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Ppt perfectlIv; “that “is why Ib camp: lor- 
(CONTINUED). ward. to-day to help you. 1 am glad 

: 1 happened to be passing. How 
T was sick of governess offices and | came you to lose your purse?” 

agencies; I would go to them no “Propped it, I suppose,” she an- 
more. I would go into a shop orin- | swered, carelessly, as though the 

to a hospital and offer mysell as a | fact were not worth considération: 
housemaid, I thought—anything to 
escape from Aunt Selina’s charity, 
and to eat the bread of dependence 

no more. 
I wandered along aimlessly and 

miserably in the damp foggy air, 

until chance brought my wandering 
footsteps into Pall Mall. Tere sud- 
denly my passage was arrested by a 

small crowd collected on the pave- 

ment which blocked the way. There 

were the usual ingredients—a tall po- 
licoman in the middle, a red-faced, 
noisy-voiced cabhman haranguing and 

swearing, and a small, weeping wo- 
man, whom the cngine of the law 

vas grasping’ firmly” 13y thésarm, 
whilst a group of idlers, dirty gen 
and lounging  errand-boys, had 
erowded close round, eager to hear 
what it was all abeut. 

“T tell ye I wants my money, and 

Twill have fit, opdl’lL knows the reass 

an ‘why!?” shouted the cabman, 
Pat sine his fist within six inches 

the woman's face. 
#2 Se hos can I pay.you. if.’ I’ve 

Jest my purse?” sobbed the woman. 
“You had hetter come along with 
my dear,” was the only solution 
goested hy the maker of peace. 

T. don't know. what irresistible im- 
pulse made me suddenly stop short 
and listen to what was going on. 

“She's drunk, that’s what she is! 
suggested a bystander; and indeed it 
did mot look unlike it, for the ‘wo- 
‘man, whose face was hidden in her 
“handkerchief, was swaying herself 

backwards and forwards as if in a 
paroxysm of grief. 
This being a reasonable, if not an 

original, solution of the situation, 
appeared to find favor in the minds 

1 

of the bystanders; there was a mur- 
mur of assent among the crowd, The 
cabman, a rough and brutal-looking 

specimen of his class, instantly took 
up the popular cry $ 
“Yes, that's what it is, she's 

drunk! She's led me a pretty dance 
up to Regent's Park Barracks’ 
there was a grin at this—'‘then into 
the City, then back again here, and 
then tells me at the end she can’t 
pay me ‘cos she’s lost her purse, and 
won’t tell me her address neither, 
for me to take her therc and get 
paid.” 

T don’t know why, but at this de- 
scription of the circuitous route 
along which the unhappy cabman 

had been dragged by his fare i 

pressed in closer, and looked and 

listened more attentively. 1 oh- 
served that we stood right in front 
of the Army and Navy Club. 
Something in the slight weeping 

figure struck me as familiar. Surely 

I had seen her before. 
Suddenly she lifted her face, pale 

and tear-stained. 
‘““Man,’”’ she said, solemnly ad- 

dressing the cabman, ‘“have you no 
heart at all? I would pay you if I 
could, Dut if T haven't the money, 
why can’t you be charitable for once, 
and let me ofi? It won't hurt you in 
the next world to have done a kind 
action. And I tell you I am yery 

unhappy and very unfortunate. 1F 
have lost my purse, and everything 

2» 
—everything!”’ she added, gloomily. 

Imagine what effect such a tragical 
appeal was likely to have on the 

typical London ‘‘cabby,’”’ defrauded 
of his fare! 
Dut help was at hand for her, for 

I had recognized her. The pale, sor- 
rowful-faced, dark-eyed little woman 

who had taken refuge at Slopperton 

in a thunder-shower, and had given 
me such a piteous insight into her 
broken-hearted life. It was she. 

“ITere,”” I cried out, addressing 

the policeman, “TI know this lady: it 

is all wight; I will pay the  cab- 
man,’ 

In an instant way was made for 
me; the policeman touched his hat 

civilly, and /‘cahby,”” seeing that his 

hour for triumph was come, instant- 

ly demanded ten-and-six. 

It. was probably nearly twice as 

much as he was lawfully entitled ta. 

but I was not inclined for further 
wrangling—a fact douhtless upon 

which he had counted. T paid him 

without a word, and tucking the 

little trembling woman's arm under 
my own, I led her away rapidly out 

of the crowd down a side street. 

We had walked a hundred vards or 
more before either of us spoke; then 
suddenly she glanced shyly up into 
my face. 

“‘I remember vou; 
Clifford, and 1 took 

house in a shower 

months ago.’ 

