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■ Lizards in the Stomach.-f *.

It fair, liter ill ? wii it itriotly hoooriMci 
“Potr Trix," »he —Id, kinine her softly, 
"I dont think it will be yon f

places, yo.i know. Who*» your party!” 
•otto vooe ; “Americans, hey r

“American friend», and my aunt, Lady 
Helena Powys»."

“Now thin—look alive, yer honors,” 
cried the car-driver, and a wramble into 
seats instantly began. In his oWn mind, 
Sir Victor had determined that his seat 
should be by Miss Darrell's side. But 
what is man's determination beside woman's
r°*° V6 p-please, Sir Victor,” cries Miss 
Stuart, in a piteous little voice, “do help 
me up. It’s so dreadfully high, and I know 
I shall fall off. And oh. please do sit hero, 
and point out the places as we go along— 
one enjoys places so much more when some 
one points them out, and you’ve been uioug 
here before."

What could Sir Victor do! Mere pir- 
ticularly as Lady Helena good-humor.uly 
chimed in:

“Yes, Victor, command point out the 
places You shall *iA bodkin, between 
Miss Beatrix and me. Y*«i *H« nd 
Tweed suit can sit next, awl you. ray dear 
Mrs. Stuart—where will yoa a*t?

“As Charley and Eutb will have all ti e 
other side to themselves” sai l meek Mrs. 
Stinrt. “I chose I”) sit 1»**k»n« Edith.”

«Ay, ay,” chime 1 in her e;iouae. “and

SPORTIVE STREET ARABKnow now 
chunftmg

uny rmng: l Wimner itunyrnmg : i wennec it ’^ou 
pretty y<m are to-night in that 
hat and that scarlet drapery ?”

“Certainly I know, and charming 
doubtedly must look to wring a y 
praise from you. 
your life, sir, you ever paid me a compli-

“There’e a time for everything,” he 
answers, a little sadly. 'Here is our boat. 
You will steer, Edith? Yes—then I’ll

- The baronet and Trix were already sever
al yards off, out upon the shining water. 
Another party—a large 1-oat containing 
half-a-dozen, Captain Hammond among 
them, was farther off stilL In this boat sat 
a girl with a

a

Athens Reporter HOW THE GAY GUTTER FREQUENT
ERS AMUSE TnEMSELVES.ok to wring a word of

It’s the tiret time in all A SEPT ILE SWALLOWED WHILE
rrama in thi dash. MMt morning, at breakfast, Miss Darrell 

noticed that Mr. Stuart, junior, watched 
her as he sipped his coffee, with a porten
tous countenance that foreboded somethin". 
What it forebode came bat presently, lie 
led her on deck—offered her his arm for a 
morning constitutional, and ope ~-e 
thus wise :

“What were you and the baronet a., ,ir 
on deck at abnormal hours of the night! 
What was the matter with you both!”

“Now, now,” cried Edith, “how do you 
come to know anything about it! XV hat 
business have small boys like you spying on 

their elders, w*en they 
should be safely tucked up, and asleep in 
their little beds?”

“I wasn’t spying; I was asleep. I have 
no restless conscience to keep me prowling 
about at unholy hours."

“How do you come to know, then !"
“A little bird told me.”
“I’ll twist your little bird’s neck 1 

was it, sir ? 1 command you.”
“How she queens it already ! Don’t excite 

yourself, you small Amazon. It was the 
officer of the deck.”

“The officer of the deck might be much 
better employed ; and you may tell him so, 
with mv compliments.”

“I will ; but you don’t deny it—you 
there !”

“I never deny my actions,” she says with 
royal disdain ; “yes, I was there.”

“With Sir Victor—alone !”
“With Sir Victor—alone !”
“What did yon talk about, Miss Dar

rell !”
“More than I care to repeat for your 

edification, Mr. Stuart. Have you any 
more questions to ask, pray !”

“One or two ; did he ask 
him, Edith !”

“Ah, no!” Edith 
that is genuine ; “there is no such 
that in store for Dithy " 
baronet’s bride—Lady Catheron ! no, no— 
the cakes and ale of life are not for me.”

“Would
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Next Myeterle. ot Leap-Frog, Pitch-Penny, 
Throw the Stick-Fin. Pointa of Cot, Red 

Borer, end Ch.iry.Plta, According to 

Kerb-Stone Bales.

You Vboat. • Excruciating Agony Buffered By Mrs.
b.loverin Wegtam - Mams Shattered, and

Death Looked for as the Only Belief ' ïEditor and Proprietor “Oh, j MOST SUCCESSFUL UEMEOY
FOR MAM OR BEAST.'

Certain In Its effect* and never btbtara

KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURLmm
From the Trenton Courier. When Theseus in “A Midsummer 

Night’s Dream” bids the Athenian youth 
“awake the pert and nimble spirit of 
mirth,” one might almost fancy that 
the pregnant mind of Shakespeare, 
brooding on things to come, was fore
shadowing the gamesome city newsboy.
For the street urchins who sell so many 
thousand copies of the dailies, and to 
make the byways of all nur highways 
resound with their shrill advertising 
cries, find time between editions to play 
a variety of games that are exceedingly 
interesting to the observer. Many a 
tired business man stops to mop the dew 
from his brow and watch these gamins 
at their games, and looks as if he would 
like to forget the intricacies of business 
and the chase after the dear, delusive 
dollar in the mysteries of craps or the 
mazes of Red Rover.

Craps has been described too often to 
need revelation here, and any way is 
considered sacred, as it were, to our 
grown-up colored citizens rather than 
to the embryo politicians of the pave.
But a description of some of the other 
most popular games played will be found 
of interest.

