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“DIZZY'S" STORY.$ KEEPING HIS BALANCE.Nervous“Ton Know What yon did tonight T
“I had the sense to think of the man 

*n the porch.”
“Ton saved my life."
Sophy gave a laugh of triumph. 

“What will Marie Zerkovitch say to 
thatr

"She’s my friend, too, and she’s told 
me all about yon, but she didn’t want 
ns to meet.”

“She thinks I bring bad luck."
“She’ll have to renounce "hat heresy 

He felt for the chair and sat

on most lawful days, but It was always 
a Stef a no vite h who fished—a prince 
who bad married a princess of a great 
house and had felt able to offer Count- 

Ellenburg no more than a morgan
atic union. The work his marriage had 
begun his son’s was to complete. The 
royal house of Kravonla was still on 
Its promotion. It lay with the prince to 
make Its rank acknowledged and se
cure.

Thus Sophy’s action loomed large In 
the king’s eyes, and lie was Indolently 
Indifferent to the view taken of It In 
the barrack rooms and the drinking 
shops of Slavna. Two days after MIs- 
titch’s attempt he received Sophy at 
the palace with every circumstance of 
compliment The prince was not pres
ent—he made military duty an excuse— 
but Countess Ellenburg and her little 
son were In the room, and General Ste- 
novics, with Markart In attendance, 
stood beside the king’s chair.

Sophy saw a tall, handsome, elderly 
man, with thick Iron gray hair most 
artfully arranged. The care of It was 
no small part of the duty of Lepage, 
tile-king’s French body servant His 
majesty’s manners were dignified, but 
not formal. The warmth of greeting 
which he had prepared for Sophy was 
evidently Increased by the Impression 
her appearance made on him. He 
thanked her In terms of almost over
whelming gratitude.

“Ton have preserved the future of 
my family and of our dynasty,” he 
said.

Countess Ellenburg closed her long, 
narrow eyes. Everything about her was 
long and narrow, from her eyes to her 
views, taking In on the way her nose 
and her chin, Stenovlcs glanced at her 
with a smile of uneasy propitiation. It 
was so particularly important to be 
gracious Just now—gracious both over 
the preservation of the dynasty and 
over Its preserver.

“No, gratitude can be too great for 
such a service, and no mark of grati
tude too high.” He glanced around to 
Markart and called good humoredly,
“You, Markart there, a chair for this 

( ladyl”
Markart got a chair. Stenovtcs took 

It from him and himself' prepared to 
offer it to Sophy, but the king rose, 
took it and, with a low bow, presented 

’ it to the favored object of his grati
tude. Sophy court es led low; the king 

waited tilt she 
sat Countess 
Ellenburg be
stowed on her 
a smile of wln-
try congratula- Small but Çptent.—Parmelee’s Vege- 
tion. table Pills are small but they are ef-

“But for you fective in action. Their fine qualities 
these fellows as a corrector of stomach troubles are 
might or, rath- known to thousands and they are m 
er, would. I constant demand everywhere by those
think, have kill- who know what a safe and simple 
ed my son In remedy they are. They need no in- 
their blind troduction to those acquainted with 

it them, but to those who may not know 
h?* no them they are Presented as the best 

detracts m no . preparation on the market for dis- 
. way from y°ur orders of the stomach.
*•> service that

they did not 
know whom

Idle T:Lord Rosebery Tells of a Tale by the 
Great Beaconsfield.S^y of 

Kravonia.
A Story With a Moral That Is Told 

Among the Tartars.
There Is a story told among the Tar

tars which has a moral for the civi
lized men of the present dg". It la to 
this effect: Robo, cousin ol the great 
mogul, was • condemned to death for 
participation In a rebellion. The most 
skillful swordsman in tin mplre was

and the

People
SALT OF THE EARTH

ifLord Rosebery, in his life of Wil
liam Pitt, the younger, relates an ex
cellent story that he himself heard 
from the lips of Lord Beaconsfield. 
The anecdote cannot be better related 
than in the author's own words : 
''’"“Mr. Disraeli," he writes, "in the 
more genial and less majestic days 
before 1874, used ■ to tell a sardonic 
story of this time. When he first 
entered Parliament he used often to 
dine at the House of Commons, where 
he was generaly served by a grim 
old waiter of prehistoric reputation, 
who was supposed to possess a secret 
treasure of political tradition. The 
young member sought by every gra
cious art to win nts confidence and 
partake of these stories. One day the 
venerable domestic relented, 
hear many lies told as history, sir/ 
he said, ‘do you know what Mr. /Pitt’s 
last words were?’

