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SYNOPSIS OF PREV 0US CHAP
TERS. 

gs 1 & 11.—Major Joselyn Lloyd is a
 kind 

hearted soldier who wins the Vi
ctoria Cross in the 

han War. He meets the author while
 on a tour 

to Scotland and they become fast friends. Major 

Lloyd proposes they go toa seaside place called 

Battlecombe. While there he moets Ella Lee, a
nd 

learns to love her. One evening he invites his 

friend Gordon to accompany him to his organ 

ractice and be introduced to Elia Lee. During 

e recital Ella Lee drops a telegram. 
Gordon sees 

this, picks it up, and puts it in his pocket. When 

he opens the message it is from a person named 

Jack.” Gordos wonders i “Jack” is a lover
, and 

if his friend has given his love 
in vain. 

CHAPTER IIL, IV., & v.—Gordon lea
rns from Joss 

that Eila Lee has no prother, so concludes that it 

must be a lover. He resolves to ask Ella
 Lee the 

‘2 of the telegram, and who was the sende
r. 

Bud: unconsciously forewarns h
er of bis object, 

so fhe explains that ‘Jack’ is her sister Nellie. 

Joss tells Gordon that Ella Lee has
 accepted him 

as her future husband. Later, Gordon is introduced 

to Nellie, who he finds quite under 
his sister's in- 

fluence. 
®8 v. (continued) vi & vii.—~Joss, in one 

of his meetings with Ella Lee, tells her
 of his form- 

er loves, Molly Morrison snd Cynthia
 Singleton . 

He afterwards repeats those love tales to G
ordon. 

CHAPTER XVIII.—A STORM WA
S BREW- 

ING. 

My cabby did earn his fare. I pnlled 

him up, however, at some distance from 

the Savoy, and as soon as I bad seen my 

yyeen alight—rightly guessing they would 

take luncheon—I drove to a shop in the 

Strand, which for obvious reasons mus
t be 

nameless. 
What I am about to say may seem to 

some only flimsy fietion. Let me assure 

my readers it is fact, not fiction, and that 

if some day an author shall write a book 

descriptive of the inner workings of London 

society, it will depict things far more won-
 

derful than anything I can relate. 

As far, for example, as writers are con- 

cerned, there are very few indeed in town 

—this is my belief—who cannot be bought 

to play the spy, to give information, or 

to do anything that is not exactly dishonest. 

The man into whose shop I had entered 

granted me an audience in a little back 

room. I told him what I wanted, namely, 

the likeness, the carte, he might call it 

what he pleased—of the lady and gentle- 

man tecs then lunching at the Savoy. Was 

it possible, I asked. 
he man might have answered at once. 

He did not, but at last agreed that for a 

cousideration the thing might be done. 

I am not going to explain how or when 

it was done, whether in the house or out of 

doors. I have reasons for my reticence 

on this point, but I do know that in less 

than four hours’ time I bad a very good 

representation indeed of Miss Smith a
nd 

Mr. Jones. They are lying on the table 

now before me, as I write. 
‘Well, on the whole I was pleased with 

all I had done today. 1 had scored ome 

in the contest, and thought I was justified 

in patting myselt on the back. Figura- 

tively speaking, therefore, I did so. Then 

I drummed up a dear old friend, and to- 

gether we found our way to the Adelphi 

where, as usual, something good was go- 

ing on. 
Say met me at Mr. Maynard's office 

pext morning. Little Gowan was with 

her, and both she and her mother were 

daft with excitement and expectation, and 

all the way down the three of us telt asf 

we were going to a picnic. 
I found my friend at Sevenrocks had 

been called from home. but he bad pro- 

cured and left the Cottage keys for us, 

and armed with those we found a cab and 

were very soon at Lily's future home. 

