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SYNOPSIS CF PREV OUS CHAPTERS. 

tf CHAPTERS 1 & 11, Major Joze
lyn Lloyd 1s a kind 

hearted soldier who wins the Victoria Cross in the 

Afghsn War. He meets the author while on 
a tour 

to Scotland, and they become fast friends, Major 

Lloyd proposes they go toa seasida place called 

Battlecombe. While there be moets Eila Lee, and 

learns to love her. Oae evening he invites his 

friend Gordon to accompany him to his organ 

practice snd be introduced to Ela Lee. Daring 

the recital Ella Lee drops a tel
egram. Gordon sees 

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

he opens the message it is from a person named 

oJack.” Gordou wonders i1*'J ack” is & lover, and 

if his friend has given his love in 
vain. 

”~ 
a 

CHAPTER HII —“WHO WAS JACK? THATL 

WAS THE QUESTION...” 

The sun bad not reachod a great height, 

nor bad the grey mists qui‘e gathered 

themselves ¢ {I the smooth snd heaving sea, 

when I drew up my blinds pext morriog, 

for we were early risers et Wcodbice Cot- 

tage, 
Yet early though it was I could Lear 

Jocelyn bustling about in Lis recom He 

was singmg to bims lf low ani sweetly, a 

tender love ditty from some old cpera, and 

1 could tell he was happy. : 

Ag d must it b2 mize to mar that hippi- 

nese, 1 thought, by whispering in his ears 

words of suspicion against th? girl he 

loved? Thought gave me great pain, and 

I have not yet made up my micd. Oce 

thing only 1 had determined upon — I would 

do my duty to Major Jceelyn Lloyd. 1 

would prove to Lim, and to myself as well 

to him, that [ was no friecd in name only 

but in very deed. Friendship like this may 

burt , may wound ; it msy teem harsh and 

terrible for the time. But to does the eur- 

geon's kni‘e. 
My bedrcom window was on the ground 

floor, and looked out into a beautiful well- 

kept garden, and presently &t this window 

appeared the broad shoulders, the brown 

moustachs and bancsome laughing face of 

the Major. 
I cpened the casement that 1 might 

shake bands and wish him good morning. 

Yes he did s2em very happy, and in the 

intervals of talking could no more help 

trilling snatches of corg thin could the 

linnat out yonder on the thorn. 

‘Come,’ he cricd, mernly; ‘you look 

careworn this morsing, Gordon mine. 

That musty old story of yours is worrying 

you. Throw thought to the wind, my boy, 

and something over your shoulders, and 

come along with me to the Maidens Pool. 

You cap fici:h your toilet after.’ 

‘Look,’ hz added: ‘ber: come Cynthia 

and your Newfouncland Nero. Won't we 

all have a glorious dip, just!’ 
I dressed hurriedly and carelessly and 

speedily joined my trierd on the lawn. 

The ~ Maiden's Pool was a deep bay 

ameng black and needled rocks that lay 

about a quarter of a mile ca:t of the cot- 
tege. 

it was very deep and delightful, and the 

sand at the bottom was as white as snow: 
It would be difficult to say whetker we 

two poor human beings, or that pair of 
happy dogs enjoyed the swim, the diving 

and the fun the mcre on this sweet sum- 
mer morning. Iam inclired to believe 

that the balance of pleasure ranged itself 
on the side ot our canine friends. Dogs 
have neith:r care nor worry. Nothing 

annoys them long, they are philosophers, 

and optimists, and in their matrimonial re- 
lations are socialists of the most extreme 
type. 

But today we dogs and men vied with 
each other in the pranks we played in that 

deep and sp'endid pond. We dived from 
the rccks, we swam under water, swan 

breast stroke ard side stroke and cn our 
backs, ard over and cover again both 
Jocelyn and I permitted curselves to be 
taken on shore by the dogs, tying hand- 
kerchiets round our arms and on purpose 
for tha dogs to sciz2, and thus not injure 
us with their teeth. It was, indeed, a 
bappy balf hour, and during all that time 
1 never thought even once of Ella Lee, or 
that suspicious telegram. 

I must confess, however, that I was 
somewhat tac.turn during breakfast, ard 
more than once rallied accordingly by 
friend Joss. 

