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suppose; that'» where the 
people like Sir William generally goes 
in the end."

"No; It goes to Mr. Heaketh Car
ton."

oSMrs. Lilian Taylor 
Tells How Concurs 
: Healed Her Baby. •The tall, thin man with black hair 

and white face?" said Motile. "Hob 
worse than the Asylum for Lest 
Cats."

be prejudiced and jnjuit, 
dear." said Clytte. "You know nothin* 
of Mr. Heeketh Carton."

"No, I don't; that's why I don't like 
him. There I* somethin* about him — 
I think it's his nose—It's too thin 
—or, perhaps. It's his eyes; they're 
too small and black. Or la It hi* 
lips? I don't know what la the matter 
with them; but 1 don’t like them rto. 
If Sir Wilfred 
refuse him. all the property toes to 
Mr. Hesketh Carton. In-deed!"

She was silent again for a moment 
or two; then she asked:

-What Is Sir Wilfred like, Clytie?"
Clytle ebook her head. "I don't 

know I have not seen him gln?e we 
were boy and girl; and then we on'y 
mei. once or twice. He was alw%\« 
at school, and we were on the Con
tinent with father when he was home 
for the holidays. I shouldn't know 
hlm tf I met him. His father and be 
were always quarreling: and -it last 
they 
went a 
er told me."

"What was be like?" Mollie asked 
again.

"Oh. bow ran I remember, dear’" 
replied Clytle, with a little Impatient 
gesture. "He was, I think, a—a me 
boy."

"He was a good-looking boy, at 
any rate. If that is hie portrait In 
61r Wlillsm'a room. Ob, yes," rhe 
continued answering the surprise In 
Gy tie's beautiful gray eyes, "1 have 
bean nearly all over the house. You 
didn't suppose I was going to til In 
a corner, with my finger In my 
mouth, while you were quar-ellng 
with that old gentleman? No; 1 have 
been Into nearly all the rooms. What 
a magnificent place It Is, Clytle! Ji'a 
like one of those "ancestral homes, 
you read of In the old-fashioned no», 
els—stately rooms, vast halls witti 
figures In armor, a 8talned-glas.< win
dow, oak-panele<l wails, terrai-.-s. «u.d 
peacocks, plush lawns and jewuleo 
flowere-beds, servants In rich liveries 
only they are In black now—the whole 
box of trick» complete. And It all be
longed to ue Bramleya, didn't It? 
did we come to loee It, Clytle?"

"We didn't lose It; we eold It," re
plied Clytle abeently. She was atill 
dwelling, brooding, 
will.

"Our be by wee two weeks eld 
when hie fee* became very red and

wvibhr itchy, end he
? Unquestionably the 
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a•bin broke 
He could not '-ir sleep, end did nothing

............. , buoy. His face looked
though he might be disfigured

trc
1er life.
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Boep end Ointment e trial. I found 
the free «ample eo good thet ! bought 
more end two cakes of Cutkurm Seep 
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Australia, Mr. Graog-- -to
?she was told that she was threaten

ing to make a tool of herself, but said, 
with a sigh:

"You don't understand, Mollla." 
"Didn’t

7
say so?" retorted Motile, 

perching herself on the arm of the 
chair and drawing Clytie to her, with 
a soothing and protecting air which 
was quaintly maternal In so yo mg a 

"1 was asking for Information. torted Molile. "At any rate, 1 mesa 
to do eo. I've fallen In love with this 
old place; 1 suppoee that's a kind of 
family ancestral feeling. And I'm go
ing to be very happy. And eo are you, 
of each asbrd shrd shrd s dhrahrdehe 
1 will take 
goodneew sa 
and get rid
expression! What have you go 
cry about? You've got a year of 
wealth, of luxury, of amusement. I 
suppose there ie plenty of money?"

"Oh, yes. assented Clytle. "I un
derstand from Mr. Granger that we 
could h.»ve what we wanted .that—I 

j way absolute mistress 
year, of course ."

