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She leaned back languidly in her chair
and somehow the thought struck Mar-
gery that she had never seen the little
room look so small and shabby hefore.
The delicate gleam of Vane’s white gar-
ments contrasted strongly with her own
dingy, dust-stained black dress, the
placid beauty of Miss Charteris’ face
brought back the thrill of pain to her
heart, How different they were! Who
was she, to compete with such a woman.
She roused herself from her thoughts
as she met Vane's cold clear eyes watch-
ing her. .

“I beg your pardon,” she said qnick-
ly, yet with unspeakable grace. “You
have had a long drive; may I give you
a cup of tea—-or perhaps you wonld
prefer some milk?”

She moved toward an inner room: but
Vane stopped ner.

“Neither, thank you,” she replied cold-
ly—she was growing more and  more
annoyed every moment. She was leing
treated with every courtesy, with all re-
gard for etiquette, as though her host-
egs were a duchess instead of a common |
village girl! Tt was insupportable; she |
must hasten to break down that calm ex- l
terior which irritated her beyond mea-
sure. “Neither, thank you,” she repeated,
“I shall not stay long. 1t is. as you say.
a tedious drive; bnt my cousin, Stuart
Crosbie, wished me to see yow.”

She bent ler head to look at her
flounce, but not before she had seen the
girl’s slight frame wince and her c¢heeks
grow paler.

“Phat shot went home!” she told her-
self.

Margery stood immovable, her hand
still grasping the chair. A few moments
before she had thought it impossible to
suffer greater mental pain than she had
endured; now she was  experiencing
panga still greater. for her wound was
being probed. Weak. faint from  want
of food as she was. she determined to be
brave, to stand firm before this woman
—her rival.

“] gearcely know how to begin.” con-
tinued’ Vane. with well-assumed kindness
and concern, “It is a delieate subject 3
yet 1 conld not well refuse Stuart.” She
hesitated for an instant. then held ont
her well-gloved hand. “Miss Daw,” she
said impulsively, “will vou forgive me if
anything I may say in the course of our
conversation should vex you?! T would
not indeed willingly cause vou any pain.”

Margery’s eves were fixed on  the
golden-tinted trees beyond the garden:
ghe did not notice the outstretched hand.

“Why should you cause me pain?” she
asked. in reply. “There is nothing in
common between you and me.”

Vane let her Land drop to her side:
den pain, and lher whole frame shake
this girl’s control?

“I am glad you judge me rightly.” she
responded, “for 1 am and  have been
much distressed by my errand. Stuart
has asked me, Miss Daw to express to
you his sincere sympathy in the loss you
have sustained Ly the death of Myrs.
Morris. He Legs me to tell you that he
trusts you will apply at the castle now
that you are left without a guardian.
He has enlisted his mother’s good-will
on vour behalf, and he sends you this
small sum 10 assist toward anything you
may require.”

She held out a small packet as  she
finished, and had the satisfactionsof sce-
ing Margery’s lips twiteh as with sud-
den pain, and her whole frame shake
with passion beneath the insult.

“It was his intention to write to yon
as far back as last Thursday,” went on
Vane, “but he had the misfortune to
break his right arm, and writing was
impossible: therefore, as he though you
would require some expl: hation  from
him, he asked me to com

“T thank fell from
lips in coll straincd tones,

vou,” Margery's

i
“Ihen 1 may feave thisy” Vane said |
interrogatively, rising and placing the |
packet on the table. “And you will prn»i
mise to apply at the castle with respect |
to anything concerning your future? 1
believe, but 1 sm not sure, that  Mrs,
Crosbie has already written to some
Lty about o sitaation for you as maid.”

Margery made no answer. and Miss
Charteris waited a few moments, and
then moved to the door, feeling strange-
Iy uncomfortable, and by no means vie-
torious. She looked back as she stood at
the door.

