
A  W O L F IN  T H E  FO LD ,
A DOMESTIC STORY W ITH  A MORAL.

C H A P T E R  X X V II . j
FARM AND FARMER BEWITCHED. ;

T ne day grew ua im , and having finished j

the feeling that you  had been a Christian 
once, but was not one now. Being sure that 
there is no need of your continuing to feel 
so, what sort o f return would I be making 

ne poultry , j for y 0ur kindness if I  d id  not try to show
the porcn. j y QU w |lat j8 ag ciear to me as this sunshine ?”

“ Y ou  are a good woman, Alida. B eliev
ing as you  do, you have done right to speak 
to me, an 11 never believed moi t 1 lips could 
speak so to the purpose. I  shall think o f what 
you have said, for you  have put things in a 
new light. But, say, A lida , what on earth

. . .  mt v  l u  i possesses you  to call me “  M r .”  ? Y ou  said
in g  their fragrance. T he light breeze which , J ames > e h after the 8kimelton was
tannpn nhAplr n.nn np.nt, t.ne O'TOWITIC' fVfi i - J i i i v •

h er  tasks indoors and oared for  the poultry, 
A lid a  brought a chair out in 
H er eyes were dreamy w ith  a vague, unde- 
fi led h.tppim si. The landscape in itself 
was cause for exquisite pleasure, for it  was 
an ideal day of the apple blossoming period. 
T h e  old  orchard back of the barn looked  as 
i f  pink and w hite clouds had settled upon it, 
and scattered trees near and far were exhal-

fanned her cheek and bent the grow ing rye 
in  an adjacent field was perfum ed beyond 
the skill o f art. N ot only were her favorite 
m eadow larkB calling to each other, but the 
thrushes had come and she fe lt that she nad 
never heard such hymns as they were sing
ing . A  burst o f song from  the lilac bush 
under the parlor w indow  drew her eyes 
th ither, and there was the paternal red 
breast pouring out the very soul o f ecstasy. 
F rom  the nest beneath him rose the black 
head and yellow  beak of his brooding mate. 
“  H ow  contented and happy she looks I” 
A lid a  m urmured, “  how" happy they both 
are ! and the secret of it is, home.. A n d  to 
th ink  that I , who was a friendless waif, am 
a t  home, also ! A t  home with Eden-like 
beauty and peace before m y eyes. But if it 
h adn ’ t been for him, and if he were not 
brave, kind and true to all he says” — and 
she shuddered at a contrast that rose before 
h er  fancy.

She could now scarcely satisfy herself that 
i t  was only gratitude w hich filled her heart 
w ith  a strange, happy tumult. She had 
never been conscious of such exaltation be
fore . I t  is true, she had learned to cherish 
a strong affection for  the man whom  she had 
believed  to be her husband, but chiefly b e 
cause. he had seemed kind and she had an 
affectionate disposition. U ntil w ithin the 
last few  hours, her nature had never been 
touched and awakened in its profoundest 
depths. She had never known before nor 
had  she idealized the manhood capable of 
evok ing  the feelings w hich now lightened 
’her eyes and gave to her face the supreme 
■charm and beauty o f womanhood. In  truth, 
it  was a fitting day and time for the birth 
o f  a love like hers, simple, all-absorbing and 
grateful. I t  contained no element not in 
harm ony w ith  that M ay Sunday morning.

H olcroft came and sat on the steps below 
her. She kept her eyes on the landscape, 
for  she was consciously enough on her guard 

I  rather guess you think, A lida,
■that you are looking at a b e tte f picture than 
an y  artist fellow  could paint?”  he remarked.

“ Y e s ,” she replied, hesitatingly, “ and the 
p ictu re  seems all the more lovely  and fu ll of 
ligh t because the background is so very 
dark. I ’ve been thinking o f what happened 
here last night and what m ight have hap
pened, and how I  felt then.”

“ Y ou  feel better— different now , don 't 
y o u ?  Y ou  certainly look so .”

“ Yes, you  made me very happy by  y ie ld 
in g  to Mrs. W eeks.”

■“  Oh, I  d idn ’t y ield  to her at a ll.”
V ery  well, have it your own w ay then .” 

“  I  think you had it  your w ay .”
A re you sorry ?’’

"  D o I  look  so ? H ow  d id  you know I ’d 
b e  happier if I  gave in ?”

