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Sweet Miss Margery

*

“I shall look to you, Cousin Stuart,”
Miss Charteris observed, as she fastened
her gloves again, “to initiate me into
the mysteries of country life. I intend
to dabble in farming, milk the cow,
tosg the hay, picnic in the fields, and
get quite burned and brown.”

Stuart laughed a little constrainedly.
He was thinking of his picnic for mext
Wednesday, and wondering whether he
could induce his cousin to be kind to
Margery. His mother, for some un-
accountable reason, did not appear to
like the girl.

“We must get a native of Hurstley
to act as cicerone,” he responded, break-
ing off a leaf from sheer wantonness.
“l have been away so long, I have al-
most forgotten my home.”

‘“What are you going to do, now you
are back?”

“Nothing—tHat is, nothing definite.
You see, my- father is very shaky, and
I must relieve him of some of his du-
ties. My mother has a strong wish
that 1 should stand for Chesterham.”

“A parliamentary carreer?” quertion-
ed Vane. “How would you like that?”

“Not at all,” Stuart answered, frank-
ly. “Legizlation is not my forte. I
am. if anything, a sportsman.”

“Fnglish to the backbone! Cousin
Btuart. T am disposed to like you.”

“Ts that $:ve?” Stuart asked, gravely.

Vane turned and met his gaze, then
laughed softly.

“True? Of course it is; are we mnot
cousins? The liking, however, must not
be altogether on my side.”

“Have no fear,” the young man began,
but at that moment the dinner gong
sounded, and his sentence remained un-
finished.

Vane was led by her cousin, and they
were even yet more amicable during
the mecal. to Mrs. Crosbie’s intense sat-
isfaction. She made no effort to inter’
rupt the merry conversation of the
Yyoung people, and contented herself
with now and then joining in the flow of
reminiscenses in which her husband and
Lady Charteris were indu!ging.

Squire Crosbie was a tall, thin man
with a worn, almost hageard face. Its
prevailing expression was kindly, but
weak, and he turned instinctively to his
wife for moral support and assistance.
Stuart dearly loved his father. The gen-
tle student disposition certainly was not
in harmony with his own nature; but he
had never received aught but tender-
ness and love from his father, and grew
to think of him aa u feeble plant that
required warmth and affection to nour-
ish it. His feeling for his mother was en-
tirely different. He inherited his strong
spirit from her, the blood of an old
sporting family flowed in her veins. She
was a powerful domineering woman, and
Stuart had been taught to give her
obedience rather than love. Had he been
permiited to remain always with his
mother, his nature, although in the ab-
stract as strong as hers, might by force
of habit have become weakened and al-
tered; but, as soon as he had attained
his nn‘ijority, he had expressed a deter-
mination to travel, and in this was sec-
onded for once most doggedly by this
father. Those two years abroad did him
an infinite amount of good; but to Mrs.
Crosbie they did not bring unalloyed de-
light. Her son had gone from her a
child obedient to her will, he returned a
man and submissive only to his own.

Lady Charteris resembled her brother
the squire; but the intellectual light
that gleamed in his cyes was altogether
wanting in hers. Her mind was evidently
fixed on her child, for even in the thick
of a conversation her gaze would wan-
der to Vane and rest on her. She was
]u'mtil_v pleased now at her daughter’s
brightness, and whispered many hopes to
Mr2, Crosbie that this visit might bene-
fit the delicate nerves and health.

Mrs. Crosbie nodded ahsently to these
remarks. She was occupied with her own
thoughts. Stuart must marry; and whom
conld he find better, scarch where he
might, than Vane Charteris for his wife?
Beautiful, proud, a woman who had
reigned as a social queca—in every way
she was fitted to become the mistress of
Crosbie Castle. She watclhied her son
eagerly, she saw the interest and admir-
ation in his face, and her heart
glad, Of all things Mrs.
dreaded during these two years’
sence, the fear of an attraction or en-
tanglement had been most frequent, and
not until she saw him so wrapped up in
his cousin Vane did she realize indeed
that her fears had been groundless.

