rs

Holding her firmly in his strong arms,
e made his way across the stage and
succeeded in  finding a small opening
which had represented a door in the
seenery.

He rushed through this only just in
tiwe, for all that remained of the scene
teil a moment afterwards, and exactly
on the spot where he had been standing.

Through the darkmess caused by the
smoke, -and relieved only by the fitful
glare of flames, he made his way, stum-
bling sometimes over pieces of wood and
ropes and at others almost falling down Y
the yawning pits of traps.

What direction he was taking he did
not know,

The yells of the mol in the front of
the house were now deadened by the
crackling and roaring of the flames and
the sound of the water theown by the
steam engines, 2nd which fell in glitter-
ing cascades on the stage.

%res«nﬂ_y he found luimseif in a small
space divided from the stage by a par-
tition which the flames had not yet
yooahiad, -

¢ was light enough from the livid
leciion of the fire to the- first
steps of a stairerse. and Bertie, though
half in doubt and desvorado, was about
to ecarry Joan down there when it sud-
denly occurved to him that some por-
tion of the falling timber might diop
over the opening and eonfine them in a
cellar which the suffoeating smoke might
transform into a veritable tomb for
them.

‘At this moment, a3 he stood undecid-
«d, Joan stirred, and. struggling iainly,
uttered a moan,

Still keeping his arm a:
let her slip to the ground.

“Where wm 1t she suid, faintly, then
uttered an exclamation of dismay as the
recolleetion of the fire returned to ler
mind.

Bertie's heart leaped at the sound of
her voice, Even in that supreme moment
of peril, a wild, mad feeling of joy and
satisfaction had takey possession of him.,

Pate had decreed that he should gi®to
the Corvonet that night, that he shonld
weet her once more. thai he should save
lier.

This thought had rua swiftly through
his brain, and ¢choed in his heart while
he I Eer in his arms,

Fven ss he bad inade his way across
the stage, with the fierce flames stretch-
ing out on all «ides of him, he' had said
to himself, “1 shall save her once more,
this time from death!” and the thought
wounld have nerved him even if he had
lacked the courage. which he did not.

And now she spoke, her voice thrilled
him as it had thrilled him the first time
hie keard it. It waa like the picture
opening its siveet lips at last.

0o

dund her, he

\ strange shyness fell upon him ashe
looked at her. Her hair had slipped
from its coils. and hung in silken profu-
sion over one shoulder, her face was

7
prle. her eyes soft and dredmy.

“For heaven's sake, don't
ened,”  he said, at last.

“I am not frightened.

N the theatre still?”

“Yes, we are in the theatre; 1 think,”
he said.

Then she' remembered the panic-
tricken people fighting "and struggling
owards the doors, as she had seen

Where are we?

hem in the last moment of consecious- |

Wees, and she shuddered.

'he poor people! the poor people!
¢ moaned. “Are they safe?
rrible!”

Even at that moment he noticed, with
thrill of admiration and devotion,
nat her thoughts, her fears, were not
for herself.

“1 trust they arve all s:fe by this
time - or most of them,” he replicd.
“I'here were several exits -

“And generally locked!™  she cried,
wringing her hands- “generally locked!
Oh, it is terrible!”

“Yes. yes!™  he assented, hurriedly:
“but 1 must think of you now!”

She glanced round through the thiek
amcke.

“Are -we not safe’” she said, wearily;
“where are we?"

1 do not know.”
acarcely know how we
the bhack of the stage

Sie looked about Ler
YRS Erew grave.

“We are in t!
the way to the
chinery is kept.

“1s there a way out?
quickly.

She shiook her head.

“No. Thix is the only door leading
to it

e glaneed towards the front, now a
shect of flame that lit up the narrow
recess in which they stood. How long
would it he--how many minutes defore
the flames would reach them? Five—
ten-—or less?

“We are in danger?” said Joan, in a
gquiet voice and quite calmly.

e did not speak: he was wondering

her calmness-—this girl who a tew
moements ago had seemed all p®rves and
enotion, ¥

“\WWe are in & trap)” he ®aid, hoarse-
Iv: “a trap to which thiz is the only
doar'™ and. he pointed  te the square
opening now lurid with fire,

Joan snnk a piece  of 4mber,
and quietly pasted her hair baek ato a
knot. Her lips trembled slightly, but
her hand “was steady and firm.