“  Beciuse, as you  say, I ’m getting better 
acquainted w ith you. You couldn ’t help 
being happier for a generous act.”

“  I  w ouldn’t have done it, though, if it 
hadn ’t been for  y ou .”

“  I'm  not so sure about that.”
“ I am. Y ou ’re com ing to make me feel 

confoundedly  uncom fortable in m y heathen
ish  life .”

“  I wish I  cou ld .”
<l I  never had such a Rermon in m y life as 

y o u  gave me this morning. A  Christian act, 
like yours, is w orth a year of religious 
t a lk .”

She looked at him w istfully  for a moment 
an d  the asked, a little  abruptly, “  Mr. H ol
cro ft, have you truly forgiven that W eeks 
fa m ily ? ”

“  Oh, yes, I  suppose so. I ’ve forgiven 
th e  old lady, anyhow. I ’ve shaken hands 
■with her.”

“  I f  her husband and son should come and 
apologize and say they were sorry, w ould 
you  truly and honestly forgive them ?"

“  < ertainly. I  couldn ’t hold a grudge af
ter  that. W hat are you aiming at ?”  and 
he turned and looked inquiringly into her 
face.

I t  was flush and tearful in its eager, ear
nest interest. “  D on’t you see !”  she fa l
tered.

H e shook hiB head, but was suddenly and 
■strangely m oved by her expression.

“  W hy, M r. H olcroft, if you  can honestly 
forg ive  those w ho have wronged you, you 
ought to see how ready G od is to forg ive .”  

H e fairly started to his feet, so v iv id ly  
the truth came home to him, illum ined, as 
i t  was, by  a recent and personal experience. 
A fte r  a moment, he slow ly sat down again 
and  said, w ith a long breath, “  That was a 
•close shot A lid a .”

“  I  only wish you  to have the trust and 
com fort which this truth should bring y ou ,” 
she said. “  I  seems a p ity  you  should do 
yourself needless injustice when you  are 
w illing to do w hat is right and kind by 
others.”

“  It 's  all a terrible m uddle, A lida. If 
G od  is so ready to forgive, how  do you ac
count for all the evil and suffering in the 
w orld  ?”

“  I  don ’t account for it and can’t. I ’m 
on ly  one of his little  children, often an er
ring one, too. Y ou ’ve been able to forgive 
grow n people, your equals, and strangers in 
a sense. Suppose you had a little boy that 
h  id done wrong, but said he was sorry, 
w ould  you hold a grudge against him ?”

“  The idea ! I ’d be a brute.”
She laughed softly  as she asked again, 

“  D on’t you  see ?”
H e sat looking thoughtfully away across 

the fields for a long time, and finally asked, 
“  Is your idea o f becom ing a Christian just 
being forgiven like a child and then trying 
to  do right ?”

“ Y es. W h y  n o t? ”
“  W ell, he remarked, w ith a grim  laugh, 

'•‘ I  d idn ’t expect to be cornered in this 
w a y .”

“ Y ou  who are truthful should face the 
truth. I t  w ould make you happier. A  
good  deal that was unexpected has happen
ed. W hen I  look out on a scene like this 
and think that I am safe and at home, I  feel 
that G od lias been very good to me and that 
you  have, too. I  can’t bear to think that 
you have that old  trouble on your m ind,—

over and when old  lady W eeks was begging 
T im  off. Y ou  don’t need to be scared half 
to death every time to call me by  m y first 
name, do you ?”

“ Scared? Oh, n o .”  She was a trifle 
confused, he thought, but then hsr tone was 
com pletely re assuring.

The day was one long remembered by 
both. A s in nature about them, the condi
tions o f developm ent and rapid change now 
existed. She did not read aloud very much 
and long silences fell between them. They 
were reaching a higher plane of com panion
ship, in w hich words are not always essen
tial. Both had much to think about, and 
their thoughts were like roots which pre
pare for blossom and fruit.

W ith  M onday, busy life was resumed. 
The farm er began planting his corn and 
A lida  her flower seeds. A lm ost every day 
now added to the brood o f little chicks un
der her care. The cows went out to pas
ture, H olcroft brought in an increasing 
number o f overflowing pails o f m ilk, and if 
the labors o f the dairy grew more exacting, 
they also grew  m ore profitable. The tide 
had turned ; incom e was larger than outgo, 
and it  tru ly seemed to  the long-harassed 
man that an era o f peace and set in.

