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The Coming of Gillian:

original packet tea of Canada, and will doubtless
when others are forgotten. No tea possesses the

A Preity Irish Romance.
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8Bhe creeps close into the recess of
:-hiﬁ old window seat ag il for refuge,
th her poor little Lhelpless arm
:‘l:ltlﬂl; on the ledge and her other
nd coverlng her face. For one mo-
ﬂl:;t she has almost prevalled, for
po e moment he almost resolves to
v Fup everything for her dear sake.
pemtﬂrgiva e, my darling,” he says,
luvmeml;f. r}l_r dear litile girl who
We 50:. 1 deserve nothing at

i’::rl hands, Gillian, and you are
- ﬂlu:”kmhlueau, and love, and favors
L -

% o’
&::;E:t‘lfl'l-}ﬂlti.::f;.f h{.l. I:uj'd:' faintly;
foolieh, bl £y. now what a
g - p:nuutlnjrrtxiy girl 1 have
8 u‘ II:!H.I._"-' o mvore, and please
o By O think I:::.ull,;.r‘ul me, aond go
Cry ot to think badly of me, try
. VUTELYe me, my genervus darling.”
George urg. &, b ginlng t» determine
tllult o will give up all for her, and
make her happy. ,
“Yes, yea“
shrinking aAway still from him. "An<d
El'u~ ' Bo now. It w.ll bs best, as you
Bkl You—we huve had quite a long
Nete-n-tete, haven't wel Thias with
4 miserable little effort at eprigltli-
Iil*.‘-r-i. wille the tears are ropping
down ou the window Blil, and the
keen, burning pain in ler breast is
miking her fajnt and dizzy. *1 will
walehlh you <down the h il,” she says,
With her [ace pressed close to the
glass, '] can see almost down to the
“Zl.luﬂ". even now, [rom the window."
_UiVe me a kiss, and say you for-
Eive me, Gillian,” tles unreasonable
Ian urges. “Why, you are crying. 1
have made You cry. sllian, dearest, |
w:.ll_rutunu for It. I will do whatever
“No, nonsenge”™ gho interrupts,
Bharply and feverishly “It is nothing.
T‘tu- wlea of noticing a girl erying!
Why, very Uttle, the merest
trifle mikers mi: Cry Byt -

I

e says hurriedly, |

| pretijest

times when [ am not very well ! Shut |

up for a week without being able to

walk about, and Lady Damer keeping |

those rooms like a furnace, and keep-
ing me wrapped up like a mummy, or
a wax doll, makes me feel as Il 1
shonld cry twenty times a day! Say
good-bye, please, and go. It—Iit 13
rather too much for me. 1am not
(uite slrong, yovu see—="

The trewiing volece breaks down
piteousiy, and the trembling  hand
tries hurriedly to wipe away the
tears that pour down thy everted
[aoe,

“1 had better say good-bye now,
and go, though [ am leaviog her in
this way,” thinks again,
Btriving to make hiims=elf belleve he is
acting very prudently and properly,

And onece more he kisses the soft
f.!l.l.:t". the tear-wotb eyes, the lltll\'l‘fiTll.T
mouth, which doesa not dare to kiss
hilm back again,

And then he goes. Carrying away
one last memory of his girl-love ; the
slender, white-robed form, standing
alone, desolate anod golitary, In the
gloom ol the silent, dusky room.
Bllent and sorrowful, with her [fair
head bowed ln weeping by his unkind-
ness,

LitOrge

CHAPTER XXI1V.

But when the morrow comes, with
a lovely, silent August alternoon, one
of “August’s solt, shadowy days”
gt.dl apd worm, with tender, misty
sgunlight, aml th ripe breath of flow-
er? and frut, Gilllan hns almost [orp
gotten her griel amcd paln, and dis-
appointment of the evening before.

