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A Bequest Granted.

Three times that hot September 
afternoon the Reichard»’ boarder 
had come into the Dillevile Railroad 
Station, which served also aa a tele
graph office, and had asked whether 
a message bad come for her. She 
vrae a «lender girl, ra'ber shabbily 
dressed and with a bright color, 
which came and went easily. She 
flashed as she S"ked her question 
for the third time : ‘ You’re sure 
there isn't anything for Marian H .
Swift r 1

The station agent smiled back at
her.

* We know who yon are all right,’ 
he said. ‘"I seen you the first day 
you came to Dillsville, when yon 
were sick. No, there ain’t nothing 
for yon.

Two friends of the station agent 
were lounging comfortably on the 
single truck and packing box which 
represented the snm total of Dillt- 
ville’s beggege. Onewf them came 
for ward to the little window.

» Perhaps they are slow this after, 
soon while it is so hot,1 he suggest
ed, oonsolifagly. fVr

< Perhaps,’ answered the Reiob- 
ard»’ boarder, faintly,

•You oome in a couple of boors,’ 
paid the station agent.

Once more the giil answered with 
a smile. Then she went out, lifting 
her umbrella to shield her from the 
sun, shimmering blindly over the 
hot tracks. She did not know bow 
to spend the ‘ oonple o’ boors.’ She 
could not go back to the Reicharde ; 
she had spent there the intervals 
between her other calls at the rail
road station, and she was now sup
posed to be taking a long walk. 
The Reiohards wen Id be puzzled ; 
they watched her little anxious 
hen».

Across the tricks there was a wide 
field, at it’s farther side willow trees 
and a stream. She would go over 
these sed lit dowe. Fortunately 
she bad a book, which would serve 
as an excuse. The villagers in the 
station would think that she was 
crasy, but they probably thought 
that already. Fiom the station win
dow the pen watched her across the 
fields. ‘She acts as when she was 
worried over something,' said the 
agent.

• Such writers are all queer,’ re
sponded one of the friends.

‘This young one is anyhow nice 
and common (friendly),’ said the sta
tion agent. • I hope something will 
pretty soon oome for her.’

Under the willow trees, Marion 
H. Swift sat down. There was no 
breeze but there was shade. The 
little stream was almost dry, bnt the 
tiny pools of water were reel to her 
tired eyes.

But neither shade nor water could 
soothe the remorse and anxieiy in 
her heart. She had betrayed—she 
said it to herself alood, with horror 
__she had betrayed her friends.

Four months ago she had come to 
the Reiohards to board. She had 
been sick, inexpressibly tired and 
worn. She was an orphan ; her 
small inheritance had taken her 
through college \ then, until nature 
had rebelled, she bad taught school 
by day and in the evenings had tried 
to write. In Jone the doctor had 
ordeted her away. He bad told her 
that not only her eyesight and her 
nerves demanded if, but that even 
life itself might depend upon it. He 
had recommended a little country 
town with a large boarding honse, 
and she, hardly able to pack her 
trunk and find her way to the sta
tion had mistaken the name of the 
town and had come to Dillsville in 
stead of Dillersville.

There the Reiohards had taken 
her in. She never knew how 
she bad come to select the country 
road which led to their bouse, the 
details of her journey were always 
dim. The Reiohards did not need 
to *ake boarders ; they were pros
perous farmers, Mies Sarah Ann, 
Miss Mary Ann, Mirs Lizzy Ann, 
and their brother, whom she always 
thought of as “ Miss” Peter, They 
were rich, not as people are 
rioh in New York, bat as people are 
in a prosperous iarmiog community. 
Even in New York, they would no 
have been poor.

Taey had pitied her and petted 
her, and kept her at a rate which, 
all hough it seemed adequate to them, 
was not a fuur'.u of what she would 
have bad to pay at Dillersville 
Sue had been able to stay f ur 
months instead of on», she had 
la-ge room, delicious food, long 
drives, end peace and comfort, such 
as no m^ney oould have bonght else 
where.

Rue was well again, as well, she 
said to herself, as she had ever been 
in ,11 her life. The laVling of a 
window-frame no longer sent hei 
into a spasm of nervousness ; she 
coaid : by herself without crying, 
end si ep without dreaming. And 
she oould write stories again, thanks 
to these kindly peuple. I

Aud then, afier months of friendly 
Gi -, jjter solicitous tempting of her 
app t to, #f er adjustment of th 
family ways U) her hours for writ, 
ing, after unspeakable kindness, she 
bud made fun of them, bell them np 
to ridicule. She bad written a story 
ab at them and bad sold it, a story 
harder and brighter and cleverer 
ahan any she had written before, and 
tf.o i it ft r a price wl job had nu .de 
iher gasp.

