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when. she took the money from m)y
hand. If I had refused it or even helc
¢ back a little, I think she would have
fallen upon me tooth and nail. I wish
ed I counld have had a peep into her cot
Mr. Gryce had described it as fom
walls and nothing more, and indeed i
was not only of the humblest j ropor
tions, but had the look of being a inere
shanty raised to protect her from the
weather. There was even no yard at
sached to it, only a little open place ix
front in which a few of the commones!
vegetables grew, such as turnips, car
gots and onions. Elsewhere grew the
forest—the great pine forest througl
which this portion of the road ran.

Mr. Simsbury had been so talkative uj
to now that I was in hope he would en
ter into some details about the person:
and things we encountered which might
assist me in the acquaintanceship I wa:
anxious to  make. But his loguacious
ness ended with this small adventure ]
have just described. Not till wewere
well quit of the pines and had entereo
into the main thoroughfare did he deigt
$o respond to any of my suggestions,
and then it was in a manner totaiiy un-
satisfactory and quite moncommunica
tive.- The only thing he deigned to offer
@ remark upon was the little crippled
ohild we saw looking from its window
as we emerged from the forest.
\.''Why, bow’s this?’’ said he. ‘‘That’t
Bue you see there, and her time isn"
till arter moon. Bob allers sits there of
a mornin. I wonder if the little chap’s
sick. 8’pose I ask.”

As this was just what I would have
suggested if he had given me time, 1
nodded complacently, and we drove up
aad stopped.

The piping voice of the child at once
spoke up:

“How d’ye do, Mr. Simsbury? Ma’s
in the kischen. Bob isn’t feelin good to-

”

thought her tone had a touch of
mysterionsness in it. I greeted the pale
1ittle thing and asked if Bob was ofter
siok.

“*Never,’ she answered, ‘‘except, like
me, he cannot walk. But I'm not tc
talk about it, ma say4. I'd like to, but’’—

Ma’s face appearing at this moment
over her shoulder put an end to this in-
nocent garrulity.

“How d'ye do, Mr. Simsbury?’’ came
s second time from the window, but
this time in very different tones
*‘What’s the child been saying? She’s
#0 8ot up at being allowed to take he:
brother’s place in the winder that she
don’t know how to keep her tongue
still. -Bob’s a little languid, that’s all.
You’ll see him in his old place tomor-
row.”’ And she drew back as if in polite
intimation that we might drive on.

Mr. Simsbury responded to the sug-
gestion, and in another moment we were
trotting down the road. Had we staid a
minute longer, I think the child would
have said something more or less inter-
esting to hear. 8helooked bursting with
a desire for gossip, but then, goodness
me, who'wouldn’t if obliged, like her,
to sit in one window the half of the life
you did not spend in a little dark bed-
room under the eaves of & cottage whose
whela dimensions could be embraced by
the walls of my parlor?

The horse which had brought us thus
far at 8 pretty sharp trot now began tc
1ag as we drew into town, taking up so
much of Mr. Simsbury’s attention that
he forgot to answer even by a grunt

than half of my questions. He
gpent most of his time looking at the
nag’s hind feet, and finally, just as we
came in sight of the stores, he found
his tongue sufficiently to announce that
the horse was casting a shoe and that
he would be obliged to go to the black-
smith’s with her.

“Humph, and how long will that
take?'’ I asked.

He hesitated so long, rubbing his
pose with his finger, that I grew sus-

clous and cast a glance at the horse't

oot myself. The shoe was loose. I be-
gan to hear it clang.

““Waal, it may be a matter of a cou-
Ele of hours,”’ he finally drawled. *‘We

ave no blacksmith in town, and the
ride up there is twomiles. Sorry it hap-
pened, ma’am, but there’s shops here,
you ses, and I've allers heard that a
woman can easily spend two hours hag-
gling away in shops.”

I glanced at the two ill furnished
windows he pointed out, thought of Ar-

at this, but whatever were his feeling®
he mountedspreseiily to his place

I was lefs confronting the de~

ted the lock fib~

my errand. kinally I said:

“Miss Knollys, who lives up the road
over there, wishes a key fitted to one of
her doors. Will you come orsend up
there today? She was too ocoupied to see
about it herself.’’