“How did we come here?” she zaid.

He grogned with remorse.

i-—1 carried you here!”

answeerd Bertie; 1
came here. It is
her

again, and

15

of all. That
where the ma-

w haelk

cellars,

he d2manded.

af

upon

be fright-

Oh, it is ‘ )
! heavy piece of timber which he used as

“I did not mean that! I am ungrate-
ful! Tt was good and noble of vou; it |
was the only wav! -—-vou did not knoiv.
BRut which wav did come 2™

“Across  the stage, T think,” he re
p‘f("t]‘ “1 can schreely teéil. A piece—of
the ccenery liad fallen across the right
wings % |

“Then that is the only wav out,” she |
aaid. pointing to the opening. |

“And that will not be left to us long,”
said Bertie. grimiy.

He paced up and down for a moment,
then came to her side again.

yvon

I token

“Do you think you could venture to
try the passage with me?” he faltered.

She rose and held out her hand with
a fsint smile on her white face, and he
teoi: her hand; but as they neared the
opening she shrank back slightly.

Bertie set his teeth hard, and catch-
ing her up in his arms, dashed forward.

The heat was terrible. He felt it
scorching his face and thought of her,
of the beautiful lily-white face whose
likeness he had gazed at for so many
hours.

“Turn_your face to me,” he whisper-
ed. ‘“Hide it against my breast.”

Half-mechanically, Joan obeyed, and
closed her eyes. She felt herself borne
along as through a stream of liquid
fire, then there came a momentary
pause, and when she opened her eyes
she found herself still in his arms and
back in the recess.

“I have failed!” he said ,hoarsely. “It
would have been death for you if T had
gone on!”’

“And for you!" she said, gently.

“For me!" he said, with self-scorn.
“What does it matter whether X live
or die? I am of no use to myself or any-
one! But you--vou!” his voice broke
and he twrned his head away. “You
shall not die!” - he cried suddenly.
“There must be some way—some way !"
and he ran to the walls and groped
about in frantic despair.

“Oh, be calm!” murmured Joan; but
as <he spoke she burst into  tears and
covered her face with her hands.

“Fof Heaven's sake don't
said, almost fiercely.

“No, uo!” she murmured. “I could
not help it! I was thinking of her—of
a very dear friend—one who was more
than a sistezs® me. Oh, Enily, Emily!”

“If she is an actress she is most ilkely
safe!” he said, cagerly. ‘‘There was
time. for them to get away before the
wings caught. You wounid have been
safe if vou had not remained to look to
the people in front. and if I—"" he stop-
ped. choked—"if 1 had not brought you
“here.”’

“Hush!" she said. holding out her
hand to him. “You did it for the best.
If my life 16 saved you will have saved
it. Do not accuse yourseif of anything
—but rashness in coming to my aid.”

He knelt at her side, and seizing lrer
hand raised it humbly to his lips.

As he did so the flames he had been
dreading broke through the opening,
and and a flood of -light poured upon
his white face.

Joan started and drew  back. then
bent”forward and looked at him in am-
azement,

“You ** she cried.

“Yes,” he responded, reading  her
thoughts: *‘it is I. Bertie Dewsbury.
You remember me?”

“I vemember,”” said Joan. faintly,
“and you came here to-night, vou knew
me? s
“Not tiil T saw you on the stage,”
he said. rapidly: “I came toxthe thea-
tre by accident, by chance; I know you
the moment I saw you.

“It ie strange.” rche faltered:
before vou saved me Her
broke.

“And I will save you now!" he almost
shouted. and scarcely knowing what he
was doing he caught up a neavy piece
of timber and commenced vounding at
the wall.

Bertie

Xy

he

»

“once
voice

beneath the blows of the
a battering ram, and presently the
brickwork gave way.

He had only just time to drop the
timber and drag Joan out of the way
when a portion of the wall fell in, a
cloud of du<t mingling with the smoke
whick was now vendering their place of
refuge thick and murky.

“Wlhere does this lead? It is a kird of
passage.” he shouted in Joan's ear, for
the aoise of falling beams and the rear-
ing of the flames rendered speech al-
most 1mpossible.

Joan looked round her. She knew of
no passage except that of the painting-
room above and behind the stage.

