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Right at Last

“Weli, svinepouy nas burnt ‘it, any-
way,” said Royec, pomting his foot at
the fire; “there are bits of tne woou
sinouldering now. And there is a lot of
paper ashes, too,” he added. “Why,
Beree, duscany opinion you flung tha
ptecious will on the fire!’ A

“Nonsense!” exclaimed Bertie, impa-
tienuy; L am ont such a 100l a3 wo av
that! What are you about ” for Royce
had gone down on his knees and was
stiring about the ashes under the grate,

“iooking for the will, my dear boy,”
he said, hightly.- “No, there is no trace

Stop- What’s thist” and he he.d
the fragment he had cut off and halt
burned.

Bertie tock ii, and his face went paje
as he gazed at the scrap of paper.
“Great Heavens, Royce!™ he exelaim-

under his breath. “this is it!”

Ilevee rese and brushed the dust from

tiouser knees before answering.

“Are you sure?” he said.

“Sure! © Yes! Here are the words,
‘Last Wil and Testament!” Great heay-
what is to be done? [ will take my
oath that I didn’t put it on the fire,
Royzeet”

od

ens!

ce looked -at his distressed and

X ous countenance and laughed easily,
“i{ not, who did?” he said. lightly.

*1; must have heen that idiot of a man
¢ mine!” replied Bertie, agitatedly.

“ling and ask him,” said Royce, cool-

rtie rang the bell anl the valet ap-
:d.

“tlave you been burning anything ”
e asked.

I'tte man looked from one to the other,
Burning? Oh, yes, my lord. [ eleaned
up the litter and put it on the fire.”

“1 told you—--" said Royce.

Pertie interrupted him.

“The litter, you rooi; you mean the
peces of wood, the bhits of fraine on the
table. But did yoen burn any papers?”

I'he man began to look anxious.

“Well, yes, my lord, Licleared out the
wasie-paper basket.”

“Didr’t I tell you?” murmured Royce.

“Only the waste-paper basket?” de-
niauded Bertie.

“Yes, my lord, only (he basket, as—
a~ lar as I can remember!”

“There!” interjected Royce,

“As far as you can remember!
idiat, it is only a few minutes ago
eried Bertie, “W lid you burnt Wae
there a paper, a Tuided paper amongst
et

the

cewed.

“Really, my lord——" he began.

Bertie seized a newspaper and folded
it up-in the shape of the will.

“Lgok at that.” lie said. *“Was there
» é,z:er, a written paper, folded like
th.ffr

The man’s face cleared.

“No, my lord, | am certain there was
not.” he said, positively.

Hoyee  shrugged  his shoulders
helti up the burnt serap.

“I am afrail you have made a mis-
taky,” he said. “Lord Dewsbury has
missed a paper like lhat he deseribes,
atit T find a piece of it in the grate
half burned.”

The valet colorad.
don’t understand it, my lord,” he
in a troubled voice. *I could al-
mo-{ swear that Lhere was no paper of
thel deseription wmongst those 1 burnt.”

*Almost’ ar!” rewmarked Royee,
sieaificantly.

“isreat heavens!™ exclaimed Boertie,

cre, get ot of my sight ! he added.

il the miserahle, perplexed valet hast-
=What to be done,

You

Vo

valet jooked confused and dis-

and

sty

W

ded to obey. is
woe P’
What do
i
“Why, this-'mz  wiil, yon know!”
snid Bertie; “it mng of the utmosg
inportance. 1 wish heaven U'd read |
it. Great powers! a will, you know, is |
tand he strode up aml |

vl meant said Royee,

he
o
~erious thing!
his room.
vee flung himsell into a chair and
Longhed.
My dear 1B
me laugh!
earth shoull you att
Lo this will?”
“What?” exclaimed Jertie '&lr)pllill;_"
aloat and eyeing him in wmazeemnt, |
“1 say. why should you upset yn:n‘»!
Jf about it said Royee, coolly. * I!
|
|
|
|

©ohe said, “you make
vour pardon! Why on
ach any importance

e
fon't myseli thisk it was anything but
a oraft, jusi the untlines of a will to
be copied by the lawyer.”
Vertie’s face goe < dark.
Jut Hi:ppnii!' hat it wasa genuine
Loit ign’t of any value!”
“Not of any value? Why not?”
“jiccause the last will Lord Arrowfisld
tavor of Stuars Villiars,
one. of courss,
the ppaer it

w

made was_in
and this was n
therefore

written on!”

