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HIS LORDSHIP’S
ROMANCE

Lymnewolde has undergope eo many
miterations and improvements that no
trmoe of the old house exista. It is now
a stately, magnificent mansion, with
tu;:}u and le ands, and oriel win-
w was, with park and pleasaunce, gar-
den, lawn and lake. The stately trees
that surround it are noted for their
age and beauty; that old cedar
in the midst of the lawn is said to be
the linest in Eogland, and Lord Lynne
was prouder of it than of all Lynae-
worlde.

The earri drove slowly up the lon
avenue of mtnut trees. {‘hphnll-dm:
waa flung wide open when Philip alight-
ed, and the old butier, together with
some of the other servants, stood ready
to receive him.

“How is he! eried Phillp, eagerly.
“How is Lord Lynne?!”

“"He .2 dead, my lord,” was the grave
reply. “He died hall an hour agoe.”

Vhile ha lived Philip could never des-
those few words made upon him. He
had known for many years that at some
time he should be lLord Lymme, but it
bad always seemed to him & remote
contingency; he bad not built upon it
He had naver attempted to realize the
time when Lynnewolde would Le his
and he should be L-.rrdmll:fnn-- It enme
to him mpow with & sudden shock that
seemed to divide him at once from his
past lfe, and open a wonderful future
to bim. Like one in & drewm he follow-
el the man who showed him to his room.

“I wish to be alone for a short time,"”
be said, “and them | will see Mise Lymne.™

He felt it needful that he should be
alone, He wanted to realize his position
—to feal at homes [n it, before the scrut-
inizing eves of the world were upon him.

Only three hours ago and he was poor,
comparatively obscure, and was beglu-
ping to lose himseli In a pleasant love-
dream. It was omly three hours since lLe
stood with Florence Wyverns, trying

to read the seeret of her blushing face, |

and shy, sweet eyes, Yet It seemed to | 'oF. An English governess was provid-

him that he had lived a life since then
He was In & new world.

They were not all light or eelfish
thoughts that passed through his mind.
He resclved pot to llve in vain, but to
use the position, the Influence, and the
rank that would be his, to good pur-
pose, When that hour was over he rang
the bell, and asked the servant who
amswered it to show him to the room
where Lord Lynne lay. Then he knelt

whom all the glories of the world were
over. He was not ashamed to pray that

whem he, too, came to die he might not |

have llved in wain

In the slmplicity of his brave and
noble heart Fhillp, now Lord Lynne,
made high resolves; and In the darkest
hours of hia life he did not forget them,

Then ha went to the drawing room, and |

asked to see Misa Lvone and Miss Ag-
atha; but they begged him to sxcuse
tham, Miss Lynne waea not well and
Miss Agatha was with her. They hoped
that for the next few days he would
exceae them from leaving their OwWn
apartments.

“IM eourse™ he thought; “quite right.

| was foolish to think they could see me, | P*
had bappened.” |

and talk as if nothl

Although he did not see his cousina,
Philip did not allow them to forget his
presence ; and Misa Lynne's little B
declared bhe was tired of carrying lLord
Lynne's messages—now jt was & bou-
quet of the most magnificent flowers;
f heni B L VeTY FiLFi fruit, or
a book he thought would Interest
them ; thus not an hour in the day pass-
] wilthout some communication between
the rousina

[hey were busy days, too; for Mr.
trregmon, the family solicitor, was in the
house, and all the arrangemants for Lhe
funeral devolved (LI IERY him and FPhili ¥,
s that he had but little time to 'Ihiuﬁ‘
of his new position, or to realize it
during the four days that elapsed be-
tween Lhe old lord’s death and his bur-
il, which waa arranged to take place
on the Monday; and the will waa to be
read immediately afterward

It was a dull, reiny day; and dreary
encugh looked the long, black procession,
winding among the irees In the park. It
was over at last; Stephen, Lord Lynne,
vasa lald by his father; the vault was
vlosed ; the mourners returned homa; the
blinds that had been kept close were
thrown open, and the light of day once
mora found ita way into the lllmptumu
apartments of Lynnewolde,

Fhe will was to be read in the library
Lord Lynne, Sir Harry Leigh (the late
lord’s dearest friendi, Mr. Gregson, with
his clerk and another solicitor, were
present. Lthe two yvoung ladies had both
declined to appear; they, requested Mr
Liregson Lo waill upon thea afterwards;
and he, who knew the terms of the will
Ihl..rugll.t it quite as well they did so.

