“It makes: me
;feel badly to
“think I can't re-
pay you in‘ some
i} way,” said = the
‘woman who was
‘receiving t h. e
favor, “ean’t you
‘possibly  think of
something I can
do ‘for you?”
“Don’'t know
ag’ 1 can;  ‘Te-
sponded the
brisk little wo-
man who was bestowing the favor,
“so suppose you do it for someone

. I think all favors, all Kkindnesges,
- all helps in life ought to be treated
~that way.

Very, very often one cannot hope
to repay one’s benefactors. But I
don’'t think that inability relieves one
" from the moral obligation to keep the
“eredit and debit sides of one’s kind-
ness account with a balance on the
right side by “passing it on.”

-1f you do this, I firmly believe that
"'in the great clearing house of kind-
‘ness the original benefactor will
somehow receive his own again.

That wouldn’t be any more wonder-
ful than your receiving the money
in New York on a check from a bank
in San Francisco and the New York
© pank being safely reimbursed, would
it? And, just think, man is manag-

" ing that business, and God the other.

I know a man whose brother many
years ago advanced the money to
"send him to college. He planned to
_pay it back, but before he finished
his course his brother died. Instead
of bewailing himself that he could
never pay that kindness back, ne
“passed it on.” That i, as soon =s
“he got on his feet financially, he gave
the same sum of money his own edu-
* ,cation had cost to another ambitious
young man who lacked the funds for
‘the education he craved. And when

4 away difficulties

that boy would have repaid the mon-
ey, he was told to keep it until he
found another ambitious young man
who stood in need of it.

And now the fund of that,big bro-
ther has sent five men to college.

1 can never repay the newspaper
man who gaveé me my first foethold
in the newspaper profession; who ex-
plained and advised- and -smoothed
that ~might have
proven  absolutély - insurmountable
without his surpassing kindness.

He is far above any ability of mine
to help him.

But I can help some ‘other begin-
ner, and I consider it just as much
my obligation to help any of the in-
experienced folk who come into my
path as it would be to help him if
he needed it.

I think it would be a splendid con-
dition of affairs if every time any cf
us received a kindness of any sort
we felt uneasy until we had “passed
it on.”

What you gave might
be of the same kind or
you received, of course,
you had to give.

always
s waat
but just what

not

size

If your richer neighbor, for in-
stance, takes you out motoring, why
not let that be a reminder for you to
send your poorer heighbor some fruii?

Or, if your rich cousin invitea you
on a yachting trip, why not let that
become an obligation to you to in-
vite your poorer cousin to enjoy what
is as much a luxury to her as the
ydchting trip is to you —a week at
your summer cottage.

If a kindness to you is shown,

'Tis not meant for you alone.
Pass it on.

Let it dry another’s tears,

Let it travel down the years

Till in Heaven it appears.
Pass it on.

weakest organ. . If there is weakness .

weak link in the chain of life which may snap at any time.

Each of the chief or-
gans of the body is a
link in the Chain of
Life. A chain is no
stronger than its
weakest link, the body
no stronger than- its
ot stomach, liver or lungs, there is a
Often -this so-called

% weakness ’ is caused by lack of nutrition, the result of weakness or disease

of the stomach and other organs of digestion and nutritien.

Diseases and

of the stomach and its allied organs are cured by the ‘e of Dr.

weaknesses
Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery.

When the weak or diseased stomach is

cured, diseases of other organs which seem remote from the stomach but which
bave tlleir orl‘in in a diseased condition of the stomach and

other organs of

digestion and nutrition, are cured also.

The strong man has a strondg stomach.

Take the

above recommended ‘‘Discovs

ery”’ ‘and you may have a strong stomse

ach and a strong body.

new Edition, is seat

© expen-e of mailing only.

GrveN Away.—Dr. Pierce's Common Sense Medical Adviser,
revised "on receipt of stamps to pay
Send 31 one-cent stamps for the

booh in paper covers, or S50 stamps for the cloth-bound vol-

. Address

Dr. R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y. |

Fads and
Fashions.

““Dog collars, whether a simple
band of velvet fastened with a more
or less elaborate buckle or made up
of strands of pearls, coral, or jet, are
' exceedingly smart.

