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CHAPTER VIL

The ball room at Lynnewolde was a
ificent apartment. Nothing could
be E better taste than the decorations..
The scene was picturesque and dazaling;
the innumerable light, the rich hangings,
the costly and fragrant flowers, the ex-
uisite dresses of the ladies, the gleam-
g’l of rich jewels. Faint, exquisite per-
fumes seemed to steal upon the air, the
music was of the best, and the whole

scene one of animation and enjoyment.
If Lord Lynne could have consulted
his own inclination, he would have open-
ed the ball with Agatha; but the Coun-
tess of Strathdale and her daughter,
Lady Victoria, were present, and stern
etiquette pointed to the tall, plain
Scotswoman, and Philip could not but

“Keep the first waltz for me, Agatha,”
he whispered.

“] have just promised Allan,” she re-

jed. “I am so sorry. Ask Inez; she

es waltzing.”

And again as Lord Lynne drew near
his cousin, he was struck wifh her as-
tonishing beauty. Inez had arrayed her-
self for conquest that evening. “He
Joves magnificence,” she said to herself,
“and my dress shall please him;” and
please him it did, for his eyes rested
upon her as they would have done on
some rare picture. Her dress was of
some glowing, soft material, mingled
- white and gold. A coronet of superb
opals, the last gift of her father, shone
in the midst of her wealth of hair; opals
were clasped round the firm white throat
and the exquisite arms, and & deep crim-
son rose, artistically placed in the bod-
ice of her dress, gave sufficient color to
relieve the white. The brilliant, passion-
ate face was radiant in its beauty; the
dark eyes flashed as they had never
done before, for she had hoped at last—
this haughty girl who spurned alike love
* and lovers—that Lord {ynno loved her.
She had no reason for it, save that his
eyes had softened when he had inwd
upon her, and his lips had touched her
hand; he was coming, too, to ask her
for the walts. the dreamy, delicious mu-
sic of which had just begun. If she had
known he sought her in compliance with
Agatha's request, she would not have
smiled assent. She would have tram-
ﬂed upon her own heart rather than

ve owed one act of kindness from him
to another.

Ignorance is sometimes happiness, and
Inez was really happy as she moved in
unison with that music. She was, as
are all Spanish ladies, a graceful dancer.
No haste or awkwardness—easy, and
with graceful dignity, she seemed to
make the music and the motion one.
Lord Lynne had never danced with her
before; it was her unusual superiority
that made him say, “That was the best
waltz I ever had in my life. If I were a
Spanish courtier, I should say that every
day develops new gifts and graces in my
charming cousin.” -

It was simpiy a pretty complimentary
speech, such as Lord Lynnae had often
whispered to his partner. There was
nothing in it to cause her heart to thrill
and tremble, and her cheeks to glow.

It is pitiful to think how people can
help to delude themselves. While she,
with the whole force and strength of
her wild, southern nature, loved him,
and walked down the room by his side
as one in a dream, Lord Lynne was
saying to himself, “Now, I will seek my
darling to-night, I will ask her to be my
wife.”

Then Bertie Bohun, half timidly,came
to beg for one dance. He was dazzled by
the brightness of the face that smiled
upon him.”

“You are very kind,” he said, as he led
her to her place in the, quardille, “to
dance with me.”

She looked at him in amazement as
she repeated, “Kind—whdt do you
mean

“If I were a king with a erown, or
a general covered with orders and medals,
or a duke with the garter and the ribbon
of St. George,” he said awkwardly, “I
should feel more at my ease, and more
worthy of dancing with you.”

It was a boyish speech, but it came
from the depths of an honest, boyish
heart. He might be young and awkward,
but he loved this beautiful girl with the
whole strength of his simple, candid
nature.

Inez laughed merrily at his florid com-
Lliments, a delicious, silvery, rippling

ugh; but it tingled his cheeks with
shame as he heard it.

“Ah, you are laughing at me,” he said,
trying to conceal his mortification. “I
thought you would laugh if you ever
knew I dared to presume to admire you.”

“I ought to be very much obliged to
ou,” she said, the smile lingering on her

ps and in Her eyes.