“You have no reply

“Mr, Crosbie’s expl
none,” Margery answered,
same cold even tones,

“Then 1 will wish
noon.”

“Stay!™ eried Margery; and Vane
turned toward her. “You have forgot-
ten your packet.,” Margery added, point-;
fng to the table.

Vane took it up without a worl. Then
a thougby seemed to strike her. and die |
turned the money round and ronzd in
her hand, hurriedly.

“Perhaps you will write to Stuart «or
to his mother?”

Marveery's eyes met \"ane's in an
flinching gaze.

“Write!™ she repeated. with unuiter-
alle seorn and pride in the word. “Thers
i« inde»1 iitile in common between us.
Suel a quesrion deserves no answer.”

Vane's browsy contracted. She “wuinod
and walked quickly to the carriage, and
entering 1t arove swiftly away. Mer
musings were rot altogether plesant
during the fr<t mile or so of her ve-
turn journ -v. Soe had succeeded and su>-
ceeded so well that she need never fear
Margery Daw again: vet her spirit was
vexed even at her victory, for. though
<he had forever separated Stuart and
this girl, she lad not lowered her rival
to the dust, as she had intended.

This thought rankled for some time:
then her mind wandered to the more im-
portant matter of dealing with Stuart.
She had no settled plan; but, as he was
atill so unwell, there would be a day or
two vet in which to arrange matters.
For the present she must satisfy him
with loving messages and explain that
Margery was too distressed by her grief
to accompany her back to the castle. She
must see her aunt immediately, and get
her to use her influence in some way to
have the girl sent from the village. Tt
would never do to risk a meeting be-
tweeg Stuart and Margery, for though

he asked.

tion requires
still in the
|

vou good-affer

un-

| cottape,

she judged the girl to be so honest to
say much, if indeed her pride would al-
low her te notice him at all, there would
be sufficient to fire Stuart’s anger and
determination to learn the truth;
then—

Vane's face flushed at the thought of
the humiliation she would undergo in
in such a case; and she registered a vow
that she would mever permit it to hap-
pen. Margery must go and at once.

Margery remained standing st the
door as Vane walked down the path. She
did not move as, in a dim way, she saw
Miss Charteris settle herself in the dain-
ty carringe, nor did she stir as the pon-
ies started briskly from the gate. But
as the sound of their hoofs died away in
the distance, she woke with a shuddering
sigh to the grossness of the insults that
had been offered her. Suddenly  her
strength failed, and, witlt a groan, she
sunk hack on her chair, burying: her
face in her hanuds. The thought of her
loneliness had been bitter, her lover's
false vows had rankled in her breast:
but the weight of Vane’s humiliating
words erushed her. Tt was almost great-
er than she conld bear.

She tried to banish all tender recollec-

tion of Stuart from her. to think of kim’

only as the one man who had darkencd
the glory of life for her, as the man who
had plucked the sweet blossom of  her
love only to trample it under foot: but
ghe could not succeed. Her mind would
go back to those happy walks, those
brief moments of gladness when they
met, till it wandered to that day in
Weald Wood. when, with her hand clasp-
ed in his. she had sworn to love him al-
ways, no matter what came between
them. Yes, she loved him —would love
him to the end: though he had deceived
and injured her, though he had treated
her with such scant courtesy and de-
graded her shamefully, her love  was
still the same.

She shook back her wealth of red-gold
curls and rose to her feet: she was grow-
ing calmer. She reflected that she had
vet to plan her future. She pushed the
chair to the door-way and sunk iato it.
The sun was sinking behind the woods:
the air wae soit aud balmy-—its touch
seemed like a kiss upon her cheek. The
musical note of a bird twittering its
“good-night” amid the leaves. the bab-
ble of the distant brook. soothed her.
She leaned her weary head against the
door, and began to think.

