
She Would Be a Lady
WHERE THE WAR CLOUD LIES.

C H A P T E R  V I I I .
E va  w as not dead, she w as not even 

in jured beyond the effect of the shock, 
ind the complete drenching which she 
had received from  the furious down
pour of rain.

M rs. W estbrook superintended all 
the e ffo rts  made fo r recovery, and she 
shut h erself in the в а т е  room w ith  
the g irl, aad  did not even go to speak 
to her own son when, he sent to inquire 
into the condition of the f a i r  pati
ent.

A ll this w as very  kind, or it would 
have been so had the action1 (been 
prom pted by good w ill. In  very  tru th , 
however, M rs. W estbrook w as afra id  to 
lose sight of E va fo r a single in stan t. 
I f  once E rn est proposed to the g ir l and 
•was accepted, her own objections 
w ould go fo r nothing, and she stern ly  
resolved thiat a ll she could do should 
be dsorae to a v e r t  such a sequel to ,her 
own unw ise conduct in holding out a 
helping hand to th is poor g irl. ( A ll 
through that n ight M rs. W estbrook 
w atched by poor E v a ’s side, w hile she 
slept iheavily and dream lessly, and 
when the firs t  s treak s of m orning 
made their w ay into the cham ber, and 
the sleeper opened her eyes, M rs. 
W estbrook hardened her heart to the 
Belf-imposed task  she„had undertaken.

"E v a , are  you aw ake ?”  she asked, 
gently .

"Y e p , I  th ink I  am ,”  was the drow s
ily  uttered reply .

“ I  wish you w ould rouse yo u rse lf,”  
w as the next rem ark , “ I w ant to ta lk  
seriously w ith  you .”

The g ir l raised  h erself on her p il
lows, passed her hands over her face, 
and then, feeling more thoroughly 
aw ake, she ask ed :

" Y e s ;  w h at is i t ? ”
“ I  have been kind to you, have I 

not, Eva ?”
“ Y e s ;  very  kind, indeed,”  w as the 

g ra te fu l rep ly  ; "b u t fo r you I  m ight 
have been helpless and ignorant. I 
owe a ll that I  am,, and a ll that I ever 
m ay be, to you, M rs. W estbrook. I f  
I  never speak of gratitud e it is not 
because I do not feel it  ; but because 
w ords are  too w eak to express my deep 
sense of w h at 1 owe to your kind
ness."

“ And would you re a lly  do anyth ing 
in your power, E v a , to prove your 
gratitu d e  to me ?”  asked the lady 
gently .

" T r y  me,”  she answered ; "p u t me 
to the te s t.”

" I  w ill put you to the te st,”  replied 
the elder wom an, slow ly. “ Y o u  have 
it  in your power to m ake me very 
happy or intensely m iserab le ; to make 
me love you  or to m ake me curse the 
day on whfch I  f ir s t  saw  your face.”  

"Y o u  frigh ten  me,”  said E va , w hile 
her face becam e p a le  w ith agitation . 
"W h a t have I  done? W hat can I 
do ?"

"Y o u  can sw ear to me that if my 
son ever ask s you to be his w ile  you 
w ill re fuse  him ,’ ’ w as the coldly-delib- 
erate  reply.

" Y o u r  son E rn e st? ”  and the g irl 
seemed to shudder w ith  emotion and 
surprise. "H e never spoke to me ; 
b e—"

" A ll  the more easy fo r you  to give 
me the prom ise," in terrupted the 
m other p ro m p tly ; " i f  he has never 
spoken of love and you do not love him 
the assurance can cost you no pain, 
and can Ьэ no sacrifice ,”

B u t E v a 's  face had suddenly flushed 
hotly ; she covered her burning cheeks 
w ith  her hands, and she made no an
sw er to the woman who looked down 
so coldly and so keenly upon her.

" W e ll? "  asked M rs. W estbrook a fte r 
a  time.

" I —I w ill go aw ay ; I  w ill hide from  
bimi ; I  w ill try  to fo rget him ,”  sobbed 
the g ir l, p ain fu lly .

"A n d  you w ill sw ear that you. w ill 
never m arry  him w ithout m y con
sent ?" asked M rs. W estbrook, stern 
ly-

For reply E v a  flun g h erse lf upon 
her knees, m oaning p itifu lly , as she 
pleaded :

"D o n ’ t m ake me sw ear that ; have 
m ercy upon me fo r—fo r—1  love him .”  

