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Sweet Miss

»

He chose the path through the pad-
dock, and walked through the court-
yard just as the tower clock chimed &
quarter to eight. He had but a few
minutes to change his tennis suit for his
dinner garb, and he ran hurriedly from

the coach house round to the lawn, de-
termined to make a rush to his room.
He dismissed his dog with a word, sped
fleetly across the grounds till he reach-
ed the colonnade, and entered it, when
suddenly by some mischance his foot
alipped. He made a vain effort to save
himself; hie head swam; he was consci-
ous of a sudden sharp twinge of paln;
and, falling heavily, he knew no r.nore.
- ! - -

1

Sir Douglas Gerant, after iengthen-
ed chat with his cousin, mounted to his
room, and dressed himself with due re-
gard for the exigencies of polite soclety.
The hard, cynical look that had rested
on his face during his conversation with
Vane Charteris and in the political argu-
ment with the squire had now vanished.
He looked worn and ill as he walked
slowly up and down his room; his eyes
were sad, his head drooped. He secmel
to be thinking deeply at last, with a
deep-drawn sigh, he seated himself at
the tzlle and wrote a letter. It was a
summons to his lawyer, bidding him to
draw up a will, and fixing a day for him
to come to Crosbie Castle. This done,
Sir Douglas leaned back in his chair and
covered his eyes with his hand for sev-
eral minutes. The entrance of his valet,
a man who had been his faithful ser-
vant and companion for years, roused
him: and. bidding the valet despatchthe
letter quickly, Sir Douglas left his room
and descended the broad staircase. As
he passed through the wide hall to the
eolonnade, its white pillars, gleaming
against the background of green, tinged
now with the ruddy gold of the setting
aun, nuule a picture gratifying to his
artistic eye. He sauntered on, deu-.rA
mining to seek (he grounds, when his
eves fell on Stuart’s prostrate form and
Y In an instant he was knecl-

pale tace,
his

ing beside the young  man, and
clear voce rang out to the hutley, who
Lappenad to be pasaing to the din‘ng-
room.,

The man hurried up with «ome drandy,
PR | Dougias. with atmost. prof. -
siona} ll,--xu-rit',v_ lifted Siwari’s head and
poured 8 few drops between the closed
lips. 1le watched the color slowly re-
turn, and the eyes open, with a look of
anxiety and tenderness on his face,

“Thac is right,” he said. gently, as he
met Stuart’s gaze. “Are you hurt?”

“My arm!” murmured the young man
fuiulf_v. as the butler and Sir Dougias
helped him to rise.

The baroney cast a keen giance at the
right band, hanging limp and nwo]len._

“You have had an ugiy fall,” he said,
Lriefly. “Your arm is broken—how did
it happen?” . :

He pushed Stuart gently into a chair
near ut hand, and, while he spoke, he
deftly cui away the slignt’ tenns-siceve
from tue wounded limb with a pair of
scissors taken from his pocket.

“l can’t quite romemoer.” Siuart re-
plied, speaking with an effort, and pass-
ing his iefy haud over his eyes, 'l came
an awfal cropper, [ know, and must
have banged my hend. 13 thie2 arm brok-
en? 1f 50, you had better send for Met-
calf, and have it set.”

Loe butier was moving away; but Sir
Douglas stopped hum,

“I'nere jg w0 need to send to the vil-
lage—L can manage this. Go up Lo my
room and send down my man; it is not
the firat time he has hHelped we in Lhis
sory of thing.”

Stuary lay pack in his chair; he was
still teeiing faing aad weak. ile caught
Nir Dougias’ eye, and “miizd a littte,

1 feci rather like what the boys
wsed to call a ‘joily duffer,™ he saud,
slowly. “[-can’t think what made me co
stupid; I don’t usually fall about in this
way. 1 wonder how long 1 was insens-
ible—and I have never thanked you for
helping me.” Siuart was gradually re-
vovering himself, anl woke to the fact
that this was a stranger. =1 b'-g your
purdon.”

“It is granted, Cousin Stuart.”

Stuart looked mystified, and then said,
suddeniy putting out his left hand:

“You are Douglas Gerani; [ am very
glad to see you."”