All the Reiohards were in it, with 
aifj tbeir fanny way* Ol speech *nd

trrns which 
.■occluded it 
cuttle of Hood’s 
ifter I began I 
was not long

raassns!
_ taking It I felt bette.

™5,F-

Itching Skin
Distress by day anfl night—
That's the complaint of tbows who 

are so unfortunate as to be afflicted 
with Eczema or Salt fthmm and out
ward applications do act cars. 
They can’t.

The source of the trouble is tn the 
blood—make that pure and this seal- 
'ng, burning, itching «Ms» diesaae will 
disappear. r> -, r\ ; '

I was taken with an ItcMag oo my 
proved . very, disagreeable. I
------- — —------- - feonght a

two days 
better end It 

Hava
r Bed

Ida B. W,

Hood's Sarsaparilla
rida the blood of all impurities and 
runes all eruptions.

thought ; they oould not be mis
taken . Mies Sarah Ann, who was 
growing deaf and was determined 
that no one should know it, was the 
chief character. She said yee when 
she should have said no, and no when 
she should have said yes, just as she 
did in real life. Miss Mary Ann, 
still unreconciled to spinsterhood, 
smiled and simpered, sod added 
false dark curls to her abundant gray 
hair. Mise L zzie Ann's inordinate 
curiosity complicated the story, as 
t complicated their lives. •• Miss” 
Piter—there was never a more de
lightful character than Miss Peter, 
or a character more made to an 
author’» band — be stood out so 
plainly that any one who had ever 
heard of him would recognize him 
at once. He had ambitions to write 
poetry—he had proudly exhibited 
his compositions, altogether exe
crable He was more of a woman 
than his sisters ; be had a high fal
setto voice ; be was plainly neat ; as 
a queer specimen be was delightful.

She put them ail into her story as 
they were, their strange appearance, 
iheir astonishing opinions, their 
amazing expressions. At one meal 
Miss Peter had given her a half 
digen remarkable sentences.

* The butter is already all. Sarah 
Ann,’ he would say, or 1 It often 
wondered me how this ham would 
eat itself, or 11 saw the doctor. His 
wife complains better this morning.’

But she bad not only photograph
ed them, she had maligned them. 
She had made tbeir exoeiaive thrift, 
their use of discarded floor-bags for 
the manufacture of nnderolothir g, 
tbeir oarefnt saving of every scrap, 
appear niggardliness, when it was 
not. She had told how they saved ; 
she had not told how they spent, or 
how many bushels of potatoes or 
bakings of rusk went to the poor. 
She had made them appear utterly 
ignorant, when they were ignorant 
only of books and were wise in 
tar more important things.

And for her, of all persons in the 
world, it was a crime to have repre
sented them thus, she whom, un
known, unfriended, they had succor
ed It was only two days ainoe she 
bad seen her ingratitude, her vile— 
nese, and m those two days it seemed 
to her she bad grown old, flot all 
her orphaned loneliness, nor her 
long struggle nor her privations bad 
so hart her, Through them she had 
continued to respect herself ; now 
she was sick at heart.

She had returned the check and 
asked that the story be sent back to 
her ; she had even explained to the 
editor her own meanness, and |be 
bad asked him to telegraph a re
sponse.

But no answer had oome. Sup
pose they insisted upon publishing 
the story ? It was true that the 
Reiohards read little, bnt a perverse 
late wonld be sure to put the mage
s'ne into her hands. Even if they 
did not see the story, she would feel 
it between them forever. She could 
accept no more of their kindness— 
these homely, dear people, the first 
real friends in her married life.

She forgo' that she oonld bo seen 
plainly "from the station, She did 
not remember to open her book ; she 
sat wiih her chin in her bands, star 
ing wreiphedly at the tiny stream.

When one of the station agent’s 
friends shouted at her, she jumped as 
if all her nervousness had returned. 
The man was running towards her, 
‘ Say !' he shouted, 1 Listen !’

‘ Yea,’ she answered. She had 
hardly strength to rise. Tue editor 
mlgnt say that it was impossible to 
grant her reqatet. ‘Is there a 
message Î’

1 He saya it is all right.’
1 What is all right ?’ She was not 

yet accustomed to DilUville's friendly 
hab't of interpreting a strenger’e 
ic| "grams.

1 The mho what telegraphed to 
you, He says it is id! rigb'. The 
agent, be is writing it down for you,'

The messenger, who had only 
half as far to go, r ached the station 
no sooner than Marian H gwilt, 
Tue agent wa- grinning in bis little 
bo* of an office.