A bright fire burned in the grate; the |

library, a large and very handsomse room,
looked doubly cozy and inviting when,
through the large windows, was seen the
dull, leadon sky, the dripping trees, and
the incessant falling rain,

“I shall not detain you long, gentle-

men, sald Mr. Gregson, as his listeners |

grouped themselves round him. “1 know
the will is not a very complieated one,
for 1 drew it (FY ] "‘J"“'”-"

Not very complicated, certainly, but
'I'I!-I'} -l-!]'q.'.u!{l'_

money, he had wondered whether he
shouid have any share of it, but he never
for & moment dreamed of anything so
strange as the bequest he now heard.
After some few legncies and anuities to
old servauts, Mr. Gregson read

“To my nephew, Phillp Lynne, whe
succeds me, and who by right of entail
inherita Lynnewolde, I give and bequeath
the exaet hall ¢! my fortune, the sum
of two hundred thousand pounds, on one
comdlition, which is, that within the pext
two guu he ahall m““in dne of my
daughters, Inea or Agatha Lynme, To
my daughters | leave the sum of one
hundred thousand pounds each.

“If my nephew does not compiy with
this condition, 1 leave to my daughtars

each, the whole of my fortune I receiv-
ed from my late wife, being thus equal
iy divided betwen them.”

Four executors were appointed, and
with the usual formalities the will
closed.

“A very just and equitable will,” re
marked Sir Harry Leigh, as Mr. Greg-
sofi folded up the parchments; “this
condition, to my mind, being & remark
ably pleasant one.”

Lord Lynne made no remark. Of sll
possible contingencies, he bhad least ex-
peeted this. He had thought it very

robable that his uncie t not leave

any money at all but that this en-
ormous sum should be his on s0 strun
a condition bewildered him. To his
honor be it recorded, that he did not
make up his mind then and there that
the money should be his. More than
that, if he had spoken those
which he intended
Wyverne, he would bave at

h{ the side of that wsilent figure, for |
w

| in color and feature—to the
| dremmy eyes, in whose liquid depths
there lay a world of beauty and of love |

Fhilip, Lord L;rn.rl:u, had |
wondered at times about his uncle's |

known his engagement, and there would
have bean no further about the
money. But he had not dome so; he
was & free man; and several times dur-
lngth last few days it had crossed his
mind that he had been too hasty in think-
ing he loved Lord Wyverne's daughter.
She was gifted with a strange, winoni
beauty; her charming, half-wilful, hali-
thildish manner had fascinated him. Had
he remained with her much longer, he
would have saked ber to be his wife,
But when the charm was at its heitht,
be was separated from her; and when
he came to reflect upon the last fow
days, he was surp and haif-shocked
to find how small was the share she
had in his thoughts and plana.

The solicitor bade him “good-murn-
ing!" Bir Harry Lelgh, and the othors
who had assembled to hear the reading
of the will, left him; and Lord Lynne
sat alone by the fire in the large library
thinking very anxiously of the future

CHAPTER 111

Every family has its skeleton, its
strange incidents, its romantic story,
its secrets that the world faintly guesses
but pever knows. The Lyunes GITI nne-
wolde, had a romance, ill.ll'. it had not
| been hidden—it had been partly forgot-
| ten; that romance was the marriage of
Stephen Lord Lynne to the beautiful
| uslan whlse life lad ended so
| suddenly. No one knew much about it;
the English papers had snnounced it
but no one ever mw the fair and {ll-
fated Lady Lynme. The only thing
known of her was that she was the
daughter of & widow lady who was In-
consclable at her death, and who begged
from Lord Lynne permission to keep
the little child. He gladly consented;
some said because be did not like to see
the little Inez, as she reminded him of

| his lost wile; be that as it may, certain

it was that he made no effort to see

ed for her, so that she was brought up
not only with a thorough knowledge of
the English language, but also of Eng-
lish polite lterature. A sum of money
was paid annually to the Senora Monte-
leone and twice every year the father
received a letter giving him all details
| of the child's bealth and progress. He
' was satiafled to have things as they
were; he knew the child was well, and
| bappier than she would be in his house,
where another Lady Lynne lived and
ruled. He had formed fresh ties, and
that one early romance of his life was
nearly forgotten. But there were times
when the remembrance of sunny Spain,
her myriles, orange groves, and olives,
bher dark-eyed daughters and chivalrous
| sons, came upon him—that one year of
wodded life, when the warm love, the
deep devotion, the almost adoration of

| the Dbeautiful Spaniard had been his

own. His English wife's calm, quiet af-
feetion paled before it; there was no
romance sbout that gentle lady, whose
vast wealth had been so great an acqui-
sitlon to the Lynnes of Lynnawolde.

