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3 over keenly.

“M—m!” giving his pudgy band to the
elasp of the long, thin oue extended in
| greeting, “Ralph Reed, ch? And what
do you do? Football, T suppose, like
the rest of these donkeys!”’

v Reed laughed good humoredly.

“No, Mr. Hart, I woullin't stand the
ghost of a chance in a rush. I'm on the
track team.”

“He's the champion sprinter, papa,”
Jdnterposed Eisie cagerly:. “He won five
points for the blue in the intercollegiate
contest!”

Her father frowned at her enthusi-
{msm, and Reed’s thin, brown face col-
tored.

! squire, continuing his examination of
the young fellow; “you’re built like a
I greyhound or a grasshopper!”
| Reed, outwardly at ease, flinched in-
{wwardly under the squire’s keen scruti-
ny. His compact with the pretty Elsie
{ wvould be null and void without her fa-
ther’s consent, and he felt that his ath-
fetic career was a detriment in the
eyes of the older man. He was not at
all encouraged by the remarks that fol
Iowed.

“l don’t believe in it,”
.%“Boys go to college to study, or ough

kind of foolish play. If those footbal

plowing, they’d think they were terri
bly abused.”
. Some one called Elsie, and she hur

ther lover which he interpreted as coun
seling him to patience.

gquire, with increasing choler, for he,

mary courage care to excel ag a runner?
Running is an accomplishment for cow-
ards!” {

The blood rushed to the dark face,
dut Reed spoke quietly and cour-
geously.

a8 things to run from, Mr, Hart, and I
tope I'd not be lacking if a test of
eourage came to me.”

- L * * * - * £l
It was a merry party that roamed
over the fields and through the woods
searching for the earliest spring flow-
ers; that rode and drove and sang and
danced. )
;1) Yoyng Reed and his fair hostess car-
mied heavy bearts that made gayety an
@ffort and laughter a mockery. The
@quire had refused to sanction their en-
sagement, to listen to any suggestion
or to make any promises for the fu-
#ure.
“I'11 wait,” he said grimly, ‘“until you

besides run!”

Apparently oblivious to the sports of
#he guests at Hart’s Holm, the squire
®ad kept a keen eye on them all. He
gather admired the dogged pertinacity
gvith which Reed took his daily run of
#hree or four miles over the country
goads. He smiled grimly when he saw
#he young fellow start out as if for*a
svalk wearing a long raincoat over his
gunning togs,

“Doesn’t mean to give any unneces-
sary offense to tiie ‘crewel parient,’”
#huckled the squire appreciatively, “but
#ntends to have his own way just the

same.

“I'11 be rather quiet and lonely at the
Souse _tomorrow,”’ soliloquized the
souire ag he drove alo?g,‘ gnunng the

Squire Hart looked the young fellow

“You ought to run,” grumbled the |
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squire.

They quickly improvised a s
from the Llunkets and ¢
hel‘ conseious man to liouze,

e opened his eyes after awhile and
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“Bobby’s all rizht” suid some oue
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SRalph!” gasped the squire,
“Here I ani, Mr. ITart,” bending over

He lay for three months him.
His lungs

*I am glad you can run,” faintly.,

syed “So am I, My, IIart,” feelinzly, “1
hink

though.”

“We'll have to concede rou to be the
w a | ¢hampion sprintfe cried one of the
other men, “That was a pretty Jong
dash, sare enouzh!”
hina “Ralph must yield the palm to you,
squire,” added another jovially.
will H'hr} squire sl‘xon';: his head feebly.

e He—he ‘achieved’ it,” he whispered,
& his eyes on Ralph’s fine face, *but it—
it was"— He sighed wearily.

“It was ‘thrust upon you,” you mean,
squire,” understandingly.

SYGHIN

(Pronounced Si-keen)

The squire' smiled grimly in acqui-

escence.,
§ Cromywell's Burinl Place.

The thirty acres of this great ceme-
tery (Abney Park) include the site of
another large old house and its
grounds,, Fleetwood House, once the

feared you were going to run over me, |

frascibly.

: BR. T. A. SLOCUM, Limited, Toronto,

#o0, and they make a business of some

1

fellows,” pointing to the three other
goung men who were his daughter’s
guests for the spring vacation, “had to
svork one-half as hard sawing wood or

