THE ATHENS REPORTER. DE_C. 1. 1915.

amea—

YOU cannot AFFORD to
Railways.
WM. SMITH, M.P.,
President,
Columbus, Ont.
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CANADA’S oldest and biggest WINTER FAIR.
the Arena you will see the BEST STOCK produced on the
BEST FARMS in CANADA and in the Lecture room you
will hear how they were produced.
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miss it. Sinugle Fare on all

R. W. WADE,
Secretary,

Parliament Buildings,
Toronto, Ont.
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Penance £,

t'ut though the irate Abbot call each

/¢ of the treasury by name, each
answered in turn, “Not I, my lord.”
atu e shrine was not meddled with.
Then the nobics, willing or unwilling,
gave of their wealth. Archbishops,
Iizhoeps and abbots pledged the treas-
urce of their convents. The Quecn,
turough a lord-in-waiting, proffered
certain jewels, and the city of Lon-
don donated generously, and it was
thus the great ransom was raised with
which. some days later, Abbot Samson
s»t forth to the court of the Fmperor
of Gicrmany.

CHAPTER X 3

One blustering Mareh evening a
ruassenger entered the gates of West-
minster Palace. He was a churl of
Oxfordshire, whom Prioress Rosamund
!'a dsent to her son with a mescage,
summoning him to Godstowe, as the
time was now ripe, Samson heing ab-
sont from England, for the fulfilment
of his wishes. Had Rosamund ended
hore, a!l might have gooe- w»ll for
Geoffrey, but a postscript proved his
undoing, for she incautiously added,
“she is here, more fair than ever.”

Now the Prioress’ messenger ar-
rived, cold and wezrr, on Queen El-
inor's birthday, aad on seeking the
palace kitchen, hie there found ale and
pasty in greater plenty than he had
¢ver dreamed of; and sat late into the

Iit, eating till he could eat no* more,
and drinking until. he was too hefud-
dled to attend on Chancellor “ienffrey.
S0, taking the advice of his fellow-
revelers, he declded to let his mes-
sage wait until the morrow, and
nodded and drank, and drank and
nodded, babbling of his lady, the
Prioress, and the beautiful gold-haired
waid whom she had brought from the
Suffolk Priory. Jocelin, coming in,
was pierced to the heart by what the
others took to be the ramblings of a
drunken fool. As he wa‘ched the
churl grow heavy with sleep, one idea
over recurred to him, “Whar says the
message he carries?”’ Finally, leading
t.ir messenger, nothing loth, to bed,
Jocelin gave him a place upon his own
paliet., The fellow was soon snoring
in o Jdounken sleep, and Jocelin had
little troupie to detach hiy ponech with
tiie Prioress’ letter. Breaking ‘ts seal
and untying its cord, he read it swiftly
ana understandingly, and then crum-
Lling the missive, as it its bending had
broken the w retied it, and lcaving
the poveh opened with the letter half
falling frouvi it, he dropped it on the
straw beside the messenger and stole
eway, leaving film to sleen far into
tha morning

l.oud were the churl's ‘amentations
whien, on awakening, he found the
) ed missive. “Vile potleach that [
am,” he growled; “now the foul fiend
soize me, 1 must perforee have lain
upon this accursed thing. Vell, 'tis a
tuffeting for me at best, for take the

¥

missive to my ! m , o 'twould
Lo ruin, indeed,” and so he souiht DD‘l
(lifford in fear and trembling, recelv- |
ing the curses and blows of that irate |
goertteman philosophically. As the fel- !
low assured Geoffrey that h2 liad slept |
in an outhouse, entirely alone, the
F'avorite consoled himself "with the
thanglit thar none eould hay a mo-|
tive for opening a message from his
and that as the fellow was
cntireivy unknown, his story that he
had lain on the misslve and broken
tts seal, was probably true. *‘And,;
Gramacy. what could any hav2 made
W it if they had read it?” murmured
as, dismissing the churl with another
buffet for his carelesgsness,

