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vy Sybil’s

., Miss Caudleigh had hardly wiped her
eyves and ree d her waen
the geatlemen joined them.

ever hear so delicious a joke? Papa’s

Mrs. Ingram rose from the
where she was singing, and fluttered up
to the rew-comers as a butterfiy to a
cluster of roses. And presently she and
the baronet were partners, and a card
table was wheeled out, with AMacgregor
and Colonel Gaunt for the opposition.

Colonel Trevarion watched the game
over the widow’s shoulder, and ever and
anon dark aand deadly glances shot
irom his eyes at his tenant’s s>rene face.

Onece or twice Macgregor met those
laleful looks with bright, defiant re-
turn. With h2lf an eye you could see
that bitter hate was there.

“How the widow and her adorer do
hate bim, to be sure!” Gwendoline said.
“They're in league to defeat him, 1
Know: but I'll lay my diamond rnz

your rosebuds, Sybil, that he

: them both™

Nie daneed over to the piare, rattied

f{ a spirited prelude, and sung in the
ringing. if mot the sweetest of

ts war-iike ballad, “The
)I.--grrgnh' Gathering.™

{

4

com’s on the lake, and the mist’s

Al the clar has a m2me that is name-
less day by day:
sizmal for £ which from mon-

Must be !

veneciul halloo.
Then kalioo! halloo! halive! Grema-

Lach?

If they rob us of mame and pusis us
with beagles,

Give their roofs to the fiames and their
fiesh to the eagles;

Whike there’s leaves in the forest amd
foam on the river,

Margregur, despite them, shail flourish
forever! ™

by mich: in our

Colocel Gaunt looked up with a faush.

“Do you hewr that, Maegremor® Ky
Jove! that rings out 2s martal as a bu-
sle biast™

= mark the kine" was Magresor's re-
30O MOvIine no more -han
the marile Agememnon in the evrner.

But he met Mrs. Ingram's eyes pull
with a strong. steady glance taat made
those velvel orbs drop.

And Gwendcline sung on, while the
sensitive color fiw to Sybils male

cheeks at the words and the sturiag |

Air:
“Wlex 5:"= promd mountains, Coleaum
amd Eer towers,
leastrae anl Glenlyon
orrs;
We are landless. landless, landiess. Gre
salzch?
Titroagh the depths
the steed shall
O'er the peak of Ben
shall steer:
And the ricks of Craig
deicles melt,
Fre our wromgs be forsot, or our ven-
geance unfelt!
If they rob us of mame and pursme vs
with beagles,
Give their roofs to the flames, and sheir
flesk to the eagles;
While there’s leaves in the fores: and
foam om the river,
Macgregor, despite them, sbhall [lov
forever!™

ro longer are

of Loch KNatrine
career,
Lomond the galtey

Royster, like

RS

“The game is ours!™  said tae desp
voice of Macgregor, as Gwemdoline fn-
ished, ard whiried roumd om her stool
“Thanks, Miss Chud'eigh! 1 owe you
espevial gratitude for that somg. ot
course, you supe it for me alome?”

“Of course.” sadd tGiwemdoiune, comung
over; Tand you have won. toe. How
mice! It brings my prediciion irue at
ovce. “Macgremor, Jespite them, ~hall
flomrgh forever!™ ™

Ske looked defrantiy at the widow amli

dark gemtleman frowm:sg over
aaller
vould be amons the
- M
Iv. s the card pariy dispersed; =and 1
mever deard you sing so well Setare "

“Her beart wus o the theme” broke
i mthe widow. with a say bitie laush
“Gwendolune bas bedn prac at

S fal 3 2 asseduity
1=t week. 1 coutda t
I do powx
cowpire LRI
Aave a respite for
b 'J..h» 4 3

ard mowe! =
drapery tru
the wax
ehoalder.

wss impertinert
> me.™

fon™ kmow
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“No? Did you ever hear of the os-
trich, Mrs. Ineram. which hides its head
in the sand and thinke = big body um-
seen? You remind me of that foolish
bird. You dye your pretty amber tress-
es black. and faney yourself unrecogniz-
able. :You are sn uncommoniy ciever
woman, my little Rose; but mct so
clever, after all, as you think Yourself.
Im spite of the hair dye and the pretty
Rew name, I knew you at once, Mirs.
Dawson.™ :

