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ESS55S5K2 HOURS WITH ECZEMA
Gladys; (or, though I deemed her dis
honored, I could not let her starve. He 
was anxious to stay in England, but t 
kept him beside me and refused to let 
him go.

“1 crossed to Paris the next day, and 
sought everywhere for Conway, but 
could" not fijid him. Everest grew impa
tient, but still I would not release him; 
and two ùaye passed without incident.
On the third day I learned that Conway 
had never left England, that he was 
seised with sudden and severe illness nt 
Dover; and, when I reached that place, 
he was dead.

“Robbed of my revenge, I sunk into 
gloomy despondency. Everest went to 
London to look after my wife. My body 

| seemed paralysed; 1 seemed no longer a 
My friend was away a week, 

then returned suddekiy and

in m
/■

iiaSweet Miss Margery «
NEARLY ALWAYS.
(New York Tribune)

Where there’s a will there’s a way te 
break it.

*

Baby Dreadful Sufferer. Could Not 
Keep Him from Scratching. Every 
Joint AtBscted. Used Cuticura Soap 
and Ointment and He Is Well.

WISE PROSECUTION.
(Chicago New».)

Mr. Homebody—I see 
of all flie letters yeu wr 
Do you do It to avoid 
self?

Mr. Faraway 
dieting myself.

did not last, and as soon as we were to
gether the expression changed.

"One evening I was leaving the club, 
and, in passing out of the door to enter 
the cab—-I could afford that luxury 
now—I felt myself touched on the arm, 
and, turning found myself face to,face 
with Hugh Everest. I welcomed him 
warmly, yet something in his manner 
sent a chill to my heart.

“'Dismiss your cah, and walk a little 
way with me; I want to speak to you,’ 
he said. I turned to the cabman %pd did 
as my friend wished. _

“‘Now what is your important busi
ness, Everett*

“‘Have you seen Conway to-day?* he 
aAed, abruptly.

“ ‘Conway? Yes. He came to say good
bye; he starts for Monte Carlo to-night. 
Nothing wrong with him, I hope?”

‘“Not with his health.*
“I turned and looked at Everest; he 

was deadly pale and greatly agitated.
“'If you have anything to trtl me,* I 

said firmly, ‘do so at once. 1 can not 
stand suspense.*

“ ‘Then prepare for the worst. Con- 
wav has gone to Monte Carlo alone; but 
he will he joined in Paris by a woman- 
to-morrow night. That woraa.i is your 
wife.*

On the night after Sir Douglas Gér
ant’* death, in the seclusion of his room \

iIyou keep copies 
ite to your wife, 

ting your-

To avoid contra-

4-Stuart had broken the covering of the 
packet intrusted to hie care, and read 
the contents. The funeral was over 
now, and the will read. Beecham Park 
was left to Stuart, with the proviso 
that he fulfilled certain condition» con
tained in a letter already placed in hie 
bands.

The writing was close and crabbed, 
but it was distinct, and Stuart read it 
easily.

“When I first decided upon making 
you my heir, Stuart, I determined to 
couple that decision with another that 
would perhaps prove as irksome to you 
as it ha* been sorrowful find disappoint
ing to me. But a new influence has 
since come mto my life—hope, sweet, 
bright, glorious hope, with peace and 
gladness behind it. Let me tell you my 
story.

“You will have heard of your cousin 
Douglas Gerant as a scamp, a proflig
ate. a disgrace. I was wild, perhaps 
foolish and hot-heeded; but, Stuart. I 
never dishonored ray name or my fath
er’s ‘memory. My brother Eustace and 
1 were never on good •’ terms. He hat
ed me for my wild spirits, my good 
looks and my sucrose with women; and 
I on my side had little sympathy with 
his narrow cramped life and1 niggardly 
wavs; so one day we agreed to part 
and never meet except when absolutely 

I left him in his dull home

•'Enclosed find my son's photo and X fed 
by writing these few lines to you I am only 
doing my duty, as my son wss • dreadful 

—_ sufferer from eczema. At
/ ^ the age of two weeks he

began to get covered with 
red spots on his legs Sind 
groins, which mother 
thought was red gum or 
thrush; but day by day 
it grew worse until every 
joint and crevice were

—No. Igum
EITHER FOR HIM.*5.

