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e Sybil’s

“She will murder me!” he cried. “I
dreamed the knife was at my throat.
Take her away, Sybil—take her away!”

The momentary strength left him
even while he spoke. He fell heavily
back among the pillows, his eyes closing
in dull stupor once more.

if some prescience warned her she
wag watched, Mrs. Ingram turned
round. Awfully corpse-like the fair face
looked in the pallid gliminer of the
might-lamp, . :

“Miss Trevanion,” she exclaimed, “you
here, I thought you were soundly
asiee; *

“What fs the matter, Mrs. Ingram?
What were you looking for a moment
#go, when the general started up?”

“Looking for, dearest Sybil? T was not
looking for anything. I was trying to
arrange the pillows more comfortably,
when I unfortunately disturbed our

or patient, He has been sleeping
eavily since you left, ‘but wandering
and talking at intervals. It is fortun-
ate you did not resign him to the ten-
der mercies of Cleante and Mrs. Telfer.
They—have both—been soundly sleeping
al nmight.”

Sybil glanced at the housekeeper.

Yes, she was soundly sleeping, * and
suoring at that_Her conscience gave her
& twinge for the unjust suspicion. How
uncharitable she was to think evil so
readily of this good-natured little wo-
man,

"Did you hear a bell toll?” she asked,
half ashamed of the question,

“A bell? No, dear. Did you?t”

“T fancied eo. It was only fancy,
though, 1 dare say. Now that 1| Am
here. however, 1 will share your watch
untit morring.”

‘Wearest Syhil, no,” the widow said,
earnesm.y.  “Why should you? You
need vest sc much, my poor, pale dar-
kng, and you ses  your patient sleeps

nietly. You will wear yourselt out.

ou know you are not strong, nor used
t® watehing; and if you are taken i,
wihad will the poor old general do then®
Niy my pet, go back to bed and sleep
in peace. 1 will care f v our p2tient ful-
ly as well as yoursalf.”

Bpbil hesitated.

She felt wearied and worn and uure-
freehed still; the temptation to rest was
very strong; and then, as Mrs. ingram
salf, she was quite cipable of doing all
thad was needed to be done, It was
witked to mugpect any one of ill design
without cauze; she would not yield to

- tapse unkind suspicions; she would obey
Mys. Ingram, and go baek ti bed.

Q am very absurd, I suppcse,”  she
88{@, “and full of ridiculous fancies. 1
will return to my room, Mrs. Ingram,
and try to sleep until morning.”

The widow looked aiter the slender,
graceful, girlish figure, floating out of
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the yeom in its white drapery, with glit-
Atring biack eves.

“H you were not such a little fool, Sy
kil Lewox,” she suid, between her little
white teeth, “you would thank me for
sgawing vou against your will. I hate
Cyvil Trevanion, and he shall never in-
herid the broad acres and full eoffers of
his Rather, if I can preveat it. And
those white arms of yours shall never
wgesthe about him, my pretty princees,
if § ean hold you apart.”

The mystic Le!l had ceased to toll
whaen Sybil returred to her room. Al
was still; the indistinet noises of the
night came faintly to her ear; soft and
low came the distant w:aih of the waves
on the shore—nothing else.

And Sybil slept until morning.  ‘I'he
sunburst of another cloudless sammer
day filled the  world when she woke,
sprung up, dressed hastily, and hurnied
to the sick man's room.

it was atill very early—searczly sixz—
the wmight-la vet burned, and Cleante
and Mrs. Telfer und Mra, lugram, all
three were asleap,

Bud Sydil never glapced at them
twieey for, standing on the threshold,
& grerd a1y of horror and feay burst
trom %er. The bed was ompty, the sick
man gope! |

That sirill ery mwoke the valet. He

ned, turned, stretehed himself, and
erpily gt up, tubhing liis eyes. It alsp
st Qh\! Mre. Telfer, who sa. eree. with

a jerk, gazing bawilderad about her with
da¥ed and stupid eyes. But the little
widow slumbered so eoundly that ‘s?w,

iss Sybil!"” gasped the housckespar,
“vha¢ on earth's the matter? The gea-
erg!—"

Bhe stopped shorl, gazing bewilderet |
af the empty bed.

“Where i< my unela? Where is Gen.
Trevanion?” Sybil cried. “Wake up.
Mz, Ingram, and teil me where he is!”

