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| A Pretty Irish Romance.

Lo s st td ol Dol g

he rafn 1s ouly oceasional drops,
Gillian says, impatiently,

d the rain and the wind will do

mg goud! Give me my furs, please.”

‘Bul you won't walk far all alone,
ma’am ?” implores Preston, who
had been the pertest of waitling-
women  when  she  entered Miss
Dean<’s service, and is now—to her |
mistress at lecast—as alfectionate
and cou-iferate as the faithful Susan
Nipper ever was to gentle KFlorence
Dombey. “¥ou won’t go out inthem
lonely wouds, or anywhere far out
of right, will you, ma‘'am?” she !
urges. “Let me come with you, or
keep I of you, Miss Deane; do,
please.”

“1 am not going beyond the shrub- !
bery, Preslon,” Giuian answers
quirtly, “and | would rather be
alone, thank you.”

The cold wind blows in her [face,
and the rain patters down now and
again from the storm-rent clouds,
but Giliian feels the sympathy of the
storm, wi'h the surging and beating
of the other storm peat within her
breast, as she walks to and fro in
the sheltered shrubbery paths, and |
the wind  howls through the bare
woodlands beyond, and breaks in a |
tempest of sound  amid  the thick-
clothed boughs of the great laurels
and hoilics, and laurestinas that
skirt the lhwaos.

“He insulied me, eru- 11y, needlessly
jnsulted me.” she says over and over
to hersold in mournful  repetition,
trying Lo persuade  herself she is
strong in  pride  and indignation
against him

“My love was a valucless, worthless
thing to hiae from the first. He never
wanted it, he never wanted me. That
wrotehed money tempted him awhile
at first —he  was s0 poor. Ob, ;
George ! I would have given you a
world, if I el it for the least little
bit of your 'ove, and thought noth-
ing of e wift ! Bul no money could
tempt him ry _oul the deerp-
tion: A “any i of that, though I
might have wried him happy in my

il could have deeeived me

would have been glad to |

I might have been his

short happy months or'!

and  then died, and never !

kunown Ut he never cared for me!”

AL thin point, the girl

who has eome out Lo nerve hersell

for cold, 1 decision in her futures

con-fuet t Jdothe man who has

well-nigh sn  her heart, finds

hersell shedding weak, piteous tears

over the fancies of that swest im-

possible futur. which her words
have conjured up.

“f am woak, | aanoa fool, T am o
mean, pocr, crasen thing ! Gillian
says, furions!y, the hot blush of an-
ger and shame drying the tears on
her pale chezks. 1 cannot have one
atom of priddle  and  self-respect!”
and the tears start ouce more and
blind her as she walks on hurriedly,
BCArCe HE - whither she is going.
“He never cared for me! Never!
Never! Is not that enough that I
must still regret kim and grieve for
him ? Poor, miserable, craven-
spirited girl that Iam! Oh, ueorge !
Oh, George!”

And then the “poor, craven-splrit-
ed girl” pauses jist by that white
gate in the shrubbery where she had
parted from huh (hat morning lonz
ago, and o down the long vista
of the lonsly  woodland road with
wistful, hopeless eyes The winds
roar and rage through the trees in
billow= ol drear) soumd, the cold and
glhom of the stormy evening sur-
roun:d her like a pall, the chill rain
mingles with the tears that wet
her sad, fair lictle face.

Alone in  the world—unloved, un-
prized, uncherished,

“Al, what shall i be at [ilty

Should nature keep me alive,

It £ fiad the worli so bitter

When I am bat twenty-five?”
siuga the pont.

And alay ! and alas! Tor the wear- |
frome des of life. when the rose-
ate w0 of morping is gone, and
all of ity fair illusions
am! gollen bopes ligh as heaven—
are; vavnishiod away before the sad
eyos of et atii—uowenty.”

. . * . »

-

Andg, weanwhile, through the misty,
glorm)y ernnon. treorge is re-
tesuing from harragh, along the nar-
row mounain roicd that winds past
the  hare uaplat:ls ‘aid the coverts
fato th nt woodlands.