One idea stood out clearly — she mnst
leave Hurstley. She dared not even pic-
ture to herself a future in the village
where her eyes would rest on Stuart amil
ing on that cold. cruel woman—where
she must sit down beneath a repetition
of .insult that had already roused her
spirit almost to madness. No. there was
no other course onen to lher—she must
go. and soon. Ah. if she conld but rush
away at once, and let the veil of dark-
ness cover her humiliation! But whither
and to whom could she go? Reuben could
not take her with him. Mrs. RBright
wonld welcome her for awhile: but she
2ould not meet Robert-—poor Robert!

Like a flash of light in darkness came
{he remembrance of Miss Lawson, and
the letter from her gister.
Would it be too  late? It
was not a week ago. This must be her
chance. She rose hurriedly. her limbs
tremhling. and tied on her honnet. She
wonld go to Miss Lawson at ence; the
place might still be vacant; she might
start perhaps in the worning! The
thought leut her strength. She foreed
herself to eat some food, theugh every

e in her body was quivering from
excitement, s

The simple viands. the glass of milk,
seemed to put unew life into her: ehe
left a message for Reuben at the next
and started in feverish haste
for the rectory. losing all thought of
fatigue in the rush of eager desire and
hope that burned within her.

Mice Lawson was seated at her win-
dow, writing, when her eyes fell on
Margery's figure coming rapidly up the
path. The governess noted the girl's
pale cheeks, her worn look of pain. and
her heart thrilied with symipathy.

“Well. child:" she said. as the girl
came in.

“NMiss Lawson--"" began Margery, and
then her rapid walk told on her. and she
had reeled to a chair.

The governcss rose, untied her bon-
net, and held a giass of waier to her
lips. She saw at a glance that some-
thing was wrong; but she asked mo
questions.

“You have walked too quickly, as
nsual. Margery.” was all she observed
as &he turned away with the glass,

“T wanted to sec¢ you.” murmured
Margery. then. after a brief pause, she
added slowly. “You remember what you
said. Miss Lawson.,  that l\'(‘llil!',_"
parted- yvou wonid help me? 1
come to claim that promize.

“Tell me what vou want.”

“1 want what I refused that night—
tc. leave Hurstley—go away altogether.
I« it too late -oh. Miss Lawson, is it
too late to go to that young lady?”

Miss Lawson looked et her keenly.

“Na." she replied: “it is not too late.
Strangely enough. I have heard from
my sister again. urging me to persuade
von. This letter 1 am writing to her.
I can tear it up.”

Margery felt the first thrill of pleas-
ure she had experienced during 4l.uring
the lang dreary day.

“And soon—[ may go soon?” ghe ask-
ed.

“The sooner the better—in
morrow. if you can be ready.”

“I conld be ready to-night.” Margery
answered. with a weary smile, pushing
aside her curls.

“Then I will telegraph to my sister
in the morning, when you start. 1 will
go with you to Chesterham and see
vou into the train. and I think you had
better get yourself one or two things
when there: you can repay me out of
vour first quarter’s salary.”

Margery bent her lips to Miss Law-
son’s hand.

“I can never thank you sufficiently.”
she whispered: “yon are too good to
me.”

Miss Lawsop -vulled away her hand
with a jerk:; but her face bore no trace
of anger.

we
have
1 want—"

fact, to-

and !

for 25 Years

1 have been treated by doctors for
twenty-five years for a bad cose of eczema
on my leg. They did their best, but falled
1o cure t. My own docter had advised me
to have my leg cut off, but I sald I would
try the Cuticura Remedies first. We said,
*try them if you lile but I do uot think
they will do ary good.” At this time my
leg was pecled from the knee down, In¥
foot was like u piece of raw flesh and
had to walk on crutches. I bought a cake
of Cuticura 8oap, a box of Cuticura Olut-
ment apd 8 bottle of Cuticura Resolvent.
After the first two treatments the swelling
weut down and in two months’ use of the
Cuticura emedies my log was cured and
the new skin grown on. The doctor could
not beliove his own eyes when he saw thot
Cuticura had cured me and said that he
would use Cuticura for hls own patients.
But for the Cuticura Remedles I might
have lost my life. Iam truly grateiu! for
the wonderfu} cure that Cyticura wrought.
I have many grandchildren and they are §
frequent users of Cuticura and 1 always B
recommend It most hizhiy as a8 sure anc
economical cure for skin troub

(Signed) Mumr. J. B. Renavn,
277, Mentana £t., Montreal.