8he shook the widow vehementiy,
The great, velvet-hluck eyes opened and
lovked diowsily up.

“You, Sybil, love? Have I been |
asloep? Realiy, I had no ides—"

“Where iz the general?” Sybil exclaim. |
ed, wildiy. “What huve Yuu done with
him, Mrs. Ingiam

“I done with him?
Trevanion-—"

And there, sie, tco, eamic to a dead-
loek, with a gasp of consternation, at
aight of the vicant bed,

“Good Lcavens! what can have hap- |
pened?  The last 1 remember i3 giving
hir irink and resuming my seat. |
felt very drewsy, aund dropped asieep
without knowing it. I never woke e ‘
And the generai-- O, Sybil, 8ybi!, what |
can have happened?” |

Bhe clasped her hands, and looked up |
in pale affrieht in ¢ stern, beautiful
face, eciorless as marble. Tie clear, |
styong violel eres uiet full tearful black |
ores with a iong, powerful gaze And the ]
biack eyes dracped and fell, and the wi. |
dow covered her face with both alender |
hands, sobbing,

“You will never
maleep. 1k it: [ deserve it! But oh, |
desrest Sybil, ind~ci—I could not he!p |
L6k

“Alarm the house, Cleante,” Sybi) said, )
turning away, her voice ringing in its
high command. “Search every nook and
ecrner.  You will accompany me, Mrs,
Telfer. Tle must have risen in his sleep
and wandered somewherse. We wil] fing i
hm dead, in all likelihood, in one of tiie
.vxeant rooms.”

My desvest Misa

4

| with prefound resignation, gone into

. ¢
forgive me for f.-.l:m,';‘

[ be ing pretty. She had two big
I
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She had loved the stern old man very
dearly; but-she shed no tear now. It
was the hour for action; not for wee
ing; and Mrs. ligram’s sobs were the
only ones in the room.

Sybil’s first act was to lift the pillows
and look for the will. It was gone! She
glanced at the weeping widow with a
cynical eye, and led the way from the
sick-room

The search began. They hunted ev-
erywhere; all in vain, Through every
corner of the deserted old house, from
cellar to garret, they looked; but not
the slightest trace of the missing invalid.

As mysterious as though the earth
f2ad opened and swallowed him up,
General Trevanion had vanished.

Charley was sent for;ethe authoricles
of Speckhaven were aroused; g thorough
and vigilant search began.

All in vain. Through houee and
grounds—through every nook and cor-
ner—no trace of the missing man, Ponds
and pools were dragged, and many things
were brought up, but ‘not the dead body
of Geners Trevanion.

They spent a week in the fruitless
search. The whole county was up in
wonder and horor at the astounding
mystery. And most vigilant among those
those tireless seekers was Mrs, Ingram,
ever pallid and tearful, full of remorse
for that dreadful slumber into which
she had been beguiled, and so anxioue
to make lLer peace once more with
“dearest Sybil.”

But Miss Trevanion turned away with
a face like stone, an unutterably bitter
heart, and rigidly compressed lips. Since
that fatal morning she had never spoken
one word to the woman, who, in her
secret soul, ske felt convineed, in gome
mysterious and unheard-of way, had
spirited off, bedily. the olq general and
the will.

And to deepen the dark mystery of
Monkswood, though a &econd telegram
had been gent him, Cyril Trevanion cams
not.

CHAPTER X.

Beven miles away, where the waves
of the ceascleas sea washed the snungly
shore, under the broiling sea-siis sun,
there nestled the little fishing +." uge
of Chudleigh, Ang high up. on the coast
stord the great house, with its arand old
park, Chudleigh Chase. They w-re cne
of the oldest county families, the Clud-
leighs—and the present  baronet and
Ceneral Trevanion had been close 'rien 's

clearest laugh of any young lady in the :

three kingdoms. Siie had a tendency to-
ward the “fast”; she could gallop at the
heels of the hounds in her scarlet riding-
habit, taking hedges and ditches helter-
shelter, risking her neck every day of
her life with a ready recklessness that
was positively delightful. She had a
score of dogs, big and little, at her com-
mand; she sung “Chamovagne Charlie”
With the-ensigns and cornets over at
Speckhaven, and was spmmed up by
those youthful warriors in that one ex-
pressive adjective, “jolly.’