“Do not laugh at me again, Miss
Lynne,” said poor Bertie. “If you re-
tain any recollection of my folly, will
you also remember that my life is at
your service; and if ever the time
should come in which you require a
friend with a strong will and a brave
heart, will you remember me?”

* She smiled again, but in after years
those words came back to her.

It was a brilliant party assembled
that evening at Lynnewolde. The belle
of the room was undoubtedly the beau-
tiful, dark-eyed Andalusian. The gen-
tlemen raved about her; the ladies were
not jealous of her—she was too unlike
them. Had she been more commonplace,
she might have stirred their envy; as
it was, all smaller feelings were merged
in surprise. She secemed careless of the
bomage so frely offered her. Inez had
but ome thought, one idea, one hope, and
that was to win the love of the man she
loved.

Agatha enjoyed the dancing; Allan
kept as much as possible to her side. No
one who saw him could doubt that he
loved this gentle girl, who smiled so
kindly upon him.

The music of another waltz sounded
more enchanting, more delicious, than
the first, and again Lord Lynne sought
Imex.

Onoe. more to this wild, dreamy music
she ssemed to float as through the air,
h the face she loved best on earth
upon her. Then when he re-

er, her heart was full of happi-

_mess, [be could not remain thers lo

HIS LORDSHIP’S
ROMANCE

laugh and talk; she did not wish to hear
the sound of another voice while his
gered upon her ear. She wanted to
slone for a few minutes—alone with X
happiness and her love.

She passed rapidly thro
room, and into
dimly lighted; the air, L
luscious perfume, made her diszy with
its excess of fragrance. Out upon the
lawn she saw the silvery moenlight and
the shadow of the trees upomn the
grass. Out in the moonlight the lilies
and roses slept, the night dew lying thick
upon them.

The cool, soft light looked tempting
lonenough after the heated room. Ines
longed to be out in it, to dream for &
few minutes, among the sleeping flow-
ers, of her happiness and her love. She
drew her white shawl over her head and
passed out on to the lawn. The still-
ness of the night was soothing after the
gay music and laughter. She sat down
under the great cedar; and while she
lived, Tnez Lynne mever forgot the
solemn beauty of that scene. In the dis-
tance she heard the faint sount of the
dance-music—the moonlight, the trees,
the sighing of the breeze, the perfume
of the flowers, all told one story to the
impassioned girl—the story ofr{er hap-
piness and her love.

Beautiful as it was, she did not re-
main long. She was engaged for the
third waltz to Lord Lynne, and she did
not wish to loge that. She went back
quietly and gently into the conservatory.
Her light footsteps made no noise.

“I might be a ghost, I glide so well,”
she said to herself, with a smile. But
the smile died upon her lips; for, stand-
ing by the side of the marble Flora was
Lord Lynne and her sister Agatha. They
neither saw nor heard her, and she stood
rooted to the spot, unable to move, un-
able, if her life had depended upon it,
to utter one word.

In his hand Lord Lynne held a beau-
tiful white hyacinth, and she heard
every syllable that fell from his lips.

“Agatha, my darling,” said, tend-
erly, “do you {now what I have brought
you fhere to tell yout Do you know

I wish to say to you? but my cour-
age ‘half fails me.”

Artlessly she raised her bright e{:l
to his face in some surprise; but be-
fore she had time to reply, a voice was
heard saying, “Agatha, Mrs. Lynne
wants to epeak to you—where are you.”

“There is Evelyn Leigh calling iou,"
said Lord Lynne, hurriedly. “You know
what I wish to say, Agatha; take this
flower,” he added, handing it.to her,
“and return it to me to-morrow morning
with your answer.”

“There you are,” cried the voice
of Evelyn Leigh, as she entueg‘ &c oon-
servatory, “positively looking sentimen-
tal with Lord Lynne! Make %:a.ste, Ag‘n—
that, for Mrs. Lynne has been asking for
you for the last half hour.”

