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“But Bell,” says Jeanne.

“He likes it—he is never happy when
out of the reach of tobacco smoke. He
smokes, himself, in secret—don’t you,
Eell?”

“What did you say, Hal?” asks Bell.
leaning over the hood, and smiling hap-
pily.

“Fine view shouts Hal. ‘“Now,
Jeanne, you can take the ribbons. Keep
that near side mare to her work. Sl
is inclined, woman-like, to shirk it. And
now for a cigar. Steady! hold them in,
or they will get the upper hand! They
are not a pair of children’s ponies, you
know.” \

Jeanne, full of delight, laughs joyous-
ly; the air iscelear”and rare, the horses
dash along full of metal, Hal is by her
side: Jeanne is almost happy, would be
quite happy but that the solitary fiurre,
sitting with its head in its hand, in the
great studio, rizes efore her eyes; then
she thinks suddenly.

“By this time he is driving about with
Lady Lucelle,” and her lips twiteh, and
she bestows a little cut on the mare.

“Steady.” Hal; “a little of that
will go a very-—very long way with that
ydunz lady. Think of Dell's neck, if
you haven’t any rezard for mine.”

Jeanne meckly promises obedience, and
they: go cn some fime in silence,
then Jeanne draws a little closer and
whispers:

“Hall”

“You can speak up.” he says, quietly:
“Pell is talking to the groom about
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He speaks lightly. but Jeanne's loving
eves are sharp. and she sees the twitch
of pain which passes over his handsome
young jacs

“Hal
am soriy,
never met her.”
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“Perhaps not,” she says, with a sigh.
“As Teunyson says:

“Tis better to have loved and lost,
Than never have loved at all.”
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Jeanne looks up with a sudden quiver
of the delicate lips.

“Do vou think so?” she says, with a
sudden yearning to tell him all; another
moment and she would have told him,
and how much would have been spared
to her and others.

But Lefore Hal can invite confidence,
an interruption comes in the shape of
a low pony carriage, which approaches
them around the bend of the road.” A
lady is driving, with another by her side,
and Jeanne, whose eyes are sharp, utters
a Ww exclamation.

“Hal, what a beantiful girl! Who are
they? Do you know:”

Hal looks up with a
controls himself.

b the princess.” he © whispers
hurried “and that confounded com-
panion,

Jeanne's sympathetic heart
most as fast as his.

“I don’t wonder then, Ha%”” she rays,
earnestiy.  “Slhe is perfeetiyv lovely.”

£ EQHAPTERENNN,

There is no time for more: the prin

s raises her face, an exquisite earuine,
and bows with a little smile that goes
straizht to Jeanne's heart. With a sud-

impulse, she leans back and pulis

the great bays. Verona hesitates a

then brings the ponies toya

and Hal, nervous, embarrass-

for self-possession, leaps

from the phacton and goes up, hat in
kand.

The princesz holds out her hand shyly
is the old childish frankness®—
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“This is

“l should have known that,” murmurs

the princess.

#Jeanne, the Princess Verona, Senc
Titella.”

Then Dell is in‘roduced.

Jeanne nods and smilea.
¢ “Help me down, Hal,” she says.
Hal lifts her from' her high perch.
get out,” says, as the princess, conr
eteving, offers to do; so: “I  co
shake hands all that way up. I am
glad to see you! My brother was talk
ing of you lart might.”

A smile,*soli andysks, croeg3 owr the
prizocsn’ foce, and sWe glances at Hal.
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“I was coming to pay my respects this
aiternoon,” she says. “Senora Titella
and 1.”

Jeanne smiles graciously at the pale-
faced companion. ¢

“Will you come?” she says to Verona.
“We shall be at home.”

“Then I will come,” says the princess,
simply.

“Is there anythirg I can do*for you
at Baden?” says Hal, going around to
the companion. “Any books, music, rib-
bons? I'm good at matching ribbons,”
he adds, forgetting that she is not likely
to carry her wardrobe to work in' the
pony carriage.

