
*■ • V. -f

---------- r——

I

“He Won’t Die
Of consumption” is a remark often made 
of a fleshy man. The-tfftnark expresses 
the popular recognition of the fact*tnat 
the sign of consumption is emaciation, 
loss of flesh. On 
the other hand, a 
gain in flesh is a 
cure sign that wast- / 
ing diseases are be-' 
ing cured.

, Emaciated peo
ple with obstinate 
coughs, bleeding 
lungs, night-sweats 
and weakness, have i 
been perfectly 
cured by the use of 
Dr. Pierce’s Golden 
Medical Discovery.
The several steps 
of the cure were re
corded in ounces 
and pounds of in
creasing weigh^
When there is gain 
in flesh the wasting 
disease is being 
surely cured.

Mr. Will H. Whitmire, 
of Arkton, Rocking
ham Co., Va., writes : 
deep cold about the first of July, 1899, and had a 
terrible cough. We called a doctor and he pro
nounced it irritation of the bronchial tubes, with 
asthmatic trouble, and he informed me that my 
son was liable to die at any time. He told me 
that if we could keep the bronchial tubes open, 
he might cure him; but after treating him several 
weeks and my son growing worse all the time, 
I concluded to try Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical 
Discovery and ‘ Pleasant Pellets.' I had seen 
several almost miracûlous cures brought about 
by the use of these medicines, and of course I 
had wonderful faith in them. He used three 
bottles of ' Golden Medical Discovery ' at home 
and one vial of the ‘ Pellets,' and was then well 
enough to go to West Virginia, taking a supply 
with him. I am just in receipt of a letter from 
him from which I quote : 4 / am well and hardy 
and getting very fleshy' ”

The Common Sense Medical Adviser, 
1008 large pages is sent free bn receipt of 
stamps to pay expense of customs and 
mailing only. Send 50 one-cent stamps 
for the cloth-bound volume or only 31 
stamps for the book in paper covers. 
Address Dr. R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y.

«Our son contracted i

HER SECOND LOVE.
A Story of Love and Adventure.

She had not known It, for. she was 
too much engrossed to retain any in
ward self-possession in her observa
tion of him. He was too close to her 
now; he interested her too deeply; 
she could neither observe rightly., nor1 
judge him truly. Till that evening, 
she had never thought it possible 
that he should really egre for her: 
though a far duller person than she 
was might have discovered it.

There was no truer proof of how 
much he had loved Constance, than 
this sudden transition of feeling; 
This was not heroic; perhaps nbt 
«entimental; but it sometimes hap
pens in this world. Insensibly, hi® 
resolution had been formed, al
though the acting upon it that even
ing was a sudden impulse. Now a 
calm future lay before him, and leva 
which was to be freely given, net 
earned with difficulty- Now the deed 
was done, and the longing for the 
home and tho fireside, v/htoh a wife 
•lone can gratify. Was ta be satis
fied. He was very happy, but quiet
ly happy, and rather thought that 
that was the best state of mind in 
which to enter upon matrimony.

As he turned to leave the room, 
his eye fell by chance upon a picture 
thtire, a pretty French engraving, 
hanging over the chimney-piece. 
Gisele was the figure's naine. Who 
Crisele was, mattered little to him; 
he had once bought it, because it 
had really a striking likeness to Con
stance Everett. Now, he felt pro
voked with himself for having evee

fut it there. The picture sobered 
im, and brought the involuntary 

•thought, "I am not young.” Who is 
■?4foung before the recollection of a 
dead passion?

CHAPTER XV.

The next day came, bringing with 
It cares and events which pressed on, 
utterly regardless of the two lovers. 
James was suddenly oppressed by, 
Jresh affairs, and Mrs. Erskine alarm
ed and grieved by evil tidings of her 
sick daughter.

It was a hurried, unsatisfactory 
fnorning that they passed; and not 
through * a spirit of procrastination 
did James defer to announce his en
gagement to his mother, but really 
because she was so unhappy that it 
would have seemed a selfishness to 
have troubled her with it that morn
ing; although he disliked that mode 
of communication, still, he would
iwritii ‘id h«r

Kills
Germs.

