her
from her morbid thought, and have restored
her gayety, her animation, and her high
spirits.

For the first time in her life Ethel Gor-
don found herself alone; for Bhe had
shunned and avoided Miss Digby as
muoh as possible. She had been
aooustomed to the homage and atten-
tion cf a large household, to tha tender
love of a father who never neglected her ;
now Bhe was alone, with etrange faoea
around her, Btrange voices in her ear. She
had been aooubtomed to be first ; everything
and every one had depended on her ; now
it was otherwise. She had uo power and
no influence. No one oonsulted her, her
opinion was never Bought. Lady Stafton
had given Helen Digby what she considered
sound advice.

| see exaotly how matters stand,” she
said, “ and my oounBsei to you is—leave the
young girl alone. Your kindness muat w
the end make its way. With a haughty
disposition like here, the best way is to
treat her with Kkindly indifference. The
time will oome when sho will Beek you, not
you her.”

And Helen hoping it would be for the
best, watched the beautiful faoe iu Biience,
looking day by day for some little mark of
affeotion, but never receiving it—hoping
that all would end well, yet turning away
with a shuddering dread lest evil might
follow.

It was something like hatred that Ethel
felt for the lady who wae to take her place.
It waB hard enough to lose her father, to be
away from Fountayne, but it was harder
still to know that when he returned, he
would belong to BoTe one else, that he
would give all the love, the care, the
thought that Bhe had valued so highly to
another.

If something would but happen to prevent
the marriage 1 Yet she wisned no particu-
lar harm to Misa Digby. It by raising her
finger she oould bave injured her, she wouid
not for worlds have done Bo ; but she longed
for eomething to happen—something that
Bhould lower Miss Digby in her father’s
estimation—that should make him think
leBB highly of her prudence and her dis-
cretion.

Self-engroBsed as the visitors were they
oould not fail to notioe the beautiful wist-
ful faoe of the girl, with its listless, weary
expression ; she appeared Bo young—she
was only just seventeen—yet her features
had a tired look as though ehe had not
found life very bright.

The sweet summer days glided ou. Ethel
and Misa Digby mot always at breakfaat,
whioh was served in the ladies’ room. Ac
first Helen Digby had made an effort to
spend the days with her young oharge,
Ethel would not have it Bo; sue would
either retreat to her own pretty sitting
room, or Bay diatinotly that she was going
out, and wished to be alone. If the plaoe
had been more frequented, Miss Digby
would never have allowed the young girl to
tali into the habit of wandering alone ; but,
ae Lady Stafton eaid—and Miss Digby
agreed with her—Ethel might walk about
the c iffs for years in St. Ina’e and not meet
any one. There oould be no danger, and it
pleased ber Bo Miss Digby did not interfere,

CHAPIER IX.

It was a warm beautiful evening ; the
Bta bretze Bwept over the pine-woods, aud
mingled with the perfume of the flowera ;
the waves broke aud spread out in great
sheets of whito foam-they rose and fell
like tbe change in some grand harmony.
The sun shone over the eea until ic raeetn
bled a sheet of heaving, restless, glittering
gold.

On the lawn ot the hotel the visitors
were Btanding or Bitting in little groups—
some watching the snining Bea, others,
despite the beauty of earth and sky, deeply
eugrotsad iu books, others in conversation.
Miss Digby was with Lady Stafton. They
were watching the wavee, and Ethel sat
near them, the taireet picture on whioh
the sun shone. The evening was warm,
and Bhe wore a white dress ot some shining
material, richly trimmed with gold fringe
—a fantaatio dress; but Ethel waa an
artiat in dress as in everything eise. Tha
dress waa fastened round the Blender waist
by a gold band, aud fell in graoeful folds to
the pretty feet. The square-out bodioe
gave a glimpse of a beautiful neck, white
and well molded ; a rose nestled olose to it,
The luxuriant waves of riob brown hair
were loosely arranged—they were gathered
baok from ttie fair brow, and fastened with
a golden arrow ; a rose lay in their Bunny
depths. No fairer pioture was ever oon
ceived by an artist, or set forth by a poet.

