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Yed” he says agalo, In the same
whious way, and speaking rather
Hy. "It is a thing I have been
reing for, and hoping for, for a long
~oe, & very long time. 1 told Mr.
Damer about it some time ago, anid
though hie doesn't like the idea of my
leaving him at all, still he wonld not
sand in my way, he said, for n mo-

[
5

- @ment,”’

"Then yon are thinking of leav-
' Mr. Damer's agency for AOm -
thing  better ?'  Gillian inquires,
with just the correct amount of
ndylike interest and sympathy in
i viuee, whilst hep very neart
wems Lo be tearing in twaln with

i anguish of HUSPeNnsSe,

tes,”  Gieorge BAYH, epeaking
rankly in reply Lo that cool, lady-
ke question ; *“I have studied min-
£y and pelroiogy for years:

i quite a favorite study of mine,
vrms to come naturally to me,
know,” he says, hurriedly, with
reless laugh. “And I have writ-

v lew papers on various suh-

F

' for the society—the Geologi- |
tam a member, and I think |
e a good chanee now, Lthrough
- f the members, a Iriend of
who s getting men togather

T what they call an industrial ex-

pedition ont to Manitoba and Col-
wiado, Lo report on the land in its
‘arions  aspects. you know, miner-
Jogieal, agricaltural, and KO |
understand,” (rillian HA YA,

#L¥. and he nolleces<he cannot |

' slice—the dall, faint, wenry

‘And il all be arranged sat-
orily lo-morrow you will go?
[ hope s0,” he says, thought-

The pay is not much, but it
tead to something beiter. In
Dalroy, my Iriend, said It was

i (¥ U RO

“ aml you go soon ?°
Is agony in the swift de-

! Elance in George's o« i posed

vidd eyes gazing out Into the
" P
5 so0n as Mr, Damer can supply

e nnswers, readlly, “and

im I eannot see why he
gel on for a time very well

Dick Mahon ns his under stew-
!rh i= n senslble, shrewd fel-

" rather well educated for his

i bl
Fil

nother dead silence. G-

s not ask any question about
Mnhon, or Mr. Damer or the
cXpedition. She does not

har comprehend. What are those
Fthe wide world to her now ?

5= money, or yvouth, or even

s i benuty she has begun to

What i2 her residence in

' Ussory, her stay in Darragh

der innoecent schemes, her

K hopes,  her sweet, precious
that future which she
1L moments she sees drawing

rlike a vislon of parndise ? It

n bt a miserable mirage In

=ert ol her loveless, blighted
Fe | '

14
nad self
1ﬂ

=TI,

3 and shrubs planted at

1'-.-ru'4r1 I the hedge of the old-

| Earden.

ook like gloomy spectres
‘g around her: a blacker
than the black outiune of

Mor against the orange
* ovening sky has fallen

"
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‘la of the wide valley below

Hill, half shroaded in
+ af twilight, seems Lo her
ancy like a vista of that

ere Lhe shadow of death
: nerringe. glir  stamds
r Jough his  volep is

e, the voice she sSO0ND
» more, Though s eyes
Misly watching her—those
e eyes whiech. it may be,
8 night she will never see

Y

'y pushing his own chair

ot Hl? Does anything ~all
* asks, harriedly, in a low-

* I am not il), thank you,” she
wiy, in that same auict
‘iet, 1 feel pather weak
1Nk you,” and the chair he

beside her she feebly and
Muks into and her head

“ps on her breast.
“B

“ &L ns muech as hersell, feeling that

i# cruel to keep silence, apd that
' Iz dishomored if he epeak, cannot
T a moment quite control himeelf.
o puts his arm around her and
iwa the drooping little head with
t* rulflsl. ghining locks nearer to
'm. A swiit glance, like a Nash of
‘zht. lempe into her eyes, wild with
“ar sudden hope of ﬂtlp-urltinn--n_,n
nepoken repetition of poor Elalne's

wud ery :

~Uolng T and we shall never see you

more, ' v

The Coming of Gillian:
A Pretty Irish Romance.
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Indeed T Glllian Bays, mechanj-
'aly, a cold, slow weight beginning
scttle down on her heart and

! Been only 2 Ddellrions dream,
waking has covered her with

T

inda  desolate stricken,
#s8, gazing ont with aching,
. Pvyed at the dark shadows

rthh he touches her arm.

