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CORNS CURED
You ran p»!n ! essl y 'remove any rom. eir!.i*r—I....,—»— -—-ring pur.ulauiui'ibal'd, suit or bleeding, l y awrtyh*K 

corn Kxtracwr. It never bums, leave* »» 
non tain* no a old* : 1* barm) ess because composed 
only of healing gum* end halm*, l it! v years In 
uff). Cure guaranteed. Sold by all urugghiis 
iioc. bouiei. IMuse anbatituie*.
PUTNAM'S PAINLESS 

CORN EXTRACTOR

«V‘

“I do ruit understand it,” Aubrey said, 
shaking hie licn-i. “Why should he take 
poison ' Dit h - give any explanation?” 

“He cud it wan an accident.’
“Ah, vest J remember.”
“He .vas so anvious to see you,” went 

on the landlord; “and was so afraid he 
would lie before you came! All ! that 
reminds me that he gave me a note to 
give you with the package of papers, in 
ease lv should die before you came. I 
have given you the package; here is the 
note, i had almost forgotten it; thougli 
i dare tay it would not have mattered 
much, since you have seen the poor man.”

He handed Aubrey un envelope direct
ed to him in the handwriting of Loftus, 
familiar enough in spite of its irregular 
ity and tremulous character. He placed 
it in his pocket, to read when he had a 
moment to himself. He listened to all 
else that was said, and then drew out the 
letter to read.

He was only slightly curious. He had j 
no doulvt chat the note would have some | 
tiling to say about the papers in the ! 
packet ; and the papers, he did not ! 
doubt, had something to do with some j 
episode in the life of Sir Charles. He 
broke Lite seal, and read:

“My Dear Aubrey.—I know I am dy
ing, ami tlia't fact has driven me not only 
to repentance, but to an effort to undo
a wrong 1 have aided in-----”

“Poor fellow,” murmured Aubrey, “I 
bave uo doubt he had some wretched 
misdeeds to answer for.”

“------1 am dying because I have
been poisoned. 1 have told the 
people here that I swallowed the 
poi|on by mistake. Iliac is untrue, [1 
DwtT have said1 it in order that my mur- * 
dorer might not be brought to justice I 
without y cur consent. I do this much for ! 
you after having done so mucih to injure j 
you—1 forego my revenge for the sake !
of your good name----- ”

“What can he mean ?” murmured Au
brey. “He writes rationally enough, but 
I do not understand one of his allusions.”

**----- 1 write this »o that you may gel
it in case I die before you return. A 
V*clcet of papers will be* han«W to you 
w*Ql this which will explain better than 
' the wrong which has been done you. 
blame no one for my share in it. Hawks 
burst could not have persuaded me if 1 
had not been ready for dishonor.

“I will not attempt to tell you any- 
i hmg here- tiie papers will tell you e*v- 
^rytning They will explain as well as 
I could who the Marquise de Senae real 
ly was, for all I know of her is what 
the letters of ilawkeahurst and herself 
»i ow. It was Hawkshurst who managed 
the whole afflair. As for Lucie, who has 
played her part with such terrible abil- 1 
i«y, I only know that *lie ha* murder- ! 
**<d me to prevent my charing with her ) 
the profits of our joint wickedness.

“I 4cnow you will doubt my word.*, for 
I could see that you have learned to love ! 
her; 4>ut if you will read the letters in ! 
vhe package, you will know how vile and j 
euntnirur an adventuress she is. I can 
write Tio more.

Oharles Loftus.” ! 
The words had been a blur toward 

the last. He could not, and woujd not, 
believe the words, but they made his 
«•ws whirl to read them;* and it was 
wifch difficulty that he continued on to 
the end.

“Lucie an adventuress! Oh, absurd ! .V 
murderess! Loftus was mad!”

He thrust the letter into liis pocket, 
aivl went out into the night air, that 
vd* coolness of it might set his thought® ( 
v>ght. Of course, there was nothing true, 1

eyes stole swiftly to the table where the 
packet hud lain. It was gone!

"Is it so late ” she asked, in her 
most tuneful voice.

