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After I was taken Il my hair commenced to
fall, and turned gray rapidly. Icommenced
touss CoTICURA. Thescalp became healthier
and more natural every day. Now I have a
crop of fine brown hairall over my head about
an inchand a balf in leagth. My nurse is de-
lighted because the new hairs are brown. I
pever had very luxuriant hair, even in my
youth. It is as thick on my head to-day as it
gver was, and CUTIOURA did ¢,

Mrs.J. M. LAWSON, 302 Hamilton st. Albany.
= Warm shampaos Crrrovna Soalr,
Hﬂﬁlm-ﬂmwﬂmﬂﬂn

the world. Porran D. & C. Conr., Sole
mh Luazuriani Hair, free.

The D. & L.
EMULSION

J. P. Byley.

G0ING T0 BUILD

This Spring ?

Perhaps you have already made up your

mind, and then again you may be hesltat-
as to coat. In any ev nt give me a
—!'am prepared to deal liberally with

you.
Doors, Frames, Windows Cases, Mould-
and all interfor fittlegs of the besb

kiln-dried lumber ab moderate pricer,
fHive me a call and you'll oot regreb it.

J. P.RYLEY,

Victorla Planing Mills
Near Walingion of Bridge.

‘he @anadian  Zost,
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By E. SHINDLER
I made girles as delicately as 'l
mnﬂ,ﬂﬁqﬂMMﬁﬂdPﬂy
had left the hotel. The waiter who told
me this volanteered some information of

his own.

don. groaned.
“ Of the firm of Dodson and Fogg, I've

no doutt,” he exclaimed as the waiter

i stood in great dro
The prespiration in ps

on his forshead ;hilﬂ]ﬂltl{tdwﬂd_if.

first train,’

Vicar is away, but I can’t help it.

sorvices will have to go. [ can’ stay
an hoor longer than is necessary. Let us
go to London together to-morrow.”

And so we did.

Saxby didn’t altogether leave his fears
behind him when he turned his back on
Bayford. For some daysafter hisarrival
in London he was 1a constant trepidation,
expecting to find Polly Simpson confront-
ing him at the cormer of every street.
He was still more in dread of the ** law-
yer gentleman from London,” and daily
expected to receive some terrible missive
which would compel hls appearance
before a British jury.

Bat as time went on and nothing '

happened, his alarm subsided, and he
began to feel that he had escaped from
his difficulties altogether. Some kind
friend sent him a copy of the Bayford
Mercary, the one weekly newspaper
which appeared in the little town. i
contsined some sarcastic reflections on his
sudden departure ; the editor had laid
himself out to be funny at poor Saxby’s
expense, and the humorous aspect of the
affair was well shown up. But the victim
of this editorial pleasantry didn’t mind it
in the least. ** It is not the same thing,™
he said, *“* as having to face that woman
and walk down the street with the boys
hooting at me.”
He carefully sustained from letting
Lon don friends kaow why he had left

Bayford—the relaxing climate of Devon- |

shire was the constant pretext, and the
epergy of abuse he lavished upon the
humid atmosphere of that beautifal
county was really astonisbing. To hear
him talk one would have thought that he
had only jost escaped perishing from liver
complaint by his sudden flight.

As his courage returned he began t-
look out for a new curacy, and after
about a month’s efforts in this direction
he came into my room one morning in
grear ©’»~ to sonouncd that he had
SeCUlvu - 12 ¥ poat.

*¢ My leaving Bayford has turned out
splendidly,” he said. *‘*I bhave got a
better post. £I5 a year more stipend,
and then it's at Haroogate.”

“« At Harrogate " I replied doubtfully.

“ Yea,” Saxby went on, *“ at Herro-
gate. Janet and her mother live there
you know. 1 shall see meine Geliebte
constantly. There will be five o'clock
tea, and sometimes tennis on their lawn
—they've a beantiful lasn with a shady
arbour—and now and thea a picnic.”

He was beaming with pleasure st this
prospect. .

