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WELL BROUGHT UP.

I met them first at St. Moritz. There
was a dance going on at the hotel, and a
young man—a very good looking young
man, who climbed mountains and enjoyed
everything immensely—was asking the
well brought up girl to dance.

The girl at first thought that the room
was a little too bot for dancing, and then
wondered it mamma would like her to
dance in a hotel.

‘Oh, do ask her,’ the young man said.
‘I'm sure she won't mind.’

The girl fluttered across the room and
knelt confidingly at her mother’s feet.

‘Who are dancing ?’ said mamma.

‘All the nice people, I think.’

*Very well, my love, but be careful.’

So the well brought up girl and the man
began to dance. The girl had thick brown
hair, brushed back from a pure, pale brow,
and soft, pink cheeks and an unexpensive
smile.

She required so much taking care of,
and the kitchen lancers were so rough.

‘I'm sure mamma would not like me to
dance like that,’” she said.

‘I'm afraid they are rather kitchen,’ said
the young man. ‘I'm awtully sorry.’

The girl said it didn’t matter and smiled
& brave little smile. She put up her hand
and smoothed the pretty brown hair, which
bad become disordered by the hot wind of
the ballroom, and then she looked down at
ber charming litile bronz: shoes and said.
‘I hope you don’t mind my not romping, I
am a very old tashioned person, you know.’

‘I'm very glad to bear it,” said the young
man, with enthusiasm, and he suggested
that they should go and sit in the balcony
instead.

‘It I may have my little white shawl,
please.’

And the man wrapped ber up most care-
fully in it and found two chairs in a shelter-
ed corner where they eould watch the stars
and the lake.

‘I think this is ripping,’ he said.

The girl sat upright with her little white
shawl draped about her. She turned her
soft eyes up to the young man and asked
him if he liked tennis, and it he played the
piano. He in his turn inquired ifshe had
taken to a ‘‘bike” yet.

The girl said: *“Oh, no! She theught
it so unfeminine.” She asked the young
manjwhether he did not think it a great pity
that girla were so fast nowadays. She, for

ber part, thought a womsan's sphere was '

the home, and she spoke with womanly
*pity ot thuse who wandered from that
sphere.

‘It is so sad,’ she =aid, ‘to see girls in-
truding themselves into men’s pursuits.
What can men think of them ?’

‘If only there were more girls like you
in the world!" said the enthusiastic young
man.

And then mamma appeared and said she
thought it was a little late. The girl rose
instantly in her pret'y, dutiful way and
said ‘Good pnight,” and mamma asked the
young man to join them at a little gather-
ing at the Meiere:r tomorrow.

‘He scems quite nice,” she said to her
daughter. *Wear your pretty white dress
with the blue ribbons tomorrow, love.’

A charming little party started to walk
to the Meieri. Mamma is so particular
whom she knows. It isa fact that she can
tell at a glance who are ‘nice people,” and
who are not; consequently she alays knows
whom to speak to and whom to avoid.
This is a great gitt. She knows where the
nice people go and what the nice people do
and at home she tell exactly where the nice
people sit in the park and where the nice
people go to church.

At this hotel she has had her place at
table changed three times, to be near nice
people. She has never been known to
make a mistake, even when the nice people
wear shabby clothes.

At the Meierei today mamma is quite at
her best. She has cut Mrs. Wilson, a
solicitor’s wife, at the door of the hotel,
and she has had the pleasure of announcing
that those girls with all the clothes are the
daughters of Simpson, the draper in Oxford
street, so it is no wonder they understand
dressing. She is now explaining to
old Lady Hume how ‘the property’
was wiled away from her husband in favor
of another nephew of the ‘late baronet.’

It is a great mistake to go abroad with-
out a few well prepared autobiographical
facts. Mamma never does. She would
rather taavel without her luggage. The
facts wera usually discharged after she has
twice exchanged the pepper and salt with
her nice neighlLors at table d’hote, and
they include her reasons for not traveling
with & maid, her surprise at people wear-
ing diamonds at a hotel (she always leaves
hers at home) ; her husband’s unfortunate
health which prevents his travelling; the

roperty, the late baronet and mamma’s
Eatred of ‘nouveaux riches.’

The poor ‘nouveaux riches!” On mam-
ms’s lips the term is not one of reproach,
but of crime. It is very impressive,

The well brought up girl has on her
white dress with the blue ribbons and a
soft white lace hat. The young man walks
beside her and carried her cloak and her

retty embroidered knitting bag. Those
Ettle bands of here are never idle, and her
knitting bag goes everywhere with her.
They discuss woman. Itis the girl's fa-
vorite topic, and her views on the subject
are wonderfulty charming and feminine.