Within an hour, however, he learned
that something could be mada of It,
tor his ready wit nearly deserted him
shen, as he entered Prinee  John's
tiadehamber, the prince sald cheer- |
148 after waving away his at- |
tondants, ‘“® thou thonght'sL to
put  us  to pot, ungrat>ful one.
3o to! Shalt the subject be served ere
the King? When thou goest to God-
stowe thy brother will ride with thee!
{1a. ha!" and he laughed heartily at
< chagrined face before him. “The
tiny bird chirped well when it
bronght this news, by my troth. 1
gee' tis true, and the maid hath been
zarnered for thee by thy careful mo-
‘her, ‘til now the time is ripe. Well,
oz, we'll go incog to Godstowe soon.
in frown not, sweet Geoff, but will-
‘ngly divide the spoils. Remember the
ing's tithe.”

sa Chancellor Geoffrey had to make
the hest of it, but 'twas lucky for the
mersenger that he was safely gone ere
the irate courtier rushed officeward
In quest of him. As he fumed by,
Jocelin peering at him from his littls

motier,

‘hamber, emiled grimly, and thought
as he saoed its narrow boumde—"'Ab-

bot Samson once said, ‘If the wolf
smell blood, he will cease not till he
track his prey.’ Rohese, 1 doubted
thec—mayhap I doubt thee still. An’
by God's eyes! Mine own has taught
me sore to doubt, yet thou may stand
in need of aid. Ah, “Mary Mother! If
I can look on her face I'll know if she
be inrocent, But pure or foul, Rohese,
I love thee still, and so mayhap
whilst two dogs fight for the tempt-
ing brocale, a kite may vet snatch it
from their jaws.” _

In vain did Geoffrey essay to slip
from the palace. Once he had ridden
as far as the Moorfields, when a cap-
tain of horse, with his soldiers, came
upon him, and courteously requested
his return to Westminster, as the
Prince much desired his presence. So
clogsely did John watch him that
after some weeks of ineffectual ef-
fort, Geoffrey sullenly desisted from
his attempts, and awaited the royal
pleasure, Yet, “Let him look to him-
self,” Geoffrey oft muttered, when
communing with himself. **More than
once had he flonted me and come off
safely, but this time he entereth into
the enemy’s country. I'en though ft
were Richard himself, 1 will brook
no interference in this. By the rood,
he'll find it's no easy thing to turn
a desperate man from his will. 1f
John Arrives at Godstowe, he shall be
rendered harmless till this business
be despatched. A pleasant business 'tis
I vow! Zounds, what white skin the
wench hath! Her cheek is like a
peach. I'll pay thee, haughty minx, for
thy bloom, and quench the lustre of
thine agate eyes. 'Twill be sweet, by
Jesu, to hear thees plead—'Sweet sir,
here's all my gold, pray wed me." Yet,
'twere foolish to cast away so rare a
mould., She’'d make a perfect queen by
Venus' zone, so when she's punished
till she's meek, she shall have her
boon, poor poppet, How round the
contour of her limbs! Yea, a queen
she’d be, with John and young Ar-
thur up in Heaven, and Richard ne'er
returned from Greifenstein (fordf the
Duke hath honsed him with a lion, as
he swore, old Samson’ll find Ilittie
there to ransom, mefthinketh, save a
pile of mumbled bones), then mayhap
the bastard will turn king, who
knoweth?"

Finally the Prince grew tired of tor-
menting his Favorite, and one morn-
ing late in Mareh he chose to speak to
him privately as they stood in the tilt
vard apart from the other gentlemen,
and walched two jousters try  their
powers, With an injured look, John
began:

“What now, Brother Geoff,
forgotten our project of some days
agone? Whv put off so0 pleasant a
journeying? Was't to spite me? Fie,
that were churiishly done. Come, let
us go to Godstowe on the morrow’s
eve. The thought of that white-necked
wench hath set my blood crinkling all
the morn, To-morrow eve, © then,
Geoff. 'Twill be all fools' day, a very
fit one for such a junketing, eh, coz?”

