e e . S

THE DETROIT.

les May Arrive at an
eement.

Feb. 17. — Majyor
pees upon the auth-
Manager Hays of
. that if the com-

in the grade separ-
the ensl side cowuid
cation for a bridge
it Kiver, the matl-
ear o settlement.
intral people want
e west stde, in the
remih street, where
table land, while the

I-"t. 11 Ly -|-|r|,.|.||
 the Belle Isle mid
ated. The project
. Mavs involves the
milllons of doliars
:I-.tZ.l.'-rZ. et [ 1l
I"."l-"- LY .I:. |]|.'.E'r..
T & | | £ of
|'Ii = I i i
i‘lf y ] | |
[
|
‘8
ment lssues a
p Statement.
IS AND CITIES
= I. Tk
e : i g
LY '-.: 1 I 'rl i
iy i %
-
i
1 Iu -
. ]
i Vsl
]
L ' ]
' J
|
4
i
24
=T
- 1‘:| .H'lri
k|
[
i
Mha
b \
I
inm,
Y
rig,
1, LURE.
Il when
Inrk=-
i nnd
i 1a#=i5t the
% ke s &b-
1 il Him. 5w
release himself
ore. He finally
rm hioase. Hl:.'l
e badly frosen,

omght to Brock-
St. Vinecent de
feared all ha
. Lis feet will

-

“Oh, yes," Lady Damer says, cold-
Ly, "and my cousin Mountcashel has
two rons; therefore Captaln Lacy
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has four lives between him and
the title. The earl is sevenly-five, '
Mountcashel is fifty, and
there are two slekly boys; |

ali Mountcashel's children have died
in inlasey but those, and they will
hardly reach manhood, 1 fear.”

“l ean't quite see how the title des-
cends,” Mintie remarks, coolly. *‘It
Ir:t!'.r-'l eome Lthrough male heirs, 1
L TN,

“Not always,” Lady Damer says,
with suave rebuke. *“There are peer-
esges L their own right, you know,
My nephew H#uCCeeds, however,

through hie father, as Colonel Pat- !

rick Mouatcashel Lacy was ihe son of
iv. brother of my grandiather, the
fifth iZarl of Ferrard, who assumed
the name of Lacy with the estates
wiieh he inherited from a maternal

unele, Therelore, my sister, the Lady |

Layulse Mountecashel, married her cou-
sin In the sce nd degree, and Captain
Patrick Blugham Lacy, their son. is
cowsin in second degree to the pres-
ent eapl™

*“h," Mintle says, feeling just a lit-
tie bit impressed by this genealogienl
lesson. “"And who is Sir James Damer.
then T

“Oh, the baronet 7' Lady Damer
a8, arching her brows. ““That s on
the Domer side, Mres. Deane. It is my
husband who is the next helr thepe.”

“And who will suecesd him, then.
Lady Damer 7" peralsts Mintie, look-
ng greatly intepested, “Mr. Dawmer
ha# no sor, has he

“The title goes to o distant branch
of the Damer [amily,” her ladyship
#nys sowly., with distinet and de-
liberate enunciation, “as 1 have no
sOn.

“They*ve
blackberries
Mintie, “and

titlea as plentiful as
among them," Huses
that girl Gillian don't

socin to care one pin. It's gqueer en-
ough, amd it =o't one bit of good
my iady making belisve they're in
love wiith one another.”

Lut the days pass on, and no en-

lightenment come s to Mintie, and no
realization of her hopes, however
falut, to Lady Damer.

“Fate s agalnst m>», she tells her-
#ell bitterly. I was always unlncky.”

For It seems as il her prolonged
Yi<lt o town must coma to an end
very soon; and Mrs. Deane talks of
going, to Paris for Easter, aml ol
taking her step-daughter with

deciares to hersell, in despalr, at
L very tlme when fate is working
for her.

One bleak, March afternoon comes

& telvgram o her from Blngham Lacy
from the little telegraph office at
Iarragh.

“Sir James Dam>r died suddenly
morning. Uncle Harry is greatly al-
[rcted by the shock. 1 think it would
be well il you were to return at once.
Will write by this post.”

