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“I trust you have no objection to
fighing your battles over again, Colonel
‘Lrevanion?” he said, eying nis tall com-
pawion, “Sybil is soldier-mad, you know,
anfl notlu‘ng less than the whole Crim-
efn eampaign will satisfy her. You'll
find it fatiguing, very likely; but you're
in for it. Russians may have somre mercy
hus & woman has none. By the by, you'll
nee¢ some—what’s their names?—bro-
tlers-in-arms over there at Speckhaven;
one or two of your old regiment, even,
1 believe.”

The face of Cyril Trevanfon flushed
?e’t'p dark-red, and his bold black eyes
ell,

“F have no desire to meet any of my
old ecomrades,” he said, curtly. “The
circumstances under which I return, the
p¥finful past,—” He stopped confusedly.
“I wish to remew no old acquaintances,
nar form any new ones. I prefer to re-
main entirely alone for the present.”

“Oh,” Charley drawled, “Diogenes and
Jiis Gub, Rebinson Crusoe at Monkswood
Waste! Your views of life appear to
hidve ehanged considerably of late. I
thoaght the stories they tell at the
mess-table of your wonderful convivial-
it{ and goodfellowship had a touch of
the fong bow. They’ll rather wonder at
tle change—the fellows of the Fifteenth
-8t your turning hermit and living
al with the prior’s ghost. Do you
remember meeting an Englishman—a
Scotehman, rather—named Macgregor,
out in Lima, last year? Hec tells me he
mbd you there; and as he’s a tenant of
yours now, perhaps you’ll like to renew
hig aequaintance.”

Agsin the deep-red flush rose over
Cyyil's swarthy faee.

PN':." he said, suflenly; “1 wish to re-
nCY no one’s acquaintance. 1 remember
no Macgregor at Lima. A man can’t be
e ed to keep posted as to every
Jzz“llu)l or raw-boned Scotchman he

on his travels.”
bere was something so vindictive in_
Lis tone—something 8o rude in his words
—fhas Sybil looked at him in shocked
wonder. But her brother was in nowise
mayasd.

:"erz true,” he said, In his softest
vae: “only when the ‘raw-boned Scotch-
mRy’ suffers to save our lifs, it gives him
-~well, a slight claim to a place in our
r¢tallection. But perhaps the street
hrawl in which he saved you from a
Spemish dirk has slipped your memory
tco?”

“X was ill. of a fever after I left Lima,”
Cysll Trevanion said, with a moody look
of fajury. “It was at Valparaiso; a very
damgerous brain fever, in which my life
and reason were hoth despaired of. I
retiwered, contrary to all expectation;
bub 8 very remarkable changs had been
wrought.  All the past was a blank. I
rengmbered nothing of my whole life
befgre that fatal fever-not my own
riéme.”

Wbl uttered an exclamation. Char-
lcy looked at him fartively, a curious
Ualkle in his eyes, but his face pros‘r
nn&ully solemmn, )

e ex-oolenel was gazing into his
pidte. He did not scem to inncy mecting
their gaze.

“Ahl”  Charley said, pathetically.
“\WWhat a very remarkable fever, and
Lgw 1 wish some of my creditors would
calgh it. I onli' a man’s hoot-maker
and tailor lost their merory, what an
Figgium this earth wodd .be! And so
yg® bave fengoiten everything, and the
wikers of Ledhe are no fable, after ali?
I'll meution i8 to Mucgregor: it may
suye Bim some trouble. Ife appoared
to.fimwe been tolerably intimate with you
onl there. Moat astonishing case you
cver heard of—ch, SyLH!”

I'hene was » oovert mockerv in Char-
l-¥'s teng, which his sfster was quick to
detect, n%he painful semse of restraint
decpened. b waa a relief wnen dinner
was over, and they returnced to the
drawing-seem.

The Btenian stretched himaelf upon a
safa, end went on with his work of
drasing ous the returned hero; but Col-
ou@l Trewanion drew out so extremely
fine that even Oharley was bafled. Of
kid Battles in Indin and Russia, of his
{ravels in South Amcricy and Central
Afla, Cyril Trevanion was strikingly re-
scvued and taciturn,

tQa their own merits modest men are
dumdy’’ quoted Charley. “My own case
piéeisely. I've covered myself with
gl‘?ﬂf e0me hundreds of times in stand-
up %ights with bigger boys; I've had a
sci:tp with a distinguished member of
the P. R, Bully Brittles, and I licked
Pully, but 1 never speak of these ex-
y-{m”h. Its not a lack of memory, eitaer;
it'’s uine innate modesty, the real, un-
adiffterated Simov Pure.  Let’s have
eoMn music, Sybil. Talking doesn’t scem
td Pe the colonel's forte.”

