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QUEENCOPHETUAAND BEGGARMAN |

BY KEITH

“Oh, no, concluded Askew, regard-|
g his hostess intently with just that |
touch of cool mastery in his glanc=
that always made her wonder if the
tell-tale blood were rising in her cheeks
—and which, at the present moment,
caused her somewhat haughty eyes to
avoid him, like quivering. cornered
animals. “A man’s manhood is a
greater thing even than his love! And
the poor man is like the chap who sold
his birthright for a mess of pottage.”

“You place a high value upon love!”
she murmured, and despite her ef-
forts there was a litile catch in her
breath.

“Yes, I thirk so,” he resumed im-
perturbably. “So high a value, in fact,
that I would place it above ali suspi-
cion—above even the suspicion of a
suspicion!” he ended in an emphatic
tone.

Considering that the two were pla-
tonic friends of several years standing.
the air of the drawing-room seemed
curiously surcharged with meaning.
'l‘huu;:h.!h-;\- sat in silence with their
eves fixed upon the open fire for some
time after Askew’'s last remark, each
was fully aware ot the ofher’s thoughts
and each listened to the regular tick-
ing of the clock with a vague xm;»zw‘s‘-
sion that the sound was ominous Wwiti
love and heartbreak.

Askew man
square jaw, strongly cut fv;c!urus.n_wl
that pronounced air of masculinity
that eaused® Miss Vance to realize with
a thrill that to such a man his
manhood, as he had said, must be |
first! It could not be possibly be other-
wise. Deep down in his heart of hearts
woman might reign—loved with the
that such natures can
never really dominating his

of 30, with a
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a
passion
feel—t-ut
life.

Alwavs he would be a complete mas-
ter of ‘himself—and of her! He \\'unh!
love her with a tenderness strong and
he supreme—but that domain would
never be co-extensive with his own |
larger life. And yet, to the tips
her fingers she felt that she \\‘m)l«i‘
rather be loved by him than by any
other man in the world.

Moreover, she was loved
knew it, though he had
s0o much as word admitted :
was of it as she was of her
own him, and at the mere
thought the blood danced riotously
through her veins and her head |
voluntarily went up. No queen could
be prouder,
N»-‘ than that thought made her.

Few of her associates would have
recognized the expression ttat softened |
ind glorified the face of the “haughty
Miss Vance,” she was called
A4 her back, as she turned more fully
toward Donald Askew and
softlyv:

“Do mean to
happened to fall in
woman—and—and”

«“And?” he interrogated.

“And she loved you—or you had rea-
¢on to think she did—" ;

For the second time she paused A“V”h.
a confused impression that the air ol
the room was suddenly exhzusted, and
that breathing was by no H".":ll“—"‘(h.“‘
simple. natural imatter it had always
seemed.
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she blurted
impetuosgity,
her that you

“Po you mean to say.”
out with school-girlish
“that you would not tell
loved her?”

“Never in the
Jiberate reply. ‘“Never!
ded coolly: “But I should

was the de-
Then he ad-
be careful
as to fall
the first
that the

one to

world!”

in love with a rich girl in
place, knowing, as Y. do,
money-making talent is Tot
which I can lay claim.”

For 2 moment her heart turned
ice. Then the blood flowed back warm
and strong and she \mvlf-rstm‘:d. Hr
was taking this stand in the hope of
throwing her off the track, hr_w-,olxs"
his fantastic sense of honor put him out
of the running and he \\.l.\'h“ti to di-
vest himeself even of the interest Ih;.:t
an undeclared love might arouse 1('.1
her. She could have laughed for very
jov at his dissembling. 5 &
" «ywhat wou'l vou do, assuming !‘F‘w'-.
in spite of yourself, you should fj:l". ‘n
love with an heiress?” shf 1’»-ﬂrs1‘:.rﬂ_4.."

He fenced manfully. “Well, T thin¥
1 should clear out. It \\«\11!41 hr: !h:
best thing to do mn a case likl\ f_n"t.

