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F;le Coming of Gillian:

£ A Pretty Irish Romance.
I 'W*mtmmﬂmj

And he gees that Lad
¥ Dame
secretly startleq and rinnl::”
ceptibly at his words,

“Now, 1 wonder Goes she imagine

I8
per-

terpret for me™ |
fully. “Does HJ.'I.FT e
dear lttle girl
my wile—my little wile : He

her forever, loving Httlll} I::;EP-—-I:II:::
ehe think we had no confidences to-
gether, or had not tried to ph{n out
our future together ? You're Just

about too clever by half, my la

I s
Alow] he says, moving to the d‘i.:;:r;-.

determined to leave the
lm!l'l;lrshilp will not Imrél “r:mm i
“1 will write two lettop:

Damer, one to her and nm*i‘tnLuI;E
late employer, alleging certain rea-
80ns for my sudden departure. Whe-
ther those reasons will be credited
or whether others, false or 1rue-
will be alleged, | cannot of r-.nurm;
undertake to say. TIhe letters will
be delivered by hand, and 1 shall
walt the return of my messenger to

£l ﬂﬂﬂ!’ll*
magine that the

krow if they have heepn duly re- |

1:;-!1.11!, and then—I shall go ™
She smiles bitterly as she reads

who ecalled herself

the suggestion in his precautions, |

and thinks how very easlly she
a4l repay him tenfold for the eov-
ert Insult,

“Well, then, nothing remalns for

moe but to say good-bye to you," |

:-]_:“ =4)8, extending her hand gra-
cionsly, “And to wish you
perity and good fortune
yYou gn™

Grorge refuges to see the ont-
sireteched hand In its gracious cnn-
deseopsjon,

‘I[_- bows to her very respectfully.

Gocd-bye, Lady Damer,” he

wherever

pros- |

figure do look, even in the inartis

]HL'. masculine evening dress, her

l:’:rm'—hﬂll'llf Gillian!—ean gaze on

“In gloss of satin and shimmer of
pearls,”

;mrﬁtrlt:tad and at leisure, through
t:l;m happy hours, when he may sit
lde her as an honored guest,

And she is thisking of him, deep In
i reverie of tendep imaginings, when
she hears a man's footstep crossing
Hiuﬂ marble-paved hall without, and

lian's red-rose cheeks, and atten-
tion conecentrated on “Maund,” are
quite hypeoeritical fnough without
her shrinking behind the red sllk cur-
talns which are within the white
lace ones, and remuilning there sta-
tae-like, with a wild-beating heart
and glowing checks, and lips trem!ling
inte smiles, until the curtaine are
#oltly parted, and she sees—Bigham
Lacy looking in at her!

His vanity cannot but be offended
at her start of surprise and displeas-
ure, at the sudden cioud of disappoint-
ment that shadows all her [falr,
ingenuous face, r~

*You lightened me !" Gillian BENYS,
pettishly, her brows contracting in
a frown of coldness at the gaze of
exXtreme admiration which is in Capt.
Lacy's eves. “ You are early, too! I
Ot dressed early so that Icould rest
h.nt‘urn dinner, but Tam really more
tired than if Thad dressed and come
down in a hurry.”

"You must not stand if you feel
tired,” he urges tenderly—or rather
a8 the French word far more aptly
exXpresses it, with empressement in
hls tone—as he assidoously draws

| back the cartalns, roils an easy chalr

enys, and he wanlks belore lLier to!

the hall-deor, opens it for her, and
bows ogaln in wordless sllence, and
shuts it behind her as she hurries
out of the little Tlower garden.
eavage, rwde, boorish creature™
she pants, angrily; but still uoy-
ant in her excitement as she hur-

ries down the hill and reaches the |

willing ponles and phaeton. “Buat
still it Is done ™

And oo f;qurgp.' left filone in the
home whieh i= his Iy longer,
left alone with his life in ruins about
dm, his name am! honor all brand
&l and defaced with the mire of
shame, he may well repeat the sel
Nah woman's
MEy.