“Yon must idealize us a little,” said the
well brought up girl, speaking in a genraal
sort of way.

‘I don’t know about idealizing muttered
the young man, looking unutterable things.

‘Ob, but indeed you must! said the
young girl, with engaging humility. -We
women are ouly a very ordinary sort of
beings, but we are glorified by those who
love us.’

The young man gasped and said ‘Ah "
His powers ot speech were very limited.

*Tell me,” said the girl, giving a soft
look upward, ‘could you idealize a woman
who wore a stiff shirt front and rode a
bicycle P’

he really was ratber a clever little girl,
and her appealing manner was charming.

-

‘No, no, indeed I couldn’t—at least I'd
have tv idealize her a lot. But some
people are so perfect as they are, don’t
you know, that you don’t have to idealize
them at all.’

‘Shall we walk a little quicker and join
mamma ?’ said the well brought up girl.

It was very difficult to get a nice lttle
time with the girl. She clung so closely
to mamma. DBuat sometimes there were a
few words iu the balcony, when the girl
talked about the stars, and once very gently
about heaven. And there were glimpses
across the table at table d'hote, and once,
there was a walk home from Pontresina in
the twilight. Mamma drove home. She
was tired and still had some packing to do
when she got back.

“Take care of her,’ she said to the young
man. He felt that there had always been
a great deal of nonsense talked about girl’s
mothers being disagreeable old cats.

‘So this is your last day atSt. Moritz ?’
he said.

‘Yes, our very last day,’ she replied.

“The place will seem very different after
you are gone.’

‘Oh, but St. Moritz is always lovely,
Look at that scene before us—the pine
trees and the mountains. What could be
lovelier

‘Lots of things—at least one thing.’

‘You must be very difficultto please 1f
you don’t admire St. Moritz.”

‘But I do admire it.” It was so difficult
to make her understand. ‘Will you be
sorry to leave P’ he began again.

‘Oh, I bave had my litile holiday,” said
the girl sweetly. ‘I must not grumble
about going back to my duties—my Sunday
school, my practicing, and then there is
papa.’

‘Ot couree he misses you. I expect you
are a perf:ct angel in the house at home.’

‘I am atraid 1t is a little selfish, but I
like to think I am missed.’

‘Well, I'll miss you.’

‘Ah, don’t say that,’ laying her hand on
his arm.

‘But I shall; I'll miss you awfully.’

‘I had rather think of you bhappy with
your hill climbing and your tennis.’

'‘Blow tennis and hill climbing ! I don’t
care a hang about either. There's only
one thing in heaven or earth that I do care
abeut’—

‘Ah, look at those snow peaks flushed
with the setting sun.’

‘I wish,’ hopelessly, ‘I could make you
underatand.’

They walk on in silence for & quarter of
a mile.

‘I baven’t made you angry abou! any-
thing, bave I ’ says the girl at last in a
shy, trembling way.

‘Angry ? Never! With you'—

‘Il am so glad! Do you know,’ coming
quite close to him and looking down like a
penitent child, ‘I was beginning to get so
unhappy. I—I thought—I wasafraid I had
offended you.’

‘How could you think that ?

‘You were so silent and you looked so
stern—and—big.’

He eeizes her hand in his. ‘Oh, my love,
it was only because you wouldn’t under-
stand ! Don’t you know that you are dearer
to me than any one else in the world ? Can't
you see that 1 have loved you since the first
moment I saw you ¥’

The voung girl disengages ber hand and
takes out her pocket handkerchief and
bursts into tears.

‘Have | frightehed you, my tender dove "

‘It's—it’s so unexpected,’ says the girl.

And then she has to be comforted and
caressed, and the man calls himself a brute
and a savage for baving startled her.

‘I had no right to speak so soon,’ he
says, ‘but I love you so utterly.’

‘Oh, hush!

‘I can’t. Won’t you give me a little
hope—ijust a little? You know what I am
—just a poor artist—but I would work day
and night and wait years for you.’

The girl begins to sob again.

‘For God’s sake don’t ery!”

‘Ab, how can I help it? I fear I have
made you unhappy, and I cannot bear to
give you pain.’

‘That means you ean’t care for me, I
suppose.’

‘If anything on my part has misled you
into thinking.—

‘No, no! Heaven knows you are not a
eoquette !’

‘You are so generous and so good. But,
indeed, I wonder what you see in poor
little me to love.’