Sh e hid her face as though she had 
pleaded g u ilty  to some dreadful crim e 
and even Mrs. W estbrook’s w orld ly 
heart w as s lig h tly  touched by the poor 
maiden’s deep hum iliation.

B u t she had her end ta  gain , she 
had her son to save and she replied 
scornfu lly and b itte r ly :

"E v e ry th in g  but w h at 1 ask ; I  have 
beien a fool fo r m y pains. I  have nur
tured a serpent in my breast, and it 
takes the first  opportunity of stin g in g  
me. Upon m y word, you have played 
you r cards w ell E v a  Randolph ; but I 
Bhall not condescend to reproach you 
if you have no more d ign ity  of ch arac
ter, no m ore self-respect than to live 
fo r years  upon m y bounty and then 
t ry  to entangle my sou into a m arriage 
th at w ill be an outrage to me, and 
in every sense of the word, a w rong 
to him, then a n y th in g  I  can say 
against it would be in  va in .”

And M rs. W estbrook rose to her feet 
w ith an a ir  of in jured  virtu e and dig
n ity  and moved a step or tw o tow ard 
the door.

E v a  rose also. H er face w as w hite 
as the nightgow n she wore ; her large  
dark eyes seemed b igger and more 
m ournful than w as there wont but. 
there w ere no tears  in them> and she 
said resolutely but w ith  stro n g  emo
tion :<

" I  give you the prom ise you require; 
you h№ e a r ig h t to e x a c t1 it, fo r I 
owe all th at I  am1 to you. B u t  ljm u st 
go a w a y ; 1  must not see Ernest again  
till I have conquered m yself and fo r
gotten him .”

“ Y ou  sw ear to me that you w ill nev- 
sr m arry  m y son w ithout m y consent Î ’ 
asked M rs. W estbrook, her eyes fla sh 
ing w ith  trium ph.

" Y e s  ; I  w ill sw ear that never under 
an y circum stances w ill I  be his w ife, 
If you like ,”  w as the passionate re
ply-

"Y o u  need not promise too much, my 
dear." w as the sm iling rep ly  ; "b u t you 
irla a good g ir l, Eva,.,and I  f in d fl w as 

.jo t  m istaken in you ; and now you

toad better go back to bed and sleep 
! aw h ile .”
j " I  cannot do th at,”  w as the dejected 
I reply . " I  m ust go and hide m yself ; 
j  I  m ust s ta rt  for London a t  once. I  
i  must never see E rn est aga in .”

"Y o u  sh all not see him, but you can- 
■ not go now. Get into bed ; leave it 
! a ll to me. I  лщЛ send E rnest out of 
j  tjie w ay  in the course of the m orning, 

and you can s ta rt  fo r town w ith  B a r
bara, as arranged  ; then you w ill give 
rise  to no curiosity ; our compact m ust 
be a secret between us.”

And so say in g, M rs. W estbrook, half 
by force, and h alf by persuasion; in 
duced E va to re tu rn  to bed.

The schem ing m other m anaged 
everyth ing as she had said she would. 
Ernest w ent aw ay to keep an appoint
m ent about th© purchase of some land 
in the neighborhood, believing that 
E v a  w as st ill too unw ell to leave her 
room. B u t as soon as he w a s  out of 
the w ay the carriage  w as brought 
round, the two g ir ls  and th eir hostess 
entered it, and M rs. W estbrook, when 
she returned to the G range, had the 
satisfaction  of feeling th at she had re 
moved a g re a t tem ptation out of the 
w ay of her son.

When Ernest returned home he w as 
surprised and annoyed to find that 
Eva had gone aw ay w ithout his seeing 
h e r ; but he stro n gly  suspected that 
it w as his m other's w ork, and he sm il
ed m ischievously when he thought how 
soon he would outw it her.

W ith this object in view, he went 
up to London a few days a fte r E va  
had left the Grange, but when 
he. called  at the house in Gower street 

he w as inform ed that M iss Randolph 
w as gone to Rome.