They passed out together and left
Lord Lynne, as he thought, alone; he
did not see the pale face, with its look
of sharp pain and deadly anguish, half
hidden among the tall shrubs; he did
not dream that a proud, passionate
heart, breaking for love of him, was

T

near,

“My darling,” she heard him say. with
® lovin{,v smile, “how sweet and good
che is!”

Then Inez Lynne knew that her sis-
ter had won the heart and love she
meant to make her own.

She stood quite still among the dark
g:een shrubs, and no sound told of the

adly strife and despair, no word told
of the love and happiness frozen ~and
dead. Her slender jewelled fingers were
tightly clenched, but she stood silent
end motionless as a statue, until Lord
Ly_rme went away; then, with light,
noiseless step, she fled to her own
room, and rapidly closed and locked the
door.

It was a pitiful sight upon which the
moonbeams fell. The proud, beautiful
girl, radiant with love and happiness so
short a time since, with a great ery,
flung hereslf down, and the moonlight
fell upon the gleaming opals, the sump-
lf:uou.e dress, and the white, despairing
ace.

It had been her one treasure, her one
wish, her one ambition—that love would
have crowned her life and now it was
all over—her wondrous beauty, her gen-
fus, her marvellous voice, had all been

werless to win the heart that was
aid at the feet of her gentle sister.
Tears of mortification rained down her
cheeks; it was not only that the hope
and treasure of her life were wrecked,
but she was humiliated; she had loved
in vain, and her haughty nature writhed
again. Without effort her sister had
won the prize for which she would have
freely given her life.

“It shall not be!” she cried. wildly.
“I have nothing else. All my life T have
been wronged and injured. T will have
what my father meant to give me. T
will make him love me. I will be Lady
Lynze, or I will die!”

When the wild passion of grief had
exhausted iteelf. she rose and went to
her mirror. Was that white, tear-stained
face the same that had dazzled Bertie
Bohun so short a time since.

Any one who saw Inez Lynne when
she entered the ball-room half an hour
afbterward, would have said that she
had never known a sigh or shed a tear.
The opals gleamed in her dark hair, her
cheeks were flushed with the most ex-
quisite color, and her eyes were bright
and sparkling. That could never be the
same woman upon whose prostrate fig-
ure and raining tears the moonbeams
had fallen. Inez Lynne was a good ac-
tress; no one could have told that the
brightness, the smiles and the gay words
were all forced and false. No one counld
have guessed that beneath that brilliant
manner there was a torrent of dark,
a.ngrumiom—a wealth of ruined,
hope love. But she played out her
part; she remained in the ball-room
until the last; she bade Bertie Bohun
good-night with sweet, gay words that
thrilled him; she laughed with Lord
Lynne, and jested with Agatha. She sat

tiently atfua tllmt. v:l;‘ﬂe her maid
;nlbed ou e long, ining tresses,
although her heart ted udgshe“ long-
ed to be undisturbed: but she never gave
way until her room-door was locked, and
she was once more alone.

CHAPTER VIII.

Tha moonbeams of what soft summer

night fell upon the stately hall of
Lynnewelde, the dark masses of
wood, the lake, the sque
gardens; they ed all in r sweet,
nftﬂﬁltl‘.htﬁcnwuonoqot where
without healing or balm in
half-mournful t.
Never did “good
o e et
lor the of Imez Lynne. All
the fire, the passion, the recklessnesq of
the Southern nature were aroused. She
sworn that she would succeed; that
some means in  her
love she longed for should
d she was not of those
an oath as a “light bur-
thrown off at will.

evil® fight for a
ot ed that

by the window of her'

k eyes resting u the
woods of Lynnewolde; ber wealth of
black hair f round her should-
ers. She was ost terribly beau-
ﬁful!oboholduﬂut“mo!pu-
sions” raged within her.
; for there were times
when a softer look came to the ex-
uisite face, and softer tears fell
own the e cheeks. Then a bet-
ter and nobler impulse whispered to
her to be patient, to submit, to leave
her sister happy in her love, to con-
uer and trample upon the wild love
that “wrought havoc” within. But
the better im passed, and the
proud, indomitable spirit woke up
fiercer and stronger for its repulse.