“Something good will come out of
Lthis, 1 few] sure ! Lady Damer says,
springing up in hopefu: antwipation
awl reliefl, with searcely a thought of
regr.t for the life so suddeny passed
away, “The title and the paltry in-
come—scarcely enough Lo pay for
new liveries—are not worth thinking
of,” she mutters, excitedly, “*but |
feel now ag il o fortunate turn of
eventas had eome, amd that evenls
wlill draw to a close.”

And then her ladyship assumes n
fresh role, perhap® one ol her clever-
vart, consldering how difficult its as-
sunplion must be,

She hastily changes her gown for
a black one, drapes herpselfl in solt,
densoe black laces, and a few Jet ornn-
ments, and goes down to the draw-
Ing-room.

“Oh, my ! What's gappened 2" Min-

tle exelatms, starting  violently in

ajarm, and nearly upsetting the tea- |
table where ghe anl Gi llan are cozZily |
chattinrs in the lirelight, ne the state- |

1v. binck-draped form glides into the
room with surrow-stricken mien, and
Jlow, nolseless Lread.

Al her ladyship forgives the Am-
erlean lady's vulgar impulsiveness in
consideration of her appreciation ol
her depamatiec appearance,

“What happens to all” of us, one
day or another, dear Mrs. Deane,”
Lady Damer says, sclemnly, dropping
Into poetry like Silas Wegg, “the
death of a dear Iriend.”

“Who ls It? Gilllan asks, huskily,
her heart pausing for the reply.

“Sie James, my dear child. Poor,
dear Cousia James!” Lady . Damer
says, with her snowy handkerchief,
daintily black embroidered, [(lutter-
tng near her eyes: “and poor Sir
Harry, my husband, fesls 1t so deeply
and 1s in such distress. They were
like brothers, you know.”

She has not omitted to give her hus-
band his day-old title in the midst
of her grisf, Mintie notices instantly.

“Hum ' that shrewd young lady
says, mentally, “I guess that hand-
kerchief Imm't very wet."

“Apd so I must go back at once,”

S Lady Damer says, quiet
and sorrowfully to Gillian; “they are
all in such trouble, you see. My hus-
band and r, dear Bingham. who
kas everything on his shoulders, as
he says Sir Harry l# quite overcome
with the shock—a very sudden death,
Mrs. Deane, sad to say. and four
ru. dear orphan girla! One must
hink of them. Will you come back
with me, Gillian, love,/or—is It ask-

too much? I know that yom
m- the pleasant alternatlve of a
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“Fate Is agalast me' her ladyship | ve can go up to Dublin in a week

1

Visit to Paris fInstead of a
lhouse of mourning — but you
will be Biech & comfort to

me, darling!” I shall feel so deso-
late and miserable going Dback
alone ! ' i

“Gracious !" Minitie says to her
husband afterward, in flippant in-
credulity, “ome would think her
ladyship had lost her ‘sisters, her
cousing, and her aunts,’ to hear how
she went on!”

“I will, indeed, Lady Damer!"”
Gillian says, impulsively, with quick-
coming tears. “Poor Sir James! |
am so sorry, though I only saw him
lwice—that day ol the pienic, and
the day—the evening—the last din-
ner party at Mount Ossory.”

“Alas, yes, my dear!" Lady Damer
sanye, sighing.

“*We little thought
Poor,
James! But, thank goud-
nese,” I8 her mental addition, *“*the
poor apuplectic  cresture’s death
has done me a better turn than he
ever did me in his life!”

Bhe s more grateful to poor dead
Sir James than ever, the next morn-
ing, when she steps into the Mull-
man ecar of the Lotulon & Norlh-
weslern line, gracefully attired in
elegant mourning, sent ex-
press from Regent streei at elght
that morning, and sees Gillian, gon-
tle and thoughtful for her s a
daughter could be, seated opposite
to hery, returning with her for an
inflinitely Jong visit  to Mount Os-
SOTY.

Fate is working for her, Werking
smooth and swiftly, she th*ngs, with
oy in her heart an | smiles on her lips,
her decorous vell of regret
for poor 8 r Jam=s Damer, her hus-
band's coasin, as they reach Bally-
ford on the following day, and find
the earriage walting, and Bingham
Lacy walting also.

