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SYNOPSIS OF PREV OUS CHAPTERS.

CHAPTERS 1 & 11.—Mujor Joselyn Lloyd 1s a kind
hearted soldier who wins the Victoria Cross in the
han War. He meets the author while on & tour
to tland, and they become fast friend<. Major
Lloyd propo:es theff go to a seaside place called
Battlecombe. While there he moets Ella Lee, and
Jearns to love her. Oae evening he invites his
friend Gordon to accompany him to, his organ
practice and be introduced to Elia Lee. Daring
the recital Ella Lee drops a telegram. Gordon sees
this, picks it up, and puts it in his pockat. When
he opens the message it is from a person named
®Jack.” Gordou wonders it **Jack” is & lover, and
if his friend has given his love in vaiin.

Cllu'um.. w., & v —=Gordon learns from Joss
that Eila Lee has no orother, so concludes that it
must be a lover. He resolves to ask Ella Lee the
meaning of the telegram, and who was the sender.
He was unconsciously forewarns her of bis object,
80 she explaine that *“Jack” is her sister Nellie.
Joss tells Gordon that Eila Lee has accepted him
as her future husband. Later, Gordonis iotro luced
to Nellie, who he finds quite under his sister’s in-

fuence.

CHAPTERS V. (continued) vi & viI ~Joss, in one
of his meetings with Ella Lee, tells her ol his form-
er loves, Mo!ly Morrison and Cyothia Singleton.
He afterwards repeats those love tales to Gordon.

cHAPTER X —(Contioued.)

About a month atter 1 had dispatched
this letter, to which I had reccived no re-

ly.r sot an [invitation trom Mrs. Lloyd
geraelt to dine at the R.ven's Nest Next
evening.

The Lloyds had returned then, aad per-
haps Jocelyn, bad some very good reason
for not writing. Anyhow, tae invitation
came all ths better irom her.

I dressed with with extra care on this

articular evening, as much in honour of

rs Lloyd ani Jocelyn, as owing to toe fact
that one never knows whom one may meet
at a dinner party

I drove to the Nest in my private han-
som my gardener, who is also my coaich-
man, being in his best navy-blue Lvery,
with cockade and buttons, on which were

both crown end anchor. I think he |

and ], and th: mare with her bells, to say
nothing of the hansom with th: pneumatic
tyres, all looked exceedingly smari

A crowd of school urchins around the
gate seemed to think so too, and treated
me to Berksbire salaams, and even got
ng a little cheer on my account as we drove
off.

Th: Riven's Nest lies about five miles
from my home, and through a bit of as
pretty country as any one could wish to
see at this s2ason of the year. The lcaves
were flatter.ng downwards in showers in
the setting sunlight. and as we gided

ntly, save for the jingling oells, through
ﬁe wooded lanes, ths leaves that lay inches
deep on our path rustled among my good
mare's feet.

Here and there through the grand old
trees I could catch glimpses of the blu:-
green valley of the Thames, anl more
than once ot silvery patches of the river
itself.

But the Raven’s Nest stand high amidst
its terraced gardens; a bonnie old house
though of no great dimensions, and around
it wave many a tall brown-stemmed pine
tree. In the dark masses of foliage and
silhouetted againat the blue of th - evening
sky, I could see the nests of a whols co.ony
of rocks. In ancient times & raven may
have dwelt here and given to the house its
quaint name.

Poor Jo:elyn came running outto hail
me, and was as happy as a school boy. But
tears actuslly filled the foolish tellow,s
eyes, as he sqaeezed my hands, and wmut-
tered sotto voce.

“The horizon is clear once mo.e, aud all
is joy and peace.’

Mrs. Lloyd came foreward with smiles
to greet me, and her sister Nellie was here
too.

1 could not help telling Ells how well
she looked. Ibave a strange and some-
times awkward babit of blurting out what-
ever is uppermos’ in wy miad.

‘Mrs. Lloyd.” I said, before I dropped
her band, ‘you are not only looking well
after your tour. but radiantly beautimul!’

She did not blush. [ cannot at this mo-
ment call to my mind that E!la eve: blush-
ed. But my words pleased her.