The man must have been struck by
my appearance, for he stared at me
quite curiously for a minute. Then - he
gave a hem and a baw and said:

“Qertainly. What kind of a door
s it?’ When I had answered, he
gave me another ourious glance and
seemed uneasy to step back to where his
assistant was working with a file.

“You will be sure to come in time te |°

bave the lock fitted by night,”’ I said in
that peremptory manner of mine which
means simply, ‘I attend to things when
and where I promise and expect you to
do the same.”’

His “Certainly”’ struck me as & little
wealer this time, possibly because his
curiosity was excited. ‘‘Are you the
lady who is staying with them from
New York?”’ he asked, stepping back,
seemingly quite unawed by my positive
demeanor.

“Yes,” said I, thawing a trifle; ‘I
am Miss Butterworth.’’

He looked at me almostas if I were a
ouriosity.

“*And did you sleep there,’’ he urged,
“last night?"’

“I thought it best to thaw still more.

“Of course,’’ Isaid. ‘“Where do you
think I would sleep? The young ladies
are friends of mine.”

He rapped abstractedly on the counter
with a sma'l key he was holding.

‘“Exouse me,’’ said he, with some re-

membrance of my position toward him |

as & stranger, ‘‘but weren’t you afraid?”
“Afraid? I echoed. ‘‘Afraid in Miss
Knollys’ house?’”’
““Why, then, do you want a key to

.,

i

;

either.”

‘“You won’t forget the key,’ I maid,
preparing to walk out, in my dread lest
III‘DWOIM’ dwee again the subject o1

ucetta. 3

““No,”” said he, ‘I won’t forget it.”
But there was something mnot quite
hearty in his volos which should have
warned me that I meed not expect t¢
have & locked door that night.

THE PHANTOM CARRIAGE.

Well, I am getting on famously,
thought I Ghosts added to the othes
somplications. What oould’ the fellow
bhave meant? If I had pressed him, he

quite a lady’s busimess to piok up in-
formation this way, especially when il
Jseemed likely to involve Lucetta. Yei
did I think X would ever come to the
end of this without involving Lucettal
My good sense said ‘‘No.’”’ Why, then,
bad my instinct trinmphed for the
nonce? Let those who understand the
workings of the human heart answer. 1
am simply stating facts.

Ghosts! Somehow he word startled
me, as if in dome way i6 gave a rathex
SR confirmation to my dout
Apparitions seen in the Knollys man-

sion or in any of the houses bordering
on this lane! That would be serious,
how serious seemed to be but half com-
prehended by this man. But I compre-
hended it and wondered if it was gossip
i like this which had caused Mr. Gryce
to induoce ‘me to vieit this house asa

guest.
T wan crossing the street o the hotel

sas

e

“HE FELT THE HAIR RISE ON HIS FOREHEAD."

JOGE QOT! - 06 AFKea, Witn & SUgnu ap-
pearance of excitement. ‘‘Wedon't lock
doors here in the village; at least we
didn’t.”’

«] did not say it was my door,”’ I be-
gan; but, feeling that this was a prevari-
cation not only unworthy of me, but
one that he was entirely too sharp to
aocept, I added stiffly: ‘It is for my
deor. I am not accustomed even af
home to sleep with my room unlocked.”

“Oh,” he murmured, totally uncon-
vinced, ‘I thought you might have got
a scare. Folks somehow are afraid of
that old place, it’s so big and ghostlike.
I don’t think you would find any one in
this village that would sleep there all
night.”’

‘A pleasing preparation for my rest
there tonight,’’ f grimly laughed.
“Danrgers on the road and ghosts in
the house. Happily I don’t believe in
the latter.”’

The gesture he made showed incredu-
lity. He had ceased rapping with the
key or even to show any wish to join
his assistant. All his thoughts for the

t d to be o rated on

me.

“You don’t know little Rob,’’ he in-
quired, ‘‘the crippled lad who lives at
the head of the lane.””

“No,” I said; ““I haven’t been in
town a day yet, but I mean to know
Rob and his sister too. Two cripples in
one family rouse my interest.’’

He did not say why he had spoken of
him, but began tapping with his key

gain.
** And you are sure you saw nothing?”’
he whispered. ‘‘Lots of things can hap-
pen in a lonely road like that.”

“Not if everybody is as afraid to en- |

ter it as you say your villagers are,”’ 1
retorted.