Ethel was not joining in the conversation
—her eyes lingered on the golden, glittering
Bea. She was wishing that she was tar
away over the restlecs waters—that Bhe
was in any other plaoe aud with any other
people. Those who passed near her won-
dered at the listless expression ot the beau-
tiful youug face. Her folded hands lay
etill  But for the faint stir in the leaves of
the red roBe, as it rose and fell with eaoh
breath, one might have fancied her
sleeping.

Little did Bhe imagine that she was keenly
watched by a pair of dark eyes that
belonged to a handsome debonmir taoe.
That same evening had brought a stranger
to the Queen’s Hotel who wrote his name
L urie Nugent, Etq., and who seemed to
have a well-filled purse, and was on that
acoount made very weloome by tbe mana
ger and his satelites. Mr. Nugent had
declined to enter the drawing-room, where
moBt ot the guests were dining, but he had
ordered a recherche little repastto be served
to him in his own room. Then he asked
to look at the visitore’ book ; the mauager,
with a low bow, showed it to him.

“ Shall you have many more guests this
Beason, do you think?” asked Mr. Nugent,
with a oateless emile.

No, the manager feared not. They had
been pretty fortunate iu May ; iu June they
had had very tew ; July, still fewer ; and
it wae seldom that any came in August. A
satisfied expresBion oame over the hand-
some faoe.

“1 think it is very probable,” said Mr.
Nugent, “ that if | like the place, I may
remain here for eome little time.”

The manager was pleased to hear it,
paid great attentiou to the wines seleoted
for the stranger's dinner, and told him how
pleasantly the evenings could be Bpent iu
the grounds. Mr. Nugent went thither;
he looked indifferently on the olear waters
aud the blue sky, but a sudden fire flashed
in hie eyes as they fell upon the featureB
of Ethel Gordon sitting under the lime-
treee.

“What a beautiful girl I’ he thought to
himeelf. “ Who is ehe ?”

He stood still and watohed her with
charmed eyes. He noticed the proud oar-
riage of the rioh brown head, the Buperb
beauty of the girlish face, the grace and
symmetry of the perfeot figure.

“ Who iB Bhe ?” he repeated. "And what
aan she be doing here ?”

Still watohing her intently he noted how
indifferent Bhe was to everything around
her—how motionlesB ehe Bat, her eyes never
for one moment leaving the great expanse
of water. He noted the tired, listless
expression on the exquisite faoe—the
Bhadow iu tbe beautiful eyes, . i

* She ia not happy,” be said to himself.

1 If ahe were—if her eyeB were lighted up
and her lips Bmiled—she would be BiTpiy
irresistible. What can make her look Bo
sad ? At her age she ought to be all emiles
and blasheB.”

Oice he saw the two ladiea near her
addreBB her. She raised her eyes, butno
light oame into them, and when ehe bad
replied to the questions asked, they turned
again toward the lake.

“ Those are her friends, and she does not
like them—she ia not happy with them,’
was his eecond comment.

Then he watohed her again, until the
evening began to close around them, and
the three ladies went in.

“ | shall never reat till 1 know who Bhe
iB aud all about her,” he said to himself.
“ 1 hardly like to own Buoh a thing—1 who
bave Beem some of the loveliest girlsin
England, and oared for none of them—but
I believe, honestly, I am in love at last.”

He laughed to bimseif, and, though his
mouth was handsome, that laugh was not
pleasant to hear.

(To be oontinued.)

«SB FKTEB LGiMDIiN.

mlow lie Gniacd Valuiible IniorTtHiion
DiegulMed dna Holy ITlao.

One of the members of the English Lega-
tion at Washington furnishes some interestl
ing gossip regarding General Sir Peter

by reason of his relations to the Anglu-
Ruesian boundary question in Central Asia.