For instance, cat. This is generally 
played by two, but may be plaÿed by 
more taking sides. The cat is a piece ofc. 
wood about the length of one’s hand, j 
sharpened at both ends so that these/1 ^ 
ends project about an inch above the 
gound. The four sides are marked, re- 

A small circle

The editor of the Couriex having 
heard of this’atrange case of Mrs. Simon 
Westfall, made enquiry and iearn-d 
the following' facts, 
said that one evening some three years 
ago she went to the well and onmping 
some water uiAuk a portion. As she 
did so she felt something go down her 
throat kicking and told her mother s i 
at the time. Little she thought of the 
agony in store for her through drink
ing water from a pump in the dark, for 
a female lizard found its way into her 
stomach ana brought forth a brood.
After a while the sight of milk would 
make her tremble and she Ira i to give 
it up. The disorder increased so that 
the very sight of milk would produce 
effects bordering on convulsions. She 
lost her appetite but would feel so 
completely gone at the stomach that 
she had to eat a cracker and take 
some barley soup frequently to quiet 
the disturbance within. She to>k 
medicine for dyspepsia and every 
known stomach disease, but got no 
relief. She changed doctors and the 
new doctor haying had an experience 
of this nature before, gave her medicine 
to kill and expel the lizards. For 
three years the woman suftaied all 
kinds of physical and mental agony.
Her whole system, kidneys, liver and spectively, 1, 3, 3 and X. 
stomach were all out of order. Her with a diameter.about the length of the 
heait would flutter and palpitate so cat is drawn with chalk, or anything 
faintly as to be imperceptible, and a handy as a substitute, and fifteen or 
smothering feeling would cornu over twenty feet away the pitcher takes his 
her, that it was often thought she had ^"'[hTcirnîe
given her last gasp. Her uemory ‘"^lt land, ineide, the striker, who is 

almost gone, her nerves shattered armed with a ghort Btick, is declared 
so that the least sudden movement or jf comes up with X on top, 
would bring on collapse through ex- whether it goes into the circle or not, he 
treme weakness. Sitting or standing j8 equally out.
she would be dizzy and experience Should it land on the edge of the cir- 
most depressed feelings and lowness of cle or project over the edge, with the 
spirits After the removal of the three on top, the striker has two chan 
reptiles, the doctor sanctioned the use to hit it; with two, only one chance. If 
of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills and she with one on top he has no chance, but it 
. , ,i „„„ fnnmi nn Hlv is out also. Suppose lmn to have twotook three boxea but found no ap- ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ catonone
parent relief. She then g ! of the sharpened ends, making it bound
use believing she was past the aid ot j.lt0 tlle air, alld while it is in the air 
medicine. At this time a Mrs. Haight strikes it again, knocking it as far as he 
who suffered twelve weeks with la | v;lj3 He then goes to that spot and re- 
grippe, and who was completely re- | peftts the operation, after which he sings 
stored by taking Dr. Williams’ Pink , out, “I’ll give yon six” (eight or ten, or 
Pills for Pale People, urged Mrs. ns many as his fancy dictates), which 
Westfall to begin the use of Pink I means that the pitcher, starting at the 
Pills again She did so and soon she circle, must try to reach the resting- 
perceived their beneficial effects. Her place of the cat in the number of jumps 
Lppetite began - improve and for two counts one. If

months she has steadily gamed the count goes to his oppo-
strength, health and steadiness of nenfc jaunie may be anything

ohe can do her n,-vee(\ upo if-^twenty, fifty, or a hun
dred. and some of the players are ex
ceedingly skillful, both in striking, 
jumping and calculating the possibilities 
of their opponent’s jumping powers.

•‘Throw the stick" is another game, 
for which, however, a rather unfrequent
ed square or alley is necessary, or else 

in which . the passorsby are able to 
become ‘artful dodgers’ at a moment’s 
notice. A half a dozen or more urchins 
select a base of, operations, generally a 
post, and lean a stick against it. Then 
one takes the stick and throws it as far 
as possible. The one who is ‘It’ runs 
after it, while the others scamper away 
arid hide, lie brings it back, loans it 
against the post ggnin and starts out to 
find tho fugitives. If lit}sees one ho calls 
his name ami runs back to touch the 
post, seize the.stick, throw it and run to 
cover in nn opposite direction, but if, 
before he gets back there\ some other 
boy lias rushed out and thr 
again, he Iras to begin all'over.

“Red Rover" is another sporty which, 
like many of the pastimes of children,

SUBSCRIPTION 
Year in Advance, ^ guitar; her sweet voice as she 

*ang fame romantically over tho lake, 
tho*mountaiu echoes, taking it up, sang 
refrain euchantingly over and over again. 
Edith lifted up her face to the starry sky, 
the moonlight bathing it in a glory.

“Oh, what a night !” she sighed. “What 
a bright, beautiful world it is, and how per
fectly happy one could be, if—"

“One had thirty thousand a year !” Char
ley suggested.

“Yea, exactly. Why can’t life be all 
like this—moonlight, capital dinners, lots 
of friends and new dresses, a nice boat, and 
—yes—I will say it—somebody one likes 
very much for one’s companion.”

“Somebody oqs likes very much, Edith ? 
I wonder sometimes if you like me at all— 
if it is in you to like any one 
self.”

“Thanks ! I like myself, certainly, and 
first best I will admit. After that------”

“After that!” he repeats.
“I like you. 

please, you'll npee 
like you-4-aren‘b you my co 
you been awfully kind—don’t I owe all this 
to you ? Charley, I bless that night in the 
■now—it has been the luckiest in my life.” 

unluckieet of mine.”
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ful attention.
I’ll mount with cabby. All serene, there 
behind ? Then away we go !"

A way they went, clattering over the road, 
with the whole tatterdemalion population 
of Macroom after, shouting for “ha’ 
nies.”

“Rags enough to set 
suggested Charley, “and 
ups ! Edith, how do-you like this arrange
ment !"

“I think Trixy’scleverer than lever gave 
her credit for,” laughed Edith ; “it’s a pity 
so much diplomacy should be ‘love’s labor 
lost.’ ”

“ Poor Trixy ! She means well, too. 
Honor thy father that thy days may be long 
in the land. She’s only trying to fulfil the 
command. And you think she has no ; 
chance?"

“I know it,” Edith answers, with the 
calm serenity of conviction.

“Sir Victor, who’s your friend with the 
solemn face and the funny knickerbockers ?” 
whispers Trixv, under her white parasol.

“He’s the llonourabie Angus Hammond, 
second son of Lord Glengary, and captain 
of Scotch Grays,” replies Sir Victor, and 
Miss Stuart opens her eyes, and looks with 
new-born reverence at the big, speechless 
young warrior, who sits sucking the head 
of his umbrella, and who is an honorable 
and the son of a lord.