As he hurries to and fro in  his
preparations, packing up his eclothes
anl! the books, sclentifie instruments
and the few little articles of luxury
ani reflinement that have been the
few modest extravazances of is hon-
est, stanless life, he catches sicht
f his own face in the glass two or
times.

He avoids the sight of it, and yet
cannot help seelng it, and watching
for those passing glimpses of it.

He does not dare to go near the
glass, vet that reflected face has for
hm a sort of repugnant fascination.

Untll at lasg he can resist no
longer, and goesa over to the glass
on the totlet table.

And then he sees In his own pallid,
hargard face—suare enough, plaln
emoneh—the Hkeness.

o looks at It untll it hall maddens
Mm. and with hils elinched flst he
etrikes Qi3 own white brow under
the ecrisp, wavy, brizht hair and a
great mark starts up and mars its
whlteness,

That's It—that's It I've the
brand there, sure enough,” he Bays,

hing his teeth, “the ‘bar sin-
r a8 long ag I Lve.”

Amndl the next moment In his frenzy
] gtrite= at the tollet mirror [t-

i[—an bdll-fashioned glass on a
ind it fa'ls backward with a
aml eplinters of breaking

L1y s

Bt o el
ELianN]

Aindd then hiz impotent misery and
rage rive way to an man's heart-
viinr tears, andl the poor fellow
ow <« himself down aeross his bed,
obs aloud in the anguish of his

CHAPTER XAVII

1 has ecome down-stalrs to
the drowing-room very early on this
Inr. ready dresse:d [or dinnerin
. utiful new dress, with its
riiilinge =llk and tealling laces
of lvory white. With her fresh
[low re, bwoking Hke living Jewels
[ ruby and cmerald agninst the liv-

vet of her White bosom.

near her, and takes the book from
her hand as she drons it heedlessly.

“Have you been reading ‘Maud
he inquires.

“Yes, of ecourse, as vou saw the
book open In my hand,” Gilllan says,
smiling, but eross. “Are you poing
to read ‘Mand' now 2

“If you like. May I read to you?™
he inguires, deferentially.

“If you eare to trouble yoursell,”
rhe savs, almost nneraciously, dis-

cappointment I® so wringing the girl-

exclamation of sell- |

b e — —

- ————

ishl heart. “I am afrald I shall he a
#lupid listener. I feel quite tired,
and as If T should liks to go asleep.
How many hounrs must we walt be-
fore it Is dinner-time ™

“You are not usually so impatient,”
he gays, with a smile and an under-
tone of meaning.

“No, not usually. I am this even-

ing at him.

“I wish T were a guest coming
from a distanece, Gillian.” he snys, in
a low tone, earessing his long, care-
[ully-curled moustache with his de-
licate lingers. “I might flatter my-
#ell then—however falsely—tihat you
were impatient to see me.™

Gilllan eolors hotly. A blush of an-
ger and aversion he knows it s,
caufed by those words, the boldest he
has ever spoken to her.

* Well, you have not come from a
distanes, so0 you ecan't flatter your-
gell,”" she says briefly, looking AWAY
with a slight impatient gesture,

‘Mo, Tean't flattor mysell that T |

am anything but Monziear de Trop.
unhapplly for me,” he says, slowly and

' distinetly.,

*What do you mean ?* Gilllian de-
mands, sharply, and fushing agaln,

‘Or might have been I nother
guest were as early an arrival as my-
gelf,” he says quietly, with his eyes
fixed on her face.

He sees her winee and iremble In
sudden girlish shame and embarrass-
ment that her thoughts and hopes
have been so early discovered, and
he sighs with affected despair and
averts his head in affected delicacy,
whilst he is secretly gratified.

