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“You can pieture the misery of that
Gay, Margery. I tossed and moaned
alone—longing for, yet dreading Nu-
gent’s returw. At laet he came, and I
heard the end—the agony in his face and
voice would have wounded you to the

uick, Margery. The woman was indeed
ioe's wife, and when Nugent reached
the Gill, he found everything in the wild-
est confusion. The man and wife had
Lad an interview, in which he informed
her that Lord Court knew the truth;
and this so incensed her that she drew
out a yevolver pnd fired at him. Fortun-
ately the bulet missed him,  and
the woman, finding herself baf-
fled,  fled. Roe told Nugent
the story of his miserable life. His wife
had deserted him, destroyed his whole
career, He described her as a desperate
character and thoroughly abandoned.
His words were true; for, Margery, it
was discovered that she had gathered to-
gether all the treasures of the Gill, and
would have eloped that very night with
a man who had served her as groom dur-
ing her stay there.

“Nugent seemed turned to stome when
all was over; it almost killed me to see
him wandering about listlesely, all hap-
piness crushed out of his life. Then T
spoke to him and tried to persuade him
to go abroad, to leave Court Manor for
a time. At first he would not listen to
me; but, after awhile, the idea seemed
to please him, and he went, leaving me
alone and miserable, and T came here
ostensibly to be under the London doc-
tors. T have seen him only for a few
days together in the four years that
have passed since that time: but his let-
ters of ate have been brighter, and I
live in the hope that he will return to
me as he was before his life was cloud-
ed”

“It is a sad story,” murmured Mar-
gery. She had risen and was leaning
against the broad chimney-hoard. Trick-
ery and deceit—who knew better than
sbe how bitter, how terrible they were?
Did not her heart beat in warm sym-
pathy for this man, with his wounded
heart. his life spoiled by false vows?
The story brought back the agony of
by-gone days; it paled her face and made
her hands tremble.

Tady Enid saw the distress she had
produced, but attributed it to the girl’s
sympathetic nature.

“Dear Margery,” she said, gently, “do
not look so sad. You have a tender
heart, dear; I am sorry I told you”

“I am glad.” Margery murmured, “for
it binds us closer together. What suffer-
ing there is in the world!”

“Sometimes it seems too great for us
poor mortals; yet, Margery, this world
is not all; we have a source of peace. a
-Comforter in our greatest trials. You
know these lines—

“*] know not what the future hath

Of marvel or surprise,
Assured alone that life and death
TMis mercy underlies.”

“They are beautiful!” Margery ane-
wered. “But it Is hard sometimes to be-
lieve them.”

“T do mot think T should have lived
through my trouble if I had not known
the truth of them. You have health —
whilst I—” Lady Enid gave = little sigh.

“I am seifish—cruelly selfish!” cried
Margery, roused by the pathetie sound.

Lady Enid stretched out one small
hand and drew Margery to her.

“Yon have a sorrow of your own too!”
#he said tenderly. “Ah, yes; I have scen
—1 know it! Kiss me, Margery! Some
day, dear, perhaps you will tell me what
it is, and if I can, with all my heart 1
will help you.”

Margery knelt heside the chair for a
few moments; then che raised her hend.

“Some day T will,” she answered stead-
fly;: then she rose.

When the footman appeared with the
lamps, Margery turned to the piano. She
had a sweet, sympathetic volce; but,
though Miss Lawson had tnught her
music. Margery had had no singing-les-
gons until she came to London to be
companion to Lady Enid Walsh.  Then.
hearing her one night, the voung invalid
had been charmed. and insisted on Mar-
gery's receiving lessons and studying un-
der one of the best masters in town
She made rapid progress, for she loved
all music well.

“What will yon sing. Margery?” asked
Lady Enid, leaning back, watching her
young companions graceful form with
loving eyes.

“Flaine’s song, thr song of love and
death. T have a new setting; it is very
sweet.”

