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Cupid’s Wig and

By TOM GALLON.

Gown.

Author of “Tatterley,” Etc.

—

Unleas you are absolutely certain as
to the resulf, do not approach a lady
on the question mest vital to your
future before dinner; it Is & misiake,
and may place-you in that position—
should she 7refuse you—which will

maka you wich that the dinner was .

never to happen at all,

That wos exactly what John Medlow
did; and you shall h¢ar the reault, Not
that one must imagine for & moment
that John was certain aa to the result;
in the firat place, his conceit of himself,
an our Bcotch neighbours would say,
was not sufficienily great—and, in
the second place, it edemed such a dar-
ing thing for any man to approach
such a dainly Lttle lady as Miss Phyllis
Toit. But when one bears in mind the
fact that, for many months, John Mel-
fow had been making up his mind to
speak on that vital matter, and had
never yet found couvage; and when one
yemembers also the fact that man fa
but mortal, and woman. entrancing; he
must be forgiven.

It was all tho fault of Miss Taplin.
Miss Taplin was most anxicus, for many
reasoar, that John Medlow sbould
marry Phyflia; it would be & good
match, and John was just ome of those
eteady plodding sort of fellows, who
could be trusted to have his slippered
feet on the fender for something more
than ilure hundred eveniuge in the
year, Phylla being what Miss Taplin
termed "o lifile Aighty,” all this was
just as it should be. More than that,
John was rich; so was FPhyllis—very
rich Indeed. Miss Taplin, being a world-
1y woniap, saw In thie again the fliness
of things; and thus it was that Jobn
Medlow went to dinner, )

Ha lad been to dinmer on a grent
many other occasions; and tae very
pervanis, with an eye to romantic
things, were careful of his hat und
onat, and krew just into which roam ta
nsler hira, Going ateadil{ and some-
what heavily scross the hall on this
particular g¢ceasion, John Medlow mninde
up hii mind ihat he wounld postpone the
mat-ex for phother evening! ho really
felt teo neevous, and too little sure of
hirnself, to kpeak then.

That, of eourse, was gall very well
from John's point of view; when Phyl
Yn presently Hitted inio the room, Johnm
shanged his mind. For if ever that
particularly dainiy little lady had
looked entrancing, she locked entranc-
ing that night; if ever she had ap-
peared mmall and frail, and in Deed of
some Atrong man’a arms about her, she
sppeared so then. The very crown and
summit of her bright hair reached mof
quite to John Medlow’s white tie; he
felt higger than ever, as he locked down
at her. &he, for her part, was as cool
and calm as anyone well ¢ould be, and
apparently utterly o¢blivious of the
storm roging  within John Medlow's
breast, '

Then, befors Juhm quits knew what
was happening, he was helding a hand
which seemned absurdly small, and was
blurting out, in a torrent aof tempestu-
ous words, all that had been hidden in
hin hezrt mo long, lle was pgoing to do
this, and he waa going ta do that;
thera was no one in all the wide world
liko her, and the heaven from whence
sha had eprung Lad resolutely- decided
never pgain to meke anybody on the
#ame model; ik simply couldu’t be done.
Morg than that, he was going to be very
food to her; and he dido’'t mind how
long he wnited, if she required time in
which to make up ber mind.

Bha mald “No.* Not exacily In that
word, perhaps; she gilded the bitter

ill & little; maid that ha was her best
tlend (oh—tlia dear old abominabla
word, that has been used so often, and
under such sed circumstancesi): and
ﬂ;t thera never would be anyone Hke

, In that sensa; dut she couldn't
marry him., Bhp wws & little porry,
rhaps, that he had broken down that
¢omplets confidence thera had beag
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bhetween thew: wouldo’t it be better if
ke made an excuse, and went away, and
forgot all about itT A little Lelplessly,
he reminded her that he waa Lo stay to
dinner; and that Miss Taplin might pay
unkind snd undeserved things,

“anid I suppose you'll sit opposite
to me—and look glum and herrid—and
make me misernble?’ she said, tapping
her foot & little petulantly on ibe
floor.

“I'm sorry you should think that.” ha
said. “Tve no right to ask it, I kmow—
but ¥ suppors ikere’s someone else—
someone whao filla your heart more thas
your—your friend could do-—eh?™

“Yes. You have a right to ask it
and I don't mind telling you.”

“Doea he know his luck?” asked John,

“No—and he never wil),” she re:
plied,
“[ see; he doesn't appreciste you.

Who is the bruict”

“He's not & brute, and you've mo
right to may so. He’s a mistzken, silly
feilow—and ha doesn’t understand; buk
1 shall mever love anyone else.”

