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*You will have no need'" inter-
rupts Anne. coolly, “as after to-night
I shall be of use to you no longer.”

* What do you mean 7' he demands.

“ Your rival is gone—your way Is
emooth, vour ladyship and her money
will ba vours alter due woolng an:i
careful winning,” Anne says, com-
posedly. * What need will there be
of me, pray? I might as well be at

The Coming of Gillian:

A Pretty Irish Romance.

the antipodes, and I think I shall go

there—for all the use Iean be ! Let
me go ! Let me go! How dare you!”

For Lacy had clasped her suddenly
in hiz arms, and, in spite of her strug-
gling and even striking wildly at him,

hasz Kisse«]l her over and over agailn.
“I don't eare If you strike me or
stab me! It s for the last time,”
he pants. °“I'll let you go now for-
ever. You have the temper of a
tigress, Anne, and the pride of a
demon, but I love yoa with all my

heart, and I'll love you to my dying
day.” he says flercely. * And I could
kill any man you loved or married,
elther.”

‘Could you, Indeed ?' Anne says,
eneeringly, releasing hersell from his
touch with gestares of impatient
aver-lon. * Fortanat:ly your menaces
are as little to be regarded as your
YOWH."

“You won't find it so!” he says,
almost beside himself at her
taunts. “I'll make you believe me !
If 1 =zaw yvou in another man's arms
I'd shoot you dead I

Not a musele in her handsome,
pale, scornful faece aiters at this
threat. Her brilliant eyes burn like
amoldering [lrea under the
lazhen,
to glow on each cheek.

“You would flnd it even more diffi-
cult to eonvinee me of your tender
alfection after that proofl,” she

savs guietly, with a slight, scornful | wish for a happier fate than to

, (aeoTgEe

smile. “*Anc, as it certalnly does not
make me elther love you or [ear you

| good-looking fellow, and very

hlack .
and one red rose spot begins |
| seornfal,

R
wooll. It ean't nurt you td talk for
ten or f{ifteen minutes to me in
your okvn sitting-room. Don't go in
for yopng-lady affectations, Anne,
they are not in yaur role at all!
Where is Archer going?"

“To America, 1 believe,” Anne
says, curtly.
“You ‘believe? " retorts Lacy,

savagely. “As il you hadn't an ad-
dress where to write to him!”

Anne is silent,

“Are you noft going to write to
him ?"* he persists. “Are you nod go-
ing to follow him some of these
days? Tell the truth, Anne, unless
you are ashamed of yourself ™

“Yon omght to be ashamed of
your rudeness,’”” Anne says, coldly,
unmoved. *“I shall tell you nothing
that concerns me and does not con-
cern ¥you In the slightest degree.”

“Then that is admission enough!”
Laey says, nttering his words be-
tween close-set teeth. “You are go-
ing to follow him! You are going
to marry him some of these days,
and that is the real reason of your
pride and avoidance of me, and the
coldness and even ineivility of
whiech I complained! It was a great
mystery, to be sure!” he says, with
a langh —“a woman's inconsistency.
You are going to marry him Anne!
He pleases your taste bhetter
than I ever did! Well, he 19 a very
lncky
with women.”

Anne 1s gilent again; her face ls
very white now, and eyes are cast
down,

“I hope you wil!l be happy, Anne,”
Lacy cays, regarding her with a
bitter smile. “I may say
that much, may I rot? I hops you
will be a happy woman, Anne "

“1 don't thirk any woman could
be
Archer's wife, if she loved
him and he loved her!” Anne
in a wvolice that trembles for
[irst time. ,

“You care for him so much, then!"

the

' Captain Lacy asks, in a low tone.
“I love him dearly!” Anne saYys,
proudly. “I jove him betiter than

gpow. 1 fall to see what it avalls."
‘No 3 1 might kill yon, but I eould
never eonguer you,” Lacy says, in a
low tremulous volee.
vnd Gilllan, forgetting hersell for
th maoment EnZeés amazedly from |
her post of espial at the earnestiness,

tenderness, despair and passion, in
' ace of the languaid, blase, ‘mili-
tary dandy,” the [ne gentleman of
society, whom she had hitherto des-
plsedd as a valn, little-minded, sellish

tri/ler, to whom nothing in life was
of importance but as far as it in-
terfered with his languid pleasures

or Interestas.

Your have g soldier's F[I[l’][-r Anne,”
he savs, coming nearer to her with
a (ace as pale and eyes as burning
as her own. “You would be a brave
wile for a braver, more gallant man
than yge."