Of course,” said Disraeli, ‘they 
are well known : “Oh, my country ! 
How I love my country !” ’ for that 
was then the authorized version.

“ ‘Nonsense,’ said the old man. “I’ll 
tell you how it was. Late one night 1 
was called out of bed by a messenger 
in a post-chaise shouting to me out
side the window. “What is it?" 1 
said. “You’re to get up and dress and 
bring some of your pork pies down 
to Mr. Pitt at Putney.” So I went ; 
and as he drove along he told me that 
Mr. Pitt had not been able to take 
any food, but had suddenly said, “1 
think I could eat one of Bellamy’s 
pork pies.” And so I was sent for 
post-haste. When wé arrived Mr. 'Pitt 
was deadi Them was his last words : 
"I think I could eat one of Bellamy's 
l<ork pies".

“Idle time jnot idly 
was Sir Henfjy Waltoi 
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But when overstrained their highly 
strung systems give way and 

depression and suffering 
Id intense.

> r

: provided for the execui. 
great mogul add his court were pres- ; 
ent as spectators.

The thin, keen blade flashed In the 
sunlight and descended upon the bare 
neck of Bobo, who stood upright to re
ceive the stroee.

The executioner’s work was so deft
ly done that, though the head was sev
ered, not a vital organ was disturbed. 
Robo remained standing.

“What, Robo, art thou not behead
ed?" exclaimed the great moguL

“My lord, I am,” replied Robo, “but 
as long as 1 keep my balance right my 
head will not fall off.”

The great mogul was placated. A 
band was pat on Robo’s neck, and he 
recovered. He afterward became a 
loyal subject and was made cashier of ; 
the empire because, as the greet mogul 
remarked:

“He knows^tbat if he keeps his bal
right his head will not come

, Money is made these days at the 
expense of brain and nerve rather 
than muscular tissues.

The successful men and women are 
often of the.^.highest strung nervous 
type—keen ajid active—but with too 
little reseive force.

A little extra worry and enxiety and 
snap goes the nervous system. Weeks 
and months are often required before 
energy and vigor are regained.

Rest helps so does fresh air and 
exercise, but the blood must also be 
made rich and red by use of such 
treatment as Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food.

Much as they may disagree on some 
points* the best physicians are unani
mous in claiming that an abundance 
of rich, red, life-sustaining, nerve in
vigorating blood is positively neces
sary for the restoration of the exhaust
ed nervous system.

There is too often little sympathy 
for the nervous sufferer. When as a 
matter of fact his sufferings are most 
intense being of mind as well as body.

Headaches neuralgia, indigestion, 
sleeplessness, irritability, 
cramps are often the lesser felt be
cause, of/the depressed spirits and dis
couragements which come with loss of 
memory, and gloomy forebodings of 
the future.

The sufferer from nervous exhaus
tion and prostration can use Dr. 
Chase’s Nerve Food with positive as
surance that the benefits derived 
therefrom will be both thorough and 
lasting. . ,
, There is no reaction from this great 
nerve-builder because it is not a stim- 

but a restorative and recon-

now.”
flown, Sophy, leaning against the win
dow SÜL

“WhyUid they attack you 7”
He told her of the special grudge 

which Mistitch and his company had 
against him and added: “But they all 
hate me except my own fellows from 
Volsenl. I have a hundred of them In 
Suleiman’s tower, and they’re stanch 
enough."

“Why do they hate yon?”
“Oh, I’m their schoolmaster, and a 

very strict one, I suppose, dr. If you 
like, the prun
ing knife, and 
that’s not popu- 
lar with the rot- 
ten twigs.”

I.JUV “There are 
many rotten 
twigs?”

She heard his 
hands fall on 
the wooden 
arms of the 
chair and pic
tured his look 
of despair. “All 

most all. It’s

(Continued.)

r A BASKET FULL ^ 
of clean, sweet-smelling 
linen Is obtained with half 
the toil and half the time 
if Sunlight Soap is used. 
Sunlight shortens the 
day’s work, but lengthens . 
the life of your clothes, t

m1 CJxttpt’er 
i Thirteen

?