Lord Lynie looked back upon that
st as upon a beautiful poem that he
had read in his early youth. He shrank
selfishly from inflicting psin upon him-
self. He knew, for they had told him,
that his daughter resembled her lost
mother. She had the samo dark, pis-
| sionate, béeautiful face; the same won-
drous southern eyea and hair. He did
not wish to be obliged to suffer the old
pain of that loss over again. So he al-
lowed his aldeat child to grow up in &
forelgn land, under another's eare. In
his own heart he wished that she would

| marry and settle there. He intended to |

endow her moat liberally; but one day
there came a measage from that far-off
home saying that the Senora Monte-
leone was dying, and Inez must be sent
for. Then Lord Lynne sent a trustwor-

thy agent to bring his unknown daugh- |

ter home. Lady Lynne was dead, and
his younger child, Agatha, was only too
pleased to have her sister with her. They
were prepared to see a pretty girl; but
nothing like the dark-eyed Andalusian
had ever been seen al Lynaewclde. No

mere words could do justice to that won. |

drous beauty, passionate fage, so Irvrlrwl
right,

to the rich, rippling hair, black as
night, yet soft and shining as the wing
of a bird—the graceful figure, so per-

| feetly moulded, the dainty, white jew-
elled hands, the rare mixture of languid
ease and dignity. Yet, what made her
the most wonderful, was the passion
and genius that seemed to emanate from
her. Every ome who saw her felt in-
stinetively that she was capable of great
things, Ei,ther great evil or great good.
There was no mediocrity in Inex Lymne.

When once the old lord had recovered

from the first effect of seel gnher, he
could nmever rest out of her wsight. He
| from the flrst effect of seeing her, he
atone for his indifference and neglect.
He lavished jewels and money upon her;
and when he made his curious will, that
some people thought a just one, he se-
erotly hoped that his beautiful Inez
would be E:\J_Tr Lynne.

“She Is so dazzling, so new, so piquant,
s0 unlike other girls," he thought, “that
Philip will be sure to fall in love with
her, and then my darling will be mistreas
of Lynnewolde.”

Inez, on her part, did not evince any
great affection either for her father or
sister. Her heart was sore from her
long neglect; she could not forget all at
once that for many a long year she had
been kept away from her rightful home,
deprived of her share in the grandeur

and magnificence of the Lynnes. She | he

had not even been known by ber right-
ful name. No one had ever called her
Ines Lynne. In her grandmother's
house she bhad always been addressed
as the Senorita Monteleone. When

i did not feel any great affection for

she thought over these things, Inez
the father who had neglected her, or the

| glster who had taken her place. She was
the sum of two hundred thousand pounds |
| mark, when Lord Lynne caressed ler

quiet and passive, rarely making any re

and loaded her wi presents;  her
beautiful, passlonate face never lighted
up for him as it could light up for one
she loved.

When Agatha Lynne grew more ac-
customed to the presence of her sister,
she wondered much why she made no
mention of that past life. She never al-

| luded to her home in Andalusia, She

never talked of love and lovera, as
young girls do; she had no story to tell
- of sweet words whispered under the
shade of the myrtle; no story, no live
secerts; and yet she was huut'ﬂﬂ as &
houri, and only twemnty-two.

Agatha had relnted all her life’s his-
tory; it was not an eventful one, She
hulyhld lovers, but none that she cared

Ehe liked P.‘HI Lynme best
to

er
how Al

some verses to ber. All these jlittle se-
crets, sweet, simple Agatha haid confid-
ed to ber sister; but there was no confi-

self. She had nothing to tell in return.
“Dﬁlﬂﬂﬂlm. o

asked her sister, at

der. “You are so beautiful, I sbhould
have thought you would have many
lo

vers.”

“The fairy will come some day,”
said Ines, Lall impatiently. “Love and
lovers have no great attraetion for me.”

Then glln , sweet Agatha won-
dered. beautiful, so young, and not
even t) care mbout love—never to have
had & lover? She could not help thinking
that there was something inco
Y sible in this mystery. Twenty-two, and
pever to have Ld a lover!

It was the morning after Lord Lynne's
funeral. No one knew how the sisters
hud received the news of their father's
strange will; but Mr. Gregson had been
with thems for more than an hour, and
then left them with a smile on hia face.

It was a beautiful, bright June morn-
ing; all Nature was gay and animated.
A gentle breeze walted the fragrance of
the flowers and the singing of the birds;
there was no cloud in the bright blue
sky. The chestnut trees were all in
bloom; from over the meadowa there
came s perfume of hawthorn and fresh-
mown hay; the tall trees in the park
seemed thrilling with new life. It was a
morning that made every heart rejoice;
it seemed impossible to think of sorrow,
or sadness, or death.