“Perhaps,” she says, calmly.

“ Perhaps there is such a one loom-
Ing in your future, Anne?’ he says,
trying to smile and speak as steadily
anl coldly as she.

“ 1 hope so,” she answers "I should
be glad to think I was destined to
be the honored, faithful wife of a
brave, honest man.”

'Such a one as—George Archer,
perhaps ?° Lacy suggests, with a
smile, foreibly assumed on his hag-
gard, palild, miserable face. "I be-
lieve, Anne—on my soul, I belleve—
and I have saspected It sometimes,
even in the past,” he eays, thickly,
“that you liked George Archer betier
than you liked me "

Gillian tightens her hand over her
heart to =till its loud l]li‘{]‘hhi[lg. and
holds her breath as she looks and
listens,

Anne, who is turning over some
books on the table and putting them
peatly together, looks up with a cold,
determine ! countenance, raising her
bhaughty evebrows in slight "surprise.

‘ You nesl not suspect. you may be
guite sare,” she says. 1 lilke George
Archer a great deal more than I ever
lked you.”

And then there is one of those
breathless pauses, as [ the -man
dare not trust himsell to Fpeak,
anl the woman defiantly deeides on
sllence,

“Indeed 7" Lacy EAF% at
his teeth showineg between s dry,

e ——— P e —

| equally favored me,

tenzth, | S2¥5 deliberately ;
- | -

bl odless lips. “This is not guite sur- |

many a sister loves a brother.”

“So I fhould think,” he says, in the
game suppressed way. “And yon will
marry him 2"
“1 will marry him when he wishes
to marry mo,"” Anne replies, quietly
“tut there is little thought of mar-
ry¥ing anybody in his heart this
night ! Poor George! suflering for
the sins of others—<wronged, and
then banished into exile! He has the
Firthright of the son of Erin, at all
events,”

“And like the sons of Erin in gen-
eral,” Lacy retorts; *“he’ll prosper
on his wrongs and flourish in his
exile !

“Heavens grant he may,” Anne
gays, with fervent earnestness.

“*Amen!"” Lacy says, a8 bitterly as
ever. “Googl fortune
lows such as he—those who turn
their backs on it. He might have
married Gillian Deane and a hun-
dred thousand pounds, but he pre-
fers liberty—and Anne O'Neil.”

“It must be @« perveried choice
that prefers me Lo that pretiy, soft-
hearted little girl,” Anne says, eold-
ly. “But there is no accounting for
tastes. However, yom both strove
for the prize, yom know, and you
+vere both competitors in the race,
you know, and it was to. be a fair
field and no favok between you, and
now, when your competitor has f[all-
en out and the race id yoar own, I
really do nolt see of what you bave
to complain. I should say Forione
has smoofl hed the course to the win-
ning post for you most admirably,
Captain Lacy. Please say good-
night., I am tired!”

But even now he does not
but stands a minute with folded
arms. and white, set lips, and
gleaming eyes confronting her—the
woman whotn in his selfish gsoul he
loves with a selfish, jealous passion.

“Fortune and you have about

Migs O'Nell,” he
“and I give you
both your meed of thanks. Fickle
jades! And I curse the hour I ever
courted either!”

stir,

t And then he turns on iz heel
* and leaves the room.
CHAPTER XXX,
She hag heard ail now, There is

nothing more to know or to suffer at
present ; and a minute later, after
Captain Lacy’s retiring [ootsteps

' have echoed through the corridor and

| neross the hall in reckless londness,

prising to me, only rather over-
whelming me with conviction |
may =ay. Why did you trouble 1o
bid him good-bhve, to-night, and i
oW ern wer him, too, as 1 see you
have been dolng 2™

“Why s=houli 1 not?” Anne 'SAFS,
bricfly. “I have not so many friends
that I should not mourn at the ab- |
gence of one.”

wiiyt when, in this ecase, absence
will ouly mak: the fond heart fond-
er,” Lacy rcjiins, his Joalous eyes
flaming, his Jealous lips trembling |
with rage, "and when, especially,
absence «oes not mean separation,
- do not see any adequate cause

for your griel. 1 suppose he Kkissed
you, and mingl'd his tears with
yours? Eh, Anns 2"

“If you waited to hear and see
all that passed, why dlid yon not
follow me ?" Anne says, impatiently.
“Captailn Lacy, I must remind you
§t is nearly one o'clock in thg morn-
ing, and I really do not appreclate
glandestine visits at any hour.”

