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Sweet Miss Margery
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With a little laugh Vane put her hand
on his lips and flitted away, while Stuart

called to a gardener and ordered  the
pony-carriage to be brought round.

Vane was down again almost, immedi-
ately, her face nearly as pale’as  her
cousin’s, It was but a few minutes be-
fore the carriage appeared, yet to Stuart
they neemed hours. He tried to laugh at
the absurdity of the report, yet a pre-
sentiment of trouble possessed him.

“It cannot be, it cannot be!” Vane
heard him mutter again and again; and
then he approached her.

“Tell me once more the messages
sent,” le said hurriedly; and Vane
breathed the tender falsehoods in his
ear, touching his agitated troubled spir-
it with their healing balm.

Sir Donglas Gerant passed through the
hall just as they were starting.

“Whitlier away, wounded knight?” he
asked, lightly.

“T'o the village I shall be back soon,
Douglas.”

Then turning to his cousin,
“Drive fast, Vane.”

With a puzzled brow Sir Douglas
watched them disappear—he could not
understand  Stuart’s apparent attach-
ment to this selfish worldly girl— then
with a sigh, turned wearily in-doors.
The next day was that fixed for his law-
yer to. come down from London, and he
had much to occupy his thoughts. He
sought the squire’s room, and, in & rhu.t
over by-gune years, lost for awhile his
anxious, restless t-,xpn-sﬂion.

Stuart sat silent beside his cousin as
they lLowled along the lane to the vil-
,lage: and Vane glanced now and again
at his pale, pained face, wondering,

she

he said,

when he knew the truth, what his op-

inion would be of her.

The village reachad, he broke the sil-
ence hy asking Vane to drive st raight to
the little cottage by the Weald; and,
without a word, she complied. She drew
up the ponies on the brow of the hill;
and Stuart. heedless of his aching arm
and weakness, alighted, and walked down
to the gate he knew so well. It was just
gnel an afternoon as that on which he
lmd parted from Margery, and the me-
mory of her beauty and sweetness lent
strongth to his faltering ateps and
the eagerness and desire in his b
push=d open the gate and entered.
wirdow-blinda were drawn; the door
pushed with his one able hand—defied
every effort. He grew faint and cold, and
Jeaned against the door-post for & mo-
ment. whaile the roses mnodding in the
Drasze scemed to whisper to him a sense
of hisz loss in all its bitterness.

Margery was gone! But why—and whi-
ther? Ile turned and walked down the
garden, his head drooping dejectedly on
his breast. Margery gone! What could
it mean? Why had she left him, with-
out a word to sign, in the very moment
of their joy and happiness? The truth
did not come to him even then. There
muat be some mistake, he tried to con-
vince himself. A hundred different ans-
wers to the strange question came to
him. He closed the gate behind
bim and turned away. There was a
man standing at the gate of the next
cottage. and at first Stuart detérmined
te pass him; but a sudden impulse
aeized him. and he stopped and spoke
with forced lightness.

“Ah. Carter—lovely weather for the
crops! Is this true that I hear about

“(i00d afternoom, squire. Tope T see
you better. It were a stiffish fall as
you had. Morris, sirt What? That
he’s gone to Australia? Ay, sir—that’s
true enough.”

Stuart’s left hand grasped the gate.

“Rather sudden, isn't it? he ques-
tioned. trying to clear his voice.

“Well. sir, it were rather; but you
aee the death of his missus fair kuoek-
od him over, and he made up his mind
in a minute.”

“And he has gone alone asked
Stuart. every nerve in his body quiver-
ing.

“Oh. no. sir! He's took Margery with
him: and right sorry are we to part
with her. I can tell you. She were just
a swect lass. Have you heard that
S8ir Hubert and my lady ain't coming
home. after all, sir? Perhaps that’s
why Margery went, 'cos she belongs like
to her lmlyship»dnn't she, sir?”