We would not let the cabby wait for us, 

preferring to loiter about and go back 

when we pleased. 
Apart from the weediness of the garden 

and a general air negligence that pervaded 

the rose trees, climbers over the porch and
 | 

verandah, we were all charmed with 
the 

externals. 
‘Once the garden is put in order,’ Lily 

said, ‘and a man for a day every two 

weeks will keep it nice, Gowan and I can 

do all the rest.’ 
* Qur feet rang hollowly on the carpetless 

floors when we entered ; there was a some-
 

what damp and musty smell ; there were 

ts of rain, rust and soot on the grates, 

and a long-tailed mouse ran across the 

kitchen hearth, but no other fauits could 

we find. 
The wall-paper was beautiful and most 

artistic, and there were nooks in the draw- 

ing-room which could be turned saslly into 

cosy corners, so that on the whole I felt 

justified in advising Lily to close with the 

offer and take the cottage that very day. 

~ And isn't it lucky,’ she said, ‘thatI 

Tave money enough from the sale of my 

last two pictures to furnish the dear little 

house from top to bottom.’ 
Locking the house up. and even the 

garden gate, we now went for a stroll 

around the beautiful country. It was a day 

in early spring; a few white and grey 

clouds floating slowly over the bluest of 

skies, the trees clad in slken drooping 

leaves of tenderest green, wild hyacinths 

as blue as the sky itself hiding coyly in th
e 

es, where sung the mavi's and the 

sweet melodious thrush, Busy bees passing 

about wondering where most flowers were 

to be found, and great white or crimson 

butterflies floating lazily hither and thither 

certain in their own minds that this world 

was made for enjoyment and not for work. 

We sat ourselves down on the sward at 

last, where the grass was very green. and 

where the daisies grew. It was close to 

the stream that higher up went meander- 

ing past Lily's cottage. Then I opened 

the black bag I carried, and produced a 

luncheon, that caused Gowan to shout wit
h 

“ht 
hile Lily laid the cloth I walked some 

distance to a little farm, and soon returned 

accombanied by a boy carrying a huge can 

of milk. It was, or seemed to be, the best 

and coolest milk ever we had tasted, and 

i arranged on the spot to have a ‘set of 

mi » sent to the cottage every day after |gr 

she should take possession. 

Yes, we did enjoy that little picnic. After 

it I lay on my back smoking and gazing 

dreamily up at the blue eky and the drift- 

ing clouds, while Gowan in childish treble 

sang us a little song. 

Then finally we agreed it was time to 
return. 

‘O, by the way,” said Lily, as we re- 
passed the house, ‘what shall we call my 
new home ?’ 

‘It already has a name,’ I answered, 
‘Brookside.’ 

‘Oh, but I don’t like that. We must think 
of something better.’ 

‘Well,’ I said, ‘call it after your little 
mountain daisy here and name it Gowan- 
bank.’ 
So Gowan-bank it came to be called, and 

is to this day. 
The rent was by no means a large one, 

so we closed the bargain that afternoon, 
then Lily engaged a servant, only a young 
girl, but she was strong and able to work, 
and very willing also. 

Well, on the whole, we had spent a very 
happy day, and London, noisy bustling 
London, when we got back to it, compared 
very unfavourably indeed with the flowery 
lanes of Kent. 

Lily was to go down in a month, and 
very much disappointed, not to say cross 
and angry, was Mrs. Greig when she heard 
of the young lady's intention. Poor Laly 
had expected to part the best of friends, 
and had even made up her mind to ask her 
old landlady down to Sevenoaks to spend a 

whole week with her in summer. But it was 
not to be, and Lily had a good cry over it. 

But worse was to happen, for one day 
soon after Lily had secured the cottage, 
Miss Smith called, when there was no one 

to shadow. 
I may as well say here and be done with 

it that Mrs. Grieg sold herself to Miss 
Smith. She not only told that energetic 
lady— Paul Pry—where Lily was going to 
live, but promised to keep an eye on all her 
actions, snd write down the day and date 
ot any visits she might have as well as the 
names of the visitors. All this 1 learned 
afterwards. 
Some time after this Jocelyn went to 

Acacia Cottage. There was no shadowing 
this time, because there was no need. 

Mrs. Grieg was almost insolent to him ; 
Joss, however, paid little attention to ber ; 

but be stayed af the afternoon, and haa 
tea with Laly. 

This with other odds and encs, not 
strictly in accordance with the truth was 

duly reported to Miss Smith and entered in 
her private case book. 

