“Yon won't send me to the Old Bailey,
and you won't hang me. I'm not afraid
.of yow, Major Powerscourt, or of Cap-
tain Hawkeley, either. You may sur.
N mise what you please; you can prove
nothing. JAs for your young friend, Tre-
vanion,” with a disdaipful sneer, “I re-
gret my folly in marrying him quite as
much as he can do, and I am perfectl
ready and willing to give him back his
liberty at any moment. I married the
heir of Monkswood ,and Trevanion, not
a penniless, discarded son, doomed to
subsist en & lieutenant’s pitiful pay. 1
will resign Lieutenant Cyril Trevanion
within the hour, provided Lieutenant
Cyril Trevanion does the handsome thing
Iy me, and pensions me off as he ought
10 do®

“What a mercenary little scoundrel
you are, Rose!” the big major said,
hali iudigiant, half amused. - “Your ean-
dor is absolutely refreshing, and your
«checkiness in making terms at all, the
hest joke I have heard lately. Cyril;
wy lad; let us go back to the hotel;
we can arrange matters here; and for
leavea’s sake, dear boy, don’t wear that
<orpse-like face! This horrible little De-
lilah is not worth one homest man’s
heart-pang. You perceive your candor
i= contagious, Mrs. Dawson. Take my
wrm, if you please.
key upon you presently.” ki

ile drew ner nand resolutely within
his arn, and Rose obeyed not unwill-
fgly.. She saw one of those women
ready to be your abject slave or your
merciless tyraot; according as they find
you. Major Powerscourt showed himself
master ‘of the situation, and the fatal
little siren/ respected him accordingly.

They reached the hotel, passing Cap-
tain Hawksley on the paradé. The cap-
tain removed his cigar and touched his
liat, in sarcastic homage to the late Miss
Adair, and Rose’s black eyes flashed
their angry lightning upon him as she
swept by, Major Powerscourt led her
to her own door, saw her enter, turned
the key and put it in his pocket. =

“Now, them, Trevanion,” he said
kindly, “we’ll go to your apdrtment,
decay old boy, and settle this nasty little
affair’at once. Come, cheer up, man!
1t's an ugly mistake, but by no means
irreparable. We’ll divorce you from
Rose Dawson in the next twelve hours,
without the aid of Sir Cresswell Cress-
well.”

“Wait!” Lieutenant Trevanion said in
ihe same hoarse, breathless way he had
spoken before—“wait; give me time.
Leave me alone for a little. I can’t
talk, T can’t think. I feel as though 1
were going mad.”

“He looks like it, by Jove!” exclaimed
the major, in alarm. “Curse that little
. Yeliow-haired Jazebel!: Remain here one

instant, Cyril. I'll fetch you a glass of
brandy.” o

Cwyril  Trevanion—~ leancd  heavily

against the wall, his breath coming

in suffoeading gasps, his face now liv-

idty pale, now flashing fiery red with

the surging blood in hi® brain. He
stood literally stunned, everything swim-
ing before him in a hot, red mist.

ﬁ'he major reappeared with a glass
of brandy.

“Drink it,” he exclaimed impetuously,
“and get out of this stupor if you “ean.
1l a- man, Cyril Trevanion. Few know
of your folly; few need ever know. In
twelve months you will be ready to
laugh with me at the whole thing, and
»nap your fingers in her face. Drink
this and go to ygur room, if you will. In
an hour I will join you.’

‘e young man drained the fiery fluid
and handed back the glass.

“i will go to my room,” he said. the
red light flashing back into his white
face. “I may thank you later, Powers-
court, for what you have done to-day.
1 cannot now.”

fle wrung the major's hand and strode
away. The Indian officer heard him en-
ter his room, close and lock the door
aiter him.

“An ugly business,” Powerscourt said,
with a sombre. shake of the hecad—"a
vcnlonndedly ugly piece of businesa
t.reat Heaven! what fools young men
are, and what an abandoned little field
1hat fair-haired enchantressa upstairs
niust be! I hope that hoy will do noth-
ing rash. He would not b the first
‘I revanion who has blown cut his brains
for less. 1l have a talk witii Hawks-
ley. Rose must march before the sun
r.ses.”

