
evening held tkie <> his arms- her

cheek pressed against the withered gar-

land. >
"Drive on. drive! ye son of a lame

dog. Beat! spare not!’’ shouted Daoorl

Khan, as the bullocks started. He ran

ahead like the wind, and sent the first

man he saw for the English doctor. "Al-

lah! Allah!” he eried, as he raced on

to bear the news to Rungamma. She

wa» w*Hin" at the door in the wall, and

she knew before he told her—for her

heart, had not Warned her in vain.

When the doctor arrived Batesia was

»t ill unconscious, but before long she

showed signs of recovery. The doctor
hastily disappeared. "Don't alarm her

now, d'ye see? la>t her think it all light,
and give her this to drink. I -think,
Mudaliyar. I'll just take a stroll in

votir garden.”
The air smelt sweet with tuberose

and gardenia. Dr. Filiben paced up and

down, putting what he had heard togeth-
er. Presently Soomasoondrum, with his

turban all awry, came to him. The

child was sleeping.
"You go to your bed.” the kind doctor

said cheerily, "and very likely 1 may
call early in the morning.”

But when he came again, and it was

early, Batesia was in a fever. “She
does not move,” Runganinia said; "she
does not move.”

The fever was conquered, however, and

the delirium that was with it; hut the

powerlessness remained.

"The result of fever and fright,” Dr.
Filiben explained; “we shall have to try
a battery.” And he was disappointed
when he found this fail.

"\Ve must cheer her up," he said to

the unhappy1 parents, "raise.her spirits
and she'll raise herself. D'ye see that
now ?”

Mr Howard called one morning. lie

had tried the ease, and had laughed at

the woman's threats; and now he was

shocked at the tragedy of the thing.

"May I see your little daughter!" he

asked Soomasoondrum, as he stood
talking to him at the garden door.

.Soomasoondrum was delighted at the

idea, for Howatt Dore (as the natives

called him) besides being courteous

and well-spoken had an appearance of

dazzling freshness. His elose-cropped
hair shone like gold, his pink and white
complexion defied the Indian sun, the

colour of his eyes was the clear blue of

a baby’s, and his red lips, hidden by
no moustache, showed milk-white teeth

when he smiled! And his clothes

seemed to share, in the general fresh-

ness. Everything about him was smart,
and fitted his well set-up figure.

Little Batesia was lying on a bamboo

cot. which had been placed for her on

tiie flat roof of the house. She was

astonished at the sight of the new

visitor. She admired this big white

Dore.
The doctor was very pleased at find-

ing the young civilian there, and said

so.

"Ye may do a grand thing here." he

declared, “and leave me and my bat-

tery behind, for I have not a doubt of

it that it. is a ease of nerves. If only
she could be stirred to make an effort.

The little darling!"
After this Howatt Dore paid almost

daily visits to the child with all sorts
of odds and ends in his pockets to

amuse her. An extraordinary pen-
wiper made by his little sister, his

diamond fox pin and a note book in

which he drew pictures. His friends
declared he was scarcely safe in their

rooms with his mania for collecting
little things.

One afternoon Soomasoondrum car-

ried Batesia down the grass walk to

a little Tope further on, where Ids

choice grafted mangoes and Guindy
plantains grew. Cinna Swami and the

water carrier were busy close by at
the well. The sing-song and the creak
and plash seemed to harmonise with
the surroundings. But Batesia was

silent. It was the first time she had
been there since the dolls' Tomasha:

dhe was perhaps thinking of that

happy aft ernoon. Soomasoondrum as-

sumed an air of unnatural liveliness.

Batesia wondered sometimes over her

.lather’s noisy, strange manner. Poor

man! his heart was breaking, and ho

played the fool badly.
It was a great relief to him when

he saw Howatt Dore coming towards
them. His terrier, “Bop,” followed at
his heels.

“How do you do. Mudaliyar” he
said, “1 have brought my dog Bop to
show her to little Barley Sugar. What a

tipping place to bring her to! Don't
you like being here, little one* Shall

I slay and read my Tapal before I go
on for tennis’”

Batesia looked at him smiling: she

liked being called Barley Sugar.
Howatt Dore sat down. “Look here.

Barley Sugar. I have taught Bop to

sit up (ait up. Bop. and look amiable!
There!) Well! although you and I are

such friends you have not yet sat up

once to please me. Try. I’ll give you
a lesson now!” as he spoke he put out

his arm. "Come, catch hold with your
little paws and see how high you can

ait.” Batesia put up her hands obedi-

ently, but a look of terror came into

her face, and she let them drop. "I

can nott! I can nott!” she said hope-
lessly, "b< ealause vile woman curlursing
mv bones.”

