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Through Storm and Sunshinc
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Deprived oL her accuslomed avoca-
tiens, Vivien speut more time Lhan us-
Jal in the library, quietly, without
ao.5¢ or unpleasaniness. Valerie bad
muaaged to tuke all aulhority ruim
her. The servanls never went tober
now [or orders, huviog lound oul that,
when they did su, Ludy Neslie 1ovari-
pbly cvuutermanded (h m. A0

“Klowers always grezt the rTising
sun,” said the gircl, uvilleriy. “They
seem to lorget Lthat L am still heiress
o Lancewood."

Yel, though Lady Neslie asserted ber
puihority, and sur Artbur upheld it,
Vivien was by .ar the vest loved. "Mil-
dai" gave Luerally—she was gener.us
to her servanis; bul, wilh the (ULCK
instinct ol their class, they saw thit
she was pnot a lady like their "own
yoUNg mis. ress,’ wide saickou the hogh
bred waupner, Lthe innate goud Laste,
the awr 0. command patural Lo one
Lorn to rule. oShe wus a.fabie and
courteous ouwe day, haoughiy and im-
pericus the nex.. She was either too
tamiliar or Ltoo severe; she did nol in
the least unuerstuaud LOe Science w
Everu.ng.

There were times wheu she would
fain have consulied Vivien, or asked
her ussisiaoce, buw Lhat she leured
showing her igonoraoce. It was a
fact (hat the beaut.ful, bright, court-
ed Luady Nezl.e, masiress o. Lance-
wood, Blood more o uwe U DL ATr-
thur's daughter than ol all the worid
besides, ‘Lhse dark, proud eyes seeiwn~
ed Lo look inlo the very depihs o. her
soul—1hey secmed L0 poeérce Lhrough all
disguises, all a_feciaLivns. she [ell un.
eusy iu thal iair, staleiy presence; her
preciy aurs and graces, which seemcd
B0 charmuog at viher times, suddenly
appeared vulgar. Vivien ouitshune
ber as the grand, clear Lght oo the
sun outsh nes the (lame of 4 taper. Lt
was Lhe unconscious in luence of truth
over .alsehood, ol 4 noble soul over an
ignoble one, of a lolLy nature over a
nienn ovue,

As time passed on, and their mutu-
ol dislike iucreased, Liady Neslie scudi-
ed, bow she could hurt and wound >.r
Arithur's uaughter. Ope morn.ng, un-
der svwe sl.gn. pretext, she pald a vis-
it to Vivien's apartments. More than
once she had tmed Lo vbtain an enlree,
but Miss Neslie would not consent. She
hud a suwie . rooms oin Lhe eastern
wing—rooms that she had chosen ior
hersel. —aud she wus delermuned that
they should be sacred isrom all intru-
gion, As Lady Neslie walked along
the broad corr.dor, she met Joan Ilab-
Jey, Vivien's maid.

“Ils Miss Neslie in ber roomf§"” she
asked. And Joan was compelled to
auswer “Yes,"”

“Shall 1 say your Jadyship is here "
asked Joan, who knew how unwelcome
Buchy a visit would be.

“No, 1 will go to Miss Neslie's bou-
doir,” said bher ladysbip; and Joan
looked aiter her with a darkening face.

“What is she gaing there lLor—some
piece of mischief or spite?’ she asked
herseli. “Ah, well, please Heaven, it
will be my young lady’s turn to rule
gomne day !

The iact was, that on the previous
evening Lady Neslie had overheard
Vivien talking (o her father about a
distaot relative, Clarence Howard—a
distant cousin of her molher's—whose
photograph bad been sent to Miss Nes-
Be. She was showing it to Sir Ar-
thur wuu speaking of it when Valerie
overheard them.

“It i8 a glorious face, papa,” Vivien
was saying, "noble, thoughtiul, high-
bred. It is like my mother's face—
pod I buve seen none so beautiful as
bers. Have you, papai”

“No,” repl.ed sar Arthar, “ithat ]
pertaanly bave not.” And Vivien was
po del.ghted with the reply that she
kissed him lowvingly, as o1 old, before
the young wi.e came belween them.