She played a few bars; then her voice

filled the room with melody.

“Sweet is true love, though given in vain,
in vain,

And sweet is death, who puts an end
to paing

1 know not which is sweeter—no, not I.

“Love, art thou swet? Then Dbitter
death must be.

Love, thou are bitter; sweet is death to
me.

Oh, love, if death be sweeter, let me dio‘.

‘Sweet love th scems not made to fade
away,

Sweet death, that seems
loveless clay—

¥ know not which is sweeter—no, not 1.”

&1t ia too sad!” eried Margery., with
forced lightness: the misery of her own
Jost love was almost choking her.

“Tt is very beautiful” said some one
standing in the doorway.

« Margery rose quickly, and her eyves
rested on the figure of a tall, well-built
man with a keen, dark face, a tawny-
* brown moustache hiding the mouth, and
eyes of such liquid beauty that not even
the long scar on the forehead could mar
them.

Lady Enid uttered a ery of delight.

“Nugent—my brother! Oh, thank flea-
ven! I am so glad—so glad!”

T.ord Court had left the door, and was
Pending over the slight figure of his sis-
ter. Margery, with tears of sympathy in
her eyes, turned away. and was leaving
the room, when Lady Enid noticed her.

“Margery,” she called ,softly, . “vou
must not go;” then turning to her bro-
ther, she said, “Nugent. this is Margery
Daw. whom I have so oftex ‘written to

to make us

you about; she is my dear friend.”
“I am heartily glad to welcome you,”
said Lord Court, extending a hand to

Margery. “I seem to know you already |

through my sister’s letters. Let - me
thank you in both our names for
your kind attention to her.”

“My small services merit no thanks,”
Margery responded simply. “I would
do all in my power for Lady Enid, for I
love her.”

She moved forward and kissed ° the
lips Lady Enid upheld to her; there was
a flush of delight on the pale face of
the invalid, a glow of unalloyed happi-
mess in the lovely brown eyes.

“AR, Nugent, it is like & gleam of sun-
shine to see you again! Where nave yon
come from?”

“From Italy. I paused only one day in
Paris—I was eager to see you, my darl-
ing.” Lord Court drew up a chair to his
sister’s side, and took her hand in his.
“dYou are looking better, Enid,” he ada-
ed. )

“That is due to Margery then. I am
80 happy with her.”

“Miss Daw is a most successfi! phy-
sician,” the enrly rematked, smil'ngly.

“I give place to a better,” Marge ‘v re-
plied; then, with a sweet smile, she left
the room. .

“Is she not sweet, Nugent?” crie 1 Lady
Enid.

“It is the most beautiful face I have
ever seen,” the early involuntarily de-

clared.

. L] . L -

The day succeeding the Ear! of Court’s
arrival was passed by Margery principal-
ly in her own room. She felt that -the
brother and sister had much to speak
of that was of moment to themselves,
and she shrunk with natural delicacy
from intruding. She employed her morn-
ing in writing n long letter to Miss Law-
son and pninting some hand-screens for
Lady Enid.

The afternoon sun tempted her to go
ount, and she wandered round the garden
in the square, ignorant that a pair of
dark eyes were fixed admiringly on her
slight graceful figure and on the wealth
of red-gold hair gleaming in the sun-
light. It was a dreary plot of ground to
call a garden—the trees were begrim-
ed with the smoke of the city, the flow-
er beds were faded and dull. the very
earth was hard and cold-looking—yet all
its dreariness wae lost in Margery. She
paced its paths nearly every day; but
she did not sce her surroundings — her
mind was too full of thought. In her mo-
ments of solitude her memory claimed
her, though she was struggling hard to
forget—the pain of her lost love was
too new yet. Again and again she would
2o back to those two days standing out
clear and distinet from all other days—
the day of happiness unspeakable and
the day when the sun had shone on the
hot dusty lane and she had heard the
words that drove that wonderful happi-
nexs from her tender young heart for-
ever. She was content. gratefully con-
tent in her present life, for she hadf
peace and affection; but happy. she
whif\pered to herself, she could never be
again.

