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CHAPTER!. 
T  is a l w a y s  a 
tha n k l e s s  o f f i c e  t o  
give advice in these 
matters," said Mrs. 
Charles Romaine, 
discreetly. "Your 
brother and 1 have 
decided not to at
tempt to influence 
you in any way, 
Constance; not to 
bias your judgment 

In favor of or against Mr. Withers. You, 
•a the one mo3t nearly interested in 
Che consequences of your acceptancc 
•r refusal of his offer, should surely 
to able to make up your mind how to 
treat it and him." 

"I should be, as you say," responded 
the sister-in-law. "But I cannot." 

She was a handsome woman, in the 
prime of early maturity, whose face 
•eldom wore, in the presence of others, 
the perturbed expression that now be-
gloomed it 

"That does not affect the fact of your 
4uty," answered Mre. Romaine, with 
considerable severity. "There are time3 
•ad circumstances in which vacillation 
la folly—criminal weakness. You have 
known Mr. Withers long enough to 
farm a correct estimate of his charac
ter. In means and in reputation he is 
All that could be desired, your brother 
«ays. Either you like him well enough 
to marry him, or you do not. Your sit
uation in life will be bettered by an 
«Ulance with him, or it will not. These 
«ro the questions for your considera
tion. And excuse me for saying that a 
woman of your age should not be at a 
loss In weighing these." 

Again Constance had nothing ready 
•xcept a weak phrase of reluctant ac
quiescence. "I feel the weight of your 
nasoning, Margaret. You cannot de
spise me more than I do myself for my 
childish hesitancy. Mr. Withers—any 
sensible and honorable man deserves 
different treatment. If I could see the 
way clear before me I would walk in 
It. But, indeed, I am In a sore dilem
ma." She turned away, as her voice 
•hook on the last sentence, and affect-
ad to be busy with some papers upon a 
•tand. 

Mrs. Romaine was Ju3t in all her 
dealings with her husband's sister, and 
meant, in her way, to be kind. Con
stance respected her for her excellent 
•ense, her honesty of purpose and ac
tion—but she was the last of her 
friends whom she would have select
ed, of her free will, as the confidante 
of such joys and sorrows, as shrink 
from the touch of hard natures—refuse 
to be confessed to unsympathizing ears. 
Her heart and eyes were very full now, 
but she would strangle sooner than 
drop a tear while those cold, light orbs 
were upon her. 

In consideration of the "weakness and 
•ridiculous sensitiveness of her compan
ion, Mrs. Romaine forbore to speak the 
disdain she felt at the irresolution and 
•distress she could not comprehend. "Is 
Mr. Withers personally disagreeable to 
you?" she demanded, in her strong con-
-tralto voice. 

"I liked him tolerably well—very 
well, in fact, until he told me what 
brought him here so regularly," Con
stance stammered. "Now I am embar
rassed in his presence—so uneasy that 
I wish sometimes I could never see or 
hear of him again." 

"Mere shyness!" said Mrs. Romaine. 
Bach as would be pardonable in a 
girl of seventeen. In a woman of seven-
•nd-twenty it is absurd. Mr. Withers 
Is highly esteemed by all who know 
tim. Your disrelish of his society is 
•caprice, unless"—the marble gray eye3 
more searching—"unless ycu have a 
prior attachment?" 

Constance smiled. drearily. "I have 
never been in love in my life, that i 
know of." 

"You are none the worse for having 
escaped an infatuation that has wreck
ed more women for time and for eter
nity than all other delusions combined. 
A rational marriage—founded upon 
mutual esteem and the belief that the 
social and moral condition of the par
ties to the contract would be promot
ed thereby—is the only safe union. The 
young, inexperienced and headstrong, 
repudiate this principle. The mature 
In age know it to be true. But, as 1 
have said, it is not my intention to di
rect your judgment. This is a momen
tous era in your life. I can only hope 
•nd pray that you may be guided 
•right in your decision." 

Left to herself to digest this morsel 
•f piouB encouragement, Constance 
drew a low seat to the hearth regis
ter, clasped her hands upon her knees, 
and tried, for the hundredth time that 
day, to weigh the facta of her position 
fairly and impartially. 