““ And it may help on matters, you
know,” he said, ‘‘seeing each othe

| Simpson, the stonemasun's daug

his |

dence at Har-
Hal ight l;;lni uhuru h{;“ B
pessible. e Was o ex-
pected—ihe five o'clock teas, the pio-
. nics, the tennis, and, I emwl'. alsop, the
| pleasant tele-a-tete in shady ar-
' borr. His letters soon became less
| frequent, but one day, after some
| weeks' silence, I got a most triumphbal
' missive from him.
l “Mamma has cn‘gi.tulal:&ﬂ,“ he wrole
| in big letters. “We are Lo be married
' pext stmmer.” His letter was very
! anthrsiastic, and contained Lhis poit-
| geript: ‘ With all my beart I bless
| Polly Simpson for driving me out of
lDumnnth'ﬁ." ot D =
It was a curious cowncidence, t
| that very day I saw the lady on whose
| kead Saxby was heaping benedictions.
It was in the vestibule of the Hotel
Metropole, where I was waiting u few
noments for a friend. There was no
mistaking the person, though I cer-
ta:nly didn't expect to see her in such
& plice. She was very differently
ressed, too; the hat and jackel she
was wearing auﬂﬂltﬂﬂ ﬂ_lﬂ skill and
taste of {he West End artiste. There
was an elderly hdf with her, and they
were waiting while their luggage—a
good many pac ~was boing pat
on toc & cab. Glancing carelessly at
one trunk, I read the legend, “Miss M.
Simpsen, Passenger to Harrogite.”
This ¢bhance disclosure made me very
apprehensive Lo dangers threaten:d tu
Sasby's peace and quiet, and at first
I ttought I would write and let him
know of the intended wisit. Bat on
| reflection I decided not to trouble his
| trenquillity prematidrely.. . It séemed
most praabable that Polly Simpson was,
| in spite of the fashionable attire,only
the maid of the elderly lady I had
seenn with her, and Harrozate, | b~
lieved, was a favorite resort of elderly
ladies. ,
1 soon forgot the ineident, and as
I didn't hear from Saxby, I  dida't
think sery much about him, so that I
vwus surprised bayond measure when
I learnt fiom o common friend Lhet
he had left Harrogate, and inten led
to sbandon the clerical profession al-
| logel ber.
“Somel hi
Thirty-nive

wrong with one of the
rticles, 1 beliove,” my in-
formant sald. "“Can’t u{ which one,
bul Saxby says his mind is quite 2 de
| up. Means to emigrate, it seems."
I learned that Saxby was then ao-
teally in London, and that same ufter-
1oon I called at the address 1 had
got. 1| found him at home, dressel in
what the tallors call a morning suit
| which filtad lim very badly, I foand
| ¢om elerionl attire be had bough: his
clol hos resdy-made, . :

“I budn't strength of mind enough
afterwards Lhat in his burry to iban-
f lo eall on you," he said, "or you would
have seen me hvl'ndtn. You can guess
what has happened.”

I mentioned what I had beard. Sax-
by shook his head sadly. .

“The Thirty-nine ArLicles are right
enough,” be said, "“it's that woman
who is driving me out of my professio)
and away from my couniry. ['ll ‘ell
vou all about it. It seems thata Cani-
| dian brother of hers died and lefZ her
a lot of money. That's what that law-
yer came down to Bayford to see ker
abovt. 1 suppose the excitement of
this change in her position kept ber
quiet for a time, but as soon as the
rovelty of it wore off, the old delusion
came up again. She employed a de-
tective to trace me, and then same

: to Harrogate berself.” .
L??uld Saxby what I had seen in the

Fotel.