T o a superficial observer things m ight 
have appeared to be going on much as be
fore, but there were influences at work 
w hich H olcroft did not clearly comprehend.

A s A lida  had prom ised herself, she spent 
all the m oney which the eggs brought 
in, but H olcroft found pretty  muslin cur
tains at the parlor w indows, and shades 
w hich excluded the glare from  the kitchen. 
Better china took  the place o f that which 
was cracked and unsightly. In  brief, a 
subtile and refining touch was apparent all 
over the house.

“  H ow  fine w e are getting 1” he remarked 
one evening at supper.

“  I ’r e o n ly  made a beginning,”  she’replied, 
nodding defiantly at him. “ The chickens 
w ill paint the house before the year is over.” 

“ Phew ! when do the silk dresses come in?”
“  W hen your broadcloth does.”
“  W ell, if this goes on, I  shall certainly 

have to wear purple and fine linen to keep 
pace.”

“ Fine linen certainly. W hen you take 
the next lo t  of eggs to tow n I  shall tell you 
just the num ber o f yards I  need to make 
half a dozen extra fine shirts. Those you 
have are getting pa3t m ending.”

“ D o you think I ’ll let you  spend your 
m oney in that way ?”

“ Y ou 'll let me spend m y m oney just as I 
please— in the w ay that w ill do me the most 
good !”

‘ ’ W h at a saucy little  wom an you  are be
com ing I”  he said, looking at her so fondly 
that she quickly averted her eyes.

“ I t ’s a w ay people fall into when hum 
ored ,”  she answered.

“  See here, A lida , you 're up to somemagic. 
It  seems but the other day I  brought you 
here, a pale ghost of a woman. A s old 
Jonathan Johnson said, you were ‘ en j’y in ’ 
poor health .’ D o you know what he said 
when I  took him o ff so he w ouldn ’t put you 
through the catechism ? ”

“ N o ,”  Bhe i e >!ied, w ith a deprecating smile 
and rising color.

“  H e said he was ‘ afeared I ’d been taken 
in, you  were such a sick ly look in ’ critter. 
H a ! ha ! W ish  he m ight see you  now , with 
that flushed face of yours. I  never believed 
in m agic, but I ’ll have to com e to it. Y ou  
are bew itched, and are being transform ed 
into a pretty young girl right under my 
ey es ; the house is bewitched, and is growing 
pretty, too, and pleasanter all the time. 
The cherry and apple trees are bewitched, 
for they never bloosom ed so before ; the hens 
are bewitched, they lay as ii possessed ; 
the” —

“ Oil, stop, or I  shall think that y ou ’re 
bew itched yourself.”

“  I truly begin to think I  am .”
“  Oh, w ell, since w e all and everything 

are affected in the same way, it  don ’t m at
ter. ”

“ But it  does. I t ’s unaccountable. I ’m 
beginning to rub m y eyes and pinch m yself 
to wake up .”

“  I f  you like it, I  w ouldn ’t wake u p .”
“  Suppose I  did, and saw Mrs. Mumpson 

sitting where you  do, Jane here, and Mrs. 
W iggins sm oking her p ipe in the corner. 
The very thought makes me shiver. M y 
first words w ould be, ‘ Please pass the cold 
p ’ison. ’ ”

. “ W hat nonsense you  are ta’.king to 
night ! ”  she tried to say severely, but the 
pleased, happy look  in her eyes betrayed 
her. He regarded her w ith the open ad
m iration o f a boy , and she sought to divert 
his attention by  asking, “  W hat do you 
think has becom e o f Jane?”

“ I  don ’t know — stealing around like a 
strin ge cat in some relation’s house, I  sup
pose.”

“ Y ou  once said you w ould like to do 
som ething for her. ’

“ W ell, I  would. I f  I  could afford it I ’d 
like to send her to school.”

“  W ou ld  you like her to come here and 
study lessons part of the time ?”