She had been an orphan for eight 
Tears, and a resident in the house of 
fcer elder brother. Her senior by more 
than a dozen years, and in the excit
ing swing ft successful mercantile life, 
fee had little leisure for the study of 
Ms sister's tastes and traits, when she 
ferat became his ward, and conceived 
the task to be an unnecessary one, now 
that she was to be a fixture in his fam
ily, and appeared to get on smoothly 
with his wife. In truth, It never oc
curred to him to lay a disturbing finger 
npon the tiniest wheel of the domestic 
machinery. His respect for his spouse's 
cncutive and administrative abilities 
was exceeded only by her confidence in 

fown powers. She was- never irasci-
•ftfe, but he knew that she would have 
Ikwm down calmly and energtlcally 

attempt pt iottfterstice In bar op-
H i '  

• . •*!< 

erations as minister of tho Interior— 
the ruler of the establishment he, by a 
much-abused figure of speech, called 
hi3 home. A snug and elegant abode 
she made of it, and, beholding Con
stance well dressed and well fed, habit
ually cheerful and never rebellious, he 
may be forgiven for not spending a 
thought upon her for hours together, 
and when he did remember her, for 
dwelling the rather upon his disin
terested kindness to a helpless depend
ent than speculating upon her possible 
and unappeased spiritual appetites. 

For these, and for other whimsies, 
Mrs. Romaine had little thought and no 
charity. Life, with her, was a fabric 
made up of duties, various and many, 
but all double-twisted into hempen 
strength and woven too closely for a 
shine of fancy or romance to. strike 
through. 

She had coincided readily in her hus
band's plan to take charge of his young 
sister when her parents died. "Her 
brother's house is the fittest asylum for 
her," she had said. "I shall do my 
best to render her comfortable and con
tented." 

She kept her word. Constance's ward
robe was ample and handsome, her 
room elegantly furnished, and she en
tered society under the chaperonage of 
her sister-in-law. The servants were 
trained to respect her; the children to 
regard her as their elder sister. What 
more could a penniless orphan require? 
Mrs. Romaine was not afraid to ask 
the question of her conscience and of 
heaven. Her "best" was no empty pro
fession. It was lucky for her self-com
placency that she never suspected what 
years of barrenness and longing these 
eight were to her protege. 

Constance was not a genius—there
fore she never breathed even to her
self: "I feel like a seed in the cold 
earth, quickening at heart, and longing 
for the air." Her temperament was 
not melancholic, nor did her taste run 
after poetry and martyrdom. She was 
simply a young, pretty and moderately 
well-educated woman, too sensible not 
to perceive that her temporal needs 
were conscientiously supplied, and tod 
affectionate to be satisfied with the 
meager allowance of nourishment 
dealt out for her heart and sympathies. 
While the memory of her father's proud 
affection and her mother's caresses 
was fresh upon her she had long and 
frequent spells of lonely weeping'—was 
wont to resign herself in the seclusion 
of her chamber to passionate lamenta
tions over her orphanage and isola
tion of spirit. Routine was Mrs. Ro
manic's watchword, and in bodily ex
ercise Constance conformed to her 
quiet despotism—visited, studied, 
worked and took recreation by rule. 
The system wrought upon her benefi
cially so far as her physique was con
cerned. She grew from a slender, pale 
girl into ripe and healthy womanhood; 
was more comely at twenty-seven than 
at twenty-one. 

to be lnsultlnf. Her quick wit and 
knowledge of the world helped her to 
a solution of the problem. ">1 am poor 
and dependent upon my. brother's char
ity," she concluded, with a new and 
stifling Uprising of dissatisfaction with 
her condition. "Men rarely fall In love 
with such—more rarely woo them." 
She never spoke the thought aloud, but 
it grew and strengthened until It re
ceived a startling blow from Mr. With
ers' proposal of marriage. 

He waa a wealthy banker from a 
neighboring city, whom business rela
tions with Mr. Romaine drew to his 
house and into his sister's company. 
His courtship was all Mrs. Romaine 
could desire. His visits were not too 
frequent, and were paid at stated inter
vals, as befitted his habits of order and 
punctuality. His manner to the lady 
honored by his preference was replete 
with stately respect that was the an
tipodes of servile devotion, while his 
partiality for her society, and admira
tion for her person, were unmistakable. 
He paid his addresses through Mr. Ro
maine as his fair one's guardian, offer
ing voluntarily to give his beloved 
whatever time for deliberation upon the 
proposal she desired. 

"You had better think It over for a 
week," advised her brother, when he 
had laid the case duly before Con
stance. "It is too serious a matter to 
be settled out of hand." 

After that, neither he nor his wife 
obtruded their counsel upon her until 
the afternoon of the seventh day. Then 
Mrs. Romaine, going to her sister's 
chamber to communicate the substance 
of a telegram just received by her hus
band to the effect that Mr. Withers 
would call that evening at 8 o'clock, 
was moved to grave remonstrance by 
the discovery that she whom he came 
to woo had no answer prepared for 
him. Constance was no nearer ready 
after the conversation before recorded. 

