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““Bronchitis.’’

THE SYMPTOMS ARE

Tightness across the Chest, Sha:rp
Pains and a Difficulty in Breathing, a
Secretion of Thick Phlegm, at first white,
but later of a greenish or yellowish color
coming fmm the bronchial tubes when
coughing, especially the first thing in the
morning.

Bronchitis is generally the result of a
cold caused by exposure to wet and
inclement weather and when neglected
will become chronic.

Chronic Bronchitis is one of the most

causes of Consumption. Cure the

symptoms of Bronchitis by the use
of Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Syrup

44444444+ Miss Martha Bour-
4 <4 get, Little Pabos,
<4 Bronchitis <4 Que., writes: “Last
1 Cured. <4 spring 1 was very
<4 poorly, had a bad
44444444+ cough, sick head-
ache, could not
sleep, and was tired all the time. I con-
sulted two doctors, and beth told me I
had bronchitis, and advised me to give up
teaching. I tried almost everything but
none of the medicines gave me any relief.
One of my friends advised me to try Dr.
Wood’s . Norway Pine Syrup. 1 had
scarcely taken the first bottle when I
to get better and when I had taken

'the fourth bottle I felt as well as ever, m
cough had left me and I could sleep well.”
Dr. Wood’s is the original Pine Syrup.
It is put up in a yellow wrapper, three
ine trees the trade mark, and the price
cents. There are many imitations of
“Dr. Wood’s” so be sure you receive the

genuine when you ask for it.

Manufactured only by The T. Milburn

Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont.
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NURSE

s g it 'ﬂ; Our entire method,
Palmyra, N. Y., one i-clud!ing study and
graduaies Practice, tanght by

correspondence.

Wehave trained thousands of women, beginners
and practical nurses, in their own homes, to earn
"l‘l to 323 niweek.

you desire a larger sphere of influence, greater
N independeuce, and worthier lemunarnion',
Mail this Coupon

The Chautauqua School of Nursing

46 Main St., Jamestown, N. Y.

Please send your 56 pp. Blue Book for 1909 ex-
method, with stories of successful nurses.

COMING EAST?

Let your trip include a term in
our School and secure trans-
portation each way at 50 per
cent. of single fare. It will pay
you in every way. Write us for
catalogue, enrollment form and
certificate.

CENTRAL—
BUSINESS COLLEGE

W. H. SHAW, Principal TORONTO

“No,” said the old man kindly, “still
stay with us, you are our guest; we
made you welcome, and you are still
welcome. I only paused because your
words made me think of my son, who
was killed in a drunken brawl fifteen
years ago. If he had lived, would his
life have been like yours, I wonder? We
must give you a lifting hand, stranger,
for his sake. What do you say, Vol-
umnia ?”

“That would be my wish,” said Vol-
umnia Webster earnestly. The fiddler
bent down and reverently kissed her |
hand.
“I have not heard such words for |
years,” he said. “I feel a different
man for them. They will make every-
thing easier for me.. And now for some
music,” he added cheerily. *‘Fit aud-
jence let me have, though few”’ I am
nothing of a musician now, you know.
The music generally required at country
inns does not reach a very high stand-
ard: it is not precisely classical. So
‘do not be critical. I think I shall play
you a maypole dance.”

Perhaps he was nothing of a player,
but he knew how to, make his fiddle
speak to the old couple resting in the
settle. He had forgotten them. He
was standing on the village-green fid-
dling for the maypole dancers. Perhaps
he heard the village-folk cry “Faster,
faster, -fiddler!” for he perpetually in-
creased his speed and did not seem to
tire. But now these merry notes died
away, giving place to a gentle melody,
such as woulg linger in a listener’s
memory. The fiddle sang, and sobbed
and sobbed again. .

The clockmaker started as though
he were pierced.

“Volumnia,” he whispered uneasily,
“where have I heard that music? Ah!
I know—I have heard it these many
years, and sometimes, when I have re-
fused to listen, I have heard it all the
same. Why, it was the little piece our
boy wrote for my birthday greeting;
you have it safe, Volumnia. Tell me,
Volumnia, am I dreaming?”

“No, dear, you are not dreaming,” she
answered. “That is the very music our
boy wrote—you remember how proud
we were!—we had such hopes for him,
hadn’t we? He was so talented in every
way—poor Ralph!”