TheTerrible Pains of
INDIGESTION

Mr, W aa. H. MsoBwen, Usant Try00, 
P.8.1, sayst—“ For more than a year I 
suffered with aU the terrible .paths el in
digestion, aad mv life wee one of the great
est misery. It did not seam to make aay 
difference whether I ate or not, the pains 
were always theca, aeeesn Denied by a severe 
bloating and a belohiog of wind. I did not 
even get relief at night, and sometimes 
hardly got a bit of sleep. ln my mieery I 
tried many remedies said to cure indigestion, 
but they did ms not me particle 3 good, 
and I fully expected that I would always 
be afflieted in this way. At this time my 
brother came home on a visit, and 
me to try MILBOKM’S LAXA-I 
PILLS, and got me a lew vials. By the 
time I had taken one vial L began to Im
prove and oonld eat with some relish. I 
was greatly sheared, and eontinned taking 
the pille antil all traces at the trouble had 
disappeared, and I could once more eat all 
kinds of food without the slightest iaoon- 
venienee. I am so firmly convinced of 
their virtue as a family medicine I have 
no hesitation in recommending them."

Milbnro'a Laxa-Liver Pills are 25c. per 
visl, or five for $1.00, at all dealers, or 
marled direct on receipt of price by The 
T. Mrlburn Co., Limited, Toronto, (hit.

1 Tneie,' he said, ey proudly as it 
he hSjd sent instead of haviug merely 
transmitted the telegram. 1 It says, 
‘ R quest granted.' That is the 
gone as ‘ All right/ ain’t ho?’

___ _ summer, it »
the natural time to store up 
iiealth and vitality for the

Scott’s
best

iiuii 
and quick»
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' Ob, yes I’ cried the girl, as If aha 
shaped hie friendly delusion. ‘Oh, 
thank you I’ She took the yellow 
slip from his hand and went down 
the track, since that was the shortest 
way home. She went swiftly at 
first then more slowly. Then sud
denly the smile died from her lips, 
fright esme into her eyes, and she 
stopped and stared about her. That 
overwhelming anxiety was gone, but 
there was another, different, but 
quite as terrible. The return of the 
oheok to the editor bda left; eight 
dollars in her pocket book, she ow
ing the Reiohards ten for two weeks 
board, and she had not another cent 
in the world.

She oould write now. Ideas, 
plots, characters thronged her mind. 
She could see how even the Beiob- 
arda oould be used as they really 
were, kind, wholesome, generous. 
She might even use their expres
sions, for, if she did it in a kindly 
spirit they would not care.

But she must have time. Good 
work was not done swiftly. And 
meanwhile how should she live 1 
Where should she go; how support 
herself ? Her position in New York 
was gone ; she knew of no other. 
Id all her independent life she had 
never been so reduced da this.

Just before her the tiny stream 
crossed the road. She laid her open 
umbrella on the grata end sat down 
on the bank. She must try to thiok. 
She could not ask the Reiohards to 
trust her—she uouid not. Already 
she was in debt to them. The case 
seemed hopeless.

It was almost dark when she fin
ally came up the road to the Riioh 
arde house. September evenings 
were jooI, although the days were 
so stifliog. The Reiohards sitting 
on the porch wore shawls. Even 
Mies Peter, alarmed at the board
er’s absence, and about to start to 
find her, had pat a shawl across hie 
shoulders. He was perfectly ab
ord, was Miss Peter.

' Ah, there she is coming !’ he 
cried.

• To be sure she is coming 1’ said 
Miss Mary Ann, scornful of Peter’s 
anxiety, and totally forgetting that 
she had walked down the road at 
least five times during the last hour,

1 What did you aay V asked Miss 
Sarah Ann, acknowledging her infirm 
ity for once.

‘ I just wondered where she wss sll 
this time,’ said Miss Lizzie Ann, 
yielding also to her infirmity. ‘ Per
haps she was lost.’

‘As if a writer would be dumb 
enough to be lost in Dillsville !’ said 
Miss Mary Ann.

Miss Lizzie Ann delivered herself 
suddenly of a great sigh, * Dillsville 
is much too dumb for her I’

' I lay so, too f, cried Mias Miry 
Ann.

' And I,’ echoed Miss Sarah Ann, 
who had not the least idea what the 
others bad said. Io reality, their re
marks were the end of a long argu
ment with Peter, in which they had 
proved him mistaken.