“Especially when it is the wrong
man who pays the clandestine vis-
its,” sneers Lacy. “You've ot an
hour with George Archer out in the

ﬂ

Gillian rises from her crouching posi-
tion In the cormer by the old siie-

' board., and creeps feebly and slowly

away, like a wounded creature seck-
ing refuge; poor little “milk-white
fawn,” stricken and wounded nigh
unto death.

8he gets back to her own room in
the darkness—how, she never knows

—and falls down heavily on her bed, .

st as she is; and without stirring
hand or foot, lles there through the
ghort, hot August night, and through
the long, sunny hours of the bright
antumn morning, with the glad song
of the birds, and the morning Incense
of the flowers, and the radiance of
the warm sunlight coming in through
the open window and sarrounding
her, lying there unbeeding It all,

generally lol- |

man

e

M‘mh'ﬁuﬂmm_:h--lt:mﬂ Jealous
lain throughout t'ﬂ"m with Hﬂﬂmmm-rt“
less, with these wild, wide open | burnt scraps of paper—ilegible frag-
vacantly about her, stunned | ments as are—and puts them
:;tn reason, out of memory, ‘out hhu%nﬁlm
even all active enf? gprig of pink in another
In answer to the startled girl's | paper in with them, and seals the
tlhrmdqmmmnnhumm nnnme.l.ndptlltlntnnm
ress gives her a vague, quietly- | jewel-drawer Iin her dressing-case,

spoken account of havl t
and sat by the window ﬂlmlﬂm“l:
ago, and of having felt ill and lain
down again.

But she is very pale and quiet—
the fever of hope and fear 13 over
for her, and she speaks very gently
and smiles softly as she thanks her
woman for her cup of tea, and bids
her close the blinds and draw the
eurtains, and shut out the sunshin
;m:‘:l tthei' .::}I:IE I-:Iﬂ.' the hlrﬂ; and th

ent o e flowers, an awa

And the maid obeys her, though
with a good deal of reluctance and
misgliving ; and for two hours more
she lies there still, stirless, speech-
less, with those wilde, wide-open
eyes aching, burning beyond the re-
liefl of tears,

By and by she tells hersell con-
fusedly she wiil surcly begin weep-
ing, for is she not in anguish of
gpirit? By and by she will sulfer
dreadfully, when she guite remem-
bers what this numbed agony means

—when she ecan think clearly,
and realize that her heart
and all the warmth and

gtrength of life are torn away with
one torturing wrench, and that she
must go on living still. ‘

There s an awfunl vista of bright,
long days like this one, with sunny
skier and balmy breezes, and tossing
flowers and warbiing birds; and then
sncceeding days of dark, cold winter,
and bleak, windy spring; and then
gay, bright, joyous summer, and thea
golden, serene nutumn : and then win-
ter and spring anl summer—endless,
awful days! And she living on
through them all, having to live on
through them all—an appalling vista
of endless days, with this iron welght
erughing her braln, this iron welght
einking down her heart, as it is doing
now.

And with all this she Is 80 anxious
to count the number of the silk tassel-
balls in the cornice drapery! She
wonders 8o much if those flies walk-
ing on the ceiling ever fall off acci-
dentally, and il so. how do they use
thelr wings, and how does it feel to
have wings? And she goes to count-
ing the balle on the cornice fringe
agaln, and to wondering vaguely
what o'cloeck it is, and to wondering
why her head feels g0 heavy, and why
she cannot get ap. .

But about ten o'clock the door
opens softly once more, and a
gontle  footstep crosses the floor,
and a light, gracefol figore, In a
fresh dress of pink- and-grey ging-
ham, with a rcluster of dewy car-
nations fastensd in the breast below
the snowy collar of embroidered
linen, falr and ealm as the eool,
bright morting, comesz beside the

s | bed, where the little prostrate form
+ ™ | lies,

and

with her dark, kind eyes
nnd her

ecool, white, flower-scented
hands, bends over her.

“Miss Deane! Giluan, dear! Are
vou worse this morning ?” she asks,
with tenderest, gentlest pity in her
volee, her look. her touch.