» [ hours
Cap-

and his

pleas-

which
ated for
her txlove > mater-
fals at fher comman s true the
1w d e o ar VTN p"(ll'
—ponred nati-y, than evee Cap-
tait Loaey knew hime=-if to be in the
whiolee @onrse vl s Laipeeniious Jifo,

The) ard so very peor that the
:r.'alhml ex-enplain ol lancers is
grateful and fall of wonderment at
possessing the simple comforts of hie
very simple daily existence. i

Yor Annee deft lagees and (‘]1-\"'1'!
brain, her abilitics and shrewdness, |
mental and physieal resources, are all
at the utmost stesio of their capa-1
gitics “to Jove aud to cherish™ him
whem she has. taken until death
them do part.

The dar sparseiyv-furalshel rooms

Stops the Cough
and Works Off the Cold.
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& cold in one day. No Cure, Ne Pay.
Price 20 cents.

! handsomer, faire
i gracious and winning in manner situce

:

of Gillian:
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of the oid ci-stie are peautified, and
not revolutionized, a® a vulgar taste
would make them ; they are adorncd
with Anne’s few dainty belongings,
and Anne’s faultless taste, and Anne's
artistic ideas, and; the result is that
Captain Lacy's homa is one no man
ne«d be ashamed that friends op ae-
quaintances should see, in: which no

| gentleman should sigh with regrel to
| see his wife Installed ; and a wife like
! Anne no man on earth could feel

ashamed to own. Anne is a gentle-
woman in every instinct of dress and
deportment ; Anne is comely, grace-
ful, and well-bred ; Anne is growing
brighter, more

she married the man she adores
That Anne is elever in manage mr.‘nt
—that Anne is a brilliant housewifle,

i “n woman with a faculty,” as® Amer-
icans say, may be easily guessed.

That such a, wife is a treasure of
treasures to a very poor, very fas-
tidione gentleman, may be easily
guessed likewise,

S0 that George, sitting down with
his friends to their simple early din-
ner. is searcely surprised, however
much he may admire Mrs. Lacy's sur-
roundings.  She presides at the
Jdaintily laid table like a duchess—
except that duchesses are not often
vo graceful, s we 1 brel, and so happy
—and looks like & woman in a picture
in her well-made  black  velveteen
gown, her freshly-folded white lace
searf, with"a cluster of pale golden
crocuses in her brooch.

And that simple early dinner of
roast mutton and vegetables, and a
moersel of  succulent  entree and a
dainty pudding, and a bottle of cheap
and good claret, is a feast in its ap-
petizing perfeetion. ** A dinner that,
uvn my honor, dilln't cost five shiilings,

i wine and all!” Lacy tells George im-
tpressively afterwards. * By Jove, 1
:think sometimes Anne’'s a witeh,” he

rontinues, with the uxorious pleasure
which admiring husban:ds take in
bragging of their wives to chosen
friends. I don't know how it’s done,
0 don't ask me, George: but on my
honor, Anne has kept house for us
both, and the servant maid, for three
weeks on five pounds ! Sir Harry gave
us seventy-five pounds, my quarter’s
salary, in advance, when we were

"marricd, and of course Igave it to

Anne to lay out to the best advan-
tage, and she divided it into four
sums—twenty pounds to be pail to
Mathers, that confounded tailor
fellow—he's been getting awfully
troublesome, and Towe him two hun-
dred—twenty pounds lail aslde topay

, for extras, rent, wine and clothes, and

fifteen to me and twenty to her to
keep house on for 2 quarter of a
year. What do you think of that for
finnneial arrangements, my boy ?”
Lacy asks, exultinzly, *“Why, with
that sort of management, and the
money 1 shall get—my commutation
allowance—I shall be out of debt in
a few years—perhaps three years If
we are very careful, Anne says.”

“You are a lucky fellow,” George
eays, briefly, with a deep sigh. **Well
for you you did not find out the mis-
take you were making when it was
too Iate,” i

“Take warning, then,” Lacy says,
curtly, but laughing.

But Anne says more than this, and

. when her husband- has ridden away

on business to a distant farm. she sits
beside George and talka to him Jong,
and kindly, and earnestly, as a sister
might speak.

“I'll do everything you tell me,
Anne,” George says, frankly. I owe

., You more than that for all your

years of kindness to mer in the days

. when you were my one friend and
|

confidante.”