“From his youth,” said this gentleman,
“ LumBden has been a man of war. He first
saw it in the servioe of the Eaet India

youngster in the terrible meeting ot 1857.
Having talent for Hindustani dialecte he
studied them patiently and oarefully. In
this way Gen. Lumaden acquired a know-
ledge of the sentiments ana oharaoter of
the rank and file of the Indian Army, Bo
that his service in the oountry has been sim

ply invaluable. When SirFrederiokKoberte
was on hie way toCandahar a few years ago
it waa of the utmost conaequenoe that he
should havo BoTe accurate knowledge oi
the route, and tbe forces likely to oppoee
him iu the mountain paesee. Thie infor-
mation Sir Peter Lumsden, in hiB own
time and way, volunteered to obtain

Three days elapsed and he had not
returned, and General Roberta began to be
Berionsiy oonoerned for the safety of his
daring Btaff offioer, and finally thought he
had been murdered. The General waa
Bitting in hia tent late on the afternoon of
tbe fourth day when a dakir, or holy man
suddenly appeared, riding furiously down
the mountain side, aud wanted to pass the
sentinel, who was a grim old Highlander,
The sacred man was an extraordinary
looking creature, and the reverse ot saintly,
ae he appeared to European eyes. He was

almost naked, the garment he wore being a the clatter of tbe chips and the excitement
It is Btated that one young
society balle reoently lost over $200 at five

pair of dirty trousers made of goatskin
Hia hair nearly reaohed to his waist aa it
hung down bis shoulders and baok, and the

lean, brawny arms were oovered with a game where betting above 25 cents was

paste made of Bandalwuod ashes mixed
with castor oil, a deoootion of peculiar
sanctity and a powerful Bweii. A nosegay
of sandalwood, consisting of ninety-nine
beans, completed the equipment ot thia
wonderful object. The man dismounted
from his beast, whose heaving flanks told
of hard riding, and in a dialect of Pushtoo
or Afghan asked to see the head sahib.
The Highlander did not understand and
motioned Lim back. Jus3 then General
Rouerie oame out, aud, keeping a wary eye
on his visitor, asktd bim in Hindustani
what he wanted. The visitor, in barbaroue
jargon, made the general understand that
ne deaired an interview. When they were
alone the dakir said : “ Don’t you know
me?” It wae Lumsden, whose disguise,
dirt, wig and all, had been Bo oomplete as
to be even unsuspected to a man whose
intimate friend he bad been tor ten years.

Heme Items and Topics.

—"All your own fault
If yon remain Sink when you ean
Get hop bitterB that never—Fail.

-The weakest woman, smallest ohild
and sickest invalid oan use hop bitters witb
sufetv and great good.

-O d men tottering around from Rhen
matism, Kidney trouble or any weaknef-
will be made aim Ht new by using boy
bitters.

ES" My wife and daughter were made
healthy by the use of hop bittere, and 1
reoommend them to my people.—Metho-
diat Clergyman.

. Aekany good doctor if bo .

Bittere are not'the beat family medioine

On earth 1M1

Malarial fever, Ague and Biliousness, will
leave every neighborhood as Boou aB hop
bitters arrive.

My mother drove the paralysis aud
neuralgia all out of her ayatem with hop
bittera.”—Ed. Oswego Sun.

1S" Keep the kidneys healthy with hop
bitters and you need not fear sickness.

—Iloe wator is rendered harmless and
more refreshing and reviving with hop
bitters in eaoh draught.

—The vigor of youth for the aged and in-

firm in hop bitters 111

“Atthe change of life nothing equals \
H(_?_p bitter;, io allay all troubles Incident ;
hereto.”

! —*" The best periodioal for ladies to take
Lumsden, of whom the papers Bpeak daily monthly, and from whioh they will reoeive

the greatest benefit, is hop bittere.”
—Mothers with Biokly, fretful, nursing

ohildren, will oure the ohildren and benefit

themselves by taking hop bitters daily

rvioe o > —Thousands die annually from eome
Oompany, and distinguished himself aaa form of kidney disease that might have
been prevented by a timely use of hop

bitters.

—Indigestion, weak etomaoh, irregulari-
ties of the bowels, oannot exist when hop

bitters are used.