“She was never so gentle and kind
to me before,” Gilllan thinks in-
stantly. “It beecanse she ig 8o
happy—so happy and so sorrowlul
this morning—:0 happy in her lover's
love and so sorrowful at his suel-
den departure, that her proud, cold
heart is softened and sympathetie.
She never spoke so kindly to meg be-
fore—Lhe woman he loves! The
woman whom George loves! The
woman he 1s going Lo marry. George,
mYy lover, who Is not mine any more
—Anne O'Neil's lover,”

A viclent tremor runs through the

'
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e —
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poor little girlish body in the Jeal- |

ous agony she endures, She shrinks
away feebly, apd presses her hanbd
over her eyes to shut out the sight
of her—tall, and fair, and fresh,
and graceflul—the woman whom
George loves—the woman he is go-
ing to marry.

“Pleage do not disturb me,” she
snys, in eold, [faint, displeased,
tones. “Please do not speak Lo me,
your voice hurts my head. And mlease
go away and leave me alone.”

“I will go away this moment,”
Anne says, gently, after a startlied
pause. “I only came to see i you
were well enouzh to read a letter
which I have for you." She utters
the last words in a low? tone, 8loOp-
ing lower to the wan cheek on the
pillow.

“A Jetter 7 You have a letter for
me 7" Gilllan says, keeping her face
averted and lying still, though her
heart is beating in great, irregular
bounds almost to suflocation.
“From whom 7"

“pPerom the person who wrote it,)”
Anne says, briefly, In her coidest
tones. “It was given to m> to give
to yoli—last night. Do you care to
have it, Miss Deane? 1 wlll leave
it on ithe tabler

“swWalt a moment!” Gilllan says,
suddenly sitting up. clatehing at
the rall of her bed to help hersell.

“Where is this letter 7 Mr. Archer
pave it to yom, last night, when
you bade him good-bye?"

“Yes,”” Anne says, almost fright-
ened by the sudden alteration in
the girl’s manner and sppearance os
she sits up on the sida of her bed,

with her disheveled hair lying In
great ruffled silky coils  over her
shoulders, and the soft, dark oyes

so sunken, wso deeply shadowed in
the piteounns, white young [ace, lit
with a sudden fire of pride and ilis-
dain. '

She almoet snatenes the letter from
Anne, with a hot, nervous grasp, and,
barefoot and tremblning with fevered
weakness as she is, she walks toward
the firepluce and strikes a match.
And tjen ehe tears George's fare-
well letter to her—his (irst letter and
hls lagt—ehe tears it deliberately
acroes and across, and putting the
gments on the mantelshell, she
holde a lichted match to them until

“Now, Miss O'Neil,” she says, con-
fronting Anne with a smile, “youn can
tell Mr. Archer that his letter was
appreciated as it deserved.”

And Apme, with one®* haughty, sor-
rowful glance from the burned paper
to the girle white, wild miserable

-

an hour Iater.
finds her, and Is led, or
fesses himself puzzied rather, a8
her ladyship assures him that Miss
Deane has had no mental shock, or
fright. or distress or strain, on her
gy=tem whatever.

Of cour:e, the doetor is not deceiv-
ed any more than any intelligent

man ig ever deceived by an asser- |

tion in direct contradiction of what
experience assures him s truth;
but he is silenced, and that ls sl
Lady Damer cares for, so he visits
Miss Deane every day, and pre-
scribes tomics for her, and carriage
exercise for her, and in abouat =a
week he has the satisfaction of see-
ing ehe i no worse, and that drugs
and opiates have at least forced
back a certain amount of repos2
and vigor to the young body which
will not easily lose its hold on life.

“But she requires total change of
geene and  circumstances,
ment and interest, and so forth, 1
am bound to tell you, Lady Damer,”
the doctoy says, gravely. “The
least cold, or unfavorable occur-
rence of any kind, may bring on a
gserious illness. She is terribly below
par—dangerously so for a Yyoung
person of her age.”

“87 we will go to Killarney at
once, Bingham,” Lady Damer #&2F8,
earnestlv—it does seem ominouns to
her that the poor little gold-weight-
ed prize appears to slip from her
grasup when she s surest of her hold
—+and then we can go on to the
Hizhlands afterwards. The lakes and
hotele are so gay just now, and the
weather is superb. And then, if she
likea the idea, we can go on to Bwit-
gzerland. it shall be managed some=
how, Bingham, though money is very
hard to be got at, and—I can only
depend for all on you.”

He knows what that means, 2nd his
pale, cold, high-bred face darkens.

