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THE END OF THE
% FEUD M

By NELLIE CRAVEY GILLMORE

Copyright, 1908, by Homer Sprague

! he Longwoods had just moved to
iGlendale after generations of residence
fn Lexington. When Miss Mathilde
‘ﬁbund out that they were there and not
only going to live in the ‘same town
gwith herself, but as close neighbors,
she began to bustle about and make
hospitablo preparations for receiving
ghem in her own home.

Twenty years ago, when Mathilde
Westley was a girl in her teens, she,
oo, with her mother, father, sisters

i d brotMer, had lived in Lexington,

the Longwoods and Westleys were

e twin families. But one by one the

nts and sisters had passed away,
ving Miss Mathilde and her ‘brothér
gole survivors. After a few years of
ry lingering in the old home they

{ drifted to Glendale, where Jake
estley had built up a flourishing lit-

e mercantile business, 3
;‘ll_?A little later had come also the Pea-
podys and pitched their tent just across
Ihe street from the Westleys’ pretty,
kose sheathed cottage. But for this cir-

stance Miss Mathilde might have
FJ contented, even fairly happy. Her
e was full of congenial, healthy tasks
ich she performed with as much
rfulness as she did thoroughness,
ach day standing forth as its own
Pright monument of reward.
& If only there had never been a Rus-
Pell Peabody! Every day for fourteen
ears she had been forced to see him
&ree times, four, sometimes five, as he
ed in and out of the gate across
gthe way going back and forth to his
Work.

'+ Bor just a little while many years
Rgo the sun of happiness had shone
fpon Miss Mathilde’s life. It was in
he days when she was a Vassar girl
he a student at Harvard. They
met, fallen desperately in love, ex-
$anged vows and rings, only to find
n their return from college that a bit-
feud had existed between the West-
and the Peabodys for scores of

8 back. That marked the end of
thildle Westley’'s brief love dream,

{A. LOOK OF SURPRISE CAME INTO HIS FACE
AT SIGHT OF THE MAID.

and Russell Peabody settled down as
an old bachelor almost before he was a
man. Thus the years drifted.

This morning Miss Mathilde was
busy with her dust cloth, interrupting
Jerself every little while in the clean-

! Ing fo run"back” to The “kitcher and

glance at the preserves sizzling in a
‘; big copper kettle. The new maid was
| tending them, and Miss Mathilde, after
; stirring them vigorously for a moment
and pronouncing them done, pushed
back the little damp ringlet that in-
sisted upon escaping from the soft
knot on top of her dainty head, while a
sudden look of inspiration glowed in
her face, BShe took a deep old fash-
 foned dish out of the cupboard and
filled it with the fragrant steaming
preserves. g

“Put on a fresh white apron right
away, Kitty, and take this over to the
little brown house on the other corner,
where the Longwoods live. Tell them
that Miss Mathilde sent it—for ‘Auld
Lang Syne.’ Can you remember that?”
Then she added to herself:

“They’ve just moved in, and I know
they haven’t got everything fixed up
yet, so the peaches will come in handy.”

Now, there were two' little brown
houses across the way, and each of
them .stood on a corner. Also Kitty
was a new maid, and it was not-unnat-
ural that she should have selected the
wrong place. Miss Mathilde was so
deeply engrossed in the bottling proc-
ess that she did not even look up as
the girl went out of the gate.

Russell Peabody by some peculiar
circumstance sat in his study looking
over the contents of an- old cabinet
drawer he had not opened for many
years. He held in his hand a faded
knot of pink ribbon—one that she had
worn that night of their betrothal—and
his face was less ruddy than its wont
as he recalled the sweet memories of
their short lived happiness and the bit-
ter thoughts of all the drab years that
followed.

The sharp peal of the doorbell
brought him to his feet. All of them
were away for the summer; not even a
servant was in the house, and he an-
swered the ring himself,

A look of surnrise came into his face
at sight of the trfm strange mald, but
he took the dish from her hands with
a smile of appreciation. Probably some
neighborly friend of the family, pity-
ing his bachelorhood, had sent it over.