“That does my heart good, papa,”
phe said. “1 thought you had quite
[orgotten my mother.”

“My dear Vivien,” returned Sir Ar-
thur, earnestly, “when vou know more
of life, you will know (lvat a man nev-
Br 1urgeis and never ceases to love his
first Jove.” And Lady Neslie, over-
bearing the words, felt the bitterest
patred for Lhe dead mother and the
hving child.

“1 shauld like to see what the face
was like that be thought so beautiful,”
the said. And that evening she call-
pd her maid to a sulemn consultation..

“Murie," she sadd, *'I want you to dis-
eover tor me—firs!, whether there is
a portrail of the lata [ady Neslie;
seoondly, where it is. Yoo can find
oul by a few well«directed questions
M the servants' hall."

In twenty minutes’ i'me Marie re-
turned to tell ths “miladi’ that there
a8 very beautiful picture of the
late Lady Neslie, and that if hung in
Miss Neslie's bogdoir—it used to be in
the Blue Hoomy, but, when the pictures
Vwers removed ifrom there, Miss Nes-
lie ipsisted on baving it taken to her
apartments. “Miladi™ Jaughed a
mocking little laugh, and instantly
msde wp her mind, that, if it were pos-
sible to give Miss Neslie something dis-
agreeable to think oi, she would do so,
El}t_a was jeclous—jealous of the dead
wile who had been so dearly loved, and
whose child was heiress of that grand
doinaan.

50, with a sharpened arrow in her
bheart and a s8mile on ber lips, sha went
into Vivien's room. She was so bland
and smiling that it was hard to imag-
i 8he could be so unkind.

1 U_l.lghl. to 'l'l'i.t-lil' Jou a thlJuB..;Ln{j
apologies, Vivien,” she said. "I know
that 1 aan intruding, but I wanted to
@sk you iuf you would recommepnd me
eoe really good book to read.”

Vivien was not pleased at the In-
trusion, but she was always polite, She
answered kindly—

“I do nol konow what your taste in
tilerature is—I have not seen you read
many books, Try ooe of Dickens'.”

“1 will. Whht a pleasant room this
boudoir of yours is! Yeu bhave a

peduvicul view from the window. How
jond you are of flowers! Your room 13
(ull of them.,”

“Yes; 1 luve flowers,” nssented Viv-
181

Then Lady Neslle went to the door,
as though about to leave; she looked
round Lhe walls, "

“You have some nice pictures.
Dear me, what a strange Lace that is!
ls it a porirait ¢

She was 1ok ng at the pictured face
ol Vivien's mothar. Vivien made no
apswer. Lady Neslie walked up to it.

“It is n strange :ace,’” she said, as
thugh studying it. “I do not like
it: the e.proasion iy disigreeable, sul-
len, and proud—ihe eyes want intel-
| gence. | shouid uu. & ep such apic-
fure in my room. Is Lhis one ol your
bousied Nesl.es, Vivien¥'

Vivien had grown while even to the
very | ps; her ang:r was 8o great Lhat

she was li.eraliy speechless. Lady
Nesl'e louked at her. _
*HHve 1 annoyed yout' she sa.d,

quickly. “l am sorry. Surely this is
not the portrait o. any one you care
for? If so, 1 am sorry. °I would not
by ve sp ken o it had 1 kaown.”

Vvien's anger was terrible.

‘L dy N sle,'sh s il, slowly, “{hat
s wy me har's picture.”

“Your moiher's! eaclaimed Valerie,
“Hrw sorry 1 am! Why did you not
s op me? How eould I know ¢ 1 always
understond she was a beautiiul wo-
man."” :

“That is my mother’s portrait,” re-
pealed V.vien, “and you know it. You
are very claver, Lidy Nesl e, but you
are nol clever enough to dece ve me,
From some motive o, your own you
hive eome h:re purpose.y Lo insult me
threugh my dead mother; you have
ach eved yuur purpose. Will you
obl'ge me now by leaving .me "

L.dy Nesle turned scarlet
shime at haviog bean detected.

“I assure you—" she began.

“Hush! said Vivien, calmly. “There
is no need Lor further words: That is
my bel ved mother’s picture—and she
was a8 worlhy o. honor and estesm as
you are of contempt.”

