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B reply to your inquiry as to which is the best
g‘:omlwu'ldmﬂnth-yoplnbn it rests between the Blue
and Monsoon PACKET Teas U you like rich, stromg tea, then

' flue Ribbon 19 undoubtedly the best, but should your taste be for a
delioate a

nd very flavory tea, then Monsoon is preferable.

Person-

ﬂ I drink Bln; Ribbon for breakfast and Monsoon at 5 o'cloek, but

am a perfect crank about tea.

Yours sinerrely,
BARAH GRUNDY.

“Yeu, yes. All right, thanks! Jump
o9, and lat u® be off.”

But Glllian sits silent, gazing into
Wi darkness and the trees as they
emerge into the steep lane, and
Patay mountis to his driving seat, and
e big mare goee downhill at a
Neavy, shambling trot. .

&-hq.nthemen talking to each
otleer In a desultory way,
#ough she does not lnse an accent

of George’s voice, sho cannot tell, In !

The Coming of Gillian:

A Pretty Irish Romance.

and ;-

S4459

to where George is kneeling still,
with uilian in his arms.

Ho has pu.led off h.r hat, and un-
fastened tho close lnen cullar she
wears, and i8 stoopiag over herwith
breatliless anxidty, trying to feel if
her hecart yet beats.

“You tell the boy- where to find

the coctor, Archer,” Lacy says,
curtly. “I will hold her wuntil he
comes.” ]

George’s lip pe&r(s and his blue eyes
gleam. -

*“you’ve the right to bo joalous of
anyone else touching' her, I Bup-

e whirlwind of her thoughts, one | pose,” he says, secronfully; “but it
msbject on which they speak. Des- | i8 rather a queer timz to show it.
gladness,

rackiiig the poor chiud’s heart
& tempest of the fiercest emotion
& bher life, and the misty

deepond, and the time goes on un-

Mseded by her, untll, after what 2anl

shame, joy, and pain | Here, take my place if you can.”

Lacy answers the words as a chal-
lenge, hz being much the slighter

night | and muscular man of the two.

“I' think I can,” he says, coldly

determ'n .dly, putiiig George

sgomss to be mies 0. & rougn, dowi- | aside as he attempts to take the in-
Ml road, they see tho lights of the  8cusible fizure igto his own guardian-

vllage twinkiing at the foot of a
Serther descent.

'
|

And Gillian sees the village llghts‘

the outi.ne of the Castle iooming
the gray might
pang of hopeisss
ing, and no mistake.”
Pain! which ®is keener for
shame of her kncwledge of what
means to her.
“Here is Darragh at last, Miss
ne,” . George cays, cheerfu.ly.
%8 i & good road ihe rest of the
way. You haven't had a very pleas-
ant experi.nce of your Iirff ride on
sm Irish jaunting-car.”
road has been very rough,”
@ian says, in a tired, indifferent
¥

Yy against
eky with a dull

“Tme little lady is disgusted with
welond and Irish * ways” George
thinks, raiher cynicaily, “or—dis-

shoplln’t wonddr. Lacy is making
Nis running, and oo miatake."%]

Tho last hill is not steeper’ than
the olhers they have passed, nor
reagher, though loose stones are
etiy thickiy scattesed over it
and tke big mare stumbles more than
OoRNoe

- Bat they have nearly reached the
feot whi-h winds around by the Cas-
tle Hili, when Patsy, with ap Irish
detves’s delight in vash.ng with fire
and fury “before the pe. ple,” ad-
minksters a cut of the whip and a
dyolcat shake o! the reins to the
plodulng mare, preparatory todriv-
g past the vilug: in great style.
Ami the big, h.avy limb.d mare
plusges with amuz. m né as this sud-
doa limterrup.ion tu h.r ideas, gets
hor boofl oa a loose ston: and the
mext minute is down on ho:r kneces,
with Rer nose snorting maJuly in the
e8 of the road, and h.r big bind
kicking at th: juunitag car and’
er passcogers, with agreeable impar-
dallty. ‘
Red-haired Patsy, with a howl ol
diemay, is flung into the road, just
wegon! the mare’s kicking legs, from
whiok positi-n he is rescued with one

*Yeu :niernal young fool!” he mut-
sera “Didn't 1 warn you to hold
o brate up well unt'l we were on
e lev ! Are you much hurt?”

