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dropped them Instantly and stared at 
Royce as It he were a freak of nature 
of the most pronounced type.

Royce stared back at her and laugh-
Just Folks.True Economy
By EDGAR A GUEST

is not sc much what you pay for an 
article as what you get in return.

You needn't wait long for 
a cup of bouillon alter a 
theatre or dance if you 
have a tin of

"I wonder if Lottie will ever get 
used to me?” he said. "Some of these 
days her eyes will drop out, and then 
she'll be sorry."

Lottie's features did not relax a 
muscle, and she stared, if anything, a 
little harder.

"Madge,” exclaimed Mother Katie, 
"you’ve let the Are bum out"

Madge sprung up and hurried over 
to the cooking-place; but Royce fol
lowed her and put his hand upon her 
arm.

"Hold on!” he said in his direct, 
boyish fashion ; “I’ll light the Are.”

"No; go and rest,’’ she said.
"Not much!" he retorted. "It’s my 

turn now. I feel ever so strong and 
well, and I mean to work for you. Do 
you hear?"

She heard, and stood as If dumb
founded.

He—work for her!
Royce gathered some sticks and 

laid the Are and lighted it, and watch
ed it with a keen and delightful In
terest—It was the Arst Are he had ever 
“bossed”—and presently, to his un
bounded delight, - the wood caught 
fairly alight and blazed fiercely.

"Now, then," he cried, triumphant
ly, "bring out your tea-kettle or what
ever It Is.”

Mother Katie came forward hug
ging a great Iron caldron, and he took 
it from her and attempted to place It 
on the hook which hung from the 
three sticks forming a tripod.

But in doing so he staggered, and a 
mist seemed to come before his eyes.

Then a hand fell upon his arm and 
took the kettle from him, and a voice 
sung—literally sung—In his ears:

::You are doing too much—too 
too much!"

He tried to drive the mist away, but 
it would not go, and all he was con
scious i of was a pair of strong arms 
supporting and leading him to his 
van.

He knew it was Madge, and as he 
ascended the steps to the van, he mur
mured:

“Madge! Thank — thank you, 
Madge;” and, boy-like—woman-like, 
If you will—he stooped his head and 
kissed her arm.

CHAPTER VIII.
He woke the next morning after a 

long sleep, and, with a delight beyond 
words, felt that some of his old 
strength had come back to him. The 
sun was shining brightly through the 
open windows, the birds were sing
ing merrily; all nature seemed to wel
come him back to life and health, 
and as he dressed himself he began to 
hum and whistle, for youth was as
serting itself, and the blood was cours
ing through his veins in its old fash
ion.

He leaped from the van Instead of 
crawling down the steps, as he had 
done yesterday, and saw Mother Katie 
and Lottie at the camp-Are.

They were preparing the breakfast, 
and Lottie, on her hands and knees, 
stared up at him as usual. Mother 
Katie smiled and showed her teeth in 
greeting, but shook her head.

"You're up too early, my gentle
man," she said, rebukingly. "Break
fast isn’t ready yet. You’d better go 
back, or we shall catch It Anely df 
Madge sees you."

He laughed, and for answer took a 
can from her hand.

"I’m going to get my own breakfast 
this morning, Mother Katie,” he said. 
"What is It you want—water?” and he 
strode up to the brook and Ailed the 
can. “There you are! And now you 
want some more wood for the Are, and

THE BOOB.
Be sure you’re right, then go ahead— 

but dodge the fate of William G.,
Who always thought that he was 

right, as right as man could ever 
be.

Bill scorned the simplest rules of life 
and spurned the books upon the 
shelf,

And thought that every man on earth 
wan thinking wrong, except him
self.

Come
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In the house. In a 
moment you can have a» 
many delicious, strength
ening cups of delightful 
beverage as you want.
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incomparable in vaine. Try it today. He had the manners of a boor. When 
friends stood bare, he wore his 
hat—

Convention could not stlAe him: he'd 
do no foolish thing like that!

Eat with his knife? Of course he 
would. Let others call it Im
polite,

It suited him to eath that way and he 
believed that he was right.

"There’s* nothing wrong with me," 
said Bill. “I’d never steal or cheat 
or lie,

I pay whatever I may owe and so the 
wide world I defy.

I’ll eat my food the way I choose; 
now try to change me If you can.

There Isn’t any law which says that 
' I must be a gentleman.”

» ©t ©s IV, 01
100 Cubes.fact of his being near her sent a glow 

over her whole frame that tingled to 
her Anger-tips.

