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Sweet Miss Margery

Her cheeks were flushed, a light of
eagerness was in her eyes. Margery
<could not see for tears; she slipped her
hand into the tiny hot one, and whis-
pered the words that Lord Court spoke;
then, deeply moved, she turned and left
the room. y

CHAPTER XVL

Two days passed, and the earl an-
nounced his intention of going down to
his tenants at the end of the week.
They were two peaceful, pleasant days,
and Margery found much to occupy her.
She would have remained in her own
room during her spare moments if Lady
Enid would have allowed it; but with
pretty tyranny the invalid refused any
such concession, and se Margery brought
her painting into the boudoir. Lady
Enid seemed never tired of watching her
as she sat bending over her canvas, and
every now and then she would touch
her brother gently, and by a sign call
his attention to the girl’s beauty.
gery liked Lord Court. She was pleased
at the graceful deference he showed her,
and happy because of the joy his pres-
ence brought to Lady Enid. He was a
most agreeable companion; his wander-
ings about the world had provided him
with a fund of anecdote and informa-
tion; and Margery listened delightedly
to his voice, though her heart would
sink at times at the memory of that
other who had spoken of the same
scenes. She found that the earl was
an artist of more than ordinary ability,
and was grateful to him for his many
hints, entering into long discussions
with a zest that delighted Lady Enid.
The earl too found it a strange pleas-
ure to listen to lrer, and he would start
a conversation simply for the sake of
hearing her speak, and to watch the
ever-changing expression of her sweet
face.

He gave himself up now entirely to
his sister; his fears were banished, her
own hopefulness kindled his, and the
delicate flush  that appeared onm her
white cheeks led him to believe that her
strength was returning. Margery too
shared his eager delight in Lady Enid’s
recovery; yet amid it all she could not
repress a vague feeling of discomfort
sometimes, and alarm would rise un-
"bidden when she looked up quickly and
saw the unspeakable sadness in Lady
Enid’s face; but she kept her fears to
herself, and indeed dismissed them as
fancies when she heard the brother and
sister laughing ana chatting together.

Lord Court was absent a week; but he
sent despatches dany to town, with ham-
pers of flowers ana fruit. The two girls
were ardent lovers ot fiowers, and aare
gery would flit about arranging tham
t:l] the room was scarcely recognizable,

On the day of the earl's yeturn she h-
gan the pleasant task of dyeorating: and,
when all the vasee were filled, she turn-
ed to Lady Enid with the great clusters
that remained in her hand.

“Shall I send these up to Lady Meri-
wali; Enid?” she asked--by Lady Enid’s
special desire she discarded the title
when speaking to her iviend and mis
tress,

“Aunt Hannah!” Lady Enid laugned.
“Oh, she cannot bear flowers, Margery!
She would declare that wa wished to kill
her if we put them in her roem!”

Margesy buried her face in the flowers,

“How 1 pity her!” sne zaid, slowly.
“To me they are as life itseif. Yet, do
you know. Enid, sometimvs. the though
comes to me that we are cruel when we
cut the blossoms off 3o ruthlessiy—
they die so soon.”

She gazeg admiringly at a small, deli-
cate white rose us she spoke; it looked
80 desolate without its setting of green
leaves. A curious fancy seized her—was
not her life like this poor flower’s, sep-
arated from all she loved?

“She is thinking of her grief.” thougit
the invalid girl. “Yon are too tender.
darling.” she said, gentiy; “flowers are
sent for our uee; and, after all, we die
as they do.” She paused a little, and
then went cn, “1 will tel] you where to
put those if you wiil.  Nugent loves
flowers as we do. Ask Morgan to give
you some giasses, and arrange them on
his table. will you?t”

“Of course!  Why'did 1 ot think of

Mar- |

his before?” and, guthering ‘hem in her
hands, Margery vent swilly from the
roeom,

Lady Enid lay back very wtiil as she |
disappeared, a strange yearumg look on
her face,

“If that only might be,” she murmur-
ed o berself, *1 could go in h:x;vpln&sc’ 1
think.” She looked toward the door, wnd
her eyes suddenly gleamed with ¥
“Nugent,” she cried, “you have com:
back! How good of you to be sp early!™

Lord Court bent and kissed her.,

“Where is Miss Daw? You arc alone.