(igril Trevanion took hLis departure
carly. Ho was slopiu'ng ut one of the
Rpeckhaven hotels. The brother and sis-
tét watched him mount his horse and
rifle awny in the soft summer moon-
1:}ght.  He nad agreed, before that leave-
t4king, #0 nccompany them Lo Trevanion
bark om the morrow, and remain their
suegt for the present.

! sort of chap, that hero of yours,
SyiL” the Btonfan said, as the dark
h%ﬂemn disappeaved.  “Don’t remem-
beY bis oldest friends, or the man that
saved his Jife a year ago, and eats fish
with his knife. But then, 't fover.
How's your ideal now, my dear, roman-
¢, movelreading sister?  Counsiderably
nudtbered, ehi? T Le wers anything less

m

tian a hero, and the last of all the !

yreat Trevanions, who never go wrong,
I dhould say he was about the urecatest
iy ‘and the sulkiest lout I've come
neross lately. $he man who ean eat sal-
mdn cutets with his knife, and drink
oift of ‘his finger glass, is capable of any
caldidy erime”

Nut Sybil was gone. She flitted up the
dark, pahghed oaken staivway, and dis-
appeared in lier own room.

Me night-lamp burned dim, but the
lovély summer moonlight streamed in,
arfd to shame its feeble glimmer,
She &t out, and sat Jown by the
window, her chin resting on ler hand,
the dark, decp eycs looking thoughtfully
out ower the silvery groves of fern, the
v aving trees. the velvet-green glades of
Mankswood Waste,

And o0 the dream of her life wae real-
ised—€pril Trevanion was come. A eold,
leaden sense of chill and disappointmént
weighed down lier heart like lsad. MHe

was so different—oh, so different)—
from the Cyril she re the
hero of her dreams. She had read. sne
had heard of his brithant exploits, ot nis
matchless bravery, of his countiess
“deeds of derring-do”; how he had swept
down, an incarnate whirlwind, upon
bordes of turbaned Sikhs and yellow
Kaffers, and turned the tids of vistory
et the last hour; how he had stormed
batteries, and led forlorn ho, s, and rid
den with the glorious Six Hundred up
the deadly heights of 'Balaklava.

And when her eyes had flashed, and
her cheeks flushed, and her heart throb-
bed almost to bursting with pride and
joy, she had remembered that this in-
vincible hero, this Coeur de.Lion, had
kissed and carressed her at parting, and
given her the solitaire she wore by night
and by day as a token of his love.

“My hero, my king!” the young en-
thusiast would cry, passionately kissing
it, “I would gie for you! Oh, to be a
man, and such a man as he! Oh, for
the dear old days of chivalry and vo-
mance, when girls could go, disguised,
and play page, at least, to their liege
lord and knight. My own brave Cyrill*

And now the great dream of her life
was realized; her lion-hearted had come
—a tall, black-browed, sullen gentleman,
wrapped in gloom ae in a mantle, guilty
of awkwardness that made the high-
bred lady’s hair rise, and most shame-
fully ungrateful to the man who, only
a year beforec had saved his life.

One by one the slow tears arose in
the proud eyes and fell, she was so wun-
utterably shocked and disappointed, Her
idol of gold was but of potter’s clay.
Poor Sybil!

The hours of the ginial July night
wore on. She had little desire for sleep.
A sonorous clock over the stables struck
loudly the midnight hour before she
awoke from her painful reverie.

With a long, shivering sigh, she was
about to rise and prepare for bed, when
something caught her eye that riveted
her to the spot, and set her heart beat-
ing wildly with a sensation akin to ter-
ror.

A figure was moving amid the shrub-
bery—a tall figure wearing some kind
of dark, shrouding garment, not unlike
a priestly soutane. Slowly it moved—
now stopping, now going on, now lost
in dense shadow, now distinct in the
brilliant light of the moon.

It left the shrubbery and entered the
Prior’s Walk. Was it the prior’s ghost
taking its customary midnight airing,
and telling its ghostly beads under the
monastic caks?

No. The vivid moonlight, streaming
full on the lonely figure, its head turned
toward the watcher's window, showed
Miss Trevanion the handsome face,
bronzed and bearded. of Macgregor, the
tenant of the Retreat.

Sybil drew her breath again; shé had
been terribly startled. Mr. Macgregor
wore a long, loose, picturesque looking
cloak, and a broad-brimmed Spanish som-
brero, and was altogether not unlike
a brigand in a play, or a sentimental
cavalier come to eing hia midnight ser-
enade under his lady’s lattice. He did
nothing of the kind, however. He paced
briskly up and down the long, leaiy
aisle, in the solemn beauty of the night,
for nearly an hour.

