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BEAR.

3 ey that is

“Kerton,” swid 8t. Maur, abruptly, “at
Monte Carlo I had played desperately
to try and win the thousands to clear
myself to you, and stand free in honor

of that to ‘claim my darling openly. I
lost—lost all--gambled away all that,
and shut the door against retrieving it
when 1 walked out of those gambling
rooms, leaving play behind forever. I
eame back maddened, dazed, in a mental
and moral chaos between right and
wrong, till I could see her; every point
had its counterpoise, and I, could not
alone see my way to the Aghc eourse
to reconcile two opposite ends of jus-
tice. If I owned my marriage, [ de-
nro{ed the security which you held en-
tively on my honor and silence. If I
sgill kept silence I wronged her. That

"how 1 stood till'she came Yo my side
that awful night to warm me of the
danger—came, as I knew at once, with
fier reputation laid at my feet, if we
were rescued at all, by those who knew
us. I would not suffer the suspicion
far & moment that she was, or ever had
been, less to me than wife. All question
of right and honor solved itself for me
in that instant, come what might of my
position to you; and when they all came
to our rescue, just after I had shot
three rascals, I told them who she
'"'”

“Of course you did, my dear boy! I
would sooner lost the whole ten thous-
and than have you so basely false to all
honor. As to Mr. Orde’s part in this
whole drama of wrong,” said the money-
Jender, with a sudden outburst of strong
feelings Jong pent up that was almost
momnq,v"l should just like to tell

a bit ¢f plain truth. Was he the
Deity, that 'he dared visit the mother's
rf&y on her innocent child? It is not
is fault that his wicked imjustice has
not quite wrecked two lives, as it so
nearly has one; for if you had had that
noble. woman you love openly as your
wife from the first, you would never
have been the gambler you jave; she
would have saved you then as she has
now. He can disinhesft you or not, just
as he pleases; for, except a legacy or
two, I've left a not mean fortune be-
tween you two emtirely, and shouldn
alter my will if you never spoke to me
rin. 'm even with the old gentleman
he has cut you off for choosing the
best wife a man ever took”

“Ken! Ken!” exclaimed 8t. Maur,
flushing wp in his utter surprise, “your
generous | is not needed,
thougls 'you are pﬂ%ﬁgﬁt in the
first ; but Uncle has not dis-
- me. He sees bis ervor as clear-
ly, as bitterly as you do, and has taken
Christine like a daughter into his heart.
How could he resist her when I told him

everything?”
“Oh, Fale!” she murmured, half smil-
ing, “every ome doesn’t see with your
”

es.
“] hepe not quite, sweetheart. And

right, you
y

quite ;my B e

Know,” interrupté chley,

better for you and yours. Please say no
more, Fale, or you will wound me. t
are you going to do—or, rather what is
he going to do, since by-gomes are by-
gones? Where are you stayiug?”

“We came up last night to my cham-
bers—we two and Rhamnee, 1 mean;
not Uncle Will yet—and there we shall
remafn while we take and furnish a
house. Then he intends—and he got
quite angry when we —keeping
the Chase and two or three thousand a
year for himself for life, and settling
everything else on me—the real property
* “Come, that's hatdsome of him!” said
proviafly. ,
7 said Falconer, smiling at the
remark, “he said he should pay my

Ken, a

- debts to you; and it is partly to settle .

MOTHERS
WHO HAVE
DAUGHTERS

Find Help in Lydia E. Pink-
bam’sVegetable Compound

Winchester, Ind. —“F' doctors
told me that they eonldofemmke
me regular, and
that I would event-
nally have dropsy.

1 would bloat, and
sufferfrombearing-

or

action
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-depths of Switzerland. Haven’'t seen a

that, Ken, and return your kind loau,
that I am here.”

“You needn’'t have bothered yourself
about either matter yet, my dear fel-
low,” said Morley, as the other came to
the table and laid down a packet of
notes and a cheque; “and as to this,”
touching the cheque, “better clear it in
two or three instalments. Ten thous-
and pounds is a big haul for your uncle,
I should say, just after a three months’
strike.”

“I told him so. I told him I should
pay off my own gambling debts, not he;
but he euchred me,” said Faleoner, with
a half laugh; “for he said it was only
the ten thousand -he had long ago paid
into his bankers for me when he wanted
me to marry Blanche Leroy; not,” he
added, evidently amused, “having an

scores now, dear old Ken.”

“As you will, if Mrs. 8t. Maur will ex-
cuse our attention to the matter for a
few minutes.”

Christine smiled in happy content, and
the mysteries of canceling bills, signing
papers and entering in books were gone
through.

