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Granny'’s Love Story.

out of my life.”

She was sitting in the porch of an
old-fashioned house ; roses and honey- |
suckle clustered around, and sunbeams |
danced upon the girl's golden head, as |
though proving that nature’s glory, ut‘i
all events, was not banished from her
young life. A letter, that had been |
read and re-read during many weeks, |
la{l on her knees, and now and again |
a hot tear would fall on the crumpled |

e.
“I ventured my all in one ship, and
it has gone down,’’ said May, with a |
heavy sigh.

“May, May,” cried a gentle voice |
from the house. ‘I should enjoy a
breath of air if you would help me into
the garden."”

May sprang up, and, thrusting the
letter into her pocket, hurried indoors. |

“Lean on me, Granny,” she said,

tenderly. ‘‘Where shall we go ?"
“Under the old lime-tree,”” said
Granny. ‘‘My favorite spot when the

blossom is out. It reminds me of so
many things of my youth, of pleasure
and pain. Why, May, it was under
that tree I battled with my first real
sorrow ; and, years afterwards, when I
could see clearer and recognize the
love that had guided me in darkness,
I used to go there and thank God that
He had saved me from what I once
had most desired.”

May was silent. She knew that
Granny spoke with intention, and
that she wished to impress her grand-
daughter with the fact that our des-
tinies are in a wiser keeping than
our own. They walked on slowly.
At the end of the garden was a gate
opening into a meadow, where, beneath
the overhanging branches of a lime-
tree, was Granny’s chair, set on a
carpet of daisies and flowering grasses.
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ACID PHOSPHATE,

The phosphates of the system are
consumed with every effort, and ex-
haustion usually indicates a lack of
supply. The Acid Phosphate sup-
plie# the phosphates, thereby relieving
* exhaustion, and increasing the cap-
Pleasant to the taste.

acity for labor.

Df. A. N. Krout, Van Wert, O., says :
+Desidedly beneficial in nervous exhaus

Mi',

D¥. 8. T. Newman, St. Louis, Mo., says:

“A remedy of great servide in many

forms of exhaustion.”
Descriptive pamphlet free.

Rumford Chemical Works, Providence, R. 1.
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sure.the word ¢ Hors-

i (lv'n(,wl all our hearts a few months ago,"
}sm«l (iranny, holding the slim young
| fingers in her wrinkled ones.
| very

] shq]l never be happy again,”said | idol was but a thing of clay, and our |
May Shirley ; ““all the light has gone | worship a mockery."” i

| though just now you see it through a

|seem to you like a page of

'and soon became on intimate terms

|
“I want to see the smile that glad- |

“ It 18|
hard at first to learn that our

“‘I can't realizet,’ said May faintly. ‘
‘““ Ha seemed good, true, and endowed |
with every quality I most admired.” |

‘““A ‘being of your own creation,’ |
said Granny, ‘‘clothed with a beauty |
not his own. Child, believe me, when
respect and trust have gone, our|
affection has been snapped at the root |
and become a dead thing. Dearest, I |
would strive to make you see that the.
world is still bright and beautiful, al- |

mist of tears. Listen a moment.
Many years ago, so long that 1t must
ancient
history, I parted beneath this tree
from one I deemed a king among men.
He had come to our village bearing
letters of introduction to my father,

with most of the county families. He
was one of those gifted with every accom-
plishment. He dazzled both young and
old by his conversation and varied talent,
and ere long was sole arbiter of my
existence. 1 forgot the love of years
that had grown up at my side. This
dear old home of my ancestors, hal-
lowed by a thousand memories, seemed

of the world, about which I had heard
such glowing descriptions, and for
which I longed with a feverish anxiety.
Everything was merged in the fas-
cination of the new-comer. I lived a
charmed life, and the day he quitted
here he had obtained my promise to
be his wife. Ah! well do I remember.
This tree was in flower, and its scent
always recalls that moment when I
deemed the world held no bliss to
equal mine.

““ Months passed. From time to
time my lover wrote letters teeming
with affection and promises of a speedy
return, which, he protested, some un-
foreseen circumstances had alone de-
layed.