In due time Lily took up her abode at 
the little cottage, her servant Lizzie came 
home, the furniture was got in, and weeks 
were spent in the tasteful arrangement 

thereot, and in artistic, though not neces- 
sarily expensive, decoration. 
One or two neighbors began to call on 

Lily after this But they were of the hum- 

bler. and probably, I might say, more kind- 
hearted classes. To the poor, the poor 
are evar kind, you know. A neighboring 
farmer's wite looked round, and told Lily 
she must come and have tea with her, and 

that Gordon could come at any time or all 

times, and romp with the dogs, ride on the 

iargest horses, sport with the lambs, and 

see the girls making butter and milking the 
cows. This good woman did not come 

empty-handed, either, but brought with 

her a whole dozen of new-laid eggs, be- 

sides a beautitul blue duck’s egg for 
Gowan. 
A retired grocer called next, and then 

the parson. He was a little, fat, inquisi- 

tive man, and I tear that he called only to 

learn as much ot Lily’s history as he coald. 

However, he hoped he would see her at 

church, though he never said to her, ‘You 

had bester call at the Vicarage and see my 
wife and little ones.’ 
Meanwhile, the richer people and elite 

kept at a respectacle distance, for which, 

and all God’s other mercies, Lily bad 

reason to be duly thanktul. Who was she 

at all, the elite asked? The answer was: 

An artist or an actress, or authoress or 

something who like most ladies whose pro- 

fessions begin with the letter A had run 

away from her husband after which he shot 

himselt or took brandy or laudaoum, or 

something or other that sent him out of 

this world in a hurry, and into a warmer. 

No, she was not a ‘person’ to visit—at 

present. 
But Lily was very, very bappy. And so 

was litle Gowan, especially when the gar- 

den wss nicely trimmed and in bloom, and 

the roses over the porch and verandah, 

coming into bud and bloom. 
Strangely enough, like all who bave 

come tbrough much grief and sorrow, 

Lily could not disabuse her mind of the 

idea that it was almost sinful to be so 

bappy as she was at present; that it was 

no: natural, and that at any moment a 

cloud might rise np on the blue horizon of 

her lite, and a storm burst over her. 

That a storm was brewing—a crisis not 

far distant—is all to true; but it was to 

burst in a different direction, first at all 

events. 
And this brings me back to my poor 

friend Jocelyn. 

CABPTER XIX.—*‘I JUST HELD MY PEAC
E 

AND SMOKED.” 

+0, Gordon,’ said Jocelyn to me one 

evening as we sat smoking together in my 

wigwam, while the sun was slowly setting 

far over the green and wooded valey of the 

Thames. ‘O, Gordon, I might have been 

so happy! Ella and I might both have 

been very, very bappy, for mn my heart 

there is the capacity for great love.’ 

Joss had dined with me that day at the 

Jungle. An early dinner, for we had been 

out for a long ride, and were hungry. 

Nay, sorrow or griefis not incompatible 

with hungry. On the contrary, sOrrow €x- 

hausts the system, and weakens the nerves. 

It 1s for this reason, alas! that so many 

people fly to the use of stimulants when in 

iet. Nature is low, and cries aloud for 

assistance, and wine or brandy 1s more 

often preferred by Ler, to the sustainin 

help of food, because it is far more rapi 
in its action. 

‘I know your heart well, Joss, my boy,’ 

I replied in answer to his remark, ‘and 

know how dearly you have loved Ella, and 

how pleasant and happy your lives might 

have been. I——' But he interrupted 

me. 
«Could have loved her!’ he cried, sitting 

up as well as a man can sit up in a rocking 
chair, ‘did you say ‘could have loved her, 

Gordon?" ‘My God, Gordon, I love her 

still. There mav have been times of late 
that [ have lost my temger when she limit- 
ed not her abuse to me myself but included 
even my friends and relatives, saying 
cruelly bard wy even against my dead 

and gone cousin Molly Morrison, who is an 

angel in heaven, if heaven here be. There 

may have been times, I say, when I have 

lost my temper, struck my fist upon the 

table and declared even betore the servants 
that my life is a burden and her conduct 

and bearings towards me was murder, 
murder in its slowest and most cruel form. 