‘Why, so very silent, my boy? Doesn't 
the plot of your story run smoothly ? Have 
you got your hero or heroine into a scrape 
from which you have a difliculty in extrica- 
tion? , Cyme, pass the mackerel and ex- 
plein.’ \g&’ 

I laughed and tried to pull myself to- 
gether. The laugh, however, was stagey, 
and the attempt to rally a dismal failure. 

I excused myselt soon after this, and 
hurried away to my room. 
fi E——the place mentioned in the tele- 
gram, at which Jack was to mz2et Ella Lee 
at the station, was a large and beautiful 
oy, about twenty miles from Battlecomb. 
¢ Hardly knowing why, I now opened one 
of my travelling boxes and took out a 
Bradshaw. A glance at the index guided 
me to tV'¥ page that gave the trains be- 
tween Battiecomb and iy 

It was just as I suspected, there was no 
train returned from E——to Battlecomb 
after eight o'clock in the evening. 
iI sat down now in my easy chair to 
think, lighted a cigar to still my restless 
nerves. 
t= Who was Jack? That was the question 
which came uppermost iu all my thoughts. 
But stay, I said to myself, almost half 
aloud. I probably wrong poor Ella. Jack 
may be a brother. I inwardly hoped and 
or that such indeed might be the case, 
ut resolved neverthelees to find out as 

soon as possible if my surmise wera correct. 
Megnwhile, what was my duty to Jocelyn 

as bis friend ? 
% He was a man of most gentle nature, 
and grr in ps Sa" His nerves 
were high-pitched and finely strung. An 
nih mre from his dream of bliss, 
from the lethargy and linguor of love into 
which he had fallen, might bave conse. 
quences the most disastrous. 
The subject, too, was altogether a deli- 

cate one to touch or to handle, and, to tell 
the truth, had my friendship for Major 

Lloyd been less I should have wasted my 

ody” 

hinds off it entirely, and allowed things to 
driit along with the tide of forlun2. 

1 sat there thinking for fully an hour, 
and at the end of that time I fear [ had got- 
ten no nearer to a satisfactory conclusion, 

now that I had finished my filth cigar, than 
I had been five minutes alter I bagan my 
first 

1 bad made up my mind, however, to see 

Ella Lee I should meet her as if by ac- 
cident, and it would go hard with me, but 
what I should find out a little of the truth. 

Rat-tat-tat at my study door. N. DB. : 
My study a: Woodbine Cottage was simply 
my bedroom, with my books in it. 

In bounded Jocelyn. 
‘Are you anywhere there ?' he cried. 
‘Yes,’ I replied, ‘are you inside ?’ 
The fact is the room was so completely 

filled with smoke that neitter of us could 
very easily see the other. 

‘Gordon, come out of that. Do you know 

you're eitber the deepest or most hard- 
working student that ever spoiled paper, 
or an arrant humbug?’ 

‘Jocelyn, I've been thinking.’ 
‘1 should say you bad been, from your 

honouring me with all the syllables of my 
name instead of the abbreviated and jolly 

lite Joss. But] m not going to have it. 
Toere, 1 fling open your ports, that your 
clouds may find exit. And row do you 
know what day of ths week thisis?’ 

‘Saturday.’ 

“True, and I bad forgotten. This is dear 
love's halt-holiday you know.’ 

Jocelyn made use of strong expressions 
rometimes 

‘So it is.’ 
‘Yes, and I say I had forgotten. Well, 

I'm going to spend it with ber in a boat, 
away out on the briny ocean. See?’ 

‘Certainly.’ 
‘Well, Gord, I want you to meat dear 

love, and say 1 will be at the cottage of her 
motker, to take her out at precisely two.’ 

“Tell her that it is no lack of devotion 
that prevents m: coming earlier, but the 
cruel fact th:t I must rub in a bit of my 

battle piece before I am two hours older.’ 

‘Ah! Joss,’ I said, laughing, ‘I know you 

are a headstrong nervous soldier chap ; but 

don't you go popping the question to-day, 

while on the briny deep, as you term that 

mackerel pond. One should know a lady 
at least two months, Jocelyn Lloyd, belore 

he ventures on th? subject matrimonial. 
She might refuse you. She —' 

Joss's sot wtite hand was placed cn my 
lips, and 1 could siy no more. 