She @ golng to ser him agaln this
even.ng. That is bliss enough to make

all sorrows vanish lfor a time Bhe ! )
I golug to spenl a whole long -1..-. n- | laces peer out and trail softly with

ing—I[ive or six hours—in the sams
room wlth him, breathing the same
alr, Ustening to his volce, wateching
for Lils emile; even il the
smlle are for othors, there is delicht

specch and | e ,
¢ der, suppressed smiles. “Only rather

elsewhere, “And 1 trust you are en-
Joying yourself, my dear child, in the
healthful and pleasant retirement
of your cousin Lady Damer’'s Irish
recldence,” writes Mr. Deane, grand-
Hoquently,

He had taken good care to ad-
dress his daonghter’'s letter *incare
of Lady Damer,” very largely and
plainly written; and indeed has
made considerable capital out of
tho visit of his danghter to * the
splendid old place in Ireland,” and
to “her cousin, Lady Damer, sec-
ond daunghter of the Right Honor-
able Lord Annersley, Earl of Fer-
rard,” with which [aet such of his
republican friends as “dearly lovea
lord™ have been made thoroughly
acquainted,.

“For you must never forget, my
dear child,” writes Gilllan's loving
parent, somewhat [rrelevantly, asit
appears, “Lhat I always consider
above all things your welfare and
health and happinese, and desire to
promote them by every means In
my power.” Which mysterions and
hitherto unexampled statement reads
g0 gratefully to Gillian, that the
H}'If-tir{‘ﬁ*]\'vr reads between  the
lines of prophecy in letters of gold.

Then a new dress has come also
Lhis morning, ordered from London
for her by Lady Damer, who keeps
close to the latest Bond strect fash-
ions, for all her exile in the country
shie hates,

That her forefathers have drawn
rank and wealth from ite land for
Lthiree hundred years, does nol make
lier hate it less.

And the new dress is one of the
Gillian has ever seen
or worn ; and the Jittle
heart wunder the laced silken
bodice beats fast and heavily with
the rapture of the thought ol
whose eyes will look on her in her
beautiful new  dress, and per-
haps love her better than ever.

“ror 1 don’t think I look much the
worse for my lliness, except for my
arm being bandaged up in this
horrld way,” Gillian says, anxious-
Iy studying her appearance.

“No, indeed ; you look very pretty;
and with that loose sleeve and the
deep lace pleatings, your wounded

 arm only adds to the interest of

Your appearance,” Anne O'Nell re-
|l‘1ll"!", with that sort of hall-sar-
| easm,  half-sincerity in her voice

-

| T LE
f rrees at times,

which puzzles Gillian so often.
“You made that pretty sleeve for
me, Anne,” she says, puttinz up her

thand with a childish caress on Anne's
| cheek,

“It is so kind of you to take
such trouble aboat me.”

0, 1 am a good-natured sort of
Anne rejoins,
coolly, but drawing away quickly
from the gentle touch of the littie
white hand, and going down on
her knees to arrange the trailn of
Gillian's dress.

“There now, Miss Deane, that drap-
Ing is quite right now, and your
dress is charming.”

A eoft, happy [flush tingea the
girl's lily-pals cheeks as
sl looks at ithe refllection
of the stately, slender young [ig-
ure, with its long, trailing skirts of
Ivory-hued silk, lying on the crim-
BON carpet.

LThere are gleams of rich, ivory-
hued brocade here and there, and
plaitings of soft, ereamy laces drape
and cloud it everywhere; from the
dainty Dbodice and sleeves where
the deep falling lace hall covers the
white, silken sling, to the edgesof
the silken [flounces, where [lilmy

the trailing drapery.

“It looks very well,” Gilllan ad-

| mits, but faltering a little over her

mspeakable In bolng able to sit in |

his presence [istening and looking at
fuim.

Everytling 1s ful of brightness and
gladneas—alr, earth, sky ; things pre-
gent, past aml Mature: things seen
and unseen.