“It Jeuads to the painting-room,"
said.

“Come with me!” he shouted,
taking her haud he hurried her u
stairs.

Even as they reached the first land-
ing he. lcoking back, saw their late re-
fuge one mass of flames.

On the Janding where they now paused
to take hreath there was a window, and
ipstinctively they both went to it and
looked down.

The lurid light of the burning build-
ing fell upon an immense crowd, a sea
of upturned faces which shown fitfully
in the red and ycllow glare.

As they came to the . window the
crowd caught sight of them, and a roar,
which seemed to shake the tottering
theatre, roso from thousands of throats,
as hands were raised and pointed to the
two figures at the window.

‘“They sce us!” said Bertie.

“Thank God !" murmured Jean. “Thev
will put the escape up! Ah, it is
none too soon,” and _she laughed
hystevically and put her hand to her
throat, as she felt choking with the in-
tense heat and the smoke.

Bertie had te stifle a groan. He
knew that from where they stood no
escape could rench them; his quick eye
had caught the sight of flames breaking
)ut fiem leneath, ard with a awift
pang through his heart he felt that if

she

and
p the
A

she was to be saved it was by him, and T

him alone.

“Wait here!™ he said, putting his hand
on her arm to reassire and encoilrage
her. “Keep close to the window and
get as much air as possible! [ will not |
be a moment!”

Then as she smiled up in his face ini
of obedience, he sprang up the
w steps and euntered the pairting room. !
As ke did so he heard-a sharp, hidsing |

{ sound against the walls; it was the hy-

drants playing round the window where |
Joan stood. "With the rapidity of a man '
fighting for life against time, Bertie
got together all the rope that he could

was strong and desperate; the :
was of single brick, shook, !
i p did

i

. eyes moist. her hands held out.

i she said, reverently. “You are not hurts”
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find,; and fortunately there was a qi:a-
tity lying about, and joining it into one
long’ pieces, he coiled it up and returacd
to Joan.

“Help me!” he said, feverishly; and
he showed her how to make a slip-knot,
while he passed one end of the ®bpe
round the rough but strong balustrade
of the stairway. s

While, he was doing it the sheuts of
the crowd grew louder, and took to
themselves a note of warning.

He knew what it meant and = that
there was fiot a moment to lose.

“Now!” he said, and he slipped the
noose under her arms. “You will be
brave, will you not? It is my only
chance of saving you! DPut out your
hands and keep yourself from striking
against the wall 4

Joan looked at him.

“You were going to let me down?”
she said, standing close to him.

“Were? I am!” he said, eagerly.
“Step on to the window ledge and let
yourself down; close your eyes and
do not fear. You shall not come to any
h%m-"

But still she stood looking et him.

“And you?” she said, in a low, in-
tense voice.

“I?” he said, impatiently. “Oh, T am
all right. They will reach me somehow.
I can go down the rope after you. For
heaven’s sake be quick! Hark! They
are shouting to us that theresis no time
to loge.”

Still Joan hesitated.

“You cannot go downthat rope after
me by vourself,” she said. catching his
arm. “You are tired, worn out. Look
how your hand trembles! Ah! T see
what you mean; you. would save me,
and stay here and die! I will not go!
No! We will stay together.”

The sweat broke out on his face and
his heart seemed to stand still.

“For the sake of heaven,” le cried.
“do_not hesitate!”

SWe smiled at him. and the smile lin-
gered in his memory for years after-
wards.

“I am not so fond of lifc. my friend,”
she said. “No; we will stay together.”

There was no time for further parley.
Desperate, reckless, Bertie made the
rope fast, and. securing her in his arms,
murmured: “Oh, forgive me!” and put
her outside the window.

She clung to him for a moment with
a convulsive shudder, but Bertie put
her hands from him tenderly, reverent-
Iy, and then, springing back to his rope,
let her down gently.

A roar of surprise and delight rose
from the crowd, a roar which grew in
volume and frenzy as the slim figure
of the girl who had become a popular
idol swung and swayed in the air, the
red light falling on her beautiful face.

“It is Ida  Trevelyan!” the mob
ghouted.  “Hurrah! Keep up vour
heart. miss. You're all safe! All safe!
Bravo!™

Slowly, steadily she came down: the
crowd ¥ /ayed to and fro in its excite-
ment. * Men shouted themseves hoarse.
women shrieked and screamed in mad
hysteria, and all made one frantic ef-
fort to get near her, as it every hand
wanted to touch her and seize her first.