She never  recollects him lookinge
handromer or more attractive than
he looks to-day, she thinks, though
he is deadly pale, and his manner is
embarrassed, as he presses Gilllnan's
hand, aud a faint Tlash rises in the
girl's face as she meetls his eyes.

dear Bir

**1 believe in my heart they are
really secretly delighted to meet
ench olher " Lady Damer thinks,

with a fresh 1hrob of satisfaction and
a slightly plous feeling coming over
her  that Providence has, on the
whole, been telerably gomd to her.
or two, and get the woelding quietly
over,” she deciles, delightedly. “Not
that I will try to press matters now
loo much. I believe they really are
growing very fond of each other.
Any ¢one could see there i1s something
exciting Bingham's placid roul,” she
smiles to herself, as they 2o up the
steps of the Imperial Hotel. - His
eyes are glowing, and hls very
lHps are trembling with emotion !
Poor fellow, he Jlooks like his
father, Patrick Lacy,
marrie Lonise! I remember him
well, though it is moge than thirly
vears ago! 'Gallant Pat!" we nsad
to ecall him to teage Loulse, We
Mounteashel girls ‘pleased our cyes
and plagued onr hearts.”

bolh our hosbands.” she thinks.
with a ouiek, resentful sigh. * We
both got wretchsd maleches for
handsome girls of ouar station.

though pouor Lacy was the bestof
husbands, Louise always deelared.

And then, with a recollection of
the fltness of things, she torns to
Binghaml who is placing an easy
chalr for Gillian by the [ire.

The very sam® easy chalr by the
fire In the very sams® romom wheee
she had first met George Archer!
She wonders if Bingham Lacy re-
members it, and there is a piteous
nmute Ingquiry in the wistfui eyes
upturned to his,

“He hasn't come hack,
ghes  whispers, swiltly,
hrinking sense of pain and Jdread
at the very thought of meating
aqrnin the beloved, cruel face which
linid even seorned to look kindly on
her. A erimson, shamed blush burns
over his face up to the whiteness ol
lier fair maidenly brow, and Lacy,
coloring a little himself, stoops
down to her In a swift whispered
ANsWwWer .

“Noy dear, he has gotie {o Am>r-
ieca. I'll tell you more another
time." i

*“ Bingham, dear,” her ladyship says,
in a leisurely way, noticing the mo-
mentary confidepce with well pleasel
eyes, “how is your uncle Harry?
Upset, of course, as you told me, by
this sudden shock, but not Hl—noth-
ing serious, J hope 7"

* Uncle Harry has boen very ill—he
is better now, Aunt Jeanuette—a
great deal better -that is—he is
growing better—"" he stommers,
flushing oddly, and staring at her,
aml out of the window, and down on
the earpet in a flurrled, troubled
fashion. *“ He—he has been ill for
some time—for a week or two—but
nothing very serious, yon know, Aunt
Jeannette—nothing we needed to
bring yoa home for : nnd we managed
and pursed him all right.”

“Wnas he as bad as that ? Very ill
for a wpek or two, and you never
wrote tom: !’ £he exclalms, r -
fully, with her dainty handkerchi=f
fluttesing about her face, but some
toneh of real reproach palned Ler as
with a pln-prick through her satin
coreet and the steel armor of her
heart.

*“Yea, he was very lil,” Bingham
says, dryly, “but as he ha

has he 7"
wiLh i

when lie |

I think, in |

Those plen- |
» sant days of last summer !
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-onght always to keep them in the

“Oh, mnothing infectious, Gillian,
dear,” he says, with a faint smile. “I
should not ve let aunt™ and you

Come near me in that case.”

“I didn't mean that I was afraid,”
Gilllan says, angrily. “Do you thiuk
I am so sgelflsh and cowardly 7

“No; I could never think either,”
he replies, gravely. “Uncle Harry has
had an attack of inflammation of the
brain, I bellevc,”

“Who did you eay you had as his
doctors, Bingham ?* Lady Damer
asks, In a faint, stifled voice.

“Coghlan and Meyrick. Meyrick is
very clever, you know, aunt,” he re-
plies, with a restless, nervous look,
biting his lips, and hurriedly passing
bis white hand across his moustache,
and Gillian hears his breath coming
quick and short.

“And who was the nurse?* Lady
Damer asks, in the same sorrowful,
balf-stifled voice.

