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oitrn, bot h» 6»t nu tinder then hie 
tongue. So mieerable wee I thet I often 
preyed lor deeth.

•It wei et this time thet my eieter, who 
wee io like me thet етап he, my boebend, 
oonld not tell na a pert—except lot the 
color of my heir, which wee golden, 
whilat Clare’a 
viait me. She wee elweya delicate, and 
abe caught cold, end died. In this I 
aew a chance cl freedom I wrote to my 
hatband in my aiater’a name, telling him 
that hit wife wee deed. .

•The newt waa to good that he never 
doubted lor an inatant that it waa true. 
Never doubted even when we met two 
years later. I had taken the precaution to 
dye my hair, and no one to this day doubla 
for a moment that I am Clara Wilmot, and 
Blanche liee buried in Viterbo It waa oe, 
my huaband, who came to me, and eug 
geated that I abould be doing a friend of 
bia, a young artiat, whom I had met at 
Monte Carlo, a good turn, if 1 would let 
him paint my portrait.

•I contented, never dreaming that I waa 
aiding him in a plot to ruin hit cousin's 
happiness and steal from him hie promised 
wile. Thereat yon know. Mita Meredith. 
It any doubt remains in your mind, look at 
that man’s face 1’

A glance at that passion-torn counten
ance from which the mask had fallen, waa 
enough

With a look of loathing Irie turned her 
back upon the man who had been ao nearly 
the ruin of her young life, and bowing to 
the actress, crossed over to where b 
fiber eat, with the portfolio on hie knee.

•Ton say you are my wile,’ Rupert said 
as he advanced and laid hie hand on 
Blanche's arm. 'Ton can prove it, I sup
pose ?’

•Yea ; in a court of law it necessary.’
•Then you are mine—bound to obey me. 

Mrs. Rupert Norton, we will go home.’
She had well counted the cost, but hit 

voice called up memories that for* mom
ent, made her tick with fear.

Her courage, however, waa equal to the 
ordeal

•Good bye, Mias Meredith,’ she called 
out. ‘All that I have aaid from first to 
last ia true ’

•I believe you,’ Iris answered gravely.
Blanche placed her hand on her hue 

band’s proffered arm.
•One moment !’ Irie exclaimed. You 

cannot go with that man. Can I do noth
ing for you P'

•Yea. Here ia someone I should like to 
tee you shake hands with before I go.’ 
Blanche answered, as Charlie sprang out 
on the terrace, followed by the expostulat
ing footman.

Iris blushed scarlet at she 
hand to her lover.

•And now, Rupert, I am ready to go,’ 
Blanche said. ‘I have bought their hap
piness at a price, and I am ready to pay.’

•And you shall, curse you, to the last 
farthing I’ he hissed, at they pasted into 
the house.

•And now, Charlie, yon must cheer up. 
Twenty four hours is not very long to wait 
for happiness. One thing more : if Rupert 
Norton comes here say nothing of this 
interview. Get rid of him at toon as pos
sible, and say as little as you can. Above 
ail, answer no questions. And now, rood 
bye; I will send yon a cheque most likely 
tomorrow, but I wish the picture to remain 
with yon till it it exhibited. Good-bye ’

•He took both her hands and kitted 
them.

•And you are sure I may hope P1 he 
asked.

•Quite sure,’ the answered, suddenly 
turning away. 'Good-bye, Charlie, and 
don’t forget me, quite.’

Slowly, and as if each contained six hun
dred instead of only sixty minutes, the 
twenty-four hours passed.

The next day was bright and dear, and 
the garden at the Lodge was looking its 
best.

An awning was spread across part of the 
terrace, and under this Iris was seated, 
some fancy work in her hand, whilst Ru 
pert lounged against the msrble balustrade

At a little distance, for he liked to bask 
in the sun, Mr. Meredith was seated, look
ing through a portfolio of old engravings.

•My dear Iris, as your father is not par 
ticularly engaged, suppose I go and have a 
chat with him,’ Rupert said, in a voice, cal 
culated not to reach the old gentleman’s 
ears. *1 think it ia only right to tell him of 
our engagement without delay.’

The girl looked up with lack lustre eyes
•Yon can do as yon like,’ she said. T 

suppose he must be told sometime.’
•Of course. And as you wish certain 

peopl» to know you are not heart-broken, 
our wedding ought to be soon. By the wsy 
have yon thought where you would like to 
go—France, Italy. Spain P It’s all the same 
to me. I am your slave, and only live but 
to do your bidding.’

