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The Coming of Gillian:

A Pretty Irish Romance.
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They have tried to impose a claim

on her consideration, as she haught-
. longing eyes and working features,
. and outstretched,
impression
to make, and which |

Uy Implles ; <he has resisted this claim
and they are defeated.

This 1s tlie ‘agrecable
she has desired
they have to suffer.

* Good night, Gillian !"* Anne and her
husband say, hurriedly, in
tones, pressing her hand.

“ Will you not wait until the doctor
comes? Will you not say gooi-bye to
Unclé Harry 7 Gillian
ingly. looking from one to the other.

“ I don’t think he is conscious, dear,”
Lacy says, gently and pityingly,
glancing back at the quiet, prone
ferm. * But if you are =nxious and
nervous, as I dare sav you are,”
adds, hesitatingly, T will stay with
you until the doctor comes, if Ludy
Pamer will permit me.

He looks at his aunt steadily @8 he
speaks, and a slight sm of some
repressed feeling cros her
pale, hard, coll face for a

“Oh, certainly.’ she
carelessly. “If Miss Deane  wishes
you to stay a few minuntes, I have
no objection.”

“Thiank you.,” he says, formally.
“Will you take my wife home, then,
George. please ? [ will wait until
Coghlan comes, and he can
me back in his trap.”

“You will promise
not attempt to walk home
wood 7’ Anne says, in an
undertone to her husband.

“Yeso T promise you., dear,”
says, softly touching her hand.

Lady Damer passes the wedded

me you  will
by

eainest

lovers by with upraised eyebrowsof |
walks |
| my

and

scornful i{nlif{nrr'nl'v.
which

toward thi® sofa on
band is lying.
“Do you think
that you shoulkl
dear, until the
Lady Damer inquires

her hus-

it necessary,
remain here,
doctor comes?”
of Gillian,

with a sharp. dubious smile and ac- |

cent

should like
Gillian replies,
by the couch
discovers that the poor
eyes are wide open and
bright and eager, are
straight before him.

“You are better
Harry” she  asks,
ting back some
tered locks of grayish, fair
hair off the pareworn temples with
loving fingerg, and the three standing
tegether talking in undertones, pause
and look back [rom the doorway.

“Yes! What's the matter?” he
asks in a faint, hoarse veice, abrupt-
ly. “Eh? Whats wappeoned? Who's
here 2

Scveral - percoss Unele  Harvy,”
Gilllan says, gentiy *Lady Damer,
and Captain ami Mrs. Lacy, and—Mr.
Archer.”

“Who ?” he demands struggling
wildly to get up. an: glaring about
with straining eyes blind with eageor-
ness. * Who did yon Gillian !
Help me up, I tell yon !

“ Gillian, yon are excecdingly wrong
to say.anything to eyeite him so!”
Lady Damer interposcs angrily.,
standing  belween her hashand ang
the sight of the others in the room.
“Ring for the aurse, please, and
leave the »oum, dear. at onee, Ire-
quest.” g

“ Did you say George was
pay ! Gilllani Silllan the
man 1 alond. Gil'lian 150 v o osany
he was here. Gillian? D't T lhear
you say that Geo was heee

“ He 1s here, Uncle Ilarry,” Gilllan
says. firmly, and trying to help him
to rive, though Lady deannette is
standing over Lim. shadowing him
morally and physcally., trying  to
mucll him and 1l ne: Lim as she hos
done all the years <h: Yas been the
ruin of his better nature andl  the
tyrant of his life.

“Yolt must not
she soys. sterniy.
the pressure of her  sinewy white
hand. “You are ton weak and ill
to exeite yoursell in this manner.
Gillian"—and her cold. fierce face is
like that of an evil spirit in her
deadly wrath—"send those friends
of yours away instantly. and leave
the room!”

He is weak and she is
i8 helplegs. dekrious,
mind a memory :
headed, resolute and

The contest is all
as it has ever hecn.
and she wounld conouer
eleventhh hour, but that
she should not.

“I think T will @0 back andspenk
to him in spite of her.” George mut-
ters, irresolutely.