But Lady Nesl e had recovered her-
sel by th.s time. She laughed.

“What an absurd mistake! I am
re lly 8 rry. I must tell Sir Arthur,
But it is ioolish of you to be cross
about it, Vivien.”

She found that she was talking to
the air—Miss Neslie had le't ths room.

“Never mind,” said her ladyship to
hersell, "I have hurt her ; but the vic-
tory i8 not a great one, alter all.”

That Jlttle incident simply deepen-
ed Vivien's contempt for her father’s
wi e, while it increased in some vague
way Lady Nesle's awe of her.

with

There had been a slight disagreaJ

ment over the jewels that Vivien’s mo-
ther hid worn., At her mother’'s
death Lhey were all locked away ; but
it was tha right and privilega of the
reigning Lady Neslie to wear them,
and Valer.e was not one to iorego her
privileges. Sir Arthur had spoken to
her about the jewels, and she was all
anxiety to 8sez them. It happened
that more than once Sir Arthur had
also spoken to h's daughter of them.

“They are family heir-looms,” he had
sald. “As I have no wi e to wear
them, you must wear them, Vivien,
when you come of age.”

That promise he could not keep.
Lady Nesl.e mentioned them when she
had been some days at Lancewood.

“I sbould l'ke to ses them, Arthur,”
ghe Baid.
tings are old-iashioned.
 8lones must be reset.”
| And one morning when a sudden
Shower of rain prevented their going
loutl, Sir Arthur asked his wi'e and
daughter to join himy in the library,
where the cases were all arranged for
inspection. They had never been
touched since (he dead Lady Neslie had
fclosed them, and Sir Arthur remem-
bering Lhat, looked gravely eat them.
| Vivien fell it deeply.

t “Papa,” she said, “I can be of no
use here. Why did you send for me £

“l thought you would assist Valerie
in selecling what should be reset—you
have =0 much taste in such things.”

“l can suggest nothing,” said Viv.
ien. “They were my mother's jewels.
If I were copsalted, I should say, keep
them for her sake ijust as they are.”

“Perhaps you are right,”

If s0, the

ly—
“No, I cannot wear them as they
are, They wonld not suit me. I =hould

like these pearls arranged as flowers,
aod {his huge, old-fashioned diamond
comb mude into a pretty tiara. They
will not do for me al all as they are.”

"Well, you B8hall please yourself,
Valerie," Baid her husband. “They are
yours to wear during your liie-time.
Vivien Is there anything amongst
them that you would lLke”

The girl's prond dark eyes were dim
wi'h tears. It was inaxpressibly pain-
Tul to her to see what had been her
mother's taken possassion of after this
fashion, She took up a pretty little
pearl pendant.

“The lust time I saw my mwother she
wore th.s, I should like it, papa. I
remember taking hold of it, and she

teld me to mind that I did not injure |

the Btones. I should like this,™

Lady Neslie, looking up, saw {he
?niluﬂwl expression on her husband's
noe,

“Every time he sees that on his
daughier's neck he will think ol her
mother,” she said to hersell ; and again
a quck unreasonable jealousy of the
dﬂﬂ;j 0 e a.:lwer her.

“You will spoil the set if
that,” she sa:;ip. quickly. A

Vivien laid the pendant down.

y "1 will not take anything, papa,” she

said. qaie!ly, and fearful of betraying
how keenly she was hurt, she quitted
the room,
i1 Arthur's face clonded over.
“That was not very good-natured,
little wile,” he said; ard she laid her
hand vcoaxingly on s shoulder.
“Wait potil you hear why 1 did i,

“Perhaps some of theset- |

1 _ said Sir |
Arihur; but Lady Neslie cried, abrupt- |

—

dear. You do not know what a ten-
der-hearted, earnest girl your daugh-
ter is, Il she had taken that pendant,
.every time she wore it she would have

been miserable: Lein e me, 1 did it
irom Kiodness. I knew she might not
understand it—but 1 to.ugnt you

would, Arthur, let us have a beauti-
ful pendaot made for her—sha will be
pleased."