“Not that name'” she cried, pascion-
ately. “if yo wvdo kmow me™ with sud-
den insolent defiance, “vou know that
my rame is not Dawson, but—*

“Trevanion!” Macgregor said. with a
laugh: “and your husband eits yonder
and doesn’t recognize you. Yes. I know
all about it, and your mame is as muck
Trevanion as he is your husbend™

“Who are you'” the woman said, in-
tense curiosity getting the better of
every other feeling. ~“Who has been
telling you—fooling you—making you
believe all this*”

“It is folly, isn't it1™ the zuthecr re-
torted, sardomically. “Ycu mever heard
of Jee Dawson, or the murder dore in
Leaminzton Wcod? You never were
Mademoiselle Rose Adair? You never
befooled Cyril Trevznion—not the sulky.
white livered hound ecowling over yon-
der. but the real bonafide Cyril Tre-
vanion<lvieg now 2t the bootom of the
Pacific. "Uniappily, I have proofs that
will stagper your warmest admirers.
Mrs. Ingram. Suppose 1 cend for Cap-
tain Hawksley—he's an old friend of
mine—and asX him what he knows
about veon?® Or Major Powerscoart,,
with whom you crossed swords <o clev-
erly. sixteen years ago. =t Brighton?®”

It did not often happen to the self-
possessed widow te change cclor. but the
chalky pallor that had overspread her
fzce on the terrace, when promising
Colozel Trevanion to reveal the cecret
of Monkswood, showed ghastly again
under her rouge. But the fleet fingers
&tiil flew ever the keys. although the
Black eves locked up in the man’s face,

iid with hidlen terror—this man who
was ker master.

“Yen ear prove nothine” she said,
. dzringly dJdefiant to the last. “Don't
think to frichten me. Captain Hawks-
H has eome with his regiment to In-
dia. Majer Powerscourt—bah! I am
rot a2fraid of him. I may resemble this
very improper Rese Dawson of whom
you speak: Lut we see accidental re-
semblzace every day. T am Mrs. In-
1 eram. relict ef Czptain Ingram of the
merchant cervice. and a model of pru-
dence and propriety—an exemplary in-
structress of ycuth. Like Lady Mae
beth. I have risked 2l on the ckanee
1 of the die. and am willing to abide the
; wsue of the throw. Don't think to fright-
jen me. Mr. Angus Maecgregor. 1 defyr
j You and La Princesse both. If the
{ time ever comes when I must go. I will
‘go.  Meantime. I 2m versy eomfortable

here. and I mean to stay.”
And then this defiant little mouse
} looked insolextiy up imto the eyes of
the baffled licn, ker daring emile at its
; brightest.
i ~I kave gever harmed you.” che said.
| =2¥ly. “I dort see what pleasare you
| take in trying to hunt down ome peor
| little Rarmless woman Whatever my

past may have beem. I am doing 2o

one any harm mow. It's very dull and

{ uettterly presy to be virtmous, and
| kave mo mcre cakes and ale. But. them.
| it's respectable: and, as the prespective
ilady of a fine old Englich gentleman.
i1 am 3 great sticker for respectability.
{ Let me alone. Mr. Macgregur. It does
| mot become a etag to deal death to a
Epocr little fluttering fawn. Remember,
y | mever harmed you.”

The smile was on her lips still. but
the great dark eyes looked uwp at him
faull eof piteous appea’. She admired
this Angus Macgregor- stromg. brave.
ev:amanding —2nd she admired him all
the more that she was intersely afraid
of him.

That lumincw= slanee. the tender
smile. migat kave -oftemed the stomy
heart of the brunze Jupiter mear them:
but the sterm face of Angus Macgregor
never refaxed.

“You talk. and talk. amd talk, Mre
| Ingram.™ ke «2id: “and you kmow yomr
talk s all empty words. You are im
my power—uiteriy amd enmtirely. The
mere¥ you showed Cyril Trevaniom 1
j will show you. As you meted out. by
Heaven® it <hell be measured to zou in
{ return. - How dare you ever come here!