“Yes, George. you
right,” Anne whispers
estly and resolutely. with
couraging pressure of her
and George turned back from ithe
door, comes over to the conch and
quietly steps between Lady Damer
and her miserable captive,

“I am soFry to. see yon
#ir,” he says. gentiy.

to
quietly,
onee more,

stay, please,”
sitting down
when she
invalid’'s
feverishly
staring

Uncle
put-

dear
softly
thin. scat-

CEAS

hore 2
unhappy

et up. Sir larrey.’
stayving him with

strong: he
beelouded  in
is  clear-
vingeful,
nneqgual
between them
still at this
heaven wills

she

now,

will he

back.

doingx
earn-
an en-
hand

il

For whatever bitter feclings have!l

burned in his heart. whatever pangs
of revenge and hatred and ernel.
undeserved shame have Ntung
him like Seorpions
Bopeless, endless  wrongs this
fhas done shim., they m 1o
dwarfed and mean. revengefnul

for

S0 grow

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY.

ke Laxative Bromo Quinine Tab-
ots. All Cruggists refund the money
if it fails to cure.

natore is on each box. 26ec.

under- ;

asks, implor- |

he |

i “You have no right to dare to
marble- !
moment. '
ANSWers, |

! help,
drive |

the |

then, |
my |

|H

 forgive

and |

E. W. Grove's sig- -

unworihy, directed toward the feeble,
helpless inyalid, with the piteous,

nerveless hands.
George grasps the poor, bony, pale
fingers in his own warm, firm clasp,
and the other wasted hand clutches
at his coat collar with a maniac’s
eager, sudden cluteh, like a vise.
“George ! George!” he gasps.

i “George, my boy! Oh, George, don’t

zo away from me! Don’t go away
antil I see you for a minute—for one
minute, George !”

“No, sir, I won't go away for a
few minutes,” George says, quiet-
ly. “Lady Damer, I beg you will al-

| low me to speak to him for a minute

or two. I have come from America
Lol see him.”

“You have ao right to thrust your-
sell in here,” she says, angrily
sternly, refusing to move an inch.
my house uninvited !”

“Certainly not. Neither
burglars ; I ouly followed their ex-
ample,” George says, eoolly, stand-
ing his ground quite unmoved.

For Sir Harry now, with George’s
has struggled to his feet, and
s gazing wildly about him, trylng to
recall his bewildered senses.

“He has a right here,” he says at
last, slowly and thickly, like a man
talking in a dream, holding George
tightly with both hands, but not
Iooking at him—avoiding to look at

| him as it seems, avoiding to meet

he |
¢ about,

anyone's eyves, but gazing restlessly
with wild, restless eyes a
wild, pallid, miserable face. 'l
tell the truth now, the whole truth,
80 help me Heaven! There it is—in
will., I took good care it should
be, all plain. and square there after 1
was gone—the truth would all come
out. My—will—there—there in my
bureau, you see.”

The disjointed, vague words ceased,
and a sort of film comes over the
wild, bright eyes,

“You needn’t treuble yourself,; Sir
irry,” Lady Jeannette interposes,
with a sort of contemptuous pity,
“The truth is known well enough.”

But he hardly seems to hear her
or &ee her,

“There it is, over there, in the
secret drawer in my bureau !” he goes
on in the same disconnected, vague
way, pointing one shaking finger at
the bureau and apparently not notic-
ing the pulled~out drawers and their
scattered contents. ‘“It’s been there
these five-and-twenty years, and no-
body knew, whit was in it but me !”

“Thie 1s most
most shameful !” Lady Damer
interposes again angrily and ex-
citedly, ,as the strain on her nervous
zysiem begzins to tell.
to kill Sir Harry ! If the doctor were
only here, he would forbid you to
be here and order you to leave the
room !

“l eannot go now
ing him worse than
tieorge says, quietly as before, ra-
ther puzzled by her determined ef-
fortz to drive him away.

“But I'll tell t}i#** truth now, before
I die,” the feeble, hoarse voice goes
on

And then he looks up at George
for the first time, stares al him with
an agonized earnestness terrible to
see.