“Late! early!” he ejaculated. “What 
do 1 know of time? Are you an adven
turess? Are you a murderess? Have 
you duped and tricked me? Have you 
poisoned a man as you would a dog? 
Heaven ! why do you not speak and lie? 
Why do you not swear that it is not 
true ?”

“Are you mod, my lord?” she asked, 
her voice quivering.

“I think 1 am. Ye*, T am mad. I 
wonder why I do not fly at you and 
rend you! i ought to. And, oh, Heaven ! 
1 fondled and caressed her. and believed 
her so pure and innocent.”

He laughed hideously, and the startled 
woman cowered as she listened. There 
was almost murder in that laugh ; and 
now that her eyes were used to the light 
she could see a terrible expression on 
his face. It was not the face of a man 
to he cajoled any longer.

“I do not understand you. my lord,” 
she said.

A game was never ended with her 
until she saw the lasl card in her op
ponent’s hand.

“You do not understand. C.abrielle 
Loisier? Ah! you understand that ! You 
understand that I have only to take 
you to France, and say. ‘Here is Hah 
rielle Ivoisier." and you are clutched by 
the eager police.

The beautiful young créât lire shrugged 
her shoulders, and coolly sealed herself 
in an easy chair. The game was up, 
then.

It had been some fun and much hard 
work to play the innocent so long. Well, 
then, to be natural for a little whil 
with this gullible young Knglishman.

“Gabrielle Loisier! Oh. yes. that is my 
name, Rupert! Ha! ha! lia ! Ah! well, 
my husband for you are that, von 
know you have changed all that. 1 am 
the Countess of Aubrey now. And if 
1 go to a French prison it will be as the 
Countess or Aubrey, and I shall demand 
Knglish protection, as is my right. being 
the wife of an Knglishman. Was it not 

| a game well played, my lord ? A little 
mure and you would never have known 

i Oh. you fool!”
| Me shuddered. 'This was the Lucie he 

had begun to love and had lavished so

the matter and do w hat was best And 
that is how you happened to be educated 
at the expense of the Lari of Aubrey.

••(>h!” cried Krna, stamping her pretty 
foot again, “you make me feel like a 
pauper. Bu't whether I ant or u**U 1 
have been living on his bounty, and ii«ih 
ing hia horses, and I wan* to thank him. 
What harm will there be in that?”

"Krna.” said the elder lady, icily, "l 
will repeal once more w It a t I have al
ready said : After to-day vou must go 
to the Cost le no more, and you mini 
give lip using the horses front the Castle.
1 do not wish to make any further ex
planation.”

Thereupon she turned and walked 
bock into the house, a pretty little vine- 
covered villa, which stood in the midst 
of a spacious, well kept garden.

F.rtitt March followed her with her 
great brown eyes until she had di*ap- 
jieared through the door. Then she turn
ed and watched the horse that was be
ing ridden dowa the lane by a little, 
wea/>ened hostler.

T don’t care,” she murmured, “I do 
think Aunt Augusta can be just as hate
ful as anything, when she wants to be. 
Anyhow, I’in bound to find out why she 
doesn’t want me to see Cousin Aubrey,” 
and she shut her rosebud mouth in a 
very willful, determined fashion that 
boded no good for Aunt Augusta's pirns.

Meanwhile the -horse a ppioachrad 
slowly at a1» easy, rocking horse sort 
of earner, which caused Krna to curl her 
lip scornfully, and to exclaim a» she was 
checked by her side :

“He didn't run away with you, did lie, 
Jock?”

“No, miss,” was the answer, with a 
broad grin. "His days of running away 
be gone by long since."

“Yes, in the old earl’s time,' said Kr
na, gathering up her habit, as the old 
hostler dismounted, and stood by ready 
to assist her on the horse. She hardy 
used his hand, and was seated in the 
saddle with an air that, told of confi
de nee. “Never mind, old hoy!” she said 
patting the horse on hi* glossy ne.-k, 
"you were a good beasi once, and I 
won't ride you hard will I, .lock?”