In  some agitation  he asked to see 
M rs. Lon gford  or B arb ara . Both la 
dies w ere a t home, and both received 
him  cord ially . B u t neither of them 
could te ll him  much about the g ir l he 
sought.

She had suddenly announced h er in 
tention of going abroad w ith a m ar
ried  la iiy , who w as likew ise an artist, 
and B arb ara  declared h erse lf h urt and 
in d ignant to think that E v a  would not 
be in. E n g lan d  to be present! a t  h er ap
proaching m arriag e.

" I  suppose she le ft  you an address 
to w hich her le tte rs  are  to be fo r
w arded ?” asked E rn est, a s  he rose to 
take h is leave.

"  No ; but we are  to w rite  to the post- 
office a t Rom e as soon a s  we hear 
from 1 h er the probable date of her a r
r iv a l th ere ,”  w as the rep ly  ; “  and if 

1 you or you r m other w ish to w rite  to 
her, and w ill send the le tte r  here, we 
w ill fo rw ard  it .”

A fte r  this he toak his leave. He fe lt 
h u rt and perplexed ; he saw  his 
m other's hand in the g ir l ’s sudden 
fligh t, but. how to th w art his parent 
and how to b rin g  Eva. back he did not 
know.

A t one moment a wild notion of fo l
low ing here  to tho E te rn a l C ity and 
there pleading the love w ith  w hich his 
h eart w as filled , occurred to him, but 
he. soon dism issed that idea, and though 
he w as not c lever as a le tte r  w rite r, 
and had but litt le  fa ith  in the sue- 

j  cess of an o ffe r sent by post he w as 
j com pelled to m ake his choice between 
! w aiting  until E v a  should re tu rn  and 
I appealing at once to h er on paper, 
i So he decided upon the la tte r  course 
' and he w rote such a le tte r as only a 

true, generous-hearted m an could 
w rite , and one that an y pure woman 
m ight be proud to receive.

He told tie r  th at he loved h er ; th at 
his love w as not the sudden passion 
of an hour, but a feeling th at had 
been grow ing fo r years. H er noble 
ch aracter had f i r s t  compelled his es
teem  he w rote, and her sw eet disposi
tion and beauty had won his love, and 
now he asked her if  she could retu rn  
h is affection and if she w ould be his 
wife.

H a put h is h eart into the page, but 
he w as d issatisfied  w ith the le tter 
when it  w as w ritten . It  seemed so 
cold and fo rm al, and he fe lt  th at whole 
volum es of w ritten  w ords w ere less 
pow erful to evoke respons've love than 
w ould be one touch of a hand, or one 
glan ce fu ll of m eaning into loved 
eyes that w ere able to read that 
m eaning.

B u t the le tte r w as sealed and post
ed, and a fte r  a long jo u rn ey  and 
much delay it  reached E v a ’s hand. In 
the m eanw hile E v a  trave led  w ith  her 
companion, w ith  whom it m ust be 
confessed she had little  or no sym 
pathy, fro m  one Continental c ity  to 
another, v is itin g  a ll the m useum s and 
picture ga lle r ies  an.d stu d io s; but to 
her preoccupied mind they seemed 
very  much alike, and she to o k 'fa r  less 
p leasure  in them  than she had anti
cipated.

A t length they arrived  at Rome, and 
E v a  went to. the post-office to ask  if  
there w ere any le tte rs  foir her.

Y es, there w as one, and it cam e from  
B a rb a ra  Lon gford . B ut in it  w as in
closed another m issive, and a glance 
at the h andw riting told E v a  from  
whom it cam e.

How her heart beat, fa s t  and pain
fu lly,, an.d then seemed to stand quite 
st ill ; how she becam e hot and cold 
by turns, and how her head swam , and 
she n early  fa in ted  w ith  emotion, I 
need not te ll. B u t she recovered 
sligh tly , a fte r  a tim e. The le tte r w as 
st ill unopened; it m ight contain some 
m ere fr ien d ly  m essage ; it' m ight even 
be reproach£u!„ but in any case it w as 
passing stran g e  that he should w rite. 
And so she sat aud pondered, a fraid , 
and yet longing to b reak  the seal.

She opens it a t last, and reads the 
fervid  w ords addressed to her, ana 
then she feels like one whose h eart 
is so fu ll of love and thankfu lness that 
now in the hour of her trium ph she 
would like to die.

