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A NICE ARRANGEMENT.

‘I don't want him at all,’ raid Mrs. St.
Julian.

“Then why not tell him so ?’ returned her
busband from behind the outspread Times.
‘Surely you needn’t stand upon ceremony
with Ted.

Bat I must get someore to talk to him,
Tom.’ |1 can’t have him on my own hands
all day. Let me see. Maud Affleck’ at
home—1 think I'll atk her over. She
knows nearly as much ot tha Mongols as
he does. . I will write to her at once. She
must come on Monday alterncon. Ted
proposes to arrive by the 7:15.
' party assemblel for the
Cumberleigh cricket week- nsisting of
the famous Cambridge Double Blue— Nor-

I'be house

man Harding and his eleven; the maidens
invited to admir2 the prowess of theze
heroes : Miss Afllack, and tte St. Julians
themselves—was gathered together in the

long library when Prof. Alleyre entered
it at 8 o'clock on Monday evening. His
entry, very quietly, made, was followed
by a general sensation of disappointment.
The youthtul company hungrily awaiting
his appearance to adjourn to its dinner, baa
expected to find in him a more typical
specimen of the profcssionsl genus; it had
looked for a long haired scholar of
filty, who should have stocped and worn

| any furthbr. Let ber

it would bold water, well, the best half of
his second volume was just so much waste
Enper. He pushed the temptation from

im to the opposite end ot the beach. Then
he tell to writing busily on certain slips of

paper.

a‘bese slips—together with her manu-
script in a neat parcel—he took, occasion
to precent to Miss Afll:ck the same after-
noon at tea time.

‘What is the meaning of these hierog’y-
phics ' she inquired. (The Professor
wrote an execrable band.] He explained,
reddening slightly, that they were ‘rules
for transhteration, which he thought she
might find helpful.’

*They will enable me to correct my
spelling myselt, 1see. I suppose you did
not read any further, Mr. Alleyne !’

‘I left off,” returned the professor. get-
ting redder than before, ‘in the middle of
the chapter on the Ostyaks. Will you
take toast or tea cake ?’

Maud was bitterly chagrined. She
made po secret of her mortification to Mrs.
St. Julian, and that impulsive young wo-
man, moved with indigonation, seiz:d the
first oppertunity of finding herself alone
with her cousin to remark :

“Ted, how could you be so horrid to
that poor girl about her bock ?’

‘I suppose you are speaking cf Miss
Affleck. I gave her all the assistance she
atked.?

‘Y¢s, and retured to discuss the subject
performance be

| *t ,
ever 8o contemptible—-—

spectales and an ill fitting coat. Now |
Alleyne (who appeared to be a out five
and thirty anrd was by no meansill-looking)
had a singularly upright figure ; his clothes |
were perfectly well cut; he used no glatses |
and actvally boasted a mustache. Maud
Afllack, who had teen promiting herself |
leep draughts at the fountains ot his erudi
ion | sadly that his prolound
knov h Mo 132N ]
prob: n h ’ y
port.
Miss A 1% ;:~ i f €l 10D I
the Mongols sever al —and ne
» 11 I ra i} 1 n

0 r two whole d

1§ 1 A ¥ 8¢ unobstr
S1ve.) rreeable hit the Professor V(‘;,fil"-
to for get ske bad ever s udi:d at Girton, |
and to wonder how his cousin L "
bave described her hair as ““odd.” DBat or
the third morniog she commenced the zab

ject, in & fashion that showed she meant

bu iness. No sooner had the great Hard-

ing and his team (attended by Mrs. St. |

Julhan and her bevy of girls) started for
the cricket ground after breaktast than she
descended upon the Professor, who was
peacefully smoking under the great cedar
tree on the lawn, with her arms tull o-
pspers, aud her fine eyesalight with eager
ness.