‘“No mercy has ever been shown
to me!” ghe murmured. ““Years and
years ago, if I had had the love that
ouﬂn to have been mine—if my fath-
er had treated me as he did his other
child—my life would have been dif-
ferent. Shall I lose the only love I
ever asked for, the only blessing life
has to give me? I cannot!”

So she watched and repeated wild
words to herself, until the first faint
dawn of the morning came into the
sky. A thought had struck her; in
the first few minutes that it came
to her, she seemed to shrink from it,
for ‘a erimson flush covered her face,
and her eyes fell as though with a
sense of shame. Yet it came again,
and again she played with it. She
let herself think of all that might be,
and then she yielded, and said it
should be so.

She sat and watched the dawn of
the golden morning. There was no
more battle—it had been lost; no
more struggle—evil had prevailed.
For weal or for woe she had shaped
her fate. She had sworn she would
win, let the cost be what it might.

Nature woke up from its rest; the
birds began their morning hymn;
the dew-laden flowers opened their
eyes, and sent abroad their thousand
perfumes; the bright sunbeams warm
ed and gladdened the earth; but
something died that night in the
heart of Inez Lynne, and never woke
again until it awoke to remorse and

e

en the bright morning was fur-
ther advanced, she rose and proceed
.ed to make a careful toilet. She
washed away the traces of her tears,
she smoothed the long tresses, she
dressed herself in one of her prettiest
morning robes. Bhe was even sat-
isfied with her own appearancq when
she gazed in the mirror; she looked
all that was fresh, and fair, and
charming; yet from the face that
looked in the mirror, something had
died away that was not to appear
again until—

Slowly and cautiously she left the
room, and entered her sister’s. She
cast one rapid glance around—all was
as she wished. Agatha lay, sleeping
soundly, and the white hyacinth was
in a glass on the table. Bhe bent
over her fair young sister, who slept
such a sleep as would never again
visit Inez Lynne, her sweet face wear-
ing a look of rofound happiness, a
smile parting the rosy lips.

Inez felt no remorse for what she
was about to do, no sorrow for the
blow her hand was about to inflict.

“She cannot feel,” she murmured
to herself, “and I cant

The slowly and cautiously she took
the flower from the glass, and qujt-
ted the room.

“Jt is all a chance,” she said, “but
that chance is my last and only one.
1f he is down it can be done, and I
am safe; if not that hope goes. 1
will not think or fear detecticn after-
ward. 1 will so manage that it shall
be impossible. Let me see if fortune
favors.” 5

She rapped gently at the library
door; Philip’s voice, clear and joy-
ous, bade her enter. He lovked up
with a smile when he saw her so
fresh, and fair, and dainty, but the
smile died away when his eyes fell
upon the flower she bore in her hand.

“] am afraid I disturb you,” she
began; I know you 8 end half your
mornings here; but I have something
very particular to say to you. Yua
are going to London to-day, are you
not?

“Yes.” he replied, slowly.

“] wanted to see you before you
gettled anything about your jour-
ney,” she said. **Can you guess why
I am here?

*T almost begin to fear,” was his
reply, and she saw his face grow pale;
still there was no voice in her heart
that cried to her to save or to spare
him.

“J have brought back your flower,”
shs said, gently and distinctly. “You
remember what you asked with it?”

He bowed without speaking, and
she went on.

“Jt cannot be. Agatha has no wish
to pain you, but it cannot Tl

He took the white hyacinth from
her hand.

“Does she care for some one else?” he
asked, hoarsely.

“Lord Lynne,” was the calm reply,
“you must not question the motives of
ber decision. Allan Leigh has loved her
for many years. She has not told me if
she loves him——"

“But she does,” interrupted poor
Philip . “Well, God bless her. Let her
do as she will. I was mad to think my-
self worthy of her.”

He did not see the scorn that rippled
for one half moment over her beautiful

face.

“Why,” he asked suddenly, “did she
not give me the answer herself? It was
from her own lips I asked to hear my
fate.”