How dare you ever eat at the same ta-
ble, sleen under the same roof with those
| two  spotiese—ycu. Rose Adair’ Ome
chance I offer you. and cne alons. Leave
{ this pizee within the week and mever
return. I will not parsue you — nay.
b1 wili zive you moeey for the jourmey
| Leave En aml

am mever return.

~[aceh

sl

the |
£

¢ Duwson —nay.

fur you kmow

tday,

—— = =
“You fight well, Mrs. Ingram,” said
, gravely, turning to leave
her; “vou thrust and parry with wond-
erful skill, but the victory will be mine.
Look for no mercy from me after to-
night. Fifteen years ago Major Powers-
court spared you—I know you better—
my motto shall be, ‘Slay, and spare not.”
She still looked up and smiled in his
faee.

“Thanks for the warming, at least:
it looks an unequal contest, but 1 will
die with my sword in my hand and my
face to the foe. War is declared and the
battle begun; we will see who wins.”

She began to sing bravely and brilli-
antly, and she sung many songs: Col-
onel Gaunt, fascinated, left his place
and came and stood beside her, and Sir
Rupert lay back in his chair and listen-
ed with dreamy, half-closed eyes. It
was very pleasant to krow this be-
witching little songstress was his pro-
perty. He was not jealons of Colonel
Gaunt—he knew the widow wanted to
marry him, and he smiled complacently
of late over the idea.

“If I don’t marry her,” the baromet
mused, “some other fellow will—Gaunt
himself, or Trevanion, or Hemsgate—
and what an abomiration of desolation
my Jife will be then. Her antecedents
are rather mpysterious, but the story
she tells of herself may be true, and
where ignorance is bliss, ete. I know
that this house without her would be
a waslie and lowling wilderness. 1
might do worse than marry the widow.”

He watched her, thinking such
thoughts as these, until she rose from
thepiano at last, plided smilingly away
from her military adenrer, and over to
where Cyril Trevanion sat silent and
slur, in a cornmer by himself, turning
over a book of prints.

“At last,” he said, between his teeth,
“you condescend to notice me. Egad! it
is encourzzing the attention I find paid
me here”

“It i all your own izult. yoa great
sullen mastifi,” the little widow retort-
ed, sharply. “You sit like a death’s-
head at the feast—black and dismal. I
must have seme policy, if you have
none.™

“Flirting with Macgregor and Gaunt
is your pelicy. is it not? But 1 will not
endure it. Are you guinz to help me
find that will?”

“For pity’s sake, hush! Are you mad?
Of course I am. Sir Rupert goes to Lon-
don in three days from this, to be ab-
€ent over a week. \When the eat’s away
—>¥ou know the proverb. This is Thurs-
day night: on Monday night meet me
at the entrance of the deer-park, and
You shall know all.™”

“Three days to wait.” grumbled Tre-
vanion, “when every hour is an eter-
pity.”

“Yeu idiot' You must wait. Nothing
is ever dome, well dome in haste. Did
You ever hear the Arabic maxim which
Charley Lemox has taken for his seal?
‘Agitel lil Shaitan —'Hurry is the
Devil's." >

She glided away with the worde. Col-
onel Gaumt and JIr. Macgregor were
bidding their host good-night. Looking
at the texant of the Retreat before she
flitted away up the marble stair, she
Kissed Miss Chudleigh and Miss Tre-
vanion = gushing good-night. She was
humming gayly to herself the fag end
of a French ballad. as she floated from
eight, still looking at Maegregor:

““To-day for me,

To-morrow for thee:
But wiil that to-morrow ever be?”
CHAPTER XXIiL

“Great caks from little acorms grow.”
You remember that story Thackeray
tells“in his “Vanity Fair,” oF the man
who went about -with o nocketful of
acorns, and whenever he came to a
vacant inch of ground, popped onme in
What tremendous big timbers his sue-
cessors must kave had from all those
little acorns! This principle runs through
Efe—the destimies of mations hang some-
t‘mes on an undigested Yinmer; a King-
dom is lost and wom by a1 surfeit of
Iampreys, as in the case of the be
reaved Henry, or by the suddem nhunge
of a horse. Mr. Macgregur's valet may
seem to have little to do with this vera-
cious history, but Mr. Mavrgregor’s valet
was the direct means of bringizg about
a rapid denouement.

