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Mordaunt Royce

“Threats, idle threats!”¥ he said,
soornfully. “I fear your physical vio-
lence as little as I do your legal acu-
men, Lord Dewsbury.”

Then he got his hat and walked to-
wards the door, but there he paused and
turned upon them, his glance falling on
Miss Mazurka, with & sardonic twinkle.

*Mise Mazurka,” he eaid, ‘‘honestly
1 cannot congratulate you. In the thea-
trical order of things virture, as repre-
sented by youw, should be triumphant,
and vice, as rep ted by me, should
be discomfited. But alas! in real life
the order is too often reversed. I fear
that it is you who arc discomfited. You
were too eager to obtain a eputation
for cleverness, Miss Mazurka. Amateur
detectives seldom succeed. If you had
placed tho matter in the hands of one of
the gentlemen in.fcotland Yard, instead
of uudertaking ‘the role’ yourself, you
might have saved your friend’s fortume.
As it is, ‘the role’ was too difficult for
you. Miss Trevalyan may be Joan Orms-
by, Lord Arrowfield’s granddaughter,
but the will ‘which would have placed
her in possession of the estate—where
is it? You have lost it, Miss Mazurka,
and I fear that the savings of all your
life will not compensate Miss Ormsby
for the loss of two millions,”” and ke
pointed with a smile to the ashes in
the grate.

“He's clever! He’s clever, is Royce!
I taught him!" croaked Craddock, with
tearfui admiration. ‘“He's done you all
now! Oh, clever, clever!”

Mordaunt Royce laughed
then he bowed.

“Lord Dewsbury, good evening! If
vou are inclined for o little ecarte to-
night, vou will find me at the club.
Miss Mazurka. J wish you a good
evening. Keep to burlesque; melodrama
is beyond you, believe me. Miss Emily,
1 am sorry that your pretty brides-
omaid’s dress should be wasted. Don’t
think too unkindly of me! We were
very good friends, were we mot?”’

Then his eyes turned on Joan, and
he opened his lips as if about to ad-
dress some taunt to her, but his voice
faltered, and he eaid only the word:

“Good-by !’

Joan met his gaze steadily, sadly;
then she turned her face away and cov-
ered her eyes with her hand.

“Raised from the gutter!” muttered
old Craddock, raising his hands in ad-
miration.

“Yes, from the gutter!’ said Mor-
daunt Royce. “The lad that sold match-
es and trod the London pavement with
bare feet has proved too much, even in
his ruin, for all of you!” and he laid
his hand upon the door.

As he did so Miss Mazurka said, so’t-
1y and amiably:

“(Ope moment before you go,
Royce, please!"”

He turned to her with a smile.

“Not satisfied yet?’ he said.

“Not satisfied even yet!" she retort-
ed. still with the same suspicious ami-
ability. “You are so clever a _gentleman
{itat we are really loath to lose you——""

“Let him go, for Heaven's sake!”
broke in Bertie, impatiently. “The sight |
of him nearly drives me mad!”

“QOh, let him wait o minute, please,” |
said Miss Mazurka. “Mr. Royce, you
wera kind enough to launt me just now ;
with my stupidity /i
" ‘Oly, pardon me! It was rnde, I ad-
mit. but I'm afraid it is true!” he ve-
torted, returaing her smile with a sneer.

Ve shall seo,”” said Miss Mazurka.
“Now, we have heard to-night. from |
vour accomplice, that hoary-headed old
viliain, that you are very clever; that,

in fact, you are a proatigy picked up in
the gutter. And have_wou proved
vour cleverness? Fir-i by swindling gen-
tlemen at cards, who ought to have boen
more wide-awake tiaa to take such a
rogue for an honest man,’” and she
gianced at Bertie, who compressed  his
lins and nodded remorwefully. ““Then
vou happen to find out romething aboud
ihic will and try to get possession of
Mis< Ormsby—and to do that all the
more safely, you play off a little trick,
as common on the staze as it is in real
life, and pass off soma poor unknown
gir! who drowned herseli as tho heiress.
Well, that was rather clever! Then
vou find the will in Lord Dewsbury’s |
chambers, and persuade him that he
had burned it; that was rather clever!
Ihea you come to the end of your little
wame, and narrowly miss -winning the
wiire. You are within an ace of marry-
ing this young lady, and sccuring all
e money that the will left her; that
waz clever, too; but when you are found
ou' and tracked down, all by stupid me,
vou do the cleverest thing of all,
and revenge yourself by burning
the will and robbing her of her prop-
ecty! Now., that was very clever—il you
el done it!”

flis sardonic face
wiiile,

~Praise from Miss Mazurka is praise
indeed!” he said, with a bow.