Miss Vance—the haughty Mx&‘f \.;mr-o
heiress the Vance millions
regarded him demurely. She was 2
: who was accustomed to havinz
with. She won
it was about the
before her that-made her ready
to step down from th
she had always accny
pied and sue for his favor ‘\'h\i i:‘
her eves he should seem the L’lnf_’
And when at last she spoke her voict
was almost wistful

“Put what about
rich woman? Perhaps
might hate her riches—she
just loathe them. FEut what w'mH
do? Perhaps they came to ner
che could not get rid of them any mor¢
than she could change the color of hr~:
or the shape of her An“
if—in spite of it all love
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Askew with
did we ever

“Cirent exclaimed
mock dismay. “How
fnto such a sentimental discussion—tw«
comrades like vou and me? Br
he went on quickly, “have
to vou that T'm going
_possibly for good?
business offer, bu!
other side of the
not actually decid
doubtless accept it
afford not tc

Seott

get

rood
the way,”
mentioned
for a while

“It's an excellent
it takes me ito the
continent. 1 have
ed, but I shall
Indeed, T can scarcely
for several reazons.”

He did not look at ‘her and she wa
thankful for even that small sign
perturbation on his part. A quick res
olution seized her. It was Leap Year
—blessad thouzht—and why should ne’
a woman, once in a thousand years o
«tand up and demand her own a
feartessly and directly as a man would
do? Had she not, by every wile thaf
2 woman mav use. tried to maks
him acknowledge his love for her?
Never ver—never would he ask her
to marrv him because of her millions
Waoll, then, she would ask him!

Tha first tumult of her resolutio
over, felt a strange exhilaratior
Even thought that intruded itself
like n cter between them—the
sihilitv that she might have mistaker
Wis fecling toward her—did not deter
her,

If she werd rejected?
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Well, she ha«
reiceted » number of men in her dax
would be certain poetiea’
justiea in his meting out to her what
she had meted out to them!

While these thoughts were
throngh her mind, she had touched th¢
hell.

“Tntememher, Smithson, T
be disturhed.”” she threw
shonldar to the butler.

“yvoun might iight a cigar if vou hav
one atout you.” <he suggested whim-
sically. “Tt.would be a favor to me ¥
vou wouid. Men are always more ap
proachanle when they're smoXkins
aren't they?”

Askew smiled
with her request.

and there

racin

not t«
her

am
over

assent and comnlie”
Then he paused with
the lighted cigar between his fingers
and gave her a long look which shs
returned unflinchinely. With an effor’
she begnn to speak.

“PDonald,” she said bravelv., “T hav

| covered with
i that

{ her
| touched

of |

was the whispered answer.
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no mere woman more hum- |
| the form of purgative pills, but many |
| people
lzatives now flooding the market. |

demanded |

j cure

| Hamilton’'s

| formula which he used with marvelous

W,

something to tell you. Perhaps nozl

GORDON.

another woman in the world woald do
it and perhaps you'll hate me for it—" |

“Hate you!” he interrupted in a voice |
whese Jerigive ineredulity was music |
to her =ars. “‘Hate yon'! 1 can !
agine many things, but
that.”

“Well,” her voice was slightly uncer-
tain, but her eyes looked into his with-
Gut wavering, ‘‘you see, there is a poor
rich girl—a girl that has Jloads of
money and who just hates it because
it always cutting her off from all

—-and people she cares for—"

thing!” sighed Askew, mock-

mely. “What a pity she can’'t di-
vide with me!”

“That’s just what <he
leaped from her lips.
give 1t all to yon!. You see—I--I'm
speaking for her. She isn’'t in the habit
of saying things—like this—to men,and
che doesn’t kKnow exactly how do
it!”

“But she
she thinks

world

ir-

good not

wants to do!”

“She wants to !

to

wants you to know that
vou the one man in the
that ‘her faith in you is <o great
that she even dares to tell you that— |
she—loves—you—Donald—because  she |

knows that if she has made a mistake
and you do not care for her you will
be as truthful with her as she has™heen
with you.”

Donald Askew as if
while the struggle between
love went on within him. To be point- |
ed out as the man who married the !
rich Miss Vance—toc have it said of |
him that he had feathered his nest |
well—these and kindred possibilitios |
rose up in his mind and galled his |
spirit beyond endurance, 1

Then his visions cleared
nothing—-was
the world but

|
1
stupafied. |
pride and 1

sat

and he saw |
conscious of nothing in |
a proud, sensitive face
womanly shame. Defore
vision his pride went down. and
leaning forward, he buried his face in
lap. A moment later her lips
his hair.

brute—a yperfect
“to have made
the brute 1

“I'm a
groaned,
“You're

brute!” he
vou do it!”’
love, though,”
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SICK HEADACHE

IS A MANIFESTATION OF A DIS-|
ORDERED LIVER AND SLUGGISH
BOWEL ACTION.