Then suddenly. from the centre of
the crowd. a man broke, and dashed
himself towards the spot to which she
was descending.  White, speechless, his
eves fixed on her in a wild, despairing
glance, he fought his way, until he was
close beneath her. Then. the light fall-
ing on his face, the crowd saw and re-
cognized him.

It was Mordaunt Royee,

His were the hands which first seized
her, and ax she fell fainting into his
arms a vell of trimmph went up from
the mob.

Then rose a erv.

“Tne man! the 'man!™ and a thousand
eyes were fixed on the window. at which
Bertie had again appeared.

They saw him lean over, as if to see
whether she was safe, then he sprang
on the ledge. and. grasping the rope
firmiy. begau te c¢limb down. As he
there was an awful crash, and
the roof fell in. A shower of slates and
charred woodwork €1l round him. some
of them striking him. but still Bertie
clung on. ¥

The crowd was now as silent as the
grave: in the awful suspence it scemed
a. if scarcely a man hreathed.

Fager eves were fixed on the figure
clinging to the frail rope and eoming
down so slowly. slowly. that it seeined
as if days-elapsed between every vard
he made. 3

The firemen, alone cafm and collected,
dashesd up to the spot carrying an im-
mense square of canvas. and the erowd,
seeing their intention; yelled their ap-
proval.

Foot hy fcot Bertie made his way.
It seemed to him that his lower limbs
were made of lead, and that his hands
were sawn apart, so heavy was the
strain. He dared not look down, he
conll not look upward for fear of the
falling sparks and hot ashes which fell
in a shower abhout him.

With closed eyes and clenched teeth.
he clung on until he could ciimb no
longer.

Then, with a short. quick sigh, he felt
his hands slip from the rope.

A sob, ‘a yell. arose from the crowd
as he fell backwards, which suddenly
changed to a roar of satisfaction and
delight as the firemen caught him in the
canvas and waved their hands as a sign
that he was safe.

Men and women rushed forward to
seize him by the hand; voices were
heard inquiring who he was; and when
his name went round, shouts rose of:

“Bravo, my lord! Bravo, Lord Dews-
bury!”

Bertie. half stunned by the noise,
stood amidst the erowd in his shirt
sleeves, his waistédat torn and spotted
with the blood that had dropped from
his cut and chafed hands, his yellow hair
scorched and burnt, his face blackened
and grazed. <

“Where is Miss Trevelyan!” he in-
quired at last, when he had pulled him-
self together.

She was not far off. They had tried
to persuade her to go home, but she
would not move until she saw with her
own eyves how her preserver had fared;
and now she came up to thank him, her

<0

“Oh. thank Heaven!—thank Heaven!™

“Not in the least” he said, his eyes
fixed on her. *And you?”

She shook her hend

“No! Tt is wonderfnl how we esecap
ed! And—and—T rwe my life to you-”

Bertie still held her Yinds utterly in-
different"to the surround-d
them, some of wlinn not unused
to the scene.

rowd Lot

“He saved her life!” said & rough man,
with tears in his eyes; “it was the pluck-
iest thing as ever I've ‘seen! Three
eheers for Lord Dewsbury! Heaven bless
you, my lord!”

Bertie still held her hands when Mor-
daunt Royce came up.

“Come Ida,” he said,
here.”

Then he stared
Bertie.

“This—this is the gentleman who sav-
ed me!” said Joan, with a sudden flush
on her pdle face,

Bertie started.

“What, Royce!” he said.

Royce laughed nervously and held out
his hands.

“I—1 didn’t know it was you, Bertie!”
he said, hurriedly; “they—they didn’t
tell me. How can -—we—thank you?”

Bertie, mystified and bewildered, wav-
ed his hand.

“It was nothing,” he said: “any fel-
low would have done the same.”

“I—I will see you to-morrow,” said
Royce, hurriedly; and taking Joan’s
hand he drew it. throug hhis arm and
led her away.

As she went. Joan looked back over
her shoulder. and Bertie bowed. She was
taken off in @ moment and hurr’=d out of
his sight, and there was nothing left for
him but to go home. )

One of the men stripped off his jacket
and held it out to him.