“A person Coghlan  recommended ;
&#he nursed Unecle Harry night and
day,” Bingham says. slowly, and the
white, nervons hand elinches itsell on
the bnek of Gililan's chair. “She never
left hls room for more than five min-
utes, night or day, for & week. And
when he was at the worst, she conld
#s0the him and eontrol him when no-
‘body elee eould. Meyrick and Coghlan
enid ghe did a great deal more than
they did for him, #he was so brave
and unwearied, and so eceaselessly
watehful ; T had a telegram written
to you on two oecasions at the dead
of the night, when we thought things
were going wrong with poor Unele
Hirry, but ehe and the dectors pulled
him through, and they sald there was
no immedinte necessity to alarm
:..‘.."L-s :

“Indeed ? What a good thing Cogl-
lan found sueh a good nurse,” Lady
LDamer says eoldly, almost scornfaliy,
at Loe)'s enthusiastic praises. “*An
enormovs luerease of expenses and
henvy doctors’ and nurse's biils,” she
Lhinks bitterly, “"because my wretch-
el husband celebrates his succession
to lile baronetey by a Iit of delirinm
iremens ! How soon Jdoes the traln
leave ¥ Pray let uws get home as quick-
Iy as possible, Bingham," she says, ir-
ritably, the next momeat, as& u-
pleasant ideas rise in quick suc-
cesglon in her mind, *I wish Lynch
otuld have gone on a day be-
lore me. 1 suppose the house I8 1In
lhorrible disorder, and everything ir-
regular and ancomlfortable

A gquick Mash of sarcasm or vexation
lights up Lacy's pale lace and cold
H'l'.'lu:-' eVEE.

“The house certalnly does not:seem
in borrible disorder,” he says, delib-
erately, “and 1 do not think there is
anything to find fault with in other
respects. The train leaves in hall an

k]

hour, Aunt Jeannette, I yvoa wish
to o nowy but 1 ordered tea for
yiu amnd Gilian firsc.”

“"Did you ?' she says, with a foreed
smile, tor she is angry and nervous, |
amnd not quite free from sell-re-
proach. “Pray, let us have it, then!|
Gilllan, do you remoember beingg inE
thig room belore? OO the [irst even-
Ly yvou eame to Ireland, dear ?* E

She asks the question out of a:
malicious impulse, and regrets it u.'-i't
#o0on as she has spoken, when  she |
gy the startied look in the girl's |
eves, and the quick, troubled blush,

“Ion't you, Bingham ?" Lady Da-
mer amasnds, hurriedly. with another
gay, forced smile. "When we three
met here one evening belfore

“Yes: there were more than three
of ug then,” Lacy retorts, stooping
down to stir the [ire. "Uncle Harry
was here, and Miss O'Neil.”

“So ghe whs" Lady Damer assents,
the wmdge of her teeth show-
ing. “She eame from London to escort
Gillian. Poor thing ! 1 wonder where
#hee s 0 I hopa she had a good sitaa-
tion somewhere !

Lacy recelves this aspiration with
unruffled serenity.

“T hope ghe has,” he eays, cordially.

“She was a vesy clever creature,
waonderfully ciever,” Lady Damer €ays
plueidly, drinking the tea which the
walter ha® just brought in. I shall
never peplace poor Miss O'Neil In any
dame de compagnie.™

““No, T don't think you will,” Laey
aerees, ealmly, and Gillian cannot
quite restrain a glance of disdainful
surprise at him

" THE CARE OF BABIES.

A Gireat Responsibility Rests on All
Mothers — iBaby should Alwavs be
Bright and Cheerlul.

ibies that are well, sleep well, eat
well, aet well and play well. A+ child
that is not lively, rosy-cheeked and
playful, needs immeulate attention or
e resulls may be serious. 'rudent
mothers thould always keep ready at
hant na safe yet eflective remedy to
administer to their litile ones as
cmergency arises. Suczh a medicine s
Bab¥'s Own Tablets. These Tablets
do nol net as the so-calied *“‘soolh-
ing” medicines do. They do not have
i deadening or stupelying effect, but
on the econtrary go right to the seat
of the trouble and by removing it
core the child and prevent a recur-
renee of the diffiealty. All molthers
who have usad this medicine praise
it anu alwaye keep it in the house
Mre. G, Baines, Six Mile Lake, Ont,,
says: **The Baby's Own Tablets
which I crdered came just in timno
My bLaby was very ill with indiges-
tion amd bowel trouble, but 1 am
happy to say the Tablets relieved
him after a few doses and he is now
doinge splendidly, with just a Tablet
pnow and then when a little restless.
1 am the mother of eight children,
andl I must say I have never. had a
medicine 1 thought as much of as
Baby's Own Tablets, and I have tried
all the old remedies 1 think mothers

house in ease of emergency.”