Stuart murmured a few vague words
in reply. and then paszed on.

“(lood arternoon,” said Carter; and
then. as he watched the young man
monnt the hill, he muttered, “That there
fall ain't dome the young squire no
good; he looks the ghost of hisself.”

Vane sat silent as Stuart came to-
ward her: even her ecold. caleulating
heart was touched at the sight of his
distrees. He took his seat and sunk
back avainst the cushions, looking dead-
Iv pale and worn. Vane gathered the
roins together, and prepared to turn
hack to the castle; but Stuart stopped
her

“PDrive {o Chesterham.” he said. in a
quiet tone. “I must find out if they
went to London.” .

Without a word she did as he wished,
and in silence they spwd along the lanes
to the town. Vane was by no means
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As they approached Chesterham, Vane
began to tremble, and the hands grasp-
inz the reigns shook with fear.

“Draw up for a few minutes, Vane”
Stuart said; “here is Bright—perhaps
he can tell us something. Andrews said
it was through his instrumentality that
Morris had gone.”

Vane checked the ponies and leaned
back, feeling quite urnnerved from the
sudden reaction.

“Ah, Bright, you are the very man
that | want to see,” exclaimed Stuart,
as the farmer rode up, “for you can
tell me better than anyone what | want
to know.”

“I shall he glad to oblige
Stuart,” returned Bright, turning an
anxious face to the young man. “Per-
haps vou've heard about my boy Rob-
ert ?” he added, full of his own troubles.

“No, I have not. Is there anything
the matter with him?" asked Stuart,
his sympathics at once enlisted. |

“It’s nigh Dbroke his mother’s heart,
sir; but he's gone off to Australia with
Renben Morria all of a sudden, without
a word of warning."

Vane felt a thrill of joy pass through
her. and her spirits at once began to
revive,

“Australia? Why? DBut they can not
have gone yet—they must be in London.
I¢ is ore thing to say you will start on
such a voyage, and anotmer thing to do
it. 1t takes two or three days, Bright,
you know, to make the necessary are
rangements.” :

The farmer looked at the young
squire’s flushed face with a little sur-
prise and much gratitude.

“Ihank you, sir. It's like you, Mr.
Stuart, alw.eys to be kind; but it's no
use now, sir. Robert started last night;
hy this time they're out of the Channel.
It’s a hard thing to sce one’s only son
took from us, Mr. Stuart, and all along
of a bit of a gurl”

A girl!” echoed Stuart, shivering, he
scarcely knew why.

*Ay, sir—that lass of Morris’, that
nameless thing! She just bewitched him,
has played the (ool with him, said him
‘No,” when he'd have made her nis wite,
and now she s took him on again, for
they've all gone out together.”

“Margery!’ exclumed Stuart, in a
dull, startied way. “She—Lhey have
gone together?”

Ay, sir—sne’ve took him from us all
with her fooling, and 1 make no doubt
but they’ll be married afore they reach
the other side. Lhe mother would have
welcomed her gladly to keep Robert at
home; but she weren’t honest enouglt to
do that—she must needs give herselt
airs like a fine tady, and drag my boy
after her.”

Vane saw Stuart's jaw se(, his face
fiush, the veins on his forehead swell,
After a pause, he said, in a low tone:

“And you are sure of this, Bright?”

“I’m just back from London, sir. I've
been down to the docks, and there’s no
mistake; they all remembered the girl
—her pretty face, they called it. Ah, it
will be weary work for us, sir, waiting
till Robert comes back. My wife’s most
distraught.”

“Good-bye, Brignt.” Stuart put out
his hand, which the farmer grasped.
“Jhis is indecd bad news! 1 am sorry,
very sorry for you.”

“Thanks, Mr. Stuart.”

Bright looscned Btuart’s  hand, and
with a respectful salute to Vane, passed
on, something like a tear twinkling in
his cye.