“It is you—my
my own dear ron!” ho gasps, brok-
culyv. “But—you’ll never forgive me,

ST You ecai’t! I've done you
] wroag—an awfal wrong,
@ ! On my kaees I ask your par-

without exeit-
by staying,”

own Boy—George,

\nd
haired
for

at his son’s feet the
father falls,
forgiveness
CHAPTER X&LVI.

Don’t  do that! Ol don't do
that, for Heavea's sake!”  George
erivs, in keen distress. 1 will forgive
Mou, [ do forgive you. What else ean
1 do now? The wrong you
have done me is indelible, and
lothing can efface it or
alter it, and I must bear
it like a man. But you must nét
kneel to me, sir. I forgive you what
I have to forgive, anl 1 hope you will
forgive yoursell,”

“*Never,” he answers, in a hollow
voiee but cufferin: i§ son's sirong
arm to raise him Gl pliee him in
his ehair. *'I'll never as | g as I live
myscif, I've wronged yon
basely, and you are not the only one
tha. I've wronged, eruel!y and foully,
through my foliy and eowardice ! I've
been o traitor and a fool I he moans,
despairingly, “*Lord be merciiul to me,
@ sinner I

“Amen !” George s&ays fervently.
taking his hand, ““And now, sir, I must
say good-bye to yon for the present,
I will eomer and sce you to-morrow,
if T may; but it is Iate now, and
VO "

Fat as he speaks Sir Harry leaps to
his feet with a sudden fevered
strength, hoiding his son's hand, his

cray-

{eVes gleaming, his. voice strong and
clear for a, few minutes.

“*You shall never leave this house
aguain as long, a8 T am; breathing the
breath of life,” he eries, passionately,
“It's your house. George, my son. You
live a right. the best right on earth,

Tohct ta be here; You must stay here and
L “ i ot leave me, George. T've wronged
mar

you. bmt: I am making all the atone-
ment in my power——"

“It scems to me,” interrupts Lady
Damer’s sharp, sibilant voice, in
coldly-snecring  aecents, “that it
poor atonement to publish the
shame of a man’s birth far :dAnd wide.
It would be kinder of you, sinee
you have kept the secret so long,
to keep it still. George Archer does

is

improper—this is |

“It’s enough |

kneeling humbly |
'

and |
enter |

had the |

rot syrely desire to be known

through the country as your blast-

ard son.” !

“As what ?"” demands Sir Harry,
turning on her with a fierce, men-
acing gesture and upraised hand,
as if to strike her. “Jeannette, you
say that, and you know Yyou lie!—

you know you lie!” he shnuts, now |

roused to frenmzy—*“I've done you a
wrong, a base wroang. I know, and
it’s lain on my heart heavy, and
made me dread the sight of you
these long years. Ay, lor I wronged
You, and I've been a coward and a
traitor to you as well as to her
—the woman I wronged worse than
you !”

“Don’t bring her name up! I
cannot and will not endure it now,”
George interposes in a low, agi-
tated voice. :

“But 1 did wrong her worse than
any one,” Sir Harry persisted, in a
vague, wild way, staring blankly at
him. “Of course I did! What’s the
use in talking! She was my lawful
wedded wife, and I never let her
bear my name, or live in my house,
and let her go te America and
die there in exile.”

“Hi® mind is wandering,” Lady
Damer eays, coldly. ‘*All this excite-
ment is enough to drive him mad !”

“I'm not mad,” the unhappy man
gays, drearily, shaking his gray head
in a qulet, hopeless way, for the briefl
flash of anger and strength is over.
My life’st beem a curse to me ; no
wonder I took to drinking. Yes; it's
all true. I swore I'd tell the whole
truth belore I died. Everyome must
know' it now. It's been too long hid-
den. _I've beem a coward and a fool,
and—I've done him an awful wrong—
George, my son, my lawful and enly
son— only child.”