m sure you are fli=I am
aul you are ilL,” he repeatsi un-
adily, in a low, husky volee, and
O the drooping little figure with

helpless  arm, 18 so childlike
< pitiful, the silmy soft form

“mbles 8o timidly  bepeath his
ch, a9 he stoops down to look into
" face, that George, trembling al-

y -

And T must die ¢ ;
wora™ o w?tut of one bold

And one fair, soft little hand—
dainty little hand with tpe rln:ﬂ::'
;?nfnndii pmrl:t—-t?‘uln out  swiltly

mong the warm white
shawls and clasp George's big, muscy-
lar, sunburped hand with a passion-
ate grasp,

“Must you go 2" ghe whispers, quite
hoarsely, in her agony of lﬂrn ;eqm:d
fear at her own desperate bo'duess,

And George stooping nearer to her,
and drawing ler closer to him, whis-
pers back, his own face white as hers
in his own emotion :

“I won't It you tell me to stay ™

The grasp of the littls white hand
tightens on the Btrong brown one as
sho rlses to her feet,

“Yem, T ¥o. Do seay ! Oh, do stay !
she mutters, Lhirough burning blushes,
and eyes Llinded with Ereat, bright
tears, an then, somehow, the little
white hand and the ring of milky
pearls is round (George's big., muscu-
lar neck, and George's arms are
loeked o ronn her, and his face s
pressed to hers,

CHAPTER XIX.

He was going away from hep—[op-
ever, perchance. Ah, that miserable
“was!"” He is going to stay near her,
beslde her all the days of thelr lives,
Ah, bliesful present fnd future ! to
them, standing by the window in the
soft, autumn gloaming, as fair a ple-
ture as the tenider twilight ever saw,

He, tall and strong and fair as o
Viking : wehe, slender, fragile, dark-
halred, dark-eyed, timid and loving.
Trusting to his strength in her phys-
ical woakness, trusting to his houor

|V In her Irlendless innocenee, trusting
| Lo hix love with all the wnlimited

Wove amd trust of hep heart.

They do not speak for some min-
utes, the man in mingled despalr, hap-
piness, and perplexity ; the girl in
wordless rapture. And then George,

¢ bending down his head—she i1 ol
i “as& high as his heart,” of n surety

erE8ays his first lover's speech—ratlier
an odd one, ]

“You know,” he multers smiling
and flushing, as he clasps the slim.
girlish form tenderly celoser, * you
know you have done for me now !
[ never meant—never! that ¥
should know I was fond of von,"

“But I do know it now, don't I 7"
she whispers back, ruffling the solt,
brown hair aealnst George's vel-
veteen coat. “You do ears a little
bit for me, and you won't ever go
away from me, will you?"

“1 cannot quite promise yon
that,” George falters. “Of ecourse
now, even il I go away anvwhere
for awhile, I mus’ come back to
you. muastn't 1?"

“Il you eare for me,” Gillian BOY S
with piteons, sweet humliity in
her timid eyes—"“if you care for me,
you would never go away very far
—if—you care.”

“If 1 care!” he laughs, half-vex-
cdly. “You know 1 do; unfortunately
for myselfl and for you! I have no
right to cares for yon, or at least
to tell you of it. No right on earth,
and I know it, and know, too, that
Il am actiag as treacherously and
dishonestly as a2 man ean act in
such an affair!”

“*Why 7 Why ?" Ehe draws herself
a little away from him, but still
clasping his hand, still looking up
to him with heseeching eyes, * is it
—because of Anne 7

Her lips have grown quite white
with the fierce throbbing of her
heart, as she waits without draw-
ing a breath for hi’s answer—wait-
ing, dreading, expecting the an-
swer which will rend the trembling
heart in sunder in tearing him out
of his innermost shrine,

“Beeaunss you are Anne's lover, or
you ought to be,” sho says, slowly,
drawing hersell farther back from

him. thrusting him  off with one|

small, soft hand; “youn denied it to
me onee, you know ; but from what
Anne said the day of the picnie,

i 1 suppose yon meant to deceive me?!

The last wopds quiver hall audi-
1y,
: ‘J'I"F'{','l‘h'l' you ? Heaven forbid [ was
as bad ns that!” Georgo BIYys, =im-
ply and honestly. “l told yon the
plain truth—I never was Anne's
lover—never had any idea of such
a thing, though Anne is a good girl
and we are the best of friends. 1

told you all this Pefore. Why did |

you doubl my wopd?”