‘Hush! Gordon. Hush! It would kill 

me ! 

‘Poor Joss!" I said, taking away bis hand 
and grasping it tightly in mine. ‘Poor 
friend, I did not keow it had gona so far.’ 
The tears stood in his eyes, and he drew 

his hand hurriedly away, turning towards 
the window to hide the emotion he seemed 
ashamed of. 

‘Il deliver your message, Joss,’ 1 said, 

cheerfully in order to chinge the tenor of 
bis thoughts. 

“All right, I'll go and paint, right away.’ 
‘By the way, Joss,’ 1 cried, as he was 

leaving the room. ‘I suppose I'm quite 
sate in meeting Miss Le ?’ 
He turned sharply round. 
‘What mean you ?’ 
‘Well, you know,” I answersd laughing, 

‘it Miss_Lee's big brother saw me talking 

confidentially with his sister, he might mis- 
take my good intentions and go for me as 
the bull went for th? ‘packman.’’ 

It was Jocelyn’s turn to laugh now. 
‘My dear toy,’ be raid, ‘keep your mind 

easy. Dear love hasn’c got a brotker, old 
or young.” He closed the door, and I lay 
back with » sigh and lit another cigar. 

I bad merely bzen throwing out a feeler. 
But my last hope was gore. Jack wasn't 
a brother. 
Jack must be a lover. 
1 thought tbat forenoon would never 

wear away, but it did at last, and the little 
clo:k on the mantle-picce chimed the hour 
of twelve. I eat out now taking both dogs 
with me, and after saunteriug for half an 
hour along the cliff, I saw a young lady’s 
figure in the distance coming slowly in my 
direction. Had I had any doubts its being 
Ella, the behaviour of Cynthia would bave 
set them at rest. 
With on? glance in the lady’s direction, 

and one fond cry, hz went darting off at a 
mad gallop to meet ker, and the welcome 
she accorded Ella Lee, if a rough ore, was 
undoubtedly most sincere. Meanwhile I 
do not m'nd frankly confessing that my 
heart was going pit-a-pt. 

Says the poet: 
* Oar hearts, like mufll 2d drums are beating, 
Funeral marches to the grave 

But there was no mufiling about my heart's 
drum just then. No, [ could aimost hear 
it. Nor any funeral march either. On 
the contary, it was a call to arms. 

CHAPTER I1V.—THE TELL TALE TELF- 

GRAM. 

Sailors are proverbially polite, though 
it probably becomes me not— a sailor my- 
self—to say so. : 
But I must even add that had Ella L-ze 

been a princess—and she certainly was 
posttine far than many—I could not have 
sen more respectful to her. Was she not 
my friencs's dear love, and might she not 
toon become his wife? Yet, with all the 
respect I showed her there was no nervous 
gervility. I bad never lowered my flaz to 
any lady, and I determined not to furl it 
to Ella Lee. Besdes I felt I had a duty to 
periorm to poor Joss. 
Sha had come on briskly when she saw 

Cynthia, but perceiving it was ‘only me,’ 
her pace lagged again, and there was some 
degree of disappointment visib'e on her 
face as she drew nigh. I thought the sad- 
ness only terved to intensify her beauty. 
Yet I hastened to relieve it and delivered 
Jocelyn's message as prettily as I knew 
bow to. 
There was no 'bus at this time of the 

day, and so I ed permission to walk 
home with her, along the cliff brow. She 
willingly assented, and was soon chatting 

to ma as merrily, and iaughing as gaily, as 

if there had never been any Msjor Lloyd in 
the world. 

Just balf-way to her mother’s cot'age 
ttere was a wooden bench. 

‘Shall you be late for luncheon, Miss 

Lee ? I said; ‘it we sit Lece a fzw minutes, 
to look at the sea ?’ 

