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been less anxious lor bis 
union "with Cornelius

TMiiirs might have arranged them- 
b(1vei better If Sabina Murphy’s ia-
tlivi Iwd
daughter •
0■!„,novan; il Cornelius' mother had 

less wistful whenever she saw 
, t’,- Vuuug couple together. Sabina's 

joined Coruey's. both tarins 
vvlv much of a size and in the pink 
ul ,,million. They were unimportant 
i ikcu separately, joined together 

could look for a prettier iarrn, 
aiui people were as fond of the laud 
,u the 3U's in Ireland as they are to-

1 but the resolute intention of rela- 
t,vcs and friends to force the young 
people together only succeeded in de- 
jeating its own ends, kibble, as all 
the world called her, was something 
0j a spoiled child—a beauty, an heir
ess. her father’s darling. She had only 
to send a glance from under her long 
black eyelashes at any swain of them 
all to bring him to her side.

Corney, on the other hand, was, 
from his own point of view, nothing 
at all of a match for her. He had 
the soft, rugged, melancholy looks 
which often belong, to the Celt and 
are as appealing to thy sensitive as 
the sadness of animals. An artist 
would have found Corney beautiful. 
To his own class he made no appeal 
at all. He was heavy, clumsy, dark, 
his features shapeless, his limbs cast 
in a great mould that he carried un
gracefully. Whereas Sibbie—Sibbie 
had a Jkpanese daintiness of aspect, 
though they knew nothing of Japan 
in Corrieglen. Her smooth hair was 
like black satin, her black eyebrows 
were exquisitely arched over long 
eyes, she was milk-white of skin and 
had delicate, disdainful red lips.

No one person in the world suspect
ed that Sibbie had sometimes said to 
herself, in the seclusion of her own 
pretty room, "Why is he such an 
omadhaun?” stamping her foot an
grily at the same time; nor if they 
had, would they have suspected any 
connection between the speech and 
Corney O’Donovan.

When Terence Murphy in his last 
illness spoke of the wish of his heart 
to Sibbie, she leaned over him and 
smoothed his pillow tenderly.

"He's a great old omadhaun," she 
said, “and he will never ask me.”
“Is that how it is!” answered Sib- 

hie. nodding her head emphatically.
"’Tis surprising, the foolishness of 

people and things,” said Terence. And 
that night he died-in his sleep, so 
that Sibbie’s secret died with him.

The next to go was Peggy O’Dono
van, a kind, hard-working woman for 
whom the neighbors had nothing but 
good words, when she went.
“I wish I could have seen you set- 

iled, Corney,” she said, wistfully.
“Sure, I never had eyes but for the 

one girl,” Corney answered, “and she 
won’t look at me.”
“Are you sure, Corney?"
“Sure? It’s too sure I am.” 
“Whether she doesn't know what’s 

good. A better son never walked the 
world, and a good son makes a good 
husband. ’Tis her loss, Corney.” 

"Maybe; I know it’s mine.'.
“I’ve longed this many a day for 

vour children on my knee. I’ll never 
see their faces now.”
"I wouldn't want children unless 

they were hers and mine," he said. 
“And if she holds out against me to 
lhc end, I think ’tis an old bachelor 
I’ll he dying, like my Uncle Peter.”
“She bids fair to be an old maid 

herself, the way she’s letting ell the 
boys go by her,” said the mother, 
with a little bitterness.

Corney looked at her in amazement. 
“Is it she an old maid," he asked, 

“that could have any boy in the 
country, from old James Fogarty, 
that’s worth ten thousand pounds if 
lie’s worth a penny, down to Lanty 
Whelan, that hasn’t got two pennies 
[to call his own nor the first hair on 
Ins chin? Sure, why. would she be an 
[old maid?”