“I am your lawlul son, and you kept
the knowledge from me all my life ?”
George asks, quivering from head to
foot in the effort he isl making to be
calm. **My mother wa# your lawful
wife 27

*My lawful and only wife,” he an-
swers, in his faint' voice; ‘“‘ay, my
only lawful wife. 8he was living two
years after I married the Earl of
Ferrard’s daughter,” he adds, as if
unconscious of the presence of the
Earl of Ferrard's daughter. “1 was
engaged to her when I met Rose, and
when we quarreled and €he resented
my Keeping our marriage a secret,
and fled away to America from me, 1
married Lady Jeannette, because—be-
cause I was afraid to tell the truth,
because I was angry with Rose, be-
causiy I gvps a fool and a coward, and
80 let myself go to destruction !”

““The man is mad! His brain has
given way; he is talking delirious
nonsense !”  Lady Jeannette says
again, very snarply and sternly.

Bui there is a convulsive catch in
her breath as she speaks, and she
puts one hand suddenly against her
breast.

*“*No—no, I'm not mad,” he says,
very quietly and feebly; I'm a mis-
erable sinner, ' a miserable, weak-
minded, cowardly fool. But I'm not
mad. I wisinl was. I've often wished
I could go mad, and forget what
I had done! No, no, it’s all gospel
itruth, Jeannette. It’s all written
there in my will, and the papers,
certificates, and everything.”

“Do you mean to tell me,” Lady
Damer begins, in slow, higsing ac-
cenis, which she tries in vain to
make caim and steady—*“do you dare
to tell me, now on your death-bed
as you may be, do you dare to tell

; me that you linked my name to your

disgrace? That you made that
creature, the girl whom you picked
up in the streets, or the park in Dub-
lin, who was your mistress for a
Year in lodgings in Wales while you
were writing to me, and visiting me,
and lying to me—you never success-
fully deceived me for one moment ;
I knew all about you and your par-
amour,” :

“You knew nothing ii you thought
you knew that,” he answers, wearily,

1l fecbly cosing his eyes. *"Ros> Mce-
Carthy was my wedded wife from the
day she left Ireland with me. I mar-
ried, her in Liverpool. Let me alone !
I wronged you, and I wronged her,
ansl 1 wronged my son, and I'm a
miserable sinner ! Let me die in
peace.”

“Peace for you ?” Lady Jsannette
repeats, drawing back from him with
o, gesture of loathing and a terrible
look of impotent vengeanee in her
ashy-white face and glittering eyes
“There will 'be none for you in the
hereafter! You coward and traitor,
I will never logk on your face again!”

And she tufns away, holding her
proud head/higher for the dishomor
that has touched her, and moves
across the floor with unfaltering step,
aecross the sall and np the staircase,

i erect and stotely io step and bearing

as ever, though her brain is whiriing,
her senses forsuking her in the shoek
of the thing she has heard.

Her outraged pride is stinging her
like a poisoned wound, her blood
seems a flame in her veins, though a
deadly chill runs through her once or
twice ; ana through! all her agony of
mortifieation, her feven of rage and
hate, the minor key .of desolation
wails iike a dirge.

“No one! No oney Not one in the
world to make my cause their own,
and, feel for me in thiew hour !”

A moan breaks through
dry, repressed composure
she gains the refuge of her
own apartments, and turns to
lock the door and lock herself in,
alone with her pride and misery ;
but a hand stays her as it shuts the
door, a firm supple, white hand
touches her gently, entreatingly, lov-
ingly, a® it never dared to touch her
befare, and Anne Lacy, in a suppliant
attitude humbly implores her to sof-
for her presence.

“Dear Lady Damer! Dear Lady
Damer ! Do speak to me! Do let me
come in and wait on you a® 1 used
to do”—she begs even with tears.
“I'll bear anything you can say to
me. I know you musi be very angry
with me, but I loved him so dearly,
and I’ll be such a good wife to him,
and love him, and honor him, and
help himn so well, that you will for-
give me at last ! Do let Patrick come
in and speak to you! Do let us come
L for a few minutes at least, - Lady
Damer, and tell us you will try and
forgive us !

The humility of this appeal in
Anne’s fervent Irish accents, tender,
passionate and persuasive, soothes

the
as

the desoiate woman with her Insulted |

pride burning like a fire in her breast,
2hrilling her ' through with keen
physical anguish.