. ried-away, glving 4 pleading glance at

“And as for running,” continued the

»

too, had seen the pleading glance, “as
for running, why should a man of ordi

THEN A STREAK OF DLUE DASHED BY HIM. |

“There are things to run for as well |

ave shown that you can do something |

|
{

residence of General Ileetwood and
his wife, who was Drigget, the daugh-
ter of Oliver Cromwell. This sight is to
the right of the avenue, and there one
summer day, among older and plainer
tombstones than those of the Abney,
or opposite, side, I saw men mowing
the long grass and presently
on a mound inclosed with an iron rail.
The mound itself was covered with
ivy, but trimmed so that one could
read on a red granite slab the words,
“This mound wa&a favorite retirement
of the late Isaac Watts, D. D.” Tra-
dition says he loved that mound be-
cause from it he could see the open
country.. It is now hemmed in by
houses, but the mound is still solitary.
Another tradition tells of a rumor cur-
rent soon after Cromwell’s death to

bc. Per Bottle
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fresh, clear air of the bright spring
morning, “The lads and lassies all go
today. I wish I hadn’t been quite so
sharp with Elsie and that young fellow.
He seems a fine, manly chap. But what
on earth does he want to run for?” end-
ing irritably. “Hello, Bartlett, what's
the matter with your horse?”

He had reached the top of a long,
steep hill, and overtaken a neighbor
with a heavy load of rock.

“Stepped on a stone that rolled, and
gone as lame as a lazy man’s excuses,”
Bartlett answered characteristically.

“Suppose 1 hitch in my team and
take the load down for you,” suggested
the squire, “it's all level after we pass
my house. You can lead yours down

Sit still, Betty Bartlett, and hold on
tight,” playfully eddressing the little
girl perched on the seat. “My- horses
are frisky, you know.” .

Bartlett had locked the wagon wheels
preparatory to making the descent, but
as the squire lifted the tongue for the
other horses to be hitched in the lock
chain snapped and broke and the heav-
"ily loaded wagon started down the hill, | ahead. She was tired, having been out

He shouted to Bartlett, who, ham- | horseback riding that day, and wanted
pered by the four horses, lost his head | to get to bed early. The scheme
and only bawled, “Whoa, Hart, whoa!” | worked. But then she forgot to turn

Hart held on to the tongue and | the clock back and, having numerous
braced bgck with all his strength, but | young men friends, she also very care-
despite his efforts the wagon went fly- | lessly forgot which one it was.
ing-down the hill like an engine on
down grade.

“Hold on, tight, Betty,” the squire
managed to scream.

He knew that if he dropped the
tongue the wagon would be tipped over
instantly and that there would be
small chance indeed for the life of the |
child; so he too “held on tight” and I some sleep.”
ran as if fleeing from death. ) “The clock fooled him all right,” said

“Go on, horsy,” cried Betty, in great the caller quietly.
glee; “go faster!”

The squire couldn’t spare breath now
even to groan. The heavy wagon, with
a ton of rock behind him, erashed and
roared, bounced over the rough places
in the road, struck fire from cut stones,
and the man ran till his legs seemed
merely rags fluttering in a fierce wind.
Almost at the foot! If only he could
hold out a few seconds more! And then
| he tried to close his eyes—for there,
l crossing the road, directly in the path
from which he dared not diverge, was
l a little scarlet clad figure drawing a
i child’'s cart!
‘ Bobby—his own little Bobby!
| He tried to pray, he tried again to I
| close his eyes, and then a streak of
' blue dashed by him, the scariet spot
|
|
l
|
|
|
|
|
l
|
1

was not in the coffin that was buried

been secretly brought down to his
daughter’s house and laid to rest where
now: is the mound.—Christian World.

How He Knevw.

There is a very forgetful girl in Den-
ver, living up on Washington street.
Fearing a young man who called on
‘her last week would stay too long she
set the clock in the parlor half an hour

The <lgck was still fast and he no-
ticed it.

asked.
“Yes,” she replied.
a fellow who called Wednesday night

“How do you know?” she asked.

The young man smiled a sickly smile.
“I called Wednesday night.”

The giri coughed. :

“We're having so much trouble in
getting a hired girl,” she said. “Does
your mother ever have difficulty secur-
ing good help ?”’—Denver Post.

A Curious Coincidence.

The story of a queer coincidence is
told by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. While
traveling upon the continent he visited
a certain mountain inn, which was in
winter, he learned, occupied only by
two men. These men, prisoned in a
waste of gnow and ice, had for all that
period no communication with the
world below. Here was a situation for
a novelist! And the novelist accord-
ingly began to let his imagination play
about the possibilities of tragedy sur-
rounding the two men on their moun-
tain height. But the story was never
written, for, happening to come upon
a volume of Guy de Maupassant, which
was new to him, he found therein, un-
der the title of “I’Auberge,” the very
story he had meant to write.

was caught up and rushed to safety!
He jumped instinctively when he
reached the little cart, and it was
crushed to picces under the thundering
wheels.
He had reached the level, He could
feel the slackening of the terrific speed,
i but he still ran on, miles it seemed to
! him now, bhefore he could stop the de-
mon that was forcing him onward.
“Go on, horsy! Gidd up!’ cried the
insatiate Betty as the squire dropped
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Sixty Thousand Seeds to ‘the Plant. 1

The common purslane is one of the
wonders of botany as far as seeds are
concerned. A single seed of this plant
will produce about twenty seed pods
in a season. The average number of |
seeds In each of these, by actual count,
is 6,000, making 60,000 in all, As far
as we have been able to learn there is
no instance of similar fruitfulness in
any plant feund growing in this coun-
try. A single plant of either the James-
town weed (“jimson”), the butterweed,
the ragweed and some of the vervines
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experience with wo-
men's dizseases covers twenty-five years,

The M Pinkl
daughter-i
ior many

i the
chiem, and
ars under her direction, and since
her decease, her advice has been freely given
to sick women.

