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So the young girl grew up in the
olnely old castle, cut off from all the
pleasures and amusements of her age,
without any companion except her
mother; living only in the glories of
the past and the hopes of the future,
thinking of the present merely as a
probation that must be endured. At
the age of eighteen she was beauti-
ful as an houri, and acomplished to
an extraordinary degree. She spoke
itnlian, French and German with as
much_fluency as Spanish. She sang
beautifully, and played with no mean
skill. Well might her mother’s heart |
glow with pride as she watched her,
and her hopes rose higher day by
day ;
Madame Montelone has begun to
form her plans. Bhe had purposely
lived in a most economical manner,
and so she managed to save a sum
of money. With this she intended to
go to Madrid, where her name was
still known and honored, and there
introduce her beautiful child to the
notice of the Spanish queen. While
waturing these plans, a circumstance
happened which rendered them all
useless and unavailing. Destiny had
other things in store for Bianca Mon-
teleone.

The northern front of the wcastl-
faced the high road that led to the
ancient and celebrated city of Sel
ville. One evening a man, coming on
business to one of the servants, found
in the middle of the road a young
gentleman, who had apparently been
thrown from his horse, and lay either
stunred or dead on the bank, whil>
the horse quietly grazed at some dis-
tance from him. In a few minutea
the inhabitants of the castle were
aroused, and, by Madame Monte
leone’s command, the gentleman was
carried into one of the bedrooms,
and a doctor sent for with all speed.
The extent of his injuries was soon
discovered; and they were a violent
concussion-of the brain and a broken
ankle. For many days the life of the
young stranger trembled in the bal-
ance. During that time he never re-
covered his senses, but evidently
imagined himself in England. They
discovered that he was an Iinglish
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nobleman, for in a small pocketbook
wa3 written his name, ‘“‘Stephen, Lord |
Lynne.” They knew he must be |
wealthy, for he wore diamonds of
great value, and a purse full of gold
was found in his pockets. Inquir-
ies were made at Seville, and then
they discovered that the wounded
stranger had been residing for some
weeks in that city, and that only two
days before his valet left him and re-
turned to England. Some large boxes
belonging to him were still at th-»
hotel, and these were forwarded to
Serranto, at Madame Monteleone’s
desire.

Very slowly did Lord Lynne re-
cover consciousness and strength. His
gratitude was boundless. He spoke
French fluently, and as both ladies
habitually conversed in that lan-
guage, there was nothing to check
their friendly intercourse. All that
he had to tell was soon told. He,
Stephen, Lord Lynne, had succeeded
to his title two years ago, on the
death of his father. His mother was
still alive, and in compliance with
her wish he was travelling for two
years before he married and settled
down. He had lingered in Spain, for
he loved the country. While at Se-

Lord Lynne left Serranto and returned
to Seville, determined at any cost to
win the beautiful girl who loved him so
well. Once more alone, Madame Monte-
leone began to prepare for her journey
to Madrid. ‘But another obstacle arose,
Bianca, who made no opposition to her
mother’s wishes, who had submitted si-
lently to the loss of her lover, fell ill,
and faded visibly day by day. In vain
did madame summon physicians, and pay
heavily for their advice. They all said
the same thing; her daughter’s discase
was more mental than physical; and the
distracted mother began to understand
that her daughter was slowly but surely
dying, her heart breaking for the loss of
the fair-haired Englishman, who had
brought such golden radiance into her
gloomy life.

Lord Lynne persisted in calling every
day. During Bianca’s iliness he was sei-
dom allowed to exchange a word with
Madame Monteleone; but one eventful
day, instead of being dismissed with a
few curt words, he was invited into
madame’s boudoir. There she told him
frankly that her daughter’s marriage
with ‘him would be the bitterest grief
of her life, the downfall of her hopes, the
last step completing the final ruin of
her race. B8till, Bianca’s life must not
be sacrificed, and she withdrew her op-
position.

