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Miss Chudleigh
slaived by those wonderful eyes,

was hopelessly en-
and
paid the most energetic attention to
their owner. who, being pretty well nsed
to it, on all hands, 'with tie tallow mer-
chant’s thousands to back the eyes up,
took it very easily, and submitted to
being loved, and petted and spoiled with
that sublime condescension characteristic
of his lordly sex.

But there were black-ictier days in
the ecalendar, when Lieutenant Dobbs
wus on duly, and cculdn’t escort the
baroret’s daughter over the breezy
downs, and on these occasions Gwendo-
line magnanimously rode over to see her
friend Sybil.

The day on which Mrs. Inaram and
Cyril Trevanion had held their httle
conference on the terrace chanced to be
one of them.

The geverness and pupil eat
alone, and after that repast Mre, In-
gram returned to the swudy to finich
& French nevel in which the lazy baren
was intercstod,

“And you will practice the ‘Battle of
Prague’ fer two Lours at least, ven-
doline,” she with austerity.” “It is
perfectly diswracaful, your time anl
Your fingering, considering the pains I
have taken to improve you.” 5

“Iil sec ‘the Battle of Prague; and
Mrs. Ingram with it, at the. bottom of
the Red Sea first ” retorted Gwendoiine
defiantly, to the closed dgoor. *Pll
down znd see Mary and then
I'll ride across to Trevanion Park and
see Sybil. -—the licutenant
was Plautagenct Stanley Dobbs—*Plan-
tagenet premised to meet me at the cor-
ner of 1 Street, Speckhaven, at half
past five

Miss Chudleigh  dressed, mounted
Flash by Lightning, and rcde, like Don
Quixote, in secarch of adventures. Two
heurs later she presented herself at Tre-
vanion Park, and as she rede up the
avenue she beheid her friend and Mr.
Angus Macgregor loitering lazily up and
down the jeafy arcades. Sybil advanced
to meet her, her celor rising at the cun-

i inkle in Gwen's eyes,

ron would come.” she said.
he lientenant would Le on duty
But how unusu late you

lunchedn

o
20

to-day.
are.”
Miss

on, of eccur was
confident 1

ent of Miss Chudleigh’s
iove  pas The lieutenant hadn’t
as yvet proposed-—he was rether an indo-
lent young sentleman, and dirliked put-
ting himscli out avent such trifles; but
CGwendoline had strong hopes of a speedy
understanding.

“If he doesn't say eomething very
shortly.” Mis it i had informed
her friend demand his inten-
tioms.  And if he makes the least demur,
1 chall call him cut
have becn practicing 1
Sergeant Cox, of the
lensona, wl 1T almeet  sent a bullet
through Tommy R vesterday., I
have no brother,” «aid this he'nless little

girl, “and papa is a great deal too luzy

Fives me

and a great deal too taken up with that |
painted wax doll of ours to mind wheth- |

er his daugt affections. and
all that eort of thing, ifled with or
not. T euvpose I ought to =ay are trifi-
ed with; but grammar be blowed!”

She sprung off her horse now. nodding
to the tall Macgregor, and declining his
aid to dismount.

“Thanks.” eaid Gwendoline, “but 1
don’t take kindly to civil’an coat sleeves,
and besides. I could jump off a ten-foot
wall; must lees Flash's back. Yes, |
am late to-day. Sybil: but 1 shouldn't
have thought you'd have missed
with a gentleman of Mr.
brilliant parts fs 2 comy

“If all the workl w=re around her, she
would still be solitary and alone with-
out her charming Gwendoline,” retorted
Macgregor. “Were yeu on parade with
Dobbs, or dining at the mees. or pistol
shooting  with™ Sergeant \What
name, or extorting a proposal fror
licutenant, or what detained you?”

“T am not aware thet my private and
personal habits concern you in any w
Mr. Anmus Ma ne an-
swered, with digniiy. “No, I wasn't on
parade with Dobbs, o dining at the mers
although I wouid if 1 teok the notiom.
I went to see peor Maryv Carson, who is
dving, and then I was 1z “Looker
on in Venice'—playing esdrop-
piier. or something like it

“My dear Gwen!”™ » 1 eaid.