"I cannot afford to be romantic," 
she had reminded herself several 
times. "And who knows but this irra
tional repugnance may pass away when 
I have once made up my mind to ac
cept him? This may be—in all likeli
hood it is—my last chance of achiev-' 
lng an independent position. It has 
been a long time coming, and my 
charms will be on the wane soon. True, 
a marriage with Elnathan Withers is 
not the destiny of which I have dream
ed, but then dreams are but foolish va
garies after all. Life is real and ear« 
nest." 

•TO BB COSTIXCEO.) 

CHAPTER II. 
UT all this time she 
was an hungered. 
She would cheer
fully have refund
ed to her brother 
two-thirds of her 
liberal allowance of 
pocket money if he 
had granted to her 
with its quarterly 
payment a senten*? 

' of fraternal fond
ness, a token, verbal or looked, that he 
remembered whose child she was, and 
that the same mother love had guard
ed their infancy. Her sister-in-law 
would have been welcome to withhold 
many of her gifts of wearing apparel 
and jewelry had she bethought herself 
now and then how gratefuly kisses 
fall upon young lips, and that youthful 
heads are often sadly weary for the 
lack of a friendly shoulder, or a loving 
bosom, on which to rest. She did not 
accuse her relatives of willful unlcind-
ness because these were withheld. They 
interchanged no such unrcmunerative 
demonstrations among themselves. 
Husband and wife were courteous in 
their demeanor, the one to the other; 
their children were demure Models of 
filial duty at home and industry at 
school; the training in both places be
ing severe enough to quench what fee
ble glimmer of individuality may have 
been born with the offspring of the 
methodical and practical parents. Con
stance found them extremely uninter
esting, notwithstanding the natural 
love for children which led her to court 
their companionship during the earlier 
weeks of her domestication in their 
house. It was next to a miracle that 
she did not stiffen in this atmosphere 
into a buckram image of feminine pro
priety—a prodigy of starch and virtue, 
such as would have brought calm de
light to the well-regulated mind of her 
exemplar, and effectually chased all 
thoughts of matrimony from those of 
masculine beholders. Had her discon
tent with her allotted sphere been less 
active, the result would have been cer
tain and deplorable. She was, instead, 
popular among her acquaintances of 
both sexes, and had many friends, if 
few lovers. This latter deficiency had 
given her no concern until within two 
years. At twenty-five she opened her 
eyes in wide amaze upon the thinning 
ranks of her virgin associates, and be
gan seriously to ponder the causes that 
had left her unsought, save by two very 
silly and utterly Ineligible swains, whose 
overtures were. In. her esteem, pre> 
sumption that was only too ridiculous 
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A ZOOLOGICAL DIVERSION. 

An Elephant That Used to Play • Clever 
Trick on Visitor*. 

The elephant at the Jardin des 
Plantes, at Paris, used to play his vis
itors a trick, which could not have 
been thought of but by an animal of 
much intelligence. His house opened 
upon ail inclosure called the Elephant's 
park, containing a pond, in which he 
would lay himself under the water, 
concealing every part of him except the 
very end of his trunk—a mere sped; 
that would hardly be noticed by a 
stranger to the animal's habits. 

A crowd would assemble around the 
inclosure, and, not seeing him in it, 
would watch in expectation that he 
would soon issue from the house. But, 
while they were gazing about, a co
pious sprinkling of water would fall 
upon them, and ladies and gentlemen, 
with their fine bonnets and coats, 
would run for shelter under the trees, 
looking up at the clear sky and wonder
ing whence such a shower could come. 

Immediately afterward, however, 
they would see the elephant rising 
from his bath, evincing, as it seemed, 
an awkward joy at tho trick that he 
had played. In the course of time his 
amusement became generally known, 
and the moment the water began to 
rise from his trunk the spectators 
would take flight, at which he appeared 
exceedingly delighted, getting up as 
fast as he could to see the bustle he 
had caused.—Pittsburg Dispatch. 

USES OF ICE WATER. 

In Health It Should Not Be Used for 
DrlnklnS Purpose*. 

In health no one ought to drink ico 
water, for it has occasioned fatal in-
Pammation of the stomach and bow
els, and sometimes sudden death. The 
temptation to drink it is very great in 
the summer. To use it at all with 
safety the person should take but a 
single swallow at the time, take the 
glass from the lips for half a minute, 
and then another swallow, and so. on. 
It will he found that in this way it be
comes disagreeable after a few moutli-
fuls. On the other hand, ice itself may 
be taken as freely as possible, not only 
without injury, but With the most strik
ing advantage in dangerous forms of 
disease. If broken in sizes of a pea or 
bean and swallowed as freely as prac
ticable, without much chewing or 
crunching between the teeth, it will 
often be efficient in checking various 
kinds of diarrhea, and has cured vio
lent cases of Asiatic cholera. A kind 
of cushion 'of powdered ice kept to the 
entire scalp has allayed violent Inflam
mation of the brain, and arrested fear
ful convulsions induced by too much 
blood there. In croup, water as cold 
as ice can make it, applied freely to th« 
throat, neck and chest with a sponge 
or cloth, very often affords an almost 
miraculous relief, and If this be fol
lowed by drinking copiously of the 
same ice-cold element, the wetted parts 
wiped dry, and the child wrapped up 
well in the bed clothes, it falls into a 
delightful and life-giving slumber.-* 
New York Ledger. 