Not another word did the stern lady
utter, even when Bianca knelt at her
feet to thank her. She would not assist
in any preparations for the marriage,
and the Iast of the Monteleones was led
to the altar by her English lover in plain
morning dress and without any orna-
ment. Her mother never ‘blessed her—
never gave her consent to the marriage.
She said but these few words: “I with-
draw my opposition.” So Stephen, Lord
Lynne, married Bianca Monteleone, and
immediately the ceremony was ended he
took her to Italy.

For one year Iord and Lady Lynne
were perfectly happy. Bianca sighed
when she remembered her mother in the
gloomy castle of Sorrento. She may be
forgiven if her mind did not always dwell
on that sad and cheerless picture. For
the first time in her life she was happy;
she was out in the fair, bright world,
mixing freely with her fellow-creatures,
admired, loved, and praised by all. Her
husband adored her; never was love so
})usionam or so devoted as that of Lord

;ynne for his beautiful bride. Her love-
ly face and sweet, graceful manners, her
child-like simplicity, won all hearts. In
Rome, in Florence, and in sunny Naples,
she who had never in her whole life
heard one compliment, now found hom-
age and flattery everywhere. It was im-
possible to be young and not enjoy the
new and golden life opened to her. ¥or
the first time she wore magnificent jew-
els and costly dresses that enhanced her
beauty and made her doubly fair. She
liked the grandeur that surrounced her;
it was pleasure to dwell in sumptuous
rooms, to tread upon soft, thick carpets;
to gaze upon rare pictures and statues,
to have servants ready to obey her
slighteat word. It was’ pleasant to be a
young, idolized wife, whose every wish
and whim were gratified.

In the first tumult of this new life,
Bianca half forgot the hopes she had
wrecked, the ambition she had betrayed.
Once when talking to Lord Lynne of her
mother, she suddenly clasped her arms
round his neck and asked him to give up
his English home, to bring his wealth

ville his valet left him and returned
to England. He was going to visit
a small town near, when he was

thrown from his horse, and left almost |

dead at their castle gates. He was

voung and handsome—as were all the

Lynnes—and gifted with an easy grace
of manner that charmed and fascin
ated those proud, high-bred Spanish
ladien

' long and loudly at the

over to Spain, and to ca]] himself by her
name of Monteleone; but he laughed
an ! mere idea,
“Wait, Bianca,” he said, lightly, “until
You have seen Lynnewolde. Why, my
dear child, you could put all Serranto in
on corner of it. You must beecome Eng-
lish; I can never be a Spaniard.”
Whatever she may have thought, Lady

When he was able to leave his
room he spent many hours every day
in the society of Madame Montelcone |
and her daughter. ¥From the mother
he learned the ancient glories of the

family—how they once had been sec- |

ond to none save their royal masters;
and the young Iinglish lord found |
with surprise that the plainly-dressed
lady, who lived in what he consid- |
ered a gloomy old ruin, belonged to
one of the noblest families of Spain
He saw they were very poor; there |
was no attempt with more dignity
than did Madame Monteleone her |
obscurity and povertv. !
Irom the daughter he learned an |
other lesson: the lovely. face, the
dark, almond eyes haunted him; and |
hae loved her with a wild devotion |
rare in an Englishman. 1t was the |
old, old story. What else could hap- |
»en, given an old castle, a wounded !
{might, and a beautiful girl? Bianca |
forgot her high vocation, and fell as |
deeply in love with the English lord
ms ho had done with her. A few |
meeting among the myrtle and orange |
troes. and then Stephen, Lord Lynne,
asked Bianca Monteleona to be his
wife. He was rich and noble—thera
was no fear of refusal for him; but
for many years Lord Lynne never for- |
got the look of distress, almost horror,
upon Madame Monteleones’ face,
when he asked for her daughter's
hand. | I
“My daughter!” she - eried. “How
blind, how foolish I have been! T never
dreamed that you loved her! You must
go away and forget her. She ean never
be rvour wife!”
“\Why not?” asked Lord Lynne, calm-
iy. “What objection have you to me?”
“None,” replied Madame Montelecne, |
“as regards yoursell; but my daughter |
must marry a Spanish neble. I would
not- give her to the wealihiest duke in |
nd. Her desginy has jong becn set- |
|