Mrs. Lloyd diving and drawing-rooms
were most tastetully turnished. Ardistical-
ly I should rather say. A master's mind
had evidently raled it all.

And here was a new organ, at which
during the evening Lloyd was more than
olz‘x{"‘?ated, and it is not too much to say
t e music thrilled, while it enthralled
his audience.

But I have something strange to notity
here, and it is this : while pretending to be
fond of music neitber Elia nor her sister
knew oae note trom snother. This is all
the more curious in that Italian blood
coursed through their veins. I have h:ard
men who called themselves scientists say
that a man or woman who knew nothing at
all of music could never love aeeply. but
might make a dangerous foe.

At Ea's ‘At Home' to-night were miny
of the resident gentry, country squires, and
a retired soldier or sailor or two. Bat
Ella was queen sbove all.

1 could not help thinking thit my triend
Lloyd must at this time have possessed
wonderful confidence in his wife, without
one spark of jealousy, for the gallantri s ot
some of the younger men towards ber,
backed up by her not unwilling and cer-
tainly not discouraging reception of them,
appeared to me to be dangerously akin to
downright flircation.

Alter what I h d heard and seen in the
course of the evening, I was not surprised
at over-hearing a scrap of conversation be-
tween Lloyd and Captain Ballure, a dash-
ing young Guardsman, down for & winter's
hunting

The Captain. [ must say, was slightly
flushed with wine at the time.

‘By the way, Lloyd," he said, as he gave
my triend his band, ‘I'm coming to-morrow
forenoon to take your wite for a drive
Bracing air, falling leaves, autuma tiots,
and all that sort of thing, Do her goed
Ain't jealous, are you old man?

Llo{f laughed, and it was not a ready-
made laugh either.

‘Ha, ha, ba, j2alous! N9, my boy Come
by all means Good night.’

‘A thousand good nights.’

And the lisping Guardsman, whom I felt
inclined to kick out, took his departure.
Did Mrs. Lloyd, I wondered now, wish
to raise the demon jealousy in her husband s
breast P

CHAPTER XI —A LITTLE JUDICIOUS DECELT

I was early at the Riven's Nest next
forenoon to spend the day with my friend,
by his own special request.

Captain Ballam was punctual also with
his well-appointed landau, and Mrs. Lloyd
was dressed to receive him.

‘No, Lloyd,’ cri d Ballam, 1n answer to
a question from my friend. ‘I doa’t think
you need expect us back to luacheon. We
shall have quite a long drive, and if we do
strike tha: beautitul riverside hotel, the
Riviera, don’t you know, we'll tablz-d’-hote
%’

And away they drove laughing merrily.
[ though: there was a sligat air of sadness
about Lloyd, as he glinced after the landau,
but nex: moment it was gone, and we lit
our cigars.

We hid not much to talk about, but the
subject came above all.

I mus: cont:es that I longed to tell
Joc:lyn all I knew eboat th: t-legram and
ahout that mys’erious stranger 1 had seen
in the church and whom 1 determinad, if
possible, I should yet learn more about.
Bat I do not know how far I was jus:ifi:d
in doing so, or what good or evil might
accrus: from it. In a ma‘ter of this sort one
errs io being too rash. It is better, nay, it
is best to think it out in all its bearings,
aand at differeat times of the day, especisl-
ly on awakening in the morning, waen one
is, or ought to be freshest, and the in:ellect
clear and unclouded.

No, I would wait & little.

Still 1 rather wanted to let Jocelyn know
that I did no* have the same excessive taith
in his wife that he himself possessed.

So almost the ficst remark I male to
him today was :

‘Ot course, Jass, you love and trust your
| wite very much

“Yes,’ he repeated, ‘I love and trust my
wite very much.’

Then he glanced at me, and his look
said: *‘Why ? plain enough

‘Ob, I know youdo,’ I said, answering
his glance as it were ‘else—’

I paused.

‘E!se what ?'