"Nay, that you won't. Miss Krna,” 
answered the old man, with a grin ; "but 
I won't wager you’ll, not have a hard 
ride for all that. Ah! Miss Knui, what 
would Mm. lludatone »av if she knew 
the goings on?”

"1 don’t care what she would say!” 
replied Krna, with sudden wrath. "I'm 
not to ride any ul the horse*» from the

any mom. not to bringmilch affection on. How he hated him- ( ( "ustl 
self! how he loathed her! l*iin

“Well!” she went on. “what are you hit! exclaimed the old hustler ; "and 
going to do? Will you take me to France, j why is that : ’
and say, ‘Here is my countess, whom 1 | * don l know. iiec-.iuse the earls
am going to put in jail. She has mur- j coming home, 1 suppe 
de red my good friend, and you may cut
off her pretty head with the guillotine.' 
Will you say that, or. for the sake of 
your name t hat precious name ! - will 
you say to me, ‘Here, my dear, L find I 
do not love you as 1 thought I was going 
to; take a thousand pounds, which is 
twenty-five thousand francs of French 
money, and go to America, where your 
genius will be appréciai oil. And if .you 
will promise never to trouble me again, 
I will give you five thousand pounds.’ ”

She laughed in a tigerish way, and 
tossed her beautiful head saucily. Even 
yet it was incredible that she could be 
the monster the letters had shown her 
to be. Rut Aubrey was sick at heart.

“I will give you five thousand pounds,” 
he said.

“That is right, Rupert. Now leave me 
while 1 dress.”

CHAPTER IX.
N don t see why not. He’s my cousin,”
“Very distant.”

Nit that poor Loftus had written the i 1 ,J."" 1 <an" ll0w distant His rela
ie! ter in a delirium. As (or the packet ! t,0,,8h'P "** "™‘’ enough for I,in, to pay 
of Jettera - Well, it was due to Lucie ,„cho?1 e'l-ense. If it was right for 
to open the packet, and he would. him to do that, and if it was right for

He went softly up ataira for be knew : I"'t„°,,ua<‘ h,H h.',’r‘',s "‘“‘e h« »»»/. 
“be would be aaleep, and opened the ! .... , . ,

»* - * - It doesn t matter whether you see or
not, you must not go to Aubrey agudoor, which, as already stated, she had 

taken care to unlock before retiring. The 
limp was burning low, but there was 
light enough for him to see how divine
ly beautiful she was iu her almost baby
ish innocence.

Lucie an adventuress! He almost 
!* oghed aloud at the Idea. Site was his 
wife, and he was growing into a verit
ably mad worship of her. Ah! how 
*weet she was. He had some difficulty 
i:i persuading himself to take up the 
packet and carry it downstairs again. 
Surely the letters could wait!

nor have any of the horses brought over 
here.”

The two speakers were an austere- 
looking lady of middle age and a rebel
lious looking girl. The latter was dress 
cd in a riding habit, which set off an 
exquisitely rounded figure to perfection, 
and with her riding-whip she was petu 
lantly tapping her boot, the dainty toe 
of which peeped from under her gown.

Her full, red under lip was thrust out 
in a very pretty pout, her little head

They might wait, but something urged j Ha‘hiligTmwly,"! were riUed'^th r” 
him to have the disagreeable duty done hellion. J
and disposed with. So he picked up the j -----
package and left the room with a linge 
ing glance at Lucie. Ah, Lucie ! wake up. 
Lucie, sr you may have done murder 
all in vain.

Tire house was quiet now. The mem
bers of the servant corps had shown 
their activity and solicitude, and that 
was enough. They were abed now. There 
was a light in the parlor, and Aubrey 
tr.it. down by it and tore open the packet.

The letters hud evidently been care
fully arranged; for they were folded 
and laid alternately, so that n letter in 
The handwriting of Iiawkshurst came 
next one in a feminine hand which Au
brey had never seen before.

“I beg pardon, milor! will you break
fast so early?”