She glanced at him from under her 
long black lash*, and in the glance 
graved the image of his handsome face, 
his stalwart limbs, deep, deep Into her 
heart of hearts. She had adored him 
in the moment of his great strength 
when he had hurled the giant to the 
ground—she loved him now for his 
very weakness. For she had held him 
on her bosoif, had ministered to him 
In his pain, had soothed him In the 
throes of his-delirium.

In a word—and It Is better told in 
a word—Madge, the gypsy, loved the 
Honorable Royce Landon, second son 
of the great Earl of Landon, as pas
sionately, as truly as the best, the 
most cultured woman can love.

Andlie was at her side, reading the 
divin est, the most perfect of love 
poems, and the most easily understood.

If the God of Love himself had striv
en to devise a deeper and profounder 
joy—and torture—for Madge Lee, he 
could not have succeeded.

She pictured herself as Juliet, him 
as Romeo, and she, Madge, was will
ing—willing?—what a poor word!— 
to die for Mm.

Her breath came In short, <iutck 
gasps, her color rose and waned, wan
ed and rose. She longed to put out 
her hand and touch him, only the 
sleeve of his coat—to sob him her 
overbrimming heart out upon his 
breast.

But she eat motionless with down
cast eyes, so still that Royce, absorbed 
In the play, stopped suddenly, and, 
looking up, said:

"Gone to sleep, Madge?"
"Jolly, Isn’t ltr' he asked. "First- 

rate chap, Shakespeare. Shouldn't 
have minded being Romeo, though I 
fancy he comes to an untimely end. 
By the way, Juliet was rather young, 
wasn’t she? Fourteen, you know. 
Oh, Lord how hungry I am!"

She put down the unfinished bask
et Instantly.

"I—I forgot,” she said. "I let you 
go -on, forgetting that you are still
weak.”
“Not a bit of it,” he said, scramb

ling to bis feet.
“Sit still," she said In the tender 

tone of command she had often used 
In his moments of delirium—''sit still, 
and I will bring you something."

He watched her as she passed to 
the van, and, half unconsciously, again 
noticed the grace ot her bearing.

"Poor Madge!" he murmured. "By 
George! she moves like a lady. "And 
she’s only a gypsy!"

She returned In a few minutes with 
i a cup of milk, which tasted rather 
peculiar.

"What is It?" he asked, as he lean
ed back and sipped it “Brandy?"

She shook her head.
"No; It Is Mother Katie’s cordial. It 

Is a secret known only to the gypsies, 
and only to some of them."

"It Is an elixir," he said, taking an
other sip.

"A what?"
He explained as well as he could. He 

didn’t know the full meaning of the 
word himself.

'We only use it In very bad cases," 
ehe said. “But unless a person Is past 
all help, it does him good."

He looked over the cup at her with 
sudden gravity.

"Madge," he said, “you—and your 
people—have saved my life."

He put out his hand as he spoke, 
and touched her sleeve. The touch 
seemed to penetrate the stuff and warm 
her arm.

"Yes, there Is no mistake about ft; 
you have saved my life. It wasn’t 
worth saving."

8he looked at 1dm.
“And you, a gentleman, say that!" 

she said In a low voice.
He laughed bitterly.
"A gentleman? Say an outcast—"
Before he could get any further there 

came the sound of footsteps and Lot
tie, at the head of several other gyp
sies, hurst into the glado. She had a 
bundle of withes In her-hand, but she

The Countess
ot Landon he went off again and collected an 

armful. "What are you going to 
cook—hedge-hog?”

Mother Katie grinned.
"No such luck,” she said. "There’s 

some bacon and some eggs—they’re 
for you, sir.”

‘Well, Fll cook them," he said, de
terminedly. “But I don’t quite know 
how to do It. Where’s the saucepan?"

Lottie burst Into a short, bark-1 Ike 
laugh, and Mother Katie caught her 
a cuff over the head.

"You mind your manners, girl!” khe 
said.

"Saucepan! Bless your heart, you 
don't want any saucepan. That's not 
the way to cook eggs."

“Oh!" said Royce, amazedly, “I 
thought it was. But I beg your pard
on. How, then T

She scraped a hole under the fire and 
placed the eggs snugly In it, and then 
covered them over with the hot ashes.

"When you've said Abracadabra 
twenty times they're done," she said.

Royce laughed.
"All right; meanwhile, I’ll toast the 

bacon. Got a fork?”
“A fork?” She laughed with ming

led amusement and contempt. “Oh, 
yes; here’s a fork;” and, taking up a 
clasp-knife, she cut a point to a long 
stick and handed it to him. “Mind, I 
didn't ask you to do It, and do you tell 
Madge when she comes."

"Where is she?” he asked, watching 
the bacon Intently.

