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“None knew thee but to love thec.

“None named thee
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A Pretty Irish Romance.
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She almost er»mes to  hate Gillian,
a» Gillian truly enough divines, for
being concerned in  that miserable
disappointment, and would be glad
to be rid of her prescunce, only that
she cannot very well dismiss her as
she had done Anne; knowing, too,
that Gillian has really just at  pre-
sent nowhere to go; indeed, the poor
child hersell sometimes  vaguely
wonders why she was born at all.
She <oes not seem to have any place
in the world of human ties and af-
fections ; she is not in the least ne-
cessary to any one’s happiness or
well-being, pay, in truth she feels |
hersell a sort of supernumerary :
an unnecessary unit in the two |
households into which she |

Lady D= doos not want her, nor
care for her : her father and his bril-
liant young wilfe have not the slight-
pst necd of her:; into the new-
1y-wedded happiness of Anne
Lacy and her husband spe dare not
—would not intrude.

Mount Ossory is a lonely, loveless,
Joyless home for her now ; the tender
memories of her mother are swept
out of the house in South Kensing-
ton, and the dwelling itself is in the
hands of decorators and upholster-
ers, whilst its master and new mis-
iress are in Paris. S) Gillian has,
lterally, “nowhere to go.”

Sometimes in those dreary weeks
after her arrival, Gillian ventures
timidir to seek Sir Harry in kis soli-
tude, and ask him if she shall read
to him or play’cribbage with him.

Once or twice he languidly assents,
but at other times he curtly refuses,
and stares in moody silence into the
burning coals for hours without
epeaking. \

Still Gillian perseveres, though
Lady Damer has even sneered at her
with her cold smile for “enacting the
part of a sister of mercy,” on two
cecasions on which” she found the
girl reading a chapter in the New
Testament to the poor invalid.

Once joor Harry Damer had volun-
tarily request>d her to read to him
some miessage of comfort to his trem-
bling r~oul. N

‘T don’t want to see

his curates either,”

ruffiy; *“but 1 t 10
story of the Prodigal Son.”

And then he eries like a
Gillinn reads the matehless relation
of infinite love; and the girl goes
awiany with a gently whispered
prayer.

So. in epite of Lady Damer’s sneers |
and delicately-barbed little taunts,
Ciillinn meckly but determinedly tries
to do what she can for the unhappy
man who is bereft of every earthly
solace ; and swith deep pity, and timid
affection growing with her filial at-
tentions, sa¢ glides into  his  room
whenever ¢he can  avoid Lady
Damer’s notice. |

I'ér his own sike she compassion-
ates him. for his soi’s saka she loves
him.,

But therc comes at last one
ing blustery April  evening, with
gusts of liere southwest wind and
rain drifting against  the  window-
pane when Gitian hurries down to
the library with o [eeling of freedom
that actually makes her quite light- |
hearted, L.ady Damer has gone to
Baltyford, to «dins at the palace this
evening, and gone early to spend |
sume  time with the bishop's wife,
who is o old aequaintance of hers i
and she has ordored the carringe to
mect her Gt the Ossory station at
eleven to-unigut,

It is now oniy half-past three, so
there are neariy cight hours of liberty ‘
of aetiongddeliverance from the oppres-
sion ol her imperious presence in the |
house, o b counted on. I

Gitlian's first resolute  determina-
tion s beon to dress hersell quick-
ly and hurry off as fast as she can
walk wo Darragh Castle, to  spend
two or thre: hours with Ann2—to en-
ter onee again into the dear  old,
rooms, too well remiembered—to ;"f,
back in memory to the bitter sweet
of ‘the past

But w
rary
her h

Paterson,
he says, |
hear the

i

child as

even-

o shes comos
dressod
i smites  her
of the desvlate figure,
sunk dejctedly on his
wastedd hands propped
staring vacantly
illg‘l-\ misery
“ncle Haery,” shoe says gently, for |
hee has ealiibited a curions aversion
to his new title, “have you seen the
Tiustrated Tond News ? There are
SOome INteresving-—
“No, no, 1o i says, irritably @ 1
don't care n farthing for it. Where
are you going
“Out for a
ther reluctantd

s aimi
iU raminge

into
for her
at the sight)
with his chin
breast,  his
on his knees,
into the fire, alone

the lib-

walk,

' Giilian says,
ism't it ?”
wi ! ivers—"a  miserable,
wot i I omied-cupan a
il
cither.”