(uticura.}
Soap and Ointment

afford the spesd! and most economical treads
meal for affections Jo! the skia und sealp. A
siatie tadlet of Cutleura Soap and box of Cuti-
cura Olntment are often wuficient. Bokl
throughont the world. Potier Drug & Chem.
Cora.. Sole Props., Boston. Send for free 32-page
Cuticura Book on ircatment of skia discases.

“Have you spoken to Reuben?” the
asked.

“No; but T will at once. He leaves
Hurstley himself at the end of the
week.”

“Well, T am heartily giad, chiid, yon
have decided on this. I think you will
be happy ” g

“I shall be away from here, and that
will be enough,” was Margery's mut-
tered thought.

“l will speak to Mrs. Carr to-night.
She wili spare me to-morrow. I know.”
continned Miss Lawson. “You must be
ready about eight in the morning, Mar-
gery. Your luggage will not he much;
perhaps you can arrange with Reuben
to take it for you to the corner of the
lane. and T will meet you there with the
village fly.”

“Thank you.” eaid Margery again.

All was settled. and a feeling of peace
gtole into her breast. She would dis-
appear—leave behind  her  everything
that reealled her brief dream of bliss,
her agony of grief. Stuart would ke
troubled no more with the sight of her
sad face to dim his happiness. He had
vegarded her. as a poor village girl,
without heart, mind or pride—a toy
with which to while away the long. dull
hours: and. as as he had forgotten her
—as she had gone from his memory—
e would creep away in deed and in
truth. She felt, as she sat in the twi-
light of the room that had seen her so
often in her young. fresh coutent, that
ghe would be satisfied if her name could
ve forgotten by ‘lurstley forever. if,
with her departure, the veil of mystery
that hung oyer-her birth might envelop
her in its folds. and she might be Jost.

Miss Lawson. turning from her writ-
ing desk. saw the plainiive look on the
girl’s face.

“What is it,
abruptly.

Margery broke from her thoughts.

“I was wishing,” she began, then hesi-
tated, rose suddenly. and went and
«tood beside her governess, putting one
little hand on the elder woman'’s, “You
are so kind, so thoughtful” she said,
gently. “You ask me no '|u4-~tim|~_ do
not examine we as to why [ have come
to-night. 1 must leave Hurstley, and at
once; there ir a reason, but I cannot tell
vou yet. Still, you will believe me and
trust me, will you not? Yes, yes, I
know you will. 1 have only you to help
e now in the whole world, and you will
not fail me.”

“You wish me to do sometling more?”

“I want to be lost to Iurstiey. 1
aunt no one hut you to know where I
flave gone. 1 want you to heep my sec-
ret.”’

Miss Lawson drew the girl into the
faet-fading light, and scrutinized. her
face earnestiy. almost sternly. The
weary sadnesg in the beautiful eyes, the
trembling lips, the wistful expression,
told their tale. Miss Lawson was satis-
fied. ’

“Yes,” she promised, “I wili do as you
wish—your secret shall be safe.”

CHAPTER XIIIL.

Immediately on her return to the cas-
t'e, Vane Charteris sought ber aunt, and
whispered to her the suceess of her mis-
sion. Mrs, Crosbie willingly agreed to
drive over g:n')y the next morning, and
sece what could be done with respect to
despatehing Margery from the vilinge;
and Vane went up to her room, both sat-
isfied and triumphant.  Stuurt’s eager-
ness was fed by fictitious tender mes-
seges from Margery, which Vane uttered
glibly and without the slightest effort;
and so the first part of her plot proved
most successful. She learned from her
aunt that the mother and son had met,
and that Mrs. Crosbie had 2arried out
her part to the letter, thereby causing
Stuart no little surprise and pleasure.