Geoffrev tried vainly to conceal his
feelings, but John, watching him
closely, paled as he observed the hat-
red which lit his broth eye; and

hast

| continued, as he moved away, forced-

Iy jocular, “An as ‘tis all fools’ day,

| coz, we'll take the fool~to make three

fools in this foolery.”
The joust soon ¢nded, when Prince

John had departed; and Geoffrey was !

left alone in the tiltyerd, pacing with
perturbed strides, careless that he
could be seen from the palace win-
dows, and cursing long and deep in
hig heard.

“If this fool go,” he thought, “twill
disarrange all planning, by my hali-
dame; 'twere easy to he rid of one,
but two were hard to dispose of.
"Twould necessitate two fellows,k yes,
or three, to do the work, if I con-
cluded then to make an ending o
it.” And he strode into the palace
thinking deeply. Aimlesaly turning
down a corridor, his attention was at-
tracted by a nolse outside, and look-
ing from the casement into a small
courtyard, he saw upcurved
right before him mwan’s
naked and emaciated shoulders
quivering under the lash, which was
wielded steadily and well by a stal-
wart soldier. The thongs, whistling
through the air, cut the flesh cruelly,
and caused more than one groan to
fall from the tightly set lips of

a

being flogged, surrounded by a crowd
of menials, some curlous, some
pleased, some indignant, but all ac-
cepting the flogging in a matter-of-
fact way, as did Jocellu himself, who
stood with straining muscles and

the |
|
Prince's jester, for it was he who was |

_I quivering form, striving to suppress

all gigns of suffering.
Geoffrey’s query,
sald:

“My Lord, in sooth, I know not why
the poor ninny is beaten. Am usher
told me, but since, that His Highness
returned from the tilt-yard in an
angry mood, and for some offense the
fool was ordered flogged,” and the
varlet passed on with a sympathy in
his rugged face he dared not express.

The flogging was not a lengthy one,
however, for the soldier was a hu-
mane fellow, and soon poor Jocelin
drew his clothing over his ridged
flesh and went away to his cell to
gain what comfort he could from his
little friend the ape, who sighed
mournfuly at his evident distress, and
seemed striving to mitigate his suf-
fering-by such mute sympathy as an-
jinal can express.

Geoffrey nodded as he watched the

In answer to
a passing varlet

| jester creep away, then assuring him-

self that the corridor was empty, he
| drew forth a dagger curiously hilted
;with brass, and jade. "Twere good I
{ found thee in the armory rack to-day,
| little prick-spur, Thou goadest mine
ambition,” and he laid the weapon
| across its side to measure the length
of its blade. “Jesu, 'twill near go
throug a man. And now for the
fool. John hath flogged him sore of
late, an’ if I judge aright, he's a des-
/»uemte villain, with something dark
and damnable ’neath his
which 1 cannot quite fathom. Some-
times methinks he's a spy sent by
i'rance himself, for France so plots
and counter-plots that God in heaven
knows not what spells he's weaving
across the channe] there, But nay.
The fellow is too patient. He must
come hither to do more than spy.
Mayhap the Wolf of Bury sent him
here. Gramacy, now that I think o
it, he hath the look of a monk about
him, and Samson likes John not.
Well, spy or what; or but just a nin-
ny, who affecteth a melancholy stare,
I'll see what lust of vengeance and red
gold can do. If he shall be guided
by me, he shall have wealth and a
dukedom in fair Normandy; that is,
if he come not upon an untimely end
at Godstowe house a-drinking too
much ale. Well, by the saints, he's
in the mood to strike now if he ever
will be, and if 1 succeed in pledging
him into this deed 1 so long to sée
complete, yet whiclr I dare not com-
pass, why, by his sudden taking off
there'll be none save mine own leal
heart to be my confidant. 1f John
will go—T've sald, if John will go to
(todstowe, let him look well to him-
self.”
CHAPTER XXXI.

