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“But sarely,
do not nced to be told,” her lady-

sliip continues, with her insufferable
air ol superiority, “that we nous

aiires cannot in fact or feeling re-
cocnize the :

fons and daughters of
body peasant born or plebelan
born as our equals and mates, be

ever S0 worthy or estimable,
* oven attraetive.

UL course | only speak this as a

P rial estimate, and as having neo

particidar reference to Mr. George

Archer, for which there 18 no par-

cular reason, exeept to explain to

| 'I!-I-:.‘-'HT. child, the fine bat im-

LIE

barrier there is between
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Ihe Coming of Gillian:

A Pretty Irish Romance.
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mpy dearest child, you |

I
’.
|

care, after

all thosa years to |
et me at deflance openly |

Those Irish never heed what they
vow, or threaten, or promise, under
the inlluence of thelr emotions. “The
blind hysteries of the Celt,’ Tenny-
BONn may well say.”

And Gillian, treed from Lady Da-
mer's presence, and gladly left alone
with her thoughts and tender

malden reverles, thinks how she shall §

best phrase her persuasive words to
George when she sees him:; how she
will consider his se!f-respect and
Lady Damer*s long-continued sllzhts
and contumely, for it has been noth-
Ing less; how she wl! gently press

him to yleld for her sake, 1f all
other arguments [nil.

Al how he wiht yield, and how
he wiil enter Mount Ossory as an
honored guest at her solicitation.
How ehie will strive to reward him

| by esery means in her power, and

clags. You must under-

wnd it fully, Gillian, love, as You
w older and taka your proper '
| the world. We may admit
PrHoas into onr drawingraoms, |

to ait our tubles on esrtain
oas, put we never admit them

spow hjm what she thinks and feels
a1t lils concesslon,

How she wlll strive to make his
memory of this evening—his first
evening ng o guest of the host and
nostess—one of Lhe ]Jl-i‘.‘t-‘i:lllll'ﬂt of
Iy rmaT e i

She  will h'm marked

pav such

| delerence, extend to him sach mark-

| 1 [avor,

oilr lives to b our intlmates,
iriends, our lovers.

vever, Lillian, 13V e, | hlﬁtl':]'”.'-'
nis,” she says, with her swect-

i rFisiinge witie her rastling

[ Lteen dresa, and freah rib-
nd laees "L wishh to beo I

) to M. Archer, and

| has i s Eood
poor  lellow  possesses o

eaxl of “amour propre”—wlith
Elimmer of Eneer—""an |

i 1L ¥V & _'|1lI_ COsEIy=1a 0 I"'IJ. lL n"*l.“[l

But if you will second my in-

| they

ant, whilchh I will send him in a

y & Wil prevent my having to

a v¥erbal invitation, which he
it refuse, and so widen the breach |
tween us which, for Mr. Damer's !
Likes, 1 am anwilling to do.”

‘1 will ask him, or second your In-

agrecabl

“Eat you must sav everything kind |
and gracons in my name, dear pot,
and then there not much danger

f o refusal. You little innocent pet!™

be left at the inn “for Mr.
r ladyship says, tighten-
r those long, sharp,

Ll of hers,
Jove=sick
1l the swain's self-eon-
too much lor me, 1

lionn into i}

g devoted moase

gen=ation down herp ."-Fl'iﬂ"-'

vitation, as you call it,” Gillian!
pys, lndlstinctly ; “but you will not |
name me If he refuses it, will you?™
““do! Blame youn, dear child! Cep-
tainly not!™ her ladyship laaghs,
with o maternal caress of her thin,
long, white hand on Gillian's neck
and shoulders, which Gilllian un-
'-f-.'.'rut- fally shrinks from with a dis-|

S
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8 In & rapture of maternal ad-
Jo: ration “¥You don't Enow your own
power, very covidently, With =uch |

g, and sach litps, and sach a volee,
» man Llivine conlil resist yom, if
wwp to be wicked, cruel little
ingtead of o], tender,
wrted  littl: Gililan. Groi ] -
OW, O rather an ,
ny pet,” her ladyship con-
liiughing, an:l hurrying away
] had done yestepday
nl for much the same rea-
had almost gone too far
1 Gillian's feelings and
her priie,
bove ail things she s de-
vwolid hearing the avowal
(Gsillinn’s self-estecm and
Jove amnd honor for the man
her the one man on earth,
hir to maks at all hazards.
voir, dearest,” her ladyship
iril luttering away In
nornine robe of gray and
siateen, *I shail drive over
right, dearest, with
ongham andl plenty of wraps.”
I | her dainty little
vl whips up her chestnul
ivies through the vil-
y quickly, looking stralght
|
n aonece she has Il"lh'h'l"d. the
y n and the bridge beyond,
L h rroom back with o

“if |
devotion LD !