“Perhaps I ought to have warned
vou,” I said. A y

“It wouldn't have made much rhl.!!u
ference, I'm afraid,” he said, sadly. “I
was away for a few duys when she got
aewn to Harrogate, and she conflined
herself to attending the church regu-
larly. There are daily services, you
know, lots of them, and she was pres-
ent at every ome. My Vicar anl my
fellow curates noticed her, of course
—they counldn't help it—and then she
slways gave something considerab e to
{he offertory, which was still more re-
markable. They told me of her when
1 got Back, but they didn't Enow her
name, and I was far enough from sus-

ting that the lady who was so lav-
ish of her half-sovereigns was I;:?.lal:?
1t wus one Sunday when the revela-
tion came. T'was in the midile of
a sermon—just as I was at Bayford—
when I caught sight of ber face inthe
rongregalion. Sbhe was sitting in her
place quietly enough, but she was look-
ing at me, and T saw that she saw that
I gaw her. And—" ¥ .

“Well 1 1 said, interrogatively.

“] broke down,” Saxby said, mourn-
fully, “Just as before. Broke down
!mmpletelg. Stopped short, and got
out of the church somehow.”

The remembrance was foo painful for
him: he buried his head in his hands
and remained silent. :

“Jt may be weakness,” he continued,
lust, “bul I can't help it. It spoils my
whole career, you know. For wher-
ever I might go 1 should be afraid of
her foliowing me. I should never gei
into the pulpit without expecting to
see her face turned up to me with
the rest. Some men might get ov:r
iit, but Tcan't. So I am _thu:hklr.l.g' of
i Californin and fruit farming.

“And Miss Kendrich?" I asked.
] “ PThat's all over, too,”” he said, b:tl.-e::—
| iy. “ [hat old lacﬂa}'ﬂ-u saw is Polly’s
| companion, and called on Miss
| Kenarich, and gave some version ?f
" the siory. And she is such a nice oad
lady that Mrs. Kendrich told me she
ttought there must be something in it,
| especially after my extraordinary be-
| havipur in the church.” . g
| It happemed that just at this time
. I was projecting another trip round
| the world, starting weslward. Saxby
decided to accompany me at least as
| f1r as New York, but ten days before
I sailing he changed his mind. _
| “Janet has written to me,” be said,
| “top say that she beclieves in me in
spite of everything, and she doesn't
| want me to go away.”
| I was more than a year away, and,
owing to my erratic movements, I re-
, ceived hardly any letters, and noie
at all from Saxby. When I got back

I feund that a remarkable change had

taken place in his circumstances. He
| came to see me two days after my r2-
|‘turn, onee more attired in clerical garb,
and looking very sleek and prosperoas

“I'm so glad you're back in time for
my wedding,” he said. “Janet and 1
are to b> married in a fortnight.™

“And the other young lady,i” I
. erked. : : :

His countenance assumed a moment's

gravity. :
i+ “Fgor Polly Simpson is dead,” be said,

eolemnly. | “Died three months ﬁﬂ.
' And ghe left me all the meney she
inberite¢ from the Canadian brother,
rearly £40,000. | And when Janetl's
mother heard of it, she said that clear-
ed my charceter from the slightest
sucpicion, and that people in Herrogate
had been very basty in forming ili-
natured judgments. I didn’t think at
first I ought to accept the bequest,
bat she was quite sure aboutl it, aa.
said that my refusal would look very
guspicious, and poor Polly bad left no
relatives, you know. So
became a rich man.” S

“You were quite right,” I said, "‘and
g0 was Mrs. Kendrich.” - _

“There was one condition attached to
ibe legacy,” Saxby said. “I.had to

!

e o d with
E Latin. I fancy poor Pol

- wealthy, he

gava in, and L

would have liked that.
(The End.)

oo
THREE;WEEKS

BY WALTER BESBANT. A

“Phat will do,” said the physician.
“Sit down.” _

The patient obayed in silence. The
physician turned to the table, and re-
placed his instrument. He was loager
over this than scemed necessary.

“You think,” asked the patient cold-

1y.