As the lord of Chudleigh Chase. paced
slowly up and down the long drawing-
room, while the August sunset filled the
room with lurid glory, the door was
thrown open impetuonsly and Miss
Chudleigh, with cheeks more like peonies
than ever, bounced in. She wore a riding
habit of purple cloth, a purple eap, with
a long white plume set jauntily sideways
on her dancing curls; and certainly, if
not a Venus de Medici, was as bright a
little English lassie as one might wish
to see.

“Papa,” she breathlessly eried, “they’ve

had news at Monkswood; they’ve had

another letter from Cyril!”

The tall baronet glanced down at her,
aud went placidly on with his gentle
saunter.

“Gwendoline, how often must I re-
quest you not to bounce in upon me in
this abrupt manner, or call out in that
sirill falsetto? If your nerves are made
of east-iron, mire are not.”

“Fiddle!” Misg Chudleigh came very
near saying, but she held in in time. “He
says, papa, he’s been ill again; but trey
may expect him shortly. Sybil showed
me the letter—such a nasty, cold, unfeel-
ing scrawl.  He doesn’t even say he's
Sorry for the poor, dear old general’s
fate. If Sybil weren’t a dowmright goose
8bout lots of things, she’d he glad and
thankful that the general had sense
enough to take that last stupid will
with ‘him, wherever he’s gone to. How
she can set such store by him—this fel-
low Cyril, I mean—I can’t undercom-
stumble.” d

“Gwendoline!” cried Sir Rupert, in
borror. “Undercome—good heavens!
what did you say?”

“Beg your pardon, papa!” said Miss
Chudleigh, rebuked. ] forgot—I won'’t
say it again. But I will say, this Cyril
Trevanion is a flat and a flnke—there!™

“Miss Chudleigh!” eaid her futher,
with awful severity, “if yon talk any
more slang, I shall order You out of the
room. \Vhen does Cyiil Trevanion say
ke is coming?”

“Shortly—that’s all.
and he didn't come,
leave Monkswood and
vimion Park,

He said it before
They’re going to
&0 back to Tre-
Poor, dear, darling Sybil
can’t bear the sight of the place now—
she does take on dreadful, papa, when
there’s noboady to see her but me. And
its my opinion she blames it all on that

as well as neighbors when both ware st
home, which was not often. And among
all who were shocked—nay, stunned. by
the incomprehensible myst«gy at Monks-
wocd, none felt it half as profoundly as
Sir Rupert Chudleigh.

Threo weeks had passed away, and
the search wass about given over in de-
spair. Not the faintest clue to guide
them had been found. The most artful
detectives from Scotland Yard had been
summoned, and these profound Ruessers
of unguessable riddles set their brains
at work to no purpose. And at last
they were fain to give it over, and trust
to time to lift the dark mystery shroud-
ing the fate of the poor old general,

Sir Rupert Chudleigh paced slowly
up and down the “summer drawing
room”-—an exquisite apartment, all ail-
ver and arure—a carpet like drifted
snow end roeebuds—and pictures, each
a gem. Flowers bloomed luxuriously in

the wide windows, and birds sung amid
thegtlowers; for Sir Rupert was an epi-
cure of the eys, as well 28 of the palate,
and wanted all things pretty and sweet
about him.

The August sun was flinging red
lances of fire amid the brown boles of
the giant trees, on its westward Way;
but the barcnet still wore picturesque
dressing gown of violet velvet, that clung
about him not unlike a Roman toga.
Having nothing earthly to do, and roth.
ing earthly or heavenly to think of, he
was a vietim to that terrible complaint

viich the French ca!l la maladie eans

wade—the “disease withcut g dis-
erse”—and fancied himseif at death’s
dcor or thereabouts, a fragile blossom,
ready to be nipped Ly the first chill Rale,
He had been pretty well over every nook
in the Continent, and new, in his fifty-
eighth year, had returned to Chudleigh
for good. He had marrisd very late in
life, to retricve his ruined fortunes—
squandered at the gaming table—an heir-
ese, rich as a femels Rothsehild and
ugly as & Hottentct, who had just lived
long encugh to present him with one
daughter and depart in peace. Sir Rup-
ert had buried Ler in the family vauit,

mourning, sent the infant away to a
widowed aunt in Berkskire, and thanked
his lucky etars that had given him a
second fortune ard rid him of an un-
lovely wife. He did not quite forget
the little waif left behind; he desired
sha should be named Gwendoline, after
his mcther—sent quarterly cheques to
the widowed saunt, and requested that
the best tutcre should be had for her as
she grew up.