The calm, proud face never quailed
or faltered, the clear, musical voice never
trembled, as she replied:

“Agatha is young. Perhaps she feared
bdg against her will”

“She need not have feared me,” he
said, proudly. “She has the right to re-
fuse me, if will. I caanot understand
#t,” he contBhued. “Sho scemed to like
me, I thought.”

“She is young,” replied the clear voice.
“and kind to everyone.”

Inez saw that her words touched him
keenly. He was proud, and it was not
pleasant to think that he had been vain
enough to confound and misteke love
for what was only kindness.

“The bearers of an unwelcome message
often share the fate of the message they
bring,” said Inez, gently. “Do not let me
be so unfortunate, Lord Lynne.”

“No,” he mglied, kindly; “you can
never be associated with an g un-,
pleasant in my mind. I shall always re-
member how well and how gently you
have fulfilled a painful mission.”

Iu.NO dsut;t, no L'“’ n, ever d
is mind; he was a & gentleman,
and a man of honor. o

Falsehood and
treachery were unknown to him. How
conld he suspect? She brought him back
the flower in Agatha’s
hand. She brought the answer; and
no one, as he thought, but Agatha had
heard the question.

“My sister bade me ask two favors,”
she comtinued. “Omne is that you will
never pain her by alluding to the sub-
ject again; the second, that you will so
time your journey as to preveat——""

“To prevent her from seeing me again
until my folly is forgotten. Yes—tell
her in both wishes I will obey her punc-
tually.”

He did not notice the flush that seem-
ed to scorch her face as she gave utter-
ance to the false words; he did not
notice how carefully she picked up the
poor little flower that, in his hurry and
agitation, he had dropped.

“I need mot ask you to keep my sec-
ret, Inez,” he said, calling her for the
first time by her name. “You can be
true, I know.” 3

(To be continued.)
—_—weo———

RHEUMATISM
IN THE BLOOD

Liniments and Rubbing Will Not
Cure It—The Disease Must be
Treated Through the Blood.

The trouble with men and women
who have rheumatism is that they
waste valuable time in trying to rub
the complaint away. If they rub
hard enough the friction causes
warmth in the affected part, which
temporarily relieves the pain, but in
a short time the aches and pains are
as bad as ever. All the rubbing, and
all the liniments and outward appli-
cations in the world won’t cure
rheumatism, because it is rooted in
the blood. Rubbing won’t: pvemove
the poisonous acid in the blood that
cauees the pain. But Dr. Williams’]
Pink Pills will, because they are a
blood medicine acting on the blood.
That is why the aches and pains and
stiff swollen joints of rheumatism
disappear when these pills are used.
That’s why sensible people waste mo
time in rubbing, but take Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills when the first
twinges of rheumatism come on, and
these speedily drive the trouble out
of their system. Mr. John Evans, 12
Kempt Road, Halifax, N. B, says:
“ About three years ago I had an
attack of rheumatism, which settled
in my right leg and ankle, which became
very much swollen and was exceedingly
tninful. I wasted a good deal of time
rying to get rid of the trouble by rub-
bing with liniments, but it did not do
me a bit of good. My daughter was us-
ing Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills at the time
and finally persuaded me to try them.
Inside of a week the pills began to help
me, and after taking them a few weeks
longer the trouble had completely disap-
Fred and has not bothered me since.

y daughter was also taking the pills at
the time for weakness and anaemia, was
also cured by them, and I am now a firm
friend of this medicine.”

Most of the troubles that afflict
mankind are due to poor, watery
blood. Dr. Willinms’ Pink Pills actu-
ally make new, red blood. That is why
they cure anaemia with its headaches
Emd backaches, and dizziness and faint-
ing spells; the pangs of rheumatism, and
the sharp stabbing paine of neuralgia;
also indigestion, 8t. Vitus dance, paraly-
sis and the ailments of young girls and
women of mature age. Good blood is the
secret of health and the sccret of good
blood is Dr. “gl'}‘i;uxs' Pink Pills. Sold
by medicine dexlfrs or by mail at 50
cents a box from The Dr. Willlams’ Med-
icine Co., Brockville, Ont. .

—_—————

Coal From Natal.