“Doryou think
d.mht{ully.

[ don’t think 1 amgsure!™ respond-
ed Royce. “Evidently it was of no im-
P r'.:u;vv. or it wouldn't have been shov-
~d behind that picture.  You may de.
petd upon it, someone ~onsidered it
+te paper, and used it to hack up the
painting, just as he would have used an
o'd newspaper if at had been handy.”

Piertie’s favs cieared,

“1f you think that, why I am.fess un-
va-e aboub il; but perbaps 1€ better
vooand tell old Craddoex abert it

“ff you take wmy advice you won't do
avvihing of kind ™ said  Roycee.
“\\ hat good will it do? You will he
waking a stiv for ne purposal You
Javen't got the willl you knowy nd, |
Jdon't want to make you angry, my dear
I'ertic, but lawyers are unbelieving ani-
wa's, and 1 shouldn’t be surprised if old

o to  eredit . your

{ormer

ol not worth
R

said Bertie,
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go to him and

Y=zcavered a will of
and he'll aay, “In w
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“know? He will say, ‘Produce the will!’
‘Oh,” you reply, ‘1, or my servant have
Pburnt it!” My dear fellow, old Craa-
dock will laugh at you, and, to put it
bluntly, so will the rest ot the world.”

“l don’t like saying nothing about
it,” said Bertie, troubled and perplex-
ed. “Why, Royce, it looks as if—as if
I had destroyed it -purposely.”

Royce laughed.

“So it does, rather; but what does it
matter? Depend upon it, you have only
done what the man who made the will
intended to do, or he wouldn’t have us-
ed it to back up a picture frame. Make
yoar mind easy. Say nothing to any
one; remember, you cannot do any good
if you publish the story on the house-
tops. What does it amount to?—an old
and useless will is discovered by you, and
it’s burnt. Useful or uscless, there it
is,- or rather, there it isn’t!”

“I think you are right,” said Bertie.
“It stands to reason that old Arrowfield
would have sent the will to his lawyer
if it really were the last one, and—any
way, I'll say nothing about it for the
present; but if I meet Stuart Villiers F'l
mention it.”

Royce shrugged his shoulders.

“You might do that,” he said, non-
chalently; “but, if you take my advice,
you won’t even mention it to him. I
must be going now, old fellow., Thanks
once more!  Neither I nor she will ever
forget last night and all you did!”

He <hook hands and got out into the
street.

As he did so his hand went to the
breast pocl.et of his coat where the will
lay; it seemed to burn him like a sheet
of red-hot iron. He had played his part
well, but at a cost which had strained
every merve,

As a mtan who had been snatched back
from the precipice looks down with a
“shudder at the awful depths below, he
looked back at the dreadful moment of
doubt and uncertainty while he waited
to hear if Bertie hadr®d the will.

But he had not, and the game was in
Mordaunt Royce’s hands.

He went to his rooms in Mount street,
and lecking the door, took out the will
and read and re-read it. Lord Arrow-
field had been something ot a lawyer,
and it was drawn up clearly, distinctly
and with care. Royce knew enough of
wills to feel sure that this would stand
in any court of law, and that if Stuirt
Villiars fought it, he could not upset it.

Joan Ormisby was entitled to the es-
tates and moneys of Lord Arrowfield,
and she was to be Mordaunt Royce’s
wife!

His eyes glittered, his mouth watered.
What could he not do with such wealth?
Ile was clever, young, possessed of the
kind of ability which goes to make a
leader amongst men. .

He would get a seat in the House of
Commons, would take oflice, gain a peer-
age! Lord Royce of Decrcombe, or per-
haps Earl of Deercombe, tor they would
live at the grand old mansion in Devon-
shire and be the great people there! As
for Joan, she would have everything
in the worid that could make her hap-
py. His love should surround her like
a guardian and ministering angel! How
proud he woutd be of her! How proud
she should Le of him! /He would become
the leading man in the country, he who
had onee peen a boy of the gutter, the
lad whom old Craducek had picked out
of the city mud!  fnt there was no time
Lo be lost; he was wa 1, 50 to speak,
Inthe face or a voleano, and there would
be no surety of sucecss, no satety indeed,
antil Jdoan was s wite,

That eveni
book in her
not
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g Joun was sitting with a
wand besule the aire, but
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Lord 1 contession ol love
vecalled, iu manly tepderness, the
passionaie avowal of~Seunart  Villiars.
Jinee more she secmed to be standing
on the Deercombe cliffs, listening to his
musical voice pouring forth his tove for
her. Once more sie scemed to stand be
hind the folding doors in the rooms in
Piceadilly, listening to Bertie and- Lord
Pontelere while they made plain to her
the charaeter of Stiart Vilhares and her
own peril.

had

1t~

And onecagain she asked horself, with |

an aching héart and perpleying sense of
bewildermient, Why had Stuart © Liliars
atiempied her rain and yet o come will-
ing to marry Miss Mazurka?