H e shivered visibly. “ N o, A lida , and 
you w ou ldn ’t either. She’d make you more 
nervous than she would me, and that’s say
ing a good d^al. I  do feel very sorry forher, 
and it Mrs W eeks comes to see you, w e’ll 
find out if something can’t be done, but her 
presence would spoil all our cosey com fort. 
The fact is, I  w ouldn ’t enjoy having any one 
here. Y ou  and I  are just about company 
enough. Still, if you feel that y ou ’d like 
to have some help” —

“  Oh, no, I  haven’t enough to d o .”
“ But you ’re always a-doing. W ell, if 

your content, I haven’t Christian fortitude 
enough to make any changes. ”

She smiled and thought that she was 
more than content. She had begun to de
tect sym ptoms in her husband w hich her 
own heart enabled her to interpret. In
brief, it  looked as if he were drifting on a

sm ooth, sw ift tide to the same haven in 
which she was anchored.

One unusually warm m orning for the sea
son, rain set in after breakfast. H olcroft 
did not fret in the least that he could not 
go to the fields, nor did he, as had been his 
custom  at first, find rainy-day work at the 
barn. The cows, in cropping the lush grass, 
had so increased their y ield  of m ilk that it 
was necessary to churn every other day, 
and A lida was busy in the dairy. This 
place had becom e inviting by reason o f its 
coolness, and she had rendered it m ore so 
by making it  perfectly clean and sweet. 
Strange to say, it contained another chair 
beside the one she usually occupied. The 
apartment was Urge and stone flagged. 
A long one side were shelves filled w ith rows 
o f shining m ilk pans. In  one corner stood 
the simple m achinery which the old  dog put 
in m otion when tied upon his m ovable walk, 
and the churn was near. A n  iron pipe, 
buried deep in the ground, brought cool 
spring water from the brook above. This 
pipe emptied its contents w ith a low  gurgle 
into a shallow, oblong receptacle sunk in the 
floor, and was w ide and deep enough for 
tw o stone crocks o f ample size to stand 
abreast up to their brim s in the water. The 
cream was skimmed into these stone jars 
until they were full, then H olcroft emptied 
them into the churn. H e had charged 
A lida never to attem pt this part of the w ork, 
an d . indeed it  was beyond her strength. 
A fter  breakfast on churning days, he pre
pared everything and set the dog at work. 
Then he em ptied the churn o f the butter 
m ilk when he came in to dinner.

A ll the associations of the place were 
pleasant to A lida. I t  was here that her 
husband had shown patience as well as 
kindness in teaching her how to supplement 
his work until her own experience and ju d g 
ment gave her a better skill than he pos
sessed. M any pleasant, laughing words had 
passed between them  in this cool, shadowy 
place, and on a form er rainy m orning he 
had brought a chair down that he m ight 
keep her company. She had not carried it 
back, nor was she very greatly surprised to 
see him saunter in and occupy it on the pres
ent occasion. She stood by the churn, her 
figure outlined clearly in the light from  the 
open door, as she poured in cold  water from  
time to time to hasten and harden the gath
ering butter. H er right sleeve was rolled 
well back; revealing a white arm that was 
becom ing beautifully plum p and round. A n 
artist would have said that her attitude and 
action were unconsciously natural and grace
ful. H olcroft had scarcely the remotest 
idea o f artistic effect, but he had a sensible 
m an’s perception o f a charm ing wom an 
when she is charming.

“  M r. H olcro ft ,” she asked very gravely,
“  w ill you do something for me ?”

“  Yes, half a dozen things.”
“ Y ou  promise ?”
“  Certainly. W h a t ’s the trouble ! ”
‘  ‘ I  don ’t mean there shall be any if I  can 

help it ,”  she answered w ith a light ripple of 
laughter, “  Please go and put on your coat. ”

“  H ow  you hum bugged me 1 I t ’s too 
h ot .”

“  Oh, you 've got to d o i t ;  you prom ised. 
Y ou  can’t stay here unless you d o .”

“  So you are going to take care o f me as 
if I were a small boy ?”

“ Y ou  need care— som etim es.”
H e soon came back a n i  asked, “ N ow  

m ay I  stay ?*’
“ Yes. Please untie the dog. B utter’s 

oom e.”
“  I  should think it w ould , or any thing 

else at your coaxing.”
“  Oh-h, what a speech ! H asn’t that a 

pretty golden hue ?”  she asked, holding up 
a mass of the butter she was ladling from  
the churn into a w ooden tray.

“  Y es, you are making the gilt-edge arti
cle now. I  don ’t have to sell it  to Tom 
W atterly  any m ore.”