•I have no choice,’ Iris answered. ‘Yes 
I think I should like to see the old echoo 
sgain. I was happy there, though I did 
not know it.’

•Very well, tbrn, that is agreed to as a 
starting-point. Afterwards we can wander 
as the fit takes us. And now, dear, I think 
1 will do as I said, and speak to your father.’

He was moving away, when a servant 
appeared and approached Iris.

•A lady to see you, miss,’ he said. ‘She 
would not give her name, but said it was 
important that she should see you at once.’

•There must be a mistake, Barker,’ the 
girl answered. "No doubt it is my lather 
she wishes to see.’

•No, miss, The lady----- ’
He did not finish, for Iris had risen, and, 

looking round, the man beheld the lady he 
had admitted standing behind him.

•Miss WilmotP Iris exclaimed.
The lady bowed her bead.
•If you will dismiss the servant, I will 

explain what must appear to you, Miss 
Meredith, my most extraordinary conduct,’ 
she said quietly.

•And now,’ she went on, as the man 
withdrew, *a very lew words will make 
everything dear it you will listen.’

•Miss Wilmot, I really 
began.

She had drawn herself up at the sight ol 
her rival, and her blue eyes were as hard 
as steel.

•Pardon me, it is for your own happiness 
that I speak. You have been deceived, 
Miss Meredith—basely deceived, though 
net in the way or by the man you think. I 
am aware that Mr. Rupert Norton suggest
ed to you that there were certain love 
passages between his Cousin Charles and 
myself. In that, in spite of what yon saw, 
you did Mr. Charles Norton an injustice. 
The love was on my side. He never 
whispered a word to me that you or any
body else might not have heard. I am 
now paying the price of my folly, and in 
making expiation I shall have a still heavier 
price to pay in the future.’

Irie’ lip curled
•Perhaps, il I tell you that I was present 

on a recent occasion, though neither of you 
suspected it, it will save you from calling 
further on your inventive powers,’ she 
said.

(Commun Faox Тжжтя Pa аж.)
•Ijwould rather die than he should know I 
played the spy on him and that woman. 
Yes, Rupert, I will be your 'wife, and— 
Take me home, cousin,’ she added faintly 
•1-І—’ Her eyes closed, and she fell 
fainting into his arms.

CHAPTER VH.
LIFTING THE VKIL

With his lace buried in bis hands,_ Char
les Norton sat on a table littered with the 
usual odds and ends of an artist’s studio.

He had eat there motionless for more 
than an hour trying to realise his misery.

Iris had forbidden him to visit her 1 Iris 
was lost to him ! What could have hap
pened 1 How had he offended her P What 
had he done to deserve this death sentence 
to all his hopes P

He could not answer the questions he 
asked himself over end over again.

The shock had numbed his Drain.
He could not think.

«СЛке a tortured animal he could only
Леї.

•Chirlie, Charlie, what is the matter P’
He felt a hand on his shoulder, and, 

looking up, saw (that Clara was standing 
beside him, her eyes lull of wonder and

CASHES
OF FUN.

wu dark— to

ease, ma’am, my mamma returns 
garden hose an’ wants to know if you 
st her take your oil stoveP’
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і poor relatives, if that’s what you

M

і—Oo you consider it wrong to cheat

—Well, it may be wrong, but it’s 
sible.
hen my grandfather was a youth,* 
ie Hashted Philosopher, ‘he never 
noted.’
uldn’t or wouldn’t.
ide—Ferdinand has all the qualities 
* “*ke a good husband but one. 
—Whst is that P 
ide—He won’t propose.
—I wonder why it is that to many 
nds have fat bank accounts P 
-Probably, for lack of anything 
say husband their resources.
or—1 with you would let me take 
leasure for a suit ol olothes. 
ng Man—I have no objections 
dl you prill ever get for them.
I—When I marry it will be a brave 
ho fears nothing.
—Yes, dear ; I am sure you will 
red any other kind of a man.
wok—Sir, I hear that you were to 
nth my wileP
nt—І—ег—I thought better of it.

ore no friend of mine,

reasonable assurances that you were to be 
married even once.

Marie—But he told me also that my 
second husband would have red hair, and 
they say red headed people are likely to 
be quick tempered. I have such an im
petuous disposition, too, you know Г 

FIGURES AND BY MB.