B ut death does not come. Instead  
of the sleep of oblivion that she longs 
for. comes the slow  hut cold aw aken
ing.

"H e  loves me 1”  w as. the g la d  cry  of 
her h eart. "H e  loves me. They can 
never take that assuran ce from  me.
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even thciugh they take  him . And I 
sh a ll spend the rest olf m y days in 
peace and contentm ent w ith  the know
ledge that he loves me, and that he 
once thought me w orthy to become his 
w ife ."

And. oddly enough, this conviction 
gave  her peace and com fort.

Toi a m an, su(ih a sentim ent would 
have been im possible, bu'tt a wdman of 
E v a  s tem peram ent this s ta te  oif fee l
ing w as by noi m eans un natural. .Her 
pride and her h eart w ere satisfied , 
and though the sweeit end of love 
m ght never be hers, she , tho|ught 
w ith  a sad smiLe that thousands of 
women as pure and as g ifted  as h erse lf 
were compelled by fa te  to live their 
lives alone.

But the life  of an  old m aid had no 
te rro rs  fo r E v a  Randolph ; and one 
th ing she knew  beyond a ll  shadow of 
doubt—she would certa in ly  die un
m arried  i f  she cou ldvnot ba E rn est 
WestbHook s w ife.

Soma da^vs elapsed before she fe lt 
stron g enough to put the proffered 
cup of happiness defin itely aside, be
fore she couid nerve h erse lf to accom
plish the sacrifice  which she had sw orn 
to m ake. W hen she did take up her 
pen, however, w ith  her own hand to 
seal her own fate, her le tte r w as as 
decisive аз M rs. W estbrook herself 
couid have desired.

" I  am v e ry  g ra te fu l fo r the high 
com plim ent you pay m e,”  she w rote, 
“ but I  sh a ll ne>var m a rry  ; therefore, 
you w ill perceive th at I m ust say ’No 
to your question, though I  hop® a l
w ays to reg ard  you' and you r m other 
as m y kindest and dearest fr ien d s."

This le tte r she posted herself, and 
then the days and w eeks rolled on, 
and no second appeal cam e in answ er 

i to her rejection.
E rn e st W estbrook evidently regard -

I ed her decision a s  fin al, and she told 
h erse lf that it  w as so, and yet she 
couid not rest. She worked hard, and 
she did a ll she could to drown thought 
and m em ory in labor, and she made 
p leasant acquintances ; but though she 
endeavored to reconcile h erself to the 
idea of tak in g  up h er residence in 
I ta ly  fo r a  few  years, she could not 
do so.

A  feeling of hom e-sickness, which 
she stru gg led  again st, but which she 
could not overcome, took possession nf 
ber, and at length she yielded to it  
and turned her face homeward*

The Lon gfprds w ere delighted to 
have her back w ith  them, tar  they 
had alm ost learned to reg ard  her as 
a m em ber of their own fam ily .

S o  once m ore w e see her in her old 
roam s, g lad  to be w ith friends, and 
try in g  hard, and w ith  some success, to 
treasure  her love, and yet keep it 
from  woumding her.

In  a ll these years  she has never 
heard  from  her stepm other, M rs. 
Church, or received any help from  her 
or from  her husband. M ore than once 
it has occurred to E v a  to make in
quiries about the a ffa ir s  of her late 
fa th er, but variou s causes have made 
her defer doing so.

Suddenly, about a fo rtn igh t a fte r 
her re tu rn  to England, she rem em bers 
onee m orning th at it  is her b irthday 
—her tw en ty-first birthdjay. She is of 
age 1 And as the thought occurs to 
ner she laughs b itte rly  ; fo r w hat can 

it m atter to an y one but herself how 
aid she m ay bo ?

Succeeeding th ese  m editations comes 
th<j sudden resolve to employ a solici
tor, to ascertain  w hether her fa th er 
w as possessed of any property when 

he died ; and,: if  so, w hat had become 
oif it.

A ctin g  on ^he im pulse of the mo
ment, she dressed h erse lf for w alking, 
and w as ju st  abwuitt to leave the house 
when a le tte r w as brought to her.