“  I ’d like to give him some, th .ugh . ”
H e was silent, and something like sudden 

rage burned in his heart that Mrs. W atterly  
w  u 1 not perm it the gift. That any o n ; 
should frown on his having such a helper as 
A lida was proving herself to be, made him 
vindictive. Fortunately her face was turned 
away and she d id  not see his heavy frown. 
Then, to shield her from  a disagreeable 
f  cfc, he said quickly, “ Do you know  that for 
over a year I  steadily went behind m y ex
penses, and that your butter-m aking has 
turned the tide already ? I 'm  beginning to 
get ahead again.”

“  I ’m so g lad ,”  and her face was radiant. 
“ Y es, I  should know that from  your 

looks. I t ’s clearer every day that I  got 
the best of our bargain. I  never dreamed, 
though, that t should en joy  your society as 
I  d o—that w e should be such very good 
friends. That wasn’t in the bargain, was 
it  ?”

“  Bargain 1”  The spirited w ay w ith which 
she echoed the w ord, as if thereby repudi
ating any thing like a sordid side to their 
mutual relations, was not lost on her w on
dering and admiring partner. She checked 

N ow  let me teach you

dienoe A lida watched his reluctant depar
ture. She kept on diligently at w ork, but 
one m ight have fancied that her thoughts 
rather than her exertions were flushing her 
cheeks.

It  seemed to her that but a few  m o
ments elapsed before she follow ed him, 
but he had gone. Then she saw that the 
rain had ceased and that the clouds were 
breaking. H is cheerful whistle sounded re
assuringly from  the barn, and a little later 
he drove up the lane w ith a cart.

Slie sat down in the kitchen and began 
sewing on the fine linen they had jested 
about. Before long she heard a light step. 
Glancing up, she saw the most peculiar and 
uncanny looking child  that had ever crossed 
her vision and w ith dismal presentiment 
knew it was Jane.

herself suddenly.
how to make bu tter,”  and w ith  the tray in 
her lap, she began washing the golden p ro 
duct and pressing out the milk.

H e laughed in a oonfused, delighted way 
at her piquant, half saucy manner as he 
watched her deft round arm and shapely 
hand.

“ The farmers’ wives in Oakville would 
say your hands were too little to do m uch.”  

“  They would I”  and she raised her blue 
eyes indignantly to his. “ N o m atter, you 
are the one to say about that.”

“  I  say they do too much. I  shall have to 
get Jane to help you .”

“  B y all means. Then you ’ll have more 
society .”

“  That was a home shot. You know how 
I  dote on everybody’s absence, even Jane’s .”  

“  Y ou  dote on butter. See how firm and 
yellow  it's getting. Y ou  w ouldn ’t think it 
was m ilk-white cream a little while ago, 
would you ? N ow  I ’ll put iu the salt and 
you  must taste it, for y ou ’re a connoisseur.”  

“  A  what I”
“  Ju^ge, then .”
“ Y ou  know a sight more than I  do, 

A lid a .”
“  I ’m learning all the tim e.”
“  So am I— to appreciate y o u .”
“  Listen to the sound o f the rain and the 

water as it runs into the m ilk-cooler. I t ’s 
like low  music, isn’t it ?”

P oor H olcroft could make no better an
swer than a sneeze.

“  Oh-h,”  she exclaimed, “  you ’re catch 
ing cold ! Come, you must go right up
stairs. Y ou  can’t stay here another m in
ute. I ’m nearly through.”

“  I  was never m ore contented in m y life .” 
“ Y o u ’ve no right to worry me. W hat 

w ould I  do if you  got sick? Come, I ’ll 
stop w ork till you g o .”

“  W ell then, little boss, g ood -b y .”
W ith  a half suppressed smile at his obe-

C H A P T E R  X X V II I .
ANOTHER WAIF.

I t  was indeed poor, forlorn little  Jane 
that had appeared like a spectre in the 
kitchen-door. She was as wet and be 
draggled as a chicken caught in a shower. 
A  little  fe lt hat hung lim p over her ears ; 
her p igtail braid had lost its string and was 
unravelling at the end, and her torn, sodden 
shoes were ready to drop from  ber feet. 
She looked both curiously and apprehensive
ly  at A lida  w ith  her little blinking eyea, 
and then asked in a sort o f breathless voice, 
“  W here ’s him  ?”

