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villains creeping and see what is happen
ing in the rich man’s sleeping apartment, 
and why he doesn’t awaken to toil the rob
bers at their game. Could you see into 
this room you would certainly bet a 
sovereign to a bad apple that the man was 
asleep, but his wife’s eyes are wide open 
as she turns over, thumps him on the funny- 
bone, and says :—

“And so, Charles, you refuse to buy me 
a diamond necklace like Mrs. Jewel has ?

‘For the millionth time, I do ! Go to 
sleep !’ answered the rich man, opening his 
eyes tor a second to glare at a downtrod
den woman.

‘You wretch !’ she gasped.
‘You squanderer !’ he growled.
Til get a divorce !”
‘The quicker the better !’
In the meantime the robbers had finish

ed their creeping business, had advanced 
to the door of the room, and as they 
paused on the threshold they overheard 
the words given above. Their faces 
blanched, their hands trembled, and with 
a bound they fled—fled from that house as 
if shot from a cannon, and never stopped 
a stop until a mile of streets lay between 
them and that unrobbed residence.

These»men could stab, shoot, rob, mur
der, but when it came to getting mixed up 
in a family quarrel—excuse them !

widow now. So, if you are hunting around 
for a latch-key, you will have to bring 
home some better story than that one. 
That’s all. I’m going to bed now, and out 
goes the gas in two ticks. Latch-key, in
deed !’ _________ _

Signallers, transport men. pioneers, 
tailors, bootmakers, servants, waiters etc 
are known in the Army under title of 
“regimental loafers. “ These men are, as 
a rule, among the busiest men in the 
regiment, and therefore, the appellation 
is, to say the least, unmerited.

The Civil War of 1861—65 cost the 
United States over $3.029.893.409. The 
Army swall up over $2.713,669,422 and 
and the Navy over $316,223,686. The total 
amount of money already appropriated on 
account of the Hispano-American War ia 
$329,998,527.
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Previous
to the Introduction

of Packard’s Special Combination Lea- 
ther Dressing (Russet, Tan, Brown— 
all colors), few suspected the mi»- [ 
chief being wrought to boots and shoes 
by chemical preparations.

Now
dressings the name Packaud 
as a beacon.

Not Good Enough lor Her.
•Did you hear about Samuel»?’ aaked 

Mr». Graymare’» husband.
‘No; I didn’t hear about Samuele,’ the 

lady aniwered. ‘When you have anything 
to tell, why don’t yon toll it ?’

•Ye», dear. Well, Samuel» was going 
homo the other night, when a footpad «hot 
at him, and the ball hit a latch-key in 
Samuel"» ve»t pocket, and hi» life was 
•aved. So yon see what good a latchkey 
ia.’

‘Indeed ! If Samuel had been going homo 
at a reaionable hour he wouldn’t have mot 
any footpad. Secondly, he carrieo £2,000 
iniuranoe, payable to hi» wile, and 11 it had 
not been tor that key »he would be

a» associated with leather
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Thligrest work fives sll the informstion concerning the varions breeds and their Cbaracteititles 
Breaking, Training, Sheltering. Buying, Selling, Profitable Use, and General Care ; embracing all he 
Diseases to which they are subject—the Causes, How to Know and What to Do given In plain, simple 
language, but edentûcally correct; and with Directions that are Easily Understood, Bully Applied, and 
hwistoMh^C1 вГЄ/stock ^h °ythe **T*n(|1 Ц*80 tbe^Most Approved and Humane|Met-

Determined to outdo all oilers ever vet made, we hâve secured this celebrated work, the most^corn- 
new subscribertoo1 prodaced| heretofore e°l<1 t8-00 percopy, and ofler A Copy Free to every

QITO OFpFI? price of one year's subscription to the PROGRESS is
binding and for one new yearly subscriptioifto the PROGRESS.*

Think HANNINGS BOOK,
Of it?

All for OnlyFormer Price, $3.00

$2.00The Progress
Send by Postil Order ; or Postage Stamps $2.00 

at once and secure this unrivalled and useful premium.

Free BIGGEST FreeOFFER
YET

EVERY FARMER WANTS
The Celebrated and Popular work, Entitled

Manning’s Illustrated Book
ON

Cattle, Sheep and Swine.