Ao Indication of Advancing Age That Ad
mit» ol No Compromise.

•As we grow older,’ remarked the man 
who was doing that at the rate of a week 
every seven days, ‘we begin to observe 
that we seem to need more light when we 
read, or that the print of the newspaper 
that wi have been reading with ease for 
ever so many years is not quite as good as 
it used to be, or than we can distinguish 
the letters a little better if we hold them 
further away than usual, but we are very 
slow indeed to observe thet the real cause 
of it is that we are growing old, and we 
rather resent the suggestion of some kind* 
ly friend that we need glasses. 
We resent glasses especially because 
they are the visible sign of our 
weakness and all the world may know by 
them, what we fondly think they have not 
yet discovered, to-wit ; that our eyesight is 
tailing. I am that way myself, or was, 
and I stood the glasses off as long as I 
could, and really. I could get along very 
well reading almost any type. Ol course, 
I could not make out every letter, but I 
could get enough to complete the word, 
and oftentimes I could supply whole words 
that were indistinct by the sense of what I 
reading.

•But it was the figures that got me down 
at last. Ah, those figures. There is no 
context there, and when I saw dates or 
numerals of any kind the blur of the years 
shut out all their outlines and to save me I 
could not tell what was before me. I 
made mistakes so often in reading aloud to 
my wife that she would laugh at me, 
though she never Caught me en the letters, 
noth withstanding many was the time I 
guessed at about half I was reading. But 
figures would not stand any looting tike 
that, and at last I acknowledged that it 
wasn’t the type or the paper or the tight 
or anything of that sort, and get thyself a 
pair of glasses. Now I can tell a figure as 
well as a letter, and I discover they are 
printed quite as plainly as ever, though I 
was sure they were blurred before.’

am KILLMD MANY ВОХЯШ8.

я Record; lor 
log спінета.

For sixteen days and nights Charles Mc
Intosh ol Greenpoint, L. I , lay under the 
tun and the stars on the top of a tower 
outside Tientsin, firing hie rifle at the 
Boxers every time one showed hie head. 
In that time he killed 96 Chinamen.

The strain upon hie nervous system waa 
so great that now when he sleeps he 
dreams of the tittle white puffs of smoke 
that dotted the plain whenever he showed 
his head on the battlements.

Mr. McIntosh went to China with Dr. 
R. E Oifenderfer ol Philadelphia, to 
start a new woolen mill at Tientsin to 
make blankets for the army and navy of 
China. When the trouble began the 
Americans and British seised the mill as a 
fort. From the 140 foot tower the whole 
country around could be plainly seen, and 
McIntosh volunteered to be the guard on 
top of the tower.

He said to a reporter
•When the bombardment |began they 

made for the mill in a large party. When 
they got into range I opened with my tittle 
Lee-Metford. I knew just what the dis
tance was snd almost every shot told.

••From outside the town they brought 
up a small gun and trained it on the tower. 
The brick and stone battlements began to 
fly about my ears. At last there was only 
a ridge of stone six inches high between 
me and the ruffians, but as they had to 
shoot up they did not hit me. Lying off 
in the bushes and the grass, they popped 
at me whenever I stirred, but I could al 
most have held the tower against a regi
ment. Every night when the sun went 
down I could see all over the plain the 
bodies of men I had killed or wounded. 
About 96 were said to have met theit 
death there.

•How hot it got up there on the tower I 
How the sun beat down I They brought me 
food now and then. Water was very scarce 
but how good it tasted ! Lying under the 
i are at night.listening to the whistle ol shot 
and shell over by the European quarters, I 
used to think of my little wife in Scotland 
and wonder if she knew the terrible danger 
we were in.

•I never expected to get eway. I cal
culated how long it would be before I 
should hear the yellow devils rushing 
through the mill below.’

Being a skilled machinist, McIntosh vol
unteered to drive the engine of the train 
that carried about 1700 American and Ger
man troops and ammunition in an endeavor 
to relieve Pekin.

Several times companies of Chinese were 
discovered on the track ahead, trying to 
wreck the train. Once McIntosh fired six 
shots into a crowd and nine ol them tell, 
the wheels of the locomotive crunching 
over their bodies.

Another time the train ran at express 
speed through several hundred Chinese 
that were tearing desperately at the rails. 
When one of them wu afterward uked 
why he did not run, he said that 'the gods 
had promised that no harm should come to 
them. They expected to see the engine 
stop before it reached them.