Her letters to Miss Lawson were
cheerful and chatty, but the governess
put them aside with a strange sensation
of pity. She felt that there was some
great sorrow, a sorrow which Margery
muet bear alone, that none could alle-
viate, She was gratified at the success of
ber pupil: and from her sister, Mrs. Fo-
thergill, she heard of the warm friend-
ship that already existed between Lady
Enid Walsh and her companion. The
girl’s heartfelt gratitude pleased and
touched Misa Lawson. and she was glad
to know that her judgment of the maid’s
character had been right, that Margery
wag all she had expected. Gratitude in-
deed was the warmest feeling in Mar-
gery’s breast just now; she could
not thank her governes enough for as-
sisting  her at a time when she most
needed assistance. To have stayed at
Hurstley would have been worse than
death, she iold hereelf. As she crept
away in the freshness of the morning,
she took ler farewell of all that had
been dearest and best to her, and. with
a courage born of despair, faced the un-
known future unfalteringly. Reuben
Morris had accepted with little surprise
the news of her hasty departure; he
knew that Miss Lawson loved the girl
in her quiet way, and would watch over
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try-girl, and walking comes naturally to
me; but I am quite ready to go to her.”

Lord Court turned and kept pace be-
side her.

“l can see walking is a pleasure to
you,” he remarked, easily. “I have been
watching you, Miss Daw,, and have been
struck by the very un-English nature of
your carriage, you bear yourself like an
Andalusian. There is something peculi-
arly ungraceful in the Englishwoman’s
walk.”

“I think high heels have a great deal
to answer for,” Margery responded, the
color just faintly tinting her ecream-
white cheeks. “I have been seriously
alarmed at the shoes I have seen since
I came to town; it must be almost like
walkinz on stilts.”

“They are for show, not use,” said the
earl, smiling. “What a beautiful sky!
It reminds me of the sunsets we used to
see at Court Manor. My sister, 1 dare
say, has spoken to you of our old home,
Miss Daw?”

“le{a:lnid is mever tired of dwelling
on its uties, she seems to love it so
much.”

“I nave not seen it mow for years”
the earl said—and Margery saw a sha-
dow ecross his face: “but its memory is
very dear. In point of beauty and value
it does not compare with either Drake
Park or Hohen Castle, both Court pos-
sessions; to me, however, it is far more
beautiful.” He paused, then said
abruptly, “Mies Daw, do you think it
would make Enid happier if she return-
ed to the manor for awhile?”

“Yes,” Margery said, simply; "I am
sure of it. She is so good, so sweet, that
she never complains; but I know she 18
pining for a glimpse of the country, and
I think she would grow stronger out of
London—she has been.in town so long.”

“What a selfish brute I have been!”
muttered the earl to himeelf. *Poor
child—poor Enid! Thank you, Miss
Daw,” he added quickly. “I will speak
to her at once, and make arrangements
to start whenever she likes. But you—

her, and her speed to be gone matched .

his own plans, for the vessel started

three days earlier than he had expected,
and there was no time to be lost.

DNMargery travelea up to the great city,
silent and corrowful, her hand glasped
in Reuben’s, with Miss Lawson by her
side. Net till she reached the docks,
which she had pleaded to be allowed to
uccompany Reuben, did she learn that
Robert Bright, too. saiied away from
the old country in the same ship, and
the news was the last drop in her al-
ready overflowing cup of grief.
spoke a few words to him. urging him
te stay: but, when she learned that her
iove was all that could kcep him, she
was silent: it was impossible—i{ could
never be. So the two men went togeth-
er, and Margery stood beside Mias
Lawson, the tears blinging her eyes as
the huge vessel glided away. Then in
silence they retraced their steps; and
Margery wag launched upon the world.
Her secret was safe. Hurstley chatter-
ed of her as in Australia,, with Reuben
Morris and her lover: but Miss Law-
son’s lips were closed; she kept her
Jpromise.