For sixteen years he remepined abroad;

then, wearisd nearly to death of him-
eelf and all the world, he had returned

| to Chudleizh, and for the first timea had |
| the ploesure of making his daughter’s |

acquaintunes,
The pleasure was a very
The widowed aunt Lk
Lefore, and Misy O}
her existence in a co {
boarding schocls,  She never remained |
in one long, somehow; and the direct- !
ress always heaved a great cigh of ye. i
lief and ‘muttered a “thank Heaven” |
when safely rid of her. z
Sir Ruport, a tall, thin, patrician look- |
ing person, with delicate foct and harda |
and hLypersensitive nerves, came with- |
in an ace of swooning with horrer at |
first sight -of  his dzughter and !
E She was short, she was
stout  -- dreadfuily stent — ghe
had a fat, round face, intensely  red
cheeks, a nose that turned up, & voice

donttful one. ;
il 6ix yars |

had spent |
wal round of |

ehrill and high, thick
air.  With all this, ¢
nsel had had a narrow e

liie eves, that laupied in your face as !
she looked, teeth thae autglittered
pearls, and a skin like winter snow. And
the red-brown hair ran wild in curis and
kinks and ripples and waves over the
most beautiful, the plumpest, the whit. !

€8t neck in the world; and she had the '
warmest heart, the best temper, and the

naaty, sniling, sugary cat, Mrs. Ingram.”

“Nonsense, Gwendoline! Blame it on
M!‘s. Ingram? What wild absurdity!
Miss Trevanion has a little  sommon
Sense, if you have not. Sich a prepos-
terous idea never entered Wer mind.”

“Very well, papa,” respended Gwen-
doline, with a shower of node; “think 80,
if you like, but it's true. 8h doesn’t like
Mrs, Ingram, end no more do I. 1 hate
icople who say ‘ves, dear,’ and ‘no, love,’
every time 1 tell them it’s a fine day.
Mr. Weller 8ays, ‘Beware of vidders,’ and
I agree with Mr. Weller. | expert to be
one some day myself; but I ahe’n’t be a
‘widow bewitched.’ like Mrs. Ingram,.”

“Mra. Ingram is a very elegant and
lady-like person, Miss Chudleigh,” Sir
Rupert said, aternly, “whom [ most ay-
dently wish you would take for w meodal.
If Lady Lemox would consent to part
with her, and she would consent to come,
nothing could give me more pleasure
than to have her here as companion and
instructress for you. Vour ignorance of
the commonest accompiishments, of the
most ordinery rules of etiquette, is
scmething frightful. Yon talk slang,
you ride, you fish, you shons ,You sing
eomie songs, and know uo more of the
art of dress than a South African belle,
Good Heaven, Gwendoline Chudleigh! if
you had been horn the daughter of the
lowest chaw-bacon in Sussex, you eould
hardly have been worse.”

“1 wish I had been born the daughter
vl & chaw-becon, or a fisherman, or a
EBYPEY, or a strolling player, or some-
thing else free and Jolly,” responded
Miss Chudleigh, suklily; “I don’t want
to be ‘formed,’ snd Plsy etupid fugues
end monastery bells and storms and Var-
1otions, and songs withont words, and
rubbigh like that, on the pano, end have
al' the languages, living and dead, at my
linger ends, and addle my brains eover
McCullough, &und Adam Smith, and
Huga Miller, and the rest of the
dreary old fogies. 1 know enough French
to read Dumas and George Sand in the
original, and I can play the ‘Fichers’
Hornpipe’ the ‘Highlund Fling,” and 1
¢au waltz down any girl of iny years and
inches in tha county. Everybody like
me but you, papa, and I wouldn’t be
like thay artificial, simpering, smcoth-
tongued white cat of a widow for a
kingdoin.’