“Fut it on, my lord,” e said: “it ain’t
worth while catching cold, after what
you’ve dome. Talk of the aristoerats: 1
don’t want to hear no more rubbish
about ’em after this, if you’re an aristo-
crat,” he added, with an oath. “If you'd
been * a common workingman  you
couldn’t a done more!”

(To be Continued.)

STILL ANOTHER .
POSTMASTER TELLS

Why He Pins His Faith to
Dodd’s Kidney Pills

“the cab\-’ is

ag his eyes fell on

Doctors Failed to Cure His Bright's
Disease, But He Found Relief in
the Great Canadian Kidney Rem-
edy.

Clam Point, Shelburne Co.. N.S,, Man.
80.— (Special.) — Joshua Nickerson, post-
master here. is among the many in this
neighborhood who tell of pains® relieved
and disease banished by Dodd’s Kidney
Pills.

“I am sixty-two years old.” says the
postmaster. “And, I'll tell you why 1
think o highly of Dodd’s Kidney Pills.
Owing to a bad cold my kidneys com-
menced to bother me, and the trouble
developed into Backache. stiffness of tire
joints, and finally Bright's Diseace,

“I was treated by a doctor, but that
did not help me much. and it was six
boxes of Dodd’s Kidney Pills that
brought me relief.”

Everywhere you go in Canada people
tell you of the great work Dodd’s Kid-
nev Pille are doing. and everyone .who
tells yeu can give the reason why. That
reason Simply is that there is no case
of Kidney Disease Dodd's Kidney Pills
caunot cure.  These people have tried
them and proved: this true. Backache.
Rhenmatiam. Dropsy, Diabetes. Lum-
bago. Heart Disease and Bright's Dis-
ease are some of the more serious trou-
bles that Dodd’s Kidney Pills always
cure, simply because these are all either
Kidney diseases or are caused by dis-
eased Kidneys.

Have You Told Your Child?
(By Cynthia Grey.;

Girls and boys of fourteen to sixteen
are unusuaily sensitive angd sentimental;
they are easily embarvassed, wre rostless
and unsatisiied without Knowing why.

And are
prouwe to be less patieni with their el

its awo (rue that parents

dren thea. fovgetting aitogether that
they, 100. were once in need of patient
and thoaghifal kindness gt this eritical
period of childhood,

Soaie of us, whose i~ only a
memory now. were foriunate enough to
possess mothers whose ideas were right,
but the mothers of many others inherit-
ed opinions handed down from the geod
old grandmother days, chiei among them
being the one that children musy be kep
in dense ignorance of ‘@e secrets if birth,

The former class of mothers is still,
alas, too few, while mothers of the lat-
ter class are countleas,

Boys and girls of this age find them-
selves possessed of new and strange
powers, which they cannot understand.
The_v are disposed to erratic behaviour,
are inclinegd fall dqesperateiy in love,
Q¥e liable to go astray in conduct and
commit fatal mistakss through the ig-
ncrance for which parents arc alone re-
sponsible,

Mothers, why don't you realize that
this ignorance 1s the greatesi solires of
danger for your boys and girls, and that
it is in your power to eniighten them
in the right way in the study of sejf?
The modesty which bids you to silence
on thig subject is unl_\' falze modesty,
which leads your children to think that
the story of Jife must be somethiny of
which we should all, be ashamed, s.nce
mother refuses to speak of it.

Let the children feel from infancy
that they can come to you in all their
problems without fear jesi their queries
meet with ridicule answers,

_\(II‘" A
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or evasive
Meet them face to face and answer their
questions in the proper apiri There
will then be little danger that the easily
impressed minds of the children will be
poisoned by the vulgarities of their
school-mates,

You may be sure that there are plenty
of evil-mmded children abroad who
WILL tell your children their opinions,
and the harm will be ineradicable unless
you forestall them hy telling ‘them in
Your own words the things they ought
to know.

—_—————
Accurate.

“How high is the thermometer?” ack-
ed the Philadelpia girl,

After a busy moment with a fape
measure her Boston counsin replied “Five
feet and three inches  from the floor,

HOOKWORM, SCOURGE OF
- SOUTHLAND, IS DOOMED

(3y Robt, F. Wilson.)