“\Vait a minutg, please. [ spid it
would have been clever if you had doue
but yon haven'ti”
Lord Bertie started; oud Craddock
moved forward a little, the two girls,
linging together at the end of the room,
urned their paie rfaces towards her;
it Mordaunt Royce remained motion-
le<s. with the same sinister smile.

+indeed!” he said, ard pointed to the
heap of ashes in the fireplsce.

“Yos, I know, I see,” said Miss Mazur-
ka. “f saw you draw the paper from
vour pockeét and throw it on the fire.
Tt 1 don't think it was the stolen will,
Afr. Noyce!”

“Ont” he said, with a aneer. “Indeed!
if not—I admit nothing —but, if all that
remains of the will is not. there, where
1L ied

All eyes were turned :1]\0!1' Misz Ma-
weta as she drew from her pocket a
wrefully folded paper.

“Tlere!” she said, sweet!y, and held
it up.

Hia lips twitchial, and
head.

“I am clever enough
{~ubt that!” he said

“ouars a foot” sl Wes Mazurka

harshly,

Mr.

il

showed a sinister

shook his

|
at any rate ll‘:l

{ Y¥.

with sublime gimplicity. “Is this not
the will? Take it, Lord Bertie.”

Lord Bertie took it and opened it in.

silent amazement. o

“This—this is the will I found!” he
said bewildered.

“If you've any doubts, compare the
piece of paper clever Mr. Royce tore. off
in your chambers with the torn part of
the will itself!” she said.

Bertie took from hia pocketbook the
corner of the will which Mordaunt Royce
had so carefully prepared, au‘ compared

t. .

.“Bi’T{enven!" he exclaimed, “you are
right! Tt is the will!”

Mordaunt Royce took a step forward,
his face white as ashes, his lips burn-
ing.

“Let me—see!” he panted.

“Let him see, by all means,” said Mis»
Muzurka; “but if he offers to lay a
finger on it—kill him!” and she'sprang
to her fcet, her face flushed, her seli-
possessed smile vanished for the first
time. . “Ah! Mr. Royce; where is your
boasted cleverness now? I was a sim-
pleton, was I®—an amateur detective.
T'd got toc difficult a task, had I?
What? Did you think I was idiot en-
ough to leave the precious documents in
your possession, Mr. Royce? Not ex-
actly! How did I get it®” she added,
quickly turning to Bertie, who stood
regarding her in a state of confused be-
wilderment and admiration. “Why, eas-
ilv enongh! 1 saw through my chink in
his ccjling that he always carried it in
his Dreast pocket; A saw what it was
like, and 1 made up a ‘property’—a dum-
my will—lite it, and one night. when
the gentleman was sleeping the sleep of
the innocent and the just, I took the
liberty of exchanging my dummy for
the real will, and it i3 the dummy that
he burned in his cleverness—the will is
there! Now, Mr. Royee!”

Mordaunt Royce leant agminst the
door and looked at her: and if a look
could kill, Mlsa Mazurka would have
been atretched at his feet.

Bertie started from one to the other;
it seemed too gooa to pe true.

Mordaunt Royce, white to the lips,
stood for a moment in stony silence,
then he raised his eyes.

“You have beaten me.” he said, and
his voice was hoarse and. husky: “do
vou wish to keep me any longer?”

“No.” said Miss Mazurka. “You may
go now, Mr. Royece; but. just as a part-
ing bit of advice, don’t be too quick in
calling people stupid, that’s all. Good
evening!”

He passed his hand acress his brow
and went out.

Old Craddoek paused a moment te
stare around at the rest in'a bewildered,
owlish kind of way, then, shaking his
head dolefully aund croaking imarticu-
lately, followed his protege.

CHAPTER XLI.

Thers waz a short silencs after they
had departed. for €ach of those who re-
mained was wondering what would be-
come of them.

Thepn Bertic went np to Joan, who
%ad sunk into a chair and was sitting
with downcast eves and knitted brows.