Finding that the track had been torn up, 
the Europeans abandoned tbe train and 
pushed back to Tientsin, 48 miles. Mc
Intosh was wounded in the leg—a slight 
scratch—on the way. There were four 
days of continuous fighting, and the men 
crawled into the eity nearly overcome.

Mr. Molntoeh, who has lived in Green- 
point for 11 years, is going back to China 
u soon u puce is assured. He says that 
the Tientsin woollen mill will yet be an 
Minted tact.

Slaugbter-An American Has

pity.
•Matter !' be cried wildly. *Oh, Miss 

Wilmot—Clara, you are kind hearted, you 
have had experience of the world and know 
so much more than 1 do. Perhaps you can 
explain why Iris has treated me like this P 

Ji shall go mad, I think, if I can’t find a 
clue, I have done nothing—nothing. I 
only telegraphed to say I could not take 
her to the water-color exhibition yesterday 
because you made an appointment tor the 
afternoon.’

Clara wu very pale, but she kept her 
self-command

•Tell me first, who is Iris ?' she said 
quietly.

•Iris P She is my soul, my dream, my 
love. 1 have gone on loving her more and 
more each day, and she said abe loved me, 
too, and we were to be married some day, 
when I wu rich enough to make a home 
tor her ’

•One moment 1’ Clara said faintly.
She crossed to the dais, where, on a 

small table, stood a carafe and a glass.
She poured herself out some of the 

water and drank it slowly.
When she returned to where the young 

artist had thrown himself into a chair, her 
face, though very pale, wu calm.

•Now teU me all about Iris, and what she 
has said or done or written to put you in 
-this state.’

Very confusedly at first, but, alter a tit
tle, more dearly, Charlie told her his love

eibut

mamma,’ said 4 year old Tommy, 
>lay I’m an awful looking tramp, 
e around to the back door and uk 
есе of pie and you get scared and 
:o me.’
»w the first thing my wife would 
she Were to be made Queen o t I

it P’
У crown on straight P’
Georgia Gibbs had more inn out in 
try ’an we did.’
I guess not, Jimmy, 
he did, pa; he seen a cow git 
in’ * load o* hay burn up.

і

held out her
story.

How Iris’s father had helped him to go 
to Rome to study, how the Lodge wu al
ways open lor him to go to, how his affec
tion for his cousin hsd grown into pauion- 
ate love, and bow happily the lut few 
weeks had paued.

•And she hu written forbidding me ever 
to see her again,’ he exclaimed. ‘See !’ 
and he snatched an open letter from the 
table, ‘she says, ‘Nothing would have made 
me believe you false but my own eyes. 

"Nothing you can say can alter my deter
mination never to see you again. If you 
call, the servants have orders not to admit 
you. If, after I am married, we ever meet 
in society, we meet as strangers.’ My 

-God ! what can she mean P Who can she be 
going to marry if not me P'

‘Poor Chirlie !' Cl ira murmured, look
ing down on him with tender pity. ‘And 
you love her so very much P’

•She is more to me than my very life.’
•You have to thank an enemy for this. 

Let me think ’
She left him, and went and stood before 

her portrait.
But, though her eyes were fixed upon the 

picture, she hardly saw it.
Her heart was wrung with love, and hat 

red snd feu, each in turn striving for sn 
premacy ; but at length love conquered.

Her face wu drawn, and she looked ev
ery day of her thirty years as she returned 
to where the min she loved sat, his head 
sunk upon his chut, brooding over his mis-

іеу Diggs can’t make any headway 
courting.’ 
not P’

iyal is a railroad m«n who is ai
ring his girl a pus to go

I
iome-

i
іyour vacation yet, Grimbsy Г 

Going in November.’
November is usually one of the un- 
months.’
and my wife’s mother always visits 
ovember.
^e,p^;Ye’' we lre ,0 glad to get 
bio. These summer outlings Are

IIOn the first of May in the following year 
there was a crowd standing before a pic 
tore ol a Spanish gipsy.

•It is wonderfully like her,’ a tall, white 
moustached man said.

•Ah, yea—Miss Wilmot you mean,’ re
plied his companion. ‘Stage name, of 
course Husband mad, you know.’