“From Miss Westley—Miss Mathilde,
sir—for the sake of ‘Auld Lang Syne,’ ”
she said. A moment later Kitty was
out of the gate, and Russell Peabody
stood staring into the space through
which she had disappeared, and as he
stared a radiant hope awoke in his
eyes. For one second he knew what
is termed “mad, delirious bliss.”” What
if she had meant that there was no
past—that sh® wanted him again as he
used to be—at her side; that she cared,
even as he had, more and more through
all the lonely years that had divided
them? Was she clearing the road for
him at last, the road for which he
longed, but lacked the courage to take?

After awhile he closed the door and
went back into his study. With trem-
bling hands he gathered up all his
treasures and locked them back in the
cabinet—all but the faded knot of rib-
bon. This he wrapped carefully in a
,Diece of paper and wrote across the

back of it:
“Will you wear it this evening for

‘Auld Lang Syne?”
| Afterward he went out in the street
and stopped a boy who was coming
along with some papers. He gave him
the package, thrust a half dollar into
his hand and pointed the way to Miss
Mathilde’s cottage.

The day hung heavy on Russell Pea-
body's hands. Would she wear the
pink ribbon, or was her overture of
the -morning simply an act of neigh-
borly kindness? When night came, he
; dressed himself more carefully than he
had done for a score* of years. He
discarded the usual black tie for one
of less sober hue and flicked imaginary
specks of dust from his broadcloth
lapels at least a dozen times., He
looked at himself a bit uncertainly in
the glass; but, after all, forty-three

was_not so, very old. and_time had |
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TAYLOR & SONS.

traced no unflattef{ng Tines on “his
keen, good looking face,

At 8 o'clock he left the house and
walked rapidly, without looking up, till
he came to Miss Mathilde's gate. The
high fence was tangled In eclematis,
and he did not sée her at all till his
hand rested on }he lateh, She was
dressed all over In white, With a
white. rose nestling at her throat—
above a faded knot of pink ribbon.
“Mathilde!” A vivid light leaped to
his face, {llumining it.

She answered by a quick flash of her
eyes, and he, reading love's language
in them, held out his arms.

She went to him with a little some-
thing between a sob and a laugh, and
he kissed her softly under the twin-
kling November stars.

Whose Was It?
In a certain Denver church one Sun-
day a bright new half dollar was no-
ticed in the aisle by a woman in one
of the pews. She was wondering how
she'd get it, and in glancing around to
gee if her discovery had been noticed
she saw a woman directly behind her
looking at the coin. The first woman
feared the second would “beat her to
it,”” so she put her hand over her
mouth and whispered:
“How shall I get that half dollar T’
just dropped?”
“You didn’'t drop that. I dropped
it,” replied the other.
The women were both wondering
how to get the half dollar when a man
came along with the contribution box.
As he offered her the box a woman
across the aisle from the other two
said to him:

“I just dropped a half dollar on the
floor. Would you be so kind as to
hand it to me?”

The man picked it up and gave it to
her. The other two women, although
they are neighbors, haven't spoken to
each other since.—Denver Post.

Land Crabs of the West Indies.

In the West Indies is found a specles
of land erab which lives a considerable
distance from water, but once a year
migrates to the seashore in order to
spawn. As soon as the crab reaches
the beach it eagerly goes to the edge
of the water and lets the waves roll
over its body to wash off the spawn.
The eggs are hatched under the sand,
and soon after millions of the newborn
crabs are seen quitting the shore and
slowly traveling up the mountains, The
yearly migratigns of the old crabs are
among the wonders of animal life. In
going down the crabs of a large region
seem to select a certain rendezvous,
and there they gather In countless
numbérs. The procession, which is
commonly divided into battalions, with
the strongest in fromt, sets forward
with the precision of an army. In trav-
eling they turn neither to the right nor
left. - Even If they meet a house they
.will try to scale it. The night is their
chief time of traveling, but if it rains
by day they improve that occasion.

When the West Was Unknown.