Sybil watched him through it all, sur-
prised, curious, amused. Then he plung-
ed with a crash into the fir plantation
and disappeared,

“How odd!” Sybil thought, languidly,
forgetting all about her cousin in this
new sersation. “What a very eccen-
tric personage this Mr. Macgregor must
be. But then authors are all eccentric,

I believe. I shall like to kuwow him, I
fancy, and I must read his books. He
has been a great traveller, and is won-
derfully clever, T suppose, He has the
face for it; and I like clever men.”

The ex-cavalry colonel and the eccen-
tric tenant of the Retreat were queerly
enough mixed up in Misa Trevanionks
dreams that night. She awoke from one

a most vivid vision—in which a ghst-
ening black snake, with the wide, velvet
eyes and silken smile of Edith Ingram;
was about to spring upon her with fts
deadly folds, while Cyril stood by with
grimly folded arms and gloomy. face.
She struggled-—she strove to ery out—
her last hope was goue, when, crashing
out of the fir trees came the tall Mae-
gregor, and  his  blackthorn  whiried
through the air and came down like a
stroke of doom on the hooded serpent
head. And Cyril slunk moodily away,
and the handsome tenant of the Retreat
had knelt on oue knee before her on
the greensward, his kingly brow uncov-
ered, and said: “Look at me, Sybil. I
am—"  And just here a sunbeam dart-
ing across her sealed cyelids, awoke the
pretty dreamer, who started up in bed,
laughing and blushing at her very ill-
regulated dreams.

“How absurd! The ilea of my dream-
ing of that Mr. Macgregor! Well, I
leave Monkswood! - ah, dear old Monks-
wood!—to-day; eo the eccentric author
and his mocturnal rambles are likely
to trouble me no more.”

CHAPTER XIIL

Cousin Cyril rode over from Speckhav-
en in time for breakfast; then the trio
started in the pony chase for Trevanion
Park, Sybil driving,

“Cut along through the west gate,
Sybil,” Charley observed; “l've &8 word
! to say to Macgregor.”

Sybil obeyed. The tenant of the Re-
{reat was stretched lazily beneath a big,
‘ln'unvhiug oak, smoking a cheroot and
watching tie vivid azure of the blue sky
as scen through the glistening foliage.
Ilis long, lean wolf-hound lay stretched
out beside him, and master and dog
made a very striking tableaw set in vivid
green.

"L say, old fellow,”
“IU've a message {rom Sir Rupert Chud-
[eigh, He wants you to dine with him
this evening, and give him the benetit of
Yyour views on —hanged if I don’t forget
what! | strongly recommeril you o be
punciual, and give wme your opinion of
his old lLatour claret and his Lafitte
with the black aseal. And. oh! Gwen
eays you're to fetch her a  batch of
I'rench novels, and finish teaching her
all-fours. She'd come to yon, onty shels

Charley  called,

ofraid it wouldu't be stricfly prapec
My sister. Miss Trevanion--Mr. Macgre
gor. She goes in, no end, for authers
and poete, and all such smiil desr, so 1

R

u’ll be sworn friends M{;
A Lngcr had sprung up, a
stood uncovered before the chate-
lnine. He bowed low at y's very
free-and-easy introduction.”

“My autho
pleasantest if it induces Miss
‘Ivevanion to add me #o the list of her
friends,” he said, with a smile liked
-—-l:riglnand clear as the suushine itself.
“FIl attend to yeur behests, Charley,
and Miss Chudieigh's, also. Ah! Coloxc!
Trevanion! happy to meet you again, I
confess,” with a keem glance. “T should
scarcely have recognized you, thoungh.
You have changed out of all knowledge
since we parted last in Lima.”

Colonel Trevamion uttered something
not very distinotly, and looked away
from the piercing black eyes of his ten-
ant. :

“He had a fever out in—what’s the
place, colonel? and lost his memory alto-
gether. Don’t remember anything now,”
said the Etonian, with a wink of intcnse
signiﬁuhnee.h “Convenient sort of fover
to catch, eh, Mucgregor? Sybil, don’®
stare so—it's rude. You'll make Mac-
gregor blush.”

For Bybil was staring quite wildly at
the tenant of she Retreat. A$ her bro-
ther’s remark she blushed red as a sua-
set sky, while Mr. Macgregor laughed
good-naturedly. e iy

“I resemble some one Miss Trevanion
has met before, perhaps,’ he said, with
a glance from tge splendid dark eyes
that thrilled the girl strangely. “I wish
you good-morning.”

He stood bareheaded until the car-
riage disappeared, and still Sybil wore
that startled face. Swddenly she turned
vpan the colonel.

