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“But Bell,” says Jeanne.

“He likes it—he is never happy when
out of the reach of tobacco smoke. He
smokes, himself,* in seeret-—don’t wvou,
Bell 1" :

“What did you say, Hal*" asks Bell.
leaning over the hood, and smiling hap-

ily.

’ “Fine view!" shouts Hal “Now,
Jeanme, you can take the ribbons, Kee
that near sile mare to her work. She
is inclined, woman-like, to shirk it. And
now for a eigar. Steady! hold them in,
or they will get the upper hand! They
are not o ;mir of ehildren’s I:ﬂnil}s, you
know."

feanne, full of delight, laughs joyous-
ly: the air is clear and rare, the horses
dash alonz full of metal, Hal is by her
side; Jeanne 15 almost happy, would be
quite happy but that the solitary fiugre,
with its head in its hand, in the
v rises efore her eyes; then
=uddenly.
yme he is driving about wilh
v Lucelle,” and her lips twiteh, and
« bestows a little ent on the mare.
suve Hal: “a little of that
very long way with that
| Think of Bell's neck, if

regard for mine.”
promises obedience, and
=same time in silence,
anne draws n little closer and
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apenks up,” e savs, quietly;

* L the oroom aboutl his
cramdmother. What s 61"

nonehalerce, it i evident

something on his  mind

ml vheerfiuiness is meant

 Jeanre, “1 have been think-
fowvon told

Hal! I am so ROCry.

wsr mgnl,
Are  yom
i% =% Y o
a bov. Hall®
FEILTE !JL"t':'Il""I"!“ EH‘ =AYV, Il:qu.‘k
bove have their feelings.
do T love her. ‘ﬁll)‘, yes, 1
next?
vl Eeen her tnll.l;l'_"-""' i aen
her last?" asked Jeamme.
Ihree dava ago, amd then only to
Lo, | fapey—mind, it is only faney
1_-t--F||_1-. F“Th"-i“ the couni,
wprove of our aepuaintanee, for
s ot taken her ridle, nor
lawn by the stream, and the last
I saw her she looked Il'l:r' anmd
inge, amd her companion «tuck close
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vl walkesdd on &8> Lhat '-l"u'l

Verhaps [ beve seen the
; I'rineeas  Verona,
thine, ton, under the 1"11':‘lt!r‘--"lﬁﬂ*'l'l*-"
ile speaks lightly, but Jeanne's loving
eves are sharp, and she sees the twiteh
ai pain which passes over his handsome
Yl jade,
flal —Hal!™" ghe says, with a sigh. "3
sorry., very sorry; 1 wish you had
or met her”
dL o ot 'I'T“
Perhaps not,” she says, with a sigh.
s PIINYEON H“}'s:
:+ helier to have loved and lost,
never to have loved at all” '
[hat’s rot,” sava Hal, with ealm 1n-
itude.  “it's all very well for Fou
note poetry of that deseription, you
mve loved and won, amd are Jueky
T Wil ".'.“
anne looks np with a sudden li“h""i'
delicate lips. :

Do vou think so!™ she says, with a

lden yearning to tell him all; l-'lm't!"'r
moment and she wonld have told Iim,
and how muelhh would have been ”m'“"‘d
to her and olhers.

But before Ha! can invite confidence,
i1 interruption comes in the shape of
a low pony earriage, which approaches

om around the bend of the rond. A
wlv ia driving, with ancther by her side,
vivd Jeanne, whose eyes are sharp, utters
i low exelamation.

‘Hal, what a beautiiul gzirl!
Do vou know!"

Hal looks up with a slart;
controls himself.

“It is she—the ]‘l-ri:'u.ur'ﬂ*-'.L+ hve
wrriedly, “and that confounded
T ION.,

leanne's sympathetie l=art beats al-

wt as fast as his.