‘Oh, no,’ she answered, ‘I should like it 
of all things ; besides you may be tired. 1 

had forgotten you are an invalid.’ 
I laughed. 
‘An invalid morely in nam?, Miss Lae, | 

tear.’ 
Like most people who bave something of 

great importance to say, and who deler it 

for a short time, 1 now make teveral 

stupid remarks. I think I told her twice 

at least that the sea was very bright and 

blue to-day, also that the day was deliglt- 
fully warm. 
Oace sha looked round at me witha 

smile on her face. I think she must bave 

known even then, that I had something of 

more important than the weather to speak 
of. 

I did not keep her long in doubt. 
Figuratively speaking, I drew my sword 

and prepared for the comba’. Sie was 

only a woman. Why rezd my heart go 

pit-a-pat so? It did, nevertheless. 

I faced halt round. 
‘Miss Lee,” I began. ‘Jocelyn himself 

his told you of the friendship that exists 
between himselt and me 

‘0, yes, he his often spoken of you’ 
‘I would not,’ I continued, ‘be wrong in 

asserting that we love each cther almost as 

brothers. Better far than many brothers 

love. And all his in‘erests are miad. Any- 
thing that concerns his well-being concerns 
me. You must baaware, Miss I.ce, what 

his feelings are towards you. He——' 
A gleam such as I bad not seen in Ella's 

eyes before came into them now. 
“You must forgive me, sir, for interrupt- 

ing you, but there is nothing 1 should hate 
or despise more than love a‘ sccond hand. 

If M:jr Lloyd cares for m2 in the least, 

and I believe he do>s, he is less courage- 

ous than ever I considered him, and more 

shy, it he needs to deputate a friend—even 

so trus a friend as you—to do his wooing. 
‘0, pardon me, Miss Lee, you quite mi:- 

take my meaning. 1 have already given 

all and whole—the only message Jocelyn 
charged me with. 1 was going to ta'k on 

quite anotker subject, and though it con- 

cerns his interests present, and probably 
future, it is one of which he as yet knows 

nothing.’ 
Ella Lee wes becoming very much en- 

grossed indeed now. She leant ber ch'n 

upon her up'urned hand, and there wus 

somethinz ot wonder and expectancy in 

the dark eyes she fixed upon my face. 

“To be brief and ¢indid than, Miss Lee, 

last evening in the church, probably when 

pulling out your handkerchicf, you must 
hive dropped a telegram ——' 
At that very word a change came over 

the girl's face that almost transformed hr. 

Cneeks and brow turned the d:epest crim- 

gon, and she bit her lips till I wondered 

the blood did not trickle over Ler chin. 

Then she became tuddenly pale. In 

Jocelyn's interest 1 determined to be un- 

sparing, unmerciful. I weat on: 
‘Toe mors] ¢f brown crumpled psper I 

merely picked up as a pipe light, not koow- 

ing where it came from at the time.’ (This 

was not strictly true, es th2 reader knows. 

I hope I may be forgiven.) ‘But in the 

evening, before lighting a cigar with it, 

my eves inacvertently read its conten!s. 

The telegram familiarly claimed an assigna- 

tion with you, and was signed *Jack’.’ 

Her color was rapidly coming and ge- 

ing. 
“You have shown it to Joce—I mean to 

Major Lloyd 
‘No, I have not. Nor have 1 spoken a 

word about it. Were my friendship for 
Jecsa not what it is I would pooh pooh the 

whole effair. As itis I have to ask you 

plainly ‘Who is Jack ?"’ 
Now a cleverer man than mys:lf, ora 

solicitor used in court of law, would have 

put that question at fist. It would have 

fallen like a red-hot shot, and in her con- 

fus'on the might have answered differently, 
erhsps more truthfully. 
But I had given my red hot shot time to 

cool and it did not have the same enervat- 
ing effect. Ela Lee, while I had bzen 

talking, had had time to think. 

Sha se:med to become cool and collected 
all at once, and even smiled as she made 
reply, 
Jack? You wish to know who Jack ie? 

Well sir, Jack is someone I love very much 
indeed. Somecne I have known and loved 
for a very long time.’ 
“Then it is as I expected, Joscelyn has 

in this Jack a very formidable rtval ?’ 
‘He has undoubtedly.’ 
‘One whom you are, pardon m2, in the 

habit of meeting no late in the evening that 
it is impossible for you to retura till next 
day ?’ 