The winter's snows had melted; the
ecarth lay expectant of her lover,
spring. Frogs chanted . discordant
choruses along the Thames' edge, and
the night seemed athrill with the flut-
ter of unseen wings, as if all the tiny
atoms animating the green beauty of
living, growing things were moving
unseen through the air down from the
great Fountain head of life into the
fecundite glebe; there to rest, cradled
safe, until the smile of spring shculd
woo them forth again into the sun-
shine "In thousand myriad shapes of
buds, blossom and leaf.

The bells of Westminster had just
rung two. Over the dreaming palace
the darkness closed down soft and
warm_like God's tender hand spread
aboyd His carth-children, and the
light of the stars peering
through the interlaced clouds fell
in softened elory through the sky,
as if a smile filtered through his fing-
er chinks. It was a night for “lullabys
and love”; vyet, ere the last note of
the bell died away, three men came
out of a postern in Old Palace yard,
turning down the winding lane to the
river; and in their hearts raged like
the fires of hell,—hatred, lust and
murder,

They pushed off, rowing across the
river almost to the other side, and
keeping well in the deep shadow and
carefully up the stream, passing
Westminster, and soon coming out to
where the river ran lonely and quiet
beneath the trees of the Middlesex for-
est. Jocelin sat at the helm, and john
and his brother rowed.

On the boat glided under the star-
lit sky, the occupants nursing thelr
fell designs while lightly chatting, the
Prince sometimes singing bits of tunes.
And when, as the night wore away,
und they had frequent recourse to their
wine flasks, the three sang catches
as they rowed along with such good
will that the-dwellers of the lonely
granges by which the river wound
turned uneasily in their beds, awaken-
ed by the burst of melody arising from
the water.

In the early dawning they went
ashore at Windsor, a little hamlet
nestling by Thames’ side, with rude
timbered lLouses scattered here and
there, surrounded witk trees and gar-
dens clustering around the tower. The
walls of the ancient fortification rising
sternly from its chalk rock, loomed
mistily in the uncertain light, its win-
dows showing black, mere loopholes
hung with ivy, wherein the rooks and
starlings had long built unmolested.

They entered an inn near Datchet
mead, where they were welcomed as
the bargemen their disguise proclaim-
ed them. The Prince had chosen the
river route for their journey (though
it was by far the longer), because
there was no direct road from London
to Oxford, on account of the Chiltern
hills; then, too, along the river were
stationed rude little inns for the ac-
commodation of bargemen, and these
affoxded facilities for entertainment
such ‘ag_could nof be found overland,
save at an occasional monastery.

Their river journey was uneventful,
and they came at last, one evening
just at dusk, to Oxford, and disem-
barking at the slimy causeway, they
passed through its crooked, dirty
streets, coming to the northern gate as
it was closing for the night. A little
silver caused the keeper to cheerfully
reopen it again, and it was not long
ere they were at Beaumont Palace, out-
side the northern wall of the town,
where Queen Elinor kept a small ret-
inue of servants in such parts of the
building as were occasionally used by
her. Here John
and Geoffrey
their rough disguise for fairer garb
ere they went to the Nunnery, while
Jocelin was sent ahead to apprise the
prioress of their coming.

(ieoffrey followed him as he left the

caperings’|

had decreed that he!
tarry awhile to discard!

LLETTS

PERFUMED

palace, and stopping him outside the
gate, said between his teeth—“Pitli-
kins! Sir Fool, thou art but a sorry
craven! Thou hast failed to fulfil thy
promise, sirrah! Twice could’st have
done the deed, once at Willingford as
he walked to board in the dawning;
once as he slept within the boat, while
we floated through that lonely, sedgy
stretch of flats. And there, by the
rood, well weighted, thou couldst have
thrown him in the marsh, and none
save thou and I would have known
till doomsday where he lay.”

Jocelin replied sullenly: “If thou
wishest it so keenly, my Lord, why not
compass his taking off thyself? I will
strike at the fitting time, me said; the
narrow lane outside Godstowe would
be a fitting spot, but look ye, sir, I'll
choose the time myself.”