Monsieur Francois, of couve, was a
Parisian, snd an incongrucns element in
that meager bachelor melangze. Buat
then the temant of the Retreat had many
such mcongruities. He wore shabby
<oats, and was a peany-a-liner by pro-
fession; and he possessad snaff-hoxes
biazing with jewels, irto wiirh the white
fmgers of Louis. the Well Heinved, Mad
dpped. He bhad a ruby-stuaded fan
that had once hung from the siender
waist of Marie Antoinetie, and rare old
Sevres that Du Barri had onee called her
own. He wocked hard, and lived meaver-
Iy: but he owned lovely little eabinet
pictures, for which he mizit safely have
claimed their weight in zeld. and his
bric-a-brae cwlleetion woulld have made
glisten the eyes of the connoisseurs of
Wardour street.

And Mr. Augus Macgreger had pieked
ap Mornsieur Franeois in PParis retarn-
ing fromx Suabia, =t the “sell up” of a
:r;‘u: duke, whose valet b+ uad heen. He
had brousht him direct from the nrost
delightful of earthly eit and the very
Lest society, to bary him akive in Monks-
wood Waste. It was eru'l. The salary
as high enough to make the aeceom-
<hed Freachman endars Lis living

ile, but naturs revolted at
iond Frameeois gave JMr.

woalt Jdo all my
i this sentleman, with exlm

“but to bury alive herm—to

sans society—to s2e mo one but

the trees and the ¢ows all the moaths
I depart at the ecar!
monsiear will himself supn’y

st
with an-
other.”

tharfey Lemox. droppingz in during the
the artist marrated this little cor-

| tretemps.

‘I beur,

““Twas ever thns ifrom childhoad's
" he said. pathetic:f
of the immortal |
ally to mortal valets. Francois says
> is “desolated” at geine. anl 1 know |
Where shall I sapp!y his place?
. Charles Fitian
His eoffee was worthy the Irois
. his omelettey so
Cafe ["Arnsiais to stheks. and he
swift, silent. obedient and respectfal—
invaluable qualities in a man's Joe, valet
or wife. He was Sover’s »qual at his

I best. ani he leaves me helpivss to the

you [ mever
Trevamion. exce do him kindmes
ani La Prinwes-e a fool for once in

“her KEfe What wis General Trevanion
r Mg wil to me?”

finger en

| temder mereies of Mrs. Hurst.
| for me now. she says ant
| em’—sheTl ‘30" for me with a

She “does”
Heaven pity
ven-
geance, if [ have to devour the messes
she comecets. Franco's hos lof* wory at
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TERRIBLE R1SULT

OF BLOOD POISON

Afiter Three Operations Zam-Buk W
Tried and Proved Saccessful. -

If people would only use Zam-Buk for
chromie sores, blood-poison, ete., before
permitting an operation, scores of limbs
would be saved. :

Mr. Robt. Patterson, of North Pelkam,
Welland Co., Ont., writes: “My daugh-
ter, Annie, had blood-poison in her fing-
er.  The doctor operated twice on the
finger, but did not obtain the desired
result, and a third operation was consid-
ered necessary.

“Three doctors were present at this
operation, but after it had been per-
formed the wound did not heal. Try as
we would we could not get anything to
close the wound.

“We at last tried Zam-Buk, and it was
really wonderful to watch how this balm
kealed the wound. Each day thére was
a marked improvement. First the wound
in the palm of the hand closed. and then
the finger which had been bad so long
begar to neal. The diseased flesh seem.
ed to rise out of the wound and then
drep off and new healthy flesh formed
from below, pushing ofi the diseased tis-
sue. In a short time the wound was
completely healed. Had we applied Zam-
Zuk at first we might have saved the
finger.

“We had another proof of
Pswer in the case of myv s
tso pears old ke had his badly
mangled. One finger kad to ; ampu-
tated and it left a running soré®or some
months. This wound, azlse, was finally
heé: ied by Zam-Buk.”

For chronic sores, blocd-noison. ulcers,

abscesses, scalp sores. plles,
i med patches, eczema, cuts, »
brr s and 2ll skin injuries and dis-
cases Zam-Buk is without equal. e
box at all druzgists and stores. or post
free from Zam-Buk Co., Toronto. for
price. Have you tried Zam-Buk Scap?
2 tablet.