With avhich Miss Chudleigh bounced
indignantl yout of the room, and lung-
ed headforewmost into the arms of a tall
footman in the act of ushering a lady
into the drawing-room. The lady was
Mrs, Ingram, bewitchingiy dreesed, and
all her siren smiles in full play. Gwen-
doline rebounded, like an India-vubber
bail out of the electrified footman’s
arms, and was gone like a flash,

“When we speak of the devil—” said
Miss Chudieigh, “What on caith LTings
heret Sybil can’t have turned ncr cut,
und she can’t be coming to heg papa to
take her in. Did she make away with
the general, I wonder, or was it the
prior’s ghest? I'm not a coward—I'd
face a-five-foot wall cr the choisra mer-
bus any day; but I wouldn’t sleep a
night in that dreadful old house—no,
ot if they were to make me a preient
of it. It’s exactly like the ‘Castle of Ot-
ranto; or, the Mysteries of Udolpho,’
that I read when I was a little girl, and
I shouldn’t be a bit surprised to see
one of those grim old fellows in the pie-
ture-galiery step out of his frame and
ask me how I found myself. If that wi-
dow’s coming here to form me, I won’t

; be formed. I won’t give up Beli’s Life

nd take to High Caurch novels, and I
won't resign my three hours’ gallop with

i i those ducks of ‘sule,’ over at Speckhav-

en, for three hours’ hard strumming on

papa’s grand pizno; I won’t learn geo-

logy and mineralogy. or a ¥ other ology
—mno, not for all ihe widows this side
of Pandemoninm

Miss Chl!d'rf;v‘- went up to her
suite of apartmo-itz ., ¢
pitehed thinzs alus ¢

own
honoed deors,
i gtate

Couldn’t et Sirong
Seemed to Have Lost All Am.
Lition, Was ‘ale and Anaemic,

Ma.e Wouder ul Reeov-ry Whea Dr.
Hamii(oa's Pilis Were Used.

“lI was never actually sick,” writes
Mrs. La Pierre, wife of a well-known re-
sident of Labeniene, ‘yet 1 ‘never could
get strong like other women. 1 at well
enough, but somehow blood rich and red
I could never make. When 1 married
I took a great pride in my housekeep-
ing, but it kept me tired all the time.
Mrs. Lechance, my neighbor, looked well
—=she told me her health liad been made
by Dr. Hamilton’s Pills. 1 only thought
of pills as a physic, but now 1 know that
I' . Hamilton’s Pills are more. for they
quickened my stomach, liver and bowels
—made me stouter and stronger, gave
me such color in my cheeks as 1-never
had before. They do wood to parts in
ways T need not mention in this letter,
bnt T sincerely believe Dr. Hamilton’s,
Pills should be used at intervals by every
woman—that’s why T write this letter.”

No medicine invigorates a woman like
Dr. Hamilton’s Pills. 25e. per box, all
dealers or the Catarrhogore Co., Kings-
ton, Canada.

of temper, and not without cause, for
she had unwittingly guessed very near
the truth. In the drawing-room Mrs. In-
gram sat, her lace handkerchief to her
eyes, her voice lost in suppressed sobs.
She was one of those fortunate women,
this little widow, who can cry without
reddening their noses, or sweiling their
eyes, or making their complexions, gen-

erally, like speckled trout. The soft
black eyes looked up at you like stars
through mist, the glistening rops fell
—not too faet, nor too many—off the
pearly cheeks, without a stain behind;
and the widow’s rouge was the produc-
tion of high art, and did not wash off.
Bhe sat—beautv drowned in tears—her
voice faltermng, her great eyes gazing
pitecusly up at the baronet. Sir Rupert
Sat opposite, gravely playing with a
Paper knife and listening to the widow's
tale of woe.

“Mise Trevanion dislikes and distrusts |
you,” he was repeating; “my  dear
madame, she can not be 80 unjust as to
fancy you in any Way accessory (o
her “uncle’s lamentable disappeara ace.
Misg Trevanion is a young lady of com-
mon sense, at least.”