“A Roland for an Oliver, madsm-
oigelle,” he thinks.
humiliation for you by and by In re-
tarn for your missish slirhts bestowed
on me in your devotion to Red
Grorge "'

*Here are the Dunlavin people !
he remarks presently, in a tone of

' frank cheerfulness, as much as to say

For hie will sarelv bha l‘:J.:'L'.' thia

Il h first happy evening,
wh they are to mret as avowed
frien nd seeret lovers: and she
mn nrot for the world miss the

of that meeting alone, per-

Chance a few short minotes ln—
The dellght of happy langhter,
The delight of low replies."

Minute after minute passes, and the
fmn sinks lower, and the shadowas
deepen, and she watehes from the
windows and listens at the door,
with expectant eyes and throbblng
heart, for—him who eomes not.

She has a book In her hand—Tenny-
eon’s “"Mand"—as a pretext of em-
plovment if any one enter and sur-
prise her watching at the window
or loitering near the door, and she
thinks as she reads the briel, sweet,
gad story, how much happler is she
than ill-starred Maud. whose lover
could only venture into the rose-

the dinner party was over—
“And render
All homage to hle own darling,
Queen Maud in  all her splendor.”
Her lover — blune-eyed, stalwart,
falr-haired George. hoandsome and
knightly as all men of his type and

he has eflectnally smothered his feel-
Imgs—"8ir James Damer and an
ingtalment of his olive branches! I
belleve we are to be [avored with

| pened 1o

ing.” Gilllan answers, steadily look- | Ll Lhe eause. I

lle, and Mr.

“It 18 0odd, George 18 always so

rm;’:r. Damer persists, star-

‘Perhaps he has forgotten the in-
vitation altogether,” Glllian re-
torte, more coldly and flippantly, and
rising to greet the Misses Damer
with smiling cordiality.

And then the rest of the guests

arrive, and the hostess, smiling, grac-
lous, and elegant, enters; but the
one Gilllan walits for comes not.
e made upon his ab-
sence, and glances are directed at
Gilllan—Mr. Damer's glances oftenest
of all

Lady Damer says, smlilingly, that
the absentee must have “[ive min-
utes’ grace,” and her husband smiles,
surprised and grateful to her for her
consideration. But the five minutes
elapse, and dinner is announced.

“It won't do to keep Sir James
walting,” Lady Danrer says, sotto
voce, to her husband.

“No — no, it won't, my dear,”
Mr. Damer agrees, with
another thrill of grateful SUrprise,
“He js sure to come as soon as we
51;« down.

jutl dinner is sorved, and progressed
and [linishes, but Geroge ﬁrtﬁgr dora
not come, and the dajnty dishes and
sparkling wines are as Dead Sea
fruit—dust and ashes of bitterness—
to poour little Gilllan. As for Mr. Da-
mer, he is searcely less miserable,
angered and perplexed, and the din-
ner would b2 a gloomy fallure in a
social puint of view, but for the un-
ceasing efforts of Lady Damer and
Captain Lacy, who kept the ball of
conversation going, and scem to out-
vie each other in galety and cour-
tesy toward the other guests.

But as soon as the ladies have left
the room, Mr. Damer can restrain
bis impatience no longer. He tears
a leal out of his pocket-book, writes
a few lines on it in pencil, and going
out of the room, desires the footman
to send a lad from the stable-yard
to him.

‘But I'll jost tell Jeannette,” he
thinks, as he waits in the hall for
his messenger. “She has b2en  un-
common good-natured about all this.™

And he sends a message into the
drawing-room, and her ladyship, like
a loving and obedient wife, comes
instantly at his summons wilth a
Emile.

“What s It, Harry? she savs,
pPleasantly, addressing him as she
nsed to do twenty-six years ago.
“Has Mr. Archer come ?"