I laughed now. ‘Else,’ 1 replied, ‘you
would hardly care to let her go driving all
alone with so good looking & young fellow
as that Ballam ¥’

‘Gordon,” he answered; ‘if I were to
mistrust poor E!la, [ would not bave the
courage to tell her so. 1 should blush to
mention it, and I should feel infinitely
mean and small. [ want her to have all
the joy and all the happiness she can in
lite. Besides, is it not those very things
which are withbeid tfrom us that we long
th: most to obtain? Ella shall ever have
pertect freedom to do as she pleases—to
go where she likes. Her own mental and
moral vision, will, I have no doubt, pre-
vent her from over-stepping the mark.’

‘Devil thank anyone,” he added; ‘devil
thank any lady who is keeping virtual y
under lock and key, trom being pure and
good. Such virtue as that 18 no: worth
the name. But every praise and hoonor to
those wom:n who can walk in the midst of
temptation and even of vice, all uaspotted
and unstained This is my idea, Gord,
my friend, ot a good wite, and ot the good
wite Solomon himselt had in view when he
wrote the lines:

‘A virtuous woman is a crown to her
husband,” Aand in my opinion, Gordon, a
wite who cannot be trusted in every way is
not worth worrying over.’

‘And yet,’ | said, ‘were Ella to prove in
any way false to you, you would worry
over it?’

‘I should break my heart. If T did not
speedily find my way into a mad-house, I
should be quickly borne to my long home
in the green charchyard’

‘Well, now, Jocelyn, I am a practical
sort ot u fellow, and you know how strong
is the friendship I bear for you. So let me
tell you of one thing that will add materi-
ally to your happ.ness.’

*Aad this is ¥

‘Work. Apnd mark me, I am your
physician as well as your friend. It 1 fiad
you on: day idle without my permission or
sinction—dread my severe displeasure.
You haven't torgotten the story of the Pil-
grims of the Rhine ?’

*‘No, nor poor Lily either.’

‘Nor that grief 1s oiten the parent of
fame ?'

‘That is so, GGordon.’

‘Well, here are  your orders. Resume
your big picture to-morrow, and go on with
it steadily and hoaestly. Miod you, your
household expenses will now be increased
and every picture you paint will sell, and
when sold will belp to keep the wolt away
trom the hall door. Beeides work keeps
the mind on one even keel. The man who
works seldom worries, and he never hasa
diseised mind from dwelling over real or
tancied grievances.’

‘You speak like a book, Gord.’

‘(zlad you appreciate .’

‘But,”1 added, ‘talking about Laly; at
what conclusion have you arrived concern-
ing thst unhappy lady?’

*1 thiok I wiil be guided by you in what
[ should do. You are a sailo; #s [ am a
soldicr, and both of us know the sacred
meaning of the word ‘duty ’also what the
valu: ota p.omise is, especially such a
prowise as | made to poor Lily. I am
her brother, Gord.’

*You are, and I sm glad to hear you say
you will be guided by me. Oh, mind you,
Jocelyn, [ am not like the Pope of Rome
—intalhble; bat I believe I havea little
more koowledge of the world than you
poesess, and perhaps I am neither so boa-
est nor so honorable as you are.’

‘Well, Joss, I may advise you, and still

in the end all my plans, althouzh meant
for ths bast, may tura out wrong. You
remem er what Burns says.

“The best 1aid schemes o' mice and man,
Gaog alt ag ey,

And leave us nought but grief and pain,
For promised joy."

But in the matter of your adopted sister,
Lily Foster, nee Lily Andrew, she will
need a helping hand, balhieve me.’
‘Gordon,’ said my tri:nd, ‘I hive pro-
mised to assist her, and that promise I
mean to keep at a'l bazirds.

‘Bravo! And now don't be surprised
when [ fe'l you that your re'a‘ions with
Lily though pure as the noon-iay sun-
shine that fa'ls from an Italiau sky, might
be hiabls to mis:zons'ruction by anyone as
jealous of you as Mrs Lloyd, tfor instance.
You follow me ?’

‘] do, and you coansel, what P’

‘A little jadicious deceit. Fn salf-de-
fence, mind you.’

Msjor Lloyd threw his cigar into the
fire. then be started to his feet, and paced
the floor rapidly to and tro.

I permitted him. He was blowing steam
oft as from a safety-valve.

Presently h2 lit another cigar and threw
himselt into his rocker.