300,000 Soli at $3.00 per Cop?
E3.READ OUR GREAT OFFER.^l
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Cattle need Spring medicine, jaet as • 

people do. If you want your cattle to be 2 
well—to do the work you want—to look ■ 
sleek and healthy, and fetch a good price 2 
it you want to sell them, give them a tew { 
doses of

І VALUABLE 
CATTLE

Ф

. DR. HARVEY'S CONDITION POWDERS •
2 No other condition powder gives the reeulte that this old tried remedy does. • 
• H you dealer does not sell it, send us the price 25 cts., and we will mail j ou a ™ 
■ full size package as sample.

HARVEY MEDICINE CO., 434 8t. Paul Street, Montreal. 5

how you feel. To have lost him, to think 
him dead, and to have him come back to 
you. Ah !” and she drew a long breath.

Sylvia allowed herself to be kissed, but 
seemed dazed, and gezed at Neville, who, 
though he was talking to the viscount and 
Lord Lorrimore, kept glancing her way as 
if he could not keep his eyes from her face.

“It’s the strangest story," he said, “and 
I don’t quite know whether I am awake or 
asleep and dreaming. To think that Lord 
Lorrimore here should have been hunting 
tor me all these years, and that he once 
should have been within a tew miles—”

“A few yards,” said Lorrimore.
‘•Yes—yards, and not know it.”
•‘l’il wire to her ladyship," said the vis

count. “I won’t tell her that you have come 
back. We’ll surprise her, eh P And—ah, 
by Jove ! I was forgetting eome one else— 
Jordan. Have you seen him yet ?”

Neville’s face clouded; Lorrimore’s 
darkened.

“No,” said Neville, grimlv, ‘ not yet."
“Not yet? By gad ! he’ll be surprised. 

He’s been advertising—looking for you 
everywhere.”

A footman opened the door.
“Sir Jordan Lynne,” he announced.

(To Bi Continued)

Men and
Women
Repaired.

A machine that is constantly and in
cessantly work ng needs repairs at certain 
intervale.

The human f i ne. worn by mental and 
physical toil sn » і ted to the worries 
and cares of our шоиегп life, has need of 
repairs and building up. In the hot sum
mer weatb- r nervous energy is at • low 
ebb, and ae a consequence, nervous de
bility, terri U hp*d« -hes, dyspepsia and a 
run-down сси її і її ш .ke life a burden for 
thousands.

Paine’s (Mery Compound is the great 
repairer and builder when weakness and 
sickness prevail. The great medicine has 
the power of rapidly repairing the tissues 
and purifying the blood. It bestows the 
proper nutriment to all the weakened tis
sues, bringing strength and true vigor, 
thns averting breakdown and collapse.

Thousands of lives are now fast wearing 
out that can _be prolonged and made happy 
by the present use of raine’s Celery Com
pound. Its use to-day will save months of 
sickness, misery and suffering. Take no 
substitute ; get only “Paine’s,” the kind 
that cures.

One Thing They Couldn't Do.
The hour—midnight. Place—kitchen 

in millionaire’s house. The weather— 
cloudy, probably rain.

‘Tick ! tick ! tick !’ This noise came 
from a 3s. 6d. alarm clock which the ser
vant, as usual, had not taken to her room, 
for fear of getting alarmed.

‘Saw ! saw ! saw !’ This noise could 
never be laid to a 3s. 6d. clock ; only rob
bers would break the silence thusly with 
saws.

‘Drop ! drop ! drop !’ This noise is the 
lock dropping to the floor. The door 
softly opens and two desperate villians 
peer through the darkness, and, after 
striking a match and lighting the gas, one 
of they softly hisses :—

‘The job is did Î Now for the gold !’
The other is evidently of the same mind, 

for he takes from beneath his coat a large 
bag and a murderous looking stick, and 
beckoning to his pal, they steal softly up 
the back stairs to break the millionaire— 
his head or his safe.

As it takes some time to creep up the 
millionaire’s back stairs, we will leave the
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Because of nervousness, dyspepsia, 
heart trouble, etc. Lots of people just 
have to sit and look on while their healthy,
vigorous friends have all the enjoyment 
of a strong and robust body. Dr. Ward’s 
Pills will bring back health, strength, 
snap, vim and energy to even the weak
est and weariest of suffering humankind.