“Mr. Allevne—you are so kind—I'm sure
you won't refuse to help me

This appeal was uttered with a tremul-
ous confidence, which some men would
have found extremely engaging. Not so
the Professcr. He knew too well all that
such an appeal portended. Reluctantlyf
he made room for the newcomer on the
bench beside him ard looked ruefully at
his pipe;

‘T wented to ask you—oh, please go on
smoking ! I like it. Your coutin tells
me you are writing a great boock on the
people of Nortkern Asia.’

The prefestor could bave groan:d aloud.
Perfidious Laura! What ! even this last
secret delivered into the bands of the en-
emy. Perhaps, be thought, this very push-
ing young womin would presently demand
to see his unfinisted manuscripts.

‘Decause’, the pushing young woman
continued, ‘I am writing something on
that subject, too. Oh, not a great book,
of comrs2. Quite a emall one. And I
thought, perhaps you would kindly help
me with the spelling of the proper names.
You see, I know nothing of the dialects.’

There was nothing for it but to accede
to this exceedingly cool proposal. Alley-
ne took the sheets and began to run his
eye over them, indicating an error here
and there. Sudderly, at the bottom of a
page, be stopped ehort.

“That is a povel idea.’

*Which? Where?

‘Here, on page ninety-one.
gest that the Ostyaks—'

The spproach ot a servant with a note
foy Miss Afflack caused the Professor’s
sentence to remain unfinished. Maud,
when she had glanced over th: scrap of
paper addressed her, heaved an impatient
sigh.

‘I,aura wants me to jomn her; I suspose I
must go. Thrre is nothirg I bate quict so
much as a cricket match. May 1 leave
these with you? or shall i——'

‘Pray leave them—by all means.” The
Professor’s tone had grown quite cordial.
It seemed this girl did know something of
the Mongolian preblem after all, and tad
opinions of her own on certan varied
points connected with it. He turned thke
page with some curiosity.

*Very good. Verygood, indeed. Re-
markab'y well worked out.” The Pro-
fessor read on, ignoring the misspelt
proper names, and was covered with con-
fusion when the owner of the manuscript
returr ed to claim it.

‘I'm afraid,’ he stammered, ‘that there
gre still some corrections to make. The
truth is, | grew interested in the subject
matter. Perhaps you will leave the sheets
with me a little longer ?’

M:ud accepted this kind offer with ala-
crity, and went to get ready for luncheon.
I'be Protessor remained bebhind and took
out his note book. That hint about the
Ostyaks wandering bad set him thinking,
and Le felt that his thoughts were worth
setting down. :

Snddenly the pencil fell from his hand.
Good heavens! What was he about ? This
train of ideas was absolutely new. But for
Miss Afllack’s manuscript 1t would never
have risen in his mind. The Professor was
a man of honor; a cold sweat of dismay
broke out upon his forehead as he realized
the nature of the crime he had been near
committing. He, to pick a girl's braius.
He shuddered at himself. .

He shuddered. Yet he was sorely
tempted to look again at the half-read
chapter, For, if the theory put forward in

You sug-

‘T did not say it was contemptible.’

‘You might have condescended to speak
of it, one would think! What has Maud
done that vou should enub her so unmerci-
ful " were a rival suthority on—

lly P 1f she
what do you call them ?—Morgo’s, you

could bardly bave treated her worse.’

The Proicssor was silent.

“Led ! Do you consider her a rival auth
ority:

‘An ‘authority’! My dear Laura! It's im-
oes1ble for any young woman of Miss Af-
leck’s ape to bave more than the most sup-

ial acquaintance with such a large sub-

But a novice cccasionally stumblee—
y chance-—on a solution of some difficulty
ha long been & puvzzle to experte.’
‘And that is what Maud bas dore! I un-
lovatan o s ; i o d .
retand ! Forgive me tor lavgbing; but

| really this is too funny !

{
|

‘I do not see—to use your friend Mr.
Harding's favorite expression—where the
fun comes in exactly, Laura. The !labor of
{wo years rendered vain by a girl’s random
guess, which it probably took her a couple
of mornings to elaborate!' muttered the
poor Protessor, casting dignity to the winds
in his irritation.