Vane loked 4traight ahead, pretending
not to see the ek, nurried way in
which Stuart bent his head for a mo-
ment. Victory was hers, she told herself
—victory! Suddenly Stuart looked up.

“Purn round, Vane, and drive home;
it is all over now —so much the better!”

‘I'he recklessnessa of his tons pleasel
her: it showed her that anger rankled
as well as pain, that mortification filled
his berast with despair. 1f this mood
lasted, her work would not be difficuit.

CHAPYER X1V,

“Margery! Margery!”

‘The light of the setting sun was gild-
ing the branches of the Iew trees stand-
ing in the centre of the syuare garden.
A girl was sitting 1n a bay-window" in
onc of the largest and gloomiest of the
houses in the square, apparently watch-
ing the sunset; but really the sunset had
no conarai for her. She was 30 deep in
thought that the sweet ton>s coming
from the further enda of the room did
not reach her.

“Margery!”

‘The girl turned quickly, her musings
disturbed by the touch of plaintive wist-
fulness in the last word.

“1 beg your pardon, Lady Knid,” she
said, hurriedly, moving trom the win
dow.

“1 am sorry to disturb your dreams,
Margery,” observed Lady knid, gently,
“but 1 should hke to sit up for awhile
and no one can help me like you.”

sShe smiled afteetionately as she spoke,
her beautitul dark eyes resting with
plecasure on the ngure of her young
companion; she looked 3o dainty,,
frail, yet so lovely, Iying  back on her
rounded by short, wavy loeks of rich
dark-brown hair, and tighted by a pur
ol luminous Llrown eyes.
cu=hions, that 1t was aard to imagine
so fair a form was aught but pertect.
It was angel’s tace, pale and sweet, sur-

Mergery quick!y and took away
511k co ¢ from the courch, then,
putting her arm uader the slight figure,

aised 1t eastly 1uto a sitting position;
thenee, after a moment’s pause, she as-
sisted the invahd to a larg: luxurious
chair drawn at hand.

“Thank you” said Lady Enid, as she

wd against the well-padded upright
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bore, nevertheless, the traces of thought
and the expression of a deep, all-search-
ing mind. She wore her red-gold tresses
curled high on her small head, and .thu
save her a dignified and maturer air.

“Do mnot talk of my goodness,” she une
awered lightly. ‘What are my little ef-
jorts, compared with all the kindness
you have shown me

“You ean not suess, Margery, how
different my life has been since you
came to me. Naw, don’t shake your
head! I can nevar say it often enough.
Do you know, [ ®ad a presentiment th_at
we should become friends the very in-
stant Mrs. Fothergill mentioned your
name? Margery Daw! There is a
sweetness about it, a touch of romance.
I was quite eager you should come, _aml
I was so happy when the letter ﬂl'l‘l\'.P(l
saying that you would. I am afr?nl,
dear,” Lady Enid added, with a sigh,
“that semetimes it is very lonely and
dull for you here, with only a poor sick
girl for company.” d

Margery slipped to her kneea beside
the slight form in its cardinal-colored
silk wrapper.

“Never say that agam—never,” she
said, “for T will not listen.”

Lady Enid smiled; and Margery
her lips to the thin white hand.

“Are you comfortable?” she
gently.

bent
asked,

“Quite. Now stay here, Margery, and
Jot us chat together. When the lamps
come, 1 will hear you sing; but this is
what 1 enjoy. I have been thinking to
myself, as 1 lay on my couch, what a
delight it would Dbe to find out the
truth about your poor mother. How
glad 1 should be if we could discover &
clue!”

“I have given up all hope,” Margery
resnonded dreamily.

“Then it is wrong of you, Lady Enid
said reprovingly, while she stroked Mar-
gery's woft curls caressingly. “1 do not
mean to do so if you do. 1 have thought
oi all sorts of plans; but the best of
them all is to put the whole affair into
Nugent's hands.”
in the world, and he treasured me as
theWgreatest jewel till—" Lady Kaid
paused. “Margery,” she went on, after
a brief silence, “1 dare say you have
often wondered why Nugent does not
come home. why he has leit me here so
long alone?”