From time immemorial the ordinary
remedy for sick headathe

has been in

almost prefer to suffer }

the headache than use the drastic

from
pur- |
The simplest and easiest way (o
your headache is with Dr. Ham-
ilton's Pills, which are good pills, that
neither gripe, pain nor cause any irri-

i tation.

Most rot
are

froir.

pills are
Pills

prepared

scientific,
inost
his

but Dr.
gcientific,

being own

seoret
success for years in private practice. |
Dr. Hamilton’s Pills stimulate the
liver, improve the dizestion, correct ir- |
larivies of the Kkidneys., "They
o gently that no discomfort
In fact you have no annoying con-
sciousness that they are at work. This |
is why they, have proved such a boon
to tens of thousands of elderly persons
and delicate people who can’'t stand the |
hock of the old time purgatives. i
Nature causes no distressing alarms, |
likewise a medicine that acts in ac- |
cordance with nature's laws is sure to
perform its mission in silence. Thix |
describes the action of Dr. Hamilton's |
Mandrake and Butternut Pills, the
most agreeable and efficient cure for
constipation, sick headache and stom-
2ch troubles ever compounded.
efuse any substitute, insist on Dr.
Hamilton’'s and you'll get the Dbest.
Frice 25¢ a box or five boxes for $1 00,
it all druggists, or by mail from N.
Polson & Co., Kingston, Ont., on
receipt of price.
il
LONDON SPARROWS,
hardly

act |

felx,

is

One looks for nratural history

but the
ybserver need never despair of lighting |

essons in the streets of 4.ondon,

ipon something of interest, ‘even thrm}:hi‘
“he

he
»f
eitedly

Leeping

he glass

subject be so being as|

The other day one |

common A
London sparrc.w.
pert little

outside a
himself
as long
rezt in
this

these birds was fluttering |
grocer s
suspended just without|
as he could. After a|
noment's the gutter he returned
wgain., and time there was no mis-
the objeet of his excitement. Hwi

window, |

g
vas vainly striving to get at some bottle-
reen peas in the forefront of the win-|
low. In the couniry all sorts of devices|
ire resorted to for the purpose of ;:wttinp_-‘i
‘id of sparrows, where they bear a very |
vad rame for their destructive proclivi- |
ic=, and many a lLondon gardener would
heertully heave half a brick at his visit- |
ws if there were the slightest chance of |
vitting them. Can it be that this spar-|
ow's wits, sharpened by the chase of his|
neuiies, are undergoing an  educative |
yrocess whereby he is qualifying for that!
wvanced stage of {

preference for i
aw products
“hronicle.

ALMOST AFRAID TO GO
TO SLEE™ FOR FEAR
SHE WOULD NOT
WAKE UP.

FLUTTBRING OF THE HEART. |

SHORTNESS OF BREATH.

PAINT AND DIZZY SPELLS.

frs.Wm. Bingley, Grand Tracadie, P.B.L,, |
Kas a Very Try Experience,
but Tha. te

MILBURN’S
HEART AND NERVE
PILLS

53¢ Ras Decn restored to perfect health. |

She writes 1 ‘‘About seven menths ago |
{ was badly run down in health and be- |
:ame very weak. [ was troubled with |
luttering of the heart and shortness of |
sreath. When lying down at night I was |
almost afraid to go to sleep for fear I
~would never wake up. When I arose in |
‘he morning I would feel a little better,
sut as soon as I started to work my heart |
would start fluttering, my head would be. |
:ome dizzy, faint weak spells would come
wver me and it seemed as if black objects |
were floating before my eyes. I was grow- |
ng worse every day until I got a box of |
Miilburn’s Heart and Nerve Pills. When |
he box was half gone I could feel that |
hey had done me good and by the time it |
was finished I was in excelient health and |
would advise all sufferers from heart and |
aerve troubles to try them,"”

Price 50 cts. per box, or 3 for §1.05, all
dealers, or

TAB T. MILBURN CO., Limitsd, :
«  SeReETS, OFR

civilization marked by
prep ired
of the

foods over the
carth?—London

L

— —

twhich hardly
| tion.

|nex

| prose
| under
| ed
I butions

| contemporary,

| whose
{highly

| ful

i they all long ago faded away

| more

an

it reckoned

prey.