That who* Tea pet a
x*lre onto your child’s skin, 

through the petes 
sod enters the blood, fust 
as surely ss if you p«t it 
Into the child’s stomach? 
lYois would not pot a 
coarse fntt of âfilftiâl Mit» 
colored by various mineral 
poisons (such as many 
crude salves ate) Into your 
child’s blood by way c( the 
stomach? Then why do 
so by way of the potes? « 

Take no rhlu Uw always the 
«M luttai •nncasiovMcd Ja 
Zam-Bak. h»M contain, 
notnesof any animal oil « fat, 
and on pokooom mlmraleobr- 

outtef. Prom «sit In 8n»h 
pursly taltaL 

ItwtUeeal

» (Philadelphia Record.)
Blobbs—Poor old Guzzler is begining to 

have pipe drea 
Blobbs—

me.
He ought to sec a doctor. 

Blobbs—Yes, or a plumber. »p
X XT-XlTt affected tod baby started 
JLyJ \>\ \ screaming for houra day 

V \J\ X. end night, such e thing
;two' of Sydney's leading doctors; one said it was one of life worst cases he had seen, the other did not think It bo serious; one ordered ointment for rubbing In, the other a dusting powder. I followed their prescriptions tor over four months and still baby kepi getting . I could not keen him from scratching 
so (reel wee r.fc agony.

'* Vr hen be was five months old I tried the Cuticura Remedies and I am very thankful to 
say my baby Is to-day free from all 1 tog. His groins were bleeding when 
and other parts affected were the lower part of his body, under the knees, arms, to arm joints, eyebrows and neck; but after twice using Cuticura Ointment I began to see a difference and by the time I had used one tin, along with the bathing with Cuticura Boap, baby was nearly cured. I Mill kept on 
using the Cuticura Soap and Ointment, and now, thank goodness, he 1s quite well and, although he to now ten months old, has not had any further return of the trouble.” 
(Signed) Mrs. O. Martin. 2 Knight St., Erskinevtlle, Sydney. N.8.W., Msr. 31,1811.Cuticura Soap and Ointment are sold throughout the world, but a liberal sample of each, with a 38-page book on the care and treatment of the skin and hair will be sent 
free on application to Potter Drug A Chem. Coro., ao Columbus Ave* Boston, U.S.A,

^ THE ART OF WALKING.
(Rochester Post Express.)

Just at this time Edward Payson 
Westoi. might have found more kindred 
spirits in town if he 
back tour. Pedestrianlsm seems 
neglected Just at present In Rochester.

man. 
ami
told me, with a strange pale face, that 
Gladys was gone—had disappeared with 
her child, and could not be found.

“My misery was so great, I scarcely 
realized the horror of this. My brain 

vwas dulled by intense pain. As in A 
dream, I listened to him, hardly heeding 
him, and conscious only of a vague re
lief as lie left me to go abroad, to shake 
off, he said, the anxiety he had suf- 
ferred.

“I stayed on another week or so at 
Dover, still in the same condition. Then 
my brain suddenly cleared; but piy mis
ery returned in'greater force. I was 
mad once more with an agony of paid.
1 left Dover; it was hateful to me. I 
travelled to London. A longing, a crav
ing seized me to see Gladys, to look on 
her once more, though she was dead to 

forever. 1 drove to the house; and 
the memory of Everest’s words came 
back to me then-that she was gone. 
Pale and faint with anxiety, I alighted 
at the well known gate, and I saw at a * 
glance that the house was deserted.

“What had become of Gladys? How 
had she managed? Was she starving— 
lost in London, with not a friend in the 
world? In an instant my rage 
quenched. I saw her only in her sweet
ness, her beauty, and 1 leaned against 
the gate, overwhelmed with the flood 
of miserable thoughts that crowded up-

were on a horse- 
to be

SMACK DAB.
(Philadelphia Record.)