“But, dear Lady Enid, your brother,
Lord Court, will have other and more
important things to employ him.”

“Nugent always does anything that
gives me pleasure, and this would be a
pleasure indeed. Youn know, Margery,
1 have written so much about you; and
only in his last letter he said he was so
delighted to hear that'T had at last se-
cured a real friend and companion.”

“Ife is very fond of you, 1 know,” Mar-
gery responded softly.  She knew that
on the theme of this beloved brother
Lady Enid would talk for hours, and
she welcomed any subject that interested
the poor young patient, being content
herself to listen, for it banished more
painful thoughts.

“Nugent has loved me as a father,
mother, brother, all in one: we were left
orphans so yourg; and oh, Margery,
vou could never fatbom how dear he is
$o mel When T was well and could run
about I cay rg nember thgf my greatest
treat was to have a holiday with Nu-
gent. Then, vhen ny iliness came and
1 was crippled for life, it was Nugent
who brought all the happiness, all the
light into my existence. We were alone

“I have sometimes,” confessed Mar-
gery.

“And yon have thought him unkind.
Ah, T will nct have him judged wrong-
lyt T will tell yon why he wanders
abroad, leaves his old home and me, his
little sister. Yes, T will tell yon.”

“If it pains you, do not speak of |
broke in Margery, seeing the pale face
contract a little,

“It is dead and gone, and T need
grieve no more. Nugent and T never
speak of the past, but it will' do- me
good to open my heart to you. When,
as I have told you before, the doctors
aaid * should be g gipPlc f',v;;| life, 1
thought m- brother’s heart would break.
‘He grew almost ill with trouble, and it
was not until he saw that T was resigned
and content that he tecovered. He was
a0 good to me then; no one was allowed
to touch me but he: he lifted me and
carried me from my couch to the chair or
to the bed; he regulated his whole life
and career by me. But for my illness he
would have found a prominent place in
the Government, and doubtiess have be-
come a grenl man in the a) world;
but he renounesd all itions
everything for me. We wer? living then
in our dear old hoine, Court Manor, of
all Nugent's posscssions the one we
most cheristied. 1| should iike to take
you there, Margery, to show you its
qnnin( rooms and cortidors; let you lose
yourself in the pleasaune: i gardens.
I was quite happy. Nugent never teft
wanted nothing more than our two
selves. Well, a day came thit onded it
ail,

“Court Manor is in \West:hire, in one
of the most picturesque parts, and the
village of Court consists oi abuut half
a dozen cotiages and a tiny chureh.
There are several country-houses about,
and the one nearest to us is a large,
rambling old place cailed the Gill. This
has been unoccupied, although richly fur-
nished, for many years, the owner liv-
ing abroad; but suddenly oune morning
we heard that the Gill was to have an
occupant, and a few days later that oc-
cupant arrived.  We neither saw nor
heard anything of the new neighbor, till
one afternoon, as Nugent was reading to
e, the lower gate clanged, sounds were
heard on the gravel path, and x moment
later a woman on horseback passed the
wind»w. She asked to be admitted to
me; but [ begged Nugent to excuse me,
and he received her alone. [ questioned
him closely when the visitor was gone;
but he ‘o me little infoamation about
ner apy nee, and only said, in rather
a constrained way, that wis A
widow-—a Mrs. Yelverton—who bhad
taken the Gill for the hunting season.