The selvedge, not only of wool,
iys' a conspicious role in dress-
making. Some of the new materials
have wide ribbon edges of the same

r contrasting coler.
" A piece of old Chantilly lace
which is too much broken for ordi-
ﬂm use can have the figures cut
. and appliqued on & chiffon gown,

be nothing more than a narrow
of coral attached to the low

nqu with a fagotting stitch.
ar bands trim the sleeves.

¢ are. tvo ”k!nds‘ of - lmtpgns
to those who * care much
ne u;ings ln style,

{ the season's  fashions.
"*umopuiar are the warp prints for gir-

This material, too, is used
the

this year.
for princess slips, worn under
white lingerie gown.

One of the features of the present
season is the little tunic of voile,
marquisette or chiffon cloth made for
wear over the gown of foulard of taf-
feta, and above“all, over the frock of
lingerie persuasion.

Silk Flowers, made so exactly that
it is difficult to tell them from the
origianl models, are used for fasten-
ings at the neck in place of the con-
ventional pin. These are especially
modish with the collarless afternoon
gown.

One of the newest ideas in trim-
ming is the use of overlapping but-
tons to finish skirts and coats. The
buttons are put on one above the
other so that their rims overlap each
other and make a continuous line.

The brass nettings for the top of
bowls, originally called pansy bowls,
are to be had in sizes to fit almost
any receptacle for flowers. Fancy
brass holders are found in the shops,
too, for vases of white or green glass.

The peach basket hat is still with
us; the mob cap is ‘dominant; ' the
sweeping cavalier ‘is seen every-
where; the bell-shaped morning hat
is in evidence, and the modified di-
rectoire bonnet is considered among
ﬂxe best»choiceu.

R}bbonl ot every variety. seeming-
1y, ‘are called upo mto contribute to
Especially

ahdnalhésatm&preuntﬂme

m OITRES IASAL 'CATARRH.

“You have Mneu of the head,
headaches, difficulty in hetrin‘, stuf-
fed nostrils, droppings ' from the
throat, hawking cough; you ought to
know you have Catarrh. It is poison-
ing your whole system. Catarrh be-
gins as a cold; repeated colds inflamg
more deeply the air passages. By-
and-by it extends deeper, far down in-
to the lungs, then you have bron-
chitis. These inflamed surfaces se-
crete, germ-laden mucous. If swal-
lowed it pollutes the wholé system
and destroys health. Stomach dosing
for catarrh always fails, so do" wash-
€s, snuffs, ointments. The only rem-
edy that will do you good is Catarrh-
ozone. Catarrhozone is a fragrant
healing compound that = destroys
germs. When you inhale Catarrho-
zone into the lungs from the Catarrh-
ozone inhaler; little drops of healing
are carried to the remotest part of the
breathing apparatus. Wherever Ca-
tarrhozone goes it first destroys the
germs, but its healing action goes
right on until the tissues are made
‘whole. Then congestion ceases, the
formation of mucous ceases, hawking
and spitting ceases, and of course
droppings into the throat that poison
the whole system cease. You get
well. You see Catarrhozone removes
the cause at once. Don’t you think
it is the right way to cure Catarrh?
Can you think of any other way that
would be as good? Complete outfit,
$1.00, hard rubber inhaler with
sufficient liquid to last three months.
Trial size 25c.

Be Careful.

Never believe those scientifics, with
the ponderous sounding phrase,
Especially when they tell us of the
Stars;
Of leafy vales in
within the moon,
Or messages now reaching us from
Mars.

Venus, - canals

They told us its
measurement,
Take heed, M.
tale,—
They said that we’d be pulverized or
stunned by earthquake shocks,
Or driven from our orbit by a gale.

of the comet,
its weight;

J. O’'Mara, of this

But the inoffensive comet passed us
as the “member” glides
By “loyal, staunch constituent,”
who wrote
“I'm coming into town to
you, mister man,
'Bout that grinding-stone
promised for my wvote.”

interview

you

brilliant
the

told us we'd have
flashing through

They
meteors
air,

And showers of radiant fragments
from the same;

That rivals of Aurora would mono-
polize the vault

Of heaven with their
of flame.

gorgeousness

So we waited long to see it, butl
were disappointed sore,
'Halley’s ragged tramp of heaven
was outdone :
In points unique, and fearsome pyro-
technical display,
By Hanley’s march for Morris when

he won.