“ Mr. H o lcro ft? ”
Jane nodded.
“  H e ’s gone out to the fields. Y ou  are 

Jane, aren’t you  ?”
A nother nod.
“  Oh, dear !”  groaned A lida mentally ; “  I 

wish she hadn’t oom e.”  Then w ith  a flush 
o f shame the thought crossed her mind, 
“  She perhaps is as friendless and homeless 
as I  was, and ‘ him  ’ is also her only hope.—  
Come in, Jane,”  she said, kindly, “  and tell 
me every th ing.”

“  Be you  his new girl ?”
“  I ’m his w ife ,”  said A lida , smiling.
Jane stopped ; her m outh opened and her 

eyes tw inkled w ith dismay. “  Then he is 
married after all ?”  she gasped.

“  ± es, w hy not ?”
“  M other said he’d never get any one to 

take h im .”
“  W ell, you see she was m istaken.”
“  She’s wrong about every thing. W ell, 

i t ’s no use then ,”  and the child  turned and 
sat down on the doorstep.

A lida was perplexed. From  the w ay 
Jane w iped her eyes w ith  her w et sleeve, 
she was evidently crying. Coming to her, 
A lida said, “  W hat is no use, Jane ? W h y  
are you crying ?”

“  I  thought— he— m ight— p'raps— let me 
stay and w ork for him .”

A lida  was still m ore perplexed. WThat 
could be said by way of com fort, feeling 
sure as sue did that H olcroft w ould  be b it 
terly hostile to the idea of keeping the 
child ? The best Bhe could do was to draw 
the little  w aif out and obtain some explana
tion o f her unexpected appearance. B ut 
first she asked, “  H ave you  had any break
fast ?”

Jane shook her head.
“  Oh, then you  must have some right 

aw ay.”
“  Don’t want any. I  want to die. I  

oughtn’ter been born .”
“ Tell me your troubles, Jane. Perhaps 

I  can help y ou .”
“  N o, y ou ’d be like the rest. They all 

hate me and make me feel I ’m in the way. 
H e ’s the only one that didn ’t make me feel 
like a stray cat, and now he’s gone and got 
m arried,”  and the child sobbed aloud.

H er grief was p itifu l to see, for it was 
overwhelm ing. A lida  stooped down, and 
gently lifting the child up, brought her in 
Then she took off the w et hat and w iped the 
tear stained face with her handkerchief. 
“ W a it a minute, Jane, t ill I  bring you 
som ething,”  and she ran to the dairy for a 
glass o f m ilk. “  Y ou  must drink it ,”  she 
said, k indly , but firmly.

The child gulped it down, and with it 
m uch of her grief, for  this was unprecedent
ed treatment and was winning her attention.

“ S ay ,”  she faltered, “ w ill you  ask him 
to let me stay ?”

“  Y es, I 'll ask him, but I  can ’t prom ise 
that he w ill.”

“  Y ou  w on ’t aBk him ’fore m y face and 
then tell him not to behind m y back ?” and 
there was a sly, keen look in her eyes which 
tears could not conceal.

“  N o ,”  said A lida  gravely, “  that’s not 
m y way. H ow  d id  you get here Jane ?”

“  Run aw ay.”
“  From  where ?”
“  Poor-house.”
A lida  drew  a quick breath and was silent 

a few  moments. “  Is— is your mother 
there ?”  she asked at length.

“ Yes. T hey w ouldn’t let us visit round 
any longer. ”

“  D idn ’t your m other or any one know 
you were com ing ?”

Jane shook her head.
A lida fe lt that it w ould  be useless to bur

den the unhappy child w ith m isgivings as 
to the result, and her heart softened towards 
her as one who in her lim ited way had 
know n the bitterness and dread which in 
that same almshouse had overwhelm ed her 
own spirit. She could only say gently,
“  W ell, w ait till M r. H olcroft comes, and 
then w e’ll see what he says.”  She herself 
was bot.i curious and anxious as to his 
course. “ It  w ill be a heavy cross,”  she 
thought, “ but I  should little deserve G od ’s 
goodness to me if I  did not befriend this 
ch ild .”
" E v e r y  moment added w eight to this un
expected burden o f duty. A part from  all 
consideration of Jane's peculiarities, the iso
lation w ith H olcroft had been a delight in 
itself. Their mutual enjoym ent of each 
other’s society had been growing from  day 
to day, and she, m ore tru ly than he, had 
shrunk from  the presence o f another as an 
unwelcome intrusion. Conscious o f her 
secret, Jane's prying eyes were already 
beginning to irritate her nerves. N ever 
had she seen a human face that so 
eom pletelv em bodied her idea of inquisi
tiveness as the uncanny visage o f this 
child. She saw that she w ould be watched 
w ith tireless vigilance. H er recoil, how 
ever, was not so much a matter of conscious 
reasoning and perception as it  was an in
stinctive feeling of repulsion caused by  the 
unfortunate child. I t  was the same old 
story. Jane always put the women o f a 
household on pins and neerfles just as her 
mother exasperated the men. A lida had to 
struggle hard during a com paratively silent 
hour to fight down the hope that H olcroft 
would not listen to Jane’s and her ow n re
quest.