Peter looked up at bis three stout 
sisters as they stood io the dusk. 
He'had not yet acknowledged him
self mistaken. In another moment 
be would prove—he prayed that he 
might prove that they were wrong. 
He looked down at the slender figure 
approaching.

' Oh, I am sorry to be late !’ said 
the boarder, wearily, ‘ I—I went too 
far.’

For an instant Peter, to whom the 
apology seemed to be addressed, made 
oo response.

' Say/ he began suddenly, ‘ Is it so 
that Dillsville is too dumb for you ?’

‘ Dillsville dumb F faltered the 
boarder. Had they heard io some 
mysterious way of her perfidy ? ‘ No,
it is—it is—’ She looked about the 
broad farmhouse, the sheltering trees, 
the (our dim, shawled figures. ' It is 
the dearest place in the world f

Now, then/ cried Peter triumph
antly to Miss Maty Ann and the 
others. He looked at the boarder 
once more. She was close at band 
now ; she clutched the umbrella to 
ber breast, as if it gave her courage.

‘ Well, then, I have something to 
say,' announced Miss Peter. 1 We 
are tired of this b warding.’

1 Yea,’ cried Misa Mary Ana, re
provingly. ‘ You always tali so 
dumb. He don’t mean you shall go ! 
He means you shan’t board any more. 
You shall visit.’

1 Visit I’ repeated the stranger.
Miss Peter held up his hand. tje 

raised his queer voice so that Miss 
Sarah Ann could hear. ‘ You are 
dumber yet than I, Mary Ann/ he 
said. ‘We don't mean board, nor 
yet visit, we mean stay,’

' Siay 1’ echoed the girl, once more
‘ Yes,’ said Miss Peter. ‘ You 

must understand us once We are 
getting old. We have nobody. We 
are alone, We want you should 
stay.'

' For always,’ said Miss Sarah Ann.
‘ Like such a cousiot,’ explained 

Miss Mary Ann.
‘ Or like a brother’s or sister’s 

child,’ said Miss Lizzie Ann, ' or like 
a daughter.’

‘Will you?' added Miss Peter. 
Again the stranger could only pc’ o 

faintly. ' Will II’ she cried, . ri
fully.

‘ Well, then,' said Miss Peter, prac
tically, 1 That is settled. Now com* 
in and eat a little something.’—Elsie 
Singmaster, in Youth’s Companion .

There is nothing harsh about Laxa 
Jiiyer ^jlls. They cure Constipation, 
Dispepsia, Sick IleâjJaçbe, lnc j 
Bilious Spells without griping, purging 
or sickness Price ijc'x.

’ Why on earth do you come to me 
to borrow money, Billups ?’ said Hark 
sway peevishly, ‘ Why don’t you go 
to Jorrocks? He’s the profperooa 
looking member of our set.’

* That’s jost it, Harkswsy,’ said 
Billups. Jorrocks looks ao very pros 
perous that I am quite sure he spends 
every peony be makes, but y On, old 
man—you dress like a man who saves 
his money. ’

P. 8. — He didn’t get it.

Wire Wounds.

My mare, a very valuable one, was 
badly bruised and cut by being caught 
io a wire fence. Some of the wounds 
would not heal, although I tried many 
different^ medicines. Dr. Bell ad
vised me to use MINARD’S LINI
MENT, diluted at first, then stronger 
as the sores began to look better, un
til after three weeks, the sores have 
healed, and beat of all, the hair is 
growing well, aud is NOT WHITE ts 
is most always the case in horse 
wounds.

F. M. DOTJCET.
Weymou'h -

‘ I suppose your clerks are sll Re
publicans ?’

' No,' said the merchant. ‘ 1 hire 
the best men, irrespective of tbeir 
politics.’

1 What a queer way to run a busi
ness ? commented the politician.

Minard’s
Diphtheria

Liniment 'cures

Girl—My farver once broke in a 
shop and pinched a diamond brooch.

Policeman’*, son — That ain’t nul- 
fin". My farver pinched ’im.

Beware 01 Worms.

Don’t let worms gnaw at the vitals 
of your children. Give them Dr. Low’s 
Pleasant Worm Syrup and they’ll soon 
be rid of these parasites. Price 50c.

' The doctor says I have mental in
digestion.'

‘ What on earth is that ?’
‘ Seems I'm reading more baseball 

news than I cm assimilate.’

A Sensible Merchant

Milburn’s Sterling Headache Pow
ders give women prompt relief from 
monthly pains and leave no bad 
after effetes whatever. Be sure you 
get Milburn’s. Price 35 and o cts.

‘ Won't you try a piece of my wife’s 
angel cake ?'