1 don't wonder then, al." she savs,
pst'v, “She is perfectiy lovely.”
CHAPTER XN :

Ihere is no time for more;: the prin-
ve-4 rai-es her face, an exquisile earnane,
and bows with a little smile that goes
«'ruight to Jeanne's heart. With a I1I‘l:|'
i*n impulse, she leans back :Il'!d puils
up the great bays. Verona 'iH"!ll-thH a
moment, then brings the ponies Lo &
standstill, and Hal, nervous, embarrass-
ol lighting for self-possession, leaps
fron the phaeton and goes up, kat m
Land

Ihe princess holds out her hand shyly

where is the old childish frankness’—-
and smiles.

“Good morning,” she says in her musi-
cul. hesitating English; “are you going
to Baden?”

fes,” save Hal. “This is my sister.”

“I shoull Lave kvown that,” murmurs
the princess,

“Jeanne, the Princess Veroma, Senora
Titella™

Then Eell ia introduced.

Jeanne nods and smiles.

“Help me down, Hal,” she says. and
Iial lifts ber from her high pereh. “Don’t

1 vl
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Who are
they?

then he

h"ni.-[ll‘!"l
Cuni-

[ s

;

1

and the! the prineess said she would eall?

“1 was eoming to pay my re
aiiernoon,” she savs.
and L” ‘

Jeanne smiles graciously at the pale-
fa ced eompanion, . i i
< “Will you eome?!” she says to Verona.

We shall be at home.”

“Then I will come,” says the princess,
simply,

“Is there anything 1 can do for you
at Baden? says Hal, going around to
the ecompanion. “Anv books, music, rib-
bons? I'm good at matching ribbons,”
he adds, forgetting that she is not likely
to carry her wardrobe to work in the
pony earriage.

The companion smiles coldly,

“I do not speak English,” she savs.

“That is a lie, I'll be sworn!" thinks
Hal, but, of ecourse, he only bows and
smiles, and backs around to the other
side again, where Jeanne is saying adieu.
~ “You will come? Be sure!” she adds,
I a lower voice. “May 1 say what 1
frel?—that we shall bz friends!™

“I hope—I am ecertain,” says Verona,
with such a sweet, confiding look in her
dark eyes that, as Jeanne says after-
ward, she can searcely help kissing her.

Then, just giving ker tiny hand to
Hal for a hali-moment, the princesa
gathers her reins together, and, waiting
till Jdeanne elimbs to her perch again,
drives on.

Barely is she iz out of hearing before
Jeanne, with her face all aglow, and her
eves sparkling, exelaims:

“Hal, she is the loveliest, sweotest
little ereature 1 ever saw in my life!™

“That's exactly what I think, unfor-
tunately!™ says poor Hal.,

“Ang 1t is a chame and a disgracseful
piece of cruelty!” savs Jeanne, “An old
man, amd urly, and a Russian!  Oh,
shame, shame! And, Hal, did you nolice
that woman with her®”

*I oid,” Ve lial.

Jeanne sets hor teeth,

“Her face, so cold and sel, made me
teel as if—as if 1 could drag that poor
ehild out of her reach. Hal, that woman
i= sel to wateh her!™

Hal's lips tichten.

“You think so, eh?®”

“I am sure of it,” says Jeanne, de-
cidedly.

“Uertainly, she 13 very dif ferent—the
princess, 1 mean.,” says Hal, musing.
“=he used to langh and talk like—like a
girl 10 a sechool fellow, and now she is
shv and reserved. Watches her, you
think "

“I am eertain,” savs Jeanne. “Did
vou notice how the woman leoked when
I saw
her thin lips compress, nad her eyes go
down,™

“But she can’t
sayvs Hal.

Jeanne shakes her head.

“1I don’t believe it."”

Hal nods assentingly.

“You are getting sharp, Jeanne,” he
savs, approvingly. “I don't believe it,
either, but what does it all matter?” he
adds, with a sigh. “You know what is to
happen. Desides—a princess!”

or the first time, Jeanne remembers
her title.