A s she stepped quickly aud lightly about 
in her preparations for dinner, the girl 
watched her intently. A t  last she gave 
voice to her thoughts and said, “ I f  m other’d

only w orked round smart as you, p 'rap* 
she’d  hooked him ’stid er y ou .”

A lid a ’s on ly  reply was a slight frow n, for 
the remark suggested disagreeable images 
and fancies. “ Oh, how  can I  endure it ? ”  
she sighed. She determined to let Jane 
plead her own cause at first, thinking that 
perhaps this w ould be the safest way. I f  
necessary, she would use her influence 
against a hostile decision, let it cost in dis
com fort w hat it  might.

A t  a few  moments before tw elve the farm 
er came briskly towards the house, and was 
evidently in the best o f spirits. W hen he 
entered and saw Jane, his countenance in
dicated so much dismay that A lida  could 
scarcely repress a smile. The child rose and 
stood before him like a culprit awaiting 
sentence. She w inked hard to keep the 
tears back, for there was no welcom e in his 
manner. She could not know how intensely 
distasteful was her presence at this time, 
nor had H olcroft himself imagined how un
welcom e a third person in his house could 
be until he saw the intruder before him. 
H e had only felt that he was wonderfully 
contented and happy in his home and that 
Jane would be a constant source o f annoy
ance and restraint. M oreover, it  m ight 
lead to a visitation from  M rs M um pson, and 
that was the summing up o f earthly ills. 
But the ch ild ’s appearance and manner were 
so forlorn and deprecating that words of 
irritation died upon his lips. H e gravely 
shook hands w ith  her and then drew out 
the story which A lida  had learned.

(to be continued .)

I t ’s  A l w a y s  t h e  W a y .
“  D idn ’t I  tell you so ?”  said a gentleman 

to an acquaintance whom  he chanced to 
meet on the s tre e t ; “ it ’s always the w a y .”
“  W h at’s always the w ay ?”  inquired a m u
tual friend o f the tw o men who happened 
along just then. “  W h y , just this,”  replied 
the first speaker: “  you  see Sm ith, here, the 
last time I  m et him he had one o f the 
worst coughs you  ever heard. H e com plain
ed o f a loss o f appetite, o f night sweats, of 
low  spirits and other unmistakable prem on
itory sym ptoms o f consumption. I  told  
him to get a supply o f Dr. P ierce ’s Golden 
M edical D iscovery at once. H e did so, and 
look  at him now 1 D id you  ever see a 
healthier looking man ? The ‘ D iscovery ’ 
has snatched thousands from  consum ptives’ 
graves. I  knew it w ould  cure Smith. I t ’s 
always the w a y .”

B ig buttons are a feature on summer 
frocks.

S h e  B r o k e  t h e  E n g a g e m e n t
because she saw that he had ceased to love 
her. H er beauty had faded, her former 
high spirits had given place to a dull lassi
tude. W h at had caused this change ? 
Functional derangem ent; she was suffering 
from  those ailments peculiar to her sex. 
A nd so their tw o young lives drifted  apart. 
H ow  needless, how  cruel ! H ad she taken 
Dr. P ierce ’s Favorite Prescription she m ight 
have been restored t »  health and happiness.
I f  any lady reader o f these lines is similarly 
afflicted, let her lose no tim e in procuring 
the “ Favorite Prescription .”  I t  w ill give 
her a new lease o f life. Sold by  druggists, 
under a positive guarantee from  the manu
facturers, o f perfect satisfaction in every 
case, or m oney refunded. See guarantee on v 
bottle wrapper.

The straight bang is the best for warm 
weather.