“I had this in my mind, too, when I
—when my husband and I—wrote
that letter to jyou begging you to
come home,” Anne says, laying her
white hand, with its soft, cool mes-
meric touch, on his. * I thought not

{only of your reconcilintion with your

poor father, George—the poor, erring
father who wronged you and loved
yon all your life—but I thought, too,
of your reconcilintlon with the dear,
gentle little girl who loves you so
well and =0 truly, andl who never
wronged you in deed or word.”

“But I've wrongad her in deed and

“word,” mutters George, penitently,

flushing through tRe bronze on his
fair face up to the close-cut tawny
hair. I don't see how she can ever
get over the way Itreated her last
night, and she giving me all the wel-
come of her loving heart without one
deprecintory thought 17
“And yon wonder at that ?” Anne
questions, with a smile and a sigh.
it ounly women, then, who feel
that—
“Love is not love
Which alters: when 1t alteration finds,
Or bends withs” the removal to re-
move :
Oh, no! it is an ever-fixed mark,
That fooks on tempoests and is never
shaken :
It is the star to' every wandering
barque,
Whose worth's unknown. aithough his
height be taken.”"™
George laughs and flushes again, as
men do  when they confess to an
honest emotion of tenderness.
“ No, indeed, Anne!” he says,
jocosely, but talking huskily, and

( rising and fingering his hat herv-
"ously. ‘*Other

people beside you,
and Gillian Deane, and will
Shakespeare, know all about the
‘ever-fixed mark,’ and the guiding
gtar ‘love’: I assure you they do,
Mrs. Lacy.”

“I am glad of that, and I quite be-
Weve 1t,” Mrs. Lacy answers softly.
“Are you going back to Mount Os-

sory now, George T Good-bye, then,
and my best wishes with you.
And, George, you I remember
what you promised me ? Gillian has
a great deal to forgive, and you your-
sell have heaped up the dilficulties
in the way. Remember, George !”
“Oh, yes, I will remember,” George
says, smillng and grasping Anne’s

hand fervently.; “I promise every-

thing, Anne. Patience and tender-

ness and humility. I'll eat humble pie ;

lavishly, Anne, I vow, and never
wint'ze at it. I deserve to have it to
eat.”

With which cheerfui assurance, and ;

looking very brave, and  bright, and
honest, George bids his friend good-
bye, and sets out to walk back to
Mount Ossory in the stormy, murky
afternoon, with the light of a true
and tender purpose in his blue eyes,
and the warmth of a tender, re-
maorseful love in his heart.

“I will do all I can to make amends;
I have offended her deeply, I know,”
George says to himself, contritely,
a® he strides along. “I was a fool —
a cad —to attempt to ask a
favor of her this morning, be-
fore I apologized to  her for
my behavior lass night. I was rude,
and unkind, and ungentlemanly, in
trying to be honest. I'll apologize
now, on my knezs il she likes, to
my dear little girl—my dear, insult-
ed little girl!—if I can only get the
chance’ He instinctively hurries
faster, breathing quicker at the
thought. “She may have left since
I have been at Mount Ossory ; but she
wouldn’t have b2en in time for the
steamer to-day, I know, and if she
has gone I'll go after her to Bally-
ford,” he decides. “I may see her in
that room where I met her first—my
gentle little darling. There was love
for me in her sweet eyes from the
first moment we met. I have been a
fool, and I have blundared, and I have
done wrong, but I'll try and make
amends to her at least as far as a
man can!” George says, hurrying
faster, with bent head against the
blast, that tries in vain to retard
him. “I’ll be patient and gentle as
I promised Anne, even il Gillian is
very scornful and has hardened her
tender heart very sternly against
me. I'll take patiently whatever she
chooses to say to me. I'll speak hum-
bly and entreat her forgiveness, ay,
on my knees if she will, and if she
has left the house I'll follow her to
Ballyford this very evening, and—"

He is within three or four yards of
the white gate leading into the shrub-
bery, and there, leaning against the
gate, is a lonely, slender“figure in
a long, close, sealskin mantle.
gazing = with a weary, abstracted
look into tae woodlands, and the
steep bank and its growth of rho-
dodendrons just before her, -~ and
quite unconseious in the noises of
the howling wind and rustling. foli-
age of his approaching footsteps. -

And this is how George “humbly
asks her forgivenese.”

He gets over the intervening space
between them in two long strides,
and is close beside her in three sec-
onds of time.