Sir Douglas gra<ped the hand,

“Thanks, my lad.” he said, quietly;
then, looking round: “Here is Mur
Now sit quict, and don't sprak, ar
settle vou in a trice.”

Stuart watehed his eousin curiously as
he prepared the bandages and impro-
vised some splint=: he searcely felt the
long, white fingers as they moved over
s wt ded arm, and wineced only as
the bones clicked together. But he grew
fainter as the bandages were wound
round; and, as the operation was fini-h-
ed, Kir Douglas, without o word, held
the brandy to his lips ag2ia and foreed
Limn to drink some,

“You have pluck, Stuar,” ha said,
quietly. “You are of the stuff to make
n man. Now, if you take my wdvice, you

H t. I fancy

Sip

will goto your room ani rest
that arm will trouble you rather to-
nizht: go try to get some zleep now.
“My head feels rather queer, [ con-
fose” Stuart responded, and he giadiy
st his cousin draw his hand through
his arm, and lead him through the hail
to the stairs,
3. Crosbie was salling down ag they

* she exclaimed, in genuine
, “what is the mattor?”

e has fallen and broken his arm.”
Sir Douglas answered, quiettw. “I am
taking'him to his room: it will ha wiser
to 1ot
hashad a n

“Arm bro

t it must he s
Metealf at once
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and she folow

mother,
vostairs, a

little annoyed, a little anxious, and, odd-
ly enough, a little glad—annoyed be
cause Sir Douglas had taken so much
upon himself, anxious for ber son, whom
she loved better than anything on earth,
and glad, because she saw (n this illness
a chance of bringing about the marriage
between Vape and Stuart which she so
much desif®, :

Sir Douglas left the mother and son
together when he had esconsed his pa-
tient comfortably in a large chair; and
Mrs. Crosbie busied herself with many
little offices about the room, quitting
the apartment only when she saw
Stuart’s eyes close in slumber. She
met Vane on the landing, and, with an
affectionate glance, drew the girl’s hand
through her arm.

“He is resting, dear,” she said; “so I
shall leave him for a while. We must
nurse him together, and we shall soon
get him well.” =

Vane's face flushed.

“I will help you gladly,” she returned,
and she spoke honestly. THer first
thought, like her aunt’s, had been that
that this would bring Stuart and her-
self more together. She had another
duty to perform, too; she must ingrat-
iate herself with Sir Douglas Gerant,
and try by cvery means in her power
to wipe away the memory of her foolish
mistake.

Stuart slept for an hour or two, and
dreamed of Margery, but when he awoke
the pain in his arm was so great that
even the sweot ilmage was banished
from his thoughts. His mother came
in as night fell, but Stuart was too ill
to broach the subject of his love. The
blow on the head was more severe than
he had imagined, and he grew feverish
as the day declined. He heard the
tower clock chime the night hours, and
whenever he meved his head, his eyes
rested on the figure of Sir Douglas
reading by the wirdow, and ready at
any momert to tend him.

And at the smail cottage by the
Weald anmother being sat aud watched
by a sick bed, watched with a heart
that was growing sadder aud sadder as
the moments passed. Margery, still in
the white cotton gown that she wore
when she plighted her trath, knelt by
Mary Morria® coach, trying: to alleviate
tke yo'r trat was rackirg tle 1§ }P
wasted frame. She was ignorant of her
lover’s illness, and she thought of him
only with a sense of peace and happi-
ness. What a long wonderful day it
had Leen, she thought, as she sat beside
the little window arnd watched the veil
of night darken the sky—a day in
which the golden glory of all earthly
happineas dawned for her! She turned
from the window to watch the sick wo-
man. The paroxysm of pain seemed
past, and she was asleep. The house
was quiet as a tomb. In another room
the loving, faithful husband ard com-
prnion was loat to trouble in slumber.
Margery was afoune: she moved softly
to the window and drew back the cur-
tains, and immediately the room was
bathed in the silver radiance of the
moon.