The companion smiles coldly.

“I do not speak English,” she says.

“That is a lie, I'll be sworn!” thinks
Hal, but, of course, he only bows and
smiles, and backs around to the other
side again, where Jeanne is saying adieu.

“You will come? RBe sure!” she adds,
in a lower voice. “May I say what 1
feel ?—that we shall bs friends!”

“I hope—I am certain,” says Verona,
with such a sweet, confiding look in her
dark eyes that, as Jeanne says after-
ward, she can scarcely help kissing her.

Then, just giving her tiny hand to
Ial for a half-moment, the princess
githers her reins together, and, waiting
till Jeanre climbs to her perch again,
drives on.

Barely is she is out of hearing before
Jeanne, with her face all aglow, and her
eyves sparkling, exclaims:

“Hal, is the loveliest, sweetest
{ litile creature T ever saw in my life!”

“That’s exaetly what I think, unfor-
" says poor Hal.,
i and a disgraceful
A vs Jeanne. *“An old
man. I ugly, and a Russian! Oh,
shame, « ! And. Hal, did you notice
woman with her?”

she
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You think
“I am sure of
Sl v

S0,
says Jeanne, de
‘ertainly, she is very different—the
wess, [ omean.” says  Hal, musing.
"She used to lapgh and talk like—like a
girl 10 a school feliow, and now she is
shy and reserved.  Watches her, you
think ¥ ;

"I om certain,” says Jeanne. “Did
You notice how the woman looked,_ when
the princess said she would call? 1 saw
her thin lips compress, nad her eyes go
down.”

“But she can't
says Hal.

Jeanne shakes her head.

“I don’t believe it.”

Hal nods assentingly.

“You are getting sharp, Jeanne,” he
says, approvingly. “I don't believe it.
cither, but whut does it all matter?”’ he
adds, with a sigh. “You know what is to
happen. DBesides—a princess!”

for the first time, Jeanne remembers
her titie.

“"You are a Bertram,” she says, with
a slow hau ‘and the Lrother of an
5 marchioness!”
| And as poor as a church mouse,” says

ITal. “Don’t talk about it, Jeanne; I can
see only too plainly that what I want,
and you would help me to, can‘'t be. But
You are a goed girl to think about me in
the midst of your own happiness. Isn’t
there an old proverb in our family that
no Bertram ean be happy in his love? 1
suppose fate is satisfied with disproving
it in one instance—you are happy enough
for all the family put together.”

“Hal,” says Jeanne. trembling

“Hal,” also says Bell, leaning forward,
“there’s Baden!”

And once more' Jeanne's confidence is
nipped in the bud.

“Better give me the reins.” sayvs Hal;
and; he .changes places. “Now fér the
herds: and flocks. Tave yon arranged
where to stop? Nn? Then we'd better
go to the prineipal hotel. Let's see, you
have been polishing up your German.
haven't you? If not, we shall have t<
shove old Bell forward.”

Jeanne laughs remorsefully; they have
both forgotten that faithful. devoted
. devoted 1

understand English,”

1
sh
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ate an excitement which is raised to
fever heat when it is learned that other
carriages are to follow, and both Jeanne
and Bell are required to explain, that
all they need is some light refreshment
for themselves and horses.

*Call for same beer

berg,” says ; “they're sure to have
‘em. And.n . if you ask for : eg
to eat, they'll bring you veal; it is the
only meat they go in for; that is the rea-
sen why vou don't see any cows or bul-
y Kill them when they

and Johannis-

lociss :

are calves!’
Great tankards of
wine are Lrought;

just sips,

beer and a bottle
a wriass of the lat-
and, 1 riword
the colebrated gar-
rt for a walk.

epportunity for you to
meralize, Bell.” says Hal, as they enter
what used to be the gamin 13e. “Now,
her. for a sermon on tie 3.0f gam-

gone to

1
he

at Bell merely expresses his admira-
for the ificent apartment ‘in
S0 many t ands have met their
. and they go into the gardens.
“Evening iz the ti ? says Hal;
#there’s 2 band and 2 regular promerade
N

i Enrprise. not to say esnsternat

i deseribable: however, he conevals ig, and

concert, and the whole place is lit np'
with these lamps, and—hullo, what’s the
row?” he breaks off to inquire, for as
they walk down one of the grand paths,
lined with tbles, they hear voices raised
in dispute.