CHAPTER XV. )

Margery was waiking slowly to and
fro in the square garden, buried in her
thoughts, when a firm step coming to-
ward her made her raise her head, and
shic saw Lord Court, looking almost
handsome and underiably soldierly in
the sunlight. »

“]1 am sent after you, Miss Daw,” he
said, raising his hat with a smile that
lit up his plain face. “Enid is pining for
you, and thinks you will be fatigued
with so much walking.”

Margery laughed a little silvery laugh
that sounded strange in her own ears—

it was long since she had been merry.
“Lady Enid does no{ know my capa-
bilities;” she answered. *“I-am a coun-

i
i
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you do not object to leave London?”

“I?” questioned the girl. *“No, Lord
Court, I have no objection; it matters
little to me where I am.”

He cast a quick, carnest glance at
her.

“You are young to sauy that.”

Margery flushed; she had spoken un-
reflectingly, and she regretted the
words as soon as they were uttered.

“And wrong,” she said, with bored
lightness. “I shall enjoy the change;
and anything' that makes Lady Enid

; happy is a great pleasure to me.”
She :

Lord Court was silent; but he read
her assumed manner rightly. He knew
Margery’s history well; still he felt
instinctively it was not her orphan state
alone that had caused such a remark.

Margery was unaware of his covert
giances; she picked two or three leaves
from the trees as she passed and ar-
ranged them in a cluster with an artis-
tic touch.

“You are an artist, Mise Daw,” the
earl observed, as they approached the
gates.

“I paint a little, but only flowers,”
she returned.

“I used the brush a few years ago,”
Lord Court said; “but I do nothing
now, and, with the exception of a few
Egyptian sketches, I have no drawings
of my travels.”

He opened the gate as he spoke;
then, suddenly meeting the full gaze of
her wonderous eyes, he said almost in-
voluntarily:

“T think I will paint you, if you will
allow me.”

“T will sit to you most willingly”
Margery returned, smiling, “but only on
condition that you make a picture of
Lady Enid.”

“It is a bargain!” he cried; and Mar-
gery felt a thrill of pleasure in bis
words.

By this promise she knew she would
bring happiness to the young sister—

m“ because her beloved Nugent
otld De nédt het. bt
“Let us P and tell her at once,” she
said, .tnrning her lovely - face, flushed
with: pleasure, to him.  “Ah, you will
see my words were last might!
You will be. a better physician than I
could ever hope to be.” 3
. The earl mude mo reply, but followed
her across to the house. At the door of
Lady Euid’s room Margery paused.
“It will gladden her more coming from
you,” she whispered; and she hurried
away.
- Lord Court watched her disappear,
then entered the room.
“Have you found her, Nugent?” asked
‘MIAI:J lnx fixing her brown eyes wpon

“Yes,” he answered, drawing a chair
to ‘her eouch and looking at her pale
fragile form with a dull pain in his
leart, “We have been talking together,
“Bnid, and we have made two arrange-
{ments which we hope will please you.
“The first is for all us to go down to
Court Manor as soon as ever you like.
The second is for me to paint your por-
trait and your friend’s—Margery Daw.
Does that please you, darling?”

''Lady Enid raised her bande to her
‘gyes—her face was hidden. She made
‘no’ reply; and her brother leaned over
‘her and kissed her tenderly.
< “My sweet Enkd-” he murmured.“My
‘poor little one. How selfish I have
‘been-"

Lady Enid let her hands drop.

“Se{ﬂslr—you selfish, Nugent? How
‘can you say so, when by this very pro-
pocJ you sacifice your own wishes? No,
my dear brother; I can not accept it.”