And then the dark, startled eyes
meet his in a half-terrified flash of
recognition. There is a pause for per-
haps two or three rapid heart-beats;
and then——

“The spirits rushed together at
the touching of the lips,” and
George clasps: his little sweetheart
ir Lis arms with quite ferocious sud-
denness, and all reproaches or apol-
ogies, all words of rebuke or contri-
tion, if any such be indeed even
thought of by either, are stifled out
of existence by a score of mutual
kisses.

So that when sho is at last re-

leased she has no breath to speak
for a few momentis, and when she
can speak, Gillian puts up her hands
to her face, fair ard rosy flushed as
a wild apple blossom, and utters her
words of cold, dignified repulsion to
the lover who has offended her pride
80 deeply.
LUDetyrest Heovge,” sne sys, smiling:
and trembling, and looking np at him
with radiant eyes, “I didn’t think
it was you; I never heard you coming,
Jmy darling.”

It is just as well, perhaps, that love
should laugh at lovers’ broken vows
sometimes.

CHAPTER XLIX.

What matter lowering skies, and
moaning winds, and drifting rains,
when it 1s summer in one’s heart and
all the birds are singing and all the
roses ol life are blooming?  When
one's path stretches on through a
fair, imaginary land—a narrow, flow-
er-bordercd way, fragrant, warm and
sheltered, where only two can walk
side by side?

The night is closing in, dark' and
wet and tempestuous, when Gillian
and her lover quit the rain-drenched
shrubberies and the damp avenues,
and soddened lawns, through which
they have been wandering for the
last two hours, unheeding wind and
weather, wrapped up in each other's
society and conversation—vague and
very disconnected, and very egotis-
tical, as that conversation certainly
would sound to unprejudiced ears—
glad and gay, and warm with the
vital warmth of happy pulses in spite
of the chill northwest wind and the
dropping rain.

It is half-past six when they fin-
ally return te the house, with Gil-
lian’s sealskin and George’s ulster in
a rather soaked condition; with
muddy boots and rain-drops on Gil-
lian’s short curls and George's big
moustaeciie, but with gay voices,
and radiant eyes, and warm. flush-
ed faces. Oh, life in life’s early sum-
mer{ Oh, youth! Oh, love!

Ten minutes’ hurreied toilet is

sufficlent, however, to make brii-
iant eyes, and smiling lips, and deli-
cate, rose-flushed complexion look
all the lovelier in a handsome gown
of rich black silk. with black lace
ruffies and jet stars. and then Gil-
linn eomes downstairs softly anpd
shyly. and comes into the dining-
room. a very shy. fair maidzn, con-
sciour through all her glad throb-
bing pulses  of ~ his presence—her
lord and master—with his keen hlue
eyes fixed on her with a hidden
smile,
. George has made himself needless-
iy beautiful and fascinating in a
well-cut black coat, and dark gray
trousers, in place of his rough ul-
ster and muddy leggings.

His bright halr is ecrispy golden
and shining, his handsome mous-
tache, his spleadidly-shaped head
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and throat. are quite sufficient to
award him the palm for good icoks
even among good-looking big men,
without even the addition of his
symmetrical limbs, and his bold,
bright face. %

But thero is even more than that,
this evening. for those shy, brown
eyes to admire and delight in.

The few months of travel and
mingling with social equals and su-
periors have brushed off rustic shy-
ness, and given him more self-pos-
session, and a better tone and bear-
ing; and, beside this—since last year
George has learned the tenderest, as
well as the fiercest. passions of the
heart—has learned, by biltter expe-
rience, what love, and hate, and
grief, and despair mean, and this
teaches a man more in a year than
he could learn in a lifetime without
his graduating in that bitter,school.
And now, since last night, though he
will not ackuowledge it fully, even
to himself or the friends who re-
joice with him, a galling load, a
cruel weight has been lifted off his
heart, and he holds his head higher,
and his smile is brighter, and his
voice gayer, and his thonghts kinder,
and his words more gentle to all the
world around him.

(To be Continued.)

A BATTLE FUK THE
SABBATH IN CAPE BRETON.

In Which the General Manager of a
Rallway Is Breught to His Knees.

The foilowing graphic story of the
interestiug  campaign in defense of
the Loras Day aganst its descera-
tioil by the “inverness & Richmond,
Cape breton, Railway Company’ will
be read wiui keen interesc vy all lov-
ers of the Christian Sabbath.