“My dear, generous wi e,” said the
easily persuuded baroneci, “1 hard.y
gave you credit tor so much considera-
tion, We will send the order to Lon-
don at once."

Some wecks aflterward a beautilful
pearl neckiace and pendant arr.ved ior
Vivien—but she never wore eilher.

CHAPTER X1,

Though there were all the slements
o. sirife in the household at Lance-
wood, yet all was per.ectly calm. Peo-
ple meght surmise what they wouid—
they Kuew nolh'ng .or certain, insen-
sbly they ranged Lhemselves on e.Lh-
er side—Lhey became partisans either
o. Lady Nesle or of the heiress of
L. incewood—but oulwaraly all was
¢ lm and gagy.

O ly one person saw beneath the sur-

face, and that was Gerald Dorman. S r
Ari hur's marr.age had considerably in-
creased s laburs. Bo.ore Lhat Sir
Arthur would at times answer a let-
ter, audi. his accounts, give audience
'to hhs tenants; now he did none of
Lhese Lh.ogs—Lhcy ali  .e:idl upon the
secrelary. SIir Arthur was too deep-
ly engrossed with his wile. He had to
attend to her wh s and caprices, and
to escort her dur.ng her visits; he had
nol bren su bus.ly occupied .or years,
Yet, though his work was incessant,
Gerald sound time to watch the course
0. evants.

H: soon grew to disl ke the new mis.
tress ol Lancewood ; beneath all her
scemung carclessness and light-hearcs
ed gnye y. he saw mal.ce and jealousy.
E.ery sl.ght, every tri ling insult, of-
lered to Vivien made his blood boil. Has
had kept h's word—without ever in-

truding, he had bezn her most taith- |

lul fr.end. Ibn a theousand ways that
'no one save bhimsel: wundersiood he
shielded her. He was care ul to show
bar (he greatest de’erence and re.
spect-—niore, i poss.ble, during this
tha time of her downfall thin he had
shown in her prosperity. Ha always
ep_ka of her and to har as though sha
werea 8till mistress of the Abbey.
Whenever she was not present, and he
jould make an opportunity, he spoka
> her as heiress of Lancewood.

| For the secret of this man's life was
thait he loved Vivien Neslie with the
whole 1orce of bis heari and soul—lov-
ad ber silently, desperately, hupelessly,
He never dreamed ol any return; he
wus content to luvish his adoration on
her, Lo pour out Lhe love of his soul
at her ieet. He had never dared to
raise his eyes with love to her face.
He worshipped ber as pagans do the
iar-off br.ght stars. He was nol one
of thuse who delude themselves. Ile
'never sald to himsell that he had tal-
eals, and that he would work until,
by hia success, he should win her. He
raised for himsell no such [alse houpes,
ke dreamed po ioolish dreams, he nev-
er imuagined that he shouid wia lher;
but h.s love was so great thal he was
conltent to give all and look [or noths
'ing wn return. It was Che very mauad-
ness of love—it was Loo great, too en-
tire, to have any alloy or sellishness,
lf the fair proud young helress had
biddea him lay himself at ber feet,
that she might trample on him, he
'would have done so;, had she kidden
himn give her his lite, he would have
laid it down with a smile on his lLace,
He gave her all—he asked nolthing; he
' was content to live in her presence as
1lowers live in the sun. He asked for
|nothing but permission to serve her,
to live and die for her. . He was con-
tent if from time to time she gave him
‘a smile, a kind word, or even a kind
look—ii she allowed bim to do some-
| thing {or her that required both time
land skill.

It was not a preswumpluous love, for
bhe had never dared to touch even the
hem ol ber dress. Ouce, in giving her
'a book, his hand touched hers, and it
'sepmed 1o him that even that slight

touch drove him almost mad. Her
beaucifnl face often bent over the
same page with his own, her hair

brushed his cheeck; he trembled then
like a man seized with ague. She rais-
ed her dark, priud eyes (¢ him once.

““Are you ill, Mr, Dorman "' she ask-
ed. :

He ansvered “Yes,” and with un-
steady sleps he leit the room.