"*But it Is my wish, Enid. It will be
like a glipmse of peace to see the old
x.l:ee; and, back in her own nest, my

Ying will grow stronger, please Heav-

n*°

“Nugent,” she said slowly, “I will
go; but, first, will you do eomething
for me?”

“Anything on earth!”

“Then, dear, I wish you to visit Drake
Park and Hohen belore we start for the
manor. It is our duty indeed, Nugent.
Think. You have rot been near your
property for so long that the temants
do not even kmow you. Will you do
so?”

“But I thought you would like to go
straight to the manor,” the earl said,
slowly.

“I would rsther wait and go with you,
dear, and then we can commence the

its without further delay. Ishall
so glad to have a picture of my
sweet Margery. Ah, here she is! What

Kl‘ou have you two conspirators beem

tching? Come, confess!”

“Do they not please you?” inquired
‘Margey, kneeling for an instant beside
ker.

“Please me? Nothing on earth could
gve me greater pleasure; but I want

ugent to postpone the journey till his
return from the country.”

The earl moved to the window, and
was standing with folded arms. His face
wore a puzzled, almost distressed ex-
pression.

“My sister, Miss Daw,” he said, quiet-
ly, “is desirous I should visit my other
tenants before starting for Court Man-
or; and I am satisfied she fs right. I
bave not been down for years; but it
will not take me long, and then—"

“And then,” finished Lady Enid, with
a feeble emile—“then good-bye to dreary,
gloomy, dusty Londom, if—if Doctor
Fothergill eonsents.”

“Enid,” Lord Court said, goiug to his
sister’s side, “what do you mean? Has
Fothergill been frightening you? Ah,
I knew there was something that made
you hesitate!. Speak, tell me at once!”

“Nugent, my darling”—and Lady Enid
imprisoned his strong band in ber two
frail ones—“forgive me! I have been
tempted to tell you, and then the
thought of buoying you up only for bit-
ter dL_,, int: nt af t PP d me.
This is it, my darling.” There was a
little catch in her breath which he did
not notice in his anxiety, but which did
not escape Margery, who had risen,
and was standing at a little distance,
with his hands clasped tightly together.
“For some time past Doctor Fothergill
has been hopeful that by undergoing
certain treatment I shall be cured—
that is, partially cured—walk by myself,
be no longer the great v I am now;
and—and 1 have agreed to try it, for 1
do long for health, to be as othere are.
Now. Nugent, you know my secret—
you have wormed it out of me. T did
not mean to tell you; but I have been
compelled. So you see, darling, I can
not leave London while I am under his
eare. In a little while I shall know
whether the treatment is successful or

not. I have kept this even from Mar-
gery.” ) -

(To be Continued.)
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Sell Your Cold for $1.?

You surely won't stop at a dollar bill
to cure that horrid, sniffeling cold?  Go
to any druggist and get “Catarrhozone”
and your cold will be a thing of the
past. There is almost witchery in the |
swift way Catarrhozone kills colds. But
when you consider the penetrating, heal- |

ing and antiseptic qualities of Catarrh- !
i of beiling water is excellent for cleaning
{ palnt and a lesser quantity in the suds

orone, perhaps it’s not so wonderful,
Certainly there is no remedy half so
prompt for colds and catarrh as Caturrh- !
ozone. Refuse a substitute and insist on
having only *Catarrhozone.”
SIS A PP
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{ awayv in them will be entirely safe during
i the summer, end a thorough airing will
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MADE
IN CANADA

FRENCH RULES OF ROADS.

Change Being Made to Agree With
English System.