A group of persons is seated around a
table at a little distance, and a confused
waiter is hovering to and fro, laboring
to explain something which some of the
party will not allow of explanation.

“English,” says Hal, sententiously, “I
pity the poor waiter,” and he turns upon
his heel.

But gooa-natured Bell hesitates.

“Perhaps we can help them; let us go
and see,” he says,’ and they walk on
slowly.

But suddenly Hal utters an exclama-
tion.

“By George!” he says, “it’s old Lamb-
ton, and Maud and Georgina!”

Hal is right.

It is Mr. Lambton and his daughters;
he is on his feet, presenting a fine speci-
men of the angry, irascible English
squire, in a tourist’s suit of broad and
startling checks. Maud and Georgina,
dressed in elaborate travelling costumes,
are seated before a bottle of wine and a
tray of biscuits.

All are talking fast and furious, and
it is not until Hal, in his free-and-easy
way, puts his hand on Mr. Lambton’s
shoulder, that they notice our party’s
approach. :

“Maud!” cries Georgina, “here is Jean-
ne—I mean the Marchioness of Ferndale!
Papa, look!”

Mr. Lambton turns—he is as red as a
turkey-cock—and takes off his hat; the
girls clasp Jeanne’s hand, and cling to it;
all talk at once.

“What’s the row?” asks Hal.

“This impudent rascal—but whoever
thought of seeing you here, my lady?
This impudent rascal pretends that he
don’t understand English, and won’t
bring us some pale ale—and how’s the
marquis, my lady *—and we’ve asked him
a dozen, a hundred times!—and where
are you staying, Lady Ferndale?” |

“All * right,” says Hal. “I think
I know enough of German o ask
for the bottle of Bass. Here, waiter,
bring some paley aley. That’s what they
call pale ale, Mr. Lambton.” .

The waiter, with a grin of intelligence,
darts away. and brings the ale, and it
is a fact, they do call it “paley aley’!
Meanwhile Jeanne has been talking to
the two girls.

“Staying ‘at your own castle!” says
Maud. “Papa, Jeannce—I mean the Mar-
chioness—has a castle in Germany ! Isn’t
that delightful ¥

“And where is Mrs. Lambton ?
Jeanne.

“Oh, mamma is at the hotel. She has
a headache; she doesn't care to go about
much. She says the language makes her
ill, and generally stops in bed. Who-
ever would have thought of seeing you
here! How kind of Mr, Bertram to trou-
ble about the ale! And isn't Germany
delightful ! We are enjoying ourselves
so much ! But papa gets so angry with
everybody because they ean’t understand
Englisl:; and our German we learned of
the governess secms quite different to
what they speak here !’

“And you've got a castle here !” said
Georgina.  “Tlow delightful !”

“You must come and stay with us”
eays Jeanne, “You must come at“Gnce.
Vane will be so glad that we have met
you; it is a fortunate chance.”

Both the girls color up with pleasure.

“Papa, do you hear 7 Jeanne, the mar-
chior has asked us to stay with her !”

Mr. Lambton. still execitedly explain-
ing to Hal and Bell the outrageous mis-
conduct of the waiter in not understand-
inz English, is properly grateful, and the
invitation is accepted.

Mr. Lambton is so relieved at meeting
with some one who can talk to “these
confounded” Germans, that he grows
quite cheerful, and the party go back to
the hotel—which happens to be the same
at which the eayriages have been put
up—quite happ¥® :

Jeanne goes up to’ visit Mrs. Lamb-
ton, and finds that lady in' a magnifi-
cent apartment—wherever Mr. Lambton
goes, he has the best of everything, and
pays twice the proper charge for it !—
and exceedingly uncomfortable.