Zam-Buk's
When

the Speckhaven Inn to send alone some-
thing to supply his place, but 1 know
I'll never again see his equal.”

That very evening. as the artist stood

before his easel, painting -n:i smoking, ’|

Mrs. Hurst entered, bobbingz = courtesy.
to inform him that a younz man had
been sent from the Silver Swan to fiR
the vacant office.

“Let’s see him,” said Macaregor. with-
cut turning his head or eeasine his
work; “send him in, Mrs. {17

He threw aside his brush as %
woman left—it was rapidls
A erimson Auzust suns>t was blazing
itself out in the west, anl fiery laneces
of light shot athwart the huge boles of
the trees, glancing redly amid the vel-
low-green waves of fern, and olimmering
on the still black pools in he uader.
growth. The nightingales wer chanting
tLeir plaintive vesper lav, 2nd far and
faint came the flutter of the sea-wind,
and the dull wash of the wsves on the
skore. Sitting down in :he deep em-
brasure of the low window, among the
scarlet roses acd sweet-brier, puffing
away vigorousiv at his cheroot, artist
and author looked over the fair English
landscape with dreamy, admiring eves.

The door opened and tne applicant
came in. Macgregor glancei indiiferent-
Iy and saw a shock-headed lad shui-
fling uneasily in his Ppresence —an over-
grown boy of eighteem or mineteen.

“They sent you here from the Si'ver
Swan, did they?” said Mzsegregor. “You
haven’t much the loox of a val>t. I mast
say. Where did you come from? Whe
did you live with last?”

"I ecom from Lummon, sir.” the kad ans-
wered, respectiully touching his  fore-

Toek. “1 was helper im a stable there.

But Maister Linden thought I might do
You, for awhile.”
(To be Continued.)
-——————
SHOWS UNIQUE HEROISM.

Weeks of isolation in am icebound
Ighthouse, hunger. woman's hercic bat-
tle with an ugly sea, the lonely death

of the busband while at prayer and the
wife’s self-sacrificing devotion to duty
after his body had been takem achore,
sre some of the elements of the :tory
that has come to light.

William Taylor and his wife were
keepers of the lighthouse om the trcseh-
rrous shoaks of Ckimeoteazue. The ice,
piled up by the receat cold winds fol-
lowing zero weather, shur the two ofi
from the mainland. At Ixst the husband
fell ill. The supplies had growa desper-
ately low. In the erisis ‘he wife volun-
teered to brave the ugly sea in a oeso-
line launch. The mamazed to reach the
shore.

Omne night she noticed that the Tight
was not burming. Undaunted by her
previoms experience, she boardil the
launch and fought her way  again
through the ice. In the little hedebham-
ber she found her husband kneeling at
kis bedside as if in prayer. He was dead.
Mre. Taylor tended the lizht and Kept
the lonely vigil while friends huriel her
husbant —Snow Hill, Md, de=prt+h Oak-
land Tribune. 2

20 CENTS
PER WEEK

Puts An Organ or Piano in
Your i:ome. -
el
On Friday, March I5th, we ecommenee
our annuul slaughter saie of al] used in-
struments i stoek. Thws year secs us
with double the number we ever
Some eighty-five instruments are offere]

2nd among them Ofgins bearins names |

of suen Well-XDown maxers as Beul,
wmas, Dolerty and Dominion

The prices of these range trom $15 to

- 560 at the above terms. The panos bear

such well-known mimes of makers as
Decker, Thomas, Herald, W eber., Worm-
with and Heintzman & Co. Every mstre-
ment has been repeirel by our own
workmen, and carries a five years” euarr.
antee, and as a speeial mducement we
will make an agreement to take any in-
strument back on exchange for a better
one any time within three vears and z!-
low every cert pa'd. Send post card at
onee for complete list. with full particu-
lars.

Eeintzman & Ce._
Hamilton.

Tl Kinz street easg,

Truth is as i~ -
any outward t’
Milton.

“n he soiled by
snheam.—

had l

PRINCE ARTHUR OF CONNAUGHT.