The story is best told in the words
of the Lev. D. Mebonald, B. b., of
Srathlorne, N. 8. It was not writ-
teh for publication, but Mr. McDon-
ald has k.nlly cousented that it
shouia be 1n the hope that others
way be cheered with the news of vie-
lory.

“sunday work was carried on to a
Jimited extent in 1900 betyeen lort
llistings and Mabou. The head men
were evuiently fecling their way. This
seznuner (1901) in order to have the
railway completed by the specified
time and to have the clearest right
tol the coulity bonus of $1,000 a wmile,
apd 10 order to make mouney faster,
work was earried on night and day,
and a few men were working on Sun-
days for a while in May and June.
Freigit was brought from Hastings
1o Broad Cove Mines on Sunday,
Gravel-traina went from the gravelf
pit behina the Strathlorne Hill to M4-
bou and Port Hood. Construction ma-
terial o1 different kinds were carried
hither and thither. The people were
shocked by such bold transgression
of laws I went two or three times Lo
sec the General Manager, but failed
to find him, [ preached repeatedly on
Sabbath observance. Some of the
radlway men ridiculed the idea of in-
sisting on no Sunday labor in rail-
way construction. The work went de-
fiantly on; I put up a notice between
the Manager's office and the line of
railway pointing out that Sunday
labor was conirary to the laws of
God and of this country, tended to
Jower the plhyseal, moral and spir-
itual stanaing of all concerned, and
wns at best but'a form of Mammon
worship, ana that all Sunday work-
ers might expeet tol be taken to ac-
count by God and man, and dealt
with according to law. That was on
Saturday. Next day work went on
againe A duy or two later papers
were served on the section foreman at
the gravel-pit, on the walking boss
of the whole line, a&nd on the General
Manager. The two latter did not ap-
pear at the first court, but the sec-
tion foreman wag fined $3 and costs
—about $6 in all. He paid without de-
lay. As the others were reported to
be away from home when the papers
were served, and would be away on
the day of trial, we appointed an-
other trial two days later. At this

leying—*I don’t know anything about
your laws down here.”

“Foiled by the lawyer, he iurned
the attention of the court to me by
stating that this was the first timg
a clergyman had interfered witk
railway work in Canada. 1 replied
at once that the statement was not
correct. “Well,” said he, “It’sthe
first 1 ever heard of.” I thought
it was time to remind him that his
knowledge was limited. He then
wanted to know why the company
had not been prosecuted directly, and
a good test case madé out. We sim-
ply informed him that we wer2 not
trying “a test case,” that the law
was plain; that every transgressor
was amenable, and that we would
deal with them one by one. To show
how ‘lively things were, I _may say
that the lawyery won some hani-
clapping from the audience when he
sharply rebuked the Manager for at-
tempting to brow-beat the court, and
added, “I will show you that the
law has a long arm and a strong
arm, stronger than any company or
any) corporation or any iadividual,
however cheeky he ma)y be, who will
dare to lift a hand against it.” This,
However, did not close the scene. The
manager once more turned attention
to me by remarking that “The rev-
erend  gentlenian  earnmed  his - liv-
ing by working on Sunday”—to which
I replied, “My Master preached on
the Sabbath, and my orders are to
do the same; my work 1s a work of
mercy, and I jwish the manager could
say that of his Srndny work. I preach
tne Gospe! on thie Sabbatlh, and he,
an official, 1 voueve, ol a charch
in Toronto the Good, should have beens
present 1o hear, instead of desecrat-
ing the Lord’s Day hehind the hill,
and violating the laws of the coun-
try on that subject,as Iam prepared
to prove ne has done.”

“When the next trial came off, the
Manager was fined. He was not
present, but his counsel was there,
and gave notice of appeal. Later, he
sent for the necessary papers, and
got “hem. Some days later still,
the counsel intimated that the man-
ager had accepted the suggestion of
his lawyers to let bygones be by-
goenes: had promised that no more
Sunday work would go on unless “ab-
sclutely necessary,” and that he
hoeped wholesale prosecution of the
men would not take effect.