Washington, D.C.—Hookworm. the
parasite scourge of the south, blamed
for much of its poverty to-day, is to
be wiped out within a few years, in
the opinion of Dr. Bailey K. Ashford,
U.S.A, surgeon in Porto Rico.

Dr. Ashford is one of the two Ameri-
can pioneers in. the treatment of hook-
worm disease, the other Leing Dr. Wal-
ter W. King, of Savannah, Ga., member
of the U. S. public health and marine
hospital service.

Working separately by cxperiments,
Dr. Ashford and Dr. Kisg ecach arrived
at the conclusion . that hookworm’ dis-
ease was coutracted by the parasite
larvae entering the vietim through the
skin. They found this out by experi:
menting upon themselves. Dr. Ashford
put the deadly hookworm eggs on his
hand and, through a iuiscroscope. saw
the mewly hatched larvae wriggle
through his pores into his blood.

Up to ten ycars age hdokworm dis-
ease was not recognized. Among the
clay eaters of the sonth doctors diag-
noaced the affliction as profound ane-
mia. The victim grew paler and paler,
and if they did not die they remained
helpless invalids, held by a malady so
elnsive that they were put down by
the encrgetic as lazy good-for-nothings.

Once the disease’ was recognized. a
cure was speedily worked out.  Five
doses of thymol. a dangerous drug un
leas admimstered by a physician. is
usually enongh to restore the most
chronic cases of “health. strength and en-
ergy. :

At the time of the American occupa-
tion it was estimated that the =avork
capacity of Porto Rico was reduced 50
per cent by hookworm. In 1900 there
were 12,000 deaths from hookworin dis-
ease,

After six years of vigorous work. the

BY RARR 1S & gwave |

DR. BAJLEY K. ASHFORD, U.S.A.
Army Surgeon Who Worked Wonders
n Porto Rico.

laborers, largely Spanish whites.

“The eure of 300,000 out of a total
million population convinced the Porto-
Ricans that hookworm was one of their
Waincipal obstadles to industvial. sue-
cess and sociai betterment. The people,
at firet afraid of the treatment, now
aid dispensary work in every possible
way.

“We now have 60 hookworm dispen-
saries, combining treatment and educa-
tion. Wages are rising generally as
workmen are becoming more efficient
with better health, and the output of

death rate has fallen from 42 to 21 per |

1.000. and less than 1.000 Porto Ricans
die each year from hookworm. And
the campaign has only begun.

“We found that these sick men could
only average 50 per cent. of the amounit
of work healthy men could accomplish.

coffee hins been increased.”
The government will publish Dr. Ash-
ford’s extensive work orr hookworm dis-

| eage,

The fight against the hookworm dis-

| ease is but one phrase of the campaign

i

for better health in Porto Rico.
In the five years preceding 1900, .-

eayvs Dr. Ashford. “Thus we found the | 060 Porto Ricans died of smallpox and

worm responsible for much of the ie-
landss poverty.

“The density of population. 264 ner
square mile. and the muddy soil. shaded
by the eoffee bushes, were the twn prin-
cipal reasons whv lhookworm
fatal.
in the
larvae

was sn

warm, maoist

The egge of the parasite hoiched | 000 Porto Ricans in
lonms and *he | -¢mallpox.
pevetrated the hare feet of (he i ed vellow fever.

600 of yvellow fever. Fatal epidemics of

both were frequent.

pox or yellow fever on the island, nor
has there been a death from either ip
The vaccination of 800.-
1900 wiped out
Rigid quarantine extinguish-

' To-day there is not a case of emall-

several yvears.

How Blotting Paper Was First Made

It is problematical, to say the lcast,

if a thonsand persons of the countless
wmillions wio to-day will be using blot-
ting paper, have ever speculated how
it came into wse. A French contem-
porary, ‘however, has been enlightening
its readers on the subject. The discov-
ery was the result of an accident. Some
time in the last certury an operative in
mills in Berkshire omitted to put the
size into his pulp. When the paper was
rolled it was deemed useless, and the un-
fortunate workman received his conge,
Some days afterwards, when they were
about to throw the paper away, some-
one discovered the power of absorption,
and tried it with some written matter.
The old sandbox, which up to that time
had been used for drying ink was dis<
carded, and the workman reinstated. and
rewarded for his meglizence. We may
add that, in comparatively recent vears,
millers in out of the way places sprin-
kled flour over their accounts to dry

the ink, but we suppose at this period |

the flour dredge has gon: the way of
the sandbox.