1 Will it mage an agel of me ?’
’ That will depend on the kind of 

life you have led.’

Mr H. Wilkinson, Stratford, Oot , 
says :-*-It affords me much pleasure 
to say that I experienced great relief 
from Muscular Rheumatism by using 
two boxes of Milburn’s Rheumatic 
Pills. Price a box 50c.

Cholera Infantum
is one of the 

Most Fatal Diseases 
of Young Children

Mothers should look well after ^heji 
children during the hot summer months, 
as this is the time of year this trouble 
iq most prevalent.

If any of your children become troubled 
in this way it will not pay you to e*r 
périment with some new and untried 
remedy.

Get one having stood the test of time. 
Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild Strawberry 
has been on the market for over 65 years 
and we havp yet to hear of a case of 
cholera infantum it has not cured.

Mrs. 8. S. JohnstQQp, Qçhre flivpr, 
Man., writes:—“About four years ago I 
gave Dr. Fowler’s Extract of Wild 
Strawberry a good teat.

“ My oldest eon, five years old, got very 
bad with cholera infantum; two days 
after my next son took it ; Mid the third 
day my little girl also took it. I doctored 
with all kinds of things but they kept 
on getting worse and the doctors could 
do them no good. I then started the 
Dr. Fowler’s Extract pf Wild Strawberry 
and after two or three days could see a 
difference, so kept on with the treatment, 
but they were so bad it took about two 
weeIçs t<? pomplete the cure.

Different people have asked me hew 
I saved my children’s lives that time, 
and I always say it was Dr. Fowler's 
Extract of Wild Strawberry. I am, now, 
oevgr without it in the house.”

Price 35 cents.
Manufactured only by The T. Milbura 

Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont.

You can save 
money as well 
as add to your 
character and 
appearance by 
wearing made- 
to-order clothes.

You Cannot Buy

Made-to-Order

CLOTHES
Cheaper than

WE SELL THEM.

MR. MAN—We Can Save You Money on Your
CLOTHES.

Some men think that when they spend their money for a 
Ready-made suit, that they are buying their clothes at the 
smallest possible cost. They think only of the first cost» 
They do not consider that if they would spend a few dollars 
extra and have a suit made for them by a good tailor, that it 
would wear at least double as long, and from this standpoint 
alone, they would be saving. And then again, in a tailor made 
suit along with getting at least double the wear, you get style 
and good looks that stay, you get comfort and satisfaction 
that can only be had in a made-to-order suit. Are not these 
features worth from three to five dollars extra ?

Buy Your Next Suit Here.
When you want your Spring Suit come here, look over 

the hundreds of different cloths we have, pick one that 
pleases you and let us build you a suit. We will put the 
finest of work on it, and use the very best of everything in 
it’s make-up ; we will make it to fit you perfectly, and in the 
newest style, and when finished you will be so pleased with 
it that you will never wear a ready-made again..

153

Qaean Street MacLellan Bros.,
Merchant Tailors.

Biting.

Sü

For New 
Buildings

We carry the finest line of

Hardware

A BIG TEN DAYS’

SHOE SALE!
-:o:-

to be found in any store. 

Architects, Builders and Contractors, will find our line 

of goods the newest in design, the most adaptable and im

proved, and of the highest standard of merit in quality and 

urability.

Also a full line of pumps and piping.

Stanley, Shaw & Peardon.
June 12, 1907.

Fail and Winter Weaterh
-:o:-

Fall and Winter weather calls for prompt attention
to the

Repairing, Gleaning and lïlaking ol Closing,
We are still at the old stand,

raiITOB 3TRHST, OHAHLOTTETOWN

Giving all orders strict attention.

Our work is reliable, and our prices please our customers.

h. McMillan

Here is a chance you will never get again.

150 Pairs of Men’s

American Lace Boots
Goodyear Welted, Velvour Calf, made on two different 
lasts, medium heavy oak sole — “a beauty” comfort. 
Compare them with any Five Dollar Boot in the city.

Ten Days Only—$3.50 a Pair.
We have also RUSSIAN CALF and PATENT at the same 
price. All new stock.

They’ve got the lead, they’ve got the style,
They’ve got all others beat a mile.

Hockey Boots ! Hockey Boots !
We lead for Low Prices on Hockey Boots. A good Boy’s 
Hockey Boot at $1.66, Men’s $3.00 a pair. Others at 
$1.75, $1.85 and $2.25 a pair.

A. E. McEACHEN
THE! SHIOEMAIT

82 Queen Street, - - Charlottetown, :P.E. I.