The news of Margery's disuppearance
came like a thunder-clap to Vane. She
had never contemplated <his denoue-
ment, and was a little puzzled how next
to act, until Mrs. Crosbie, in reconunting
the occurrences of her morning’s drive,

Margery1” she asked,

incidentally mentioned that she had met
Mrs. Bright, who was in great distress
about her son.

“What Lias happened to him, Aunt
Constance?” asked Vane, with assumed
indifferenge. !

“] thought I said that he was in love
with thie girl—wished to marry her, in
fact—and is go troubled at her refusal
that he has determined to leave Eng-
lund.”

“Ah!” ejaculated Vane, looking up
suddenly, her cold blue eyes shining like
stars. *“Reuben Morris has gone to Aus-
tralia, you say1”

“He starts at the end of the week; he
left Hurstley for London this morning.”

“And this girl js with him?” next
queried Miss Charteris.

“She must be. The cottage ia shut up,
the ke; has been sent to the Weald, and
the neighborg tell me they saw both the
man and the girl leave early this morn-
ing.” ;

“Could Mrs. Bright give you no clue
as to where her son has goue or intends
to got”

“None, She gave me his note to read,
in which he merely says he shall leave
Ingiand for a while. This girl has be-
witched him. A marriage with him
would have been the best she could ex-
pect—indeed, much too good for her,”
remarked Mrs. Crosbie, coldly. “What
do you propose ta do now, Vane?” she
added, rising.

“Nothing. T have-finished. Aunt Con-
stance, the game is ours. Do you not
sce that this young man has gone to
Australia with them:”

Mnms, Crosbie removed her
gloves slowly.

“I searcely think thai, Vane.” she re-
plied, “for Margery Daw has refused to
beecome his wife. His mother is highly
incensed and greatly troubled, poor
creature, about it. No, 1 caunog think
tbat, Vane”

“It will prove to be the truth, never-
theless,”” Miss Charteris said, quietly;
adding. “and, ag such, it ia welcome as a
full and ~qmplete solution ¢, a difficult
and disagfeeable question. Poor Stuart
—1 am sorry for him”

Mrs, Crosbie glanced at lher nieez,
leaning languidly against th- open win-
dow, almost frail-looking in her delicate
white gown, and could scarcely reconcile
the strowg. cold, relentless <pirit with
so lovely zn exterior. For an instant a
feeling of disgust at this girl’s ecalm
t_riokery and.deceit, and at her own share
in the matter, passed over her. Then
her pride came to the rescuc, and she
consoled herself with the tiought that
Stuart had been saved from dishomor
and trouble, and that Vaue had done
well.. She bent and kiseed her mniece's
delicate cheek.

“Yes. you are right,” she eaid, thought-
fully. “The problem is solved. and you
have done it. I can not thank you en-
ough, Vane.” :

“Do not thank me at all.” the girl
whispered. “You know why Idid it—it
was my love for Stuart that prompted
me. Some day he will thank me, perhaps.
fYet"for the present I fear he will suf-

er.

“With you near, Vane, that will not
last,” nud with an affectionate glance,
Mrs. Crosbie left the room. ‘

The next day came, and Stuart still
lived in his blissful dreams. Then with a
rough hand they were ruthlessly shat-
tered. Vane was reading in the colon-
nade that afternon. when she heard hur-
ried steps aproaching, and, on looking
up, saw Stuart. his face as white as his
tenig-coat, beside her.

“What is it, Stuart?” she asked
riedly.