Mrs. St. Julian heroically stiflad her
amusement.

“Ttere is only one thing for it that I can
think of. You two must marry, and—fuse
your warring books into one.’

‘Laura !’

*Wry not? Sheis pretty and well bred.
Eventually she will come into a good deal
of money.’

‘If thisis intended for a joke, Laura,’ the
Protestor interposed severely, ‘excuse me
for saying taat it is an extremely bad one.’

‘I never was more serious in my life,’
his cousin protested. ‘It would be an ad-
mirable arrangement. Do think about it.

But this the Professor indignantly de-
clined to do.

It was well for his pride that ke showed
himself thus obdurate trom the begivning,
for Miss Afil ck's demeanor for the next
few days made it plain that his thinking—
suppesing h2 had weakly consented to take
Laura's unscrupulous plan into considera-
tion—would have been to no purpose.
The ex-student of Girton, having bhad
quite enough of learned socicty for the
present, proceeded to unbend ber mind in
the company of Mr. Normin Harding,
who had by this time awakencd to the
charms of her huir.

The professor often glarced at her
across the table—Mrs. St. Julian no long-
er sent them into dinner together—wond-
ering how any woman with a mind could
endure the irrespensible pratile of that
brainless giant. Miss Afll ck endured it
with cheer{ul stoicism. She expcsed her-
selt voluntarily to the infliction, accom-
panying the big man on rambles (in search
of wild flowers and suff:ring him to give
her billiard lessons on rainy mornings.

By the end ot the week Alleyne had
serious thoughts of going back to Oxford.
He made up his mind to this step Moncay
moraing ( Mr. Harding having shown him-
selt peculiarly insane, and Miss Afll:ck
more than ordinarily tolerant of his insanity
on the preceding Sunday) as he smoked
his after-breaktast pipe 1n the shrubbery.
And he had no sooner done so than a sud-
den winding of the shrubbery path brought
him plump upon Miss Aflleck,seated upon,
a rustic bench. She had a writing board
upon her knee and a pencil in her hand.

‘The book?’ irquired ths profes sor
with a sizkly smile.

She nodded. ‘My poor little book!
which you wouldn’t even deign to criti-
cise.’

Her garden hat was very becoming and
her blue cambric drcss gave the utmost
‘value’ to her auburn locks.

‘I didn’t—feel confident,” stammered
the Pro'‘essor.

‘Was that why you wouldn’t read it?

‘No.’ :

Miss Afll:ck’s expressive face was one
large note of interrogation.

‘You wish to know why? Well, it was
because I found you too tull of suggestion.
You put me upon new trains of thought.
It wouldn't have fair to you—to go on
reading.’

‘But—but I should have been so glad to
be of any uee to you !" she cried.

The Professor stiffened. ‘You are very
good.’

‘] wish,’ she murmured, ‘I knew what I
had doue to offend you.’

The Pro/essor looked at her hard—for
perhaps halt a minute ; then he, too, took
a seat on the bench. ‘You have not
off:nded me at all,” be said. '

‘How beautiful !' Maud Afil:ck sighed,
ten minutes later.

*What is beautiful? The day? Or your

|
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hair? Oor the dispensations of Providence ?
They are all beautiful, in different ways.’

‘Nontense! I was thinking that—that
you v’vould let me help you with the beok,
now.

‘The Professor started guiltily. To do
him justice he had quite forgotten the
book.

“We will collaborate—we will write it
together,” he murmured. Then he kissed
her, and rose to new heights of magnani-
mily. ‘And publish in cur joint names--
Eiward and Maud Alleyne.’

Maud blushed. ‘Ob, no! It must re-
main your book. Perbaps you mightputa
nots in the preface saying you had been
assisted in your researches d

‘By my wife. That sounds charming.
But,—ha kissed her again, and was prick-
ed in conscience—‘would that te giving
you your due share of credit? You see, in
that matter of the Ostyaks———’

‘I should like it best so,” she declared.