The day was delightful, the scenery ex
quisite, his companion vivacious in the ex
treme, Lady HeVna ;n her most genial 
mood. But Sir Victor Catheron sat' very 
silent all the way. I tallied by Miss Stuart 
on his gloom, he smiled faintly, and ac- 

oufc of sorts. As 
paused abruptly 
the girlish laugh

measured by a scale of 
es to the inch.

at your- CNOSBURQH FALLS, NT. JMAIN ST., ATHENS.
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Supplied with this «tory from commencc-
ESTABLISH»|P

H. H. Cossltt dfc Bro.
a paper-mill,” 
the noses turn- CONFECTIONERY3 No—keep quiet, Charley, 

t the boat. Of course I 
usin—haven’t

«BLE SECRET. “And the
“Sir !”
“0 Edith, let us speaK for once—let us 

understand one another, and then part for
ever, if we must. Only why need we part 
at all!”

She turns pale—she averts her face from 
him, and looks out over the radiant 
Sooner or later she has known this must 
come—it has come to-night.

“Why need we part at all?” He is lean
ing on his oars, ana they are floating lightly 
with the stream. “I don’t need to tell you 
how I love you; you know it well enough; and 
I think—I hope—you care for me. lie true 
to yourself, Edith—you belong to 
t-terne ; be my wife.”

There is passion in his tone, in his eyes, 
but .his voice is quiet, and he sits with the 
oars in his hands. Even in this sup 
moment of his life Mr. Stuart is 
to his “ principles,” and will r.

(Successor io J. Ms. Up ham >
you to marry

• sigh 
luck Os 

Darrell. A
Fruit @ Commission Merchwere with! For my part, l ve never 

came on board this hor-
W inkle 
slept at
nd ship ! Now where are you going ?”

you are l 
all since I

WHOLESALK AND RETA

BROCKV JLLE - OISTT^
“To get something to eat from my 

the stewardess,” Edith answered ; “ 
sin too late for dinner.”

Miss Darrell went, and 
and toast. Then 
blanket shawl, 
wool hood over 
the deck.

It was pretty well deserted __ by the ladies 
—none the worse for that, Edith thought. 
The full moon shone with untold splendor, 
over the vast expanse of tossing sea, heav
ing with that majestic swell, that never 
quite lulls on the mighty Atlantic. The 
gentlemen filled the smoking-room, the 
“Tabak Parliament” was at its height.

-stool, and made for her favor- 
spot behind the wheel-house, 

grand it was- the starry sky, the bril- 
white ' moon, the boundless ocean— 

.il of silvery
ing miles behind. An icy blast swept over 
the deep, but, wrapped in her big shawl, 
Edith could defy even that. She forgot 
Sir Victor and the daring ambition ôf her 
life. She sat absorbed in the beauty and 
splendor of that moonlight on the sea. 
Very softly, very sweetly, half unconsci
ously, she began singing “The Young May 
Moon,” when a step behind made her turn 
her head. It was Sir Victor Catheron. 
She awoke from her dream—came back to 
earth, and was of the world worldly, once 

The smile that welcomed him was 
very bright. She would have blushed if 
she could; but it is a disadvantage of pale 
brunettes that they don’t blush easily.

“I heard singing, sweet and faint, and 1 
give you my word, Mies Darrell, I thought 
it might be the Lurline, or a stray mermaid 

bing her -sea-green locks. It is v 
beautiful, of course, but are you not 
of taking cold ?”

“I never take cold,” Miss Darrell answer- 
Has 

at I

you marry him, if. he did ? Will 
you marry him when he does ? for that is 
what it oomea to, after all”

“Would I marry him! She looks at 
him in real incredulous wonder. “Would I 
marry Sir Victor Catheron—I! My dear 
Charley, when you ask rational questions, I 
shall be happy to answer them, to the best 
of my ability, but not such absurdity as

got some tea 
wrapping herself in a 

and tying a coquettish red 
her hair, she ascended to %OYSTERS IN SEASON Two (2) Storks—Telephones 244a A 24

me—come

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS“Then, you will?”
“Charley, don’t be a tease—what do 

young persons of your juvenile age know 
about such things ? I don’t like the turn 
this conversation has taken ; let us change 
it, let us talk about the weather—that’s 
always a safe subject. Isn’t it a splendid 
morning ! Isn’t it charming to hvve a 
petual fair wind ? And how are you go» 
to account for it, that the wind is alwa 
fair going to England, and always 
coming out !

" ‘England, my ex un try—great and tree 
Heart of the world—I leap to thee 1' "

She sings, with a wicked look in her dark 
eyes, as she watches her cavalier.

Charley is not going to be put off, how
ever ; he declines to talk of either wind or 
weather.

“Answer my question, Edith, if you 
please. If Sir Victor Catheron asks you, 
will you be his wife !”

She looks at him calmly, steadily, the 
man she loves, and answers :

“It Sir Victor Catheron asks me, I will 
be his wife,”

make no
She “You know I love you,” he repeats, “ as 

the man in the Cork theatre sain the other 
night : ‘ I’ll go down on my knees if you 
like,'but I can love you just as well stand- 

Edith, speak to me. How can 
you ever marry anyone but me—but me, 
whose life you saved. My darling, forget 
your cynicism — it is but lip-deep — you 
dou't really mean it—and say you will be 
my wife.”

“Your wife !” She laughs, 1 
thrills as she says it. “ Yo 
would be pleasant, Charley ; hut, 
most of the pleasant things of life, it 
never be.”

“Edith!”
“Charley, all this is nonsense, and you 

know it, We are cousins—we arc good 
friends and staunch comrades, and always 
will he, I hope; but lovers—no, no no!” 

“And why?” he asks.
“Have I not told you already—told you 

over and over again? If you don’t despise 
me, and think me heartless and base,' the 
fault has not been my want of candor. My 
cynicisms I mean, every word. If vou had 
your father’s wealth, the fortune 
to leave you, I would marry you to-morrow, 
and he,” her lips trembled a little, “the 
happiest girl on earth,”

“You don’t 
calmly asks.

“Care for you! 0 Charle 
I am not all selfish.
that I would rooner die than marry you. 
Foe you a marriage with me means ruin— 

hing else. ”
“My father is fond of me. I am his only 

He would relent. ”
would,” she answered firmly, 

“and you know it. Charley, the day he 
spoke to you in Cork, I was l>ehind the 
window-curtains reading. I heard every 
word. My first impulse was to come mit 
and confront him—to throw back his favoifc 
and patronage, and demand tqdlftsent home. 
A horrid baa temper is numocred anion 
the list of my failings, lint I did not. 
heard your calm reply—the ‘soft answer 
that turneth away wrath,’ and it fell like 
oil on my troubled spirit.

