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The Coming of Gillian:

A Pretty Irish Romance.
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do they want? w
ought [ to do?” Gillian says, hr&uhﬂ:
ing fast. “I have no one to advise
Fw. hgﬂ'ltl'. LTS Ill.l:l haven't many friends
oulin 't you vise :
g me what I ought
Thae childish heart is so full of -
may., 80 terrified by a sense ?:E ‘}it.i
own lgrorance and helplessness as
mglrv: for tlllwttﬂlme forgotten every
Fuggestion o ot
fﬂﬁﬁfl her womanly
How can I be your friend 7 he
nska, "nl.mmt aternly, in his agita-
tion. “"How can I advise you, except
to tell you to trust nobody—to )et
yoursell be persuaded or coaxed or
coereed nobody  into

act- |

ing contrary to your conscience |

and your heart's desires. If—it

your wishes and desires and happi- | and

nes# lie in the way you are per-
suaded to go, then so far well and
gnod. At any rate, I can't adviee
you any further,” he adds abrupt-
Iy and agitatedly. *“I feel I have
acted a sort of under-handed game
in this matter; only you are ro

Youmg and Innocent and friendless

—pardon my esaying
trustful and generous, that 1
Livnmzht it was less cowardly and
cruel to warn you than to simply
hold my tongue.”

“How amy I over-trustful and gen-
crous 7" Gillian says, honestly puz-
tled. “Lady Damer sald that, too.

HO—80 oOVver-

\nd—why cannot you and Anne be |

Irlends, f I wish it 7

‘1 quite agree with Lady Damer
I that assertion, and at all events,”
he says, briefly—“you eertainly do
roquire a leaven of worldly prudence
Al haraness In your disposition. For
Four second question, how ecan [ be
Jour friemnd, with honor ? I told you
&0 before "

Gilllan remembers something  else
Ne has told her at the same time,

and the light in his blue eyves, ns he |

told her that friendship between
theon was Impossible and she tries
to draw her hands away.

Put George i feeling rather miser-
ahle and savage, and reckless, at his
own course of painful plain dealing,
and as a natural consequence does
not shrink from making the girl saf-
fer a little of the pain and discomlort
he i2 enduring.

“1 tokd you before that we couldn't
be [riends,” he says, roughly. “You
don't want me to keep on saying it ?
I muppose, though you are young and
lanoeent, you are not such a little
han-lamb as nt to know a woll when
vou see him ! -

There ls a certain suggestiveness
in the sudden gleam of his eyes and
the emile around his lips, as he stands
before her, looking down from his
helght and strength on her 8lim girl-
ishness, in her elinging white Fgown
anid short-cut locks of bright brown
halr, and Glllilan resolutely takes her
hends away from him, trembling a
little, and biting her lips nervously.

‘And now | must go, Miss Deane,”
he saye, drawing a long breath, and
the smile fading inatantly. **I have
warnted to teli you this slnee yester-
da vy morning, and [ was unwilling to
intruade mysell either into your scel-
ty or your confidence. I will eay
good-bye to you now, anf I will go :
and! It i# not likely youn and I will
meet often during your visit at
Mount Ossory. I never visit here, as
[ tok! vyon. T have no right to be here
now. The hostess never invites me,
and the host is not master in his own
houee, ™

“But, surely | may rfometimes see .
too proud to ever accept it from me?

such friemde as 1 choose ? Gillilan
saya quickly, rather surprising
George for the second and third time
by an evidence of a latent will, and
courage, and resolution which eX-
lsta somewhere in the girl's unformed
character. “Lady Damer Is not
my mother or my mistress, that I
should give her any more obedience
than is dae from a visitor to her
hoteess, ™

“But I may not class myself
vmonest Lhe (riends who vi=it you,
Miss Deane. I told you that belore,

| her tones. "It

and vou will soon see for yoursell,” |

George sarys, smiling [aintly. “will
vyou think of what 1 have said? It
has beenn hard to say It, and 1
tri<t to vour discretion and for-
giveness if 1 have offended yon in
any way."