“Yes, 1 know," he says, slowly, "3
am o nominally ‘free slave.' B0 no
one can legally sell me, but 1 can gl
mvaell, and 1 will—for the price.”

Lady Damer says nothing, lxp ri-
enes has taught her that it is a great
waste of mental power Lo notice Uap-
tain Lacy's passionate dennnciations
against the fate he means to accept.

“Well, L repeat,” she says, calmly,
““that I quite look to vou—if you
have any Influence with Gilllan—
to persuade her to this plan ol
a little tour for the good of her
health. The child has been rather
moped all her 1ife, [ fancy, and seemns
to quite dread the idea ol going any-
where! Poor, dear child! She little
thinks what pleasures and opporiu-
nities her money can afford her by
and bye

And after this parting hint Lady
Jeannette thinks she will let well
enongh alone for a day or two and
spp what thevy will bring forth.

But that very afternoon, as she
s in her dressing room enjoying her
tea and omne of Gaboriau’s novels,
(Captain Lacy comes in, shutling the
door behind him.

“Are you alone—quite alone—Aunt
Jeannette 7 he asks.

And his tone, and his pale face, and
the look in his eyes, bring Lady Jean-
netts to her feet with a start of
terror.

“Yeg—yes! What is the matter ™
ghe says, hoareecly.

“Nothing except what will please
von,” he says, briefly. “I have been
with Gillian in the conservatory, you
cnow, and she has guite agreed—is
quite anxious, indeed—to agree to
any plans for a tour which we ma¥
decide on, and, mere than that, 1
asked her to marry ms, and she con-
sented, fally and freely. if T can ret
her father’s permission.’”

Lady Jeannette Damer geldom per-
mits even her strongest emotions to
betray themselves in words or EPS-
tures. “Tt 18 Intolerably bad form,"
she says:; but now she neither can
nor will repress some expression of
her exeltement, gladness and rellef.

“My dear boy |V she exelaims, falr-
Iv bursting Into tears, and embrac-
ing her mnephew—sllent and unre-
gponsive—with all the maternal af-
fection she has ever known. “My
dear Bingham ! Heaven bless you !
You have given me the greatest
pleasure I  have !m*ﬁl;i’nr many a

1L

year !
CHAPTER XXXIL

“My darling Gillian!” Lady Dam-
er saye, rapturously maternal, *‘l
ghiall now have the degire of my heart
—a dear little daughter at last ; for
you know, my child, that dear Bing-
ham 1s quite the same to me as &
SO0,

“Yeog," Gllllan
what. elze to say.

sand I may write to your father,
my pet, at onee, and tell him the
good news= that has made us all so

gays, not knowing

| happy ' her Iladyship asks, with al-

fectionate humility.

wCertainly, Lady Damer,” G;il-
lian says, gravely, with a troubled
flugh : “but Captain Laecy tlold me he
wonld write to papa.”

“Bless you, my darling child I her
ladyship says, with a scream of gay-
ety. “Bingham has written! Locked
himsell up in his room instantly, the
gilly boy, with pen and ink, and two
quires of paper, I believe, %o pour
put a volume ol epistolary aflfection
on your poor, dear father's devoted
head. But that doesn’t preclude the
neceseity of my writing 1o your
father, you know, love,” she adds,
gweetly, with her cold, white, bony
fingers tapping Gillian's velvely
cheek : “to explain to him how we
have come to steal his dear little
girl, and keep her for ourselves for-
ever and aye!”

Gillian smiles faintly, but flushes
with a hot, faint thrill of the sick-

ness of despair.

“And, I need scarcely ask, you have
written, dear child, of course 7" hints
her ladyship, determined on closing
up any possible loopholes for retreat.

“Oh, yes! I will—that Is, I have
written a letter to papa,” Glllian
says, blushing again and winel

Lady Damer’s rapturous sat
tlon is like a rough

bing wound.
*She doesn't know: that T know ehe

{s telling me a lot of horrid lies,” the
e —————————— _‘*-
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girl mutters indignantly. “I suppose
ghe is pleased, but nobody else is—

that i one comfort. Captain
Lacy Is just s wretched
as I am, I know very

well, and eares as little for me as
I do for him, or I would not have
allowed him to speak one word 10
me! And I believe Anne O'Neil Is
migerable and jealous. though she has

amuse- = 1is love,” Glilian says, trembling. I

nope she 18! I hope she is unhappy 1
The wicked, ineccnstant woman ! ‘AS
faithless as she ls proud and ocold=
hearted,’ Captain Lacy says, and it
js quite true. So there are three mis-
esrable enough out of the ‘all’ wha
are ‘so happy, " the girl thinks
scornfully : “and Mr. Damer, 106, has
neither looked at me nor spoken ta
e sinee yesterday.™ :
(To be Continued.)
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Vietoria, B. C.,, Oct. 1.—The King
came to Canada forty-one years ago,
and stayed on the shores of Lake
Huron. To reach the Pacilic in those