She strove to put the thoughts from
iers she had resoived (o forget the past,
and more than all eise, Stuare Villiars,
It was her duty to do o, indeed, for
wis she not the promised wide of Mor-
dannt Royee?

On the table besida hor the
morning  papers containing an avconnt
waf the play and the unfirtunate firve
which had destroyed the theatre.

The eriticn exhausted their adjectives
in their praise of her. She waas all that
was talented and  clever—a  positive
genius, in fact; and her future, so the
principal daily declared, must of neces-

were

¢ sity be a brilliant and triumphant one.

There was al<o a lettsr fromn Mr, Gif-
tard, regretting  the  fire on his
own  acount, but remarking that
he deplored it as.  deeply  ‘on
another, namely, the sudden inter-
ruption to Miss Ida Trevelvan’s sticcess-
ful career. Ille was, however, ho hegged
to state ,elveady negotiating for Hl: use
of theatre while  the Coronet
wis rebuilding, and trosted soon to have
the pleasure of announcing that M
Trevelyan would soon make her annwe
ance in A Ialse Love.” In angther col-
umu of the paper was an aceount « ¢t}
bur:ing of the theatre and Miss Tre

's gallant vrescue from a te
Lord- Dewshury. While ex
ing Be > hernizm, -the reporter
emphatic dn his pr of Miszs Trevel-

and "dec that the
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of her own life, to | day. and
to retain their ccats | afraid to trust

'
reporter asserted, ‘‘have
metropolis into mourn-l

would, so the
plunged this
ing."”

The papers seemed full of her, andl
Joan, as_she vecalled the time, so few
weeks ago, when she wandered hmn-l
lss and helpless, destitute and forlorn, |
about the cold London stréets, and com- |
pared it with the present period of
fame and prosperity, felt with self-re-
proach that she ought to be happy and ,

o thankful.

|

But somehow there was a dull aching |
at her heart, and in her innermost soul
she felt that she would give all she
possessed—fame, popularity, and future
wealth—to bhe once more the girl who
stood on Deercombe Cliffs with Stuart |
Villiars’ arm around her waist and his |
vows of love in her ears.

So she sat, with her~bopk in her hand
but her eves fixed on the fire, and it |
was with a start, and something like 31
guilty flush, that she heard the door |
open and the servant announce Mr. Mor- |
daunt Royce.

What right had she to be dwelling on
the past and Stuart Villiars, now that
she was betrothed to another?

Royce stood for a moment in the door-
way looking at her. It seemedjto him
that her beauty had increased during |
the last fow weeks, and it struck him |
at the moment that he had never secen
a lovelier picture than she made, sit-
ting there in the glow of the fire, with
that soft, war mflush on her face.

“I am back again, like a bad penny,”
he said, coming to her side and raising
her hand to s lips.

“Has anything happened?’” she said,
glancing up at him and allowing her
hand to remain in his. Had he not , n-
deed, a right to hold it?

““No, nothing!”’ he said. “But know-
ing that you were at home, I could not
keep away. I should have gone to the
theatre if you had been there! I am
neve rhappy unless I have you in my
sight !”

“Poor theatre!”
sigh.

“Yes, but the papers’ regret for the
fire seems to be principally because it
removes Miss Ida Trevalyan from the
public gaze for awhile.”

“Everybody is too good and kind to
m,” said Joan. softly.

“Yes,”” he said; ‘““because they seem to
think that Miss Trevelyan is  their
own special property; ereas she is
mine, is she not?”’ he said, bending over
her tend-rly.

Joan did not reply.

“Sometimes,” he went on, in the low
voice whieh he knew so well how to
make musical, ‘“‘sometimes L-feel in-
clined to be jealous of the many-headed
public, and to feel that if I had a sword
big enough I should like to slay it. Last
night, for instance, I left the theatre be-
cause I could not bear the thought that
so many hundreds of people had the
right, by paying for it, to look upon
you and regard you as their scrvant.”