“No—no, sir!’ gasps Patsy, shak-
tng in every limb; “is th: lal!y and
rgomtieman kilt entirely, sir?” |

And George rush~s round to the

" otler side of th- car to find Bingham

1acy slowly struggling to his feet, .
white anl dazed, anl Gillan lying,
proae anl stirless, face downward,
om t80 grass by the roadside.
HAPTER XVL

“§ she hurt?” Capt. Lacy asks,!'
1 atly, staggoring to his feet. “Ar-
oer, is she hurt?”

sio has struck his head against the
ear and 18 partly stunned, but his
semses rally in the shock of the ter-
sor it gives him to see George on
Ms_kneee in the wet grass beside
the prostrate iigure, which he has
fifted in his arms, -where it lies limp
and etill,

QGeorge’s hat has fallen off, and

M Iace i9 as white as the white,
arsed fac: he bends over.
-'tl'- afraild she’s kiiled,” The

says thickly. “Strike a light, will

™
,,A'nd then, by the fitful blaze of
the match that is struck, they see
tho white, falr face resting oD
George’s arm, with the fnnocent,
rted lips, the upturned, white
t, and the head with its rul-
fled, shining lockj fallen helplessly

Back.

*1 think she is dead,” George re-
through his tecth.
e 5 Get that brute

out of this, ; Ay, ge at bru
:tl!rst, and send for the doctor.”
Lacy hesitated an ipstant, witha

sh'p.

“You are hurting her! You are
hart' ng her!” Gro-g: says, angrily,
a3 a mcan breaks from- the whit2
lips as thay try to change her posi-
ton. “Let her al n, Lacy, anl dod't
v a fool. I think her arm is broken
—I thought so froma the first. Patsy,
run for Dr. Coghlan as fast as you

can, anl don't tell anyone else a

word, or you and I will quarrcl.”

“Haven't you got any braundy
about you?” Lacy asks.

“No; haven’'t you?’ George re-
torts, sharply. “Well, then, we can’t
do anything till the doctor comes,
only stay quiet.”

“8he is in dreadful pain,”
Lacy says, In an unst-aly
voice, a® moan after moan comes

falntly and slowly with each strug-
gling breath. *‘I can’t stay quiet. I'll
run for brandy to Murphy's public-
house., ™ :

*Do,” George says, eagerly; “but
for Heaven's gake take care, or you'll
have the vilage at your heels !”

And Lacy hurries away, and George
i? left atone again, with poor little
Gillian's siight, helpless form lying
across his support nz arms and knees.

“If 1 can do not.ing else, I can at
least keep her from gettinz very cold
and wet, poor little soul!” he mut-
ters, pityingly, comfortably conscious
of peing sfowly soaked through with
the mud and wet grass.

The mirotes drag on slowly, as
George glances hopelessly on the vil-
lage lights, and up at th2 gray, cold
sky, from which the clouds begin to
hiow away. a# the stars to peer out
here and there. ¢ '

His eyes growing accustomed to
the strain on thom in the dim light
enahle him to see quite clearly now.

There i n» sicht nor sound to be
discerned but the janunting car, with
its lowered shafts, in thz middle of
the road, the mare cropping the
grass alonz the hxdge, calmly indiTer-
ent to her late misdemeanor, and the
white, fair face of the girl reeting
against his breast.

“I may look at her, I suppose,” he

. mutters, bitterly, “as8 a reward for

playing proxy for Bingham Lacy in
an interesting situation? One would
think that fate was playing tricks
with me! I've tried to keep out of
her way—tried this last fortnight,
and made up my mind to kzep out of
her sight for evermore, after making
the fool of myeelf I did that even-
ing in Anne’s parlfor; and now this
thing happens "

He stoops lower and closer to the
fair, still face, but he does not dare
to toueh it with his lips, unconscions
and helptess as she is; and as he

. gazes, the heavy-fringed eyelils un-

close, and Gillian looks up at him—
blankly and dreamily at first, in a
long, wistful gaze, uatil he speaks.
“You are b:tter nowy are you not,
Miss Deane ¥
And then he sees—he cannot but
gee, even in the faint starlight—

. how ‘the dark eyes [ill with light,

end the white face quivers and glows
in a sudden, speechless delight.