"Hurrah! " 
twtpve months before us; and twelve 
months Is something, everything. In 
twelve months------"

girl.
I come Into the room and fined a 
nice-looking old gentleman frowning, 
and my beloved elster In tears, and 
I naturally ask the cause. And you 
tell me that be Is scowling and you 
are weeping because Sir William Car
ton has left you Bramley and a large 
fortune, and that you don’t want to 
take them. I am i -Aurally surprised 
and somewhat Indignant."

-Sir William has left me not only 
all this, but—a husband,'' said Clytie, 
wiping her eyes and hiding some por
tion of her blush with the same hand
kerchief.

•Really?" said Mollie. "Sir William 
doesn't do things by halves. You are 
sure be hasn t left two; one for me? 

ie happy 
1 hope

'it Is hie son, Wilfred," said Clytle.
"No! Why. he must be the present 

baronet, of course! If so. perhaps you 
will tell me what you are crying for?"

"It Is eo shameful, Mollie," said 
Clytle. He Is Sir Williams only eon; 
and for me to take all Sir William 
baa left me would be to rob Sir Wil
fred. It Is true 1 can refuse It—him; 
and, of course. I shall do so. The 
property will then go to him; and 
everything will be right."

"Excepting you," «aid Molile. She 
was silent for a moment, her sharp 
but pretty brown eyes narrowed to 
slits; then she said: "And hasn't he 
any say In the matter? He might 
be another kind of fool and refuse to 
marry you; though, 1 confess. I can
not Imagine any man being such an 
Imbecile."

"Of course, he would refuse to 
marry me." said Clytle, In a matter- 
of-fact tone. "Then the property 
would come to me for my life, and 
afterward

"To the Asylum for l»st Cats. I

precious good care For 
Ke, pull yourself together 

of that 'mourning-bride’
to

here—for a
cried Mollie. "We've got

HowWho Is th 
Is young.

young man? He

There came a knock at the door, 
and Sholes entered. He wore a black 
tl^ and had the manner of a man who 
had lost bis mother.

"Mr. Hesketh Carton," he said.
Clytle looked at him. then at Mollie, 

and back again at Sbolee doubtfully; 
but Molile nodded with calm assurance,

(To be continued.)

over the absurd

"The same thing," eaid Mollie cheer
fully. " 'One muet speak by the card 
lest equivocation undo us.’ That'» 
Hamlet.' Nice to know the poets. How 

did we come to sell It, then. Mise ljre-

"Oh. it Is an old story," said Clytie, 
pushing her soft, dark hair from her 
forehead with her white and beauti
fully formed hand. "We were In dif
ficult lee. We were alw 
ties"—etie eigbed— "and 
the entail and sold Bramley to 
William."

"And the Pit also belongs 
didn't it? And father eold th 
William?"

"Yes," said Clytle, listlessly. "He 
ted to make provision for us two

And did he?" asked Mollie.
"He did -he would have done eo; 

but be put the money Into an invest
ment that turned out badly; and eo he 
'-eft us only Just a little to live upon. 
That Is why we are so poor "

eg your pardon. Were poor. You 
that you are the mistress of 

much Is It,

and said:

Effect of Light On Plante.
The attention of botanists has lately 

been recalled to experiments made at 
Juvley, near Paris, by M. Flammarion 
on the effect of exposing the seedlings 
of sensitive plants to lights of dif
ferent colors. Having placed four 
pairs of mimosa seedlings In four sep
arate potH In a hothouse, he covered 
one pair with a bell of blue glass, 
another with a bell of green glass, 
a third with a bell of red glass, while 
the fourth was exposed to ordinary 
white light. At the end of two months 
the plants subjected to blue light were 
only one Inch high, having hardly 
grown at all. Those exposed to white 
light were four Inches high, those that 
had grown in green light were five 
Inches high, while those whose light 
had been red were no less them six
teen Inches high. Experiments with 
other kinds of plants gave various 
results, but In every Instance blue 
light Impeded growth and develop

ays In difficul- 
i father cut off

Sit

ed to 
at to Sir

glr°e."