** There {he matter dropped. The
Walking Boss, who mainiained before
the trials that they would work on
Sundays in spite of ministers, priests,
people and law, and who remained
at home, on the day he was fined
insulted a Newfoundlander, and in
turn was kicked around the gravel-pit
before ihe Manager returned from
court. Both went in the evening to
one-of the Magistrates to have -the
kicker arrested, and to get a special
constable appointed for their €@@wn
work but this was in vain. They were
completely humiliated, and the Man-
ager was [n church on Sabbath to
hear a sermon on Isa. ]viii. 13-14:
“If thou turn away thy foot from
the Sabbath, from doing thy pleas-
ure on My holy day; and call the
Sabbath a dellght, the Holy of the
Lord honorable; and shalt honor
Him, not doing thine own ways, ner
finding thine own  pleasure, nor
speaking thine own words; then
shalt thou delight theysell in the
Lord ; and I shall cause thee to ride
upon the high places of the earth,
and feed thee with t{he heritage of
Jacob thy father;‘for the mouth of
the Lord hath spoken it.”

“ We have had quieter Sabbaths
fince, and we are thankful to God
that He gave us the victory, and
that the Sibbath is now more. re-
spected here than it has been per-
haps Tor a long time.”

Well done! That is what we might
expect of Cape Bretoners. And may
the God of the Sabbath have all the

. praise !—-Lord’s Day Advocate.

SQUEEKING SHOES.
Cause of the Nols_e—()nca the Swell
Thing—Shoes Get lired.

“ What is it that makes my shoes

trial the General Manager appeared,
and evidently intended to brow-beat |
ihe ecourt. He told the Magistrates
that he was going to appeal to the
higher courts for the foreman, the
walking boss and himself. Our lawyer,
Mr. John L. MeDougall—a Roman |
Catholic—replied, *“You . cannot ap-
peal for the foreman. He must ap- |
peal for himself, if appeal is made. |
Your own case must take its course
here before you can appeal ; 50 also
with the walking boss before hecan |
appeal.” The General Manager want-
ed to appeal before the trial.  Then
he wanted time—two weeks —to get
Counsel. We gave him one week or
gix days, but gave no time to the
walking boss, as ha did not come to
the court eithar day, although at
home. The General Manager under-
took lo defend thwe Walking Boss. We,
however, made him give evideace as o H
witness in the casa, and his own evi-
dence was enough to conviet his
client, who was fined $10 and costs. |
The General Manager paid the
amount and got his receipt. He also
signed a bond of $100 that he would

sl in his own trial next week. He
fumed conslderably, and claimed the
right, under our Dominion Rallway
Laws, to do on Sundays just as he
had done whatever our Provincial
{aw might be; remarking that street
carg were running on Sunday in To-

were run under a local law and not
ander Rallway legislation by the

Dominion Government. This was too
much to be taken calmly, hence the !
retort, “I know more law than you
de” Then, after a little more par-

creak ?”

The little :thoemaker looked up and
tmiled for & moment and then went
on for a time with his tapping. It
was an oll, old question, and it was
nov easy to answer it with anything
new. -

“ Take them off, first one, then the |

other,” he sail, “and 11 see il Ican
fix ‘em—while jyou wait.”
Off came one shoe and the owner

lof it #at down with his stockinged
! foot over his knees 1o

watch the

srqueak-curing  process, The rhoe-

maker simply pulled the shoe over !

an iron last and drove four or five
nails straight up the middle of tae
role, covering perhaps three inches.
Then he flanked this row with two
on each side.

« Tpy that,” said he.

The man iried it and found himsell
walking around the shop with one
tilent shog and the other o mass of

squeakingé. So> the process was re- |
peated on the no®sy foot covering and |
ihe man went off down the street

in zmilence and i comfort.

The next day, when he had more
iime, the man sought the shoemaker
for more information.

“ Once,” said this man of last and |

waxed string, ‘“people seemed to
ihink that you had not given them

iheir money's worih if the shoes you

made or mended for them did not
rqueak. That was about the time
ihat swells were reluctantly giving
up halr oil and similar things.

« It s usually easy enough to make
shoes ihat will not squeak, and all
bui the cheapest kinds are supposed
10 be anti-squeakers. ‘The noise

comes from the chafing of the two
pieces of leather that compose the
sole, not counting the welts. If left
to themselves, these pieces will sooner
or later part sufficiently ‘to make
a space about the point where the
ball of the foot comes, where there
is not! perfect contact—and this ie
where ihe noise comes Trom.

