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“Most dreadiul case, Mr. Locke,” he
said gloomily. ‘I tan't believe yet
that it’s true—I mean, sir, that any-
thing of the kind has happened.”

“It is hard to believe, yes,” assent-
ed Gerald, looking at the ground that
the man might not see his despond-
ency. .

“It is, indeed, Mr. Locke. To think
that the marquis—one of the highest
in the land, sir—should be lying in
prison charged with murder! ot
course I know he is innocent, but it's
the aisgrace of being suspected of
such a crime, to say nothing of being
Io prison, that knocks me over. Just
think of such a noble, warm-hearted
man being accused of such a dreadful
deed. Why, look at his [riendship for
the signor ! Do you think that a man
who would saddle himsell for lile
with a poor blind man—and you know
how attentive, and gentle, and
thoughtful he is with him—is the kind
of man to stab a fellow creature in
the back? Oh!”"—and Mr. Ingram
burst out with a passionate oalh—
“it drives me mad to hear people
talk :#bout it. But it will all come
right, Mr. Locke !” And he looked at
Gerald anxiously.

Gerald looked down.

“Yes—we hope s0,” he said. “Yes,
certainly.”

“Hope so0! exclaimed Ingram.
“Well! and he swore again, “if any-
thing happens to the marquis, Mr.
Locke, there will be two murders in-
stead of one!”

“Hush!” said Gerald, glancing at
the windows warningiy, for In-
gram’s voice had grown terribly dis-
tinct in his indignation.

“Oh, you needn’t be afraid of any
one hearing me, sir,” he said bitter-
ly “Lady 7Scott s lying ill—quite
prostrated—in her rooms. in the
south wing, and otherwise the house
is nearly empty. There was no -use
in keeping a pack of servants walil-
ing and creeping about the place, de-
claring tney saw ghosts, and the
rest of it, and I packed them off.
Not, mind, that any of them believed
his lordship guilty! No, every one
of ’em thinks as I think. It’s my be-
lief that many of them would have
taken his place if that had been pos-
sible, for,” bitterly, “with all his
wildness and evil temper, his lord-
ship had a knack of winning the
heart of everybody in the household.
You never heard him bully and blus-
ter as some of your goody-goody
men do! No! It was always a smile,
and a kind word, however, sad he
might be, and until Miss Elaine came

“he was nearly always sad and ab-
sent-minded.”

Gerald Locke looked up.

“Why ?” he asked. ;

Ingram shook his head.

“l ean’'t sa), sir. No one Kknows,
There was something in his past
lifc—up there in London most like
—which seemed to change and nl-
ter him. Haunted him, one might
say.”

Gerald Locke pricked up his ears.
Everything, the smallest detail of
the life of the man he had under-
taken to save from a shameful
death, was of moment to him.

“You know nothing of it?” he

asked, earnestly. “If so—but I need!
nat tell you how important it is!

that I should know of anything,
however apparently
might throw a licht on ‘the dark
deed.”

“I don’t know. No on2 Kknows"
said Ingram. “Not ecven the valet.
I've gone so far as to ask him if
he had ever heard of anything hap-
perning to the marquis that might
have made him so qyiet and gloomy
like.”

S\Well2

“Well, be doesn't. He's been with
him for years. No one leaves his
lordship's service unless he's oblig-
ed. Strange that, for a man who's
given to stabbing in the baek, isn't
it 2”7 be put in, sarcastically. “The
only thing he remembers is that at
one time some years back — the
marquis gave him a -long holiday,
and said he was going to travel.
Thk\ul(-l thinks his lordship went
abroad, but he might have gone to
tGlehgowrie, the place in Secotland,

A baby’s temper depends upon how
bhe deels. "I a:linz he will be cross,
worry the moither and annoy every-
Boiy in the Louse: il feeling well he
will be brignt, sctive and happy. It
is easy to keep your baby feeling
good by proliting by the experience
of mothers who give their little ones
3aby’s Own Tabtets. One of these
mothers, Mrs. C. W. Shore, Castle-
fon, Ont., say “Our child, <¢ight
months old, lways been trou-
bled with indige<tion. We had medi-
elne from two aloctors and tried
other remedies “without benefit. I
then sent for a box of Baby’s Own
Tablets and found them just what
was required. The child is now all
yight and is doing well.”