‘I'd rather suffer,’ he said dozgedly.

‘Ah ! my friend that is not all. It is not
you alone which your over-frankness in this
matter— egregios folly, I call it—would
cause to snffer. but your wife also, and Lily
also and Laly’s poor wee girl. Think of
that, Jocelyn’

‘GGordon. you are a veritable Mephistoph-
les.’

‘No, I'm no:hiog of the sort. Now
leave it to ma. [ shall take all the deceit
or d2ceiving on my own shoulders. You
have merely to be passive. Dut ot one
thing I am determined —your  wile
shall never know, must never know, that
you are assisting or succou ing your adopt-
ed sister, Lily Andrew.’

‘1t she does Joss, take my word for it you
will repent it while youlive. Your place
was to tell Mrs. L'oyd as soon as Lily’s ship
arrived that as he: sworn brother you must
meet her ; you must take rooms for her snd
her child ; must find har work, and never
leave off yoar brotherly kindness till you
had pliced her fsr abovs penury and want.
Was that not tha tolly you had planned ¥’

Jocelyn laughed.

‘Something very like it,” be replied.

‘And the result would be that you woutd
s00a be & married man with all a married
m.n's expenses and expenditure; but a
merri:d man without a wite.’

*Whst am 1 todo? My mind is a chaos
[—1—O. Gord, what is a tellow to do, I
ask you?

‘What are youto do? I'll tell youin a
word—nothing. Do nothing, absolutely
nothing, till I make my next move.’

*You are a long-headed min, Gordon,
thoug1 no: exactly a

He hesitated.

‘Oat with it, Joss, my boy.’

‘Not exactly a saint

I laugh:d.

And now, Jocelyn,” 1 said, joyouasly
stretching out my band to shake his, ‘let
us forget everything but ths present. Here
we are, hand in hand sgain, and nothing it

oing to part us for many and many a day.
That is so, isn't it?

‘Tbat is so0.’

‘Now a little music, Joss. Some im-
romptu of your own suited to the occasion
othing sad or maestoso’

Jocelyn dashed off to the piano as glee-
somely as a schoolboy, and was soon play-
ing that m:lody waich never palls, and
with his own varia‘ions, ‘Auld Lang Syne ’

By-and-bye the servant came to an-
nounce dinner.

Well, we drank but very little wine, and
and yet we were as happy as children round
a Christmas tree.

We never missei Madame. And when
just as gloaming was merging into night
the cranching sound of wheels on the

ravel announced the arrival ot the landau.

e both got up languidly rrom our rockers
and strecched ourselves, throwing the ends
of our cigsrs into the grate.

‘] doa't remember ever spending a
3uieter, calmer, pleasanter atternoon,’said

ocelyn.

‘Nor I, my friend, nor L.

Cuaprer xi1 —Tur Barre Was OxLy
BEGINNING.

A whole month passed away. A very
uneventful one as tar as our little coterie
was concerned.

I believe that Mrs. Loyd had really only
patronised Ciptain Ballam in order to ex-
cite # modicum of jealousy in her husbana’s
brea t. Bat seeing that this was quite
impossible she threw ths lispiag young fel
low overboard, as coolly as one throws
away a cocoa-nut shell at sea.

‘I think,’ I said to her one evening alter
this, ‘that you hive well-nigh broken Bl-
lam’s heart * She laughed lightly.

‘He was awusing for a bit,’ she said,
‘bu: one tires ot bates anl sucklings afcer
a time.’

A whol: moath passel by. A month
and a week, and then something did occur
that one might call strange. Most good
f milies in Berkshire have the ‘Daily
Screechowl’ lefc by Smiths boy every
morning My friend was no exception

Now ladies are sure to turn to th: Births,
deaths and Marciag®s almost as soon as
they open the paper.

E la always did.

This is the anouacement then that her
eye alighted on one day aiter breaktsst.