‘It is all true what ycu say. Aud yet 
were Msjor Lloyd really a declared lover 
of m'ne, he could have no reason to be 

jealous of this tormi ‘able rival, Jack.” 
‘Explain, if you can, and will.’ 
‘I can do so easily. Jack is my young 

sister Nellie !' 
It was my turn now to feel confused, and 

I be'ieve 1 got a little red at the same time. 
I had crossed swords with a woman. I 

had been beaten and foiled ; beaten back, 
so to speak, bebind my own trenches. 
Jack was a sister called Nellie! 
Now in my heart of hearts I could not 

for a moment believe it. But if Jack and 
Nellie were one aud the same, how was I 
to account for Ella's extreme confusion 
when the telegram was mentioned. Oae 
thing I f:lt certaian of however. Jack 
might not be Nellie, but in future Nellie 
would be Jack! 
One thing I was fully convinced of be- 

fore I bade Ella Lee goad-bye that day, 
near her mother's cottage door, I bad suc- 
ceeded in making her my bitterest enemy. 
And now what could. would, or should 

my next move be? This is the question I 
t-ied to answer as I walked slowly back to 
to Woodbine Cottage. 
But I failed to answer it. 
Jocelyn was in great glee and wanted to 

Lear all about my interview with Ella Lee, 
asking me a hundred questions, that only a 
man very much in love indeed would have 
cousidered otherwise than paltry, stupid, 
and trivial. 

‘I say,’ he concluded, ‘you,re sure you 
haven't fallen in love with her yourself ?’ 

Feminine mirth and happiness played at 
hide and seek over his face and round his 
eyes as he put the question. I assured Lim 
there was little chance of any such con- 
tretemps. And I spoke from the very 
bottom of my heart. 
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‘That's all rizht,” he answered, laughing 
merrily, almost a little hysterically, I 
thought. ‘That 1s all right, because, 
you are so much batter looking and 
cleverer you know, and would make me a 
most formidable rival. I suppose I have 
only to go in and win.’ X 

‘| fear that is all.’ 
He lookeq at me cariously for a momert. 
‘You fear? Eh ? But, ha, ha, for the | 

moment I kal forgotten you were a Scot, 
and that cannminess is the custom of the 
country to which you belong, and ‘garg 
warily’ its motto.’ 

lor a second or two I had it on the tip 
of my tongue to describe my whole inter- 
view with Ella’ and our conversation on the 
wooden bench. 
Would to God I had done so. Had I 

told him my suspicicnr, even thoughit had 
halt-broken bis heart, this story which is al- | 
mest a tragedy, need never bave been 
writter. 

Jocelyn went away after luncheontom et! | 
Ella, and C;n'bia went with him. Strangely | 
enough this girl, with her magical eyes, 
seemed to exert as great an influznce over | 
the d>g as over her mas'er- As Jocelyn | 
closed the doer, and went past the window, 
singing some low happy lilt to him:elf, a 
cold band appeared to clutch my heart, and 
something to biss in my ear, ‘Ycu have 
failed in your duty towards your friend! 
You ought to have told him ! 

I eprang up from my chair. I rushed to 
the door. I attempted to call him back, 
but my voice rounded like the voice cf one 

in a rigktmare. 
Next moment, so quickly did he walk, | 

he and Cynthia were round th: corner ard 

out of sight. 
I believe I did then ju:t what any other | 

sailor would have done. I went back in- 

to tha parlcur which now looked drear and 
desolate, and lit a cigar. 

I dined alone that ev:ning, I and Nero. 
Jocelyn did not return. 

I had written no pari of my new story 
tbat day. Nor could I settle to it now. 

But when I had finished my coffee I walked 
out cn to the cliff-brow, and threw myseli 

among the scerted wild thyme. 
Tha sun went down, and moon and stars 

shone over the tea. 
It was indeed a heavenly night. A night 

surely made for lovers. 
1 think I must have gone to sleep, ard 

lain there for bours—considering tbe por- 
tion of the moon when I again became 
sensible. 

Bat now I beard Jccelyn’s men'y voice 
calling ma: 

‘Gord, Gord. Why wherever are you, 
Gord ? 

