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LOVE WINS THE DAY.

The butler's new boy was serving his
first dinner. He stood behind the chair of
the young Countess Lida, handing ber the
dish with the asparagus from the right in-
stead of the left side. She gave him a dis-
dainful glance over her shoulder. He was
a helpless, overgrown lad. Huis bighands,
clumsier than they were naturally in the
white cotton gloves, clung like grim death
to the fine, gold-border:d dish, and his
round, moon tace was red and hot, &nd
covered with fine beads of perspiration.
When the eountess saw the embarassment
of the youngster she relented. The but-
ler’s boy made her langh.

‘Excuse him, countess,” implored old
Mariot, the butler, ‘it's my nephew's first
He will soon learn to do bet-

experience.
ter.’

‘Certainly, Mariot,” smiled the girl,
graciously. Then she turned, looked

straight into the youth's bashtul eyes, and
atked him for his name

‘Caristian ! answered the lad.

‘One can learn anything one chooses,
eh, Christian ?’ said the countess, to the
overgrown, hapless youngster, with the
exasperating air of a would-be-wise young
woman.

The party which sat around Count Min-
sterhaven’s festive board grew merrier as
the wine began to flow. The young
cavaliers teased the countess, who was
never at a lots for an answer.

Old Mariot stood stark and stiff behind
the chair ot the dowager count2ss, and
nephew, Christian, was rigidly glued to the
back of the chair of the Countess Lida.

He looked down upon the fair young
neck, against which trembled soft,dark ten-
drils. Filmy lace half veiled the fair white
flash of ths shoulders, the like Caristian
had never seen belore.

Charistian came from a poor, forlorn
home in a little out-of-the-way village. 112
knew nothing beyoad what he had learned
at the village school and from the parson,
who had prepared him for confirmation.
He had never seen Beauty—he had never
even dreamed of it.

To wait at table was not his sole cccupa-
tion, for Christisn had been especially
hired to care for the young countess’ Saet-
land pony Oleander, to lift herinto the
saddle when she mounted aer horse to
accompany her fsther on his country rides.
Day atter day her dainty foot rested in his
broad, red palm. Day after dayit made
him happy—hs2 knew not why. ;

Count Minstirhaven was an omnivor-
ous reader, and bis deughter shared that
praiteworthy quality. Besides \novels and
works ot current literatuse the count’s
library contained valuable scientific works
of early and later date. Just now a third
person seemed to teke aninterestin these
books. The count missed first one and
then another work, which he remzmbered
having liid in a certain place. After
awhile it always camz back to where he
had placed it.

Like the wise man that he was, he said
nothing about his discovery. It amused
him that his daughter’s book hunger had

led her into the fiell of science. Soon
Lida hereelt began to complain. Her
Shakespearc had disappeared. Christian
was sent tor and ordered to look under
the couch in the billiard-room, where the
young ccuntezs was wont to hold her
siesta on sultry summer days. But the
volume—handsomely bound in green with
gold—was not to be tound. Old Marlot
was given a hint by the count.

‘Let me know what you would liks to
read and I will help ycu,’ suggested Count
Minsterhaven. Tae old servant protested

He would not dare to touch the smallest
of the count’s books, he declared. When
night came he was much too tired to read
more than bis prayers and say his beads.
Christian, of whom he had expacted so
much, was no help to him whatever. Ile
was a stupid, lazy lout, and trizd his good
nature beyond endurance.

“You must be patient, Marlot,” adviszd
the count. ‘The poor fellow is unused to
his surroundings and shake off bis embar-
rasment.’

The old butler shook his head. He could
not understand the lad at all.

That afternoon Countess Lida came
storming into tbe room of her father. She
shrieked with laughter.

‘Paps, grandmamma —whbat do you think
I saw—just now in the stable? O, it is too
funny ! I went there to treat Olsander to a
lump of sugar. When I called tor Christian
there was no reply. I climbed the ladder
to the hay loft. There he sat close to a rift
in the wall through which the sunlight came
like & narrow golden band. In his clumsy
hands he held my Shakespeare, half reid
ing, half spelling the words. and following
the lines with his fat, red finger. It was
such a comical sight '

The Countand the dowager countess
were almost a3 much amused as Lida Min-
sterhaven. The count sent for Christian
and ordered him to go to his study. There
the new groom confessed thiat he had ap-
propriated from time to time the missing
books ; books on artificial irrigation, na-
tional economy, Greek sculpture and
French novels. He had read them all in
the hay loit over the stable.

‘But you did not understand a word of
them ? said his master.

‘No, not a word,” admitted Christian.