“Cousin Cyril, do you know you very
strongly resemble that mant”

“What! Maegregor! No—surely not.”

“But you do!” excitedly. “It is that
made me stare so. How very rude you
ore, Cherley, to draw attention to it as
you &id.”

“Not half 50 rude as yourself® retort-
ed the Etonian. “If Maegregor lrad boen
the Pig-hcaded Lady, you cooMn't have
lvoked him out of countenance more. If
f'ou had gazed much longer, he might
ave thought you were fallmg in love
with him, and taking his photograph
Your mind’s eye.”

“Nonsense! but the resemblance—
don’t you see it, Charley?”

“Can’t eay I do. Macgregor’s much
the better-looking man of the two, ii
you’'ll permit me to say so, colone!, Both
sre black as the—don’t be alarmed,
Sybil, I won’t mention him—but Colone)
Trevanion’s general expression of eoun-
tenace says ‘Go to the devil!’ as plainly
a8 words, while Macgregor’s rather a
pleasant-looking fellow, on the whole. I
hope you don’t object to plrin speaking,
my dear Trevanion?” turning with
charming frankness to the Indian offi-
cer: “it’s a way I have.”

“So I perceive,” answered Colorel Tre-
vanion, with a frigid face; “and a most
disagreeable way, I should imagine, your
acquaintances find it.”

“And Charley, like most other people
who plume themselves upon their ‘plain
speaking,’ will take plain speaking from
no one else,” said Sybil. in mighty dis-
pleasure. “Those Kton Loys have become
a by-word for their impertinence. So the
tenant of the Retreat visits at Sir Rup-
ert Chudleigh’s?”

“Quite intimate there,” responded her
brother, in nowise quenched; “and very
Jolly feeds the old-baronet gives. His
Lafitte is nectar for the gods, and his
Chambertin and Maraschino something
to be dreamed of in one’s visions of Par-
adise. Gwen’s the only drawback, with
her flaming dresses, and her loud style
generally; but Macgregor, who is next
door to an angel as to temper, finds cven
her endurable. And he and the old cock
—Dbeg pardon for the slang, Sybil; mean
Sir Rupert, of course—argue about no
end of philosophical and metaphysical
things, till all’s blue, and the baronet
loses his temper and gets badly floored.
‘Then they go to ecarte, and Macgregor
beats him at that, and they part deadly
enemies—until next time.”

“Your Macgregor appears to be a sort
of Admirable Crichton, 'said his sister.
“Pray, how long has he been in #hese
parts to etrike up such an intimacy
with 80 very exclusive a gentleman as
Str Rupert? Or did they know eacn oih-
er long ago?”

“Never set eyes on ecach other until
about a month ago,” Charley said. “Moe-
gregor came  down  to  Speckhaven
straight from Suabia, where, as 1 told
ou before, he had been pig-sticking and
oar-hunting, and writing jolly booka.
He and the baronet ‘met by chance, the
usual way.” Sir Rupert got hold of his
work on Central Africa, and his ‘Tour
Awong Voleanoes'—Routh American
travels, you know; got immensely de-
lighted with them, and called upon the
‘talented author’ immediately. As for
liking him, once you know him, that’s
simply a matter of course. I like him,”
added the Ktonian, superbly; “and I
¢an say no more.”

“No,%said Colonel
withering sarcasm, * I'should say nmot.
That comprises everything. = EUndue
charity toward your species is not one
of your weaknesses, 1 fancy.”

Charley eyed him askance.

“Weaknesses 1 have none, colonel.
Fools I despise, and knaves .I abhor,
And I believe it is a generally admit-
ted truism that mankind is dividd in-
to these two classes. Macgregor may
be a knave—I haven't sounded him to
his lowest depths vet; but he certainly
is no fool. And of the two, 1 prefer the
knaves.” ?

There was that in the casy insolence
of the lad's tone that said. as plainly
as though he had spoken, “And you be-
tong to the fools.” But they were at
the house by this time, to Sybil's in-
tense relief; and my lady, who had got
wind in some way of the new arrival,
was at the dor to receive and welcome
them.

Mra. Ingram was nowhere
when the family party  entered the
drawing-room; but ten mimites later
lier silvery voice was heard humming a
“fraviata” air, and she came in through
a glass door Iaden with a basket of
dewy roses,

Very pretiy ehe looked, very wouth-
ful, very fresh, the bloom, that was
not all rouge, at its brightest on her
oval cheeks, and the great, velvety
eyes looking longer an ddarker for the
artful cércles about them.

Her girlish rehe of white muslin flut-
tered fin the light July breeze; pink
ribbons and blush roses Hghted her up,
and all ¢he rvich black hair hung loose;

Trevanion, with

visible

Balf cuxls, half riples, over her bare,
m_gpshoulders.
".:,lhe looked like one of Greuze's melt-

ip- will hyve. done me its’

‘felt like a new man.