“My dear,” she says, “I shall only be
too delighted to come! I can’t bear
these foreign parts. where you don’t un-
derstand a word that’s spoken!  And
Lambton does fly into such violent pas-
sions !  And how well you are looking
—not an hour elder! T always said
that you were quite a child. and you look
it still.  Oh, I shall be glad to come !”

“You must come at once, to-night,”
says Jeanne. “Ilal and'@fr. Bell shall
make all the arrangements. 1 am so
glad we met you. Why didn’t you tell
me that you were coming abroad ¥

“I didn’t know it says poor Mrs,
Lambton; “they made up their minds in
a minute, and away we came. And
how is Mr. Vane—the marquis, [ mean?
It scems so sitrange to call him by se

aske

grand a name.”

“Vane is quite well,” says Jeanne with |
a little sigh. ‘

Then . she goes down and finds Mr. ¢
Lambton fussing aliout Lord Nugent, in
a state of excitement caused s0
many lords and ladies,

But =1 is restless, also, and wants to
get back, for a reason which Jeanne
knows,

Presently, in the midst of the clatter,
Lord l.anc’s carriage arrives. To .\:l_\"
that Clarence is not in 2ood Lumor is to
describe his state™of mind in !
est phrase. !

The day is hot, the road dusty, and,
thanks to Mr. Bell, he has been packed
up.in a barouche with three other per-
sons, instead of driving with Jeanne, His
. -~ at

€ho oight of Maud and Georgina, is in-

the mild-

they — well, they greet him in ~ the
friendlicst maner possible.

Hal and Bell make arrangements
the Lambtons’ journ and. after what
seems an endless delay to Hal, the cas-
tle party are ready to start on their
way home.

Once more Clarence hovers about
phacton in which
seated,

“If you are tired Tal.” he says,
will tale the bays home for you.”

Jut Hal shakes his Lead. =

“No, thanks,” he says; “I'm all ri
better go as we came.’

w 'Let me drive.” says Jeanne, “and Mr.
Tell shal sit in the front for a change.”
And so Beil is rewarded, and }al is left |
to meditate beside the groom. !

Some three hours later, when Jeanne
is in her bondoir writing a letter to
Aunt Jane, Mrs. Fleming knocks softly,
and enters with two cards.

“The Princess Verona and Count Mi
koff are in the smull drawing-room, my.
lady.! * é

Jeanne jumps up at once rather
arhast ! The ceompanion she had beea '
prepared for. but the cr 2 2

Mr. Dertram ahout
she says.

i

for

the !
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Sweet Sleep, and ask for the specially manu-
factured, carefully packed Blue Ribbon Tea.

Try the Red Label.

Only One Best Tea.

Blue Ribbon'’s It.

“Yes, my lady; I saw him go into the
billiard-room a little while*ago.”

“Tell him,” says Jeanne, “to keep out
of the way; you understand %”

Mrs. Fleming courtesies.

“I understand, my lady,” and Jeanne
goes down.

As she enters, the count and the prin-
cess arise, and, with'a polite greeting to
the princess, Jeanne shakes hands with
the count. Anyone observing her would
think that she had ' instantaneously
taken a fancy to that nobleman, and
that she had failed to be prepossessed by
the princess, so friendly is Jeanne with
the count, so calmly courteous to his
companion.

But in every woman js a latent store
of artfulness, and Jeanne is practicing
hers now.

“That woman,” she thinks, “has gone
home, and told the count of our meeting,
and he has come here to watch this
sweet child instead of his accomplice. He
will expect me to #Teat' him coldly; he
shall be disappointed.”

So Jeanne, exerting herself to the ut-
most, lays herself out to charm the man
of wrinkles, addressing a stray remark
or two to the princess, who is evidently
puzzled to account for the change in
Jeanne’s manner.