Bugging—My father is over 80 years old 
ud has never used glasses.

zler—Always drinks from the b®tetle?U<eh?
his stiffcr- I started

THE MODERATION OF JAEL
(New York Sun.)

r.

Jse1 Justified herself. „
*i only used the nail on my husband, 

sh-2 cried. ”1 didn’t go around with a 
hatpin spiking Tom, Dick and Harry.

I
St“My hand flew to his throat, but he 

was prepared, and pushed me with al
most superhuman strength against 
some railings close by. We were at. the 
corner of l*all Mall, and. suddenly put
ting his arm through mine, lie dragged 
me toward the steps of St. James* Park. 
Here it was quiet. I loosed myself from 
his grasp.

“'You are a coward and a villain!** I 
exclaimed. ‘Your words maddened me at 
first, but I am sane now. Great heavens, 
that you should have dared • to utter 
such a lie and be alive!**

“He grasped mv hand witii his.
“ 'Keep your head cool,* lie said. ‘If T 

had not proof, do you think I should 
speak as I

“ ‘Proof!’
“1 staggered to the steps and sunk 

down, burying my face in my hands.
“This afternoon.’ lie went on quick

ly. 'I called at your house. Your wife 
was in. the maid said, and I entered the 
drawing-room. 1 waited several minutes, 
and then the maid returned, saying that 
lier mistress was not at home after all; 
and. leaving a message for her, I took 
my departure. At the gate 1 picked up 
this note in Conway’s hand; you can see 
it by the light of this lamp.

“Come to my studio at 
for final arrangements.

%
COMBINATION.
(New York Bun.)

Do you believe In monopoly or
hould 
cm.

SOUNDS REASONABLE.
' (Puck.)

should be done In case of 
” asked the timid man, who 

was learning to swim.
••Well," replied the instructor,' 'I should 

think the natural thing would be to have 
a funeral."

cub, butes sod btubcs mors 
quickly Ihsn any othsr known 
preparation. It b antiseptic.

tta -tarifa, . 
•ore or cut, cures pUes, Mlsmad

endWoodpoboalng. libs 
heaBnr power and 
. Aik thoes whs

Stella—uo 
competition?

Bella—Well. I think the men a: 
compete anti I should monopolize th

necessary.
at Beocham Park, where his one idea 
of enjoyment waa to scan rigidly the 
account* of the estate and curtail the 

and went to London, 
my mother I inherited a small

expenses,
“From

income, which proved about sufficient 
for my extravagances, and I passed my 
<lays with a crowd of boon companions, 
travelling when and whither I pleased, 
just as the mood seized me. Among 
my acquaintances was one whom I held 
dearer than all; we were bound to
gether by the firmest bond—true friend
ship. Conway was a handsome fellow, 
with a reckless, dare-devil style that 
suited my wild nature, and an honest 
heart; wc were inseparable. And next 
to him in my friendship was a man call
ed Everest, a strong-willed being with 
a plain face, but having the manners 
of a Crichton, together with a fund of 

Everest was a barrier

at the club. None knew wi 
them.

“I went for the letters, urged by a 
wild hope that Gladys might have writ
ten. She had. It was a letter that is 
graven on my heart in characters of 
blood. Heaven give me strength to tell 
you; for even now, after st> many years,
I grow faint when I think of it! It 
was a long, hurriedly written letter— 
the letter of a distraught woman. I 
will not give it to you here; there were 
ûo reproaches, but there was a clear 
statement of facts given by a broken 
heart. In my anxiety I could scarcely 
read the first lines, but some words fur
ther on caught my eyes, and held them 
as by magnetic power. They spoke, 
Stuart, of the persecution she had en
dured for weeks from Hugh Everest. 
A«min and again, Gladys wrote,>she felt 
urged to speak to me, but she knew I 
valued him as a friend, and she 
ed that his honor, his manliness, would 
overcome his baser feelings, and that he 
would go away. Of Guy Conway she 
spoke tenderly and earnestly. The' let
ter 1 had brought forward as a proof 
of their guilt was indeed written by 
him; but it referred to a painting he 
was engaged upon of herself and her 
child, which she had intended leaving at 
her aunt’s house, hoping that the sight 
of the baby’s angel-face would break 
down the icy barrier which caused her 
such pain. This had been a little plan of 
his, suggested when lie saw how the es
trangement troubled her. She wqs at 
Conway’s studio, but only for the pur
pose of discussing the delivery of the 
picture; and, catching sight of Hugh 
Everest, in a moment of agitation and 
dislike she openly expressed a wish not 
to see him. Conway at onee undertook 
to prevent their meeting, with what ter
rible result you know. My wife ended 
her letter by stating that she was gone 
from my life Yorever with her child. The 
shock of my suspicions had destroyed 
all joy or happiness evermore for her; 
but, though separated, she would live 
as become my wife and the mother of 
my child, for whose sake alone she could 
now endure life. This ended it; there 
was no sign, no clue no werd to lead 
me to her.