He found his friend taking a consti-
tniional on the piagza, still sulacing him-
#c!t with his cigar, and watehing the
vold, white November moon with dreamy
¢VoE,

“Well?” he said, taking his friend’s
»rm, “and bow have you settled it? Poor

. deailt T pity him with all my soul. 1
can imagine no greater torture, here or
hereafter, than being tied for life to that
1air-haired termagant!”

* We don’t tie people for :iiv in these
Iatter days,” the major responded. “I'm
not afraid of Madame Rose: we will get
rid of her easily enough. It’s Trevanion
hinivelf 'm afraid of. The lad will go
sl or kill himself under the disgrace.
I have known him from hoyhoed, you
~ct, and I understand pretty thoroughly
the stuff he is made of. I could threttle
JToe Dawson’s relict this minute with all
tie pleasure in life!”

“Do,” said Hawksley, serenely. “r
wish you woudl. It might save, in the
tuture, some honest man. But = few hun-
dred pounds will buy her oif. She goes
<ieap, the little villain., Oh, what is
that?”

It was a woman’s shrill scream. The
next imstant Rose herself came flying
down the stairway, and out before them
an the moonlit piazza.

“The deuce!” said the ma jor. sy
thronght I locked her in. Does the chief
oi the infernal angels help her to whisk
through key-holes? How did you get
cut, mistress?”

“1 wanted to speak to Cvril Trevan.
ion,” Rose answered. breathlessly, “and
1 pushed back the bolt with a pair of
.cizsors. For pity's sake, 2o to him,
Major Powerscourt! Something dread-
ful has happened! Not that way-—not
that way! His door is locked!”

The Indian major waited for no more;
lie dashed away down the piazza to the
window of the young lientenant’s room,
The window, like the docr, was élosed
and fastened.. and the curtain was
drawn; but through a space which the
cartain did not cover ke eould sce into

I want to turn the,

the brightly lwm rooth. One ghineo

was enough. ith & _cry which meital |
man l;ul never before heard from tll::

stern lips of the W Indian sa !

dashed the casement in with one l";t% of
his mighty fist, and leaped headlong into
tae apartment.

CHAPTER V.

Cyril Trevanion lay face downward on
tie floor, still and lifeless as a dead
man. On the table was a brace of pis-
tols, a half-written letter; a dark stream
of blood trickled slowly from the livid
lips and formed a little pool on the car-
pet.
The major raised him up, with a deep
exclamation of horror. The helpless
head fell back over his arm, the limbs
being limp and lifeless, and the dark,
dreadful stream still trickled from the
ghastly lips,
“He has not shot himself, after all”
said Major Powerscourt, glancing at the
lcaded pistols; “he oniy meant to, and
natyre has saved him the trouble. He
kas ruptured an artery while writing
hi: letter. Here, Hawksley, send some
of these gapers after a doctor, and see
that Rose Dawson does not make her
escape.”
“1 shall not try to escape, Major
Powerscourt,” Rose said, with a little
disdainful air.. “Why should 1? If Lieu-
tenant Trevanion ruptures an artery, no
one can blame me for that foolish act.
1 will return to my room, and await
Major Powerscourt’s good pleasure.”
& “oli, then,” the major said, sternly,

ond pack your belongings. Before day-
dawn you will be many u mile from this,
or—"

The little beauty shrugged her grace-
f?l shoulders dnd nmilegﬁinsoleng:r as
sie turned to leave the room. i

“Ygu do well to leave your sentence
unfinished. You will not” harm a hair
o’f my head, and you know it, Major
Powerscourt.  The Indian hero would
hardly gain much credit in a victory
over poor little me.”

She left the room and went up
to ber own — a luxuriant apartment,
brilliantly lighted. But once alone:
and the  insolent smile faded, the fair
face turned hard and drawn, - the
black eyes took a fierce, bitter light.
She stopd in the centre of the room,
the gaslight flooding her sylph-like fig-
ure and flashing back from her bright
silk dress.