"You silly little owl.” Howatt Dore

protected, in the tenderest way, “it is

only that you are such a precious
coward—if that vile woman cursed you
till she was blue in the face she could
not really hurt you. Now try again."

“I can nott!" wept the little creature.

Howatt Dore lent forward with hi«
hands on bis knees. “Well—she has

frightened you, that is clear. What
shall we do to the wicked old thing?”

Batesia paused a moment, then said
softly, “Cinna Swami saying ean nott

find now. That woman quick turning
into esnake—perhaps gone to wicked
Rajah Hou-se."

"But, Barley Sugar,” Howatt Dore

remonstrated, "you know that is fool-
ish talk."

The child continued. “Cinna Swami
saying when she. coming back plenty
people cutting plenty stick."

"By Jove! to beat her with?"

“And Cinna Swami getting big
hook."

"What? to swing her with?"

"Cinna Swami saying yes. I saying
no. For why? I eurlisehian child. I for-

give.”
"Quite right, quite right,” Howatt

Dore approved. "You are a dear good
little person. But Daood Khan has

got his eye upon the old Horror. He’ll

bring her to me. You don't mind my

taking her in hand, do you?”
Batesia’s eyes fell upon his hands as

Ire spoke. “You may. Your hands are

white and curlean,” she replied, and

they certainly were, with pink nails

such as no Indian ever had.
"And now that is settled,” Howatt

Dore said cheerfully, "I am going to

look at my letters. Here is a picture
paper for you. Just eome all the way
from England.”

Batesia became quite cheerful. She

found a picture that she wanted to

hear about. Soomasoondrum sitting on

the ground explained. It was the

Queen visiting the soldiers in Netley
Hospital. Howatt Dore left the father

and Child happy together, and went

rather late to his tennis. On his way

home he met the collector, who said: —

“I’ve just sent you some papers,

Howard; I hope you will be able to

start early to-morrow. You'll see that

it is important."
He had to go, of course, and he went

to the doctor’s bungalow after dinner

to tell him. The doctor was furious.

"I can’t spare you," he said: “you
are my- assistant partner, and just as

you are about to work miracles! I

have been to the Mudaliyar’s to-night,
and found the poor little young child

a world better.

Howard was pleased. "IVe talked

TlMiut the whole affair and I bullied

her. Thought it did her good, poor
little kiddie.”

"And so it did." agreed the doctor,
gets it off her nerves. These neurotic

cases want a deal of tact, and a bright
and beautiful ornament like yourself is

the one to use it!”

Howard smoked in silence for a min-

ute, and then asked: “You don’t think

there is anything radically wrong?"
"Ornoo!” the doctor replied hastily,

in a soft deprecating Irish voice, “Or-

noo! You’ll see how she’ll be getting
over it with care. It is nothing but
hysteria—so I think.”

"Hysteria doesn’t seem the right
word. Filiben, for. don’t you know, she

has such a lot of self-control and all
that sort of thing.”

"But that word means much," the

doctor explained, "and 1 declare I shall

have a touch of it myself, if you arc

going against me like this. Faith!

I’ll write a medical certificate that you
are unfit for duty!"

Howard laughed.
"Tell the little thing that 1 have or-

dered more pictures for her, and a box

of soldiers from Madras.”

Dr. Filiben watched Howard as he

left the compound. "And to think I'll
have to fill the place of that ycung
Apollo!" he murmured.

He did his best, however, when he

paid bis next visit. After luakiug pro-
fessional inquiries. he sat down by a

lovely plumbago bush and pulled a

"Graphic” out of his bulgy pocket.
At that time every paper was filled

with soldier pictures. And the doctor
kuew all about them! Each man had

a thrilling history of his own. and to

each was given a well deserved re-

ward.

The sick soldiers visited by Her Ma-

jesty recovered at once, ami the Queen
made gracious speeches to them ail.

When the soldiers arrived, spick and

span, from Madras, and the Queen in

her bath chair was cut out of the pic-
ture and stuck upon cardboard with a

prop, a great review took place.
The wounded soldiers lay on the

ground until spoken to by their sove-

reign, after which they "got well" and
took their places in the ranks. Then

Dr. Filiben sang “The Soldiers of the

Queen." and finished off with the na-

tional air. His voice was a touching
tenor, which appealed to ears trained
and untrained. Rungamma’s soft eyes
were fixed upon the cnild, who seemed
strangely excited.