TLis a lJittle sternly. =k 3

“I beg your pardon,” Gillian says,
humbly and earnestly. “I mistook
something Anne said. She was Jest-
Ing, rhaps.”

'FWIIJIEE.I did she say 7" George asks,
sharply ; “ I never thought Anne was
one to Jest at my expense before.
She 18 a strange girl, and that is
the truth. ‘I have known her these
six years intimately, and I believe
In my heart, Idon't know her real

ture now.” e
m:_n_ Well, it doesn’'t matter—it doesn’'t
matter in the least what I thought
or didn't think,” Gilllan says hur-
riedly, with a troubled blush.

8he thinks, Innocent soul, that r;d:te
knows bat too well poor Anne's
secret, Poor, unloved Anne !-happy,

Gillian !
"'.'.";{“i’;.ﬁf‘t”fnm,-- she relterates,

with coaxing tenderness in her voiee,
and the timid, modest caress of her
hand touching lLis lovingly. *“Only I
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“I don’
patiently
may well
or H?r this !
Oor you, not speak
tten mysell enough to

t know,"”

ing forgo
n

uninjured st arm, in its whi

z tlu&ldl; around the big mns-

ers, and essays to em-

m.ltﬂ J

a dishonor-
any, man to
girl without speaking
and how can I
o You ™

te sleeve,

“Why 1" Geo
. “Because
thing of
love to a
of marriage
Epeak of marriage t

There is no answer to this query,
te fingers on the vel-
ar creep a little fur-
drooping face
a little eloser

to her:

ere
only the whi
veteen coat
ther, and the
dii: itsell in pressing

“Tlle::a is
position bet

I am poor

no equality of station or
Ween us; you are
the thing lies in a
any one in the world would
Ee says, excitedly
ring himsell on 1o
in his dealings
Eentleness, and
humility, ut-
and his pride, and

sell-dependence,
Young girl,
» Beventeen or so,

nutshell -
tell you so!™ (ieor
and angrily, spur
harshly decisive
With ler, lest her
tenr.lﬂrnesn, and
terly conquer him,
Bell-ggteemn,
“Yon are a
more than a child
I supposa— —»
“I am ov

er nineteen—T am in my
twentieth

Year!" Gillian exclaims,
She iz, in fact,
her nineteenth hi
“Well, nineteen
continues, sternly, un
tremendons
“You are o
absent from your Inther's
Protection, visiting with
whom he has confided you for a few
his only child, the heiress
8 wealth, and—I, have neither
fortune, position nor Pros-
you think your
and say e-
» knew T hail
aughter as my
unture wile P
t speak for a minute, Her
filled with the echo of Lhose
sweetheart
I the tender

five weeks beyond
rthday.

twenty,”
altered even by
announcement.
under age,
house and
people to

Young girl,

months,
of all hi
family,

father would Bay
servedly, Miss Deane, if he
dared to look on hLis d
sweetheart and mv |

Bhe did no
heart is
words, "My
fature wife,” an
#oul is thanking heaven in wordless
gEratitude for the happiness
My fat)

2 ter will not be very angry,
I liope,"

she falters:; “but even if he
were—so angry that
zive me all

would, I have

he wonld
the money he sald e
some of my own,
twenty thousanmd
grandmother,
Papa’s mother, bequeathed to me ab-
iear mamma’s death,
—quite my own—as soon
a8 Lam twenty-one, if—Iif You thought
that was enough.'”
" Enough
castically,

pounds,

solutely after
That is minge

(GGeorge  repeatls, sar-
* When a gentleman's en-
Lire Income reaches the magnificent
sum of three handrel per annum, he
ought to conshiler three times that
enough !
and your father prob-
intended that that sum shonll
defray the expenses of vour waril-
roba only exelusive of vour Jeweler's
luxuries™ —
this with a glance at the pearl and
emerald rings om the soft fale fin-
grrs on his shonlder—"they
probably

amaount
Eramidmother

hills, or : costlier

sufficiont,
even with my huge income in addi-
tion, to defray the cost of Your en-
establishment—‘menat,
and elothing,
washing' ns we say in Ireland—and
probably consider
thought

lodging,

Econndrel
either.™

The soft arm in the white slesve
Girorge's
piteons,

further arouni
proud neek, and there 18 a
murmuring voie>, half-stifled ngainst
George's velveteen-clad breast,