 “Is it worth while,” she thought, “to
riak s0 much to gain so littlet Is the
game worth the candle? Must my whole
life be like this—one endless round of
plottnfngs and counter-plottings—of de-
feat in the very hour of victory? I
fled from a drunken sot of a father—a
.father who had dragged me about from
town to town, from country to country,
from one wretched lodging to another—
to a still ,more drunken sot of a hus-
band. Good Heaven! the horrible life
I led with that man! The sternest cen-
sor that ever aat in judgment on frail
woman could hardly have blamed me
when I left him. And yet, I was mad
enough and coward enough to return
to him—to Joe Dawson!” She covered
he_r face with her hands, shuddering.
“No, I can not think of that. If there
be an avenging Heaven, as they Ay,
how will I ever dare to die? Oh, my
God! how that dead man's face rises
before me in the awful hush of night—
that face, as I aaw it last, so terribly
still and white » =

8She wrung Ler hands hard together,
and began walking up and down the
room in an involuntary hurry, born of
the hurry and tumult of her mind But
her face wae flushed .and there was a
streaming brilliancy in her great, glit-
tering black eyes. '

“It is not sorrow,” she said, setting
her white teeth; “it is not remorse. I
would do it again, if it were to be done
—for he was the greatest hrute earth
ever éaw, to'me. But that terrible face
haunts me—will haunt me until my
dying day  And the child—I wonder if
it is alive—if it will ever meet its- mis-
erable mother? They talk about moth-
er-love, those others. Perhaps I am dif-
ferent from the rest of the world; but
I always hated it as I hated its father
—little crying, fretful torment! It is
dead, no doubt-—workhouse children al-
ways die.”

She continued her walk up and down,
her slender fingers twisting themselves
convulsively, her exquisite, face strange-
ly old and haggard and hard in the gar-
ish gaslight.

“And now.” she thought, bitterly,
“this last failure—the worst of all! I
took' pains enough and trouble enough,
Heaven knowa, to lure Cyril Trevanion,
the heir of fifteen thousand a year, to
his fate. I thought to reign at Monks-
wood Priory—to have done with this
miserablo life of lying, and echeming,
and crime—to turn Lady Bountiful, to
become the mother of the Gracchi, an
honored matron among the landed la-
dies of England, and lo! in the very
hour of my triumph, I find my husband
discarded by his patrician father, and
no hope before us but a dreary exist-
ence, dragged out in some forlorn for-
eign colony. And then, Philip Hawks-
ley and this big Indian major must need
turn up and defeat even that project.
Truly there is a destiny which shapes
our ends, in spite of our elevereat
schemes. Well, T can face either for-
tune—I am no worse off at least than
I was before, and I won’t leave England
—I won’t, not for Cyril Trevanion and
Philip Mawksley, and Major Powers-
court eombined. 1I'll stay, and I'll have
revenge on (icneral Ewes Trevanion, as
sure as my name is Rose. I will never
eross his threshold, won’t It 1 will nev-
er own one centime of his money, for-
sooth!” _She clinched her little fist,
and her black eyes literally blazed.
“Very well, we shall sce!”

There was a knock at the door. Cyril
Trevanion’s bride threw herself into a
fauteuil before the fire, elevated her
pretty little bottines on the fender,
laid her head against the violet velvet
back of her chair, and said in her soft-
est, sweetest soprane tones:

“Come i Major Powerscourt.”

Major Powerscourt came in. Rose
néver stirred. The hard-drawn lines
vanished from the rose:tinted face, and
bright little smiles dimpled the dainty
mouth. She made an exquisite picture
reclining there, the glistening golden
hair in shining conirast to the violet
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Stylites op his hoary pillar might have
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'Will you sit down, Major Powers-

the dark eyes luminous a4 two

| court 1™ the little beauty said, waving

one richly ringed hand airily toward a
chair. “You have a t deal to say to
me, I dare say, it will be much
more comfortable to say it sitting than
standing. How ié Licutenant Trevanion
now? Poor fellow! I am really very
sorry for him. Since you are heartless
enpugh to part man and wife, Major
Powerscourt, it would be o much nicer
to part amicably. He has returmed to
consciousness, I hope? What does the
doctor say?”

“That it is the turn of a straw whe-
ther he ever survives. That if he does
survive, it is ten chances to one but he
will be an idiot for life!”

The little lady lifted her plump white
shoulders. 2

“How very unpleasant! Boys of
nineteen take things terribly in earnest.
And you won’t sit down, Major Powers-
court? Then, as it makes one fidgety
to sec you standing there so frightfully
grim and stern, will you be good en-
ough to say what you have come to say,
and go out? Only please don’t scold—it
never does any good, and I dislike to be
scolded.”

“Do you, indeed?” said the Indian of-
ficer, grimly.