EEX CST ARR 

you are Miss 

shelter 

of rain about four 

answered TTL vameAember IT 

‘he puzzled 

and then she suddenly stopped short 
and caught my hands. (‘Arc you a 
happy woman?’ she asked me, with 
a sudden eagerness. 
“Not very, I fear,” I answered, 

smiling a little at so strange and 
unexpected a question. 

“Well, then, never mind; you will 

be some day. Doesn’t it say in the 
Bible that ‘those who care for the 
friendless and the stranger are bless- 
ed?’ Well, you have cared for the 
stranger, and I tell you God will 

make you happy some day. But as 

for that cabman, he will be eursed— 

cursed!’” she repeated, furiously, 
clenched her fists; then secing that 1 
Jooked slightly shocked at the 
strength and bitterness of her male 
diction, she added lightly: ‘‘Ah, it 

believe in my Bible, I do! You good 
people don’t read it so much as 1 

do, or you would know better; it al- 
ways comes true, the Bible does,” 

We walked on again. I began to 

by my strange compan- 
ion. 
“Why were you crying?’ I asked 

her. **Was it because you lost your 
purse?’ 
“Purse? What does a purse mat- 

ter? Oh, no; it was only because I 
am foiled again, and the man Irigh- 
tened me so, ‘and the crowd.’ 

“Why did you not let him drive 
you home, and pay him then?’ ik 
asked. 
“What! for Barbara to find out 

that I had gone out in a cab by my- 
self? No thank you! As it is, 5B 
expect she will guess I have been 
out, and shan’t I be scolded! But 
I shan’t say where I have been, and 
you will ‘never tell of me, I know.” 
“Who is Barbara?’ I asked. 
‘Oh, don’t you know? She is my 

sister.” 
“No; you forget I don’t even know 

her name. Won't you tell it me?” 
~ She looked up at me slyly, al- 

most cunningly, and was silent a 

minute before she answered in these 
strange words: 

‘I shall not tell you more than 
Barbara would. After all, you are 
only a stranger, though I like you. 
My name? Oh, yes, my name is El- 
Jinor Fairbank—Ellinor, that is what 
I am called.” 

We had reached by this time a 

quiet street north of Oxford street. 
Here she turned round to bid me 
good-bye. 

“Don’t come any further; this is 
our street, where we have lodgings, 
at least, for a week. Barbara, you 
know, has gone to Shoolbred’s shop- 
ping, or I could not have got out. X 
promised her I wouldn't move; if 
she is in she will scold me finely.”’ 
She gave me her hand, and I wish- 

ed her good-bye; then suddenly she 

turned back, and running up to me, 

whispered: in my ear: 

“You shall hear more of me soon 
~very soon.” 

CHAPTER XXII, 

“Ii this should meet the eye of the 
lady who, on Tuesday morning last, 
paid a cab fare to a young lady who 
had lost her purse, and walked home 

with her afterwards, she is earnestly 

requested to meet a relative of the 
young lady whom she assisted, .bhe- 

tween twelve to half-past twelve o'- 
clock any morning this week, in 

front of St. Marylebone Church.’’ 

This was the advertisement which 
I had stumbled across in the ‘“ag- 
ony column’’ of The Times about two 
days after my adventure with Elli- 
nor Fairbank. 

Behold me, therefore, at twelve o'- 

clock one cold winter morning, pac- 
ing up and down the short space in 

the, Marylebone Road which is  op- 
lito the church. TI was telling my- 

sell that I was rather a fool for my 
pains for coming there. The “rela- 

tive’ meant, of course, Sister Bar- 

bara: and ife she was to turn out as 

quecr and eccentric a heing as her 
, sister, IT might possibly be amused, 

I hat I could scarcely be benefited by 

the interview. Besides, what could 
She pdssiBbly want with me? It was 
vrosably only a laudable desire on 

her part to repay me the ten shil- 

lings and sixpence which I had ex- 

{ pended in her sister's service, but 
poor as I was, 1 did not wish to he 

| repaid: it was a pleasure to me to 

in vour : 

have done ny little decd of charity 
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many a cause for headache, 

Men are not often trou! led by headaches. 

When they arg it 1 rerally due to bil- 

jousness or Indigestion. But women 

have headaches which seem peculiar to 

their frequent nervous throbbing 

headaches. Dees it not seem as if such 

headaclies peculiar to women must be at 

once related to won nanly disease? Wom- 

en who suffer with diseases peculi ar 1o 

the sex do not realize the drain of vital 

strength and nerve force they undergo 

as a consequence of disease. It is thig 

which causes the familiar headaches of 

sick wotnen. ya 

Dr. DPierce’s Favorite Prescription 

cures such headaches by curing the 

cause — irregularity, wezkening drains, 

inflapimation, ulceration or female wealk- 

ness. “Favorite Prescription » invigor- 

ates and tones up the entire system, en- 

eourages the appetite, quiets the nerves 

and ‘gives refreshing sleep. 
«T was troubled with congestion of tlie uterus 

and female weakness for five years,” wiites Mrs. 
Robt. Kerwin, of Albert, Hastings Co., Ont. 