“My dear Svhil-y When T left
Carson’s cottage 1 rode along by Monks
wood Priory. and through the Priore
Walk aund out of the weet gate —a short
cut here, as you know- aud I was in
a hurry. Aund who do you think 1 saw
talking like two lovers under the trees?
Why our precintis cousin, Sybil, and old
Mother liester -the ‘Devil’'s Own/
’lanty  call Planty being short
for Plaut:

“And you stopped. of
and listoued what they
gested. Colonel Trevarien's tenant,

“No, [ did Impulence! Do you
suppose he was getting his fortune told,
Sybil? . Is he an idio? @ cow
ard? You should have seenr how ter-
ribly in earnest they they
acurried s like a hraee i ducks
at sight and that
that be Flash and 1. Mr, aregor?
You write books .and sheuld know.”

“Perhaps old Tlester was promising
him a pretty little widow for a wife”
Maegregor said: “he won't think much

liction otherwise.”
R
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that wretceh: Mac

“Oh, don’t yon =ayv anythine ox-
plaimed Miszs Chuadleigh, in defiance;
“that widow has done for vou at some
past time, I'll be bound. Tt's of no use
vour teliine stories and denying it: yvoun
and Mrs. Tagram Kuew each ether ages
ago.”

“[ never knew
thor answered
calm.

“No? Then you knew her nnder zome
other name.. Make him make a clean
breast of it, Sybil—that's two ‘makes’
close together—-and tell us. who she is
and all about her.”

“f am not Mr. Macgregor's conseience-
keeper, my dear, impetuous Gwendo-

TrEEOr,

Ingram.” the an-

Mrs,
i imperturbab'e

a<d sheot him! 1§

| ame

line,” said Miss Trevanion, -carelessly,
“and I really don’t <take the interest
in' her some others appear to do. She
isn’t my governess, remember, and she
isn’t my step-mamma-elect; nor have I
a Plantagenet Stanley Dobbs to be per-
vertel and made eyes at. If Mr. Mae-
gregor has Mrs. Ingram’s past life in Lis
keeping, Le may retain her sccret invio-
late to the end, for me.”

“\Which, in plain English, means she is
dying to hear them!” cried the incor-
rizible Gwen, seizing Macgregor by the
arm. “Fbr pity’s sake, have a little
compassion on me! Tell me all about
her. - She will marry papa, in spite of
him, before the year ends, if you don’t
show her up; and if she does, I declare
I'll strychnine myself on the wedding-
day, and haunt you, Angus Macgregor,
forever after!”

“Soorer than that, T would betray
my boscm friend, Miss Chudleigh. Well,
then, yes,” with sudden gravity, “you
are right: T have known Mrs. Ingram in
the past.”

“liooray!” Gwendoline threw up her
hat and caught it, like a conjurer. as it

“Didn’t I always say so? Didn’t
I always know so? What do you think
now, Sybil? And she’s your ‘rose full of
thorns, isn’t she?”

“Yes; her name is Rose, not Edith;
and that is her picture as I knew her
many years ago.”

“‘Many years ago!” There it is again!
T always said she was as okl as the hills,
and that it was only paint and pearl-
powder and belladonna and false hair
and padded cor—" Miss Chudleigh
pulied Lerseif up short, without finish-
ing “corsets.”  “That woman’s thirty-
five if shie’s o day, and she calls herself
seven-and-twenty! Seven-and-twenty
fiddlesticks! She is thirty-five, is she
not?”’

“Yez, she is fully thirty-five; and
somewhere in the scheme of the universe
she has a son, if still alive, eightcen
years old.”

“Tlen she has been married.” Gwen
said, rather disappointed. “T was hop-
ing she was a horril old maid.” To be
an old maid was, in  Miss Chudleigh’s
estimation of things, the most horrible
of earthly dooms. “And who was In-
gram, and where is he? Oh, Mr. Mac-
gregor.” ciasping her chubby hands, “zay
he is still alive, save poor papa, and Iil
—I'll kiss you: T declare T will!”

“I'il take the kise, then, Miss Chud-

irh, whenever you're read for, al-
though Ingram is not alive-—never exist-
od, in fact—is but a myth and 2 name—
arother man is, who was married to
Ler over fifteen years ago, and never got
a divoree, Don't ask me his name, as
1 see yvou are going to do, for I cannot
tell you at present; and all this ,for a
little time, at least, must be sub ros
Mrs, Ingram will never by Lady Chud-
leigh; rest content with that.  She
knows that T know her, and she will
fight desperately to the last gasp. If I
her my hand she may win the
yet: for she has the diabolical
2 of the Evil One himself.  Her
is not Mrs. Ingram, and she is no
» companion for e¢ither vou or
Miss Crevanion, or any other young girl,
Further than that, I ean say nothing at
present. Only wait, and don’t take that
strychnine. If you conduct yourself
properly and trust {o me, Plantagenet
will make you a member of the haughty
house of Dobbs yet. And as I am due
at Chudleigh Chase this every evening,”
pulling out his watch, “allow me to bid
you goeod-day, ladies both.”