MUNYON'S
COLD GURE.

| WiLL REFUND YOUR MONEY
IF IT FAILS TO OURE.

If you have a cold don’t fall to take
my Cold Cure. I know that it will re-
lieve the head, nose, throat and lungs al- i
most immediately, and prevent' Rheuma-
tism, Bronchitis, Grippe and other dis-
eases of the throat or lungs.

Get a twenty five cent bottle of these !
littls pellets, and if you are not perfect- ‘
ly satisfied with results I will refund
your money.—Munyon. m

FACTS IN CONNECTION
WITH THE LETTER ~“Q"

SUGGESTIONS AS TG MINDING |
YOUR “P.S” AND “Q.8”
POPULAR INITIAL.

One absurd suggestion is that the

| warning to mind one’s n's and a's re-

the

fers to resemblance
leiters to one another-—a

of the two
resemblaacs
exists save in imagina-
A wildér. idea, a quite delight-
ful example of Tar-fetched ingenuity
in guesswork is that the phrase origin-
ated in the dancing master's admoni-l
tion to his pupils to mind their “pieds” |
(feet) and “quenes’ (wizs) when ‘ho\\'-i
ing! It would be difficult to beat that
even among {'ue many curious and ety-
mological diversions which have heen
nrovided fer the delectation of students
by the philological amgateur. The most
probable expl2nation Is that the p's and
aq's which originally required to
watched were thore of the tavern
ccores which Boniface used to chalk
up behind the door. or on the window
shutters of the ale-house the p stand-
ing for pints consumed, and. ¢ for
quarts. 5

In literature Q has Hooen the adopted
pseudonym of several writers. Jane
Taylor, well known in coniungtion with

be

sister, Anne, as a writer of hymns .
for children, wrote various
parers in the Youth's Magazine'
the doubted initial, and publish-
them in book form as ‘“‘The Contri-
of Q. . to a Periodical Pub-
lication”—a title which would assured- |
ly be sufficient to sink any heok now- |
adays. Then there was Jane Taylor's
who sometimes wrote
title of *'Q. in the Corner.”
Thomas Ifaynes 3ayly, of
sentimental ditties, which were
popular with our great-grand-

and

Verscs

under
This

the
was

i mothers.

Mr. Andrew Lang has made delight-
fun in the papers in his!
“Essays  in Little.” His “I'd be a|
butterfly, born in a bower, and other
of the same ligat and rather)|
sentiméntal style, were once to |
heard in every drawing-room, but
with the
of their |

one of

songs
feebly
be

“illimitable inane.”
titles are still familiar but few
people connect them with their author,
“Shee wore a wreath of roses,” ‘“Oh, no,
we never mention her” and “We mei—
“twas in a crowd” ‘were all the first
lines of sones which were once extra-
ordinarily popular, and were all written j
by “Q. in the Corner.” His pseudonym
by the way, seems to have been an old !
name for the children’s me of “puss
in the corner.” One of the characters
in Miss Burney’s “Cecilia’” says: “I will
either hide or seek with any boyv in]|
the parish, and for a Q. in the Corner!
there is mnone more celebrated.” In!
recent davs Q was only  the
pseudonym of the late Thomnas Purnell,
industrious writer and journalist, who
never achieved the of success
which he deserved. But the best-known |
literary @ is no doubt Mr. Quiller-
Couch. It was as Q. that he became |
known to the world of story-loving
readers, and Q. was a ferce to' be|
with in fiction some time be-
fore the reali mame veiled under that
pseudonym became public property.— |
London Giobe.
o il L

HOW TECUMSEHN WAS KILLED. |
The Western Christian Advocate
recently gave an obituary notice by Rev.
A. Wright, of the Ind.,, M' E. 4'1]”!‘(‘}].1
of Hamblin, Sen., who died at his
residence near Bloomfield, Ind., few |
86 vears. He was|
the Thames and the|
the following as his state-|
in regard the manner in which |
Tecumseh was killed. He says he WHS!
standing but a few feet from (‘nlmwl;
Johnston when he feil and in full \'icw.i
the whole of that part of the|
He was well acquainted with
Tecumseh, having been a prisoner seven-

Some

tags,

ga

degree

Isaac
a
months since, aged

in the battle of
writcr gives
ment

and saw
battle.

teenn days and receiving many a cursing |
irom him, He thinks that 'l‘t-(-umsuhi
thought Johnston was Harriston, as he |
often heard the chief swear that hc-'t
wonld have Harriston's scalp and |
seemed to have a special hatred towards |
him. John¢ton's horse fell under him, !
he himself being also deeply wounded. |
In the fall he lost his sword, his large!
pistols were empty and he was entangled |
with his horse on the ground. Tecum:eh |
had fired his rifie at him and when ho]
saw him fall he threw down his gun and |
bounded forward like a tiger sure of his!
Johnston had only a side pistol

ready for use. He aimed at the chief !