■Your s nhe last of the transparencies 
I died out Tbe dim and infre

quent oil lamps alone lit up the
Street of tbe Fountain and St Mi

chael's square. They reveled still down 
at the Hotel de Paris, whither Max von 
Hollbrandt and a dozen others had 
hurried wi(b the news of tbe evening’s 
great event But here, on tbe borders 
of the old north quarter, all grew still— 
the Golden Lion empty, the townsmen 
to their beds, the spldiers to barracks, 
full of talk and fears and threats. Yet 

light still burned In the round room 
In the keep of Suleiman’s tower, and 
the commandant's servant still expect
ed his royal master. Peter Vasslp, a 
sturdy son of Volsenl. had no apprehen
sions. bnt he was very sleepy, and he 
and the sentries were the only men 
awake. “One might as well be a sol
dier at once!” he grumbled, for the men 
of the hills did not esteem the regular 
army so high as it rated itself.

The commandant lingered In the 
Street of the Fountain. Sergius Stefan- 
ovitch was half a Bourbon, but it 
the Intellectual half. -'K 
strong, concentrated, rather narrow 
mind of a Bourbon of before the fam- 

On It his training at
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A White Tigress.

A white tigress 8 feet 8 inches in 
length has been shot in Dhenkanal 
State, Orissa. The ground color was 
pure white and the stripes were of a 
deep reddish black.

°** lue skin has been presented to the 
Rajah of Dhenkanal, who has had it 

Henry Clay’s Fame. mounted and placed in his palace.
Ersklne M. Phelps of Chicago was The shikaris (hunters) of this country 

introduced at Nice to Lord Blank of say that it is the only white tigress
they have seen.—London Standard.
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England. As he was smoking, he said 
to Lord Blank, “Will yon have a ci
gar?"

“Thank yon, bnt I smoke only one 
brand, the Henry Clay.”

“All right; I’ll order some,” said Mr. 
Phelps.

The box was brought It was em
bellished with the familiar picture of 
“Harry of the West.” As be took his 

' cigar Lord Blank said, “When old Clay 
was allvq he made a good cigar, but 
this sons dontt keep up his reputation.”

“Henry Clay! Why, he didn’t make 
cigars. He was a 
ranked as high with us as Gladstone 
and John Bright do in your country.’*

"J beg your pardon;” said the noble 
lord. “I’ve smoked these cigars all 
my life, and 1 tell you ojfl Clay made
a ----  sight better cigar than his boys
dor—Argonaut

ml She struck the match. j
not their fault What cah you expect?
They’re encouraged to laziness Tmd to 
riot They have no good rifles. The 
city is left defenseless. I have no big 
guns.” He broke suddenly Into a low 
laugh. “There—that’s what Zerkovitch 
calls my fixed idea. He declares it’s 
written on my heart—Mg guns!"

“If yon had them you’d be master?”
“I conld make some attempt at a de

fense, anyhow. AWeast we could cov
er a retreat to the hills If war came.”
He paused. “And In peace—yes, I 
should be master of Slavna. I’d bring 
men from Volsenl to serve the guns.”
His voice had grown vindictive. “Ste- 
novlcs knows that I think.” He roused 
himself again and spoke to her ear
nestly. “Listen. This fellow Mistltch 
is a great hero with the soldiers and 
the mob. When I have him shot as 1 
shall, not on my own account—I could 
have killed him tonight—but for the 
sake of discipline, there will very like
ly be a disturbance. What yon did to
night *111 be all over the city_by to
morrow morning. If yon see any 
signs of disturbance, if any people 
gather around here, go to. Zerkovltch’s 
at once, or, If that's not possible or 
safe, come to me in Suleiman’s tower, 
and I’U send for Marie Zerkovitch too.
Will you promise? Ton must ran no 
risk.”

“I’ll come If I’m afraid."
“Or If yon ought to be?” he insisted, 

laughing again.
“Well,, then—or If I ought to be,” she 

promised. Joining In his laugh. “But Sophy courtesied low. 
the king—Isn’t he with you?”

“My, father likes me. We’re good 
friends. But, like father, unlike son,’ 
they say of the Stefanovttches. I’m a 
martinet, they tell me. Well, he—Isn’t 
Nero fiddled—yon remember? The king 
goes fishing. He’s remarkably fond of 
fishing, and his advisers don’t discour
age hlm. I tell you all this because 
you’re committed to our side now.”