it she loves me, madame!” again

d Lord Lynne. !
“Tmpossitle!” cried the lady. "My |
daughter knows her destiny, and will
fulfill it. She must not see you again.”
ihe stern, ambiz#ous mother adhered
to her words, and Bianca was kept a pri-
soncr in her own rooms xntil the depar-
\ure of Lord Lynne.  Mcther and daugh- |
ter said but little on thd subject.  The |
mother appealed to her chilks love and
sense of rizh* resre
hr\poq
ter

| she was really bent upo

| words, was the s

{ Lody

{ anticinated.

Lynne never expresséd that wish to her
husband again.

They had been-married almost year
when a sudden desire took possession of
Ifuxl_v Lynne. It was to return
Serranto, so that her chilg might Dbe
burn_lhcrv. Lord Lynne said all he could
to dissuade her, bu* in vain: Ske was
too gentle, too vielding to persist in re-
verting io her wish when hey husband
had expressed disapprobation, but in a
hundred ways he perceived how much
n it.
pent a year of unalloyed

to

They had s

| happiness, Day by Day ILord Lynne loved

more dearly and deeply the beautiful
gentio girl who had touched his heart
as no other woman ever could or did.
To make her happy, to watch her beautj-
ful girlish face brighten at his loving
Ve tudy and pleasure of hi:
life. He divined kor wishes, and execut-
ed them almost before they were utter-
ed. They wandered about jn those fair
Italian cities, and life for them resem-
bled the golden dreams of the lotus-
eater.

“I wish T could understand, dear Bj.
anca,” said Lord Lynne to his wife one
duy, “why vou wish to relurn to that

| gloomy old Serranto.”

“T eanrot tell,” she replied. “I do not
understand what it iz that Seems to eall
me home, but my mother's face is alvways
before me; and oh. Stephen, 1 would give
anything for my little child to be born
in my old Lome!”

“You shall have your wigh”
Tord Lynnne, looking fondly al her;
“but T fear we shall not have a very
warm reception from your mother,”

“She wiil be pleased to see us.” said

Lynne; *“and perhaps wo might
ade her to leave Sarranto and go
land for a time.”

Solely to plea<e his beantiful voun

replied

o

| wife, to whom he could rof-se

Lord Lynne undertonk
Serranto. Tt was s
tedinus one. for Dia W
cou'd not travel far withont fa
Madame Montoloone rec
more warmly and kindly than thoy had
Nor by one single”
or act had she farwarded their
but now that thev weer married, not one
word of her Llicht

d {hom

ward

marringe;

ted baves eseanad
and never onccin her dauahter’s Presenze
did she breathe a sich. Fven the expres-
sion of her e seemed changed., She
had Tived for ane ohiect » hone alone
had sustained her iley had direetad
' her wordz on! 1t twae all

r now, and sho <181 #q hovenlf hittar

one

netinna,

ly that she had i\ 1 in vain.»

her, |

44

ke resignation had taken
the determination that had o
face sforn and eo'd,

In after years Madame g
was thanked heyond words that she ' 14
never reproached her daughter. eithor
by word or look. But in vain did L. rd
and Ladv Lynne trv tw persuade her tn
leave Scrranto for a time and visit
Lyncewolde. 4

“l should be lost in your English
home,” she said to the young lord; “and
I do not think I could live away from
the myrtle and orange-trees.”

Neither mother nor daughter was des-
tined to see the stately English home.
Quite suddenly Bianca was seized with a
violent and dangerous illness. In vain
the distracted usband summoned the
most skilful phyricians in the country.
The fiat had gone forth; the short life
of the beautiful Andalusian was ended.

Wantn?

over; and she only lived to hold her lit-
tle daughter in her arms and bless it.

“Stephen,” she said, looking into the-
loving face bent over her, “I know now
what impulse called me home—I came
here to die; but I have been very happy,
my beloved, with you.” She then laid
the little babe in her mother’s arms, and
said gently, “Let her do for you what I
failed in doing; she will repay your care
and love better than I have done.”