She stood and gazed on at the dark
blue heavens, the glittering myriads of
jeweled atars, the moonlit earth, till
a cloud seemed to obscure her vision;
and, when she gazed again the stars
were gone and a ruddy haze pierced by
the sun’s golden beams i''umined the
sky.
the bed, then, with a sndden shudder,
dropped on her knees beside it. While
her exes had been closed in sleep, while
the dawn had spread its roseate veil
over the night, a spirit had fiown from
earth— Mary Morris was dead!

CHOAPIER IX,

e days passed away,
Cro-bie graduaily recovered
feets of his fall.  Desnit he assurance
from Nir Douglas that son was o

ing well, Mrs, Crosbie satisfied herself,
and summoned the village Jdoctor, to-
gether with g fashionable physician from
town, only to receive the same opinion
from them, coupled with the expression
that Stuart could not have oeen better
treated.  The young man passod four
days in his room: but, as the pain lert
his head, he insisted on donning his
clothes and descending to the earden.
Hia mind was haunted by Margery's
image and the thoughts of her sorrow:
for the news of Mrs. Morris’ death had
reached him through his servant, and
he longed to rush away and comforl his
darlin He had seen little of his moth-
er during the past four days; Sir Doug-
las had constituted himself head nurse,
and Mrs. Cresbie. who was not guite at
ho in a sick room, gave way to him
with a littla annoy and
though she woeuld not let it seef.
Stuart had not bheo weil,
during the shost tima she visited him,
to speak about  Margery-—indecd, he
searcely had strenath reply to her
inqui the heat was still v nt,
and, althongh he had an axe con-
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chair, she soon made him comfortable.

“Thank you,” he said again; “youare
very kind. Is my mother anywhere
about?”

“She has gone to Chesterham on some
missionary business,” replied Vane,
leaning back against one of the whiie
pillars, and looking extremely pretty
and graceful in her long soft pink gow
“I dowt think she knaw that you were
coming down, or I am wure she would noi
have gone.”

Stuart sat silent, troubled and .lisan-
pointed. He had braced himself for his
interview with his mother; he was loag-
ing to send some word or sign to Mar-
gery. Four whole long days had pass»d
since their picnic in the wood, ani dur-
ing that time sorrow had come to her,
and he had not ministered to her com-
fort, He wondered whether she kn»v of
his illness, whether she realized that it
was that illness alone that had kept him
silent. He had determined, as he ross, to
speak to his mother, and then drive over
to the Weald cottage and bring Marg-
ery back in all dignity to the castle, as
befitted his future wife; but now again
fate was unkind, his mother was absent
—might be absent the whole day—and
he was too weak to crawl even to the
carriage. What could he do? He must
send some message of comfort, some
word of love to Margery. His eyes fell
on his maimed hand; and, with a half
groan, he realized that he was helpless,
utterly helpless to do as he wished.

Vane Charteris watched him carefully.
She saw his brow contract and the look
of trouble gnther on his face.

“Are you in pain?” she asked gently.

Stuart woke from his musings.

“My arm is a little troublesome,” he
replied evasively, then, collecting his
thoughts with an effor: he said, “But
T must not be selfish, Vaie. You will find
it dull work sitting with an invalid. T
feel so angry with myself for being so
clumsy. Just fancy, Vane—this is - the
first time T have been ill in my life!”

“Then we must do our best to cheer
you, Cousin Stuart,” Vane responded, a
faint color mounting to her cheeks at
the last words, \WWhat could they mean
but that this illness kept him from her
side? “C'ome,” she added brightly—“let
me amuse you, read to you or do some-
thing. I assure you, Cousin Stuart, I con-
sider it a pleasure, I would do anything
for you, believe me.”

Stuart looked at her as she drew up
another chair and sunk into it, giving
him a frank affectionate glance. A sud-
den thought flashed into his mind, and
then died away.

“You look upon me as useless,” she
observed, with a amile. “I mean to upset
that theory altogether.”

“Useless!” echoed Stuart. “Indeed,
Vane, you are quite wrong.”

“Then let me help you.” Vane said
suddenly. “I see plainly, Stuart, some-
thing is troubling you; it is not only the
arm. Come— 1 shall begin to be jealous
of Sir Douglas, to be afraid that yon
will trust in no one but him. Will you
not let me be your friend as well "as
your cousin?”