Indigestion, colie, constipation,
dlarrhoea, simple fevers, in faet all
the minor ailments of Wttle ones are
cured by Baby’s Own Tablets. They
nlways do good and cgnnot possibly
do harm, and may be given to the
youngest infant with perfect safety.
Sold by druggists or direct by mail,
at 25¢ a box, by addressing the Dr.
Williams® Modicine Co., Broekville,
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trivial, which |

you know——"

“I know. Well ?”

“His lordship was away, wherever
he was, for mearly two years; and
all that time this man never heard
from him. His wages were paid by
the solicitors in London, and they
told the valet to let them have his
address. But not one word came from
the marquis, though he was not in
the habit of keeping his whereabouts
secret, and had always taken the
man with him.” ‘

“Yes!” said Gerald, seating him-
self on the stone rail of the steps,
and listening intently. “Well ?”

“Well, sir, the marquis came back
at last from wherever he was, and
telegraphed to the valet; and the
man went up to London to him. He
fourid the marquis a changed man.”

“How ?” i

“Well, to use the valet’'s own
words—he was telling me this
last night in his room ; the poor fel-
low is as cut up as if the marquis
were his own brother—the change
consisted in this: Before he went
away, his lordship was gay and
light-hearted in all his wildness ; but
now, after he had come back, all the
light-heartedness had gone, and he
seemed .. ten years older. He still
went about town, even played a bit
—all the Nairnes were fond of cards,
Mr. Locke—but he seemed to take
no interest in anything. And
the restlessness, the Wander-
ing Jew business - which the peo-
ple talk so much about, began. The
valet tells me that it was not at
all an unusuyal thing for his lord-
ship to start for the Continent, or
Norway, or anywhere, - at a mo-
ment’s notice. He'd come down
here sometimes quite as il he meant
to stay, and after a few; hours, or
a day or two at most, it, would
be, ‘Field, pack the portmanteau;
I am going to-night.”” =

Gerald Locke nodded. i

“I know:; I nave heard of his rest-
lessness.”

“Yes, and that wasn't all. Before
this time the marquis was fond of
the society of ladies; quite the la-
dies’ man, Field says, and a great
favorite with them. And no wonder.
You'd find it hard td mateh his
lordship for make and face, Mr.
Locke.”

Gerald nodded again,

“Go on. AU this is important, and
wmay help me, Mr. Ingram.”

“Well, sir, 1 hope to God it may!
Field assured me that after he had
come back the marquis shunned
ladies’ society. If h2 went to one
of their soires or receptions or
balls, or whatever you ecall them,
of their soirees or receptions or
two, and go to the club and stay
there playing cards or billiards.
And he wouldn't visit at country
Places as he used to do. A complete
change seemed to have come over
him. He was quite altered. Field
says that sometimes when he’s come
into the room he'd find his lordship
sitting  with his head upon his
bands like o man whod bee: ruin-
ed, or lost——" ¥

“Lost 27 said Gerald.

“Well, lost the only woman he'd
ever cared for. Yes, Mr. Locke, I—and
You—can guess that a woman was at
the bottom of it. it's always a
woman. Don’t the French say when-
ever anything goes wrong, ‘Find the
woman’? I'm not a French scholar.”