‘Here, hear!” I shouted in reply. 
B:fore I could stir Cynthia was lickirg 

my ear, end Joss had lain down near me 
among the wild thyme. 
He sigted, but it was no sigh of sadness. 
«Ob, Gord, my boy,” Le cried, ‘what a 

happy, happy day we've spent. Surely 
bliss like mine is too great for mortal man. 
It is almost more than I can bear. If there 
te a beaver, Gord—and the church tells 
us, nay, our very thoughts assure us there 
is —I desire no greater happiness, no great- 
er contentment nor calm than that which I 
have experi ned today.’ 

I hive often remarked that good swords- 
men have usually small bands. Jocelyn's 
were particylarly small and well-formed. 

He stretched it towards me now, and I 

took it. I knew what was coming. 
“You wish m2 to congratulate you? I 

said. I fear there was a slight ring of sad- 
ness in my voice. 

‘Gord, my boy. Ido. Sweet Ella Lee 
is to be my bride. Oh, think of it!’ 

After supper we sat up talking quite a 
long time. 

‘Oh, by tke way, Gord,’ he said, laugh- 
ing, just as we were parting for the night. 

‘Don't let me forget to write to Ella's sister 
Nellie, to morrow. Not that I am likely 

to. And—I have to address her as ‘Dear 
Jack.” Ella always does. You see there 

is a little humour in dear love. Good night.’ 
I threw my necktia on the chair almost 

spitefully, as I began to undress. 
‘Humour !' I cried half-aloud. ‘Yes, and 

so th devil may have. But the die is cast! 
Foiled and beaten by a woman.’ 

CHAPTER V.—‘WHITHER I WONDER, 

WILL THI» FEARFUL HAPPINESS LEAD ME.’ 

I had no occasion next day to remind my 
friend Major Lloyd to write to Nellie or 
dear Jack, as now she would be to him. In 
my own mind, by the way, I had no doubt 
that Nellie hid been warned by wire or 
poet that she would be so addressed. 
A rattling, rollicking, humourous letter 

Joss’s was, for when oneis really hsppy one 
can afford to be funny. It was withal 
brotherly too, and it was sigeed, ‘Yours 
fraternally, ‘Jocelyn Lloyd.’ 

I fear that, for a time, now, the Major's 
battle-piece experienced some neglect, for 
Ella Lee went no longer to her work. The 
consequence was that [ saw much less of 
my friend, and she considerably more. 
But there were times when Joss insisted 
on my going with them, and then I had to 
meet his dear love. I thought that on the 
first day we met after our interview upon 
the cliff-top, her eyes scintillated with ill- 
concealed triumph, and I must confess that 
I felt a trifle small in her presence. Well, 
she had won the game, and I had thrown 
down the cards. 
A few days alter this, Nellie came on a 

visit to Battlecombe, and we all went on a 
cruis2 or picnic to a far-off glen, in which 
at some pariod or another of Britain's his- 
tory something or other had occurred, but 
I am sure I do not know what—perbaps a 

| battle with tha Romans, a royal stag hunt, 
or the burning of a few protestants. It is 
all one now. 

Nellie was a molest and pretty girl of 
sweet seventean, four vears younger than 

tiful as Ella, but 1 liked her viry much 
better. She was more natural and ua- 
assuming. I did not lay myself out to please 
but I am vain enou;h to think I did so, for 
all that. 

Just one remark I made, however, that 
appeared to cause this lassie some discom- 
fort, and I took care not to repeat it. 

‘I'm going to call you Nelli,” I said, if 
I may. 

‘Oh, yes, do : 

‘Aud not Jack 
‘No, not that.’ 
Then came my disagreeable observation. 
‘By the way’. 1 ssid, meaningly, ‘how 

long have you bzen call:d Jack? 
She lockad at me quickly, and as quick- 

| 

overspread her cheeks. 
1 felt sorry, and darted off up hill after 

| & beautiful wildil wer, 1 pretended to want 
| some specimens of. When | returned all 
| her embarrassment bal worn away, and I 
| did not renew the subj ct. S 
| Butafew days convinced me that Ella 
| Lee exercised a considerable inflnerc2 and 
| power over her sis'er Nellie. It wes a 
cise of soul commanding, or over-riding 
soul. I am no believer in either spiritualism 
or thought reading, and yet I hive known | 
many a case in which one mind, or rather I | 