But no sooner had I spoken than I wanted 
to recall my words. would have given all I 

possessed to be able to recall them. Yes, 

yes, my iriend, with all her systematic ill- 

treatment of me I know, I teel, that I never 

loved a woman as | have loved and do love 
Ella Lee. 
One kind word from her, Gord, would 

briog back to me at any timeall the joys of 

existence, and life would be for me once 

again the paradise it used to be in the 
dear lost days of old. 

I was silent’ and he continued. 
‘I will go further, Gord, and you may 

believe me when 1 say this—dreadful 
though it may seem. Were Ella to smile 

upon me, were she to say, ‘I do love you, 

Jocelyn, dearly and truly, and have loved 

you all these years, though you knew it 

not. Yes, indeed, I love you, but you 

must die by my hand, and die now,’ I'd 

welcome the knite she was about to plunge 

into my bosom, and Heaven for me would 

be begun on earth.’ 
Jocelyn dashed his half-emoked cigar 

away, as was his wont when exeited, then 

he seized his tumbler of brandy and soda 

and drank it off without once taking it from 

his mouth. 
I was a little sorry to see this. I had 

noticed something like it more than onee of 

late, indeed, [ had seen my unhappy friend 

several times under the influence of wine. 

A suicidal way of drowning sorrow is it 

not ? We must all admit this. But we must 

not be too hard on those who seem on the 

downhill of lite, lured on by the demon in- 

temperance. We must weigh a man’s sins 

against his temptations. For the balance 

only should he be condemned aud punish- 

ed. This is true charity. This is the charity 

of Jesus Christ ; a charity, alas! that the 

world never extends; a charity but seldom 

found even in the Church itselt. 

‘Gordon,’ Jocelyn went on as he lit a 

fresh cigar—he talked more off and sadly 

now ‘Gordon, I thank God every day of 

my life that I have one true friend and he 

sits beside me now.’ 
As he spoke these words to me, reader, 

my heart, my conscience, call it what you 

please, gave a painfully uneasy throb. 

‘I, this man’s friend ?’ I said to myself. 

“JI, who might have saved him all this sor- 

row and prevented his ill-astorted union 

with the [siren Ella Lee? A little cour- 

age on my part could have done it, and cut 

the Gordian knot in time. Why did I not 

show him Jack's telegram on the very day 

I picked it up? Yes, why, indeed, and 

never would I be truly happy until 1 con- 

fessed to my want of courage and obtained 

is forgiveness ? 

I must,’ he went on, ‘possess a nerve 

and constitution tar stronger than that ef 

most men, elve would the want of sym- 

pathy for her who ought to be my second 

selt have killed me long ago.’ 
‘Does not this want ol wifely sympathhy, 

Gordon, kill thousands ; ay, perhaps tens 

of thousands every year in this country? 

We English are—unlike the French or 

even the Americans—a domestic and home- 

loving nation. If we have good wives, 

kindly and considerate, we love mot, as a 

rule, to seek for pleasures in music halls, in 

brightly lighted bars, or gilded saloons. 

Rather would we, after the labour and ex- 

citenuent of the day are done smoke our 

calumets by our own firesides, and sure of 

sympathy, perhaps even wise advice, tell 

to a lovingjwite all the story of our struggles 

at desk, in office or studio, our hopes and 

tears and ambitions. Ah! sympathy, sym- 

thy, what man can live without it ? It 

bedutifies our lives, it keeps us young, it 

holds sickness itselt at bay, and builds up 

around one's own fireside, be 1t ever so 

humble, a kingdom that emperors them- 

selves might envy. 
‘But without love and without this wife- 

ly spmpathy, a man’s married life is more 

toilsome, more dreary tham that of the 

convict felon, chained to the heavy barrow, 

that be must ever, ever monotonously fill 

and wheel away and empty.’ 
I just held my peace, because I knew 

the poor fellow was obtamning surcease of 

sorrow by thus unburdening his mind, and 

telling his sad, sad story. 

I held my peace and smoked. 