“You have meant nothing but kind-
ressa, | am sure,” she says, with a
quick, upward glance of her dark,
appealing eyes, “but you have made
me very miserable. I shall not be
able to feed | have one friend here.™

“No, don't say that!” (George
urges; “1 wrill be your friend in
any way that lies in m¥y power.
You may always command me, and
trust me to serve you if occasion
should arlse: more, | eannot do. 1
canopot attempt to befriend younor
advise yvoun."

“Can't you?" she asks, with a
ggh of bitter disappointment., and
her fingers begin  anew to twist
about the [ilmy green-white clema-
tis blossoms.

“Well. I caw ask Anne, and Anne
can ask you,” she says, lalteringly.
“whein. I want to be advised. Anne s
#n clever and sensible, and then, In
that way, you and Anne can be
friends with me. I meant we should
be very good friends,” she half-whis-
peres] with a pitiful little sml'e ; “and
whenn you told me you were poor, 1
thought 1 #hould like—ilf you wished
—to lend you wsome money—it Is
quite my¥ own in two years' time—
if it woold be useful to you—amd
anne I sall something to Anne aboat
tt yesterday, when we were having a
tlong chat,” Glllian says, timldly smil-
ing, “‘and she was nct displeased ; she

ad me, though she did not prom-
to accept anything from me. Why,
you are prouder than Aone” she

urges, gathepi i -
iden B ng courage from his sl

George is sllent because, In fact, he
i# dumbfounded by the suspicion,
gathering certainty with each Iin-
stant, that reveals to him all that
has puzzie! him, that overwhelms
him with shame and mortification at
hi® own absurd mistake,

“Why do you couple Anne and me
together in that manner ' he asks,
hurriediy. “*Anne would much rather
You didn't !" he adds, with a short
laugh. “Anne’'s fortunes and mine are
not bhound up together in any way,
whatever you have been told or have
imagined !" he adds, sharply.

“Why, are not you and Anne—
lovers ?" Gilllan asks, staring at
him, and waiting with parted lips
pausing heart anxiously for his
answer,

“Lovers!' he exclalms, angrily,
“no, indeed! Who told you we
were

“Nobody,” falters Gillian, burn-
ing crimson to the tips of her ears,
and dreadfully  ashamed. “I—
thought—I fancisd—you were, from
the lirst moment I met you,” ehe
adds, meaningly, and looking at him
resolutely despite her confusion. *1
was sure you were attached to each
other.”

"S0 we are,” answers George,
cordially. “I have the grealest re-
gard for and reapect for Anne, and
she 18 as kind as a sister to me;
but there is not an idea of anything
more than friendship between us.”

“You are sure ?” Gillian asks, ina
very low, clear, quiet volce, as she
partly turns her face away, and
sloopa to smell the verbena, thrust-
ing her hot, =olt dheeks in amongst
the long, green, erisp leaves,

“Quite sure!” George says curl-
¥, but lauvghing. “Well, goud-bye,
Miss Deane.”

Gildan half turns around, keeplng
her hand which supports her head
partly shielling her [ace—that and
the flowers and leaves,

“What must you have thought of
me ?"" she says, unsteadily, with a
little quivering laugh. “Mad or ri-
dien'ous, 1 am sure, I was mistaken,
80 absurdly, it sremas. | am very much
ashamed. I hope you don't mind or
think mg worse cthan a very silly,
impulsive girl 27

“I think you a very generous and
warm-hearted girl, who has more
money than she Knows what to do
with," George says, rather coldly.
“I am very grateful for your think-
ing 80 kindly of me in any case,
though It was all o mistake and a
far worse one than vou have any
iden of," he says, bursting Into a
laugh. though his tones are bitter.

“"How was that?” Gillian asks
quickly, looking up at him for a mo-
ment.

“Ah—tlhnt I can't tell you,” he
says briefly. “It was a worse mis-
take than yours, Miss Deane. Now,
if you will pardon my leaving Jyou
abruptly, I would rather go—good-
bye, again.”