S‘trange Fatality.—Oa board the s. s
Swahili, on her voyage home to Eagland,
Ms Lily Fost.r, nes Andrew, and her
little daughter were both found dead one
moroing uoder circumsta 'ce that lead one
to belicve their deaths were something
wore than a straoge fatality, though we are
content to word it so. The lady had part-
ed on unfriendly terms with her husband,
and as a bottle of chlorotorm was tound in
the cabin and a sponge that bad been sat-
urated with this flud on the fioor, the
general opinion was that the death. as far
as the mother was concerned. was s:lf-
sough . We make no further comment on
the sad case. They are gone, and nothing
can bring bick the past.’

I deopped in as usual that forenoon.
After saying good morning to Mrs Lloyd,
who, [ could vot help noticiog was singu-
larly elated, I sauntered carelessly into
Jocelyn's study.

He sbook a finger funnily at me, smiling
as he did, with his head a littlejon one side.
*0, Gordon, Gordon,’ he said, and point-
ed to the newspaper on a side table.

‘I happened to go into the garden for a
short time,” he continued, ‘and when I re-
tarned the ‘Daily S:reech Owl’ was lyi
there, and tha: terrible paragraph marke
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in blue. My wite had sent the servant in
with it doubtless.’

“Then she has swallowed the bait '

‘Certainly But my dear Gord, it will
be contradicted in the next paper.’

‘Impossible ’

‘How? and why not?’

‘Because this copy is the oaly one that
contains the paragraph.’

‘And how on earth did you manage it '

‘Brivery and corruption,’” I replicd,
laughing.

‘Bat now, Joss, you've gotto have a
h2adache.’

‘Must 1?’

‘Yes, and you must not come down
ei her to luncheon or dinner.’

My head does hippen to ache a little
anyhow,’ he said, pressing one hand across
his brow.

‘Go ani lie down at onc3.’

Jocelyn did as he was told. 1 wetted a
handkerchief with water and toilet vinegar,
and placing it over his forehead, told him
he must try to sleep

Thenl went sauntering back into the
drawing-room.

Mrs. Lloyd was in a rocker by the fire,
reading the last tashionable novel. ‘I
know you are dying tor a smoke. O, no,
I'd rather you did.’

So I lit up. I smoked for a few minutes
thoaghttuliy. then I said abruptly.

‘Mrs. Lloyd, had Jocelyn anything last
night that would bave been likely to dis-

might bave said the same, but when one

emnarks on a briet carcer of duplicity or |

decep'ion—1 don't like the look of either
word on paper—one must be prepared to
carry it fully out. Neverthsless, as I bolted
my fri-nd’s door before giving him the let-
ter, I felt lize 8 guil'y tbing.

Joss sat down Cynthia, who always slept

in the room, laid her great head on his !
knee, as it she knew all about it, and thus |

ha slowly read the letter.

'hen he handed it to me.

Lily wrot: mgat cheerfully. She had been
on a short visit to her uncle’s house, to see

her sisters and him, but she dearly loved |
hr independence, and so had gone right |

on to London. [t would have killed ber,
she said to live in the clty itself, and so in
the classical regions ot St. Joha's Wood
she had sone hunting for rooms, and had
been more than successtul. She had dis-
covered a sweet little cottage in the midst
of quite a jungle of a garden, and in it a
sweet li‘tle old lady, who inhabited this
dove’s nest, with one slavery. The rooms
were not expensive, the drawing-room

where she would paint all day was well |

lighted. and the old lady was passionately
fond of children. Jocelina already called
her grandma, and was allowed to nurse her

cat. Could anything b more auspizious? |
‘Well,’ Lily’s letter run on, ‘as soon as |
I got fairly settled I paid a wisit to the |

great grimy city itself. Ifelt very shy I

can assure you, .nd walked four or five |

times pas: one very big shop before I ven-

agree with bim? Soldiers are just like
babies, you know.’

‘No, she replied, half raising herselt.
Then, in well-feigaed alarm, ‘I trust, Doc-
tor, my dear husband is not ill?’

‘Nothing to be alarmel at, 1 assure you,
Mrs. Lloyd. Been working rather hard of
lste, I think. Must finish that painting by
a certain day, it seems. But as he com-
plained ot a beadacae 1 thought it best to
make him lie down, ani if he should not
appear at dinner even, I believe 1t will be
all tor the best.’

Mrs Lloyd sighed, then sank back once
more in her rocker, and was soon re-absorb-
ed in her novel.