Inez and Agatha Lyome sat in the lit-
tle room known as Lady Lyune's bou-
doir. It was a charming room, and the
long French windows opened on to the
garden. There was a glimpse of land-
e that looked like a vista of falry-
land; the tall, stately cedar, the green
lawn, and the dark woods beyond. ite
and red roses grew by the window, and
filled the room with their exquisite frag-
T LI,

Agatha had never used the apart-
ment; but before Inez had been in the
house a week, Lord Lynne had it most
sumptuously furnished and fitted up for
her use. It was u very nest of luxury;
it might have been expected that t
oecupant of such a room would be young
and beautiful; it was only meant for
such. The soft, thick, white
whereupon the roses lay so life-like and
read, that it seemed as though they had
just been dropped there; the delicate
rose silk hangings, the few rare pictures,
a marble Flora holding a vase of glow-
ing erimson flowers, the elegant books,
the pretty lounging chairs—all were for
the young and utiful, to whomr lux-
ury seems by right to belong.

They were a charming picture, the
beautiful Andalusian girl and her sweet
English sister. Misa Lynne had sum-
moned Agatha to a council of war, and
had decided to hold it during breakfast,
50 a8 to save time. The pure sunbeams
did not fall upon many prettier scencs—
the fresh, fair faces of the sisters, the
delicate china, the blooming flowers;
and they lingered over the table, for
they had much to say.

“{l']'mt js this wonderful eousin of
ours like, Agalhat" asked Inez, hall
mpetuosly. “Tell me something about
him. Is he short or tall—wicked or
good—celever or stupid?

“Oh, nol"™ eried Agatha, almost
breathleas from surprise at the cata-
“No—what?" said her sister. “Not
stupld, do you meane 1 am glad of it,
for really (you must excuse me for say-
ing it) I do think a certain kind of slow
stupidity eharacterizes you ecold English.
I hope he has plenty of faunlts. I eannot
endure an insipidly perfect man.”

“Philip is not irrli'pil;L” said her little
sister, somewhat indignantly. “Papa al-
ways &aid that he would make a great
statesman."”

“What is he like, Agatha. Deseribe
him to me,” said Inez.

“I do not know,” replicd Agatha, “He
is tall, like papa. I never thought whe-
ther he was handeome or not., He has
large dark blus eyes —they are clear
land full of truth; I always used to say
I could read his thoughts in them, His
| hair ls like mine—a kind of golden
brown."”

“Never mind his bair and eyes,” in-
|1.ur|1||.|'114-4|. Inez. “What is bis face like?
Tell me, if you can.”

Agatha looked half perplexed, then
her face brightened.

“Do you remember,” she sail, “that
]h-l'trd'll of Sir Lancelot—-that yon ad-
mired so0 much?! You know the one I
mean—where he is talking to Queen
Guinevere, and his lips wear the smile
that one sees on the face of a child."”

“Yes, | remember it,” said Inesz
| “Well, Philip is like that,” said Ag-
atha, “l know he is very brave and very
firm; yet he is gentle and kind in his
manuner. [ do not believe that the shad-
ow of an untruth ever crossed his mind.”

“Pas si mal,” murmured Inez. “Now
let me hear his faulta” siledcuntinuad,

“I bardly know them,” said poor Ag-
atha, quite distressed at this long ca-
techism, “He is not bad-tempered; but
| think he is passionale, like all the
| Lynnes. I do not think he could have
|a moment's tolerstion for anything
|a mument's (dleration Tor anyUhing

mean and deceitful. He is haughty, too,
‘and 1 do not belisve he would ever par-
don an underband metion.”

“That ls all you know about him,”
siad Inez, smiling again when her gis-
ter came to a full stop.

“That ia all,” said Agatha. “Papa
Hked him very much.”

“Bo it eseems,” replied  her wsister.
“Lord Lynne has seked permission to
s#¢ us this morning; I, for one, do not
feel inelined to comply with his re-
quest, Fancy, Agatha, how he will Jook
at us, lp-ﬁ:'l.ll]!.thlg in his o%wn mind
which he shall honor by asking to be
Lady Lynne. He had better not ask me.
1 feel something like a Circassian slave
going to the highest bidder. My father
must have been mad to have made such
a will as that.”

“Hush, Inez,” said Agatha; “remember
was your father."
“How full you are of ‘goody’ notions,™
replisd Inez, with something like a
snwer, “1 say aganin—and you know I
Am rlfht-—thut the will was unjust to
us and to Lord Lynne; but we will not
uarrel about it on such a morning as
is. Come out, and let us sit under the
cedartree; bring your books and your
work. if my lord wishes to see us, let
bim find us there.”