“] am afraid you scarcely realize what
all of thiz means to you, Miss Ormsby,””

{ he said, gently.

Joan atarted at the sound of her -cal
name.

“Y don't,” she waid, with a little sigh
and gesture of wondaz, “It—it all seems
Yike a dream. 1 it T am Joan
Ornsby, bat I did rot know that T was
helated to ths 1lazl Arrowfield. Is
it true?’

“It iz quite trme.’” said Bertie, grave-
“Thanks to Miss Mazurka, who hLas

» the first-clase

ara’ in possession

Miss Moazurka bas

for weeks pass, in com-

junction with a sharp. roung. lawyer,

she has et only suecceded in out-

g that—Mr. Merdaunt Reyee, and

getting possession of the will, but she

has proved vour identity as Lord Ar-
owfield's granddavghter

“It is etronge—strange,’”
“houghtfully, sadly.
danghter of an earl!”

“Yen,” said Bertie. “Look back. Try
and remember as far back as you .cam.
Your mother——"'

“f don’t remember my motaer,” said
Joan, the tears weliing up  into her
eves. “'She died when 1 was a baby. My
father I retmember slightly. . He died
when 1 was a child, and consigned me
2o the care of Colonel Uliver. He—tho
coloral—did not know who it was that
my father had marvied. I never heard
the name of Lord Arrowfield in connec-
tion with that of my r

“But that is easilv explained,” said
RBertie. “Your mother was the daugh-
ter of the earl’s wife, {tom whom he had
p:\r.‘e«l, from no fault of hers, poor
Jady. I think that vour mother was in
tgrorance of her relationship to  the
f\rrowfields. Perhaps vour father did
wot know it, hut if he did he was too
proud to claim kin with the wicked old
earl who had cast off and deserted his
wife. But the ear! knew of your birth;

kiow

i

said ~ Joan,
“I am the grand-

he must have kep: himself informed of |

your mother’s marriage and your fath-
er’s whereabouts, and it seems to me
that there must have been always in
his mind an inteution to do you jus-
tice. At any raie, he did you justice al-
most at the lasi moment.”

“Why did he hide the will?”" asked
Joan, gazing at the fateful piece of pa-

er.

Lord Bertie shook his head.

““Who can say? He was an eccentric
man, and old men never show their ec-
centricity more palpably than where a
will is concerned. Perhaps he mistrust-
ed old Craddock acd wished to hide the
Avill. At any rate, he put it with the
wone thing he held in highest estimation,
hiis wife 8 portraic.”

“And it was you who found it?" muz-
mured Joan.

“Yes,” he said, with a smile; “it was
1 who was, by accident, instrumental
in restoring the Honorahle Miss Orms-
by to her estal s

There was sil¢

+3—1 shall be
'pra‘ntiv.

ensel?,” ke id ,with

for a moment.
r rich?"" said Joan,

a smile.

*Almost the richest commoner in Eng-
tand. Certainly the richest lady—always
lexcepting one, I do ‘not suppose that
Lord Villiars has spent much over the
income, and if he has, you can compel
him to restore it to you!”

“Lord Villiars! Ah, yes,” she mur-
mured, almost inaudibly. “I had al-
most forgotten. It is all his.”

“Ip was,” corrected Bertie, signifi-
cantly, “It is still, until you make good
your claim. But I do mot think, I am
#ure, he won’t dispute it.”

“It is so plain?”

“Jt s so plain,” he assented.

Joan was silent for a moment.

“*And—and-—if he gives up the prop-
erty he will be poor again. He was poor
before, was he not?"’

] believe so0,”” said Bertie. *‘But youw
must not consider that. This immense
wealth is yours by right, by every
right. You are the descendaat of the
late carl. It is to you he makes the re-
paration which was due to his dead
‘wife. May I wish you joy?”

Joan p{::“her hand in his with a
troubled in her eyes, and she sigh-
o :

-

“T don’t know. Joy? Is there such a
thing in the world?”” Then ehe glanc-
od across at Miss Mazurks, who
was talking to Emily. “I must not for-
get to thank her,” she said, in a low
voice. “Why has she done all this, tak-
en 8o much trouble, and gone to so much
risk for me?”

Bertie could have replied, “For love
of Lord Villiars, who ioves you!” dut
the time had not come for the whole
statement of the case.