Gerald nodded,

“Well, sir, that went on till he cama
down to the Castle and saw Miss
Elaine. And  then—well, we know
what happened. And for my part I
can only say that I was not sur-
prised. There isn’t a lovelier or a
sweeter lady in the world than Miss
Elaine. No, Mr. Locke, I wasn't sur-
prised when I hcard of their engege-

but I was surprised when 1
that the engagoment wab

run away. That worries me more
than anything. Why, sir, from what I
know and have seen of her, I should
haye said that she was the last
woman in the world to have deserted
her sweetheart in the hour of his ad-
versity !V

Gerald Locke hung his head.

“Miss Deluine was called away he-
fore—before the discovery of he
murder,” he said, lamely.

Ingram shook his head.

“That’s the mystery to me, sir,”
he said. *Not this murdcr; that will
be e¢leared up, no doubt. It mast
be Cleared up! But that Miss Elaine,
the kindest, the icest  Jady we
know, ould leave hi just at the
beginniing of this trouble

Gerald Locke wis silent for a mo-
ment and then he said:

“And Lady Scott is ill, you say?”

“Yea #ir, quite knocked over. she's
@ proud Lady, Mr. Locke, -l this
carting the marquais off to prison
Las just knocked her over.”

“And Rignor Zanti?”

Ingram shook his head.

“I'm as sorry for him as for any
one, excepting the marquis. He—
the signor—is just heartbroken. It's
dreadfui "to sce him. .They talk
about a man’s hair turning grey in
a single night; well, Mr. Locke, if
his hair hasn’t turned grey, the
signor hax grown old in a single
night.”

“I ar going to the bridge,” said
Gerald. \

“Yes, sir? It’s pretty quiet thore
now, but after the news spread the

i thronged. What the

expected {0, seél xv'qan"t.-ﬁm- 3

They Just came and

] 4 and the stream as if'}

expected to have
the whole murder- played out
for them; or'the dead manisighost: ¥d
g0 with you, but I'm waiting for: the
head keeper, Davie. Everything s
at siX¥es and sevens. Two of the under
keepers gave notice this morning.
There is fiothing; ¥: can. do for. the
marquis, I suppose, Mr. Locke ?”
* Gerald said no, that there was no-
thing Mr. Ingram' could do, and as he
walkeéd on he reflected bitterly how
utﬁle he himsell oouﬁi do. .

e ssed. thro the shrubbery
and h?{:) the lll’tﬁ,l:“ glade or opznlng
before the bridges, and then on tp the
bridge itsell, and stood looking down
at the stream, which. was’ bubbling
along as giddily and light-heartedly
as eyer, singing blithely as it had
sung while the deed of blood was be-
ing dome. 4 . :

Gerald looked round him, though of
course'there was nothing-to be glean-
ed by inspecting the seene. As Ingran
had said, there had apparently been
no struggle, no conllict. Charles Sher-
‘win had been killed at once by that
sharp. swiltly dealt blow of the gras
tesque dagger.' N N

The rail. of the bridge was a low?
one little more than two feet high.
The murdered man had evidently
staggerved back against it as the dag-
ger struck him, and hgd either over-
balanced or been pushed over by the
hand that had dealt the stab.

There again! Gerald could not
bring Dhimself to imagine the
marquis guilty of thrusting his
victim ' into the stream, or even
leaving him there. He was far more
likely to call for assistance, and ex-
claim, “I have kilied this mnan! Take
him up. see to him!”

It seemed impossible to Gerald
that such a man a8 Lord Nairne
should come back to the house and
leave the dead man lying out in the
slient night.

‘The marqguis might be passionate,
vengeful, utterly unable to control
his temper; but no one who knew
him, however slightly, could deem
him capable of cowardice and mean-
ness.

Gerald stepped off the bridge and
went down the bank, standing look-
ing for a minute or two at the spot
whkere the body had been found;
then he went ‘up again, and Slowly
made his way back toward the house,
feeling ju@ as helpless as when he
had entered the grounds, and he
was rather startled at seeing 4
man seated on the rustic bench
which stood in a little leafy recess
by the walk.