According to official returns, the
birth rate for the several provinces of
India in 1907-8 was as follows per 1,000:
Central provinces 652.45. The Punjab
and United provinces occupy second and
third place, respectively. Bengal,
37.70; Assam, 37.01; Madras, 30.8. Ben-
gal was formerly a long way ahead of
all the provinces, but has now fallen to
fourth place.

It has been stated in the Caleutta
press that the Government railways in
India will next year use coal brought
to India by steamer from Natal, because
it is better than Bengal coal and more
economic.

L,
Repeat it:—** Shiloh’s Cure will al-
ways cure my coughs and colds.”
SIEASE =
Medals for Canal Workers.
Medals of bronze manuractured from
the old scrap left by Ferdinand de Les-
seps in his umnsuccessful effort to dig a
canal across the Isthmus of Panama are
soon to be struck in the mint in this
erty, to be presented to all American
workmen on the present canal operations
who can show a service record extending
over two years.
Correspondence toward this end has

been conducted for some time, and it is
expected the medals of honor will be
ready for presentation in 1809. The idea
originated with President Roosevelt on
his visit to the Canal Zone. Large
quantities of copper and tin have been
collected from the useless French ma-
chinery for the purpose.—Philadelphia
North American.

e
Blobbs—She literally threw herself at

him. Slobbe—Well, you know a woman
car’ acver hit asyiling che throws at.

NEWFOUNDLAND
PAYS TRIBUTE

To the Grand Work Dodd’s
Kidney Pills are Doing.

Fishermen Regard Them as a Boen to
Mankind—Mr. Frank Banfield Tells
How They Cured His Backache,

Garnish, Fortune Bay, Nfld., Nov. 9.—
(Bpecial)—Among the fishermen here,
who through exposure to wet and cold
are subject to those pains and aches
which come from dizeased Kidneys,
Dodd’s Kidney Pills are logked upon as
a positive boon to mankind. They are
never tired of telling how their Back-
aches and their Rheumatism vanish be-
fore the great Kidney remedy.

Among many others Mr, Frank PBan-
field, after years of suffering, has found
relief in Dodd’s Kidney Pills, and here
is what he is telling his friends:

«] find Dodd’s Kidney Pills the best
medicine for Backache I have ever used.
I only used two boxes and they cured
me of Backache I had had for five years.
It started through a strain. My father's
back also bothered him, and he got
some relief from one pill I gave him.
They were too precious to give him
more. All persons suffering from Back-
ache should use Dodd’s Kidney Pills.”

Why do Dodd’s Kidney Pills cure
Backache? Simply because Backache is
Kidney ache, and Dodd’s Kidney Pills
positively cure all Kidney aches and ills.
This has been proved in thousands of
cases in Canada. If you haven’t used
them yourself, ask your neighbors.

POWER IN A WOMAN'S EYE.

Men Remember a Glance When All
Else Abour Her is Forgotten.

A woman’s eyes are the first objects
10 attract a mar’s attention, and they
are the last things he rémembers about
her. Long after he has forgotten the
color of her ta:r, the dimple in her chin
and the soft, sweet sounds of her voice,
the look in her eye remains with him.

He mayw not be able to single her glove
out, of a pile of keepsakes; he may have

cast her photograph upside down into |

the waste basket with a lot of others;
the slippers she made him may have
been worn ou% by his valet, but, still
some particular turn of her glance, some
Lttle trick of dropping her lashes or
lifting her brown eyes will be as clear
to him as the daylight. Ten years after
love has been laid away in his little
satin-lined casket that glance will rise
like Banquo’s ghost at the feast and
startle him just at the moment when
the man is locking most intently into
the eyes of another woman.

It is not the color of a woman’s eyes
which a man first observes or last re-
members. Nine times out of ten a man
will furn from the glance of a pair of
soft brown, cowlike eyes to gaze into
the green orbs of the red-headed girl on
the other side of the table, and many
a doll-like, blue-eyed beauty weeps be-
cause some pug-nosed, tawny-eyed wo-
man has lured away her sweetheart.