“[ dirmissed her from my mind, and
life went on as usual for a few days;
then it seemed to me that Nugent was
out u great deal more than formerly.
He was hurried, almost iil at ease, dur-
ing our readings; and, when [ asked.
hem the reasom, he at last confessed that
trs Yoly an had orvavized regnlar
hunting-parties at her house, ‘and had

god him to jon them. [ submitted
giadlve for 1 had long thoenght the life
was duil for hitn: and so the Javs passed
on slow and  we drifted geadnally
apart. T aaw Mrs, Yeiverton ounly once.
and then 1 was almost dazzled by the
Lrillianey of her beauty. r coloring
was S0 rich, so vivid, that others paied

de her, and her eyes, of a most un-
preposs tawny shade, filled me
with vogne alarm. Apparentiy she did

his

sho

ssing

not care fur me, for she never repeated
her visit: and 1 was left in peace till the
end came,

“1 gvill not linger over the rest, Max-
gery; you ean gueas it.  Nugeno had
grown to love her-—he was bewitched by
herbeauty; and he whispered to me one
evening that she had promised to be-
com his wife. 1 tried to murnur words
of happiness; but my heart failed me,
and I could do nothing but look into his
dear face with eyes that would wpeak
my distrezs. Nugent left me that night.
hurt at my coldness; but 2!l whought of
nie. waa banished in the golden glory of
his brief iove-dream. Brief! ;
three months after his betrothal that his
dream was shattered.”

Lady Enid moved restlessiy in her
chair, and Margery, noticing her agita-
tion, pressed tenderly the hot hands
that were clasped together.

“Do not go on” she whispered; “it
puins rou.”

“No, m10, I like to tell you, dear,” re-
plied Lady Enid, hurriediy. “Nugent
was starting one morning ‘o ride to the
G:ll; he had come into my room to kiss
and greet me, and was eager to be gone,
whken the fcotman entered with a note.
Nugent broke the seal and read it hur-
riedly, then, with a face like death,
stagygered ‘to a chair. I begged in pit-
ecut tones that he wounld speak to me—
tell me what had happensd—for, alas!
I could not move!—and, after a while, he
thrust the note into my hands. It wae
from a man signing  himself ‘Ree,’ atating
that he had heard his wife was about
to commit bigamy with the Earl of
(‘curt, under the asaumed name of Mrs.
Yelverton, and he warned Nugent
against her in words that were more
than forcible. T tried to speak to my
brother; but his looks checked the
words on my lips, and he strode out of
the room, mounted his horse, and tore
like n madman to the Gill.

Deaf 13 Years.

The Editor of the *‘Masonic Re-
gister” of Toronto Had His
Hearing Restored by
“‘Catarrhozone.”

No case on record could be more sue-
cessful than Geo.-\Warner's, of Welles-
ley street, Toronto. Catarrhozone cured
his deafness so he ean hear a whisper
across the room. -

POSITIVE PROOT OF CURE,

“For the past thirten years my hear-
ing has been affected. The streets were
as quiet as if 1 lived in a city of the
dead. 1 coulln’t hear the street carsor
the sound of the horses’ feet on the
pavement, Since using Catarrhozone 1
can hear a whisper across the room. Ca-
tarrhozone has my strongest endorse-
ment.”

You can’t afford to be without Ca-
tarrhozone if your hearing is poor. Get
it at once—your druggist has it-—two
months’ treatment, price $1; sample size
By mail. from N. . Polson & Co,,
U. S. A, and Kingston,

25¢.

Hartford, Conn,,

Ont.
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The Germans in the Holy Land.

Tourists who visit the Holy Land note
thie progress of its Germanization. Un
the roads to Nazareth most of the inns
arc kept vy Germans. Nearly all the
streetg of Java hays the aspect of the
Prunﬁ:r‘l “village. Xhe Tousés have red
roofs and are surronitded by the little
garden so dear to Gretchen. . Iraces of
the Teuton are everywhere. The Syrian
bas been supplanted by the Bergner..
who has migrated from the banks of the
Spree to the borders of the Jordan in
order to make his fortune. German is
sapoken everywhere.