Joan still remained silent.

“I don’t think you can kmow, or can
fecl what I suffer sometimes on that
score, my darling!” he went on. L {4
you did, I think—for I know your t:n-
der heart so well '—that you would hs-
ten to what I have come to say!”

“What . have yvou come to say?”’ she
asked, in a low voice, an inward shiver
running through her.

*What I have scarcely courige en-
ough to put into words, dearest!” ne ve-
plied.

As he spoke he put his hanl to his
breast, against which the vill iay Jurn-
ing him, as it seemed, so intensely con-

ous. was he of its presence.

“Don’t be angry, Ida,”’Ne armarci.
“Bear with me, as if I aer a eziovs
boy if you like, but try to realize what
a jealous boy must feel .who sces the
girl he loves standing before z gapieg
crowd - every night, sharing with
them what he feels ought to
them what he feels ought
to belong  only to him, ner
beauty aud the nameless charm of her
N Ida, dearest, yon know 1 love

she said, with a

presence,

you?”
“*Yes,?

andibly.
1 Jove you a-s

prarmared  Joan, alimost in-
des ‘as a man can
love.. 1 am never kappy unless 1 can
see and hear you. There is nat an hour
of the day in whieh T do not think of
vou. Ah! if you only loved me half as
well as § love you!” and lie sighed.

“I know—-1 know how good and troe
you are,” said Joau, faintly. 1 wish—I
wish--"

“—That ven could as |
serve, you were going to say,” he said.
“Ah, don't wish that, or you would love
me so little— my deserts are so small!
‘They consist in loving you with all my
heart and soul. that is all.”’

There wis a moment’s silence,

Joan sat looking at the fire, feeling
as the bird feels who finds itselr canght
in the fowler's net and ~ees it captor’s
hand approach to grasp it

“Apd now for my request, for it is a
request. dearest,” he mumnurad. “lda,
1 want you to ake pity on ne!”

“Pity!" she asltered.

“Yes, pity!™ he said: “for at present
I am miserable. 1 shall always be until
vou grant me wmy reguest.  lda, dearest,
[ want you to be veally mine; I want
you to marry me.”

Joan turned pale to the lips.

“[—-[ have promiscd to marry’ you.”
she said. oy 2

“Yes, dearest. Do yow think that T
do not carry that promise aboul with
me, written in my innermost heart? But
1 want you to marry me soon. [Ida. wiil
you be my wile in a fortnight from
now " s

He had put it abruptly, almost stern-
ly, in his intense anxipty, and the words
seemed to stun Joan.

“A fortnight.” she repeated. dully,
with a cateh in her breatii.

“Yes,” he said, gently, persuasively:
“why should you not? You know that
I love you, you know how dearly I look
forward to making you my wite; wiy
should we not be married at once? Ah,
dearest, T feel that once my wife, T
could ‘casily teach you, to love me. lda,
sy ‘ves"

“f--1 faltered Joan. feeling as if |
the fowler's hand ‘was already grasping
her.

“Think, dearest. Yate iz on gy side;
vou cannot play for three weeks, T have
seen Mr. Giffard: there is a difficalty
about a theatre. that will give a weekk
for the honevmoon. Oh, Ida. don't cast
me down from my giddy height! Thave
been dwellivg upon my happiness all

ida, say tve You are not
vourself with me, dear-

love e de-

| and Kidneys hothered me. I was

cst ?” he murmured’ fervently,
“Afraid ™ qaid Jean. almost hoarsely;

{OOK THE ADVIGE
OF HER FRIENDS

And Dodd’s Kidney Pills Made
Mrs. Painchaud Well.

She Inherited 1ll-health From Her
Parents, and for Seven Years Was
a Sufferer From Kidney and Heart
Troubte. e

Whitworth, Temiscouta Co., Que.,
Feb, 20. —(Special) — That she took
the advice of "her friends and used
Dodd’s Kidney Pills is the reason Mrs.
Julien Painchaud, of this place, gives
for the perfect health that shows in
her every movement.

“I inherited ill-health from my par-
ents,” Mrs, Painchaud says in an in-
terview, “For seven .years my llearlt

al-
ways tired and nervous. I could nuit
sleep. My eyes had dark circles round
them, and were pufied and swollen.