Ile departed with the

show

cua

words, and

i Gwendoline immediately laid hold of her

nd drew her toward the house.

;, then Sybil, he’s gone, and you

must get ready at cnce. 1 declare I

nearly forgot all about her, taiking to
Macgregor.”

orgot all
“Why, Mi

I tell you she was

about whom?”
Carson. of cours Didn't
worse. She's dying,
Sybil, and she’s erying out for you. You
were always wood te her, she says. You
gave ler books, and preciy dresses, and
Jeilics, and wine, and chickens: and you
sat and sung for her the last time you
were there.  She ean not forget it. Her
mother says she has talked of vou ever
since.  She wants to see you again be-
fore she dies”
*Poor child!” the i
then <o near death?
“Mr. Jelup was there before Tleft. He
zays she will hardly last until morning.
I .;\rrvmis.wl her I would feteh you, and
came at once, and nearly forgot it with
that Mr. McGregor. Nice, isn't- he, §
hil? Not h so handsome as Planta-
genet, of course; but then Planty’s only
. remove from an angel. He has noth-
inz on earth to say. I allow. aud not a
thonght above the mess-table stories,
the last pet of the ballet, or the fit of
his coat. But then he waltzes
divinely, and his  c¢yes are  so
like the stars of heaven and 1 can do
talking enough for botl.
Syhil laughed, and rangz for her maid.
‘-, were up in the pretty dressing-
1. all silver and azure satin and de-
ful little cabinet pictures,
inette,”  Miss Chud-
leigh =aid. “Dress vour mistress in a
brace of shakes! There's a storm coming
I oven don’'t make especial haste,
N wet a drenching. sure as a gan.”
A storm wae brooding. Miss Chud-
leigh had lived too many < on the
Nussex coast not to know the sigas
A dull. stirless calm brooded;
leaden sky v-on the tree-tops;
dull cannon ling of the suri on
shore, soundeld audibiy in

riress said. “Is she

the
the
the
miles off, the
dry | s
Miss T

house-dress

revanion bastily exchanged Ler

for a bhlack v -habit, in
which the tall, supple fizure looked  ex-
qui ol i wus xaddled and
waill e and Gwendoline mount-
ed, and cantered briskly down the ave-
nue.

A W0 T Lemox Trevanion
will not return to-night,” called the bar-
onet’s daughiter to the chamber-maid:
“and s=end over a dinner-dr at  onee
to Chudieigh Chase, Firette.

Then, before Cyril, in alarm. could
countermand these orders. Gwen had
cut the heiress' spirited steed across the
flanks with a riding-whip, and sentl.m
dashing off.

A race, Sybil—a race
Flash beats Lady Kathl

The two blpoded horses were off,
stretching their necks in a furious gal
Inp, and Sybil had enough to lo with:

hor<e

Atiss

Ten to cne

girls rode admirably sitting

wcct steeds as they

easy-chairs, and the seven miles were
cleared in an incredibly short space »f
time. Flash of Lightning coming in win
ner by a neck.

“lI knew I would beat,” Gwendoline
said, “Here we are, Sybil, and wa nave
dodged the storm. The ‘avenging elc-
ments’ will have a regular blow cut be:
fore morning.”

They entered the gates. At the lodge
door an old woman stood, with h=r
apron to her eyes, crying and courtesy
ing, It was the Widow Cairson, whose
daughter lay dying.

“How is Mary, Mrs, Carson?”
asked, gently.

“Dying, miss—many thanks to you
for your goodness in coming. I'm
afeared she won’t know you now; but
she raves of you continual. Please to
come in.”

She led the way into the lodge, the
young ladies following. . Half an hour
—an hour—two—passed; and still they
did not return.

Sybil's sweet voice came borne ont,
singing to please the dying girl. The
sultry, oppresive afternoon  darkened
down; the thunder muttered ominously
in the distance; big drops began to
plash on the flags.