That’s precisely what 
Vapo-Cresolene does. You 
light the vaporizer, the 
vapor of Cresoiene is given 
off. Not a disease germ 
can live in this vapor, yet 
it can’t possibly harm even the 
youngest child. Just naturally 
breathe-in the vapor ; if destroys the 
germs of la grippe, hay fever, influ
enza, and whooping-cough. It’s the 
common sense treatment for all 
troubles of the throat and bronchial tubes.

is sold by druggists everywhere, 
outfit, Includingthe Vaporizer and 
ild last a life-time, and a bottle of

1 stcated

. V»po-Cresolc*ie is sold b’
K Vapo-Cresoléne ou ” " " j
Lamp, which should _ ________ ________

tno. complete, $1.50 ; extra supplies of Creso- 
e25centsanp*»cents. Illustrated bookletcontain- 

’ * ' ans' testimonials free upon request. Vapo-
1 Co., x3o Fulton SV, New York, U.S.A.'

Georgy was disappointed, wnen, m 
the middle of tho day; the hour for 
their departure arrived. James said 
that he would write to his mother; 
or, if Georgy liked it better, should 
he wait till in a few days he was 
able <0 go to Millthorpe Grange, and 
join them?

She wished that he had done it al
ready; but it was almost with indif

ference that she replied: "It should 
be as he liked,” and did not even 
Ji£ate her preference for waiting till 

came. She startled him a little 
by. her indifference.

"But what dç you wish?” he said 
again, impatient for an answer.

"Well, then, I should like better,to 
wait till you come—much better— 
Mr. Erskine.”

"Will you never call me by my j 
name?” < - >r:v -■

"Very well, James,” Sne said, 
laughing and coloring, but coming a 
little nearer to him.

She had begun by committing a 
capital error, very early in love. She 
had no will apart from his, and 
never reflected how much this might 
make her lose. He was her god; but 
she did not remenber that he could 
not reaq her heart; and she was not 
always careful enough to answer to 
his far more demonstrative nature; 
and towards a lover, such a nature 
is often a misfortune.

All this did not apply, however, 
that day, for they were both happy, 
and both talked and laughed at ev
ery moment which could be disposed 
of; and then, at last, came the time 
when they must separate, That 
morning was the first time that 
Georgy had ever been in James' sit
ting-room downstairs, and one of 
her first exclamations was:

"Oh, that engraving is very like 
Mrs. Everett!” "

"Do you think so?”
"Yes; how pretty and graceful she

is!"
"Very,” ho said, coldly.
"Poor thing, she had a melancholy 

fate; it is well that she is a widow 
now.”

"Was she unhappy with her head 
or her heart, I wonder?”—and one 
of his rapid changes of expression 
passed quickly over his face; ho 
seemed about to apeak again of her, 
but did not, and went on quickly to 
talk of something else.

"What are you looking at?” he 
asked, as she bent down to one of 
the lowest shelves, -where she had 
taken out a thick, purple-colored 
book—"Oh! that is the Bible which 
my father--------"

"I want it,” she said, laughing, 
but very shyly—"I want it—give it 
to me—I remember it, a long time 
ago.”

"Where?”
"In that little old room at Monk- 

lands> where you found me that day 
you drove me home so late.”

"Poor old Monklands!; Yes, I re
member very well the day I found 
you there, and how pleasant you 
were,” he answered, in a loving, 
courtly way.

That day Mr®. Erskine and Georgy 
set off; James went with them to the 
station. All these days he had taken 
a thousand little cares of Georgy— 
towards those whom he loved he 
Was almost womanly In the service 
and attention he lavished on them; 
and a short time had so accustomed 
Georgy te this, that it Was not only 
James that she missed, but his care 
and protection. She was still con
fused with happiness.