Lady Enid saw Lhis cager glinee

“She has just lefy we to put some
flowers in your room. Oh. Nugent, how
eweet they are! | breathe the country
air again in their seent”

*“As you will breathe it in rcality. dar-
ling, soon. What does Fothergill say?”

“[ am progressing alowly.” Lady Enid
veplied, in a quiet voiee, though tie
flush on her cheeks deepened; “it. must |
be another week yet, Nugent, before [
can think of starting.”

“A week will soon pass.” the ear] pe-
sponded, tenderly. not noticing her la-
bored manner-—"a week, and then, Enid.
my darling, we shail return to the home
where we were g0 happy. to the haurts
vou loved! My life <hali henceforth be
epent for you and with you. as of old.”

Lady Euid put her hand on ler bro- !
Aher's.

“You do not dread it?" she whispered,

“All dread is goue—it is buried in the
past.” he answered, firmly, looking itno
her eyes.

Lady Enid sighed, and Margervy enter-
ged the room as he released her hand.

“You have been putting some flowers
in my room, Miss Bﬂw; that is kind of
vou.
© uf did not know you liked flowers,
Lord Court,” she amswered, with the
gravéd®smile that never brought any light
10 her eyes. “I will remember in future.”

“7 like all that, is beautiful.” he -aid,
involuntarily; then. turning to his sia-
ter—“BEnid, let ua cclebrate my return.
You have not driven out for weeks. Can
Jou pe'ar the fitigue to-day?”

“Yes,” replied Lady Enid, with a
gleam of dehight. *I shall enjoy iL.”

“it 1s a Jovely day,” went pon the earl,
*1 long to drag you from this gioomy
room—a drive wil do you goou, 1 ain
sure.”

“Yes; I know it wall.,”

Margery knelt for an ipstant beside
the couch.

“Are you quite surey” she whispered.
“Will Doctor Fothergill—

“He hus urged me to go many times,”

Ludy Enid interrupte(, kissing aer: *eo
run and jut on your hat.”
_ Margery went with a light Yeart, and
n a few minutes followed the slizht fiz
ure on, its straight padded board to the
luxurious barouche. Lady. Enid's conch
was placed in the carriage, for she was
wn!pelh’d to retain  her recumben:
position; and, with a heart full of pity,
i\{]urgery took her seat beside the inva-
id.

London was very full, considering that
the shooting season had commenced, and
many people came to the side of the car-
riage either to bow or to offer their
greetings to Lady Enid. To all of these
acquaintances Margery was introduced
as “my dear friend,” and her heart swell-
ed with gratitude to Lady Enid for her
delicacy and consideration. Lord Court,
though he was busy talking. lost mone
of the varying expressions that passed
Across her face. Gradually it was  be-
coming a pieasure to him to be near this
girl. whom his sister loved; bLe re:sgniz-
ed the rare beauty of her nature, her
irborn refinement and her pride and her
grace won from him attenticas that
many another woman had sigh»d fer m
vim. Margery was always graiified by
his courtesy, though his growing adiniz-
ation was lost on her. She sat back in
the carriage listening to the eonversa-
tion, speaking only when addressed.

The earl had judged rightly — the

drive seemed to have brougnt new life to
his sister. She chatted gayly, breathing
the soft air with avidity, and his hope
rose higher and higher as he gazed at her
animated face. They had turned into the
park, which was filled with carriagea
and equestrians; and Margery, who had
been only once before in this  part »f
London, grew interested in watching the
groups of people passing to and fro.
' Lord Court’s eyes wandered from his
sister’s face to liers, and a sense of peace
such as he had never felt in the past
four years crept into his heart. Tady
Enid saw his eyes turned on Margery,
and she smiled to herself a happy little
smile; she felt that these two would be
fiiends, and the thonght plessed her.
Just as they were turning to leave the
park, a gentleman rode up to the car-
riage and entered into conversation with
the earl and Lady Enid. Margery sat
back and let her eyes and thoughts wan-
der. She watched, with a smile on  her
face, two children struggling for a doll,
lieedlers of the voice of their nurse: then
suddenly the smile faded. and her heart
seemed to stand still. Beneath the trees
to their right a party of riders was just
moving on—a woman between two men,
followed by two grooms. Margery’s
cheeks blanched, and her hauds trembled,
she knew that graceful form only too
well, It was Vane Charteris— Vane
Charteris, with the smile of content, the
glow of perfect happiness on her lovely
face: and beside her rode Stuart Cros-
bie, Margery had looked but once, ye?
she saw only too well. Vane had turned
with a xmile to her lover: and he, henl-
ing close to her. was murmuring wosls
the tendernese of which might have beon
guessed by the earnest gaze that  ae-
companied them.