It was Luigi Zanti, and he was
sitting with his head leaning on his
hands, his whole attitude eloquent of
melancholy brooding.

He raised his head as Gerald’s
step reached his ears, and Ger-
ald was startled by the change
wrought in the blind man’s face.
It was, as Ingram had said, as .l(
the Italian had grown old since hir
master and friend had been taken
from him.

“Signor Zanti,” he said.

Luigi half rose, then sank bpack.

“It is you,” Mr. Locke,” he said. “I
thought I knew the step, but my
hearing seems confused. I——* = He
broke off with an earnest entreaty.
“You have seen him? Has he sent
me2 any message ? Surely he has sent
one word to me?”

Gerald sat down beside him. °

“Yes,” I have- just left him,” he
replied. “He did not send you a
message, Luigi, but you will not
think he has forgotten you, because
ha has not spoken of you. He speaks
of no one, indeed, he says very little
alouat anything.?”

“The strong suffer in silence,” mur-
mured Luigi, his hands clasped
tightly, “and he is strong. Iknow
him. There'is no one who knows
him petter—so well—as I do. He
will not speak—" He stopped, as if
he suddenly remembered that he
was not alone.

Gerald looked at him thoughtfully.

“You do not ask me how I am
getiing on with the ecase, Luigi,”
he said.

Luigi Zanti shook his head.

“No,” bhe said. “You will do all
thic can e done.”

“I whall try,” assented Gerald,
gloomily. “But it is hard, uphill
work, when onz has so little to go
upow, and when one’s own client de-
clines to help.”

Lulgi did not look startled or al-
armed, but his head sank still lower.

“He will say nothing ?” he said,
after a pause,

“Nothing,” repeated Gerald, “and
that is the very worst courge for
2 man in-the maryuis’ situation to
adopt toward his lawyer.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” breathed Luigi,
as il a heavy weight were press-
ing down upon his chest and mak-
ing it <ificult” for nim to speak.
“You must do it all alone, without
aid, without——" He stopped, and
Gerald, who could not resist the
temptation, sprang the question
upon him suddenly:

“Luigi, <o you know where Miss
Elaine is ?”

He saw the blind man start and
winee as he shook his head.

“No. Why—why do you ask ?”

“isn't it a natural question ? She
was_ enzaged to  th2 marcuis—his
promised wile——"

“She is o no longer,” Luish broke
in abruptiy. “They parted — there
was no blame on either side, re-
member that! She is blameless,
faultless. The nignt——"

“The nignt of the murder,” put
in Gerald, distingtly.

Luigi wineed again, then turned
his face to Gerald’s keen eyes with
a dozged kind of stubbornness.

‘On the night of the murder, yes.
But what has that to do with 1t,
with the—the ecase?’

“l dom’t know. I'’o you?” he added,
cddenly.

Luigi. his face stili set and hard,
shook ilis head.

“No. She has nething to do with
i Let her alone. Do you want

drag, her ipnoecence and purity
nto the shamefa! «iare of a court

C Jwstise. t “her alone, I- say!”

Vvolice rew stern and angry
“She has sulfered erough. Besides.”
and he seemed 10 control himsel
with a great effort, “she could do
ro good. She could not help him,
il you were to find her and drag
her into the witness box. Remem-
Ler that-—"

“How do you know that?” said
Gerald, in a ‘low voice.

Luigi let his head fall again.

“How do I know ?” he
slowly, cautiously, his hands trem-
bling. “How could she help him?
She knows nothéng of it. She was

O

in hed. Gerald Locke. you have not
~ent for her?" ':m'l he - his
head ewiftiy, with a looz of terror

repeated |
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They Should be Rugzed and étnrd)’.
./ Full of Life and dy ‘for Work,
1< Play or Study—iKeep Them Healthy