[rom—Irom

| castle

one can fail to
regarda him In respect
and esteem, thouzh they do not
krow what place he holds
“Lord of the pulse that is lord of her
breast.,” Not just yet perhaps
know. The secret which they
ehare either with otiher is theirs
alono ]:l‘r‘.lrl_r:-: for H ]

nanppy, blissful days. Has has
he wizghes it

Lhat no
see how ehe

gaid

| knows no other wish but hls,

And so,. through the sunny hours of
that golden autumn day, the girl sits
dreaminz of her happiness with word-
less thanksgiving to Heaven.

Andd the afternoon comes
=he |# ecounting the hours and
minutes auntil he comes. And the frag-
rance of the clematis, with Its
wreaths of preenish-white starry
bloom, floats in at the open window
into the ghaded, quiet room.

She lg quite alone, as Lyneh and
Nelly are [raternizing wonderlully in
pome remote part of the big barras.z-
cnstle. She 2 all alone with the Irig-

rant, subtle flower scent, and the goft |

hum of the hees, and the golden stlll-
ness of the afternocon—waiting until
he comes,

It seems to the fond little heart
that has glven Heell awav so ntterly
anil entirely as il these two blisslal
afternoona and the one evening con-
stitute a lifetime. She has not llved
in those former grayv, dull daye. Ehe
looks back on that pale, loveless, joy-
lesg  existence into the dim past
where It seem2 to have peceded, and

pitiee that poor, lonely, timid, un-
lovex], immhonored girl before the

glory and erown of her days had been
given to her.

She counts the hours and the
minutes, even the minates of this
happy, expectant waiting; she will
not leave this happiness again, per-
haps, for som= time. Her happy life
in the paradise of this gray old
will come to an end Lhis
evening. But other joys and hopes
will follow: other hours, and days,
and wpgeks, and months, and years,
{for those two whose hearls and
souls are wedled, whem heaven has
joined together, and whom, there-
fore, man cannot put asunder. And
then, as the clock strikes four and
the shadows are IrF'f,."inTLiJl;_".‘ ll]llEH*[lr-
en in the silent old room, whose
dark. heavy furniture and somber
fittinge framo the bright young
form with the virzinal robes, the
fair, pale face and starry eyes,
“Tdkr n prw-inua' wLONo,

Set in the heart of the carven

loom,"” J
there comes to the lenging eyes and
listening ears (he echo of she guick
gL ronge stepd througeh the silent
corridors, and the sight of the open-

beside. |

[ew |

to be 80, 8he of t“'lill'ﬁ”i tle poni, that the very lavishneas ol

slowly. |
the |

=
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“Ha with me, Glllian ?" he asks,
I"I'Il-p!rlha says, innocently. I
ove you gp."

And then he registers a passion-
ate, reckless vow that, come what
may, he will give her the happi-
ness her womanly heart yearns for
as a flower for the sunlight. That
he will take the happiness that her
sweet womanly love can give him

In his loneiy, loveless, barren life. !

They aro botb young, they both
mutually love; the happineas that
each can give the other Lhey will
take and possess. And he registers
the vow on the sweet, unsullied lips

that have never known a lover's
kiss but his.

CHAPTER XXIIL

“Aed you will come, Genrge?”
Gilllan repeats, for the fourth or
fifth time, and for the fourth or
[ifth time George answers her,
rather absently and reluctantly:
it‘:}'ea. Gillian, I will. As you wish

“I know. It is only for my sake
—a8 I wish it,” she answers, wist-
fully and gratefully. “You will ac-
cept  Lady Damer's invitation as
an overture of good will, for my
sake! I will try to reward you,
dear George."