“"How wmad—how worse than mad [
am 1" he cried. '"Denr Heaven, how
is it to end, this love of mine "

He saw no end Lo it but deaths Well,
many « man died for less; many a man
bhad loved his li‘e through, and et
with reward. His [ate was so differ-
ent. “Oaly let me live, and, living,
love her ! he would say to himself.

He had never beirayed this love of
lvis. True, he had made her some ar-
dent speeches. He had talked ol liv-
'ing and dying (or her, of thinking oply
ol hers bat, Lhen,- Miss Neslie was used
to compliments—she was anccustomed
te homage. It was nothing new for
bher Lo hear tHat some one was willing
te  die foe¢ her. There were times
'when she was inclined to think the
young secrelary presumptuous—when
she thought he was using words that
oaly those whom she considered her
pquals should use. It was but patur-
al, she thought, that he should o:fer
ber what all 1he rest of the world gave
her—praise and homage. If any one
had said to her that hen father's sec-

retary loved her with a love that was
overpoweriog in its 1inlensity, she
| would have thought it an insalt. As

It was, she had a kindly feeling for
bim, She placed a certain amount of
trust in him. He would be faithful
toa her, she thought, if ever she re-
quired [idelity. She knew that it
would be & pleaszure fo him to serve
her—no matter in what manner—buat
that be wae presumptuous enongh to
| love her she never dreamed.

S0 he kept his love in his heart, and
it grew there like a foir flower. A
aueen might have bean proud of such
devolion—il was so deep, mo genuine,

the love of an artist for his ideal, of a
musician for the most cherished olf-
spring of his brain.

He did his best to serve her. When
the news o Sir Arihur’s marriage
came, no one lelt it more keenly Lhun
he did. He would a thousand times
| rather have epdured pain himsell than
'have seen Vivien su.fer; and he knew
|that nothing could cause her such in-

leasily o p.in as Lhis marriage.

It was to screea hber .rowg Sir Ar-
'thuar's anger thut be bhad worked so
'hird to prepara tor the bride's com-
ling home. He had both sense and
sel -conirel. He knew that { ghting
against i1ate was woirse Lhan useiess—
i. Viviea showed ber anger, it would
be all the worse flor her. There was
ne ceurse open to her but submission.

“"Hid 1been Sir Artbur,” he said to
bimsel. over and over again, 'l would
raither have died than eontracted Lhis
marr.age.”” Now thal it was done, all
conlent.on was usel_ss.

He never kuew whe.her his lovegave
hm most pleasure or wost pain. There
wis npever a mument n which hed
dared indulge it. He dared not look
long at the .ace be loved so well. If
he did so, hoping tbhat it was unnotic-
|ed, Miss Neslie would say, "Did you
| wish to speik to me, Mr. Dorman?§”
She would not ndmit, even In tha ut-
moest depths of her heaart, the fainlest
ides. thut her .ather's secretary pre-
pumed to love her.

O.re, as sne was crossing the draw-
ing woom, a lower fell fromm her hair,
and he believing that she had not seen
it, bustened to pick it ap. He took it
in his bhind, when she turned round
with' a, calm i1ace, nad said—

“1 will thank you Lor my flower, Mr.
Dorman.”

“W.Il you not let me keep it " he
askad. 'lhe proul culn d.epened.

“1l beg your purden,” she said, look-
ing at hi.n wilh elear, cold, pililess
eyes—"1 did not undzrstand.”

And wilh those proud eyes gazing
coldly at him, he did not dare to re-
peat Lhe wo~ds. With a low bew ha
pliced ihe ‘lower in bher hand and left
har.

(To be continued,)
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THE MODERN SHIP OF WAR.

Dbeervations and Coencelnsions of an
Offlcer of the Navy.

In a modern battleship the captain ls
condemned to lmprisonmmment during ae-
t'on in a steel ennning tower 10 Inches
thick and 6 feet 10 inches in diameter,
compared with which the prison of the
Man With the Iron Mask was a palace.