Before the sun set that evening over
the Andalusian hills, Bianca, Lady
Lynne, slept the last long sleep.

No words can describe the despair of
the young husbcnd. The blow was so
sudden, 8o unexpected, that it almost de-
prived him of life and reason. He could
not realize the fact that his lovely and
loving young wife had left him forever.
Life lost all its charms. In the first
bitterness of his sorrow, Lord Lynne had
but one wish; it was to die, and so put

seemed no remedy. He remained at Ser-
ranto simply because al lenergy was
dead in him. At length he was roused
from his grief by a letter from his mo-
ther, calling him home on urgent af-
fairs.

CHAPTER XVI

Two days before Lord Lynne left Ser-
ranto. Madame Monteleone appeared be-
fore him in deep mourning-dress, hold-
ing the little babe in her arms.

“My son,” she said, addressing him for
the first time by that title, “I am here
to ask a favor of you. .You took
from me my daughter, my one love,
hope, and object in life; make amends
for the wrong you did. Give me this
little babe in place of the child you took
from me.”

Lord Lynne hesitated for some min-
utes, It was his Bianca's child; and
now that she had left him, he had noth-
ng else to love. But the pale, wistful
face of the lady moved him. If he took
a child so young to England, the chanc-
es were that it would die on the jour-
ney. And after all, it would be a per-

etual reminder of his sorrow and his
0ss; still, he would not part with it
altogether. He could not consent to give
up all claim to this, his only child. So
tlge matter was compromised and he
agreed that Madam Monteleone should
have charge of his daughter for at lcast
the next twelve yeare, if she lived so
long. But to this he would not even
agree, unless the Spanish lady would al-
low him to contribute a certain sum
annually toward the support and edu-
oation of the little Inez. Madame Mon-
teleone woyld Lave eonsonted to almost
any terms he chose to offer. so anxlons
wag she to rctain her daughter’s child.

Lord Lynne left the country where
he had loved and suffered so deeply.
Sorrow had aged and altered him. Hie
mother hardly recogmized in the sad,
thoughtful man the bright-faced boy
who had been away from her #o short
a time. Lady Lynne had eaid nothing
when her son wivte to tell her of his
marriage with the beautiful daughter
of a noble but impoverished race; but
the disappointment had been as great
to her as to Madame Monteleoné. She
knew that the only lope for her son
was to marry some one with money,
and she had selected in her own mind
the lady whom ‘she wished to eee his
wife. a quiet, gentle English girl, with-
out any pretensions to beauty, but the
sole heiress to an cnormous fortane, But
| this hope died wlen she haord fhat hop
eon kad found a wife for himseli, amd
she wisely abstained from sajing any-
thing either of her hope or disappoint-
ment. When Stephen wrote to say that
after the birth of his child he hoped to
bring his wife home to Lynnewolde, she
made what preparations she could for
them; but when she expected .to hear
something definite as to the time of
their arrival, there came the sad news
of the death of the young and beauti-
ful bride.

Lady Lynne realized how great her
son’s sorrow was when she saw his al-
tvrﬂ“l’ﬁl:e. At first she felt some dis-
appointment at not seeing the little Inez
but upon reflection she felt it better
that he had returned alone. For some
months she fetl anxious and alarmed
about him; the spring of his life seemed
gone. No smile ever came to his lips;
never for one moment did his sorrow
leave him. His mother began to to fear
that his heart was buried in the grave
of Lis beautiful and beloved wife. He
could not bear to dwell upon that one
brief year when she had been with hix.
But as years rolled on the bitterness of
his grief died away.

While he lived, Lord Lynne never
really loved or eared for any other wo-
man; but in time he yiolded to  his
mother's wishes. and Lrought home to
Lynnewolde as his wife the wealthy and
gentle lady whom she had selected.