“Yes; I’m committed to your side.
Who else is with you?”
.“In Slavna? Nobody! Well, the 

"Zerkovltches and my hundred In Sulei
man’s tower, and perhaps some old 
men who have seen war. But at Vol
senl and among the hills they’re with 
me.” Again he seemed to muse as be 
reviewed his scanty forces.

“I wish we had another match. I 
want to see your face close,” said So
phy. He rose, with a laugh, and leaned 
forward to the window. “Oh, no; you’re 
nothing bnt a blur still 1” she exclaimed 
Impatiently.

Suddenly the prince awoke from his 
reverie—perhaps from a dream. To So
phy he gave the Impression, as he was 
to give It more than once again, of a 
man pulling btmself up, tightening the 
rein, drawing back Into himself.

“I linger too long." he said. “My 
duty lies at the tower yonder. I’ve 
thanked you badly, but what thanks 
can a man give for his life? We shall 
meet again. I’ll arrange that with 
Marie Zerkovitch. You’ll remember 
what I’ve told you to do In case of dan
ger? You’ll act on It?”

“Yes, monseigneur."
He sought her band, kissed it and 

then groped his way to tbe stairs. So
phy went with him down to the porch.

“Be careful to lock your door,” he en
joined her, “and don’t go ont tomorrow 
unless the streets are quite quiet”- 

“Oh, but I’ve a French lesson to give 
at 10 o’clock,” she remonstrated.

“You have to do that?"
“I have to make my living, monsei

gneur.”
“Ah, yes,” he said meditatively.

“Well, slip out quietly and wear a 
veil.”

“Nobody knows my face."
“Wear a veil People notice a face 

like yours. Again thanks, and good 
night” .

Sophy peered ont from tbe porch and 
watched his quick, soldierly march up 
the street to St Michael’s square. The 
night had brightened a little, and she 
could make out his figure, although 
dimly, until he turned the corner and 
was lost to sight. She lingered for a 
moment before turning to go back to 
her room—lingered musing on the even
ing’s history.

A Standard Medicine.— Parmelee’s 
Vegetable Pills, compounded of en
tirely vegetable substances known to 
have a revivifying and salutary ef
fect upon the digestive organs, have 
through years of use attained so emi
nent a position that they rank as a 
standard medicine. The ailing should 
remember this. Simple in their com- t 
position, they can be assimilated by 
the weakest stomach and are certain 
to have a healthful and agreeable ef
fect on the sluggish digestive organs.
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Exasperating the Officer.

A recruiting officer, who is of a rath
er choleric disposition, questioned two 
recruits just brought in by the ser- 
geaptr

Officer (to first recruit)—“What's 
your name?”

Recruit—“Watt, sir.”
Officer—“What is
Recruit—“Watt, sir.
Officer (impatiently)—“What’s your 

name?”
Recruit—‘My name is Watt, sir— 

W-a-t-t.”
Officer—“Humph ! Where do you 

come from ?”
Recruit—“Ware, sir.”
Officer—“Yes, where do you come 

from?”
Recruit—“I come from the town ol 

Ware, sir.”
Officer—“Oh, that’ll do.” Turning 

“What’s your

-I
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He had the
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structor of the wasted nervous sys
tem: SO.cts. a bo*, all dealers, or Ed- 

Batea & Co., Toronto.fly decadence.
Vienna bad grafted a military pre-. 
cislon. perhaps a pedantry, and no lit
tle added scorn of what men called lib
erty and citizens called civil rights. 
What rights had a man against his 
country ? Hts country was In his king, 
and to the king the army was *hls su
preme Instrument. So ran his public 
creed, his statesman’s Instinct But 
beside the Bourbon mother was the 
Kravonfan father, and behind him the 
long line of mingled and vacillating for
tunes which drew descent from Stefan, 
lord of Praslok. and famous reiver of 
lowland herds. In that stock the tem
perament was different—Indolent to 
excess sometimes, ardent to madness 
at others, moderate seldom.

And for any young man the fight in 
the fantastically illuminated night, tbe 
virgin with the broken lamp, a near 
touch of the sqyttie of death and a girl’s 
white face at the window? Behind the 
commandant’s stem wrath—nay, be
side, and soon before it, for the mo
ment dazzling his angry eyes—came 
the bright gleams of romance.