"Don’t eay such dreadful
Who wonld dape say that of yout
To even think that of You! Yon ean-
p it if yon haven't money and
[ give it all to yon.
then yon will have money and I shall
lhave none ™

she looks up withi o soft, sobbing
langh of delight at her own bright
ldea, and George gives way for a
moment.
blome him,

“aly darling, I know
glve me every shilling Fou owned on
earth, as freely as you would give
me your sweet sell,” he gays, husk-
“I wish T only dare nsk yoiu for
*he last, and yon might keep the
I wish you were as poor as

not hel
I have: and it

Mortal

mysell,
bring you here—into this
barrack-castlo,

I believe—on my life I be-
ghould be h

poverty.
lievyp—yy e

“We should ! Oh

she save, with eYs 08
Bver were Eve's when Adam led her
to her bower of roses in den. ““We
ich a beantilul old
» With beautiful sunny gardens,
and terraces, and lawns, Yon remem-
bek I sauid so the very lirst morning 1
Faw Lhe Cagtle and admired I, Yon
remember that morning. don't you %
I remember,” George
rather sadly :
You seriously, Gillian dearest :
2 81t down for o few minotes. "
It does not nend that new tender
Persunde her to obey
request or command of his
would she disobey who has elected
him king, lord, and governor of her
life while that life ghall last ?

He draws her over to the sofa be-
8lde the glowing red fire. Gillian likes
the turl and oak logs for fuel, and in
‘d-fashioned grate they
nd with generous, bril-

cnough !
indeed we should '™
radinnt

couki make this s

smiling “but I must

appellation to
him. What

the large, o
burn cheerily
liant warmth.

Put when they are seated side by
with his arm around hr
r gentle head, with a
like a dove, nestles
poor George, after
temptation
his lonely
Young man-
begins to wonder ‘what he has

k% sternly consider the
and dees of others belore
be prudent, and
, and thrast
up the
between
Yearning
out to him, and
rever on the sunshine
the sweet

walst, and he
solt warm tou
agnlist his breast
a struggle with i)
that has come to him in
home and his loveless

hood,
left to sa
How can

her? How ean he
wise, and cold, and just
out of hils life, and bar

of utter separation
them, with those tender
hands stretched
turn his back fo
of her

loving smiles,

will be an end of it."™
“You mean that you will never see
o 1 Gitrasta s s seks it
(2]
orlorn wistfulness in her slow ac-

ndogalnu as she
looks on the bright bold face of the
beloved lover she has but found to
lose again, “If I told papa you
would not mind having so much
money If you might have me, and
that I—that you cared for me,
perhaps he would mnot mind
B0  much, Papa doesn't think
very much of me,” Gllllan adds,
simply. “He was alwaye so sorry 1
wam't a boy. I have heard him say
80 olten.” ..

“Ob ! he doesn't think very much
of you, doesn't he 2" George demands,
with sarcastic indignation.

“"No,"Gilllan replies, quietly, with' a
shake of her head. “Papa has always
wished 80 much to have a son. He
has often saild that he would be
worth a million of money If he had

a son to Inherit it. He says that
he hasn't any heart to Ev into big
money-making schemes, when there
Wi# no one but a little chit of a girl
to come In for everything.”

Glllian laughs, as she speaks rather
shamefacedly, but George frowns.

“Rather an unfatherly speech,
though,” he mutters “How old is
yoear lather, Gilllan @

“About fifty-six or seven, T think,"
Gillan answers, wonderingly, it |
kEnow from what dear mamma wald of
her own age amd his, He was much
Glder than she, but he does not look
an okl man yet. Why do You ask,
dlﬂl‘ dl:n

A quiver run® through her at her
own boldness, though the “dear” is
nearly inaudible.

