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My lite was just a tangle— what had it 
| ; been—w! at wis it-—-what was to follow ? 

CHAPIER VII. 

‘Well, Letitia, your protege thief is let 
off scott tree,” raid grandiatber on the 
morrow, ccmrg am, a't*r baving gone 
down '0 the justice. ‘Now banish hm 

| completely out of your mind and heart and 
forget bim—I commard you’ 

| ‘Will you do this, granctather ? [ aeked. 
| 

| 
‘No; but I'm not an infatuated girl, 

bent *n spoiling—rome would say srudg- 
ing— her life.’ 

Betore 1 could reply to this, my cousin 
Oliver came and asked me to ride with 

| bim, which 1 did, all through the glowing 
ba vest fi: lds. 

| He be teld me how Mr. Maitland com- 
port-d bimself, when told he was dismised 
. He answered, with a curl ot his haughty 
ip— 

‘I sm innocent of that of which | have 
, been accused, The crime rests with those 

‘ bo accused me wrongfully, snd I sheli 
“ot let the matter fall to the tall to the 
ground. 

‘So, it seems he d. fied them,’ said I with 
dowerd exultation. 

‘Yes; with a cistainful defiance, rqual 
\ . to tba! of the Marsdens | can but think 

there is seme mistake somewhere, or that 

be 10 » consummate actor. Heigu-bo! a 
m:n mustn't utter all bis thoughts. 
Thus my cousin dismissed the sul )2ct. 
Atter tbis followed a dead calm—bow 

dead only they who have gone through a 
like «xperience can know. 

y My chirt delight was to sit in the cld 
carved chair, in the western window ot th. 
gallery, beside my unfinished portrait, and 
dream and wonder wbether it would be 
always s0. 

Mj; poor little bauble ring reemed to be 
always whispering, as it flashed and shim 
mered on my finger, of that sweet past, 
come 0 such a bitter ending. 

Ending P Nay 1t was vot erded, fcr a 
fortnigut only had glided by when Jeane 
almost took away my breath, as well nigh 
breathless bers: I', she came rushing along 
the geilery to where I sat, in the west win- 
dow. crying — 

‘Childie, childie, here is your ring! 
Then, whose is that on your fing: r P’ 

) Ay, whose indeed ? 
I telt myselt grow pale to the lips. 
There 1t wgs on ber palm, the stimmer- 

ing flashing thing ! 
‘It was in the pocket of that soiled gown 

you thrust away out of sight ; and no won 
der, Muss Lettie, bedraggled as it was, af- 
ter your pacing the dewy garden that 
night,’ went on Jeane. 

I knew full well what right she meant. 
It must bave slipped cff my finger, some 

how, in my hysterical frerzy. 
Anco l—obh, the shame, the sgony of it! 

—had even been tempted to think that that 
last linge ring hand clasp of his was but a 
feint, a trick to slip the ring from my 
finger 

All this I whispered to Jeane, my head 
eh on her shoulder. 

‘And now, what ought to be done?’ I 
questicned. 

*Well, vour grandfather oueht to know 
and have the matter eitred. Faulty as be 
perhaps, proved to be in toe : flair, it 
seems he was ro thief.’ 

‘Bot then, Jeane, this—what does it all 
mean ?’ 

‘lL don’t *now, Miss Lettie,” shaid ehe, 
and, kissing me, see sent me down to my 
grandiather. 

* Grandfather, see, my ring is found ! 
| ied I, bursting into the library, where 
: was sitting, and kneeling at his side, 

a
 

ne
 

‘and this is—this is— wbat ring is this ?’ 
He knit his brows and bent over the 

two rirgs as I laid them in bis band. 
How was I 10 know what was to follow 

—how was I to know ? 
*It must be—it must be, that'—so far he 

got, and then be uttered a wild, bitter cry 
the like of which I hope never to hear 

i again, and rank awsy into a swoon. 
% Tte houte was in contusion; a doctor 
| came, my cousin summoned others from 

town. 
Ob ! tbe dreary, miserable days which 

followed, curing which my grandfather lay 
pitifully moaning out bis pain, of the halt 
of which, the doctors assured ue, he was 
rot conscious. 

