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R, T ' ~ Bhe was standing by his side, look-
m é:dﬂls Ing down on him with g light on

her face thmt had pot shone ithere

for long years. Never had tihis
heautiful woman looked more beau-
tiful than now, with her charm-
_ Ing head bent over bim, stand-
. ' ing in  the half-darkened room,
like =& vision of light. The
crimson glow of the flre and the

oUrvIivOrs, woft radiance from the lamp on the

table fell over her. 8he wore n very
handsome dress, which showed her
ovely shoulders, her white neck and
rounded arms—a dress that in the
ruddy lire-light presented most mar-
vellous hues. With It she wore a
dlamond necklaca and diamond stars
shone In the golden halr.

There was something more than
beautly in her face: he knew It the
moment he raised his eyes and saw
her. There was love—love such as
had pot shone there sinee she had
bldden him farewell. The fire-light
gleamed on her jeweled hands, on
her marvelous face, her golden halr.
She stood before him In all  the
pride and magniflleence of her wealth
and her loveliness, a vision such as
rarely greeta the eves of men. And,
ak he looked at her, with somewhat
of wonder and inquiry on his face,
ghe sunk slowly on to her knees,
aml bent her head before him.

“Lady Chevenix,” he eried, "you

| must not Jdo that. I eannot allow
1 i ™

| Sher Inld her hand on his arm—the

i baml on which shone her wedding
[ rime.

* Lasten 1o me, Felix," she sald—
and the sweetl voice stirced sonwont-
edly his heart and soul. 1 have
walteu impatiently for this hour. You
are going away to-morrow : and [
must #speak to you to-night, Marlan
Ia in the ante-room there ; I brought
her with me. [ told her I must speak
o vou lo-night, and she came at
once. Felix, wll! you Ilisten?"

‘How can 1 help but listen?” he
réplied. “What do you wish to say
o me, Lady Chevenix 7™

With & charming gesture of impa-
tienee she laid a finger on his lips,

“You must not ecall me ‘Lady
Chevenix,"’ ghe eald, "] am 'Vike
let’ to you. Say *“Violet,” and then |
will tell you what 1 came for.”

Perhaps, il he had had time 10
prepare hamsel!, to think matters
over, to take some precautions, he
would have known etier how to
listen wpid whiat Lo BEAY. Ar It WaLH,
ghe seemed suddenly to have taken
possession of him, of his whole
nature,

" You make me say
Violet," he said,

Bhe clasped her
them upeon his arm.

*1 want to teil
Felix.' el sald—" give me your
attentlon while I narrate it. Years

\ MAgo there was a girl—young, foolish,
and, the world sald, sair. Bhe was
vadn, too, of her 'beaniy, and expect-

ml to ach.eve great Lhings with L.

She loved with all ber heart romeone

who was mwore than worthy of her

love, amd she promised to be his wife,

Fut soerrow amd mizfortuns came to

him, while a wealthy wooer sought

her—one who offersd her wealth and
title, houses and lands—aml she—
well, I am aghamed ©f her, Felix, she

was valo, and much Wweaker than a

woman ; she was young, too, and not

overwlise, =he had nobility enough,
dhowever, to see what was right,
though not to do it. She was tempied
by her love of Tuxury and comfori—
ele was badly advised, wrongly influ-
eneed | and she, weaker, 1 say again,
than a woman, gave up her lover—
the one man in Athe world whom she
loved—and married the wealthy
csuitor, How she sulffered mo oue
knows, no one can tell. Her marriage
turnel out o be n most disastrous
one. 8ie had mwoney, luxury of every
kind, but she never had one moment
of happiness—one moment of peace,
of rest. Sie had ontward gayely, oul-
ward brilliapcy and pleasure ; but
her Hfe was one round of lamenta-
tion aml anxlous sorrow. NOo one
knew what she sulfered ;: no one knew
how she regrotted the lost troe, dear

love who woulkl have made her e

& heaven on earth. After she was

married, she met him again, and—

well, e was always cokd and dis-
tant to her. What she thought and

what she suffered was kpown 1o

ersell. Then, aflter long years of

bumilinting pervitudes she WAH
alone agailn amd free. What do you

| think she did, Felix ?

' 7 "1 eannot eay,” he replied,

! oow, loarse voice.