«Of late, you know Gord., I have been 

more than usually successful in my studio. 

Picture after picture has sold for good 

prices. Grief bas indeed been, in my 

case, the parent of fame, such tame as I 

have as an artist. And happily, too, as my 

household is concerned, the ever-increas- 

ing expenses of which my half-pay and lit- 

tle paternal income could never support. 

‘But on days on which I am more that 

usually happy in my studio, happy mn my 

touches and in my coloring, towards even- 

ing, Gord., when the lights begin to be 

uncertain and to fade, snd my wee child 

Mary brings round my cup of tea, a 

pleasure and privilege that on one dare 

deny her. I teel for all the world like a 

school boy just out from sckool, quite 0s 

happy, quite as goy- I set my darling on 

my knee, and tell her funny fairy tales till 

the tears run from her eyes with laughing. 

Then, forgetting the misery and darkness 

and gloom that awaits me indoors, I seat 

my child on one shoulder, and singing 

gaily ride her up to tie drawing-room. 0, 

it love and sympathy would but meet me 

just then, or had I word or welcome from 

my wife, how happy I could be ! Butitis 

denied me, so I sit down by my organ and 

though 1 know it is wrong to do so, I nurse 

my grief and sadness, and theve, 

with the gloamiog shadows all 

around me filling up the room 

room, and feeling O, so, so lonely, I wail 

forth m~ sorrow in impromptu songo ten— 

I almost blush to say it—with the tears 

rolling down my cheeks, and feeling that 

my heart will surely break. 
“At such times as these, Gordon, little 

will come and lay her cheek to mine, 

and pat and soothe me, as if I were indeed 

the child I feel myself to be. Poor dar- 
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ling, she cannot tell what my sorrow may 
be, nor what brings the tears to my eyes, 
vet some instinct tells her that I am in 
griet, and she does ner little all to cheer 
me. Once, Gordon, you asked me while 
we were all seated at dinner at the Raven's 
Nest, why I bad called my daughter Mary. 
[ answered briefly ‘after the Virgin, Let 
me tell you now and confess that in this 
matter 1 bave been guilty of a little dup- 
licity, for she really 1s called after my late 
cousin Molly Morrison. Ella does not 
know, and I dared not tell her, that Molly 
is Scotch for Mary. Thank heaven, too 
Gordon, that little Molly’s eyes are like 
mine—blue. 

‘Every man, that is a man, must pos- 
sess ambition. Every wife that is worth 
the name desires to share that ambition 
with her husband, and should not the sun- 

shine of his fame be reflected on her and 
serve to gladden her heart? When, after 
having a picture hung, Gordon, and prob- 
ably sold, my pride has got the better of 
me, especially when fostered by press 
notices, my natural desire has been to 

show my good luck and ambition with Ella, 
and I have at table read to her my press 
cuttings. Bat, alas! I could awaken no 
responsive feeling 1n the icy coldness of 
that heart of hers. My speech would 
either be received in sulky silence, or it 
she vouchasfed a reply at all it would take 
some such torm as the following, which is 
from the life : 

¢ “Fame indeed ! Will tame keep up the 
horse and carriage. Will fame buy us new 
dresses ? The daub’—that was my picture, 
Gord.—*is sold ; that is the main thing. 

But bad you earned the same amount by 
selling soap I'd just be as well pleased. 
Fame. Bah! 

‘Poor wze Molly, as I call her in my own 

mind, looked pieadingly at her mamma 
across the table one day, and made the fol- 
lowing innocent remark : 

¢ ‘Mamma why are you always so cross 

with poor papa ? O, ma, I love him!’ 
‘I dared not snatch her up in my arms 

just at that moment, and kiss her, Gordon, 
but you may be sure I took the earliest op- 
portunity. 

“The child is the one link now, I fear, 

that binds me to my home.’ 

CHAPTER XX.—HOW JOCELYN SERVED HI
S 

SHADOW. 

I have no desire to sadden this tale un- 

necessarily. It is verging on tragedy as it 

is. But in telling poor Jocelyn’s story, I 

am, [ am sorry to say, but sketching the 

history of thousands of families mn this 

country, where wifely sympathy with the 

husband's struggles is an unknown quantity, 

and where suspicion and jealousy usurps the 

place of conjugal love and fellowship. 