Prince Ariaur of Connaught, son of
the Duke, the '‘Governor-General of
Canada, and brother of Princess Pat-
ricia, is taking part in advancing the
cause of cducaticn for %Young men
desiring to enter work in the trades.
He has consented to become a patron
of the Apprenticeship and Skilled
Employment Associaticn, which has
its cffices in Denison House, and he
has made several suggestions of
methods which have already been
adopted by the association

it

MOTHERS RECOMMEND
BABY’S OWN TABLETS

Baby’s Own Tablets are recom:neaded
by thousands of thankful mothers who
have used them for their little ones and
have found them a safe and sure cure
for comstipation, indigestion, WwWorms,
simple fevers and all stomach and bewel
troubles. Concerning them Mrs. Auguste
Blier, of St. Damase, Que., weites:
“Please send me another hox of Baby’s
Own Tablets. 1 have already u<ed them
and have found them an excellent rem-
edy for little opes. 1 would strongly
recommend them to all mothars™ The
Tablets are sold by medicine Healers or
by m=il at 25 cents a box from The Dr.
Williams Medicire Co., Brockville, Ont.

e
UNNATURAL MODESTY.

Lord Tangerville, who Is sending his
son te an American school in order that
his bey may escape from the toadyism
of English scaoolboys. said the other day
in New York:

““There are too many Englishmen and
English boys as well-who develop, in the
presence ¢f a lord, 2 painful and unnat-
ural modésty. Tkis reminds me of a
vil-age tinker: e

“This tinker kad a rather crusty die-
pesition, and the pastor said to him one
da~

"My man, you should love your neigh-
bor as yourself."

~ “Yes, sir,” said the tinker.

“Bu* the pastor had in mind a nasty
bldek eye that the tinker had given the
bricklayer next door, and so he went on:

* ‘De youw, though: do you. honestly,
love your neighbor as yourself?

“*Yes, sir; oh, yes, sir,” said the tink-
er: and he added. ‘But I'm a modest man,
y=>'see, and to tell the truth, I ain't a bit
steek on mys=elf, sir.”"—Washington Star.

—ooo— ———

PAYING A NEAT COMPLIMENT.

Few minister: were better loved by
llw.ir flock than Bishop Reese. of Sa-
vannah, says the Boston Journzl. It is
told of him that when he was rector of
a parish he saw one of his parishioners
talking very emphatically to his son.

Dr. Reese called out:

“Hzllo, Tom! What are you goinz to
do with that boy of yours?”

The old map advanced to the door and
replied: “What am I going to do with
him? Well, I will tell you, doctor; I
am goinz to do witk my son what you
cannot do with ycurs.”

“Oh, indeed!” said the dect r, “and
pray what is thai?”

“Why. I'm going to make a better
man ¢f him than his father.”

————eeo—
PAPER FROM CCTTON STALKS.

Cotton stalks, it is toe uzht, may be
used for the manifacture of paper. 4
machine bas been patenced which swill
separate the brown bary from the inner
L Fite cand it is cicime ' that excollent
Paper puip may se malde frem the iatter.
From the bark a snhit’tuis for even
= manufaetured.

———o————

A HEAVY CNE.

dd

Lady Visitor—My dear man, isa’t
there an awful weight on your con-

science?
Prisoner—No,
on me ank'-

lady, de weight is

A GOOD MEDICINE FOR
THE SPRING

——

Do Not Use Harsh Purgatives—A
Tonic is All You Need.

Not exactly sick—but not feeling.
puite well.  That is the way most
people feel in the spring. Eaguly tired,
appetite  fickle, sometimes headaches,
and a feeling of depression, Pimplew'
or eruptions may appear on the sk, orj
there may be twinges of rheumatism or'
reuralgia. Any of these indicate thati
the blood is out of order—that the in-
door liie of winter has left its mark up-
on you and may easily develop into
more serious trouble.

Do not dose yourself with purgatives, -
as so many people do, in the hope that
You can put your blood right. Purga-
tives gallop through the eystem and
weakens instead of giving strength, Any
Goetor will tell you this is true. .What
you neel in &pring is a tomic that will'
make new blood and build up the
nerves. Dr. Wiliams’ Pink Pills is the
only medicine that can do this speedily,
safely and surely. Every dose of this
medicine makes new blood, which clears
the skin, strengthens the appetite and!
makes tired. depressed men, women and
children bright, active and strong. Mes.
Maude Bagz, Lemberg, Sask., says: *“1
can unhesitatingly recaanmend Dr. Wii-
liams’ Pink Pilis as a blood builder and
tonie. T was very much run down when
T bezan using the pills; and a few boxes
fully restored my health.”