Growizg boys should always be

‘ready lor study, and ready at any'
time for & hedrty imeal. This condi-
tion genotes good health, but there
are eatirely toco mawmy who do not
‘come up to this standard. They take
no pagt In the maniy games all heal-
thy boys 1aculge in ; thev are stoop-
sboullicred, dull and listless; they
comglain of frequent headaches, and
their agppetite is variable. Nome-
times parents say, *“Oh, they’ll out-
gtow it.” But tney won't—it's the
‘blood that’s out of condition, and
instcad of getling better they get
worse, What boys of this class re-
quire to make Lhem bright, active
anc strong is- a tonic, something
that will bailc up the blood and make
the nerves strong. There is no medi-
cine that ean'do this as quick'y and
as eflectively as Dr. Will.ams' Pink
Piils. Mrs. Mary Compton, of Merrit-
ton, Ont., tells what these pills did
for her ¢ixteen-year-old son. She
€2ys: “About two ycars ago my son
Samucl began to decline in health.
He grew very pale and thin, and at
Ltim«s experiencel serious we :k =pells,
coupl:d with a tired, worn-out feel-
ign, and as the weeks went by he
grew worse. ‘This alarmed me, fqr
my husband had died of what the
doctors called pernicious anaemia,
and I fcared my «on was going the
same way. I had often read that Dr.
Williams' Pink Fills would cuire anae-
miz, and decided that he should try
tlhem. A couple of boxes made a de-
cided improvement in his condition.
and by the time he had taken a halfl
Cozen boxes his health was better
than it haz b-en for some years pre-
vious. His weight haz increased, his
listlessness he! disappeared, and he
was blessed with a gcod appetite. I
may add that other members of my
famiiy have been benefited by the
wge of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, and I
consider these rpills the best of all
mecicines.”

Poor and watery blood is the cause
of nearly all diseases, and it is be-
cause Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills act
dircetly upon the blood, both enrich-
ing it and increasing the quantity,
that th-y cure tuch troubles as anae-
mia, rheumatism, indigestion, neural-
gia, -heart troubles, incipient con-
sumntion and th> various ailments
that affliet 50 many women. Theso
pills may be ha< from ‘any dealer in
medicine, or will be sent postpald at
50c. a hox, or gix boxcs for $2.50, by
writing to the Dr. Williams’ ‘Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont. If you value
your health never allow a dealer to
persuace you to take something else.

on his white face, which was not
lost on Gerald.

“No, I have not eent for her, for
the hest of all reasons,” he replied.
*“I do not know where she is. No one
knows. Nothing has heen heard of,
or from, her since she left, the morn-
ing after the murder.”

Luigi drew a long breath of re-
lief as it seemed to Gerald.

“But of course, I could find her,”
he went on moedily. “I intended do-
ing so. I had made out an adver-
tisement for the papers——"

Luigi raised his hend and listened
breathiessly.

“But tne wmarquis has
me to insert it.”

Luigi sighed heavily and let his
head fall again with an expression
of resignation. :

“He is right,” he said at last;
“he is right. I1—if Elaine were your
sister, Gerald Locke, would you wish
her to appear in this? Would you
not do all, risk all, rather than
her purity should be sullied by con-
tact with all this shame ?”

“I don't know,” said Gerald,
watching the white, haggard face.
It depends. If I thought she could
throw any light upon it, help to
clear up the mystery, and save an
innocent man, even though she were
my sister, I should expect her and
desire her to come forward.”

There was silence for a moment,
thenr Luigi said in a low voice:

“And if she could not save- him ?”

Gerald was silent. Was it possible
Luigi Zanti knew comething of. the
truth, and he, too, desired Elaine’s
absence ?”

“And if she could not save him ?”
repeated Luigl with melancholy ecar-
nestness,

“Then she is better away,” said
Gerald, with a sigh that was almost
a groan. “Luigi, I see—I should be
blind—oh, forgive me!”

“Go on.”

“I eannot
know—You know
you not tell me ?”

Luigi shook his head doggedly.

Gerald Locke Jaid his hand upon
the blind man’s thin arm.