Then 8t. Maur turned suddenly in an
irresistible. wild impulse of relief, and
bent over his wife with deep, passionate
words in her ear:

‘“Free! free! Oh, wife, free as I have
never been for years!”

Their lips met closely for one moment
as he stooped, and then he drew back
to his old place.

“You will get chaffed at the Poly-
glot,”” said Morley, locking up the check
and notes; “but you never were afraid
of chaff.” -

“Not 1. Faith, they're welcome! Chaff
won’t rob me of my wife, or my old
friend.”

“No, no,” said Ken, looking up with
eager gladness into the handsome face;
“you’ll not forget old Ken, I know.
You'll both come and see me some-
“Fimes?”’

“Indeed—indeed yes, Ken.”

“If you will let us,” added Christige, |
wickedly. -

“Ah, my dear, it will always be a
pleasure. I am going to retire from
business at Christmas. I have taken a
pretty house and garden at St. John’s
Wood, and the always be the glad-
dest of welcomes for you both when you
can spare the old man a visit.”

““We shall ‘spare’ a good many then,
never fear,”” said she, stooping to kiss
gratefully the rugged, hard haand that
held hers; ‘““and you must come to see
us.”’ ;
“Well, sometimes, perhaps, my dear,
when you are quite by yourselves, you
know.” i

‘“Whatever pleases yourself  best,
Ken,” said 8t. Maur: and then they
bid good-bye for the present.

“Halloo! how do, Beltmere? You back
at last?”’ :

‘“Thought you had tumbled over a
! auother, as the nable
owver of Kingfisher—winner of the
last Derby —walked one November
morning into the smoking-room of the
Polyglot Club.

“Not yet, thanks. How do, all you
fellows?”” sinking into a chair. “What’s
the mews? Who's dead, married, or
otherwise done for? Been buried in the

paper for a month
for mews!”

“Or scandal—which?”’ suggested Fitz-
roy, over the top of a society awful.

“Got to the right shop for that when
you're round, then,” retorted my lord,
promptly. '“What’s become of that ape,
Dolph Darnley? Got hipped by the
Jews, vet?”’

There was a shout.

““Ha, ha! No,” cried Trelawney; “he’s
made better use of his pretty pink face
—he’s hooked it with an heiress.”

“By Jove! what a goose the girl must
be! Name—name!”  exclaimed Loxd
Beltmere.

“Why, that flirt, Miss Leroy, who
was desperately gone on Falc 8t. Maur,
niece of the Doctor Clifford, whose
daughter has just married Northcote.”

‘“What | Addison’s brother-in-law? He
is turned off really, then? Poor fellow!
Well, and where's St. Maur himself?”
" Another roar.

‘““Oh, by Jove, that’s the spiciest
news, the rarest lark of all!”” cried out
Fitzroy. “An artful scamp he is; and
:(; ou:l to suspect it, even when we

re Addison’
bl h,!ﬁoppmg togethe; at s!

“Suspect what®> What's the fun?”’ de-
manded Beltmere. ‘“Go ahead, Fitz.”

“Why, Falc St. Maur is married |—
beegwr:arried for years!” i

“What!”" cried Beltmere, springi
half up. ‘““Nonsense! it is a ooy cfrng
Falc married for years! I don't believe
-1t; you're larking!”
¢ "1 assure you we are aot! 'Pon my
honor, it's true. Do you remember that
:‘10!101!'1] beautiful woman he was flirt-
ing with—you noticed her to me —at
the Derby?”* ’

“Yes, of ccurse; used to se
the Row, too.” ¢ Ber <o
““That’s his wife; and was years S
;Well, I'm blessed !” ejmzlsudag;y

or two. I'm starved

lo

"Ye_a; and the fellows at the Fawley
are in despair — they never see him
there: We’'ve chaffed him, we've— Oh,
but jt's no good; nothing will make
Falc play if he doesn’t choose. He chaffs
back, says he's had his turn of play
and leaves it to his frie.ls.” o

“But I heard he was at Monaco i
September, and gamblicg like a magt
man,’” said Beltmere, still staring with
all his eyes. ‘And I did hear that he
was there, oh, years ays, with a mere

so perhaps she was, after a?l. ?
Be so dal:"k, then?” A e

“Oh, the old tale; uncle didn’t like
her people for some absurd resson, and
so they kept it all secret until the late
rumpus with the miners at his uncle’s
mines. Dida’t hear or resa
Beltmere?” P : ety

““No-o, I tell you! I was buried alive;
so tell us the tale. By Jove! I'll look
him wp. Such a wife for a fellow to flirt
v;it:' ! Where do they live now then,
B ,

“Oh, jolly house! —— street, Mayfair.”

idea why I refused. So we’ll settle off |

: “No—since she was obstinate!
f

girl, whom he called Mrs. St. Maor; |

STUNNING P°

up one of the most charming

CTURE HAT.