{ over his horse's head and shot him near |
i the

center of his forehead. When the]
bail struck it seemed to him that the)|
Indian jumped with his head full fifteen|
feet into the air; as soon ag he struck|
the ground a little Frenchman ran his|
bayonet into him and pinned him fast |
to the ground.

—————— e |

WISDOM OF THE BUTCHER.

“When I s2¢ men or women looking for |
nothing but fat on a fowl,” said a Twelfth |
gtreet market man, “I don’t envy them
their dinner. There is a layer of fat
underneath the skin when poultry is
undualy fattened, and in the cooking this |
overheated fat saturates the meat, and
delicate stomachs are given a hard tussle,
This is why lots of people can’t eats ducks
and geese gt all. The overfattened fowls
are in reality more expensive and less
easily digested, there being much less
lean meat in proportion to the fat. Most
of my customers are now willing to pay
what a good turkey is worth, understand- !
ing the difference. What is the difference?
Why. there are a few rules that must
be observed. For at least six days be-
fore Kkilling, barnyard fowls must be |
cooped, not huddled, . but given good,
cleon space, and well fed on corn for at
least five days. Then for twenty-fnur',
hours before killing they should be fed!
on skimmed milk and soft-boiled rice. The |
night before the Kkilling the turkey must
be given plenty of water, but no food,
which leaves the crop empty, the intes-|
tines clean, the dark meat quite light, |
and gives a flavor as different as pos-
sible from the offensive flavor that i«
likely to impregnate the common fowl
Killed in the common way. The flesh of
all animals is flavored by «their food.
This accounts for the delicious flavor of
the canvasback and redhead ducks, Both
eat of the wild celery at the water’'s edge,
the former taking the roots, the latter
the tops.”—Philadelphia Record.

| and
tdays,
I wept over me.

| chiefs

| eves were dim with tears of

| seampers after balls.

My name is Persephone, and I am |

said to resemble my mother, Pandora,
who, as far as her puppies go, cer-
tainly holds the traditional gift box.
For all my brothers and sisters are
prize-takers. I myself don’t go to
shows, because I am nervous and hate
being stared at.

1 amn proud of being the poodle, and

a IFrench one into the bargain. 'Tis
only jealously that :makes other dogs
sneer at me, just as I have seen hu-
man canille sneer—at a safe distance.

My young mistress is the prettiest
eresture living, 1 used to think her
one 01 the twost sensible until she
got’ friendly with Mr. Roft, who then
was, and I thought ever would be,
my pet abomination in trousered
males <

Phyllis and I live with an old lady ,

who is fond of us both, but she is very

| strict with Phyllis, who calls her—be

hind her back—'the ogre-auant.”
Mr. Roft laughed until l.ns eyes wers
lost when she first said it to him. 1

ther. :

Phyllis had been getting very thick
with this young wman—whose luugh
startled me almost out of my skin--
when one day she fell from her bi-
cycle.

I was following her when the accl-
dent occurred, and Mr. Roft was rid-
ing by her side. Something he said
made her color hotly, then pedal down
the coming hill with all her might.

Suddenly she rode over « stone,
swerved to one side, and before | f'ﬂllli[
reach her fell to the ground with a
heavy thud.

1 scampered to the Spnt\.un(‘] !wg:m1
| {0 howl for help, while Mr. Roft jump-

ed off his machine. as white as death,
and stooped over her.

“Be quiet, you brute!” be !
glaring at me, and 1 knew that if he
could he would put the blame on me
and say that I upset her. ;

RBut of course, I pald no attention to
hira, but howled again, until at last
some passerby came and fetehed o cab
tgok them home.