.Atimelly * * * yse of hop
Bittere will'keep a whole latnily
In robust healtu a year at little oost.

—To produoe real

bitters ou retiring.

O ”None genuine withouta bunch of green
Shun all tne vile,

Hops on the whijte label.

genuine Bleep and
ohild-like repose all night, take a little hop

It In Not Oiipnted

That Nerviline, the new pain remedy, iB a
sjood article. Some indeed claim that tha
old fashioned preparations are just as good,
out auy Bufferer oan satisfy himself by
xpending ten oente on a sample bottle of
P -»lRon’s Nerviline, that nothing sold oan
qual it for internal, local or external paina.
Always speedy iu effect, prompt and cer-
tain in Bvery oure. H. S. Webber, Orange-
ville, writes : “ My customers speak very
highly of Nerviline as a remedy for tooth-
ache and neuralgia.” All druggiets and
gountry dealers sell Nerviline. Try it to-
ay.

There are with Sir Peter LumBden 1,400
men, of whom 500 men are professional
soldiers. The remainder are native ser-
vants aud aamp.followers of all descriptions
vid mule and oamel drivers.

“The leprous dietiiment, whose effect
Holds such au enmity with biood of man,
That,swift as quiokeilver.it ooursee through
The natural gates and alleys of the body,”
and causes the skin to become *“ baiked
about, moBt lazarlike, with vile and loath-
some orust.” Suoh aro the effeots of
diseased aud morbid bile, the only autidote
for whioh is to oleanse and regulate the
uver—au offioe admirably performed by
Dr. Piercc'B “ Golden Medioal Disoovery.”

A hail storm as Corsicana, Texas, a week
or two ago dropped hailatonea that »re
deolared to have weighed nearly twelve
ounoea, and wild geese and small birds
were showered arouud town promiscuously.
A looal paper thicks that “in competition
with other States” Texas could do even
better than this.

poisonous BufiEwitb "Hop” or “Hops”in their

nawe.

WO.UKft WHO I4.AV FOKEB.

A Story From W ashington Whieh Maj

M ake lhe Hair etand on Und.

The oraza for playing poker has broken

out among fashionable ladies in Washing-

ton.

Tbe doinga of the Army Poker Ciud,

where the lives and reputation of Bo many

officers have beeu blasted, are a matter of
knowledge and gosBip, but during
bent, when it was Bo wicked to danoe, the

general

LYD5A E. PBDKHAMt
*VEGETABLE COMPOUND «

fair dames have oonsoled themselves with

of “ the draw.”

sittings. This iB quite a large BuT iu

* * % » * IS APOSITIVE CURr * * * [~
For all of those Painful Complaints uai
* * Weaknesses so common to our beet * 7
**x *x *x *EEMALE POPULATION.* # #

prohibited. The favorite game among 'T WILL CUKK ENTIRELY TAK WORST FORK OT F»,
B A I male Complaints, ai. Ovarian troubles, >*
the young ladies, ho,\’Never, is the “ p3NNy  £% 0 uaTioN AND ULCERATION. FALLING AND> b
ante 5 oent limit. ThiB is almost p_ACEMENTS, ANT) THE CONSEQUENT SI'INAD W *i
exclusively oonfiued to ladies Wwho NESs, ANI) IS PARTICULARLY ADAPTED TO [BT
have only a limited and moderate Change of Life. ~* * * * x * =« «

amount of pin mouey eaoh week, but there
ia Baid to be a heap of tun for the specta-
Very few gentlemen are admitted to
refined aud
reBpeotable form ut amusement has beeu
The
piker parties, where both saxes play, do
uot use vuigar ohips or still more vulgar
mouey ; that would be carrying the tbiug
Elaborate and costly favors are
provided—paid for, ol oourse, by tbe geu
tlemen—aud tben the entire party sits
Tnis ia
avery popular and entertaining style of
is played quite exten-
Some of the lady players have

tors.
thia game. A much more

established for their enjoyment.

too far.

down to the game of “ freeze out.”

amusement, aud

eively.