Mrs. Erskine talked of Julia, about 
whom she was very anxious; the 
more eo as she was still forbidden 
te see her. Each time Georgy look
ed at the old woman, something 
weighed upon her heart, which she 
enly stifled by tho. thought that 
sorely her love waa worth some
thing to James: but how would Mrs. 
Erskine, who I id been kind to her, 
take the const- juences which that 
kindness had brought forth? Georgy 
was softened by happiness, which 
brought, too, its own revelations. 
She had not so much pitied herself, 
as grown listless and apathetic all 
these years. The old teaching of her 
childhood, which had grown cold 
and meaningless to her, returned. 
Why had she done this? Why had 
she let those feelings slide out of 
her heart which it is often a wo
man's part to keep alive in man? 
Why had she so lost them only 
through her earthly love ? She 
felt everythi '.g through that, and 
now could only eo repent. If she had 
sometimes said within herself that 
she had done nothing to deserve her 
fate, she felt that she certainly, had 
done nothing beyond others to en
title her to have her whole mind so 
granted. She saw things now that 
She had jiever seen before; only re
cognized them amongst the moral 
commonplaces which we repeat our
selves, and which have no real mean
ing to us. She did not love her lov
er because of hie intellect—she had 
long felt that. None ever truly lov
ed who did not quickly shrink from- 
the blasphemy of such a definition.
And now the last stone of the altar | 
where she had worshipped intellect I 
had fallen, and she wished herself a 
higher, better nature to offer him; 
but not of mind—of soul. She had 
never cared for herself as she did 
then, or Wished more earnestly that 
she were better worth.

! Bronchitis
■ -jxraim wit——1———

“ I have kept Ayer’s Cherry Pec
toral in my house for s great many 
years. It is the best medicine in 
the world for coughs and colds.”

J. C. Williams, Attica, N. Y.

All serious lung 
troubles begin with a 
tickling in the throat. 
You can stop this at first 
in a single night with 
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral. 
Use it also for bronchitis, 
consumption, hard colds, 
and for coughs of all kinds.

Three sizes: 25c., enough for an ordinary 
cold; 50c.. just right for bronchitis, hoarse
ness, hard colds, etc.; fl, most economical 

r chronic cases and to keep on hand.
J. C. AYER CO., Lowell, Mass.

ett, the deepest gloom of whoso wi
dowhood was held tô be passed.

The children had run home first, on 
the afternoon when she arrived. They 
were carrying baskets of flowers, for 
the drawing-room and the staircase, 
and thfe ladies were following more 
slowly. "Mrs. Everett is come, 
mamma,” was announced in the hall. 
The drawing-room window, which 
was level with the terrace, was oper^, 
and Constance was sitting in the 
window on a low stool; some flow
ers were tumbled Upon her knee, and 
a heap of them were lying on the liU 
tie table just above her head. The 
brigtrt sun was pouring over her, her 
lustreless black gown, and the flow
ers; the thick rolls of her fair hair, 
so like that of Titian’s ladies, was 
golden in the sunlight, and the pic
ture would have been almost too 
bright without her black robes. The 
Afghan’s praise of a young English
man was fit for her, too: "If she 
were to lie down in the shade, thjrë 
would be no shadow there!”

"Dear Margaret! I am so glad to 
bo here, at last; everything-is love
ly, and I was sure that it was sum
mer till Ifcame.”

"Why, iVis late on in the year 
be only, just aware of it.”

"It is so hot and glaring by the 
seaside, and there is never a tree to 
be seen.”

"I thought you would like it.”
"So I did, once, but I never wish 

to behold it again; I went there for 
my health, and 1 know that I 
should have had softening of the 
brain if I stayed;” and she pushed 
up her open white sleeves, and clasp
ed her white arms above her head.

She was restless and excited all 
that day, and cut short her friend 
Margaret whenever she mentioned 
an3r. member of the Stanley family; 
whilst Mrs. Eewis, on her part, Was 
rather beginning to wonder what 
her friendship with tha Stanleys and 
tho visible adoration of Sir Hugh 
would bring forth.

"Georgy,” said Mrs. Everett, next 
morning, "come and sit on the ter
race and tell me all the news—I am 
eo glad to see you again;” and her 
pleasant beaming smile corroborated 
the words. "Is any one else co^a-

many frierias."
"Very few. # I have nothing nearer, 

and perhaps never shall have: I have 
very few friends, Georgy. Have you 
heard any music lately ?”

"None ; J. wish you would play 
now.”

"I will, for it will be something te 
do.”

They went in, and she played a 
little while, and then began to talk 
again : "How strange it is to look 
at any. one soberly, with the eyes of 
the flesh, when once upon a time you 
have loved him.”