“ ‘Don't lose your temper,’ yo< 
ed Darrell’s daughter and I,won' 

if that’s what you mean.’
“I admire your prudence and truth. I 

took the lesson home, and—stayed behind 
the curtains. And wo will keep to that— 

, , , you and Fred Darrell’s daughter will never
!” h« thought ; “doe» «lie marry.,- 

Is it; as his sister hints, “But, Edith, you know what I meant.
, , , Good Heavens ! you don’t for a second sup-

lous, anxious eyes never left her. .)08e___ »
all. If she had ever doubted , ».j don’t for a second suppose anything

her power over him, she did not doubt to- |,ut w)iat jB ,,00d and genegous of you, 
night. Hhe smiled, and never once looked (Jharley. I know you would face your 
toward Charley. father like a—like a ‘griffin rampant," to

“No,” he thought, with a sigh of relief ; uote Trix, and brave all consequences, if I 
“she does not care for him in that way—let woUid iet you. But I won’t let you. You 
Miss Stewart think as she pleases. She can’t afford to defy your father. I can’t 
likes him in a sisterly way—nothing more. afforj U) marry a poor man.”
I will wait until we reach England, and ..j am young—I am strong—I can work,
speak then. She, and she alone, shall be j jmTe ,ny i,anja and my h&d, a tolerable 
my wife.” • education, and many friends. We would

not starve.”
“We

______ ly. B allied by
on his gloom, he smiled fain 
knowledged he felt a trifle 
he made the confession he 
—clear and sweet rang out 
of Edith Darrel L 

“Our friends
be in excellent spirits at least,” say 
Helena, smiling in sympathy with 
merry peal : “what a very charming girl 
Miss Darrell is.”
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188 uarreii is.
Trixy shoots one swift, sidelong glance at 

the baronet’s face, and answers demurely:
“Oh it’s an understood thing that I)ith 

and Charley are never really happy, excej 
when together. I don’t believe Charley 
would have taken the trouble to come at all 
if Edith, at his solicitation, had not been 
one of the

“A ve

-*. "Nft
roo

v.Str
utterry*old affair, I suppose!” asks her 

lyship, still smiling.
“A very old affair, indeed,” Trix answers 

gayly. “Edith will make a charming 
sister-in-law ; don’t you think so, Sir Vic
tor?” *

She looks up at him artlessly., as she 
plunges her small dagger into a vital place. 
He tries to smile, and say something agree
able in return—the smile is a failure ; the 
words a greater failure. After that, all 
Trixy’s attention falls harmless. He sits 
moodly listening to the gay voices 
other side of the luggage, and finds 

and certain that he is dead

Zzlad /*

CHAPTER. IV. nerve and memory, 
household work and feels as well »s 

She says she cannot speak as 
strongly of Pink Pills as she would 
like to, and feels very grateful for the 
great good resulting from the use of 
this wonderful medicine.

Mrs. Haight, before referred to, is 
enthusiastic over her own perfect re
covery
grippe, feeling 
in her life, 
above statement regarding (Mrs. West- 
fall’s cure, t à

These pill!» Arc a positive cure for a I! 
doubles arising from a vitiated con
dition of the blood or a shattered ner
vous system. Sold by all dealers or 
by mail, from, Dr. Williams’ Medicine 
Company, Brockvitle, Ont., or Sehen 
c-ctady, N. Y. at 50 cents a box, or 0 
boxes for $2.50. ' There are numerous 
imitations and substitutions against 
which the public is cautioned.

afraid
i y
heSHORT AND SENTIMENTAL.

Tiro days later, and Fastnet Rock looms 
up against the blue sky ; the iron-bound 
Irish coast appears. At noon they land in 
Queenstown.

“Come back to Erin, ma vou 
mavourneen,” sings Charley’s voice 
the passage, early in the morning.

Charley can sing a little still. He is to 
lose Edith. Sir Victor Catheron is to win 
and wear! but as she is not Lady Catheron 
yet, Mr, Htuart postpones despair 
cide until she is.

She sprang from her bed with a 
delight. Ireland ! One, at least, 
lands of her

“Trixy!” she cries. “O Trixy, 1 
‘The land of sweet Erin’ at last !”.

“I nee it,” Trixy, rolling sleepily o 
the under birth ; “and I don’t think : 
of it. A lot of wicked looking rocks, and 
not a bit greener than at home. I thought 
the very sky was green over Ireland.”

For the last two days Trixy’s bitter trials 
had ended—her sea-sickness a dismal dream 
of the past. She wee able, in ravishing 
toilet, to appear at the dinner-table,to pace 
the deck on the arm of Sir Victor. As one 
having the right, she- calmly resumed her 
sway where she had left it off. Since that 
moonlight night of which she (Trixy) hap
pily knew nothing, the bare civil
ities of life alone had passed l>etween 
Miss Darrell and the baronet. Sir 
Victor might try, and did, but with the 

riority of right and 
countermanded every move, 
determined he should be, and 

ne to be made up 
led her attentions*

means

ed ; “influenza is an unknown disease, 
the tobacco parliament broken up, th 
behold you here !”

“It is half-past eleven—didn’t you know 
it ?—and all the lights are out.”

“Good Heaven !" Edith cried, starting up 
aghast ; “half-past eleven ! What will 
Trixy say ? Really, moon-gazing 
absorbing work. I had no idea it

“Stay a moment, Miss Darrell,” Sir 
r interposed, “there is something I 

would like to sajrvto you—something I 
have wished to speak of, eitoce we came on
V'Edith’s heart gave one great jump—into 
her mouth.t! seemed. What could such a 
preface as *■'*“- portend, save one thing ! 
The nxron^ ■P°ke again, and Miss Darrell’s 

K down to the very soles of her 
buttoned boots.

“It is concerning those old papers, the 
Cheaholm Courier. “You understand, and 
—and the lamentable tragedy they chroni-

6. P. «Hgrish, Lyn, Ont.care for me at all, then?” he
on the 
out for 

in love with
y ! can’t you 
for you so r THRESHERSMiss Darrell.1, They reach Glengariff as the twilight 

shadows fall—lovely Glengariff, where they 
are to dine and pass the night. At dinner, 
by some lucky chance, Edith is beside him, 
and Capt. Hammond falls into the clutches 
of Trix. And Miss Darrell turns her 
graceful shoulder deliberately upon Charley, 
and bestows her smiles, and glances, and 
absolute attention upon his rival.