* 1t will dissolve and expel Tumors from th.*
Uterusinanearly brac.eof development. Ta*
tendency to Cancérous Humorsthere iscnxcs:*.®
VERY SPEEDILY BY ITS USE. * * « * *oon
*1t removes Faintness, Flatulency, destroy
vilcp-.vyino fo;:stim ulants,andrelieves W eh.
ness of tit:; Stomach. Itcires F.loating, Ilea d-
aciie, rfiKnvous Prostration, General Debility.
Depression and Indigestion. ook x * ¢
* That feeling of Bearing Down, causing
Weight and Backache, is always permanently
CURED BY ITS USE. * * * *oo# fr !
*Itwill atall times and under all cincrw
STANCES ACT IN HARMONY WITH THE LAWS TS.if
GOVERN THE FEMALE SYSTEM * *oox S Cc
* A S'lIts purpose is SOLELY fortiielegitim Ilss
HEALING OF DISEASE AND THE RELIEF OF PAIN, 4.K3
THAT IT DOES ALL IT cLAIMS TO DO, THOUSANDS 03
LADIES CAN GLADLY TESTIFY. * * 0 *

* Knowing how superstitious tbe Afghans become adepts at tbe game. One of the . . "\ . c.re of Kidney Complaints pK
are, Lumsden had Belected a disguise they —most demure-looking young misses iu tOWN giryer SEx THIS REMEDY 13 UNSURPASSED-, * ¢
wouid not readily queetion, tor they are reoently defeated an * old stager ” at a = |LYDIA E PINKHAM'S VEGETABLE COMPOUND M

dreadfully afraid of offending thoBe holy party given at a cartain faahionable resi-
men whose superior eanotity ie indioated dence, aud wheu, a few evenings later, he
by a degree ot dirtiness that is appalling to oame back for his revenge, she won enough
Kid gloves to last her a year.—Washington

the civilized mind. He knew the dialeot of
the class he represented perfeotly, and its
religious etook in trade in quotations trom
tbe Koran, so whenever he approached au
Afghan encampment he daaned fearlessly
up to it, yelling: <Fah allah Mahomued
resoul allah,” The mystio worde of the faith
ful, and, though queetioned pretty bharpiy
onoe or twioe, his identity was never su»,
peoted. The information he obtained
enabled Candahar to be captured, and made
the oampaigu the most successful one ever
made amid those bleak mountains, so often
fatal to England’s arms. For thie dis.
tinguished service Gen. Lumsden waB, in
July, 1881, commissioned a major-general
of the Bengal staff, and given a large gran
of mouey, amounting to about $100,000
This ia the man on wnose report and judg.
ment, above all others, reat the ohanoee ot
a war that may change the entire map of
Central Asia.”

X be British (hiiu Factories.

The Royal gun faotoriea ooneist of forges
smith’s Bhop, rolling TiiiB, pattern shop
brass aud irou foundry, gun-boring mill
tool roots, turneries, lignting-room, field

other branches. In these various depart
mente are at work some 600 machines,
lathes, and boring Taobines, drilling ma
ohines, other maohines for rifling, planing,
Blotting, shaping, milling, sorewiog, lopping,
and wheel cutting.
machines reoord aud regulate the produc

Leiterin Boston Traveller.

grep_ared_ a Lynn, Mas. Price & Six bottlee foi

oldibyail drugjM-8. R3ont by mail, postage paid, in for.»
of Pills or Lozenges on receipt of price a<above., itfvt
Pinkham'a “Guide to Dealth” will be nwU d free to

Lady sending stamp.  Lottere eonrl/leuTal/ly anawe”»{l. 1
* No family should bo without I-YDIA __ [l\kiin.l1'4
LIVISR 1" C13  They curv C Zst.ir?fi'n. Bitfousnees
Torpidity of *be Liver. 25cent« per bot.  * ,

Curious Injuries to ihe Hubillnrini'Cable.