“I was not a man, Stuart,when I had 
read that letter; I was a brute—a sav
age animal. Had Hugh Everest been 
near me, I should have torn his criiel 
heart from his body, and his tongue 
from his false, lyinp lips. A fury seized 
me to find him—find him .though I

combination of 
sdentiik parity 
have proved it.

AUérupfitUmmditor-BOehoatr » 
Imm-Buk Ce., T*nmU,/or prim.

to send "What
drowning?

AND FOREVER AFTERWARD.
(Boston Transcript.)

Marks—Owens isn't a bad sort. I believe 
he'd let you have his last dollar without 
a thought of repayment. -

Parks—Couldh’t say as to that; but I 
know that's gabout his mental attitude 
when he borrpws yours."

£iL
should BE 11 YOUR HOMt^

have, done?* »“But it was not a time for dreams. I 
felt I must act. So I hurried to the 
house agents, feeling sure that they 
could.tell me something. From them I 
gleaned the barest information. My 
wife had visited them early in the morn
ing following that dreadful night, paid 
them the rent to the end of the quar
ter, and left the key. I questioned them 
closely and eagerly, but could gather 
liothihg more, and then I went away, 
feeling like a man whose life was al
most ended. Over and over again I 
whispered to myself, with a twinge of 
remorse, that Gladys was innocent, and 
would have explained all if I had only 
let her. Then the memory of Everest’s 
words, the damning evidence of Con
way’s note, returned, and 1 knew not 
what to think; but on one point 1 was 
certain—henceforth life held no duty for 
me till Gladys was found. Though the 
golden dream of uur joy was ended, 
though I doubted her, she must be found 
and1 cared for.

“I began a search—a search, Stuart, 
that has lasted all my life. By good 
hap at this time a distant cousin, dying, 
bequeathed me his property, which, 
though not large, came like a godsend 
at the moment, for every available pen
ny I had bad been expended in my 
search. I was haunted by my wife’s 
pale, horror-stricken face gleaming in 
the moonlight, by the memory of my 
baby-child, whose prattle had sounded 
like music in my ears. I knew too well 
the miseries, the horrors, of London, 
and I could not bear to think that the 

I had held so near and—heaven

WILLING to help.
ork Sun.)
*h»<juce expenses dur-

(NewNj 
Knicker—We must 

lug hard times. ''"“'"«•w
Mrs. Knicker—Why not go to Europe to 

live like the returning emigrants

JAPANESE KITÇ FIGHTS.

Clever Manoeuvres That Bring Rival 
Fliers to Grief.

common sense.
to Conway’s and my wildness, and to 
him we owed many lucky escapes. We 
were with one accord railers at matri
mony. and a very bod time of it any 
poor fellow had who deserted our rank* 
to take unto himself a wife. I laughed once
end bantered like the others, deeming T„^|orruw_ ] trust, wi|) see the end of 
myself invulnerable; yet. when I laugh- „ your troubK 8>l,p.„se and anxiety. 
«1 the loudest, I felt wounded. My ral- ^ eome my reward: for VOu will
7"V tÛ* ,over, tn,y "J'fL "“‘T a"S trust in me henceforth forever, will yon 

ed. I he In lighter and Jokes ot my com .tunned when 1 read it.’
panions jarred on me; ,ny soul revolted impulse was
from the lazy, useless life I was leading. * ,,
I grew earnest and gr.ve-I had fallen '» tea’ it into shreds to to east it from 
in love. 1 had seen a woman who sud- , Uut 1 thought of you. Douglas, and 
denlv changed the current of my life. | » 'ague sense of danger stayed me. It 