Margery drew back in her seat as they
passed : it was a moment of hitter az-
ony. She had thought hersclf schedled to
meet sorrow. that she was able to he
firm, that she had cast out all love and
despair from her heart and filled it with
a desire for utter forgetfulness. No. she
gnw herself in her weakness. The very
sight of Vane Charteric brenght  baeck
the humiliation she had suffered: while
thought of Stuart. the man who had de-
celved her, ineulted her, wrecked  her
life at its very beginning. brought back
the tumnltuous joy of that evening in
Weald Wood. the never-ending sorrow
of her loss. Ah, she might e as  brave
as €he would, away: but a glimpse of
his face had broken down all the TDar
riers that pride had beer setting np dur
ing these past weeks. and left her ac
weak as before!

Tarning o speak to her. Lord
saw her pallor and Took ofepain.

“Something is  troubling  her.” he
thought. “She is too young. too {air to
look so distressed.” Tgnoring her  ap-
parent faintness. he gave his orders to
the footman. and they were driven home.

Margery all that evening was quict. al-
most depressed, She knew she might
have remained in her own room, had
ghe so wished, but she shrunk from be-
ing left alone with her thoughts, from
the confession of her own weakness: and
che sat with Lady Enid. who, full of the
pleasure of her drive. chatted and langh-
ed gavly. not noticing  her friend’s
changed manner. But. though it escaped

Cour t

| her, it was quickly detected by her bro-

ther; and the pale face of the young
girl, the unspeakable depth of sadness
in her eves. touched him with deep sym-
pathy. He came easily and gracefully to
her rescue. 1le took the book from her
hand when Lady Enid asked her to read,

! with a playful remark as to Miss Daw's

needle-work progressing slowly, and he
alone saw the slender figure leaning back
wearily on the wide window-ledge, her
work forgotten in her thoughts. He
exerted himself to chat to his sister,
and then, knowing that her
evening was never complete with-
out musie, seated himself at the piano
and filled the room with the melody of
a rich baritone voice.

Margery listened awhile: then  the
sighing sadness of the music proved too
much for her, and, stooping to kiss Lady
Enid, she retired to her room.

The night-hours passed slowly and
heavily; she could not sleep. Her mind
was haunted by the vision of two forms
with the radiance of a great happiness
in their eves. Was London so small that
she must  be toriured by their faees
wherever she went? And her secret—

" LTIV T Y Y .
Fwould nof. that. be discovered? “‘Ihéy
had;not seen: her to-day; but who eould
tell whether she might not meet . them'
again? She felt low-spirited and dis-
heartened for a time, then grew gradu-

haps they would leave _ Londomn, and
down at Court Manor she would 'have
peage, if not happiness. Comforted by
this_thought, she fell asleep just as the
gray dawn was breaking, her troubles
(or’otten for the time in dreams.

For the next three days life went on
as it had before Lord Court arrived.
Margery took her solitary walks in the
square garden, secure from all fears
there, and Lady Enid declared herself
much better. As the end of the week
drew near, Margery felt her heart light-
en: Only a few hours more and she
wonld be safe for a long time!

+“Have you your canvas and al: the
necessaries for our pictures, Nugent?”
asked Lady Enid, on the afternoon of
the day before that fixed for their de-
parture.

“1 have one or two little commissions
to execute this afternoon,” returned the
enrl; “then 1 shall be quite prepa.el
for work.”

“Let us go with you;
day.” z

“But the fatigue!” he said, warningiy.
“Remember, Enid, there is the journey
to-morrow.”

“1 should enjoy it,” Lady Enid mur-
mured, a little plaintively.

“Then come by all means, my darling.”

With a beating heart Margery put on
her hat; fain would she have stayed at
home, but she could think of no excuse,
and she did not like to spoil Lady Knids
plensure. She shrunk from the idea of
sceing those two faces again, and the
chance of being recognized.