F“‘l'L'u.-uu.l are twenty-four.” The phy-
sician faced his patient with cold cyes.
“You are made, you think, for a long
life. Your parents were killed in an
eccident : olherwise they might have
lived to an old age; your people for

enerations have all boen long lived.

es, you seem framed for the attain-
ment of old age. TYet—there are
chances—there are flaws—no one mast
count upon the outward promise of
largevity. There is no certainty;
rhere are germs in the air— in
wiler——" ; Ao _

“You think—then?" the patient in-
terrupled witbhout the least appearanc:
of discomposure or anxiety. :

“What I think, young geantleman, is
ttis—you are so strong thatl you are
brave enough to face the iruth.”

iil hﬂm m+ll ; :

* “Then, sir, you will be dead in three
weeks."”

There was silence for a space. The
petient received this intelligence with
steany look. He flinched not: nor did
kis cheek turn pale. He got up s.owly,
snd began to walk about ibhe room,
looking at the pictures, taking up
tr.flez from the mantelshell, as one
Cocs when the mind is greatly pre-
occupied. Then he turned suddenly (¢
the Doclor. “You are quite sare o
what you say 1" i

“I am quite sure,”

“You are an old man. You have
seen thousands of cases. With your
esperience o mistake is impossible.”

“It is=humanly speaking—Impossi-
ble. For one of my experience, such
mtﬁ:ﬁt is=humanly speaking—im-

“And there is no loophole—=no chanoe
- of ascape 1

“While there |a life thera Js always
4 chance, In your ocnse tho iooalit
6’ the mlmhinf pannot ba reached.
You must die."

"Thank you,” sald the patient. "It
s ruther n pity that I did not know
of this a wes 0, You might Lthen
Lave saved =" stapped short, with
a choke in his voloe, It was the unl
nul‘,wnll':; sign I.':!lli ra_ntlnn. "Thllll.'l
you," repealed, laying an envalope
with a cheque in it on the table. "I
will. not ta up more of your Lime,
And my own is too short to be wasted.”

The physician looked out of Lthe win-
‘ow. The young man walked across
ithe street, and, with head erect, and
springing gait, marched down the pave-
ment.

“One would say bhe had a hundred
years bafore bhim.,” said the physicia
“And he is only twenty-four. An
] told me. And ambi-
tious, should think. And able, I
am sure. All the world beforé this
cnfortunate young man; amd he must
cioc at the ml-::g ;
weakling, whom nobody
kept alive ¢till seveaty!' Hump!
Thkere he go:s, marching like a ser-
geant of the guards Round the cor-
ner now." physician returned to
his fire—it was a cold morning —he was
an old man; he sat down for a mom-
ont and warmed his bands. “Tweniy-
four,” he said, “and I am seventy-four.
The world is very unequal. That's the
chjef charm about it. Without uncer-
tainly, life would b2 too monolonous.
The voung man took it bravely.” He |
got up and prepared for the reception
of another patient. “They are braver
thar. they were; they used to taks= it
fainting ; or they took it sighing, cry-
icg, sobbing, blubbering; or they pray-
ed for life at any cost of any suffering
—ak! I've witnessed curions cowar-
dice in my time.  Now they can't bear
pain, and they won't have it-—not the_
dl-uut‘ bit n&dp;in.ha Huf;-tll-! ‘don't mind

ying. < ore nerves
and more mum_ﬂﬂ‘?

Wrong, most learned physician. They
mind dying very m and at any-
age, but men are not so borribly afraid
of the silent and lonely journey as
they were. Perhaps the young mind
dying less than the old, because they
are not so bound by the delights and
vanities of this, on-the-whole-and-af-
ter-due-deductions-made, happy life.
But they don't really like dying, and
they never will, so long as the step
i8 made out of light and ﬂmpa.ninnshllp
and sunshine into—whatever is to fol-
low—by a dark and solitary way.

The young man, then, walked away
with a steady carriage and an elastic
step. These formad part of bimself;
he would have walked to the scaffold
with the same step—in fact, he was
walking to the scaffo!d. Yet he was
as heavy of heart as a young man can
well bz. Three weeks—three short
weeks—and all would ba over; the
world—strange thing—never to b* un- |
derstood, even by the most useless—
would go om henceforth, that is, af-
ter three weeks—absolutely without
him—for ever,- without thinking any
more about him! Poor world! Un-
fortunate world! Daily robbed, thus
untimely, of its chief hope and prom-
ise! Heavy of heart or not, he walked
to his club and took a light lunch, and
then went to his chambers, where he
lit a cigar and sat down to think. Only

three weeks left!
II.