‘Thepe tablets cure all the minor all-
ments of children, such as constipa-
tion, sour stomach, colic, diarrhoea,

ion, and simple fever. They

up eolds, prevent croup, and

allay the Irritation accompanying
ithe cutting of teeth. They are for
children of all ages, and dissolved in
::Itu' g‘thh given wlil:hl l.lil:nlnta
e youngest infant. Sold

h;ﬁ &umii at 25 cents a box,
or sent post pald on rmﬂptﬁml

addressing the Dr. Willlams
Co., Brockville, Ong

Two houre later they are driving In
through the entrance gates of Mount
Oasory, and Gllilan, sadly gazing from
the wﬂll:’an w. sees Lhat
white gate e shrubbery yooder
with ..“I-bhlttng

early year, when there is not a bud
of promise to be seen.

Even Lady Damer's keen, discon-
tented eyes can detect no *““horrible
dleorder" in the smoothly-rolled drive,
the freshly-clipped shrubberies, the
epolless doursteps, the snowy, low-
erec blinds, and gleams of wel-
draped erimson and embroidered cur-
talns which meet her gaze.

Yet a certain irritation of her
nerves remains, and she feels she
would be pleased to find fault with
romething or somebody, as she en-
ters the drawing-room, in spite of
Ite bright, welcoming fire, Itscozy,
Inviting chalrs and couches, a
round table near the hearth most
dalntily laid for dinner or high tea
—always her f[avorite meal alter a
Journey—nay, even the few vases of
exquisitely-arranged, [ragrant flow-
ers—the last touch of .an elegant
womanly taste in any apartment—
cannot even soothe the npervous, in-
tangible arnoyaszce under which she
is laboring.

“*What have they got those blinds
down for, Bingham, for mercy's
sake 7" she asks, sharply. “I am not
going to endure that Dbecause my
husband's cousin is dead! 1t will be
quite enough on the day of the
luneral ™

Lacy heeltates n momenlt.

“This ig the day of the funeral,
aunt,” he says In a low tone., “P'oor
Sir James was baried at 2 oclock. I
only went straight from the faneral
10 meet you,"

Lady Damer shakes violently.

“The dany of the funeral!” she
ejacalates, "the third after desth!
What a barbarous Irish fashion that
Is to bury so soon ! I wish ypm hadn't
iold me, Bingham!"

Sae ehivers again, sinking down In
her chalr by the fire.

“I wish Lynch had come! [ don't
feel at all well-I don't feel able to go
up 0 my own rooms”" sghe mutlters
peevishly. * No, no, Gillian ! What
are you thinking of, child 7' as Gil-
llan picks up the bonnet and gloves
she has tossed aside. “We must walt
A moment! S nd somebody te us,
Bingham, pleasny the upper ousem id,
or the new nurse or anybody ® "Tell
the purse to come, if she can, I want

1o soeak to her”
= T“ snurs: ? [.'II_ 1' I..'j. IH n “-.Erl

he falters, and Gillian sees Lacy's (ace |

grow deadly pale again, while his
eyes burn llke stars. " Very well,
Aunt Jeannette,'”

He leaves the room for a minute,
and then returns, and crosses in front
of his aunt's chair,

“Aunt,” hLhe eayvs oguletly, In n
curiously low, clear volee. *J have
romething more to tell you., and
though it will surprise vou, 1
entreat of you not to be angry
with me! | entreat Vvou to
forgive me IT I have displeased vou !
Unecle Harry's narse s an old Iriemd

of ours. An old and—very ddear
friend of mine.”
“Who s it ?" Lady Damer gsays,

her thin fingers tightening In each
other. “*Who is it, 1 say ?" though
the Imperious volee dies away Ip a

hoarse whisper of rage and sus-
pense,
A mist gathers before lier eyes,

there I8 a rushing, thundering surge
of throbbing pulses in her ears; her
censes seem lorsaking her in that bit-
ter moment of absolute deleat at
the zenith of her fooleh hope. She
rees Gillilan start to her feet with
an eager, radiant look of glad sar
prise, and she sees the door open.
and the tall, graceful, well-remem-
bered ligure entler.