It &8 goxd to be allve In this sweet
gsummor: alr, with tho irl asant, falr
weorkl around one, and "Tho lizht
that never wnas 1t
flooling one’™s h-art with radianee.

All sorts of happy omens and possi-
bilitles have com: with thls happy
day.

It seems the falreat in her life to
Gilian, Mushed and excited with girl-
lsh vanity for the first time in her
e, as she stands anxiously study-
Ing her own appearance in the big

v 1y i “but Lady Damer sald the style |

words, her lips trembling into ten-

willte, and I oucht to have some
colors, oughtn't I 7

“It looks rather like a  bride's
dress, certainly,” Anne rejoins, dry-

suitedd you. You can have scarlet

| geraviums in your corsage, if you

" dislike e

m s or lamd,” |

pwing-glass in her own room at ¢

Mount Ossory.
For one thing. she has recelved

from her [ather by this morning®s |

post the most absolutely affection-
ate letter she has ever seen syritten
by the hand of her parenat, His

previous eplstles to her at any time |

of her existence do not amount, all
told, to more than five in number,
contalning one page and a quar-
ter In each.

This one actually
dearest daughter”—the superlative
degree does not seem to be abso-
lutely necessary, as Mr. eane

sgeosged but one *“dear danghter”
—and nearly covers four pages!

The letter scems written in  the
highest splrits, and Glllian's eplrits
rise proportionately high as she
reads it, and trles to make belleve
to herself that it is from pure
gympathy with “dear papa”™ and all
the delightful people he seems to
have plunged into at Saratoga and

Stops the Cough
and Works Off the Celd.
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begins, “My |

Jugzestiveness of a
white dress."

The sarcasm in the clear, cold
voice is broadly enough expreased
now, and the [lush on the hsiener's
ehecks deepens like the heart of a
T,

“Captain Lacy says vou look best
when you are clad Lke a lily,” Anne
adds deliberately. with a set smile
on her lips. “I heard him say so.”

“Oh, yes4 I know!" Gillian says,
impatiently, and slightingly. s
heard him say so too the other day,
Ehvn he called on m= at the Cas-

I.-.+II

it dellghte her to talk of herself
and “The Castle” thus famlliarly ; as
ol a dear old home where she had
lived lfor yeare.

“And talking of the Castle™
Anne goes on smoothly her black
brows elevated as she pins in a
eluster of red gernalums amongst the
#olt laces to judge of the effect.
“Gegrge Archer always eays he
loves to see a woman wearing flow-
ers, or with a spot of vivid color
about her. He i# rather artistic In
bi#t tasto.”

“Yes. I know.,"” Gilllian says, ling-
eringly, and hall whispering as if her
Volco falle her. And then she looks
down at the cluster of blossoms and
green leaves, and looks up at Anne
with lovely earmine clieeks, and
parted lips, and eyes dark with sud-

. den longing and shy delight.

“And—he I# coming here this even-
lnF to dinner, Anne—and—-—"'

‘I must certainly use another clus-
ter of geranlums better than these,”
Anne interrupts suddenly, in tones of
vexation. “I thought I had done

— e o

You are
qQuite too charming, dear child; and
You look so bright and weli! Ah,
what it is to be 1g, and have
health and spirits!” and her lady-
IIE]L;I‘M heavily. L

you going out, Lady Dam-
er 7" Gilllan asks, with some sur-
prise, glancing at her hat ard
mantle, and the long gloves she is
plngllﬂ]r l':rinttonlnl:.

“Yes, dear,” her ladyship eays,
with another eigh. “I am going out
to try If the air will do my head
good, or relieve this horrid depres-
sion on my epirits. It Is neuralgle,
I believe. So the doctors say. I
have tried tonics, and beef essence,
and port wine, and they have not
done me much good. I shall take
the ponies out for half an hour or
B80. I do want to feel a littla bright
and eociable this evening! Your
dress |s quite perfect, dearest, and
those flowers are Just the thing.
Make the spray a little longer,
Anne—don't you think so 7"

. “I think not,” Anne eays, gravely;
tut I phall be glad of a suggestion,
of course.”