The house was very quict for many
and 1 felt wretched.  Onee

her arms arotnd my neck and

put
{hat she was getting short of handker-
and . took care to keep out
her way: for I do not like to have my
neck curls made all damp and untidy.

me. .
At last T was summoned to my dar-

| ling's room and crept in nervously. My

heart was beating very lmn!!_\" .mvl‘ ny
; joy. Such

a nice thin little hand patted my un-

combed head, fuch a weak little voice |

gnid “Dear deggle, do you iniss me
very much:” Miss her! Of course | did.
And  with her all my pet tithits, my
S0 1 wagt
tail and smiled up at her.
Little hy little she got
well enough to comb me and
my ribbons. 1 knew the colors 7\'.'0]!
and alwavs brought the one she said.
But one morning my feelings re-
ceived a shock. Phyllis had a :
and was very silly about it, kissing it
as though it were a dog or two-legged
being. Still I minded that less than

hetter,

Uif it had heen Mr. Roft.

“Oh, Phoney, histen!” she w hisperad,
as she combed my hair, *LI am
vou will understand, you dear old
thing! ['ve such a dear letter from
hini, and he wants my answer, Phoney

—the answer i would not zve the day |

1, met with the accldent.”
I dropped my ears and
tail. By him I krnew she meant Mr.
Roft. But what answer did she al-
lude tn? 1 tooked inquiringly into her
centle hlue eyes.
She laughed and kissed me

lowered my

on

i nose,

I will

“Yon dear old thing! read it
to vou, Phoney.”

And she pulled it from her pocket
and read out a lot of ruvbbish
sepemed quite unintelligible to me.
then, I always thouzht Mr.
an idiot, and wondered at Phyllis liking
him. Then came a tew words that

Jut

; made me sit up I can tell you.

1 lis would not really mind, and I owed |
longed to teil him what 1 thought of | i

him, and wondered how he would look |

muttered, !

she |
t suspected from that |

of |

«d my |

and |
send for |

letter |

sure !

the.!

that |

Roft half |

“lLiet that poodle of yours be made
' use of for once,
on her
low

a blue ribbon.
one. I shall

1t ‘no’

call to-day, and if

I see the color I long for on that blaclk |
head I shall at once beard |

creature's
{the lion and assert my righta.”

i “Phoney, it shuall be blue! Fetch blue, |

!darling," said Phyllis, with a joyful
smitle,

, the blue
again,

| But I had laid my plans.
this “‘yves” was to 1ean,

ribion back. she

Mr. Roft

i hoped to read it in the color of my rib- |

‘bon. But I meant himm to read
' T would show him
breeding could be something more thaa
a mere catspaw in his plot.

I rolled over and scratched until the
ribbon came off and lay on the ground,
:Then I trotted into the garden with
| it and buried it in my favorite cor-
ner, where 1 hide my best bones.

I knew [ was doing wrong, but Phyl-

‘“‘no.’

Mr. Roft a grudge or two.

Often when my ribbon came off !
| used to take it to my friend the par-.
lor maid and get her to put it on again.
I So now, as I sneaked down from the
| poudoir with a yellow one in my mouth
I and met her at the foot of the staire,
! she said with a laugh:

{  *“What, your fine bow off

| Phoney? Wh:at an untidy dog!”
I T wagged my tail as she tied it on.
| For civility lowers no one, and she
i{s a nice girl. Then I sat down on the
'doormat to watch for Mr. Roft.

| " At last the gate clicked and he came
‘up the steps with a light spring. But
Il as his eyes fell on me such a look of

again,

{ astonished despatr crept into his face
that my heart quaked within me and
I hung my head.

He stooped over me as though he
{ could not believe his eyea. and as 1
| felt his warm breath on my face T
| rolled over onco my kack in terrified

« submission.

“Qilly brute,” he murmured,. *“get up.
| Have vou been stealing? Don't give
vourself away like that, Phoney.”

! He inoked at me fixedly without say-
iing anything. Then, stooping again, he
'took off my ribbon and stuffed it into
| his pocket,

That night Phyllis was worse and
i no one could understand why. Aund
{ the next day she lay silent, lookingz
| out of her window with such distressed

ner.

And Mr. Roft did not come near the
house, which proved that he had really
meant goodby.

At last I could, stand it no longer.
! Surely Mr. Roft could ‘make things
| right again. Iwould go to him.
<o one afternoon I crept silentlv out
linto the road. He did not live far off,
and, fate would have it, I came
| qeross him outside his  garvden gate.
i 11e smiled when he saw me.