‘I see that you are everything that a man
does love in a girl—the best, the most
womanly of women. Don’t you know, you
sweet, little, tender love, that you are as
different from the girls one meets nowa-
days as sunlight is different from gaslight.
Women in skirts and on bikes may be one’s
pals, but it's women like you that a man
worships.’

The next day he stood on the hotel steps
watching the well brought up girl and her
careful mamma drive off in the diligence.

‘God bless her! he murmured. ‘God
bless her! There isn’t a man on eorth who
s worthy of her.’

The well brought up girl waved her
pocket handerchiet to him till they were
out of sight.

*That is the fourth proposal I have had
this year, mamma,’ she said.— W estminster
Budget.

GOOD WOMAN — BAD HEART.

When Could the Life of a Loved One be
More Uncertain than When Attacked by
Heart Disease?— If you Have a Hint of
it Have Dr, Agnew’s Cure for the Heart
Always at Hand, it is the only Remedy
which can Relieve you in 30 minutes and
Cure you Permanently.

““Tbis is to certify that my wife has been
a sufferer from heart disease for over
twenty years. After having tried doctors
and remedies innumerable without benefit
I procured two bottles of Dr. Agnew’s
Cure for the Heart, and shz has received
more benefit from it than from all the
doctors and all the cures used heretotore.
I am pleased to certify to the exceilence of
this wonderful remedy.
“AARON NICHOLS,
Peterboro’, Smith Tp.”

THE NEWSPAPER BUBSINESS.

It is not a Bed of Roses For the Yonng Man
Who Begins Reporting.

I bate to see a bright young man enter
the newspaper business if he can find any-
thing else to do. The calling ot a reporter
has its allurements, hut they are overbal-
anced by itsdemands on him. To be a

successful reporter a man must be made of J

iron—he must have a constitution tough as
sole leather, a heart of steel and a brain in
every part of his anatomy. He must expect
an uphill fight always, and must be strong.
He must devote himself to labor, to applica-
tion and to persistence.

Journalism is the hardest life a young
man can lead, and always staring him in
the face is the knowledge that the prizes
are few. To be the editor of a metropoli-
tan daily is an achievement compared with
which going to the United States senate or
being governor of a state is child’s play.

I know smart men who have been re-
porters for 40 and 50 years and will re-
main such till they die. It they had given
the same amount of application and atten-
tion to almost any other business, they

might now be independent. The average
reporter writes bis life away making the
reputation of his paper. In impersonal
journalism he is never heard of outside the
office. In personal journalism he becomes
an Ishmaelite. The world is against the
reporter, and be is against the world in
that he is constantly fighting to get what
the world does not want him to have—
news.

The day is coming when some bright
man will write a history of ‘the faithful,’
and they will be the newspaper reporters.
It has ever been a wonder to me that re-
fortera are so faithful to their employers.

have never known a reporter to betray a
trust. Oat all day, out all night; ordered
hither and thither in rain, blizzard, fog and
ice ; filling up on ‘beef and—one meal at
Delmonico’s, the next at Oiiver’s ;today re-
porting a sermon, tomorrow running down
a murderer; in the afternoon interviewing
a president, in the evening writing up a
fire ; dancing at the Waldorf and indentity-
ing a corpse at the morgue—these and a
thousand other things call himj§jto duty, and
he is always there ready to do his best for
his paper.—New York Press.

A SHORT CUT TO RELIEF

FROM THE ITCHING AND BURNING

OF ECZEMA.

What is Eczema, anyway? Let him who
has been afflicted answer.

It is an itching and burning of the skin
almost beyond endurance.

It is thousands of little vesicles filled
with an irritant fluid, which burst and flow
over the raw surface of the denuded skin,
causing more torture than all other skin
diseases combined.

It comes on almost any part of the body
and is no respecter of age, as old people
as well as tender infants are the subjects

of its attack.

What about the cure? Physicians seem
prone to regard it as almost beyond their
reach. x

What about Kootenay Cure? Why, it's
the very remedy wherever there is any
deterioration of the blood. -

In the case of Mr. G. W. Dawson, Fulton
P. O., Ont., stated under oath, it simply
worked marvels. He had Eczema for five
years, was treated by many physicians in
Canada and the United States, but got so
bad at last with the frightful itching and
burning that he thought he would go
insane. Six bottles of Ryckman’'s Koote-
nay Cure cured him.

Mr. William Marcham, an Engineer,
living at 242 Catherine Street North, Ham-
ilton, makes a sworn statement that he
suffered intensely with Eczema which
covered his whole body. He was in the
City Hospital for six weeks and was dis-
charged at the end of that time as incur-
able. Four bottles of Kootenay entirely
cured his Eczema.