"I t,

Bramley 
Clytle?"

"A quarter of a million, Mr. C,ran
ger says." replied Clytle. ruefully. 

"Bramley and a quarter of a mll- 
" Mollie exclaimed softly, gating 

ecstatically at the moulded celling.
e to give up all this 
stuffy

and------How

#
Mon!

"And you propos 
back Into1 lodging» In 

to live on cold mutton and 
eeee. To wear our t 

pound six. 
about In cheap boots, to rid 
biuwee? Not If I know It!"

"Mollie. you don't understand." urg
ed (iytle. •'You're too young."

Moll le got off the chair and. thrust
ing her bands Into the pockets of the 
coat which formed pa 
costume which she h»d 
steadily, and eomewbatdeflantly. and 
yet pltylnglv.

"Oh. am I? I am old enough to pre
fer Braml

to go

Dutch 
costume at one

c'h tailor-made 
to slosh 

e In penny
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derided, lookedCLARK’S at the fear-stained face. Many of the woes of womanhood, 

are due to kidney weakness
At first the back aches.
Then pains gather around the hips 

and lodge right In the small of the 
back.

To atoop or bend seems Impossible.
Headaches are constant.
Unhappy existence.

ey Hall to 149 Good 
street; to know the difference 
tween a court dreesmsker and a cheap, 
ready-made emporium.' 1 am old en
ough to know that you are out of your 
place In Goodman street and In 
place at Bramley. to be pain

m*”

CANADIAN
BOILED
DINNER

fully
aware that a young and lovely girl 
like you ought to live In a paradise 
like this, to take her proper position

No pleasure 
in life when the body Is overloaded 
with poisons that the sick kidneys 
can't filter out.

Bright's disease is the next stag*.
be prevented by using Dr.

proper people. 1 am also ron- 
that Bramley Hall would eult 

and meek sieter much bet- 
tn the purlieu#

but It can 
Hamilton's Pills of (Mandrake and 
Butternut. They cure sick kidneys 
and cure them permanently.

When the kidneys work properly 
pure blood le formed.

This means nourishment and 
strength for the whole body .

Back ache# and dragging pains 
are forgotten. Irregularities disap
pear. vital energy Is restored, and 
happy, robust health Is once more 
established

Dr. Hamilton's Pills for women* 
Ills le the slogan of thousands to»

young
ter than dingy 
of Camd

lodgings
„Jen Town; In fact, my anxiety 
you ohould not make a fool of 
elf Is absolutely «elflsb. 1 pro- 

Bram ley
I euppoee we can ao eo?"

Clytle shrugged her shoulders help
lessly.

'Yes." eh 
will states 
at the Hall, 
ed to ue. I 
which to make up my mind, to come 
to a decision 1

that
EAT-vEETiats-cannt
WILL COWED SI SUSIES

propose to remain at Hall—

JUST HOT 

MOO'

ie said. Tale ridicu 
that we should live b 
us If It absolutely be Ion g - 
hsve twelve months 111
:e up my minu, io wuie 

—wm Of course. I do not want 
I would surrender the property 

ce; but Mr Oranger telle me 
eo until twelvethil”

months

dsy
Enormoue benefit in many waya 

follow their un, and no woman or 
girl can us* medicine that win te 
their general health more good.

For the sake of your kidneys, 
the sake of your liver, tor the ai-

cannot do 
_ have elapeed.

"Hurrah! There was some eenee ta 
fllr William, after all! Twelve months.
All sorts of things can happen In a 
year; and I vote that we enjoy eur- 
eelvee, Clytle. for :bat period."

"Enjoy ourselves?" murmured Oy- log, you cent improve on Dr. 
tie, with a sigh. "Yee! Why not?" re- moo's Pins, toe per be*.

W. CLARK

ssss
vsneement of your general well-be-
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SIR WILLIAM’S
" saw WILL

course. How soon—how soon? But 
I will not stay here till then," she 
broke off.

Mr. Granger shook hie head remon- 
•aratlngly.