After dinner they go for a sail by gioon- 
light to an island, where there are the re
mains of a martello tower. Edith 
Victor, Trix and the Hon 
Hammond, saunter down arm 
boat. Charley and the two Irish boatmen 

the rear—Mr. Stuart smoking a 
ry cigar.
11 “pile in” together,

The baronet follows up his 
s close to Edith. How beau- 

the soft silver light on her

from the aftn- affects of la 
as well as ever she did 

She also covroliovates the

>~must be 
was after and sui- OILMACHINE

whii^eannot be Excelled.
USE LARDINE“He never

The Champion Gold Medal Oil,Vic to dreams.

McCOLL’S CYLINDER OILlook out 1

HAS NO tiQUAL. MANUFACTURED BYsir Î
MeColl Bros. § Co., Toronto

gUH
the

pra
in <

bring up 
con sola to 

They a 
little boat, 
luck, and keeps 
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and fill the

“Yes ?" said Miss Dart-ell, shutting her 
lips tight.

“It is naturally a deeply painful subject 
to me. Twenty-three years have passed ; 1 
tvas hut an infant at the time, yet if it had 
occurred only a year ago, I think I could 
hardly feel it more keenly than 1 do—hard
ly sutler more, when I speak of it.”

“Then why speak of it ?" was the young 
lady’s very sensible question. “I have no 
claim to hear it, I am sure.”

“No,” the young man responded, and 
even in the moonlight she could see his 
color rise, “perhaps not, and yet I wanted 
to speak to you of it ever since. 1 don’t 
know why, it is something I can scarcely 
beur tq think of even, and yet I feel a sort 
of relief in speaking of it to you. Perhaps 
there is ‘rapport’ between us—that we are 
affinities—who knows !”

Who indeed ! Miss Darrell’s heart came

_ . _ has a rhythmic and rhyming accompani
Rheumatism Cured in a JJa\. j men^ Two boundaries are chosen on a 

South American Rheumatic Cure, for street( an(j ju the middle ôf the street 
Rheumatism and Neuralgia, radically stands tliu boy who has been selected 
cures in 1 to 3 day l Its action upon j chaser, while tho others stand on one 
■ lie system is remarkable and mys sidewalk. He knows the names of all 
tenons. It removes at once the cause these boys, of course, and selecting one 
and the disease immediately disappears, ho sings out “Red Rover. Red Rover, let 
The first dose gvcattv benefits. 75 Charlie come over I” Whereupon Charlie 
cents. Sold Lamb,"druggist.

Charlie, Charlie then becomes an ad
ditional chaser to help • him “tag’ the 
others. He now sings out “Red Rover, 
Red Rover, let Jimmie come over!” and 
if Jimmie reaches the boundary with
out being caught, Jimmie returns to the 

on the sidewalk. This is kept up

“Am I too late 
love her cousin ?

His jea 
She saw it NERVOUS, DESPONDENT, DISEASED MEN.powerserene 

Mise I 
Hers she was

Stuart
G. O. ROLLINS.Q. O. ROLLINS.T. E. GLEASON. T. E. 01 ,EASOJIr—>|ithere was all the lost tim 

besides. So she redoub 
aided and abetted by her pa—and how 
came about the perplexed young English- 

uld tell, but somehow he was 
constantly at Miss Stuart’s side and unable 

Edith saw it all and smiled

it

man never co FHorsemen.—Or e bottle 
of English Spavin Liniment completely 
removed a ~curb ftom my horse. I 
take pleasure in recommending tho 
remedy, as it acts with mysterious 
promptness in tho removal from horses 
of hard, soft or calloused lumps, blood 

stifles

A Boon to
► V-to get away, 

to herself.'
“To-day for me, to-morrow foi^hec,” slut 

hummed. “I have had my day ; it i.» 
Trixy’s turn now. She manœuvres so we’j 
it would be a pity to interfere.”

ClTarley was her cavalier those pleasant 
last days ; both were disposed to take the 
goods their gods provided, and not fret for 
to-morrow. It would not last-life's fairy 
gifts never do, for to-day they would eat, 
drink, and be merry together, and forget 

vil to come.

*-* *
would not starve—perhaps,” Edith 

says, and laughs again, rather drearily. 
“We would only grub along, wanting 
everything that makes life endurable, and 
be miserable beyond all telling before the 
first year ended. We don't want to hate 
each other—we don’t want to marry. You 
couldn’t work, Charley—you were never 
born for drudgery. And I—I can’t forget 
the training of my life even for you.”

“You can’t, indeei^—you do your train- 
credit,” he answered, bitterly.

‘And so,” she goes on, her face drooping, 
“don’t be angry ; you’ll thank me for this 
some day. Let it be all 
to-night, and never be spoxc 
Charley, my brother, don’t you see we 
could not be happy together—don't you see 
it is better we should part ?”

“It shall be exactly as you wish. I am 
but a poor special pleader, and your worldly 
wisdom is so clear, the dullest intellect 

lit comprehend it. You throw me over 
out a pang, and you mean to msrry the 

baronet. Only—as you are not yet his ex
clusive property, bought with a. price 
•wer me this : You love me?”

Her head drooped lower, her eyes were 
full of passionate tears, her heart full of 
passionate pain. Throw him over without 
a pang ! In her heart of hearts Edith Dar
rell knew what it cost her to bo heartless 
to-night.

“Answer me !” he said imperiously 
eyes kindling. “Answer me ! That much, 
at least, I claim as my right. Do you love 
me or do you not ?'*

And the answer comes yciy humbly and

“Charley
only too well—I do.”

And then silence falls, 
oars again—their soft dip, and the 
of the girl in the distant boat, 
sounds.

“Come what may,” Charley say 
length, “it is better that I should 
spoken and yoi
Come what may— though you marry 
Victor to-morrow—I would not have the 
past changed if I could.”

“And you will not blame me too much— 
you will not quite despise me ?" she pleads, 
her voice broken, her face hidden in her 
hands. “I can’t help it, Charley. I would 
rather die than be poor.”