A BAD INVESTMENT MADE GOOD.
I have half a gross of empty bottles upon 

my shelves. Everything my neighbors and 
friends would tell me to try Г would go 
straight away to the drug store and pur
chase. I was in a terrible condition from 
dyspepsia and liver troubles and was getting 
worse all the time. I was so discouraged 
buying one medicine and the other and re
ceiving no benefit that I was about giving 
up all nope of ever getting better, when my 
husband brought me home a box of Dr. 
Ward’s Blood and Nerve Pills, which he said 
had been highly recommended to hhn. I 
began using them at once, when, to my great 
surprise, I felt better in a very short time 
and continued them for about two weeks 
more which cured me entirely. I have not 
the least sign of dyspepsia or liver troubles 
now, and have also gained several pounds til

Signed, ANNIE E. GAUNTLBY,
King Street, Berlin, Ont.

Dr. Ward’s Blood and Nerve Pills are sold

Book of informatlo’n7free. * oron

“Come to the light end let me eee you 
Jack” I she said ; and her voice startled 
him almost as much as her altered appear
ance had done. It was fuller, softer, and 
yet, ah ! as sweet as ever. “Come to the 
light and let me see you plainly Jack—let 
me see if I have forgotten what you were 
like. Oh ! oh !" and she began to laugh 
and cry—that strange commingling by 
which a woman relieves a heart too full of 
joy.

(C ONTINXJXD F ACM TENTH РА9Ж.)

all,” he said, simply, “but of poor Sylvia; 
and now the question is, how am I going 
to bring him to her without scaring her 
out of her scenses ? She thinks him dead 
—dead, don’t you see 9,1 

“I see,” said Audrey, slowly and 
thougthfully ; “yes I see.”

And indeed saw more thsn Lorrimore 
had put to her. She understood now why 
Sylvia was not married—why she received 
men’s homage and admiration with such 
coolness 

“Oh t

“How came you to be so cruel ? 
No, no; not a word of reproach, 
Jack—not now nor ever ! Bnt it you couli 
know what I have suffered !’ and she* 
shuddered.

“I did it all for the best,” he faltered.
“Yes, yes ; you thought that I was in 

better hands. See how I resd your thoughts, 
Jack ! But how could I have been better 
cared for than you cared forme ? Oh, how 
happy we were ! Have >ou forgotten it? 
No—ah, no, you have not ! I remember 
everything—everything. Jack—the elight
est, weest talk we ever had in that wild, 
silent place. Let me look at you. How 
brown you are ! And—yes, I think you 
are bigger—or is it that men here are small
er ? Ob, Jack ! to have you with 
more—once more !” and she covered her 
face with her hands. “Now, tell me every
thing that has happened. Did you stay 
long at the camp, and”— she laughed—“did 
you find a lot of gold, Jack ?”

He shook his head and smiled.
“No; my luck left with you Syl,” he

ГДreserve.
girl!” she murmured. 

“And to think it is Neville Lynne ! Oh, 
I am so glad—so glad !”

And in her joy at the prospect ot her 
friends happiness, she turned to him with 
the tears glistening in her eyes, and look
ing so lovely that poor Lorrimore’s head
""“Yes I’m g’ad he’s turned up ; and I 

wish I’d found him.
Audrey’s eye fell.
“But now we’ve got to break the news 

to her,” he said. “You see what a splen
did hand I am at that kind ot thing, and 
I’m afraid you will have to do it.”

“Yes,” said Audrey, softly; “I will do 
it. Where is he?”

“Out there in the shrubbery, waiting for 
me to call him. Shall I do so ?”

“No, no ; not yet. He must not come 
yet, in case she should come in suddenly 
and see him without being prepared Ab. 
here she is she broke off, ae Sylvia’s voice 
was heard singing as she came.

“Hare’a Lord Lorrimore, Sylvia,” »»id 
Audrey, trsmblinga little, Sylvis uttered an 
exclamation ot pleasure.

“Ob, I am »o glad!’ and her »oft little 
pelm clumg around hie. “And how unex
pected, iin’t it, Audrey?”