Camaradic ! Camsradic ! Camardic ! I ery 

aloud for more of it *twixt man and wife in 

our British homes. Let Camaradic reign 

I say Camaradic and sympathy, then in- 

deed, indeed we shall fav in every 

family— 
“Two souls with but a single thought, 

Two hearts that beat as one 

And what more should we have, think 

you reader ? I can tell you. We should 

have happier and healthier children and 

tar fewer little coffins borne fo the church- 

yard from cottage homes. We should 

have stronger sturdier sons to fight for our 

country when need should arise. We should 

find few reckless husbands crowding round 

the bars of our gin palaces seeking in 

smoke and drink for the solace they can- 

not find at there own firesides; and we 

should have many a cell in prison, and 

many 8 padded room in county &s lums 

empty, that at present are little hells on 

earth because occupied by poor wretches 

whom the want of witely sympathy has 

driven to ragged ruin and madness. 

» » Ld »* = * 

We have often heard jealousy called a 

demon, but have even heard it defended. 

I have been told that in moderation it is 

the one thing that keeps men and women 

pure, and that without its restrain poly- 

gamy - whether blessed by the Church or 

not—would be the rule in this country 

and monogamy the exception. In other 

words we should have free love. If ever 

free love becomes an institutionfin this coun- 

try I hope cannibalism will be introduced 

along with it. *Twere all as good methioks, 

to eat the body as to destroy the soul. 

But the propagation of jealousy iu my 

opinion besrs some resemblance to the 

multiplication of disease germs or microbes 

mn the human blood. lut-oduce but one 

or two germs into the body, and they in- 

crease in numbers so rapidly as speedily to 

destroy every organ therein. l.troduce 

into themind of the average woman bu" an 

atom of jealousy, and ere long it takes 

possession of the whole heart and soul, and 

every other teelng lin_ers thereon or circles 

round it. 
Some time after the conversation related 

in the last chapter, I happened to be in 

Jocelyn's rooms one day, while Mrs. Lloyd 

and little Mary were irom home. 

The state of matters I found prevailing 

would have amused me had it not been so 

intrinsically sad. I am not inquisitive, but 

I could not help noticing it. 
Jocelyn had a safe, it stood open. 

There were private letters lying on the 

mantle-piece ; Jetters lying on the dressing 

table; a handful of silver with one or 

two gold pieces left carelessly on a small 

table ; there was a nest of drawers, six or 

seven in all, but not one was locked, and 

but few were shut 
‘My dear Joss,’ I said, ‘you must be a 

man of a singularly confiding nature. Do 

you leave everything unlocked, even your 

safe ; your room without a key, and your 

letters all about, to say nothing of money?’ 
Joss smiled and shrugged his shoulders. 

‘Yes,’ be said, ‘though I did not always do 
80. 

‘Then how do you account for your re- 
cent carelessness ?’ 

‘It isn't recent, mon ami. Here, light 
up and I'll tell you.’ 

‘You see,” he said, ‘I did have my 
drawers locked at ore time. A man needs 
a little privacy if it be only to stow away 
his cigar bills, or evidence of a turf trans- 
action, if he indulges in any such folly. 
But when my wife began to harbour jeal- 
ousy against me, it took the peculiar form 
of supervison of all my correspondence, to 
say nothing of the contents of my sa‘e and 
drawers.’ 

‘But how could she ?’ 
‘Well, Ella can do anything but love 

me. She had private keys made to every 
drawer and door I called my own, and in 

some inexplicable way she found out the 
combination of my sate. And so to ac- 
commodate her 1 just took to leaving doors 
and drawers open and my letters all 
about. Large sums of money of course I 

take to the bank, but you see, I leave a 
handful there. It saves her the trouble of 
going over my pockets. See?’ 
He laughed dismally enough. 
‘Poor Joss I" I said, ‘has it indeed come 

to this P’ 
He smiled instead of laughing, but I 

could note one thing—there was moisture 
in his eyes. 