He knows she is crying ; her tears move 
him strangely. They are in the shadow of 
Tore Mountain. He stops rowing for a 
moment, takes her hand, and lifts it to his

CHAPTER V.
\mEarly next morning our tourists remount

ed the car and jogged slowly over that love
ly stretch of country between Glengariff 
and Killarney. ~

Their places were as on the day before — 
Sir Victor in the possession of Trix, Charley 
with Edith. But the baronet’s gloom was 
gone hope filled his heart. She did not 
love her cousin,—of that lie had convinced 
himself,—and one day he might call her

day of delight, a day of cloud
less skies, sparkling sunshine, fresh moun
tain breezes, sublime scenery. Wild, bleak 
valleys, frowning Kerry rocks, roaring tor
rents, barefooted, ragged children, pigs and 
people beneath the same thatched roof, 
such squalor and utter poverty as in their 
dreams they had never imagined'.

“Good Heaven !” Edith said, with a 
shudder, “how can life be worth living in 
such horrible poverty as this ?”

“The bugbear of your life seems to be 
, Edith,” Charley answered. “I 

say these people eat and sleep, fall in 
love, marry, and are happy even here. "

“My dear Mr. Stuart, what a sentimental 
speech, and sillier even than it is sentiment
al. Marry and arc happy ! They 
no doubt, and the pig lives in the corner, 
and every cabin swarms with children, but
—h —

F,7l'rTT/In'
Before Treatment. After Treat»» mt.

Emissions, Varicocele, Seminal Weakness, Self-Abuse,
Gleet, Stricture, Unnatural Discharges, Loss of Vital 

Urine. Impotency, Sexual and Mental Weakness, Kidney 
and Bladder Diseases Positively CUREDOR NO PAY.

group
till nil are caught. ,

The old games of “leap-frog," “cherry- 
pits" and “pitch penny” are too old and 
familiar to need description.

up from h&r boots, to its proper place 
staved there.

was such a terrible thing,” the young 
man went on, “such a mysterious thing. 
To this day it is wrapped in darkness. .She 
\wnju> young, so fair, so good—it seelns too 
tjjqrrible for belief that any human being 
could lift his hand against so innocent a 
life. And yet it was done.”

“A most terrible thi 
one has only to read 
such deeds of horror

After Treatment.Before Treatment.
‘ut Syphilis. 

Fluid In
spavin, splints, curbs, sweeny, 
and sprains. George Robb, Farmer. 
Markham, Ont. Sold by J. F. Lamb.

They landed, spent an hour it Queens
town, then the train whirled theta away 
“to that beautiful city called Cork.” There 
they remained two days, visited Blarney 
Castle, of course, and would base kissed 
the Blarney 8tone hut for the trouble of 
climbing up to it. Then off, and away, to

200,000 Cured.16 Years in Detroit.Relief in Six Hours —Distress
ing Kidney and Bladder diseases re
lieved in six hours by the “New 
Great South American Kidney Cure.” 
This new remedy i t a great surprise 
and delight to physicians on account of 
its exceeding promptness in relieving 
pain in the bladder, kidneys, back and 
every part of the urinary passages in 
male or female It relieves retention 
of water and pain in passing it almost 
immediately. If you want quick 
relief and cure this is your remedy. 
Sold by J. P. Lamb, druggist.

Heart Disease Relieved In 30 Minutes

Live Stock Notes.
Young pigs will soon learn to eat mill- 

feed slop.
Tnc sheep that is always thriving pro

duces an even-fibred and strong wool.
When eating good grass or its equiva

lent, young animals will net all tho fat- 
producing elements they need.

It is not difficult to keep sheep and 
hens from being sick, but it is not easy 
to cure them when they are sick. It is 
then easier and often cheaper to kill 
them than to try to cure them.

A Satisfactory Arrangement.
Committeeman (Dugout City): Tho 

prisoner says he thinks he’d like shoot
ing better than bangin’.

Judge Lynch : Well, most of us would 
rather see a bangin’. We’ll string him 
up first and shoot afterward, and then 
we’ll both be satisfied.

You Middleung or *
Aged Man. tlio BymvUima stealing over you. .\e(A atiute or iou 

down your system. A/fiiM/i/, physically and sexually you nre not the 
should be. Lustful practices reap rich harvest. Think of the fntnre. 
danger signals? Are you" nervous a id weak; despondent and gloomy; s. 
back weak and kidneys irritable; palpitation of heart; dreams and losses at night; sedi
ment in nrine; weakened manhood; pimples on face; oyee sunken and cheeks hollow; poor 
memory; careworn expression; Varicocele; tired in morning; lifeless; distrustful; lack en
ergy strength and ambition. Our New Method Treatment will positively cure yon. It will 
make a mi;n of yon and life will open anew. IlV yuarnnlcr- lo cure you or refund ad money paid. 
tSTNo names used without written consent. 11,000 paid tor any case we take and cannet

SNATCHED FROM THE CRAVE-A Warning From the Living.
Emissions “At 15 I learned a bad habit. Had losses for seven years.

Cured. and nerve tonics by the score, without benefit; 1 Ixieanm n nervous wreck. 
A friend who had been cured by Drs. Kennedy & Ki-rgan of a similar disease, ml vised me 
to try them. 1 did so., and in two months was positively cured. This was eigM years 
ago. 1 am now nurnol and have two healthy children."

ingng,” Edith said; “but 
the papers to learn 

done every day. 
Life is a terribly sensational story. You 
say it is shrouded in darkness, but the 
Chesholm Courier did not seem at all in the 
dark."

“You mean Inez Catheron. She was in
nocent.”

“Indeed!”
“She was not guilty, except in this—she 

knew who was guilty, and concealed it. Of 
that, I have reason to be sure.”

• “Her brothel, of course—the Juan 
Catheron of-the papers?”

“Who is to tell? Even that is not cer
tain. No,” in answer to lief look of sur
prise, “it is not certain. I am sure my 
aunt believes in his innocence.”

“Then who—
“Ah—who?” the baronet said mournful

ly, “who was the murderer? It may be 
that we will never know.”

“You will know," Edith said decidedly. 
“I am sure of it I am a linn 
the truism tha^ ‘murder will out. 
or later you will know.”

She spoke with the calm, conviction of 
prophecy. She looked l>ack to shudder at 
her own words in the after days.

“Throe-and-tweuty years is a tolerable 
time to forget oven the bitterest sorrow, 
but the thought of that tragedy is an bitter 
to my aunt to-day, as it was u he:i it was 
done. She cannot bear to speak of it—I be
lieve she cannot liear to think ot it. XV hat 
I know, therefore, concerning it, I have 
learned from others. Until I was eighteen, 
I knew absolutely nothing. Of my mother, 
of course I have no remembrance, and yet” 
—his eyes and tone grew dreamy—“as far 
back as I can recall, there is in my 

imory of a woman, young and 
bending above my bed, kissing 

My mother was fair,
You will think

It was a
over and done with 
3oken of more. Oh,

Killarney.
And still Sir Victor was Trim's captive 

—still Edith and Charley in&intoined their 
alliance. I^ady Helena watched her m phew 
and the American heiress, and her fine 
woman’s instinct told her he 
danger there.