(Ta be continued.)
-

Invention of Slide Rule,

It is interesting to note, says the

Bcientific American, that the slide
rule, which but lately has become
universally used for calculations, was
invented nearly 300 years ago. An ar-
ticle in Zeitschrift fur Vermessungs-
wesen calls attention to the fact that
Gunter, shortly after his bringing out

the trigonometric 1 ithm tables in
lm,";:ﬁnd i

ic scalea

dence given in return. Ines mi‘hﬂl;
with & far-off, dreamy look in her beau- :
tiful face, but she said no word of ber-

; L A Assistant #ﬂ"‘
Hotel Victoria, Quebec, Canada, wriles
@ letter o the Peruna Drug Mfg. Coq

e ——— T
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AFTER USING PE-RU-NA
| AM COMPL-TELY GURED

Mr. L. A. Cote, Assistant Manager,
Hotel Vietoria, Quebee, Can., writes:

“I suffered with catarrh for about
eight years’ and have tried many phywsi-
cians or specialists for this slckness,
and never obtained any relief. It was
only after using vour Peruna medicine
that I Legan to get better. 1 have used

glad to let the public know it. A good
thing is never too dear.” , )

We bave on file many testimonials
like the one given here. Frobably no
other physician is the world has re-
ceived such a volume of enthusiastie
letters of thanks as Dr. Hartman for
El: mF

A Worthy Decire.

An ambitious yvoung Chicagoan re-
oently called upon a publisher of novels
in that city, to whom he imparted ocon-
fidentially the information that he had

would be pleased to afford the publisher

the chance to bring it out.
“May I venture to inquire as to the

| nature of the book you propose to
| write1” asked the publisher, very polite-

ly.

r"ﬂh," eame in an offhand way from
the asplrant for fame, “I think of do-
Ing something on the line of Les Mis-
erables,’ only livelier, you know!"—Lip-
pincott’s,

Black
Watch

Chewing [obacco
Rich and :atisfying.
The big black plug.

ten bottles up till now, and am glad to |
say that | am completely cured. 1 am |

decided to “write a book,” and that he |

THE GIRL OF THE GRAY HORSE

Sweets to Her Favorie.

George, a ¥ horse attached to one
of the nwﬁpﬂ delivery wagous in
Park row, is the :I:rrip'imt every ::L :I'
a large red ¢ from a young .
After pu .Fn[ an appie from Lhe
Italian fruit dealer by the Sun building
the young woman walks over Lo the
curb and lets George take the apple
from the palm of her hand. Afler pat-
ting him on the neck and speaking some
soothing words to him she passes on.

The dealer who witnesses this
performance every day says that the
young woman has been giving the horse
apples for the past five years, sel
missing & day. Sometimes she does not

rchase an apple and instead brings a
ew lumps of sugar from home.

On one oceasion the fruit dealer of-
fered her s three cent apple, but she de-
clined to take it, saying that a three
cent apple wus not substantial enough
for George. She wants a five cent apple
for her favorite, -

——

Rein a Poor Substitute.

Irrigation is better than rain, infinite-
ly better. That sounds like a paradox,
but instead it is almost a truism. What
Is better—to give n plant just as much
and no more waier than it needs nnd
just when it needs it; or to parch it
or drown it, according to the whim of
the elouds? The rain talls upon the just
and upon the unjust aiike; upon your
strawberries that ery for it and upon
vour sugur-beels that want ultlillltrrupt--
| ed sunshine. Rain is all right in its plaoce,
| but it is & very poor substitute for ir
| wi by would the
rigation, Otherwise  wh}
lawns of our cities be sprinkled or ir-
rigated instead of ieaving them to the
tender merey of the clouds? hn._hrid
lends are more fertile than ordinary
lends, and irrigation is better than rain.
—Walter E. Weyl in Succesa.

< -
Filiab Devotlon.

A southern congresman “4ells of a
darkey in s Georgia town whose best
quality is his devotion to his aged par-
ent.

Onee the congressman asked Pete why
' he had pever married,
| “Why, boss,” expluined Pote, “lse got
| an ole mudder. I had t' do for her, suh.
| Ef 1 doan' buy her shoes tl:ln* stockin's
| she doan’ git none. Now, bos, you see
| ef 1 was l'mglt married 1I'd have t' buy
rem f0' mah wife, an' dat'd be takin' de
shoes an stockin's right outer my ole
mudder’s mouf,"—Harper's Weekly.
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A Well-Known Man.

Minard's Liniment Co,, Limited.