As Vane says, the man does not live
who can resist Jeanne when she means
to charm, and the count is soon entirely
engrossed and thrown off his guard. Be-
fore he is reely aware of it, he has
accepted an invitation to dinner for him-
self and the princess, and is engazed in
a discussion on old china, when Jeanne
says, suddenly:

‘“f am very sorry my husband is not in
the way; will you come into the billiard-
room, Count Mikoff? I heard the click
of balls as I passed, and I think they are
playing-pool; let me introduce you.”

(To be continued.)
———wee—

TORTURING NEURALGIA.

Suffered for Ten Years, Cured by
Dr. Wiilian’s Pink Pifls.

Neuralgia is the king of tortures. A
tingling of the tender skin, a sharp sud-
den stab from some angry nerve, then
piercing paroxysms of pain—that’s neur-
algia.  ‘Lhe cause of the trouble is dis-
ordered nerves due to thin watery blood.
The cure Dr. William’s Pink Pjlls,
which make new, rich red blood, and
thus soothe and strengthen the disor-
dered nerves and cure neuralgia. Among
the thousands who have_proven that Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills (-l?!{;\

Mts. R. C, Jehnson, of-Simpson’s Cerner,
NS Mrs. Johknson says:
wards of t irs 1 was a sufferer from
the awful "pains of neuralgia. Over-
exertion ogrthe least exposure to a cold
wave would et me nearly wild with tor-
ture. 1 doctored with two physicians
but the§ did not cure me. 1 then tried
several advertised medicines, but found
no benefit The trouble continued at
intervals lm- ade life miserable, tintil
six or eight mon ago when a relation

of mine brought nfa_a box of D". Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills aM"to try
them. 1 used this box and then got a
half-dozen more, and by the time 1 had
used them all trace of the trouble had
disappeared, and as I have not since had
the slightest attack I feel safe in saying
that the cure is permanent.” Mrs. John-
son is one of the best known ladies in
the section in which she resides, and is
a prominent worker in the Congrega -
tional Church. Naturally her Tamily
and friends are rejoicing over her cure,
and Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills have made
many warm friends in that section us
a result of their good work.”

It i3 because Dr. Williams’ Pini
Pilis make “Tiew, pure, warm blood
that they have such great power to cure
disease.  They pozitively cure rheuma-
tism, sciatica, neuralgia, St. Vitus dance,
partial paralysis, kidney and liver trou-
)lés, anaemia, and the ailments from
which women alone suffer. The purch-
aser must Dbe careful to see that the
full rame, “Dr. Williaops” Pink Pills for
Pale People.” is" printed.<on. the wrap-
per around cach box. ~ Sold byv-allanedi-
cine dealers or sent by mail @

or six boxes for £2.50, by wr
Dr. Willinins® Medicine Compuny,
kvilie, Ont. §
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/SPEED OF FISHES.

Sharks Travel Fastest, With Tarpon Sec.
ond and Macicercl Third.

Study of the spced of fishes i3 em-

barraszed by unavoidable diffieulties. It

ie not possible, as with birds, up

intervals, of a quarter of

to set
tall poles
a mile, and, with the help of
watches, time them as thefgo by. Never-
theless, recent investigation of ‘the sub-
Ject goes to show that the mackerel, if.
not the champion racer of the briny deep,
comes pretty near to carrying off the
honos.  Unquestionably it travels some-
times as t as an express train at high
speed- at the rate of sixty or pos-
enty miles an hour.

Other things being equal, the larger
the fish the faster it swims—just as the
hnge steamship is,able to. travel at a
specd much greater than the little harbor
tuz. Undoubtedly the energy employed

great size. such as a thirty-

foot shark, when tiaveiiing at its Dbest
mait, is somethi tremendous. An or-
which represents a maximum
a minimum of bulk, utilizes
e power. Of Course, it is

of energy
about 200 Lo

j«m]_v a guess, but it would not seem to

e over the mark to suppose that a
seyeptvcfoot whale makes use of 500
horse power’ when it propels "its huge

i bulk through the water at the rate of

thirty miles an hour. A whale—which is
and not a fish—might be
compared to a freight train if a shark
is a connon-ball express, but it can beat

neuralgia is |

“Ior up- |

@t 50 «un!".{

stop |

i
; the fastest “ocean greyhound” in a speed
contest.