His eyes kindled in sudden violence, 
jlmt he curbed himself. He wasn't go- 
ling to distress the old dying mother 
ivith a revelation of the depths of his 
lopelcss love and the fury of jealousy 
I hat shook him when he thought of 

hmother man winning Sibbie. t
But the mother had comfort. Old 

rather Rannon, of Newtowncross, 
vhn had a great and deserved reputa- 
ion for sanctity which extended as 
ar as Dublin itself, knew her desires 
nrt assured her at the last that he 

jelieved they would be satisfied. Per- 
aps he knew something, perhaps he 
id not. Anyhow, she died easy in 
er mind about her son's future.
When the! two were left alone they 

eemed mote contrary to each other 
ihan ever. They bore their griefs in 

lonely isolation, Sibbie prouder 
ban ever now that her cheek was 
ialc and her eyes ringea with purple, 
rhile Corney walked with a stoop of 
lie shoulders, as though a burden 
ressed them down, and a face that 
lad more than ever the dumb sadness 
f an animal’s.
Often they were within hail of 
,ch other across the dividing hedge- 

ows of the farms. Sibbie had taken 
looking after things herself since 

1er father’s death. Once on a time 
hey used to be friendly; now no 
jreeting passed between the girl on 
ne side of the hedge, superintending 
his or that farming operation, and 

e man on the other side, ploughing 
Hh his heavy, old-fashioned plough 

austere, lonely figure against the 
ray sky of winter going up and down 

furrows.
Rumors came presently to Sibbie 
lat Corney was sadly neglected since 
s motherV death. She could have

old the gossips that she knew more 
ut it than they did, for although 
never lifted her head to send a 

anee across the hedgerow that di- 
ded her from Corney at his plough- 
ig, nothing escaped her of hts in- 
easfngly unkempt and untidy air. 
When she re-entered her own neat 
d clean house at the end of the 
ort dav and sat to the comfortable 

leal which Bessie, her excellent maid 
all work, had set out for her in 
ght lamplight and firelight, her 
night would wander to Corney In 
neglected house, at the mercy-of 
thriftless woman who wan sup- 

to serve him. Somehow It
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took keenness off her appetite and 
her appreciation of the pleasant 
things with which she was surround
ed.

She missed her old father greatly; 
indeed, it was the ache of missing 
him that had driven her to take his 
place in the fields, instead of leaving 
things to Nick Brophy, who had been 
her father’s right-hand man in his 
latter days. She grew sharp with 
those about her, which was due 
partly, no doubt, to that gnawing 
tooth of grief which made a perpet
ual discomfort in her life. And she
’as sharpest of all to the suitors 

who came thicker than ever now that 
she was alone.

When she had succeeded in getting 
rid of the most eligible of them, she 
smiled grimly to herself.
“You’re shaping well for an old 

maid, Sibbie Murphy,” she said, and 
then added: "And upon my word, 
things being as they are, I don’t 
know bat what you’re right. You’re 
very comfortable as you are. And 
they are tod' sure (her' elves and 
too keen after the money except one, 
and he’s nothing but an omadhaun.”

Ifcr grief and dissatisfaction had 
their effect on her looks, as her 
friends and neighbors weren’t slow 
about telling her. Even Father Ban- 
non, the least observant of men, no
ticed it.
“You’re not looking well, Sibbie,” 

he said, with the kind, anxious, far 
off look oi one who saw the world 
and its troubles from a great dis
tance.

It'll be that I’m getting old, fa
ther,” said Sibbie, with a flout at 
herself. “ I pulled out a gray hair 
this morning.”

‘It seems like yesterday since I 
christened you, and it can't be more 
than twenty-three years ago. Twenty- 
four, is it? Well, we can’t call you 
old yet, child. I've been visiting that 
poor neighbor of yours, Corney 
O’Donovan. His house is in a miser
able state, enough to make the kind 
woman his mother troubled even 
wherp she is. 1 gave him goad ad
vice."
where she is. 1 gave him good ad- 
get a clean, honest girl in her 
place?”
“To get a wife; he’ll never be com

fortable till he does.”
The kind, old, far of! eyes looked 

away from Sibbie, over whose face 
the color had rushed in a flood.
“I hear you’ve a great con

trivance for keeping of! the rain,” 
she said, in a confused effort to get 
away from what was ^apparently an 
awkward subject.
“It was sent a present to me from 

Dublin,” Father Hannon answered 
brightening. "Indeed, I’m afraid to 
go out with it, for all the children in 
the place will he following me and 
the dogs barking at my heels. You 
wouldn’t believe how it holds the 
rain off. For all the world like a 
little roof it is.”
“So I heard,” said Sibbie, not 

greatly interested in Father Hannon’s 
acquisition, hut pretending to be so. 
“What at all do they call it?”
‘•It has a queer name—it’s called an 

umbrella. I have a good many peo-. 
pic dropping in to see what it’s like. 
It shuts up very handy, too.”
“Indeed?” said Sibbie, politely in

terested. “I would like to see it, so 
I would.”
“’Tis a long time, Sibbie, child, 

since you came to see me. Supposing 
you come over to tea an Sunday? 1 
know tea’s a treat to you—it is to 
all the women."