“A long rope, my lord,” the condemn-
ed criminal used to pray the judge.
Thre* weeks was thought a reasouable
long rope. Whatever the length of
the rope, it was counted short towards
waiting seem=d long. Gilbert—the
the end, when only the last hours of
christian name of this condamne was
Gilbert—had a rope three weeks long,
and it seemad at first a reasonzhile
time within which to make Lho neces-
sary dispositions. At this, the very be-
ginning of the limited period, the
young man was surprised to f{ind bhim-
self neither dismayed, as many would
be ; nor disgusted, as he had a right to
be; nor terrified, nor in a rage. He
was as yet, he said to himself, insen-
sible to the greatness of the disastsr;
that, he thought, would grow upon him
day by day—the doubtful step out of
the light into the dark, the terrors of
the tamb, the lonely journey, the sud-
den abandonment of all his hopes, the
loss of love, and the sorrow that would
fall upon others.

He was a New Zealander by birth,
an only somn, and an orphan, and very
comfortably endowed with wealth.
That is, he could live in eclub land,

Ane ome, oo |

of o |
thnﬁn be still working after [ilty wz

a scandalous invasion of the rights
the grave. You d exactly,
therefore, what manner of man

Was.
He was a happy lover; made happy
exactly a week before this ‘-‘-"“E&
thng fell upon him. The “'.?’h.
the girl was Violet. I think if of
thoughts had turned in the direct an
Violet just when the physician tol ;l:ll
the truth about his case, be WOU
have taken it fainting. Fortunateiy,
he only began to think of ber now,
in his own rooms alone, when he was
beginning to understand a Iitﬂl:l:m:+ It
takes time, you see, for a man’to dis-
cover the meaning of any event. Moat
of us never do succeed in understand-
ing what any event means—birfh, be-
longings, disease, loss—so that all the
consequences which are absolutely cer-
tain and unavoidable, fall upon us as
s0 many distinet and separate opera-
tions of fate and vindictiveness. - .

When he did think of his g;n. m;-:
Joq uodn PInOsM U] JO1E o)
heﬁweu—-ﬂgui him. Love makes a
man weak as well as strong—Ilacrymis
se tradidit. It sounds more manly in
Latin. Violet, he said, was all atfec-
tion, a creature of pure aflection; she
was all constapoy and truth; she was
wholly his ; she had given ber beart to
bum for life or death; she would never
—mnever—get over it. - He saw in im-
igination her widowed form, gracefil
even in grief, kneeling beside his tomb
year after year. Again—laciymis se
tradidit., Does it not look belter in
the dead languagel

He was a man quick to resolve. He
made up his mind at once what was
best to be done. Since they must part,
iet them part at onoce; let Lhere b
no leave-taking—horrible, acute, agon-~
izing ; let the end b: made, and the
knot cut, at onoce.

He dried his unmanly tears, and sal
down to write. A bard thing to do,
but he did it=and this is part of his
witer. It began with things sacred Lo
love~things that abould npever be
copled out and printed:

“1 sbhall take with me,” be said, af-
ter explanations, “where | am gon
the undyl memory of this week o
boundless happiness. Whenever |
mny be ordered to go—I know not what
my new couptry will ba like—there
can be no Joy comparable to the Juy
of loving you. I shall take that mem-
ory awny with me at Jeast. . All the
memories of my lile may be forgotten,
but I shall keep this one. My dear,
| um going on a long Jourpey; I
must go very soon; I must go alone
~(uite alone. [ cannot even take yoi
with me, I would not if I could. You
must remasin and forgst me, and rejolce
in your. youth, and In your beauly,
and in your goodness. My dear angel,
you would have made me, per in
the long run, even like yourself, be-
czuse you could have made me what
you pleass, and nothing shart of your
own purity and sweetness and good-
ness would have satisfied m{m Hg
saint ! it may be that beyond the tom
I may yet rise to your level, and stand
will receive from me. In kindneas to
be best that Ishould not