“There has beea an accident,”
George says, mustering up a care-
less laugh—“a regular Irish spill!
We've all tumbled off igifominiously,
but you are the oaly one hurt, Iam
sorry tosay. You feel better though
now, don’t you "

“Yes,” she says, faintly and dream-
ily, as if answering in ob:dence, and
without comprehension, eyes and
lips smiling up at him in soft giad-
ness, as a waking child smiles up in
a loved faee.

And her eyelide close wearily once
more, when the slightest movement
of George’s puiition rouses her into
pain ‘

My arm " she gagpe, with a faint
ery. *What ai's it ? I cannot move
R, and, ot ! it hurte dreadlully !

“1 am afrall your arm is hurt,”.

George saye, gently pestraliing her
a® she tries to ¢'ruggle up into a sit-
ting position. “You ihad better tpy
and e quite still until the doctor

'!'Q':IN!-%

‘talk like a fool about who

»

comes. They have gonz to feteh him

long' ago. He'll be here b a few

minutes. Uan 1 nakéz)’bﬂué :I?J easier
altering posit ;

b{‘m», I tmngét," she says, faintly,

the pain almost mkipg Ber swoun

again.

_And so perfores sizz rests wiiere she
had first lain, with her head on his
breast. She can feel his heart beat-
ing fast and strong beneath her own,
anc his warm breath is on her cold
cheek, as h> stoops in anxlety over

her, watching hor and looking for |

the help that is so lonz in eoming.
He almost fears she has [fainted

again, 4y she liza so still, with closed
eyes, (vltne ‘delight of his presence
i? en 1 T ¢to thri'l her with Bappiness

ia ﬂpitS’gf her physical en'ferin:s and
a thousand maiden'y shimes make
her shrink frown meeting the gaze
of thise keen blue eyes, 8o coldly
kind, tcst he discover the 8ecret of
the trembling little heart pressed
close to his own.

“I am a poor, wicked, foolish girl,”
she thinks, sorrowfully ashamed,
“but he will never know, she will
never know, what he is to me. It
cannot vex them or wrong them,
when they will never know.”

She knows, poor child, to the depths
of her fond, innoc>nt soul, that all
the love of her tender nature, all the
upspringing passion of her®

hood has been given, givem utterly,

to this man, unsought, unvalued, un-
known.

Deep in her soul she knows the bit-
ter-sweet truth, that for the coldly-
kind smiles of his blue eyes, for the
charm of his pleasant voic2, for the
touch of his hand, for thosc three
kisses, half-gallant, half-teader, she
has given the love ol her life to him.

Presently George, staring anxious-
ly still, discerns Lacy’s figure com-
ing toward them, running svely.

“Hurry! For goodness sake!” he
shouts impatiently. “You have been
goune an awful time. She came to
once, and now I think she has faint-
ed agalﬂ."

“I told you I was hurt and could
scarcely walk, much less run,” Lacy
returns, angrily, “but since you
stayed here I had to go.” 3

“You told me nothing of the kind!”
George retorts, roughily. * Don’t
went
and who stayed! Where is the
brandy and where is the doctor §”

“1 don’'t know anything about the
doctor !” Lacy says, sullemy, hand-
ing George the flask of brandy and
water.

For the truth is, he has been more
hurt than he was first aware of. His
head is ecut, and he is rather sick and
faint with the pain of the blow.

Meanwhile George assiduou:ly tries

‘to minister to Gillian, encumbered

and rather helpless as he is.
** You might do something for her !”
he says, in a [fierce contemptuous

| tone ; not noticing poor Lacy in the

least where he stands dizsily trying
to recover himself.' ** I wouldn't play
dog in the manger, Captain Lacy, {if
I were you!” :

Lacy kneels down, puts ‘ye flask
to Gillian’s lips in sﬂencﬂ:“ﬁu ‘then
stands up again as Patsy comes back
breathless and despairing.