“Prejudice is stronger than common
sense,” Mrs. Ingram answered, sadly. “I
&m very, very unhappy at Prevanion
Park, Lady Lemox is goodness itself—
bug Jady Lemox's daughter—ha! Sir

{ though older

CHANGES IN FLOWERS,

Many of Our Most Beautiful Ones Ape:
Modern Productions. &

It is « truly astonishing thing t&-re-

flect that Shakespeare, for all -his love

of flowers, would have been able'to name
scarcely a single bloom in & twentieth
century garden, says the Strand. He
would hardly have been able to distin-
guish the queen of flowers itself, so
greatly has the rose changed in the last
three centuries, .
As for the begonias, the chrysanthe-
mums, the dahlias, the geraniums, the
fuchsias and carnation, there were un-
known even to our great-grandfathers.
Many of our most beautiful flowers are
purely modern productions, i, |
Three centuries ago there were
flower gardens in England. What were
then thought of as gardens were her-
baria, places where rosemary, mint, rue,
thyme and sage grew, and perhaps a
few primitive blooms. such as violets and
primroses, were suffered. to exist, much
As poppies and cornflowers do to-day.
Manv well-known plants have been de-
veloped from specimens  discovered in
various parts of the world, and there
is in doubt that a number of charming
novelties are still lurking undiscovered
in remote spots, The chances of valuable
finds are, however, becoming unfortu-
nately less every vear. A small army
of collectors is always at work in every
corner of the world searching for new
treasures to enrich our floral store.
From South America came many years
ngo, the recentlv unfashionahle fuchsias;
from the hilla of northern India and T'hi-
bet have heen brought many useful var-
felies: from China we have had among
other things many new primulas; Japan
has vielded wonderful irises; - Africa
many varied plants, usually of most bril-
liant and gorgeous coloring; while nu-
merous charming members of the narcis-
sus family have been discovered in the
Pyrenees, 5
But this eannot continne indefinitely,
and even in the realm of orchids. for
wkich perhaps the most systematic
search of all is maide. there is not mueh
left to be exnlored. For our future nov-
elties we shall have to relv then chiefly
on the <kill of our hybridists, who are
constantly engaged in mating different
species of the same family of plants, and
our cross fertilizere, who are doing mimi-
lar work with different varieties of the
same apecies. The*flowers of to-day are
the result of cross breeding, stimulated
by electricity, drugs and hot water
baths.

ST. VITUS DANCE

Cured Through the Use of Dr,
Williams’ Pink Pills,

Chorea, or as it is
krnown, St. Vitus’
that usually

more  generally
dance, is a disease
attacks the young children,
persons may ha afflicted
with it. Its most common symptoms are
4 twitching of the muscles of the face
and lindbs. As the diseass progresses
this twitching takes the form of 8pasns
in which the jerking motion may be
confined to the kead, or all ihe limbs
may be affected. 'The patient is fre-
‘uently unable to hold anything in the
hands or to walk ateadily, and in severe
cases even the speech ls affected. The
disease is due to debility of the nerves
and is always cured by Dr. Williams’

Rupert, you have no idea how miserahle
one woman can make another—how ter-
ribly merciless she car Le, particularly
when lier vietim is frisudless and alone,
&s I am'"”
(To be Continued.)
P ———

COLOR LINE IN PEPPER.

Heated Disputss Betwsan Partlsans
of White and ef Black.

The relative merits of white aund black
pepper have caused somo rather heated,
Dot to say peppery, disputes. One set
of authorities declare that white pepper
bas lost some of the pungency of the
pepperecrns thet are treated by the pro
ceas that evilves hlack Pepper are pro
ducel by the same vine.

On the cther hand, o of the best,
though an early lulhl.i says that the
white Lind as produced under the name
of Tellicherry pepper is superior in aro-
ma and flavor to the black pepper, bsing
made from the best devslopad anod iarg.
est berries on the vines, and there can be
no dispute as te the white pepper being
preferred in those parts of Europe where
the finest spices have been in efeady use
long before they became well known in
this country.

In comparing, white and bleck pepper
the best grade of each should bs seiected
for the test. Pungency may be the priu-
eipal merit of black pepper, but the pest
white pepper makes {ts best 2ppeal
through its superior flavor and aromu.

Some years ago a spice expert of in-
terraiionsi reputation expressed the
opinion that the consumption of white
pepper in this country would incerase
terfold if the people could obtain pure
white pepper of the best quality. Sinc
then the standards in the American spice
trade have been raised, but superior
white pepper is probably not as freely
sold as it might be with proper attention
given to quality.

White pepper is allowed {o ripen upon
the vines, and sfter being plucked the
berries are decorticated, or deprived of
their outer coat. Black pepper is the
product of the berries pieked befors fall
ripening. A writer in the Ideal Grocer
thinks it Is rot reasonable to suppose
that people familiar with the production
of pepper would take the time and trou-
ble to prepare the white kind if the pro-
ccas did not result in something super-
ior.