But he didn’t yield a jot.

“‘Some folks don’t mind present dan.
gers,”’ gaid he. *‘Spirits’’—

But he received no encouragement in
his return to this topic. ‘‘You don’t be-
lieve in spirits?’’ said he. ‘‘Well, they
are doubtful sort of folks, but when
honest and respectable people such as
live in this town, when children even,
see what answers to nothing but phan-
toms, then I remember what & wiser man
than any of us once said— But perhaps
you don’t read Shakespeare, madam?”’

Nonplused for the moment, but in-

mold & Constable’s, Tiffany’s and the | goragted in the man’s talk more than

other Now York establishments I had

was consistent with my need of haste, 1

been in the habit of visiting and sup- | .0i4 with some Bpiri :
S pirit, for it struck me
prossed my disdain. Either the man | as very ridiculous that this country me-

was & fool or he was acting a part in
the interests of Lucetta and her family
I rather inclined to the latter supposi-

chanio should question my knowledge
of the greatest dramatist of all time,
“‘Shakespeare and the Bible form the

#lon. If the plan was to keep me oul . g ) T w

ple of my reading.” At which he
most of 2“ mominglz, why;;xmld thl:“ gave me a little nod of apology and has-
shoe not have been loosened before ht ¢onq04 to remark:

left the stable?
‘I made all necessary purchases while

in New York, " said I, “‘butif you must * g1 more things,’ ete.

““Then you know what I mean—Ham .
let’s remark to Horatio, madam, ‘There
Your memory

get the borse shod, why, take him ofl gy readily supply you with the words.”’

and dois. Isuppose there is a hotel par-
lor near here where I can sit.”
**Qb, yes,”” and he made haste t(
int out to me where the hotel stood.
"And it’s a very nice place, ma’amn
$2a. Oarter, the landlady, is the nicest
sord of person. Only you wen't try
§0 home, ma’am, on foot? You’ll wail
#il1 I can come back for you.”
“I% ism's likely I'll go streaking
Lost Man’s lane alone,’” I ex
olaimed indignantly. *‘I'd rather sit iv
Mzs. Carter’s parlor till night.’’
“And I wounld advise you to,’ he

1 signified my satisfaction and perfect
comprehension of his moaning, and feel-
ing that something more'important lay
behind his words than had yet appeared-
I endeavored to make him speak more
wxplicitly.

““The Misses Knollys show no terror
of their home,’’ I observed. ‘‘They can-
not believe in spirits either.”

“Miss Knollys is a woman of a great
deal of character,”” said he. ‘‘But look
at Lucetta. There is a face for you, for
a girl not yet out of her twenties, and
such & round cheeked lass as she was

sid. ©¢'No use mpking gossip for the ;001 Now what has made the change?

village folks. The§*have enough to talk
about as it is.”
, Not exactly seeing the force of thii

Pyeay,. ¢

)

The sights and sounds of that old house,
1 sav. Nothing else wonld wive her that

as I indulged in these conjectures, ane
intent as my mind was upon them ]
counld not but note the curiosity and in-
terest which my presence exoited in the
simple country folk that are invariably
to be found lounging sbout a country
tavern. Indeed, the whele neighborhood

seemed agog, and though I would have
thought is derogatory to my dignity to
notice the fact foo\:{d not but see how
many faces were peering at me from
store doors and the half closed blinds of
adjoining cottages. No young girl in
the pride of her beauty oould have
awakened more interest, and I attribut-
ed it, as was no doubt righs, mot to my
appearance, which would not perhaps
be apt to strike these simple villagers as
remarkable,  or to my dress, which is
rather rich than fashionable, but to the
fact that I was a stranger in town and,
what was more extraordinary, s guest of
the Knollys.

My int: in app the ho-
tel was not to spend a couple of dreary
hours in the parlor with Mrs. Carter, as
Mr. Simsbury had suggested, but to ob-
tain if possible a conveyanoce to oarry
me immediately back to the Knollys
mansion. But this, which would have
been a simple matter in most towns,
seemed well nigh an, impossibility in
X. The landlord was ayay, and Mra.
‘ Carter, who was very fragk with me,
| told me that she not only did not dare,
| but would find it perfectly useless, te
\ wsk one of the men to drive me through
| that lane. *‘It’s an unwholesome spos, "
| eaid ghe, ‘and only Mr. Oarter and the
police have the courage to brave it.”’