It soothes her and pleases her and
gives her strength to repulse with

Stops the Cough
and Works Off the Cold.
Laxative Bromo-Quinine Tablets pare
a cold in one day. No Cure, No Pay.
Price 25 cents.

scorn the affection and loyalty that
might be hers.

“Was it from the assertion thai
you heard Sir Harry make just now
in his delirium that you found andac
ity enough to follow me to my own
rooms, and thrust yourself into my
presence 7’ she dem~nds, .drawing
herself away from Anne's touch
with deliberate disdain.

“It was certamnly from what T
heard just now that I ventured tc
follow you, in the hope chat you
would care for my services or my
faithful friendship,” Anne says,
;x;::erlngly. but calmly and hon-

“I nelther care for nor
either, as you know quite
her ladyship retorts.

Anne draws back with a sigh.

“Will yom allow your nephew to
speak to you fnr a few minutes,
Lady Damer ?” she asks, as pati-
ently and gently as before. “I will
go downstairs and tell him. He is
walting, hoping that you'——

“He need neither wait nor hope,”
she answers, implacably. “I want
nothing of that weak-minded in-
grate except what I want of you
—Your absence.”

Even yet Anne persists in her
pleading. It is strange, even to
herself, how #&ie yearns to win a
hearing for her own words of hu-

mility.
(To be Continued.)

A RELIABLE OFFER

HONEST HELP FREE TO MKN,

requ#lre
well,”

We are authorized to atate by Mr.
Carl Kung, Second and Brady streets,
Davenport, Iowa, that any man who
s mervous and debilitated or who is
suffering from =&ny of the various
troubles resulting from overwork,
excesses or abuse, such as nervous
debllity, exnausted vitality, lost
vigor, unnetural dralns and losses,
lack of development, ete., can write
to him in stcht confidence and re-
celve, FREE OF CHARGE, full in-
structions how. to be thoroughly
cured.

Mr. Kunz himsell was, for a long
time, a sulferer from above troubles,
and after trying in valn many adver-
tieed remedies, became almost en-
tirely discouraged and hopeless. Fia-
ally he confided in an old clergyman,
whose kind and honest advice enabied
him to speedily obtaln a perfect and
permanent cure. Knowing to his own
sorrow that so many poor sufferers
are being imposed upon by unscrupu-
lous gvacks, Mr. Kunz considers it
his duty, as an honest man, to give
his fellow men the benefit of his ex-
perience and assist to a cure, Having
nothing to sell, he asks for no money,
the proud satisfactlon of having
done a great service to one in need,
he rightly consliders an ample reward
for his trouble. If you write to Mr.
Kunz, and follow his advice, you can
rely upon being cured and upon abso-
lute secrecy as well.

Address as above, enclosing a
stamp. No attentlon will be given
to those writing out of idle curios-
ity, therefore state that you really
need a cure.

The Meanest Man in Kansas.

Not long ago the wife of a West-
ern Kansas politician asked him to
lay aside politics long enough one
day to dig the potatoes in the gar-
den. He agreed to do it. ‘After
digging for a few minutes he went
into the house aud said he had found
a coin. He washed it off and it
proved 10 be a silver yuarter. He
put it in his jeans arnd went back
to work. Presently he weat to the
house again and sald he had found
unother c¢oin. He washed the dirt off
of it. It was a silver half dollar.
He put it in his jeans. “I have worked
hard,” said he to his wile; “I guess
I'll take a short nap.” Whea he
awoke he found that his wife had
dug all the rest of the potatoes.
But she found no coins. 1t thendawn-
ed upon her that she had been
“worked.”"—Kansas City Journal.

A TORONTO MAN.

The Mr. Jardine Referred to Lives
in the Queen City.

Well Known Throughout Canada as
one of Canada’s Commissioners to
tue FParis Kxposition—His State-
ment §Is a Very Valuable One and
has been Read with Much laterest.