“No, Jeannette, he hasn't come,”
he says with anxious, inquiring eves.
“Something must be  wronoc—some-
thing must be very wrong, or he
wouldn’t have stayed away with-

'

\

|

out a message ! 50 I'm going to send |

Jack Toole over with a line to ask
him what Is the matter. Eh ? what
do you think? Something must have
happened.”

Her ladyship gazes at the door and
hesitates.

“Yes, rfomeihing has eertainly hap-
detaln him.," she sayvs,
slowly, a® I reluctant to speak.

"That s, unless he really made up |

his mind at the last minute that he
would not eome. 1
wrong —but 1

notieed her face before dinner, when

 we were all wondering why he had

not come.”

“By Jove! I remember,” Mr. Damer
sayvs, growlng pale witn anger, and
muttering some bitter words be-
tween his teeth. “I suppose the proud
little minx has taken it Into her
head that George was in love with
her, and has snubbed him.*

1 really faney so0," Lady Damer
admits thoughtially. “In fact, I think
from what I gathered this after-
noon from her words and manner,

and from other reasons., that
eorge Archer went  so far
s to confess his [eelings to her,

and even perhaps propose to her.
When it came to the test, T be-
lieve Gilllan drew back from the lit-
tle game of flirtation I fear she has
been playing,” Lady Damer EAYS,
with a virtuouns-matron air: “for I
tio not belleve for o moment that she
had any serious feellnes for him, or
that she ever dreamed of marrying a
m:an in his rank of life, any more
than her purse-proud father would
allow hor to dream of it.  And I it
has been as T imagine, Mr. Archer

| woull paturally resent her conduect

A stine of |

' talnly,”

deeply.”
“But why didn't he sexd an apol-
DEY, In any ecase?' repeats Mr. Da-

[aney—I may be |
fancy Gillian Deane |
Lthought so direetiv I |

yo

to t
S’ Sivoctte
ber with
Lacy and

good humor—that is to say, he

three d lese gruff and surly
the ; and when Lady Damer
rlees, she b-e“[ll-hlm to her
companion, G‘EEHI. in her place;
and, as Anne is a first-rate player,

Sir James graciously consents. And
then Lady Damer glides over to
Gillian, who, very white and wan,
looks up at her with a faint smile,
glad to be relieved even moment-
arily from the torture she is under-
golng of questioning, and cross-ques-
tioning, and gay, girlish bandinage
from that gay, girlish creature, Miss
Theresa Damer, on the subject of
her aceident, and her feelings on that
occasion, and what she sald, and did,
and thought, and what every one
else sald, and did, and thought, and
on the romantic episode of her stay
in Darragh Castle,

“My darling child, T am afrald you
are a little exhauwsted,” Lady Damer
&ays, solicitously. “*You must have a
glnss of wine, . You are far from
#trong yet, you see.”

Glilian refuses the wine, but thanks
her wearily.

“And If you will excuse me,” she
whispers, “I think I wiil soom go up
to my roomy I feal o little faint. No,
not jJuet yet,” with a pitiful little
glance toward the door, “in about
hall an hour or so.,”

“Just as you please, dear,” Lady
Damer says sweetly, longing indeed
herself most inteasely for the sus-
pense to be all over and the results
of her strategy known to her beyond
o doubt,

F'ive minutes later, just as the clock
l# striking nine, she repeats her wish
more lervently, as she sees Lthe door
open and her husband comes into the
room. Hep first glanee at' him makes
her heart bound with terror.

His handsome, florid, genial face,
under the thin, graying falr hair, is
ashy pale ; the musecles are rigid, and

le eyes are filled with a lurid light
of suppressed fury and excitemsant,

“What hns he heard?"” she thinks;
her courage failing, and fairly shrink-
ing from hls sight, though he does
not appear to notice her or any
one in the room, and has thrown
himself heavily into a chair, and
i staring at the floor without
spraking.