“I could hardly do my housework
when 1 was advised to try Dodd’s;Kid-
ney Pills. One¢ box relieved me o pain,
and six boxes made me perfectly well.”

Every woman who is feeling fagged,
tired and worn out, should use Dodd’s
Kidney Pills. They cure the Kidneys,
and every woman’s health depends on
her Kidneys. Healthy Kidneys mean
pure blood, and pure blood carries new
life to run down organs which supply
the body with energy.

If you're a suffering woman ask
your friends. They’ll t=ll you out of
their  own experience to use Dodd’s
Kidney Pills.

“it is of myself T am afraid.”

“Do ret be,” he said ferverently. “I
will answer for you. Once you are my
wife, T will answer for your happiness.
Dearest, do not be afraid. Such love as
mine laughs at fear. If I thqught that
there was any doubt of my making you
happy, I would go from you now; yes,
and never trcuble you more.”

What could she say?

She had given ner word, she had
promised to be hig wife; now, a fort-
night, a year hence cculd not matter.

“Say ‘ves;” dearest,” he whispered.
“We will keep it very quiet. Tt shall be
a private wedding—just curselves  and
Emily and her father—no mere. Say
‘yes? dear Ida.”

“Yos,” she murninured. faintly.
wish it.”

“I do,” e said. his face {urzing pale
with the sudden feeling of relief and
triumph. “I do wish it. T will tell you
why afterwards. Ah, dearest, love, how
can I thank you? Y can only say, ‘I
love you, I“love you!' and that you
know already.”

e left her a few minutes aflerwards
and went towards howe, feeling as if
he were treading on air.

_Only a fortnight between him and the
beautiful creature with whom hali of
London was in love; only a fortnight
between him and a couple of millions of
wealth.

While he had been pursuading Joan
incident had occurred in Mount
seemingly commonplace

“If yen

an
street which,

9

and usual cncugh, was fated to prove-

of some importance in Mordaunt Royce's
future.

A four-wheeled cab, having a lady and
her maid inside and a pile of boxes on
the roof, drove down Moumnt street and
stopped at No. 119,

The lady got out and knocked al the
door, and a servant opencd it

(To be Continued.)
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Shilohs Cure

ckly stops col cures colds, heals
the throat aad lung » s =« 25 cents.

SIX-PIECE PIES.

staurants sand hotels may
this new device a labor saver where
the national pie appetite runs high.
It chops up a pie,into six neat and
equal pieces, at Once ‘strole of the
knives.,

—_— e
GUESSING PARTY.
A sheei is hung up.
Celebritics are shown o nil
A lantern is one of the ye
Invitations read, “An evening
colebrities.” ;
Euch guest
¢il attached.
Sowmebody  represenis  Mus,
making the annotunceents,
Thirty seconds should bHe allowed to
guests for h answe:,
The guezses should vary, eoms heinyg
edsy and sume diffien!t.
~ Queen Klizabeth, Bluebeard and Pres-
fdent Taft wonld rank as snsy,
—————

L HETEN

with
is given a eurd with a pen.

Jariey,

Canal Worker’s Experience

Some time ago [ came to this place o
work on the canal and throngh inclement
weather and exposure contescted  the
woret kind of neuralgia. The pain would
§il) my forchead so that | eonldn’t see;
it was just awful. 1 went to a druggiy
in town and was advised o use u &
bpttle of Nerviline. That was the hes
advice and the best medicine [ ever got.
I will always recommend Nérviline for
any ache or pain. It is 30 etrope and
penetrating it is bound to sigre

(Signed) A. B Giorgl,
Trint.

Doctors will tel]l vou that not
thepure~t most heal
drugs are nsed in Nerviiin
it is so safe for géneral Ay
the baby as well ax the pa
haven’t tried Nerviline, Jo so now
neighbors are almost to know
its manifold merits anl uses.

your
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AMONG THE INSANE

few Non-Enciish Speaking People.

rounu n the Asyluin.