1 suggested that I was willing to pay
| well, but it seemed to make very little
difference with her. ‘‘Money won't hire
them,’’ said she, and I had the satisfac-
tion of knowing that Lucetta had tri-
umphed in her plan and that I must sit
out the morning after all in the pre-
cincts of the hotel parlor with Mrs.
Carter.

It was my first signal defeat, but 1
was determined to make the best of it,
and if possible glean such knowledge
from the talk of this woman as would
help me to pluck out victory from it
She was only too ready to talk, and the
first topic was little Rob.

&1 hi

pame that I was introducing a subject
that had already been well talked over
by every pager gossip in the village.

Hoer attitude of importance, the air of
mystery she d, were preparati
1 had long been accustomed to in wom-
en of this kind, and I was not a$ all

ised when she announced im & way
that admitted of no dispute:

“‘Oh, there’s no wonder . the child is
gick. We would be sick under the cir-
cumstances. He has seen the phantom
oarriage.’’

what the loocksmith meant. A phantom
carriage! I had heard of every kind of

antom but that. Somehow the idea
was a thrilling one or would have been
to & nature less practical than mine.

I don’t kmow what you mean,”’ said
1 ‘‘Some superstition of the place?  §
pever heard of a ghostly appearance of
that nature before.”’

“No, I expect mot. It belongs to ns.
1 never heard of it beyond these moun-
tains. Indeed, I bave never known it to
have been seen but upon one road.
peed not mention it, madam. You can
guess perhaps what I mean. 4

Yes, 1 could guess, and the guessing
made me set my lips o little grimly.

% >

would have told me, but it did not seem -

I saw the moment I mentioned bis {

SETERSRER NS
_?Eg(i
¢ E?;E

*“I should think so," I oried with be-
coming credulity. ‘‘But how/came he

to ses it? 1 thought you said it only
passed at night.”’

** At midnight,” she repeated. ‘‘Bus
Rob, you see, isanervous lad, and night
before last he was so restless he could
not sleep, 80 he to be put in the
window to cool off. This his mother
did, and he sat there for a good half
hour alone, looking ous at the moon-
light. As his mother is an economical
woman there was no candle lit in the
room, 80 he got his pleasure out of the
shadows which the great trees made on
the till suddenly—you ought
to hear the little fellow tell it—he felt
the hair rise on his forehead and all his
body grow stiff with a terror that made
his tongue like lead in his mouth. A
something —a thing he would have
called a horse and carriage in the day-
time, but which in this light and under
the influence of the mortal terror he
was in took on a distorted shape which
made it unlike any team he was accus-
tomed to—was going by, not as if being
driven over the au‘tg and stones of the
road, though there was a driver in front,
s driver with an odd three cornered
hat on his head and a cloak about his
shoulders, such as he -zgmembered as
ey Lansine in s Ao

e the right.’ But the lackey drew

her back by her rich white dress

‘Look!’ he oried, pointing in at one of
the windows, and she looked. The man
she loved stood before the altar with
her daughter. He was looking in that
daughter’s face, and his look showed a
passionate devotion. It went like a dag-
ger to her heart. Crushing her hands
against her face, she wailed out some
fearful protest; then she dashed toward
the door with ‘Stop! Stop!’ on her
lips. But the faithful lackey at her side
drew her back once more. ‘Listen!’ was
now his word, and she listened. The
minister whose form she had failed to
see in her first hurried look was utter-
ing his benediotion.. She had come too
late. The young couple were married.

“Her servant said, for so the tradi-
tion survives, that when she saw this
she grew oalm as walking death in an
instant. Making her way into the chap-
el, she stood ready at the door to greet
them as they issued forth, and when
they saw her there, saw the rich bedrag-
gled robe and the gleam of jéwels on &
neok she had not even stopped to envel-

op in more than the veil from her hair, |

he seemed to see what he had done and
stopped the bride, who in her confusion
would have fled back to the altar where
she bad just been made a wife.

|

‘Kneel !’ be cried. ‘Kneel, Amaryuth!