; “I will tell you. After those long

' years s&he founmdl that she still loved
the dear companion of her youth.
she salkd to hersell that he had never
married—perhaps he still cared for
her—aml one night, when he was slt-
ting alone, she went to him—asr |
have come to you—knelt by his slde

—n9 1 kneel by yours—and prayed

i to hilm—as I pray to you="0Oh, my
¢ lost love, my Jdear love, [orgive me,
! nil take me to your heart again.'"
y Amd the lovely head drooped until It
lay upon his arm.

El He made no answer just then. His
whale soul was stirred within him
—his whole heart touched. After a
few minutes she raised her [ace to
his, nm«l he saw tears upon It.

“Yiolet,” he said, I do not know
what to say to you. You have
taken me 0 complelely by surprise.
I aum lost—hewildered. 1 cannot col-
et myself.®

o von would say ‘Yes' to
me 4t once,” she returned, sadly, *Oh,
Felly, have you not forgiven me 7 Tell
me toat flrst. Have you f[orgiven
s T "

He lcokedd ant her thoughtfully,
watching the fire<l)ght gleaming on
her golden hair and on her rieh jew-
els,

“Ye= . I have Torgiven you, Viclet—
I lorgave you long ago.’

*Qmite, or was it only a half for-
Eiveness, Felix 7

“Uuite,” he replied. “I am sare of
At. My heart was full of hot anger
Jdor many long months, but It «ied
away . aml then, when I saw that
Jou were not happy, I forgave you.”
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. “WHE all your heart, Felix ?°'
! “With all my hear!,’ he answered;

: |
Te- Mlputes between thew,

“You forgave me ? Then, Felix, why
will yon nut take me luto your heart
again

His face grew deathly pale—his
Lhande trembled, She saw such decp
fmotion in his face that ber owh
Erew pale,

"You see but one gide of the ques-
tlon,” he salid. “Now, listen to me.
I loved a girl, Violet—ah, Heaven,
how I loved her. She was the very
H}xht of my eyes! She wae the pulse
of my heart! She was the very soul
o my life—my one priceless jewel.
She loved me—her fair face bright-
ened for me—her gweet eyes rained
love and kindness on me—her volee
made all my music. I had no life
outaide of her sweet life ! Heaven for-
Kive me, [ worshipps! her—no man
“ver worshipped o woman so madly,
0 blindly, or s well. I at any
time my poor life would have serveil
bir, 1 would have given it, If at any
time I could have died for her, |
would have died. And she was kind
Lo me. It drives me mad even now
when I remember that she once
placed her arms around my neck and
promised to be my wife. Then over
the heaven of my content what
clowls came! [ was working—as man
selklom works—to make a home for
my darling, and place her in it. I
wue seeking every plcture, every or-
nament that I thought would beau-
Lily a home, for one who would her-
well adorn it most. What happened?
A wealthier lover came—not, mind
FJou, one who loved hTer more, not
One whom whe could love—a
man, o say the  besi ol
him, coarse of psoul aond hard ol
heart; he could not even appreci-
itte the exquisite loveliness of my
love, He Leld out his hands to ner,
amd they were filled with gold ;
he offered her title, money, jewels
—everything that wowen love. He
laughed to scorn the notion that
any tie to me bound her. * Leave
him,” he sald—‘he is poor. Come Lo
me—l am rieh.' What did she do,
Lthia love of mine, who held my
heart in her hands

The beautiful head
er and Jlower,

“Have pity on me,
erwed—"have pity!"

‘I do not mean to bha hard; I am
ooly telling the truth. This is my
version of the story, Violet. What
did she do ? Did the first noble in-
stinets of true woamanhow! come
0 her? Did she turn with fidelity
to me ? No.  Ehe flung my love
back in my face, she trampled my
life under her feet, and she erush-
ed my heart in her hand—she Jilted

drooped low-

Felix," she

me! Nay, do not shrink from the
word, Violet; it is the only ome,
She Jjited me<left me to be the

subjecL of men's laughter and wo-
men's jeers—left me 1o o burning
fire of anguish that nothing could
Elacken

or cool—left me with my
life ruined.”
Again ebhe raissd her hands to
him. and eried -
“Have pity on me! You are tery
ribly hard.”
"Nay, 1 am but just, Violet. And

then this woman who had Jeft me to
liughter anid ruin enme to me— wh,
heaven, Lthat wowmen can be o light !
=—cnme 1o me with a smile and asked
me 10 take her into my heart agaim
The paet, which had been ona lomg
Agony to me, was to be copdoned by
it Emile, the torture of years to be
t0othed by a few kind words !

He stopped; the passion of his own
words mastered him.