Soc I've come to the conclusion that
those scientifis chaps,
In this and many other things are
green,
Or else it isn’t science that their giv-
ing us at all
But “copy” for the paying maga-
zine.

It was colorless, the pasying of this
much boomed tisaveller,
Why, “Teddy” beut it hollow every
day,
He’s “butting in” to everything and
all upon the road;
But what was Halley’'s out for?
Who can say?

If it had to hit up Torphy's in its
headlong, mad career,
Some people could aver that it was
sent
To strike the cross-roads squarely in
the jib, and wreck the Tnn,
When generations drank
“peppermint.”’

their

Yes, we wait those scientific:s to pro-
claim another freak,
“Seeking through space far planets
to destroy,
With flaming sword and pemdant——a
fiery child of war—
A restless' Alexander of the. sky.”

We shall point them, with derision,
back to Halley’s shoddy, glim,
And if they've got no betiter goods
to vend
We'll chuck them from thlﬂ earth of
ours ;
Into the “space” they love

| And. live without their “Asm;a" to the

e e smmr .
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They make good because they're
made dood—with seventeen years®
practical paist-making mixed into
them. They cover more, wear bet.
ter indoors or out, and last longer.

Measure the cost of paint right—by the time it will last and
really be paint—and you will find your money’s full worth in

A\ ML

Pure
Paints

Made in forty colors for every use paint is put fo°

—and made
&

to satisfy.

Haple Leal Paints are sold under a plain English GUAR- ‘g

ANTEE and only by people who cannot
afford to sell poor paints,

IMPERIAL VARNISH & COLOR
Limited, of Toronto

co.

#

‘v( “:

Recommended and sold .by

AYRE & SONS lelted

THE FAIR

IMPOSTOR.

CHAI’TER IV.

NOR LOVE, NOR RICHES
STAND BETWEEN.

; (Continued.)
OTHER!" pleaded the gid,

M gently,
to the soothing imfluences of the |
world, thé woman :idropped back
and clasped her hands, but
the movement of thi §fingers 'told of
the nervous restlessness within.

“You playec to-night, Hilda?’
said,” presently.

¢ Yes, mother,” was the reply; and,
as she spoke, Hilda's head dropped,
and she stifled a sizh,

¢ It was a good hause —the people, °
were they pleased, as usual '

I think so, mather.’

“You thiok so!
querulous response,
know? At your age, I should not
have hesitated over such a. question,
What is it they tell. me in the house
here? That the whole city is in a
furore over you. . Isit true?’

Hilda sank back, resting on her
her left hand, her right lyir g listlessly
in her lap, a wistful, sorrowful sadne s
in her face,

‘The theatre is always full; the
people receive me very kindly, moth-
er.’

f

again,

she

was the almost

The old woman turned her head so
that she might see the dowcast face,

“Why do you speak with such dis-
satisfaction ?’ she said,

voice. ‘Is there one girl out of 2
hundred who would not joyfully
change places with you—you, Hilda
Fane the great actress? You may be
rich, famous, honoured--’ She stop:
ped suddenly, for down the pale

Ordered to
Hospital

FOR OPERATION FOR PILES—
DID NOT GO AND WAS CURED
BY DR. BOVEL'S HERB
AND GUM SALVE.

Hundreds of Fearful Cases of
Chronic Piles Cured in a
Short Time by Dr. Bovel's

Herb and Gum Salve.

There is no longer any necessity
for suffering ‘the excruciating agony,
itching and pain of piles. Hundreds
of cases of men and women who have
suffered for ten, twenty and thirty
years from this feartul disease have
been cured in a few days or weeks.

The following is only one from the
hundreds of testimonials e are re-
ceiving.

College St., Toronto

It gives me pleasure to write re-
commending your Dr. Bovel's Herb
and Gum Salve; - For years I was
troubled * with piles. My doctor = did
what he could - to relieve mme from
time to time, and finally ordered me
to go to the hospital for an operation.
This I did not do, but as a last re-
sort tried your remedy and am giad to
say that after using four boxes am
somnmely cured. ~ You have my

sincere thanks. Make any use you
like of this letter. !
] Yours truly,
ER

mrer s WKL

l’s Herb and Gum Salvo i
,ﬂ‘ tSScpn”box.