I tried the conning tower in the Massa-
chusetts during the fl#st bombardment of
Bantlago, but soon abandoned it for the
bridge, finding 1t diificult to grasp all the
varying conditiona of the action from the
narrow peepholes often blanketed by thick
smoke. Ore dld not feel really in touck
with the action or with his own ehip in
such a position, and the moveinents of the
men were controlled by an unseen spirit.
Of course, when in close action with an-
other ship and a hallstorm of rapld fire and
machine guns is falling upon your vessel,
it would be unwise not to seek its shelter,
but from great gun flre alone I prefer wo
do as we did in the civil war and to take
my chances on the bgidge in the cpen.
Other commanding officers tYought the
sume way, and at the bombardment of
San Juan Captain Taylor sat upon the
bridge of the Indian= ecalmly smoking a
cigar.

Today the majority of men in a battle
ghip are shut up in a tight steel box in
which are lmmense beileras heating the
atmosphere to a stifling temperature and
where they can only hear, but cannot see.
They work away In their floating dungeon
without any inspiring vislon to lighten
their labora,

It is related thas durlng the destruction
of Cervera’s fleet, when there was o lull in
the firing on bosrd th@ Oregon, the chlef
engineer came up from the fireroom and
eaid to Captain Clark, ‘‘For God’'s saXe,
captain, fire another gun so as to keep up
the sp'rits of my men.”” These devoted
goule, far down ™ the depths of the ship,
facing the flery furnaces, knew only by the
gound of the guns of the battle raging
above them, and the heavier the fire the
harder they worked. In order to realize
the exhausting coudition nnder which men
fight in & modern battleship it is only neo-

it

opened after actlon, pour up from below,
perspiring and half naked; to ree wiih
what rellef they breathe the fresh alr and
how engerly they run to have a look at tha
hattery or ship which has been engnged.
Modern science, with all its tremendoua
| resonrces nnd inorense of power, bas not
| lightened the conditions under which men

labor during action. —Commodore Higgln-
j son in Independent.

THE PHILIPPINES.

i e —

formning A stable government im the Phil-
ippines.—Pittsburg Newa.

| It is hoped that the trouble at Ilolle will
| take a few kinks out of the city's name as
well a8 ont of the insurgents,.—Chloago
Newa,

Coramon felk have dodged it for months.
Now it must be recognized and pro-
pounced. It is Eel-o-zel-0 on the island of
Pa-nay.—New York Press.

If Agninaldo la as great a general za he
assumes 1o be, he will show bis strateglo
abilitles by keeping out of s fighs with
General Lawton, 3

r—

8IMPLE SALVE.

If an artery is out, compresa 1t above
the wonad. If a veln, comprsae below.

For dlarrhea s tablespoonful ef raw
flour In = glass of water, taken in twe
doser, Ealf an bhour apart

If poisoned, drink a pint ef lokewarm
water with a spoonful of mustard, Ia
cage of oplum er laudamum, drink sireng
soffes and keop morving.

Some ene whe has tried i says that il
two or three dandelion lesves be ehewed
before golng to bed they will induce sleep,
noxsatter how narveus ur worried cne may
Ra
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so entire, so utterly unsellish; it was

gasary to see them, when the hatches are |

A Woman's Advice

| TO SUFFERERS FROM NSRVOUSNESS
| AND HEADACAE.

Mrs. RTohina, of Vort Colboarne, Tells low
| she Foumd a Cure and Asacrt. the Be
I el That the Snme Hemedy Wil Curs

O.bher sullorcera.

Vauies Lwobing, of Port Col-
| borne, Ont., is vne of those who be-
lieve that when o remedy for i ease
has been found, it is the duty oi the
person benedited (o make it Known
in oxder that other sufierers may also
find the road to renewed heaith. Mrs,
Robins says: “In the spiing of 1857
my health gave way and I became
coupl: e y prostrated. Nervomsness,
palpitation of the beart and revere
headaches were the chiefl symptoms.
' The nervous trouble was s0 Severe as
to border almost upon St. Vitus'
dance. The least exertion, such ams
going up stairs for example, would
leave me almost breathless, and my
heart would palpitate violenily. My
appelite was very fickle and I wns
much reduced in fle h. The wusual
remedies were tried, but did not help
me, and eventually I became k0 weak
that I was umable to perform my
ihnuwhuld dutes, and the headaches]
gulfered from at times made me fesl
as though my head would burst. I
was feeling very discouraged whena
cure in a case mueh resembing mine
through th2 use of Dr. Williams" Pink
P'lls came to my notice, and I de-
cided to give them a trial. After using
two boxes I found so0 much re
lief that I was greatly rejoiced to
know that T had fcund a medicinae
that would ecure me. I continued
using Dr. Williams’ Pink Pilla nntil §
had taken eight or nine boxes, when
I considered my cure complete. The
palpitation of the heart, mervousness
and headaches had disappeared; my
appetite was again good, and I had
gained in weigpht nicely. I regard
myself as completely restored and 1
would urge other women suffering ns
I did to give Dr. Williams' Pink Pilla
| a irial, and I am sure they will have