“Well, you know I have always

faith in your taste, Anne,”
her ladyship BAY 8, sweaetly,
and then — with 0 gay

little laugh, touching Gilllan's dim-
pled ehin  with her finger tips—"I
suppose you think, you naughty little
pet, that there will be no resisting
You thig evening either ? and then
laughe agaln eoftly, with matronly
amusement, as ehe sees the flood of
color that dyes the white forelhead
and soft, falr throat alike.

But there I# far more eruel malice
than amusement in the baleful light
of her cold, merciless eyes as she
#es the girlish, shy pleasure in Gil-
Han's drooping face, and the glad lit-
tle smiles that quiver and come and
go about her lips as she evidently
read« the Innuendo in Lady Damer's
worde. She had told her yesterday
evening very quietly and composed-
1¥, in the dusk of the carriage go-
ing back to Mount Ossory, that Mr.
Arclier meant to accent her invita-
tioa with many thanks. He had agsur-
ed her he would be very pleased to
come to dinner at Mount Ossory.
s'tltll‘;rl her ladyship had laughed mer-
rily.

“l guessed how I should prevaill™
ehe says, gayly. “You little puss, to
pretend you thought he would re-
fuse you ! And now, my dearest child,”
her ladyship says, with her tone of
motherly pathos, “you must failth-
fully promise me Lfm.L you will lie
down and rest until it is quite time
to drees for dinner, and Anne will
Ftay with you and read to you, or
bring you your tea, or chat to you
—=wol't you, Anne ?—whilat [ am out.
You are getting well again,
darling, but you are not
quite we!l, you know,” she adds,
with effusive tenderness, kissing the
fair, happy young face. And never
once riemembers the cruel Kiss of
the traitor Judas.

- L] w L] L]

And hall an hour Iater she has
not returned from that short drive
[or the benefit of the fresh air of
which she has spoken, but aflter a
stay of a few minutes at Glenemal
Farm, where she has dismissad her
groom and the ponies, telling them
to wait for Lor at the Inn at Dar-
ragh, Lady Damer. in her cool dreass.
and large open parasol, is bravely
defying the hot, level alternoon
san ; and keeping in shade ns much
as she can, hurries swiftly down
the steep hillside road, and in about
another half noar or less is enter-
ing in at the high-walled court-
yard at Darragh Castle.

“Yis, me lndy! The masther Is in,
shure!" Nelly Hagarty says, amaz-
ed, but courtesying and smiling a
respectful welcome. “Will yeh step
in, me lady? I think the masther
i# goin' to dhress for dinner.”

“I will considerately snve my nump-
kin gentleman that troubie,” my
lady mutters, hall-andibly, whilst
ghe smiles graciously on poor Neliy
ushering her into the sitting-
room, where George is gitting in his
ghirt-sleeves smoking and thinking in
4 deep, pleasant reverie.

So deep, so pleasant, that he starts
up like 2 man out of a dream, star-
tled beyond measure at this unex-
peeted visit.

“Pray eit down. Pray do not let
mo disturb you so mueh,” she says,
with cold condesecension, glad to see
that he is at a disadvantage in his
embarrassment and surprise. “I have
only come for a few minues' pri-
vate and—serious—conversation with
yYou, Mr. Archer."

CHAPTER XXV,

That George s startled and tron-
bled by the totally unlooked-for hon-
or of o private visit from her lady-
ship i8 true enough; for ha has
soarcely had a glimpso of her, and
her stately figure, and her cold,
imperious smile, than he has a sud-
dea prevision of something of what
iIs coming. Haunghty displeasure,
haughty reproaches, icy pride, and
imperious commands, he foregees,and,
up in a passionate claim of the
fond, faithful heart he has won, on
In the same= instant, his hesrt leaps
the tender loyalty to which he knows
he ean trust.