Ouly thus can we ask pardon of our

mother.’ But ut that word, thas wort
which seemed to push her a million
miles away from these two beings, who
but two hours before had been the dear
est beings on earth to her, the unhappy
woman gave a cry and fled from their
oe. ‘Go! Go!’ were her parting
words. ‘As you have chosen, continue.
But let no tongue call me mother!
Henceforth I am mother to no one.’
“They found her lying on the grass

outaide. As she could no longer sustain |
herself on a horse they put her into the |

ing seen g
er’s oloset, but as if it floated along
without sound or stir—in fact, a specter
teami which seemed to find its proper
destination when it trrned in Lost Man’s
lane and was lost among the shadows of
that ill reputed road.’’

“Pghaw,’’ was my spirited comment
as she paused to take her breath and see
how I was affected by this grewsome
tale. “‘A dream of the poor little 1
Heo had heard stories of this appariti
sod his imagination supplied the rest.”

*“No; excuse me, madam, but this is
the very point of the tale. He had been
carefully kept from hearing any such
stories, having enough to do to bear his
own troubles without that. You could
see this was true by the way he told
about it. He hardly believed what he
had seen himself. It was not till some
foolish neighbor blurted out, *‘Why,
that was the phantom carriage,’’ that
he had any idea he was not relating any-
thing but a dream.

My second pshaw was no less mark-
ed than the first.

**He did know about it, notwitbstand-
fng,’ I insisted. ‘‘Omly ke had forgot-
ten the faot. Bleep supplies us withr
theséTost memories. We remember then
what may never recur $o us in the day-
time.”’

“'Very true, and you might be right,
Miss Butterworth, if he had been the
only one to see this apparition. But
Widow Jenkins saw it, too, and she is
» woman to be believed.”’

This was becoming seriouns.

“‘Saw it before or saw it after?’ 1
saked. ‘‘Does she live on the highway
or somewhere in Lost Man’s lane?"’

“‘She lives on the highway about a
alf mile from the station. She was up
with her siok husband and saw it just
w8 it was going down the hill. She said
it made no more noise than a cloud slip-

ing by. She expects to lose old Rause.

o one could see such a thing as that,
she says, and not have some misfortune
follow. "’

I laid all this up in my mind. My
hour of waiting was not likely to prove
wholly unprofitable.

‘‘You see,’’ the good woman went on,
with a relish for the marvelons that
stood me in good stead, *‘there is an old
tradition of that road connected with
s carringe. Years ago, before any of us
were born and the house where you are
was a gathering place for all the gay
young bloods of the county, a young
man came up from New York to visit
Mr. Knollys. I do not mean the father
oreven the grandfather of the folks you
are visiting, ma’am. He was great-
grandfather to Lucetta, and a very fine
gentleman if you can trust the pictures
that are left of him. But my story has
not to do with him. He had a danghter
at that time, {n widow of great and
sparkling attractions, and though she
was 'older than the young man I have
mentioned every one thought it would
be & match, she was so handsome and
such an heiress.

“But he failed to pay his court to
her, and though he was handsome him-
self and made a fool of more than one
girl in the town every one thought he
would go as he had come, a free hearted
bachelor, when suddenly one night a
horse and carriage were found lacking
from the stables, and he was found lack-
ing, too, and, what was worse, the young
widow’s daughter, a chit who was bare-
ly 15 and without & hundredth part of
the beauty of her mother. Love and an
elopement only could account for this,
for in those days young ladies did not
ride with gentlemen in the evening for
pleasure, and when it came to the old
gentleman's ears, and, what was worse,
came to the mother’s, there was & com-
motion in that house the echoes of
which some say have never died out.
Though the pipers were playing and the
fiddles were squeaking in the great
room where they used to dance the night
away, Mrs. Knollys, with her white bro-
cade tucked up about her waist, stood
with her hand on the great front door,
waiting for the horse upon which she
was determined to follow him. The fa-
ther, who was a man of 80 years, stood
by her side. He was tooold to ride him-
solf, but he never songht to hold her
back, though the jewels were tumbling
from her hair and the moon had van-
{ehed from the highway.