“Once more it was summer. I sat
here dreaming about the future, where
one brilliant picture succeeded another
in my youthful imagination, when I
saw my mother approaching. Tears
were in her eyes, and her whole attitude
ey ohila, se said, giirla
¢« My child,’ she said, genily laying
her ha.n{l on my head, ‘youw Have need
of all your courage. You have a heavy
trial to bear; but God, in His mercy,
has saved you from a far heavier one,
the life-long regret of an irrevocable
mistake.’ ;

« As she spoke, she laid in my trem-
bling hands a short note, in which my
faithless lover abruptly informed my
parents that, by the time the news
reached them, he would have been
married abroad to a lady of high rank
and great wealth.

1 will not dwell upon the sorrow,
the hopeless darkness of despair that
" | ensued. You have, you are experien-
cing the same. Pain and séfrow had
hitherto been but mm to me.
I now learnt their ft meéaning, and
drank their bitter cup to the dregs.

I had turned
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every dark corner, and,
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?fut‘ , madbtyhei: sgﬁ);ays :pong me ; | What his coming meant to me, as he sat
the voices of every-day duties, {6 whiclt there quietly in the twilight talking over
:e?ed' oar, made them- old friends, old hopes?

selves” heard ; hiope awoke on6é more;
up

- the -
ed | was distinetly visible.

to keep up with it.
Stupidity dies hard.

“THE WORLD DO MOVE!"

And at such a lively pace too. Takes you all your time
Old times are having a hard time—

E. B. Eddy’s Indurated Fibre Ware has completely

}dllcEThg Olcf Wooden Bucket, so sweet to sing about
in connection with the moss-covered well, but To Smell!

A very Abomination.

goodniss EDDY'’S s yue
oo pupandmouid-§ |
e INDURATED | <¢ “232’;“32
Pails and Tll)s): FIBRE scription.
No more misery ALL
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ware is always
sweet as the first kiss of love,

wooden-ware travels to that
never more return.

time. Wouldn’t smell a mite in 20 years—wouldn’t shrink a
particle in a life-time. Indestructible—impervious to liquids.

Before Eddy’s Indurated Fibre Ware the old many-
pieced, frail-hooped, ill-smelling, badly leaking, hea

*  THE E. B. EDDY CO., HULL, QUE.

but, unlike love, sweet all the

bourne from whence it

-
T

churches and the'

me life and its meaning in true colors,
until a glow of thankfulness welled up
within me, and I was grateful for the
pain. Hush! don’t start. It taught
me so much that I needed to learn;
it widened my sympathies ; it opened
my understanding to distinguish be-
tween the false and the true. Yes,
May ; notwithstanding all its agony, I
look upon that time of probation as a
period of priceless value, in which
a loving Father, in His own way, was
preparing me for the crowning happi-
ness of my life.

“The next few years brought in-
numerable changes. Sickness, death,
and my weighty ibilities as
mistress in the old home, where I now
stood alone. In the vxll:lge much had
ha ed to prevent me dwelling mor-
bidligenn n my own troubles. Calls
from rich and poor alike had filled up
‘my days, and brought back all the old
interest which for a time lay dormant.

«Your grandfather had left England
shortly after my engagement to. his
rival was announced, and no tidings of
his welfare had reached the village.
One evening I had brought ng book to
this spot, when the opening of the gate
caused me to look up, and there stood
my old friend, bronzed, changed some-

what in ‘outward ap] 3; but
‘the same trué h&fﬁmﬂ
« T goarcely know if I welcomed him.

All the passion and misery of the years
that had intervened, all the changes
that had come and gone since we parted,
seemed to rise up bétween us as our
hands met once more. Did he know

«It was late when he rose to go.
I remembeér the roon shone full upon
the meadow, turning these leaves to
gilver ; each flower, each blade of grass

DONALD KENNEDY
0f Roxbury, Mass,, says

Kennedy’s Medical Discovery

cures Horrid Old Sores, Deep -
Seated Ulcers of 4 years
standing, Inward Tumors, and®
every disease of the skim, ex-
cept Thunder Humor, and
Cancer that has taken reot.
Price $1.50. Sold by every
Druggist in the U. 8. and'
Canada. '
-:- JAMES PAPE -i-
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50 cents a bottlé, and it
hasnot got it, don’t take'an
but insist, and he will ge!
Clark Chemioal Co., Torc

York.