In spite of himself, the insolent aunda-
city of the frail little midget before him
amused him. She looked sc pretty, so
tiny, so childish, so helpless, that, wick-
ed little sinner as he knew her to be,
the harsh words he ought to utter died
upon his lips. The contest between the
strong, stalwart man and the slender
sylphide seemed so terribly unequal.

“Do you, indead, Mrs. Dawson?” he
said, eyeing her stoically. “l wonder
how a cell in the old Bailey, a diet of
bread and water, a prison barber to
shave off all those lovely ringlets, and
a prison garb to exchange for that glist-
ening silken robe, would suit you? 1
have the strongest mind to try it i ever
had to try anything.”

“Don’t be disagreeable,” Rose said,
petulantly; “you know you haven’t. You
would be ashamed of yourself all your
Iife long if you did anything half so un-
manly.. 'm only a poor little woman,
Major Powerscourt, and if I $ry to bet-
ter myself, who can blame me?”

“Ah, you are going to do the pathetie!
Well, don’t waste your eloquence, 1lose.
'l let you off scot-free this time, to bet-
ter yourself once more. I wonder who
you'll victimize next, Mrs. Dawson?”

“Don’t call me Mrs, Dawson,” Rose
burst out, angrily; *“I hate the namel
And I am Cyril Trevanion’s wife, and
have a right to his name. I am Mrs.
Trevgnion as fast as Church and State
can make me.”

“Charch and State, in  this case,
standing for Gretna Green,” said the ma-
jor. “It was the Immortal Blacksmith
who tied the nuptial knot, wasn’t it?
But we waste time talking. llere are my
terms: 1 will give you one huudred
pounds, and you will leave England as
swiftly as steam can earry you, and bet-
ter yourself in France or anywhere else,
if you choose. You may beguile the
Emperor of the French or the Sultan of
Tl:rkgy into marrying you, for all 1 wilt
ever interfere, I resigngthem cheerfully
to the \iont,l_ot'. all eartlily fates—into
being duped by you. But you must pro-
mise never to return to England—never
to trouble Cyril Trevanion nore.”

“I will premise nothing of that sort!”
She arose as she spc¥2,  and stood
brightly defiant before him, her little
figure grect, her hair hepd thrown back.
“I won't leave England. "1 will depart
from this place as soon as you please—I
will promise to keep the secret of my
marriage— with Cyril Trevanion—1 will
promise not to use his name; but. fur-
ther than that I promise nothing. 1 like
England, and in England 1 shall remain,
it is of no use for you to threaten and
bluster, Major Powerscourt—1 tell you
won't!”

She stamped her?little _foot, and fold-
el her pretty arms, and looked at him
ablaze with rebellion; and Major Pow-
erscourt looked down at _ the defiant
fairy in a whimsical mixture of anger
and amusement. o

“Give me the hundred pounds,” she
said, holding forth one plump, bejeweled
hand. “It is a pitifui sum enough, but
it will suffice for the present. And the
next time you meet me, Major Powers-
court—or your friend, Captain Hawks-
ley, either—be good enough to mind
your own business and let me alone.”

‘Major Powerscourt took out his pock-
etboook, still staring in comical dismay
at the flushed checks and flashing eyes.

“Upon my soul, Rose,” he said, “you
have an unequaled knack of turning the
tables. I yield. But, mind, it’s a weak
and cowardly act of me; and if you
ever trouble poor Cyril Trevanion more,
I’ll keep my promise and have you up
for the murder of Joe Dawson. Ah! that
makes you wince, does it? Remember
the sword of Dam—what’s his name?—
suspended by a single hair. Let Cyril
Trevanion and my personal friends alone
and the hair will uphold the sword; med-
dle with  them—”"

“That will do,” Rose said, disdainful-
ly. “Don’t trouble yourself to finigs the
sentence. * I ‘won’t interfere with Cyril
Trevanion, unless in future Cyril ‘I're-
vanion interferes with yne.” In that case,
self-preservation is the first law of na-
ture. I'll not be crushed with impunity
by anybody. Suppose you give me your
purse off-hand, Major Powerscourt, as
tkey do on the stage. General Trevanion
would give more than one hundred
pounds, I dare say, to see his son freee.”