Toronto, March 17.—{Special.)
Mr. J. G. Jardine, wnose statement
as to the wonderful curative and
tonic properties of Dodd’s Kidney
Pills has been published in many
of the papers, is a resident of this
city., His home is at 305 Craw-
ford stireet,

Mr. Jardine was chosen as one of
the Canadian Commissioners to the
Paris Exposition two years ago, and
performed the onerous duties of that
office with honor to himself .and
credit to his country. X

It is to his experience in the
French capital at this time that
Mr. Jardine makes particular rafer-
ence in the published statement in
which he says:

“Puring my stay in Paris I felt
m&ny times quite run down owing
to the complete change and to the
worries and work of our business
there. 1 suffered not a little with
backache, with general feeling of
depression, and I found Dodd’s Kid-
ne) Pills invaluable,

“I had learned the value of this
medicine before going to Europe as
I had it vesy successiully for back-
ache which I found it relieved al-
most instantly. So when I  went
to Raris I was careful to take with
me gome of this my favorite rem-
edy. s

“Every time I was threatened with
a return of the trouble I wused a
few Dodd’s Kidney Piils, and cansay
they did not disappoint me. Thev
are the best medicine I know of to
tone up the system generally and
they do certainly relieve backache
inctantly.” .

What Mr. Jardine has said Is amp-
Iy borne out by many others in this
city whose experiences have been
and are being published .from day
to day. Dodd’s Kidney Pills are cer-
tainly without an equal as a medi-

| cine for those who are “tired out,”

“ran down,” or “used up.”
Dodd’s Kidney Pills have been en-
dorsed most heartily by all ciasses.

WﬁY valﬁ)\*.? L.

Sir, I have  asl ccm? rac.:
sell to tell - "yea thav yoa fi...
colutely spotied a pair ol
o4 me,

I have!

Yes, sir, you have,

Surely you are mistuken, maud

1 am not mistaken., L sent rouaa
my little girl a few days ago sor
i od  SLroug . S04p 10 wasi uit !
some heavy tlhungs. In all wnoceuce
1 usei what you sent me, aad the
result is that my blankets are just
the skeletons o1 what they were.
They are ruined, sir, and it's your
Tault! s

Yes, bwt I sent what I usually
send in such cases. {
. What you usually send! No wou- |
der Mrs. Moore, my neighbor, com-
plains of her clothes wearing out; |
1 find you usually send her the same
soap.

But, madam, I always give my
customers what they ask for. Had |
you  named a particular brand of
soap youw would have had it.

Named a particular brand! How
wns 1 to know anything of brands?
But I know better now, and 1 know
what ruiced my blankets—and my
hands are in a nice plight, too!

I can assuire you, madam, that it |
i not my desire to sell anything
that will be injurious to either the
hands or clothing of my customers,
and I shall be glad to know how
Yyou prove that what 1 sold you in-
Jured your blankets and your hands.

Well, I was telling Mrs. Neill my
trouble, and she lent me a little
cutting, pand here it is; you can
read it. i

“Dr. Stevenson Macadam, Lecturer
on Chemistry, Surgeon’s Huall, Ed-
inburgh, describes ‘the destructive !
property of soda upon wool \_(*r_v'
graphically.

“After mentioning how strong al-
kali, such as potash and soda, dis-
astrously affect cetton, linen and
wool, he says:

“On one occasion 1 employed this
property of soda in a useful way.
There was a large quantity of new
blankets sent. to one of our hospi-
tals, which, when given out, were
said by the patients to be not so
warm as the old blankets were, and
that led to an investigation as to
whether the blankets were genuine
or not. [They looked well, and
weighed properly, and 1 got a
blanket sent to me for examina-
tion and analysis. We found soon:
that there was cotton mixed with
the wool, and' the question was as
to separating the 1two, because

voven

Vode-

. s eBied 1,008 eae i coen
sitiadvnadsoncdiad i dinon;
a2 aCil Ve e desbes o asiag

1 oo o bic o bl and

i Véenai Wolll s nd
) VoY aunekRly
eaten away the
wub lelt sehiad the
oof skeleton—i
ol oi  whe  originad diket
iah It was tak2. MEii-
tiow this werely o indic.ie w yow
the perticicus oficets of using vius-
tic materidds, which, whean e
ed strong by thomselves
woollen urticles in this ws
which, even when not ver) R
will more slowly, but with ecqguil
taluty, tend to destroy (e woollen
fibre.”