If there is a fish that can travel faster
than a shark it must be the tarpon,
which ean probably “hit her *p” <o the
tune of eighty miles an hour, if pressed
for time. Generally speaking, it may
be said that finny ercatures which live
near the surface of the sea are swift
swimmers, as compared with those that
dwell in the depths. Thus the cod, which
is a deep-water. species, is sluggish and
would stand no show at all in a race
with the mackerel or herring. These lat-
ter, which are distinctly pelagic, depend
for their living upon their activity in pur_
suing agile prey, and they must be quick
in their movements in order to escape
their own enemies.

If the mackerel was as big as a good-
sized shark it would probably be the
speed champion of the ocean. No fish is
better shaped for rapid going. ~ Some
years ago a yacht builder in New York
constructed a sloop with a hull patterned
exactly after the under body of a Spanish
mackerel. She was called the Undine,
and, if tradition does not lie, she never
was beaten. Like the fish after which
she was modelled, she had her greatest
breadth of beam forward of amidships—
a decidedly novel idea in boat-building.
i One may say, indeed, that all modern
i water craft are more or less fishlike in
!Umir makeup.—Saturday Evening Post.
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r". NELSON AND TO0GO.
(From New York Sun, Oct. 25.)

Sir,—I was very much interested in
your leader on Togo and Nelson, but in
the comparison of the relative merits of
these two great admirals I think the
crowning glory rests with Nelson. His
brilliant career did not consist of the
destruction of a fleet, or of a war of

but a few months. It covered many
battles and yeavs of service. England
has always been generous to his mem-
tery, but she can never repay the debt
| she owes to his great genius. ¢ Nelson
{has made the deck of the old Victory
holy ground to men of all nations who
admire gallantry and pluck.

{  When all Europe was trembling with
! fear of the great Napoleon, England in
her insular. position was as safe from

!land attack while Nelson lived as though |

., Napoleon-was not in existence.  When
a comparison 15 Made of the personality
of the men that the lwo admirals con-
tended against, the comparative-magni-
tude of their achievements can be best

{ understood. Without making

of Trafalgar, I think that to have won
the battle of Copenhagen was a far
greater honor than it was to lLe the
destroyer of the Russian fleet.

The Danish sailors were the equal of
those of gland. The engagement was
so desperate that the two flects fought
to a standstill. The English admiral
in charge ordered the signal “Cease fir-
if)“g"’ hoisted, and when the attention of
Nelson, who was second in command,
was called to it he placed his hand over
his good eye and then turned his sight-
less orb, the eye which he had lost in
service, toward te signal, and said Le
could not see it, and proceeded with the
battle and gained the victory.

Who would not rather have won that
battle, under such circumstances, and
against such ‘sailors as the Danes, than
to have the honor of having destroyed
a Russian fleet manned by stupid =ail-
ors? JOHN F. BAXTER.

New York, Oct. 25.
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The Outing Magazine for November,

In the fall and winter one turns
naturally to reading and espgcially  to
that reading which wiil recall to mind
the iree and living world outside—a
world temporarily dore away with by
the cold and storm that Lkecps one
hcused.  Among the best matter of the
sort we find the Outing Magazine for
November.  There is Robert Dunn’s
{ The Country Club: A National KEx-
!pro sion. 1f you've ever been canoeing
| before dawn you will fied a charm of
truthtfulness abont Edwina Stanton Bab-
iek’s Up - the River of Glass.  There
| ave twovarticles, .one by Jesse Lynch
[ Williams and the othér by Lene Bache.
{ The former is cal 1 )
[“Great Lakes. Mr. Diache wr wpon
| Fi h Planting *Duts : “rier-
| prise. Other articles ave: "Vhe in-
» nings of Football, Amid Birch and Bal-
gam, Tricks of the Ruffed Grouse. Sea-
Otter Hunters, How to Hunt Big Game.
Belmont Purdy writes about the mod-
ern conditicns of steeploechase huntine;
and Tow a Pointing Dog Hw'uis'v s

| Tail.

as 1

e O e

Drunks of the Long Azo.