Icheeks of the girl ran slowly two

stopped
her whole

great, pearly drops; she
suddenly, and her voice,
manner, changed.

*Oh, Heaven?’ she cried, throwing
up her hands; * How long will it last?
Has not my punishment been heavy
enough, but I must see my child un-
happy, touched by the curse of un-
rest which has dogged me from day
to day, year to year, since my sin!
How long! How long?

With a cry of alarm, Hilda knelt
forward and tried to soothe the agi-
tated woman ; but, flushed and pant-

| ing, she would not be quieted.

¢ Mother,’ she implored, be ¢ calm!

With a sigh, as if yielding | | See, I was only tired—the play was

look at
and she

long and trying to me. See,
me-— I am quite happy!l’

i brushed the thick hair from her poor

l white forehead, and looked

|

1

cmnot deceive me,

'

;
|

‘Do you not

| over

in her weak

head and tried to smile. Her moth-
er laid two feverish hands upon the
down at
her.

¢ Hilda,’ she said, hoarsely, ¢You
though I meet
you halfway, Heaven help me! You
are unhappy =you hate this life ‘as’ 1
—I hate itV

‘You, mother!
girl, with surprise,

“Yes, I!' reiterated the
sinking back. ‘Have I played my

murmured the

woman,

-part so well as to blind you to my real

feelings? I hate—!I loathe it! For
all its glitter and applanse, it is a road
of danger and deadly peril. I curse
the fatal chance which guided your
Helplessly, I have let
the rapids

mine the
Hilda,

feet upon it!

you drift into the stream ;

Not
his!

are close below us.

blame—not mine, but

look at me!

dark shadow of a cruel wrong. Not

me alone, for I see, though my

eves are dimmed with the approacn-
ing touch of death, the outer fringe
of that shadow falling like a curse
on your.face—the face which should
be as shadowless as the sky at noon-
day. Look back, Hilda—ah, as you
do look back!—for I watch you when
you are sitting by my side, and think
that T am asleep, and I see on your
face all that you would hide from
me. Look back with me to the rest-
less, struggling, wretched life, which,
this fatal popularity fell upon
you, has been our lot. Never once,
though the question has been within
your eyes and spoken almost in your
listless step, have your lips asked me,
‘Why am I fatherless,
and kin? Why
upon me as other mothers do? Why
d0 we wander from-city to city, wild-
:rness to wilderness, with no rest ior
our feet, homeless in the midst of
strangers, knowing no one, unknown
hy all—waifs and outcasts in every

ere

'land?”

“Mother, mother!” pleaded the girl,
bending over her; but the woman,
grasping her round the arm, held
her back, with spasmodic strength.

“For years your face have asked
me this, and I. have turned aside
dumb and patient; but the time has
come when—when -’ glowly her
words died away, her grasp relaxed,
and, with stony, fixdd gaze, she star-
ed at the wall in front of them.

Hilda, with a start and a shiver of
dread, looked round.

« What is it, mother? Why do
you look like that? What do yowu
see?’ ~

A momena’q sﬂence then the hol-
low eyes turned to the white. face of

| the girl, and the thin voice spoke :

#Your father !’
¢« My father !’ echoed Hilda, in an
awed whisper, ‘Oh, mother, msther,

; |'what is it you say? He is dead 1"

L No l’ cried the Womm, vehement&

Over me has hung the |

without kithi
do you never smile

ly ; “ he lives !
He lives !’
With a low cry, the great actress
hid her face in her hands,
¢ Oh, mother, do not—do not de-
ceive me! My father
¢« Hush !’ said the woman, with a
ggsture, pointing a shaking finger to
the wall, *See, he shakes his head
and smiles! He disowns’you, as he
disowned me. You have no claim on
him, bie says, for she who ‘bore you
and trasted hlm was decewcd be-
trayed, deserled and left fo starve !’
Paunting. perplexed, struggling with
a horrible dread, Hilda clung to the
thin arm and forced it down.