And Gillian's love-lit eyes dwell
upon her lover's handsome face
with silent adoration, and her fin-
gers clasp still more tightly the big

brown ones she endeavors to en-
circle,

“But you must do FOmEe-
thing for me in return,” he gsays,

thoughtfully, taking her gratitude as
& matter of course, with maseculine
sell-possession. I  eannot forego
every prodpect of independence, Gli-
lian,” he says, almost sternly. “You
mu&t consent to let me go abroad for
this trip, at all events. My sell-res-
pect & in question, my dear girl, for—
il we are ever to be anything to each
other—I cannot propose mysell 1o
your father to become a peasioner on
hi# boanty.”™

She trembles, and presses closer to
Iii# side, every feellng but the mighty,
rellish passion of a woman’s [irst love
thrust into abeyance.

“To go away from ma ?" she whis-
pers. “For a Year or longer? Oh,
Greorge I

He, smiles, the least little bit of an
impatient smile, and lpooks down at
the delicate, flower-like face, with
ghiving eyes and crims=on lips,

| with rather amused surprise.

“Doas that seom too dreadiul 7" he
asks, rullling her solt, perflumed Lair
withh a lover'™ [reedom. “You dido't

| Enow there wa9e suelt o person as me

do |

| tread on [flowers, one cannot

—— e ——

| man me, and

i1 exXistienee sl weeks ago.”
“And now I feel as if I had never
livesd without you, ag [ I never could

=

=
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he says, tenderly, and the girl shiv-
ers a little, “I am leaving that be-
hind més in leaving you. Glllian, you
are not vexed with me, dear? You
cannot know what it is to feel as a
man does in my cramped position,
with never a chanca as other men
have I” and again his heart smites
him and his consclence reproaches
him. *“I never had amything to hope
for beyond the mere everyday wants
of my existence until I knew, the
day before yesterday, that you cared
for me,” he whispers, stooping down
to her.

But Gilllan pushes him away now,
1::i:*l*l:l:m a burning blush and guivering

pa, i .

“My darling,” he urges agaln,
“‘don’t be cold and unkind to me ! Re-
member, 1t 18 only because of the
great difference between us that I
speak so, beecause I can feel that you
have stooped to eare for a poor fel-
low who had nothing but his bare
hand to offer vou in return for your
love, and youth, and beauty, and
wealth"

He cannot let well enough alone,
like other foolish mortals. Havimg
tried to tear away the clinging ten-
drils that are wound around his
heart, and begun to succeed, he sud-
denly seeks to atone for his pain and
hers, and woos the tender growth
close to him once more.

““You speak so, when you know—you
know !" she says, hall audibly, turn-
ing to him, and still trying to keep
her face averted, “when you know
that If all the world were offered to
me on one slde and your ‘bare hand,’
a8 you say, on the other, I should
take that ag riches and honor beyond
all that earth covld give me without
you " bk,

“I believe you would ! he says, bit-
terly, blaming himsel!, and yet unable
to sfiut his heart against her. **Gll-
lian, my sweet little wife, I shall come
back to you true and laithful, my lit-
tle love, even il we part for a while,
perhaps only for a lfew months. 1
shall come back to you, you Kknow,
and then, if they do not persuade
You to forget me, and {f your fath-
er will not anathematize me for a
pennilees adventurer, we shall be
married.”

“But supposc
consent,” she

that papa will not
whispers. “"He does

 not eare very much for me, but he

R ==

live withoul yon any more!” she |
savs, pazelonately.
And George smiles again, rather

amused, llattered, and surprised.
Sie does not think, poor, fond lit-

ner love s making its preclonsness
less considerable in his eyes. 1 one
prize
them ns the one blossom which is
beyond reaeh, or perchance s in pos-
se#sion of another.

““I don’t ask you to live withouat
me, dear,” George says graciously ;

thinking that, at least, the rich
[ather will b> foread to own that

the lover's cause has no such pleader
as she, his only ehild; that he, the
lover, ean stand proudly aloof, cher-
ishing his sell-respeet, until the rich
man's pride gives way to his parent-
al love,

It is not & generons thought, but
1 nEan is never generons to the wo-
man who loves him with an avowed
passion and absolute devotion.