«+] will bring her back or die,’ the

sionate beauty exclaimed, and not &
pr there sald her nay, for they saw
what no man or woman had been able
to see up to that moment, that her very
life and soul were wrapped up in the
man who had stolen away her daughter
and that it would be death in life for

The phantom carriage! So that was |

her te live with the knowledge that she
had given him a wife of her blood who
was not herself. :

“Shrill went the pipes, squeak and
bum went the fiddles, but the sound
that was sweetest to her was the pound
of the horse’s hoofs on the road in front.
That was music to her indeed, and as
soon as she heard it she bestowed one
wild kiss on her father and bounded
from the house. An instant and she was
gone. One flash of her white robe at the
gate, theuall was dark on the highway,
and only the old father stood in that
wide open door, waiting, as he yowed
bhe would wait, till his daughter re-
turned.

+‘She had not gone alone. A faithfal
groom was behind her. and from him

back. Ome man, the fellow who had
driven them to that place, said that the
clock struck 12 from the chapel tower
as the oarriage turned away and began
its rapid journey home. That may be so
and it may be not. We only know that
its apparition enters Lost Man’s lane at
pearly 1, always at nearly 1, the_ hour
at which the real oarriage came back
and. stopped before Mr. Knollys’ gate.
And now for che worst, Miss Butter-
worth. When the old gentleman went
down to the carriage from the door,
where he had stood without movement
ever since she started after the lovers,
it was to find the lackey in front and
his daughter sitting all alone in the car-
riage. But the soil on the white brocad-
ed folds of her white dress wasno longer
that of mud only. She had stabbed her-
solf to the heart with a bodkin she wore
in her hair, and it was a corpse which,
the faithful negro bad been driving
down the highways that night.””

Iam not a sentimental woman, but
this story as thus told gave me a thrill 1
do not know as I really regret experi-
encing.

““What was this unhappy mother’s
name?’’ I asked.

“Lucetta,”’ was the unexpected and
none too reassuring answer.

OHAPTER XIIL
GOSBIP.

This name once mentioned called for
morg gossip, but of a sonfowhat differ-
ent nature.

“The Luocetta of today is not like her
ancient namesake,’’ observed Mrs. Car-
ter. ‘‘She may have the heart to love,
but she would never show that love by
any act of daring."’ a

“] don’t know about that,’’ I replied,
astonished that I felt willing to enter
into a disoussion with this woman on
the very subject I bad just shrunk from
talking over with the locksmith. *‘Girls
as frail and nervous as she sometimes
astonish one at a pinch. I do not think
Luoetta lacks daring."’

““You don’t know her. Why, 1 have
soen her jump at the sight of a spider,
and heaven knows that can be nothing
new to her among the decaying walls
in which she lives. A puny chit, Miss
Butterworth; pretty enough, but weak.
The very kind to draw lovers, but not
to hold them. Yet every one pities her,
her amile is 80 heartbroken. "’

““With ghosts to trouble her and &
lover to bemoan she has surely some ex-
ouse for that,’’ said L

“Yes, I don’t deny it. But why has
she & lover to bemoan? He seemed a
proper man beyond the ordinary. ‘Why
let him go as she did? Even her sister
admits that she loved him.”"

“I do not know the circumstances,”
said L

“‘Well, there isn’t much story to it.
He is & young man from over the moun-
tains, well educated and with some-
thing of a fortune of his own. He came
here to visit the Spears, 1 believe, and
seeing Lucetta one day leaning on the
gate in front of her house hefell in love
with her and began to pay her his at-
tentions. That was before the lane got
its present bad name, but not before one
or two men had vanished from among
us without anything being known of
their fate. William—that is their broth-
er. vou know—has alwavs heen anxious

i

gave the reins to her-devoted |
ldckey and themselves rode off on horse- ’

““Principle? What principle could
have had in letting a desirable husband
go?”’

‘‘She may.have thought the match
an undesirable one for him.”

“For him? Well, I never thought of
that. True, she may. They are poor,
but’ poverty don’t count in such old
families as theirs. I hardly think she
would be influenced by any such oon-
sideration. Now, if this had happened
this year, aftér the lane got its name
and all this stir had been made about
folks disappedring there, I might have
given some weight to your suggestion—
women are so queer, especially the wo-
men of old families like theirs—but this
happened long ago and when folks -all
thought a heap of the Knollys, leastwi

of Eureka Harness Oil will take thelj
stiffness out of old harness and make
it'soft as new. It will Jook like new.
It oils, softens, blackens and
preserves the leather. You
can keep new harness from
wearing out and renew
the life of old harness with

Eureka

Harness
-
Oil
Useitonall yourharnessand on
carriage top. Put up in cans from

3% pint to 5 gallon. Sold everywhere.
IMPERIAL OIL CO,, Limited

of the girls, for William does not go for.
much, you know—too stupid and too
prutal.”’