Presently he started up. 
‘Come for a ride,’ he said. ‘The day is 

young, and see how brightly the summer 
sun is shining.’ 

‘While trom bome, Gordon,” he con- 
tinued, ‘I am always forgetful and happy. 
The Raven's Nest is a bonnie spot; then 
is it not sad that no sooner do I draw nigh 

toit on my return than my spirits sink, an 

indefinable kind of dread takes possession 

ot me, and an 1cy hand seems to clutch my 
heart P’ 
We went below to the dining room while 

our horses were being led round and the 

servants brought bis uits and the cruets. 

Jocelyn filled himself out nearly half a 
tumblerful of brandy. 

I took it quietly up and threw it on the 

fire. It exploded with a rushing roar, and 

soot came down the chimney. 

Jocelyn looked at me strangely. 
I nodded defiantly. 
‘Better,’ I said, ‘it should blow the roof 

off the Raven's Nest than destroy that 

splendid mtellect of yours. ‘John,’ I said 

to the man, ‘bring a glass of milk.’ 
Jocelyn drank the milk obedient to com- 

mand, and next minute we were in the 

saddle, and enjoying a glorious canter over 

hill and heath. 
We cared but little in which direction 

we rode, and when towards six o'clock we 

drew up at a comfortable village hostelry, 

fully five miles from the Raven's Nest, 

neither of us I believe were sorry. 
‘Well,’ said Jocelyn, ‘the horses must 

feed and rest, and so I think should we.’ 

‘Better,’ he added, as he leapt to the 

ground, ‘is a beefsteak and onions where 

peace is than a stalled ox where dissension 
reigneth. Is it not so Gordon?’ 
‘You are right,’ I replied. 
‘I can give you a glorious rump steak, 

gentlemen, and a bottle of the best wine 

ever even at drank, Major Lloyd.’ 

He touched his hat as he spoke, and 

soon after my friend and I were seated in 

the rustic but cosy dining-room, and a 

neat and pretty Phyllis busy laying the 
cloth. 

(To be continued.) 

BEAT ALL OTHERS. 
Diamond Dyes Have a 

World-wide Record. 

The Diamond Dyes are far ahead of all 

other package dyes made fer home dyeing. 

When the plain directions are followed, a 

child can dye successtully. 
Diamond Dyes are warranted to color 

more goods than any other package dyes, 

and to make colors that last as long as the 

goods hold together. 
All wise, economizing and prudent wo- 

men use Diamend Dyes because they never 

suffer disappointments, failures or losses 

that result from the use of poorly prepared 

dyes. Every pa-kage of Diamond Dye is 

warranted to do the work intended for it. 

When purchasing package dyes, see 

that you get the ‘Diamond.’ Some dealers 

will try to sell you imitations because they 

get larger profits from them. Avoid such 

dyes, and uss only the ‘Diamond’ that 

bring success. 

A Brig. t Dog. 

rigson—*I once possessed a splendid 

dog who could always distinguish between 

a vagabond and a respectable person.’ 

Jigson— Well, what's become of him ? 

Bigson—'Oh, I was o>liged to give him 

away. He bit me.'—Tid-Bits. 

A Come-Off, 

‘Do you hear that whining in the next 

reom ?' 

“Yes: who is it ?’ 
“That's the the foot ball .usher who got 

off those manly utterances at the end of 

the game ; his wife is rubbing his lame 

shoulder.’— Chicago Record. 

THE KIND YOU NEED. 

Paine’s Cele y Componnd the Only 
Kind that Cures. 

Other Celery Coneoc ions Mere- 

ly Worthless Imitation-. 

« PAINE’'S” Has a Worid-wide 

Record of Life-saving. 

It you are numbered amongst the sick 
and diseased, the medicine you need is the 
kind that has cured your friends and 
neigbors. 