Several minutes pass by, and he
remains without stirring, like n
man asleep or paralyzed, and Lady
Damer sees that she must arouse
him. Already ‘Theresa’s Inquisitive
eyes are glancing ceaselessly at him
with a somewhat malicious smile,
anrd poor Giiiian, who has watched
his entry into the room, with a
keener pang of *“sickness of hope
deferred” thrilling through her
trembling heart than any she has
felt vet, nerves herself desperately
and moves nearer to Lady Damer,

“Have you had no message yet
from Mpr. Archer, Lady Damer?"
she whispers.

“No, my deay. 1 have had no mes-
gage from him,” Lady Damer says,
very deliberately, with her wpierc-
ing glance and her cold smile; but
vhus impelled to aetion, she rises up
and goes toward her husband.

“And=good heavers! he has been
drinking,” she says (o herself, with
a fresh thrill of dismay. “This even-
ing will end in an open scandal,
after all my care.”

“Is anything wrong ?" she says, In

chiarp, sibilant under-tones. *“Every
one in the room is asking what is
the matter, from your appear-
| ance," )

=

|
|

—— e

Her hueband looks up at her with
n half-blinded glanee of rage, and
ithe blood rashes darkly to his [ace.

“Nothing is the matter, my lady,”
he says, fiercely and thickly, “noth-
ing at all, but devilish insolence and
ingratitude ! I'mm not accountable for
my looks to you or to any one! And
I won't ba! Nor my words nor my
deeds either.”

And just as he has entered, ab-
ruptly and excitedly, he rises and
tramps out of the room, leaving
every one staring.

And Lady Damer moves softly
across the roomy to the card table,
her long, silken train making an
andible “fron-frou™ on the carpet in
the sudden silence, and with her
calmest emile lays her long  white
fingers on her nephew's shonlder.

“Bingham, dear, I am aflraild your

| Uaele Harry is vexed or upset abont

mer, bewlldered and pale with anger |

6Lill.  %Nothing can excuse his
omitting that."
“It was not courteous to me, cer-

Lady Damer replies, with

, Eentle dignity. “But if you are un-
| BiEyY, ¥ou had better send a note

Lo Darragh, and see what 1sreally

 Lthe mattep”

the soclety of the two elder young |

ladles to-night, and their nartistic
dresses, And bhere Is little Patterson
and Dr. Coghlan and somebody else
coming in through the shrubbery.”

“Dut nothing ecourd excuse his not
Bending o word of apology !" Mr.
I".'LLIIIF"I' reiterates, his hot temper
rising into rage against George al-
most as much as against Glilian.
“And il the ecold-hearted, purse-
girl has really treated the boy so,

I will never gpeak a single word to
' her again,” he declarss within hln-

He sees her face pale and her eyes |

burn like star®? as ghe glances at the
door.

He s Iate. #le 158 late. He has not |

longed to see her, and counted the |

hours and the minutes until they
could meet, as she has; bat he s com-
ing nov—the light ol her eyes loril
of her heart—he i2 coming at last.

“Poor little soul.” Brigham Lacy
says to himsell, with a stirring of
halfl seornful, half pitiful fecling. “I'll
not torture her, at all events. My
gooid aunt can play the role if she
likes"™

“Oh, It is Mr. Damer,” he says

' and the next minute Mr. Damer and

|

garden to see her late at night when | young [ellows, aren’t you?"

' quires, with grull pleasantry. “Two
' of 'em to let you tumble ofl a jaunt-

his cousin, Sir James, enter the room
together.

“Here f8 our little invalld,” Mr.
Damer says, radiantly, as Sir James,
surlier and more apoplectic looking
than usaal, shakes hands with Gil
lan.

‘You're going to disecard thoss two
he in-

. T ———— —
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self, furlously; and then in a fever |
| of lmpatlence he sends the lad with

the note to Darragh, with orders to
“run every step of the way."

o has shown his wife the note as
she stands boside him, and Lady
Damer has glaneed over the serawled
linew as if earelessly,

“Dear George,~What on earth's
the matter that vou've never turned
up nor sent a word of explanation ?
Yours, “H. Damer.”