@days you had to sail round Cape Horn
or journey through the Ureal lone
Land, over boundless prairies where
the Ited man hunted the bison, Across
mountains erowned with snow and
clothed with virgin forest, lm which
roamned panther and grizely bear—
most feroclous of his tribe—and along
rivers on whose banks waz the spoor
ol moose and cariboo. The Kking's
gon has come from Otiawa to Lhe
apital of British Columbia—a dis-
tauce of 3,162 miles—in seven days,
travelllng at leisare, with many
halts on the way, and with as much

In one week he has passed through
the four seasons—[{rom Summer 10
winter, from winter to spring. He

bing with a new and energetic life,

passed granaries, bursting wilh Lhe
harvest of a myriad of acres, which
g quarter of a century ago were
wild wastes, given over to the In-
dian, the balfialo, the
wolverine. * * * Gliding through the
beeautiiul valley of the Ottawa, with
the Laurentan Hills purple in 1he
distance, we came at night to Mat-
tawa, an old trading post, where
Champlain, Hearne, Simpson, La
Vercodrye, and many an early ex-
plorer halted on his wa) to the un-
known west. A wild streteh of

Bay, on the woody shores ol Lake
Nipissing. Here the Duke and Duch-
ess had a welcome typical ol many.
Churclhl bells rang out through the
darkness, and people hastened Lo the
station—=larmers, woodmen, huntlers,
witly thelr wives and children. When
the roval train drew up to the plat-
form. there came drom a huandred
sweet voung volees the Canadian An-
them. The words, written by Alex-
ander Muir, a Scotel school-
masler, of Toromto, are sang
1o the alr, “The Land of Cakes,” [?]
and thelr popularity is sa {irmly es-
tablished that they may be added
to the anthology of National Song.
L] & - [ -
France is8 written large over the
whole Provinee of Quebec, It might
have been Normandy we saw through
the windows, ns we aped past quaint
churches and trim hamlets peopled by
dork-skinned peasants. Little ac-
qualntanee with French-Canadians is
needled to eonvinee one that they are
more sensitive on raclial than on re-
liglous questions. T know that many
people In Europe, a8 well as in Amer-
ieap put no faith in their professions
of loyalty to the British Empire, and
believe that they would selze the first
opportunity of setting up a French
Repuhlic on the banks of the 8t, Law-
rence, or of joining their destiny
with that of tha United Staets. 1If
you want to move a French-{'anacian
to 1he eloquence of indignation, just
hint at a possible union with the Re-
publie across the border. He will re-
cite to you with pride the exploits
of W's fathers, who, in the Revolation
of 1774 and again in the war of
1812, fought for DBritish supremaecy
and will end by guoting the waords nf
Dr. Tache: “The last shot that will

sclous that omnly under PBritish rula

religlon,
e L]

It iz nine years sinee I visitad Can-
ada, and it appears to me that even
in. that short time the soclal rela.
tions of the two races have becom?®
more intimate and the use of Eag-
lish more generzl in the cities where
the majority of the inhabltants are
of French origin. French-Canadians
are intelligent and shrewd enough to
see that thelr chikiren cannol suc-
ceed withont an intimate knowledge
of English. Even the cabmen in F'rench
Quebee speak English. One great ob-
stacle to this healthy tendency le
the fanaticism of a small but noisy
party who clamor for the suppres
sion of the French language and of
the Roman Catholic Church. This
sort of agitation, however much It
may be regretted by thonghtful men,
DL arouses raclal feeling.
When you tell a man that you in-
tend to suppress him, you ought not
to be surprised if he shows [ight.
Lalssez f is often a wise policy,
and It 19 especially wise In cases of
race and religion.

. e .. - .