Ask any man the color of his sister’s
eyes and he will look at you blankly.
“Jove,” he will remark, “I—I believe
I've forgotten. But they’re all right.
There’s something about them that’s
catchy.” And that is positively all that
can be gotten out of him.

The fact that Becky Sharpe’s eyes
were green or that Cleopatra’s eyes were
yellow never interfered with the machin-
ations of those fascinating ladies, nor
dulled their reputations as coquettes.
Color, size and shape may make an eye
beautiful, but they never can give it
that something which so many beautiful
eyes lack and so many homely ones
possess, the power to make a man break
a bank or sell his overcoat in order to
give his wife what she wants.

When the world was sentimental, men
called it “soul.” Then they grew practi-
cal and apathetic and they called it
“character.” But no man will ever know
what it was any more than he will ever
know why he married the particular
woman he picked out or why the cook
has left. It is a question as subtle and
elusive as either of these.

el
Spanish Emeralds.

“Fine old Spanish emeralds,” is a
phrase which means something quite
different from what it seems to imply.

There never wae an emerald mined in
Spain, but after the conquest of Peru
the conquerors brought home great
quantities of loot, of which emeralds
formed an important part. In this way
the finest emeralds came into posses-
sion of the old Spanicsh families, and as
very few had been seen in Europe pre-
vious to that time all the best stones
soon became classed as fine old Spanish
emeralds. To-day the expression still
applies to the best emeralds of any
source.—Chicago Daily News.

el fp—

Automobiles Close Livery Stable,

An idea of the inroads made on the
livery business by the automobile can
be gained from the fact that the Curtis
livery, conducted for eighty years in
connection with the Curtis Hotel, per
marnently suspended business yestergay.
In former years from seventy to a hun-
dred horses were kept busy during the
season. As the business had ceased to
pay, the horses have been sold and the
stable closed—Lenox Correspondence
Springfield Republican.

e
SLEEPLESS BABIES
ARE SICKLY BABIES

Waen babies are restless and sleepless
it is the surest possible sign of illness.
Well babies sleep soundly and wake up
brightly. Sleeplessness is generally due
to some derangement of the stomach or
bowels or to teething troubles. A few
doses of Baby’s Own Tablets will put
the little ome right, and make it slee
paturally and soundly. Mothers nee
not be afraid of this medicine, as it is

.guaranteed by a Government analyst to

contain no opiate or narcotic. = Mrs.
Louis Reville, Gawas, Ont., says: “I am
never without Baby’s Own Tablets in
the house. I have used this medieine
for my cuuuren as occggion required, for
the last five years, and have found it
superior to all other medicines in curing
the ills of childhoood.” BSold by medi-
cine dealers or by mail &t 25 cents a
box from the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co.,
Rrockville, Ont,

~

C2UKILS ACKOSS SAMARA.

fiew Service Trom Mimer to Wediter-
rancan—A 1,030 Miles De-ecri Route

Taouzh a journey seross tie Salar
is an underiaking of some mamii
tude, the pacification of the ccautral re-
gion by the French has been wonderfully
rapid during the last five years.

Removed as it seems from the excit-
ing influence of events in Morocco, and
undisturbed by Senussite propaganda,
the French officers have been able to
establish friendly relations with the
Tuareg and other Berber tribes, and
have organized a chain of posts right
across the desert connecting Algeria
with French West Africas The route
for the telegraph has been surveyed and
a “wireless” installation is being estab-
lished.

Meantime, by the last mail from Dak:
ar the Governor of French West Africa
reports that he has instituted a monthly
service by couriers between the Niger
and the Mediterranean. The southern
point of departure will be the ancient
town of Gao, on the Niger, some two
hundred miles below Timbukto, and the

oint of departure from the north lnsa-
ah in the oasis of Tuat, which is some
three hundred miles south of the rail
head in the Sud Oranasis. Intermediate
posts have been established at Agades
and the Ahaggar. The oversight of the
new route covers fully 1,000 miles of
desert. -

Much is expeeted in the way of accus-
toming the wild tribesmen of the Sahara
to the new order of things from the re-
gular running of this service, and possi-
bly some development of trade may fol-
low. But at present it will be useful
chiefly as a means of rapid communica-
tion between the Fremeh military posts.
It is intended that officers selected for
gervice in or returning home from the
Niger districts shall make use of the
transsaharan route, which will be more
direct and less costly than the journey
from or to France via Senegal or Daho-
mey. Both horses and camels will be
used on the new service—Pall Mall Ga-
zette. /

—
Repeat it:—*“Shiloh’s Cure will
always cure my coughs and colds.”