I trusted he was not, I prayed he was 
net, lingering by his side, chidirg myself 
for having rushed to him so abruptly with 
my tidings. 
But bow was [ to know ? 
Ob ! grandfather, grandfather ! I cried, 

again and again; but they came no sign 
thar he heard: no lifting even of his eye 
lids. ; 

I'he doctors spoke of bis fine constitu- 
tion, and of not giving up hope ; and they 
were right for at the end of a fortnight, 
be was conscious, could smile into my face 
when 1 bent over him; and at last his 
spe: ch came back—poor, muflled words 

they were he uttered, at firat, but still they 
s Wee words. 

‘Keep him free from care and anxiety 
and he will rocover,” said the medical 

\ 

men 
Free from care and anxiety ! His eyes 

seemed 2lways seeking, seeking ; bis poor 
faltering tongue alweys muti rirg over 
that about wich we obers were iviced LO 
be sil nt, for a time. 

\ ‘Bring bir —the ring, tbe ring I" he re- 
\ iterated. over and over again. 

‘It must never be,’ said the doctors, 
\ when we talked of sending for Mr. Mait- 

{ land. Keep bim free trom all excitement 
—1it would kill him.’ 

| ‘Kull him!’ ssid my couein one day testily 
“it will retard his recovery till recovery is 
impossible, if we evade his r« quest, as we 
ere doing,” and haphezard, as Jeane 

\F would bave ¢xpressed it, he put the ques- 
tior — Do you want to see Mr. Maitland, 
uncle 

Yee, yes,’ faltered the poor, trembling 
tonpue. 4 Ell ; 
‘You shall see bim,” promised Oliver; 

, and gr-ndfather thavked him by pressing 

But Mr. Mzitland was not to be found. 
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He bad sailed for Australia, we heard 
frcm a rellow painter of his in London, 
wh», bowever, was not sure to what part, 
and so the matter bad to remain in suve- 
perse for a time. while further inquiries 
11 qires were made. 

it was near Christmas when he came in 
persrn, in answer to a telegram at last de- 
spatched atter him. 
‘What does he know ? Who will be 

prove to be ?’ 1 questioned of my Courin 
Oliver, during that blank waitiog time be- 
fore he came ; and he answered — 

‘I scarcely dare to hope, but thera is 
tvidently some mystery about this 
second ring to be divulged, for that it is 
the old fam ly ring, supposed *o have gone 
down in the wrecg with your Uacls Lionel, 
there can be but little doubr, and that is 
what [ believe your grandiatter thinks 
There ie a surprise in store for us all, 
Lettie, you may be sure’ 
And now. here was Mr. Maitland come 

at l»et to clear up the mystery. 
My Cousin Onver saw bim first, while I 

wa ted on the tenter books of a thousand 
emotions, if that could be. 
My poor lost Jove ! 
How it pleaded in my heart to be heard 

end cherished ! 
But I could not in honor give up this 

true lal cousin of nine who bad neen | 
know not what ot comfort to me during my 
grandfather's illness, ard whom I hid 
promised my grandfather to marry. 
Ay more ; to go back from my promise 

mioht ¢v-n cost the dear old msn bis lite. 
If the sudden shock of finding be had 

been accusing an innocent man. blasting 
his reputation, together with the kaowl-dg 
that there was another ring in the world 
like the ome he supposed to be los, 
brought on a fit, much more would ay 
thwarting the dearest wise of bis proud 
old ambitious heart be likely to throw bim 
into ano her—»ry, even to sn«pping the sil 
ver cord of his existence entirely. 