But the prowmd eyes are very wist:

ful now, nnd very soft, and dark.
and pleading as they look on her,
the haunghty mien is quieter, the

hard, self-controllad look is gone in-
to the shadow of a great tenderness,
n deep, muie gladness, a sweet hu-
mility.

She comes over to Lacy's slde,
dressed in her long, graceful trall
ing gown of black cashmere and vel-
vel, with Medici ruffles of black
lance high about the stately throat,
and one pendant of jet and diamomis
flashing on her breast; a stately,
right royal-looking woman; this
girl who had been her hardly-used
dependent for years.

“ My wife, Aunt Jeannette,” Lacy
says, composedly, drawing the wiite
hand within hils arm. * Anne O'Neil
is my beloved wile now, and we have
been married for two weeks!”

CHAPTER XL

A wild evapeseent throb of joy and
thankfulness thrills through uillian's
breast as Captain Lacy speaks, for
in the first passion ol sellish glad-
ness sghe can think of nothing else
than that Georgoe Is [free still—
(George's life is not utterly sundered
from her lile yet, though the wide
world lles between them !l

“0h, Anne, I am so glad,” she eries,
in that passionate impulse, with
smiles on her sweet, wet eyes, and
on her tremulous, red lips, as she
stretches out her hands to Anne in
eager greeting, and then her loving
arms clasp the tall, stalely [ligure
in nn embrace of slsterly tenderneass.
Anne resists for a moment and then
ylelds, and stoops for an lnstant in
a hurried kiss.

“Thank you, dear !” she whispers,
fervently; and then they both
simultaneously look at Lady Damer—
Gillian timidly and apprehensively,
a8 she snddenly remembers all, and
Anne with proud yet earnest en-
treaty. .

For Lady Damer has slowly risen
to her feet, a tall, terrible figure,
with her dense black trailing drap-
eries, and her chalk-white face, and
those glittering eyes alight with
flercest anger and scorn. They just
glance over Lacy and his wife with
al Mash like a blight, and then, with-
out uttering a word, Damer
moves toward the door.

But Anne snatches her hand from
her husband’s arm and hurries after
her, eagerly, humbly even, beseech-

her to stay.

oA

"s path. “Only for his
mine! Wait one mo-

ella everything :
rd‘ Only 'l'l.lt.f:l.'

i
were to save his [ife!™

piteously. with tears in her volce. “I
came to Ireland only to see him once
more and bid him good-bye, as 1
meant to go to America! Idid, in-
deed, Lady Damer; I meant to go;
I wae on my way to Queenstown ; I
had even paid the deposit on my
cnbin passar« and then when I met
him again, I could not leave him. I
wns most to blame."

“Not at all,” Lady Damer says,
feily, drawing her skirts asgide. “You
only acted according to your in-
stincts, naturally enough seeking to
raise yoursell in the world. You were
always ambitions and designing, and
vou had an easy prey in a weak, sell-
indulgent man. He has been to me
nd my own son. He has had power
to wound me to the heart by his in-
gratitude and treachery. You have
both insulted me and outwitted me !l
Much good may it do you both I"

There is maledietion in the venge-
ful, sibilant tonee of her clear, de-
libarate voice as she glances.at the
wedded lovers with a baleful smile
of bitter coatempt, and the blood
flushes darkly back into her white
face as she looks at her nephew and
the girl to whom he has linked his
fate for life.

She hurries swifltly out of the
Foom, n® il she cannot endure the
sight, and np the stairs to her own
rooms, where she locks herselfl in, and
no one dares to follow her.

“Anne, you have disregarded my
wishes, dearest ! Laecy sayvs, with
tender reproach, as Anne turos back
hopelessly from the door, and the
tears she has tried to restrain fall
Ipst now. “"You had no right {0 ex-
pose yoursell to her anger and in-
sults. You know that I told you I
wished to epepk to her first, and 1
meant to, whether she would hear
me or not! Don't ery, my darling
wile ; surcly her Insults have no
power to wound you—you to whom
she 18, or ought to be, so0 deeply lo-
debted !

His arm s round her in the un-
questioned right of thelr new re-
lations, amnd bolth her hands are
clapsed on his shoulder, where her
head s resting.