“How all the past returns, Volumnia,”
he whispered, “until everything has be-
come the Past!”

Her head rested on his shoulder, and
her hand fondled those grey curls,
fondled so often in the days gome by.

All unconsciously the stranger had
put them under a spell, the spell of
the Past. They had forgotten him and
his personality: they only heard the
s| musie.

The stranger ceased playing, and,
looking up, saw how the clockmaker
rested like a tired child on the little
old lady’s shoulder. He saw that they
had both forgotten him. ’

“And naturally too,” he said to him-
gelf, “for I have no claim on their re-
membrance. I have intruded on them
long enough as it is, and now I must
go out into the darkness of the night
and take up my loneliness again.”

He glanced round the cosy Kitchen,
at the red fire, at the quaint -clock,
at the copper warming-pan, at the
dresser stocked with old china. Every-
thing spoke to him of a home. He was
glad to have seen one again: the re-
membrance woud be pleasant to him.
Just as he was putting his fiddle into
the green bag, the string broke with
a loud clang—and the little old lady
woke from her reverie.

“Ah! you there!” she said. “Tell me
how you knew that music; why did
you choose that to play to us? I must
know why you chose that.”

He wondered at her eagerness to
know.

enable him to handle business affairs.
Get particulars.’
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he Farmer’s Son

Will find our course just suited to his
needs. A knowledge of farm: accountancy,
arithmetic, commercial law, etc, will

PRINCIPAL

“] seem to be telling you all my
secrets tonight,” he said, smiling sadly.
“If confession is good for the soul, then
my soul has gained something tonight.
You spoke of that man who had drag-
ged your son.down. Your words sank

| tle old lady was leaning over the back

“You knew him, then?” he asked ex-

citedly.
“Knew him!” laughed the fiddler. |
“Why, we were inseparable. He was

my shadow. I could do anything with i
him—twist him round my finger—twirl |
him just as I pleased. He was rare,
good “company, too—could sing a rat-‘
tling song with anyone; full of wit and ‘,

fun. Heavens! how he made us fel- |

lows laugh! Why, he was the wildest |
of____”

The fiddler stopped suddenly: the lit--

of a chair.glaring at him, just like a
tigress preparing to spring; the clock-
maker was standing a few steps off,
his arms tightly folded together, and
his face working like the face of a man
who was trying to make up his mind
about something or other, trying to !
puzze out some mystery.

“What is the matter with you both?”
the fiddler asked nervously. “Have I
done anything wrong, have I said any-
thing to hurt your feelings?”

A wild cry broke from the little old
lady’s lips. She rushed to the cupboard
in the recess, pulled out some papers
and threw them on the table. She
turned them over with trembling hands,
and at last found the packet she requir-
ed. She tore it open, and took out
the faded photograph of a young man.
She held it up for the fiddler to see.

“Was that anything like your friend
whom you dragged down to hell?” she
hissed out.

The stranger started back as though
he had been struck. His face was dead-
ly pale.

“My God!” he cried. “That was the
very man—Ralph Webster!”

The photograph dropped from her
hand.

“Then at last,” she said slowly, “we
stand face to face with our son’s worst
enemy. It is worth while living to see
him like this: an outcast from every
home!”

The stranger bowed his head. He
tried to speak, but the words would
not come.

“Go!” said the clockmaker, touching
him roughly on the shoulder and point-
ing to the door. “This is no resting-
place for you.”

The stranger took up the fiddle and
bow and green bag, and crept to the
door. The rain was still pelting against
the windows, and the wind was still
howling its dismal story. The stranger
paused just by the door, hoping against
all hope that the little old lady would
relent and say one word of kind dis-
missal. If ever a human face was elo-
quent with pleading, his face was elo-
quent at that last moment.

“What are you waiting for?”  she
asked sternly, “go before my tongue is
loosened.”

He swung open the door, went into
the shop, unlocked the shop-door, which
banged mournfully after him as he
passed out into the darkness of the
wild night.

When he had gone, the little old
.lady’s composure broke down, and she
sank into the settle and wept bitter-
ly. The cdockmaker bent over her and
comforted her, taking the little tear-
stained face into his hands and kissing
it. - |

“Volumnia,” he whispered, “we have |
been drawn very near to each other |
tonight.”