“Vane, something has happened so
strange and yet so absurd that. were 1
not so confoundedly weak. T shounld
Jaugh at it. My man Andrews has just
told me that Morris has left Hurstley—
left early vesterday morning —for Aus-
tralia, and Margery has gone with him.
He declares it is true.”

“True!” repeated Vane. “It is too ab-
surd to credit for one instant. Stuart,
how can you believe it?”

“The man is so positive,” Stuart went
on. with a sigh, resting his left hand on
a chair for support, “that it quite stag-
gered me, Of course there is some mis-
take: but it haunts  me, nevertheless.
Vane, will you drive me to the village?”
he asked abruptly. “T must make in-
quiries.”

“Willingly:” and Vane at once put
down her book.

“How good you are!” exclaimed Stuart
trying to force a smile. “You are fn-
deed a friend.”

(Te be Oontinued)
: sEioshiduakat

Fatal Catarrh.
It Causes the Weak to Die Young
and Invariably Leads to In-
curable Consumption.

Catarrli has at least -me fortunate
feature—it can be cured by “Catarrh-
orzone.” In ever) cuse this vemedy gives
mstant relief. Never was it known to
fail in curing thoroughly.

Mr. Archibald Bass, of New Harbor,
writes: “Catarrhozone proved a remark-
able remedy in my ease. | sutfered ter-
vibly from catarrh in the throat awd
nose, and was so stuifed up every morn-
ing 1 could barely draw my breath. The

driving

hur-

‘mucous dropped back into my sfomucit,

upset my digestion and kept me sick all
the time. Catarrhozone relieved n .
ghort time and cured perfectly.” Surely
vour case isn't worse than this. Cat
arrhozone will cure if you give it the
chance.  The complete ontfit lasts twe

months and costs $1: this size is guar- |

anteed to cure. Sample size 25
dealers.

., at all
Get Cutarrhozone to-day!
e

IDENTIFIED HER.
(New York Sun.)

Three o'vlock was the very earliest the
man could get up to the store, so his
wife asked him to meet her then,

“ T don't know in what department I
shal! be at that time,” she sald, “but
just before 3 I will telephone the clerk
&t the information burexau near the main
entrance and If you will just step over
and ask him where I am he will tell you.”
_At two minutes past three the man
gought information as to the whereabouts
of his wife.

“] have a message,'’ =sald
from a woman., who said
wculd inquire for her about 3 o'clock.
Meuybe it is for you. She sald to tell you
that she hag gone over to Blank's store
over on Sixth avenue to finish her shop-
ping because the clerks in this store are
impudent, the place is ill-ventilated and
she couldn’'t find anything she wanted
here anyhow and never has been able
to find anything here and this is posit-
ively the last time she will ever try to
find anything here. Of course, that might
not have béen your wife—""
yves,” sald the man, “that was
right.”

HE

the clerk,
her husband

“Oh,
she, all

FOR MAKING SOAP,
SOFTENING WATER,
REMOVING PAINT,
DISINFECTING SINKS.
CLOSETS,DRAINS,ETC.

SOLD EVERYWHERE
REFUSE SUBSTITUTES

FINE NEIGHBORS.
(Detroit Free FPress)
“How do you llke your
neighbore?".
“Very Well. They nc.ir come to use
our telephone during meal hours.”
——e P

new new

HIS GRIEF.
(I.ondon Opinion)
“I 'ear your missus is dead, BlL"”
“Yes—Pegged out on Derby day, unfor-
tunstely. Fust Derby I've missed for
years!”

SHERLOCK IN SUMMER.
(New York Sun)
Knicker—Is the great detective's wife

in the country?
Bocker—Yes, a he can't find any of
his clothes In thfbureau.
— el G e

EASY FOR THEM.
ruek)
Mrs. Dorcas—Thils s a harder world
for women than it is for men.
Dorcas—Don't you beiieve it. A woman
can find rellef any time by merely taking
off her shoes and unlacing her corsets.
R

A CROSS-COUNTRY RUN.
(Chicago Dully News)

Preperty man— Did your
have & long run in Skidunk?