It was gray dawn and one of the ser
vants had touched Aubrey as he sat at 
title table in the parlor. Aubrey started 
and looked up at the touch. The man 
drew back with a cry of dismay. The 
handsome, debonair face of Lord Au
brey was white and set as if in death.

“You are ill?” said the man.
“No,” was the answer, and, without 

another word, Aubrey swept a pile of 
letters from the table and put them in 
his pocket.

Then he arose and went upstairs. He 
entered his room, but less quietly than 
on the night before, and Lucie started 
and opened h<r eyes. She smiled the in
stant, she recognized him. But she was 
not fully awake.

“You have come back to me, Rupert,” 
oho said.

“Get up!” he said, sternly.
She started up from the bad, fully 

awake now, and stared at him. The 
Hght^was too dim to see very well, and 
she could not entcli his expression. Her

“What makes you so cross
j mnnded.

L do what I think is best for vou, 
was the calm reply.

"But you ought to give reasons.” cried 
the girl, indignantly, stamping her little 
foot on the horse block. "You never did 
say much about Lord Aubrey, but now 
that, he is coming home, and I am ex
porting to see him and thank him for 
his kindness to me, you calmly sav I 
must go over there no more. What will 
he think of me? He’ll think I have no 
gratitude at all.”

My dear F~na, said the elder woman, 
quietly, “he will think nothing at all 
about it. It may be very mortifying to 
your pride, but I fancy he is‘hardly 
aware of your existence. 1 wrote him 
that you were a distant connection, an 
orphan and destitute; and, aa he had a 
great deal more money thnn he hod use 
for- be wrote to his attorney to look into

THE

’Oh: Ay!’ muttered the old man,
lifting his eyebrow* exprebsively. "Well* 
well ! of course she’» right, Miss Emu.”

’What!” cried I ".run, in exasperation. 
“Now, Jock, Lelr me wny you say that. 
Why is she light'”

‘Why, Misa Krna.’ responded th«* old 
man, in embarrassment, "you’d better 
ask her.”

‘•She won't tell me. and so 1 ask you. 
Come, now, .Jock!” she added, coaxingly.

“If 1 had the time, maybe,” muttered 
old Jock; "but I've a commission with 
Farmer West and can't bide any longer.”

He scurried away in great haste on 
his withered little leg*, that had b-en 
bowed by constant riding, lea\ ing Krna 
to wrathfully wonder why he. too, 
should seem to 'think she should not j 
meet J*>rd Aubrey.

"But 1 know who’ll tell me,” she 
ejaculated, suddenly, "it 1 gu about it 
the right way. I'm just bound to know.”

•So saying, she touched the patient old 
Rrinoe with the whip, and he broke at 
once in’to his customary ea*v canter. 
Anybody could have sat the old horse 
with case and comfort, but Krna sat 
him as if she were a part of him ; and 
she looked so bonny and winsome that 
it was no wonder the very breeze play
ed with the truant curls that escaped 
the confinement, of her hat or kissed the 
round cheeks into glowing tints of crim
son.

1 he rood to the O&atle was one she 
had gone over many times, and she. gave 
little heed to its beauties, many as they 
were, but was occupied with her cAvn 
wayward thought < She had never l»e- | 
fore given much thought to her noble 
relative. She had a \ ague notion that 
for some cause he had remained out of 
England, and there was just a suspi
cion that it was for some reason not i 
generally spoken of.

She hud settled it in her own mind, as | 
will be done, that lie would never re
turn, and that somehow slfe would al
ways continue the liberty of the Castle, 
as she had done for the past four years.

\ cry little had ever been said about 
the earl, and in her own thoughts she 
had settled it that he was a crusty old 
fellow almost if not quite forty, which 
to the girl not yet eighteen was very an
cient.

Excepting for the mysterious prohibi
tion against going any more to the Cas
tle, and the suggestion that, she was 
not to be allowed to see and thank the 
earl, she would never have given any 
serious thought to that gentleman.

Now. however Ah! it would have 
been better for that worldly-wise, prud
ent Aunt Augusta to have taken that 
busy brain far away from Aubrey, if 
she did not wish curious questions to be 
asked, or imprudent answers to be cajol
ed out of some one not as shrewd as her
self.