‘Will, Lettie. Mr Maitland’s story is a 
startling revela'ion, but it has a sort of 
aftermath of pleasure to the poor old man 
upstairs,’ 8-11 my cousin O.iver, coming to 
me in the Lady’s Garden, whither 1 bad 
strayed to gather some Coris'mas roses tor 
the vases, 1p my restless impatic nce. 

‘Altermath ot pleasure,” I st:mmered 
Would it be an attermath tbat [ could 
share io; a something to cut the knot 
binding me to this staunch, true cousin 
speskir g :0 composedly? 
The thought brought a blush to my 

cher ks. 
‘Guess who Mr. Maitland really is? said 

he, smiling quizzicailly down at me. 
‘I can’t,” [ returned. ‘Not my uncle 

Lione.?’ I added. 
*No, not your uncle Lionel, but bis son. 
‘T'hen— then,’ 1 stammered, clinging to 

his arm. 
‘He is the heir, and I am a nobody 

With me joy Lettie.’ 
I could not do that under the circum- 

stances, but, somehow, I inwardly wished 
myself joy. 

The course of true love must run smooth: 
ly at last, for selt will assert its- lf 
And young love is proverbially se'fish, 

as our ¢lders, who have been through it 
all themselves, tell us 

There wis grandlather to be told the won- 
derlul truth, and upon goed, unselfish Oh 
ver devolved the tisk, accordirg as time 
and season allowed. 
How | waited and listened for every 

sound while the tale was being told him ! 
And, at last, there came a tootstep, and 

Mr Maitlind entered the library. 
There followed a pause of uncertainty. 
Another step. 
It was my Cousin Oliver. 
*It is all right, Lettie, there was no un 

due excitement on the part of your grand- 
father ; he bad more than balt guessed it 
all. 1t will end with a sort of poetical jus 
tice, hke a well written novel, with only 
pocr me lett out in the cold.’ 
He motioned to Mr. Maitlard. who came 

forward, and took my band 1n silence. 
No need for words ; both our hearts were 

tull. 
Oliver led the way to my grandtather’s 

room, saw us ¢n‘er, and shut us in. 
Like two faulty children we stood, hand 

in hand, by the dear oid man’s couch. 
‘My child, this is new life to me, a lite 

come back to me from the dead—fron: the 
deptbs of the sea.’ 

So grandfather «xpressed himselt as I 
dropped on my kre: beside him. 
An1 what more ? 
Tois 19 what my lover told me. Ister on; 

that my Uncle Lionel never sailed in the 
ill tated vess:1. as my grand'ather suppos- 
@ , tut in another, which car ied him sate 
to Australia, hs and his newly w:dded 
bride. 
H r-, in due course, a son was born to 

hm, and his wife died. 
Then under the name of Maitland, be 

reamed the world well nigh through, with 
his boy; tut he ncver came to Eogland, 
where wae his anc strsl bom», wito a fond, 
remorstul father waiting with a late. bat 
tull forgiveness. ‘ 
No h: never came home, but he fully 

forgave his father, when bis own little son 
came to pestle in his heart. 
Wuen dying, he gave his son the fatetul 

rirg, yet ¢id not divalge the name ot his 
tart er; be gave him, howev:r, the name of 
+ firm of solicitors—bis father’s men of 
business. who would tell bim all, it he de 
sired to know 

But the young painter, knit to his art, 
rever cared to seek out his father’s rela- 
fious even when in his wanderings he ar- 
rived in Kngland. 

Then, as it were, he came blindly to tha 
Hermitage and his tate, saw me. and loved 
me with a love never to be quenched. 
He never observed that the ring I wore 

on wy finger was like the one he had lock- 
ed away in bis crersing case until that mis- 
erable affair of the missing bauble, and 
then, orcs (ree, in a helf Irerzy ot indig- 
nation, he rushed off to London to the 
solicitors, learnt all. and sailed back to 
Australia, until bis Marsden temper had 
had time to cool, and tbe ruling ot Pro- 
vider ce thould direct bim. 
To make good bis identity, he had a 

beautiful minature of bis father and 
mo' her in his posse sion. 