“Between the Missourli and the Pa-
cifie,” said a member of congress, “save
a strip of culturable prairie not above
200 or 300 miles wide, the region is
waste and sterile, no better than the
desert of Sahara and quite as danger-
ous to cross.”” The author of these
words was Edward Bates of Missouri,
whom Horace Greeley long afterward
boomed for the presidency in the New
York Tribune and in the Chicago Re-
publican canvention of 1860, and who
Lecame attorney general in Lincoln’s
cabinet. This was in the session of
congress of 1829. As late as 1843 Mec-
Duffie of South Carolina in a speech in
the senate, which was applauded by
{many persons In and out of that cham-
ber, declared that for agricultural pur-
posés he would “not give a pinch of
snuff for the whole territory” west
of the Rocky mountains. —Putnam’s
Monthly,

Americans’ 0dd Craze.

Some Americans have an odd crage
for believing that the rightful heirs of
British peerages are Americans “kept
out of their own.” One of these queer
people asks me whether Jemima, the
heiress of the Maddougal line of Earls
of Tobermory, was not really a daugh-
ter of Queen Mary? Was not James
VI. a son of fat old Lady Reres, not
of Queen Mary? The present Duke of
Tobermory is descended from the fifth
son of the earl of 1715. But what be-
came of the fourth son? The peerages
say that he died young without off-
spring. But did he not “escape to
America,” and is he not the Thomas
Robertson who married a fair colonist
in 1730, and is not a certain Robert
Thompson the son of this Thomas Rob-
ertson, and are not his descendants
earls of Tobermory and kings of Scot-
land? Will I not get at the family pa-
pers, now kept in Melrose abbey, and
clear the matter up? The names I here
alter, but all this tissue of nonsense is
salemnly laid before my reluctant eyes
in the hope that some possible J. P.
Itobertson is Duke of Tobermory.—

CRESGLEME ANNSEPTIC TABLETS
A simple and effective remedy for

SORE THROATS . AND COUGHS
They combine the germicidal value of Cresolene
with the soothing properties of slippery elm and lico-

4 in more than one sense.

T

Women in Our Hospitals

Appalling Increase in the Number of Operations Per-
formed Each year-—How women May Avoid them.

Going through the hospitals in our
large cities one is surprised to find such
a large proportion of the patients lyin
on those enow-white beds women an
girls, either awaiting or recovering from
serious opérations.

‘Why should this be the case? Simply
because they have neglected themselves.
Female troubles are certainly on the
increase among the women of this
country — they creep upon them un-
awares, but every one of those patients
in the hospital beds had plenty of warn-
ing in that bearing-down feeling, pain at
left or right of the abdomen, nervous ex-
haustion, pain in the small of the back,
dizziness, flatulency, displacemeénts of the
orfans or irregularities. All of these
symptoms are indications of an unhealthy
condition of the female organg, and if
not heeded the penalty has to be paid
by a dangerous operation. When these
symptoms manifest themeelves, do not
drag along until you are obliged to go to
the hospital and submit to an operation
—but ' remember that Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound has eaved
thousands of women from surgical
operations.

When women are troubled with irre-
gular, suppressed or painful periods,
weakness, displacement or ulceration of
the organs, that bearing-down feeling,
inflammation, backache, bloating (or
flatulency), general debility, indigestion,
and nervous prostration, or are beset
withsguch symptoms as dizziness, lassi-
tude, excitability, irritability, nervous-
ness, sleeplessness, melancholy, “all-
gone” and “‘want-to-be-left-alone” feel-
inge, they should remember there is one
tried and true remedy.

I’Q — A
Urs. Fred Jey

Dear Mrs. Pinkham :—

“I was in a very serious condition when
I wrote to you for advice. I had a serious
female trouble and I could not carry a child
to.maturity, and was advised that an opers
ation was my only hope of recovery.

could not bear to think of going to the hos-
ital, so wrote you for advice. I did as you
instructed me and took Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound; and I am not only a
well woman to-day, but have a beautiful
baby girl six months old. I advise all sick
and suffering women to write you for ad-
vice, as you have done so much for me."”

Miss Lilian Martin, Gradnate of
Training School for Nurses, Brantfo
Ont., writes :

Dear Mrs. Pinkham:— .