‘“Why, Phoney! Come to :
friend,” he exclaimed; you're just iIn
time, my girl. I start to-night.”

I wagzed my tail and opened
i mouth. At his feet I laid the
soiled blue ribbon. He started at me

i amazement, “I*honey, vou're &
iprick! You're trying to tell me there’s
 been some mistake. I'm coming back
| with. you to make sure. 1L.ead on. yvou
imitation Mephistopheles, and may the
| real one hava you if I'm misrcading
you!”

What @ raca tbat was! T fell my-
gelf realty warming to him for under-
standing me so well,

And; when we got to
crept stealthily in through
door, enticing him up,
 like two thieves within
where Phvllis iy on a
window.

As she turned her head to look
me her eyes fell upon him,
Ferimsoned with delight, Then
ty she became quite pale, and
Linsa cold voice:

“Ciood evening, Mr. Roft.”

Tte stepped up to her, and
the rivvmm I had given him.
“Phyllfs,” he asked. “is this the rib-
bon you put on Phoney that moru-

ing?"” i

|  She stared from him to

as

my

the house, I
the open
uniil we stooad
the
couch by

at

said

held out

me. I crept

B3 Ay Hgn N

1f it is to be ‘yves’ put !
a yel- |
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HAT would you think of s eaptain who attempted to navigate his vessel with a
W broken rudder? He would soon be on the rocks, would he not? Well, every
man and woman who is suffering from kidney trouble without taking the
proper means of curing this dangerous malady is attepnpting to ride safely over the rocks
and shoals of everyday life with a broken rudder. It is impossible to keep off the rocks of
rheumatism, dropsy. backache, sleeplessness, sick headache, bad breath, lack of ambition,
lack of courage, dyspepsia, blood poisoning, weak heart, failing memory, irritable temper,
gallow complexion, and a hundred and one other troublesome and dangerous ailments
if the kidneys are allowed to remain out of order.

Bu-Ju, The Kidney Pill, is absolutely guaranteed to cure disordered kidneys, and
thus eradicate all the troubles that arise from them. There is no use in treating the
symptoms. The root of the evil, your kidney trouble, must be cured, and Bu-Ju is
guaranteed to cure it.

?

Clawin Chemical Co., Windsor, Ont.
Gentlemen:---1 have bought and taken three boxes of your Bu-Ju Pills and
! found them as represented. I can recommend them to any person who has
kidney trouble. [ received great rolief as soon as | commenced taking them.
Yours truly.

Toronto, Sept. 8, 1903.

7212 Hazelton Avenue. T. GLEW,

Bu-Ju is for sale by druggists generally, ‘/“Z D A .
or will be forwarded by mail on receipt of /II iy %{‘f{/{a’ﬂ/f
price, C—

NEW YORNK, N. “. . AND
WINDSOR. ONT.
all about
were not what they
appeared to know the
that house like an old
occupant. I concluded that the wren
may have been harboring there sev-
. eral days, and had become pretty well
i acquainted with glass and with the
stairway opening between the two
floors, so that when I came in it wast-
ed no time upon windows, but made
straight for all open doors. I hope it
| had a good feast of dormant flies and
spiders while it was under my roof,
I have seen the winter wren here dur-
ing every month. It is a hardy bird.
It. no doubt, gets its living on dor-
mant insects, which it finds in holes
and in all manner of hiding places, It
breeds in the Catskills, and 1 some-
times hear it in April in full song on
its way to the mountains.—John Bur-

| roughs, in Outing.

A S e
UNCONSCIOUSLY FUNNY
“Humor,” says Mr. Crothers,

 frank enjoyment of the
' Yes, but not of imperfect
find the advertiser most
amusing when he least aspires to be;
I frankly enjoy his laughterless and
unconscious imperfections. “Miss Ei-
len Terry will positively appear in
three pieces,” writes he; or "“Try our
patent lamp-chimney and save half
| your light;” or even, “Our fish can-
| not be approached.” A correspondence
school of advertising declares in its
i enthusiastic prospectus. “You will
never the ad. writer play the wall-
ind, good lack, why
| should he? I will pledge my all to
find admirers for any of unwittinglv
humorous advertisements. Indeed, I
dare say, Mr. Crothers himself would
be proud to fellowship with such
one, and “frankly enjoy his impe.f -
' tions,” though methinks he would per-
haps reserve the right to order his
own without assistance irom so
devious humorless an intellect.—
| Atlantic.