Stuart half rose in his chair.

“My friend!” he repeated; then he
sunk back aagin. “Yes, Vane, if you will
be my friend.”

“Friendship is not an empty term with
me,” Misa Charteria observed slowly.
“Since youn will let me be your friend,
I must act as such. See”—extending her
hand-—“let us seal the contract—look up-
on me a3 your chum, your sister as well
as vour friend and cousin.”

Stuart grasped her hand.

“I will,” he said quietly; “for I am in
urgent need of a friend, especially just
now."

He stopped and looked at her; she
was watching him with an expression of
frankness and sympathy.

“Vane.” he began slowly, “I came
down this morning on purpose to talk
to my mother on a subject that is more
than life to m2. 1 anticipate—I know—
1 shall bave a hard struggle with her,
though, deapite all she may say, I shall
be firm. Will you help me in this strug-
gle?”
® Vane rose to her feet again; her
breath was coming fast, and a presenti-
ment of something disagreeable passed
through her mind.

“Tell me what it is, Stuart,” she said
quietly, wnfurling a large fan she car-
ried, and holding it against the light,
ostensibly to shield her face from the
sun, in reality to keep it hidden from
her cousin.

“Vane, do you remember the fourth
day of your visit here, when 1 took you
to see Nir Charles?”

“Yes,” she answered.

“Do you remember a girl who wags sit-
ting in a corner and who brought .me
some water for the dog? I introduced
her—Margery Daw.”

Vane caught Stuart’s eager glance,
and hey heart seemed to cease beating.

“Yes,” she replied, a little coldly.

“Vane, that is my secret: that is the
airl 1 love better than one or any-
thing in the world—Margery Daw.”

Vane Charteris was siient for a min-
ute. She felt as though her vexation
and jealousy would choke her; then she
forced herself to be firm and calm. She
dropped her fan and moved out of the
sunlight » her face was very pale, but
she smiled as Stuart looked at her eag-
eriy.

“Well,” she said, quictly, “and—and
vou want me to help you—how 2"

“You will?” he asked, with gladness
on his face.

Vane put one hand on her chair for
support.

“Am I not your friend?” she smiled
faintly.

*Oh, thank you—thank you!” he cried,
rising from his chair; but Vane gently
vushed him back again,

Il me what you-want,” she urged,
standing at hia side, so that he could not
see her pallor and annoyance. i

“I want vou to plead with me to my
mother—not for myself—I am strong
enough”—and Stuart drew himself up
proudiy—"I would face the whole world.
1 want you to be a iriend to Margery,
as you would be to me. She may need
vour help; a woman such as you, Vane,
can do much—smooth many difficulties.
You can see how angry my mother will
be. I shall not care for her anger; but
Margery is <o tender, so sweet, so proud

anger will humiliate and distress her;
and, if you aid her, she will scarcely feel
it. I am sure.”
hen vou have
Constance yet?”

I

“F n.to Aunt
Vane observed, very
quietly.  “I am afraid you will have
great trouble. You see, Stuart, your—
vour wife will be of low station, and
vonr mother is proud.”

“We do not know what Marzery’s
birth may be: hut that does not affeet
me. T love 3 hall be my wife.
Ah, you do r, Cousin Vane,
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or you would not have said that! There
may be some mystery connected with
her birth; but there is no stain on her.
If ever there was a lady, she is one.”

‘Your news has surprised me, Stuart,
I must confess,” observed Miss Charteris,
‘moving languidly from his side and
sinking into her chair again; “but I
shall prove my words. 1 am your friend
—I will act as such. Yes; I will help
you.”

Stuart’s face flushed, and he leaned
forward and bent his lips to Vane’s
white hand.

“This is indeed good of you,” he ex-
claimed. *“Vane, I can never thank you
enough.”

‘Tell me what T must do,” returned
Miss Charteris, unfurling her fan agam.

“Will you sze Margery?” fnquired
Stuart, hurriedly.

“To-day ?'* asked Vane.