“Gladys, mv angel, mv sweet star! "»F «tül «”ly. »ni1 I determined to go 
She was the niece of one if my mother’s «<> Conway’s studio and reason with him 
old friends. I rarely visited any of the 
old set, but one day the mood seized me 
to pay a visit to » Lady Leverick, with 
whom as a boy I used to lie a great 
favorite; and at her house I met my 
darling. Wrhat need to tell you all 
that followed? I hajinted the house, 
unconscious that Lady Leverick grew 
rokior and colder, heedless o fall but 
Gladys* sweet face and glorious eye»,

“At last the dream was dispelled; 
her aunt spoke to me. Gladys was an 
orphan under her charge; she was pen
niless. dependent on her charity, and 
she would not have so wild, so disso
lute a man even propose for the girl’s 
hand. T was mad. I think, for I an
swered angrily; but in the midst of the 
storm came a gleam of golden light.
Gladys entered the room. and. in re
sponse to her aunt's command* to retire, 
put out her fair white hands to me, and. 
leaning her head on my breast, whis
pered that she loved me, and that noth
ing should separate us.

“We were married. Lady Leverick re
fused to see, or even receive a letter 
from my darling; and my brother Eus
tace, in lieu of a wedding-present, sent 
a curt note informing me that I was 
a madman. A madman I was, but my 
mania was full of joy. Could heaven tie 
fuller of bliss than was my life in those 
first three months? My income was all 
we had. but Gladys had had little lux
ury. and wc laughed together over our 
poverty, resolutely determining to be 
strictly economical. We took a small 
house in 8t. John's Wood; and then 
began my first real experience. 1 sighed 
over the money I had wasted; but 
Gladys never let me sigh twice, and al
ways declared that she would manage that would not be extinguished, 
everything. Out of all my old friends I “The remainder of that night is like a 
invited only two to our home, Guy Con- hideous nightmare to me. I can see my- 
way and Hugh Everest; but very hap- self now hurrying him from the steps to 

little reunions we had. the street and into a cab. I can reinem-
‘We were quite alone; and though ber hoxv sharp was the pain at my heart

to when 1 repeated the vague, yet self-con
demning words of Conway's 
see again the houses seeming to fly past 

we dashed homeward. 1 can feel

SOCIAL CHIT-CHAT.
(Harper’s Bazar.)

Adam was discussing his rib.
"It is the only operation I can talk 

about a* yet," lie apologized.
Herewith he anxiously awaited the ad

vent of appendicitis.

Ii: Japan there is an annual feast day 
tor boys, when each house having male 
children hangs out strings of paper carp, 
which Inflated by the breeze become life
like monster fish.

"It was on this feast day," says a 
writer in the Wide World, “that we left 
Yokohama for Kamakura, once the 
ern capital of Japan, now merely a 
quiet little seaside village.

"As it was such an Important occasion, 
the whole world made holiday, some 
families hurried to the seashore to fly 
their enormous humming kites, from 
which the parents appeared to derive 
quite as much enjoyment 'as the chil
dren. The loud hum emitted by the soar
ing kite is caused by a piece of Jhin 
bamboo, which is stretched tightly across 
from shoulder to shoulder.

"This taut bamboo fllinient hot only 
acts as an weolian harp, but bends the 
whole *Re, so that Its surface 
cave Instead of being, as in our kites, a 
plane. The noise when some threecsore 
or so of these monsters are in the air 
at the same time is deafening.

"The Japanese kite has no tall, but la 
furnished with numerous long stream
ers. Great competitions are held by the 
owhers of the kites, and occasionally a 
mimic battle will be fought In the »lr, 
the rival factions endeavoring by mefcne 
of powdered glass, which ha» been pre
viously worked Into a definite length of 
the kite string» to saw through a rival's 
string, and so bring the vanquished kite 
tumbling ignomlnously to the ground."

trust-
It says.