But Gillian. keeping back h=r litt]le
hands in childish fashion, looks up
at him through the golden twilight
with shy, radiant eyes.

“What was your mistake ?" &she
perslsts gayly. with a glad tremor In
coulkin't be worse
than mine —now, could it ? And
If, now that neither of us are mis-
taken, and that [ might make you
a bona-fide offer of what 1 oflfered
to Anne amd you in my ridioulouns
mistake, cou'd you, or would you, ba

“I am afrald I should,” George says
in a hall whisper. his heart beating
fast as hers, his face paling as hers
hlushes, the fire of his blue eyes burn-
ing down into the liquid radiange of
hers.

“I am afraid I should be covetous
and greedy—Irishmen are, they sav."

“Covetous amd greedy ?" she re-
peats, with her glad little trembling
laugh.

“Yes,” ho says. with her hands In
his once more ; 1 should want much
more than your money before | ac-
cepted it!”

And then he stoops his broad
shounlders and lis fair head, and kisses
her haad, kisses the soft little pinky
fair arm under the lisse pleatings,
twice, thrice over, and then dashes
out of the room, out of the house,
away through the darkling lanes
aod lonely woodlands from Mount
Ossory, as il he had been gullty of a
erime, and had stabbed fair Gilllan
amongst the flowers, instead ol
leaving her to ponder over a para-
dox, and to “de those t:ll-tale crim-
son marks on the soft, warm little
arm.

A long time alterward, when
Mr. Damer returns to the
room—it having taken that worthy
gentleman three-quarters of an hour
to take off one coat and put on an-
other—she is hiding those tell-tale
marks still, withh her happy tears,
alone with the treasare her new-
found, glad, sweet lop2 in the happy
twilight. :

“Where on the face of the earth
is George?” Mr Damer demands, al-
ter a searching glance Into every
corner of the room. up on the win-
dow sill and into the recess bebind
Anne's barp. - 4

“Ohk, he is gone,” Gillian says bur-
riedly, starting up and keeplog well
in the shadow of the window curtains.
‘He had to go away, he sald, Mr.
Damer. He said he could not wu.l::_.
and he went out—oh, som= tlme ngo.

“Well, upon my word,” Mr. Damer
says. too incensed and disappointed
to nu:" if even Elliii.un p;ir.-:lilm l;l;

“(Geor a
hilmnmtﬂ. Mﬂ heard before
of an Irlshman belng afraid to Dbe

|

}!I‘l alone with a p:ett'r'iirl'-ﬁi'a‘
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";thnn ou think of thﬂ:mtlmr.
. Damer ?" Lady Jeannette con-

I'm afrald the fine weather has
ed a little too long.” 44

“Giraclous !" Lady Jeannette
:rtth a illous little m
What am I to make of that oracu-

lar sentence ? Bingham, what de
ey =
Your plenie will have the
usual , fate of picnles, Annt Jean-
nette,” Captain Laey says, coolly. “A
delusively-fine beginning, ending In
torrents of rain and inciplent r
matics. However, il we all take our
umbrellas, like the contented man in
Punch, we shan't be glsappointed.”

“You bird of ill-omen,” her ladyship
Bays, dropping her eye-glass, with
which she las been surveying the
appearance of alr, earth and sky, it
being one of her dalnty affectations
to imply that she 1s very short-
sighted. She finds it useful, and the
play of her geld-rimmed glasses 1s
capable of mueh, and rather pretty
and piquant In expressiveness.

“And what does our p:t think?"
her ladyship continues with her
sweetest smile, Inylng her long, bony,
white hamd, with its diamond rings,
on Gillian's head.

“1 think just what every-
body else thinks,” Gillilan says,
blushi uncomfortably, and trying

to shrink away from the tounch of
Lady Damer's hand,

These sugared words, and bland
emile, and absurdly caressing epithets,
which are bestowed in unlimitad
measure on Gillian by her hostess,
have only the resalt of possessing the
girl of an ungrateful aversion to
Lady Damer's volce, smile and touch;
her influence, authority and presence,

*“Think what I think, Miss Deane 7"
Captain Lacy says, with mock grav-
ity., “Ill carry your mackintosh and
umbrella along with my own; and
with my waterproof camp-sheet as
well Itrust you and Iat least will
be comlortable at the pienie.”