¢ Mother—mother! Think!
at me! What do these wild words
mean? Oh, they are not—-they can
not be true !’

¢« Deceived ' and deserted — the
plaything for an hour! murmured
the woman, hoarsely, staring at the
phantom of her fevered brain. f Yes,
it is true! Shame to him that left
my child nameless and disowned, an
object at which the lowest may wag
their tongues and point the finger of

Look

scorn !’

With one great cry,
to come from an heart rent in twain,
the girl sprang to her feet, and in all
her loviness and grace confronted
her mother.

The cry—the sudden,
movement — recalled the wandering
brain. With a shudder, the woman fell
back in the chair, and hid her face
in her hands. Raising her heavy
eyes to the white face above her, she
motioned to the girl to come nearer.

¢« Have—have I told you, Hilda?
she asked, faintly.

Hilda bent her head still lower.

With a shiver, the mother drew her
shawl round her, with a heavy sigh.

‘You have no word of blame for
me, Hilda?

The girl shook her head slowly.

‘Not one word? Child, you bear
with me to the last, as you have
borne all through the long years—
unrepining, unreproachful. Heaven
bless you, my child! . Perhaps—per-
haps’ — she faltered, weakly — ‘it
would have been better to have car-
ried my secret to the grave—'

With word, the girl
her:

‘No!’

‘No, you are right—you
One life alone cannot repay
wrong he wrought against me.
woman he betrayed dies, but
child, and his, remains to remember
and repay. Hilda, I am dying—dying
fast! Do not speak—not yet! Your
voice goes to my heart; 1 ecannot
bear it! In its agony T hear the foot-
gteps of all the cruel years that have
gone by. Hilda, you will not forget
me? We two have the world
alone; you will not t the years
of misery, of poverty and privation,
of wretchedness, which we . have
borne—you wili wa't and wateh for
the hour of vengeance, a8 I have
watched? Promise me that—promise
{ me that!’

The hollow eyes gleamed with a
spasmodic fire, the thin fingers sought
and feebly clutched the burning
hands that leaned upon the chair.

‘I promise!’ came the low, heavily
breathed response.

that seemed

passionate

one stopped

are right.
the foul
The
her

faced
forg

‘Swear,” said the dying .  woman's
hollow voice; ‘swear that nothing,
neither love, nor riches, nor life it-
gelf, shall stand in the path to your
revenge! If at any time your resn-
lution should grow faint and luke-
warm, look back uvpon the years we
have spent—look upon the night
when the mother who bore you lay
dying before her time, killed by one
man’s treachery; think of her wan-
dering with her babe—yourself, your-
self—at her breast, homeless and
starving, deserted by the man who
had robbed her of all that woman-
hood holds dear!—think of yourself,
nameless and degraded among your

kind! Think of all this, and keep

NowCured of
Rheumatism

Cost him $100.00 for medicines which
failed —Cured by DR. CHASE’'S
KIDNEY-LIVER PILLS.

Mr. James Clark, Maidstone, Sask,,
writes: ‘“T suffered for four years thh
rheumatism in my shoulders and eould
vot 1lift my arms above the head. I
tried nearly all the advertised reme-
dies but none of them gave me re-
lief. Tt cost me at least $100.00 for
medicines before I used Dr. Chaso’l

Kiduey-Liver Pills.

#*With the use of this medxcme, I
soon found relief. I followed up this
treatment for siy months and was then
quite free from rheumatism. . While
1sing Dr, Chase’s K:dney-Liver Pills
[ also used Dr. Chase’s Backacke
Plaster when so “stiff that T eould
searcely bend. They always found the
weak spot and gave reliaf while the
internal treatment was bringing about

n %:rough eure,’’

e success of Dr. Chase’s .
Liver Pills. has been ”;mff.?i.
g::l‘g:l:dou‘l?«nu“:box,n&m

m, & Co., Tor-
sato, Dr. Chase’s Re will be u-&

msouw

Hilda, I lied to you!|

| casts,

alive the, curse which, from the time
it fell fromy these Wrung lips, had
porne its drnit for ‘himy/ ¥es!' she
gasped, her-hands. clinching passion-
ately; ‘It-has horhe it v Wiki-onknewn