Sibbie looked eager; finally confess
ed that tea was her temptation—it 
was nearly as scarce a thing in the 
parish of Newtowncross at that date 
as the umbrella which Father Hannon 
had just acquired.

She dressed herself in her best to 
do honor to the occasion. Her best 
was a scarlet petticoat, a loosely- 
fitting jacket of some flowered stuff, 
white and scarlet, caught in with a 
scarlet, ribbon at the waist, blue 
knitted stockings and stout, pretty 
little shoes. It was a fashion of 
dress that never went out, in New
towncross, and when she took off her 
.blue hooded cloak and revealed her 
finery, the old priest took snuff and 
paid her a compliment.

He was reading his breviary when 
Sibbie arrived by the window that 
overlooked the valley of the Daugh 
River, with rampart of the mountains 
behind it.
“You re fine enough for a wedding, 

Sibbie,” he said. “Sit down, child, 
while I make the tea. I’m expecting 
another visitor. Ah, here he is! How 
are you, Corney?”

He looked away from Sibbie’s red 
check and wore a half guilty ain. 
When he looked back again it seemed 
as though a hedge of briars and 
thorns had grown up about the girl 
during the little interval, Instead of 
the sweet naturalness of the Fibhit 
of a few moments ago, this Sibbie 
sat on the edge of.her chair in an 
uneasy attitude; her mouth was prim; 
she looked so chilly, so unfriendly 
that it was no wonder poor Corney, 
in his bottle-green coat with brass 
buttons, his knee breeches and frilled 
shirt and gray worsted stockings, felt 
all of a sudden chilled and depressed. 
He had taken his best clothes from 
the chest of drawers, where his moth
er’s hand had last smoothed them 
out, to do credit to the great occa
sion of drinking tea with the priest. 
The* had become him remarkably 
well, too. He had not known Sibbie 
was to be there. But there she was, 
looking more beautiful than he had 
ever seen her. But so cold, so an
gry almost.. Why, he had done noth
ing to bring that look to her face.

Father Bannons housekeeper came 
in and drew the curtains, aiding the 
mountains and t#e cold glimmer of 
the river in its valley under the win
ter evening sky. She lit the lamps 
and stirred* the fire. The room with 
its books in dull bindings that had 
only an odd glimmer ul gilding, its 
few good pictures, the sacred em
blems on the mantel shelf, the dog 
lying on the faded hearth rug, thé 
snowy cloth, with china and silver 
(aid for the tea, were very grand and 
imposing in the eyes of Corney and 
Sibbie. They almost forgot their 
sh> ness of each other iu watching the 
prieshJadle from the old silver caddy 
a leiPprecious spoonfuls of tea and 
pour the boiling water upon it. The 
tea was delicious—most grateful to 
Sibbie’s feminine palate; hut it did 
not unlock her tongue. She had seem
ed quite willing to chatter when she 
came in, but the arrival of her fel
low-guest had frozen the current of 
her speech. And as for Corney, Cor
ney was as dumb as though he had 
been born so.

While they sipped their tea from 
saucers, sitting at arm's length from 
the table, Father Bannon eyes them 
with an expression half despairing,, 
half waggish. He was obliged to talk 
for three. A cold curtain of con
straint hung over the room. He ral
lied, he coaxed, he tried all his arts 
to make the two talk to each other, 
but in vain.

This afternoon had been very still, 
As the darkness gathered there was a 
moan of Wind; again a clapping of 
wind which seemed to rattle the in
visible sails before it died away. Af
ter tea, in a hospitable endeavor to 
please his guests, the priest brought 
out a domino board and instructed 
them in the rules of the game. It 
had been his beloved companion since 
he had necn a student at the College 
of Douai, in France. But while the 
game passed the time, he was aware 
that neither of the young couple shar
ed his interest in it.

About 8 o’clock the housekeeper 
came in.
“’Tis pouring witn rain,” she said, 

“and your reverence’s weather glass, 
that ran up as if it was running a 
race this morning, is tumbling down 
all as fast. Glory be to goodness, 
listen to the wind!”