CHAPTER V.

“Giet on your bonnet, child, and trot
away! I shall be content till you come
back.”

“Mother, T don't like to leave you to-
day, vou seem so weak, Miss Lawson
will not mind—let me stay with you.”

Mrs, Morris put out her weak hand
and caressed the soft silky hair.

“No, no, child,” she persisted, gently.
“You must go to yer lessons. Reuben
will he ’ome directly: he'll make me a
cup of tea; don't you worrit yourself.
It's ver day of German, too, and I want
you to be well got on by the time her

ndyship comes home.”

Margery rose slowly from her 2mces.

“Well, T will go,” she said, regret- |
fully: “but let ine make you comfort-
able. There is your hook—why, you are
geiting on quite fast, mother!-—and here
are the grapes Mr. Stuart sent, close to
vour hand.”

“Heaven blesa him for a kfad, true-
hearied gentleman! Ah, there arc few”

grew |
Crosbie had |
ab- |

gate, Margery had learned her lesson
by heart., The heat was quite as great
as it was on the afternoon she walked
to Farmer Bright’s, now four days ago;
and she looked round anxiously at the
sky, dreading a cloud until Wednesday
was gone and the picnic with Mr. Stuart
a thing of the past. |

Somehow Margery found her lesson
not so delightful to-day; her attention
would wander, and Miss Lawson had to
repeat a question three times In one of
these moments before she got a re-
sponse. ‘T'he governess put down the
girl’s absence .of mind and general list-
less manner to the heat, and very kind-
ly brought the lesson early to a close
and dismissed her pupil.

Margery for the first time gave vent
to a sigh of relief when she received
permission to go home, and she saunter-
o1 through the village almost wearily.
She was gazing on the ground, ignorant
of what was going on about her, when
the sound of ponies’ feet and the noise
of wheels behind her caused her to turn,
»and, looking up, she saw Mrs. Crosbie,
seated in her small carriage, close at
hand.

“Good afternoon, Margery,” Mrs. Cros-
bie said, in her haughty, cold manner. “1
am glad to have met you. How is your
mother?”

“Good afternmoon, madame,” replied
the girl, calling Mrs. Crosbie by the
name the village always used, and bend-
ing her head gracefully. ‘“I'hank you
very much, but 1 am afraid mother is
very bad to-day; 1 did not want to
leave her, but she insisted. Sie grows
very weak.”

“Has Dr. Metcalfe scen her to-day?”

*“Yes, madame, but he said nothing te
me—he looked very grave.”

“lL was going to send her down some
beef tea and jelly, but as I have met
you, it will save the servant a journey.
Get in beside Thomas; 1 will drive you
to the castle, and you can take the
things to your mother.”

Mrs. Crosbie pointed to a seat beside
the groom. She was for some reason al-
ways annoyed when she came in contact
with this girl. In the first place, Mar-
gery spoke and moved as her equal; she
never dropped the customary courtesy.
nor appeared to grasp for an instant the
the magnitude of the castle dignity. Mrs.
Crosbie was wont to declare that the
girl was being ruined; that Catherine
Coningham had behaved like an idlot;
that, because the child had worn deli-
cate clothes and the dead woman had
seemed in every way a lady, Margery
should be brought up and educated as
such was preposterous. It was all ab-
surd, Mrs. Croabie affirmed, a mere sha-
dow of romance. The letter in the moth-
er's packet had plainly stated her posi-
tion-—she was a maid, and nothing else,
and all speculation as to an honorable
connection was.ridiculous and far-fetch-
ed. Mrs. Crosbie did not quarrel with
Lady Coningham for rescuing the baby
from the work-house—charity she up-
held in every way—but she maintained
thet Margery should have been placed
with the other children in the village
she should have learned her A, I3, C
with Mrs. Morris as her child, and that
school, and that the story of the rail-
way  aceident and her mother’s death
should have' been carefully withheld
from the child. Now the girl’s head was
full of nothing but herself. The mistress
of a lady, forbore cven to express this.
fit for no station, and consequently
would come to no good.