‘Of course, it must be as you please,’
said the Professor.—St. Louis Times-De-
mocrat.

A Prominent
City Official

Thinks As Hiphly of Paine’s
Celery Componnd As He
Did Years Aqo.

Me. J. T. Dillon,
¢f Assessors of the
treal, is one ot the best known and most
lar citizens of the great metropolie.
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Her rhapsody on the grac2 and beauty of
Liliuokalani may not seem accurate, how-
ever, to all who have szen Mrs. Dominis.
To some she appears to be a fairly good-
locking, well-dressed Kanaka woman with
coarse features and the peculiar brown
spots beneath the dark yellow complexion
to often seen iIn stou’ colored
women with white blood in their veins.
Mrs. Spcfford speaks ot her straight black

elderly
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hair, but most assuredly her hair is very
kinky, as was the hair of her brother, Ka-
lakaua. Mrs. Spofford waxes eloquent in
describing her descent trom the Kameba-

mebas, and from

i throne.

that doughty (QQaieen
Kapiolani wko abandonad her idols and

| defied the fearful goddess Pcle at the |
crater of Kilauea. She says: *“Liliuo-

As Mr. D lion had some years ago given |

public testimony regarding the life-giving

{ virtues of Paine’s Celery Compound, he

| was recently asked if his opinions bad

in any way changed as far as the value of
the great curing m=cicine is concerned.

Mr. Dilion’s reply was prompt, and bis
statement as strong as words could make
it. His brietf letter reads as follows :

“] am in receipt of your valued favor,
and would say that I most cheerfully testify
again to the worth, value and merits cof
Paine’s Celery Compound.

“] am never withouta bottle in my
possession, and I partake of it daily. This
I have been in the habit of doing for some
seven years, and can sflirm that, judging
from experience, it is a most wonderlul
nerve restorer and tonic. Hardly a day
passes by me that I am not asked the
¢question, *‘What do you do to yourself to
preserve your youthful appearance? My
reply is, ‘I take Paine’s Celery Com-
pound.’’

MRS DOMINIS AS A HEROINE.

A Sorry Figure, Even After the Most Stren.
nous Efforts of Her Friends,

Those who have any knowledge of the
life and history of the ex-Queen of Hawaii
will be surprised at the extravagant flat-
tery heaped upon her by Harriet Prescott
Spoffo:d in Harper’s Bazir. The whole
vocabulary of the Knglish language is
brougkt into acquisition to describe the
beauty of her face and form, the liquid
toftness of her voice, the grace of her car-
riage and the suavity of her manner.

Mrs. Spofford’s eulogy of Liliuokalani
bears the earmarks of Julius Palmer or of
the subject berself. That the public may
lose none of the minor details of their
heroic lives through undue reticence of the
narrator, probably, Jullus describes the
QQueen and the (Queen describes Julius. It
is generally supposed that they have been
lifelong {riends, but thisis an error into
which the public has dropped unconscious-
ly. ‘Duke’ Palmer went to Hawaii about
1870 in command of a ship, discharged his
cargo, took on another, and sailed away.
He next appeared, twenty-five years later,
as a reporter for a Boston rewspaper and
tock the anti-annexation eside of the con-
troversy then raging on the islands. He
then made himselt as conspicucus and as
ridiculous as he has done since in Wash-
ington. In a few months ke returned to
the Pacific coast,and when he again re-
turned to Hawaii the (Queen was a prisoner.

Mrs. Spofford gives us a beautiful in-
sight into the character of the fallen (Queen

LAXA-LIVER

“PILLS:

CURE

BILIOUSNESS
CONSTIPATION
SICK HEADACHE
ano s LIVER TROUBLES

AS a laxative, one pill acts perfectly,

and if a stronger action is
desired a cathartic effect is produced
by two pills. In obstinate cases,
where a purgative is necessary, three
pills will be found sufficient. These
pills leave no unpleasant after effect.