The count became interested in the rauk,
unsophisticated youth, who ,was far from
good-looking. LN

‘What did you think when you read all

this stuff ?’ . ¥
‘That some day I might learn to nnder-

stand it all. .

‘Yen, it is possible,’ answeréd the aris-
tocrat, lottily, somewhat _1mprfs:ed v!xth
this young and stubborn giant before him,
wko with eager, mirguided hands reached
out for the treasures ot education and cul-

tm:%Vbat good will all this urderstanding

do you? . :
'l}"he groom was silent and the interview

.came to an end. ;
One winter evening, not long after this

occurrence, Rev. Mr. Feinmann, who pre-
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“MEssrs, T, MiLgurn & Co,,
“Gentlemen,—I am personally acquainted with Mrs. Joseph Wood, and know of the severe illness of which she was cured by ||

B.B.B. This has not been a faith cure, tut is a cure in fact, and I can vouch for the correctness of Mrs. Wood’s statements.
“Yours truly,
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Toronto, Ontario:

“ Burdock Blood Bitters positively cured me, and I have stayed cured.
good reason to do so, because it did what no other medicine or doctor could do.

Burdock-*
BrooD
BITTERS. 28l
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FTHE BEST SPRING MEDICINE. ||
It Roots Out Blood Disecases--This Is the Proof: |
~ “In 1884 I was attacked by a strange skin disease, which first manifested itself by a small scale on the cheek., This kept grow- |
ing larger and larger; and apparently nothing could be done to cure it. ' : |
~“In eight years I tried four different doctors. On two occasions they succeeded in healing up the sore for a short time, but it *
‘ quickly broke out again in both instances I may say that it had all the appearance of a cancer.
~ “Finally, after suffering almost everything possible for human endurance to bear, I began using B.B.B. in the spring of 1892. I |
followed the directions strictly, using the medicine both externally and internally. In all 1 used nine bottles, with the result that my ;
face was completely healed and my general health restored, ' ; '
“The doctors told me that it would break out again when I stopped using B,B.B,, but their words did not come true, as it is
now four years since I stopped using B,B.B., and I have had no symptom of a return of the disease. | | {

(Signed),

[ pin my faith to this wondertul medicine, and I have |
Mrs. JOS. WOOD, Cole’s Island, N.B. ‘ :
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sided over the village church, spoke of a
sirange new scholar, to whom he gave
private lessons in both German and Latin.
Christian, the gr:om, was applying his
Ctristmas gift, a sum of money which
Count Mins'erhaven was in the habit of
bestowing upon all his servants, to the
payment for these lessons.

The ari:tocratic tamily of the Minster-
havens pointed out th2ir groom as some-
thing of a freak to their wvistors and
acquaintances,

Old Marlot was deeply distressed over
this state of affairs, and it would bave
tared bard with Christian had not Coun-
tess Lida taken his part wish the old ser-
vant. She found tkte rew groom an inter-
esting parsansg3, all bat his hands; they
were too red and unshapely.

* ol * * * *

When Christian had been ia the count’s
service for a year he asked for his dis-
missal.

*Are you dissatisfied, Christian ?' asked
Count Minsterbaven.

No, the lad had no complaint to make;
he merely wan ed to go to the city.

‘City pleasures and city ways; ah, I
see !'laughed the Count. ‘You young fel-
lows are all alike.

‘I am going to college, C)unt.’

‘To college! What tor ?’

*To etudy.’

‘My dear boy,’ remarked the Count af-
fably, ‘you have an erronrous impression
about studying. What are you going to
study ¥’

Christian was deeply embarrassed. He
rubbed his clumsy hands up and dowa his
leather breeches.

‘I am going to be a scientist.’

*You'll have a hard row to hoe, Christ-
ian. Boatter stay here, where you can earn
your daily bread and a little more. You
may succeed in reaching the stranze goal,
but you may starve in doing it.’

‘I bave starved before.’

‘What plans have you made for your
futuie ?’

Christian referred the Count to Rev.
Mr. Feinmann, who had conducted bis
preliminary studies. From him his master
learned that Christian had made wondorful
progress in his studias, end there wasmore
n the lad than hid appeared on the sur-
frce.

Sarprised at this information, the Count
decided to help the young man along. He
recommended him to a friend, who took a
lively interest in human curiosities. With
the latter Coristian took service, and de-
voted his evenings to earnest and iaborious
studies.

Countess 1.°da cried a little when her
new groom bade her farewell.

‘When you are a doctor, Christian,come
back again.’ she said enthusiastically,

Christian held the rosy, soft hand a
micute in his own clumsy, hard-worked
palm.

‘Yes, Countess, I will,’ he stammered,
and blushed like a schoolboy of 10.