“I don't ask vou to live without
me,"” Lie continues, “only to part with
me for a while, until I have in some
degree struck out a career for my-
scll which I shall not b2 ashamed to
ask yvou to share. 1 ecannot consent

may not consent, you know."
“Then we shall marry when you
arn tweniy-one, my deareet,” George
Bays, very decldedly, "as I may then
b able to offer you a home, and
witld your own money, we can man-
age so that you will not feel the
great difference In your position.”
“Buti George, my money is—=—"" Gil-

lian eays suddenly, and then stops
a8 suddenly.
“Your money l# what ? he asks,

rather coldly.

Tl expression rather
him.

“Nothing—that ls—of course It s
mine,” Gillian eays, stammering., “It
i# mine—when I am twenty-one, ns
You know ™

“But—not before it 7" George asks,
quickly, from some intangible sug-
ge#ilon in her manner. *It does not
li:u:nﬁ to you wooner than that, does
.E-'J-‘i‘i-

“Oh, no! Not unless I were mar-
ried,” Glllian says, rabbling over her
worde in a most desperate haste,

grates on

and erimsoning to the tips of her
ecarsd as George laughs.
“Oh ! It comes to yon

aF BoON Aas You are married?” he
agks, In a meaning tone. “SHo il 1 were
to get a license, i forty-cight hours
1 should be possessor of twenty thou-
eand pounds ? Rather a temptation
that, for a fellow wao hasmn't fiity
pounds In the world! Would you
marry me in forty-eight hours, Glil-
lian, if—=I coax you ?"

And poor little Eve cereeps closer to

* her Adam, in perfect trust, and faith,

to live on yvour money, Gillian, though

it may help us to have a home much
sooaer than we otherwlise wounld;
but I cannot stay on here, relinguish-
ing every hope and endeavor — a
mean-spirited fortune-hunter, walt-
ing until you are old enough to defy
vour father and share your money
with me! You will not ask me to do
that "

“I will ask you nothing,” Gillian
gays, hskily, and drawing away [rom
him with a ecold, sickening sense of
disappointment and pain.

And George draws away alsc, rising
to his feet vexed, & ud Impatient,
with a man'® ecruel lack of compre-
henrlon.

“I mast be firm
think=s. I cannot

with her,” he
aliow her to un-
make me a dawdling,
dishonored fool! After all, it Is only
a little parting pain, and for a short
time. It would be nothing but un-

| manly weakness to let a little girl-

! he eays harrledly, his Leart

ine door, and the tall, stalwart
form, the fair head, and ardent |
El]ll-.. I':F-".:-u l:hl '||:.I..‘._.:|,-:1 ‘,r “‘:IP '."ill'll'l- !

ly desire, her sool's gladness.
The swift erimson tide of passion-

ate, speechless emotion, rushes to
her cheeks, and spreads over her
soft, white neck with its innocent,
babyish eurves, its rounded, wo-
manly loveliness. Sweet, quivering.
silent lips, and sweet ocyes of
shy rapture greet him as he
comes to her gide where sho

gsitg In her low chalr, and kneellng
down so that his falr. close-cropped
head I8 on a level with her dusky,
sliken locks, he gathers her—siepder

| slip of glrlhood as she is—so easily

into hils strong arms agalnst his
broad breast—sueh 2 noble, sturdy
bulwark for a weak little woman
against the waves of the rough ceean
of life '—and kisses her pure, loving

lips with a passion of tenderness that

' 18 strange to himsell.

“[ ean't help mysell ! I can’t deny
mysell this one taste of pleasure and
delight, even though I am trampling
on sell-respect and common Senss in

| yielding !” he whispers to himself. “I

ki Ired

can't disentangle himsell, |
can carry away with
enid of the earth with

free consent.
W[ter all " =l
o 4 in th» hot Anrust
Well, whiat if 1 did. Waat
to droad bat Harery Damer's
: - wasil't appall me,
ie t me, I know ;
14 what a violent-tempered,
manly brute he can
) , lar He swore n terrible
| remember, and Lady Damer |
' with a slight chill of |
' th= reins [all on
vs backs as they pace slowly

. ong ascents toward Mount
(3]