I took my leave soon after, promising to
return at tea time. 1 did not return home,
however, preferring to make some call in
Jocelyn's immediate neighbourhood, so
that I was back once more at the Raven's
Nest pun:tually at five o'clo k

Mrs. Lloyd was presiding at the tea-table
and she bade me welcome more pleasantly
than she had done for many a day.

Sh: probably felt happy. That paca-
graph in the ‘Daily Screeca-Owl’ h.d done
good work therefore. O, the pity of it
that one should sometimes in this wicked
world have to do evil that good may come.

‘What is your patient to have, Doctor?’

‘Well, Mrs. Lloyd, a cup or two of
your delicious tea will do good I think’

“Then 1'll send it up’

‘Ah! thanks,’ I said, ‘and tea for two,
Mrs. Lloyd if you'li excuse me leaving
you.’

‘Most cercainly.’

Next mioute [ was clossted wich my
patient.

‘How is the headache ?’

‘Gone. Gone entirely. I think I shall
get up, and come down to dinner.’

“Then you certainly shall not.’

Jocelyn liughed.

‘I hate to dissem>le, Gord. I fear [ am
but a poor hand at playing the humbug.’

‘But, dear Jocelyn—weil Joss, then,—
you and I are playing a game, and there
are more in it. 1t may be a game of life
and death. We must not show our hands.
No, Joss, you canaot com: down tonight.
And even tomorrow you must wear @&
chastened and subdued sort of air, like
that oi one whe has jast hai bad financial
news, or has lost a dear friend. You
promised taithtully to be guided by me;
thag promis : you will kzep.’

I will.?

‘And now,’ he added, ‘how aboat Lily P

The servaot entered at this moment
with tha tea, bu: as soon as shs had gone I
answered my friend’s question

‘I bave written to h:r in town; I musi
be the medum of inter-commuaicatioa,
Joss, between'the *dead’ and you. You
believe in spiritualism, I suppose '

‘In a case ot this kind I daresay I must.’

So Jocelyn and I had ocur tea very
cosily together, and it w « ten ¢’clock that
night betore my hansom ~ s rolling silen:-
ly homeward th:ough the woculizht.

Yes, moonlight can beautify - v rything,
and now threw a glamour over (.. silent
landscape, and over the leatless trce+ 8o
that one hardly tecmed to miss the foiuage
waich in spring or in early summer mak.s
every green lane in boauie Berkshire look
like & scene in E.fialand.

But my thoughts were not with she land-
scape at present, but with Lily and her
strange s.ory, and my f iend and his new
lite.

Ho#, 1 asked myselt more than once ere
my hansom drew up at Toe Jungle git:,

how is it all to end ?
* * £ - * - » *

1 had fiaished a new book, and sent th:
MSS. into my publishers, and teeling
somewhat tsgged, had determioed to give
myselt a rest or breathiog spell for a tew
weeks. My time was theretore my own, I
besitated not to speak as much of it as pos-
sible at tue Raven's Nest. Bat 1 bad an-
other reason tor going early to see Jocelyn
next forenoon. I had aletter tor bim from
Lily
I tound him in his room 10 a dressing-
gown and slipp crs.

Jose had told m: he was no hand at hum-

tured in I do believe 1 never would have
summoned up courage to enter had 1 not
seen a huge elephant approaching slowly,
in the guise of a metropolitan policeman.

‘But the old man in the print shop lock-
ed at my water-colours very critically but
pleassntly. He had a huge pair of horn-
rimmed spectacles on his nose, and a read-
ing-glass in his ban.' besides. Finally he
grunted twice or thrice, and then eyed me
over the horn rims. :

¢ ‘My ear,” he said, ‘you’re very young,

‘1 told him that, on the contrary, I was
very nld—twenty-one last birthday, and
again he grunted.

¢ ‘Want to sell I suppose ?’

‘I said that it was my intention.

¢ *And how much each, my dear ? They
are fresh and possess origiaality, but lack
finish.