Margery was ignorant of all this; dbnt
she was never entircly comfortable in
Mri. Croshie’s presence.  The waif had
withia her the germ of pride.every whit
as great and strong as that prssessad
by Stuart’s mother. Hitierto she had
had no reascn to intrench herself in this
natnral fortress, for all the village loved
her: the simple-minded folk looked upon
her as being above them; the very faet
that Lady Coningham had adopted and
edueated her raisel Margery in  their
eyes.  So the girl had received kindness,
in many cases respect; and she was as
happy as the lark, save when a wave of
mournful  thought ULrought Dback the
memory of her mother,

Mrs. Croshie wronged her. Margery
had not a spice of arrogance in her com-
position—she had only the innate feel-
ing that she was not of the village class,
and, with the true delicacy and instinet
of Crosbie Castle opined that she was

There was plenty of room on the front
seat, but Mra. Crosbie would not have
dreamed of bidding the girl to sit there

ered her proper place—among the ser.
vants. Margery’s face flushed a little.

“1f you will allow ma" she said, with
her natural grace, 1 will walk up to
the castle, thank you very much.”

“Do as 1 tell you,” ecommanded Mrs.
Crosbie, quietly. *“Thomas, make room
for Margery Daw.”

Margery it her lip and hesitated a
moment, then the memory of the poor
sick woman at home came to her, If
she ofiended madame mother \Fould
have no more delicacies, so, without an-
other word, she stepped in and was driv-
en briskly out of the village. She sat
very quiet beside the shy groom, and,
opening  her book, a collection of
short (lermian stories, svon iodt her
vexation in their delights.

Mrs. Crosbie was unduly pleased with
herseli for bringing this girl to her level,
and she was delermined to fose no op-
portunity of continuing it in the future.
As they stopped at the lodge gates sae

like him, Margery, my lass!”

“Te is good, indeed,” replied the gir],‘
a soft spot of color appearing in }n‘rﬁ
cheeks, “Now, T will go; but first of all |
T will run into Mrs. Carter’s.and ask her
to come and sit with you.” !

She beat. snd kissed the tr:\nsp:\rnntf
cheek, tied on her sun-bonnet, took npf
her books, and, with a parting smilP,|
went out of the door-way. |

Her message delivered at Mra, (‘,\r-i
ter’s cottage, Margery went slowly up|
the hill, past the wall inclosing the wood
on rast the gate leading to the Weald, |
Sir Hubert Coningham's (-nnn(r}*hnu:-n’
on and on, till she reached the village. |
The rectory stond a Jittle way beyond
the schoot-ho to the r'lmr(-h.‘

and, by the ¢ h> reached the -side

turned to Margery:

“(iet down and go along that path
to the back part of the house, and wait
in the kitchen till 1 send for you.”

Margery obediently. Jescended, and
turned down the sidepath as the ponies
started off along the sweeping avenue to
the castle entrance. \Why was Madame
sv stern and Mr. Stuart so kind? Mar-

y pondered as she walked on. Had

done anything wrong? fler mund
accused her of no fault; she could there-
fore arrive at uno solution of the mys-
tery.

The path she was following was one
used by the gardeners, and zhe soon ar-

] rived at a small gate which, on opening,
104

i Wer to the padisey and kitchen-gar-
dens, Margery toiled through the heat

--she relegated her to what she consid-

np o the court-yard, and, after crossing
this, entered a large door standing wide
open,
" The cook and her randmaidens were
indulging in five o’clock tea, and the
mistress of the kitchen rose with genial
hospitality to press her visitor to par-
take of eome, too.

“Now do!” she wrged, as Idargery
shook her head. “You look fair fagged
out.”

“No, thank you, Mrs. Drew,” Murgery-

said, simply; unconsciously she recoiled
from accepting anything that came irom
Mrs, Crosbie. “I am not really tired.
AMadame has driven me here from the
village. T am to take some things back
to mother. If you don’t mind, I will
wait outside—it is rather hot in here.”