Dear Sirs,—[ can recommend your
MINARDYS LINIMENT for Rheuma-
tism and Sprains, as [ have used it lor
both with excellent results,

Yours truly,
T. B. LAVERS,
St. John.

P ———————— —_—
How He Rode.

“Jg Mr. Bromley in?" asked the caller.

“He is not, sorr,” Pat answered po-
litely. “Shure he won't be in till 4
o'elock. or mebbe after.”

“Where's he gone!™

“He went to ride in his interim, sorr."

“Hia what?t"

“His interim. 'Tis a tony name for
buggy, I'm thinking. Half an hour agd
Misther Bromley says to me, ‘Pat,’ says
he, ‘I'm ixpictin® Misther Dobbs here
some time this afternoon, but 1 guess he
won't be afther gittin' here yet awhile,
g0 I'll downtown in the interim, An’

with that he druv off in his buggy."
—Lippincott's.

Brandon, “The Wheat City."

Just as Winnipeg has chauged its as-
pect by laying down asphalt and gran-
olithie sidewalks all over the place, ®0
with Brandon, “The Wheat (City,” the
second town of Manitoba, 136 miles
west of “The Peg.” Here the change has
been wrought in three years. Imagine
a place of 1500 people all on grano-
lithie, not one old ramshackle house in
it, all the residences either newly paint-

or stone, conerete, or brick; every
house with its vegetable and flower
garden; many handsome but no pomp-
ous dwellings; the main sireets having
such bank insurance, and loan company
buildings, such store fronts, etc, a8
wight Elign.if}r a place of 100,000 souls.
Spread the vision over uo flat of land,
but over a prospect rolling and rising
high and far back from a fine river the
Assiniboine, Conceive some great gov-
ernment structures on the bluffs of the
opposite shore, See interminable vistas

| fields of wheat stubble, which are as

sand for color when the sky is overcast
and as gold when the sun ghimes. Then
ou bave a faint picture of beautiful
gun-dun. How the city council contrives
to keep the tax rate down to twenly
mills while simply lavishing impropve-
ments on the place must remain a mys-
tery, except on the theory that muni-
cipal government here is vastly more
honest than in the east. One gasps to

Im-lﬂ.lla what the Boston rate would be,
or the rate in filthy-streeted Montreal,

ha] literally the whole of elther eity
been provided with the most perfect and

seemly of pavements and sidewalks sinece
lm—sptcﬁ: al Correspondence Boston
Transcript.

The slight trouble of looking for the
a” on a package of tea is
by the satisfaction you bave

it.

-
The Stakes.

“What's this lunch doing in the safe?”

me a dollar to a doughout on the re
sult.”—Louisville Courier-Journal.

In the Lutumn_mmnthm is 80 gen-
eral that all our readers so suffering
will be glad to hear that a letter ad-
dressed to The Dr, Williams' Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont., will be to their ad-

vantage. Write to-day.
—---

Easy to Undo.
He (boastingly)—It takes six genera-
tions to make a gentleman, you know.
She | j—Yes; and what a pity
that it only one generation to um-
make

“That's an election wager,” e;plnjmdi
the junior partmer. “A fellow just bet

~ Sick Women

Much of the suffering in the
lives of females at the present
day may be traced to some
imprudence or neglect during
some critical period of their
peculiar seasons, causing ob-
struction, irregularity, etc.,
which, if not relieved, weakens
and deranges the whole sy-
stem.

FERROZONE
WOMEN'S RELIEF

Ferrozone is a remedy pre-
pared entirely from vegetable
substances, that possesses se-
dative, alterative, and tonic

roperties which, when com-
Eincd, allay irritability, soothe
the nerves, give tone to the
stomach, cure headache, back-

in resuming her regular (unc-
tions,

Ferrozone is pleasant, safe
and reliable; soc per box, or
| 6 Tor $2.50. At all dealers.

— —— e

| Chronologicel.
} Man (to boy at roadside) —What time

is It?

Boy—Purty near 12 o'clock.
. Man—I thought it was more tham 12
. Boy—Nope. Never gets more than 12
iln this country. Begins at | again—

| Judge.
e o
Minard’s Liniment Cures Burns, ete

- — i
Identified.

