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“I Had Bilious Attacks 

and Stomach.
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ker, Saak., writes:
*, “I suffered from stomach and 
liver trouble, and used to have 
bilious attacks so bad that I could 
do nothing for weeks at a time. 
My stomach would be so weak 
that not even a drink of water 
would stay on it. On my lister's 
advice. I began to use Dr. 
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills,' and 
must say that they have made me 
feel like a new woman."

DR. CHASE’S
jîEY-m

GERALD S. DOYLE distributor.
RH>JiEY-LZVER FILLS,

flie Countess 
of Landon.
CHAPTER XI.

“I know,” said Irene, holding in her 
forse with a light but firm rein. 
•'Everybody was afraid to live there, 
because it is so lonely a spot, I sup
pose; but madame had it done up and 
furnished for Mrs. Hooper, and she 
feems to be very comfortable there."

‘‘But who is Mrs. Hooper?” he ask- 
bd, as steadily as he could.

“I don’t know,” replied Irene, “but 
l think she was an old servant of 
fnadame.”

“I don’t remember any servant of 
fhat name," said Seymour.

“No," said Irene. “Perhaps it was 
bne of the maids in the general’s time 
jwho had got married.”

“Ah, yes!" he said. “My mother has ] 
Always a tender heart. I—I am afraid 
ÿour horse will throw you, Irene, 
jflear,” he jerked out, as the mare, with 
h contempt akin to that of the head 
£room, pranced about in the hope of

"Then—then the countess did not 
send you, miss?” said Mrs. Hooper, 
her face falling slightly, as if she 
were disappointed.

“No; but I am sure she would it 
she had known I had been coming this 
way,” said Irene, gently. “And how 
are you getting on? Do you feel lone
ly?”

“No, no—oh, no, miss,” she replied. 
“I like the quSkt; and besides, I’m used 
to being lonely. Is—is the countess 
quite well?” she asked, with a kind of 
suppressed earnestness.

"Quite well.” Irene answered.
"There's no need to ask how you 

are, Miss,” said Mrs. Hooper, shading 
her eyes with her thin, wasted hand, 
and looking up at Irene with the 
tender admiration of an elderly woman 
for youth in its vernal loveliness. 
“You look like a blush-rose, or like 
a Illy with the sun on It.”

Irene bushed and laughed, 
j “That’s quite poetical, Mrs. Hooper,” 
she said. “After that, I think I might 
venture to ask for a glass of water."

Mrs. Hooper went into the cottage 
and brought out a glass and a Jug.

"It’s lemonade—home-made lemon-
.. . . , .. ., ade, miss,” she said; “and It’s bettergetting rid of her feeble rider. v

than water when you are hot.”
''It’s very good, but so cold,” said

“I think she would be quieter if I 
let her go for a spin,” said Irene. “I 
iW!ll take her to the cottage. You need 
got come. I will join you on the road 
gt the end of the common.”

She did not wait for his assent to 
this proposal, but let her horse have 
Its head and bounded off.

As she had said, the animal only 
(wanted a gallop, and consented to be 
gylled up at the cottage without any 
^rouble.

Irene lifted the latch of the little 
•wooden gate with her hunting-crop, 
lend, riding up the path, knocked at 
Ithe newly green door.

It was opened after a moment or two 
jhy a middle-aged woman with a pale 
and care-worn face, which lightened 
land brightened at the sight of Irene.

She was very thin and frail-looking, 
hut was decently and, indeed, well 
dressed, in black merino. The scanty 
hair under her white cap was streak
ed with gray, and there was a half- 
frightened, half-anxious expression ip. 
tne timid eyes, which tells so plainly 
of a mind disquieted by some heavy 
sorrow or burdensome secret. But 
the wan face was flushed with wel
come as she lifted it to the young and 
beautiful one above her.

“Well, Mrs. Hooper, have I startled 
•You?" said Irene, smiling down at her.

“No, no, Miss Irene!" said the wom
an. “You never startle me. I’m al
ways too glad to see you.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Hooper,’ said 
Irene. "I was riding by, and I thought 
Ï would copie to ask how you were 
getting on.”