“Ay, do, child,” the cook answered;
and ghe handed out a large stool. “Put
this just in the doorway, and you'll
catch a little draught.”

With a smile Margery took the stool,
and, placing it in a shady corner, sat
down and began to read. The court-
yard stretched along a quadrangle lead-
ing to the stables, and, looking up now
and then from her book, Margery caught
glimpses of the castle horses laclly
switching their tails in the comfortable
boxes. ’ghe pony-carviage was driven in
while ghe waited, and she watched with
much interest the amall, sturdy ponies
being unharnessed and led away. It was
a quaint, picturesque spot-—the low-
roofed stables, the larger coach-house, a
portion of the gray-stone castle jutting
out in the distance, with a1 background
of branches and faintly-moving leaves.
Margery gshut her hook and let her eyes
wander to the clear blue 3ky seen in
patches through the trees. She felt
cool in her little nook, and enjoyed the
rest. The groom had discarded his smart
livery, and, in company with another iad,
was busiiy employed in clecaning the
pony-earriage, the hissing sound with
which he accompanied hnis movements
not sounding unmusical from a distance;
and Margery found herself smiling at his
exertions and the confidence that had
succeeded his bashfulness, Suddenly,
while she was watching them, she saw
the groom and his c¢ompanion draw
themselves up and salute some one; and
then the next moment a figure came
round the corner—a figure in white ten-
nis costume, with a white silk shirt and
large, flapping hat. Margery felt her
cheekg grow warm, then they as quickly
cooled. ~ Another figure stood hesile the
tall one of the man, a dainty, delicate,
lovely form in a dress of ethereal blue,
holding a large sunshade of the same
color above her beautiful head.

Unconsciously Margery felt her heart
sink. Never had she scen so fair a vision
before; and the sight of those two fig-
ures, @go well mztched and so close to-
gether, brought a strange, vague pain to
her, the nature of which she could not
guess. She dropped lier eyes to her book
again, and shrunk back into ler corner,
Loping to escape notiee, Sh: was too
faF away to hedt what was said, and she
began to breathe freely again after a few
minutes, when the fant sound of a mus-
ical laugh wae borne on the air and the
tones of a deep, clear voice she knew
well came nearer and nearer. She pulled
her sunbonnet well over her eyes and
bent still lower over her hook as the
voices drew closer,

“If you are ill aiter this, Cousin
Vane,” she heard Stuart say, “I shall
never forgive myself. The heat is ter-
rific, you know. Are you quile sure you
can manage it?”

“Quite,” anewered the woman's voice.
“I want to see this poor doggie; besides,
you tell me it is just as far bick agaim
as round this way.”

“Just as far. Well, here we are! Poor
Rir Charles, I hope the old f+!low is bet-
ter.”

The two figures came into sight; they
were about six yards from Margery, and
were walking slowly. She could see the
delicate blue drapery, the slender gaunt-
leted hand, though she did not raise her
eyes; and she drew back into her corner
with a nerveus dread such as she had
never felt hitherto.

Mr. Crosbie led his eousin to a small
outhouse immediately facing the kitchen
door, and was about to open the door,
when, looking round, he suw Margery.
His face flushed for an instant; then,
before his cousin could: perceive it, hia
embarrzssment was gone,

“There, Vane,” he said easily, open-
ing the door and pointing to a large
colly lying on a heap of clean straw.
“Don’t be afraid; he won't hurt you.
Poor Sir Charles—poor old fellow!” He
stooped and took up a bandaged paw.
*“I shall have wyou about in a day or
two. He wants some fresh water. Mar-
gery”—he left his cousin’s side a little,
and looked straight at the girl sitting
up in the corner—“Margery, will you
kindly ask one of the maids to bring me
some water for Bir Charles?”

Margery put down her book wi\hout
a word, went indoors, brought a jug,
then walked to the weli a little to the
Neft, and, having filled the jug, ap-
proached him.

“Thank you. Why did you trouble,
Margery?” said Stuart ecourteously.
“How is your mother to-day?”