“You are a Bertram,” she says, with
a slow hauteur, “and the Lrother of an
English marchionesa!”™

“And as poor as a church mouze,” says
IIal. “Don’t talk about it, Jeanne; I can
see enly too plainly that what I want,
and you would help me to, can't Le. But
yon are a good girl to think about me in
the midst of your own happiness. Isn't
there am old proverb in our family that
no Bertram ean be happy in his love? 1
auppose fate ia satisfied with disproving
it in one instance—you are happy enough
for all the family put together.”

“Hal,” says Jeanne, trembling,

“Hal,” also says Bell, leaning forward,
“therc's Baden!™ :

And once more Jeanue's confidence 13
nipped in the bud. 2 e

“Retter give me the reins.” says Hal;
and he changes places. "Now for the
herds and flecks. have yvon :u'mngr:il
where to stop® No?! Then we'd better
go to the prireipal hotel. Let's see, you
bave been polishing up your (ierman,
haven't you? 1 not, we shail have to
shove old Bell forward.”

Jeanne laughs remorsefully; they have
both forgotten that faithiul, devoted
friemd. =+ faithfu!, devoled frienda are
forgotten until they are needed!

At the principal hotel, the appearance
of an elezant!y-apppointed carriage anl
the beautiful young English milady cre-
ate an excitement which is raised to
fever heat when it is learned that other
carriares are to follow, and both Jeannc
and Bell are required to explain that
all they need is some light refreshment
for themselves and horses, "

“Call for some beer and Johannis-
berg,” says Hal; “they're sure to have
‘e, And, mind, if you ask for anything
to eat, they'll bring you veal; it is the
only meat they go in for; that ia the rea-
son why you don’t see any cows or bul-

about—they kill them when they

“E;I:Tﬁnmm of beer and a bottle

of wine are brought; a giass of the lat-
ter Jeanne just =ips, and, leaving word
that they are gone to the celebrated gar-
dens, they start for a walk.

“Here's a fine unity for you to
moralize, Bell,” says Hal, as they enter
what used to be the ;a houae. *“Now,
then, for & sevmon on the evils of gam-

spects thi
“Senora Titella

understand English,”

-natured Bell hesitates.

we can hels them; let us go
l;ﬂ lm,’ he says, and they walk on
BLOW

It is Mr. Lambton and his daughters;
he is on his feet, presenting a fine speci-
men of the angry. irascible English
aquire, in a tourist’s suit of broad and
startling checks. Maud and Georgina,
dressed in elaborate travelling costumes,
are seated before a bottle of wine and a
tray of biscuits.

All are talking fast and furious, and
it is not until I, in his free-und-eas,y
way, puts his hand on Mr. Lambton's
shoulder, that they notice our party’s
approach.

‘Maud!"” eries Georgina, “here is Jean-
ne—1I mean the Marchioness of Ferndale!

Papa, look!”

}l::. Lambton turns—he is as red as a
turkey-cock—and takes off his hat; the
girla clasp Jeanne's hand, and cling to it;
all talk at once.

“What's the row?!” asks Hal.

“This impudent rascal—but whoever
thought of seeing you here, my MF
This impudent rascal pretends that he
don’t understand English, and won't
bring us some pale ale—and how’s the
marquis, my lady !—and we've asked him
a dozen, n hundred times!—and where
are you staying, Lady Ferndale?” ;

“All right,” aavs [al. “I think
I knmow enough of German to ask
for the bottle of Bass, Here, waiter,
bring some paley aley. That's what they
call pale ale, Mr. Lambton.” ‘

The waiter, with a grin of intelligence,
darts away, and brings the ale, and it
is a fact, they do call it “paley aley’!
Meanwhile Jeanne has been talking to
the two girls.

“Staying at your own castle !” says
Maud. “Papa, Jeanme—I mean the Mar-
chioness—has a castle in Cermany ! Jsn't
that delightful ¥

“And where i« Mrs, Lambton ¥
Jeanne.