The American Conaunl himeeif is a Ger-
man. Souvenirs of the Kaiser abound
evergwhere. Here one shows a foun-
fain that he erecied to furnish water to
the pilgrims dying of thirst: theer is a
road that he levelled to lighten the
fatigue of the journey. Knthusiastic
guidea show on the Mount of the Aseen-
sion, besides an imprint attributed to
the Christ or to Mahomet, according to
one’s faith, a human foot, well marked
on the rock, of which he will confident
fally murmur in the ear of the tourist:
“William 11. stepped there.” In a hun-
dred years perhaps this will solidify In-
to the legend of William 1l.—le Cri de
Paris.

e

There are many imitations of
Wilson’s Fly Pads, but none com-
pare with the genuine original
article. Be sure vou get Wil.
son’s and avoid dissatisfaction.

—_————————

FISHING A LAKE FOR IRON.

The bottoms of many Swedish lakes
are covered to a thickness of six or
eight inches with Pragments of iron ore
of the size of peas. This lake ore con-
sists chiefly of ochre, or hydrated oxide
of iron, clay, sand and other impurities,
and yields pig iron of very good quality.

The ore is obtained by very primitive
methods. In winter a hole is cut in the
ice, a scraper attached on a long pole
is inserted and all of the ore within
reach is collected into a heap bheneath
the hole. Some of the mud which has
been scraped together with the ore is
then scraped into bags, which have been
sunk and is hauled up. o

1n sumrer this curfous mining opera-
tion is conducted in a similar manner
from rafts anchored in the lake. Two
miners can bring up about four tons
of ore in a day. Steam dredges have
recently been instaled in a frw pgaces.
About thirty years after the removul
of the ore a new layver of the same
thickness is found to have been produe-
eod by natural chemical processes.—Lon-
don Globe.

AUTOMATIC SPRINKLERS.

Records of fires in
wich automatic sprinklers, kept by the
National Fire -Protection Assoclation,
shot that out of 11,257 fires the protec-
tion was successful in 10,665 cases, or
95.01 per cent., the sprinklers either ex-
tinguishing the fires or holding them in
check. In 3,286 fires the operation of
cne sprinkler was sufficient, and 6,148
blazes were put out by three or less be-
fore a larger number were opened
tha Heat. Ahout fifty per cent. of
fires occurred between 6 a.m. a
m., and 62 per cent. were discover
employees, The fires occurred
clesses of occupancy. The failures
ur ctory fires (4.9 per cent.)
buiidi equipped with automatic
sprinklers were due maiunlv to prevent-
ahle causes.—IFrom Insurance Engineer-
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STRATEGY.
(New York Sun)
Miss Highsee—But it is time for the
Ruests to leave.
Hostess—Yes,
to sing.

that's why I want you
—— o ——

THE QUESTION OF TO-DAY.
(Judge)
First Man (boastfu.i;,;=I haven’t taken
a drop in a year.
Secend Man—Er—aeroplanist or pro-
hibitionist?
—lp

WHY, CERTAINLY NOT.
(Washington Star)

Of course the encrmous amount of at-
terdon J. Pierpont Morgan secures in
Iurope is in no wise influenced by the
fagt that he is a wealthy American,

el
HIS MODERATE AMBITION.
(New York Sun)
K nicker—Wouldn't you like
wlere foot never trod before?
Bocker—I'd be happy enough If my
wife let me track mud In the kitchen.

—_————
FOR A RAINY DAY.
(Washington Star)
“We should all .ay o) something for
a rainy day,” sald ihe prudent woman.
“L try to”, replicd Miss Cayenne, “*But
I must confess that 1 find silk hoslery
expensive.”

to walk

NEVER.
(Puck)

Mr. Willis—But way don't you take
your bank book in to have it balanced?

Nirs. Willis—I don't want that snoopy-
locking cashier to know how much f['ve
got in there.

—_————
FORETHOUGHT.

(Harper's Bazaar)

Mrs. Clearcutt—( have engaged
couks, 1y dear.