Now, I went to te!l you 1hit we
peighbors have had a talk over the
matter, and we are not going 10
have our clothes and hnuds ruined
in this way. Several of cur neigh-
bors who know have provet to us
that Washing Soda, Potash, Ghior-
ide of Lime, and “‘soap suistitutes”
are most injurious to ¢lothes and
hands. “Free alkali” in soaps is
practically the caustic roitn  that
burns the eclothes. Why. jyou Jdare
not keep caustic soda ia o uin can-
ister; it must be in aa earthen jar,
or it will even corrode the tin!
Now, it’# for you to provile us with
pure soap without I[ree alkali, or
we must find it elsewhere.

Madam, you enlighten me!
many soaps are advertised as pure,
that I really took little heed to
any difference between them. ¢

1 have one, however. that has
medical certificates of its [reedom
from free alkali. It is guaranteed
pure; and the makers ofier §5,000
reward to any one who can prove it
is not pure, and further, I am au-
thorized to return the purchase
money to any one finding cause for
complaint.

Let me see it! Why, Sunlight
Soap! 1t's a beawtiful clean, fresh-
looking soap, and this oclagon
shape is very handy. Give me five
bars.

Note by the grocer.—This whole
neighborhood is using Sunlight So:
now. I have no more complaints.
have no room in my store now for
resinous concoctions of alkali pole
sons; but it is not the groeer’'s fauvit
if the public are satisfied with
common soaps. 1If the public asht
for Sunlight Soap—octagon bar—
give it them.
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E THE SCHOOLMISTRESS :
i HER RIGHTS STATED.

* |
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It is a satisfaction to record the
verdict of a Tennessee jury in the |
case of Miss Frances Copass against
the trustees of the Hall-Moody In-
stitute of the village of Martin.
The plaintiff had been engaged as
a teacher. The trustees took it
into their heads to discharge her,
not upon any reasonable or even
colorable ground, but because ‘‘she
had more gentleman callers than
they thought she should have.” They
complained also that she ‘‘went too
much into society.” At Dresden, the
county seat of Weakley county, 12
men, high-minded men, with noae
of the pettiness of the Martinipn
busybodies, gave the young woman
a verdict for the amount for which
she sued. Thus the demands of jus-
tice and gallantry were" satisfied,
and there is the sound of chuckling
alomg the banks of the Obion. We
hope that the “gentlemen callers’
attended the trial in a body, and
we shall be disappointed if they
didn’t escort the winning winner
home in triumph, crown her with
flowers and surround her with can-
dies.

What a set of crabbed curmudge-
ons those trustees must be. The only
possible excuse for them is they
were jealous of the préss of young
fellows. What has a hulking school
trustee to do with the recreations
of a teacher so long 'as they are
seemly ? There is a kind of school
teacher that all her pupils love and
all the village swains sigh for. Tom,
Dick, and Harry are at fists drawn
over her. The privilege of seeing
her home from the sociable, the tab-
leaux In the church basement, the
fair for the benefit of Rescue Hook
and Ladder No. 1, is eagerly coveted.
Tho young farmer bites his thumb at
the clerk in the grocery:; but the
old philosophers who play cheekers
forever in that grocery shift their
cuds and look wiser than ever and
reckon that the station agent has
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spite of her foes The young men
swear by her. As for the tongucs of
frumps or the malice of old fogies of
Trustees, a jury will attend to them.
—New York Sun,

RUBBER BANDS.
Process of Muk-in—z is Simple and

Business Large.

( Washington Star.) '

“Thie little elastic rubber band
that is nowadays used in various
businesses in place of twine seems
a eimple sort of thing, bat
there are few, Uf any, of the multi-
tudinous articles made out of rub-
ber, Tor which there is such an ea-
ormous demand, especially in the
United States,” remarked a whole-
sale dealer in rubber bapds in New
York to the writer the other day.
“In this couatry the number of rub-
ber bande sold in one year amounts
to about 400,000 gross, or 57.000,-
000 single bands. At least 60 per
cent. of the goods arc made in New
York and the rest are produced ig
factories located in New Jersey and
New England. In New York ther
are a hall dozen factories devote
partly or exclusively to the manu-
[acture of rubber bandes.