He knew who lodged at the sign of 
the Stiver Cock. Marie Zerkovitch was 
his friend, Zerkovitch his zealous fol
lower. The journalist was back now 
from the battlefields of France and was 
writing articles for the Patriot, the 
leading paper of Slavna.. He was deep 
in the prince’s confidence, and., his lit
tle house on the south boulevard often 
received this distinguished guest The 
prince had been keen to hear from Zer
kovitch of the battles, from Marie of 
the life In Parte. With Marie’s tale 
came the name and what she knew of 
the story of Sophie de G ruche. Yet al
ways, in spite of her praises of her 
friend, Marie had avoided any oppor
tunity of presenting her to the prince. 
Excuse on excuse she made, for his 
curiosity ranged around Casimir de 
Savres" bereaved lover. “Oh, I shall 

- meet her some day, all the same,” he 
had said; laughing, and Marie doubted 
whether her reluctance—a reluctance 
to herself strange—had not missed Its 
mark, Inflaming an interest which It 
had meant to balk. Why this strange 
reluctance? So far It was proved base
less. His first encounter with the lady 
of the red star—Casimir’s poetical sobri
quet bad passed Marie’s lips—had been 
supremely fortunate.

From the splash of blood to the,' bro
ken virgin, from the broken virgin to 
the open window and the dark room 
behind, his restless glances sped. Then 
came swift. Impulsive decision. He 
caught up the bronze figure and enter
ed the porch. He knew Meyerstetn’s 
shop and that from it no staircase led 
to the upper floor. The other door was 
his mark, and he knocked on It, rais
ing first, with a cautions touch, then 
more resolutely, the old brass hand 
with hospitably beckoning finger which 
served for knocker. Then he listened 
for a footstep on the stairs If she 

came not, the venture
some night went un
graced by its crowning 
adventure.

manson, name?”your
A man met a doctor he knew one 

morning, and being one type of graft
er, he thought to work him for free 
prescription. After some small talk 
he asked, quite incidentally :

"Doctor, what would you give for 
throat?”

statesman and The English had perished in the 
Black Hole Of Calcutta.

“Poor fellows,” we cried; “evidently 
thev never roomed in a summer ho
tel.”

Here was seen the advantage of 
practice.”—New York Sun.

Wilson’s Fly pads, the best of all 
tly killers, kill both the flies and the 
disease germs. 3

Suburban Home-hunter (knee-deep 
in mud and water)—I thought you 
said these lots were hr a dry section ! 
Agent—They are, sir. There’s not a 
saloon in twenty miles!—Life.

Minard’s Liniment cures Garget in 
Cows.

i a sore
“Nothing,” replied the 

promptly, for he knew his man, “I 
don’t want a sore thrti&t.”—New York 
Times. ? "■

à doctor.
1

How Victor Hugo Proposed.
Adele, bolder and more curious than 

Victor (for she was a girl», wanted to 
find out what was the meaning of his 
slleut admiration. -She, said: “1 am 
sure you hare secrets. Have you not 
one secret greater than all?” Victor 
acknowledged that he had secrets and 
that one of them was greater than all 
the rest. “Just like me!" cried Adele. 
“Well, come, now; tell me your great
est secret, aed 1 will tell you mine.” 
“My great secret,” Victor replied, “Is 
that I love you.” “And my great se
cret Is that 1 love you,” said Adele, 
like an echo.—"Love Letters of Victor 
Hugo.”

S to second recruit, 
name?"

Recruit : "Mee, ,sir.”
Officer—"Yes, you. What’s your 

name?"
Recruit : "Mee, sir."
Officer (by this time fairly out ol 

temper and evidently thinking the' 
man was working a joke, shouted)— 
“Will you give me your name?"

Recruit—“My name, sir, is John 
Mee.”

Officer—"Humph ! 
you come from?"

Recruit—“Hoo, sir.”
Officer—"Confound it, you, sir; 

where do you come from?"
/ Recruit—“Hoo. sir.”

Officer—“Well, if eve
Sergeant (interposing)—"The man 

comes from the village of Hoo, near 
Chatham, sir ”
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,1: 7r& A “How to” Tragedy.
Smith liked to study "how to” books Is 

add unto his knowledge—
On how to shave on railroad trains, and 

how to sidestep college.
And how to make the hen game pay. and 

how to write short stories.
And how to raise prize cabbages and 

also morning glories.
The latest of these wondrous works on 

which poor Smith has blundered 
Is "How to Build > Bungalow For Less 

Than Seven Hundred."