“Yea," «aid Audrey ; “Lord Lorrimore 
haa come on—on buiine»»— buaines» ol
?0“Ot mine?’’ laid Sylvia. “Hu anything 
gone wrong at the opera? Hu the 
ager relueed to give me another engage
ment? What і» it? Why do yon look 01 
grave? Yon can’t bring me very bad new». 
Lord Lorrimore, tor—lor I hive had all 
my bad mew», you »ee ; and all those I love 
—Audrey, and Mercy, and you, if I may 

,o—ire hear near me and aafe. What 
ia it?”

“It’»—it’» good new»,’’ atammered Lord 
„ Lorrimore ; bnt Audrey motioned him to 

•dent. .. ...
“Ye« dear,” «he «aid, etealmg her arm 

around her, “it ia good news. Lord Lor
rimore hu come to-night with a étrange 
a wonderful «tory—»o strange and wonder
ful u to eeem unreal and impoeeible. Do 
yon think you could bear to hear it, Sylvia?” 
Her voice grew lower and more tender. 
“Sometime» great joy ia u hard to bear u 
great sorrow. Sometime» we find that 
those we have loat— loet forever, u we 
thought—ere «till liv—"

She «topped, terrified by the look thet 
came into Sylvia’» face. It wu a loot a» of 
one who hope», yet dare not believe.

“What—what ia if? ’ ahe panted her face 
growing white each moment.

“Such wonderful things happen—truth 
і» stranger than fiction," stammered Lorri
more, getting ne»r her, in case she should 
faint and fell. “We’ve read atoriea of 
people who’ve been supposed to be killed 
on the field of battle, you know, and—and 
turned up egain este and sound, alter all.”

Sylvia started ; her eye» closed for a 
moment, and they thought ahe would fall, 
for ahe swayed «lightly ; but ahe caught 
Audrey’» arm.

“It ia Jack!" ahe breathed. “You— 
you have heard that—that he ia not dead— 
net dead ! Oh, God ! don’t keep me in 
suspense !” she pleaded ; and she wrung her 
hands and looked from one to the other 
with an expression in her eyes that made 
Lorrimore turn his head away. “Don’t 
keep me—not a moment ! I can bear it. 
I dreamed that he was alive. Ask Mercy ; 
she will tell you that I did. Oh, Jack, 
Jack!” , .

“My dear,” broke out Lorrimore, “that 
jicket we brought you was his,right enough ; 
but another man wore it, and—and, you 
see—”

“Call him,” whispered Audrey, djwn 
whose cheeks the tears were running. 

Lorrimore sprung to the steps, and shout-

oor

me once

said.
“Syl!" she murmured. “No one has 

called me that but you, Jack, my dear, 
dear brother !”

Neville’s face flushed ; the title jarred 
upon him. He forgot that it was he who 
had first invented it.

“My luck left me, Syl,” he said, “and I 
left Lorn Hope as poor as I entered it.”

“Oh ” she said, with sweetest, most lov
ing sympathy. “Tell me—go on, Jack !” 
and she drew him on to a sofa beside her.

He gave an account of his adventures 
since their parting, excepting those 
connected with the finding of 
the will, and Sylvia listened with 
eager Intentneas.

“Poor Jack !’’ she murmured, smooth
ing his hand. “But who cares P You are 
here—here, actually sitting beside me ! 
Oh ! do you think I shall wake up pres
ently and find it all a dream ?” and she 
looked up at him piteously.

“I was just asking myself the same 
question,” responded Neville. “It’s—it’s 
difficult enougn to believe that this gorge
ous and queenly lady is—is Syl P'

She got up and dropped him a
“Wasn’t I a—a wild cat—a 

Jack ?" and she laughed.
“You were the dearest —” He stopped. 

“But is it true that you are—”
“The famous Signora Stella, sir,” she 

said, laughing. “Do you remember how 
I used to riog to you sitting by the claim, 
Jack, and how you used to praise my 
voice P I’ve made some use of it since. 
You shall hear me sing some day, if you 
are very good, sir, and promise never, 
to leave me, but always be a stay-at-home 
brother.”

Again NeviVe’s face fell.
“I’d promise anything to-night !” he

man-

courtesy.
tom-boy,

said.
“But how did you happen to come down 

here ?” she asked, alter a moment. “Did 
you know that I was here P How did you 
discover me ?’’