Prince carried Krna to the stately old 
Castle, of which she had grown very 
fond- and she dismounted at the west 
entri joe, where there was at the time a 
vast amount of hustle and hurrying to 
and fro.

“Jim,” she said to an admiring stable 
boy, who had watched her leap graceful
ly to the ground, "1 want Selim to
day.”

"Ob, Miss Krna!” he exclaimed, shak 
ing his cropped head in deprecation.

“1 tel* you I want Selim ” she repeat
ed, slapping her habit with her pliant 
whip. “If you don't bring him, 1 will go 
saddle him myself. You tril Thomas I 
sav so.”

"Rut Thomas isn’t there. Miss Krna; 
H 1 give you Selim, 111 get *utu a avoid' 
ing, l will.”

"Jim,” Rfiid Krna, changing her fceno 
to an irresistibly coaxing or.v, "P» not

ul owr any mo/e, <-r lu h t m*
. a n«l 1 «b» vv a ut o.v n<J**.
I * otid I »no.ifd tike beîiâtl some 
I'lease. .Jin!”

ralciied iiis head. !!•• was \ an
il ntlfady. No III* of llie wemuits 

( asth* ever mud.* much ol a sur
er ts ul refusing the sometime* niipm 
ou*, fromv;une* coaxing, and, ala vy* in ,- 
sistible iTcUniv. But Jim slut mad • a 
elioa of holding out.

"If lie should get away with you, Mis* 
Krna ! You know wliui a urn per )««• * 
gut ; and you <J<i put a horse at it so.”

“It’s my l#u-i chance,’’ mud Krna,
mou rn fully.

“Well, if ham», come* from it, Mis* Kr
na " ami Jim went off with the |><>* 
sibilities unsaid, shaking hi» Lulli-t head 
as he went.

Krna showed two rows of very white, 
even teeth us she saw him go. and then 
turned to the step# and sprang up them 
two at a time, breaking into a merry 
hunting song as she went.

"Where’s Mrs. Watson, Sarah?” she 
demanded of a housemaid, who was hur
rying by with an armful of linen.

“In I he linen closet. Mis* Krna, and 
that cross!”

Krna laughed softly. Mrs. Watson's 
anger had no terrors for her. .She stop
ped singing, however, for she was bent 
oil cajolery, and wished to suit the mood 
of her intended victim. Mrs. Watson, 
the housekeeper, was up to her eye» in 
work, and vas at the moment Krna put 
her head into the closet, scolding two of 
the mai da for their utter inefficiency.

"Vou poor, dear tired Watson!” said 
Krna. sympathetically. T know you j 
must bo driven to death. Anybody else i 
would have fairly given out before this. ’ |

“Is that you. Miss Krna? Well, 1 be ■ 
lieve you’re right. 1 was no more ex
pecting his lprdship than nobody ; and 
then 1 get word. And these girls are so 
provoking! Do sit down, Miss Krna.’

“Not here, Watson/’ said Krna. “I | 
only need to look at you to know that 
what you vaut is somebody to just car
ry you off to your little parlor and make 
you fake a glass of ah; and a biscuit. 1 
haven't a minute, but 1 will see you re-t 
as long as I’m here. Let the maids 
alone for a little while. Come!”

Oh, how vajolingly it was said! and 
poor, simple Watson could not detect the 
mischievous twinkle iu the roguish "eyes. 
She sighed and believed it would be a 
blessed good thing to rest a bit. and so 
she did, and presently was seated in her 
own eor.v little parlor, witii a glass of 
ale before lier, and a placid smile on her 
face as she beamed at her pretty visi
tor.

“Men are so unreasonable', aren’t they, 
Watson Î” said Krna, sympathetically.

“You’re thinking of the earl coming 
home so suddenly, after alf these T ears. 
Well, it does seem so. Miss Krna, but 
I’m glad he ia coining bavk once more. I 
had almost begun to think he never 
would come back again.”