Som ething in the handw riting  of 
the address spemed to be fam ilia r to 
her she laughs b itterly ; for w hat can 
at once. I t  w as a ctu a lly  from  her 
stepm other, M rs. Church, who, by 
some m eans or other, had a lw ays keep 
h erself acquainted w ith  E v a 's  move- 
mentSj though never t i l l  now had she 
given  hert he least reason to sup
pose th at she or her husband knew or 
cared what had become of her 

The le tte r  began by rem arkin g that, 
as it  w as E v a ’s b irthd ay, she thought 
she would w rite  and send her the in
closed piece of lace, which had belong
ed to the f i r s t  M rs. Randolph.

“  And th at rem inds me, dear,”  the 
w rite r  w ent on, ' ‘ that M r. Church 
w ants you to sign  some paper. I  don’t 
know w hat it  is ; but don’t do it if 
you don’t like, m y dear, only w rite  
and te ll ine if you get 'the lace sa fe
ly, and rem em ber th ere ’s a lw ays a 
home w ith  us w hen you w ant one.”  

Over and over again  E v a  read this 
odd epistle ; then she glanced at the 
lace. I t  w as not a piece of ra re  old 
lace, and certa in ly  could not have be
longed to E v a ’s m other. W hat could 
be the m eaning of it ? Whajt paper 
could they w an t her to sign, and w hy 
w ere they so anxious tha)t she should

w rite  to them  ? She could ask  the 
questions, but she could not answ er 
them, and, as the suresjt w ay  out of 
her dilem m a, she sent fo r  a  cab and 
drove to the office of a solicitor whom 
she had once met, and whom she knew' 
w e ll by reputation.

To him  she stated  her desire to 
know som ething about her fa th e r ’s 
circum stances a t  the tim e of his 
death, and then she produced the puz
zling le tte r.

"  Don’t answ er it, and don’ t sign 
an y th in g ,”  w as M r. G a rre tt ’s advice. 
"  L eave the m atter in our hands and 
we w ill soon u n ravel the m y ste ry .”

E v a  acquiesced and retu rn ed  home, 
but the su rp rises  of the day w ere not 
ye t over.

A  le tte r from  M rs. W estbrook aw ait
ed her,

“  M y D ear E v a ,”  it  ran , “  I  know it 
is you r b irthd ay, and I  w ant you to 
corns and dine w ith us, and E rn e st  w ill 
take us to a th eatre  to-night. W e 
have secured a box. Y o u  m ust come. 
The prem ise Ionce exacted I  give you 
back, so consider yo u rse lf a free  agent 
—but come.

* ‘Y o u r  old friend ,
“  Celia W estbrook.”

This le tte r u tte r ly  bew ildered the 
g ir l. Did Mrp. W estbrook w ant her 
to m arrly E rn est ? No ; that could not 
be. W as he m arried ? B u t again  her 
reason answ ered "  No,”  fo r there w as 
no m ention of anyone but them 
selves.

Should she accept the invitation  w as 
the next consideration. P rid e  said 
" N o ,”  but love said " Y e s , ”  and the 
conflict in the g i r l ’s b reast w as a 
long and try in g  one ; so long, indeed, 
th at evening cam e before she had de
cided w hether she would go or not. 
She w as s t ill  s ittin g  in her own room 
debating the m atter w ith  h erself, 
quite unconscious of the flig h t of t іт Ч  
when a second and fa r  m ore earn est 
appeal arrived  from  M rs. W estbrook 
and this turned the scale of v ictory 
in  love’s favor, and P rid e  spread his 
w ings and fled  vanquished from  the 
field .

To be Continued.

DISHONORED GENERALS.

ТЬояе o f  F ran ce  Are a  D isg ra ce  to  ib e  
F ren ch  N ation .

The Fren ch  s ta ff  has thoroughly 
discredited m ilitarism  by its  treach
e ry  and dishonor in the D reyfu s tr ia l. 
The gen era ls have com pleted the w ork 
begun b/y in trig u e rs  and fo rgers.

G eneral M eroier ha£ been, d u rin g  re
cent years, the m ost pow erful of the 
m ilita ry  m artin ets who have overaw ed 
the Fren ch  L e g is la tu re . M in isters 
have taken th eir orders from  him  ; pre
sidents h ave been jea lo u s of his au
th o rity .