It is only a week since Franoce
adopted the Greenwich meridian and
London time, and now our good
friend is paying us the compliment
of changing its rule of the road to
agree with ours. Ior «ome time past
a oommission com of delegates
from the various Ministries and from
all the great clubs and leagues con-
cerned, been engaged in coneid-
ering various guestions connected
with traffic, and on Monday night
they announced their decision as
followe. The most radical and im-
portant alteration is in the century-
old system of keeping to the right in
France. The new rule etates: “‘Driv-
ers of vehicles of every description
and those riding or in charge of do-
mestic anomals muet keep to the
left in crossing and to the right in
overtaking and passing >’

This rule wili not come into force
for a vear in order w allow time for
it to become known to the public by
newspaper reports and placarding at
all the mairies and prefectures
throughout France. A eecond rule,
which will certainly appear somewhat
odd at firet glance, ie the suppression
of speed limits for motor cars, which
is now fixed at twenty miles an hour
in open roads and fourteen in thor-
oughfares. Expericnce has finally
demonstrated that these resetrictions
could not be enforced in practice,
and only gave rise to unjustifiable
prosecutions and annoyanoce to motor-
1ste. The new code says: ‘““The driver
of a car must always be complete
master of his epeed. Hig pace muet
never be such as to cut up the road
or damage anything connected with
it.” This is somewhat vague, and
will probably eall for more precise
explanations, as chauffeurs may,
under its provisions. be charged at
any moment with causing damage
by undue speed.

A third rule, for the first time,
Foinh out the rights and duties of
oot passengers, who hitherto have
never been compelled by any article
of any code to leave the road clear.
It is pnow stated that they must al-
waye leave the route free at the ap-
proach of a car, which must give
warning of its coming by eoncerted
dignale. In towps a motor car must
blow a deep-toned horn, and a motor-

cle a ehrill one whilst bicyclists
ring belle. Thie is.a most eensible
arfarigement, as anybody living in
Paris 'can ‘tedtify.—Paris nd-
ent London Standard).
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It is & fact beyond

killed a bushel of house flies.
1s more than could ly
caught on three hundr.
of sticky paper.

—————

sheets

HOUSEHOLD VIRTUES
OF TURPENTINE

After you Tfully realize the worth of
turpentine in vour household you will
w\"nys want & good shpply of it. It will

vz its appointed. place besidé the moap
béx and washing soda, and perhaps you
will yeperve & special bottle of it for the
m hest.

icine ¢!

It is a safe and simple remedy for many
acute and chrounic allments. It gives
guick relief to burns gnd as a lotion for
corns and bunions it has no superior.
When applied externally it is good for
rheumatism and sore throat and proves
& quick restorative in convulsions of fits
when a teaspoonful diluted in water ie
given internally. The odor may be dis-
sagveenble to some, but when cooked on
the stove during an epldemic of contag-
jous disease it acts as & disinfectant and
pres entative,

Moet housekeepers have

¢

yet (1o know

:thx:: it is good for exterminating moths
i a1 nvermin.

Drop & trifle inte small
paratfin envelopes and place these here
there in the bhottom of drawers,
wardrobes, ete. Garments laid

erad:cate the strong odor in the fall or
winter. It will glso keep ants and Lugs
from the closets and storercoms.

As a cleanser its virtues are nmocre gen-
erallv known. A epoonful of it in n pail

on washing day will lighten the laundry
labor. When applied lightly with g wool-
alrly good furni-
removing dust and effacing
For removing paint stains in

steing.
A few arops

clothing it has nc equal.

! added to the ink and mucilage botile will

HOW “LLOYDS"” BEGAN IN 1688

. Primarily “Lloyds” is a corporation em-
plcyed in marilne insurance and having |
a world wide agency for the collection
of marine intelligence. Incidentally other’
insurance is taken. “Lloyds’’ had its or-
igia in the enterprise of Jidward Lloyd,
a  London coffee-house keeper, whose
pluce, opened in 1688, became a resort
for ship owners and ship captains. So
much was learned of marine matters and
so generagl became the interest in this
information, that in 1692 an office was
opened in Lombard street, and shortly
afterwards Lloyd's News, a paper issued
three times a week and devoted to ship-
ping news, made its appearance.