“Jve run every fut, sir ! he gasps,
“an’ the docthor’s not in,—and they
durno when he will be! He's gone to
Ceashmore an’ they don’'t expect him
back till tin or eleven o'clock!”
.'*What on earth shall we do?”
George exclaims, rather overwhelm-
ed. ** We must gef her out of this
somehow, Lacy."”

“We had hetter send somebody
to Mount Ossory for the carriage
and lots of cushions and ' things,
and take her home,” Captain Lacy
says. rather helpiessly, tying his
handkerchief around his cut head.

“Well, but we can’'t leave her ly-
ing here for another hour,” George
says, sharp.y. ‘What are you think-
ing of?” And then for the [liret
time he notices his friend’s plight.

“I beg your pardon, old leilow!”
he says, frankly and ecarfiestly. “I'm
afraid I've been rather savage with
you, and you so much hurt! I
never noticed you, you see, or not-
fced anything but her.”

“So I see,” Captain Lacy says,
dryly. ’

And George’s face flushes visibly
in the gloom, for, looking down, as
the retort is uttered, he meels Gil-
lian’s eyes gazing up into his.

“Do you feel better now ? Do you
feel able to stand?”’ he asks, and
in spite of himself he cannot help
asking it tenderly and softly—he
cannot help a slight involuntary
pressure of the slight form in his
strong arms. ‘

For that wistful, shy look, inao-

cent as a child's, soft as & wo-
I‘nan’e' seems to set his heart om
re.

“Yes,” she says, in a whisper, “if
you will help me.” ’

With a struggle she gets on her
feet, and then George formally re-
linquishes the ¢harge of her to
Captain Lacy, whose arm she ¢akes
—looking after George as he gropes
for his mudiy hat under the wheels
of the car.

“* Now, Ili tell you what I propose,
Lacy, U Miss Deane thinks well of
it,”” he says in a much gentler tone
than he has before spoken. “We can't
walit here, that is certain. 8o if we
can get up as far as the castle, Patsy
can take my horse and ride off to
Mount Ossory at once, and-—"

*“And break the news to them
ail ?’ interrupts Captain Lacy, sar-
castically. ** That will be a kettle of
fish I

“Well, I will go and break the
news theun,” Gecorge says, 28 quietly
asg before. * Now,df we vould possibly
g>t Miss Deane on the jaunting-ear
again—" ,

**No, no!” Gilllan shudders. %
will walk, please—I think I am able.”

And she does walk, bravely, deter-
minedly, though the way seems a mile
of tortured steps. And when the
eastie is reached at last, and lights
are brought, they see what that wailk
has ecost poor Gillian. The very
sweat of agony stan ling on her brow,

and the mignonae face is'pinched and

pallid as d~ath with suffering. £
* Poor little giri!” George ex-

swoman-
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clalms involunterily, and haif under
Lhis breath; but she hears him,
and smiles faiutly, anl George
cclors confusedly once more. “I
will hurry off now the min-
ute I see- you more comfortable,”
he says, hastily. “Nelly, my old
housekeeper, is getting you a cup
of tea. If you could lie down with-
out hurting your arm”—

He glances in embarrassment at
Lacy, as he wheels out the easy,
wide old sofa.

“Couldn’t I—couldn't we help you,
or lift you on to the sofa, Miss
Deane ?” he says, with a slight
falter in his tones, looking from her
to Captain Laecy. .

But she never mnotices
Lacy.

“Thank you, yes; I will try aund
lie down—I feel so faint,” she says,
feebly rising from the chair into

Captain

ing at the tahle for support.