THE IMPORTANT POINT.
(Cnlcago News.)

First Doctor—I advised Jones to submit 
tv an operation a year ago; and now it’s 
too. late

Second Doctor—What! Is he dead? 
First Doctor—No; lost his money.

THE INFERENCE.
(Life.)

Iloku*—Mies Caustique says she is very 
fond of young Saphedde.

Pr.kus—Why, I thought ahe was a man 
hater.

Hvkus—So she Is. I suppose that s 
why she likes Saphedde.

—demand an explanation. \ went/
"Everet’s voice-grew husky for 

ment, Stuart, while every word ho ut
tered went to my heart like >. knife; 
my youth died in that moment of su
preme agony.

“ 'I went.* he continued, ‘and asked to 
see Mon way; hqtcame to mt* for a 
ond,‘looking strangely agitated. I sug
gested staying with him till he started 
that evening, but lie refused to let me, 
and hurried away. 1 took my depar
ture, ill at east; for, despite his repeat
ed observations that he had much to do, 
1 felt he liaa a visitor; and my suspi
cions were only too well grounded, for, 
on turning my head when 1 reached the 
road, 1 saw vour wife standing with him1 
in the studio talking earnestly. Then 1 
came to you.’

‘“To crush my happiness!* 
ed, recklessly. ‘It was thoughtful!*

“ ‘You judge me as I feared/ he an
swered, sadly. ‘Well, 1 have done what 
I considered my duty; the rest is for

i»8a mo-

THE PROPER PLACE.
(Woman's Home Companion.)

"I understand that the leading lady and 
th» prima donna had a violent quarrel. 

"Yes."
"Hew did they settle It?"
"Oh. they went to their pressing rooms 

and made up." ____________woman
liel# me!—still treasured in my heart, 

thrown into its terrible jaws and 
left to perish without a helping hand.

“I pray heaven, Stuart, you may never 
know the darkness of those days, the 
unspeakable anguish, the depth of de
spair! Weeks passed. 1 could find no 
trace, and wheji I was tortured with 
the conflicting emotions which surged 
within me an event ocimrred that put 
the last stroke to my misery, added the 
ghastly we:ght of a wrong to my bur
den, a wrong which 1 could never wipe

I *«-tf

BERTILLION FOILED.
<New York Sun.)

Little Jack Horner stuck in his thumb 
and drew out a plumb.

"And I Won't leave any print, either, 
he boasted. , . .

Yet later he wondered how they had 
found It out. .

Strained Back aad Side. i

“While working in a sawmill,” writes 
C. E. Kenney, from Ottawa, ”1 strained 
my back and ride so severely 1 had to 
go to bed. Every movement caused me 
torture. I tried different oils and lini- 
mntfl, but wasn’t helped till 1 used Ner- 
viline. Even the first application gave 
considerable relief. In throe days 1 was 
again at work. Other 
use Nervihne with tremendous benefit, 
too.” An honest record of nearly fifty 
years has established the value of Fai
son’s Xerviline. *

I exclaim
SOMETHING CHEAP.

(Pathfinder.)
Lads-—l w ish to get a birthday present 

my husband.
Clerk—How lung married?"
Lady—Ten years.
Clerk—Bargain counter to the right.

In the milltoy

u/ away. , . .
"1 had resigned my post at the club, 

and, in my eager restlessness, wandering 
about the London streets, either alone 
or with one of my detectives, I was lost 
even to the remembrance of the fre
quenters of my old haunts. One day, 
however. I met a man who had been 
very friendly with me, and in the course 
of conversation—ï would gladly have 
avoided him if I could—he told me 
there were several letters awaiting me

‘The rest will be forgotten/ 1 an
swered.