They have quite forgotten gentie,
lovely Gillian, looking at them with
gad smiling eves of syvmpathy.

“Yes, they wound me, for 1 de-
gerved some of them ! Anne Rays,

! giifling a sob. "I was ambitlons and

designiug, for I yearned and long-
ed, and prayed, and hoped for what
1 have got! I was sellish and trea-
clhierous, [or [ thought of nothing
but my own happiness when YyYou
gald you meant to marry me; that
¥You meant to look for me and mar-
ry me, amnd that you Lhad told Miss
Deane how you loved me, and wish-
od e for yvour wifle! 1 thought of
nothing or nobody then, In the
greedy selfishness of my happiness ;
after thos® weary years—[four vears
nearly sinee I met you flirst—oh,
Patrick, my darling !
Mo be Continued.)
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Last Christmas [ was distribuling
ithe prizes at the Upper Kennington
Lane Board S:hool. I wound up with
an exhortation 1o the boys to be
goml during the coming year. Baid
1: “Now, boys, see Uit when 1 come
agaln next Christmas I shall hear an
exeellent aceocunt of you, and shall
not have to be told that you have
got into any trouble or mischief,”

“*SBame to you, slr,” shouted 1the
whole school with one acecord. Whe-
ther 1his was quiet humor or a

mechanieal reply 1o the time-lon-
ored “Merry Christmas, boys,” which
they had taken my first words to
imply, 1 cannot say. But 1am trying
to llve up to the injunction.

But no doubt, unhappily, rests over
the answer of the little chap who

was being examined in mental arith-
metic by an inspector «f schools.
“ I, sald the inspector, 1 had three
glagsses of beer on this table, and
your father came in and drank one,
how many would bes lelt 7" “Nooe,
elr,” at once reglied the youthful Bab-
bage. " But you don’'t understand
my question,” retorted the inspector,
proceeding to repeat it. This he id
several times, always receiving the
sam* unwavering assaranee, Noue,
sir.”” At last he said, "Ah, my boy,
it Is clear you don't know mental
arlthmetic.” ** But 1 know my [ather,”
answered the boy.

“ Who made the world 7° snapped
out a rather testy Inspector years
ago to a class of very small boys.
No answer. BS>weral times he re-
peated the question, getting louder
amd more Incensed each time. At Jast
a poor little fellow, kneading Lis cyes
vigorously with his knuckles, blub-

bered out, ** Please, sir, It waddn’

A little child was saying her pray-
ers alouwd beside her mother's knee,
and added a prayer on her owmn ac-
count : ** Oh, please, dear God, make
me pure—absolutely pure a8 ———'s
cocoa,” Two children being awakened
one morning, and told that they had
a new little brother, were keen, as
children are, to know whence and
how he had come. * It must have
been the milkman,” #Sald the girl

the milkman 7" asked her little
er. " Because he says on his
eart, Familles Supplied,” replied the
gigter, The little son «f a Wesleyan
minister once veolunteered this start-
ling information to a visitor, “ Do
know that the swallows go nway
winter,. but the sparrows belong
to this clircuit ?”"—Dr. McNamara.
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HINTS FOR GIRLS.

How to Preserve Health and
Good Color.

Pale, Ballow, or Annemic Girls Ro=
stored to the Bright Freshness of
Youth by Natural Means—Good
Health Within the Reach
of All.

(From The BSun, Orangeville, Oat.))

Miss Maggle Brownlee, of Orange-
ville, is & young lacy well known ta
the residents of the town and greatly,
esteemed by all Lher acquaintances.
Like thousands of other young girls
throughout Canada, Miss Browulee
fell a victim to ansemia or watery
blood, and for a tme, as she says