*I said I preferced that he should put a
price on them He did so, but ob, brother
Jocelyn, how all my hopes fell! I took
away the pictures, although he offered
more. Then I tried other sbops, but it I
can do no beiter I must try to add to a
starvation income by teaching French.
Heigho, bro har mine, the world is a weary
one ’

*Mind,’ said a posteript, 1and my wee
angl Jocelina are at h me every foreoon s

Having read the leiter a second time
Jocelyn fclded it up, and was puttiag it in
bis po:ket when 1 beld out my hind with &
smile.

‘I'll take cbarge.’ [ said. ‘My po:ketis
the portus salatis.’

My ptient came dowa to luncheon,
locking beautifully dejzcted.

Mrs. Lloyd pu: her a:me around his
neck, kissed him with much seeming devo-
tion.

‘The doctor tells me you must have a
week in town. and go youshall ‘O, I
shan't be atraid to be left allalon: at the
Raveo’s Nest. So get your man to pack.’

Joss looked at m+ with a little surprise
in his glance. He had not bargained for
this

He commuvi:ated to m:. aswe rolled
awsy from the station in a first-class smok-
iog compsriment, & fact I h.d been cognis-
ant ot betore  He said I was a very clever
fellow, aud hid managed matt.rs woader-
fully well.

Hith:rto I bad. Bat the batle was
only just beginning, and 1 was determined
not to torget that 1 hid to do battle wita a
womnan. Verily, he who can circumvent
a woman’s wil :s is clever indeed.

Lily's cottage was all she had panted it.

I myselt know no more of the art of
painting than I am compelled to, but no
sooner had we eenshown into Laly’s room
and my eyes had alighred onthe scraps on
the easel, than [ telt sure I was looking at
the out:ome of originality, it not genius it-
self ’

And now the patter ot little feet are heard
approacbing, the door is flung open, and in
rushed one of the prettiest and most en-
gaging children I have ever seen.

Her bare arms were outstretched ready
for an embrace. I was nearer to her than
to Joss, but she ran straight past me, cry-
ing, ‘Uncle Doss! Uncle Doss!' and next
moment was clasped in my iriends arms.
There was moisture in bis eyes, almost
teirs, indeed, when once again th:door
slowly opened, and Lily herselt stood be-
fore us.

(To be con:inued )

A POPULAR C. P R. OFFICER.

Adds His Testimony to the Merits of Dr
Agnew’s Gatarrhal Powder For Ca-
tarrh and Colds in the Head
He Says It 18 Peerless.

Mr, Jobn McEdwards, the genial purser
ot the C. P. R. lmner ‘Athabasca,’ saye:
‘I used Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal Powder for
cold in the bead. It is very efl sctive, easy
to apply, mild and pleasant. For catarrh
it has no eqasl. I bave tested nearly every
catarrh cure made, snd found none to
compare with it. I recommend it first, last

bugging. Well, to do myselt justice I

and always.’

IN THE SHADOW OF DEATH,

THE CONDITION OF MANY YOUNG
GIRLS IN CANADA,

Pale Faces and Bloodlcss Lipi~Given t,

Headaches— Extreme Weakness, Heart
Palpitatlon and Other DistresJdug S, mp-

toms—The " Means of Cur R -adily at
Ha d,

i From the l.eamington Post.

The attention of the Post has lately been

II frequently called to a remarkible cure n

| e 0 P , 7 1

i th., case of a young girl living within a few

| miles of this town, wh-relite was despair-
ed o', but who was completely cured in a

{ short space of time by the most wonderful
| of all remedies D:. Williams' Piok Pills

Ia Since reading in almost every issu= of the
| Post of the cures effzctei by the use of

| this medicine, we feli it be a duty we owed

| to investigate this case which bas so urgent-

| ly been brough! to our notice, and we are
| sure the interview will be read with interest
| by the thousands of young girls all over
| Canada, as well as by the parents of such
interesting pa'i:nts. To= young lady in
| question 18 not anxious for notoriety, hut
| is willing to make her case known in order
| that oth:rs who are smilarly affl cted
may bave an opportunity o! being

| equally benefited. The symptoms in her
| disease differed in no way from those affect-
ing thousands of young girls about her age.
She was suffering from extreme weakness,
| caused by an impovished condition of the
blood, and her chances of life seemed to
| grow less every day. Th: best and bright-

| est fade away as well as others, but when
| we see a young girl of six‘een years, who
| should be in the best of h-alth, with cheeks
| aglow with the rosy flush of youth, and eyes
| bright and flashing. just the opposite, with
| sallow cheeks, bloodless lips, listless in
!every motion, despondent, despaiiring of
| life with no expectation or bope of regain-
| ing bealth, and wi'h’ only one wish left,
| that of complete rest physical and mental,
we think i: one of the saddest of sights