“You sala you had forgiven me,
dear”: and Violet's hands touched his
clustering hair.

“Yes, I have forgiven you.
to me, Violet. She came to me again,
this woman who had betrayed me
with the dead man's spoils in her
pard.  She came to me bright with
Jawels, radiant wilh the magnificenca
his wealth had provided for her — the
wenlth for which she lelt me. She
Leld on ther hands Lo me laden with
ris treasures : she brouwght to me Lhs
¥ oils her perfidy and falsehood had
won for her. 1 should be less thap
A man if [ shared those spoils with
her—ehould I wot, Violet ¢  When you
left me, and men laughed because YO

Listen

had Jeft me for mo ney, Iy
very sorrow |iad a dignity
in  It. What should I be nyow,
even in your eyes, if 1 took vk
baek to my heart with the Hame
money that your falsehoodl had
won 7 1 should be less than a
man.”

“l can not understand you,” ahe
sald, piteously.

In his passion he scemed 1o fise
to a height which that weak soul
could not reach:. but the pitiful
pleading voice touched him and
made him gentle agaln. He look-
ed down into the lovaiy faes,

“Violet, yo= whi understand this,
sSuppose that when vou Joved me
most I had left you and had mar-
riedd a rich woman—a woman whom
[ didd not love, but married solely |
because she was rich—thai ahe died
nfter a few years, and I came back
to you, with her money in my
hands,. and asked vou to share it
—would vou do it

“Yes, 1 think I should, Felix™

“Perhape I might have expectled
guch an answer from vou. I would
Ot act in such' a fashion. I shouid
be lesm than a man now to take
dead Sir Owen's gold, and with It
you,"

Bhe looked at him with a half-
bewildered air, yet still seemed to
think that she could persuade and
poften him by sweet wonrds.

“l1 have been so unhappy withont
you, lFelx,” she murmaral. *You doe
ol know it all; it reemed Lo me as
though I had jost the half of my goul
wign I lost you—Iit is not wrong to
gay 80 to you now. I waa very un-
Lagpy, Felix. I Tounid out roon al-
terward that I could never be bap-
py¥y without you.”

He made no answer, and she took
ceurage. She lawd her faes o his arm.,
The waves of golden hair fell over his

Lanids,
“Do forgive me, Felix,” she said. “[

wan s0 young and so thoughtless.
I did not nnderstand.”
&0 ghie knelt, while the fire=‘icht

then there was silence for a few played over her, and the face ol Feily

Lorsdale was turned from Ler.
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“I am co torry for 1t all, Fels,”
the sweel volce went on—*'go very
torry. You see, dear, thrre wera
greal excuses for me, though they do
Lot eeem great Lo you. I was veryl
fain—every oue flattered me anpd
Frafsed me, and I was Jed away. I
thought my beauty was great eno EN
to merit any wtatlon. Then, Felix, [
Was ko yvoung—oli, my dear, forgive
me, I wax so young—and foolish ! I
tate 1ep nted o’ it ever sin‘e | 1ove
You now just as much'as when we |
stood in the moonlight together.” |

He ralsed ber face and looked into
it. It was beswtiful enough 10 tempt
any man to forego honor. He looked
jn‘tn the depths of the violet eyes,

You are sorry for it, Violet,” he
En.il]*-“renllr and truly sorry ?°

Yes; I am indeed, Felix" : and her
lfnndu were clasped round his own,
“I am, dear—my life has been all re-
gret."”

“ADSwer me truly—if the time
Came over again, would you act in
the same manner

The soft eyes wavered hall a mo-
ment, aud then fell.

“I cannot tell ; It cannot eome over
agaly. That 15 a strange question.
Ansver me one—truly, Fellx, Do you
love me

She gaw the sudden gleam of pas-
;r:iinrr light in his face and deepen in

B ]

“Do [ Jove you? Yes. Heaven lelp
me, I do! If I did not love you, I
should not suffep.™

" You are not quite sure that you
have not met any one since whom
you liked even ever so little, Felix

" No,”" he answered; “when n man
has loved a woman like you, Violet,
It Is not easy to forget her.”

“'Then, Felix, if you love me and

love you. why should we not be
happy 7 What stands between ns?"