| shou'd say the mind in one individual, was 
capable of ruling thit in another. In sucl 
cases, however, the two persons must be 

| acquaintances, friends or relations. I 
| have kaown this power exist in brother 
over sister or vice-versa. Onz of the 

| pariies—this is a ‘sine qua non’—must be 
of a somewhat nervous temperament, not 
necessarily timid, and the other, on the 

| contrary, strong in nerve, and pro- | 
forming | | bably not overscrupulous in 

opinions of others, whether these 
opinions be true or the reverse. Dat asa 
medicil man, and a stu lent of psychology. 
I have no intention of being bard on such 
people, as they deceive th:mselve quite as 
often as they deceive others. Take, for 
instance, the case in point, that of these two 
sisters. Ella really believed that she could 
read Nellie's thoughts, merely by looking 
in‘o her face. Ba this as it may, Nelle 
felt under that glance that she could keep 
no thought hidden from hor sister, and bad 
she been guilty even of crime—w!ich the 
poor gul was, I believe, incapable of— 
some'Ling would have urged Lor on to 
make a clean brea‘t of it to Ella, 
And so I keow well that anything that 

passed between Nellie ard mysell in the 
way of conversation, would soon be duly 
reported to her sister. 

| The remark I had made in the glen, 
therefore abou: Nellie's new sobriquet 
‘Jack’ would soon have roached Ella's ears, 
and must bave tended to add considerably 
to the grudge she already bore me. 

(To he continued.) 

The Month for Coloring and 
Recreating. 
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Diamond Dyes Make Old Things 

look Like New. 

This month thousands of women will be 
coloring dresses, shawls, coats, vests, pants 
knitting yarns, carpet rags, sheepskin mats 
ete. 
The dyeing operation is an important 

one, and demands much care. Th2 great 
essential is to get the right dyes— colors 
that are pure, bright, aud fast to washing 
and sunlight. 

I'he Diamond Dyes—the only guaranteed 
dyes in the world—possess a'l the import- 
ant virtues that make perfect colors. Th? 
popular Diamond Dyes have such an ex- 
tended sale that unscrupulous dealers have 
made efforts to imitate them. Avoid all 
such im’tations. If you wou!d have your 
goods and materials colored richly and 
permanently, us2 only the ‘Diamond.’ Re- 
fuse all dyes that your dealer tells you are 
just as good as the ‘Diamond.’ The 
‘Diamond’ are the best in the world and he 
koows it well. 

To Clean OIl Cloth, 

Oil-cloth may be brightensd and pre- 
served by sponging it well with skim milk. 
Do not use a scrubbing brush, as by this 
means the paint is worn away and the color 
destroyed. 

her sister. She was not so startingly beau- | 

| ly withdrew her eyes, whil2 a pinker hue | 

ONCE A YEAR 
~~ ONLY JUST OUT 
| The Dodds Kidney Pill Calendar 

for the Year 1897. 

1] 

| Supported the World 
| 
| On His Heroic Shoulders —Atlas Must 

Have Healthy Kidneys, 

As the first to be laid on our tabla for 
| the year 1807, we welcome th: reappear. 
ance of the Dodd's Kidney Pill caleadar; 

| published by The D)>dd’s Madicine Com- 
| pany, Limited, Toronto. 

Prepossessing, beyond anything of its 
| class hitherto published in America, though 
| its purpose is at once obvious it has been 

| 
| 

| 

| 

| 
| 
| 
| 

| | 

| made ex-cedingly pleasirg by the fortunate 
choice of a desizn for the cover, which has 

| b2en charminely worked out by the artist 
in red and blue Jihograph, the classic sub- 
ject being— Atlas supporting the world. 