The earl was waiting for her at the
foot of the stairs,

*Enid bas sent we for you, Miss
Daw,” he said, hurriedly; “pav 1 was
most anxious to speak to you for a
minute alone. Tell me honestly, do you
think she wishes this. journey to-mor-
row? Sometimes 1 fancy 1 see a hope-
less longing in her eyes, and 1 aimost
makes my heart ache.”

“Indeed, Lord Court,” Margery an-
swered, earnestly, *'1 am sure Lady Enid
lives in the very thought of going to
her old home. She has talked of it so
often. Please do not distress yourseli;
1 have seen that look in her eyes, too,
but 1 do not think it means more than
a longing to be well.”

She put out her hand timidly, and he
raised it to his lips. .

Their eyes met for an instant, and he
saw again the deep sadness in hers.

“Enid is waiting,” he said, “let us go
to the carriage.” ’ ~

This time they drove through the
streets, and Margery forced hersell to
talk and smile, though she was trem-
bling with fear. If her smile died away
suddenly, and if her vo.ce had not the
true ring, it was only the earl who re-
marked it. Lady Enid, lying back on her
couch, was o interested in all that
was passing’ to sce the efftrt and no-
tice the constraint.

At last all the commissions were exe-
cuted, and it was with a sigh of relief
that Margery found the carriage was
rolling homeward.

“Shall 1 ever learn her sorrow?” the
earl wondered. as they bowled alomg,
noting her sweet face. “lIt is only one
who has suffered as I have who looks
as she does—yet that is imposcible In
her young life.”

Murgery met his carnest, questioning
gaze; the color rose to her cheeks and
she was about to make some re-
mark, when suddenly, to her amazement,
the earl leaned forward and pulled her
on one side; then followed a sharp
shock to the carriage. Dimly she saw a
huge impending mass above her, and
heard voices raised in alarm; then her
scnses cleared, and she  saw the earl
stunding in the streei, the footman be-
side him, and a crowd of people hurry-
ing forward.

“Ihere is no damage.” said the earl,
getting into the carriage again—"at
least. none to us. You are not hurt?”
His tone was intensely eager.

‘No. no,” Margery auaswered, quickly,
‘but Lady Enid—"

“Is all right. She told me so herself,
with a smile, just this minute.”

Margezy bent over the conch,

“Then she ' veived you,” she said hur-
riedly. looking u, with blanched cheeks,
“for she has fainted.”

CHAPTER XVIIL

The clock on the mantel-piece strock
cight in clear silvery chimes; Margery
pzused in her walk to and fro an the
boudoir, and looked at it. Three hours
since they had returned, and carried
Enid’s poor fragile form to the bedroom,
her face as white as death itself. The

it is a lovely

! agony of Margery’s suspense was un-

bearable; she had beeu alone, listening
for, vet, she scarcely knew why, dread-
ing to hear Doctor Fothergill's step on
the stair. All thought of self was ban-
ished now: she couid think only of the
sweet angel-woman who had been a
spirit of goodness to her, and of the
look of speechless grief on the earls
face as he carriea his sister into the
house. Down stairs, in another room,
a man was sitting with head bowed for-
ward as with age. It was the Earl of
Court. He had returned from his sis-
ter's couch, after placing her theve, and,
dropping into the chair beside the fire,
had never moved during the three weary
hours that passed. He heard the doctor
slowly descend the stairs; yet be, like
Margery. dared not approach him be-
cause of the unspeakable dread that was
in his heart, and he heard the street
door’ close with a slight shudder at the
fears that possessed him.

1t was not till the door was gently
opened that he roused himself from his
trance of despair: then, raising his head,
he saw Margery. pale and agitated,
standing before him.

“Enid wishes for youn,” she said faint-
ly.

He started to his feet in an instant.

“You have seen her?” he murmured.

“No,” Margery shook her head. *“I
will come after you; she has asked for
us both, and —” She stopped--her voice
failed her.

The earl pressed his hands over his
eves, and followed her from the room.

Lady Enid was lying back on her pil-
lows, very pale and faint. She could
not move her hand as her brother en-
tered; but she saw the look of pleasure
that illumined her face. He bent low
over her and heard her voice come only
in a whisper, and then with a painful

effort. i
“You are better, Enid?” he murmur-

-

ally easier in' her: mind. /, In & week per- |; ;
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ed, hoarsely. “Ol, say you are better,
my darling!”