"My own honor,” he replied—"my
dignity as a man, my pride as a
gentleman, Ii you were penniless,
Violet, I would kneel to ¥ou, I vow,
and pray you to be my wifle,”

" What stands between us? she
asked again, ; 0,
“Your aead husband's gold—the

gold for which yon broke Your plight-
H}i troth and left me. You By,
Violet, that you were young and

thoughtless when you slnned, that
You hardly realized all you were
deing. I believe that. Suppose now

I believe in you, and agaln let mysell
drift upon the golden sea of hope
and love. Some wealthler suitor
might come—an earl this time—and
You would leave me once more."

“ No, never again,” she cried, cling-
ing to him—"never again "

Hig face softensd into deepest ten-
derness as he lookad at her, The old
love 8o long trampled down and T
pressed seemed to leap into new and
vigorous life.

* Never again!™ ¢hoe repeated, ]
love you—and 1 would be true 1o
J‘ﬂl-h" : :

" Then give me a proof, I hate
this wealth for which vou forsook
me ! [ liate thie splendor and magnifi-
cence for which you bartered your
truth and fideiity ! I will never bene-
‘it by them. Taey robbed me of You,
they deetroyed the best part of my
life—I will have none of them! Xuo
man sLall say to me that I profited
by your falsebood and enjoyed the
price of your sin—for It was a B,
Violet. Listen to me, my darling. This
I8 what By honor dictates—and my
honor is dearer to me than my life.
I lova you, aml ask no higher gift
from Heaven than to ecall you my
own ; bel you must come to me un-
fettered with dead Bir Owen's weallh
—I will bave notue of it!  Yop must
give up your mansion, your jewels,
your servante—ali the magoificence
furnisixed by him. I will provide a
beautiful Louse for you—not grand
and stately like this, but a home that
ghrall be a heavea of love. You mar-
riel for money, Violet—money did not
bring ¥ou happliucss, Now marry for
love—that wiil,™

whe looked up at him with a be-
wildered air, :

“1 g0 not  understand. Do yom
mean that I am to surrender all the
fortune my hushand has left me ?

“1 mean just that, Violet : I will
never ghare it” ;

“Hat, Pelix,” ¢he sald, * that
would be absurd, now that it is all
mine to do asg I Llike with. What could

I do with it ?
“ Build  hospitals, churches—any-
thing vou like, except keep it."

Ehe looked at him thoughtfually,

“Do you not think that that is
very hard ™ ghe snid,

“No, 1do not : to share It, 10 bene
fit by it, would seem to me like
charing a sln, There is the true test
of love, Violet. 1 forgive with all

my heart the fault that yvou LY was|

committed in the thoughtlessness of
Youth. Now I give you the chance
of redeeming it. Give up the wealth
that tempted yoa to do me Wrong,
antd Iwill bless the day that brings
You to me again.”

He looked at the diamond necklace
the wore; unclasping it, he lald it
upon the table,

“Your neck is a thousand tlmes
more beautiful,” he sald, “without
that cirelet. Can you give up all
guch deckings, Violet 7

“It is such a thing to ask me"
ehe sald, i

“It I8 o true test of love. You had
to choose onece before between
me and money—then you chose
money. I plaee the two belfore you
again—which will yon choose? You
cannot plead youth, or ignorance or
vanity, or even undue influence now.
You have learned many things: and
I sy this Is a true test of love.But,
Violet, it is not falr 1o ask you to
decide hurriedly—take time over |t
It is much to ask, 1 know : but [ of-
fer something betier in return—and
yYou shall never repent the gaerifice,”

“All the world would laugh at me,”
she said.

“The world would eay you had
given up all for love .But, Violet,
mind, I do not wish to persuade
Yo, | lepve the decision to yoursell.
For the second time in your life
you have to choose between love and
money. Ponder it, and tell me in a
few days what you have decided
upony™ « £

She looked up at him wistfully.

“Is that your [inal decision, Fe-
lix * she asked.

“Tes; I caunot change it, Violet, |
Most men make an ido! of romething ;
my idol is self-respeet,” he replied.

“Could you mot make an idol of
me " ghe whispered.

“Yes, it you are not framed in a
golden setting,” e answered.

che was gilent then for a [few
minutes, while the fire-light played
over her golden bhair, and he drew the
iong Flining tresses through his fin
gers. =2he laid her head on his breast
anml closed her eyes.

*“ Let me rest here for a few min-
uten,” she said; “here only have I,
ever found rest on earth.”

When she ralsed her eyes to his,
they were wet with tears. )

] o
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*Felix,” she.said, *{ must go nowy
It fo growing ate. Wi you kiss me
befora I goi?

Il bent down and kissed the lovely
luce—not once, but many t'mes. Then
e rose to quit the room H: remem-
bered long afterward how she kept
her eyes fixed on his face until she
reached the door.