Father Bannon had been engrossed 
by the game, and the thick shutters 
had nearly kept out the sound. Sure 
enough, the wind was crying along 
the valley with an ominous moan; 
through the shutters he could hear 
the streaming jf the rain upon the 

.glass.
"We’d best be getting home,” said 

Sibbie, standing up.
There was a pattering of hailstones 

on the window and the wind cried in 
the chimney.
“Yes,” assented the priest. "It's 

not a long way, and you’ll be home 
before the storm breaks. That re
minds me, you never saw the uqi- 
brella after all. You shall go home 
under it. You think you can hold it 
over Sibbie’s head, Corney?"

"Never fear, your reverence!”
“I wouldn't be taking Mr. O’Dono

van so far out of his way,” said Sito- 
bie, in a mincing voice.

"Sure,- 'tis my own way,” said 
Corney, turning red. “Only for that I 
wouldn:t be troubling you.”
"I’d take no harm with my cloak," 

said Sibbie.
"And the umbrella,” said the 

priest. "You couldn’t hold it over 
yourself , but Corney’ll hold it for 
you. You’ll bring it back safe and 
sound to me, Corney? Now, Sibbie, 
are you ready? I’ll open it for you 
when 1 get you outside the door. ’Tis 
too big to open in the house.”

The umbrella of the late SO’s, the 
first which had found its way into 
theparish of Newtowncross, was very 
unlike the slender, elegant embrella of 
to-day. This particular example» was 
as large as the canopy of a lour- 
poster bed. It had huge ribs of 
whalebone and a stick great enough 
for a giant’s walking stick. The wind 
was blowing a half gale by this time 
and it was with great difficulty Cor
ney was able Vo carry the umbrella.

However, he was a hit of a yachts
man, and very soon he learned the 
secret of holding the umbrella against 
the wind, which was now blowing 
furiously from the southwest.

If it was to get under,” said Cor
ney to his silent companion, “it ’ud, 
maybe, blow me away to the moon, 
for, of course, I’d never let go of it— 
a thing that belongs to the priest.”

A little later:
”1 think the best thing I could do 

’ud be to shut it up. I’m misdoubting 
that maybe it’ll carry me over the 
edge.”

They were at this time on a steep, 
descending path, on one side of which 
was a wall of rock, on the othec a 
precipitous fall into the valley lie- 
low. Sibbie uttered a little shriek 
and suddenly caught at his arm and 
clung to it. The wind blew and buf
feted them; tho umbrella was blown 
this way'and that. If the hurrying 
moon amid her ragged clouds had had 
time to shed a ray on Corney's face, 
it would have revealed an expression 
of amazed and incredulous delight.

"Sure, you wouldn't be telling me 
to let the priest's umbrella fly 
away?” he faltered.

"Your life’s more than the umbrel
la,” she whispered back.

Corney's face grew roguish in the 
shadow.

"You’d better not be holding me.” 
he said, "or you’ll maybe go over 
along with me. If I was only out of 
this place I’d be shutting it up as 
his reverence did.”

He staggered before the force of the 
the wind and ther umbrella leaned to 
the precipice. Sibbie caught him 
with both hands and held his arm 
tight to her. He had an idea that 
through her thick cloak he could feel 
the heating of her heart. However, he 
still held on to the umbrella. The 
wind sighed and died away just long 
enough to allow them to pass the 
most dangerous part of the path. 
They came to a point at which it was 
possible to clamber over the boulders 
to a hit. of a field on top.
"I think we’ll be shutting It up 

here,” said Corney, making the most 
of the lull. He climbed up the hit 
of path to the field, planted the um
brella like an enormous mushroom In 
the nearest ridge and was back again 
*n Mp her over the last bit of the 
climb. T ! ■XJWn
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“Now to shut it up,” said he. But 
that was easier said than done. They 
pushed and pulled and squeezed and 
felt for hinges in the ribs, all to no 
purpose. They remembered too late 
that Father Bannon had not taught 
them how to close the umbrella.
“Let us get home before the wind 

rises,” said Sibbie. “I can see the 
light in the kitchen window where 
Bessie is waiting up for me. There 
isn’t a house we could get into, but 
there’s great shelter inside the four 
walls of the garden.”