D CN.» 20 83

The aunfiah has repeatedly injured the

submarine oable betweon Portugal

Amerioa.

eleotric wires.

cables.
Persian Gulf oaased to work.

had broken it.

free itself, and suffocated.

n Question.

How oan we raise more corn to the aoher ?
gun section, engine repairing shop, with  Why, of oourse, by using Putnam's Cobn
Putnam’s Painless Corn Ex-
traotur has giveu universal satisfaction, tor
Like every
article of real merit it hae a host of imita
F and we would specially warn the
Twenty weigmng publio to guard against those dangerous
substitutes offered lor the genuine Putnam’s

Extbactob.
it is Bure, Bate aud painieBe.

tore,

and
Brazil and along the eaBt coast of South
Splinters of boue have been
found thrust iuto tbe oable through tbe
several coverings Bo deep as to affect tbe
A small BpecieB of mariue
animal alao appears to devote ita special
attention toward boring and destroying
A short time ago the oable in the
Examina-
tion was maile, aud it was fouud that a
whale, which wae entangled in the oable,
The animai was oovered
over witn parasites, and iu its efforts to
free itself of them by rubbing its body
againet the oable the oable wae broken, and
one of the ends then coildd arouud the
whale in such a way that it was unable to

TO DEALER AND CONSUMER

We importonly the finest
qualities o : Coffee and Spice.

Our jj¥anded Coffee,sold
ground and unground in 11b.
tins, ia a perfect luxury.

Our 10c. tins ofP ure Spice
are perfect'on ; all our goods
branded ‘V .re”%eguaranteed
free from axial\ , tion.

Du./ ma Baking- Powder,

is “Th. .':zh\s Best Friend."
Tbs Trade 71 ipplied with
whole Eoastee «3vi Ground
Coffees in Air- 1n 2acks, or
25 1b . tins.
Pure Ground Spioes in
all sized packageSj
W G. DUNN & Cc O A,
CANADA MILLS, HAMILTON.

tion ;two circular Bawa are at work, 240 Extraotor. N. O. Poison & Co., proprietors,

viBeB are waiting to grip anything they oan
get hold ot. Then 51 Iurnaces oontinually
do blow, with the aid of Bix blowing tana
while there iaengine power to the extent of
700 horses, and boiler power to a muoh
greater extent. Aud the laotories oan
produoe 6,000 tons of guns, from the light
mountain howitzer to ba oarried ou tbe
baok of a mule to the latest Woolwich
infant of 80 tons or more. At the head of
tbe faotoriea are two or more artillery
offioere, while the general ' Btaff ooneistB of
24 clerks, draughtsmen, and timekeepare,
24 foremen, 386 artificers,and 571 laborers
and ooy ; while aa for total annual cost,
the gunstake in round numbers a quarter
of a million from the annual estimates.—
All the Year Bound.

Xbenappy band olJapan.

There is a remarkable absenoe of pau
periBT in thia oountry. The rich men are

riches as we oount them in America—but a
man with an inoome of $1,000 a year is
oonaidered a wealthy man, and a peasant
or farmer who bas $100 laid by for “a
rainy day ” ie ranked almost among the
capitalists of his distriot. In all the empire
it iB estimated that there are less than ten
thousand paupers—a wonderful reoord for
a population of 37,000,000. Not to make
ooTparisons—whioh Mrs. Partington Bays
are “odoroua ”"—I1 euppose you have at
least ten thousand paupers in Illinois.
Perhaps your readeis will begin to think 1
am falling into the habit—a habit as old as
the days of Shakspaare—of travellers who
praiee everything in foreign lands and
depreoiate everythingin their own. There
iB a tendency in that direotion when one
compares the Booiai life, the bappiness and
oontentment of all olasses here with the
relative oondittonB whioh prevail in Ame-
rioa. | am not opposed to missions or
missionaries, but | honestly believe that
enlightened Japanese TiBBionarieB could
do muoh good in Amerioa.—Tokio Letter in
Chicago News.