Bhe walked into the International
Bank &nd pushed a cheque through the
| window.
| “You will bave to be identified,” said
; the teller. “I don’t know you, madam.”
| “You don't, eh ! said the woman, with
| fire in her eye. “Aren’'t you the father
| of that family that has a flat in Er-
| mitat"

-I-l-'i' _&_‘.ﬂ

“Well, I'm the red-headed woman that
your wife is always complaining about.
When you left home this mo 1
heard you say: ‘Dear, if our
get to %g‘huq with that old hlg‘ down
stairs don’t quarrel with her. Wait till

howe and let me talk to her. Now
you can

Makes a Daiiv Giit of an Apple or |

lif I see you crossing t rutrntt.u‘rlh

ache, cramps and assist N
; e e angaged in the Sheep ruising

oy L]
¥ I.’"‘.' "I.""-'.I-‘ L)

o

PAINLESS
CORN EXTRACTOR

He Would Return.

Marlow was 3 years old. (me day his
mother said to him: “Now, Marlow, ﬁll
may go outdoors to play for a whi'g, but

with that naughty little boy, Wil
Burr, again, I'll give you a hard, hard
spanking.”
l Half fn hour later the mother looked
out after her boy and saw him playing
with Willie Burr. She raised the win-
dow and ealled, with foroed gentlengsss:
“Marlow, comie here to me.”
Marlow came, but as he did so he
turned to his companion and said:
“You stay wight here, Willie. 1'm
doin’ in to det spanked.
back.”—Delineator,

GOOD MEDICINE

FOR MEN

When a man bas lost ambi-
tion to “dig in" and stay at
things—when he complains of
headnache, [ulness in right side,
pains in the shoulder blade—
it's purely a case of “Liver.”

These symptoms invariably
indicate n clogged, innctive liv-
er. The body can't get rid of
its waste, and the whole sys-
tem is half paralyzed.

Dr. Hamilton’s Pills

Being a mild vegeiable laxa-
tive, they produce results in =
few hours. The bifious head-
ache and constipation are cur-
ed, spirits rise, complexion
clears, animation returns. Noth-
ing in the calendar so efficient
for that tired, lazy feeling as
Dr, Hamilton's Pills, Very mild,
don't Interfere with work, in-
variably do lots of good. Try s
25¢ box, all dealers.

Brace You Up Iin One Night

———

e — —_x

Who Columbus Was.

In the afternoon in all the schools
a part of the time was devoted to
the study of the li%e and deeds of
Columbus.

An amusing reply was given by one
of the pupils. A teacher had told the
class of the wonderful voy of Col-
umbuos and how he insisted on con-
tinuing the voyvage after the other men
were clamoring to return. Then she
asked: “"Who wae Columbust” with
the view of hEnrinf how well they
had followed her talk.

(One little hand went up.

“Well, Johnny, who was he?
ed the teacher,

“Columbus was the gem f the
ocean,” was the reply.—From the Bal-
timore Sun.

L]

ask-

1,7 Are

Th .
thess things. Large In
package 25 cente, at deal- ns

ers or by mall. 8. C. Wﬂltﬂn..‘l‘m__

IPale, weak and nervous
poople need a tonlo that
will build them up and
maoke them well and
sirong. Celery King Is
the tomlo that will do

I'll e wight |

>
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HELY WANTED—FeMmALSs
ANTED-LADIES TO DO PLAIN AND
WA s i
- stemp for full parbcd
M Manutsccuriog Co. Muairedd

Thought.
» aaid an Irishman to the girl

of his beart, “did ye iver think o' mar

r;il'!" ok
” jed Biddy, looking
‘m"ﬂiﬂi rely :: T.; "ﬂ.hu-—“:huu 'nnw. the
su has mever entered me mind at
all, at allt™ _
goidcry e
h"‘:‘:ln minute, l‘lt‘," said Biddy mflllj'
—"ye've set me lhinkln'!"v—rhuldliphll

* gald the suitor, as

Inguirer,
Minard's Liniment Cures Dandruff,

ENGLISH SPARROW cLUB.

Its Mission Is to Rid the Country of
the Pests.

In Fasex, England, the Elsenham H!au.r-
row Club flourishes. 13 bolds a wmecling
and dinner onee a year, at which time
the members give an gecount of Uheir «f-
forts toward keeping down the sparrow
pest.  lis I'resident, "lu'l_.'lnlh-: Gilbey, de-
seribes its work as foliows:

“All the farmers and most of llf'"fll
who have gardens in the parish, W hich
covers 1530 ncres, and some Lenants of
ueighboring farms, belong o tlie s
elub, which was established seventeen
| years ago. The rules are very _ump‘let‘:
II-Eirh member undertakes to kill one
APRTTOW for each mcre of his holding Rosi=
tween Sept. 1| and May 1, and sends the
heads to the local innkeeper, vho kecps
a record of them. 1f the member's tally
falls short of the total he ought to send
he is fined 1d. for each bead lacking,
the money going to a fund which is sp.nt
in refreshments at the annual =upper ol
the club held at the jnn. The sum raied
by finea, however, ia, I am . informed,
practienlly nil.