i-'l'lhq- =t B

equally good reason to sound iheir
praise.” '
| Thera are thousands of women

throughout the country who suffer as
Mrs. Robins did, who are pale, sub-
ject to headaches, heart palpitation
and dizziness, who drag along fre-
quen'!ly feeling that life is a burden.

To all such we would say give Dr,
Willinma' Pink Pills a fair trial.
These pills make rich, red blood,

gtrengthen the nerves; bring the glow
nf health to pale and sallow cheeks,
and make the feebls and despondent
feel that life is once more worth liv-
ing. The genuine are sold only in
boxes, the wrapper bearing the fall
name "Tir. Williams' FPink Fills for
Pa'e People.” May be had frcm all
dealers or by mail at bHlc. a box or
slx boxes for §2.50, by addressing the
Dr. Williams' Medicine Ceo., Brock-
T-'i-t].Eq Ont.

e

ANIMAL ODDITIES,

The Ceylon yellow sllk splder has =
body that welghe nine ounces.

Fleus will never touch an eplleptie, and
will instantly leave a dead or dying per-
son,

The goldfilsh s a great coward, and a
tiny ﬂnﬁ with the courage to atéack it can
frighten it almost to death.

The camel cannot swim. It ls an ax-
traordinary fact that the morent 18 loses
\%a footing im a stream it turns over and
roakes no affert to save itsolfl from drowne
ing.

Gayest People In the World.

The populution of Italy is 8,000,000 lesa
than the population of France, but Italy
has more theaters than France and twice
as many as England, though the popmla-
tion of the United Kingdom is fully 65,000,-
000 larger than that of Italy. These fig:
ures, recently compiled, re-enforce the
clalm long ago made by Italian managers
that there are more theaters in proportion
to its population in Italy than elsewhere
' im the world. There are approximately
1,000 places of amusement in the United
| Stutes. In ltaly there are 443; in Franoe,
| 437; in Germany, 890; in Great Britain,
| 862, and in Spaln, 210,

One sxplanation which has been offered
' for the very large number of theaters in
| Ttaly 18 that many of them are small afl-
fairsacd vnworthy of recognition as sunch.
This view of the case, however, is inae-
eurate, ae In respect to the soating cupno-
ity Itallan theaters are rather larger than
thoss of osher countries. One explanation
of the large number of theaters in Italy is
to ba found in the fact that the cultivation
and appreciation «f musio are perbaps
more geveral In It ly than in any other
eonntry, aud mwany o’ tha playbhouses there-
fore are devoted not | o the theatrical but
to musical entertainments. What are call-
ad concers halls Ip England are theaters
in Italy

Sauwr~e of the Niger.

An Euglizh officar thns describes the
tluny source of the mighty river Niger:
“Cuiting our way throngh the under-
growth, we crept and elambered down the
glippery slopes till we reached the hottom
and camie to A moss covered rock from
which a tiny spring issues and has made a
pool below. The foliage at this spot 18
green, most luxuriapnt and beautiful, and
as one looks on the birthplace of the Niger
it is casy to lmagine oneself at a dripping
wall in some wood in England. ™’

Llamaas are tho chief freight carriers in
eontral FPeru. The usual lowd for nn ani-
mal is about 100 pounds. If you put upon
his hack more than he can easily carry, he
gnletly kneels and will not budge unti
the load is reduved

1t in said that there are, berween huda.
ar and the eocast of India, nbont 10,004
Wkinds whieh are mow ndpirad

=

The Japinese are capturing the suktoh
L apd nmbrella trade In In‘jis and Suriue