‘It is be—it is my own son, Lionel I’ 
my grandlather would say, and be wonld 
sit for hours comparing it with tbat port- 
rait £0 Jong shut away, but now bung once 
more in the gallery. 
And what next ? My Cousin Herbert, 

now my acknowledged lover, slipp+d tbat 
fateful ring ot bie, as [ have called it, on 
my finger reside the other as we stood on 
the steps of the Lady's Garden on Christ 
mas Eve, bearkening to the bells. 

‘Heaven grant, dearest, that the course 
of our love may flow on sweet, and true, 
and tunetul, a li'e-long melody, like that 
ot the bells ringing in Caristmas joy and 
perce.’ 
Ay, dearest—once more the word thrill- 

ed my heart, dearest now and for ever. 

AN OPEN LETTER 
TO ALL SUFFERERS FROM ANAEMIA 

AND KINDRED TROUBLES. 

Mr. Wm, Wilson oi Sarviv, T¢lls how he 

Regnined Hoalth Afteran Illoers of Over 

Two Yem 8, 

Mr. William Wilson. who is well known 
to the cit z-ns o! Sarnia, Ont , writes: “It 
effords me much plessure to be #ble to 
a td my testimony fo the great benefit that 
| bave d: rived trom your tamous De. Wil- 
lames’ Pick Pills. It 18s now a little more 
han two yerrs since | became &ffl cred 
with anaemia. During that time I have re- 
c¢-ived”“ slmost continuous ireatment from 
m¢+dical men of the bighest rank in their 
profession, yet spparently deriving no 
nent fir. Indeed [ continued to grow worse 
uatil [ becam: unabl- to walk. [ came to 
the conclusion that I was deriving no bene- 
fit trom the treatment and decided to give 
it up It then was the qurstion, what shall 
[ try ? Having read the testimony ot so 
many who hid suffered in a similiar man- 
ner and who hd received great benefit 
trom your Dr Williams' Pink Pills, I de 
cided to y1ve them a fair trial. 

It is now about three months since I 
commenced to t ke your pills and today I 
feel »lmost completely restored. Two weeks 
+fter | began to take the pills I felt a de 
cided mmprovement. Three months ago 
when I began to take your pills my flesh 
looked like wax, and my face, feet and 
legs were badly swollen. These conditions 
have all disappeared and today my color is 
na'ural and my blood vi ssels tull of good 
rich blood [It will afford me pleasure to 
recommend Dr Williams’ Pick Pills to any 
one suffering from anaemia or kindred ai.- 
ments, 

Dr. Williams’ Pink Plls are praised 
amongst the highest in the land, as a stren- 
gthening and tonic m-dicine. whether for 
men, women or ctildren. They are not 
like other medicines. nor can they be imi- 
tated, as 18 sometimes dishonestly y retend- 
ed by dealers who cffer substitutes. See 
that the pack ge bears the full name, Dr 
Williams’ Pink Pills tor Pale People, and 
in cases of dount send direct to Dr Willi 
ams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont. who 
will sur p'y the pills post paid st 50c per 
box or $2 50 for six boxes. Th se pills 
cure all discrders winch arise from improv 
erished blood, such as muscular weakness, 
oes of appetite, thortness of breath, pains 
in the back, nervous headache early decay, 
sll forms ot temale weakness, hysteria, par- 
alysis, locomotor ataxia, rheumatism and 
sciatica. 

Eary for Hin, 

‘You understand, cf course,’ pursued the 

lawyer ’ ‘what is meant by a preponder- 
ance of evidence ?'’ 

‘Yes, sir,” replied the man whom fe was 
examining with reference to his quaiifica 
tions as a jaror. Let me have your idea 
of it, it you please P’ 

‘I understand it, I tell you.’ 
‘Well, what is it ?’ 

‘Why, anybody can understand that.’ 