IF CONSTIPATED, 
SICK, BILIOUS

Harmless Laxative for the 
Liver and Bowels

WHILE YOU

Peel line! No griping or Incon
venience follows a gentle liver and 
bowel cleansing with “Cascarets." Sick 
Headache, Bllliousness, Gases, Indi
gestion, and all such distress gone by 
morning. For Men, Women and Chil
dren—10c; boxes, also 25 and 50c, 
sizes, any drug store.

Irene; “and thank you very much. Is 
there any message, anything you 
would like to tell the countess?”

A faint flush rose to the woman's 
face.

“N-o, miss, except if you’ll tell her 
that I’m quite happy and well, and that 
I’m very, very grateful to her for all 
her kindness. That’s all, miss."

"Very well," said Irene, brightly. 
"I’ll tell her, though the countess does 
not like being thanked.”

“I know that, miss. She never did, 
not as a girl—”

She stopped suddenly, as it she 
had said more than she intended.

“You knew the countess when she 
was a girl V said Irene, with Innocent 
curiosity.

"Yes, miss,”'assented Mrs. Hooper, 
hut with apparent reluctance. "How 
beautiful the sunshine is to-day!”

“It Is always beautiful^-and rare,” 
laughed Irene. “Well, good-bye, Mrs. 
Hooper, and thank you. You will be 
sure and send up to Monk Towers for 
anything you want?”

“Yes, Miss Irene; but I want noth
ing— Ah!”

SJio stopped suddenly and drew 
back, and Irene, turning her head, 
saw Seymour cantering unsteadily to
ward them.

He had got the mare on to the road, 
but there she had evinced so strong 
and restless a desire to join her com
panion, that Seymour, cursing her 
with all his heart and soul, had turn
ed her on to the common again. She 

made straight for the cottage, and came 
clattering up the path, knocking Sey
mour's knees against the gate as she 
passed through; and Jorclng a smile, 
he said:

“We neither of us cpuld wait any 
longer, you see, Irene!"

.“I am quite ready now,” she said, 
gathering up ber reins. Then she 
looked up, startled by a cry and a 
crash. The one came from Mrs. Hoop
er, the crash from the jug and glass 
which she bad let fall on the stone 
step.

She was leaning against the door
frame, her face white as her cap, her 
lips ashen and trembling, her eyes fix
ed on Seymour.

“Oh! what is the matter, Mrs. 
Hooperr’ asked Irene; and she slip
ped off her saddle and put her am 
around the woman.

Seymour would have dismounted 
also, but he dare not; and so sat star
ing at the eyes that stared at him.

Irene’s voice and touch seemed to 
recall the woman's eeneee. ,

“It's—It’s nothing, miss,” she said, 
struggling with her breath. “Indeed, 
it's nothing. I’m—I'm subject to these

attacks. It’s the heart, Miss Irene. 
That’s—that’s why I like to be quiet 
and—and by myself. I’m all right 
npw, miss;” and dropping a courtesy
to Seymour, she went slowly itno the 
cottage.

Irene flung her bridle to Seym'our 
and followed her and got a glass of 
water. >

Mrs, Hooper took it, and smiled 
gratefully.

“Thaçk you, miss. I’m ashamed of 
myself, and for giving you so much 
trouble. Don’t wait, please, Miss 
Irene. I am quite right now—indeed 
I am. See!” And she stood up and 
smoothed her gray hair.

“Are you sure?” asked Irene, 
gently. “It not,-I will stay with you. 
The earl can take the horse back.”

“No, no, miss. Please—please go. 
And—and If you’ll kindly not mention 
my—attack to madame the countess.”

“No; I will not tell her if you do not 
wish it. You are quite sure you are 
well enough to be left?”

“Quite—quite!” said Mrs. Hooper, 
eagerly. "I'll come with you to the 
door. You can see that I can walk 
quite strong.” ____

Irene went to the door sloWly and 
reluctantly.

“You must see a doctor, Mrs. Hoop
er,” she said. “Living here alone—” 

“No, no, miss; I don’t want any 
doctor. I understand these fits they’re 
not serious.” She stopped, and as 
Irene reached the door, put a hand 
timidly on her arm. “Who—who did 
you say the gentleman was, miss?” she 
asked, with downcast eyes,

“The Earl of Landon—the countess's 
eldest son, you know,” replied Irene.