“ ‘What—will you submit to dishonor, 
you will stand deceit! 
lier kisses to-night remembering her lov
er's ibis afternoon! You ar* no longer 
a man. Gérant!*

"His words fanned the flame of my 
jealous passion to madness. Hitherto 1 
had spoken mechanically, remembering 
my wife’s puritv and sweetness; but at 
his taunts the blood in my veins became 

.like fire. 1 wanted nothing but revenge.
“Everest tried to calm me, but it was 

useless; be had set? the match to a train

searched the world round; face to face 
with him, I could breathe out the pas
sion, remorse, revenge, scoren and agony 
of my bursting heart. But I could not 
leave England till I knew where 
darling was, my sweet, wronged angel

at her
feet, and bowed my head in shame; and 
so my search went on.

“Years passed, but only a «light clue 
turned up now and then, always with 
the same ending. I have wandered —led 
by these disheartening elues—from one 
country to another; and at last the 
men I employed grew weary, and I had 
to work alone. But I was kept alive by 
my love and my desire for revenge. Ev
erest never came to England—coward 
and villain—but the day came, a day 
came, a day not long past, when we met 
and on his dying bed I forced him to 
confess liis wrong and own his deceit. 
Then, when he was gone, the misery of 
my wasted life returned, and I sunk for 
a while beneath my load of care.

(To be Continued.)

SELF-EVIDENT.
(Chicago News.)

Lucy—Papa, whenever I dream ol Ar-
tlm * lie appeal s aa a pr«nve.

Papa—Isn’t he a riboon clerk <n 
day lime?

Lucy—ïes, papa. ^ .
Papa—Then lie must be leading a dual

You will rf-crive
IN THE PUBLIC EYE.my

—till I had knelt in the dust
life.

CAN'T NOW.
(Roseleaf.)

"You used to send me candy 
~rs," said ^r. Meekton's wife.
~ “Yes, Henrieita, but you know 
days I could do what I liked with 
ary."

and flow-
t in thSECURITY

IN BUYING

BONDS

my

TIME WAS UP.
(The Smart Set.)

"Yes, I was once engaged to 
"And what cruel obstacles 

tween two loving hearts?"
"Oh. nothing in particular. We just let 

ptlon expire."

a duke." 
came be-V.v

•»
Gladys tried over nnd ovér again 
reinstate herself with her aunt, from 
r.ffevtionate desire only, ahe failed. Lady 
Leverick would not see her or own her 
and nij- darling had only mo in the wide

the o

REFERENCE TO AGE RILED HER.
(Boston Transcript.)

Mr. Wlbblee—What Tine, 
have. Miss Knox. My wife, who le young
er than you are, has her hair quite gray.

Mis* Knox—Yes, and if I'd been your 
wife, no doubt my hair would have been 
quite gray, too. ___

WAS EXTRAVAGANT.
(Stray Stories.)

note. 1 can Lq Bonds are the safest invest- 
ment a person can make because 
they are secured by first mort- 
gage on the whole assets of the 
Corporation issuing them.
q Bonds are the best investment 
a person can make because no 
other investment offering the 
same security pays as high a rate 
of interest.
q Bonds offered by us are thor
oughly investigated as to their 
safety before being offered to 
our clients.
q Write us to-day for literature 
on Bond Investments and a list 
of those we recommend.

us as
again the agony I endured when, in an- 

to m.v hoarse inquiry, the maid said
PRESIDENT M. MAUVKL OK 

PORTUGAL.
The National Republic «vaemhly

the first

dark hair

“How happy I was then; Through Ev- *lv wife wa8 110t at home. Again 1 can 
crest's influence I obtained the secre- jeej agony of suspense , rage, mad- 
taryship of a good club, and the ad- nFES [ tuffered as 1 strode up and down 
ditlon to our income was most welcome the roa(1 before the house, with Everest 
andJ‘''lpfu'- . „ , , ... , standing a little way off, watching me

“The months slipped by with mered- a yiim anxious face, till the sound
ible swiftness and sweetness till a year ()j ijght (eet came to our ears, and 1 
was gone and our baby horn. All this sto(k[ before (iUldvs. 
time Conway and Everest were our >*- (an her 6lartied (llcc her
loved and most mm,ate friend. and ,hrinki form. a‘ in a 8uppreecd voice 
Gladys seemed to ,ke them both We d(.man^,.d to know wll‘u‘e tile 
christened the child Margery; but .he answer at onee, and
wa, to me no earthly being- her beam bF8itation madde„ed me. 1 lost all