“He sald 1 should regret the hour
I was born and carse tho houar I was
erael enough to <do what I am golng
0 do. ‘*Yon remember what Samson |
<, n vy, e Bald,” shie multers;
try.ng to smile scorniully. * "He 'I'I-':Jil-l"'!!
the | e down on the heads of the
Philistines, as well as on himself.
That’'s what I'll do0." he sald: *‘if
ever you Jdare to try to punish the
innocent for the guilty, I'll pull the
house down on your head as well as
on my own. Your head will be in the

duost as well as mine—=I swear it.' Of | '
' : : i inncecent devotion !V

coursa he eoulkd mean nothing but an
empty threat,” °rhe
reassuringly, sitting more erect and
tourh!ng up the ponies into a brisk
trot. "How could any disgracelul rev-
elations of his early life affect my
position? Beskles he would not

| —

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY

B inins Tableta. All
I;i“ I:wnd L:-::E:r‘tl it faila to u.j:u.

E. W. Grove's siguature is on each

|
muiters agaln, |

can't reslst her—Heaven help me if 1
am a weak, selfish wretch—I can’t
resist her, and her love, and sweet-
ness, o™ Innocent tenderness, and

For the pure, fond lips have kissed

' him back again, and the dark eyes

-

glow with unspeakable love Into the
blue eyes which are looking down on
them : and the gentle head rests with
a sigh of happiness on his breast, and
one hot little white hand essays to
clasp the big, brown, muscular flngers
tightly. ot

“Dear George,” she whispers. “I am
“ hlm-." i

{ “The pay ie not

ish disappointmeat at the loss of a
lover's society, change all my pur-
poses.”

“1 really have a prospect of mak-
ing a earcer for myeell if I get In
with these people, and I had a most
kKind, encouragiug letter [rom my
friena Dalrov this very aflternoon,”
rather
emiting Llm as he sees how swilily all
brightness amd lavlness are gone

| froa the face and form that droops

vigibly, “He as gonl as cffers me the
poet of mineralugist and petrologist
to thi# Imipstrial Expadition, Gillian,™
= urges, coning closer to her again.
mueh, only two

| thou=and dollars [or the Year, and
lf‘xIH'I:‘:'F."'i o! course, but it may lead

lo something betler—Dalroy Bays
he s sure i will: SO B=
thing t1hat will glive me scope
for efforte of body and mind;

something to sntisfy my Intellect and
the longines of my heart,” hesnys,
his handsome, sun-browned face [lush-
ed with execitement; “something
better than vegetating all my l.]ai;h:H
here in this place as Mr. Damers
land steward, and the object of my
lady's gracious patronago!”

“Yes, 1 see,” Gilllan says, quietly.

And she does see and know the
truth, and it is like Iron entering
her soul, She possesses no influence
over him. Her influence, nor all
that her love ean cast into the bal-
ance, can welgh against one settled
purpose of his.

“I pee, Iunderstand. AndI would
not stand in the way of your success,
you know?®

She s very quiet and gentle, with
even o faint emile on the wistful
face. But the light is gone from
her eyes, and the music from her

volee. The “rift within the lute"
has come.
“Ag for the sucecss, my darling,”

Stops the Cough
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and reverential love,

“If 1 thought that papa would not
be very angry,’ she whispers, with
her arm around hls neck, “*George,
darling, you are my husband now in
the sglght of heaven, nre you not ?
You sald, I was your little wile IV

“Bo yon are! S0 I am!” George
says, rather madly, [eeling reckless.
“Don't tempt me, Gllllan! I might
play out the game ol a rascally ad-
venturer to the last degree! But |
wonlt ! I won't ! 1 won't do anything
wrong or ghamelual to win you, Let
me go now, dear ; I have been here
more than an hour, and I don’t want
to set Lady Damer's back up against
me for any trespangs on etiguette—
besides—it Is better I should go and
think over everylhing qguietly. Good-
bye, darling !"

1 ghall nct see you until to-mor-
row evening,” Glillan says, sorrows-
fully, elinging to him still, though she
keenly Teels that he s eager to go.

“No, not untll to-morrow evening,”
he gays, trying to say it cheerfally
and ecarelessly, and [eeling hall-
ashamed of himsell that “"lo-morrow
evening” eeems ofar ofl, across a
dim gulf of eeparation. "1 shall
think it all over, Gillian, and when
wa meet I wlill tell yon what I think
will be the best for us both. We
shall surely have a chance of o few
words togelther—shall we not I

“We may,” Gilllan =says In a
moarnfully low tone. “"Must you go
now, George 7"

“Yeg, dearest, I must," he says,
pressing one farewell kiss on  her
cheek. “No, Gillian, do not keep me,
dear ! You are templing me and try-
ing me too hard. I can decide on
n=thing but you while I stay{"

She laughe delightedly at this, as
a welecome evidence of a certain
power over him; but her yearolng
eves follow him sadly to the door.