“By Jove! I won’t give him an-
other chance this evening,” George
says, between his teeth; and the
next momert he puts his b’g =sinewy
arms around her, and lifts her up
ke a child, and carries her across
the room. and lays her softly and
easily down on the couch by the
fire, which has been newly kindled
and iv sparkling gayly. |

‘“There!” he says, flushed and.
smiling, but not as Gillian flushes. |

The white face is sudienly rose
red up to her disordered locks of
hair, but she does not ventore to
glance at him now. :

“Thank you,” sne half whispers,
with drooping eyelids and tremulous
red lips. : \

“If I only dared to kiss her just
once !” George thinks, rather madly;
and he is rushing out of the room,
with some incoherent assurances of |
his immediate departure for Mount
Ossory, when ‘he runs against the
doctor who is running in. i

“Why, George, my dear fellow! I
thought you had broken your neck,
by young Mahon’s account!” he ex-
claimse, staring amazedly -but in a
tone of genuifne relef. “T am dellght-
ed to see you. Oh! I beg your par-
don.” .

“I am sorry to say you needn’t
be delighted, Dr. Coghlan,” George
says, gravely, leading him up to the
couch. “Miss  Deane, Mr. Da.mer’s!
eousin, from Mount Ossory, has met
with an injury; and Captain Blng-l
hamy Lacy as well.” !

The doctor bows, with a quick
look of interest at his fair young"
patient, for he, as woll as the coun- |
try round. has heard of the young
heiress, whose enormous fortune has
been variously stated, in higher and
lower cireles, as from “a quarter of
a million”—this has such a splendid :
sound. as to be a rather favorite
sum—to “crocks o’ goold,” ,which, in
the village of Darragh. is adhered to
a® solemnly as an article of faith.

He speaks a few words to Captaln
Lacy, and then, coming back to Gil-
Han, deftly slits her sleeve open to
the shoulder with slender and glit-
tering scissors. ‘

“That youn limb of a Mahon gave
me such a fright I brought all the
instruments I could lay my hands
on,” the doctor says, laughing plca-
gantly. “I thought I'd have to sewl
your hande® on and mend a few brok-
en backs at the lecast—ah, allo

me, Miss Deane—George hold the
Beght I o
George compresses his lips and

pets his face like steel, so that pot
a muscle shall betray what he feels.

“Lacy 18 either a cold-bearted ass
or a coward!” he thinks, savagely.
“I''l not bother my head about him
again.” ‘

For Lacy 1s lying rather help-
lessly in the arm-chair at the other
side of the room, staring moodily
at the floor, and Geor has the
role of surgeon’s assistant all to
himself.

And there, on a fairm soft little
arm, rounded and rosy-white hke
an infant’s, the very arm that
George had kissed in that moment’s
passion, for which he has reproach-
ed himself so bitterly ever since,
there is a hideous, purple bruise,
swelling up in a great shining weal.

“A gimple fracture,” the -doetor
says, calm!y and reassuringly ; “we'll
put that all right presently. T
" have to hurt you, my dear young
lady; try and bear it like a brave

2 Ln

“1 will, doctor,” Gillian says.
steadily, with one piteous little
frichtened look at George. )

The doctor looks at  him,
too, and sees the compressed

lipgs and the set face, and certain
knowing wrinkles about his mouth
and eyes deepen humorously.

“Hold her other hand, George,” he
said, presently, after a minute or
two of some preparation, “and keep
your hand on her shoulder—so.”

This is lest some spasmodic action
of hers, in her torture, derange the
surgeon’s movewments. :

which she has dropped, and clatch- .

And so George has to hold her down
with one strong hand, whilst the
poor little soft fingers are counvul-
tllvely eltnehad on his other haad.

There i a minute of agony and

o stifled scream which mak:s George ; lene.

- N

bite his lip until it bleeds, and them
the doctor i dabbiag on a co.d, fatnt
smelling lotion and winding bandagw
around, until the fair littl: arm fis
likg a mummicd limo, aud then the
eplints are put on and more band-
agtes, and Gillian is told her arm is
set.

“I should think it was,” she says,
hysterically laughiig, whilst the
tears are rolliig down hor face. “It
feele more liks a loz than an arm.’
~“But you feel reliaved, Miss Deane?”
the doctor asks, anxiously. “Give her
a glass of wine, Georgoe!”

“Oh, yes, I feel relieved!” Gillian
£ays, sobbing and laughing weakly.
“Could you find my hanakerchicl?”
she adds impioringly, a3 George
stoops over her witl the wine know-
ing how utterly beyond her power
i® such a discovery in the cunningly
devised skirt of her fashiouable gown.