“I shull b soon, Nugent.” she answer-
ed. “llave you seen Doctor Fother-
gine”

He shook his head and he thought he
saw a look of pain gather on her face.

“I am sorry,” she said faintly, “for 1
must tell you myself,”

“Tell me what, Enid?"” he asked, his
voice almost inaudible in its huskiness.

She did not answer at once, but, nfter
awhile she raised her weak hand and
passed it over his Lrow.

“Nugent,” she faitered, her tones a lit-
tle clearer. “I want you to give me a
promise, dear.”

“Need you ask for one!” he answered,
pressing her haud to his lips, then
clasping it firmly within his own.

“1 want you to b: a friend to Mar-
gery: she has no oue, and 1 love her.
Nugent my dardling, de not look at me
like that—there is no hope. O, don’t
ery, my own dear brother! Listen! 1]
have deceived you”-—ler voice grew
fuinter-—‘1 have L-en growing weaker
and weaker every day. This is the fin-
ish.”

The earl had sunk upon his knees;
his face was almost hidden. Lady Enid’s
hand, wandering over hjs hair, touched
his eyes—they were wet with tears.

“Don’t, don’t! Oh, Nugent, you break
my heart!”

He was up again in an instant, his
grief repressed bv an iron will.

“You promige?” she xaid eagerly.

“I promise all yon ask.” he answered.
“Oh, why can not 1 die instead of you?”

“You must live and Keep vonr pro-
mise,” Lady ¥nid whispered; then she

closed her eyes for a minute; and, in de- !
spair, he beckoned to the maid to moist- |

en the pale lips.

The heav~ 1ashes were raised, and the
girl's cyes smiled again. 5

“1 have one greas, great wigh,” ahe
murmuared, faintly,

“It is granted.
for you, Eniiy”

(To be Continued.)
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All druggists, grocers and gen-
eral stores seil - Wilson’s Fly
Pads. Be sure vou get the gen-
uine Wilson’s.
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What would I not do

MRS. ROBERT LOVE TAYLOR

She is the wife of the senator from
Tennecsee and one of the women of
the congressional circle who find |
Washington’s torridity endurable
while their men folks have to stand
it.

THE TONIC OF VICTORY.

Army Surgeons Say It Acts Almest
as an. Anaesthetic.

Bonnette, a’' Fremch army surgean
attached to the Thirty-ninth Artiliery,
writes in the Presse Medicale of the ex-
traordinary indifference to the pain of
operation manifested by the soldiers
of Napoleon while the great conqueror
was sweeping victoriously over Europe.
While the defeated soldier is full of im-
aginary terrors, subject to panic, mad-
ness and treason, the conqueror on the
other hand is intoxicated with sugeqss,
says the New York Medical Journal.

! Nothing, not even the morbific microbe,

can resist troops who believe themselves
to be invincible.

;. Vietory is the most powerful of re-
.storatives and the deepest anaesthetics.
Legless members of the Old Guard
crowding into an ambulance would at
sight of the Emperor rise on their
stumps to salute hLim.  After Kylan
Larrey operated uninterruptedyy for 36
hours, and he reports how thie soldiers

| svemed wnconscious of their own trou-

bles, ioet in thought of tie glory of
their leader, and maimed as they were
lending their Lest aid to  fellow pa-
tients,

, At Borodina Larry disartieulat-d the
shoulder of a colonel, who immediately
set out for Irance on foot, where he ur-
vived after three months walking. Af-
ter fording the Beresina, a river in Rus-
sia, Geaeral Zayonchek. 73 years old,
had his kneecap shattired by a bullet;
amputstion was perforned in three min-
utes in a violent snowstorm and in bit-
terly cold wenther, yct the white-haired
officer was placed in a sledge and taken
to Vilsa, where he died at the age of
86 years. Muany similar nnecdotes are
told by our Civil war veterins,
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“RAZOR-LACKS.”
Circus Huskies Who Generally Stand
in With the Gembling Fraternity.