During the first year of his second
marriage, he was wretched beyond  ex-
pression; he could not help it—he could
not avoid comparing  the passionate,
beautiful Spaniard with his calm, quiet
Engiish wife: but when his  daunghter,
the golden-kaired Agatha, was born, he
lgrew more reconciled to lis fate. He
was a rich man now, and held a high
position” in the ecounty. H> began to
feel micre interested in his ditties:
beeame attachied to his wife. in a quict
kind of way. He came to look upon that

one vear of perfect happiness more as |

a beautiful dream than a reality; he
tried to foraet sunny Spzin, her purple
hills, her myities ard olives—he tried
[ to forget the lovely
[dying had smiled upon him; he tried to
{ forzet the past and live only in the
| present, and in some degree he succeed-
red.

» quarter there ecame
ame Mantaleone., The
| ehild. she said. Iad even more than her
mother’s beaut with sll the fire and
Iepirit. all the pride and hauteur of har
| ancient race.

" Lord Lynne shrank es'fion,
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an end to the anguish for which there.

fare that evem in |
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L An b ' » rolled. cn; the
'owager Lady L:i ¢ died kappy in be- I
veving her som i be wo, The zolden-
airid child grew wp into a sweet and
lovely girl; vet mo word eame to sum-
mon the eidest and dearest child to per
father’s home. :
life

For Madame Montel
renewed. ‘Even
hopes, and planned for Bianca, so
now lived and hoped for Inez. The
same ambition was renewed, the same
ideas were instilled into her mind. She
devoted herself to the child’s education ;
she tried to make her all that her moth.
er had been; but no two characters were
ever more dissimilar than that of the
young mother and her only child. Bianca
was gentle and yielding, Inez was proud
and unbending; as well try
rock as persuade her to change when
her mind was once made up. Bianca had
heard with reverence of the glories and
Konors of her race; Incz was proud of
them, but frankly told her horrified
grandmamma that in her opinion ® little
present comfort was worth all the past
grandeur put together.

Madame Monteleone had managed her
own daughter admirably; but Inez was
beyond her abilities. She did not un-
derstand the child’s passionate, ardent,
artistic nature. She was half frightened
when the rich musical veice sang of the
hopes and wishes already forming in her
young heart; she did not understand
her. She could not tell why Inez craved
to hear something of her absent English
father, and looked wearied and melan-
choly when the poor lady epoke of the
Monteleones. Then began that fatal sys-
tem of narrow restraint that ultimately
helped Inez Lynne on to a life of woe
and misery.

(To be continued.)

GRAND NEWS
FOR WOMEN

Mrs. E. P. Richards Tell How
Dodd’s Kidney Pills Cured
Her.

{

b

After Suffering for Twenty-Eight Years
From Paing and Weakness and
Sleeplessness—Dodd’s Kidney Pills
the Only Medicine She Wants.

Cottle’s Cove, Notre Dame ‘Bay, Nfld.,
Dec. 14.—(Special)—Grand news for suf-
fering women is that being scattered
broadcast by Mrs. Elizabeth P, Richards,
of this place. For years she suffered
from the terrible weakness and those
agonizing pains so many women know.
She has found relief in Dodd’s Kidney
Pills and she wants all suffering women
to know it.

“For twenty-eight years,” says Mrs.
Richads, “I suffered trom Rheumatism,
Kidney Trouble and Neuralgia. It got
so weak I could not do my housework.
Sleep was out of the question except for
a few minutes at a time. My back
ached so I could not sleep. I tried all
kinds of medicine and had come to the
conclusion there was no cure for me,
when reading advertisements led me to
try Dodd’s Kidney Pills. 1 now sleep
well and rise refreshed every morning.
Dodd’s Kidney Pills are all the medicine
I want,”

The woman who has healthy Kidneys
will never know the pains and weakness
that make life hardly worth = living.
Dodd’s Kidney Pills always make
healthy Kidneys.

——e e —————

to move a |
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AT LWEET SIXTEEN

Winning, pensive and sweet, with deli-
eate grace and charm in every move-
ment, bui that lovely color that once
suone go rosily has gradually’ faded
away. Her eves are expressive but list-
less, that lightness of step and buoyancy
of spirit which once were hers are gone.