It seems Jones lent the book to Sraltk 
just as a passing favor.

For Smith was just about to build and 
sought a money saver.

Now Smith has spent three thousand flat 
and seeks still more to borrow,'

The while the roofless bungalow looks 
like a haunt of sorrow.

And so. alas, it comes toxpass a friend
ship firm Is sundered 

By "How to Build a Bungalow For Less 
Than Seven Hundred.”

—Arthur Chapman in Cinver Repub
lican.

And where do<*"

7 bachelor girls often 
never think

Eva—Yes, we 
give a yachting party and 
of taking a man along.

Jack—Well, Well. .Don’t you ever 
get lonesome?

Eva—Oh, well, if we do we nug 
the shore.—Chicago News.
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S they were attacking.”

There was a moment’s silence. So
phy was still nervous In such company. 
She was also uneasily conscious of a 
most intense gaze directed at her by 
General Stenovlcs, bnt she spoke out

“They knew perfectly well, sir,” she 
said.

“They knew the prince?” he asked 
sharply, 
was dark.

Manuevers.
O. O.—Fix bayonets!
Sergeant Major — Beg pardon, sir. 

P’radln’ without bayonets. Orders 
from head Quarters return all bayonet» 
to store last week.

C. 0.—Oh, yes, yes!" My mistake. 
Unfix bayonets!

e mind sh 
ation.

'a Simple Water Test.
All drinking water should be tested 

in town or country frequently, as 
there are other impurities besides sew
age which are quite as deadly, and 
every cistern of water is liable to be 
a source of blood poisoning. Mice, 
rats and other pests must have water, 
and many a case of typhoid is set up 
by such as these falling into the cis
tern and remaining there for months 
in a decomposed state. To detect this 
impure condition is very simple and 
unfailing. Draw a tumbler of water 
at night, put a piece of white lump 
sugar into it and place it on the kit
chen mantel shelf or anywhere that 
the temperature will not be under 60 
degrees F. In the morning the water, 
if pure, will be perfectly clear, if 
contaminated by sewage or other im
purities the water will be milky. This 
is a simple and safe test, well known 
in chemistry.

i Minard’s Limhnent Cures DistemperHi
« After dining, the restaurant patron

“Why do you say that? It, ^“^^pard’on.^sir/'3 sahfthe waiter,

I examining the coin “hut this quarter- 
“Not In the street, sir. The Illumina- is counterfeit.” 

tlons lit it up.” "is that so?” exclaimed the other
“Bnt they were very drunk.” “Oh, well, keep it for your honesty.”
“They may have been drunk, bat —Chicgoa News. 

they knew the prince. Captain Mls- 
titch called him by his name.”

“StenoVlcs!” The king’s voice was 
full of surprise and question as he 
turned to his minister. The general 
was surprised, too, but very suave.

“I can only say that I hear Mlle, de 
Grnche’s words with astonishment 
Our accounts are not consistent with 
what she says. We don’t of course* 
lay too much stress on the protesta
tions of the two prisoners, but Lieu
tenant Rastatz Is clear that the street 
was decidedly dark and that they alj 
three believed the man they encounter
ed to be Colonel Stafnltz of the Hus
sars. That officer much resembles bis 
royal highness in height and figure. In 
the dark the difference of uniform 
would not be noticed, especially by 
men in their condition.” He addressed 
Sophy: “Mistltch had an old quarrel 
with Stafnltz. That’s the true origin 
of the affair.’’ He turned tp the king 
again. “That is Rastatz’s story, sir, as 
well f(s Mistitch’s own, though Mistltch 
Is, of course, quite aware that his most 
unseemly, and, Indeed, criminal talk at 
the Golden Lion seriously prejudices 
hü. case. But we have no reason to" 
distrust Rastatz.”

*

Insult to Injury.
He wooed a girl in a "beehive hat,"- 

And aa his heart she wrung 
H* asked her what she was laughing at» 

And sh- oruelly answered, “Stungl”

any,

I '■ the
4W: The microscope in the hands of ex

perts employed by the United States 
Government has revealed the fact that 
a house fly -sometimes carries thous
ands of disease germs attached to its 
hairy body. The continuous use -of 
Wilson’s Fly Pads will prevent 811 
danger of infection from that source 
by killing botlr the 
flies.

man
a

germs and the 
3W:m Used by the best Bakersi “Why did they used to call writers 

of occasional verse fugitive poets ?” 
asked the Sweet-Young Thing of her 
journalistic lover.