“Ha! Thou growest insolent, thom
rump-fed braggart. Dest forget who
heard thee cry, ‘O Jesu, give him to
mine pafids! Deliver thou mine enemy
to me? Beware false fool, for more
than fool thou art, lest I cry forth a
treason to the Prince, and teH of
plots to murder him, an’ then we'll see
thee hanged as high as Haman!”

“Fear not, sir! I will fail
not?”

“Well, then, he must not bide lome
at Godstowe, fool! replied Geoffrey.

“I'll strike when time is fit,” repeat-
ed Jocelin monotonously, leaving Goef-
frey to re-enter the gate, wondering at
this queer buffoon, little thinking that
the prayer for vengeance which he had
overheard was not directed against
John, and that the jester had no inten-
tion of murdering the Prince.

On the way to Oxford, Jocelin had
learned from the brothers’ careless
speech of the intent of their journey,
and since the first shock ana horror
arising from the knowledge of their de-
signs had passed, moved like one in
a dream, performing mechanically the
functions of life, while his brain was
dead to all exterfor impressions; his
mind revolving around one thonght.
As ih a circle of light, hohese stcod
out an jonocent captive, deserted by
all, doubted by him, betrayed into the
hands of Geoffrey de Clitfiord by a
cruel and wicked woman,

“Ah, Jesu, and ail the while T doubt-
ed her. “T'was Rosamund whom I saw
at '."‘:neﬂh:t's," Jocelin kept repeating
stupidly to himself, as he rode through
the darkness. Ha did not believe that
Geoffrey would yield up his prize to
iohn, or trust to the fool's implied
threat to murders hiln ia the lane.
Thus he hardly looked for the Prince to
arrive at the Nuunery. It wns with
Geoffrey he had to deal, and as he
passed down the lane which skirted
Goustowe, soeolin drew rein heneath
the heetling walls of the Nannery, and
took forth the dagger Geoifrey had
given him. Kisslog it reverently, he
made the sign of the eross with it 1n
the air.and murmured, with his hand
still uplifted—*"“May God do for me as
1 do for thee, Rohese' 1 now devote
this daggor to thy cause, to stand be-
tween thee and dlshonor; and if my
poor iife yielded u;: can save thee from
cna lecherous glance, 1'il say amen.
For, by the rood, 'what better deatn
c¢ould i dle than in defense of thee!”

1?0 be Lontinued.)
“>o—
EDITH CAVELL, 1915,

(John O'Keefe. in New York World)
Sum, glint and gun glint, and sweet eyea

clear or pidau,

Ana on tne nead of a wouman dead the
red cross made by Cain!

thee

O distant ones, all white
Who hear the ritle-roll!

See the 1eal death, the true disgrace,
T'he aevil's pertect toll:

A nation in ine firing-piace
MHas- murdered its own soul!

of face,

Straight fire and hate fire, with orders
from the crown:

But from the lips one breath outslips

to blow an empire down!

We saw the Tide of Terror sweep
Across the Belgian rdain,
And wormen diea like poiscned
fhat Jdrop in a murraln,
Then wherefore should we
weep
IFor one more woman slain?

sheep

pause and

Clear soul and dear soul, white as the
clouds that fly:
But on her cheeks the rose that speaks,
“*No pale girl coward 1"
{
T'or once she knew of mercy’s knell
When in a shuddering sea,
The Lusitania’s fragile shell
A scorplon stung in glee;
A thousand in the sea:deeps dwell;
“What is one here?'’ asks she.
Proud kead! TUnbowed head! O eagle's
crest and dove's!
Where now you lia beneath the sky the
wide world weens and loves!

{

There is a hawk that haunts on high,
On town-bred geese to dine,

A thousand slays he from the sky,
With ne’er a warning sign,

“Behold!”” T hear the martyr cry.
“What is one death like inine?"’