A crown of soft brown tulle or chiffon with brim of silver cloth, and
g yellow, a lavender and a silver rose grouped together at the left side,

hats scen for early spring wear.

lord. “When did they set up this

“Just moved in,” rejoincd Trelawney.
“Going to give a hop as a house-warm-
ing? Oh, he’s just the same Fale as
ever, and she—she’s glorious!”

“T'll look him up. and get a card,” said
my lord, promptly; “but it's a shame,
by Jove! that he has kicked over play
and betting. Nething used to frighten
him in stakes.”

“He’s sure to be in here presently,”
said Fitzroy. “He and Frank Addisen
rode past awhile ago. attended by that
Indian Rahmmee. 'Ah, there’s an old
paper, I do believe, with the trial of the
rioters in it. Came off last week. and
didn’t they get sentences—rather!”

So the gossip and chatter went on.

L 4 » » » » -

“Now, Nell, don’t you flirt too abom-
inably with Falconer,” whispered Addi-
son, as they entered the brilliantly
lighted salon of the new house, “for
now I can institute reprisals. you know.
Here she is!” as the beautiful hostess
ecame up.

“‘A perfect woman. nobly planned,

To warn, to comfort and command.””

. “Frank, don’t be absurd!” Ilaughed
Mrs. St. Maur. You are mearly as bad
as Falconer.”

“Who is taking my name in vain?”
asked St. Maur. “You mem-sahib? as
Rahmnee says. For shame, my dear!
Helen, your hand for a waltz, and
Frank may have my wife. Exchange is
no robbery, and you ave the last arri-

He whirled Ber away.
William Ovrde, standing beside Dr.
Clifford, who had come in with his

voice:

“l was so grieved to hear from my
boy of your trouble about your niece,
' doctor. You could not stop it, I sup-
pose ?”

Clifford shook his head sadly.

I re-
used Darnley—but she was of age, and
walked out, I may say. She has cruelly
disappointed me!”

‘“You live with the Northcotes, Chris-
tine tells me?”

Now the doctor’s face brightened,

“Yes; they insisted. I don’t think
Mimie would have married Archer till 1
consented. She is a good daughter, Mr.
Orde, and will be a good little wife.”

“l want you all down at the Chase
for Christmas!” said Mr. Orde. “I told
Falconer so. It’s all finished now, and
as my boy’s wedding day is long past
I mean to keep festival for it at Christ-
mastide. Ah! if I could recall past
years!”

“Ah! if!—we never can!” said the
doctor, just as Falcomer passed. “But

fast hope.”

And late that night, when St. Maur
and his young wife were alone. he drew
her clase to his heart and whispered, as
he kissed her dear lips again and again:

“The past is buried, but the future is

dearest, my wife!”
(The End.)

The Worship of the Swerd.

The sword has ever been the most po-
tent influence in the life of the Japanese
nation. Nothing has challenged its pre-
ethinent distinction. Enshrined in an in-
tense religious and patriotic sentiment,
writes T. H. Manners Howe, in the
Grapbic, it has been to Japan what the
cross has been to the nations of Chris-
tendom. The emblem of all sacred and
temporal authority, it received a rever-
eace almost equal to the worship of
a divinity. Great heroes had their ¥oni-
rous swords buried with them, or hung
in a ftemp's for the reverence and ad-
miration of all. )

vals, s0 we may join the tripping feet.” }

daughter and her husband, said, in & Iow |

we can look to the future with stead- |

full of hope and love for us, my heart’s |

o
. Bravest Man
& o o

(B7 Stuart B.- Stone.

There were seven strange men from
over the seas who sat in the lobby of

the Hotel Seneca with Mr. Peter Ruck-
er. The soiled, advertising-lined register
showed after several signalures such un-
miliar address as Hankow, Pietermaritz-
burg and Bombay, and on every bronzed
face was the light of tale after tale
worth the telling. It was Cannon of
Adelaide who first began:

“Up in the Australian bush in '99 I
ran into the bolomen——"

“Hub!" interrupted Pejer Rucker;
“talking about bolomen, Low I was
<hased 75 miles by 10 bolomen in North
Australia in '93. I just dodged and duck-
ed around and got rid of 'em one by
one. Shot the last one with his own

NRiRe

bew and arrow.”