“I Suppose," replied 
cause the editors of those times got 
after 'em with bloodhounds.”—Balti
more American.

Corns are caused by the pressure of 
tight boots, but no one need be trou
bled with them when so simple a 
remedy as Holloway’s Corn Cure is 
available.

and Caterers everywhere also by Chefs in die 
large hotels and on Dining Cars, Steamships, 
Steamboats, etc.

It is wise to use food products dial an 
produced in clean factories.

E. W. GIIXETT CO, LTD.
îthw. TOBOHTO, OUT. ^-rtllff

Blotting Pads and Secrets.
The ability to read backward what 

has been impressed on a blotting pad 
and the secrets which the latter will 
yield when reflected in a mirror are 
dangers against which the foreign of
fice has its precautions. It was the 
last place where pepper casters of 
sand were used to dry the written 
word, and for a time black blotting 
paper was specially manufactured and 
used, but it was found not to be ab
solutely mark proof, so that absorbent 
rollers were introduced for blotting 
diplomatic doeuments. When such a 
roller has been run over letters side
ways and up and down a few time», 
to decipher its impression would defy 
even Sherlock Holmes. /

the latter, be-

i ves
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HU Shipwife.
The suburbanite was entertaining a 

friend who followed the sea. Showing 
Mm his room after his arrival, the 
host noticed that there was hot one 
pillow on tbe bed.

“By the way, captain," he asked, 
“do yon use more than one pillow ?”

“Well, I use "one for my bead,” re
plied (be captain, “and one for a ship- 
wife.” '

“Shipwife! What In the world la 
that?” - )

“It’s evident that you’re a landsman. 
Every sallorman knows what a ship-, 
wife la. It’s an extra pillow placed 
under the legs or afms to ease the pe
tition. It Isn’t so necessary on land, 
where you have a wide, comfortable 
bed, but it’s almost a necessity at sea, 
where you are cramped up In a nar
row berth, with no room to stretch. 
Any one who has 6een at sea for a 
long period knows what a shipwife 
Is. We get so used to using one that 
we’re not fully ht home on land un
less we have one. Better let me have 
another pillow for a shipwife, John." 
—New York Press.
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The Proud Man.
He was a proud man—proud of his 

family, so he would not disgrace it; 
proud of his reputation, so he kept it 
clean ; proud of his ability, \so he de
veloped it; proud of his broadminded
ness, so he was not a snob; proud of 
his courage, so he met failure brave
ly; proud of his achievements, so he 
never gave up and eventually suc
ceeded.

Moral.—Pride goeth before a rise.

playe“Lieutenant Rastatz ran away only 
because he was afraid,” Sophy re
marked.^

“He ran to bring help, mademoiselle," 
Stenovlcs corrected her, with a look of 
gentle reproach. “You were naturally 
excited,” he went on. “Isn’t’It possi
ble that yoor memory has played you 
a trick?- Think carefully. Two men’s 
lives may depend on It”

“I heard Captain Mistltch call tbe 
prince ’Sergius Stefanovltch,’ ” Mid 
Sophy,

(To be Continued.)

|V r$-t, He must
kiss the hand that saved 
him before he slept 

The door opened soft
ly. In the deep shadow 
of the porch, on the 
winding, windowless 
staircase of the old 
house, it was pitch dark. 
He felt a hand put In 
his and heard a low 
voice saying, “Come, 
monseigneur.” From 
first to last both in 
speech and In writing, 
she called him by that 
none other. Without a

ÏSS
W BY- ROYAL* WARRANT- MILLERSI VJ

•H.R.H.THE-mmCE-Of-WALESI "f\ I Swift
lVi2

/ The Best Wheat, the Cleanest and 
Most Modern Mills and Skilled 
Millers combine to give

stairs
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usual• Brevity Takes Time.
A Scottish minister was once asked 

how long he would require to prepare 
a speech. “That depends," said he, 
"upon hew much time I am to occupy 
in its delivery. If I arq to speak for 
a quarter of an hour, I should like a 
week to prepare ; if I am to speak for 
half an hour, three days will do; if 1 

to go on as long as I like, I am 
ready now."