“If it were the other one, no’ 
ght, glancing at Edith's dark, 

face; “but it is quite clear 
stand between her and her cousin, 
a handsome pair they will make.”

Another of the elders—Mr. James Stuart 
—watched the progress of matters, t hrough 
very different spectacles. It was the 
dream of his life, to marry his son 
daughter to British rank.

“Of wealth, sir, they have enough,” said 
the Wall Street banker, pulling up his 
collar pompously. “I will leave my 
dren a cool million apiece! Their descent 
is equal to the best—to the best, sir—the 
royal rank of Scotland ia in their veins. 
Fortu

Tried four doctorswas in no

w,” she 
, bright 

how mutters 
What

poverty 
dare sin W. LEWIS, Saginaw, Mich. 

Varicocele “Varicocnle, the result of early vice, made life miflomhle. I was weak and ner- 
Cured. voue, eves minkon, bashful in society, hair thin, drewm and lo^Hoe at night, no 

ambition. The ‘ Golden Monitor” opened my oyos. 'Jim New Method Treatment of Dra. 
Kennedy A, Kurgan cured me in a few weeks.” 1. L. PETERSON, Ionia, Ml^,
Syphilis “This terrible blood disease was in my system for eight years. Had taksn mp 
Cured, enry for two years, but the disease returned. Eyes red, pfmpAaa 

the skin, ulcers in the month and on tongne. bone pains, f alii ne ont of hi 
My brother, who had been cured of Oleti and Stricture by lire. Kennedy À 
mended them. They cared mo in a few weeks, and I thank (jod 1 con 
return of the disease in six years.” W. P. M.«
A Minister Tim llpv. W. B, Sparks, of Detroit, says: “I know of no dlaaaaa SO lajMlw to 

Speaks. Ilm mind, body and soul of yonng men as that of Self Abwe. I have sent many 
victims of this lustful habit to I)rs. Kennedy & Kergan for treatment. I can heartily en
dorse their X w Mtlhod Treatment which cured them when all else failed.”

A Doctor "I know nothing in medical science so efficient for the care of SypkUU and 
Recommends Sexual Diseases os tlm Xeio Method Treatiimt of Drs. Kennedy A Kergan. Many 

it. coses which had bafllod scores ot physicians wore cured in a few weeks. I
have seen this with my own eyes ami know it to be a fact." T. K. ALLISON, M. D.
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Dr. Ague w’a Cure for the Heart 
gives perfect relief in all cases of 
Organic or Sympathetic Heart disease 
in 30 minutes, and speedily effects a 

It is a peerless remedy for Pal
pitation, shortness of Breath, 
ing Spelln, Pain in Left Side and all 
symptoms of a Distressed Heart. One 
dose convinces. Sold by J. P. Lamb.

marry
!£

:?•
nappy !
They reached Killarney late in , his v mthe even- 

drove to the “Victoria.” Thend
perfect weather still continued, the moon 
that had lit their last night's sea, on tho 

lifted its silver light over the 
ss Lakes of Killarney lying like 
f crystal light beneath.

“Oh, how lovely !” Trix exclaimed. The 
rest stood silent. There is a beauty so in
tense as to be beyond wonls of praise—so 
sweet, so solemn, as to hush the very beat
ing of our hearts. It was such beaut 
this they looked upon now.

They stood on the velvety sward—Sir 
Victor with Trixy on his arm, Charley and 
Edith side by side. A glowing mass of 
soft, scarlet drapery wrapped Miss Darrell, 
a coquettish hat, with a long black ostrich 
plume,' set off her Spanish face and eyes.

“I see two or three boats,” remarked Sir 
Victor. “I propose a row on the lakes.”

>‘Of all things,” seconded Beatrix, “a 
sail on the Lakes of Killarney ! Let us go 
at once.'-Sir Victor.” •

“Will yon 
Charley asked, 
with them !”

She looked at him in surprise. How 
iw quiet his tone ! He 
all day, silent,

pied, grave.
“My very dear Charley, how polite we 

prow 1 how considerate of others^ feelings ! 
Quite a new phaae of your interesting char
acter. I’U go with you, certainly."

‘‘Come, then,” he said, “let ns have this 
last evening together ; who knows when we 
shall have another !”

Mias Darrell’s brown ayes opened tbeir 
widest.

“ ‘This last evening 1 Who knows when 
we shall have another !’ Charley, if you’re 
meditating flight or suicide, say so at once 
—anything is better than suspense. If 
you’re thinking of strychnine, say so—no 
one shall oppose you. "My only regret ia, 

shall have to wear black, and hiileous 
is a mild word to describe Edith Darrell in

“Hideous !” Charley repeated, “you l I 
wonder if you could pojuibly look uelv in

Sniother-chil-bell i he Dog Language.
When engaged in locating a railway 

in New Brunswick Mr. .Tames Camden, 
a civil engineer, was compelled one 
night liy a very severe snowstorm to 
take u.:'•.:;*!? in a small farmhouse. The 
farmer owned two dogs—one an old 
Newfoundland and the other a collie, 
lu due time the farmer and his family 
went to bed, the Newfoundland stretch 
ed himself out by the chimney corner, 
and Mr. Camden and the man with him 
rolled themselves in their blankets on the 
floor in front of the fire.

The door of the house was closed by a 
wooden latch fastened by a bar placed 
across it. Mr. Camden and his man were 
just falling asleep when they heard the 
latch of the door raised. They did not 
get up immediately, and in a short time 
the hitch was tried again.

They waited a few moments and then 
Mr. Camden rose, unfastened the door 
and looked out Seeing nothing he re 
turned to his blankets, but did not re 
place the bar across the door. Two or 
three minutes later the latch was tried 
a third time. This time the door opened 
and the collie walked iq.