Lat not quite inandible, for George
hears It, and Etoops down wilh his
lipa on her velvety cheeks, to give
her his answer,

“Beeause T think, my darllng,” he
V8, gravely but tenderly, the
light in his eyes Erowing as radiant
s in her owm, “that it is by no
means impossible or unlikely that
You may one day have n step-moth-
ér, and step-brothers and sisters
into the bargain, I dare say: and
in that case matters may be very
much altered. Perhaps, in that case,
Lthe father ‘who doesn't think wvery
much of you, will give youn less
Erudgiongly to 1he poor lellow who
will cherish you Jearly as long as
he lives™

"Oh! If ha only would ! Gillian
exclalms, innocently. “How happy I

should be !

And then, as she sees hep frank
confession reflected ip George's blue
cyes, Blie grows hot all over with
a swllt, shuumed blusii ; she trles to
evade his gaze, but he perslsts.

“Gillian,” he Y8, drawing  her
closer to him, and locking his arms
fround her slender, girlish waist—
“tell me the real honest truth—do
JOIL cars for me very much ?” There
i* & pause of deep passionate emo-
tion, and then she looks up in her
lovers handsome fave—her own soft,
Plushing girlishness pallng in sol-
emn, vnsmiling earnestness.

"I love you with all my heart—
since the first moment 1 met you™
ghe says, and tears from the inner-
most depths of her soul flood 1the
aweel gazing eyes, as she speaks
words which are the marriags vow
of her spirit. But a slhindder follows,
chilling  her through and through,
eYen in the warmtly of the long clowe
kiss which Is his troth Medge 1o her.

“Then, Gillian, ligten to me”™
Gieorge mays, slowly. “After that, 1
cannot give you up—unles you bid
me. But I wiil write to Your [ather
at onee, and tell him that you love
me and you are willing 10 be my wile
with his consent. What is that ™

He starts to lis feet staring at
the window and il outside frame of
variegated ivy and climbing roses.

“Wait a moment, Gillian. Oh! It's
only Nelly gone out in ithe dew 1o
#mell the flowers—a regular habit of
the old lady's, voi must konow, alter
her day's work is done.”

“"What startled you, dear? Gll-
lian asks.

The “dear” iz a litils more deci-
sive this time, and Gllllan is consid-
ering bow delightful it sounds and
won ng In dreamy happiness, if
anything in the world, outside this
foom, can be of much importance or

interest,
*“Oh, nothing ! Imagination!”
George wmays, Very carelessly.

“Thought Nelly wawg Spy¥ing or eaves-
dropping in hep ravenous curiosity to
know what you and I nre saying
and doing. I wronged ithe old soul,
I soe, She |y oy waddling about
Amonget her [favorite flowvers as
uraal. Gillyflowers and big red roses
and | lavender blossoms, thpse are
what Nelly likes. *“Thim have a grand
smell, Misther Georpe,' she says."”

"She's a nlee, kind, pleasant old
Woman, and I should love ta have
her for a servant,”  Gillian sAVE
soltly, hopng UGeorge will taks the
hint.

But George dossn't Men never do
take all the feminine hints which
they might take,

“But 1 gvas going to say, my little
darling,” George says, with a sudden
passionate tenderncss that surprises
himself,

For he tries hard to rastrain him-
sell in deed and word, to b Judicious,
and wise, and calm, in order that—
what ? That there might be less bit-
ter sweet memories to crush out :
that there may be fewep gifts of mu-
tual tenderncss to bury in the grave

of dead hopes, that tho clinging ten-

drils of er womanly love shiall not
have wrapped themselves so tightly
around his heartstrings that he can-
not tear them away when the time
comes.

For, all unconsciously, the shadow

of the coming woe has fallen as coldly

on the spirit as on hers, and chills
the two fond young hearts beating
against each other.

“l1 was going to say, Gillian, that
I will write +to Your father
and tel bWm you and 1
love each other and wish to
marry, with hls conseat, in the course
of the next year or two.”

She ehivers again, nestling her
head closer to him, but she does not
dare to speak. -
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“I muwt say that, Gillian» George
#ays, lirmly, “for now more than ever
am I longing to make out a better
career for mywell, and see 1f I can-
not #ucceed even a little in making
4 name and position for mysell. This
Induetrial Expedition may lead me
to fortune.”

“Then"—her breath comes in a
convulsive gasp of dismay, and her
throat Beems closing with a
choking paln—“then you mean to go
away, alter al]™

“For awllle—only for awhile”

* #ay®, cheerfully. He can k
chieerfully about it, Gillian thinks.
“Only for o year or so. It will not
be long in passing away, and then,
you g, [ shail perhaps have so mucl
better prospects that Your father
may be brought to give his consent,
or in any ease, when we have walt-
&l a reasonable time, and ¥ou are
of full legal age to act as You please,
and know your own mind, we can
marry then without anybody belng
able to eay I took an unfair ad-
vantage of your youth and ignor-
ance of the world. Don't ¥You under-
wtand .