On the instant there was a great 
flash of lightning, and then, as though 
it had let loose the wind, the storm 
broke over them with incredible vio
lence. The umbrella was whirled 
away from them and went flying over 
the gray fields. Whether they follow
ed it of their own will or whether 
they were simply blown before the 
storm, as everything in its path was 
that night, Sibbie never knew. She 
only knew that she was carried off 
her feet for some distance and then 
flung with great force to the ground. 
As she fell some one caught her and 
averted the worst part of her fall.
“You’re not hurt, Sibbie, dar

ling?” said Corney’s voice, through 
the roar of the tempest. “Lie still a 
minute and get your breath. No, don’t 
try to stand up. The wind 'ud throw 
you down again. Creep, acushla, 
creep. The old dun in the corner of 
the field there is sale. If we once get 
to that the storm won’t hurt us.”

The dun was a square keep with an 
open lower story in which the cattle 
took refuge from wind and rain. It 
was of iron strength and so old that 
the antiquaries had grown tired of 
discussing the purposes for which it 
was built.

Sibbie always said that she could 
never have reached the dun if it had 
not been for Corney, As they wrig- 
uled along the ground they were lash
ed with all sorts of debris the wind 
carried with it. Every second the 
storm increased in force. Fortunately 
they were in an open field with no 
trees under them, for the trees that 
night came down in their thousands.

At last she felt herself, beaten, 
blind and exhausted, dragged within 
the dun, the mouth of which was for
tunately away from the storm.
“You’re terrified, darling, and no 

wonder,” said Corney’s voice at her 
ear. “But now we’re quite safe. 
ThereJs a few cattle in here. We 
needn’t turn them out, the creatures.
“No. indeed!”
“And here's a manger full of hay. 

I’ll spread my coat on the hay and 
you can sit down, or lie down if you 
like better. Why, is it shivering you 
are, Sibbie?”

She found herself caught to Cor
ney’s breast and held there. She felt 
kisses upon her hair. The cattle had 
conic closer to them lor protection. 
She felt the warmth of their breath 
and heard the deep sound of it. They 
were in a little space of peace and 
quietness, while the world seemed 
given over to destruction outside.
“Will it ever be over?” she sighed 

against his ear.
“Is it the storm’’ Sure, I don’t 

care. To-morrow you’ll be freezin' to 
me again.”

Her uplifted arms held him about 
the neck. He could see her eyes shin
ing in the obscurity. “I always loved 
you,” she said. “Why were you such 
an omadhaun as never to-ask me?”
“Never to ask you, light of my 

eyes ! Sure, 1 thought > ou wouldn’t 
look at me.”
“I never looked at any one else, not 

in that way.”
“Sure, how am I to go to Father 

Bannon?” he asked, happily, “Isn’t 
his umbrella gone off to the North 
Pole somewhere?”
“We’ll get him another. I don’t 

believe in them contrivances. Sure, 
if God sends rain, it must be good
“I'm obliged to the umbrella,” said 

Corney “Only for it you’d have gone 
on freezin* me.”
“And you hreakin' my heart.:’
“If it wasn’t for that. I’d have got; 

you home before (he storm, though 
the brunt of it would have fallen on 
me.”
“What’ll the neighbors say?” she 

asked, clinging to him in sudden ter
ror. “It isn’t because of that you’ve 
asked me, Corney?”

The look and tender caress with 
which he answered her was all-satis
fying.

After all, there was great mercy in 
their night in the dun, for as they 
came over the fields in the gray morn
ing, when the storm had lulled, they 
found that the chimney of Sibbie’s 
voom was down on the bed where she 
would have slept. In their passionate 
thanksgiving the ravages of the storm 
vexed them but little.

A report came from somewhere 
about Tory Island of a strange ap
parition in the skv the night of the 
storm, like a queer, uncanny sort of 
boat sailing and a bare mast struck 
up out of it. That was the last ever 
heard of Father Bannon’s umbrella.— 
The Sketch.
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Estimating the population of Can
ada at 5,50V,OUO, and allowing five 
persons to each family, this tig urea 
out more than one and one-half boxes 
for each household throughout the en
tire Dominion.

There would scarcely need to be 
better evidence as to the esteem in 
which these great family medicines 
are held by the people.

And why this wonderful confidence 
in Dr. Chase?

Because of his extraordinary ability 
and skill as a practising physician; 
because of his integrity and honesty 
of purpose as a man; because of the 
reliability of his now world famous 
Receipt Book, and because of the 
proven merit of the great family me
dicines which he so generously placed 
on the market, so that all might 
benefit by his experience and the re
sult of his life-work as healer of the 
sick.