He—Two0-00 cooks?

Mrs. Clearcatt—Yes, one will come to-
morrow and the giber a week hence.

el .

JUST IN TIME.

gllarpe.": Bazaar)
Bridget—Me misscs dischaiged me to-

two

B .

Ncrah—Fur What?

Bridget—Sure, because she knew to-
morrow wogld be toQ Juie

DEFINING HER POSITION.

(Waalilugive Siar)

“Is your husband In favor of the in-
ftiative and referendum "

‘Yes,' replied the woman in the sun-
porret; *“and the recall and local option
and anything that’'ll enable him to gv
to the polls and miss a day's work.”

el .

WASTED TIME.

(Cleveland Plain Dealer)

Hercules had been driven In a taxi-
cab to the Augean stables and told to
Re: busy.

“What's the use?’ he bitterly mutter-
ed, “Just as soon as 1-get 'em cleaned
up they'!l Le turned inte a garage,”

Nevertheless, he fell to work,

— e

A BAD START.
(Detroit Free Preas)

“I don’t believe she’ll ever get married.

“Why not?"

“Her friends have siarted telling what
a good wife she’'ll make for some man
some day.”

HIS STATUS.
(Boston Transcript)

He (rejected)—Then you regard me
merely as a summer lover, a convenlent
escort to excursions and picnica?

She—That's about the case, George. I
have looked upon you as a lover in the
picnickian sense only.

—— e G @

LOOKING FOR A" WORD.
(Washington Star)

“Wihen a man tells you things you
can’t believe about places he has never
visited,” sald the foreigner, “what ls it
hat you call him?"

“Scmetimes,’”” replied Miss Cayennej
“we merely call hlin a popular astron-
oner."

—_——o———
WOULDN'T TELL HER THAT.
(Boston Transcript.)
Heck—Did your wife enjoy her
weeks' vacation in the country?
Peck—Yes; but not any more than I
did.

two

GOT A TASTE OF IT.
(Toledo Blads.)
Missionary—And do you know nothing

whatever of religion?
Cannibal—Well, we got a taste of it
when the last missionary was here.
—eeo————
NO CRITERION.
(Judge.)
Tommy—I don't think aunty
She didn't bring her trunk.
Johnny—Huh! Look how long the baby
has stayed, and he didn’t bring any-
thing.

will stay.

—_————————
FASHION NOTE.
(Baltimore American.)

Wifie (eyeing her new extreme model
cegtvme)—I wonder if the hobble skirt
is ever going out?

Hubble (also eyeing the same with de-
cision)—Not with me.

—_————————

THE RURAL CYNIC.
(Washington Star.)

“So you don't care much for life in a
large city?”

“No,” replied Farmer Corntossel. “The
population of a large ‘city is composed
to> largely of folks that went there with
money and had to stay 'cause they were
broke."”

—_—t————

A RICH FIELD FOR CUPID.

(Lewiston Journal)
sixty houses in the

53 vfield live twenty-one jows,
teen old maids, twelve dowers
eixht bachelors.

I the
N

wi

EVEN.

(Toledo Blade)
Scientist—We are now getting mes-
sages from Mars and answering them,

Inquirer—But you cannot understand

their messages, can you?
Scientist—N-r 2 RBut then, they

wadersta 2ither,

can't

TO KEEP OUT WITCHESS

Outwardly the Cornishman has be-
come modernised in places, but his
thoughts and actions are still governed
by the traditions of a deal past.

A horse-shoe over stable door attract-
ed my attention and of the stableman
1 asked:

“What is that for?”

“That’s to keep out witches.”

“But even if there were witches nowa-
days, how could they hurt you?”