Paine's Celery Compound is, to-day, the 
only medicine that can meet your needs if 
you are suffering from rheumatism, neu- 
ralgia, liver and kidney troubles, dyspepsia, 
constipation, nervousness, or from any 
trouble that results from impoverished or 
impure blood. It cures the sick as surely 
as night follows day. 
The vast reputation that Paine's Celery 

Compound has acquired as a life-saver has 
led unscrupulous men to put up worthless 
imitations, and to name them celery prepa- 
rations. Many people are deceived daily 
by these miserable frauds, spending their 
money for remedies that bave no established 
record, and that can never cure. 
A little care on the part of those who 

purchase will soon have the effect of ban- 
ishing such deceptive liquid preparations 
from our midst. 
Ask for “‘Paine’s”; insist upon getting 

“‘Paine’s” ; and be satisfied that the name 
“‘Paine’s” is on every wrapper and bottle 
that you buy. When you secure *‘Paine’s,” 
you have the only medicine on earth that 
can drive off your load of misery and suf- 
fering, and give you a healthy, fresh and 
joyous life. 

CONVICTS OAN DOFF STRIPES. 

Those Who Behave Allowed to Dress in 

Business Garb. 

The most original experiment in prison 

reform which has yet been tried has within 

the last week been put into affect at Ohio's 

penitentiary, at Columbus. A striking al- 

most startling change in, the conventional 

prison stripes of the convict has been made. 

This, the first announcemeut of this impor- 

tant departure, will doubtless excite wide 

attention aud comment. 

1t is, mn brief, regulating the clothing of 

the convict by his conduct. Under the 

system now in vogue in all prisons, every 

convict wears the same uniform. The pris- 

oner whose instincts are vile whose ideas are 

thoroughly steeped in crime, is the same in 

the appearance that clothing gives, as the 

man whose instincts are of high grade, but 

who, through weakness, has violated the 

laws. 

Penologists have long held that the intel- 

ligent convict could be more thoroughly 

reformed by mental processes, or methods 

akin thereto, than_by the physical penal- 

ties that prison rules have caused all offen- 

ders to suffer. This is exactly the idea 

from which Warden E. G. Coffin, of the 

Ohio penitentiary, conceived bis plan of 

helping the prisoners to reform by grading 

their clothing. There are to be three 

grades, one hardly different from the or. 

dinary suit of the civilian, while the other 

two bear in a greater degree the mark of 

the prison. 

The first grade of clothing is of plain 

gray cloth, with nothing to indicate that 
it 

is anything else than a citizen's suit. The 

second grade will consist of gray and 
white 

checkered goods, and th? third grade will 

be that of the present regular stripes, as 

now worn by sll. 

A prisoner upon entering the prison will 

be placed in the second grade, and after 

the expiration of six months, without being 

reported for any infraction of the rules, 

will be entitled to be placed in the first 

grade. Every prisoner in the Ohio peni- 

tentiary who is not report:d for the viola- 

tion of a prison rule until January 1 will 

be permitted to wear the first grade uui- 

form as soon as it is possible to procure it. 

The prisoner who during the time mention- 

ed is reported for ome infraction of the 

rules will be eligible to the first grade in 

ten days thereafter. The prisoner who 

has two reports against him January 1 

will not be eligible to the first grade for 

twenty days. If a prisoner has three or 

more reports against him he will not be 

placed in the first grade until three con- 

tinous months have passed without an un- 

favorable report regarding him. 

Warden Coffin, in talking to the writer. 

said: ‘I am fully satisfied that all good 

citizens will heartily approve the step I 

bave taken. I do not believe that it is right 

and just that a man who has so conducted 

himself as to maintain en unblemished re- 

putation for years should be classed cloth- 

ed and marched with one who is daily com
- 

mitting infractions against the rules of the 

prison. It holds out no inducement to the 

worthy prisoner to continue his efforts in 

well doing. There should be some mark o
f 

distinction to separate the good from the 

bad. It seems to me the graded uniform is 

the best method ot accomplishing this p
ur- 

se. 
The Chio penitenitary has long heen 

known by the fact that the inmates thereof
 

are treated with more humanity than in 

almost any other state prison. The policy 

that has actuated the authorities bas be
en 

that men are much more in to re- 

nounce an evil lite and to become 
good 

citizens if the attitude ot the officials to- 

ward them is that which human beings 

might naturally expect—New {York Herald. 

P
R
,
 

L
o
 

~3
g%
 