Looking back he sees her standing
alone in her white dress in the
rloomy room, the familiar old room
which he le leaving as he is leaving
her ; and an ominous dreary sense
of desolation—ol cuatting himself
adrift from home and peace, and love
and Joy—an ominous chill of error, of
mistake. and loss creeps over his
epirit.

And she sees his hesitation, and his
backward, lingering look, and thinks
with desperate resolve and hope that
she may prevall even now, and rushes
to the door alter him.

“George! George!
me I she BAYS
Jieart beating madly, *“ Don't leave
me, George! My love—my husband—
anything but leave me! Take me
with yvoun, George !"” she mutters, hot
and cold by turns with shame, and
fear, and passionate hope, her words
almost choking her as she utters
them. * Take the money ; It will be
all yours themn, you know, and take
me with youl. "’ -

*Oh, Gillilan! Don‘'t! You ares driv-
Ing me mad !"” he says almost fiercely,
thrusting her back. " I can't marry
you and take you with me now! 1
can't take all from you and be able
to give you nothing In return! I

don't leave
wildly, har

i

1=

h..
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won't! There—you have mdnﬂm
e o

from a blow. Dumb, heart-broken,
ashamed, with great bright tears

falllng down like rain, she turns away
instantly, and goes over to the win-

m'l L.
. (To be continued.)

ST WESH PANGE

Many of Them Died Violent
Deaths.

THE- MURDER OF  OWEN,

[ Speaker.

Hitherto it has been taken for

anted that with the death of

rince Llewelyn and hls brother
David in 1282 the royal line of Wales
became extinet. Mr. Edward Owen,
of the ludia Office, has recently
proved in the “Transactions” of the
Cymmrodorion Bociety that this was
not &0, but that the last male des-
cendant of Llewelyn the Great only
died a century after. Llewelyn, the
last Prince, was survived by three
brothers. Owen, Lthe eldest, lived and
died an obscure country gentleman
in Carnarvonshire, and lelt no ls-
sue. The turbulent David, who had
been created an English barom, was
tried for high treason after Lle-
welyn'a death, and was hanged,
drawn and quartered. The younger,
Roderick, became a pensioner ol the
English King, married an English
heiress, and lived nnd died in England.
Hia only son, Thomas, succeeded 1o
two small egtates In England, and
omna manor in Wales, but lie was al-
wayd in want of money, and almost
all the traces left of him are con-
cerned with his dealings with money
lenders. He let, however, at' lhis
death in 13632 a son named Owen,
who rodeemed his Camily’s fame, who
became a hero of romance even in
the brightest age ol chivalry, amnd
whose tragic death was in L‘flpplng
with i1he unhappy traditions of his
ancient house.

Owen ap Thomas ap Roderick—as
he is. styled In the State papers—
soems to have been o generous,
high-spirited and fcarless lad, well
fitted for the task of restoring Lthe
fallen fortunes of Lis house and
raco. In early life he grew dissatis-
fied with his position as a needy
and suspected sojourner among

liis Heredlitary Foes.
He fil~n1 to the Court ol France,
where he was received with the hon-
ors due to the righiful Prince of
Wales. He fought against the Eng-
lish at Poictiors In 13536, and the
glamor of his hame drew many a
Welsiman away from the standard
of the Black Prince. On the econclu-
glon of peace between the English
and French, Yenain de Galles—as
“Owen of Wales” was called by his
new friends—became eaptain of
one of those free companies that
gpread terror throughout the mount-
aing of Switzerland and the plains
of Lombardy. When war broke out
arain between England and France,

the island from the English garri-
gon. e was, however, recalled to
fight the English in France and
Spain, and we [find him appearing
in DBrittany as an honored com-
rade-in-arme to the noblest knlght
of Christendom, Bertrand du Guesc-
lin, “and bore himsell so well,” says
the old chronicler, *that he was
greatly praised and well beloved
with the French King and with all
Lho h;l‘dﬁ,"