The Indian officer grimly laid two
crisp fifties in the pretty pink palm,

“I give you just one hour,” he said,
priling out his watch, “to get to the
station.  There is a train for London
at ten-fifty. You will go by, that. And
remember, for the last time, if you cross

.my path again, I'll not spare you. Your

beauty and your blandishments
have about as much effect upon
mec as the beauty of Kathleen had upon
the stony St. Kevin when he hurled her
over the rock. And, by all the god’s, 1'il
hurl you to perdition without merey!
Have you anything more to say to .ne
before we part?”

“Only this,” said the bride of Cyril
Trevanion, her pretty face sparkling

|

N ST A ¢
Thousgnds of half-dead, emaclated,
worn-out women are dragging out their
iliyes simply because they don’t
v whiat ails them. Nine times in ten
digestion, which directly leads to
a;;poor circulation, and eventual-

i invaid

sm,

The fipst step towards relief is to
flush out all wastes and unhealthy mat-
ter. Loosgn the bowels—stir up the liver
—stimulate the kidneys. Once this is
done, Dr. Hamilton’s Pills will quickly
manifest their health-resorting qualities.

“The best way te correct impaired
digestion, to cure constipation, hny-
ache, liver trouble, and other a
ments of the stomach and bowels,”
w‘m “lilrI;h ?‘ ?omputy. fron;

s the frequent use o
Dr." Hamiiton's Pills. | dor’t know
what it was to enjoy a good meal for

th y st h was sour,

belched gas, was thin, tired, pale, and
neérvous. | simply house-cleaned my
system with Dr. Hamilton’s Pills,
and have been robust and vigorous
ever since." i

To keep the machincery of the body in
active working order, no remedy is so
efficient, so mild, so curative as Ur.
Hamilton’s Pills—good for men, women
and children, 26c. per box, at all dealers
or the Catarrhozone Co., Kingston, Ont.

with malicious audacity, “that it is a
thousand pities I did not marry you in-
stead of that milksop downstairs. To
dupe such a man as you would be sone-
thing to be proud of o thz last day of
ore’s life. Good-bye, Major Powerscourt.
If we ever meet again, don’t be too hard
on poor little Rose.”

She actually held out her hand, and
Misjor Powerscourt, in spite of- herself,
took it. The next instant he was gane,
indignant at his own weakness and fol-
ly; and Rose Trevanion, alone in her
room, laughed a silvery peal of triumph.

“I can wind the best ‘of them and the
sternest of them around my little fin-
ger,” she said, exultingly. “General
Trevanidon*is a widower, ' Who knows,
then? I may reign queen of Monkswood
yet, in epite of the discarded son and
little Sybil Lemox.”

Within the hour he had given her.
Rose Trevanion left the hotel. She car-
ried a large morocco buag in her hand,
containing her jewels and that myster-
ious copper box, which she would not
intrust to the keeping of her trunk. By
the ten-fifty train, flving throtigh the
brilliant November moonlight, wcaving
silently her dark plots, the little acven-
turess sped on her way to London.

(To be Continued.)

LENGTHENING LIFE.

The increase in population during re-
cent years has been due to the decreased
death rate. This has resulted directly
from the applications of sciencs to medi-
cine and hygiene and indirectly from the
imprived conditions of living which eci-
ence has made possible. In all civilized
countries the' birth rate is now smaller
than the death rate was formerly. But
the death rate cannot decrease indefi-
nitely; it has.indeed possibly reached in
Great Britain a lower level than can be
maintained. A death rate of 16 per
thousand in a stationary population
means that the average length of iife is
over 60 years, and as one-fourth of those
who die are under five year:ds of ag. the
average age at death of those surviving
infancy would be about 80 years. QOdd
as it may appear at first sight, the de-
creased death rate of a country such as
Great ‘Britain is largely due to a de-
creasing birth rate combined with an in-
ereasing population. Such  conditions
give a population in which there are

fewer children under five and fewer old’

people over sixty, in which groups the
death rate is about GO per thousand,
whereas between the ages of 5 and 35 it
below 5. In FKFrance there are .fawer
children than have ever existed in any
population, which reduc:s the death
rate; but there are more old people—
twice as many as in Great Britain, It
should also be remembered that ~the
death rate of those over 45 has inereased
continnally, owing mainly to the keep-
ing alive of weakly people at eaclier
ages.—7The Popular Science Mouthly
IF YOUR BABY IS SICK
GIVE BABY’S OWN TABLETS

The little iMs of babyhood and child-
hood  should be treated promptly, or
they may prove serious. An occasional
dose of Baby’s Own Tablets will regulate
the stomach and bowels and keep your
little onegywell. Or they will promptly
restore health if sickness comes unex-
pectedly. Mrs. Lenora M. Thompson, Oil
Springs, Ont., says: “I have used Baby’s
Own Tablets for my little girls as oca-
sion required, and have found them al-
ways of the greatest help. No mother,
in my opinion, should be without the
Tablets.” Sold by medicine dealers or
sent by mail at 25 cents a box from The
Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., Brockville,
Ont.