•Really P’
•Yes. Happen to know the doctor who 

wu called in. Tried to cut his wife's 
throat, but she wu too strong lor him. It 
was bushed up, ol course, but he is in an 
asylum, and the curious pirt ol the story 
is, that he fancies his wife is perpetually 
trying to poison him. Till driven to it by 
hunger he will not eat, and suffers tortures 
of terror alter every meal.’

•Gsd, what an extraordinary thing !’
Charlie and Iris, who were standing be

hind the speakers, looked at one another.
•It was the best thing that could happen 

for her. dear, so don't look so sad,’ Charlie 
said. ‘See what a crowd there is about my 
picture ! The Spectator says it is the pic
ture of the yesr Iris, dear, it need not be 
long before I claim your promise.’

•And but tor Blanche,’ Iris said, ‘you—’
‘To her,’ he interrupted, T owe you, 

dear—my heart's delight !’

cannot,’ Iris

bore.
Vera Cheap-Yu, indeed. It 
me to live in the back part of 
з all summer.

I

concluded the returned tourist. ‘I 
etty tough time of it. I tell you 
ithing tike travelling to take the 
nt of a man.’
might be true,' replied the 
been bored to death, ‘if he 
to tell about it.
ter—1 hear there hu been an 
Mr Younghub.
i»n—Yes. He swallowed one of 
doughnuts, 
er—Where is heP 
an—In the operating room. They 
ng for the doughnut.
-That’s Bixby we just pused: 
tor magazines.
'ookin—You don’t tell me P I 
lember having seen anything

-Oh, he hun’t had anything 
; he just writes lor ’em.
liter looked at the hen with his 
much to one side.

>u say,’ he said,’ ‘that yon have 
ised tour Urge families this sea- 
ally I can’t account tor it. 
sily accounted for,’ replied the 
htily ; ‘I belong to the smart sell’
), said Farmer Comtouel, ‘but 
ind of enjoy running a rice farm 
ina.’
you’d be a Chinaman !’
But it would be somethin’ of a 
1 live some place where your 
■ that the country was goin’ to 
id some show ol cornin’ true.’
a golf player, and after master- 
immciation of the name of the 
as just naturally confused. So 
d that he wrote the letter that 
tionlty in understanding, 
se, if you say so,’ he wrote, ‘it 
і tween us, but do not s colt at 
uionally doll my cap to you.’
at a single rose hu sold u high Г

k single rose cost me a good deal 
that. A certain young woman 
rose and this encouraged me to 
іу hand. Later on she auumed 
«У bank account1. I’ll bet every 
it rose cost me a cool hundred П

!!
man

never
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і
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She—I tike him because he’s so extrava
gant.

Her Aunt—That isn’t the but possible 
quality in a husband.

She—Of course not ! I’m not going to 
marry him.

I •I have told you the truth ; but to tell you 
tint wu not the only thing which brought 
me here today. I am a married woman, 
Miss Meredith, though tor some time my 
husband has thought me dead. To keep 
him from ruining the happiness ol another 
woman as he did mine, I have intruded on 
you today.’

•I do not understand you, Мім Wilmot ; 
pardon me, I forgot you said you were 
married.’

The aneer passed unheeded.
•I am not Miss Wilmot ; I am Mrs. 

Rupert NortonP
For a minute neither spoke, then sud

denly the color rue to Iris’ face
•Is it trueP’ she whispered. ‘Is he your 

husbandP’
•He is yonder ; you can put it to the

ery.
•Charlie, will you trust me to find a way 

out of your difficulties P’
He started to his teet, surprise, doubt, 

hope in his eyes.
■Do you mean that you can bring Iris 

and me together again P’ he cried. ‘Do yon 
mean you can sweep away the cloud which 
hides her from me, and that all will be just 
as it wu P Oh ! do this, and I will love you 
far better than anyone in the world alter 
Iris,’

і li

One More UnfortunateI

ABSOLUTE 
SECURITY.

I ■
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8 Wanted the DIAMOND 
DYES, but was in

duced by her deal
er to try an
other make.

t
She smiled sadly, and pushed back a 

lock ol hair that had fallen over his eyes.
•You must trust me,’ she said, ‘for twen- 

^ ty-tonr hours, and promise me neither to 
f try and see Miss Meredith, nor write to 

her. Stay quietly here. If you will pro
mise this, I think I, in my turn, can 
promise to put things right for you.’

•I will promise anything you tike, but 
twenty-tour hours is so long. I shall go 
mad опієм you can give me some tilde ray 
»t hope.'