The great bell of the manor house
pealed forth its notice to all whom it
might concern that the family at Chud-
leigh Chase were ahout to dine. It was
Mary Corson’s passing-bell.

Ere its loud clang ceased, the two
girls emerged from the cottage, very
pale and sad and the widow’s daughter
wag gone. .

Sybil

HAPTER XXI.

The rain was falling heavily now, and
it was almost dark, Sybil was for brav-
ing the storm and returning home, but
Gwen’s indignation at the idea  was
superb.

“Do you think our bread and salt are
poisoned that you can not share them?
Do you want to get your death going to
Trevanion Park in this down-pour? Non-
sense! We'll be enough like drowme.d
rats before we reach the house, as it
is; but Finette will have sent an even-
ing-dress over long ago. None of mine
are black; and if they were, none of
them would fit you.”

Sybil smiled at the thought of her
tall, slender self in one of little dumpy
Gwen’s violent pink dresses.

“It isn’t that. Gwen; but the truth
is. I don’t care to mect Mrs. Ingram.”

“Mrs, Ingram is my governess,” res-
ponded Miss Chudleigh, with an accent
of hautcur most remarkable to hear.
“She will hardly dare intericre with
my friend! Nonscnse!” cried the bar-
onet’s daughter, energetically, for the
second time, “Don’t be ridiculous: Come
along; I'm nearly fam 2

It was useless to resist .They canter-
ed swiftly through the fast-falling rain
up to the house. The lightning leaped
out blindingly as they reached it, and
the thunder crashed tremendously over-
head. .

“Lor’!” said Miss Chudleigh, scurrying
into the portico,.with uplifted skirts;
“didn’t 1 tell you, Sybil, the avenging
elements were going to make a mg‘ht
of it? L hope you're storm-bound for
a week. Let’s hurry and dress, or the
soup and fish will be colder than char-
ity.”

A groom
and  Miss
Trevanion, perforce, . OW!
dressing-room. Miss Chudisigh’s
maid—a buxom littlie B damsel,
with checks as peony-hned s her mis-
tress’, and in figure very much the same
Duteh build—assisted the voung ladies
over their rapid toilets. Sybil's plain
black silk, with its crape {rimminrgs, was
spewdily donned, and a claster uf. white
rosebuds, which Gwen fastened in her
hair, her sole ornament. Jor Miss Chud-
leigh herself, she was resplendent in sky-
blue silk, with a peari hand clasping
back the curly, red-brown hair, and

dangling from her pink cars and

ing her plump throat. As to her

v hands, they at all times bjazed
like two suns with costiy jewels.

*I know the soup will be coul!
said, plaintively, as they descended, “and
the salmon cutlets spoiled! What an
an eternity it is gince you dined at Chud-
lcigh before, Miss Trevanion:!”

She opened the drawing-door and en-
tered with her friend. There was Nir
Rupert, v imposing in evening dress;
there was Mrs. Ingram, in amber tissue
and opals, beantiful and resplendent, and
there were Messrs, Macgresor and Tre-
vanion, and Colonel Gaunt, C. B., of the
Rifle Brigade.

“My dear Miss Trevanion!™ Sir Rupert
exclaimed, rising to greel Quest;
“this is an unexpected pleasure. 1 began
to think you had altozether forgotten
us.  Allow me to present . mv iriend.
Colonel Gaunt, of the —th Rifles, My
other guests,” with a Jaugh, “I believe
vou are already aequaintod o Hil-
man.” to the butler, “seats and fresh
cevers,  You bring your friend unfor-
tunately late, Gwendoline.”

“Couldn’t help it, papa. We've been
playing the part of guardian anwels this
ofternoon. Tillman, this soup is like
lemonade. Teteh us some hot.”

Mrs, Ingram smiled her hrightest, and
howed her gracefulest aeross the table,
Miss Trevanion returned it frigidiy. Ier
cousin she did not notice at all. But
that gentleman had not uitered
words sinee dinner bezan, nobo:dy
served Ris silence now.

the horees,
led off Miss

to her own

led oif
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she

his
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“Were you caugit in tie storm, dear
evaniont”  the  widow asked,
sweet “You must have been, if you
only came from the Park now. What
terrible lightning, and 1 am so atraid
of lightning!™ with a charming shudder
that brougiht (he white shoulders into
play. “And how is dear Lady Lemox¥”
and Colonel Gaunt stared in amaze: Cyril
answered, very coldly, and not lifting
her eyes from her plate. Rut the bright
little widow was not to be launted:

“She promised to com2> and see
Imt she has forgotten, I
Leavens! what fearful li -what
an awful storm. Dear M Trevanion,
how strong-minded youn must he to ven-
ture forth in such a tempest.”