—e————
BREAKFAST CONVENIENCES.

A breakfast convenience is =& silver
toast and egg rack. There are hollows
to hold four eggs and racks for six slices
of toast, with small salt and pepper pots
in the centre.

—_—e——————

Cheapskate—“I gave her an opal.”
Wigwag—“But opals are so unlucky.”
Cheapskate—“I know i\. This was am
imitation.”
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on Few of the

r
... But_on_All the Smaller Ones.

Out-
bailing from this port, schooners of from
40 to 120 gross tonms, only three have
auxiliary engines. On the other hand,
of the sixty or more of smaller craft,
loops a h s of from two or
three up to twenty or thirty tons, be-
longing here and in neighborirg New
York and New Jersey waters and com-
ing to the Fulton wholesale fish market,
almost every one mow has a kicker in-

.+ The big boats with the three excep-
tions noted still rely solely on sail pow-
er, though they may take a tow from
Fulton Market slip to the Battery when
they go to sea and a tow from the Bat-
tery up when they come il The smaller
boats, almost without exception equip-
ped’ with gasoline ergines, may ‘make’
-entire trips without hoisting a sail, If
the wind is light or the tide against
them they don’t wait, they just start
their engine and mosey right along. Of
course their trips are shoretr.

It is more of a job to put an engine
into a big vessel than into a small one.
Most of the larger vessels now in com-
mission were built before gasoline en-
gines had come into their present wide
use. A hundred ton schooner would take
an engine of 100 or 120 horse‘power,
which would take up some room. So
for one reason and another not many of
the larger boats have thus far been pro-
vided with power. But it is the general
opinion around Fulton Market that big
new schooners which may be brought
out in the futrue will be equipped with
auxiliary engines.

A few of the big boats now carry a
power dory or a boat a little bigger than
a dory, like a seine boat, equipped with
2 gasoline engine. This power dory is
carried on the schooner’s deck for use
28 a handy boat on occasion. They may
nse it for towing boats loaded with
seines or they may use it for the picking
up and quicker rbinging in of men out
fishing in dories to tow them in. On at
least one oocasion a power dory has been
used to tow the schooner itself.

A schooner captain who was out for
bluefish but ~who was now becalm
where = there wasn’t a sign of a blue,
caught sight about nightfall of a
schooner about a dozen miles away that
was in the midst of a school of them.
So he got his power launch overboard
with a towline made fast to the achoon-
er and started towing, and he made a
mile or two an hour through the night,
to bring up in the morning where the
blues were and to get a full catch.

ot it WS it

THE FOOD QUESTION

Collier's (Canadian edition) of August
26th contains an article entitled “West-
field—a Pure Food Town,” which is sure
to be interesting to all housekeepers.
The people of Westfield, Mass., woke up
to the fact that they were not getting
pure food or pure material for use in
food. They do not want, and now will
not have, fruits, jams, etc., in which cer-
tain preservatives are used, peanuts that
have been varnished to make them look
nice, ete. Of the groceries tested in the
laboratory one of the most frequently
adunlterated is baking powder. A de-
lightful concoction known as a tart
proved to be puff-paste made with alum,
with a jelly-centre dyed with coal tar.
The article goes on to say: “So little
baking powder is used in some homes
that this product would seem compara-
tively unimportant. But a great deal
of baking powder, however, is used in
the bought cake and biscuits, and a
great deal of this is adulterated.” The
adulteration may be by ammonia, which
is fraudulent, bat not injurious; or by
alum, which is decidedly injurious, as it
hardens the tissunes of the mucous mem-
branes. As a precaution look at.l#¥%cl
and sce if ingredients arve statsd. Pet-
Ter vafuse it If ~lom or someotalng that
looks hke alwii {such s alumi=a)-ig
one of them, or if the ingredients are
not stated by the manufacturer it will
be well to select some other brand.