“Can’t I—do anything?"  Then, es
phe loocked at him in perplexity, he
went on blunderingly, “You see—I'm
so very fond of you, that if I coull—
could put things straight a Dbit, you
know—I'd ba glad- Do T kmew him?”

Sha seemed to nod her head slowly.
g8 Miss Taplin bustled into the room-
Miss Taplin was a litila” woman of
pinched aspeci——very brighi and eager,
and oceasionally very much in the way.
She welcomed John Medlow efusively;
and was. quite certain, in her own mind,
that that gentleman had at last
bronght things to a crisis, and that her
deavest wishes had been realised. 8o
they went in to dinmer; Miss Taplin
to take the head of the table, and
Phyllis to face John Medlow.

Miss Taplin had been guite convinced,
in her own mind, that the young people
had geitled things to their own satisfac-
tion; she was somewhat sarprised,
thercfore, to find that they had nothing
to say to each other; she delermined
{0 encourage them. Bhe plunged, with
much giggling and many blushes, into
a hig}g?y ingenious accouni of & flirta-
tion she had had—far away back in the
apes—with & gentleman of property inm
Derby County; she was proceediig to
enlarge upon the way da which he had
first addreased her, and the fcelings he
had fospired within her, when John
Medlow, wha had been waiching Phyllis
for some time, and trying to make uwp
his mind as to a certasin theory thaf
had oceurred to him, broke in with a
eareless remark. T

“By the way, Miss Holl,”"—and Miss
Taplin glanced wvp quickly, in some
wouderment “that there should be ne
imorg familintr form of address—*'I aaw
8 friend of yours to-day.”

“0f mine?”  She looked wup at him
quickly. )

“Yos—n very old friend.”” said Fohn,
twisting his wine glass rTound emnd
round, and looking at it as he spoke—
“Qilbert Kenshaw.”

He looked up just in tima fo see a
bright wave of colour spread over her
fiace and neck; sha did not mest hiy
eyes, and he sighed to think that his

of had gone home, and that he kncw
the mam. .

“Indeed 2’ she Baid, when she bad
mastered her voice. “Is—im (ilbert
well ;

“I don’t lika to hear
of friends by their Christian names,
my love,” said Miss Taplin, a little
sharply. “Ié was all very well, of
course, when you wers in & diffarent
position—but now—"

“Now—I am entitled to do as I like™
broke In Phyllia, flashing & gianca af
ther, “Glilbert Kenshaw I8 a very old
friend of mine—and, although his pro«
feasion does kesp him mo very muck

gocnpled, that doesn't make asy dils
L]

derence.”

“Gilbart is quits well—at least—whal

au T talking abeui? 1'm aerry Yo Y

ou speak even

that he has knocked mp completely: I
ealled on him, just to ke imquiries,
Fou know. Been working too hard, 1
expect; it’s rather hard lines, having
to grind for guincan.”

Mias Holt rose abruptly from the f2lle
“This reom ja ridiculously hot,” she said;
“perhaps you'll entertain Mr Medlow,
Auntie, while he finishes hia dessert”

Bome ten minutes later, John Medlow
was seated beefde Phyllis Holt, talking
guietly to her; Miss Taplin, still with
that amazing idea in her mind, had ab-
senied herself, on some pretext or other.

“Why dido’t you tell me his name?—
it would have saved a great desl of
irouble,” he said.

“Is be really 111" ghe asked, in & low
voice, and without looking at him.

“Pretty bad. Something mseems to
have worried him; he almost gives one
ihe idea thzt he has given up hope -
doesn't peem to care, you know.”

Bhe was silent for a moment or two,
and then, turning suddenly toward him,
she spoke. Jolm Medlow noticed that
her face had again tLhat curious flush
upon it. Bomething in the kindly glance
of the man, however, must linve inepired
ber with confidence; for sha spoke s she
had never spoken to a man in xH her
life before.

“John—its deplovable, ¥ know; but
I'm desperately fond of him. It's an
atrocious thing to say to yon—afier
what you've gaid to me; but I'd rather
tell you than anyone elee. You dom't
mind

“Obr, yes—I mind a great deal” ssaid
John. “And yet I like it; because it
shows Ly what A& very little I have
missed you. Go on—tcll ms sbout it.”

Ho she told him about it; she remind-
ed Lim of what he knew already: that
this Gilbert Kenshaw had been her graat-
est friend, when he waa little more
than a school boy, and she a girl in short
frocks; that they had both been equally
poor, and cqually fricmdless. Bhe told
him what he had not known: that she
and Gilbert Kenshaw had made a boy-
and-girl vow to be faithful to each other;
and thot the man had broken it.