He h as had the reputation of being 
a g reat, s ilent soldier, who knew  all 
the d etails  of the service and w as com 
petent to conduct a g re a t w a r in the j  
m ost scien tific  w ay. He had the se lf- 
conscious a ir  of a m an who knew  a 
g re a t  deal more than anybody else, 
and had no le isu re  fo r idle ta lk . In  
re a lity  he has been an am bitious pol
itician , who aspired  to the presidency 
and surrounded h im self w ith  fla tte r
ers and w ire-pu llers.

W hen he w as M in ister of W ar he 
considered it  unnecessary to consult 
either the president or the prem ier 
on an y question re la tin g  to the arm y. 
I f  he had been a d ictator, his power 
could h ard ly  have been m ore abso
lu te  over the m ilita ry  service.

Y e t  he testified  in the D reyfu s tr ia l 
th at d u rin g his term  of office Fran ce 
w as not prepared to undertake a g reat 
w ar when a cam paign seemed alm ost 
unavoidable. This w as a confession 
th at he had fa iled  as an organizer, 
and did not deserve the g re a t  reputa
tion cheaply won by his silence and 
pretentious a ir . The nation had pro
vided m oney and men lav ish ly . H a had 
fu ll auth ority  over m ilita ry  policy ; 
y e t  he h im self being the w itness, 
F ran ce  w as not in condition fo r w ar.

The m ilita ry  ch ieftain s who have 
pretended to be m ore im portant per
sonages than m in isters responsible fo r 
the governm ent of Fran ce, have been 
neglecting th eir own w ork and p lay
ing a gam e of in trigue. They are  not 
g re a t  soldiers, but political gen erals 
with secret am bitions. Their littlen ess  
has found them  out.

M ilitarism  under favo rin g  condi
tions breeds in trigu ers. I t  exh austs 
the resources of nations w ithout secur
ing them again st fhe evils and hor
ro rs of w ar, or adequately safegu ard 
ing th eir in terests.

M s  From the Heart
V NOVA SCOTIAN FARMER TELLS 

HOW HE REGAINED HEALTH.

Ho S u ffered  fo r  Y ears F rom  K id n e y  
T rou b le , S ick  H e a d a ch e  a n d  R heum a«  
t ls u i—A lth o u g h  A d v a n c ed  In  L ife  H€ 
H as F o u n d  a C ure.

From  the E nterp rise , B rid gew ater, N.S,
Solomon M eldrum , E sq ., of Upper 

Branch , Lunenbur g Co., N.S., i s  a  gen
tleman of Scotch descent, and w ell 
known throughout the county. He ie 
an agricu ltu rist of repute and, is prom
inent. in the local a ffa ir s  of the B a p tist  
denomination. R e fe rr in g  to D r. W il
liam s’ P in k  P ills , he says:—" I  consider, 
them a most w onderful and beneficent 
revelation  in the realm  of m edicine. 
Previous to using these p iils  some two 
years  ago, I  bad su ffered  for« years  
from  kidney trouble and rheum atism . 
'Many a timia ЬаД I  been so bad (Lhat I  
could do nothing but endure the p a ia  
and p ra y  fo r physical deliverance, 
M y advanced age, be.ng nearly 70 years  
old, m’ade a cure look alm ost impos
sible, hum anly considered, in a case of 
such long stand .n g. B u t th an ks to 
tbe Lord  and Dr. W illiam s’ P in k  P ills , 
1  am  here to-day in excellent health  
with scarcely  an il l  fee lin g  to rem ind 
me of past su fferin gs. Som ething over; 
two yetars ago I  read  of the w onderfu l 
cures attenuing the jise  of D r. W il
liam s’ P in k  P ills . I  thought if  these 
testim onials are  tru e it  is possible the 
ptlls m ay benefit even me. I  bought 
s ix  boxes f irs t , used them str ic t ly  as 
directed, and w ith the L o r d s  blessing 
Lbey did me much good. B u t my a il
m ents w ere chronic, deep seated, and 
I  am  an old m an. The cure w as not 
complete, and I  got tw elve boxes m ore 
w ith  a ll fa ith  in the resu lt. I  only] 
h ad  to Juse s ix  boxes of the second lot 
when I  found m yse lf quite fre e  from  
kidney troubles, rheum atism , and a ll 
other bodily ailm ents, except the 
d isab ility  incidental to persons of m y 
advanced age, and even these w ere in 
a m easure relieved. I  m ay add that 
fo r a long tim e before I  used the p ills  
and when I  began th eir use, I  w as the 
victim  of the m ost d istressin g  attacks 
of sick  headache, the sensation of sea
sickness in extrem e violence, being not 
a  w h it m ore d istressing . These attaoks 
cam e on once or twice a week. A fte r  
tak in g  the p ills, the a ttack s became 
less freq u en t and less troublesom e and 
fin a lly  ceased alm ost en tire ly . M y son 
who lived at a d istance took the re- 
m ain ing s ix  boxes apd stated  to me 
th at they did him m uch good. This I  
do know, th at he looked m uch fre sh e r  
and appeared in better sp ir its  a fte r  
their use. B elievin g  as I  do tha,t an 
o ver-ru lin g  power su ggests  to m or
ta ls  a ll the w ise and benefioial 
thoughts and inventions w hich operate 
to im prove our race, and a lla y  and cure 
our su ffe rin g  I  say  again  that I 
thank the Lord and D r. W illiam s’ P in k  
P il ls  fo r m y prolonged life  and present 
good health .