“She has‘a good heart!” he replied,
evasively.

“She has,” -said Joan, and she went
slowly over to Miss Mazurka and held
out her hand.

“You have been kind to me, Miss Ma-
zurka,” she said, falteringly.

“Oh, don’t mention it!” said Miss Ma-
zurka, brightly. “It wasn’t all disinter-
ested. I had a little score of my own
to pay off on Mr. Royce.”

Joan winced and colored.

“Don’t speak of him,” she said, very
painfully.

“I beg your pardon,” said Miss Mazur-
ka, almost meekly. “I didn’t mean to,
the name slipped out. No, you don’t
want to hear him spoken of, neither do
1. He is a bad, wicked villain!” and
her eyes flashed. “You—we have had
a narrow escape, Miss Trevelyan—I
mean Miss Ormsby! And you think 1
have been of some service to you?” she
asked.

“Think!” said Joan, fervently. “1
cannot realize all you have done for me
yet, but I can guess. I ecan—can never
thank you enough!”

“Oh, yes, you can,” said Miss Mazur-
ka. “I can show you the way.”

“Show me then!” murmured Joan.

“You think I'm going to ask you te:
let me be your friend,” said Miss Ma-
zurka, shrewdly; “Dnt I know my place
better. I'm only-a' poor burlesque ac-
tress, and you are the Honorable Miss
Ormsby, the granddaughter of an earl

An actress like yourself,” said Joan,
interrupting her.

“ike uyself.” Taughed Miss Mazurka.
“I never was and never shalt be fit to
hold a candle to you! You werce an
actress, but that’s all past and gone.
You will leayt the stage and be a grand
lady———"

Joan smiled.

—“And it’s almost = pity that you
should,” went on Miss Mazurka. “We
haven’t got sueh a heap of good ac-
tresses that we can afford to lose ’em.
Anybody can  be a grand lady, but it
takes a Miss Ida Trevelyan to be a
great actress. But you wanted to know
how you could thank me, didn’t yon?”

“I did and do indeed,” said Joan,
earnestdy.

“Then I'll tell you. Leavg yourself in

| my and Lord Bertie’s hands for a little

longer.
eagerly.

“Yes, indeed T will. and gratefully,”
Joan replied.~ “It would be only just to
do so, seeing that but for you——m—"
She stopped and turned her head away
with a slight shudder.

But for her she wounld have been tied
to Mordaunt Royee for life!

“1 will leave evervihing to yow,” she
contihed: “indeed. I should not know
what to do, I am so confused and be-
wildered— oL

“All right!” said Miss Mazurka, cheer-
fully.  “Then that’s a  bargain, isn’t
it? Lord Bertic and T are to play this
hand out. as he'd put_it, and you trust
vourself to uws. That is, you will do
nothing without consulting vs? Tt is a
sood deal to ask, Miss Ormsby.”

“It is not too much!” said Joan, fer-
vently; “and I promise.”

“All right,” siad Miss Mazurka: “then
T think we’d better go now. my lord.
Miss Ormshy must be worn out: she'’s
had a trying time of it. But she's in
good hands; Miss Emily will look afier!
her.”

They came up to Joan to say good
night, and Joan held Lord Bertie’s hand
and pressed it gratefully.

Then she extended hoth to Miss Ma-
zurka, amd obeying an impulse, she
drew her towards her and gently kissed
her forehead. :

“I wish you every happiness,”
whispered.

“What do you mean
Mazursa.

“T mean, when you are married to
_l!.onl Villiars,” murmured Joan, stead-
ity.

Miss Mazurka flushed
turned pale.

“Oh, thank you; yes, T see. T hope I
shall be happy when I marry him,” she
said, dryly.

Then the two, went, Bertie taking the
will with bhim, and Emily and Joan
were 1Mt alone, '

“And you are a great lady after all!”
s2id Emily, standing beside the sofu up-
on which Joan had dropped wearily. “1
alwnys knew it would come somehow—
more than a plain Miss Trevelyan. And

Will you do that?” she asked,

she

o

7" demanded Miss

hotly, then

| you vrc mn Honorable, and with all this

wonty!  Well, T am very glad.” and she
tricd to \smile, but her eyes filled with
teavs, add her lips quiverel.