*A Trevanion never knows fear, eh,
Sybil?” Sir Rupert said. **‘Forth and
Fear Not!” is the motto of the house,
\irs. Ingram. The Trevanions have been
beroes and warriors since the days of
the Conquest.”

Gwendoline looked suddeniy up from
her galmon cutlets at Cyril Trevanion,
then at Macgregor. The epizode of the
bull-fight and the hero’s retreat rose
vividly before her. As she met Maegre-
gor’s mischievous dark cves, she broke
cut into a fit of inextinguishabl. laugh-

me,
Good

ter that made the room ring. Sir Rapert
ard Colonel Gaunt stare in amaze; Cyril

5 Years’ Kheumatism
Reall_y Cu.red» !,

Your Case Isn’t Likely to be
Worse, and Can Be Cured
Quickly by Nerviline.

Here is The Proof

“After b\cing an enthusiastic user of
Nerviline for years, I feel it my duty to
tell you personally what your wonderful
preparation has done for me.

“[ suffered torture from rheumatism
and heart trouble,  tried scores of so-
called remedies, consulted for weeks and
months with Torouto’s
physicians, but derived only slight bene-
fit.

“A friend insisted on my using Nervi-
line, and to my surprise a vigorous rub-
bing of this powerful liniment eased the
pams and reduced the stiffness in my
joints. I continued to use Nerviline and
was permanently cured. I am now per-
fectiy well, and for threc years have had
no rheumatism at all. I krow many
families where no other medicine but
Nerviline is kept—-it is useful in minor
ailments like earache, toothache, neural-
gia, coughs, colds, lumbago and sciatica.
1 eall Nerviline my ‘Life Guard, and
urge all to try its merit.”

Dec. 17th, 113 Palmerston Avenue, To-

ronto.

(Signed) FLORA CHAPMAN.

1t is almost eriminal to keep on suf-
fering when INerviline can be had in s
drug store. 00c buys a large bottle, J
for the trial size. Prepared by The
Catarrhozone Co., Buffalo, N. Y., and
Kingston, Ont,

Trevanion turned dark red, then livid;
and Macgregor and Sybil smiled in-
voluntarily.

“Gwendciine!” her father
voice of awful reproof,
this mean?”

“Nothing, papa” Miss Chudleigh’ re-
sponded, choking beiween laugziter and
salmon. “I beg your pardon—I[ beg
everybody's pardon; but—"

Here, overcome for the second time,
Gwen had a relapse more viclent than
her first attack.

“Miss Chudleigh,” said Sir
sternly, “I shall ordez vou
room. \What is the niear
timely mirtht”

“Miss Chudleigh is subjeet to thesc
attacks,” interposed M »gor, Lis dark
eyes langhing wickedly.  *“Pray .lont
mind her. D've known her to explode,
upon the smallest provoeation. in « more
zlarming manner even than this,  Just
allow her to laugh unnoliced, and she
willl come around all right presently.”

The explanation, and jier father’s face
of perplexity and disgust very nearly
overcame Gwen for the third time. Jut
by a superhvman effort, that leit her

ng and crimson in the face, she re-
strained the demonstration, and finished
her dinner. But even Mrs, Ingram and
Sybil had to s#mile at the internai shak
ings and squeaks presan
that every now and then convulsed the
baronet’s danghter.

The happy time of release came at
last. The ladies rose and adjourned to
tLe drawing-room.

“Don’t rupture an artery. if you ecan
help it,” whispered Macgregor. in part-
ing; and before the door was well closed
Gwendoline’s repressed feelings broke
out in perfeet shouts of merriment.

“Wasn't it exquisite?” she cried to
Sybil, with tears in her eyes. “Did you
pompous boast. Colerel Trevanion’s face,
and the memory of Lis race for life! Gh,

I shall die!”

eried in a
“what does

lupert,
rora the
of this un-

(To be Continusd.)
—veo————

20 CENT
PER WEEK

Puts An Organ or Piano in
Yeour Heme.