As she asked the question the viscount 
came in, followed by a footman with some 
wine.

“Here you are, Lorri— Halloo ! what 
the deuce—Who—No—yes ! It is Neville 
Lynne !’’ he exclaimed, in amazement.

Neville rose. Sylvia looked round. 
She could only see Jack—the Young ’Un 
—her brother.

“Why, my dear boy,” ejaculated 
the viscouoti ‘ this is a surprise. 
Where on earth did you spring from P By 
Jove, how you’ve changed ! I shouldn’t 
have known you but for your eyes. Tut, 
tut ! Where’s Audrey ? Have you seen 
her yet ? She will be glad enough to see 
you I’ll warrant ! Well, I never ! My dear 
fellow, we all thought you were—ahem !— 
dead ! Neville Lynne back !” and he kept 
clapping Neville’s broad back and laugh
ing. “Gad ! I wish her ladyship were 
here. You were a favorite of hers, Ne
ville, I was going to say ‘my boy,’ but you 
have grown into a giant and—Hallo—” he 
broke off suddenly, remembering that he 
had come upon Neville and the signora 
sitting close together on the sofa. “Do 
you know the Signora Stells, Neville? Do 
you know him, Signora ? I suppose you 
do, though,” and he looked from one to 
the other, perplexed and puzzled.

Sylvia rflse. She was pale now—very

ed :
“Neville!”

. A stalwart figure came running across 
the lawn, and in another moment S>lvia 
was lying in h',e arms, weeping, laughing, 
murmuring his name brokerly, her smill, 
trembling hands feeling his broad shoulders 
that she might convince herself that he was 
flesh end blood—her Jack, and not • 
ghost !

Lorrimore led Audrey away.
“I wish to Heaven I were half as happy 

as those two !” he murmured.
CHAPTER XLII.

pale.
“I—I thought I did—yes,” she said in a 

low voice. vnn />*11йЛ him—what.But you died him—what 
was it you called him—Neville Lynne ?”At last Sylvia drew herself out of hie 

arma, and the two stood and gazed at each 
other, and then Neville started and crim
soned. He had not actually eeen her yet. 
In that first rueh they had scarcely looked 
at each other; and^iow—well, he had been 
picturing to himself the Sylvia he remem
bered—the alim girl with girliah form and 
face and waye and trick» of speech—that 
was the Sylvia he had left and he had ex
pected to eee ; and, instead, here before 
him waa a lovely—an exquisitely lovely 
woman, euberbly dressed, her shoulders 
and arma gleaming like marble. Could 
this princess be hi» “lua o’ the wood»”— 
hie little Syl ?

Her beauty, grace, 
awed him into amazed

WAS It you called ШШ—іл cviiio H/uuo i
“I did. It’s his name, my dear,” said 

the viscount, staring.
“What else should I call him?"
Sylvia looked from him to Neville, her 

breath coming quickly. Jack—her Jack— 
Neville Lynne ? How could it be P

Lorrimore and Audrey, entering the 
room, found them thns, and Audrey, going 
np to the viscount, quickly put her 
round his shoulders.

“Neville is an old friend of Sylvia, dear, 
don’t you see ?”

“No, bang__
plumply. “She didn’t know his name.”

“A fellow doesn’t always call himself by 
his right name out in the gold fields.” re
marked Neville. . „ ,,

“Eh ? And you met out there P Well, 
bless my soul 1 You must tell me all about 
it, Neville. But the firat thing to do ia to 
drink your health, eh P Where’» the wine P 
Audrey, my deer, there’» more in this than 
I con fathom,’ he granted.

Audrey laughed.
"We’ll explain it directly, dear,” ana 

«aid. “At present we are all ao happy in 
Sylvia’» happiness that we aren’t able to 
aay anything connectedly."

She went to Sylvia ana kissed her.
“Yes, dear," ahe murmured, "I am 

happy in your happiness. I think I know

arm

me If I do !" he retorted,

and air of distinction 
ailence. Man-like, 

he felt ahy, frightened, even while he 
tingled and glowed with paaaionate love.

She did not notice the sudden change in 
hie manner, and ahe drew him by both 
hie hands, which she held in her warm, 
soft els an, into the room._______________
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