The pitiful story of P'rince Owren’s
death six years later is told with
simple pathos In the vivid pages of
Froissart, who was his contemporary,
aml perhaps an acquaintance. Owen
was nt the time laying slege to Mor-
tagne-sur-Glronde. * This Yuan of
Wales,” so runs the old chronicler’'s
gtory aa translated by Lord Deroers
in 1522, “hadde an usage beyng be-
fore Mortagne at the siege, that
gladly in the mornyng when he was
up and redy, he wolde come before
the castell, and sytte downe and

Owen returned once more and led |
the expedition in 1372 against
Guernsey, which all but ecaptured

Sneadont

Kembe His Heed

a good long epace, and syt and be-
holde the castell and the country
about, bgynge out of doute or feare
of any thynge.,” Now, “on a mornyng
betymes, wha' the wether was fayre
and cleare,” his body servant, John
Lamb, came to him as he was thus
sitting “on an olde stocks of wode.”
Lamb had been Prinee Owen's squire
for nearly a year, and had completely,
won his confidence. He had pretended
to bring Owen tidings of his beloved
Wales, where he sakl »ll men were
looking anxiously to Owen for de-
liverance from the English yoke.
Early this summer morning, “every,
man beynge In thelr lodgynges
aglepe,” Owen bade Lamb fetch his
comb. Lamb went into the tent, but
“the devyll entred into him, for be-
syda the combe, he brought with
hym a lytell Javelyne of Spayne with
a large head of steel, and with the
same strake this Yuan as he sate,
clene through' out the body, so it he
fell downe starke deed.” :

This was the end of Owen, the last
of the princely line of Wales, when
barely forty years oll, " slayne by
great unhap and treason,” His as-
gnegln fled for refuge to ithe castle,
where the English captain reluet-
antly afforded him protection. Mr.
Edward Owen has proved beyond
doubt from State papers preserved in
the Record Offler that the murder of
the gallant "Owen of Wales"” was
premeditated by the English King's
Council and deliberately planned by
the English officials at Dordeaunx.
The milscreant Lamb and his alders
were llberally rewarded by the Enge
ligh Government, and Lamb's receipt
for the price of blood is still among
our records.

QUEER IDEAS OF CURES.
The Virtue in tlu- I-i_m:r kie Bone of a
Leg of Mutton.

Modern wisdbm smiles at the supers
stitions charms our forefathers and
mothers useds to depend upon lo cure
their ills and them In
health .We are not all wise folk yet
by any means, but at least we do
not believe, as the Devon and Corn-
wall people wused to do, that the

I]]'l’.‘-l’ rve

i knuckle bone of a leg of muiton worn

around the neck ls suro cure flor
sciatiea, or that “blackheads” in the
face will dleappear immediately if the
alflicted individual creeps under an

| arched bramble branci.

A Somersetshire cure for consump=
tlon was to leand or carry the sul<
ferer through a [flock of sheep in
| the early morning, when they were
firet let out of the ficld. ©Some
mothers used to place consumptive

| children In cots In ithe centre of a
sheep fold, and there leave them

from 11.30 to 1 o'clocia in the moros-|

ing, believing that the malady would
! pass away before the rising of that
morn's sun. ' "
West of England folk say» that an
invalid, when going out for the first
walk during the convalescence, must
take care Lo go witly the sun, from
east to west, or west to east, U
alter sundown, otherwise a serioua
relapse cannot be avoided, i
In Eguth Walea, ns late as 15848, &
woman who had been bitten by a

| mad donkey was persuaded by her

neighbora to go and eat grass in the
nearest churchyard.—McColl's Mag-
agine, \

The fellow hwo talke abont hims
' eell 18 seldom an interesting convel-
sationalist.

MR. G.

good health ever since. The

few days ago.
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H. KENT.

The above is a likeness of Mr. G. H. Kent, 408 timour
street, Ottawa, taken from a recent photograph. Scven years
ago Mr. Kent was cured of Bright’s Disease of the Kidneys
in its last stages by Dodd’s Kidney Pills, and has enjoyed

full particulars of this remarks

able cure, as sworn to, were published in these columns &
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2sc Large Liquid and H:“

stores or by mail tor the price.  Sampis lor
HALL & RUCKEL, Montreal.

—

" ¥
|._rl

i

s