This girl is in danger Her system de-
mands nourishment; her blood must be

| Fenewed. She needs Ferrozone—needs it
badly—because it will bring

back the

nerve energy which rapid growth and

study have exhausted. New strength

and old-time vigor return with Ferro-

‘zone. The delicate maid s energized

and given the endurance and vigor that
health.

means
SHE NEEDS

FERROZONE

Parents, think it over. In Ferrozone
there is-wonderful-power for strengthen-
ing and rebuilding. Every child needs it
—every boy and girl will improve on it.
Get a few boxes, 50c each or six boxes
for $2.50. Seld ('ay all dealers.

LION VS. MAN.

THRILLING BATTLE OF CANA.
DIAN WITH LIONESS.

Corporal Eagle Died From Terrible
Wounds After Thirty Minutes’
Conflict—Caught Lioness by Nos-
trils and Held On.

George F. Kneen, a former Montrealer,
now superintendent of Transvaal police
at Heidelberg, Transvaal, sends the Star
a thrilling account of a fatal fight be-
tween Corporal Eagle and a lioness.
Eaglo was a Canadian half-breed from
Regina or vicinity, who went to South
Africa in March, 1901, and was one of
the few Canadians left in the old South
African constabulary,

Superintendent Kneen states in his
letter that the fight was the talk of
the Transvaal. Ineidentally he states
for the benefit of Canadians who have
friends and relatives buried in South
Africa that on All Saints’ Day, the
Loyal Humane Guild all over South Af-
rica decorated the graves of comrades
who fell during the war, adding: “In
this little village of Heidelberg, I must
testify to the splendid way in which
these noble women have iooked after
the graves of the Cazsdians who are
buried here.”

With regard to Corporal Eagle’s fight
with a lioness it appears that Eagle
and a companion, both on horseback,
were travelling along the road over
which some Dutchmen had previously
passed. The latter had shet a lion cub,
and the infuriated parents were follow-
ing up the speor with the object of ex-
acting revenge. b

Suddenly the lioness appeared in the
roadway ia front of Kagle and his com-
panion, and gave evidence of her inten-
tions by an angry roar. Eagle at once
unslung his carbine and fired at her,
striking her in the shoulder, at the
same time trying to get his horse to
move. The poor animal, however, was
terror-stricken, aud stood like a stome;
Whiie the other horse, with a snort of
terror, turned tail and bolted. The
shot from the carbiis iad no pparent

The Su‘firzg:tte.

Ma's a suffrageiie, an ‘way, |
8She is busy every day,

Not in sewing buttons on
Trouseis owned by me an' John;
Noi in patching trouser eeats,
Oarning fruit or pickling beets;
She's not darnin’ socks an’ thinzs—
That i3 work for underlings.

Ma's out there in our back yard,
Practicin’ an’ woraa' berd,
Throwin ‘bricks most «very day,
T'ryin’ hard to learn (he way

Men throw things an r.t the mark;
Then some evening alzr dark,
Ma’' gays she will Jo lier share
Helpin® them to mo) (ke mayoa:s,

' an' readin’, e
Not. the way to make a stew,
Not the latest reci)»s,
She's cut out things as tLese;
Sbe’s not learni 3 tu make
Something new In ver cake
Or to keep a husbanl nome
When at night he waavs to roam.
Ma's just learnin’ things to quote,
Provin® she should have a vote.
Ma expects to get a job
Leading on a femzle mob.

~—Detroit Free Press.

SRR
Only one “BROMO QUININE”
That i« LAXATIVE BROMO QUININE. Look
for the signature of E. W. GROVE. Used the
World over to Cure a Cold in One Day. 25c.
—_——eo————
At School.
(Ethel M. Kelly in Scptember St. Nich-
olas.)
I like to sit in school and look
At all the girls I know,
When every head above a book
Is bending very low.
They are so much alike, you see,
And yet so different, too—-
Tor scme have eyes of brown like me
And some have eyes of blue,

When we're admiring Marguerite
Whose braids are long and fine,

She says she thinks that ecurls

sweef,

Like Josephine's or mine.