(To be continued.)

Keep aCHAPTER VII.
She had turned and left him, think- 

j mg that she should never see him 
i again; hut fate had thrown him across 
! her path, even into her charge, and 
j the feeling had grown part of her life 
! and being.
' She fought against it still. Even 

when the man she loves Is her equal,
the maid fights against his love as it 

f plants vanity and sundry other things;
: but Madge fought with more than the 
! usual stubbornness because, ignorant, 

half civilized, uncultured as she was, 
she recognized and acknowledged the 
difference between them.

As she bent over him In Ms hours 
! of delirium, as she held hlm M her 

arms, his head resting on her bosom In 
his times of prostrating weakness, 

. while her heart had throbbed with the 
first pulsations of passionate love, she 
had told herself that he was a gentle
man, and that she was only a gypsy— 
a vagabond, scorned by most people, 
respected by none.

“He will get better, will offer me 
money, and then go, and I shall see 
him no more," she said to herself over
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PantryAnd Bill was right about it, too. There 
is no law In black and white. 

Upon the nation’s statute books 
which forces men to be polite; 

But who will not fall into line and 
live as others here, may be 

A stickler for his petty right, and yet 
a boor like William G.

The advantage of Purity 
densed Milk lies in its con 
you have a few tins in ih 
never run out of milk | 
coffee or cocoa. Andy 
when using Purity Bran 
’•ot use sugar.

eASCARETS”10c.
BEST LAXATIVE 

FOR BOWELS
"They Work While You Sleep"
If you feel sick, dizzy, upset, if your 

head is dull or aching, or your stom
ach is sour or gassy, Just take one or 
two pleasant “Cascareta” to relieve 
constipation and biliousness. No grip
ing—nicest cathartic-laxative on earth 
for Men, Women and Children. 10c. 
boxes, also 25 and 50c. sizes—any drug 
store.
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CONdeiHer Needle
"In The Problem of the Obelisks (T. 

Fisher Unwin, 9s.), R. Engelbach, an 
American who is Chief Inspector of 
Antiquities, Upper Egypt, gives the re
sults of the latest researches as to 
how the obelisks were extracted and 
erected in ancient times,” says the 
Daily Chronicle.

"A good deal of light has Recently 
beeh thrown on the subject by the au
thor’s minute examination of the huge 
unfinished obelisk lying In the quar
ries at Aswan.

“In length it Is 137 ft., and Its 
weight is estimated at 1,168 tons. The 
next in size is only 105 ft. In height 
and of 455 tonnage, while our own 
Cleopatra’s Needle is a mere midget 
by comparison being no more than 68 
ft. high with a weight of 187 tons.

"How did the Egyptians, who had 
no knowledge of the screw-jack, the 
capstan, winch, or even the pulley, 
put the great masses of stone on their 
pedestals ? Mr. Engelbach suggests 
that a great mound was built, round 
the proposed site and the obeltsk was 
drawn by man-poyer up the incline 
and then lowered into a cutting In the 
mound. When it had slid into the 
socket the mound was removed.

“Since the time of Constantine the 
Great, about 12,000 years ago, it has 
been the custom to take obelisks out 
of Egypt. as souvenirs. Rome has the 
largest and eight others over 25 ft. 
high, while Constantinople, Paris, 
London and New York all have one 
large obelisk as well as several small 
ones in museums, private collections 
and gardens.

"The last to be acquired were the 
pair which are now set up in London 
and New York. ‘Both countries,’ says 
the author, ‘claim their own to be the 
one and original "Cleopatra’s Need
le,” though why they should be so 
keen on this title I cannot imagine, 
since they were both made by Tuth- 
mosis III some 14 centuries earlier.' 
They were originally In the Temple of 
Heliopolis, and were removed to Alex
andria in 13-12 B.C.”
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1 a reason for self-congratulation slna] 
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SIDE T
By Ruth Ci

and laugh about it in a win 
that shows they are rather proud of it] 

Truly there Is nothing strange] 
than the things people are ashamed of] 
except the things they are proud ot

Hie Feels Superior.
1 woman I know has just 
1er home and gone to board- 
se her maid left her for a 
li’s trip to Ireland. "I didn’t 
et "another maid for so short 
I thought I’d go to the Inn,” 
f’l don’t suppose you could 
lo the work for yourself and 
land for two months" teased 
"I should say not,” she 
"I never did any house- 
I never mean to.” It was 
was proud of the record. 

• did any other work either, 
she went to boarding school, 
tome a year or two, then 
She has had no children. 
1 think she would some- 
[ as If her life had counted 
ig„ On the contrary, I know 
As herself as somehow su- 
people who have had to

Krupps in Spaii

GAINING CONTROL OF 
AIDED FIRMS.