“Yes. ~ Ah, Vane, think——four days
have gone, she has had a great sorrow,
and 1 have been tied to my bed, not
able to see her. not even to write a
word! If you would go to her, tell her
all is going well, that you will be her
friend, you will make me so happy.”

“I will go, Stuart,” Vane scaid quiet-
ly; “for yvour sake I will do all I can.
No: do not thank ms. "Remember what
1 said just now—I would do anything
for you. I will wait till it is a little
cooler, then borrow Aunt Constance’s

nies, and drive to the vcillage.” She
{::sitntod. “Perhaps—perhaps Miss Daw
may not like me?”

“Not like you!” cried Stuart, quick-
ly. “She can not help  herself.
lgear Vane, how good youn are!
You do ot know what a load
you have taken oft my mind. T dread-
ed, 1 feared that my poor darling wouid
have been without a friewd. Now she i#
secure. My mother loves you, and will
be led by you. 1 shall'speak to her the
instant she returns, and then Margery
can come here. Vane, | shall never,
never forget your kindness!”

(To be Continued )
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SCOTLAND’'S WOODS.
Cultivation May Give

Families Employment.

The “depopulation of Scotland,” more
properly the depopulation of the wild
districts of the Highlands,  has Jeen
causing great concern in Great Britain
lately. It was debated in the House -of
Commons a week or ten days ago, and
a remedy is eagerly sought. One of the
most promising in sight is that of re-
foresting the country, providing employ-
ment for the people of arboriculture.

The Royal Scottish Arboricultural So-
ciety has just issued a report on the
general subject, with a special detaiied
scheme for an experimental eénterprise
drawn up by Lord Lovat and Captain
Stirling, of Keir, with the aid of ex
perts. It covers ihe region of Glea
Mor, through which the Caledoman Can-
al runs and which embraces 60,000 acres
of land, of which only 900 acres are
suitable for cultivation, that only
twenty-five families living on twenty
acres apiece or ninety famties existing
miserably on ten acres can be support-
ed in it. But if reforestation is resort-
ed to instead of agriculiure it is esti-
mated that within twenty years 300
families can be“settled there prosperous-
(y, each established on 200 acres ot for-
est land. In forty years 600 families
can be similarly supported,

Each family would have enough culti-

Its More

50

,vatable land to keep itself in food and
j milk.

From thirty to forty weeks of
its time would be spent on forest work.
The rest yould be absorbew by . the
shooting  lodges in the
People of the “crofter” class should be
selected for seitlement, and to estab-
lish each crofs would cost about £40 a
year.

Lord Lovat and his pro-
pose the establishment of a ceniral tor-
est authority to conduct the sysiem of
sylvieulture or woodlanding. National
help would be provided at first, but ul-
timately the forests themselves should
become very profitable. It seems to be
an open question whether the produe-
tion of cellulose and wood pulp would
be remunerative, but. full
placed in the prospective values of the
crops of “pitwood” and the timher
value of the conifer forests that Neote
land can easily produce and mar
der reasonably good manzgem
Or>—————
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LIFE ON A SUBMARINE,

One Dodges Machinery, Inhales Gaso-
lene and Chokes for Air.

The first impressions received on de-
scending into the hold of a submarine
are those of discomfort and euffocation.
The accommodations for a crew of thir-
teen seem about right for half a dozen.
One is in too close proximity to whir-
ring machinery too enjoy the semsation.

On all sides are arranged electrical
devices and machinery to operate the
craft and the torpedoes, says Harper's
Weekly, A thin shell of steel separates
the visitor from the torpedoes, and the
outside water is so close that one can
almost feel its moisture.

When under way on the surface the
submarine hums and trembles. The
fumes of gasolene are almost suffocat-
ing. There is no escaping from them.
Some of the men contract what is ~alled
“gasolene heart.” If under the water
too long the fumes make one sick snd
dizzy,

A novice cannot remain in a submar-
ine under water for any great length
of time without suffering excruciating
torture. In time, however, one  gefs
used to it and a trip may be one of en-
joyment.