*Good-bye, Fe!ix,"” she sald— and

| the very tone of her voice was like

a riphy,
H: had  kept himrelf outwardly
very ea'm durieg  the Interviaw,

Violet did not know wiit a terrinve
tempest was raging wilhin him. He
Lhtew sslde paper and pen when the
deor was closed,
“T ean write no more,” he sald.
it heart beat fast and his braln

“e¢emed to be on fire — his pulse
throbbed wildly, every nerve wae
st rained,

“I must go into the alr.” he told
Ll:m'nelr; “these walle are stifling

o

He went ont through the window ;
and he spent the night, as he had
rﬁnt many another, in walking ra-
pidly, 8o that he might beat down
:.‘llim temptation that was come to

m.

For It was a temptation. So lov-
Ing and so lovely, so gracious and
fair, was Violet that he could have
clasped her to his breast, and have
cried out in rapture that she was
his. But honor stoo between them.
He would never accept the dead
man's gold.

In the morning he did not see Vio-
let at the early breakfast, Miss
Hetheote eame down and made itea.
Lady Chevenlx had sent her, she sald,
She did not eeem quite well, Miss
Hetheote looked Inquiringly at Fe-
lix, as though she would lain nsk
what had passed between them, bnt
no word was spoken, and Darey Lons-

dale left Garswood yuite  uncon-
scious that It had been offered to
his son,

(To be continued.)

COVER CROPS FOR ORCHARDS.

When and How to Sow—The Best
Sorts.

On May 17th, the Dominion Fruit In-
spectors met in the orchard at the Cen-
tral Experimental Farm and discussed
cover crops. The subject was .ntro-
duced by Mr. W. I. Macoun, horticul-
turist, who gave his experience with
different plants used for this purpose,
and told what he considered were the
principal uses of cover crops. He sail
that the importance of a covering for
the soil in winter was strongly impress-
ed on him after the winter of 1805-04,
when many trees were root killed at the
LUentral Experimental Farm. Sinee that
time the subject had received much at-
tention by his department.  ‘the main
uses of the cover crop are: To hold
the snow in winter and thus protect
the roots of the trees; to furnish vege-
table matter to plough under in the
spring for the purpose of obtaining hu-
mus and nitrogen; and to act as a cateh
crop in autumn to prevent leaching of
plant food made available during the
summer. He recommended, as the best
general practice for growers, cultivating
the soil until near or about the =iddle
of July when the trees have made most
of their growth and do not need so
much moisture, and then seeding down
to Common or Mammoth HRed clover,
sown broadeast at the rate of 12 Ibs
per acre, or with Hairy Veteh at the
rate of 30 to 40 Ibs per aere. Sown at
that time these plants usually make
a good cover by auntumn, At the Cen
tral Experimental Farm, Hairy Veteh
was sown on June 18th, 1903, in drills
28 inches apart at the rate of 20 Ibs per
acre. These received two cultivations
and by the end of the first week in Aug-
ust the plants were between the rows.
By sowing earlier, as in this ease, a bet-
ter stand may be obtained, and by ecul-
tivation moisture is conserved while the
plants are getting established, Twenty
pounds per acre sown in drills in this
way were found quite sufficient to make
a good cover. There was practically
no injury from mice where cover crovs
were used, as their depredations *were
prevented by using either ordinary build-
ing paper or wood veneers, No fruit
grower should neglect having a cover
crop as a fine bearing orchard in bare
goil might be destroyed which would
have been saved had there been a cover
erop.  Proof of this was furnishd by the
great “freeze” in Essex County in 1800,

The seed for the eover erop should be
sown, if possible, when the gronund is
moist, as in the summer the seed will
germinate quickly if there is moisture,
After the seed is cown the land should
be rolled as this will bring the mosture
to the surface and about the seed and
hasten germination. It is important to
get growth started in good time, as
there is sometimes a protracted drought
in July and August, which prevents ger-
mination and spoils the prospect for a
good cover erop. In districts where
the conservation of moisture is import-
ant the cover crop should be turned un-
der as soon as pcesible in the spring and
in some parts plants which wer killed by
winter are preferred as there is no loss
of moisture through them in spring.
Leguminous plants are, on the whole,
best for ecover crops as they take ni-
trogen from the air, but often oats and
rape are used to good advantage.

BABY LAUGHS.