“You are two impertinent crea-
tures !” Lady Damer says, with her
sharp laugh, showing her long, blulsh-
white teeth.

Bhe is always “pairing” Gillian and
Captain Lacy in one fashion or an-
other.

“But it will be too bad If our day
be spoiled !" she continunes. “We are
to have our luncheon at Ceimanech,
and then, after n rest, we are to go
up over the hill to Clenemal, to the
Mahon's farm, and have tea and a
dance in their barn, with Irish fid-
dlers and pipers, and show our little
cousin''—with her hand on Gillian's
head again—"some of our
galetles.”

“Yes, faith, and have Malion ex-
pectin® a reduction of ten per cent.
on this hall year's rent on the
etrength of it!" Mr. Damer 8says,
with a shrug of his shoulders. 1
don't know how you're going to get
us all over the hiils after our lunch-
eon, my Ilady. Speaking for my
cousin James and myself, anyhow,”
he adds, with a chuckle. ** James
Damer ie seventeen stone and I'm
fourteen odd. Think of us, my dear,"”
he eays to Gillian, “two fat old lel-
lows climbing a mountain to get 2
dinner, and then climbing another
te have a dance. Troth, my lady,
I'li be reckoned among the missin
if I'm not among the slain at your
festivities.”

And for this [frolicsome speech
Mr. Damer receives such a scathing
MNash ol impatient contempt {rom
lilg liege lady's cold, keen eyes that
he fairly winces.

“Perhaps you will be good encugh
to favor us with an improvement
of the programme eince you disap-
prove ?" sho says, icily.

“Oh, faith, no! I wash my hands
of it altogether!” Mr. Damar says,
rather shortly and resentfuily. “You
rejected my programme altogather,
you Enow.

“You are inaccarale, as usual, my
dear Mr. Damer,” her ladyship says,
cooly. = AL was your [favorite,
Mr. George Archer. who overthrew
your programime, With his usual
agreeable bluntness and frankness he
refused my invitation to the vienle,
and kindly informed us we could use
Darragh Castle for our dance and
supper in the evening as he “"would
not be at home," Did any one ever
hear anything so exquisitely hospit-
able and courteous as that!”

And Lady Jeannette laughs, very
shrilly indeed.

And Gillian looks up, with kindilng
eyes,

“That scunds certainly most in-
hospitable and discourteous,” sghe
says, quietly. )

“Wasn't it 7' Lady Damer says,
laughing again. * Here come the Dun-
lavin people, Blugham. Sir James and
some of his daughters, poor, dear
things !

“I hope -they're 1he YyYOunger
branches,” Mr. Damer mutters, dls-
respectfully. * ‘Pon my conscience, if
I had four old-mald daughters, as poor
James Damer has, 1 think I'd grow
meclancholy mad !

Presently the “Dunlavin prople”—as
Lady Jeannette calls Sor James
Damer, the present owner of the bar-
onetey, and two of his daughters—
drive up in a wagonette and palr of
bays, and quickly following them
arrived other guests, and after a
fair and agreeable arrangement of
seats, the cart of big laden hampers
is driven off by two men servants,
and the picnic guests in barouches and
wagonettes set off towards Slieve-
na-Mor. They travel by a circaitous
route, which gives the best view of the
mountaing and distant glimpases of
the beantiful glens and rivers Iy-
ing away to the left on the lower
levels of the landscape, but which
leaves Darragh and its gray old
castio far to the right.

Not so far, however, but as they
wind around the base of the mount-
ains they can see the little white
walled cabins of the village and the
gray castellated old barracks on
the slope behind very plainly.

“That is Darragh Castle, where
George Archer lives,” Capt. Lacy
says to Gillian, as they drive past
the crossroads in the barouche.