Shilols
STOBS cougHs
ART AND A SAUSAGE KING,

(Vancouver Province.)
Robert Henri, the New Yor] painter,

was talking about those millicnalres who
buvs. merely to show off, deubtfyl *‘old
aL faoui.us pricea,
wled ary,” Mr.
thzt of the Chi-
urer who sald to |

™" 0 do me In !
. Drompt- |
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Pink Pills, which enrich the blood, tone
and strengihen the nerves and thas re-
store the sufferer to good health, The
following is a striking instance of what
Dr. Willianw’ Pink Pills wil 4o in the
frouble. Mrs. Chas, Phipps, Pelee Teland,
Ont., says: “At the age of fourteen my
eldest daughter, Edith, became mueh run
down, and the troubled developed into
St. Vitus’ dance. Firet her left arm
bhecame affected, then the left leg and
entire left side. She grew 80 had that
she actually could not hold anything in
ter hand, and could only go ebout with
a eliding, jerking motion, Notwithstand-
ing that we were giving her medieine,
she seemed to he growing worse, and
finally her speech became mueh affected.
We became 80 much alarmed about her
thet finally her fagher 8ot a supply of
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, and we began
giving her these. In the course of g
fow weeks she was much better, and be.-
fore all the pills were gone she was again
enjoying perfeet health. This was in
1908, aud as she has not had a symptom
of the trouble since Infeel justified in
saying the cure is permanent.”
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mdﬂumﬂ ning
on Face and Throat

Sores Dl;sﬁ mi S’: I-l;e D&ugﬁdh
A n Public. No Rest Night or
i p;’.arcuticura Ointment Cured,

*“'Six months ago my face and throat ¥
broke out and turned into a s0re,
I'did not bother about it at first, bus im
one week's time the disease had

noy '

given up hope, but tho

oné more try, and so I

Ointment, and it helped .me

1 eominuﬁ:’ln‘ ::dmd ;n :
Was comp! cured, and can say
advise anyone suffering from skin disease
to use Cuticura Ointment, as it is the
healing balm in the world.” (Signed) Roscos
Good, Seven Persons, Alta., Feb, 18, 1911,

FOUND RELIEF ONLY FROM
CUTICURA SOAP AND OINTMENT

*‘My little girl when only & few weeks old
broke out on the top of her head and it be-
came-a solid scab. Then her cheeks becams
raw. and sore and after trying different
remedies found rellef only from using Cutlog,:
cura Soap and Ointmens. It lasted six
months or more, but after a thorough treat.
ment with the Cuticura Soap and Oinfment
never had any return.” (Signed) Mrs, W. §.
Owen, Yedkin College, N. C., May 26, 1911,

For more than & generation Cuticura Soap
and Ointment have afforded the most suce
cessful treatment for skin and scalp troubles
of infants, children and sduits. A single cake
of Cuticura Soap and box of Cuticura Oint-
ment are often sufficient. Although sold by
Cruggists sad deslers throughous the world,
® liberal sample of each, with 32-p. book on
the skin, will be gent fres, on application to
Potter Drug # -~ ., 54 Columbus
Ave., Bost

e, . Summm—"
OLD WILLS,

The Most Ancient Known
4,500 Years Ago.

Bome of the most anclent wills in the
world are described by Virgil M. Hasris
in a book recently published by Little
Brown & Co. According to Mr, Harris,
the Mussulman claims that Adam him-
self left a will and that seventy legions
of angels brought him paper and pens
all the way from Paradise and that the
Archangel “Gabriel set lis seal to the
document,

It is also recorded that Noah left &
will. He divided the known world at
that time into three parts and left one
to each of his sons,

There exists a curious and ancient
testament of Job discovered and pub-
lished by Cardinal Mai in 1839. In it
Job's faithful wife, when reduced to the
lowest depths of poverty, is represented
A8 having sold her hair to procure bread
for her husband.

Jacob, the third of the Hebrew patri-
archs, died in Egypt at the age of 147,
but was buried by his sons in the Cave
of Macphelah at Herbon, in Palestine,
the traditional burial place of the pro-
phets and other Biblical characters of
their time.

It can be
reference to
position is
arch: .