Baby laughe when mother gives
him Baby's Own Tablets they taste
good and make him well and happy.
They are mother's help and baby's
every day friend. Guaranteed to
contain no opiate or harmful drog.
The tablets aid digestion, cure col-
ic, prevent diarrhoea, cleanse the
bowels, allay teething irritation and
care all the common ills of ehild.
hood. No ecross, sleepless ehildren
in homes where Baby's Own Tablets
are used,  Mrs, M. Ready, Denb gh,
Ont., says; “I don't know what
higher praise [ ean give Baby's
Own Tablets than to say I wonld
not b w.thout them in the house,
I have found them all that is claimed
and keep them on hand to meet any
emergency.” Sold by all medicine
dealers everywhere, or sant by mal]
at 25 ceals by writing The Dr. Wil-
Fam<’ Medle!ne Co., Proekville, Ont.

Kansas Stories of a Tornado.
(kansas City Journal.)
One of the freaks of the MePherson
fornado was to lift a barn and carry it
away without injuring or disturbing five
horses which stood within it on the

—— I workers and basket makers. Barbers are
venerally  regarded as “unclean,” and
_ s | undrymen are unsquivoealy elassed in

the same lot, the idea being that they
have a lot of dirty washing to do. Cer-
tain domesiic servants are also classed
a8 ‘uncleg:.’

A person may lose easte by embracing
. Christianity or Mohammedanism, by go-
1z to Evrope or Ameriea, by marrving
4 widow, by publicly throwing away the
sacred thread, by puslicly eating beef,
pork or fowl, by publicly eating kachi
food cooked by a Mohammedan, Chris-
tian or low class Hindu, officiatnig as a
Prieat in the house of a very low class

Sudra, and, §if 5 woman, by immoralit
—London Daijly Express, é 4

THE WONDERFUL RECOVERY OF
A NIPISSING MAN,

}:‘Hrlthh With Partial Parnlysis He
Was Cuoable to Use Bithier Liight
Avm or Right Leg.

Mr. John Craig, a well-known far-
mer living pear Kells, Nipssing dis-
iriet, Ont., is another of the many
paralytics, who owes |his present
good lealth and abllity to go about
—Iil not life itself—to the use of Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills. Mr. Craig gives

USE OF THE PROVERS,

s  experience as fodows. “DBat for "
the biessing of God and the use of | Advantages That Are Witty and Oth
Dr. Williams Pink Pillse 1 do not be- erwise,

lieve that I would be alive to-day. 1
wak stricken with that terrible afflie-
{ tion, partial paralysis, 1 had abso-
lutely no power in my right arm or

+ I was pot able to sit up—in
et if 1 tried to do so I would fall
over. 1 had to be lifted like a child
and my family and [riends believed
death was very near. The doctor
toid me that he could do nothing
me, and that I was liable at any mo-
ment to have a second stroke which
would earry me off. I was i this de-
plorable eondition, when I was ad-
vised to use Dr. Williams' Pink Pllle.
I sent for three boxes and before
they were all used I could move the
lingers on my hand, which had hith-
erto been absolutely numb, and pow-
erless. You ean scarcely imagine my
Joy at this convincing proof that the
pills were helping me. From this on
I kept getting stronger and the con-
tro! of my paralyzed limbs gradually
came back, until I was again able
to walk about and eventually to
work. To my pelghbors my cure
sceme like a miracle, as not one of
tliem ever expected 1o see me out
of bed again. I gladly give permission
to publish the story of my ecure,
with the wigh that it may bring life
and hope and activity to sme oolher
sullerer."

The cure of Mr. Craig gives addi-
tional evidence that Dr. Willlams'
Pink Pills are not an ordinary medi-
cine, and that their power to cure
in all troubles of the blood or nerves
places them beyond all other medis
cires. You can get these pills from
any medicine dealer or direct by mall
at 50 cents a box or gix boxes for
82.50 by writing The Dr. Williams'
Medicine Co., Drockville, Ont. Sap
that the full pame “Dr. Williams'
Pink Pilla for Pale People" is print-
ed on the wrapper around every box.