Red breast and dead breast,
ing flowers beneath!
Your white hands sow. row

a crop of dragons’ teeth!
St Gy i it
The Loafing Day.
Butterfly a-awingin’
On de blossom tree;
Little bird a-singin’
As lazy as kin be.
Shadows lightly shiftin’
Where de sunbeams play.
While de hours go driftin’
Th'oo a loafin’ day.

the tremb-

upon row,

A halo wouldn't fit me,

A harp [ couldn’t sound,
| speck & rock would hit me

If on wings I flew around.
But by hope I ain't forsaken

'Cause from time to time I stray
On a plece of heaven taken
' Foh to make a loafin’ day.
—Washington Star.

WOMEN AND VOTES.

How One Married Man Made Up
His Mind.

Since charity begins at home, I be-
gan by asking if my wife ought to
vote. A funny question! Ske was
voting already. Every election day
siie stepped out and devoted threo
minutés or so to making crosses next
the names of candidates for the school
board. They let her do it years and
years before she had children of her
own or any direct interest in schoois,
and I could not see that it unsexed
her. It was about as thunderous an
adventure as registering a letter.

Ah, but voting for politicians was
another matter, I thought; only men
understood politics: Nonsense: Where-
as I, hurried with business as I was,
glanced at the headlines in the paeprs
and let it go at that, my wife read the
fine print underneath. She knew all
about both parties and who the decent
candidates were.
the Good Government Association’s
reports, and was better fitted to vote
that day than I was. I had her coach

e.

And I failed to notice that it “dfs-
rupted . the home.” Probably some
spats occur where man and wife take
a frantic interest in the same thing
and don't agree, yet there are plenty
of homes disrupted every day and not
from that cause. The cause is gener-
ally that man and wife have no in-
terest whatever in common.

But what of my lady's “unfitness for
military service’”? Ought not this, if
nothing else, to disfranchise her? -The
more 1 thought of that argument, the
less I thought of it. In the first place,
it would disfranchise rze, for-I am no
longer very tasty food for cannon. In
the next place, my lady is by no ineans
unfit. Having seen her manage an
oil stove the way she does, I know
how easily she would manage a mere
army aeroplane—and subsist on half
a leaf of lettuce while doing it.

Still, my friends, the antis, regard
her as quite exceptional in her fine,
well-informed, broad-minded intelli-
gence, and as representing a very lim-
ited class. But, they say, if you let

hat class vote, you must also give
ballots to ignorant women, silly wo-
nmen, and out-and-out bad women.
When 1 weighed that side of it, I
seemed to behold thousands of Tgnor-
ant men, thousands of silly men, and
several times as many out-and-out bad
men as there ever were out-and-out
bad women.

Then, too, I came to the poser, “Suf-
frage would be all right if all the
women wanted it. They don’t. Wby
must you burden the antls vith an
unwelcome responsibility by making it
our duty to vote?” T replied by say-
ing, “My dears, it is your duty now.
With your clever hands and lefty
standards, you owe it to the statn to
agsert vourselves politically. A law
that prevents is unrighteous.”—Rollin
Lynde Hant*;’hr%)mna's World.

e el Al e

WORN WORRIED WOMAN

Her Many Duties Affect Her
Health and Often She Breaks
Down Completely.

1t ig little wonder that there are
many time in a Woman's life when she
feels in despair. There is no nine-hour
day for the busy housewife. There are

a hundred things about the home to
keep her busy from the time she arises
unti] it is again bed time. What is
the result? Often her nerves give way,
her good looks suffer, her blood be-
comeg thin, her digestion is disturbed
and her system threatened with a
complete breakdown, Every woman
should do all possible to protect her
health and good looks, and there is
one way in which she can do this, and
that is by takimg Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills. These actually make new, rich
blood, strengthen every nerve and ev-
ery organ, bring the glow of health to
the cheeks and brightness to the eye.
These pills have done more to make
the lives of thousands of women sun-
shiny than anything else in the world.
Mrs, Daniel Theal, Waterloo, Ont,
savs: ‘[ was very much run down, my
blood was thin and watery and I
would faint at the least excitement. I
suffered from headaches and dizzineas
and often it seemed as though there
were clouds before my eyes. Finally I
was induced to take Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills, and when I had taken ten
boxes 1 was completely cured, and
never felt better in my life. I am con-
vinced that what Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pillg did for me they will do for oth-
ers, and I warmly recommend them to
all weak women.”