“Ycu don’t look very glad,” said JYoan,
with a curious smile. “Oh, Emily, Tmily,
are vou so ready to think ill of me?”"

“I1?”  What do yvou mean, dear—I
mean Miss Ormsby 27

“There, your words have answered
wou!” said Joan. “Why do you call me
Miss Ormsby. and look at me like that?
Oh, Emily, do yon think all this that
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CURED THE WIFE
AND HUSBAND T00

Great Work done by Dodd’s
Kidney Pills in one
Quebec Family

Thomas Lauriault Had Kidney Di-
sease and His Wife Bright's Di-
sease, and Dedd’s Kidney Pills
Made They Both Well.

Lac Cayamont, Que., April 10.—(Spee-
ial.)—There is a world interest in the
simple story of Madame Thomas Lauri-
ault, of this eity. In her own words, it
is as follows: AT

“Dodd’s Kidney Pills cured my hus-
band of Kidney Disease “afid myself of
Bright’s Di . We 1 1 Dodd’s
Kidney Pills to all who suffer irom Kid-
ney or Bright’s Disease.”

This is a splendid example of the
grand work Dodd’s Kidney Pills are
doing among the plain people of Can-
ada, Kidney Disease is the commonest
of all ailments among those who have
to work hard, because the kidneys are
the first part of the body to feel the
wear and tear of the heavy work.

When the kidneys go wrong the blood
goes wrong, and the whole body goes
wrong. Rheumatism,” Dropsy, Diabetes
and Bright’s Discase are the usual re-
sults: Dodd’s Kidney Pills cure these
by simply curing the kidneys.

Emily colored, and eyed her sideuYuys,
eagerly, wistfully.

“Well, of ecoursze, it must make a dif-
ference. I'm only a burlesque actress,
as Miss Mazurka said, and you ”

“Just Ida Trevelyan, of the Coronet,
and you, dear sister, now and always!”
said Joan, putting out her beautiful
atins and drawing the mite on to the
sofa beside her. “What! You think that
I am s0o mean and cold-blooded as to
give up all my friends because of this—
this hateful money! Oh, how little, how
little you know me after all!” and for
the first time the beautiful proud eyes
shed tears.

“Oh, forgive me, forgive me, lda,
dear!” said Emily, clasping her round
the neck. *“It is true! 1 thought 1 had
lost you! But I was wrong! 1 know
you better mow. dear! Don’t ery! For-
give me, and I'll never mistrust you
again! No, not even if you should
prove to be the Quee nof England!”

And the two shed those tears which
are the merciful vent to a woman’s feel-
ings.

The next morning Stnart Villiars sat-
in his room at Meurice’s Hotel.

He had come to London at the com-
mand of Miss Mazurka, but why sie had
so commanded him he was in total ig-
norarce.

He was so indebted to her that he
would have started to Patagonia if she
had desired him, and he sat smoking
his cigar in quiet, contemplative resig-
natior.

Since the duel he and Bertie had be-
come fast friends.

Witheut explaining the reasous why
bh- had wanted to put a hullet “ifite
Stuart Villiars, Bertic had offered him
an apology, and. though  firmly and
emphatically declining to clear up the
mysterious cause of the quarrel, had

possible to show his friend!iness.
(To be Continued.)

———
FACTS ABOUT COFFEE.

It’s native to Abyssinia and Arabia.

Trees grow 15 to 25 feet hugh.

Jeaves arc evergreen and lealhery;
flowers white: verries, dark-searlet.

It dees not wetard the action of the
bowels, as does strong tev.

The grounds are nutritious;
people eat them.

Americans consume over nine npounds
a year per capita.

A cup of coffee contains 98 per cent,
water and 2 per cent. nutritive mater-
ial.

casted coffee beans contiin 1 per
cent. water and 14 per cent. fati.cereal
substitutes about G per cent. watér and
315 far

Trees yield first ervop
and yicld about 40 yvears,

Lecnhard Ranwolf, ¢ nan physician,
introduced eoifee into Furepe.

Substitutes and adulterants for coifee
are roasted chicory root. dandelion root,
seeds of the yellow iris, and sweet por
tutoes.

Coffee allays huanger, exhilarates and
reiveshes, and possibly  diminizhes the
amcunt of wear aud tear of the animal
frame.