Many proverbs have come down to us
from remote ages and are common ig
all nations. It is said that a king ot
Samos worked his slaves nearly to death
i making a vineyard; this provoked
one of them to prophesy that  his
master would mvernﬁlrink of the wine
The King, being told of this, when the
rst grapes were produced, took a
lmmlfull. and, pressing the juice into
@ cup in the presence of the slave, de
rided him as a false prophet. “Many
things happen between the cup and the
lip,” the slave replied. Just then @
shout was raised that a wild boar had
broken into the vineyard; the King,
without tasting, set down the cup, ran
Lo meet it, and was killed in the en-
counter. Henceforin the words of the
tlave passed into a proverb. From this
Greek original come two French pro-
verbe: “Between the hand and the mouth
the soup is often spilt,” and “Wine pour
ed out is not swallowed,” Neither is s
near the original as  our English,
“There’s many a slip "twixt cup and
lip.” It is curious to trace how Eimi-
lar ideas have taken root in different
languages, and the various modes of il
lustrating the same thought. To take
for instance, one or two familiar pro-
verbs in our own language, We sy,
“A bird in the hand = worth twe In
the bush.” The same idea is CXpressed
by Italians when they say, “Better am
cgg to-day than a pullet to-morrow™
and the French proverh is  gtill more
significant, “One hiere-it-is is better than
two you-shall-have-its,” “Detter a Jev.
eret in the kitehen than a wild boar in
the forest,” the Livonian sayving, com-
veying the same meaning. Another well-
known proverh, “Where there's a will
there's a way,” which significs that if a
man has but the resolution, he will make
use of such means as come to hand teo
attain his objeet., The French eounter-
part of this says: “He that has a good
head does not want for hats”™

The proverbs on luck are numerous
and expressive in all languages, In Eng
lish we say, “It is better to be born
lncky than rich.,” The Arabs eonvey the
same idea in the apt proverb: “Throw
him into the Nile and he will come up
with a fish in his mouth”; while the
Germans say: “If he flung a penny on
the roof a dollar would come back te
him." A Spanish proverh says: *“God
gend you luck, my son, and little wit
will serve you.,” There is a Latin adage
“Fortune favors fools,” and it is to this
Touchstone alludes in  his  reply  te
Jacques, “Call me not fool till Heaven
hath sent me fortune.” The Germans
Ay : Wlaek I__Iq_r'lh. On l'll'lu' liis :-utupidi'fj','
and “Fortune and women are fond of
f““‘j"‘ntr rl.hl"r"' j"' i:!"“l al ]..J.L"III I'irl.l'l.l‘rh
which shows that the converse of this
holds pood. “Fortune makes a fool of
him whom she too much favors.™

There is no doult that much of what
12 called sueeesz in life -h-]""ll-lli W
“getting well into the groove™ and keep
ing there. Some unlucky Englishman is
! responsible for the saving: “If mv fa
ther had made me a hatver men would

WORKMAN WORSHIPS HIS TOOLS.

Festival of Sri Plncha:;:, Singular March
Observance of India.

Of all the many wonderful sights in
that wonderful land if Inuia, none is
perhaps more striking to the European
than the festival of Sri Pancham. Pan-
cham is the god who looks after the im-
plements of those who have to work for
their living, and one day early in the
year is set apart to pay homage to
those implemnts. The nicht before the
festival the wmechanic polishes up  his
implements, If he is wont to look after
& gas engine, he gives it a thorough
overhaul, or if he be a carpenter, or a
weaver, or a blacksmath, he makes his
tools bright and lays them out for the
coming morn.

On the day of the festival the imple-
memts are festooned with flowers or
other decorations, and during the day
the religious minded Hindu offers dain-
ties to his tools, particularly sweet-
meats. While he offers the sweets he
mutters prayers, invoking success to his
future labor,

It is wonderful how the sweetmeat | have been borm without heads.” Lot
enters into the life of the Hindu. It is | this ecan searcely e called original, as
eaten out of all proportion to his other } an unfortunate Aral, ages ago, de

clared, “If 1 were to trade in winding
gheets no one would die.” It is to men of
this stamp the French apply the proverh,
“Falls on e back and breaks his
nose" ; the Italians, “He would break his
neck over a straw.” “"Misfortunes sel-
dom comes singly,” has many equiva-
lents in all languages. The Spaniards say
"“Weleome, misfortune, if thoun comest
glone'™ and “*Whither Loest thow, mis-
fortune? To where there is more " The
Italians have numerous |-rtm-rhu in Lhe

food; but then, an Indian swestmeat is
a sweetmeat. Many a Hindu family lives
entirely on confections, and the latter do
not carry with them the surfeit experi-
enced after an overdose of butterscoteh,
The Mayara and Halwi castes make the
confections, and the delicacies are highly
prized by all classes of people in India