Anotber

again.
again. That is all.
1L

‘iolet received this letter at break-
fast. She read it with an expression
of the greatest bewilderment, but not
the least grief, dismay or aflliction.
“George,” she said to her brother, toss-
i him the letter, “read that.”
mﬁ-mrge did read it. "“WellT" ask-
ed hiz sister, “what does hs meanf
He was bere the day bafore vesterday
as well as any mar can be. And, as
psaal, full of his stopid ambitions.
wt;‘t ; G-l:-nn I" lied ith

“It means™ rge replied, “eithor
what it says—in which case, Violet, I
must see him at once, bacause, you see,
he ought to do something for you. It's
very sudden. Poor beggar! 1 won-
der if il is really—upon my word it's
a very sad letter—but you don’t seem
to mind much. He"s very fond of gnu
—this leiter shows that be’s a [ool
about you"--Violet undded—"und—::.nd
—J think be ought to do something
very bhandsome indeed for you. Or,
perhaps—but I can't Lhink—il means
t??r be’s going to bo!t and bLreak it
ﬂ --!1-

“It doesn’'t mean Lhat, George, un-
less be's found ont ramething— DBob, you
know." _

“Humph ! Perhaps—well—I will take
a cab to bis chambers and catch him
at once.”

The maiden, all aflfection, and con-
stancy, look a kidney and a piece of
toast. “I think it's a real letter, and
that he's got to sit down and die. It
musi be horrid for him. Bul he will
de what you like about me, George—
and—remember—don't be {oo bashful.
He's got piles of money. If you can’t
get a satisfactory will out of him—why
—I bad better have stuck to my dear
old Bolb. And mind, George, dun’t ask
me to pretend, bacause I woa't. 1f you
bring him to reason—that way —Ishall
h-ul:ﬁtd of it. - Glad, mind.”

But when her brother called, the ten-
ent of the chambers was gone. Where?
His servants did not knmow. There
was no address for letters. Probably
the master would ba back in a day or

two
IV

“Bob!" she cried, springing up and
running to meet him with every out-
ward sign of joy, and with the fiushed
excitement of oae who bas news—news
surprising and of great joy—to com-
municate. “I am so glad to see you
You got my telegram? Of couras.
I was afraid you wouldn't .come. I
thought you might be croas—ysou know

ou were very cross a week ago. I

out
F.E"'?’he imitated the dealing of curda.

“No Violet. I got your telegram,
and I saw there must ba mmt:gthin:
up. What is it? Are you tirel of
your conquest yet? What is it? I
am rather surprised, too. I thought
that henceforth we were to meel—in
the giddy crowd and the heartless
throng, you know Eht
'I:; r was o yonm Illli:ll thin
a mmnth-t-ul. ver- ’
and, unless his whole mhﬂliud

hought you would rather

I .-Tﬂf.'.';i‘hﬂ.i..

-
= o
e ——

sag L3

T

' = L= - [
.{ = .
o ¥
1

: ‘s Lthe—the

- to for once, to judge
e mwg]:]_ I'm not in &

l a
B A ST
his legs, and drove his bands into his

“Bob," the girl began, {lushing a ro.y
red, “1 never pretended—to you-—to
care for Gilbart a bit, did I7

Bob sat up, and took his hands out
of bis pockets. “Is it off then, Vio-
let 1"

“Walt—did I pretend 1"

“To me! No, you never did. TYou
alweys tolid me that I'd gol your hl:;ﬁ
which wasa’t much good—as we ag
—if the rest of you was going to the
E.Lti:!t ful!‘rt:-. fhﬂ?' of course—you

quite say

“Of course. 1 bhad to pretend. BHe
asked me every day if I loved him,
and I stood so—your shrinking-wood
Viclet, you know.” She clasped her