“She is no better, Mr. Stuart. thank
voun,” returned Margery, in her clear
refined voice. “I am waiting for some
things madame is kindly going to send
her.”

Vane Charteris had turned at the first
sound of the girl's voice, and she was
almost alarmed at the beauty of the
face before her. Beside the golden
glory of that hair, the depths of path-
etic splendor in those eyes, the pale
trapsparency of that skin, her own
prettiness simply faded away. Nhe not-
ed the grace and ease with which Mar-
gery moved, and immediately conceived
a violent dislike to this village girl.

“Vane, let me present to you one of
my old playfellows—Margery Daw. You
were wanting some one to point out all
the beauties of Hurstley. I am sure no
one comuld do that half 8o well as Mar-
gery.”

Miss Charteris bent her head and smil-
ed at her conain.

“Many thanks, Stuart; but you for-
get we have planned to discover 'ﬁhe
mysteries of the country tqgether with-
out any assistance—a spice of adven-
ture .is always charming.”

Margery turned away, with a bow to
Stuart—she did not speak, or look at
his companion—and she overheard Miss

Charteris say, with a scornful laugh, as ;

she walked bLack to her seat:

“Dear Cousin Stuart, vou should be
more merciful; that girl’s hair is so
painfully red, it makes me quite uncom-
fortable in this heat.”

Margery did not hear the reply—her
lips were quivering and her hands trem-
bling with ‘mortification—and, when she

FISHERMAN TELLS
INTERESTING STORY

Dodd’s Kidney Pills cured his
Rheumatism and Lumbago.

Strain and exposure brought on
troubles that caused five years suf-
fering, but Dodd’s Kjdney Pills
fixed him up.

Clam Bank Cove, Bay St. George,
Nfld,, June 12.—(Special)—Among ine
fishermen here Dodd’s Kidney Pills are
making a name for themselves as a rem-
edy for those ills that the cold and ex-
posure bring to these hardy people. T'he
kidneys are always first to feel the ef-
fects of continued strain on the body,
and as Dodd’s Kidney Pills always cure
the kidneys, they are gaining a wonder-
ful popularity. An example is the case
of Mr. J. C. Greene.

“My trouble,” Mr. Green states, “was
caused by strain and cold. For five
years I suffered from Rheumatism and
Lumbago. 1 was always tired and ner-
vous. My sleep was broken and unre-
freshing and the pains of neuralgia add-
ed to my distress.

“l was in very bad shape indeed when
I started to use Dodd’s Xidney Pills,
but I am thankful to say that they gave
me relief. It is because I found in them
a cure that I recommend Dodd’s Kidney
Pills to my friends.”

Others here give the same experience.
They were racked with pain and feeling
that life generally was a burden.
Dodd’s Kidney Pills made new men and
women of them,

looked up again, the housekeeper was
handing her a basket, and the cousins
were gone.

“Madame sends your® mother some
beef tea, a bottle of brandy, and some
fruit and jelly,” said the housekeeper,
closing the basket lid. “It is rather
heavy; and mind youn carry it carefully.
Can you manage it?”

“Yes,” said Margery steadily. “Thank
you; I am much obliged.”

She turned with her heavy load and
walked across the court yard, her heart
no lighter than her basket.

at lovely looking stranger had made
fun of her—fun—and to Mr. Stuart!
Perhaps he had laughed too. The
thought was too painful. And was she
not a sight? Look at her old pink
gown, well washed and mended, her
clumsy boots, her sunburned hands. The
memory of that dainty figure looking
like a fairy in her delicate garments
rose to her mind, and her head drooped.
Yes, she was a common village girl—
madame treated her as such; and now
Mr. Stuart would turn too. Oh, why
could she not tear aside the veil of mys-
tery and know what she really was?
Could that face treasured in her locket
be only the face of a maid, or did her
heart speak truly when it called that
mother madame’s cqual?

(To be Contiuued.)

[ telieaind sl
IN BLACK AND

—e
TO-DAY'S JOK
WHITE.