Other proofs of the remarkable efficacy
of Ryckman's Kootenay Cure may be had
by addressing the Ryckman Medicine Co.,
Hamilton, Ont.

Hundreds of people testify wnder oath.

The New Ingredient used in Kootenay
Cure will revolutionize medical science.

One bottle lasts over a month.

A WONDROUS WATERFALL.

A Cataract With a Thousand Foot Plunge
In the Olympics.

The Olympic mountains have produced
another attraction, the beauty of which is
not surpassed on the western slope. W hat
is said to be a grand waterfall coming from
the snow capped peaks above the clouds
over a bluff, falling a perpendicular dis-
tance of over 1,000 feet and disappcaring
in the bosom of a beautiful plain, bas been
discovered near l.ake Crescent by two
rancemen. Their description of the scene
would exceed anything of similar character
in the Yellowstone park.

From the snow on the crest of the Olym-
pice, where white men have never visited,
comes a little stream, which rapidly grows
in volume until it reaches the edge of a
perpendicular cliff overlooking a beautiful
plateau of 300 acres 1,000 feet below.
For centuries the water has poured over
the precipice until it has cut a smooth pas-
sage, something like a large pipe splitin
half, in the side of the mountain. Here
and there it strikes an obstruction and out
of the mountain’s side spurts other falls.

Standing alongside of the cliff a short dis-
tance away the scene is beautiful and looks
as thou.h there were half a dozen rivers
bursting out of the mountain.

The huge volume of water disappears in
a wild looking cavern, and becomes an
underground river. It flows beneath the
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plateau for a distance of two miles, and
then again bursts out of its imprisonment
in the shape of an oval bridal veil and
dashes over the rocks and cataracts down
to Lake Sutherland and out to sea.

The country is very rough, wild and
hard to penetrate. There is an abundance
of wild game isolated around the falls.
The discoverers of the falls killed nine elks
in balf an hour, and said there were a hun-
dred more in sight.—Seattle Post-Intelli-
gencer.

Critical Condition

Of Thousands of Canadians.

BLOOD IS FOUL AND DISEASED.

Paine’s Celery Compound the Great
Spring Cleanser,

Is your blood impure and poisoned ? It
is it you have eruptions, blotches, pimples,
sores, eeczema, salt rheum or erysipelas.
With such troubles the blood is fast carry-
ing poison and disease to every part of
your system.

To be clean, sound, vigorousand healthy
you must see Paine’s Celery Compound.
Its vitalizing and healthgiving properties
show at once upon the blood ; it is unequal-
led as a bealth producer and cleanser.

No bitters, nervines sarsaparillas or pills
can possibly remove the dangers that lurk
in your system at this time. For pure, red
blood. rosy cheeks and good digestion you
need Paine’s Celery Compound that bas
done such a mighty and wondertul work in
the past.

Beware of the substitutes that are fre-
quently offered for Paine’s Celery Com-
pound—those worthless imita‘ions that are
pushed on the unsuspecting tor the sake of
the large profits they bring the retailer.
Insist upon having *‘Paine’s,” the kind that
makes people well.

PAYMASTER AND PRESIDENT.

The Workmen Regarded the Paymaster as
Greater Than President.

A railway paymaster, whose conversa-
tion is reported bo the St. Louis Globe-
Democrat, is inelined to magnif~ his office ;
and no doubt he is a pretty important man
in the eye of the employes, who look to
him for their wages. This view of the case
is emphasized by a story which he tells of
President Ingalls, of the ‘Big Four.’

President Ingalls was out in his special
car one day on his road, and stopped near
St. Paul, Ind., for the purpose of inspect-
ing a gravel pit that he had anticipated
purchasing. He had several minor officials
of the road with him. A sectiou gang was
at work near by, and a switch ran up into
the gravel pit, halt a mile distant.

The day was very hot, and an almost
tropical sun threatened to warp the rails
out of position. Naturally Mr. [ngalls did
not choose to walk half a mile under such
circumstances, so he called ‘to the section
boss and ordered him to bring his handcar

and crew, and carry the party up to the
pit. ‘Not on your life,” was the surprising
reply. ‘Sure’l have me orders from the
superintendent to do the work beyond, and
not leave til’ it's finished.’

Mr. Ingalls smiled, colored, and was ;
about to reply, when one of the party tried
to help him out by saying : ;

‘Oh, that’s all right, Mike. This is Mr.
Ingalls. Get your car and come along.’ |

ut Mike was not moved in the leutg !
this appeal, and promptly replied : d

‘Mr. Ingalls, is it? Niver s bitdo I
care who he is. I wouldn’t lave this job !
for the paymaster himself, and that's all
there is about it. Yez can walk to the
gravel pit.’