Asiatic

in third yenr

(]

Just Whé Your Children Naed

Litile children can’t be expeetad
romp, day in aftd doy out, without some
time: coming to prief. Some of thewr
amusement games are rough and tunble,

» undue fatigue, and often, mdeed,
DLruoises, strains and swellings.  When the
children come in tired and sore, see they
ave rubbbed well with Nerviline; it does
wonders in relieving fatigue and reduc-
ing pain. If a cough, .cold or sore throat
has developed, if  there are signs of
croup. nothing is more efiective than a
itine. Perhaps there 13
be wel ache, indig=stion or stomaeh trou-
ble. This i3 where Nerviline proves its
merib very quickly. Have it ready for
bruices, atrains, pains of every, Kind. Lt
has a wonderful list of nses, and old
foiks wil find it eplendid for rheumat:am,
earuche, toothache, and grippe. Wher
ever there is pain or sickness, Newvviline
should be eclose by. Pieasant to take,
certain in effect, Polson’s Nerviline is
fur the best of household remedies.

e

WEAVING GOLD "CLOTH.
Upon a hend leom in the ailk works at
Braintree, bngland, a start has been
made weaving the cloth of gold from
which will be made the Coronation robes
for the King aud Queen. The honor of
weaving the costly fabric has fallen to
Tromas Wheeler, an expe ol weaver,
who finished his first day’s work with
teve inches of woven gold and
fil:g upon the front of 1iis Toom.  The pro-
slow, beeanse of the eare
needed in the manufuetuve, and this twy
inchies will be about the Luily average.
Chicago News,
A B R R
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has happened will make any difference
bt she said, reproachfully.

Ny O
een s,

Shileh’s Gure

auickly steps coudbs, cuvre
thrort ar-

doune and said everything else that was |
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WOMEN AS DOCTORS,

Women as doctors is not, a Paris con-
tew:porary observes, a product of mod-
orn “feminismie ”. ‘It seems that in the
cighteenth century Lhere was a lady
student at Klorence. She came from
Malta  under the pucronagé of the
Krights of Malta. The admmistrator
o fthe Majeur Hospital was somewhat
emburrassed with his new pupil, but he
found a means out of the difficulty.

The ehief of the Order of the Knights
of Malta in imtroducing his lady pro-
tege to the professors of the Iiorence
School of Medicina wrote: "It seems
to me that the matter eould be arrang
ed without any great incomvenience if
the young lady were boarded during the
period she was studying at your medical
school with the nuns in a neighboring
convent, for which we would pay five
crowns a week. In regard to her instruc-
tions, she should assist in operations at
the women’s hoapital, notably those per-
formed by Prof. Mamnoni. He should
also give her some private lessons at the
ccnvent, for it appears to me that she
should not be present in classes with
young men.”

The council of the hospital, being well
disposed to the Knights, adopted the
sugeestion. More than a century elaps-
ed before another lady was enrolled in
the schools of Florence. She was a Rus-
sian and was admitted to the schools ot
Maria Nuova.—London €lobe.

el (e

Introduced ’igarettes
England.

One sees a retributive justice in the

fact that the excessive consumption of

cigarettes by our soldiers is causing
anxiety to the army authorities, for the
miiltary are generally supposed to have
been responsible for the introduction of
the cigarette into England, when at
the close of the Crimean war our offi-
cers brought back the habit they had
picked up from the Russians. Laurence
Oliphant, who had been through the war
as a correspondent, was the first notable
persen to display a cigarette © in the
streets of London, and he, with Carlo
Pclegrini, “Ape” of “Vanity Fair,” did
mueh to |muulnrize the new fashion.—
Loudon Chronicle. X

— ————

SPRING SKIN TROUBLES

Pimples, Eruptions, and * Spotty
Complexions.”

At this season, scores of people—girls
and young women especially—find their
faces disfigu =d by pimples, dark spots,
eruptions, etc. The skin needs attention
—needs renovating after the trying time
it has passed through during the winter.

Just think what it has gone through!
You have been out in rain and sleet and
snow. You have been at one moment
perspiring from skating, or some other
exertion. ‘Then you have stood to “ecool
off.”  You have spent hours of the day
indoors at s temperature equal to sum-
mer heat. Then you have covered up
yonr skin—cxcept your face—and gone
out. into a temperature away below
zéro! No wonder that, with all these
changes, the skin of the face and neck
shows signs of needing attention.