“I once asked a liude New York
girl,” said Mrs. Philip Snowden the
Englieh suffragette, if che knew
what leisure was? ‘Sure,” she replied,
‘leisure is the plance where married
people repent.””’

Sillicus—'‘Bjones says his wife is
an angel.” Cyvnicus—“Why, 1 never
knew Bjones was ‘a widower.”

WELL AND
STRONG

By Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound

Toronto.—I gladly give you my
testimonial in favor of your wonderful
medicines. Last October I wrote to
you for advice as I was completely run
down, had bearing down sensation in

the lower part of
] bowels, backache,
and pain in the
g side. I also suf-
fered terribly from

gas. o
After receivin
your directions, {
followed them
closely and am now
entirely free from

ain in back and

wels, and am
stronger in every

way.

I also took Lydia yE. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound before my baby
was born, and I recommend it highﬁ‘f
to all pregnant women.—MRS.
WANDBY, 92 Logan Ave., Toronto, Ont.

Another Woeman Cured

Maple Creek, Sask.—I have used
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-

and Blood Purifier, and I am
now in perfect health. I was troubled
with pains every month. I know other
women who suffer as Idid and I will
ladly recommend your medicine to
.t‘xem. You may publish this if you
think it will help othars.—M=zs. F. E.
Coox, Maple Creek, Sask.

If you belong to that countless army
of women who suffer from some form
of female ills, don’t Lesitate to try
Lydia E. Pinkham Vegetable Come
pound, made from roots and herbs,

: Byk is by far the moat

ANOTHER OKI0 GIRL BLOSSOMS
AT CAPITAL. :

Mrs. Charles Dewey Hilles, wife of
the U. 8. President’s new secretary,
who before her marriage was Miss
8?‘1_"0 Boll Whiley, of Lancaster,

io.

el

! A Novelty on ths Burlington Railroad

Fitted With Electric Grills.

By providing a car, exclusively for wo-
men, on two of its through trains of the
Chicago-St. Paul-Minneapolis service the
Rurlington Rallroad claims to have In-
treduced a novelty for the comfort of
passengers. The new cars are more than
eighty-five feet long and are dlvided into
twu apartments. The larger of these is
called the women's car, a place where
the women travellers may retire and rest
In the luxurious easy®chairs. The color
scheme of the decorations is a delicate
shade of green and the apartment 1s kept
comfortable by an automatic ventilating
systemw.

1"or passengers who have a hobby for
ccoking, or whose health requires that
their meals shall be prepared in a special
way. an eteciric grill has been added
to the women’s car. The newest and
micst efficlent electric cooking appliances,
witl: a hocd and fan to carry away_any
fumes, al!low the fastidious to prepare
dalnties as easily as they could over the
chafing dish in thelr own homes. Of-
ficials of the Chicago, Burlington and
Quincy Rallroad Company say this in-
novation, contemplated for some time, has
been hastened by the constantly increas-
ing patronage of women travellers. The
sinalles part of the new cars is a loung-
ing room for men.

‘ghe two trains on which the women's
cars have been Installed are the Minne-
sola Limited, which leaves Chicago at
6.30 in the evening, and the Chicago Lim-
fted, leaving St. Paul every evening at
8.30. If the Innovation proves as popu-
lar as it is expected it will be extended
through the entire Burlington service.
The new plan is alreafdly being watched
by other rallroads which are, It Is said,
ccnsidering the installation of similar ex-
clusively women’'s cars.

HAVE YOU A BAD SORE P

remember these factsa—Zam-
widely used
balm in Capada!  Why has it become so

popular? Be f'& hegl 3, cures
T3 S:\.‘&era: ol dueg'wﬁat 15 cannst
for it. Why not let it heal your sore?

Remember that Zam-Buk is altogether
different to the ordinary ointiments.
Most of these consist of animal fats.
Zam-Buk contains no trace of any ani-
mal fat, or any mineral matter. It is
absolutely herbal.