Their
Their

The razor-Lachs sie stalwarls,
business is conducive of brawn,
work  of pitchilug d starting  camp
keens them in cu: m, they are
enlisted frow. s class of wociety to which
the Donnybrook Faid would host strong-
Iy appezl. A max-up is tor them mere
diversion, and thoug tliey disappesr nf-
ter thelir duties are performed aand may
bhe feuend sleeping under the edg of the
canvas, vel p. ¢ i Tlie
slugan, *‘Hey, into
instant and screnucus activily, These
words are n battle-cry and Lring prompt
ard effective responsc, The razor-back
work In entire harmony with the gamb-

suppiy for them tile show ot

sionally hecomes neces-

‘age and ethics of tie

i it s undorstood that the can-

are {n be suppliea with  thelr

tobacce Ly the pentlemen of

ling concession.—Fro Taint-

ts,” In. the July Metropolitan
Maguzine,
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KITTEN” WELL, YOU WON'T
THINK €@~ & VEAR FROM NOW

Wit ol W Heep-
er’s hand, four days after the stork
broage. i the New York zoo.
For the next few months “Billy”’ wiil
romp arouid his eage, cuff his

vwer, oitty. on the head as ghe
sleeps, and then he'll begin to show
signs of wanting to climb the bars.

How wili he be kent from doing
it? That is the question that pazzles
the keepers. Kitty, who is I8 vears
old. hae borne 20 baby levpards. but
mozt of them tried to e¢limb before
their legs were ~tronge enough and
were fataly injured in faling. You
can rub nec:es with “Billy” now, as
he lies in your hand, but you would-
n’t care to do it a yeur from now,
if he lives. He will be a huge, gaunt,
steaithy leopard then, and hungry
most of the timne, :

SIR JAMES WATMON'S CPINIOS,

He says that the commonest of all
disorders, and one from which few es-
cape is Catarrh, Siy Jumes firmly  be-
lieves in loeal treatment, which is best
where Catarrhozone is used: it is a
miracle worker, refieves almost instant-
ly and curves after other remedies fail,
Other treatmente can’t reach the dis-
eased parts like Catarrhozone heenuse it
| goes to the source of the trouble along
with the #ir you  breathe, Catarrh-
ozone is free from cocaine, it leaves no
bad after-effects, it i< simply nature's
own cure. Accent no substitute for Ca-
tarrhozone which alone ean cure C:t-
arrh,
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MADAME CURFIE'S IDEALS.
(Montreal Merald)

Currie, who has been called the
cleverest woman in the world, has heen
geeking through a London house agent
a "little house in_ rural Englind not far
fron. Lendon with a garden in which :
little girl counld play.”

dcetor: have ardered change

the little girl in question, a smali p

wlio is the apnle of her m i

and of far more account than i
rodivie in the universe,

Mme. S8klodowska Currie is still & voung
woeman, just over foriy. FHer features
are distinetly Pollsh and her forehead
is ur 1ally wide for a wgmean. She is
tall and well hull nad Ler manners are
a trifle disiant: some cail her ausiere,
Her hair, Innocent of puffs, or rells, ow-
ing nothin to tongs or curl ping, ig her
crovning lory.

Scciety, especially Parisian society,
tried to lure her into itg centre, but the
more it seekws her the further che fiees
from it, and now society Is getting tired
of pursuing and leaves her alone,

Nims.

—-— e -

Arthir—Why is it. fairest KEvangeline,
that when I am with you the hands on
that clock seem to take wings and fiv?
Stern Voice (at the head of the stairs)
—Without wishin’ to he impertinent,
young man, I simp!v wapt to observe
that them hands hain’t t nothin’ on
the ones on our gas meter.—\Judge.

SEVEX YEARS PAIN
FROM ACUTE N U7ALE:A

Cured Through the Use of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills.