“Yews, I understand,” Gilllen KA YE,
quletly. For and ecolder sver
her epirit comes “the shadow pain™
which ever follows close upon “‘that
planet-crested shape” called “love.”

There is no love por knowledge of
love in this man’s heart like the love
she bears to him, but she js very meek
and calm, with modest closed lips and
downcast eyelids, and not g Blgh re-
veals the polgnant grief and disap-
pontment of the heart within the
frall and constant breast,

(To be continued.)

Hopeless Cases.

“And this one 7' we gaid, -indicat-

ing a patient at the insane asy-
lum.

+ “Hopelesg case,” was the reply.,
“Thinks he has discovered perpet-
ual motion,” f
“And the next one?"

“8till more hopeless, Claims 1o
have solved the servant girl ques-
tion."” ]

Living in an Aoclent House,

The oldest inhabited house ig Eng-
land is on the River Ver, close to Bt.
Alban’s abbey. It is octagonal in
shape and supposed to be eleven cen-
turies old.

PALE YOUNG GIRLS.

How They May Gain Bright
Eyes and Rosy Cheeks.

The Story of a Young Girl Who Suf-
fered from Headaches, Dzziness
and Falnting Spells —Her Health
Became So Bad That She Was
Forced to Give Up School.

Miss# Catherine McLellan is a
young lady well known in Char-
lottetown, P, E. 1.. and greally es-
leemed among her acquaintances.
Like so many other young ladies

throughout the land, Miss MecLellan
fell & vietim to anaemia, or poor-
ness of blood, and although several
wedicines  were tried, sue lound
nothing to help her untll she began
using Dr. Willlams' Pink Pills for
Pale People. Miss McLellan tells the

Flory of her illness as follows: o porter was & mind reader who had

fim noew 18 years of age, and for
N considerable time suffered much
from anaemia, My blood had almost
turped Lo water, and I was very
weak ayd pale; in fact, could not
undergo the least exertion. My ap-
petite failed me; 1 suffered [rom
headaches; if I stopped I  would

becomn dizzy, and frequently I suf- |

fered from falnting spelss. 1 tried
several kinds of medicine and doe-
tovs prescribed for e, but instead
of getting better 1 was gradually
growing weaker, and eventually
had to discontinue going to school.
About this time I read the testi-
monial of a girl whose condition
was eimilar to mine, who had been
cured by Dr. Willlams' Pink Piils. I
Lthen decided to try these pills, and
have every reason to be gratified
that I did so, as they have com-
pletely restored my health, Every
one of the symptoms that had made
my Tfe so miserable have disappear-
ed, and I am now enjoying a8 good
heallh as any girl of my agecould
wish, and I shall always have =a
good word to say for Dr, Williams'
Pink Pills.”

Mise McLellan further stated that
while she was not desirous of pub-
licity in matters of this kind, she
nevertheless felt that her experl-
ence, Il known, might be the means
of bringing health to some other
sufferer, and it is this very pralse-
worthy motive that has induced her

“:k:r the above statement for
n.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills make rich,
red blood, and give tone to the
nerru;l It ;I‘b;uua of this hth:t
they ng t eyes, rosy chesks
and light footsteps to girls who
have been weary, ,]nle and listless
and had n to leel that life was
4 burden. Pale and anaemic girls
everywhere shounld give these pills
a fair trial, as they
restore health and strength. See
that the full name, “Dr. Williams’
Pink P for Pale People,” is on
'gra 4 around u:err box, &:hl::

a or sent postpaid a
50c. a box, or six boxes for $2.50.
by the Dr. Williams'