“Oh, mamma is at the hotel. She has
a headache; she doesn't care to go about
much, She says the language makes her
ill, and generally stops in bed. Who-
ever would have thought of seeing you
here ! How kind of Mr, Bertram to trou-
ble about the ale ! And isn't Germany
delightful ! We are enjoying ourselves
go mueh ! But papa gets so angry with
everyhody beeause they can’t nnderstand
Englisl:; and onr German we learned of
the governess seems quite different to
what they speak here ! ;

“And you've got a castle here !” said
Georgina. “How delightful !’

“You must come and stay with ns”
sava Jeanne, “You must come at onee.
Vane will be so glad that we have met
yvou: it is a fortunate chance.”

" Both the giris color up with pleasure,

“Papa, do you hear ! Jeanne. the mar-
chioness, has asked us to stay with her !

Mr. Lambton, still exeitedly explain-
ing to Hal and Bell the outrageous mis-
conditet of the waiter in not understand-
ing English, is properly grateful, and the
invitation is aceepted.

Mr. Lambton is so relieved at meeting
with some one who can talk to “these
confounded” Germans, that he grows
quite cheerful, and the party go back to
the hotel—which happens to be the same
at which the carriages have been put
u uite happy.

pff;]nne nuﬂj up to visit Mrs. Lamb-

ton, and finds that lady in a magnifi-
cent apartment—wherever Mr. Lambton
goes, hie has the best of everything, and
pays twice the proper charge for it !—
and exceedingly uncomfortable.

“My dear,” she says, “I shall only be
too delighted to come! 1 can’t bear
these foreign parts. where you don’t un-
derstamd a word that's spoken! And
Lambton does fly into such violent pas-
gions ! And how well you are looking
—not an hour older! I always said
that you were quite a child. and you look
it still. Oh, I shall be giad to come !"

“You must come at onece, to-night,”
says Jeanne, “Hal and Mr. Bell shall
make all the arrangementiz. 1 am so
glad we met youn. Why didn’t you tell
me that you were coming abroad ¥

“I didn't know it says poor Mrs,
Lambton; “they made up their minds in
a minute, and away we came. And
how is Mr. Vane—the marqguis. | mean?
It seems so strange to call him by so
grand a name.” |

“Vane is quite well,” says Jeanoe with
a little sigh.

Then she zoes down and finds Mr.
Lambton fussing about Lord Nugent, in
a state of excitement cansed by so
many lords and ladies,

But Hal is restless, al=o, and wants to
get back, for a reason which Jeanne
knows,

Presently, in the midst of the clatter,
Lord Lane's carriage arrives, To say
that Clarence is not in good humor is to
deseribe his state of mind in the mild-
est phrase,

e day is hot, the road dusty, and,
thanks to Mr. Bell, he has been packed
up in a barounche with three other per-
sons, instead of driving with Jeanne, His
surprise, not to say consternation, at
the of Maud and Georgina, is in-
describable: however, he conevals it, and
they -— well, they greet him in the
friendliest maner ible.

Hal and Bell make arrangements for
the Lambtons’ journev, and, after what
seems an endless delay to Hal, the cas-
tle party are ready to start on their

mgn home,

ce more Clarence hovers abqgt the
phaeton in which Jeanne is already
seated.

“If you are tired Hal” he says, “I
will take the bays home for you.”

But Hal shakes his head.

“No, thanks,” he says; “I'm all right;
better go as we came.’

“Let me drive,’ says Jeanne, “and Mr.
Bell shal sit in the front for a change.”
And so Bell is rewanded, and Fal is left
to meditate beside the groom.