Lends and hung her pretty head and
looked up m‘%ﬁ eyes full of mod-
esty and sweet love. *“You're
a little devil,” said Bob. “Like that,
ccntinued. the girl. “Then Gilbert
1sed to heave a sigh, and began io
talk about his ambit‘ons. Oh! How
truly awful it would have ben to be
every day, and all day long, with a man
who could talk about nothing but his
amibitions. Said he wasn't good enough
to talk to me—to me, Bob, after you'd
been making love to me!—about any-
thing but the higher aspirations of t
soul! How long, do you think, before
he would bave found it outi”

“Would have found it out!” repeat-
ed Bob. "Then it is off.”

“Yes—I got this  letter yesterday
morning. Read it When I read it
I said to my brother, ‘George, it's no
use pretending, I'm glad of it." That
is what I said. George walked over
te the Albany at once; but Gilbert was
gene. George said that something
ought to be done for me, and—but read
ithe letter first.”

Bob read it. Onoce or twice he glane-
@l at the girl ouriously. He was but
a young f about town who { hought
ol nothing but what his like call pleas-
ure, but the letter toucbed him. He
banded it back. “I un nd now,”
be said. “You never did care a bit
for b’'m. You hated b'm. Otherwise
- Wweoll=it's a # htforward letter,
Viclet. He's agool fellow, and be has
Apared you a mighty lot of trouble in
relusing to see you. It's a most con-
siderate leiter. Poor beggar! He
was fond of you, and you don't deserve
it—weall, if it waa T who was d ing—I'd

by the bedside, b dln; my
hand all the time for fear you'd go
off with someboly else before I was
dead—and=hang (t, Violet! I believe
I should have killed you, too, so that
we might go off together.”

"That's the sort of love I like, Dob,”
said the maiden of all virtues, "Good
real love wilhout thinking thst a girl
is an angel. Do you really thi I
;?:ll_ld h:m;rmurirHi that thing of am-

ons ou don't want an angel
ruu':‘ H'-uhlr" g

“No, don't. I'm a man of the
world, and I want a woman of the
waorld, and we both must wanl ail Lhe
gool things we can get, Well—but—
s this alll! You sald—first—I must
read that letter. 'What next? You
are free, rHut are we any nearer than
zd“:h'e Irle nlaﬂ‘ no richer—but poorer—

are L -

Tt geltting mere un
“You shall see, Bob. Read this."

It was & lawyer's letter, stiff and

‘gool fellow he is!

formal. Bob read it slowly. The
he cried, “Ob, Lord!" as mriu grﬂz
nt. He fini it. He
Vielet e “That's

that epbough? Allg

the partoers called a t
eleven o'clock and placed this inh:!r
!I.l.l:ldl. I wish I'd known he was com-
ing ; I would have bad the blinds down
As it was I gli on a black frock
and threw myself on the sofa, and bur-
ied my face in my bandkerchief. He
was much affected, poor man! A good-
e

. 3 ou'd like to be
engaged to him, too. J'ﬂ]ﬂhlﬂ"

other - wouldn't itt
what mnﬂmr'
“There are no conditions, except one,

which, I'm sure, I shall keep with the
mnttﬂ.t l.‘.rlu:—n;t te put on mourning.
s all. 0 mnasty ooes about
darrying. Perfect confidence in me—
perlect, fvuu aee. That's the real
beauty o l,l:u. r.hinf, isn'titT I've got
to forget him, and b2 bhappy. I sup-
pose we shall see an announcement in
the Times, shant wel! After that,
O rivlert - Bghty the

“Violet ! ighty thousand pounds !"
He held out hﬁ arms, and the Vipolet
fell inte them, and they kissed and
purred delightfully for five long min-
utes.

“You are a litfle devil,” said ber
sover. It was the greatest praise he
had to give her, and the greatest she
desired. . “Those angelic wood nymph's
eyes bave done the trick. What a
ellow What "a pity he
couldn’t give you the money and go
back to his colony and lve there! And
Iu‘_f. Violet dear, we'll have the most
glorious time.”