£0 much 8o wat the demand for them
by the poorer families is limited only
by their means. The dainties manufac-
tured and sold by the Halwis require

very considerable skill, and are YEry | same gtrain: “One 11l mlls lilnlllll'!'."
costly. Some of the confections are| “One misfortune ¢ the eve of an-
called pﬂkki mathai, and usually consist other,” “A misfortune and a friar are

seldom alone.” The same applies also to
good fortune. “It never rains but it
pours,” or, as the Arabs say, “If Tha
wind blows it enters at every erevice,
“He that i= down, down with him,” lias
its eounterpart in all ecountries. “He that
falle all the worlkl runsg over,” 5 the
German mode of saving it and the Por.
tuguese proverb runs, “All bite 'tT:F hit-
ten dog,” while the Freneh eqguivalent
i, “When a dog is drowning evervbody
brings him drink.”

But there is a Spanish proverh we
shall do well to remember: they sav of
a tedious writer, “He leaves no ink in
his inkpot.” It is impossible in an ar-
ticle of this length to more than touch
the fringe of this wide #u'iject., Refer-
ring a8 they do to almost every range
of human concern and necessarily asso-
ciated with the literatnre of every period,
proverbs have helped to preserve the
memory of events and ideas which oth-
erwise would have been forgotten. The
gtudent will find they are nlnn::h.nt]y
capable of vieldiny most intercsting in-
formation.—London Globe.

of flour, peasemeal, pulverized rice,
eream, ete., fried in “ghi” or baked in
strong solutions of sugar. So it will
thua be seen that the Hindu, in offering
eweets to his implements and his gods,
does the best within bis power to pay
homage to that which brings him the
wherewithal to live,

After the offering. the varions castes
congregate together, eat the sweets and
hold high holiday. The higher castes,
among whom are numbered the Govern-
ment clerks. etc., pay homage to the
items by which they get their living, At
one ceremony some thirty elerks erected
an altar on the roof of the buildings in
which they work. The altar was made
of an old packing case, draped with pa-
per, and surmounted by a large bottle of
ink. Around the Lottle were placed pen-
holders, nibs, sealing wax, envelopes,
blotting paper, and last, but not least,
red tape. e clerks marched reverently
to the ink bottle, ete., offering them
gifts -of food and coins, the service con-
eluding, as usual, with a feast of sweet-
meats. Only cerfain eas'es may eat of
the sweetmeats offered by other castes
to the gods,

It is laid down, for instance, that a

WHAT BECOMES OF HAIRPINS,

Brahman must avoid, if possible, eating | —
any kind of food in the house of a Sudra | Emile Zola Picked Up 187 of Them ox
(artisan), and that under no ecireum- One Walk.

stances is he to eat any food cooked with
water and salt by a Sudra, or touched
by a Sudra after being cooked. On the
other hand, the lower classes of the
Brahmans are sometimes compelled by
necessity to honor the Sudras by aec-
cepting their hospitality, and even then
they eal only uncooked food. or ench !
fend as iz coobed by Bralmans supplied
by the host. The prejudice against eat-
ing food that has been touched by one
of an inferior caste is very strong, and

What becomes of nl the pins has long

been & grave question occupyving the
minds of the scriously inclined, and

where all the hairpins go to has always
been a question for women to ponder
The late Emile Zola thought he had
some light the destiny of hairpine
when on a single afternoon’s walk he
picked up no less than 187. If a recent
invention, however, is successful, says
the New York Globe, it wil no |

every Hindu family that can afford a _ ible to follow a woman by
cook gnnurn!g employs a Brahman.as he :":_im' tfm hairpin she jeaves behind
belongs to the highest caste. The new safely hairpin—need ol

her,
be said, invented by a mere man—is of
the corkscrew variely, warranied pot to

come out until pulled.

Itnf: interesting to mote that among
the “clean™ Sudras are weavers, sweet-
meat makers, ironsmiths, goldsmiths,

persmiths, braziers. carpenters, tai-
lors and grain . Among the
manufacturing end artisan castes that

Putting Him to the Test.
“Here, my boy,” said the old gemtle-

dirt floor. Another was the flight of a|are fegarded as “unclean” Sudras are )
iouse some distance, and its landing up- hrﬂa:r tadi drawers and sellers of spir- | man, “T wouldn't hk: thrt-" “G'om,
swe down without breaking a single ﬂu-lﬂm liquors, oil manufacturers, salt den,” retorted !‘hﬂ boy, “Let’s sec how
aow . - _masufocturers, leatber workers, mat jyou would do it” = o iy
i _,.. v oW Mg
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