Some three hours later, when Jeanne
is in her boudoir writing a letter to
Annt Jane, Mrs. Fltn::ﬁ:nuh softly,
and enters with two

“The Princess Verona and Count Mi.
koff are in the small drawing-room, my

* Jeanne

aghast ! )
preparsd for. but the eount '™

Mr. Dertrzm about the castle 2°

Bl max.

aske

L1

Bu{'nuddeniy Hal utters an exelama-
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w‘wltm rather |
eompanion she had beem

ly Pure
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Avoid ordinary teas if you care for Sound,
Sweet Sleep, and ask for the specially manu-

factured, carefully packed Blue Ribbon Tea. |

Try the Red Label.

Only One Best Tea. Blue Ribbon'’s It.

“Ymmyhdy;lnhhphhth!thW"nmwhwnﬂ"innlp:ed

billiard-room a little while T

“Tell him,” says Jeanne, :g‘kup out
of the way; you understand 1

Mra. Fleming courtesies.

“I understand, my lady,” and Jeanne
goes down.

As she enters, the count and the prin-
cess arise, and, with a polite greeting to
the princess, Jeanne shakes hands with
the count. Anyone observing her would
think that she had instantaneously
taken a fancy to that nobleman, and
that she had failed to be prepossessed by
the princess, so friendly is ﬂanne with
the count, so calmly courteous to his
companion.

But in evary woman is a latent =store
of artfulness, and Jeanne is pratticing
hers now.

“That woman,” she thinks, “has gone
home, and told the count of our meeting,
and he has come here to watch this
sweet child instead of his accomplice. He
will expect me to #eat' him coldly; he
shall be disappointed.”

So Jeanne, exerting herself to the ut-
most, lays herself out to charm the man
of wrinkles, addressing a stray remark
or two to the princess, who is evidently
puzzled to account for the change in
Jeanne's manner.

As Vane says, the man does not live
who can resist Jeanne when she means
to charm, and the count is soon entirely
engrossed and thrown off his guard. Be-
fore he is scarcely aware of it. he has
accepted an invitation to dinner for him-

self and the princess, and is engazed in |

a dizeunssion on old china, when Jeanne
savs, suddenly:

“I am very sorry my husband is not in
the way; will you come into the hilliard-
room, Count Mikoff? T heard the click
of balls as I passed, and I think they are
playing pool: let me introduce you.”

(To be continued.)

TORTURING NEURALGIA.

Suffered for Ten Years, Cured by
Dr. William’s Pink Pills.

Neuralgia is the king of tortures. A
tingling of the tender skin, a sharp snd-
den stab from some angry nerve, then
piercing paroxysms of pain—ihat’s neur-
algia. 'the cause of the trouble is dis-
ordered nerves due to thin watery hlood,
The cure is Ihr. William's Mink Pills,
which make new,

dered nerves and cure neuralgia. Among
the thousands who have proven that Dr,
Williams’ Pink Pills eure neuralgia is
Mrs. . C. Johnson, of Simpson’s Corner,
N. 8. Mrs, Johnson says: “For up-
wards of ten years I was a sufferer from
the awful pains of neuralgia, Over-
exertion or the least exposure to a cold
wave would set me nearly wild with tor-
ture, I doctored with two physicians
but they did not cure me. 1 then tried
several advertised medicines, but found
no benefit. The trouble continued at
intervals that made lifé miserable, until
six or eight months ago when a relation
of mine brought me a box of Dr. Wil
liams' Pink Pills and urged me to try
them. 1 used this box and then got a
half-dozen more, and by the time I had
used them all trace of the trouble had
disappeared, and as [ have not since had
the slightest attack I feel safe in saying
that the cure is permanent.” Mrs. John-
son is one of the best known ladies in
the section in which she resides, and is
a prominent worker in the Congrega -
tional Church. Naturally her family
and friends are rejoicing over her cure,
and Dr. Williams' Pink Pills have made
many warm friends in that section as
a result of their good work.”