Mrs. Hooper nodded, and forced a 
smile as she raised her eyes to Irene’s, 
glowing with tender sympathy,

“Of course, miss. I—I hope his 
lordship won’t be angry at my—my 
keeping you. If you’d go now, Miss 
Irene—”

Seeing that she should distress the 
woman by lingering, Irene got on to 
her horse, and nodding to her en
couragingly, rode out, followed by 
Seymour.

“What was the matter with her?” 
he asked, with an irritable impatience 
which one would not have expected 
in a philanthropist.

"She felt faint, I think,” said Irene. 
"Poor woman! I must ride over and 
see her again to-morrow.”

"Faint!” said Seymour. “Whoa! I 
—I think it we were to walk it would 
be better, Irene, dear. Faint! Well, 
she looked to me—there was some
thing about her appearance which in
dicated—er—insanity. Really, I think 
my mother ought to be careful whom 
she selects for her pensioners. 
Whoa-a! This is a most vicious horse,
I am sure. Yes .1 should say, my 
dear Irene, that the woman was mad, 
and I must insist upon accompanying 
you if you go to see her again. Ohl 
Whoa-a!” • ■

(To be continued.)

WOMN SICK 
TWO YEARS

Caused by Troubles Women Often 
Have—Relieved by Lydia L Pink- 

ham’s Vegetable Compound

Tew York.—“I had a great 
ile such as Women often 

have, and this af
fected my nerves. 
For over two years I 
suffered this way, 
then I read in the 
‘Buffalo Timee’about 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Com-
Œand have 

it with very 
good results. I am 
very much better 
and feel justified in 
praising the Vegeta

ble Compound to my friends and neigh
bors who suffer from anything of the 
kind.”—Mrs. Wit. H. Adkins, 311 Erin 
Road, Medina, N. Y.

Feels Like Girl Sixteen
Rochester, N. Y.—” After my twin 

girls were bom I was all run-down. My 
neighbors thought I was going to die.
I saw your advertisement m the paper 
and bought Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege
table Compound. The first bottle helped 
me énd I kept on taking it I only 
weighed ninety pounds when I began 
taking it, and I nave gained in weight 
and feel like a girl of sixteen. I never 
can say enough for Lydia E. Pinkham’s • 

'Vegetable Compound. "—Mrs. Nellib 
Dorey, 16 Skuse Park, Rochester, N.Y.
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I tried in right- 
eousnessto 
tread, but in a 
reckless hour, I 
put some hair 
oil on my head, 
and neighbors, 
stern and dour, 
denounced me as 
a tainted knave 
who’d made of 
life a mess, and 
former friends 
comrades gave 

the signal of distress. For oil was 
then a bugaboo, a queen of midnight 
hags, and every delegate in view was 
chewing greasy rags. The lubricated 
sons of men were busy as could be; 
they’d send their neighbors to the 
pen, or to the gallows tree. If any 
gent accused should burst into de
fensive wail, the people cried, “Let’s 
hang him first, and then we’ll hear 
his tale.’’ So when I oiled my tangled 
locks my friends became my fobs, 
and when they met me on my walks 
they rudely tweaked my nose. At last 
I knew I’d lived It down, this stigma 
of disgrace, and saw, while ambling I 

,.through the town, a smile on eWry 
face. And then the colic racked my | 
frame, my Innards seemed to boil ; 
and, thinking not of sin or shame, I 
took some castor oil. The news was 
bruited through the grad by scandal | 
loving guys; I found that I was in so 
bad I never could arise. Men chased 
me from my native town, I heard 
them hoot and rave; and here at last 
I sit me down, a hermit in a’ cave. 
Here all alone I humbly toil, and If, 
at close of day, I’d take a drink . of 
linseed oil, there’s none to thunder 
“Nay!”

Fashions and Fads.
The latest tunic is cut on diagonal 

lints.
At the resorts gayly colored scarfs 

are worn with the white dresses.
Some of the new frocks rely on 

their drop shoulders to make short 
sleeves.

A frock of brown satin has its bo
dice covered with gay Chinese em
broidery.

A charming sports cape is knitted 
of silk and wool to give the effect of 
pleats.

A smart street dress of cloth has a 
long, close-fitting tunic buttoning up 
the side.

White gros grain ribbon faced with 
black trims a turban of black straw 
cloth.