“The tombs of Deni }assam.” said -an
antiquary of Chicago, “are interesting
on account of their realistic paintings.
In these tombs, which are 5.000 ycars
old, there are many pictures of drunk-
ards. Drunken men wavingz wine ‘cups
in both hands are being carried home by
sneering slaves. Drunken women lurch
through the streets, followed by little
mocking children. All this, mind you,
5,000 years ago.

“Alexander the Great used to ho!d
drinking contests. He who could drink
and carry off the most wine won. Pro-
| machus, the o
gold “cup from Alexander by drinking
fourtecen quarts of wine. T'ourteen
quarts!

“The Romans used to serve at their
banquets wines 8) and 100 years old.
They would mix with these wines tur-
pentine, resin and sga water. Thus, they
though, a fine fla¥®r was gotten.

“I once tasted a wine 200 years old. 1t
was so thick we had to dig it out with
|a spoon. Its flavor was so horrible that
Iturpomine. resin and sea water wouid,
no doubt, have improved it.”

skitled 1aonaeiis oL
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Feeding the
Multitude.

o *ov

On the daily bill of fare of a first-claszs
restaurant in a large city the hungry diner
ordinarily finds from 200 to 23 different
ways of satisfying his appetite—to say
nothing of the various ways of satisfying
his thirst. To consume this array of edi-
bles the proprietor expects daily from two
thousand persons up to more than thrice
that number, according to his location and
the size of his patronage. Some days there
is an upexpected increase in the number of
diners, and other days aen equally unex-
pected falling off; the kind of food demand-
ed varies with the weather. On a warm
day, for example, meats and soups are
likely to become a drug on the market and
the muititude, especially at the moon hour,
clamors for salads, cold meats and frozen
desserts. A cold spap in the late autumn
completely upsets the summer dishes. There
is, in fact, almost no fixed demand, and yet
there must always be a sufficiency of what-
ever happens to be the need of the hour—a
combination of circumstances that makes
the life of the restaurant keeper anything
but an exi of dull .

Restaurants which feed thousands of peo-
vle in a day are of recent origin and many
of the probl of their 'S were un-
known to the keepers of the eating houses
of twenty-five years ago. Oon the other
hand, the man at the head of the gwentieth
century establishment has facilities for do-
ing business of which the old-timers had
little conception. Cold storage and rapid
transit enables the restaurant keeper of to-
day to draw on the gardens of the South, the
woods of the North, and the ranges of the
West for his supplies. Electric lights and
electric fans help to make the restaurant
attractive and keep it cool. If the build-
ing includes the latest architectural wrin-
kles, the air breathed by the diners is
filtered and guaranteed to be as pure as
the spring water served on the tables. And
the restaurant keeper has the telephone.

“What we would do nowadays without
the telephope.”” said a restaurant keeper
the other day, ‘‘is hard to imagine. It's
the one thing in this day of big crowas
and long bills of fare that enables us to
keep things moving without having either
to overstock the larder in advance or try
to persuade our patrons to take something
else ‘“‘just as good’ when there’'s an un-
usually hard run on some special article.
And we can't tell when there's going to be
such a run. Lobslers, for example. Some-
times we don’t sell a boiled lobster for
half a day, and then again we may get
calls enough in an hour to make us see the
finish of the stock tbat we procured in the
morning. That's where the telephone
comes in, for 1t's as good as being pext
door to the markct, and whenever we seo
anything runrping out, it's a mere matter of
pressing the button, so to speak, and the
provision dealer does the rest within lifteca
Qr twenty minutes,”