Georgy laughed at the solemn ex
pression of such a disenchantment. 
"Take care you do not tempt the 
whole world to go mad for. you !” 
she answered.

"Georgy, pray you to be always 
kept from the temptation of a grande 
passion,” retorted Mrs. Everett.

"Why ?”
"Why ? because you arç a one-, 

idead nature, and stopped to con 
eider who, of every one I knew, coul 
best illustrate that ; I thought 
you then ; you give me more the 
pression of being such an one, 
any other person I know.”

"Your brains are wool - gather, 
to-day ; but I like to hear you 
the same.”

She sang again, then talked 
hang, beginning almost beforj 
tears were out of her eyes, f
listened and admired. That 
woman was always involving 
a fit of wonderment, and those 
of Currer* Boll’s recurred to 
"impressionable, but not 
ible,”—she wap changing a: 
true :—
"For surely they’re sincere:

Who arc strongest acted 
is nearest."

"You must eing that to/rs- Ers
kine,” said Georgy, wlen A*s. Ever
ett had finished a recjUtjP of her 
own, half-singing, haj-a(flS-

"Why ?
"Because she has 

tion for your actinj
"Does she think 

asked Constance, 
iously as if it 
fact.

"Who would 
new one ?”
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CHAPTER XVI.
The two ladies spent several days 

at Millthorpe Grange without any 
incident of note occurring. Some 
Other guests arrived: Mrs. Èumsden 
who recalled to Georgy her lon^. fo 
mer visit at the same house, 
how different all things were to 
then;—-one or two genii emeu, wl 
names and attributes are of no 
sequence -and then Mrs.

That is 
voice, 
ly and 
ing in, 
■trugj 

"Y,

ly
y
d

ing here?”
"Mr. Erskine, in a day or two- 

no one else that I know of.”
"James Erskine, — Mr. Erski] 

coming !”—she said slowly, lookii 
into the distance as if she 
thinking of something olse. "I 
so bored by all these people, I 
Mrs. Lumsden and everybody 
gone ; what* a tiresome womi 
is 0”

"Rather ; but she canno 
any harm,” said Georgy, aj

"If there is an odious ^ 
an Englishwoman that dd irr®ni 
I believe that she has befto 
once, for a week, and 8Mfl^aVl 
if all other lands were#*®-11#6 
her. How pleasant it *ere ! 
is always glad of su: 
have never been so glj 
haps because it 
to rejoice over.”

'•'Mrs. Everett, 
that.”

"Oh, Georgy, ho 
row life is, comp/ 
dreamt it once : H- - 
that bit in PetryCK-

ipciuto j
Non cresce, a# Sj »cemti 

piu vastoj 
L’etra sona

praise, and 
gratitude f« 
those who 
whom it 
rank as 

"Dear 
when th« 
ting 
not w.
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every 
to pul 

"WI 
gowi 
man 
you 
muc)

hÀn admira-

,1 clever ?” 
»ly and anx- 

/ questionable

s^the idea a

he might, she 
of her own 

genius in her 
[y. kçew it. It 

least winning* 
sensitiveness to 
ine respect and 
ning even from 

t her equals, but 
her sincerely to 

in capacity. 
Ikine,” said Georgy, 

it/ the party were sit
ing-room/ "you shall 

thaJKown any longer.”
,d ajabused the gown, and 

united in endeavoring 
of conceit with it. 
does the color of my 

algJy ? I'm an old vo
id y® do husband to please: 

omen all care far too 
dress.”

think that any one can 
essed without any effort 
iwn,—without bestowing 

:ht upon the subject ? I 
it were possible,” answer-

/!___
Some sensible advice to 

women passing through this 
trying period.

The painful and annoying symp
toms experienced by most women, 
at this period of life are easily over
come by Lydia E. Pinkham’* 
Vegetable Compound. It is espe
cially designed to meet the needy, 
of *woman’s system at the trying- 
time of change of life.

It is no exaggeration to state that- 
Mrs. Pinkham has over 5000 letters 
like the following proving the great- 
value of her medicine at such times..