(Brantford rxpositor.)
The amaual reporc upon wiae hospitals
Lor

Lie dasalle IOr Lag Yroviaice suows

vildy Oul ddadduC puplia cd VW dlnouies
WU owya0d, UL WUV &yueck W0 ALES Ala

SpUVE LGNS, sl gk Deally Cudiey

YUALABE patities.  aaclS dis 400 pu
CavallS uss Aladle sl cile DAL dudpae
SAADy W ALLE LUC Lutad auebaasivils LLosd Las
.,uu:u; SauLe wde bigaulling ddve  DeEca
wos.

adere were 8:3 pat.cnos admicted dur-
wie causes aangied

ava Alsdluc)y Are as> IvuOws;

sy wle deal, ada
MUldi,
Adverse conditihus, suen as loss of

Iriends, bUsINEss L1OUD.LS, eLe. ...
Mentar sualus, woiry and over-

WK S0 s s e ees
Henglous excitement ...
LOve atlairs, inciuaing <eduction ..
vngnt sand nervous snuvex . S¥. .,

Phaysical,
Alecoholism ...
Sexual excess
Venercal diseases
Masturbation
Insolation- ... ... ...
Accident or injury ...
Pregnancy
Pariurition and
lactation s
Climacterie period ...
Fevern,  io is s dae Wi
Privation and oyerwork ..
Epilepsy
Other convu
~ses of brai
Senility Ak e
phthaimic goitre ...
demie influenza . .
Abuse of drugs ... ...
Other aute-infection
Other bodily diseases ...
Hereditary.
i deflct
tained 118

SEANBABE 2 | vho s’ SN el e 2

Of the paticnts admitied during the
vear 241 weie known to yave an hered
ilur.y temlensy {o insanity, 277 had no

i wid of ro information
ootained on this point.

OF the 843 adwissions 302 were sing'e
and 404 married, while the religious pic-
ferences were as follows:

Baptiats

Congreg,

Episcog 3 H
Mcthodists ... 184
Presbyterians . ... ... ... e
Roman Catholies 16t
Other denominaiions ... 95
Unasderta 40
ad-

70

125

puerperium ..

disvases
and skunl

32

63

a

ns

itics of the patients
mitted du he year were:

Bora in Cana

Greece ...
Ireland
Italy
tsumanip
AR L s 8
Sootlangd’ oo il 34
NUAES AROVICN 50 o ails swsr ain-miete 1
Swuden v gtens yiB% 4
UNILed SERTAR - 1oie ovivr wpv i 19
Unaserrtained ... o <0 50 oo b

A striking feature of the above tabie
is the smal' number of fon-English-
speaking peovle who have found their
way into our asylums.  Canada alona
furnizhes 612 out of the 2 patients,
while Fu nd. Treland snd Neotland fur-
nisit most of the others,

ey

Obstinats Open Sores Are
Hoaled by Zam-Buk,

For sores  whicl® defy all ordinary
remedics, Zam-Buk s<iould be tried. Old
wounds,  var uleers, cold eracks,
blood-poizoning. and  chroniec skin dis-
eases cannot resist the healing influence

it herbal Lalm,
Bourgue. ¢f Notre Dame,
Kent Co., . gives the following ac-
counut of what Zam-Buk did for her af-
ter various other ovintiments and salves
kad failed. She writes:

“For months 1 saffered with a ron-
nigg core on my leg 1 tried several
ointments and salves, but none of them
could bring about wn cure. The sore
would just heal over, and then break
out agair. 1 read in a newspaper. one
dav, of the good Zam-Buk had.,done,
and’ =0 1 determined to try it and see
what baim would do for me, 1
also pu ed some Zam-Buk Soap.

1 washed (he sore night and moruimg
and- thea applied  the
I continued with this treatment,
and after uai Zam-Buk for a few
weeks the sore wies completely healed.
I have recommended Zam-Buk to ane or
two ! my irie for sores, and iy eir
cases it has been equally etvecti

All druggiste and stores sell Zavi-Bak
at tite. box may be had post free
from Zam-Buk Co. for price. 1t is a
stire cure for piles, inilamed placs, cuts,
hurns, chapped hands, wvieers,
eezema, scaip sores, amnd all simlar dis-
ea=es and injuries. Refu<e harmful imi-
tations,

e )
WHAT THE POET BROUGHT.