The manufacturers of Dr. Chase’s 
remedies have such confidence in 
these medicines that each one was 
introduced by means of free samples. 
Hence the wonderful popularity of 
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, Oint
ment, Nerve Food and other prépara 
tiens.

Just flow Dr. Chase's Backache 
Plaster is being introduced into Can 
ada. They are sold by dealers at 25 
cents each, but in order that all may 
test their extraordinary control over 
pains and aches of all kinds we will 
send one plaster free of charge to 
anyone who will enclose five cents in 
stamps or silver, and mention this 
paper. Edmanson, Bates & Co., 32 
Colborne street, Toronto.

Consider from time to time what 
passions are most predominant in 
your soul, and having discovered 
them, adopt such a method of think
ing, speaking and acting as may coun
teract them.

God delights in joy; it is one of the 
most certain means to secure His 
favors. But in order to rejoice in 
the Lord the soui must be purified, 
for the joy which pleases God must 
be that of a good conscience.

When hearing something not intend
ed for our ears, you refuse to listen, 
and then proceed to forget the chance 
words which have reached you 
through mistake, you only do as you 
would lie done by—surely tne first of 
all duties to our fellows.

You need not cough all night and 
disturb your friends; there is no oc
casion for you running the risk of 
contracting inflammation of the lungs 
or consumption, while you can get 
Dickie’s Anti-Consumptive Syrup 
This medicine cures coughs, colds, in- 
flainaation of the lungs and all throat 
and chest troubles. It promotes a 
free and easy expectoration, which 
immediately relives the throat and 
lungs from viscid phlegm.

Let us never be afraid of innocent 
,ioy, God is good, and what He does 
is well done. Resign yourselves to 
everything, even to happiness. Ask for 
a spirit of sacrifice, detachment, re 
nunciation and above all for the spir 
it of gratitude and joy—that religious 
optimism which sees in God a Father 
and asks no pardon for its benefits.

A GENERAL FAVORITE-In ev
ery place where introduced Dr 
Thomas’ Eelectrie Oil has not failed 
to establish a reputation, showing 
that the sterling qualities *»ich it 
possesses are valued everywhere when 
they become known. It is in general 
use In Canada, the West Indies and 
Australia as c household medicine 
and the demand for it each year 
that it is a favorite wherever used.

WHERE WEAKNESS IS, DIS
EASE WILL SETTLE —If one suf
fers from any organic weakness, in
herited or contracted, there disease 
will settle when it attacks the body. 
Therefore drive out the pains that be
set you, do not let a cold or cough 
harass you, and keep the respiratory 
organs in a good, healthy condition. 
This you can do by using Dr. Thom
as’ Eclectric Oil. Prevention is the 
wisest course.

IN OUR FATHER’S ARMS.
A child in the midst of a crowd is 

conscious of nothing but its imme
diate surroundings. Crushed and 
stifled, it can see and feel only the 
objects actually touching it. But let 
the father take it up in his arms and 
hold it aloft; what a difference the 
elevation will make! So we, too, are 
in a crowd, in the dark, finding often 
no meaning in what is stirring 
around us; but should Ood deign to 
raise us to His point of view, what 
a change would come over us!

The scholar only knows how dear 
these silent, yet eloquent companions 
of pure thoughts and innocent hours 
become in the season of adversity. 
When all that Is worldly turns into 
dross around us. these only retain 
their steady value. When friends 
grow cold, and the converse of inti
mates languishes into vapid civility 
and commonplace, these only con
tinue the unaltered countenance of 
happier days, and cheer us with that 
true friendship which never deceived 
hope or deserted sorrow.
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The Trusts Corporation
never dies, it does not abscond or 
leave the country. It furnishes 
continuity of service, absolute se
curity and efficiency at a minimum 
of cost.
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KNOWN TO THOUSANDS. - 
Parmclee’s Vegetable Pills regulate 
the action of the secretions, purify 
the blood and keep the stomach and 
bowels free from deleterious matter. 
Taken according to direction they 
will overcome dyspepsia, eradicate 
biliousness, and lehve the digestive 
organs healthy and strong to perform 
their functions. Their merits are 
well-known to thousands who , know 
by experience how beneficial they ar| 
in givfhg tone to the system.

Friendship requires that rare mean 
between likeness and un likeness, that 
piques each with the presence of pow
er and of consent in the other party.
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