While demoliBhing an old chimney in
OtBego oounty, New York, reoently, work-
men found $97 in Continental money dated
1776 and 1777. The printing of the notes
was perfeotly legible, and in general they
were in good condition. The package con-
sisted ot oue $40 bill, two $20 bills, one $8,
one 97t two SOD,one LI and one L.

Kingston.

J. W/NCKLER

English people are drinking more beer

and less spirit.

The revenue iBiesa this

year by $1,300,000. Beer pays a light tax aB

compared witu liquor,

The medioal profession are Blow (and

rightly so) to endorse every new medioine
is advertised aud Bold ; but honest

that

merit oouvinoes the fair minded after

reasonable time. Physiciane in gooa stand-
ing ofteu prescribe Mrs. Piukham’B Veget

SELF-VENTING PUMP EAUCEI

The simplest and bestin the market. Price 9
Address 68 Hughson street south Hamilton.

able Compound for the oure ot female

weaknesses.

The average maple sugar orop of Ver-
mont is in the neighborhood of 12,000,000

pounds, but this year it will
amount.

It’s no secret that Dr. Pieroa’s Compound
few and far between—that is, ooutfting Extraot of Smart-Weed ia oomposed of
distilled
aud Jamaica
Ginger Root, with Camphor Essenoe, and
oonbtitutes, therefore, the best remedy yet
kuowu for oolio or oramps, cholera morbus,
diarrhoea, dystentery or bloody-flux, or to
levers and inflammatory

best genuine Frenoh Brandy,
Extraot of Smart-Weed

break up oolds,

attaoks. 50 cants. By druggists.

Charles O'Connor is said to have enunoi-

ated the principle that “ a reporter should

get all the news he oan and give it to tbe
world, but a lawyer Bhould get all the news

he oan and keep it to himself.”

Young men or middle-aged ones, suffer-

ing from nervoua debility and kiudred
weaknesses Bhould send three letter Btamps
for illustrated book suggesting sure means
ot oure. Address World's Medioal Aeeooia-
tion, Buffalo, N. Y.

Rev. Von Sohluombach, the German
Moody,” is journeying in the Southern
States.

“ Sanitate 1 Sanitate I”is the paroxys-
mal but timel?/ editorial outory of tbe
Memphis Appeal.

Even after Middleton’s expedition reaches
Batoche’e, he will Btill be 43 miles from
Prinoe Albert.

It is reported iu London that a branch of

Delmonioo’s oelebrated restaurant is to be
jbortty opened in that oity

exoeed that

IRENHIE'S SEEDS are THE BESTE
Illustrated ftaialoffiie for 1885

Wcontaining description and prices of the choicest |

[field, GARDEN &FLOWER SEEDS |

SMailed free. Every Farmer and Gardener should |
Jhave a cd ordering seeds tor the coining |

Handsomest catalogue published in Canada fj
Ne

RE:

Ne ]

use thon*anda of cases of the worst kind and ef long
standing havo been curod. 1ndeed, eostrongis my faltb
in Its efficacy, tbat | will semi TWO BOTTLES FKEE. to-
gether with a VALUABLE TREATISE ou this dI8<iase.tt
»ny sufferer. Give Express and P. O. address.

DR. T. A. SLOCUM. 181 Pearl St.. New Tolb

R. U. AWARE
THAf

Lorillard’s
Rearing a red tin tag ; thhtfLorlllagd*
inecut; th t.l.,ot}lard'

a
. . 3Lientf :
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EYE, EAR AND THROAI.

T\B. G. 8. EYEBSON, L.E. O.P.

-1-Y S.E., Lecturer on the Bye, Bar and Throat
Trinity Medioal College, Toronto. Oonlist and
Aurist’ to tbe Toronto General Hoepital, late
Olinigal Assistant Royal London Ophthalmic

Climax Plug

Hospital, Moorefield’s” and Central Londcn
Throat and Bar Hospital. _ 17 Churoh Htre*t.

Toronto. Artificial Human Byes
JPJILILCIS to secure a buBill n
Education or (Spencerian Ffn
ft* _ the BFEfctBB
GQLLfcUB

BMXO