Many women suffer in

nce and driit along from
bad to woree, knowing full well that they ought to
have immediate assistance, but a natural modesty
impels them to shrink {: exposing themselves to the
questions and probably examinations of even their
family physician. Tt is nnnecessary. Without money
or price you can consult a woman whose knowledge
from actual experience is great.

Mrs. Pinkham’s Standing Invitation:

Women suffering from any form of female weak-
ness are invited .to promptly communicate with
Mrs. Pinkhamn at Lynn, Mass, All Jetters are
received, opened, read and answered by women
only. A woman can freely talk of her private
illness to a woman ; thu¢ has been established
the eternal confidence betweén Mrs. Pinkham
and the women of America which has never
been broken.

Out of the vast volume of

experience. which she 1 {
it is more than p
gained the very knowledge

I your case. She asks nothing ‘in return
except your good-will, and her advice has
relieved - thousands. Surely any woman,

rich or poor, is very foolish if she does|my testimonial, that others may know theiz
not take advantage of this generous offer | value and what you have done for me.

¢ anatatonco rdia  F. Pinkham Meds .

of g '-]Hanu.—L}dnl L. Pinkham Medi-| “Ag you know, I wrote you that my
cine Co., Lynn, Mass. doctor said I must have an operation or X
Following we publish two letters could not live. I then wrote you, telling
from a woman who eccepted this|YOU ™Y ailments: 1 followed your advice
sAidaiirs y and am entirely well. I can walk miles
i es " 1 3 :

| '"Vﬁ'.tatm": Note the resuit, . without an ache or a pain, and I owe my
First letter. life to you and to Lydia E. Pin m’s Veg-

| Dear Mrs. Pinkham :— etable Compound. 1 wish ever

“Por eight vears I have snffered something | Woman would read this te

b tirible everyomonth. .- pains are ex- | realise the value of writing to you and

| eruciating 1 I can hardly id them. | Your r('lnn-dy,“——,\lrs&. Mary 1 immick, 59th

I? e Hor: anvs i n “covere fomale | and E. Capitol Streets, Washington, D.C.

| My doctor says I h: a severe female )

| m‘mhlf}:]un-l I must : tln‘uln_:h an oper- When a medicine has been successfuf

;“"“"l‘ll‘mm“ '1”’”“‘ ilf—‘l“' it ;i"‘\]'“]‘fx ]“)"';‘Y‘ in restoring 'to health so many womefs®
8 « i Q ss1bl ) & v . Ve

l Please tell me what to do. I hope ‘-un}«-'m whose testimony is so unquestionable,

ery suffering
stimonial and

relieve me.'—Mrs. Mary Dimm 50th | You cannot well gay, without trying it,
and E. Capitol Sts., Washington, D. C “I do not believe it will help me.”” If
Second letter you are ill, don’t hesitate to get a bottle
Dear Mrs. Pinkham = of Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
“After following carefully your pound at once, and write Mrs. Pinkham,
and taking Lydia E. Pinkham's Ve .| Lynn, Mass., for special advice—it is free
Compound, I am very anxious to send you | and always helpful.
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The way the oven heat’s
made to bake evenly—that
alone would sell you the
Imperial Oxford range
once you reale
saw what it means.
.But the Imperial Oxford
“isn’t just a perfect baker,
{ —it’s the easiest range to
cook with, because it uses
¢ heat sensibly whatever you
‘want the heat to do,—'
fry, broil, or bake.
< |

Jmperial
O3ord

Its roomy firebox, its easy-
to-manage sensitive draf&s, ;
hold the heat EVEN,—
keep it under your control.
And the special Imperial
Oxford thermometer
tells you always
just where the heat is.

ut you can’t really know
what a fine set of ideas are
built into this range
until you come and see it,

THE GURNEY FOUNDRY
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DECORATOR ~

A. D HON E, ik AND PAPER  HANGER

Frescolng in New DBesigns for Halls and
Ceilings. See sketches at my residence, St. Clair .8t
Graining in Natural Woods and In-
terior Decorating in the LATEST STYLE.

St. Clair Street! - - YWatford

Commercial Stationery of all kinds.

At the Guide-Advccate! Office.
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