And Israel said uato Joseph: BehoM,
{) die, but Go«il shall be with you anfl
Tin, yow RN ukl
tathera, ¥ “reat 1800 91 gose

Moreover, I have Riven to thee ome
portion above thy brethren, whieh I ook
out of the hand of the Amorite with my
sword and with my bow,

And Jacob called unto hig sons and
said: Gather yourselves together that &
!nnLtell You that which ghall befal} yva
in last days.

In the forty-eighth and forty-nindl
chapters of Genesis are these words of
the dying patriarch, and here is found
not only the disposition of g “Dortiag®
to Joseph, but
is shown, the

Written

stated that the very earliest
an actual testamentary dis-
by the words of thia patri-

the character of ca:n scw
virtue or fault of eact &
flueribed, to each a symboly emblem
is assignsd, and to each o future &
prophesied. Here is a will, in fo.. ond
in prophecy,

Homer refers to the wil® of Tele-
machug in favor of Piraeus, to whom ave
bequeathed all the presents that had
been made to Telemachus by Menelam,
lest, they fall into the hands of his ene-
mies, but he adds: “In ease I should slay
them and revive you, you are then to my-
store them to me in my palace, a task op
joycus to you to accomplish as to myuelf

Be sure you 82t the genuine pills
which are so0!d by all medicine dealers |
oF may be had et 30 cents g box o7 six
boxes for $2.50 from The Dr. Williams
Medicine Co., Breekville, Ont.

————e—
DEATH MADE BEAUTIFUL,

George W. Perkins, the enrporatien
expert, began life as an insurance agent.
So good was Le at the Rame, that one of
his friends deseribed him in these words:

“George could convince Yeu that the
arave was the biggest financial institu-
tion, the biggest dividend payer and
the biggest gold mine in the world. He
could build up in Your mind the ides
that each dey You spent on earth was
time thrown away. He could convinee
you that the enly real feat for you to
rerform was to die, be buried, and
leave your wife and children to roll re-
splendent in wealth he and liis eompany

| English Egyptologist,

kent waiting for them.”—Popular Mag-
azine.
—_——deo————
SCOTCH TATERS,

(Rochcater Express.)
Scotland s scnding us potatoes by the

to profit by.”
William Matthews Flinders Petrie, the
unearthed not
mary years ago at Kahun a will whiek
was 4,500 years old. There seems ne
reason to question cither the nlﬂ.&-
tleity or antiguity of the document.
will therefore antedates all other known
writen wills by nearly 2,000 Years,

SAVED HERSELF

If she had used Dodd’s Kidney
Pllls First

NMre. McRea Suffered for Over Twe
Years, Then Two Bices ui Dodd's
Kidney Pills Made » MNew Vioman
of Her,
>revil, Gaspe (o, Que.—(Specixt)—

That she might have escaped tivo years

and seven months of suifering had ehe

tricd Dodd’s Kidney Pills in the fiest
place is the firm convietion of Mra, Joim

McRea, an old and rezpected residens of

shipload now that the home-grown tuber
is hiding In LIl and c<llar until the dol- |
lar mark la rmch_ed. Cre vessel brought |
in 15C tone. which pald $730 In dutles, |
tiie taviff rate lLelng 25 cenis per bushel
cf =ixt ypounds.

————h—

LOST.
(Yiarper's Weekly.)

ell, Tomm!e, ' sald the Joyous Sijth- |

‘You must congratulate e, I am

to it

: Tammie, !
L, protested  Slithers, !

me?

‘e you well enough,” saig

I bet Mai &

X ]

———o
“Who's that mun w
the chair aver and thr
into the fira-l-pner
er. “Oh” rcnYi
gentleman v’
by playin~ &

one wait.
“he's  the
it his nerves
*ton Star.

i Dodd’s

this place. ‘And this is the veason sha
gives for believing

“For two yems and seven monthg T
was a sufferer from Kidney Discaso
brought on by a strzin and a cold, My
eves were puffed and swol'en, my wua-
cles cramped and T snf
gia and Rhevmatis
and T had pains in

“Fer two yvears |

Kidney Pills m
To save your
Kidneys at {hn

Kidner

any lasting g»

> your
zouble.

cure.

“A goed mon ok his ewa
horn,” remar: o - ev Liie0 MNo, e
good man is
one,” adl:a
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