On Iriday, March 15th, we commenee
our annuad slaughter enie of all used in-
struments in stocks, This year sces us
with dounble the numbep we cver had
Some cighty-five instruments are offered
and among them organs bearing names
of suen well-krown makers as  bBeail,
Karn, Themas, Dokerty and Dominmion.
The prices of these ra from §15 to
$60 at the above ten 105 baar
such well-known nan as
Decker, Thomas, ller \Worm-
with and Heintzman & Oo. 1 Cinstres
ment has been repai own

antee, and as :
will make an ag
strumeist back on exc
one any time within three years and al-
low cvery cent paid. Ser card at
once for complete list, with fa!l particu-
s

Heintzman & Co., 71 King st
1amiiton.
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: for a botier
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Tree surgery H
opment of aboroculturc. : frait and
shade trees are valucd now as never be-
fore. and it is fast becoming gen: Hy
known that by skilful methods of
surgery it is possible to give new
e to trees whi atly i
¢l their limit ¢
of tre

inc

ced devel-

urgeon is usually

- schiool, and

a town

individua owners

municipal anthorities i e impor-

ce of preserving their = nd other
Familiarity and long association

with the trees have hlunted appreciation
of the fact that the) getting old,
and many yYears are necessary to grow
new ones. Rarely does the tree surgeon
fail to convince his hcarers that the old
trecxs may be made to live for at least
a part of the tim ethe new ones arg com-
fng on to take their p;aces. This spec!al-
izt usually charges & a day for hls ser-
vives, er Le w:F enniract to do the work

most eminent |

{ body

i to the

recuired ot »~ m 1 a tree. An object
lesson in e beaefieisnt transformation
tho tree surgeen has e:fected in tre<s
which he has treated is offered mn the
vilage of (icshen, N. Y., which commun-
ity is 200 years «ld. On many of its mag-
niticent elms and maples, old as the vil-
lage itself, age and neglect had set the
geal of approaching death. Now they
siiw new and astonishing vigor and
promise of many years of life, and yet

eon’s treatment began only

s 2g0.
cess %r renewing thesusefulness
is most interesting. After a
decay has been removed from,
of a rotting trunk there re-

of livin sapwood and

is ca a stgel brace

in place. This

ty to the stem which

¥ the daec of the sup-

hardwocd. Then what are known

heds are cut, to prevent

in contact with the

consist of deep grooves

an inch inside of the edges of

y and down to the ground. Then

v is filled in with cement, reen-

forced by wiring stretched from nails in

the wood. The cement being pressed

tightly into the watersheds forms chan-

nels down which the water flows to be
iesl out a2t the base of the tree.

Tie cement is built out into the orig-
inal outlines of thie tree. The hark, which
has d back v an inch or so to

i i ruised, while the work
¢y covers the fill-
to the lree its

o
of a tree
mass cof
the intericr

ains a sh

moeisture
wood.
cut about
the ca
the c

ncrmal a
In the e of exceptionally larze cavi-
ties the ening erced by strips of
zine. Cement is forced down into every
crevice, and allowed to be sect  after
which the and a coat
of fine fir n and paint-
ed the cclor of the tr Ky this
nietlhod the tree = enabled to
build cut tiecs which
the weod mas. have
lightring or fro
remarkable how ¢
! when thus :cted from further
1>
les the

travelding tr
has been of gre ar
a feeling of civie prid 1 orur
ties where the cure of and attention to
thelr trees Lave never been ven a
thicught. In p yhere unscientific
them the filing ¢ es with cement,
efforts to improv appear - of the
tres have heen 1ede the mi kes are
cerrected and nang of avoiding
rach evils in the future 1ted out.—N.
Y. Sun.
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WAR ON TIGHT DRESSES.
The French Minister of Coinnierce hae
been petitioned to wag: a war on Lig
dresses,
—_——o————

ALONG THE LINE
OF C. N. 0, RALWAY

Dodd's Kidacy Pil's Work Wouder-
ful Cure.

Mrs. Ed. Lloyd, Weak and Worn and
Wracked With Pain Found Relief
and Cure in Dodd’s Kidney Pills.

Ardbeg, Ont.. March
“Dodd’s Kidney Piils
for me,” so says Mrs
a well-known favmer li
of the C. N. 0. R
“l was so weak 1
around,” Mrs,
fered from femal
ney trouble, My
that ot times 1 won
the palpitations. I was treated by the
doctor but he could give me no relief.
“1 wae sick ali over when I started
to uwse Dodd’s Kidney Piils, Rheuma-
tiem, Lumbago and Neuralgia adding to
my sufferings. IBut Dodd’s. Kidney Pills
helped me almast at once. After taking
eight boxes 1 was completely cured.”
Naturally Mrs. Llsyd wants other saf
fering women to know how sie found a
cure, and Dedd’s Kidney Pilis will do
for other sufierers just what they did
for Mre, Lloyd, make new womeu of
them.
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OCUR PRECISE ARTIST.
How ARE
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“The gambler held a2 good hand.”
—————
BORING HCLES IN GLASS.