“Oh, yes I know,” she says, quiet-
ly, too wistfully intent on gazing
up that long, narrow, loneiy road
leading to the village, to scarcely
notice who it is that has spoken
to her.

“It was a pity he did not join us
to-day,” Bingham Lacy continues,
watching -her with a keen side
glance. '

“And waas 8o discourteous and in-
hospitable into the bargain!" Gil-
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blue of the sky and the snow-white

lNoating clouds, Captain Lacy ad-

dresses Gillian again.

“That George Archer could be dis-
courteons or inhospitable I can
scarcely belileve,” he says abruptly,
to test the direction of her thoughts;
“there must have been some mis-
take*

“8o I thought,” Gillian says simply :
“but I know Lady Damar does not
like him.”

Captain Lacy has found his test so
entisfactory that he strokes his
long, soft browm mustache for sev-
eral minutes more in sllence.

“I thought so,” he says mentally;
“more innings for George, because
Aunt Jeannette will display her
gpite toward him! What fools wo-
men are!"

“It is bad policy of any one to
Bhow dislike, even thongh they may
not be able to avoid feeling it he
observes, sententionsly,

“I hate poliey!” Gillian says, curtly.

Captain Lacy strokes his mustache
again, and ralses his evebrows.

“It is very needful, however,” he
says, calmly. *“*Yon yourself may be

i

practicing policy at this moment,
Miss Deane.”
“‘How so 1" Gillian asks, rather

sharply, but smiling.

“You may be wishing me a hund-
red miles off and some one else In
my place beside you, but you are too
kind and courteous to tell me so
plainly ; you are practicing a con-
siderate policy toward me, In a
word,” he says, quletly.

“*What reason have I given you to
Imagine that ' Gilllan demands, an-
grily, blushing, and speaking in a cold,
offended tone.

“Yery little reason—none at all, I
might say.,"” he replies, gently, and
his voice is as soft as a woman's,
modulated and persoaslve. “Your
considerate policy is only from the
dictates of a naturally kind dis-

position and a gentle heart. But one
learns a

thing intuitlvely some -
1timea™
Gillian is silent, vaguely under-

standing the gently-spoken reproach.

“"How do you like mountain climb-
ing?™ he says the npext minute,
pleasantly. “This is yvour [first at-
tempt, isn't it¥ I hope that you
won't decide to-day that it ghall be
Your last."

“Why " Gilllan asks, smiling. *I
don't find it o very arduocus an un-
dertaking as yet, and 1 think the
adr delicious and the view is splendid.
I never saw anything like it before.”

“Migs Deane, ‘the ldes of March
have come, but they have not yet
gone,” Captain Lacy says, with an
emphatic shake of his head. “Do you
gee those snow white clouds o gath-
ering over that dark hollow 1o the
right ?"

“Yes. How awlully dark and sul-
len that place looks! What is it?
Gllllan asks, with a little shoulder.

“That &g ‘Ceimanech’—Lough Cei-
manech—‘the path of the deer,""” he
Bays, “"aml those clouds are coming
down to empty themselves lnto Celm-
anech. It's a favorite trick of theirs,
Mlas Deane. And as we wretched
plenickers &hall be seated on the
shores of the lake, the elomds, of
course, will empty themselves on our
hisads.™

“You are sure it will rain " Gil-
lian asks, with a little amused  dis-
may.

“Sure!” he repeats, tragieally.
“It alwaye ralis at Ceimanech, ex-
cept on three days ol Lthe yvear, peo-
ple say. On those days 1 did not hap-
pen o come, 1 suppose. It always
rained torrents when George Arch-
er and I cama hera to fial ™

“Have you been often here 2" Gil-
Han asks, looking up with .  quick-
aned Interest in eyes and volee.