Qasr eex, 

| «Was so weak and nervous 1 could hardly do 
any work. Had severe pain in back, also dizzi- 
ness and pain in head. My heart would beat so 
hard and fast at times I would have to sit still 
till I got al 1 right again. But after taking four 
bottles of Dr. Pierce’s Fayorite Prescription and 
one of his ‘Golden Medical Discovery’ I felt 
entirely well. I also used ope box of ‘Lotion 
Tablets’ and one of ‘ Suppositories’ as directed. 
All the symptoms of my trouble have disap- 
eared a I am complete ly cured. 'T thank you 
dor. your kind advice and your medicine.” 

. Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets clear the 
complexion and sweeten the breath. 

to Ne IY Unknown Iriend. 1 gianc- 
ed up at the clock, and was mental- 
ly determining to give up my -wild- 
goose chase and go howe, when a 
voice close beside me suddenly  ad- 
dressed me: 

v o°VE think you must be Miss Clif- 

ford?””..I turned sharply round, and 
found myself face to face with a 
short. dark-eycd woman, of 
Mive-and-forty. She was simply but 
handsomely dressed in black, and had 
small pointed features, and’ a 
shrewd, and clever, but somewhat 
stern face. 

“Yes, my name is Clifford, 
you are Miss Fairbank?’ 
“Yes, Barbara Fairbank. Will you 

mind coming in here, and talking to 

me?’’ She turned in at the gate of 
the church, and we began walking up 
and down the space which is inclos- 
ed by the iron railings in front of 
ate 
“I have to thank you for your 

-very great kindness to my poor 
young sister.” © 

and 

fox in [TO BE CONTINUED.] 

Dystentery causes the death of more 

people than small pox and yellow fever 

combined. Ir dreaded more 

battle. It requires prompt and effective 
treatment. Cuamberlain’s Colic, Cuolera 

and D arrhoea R:medy has been nged in 

nine epidemics of dystentery io the 

United States with perfect success, and 

hee cured the moat malignant cases, both 
of chiliren aud adulte, and under the 

most trying conditions. Every household 

should have a bottla at hand. Git it to- 
day. It way save a life. Sold by all 

druggists. 

‘ Perfectly Reckless. 

Druggist—I'm going to discharge that 

new clerk. He's too careless. 

Friend—Yhat has he done? 

Druggist—This morning he sold a 

wild eyed woman a dose of poison and 

trusted her for the YE 

4 NOVEL INVENTION: 
REQUIRES HO COOKING 

Never Sticks 

Requires no boiling 
towards one even more miserable, ap- 
parently, than myself, and I had no 
wish to be paid by the sensitive 
pride of her relatives, The Brantford Starch Works, Limlted, Brantford, Canada. €a 

Ten minutes past twelve and no . 
signs of anybody who looked likely it 

about. 
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‘Light Carriages, Farm Wagoas, 

or. 0 
ARmING CORT 

ing Hs the onl ‘bob oe 
a Steel Range so compete in. 
every detail, and yet so low 

fe : in price. as is herewith 4 : 
1H 6% [ SEED ented in the : 5 7 

= 7 Y _ Oxford 

rst Handsome in appearance, constructed 
material, mounted by the most skilie 
tail to give complete satisfaction. 

IAS. SS. NEIL 
ET ARDY ARENM.AXT, 

of the very be 
labor, they canno 

James F. VanBuskil 
Wholesale and retail dealer in 

High Grade 

i)
 

Light and He.vy Harnesses, 

We make a specialty of repairing Firearms of all kinds. 

BURTT'S BICYCLE HOSPITAL, 
Ey Everything for R7 heelmen. afro 

wl. C. BEAT, The Bicycle Mechanic, - Queen St, F 

Our Stock is, now complete in all the leading makes in 

Overcoatings, 

Suitings and 

Trouserings. ; 

IMPERIAL | GEO. 8S. STANGERS 
Merchant delione & 

Leen Pick 

HAVE A LOOK! 
In my Sort OW a3 you pas 

the choice lot of 

They are just th» thing for a business be 
suit an | only cost 15 or 17; dollars 
Oace wear these goods for business 
and you will never be satisfied with 
any other goods. I have also in stock 
some fine Scotch and English Tweeds 
for Fall wear. 
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assured, 

| By its use peace 

andcontentment 

in the family are 

A combination of pure 
indian and Ceylon Teas 

Imported and blended by 

HARRY W. deFOREST, 
St. John, N. B. 