Remember that Zam-Buk is at the
same time hcaling, soothing, and antii-
septic. Kills poison instantly, and all
harmfut genps, It is guitable alike for
recent injuries and diseases, and for
chronic sores, ulcers, etc. Test how dif-
ferent and superior Zam-Buk really is.
All druggists and stores at 30c. box.
Use also Zam-Buk Soap. Relieves sun-
burn and prevents freckles. Best for
baby's bath. 235¢. tablet.

FAMOUS ENGLISH CLOCKS,

If so,

in Cathedrals—Others Are
Private Houses.

A curious astronomical clock is to
be seen in Exeter Cathedral. Below
the works is a ocabinei which when
opened displays a miniature beiry
with ringers, and the background is

ainted to represent a number of old
puildings in Kxeter. This was built
by Lovelace, took thirty years to con-
etruct and rivals. the famous clocks
of Wimborne Minster and Wells
Cathedral.

At Wimborne is an old clock that
has in the centre a globe which re-
presents the earth and the sun and
the moon, and the phases of the lat-
ter are variously depicted. The clock
still goes and the works, which are
in a room above, cause a figure out-
side the tower to strike the quartenrs.
This was the work of a Glastonbury
monk early in the fourteenth century.

Wells has a wonderful clock, one
of the oldest in the world, which dates
from 1325. When it strikes the hour,
eays the Queen, four knights on horse-
back go riding round, and the seat-
ed man kicks two emall bells with
his heels, as he has been doing every
fifteen minutes for nigh on six cen-
turies. This clock was the work of
Peter Lightfoot, another monk of
Glastonbury.

There is a clock at Windsor Castle
known as the globe clock. The globe
is enamelled in roval blue; a ver-

Some in

tical bar shows the hours and a
scythe the minutes. The Isaac Har-
bracht clock is on view at the British

i Mugeum, and two clocks well worth

a visit mav be seen at the Soane
Mueeum. The upperworks of one of
these revolve once in twelve monthe
and require to be wound only once
in every two years.

Interesting old clocks are to be
found in privete houres. One of
thece may seen at Lutterworth.
This is a long clock, which has an
oval face, a hand that points to the
days of the week, completing the
round in seven days, another which
shows the true dead beat, and a third
which poinis to the chimes and quar-
ters. On the upver part of the clock
is a small orchestra, which includes
a flute, a ’cello and two violins, and
a boy and girl and also three sing-
ers. The hours and the auarters are
struck, every three hours tune is
plaved three times over, while the
three figures beat time and the boy
and girl dance to the music.

—_—teo——-—

There is a music tha beautv, and

the eilept note which Cunid strikes,
far sweater than the sound of an in-
etrument, —Sir Thoeivas

FADING AT THIRTY

When Woman Should be in the
‘Orime of Charm and Beauty.

At thirty to thirty-five a woman
should be in the prime of chaxm and
beauty, and yet many women begin
to fade before then. Wrinkles appear
and . the complexion grows sallow.
Dark rings surround the eyes, and
headaches follow, with backaches and
low spirits. The cause of this is sim-
ply need of blood nourishment.. ’
Good, pure blood is the life of a wo-
man’s beauty and health. It is good
blood that bri the glow of health
to the cheek, nﬁ:ightneu to the aye,
and elasticity to the step, and the
general happiness of good health.
When woman feels jaded and worn
out her blood supply meeds atten-
tion, and the one unrivalled and eure
remedy is Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills,
which supply the rich, red blood that
repairs the waste, dispels disease ' and
restores the brightness and charm of
womanly health.

Mrs, H. G. Hart, Winnipeg, Man,,
is one of the thousands of sufferers
who owes her present health to Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills. She says: *I
had suffered for a long time, met
knowing what the trouble was. I had
doctored with several doctors, bat -
only seemed to be ﬁrowing worse. The
last doctor I had told me the trouble
was anaemia, that my blood was turned
to water and that my condition was ser-
ious, But his treatment, like the rest,
did me no good. I got so bad that if I
excited, myself, or went upstairs, I was
completely out of breath and felt as if
I was qning to suffocate. My heart
would palpitate violently, and at times
I would suffer with terrible pains from
it. I had a yellow complexion, my lips
had lost their color, and I had no ap-
petitite and could not eat. I grew so
weak I could hardly drag myself along,
and my feet seemed to have weights on
them. I was so completely run down
that I thought T was going into ' com-
sumption. At this time a friend urged
me to take Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills; Af-
ter taking a few boxea I found my
health improving, and after taking the
Pills for a couple of months T was en-
tirely well and have since enjoyed the
best of health, and I feel that I can
never say enough in praise of Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills.”