“It lia* been a long time. I believe,” 
suggested Krna. who in truth knew 
nothing about; the length of time.

"All of six years, ni y dear.”
“Is that all?” cried Krna. in amaze

ment. "Why. I supposed, from the way 
everybody talked, that it must be nearer 
twenty.”

(To he continued.)

Radium in Surgery.
Sir Frederick Treves considers that 

we have practically reached the thera
peutic limitations of the X-rays, the 
high frequency current and the Finseu 
light, but that in radium we still have 
unexplored fields of usefulness.

This writer believes, without desiring 
to raise false hopes, that radium will 
cure every form of naevus, whether it 
is a port wine stain, a pigmented mole 
or a hairy mole, and rodent ulcer which 
has not yielded to the Fin sen light or 
the X-rays, and that too in two sittings 
of one hour each. Wonders are also ac
complished in the early stages of epi
thelioma of the lip and tongue.—From 
the British Medical Journal.

GROWING BOYS 
AND GROWING GIRLS

Need Dr. Williamt’ Fink Pills to 
Give Them Health end Strength.
Growing hoys as well as girls need 

such a tonic " it » Dr. Williams* Pink 
J'ills to keep the blood rich, rod and 
pure and give them health and 
strength Mrs Edward Koch, post
mistress at Prince's Lodge, N. 8., tells 
the great benefit her little eon has de
rived from the use of this world fani
on a medicine. Mrs. Koch says:—,lMy 
little son. Reginald, had been troubled 
with anaemia almost since birth. He 
was alwoys a sickly looking child, 
with no energy and little or no appe
tite. His veins showed very plainly 
through his skin and he had several 
serious attack^ of stomach and bowel 
trouble, and on one occasion his life 
was despaired of by two doctors who 
were attending him. Hia little body 
was slowly wasting away until he 
was nothing more than a skeleton. 
He was peevish and fretful and a mis
ery to nimaelf. Having read and 
heard so much of Dr. Williams' Pink 
Pills 1 determined to try them in his 
case, and after giving them to him 
for a couple of months they certain
ly worked wonders with him. To-day 
he is fat and healthy looking; he has 
a hearty appetite, is able to play like 
other children, and is bright and ener
getic, instead of dull and listless as 
lie used to he. Dr. Williams' Pink 
Pills have changed my puny, sickly 
child, into n rugged, hearty boy."

Dr. Williams' Pink Pills cured this 
sickly boy because they went down 
to the root of the trouble in his blood. 
That is why they never fail. Bad 
blood is the cause of all common di
seases like anaemia, (bloodlessnees) 
eczema, palene.-s. headaches, indiges
tion. kidney trouble, neuralgia, rheu
matism and the special ailments that 
only growing girl* and womenfolk 
know. Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills don't 
Ixither with mere symptoms, they cure 
diseases through the blood. They 
don't cure for a day—they cure to 
stay cured. Do not take any pills 
without the full name "Dr. Williams' 
Pink Pills for Pale People" on the 
wrapper around each box. Sold by 
all medicine dealers or by mail at 
50 cents a box or six boxes for $‘2.50 
from Dr. Williams' Medicine Co., 
Brockville, Out.

Versatility of the Country Editor.
The cou ill rv editor is easily the fore

most man in the community. This is 
evidenced by the frequency and persist
ency in which he is asked, nay. demand
ed ! at any time of du y or night, to sit 
up with the sick or officiate as pallbearer 
at funerals. 'Hie editor is always asked, 
to be pallbearer it gets to be a habit 
wi«h him. Perhaps it is because he 
habitually looks sad and mournful. He 
feels slighted and as though he was los
ing his standing in the community if he 
isn’t asked, and if by any chance he is 
also requested to drive live hearse the 
proffered lionor raises him to the seventh 
hea\en of editorial delight. An editor 
may be exempt from jury duty, he may 
not have to carry the mail, fight fires or 
officiais as deputy sheriff, but there ia 
no escape from being pallbearer. Once, 
during a late spring wh**n the Pale Horse-

Teacher (to stupid pupil) For what 
is Pisa noted ? Stupid pupil—For—lor
------Bright little scholar (prompting in
■ whisper)—Leaning tower. Stupid pu
pil (eagerly) Linen towels. -Western 
Christian Advocate.