It s2ems that these clever and persistent 
afvertisers, not content with decorating 

| tbe grassy hill-slopes and ragge1 mouniain 
| sides with their mammoth letterinzs seek 
also adroitly to ¢e¢’ze upon the imagination 
and assist it to account for the superhuman 
strength of the heroic Atlas, suggesting 
the secret of his power by representing him 
as being himself supported and relying 
upon a box of Dodd's Kidney Pills. 
On the back of cover, in a few pithy 

words those previously convinced of the 
urgent need of kidney trea‘ment sre 
warned a rainst substitutes, imitations and 
counterfeits of the genuine Dodd's Kidney 
Pills. 
Thus much as to the cover; of the book 

itself, » e have to say : —Th2 arguments all 
seem unanswerable, the proofs ample and 
undeniable, ths whole unique, admirable 
and useful, not only for the coming year, 
but for always 
We are assured by the publishers that 

suflicient are | eing printed to go sround, 

that in due time every family in Canada 
will get one to their present and litelong 
advantaze Aniasusuil adding: ‘Dodd’s 
rsa. i. Af y » 
Kidney Pills Always Cure. 

Bi1D LUCK BTORY. 

How. the Owners Charged Misfortuae to an 

Opal’s A«count 

Here is another story showing how to 

account fcr bad luck says the Caicigo 

Record. 

A man was shaking dicein a cigar store. 

| He lost. 

‘No won’er,’ said a bystander. ‘You're 

| wearing an opil. You never will have 

| any lack.’ 
This set the maa to thinking. Four 

days later he slipped in getting of a street 

car and sprained his ankle. 

This decidad him. II2 gave the pin to 

a friend who was on the Board of Trade, 

and wh) way to hard-headed to entertain 

any fool notions about the number 13, or 

black cats, or crossed-eyed girls with red 

| hair, 
Neverth:less, when this Board of I'rade 

map lost over $10,000 on wheat he began 
to worry. He didn’t care much for tha pin 
gnyway, and so one day when a young 

man in his office admired the ‘“‘fire” in the 
stone, h2 sa'd: **Take it along, if you like 
it.’ 
The young man ov:rwshelmed him with 

thanks. Then he waited, with guilty know- 
ledge, to see what would happen to the 
youog man. He did not have to wait long. 
The very next week the employe wss tsken 
ill, and he missed four days at the office. 
The Board of Trade man was troubled 

| in conscience, so he told his young friend 
: about the opal pin and the superstition at- 
: taching to it, and the employe, after de- 
liberation, decided that he would give the 
pin to his girl. 
Tbe opal did very rapid and effective 

work after it became the prooerty of the 
young woman. On the second day after 
she began to wear it she ignited a curtain 
in attempting to light the gas. The cur- 
tain was des'royed, and the young woman 
burned both of ber hands in attempting to 
extinguish the blaze. 
The young man who had given the stone 

to her felt ¢ lled upon to apologize. 
‘Perhaps it was the opal I gave you,’ said 

he. “You know an opal is supposed to 
carry bad luck with it. I didn’t tell you 
because I'm not superstitious.’ 

I'll not wear the dreadful thing a day, 
longer,’ she said. 
So ste didn't. She gave it to her 

brother, who scoffed at the suggestion that 
a sparkling, glassy, little stone could wield 
any iofluerce, good orbad. Nevertheless, 
when he started to Cincinnati and th? frain 
ran ofl the track, and he was tossed halt 
the length of the car he became converted. 

‘I'll not give it to anybody else to bs a 
Jonah,’ said he. ‘Ili sellit to a jeweler.” 
So he went to the jeweler and said : 
‘What'll you give me for this opal ?’ 
The jeweler looked at it and said : 
“That isn’t an opal ; that's a cat's eye.’ 
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these ways. 

~~ 

Den or ‘‘the same as Pearline.” 

honest—s 

at a cherry. 

another for fine, washing. 
ine will do it all. 

wood -work, tinware, silver, mar- 

ble, glass, dishes, carpets, or 

anything you can think of, Pearl- 
ine is the best. 

work, but wear. 

Don't make two bites 
What's the use of tak 

coarse, and 

Pearl- 

For washing 

one thing for 

It saves not only 
Let it help you in all 

You musn't think that the easy 
washing of clothes is all that Pearline is made for. 

Peddlers and some unscrupulous grocers will tell you *“ this is as good as” 
IT'S FALSE—Pearline is never peddled, 

JAMES PYLE, New York. 
: and if your r sends you something in place of Pearline, be 
it Back it ~ 