Conwav, who was a bit of an artist, in- . , . , , .6
slated on painting them in angel forms. I" » «»<>» of pass.onate words 1 de- 

“Have vou ever seen a storm gather nounced her, thrust asice 
in „ summer skv and in one moment »•'«" they would have held me, and 
darken the brightness of the mmshine then, telling her we should never meet 
with gray heavv clouds? Yes! Then you |ga™, I rushed away, leaving her dumb 

conceive hôw my» life was changed pallid as a figure of stone,
bva swiff fell stroke that almost crush- “Once I turned to go to her a mo- 
ed mv manhood. I was much occupied at ment of remorse in my madness but 
the club and was awav from home manv Everest pushed me on, and so we part- 
hours Sometime,, it struck me. when Ï ed. Everest never left me all night; he 
returned at night: that mv wife’s face took me to his rooms, and sat watching 
was disturbed and sad: but the feeling me like a mother, with his grave face

WHERE BABY CUT HIS TEETH.
(New York Sun.) of Portiigal has elected 

president of the new republic, 
is M. Mauvel of Arriega. an exper
ienced politician yind a man of much 
tact.

He will need all his ability )<> 
“get away with" hie job, as Portu
gal is stirred up and tlie royalist# 
are busy trying to restore Manuel to 
the throne.

He“We are called upon to repair
of damage,” said ft furniture

all
kinds
dealer the other day. “But the most 
puzzling defacement 
that which appeared on a beautiful mar 
hogany table brought in for re-finishing.

around its margin were rows of 
scratches and small indentations which 

hard to explain, as the table was

"Y'ea." said the young wife, proudly, 
"father always gives something expensive 
when he makes presents."

"Su I discovered when 
ev, ay." rejoined the young

I ever saw was

he gave 
husband.

yoq
All

Throw Medicines To The Dogs !
At best they are unpleasant, often 

useless. Y,pu have jome disease of the 
nose, throat or lunm. Doctors would call 
it bronchitis, asthma 
common root of these diseases is germ 
or microbic irritation—Catarrhozene not

hade
otherwise uninjured.

“What happened to it?*' I asked when 
the owner came in.

“ Well,' she replied, ‘the baby insisted^ 
on cutting hie teeth around the edge of 
it. Of course, it was rather expensive, 
but we both think there is nothing too 
good for the baby."*

WHICH WAS IT?
(Puck)

Mrs, Flint (severely)—Do you ever 
drink intoxicants?

suit. .5
Spoiled Spooner (at tli do a)—IWore 

replying, madam, permit me to ask yon 
if dat is an invitation or merely an in
quiry?

a or catarrh. TheROYAL N t VI bnrimbbupt Z V
her hands

only destroys disease gcrms.it does more, 
it heals diseased and inflamed tissue. 
The disease fs not only, cured, Jjut its 
return is forever prevented by using Ca- 
tarrhozone, which is splendid #!so 
colds, coughs and irritable throat. Ke-

Na-

SECURITIES
CORPORATION

THEN HE SLUNK AWAY.
(Toledo Blade.)

"You are false!" he hissed. "You are 
the artificial product of the artificial age. 
Bven your figure Is not your own."

"Liar!" she cried triumphantly. " I 
paid the last Instalment on It tMN.^om- 
mg."

He slunk away.

BANK OF MONTREAL BUILDING 
YONGE AND QUEEN STS. 

TORONTO
R. M. WHITE - Manager

MOHT*BAL-OUEB8C-H ALIFAX-L0ND0N(KN0.)

can for —Did yer get bounced on yer last 
trip to the city, Hi? Hi—Nope. I 
beat them confidence fellers this time, 
Si. Si—Dew tell. Hi—The porter on the 
sleeping car didn’t leave nothin’ fer ’em 
ter git.—Toledo Blade.

Si
member you inhale Catarrhozon 
tures own euro—use no other but Ga

it’s the best catarrh curetarrhozom
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