“Several times,"” he saye, coldly
smiling, whilst he glances serutiniz-
ingly at the changing expression of
the face which Is kept now a little
averted, with eves studiously bent on
the mosses amd scrubby heather at
her feet. “I've beenr here with him on
his geologic expeditions—right across
the mountaine indeed. There isn't a
foot of this ramge out to Glenemal
but George knows,” he says, with
irank approbation. “"He has a great
amount of sound geologle kaow-
ledge and mineraloglc knowledge as
well. It is a great pity a clever fel-
low like him shouli be buried in a
hold of & country village—with noth-
ing but a land agent's duties and
salary to look forward to in life.”

There 18 no colkdness or indifference
in the absorbed, downeast, listenlog
face now.

“And he has no prospects of any-
thing better ?" ghe asks, very, very
carelessly. "It is a great pity ?"

“It is, Indeed,” he assents cordially.
“George Is nearly as poor as I am,
but his abilities which would en-
able bim to surpass me easily in any
career.”

And then Gilllan looks up at him
with a swift light, and a smile liks
sunlight.

“You are very generous to praise
Your friend so highly,” she says in a
low voice, eweet with gratitnde, as
I8 the radiaace of the fair lace de-
licately carmloe. flushed, delicately
shadowed under the deep eyes, dark
with the glad emotion of her heart.

And Captain Lacy, glancing at her
again, Just shrugs h's shoulders
glowly. -

“80 mueh for my lady's schemes and
plans!” he says to himsell. “I knew
that fellow had innings from the
firet, and on my honor, I believe his
blue eyes and broad shoulders will
win the stakes after all.! This pretty
little soft-hearted fool has fallen in
love with him, a® sure ag——"

“There I8 Ceimanech, Miss Deane "
he says, suddenly, as they reach the
ridge of the ascent, and CGillan sees at
the foot of the precipitone green
slope below a dark., crater-like hol-
low, aecessible omly on one side where
the black, sullen, lapping water
touches n border of granite pebbles,
and ghastly bleachsd boulders like the
skeletons of giant corpses washed in
hy those sullen waves. On all the
other gldes It I8 hedged in by lofty,
black preclpices, rising slimy and
sheer from the black depths beneath.

And hovering over the sullen, inky

1

fo:

mist, like the smoke of a glant cal-

terrible ! Gilllan

Ba YH, and

deadly “It s a ll-rls 1
m dream of at t!

we had not come here,” she

shivering again, and drawing

from the mountain ridge with

a childike motion of nervous ter-

“Everything else was so beauti-
ful—I wa® enjoying everything;
but this place looks like an awlul,
yawning grave—it looks as if [
were the portals of hell!”

(To be continued.)
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Frae North

o’ the Tweed

In a country parish In Scotland the
minister and the ruling elder went
over the muir to vieit an old parish-
ioner on a "catatecheesing,” and the
walk being a long one their appetitos
were pretty keen when they arrived.
Before commencing the serious busi-

ness they ruggestied that the “‘in-
ward man" was “clamorous.” Janet
accordingly went to the “press,” and
placed on the table country refresh-

ments, bread, milk, ete., and seating
hersell at a little distance, requested
her visitors to fall on. They soon
clearsd the board, and the minister
remarked, “Now, Janet, we begin the
serious business. Do yvou remember
the text last Bonday, Jaonet 7 " Deed,
ay,” replied Janet ; I miod it weel—
It was the miracle of Lthe loaves and
fishes.” “And have ye pondered the
subject during the week, Janet 7
“‘Deex] I have; an’ I'm thinkin' the
noo that gin you and the elder had

|

Good for Bad Teeth
Not Bad for Good Teeth
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thiat I am sometimes afraid peopla
think I am abusing hcr, i

A Despairing Flounce.

¥2he has a way ol and
turning over in bed whm ok
ing fMounce, and Instead of
asking me, as {8 her costom, f 1
have locked all the doors, she slides
cut of bed with a suppressed "Oh,
me ™ and goes on & toor of inspec-
tion. Every time she guiets down
I try to convince her that she le
wrong and that | do love her, but
Lt a8 soom as | say a word she
eaks out alresh, and turns over!
with another despairing [(loance.
Next morning she gets up before I
awake, When I get up 1 find her
at the breaklfast table, with swollen
eyes and an expression of such an-
utterable eadness that [ feel like
kicking myself. That 18 what [
call the worst kind of henpecking,
and don't misonderstand me when L
gay 4 man doesn't want more than
two such sieges a month'"™

HMWW

§ SECRETS OF
: A BURGLAR.