Madrid. -The newspaper El Detail I 
publishes a despatch from Valent»! 
reporting the probable, constitution I 
of a company controlled by the Ge-I 
man firm of Krupp which will haul 
a controlling interest in the "State-1 
supported firms of Sierra Mènera! 
Altos Horn os, " Trasmediterranea,]
Maritima Terrestre, and Vulcano. | 

The object of the combine is to de-] 
velop the resources of coal and iron] 
now in the hands of these companies 
with the assistance of German capital" 
and experts.

The firms named deny the possibil
ity of such a transaction, but their 
declarations simply state that thi 
firms will remain Spanish, which ma! 

one hears people say with possibly be the case i norder to per
dons smirk: ‘‘I really have mit them to receive the Government 

i temper. Perfectly uncon- subsidy they now enjoy, while ft'

Goods Which You 
Can Depend On.

trench Tl
FAELLIS & CO A Havas de

Limited,
203 WATER STREET.

French Boneless Sardines. 
French Sardines in Pure Oil 
Skipper Sardines in Oil. 

Tuna Fish (like Chicken). 
Dry Shrimps. •
Clam Chowder.

Little Neck Clams. 
Baratarla Prawns.

, Cove Ovsters. 
Chicken Baddies. 

Kiopered Herring. 
Hors D’Oeuvre.
(6 tins In Block). 

Royans ala Bordelaise. 
Anchovies in Oil.

MRS. COFFMAN
Too Much Ego.

nsltlveness is another thing 
ned of, because it is simply 
egotism, yet people are gen- 
,sed to be called sensitive, 
elieve that Is one of the 
les the professional fortune 
on everyone.
such a sharp tongue that 

afraid of you hardly seems

ILL SEVEN YEARS
Saved from an Operation by Lydia 

L Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound

Sdell, m.—"I was a nervous wreck. 
I was suffering front a pain in my léft 
HMiinpnmnmiîî I8”*6» which was al-

Lord Rosebery’s
FranknessFresh Oysters. 

Fresh Smelts. 
Fresh Smoked 

Haddies. 
Fresh Smoked 

Kippers. 
Fresh Smoked 

Salmon.

and r
MADE IN CANADA “I have never been able to under

stand why eminent public speakers 
should object—as they often do—to 
acknowledge the care with which their 
speeches are prepared. Lord Rosebery, 
whom many regard as the finest orator 
of his time, had no such weakness.

"Some years ago he was invited to 
stay at a country house In Wiltshire 
and to assist the candidature of hie 
host’s son by speaking in a market 
town," says the “Londoner" In the 
Evening Standard.

"The invitation was accepted, and 
the country folk were delighted by a 
most brilliant effort When Lord Rose
bery was afterwards asked by the 
gratified candidate if the speech had 
been an inspiration of the moment he 
replied: Tt took me a fortnight to 
prepare.'

“The truth Is, of course, that no 
great artistic achievement Is possible 
without thought and labour.”

paring herself to be useful. peopl

H
mosrt unbearable, and

hati become so run
down that I cared

I couldn't do my work without help, and 
the doctors told me that an operation 
was all there was left. I would not 
consent to that, ee my husband brought 
me a bottle of Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound and begged me 
to take it I have taken fourteen bot
tles of it and I feel ten years younger, 
life is full of hope. I do all my house
work and had a large garden this year. 
I never will be without the Vegetable 
Compound in the bouse, and when my 
two little g Ma reach womanhood I in
tend to teach them to ;take it I am 
never too busy to tell some suffering 
eister of my help, and you can use my 
name and letter to spread the good 
news of Lydia Ë. Pinkham’s medicines. ” 
—Mrs. Ida M-Coffman, RJB.2,Stdeli,Ul.

it every day for the countless little hurts that

V scalds, sunburn, windbum; also for chapped 
l Pure, soothing and healing.Sardine Paste. 

Anchovy Paste. 
Shrimp & Salmon Paste. 

Bloater Paste.
No. 1 Salmon

1 p. and 2 lb. tins).
No. 1 Lobster ■

(1 lb. tins).
No. 1 Mussels 

(1 lb. tins). 
Shredded Cod Fish. 
Boneless Cod Fish.
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tz*1» TORONTO out. y for coughs, colds and sore throats, 

odorless and gives great relief.
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t Ing, disinfecting and for over 
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Petroleum dally
for a copy of oar free booklet “Inquire Within”.) 
MANUFACTURING COMPANY (CONSOLIDATED)
ATE STREET. • • NEW YORK.
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