Soon after Christian and his existence
were forgotten in the house of Count Min-

sterhaven.
= ® » b o o

The Countess Lida had been for several
years belle at court and in the aristocratic
circlesin which she moved. Then those
younger thin she took her placa, thouzh
she was still a celebrated beauty. She
had refused several good cfl:rs of marriage
and her acquaintances rega ded her as
rather €czentric on that account.

One morning, when she returned from a
ride with her father and the Duke d Ugell;,
ste found on the reception table in the
ante-room a card. .

‘Dr. Christian Marlot,’ it read.

The young girl was surprised. ‘Dr.
Marlot—that name——"" Then suddenly
recollecting, ‘Papa, our former groom.’
she cried, passing the card to her father.
‘We must 1nvite him to our reception.’

~ A dainty note was dispstched to Dr.

Marlot. Countess Lida desired his pre-
sence on Thursday evening from 8 to 10.

The great moment came at last, when

the old family butler threw back the

' portieres and annouaced Des. Caristian

Marlot.

The assembled guests seemed to know
that a phenomenon stood in their midst. A
tall, serious man, in irreproachable attire,
bowed correctly and without show of em-
barrassment before the Count who intro-
duced him to his daughter and the dowa-
ger.

Again the doctor bowed and saluted the
young Countess. He tried to speik. but
his voice failed him, and when he regiined
his composurz he could only stammer and
proczed in broken syllables.

Lida watched him with interest. The
wuolesome red of the country boy had gone
out of his countenance. His features were
large, as of yore, but a well trimmed beard
practically covered them. The stubborn
brow of the idealist was more than ever vis-
ible ; at the temples the bair turned gray.
His bands were well groomed and showed
the skill o! the manicure.

‘A man—a brave true man’ thought
Countess L.ida, and was happy in the an
ticipation of obtaining a glimpse of his
strange life and career.

The society belle devoted the best part
of the evening to the newcomer. She was
tender and benign in her efforts to show her
estecm.

*Old Marlot has pn* on tho hert silver
all on your account, and 1 myselt procured
the flowers at the las: moment,” she whis-
pered, as he conducted her to the dining
room.

He drew out the chair for her, and as
she sat down his eyes rested agiin on the
soft, silken tendrils that nestled coyly
against the firm white flesh of her neck.

Every one was eager to know som=thing
of the learned man. Ie was the assistant
of one of the formost surgeans in Vienaa.
‘Several treatises by him had appeared
in medical journals,’ said those who were
well acquainted with his name.

While the guesis talked of the new light
that had suddenly appeared on the social
horizon, Dr, Marlot gave Countess Lida
& briet outline ot his csreer. The fawily
triend to whom he had been sent had inter-
ested himself in the lad from the ttart. He
hid helped him to obtain valuable instruc-
tion, and when two years later he left his
home o go to college his benefactor had
liberally supplied bim with money. Hse,
Marlot, was deeply indebted to him.

‘He lived to see the day when I was
ad vitted to the univarsity,” be said. ‘Then
my struggles began. Bat o! these I will
tell you later.’

* * * * * *

Countess Lida sat at the window of her
pretty boudoir. The hyacinths in th:ir
porcelain pots vied with the tints of the
evening glow that filtered in violet and
purple mists tirough the softly curtained
windows. Thz ligat ot the dying day
played coyly over the closely written piges
of & letter in Lida's lap.

Christian Marlot bad revealed to her th?
main spring of his career. It was not in-
nate love for sciecce, nor thirst for learn-
ing and booklore, nor ambition to throw
off the menial’s yoke and become a ruler
amoug men, that had urged him forward
to success and elevation—1t was thz love of
woman.

Love that came into the untutored heart
and fancy free brain of the coantry boy
the first day he stood behind the chair of
the Countess. And now he craved his re-
ward. The lonely man implored her to
share his fate.

Tears flowed from the girl’s eyes. Her
lips trembled with excitement. The pages
dropped trom her fingers and her eyes
wandered out into the twilight mists.

The Duke d'Ugelli rode by and saluted.
She loved that men. He, too, had asked
her to become his wilfe.

Countess Lidz sought her father in his

| study and confessed her love for the

aristocrat and her deep respect for the
plebian scientist. She deputed her father
to carry to the latter her retusil of his
honest and honorable suit.

Christian Marlot said not a word.
Shortly atterward he went to Africain the
interest of science, ani at the head of a
scientific commission.

Countess l.ida Minsterhaven, after all

was not married to the Duake d'Ugelli. |

Although she was a Couantess, her pitent
ot nobility was not formidable enough for
the old Duke and the
brothers.

Siveral years afterward the Countess,
now 35, and still haadsom?2, married a
plebian physician, who had returned from
Africa atter rendering science an extreme-
ly valuable servicz.