The company frowned at the little,
peppery, red-faced man, and there was a
general murmur of disapproval. Finally

-

MR PETER RUCKER STOPPED
SUDDENLY AND LOOKED IN
AWED SILENCE TOWARD' THE
VESTIBULE DOOR.

Daniels, the Hankow man, took a long
pull at his meerschaum and cleared his
throat.

! “I was on the Yang-tse-Eiang in
howling pigtails’”’—

‘“‘Pigtails!”” broke in Peter Rucker,
again. ‘‘Sakes alive! I fought a dozen of
the heathens ia Chefoo in the eighties.
Steole a dirty, yellow little god and they
jumped me. But I laid 'em out.”

The rest of the company moved their
chairs back and eyed the interrupter
with strong disfavor. Peter Rucker rear-
ed back in his chair and half-closed his
eyes in unmindful reverie. The company
smoked silently, voruminously. At last
Sumner of Yucatan began to speak:

“In '76 I crossed the divide with
a detachment of the Eighth cavalry.
The Shoshones had been on a rammage”’

Mr, Peter Rucker opened his pale
gray eyes and bumped his chair for-
ward. “‘Speaking of Indiars,” he re-
marked, ‘I just want to tell you a real
Indian adygture that happened to me
in 80 up Montana way.”

““Make it short,”’ retorted Sumner of
Yucsatan, angrilz_.

“T’ll make it short,”’ said Peter Ruck-

v

| rears

i o8 ~"

Husband—Er—no;
picked of

“Whew! uncle chauged his note, then,

and comes doww hevdzomely!” said my

it.
Wife i(:ehcved—'!hank goodness!

e VASTLY R EASSURED.
Wife (anxiously)—Did you msil that letter I gave you?
; I'm awfully sorry m.y dear, but my pocket was

T%lim‘ehana'olthethid

Mr.
around it—one of these tomtom yelping

-tongued
hotel babbler! You forgot to bring
ball ¢f red yarn I sent you|for!”

Rucker.

for-nothing : scolded the | little blonde
lady. “You come home
teach you to forget. I'll
I'll make you think”——

Peter Rucker marching meekly in front

of Mrs. Peter Rucker, who was still
talking.

Yucatan, with a tinkle in his eye.

ian bush in
Adelaide; and this time the tale had no
interrupting.

AN ORGAN FOR 25 CENTS

taken in exchange on Feittzman & Ceo.
pinnos, which we must sell regardless of
loss, to make room im our store. Every
instrument has oeen thoroughly over-
| hauled, and is guaranteed for five yaars,
-aad full amount will be allowed or ex-
change. The prices rua from $10 to $35,
for such well-known makes as Thowmaas,
Dominion, Karn, Uxbridge, Goderich an.
Beli. This is your chance to save money.

A post card will bring full ars.—
Hemn’zman & Ceo., 71 King ctveet east,
flam_iten,

sdding to the list every day.

}muistothrubheratleastonee a
week.

‘rainy aftermoon we always go back to
the office disposed to give life another
year’s trial.

treat you like a dog. Bent her up oec-
casionally and she’ll love ycu to death.

man who used to fill his pipe before he
lighted it.

word brings a tcar to your wife’s eye
it is a sign that vou are still reclaim-
able; but if she bursts into tears when
you speak kindly to her, vou have been
a brute too lons ever to win her back.

' Shiloh’s Cure

the Taiping war. Oné night a bunch of

They set the stump afire,"” a-txaud"
Rucker, “and commenced dancing

tma._l

“You long: idler! You cheap

that

“I kmow, Marthy,” whimpered Peter

“I fomt’)_ |
“Of course you forgot, y{m lazy

ith me. T
you down.

The vestibule doors closed upon Mr.

“A brave man.” murmured Sumner, of

“As I was saying, I as in the Austral-
’99,” resumed Cannon of
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We have on hand thirty-five ergans,

HOT BISCUITS.
(By Ed Howe, in Chicago Tribune.))
We dow't know a lot, and we keep

The only way to get along with a wo-

Whenever we visit the morgue on a

Be gvood to your wife and she will
What has become of the old fashioned

Parson Twine says that when a cross

c
throet and ! u

M THE PUBLIC EYE.

T:I 2 22.8DY.

The Engiish Royal Society of Lit-
erature and the Society of Authors
have decided that England should
have a ‘“Royal Academy” ardf “40
immorials,” iust like their brother
literary mechanics have over across
the channel.

While Poet Lauveate Alfred Aus-
tiz and Playwright Pinero have been
already ~immoriaiized” and Kiphng
and Geo. Bernard Shaw have not,
Thos. Hardy, the celebrated British
architeet, poet, prose . writer and
playwright, was cne of the first to be
placed upon England’s “‘immortal”
pedestal.