Fifty cents per box.

beneath the couch, but I kept my ears
open.

“Yes,” she murmured. “But—"
‘The words were never said, for with
sudden exelamation he threw him-

peared to know
and that they
seemed, and it

ins and outs of

windows

a

to his arms.—St. T.ouis Star.

AT THE START

AND USE DODD’'S DYSPEPSIA TAB-
LETS YOU'LL NEVER REALLY
KNOW WHAT DYSPEPSIA MEANS,

The time to cure Indigestion is right
nefore it makes eating a
gets firmly fixed in the body with

Take it right at the start and
Dodd’'s Dyspepsia Tablets will cure it
so quickly you will never realize what
Dyspepsia really means.

Pt if your Indigestion has become
and got you firmly in its
clutches there is no reason to despair.
Dodd’'s Dyspepsia Tablets have cured
thousands of cases just as bad as
vours.  They’'ll do it again. They never
fail. Take the case of Hene Trudel, of
Rivers, Que. He says:

“My Dyspepsia made alarming prog-
point that I was discour-
Every day saw me almost in
despair, when I gave Dodd’'s Dyspepsi:
Today I have no head-
weariness, no - pain. I am

ADS,

“is the
imperfect.”
fun. And I
deliciously

see

ache. 110 flower in society:”
<@ a L

THE INTELLIGENT WREN.

One cold day
going to my
winter wren
As 1 entered
head at

late in December, on
“Slabsides,” 1 found a
in the ‘“‘spare chamber.”
the bird did not its
all, as birds usually do under
circumstances. It did not, in a
sudden panic, make a dash at the win-
but circled about came out the
flew down the stairway, passed
windows without heeding them,
out the open door. What Pins have been

struck me was the coolness and cir- ' Eyyptian mummies
cumspection of the little bird. It ap- toric of

lose

o ff
af

rs

and

door,

$v0 'Minard’s Liniment Cures Diphtheria,

found
and in
Switzerland.

among the
the prehis-

ives

PARALYZED.

Lost _Power of Speech—Face Was All Drawn Out of Shape—
Five Doctors Failed to Even Relieve—Electricity Proved

Ineffective — Dr.

Chase’s Nerve

Food Made a Perfect Cure.

A MOST REMARKABLE CASE.

Nervous paralysis is usually considered incurable, but
here is another case in which Dr. Chase's Nerve Food has
positively cured this terrible disease.

If you are suffering from any form of paralysis or nervous
exhaustion, this letter from Mr. Brennan should prove of

priceless value to you, because

it directs you to the cure.

On the other hand, it should be a warning to you if you
are neglecting the first symptoms which point to the approach
of nervous prostration or paralysis.

By such wonderful cures as this of Mr. Brennan, Dr.
Chase’s Nerve Food is proving itself a nerve restorative of
most exceptional power, and astonishing doctors who find
themselves powerless before diseases of the nervous system.

MR. WM. J. BRENNAN, Western Mill, St.

“For a year or more I suffered with paralysis, which

relieve.

done for me.

The trouble began like an earache and developed into draw
way down the cheek. and the mouth twistin '
speechless and dwindled in flesh.
hear of, even to the electric battery,
5 “Ope day a friend read in one of Dr. Chase’s books about Dr. Ch:
curing a similar case to mine and persuaded me to try it. So ti
despondent, I hegan its use soon to find that I was improv '
ment, I became sound and well in every way, have re
and mouth have returned to their normal position.
condition for all the gold in the country, so you can se

I have gained in flesh and feel that I have a new le

Catharines, Ont., writes :—
five doctors failed to cure or even
ing the left eye half
ing up towards the right eye. I finally became
Insomnia followed, and after trying everything [ could
I gave up in despair., )
Nerve Food
tired, discouraged and
ing. By continuing this treat-
sumed work, sleep well and my eye
I would not go back to my former
¢ what Dr. Chase's Nerve Food has

ase of life.

18e S

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food

Revitalizes the wasted nerve cells and gradually but certainly overcomes such ailments as
It has a marvellous record of cures.

traticn and paralysis.

$2.50.

Edmanson, Bates

j@-The portrait and signature of Dr. A. W. Chase,

& Co., Toronto.

every box of his remedies.

nervous pros-

At all dealers. 50 cents a box, 6 boxes for

the famous receipt book author, are on