On Thursday morning we were in
a new land. Great plains stretched
unbroken before us, with no lana-
mark save the rising and setting
sun. As the traln tolled over this
infinlte green waste, under a sky of
Ttalian blue and through alr of

mmtr,ntdt that tkis must be
. whose granaries and wheat

comiort as the best inn could give. |

fox and the |

broken country brought us to North |

ba fired against union with thg
United States will be fired by a
French-Canadian, They are cob-|

=1

has been welcomed in eitles, throb- |

where his father would have seen
only barren plains, the haunt ol
wild eat and grey woll. He has |

| with &
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AS SEEN BY AN ENGLISHMAN :

Jottings by the London Standard Corres=
pondent With the Duke of Cornwall.
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flelds have made the name and place
famlliar since childhood. Almost
equal In slze te Greal Britaln, tha
provinee has over a million and ithree-
quarter acres under wheat, and
ylelded last year more than thirieen
million bushels. 4

In 1871—twelve mwouths after the
Lieutenant Governor of the bDew
Provinee of Manitoba met in Couns=
cll  the HTI’FHI"'IIT.J:LT.HL':« of the Ilbp-
dian tribes, and entercd nto treas
ties with them for the transfer of
the prairies, lands where we DOW
see immense tracts of wheat and oats
and barley—Winnipeg had only two
hundred and forty inhalitants «hel-
tered in log cabins. To-day it is &
city of over fifty thousand proples

L L] a L] L] w

I had some talk with a farmer at
Poplar Point, not far from Winnipeg.
He is an example of what may bej
aceomplished with a littje rul;ri.".ﬂ.l..i-
sgoms skill and much incasiry Eleven
yvears ago he left England with =&
family of eleven and n eapital of:
three hundred pound«. He knew noth=
ing of farming beyond what o mam

who has lived in the countiry may
know. Beginning with a holding of
ninety-one acres he is now dhv ner
of nearly six bhundred acres, n fine

homestead, slX teams ol horses, {orly
head of cattle, and w uld mnot eecll
his land for five or even EIX pounds
an acre. His sons, train~l on neighs=
boring [arme. as<lst him on the es-
tate, and eecm happy and cobs

tented pe men can b
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. . Richards & Co.

Dear Sire,—Your MINARD'S LINI=-
MENT is onr remedy {or sore throal,
colds and all ardinary ailments,

It pever fails to relieve and cure
promptly.

CHARLIES
Port Mulgrave.

WIHMOTTEN.

IS THIS WOMAN'S WAY?

It is & Doubtful Compliment to Wos
men by Frank C. Hostock.

Spnakes have never appealed to me
greatly. It seems Lo require o wo-
man to handle them. Nearly all of
them will strike at a stranger, but,
after you get familiar with theos
and they understand that you mean
no harm, the most dangerous snakes
are not vicions. I have a Hinda
eirl who seems to be able to do
anythinig with themr that a mothep
coull do with a child, and It is
really weird and uncanny to sce her
late at might sitting with her bare
feet In their box, while they crawl
all about her, and she ialks to thenm
in her sirange soft dialeet. She has
a nasty temper, and is disliked by,

most of the people about her, bat
none dare offend her, for ithey re-
member the time when a brute of

a porter struck her, and she weot
directly to her snake box, returoing
boa constrictor, which made

every eflort to get ltsell fastenod
nbout him at her bidding. He [led
ignominiously.

can ithey hope 1o retain their lan- |
| guage, laws and
n i
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Cheap Houses o France.

An inhabitable filat at £4 a year,
with illed kitchen and Lhree or foul,
roocms prepared and floored in oak,
gounds the wildest Impossibility In o
erowded industrial city. Yel comfort=
able, well-built flats iave been built
at this priee in the most ecrowded
guarter of the eity of Lyons, and
this where the price of 1:nd on which

the flate were built was 25 to 39
(rannes a square metre, which s ra
ther more thip n sguare yard. The
company that started the venlure

has a reserve fund of 510,757 frapcsy
and paye a steady interest of 4 per

| cent. We, says the Westminster Ga=

gette, ought to add that the profite
have been largely inercased by gheap
restaurants in connection with the
flats, where a good meal ean be had
for 1 1-24 the conrse, This interesting
informatlon is given by the Co-oper-
ative News, which is loud in ite pralee
of the Lyons Iconomic Building So=-
clety. 0

Too Longz a Jab,

Primm—One mark of the geatlemas.
is that he always keeps his hoasds
clean,

Glimm—Oh, I Jdon't know. I known
a gentleman who never washes blg
hands.

Primm—Oh, come, now !

Glimm—Fact. He cuployes
lis tln*bnr_r,

200 1m
TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY




