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A SPOILT IDYLL.

CHAPTER L

“Hullo! Excuse me, sir. you're not Mr.
Hillyer—Mr. Ben Ilillyer?”

] guess I am, though, stranger. Bat
you bave the advantage ot we. I don’t
seem to recognizc——"

“I'm Tom Ward.”

“No!
But—great scissors! Now I look at you
—why, of course it is! Here— shake !”

The traveler dropped his portman'eau
and held out a big brown hand, which the
other grasped heartily.

“I only landid in Liverpool this very
morning,” cried Mr. Ben Hillyer. ‘‘and
here it old Tom Ward isn't waiting to
meet me af Fuston as if he'd known 1 was
coming !’

“I thought it was you. I recognizad
you the moment I set ¢yes on you,” de-
clared Tom, laugbing. *‘It I hau known
you were coming I should bave been here
to meet vou, you may bet your bottom
dollar on that, as you Yankees say.

and have a chat, it | miss my train for it.
As a matter of fact, I wasn't waiting for
anybody. I'm on my way to Manchester.
Been living there these last thiee years.
Eh? What a row that engine makes!
Oh, yes. Capital appointment 1've got in
Manchester, Had to be sometting good
to tempt me to Jeave the old city here, I
can tell you. DBeen doing a tortmight’s
ncliday and just going back. Let's come
in here out ot the crowd.”

Well,” Mr. B n Hillyer begar, when
the two were seated in the refreshment
room on the platform, ‘‘I've been com- |

ing home tor long enough past, but some-
thing always turped up to h'nder me.

I've written balt a dozen times to postpone |
in |

the visit, and now, at last, ['ve come In
such a rush that I never even wrote to say
I was coming.”

“Take ‘em by surprise, eh? And how
have you been getting on out there? You
are looking remarkably well, and not a
day older than when you went away.
Come ovir alone, have you?’

““T'hat’s s0.”’

““No Mrs. Hillyer vet, then ?”

Mr. Ben Hillyer shook his head with a
quiet smile. Ard after regarding bim
curiously tor a minute, Tom Wserd broke
into a chuckle, smacked himselt on the
knee-pan and, glancing round {o make
sure nobody was likely to overhear him,
went on in subdued tones :

“I'd (l2an torgotten! Way, what did
you goout tor? To be sure! And who
18 there in the old country you'd come over
to see il it isn’t her ? O! course !’

Mr. Ben H:lyer did not dispute the
proposition.

“L'en years ago!” ¢jiculated his friend.
“You mean to say neitber of you hive

cbanged your mind in ten years? My
gracious, it it doesn’t beat fairy tales!
Young man, young girl, poverty—all tne
good old fashioned 1ogredients—young
man goes to Boston to make bis tfortune;
young girl waits. How 1s tke lortune,
Ben? Made P’

“The foundation’s laid and the scaffold-
ing’s up,” laughed Mr. B:n Hilyer, --and
there’s enough o! it built to kcep the rain
out. Yes; I've done fairly well, Tom. |

got into a tolid business, and when the old

boss died, three years back, I arranged to !

take over tte whole concern, and I'm run-
ning it myselt. | run it still in tne old
man’s name. I've pretty well dropped my
own. Oaly useit when [ write to her, and.
of course, she uses it when she writes to
me ; that’s all.”

Mr. Ben H:llyer drew a somewh it faded
photograph from his pocket and passed it
to his friend. It was the picture ot a
young girl cf seventeen, a gra :etul, dainty
figure, standing, lonely, #sgainst a dark
background that mzce the jace look pale;
there was a tenderness of expression on
the sweet, hal -smiling features, a shy
wistfulness in the large dark eyes, that in-
stantly won the liking cf the beholder as
well as his admiration.

*11 she is a8 good as ske looks, and [ am
sure she i¢,” said T'om Ward emphatically,
‘‘po wonder you waited ten years for her.”

“1 d n’t believe there is a truer girl on
earth,” remarked Mr. Ben Hillyer, not
without some touch ot emotion. *‘She’s no
dol!, my boy! When tbat girl’s mother
died—ber father was dead long before—
she took her place in 1h: shop, and she’s
been keeping 1t going tor five years, and
suppocting herselt and her two young sis-
ters, with no help trom ary living soul.
That’s the kind ot a girl she 1¢.”

CHAPTER 11.

Izving left his luggage at an hotel near
the station, Mr. Ben Iillyer went on as
fast as a hansom could carry him to the
eastern purt of the town. Haltway along
the Commercial Road he cismissed the cab,
and walking a tew paces on paused betore
an ancient low-browed coffce house, dingy
and du!l looking externally.

There was a shabby. inferior air about

the shop that gave him quite a shock, and
rather dampened his ardor. He wondered
he had never been struck by the meanness
of its appearance when he had been so
familiar with it years ago.
w le entered with a strange feeling of re-
luctance. Within the shop was close and
dark, and filled with uner.couraging odors
of miscellaneous cooking. It waslong and
narrow, with gl omy, high-backed buxes on
either side for the accommodation of cus-
tomers, and, at the end, a low counter be-
hind which was a private space wtere the
trying and boiling and washing up was
done.

Hesitating and overcome by an unac-
countable nervousness, Mr. Ben Hillyer
slipped aside into one of the boxes instead
of going straight fo the counter, as he had
first intenced, and when the frowsy waitress
came to attend upon bim he orcered a cup
of tea.

I'rom where he sat he could geep watch
on part of the spece behind the counter;
there was an ancient {female washing crock-
ery in a large tub, and the frowsy waitress
drawing his tea from an urn; from the in-
visible depths, whence the steam floated,
arose a high-pitched teminine voice, monc-
tonously scolding somebody in connection
with & disaster in scms baking operations.

All the while he was sipping his tea that
scolding continued, the rancous, intolerant
tones grating on his nerves like the snarl-
ing of a hand-saw. He was yearning for a
glimpse ot that face whose portrait had

een his constant companion and comforter
He |

in tho tedious years of his absence.
ad looked forward to this day with un-

And | anxious, disconted

now Ibave met ycu, I'm going 1o 8tOp | .o,ree apron concealed most of her faded

utteratle longings; in his sleeping and
waking dreams he had lived through this
hour, through this meeting that was now
g0 near, more often tran he could have
said.

His thoughts were broken ia upon by
the sound of the frowzy waitress saying to
a man in the adjoining box :

“Oh, she’s in one ot her usual fantrums,
It's sickenin.’ She’s been at it like this all

Not O Tow Wird, ot-ahd | Tu SOy KAy Weee.

“K.te!”

It was the complaining voice raised to a
bigher picch ; and, answering the call, the
waitress scuttled off, vanished round the

| counter, and could be heard, out of sight,

involved in a dispute.

She reappeared, later, subded and sul-
len, and prasently the owner of the scold-
ing voice became vissible at the counter,
and proceeded to meke fresh tea in the
urn.

At the first sigtt of her face Mr. Ben
Hillyer started, a peculiar choking sensa-
toin rose in his throat, and he shrank back
as it he feared sh: might observe him. She
wis a stout, full-taced woman, with an
expression ; g large,

print dress, and her tleeves were roiled up
above the elbows of her red, rcugh arms.
To a stranger, the resemblance between
this more than busom female and the
photograph 1n Mr. Hillyer's pocket would
have been imperceptible, but to Mr. Ben
Hillyer himself it was at once apparent.
He could even trace something vagu‘ly
familiar, now, in the altered voice; yet he
made a despairing effort to bt lieve that he
was mistaken, that this robust, practical
termsgant and the dainty, tender heartea,
sympatbe'ic girl he bad loved could not
yossibly be one and the same person.

The whole thing scemed so crushingly
unreal that with a forlorn idea of assuring
himselt of its certainty, he remarked to the

| waitress as he was paying her for his t a.

““Miss Walton seems—-that is Miss Wal-
ton, isn’t it ?"

The girl nodded sulkily.

“The eldest ?”

“Zn”

“Oh! I thought so.
put out today.”

‘Always 14, snapped the girl.

And as she evinced no disposition to
prolong the conversation, and he was sud-
denly seiz:d with a dread that the woman
might s2e and recognize him, he went Lur-
riedly away into the street.

He was dejected and miszrable : but the
more he thought ot it, the surer he was
that he had acted well in coming away
withcut making himse¢lf known to her. He
might hive concealed bis true feelings

She seems rather

| bappiness or his ?
| it was not.

from her and have forced himself to redeem

| his promise, but was it likeiy that such

selt-sacrifi ;e could tend, now, either to ber
He telt in his heart that
It would bave ceen brutal to
bave faced her and toid her of s disen-
chantment ; he could not write and tell her;
yet, atter what bad happened, Le could not
write to her sgein as he bad been used to.

He was in haste to get back to bis work,
and try to forget; he saw no bope for either
of them except in forgetfulness. And on
his voyage home agein a way occurred to
h'm by which he mizht remove bimsell
trom ver hite and leave ber tree to lose all
remembrance of him. A though: ot such
a subterfuge could not be other than re-
pugoant to him, but he could think of no
alternative, and ergued that circumstances
justified the deccit. Already the girl he
loved was dead to bim; it remained oaly
for Lim to die to her.

cHAPTER 111,

L.ite one evening, scmething less than a
month after, a postmén came down to the
coffze shop in Commercial IRoad and lett
on the counter a newspaper addressed to
Miss Walton.

It was handed to her as she sat by the
fireplace, busied over some accounts, and
seeing by the stamp that it was from
America, she opened it at once, She
opencd it wi'h an indefinable serse cf ap-
prehension, for she had been expecting a |
letter, and the paper was addressed ina
handwniting that was strange fo her. Turn-
ing over the pages, she came to a marked
paragraph in the list ot deaths, which ran:

+ Hillyer —May 10, at No. 98 Kirttall
street, Boston, Benjamin Hillyer, formerly
of London, Eagland.”

Nothing more. And she read it through
three or four times belore its tull meaning
took hold upon her, and she understood
that he had been dead nearly three weeks.
Then—tor a havit of reticence bad increas-
ed upon her, and she could not bear the
thought of humiliating herselt by giving
way to her weakness before her depend-
ents—she put the paper aside indifferently,
and made a pretence of going on with her
accounts till, finding 1t kard to maintain
such unnatural selt control any longer, she
arose abruptly and went upstairs.

Her younger sister, whose curiosity had
been rcused by her demeanor, took advan-
tage ot her retirement to open the paper,and
read the marked paragraph with the trowzy
waitress peering over her shoulder ; so that
when Miss Walton came down again, they
affected to be unconscious of the redness
ot her eyes and the unaccustcmed quietness
ot her manner. They involuntarily spoke
to ker with more than ordinary respect,
obeying her wishes with a promptitude that
was new to them, much as one humors and
seeks to anticipate the whims of an invalid.

Next week brought a type-written letter
from an unknown Edward Smith, ot Boston.
He inclosed a bank draft for £500, saying
it represented the savings of the late Mr.Ben
Hillyer, who had desired that she should
have them. He mentioned that he had
forwarded a paper con‘aining a notice
of his friend’s death, which had been rather
sudden, and concluded his formal com-
munication with orthodox expressions of
regret.

Oaly her immediate acquaintances know
why Miss Walton still wears the mourning
she has worn so long, and not all of them
know who erected in the crowded East
London Cemetary the little marble cross
to the memory of ‘‘Benjamin Hillyer, who
died at Boston, aged 36,” nor whose name
is one day to fill the space left vacant under
his.—Househcld Words.

Two Thousand a Week,

An expert employed by a New York
house earns a salary of $8,000 a year for
just four weeks’ work—two in the autumn
and two in the spring. His business is to
go to Hamburg, and, out of thousands of
designs made tnere and submitted to him
for “‘edgings,” to select those that shall be
manufactured for the American market.

| remedy, tried and proved all the world

THE NEED AND THE SUCCOUR.

Ina long drought—when not a drop of
rain has fallen, perhaps for we ks—every
living thing in the land, animal, and vege-
table, cries out for water, the hills, the
valleye, the flowers, the grass, the cattle
and human beings, most ot all, pray tor
rain, each in its own language ; for without
it they must surely die.

Just so when a man is bungry. Fvery
part and pircel of his body calls for tood.
It 15 a regular starvation chorus; oot the
stomach alone, but every other organ,
every nerve, muscle, bone, tendon, every
drop of running blood, every bit ot gray
matter in the skull, every square inch ol
skin, & :., they all want it and must have
it. For the body you move about in and
are so proud of, is nething under the sun
but tke ttuff you eat and drink, moulded
and vitaliz+d by the mystery ct digestion.

How ridiculous and unnatural, therefore,
is the 1dea of any kind of good victuals
“going against”” a person; it is like the
idea of the swe:t rain from heaven ‘ going
against” the dry grass—something that
never happened, nor ever will, as long as
Natare bas her own way in the meadows
and among the clouds.

Yet here we have a good ftriend, who
says there was a time in her life whken her
tood seemed like to kill her. It a wither-
ing rose bush, full of roses falling to the
ocound, were to turn away in fear irom tte
soit shower, it would be doing what this
woman did in turniog away from the food
placed upon the table betore her. Do you
think it easy to accouat for ? Is it enough
to say that she had no appetite? No, for
what do you mean by that? Wby should
uature have refused her an appetite ? The
answer isn't halt so simple as you fancied ;
1s1t?

Here is her own way of pulting the case :
—‘“Sixteen years ago,” she says, ‘‘whilst
livirg in service at Ilalifax, I tell into poor
Leal.h, everything seemed a burden and
trouble to me. After eating I bad dread-
ful p:ins at my chest and sides; my jfool
appeared to be killing me. By-and-by 1

| got so dreadlully low and weak, that I had

fo leave my situation and return to my
home at Malton. 1 consulted a doctor and
also a chemist, but their medicines did not
help me. Atter being at home six months,
I took a turn for the better, and got on
fairly well up till August, 1891, when I
was troubled with dizziness and dimness of
sight. 1 spat up a quantity of sour, frothy
fluid, and bad great pain at the pit of my
stomach. I used to break outinto cold,
clammy sweats, and wha. food I forced
myself to take did not nourish me. Then
[ saw two more doctors, who gave me
medicines, but, in spite ot all they could
do, I got weaker and weaker day by day.
It was at this time that [ vame to hear of
Seigel's Syrup. I began to use it, &nd
tound relief at once. It did me more good
than all the doctors’ medicine I ever took.
At every dose I got stronger and stronger,
and soon felt myselt renewed in health, as
| was betore my long illnes:. You are at
liberty to pub ish this letter it you think 1t
may be usetul to others—Yours truly,
(sigred) Mrs. Elizabeth Appleton, 33
Cross Row, Brotton. near Saltourn, York-
shire, May 26th, 1393.”

Today Mrs. Applcton can eat whatsc-
ever comes her way Her tood no loager
injures her and gives ter pa'n, but nour-
ishes har as nature means it shall do tor
everybody. DBat whv did her needy body
so long reject tbhe very thing it meeded?
Why did the parched grass shrink ard
suffer, as it were, at the tonch of the gentle
ram ?

The reason (you know it by name if not
by nature) was indigestion and dyspeypsia.
Toe stomach went wrong (the stoma:h is
the body’s treasury) and the whole system
went with it. For this dire malady
Mother Seigel's Curative Syrup is the

over. When you : re tired of experiment-
ing with things that do you no good, try
the one thing that will help you. It makes
you thankful for hunger and thanktul for

tood to satisty it.
ON A FAST ENGINE.

How the Man at the Lever Feels and Acts i
onaVe y Rapld Run, \
The locomotive engineer is a remarkabiy
placid fellow, with a habit of deliberate
precision in his look and motions. de oc-
casionally turns a calm eye to his gauge
and then resumes his quiet watch ahead.
The three levers which he has to manipulate
are under his hand for instant use, and
when they are used it is quietly and in
order, as an organist pulls out the stops.
The noise in the cab makes conversation
difficult, but not as bad as that heard in
the car when passing another train, with or
without the windows open, and in looking
ahead—and therefore the speed seems less,
as the obj2c's are approached gradually.
Those who have ridden at ninety miles

an hour on a locomotive know that on a
good road (and there are many such) the
engine is not shaken and swayed in a ter-
rific manner, but it 1# rather comfortable,
and the speed is not so apparent as when
onz2 is riding in a parlor car, where only a
lateral view is had. The engineer can be
very comfortable if he is quite sure of the
track ah ad, and it is only in rounding
curves or approaching crossings thit he
feels nervous, and it is doubttul if it is any
more strain to run a locomotive at high
speed than to ride a bicycle through crowd-
ed thoroughfares. Judging by the coun-
tenances of the bicycle rider and the en-
gineer, the engineer has the best of it.—
Railway Gazette.

Comparative Value_ of Foouls.

Professor Atwater’s exhaustive studies
and experiments in this line have led him
to the conclusion that the greatest nutritive
value in any kind of food of the same speci-
fiz cost is to be found in  cornmeal. He
finds that in ten pounds of the latter there
are slightly over eight pounds of actual
nutriment ; in eight and one-third pounds
of wheat flour there are over six and three-
fourths ot nutriment; i five pounds of
white sugar there era tour and one-half
pounds of nutriment; in five pounds of
beans there are four pounds of nutriment ;

in twenty pounds of potatoes there are
three and three-fourths pounds of nutri-
ment ; in 25 cents, worth of fat salt pork
there are three and one half pounds of

putriment ; in the same value of wkeat

bread there are two and one-fourth Jmundc 3
in the neck ot beef a pound and three-
fourths; in skimmed-milk cheese the sime
as the latter ; in whole-milk cheese a trifle
more than one ani one balt pounds; in
butter one and one-half pounds; ip smoked
ham and Jeg of mutton about the same; in
eggs at 25 cents a dezen about seven
ounces, and in oysters at 35 cents a quart
about three ounces.—New York Tribane.

DANGEROUS CONSOLATION.

All Right in a Day or Twr, But the Day
Never Came

“All right in a day or two” is the
thought that consol:s every one who is
suftering from any indisposition that does
not prostrate him. In thecase ot a person
bed-ridden for months with disease of the
Kidneys being asked, ““Did you not have
eny warning of this condition you are now
in?’ *Yes, | was bothered at first with
back-ache, with occasional healaches, but
did not consider myselt sick or the neces-
sity ot medicice further than a plaster on
mv back or rubbing with my tavorite lini-
ment. It was months betore I began to
realiz: that 1t was useless to further force
myself to ignore my condition The back-
ache had become a pain in the back and
sides, weak and tired teeling, high-colored
urice with obstructions and stoppage, pain
in the bladder, palpitation of the heart,
pour app:ti‘e, indigestion, and a dull,
languid teeling, with entire lac k of energy.”
Had the first signal ot distress from the
Kidneys— Back ache—received the assist-
ance of Cnase’s Kidney-Liver Dills, the
atter state of misery and suffericg would
have been avoided. A few doses dispel
first symptoms ; delay results in liver, heart
end stomach becoming effected. It is uce-
less to expect to overcome this complica-
tiorn without a persistent and regular use ot
Chase's K. ani L. Pills. Price 25¢., told
by all dealers, Edmansou, Bates & Co.,
‘T'oronto.

Druggists Revad Anything.

They were standing on the corner «f
Seventh and Vine streets not many nights
ago. One of them had just received a tele-
gram and he was making a great effort to
read it. He tried it for several minutes and
then handed it to his friend with an air of
disgust.

The second individual gave it up a'ter
struggling with it a quarter ot an hour.

‘[ never saw anything to beat that,” he
remarked as te banded the message | back,
*‘and I've seen some prettv bad writing in
my time, t0o.”

*Well, I can’t read it; and I'd like to
know what 1t says, badly.”

“Le: me see. Ah, I bav: it. Drug
clerks can read most any kind of writing.
Let us go and ses.”

They went to the nearest pharmachy and
handed the message to the prescription
clerk. Betore an explanation coula be
mace he darted to the rear of the shop and
disappeared behind a screen.

Atter ¢n absenc: ot fitteen minutes, dur-
ing which time both men had growa vey
restless, the clerk appeared, and, as he
panded a bottle to one ot th: men, ke saiu:

**S:xty cents, please ”

Rather stunned for awhile, the man open-
ed th)e package, and read on the label:

“Qae

When an explanation was made the
clerk set up the soda water.—lvansville
News.

NEAR TO DEATH'S DOOR,

This Was the Condition of the
Young Son of Mr. John
English, of Lakefield, Ont

| Extremely Nervour, Debllitated, Seemingly

Without Vitality or Vigor, the [High,
est Medical Skill was Unable to
Battle With HIis Dlisease,

Whatever may be the cause, it is unfor-
tunately too true that large numbers of
children are afiflicted with nervous troubles.
These in many cases assume aggravated

conditions and develop often into what is

really a feature ot paralysis.
A result of severe sickness some years
ago, Robert 8. Eaoglish, the son of Mr.

John Englisu, who conducts a large coop-

erage business in Lakefield, Oat , becime
the victim ot what seemed like chronic ner-
vousness. The child was taken with sev-
ere twitchings accompanied by fits that were
doomed to speedily wreck the whole sys-
tem. Naturally the best medical skill was
brouglt into requisition but no relief was
secured. South American Nervine was
used, and with the result that after six bot-
t'es bad been taken the boy was restored
to pertect health and is to-day one of the
most robust and healthy children in his
section of country. The case of Minnie
S:evens, of London, Ont., daughter of Mr.
F. A. Stevens, of the Stevens Manu-
facturing Co., is 2 somewhat similar case.
Twelve bottles of the medicine cured a
severe case of paralysis there.

The great secret of Nervine is that it
cures at the nerve centres, and for this
reason is a panacea sure, certain and last-
ing, in all cases, of nervous troubles, gen-
eral debility, indigestion, sick headache,
and like difficulties in old and young. 1t
removes these troubles, and besides, builcs
up the system, for it is one of greatest
flesh-producers that the age has sezn.

The Cat That Didn't

A South Brewer resident will never
again attemp to take the nine lives of a cat
with one fell swoop of & broom. He ar-
rived at this conclusion one evening last
week. When he struck with the broom
the cat dived beneath the dress of a man’s
wife, who got the full force of the blow
intended for the cat. The man fell over
his wife, upset the table and with it a
lighted lamp. While he was ergaged in
putting out the fire, and his wite in nurs-
ing her wonnds, the cat escap-d, but she
never came back.—Kenuebec Journil.

An Albany grape grower says that in
the packing houses children eat grapes all
day at any time they like, and he never saw
one of them separate the seeds from the
pulp. He swallows the seeds himself, and
in twenty years he has never heard of a

case of appendicitis.
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URPRISE

Soap
on iwash ! day.

It Saves

nE‘n ¥ the directions
on the wragper.

money.

teaspoonful to be tak:n three |
| times every hour.”
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< LONBURGH LONDG.N & JOLLIN.

For Sale by Street & Co.

iuring the past four vears.
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E.C. SCOVIL.

Use Onlv Pelee Island Wine Co’s. Wine

o [ pESBIS, | THEY ARE PURE JUICE
BRANDS, l gweémn. (Registered), J| or THE EHAPE
’ v

L ] MARCH 16TH, 1898

E. 6. SCOVIL, AGeENT PELEE ISLAND GRAPE quou. St.JornN, N. b J

DEAR SIR,—~My family have received great benefits from the use ot the PELEE ISLAND GRAPE
It is the best vonic and sedative for debility, nervousness and weak lun J.m:l.
[t 18 much cheaper ana pleasanter than medicine. { would not be without it in he
Yours, 3JAMES H. DAY, Day’s Landing, Kings Co.

Tea anl Wine Merchaat,
Te!ephone 523, -

- 62 Union; Street, St.Joln
+ Sole {Acent for Maritime Province s
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