“She shall not separate my darl-
ing and me, whatever she savs or

does |" he thinks with [fast-throb-
bing pulses,
But he recovers his eguanimity

much sooner than her ladyship either
wishes or expects. He puts his pipe
down, and puts on his coat coolly
enough, even beneath the contemptu-
ous glance of Lady Damer's haughty
eyes.

“1 suppose you can guess why I
have come ?” she says, briefly.

“I can guess, Lady Damer,” George
Bays, as coolly as ever; “but I would
rather you would kindly tell me the
object of your visit.”

A flash of the steel-colored eyes, ag
if to wither him for his presumption,
is all the reply her ladyship deigns for
a full minute; and then she draws
her lace-flounced mantle around her
with the alr of une assuming an offi-
clal robe of judicial dignity, and she

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY
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veing rise In his temples, and his
blue eyes flash on her =itk a pride
and temper as haughty as her own.

“I can answer your question hon-
orably but in one way,” he says,
confronting her with his handsome,

.honest face,

And a thrill, a whisper of min-
gled fear, and hate, and surprise, re-
peats itsell in the woman's cold and
pitiless breast.

“What a likeness! What a like-
ness | Any one could see it now ! Can
it be possible that the fool has be-
lieved all the lies, and shams, and
sentimental storles about his dead
mother and his lost father, all those
Years i

“But I beg you to believe, Lady
Damer,” he goes on sternly—almost
rebuking her, as she says to herself
scornfully—“that you are merely an-
ticipating what you would have
heard very shortly, as scon as I had
decided on other private aflairs ol
my own. If I had gone to Mount Os-
Bory to-night I should have seen
Gilllan Deana as her accepted lover.
I did not know"—ho adds coldly—
“that she had made any confidences
to your ladyship on the subject.”

“You pounted, then, on her keep-
ing thils affair a sceret from her
friends and guardians i her ladyship
asks, putting up her eye glass delib-
erately, looking George over as if
f.h“ can scarcely eredit her hearing.

I am sorry to think so.”

And she pauses lmpressively, and
George, flushing again at her tone
and manner, wonders vexedly at the
extreme haste which Gillian has
shown In shuring with others the
secret which they two have shared
together but three days.

“But I have no doubt that this 1s
some of my lady's doings also,” he
dﬂﬂldEH‘: “and my dear little girl was
l.u::-l:mt in truth and honor to speak
ount."”

* I should be sorry to think ro, Mr.
Archer,” Lady Damer resumes, In a
smoother manner, “because in the
appeal that I am golng to make I
have persuaded myself that I Lave
but to appeal to your sense of honor
a8 & man,"

George looks stralght at her lady-
ship's eyeglasses, but makes no reply
whatever. And &she sees she has
roused hls passion and pride too muech
to hope anything from temporizing ;
nevertheless, is willing to place one
last loophole before him.

“When you say you are Miss
Deane’'s lover, Mr, Archer, you mean,
I presume,” her ladyship says, with
her cold, col:d smile, “that you have
gone a Jittle further than other
yeung men In acknowledging the at-
tractions of so charming & Yyoung
lady, and have avowed your feelings
to ber ? And, however much I may
regret thisg I can scarcely feel very
much surprised,"” Lady Damer says,
coughlng, and making a dainty play
with her gossamer-like handkerchief,
“Apart from the laet of her wealth,
Miss Deane is a very sweet young
girl, Mr. Archer ; very innocent and
unworldly, and trustful, as of course
you know,"

The **of eouras” is an inso'ent taunt
in itself, but he resolves to pass it by
in tlienee, For Gillaln's sake to pass
IT by.

“For I can sec,” he says, Inwardly,
“ghe meags to try and iucense me,
and insuit me into saying or dolng
something that she can use agalost
me, But she shall not. She, at all
events, has neither right nor title
i*.:n ]:E-trt me and my little sweet-
ieart.”