Sold bv all medicine dealers or by
mail at 50 cents = box or six bexes for
$250 from The Dr. Williams® M:dicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

——ee————

WALLS OF CITIES

To Be Torn Down to Make Way for
Iimprovements.

The decision to abolish ithe -n2nt
wall surrounding Shanghai city is an in-
teresting sigm of the times as well as the
preliminary te an amui‘ious schumte of
development.

Scores of comios were at work ye:ter-
day, says the North China Daily Scas,
with pick and shovel on that portion of
the city rampart ~hih faces the sircet
leading to the old vamer [I'ne wall -
scif is several tims w-l-- taan the
alleyways along which pedestrians amd
rickshas made their devious and diffi-
cult way in that part of the city. Tho
space acquired by the removal of the
wall should therefore, if used to best
advantage, be of considerable value.

It appears to have been suddenly d:«-
covered that the wall is usciess as a
means of defence and that it is an ugly
impediment of the native yuart>es. The
work was put in hand immediately the
order went forth from the town hall
works department that it was to be
executed without fail.

The first section to be removed is that
stretching from near the old yamen
along by the Great East Gate to the
United Fire Brizade Buildings. The moat
or creek beneatn the wall is to be fiilad
in and it is reported a broad maloo is 1o
take its place.

The owners and inhabitants of shan-
ties on the wall have been order:d to
remove these, and any fences, material,
ete.. which would impede the prozcess
of the work. An outery might have been
expected, since the scheme had been
strongly opposed. but the order 11: been
quietly aceepted. In faet, veryv little
the work, even thcugh it imagmates
interest seems to have been arsus=d Ly
a striking change.

Two of the principal gates in the city
wall of Hangchow have been removed.
At Canton the Republican Government
has onlered an investigation as to the
population and the number of houses
along the wall inside and outside the
eity. The officials deputed to the work
are to report in a month, submitting a
list 'of the h and residents, to-
gether with a scheme for the demolition
of the entire city wall.

WOMEN IN ALL
PARTS OF CANADA

Tell of the Health Dodd’s Kidcey
Pilis Bring.

They Made a New Woman of Mrs.
Elie Amirauit Who Was a Victim
of Kidney Disease for Over a Year.

Amiranit’s Hill, Yarmouth Co.. N.S..

April  i.—(Special.)—"Four boxes of
Dodd’s Kidney Pills made a new woman
of me.” Those are the words of Mrs.
Elie Amirault, of this place. They are
words that have bheen used again and
azain by women in all parts of Can
ada who have suffered. and who havs
found relief and ecure in Dodd’s’ Kidpey
Pills. ;

*I suffered for over a year from kid
nev disease,” Mrs. Amirault continues
“Nothing I tried helped me. At last
some one told me to try Dodd’s Kidmey
Pills. Before I had finished the firs®
box I felt better. Four boxes made a
rew woman of me.™

No remedy ever given to the publi-
has brought health and happiness into
the lives of so many women as Dodd’s
Ridney Pills. This is because nine-tenths
of the ills to which women are subjeet
vome from diseased kidoeys. No woman
who mses Dodd’s Kidaey Pills ean have
Jdiseased kidneys. They always cure the
Kidneys.
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LONG LIVED MUSICIANS.

A Dr. Rozgers has been studying the
eifects of I tnstruments on the life
of musicians. The life of the
wind instrument 63. whil>
that of others is 62.

Thirty-four per ecnt.
eategory attzin 7O years.
on the flute, in Dr. Regzers’
de longevite” reaches on the
the age of 61. while the hauthois exe
eutant lives two yeurs linger.  Buglers
go two years better. and the clarinet
player lives till he is 65. Ile of the
ecornet only fails the allots span by one
vear. The ophieleide artist beats them
all. His time of life is from 75 to 80.--

— e

“I say, old man, is your wife s
blonde?” “She was when c<h: left for
Palm Beach last month. and [ Laver't
seem anything to the contrury in the s .
cietr papers.”—Washircton Herald

is
of former
formers
“echelin
average

the
P