He pushed the door quite back, walked 
straight to the old Newfoundland and 
appeared to make some kind of a whis 
pered communication to him. Mr. Cam
den lay still and watched. The old dog

of the house. Both presently return
ed, driving before them a valuable 
ram belonging to the farmer that had 
become separated from the rest of the 
flock and was in danger of perishing ^in 
the storm.

lever m 
Sooner

wane now, 
matchle 
sheets o ! what need to ask ? Y ou knowI don’t look for—blood, sir— 

do.”.n6IBLOOD,
Over his daughter’s progress after blood, 

he smiled complacently. Over his son’s con
duct he frowned.

“Mind what you’re at, young man,” he 
said, on the day they left Cork, gruffly to 
Charley. “I have my eye on you. Ordi
nary attention to Freu 1 farrell’s daughter I 
don’t mind, but no fooling. You under
stand me, sir ? No fooling. By George, 

please me, I’ll cut

Reader
meat will positively cure you. Cures Guaranteed or No Pay. Consultation Free.

No matter who has treated you, write for an honest opinion f roe at charge. Charges 
reaeonnhln. Boaks Free.—“The Golden Monitor" (illustrated.), on Diseases or Men, 
close |K>etUf:i\ two cents. Healed.
fcgPNo Nu mes «sod without Written Consent. Private. No Medicine 

Soul ('. 0. I>. No > aines on Boxes or Envelopes. Everything 
Confidential. Question List for Home Treatment and 

Cost of Treatment, Free.

He takes up the 
singing 

thfe only llerwV Comfort, Girl*.
There was n time when after a girl 

had passed twenty she was cnll*-.4, passe, 
qo that it really became a matter of mo 
ment with lier if it were necessary to 
state her age. and she was thought to 
exhibit some hardihood if she bated it 
without pressing reason. But ev f;:r has 
the world progressed while rpiuuing 
down thq grooves of chauu" ■ tlipf now 
girl at thirtyÂ^not so old in estimation 
as once she was at twent.- : am such is 
the advance from that pcii • 1 w v i uni 
ilfal charm wns the gre;;‘er, that it is 
now acknowledged that at thi» five a 

is in her prime for.nil houses 
and enjoyments of life to liérsCf and to 
others.

Even although at forty her hair may 
show a thread or iv n of silvèr. they 
argue nothing again**t her charm and 
effect, and are nol »uore unbveoming 
than was the powdep with which she 
sprinkled her hair and made herself he 
witching in masquerades of years ago ; 
and they have very little to do with tho 
decrease of beauty, anyway, for a fair 
skin and a rosy color are often brighten 
ed and made more attractive by what 
is considered prematurely gray hair 
than otherwise. And if there are lines 
about the eyes they arc not noticed when 
the eyes kindle with intelligence and t he 
lips curve in gentle smiles, —Harper's 
Bazar.

u should have answered.
Sir

eir, if you don’t marry to 
you off with » shilling !”

Mr. Stuart, junior, looked tranquilly up 
at Mr. Stuart, senior, with an expression of 

the senior by no means under-

Drs. Kenned^ Kerpn, 148 Shelby Street, Detroit, Mich.
the me

crying over ure. 
face irciadl i 

_ senti mental—yo 
said,

wVl set me down as a 
and yet it is there.”

Her dark, earnest eye 
full of womanly sympathy.

“Laugh at you ! Think belter of me,Sir 
Victor. In these days it is rare enough to 
see men with either memory or 
for their mothcr--rwhether dead

Ho looked at her ; words seemed strug
gling to his lips. Onee he half rimjLc. Then 
pe checked himself suddenly. When he did 
speak it was with a total change of tone.

“And I am keeping you selfishly here in 
% the cold. Take my arm. Mise Darrell ; you 

must not stop another instant.”
She obeyed at once. He led her to her 

cabin-door—i 
held it while he spoke :

*‘I don’t know wl. 
have talked of this ; 
it with any one else, 
your sympathy with all my heart.”

Then he was gone ; and, very grave and 
thoughtful. Edith sought Trixy and the 
upper berth. M.iss Stuart lay calmly

countenance

“Don’t lose yoi 
answered calmly.
Darrell’s daughter, if that’s what vou mean 

‘fooling.’ She and I settled that qu 
turn two or three centuries ago.”

At the village of Macroom, they quitted 
the comfortable railway carriage, and 
mounted the conveyance known in Ireland 
as a public car, a thing like an overgrown 
jaunting car, on which ten people 
can ride, sitting back to back, 
lated by the pile of luggage 
twe>-n. There was hut one tourist for the 
Lukes Iwsides themselves, a large military 
looking young man, with innttonchop 
whiskers and an eye-glass, a knapsack and 
knickerbockers.

“Hammond, by Jove!” exclaimed Sir 
Victor. “Hammond, of the Scotch Grays. 
My dear fellow, delighted to see you. 
Captain Hammond, my friend, ' Mr. Stuart, 
of New York.”

Captain Hammond put up his eye-glaas 
and bowed. Charley lifted his hat to this" 
large military swell.

“I say, Sir Victor,” the Captain of 
Scotch Grays began, “who’d have thought 
of seeing you Uese. you know. Thty said—

ur temper, governor,” he 
“I won’t marry Fred

is dark.
u will laugh at mo, come with me, Edith !” 

“or would you rather go•vTiig neryoudy ; “j
dreamer of dreams. by woman

will love you all my life,” is his an-ve his face—ho 
. been like this < Winter Peerless 

Zero Amber-
MACHINE OILS

gra'
hads looks 1 up at him, preoccu-

This is how two of the water-party 
enjoying theAselves. A quarter of a 
farther off, another interesting 
was going on in another boat.

Trixy had been rattling on volubly. It 
one of Trixy’s fixed ideas that to enter- 

fascinate anybody her tongue 
a windmill. Sir Victor sat 

sd rather absently, replied rather 
dreamily, and as if his mind were a hun
dred miles away. Miss Stuart took no 
notice, but kept on all the harder, endeav
oring to be fascinating. But there is a 
limit even to the power of a woman’s 
tongue. That limit was reached; there 
came a lull and \ pause.

“The time I’ve lost in wooing,” began the 
English girl in the third boat. The idea 
was suggestive; Trixy grew a deep breath, 

made a fresh *i)Tl ■41— time on theHHk-

AMD
little scene

veiicr.ition 
or alive.”

te-
A

itain and 
must go like 
and listened 
dreamil The Best iü the World for Fall and Winter use. 

Sold Wholesale only byahd followed the other outhesitated—took her hand and

y, as 1 said before. I 
I could not have done 

Let me 1 hank you for he Samuel Rogers Oil Co.
TOttaw and Brocliville.
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