Comedian—1hey c¢hased us only two
milex out.

company

—etlp
VOLUNTARY.
(Washington “Herad")

“My good man, how did you happen

to be thrown out of work?"’
“1 got out,’ ' replie Weary Wombat with
dignity. I didn’t hafter be thrown out.”

el

A STUDY IN HEREDITY.
. (New Yeork Sun.)
Misz Knicker—Thau. Young man never
knows when to go home.
Mr. Knicker—No wonder; his father
is a congressman.
——e———
THIS SURELY MEANS WAR.
(Marion €0.) Btar.)
Capt. Hobson's atention is called to
the fact that the team of Jap ball-
players has been observed inspecting
the American batteries.

HER REASON.

(Harper's Bazar.)
First Little Surburban Girl.—Why doea
your father go to town every day?
Second Little Surburban Girl—To make
encugh money to sleep out here at night.

———e————
A WASTED EFFORT.

(Detroit Free Press)

“Help, help! I'm drowning!”

ycung woman at the seashore.

“W¢c're all married men here!"” shouted
one of the crowd on the beach.
“Never mind, then,” replied the

weman. “I'll get to shore myself.”

cried the

.yonn‘

———p————
COMPARATIVE SPEEDS.
(The Tatler)

“Walter.”

“Yes, sir?"”

“Have you ever been to the Zoo?’

“No, sir, why do you ask?”

“1 was just ‘thinking how thrilling
vou'y find it to sit and watch the tor-
tcises go whizzing by.”

e e
THE REAL SORROW.
(Baltimore American.)

“pid your operation cost you much

pain?”’
“Yes. but I dldn’'t mind that so much
as the dollars it cost.”
———o———
GETTING BACK.
(Louisville Courier-Journal.)
“On your way,” shouted the lady of

the house. *'I ain’t got no wood to
chop. There ain’t nuthin’ you could do

arcund here.”
“But madam, there is,~ retorted the
‘I could give

wsyfarer, with dignity.

you a few lessons in grammar.”
————————
APPROPRIATE.

(Boston Trangcript)

Figg—What are you having carved on {

the photographer's tombstone
Fogg—Taken from life,"”

—_———————
CONSOLATION.
(New York Sun.)
Knicker—My wife is always praising
the men she rejected for me.
Becker—Never mind; she will
you to her second husband.
. ——— .

SINGLENESS OF PURPOSE.
(Washington 8tar)

A man should follow a determined
course regardless of criticism,” sald the
resclute ideallst.

“Yes,” replied Miss Cayenne; ‘“‘but =o
many of you are that way only when
you waltz!”

—_————

AT THE CLU B.

(Lippincott's Mag: ne)
Lady President—What book has help-
ed vou most?
New Meniber—My
book.

praise

husband's check

AT THE SEASHORE.
(Bosten Transoript)

Ethel—The professor 5
batl-ing suit i exigious,

Alice—Is that a complimer

el—1 don't know., There ien't a dic-
nary in the hotel.
— ~_‘..." e
HIS FAILING.
(Puck)

Major Gore—The Colonel, I am sorry to
gav. hahdly evah knows when le has
had enough.

Judre Bead—No, sul.
nel has had enough
anything.

—l el
WHERE PROPERTY 1S GOING UP.
(London Opluicen)
Prospective Tenant—I like the house,
but I don't like that huge building in
front. It's such a dreary outlook
Agent—Oh, but that's only a
foctory. It might explode 4

ahat my

1t ?

When the Cuh-

he doesn't kKnow

g Py
A man naturally has his hair  cuc

when he doesn’t want it any 4onger.
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JOHN FISK ON IMMORALITY.
The faith in immortal life is the
great poetic achievement of the human
mma.

Belief in immortality is the one thing
that makes this world habitable for be-
ings constructed like ourselves.