!ml .I.- Jm--l- L]
Nearly all the men and
The

apag smoke tobacco.
have pipes with longcr stems

i

the men and if one of them wishes
Lo show a gentleman a mark of fa-
vor she | her takes &

hand4 it bhim, and lets him smoke,
FRAIL LITTLE ONES,

Their Hold Upom Life 1s Slight, and

Mothers Have a Great Respon=-
siblifty,

Every baby—every little ond—pres

quires constant care and watchful-
ness, and when a trace of illncss i@
noticeable, the remedy should be
promptly applied. Tuie little ones
are frail. Their hold upon life ie
elight. The slightest &3 mptom of

trouble should be met by the proper
corrective medicine. Baby's Owa
Tablets have a record surpassing all
otiwr medicines for the cure of chil-
dren’s allmeats. ‘They are purely
vegelable and guarantes] to contaln
no oplate or polsonous drugs such
a8 form theo base of most so-called
“#oolhing” modicines, For sour
slomach, colic, simple fever, consti-
pation, all bowel troublss, the irpl-
tation accompanying the tutling of
teeth, slecplessness and slmilar
E¥mplome, these Tablets are withe
out am equal. They act directly
upon the organe which cause the
troubles, and geatly but elfectively,
remove the cause and bring back the
condition of perfect, hearty healthl
Every mother who has used theso
Tablets for her little ones pralses

Lhiem, which is the best evidence of

lheir great worth. Mrs. David Duf.
field, Ponsonby, Ont., Badvs: “Baby's
Own Tablets are a wonderful med] -
cine. I think they saved my baby's
life, and I greatly recommend
them to other mothers, Ask your
druggist for Baby's Own Tablets, It
he does not keep them, send O3
cents direct to us and we will for-

ward a box pre-paid. We have a

valuable little booklet opn the care
of children and hoaw to ireat their

minor allments, which wo will srend

Ireo of charge to any mother whao
aske for it. The Dr. Williams Medi-

cine Co., Brockville, Qat,

-
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d STORIES BY AN
0y OLD REPORTER

LTI IR IS i T TR

A New York reporter sent to
Mewark onece, went to a house bhe
should not have gone 0. mistaking'

it for ono farther up ilhe sireet,
where he was to interview, a pnan.
The man of the house vpened the
door, , .
“l amy a rpporter,” said the In-
terviewer, ,

The man pulled hior in almast by
main force. “For heaven's sake !
aaid he, "ho!v. do you reporters get
hold of things ‘before they hap-
pen

He led Wim into the parlor and
shut the door, “Now,” said hey “tell
me how you knew what I was go-
ing to do. I awear | have never
told a soul.” \ ) |

The reporter, equally amared,
gald he guessed therc was a mis-
take; he wam looking for so-and-se,
That night the man lorsowh
another eitizen for insulting his
wife, He must have thoughit the ree

Como 10 get the news ahead of

| 1ime,

'When 1 vt callow I was charged
with the task of exposing to the
public the overcrowding of the pub-
li¢ schools. I reached the [first
#ehool-house early in the moroing,
citered the assembly room of the
@irls’ department and ciplalned to
the lady principal that | was are-
porter, and desired to lovk throogh
the building. To my horror, she
lurned to, the pupils and sald :

“Young ladies, this gentleman 1s
the editor of the ——, who desir os
10 address you this morning.™ ;

There was no getting out of it,
It was fup, too—for tLe girls,

1

Kirk Munrc's experiencs must b~
told, aleo, even at the prisk of its hav=-
ing o burp upon it. He was green at
the business when e was sent to
report a religione revival ia young
Dr. Tyug'®s church. The pastor hap-
pened to be moving from person to
peréort  In the congregation, and
reached Munro just ns that Yyoung
man entored the door.

“My dear Dbrother,” #aid Tyug,
“are you a [ollower of Chrigt *"

“No," gaid Munro: *“I'm a -
portep,” g i

I got a new view of my eal
once when the city editor, My, %
gart, #ent me after something op
other on the cast side of town. I
foond my man and approached him
with i

“Are you Mr. Feldsticker 7™ '

“Yah,” he replied, .

“I am a reporter of the —" mald
I. I've been trylog ever sines to think
what he meant by his reply., Pep-
hape he did not understand me—op
else didn't know what ho was Bay-
ing. At any rate, whan 1 sald I wag
o reporter of the —, he replied In a
{al:lthu-ir tone, full of kindly &ympa~

y:

“Bo ? Veli, vell, you ean't help dot,™

A Kind overflow of kindness ; there
nre no facas trusr unnlﬁn- that
are 80 wasled. —Much Abont
Nothing, L L . :

ONTARIO ARCHIVES
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