MEN WHO DON'T. EXERGISE|

Sulfer From Indigestion, Head-
aches, Poor Appetite,
i Sleeplessness.
Nothing So Sure to *““Set Up™. a Man,

Make Mim Feel Brisk and Vig-
ous as Dr. Hamilton’s Pills.

Lack of exercise and overwork were
the causes that combined to almost kill
Samuel 8. Stephens, jun., one of the best
1 i Woodstock. ~

In his comvineing letter Mr. Stephens
says:
“A year ago I returned home after a

long trip, completely worn out. I was
80 badl{ affected by chronic biliousness,
80 mueh overcome by consiant headl-
nchep, dizziness, that I despaired of ever
getting well. I was always tired and
ln(ﬁuid, had no energy and spirit, found
it diffieult to sleep for more than five

58. My appetite was so ‘ickle ilat
1 ate next to nothing, and in consequence
lost weight and strength. I was pale and
had dark rings under my ey23 that nade
me look like a shadow.

““It was a blessing that | used Dr.
Hamilton’s Pills. In one week 1|
The feeling of
weight and nausea in my stomach
disappeared. My eyes looked bright-
er, ‘color grew better, and, best -of
abl, I began to enjoy my meals. The
dizziness, languor and feeling of de-
pressivn passed away, and | fast re-
q.uhud my old-time vigor and spirits.

o-day | am well—thanks to Dr.
Hamiiton's Pills.”

For health, strength, comfort and
good spirite there is no medicine like Dr.
Hamilton’s Pills. Beware of substitutes,
and don’t let any dealer palm off some
other pill on which he can make more
money. 2jc. per box, or five boxes for
$1.00, by mail from The Catarrhorone
Company, Kingston, Ont.

ing beautics stepped out of its frame.

She stood in the door-way an instant
—an exquisite tableau—with her roses
and her ribbone, glancing from one face
to the other. Cyril Trevanion, sitting
talking to Lady Lemox, his face partly
averted, was the last she saw. i

As he turned round and their eyes
met, the bright color faded from the
rounded cheeks and a dull, leaden white-
ness passed from brow to chin. She
stood quite still, cold and pale, gazing
at him with wild, wide eyes,

“Sweets to the sweet!” Charley said,
taking her baskei of roses out of ler
resistless hand. “Ilow you da stare, Mrs,
Ingram! You are almost as bad g Sy-
bil half an hour ago. Is Colonel Travan-
ion Medusa’s head, and is he ‘urning
you to stone? Come, and let me pres-
ent him, It may break the fatal spell.”

He led her forward, still resistless.
Some sudden inward panic seemed to
palsy every sanse.

Sybil looked at her in wonder, then

suspiciously at her companion; but the
colonel’s impassive face was as impas-
sive as ever, his deep-set eyes expressive
of no surrise, of no recognition, of
nothing but great and sndden admira-
tion. ”
She had arisen before him so unex-
pectly~—she was so brilliantly retty, so
fair, so sweet—that the eyes that had
locked calmly enough on Sybil Trevan-
fon’s beautiful face grew all alight with
admiration of this gay little yision.

Mrs, Ingram drew a long breath, it
might be of relief, and gave Colonel Tre-
vauion one little dimpled palm. The
color came slowly back to her cheeks,
the startled look left her eyes. She sat
down by Charley, laughing and chatting
in her gushing, girlish way, and listened
to his off-hand compliments and  free-
and-easy love-making with laughing
good humor,

(To be Continned.)

WOULD NOT BE WITHOUT
BABY'S OWN TABLETS

e

Mothers who have once used
Own Tablets for their littlg
ways keep them in
realize the value of
banishing  baby’s

Baby’s
ones al-
the hiouse.  They
the "Tablets in
illness  when it
comes, or better still, in  warding off
illness by giving him an  oceasional
dose of the Tables to keep his  stom-
ach and bowels regular. Concerning
them Mrs. Tsaac MeDonald, Nappan
Station, writes:  “I have used Baby's
Own Tablets and would not now be
without them as they are the very
best medicine T know of for little
ones.” The Tablets are sold at 23
cents a box by medicine dealers or by
mail from The Dr. Williams® Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

———e—
FRIZE BULLS.
(Montreal ‘Star)

During a debate upon the second read-

ing of the Irish land bill in 153, Lord
Lgndonderry, concluded a period with,
“This is the keystone of the pill; are
‘ou going to kil it?”