"1 do hope you will be reasonable," 
he said, pleadingly. Please don't 
make my task harder than It Is, Miss 
Bramley. I need not tell you that 
there Is a great deal of business to be 
got through; 1 shall have to consult 
you at every turn And there Is no 
one else, remember. You are mistress 
here—for twelve months, a tan y rate."

"Mr. Carton -where Is he?" she ask
ed, Impatiently.

' At the Pit House, the house Sir 
William lived In before he bought 
Bramley."

"Why doesn't he— Will he not help 
us?"

Mr. Granger shook bis head. "I am 
afraid not. Mr. Carton has been very 
111 since the funeral—the «train, the 
excitement, no doubt. He has only 
Juki sufficiently recovered to attend to 
business, the business of the works, of 
which he is now proprietor. And"— 
he paused 'he has Informed me that 
be will take no part, will not—Inter
fere Is not the word 1 want—"

CHAPTER II.
He looked down and tapped the will 

with his fingers.
"No?" he said, at last.
"No!” she responded swiftly, the 

blood mounting to her face, her eyes 
flashing Indignantly. "Sir William 
Carton was a masterful man; he rose 
from that factory there"—she pointed 
In the direction of the Pit 
Works—"and bought my father's 
house and land; there seemed 
to be nothing he could not buy. But 
he has not bought me."

Mr. Granger's wrinkled fingers con
tinued to play on the parchment. He 
knew enough of women to be aware 
that It Is better to let their emotions 
find their proper vent. In words end 
tears; and now there was somethin* 
suspiciously like tears In the beautiful 
gray eyes.

"Please put yourself In my piece," 
she said, with a falter In her voice. 
"Would you like to be made the In
strument of a father's malice, his ven
geance. on his son?"

Mr. Granger coughed. "I don't think 
Sir William Intended

"Ah, ‘Intended’! How can he know 
what he Intended? All we know Is
le what he has done; sold me, and bis 
■on, Into mutual slavery—If we should 
be weak enough to consent Yea. that 
is the pith of the matter. vMr. Gran
ger," she went on, resolutely, her 
brows coming together, her eyes glow
ing, "I refuse, at once and absolutely, 
to comply with the terms of the will. 
Give me a piece of paper and pen, 
please."

The lawyer’s fingers ceased to play, 
but he did not preure the required ar
ticles.

"I understand,'* she said, with a 
"He Is ashamedtouch of bitterness, 

of the will, and refuses to be connect
ed with Its wicked provisions. There 
Is no one to help us—I beg your par
don! But, no, It la true; for you will 
not help me."

"Forgive me, I propose to assist you 
to the bast of m y ability; but I cannot 
overrule the conditions of the will. My 
dear young lady, why not face these— 
er—trying circumstances? Why not

"Time enough for such decided act
ion, my dear Miss Clytle," 
gravely. 'You have twelve 
In which to make up yeur mind."

"I do not need twelve months," she 
aald, promptly, 
lease myaelf at once, 
place." e

He shook his bead, 
neither," he said, 
ber that 1 pointed out to you that Sir 
William had foreseen this—er— not 
unreasonable antagonism to hie wish
es and had provided for It by the 
clauses which put you In possession of 
the estate until the twelve months 
have elapsed, and makes your renun- 

invalld

The door opened, and a girl of six
teen, with her hair—red hair—stream
ing down her back, ran In, calltug:

"Clytle!" ,
At sight of the lawyer, she stopped 

short, looking from one to the otner; 
then she ran to >«*r sister, and, put
ting her arms round her, cast an 
Indignant glance at the unfortunate

"What have you been saying to 
Clytle? She's bqen crying! What Is 
It, Clytie. and who Is h^?"

As Clytle sank on a chair, and, sob
bing, bowed her head 
Mr. Granger rose gathered his papers 
together, and, with a kind of grim 
sadness, said:

"l am an unfortunate man, who la 
trying to prevent your sister from 
doing something foolish, ray dear," he 
said. Then, with a sigh and a shake 
of the head, he left the room.