“Why does your ladyship regret
the faet of my having fallen in love
with Gllllan Deane 2" he asks, qul-
etly ; but there is a certain light of
assurance In his bold blue eyes, a cer-
tain curve of an assured smile glim-
mering under his avburn moustache,
}ll:lt incenscs the Imperious woman
into vengelul anger.

“I regret it for your sake,” she
fays, curtly. “I am not surprised, as
I salkl before, but I am sorry. Not
that I think you deserve any par-
ticular plty,” she adds, more sharply,
as the restrailnt sh: is putting on
hersell beglng to chafe her. *“When
poople walk Into an error with wide-
open eyes, one can blame, but seldom
be sorry for them.”

"l am not sorry for mysell, cer-
tainly,” George says, in low, husky
tones, looking at the chair where
Itla little love had sat and he had
knelt beslde her With her gentle
head upon his breast.

He seems two hear the glad, soft
volce with its jnnocent, passionate
cry, "l am so happy. I love you e0,”
i-‘I_Ln-l to feel the kisses of her virgin
s,

“1 cannot but be very happy, very
prowl,” he says, falteringly, “that
though she i8 8> far above me in po-
gition, in every way, s has not let
that infiuence her true, generous
heart in the least. Bhe has given me
her love, and all I am eorry for, or
can be sorry for, is that she must
give me so much bsiles, whilst I ean
give her so little but my love in re-
torn.”

“Do you mean to say,” Lady Damer
asks, her cold, hard face growing
rigld with anger and deadly resolve,
“that you have been cruel enough,
and dishonorable enough to try and
win a conleasion ol love from an in-
nocent child of Mise Deane's ayge?
It cannot be possible.™

"It I8 quite possible, Lady Da-
mer,"” George retorts determinedly,
and rising to his feet. “‘Glilian Deane
I# my promised wife, with all the love
of her heart, of which I hope to be
worthy to the last day of my life I"

Lady Damr rises too, as if in uneon-
trollable agitation.

“Mr. Archer, you cannot be In ear-
nest | You cannot have done this
shameful and f%ishonorable thing!™
she exclaims, in tones which simulate

horrified unbelief, {
i (To be continned.)
A T.Ipi
Daughter—There will be llterary
people there.

Mother—Yes, and be on ycur guard
with them.
“But how shall I know them,
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GIMBLIG Y AICOLIER

A Presbyterian Preacher Lo-
cates the Responsibility.

LOSERS SENSELESS FOOLS,

—

Women and Children Are Left in
Destitution

——

BY VICTIMS OF THE VICE.

[Vancouver World.)

An immense congregatlon assembled
at St. Andrew’s Churclh 1o hear Rev.
Dr. McLaren preach on "Who is re-
sponsible for the prevalence of gam-_l
bling? By 7.20 o'clock every pew |
in the church was occupled and the
glde seats were rapidly [filling up.
When the doctor entered the pulpit |
hundrods were at the door uu;thlei
to obiain gpats. Finally chairs were |

brought from the scliool-room, giving
accolnmodatiod to a handred vr s0. |

The preacher wae sulfering Irom a
cold, and spoke with some dilficalty,
but his remarks were f[orcible, The
preacher announced his text, Jere-
miah v. 31: "“The prophet's prophesy
[alsely, and the priests bear rule by
thelr means, and my people love to
have it so."