‘\‘J&;:rxl-‘r(-derlck Alilne, speaking on the

budret, said: ‘A cow mayv be drained

dry: and it Chancellors of the Exchequer
persist in meeting every deficiency that
occurs by taxing the brewing and dis-
13iling Industry, they wiil fnevitably kill

t‘m cow that lays the golden milk.”

T.ord Curzon—'‘The interests of the em-
lover and emploved are the same nine
{mes out of ten—I will even say nlnegy-
times out of ten."” y = : ;
Discussing Mr. Asquith’s licensing bill
a1 & meeting in Shoredjtch lagt Vear, a
member of Parliament rcused the great
auglence to a frenay of enthusiasm Ly

declaring that “‘the time had come to strip

{0 the waist and tuck up our shirt

sleeves.”
————o—————

There is oniy one thing worse than
running up against a bore, and that ia
to bave him run up againat you.

CAUGHT HER ON. WIRELESS.
> ' Cu i . TTRN -

Romance Gets in a Lick or Two
Mounted on MHerzian Waves.

Yonkers, N. Y., has ‘more than ttty
tkeir constitutional or chemieal peculiari-
wireelss telegraph rators, but probu-
bly Alfred T. Serrell is the best known
of them all. His apparatus 1s set up ‘n
the dining-room of his home. He over-
hears peculiar conversations, the ather
evening a courtship being the accidental
form of entertainment. Sitting with the
receiver in position he heard:

“Ag-ag-ag-agag-SH.”

‘SH” was a young woman, and a
yornr man—“HW’ m wireless—was call-
ing her by code. Evidently she was right
at her instrument, for she responded
promptly with “SH” and he revealed
bimself by giving his ‘code name “HW.”
After that the conversation was con-
ducted in characters of the Morse tele-
graph alphabet, the translation being:

“Good evening, Miss Ruth.”

“Good evening, Mr. Smith.”

“Nice weather for listening.”

“Fine. Everything is so clear.”

“Clear for me, I hope.”

“What do you mean, Mr. Smith?”

“I’ve been trying to say something to
you.”

“Why don’t you say it? I'm paying
attention.’

“Im afraid you will cut me out.”

“Oh, I wouldn’t do anything like that.”

“Will you be my wife?” I

“That depends.”

“Depends upon what?”

“On which Mr. Smith you are.”

“I am Mr. Oscorino Smith—HW. Wwill
you marry me?”

“Why, certainly,’” was the vibrant, joy-
ous answer brought by the wireless
waves,

“When?”

“Oh, we’ll talk that over later.”

“Good right, dearie.’

“Good night, love.”

‘An‘d then came the following pure
Morse: . .. —,.” (73) indicating that
the ether was unobstructed by this hap-
py couple of others who might wish to
converse or propose matrimony.—XYonk-
ers Statesman.

—

JUST JOTTINGS.

The tire demands of American motor
carg doring the present year will total
at _4.000.000° tubes.

Over 11,000,000 women are engaged in
lace-making at home in the City of Not-
tingham.

Germany {s bullding 88 war vessels at
tho present time: France, 29: the ['nited
State- 54. and Holland, 22,

Twenty-six natilve species of wood are
cul in Canada, spruce yielding one-fourth
of the total. 3

The birth rate of London hasg declined
fromn a little more than 34 per 1,000 in
1891 to a shade over 24 per 1000 last year.

The Canadian forests yielded last year
4,900,000,000 feet of lumber, estimated to
be worth $75.000,000.

For the first time In the history of the
corntry the portraits of the Czars of
Russia are being placed on postage

stamps.
—— e

SHE STRUCK AT
ROOT OF TROUBLE

Mrs. Comeau cured her Kidoeys
with Dodd’s Kidoey Pills.

And Her Heart Trouble, Backache—
And Other Ailments Disa ppeared
—Says She Owes Her Good Health
to Dodd's Kidney Pills,

Petit Rocher, Gloucester Co., N, B,

—(Special) —\When Mrs. Pierre I. Com-
ean, a well known and highl_v respected
resident of this place cured her kidney
digsease, her hcart trouble and other
aches and pains also disappeared. She
cured her kidney disease easily and
quickly by using Dodd's Kidney Pills.
“My heart troubled me all the time,”
Mrs. Comeau states; “and I feared for
the terrible results that might follow.
My limbs would swell, my back ached
and I was always tired and nervous.

“These symptoms led me to ‘believe
that Kidney dicease was the root of all
my troubles, 8o I turned to Dodd’s
Kidney Pills. Before I had finished
the first box the swelling was gone,
my back was well and my heart no
longer trouble me. I am now in the
best of health, and I owe it all to Dodd’s
Kidney Pills.”