Willism! Would the utterance of
that name heighten my suggestion? I’
surveyed her closely, bus could detect
no change in her hat pussled
countenance. 2

“My allusions were not in reference
to the disappearances,’’ said L *‘I was
thinking of something else. Luoetta is-
not well.”

““Ah, I know! They say she has some
kind of heart complaint, but that was
not true then. Why, her cheeks were
like roses in those days and her figure
as plump and pretty as any you could
see now ameng our village beantiea

'imnmmn‘,l

He Needed a Map.

& Hero is the direction_given in the south
to a bewildered New Yorker desirous of
finding a certain man who had some lum-
ber to sell: “When you come to Fonso
Payne's gate—you know the fellow what
owns Jim Gray—turn to your left and
ride on 200 or 800 yards till you come to
aframe house in a locust grove, where the
Porters—John,}you know—Ilived 'foh the
war and some ﬁngllsh people lived there
some time ago, ’but they’re gone. Reckon
it’s rented, for I saw a hawg in the house
yard. Then keep up the hill until you
come to a blown over chestnut; somewhar
down the hill thar’s a gate; turn in and
keep the mountain road for two miles and
then turn to your left, and you’ll come to
the hollow, angl I reckon Goss'll be there.’
—New York Commercial Advertiser.

He Fooled Himself,

A station master who had been taking
a short holiday at some distance from his
own station went to oatch the last train
h rd, and on | o it
found a lady trying to turn the handle of
one of the The 61
master rushed to her assistance, opened
the door, bundled the passenger in, slam-
med the door to, and then, by force of
habit, waved his hand to the guard and
stood calmly on the platform till the train
had steamed out of sight. He had to walk
home and the other station master laugh-

9d.—London Standard.
Danger of Piano Practice. ‘4

Dr. Waetzold, says Le Journal d’'Hy-
gione, thinks that the chloroses and nep-
roses from which so many young girls
suffer may be largely attributed to the
abuse of the plano. It is necessary, says
tho author, to abahdon the deadly habit of
compelling young girls to hammer on the
keyboard before they are 15 or 16 years of
age. Even at this age the exercise should
be permitted only to those who are really
talented and ‘are possessed of a robust
temperament.

Dr. Waetzold shows that out of 1,000
young girls studying the piano before the
age of 12 years 600 were afflicted with
nervous troubles later on, while the num-
ber having affections of thiskind was only
200 for those who commenced the study of
the plano at a lator age, and only 100
were affected among those who had never
touched this instrument. The study of
tho violin produces even more disastrous
results than those attributed to the piano.

Interpolation.

““He comes not!”’ she faltered, wringing
her hands.

The hour of-the tryst was long past.

‘‘He will never come!” cried the dis-
tracted girl. ‘‘But happily I know a neat
song and dance which will perhaps enable
me to earn my living! Let her go, pro-
fessor!"”

The PP ap-
preciating at once the exquisite art with
which the specialty had been interpolated
in the melodrama.

a1 A

There Is & Great Difference.

“You said this wasn't poetry,’’ said the
irate subscriber to the query editor, hold-
ing up a rhyme that some one had asked
about. I want you to understand, sir,
that it was written by one of the greatest
poets that ever lived.”

“Evidently you did not grasp the import
of my answer,’’ was the conciliatory reply.
“] did not say it was not written by a
poet. I merely said it was not poetry.’’—
Chicago Post.

Important Distinction.
Telephone Girl—You must not swear
over the telephone, sir.
Indignant Volce (at other end of wire)—
I'm not swearing over' it. I'm swearing
at it

SOLD BY J.

DEADLY CATARRH

has fastened its relentless grip upon
some member of nearly every family

7 in the land. Competent authorities
estimate that from eighty to ninety
per cent. of the entire population of
this continent suffer from some form of
this repulsive and dangerous malady.
If you or any of your family suffer
either from recognized catarth or
from the lingering colds which mark
its early stages—don't trifle with it.
It is the precursor of consumption
and death.