‘to yon; I have: watche& - work, vear

by~ year, faling upon him-and his—
him and his!’
Exhausted by
back, gasping for
the girl could rise she
thing of her fictitious strength
went on; ¥
‘Hilda, one week—one week—re-
member!—after he had left me to
face the world with a broken heart,
he, your father, married. He had
sown his wild oats—ah, Heaven! that
sowing which bears so bitter a har-
vest for poor me alone! He had left
the past behind him, and was to sei-
tle down, respectable and respected,
with his newly made wife to help him
to happiness and peace. But the
curse worked! Before two years had
passed he had driven her from his
home and slain his dearest friend.
She was guiltless—guiltless as the
child she bore with her in her flight.
The greater his punishment; just
Heaven had worked out its vengeance
—the deserted—deserted! He loved
her, Hilda, and when the truth came
home to him he sent to seek her and
bring back the second woman whose
life he had wrecked and ruined, but
I was before him. I—I found her, a
weak, broken-hearted creature, cling-
ing to his child as I clung to mine.
With a plausible story, I persuaded
her that his vengeance, and not his
remorse, was pursuing her, and she
fled. Mark that, Hilda! Mistress and
wife were equals—wanderers, out-
both, while he—he sat eating
his proud heart away at home.’
White and breathless, the
crouched at her mother’s feet, drink-
ing in the awful /story, every word
of which burned into her young heart.
‘Years passed,” continued the weak
voice, ‘and 1 found her again, living
as I lived, undér an assumed name,
keeping from her child, as I Xkept
from mine, the story of her life. Piti-
less, 1 forced her to fly,” and once
more snatched her from his. grasp.
Death did the rest. She died—died
suddenly, leaving the girl ignoraut
of her story, ignorant of her real
name, homeless and helpless.’

passion, she fell

but

hér
breath
regained some-
and

bhefore

giil

To be continued.

I was cured of Bronchitis and Asth-
ma, by, MINARD'S LINIMENT.

MRS. A. LIVINGSTONE.
Lot 5, P.. %11,

1 was cured of ja Bevere attack of
Rheumatism* by MINARD'S: '’ LINI-
MENT.

' Mahone Bay. JOHN' MADER.

I was cured of a severely sprained
leg by MINARD'S LINIMENT.

JOSHUA A. WYNACHT.

Bridgewater.

Magazines

For the Month,

McClure’s Magazine

The Scrap Book Magazine

The Smart Set Magazine *

Nash’'s Magazine

The Red Book Magazine

The Wide World Magazine

The Grand Magazine

The Royal Magazine

The Windsor Magazine

Everybody’s Magazine

Physical Culture Magazine

Hampton’s Magazine

Ainslee’s Magazine

Metropolitan Magazine

Cosmopolitan Magazine.

Success Magazine

Munsey Magazine

Argosy Magazine

Sunday Strand Magazine

Fry’s Magazine

The Captain Magazine

Ladies Home Journal Magazine

FASHION BOOKS. -

Weldon’s Ladies

Fashions For All

Illustrated Dressmaker

Young Ladies Journal

Weldon’s Children’s Fashions.

Latest dates of English, American
and Canadian Newspapers. ..

GARRETT BYRNE

BOOKSELLER & STATIONER.

The Railway Passengers
Assurance Co., of London, Eng.

et

(The Oldest Accident Company in the
World).

Capital $5,000,000. Reserve $3,000,000.
Claims paid over $30,000,000.

Insurance againgt Accidents and Illness
of al! kinds, .Employers and Public Lia-
bility, Workmen’s Insurance, Passenger
and, Freight Elevator Lmblht) also,
Guarantee Bonds of every deﬂcnptlon
Applications received for Sub-Agencies.

HENRY O. DONNELLY,
General Agent for Nfid.,
Board of Trade Bmldmg.
P. 0. Box 116. apl2,3m,eod

YOU'VE GOT
10 KNOW

Where every letter, account, and con-
tract belongmg to you can be found at
& moment’s notice—that is if your
business is run properly. Is yoursrun
properly? Why not? A (}um lete
Filing S, m is easil eco-
nomically obtainable. Shall be glad
to illustrate and explain details,

~. PERCIE JOHNSON,

Office—Duckworth St.
gt 10,48

Agent,