‘I would like to bave your definition of it.; 

‘1 know what it is all right When I 

be oi ae i co uate. © Re. CL 

tell you I know what a thing is, I know it. 
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rand 
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Thats all there is about that.’ 

‘Well, what was the question I asked 
you ?’ 

‘You ought to know what that was. If 
you've forgot your own questions, don’t 
try to get me to remember them 
for you.’ 

‘I don’t want to hear ary more of that 
kind of talk, interposed the Court. An 
swer the questions addressed to you by the 
counsel.’ 

Judge, I did. He asked me if I knew 
what it was, and I said I did.’ 

Are you sure you understand what is 
meant by the term ‘preponderance of evi- 
dence ?'’ 

‘Ot course 1 am, Judge.’ 

‘Well, let us bear your idea of it.’ 
‘IV's evidence previously pondered.’ 

STONE BALLAST S1VES LIFE. 

It Han Decreared the Number of Persons 

Ki'led While Walking on Tracks 

‘It has never appeared yet as an item 
among those published in reports of vital 

statistics relating to the railroads,’ said a 
railroad cffizial, ‘but itis a fact, allile 
same, that the stone ballasting of railroads 
has been a great life-saver on roads that 
have adopted the use of that kind of bal 
last. I don’t mean that it has lessened the 

dangers of travel to those who use railroad 
cars in their journeyings about the country 

but that it bas taken in a great measure 
the perils of travel from those who use the 
tracks and not the cars in getting from 
point to point. 

“In the days of gravel and cinder bal- 
last the roadbeds had become smooth and 

solid highways that were pleasant and easy 
for pedestrians, and the railroads were the 

popular routes not only for the profes 
sional tramp in his wanderings, but for 
mechanics, who found the railroad tracks 
convenient short cuts between their work- 
ing places and their homes, snd for farm- 
ers living near towos, who chose the hard 
roadbeds not only as nearer routes, but 
much more to their hiking than the muddy, 
rough or dusty wagon roads for their 

trading trips, where a wsgon was not re 

quired. 

“No matter how many of these pedes- 
trians, whether tramps or others, might 
be run down by rushing and confusing 
railway trains, and such fatalities were 

alarmingly frequent, the ever-threatening 

dangers of the track were as notbing com- 
pared with ts convenience and comfort, 

and pedestri«nism of this kind not only was 
not scared off, but it actually increased. 

Stringent railroad orders against walking 
on the roadbed, enforced by strict police 

rules, could not affect this practice in the 
least, and the cars went on killing men, 
women and children with frightful regu- 

larity. But the invention of the stone 
crusher, without having this purpose at all 
12 view, has accomplished what constant 
m-pace to lite and limb never could have 
done The dumping along the railroad 
tracks of rough and ragged bits of stone 
has changed them from smooth highways 

to j-gged paths that cut the boots and hurt 
the feet, and make the course of the walk- 

er not only dflicult and slow, but exceed. 
ingly psintul. 

‘It will tire a man more to walk a mile 
on a stone ballasted railroad bed than it 
will to walk ten on even the poorest turn. 
pike or country highway, to say notbing of 

the wear and tear ot footgear. The pro 
fessional tramp is never so well thod thst 

he cares to risk his feet to wounds his 

leather is powerless to prevent, and he 
bates extra exertion. 

‘So with many apnatbemas on the ecoc- 

omy that has covered the railroads with 
bruising and wearying stone, he shuns 

them and grumblingly seeks the longer 
country roads. Others and reputable peo- 
ple, who habitually use th tracks as path- 

ways, have been forced to leave them with 

like regret, and they use bard languege 

against the railroad companies. All re- 
ports say that tramps bave greatly increas- 
ed in numbers along certain country roads 
within the last few years, »nd many theor- 

ies are advanced to explain it. But the 
right theory secms to bave been unthought 

of There are more tramps on these rurs) 
highways because the railroads running 
through those districts bave been ballastec 
with stone. Some people may think these 
railroads are not coing the tramp infested 
country a favor by their stone ballasting.’ 