“Dr. Agnew’s
Catarrhal Powder

never fails. Itisthe remedy of all
remedies, endorsed by the most ex-
perienced and eminent noseand throat
specialists of the day, and havinga
record of a multitude of radical, per-
manent cures of chronic cases which
had been declared incurable, It aiso
cures cold in the head, influenza, hay
fever, loss of smell, deafness, sore
throat, tonsilitis, asthma and al\ simi-
lar diseases. Itis delightful to use.

“Ihave bhad chronic_catarrh ever
since the war,” u_;s J. C. Taylor, of 210
N. Clinton Ave., Trénton, N, J. I had
despaired of ever being sured. I used
three bottles of Dr. Agnew's Catarrhal
Powder and my utnrrﬁ has entirely left
me," Rev. C. E. Whitcombe, rector of St.
Matthew's Episcopal Church, Hamilton,
Ont., was a great sufferer. He used Dr,

new's Catarrhal Powder, and now pro-
claims it a safe, simple and certain cure,
The Lord Bishop of Toronto, Cax., re-
commends the remedy over his own
signature,  Sold by druggists,

Dr. Agnew's Cure for the Heart
relieves heart disease in 30 minutes.
Dr. Agnew's Liver Pills—2oc.'for 40
doses—are the best. Dr. Agnew's
Ointment relieves in_a day eczema,

_tetter_and all skin diseases. Cures
piles in 2 to 5 nights.  35¢. 2

y u want our fertilizers

do a"! kinds of general Blacksmithing,
of W--d and Iron Work on
reachinery, etc.

HARDWARE
MAN

KEEPS A FULL STOCK OF

Paints, Oils, Varnishes, Brushes, Window Glass, Coal Oil, Machine Oil, Repe
of all sizes, Buildess’ Hardware, Nails, Fork:, Stovels, Drain_Tile,
Spades, Scoops, 1ron Piping, (all sizes), Tinware, Ayate Ware, Lamps
and Chimneys, Pressed Ware, &c. Guns and Ammunition

BICYCLES

Agent for the celebrared Massev-Hami< Wheels, all styles and prizes, the
cheapest and best.  Sect'.e sumple wheels.

Agent for the Dominion/ Exmess Co —the cheapest way to send money to all
prrs of the world.  Give me a call.

WM. KARLEY.

YN AGRICULTURAL WORKS

The improved

Paragon
Roller.

Qree! drums, heavy castiren healdg—
wile-—ti ¢ best roller on the
A so the

eight feet
marker.
s TANIT YARD - PARAK ~ON -1 {OIJLE%
& Wood drum. two sizes, 7-and 8 feet wide. Prices
3 avit “the times. For prices, &e., address

G. P. McNISH -

Box 62 Lyn P.O.

.

FARMERS ¥

and growth slow.  You can start your

The Spring season is late y
a big harvest by using

c.n,-mquirkl_v and ensure
” ‘ Victor Fertilizer
1f

10,000 farmers say there is no Letier value in any fertilizer made.

wee that the word “@apelton” in on the bag.

Co., Man’f’rs,
CAPELTON, QUE.

Addison ;

Nichols Ghemival

For sale by A. Henderson, Athens ; H. B. Rrown,

Wm. Connerty. l_rish Creek

R e e

Perfection Cement Reofing

[HE TWO GREAT RAIN EXCLUDERS

el G L—
U ESE GOODS are rapidly winning their way in pof ufar
ravor because of their cheapness, durability and general
Does your house or any of your outbuildings
require repairing or a new roof 2 Are you going to eiccta
new building ? 1f so, you should send for circular describing
these goods or apply direct to

W .G. McLAUGHLIN
MANF'R AND SOLE PROPRIETOR

T

ex.lence.

. Ontario

Athens

R!AGKSM”‘H'N WOOD-WORKING

REPAIRING . . .-
AND PATNTING

% Eis Pickrell & Sons have lcased frome W
M. <t-vens his shop, house, etc, on Elgin strcet, Athens. a
beg (1 notify the community at large that they are prepared to
¥ i including the repairing
all kinds of vehicles, implements,
Painting done on the premises.

11 ving worked at the trade for many years, we are
sapible of giving good satisfaction, We use an axle-Mer
for shArtening arms where they have too much play.

Horse-Shoeing will reccive special attention.
we will endeavor to please you,

We faoturethe celehrated

Call and

a Harrow. Calland see