“Counmiaer, for God’s sake, consid-
er!” he said solemnly. “This is not
a light thing. It is a matter of life
or death! Of life or death! You know
the evidence that has been brought
against him.”

“I know 1i—y%s,” responded Luigi
with a stifled moan;

“It is—damning! As it stands,
with mothing further to strengthen
it, it may be sufficient to—to con-
demn him. You understand ?”

“My God! Yes, I understand,™
moaned Luigi, the great drops of
sweat standing on his white brow.

“And neither he, who knows ail,
nor you, who know something, will
speak. Do ypu intend to remain sil-
cat? Do m me.in to
il the el —‘guiit;
proiounzed ?  For Heaven’s sake,
Luigi ,if you ean say one worid
that may help me'save your friend—
he was your friend ?” .

“A brother could not be dearer to
me !” fell from Luigi’s white iips.

“Well, then!" urged Gerald.

(T be Contlnned.)

foroidden

he!p seeing that you
something. Can

As Other See Us.
Village Merchant—Well, Uncle Hir-
am, I suppose everything is looking
green and {resh on the farm ?”

_ Uncle Hifam— “Gosh, yes! 'Spec-
lally thew alr wiy jays wul's board-
l]-ﬂ-" .

in’ with

\ i LT

T

Loalthy and rugged. Ready fop |,lu.)r.r

«dances in

& WHY INDIANS §
LOVE THUNDER. §

; i R
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Amorg some tribes of lndians the
thucder is held in great reverence;
they sing songs to it, and have
its honor.

As a .reason for doing this they tell
the following story :

Once upon a time threee young men
were on the war path from their
homes, when the youngest of them
had the misfortune to break his leg.
By Indian*’'law. it bscame the duty
of the other two warriors to carry
the youth safely to his home. 8o
they made a rude litter and carried
him on it until they became tired.

Finally they came to a range of
mountains and, as the trail was
steep and it was hard work to carry
the youth any further, they laid the
litter down and went to one side,
where they held gouncil together.

“Let us leave our wounded com-
papion where he is,” said one. “It
is too much work to carry him far-
ther.”

“Agreed,” said the other. “We
will say that he was killed by the
<cnemy and no one will ever be the
wiser, for he will. certainly die, -if
we leave him here.”

$0 the wicked men threw the youth
into a deep cleft in the rocks and
went on their way home to the vil-
lage. When they had come there
they reported that the boy had died
from wounds received in a fight
with the enemy.

Great was the grief of the boy’s
widowed mother, who wept and
groaned at the loss of her son.

But the youth was not dead.” As
he lay in the cleft in the rocks
where the wicked warriors had
thrown him, he saw, sitting a lit-
tle way off, a strange looking eld
mwan, who said to him,

“Ah, my son, what
friends done to you ?”

“They have left me here to die,”
I suppose,” replied the youth with
calmness, for he was ashamed to
show that he was afraid.

*“Oh, you will not die if you will
agree Lo do as I require,” said the
man, “I will make you well again,
but in turn you must be my slave,
ﬁl{ld' hunt for me all the rest of your

e."”

To thie the youth agreed, as he
saw no other way out of his predica-
ment ; and the old man (who was not
an old man at all, but a porcupine
who had assumed the shape of an
old man) cured him of the hurts and
soon had him hunting for him and
bringing home. the game he kiiled
to the cleft in the rocks.

“Whenever you kill anything which
i® too heavy for you to carry, call
me and I will come and help you,”
said the o!d man.

All winter the youth hunted for
his master. One day when the spring
had come the youth killed a big bear
which was too heavy for him to
carry to the cleft in the rocks alone.

“Now I will go and call the old
man,” he sald. -

But, just as he was stooping down
to feel of the bear and see how fet
he was, he heard a murmur of voices
behind him, and, turning in surprise.
beheld three men, or figures in the
shape of men, who wore cloud-like
garments with wings.