It was & happy union, for the aristo-

cratic lady had learned to love the erst-
while groom, who for love of her had
mastered the world.

Show Them Up To The Pablic.

As the public—particularly the ladies—
are 8o o'ten swindled by profit loving mer-
chants and deale s, it is well that people
shoull bave an example of what is done in
the sale of certain package dyes tor home
dyeing.

The makers of common and adulterated
package dyes sell their crude colors to the
retail merchants at a cost of four cents per
packet, and ths public who buy these de-
ception dyes are made to pay ten cents for
them. A handsome profit indeed for Mr.
Storekeeper! No wonder he uses every en-
deavor to sell and reliable Diamond Dyes.

The iiamond Dyes, that all live and
honorable dealers in Canada handle and
sell, cost a good deal more money, yet the
public get them for ten cents, which only
allows the dealer a fiir prefit.

But mark the difference, ladies! The
cheap dyes are really worthlees, and are
made for the profit of the manutacturer
and the dealer, while Diamond Dyes are
made tor the profit, pleasurs and blessing
of every home dyer.

Aa Ascending Scaje,
Curate's Little Girl—My hen has laid an
egg.
Vicar's Little Girl—My hen has laid

two.
Bishop’s L.itttle Girl—That’s nothing,
my father has laid a fsundation stone.

Absiorbing Amblition.

‘Did you say that boy of yours was am-
bitious ¥’

‘Ambitious ! Well, I should say ! Why,
that boy does nothing but sit around all
day and think of thc great thiogs he’s go-
ing to do !

All Throatl and
|.ung Troubles

Teaspoonfil Doses
PRICE 25 CENTS

young Dake’s |

‘LﬂifewWas 5 Burden.

Four Years oi Agony and
Misery.

A Marvellous Curz By Paine’s

Celery Compound.

Three Bottles Suifice To Make Mr.
Finter well and Strong.

The hopeless despairing and all who :m-
agine they are lost, because the doctors have
failed, should rejoice to know that Pain’s
Ce'ery Compound fully meets the worst
cases, and never fails to restore lost health.

It is no vain or idl2 boast when the decla-
ration is made that Paine’s Celery Com-
pound cures when all other means tail. To-
day a grand army of men and women in our
Canada can vouch for the trutb ot the state-
ment made.

As a proof that Paine’s Celery Compound
cures in the darkest times of disease and
misery we give the testimony of Mr. F.
Finter of Ottawa, Oat., who was saved at
almost the eleventh hour. IHe says:

“‘I consider it a duty to acknowledge the
great good that I derived from your valu-
able remedy, Paine’s Celery Compound.
For four years I endured t¢rrible agony
and misery owing to pains in my head and
chest. Life was a burden to me, and no
living mortal could describe my sufferings.
I was treated by doctors, and used many
patent medicines, but no'hing gave me re-
lief until I used your Paine’'s Celery Com-
pound. I thank God for the day it was
brought to my notice in the Ottawa papers.
I have taken three bottles ot the medicine,
and to-day I can truly say that I ieel hike a
new man. I feel certain that if the suffer-
ing people of Canada would only try Paine’s
Celery Compound they would be cured. I
will reccomend the remedy whenever I have
the opportunity, as it is the best ever given
to sufferers.”

‘“‘“Wonders and Wenders,”

commonplace,
Harper’s Round

Familiarity breeds the
ignorance the wonderful.
Table 1llustrates tke fact:

One of our American line steamers land-
ed its pastengers in New York the other
day just after dusk. Among them was a
son of Ireland, whose friends lost no op-
portunity to point out the wonders of the
city ; and soon they had the poor fellow
simply dez2d with admiration, and willing
to believe anything.

Suddenly ke caught sight of a street arc-
light on its pole, and pulling up sbort, be
grasped the arms of his {riends nearest him
and exclaimed :

‘Faith, it's wonders and wonders, sure
It my eyes don’t decave me, yez bave the
moon stuck on a stick beyant here !

A God-Sent Blessing,

Mr. B. F. Wood, of Easton, Pa. was a
great sufferer from organic Leart disease.
He never expected to be well again, but
Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart was his
good angel, and he lives today to tell
it to othere, hear him: I was for fifteen
years a great sufferer from heart_ di:case,
had smothering spells, palpitaiion, pain
in left side and swelled ankles. Twenty phy-
sicians treated me, but I got no relief. I
used Dr. Agnew’s Cure for the Heart. One
dose relieved me inside of 30 minutes.
Several bottles cured m3.”

Spring Cleaning.

‘I do my spring cleaning at all seazons of

the year.’
‘How is that ?’

‘] am a watchmaker.’
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