In the quiet little hamlet of Strangfield,
in Essex County, just such a case was pre-
sented to the sorrowiog eyes of loving
friends a few months ago in the person of
Miss Ella Beac.n, who frequently said she
did no: care bow soon she died, as life had
no charms for ber. To our reporter she
but declared that lite had been a burden,
after suffering in this way for months,
and after trying all sorts of remedies pre-
scribed by physicians or furnished by
friends from some cherished recipe handed
down from their grandmother, but with-
out being benefitted in the least, she was
at last persuaded by a neighbor to give Dr.
Wiilliams’' Piok Pille a fair trial; but she
had trizd so many rem:dies without get-
ting relief that she still retused for some
weeks. However, atter repéated urgings
by her parents and friends she began the
use of the pill«. Before one box was taken
sh: experienced some relizt, and after the
use ot a tew more box:s she was restored
to pertect health, and there are few young
girls now wko enjoy lif: more. 8he says
she owes her life and hippiness to Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pulls, and is willin z that all
the world shill know it. Her case at-
tracted mu h a't nti)n and her nerfect re-

| Covery bas ¢reated mush comment,

| The facts above related av¢ {mportant to
parents, as there are many young girls just
bu !ding into womanhood whose condition
is, to say the ] :ast. mor: critical than their
parents imaioe. Thei- ¢)mp exion is pa'e
and waxy in appearanee, troubled with
h ssr¢ palpit tion, hea laches shortness of
breath on the slightest exercise, fiintaiess
and other distressing symptoms whbich in-
variably lead toa prematare grave unless
prompt ste)s are taken to ~ring about s
natural condition ot bealti. In this emer-
gency no remdy cin supply the place of
Dr. Wiliaws' Pink Pills, waich buill acew
the blood, strengthen the n-rves and re-
store the glow of bealth to pale an 1 sallow
checks. Thaey ar: a certain cure for
troubles peculiar to the femaile system,
youog or old. Pink Pills also cure such
diseases as 1heunatism, veuralgia, partial
piralysis, locomotor ataxia, St Vitus’
dance, nervous heidache, nervous pros-
tration, the after effets ot 1a grippe, 1oflu-
enzi and severe colds, diceises depending
on humours in the blood, such ss scrotula,
caronic erysipelas, etc. In th: case of
men they effect a radical cure in all cis2s
arising from mental worry, overwork or
excesses of any nature.

Minule Hauk’s Revenge,

Miss Mionie Hauk sang once with a
tenor addicted to gariic, and wh) ia con-
seqaence made her stage lite anything but

romantic The story used to b: told how,
a'ter three successive mgats of a garlicky,
it love-stricken, Don Jos- the fair Carmen
reb-lled. *Give up tbe horrid herb, at
least when you sing with me,” she said.
And he prcmised, but tailed to perform.
Carmen, however, bided her time. She
tound her opportunity later, and. to her
credit be it said, she used it. Oane night
when Don Jose was thorougbiy inveigled
in the meshes ot a diffi :ult duet with her,
and jast as he was bracing hims:lf for a
vocal leap ot unwonted dimensions, up
went the buxom prima doani's fair arms
apout his neck, and—couic! the high note
went to pieces. Atfier this the tenor lived
on oatmeal and cachou pastilles till the
close ot his engagement.

Tue Polut of View.
Uncle—*It is really awful that the young
men nowadays contract so many debts.’
Niece—*I think it is a perfect blessing.
Otherwise they would never think of get-
ting married,"—Fliegende Blstter.

“Odoroma,” syaonymous with pertect
teeth, sweet breath and rosy gums.

Druggists—25 cents.
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