“Two sparrows an acre were kKilled

annually :ltlrilug the first two or three
| yvears of the club’s existence, and the
I;e.n'eupn gpumber of heads now sent in s
about 3,000 a year. In addition the mem-
bers kill a large number of young spar-
rows during the breeding season, but of
these no record is kept.”—From Forest
and Stream.

The purchase of a Typewriter s
bascd upon quality not price.

As a result, the Undervwood is more
generally used in Canada than all other
mabes combined,

UNITED TYPEWRITER CO.
Adelaide Sti. East - TORONTO

Arranging the Time Table,

A new railway was being Luilt, and,
the route Including a small farm, offi
cers of the line paid a visit to the own-
er, un old lady.

“Madam.” sald the surveyvor, “we un
derstand that you own this farm, and
it is my duty to Inform vou that our

pew Trallway wull rumn through your
bara."

“Oh, will itT said the old lady. “Well,
lot me tell you that the last train will
have to be mot later than § o'clock, be-
cause you'll not catch me sitting up al-
ter that to open the doors for it or any-
thing else. So mind.”—Philadelphia He-
cord.

Being a Boy No Fun.

When I was a small, unfinished boy.
with my bare feet so sadly sun-warped

that my superior toes stuck straight up
In the air, there were terrible panthers
that lurked in the woods up back of the
pasture on dark nights and sereached
like orphan children In distress for the
express purpose of devouring you when
you went to the rescue. | never exactly
saw one, myself, but that made no differ.
ence. The hired man had seen them—-
there never was a hired man in those
days that hada't. And every feller knew
a feller that had a cousin, or something,
who had a cousin that knew a feller that
had actuslly perished in that manner.
Those days were full of terrors. Thare

was the hoop-snake, that took its tail in
ita mouth and rolled rapidly down the
hill in pursuit of you; the Personal
Devil, ready to grab you every time you
had any fun; and George Washinglon,
always waiting to catech you in & lie.
Your conscience was forever giving you
Hail Columbia—half the time you didn't
know why. And so it went—you had to

back up in the corner and be on the
ceenn wateh Lhe whole time, No fan,
hardly, in being alive.—Tom P. Morgan
in Bmart Set,

A

8heep Raising in Australia.

“Sheep raising conditions are about
the same in Ausiralia as they are here
said ¥, L. Burt of Bouth Dakota, who
business
both in this country and in Australis.
“The sheep over there are ruised mainly
for their wool, l.lt-huﬁh the meat s also
Guite a valuable produet for both the
local and export trade. The prics of both
wool and meat in Australia is lated
hg London wvalues. The meat, which is
shipped in cold storage vessels, can be
kept fresh very easily. Farm laborers
in Australia reccive in  the neighbor-
hood of §20 a month, which is praocti.
cally the same as they get here. In the
towns the mechanios are paid sbout §3.-
B0 to B4 a day. Living may
be a little cheaper over there, the
difference Is not very great. As far as
agricultursl conditions geperally are
concerped you have mary advantages
here. The climate in Australia Is too
dry. The winters there are not so cold,
however, and while the summers are hot
the heat is not oppressive."—From the
Baltimore American.

——

This woman says Lydia B
Pinkham’s Vegetable l'mipnuﬂ
cured her. Head her letier,

Mrs.J. A Jaliberte, of 34 Artilleris
Bt., Quebae, writes to Mrs, Pinkham:
“* For siz years 1 have Leen doetoring
for female weakness, heart and e
liver and kiduey trouble, but in Lydis
E. Pinkham's Vegctable Compound I
ean safely say I have found a cure,
*1 was continually bothered with the
most distreasing backnches, headaches,
~down pains, snd | keph
more and more nervous.
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
relleved me of all these distress-

women, young or old, to use L
Pinhhg‘- Vegetable

standard remedy for female

and has positively cured thousands
mvhnhwl:huentmabladﬂfh

inflammation, uloera-

tion, fibroid Immn,
18, ..,‘tklm

THE FAVORITES
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EDDY’S

Always, everywhere in Conada, ash for Eddy’s Maiches

ISSUE NG. 44 w08

BRIT
FO

Turkey to Bre
Wi

Vieana Newsy

Erdin

Vienna, 10
Porie Vsl
gary of it= inie
gogrist dan L it 1
ing thw an
Paira b e
Jrp e
Furepeat

A

last migl
Priss

Pl Lain
11,

TR TR
geLiline
TR E P

Ul W

I"l.l i

NEGRO §

His Crime Pre