One pill taken each night during
thirty days will cure constipation.

2 PRICE 25C. OR ‘l' FOR :1.00

kaleni wonld do the same today.” [I’er-
haps, but her valor was rot conspicuous
during the riots, although at one time she
had the whole armad force of the islands
under her control. Mrs. Dominis as a
girl was brought up by Paki, the father of
Mrs. Bishop, and one of the high chiefs.
Her tather was Pakea, a minor chief.
Her brotker, the late King Kalakaua, was
at one time Postmaster-General, but was
deprived of his oflize for fizancial irragu
larities. He was then made second clerk
in the interior cflica and he held the place
until the death of Lunalilo, when he was
eiected King, and bkis sister, who had
warried John Dominis, the son of an
[talian-American ship Captain, became the
Princess Liliuokalani, subsequently (Q1een.
No one at that time would ever have
thought ot thrilling the public of Hawaii
with a highly colored description of her
pedigree, especially as there were thoze
living who saw ber grandfather hanged tor
poisoning ‘his wi‘e, the first case of capital
punishment on the islands.

Mrs. Spofford, who has never been to
the islands, tells us that there was no
breath of scandal against Liliuokalani un-
til she mounted the throne, and then only
for the purpose of her dathronement.
Bat in this she is utterly wrong, as much
was scid against her before it was ever
dreamed that the throne would pass into
her tamily. The (Queen was generous, ard
always had a number of hangars-on about
the palace, but the story of her educating
twenty girls has a mere groundwork of

truth in the fact that they were educated
by the society ot which she was President
by virtue of her rank. The story of her
voluntarily reducinz the royal pay was
most interesting in the manner in which it
was told, but lacks verification. Lilinoka-
lani never reduced her pay. It would not
be like her to do it. The only Hawaiiaa
that did was Lunaiilo, the wealthiest of
the Hawaiian monarchs.

The statement that the ()ueen never
drinks wine will cause a smile among those
who have known her. Mrs. Spofford might
as well have added, ‘and neither did Kal
akaua.’

It would have been quite as well if
mention ot the opium and lottery bills had
been omitted. The Louisiana lottery,
having been driven from the United States
aiter it was shown that to do so riquired
the whole machinery of the great republic,
attempted to fasten itself upon this little
kingdom. Liliuokalani had the power to
prevent the passage of the bill allowing
this, but she was its strongest advocate.
There could be tut one reason. The evil
of it was well known, arnd its power, when
once established, tad been demonstrated
in the United States. A committee of
thirteen women, bearing a pelition signed
by every woman of prominence on the
itlands, tad an audience with her ard
begged her not to sign it. She wept
copiously, declared berself with them heart
and soul, and then quictly waited until the
opium bill came up. It was openly de-
clared on all sides that she would receive
30,000 for signing it. Her ministers were
strongly opposed to both bills, but by tak-
ing advantage of the absence of Lonest
legislators (the session having been open-
irgly prolonged) and by promises of oflice
to disgruntled members, she so - intrigued
as to obtain a vote of want of confidence,
gppointed a new Ministry that would do
her bidding, and rushed through beth bille.
The history of these two bills is & record of
shame and disgrace to Liliuckalani.

But, as is well known, her crowning
act of infamy was an sattempt to force a
new constitution upon the people. It was
an opium scandal that forced Kalakaua to
sign the one in force when she came to the
throne. It greatly abridged the royal

power, and Liliuokalani was titterly op-

posed to it, declaring to her brother that
she never would have signed it. Before
taking the oath ot office she said to the
Chiet Justice ; ‘Suppoee I refuse to sign it?’
“Then you will never be Queen,’ he replied.
She did sign it when the time came, know-
ing perfectly well every article that it con-
tained, and thereupon commeced to in
trigua and plot to overthrow it. It was
h>r wish to name the members of tha up-
per houses; to have the Judges ot the
Supreme Court bold cffice at her pleasure,
and to have the taxes levied by Hawaiians,
paid by foreigners