But Josephine and I belicve
Straight hair is lovelier,

And look’ at Marguerite and grieve
We are rot more like her,

are

And some have shiny flaxen hair;
And others brown or black;

Some wear it short; and others wear
Two pigtails down the back,

And some liave bows of ribbon gay—
Hair parted on the side,

Jut every ginl likes best the way
Sonme other girl's hair is tied.

[\Just think, if all the little girls

] , Could, wishing, change their state,

{ Then all the pigtails.would be curls
And all the eurls be straight,

| And I should look like Marguerite,
Aml Marguoerite like me,

And every day at school we'd meet—
How funny it would be!

R e

Tomrmy—Pop. would an ostrich eat

acks? Tominv's Pop-—So I have been

|
|

effect upon enp Tioness, P5¢ she came
Torwara al full speed and sprang upon
Trooper Eagle, seizing him by the leg
and dragging him to the ground.

He fell upon his feet, and, quick as
lightring, he made & leap for the brute,
twisting round upon her so as to get
upon her back. He threw his right arm
round her neck and then reached over
her head, thrust his first and second
fingers up her nostrils, and pulled her
head back with all the force at his com-
mand. The brute screamed with rage
at this unexpected counter-attack, and
immediately set to work to rid herself
of her assailant,

Then commenced what must have
been one of the most teriible combats in
the history of ecreatior. For over half
ar hour man and brate fought for mas-
tery—he with bare hands and she with
terrible claws. Scmetimes he was un-
derneath, kicking at her stomach with
his heavy boots, vhile she tore huge
lumps of flesh out of his thighs with her
claws. Then he vould struggic round
again to her side snd back and force
ker head back, not that he really hoped
to break her neck, but more with the
natural instinet of keeping those terri-
ble jaws in such a position that they
could not touch Lim,

Time after time the brute got her
teeth into him, as well as her claws,
and the marvel is that in such an un-
equal conflict the brave Canadian last-
ed so long. Dleeding from a score of
wonunds, with arms and legs almost torn
to pieces, he was just on the point of
collapse when, with encouraging shouts,
the Dutchmen who had previously rob-
bed the lioness of her cub, rushed upon
the scene.

They had heard the faint report of
the trooper’s carbine, and, knmving by

experience that the parents would fol-
low them up after shooting the cub, they
were quick to apprehend the true facts
of the situation. 'Lhey rushed back as
fast as they could, but some time be-
fore they came in sight of the ghastly
fight they knew what was happening
by the agonizing shricks of Trooper
Lagle and the equally terrifying roars
and screams of pain of the lioness,

t
pold, my sen. Tommy--Then if it would
fant taels do von surneae it would lay <

{riery

whose nostrils were almost torn out hy
the despairing grip of the man, who
never once let go of the tender carti-
lage, though fainting and practically de-
lirious from the pain and loss of blood.

The appearance of the Dutchmen and
the discharge of a bullet frightened the
lioness, who, with one big effort manaa-
ed to free herself of the now exhausted
man. Trooper Hagle dropped to the
ground in an unconscious condition, and
the lioness made off, but was quickly
brought to the ground with bullets and
killed outright.

The unfortunate trooper, 'whose eloth-
ing was- practically torn from him, and
whose body was lacerated in the most
horrible manner, was tended with the
utmost care. He was removed to the
nearest hospital with all speed, and,
though he recovered consciousness and
was able to recount what had happened,
he was unable to recover from the blood
poisoning which set in, and died,

He was a young m=n, alisntly built,
not at all the sort of individual, physi-
cally, likely to keep up a 30-minutes’
hand-to-hand conflict with an infuriate
ed lioness. His wonderful intrepidity
and tenacity is almost the mole topic of
conversation in the Zoutpansberg, and
his comrades of the Transvaal police
mourn the loss of one of the bravest
men who ever donned the uniform.