Hardy is one oi the most prolifie
of Eaglizh writers of the present day.
‘He started out in life to be an ac-chi-
tect, but writing poeiry appealed to
him more strongly. He reversed his
course and verted awhile until it
dawned upon him that there was
more honor than wealth in poetry,
80 he reversed o ‘e again and wrote
his verses in prose. Now he is, as
might be expresced, in pretty com-
fortable circumstances—and an “im-
mortal” as well.

Agfrln—nynotmliybe able te
love more than one man at a time.

girl was six years old she was at-
tacked with secarlatina, which was
followed by St. Vitus dance. Her
limbs would jerk and twitch. Her
speech became affected' and at last
she became so bad that she could
scarcely walk, and we hardly dared
truet her alone. She was under the
care of a doctor, but in spite of this
was steadily growing worse, and we
feared that we would lose her. As
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills had cured -
her older sister of anaemia I decided
to try them again. After the use of
a few boxes, to our great jov, we
found they were helping her and in
the course of a few weeks more her
power of speech fully returned, and
she could walk and go about as well
as ang child, and she has been well
and healthy since. When illness
come to any one of our family now,
we never call in a doctor, but simply
use Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, and
they never disappoint us.”

Sold by all medicine dealers or by
mail at 50 cents a box or six boves

for $2.50, from The Dr. Williams’

Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.
PRAYEKR.

All-bountiful Father, who opinest

Thy hand continually and satisficst the
desire of every living thing, we thank
Thee for our daily bread. We thank and
praise Thee, above all, for the Bread ot
eternal life. - Thou has invited us into
Thy banqueting-house and hast spread
a table for us that our. hungry souls
may eat and be satisfied. Thou with-
holdest from us no gaod thing. Forbid
that we should scorn Thy loving cour-
tesy and through foolish absorption in
earthly toil and pleasure neglect the gra-
cious invitation of our King. Help us
to draw near in humble gratitude, cioth-
ed in the righteousness which Christ be-
stows, that we may hear Thy weicome
and taste Thy festal joy. Amen.

' o A
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Single Tax vs. Land Speculzlor.
The young city of Prince Rup.ii, oa
the Pacific coast of Canada, is to use the
single tax system to fight the land spee-
ulator. The eity couneil recently d=cided
to inaugurate Henry George’s systcm as
the basis upon which the new city’s re-
venues will be raised, and Prince Rupert
probably will be the first community im
the world to start upon its civic career
under such a plan. Vancouver, the rap-
idly growing city of Britisn Columbia,
south of Prince Rupert, adopted the
single tax method a year ago. with
splendid results, the building aclivity
for six months totalling $6,000.00$ in
spite of the doleful prophecies of the op-
ponents of the system. Winnipeg, an-
other city of Western Canada, has start-
«d to follow Vancouver’s example.

Prince Rupert is able to start in such
a manner because oi the unusual condi-
tions surrounding its birth. The site was
selected by the Grand Trunk Pacific as
its western coast terminus when it was
decided to build that road to the ocean.
Everything that could be thought of to
make a first-class city was done by the
rai.1ioad before settlers had time to get
to the place. The city was carefully laid
oni, adequate thoroughfares provided,

yoang city. however, they 5 with &
rush. and the evils of too muzn and toe
exagrrerated land speculation were nin-
mediately foreseen. 1t is to prevent
these evils from giving Prince Wroert a
mushroom growth that the city fithers
have decided upon the single tax sys
term.

COULDN’T HELP IT.
(Cleveland Leader.)

“You must be very proud thit your
name led all the rest,” we said to Abou
Ben Adhem.

“Why should I be!” he grouched.
“That list was alphabetically arranged.”

There are tew things in life  more
difficult than for a girl to look intel-
lectual when she is chewing gum.

Riches have wings. If you don’t be-
Heve it, invest in an weroplane. -

| No Mora Sour
Catsup

PARKES’

Catsap Fiavor
and Preserver -

Is a concentrated extract of spices
flavors reserves it for
time. Many people have given u
meaking of catsup because it ways
spolled. You can now make better and
n’cer looking catsup than ycu ever
Befcre If yuvu insist on pgetting
Catsup Filavor from your Nrocer.
natursi red color of the tomas
to snd imparts the most deliciouws
flavor. Sent post pald on receipt of
cents.

the

but sie can make a mighty good bluff
at it.

’
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loeations for public buildings, school-
houres, ete., set aside. ra \
Wiucn people began to come to— ihe
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