“I can’t,” George says, d.precat-
ingly, after a futile m.asculine ef-
fort with cautious reverential fin-
gers. “l don’'t think there is any
pocket jn your dress! I can't fiad
it, anyhow,” he adds, sm.ling, as
he sees the giimner of girlish fun
in the sweet eyes so dark y shad-
owed with pain. “‘:izht I offer youn
mine? It is quite fresh, as 1 have
only taken it out a few minutes
ago. I lost the one I had ail day
when we had the spill.”

She takes the handkerchief with
a gentie word of lauylike thanks.
It is indeed scarcely unfolded and

of fine, snowy-.ecambric; lika moat
men of his typc, George, though
rather disregaruing all masculine

fineries, yet cherishes a few da'nty
tastes wiich do not interfere with
his hearty, healthy, out-of-door iile,
hivy love of rouch cleanliness, cold
water, and fresh air.

And Gilan is rather surprised at
the delicate wlite hanukerchief,
with a faint scent  emanating from
its fo.ds, and the beautiful embroid-
ered “G” in white satin-stitco.

“Good-bye now for a short time,”
he says, ‘I shall be back with the
carriage in half-an-hour, I hope.”

“For -what? - tho- Onttor  saye
suddenly, looking arcund from hie

surgicad emp.oyment on poor
Binghany Lacy, who is as
miserable as an uneasy coua-
science, intense dissatisfaction,

vexed vanity, and a wounded head,
can make him.”

“To take Miss
Mount Ossory, of
says, declsively.

‘*“ Miss Deane will not go back to
Mount Ossory to-night nor to-mor-
row night, unless she goes in oppost-
tion to my advice,” Dr. Coghian says,
sharply. *“ Certainly not to-night!
Bring her maid, and whatever or
whoever she .wants, but leave her
alone unless you want her to be in a
fever with that arm.”

‘‘Very well,” George says, very
sedately and slowly. *“ 7T will tell
Lady Damer what you say, Dr. Cogh-
lan. Of course I am only too pleased
if Miss Deane can be made comlort-
able inr this rough bachelor den."”

*“ Miss Dearne will be a great deal
more comfortable than If any one
were to attempt to drag her off a
couple of miles, enduring the jolting
of a carriage ' the doctor says, very
gruffly.

** You deserve to be kickcd, George,””
he says, internally, “if you're such a
fool to your own®interests—not to
talk of mine! My Lady Damer is
never so civil to me that I should
oblige her and that fellow Gregory,
whom she has taken up lately as her
medical man !” '

“Very well, doctor,” George re-
peats, In the same grave, thoughtful
tones. “I wil bring you back Mp.
Damer and Miss O’Nell, I dure say,
and Mise Deane's maid.”

He bowe formally to Gilllan as he
reassures her with this list of guard-
iane of conventional etlquette, and
hurries out into the starlit night, his
heart throbbing fast with passionate
plensure, .

“1 may keep you in my home for a
day or two, my little darling! My
little dariing I” he whispers, with
trembiing lipe. ‘‘I know what has hnp-
pened t) me now ¢ I knew it the min-
wte: I held you in my arms, and saw
the look in your sweet eyes! I
love you, my little darling, my fair
little flower, who 19 not mine, whom
I dare not think of being mine,
though I am afraid, my iittle dar'ing,
in your simple, tender heart you are
innocent enough, and umnworkily
enough, to like me too ‘well to give
me up without pain.” :

(To bz continued.)

‘
Deane baek to
course !” George

fiyarogen as an llluminant.

Oxygen and hydrog-n are produced
on a large scale in Germany by the

}electrolytlc decomposition of water.

The hydrogen o produeced is largely
used for inflating military ballocons,
but it is thought that it may eoon
find a new ficld a®s an illuminant. Bx-
perim>nts have been made with it
to this end by compressing it in steel
cylinders. With a prop°r burner the
relative cost for equal illuminating

! power of hydrogen and acetylene is

as 25 for hydrogen and 59 for acesy-
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