You can get these Pills from anv
medicine dealer or by mail at 50 cents

a box or six boxes for $2.50 from The )

Dr. Willilams' Medicine Co., Brockville,
Ont.

SHORNCLIFFE

Popular Hymn by Canadian Sol-
dier Bears '[hat Name.

For our valiant soldiers,
And tor those at sea,
Britain's bravest sailors,
Lord, we pray Lo ‘Uhee.
Tnou can’st shiela from
jdarth, and sea, and au-
May those 1n our airFilects,
pe ‘Tay special care.

dangers,

When in the darkness resung
Arms are laid aside,

Lord, uo 1hou prutest them,
sStill with them abide.

And If they {n fighting,
Should not think of 'lhee,
Do not ''hou forget them,
Still their succor be.

Lord, when sick and wounded,
¥}'ar, perchance, from care,

Let 1hy healing Spint,

Save them from despair.
Saviour, be Thou near them,
All their prayers to hear,
Strengthen, watch and comfort,
When one else is near.

All our unknown dangers,
Lord, to Thee are known,
‘Thou art God of Battles,

I'hou, and Thou alone.
And, although around
Tens of thousands dle,
Thou can'st keen in safety
Those for whom we cry.

them

SRS U s Al
There is no teaching until the pupfl
s brought into the same stats or prin-

ciple in which you are.—Emerson.

She had been over |

Women With Weakness .
Find New Sirenglh

For all special weakness from
whiclk girls and women suffer, no
surer remedy exists than Dr. Hamil-
ton’s Pills; they maintain that brac-
ing health cvery woman go earnestly
desires, they uproot disease and bring
strength that lasts till old age.

The bloed, isrichly nourished by
Dr. Hamiltén's Pills. Appetite in-
creases, weakness aml secret ills give
way to surplus energy and resarve
vigor.

No pale girl, no ailing woman can
afford te miss the enormous good
that comes from Dr. Hamilton’s Pills;
get a 25¢ box to-day.

DETECTING FORGERY.

Extraordinary Ingenuity of Meth-
ods Now Employed.

Extraordinary Ingenious means are now
employed in the detection. of forgery. It
is a very cleaver forger indeed who can-
deceive the up-to-date expert in chir-
oirnphy. .

t haa been pointed out by BSandberg
that the expert may put a juror to the
proof that out of a doszen s tures of
his own name no_two will be alike in
general form. Thén the expert may turn
to the authentic and forged signatures
in almost any case, and show to theclay-
man that the first question of forgery
arose from the fact that these two llf‘-
natures are at first glance identically
alike almost to the minutes detall. The
forser has been too skillfull. He has
hel to the o principle of copying
the authentic sinature in every propor-
tion. the more readily can the forgery
be detected.

A most significant fact upon which
the expert may base his investigationa of
possible forgery is that every one has his
“pen scope’’. This technical term de-
scribes the average stretch of paper that
one may cover without lifting the pen
from paper and shifting the hand
continue the line;

In the case of signature, it should be
one of the easlest and least studled
group of words that the writer should
be called upon to put upon paper. In
writing a letter, for {nstunce, the pen
scope throughout may exhibit an avers
age stretch of one inch for the text of
the letter,- while in the signature the
whols ln%%_ot the name, twice as long
may be ‘covered. But the writer
covers the full stretch of his name in this
way, the expert may prove by the short-
er ‘neu scope of the copyist that the
studied copy 1is a forgery on its face.
for, however, free of stroke the forger
may naturally be, his effort to produce
a facsimile of another’s signature will
render his scope shorter than that of the
original signer.