Mollie drew her sister's head onto 
ber girlish bosom, and stroked the 
beautiful hair lovingly.

“What has that old man been say 
ing to you, Clytle?" she asked, sooth
ingly. "Why have we come here? 
What does It all moan?"

"It means that Sir William has left 
me^ the Hall and all his money—and— 
and—that Mr. Granger wants to per
used# me to keep It, Molile!"

Mollie drew her head

months

"I want to—to re- 
to leave this

'You can do 
"You must remem-

over the girl.

for a like period."elation
Her lips came together and she 

moved to the window.
"He seems to have thought of every- 

f I were in athing. 1 feel as If—as 1 
net." she said.

Mr. Granger affected to busy him
self with some papers and averted hie 
eyes from the girlish figure; be knew 
that the threatened tears 
falling.

"Ho was a far-seeing man," he mur

"He was an unjust one." she retort
ed. without turning. "Unjust to me— 
cruelly unpust to hla eon.

were sow

Where Is

"Sir xVtffrid Is, or was, at a place 
in Australia called Mlntona," replied 
Mr. Granger. "Of course, we have 
written to him."

"And—and he will come home, of

bark and 
looked shrewdly at the flushed face 
and burning yes.

"Oh, I beg his pardon?" Molile said, 
slowly and In a low voice. "He was 
right—and you are trying to be a 
fool!"

“Completely Discouraged” CHAPTER III.
"You are trying to be a fool!"
The words on they are written down 

look offensive enough. But Molli%bad 
a particularly free charter from her 
elder sister, and Clytle was too accus
tomed to such speeches from Molllq; 
and. indeed, the girl had a happy and 
unconscious facility of sharp retorts 
and qnick repartee, which, uttered by 
her soft, full lips, and with her clqgr. 
beautiful
enough at the moment of delivery It 
was not until the sufferer, the object 
of her wit and appalling candor, was 
removed from thq charm of her pres 
cnee and the epeil of her girlish au
dacity, that he felt the barb of the 
dart she had Inserted In him.

Between the two slaters was a love 
almost more ttyra sisterly; for they 
had been left alone In the world when 
Mollie was quite a little child, and 
Clytle had raotherefl 
ally, as Mollle's win 
extended, the girls had seemed to 
change places, and it was Molile who 
now almost mothered Clytle.

Not that Clytle was locking In 
mental or moral strength; but she had 
Inherited something, at any rate, of 
the gentienee*. the tenderness. and 
the unworldllneee which had proved 
so fatal to the Bramleys, especially 
to ber tother, who had assuredly been 

gentle, the easiest going and 
businesslike of men Mollis

Is the feeling and plaint of women who 
are “run-down'' eo row that work drags, 
head aches, back ache, dragging down 

feelings, dissv, 
pale and weak, 
little things an
noy and ‘every-
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men in the last 
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W hat ükae done 
for ethers U earn 
do for you.

A helping hand 
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women—-that’s

seemed Innocent

her; but gradu- 
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aloohooo, and perfectly bmniW 

Tee can procure a trial pkg. by send
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Tillsohbvbo, Orr —• A few years age 
l had a severe nervous break-down. I 
would hare pains In my bead and would

the most
must unbusinesslike of men. Mollie 
was a kind of "sport," as gardeners 
say, and had Inherited her sharpness 
and shrewdness from some ancestress 
on the maternal eide.

Clytie could he firm enough, aa has 
been sey. whet> her sense of duty 
aad honor and right demanded 
lute stand; but MolUe always had her 
armor on. her lance couched, and ber 
young, untamed spirit eagqy for com 
hat. Clytie not only loved her, but 
understood and wae proud of her; 
aad eo she wae not offended when

suffer with haobnnte I wee ailing for
about two yean. Bad doctored but did 

to get eared of the ailment At 
lato I took Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescrip
tion and It did 
medicine I 
I felt htotor I» every way tone I had for 
two years previously • -lias. L Basra.

a reeo-
oot

good than say 
took. It bum ma op and
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