“The process by which the bands
are made is simple. The rubber in a
liquid state is molded into tubing
of sizes suitable for forming the
small and medium varieties of bands.
When the tubing is ready for uee
it is put into a rapid running ma-
chine, having knives, which cut or
slice the rubber into bamds,. The
larger bands are cut by machinery
from flat sheets of rubber and joint-
ed together with the aid of heat
and a pressing machine.

“Rubber bands arc made in only
two colors, black and brown. They
range in size from one-quarters of
an inch to six inches in length. The
smallest bands are one-sixteenth of
an inch wide and the largest are
one and one-half inches wide. The
smailest bands are worth 24 cents
per gross, while the medium-sized
bands sell at from 48 to 96 cents

the best chance. The high school
principal, whe is altogether too
young and frivolous for his place, |
the local young bucks think, is much
envied. He has a sort:of ex-olfice
right to pay attention to the beauty. |
Bold and waggish young men sud-
denly show a burning interest in eiu-
cation. They slick themselves up
and go to visit the school, and wish
they hadn’t when they shuffle in
rather shamefacedly and the chil-
dren snilcker. Perhaps the teacher
blushes, but she gets even before the
afternoon is over by asking the vis-
itors if they will not make a few
remarks to the children. She doesn’t
dare to ask them if they would like
to ask any questions. She has an
intuition that about every unmar-
ried man in the town would like to |
ask her just one question.

When she strolls out for exercise or |
tol botanize, it is remarkable how !
quickly the grocery clerk finds that |
he hays a pound of codfish or a knit-
ting needle to deliver in the part of !
the town where she goes. The village |
butcher, a fine figure in his white
frock or blue, is sure to happen along
in his wagon. Ten to one the young
farmer is hanging around in the!
woods; and the high school teacher |
lies consciously to himscll by pretend- |
ing to believe that he is taking o
walk for the purpose of studying
clouds. The innocent enchantress h:
bewitehed the village. Sunday after- |
noons, when the villagers take their
pleasure walking to the cemetery and
back, half the people are saying nice
things about her and the other half
are grumbling. ‘“‘Such carryings-on !
Why. she has callers every night of
the week. And puts every eent of her
wages on her back. Tha airs of some
people! What th» mon see in her iy
more’'n I ean find out,” ete., ete. So |
lovely i® charity.

But the echeolmistress flourishes in
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per gross wholesale. Larger rizes
cost from $1 up to $6 per gross,

“The greatest consumers of rub-
ber bands are druggists and EZro-
Cers. They use the smallest and
medinum sized bands in place of twine
for puttig up small packages. The
late flat and expensive bands are used
by court officers, lawyers, bank-
ers and merchants for filing doeu-
ments and papers. No rubber bande
are imported into this comntry, but
a few American rabber bands are
exported to the West Indles and
South Amerlican countries.”

Cheap Excurslons to California.

For the mceting of the Indeperd-
ent Order of Foresters at Los An-
geles, April 29th, cheap round trip

| ra.es will b2 {n effeet via the Chicago,
! Union

Pacific & Norihwestern line.
Rate from Toronto $62.00, and pro-
poriionately low rates from other
peints in Canada. ‘Three through

| irains daily from Chicago, with Pull-

free re-
the best
seenery and

mans, tourist sleepers and
chning chair cars. Select
route, affording finest
quickest time. Choice of routes re-
turning. Full information and spec-
ial folder of thisx exgursion can be
obiained from B. H. Bennett. (ieneral
Aent, 2 King-street east, Toronto,
Ont.

Tom—T1 don’t think I'l ever get up
enough eourage to ask you to marry
me. You know ‘faint hear! never won
fair lady.”

Belle (blushing)-B-but®i'm a brun-
ette G

Mra Towne—Have yon any elose
neighbors, dear 2

Mrs. Subbubs—Yes, they are all
close. Ro eloge that you conkin’t bor-
row a [latiron or a cup of SUgar te
save your lifes .