“'Mhe cheapest soles should be the
noisiest, for the leather their soles
are made of is tanned in hemlock bark,
This makes what we call red leather.
It is rough and harsh. The next
grade is Unlon, a combination of hem~
lock and oak bark for tanning giv-
ing it its name. The next highest
grade is white oak, and with this we
have the least trouble so far as
squeaking is concerned.

“When the public made up its mind
that its shoes must not squeak, we
had to slir about and find something
to put between the soles. For the
cheaper grades we use leather chips
and for more expensive shoes we have
cork, and then there is this
specially prepared tar paper. We
put a little of any of these materials
between the two soles and there's
an end to the squeak usually. Some-
iimes, however, the chips of the pa-
per get out of place or are gronnd
into powder and then the creaking
is heard from.

“It is very strange how some shoes
will wear for six months without a
murmur and their owners’ will tread
Llife’'s pathway in peace and comfort.
Then, without the slightest appar-
ent reason for it, they il set up
such a din that the wearer’s ilfe will
be made almost unenfuraiic [ he
be a nervous man.

“It seems almost as if thksy were
tired and wanted a rey, and I hom-
estly believe shoes do gei tfired.
Sounds odd, but I’m satisfied it is
a fact. Chuck a pair of shoes into
the closet and let them alone fora
couple of weeks and see how com-
fcriable they’ll feel when you put
them on again.”

Can’t Find Any One of 37 Children.

Mrs. Mary Elvira Gillespie has
been admitted to the hospital in
Denver at the age of 84. She is the
mother of thirty-seven children. She
is very reticent about her life, but
says all her children were born in
twenty years following her mar-
riage to Col. William Gillespie, of
Virginia.

During the war and but a year
before the death of her husband in
the Battle of Vicksburg the [fif-
teenth pair of twing was born. All
but a few of them lived, she says,
‘but as soon as they were able to go
they were turned looge to shift for
1themselves. Mrs. Gillespie does not
know' where a single one of her pro-
geny lives. At one time she lived in
New Orleans,)

She wears a heavy gold locket at-
tached to a gold chain around her
neck, but will not speak of the por-
traits of two beautiful young wo-
men on the inside.—Pittsburg Des-
patch,

SPRING DEPRESSIONS.

e

People Feel Weak, Easily Tired
and Out of Sorts.

You Must Assist Nature ia Uvercom=
ing This Keeling Before the Hot
Weather Months Arrive.

It is important that youskeuld be
healthy in the spring. The hot sum-
mer is coming on and you need
strength, vigor and vitality to re-
siet it, The feeling of weakness,de~
pression and feebleness which you
suffer from in spring is debiiitating
and dangerous. You have been in-
doors a good deal through the win-
ter months, haven’t taken the usual
amount of exercigse perhaps, your
blood issluggish and impure and youw
need a thorough renovation of the en-
tire system, In other words Yoz
{ need & thorough course of Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills. If you try them
you ‘will be surptised to note how
vigorous you begin to feel, how the
duil lassitude disappears, your step
| becomes elastic, the eye brightens
and a feeling of new streagth takes
the place of all previous feelings.
Thousands have proved the sruth of
| these words and found rerewead health

through the use of these pills in

spring time. One of the many is Miss

i Cassie Way, of Picton, Ont, who
says: “A few: years ago I was cured
of a very revere ami prolonged ate
tack of dyspepsia through the use of
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, after all
other medicines. I had tried failed.
 Bince that time I have used the pills
in the spring as a tonic and blood
puilier and finl them the best medi=
cine 1 knowtof for this purpose. Peo-
ple who feel run downat this time of
the year will make no mistake in
using Dr. Williams' Pink Pilds.”

These pills are not a purgative
mediciae and do not weaken as all
purgatives do. They are a tonic Im
; thiir rature and strengthen from firet
i dose to last. They are the pest medi-
cine in the world for rheumatism,
sciatica, nervous troubles, neuralgia,
indigestion, anaemia, heart troubles,
sercofula and humors in the blood,
ete. The genuine are sold only in
boxes,. the wrapper around - which
bears the full name “Dr. Williams®
Pink Piils for Pale People.” Sold by
. all dealers in medicine or sent post

paid at 50 cents a box or six boxea
. for $2.50 by addressing the Dr. Wjl-
liams' Medicine Co., Brockville, Onty
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