Slowly I drew it from him. You
might find that your horses were “over-
looked.” Perhaps your yourself might
suffer from the effects of the “evil eye.”
One can be “overlooked” in the twenti-
eth century—in Cornwall—and the rem-
edy is to discover the witch and prick
her with a needle or pin until blood is
drawn. He instanced an acquainSance
one Ninnis, to whom had befallen a long
series of lamentable occurrences “till he
raped old Mother Tapp’s arm with a
great rusty nail two or three times ill
the blood flowed, and she can’t hurt him
again.”—H. M. Clark, writing on “Saints
and Smugglers” in The Canadian Maga-
zine for August.

Why Do Women Suffer?

Such pain and endure the torture of
nervous headache when 25¢ buys a sure
cure like Nerviline, A few drops in
sweetened water brings unfailing relief.
You- feel better at once, you're braced
up, invigorated, headache goes away af-
ter one dose. The occagional use of
Nerviline prevents indigestion and stom-
ach disorders—keeps up health and
strength, Every woman needs Nerviline
and should use it too. In 25¢ bottles ev-
erywhere,

——————

FOR APPLE MEN.
(Montreal Witness)

It seems, however, that the Canadian
farmer will have all he can do, and that
jmmediately, to preserve his market.
Trees must be sprayed and pruned with
even greater care. On many soils they
must be cultivated and the ground an-
nually enriched. Quality, not quantity,
must be the motto. After the growing
comes the packing. The time has pass-
ed when apples dumped into barrels and
topped off will fetch a price. _ To-day
they must be sorted into grades 6%3*
cording to quality. gain B
in to size, un{( pen nan gq.w n hox-
es—aQ many to thé ro?r,.‘ rggny to the
tiqr—gng honss l‘llﬁbel . It Is by this
meahis That ne cotored apple that

taster llke @ urn;_ D g t_comes from
Czlifornia ig gdis acﬂ 1'1{5 welcloys AP
.ple of the SiAtd of New York In tune
orchards of New York are being aban-
doned. By this means British Columbia
is to-day shipping cars of British apples
by rall across the continent to compete
{n England with apples from Nova Scotla

LITTLE SURPRISES. .,
(Chicago Tribune.) tigu

«“yes, I've been thinking lately that I
oughi to take out some life Insurance,
I'm .Flad you hunted me up, young

Mr Chigglers, here's the cup of cof-
fee maw borrowed from you the other

da{.'
‘Mother, you're tired; let me do the
dishes.”
““Thank you, just the same, sir, but
the boss doesn’t allow us to accept tips."”
“[ congratulate you on your hens, old
cha?_: they're finer than anything I've
“I don’t know how the
Fan;
ter.

story ends,
1 haven’t looked at the last chap-

DAUGHTER
WAS CURED

1

By Lydia E. Pinkham'’s
Vegetable Compound

Baltimore, Md.-—*I send you here-
with the picture of my fifteen r old
Thrjdaughter Alice, who

was restored to

fhealth by Lydia E.

Gl Pinkham’s Vegeta-

iilble Compound. She

il was pale, with dark
‘ﬁ“‘*’ circles under her
iiliseyes, weak and irri-
table. Two different

g1
ikl

ickness, but she
ew worse all the

i ime. Lydia E.Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound was rec-
ommended, and after taking three bot-
tlesshe has reguined her health, thanks
to your medicine. I canrecommend it
for all female troubles.”—Mrs. L. A.
CORKRAN, 1103 Rutland Sireet, Balti-
more, Md.

Hundreds of such letters from moth-
ars expressing their gratitude for what
Lydia E. Pinkbam’s Vegetable Com-
pound has accomplished for them have
been received by the Lydia E. Pinkham
Medicine Company, Lynn, Mass.

Young Girls, Heed This Advice.

Girls who are troubled with painful
or irregular periods, buackache, head-
ache, dragging-down sensations, faint-
ing spells or indigestion, should take
immediate action and be restored to
health by Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound. Thousands have been
restored to health by its use.

Write to Mrs. Pinkbam, L;
Mass., for advice, free.