“Who are you and what are you
doing in this wilderness where no
man ever comes?’ cried the youth.

Then they to!d him that they were
the Thunderers, whose mission it was
to go about over the earth doing
good, and destroying things which
harmed mankind. Just now they
were after the old man who lived
in the cleft in ‘the rocks, who was
no old man at all, but a wicked por-
cupine, as they would presently prove
to him.

‘Run back,” they eaid, “and - tell
him to come and help you with the
bear.”

S0 the youth went and told the
cld man that he must come and help
carry the bear home. But the old
man said he could not go out if
there was any sign of a cloud in
ihe sky.

The youth looked around and said
that the sky was clear. So the pold
man came ocut and went with him to
where the carcass of the big bear
was lying. Then they cut up the
Lear, the old man constantly urging
the youth to make haste, and the
meat was placed on the old man’s
shoulders as he directed, the youth
21! the time being greatly astonished
at the strength he showed.

Loaded with the bear meat the old

have your

man began to run toward the cleft
in the rocks as fast as he could, but '
clouds began to gather rapidly in
the fky and the thunder rumbled in !
the distance.

The old man threw down his load !

and ran fasiéer and faster, but the
thunder rumbled nearer and nearer, *

Then the old man assumed  his
proper shapz of a huge porcupine,
and went rcampering away, shooting
his quills cut behind him as he ran.
But the thunder foliowed him with
peal aiter peal until, finally, a bolt
oi lightning struck him and de-
stroyed hiwm, ]

Then the three Thunderers appear-
ed again and said to th2 ycuth : “Now
ihat our work here is done we i
carry you home to your mother,

who has been grieving for youn all

the times* 4

S0 they gave him a cloud suit
with wings llke their own, and the
four swept away through the air to
the Indian village where the youth's
widowed mother dwelt.

It was night when he found him-
self in his mother's confield, and,
going to the opening.of the lodge, he
drew back the curtain which cove
rl-iredt it and stood there in the moon-

xnt. g <
The widow started up and gazed
at him with terror, but he said:
“ Do not be frightened, mother; it

is no ghoet, but your long-lost som,
who has come back to take care of

)'Ol.l." z
Then the widow wept tears of joy,

while he told her all his adventures, ,

and they lived happily ever after.
And that is why the Indians dance
and sing to the thunder.

Linguistic Laziness.

The laziest of all laziness, says
Herbert W. Horwill in the Critic, is
the practice of coining unnecessary
new words. It might have been sup-
posed, that, when there is alfready
in existence a word which exactly
denotes the idea to be expressed, it
would be easier to fall back upon
this word than to invent another. In
fact, however, it often requires less
elfort to construct a linguisti¢ mon-

strosity than to find the term that
hras been consecrated by, good usage.
Take, for instance, such words as
extinguishment, revealment, with-
drawment, devotement, denotement
and startlement. It is not difficult
to trace the mental process. The
word, extinguish, was in the speak-
er's mind. He wanted a noun, and to
stick “ment” on to the verb was an
expedient pearer to hand than the
search for “extinction.” Occasionally
the quick change is from the noun to
the verb. When a man says, “to ad-
ministrate,” we may be sure that he
first thought of ‘“administration,”
and that he was then in too great
a hurry to notice that the analogy
with euch pairs as celebrate and
celebration, would mislead him. I’ one
were making a2 collection of linguis-
tic curios, one might add to it such
exhibits as propellation, affirmance,
clientage, reminniscential, move-
less, traditionary, lelsuristic, un-
sympathy, and bishoply. In the mind
of the offender there seems almost
to be lurking a kind of predaiory
false analogy, which grabs at his
expression and distorts them be-
fore he can help himself.