Always strike at the root of the
trouble. And in nine cases out of ten
all women’s troubles start with the
Kidneys, That's why Dodd’s Kidney

Pills are woman's best friend.
e —————
3 WAYS TO COOK COOKIES.

Crisp Cookies —One cupful of sugar
and 1-2 cupiul of butter, creamed! toge-
ther; add the yolks of & eggs and beat
until light. Beat the whites of 2 eggs
to a stiff roth and beat them in alterha-
tion, add them and the sifted flour in
alternation. When well mixed roll out
very tlun on a board covered with gran-
ulated sugar; cut in rounds, and bake in
tins in a quick oven.

Brown Sugar Cookies—Cream togeth-
er 2-3 of a_cup of brown sugar, then add
1 egg. When well beaten together stir
in 1 cup of rolled oats and 2-3 of a cup
of English walnuts chopped fine. Lastly
add 1 cup of flour and 1 teaspoonful of
baking powder. Sift the baking powder
with the flour. 2

Sour Cream Cookies Two eggs, 11-2
cupfuls sugar, 3-4 cup butter, 3-4 cup
sour cream, or milk, 1-2 teaspoonful cin-
pamon, 1-2 teaspoonful nutmeg, 1-4 tea-
spoonful cloves, 1 teaspoonful soda, a
pineli of salt, 51-2 cupfuls flour, 12
teaspoonful baking powder.

——e e —

SNOW AND FROST BITES.
(Montreal itnesWs)

A pitiful thinz occurred at a recent
hockey match through the strange sur-
vival of the pristine but absurd theory
that frost bites e to be cured by the
appllcation of snow, and further, hy rub-
binx gnow on the part. It is true that
when a frozen member is brought fnto
the house the use of snow or tap water
relteves the nain by redueing the speed
wi'h which the blood finds its way into
frozen and injured vesicles, But tlie very
ornosite Is necessarily the effect In below
onditions out ef doors, Thawing
< v zives forth cold. Ice cream s pro-
duced by snow or ice being melied hy
means of salt. thus creating freezjng eon-
ditions. If the snow apphlied melts on
tha body throukh the heat of the body
it creales freezing conditions about it
anl can only aggregate frosi bite. §f the
conditions are as cold as to cause hard

snow to be rubbed upon the inju:? part
eertous infury can bLe done to It besides
egrravating the evii. Tt Is strange bow

nertinacicus (his paradaxical heresy 19,

.out on the hillside, showing so

AN OPEN LETTER

From a Well Known Clergyman
Showing How Indigestion
Can Be Cured.

Rev. T. A. Drury, Beamsville, Ont.,-
writes as follows: “For eighteen
years I have been increasingly tme
pressed with the wonderful effects for
good wrought by Williams’ Pink Pills,
For years I had suffered almost con-
stantly with chronic dyspepsia of the
most stubborn type, attended by differ-
ent other troubles which invariably fob
low, or accompany it as its result
prominent among which were kidne
trouble and piles. Against this compdi-
cation of disease I waged a vigorous
warfare for several months, using many
different remedies, none of wh gave

rmanent relief. In my discouragement

was about to discontinue treatment al-
together when I was advised by a friend
to try Dr Williams’ Pink Pills, the use
of which, though under very unfavor-
able circumstances, eoon revived my
drooping courage. The medicine struek
at the root of my weakness and the dif-
ferent troubles of which dyspepsia was
the prime cause released, let go, amd
disappeared. In one month I increased
fifteen pounds in weight, and received a
new lease of life., Only six boxes of
pills produced this wonderful change in
my health, which was miraculousty per-
manent.

Later my sister became so reduced by
anaemia (though under the care of our
family doctor) that she could scarcely
walk. In this dangerous extremity Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills were resorted to,
and in a brief space of time restored her
to perfect health.

Being a minister of the gospel, many
test cases have come under my mofiee,
in all of which Dr. Williame* Phik
Pills have fully enstained thelr wostll-
wide reputation. This is why I can ean-
scientiously . ¥ nd Dr. Williame®
Pink Pills as being superior to am
known to me in the treatment of the
many dieeases for whioh they are re-
commended.”

———e———

MEERSCHAUM MINE,

Only One Known in the World Be-
sides the Mine in Asia Miner.

(New York Sun.)

There 1s only cne meerschaum
this country. Up to a year or two
nlslere might as well have been noge
all.

in

About five years ago a
formed to take over the mine dechasdd
contidently that it was gong tuo make
meerschaum pipes out of the -

“For four years we were the langamg
Stock of the trade,” said a member of
tae concern thé other day. “But we'te
doing _the laughing ourselves now.”