“Ever since I came into all this ridi-
culons money, he haa atudionsly avoided
me¢. He calls me “Miss Yolt'; he buries
himself in those musty chambers of his,
and never lefs anyone see him.”

‘Why don’t you go aund rout him out
~-and- tell him hig luck? Take him by
the slioulders and shake it into him.”

“John—you'ra perfectly horrid! Don't
you undersiand ibut I would rather die

than let him think for a moment—"

“I'm sorry; I never thought of thak”™
said Joho Medlow. “Only, you rre, the
case is rather wericus; Gilbert hua been
burping tha midnight oil fo such sn cx-
tent—probally with the vagua hope of
meking a foriune ja aboul a conple of
days, sufficient to lay bepides yours—
that he i3 Literally off his head; 1 dan't
mind Lelling you that I've been with
him nearly all day (I don™t in {hc Jeant
see what you've got to squeeze muy hamd
aboul)—and he’s really very ill. More
1han that, hes losing the chaner of a
lifetime.™

“What o you meant” she anked.

“Oh—he'll get over the illners  with
rest And care; bnt tha ofher lusiness
he won't. - ¥ suppose you know what a
brief Is; well, he's had his first nue sent
te him, Ly rather an important firmi nf
aolicitors, too. 1t promises to he a hix
case; and it meant a higger chance that
Fve had in all my life. 1 don't need i,
of ecourse, because I'm rich enouxh sl
ready; but I've sat in those Conrtls, day
in and day out, in wig and gown, aml
scarcely ever spoken = dozen woridd on
belialf of anybody. And Yera Ja a lucky
youngsler, with a fat brief, and w chanes
to take a big leap up the ladder; and
ha can’t do it Ile may wait five years
for another.”

“Amd what will happen il he dneen't
apoear:” she asked.

DN, they’ll ginply mention (hal he
fs unable to appear; and in all proh
ability some smart junior will sanp it
up—and snap up the others tn follow.
They won't give it to me; I'm too big n
fool. And they won't irouwble Alr il
bert Keushaw again, for a long time to
come.* .

For the whele of one tong night Vliss
Phyllis Holt lay awake. She wnr o girl
of rare singleness of puvpuse; sl waw
only tha asick man, and paw one of lhr
chances of life slipping away from him.
The posseasion of money had tanght her
its power; the possession of benuly had
taught her that ghe hell a greater power
s8till. More than that, she wanted 1o do
somelhing which should raise her ahove
&)l other women tn the eyes of Gilhert
Kenshaw; and she thougbt she saw the

way.

“Oh, It only I enn sliow him Jlat X
want to help him—that 1'¢ risk anyvibing
far kis Bakel” she naid fo heraclf, an
sghe dressed Wwrrledly that merning.
“Theve onght 16 be some wayt I might
even mannge Lo wpeak wicely to o Juidge
or two, snd put things right. One

- A Weak

Stomach

Indigastion, Mo Appstite, Exhiaustlon, General Weakness,— All Duo

Siuggish Liver

and Impure Blood.
Mr. G. A. Boxall, of Prakren, Vic.
toria, sends us his photograph and gaysr
I wish to tell every cue the grest
help I xeceived from Ayer's Savsapa-
rillz, I sufered terribly from weak-
ness of the stomach, indigestion, and
bilicusness, and I had no appetite. 1
felt tired all tke time. Bometimos it
seemed almost impossible for me to
keop about, But after using Ayer's
Sarsaparilla for & short time for my
blood and ss & genessl tonle to wmy
nervous system, and with an occasionai
use of tho T'lls to kesp my bowels in
good conditfon, I rapidly improved, and
am now enjoying Detter heallh than X
haveinalong time. I now keep thess
mediclnea near at hand and take justa
1ittle whenover I begin to feel badly,
for, you know, ‘a stitch in timo saves
nine,’”’

“ The Warld’s Createst Famlly Medlcine.”

Of course you cannot enjoy good health if your stomach gives out. You
must have an appetite, must digest your food, and must keep your liver
active. Muscular strength, nervous strengtl, desire to be active, and a feeling
of general good health may be youra by keeping your liver notive nnd your

blood pure.

+ Xt's Ayer’s Sarsaparilla you want.

It takes Just two medicines for this:
and Ayer’s Baraaparilla for the blood.

Ayer's Tllls for the liver,

Insist upon getting ‘*Ayer's,” for it's

ptxonger, contains more Ingredionts, and curea qulcker than roy other kind,

PAYER?S Sarsaparilla

L

Strengthens the Btomack and Aids Digestion

{Ayer’s Pllis kesp the liver in & healthy condltion.
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