Is it too late to .purify our speech
from these mischievous tendencies, or
must we be content to see a great
language turned into shoddy? Cer-
tainly the effectiveness of English as
an organ of thought is weakened by
the careless use off its vocabulary.
The ereation of redundant words
really’ adds nothing to the resources
of a tongue, and the overworking of
some words, combined with the un-
derworking of others, means actual
impoverishment. Only a pedant would
object to the gradual expansion of
the dictionary by means of the ad-
option of new kliloms and terms.
When our ancient metaphors have
lost their edge, we may be par-
doned if we turn even to colloquial-
isms for pointed expressions to take
thelr place. But there is no pro-
through confusion.—Chicago Post.

A Quaint Little Island.

During the winter ‘there are no
visitors at Heligo'and, and life is
very dull on the island. Nearly all
the shops are shut, and, If you want
to buy anything, you have to ring or
knock before you can attract atten-
tion. Even then you will very likely
be asked to call again to-morrow.
The lodging-houses are also closed,
and the fishing boats are drawn up
on the beach above high-water mark.
When snow falls, the children spend
much of their time in tobogganing
down the narrow streets.

At night the Heligolanders gather
in the public halls, the men to drink
beer, smoke and play cards, and the
woman to dance. There are no for-
malities, as all the islanders have
known each other from infancy.—
From *“Queer Little Heligoland,” by
Arthur Inkersiey, in ° Four-Track
News for September,

‘Another Cure of
Chronic Disease

: )
Of the Kidneys and Bowels—Well-known Steamboat Man Endorses Dr.
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills—Statement Vouched for by Minister.

Mr. James A. Buchner, Port Robin-
on, Ont.,, was for ycars a sleam-
boxt man, and is favorably known in
cvery port from Cievelaind to Mont-
reall Until a few months ago he
was for years a great sufierer frem
sidney disease, rheumatism and con-
-tipatior, Dr. Cras:’s Ki'ney-Liver
Pills have made him well, and for
the henefit ol others he has made |
the statement below ‘

N IRmetanr wreltdes 'y “For many
E i+ I was the unhajpy
k.incy trouble, rheumatism and con-|
¢tipation, which b came %o severe as
0 make life a burden.' ] waw a con-
stant sufferer, entirely unfit for
work ; agpetite was fickle ; I became
maciated ; could not sleep, but arcee
in the morning tired and enfeebled,
I lingered on in this condition, grad-
vally growlng worse, and becaine de-
vondent and discouraged because I

< obtain no rcliel from the mfany

:>cieines used.

“Friends adviscd Dr. Chase's Kid-
ney-Liver Pills, an2d now fcel thanke!
ful that this medicine came to ‘my
hand whan T was in such a miser-
able condition. The first box gave re-
Uf, and, filled with joy at tho

vietim o. i

{ brcome

every, box.

thought of again recovering health, [
continucd the use of these pills until
I had used six or ecight boxes and
Wi agaln enjoying my former health
and vigor. I shall always rcecommend
Dr. Chase’s Kicney-Liver Pills as an
ideal ‘medieine.”

Rev. W. D. NMasson, Methodist rain-
ister, Port Robinson, Ont.,. wriies:
“Bedng persopally acquainte!l  with
Mr. J. A. Buchner, who was cured
by the wse of Iir. Ch~sr's Kidneyv-

i 1 15 ) eve--he
atement knows-
in any way misleading

Vi e n
(;.:1. ot mt:k: a ¢
ing it to b:
or untrue.”
“It ls by curing just such chronic
and compllicated cases as this that
Dr. Chase’s Kicuey-Liver Dills have
well known as a4 mecdicing
of cxceptional merit. Their direct
and eombined action on kidneys,
liver and bowels makes them succegs-
ful whoere orcinery medizines fail,
One plll a 2ose; 25 eents a box, at
all cralers, or Edmanson, Lites &
Co., Torunto. To proteet  you
agalinst Imitations th~ rortrait of
cgainst fmitations thz porteait and
egignztire eof Ir. A. W. C:as~, the
famous reeie Yook author, are a9

(t
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