A SUBTLE THIEF.

Kidney Troubles Steal on One Insidiously
—A Slight Cold—Then Congestion—Then
Inflammation—Then the Deadly Malady
Bright’s Disease. South American Kid-
ney Cure is a Kidney Specific—It Relieves
in Six Hours, and Cures Never Fail.

Mr. James McBrine, of Jamestown,
Ont , says: *‘I believe South American
Kidney Cure saved my life. I was so
severely afiticted that my friends had to
attend me daily to take the urine from me.”

Mr. A. Williamson, Custom Officer,
Kincardine, Ont., writes: “‘I can highly
recommend this specific as the greatest of
boons to nﬂering bumanity for all af-
ections of the bladder and kidneys.’

THE FINEST COACH.

A Man has a Rignt 1o Please Himself in a
Purchase.

There is no accounting for taste, and
when a man is going to make a purchase he
has a right to please himself, let the result
be as odd as it may. There is a story told
in connection with the opening of the Nez
Perce Indian reservation, in when the re-
sult of a purchase was odd enough, but the
purchaser was unfeignedly happy in his
strange possession.

When the Indians of the reservation had
received their money from the government,
they went to the neighboring towns to
spend it. Their visit having been antici-
pated, sellers were prepared tn part with
anything and everything that might take an
Indian’s fancy. It chanced that the red
men coveted buggies, carts and wagons,
and soon all the available conveyances in
the little town of Farmington were in their
possession.

But though the buggies were all gone,
the Indians were not all satisfied. One old
Indian had set his hoart on the possession

of a vehicle, and thero was no vehicle to be
had. The case looked hopeless, but the
Indian was persevering. He was not to be
outdone by his fellow-braves, and ne start-
ed on a diligent search, visiting every place
where buggies were to be sold, but always
meeting with the same answer—there was
not one lett.

At last, however, perseverance was re-
warded, and the seeker heard of a con-
veyance that—if the reality came anywhere
near fhe description—was so much better
than a buggy that it could not fail to
awaken the envy of every purchaser of a
common carriage, and once and forever
establish its own superiority; so he hied
him to the owner of the vehicle, who turn-
ed out to be the town undertaker, and
make known his desire to secure 1t.

It did not take the undertaker long to
discover that the Indian was asking for his
hearse, and with an eye to business he de-
cided to part with it for a good round sum.
Money being just now no consideration to
the red man, the sombre carriage chenged
hands, and the lucky purchaser’s two
horses were speedily attached to the same.

Then, with anindescribable air of proud
complacency, th: Indian marshalled squaw
and papooses into the new earriage, took
his own place on the high seat, and started
off for home, driving haughtily past his fel-
low red men, who lined the road to watch
the progress of this the greatest purchase
of the day, while the small, tawny taces of
the Indian’s progeny were passed against
the giass sides of the coachin eagex ap-
preciation of the sensation the family was
causing.

BELLEVILLE.

True to The Last,

One of the best known and most popular
shoemakers in Belleville gives evidence in
an important matter.

Mr. Wiliam Kempt, the well-known
shoemaker, says: ‘“My wife has been a

eat sufferer from nervous and heart
troubles for the last twenty years. She
was in a very bad state, had terrible pains
in the region of ths heart extending up
cver her shoulders, and she was so nervous
that she couldn’t sleep at night. Her ap-
getite was almost gone, and although she

ad taken many kinds ot medicine both
from doctors and proprietory articles, she

: received norelief from them. Seeing an
: advertisement eof Milburn’s Heart and

Nerve Pills, I got a box with the faint hope
that they would help my wite. She has
taken two boxes and the results are some-
thing wonderful. The pains have all but
left bher. Her appetite is good. She
sleeps well, which is one of the greatest
blessings she has experienced, and she has
improved in every way.

“I can recommend them very highly and
feel that mo other remedy could have
achieved a result in so short a time.
(Signed), William Kemp, Belleville, Ont.”

Laxa Liver Pills cures constipatibn,
biliousness, and sick headache ; 25¢c.

Long Sentence.

Thera are many colored jistices in the
South, and the airs they put on are some-
times amusing.

A negro had been convicted of stealing
chickens, and sentence was abont to be
passed upon bim. The old justice put on
his glasses, and taking great pains to look
over the top of them, in an impressive
manner said :

‘I finds de pris'ner guilty, and I heahby
seniences him to hard work in de jail fo’
one year and nineteen months.’