Said the preacher: “In seeking to
determine who s reeponeible for the
prevalence of gambling In this city,
I suppose 1 may venture to take it
for granted that gambling has been
prevalent. Last Monday evening
some members of the City Councll ap-
peared to be In doubt about the
matter. I think 1 may safely nssngce
that their doubts have by this lime
been dispelled. In view of all that
has appeared in the public press dur-
ing the past week, I fancy that even
these guileless, unsuspecting suard-
lans of clviec morality will hardly ven-
ture to guestlon the statement that
gambling, iInstead of existing, iI at
all, only to a very slight degree and

in very secret places, has been car- |

riedd on to an alarming extent and
with «<lisgraceful, brazen-faced open-
I B8H,

“Therefore, since the practice of
ganmbling has undoubtedly been al-
lowed to assume alarming propor-
tions and work an Incalculable
amount of harm, and sinees, In the
judgment of the great majority of
the citizens It Is prejudicial alike to
the moral aml to the material In-
terests of the city, the guestion as
to wwho is responsible for ils preval-
ence hecomes a question of the very
gravest Importance. There are at
leagt [four classes of persons, who,
with varying degreea of guilt, must
shoulder the burden of thig tremen-
dous responsibility.

“I. I mention first, because I hold
them' to be primarily and most inex-
cusably responsible, the proprietors
of gambling dens, the men, who, for
the eake of ill-gotten galin, have
made broad and smeooth the road that
leada down to hell. Gambling, no
doubt, has existel to some cxtent
from the very beginning of the clty's
history ; but some hall dozen years
aga ithe proprietors of a well known
saloon inangurated the open carni-
val of gambling that with ocecasional
briel interruptions has held sway
ever since. For some time these men
enjoyed n practical monopoly of thelr
nefarious business ; but imitators and
competitors gradually appeared upon
the scene, as the unholy passion was
fostered in the minds of an increas-
ing number of citizens, untll, within
the last few months, we have had at
least six establishments where gamb-
ling has been going on in direet, |
amnd more or less open, defliance of
the eriminal eode of the Dominlon.

Here, at the bar of public opinioa,
I arraign the proprietors of these
establishments a8 the heartless
authors ol private suffering and pub-
lic disgrace. Before high heaven I
charge 1them with all the ghastly conme
sequences of their diabolical business
—disappointed hopes, blighted homes,
broken hearts, blasted characters
and ruined souls. For their own
eouls’ sack, I implore them to remem-
ber that this awlual charge prelerred
by a mighiler than any human volce,
they &hall have to {ace some day,
when they stand before the tribunal
of eternal justice.

2. I lay the responsibility for the
prevalence of gambling in the secoad
place, upon the shoulders of the
senseless fools who allow themselves
to be made dupes of, in order that all
the miscrable ers on about these
gambling establishments may make
a living and the proprietors a for-
tune., | gse this strong language
advisedly. I wabt every young man
who imagines ho can enrich himsell
at a gambling table to realize his

| “I have used Bahy's Own

crase stupldity. When the game |is
almost entirely a game of skill, what
folly it is for an amateur to try
conclusions withh a professional!l
And where the game s a mixed game
of chance and ekill, or ome in
which all is of chance and there 18
no skill Involved at all, surely the
very smallest particle of common
sepge would teach them that the
chances are all in favor of the house
and against the outside player. These
establishments are not equipped and

who run them are not philanthropists,
eager to afford some of thelr fellow
men an nity to make money,
quhl:lgt and easily. If they did not
pay, they were not sure to pay,
these Iniquitous dens would never be
kept open. Of course the house does
not always win, that would be almost
as great a calamity as being ocom-
pelled to take equal chances with tha
mﬂ for It would mean that the
ess would entirely cease. Kee
ers of gaming houses can nccent thelr
losses with the utmost equanimity,
because it s a mathematical cer-
talnty that in the leng run they will
gain far more than they lose, Could
any language be too siroug to de-
ecribe the mneatiate folly of those
who risk their prospects of honor and
usefulness and even the Interests of
their Immortal souls on the bare
chanees of thelr belag the one out ot
a hundred that may galn a tempor-
ary advantage ?