And she returns to her guests to
await the answer without much fear
of its altering the issua of the game
ghe is playing,

She knows that it is “checkmate”
to her antagonlst,

CHAPTER XXVIIL

When Lady Damer peturne to the
drawing-room, illss Damer—Cynthia
Damer, a malden over whose head
thirty-nine winters and forty sum-
mers have pasgsed, is performing a se-
leetivn from *“Tannhauser” on the
grand planoforte : and, a8 Is usnally
the case when “good”™ musie is played
with great enthusiasm by the aptlst,
the audience have retired Into
remote corners, and are gladly
using the harmonlous noise as a
cover for gossip or flirtation.
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something.” she says, in her sweet-
est, most regretful tones. “He is so
excitable, yon know, and does worry
himsell 5o over trifles! May I take
Your cards, dear ™

“Certainly, Aunt Jeannette, and
I'Il just go and sea if I ean do any-
thing to appease Uncle Harry,"
Laey answers, with smiling readi-
nees. “I thought he seemed con-
siderably ruffled.”

“Somebody has vexed him, I am
afraid,"” Lady Damer says, with a
sigh and a plaintive smile around
the whist table. “Some sepvant, or
tenant, or some one. And Harry,
unfortunately, does not control his
temper. It is very soon over, that
is one comfort,” with another plain-
tive little smile. “What are trumps,
S Jomes 7

“*And I never saw, sir,” Bir James
gays afterward, in telling the
story, “any woman bechave better
in a thing of the kind. Harry had
been drinking on the sly, and was
‘half-seas over’ when he came into
the drawing-room; bat she turned
it off capitally.”

But in spite of her cleverness, and
her whist-playing, and Miss Dam-
er's “music,” the “wet-blanket” in-
fluence, which has hung over the
evening from the first, begins to
prove too much for Lady Damer,
though she struggles on bravely.

Bhe has flattered Miss Damer into
a second return to the piano, bat
after that gilted youag lady has
sang a German song in bher small
contralto voiee, which Is su
tomake up in tralning what it lacks
in power and sweetness, she abso-
lntely declines to be [lattered Into
einging again; and Anne ©O'Nell, at
a glance from her ladyshi sits
down, accompanying herself, and
sings In her rich, passionate voice
Jean Ingelow’'s exquisite sONE,
“When BSparrows Build.”

(To be continued.) ' ;. - ;
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MONTREAL.

JUDGES AND THE LAW:
SOME QUEER DECISIONS.

! (Ottawa Journal.)

In Oltawa Judge MeTavish, Judge
Senkler and Judge O'Reilly have sup-

ported the vlew of three western
County Judges that the Ontario
Legislature, which changed the as-
sessment law so0 as to enable taxa-
tion of the market value of the plant
and equlpment of public companies,
did not change the law.

The reason given for the decision
is that the change the Legislature
made last session
“does not vary the mode of arriving
at the value of the property in ques-
tion for assessment purposes as al-
ready setiled by judgments in the
court of appeal, except that the ne-
cesgity of assessing in separate
wards s dispensed with.”

Let us see what the court of ap-
peal deeclded, prior Lo the Legislature
amending the assessment act.

a & @

Suppose you had owned a house In
Central Ward assessed at $3,000. Sup~
pose a neighbor owred a house of the
seme value situated on a boundary
line between Central Ward and Wel-
lington Ward, so that hall the house
wis In one ward, and hall in the
other. The old wording of 1the agsess-
ment aet was that property in any
ward must be assessed In that ward.

to your neighbor’'s $3,000 house and
say, "I cannot assess the whole of
this house in Central Ward., Only hall
of it Is there. Nor ean I assess the
whole of It in Wellington Ward, for
A similar reason. Therefore 1 will
assess hall In Ceotral, half in Wel-
lington—%1,500 eagh." i

“ANo,  sald your nelghbor. “No,
you will not—not at $1,500 each
half. Nobody can live in hall a
house, ecan he? If my house was
cut in two down the middle, and
only hall left standing in Central
ward that hall would not be worth
$1,500. The hall would be no good,
excepl. as so much brick or stone
and mortar. You must assess the
halfl in Central Ward as a mere plle
of brick or stone, ete., say $500.
Bame in Wellington ward.”