. • Bnttoaleu Campaigns. • 
In Canada no campaign buttons, rib

bons or badges can be worn between 
nomination and polling day. The carry
ing of flags as a party badge is also for
bidden. The penalty Is a Ana of $100 
or three months In prison, or both.— 
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You're not feeling just fi^ 

are you Somehow* you haven't your 
old-time strength, cannot take hold of 

things with your usual push and 
energy. You just drag around, 

fairly well one day, not so well the 
next. You are wretched, disconsolate, 

discouraged; you are miserable. 

That's 
vi;-.;1 :v 1 i . .vv 

Nerve Poverty 
To be rich in nerve power you should take a good spring 

medicine, something that will give you pure and rich blood. 
A perfect Sarsaparilla will do this every time; not a cheap 
Sarsaparilla, not one that promises you a great deal of bulk 
for your money; but a highly concentrated Sarsaparilla, one 
that has more cure in it than any other Sarsaparilla in the 
world. 

ly 
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"The only Sarsaparilla made under the personal supervision of three graduates:a 
graduate in pharmacy, a graduate in chcmistry, and a graduate in medicine.", 

$1.00 a bottle. All druggists. 

*• For thirty-five years I have used Ayer's Sarsaparilla. There are many other kinds on, the market, 
but I have great faith in that word "Ayer's."—N. Musesick, St. Anthony, Iowa. 

Boston Journal. 

Millions In Tips* > 

It has been calculated that the Amer
ican travelers this year will spend over 
$->,000,000 in tips alone. Most of them 
will do it grudgingly, because of all 
the petty blackmail of our advanced 
civilization these gratuities are tlie 
meanest and most provoking. At the 
same time, if one is traveling and 
•wishes to get along comfortably he 
must deal out the tidbits on every 
hand. If you should want to know the 
depth of human misery simply decline 

to give any fee at all while taking a < 
trip across the Atlantic ocean. Then] 
you may envy Jonah in his solitude | 
within the whale's interior. On the 
other side, of course, if you do not 
pay the tips you will simply be asked 
for them just as you would your street 
car fare. It is pretty hard, but there 
is no escape from it.—Saturday Even
ing Post 

The shiftless man accuses fortune of 
being blind. 

When She Said No. 

Mamma—Why did you let him kiss 
you? 

Daughter—Well, he was bo nice he 
asked me— 

Mamma—But haven't I told you yon 
must learn to say "No?" 

Daughter—That's what I did say. Ho 
asked me if I'd be very angry if he 
kissed me. 

ifm, 
Cash deferred maketh the heart dis

gusted. 

BILE 
Puffs under the eyes; red nose; pimple-

blotched, greasy face don't mean hard drink
ing always as much as it shows that there is 
BILE IN THE BLOOD. It is true, drink
ing and over-eating overloads the stomach, 
but failure to assist nature in regularly dis
posing of the partially digested lumps of food 
that are dumped into the bowels and allowed 
to rot there, is what causes all the trouble. 
CASCARETS will help nature help you, and 
will keep the system from filling with poisons, 
will clean out the sores that tell of the sys
tem's rottenness. Bloated by bile the figure 
becomes unshapely, the breath foul, eyes and 
skin yellow; in fact the whole body ldnd of 
fills up with filth* Every time you neglect to 
help nature you lay the foundation for just, 
such troubles. CASCARETS will carry the 

... poisons out of the systSm and will regulate 
you naturally and easily and without gripe or pain. Start to-night—one tablet—keep it up for 
a week and help the liver clean up the bowels, and you will feel right, your blood will be rich, 
face look dean, eyes bright. Get a 10c box of CASCARETS, take as directed. If you are not 
cured or satisfied you get your money back. Bile bloat is quickly and permanently  ̂ 1 

tOc. - ALL 
25c. 50c. 4 DRUGGISTS 

To say needy moftal sdfaiftf bom bowel troubles asd too poor to boy CASCARETS ws wffl xatf a 1ms fac. Aiiren 
Sterihn Banwfy Otmiwwy, Oiksgo o* Wsy Yocfc, nwHttnfihtf aJyUlwUBt sad paper. M 
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