•Have I not promised to make things 
right for you, you foolish boyP’ she answer
ed. ‘You must have faith. At five o'clock 
tomorrow you may call at Loworth Ledge.

•But the servants won’t admit me—she 
ways so.’

, » ‘She hu been deceived—imposed upon. 
,Go to Twickenham tomorrow at five, and 
no one will refuse you admittance ; If they 
do, bribe the servants or ргем your way 
in. Iris will forgive you.’

He seized her hand.
•You have given me new life,’ he cried. 

•But shall not I see you again before I goP’
She shook her head.
•I am leaving town directly I have seen 

to this affair of yours,’ she said. ‘You 
will nofjwant another sitting, for my por
trait is all but finished. I will send you 
one of my photographs it you dike, and 
that will aid you, and perhaps you will 
keep it, and when yen and Irie are friends 
again, you will both of you tMnh of me 
not unkindly, when yen chance to look at

'

!
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'Genuine

test.’

Carter’s
Little Liver Pills

A lady writing from a small town in 
New Brunswick to the proprietors of 
Diamond Dyes, says :

•Please find enclosed Express Money 
Order lor six packets of Diamond Dyes, 
colors a* mentioned below. I have been a 
user ol Diamond Dyu, for over five years, 
and they have given me entire satisfaction. 
A lew weeks ago our merchant wu out o 
a color I wanted in the Diamond Dyes and 

recommended another make he 
ing. I bought the packet with 

many doubts u to their worth. I made an 
effort to dye an old cream colored opera 
shawl with the new dye. The ghutly re
sult almost drove me mad. There wu not 
a semblance of any decided color. Now 
I am obliged to dye it black, and will do 
the work with the Diamond Dyu. No 
more poor muddy dyes for me while I can 
send to you for the reliable Diamond 
Dyes.’

Impulsively Iris called to Rupert.
He turned and came towards her at once.
After advancing a few steps he suddenly 

stopned, and Iris uw his face go white.
•You thought me (dead,’ Blanche 

advancing a step towards where he stood. 
•And if harsh treatment and neglect could 
kill, I should be dud, and you a tree 
man.

) said,

$ Must Bear Signature of
•Listen, Мім Meredith. I and my sis

ter Clara more than four yurs ago took a 
holiday and ran down to Monte Carlo ; 
there we chanced to make the acquaint
ance of your two cousins, Rupert and 
Charles Rupert fell in love with me—a 
mere pusing infatuation, but strong 
enough to mike him marry me.,

•You lief Rupert hissed, white with pu- 
sion.

1-І“йstro
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See Pec-Simile Wrapper Below.
il

Tory email eed as ray 
So take as

Borrowing Trouble.

Clara—Whit’s the matter, dur P^You 
look worried.

Marie—Oh, it’s sueh a dreadful thing I 
I want to Chiggero, the great palmist, yes
terday, and he told me that I would be 
married twioe.

Clara—Goodneu ! That isn’t what’s 
worrying you, is it P I shouldlthiuk you’d 
be tickled halt to death if he had given you

ПІІШШ.
FOB DIZZINESS. 
fOI BILIOUSNESS. 
FOB TOBNB LIVEN. 
FOB CONSTIPATION. 
FOB IAU.BWSUN. 
FOB TNECOMPLDUOI

is•Ol your cousin Charlu I saw tittle, he 
left the place before I wu tool enough to 
think I loved this man, who, alter «wear
ing that he would spend hie life trying to 
make me happy, deserted me within a year 
of our marriage, giving me an allowance 
ao small, that even in Italy I could scarce 
live on it. From time to time during 
other year, he visited me, but it wu only 
to torture and insult me. He struck me

Whet is Mwded
an and woman if they 
dort in this world is 
і turn's Com Extractor shells 
to or thru days and without 
•F P«n. A hundred imitations 
tent ol Putnam’s Painlew Com 
which is always sum, safe, and 
ki signature of Poison * Co. 
tie. Bold by medicine dealers.

desire to 
a corn

He—And now that the expenses of the 
wedding tour have bean paid, I only have 
26 cents. What would you call that, dear? 

She—The lut quarter of the honey- 4ttn|*msyfhe

* » CURE ВІСК HEADACHE.
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Brand toff©©
(l Ib.and 2 lb. cans.)

Every bean effuses fragrant Coffee 
of absolute purity.

It b largely imitated. Examine your purchase dostly.

CHASE & SANBORN,
Montreal and Boston.
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