These Pills are sold by all dealers in
medicine or sent by mail at 50 centa a
hox or six boxes for $2.50 from The Dr.
Williams* Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.
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BATHS.

Tonic and Bracing,

Plunge.

A woman bordering on hvsteria one
night calls up her physician by tele-
phone at a late hour, beseeching him
to give heér eomething to quiet her
nérves, so that she could sleep. He
directed her to run hot water into her
bathtub, to eit in it and particularly
to dip a Turkish bath-towel in it and
let it rest over her entire spine. She
wea amazed over the result, soothing
35d Gomforting to the highest des
gree. k

]f‘ ggd fux% water bath ia a tonig
a afford. The home woman
who has reached a “lifeless” feelirgg
of weariness, take a bath as a b
justmbefore dinner. Business w
whoge life is fatiguing appre:iate ite

ulation ig the morning. ‘omen
with unoertain circulation should
never jump into a tub of cold water,
as the shock has a tendendy to weak-
en the heart. s

Sea salt makes a stremgthening,
home bath. A handful of ealt cyre-
tals should be put in a covered ves-
sel of hot water and let remain to
dissolve over might. In the morning
pour it into the freshly-drawn bath.

The camphorated bath is bracing.
This is made by mixing two parts of
camphor to one of tincture of ben-
zoin and four of cologne in a bottle
by shaking it well. Keep it tightly
corked. when a bath of warm water
is ready add enough of this mixture
slowly, drop by drop, to make the
water slightly milky.

Toilet ammonia and various fra-
grant bath toilets and mixtures can
be bought at any reliable drug store,
only it is best to be informed con-
ecerning the ingredients in the com-
pound.

As a rub down after a bath, a mix-
ture of three-fourths whisky and one-
fourth hot water is more strengthen-
ing and less drying than alcohol.

B o S

After making a most careful
study of the matter, U. S. Govern-
ment scientists state definitely
that the common house fly is the
principal means of distributin,
typhoid fever, diphtheria ang
smallpox. Wilson’s Fly Pads kill
the flies and the disease germs,
too.

THE DIVINE SARAH'S RULE.

Mme. Bernhardt, at a supper in New
Ylork, acocrding to the Dotroit Free
Press, smiled sympathically over the
story of a young actor who had applied
vainly for the post of secretary to a rich
widow.

“He failed, I understand,” sail Mme.
Bernhardt, “because he didn’t wear his
best clothes. Now a young girl, appliy-
ing for a secretaryship. to a elderly mil-
lionaire would never make such a mis-
take as that.

“I believe, do you know, that the one
great difference between men and wom-
en i3 this: %

“When an important step is to be
taken & man asks, “What shall T say?
& woman, ‘What shall I put on?"”
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THE FLY NUISANCE.
(Niagara Falls Gazette.)

This isthetimi @ of the year when they
arrive which are the source of much an-
ncyance and disease. Neglected gar-
bage cans, manure boxes and exposed
filth are common breeding places for the
annoying insects. All such should be
covered in or cleaned' up. If manure
boxes are made tight, or scerened, flies
capnot get In to lay their eggs. Keep
cevered up all places where flies may be
born. Put screens in windows and doors.
It there are nuisances in your neighbor-
hood report them to the health board.
¥lies spread consumption, diphtheria,
typhold fever, scarlet fever, summer
complaints and fevers of babiés by car-
rying disease frcm one to another.

————
\ ADVICE TO YOUNG MEN.
Do not linger in n hammock
neath the mo« Xiit's g it may lead
you to the aitar and a fiat before you
know

Sponge and
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