Cinna Swami stole after the doctor
as he was leaving and presented him

with a large white button-hole.
“Now, what are ye giving me this

for?” he asked.

But Cinna Swami could only ejacu-
late “Ah, bah!” and try to hide his
mouth whilst the doctor worked the
big stalks into his coat.

Good ugly little man! his brown hol-

land coat humped up at the neck, and
his trousers were all crumpled and
l)a ggy; but tire- beauty of a kind heart

showed in his face. On his way home
he met two young civilians.

“Hullo, Filiben!” they called out.
"have you come from your wedding?”

“Ornoo.” he replied, looking d,.wn at.
his white flowers: “not so bad as all

that; but I have just been visiting a

poor little wee sick child who is paying
the costs of her father’s law suit."

The next day many inquiries were

made of the doctor about the little wee.

siek child. Bui with his happy, obtuse
Irish nature he saw no jokes, good or

bad. unless they were explained to him.
He could only make them.

But Batesia did not thrive, she lost
interest in everything: the soldiers even.

Rungawma told the doctor so, iu bar
halting English.

“No very better, eating no, talking u«.
onalee thinking, thinking p lew tee too
much.”

Sootnasooudrum nt. the other eud of

the gardeu was weakly crying. The
doctor became distracted.

“Now what in tire world .re ye
about?” he said sharply; “do you want

to depress the poor baby? And I'm

thinking of a plan that will do her a

deal more good than that! There is a

friend of mine now in Madras. He i-> a

grand doctor, he is! Aim! what with

travelling in a train, and looking here.

«ad looking there, why. a journey would

do a cure in itself!”

The doctor's soft, breathless brogue,
and his decorative way of putting things
carried comfort to the father, and he

agreed to the plan. Bur although part
ly reassured, he could not sleep that

night. At last he crept into the child's
room. A cocoanut oil lamp sufiieieudy
lit up the place for him to see Rungaiu
tna lying on the ground by the side of
the cot, motionless in her tightly wrap
ped blanket. Batesia was lying high
upon red pillows, and her lovely little
face seemed to him too beautiful to.be
looked at. He squatted down and buri
ed his head in his arms; then a fear
came to him, and ho fastened nervously.
Her breathing could be heard, but "it
was irregular, and a sudden sob made
him bold enough to look nt her. Al-

though her eyes were shut she was not
asleep, and below the long lashes he
could see traces of tears.

“Thou art not asleep, little flower of
the night,” he said tenderly. “Dost
thou dream? Tell thy father of what

thou art thinking.”
Batesia felt for his hand, "f am think

iug. my father, of the great Equeen.”
she murmured.

"Aha!” cried .Soomasoondrum. reliev
ed. “and thou hast not forgotten Eptin
chie. her son?”

“It is of the great Equeen only that
I think: and of her soldiers. She has
looked at them and. behold, they are

well! O little father! if she could look

on me—l too should be well. But now,

never — never”: then she sobbed out-
right.

"Shu! shu!” he said soothingly, "thou

shall be well by the full of the moon,

my princess.”
Batesia continued, still sobbing: -If

was in the light of the moon that, the
evil woman eursed my bones. Now

'We All Use It
Keep Medicine on Hand. Don’t Wait till Sickness Comes.

Treat the Disease Early and Cure Promptly. Keep Well.

Mr. Wm. Allen, Police Constable of North Carlton, Victoria, sends a photo-
graph of his family and says:

44For many years we have never been without Ayer's Sarsaparilla in tho
house. When any of us are feeling poorly, just a few doses will make us all

right. My wifesays it is a grand medicine for children, especially when they
are growing fast. .She tinds it of great benefit, herself, when she gets tired

and wornout from overwork. The same

fiKy medicino cured me once of a severe

& 4 m - z-rA liver complaint, pain through the kid-
V? * fiy noys, and impure blood.”

Mr. Allen should certainly be proud of his family. And he shows good
judgment in keeping Ayer's Sarsaparilla always in the house. He knows it

gives bright eyes to the children, makes them have a clear and smooth skin,
brings good color to the cheeks and lips, and gives them tho hearty appetite so

necessary to asubstantial growth and development.
Don’t make the mistake of experimenting with some other Sarsaparilla.

All other Sarsaparillas are sold because they are said to bo like Ayer's.

AYER’S Sarsaparilla
The Greatest Family Medicine the World Has Ever Known
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