**But,” replied the assessor, “ifl
ngsess the two halves of your house
that way, $500 in each ward, your
whole assessment would be only
$1,000.”

“Precisely,” sald your neighbor.

“But,” persisted the assessor,
“this other man next door to you,
with exactly the same house, only
standing entirely in Central ward,
I8 asscssed for $3,000, and has to
pay taxes on $3,000. You have an
exactly similar property, sharing
in civie improvements and expend-
iture to exactly the same amount.
Why should you escape with a total
assessment of £1,0007 Should you
not in fairness be asscssed the same
and pay the same taxes ?"

“Fairness be blowed,” your neigh-
bor replied. “I'm telling you what
1 think about the law.”

“I will value you at $3,000 any-
way,” sald the assessor.

“I'll appeal,” said your nelghbor;
“I'll go to law about it.”

He did. And the judges decided
that he was right and the assessor
wrong.

What do you think of that? Does
it increase your respect for wisdom
of the bench ?

Worse wae to come,

A public storm arose over 1this
| Iniquitons technicality supported by
judges. The Legislature was called
upon by the government to undo the

wording of the assessment act. The
Legisiature Inserted the words that
property must be assessed “'as a
whole."

What has happened ?7

To ecarry on the suppositious case
already used, the assessor comes Lo
your neighbor remarking, “Now I am
able to rate you fairly on your §3.-
000 property. I o not need to value
your property in sections now. The
Legislature having heard about you
and the judges, has changed the old
law. 1 am ordered to assess your
house ‘as a whole," 80 I assese it at
$:,000,

“1 don’t belleve the new law makes
any difference,” says your neighbor.

“Do you mean to say that I am not
to value your property as a whole
now 7" exclaims the assesgor In am-
agemeant,

“Oh, yes, your neighbor replies,
“certainly, value it as n whole—as a
whole scrap-heap. You can't valuoe it
a8 a house,'"

The assessor screams with laugh-
ter. “Good heavens,” he remarks,
when he gets his breath, “value
your £3,000 houss as a $1,000 scrap-
beap, while I value the similar house
next door as a $3.000 house ? You are
erazy. You get all the civic benefits
your neighbor gets, as I told you be.

fore.'
“0Oh, hang your ecivie beneflits,™

says your neighbor. “Just you assecss
my house as scrap, or I'll appeal.”
He does appeal.
And some of our Judges declde that

Stops the Cough :
and Works Off the OCold.
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Well, the civic assessor would come |

lllustrations of How the Will of the People
” is Thwarted.

he is right and that the assessor
" wrong. To r t the words used
by Judges MacTavish, Senkler and
O'Reilly, the amendment the Legie-
lature made by werting the words
“as a whole” ;

“doss not vary the mode of arriv-

ing at the value of the property

in questlon for assessment pur-
poses as already settled by judg-
ments in the ecourt of appeal, ex-
cept that the necessity of assess-
ing In separate wards is dispensed
with.