D r. W illiam s’ P in k  P i l ls  oure by, 
go ing  to the root of the disease. They 
renew  aind build up the blood, and 
strength en  the nerves, thus d riv in g  
disease from  the system . A void  im i
tations by in sistin g  thalt ervery box 
you purchase is enclosed in a w rapper 
bearing the fu ll trade 'm ark, D r. W il
lia m s ’ P in k  P il ls  fo r P a le  People. I f  
your dela 1er does not1 keep them  they 
w’ill b asen t postp aid  a.t5 0 cents a box 
or s ix  boxes fo r Ç2.50 by addressing the 
Dr. W illiam s’ M edicine Co., B rock- 
vUle, Ont.

GREAT TRAVELLER.

C overed  M ore T h au  T w o T h o u sa n d  M llci 
In  a Conch a n d  F ou r.

Two thousand m iles is the length  of 
a journey made w ith  a four-in-hand 
by R ig h t R ev, Jo h n  F ran c is  Stretch , 
Coadjutor Biehop of B risbane. D r. 
S tretch  is him self a native  o f A u s
tra lia , and presides over a  d istrict 
la rg e r  than the whole of England . H is 
people are  scattered  fa r  and w ide, 
and it is nothin« unusual for him to 
set. ou;b on a drive of severa l hundred 
m iles to v is it  a handfu l o f people in 
some outlying settlem ents. O bstacles 
count for naught w ith  th is enthusias
tic Bishop, who th inks nothing of 
sw im m ing across a rive r when a ford
ing place is not read ily availah le. He 
discards when on his long drivee the 
usual Episcopal attire , and has m any 
curious ta les to te ll of stran g e  adven
tures in the bush and on the lonely 
plains. Dr. Stretch , the long-driving 
Bishop, is m ost popular w ith th e 
people of his vast diocese.

SO M ETH IN G TO B E  CO N SID ERED.
Prospective Tourist, a t booking of

fice of g re a t ocean lin er—That state  
room is near the stern  of the vessel, 
isn ’t it ?

A gent—Y es, sir.
Prospective T ourist—You ought not

to charge me full price fo r it.
A gent—W hy not?
Prospective T ourist—Because when 

the steam er comes to land I ’ ll have to 
w a lk  h a lf a m ile to get ashore.

M O D ESTY. ,

She glanced up at the clouds, appre
hensively.

I verily  believe the sun is going to 
shine I she fa ltered , paling. And here X 
ajn two m iles from  home in m y ra in y- 
day sk irt  ! How shockingly immod
est I  sh a ll appear 1

M odesty is the crown ot womanhood,, 
being rath er more com plex than the 
average im ported hat, even.

A  M ISLEA D IN G  A N A LO G Y .
W hen you eat, be caretui to leave 

o ff hungry, is advice often given  at 
the dinner-table, but seldom received 
in an obedient sp irit.

The caution w as repeated not long 
since to a young man of vigorous ap
petite.

Psh aw , said he, you m ight as w ell 
te ll me to w ash m y face and be car»« 
fu l to leave o ff d irty .