But it is when the submarine dives
that the most unpleasant symptoms
come, There are ten compressed  air
tanks supplied and these furnish auf-
ficient air to keep the crew alive a good
many hours, But did you ever live on
compressed air? If not it will be a new
sensation, especially if you are fifiy
feet Dbelow the surface of the water.
There is a tingling eensation all over the
body, a pounding of the ear drums and
possiby a sense of nusea.

As the air is automatically regulated
from the compressed air tanks one gets
his share of the oxygen, but sometimea
the supply may vary. It certainly does
in different parts of the ship. One nwy
be choking for Inck of good air in one
part and be exhilarated by a too abun-
dant supply in anovher,

Sometimes when the engines are run-
ning to charge the batteries the fumes
of the gasolene become so strong that
men - are rendered unconscious. They
must be taken up on deck then to get
a whiff of fresh air.

Tor this reason the batteries are only
charged when above water, But in time
of war it might be necessary to charge
them while running below. Then indeed
the man aboard the submarine might
envy the aerial navigator flying above
the geea with his abundance of fresh
air to breathe.

Cooking under water is a pretty un-
certaln and disagreeable work. The only
appliance for this purpose is a small
electric heater, This is just about big
enough to heat water to make-a cup
of coffee. and nothing else. The crew
have their foed cooked aboard the ten-
der. 4
The submarine is built on the princi-
ple of economizing space in everything..
There is no room for anything except
the actual necessities. Every ineh of
space is given over to machinery. This
is everywhere, compact and eificient,
but multiplied so often that one wond-
ers what it is all for.

There is machinery for running the
boat, for guiding it under water, for
controlling it when it dives, for com-
pressing the air tanks, for operating the
torpedoes, and even for regulating the
power of vision above and below water.
When caught in a stoym in a submarine
e is Tea%ly not worth living. It con-
siats of a serles of intense struggles to
provent death by being battered against
steel walls or to keep from becoming
involved in whirring wheels and dyna-
mos.

———l .
SURE WAY.
(Puck.) ' '

Willis—T wonder if there will ever
universal peace. -

iillis--Sure. All they've got to do is
to get the nations to agree that in case
of war the winner pays the pensions.

——————
ACCEPTS 'HYDRO OFFER.

has accepted the lydro-Eleetric Comms-

sion’s offer to supply the village with

Niagara power, and has ordered a by-law

to he submitted to the people at an early

date.

AFTER
'DOCTORS
FAILED

Lydia E.Pinkham’sVegeta-
ble Compound Cured Her.

Midgie Station, N. B.—One can
hardly believe this as it is not natural,
but it was my case. For ten months
I suffered from suppression. I had

] different doctors,
tried different me-
dicines, but none
helped me. M
friends told me
would go into a
decline. Oneday a
lady friend told me
what  your medi-
cine had done for
her, so I wrote you
for advice and re-
ceived your reply
with pleasure,

I starte ng Lydia L. Pinkham'’s
Vegetable Compound, 2nd at the
second bottle showed improvement.
Now I am regular and never was so
well in my life, thanks to Mrs,
Pinkham’s medicine.

Please publish my letter for the
bencfit of others.—MRS. Jostaid W.
Hicks, Midgie Station, N. B.

Indian Head, Sask.—Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound is indeed
a boon to women who suiler from
female ills. My health is better now
than it has been in ¥ roars of
marrjad life and I t!
good your advice and r
done me. I ha
dollars on dor
any benefit
Box 448, Indian Head, Saslkat 7an.

The most successful remedy in this
country fcr the cure of all forms

of female complzints i3 Lydia B
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound,

‘that I can scarcely tell

DEADLY ANAEMIA

Casts a Shadow Over the Lives
of Thousands of Women
and Growing Girls.