Zam-Buk and Zam-Buk Soap are the
remedies,  Smear Zam-Buk lightly over
the spots, the ernptions, the sallow
patclies, at night, and wash with Zam-
Buk Noap (only 25c. per tablet) each
day. Then notice how quickly your ap-
pearance improves. As the rich, refined,
herbal essences sink deep into the tissue,
the hard, seuriy-like patches are remov-
Better colur resulte. The cells of
the skin become transparent, The blond
hereath is able to impart its proper col-
oring to the tissne. and the delicate
bloom of health replaces the sallowness
an! pallor of disease.

Zam-Buk is also a sure eure fon skin
injaries and diseases. lezema, uleera,
vingworm, vield to its use. For cuts,
hurns, bruises, children’s rashes, ete., it
is unequalled, and for piles. Mothers
will find rlum Buk Soap hest for haby's

! ANl drngeists and steres at 50c.
box for Zam-Buk and 25c. tablet (or 3

for the Soap. If you have any
v in obtaiving, order from Zam-
Buk Co., Toronto, and send price,

Army Into
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THE LITTLE BOY'S DREAM.

The litile boy smiled In his sleep that
Twilight Town ;

t,
wandered to
;i with a heavenly

nig
As e
3 racze 1t up

shadows that drifted

tie

next morning with tear-
f the grayv dawn's gleam,
rom the stillness we heard him

ery,
£ J". lest my dreani—my dream.'”

Ap@ he 1old us then in his childish way,
Of the wondernl dream he'd known |
Tie Liad wandered away from the land of

play I
To the distant land of the Grrown ;
e ad won his share of the fame and
fight
In the strugele and toil of men ;
And he sohbed and =ighed in the
ing light,
“ 1 want my dream again.'”

break-

As {he yi's pass by the tittle hoy grew
Fili e came to the land of the Grown:
And the dream of his early youth ceme
true,
¢ dream that e thought had flown ;
+ onee apaln be smiled in his sieep—
Wien tiiore near by might have heard
him  wreep,
“1 want my

Ve

dream, my dream '™

For ‘o dveamed of the Yesterday's of
Youth,
And the smifle on his father's face ;
A hearth of old-time fafth and truth
In the light of an old home place ;
Fie had won his share of the fame and
firht
In the struggle and toil of men—
Yt ;e sobbed and sighed in the breaking
light.
« 1 want my Jdrgsam agaln !
—Grantland Rice In the Columbian Mag#-
rine.
> o———

MODERN FINANCE.

Tartley &J. Doyle, whose office i3 at
824 Soclety for Savings Building, says
trhat he met a beggar on the street the
ather day. The man'wanted flve cents
for a bed, says the Washington Herald.
*Why don’t you go to work " asked Mr.

Boss, I've tried in a hundye!

n't find no job,” asserted
“‘What kin [ do ?*

¢« mind on a

“you might sell

a
tie panhandler.

“Well,” grinned Doyle,
propozition of Lis own,
steok.”

< Stock ?—wot's dat ?” asked the man,
suspecting that he was being kidded.

“ Why. stock in some big company. It's
easv to sell Den't you know what
stock I8 77

~Sure : T worked for D. Armour
cnce. But I never emined the price of a
Tunty. steer. i

r

t1ow NLin I eell stock when
I ain't got it 7"

* Many do,’" miuse
20"

T Mes Dayies *

‘many
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NEW STRENGTH
IN THE SPRING

P

Nature Needs Aid in Making iew,
Heaith Giving Blood.

In the spring the system needs ton-
ing up. To be healthy and strong you
must have new blood, just aa the trees
must have new ssp to remew their vi-
tality. Nature demands it, and withont
this pew blood you will feel weak and
languid—you may have twinges of rheu-
matism or the sharp stabbing pains of
nenraigia. Often there are disfigaring
pimples or eruptions on the skin. In
other cases there is merely a feeling of
tiredness and a variable appetite. Any
of these are signe that the blood is eut
of order—that the indoor. life of winter
has lessened your vitality. What is
needed to put you right is a tonic, and
in all' the world of medicine there is no
tonie can equal Dr. Williams” Pink Pills.
These Pills actually make new, rich, red
blood—your greatest need in the spriig.
This new blood drives out disease, clears
the skin and makes. weak, easily tired
men, women and children, bright, active
and strong. You can prove this by your
neighbors for there is not a mook or
cornér in this great land where somc
wedk, ailing man or’ woman has- not
been made well and strong by this great
medicine. Mr. H. Wilson, Stonewall.
Man., saya: “Some; years ago I was
run down, languid and depressed a
felt as though I'was only fi for lifé's
scrap heap. A friend who hsd  great
faith in Dr. Williams’ Pink gave
me a box. Before they were all used
1 felt some better, and thus encouraged
got a further ly, and it was not
many weeks until I was again enjoying
my former good health. I think Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills a boon to every
weak person.”