L ] L L ] L] L -

It is not a houwse that is lnques-
tion. It is the plant and equipment
ol powerlul corporations, which pay
able lawyers to argue with judges
—s#lreet railway companies, elec-
tric companies, telephone companies,
gas companies. “The part ol our
plant in any one ward,” they said,
“should be asscssed as scrap be-
cause that part considered by ite
sell had no market value except as
scrap.” The Judges said yes. The
Legislature amended the law and
snld property must be valued “as a
whole.,” The companies say “yes—as
a whole scrap heap—nol as a usa-
ble property.” And the judges agoln

| concur. The jodges say in efllect:

“Let private property pay its full
ehare of taxes, but let every tech-
picality ¢f law be straioned to let
these companles escape—Lhiesg com-
panies endowed also as they are
with valuable untaxed public [(ran~
chices." .
From this judicial couree in Can-
ada, it is a relief to turn to a judg-
ment Jjust glven by the Supreme
Court of the Btate of lllinois. A
rellef, that is, from the point of
view of equity—not a relief that
our own Judges should be so cob-
webbed, or that we in this ¢oun-
try should lack to such an extent
the protection of common sense,
on the judicial bench. Commanies In
Chileago enjoying pulbl'e franchises
hﬂ.'! l"‘f'l"ﬁ'}ll'-:ltl"‘.'l; Or COrr ,"l.'.p'l Iﬂ.'iifli'l"‘-
pal gfficers Into asecssinr the com=
panies merely on their plunt as serap,
or little more., Chicago school teach-
ers, whose sgalaries were being cut
down on the ]n]n.'! that the "1'."" had
not revenue enongh to do the right
thing. instituted an sppenl agalnst
the assesements of 1hs companies,
clalming that the assessment shonld
be rated on the falr market vafue of
not only the plant of the companies
a8 gpoing  econeerns bt upon thelre
franchiers alen. The Sapreme Court
of the Btate of Ilinois has deelded in
the echool teachers' favor, and raled

| that assessors «hall rate public com-

panies as the school teachers' sult
clalmed., As a result, the nssessment
of the comnanies in Chleago 1= belng
inereased by over one hundred mil-
lion dollare Chleago wil derlve an

ndditiona' revenue of two million
dollars vearly.
What the Illinols Banreme Conet

declded is that companies with eclvie
franchises chall be aescseed on the

- eame basls as other property owners,

evil the mdges had done. The Legis- |
lature got wo work, and changed the |

| Mothere who onee use

(GROWING BABIES,

Need Watehful Careto Prevent (dvers
feeding and the Kvlls That Fallow,

All children at some period of thelr
Irll'.'lm‘j' are subject to 1n..'i:r|-p-1|nn_
diarrhoea, or constlpation. While the
eyvmptoms of these troubles greatly,
Giffer, the origin of each Is due to the
slme caure—improper [ood or over-
feeding. This results cometimes o
diarrhoea, sometimes in constipas=
tion. In either the tresiment is Lo
remove the eause, and this can onlp
be speedily, safely and effectually
done by the use of Baby's Own Tab-
lete, n purely moedicine
guaranteed to contain no opiate op
any of the polsonous stulls found in
the so-called goothing medicines,
laby'e Own
Tablets for their little ones never af-
ter experiment with other medicines,
and alwaye speak of them In the
highest terms. Mrs. Geo. K. John-
ston, Wall street, Brockville, savs:
“I have been using Baby's Own Tab-
lets, for over a year, always keep
them In the house and always find
them satisfactory. If my little boy
—two years of age—is troubled with
constipation, Indlgestion or diar-
rhoea, I give him the tablets and he
ig soon relieved. ‘The tablets regu-
late the bowels and do not eause af-
ter constipation, as many medicines
do. 1 have also found them bene-
ficial in teething.™ '

Baby'e Own Tablets are n eortaln
cure for all the minor ailments of lit-
tle ones such as colie, sour stomach,
conelipation, Iindigestion, diarrhoea,
e¢te. Children take them readily, and
crurhed or dissolved in water they
can be given with good results to the
youngest infant. Bold by drugglsts
or sent post pald at 25 cents a box
by addressing the De. Willlams' Medl-
cine Co., Brockville, Ont.

vegretable

They say a bad boy may develop
into a wuseful man, but most of us

eure & osld | are willing to have goal boyvs and
m%'l_' hope for the best, -