Neuralgia is not a diseage—it is only
a symptom. It is the surest sign that
your blood is weak, watery and impure,
and that your nerves are literally starv-
ing. Bad blood is the only cause—good.
rich, red blood its only cure. There youw
have the real reason why Dr. Williama”
Pink Pills cure neuralgia. They are the
only medicine that contains, in correct
proportions, the very elements needed
to make new, rich, red blood. This
alone reacher the root of the trouble,
soothes the jangled nerves, and drives
away the nageing, stabbing pain. and
brace up your health in other ways. Mr.
M. Brennan. an ex-sergeant of the 2nd
Cheshiire  Rgiment, now a resident of
Winnipeg, Man., says: “While serving
with my regiment in India on a hill
station. T contracted a eevere cold which
brought on acute neuralgia, at times
larting fov three weeke. I was con-
stantly suffering almost every meonth
in the vear for over seven years. the
pain being sometimes so severe that I
wished I was Geidd. On my return to
Eugland T seemed to get no better,
though T spent large sums of money
for medical advice and medicine. Then
I came to Canada. and about a year ago
saw the advertisement of Dr. Williams’
Pink Pilis in a Winnipeg paper. Al
though T had begun to think my eom-
plaint was incurable T told my wife that
T intended giving the Pills a fair trial.
T was euffering from terrible pains when
I began taking the Pills, bui befere the
eecord box was finished the pain began
to disappear. and under a further use of
the Pills it disappeared entirely, and ¥
have pot had a twinge of it during the
past vear. Only those wh~ %-=n heew’
afflicted with the terrible pains of neur-
alvia can {ell what a Dlessing Di. Wil-
linme' Pink Piils have been to me, and
vou may be sure I shall constantlv re-
commend them to other aufferers.”

These Pills are sold by all medici
dealers or by mai! at 50 cents a hox
or xix hoftles for $2.50 from The D-.
Wiliiams’ Medicine Co.. Brockviile, Out.
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THE NEVA ICE PALACE.

The use of ice for architectural pur-
puses is a part that has been carrl-d 1o
u ligh stawe o! perfection in e
couniries, ana some almost i thle:
fen have been accomplished B}
ot us branch of industry.

Proebably the most remarkable building:
cousiructed whoily of ice, rays the ''Sci-
entific American,”” was the palace buiit
on the Neva by the Czajina Anne of
Russis In 1739, The first ailtempt to coun-
riiuct this building was unsuccessfui, as
the slabs of ice were too thin, and the
bullding collaapsed in the first thaw.
Subsecuently large bloeks of jce were cut
and squared with great care, and lald on
one another by skiliful masons, who Ce-
rnuented the joints with waler, which im-
mediately froze. ‘he building, when
ccmpleted was 15 feet long, 17 i-2 broad
and 21 high. It was of but one sivrey.
The facade coniained a dcor surmount-
el by an uvrnamental pediment, and six
windows, the frumes and jpanes of
which were all of ice. An elaborate
baiustrade, adorned with statues, Jran
along the top of the facade, and another
bali:ptrade surrcunded the building st
the level of the ground. 'The side en-
trances to the Inclosure were flanked
with pillars tsupporting urns, the latter
containing orange trees, whose branch-
es, leaves and flowers were all of lce.
Holiow pyramids of ice on each side ot
the building contained lights Ly night.
The grounds were furlher adcrned with
a life-gize fizure of an elephg®, with a
msalout on his back. A stream of wat-
er was thrown from the elephant’s trunk
by day. and a flame of naphtha by night.

A tent of ice contained g hot bath, in
which persons actually bathed. There
were also. several cannons and mortars
of ice. which were loaded with bullets
of fce and discharged.

The interfor of the building was com-
pletelv furnished with tables, chalra, stn-
tues, looking glasees, a clock, a com-
plete tea service. etc., all made of ive.

ey Bt

HAVE YOU HEARTBURN?

It’s quite common with people whose
digestion is poor. Immediate reiief fol-
Jows the use of Nerviline, Stomach is
strengthened, digestion is made perfect,
lasting cure results in every case. Use
Polson’s Nerviline once and you’ll nev-
er be without it because every type of
stomach disorder is conquered by a few
doses, One 25¢ bottle of Nerviline al-
ways convinces. Sold everywhere for the
past fifty years,

HE'S PROSECUTING SHCE
MACH!™FRV TRUST.

He
Attorney
Joston
trust—"the

GRAFTING
Victor 1

of :\:u:.
that he
d y

HUGAN

Dr.,
iallst

ations o1
save, tevies el T
a wav that’the blood cireu
perfectly. Of course =
“alive” must be AKX
subiect who i

U barn,
said the member
group, "who had bLeen on the
fore. “Which is that?” asked the one
who was on her first vigit. “1h0 larce
red building is the barn”  “On, yc-::
and the little bLuildings around it are

dn't you
the eity
farm be-

of

the barnacles, are they ?”"—Buffalo ¥x-
press.