“I'Wish to thank Mrs. Pinkham for" 
what her medicine has done for me. 
My trouble was change of life. Four- 
years ago my health began to fail, my 
head begah to grow dizzy, my eyes, 
pained me, and at times it seemed as- 
if my back would fail me, had terrible 
pains across the kidneys. Hot flashes, 
were very frequent and trying. A 
friend advised me to try Ly dim 
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-, 
pound. I have taken six bottles of it. 
end am today free from those troubles.
I cannot speak in high enough termsK 
of the medicine. I recommend it to sit, 
and wish every suffering woman would 
give it a trial.1’—Bella Ross, 88 Mont
clair Ave., Roslindale. Mass.—tsooofee*- 
ftit If original of aboot letter proclng r—--fr 
cannot be produced.

kOcck’e Cotton Boot Compound-
ii:yt nI®®^ccf,88faJ17 used monthly by over 

zS»-'W S?ife, effectual. Ladies oak
“ <: your druggist for Cook’* Cotton Boot Cw- 
rsiiod. Take no other, as all M ixtares, pills anS- 
Inn to lions are dangerous. Price; No. 1, $1 per4 
box; No. S 10 degrees 6lronK< r,$S per box. No.
I or 3, mailed ou receipt of price and tv.\>8-ee»fc> 
B£?I!lrv* The Cook Company Windsor, Ont.

«.08.1 and 2 sold and recommended by âiu 
responsible Druggists In Canid v ^

No. land No. arc uld in Watfcrd by J ! 
McUren and T. B. Taylor, dtvggiata.
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she saif1 h®r sweet 
when shSPok® grave

ly, had of vibrat-
fluency, aS s^o were 

g with somfeP feeling, 
that is true! 118 a11 some- 

but now, th^rld will sure- 
eomething M to offer you : 

nnot be tire# yet,—why 
u not go to »y 
used to long# do so once, 

now I am toÿ' indifferent. I 
file sometimes a the man who 
rned after Itaf saying that he 
3 ‘avide de pfes taillées,’ and 
a soon glad / return tè the 

uiet of nature, /^cy say that love 
is a delusion friendship,—so
little account j#o.ken of that : ne 
one even think#* railing at it.”
- "J3ut. Mxs, fverett. you have

ou don't, any of you ; for 
mid your occupation be ?” 

said Mrs. Lewis, " I 
like to set up an elaborate do

or woman’s love of dress ; I 
that it is natural and becom- 
I used realisto act upon the 

iple of indifference, far more 
I do now ; but my lofty theo- 

concerning trifles have faded 
y, and I don't much believe oven 

woman's mission to set man s 
right.”

"My dear, nobody asks you to be- 
in such a thing. I had rather 

hat you spent all day. dressing your- 
elf, than fall into such a dreamy 

'enthufliaem.”
But. Constance, ” seld Mrs. 

Lewis again, who was always drawn 
out by her friend’s neighborhood.hnd 
who waa half-laughing, half-serious, 
— Do you know, I think nothing 
would teach woman lovo of dresa 
more then love for a clever man ; 
which, yen know, ought to raise 
one.”

“Oh ! love for any man would, I 
suppose, but perhaps your instance 
ie especially right.”

“I think," Mrs. Lewis went on 
rather eagerly, "I think that a wo
man never feels her own littleness so 
much as by the side of a man, and 
he (e.t first) would forgive a crime 
mere quickly than any ungratefulness 
In a woman.”

"Of course, we are taught that it 
Is our business to please ; small

up,blnmc to us if we follow it 
laughed Constance.”

“Dress does make a difference, and 
when women who have intellect learn 
that they must give way before a 
pretty woman, I think it is natural 
that the mania of dress should pos
sess them.”

"You come out very eloquently 
upon Tevangile dc la toilette,’ ” 
aftid Constance : "I did not know 
how well you could advocate the 
cause : and, after all, a great luck of 
beauty is a misfortune in a woman. 
Only, there is one thing that X often 
feel ; If Intellect avails a wouian al
most nothing in the battle of love, 
goodness is of itself more worth to 
her then, than to a man.”

"You think so ?”
Yes, indeed, I do,” she repeated.

In a man’s earliest dreams of per
fection. goodness and beauty go hand 
aD.4 blind ; a woman dreams of ^ood-
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