Adverse criticism of the paper by the
British Government, coupled with a de-
mand for an apology for an item of news
which appeared In the paper, decided Mr.
Lloyd to discontinue the publication. The
insurance feature of ‘‘Lloyds’ originated
froir a methoa of mutually insuring or
‘underwriting’”’ each other’s shipping
risks by the owners frequenting Lloyd's
establishment. Their method of doing
was was to subscribe or ‘‘underwrite’’ @
the:r names to a document which stated
the amounts that each was willing to |
give in event of diaster to the risk,

The present system of ‘“‘Lloyds” does |
not differ in any essential particular from
the method employed at the biginning,
but it is much better orgamized and the
busiress has been vastly increased in }
volume. Its radius of operation now |
practically covers the whole world. L4

i
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The eea kale used as food in China !
comes largely from the coast of Sag- |
hallen, where the leaves average one'
foot in width and 45 feel in length.

prevent mold and clotty sediment. A
cupful of turpentine added to a gallon of
whitewash to be ured for the chicken
oop will deetroy vermin and will kil
diseasc Sermss

When mixed with equal paris of kero-
sene and alcohol it makes a good machine
oil. It softens and removes rust from
fron and is practically the only thing
to be used for, mixing pigments and soft-
ening ropy paint and varnish.

One woman finds it especially useful
in cleaning her gas stove from rust and
drippings. It is less expensive than stove
polish more easily handled, and not so
iniurious to the skin.

Ancther has found that when mixed
with shellze and gum arabic in certain
proportions it makes an excellent wood
stailn.
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A WARM HOME RULER.
1. Ryvan, BSecretary of the
F{l“:red%g Sons of St. l’alr!ck, said at the
soclety's office in Broadway. New

2Tk
Y"::;rthur Balfour,the one-time Premier,

f)r example once was in a great hurry

!t get to England from his post in Ire-

larg, end there being no regular steam-

; ship for some days, he proposed to cross

over on board a cattle boat.

“But in the méan from Whom Le sought
information he found a Home Ruler of
maos: ardent views.

“+Can I cross aboard to-night’s boat?
geked Mr. Balfour.

“'No, ye can't thin,” said the Irish-
man. .

““*And why not?

* ‘Because 'tis a cattle boat.’

“Never mind that. I'm not particular.’

“The home ruler gave a little laugh.

“*‘No. Mr. Balfour, he retorted. ‘I
dave sey ve're not, but the cattle are.”

' dllg; te that
%onp'ukbt of Wilson's Pads’
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SUMMER DROWNING OASES.

Dozens of cases of drowning have
oceurred during the past few weeks, and
many more will be added to the list be-
fore the summer is over.

Quite a good deal of mystery sur-
rounds many of these cases, as 8xim-
mers sink and are gone without a struyg-
gle. The old fallacy about “going un-
der for the third time” receives a severe
jolt in these cases, for the body goes
under and stays there.

Two cases serve to show tha! @
grut deal remains unknown about

rowning. A young man camping with
friends at one of the Northern lakes
dove from a boat. When he failed to
come up his friends went to the reacue,
and after several hours’ hard work re-
stored him to consciousiess. He remem-
bered starting to dive, bat had no reeol
lection of any struggle in the water or
any  feeling of strangling. In fact, he
eould not recall etriking the water, hav-
ing spparcntly lost consciousness be-
tween the time oi ieaving the boat and
striking the water. .

A second case occurred at Atiantic
City. A lady was in shallow water
feeling perfectly well. A swimmer
touched her on the arm as she passed
and she lost consciousmess and  Was
very much surprised a little later when
she came to on the beach to learn that
she bad been recsued from drowning.
Everything was a blenk from the mo-
ment of contact with the swimmer until
restiored to consciousness on the beach.

In both cases some sudden violent re-
action occurred in the ecirenlatory sy-
stem causing syncope. Possibly, a large
number of those drowning do so in the
same way, instead of, as is popularly
supposed, suceumbing to *cramps.”