OGILVIE’SRalsino the 
old bras» 
hand which 
served for 
kn cher.

title and by
word he followed her, picking his steps, 
till they reached her room. She led 
him to the chair by the window. The 
darkness was somewhat less dense 
there. He stood by the chair.

“Tbe lamp’s broken, and there’s only 
one match In the box,” said Sophy, 
with a low laugh. “Shall we use It 
now or when you go, monseigneur?”

“Light It now. My memory rather 
than my Imagination!”

She struck the match. Her face came 
upon him white In the darkness, with 
the mark on her cheek a dull red, bnt 
her eyes glittered. The match flared 
and died down. . /

“It Is enough. I shall remember.”
“Did I kill him?"
“I don’t know whether he’s killed 

Jie’s badly hurt This lady here Is pret
ty heavy.”

“Give her to mp. I’ll put her In her
place.” She took the figure and set it ] perament and pursuits, he had, none 
again on the window 'sill. “And the the less, considerable affection for him. 
big man who attacked yon?” But there was more than this. With

“Mistltch? He’ll be shot” | the prince was bound up the one strong
"Yes,” she agreed, with calm, un- feeling of a nature otherwise easy and 

questioning emphasis.

ROYAL HOUSEHOLD
FLOURA Hazardous Undertaking.

We’ve accident Insurance cos.
Which pay for lots of harms 

That come to mortals—broken toes 
And broken leg* and arms— 

BuFVson't It makj the money go 
When clever Cupid starts 

An accident Insurance co.
Te pay for broken hearts?

trim
those baking qualities which make it 
the choice of good housekeepers every
where, .for they find it

am in t 
With

'4 __

ALWAYS GIVES SATISFACTIONLord- Tredegar In a Pageant. v
Lord Tredegar, of Balaclava fame, 

has consented to play the part of 
Owen Glyndwr in the Welsh national 
pageant. Thç Marchioness -of Bute 
and Lady Niniim Stuart have also 
agrec-d to fill leading roles.

built a greenhouse, 
his tropical plants 
retiring -tram the j 
Collingwood plefl 
part of his j time ti 
in his garden. ■

It

\
—Boston Poet, Your grocer sells it or .can get it 

for you and we are sure you will en
joy using it.

Our six mills at Winnipeg, Fort 
William and Montreal have a daily 
capacity of Fifteen Thousand Barrel». /

We also make Rolled Oats, Wheat 
Granules, &c., lor Breakfast usdT

I Mow She Knew.
“I do think,” exclaimed Mrs. Tolker 

Indignantly, “that Mrs. Gadabout le 
the most aggravatlngly inquisitive 
woman, If I must say so, I ever knew. 
Why, I never pass her on the street 
but what she Invariably turns her head 
and stares back at me to see what I’ve 
got on and how It sits from behind.”

“How—er—that is, I was wondering; 
my dear, how you found out that the 
mean thing looked back. Some one tell 
you?” inquired Mr. Tolker Innocently.

And Mrs. Tolker straightway turned 
the stream of her indignation, seeth
ing hot, from Mrs. Gadabout to her 
“insinuating wretch of a husband,” as 
she fondly termed him, and after the 
first pyrotechnic outburst refused to 
speak to the fortunate man for the rest 
of the evening.—New York Press.

i
When DiopVetian

resume jthe imperi
had r

Im *For Ways That Are Dark.
The mao ran his eye over the casual 

assortment of cigqrs In the case at the 
end of the bar. He was a stranger to 
SH of the brands.

“How’s that two for a quarter over 
^u the left band corner?” he asked.

“That’s a dandy, boss,” said tbe col
ored gentleman who was officiating as 
bartender. “It’s the kind 1 always 
smoke."

This sounded like a dubious recom
mendation until he added: “When you 
want to get the best clgar^n the house 
lust ask tbe bartender which cigar he 
smokes when the boss is out"- >•

11Touriecn. k he*
gangers: ' “You wo 
such a thing of r 

I havi
The Ogilvie Flour Mills Co., Ltd. nING ALEXIS was minded that 

all proper recognition should 
be made of Sophy's service to 
his family. It had been her 

fortune to protect a life very precious 
In his eyes. Alien from his son in tern-
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