THE 
BEST 

REMEDY
ForWomen-Lydia F. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable Compound

Belleville, Ont.—“ 1 was so weak 
and worn ont from a female weakness 
that 1 concluded to try l.ydia K. 1’ink- 

ham’s Vegetable 
Compound. 1 took 
several bottles of 
it. and 1 gained 
strength so rapidly 
that it seemed to 
mfike anew woman 
of me. j can do as 
good a day’s work 
as 1 ever did. 1 
sincerely bless the 
day that I made up 
my mind to take 
your medicine for 
female weakness, 

and I am exceedingly grateful to vou for 
vourkind letters, as 1 certainly profited 
by them. I give you permission to 
publish this any time you wish 
Mrs. Ai.nK.itT Wickktt, Belleville. 
Ontario, Canada.

Womsncvery where should remember 
that there Is no other remedy known 
to medicine that, will cure female weak
ness and so successfully carry women 
through the Change of Life as Lydia K 
Pink ham’s Vegetable Compound, made 
f'om native roots and herbs.

for .tp years it has been curing 
women from the worst forms of female 
ills —inflammation, ulceration, dis
placements, fibroid tumors, irregular», 
lies, periodic pains, backache, and 
nervous prostration
r ,fnJ?lUwa,i,,s,)<‘r5rtl advice write 
forlttoMrs.lMnkh^n^Lynn^iass. 
it Is free and always helpful.

man wrote circle* nl>out th«* lull* of Old 
Schoharie, there were so many funerals 
the ministers were all busy and the edi
tor was called away from n editor
ial on the tariff to go an I pre-ach a 
funeral sermon. This was an honor that 
lv had never dared to dream of. ami lie 
«nid so in strong and emphatic language, 
hut, having done most everything c’a» 
from prescribing medicine to subserih- 
ing for Iwadotonee and being a pall- 
In-arer anyway, he could not refuse. To 
this dav the relative* and friend* of 
Smith Van Den berg, of Cross Hill, say 
they never heard a better funeral ser
mon. It didn’t bother ye editor mueh 
to deliver a funeral sermon, for he had 
already addressed political meetings and 
lectured a few times for church societies. 
It was no trouble to say something nice 
about Smith, for he paid his subscrip 
tion rgulariy. If by chanoe the “boss 
wasn’t called away for a funeral and we 
ww .Ann Chose going by the office on 
printing day, we immediately stopped 
the press and went out to find where 
the ceremony was taking place. Ann 
never failed us—we never go “scooped” 
on a funeral while she was alive, for 
she never missed one, and never came 
out unless there was one.—Don Cameron 
Rltafer in the Bohemian Magazine for 
March. _______ t ^_______

STEAM HEATED GARDENS

How Paris Market Gardeners Manu
facture a Suitable Climate.

The market gardeners around Paris do 
not dream of waiting for spring before 
they raise spring vegetables. As one mou 
put it, they move the climate of Monte 
Carlo to the suburbs of Paris.

This they do at enormous expense ia 
money and in time. The gardens whom
ever possible are placed on laud with a 
slope to the south and are well protected 
by walls on the north and east, wall* 
built to reflect light as well as to give 
protection from the northeast winds.

The ground is practically covered with 
glass, not as in a greenhouse but by 
glass frames in the open, three light 
frames of uniform size, twelve feet by 
four and a half ; and also by glass bells. 
These, too, are of a uniform size about 
the shape of a chapel bell, a little leas 
than 17 inches in diameter and from 14 
to 15 inches high. The French call them 
cloches. You may often see over a thou
sand frames and over ten thousand glass 
bells in one two acre plot in the sub
urbs of Paris.

A more recent innovation, according to 
Success, is the employment of hot wat
er pipes run under the soil, making of 
the earth a veritable steam heated ho 
tel, with this essential difference, that 
the hotel keeper here is desperately eag 
er not to keep his guests, but to per
suade them to leave on the earliest pos
sible day.