One thing is apparent to any one who
hae passed several years without swim-
wing, and that is that the ability teo
swim suffers great deterioration with-
out practice.

Good swimmers are surprised at the
short space of time it required to dom-
pletely exhaust themselves when com- °
pured to what they were able to do a
few years before. This unquestionably
acoounts for some fatalities, the lack of
practiee, indulgence in tobacco and per-
haps alcohol being fatal to one’s staying
qualities.

People contemplating swimmming any
considerable distance are exposed to
great danger if several years have pass-
ed since they were in the water. While
no one who has once learned to swim
can ever forget how, it requires a preity
constant practice from year to year to
keep up one’s efficiency.—From Report
‘of Cincinnati Board of Heaith.
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SHEEP ]
.

Adelaide Gosset's ““Shepherds of Brit-
aln’ tells Us Lhat & lMunw WeS Lurued
alive by a tarmer In recent tumes 1o de-

L lHiver his flocks from & gpell which he

believed tv have been cast upon ihew.
And that Professor Rhys knew a very
id woman who told him that sae re-
mwenberea seeing a live snegy burned ns
& sacrifice. A lady contrivutor states
that lambs had been sacrificially o wri-
ed, whether alive or not she does mot
say, withun living. membory in the Isle
of Man on May Day. The author, as
well as one of her contributors, believes
that the name -collie ia taken from the
black faced Highland sheep, which were
forn.erly called collies or colleys; henge
the dogs which drove them came to be
called collie dogs, now abbreviated inw
ccllies. It may astonish some south-
errers to learn that in Shetland, during
the winter, when the pastures have be-
come bare of grass, the sITUp, auu for
that matter the ponles also, feed large-
ly upon seaweed; but this is not sv
much to be wondered at when we re-
member that human beings sometimes
eat the same food on the west coast of
Ireland. One of the greatest enemies
of the shepherd is an ea%le. when he
takes to lamb eating, which very many
eagles do. **The eagle is the most vor-
aclcus of gluttons, and the best chance
for the shepherd to take his revenge is
when ne weathers on a bird gorged to
the beak with- drowned mutton. Then
the prince of the air and the mountains
may be knocked senseless with the staff.
In return for the pleasure of reading
her bovk we offer the author the follow-
ing information relating to sheep: As
{8 well known, there is no bad habit of
which it is more difficult to break a dog
than that of chasing sheep. In anany
cases all that one can do is te destroy
the dog. The next neighbor of tne re-
viewer had a pack of hounds, one of
which became a confirmed and appar-
ent!y incurable sheep runner. Its master
liad also.a fine flock of Shropshire sieep
and selecting the largest and most pow-
erfu! ram he coupled the delinquent to
it and turned them into the large*grass
fielc. Much alarmed at being attached
1o its canine companion, the ram gal-
loped furicusly round and round the
fieid, dragging the reluctant hound af-
ter it until both lay down thoroughly
exhausted. Nothing would induce the
hcund ever to look at a shéep again.
Irdced. instead of running after sheep,
for the future it ran away from them.
—I'rom the Tablet.
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A Successful Horseman

Never allows his horse to suffer pain.
He always uses Nerviline which is noted
curing  stiffness,  rheumatism,
swellings and strains. Nerviline is just
as good inside as outside. For crrmps,
colie and internal pain it’s a perfect
marvel. In the good racing stables Ner-
viline is always used,—because it makes
better horses and smaller veterinary
billa, Twenty-five cents buys a large
bottle of Nerviline; try it. ;

———e———
THE TIME 7V DIE.

“My dear,” he feebly said, after they
had permitted her to go to him after
the operation, “I shall not recover. They
think I will, but they are mistaken. I
fee! it. I am going to die.”

“No, no, John!” she cried. “Don’t say
that! You mustn’t die! [ havent’ a
thing that is fit to wear to a funeral!”