Jams, jellies, catsups, confections, gel-
atine, dessert powders, flavoring ex-
tracts are often colored with coal-tar
dyes, These dyes are sometimes harm-
less, but very frequently injurious, de-
pending on the particular combination.
There is one hottle of Creme de Menthe
at the Normal fchool which contains a
coal-tar dye sufficiently poisonous to
have killed two people. The bottle is
almost full, but the small amount used
caused the death of a man and his wife,
and then the product was sent for an-
alysis, Extracts are also adulterated
with wood alcohol and with tumerie, a
fraudulent adulterant,

No doubt manv cities and towns will
profiy by Westfield’s experience and fol-
low its example.—Canadian Home Jour-
nal, :
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(‘VXER THE CRADLE.
A little lad 1s sleeping
In a little trunale bed,
While iairies troop about him
With areame for his curly head;
The lhittle race is tear-stained,
But under liis glad eves
Are visions of a pathway
That wanders up the skles.

I1iis feet among the roses
Gu dancing in wild glee,
He runs among the clover
All" bright and glad and free;
The stavs are for his pillow
In golaen glory spread—
The wings are ~inging to him—
The little curly-head.

A woman liends above him
And breainhes a fragrant
That leaves a holy beauty,
Spread llke a halo there.
“0O litle lad, sweet pathways
Are luring where thou art;
But never such a haven
As in 1y mother-heart.”

prayer

0 little chlld from dreaming
Run home again to me,

Herc is the love that needs you,
And here your rest shall pe;

My arms grow lohely, empty,
Creep back Into your nest,

And let my soul grow peaceful

———— P e

WINDOWS IN MANILA,

Perhapa in no  other country in the
world are conchas used as a substitute:l
for window glass. These shells are flat,
nearly ‘round, and average four inches in
diamteer. The edges are trimmed off,
80 a3 to leave panes about three inches
square, and these are set in narrow strips
of wcod. The shells are of course
trarsiucent rather than transparent, and
the result is a soft, opaiescent light, very
agrceable in a country where the glare
nary glas were used. To obtain the
of the sky would be intolerable if ordin-
maximum window openings the sashes
are made to silde horizontaly onl wide
gilis of hard wood in a manner similar
to that adopted by the Japanese. By this
meuns—openings as wide as 12 feet are
obtained.—From *The New Manila” In
the December Century.

Shilol’s Gure

cmt sr & TTAVSYTHE S
sm's - 3 i "ex“:FCLg:%'i ZArightness.”

of the fifty large fishing smacks |

-from the chickens.

¥

ldlefoull-u'ni-llolil'(
Kidoey Pills i

Quebec Postmaster Was Confined to
mhm He Started to Use Dodd's
K Pills—They Cured Him. '

'l’ippim,.l’onﬁm Co., Que., Dec. 4—
(Special.—Postmaster F. Tippins, of
this place, who for three years has been
more or less of an invalid, and who for
some time was confined to his bed, is up:
and around again, & healthy and hearty
man. Dodd’s Kidney Pills cured him.

“After recov. from an attack of
Grippe,” the Postmaster says, in tell-'
ing the story of his cure, “I took & pain
in.my back and I suffered for nearly
thres years, finally getting so bad that
I was confined to my hed. *

“Omne day I told my wife to and
get me some Dodd’s Kidney s, 88
that would be the last medicine I would
try. After using about half the box I
began to feel better, so I kept on tak-
ing them. When I had taken two boxes
I was able to get up, and ten boxes
cured me completely.”

The 'prineipal danger of Gri is the
after effects. The wdy to guard sguinst
this is strengthen the Kidneys so they
can strain gil- the d ‘of- the disease
out of the blood. d's Kidney Pills

are always the last medicine anyomo®

takes for Kidney Disease. It always
cures and no other medicine is needed.
; L ———tee———

HOLLAND'S ARMY,

Although Holland has jumped In the
space Of ten years from an appropriation
of 4,000,000 tlorins, or about $12,000,00, fer
the maintenance of her army, the end is
not yet. The second chamber of e
States General has been discussing for
some weeks past a bill propused by the
Miristry for the remodelllng of the en-
tire military system. It proposes to
increase the number of men drawn: an-
nuslly by lot for seryice in the army from
17,600 to 23,600. |

in order to minimize the burden on the
industrial population it is proposed te

ucé the period of liabllity for acelve
service from eight to six years. The
annual levy will be called to arms jn two
parts, the first section consisting of the
remainder. The first section will re-
mein eight months and & half with the
colors; the rest only for four months;.
A system of gymnastic instruction for
the youth of the country is to be sub-
stituted for ‘‘preparatory military in-
gtruction,” which is a feature of the u:
svstem. = A corps of military workme
numbering 1,500 is to be organized to give
special auxiliary services whenever the
armv. is mobilized.