Teactiog Geography to a Professor, 

Canadians are very touchy on the sub- 
ject of climate, as Rudyard Kipling dis- 
covered when he somewbat thoughbtlessly 
dubbed the Dominion ‘Our Lady of the 
Snows”. When Arthur Stringer, the young 
Canadian poet and author, first went to 
Oxford, be carried with him letters from 
Protestor Goldwin Smith of Toronto, to 
Protessor York Powell, the distinguished 

bistorian of Christ church. 
This old Oxford don, like one or twe 

other Englishmen, had very vague ideas 
about Canada and somewhat surprised the 
young stranger by icquiring if be got along 
nicely on Eoglish roast mutton atter living 
so long on frozen seal meat. The voung 
poet gravely protested that he perhape 
missed his whale-blubber a little, but the 
next dey cabled home, and in less than & 
week the finest basket of autumn peaches 
ever grown in Oatario, carefully packed 
in sawdust, was on i's way to Oxford. A 
short time afterward the yourg author was 
again dining with the Ragius Professor of 
Oxford,, and that gentleman produced at 

the meal a fruit dish loaded with tremen. 
dous peaches. 

*‘Most extraordinary,” said the old pro 
fessor, ‘but these peaches were seat to 
me today, and I’m blessed if | know whe 
sent them. From the South of Frasce } 

suspect, so I savea a few of them for you, 
Stringer ; they will be such a novelty, you 
koow! 

The Canadian very quietly took a steam- 
ship company’s bill ot lading from his 

pocket and banded it to the protessor. The 
prolessor gezed at the bill, then at the 
fruit, then at the poet. 

“I bad some whale-blubber, too, Pro- 

fessor,” said that young man, * but I simply 
had to eat that. These other things were 
grown on my uncle's farm in Kent County, 
Ontario, you know. He has two hundred 

bushels of them every year, and he sent 

me over a basket of little ones along with 
tbe whale -blubber.” 

A CARD. 

We, the undersigned, do hereby agree 
to retund the money on a twent-five cent 
bottle of Dr. Willis’ English Pilis, if, after 
using three-fourths ot contents of bottle, 
they do not relieve Constipations and Head- 
ache. We also warrant that four bottles 
will permanently cure the most obstinate 
case of Constipation. Satisfaction or no 
pay when Willis’s English Pills are used. 
A. Chipman Smith & Co., Druggsi, 

Charlotte St., St. John, N B. 
W. Hawker & Son, Druggist, 104 Prince 

William St, St. Jobn, N. B. 
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St. John, N. B 
E. J. Mahony, Druggist, Main St., St. 

John, N. B. 
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John, N. B. 

R. B. Travis, Chemist, St. John, N. B. 
S. ——— Duegist, St. John, West, 

Wm. C. Wilson, Druggist, Cor. Union & 
Rodney Sts., St. John, N. B. 

C. P. Clarke, Druggist, 100 King St., St. 
John, N. B. 

S. H. Hawker, Druegist, Mill St, St. 
Joba, N. B 

N. B. Smith, Druggist, 24 Dock ;St.,ISt. 
John, N. B. 

G. A. Moore, Chemist, 109 Brussels, St., 
St. Joho, N B ‘ 

C. Fairweather, Druggist, 109 Uaion St., 
St. John, N. B. 

Hastings & Pineo, Druggists, 63 Charlotte 
St., St. John, N. B. 

‘Your wite,’ said tbe reporter, ‘and tle 
man with whom she eloped bave been 
found in New York. They were on their 
way to Karope, but they lost their money 
and were stranded there.’ 

‘Well? said the man unmoved. 
‘Why—er,’ stammered the reporter. ‘we 

thought yon might want the news and’ 
‘That is not the news. The news ir 

that I bave just sent them enough money 
to see them through. 