“Not enough blood” is the simple
meaning of the term anaemia, thoughit
should scarcely need explaining, for, un-
fortunately anaemia is one of the great-
est evils in this country, afflicting wo-
men of all ages, including young girls.
The eigns of bloodlessness are plain en-
ough—pallid lips and cheeks and aching
back, frequent headaches, with breath-
lessness, heart palpitation and great
weakness. The only effective treatmént
18 to strengthen and build up the blood,
and it is just by this power of making
new, rich blod that Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills have ‘cured anaemia in more cases
than it is possible to place on record.
Among the hoste cured of this trouble
by Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills is Miss C.
N. Roberge, of Sorel, Gue.,, who had
Been in poor health for several years.
Miss Roberge says: “I believe that
if I had not taken Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills my illness would have proved fat-
al. The trouble came on so gradually
the point at
which it did begin. The first nofice-
ablo symptom was loss of color and a
feeling of lassitude. Then I began to
lose my appetite, had frequent head-
aches, and spells of dizziness, and be-
came unable to do any housework with-
out being completely exhausted. Fin-
ally my trouble became agravated by a
persistent cough, I took several kinds
of medicine; but did not get any relief,
At last I was advised to try Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills, and decided to do so.
After I had taken several boxes there
was a noticeable improvement in my
condition and I continued using the pills
until [ had taken nine boxes, The re-
sult in my opinion was marvellous. My
appetite returned, my nerves were
strengthened, weight increased, head-
aches disappeared, and I am enjoying
the best health of my life. In titude
for what Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills have
done for me I give this statement in
the hope that it may bring new health
to some other sufferer.”

Dr. Williama’ Pink Pills cure all those
troubles due to poor blood. such as ana-
mia, indigestion, rheumatism, neuralgia,
8t. Vitus dance, partial paralysis, and
the troubles which attack girls, budding
into womanhood, and women of mature
years. Sold by medicine dealers every-
where, or by mail at 50 cents a box or
six boxes for $2.560 from The Dr. Wil-
liams* Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.

<0 et e A P ma
AN INEBRIATE FARM.
(Windsor Record.) i

What is required for all confirmed
drunkards is isolation—a  change of
scene that will take them away from
boon companions and handy barrooms.
Jail confinement does not serve the pur-
pose. Farm colonies for inebriates and
dipsomaniacs appear to be a much bet-
ter solution of the problem.

“I'm no drunkard” is the claim made
by a victim of the drink habit who fails
to realize how far he has gone in los
ing control of himselt and indulging
his appetite for alcoholic liquors. This
man can be saved very easily, but not
if he is arrested, convicted, and sent to
jail with all the publicity that usually
oceurs,

If there were a farm of inebriates the
family of such an individual might ap-
ply to the magistrate to have him com-
mitted for an indefinite period. Hard
labor on a farm would work wonders
with these victims of intemperance. Be-
sides, it is @ more  humane method of

treatment they a jail sentence. 9
gt —

American and Canadian scie:
tists tell us that the common house
fly is the canse of more disease
and death than any other agency.
Wilson’s Fly Pads kill all the
flies and the disease germs, too.

————————

LARGEST OF FLOWERS.

Immense Bloom Which is a Native of
Sumatra.

The largest of all the flowers of the
world is said to be the Raffesia, a na-
tive of Sumartra, so called after Sir
Stamford Raffles. This immense plant,
says the Scientific American, is com-
posed of five round petals of a brickish
color, each measuring a foot across.
These are covered with numerous irreg-
ular yellowish white ewellings, The
petdls surround a cup nearly a foot
wide , the margin of which bears the
layer by a tin deposit of sand, and a se-
cond sandy deposit covers the third lay-
er, which plainly shows relics of the
eleventh and twelfth centuries.

At the bottom is a clayey deposit fill-
ed with fragments of pottery and bits
of oak timber belonging to the Gallie
and Gallo-Roman periods.

The largest of all the flowers of the
world is said to be the Raffesia, a na-
tive of Sumatra, so called after Rir
Stamford Raffles. This immense plant,
says the Scientific American, is com-
posed of five round petals of a brizk-
ish eolor, each measuring a foot acroas.
These are covered with numerous irreg-
ular yellowish white swellings. The
petals surround a cup nearly a foot wide
the margin of which bears the stamens.
The cup of the Raffesin is filled with a
fleshy <lisk, tha upper surface of which
is coverad with projections like minia-
ture cows’ horns, The cup, when free
from itz contents, will hold about 12
pints. The flower weights about 15
pounds, and is very thick, the petals
befng three-quarters of an inch.
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THE WRONG INTERPRETATION.

(New York Sun.)
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