Although the method of preparing tnis
enormous daily table for its thousands of
guests varies with different restaurant-
keepers, the main plan of campaign is very
similar. The restaurant man lays out his
bill of fare for a week in advance, svery
much as an orderly bousekeeper might do
for a tmall family—with the marked . aif-
ference that he considers every seascnable
edible, and must lay his nlans {a accord-
ance with market prices and a general
knowledge of what bhumanity at large will
consider tempting. DBeef, of course, is a
standby, one well-kpown restaurant con-
“uming about three tons of beef weekly in
summer and more in winter. Flour, for
bread, cakes, pies, and various other par-
poses is, of course, another commodity that
is readily and periocically provided for.

But alter these and a few other staple
articles are settied, the restaurant an
is plunged inte u maze of possibilities and

—the whole question of vege-

5 nd especially milk, being

upor the weather

clopeu. The

bill el that it
part of i ) A y attueked
coversh all pos<i itions, but just wpat
is the unknown
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BABY’S AWAKENING.

It ought to be a pleasure to look for-
ward to baliy's awakening. He should
awaken Lright, smiling and full of fun,
refreshed by sleep and ready for a good
time. How many parents dread their
child’s voice, because they know when
he awakes he will ery and fret and keep
everyone on the move until he falls
asleep again from sheer exhaustion.
These erying fits make the life of the
inexperienced mother a torment. And
yet baby is not erying for the fun of
the thing—there is something wrong,
though the mother may not see any-
¢ ails the child. " Try Baby’s Own,
abiets in cases of this kind, and we
venture to say baby will wake up happy
and smiling—an altogether different
child. Here is proof from Mrs. John
S Ruthierland, Blissfield, N, S., who says:
“My laby was terribly cross, and often
ne awake half the night before I

s Own Tablets for her. Since

vz her the Tablets, she is

well, sleeps soundly all night,

cs up bricht and fresh in the

2 Jaby’s Own Tablets are a

for children of all ages.

They cannct do anyihing but good. You
can get (hem from your druggist, orh by
at 25 cents 2 box, by writing The
Williams® Medicize Co., Brockville,

————e—— —
New Use for, the Bible,

The Jatest dictum in genealogical af-
fairs is that in order to have any con-
sideration at all as a descendant one
must be able to produce an old pocket
Lible picrced half way through by a
bullet, of which one may remark, while
e i *“Yes, that Dible saveil
the life of our great-great-grandiather at
the battie of Princeton. He was in the
{front rank leading the attack, when a
volley was fired by the Bri from
ambn and had this Bible
not bLe pocket—er—er-—no, I
mean cket—ete., ete.,
is con pered, indeed.
these Bibles are now 'so much in demand
that they are being made to order by
an astute manufacturer of heirlooms,
who can imitate the bullet-pierced wvol-
ume to perfection, and is doing a thriv-
ing trade in it. They are somewlhat ex-
pensive, because the Bible must be anm
old one and ore purchases not only it
and the bullet hole, but the silence of
the nanufacturer.—Philadelphia R\oc::nl.

——————————

Werse Than No Excuse,

Drunkenness as a defense for murder can
be reduced to the plain statement that a
drunken man bent on commission of crime
i Aoy s to the ir dual against
Whow i3 ¢ivles I 4 SRR th ol
who is eober. If the courts are 1tu Luas
as argument for acquittal the word of a man
charged with felony that he js {irrespon-
sible because it was committed while he was
drunk the posibilities are dangerous. What
is to prevent every deliberate murderer from
hiding behind tiis defense, as so many of
them have hidden behind the ruling of a
court that there is emotional insanity? Is it
not possible, if one man is xcquf(toi of;
crime or hij sentence is made nothing more
han a few years’ confinement because the:
crime was an act done while ho was unier
the influence of liquor, that it will eerve
to increase the number of fefonies of thag

character? o
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