It is because Dr. Williams" Pink
Pills make mew, pure, warm blood
that they have such great power to cure
disease.  They positively cure rheuma-
tism, sciatica, neuralgia, St. Vitus dance,
partial paralysis, kidney and liver trou-
bles, apaemia, and the ailments from
which women alone suffer. The purch-
aser must be careful to =es that the
full npame, “Dr. Williams' Piuk Pills for
Pale People,” is printed on the wrap-
per around each box. Sold by all medi-
cine dealers or sent by mail at 50 cents
a box, or six boxes for $2.50, by writ-
ing the Dr. Williames* Medicine Company,
Drockville, Ont.
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SPEED OF FISHES.

Sharks Travel Fastest, With Tarpon Sec.
ond and Mackerel Third.

Study of the speed of fishes iz em-
barrassed by unavoidable di fieulties, It
is mot possible, as with birds, to set up
tall poles at intervals, of a quarter of

a mile, and, with the help of stop
watches, time them as they go by. Never-
theless, recent investigation of the sub-
jeet goes to show that the mackerel, if
not the champion racer of the briny deep,
comes pretty near to earrying off the
honos, Unquestionably it travels some-
times as fast as an express train at high
speed—eay, at the rate of sixty or pos-
sibly seventy miles an hour.

Other things being equal, the larger
the fish the faster it swims—just as the
huge steamship is able to travel at a
speed E::ll mler :::n the Iilﬂm
tug. Undou ¥ energy €
by a fish of great size, such as a thirty-
foot shark, when travelling at its best

rich red blood, and .
thus =oothe and strengthen the disor-’

contest.

If there is a fish that can travel faster
than a shark it must be the tarpon,
which can bly “hit her ~p" ‘o the
tune of ty miles an hour, if
for time. Generally speaking, it may
be said that finny creatures which live
near the surface of the sea are swilt
swimmers, as compared with those that
dwell in the depths. Thus the eod, which
is a deep-water species, is sluggish and
would stand no show at all in a race
with the mackerel or herring. These lat-
ter, which are distinctly pelagic, depend
for their living upon their activity ir pur_
suing agile prey, and they must be quick
in their movements in order to escape
their own encmies.

If the mackerel was as big as a good-
sized shark it would probably be the
speed champion of the ocean. No f&h is
better shaped for rapid going. Some
yvears ago o yacht builder in New York
constructed a sloop with a hull patt. rned
exactly after the under body of a Spanish
mackerel. She was called the Ij:uﬁnr.
and, if tradition does not lie, she never
was beaten. Like the fish after which
she was modelled, she had her greatest
breadth of beam forward of amidships—
a decidedly novel idea in boat-building.
One may say, indeed, that all modern
water eraft are more or less fishlike in
their makenp.—Saturday Evening Post.

—=iftie

NELSON AND TOGO.
(From New York Sun, Oct. 25.)
Siri—1 was very much interested in
your leader on Togo and Nelsom, but in
the comparison of the relative merits of
these two great admirals 1 think the
crowning glory rests with Nelson. His
brilliant career did not consist of the
idﬁlruuléun of a fleel, or of a war of

but a few wmonths, It covered manmy
Lattles and years of service. England
has always been generous to his mem-
| ory, but she can never repay the debt
i she owes to his great gemius. Nelson
has made the deck of Lhe old Vietory
boly ground to men of all nations who
"admire gallantry and pluck.

| When all Europe wus trembling with
, fear of the great Napoleon, England in
her insular position was as sate from
, land atwack while Nelson lived as though
| Napoleon was nol in existence.  When
\ & comparison i made of the personality
of the men that the itwo admirals con-
tended againsi, the comparative magui-
tude of their achievements can be best
understood, Without making more
than a reference to the glorious victory
of Trafalgar, I think that to have won
the battle of Copenhagen was a far
greater honor than it was to be  the
destroyer of the Russian fleet,

The Danish sailors were the equal of
those of England. The engagement was
so desperate that the two fleets fought
to a standstill. The English admiral
in charge ordered the signal “Cease fir-
ing” hoisted, and when the attention of
Nelson, who was second in command,
was called to it he placed his hand over
his good eye and then turned his sight-
less orb, the eye which he bad lost in
service, toward te signal, and said he
could not see it, and proceeded with the
battle and gained the vietory,

Who would not rather bave won that
battle, under suech ecircumstances, amd
against such sailors as the Danes, than
to have the honor of having destroved
a Russian fleet manned by stupid sail-
ora? JOHN F. BAXTER.