'he bill has_been made a Cabinet mea-
sure and the Ministry is supported in re-
gard. to it by the majority composed of
the ultra-Protestant group, the Catholles
and the moderate Liberals, Democrats
and Soclalists, but its passage is as-

sured.

The national budget contemplates ap-
propriations of 222,000,000 florins, with es-
timated revenue of 202,000,000. 'here is
therefore on the surface a deficit of %0.-
000,000 florins, or about $8,000,000. How-
ever, 11,000,000 florins or thereabout- of
the appropriations may be classitled as
extraordinary and by some ither paring
and pruning the Finance Minister ex-
pecta to reduce the actual shorta on
the yvear's expenses to about 6,000,000 flor-
ing, or about $2,400,000. Even thls is not
regarded by critics of the Government
as & very brilllant showing for, & pres-
perous country which is planning to in-

crease its army.
—— - Y G ——

“A CHILD SHALL LEAD THEM.*™

It was in Boston.

They werd having a “difference.”

“After careful cogitation,” said ne, “1
em firmly convinced that 1 displayed a»
deplorable lack of discernment in ‘choos-
mg you as the partner of my joys and
sorrows.”

“You are correct,” said he, “and I am
sure that I must have been suffertag
under a mental aberration to have given
an affirmative answer to your impds-

stoner prensics.” |

“I have rea‘ﬁ'zed," said Bartholoméw,
the four-year-old progeny, as he atepped
from the nursery—“I have realized for
several years that my parental affilia-
tions were uncongenial. I might almost
say distasteful. But I have deemed it
my duty to continue as ‘the tie that
binds” Now I must insist that uniess
you show to each other the courtesies
due my immediate ancestors 1 shall be
forced to repudiate my relationship.”

They embraced. Again a MHttlé child
had won.—Brooklyn Life.
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SOME INVENTION.

A New Jersey man has utilizel a
modern invention and made it a great
labor eaving device. He bought & vac-
uum cleaner for his wife to use around
the house. He raises broilers for tue
market and conceived the idea of mak-
ing the vacuum cleaner pick the feathers
He set the maehine

inding at full speed, and rubbed the
;?\zﬁ:zndovfr a broil':sr. Even the pin
feathers were removed and no singeing
neded. Then he thought he would save
the feathers, and in place of the bag to
receive the dust he tied pillow easmgs
to the receiving end of the tube. This
plan worked well, too, and he can pick
lhis broilers and make feather pillows at
{he same time. If his plan lowers the
price of broilers the chicken man will re-
ceive the thanks of a grateful public.—
From the Utica Press.
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Pain About the Hips.

It is @ common complaint with wo-
men. The right treatment . is Nerviline,
which penetrates to tho seat of the
pain immediately. Nerviline warms and
soothes the affected parts, draws out
the irritation and pain, allows the pat-
ient ease after one rubbing. No lisi-
ment so economical and safe. Nearly

fifty years in use, and the demagpd im- '

mensely greater Nervi-

line must be good.

every day!

MANILA'S PARKS.

Five vears ago the areas recognized as
publi: parks were confined to the Lameta
and half a dozen comparatively ymall
plazas. In accordance with plans' and
reports prepared by the committee on
parks the municipal board has not omly
converted the moats surrounding the In-
tromuros, in the heart of the city, tnto
spadivus parks and playgrounds, bwt has
becn acquiring areas in the suburbs at
a rate which In five vears more will
make Manila, where large, open breath-
ing spaces are essential to public health
and comfort, one of the best parked eit-
fes in the world. —From ‘““The New Ma-
nila” in the December Century.
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INEVITABLE.
(Chicago Tribune.)

“Why she used to be a thea!riral star,
bhat since she has grown fat she's just
an ordinary actress”

“Nothinz strange ahcut that, Any
that as sars
in

astronomer wiil tel] oy
increase In maznitude they dacreasc
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