Quite 2 crowd collected early yes-
terday afternvon in fieat of the win-
dows of the Fessenden News Depot
to watch a man driiling some hkoles
in the big zhow window. He used
what looked likc aa crdinary bit brace
and d¢id nct haie the slightest diffi-
culty in boring round holes in the
plass.

The facts of the ea
either, leancid

are that some-
inst the win-
dow or kicked it during the previous
night and = ad scme cracks in
the lower right hand cocrner. As is
well known, when a crack starts in
a window it always Keeps right on
top unless it be checked by
boring a hole ab .ad of it in the glass.
This w done 1d tha tool the man
used handled t ich with the great-
est of ase.——l‘rumm  the Portland
Press.
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 BABY THIN-HAD KO APPETITE

Mis, Ulderie St
thias, Que., writes:
say I am weil ‘satisiied  with BEati
Own Tablet My bahy wis ill and
I tried several iediea. but the re-
sult was He became ver

Ceorces, St

m writing

discou 15
all and was extremel;
Baby's Own Tablets and they soon set
him righte again, till at the age of
eleven months he was alle to walk and

a strong healthy chiidl. T do not
think there is anything to equal Baby's
Own Tableta ior little ones.” The Tab-
leta are &old by medicine dealers or by
mail at 25 cents a box from The Dr.
Williams® Mcdicine Co., Brockvflle, Ont.

Jmost pant with |

SPRING IMPURITIES
IN THE BLOOD

A Tonic Medicine is a Necessity
at This Season.

Dr. Williams® Pink Pills for Pale Peo-
ple are an all-year-round tonic, blood-
builder and nerve-restorer. But they
are especially  valuable in the spring
when the system is loaded with impuri-
ties as a result of the indoor life of the
winter months. There is no other sea-
gon when the biood is so much in need
of purifying and enriching, and every
dose of these pills helps to make new,
rich. red blood. In the spring one feels
weak and tired—Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
give strength. In the spring the appe-
tite is often poor—Dr. Wiiliams’ Pink
Pills develop ,the appetite, tone the
stomach and 2id weak digestion. It is
in’ the spring that poisons in the blood
find an outlet in disfiguring pimples,
eruptions and boils—Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills speedily clear the skin because
they go to the root of the trouble in
the blood. In the spring anaemia, rheu-
matism, indigestion, neuralgia, erysip-
elas and many other troubles are most
persistent because of poor, weak blood,
and it is at this time when all nature
takes on new life that the blood most
scriously needs attention. Some people
dose themselves with purgatives at this
season, but these only further weaken
themselves. A purgative merely gal-
lops through the system, emptying the
bowels, but it does not cure anything.
On the other hand Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills actually reach every nerve and or-
gan in the body, bringineg new strength,
new health and vigor to weak, easily
tired men, women and children. Try
Dr. Williams® Pink Pills this spring —
they will not disappoint you.

Sold by all medicine dealers or sent
by mail at 30 cents a box. or six boxes
for $2.50 by The. Dr. Williams™ Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

———

THE MARQUIS OF ANGLESEY.

A curious mixture of nobilily with
socialism can be seen in Burien-on-
Trent in the persen of the Mayor, tho
Marquis of Angiesey. The Mayor-
Marquis has taken up the novelty c?
giving municipal balls for all the
members of the populace. The first
of the Marquis of Anglesey’s muni-
cipal balls, which was held Iebruary
16, was such a success that he has
now anncunced the giving of another
one in the future. The date for the
event-is not as yet arranged, but the
people of Burtcn-on-Trent zre looking
forward to the occazion with great *
expectutions, >
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LATE INVENTIONS.
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jmiediate use has been

Maryland nian.
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(New Yourk llc:
Iir. Henry Van Dyke,
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“l would like to marry >
ter, sir. I realize that this iv &
matter— —” “Yon bet 1t e,

frinus
my eom!

Very scrious! You may lioe 1nd

the Lord be with

her,
D 1 lps . e