BABY’S OWN TASBLETS
A LITTLE LIFE SAVER.

Baby's Own Tablets have saved
many a precious little life.  There is
no other medicine for children so safe
and sure in its effecis. The Tablets
cure stomach and bowel troubles,
teething troubles, destroy worms, break
up colds and prevent deadly croup. -And
you have the guarantee of a Governmeni
analyat that this medicine does not con-
tain a particle of opiate or narcotic. Mrs.
J. Laroque, Log Valley, Saek., says: “I
am a great believer in Baby’s Own
Tablets. I have used them on many
occasions and know of no medicine
equal to them in curing the common ail-
ments of babies and young ohildren.”
Sold by medicine dealers or by mail at
25 cents a box from The Dr. Williams’
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.
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PHILIPINO SUPERSTITIONS.

How to Make a Cat Stay at Home—To
Find Your Way In the Woods.

In the Philippines, more perhaps
than in any other ceuntry, says a cor-
respondent of the Cebu Courier, the
inhabitants beiieve in numerous sup-
erstitions. In many places the belief
is so strong that with each everyday
act and occurrance there is assoc-
iated some superstitious belief.

To domesticate a cat, as soon as it
is acquired take it three times around
the stove, then pull out one of its
whiskers and bury it (the whisker,
not the cat) in the ashes. The cat
will never return to its former home.

When a wild cow is bought or eb-
tained the new owner must lead it
three times around the barn-or other

lace where he desires it to sleo?.
f{e must then take from the aaimal
nose the loop by which it was led
and bury it in some spot where the
cow has circled. This must be donte
in the twilight. In the future, the
animal, without any guidance, will
every eveming promptly lie down in
this very place when returning from
the fields. !

When the cornfields are visited by
the amall worms which greatly damg-,
age tha crops the farmers ifave a pe-
culiar way of destroyiog them with-
out trouble. ithout letting any one
know the farmer goes to the field,
takes seven worms, strings *%em on &
broken eved needls and then buries
them in the seventh hill of the sev-
enth row of corn. The worms will die
out in numbers and in r couple of
days the field will be free from them.
This must be done secretly in th
twilight or the charm will be broken.>

Often a whole piece of bamboo is
found in which black ants have mada,
their nest, there being, however, no
visible entry. Fishermen always hunt

for this peculiar bamboo to assure
themselves of good fishing. They use
ib as one of the frames of their fish-
ing corral, and the presencs of this
bamboo charms the fish of the corral.'
and cansequently a rich haul will be
made.

Once I heard a mother say that none
of her children ever fell down stairs
in spite of the fact that their steps
were badly constructed and danger-
ous. She accounted for this very eas-
ily. She said that whemever a child
became a year old she cut a lock of
his hair, wrapped it in a piece of
paper and put it in one of the cracks
of the stairs. The children might
coma near falling, but never actually
did so, for they would,always find
something to catch hold -of.

It is almost a general custom in
the Philippines that after a weddinz
the newly married couple remains at
home. It is believed that should they
go on a trip by sea a storm would
arise or by land some mishap would
overtake them.

When the mountain people lose their
way in the woods they have a simple
and sure way of finding the right
path. They take off their coat, turn
it inside out, and when they put it
on again in this manner they have
no difficulty in reaching the place
they desire to go to. .

Even to-dey these superstitions are
generally believed by the mountain
people, and they consider as foolish
the person who ridicules them, for
they say they have been proved true
by experience.

Choice of Prayers.

A mother told her child, a boy of five
years, to say his morning prayer to her.
Kneeling before her, the little fellow
esked : :

“Mother, shall T say my prayer or
nurse’s prayer ?”

The mother, not being aware that the
nurse ever said any morning prayer, be-
came curious.

“Say, nurse’s, dear,” ghe answered,

Whereupon the little fellow began sot-
emnly:

“Lord. O Lord, have I got to get up?®
—Nashville American.
——— O
Just a Sample.
“What's your idea of an
Thanksgiving?”

enjoyable

“Having a good appetite and bdn.\
invited out to dinmer.”