The destruction of the sublime con-
ception of immortality would be like de-
priving a planet of its atmosphere.

The crude primeval ghost world is
always closedly associated with the ethi-
cal side of life; out of this aseociation
have grown some of the most eolossal
governing agencies by which the devel-
opment of human society has been fnflu-
enced.

I'he fact that primitive man misstated
his relation to the Unseen Werld in no
wise militates aguinst the truth of his
assumption that such a world  exists.
Primitive theorizing is sure to be fauity
(a primitive instinct is likely to be
true).

The belief in a future life is coevil
with the beginnings of the human race,
in the history of evolution.

The belief in a future life is one of
the diferential attributes of humanity.

Man is not the only animal that nos-
sesses articulate speech and the nower
of reasoning: he is the only creature who
expects to survive the event of plhy-~ieal
death.

That wholessle tskepticism which ie
directed against whatever exists or has
existed in the ehape of an ancient belief
that violent outbreak of materiaiistie
atheism of the eighteenth century, ie
surely one of the most mournful epi-
godes in the history of human thought.

We yet sometimes are entertained by
a belated eighteenth century naturalist
who is fully persuaded that his denial
of human immortality ie an inevitable
corollary from the foctrine of evolution.

The more we try to explain, the bet-
ter we realize that we live in a world of
unexampled resolution.

Those who seek to prove anything by
the evidence of disembodied spirits who
hold communication with certaip med-
jums are not likely to make much im-
pression upon minde trained to investi-
gation.

— —— ey

How to Cure Toothache.

Any aching tooth can be relieved in-
stantly with Nerviline. Fill the cavity
with ing dipped in Nerviline and
rub the gums with Nerviline also. If thz
face is swollen and sore bathe the pain-
ful parts with Nerviline and cover witn
o flannel, This can’t fail because Nervi-
line kills the pain ontrlﬁl: and prevents
it from returming, Stronger, quicker,
more satisfactory than any other lini-
ment, Nerviline has been the largest sel-
ler for nearly fifty years; try it your-
self. 25c¢ per botile,

WILD STRAWBERRIES.

Strawberries have improved very
much in flavor since the fifteenth cen-
tury. Until then the only strawbernes
eaten were wild strawberries of a kind
which would never find a market nowa-
days. In 1480, however, they were be-
ginning to be cultivated, for Holinshel
records under that date a particularly
fine crop grown by the Bishop of Kly
on the grounds of his palaee, now cov-
ered by Hatton Garden.

He quotes the Duke of Gloucester as
saying to the Bishop, *“My lord, you
have very good strawberries in your
garden in Holborn. 1 require you to let
us have a mess of them.” This speech
was copied almost verbatim by Shakes-
pears in “Richard 111.” Btill, even the
Biship’s fruit would not appeal much to
modern connoisseurs, for the garden
strawberries at that period were only
transplanted wildlings, the plants being
sold at about 4d. a bushel.—lLondon
Chronicle. :

i —————
|  Wilson’s Fly Pads are sold by

. practically all druggists, grocers

‘and general stores throughout

Canada. They kill many times

more flies than any other article,
i e

STREET MEETINGS.
(Montreal Witness)

We must have in Montreal one law for
every form of religion and if ti Jews
want to hold a religious meeting they
have as much right to as any other hody,
and must be protected in that rigat with
the utmost power of ihe civ wuthority.
The acting AMayor draws a stinction—
a very resscuable one- n preach-
ers like those of the S Army,
who never attack a 1 thore
who hold meetings tor no ot.
than denunciation, It is not
ever. to act upon this
if the addresses were always |
fawiliar to the police, the pe
not he preparcd to ma 1§
the judges of what may
gpcken. Nor can the jud
burs he accounted a s

nuch

of the
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AN EXPERIMI
(New Ycerk
Nurse—What's the n 7
Jehnny—The baby is a 1a%e: T threw
hini on the floor and he didn't bounce a
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