A common means of reproducing a
signature 13 to place the original sig-
nature on & plece of glass, lay another
piece of glass on top of it, and fasten
the paper that is to receive the forgery
on top of that. Then by holding ths
glass strips to a bright light the origl-
nal signature casts a shadow through,
and this may be traced in pencil. From
this the ink forgery is made. ‘When,
however, a forgery accomplished by this
means i8 placed under a strong magni-
fying glass it will not pass muster.

If the origlnal has a strong down
stroke on the capital letters the move-
ment will be free and will leave the pen
lines with smooth edges. The individual
who is tracing such letters cannot trust
himself to the same free movement of
the pen, and the result shows, under
the glass, hesitancy and uncertainty.

A new means of detecting forgery has
been suggested. A physiclan has ad-
vanced the theory that the pen in the
kand of a writer serves in a modifiel
degree the smune end as the sphygm. -
graph, which traces the heart’'s actioi.
and that \in a person’s handwriting ons
can see, by projecting the letters grea -
ly magnifjed on a screen, the scarcel.
perceptibi® turns and quivers made in
the lines by the action of that person
peculiar pulsation.

To, demonstrate this an experiment was
made at Charing Cross Hospital, in Lon-
don. A number of persons suffering
from heart disease wrote an exercise in
their ordinary handwriting, The - dif-
ferent manuscripts were then taken anid
examined microsopically. By throwing
them highly magnified on & screen th -
jerks or involuntary motions due to the
patients peculiar pulsation were distinct-
ly visible.

The handwriting of persons in normal
health does not, however, always show
their pulse-beats. What one can say
is that when a document purporting
to be:- written by a certain person con-
tains traces of pulse-beats apd the nor-
mal handwriting of that person does not
show them, then clearly the document
is a forgery. ¥

e —
She Didn’t 8ay.

If a Maori wishes to speak words of
insuit to another Macri he calld his
adversary some kind of food. Any
kind will do, llving or dead. One Ma-
ori chief once told another that Jie
was a roast veal. Then he fled to tis
bush, hid in a cava, was tr ed, cap-
tured and teheaded. The cave is still
shown to visitors, and when Lord Kit-
chener was in New Zealand he was
taken to it by a pagtty Maorl girl act-
ing as gnide. She told him the whola
story, and at the conclusion the stern
soldier's face softened into a smilc as
he said:

**Ah, then, 1 suppose it would be
highly cdangerous to call a Maori iady
a Itle duck?'—London Malil.

e e
A Bmart Answer.

The folloving episode took place in
41 country village in the north of Eng-
land. One morning as a schcoolmaster
vas preclaiming to his sehool he saw
a penny. He picked it up, he placed
the penny in his pocket, avd after the
children had assembled in the school
the schoolinaster sald:

*‘Has auny child lcst any money?”

After a few moments a smail boy in
the front of t!:e class pur up his hand.
4+ “Well, Robert, what Jdo you want>’
askoed the master.

“Please. sir, 1 have 103 a penny,”
replied the boy.

“And where did you loss your.pen-
ny. Robert” inqulred th: master.

“Pleasa, sir, where yoa found it

Roder: got the penny awid the
laughter of tha master and the whole
class.—PCliladelphia Y 1) 1 18

—_———— -

UP-TO-DATE.

(Judsze)
Claire—-Where are your horses?
Madge—I sold them and bought arn auto.
Claire--And where's the attomoble?
lMudz» -Sold it and hought a hydro-
vlanea.
Claire—And what'll you get
tira of that?
Madge—Wings, mayvbe
= mir Lo

to

when you

NATURIAL THING,
(Baltimore American,

“1 don't believe the captain
ship was an experienced mariner,
we had that accldent in

of our
y When
mid-ocean he

| did not seem to know what to do.”

“But you must remember that it wam
orly natural under the circumstances
for him to be completely at ges '

J would have you call to mind the
strongth of the anclent glants, that
undertook to lay the high mountain
Pallon on the top of Ossa, and set
among those the shady Olympug,»~'§"
Rabelala.