W e  ought not to be too anxious to encour
age untried innovation,s in cases o f doubtful 
im provement. For a quarter o f a century 
Dr. Sage's Catarrh R em edy has been before 
the public and passed through the severest 
test and is pronounced the most reliable re
rem edy for that disagreeable m alady. 
Thousands o f testimonials o f its virtues. 50 
cents per bottle. By druggists.

A ll sleeves are loose auoye the elbow this

R ead our advertising columns carefully, 
and when you  come to the advertisement of 
M cC oll Bros. & Co. read it  tw ice, and then 
send for a barrel o f their lardine if you  use 
machine oil.

B la c k  a n d  w h it e  t o ile t3  g r o w  in  fa v o r  as 
t h e  s e a s o n  a d v a n c e s .

A  C J J R E  F O R  D R U N K E N N E S S ,
opium , morphine, chloral, tobacco, and 
kindred habits. The m edicine may be eiven 
in  tea or coffee w ithout the know ledge of 
the person taking i 1-, i f  so desired. Send 6c. 
in stamps for book and testimonials from  
those who have been cured. Address M. 
V . Lubon. 47 W ellington  St. East, Toronto, 
Ont. Cut this out for future reference. 
W hen writing mention this paper.

Checked surahs and checked taffeta silks 
are pretty  for young girls.
C a t a r r h ,  C a t a r r h a l  D e a f n e s s  a n d  

H a y  F e v e r .
Sufferers are not generally aware that these diseases 

are contagious, or that they are due to the presence 
of living parasites in the lining membrane of the nose 
and eustachian tubes. Microscopic research, however, 
has proved this to be a fact, and the result is that a 
simple remedy has been formulated whereby catarrh, 
catarrhal deafness and hay fever are cured in from 
one to three simple applicatione made at home. A 
pamphlet explaining tnis new treatment is sent free 
on receipt of stamp by A. H. Dixon & Son, 808 King 
Street West Toronto, Canada.

'T h e  p a r a s o l  o r  entonttas m u s t  c o r r e s p o n d  
w it h  t h e  d r e s s  th is  s u m m e r .

LADIES
Who are Weak, Nervous and Exhausted; who feel 

themselves losing Strength; who are pale, delicate 
and sickly in appearance, suffering from the many 
complaints p ecu liar  to 'wom en—send for and 
reart M. V. LUBON’S Treatise in b o o k  fo r m  on the 
Diseases of W om en . Mailed sealed and secure 
from observation on receipt of 6c. in stamps, u n s e a l e d  
f r e e . Address, M. V. LUBON, 47 Wellington St. 
East, Toronto, Ont.

Open w ork and lace tissues are largely 
utilized for midsummer wraps.

Whenever your Stomach or Bowels get out of or 
der, causing Biliousness, Dyspepsia, ®r Indigestion 
and their attendant evils, take at once a dose of Dr 
Carson’s Stomach Bitters. Best family medioine 
All Druggists, 50 cents.

A . P . 335

Go o d  l i v e  a g e n t s  w a n t e d  in  e v e r y
County in Canada. Address,

 FERRIS A  CO., 87 Church St., Toronto.
and C a n v a s s e r s  wanted,Male 

or Female, whole or spare time, on salary or commis- 
sion. Industrial Union of B.N.A., 45 Arcade, Toronto.

TORONTO CUTTING SCIIOOL.-Gentlemen
desirous of acquiring a thorough knowledge of 

garment cutting should apply at once to S. C o r r ig a n , 
122 Yonge St., Toronto. Terms on application.

THE BOILER INSPECTION an a  ~ Insur
ance Com pany o f  Canaria, 

Consulting Engineers and Solicitors of Patents, 
T O R O  N T O .

G. C. R o b b , Chief Engineer. A. F r a s e r , Sec’y-Treas.

Be a v e r  l i n e  o f  s t e a m s h ip s ,
Sailing weekly between Montreal and Liverpool.

R a t e s  o f  P a s s a g e  :—Saloon, Montreal to Liverpool, 
$40, $50, and $00; Return Tickets, $80, $90 and $100 
—according to Steamer and accommodation. Inter
mediate and Steerage at lowest rates. For further 
particulars and to secure Berths, apply to II. E. 
MURRAY, General M anager, 1 Custom House 
Square, Montreal, or to the Local Agents in the dif
ferent Towns and Cities.