New York, Oect. 25.
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The Outing Magazine for November,

In the fall and winter one Lurns
naturally to reading and espgeially to
that reading which will recall to mind
the free and living world outside—a
world temporarily done away with Ly
the cold and storm that Kkeeps one
housed. Among the best matter of the
sort we find the Outing Magazine for
November. There is IHobert Dunn’'s
The Country Club: A National Ex-
pression. If you've ever been canoeing
before dawn vou will find a charm of
truthfulness about Edwina Stanton Hab-
|q-n.¢-|.;'g Up the River of Glass. There
are two articles, ome by Jesse Lynch
Williams and the other by Rene. Bache,
The former is called The Workers of the
Great Lakes. Mr. Beche writes upon
Fish Planting as a Buginess Enter-
prise. Other articles are: The Begin-

. guiinas of Voothall, Amid Bireh and Bal-

gam. Tricks of the Ruffed Grouse, Sea-
Ottel: Hunters, How to Hunt Big Game.
Belmont Purdy writes about the maod-
ern conditions of steeplechase hunting:
and How a Pointing Dog Holds His
Tail.

B

Drunks of the Long Age.

“The tombs of Beni Hassam,” said an
antiquary of Chicago, “are interesting
on account of their realistic paintings.
In these tombs, which are 5,000 years
old, there are many pictures of drunk-
ards. Drunken men wa wine cups
in both hands are being carried home by
sneering slaves. Drunken women lure
through the streets, followed by little
mocking children.  All this, mind you,
5,000 years ago.

“Alexander the Great used to hold
drinking contests. He who could drink

I
4
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circumsiances Chat makes
the life of the restaunrant keeper anything
bul an existence of dull momotony.
Hestaurants which feed thousands of peo-
Ple i a day are of recent origin and mauny
of Lhe probliem: of thelr mansgers were un-
knowo w the keepers of the eating houses
of twenty-five yoars ago. Oo the other
Land, the man ot the bhead of the twentieth
ceutury establishment bas facilities for do-
ng byriness of which the oldtimers had
little conception. Cold storage and rapid
transit epables the restaurant Keeper of to-
day to draw on the gardens of the Bouth, Lhe
woods of the North, and the ranges of the
West for his supplies. Electrie lighis and
eleciric faps help 0 make Lhe reslaurant
attractive and keep L cool. L Lhe build-
iog include: the latest architeciural wrin-
Kleg, the alr breatbed by the diners s
Mitered and guaranieed to be a8 pure as
the spriog wuter served om the tables. And
the restaurant keeper bas the telephone.
“What we would do nowadays without
the lelepbose.”” sad a restaurant kKeepor
the other day, “is bard to Ilmagine. s
the one tLhing in this day of big crewas
and long bills of fare that enables us tuo
keep thing: moving wilbout bavioeg elthe
o overstock the larder in advance or try
to persuade our patron: o take something
el ““just ax good” when there's an un
usually hard run on some Epocial article
Aud we can’t tell wheo there's polng o be
such a rup, Lobsters, for ezsiople. Some
times we don't séll a bailed lobster [fop
halfl o day, and thes ugnio "we may get
calls epoggh ju an bour 0 weke us o8 the
floish of the =tock theat we procured io the
mOrning. That's wnesre ithe telephone
comes in, for s o good as being Dext
door Lo the markil, phé whenevier we e

 anything running out, 1t's o mere matter of

pressiog the bollon, o Lo spoak, and the
provielon dealer docs the rest withio [fteen
gr twenty minutes,