herself, feared she would never agaln
enjoy robust health. Experiences
like Miss Brownlee's cannot fall to
be of benefit to other pale and
anaemic girls, and for this reason
e kindly consented to give a siale-
ment to the San for publication. "My
Hiness," suld Miss Brownlee, “came
on very gradually, and at first It
merely seemed as (hough It was &
feeling of depression and tiredness.
I kept getting worse,. lowever, and
finally had to give up a good posi-
ton. I was at times troubled with
a throbbing, racking headache, my
appeldte guve out ; the leasl exer-
tion tired me, and my Lheart would
beat painfully. My limbs secmed to
feel like welghts, and at other timos
tliere was a sinking sensation which
I can escarcely deseribe. 1 WiLs
itreated by a good doclor and took
a number of remedics, bul without
any lmprovement in my condition,
and 1 began “o [ear that 1 was
doomed to be an invalid. One day
a Iriend who called to see me spoks
very highly of Dr. Willlams" Mgk
Pills, and what she sald intercsted
my mother so much that she bought
a lew boxes. | began laking Lhem,
and in the course of a few weeks
there was no room to doubt that
they were helping me. 1 continued
taking the pills Tor a couple of
monthis or more, when I lell ans
well and strong ag ever | Ld heen.
it |8 about a year eluce 1 gave ap
taking the pllls, and 1 have not
since Ielt the need of any medicine.
1 think Dr. Willlagw' Pink I'iHs a
grand medicine, and should be tak-
en by all pale and fecble girls."
Dr. Willlams' Piok Pills make rich,
red blood with every dose takea,
thus restoring the IHoom of health,
and the brightness and freshness ol
youth to pale and sallow cheekms
Through their action on the blood
ithey cure such diseascs as anaemia,
nervousness, headache, rheuapiaidsm,
dyspepsia, Et. Vitus' danee, Lheart
troubles, diseases of the kldoneyes, ete,

These pills also care the allments
that muke the lives ol S0 many wo-
melnl a constant misery. Sold ia
hoxes, the wrapper arouwid which
bears the full name—Dr. Willlams'
Pink Pills for Pale 1'eople. Can b

procured from druggisis, or will be
senut by mafl, post pald, at Gk a
box, or six boxes for §2.50, by ad-
dressing the Dr. Willlams' Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

WHO SETS THE CLOCK. ?
Fhe Spurces of Stundard The in the
Lnited Stales.

. G. Altken, of the Lick Observa-
tory, corrects in Popular Asiron-
omy some prevalent errors as to
ithe sources from which the Usited
Statey people get their slandard
time., He says:

The sources of tiwme lor the pub-
lic generally are nol as nunmeroons
ad ls usually supposed. ln faok,

they are very few. The clocke ol
the Naval Observatory, at Washe
ington, furnishh the time far the
great majority of the people living
east of Ogden, Utah, and kil Pase,
Texas. West of those points the
people, whether they know It or
not, depend mainly uwpou the clocks
of the little observatory In the
navy yard at Mare lsland, Cal.
At present only Lhree other ob-
pervatories—the Alleghany, the
Goodeell and the Lick — disiribote
time sighals over any considerable
territory. The Pennsylvania lines
east of Pittsburg receive their tiage
from the Allegheny Observatory,
which sends continuous sigrhale
through the 24 hours of the day.
This systemr covers the enlire Btate
of Peunsylvania, and also Eastern
New York. The Goodsell Observa-
tory sends two tim» slgnals daily to
the Great Northern, the Northern
Pacifie, the Great Weslern and the

“Boo" lines, amounting in all t®
about 13, miles. The noon sig-
nal from the Lick Observatory

reaches all points on the Southern
Pacific system as [ar cast as Og-
denn.

Ir addition 1to its regular timoe
service, the Naval Observatory of-
fice has established at several points
on the coast a time-ball system, at
branch hydrographie ollices, for the
purpose of assisting masters ol ves-
sele, as well as men-of-war, in re-
gulating thelr chronowmeters. The
time is indicated by the droeppeag
of a ball at the hour of noon, or it
wmay be obtained by application at
the offlee,

{ules for IMet.

1. Eat when You are hungry.

2. Drink wlren you are thirsty.

3. Eat enough and then stop.

4. Eat what your appetite calle
foer.

5. Train your appetite and stomaocks
by eating the greatest possible var-
lety. You are not a shirk ; why should
you let your stomach become one?
Many foods are not liked the [first
time tll:i'! are tasted, Iuﬂ:: ll.l Drmlrll

ess you try a thing sev

mllmt you do not know whether you
like it or not. Hence, never say yom
dislike a thing till you have eatem

e epestre
e compar voar
by the work you <o, using strong
food when you are dolng hard werk,

food when sedentary.

. Dom't let your doctor attempt

to r te your diet by Lis ows
——

B. Beware of the diet ernak. All be

|

yond this I8 foolisliness and vexa
of the stomach.—Canadian Houawse-
keeper. e A ,
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