He flourishes before the visitor's eges
orders for more gRross of pipes than any-
body but a mathematical prodigy comtd
count. And he shows a picture of the
new plant which is to be occupled very
soun. At present the work has grown fo
such a point that the walls of the soml
factory over on the East Side are bwig-
ing worse every day.

In this small building they can tusn ocut
only about thirty-five gross of pipes a
day. This comes, however, to more
than a million and a half glpel a g
which would seem enoug to w%;r
every pipe smoker in the country. t
the new plant will turn out 100 Eross &
day. One ' of the orders fourished so
proudly by the manufacturer is fer 500
Kross, and came from a Boston dealey.

‘There is only one other meerec
mine inthe world. At least n ¥
knows of any others. That one is {n
Miror and supplied the materisl foy all
the meerschaum pipes made up to ot‘ur
agy. The American mine i{s about by
mtiles from Silver City, N. M., and bas
been known for some time, but nobudy
had any fait h in it. Samples of the pro-
duct were sent to the Government for an,
onizion as 10 Ity value and were deciar-
ed by the analysis to be comerclaly
worthless.

Trat’s what they were, too, for g long
time. The trouble was that m
tho Turkish meerschaum is ab:
pure just as it is mined, the New woo
variety is loose In texture and of
calcites. It iooks as if somel batd
mixed up some stiff plaster of
blown a lot of air in to it and let it .
It not only looks sponky, but when t
mined it Is very molst, 80 wet, in t,
that it must be allowed to dry out De-
fore It can crushed.

It was the perfecting of the process of
handling the crude product that took
the time and the money, took those r
years of time and the company aoegn't
llke €0 remember how m monay,
Turiish meerceshaum occurs in what s
knogn as kidney formation; kidn -
ed gleces, some of them about ¢!
of a fist. Pipe bowls are cug v
faggnm these lumps witnout treating Shem

any way.

ew Mexican meerschaum occurs én
veins. sometimes eighreen increg i di-
ameter., sometimes pinching out ko
much thm?l’)r s:re:'ll:. : “uc g&lrmp
inly visible in e ledges W
DR 80 yhite that
they are conspicuous in L] .Mﬂ‘

The process of mining uoh the
same as that employed with other rhin-
erals, for meerschanm {9 classed as a
mineral. A tunnel {s opened and shafis
sunk from this. The veins océur in a
cchglemerate and are well defined. Rhelr
pecullar moisture i{s present even witen
the surrounding rock is very d:x

The rough pleces of meersch. after
drying out go to the crusher. Then fhie
stuff is screened to remove all Nrdz"
matter, washed and conecentrated., The
finished product is absolutely pure meer-
schaum, pressed in blocks which are so

white and light that ‘‘foam. of the

(meer-schaum) seems appropriate 3
for It. Its weight Is almost negl A
a good uize‘? plpe bowl weighing oOhly

1 n ounce,
hel‘r'u':e carloads of these hlocks of meer-
schuum are shipped to the New k
plant every month, the pipes beipg gaw-
ed, turned, polishea and fitted there.
Dczens of different siyles arve made:
calabash, sllver mounted, solid -meer-
scheum bowle, separate bowls, cigar and
cizurette holders, and s0 on.

The makers enthuslasticall yassert that
ft i5 not only as good as the fmni‘l
mecerschaum but better. They say It
{3 even tougher, that it is just as ab-
sorbent—they say a little mnr? s
thet it takes just as good a polish. Also
that It can be sold at a price that al-
mos. halves that of Turkish meerschaum.

From ihe depression of their four
years of repeated struggles and disap-
polirtments the manufacturers are now
reacting like rubber Dalls. They see un-
Itmited possibilities In tue future. Tigyv
say there's no l'(;a.t(ll; \\'h_vlj?ry‘v:nll lr;:

PETSC mldn't be used X
meerschaum rhouldr e e e

Jings besides plipes
of things be : les, ornaments

for exaraple, toilet art
buttcns.
———

Shilohs Gure
HEALS THE LUNGS
STOPS co"c"s PRICE, 25 CENTS
A TRAGIC POSSIBILITY.
(Youth's Companion.)

Uncle Leven, a grizzled old woodsaw-
yer, was told by a lady for whom he*fiad
beent working to walit in the k!lr:henﬁor
hls super. Aunnt Caroline, the edok; Jill-
ed his plate with choice bits from the
“‘great house” table, and Unele leyes, ,
felt upon them with relish. Soon, ifBw
ever. & cloud crossed his face.

“What all you, V'ncle Leven?’ ask
Auat Carolin, solicltously. “Is yun—l’:‘
er paln?"’ A

¢ *Taln’t dat. Six' Carolin.”’ sald Unct
Teven. “but I's 'fearcd 1'll gel flled u‘.r
Yefo' Y eats all I wants.”