A woven brim of satin is used for 
a hat of black Milan trimmed with 
black ostrich.

WOMEN DYE 
ANY GARMENT 
OR DRAPERY!

Waists
Skirts
Coats

Kimonos
Dresses
Sweaters

Draperies
Ginghams
Stockings

CoolîngY'anfff healtlvgivEg. 
An ideal aperient for children 
from the period of teething to 
the.age.off HLor.lZ year»,

>> wurt tot teetur 
“HINTS TO MOTHERS 

. ictATii tas. ran ram

-,_-..|ENwC<x
in WALWORTH M>* 

LONDON. (
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Diamond Dyes
Bach 15 cent package of "Diamond 

Dyes" contains directions so simple 
any woman can dye or tint any old,, 
worn, faded thing new, even If she has 
never dyed before. Drug stores sell 
all colors.

Germans Discover
Deadliest Gas

Paris, March 4.—The new poison 
gas developed in Germany embodies 
carbon monoxide in the opinion of 
the French chemist, Dr. Pierre Louis 
Rehm, writing In the Matin.

The German chemists, he save, 
probably have succeeded in getting 
solutions of metallic carbonyls, the 
miroscopic particles of which are 
capable of penetrating the fillers cf1 
gas masks and then giving off car
bon monoxide.

The gas Is not only colorless and 
odourless but Is one of the dealiest 
known to science.

SPECIALS
GRAHAM FLOUR 
7 Pounds for 40c.

McCORMICK’S 
Jersey Cream Sodas

60c. Pail. 
HAMILTON’S 

CREAM SODAS
48c. Pail.

GOLDEN BANTEM 
CORN ON COB
(3’s) 40c. Tin.

Apricots (2%’s) 25c. tin 

Apricots (extras) 40c. tin 
Peaches (2y2,s) 30c. tin 

Peaches (extras) 45c. tin 
Pears 33Ci & 4QC. tin 

Plums (2i/2’s) . 25c. tin

TO-DAY
0X0 CORDIAL

«■

95c. Bottle.

GRANULATED
SUGAR

5-lb. Pkg. tor 52c.

MEAT and FISH 
PASTE

(in Glass) 20c. 

APPLES
(Ready for use) '

GALLON TINS 

60c.

CORSETS! RSETS !!
A BIG Bi»GAIN

IN

COR
A SPECIAL L

To make room for the

CLEARING
Them Out at

size 19,20 and 30 only
|ng Goods we are

cents pair
Worth double the money—See Window
—........... -"j........—"agj nrxrz ■■:^=a===qtt==="A'

Handsome Cutlerylo Adorn Your Table
THE HANDSOME ADAM DESIGN

(50 year Guarantee).
DINNER FORKS.................  $14.50 doz.
DESSERT FORKS .. ..................................... $15.00 doz.
TABLE SPOONS.................................................$17.00 doz.
DESSERT SPOONS........................... :.$15.00 doz.

TEA SPOONS 
$7.50 dozen.

20 Thousand Gallon 
Still Was Captured

New York, March 4—Prohibition 
agents attacking a bootlegger’s es
tablishment yesterday were met by 
torpedoes, gas and water defense but 
emerged as triumphant captors of a 
$50,000 redistilling apparatus whose 
dally output was . estimated at 20.000 
gallons. The operatives escaped.

A French hat of black Milan has a
swirl brim of the in stripa.

Pen Knives
ENGLISH & FOREIGN.

Stag, Ivory, Buff Handles.

60c. to $1.30 each.

COMMON KNIVES J2c.to 45c. <*• 
COMBINATION KNIFE $2.30 e*-

;ors & trades
JGLISH OPEN BLADE RAZORS

$1.90 and $2.40 each.
FOREIGN OPEN BLADE RAZORS

50c. to $2.00 each.
AUTO STROP BLADES . $1,10 Pk*- 

GILETTE BLADES .. . $1.20 PkS- 

fo MERCURY BLADES .. . 50c. doz.

ERS, Ltd

M

FAMOUS “APIS” UNSTAINABLE 
# CUTLERY

IT KNIVES .... .,$12.50 doz. p
KNIVES............... ...  .$15.00 doz. ft

Other lines from 
$2.70 dozen up.
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