I Chicago Itecord-Herald,
o e 2 e e e 2 i Rk

“It ism't up to me,” said the re-
tired burglar, “to tell where to hide
your valuables g0 thatl you cannot
have them stolen, but [ cag tell
you where pot to hide them, and
save you lots of trouble in givieg
them up. Here s a lList of Lidmg
places to avoid:

Grandfather's cloek. (Durglars hide
in them olten.)

In the matlresses, _

Under the carpets. (Lasily located

becn there they wadna hae taen up | in sueak shoes.)

gae mony baskets fu' "™ .
il uiA i

A tourist In Ireland stopped his car
at a hotel for the purpose of having
a drink, and he proposed to the car
man that he should bave one also.
The resolutlon having been carried
unanimousliv, the following conversa-
tion took place: “What will you have,
Pat? *“Faith, what's yer anner
goln to take?” “Well, I shall have
i Chartreusa” “And phwat's that 7
“It'"e o warming drink brewed by the
monks=, and they sell it for the bene-
it of the poor."” "Indade, sor! OI'll
take that same, too.” The Chart-
reuss was brought in liquear glasses.
Pat, having emptied his glass and
felt the comforting eflect, raises his
eyes plonsgly, and remarks with une-
tion, “May the blessing uv Hivven
rist on the howly min that brewed
this drisk.” Then, raising the emply
little glass with an expression of
ecornful indignation on his face, he
adds, “And the devil take the blay-
guard that [nvinted the glass™

The 93rd was drawn up in (uar-
ter-distanee column on the extreme
left of the line as Colin Campbell
rode down to review his forces that
November afternoon. It was in full
Highiaind cosiume, with kilts ahd
bonnets, and wind-blown piames.
Campbell's Celtie blood kindled when
e reached the Highlanders. “Ninely-
third!" he said, “you are my own
lads; I rely on you to <do the
work.” And a volee froml Lhe ranks
in broadest Doric answered: Ay,
ay. Bir Colin, ye ken us and we
ken you; we'll bring tha women and
children out of Lucknow or die wi’
ye Iin the attempt.” And then from
the steady ranks of the Highlanders
there broke a shout, sudden and
deep and stern, the shout of wvali-
ant men—the men of the hardy
Norih—pledging themselves to wvali-
ant deeds.

HOW ONE MAN
WAS HENPECKED #

+
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“If there s a man In thls world
that excites my sympathy It is a
henpecked husband,” sald Col. Rimple
to o New York Telegraph man. “Some
time ngo my friend Amelton invited
me 1o go home with him. I promised,
provided he would walit until I trans-
acted a certaln plece of business. He
agreed reluctantly, saying that he
promieed his wife that Le would be
home at a certain hour. After I lin-
ished my business I accompanied him.
As we proceeded, he remarked :

“‘Rumple, I am the worst henpecked
man in town. That's why I am In such
a hurry.’

*I was very much disappointed when
we reached the house. I expected to
see o masculine-lo>king woman, with
a savage face and a harsh voice ; but
I was introduced to a little, meek-
looking woman, with delicate face and
plaintive tone of volee., After supper,
when Amelton and 1 were sitting in
the library smoking, I remarked :

She Was Very Gentle.

** 8ay, didn’'t you mislead me about
the henpecked business 7 I don't know
that 1 ever saw a gentler woman
than your wife.’