He came and went tnat day so quietly

1 scarce knew le had come ere he was

. goue,

Lut, turning, saw that he had left upon

My hearth a caskel with a golden key;

t he had bronght to

Ose

the soap,

halm.

o

<ealdsg

me
I feund a erim=on sunset and a dawn,
A clefd, a rainbow and n grassy lawn,
A cleth of moonbeams and & honey bhee,
A 10se, a ribbon and a lock or hair,
A weman's picture and a signet ring,
A silver stream within a woodland, wild,
A dewdrop on a lily frail and fair,
The mmsic of a blubird in the
And hest of all, the lawe
—Jumes Wil Calialian in

Nt
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L g e
THOUGHT IT UNLUCKY.
(Philadelphia Reeard.)

you superstitic " asked  the
ior.
“Welll” replied the
family, wearily. T ¢
unlucky to have 13 ci

.grand reputation

1A GR.PPE RAVAGES'

Trouble Swecping Over
Canada is an Epidemic.

The

Weakened and Broken Constitu-
tions Left Behind—How
to Regain New Health
and Strength.

La Grippe is one of the most danger-
ous diseases that annually sweeps over
Canada. It starfs with a sneeze — a
slight cold—and ends with a complica-
tion of troubles, It lays the strong
man on his back ; it tortures him with
fevers and chills, with headaches and
backaches. Its victims are left low-
spirited and depressed, and an easy
prey to bronchitis, pneumonia, rheuma-
tism, and often that most dreaded of
all diseases—consumption. You can a-
void la grippe entirely by keeping the
blood rich and red by occasional use of
Dr. Williams’® Pink Pills. The tréuble
takes as its victims th&se whose blood
is in a poor condition, and its after-ef-
fects are more dangerous and more h{(-
ing thdn the trouble itself. For the al-
ter effects of la grippe there is abso-
lutely no other medicine can equal Dr
Williams’ Pink Pills. Every dose hel
to make rich, red blood that drives dis-
ease from the system, and makes weak,
despondent men and women bright,
cheerful and strong. If you have suf-
fered in any way from the epidemic of
la grippe that has been sweecping over
Canada, give this great health-restoring
medicine a trial, and it will not disap-
point you., Here is a proof of the won-
derful’ power of Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills over the after-effects of this dis-
ease. Mr. P. E. Paulin, collector of
customs at Caraquet, N. B, says: “A
few winters ago I had a severe attack
of la grinpe, which completely broke
me down. I had to take to my bed
for several weeks, and although during
that time I employed a doctor I did
not seem to recover from the trouble.
I was really a physical wreck. On a
former occasion 1 had used Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills for general debility
with such great success that I decided
to try them again. I sent for a half
dozen boxes and began to take the Pills
at once. When taking the second box
I .began to feel quite a change in my
condition. T was able to walk about
the house and my appetite was improv-
ing. From that on I gained sthength
every day and before the six boxes
were done I was able to return to the
office and attend to my work. I have
since enjoved the best of health, and
think Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills the best
medicine for trouble of this kind.”

Dr. Williams’ Pink' Pills not only
promptly cure the serious after-effects
of .la grippe, but they make well and
strong all persons suffering from any
form of debility or general weakness.
These pills have no-laxative or purga-
tive actian ; their mission is to make
new rich, red blood, and thus fortify
and strengthen every organ and ever
part of the body. Dr. Williams’ I‘in{
Pills are sold by all medicine dealers,
or sent by mail at 50 cents a box or six
boxes for $2.50, by addressing The Dr.
Williams’ Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont. -

——n————
EMBARRASSMENT. {
(Puck.)

The Day of Judgment had dawned.
Everything was being made right. Yet
in the midst of the general rejoicing a
meek little man was observed to sink
down on a log b ythe wayside, copmeltie
down on a log by the wayside, complete-
ly discouraged, and bury his face in his
hands despairingly.

“How shall I ever, carry away all the
umbrellas that have been returned to
me?” he moaned, in much distress.

—_———————
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YES, SIR-EE! LAWYERS DO TELL
THE TRUTH—SOMETIMES;
READ WHY.

Many distinguished lawyers have
been in Washington lately attending
the eessions of the Supreme Court.

Most of them are brilliantly learned

legal lights, and some of them don’t
mind letting the world in general
know that they are b. 1. 1. L.
* The capitol- corridor, near the su-
preme courtroom door, twg of them
were telling each other about the
lawyers have for
energy and perseverance.

A little lad, étanding nearby with
his father, looked up to the paternal
font of wisdom and asked:

“Father, do lawyers tell the truth?”

“Yes, my boy,” the father answer-
ed, “'lawyers will do anything to win
a case.”” And the two b. 1. 1. 1. hur-
riedly eought the etillness of the
L‘.ourlrmqu;

Shilohs Cure

IT RESTED WITH HIM.
(Utiea (Globe.)
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