‘‘Whilg we are taught in the training
schools through the country toslook down
upon patent medicines, and while the dec-
tors in the hospitals speak slightingly of
them to patients, I have found that they
really know different. I have frequently
known Physicians to give Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound to women suf-
fering with the most serious complications
of female troubles displacement of organs,
and other disorders. They would, as a
rule, put it in regular medicine bottles and
label 1t ‘‘tonic’’ or other names, but I knew
it was your Compound and have seen them
fill it in prescription bottles. Inflamma-
tion and ulceration have been relieved and
cured in a few weeks by its use, and I feel
it but due to you to give Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound proper credit.”
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
gmnnd at once removes such troubles.
tefuse to buy any other medicine, for
you need the best.
Mrs. Pinkham, daughter-in-law of
Lydia E. Pinkham, invites all sick wo-
men to write her for advice. Her advice

Mre. Fred. Seydel, 412 N. 54th Street,
West Philadelphia, Pa., writes :

iydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound Succeeds Where Others Fail.

and medicine have restored thousands to
health. Address, Lynn, Mass.

Some Calculations.

[Philadelphia Bulletin.]

One man in 2001is over six feet,

Oue in 1co women carries life insurance,

One man succeeds in business to eight
who go bankrupt.

There is one sudden death
women to eight among men.

One cold is taken out of doors where
nine are taken indoors.

One in each 1,000 couples live to -cele-
brate the golden wedding.

among

Grouchy.

[Milwaukee Sentinel.]

Dad is beating carpets,

Mother’s scrubbing .floors,
Sister's raking up the yard,

Jim 1s painting doors,
Everybody’s grouchy,

And mad enough to kill,
For all the family’s eating
; Off a window sill !

One on the Judge.

In an Irish Court recently an old man was
called into the witness box, and, being ir-
firm and just a little blind, he went too far
Instead of going
up stairs that led to the box, he mounted
those that led to the bench. Said thejudge,
good-bumoredly :

*In it & judge you want to be, my good
man ?”

“*Ah, sure, your honor,” was the reply.
I’m an ould man now, and mebbe it’s all

{ Um fit for.”

The judge had no ready retort.
o G e e bt

Tuxr Crick 1N THE BAck. —“One touch of
nature makes the whole world kin,” sings
the poet. But what about the touch of
rheumatism and lumhago, which is so com-
mon now ? There is no poetry in that
touch, for it renders life miserable. Yet
how delighted is the sense of relief when an
application of Dr., Thomas’ Iiclectric Ol
drivos pain away. There 1s nothing equals
it.

dil - e - — A

County Judge’s Criminal Court.

Win. Benfield, a sailor, who claimed
Trenton as his home, and who was com~
mitted for trial for attempted house-
breaking last week, was before Judge
MacWatt here yesterday. = County Crown
Attorney Julius P. Bucke conducted the
case for the crown. After several wit-
nesses had been heard the prisonier was
discharged, there being no ‘evidence to
show that defendant was guilty of the
charge against him.

—— a0 e

Port Arthur, May 2.—The Huronic

’ It's a-mighty
‘s*i comfortable

feeling to
know that
the carriage ;
you buy is a. Tudhope. g

Because you get the Tud-}
hope guarantee. And the;
Tudhope guarantee is backed
by a firm that has been
making carriages in Canada
since 1855.

Let us show you the new
season’s styles in ;

TUDHOPE CARRIAGES. -
Jno. McKercher, Watford |

Strength

Btrength, or Nerve Weakness—nothing
vk heart in o hundr
ad. It is almost
rve t
ybseure nerve—the
mply needs, and must
more control 1
Without that the Heart must continuel
and the stomacl 1d kidneys also have
ne controlling nerves.
ly explains why, as ¢

B IS —

ore  gov

the cause of all this painful, palpi
! ing heart distress. Dr. Shoop's #

popular prescription—is alone directed to these
weak and wasting nerve centers It buildss
it strengthans; it offers real, gen heart help.

If you would have strong ¥ tg, strong di-
gestion, strengthen these nerves— ro-establishy
them as needed, with

Dr. Shoop’s

]
was the first steamer {o 0)en navigation |

arriving at2.45 in port to-day, and was

rice, Your druggist or from ‘us, 10c stamps.
LerMine, Muzs Co., Agents, Montreal, ¢ox

saluted by all the boats in the harbor.

T. B. TAYLOR.