“No, sir. I have not misled you. Gen-
tlenese in her strongest hold. It I«
her gentleness that knocks me. Don't
think that the scold is the worst
type of henpecking women, for ghe
len’'t, Why, sir, if my wile werea
scold T would get mad and leave
the house, but as It is I am dis-
armed,

“‘When I leave home my wlile al-
ways inslsts vpon wy appointing the
exact time when I wiill return. If I
am late, no matter what buslness
has detained me, she eries and takes
on and declares that 1 dom’t love
her. When I vow by all things sa-
cred that I do love her, and that
I was detained by business that

waters. curving and wreathing about | coull not be postponed, she wrings
the slimy ecliffs are lilmy wreaths of her hapnds and weeps so violently closely bandaged. . &
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In the rag basket or waste bDoé«
ket, .

In anp unused grate or up o Chime-
ey, "

In sofa pillows or furpiture.

In the lce chest.

*““‘It certainly is not o compliment
to the ability of a professional to
secret goods in any of those places
and npot expect him to find them
without hall an elfort. The scooped
out volume of Dickens or Thackeray
s as easily loeated, and the dia-
monds or roll of money which takes
the place of literature s a familiar
find. The plano often yields o fale
harvest, and the shoes worn the
day before, left standiag at right
apgles ln the middle of a bedroony
floor. Onece—in my saladl days—I1 con-
fiscaled a pair of such shoes, and as
Lthey [it neatly kept them for my
own use, Ope shoe always pinched
me, and one day 1 sat Jdown and dug
a S50 bill out of the toe of that'
shoe. Why, it might have crippled
me in time, "

“And one night 1 «&lept in the
guest chamber of n gentleman whao
was out of town with his family.
I pnever slept so badly—in an ele-d
galt room and in a mattresa Nilled
with 40 pounds of white hair. 1 had!
horrible dreapys, and in the morn-.
ing there was a lump in my side as,
big as an apple. Now what do youw
think 1 had lain al!F night on a'
diamond sunburst that had givemt
me all those bad dreams and nearly’
broke a rib, Such mthoads of Lid-
ing valuables are barbarous,”

The retired Dburglar looked
thoughtful for a moment, them he'
sald in a prophetic volens:

“lI may be wrong, but the time g
coming when there will be a bur-
glars’ union, which will insare safety
for both the owner of yaluables and-
the man who lives by his wils and/
steals in the dark, in Jdisguise, when
his betters steal in the Jdayuimm,
unmasked, If a man can sleep with
hils doors ard windows open withe
out fear of burglarious introders
by paying a mwoderat: assessment:
on his superfluous luxuries, I bee
lieve It would be for the good of)
the Commonwealth, Some tlma [
will draft a constitution and by-
laws from my viewpoint, You see,
1 have had experience,

Strenuous Life of the Amir.

It is always best Lo be prepared
for anything that might happen.
This seems to be the creed of the
Ameer of Afghanistan, for in his
book, “The Life of Abdur Rehman,
Amir of Afghanistan,” he says:

‘I am always as ready as a sol-
dier on the march to n battle, i
such a manner that | could start
without delay in case of emergency.
The pockeis ol my coats and trou-
sere are always filled with loaded
revolvers, and one or two loaves of
bread for one day's [ood. This
bread Is changed every day.

*““Beveral guns and swords are al-
ways lying by the side of my bed,
or the chair on which I am seated,
within reach of my hand, and sad-
dled horses are always kept ready
in frout of my office, not only flopr
my&ell, but for all my courtiers and
personal attendants. i

“1 have also ordered that a coms
giderable mpumber of gold Coine
should be sewn into the saddles of
my horses when required for a joure
ney, and on boih sides ol the sad-
dies are two, revolvers. [ think it
is pecessary in such a warlike coun-
try that tLhe sovereign, amd es-
peclially a sovereign who is a sol-
dier himesell, should always be as
well prepared for an vmergency as
a eoldler on the field of attle Al-
though my country is, perhiaps, more
peaceful and sale than many other
countries, one can never be too
cautious or too well prepared.™

Advertising Pays.

As a farther demonstration of the
effect of advertising the Kansas
City Journal notes that “Hon. J. B.
Fugate, at Wellington. advertised in
Friday's paper for a girl. That
s wife presented him with a tege
pound one." L.

The reason some persons pever en
Hope is because they keep their eyes
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