Sold by all medicing dealers er by
mail, post paid, at 50 cents & box or
six boxes for $2.30 from’The Dr. Wil-
liame’ Medicine Co.. Brockville, Ont.
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MANY USES FOR OLD NEWS-
PAPERS.

(By Ruth Andg.)
“I could never he wi t my stack

of old newspapers, ‘within easy
reach in the pantry,” remarl
keeper recently, who can}
short cut metliods not gomimonly in use
among the average. come hand-
iest in the kitchen whi do my cook-
ing. Two double breglh pages spread
out on the kitchen t3 ‘the surface of
which is covered w hite oil cloth,
receives all the wast§ n I cull fruit,
meat for the
to clear away
all rubbish all d over the corn-
ers of the newsjy
a step-to the
age can, and t
which receives
“This you 8

h and the garb-

e splint basket
waste paper.

ply ‘obviates the

e pan or a slushy

fitchen  table is left

¢ . Dripping pans and

dishrags sometil make a lot of extra

work, and witha
d, of course, my

IS NECESSARY.

In an up to date Kitelien where one has
an abundance .of utem and eonven-
jences this short cut’does mot always
suggeste, itself. It is'in kitchenettte
housekﬁ)ing. where necessity is_often
the mother of invension, that one might
learn to save old newapapers for future
conveniences.

On wasl day they make a good tem-
porary rug to protect the floor from
splashes and stains. When the range is
in full blast with a kettle of lard on it.
on a frying pan full of doughnuts they
are indespensable as floor and wall pro-
tectors. On ironing day you need some-
thing on which to test your irons—and
the neéwspapers always comes firet 1o
mind. When you r supply runs out you
don’t look pleasant.

Dry newspapers make good polishers
for windows and mirrors ag well as
stoves. Wet newspapers when torn into
shreds and scattered over carpet and
rugs will help to settle and eliminaie
dust by attracting it. When staining
furniture an old newspaper is first aid
in laying out your brushes and sampling
your stainor pigments. When retouch-
ing the woodwork in your living rooms
a thick newspaper rug comes handy.

USED TO CATCH THE DUST.

Many housekeepers use it beneath ear-
pet and rugs to catch the dust that sifts -
through and to add resilence, and again
bLetween bed and springs and matress
to protect the latter from rust. They
are the next best thing to tar paper
and cloth rags in protecting young
shriabs against the severities of snowless
winters or the ravages of rabbits. With
heavy binder twine drawn tightly they
may Dbe wadded securely around the
base of young trees and other garden
growth that aeeds protection ever win-
ter.

Certainly the housekeeper can find. so
many uses for old newspapers that she
ought no longer plug up the furnace
with them for the mere sake of getting
theni out of sight. A handy box for
them becomes almost as neecessary as A
bread box or wood box. Kobeit.

: ¥ "
Shilohs G.ure
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THE KINDLY POST-CARD.

1t seemel Lo me that Uncle Eben’s place
at Darker’s Ilat

Was not tlie handsomest estate that 1
was ever al:

A few old scragg™” a tumble-
down old shed.

A hens e that neéded painting, a bamn
that once was red,
wakes ! the colored post-cards da
shew that place up fine,

Tre bushes are a vivid green, the house
iust seemsa to shine.
distance lends enchantment to the
shed and barn behind.

srd underneath the picture, this para-

ioh 1 find :

2 nieturesaue ancestral home of Eh-

Platt,

ianyv charming spots in love-

1 r's Flat."”

—Grace MeKinstry,

Companion.

bushes,

in. Woman's Iiome

— S ————

STRANG-. BUT TRUE.
Without wiching to nsinuit» anything
it mav be said th vl hashiul

VIV
men get merric? 1 he,

)