“But in pointing out the =esponsie
bllity for the prevalence of gambling
of those who patronize these gamb-
ling dene, I want to emphasize not
only their colossal stupidity, but
also their heartless cruelty. ‘They
know that they are inflicting the
keenest anguish upon those who
love them—darkening all the young
liveda of their innocent jittle echild-

| ren, and crushing out all joy and

hope from the hearts of the womek
they have vowed before God to love,
honor or cherish; or bowing a fath-
er's head la shame and breaking =
mother's heart with griel.

“When I think of all that I have

| epeh and heard daring the last few

yoars of the results of this nccursed
vice—the young wife, who had been
brought up in a homos of luxury.
loft alone for three or four dayws
at a time, and once at least without
evenl a crust of bread in the house,
while her husband was squandering
his money in one of these dens of
infamy—the fathers who have told
me of how, night after night, they
have walited in agony for Lhelr sons’
relurn from the gaming tableas,
where Lhey were gpending money,
that was not their own—ihe heart
breaking letters I  have received
from the east and from the old
country pleading for some word of
good cheer regarding sons or bro-
thers who were sluply golog
to the devil as fasc HH
thelr folly could carry them In the
Savoy or Balmoral, or some place of
similar character—when 1 think of all
thie, It seems Lo me Lthat no remorsa
that earth or hell ean have in store
would be too keen for the senselesa
stupidity and the heartless cruelty
that have Inflicted such sulfering upon
the innveent, and that no punishment
that human law ean inflict would ba
too @evere [or the vultures In human
form who fatien, not merely upon
the moral and spiritual degradation
of their miserable vietims, but also
upon the very life's blood of their vie-
tima&' relatives and [riends,

“3. I lay the responsibility for the
prevalence of gambling thirdly at the
door of the clvic anthoritics. How
that rosponsibility is to be appor-
tioned, ns between the Chief of
Police, the Police Commlittee, the
City Couneil and the Mayor, it is not
for me to determine, This mueh, how-
ever, I am bound to say—the provi-
#ions of the Criminal Code are so ex-
plicit, the prima facie evidence of
guilt #o easily obtalned, the kind of
gambling that has been earried on so
undeniably an infraetion of the code,
and the gambling places so well
known that not one of those estab-
lshments would have dared to keep
open for a single day if it had been
known that the law was renlly golng
to be enforeed and the full penalty
for ita vlolation Inflieted™

BABY’S HEALTH.

The Teething Perlod Dangerons (o
Little Ones and Very Trylang to
Mothers.

What mother does not look for-
ward with dread to the time when
baby shall be teething ? At that

time baby Is restless, feverish and
irritable, and [requenily there is
some disorder of the bowels and
stomach. The poor little euflerer is
flghting one of his first battles In
this old world of pain, and if not ald-
ed in his fight may be overcome.
Every wise moither helps the little
sufferer as much as she can, and the
mothers who have been most success-
ful in this respect have found that
Baby's Own Tablets give Jjust such
asslgtance as the Jittle one needs,
Mrs. W. J. Wright, Brockviile, saye:
Tablote
quite frecuently, and am much pleas-

! ed with them. I find them especlally

satislactory during baby's lirst year,
I have wsed them in' teething, In
vomiting, in eolle, in Indigesilon, and
in the disorders of tha sitomach and
bowels usually accompanied by rest-
lesgness and fever. The action of
the Tablets has always been all that
could be desiredl”

Baby's Own Tablets are a sweet,
pleasant little lozenge that all echil-
dren will take readily. They can be
crushed or dissolvel in water and
administered with safety to even the
yvoungest infant, Guaranteed to con-
taln no oplate or any ol the poison-
ous stufls that make the so-called
soothing medlcines dangerons to Iit-
tle owes. If you do not find Baby's
Own Tablets at your dragglst's,
gsend 25 cents to the Dr. Wiliamas
Medicine Co., Brockvile, Ont,, and &
box will be sent you by mall poste
pald. |

Nell-Young Mr. Sapphedde has galte
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