And she smiled to hear his words. She
watched him pick up the photograph, |
' and put it back into the cupboard; and
she watched him fix his pipe in the
rack which hung just over the bellows, !
and she saw him throw his favorite |
tools into their accustomed drawer. The |
clock struck twelve.

“You have a long journey to go on
the morrow, Thomas,” she said, “and |
you ought to be getting to rest. I must
stay up a little longer to finish your
overcoat.” ’

“Never mind that,” he answered, as '
he took the coat from her hzmds: “T |
am not going on a journey either to-

deep into my heart, for that reminded
me what I had done in a similar way
to a young fellow ‘as full of promise
as your son might have been. And 1
suppose T was thinking of him when' 1

and I was the first to play it to him.
ody.”

The clockmaker started up and put
his hand roughly on the stranger’s arm.

played that melody, for he wrote it, |

[ always thought it was a beautiful mel- |

morrow or any other day. T shall stay
here with you, Volumnia, and live my
twenty years here. The fiddler was
right in saying that we were mad. May
I stop, Volumnia? T could not bear
to part with you now.”

And she bade him stay always, prom-
ising him half-humorously that the nav-
al. captain should not worry him nmru'
than was absolutely mnecessary.  And
she spoke of the fiddler and his loneli- |

Had W eak Back.

Would Often Lie in Bed For
Days, Scarcely Able To
Turn Herself.

]

Mrs. Arch. Schnare, Black Point, N.B,,
writes:—*‘ For years I was troubled with
weak back. Oftentimes I have lain in
bed for days, being scarcely able to turn
myself, and I have also been a great
sufferer while trying to perform m:
household duties. I had doctors attend-
ing me without avail and tried liniments
and plasters, but nothing seemed to do
me any good. I was about to give up in
despair when my husband induced me to
try Doan’s Kidney Pills, and after using
two boxes I am now well and able to do
m{ work. I am positive Doan’s Kidne
Pills are all that you claim for them, and{
would advise all kidney sufferers to give
them a fair trial.”

DOAN’S KIDNEY PILLS are a purely
vegetable medicine, realizing quick, per~
manent relief, without any after ill effects.
A medicine that will absolutely cure Back-
ache and all forms of Kidney and Bladder
Disease.

Price, 50 cents per box, or 3 for $1.25,
at all dealers or The T. Milburn Co., Lim-
ited, Toronto, Ont.

In ordering specify ‘Doan’s.”

Benger's Food is|
mixed with fresh
new milk when
used, is dainty

and delicious,
highly nutritive,
and most easily
digested. Infants
thrive on it, and

delicate or aged

persons enjoy it.
Benger's Food is sold in Tins,

“Witnout the Polsen’” The pipe
(TRADE MARK REG.) "'..V let you
smoke at home

40 Three for

0 $1.00 !};ooks l1:nd oolx{)s like

— eerschaum. sorbs

‘\—-D'\ / the nicotine and keeps

/ on tasting sweet.

You never had such an en-

joyable smoke. Sent prepaid

anywhere. Money b i
not satisfactory.

Order 3 or More Today

H. MENGES, The Smokers’ Friend
365 N. 7th 8t., 8t. Louis, Mo,

¥ 14 Karats Solid
F "®O = " Gold Shell Rings

e )) We will give you your

S choice of oneof those beau-
R tifulrings, guaranteed 14
“ karats solid gold shell
— plain, engraved, or se
with_elegant simulated

jowels, for the sale of ¢
boxes only. at 25c. a box,
of Dr. Maturin’s Famous
Vegetable Pills. They
are the greatest remedy
for indigestion, constipa
tion, rheumatism, weak
or impure blood, catarrh
diseases of the liver an
kidneys. When you have
sold these 4 boxes of pills,
send us the money $1 an
Gy the size of the ring desired
vk and we will send

3 andsome Rings, plainen-
graved or set with precious stones. Send
your name and address immediately and we
will send you, post-paid, the Pills and fancy
ins which are to give away to purchasers of
he pills. We do not ask ‘any money before
the pills are sold and we take back what you

c:XH\(im sell.
ress The Dr. Maturin Medicine Go.
Ring Dept 5223 Teronte, Ont.