“We will, Bob. But, remember, I'm
not going to .'.lﬂl: Your gambling debts.
Have your little flutters if you like,
but ’u! you get into a hole my money
won't put you out; and I'm going my
way, and you can go the same way, or
6ther, what you please.™ .

“All right, my dear. It's more than
two thousand a wyear. We can do
pretty well on that, I daresay. Iet's
have a look at your eyes again. I like
em, w]:utgrer they are, and—and—
you're a little devil, Violet, and I love
you all the batter because you are.”

Thus and thus was the news receiv-
ed. Thus did the girl, who was all
affection, and all constancy, - mourn
for the man she had loved s0 tender-
Iy, who was taken from her so cruelly.

SAVE THE MOTHERS

Deodd’s Kidney Pills Their Only
Safety in Female Diseases.

You have seen a flowerm
frost, fade and die in the ﬂuﬁ ?t;
beauty. That is how women die when
attacked by any of the diseases peculiar
to their sex,
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Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infants
and Children. It contains mneither Opium, Morphine 5,
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmiless substitute
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups and Castor Q4
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and
allays Feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting Souy
Curd, cures Diarrheea and Wind Colie. Castoria relieves
Teething troubles, cnres Constipation and F].Ht!llpnp:h
Castoria assimilates the Food, reguiates the Stomach
and Bowels, giving bealthy and natural sleep. Castorig
is the Children’s Pavacea —the Mother’s Friend.

I -
Castoria. | Castoria.
«Castoris is an excellent mediciae for * Castoria is o~ wrall adanted e
children.. Mothers have repeatedly told me that I recommend it as superior 1o any s
of its good effect upon their children.™ | scription known to me."
Dr. G. C. Oscoon, Lowell, Hln.j H. A ARCEER, M.D. 5
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APPEARS ON EVERY WRAPPER.

PHE SENTAUR DOEPARY, TT BURARAYT ATAFET, SOw YoR= ST

Crockery Departmen

P —

| Dinnep and
“ Tea Setts,
‘Our fall stock just to hand,

hmm""' shows unprecedented value. 1n Vase

Lamps,Banquet Lamps, Library Lamps and Hall
Lamps we are offering special inducements.
These goods have been selected with special care

and a viéw of pleasing all with regard to quality,
style and price ...
See our Banquet Lamp at $5.00
See our Vase Lamp at...... $1.50

J - Biscuit Jars, Tobacco Jars, Vases,
dPallese Butter Chips, Five Piece Tea Setts, etc.

B008S .. the Beguiar Pice.
Grocery Departmen

S. & K. Blend, we guarantee this
blend as good as can be bought
in town at 40e,...... ...... ....

Fine Santos......
New Raisins and Currants in a
few days——

-~ SPRATT & KILLEN

Established Quarter Century. RELIABLE GROCERS

New lines just received, most com-
plete stock in town ; prices the lowest.

See our Deep Blue Gilt-
ed 97 Piece Dinner Sett $!I

and

L &

—

New Aavertisements. J. J. Wetherup. e

ke o J. . WETHERD

mlﬂ;um muu:h’
| BOX 415, Lindsay.

> | 1 WILL PAY A COM MISSION OF
' $2.00 on [RGANS..--

:  $5.00 on PIANDS .. -

I $1.00 on SEWING M ACHINES

i Gam b BED
ot sfford to pay the ahavi .:-m,'r,:;!...l.I-."--IIﬂlllzu
giving me wuch il :né:'.nr.: l;pt.:nhl'“r
i T Sewt - :

-;nmmuinlﬂfmzuut;nr- TJ!iﬂll :ﬂi‘l"b
from my offise ~oly ThOe L ;ﬂr.mr e
Bive po store Fent Lo (R | ::l! A
to soliclt orcers, 1 P g
mecu ing the lowesl r.;.-..-;[-.a.r ";f?qﬂ'“.
sell at from 10teZ pu:':-:l_" -
rall Oon commiisson, ..Hﬂl-‘f'#

atﬁ ;
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