Dut probably no event of her li‘e does the
(Queen regret so much as her interview with
Mre. Willis, where she distinctly expressed
her determination to beked the leaders ot
the revolation if she were restored to the
[Sverything was done to make her
retract this, but ehe would nat for a long
time. Finally she agreed with Mer. Carter,
a devoted adherent, that eh2 would merely
confiscate their property and banish them.
Mr. Willie, send by Mr. Cleveland  after
Mr. Biount, with the expressed defermina-
tion of restoring to her the throne, was
obliged to abandon her. And this 1s the
woman that Mrs. Spcfford would have us
admire, tellirg us ot her charity, the purity
of her life, her religion and noble deeds.

SHE COULD WAIT.

The Resident Ounly Called When Funerals
Were on the Way,

It is often very diffizult for new-comers
in a community, especially if the com-
munity is & small one, to unierstand the
local ideas of social requirements, for
etiquette—a ticklish thing at best—is often
greatly modified by local usage.

A Mrs. Cathcart, who had gone from a
large city to live in a small village on
Long Island, was a woman of strong social

instincts, and soon after she was comfort-
ably ee:tled, she set about getting acquaint-
ed with ber neighbors.

She soon learned that she would make
small progress it she waited for the neigh-
bors to call first, as she naturally would
have done in the city; so with som2 mis-
givings she vertured to call at the house
next door, where lived a pleatant triendly
woman, who welcomed her cordially, and
promptly made her feel thoroughly at
home.

AAfter a suitable time, Mrs. Cathcart
rose to go, and said . ‘Now Mrs. Johnson,
I hope, since we have becom: acquamntad,
that vou will come over and see me.’

‘Well, my dear,” said Mrs. Johnson, ‘I
aint no hand to gad. You see, I have so
much to do at home, ’t I don’t getno time.
I baint ben out but once all winter, 'n’
that was when Aunt Sally Bashford was
buried. Of ccurse, I make ita p'int al-
ways to go to the funeral wh2n any 0’
my friends die, but I don’t get out no
other tim3.’

‘In that case,” said Mrs. Catheart, ‘I
hope you won't be in any hurry about re-
turning this call.’

“HE HATH THE FALLING
SICKNESS.”

—Shakespeare.

Epilepsy or the “ Falling Sickness" has
been known for many centuries, and for as
long a period of time no cure has been dis-
covered, till Ryckman's Kootenay Cure
came upon the scene and revolutionized the
nealing art. Julius Czesar, one of the
greatest men of ancient times, was a vic-
tim to it, and no physician of his day could
cffect a cure.  Napoleon, the greatest war-
rior of modern times, fell a prey to it, and
among all his conquering hosts there was
not one that could conquer this insidious
disease.

Bat here is Samuel Duffin, residing in
the Township of West Nissouri, eight miles
from the City of London, who makes a
sworn statement before a Notary Public,
that about eight years ago he had a para-
Ivtic stroke, and has ever since been sub-
ject to Epileptic Fits, which came upon him
so often that it was unsafe for him to be
left alohe. He was treated by five of the
best physicians in the province, and spent
hundreds of dollars, to no avail, in endeavor-
ing to ger relief. Then he tried Kootenay
Cure, which contains the new ingredient.
Note the change.

“I have taken between three and four
bottles.” ‘I have now a good appetite,
sleep well every night, and best of all, the
fits have almost entirely left me.” *‘‘ My
friends see a change in my appearance, and
ask me what I have been doing, I gladly
tell them I have been taking Kootenay.
My general healthis wonderfully improved,
and [ certainly feel, after twelve years of
terrible suffering, I have been given a new
lease of life by Kootenay Cure, the Greatest
Medicine of the Age.”

The price of Kootenay Cure is $1 50 per
bottle.@ If your druggist does not keep it,
send to the Ryckman Medicine Co., Hamil-
ton, Ont. Chart book free on application.
One bottle lasts over a month.
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