1,100 KNOWN DISEASES.

A German ryaiclm who has a bent
for statistics is responsible for the statc-
ment that the human frame is liable Lo
1,100 diseases. If he is correct one can
bt marvel at how few of these ail-
ments the average person manages to
contract during a lifetime,

The eye alone is subject to mo less
than 48 different and distinct affeo-
tions. Considering its apparent vul-
nerability to contagion it escapes with
great good luck, but in reality it is
not as exposed as at first thought would
seem. eyelids are automatie in
their protection of the eyeball and
the first instinct is to snap shut when a-
blow is directed toward them. Ineci-
dentally they “oil” the eye and keep
its surface free from dust, ete.

It is for the good of the human race
that the practice of medicine has
ed during the last 25 years, says the
oago Journal. Formerly there was & spe-
cific remedy for each disease, and the
oor patient was almost drugged to

ath. Nowadaye physicians recogmize
that healing is & matter of restoring nor-
mal conditions, and more attention is
given to favorable influences of mind
and nu'roundings and less to medicine,

The German doctor’s figures are rather
appalling, but the daily progress of the
science of health and healing is rapidly
reducing the number of dangerous dis-
eases, and ultimately may eliminate
them. Study and e: nt have march-
ed far. Tubercul the white plague,
will be fought to a standstill within a
few years, the average standard of
health and stren, will be raised and
the average duration of life will be/pro-

us medicine wine greater victories
in the sulence of prevention than it
ever won in the science of healing.
—_————

Repeat
it: —*‘Shiloh’s Cure will always
cure my coughs and colds.”

——elp

SALT AS A PANACEA.

Some of the Many and Varied Uses
to Which It is Put.

Salt can almost be regarded as a pan-
scea, 80 many and varied are its uses.

We are told that it cleanses the palate
and furred tongue, and a gargle of salt
and water is often efficacious.

A pinch of salt on the tongue, follow~
ed ten minutes afterward by a drink of
cold water, often oures a sick headache.
14 hardens gums, makes teeth white and
sweetens the breath.

Cut flowers may te kept fresh by ad-
ding salt to the watew, ol el

Weak ankles siu... ~¢ rubbed with a
solution of salt, water and alcohol

Bad colds, hay fever and kindred af-
feetions n::,f be much relisved by using
fine dry ealt like souff.

Dyspepsia, heartburn and indigestion
are relieved by a cup of hot water in
which & small spoonful of salt has been
melted.

Salt and water will sometimes revive
an unconscious person whem  hurt if
brandy or other remedies are not at
hand. Hemorrhage from tooth pooling is
stopped by filling the mouth with salt
and water.

Weak and tired eyes are refreshed by
bathing with warm water and salt.

Many public speakers and nae
a wash of salt and water before and ef-
ter using the voice, as it strengthens the
organs of the throat.

rgalt rubbed into the scalp or oecas
gionally added to the water in washing
prevents the hair falling out.

Feathers uncurled by damp weather
are quickly dried by shaking over a fire
in which salt has been thrown .

Salt should always be eaten with nuta,
and a dessert fruit salt shonld be speci-
ally made.—From the ¥ iv Doctor.

—— —"

Thirst for Knowledge.

«] will wait a few moments,” said the
leoturer, who had delivered an eloquemd
and instructive address on " 'I'je High
Mission of Women in Our Modern Civil
zation,” to answer any questoins that
may be asked.”

“There’s one thing I'd like to know,
Mr. Oroxton,” spoke up a dyspeptic-loek-
ing man, with a thin, straggling beard
“Where do they git the names fur
mthae breakfast Ioods?”—OChicago 'ls
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