MME. ALI KULI KAHN.

Whether ehe is really an American
Or a rerslian womuiu now 1s quite a
gquestion. Anyhow, Mme. Ali Kuli
Kahn was formerly Miss Brease of
a well known Boston family. Her
husband is charge de aifairs at the
Persian legation in Washington, and
Mme. Kuli Kahn is a popular ;hos-
tess of the diplomatic set.

—_————eee—

Be Wise in Time!

If vour back ever aches, if rou have
tired days, sleepless nights, aching akout
the loing, distressing urinary disorlers—
go at once to the nearest drug :tore and
get DR. HAMILTON'S PILLS. Yoa=eed
them for your kidueys, and you can be
sure they will vure any complication of
the bladder, liver or kidneys in shott cr-
der. Watch for the syvmptoms—if von
suspect your kidneys act promptly. DR.
HAMILTON'S PILLS will cure you as
can no other medicine, 25¢ per box, deal-
ers or the Catarrhozone Kinaston,
Ont.

C'o.,

ALAS, POOR MAN!
(Lipmineott’s Magazine.)
Blecker—-*T
used to lecture.
since you married her
Meeker—*“Well, she no longer lectures
in public.”

understand  your wife
Has she given it up

on
7

'ON THE VERGE
OF A BREAKDOWN

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills the Only
Hope for Weakened, Nervous
People. 4

This ‘warning will be read by thous-
ands of people who only just succeed in
getting through the day’s work withount
a breakdown. T1f you feel always tired
out, have but little appetite, and a poor
digestion, cannot sleep well, suffer from
headaches, backaches and nervousness,
it may mean that you are on the verge
of a serious breakdown.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills eure weak,
nervous. troubled men and women he-
cauee of their direct action on the blood.
Every dose of these Pills helps to make
new. rich blood, which tones the vitel
organs, strengthens the nerves and
| brings renewed health and strength. Mr.
| Geo. Johnson, of Lequile, NAS., suffered
| for sorie vears as a resilt of overwork
| and strain, but found no help for his
i condition until- he began the use of Dr.

Williams® Pink Pills. Mr. Johnson says:

“While working on a railway handling

heavy ties T hurt my back and had to
’ give up work. Later I was able to do

light work, but (for about six years I
I suffered from dreadful pains in the hack
tand down my legs. This condition be-
| came aggravated by indigestion and
| ¢hronic constipation, and my life was

one of constany misery. During those

vears T was treated by different doctors,
! but did not get any help. One day a
! friend urged me to try Dr. Williams’
| Pink Pills. and proved his faith in them
| by presenting me with a box. It was
more to please him than from any he-
lief that they would be of service to me
that T began taking the Pills. Before
the box was finished, however, they
seemed to be helping me; the pains in
my back and legs grew less intense and
the bloating in my stomach, eaused by
the indigestion, disappeared. I contin-
| ned taking the Pills until T had used
! over a dozen boxes, when I found myself
fullv restored to my former health. T
am now able to do heavy farm work,
and for the past year have not lost a
day, or liad the least symptom of my
{ former troubles, and T attribute it en-
tirely to the use of Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills.”

Dr. Williams® Pink Pills are sold by
all medieine dealers or may be had by
mail at 50 cents a box or six boxes for
$2.50 from the Dr. Williams® Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

* PROGRESS. \
" (Puck.)

Friend—1 tell you, old man, inventions
make \\'underfuliy;’apid progress nowa-
days. don’t they?

Aviator—You bet! 1f they grant us
the patent on our new engine by 1914,
and we get rid of the infringements by
| 1925, and finish our suit with the High
flier Company, which is returnable in
| 1954, we'll show the world what an
aeroplane really is.

el e
A TERRIFIED HERO.
(Washington iStar.)

“Did you have any narrow escapes |
| the surf last summer?”

“Yes® replied the life-saver, “One 1
whom 1 rescued was so grateful that !
nearly married me.’

Shilohs Gure

quickly stops coughs, cures cold: cals
the throat cnd lungs. =« « 25 cents,

—————e———
The*whole ocean is made up of Iittle
drops.—French.