Although the miethod of preparing tols
epormous dally lable for itz ithousands ol
Euesta varles with dilferent restasrant-
Soeepers, the maln plan of campaign s vers
glmilar. The resiaurant man lays out bis
bill of fare [or a week b sdvapese, Yery
much as an orderly bousckeeper might do
for a &mall family—with the marked dir
ference that he consider: every seasopable
edible, amd must iy his plass o sceord
ance with market prioes and & pgensral
knowledge of what bhumanily &t large will
consider templing. DBeef, of course, s &
slandby, one well-Kbown resisurant con
suming sboul three lons of beel weskly in
summer apd more o winter Fluur, lor
bread, cakes, plas, sod warious other par-
poges 8, of course, apolher commoodity het
i= readily apd perisokally provided ior,

But wfter these and a few wother stapie
artheles are seftled, the rostaurant man
15 |.tur-.|.-|-|1 B 8 mars of poEsibilities aod
probabllitie the whole guestion of wvegs-
lables, frulls, aod especially milk b
maore or less: dependent opon 1he weather
of & day that bay pot ver developsd., The
Bill of fare has béen 8o srrangeda that i
part of i will be most seriously atiacked
coverdh all possible conditions, but Just what
by the devouring multitedes 1@ the unknowo
quantily in the restaurant-keoper's egaa-
tinti—aud his profits are very largely ba-ad
ot hot ondering more of any ooe thing thau
will be eaten within & [lzed period W
York Evening Mot
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BABY’S AWAKENING.

It ought to be a pleasure to look for
ward to baby's awakening. He should
awiaken bright, smiling and full of fun,
refreshed by sleep and ready for a good
Litne, How many parents dread their
child's voice, beeause they know when
be awakes be will ery and fret and keep
evervone on the move until he falls
asleep again from sheer exhaustion.
These erving fits make the life of the
inexperienced mother a torment. And
vet baby is mot erving for the fun of
the thing—there is something wrong,
thowgh the mother may not see any -
thing ails the child. Trv Baby's Own
Tablets in cases of this kind, and we
venture to say baby will wake up happy
and smiling—an altogether diflferent
child. Qlere is proof from Mrs. John
®, Eutherland, Bliesfield, N, 5., who says:
“My baby was terribly cross, and often
ket me awake half the night before 1
wot LDabv's Uwn Tablets for her, Sinee
I besan miving her the Tablets, she s
perfectly well, sleeps soundly all might,
and wakes up bright and fresh in the
morning.”  Babr’s Own Tablets are a
zafe medicine for children of all ages.
They ennnot do anything but pood. You
can gt them from vour druggist, orh by
maii at 25 cents & box, by writing The
r. Williamns' Medicine Co., Drockwille,
Unt.

—adea o
New Use for the Bible,

The latest dictvm in gepealogical af-
fairs is that in order to bave any con-
sideration at all as a descendant one
must be able to produce an old pocket
Bible picrced half way through by a
bullet, of which one may remark, while
exhibiting it: “Yes, that Bible saved
the life of our great-great-grandiather at
the battle of I'rinceton. He was in the
front ramnk leading the attack, when a
volley was fired by the British from
ambush, ote., ete., and had this Dible
not been in his hip pocket—er—er—no, 1
mean his breast pocket—ete., ete, It
is eonfidently whispered, indeed. thet
these Bibles are now so much in demand
that they are being made to order by
an astute manufacturer of heirlooms,
xho can imitate the bullet-piereed veol-
ume o perfection, and is doing a thriv.
ing trade im it. They are somoewhat ex-
pensive, because the Iiible must be an
old one and one purchases not only it
and the bullet hole, but the silenee of
ihe manufacturer.—Philadelphia BReeord.
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Worse Tkan No Excuse.
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