Shingles From a Tree 1,100 Years Old.
A lumber company at Buckley, Wash., 

recently sent out a number of souvenir 
shingles that were cut from a tree 1,100 
years old.

The tree from which the shingles were 
cut had 350 rings, which fact de no tea 
that it was 3Ô0 years old when it fell. 
The stump of a tree which grew over 
it has 750 rings, and as this could not 
have started to grow until some time 
after the first fell it is practically cer
tain that the original tree was thriving 
in A. D. S00. which was 700 years be
fore the discovery of America.—Popular 
Mechanics.

Osgar Und Adolf in der Wheat Pit.
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(By Fred Schaefer).

** ^ ot is diss blace, Osgar ?"
"Ignorant oyster face ! Diss isa der 

Chicago grain marget, und dose meu 
down der iss her traters.’’

*T»s id? I nd for why do dey 
make an excitement nud stamp on 
der floorr"

"Oh, dose are deir trating stamps, 
ha. ha, ha !”

"But vere iss der grain ?”
"Id is-* nod ripe yet. Id may aefer 

get ripe, or der boll weevil may cad 
it Dey arc buying id und selling ^d iu 
atvancc."

‘How nice. In dot vay, I subbose, 
dey boat der boll weevil to id."

less. 1 or instance, to-day drv 
are dealing in Chuly.’*

‘•^uch a silliness ! IIow cau J«.y 
deal iu Chuly von id aiu’d hers 
yet!-’’

"In answe- I will ask you diss: U*f 
you nefor been Thursday on Friday?’’

‘Thursday ?"
"Yess. Thursday for a trink. Ha, ua,

ha !"
"Laugh on, hyena. Say de re iss a 

broker nut hiss trousers rolled up. Docs 
he dink he iss in a shower batt?’’

"No. He iss sirably i>rvpared for a do- 
luge of selling orders. Tec-hee !”

"Bleano don <1 get serious mit a 
funny supchegt. Here iss alzo a feller 
who looks like he bass rcccifed a stag
gering blow."

"Sure. He was hart hit in der pit.”
"Ah, I see—below der belt."
" ) ust now a great deal of wheat .«s 

passing back und fort."
'Veil, 

chaff.”
mo id listens more like

"See dot man ofer dere mit a gray 
-agar und lightet moustach —him m»t 
der 40-caret loaf of bread sparkling on 
lus shirt bosom—dot iss Patten dai 
wheat king."

* * Vot does he dit?”
"Oh, noddings much. Only he mar* 

wheat chump from 18 zenta a bushel to 
S9.63 a peck in fice minudes.”

"Ad dot rate wheat vill soon be a pot- 
tot blant. Vot iss der soludion of der 
answer?”

"Don’d yon see id rill mite floor >o 
tiig-h dot you can’d eat rite bread?"

“I can’t cat id now.”
"Why?"
"Becoss my rife bakes id.” 

let, id may efen raise der brice cf 
pumpernickel bread."

I’But pumpernickel i. mate of rye.’’
‘Dot s so. Such a vaste of rye!”

felt?"1 <kr rczuld ua Vill id le

"Vill id! Why der millers Till all faf 
to make flour by der Fattened roller 
prozesg, yess.”
get”6 mU8t Le maniI>°l!«ting der mar

“Veil, he sertainly iss foheing hua 
enemies to der vail."

‘‘Vat vill dey do dou?”
"Chump off der vail into der lake T 

guess." • 1
"I don’d dink dot a epeggelaider 

shoult bo allowanced to mate der lux- 
unes of life a necessidy.”

‘‘Ah, but he hass a corner on id.’*
"Veil, a polissman shouldt run him off 

der corner.” 1
"Maybe von rill, after bread ia. • 

zents a loaf.”
So? I am g Vat dere iss no corner on 

beer. How can dey stop id?"
••Der only vay to break a corner in 

Wheat iss to swamp der operador, end 
den eurrouut der swamp mit a passa.”