“More, yeu won't again.’ sayvs Gil
ilan, brightly, with her hand laid on
his shonlder. *You must get well and
et me o out riding witle you. Unele
Harry. You promised you would, long |
aEo

he

time

wini t! rain, v the 1d.

«
1 don’t think
herss
ing his gray
ham ecan
know.”
“Bingcham waonlkldn't eare to pide ont
with me,” Gillian sa3s. langhing and
1

| ever put a leg
n.’ ho sayvs. shak- |
head hopelessly @ “Bing

ride with »ou,
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TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY,

Teke Laxative Bromo Quinine Tab-
Jots. Ali droggists refund the money
Af it fails to cure. E. W. Grove's sig-
pature is on each box. Z3c.
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coloring ; “he has his wile now, you
know, Unele Hirry.”

“Oll, yes, to b» sure, s0 he has,” he
says, In a tone of recollection. “My
memory’s gettin’ like an old sieve!
Ay, poor Anne O'Neil! a good girl!
a good heart! a good, true heart !
Where is she now 2?7

“She is living in Darragh Castle
with her husband,” Gillinn says, with
a slight quiver in her voice. *Captain
Laecy is your agent now, you know,
Unele Harry.”

Ay, now—so he is now, he says,
faltering. and rubbing his hands toge-
ther nervously, “and he’s living at
to be sure.”

There is a pause, and Gillian’s heart
beats loudly in the stillness; but Sir
Harry says no more just then, but

! shivers and cowers closer to the fire.

Outside, the afternoon grows wilder
and more stormy each minute. The
rain begins to beat down more heav-

,ily, and the fierce gusts roll in biillows

of sound through the woodlands sur-
rounding the house.

“In any case I could not leave him
alone like this,” Gillian says, men-
tally, as she takes off her hat and
jacket again, and sits down in a lit-
tle chair closs boeside him. 1 must
leave the chance of seeing Anne and
secing Darragh Castle again until
some other dav.”

She cannot help an involuntary
sigh at relinquishing the pleasure
«he has so carnestly coveted these
three weeks.

Her faithful woman’s heart is true
still, true as it will be to the end
of her days, to the love which is its
guiding star.

True, in spite of the vain
she has made to turn her course
aside ; true as a woman’s heart is
but to one love in her life, no mat-
ter how many affections-and desires
possess her existence.

And this e, true love, stronger,
deeper, tvenderer than ever, yearns
in “secret for the merest crumb of
sustenance to satisfy its  hungry
longings.

And to enter again the rooms she
holds sacred to his memory, to con-
fair, bold face and comely
dear, lost love, dead
to her, to sit in the chair he sat in,
or to eat at the table where he ate,
to touch with her lips the cup or the

effort

| glass that touched lLis, seems to Gil-
i lian

a greater joy than she dare
hope for.

She sighs once and again as she
looks from the stormy evening outside
to the lonely figure of poor Sir
Harry, with his gray head drooping
and as the time passes
on, and the light fades from the
stormy sky, and the wind howls and
shrieks  weirdly, like human cries
anl lamentati-n=, the loneliness and
sadness of place, and time, and eir-
cumstances depress  her like the
of death.

She tri her  best to shake
low spirits and gloomy fancies ;

off
.she

| has tea brought into the library for

horself and Sir Harry : she begs the
cook 10 send up a savory addition to
the tea of which she knows he is,
or used to be, very fond—boiled

| picklad herrings with buttered toast

with
Hag-
comes

she coaxes him to eat
success, much to Mirs.
sati-faction when she
to luck at her patient
“That’s what does him ali the
good -in the wurell—the erathor!™
she kays aside to Gillian. 1 dunnow
what he'd ever do withont you, Miss

alanna ! Shure he's lookin’
like himscll to-night, so he is, poor
gentleman.”

“IU's 2 very dreary night, though,
purse,” Gillian says, shivering, “and
the house seems 8o lonely and guiet!
mourn-
the ban-

—and
some

in

ful
shee
“Lord betune us  an’  all harm!
Miss Deane, asthore, don't say that'?”
Nelly gasps, making the sign of the
cross. “Would you like any one to
come and sit near yeh, miss ? Sure
meself and Kitty ‘Il sit in he the
dinin’-rocam  fivey  just ACrass the
hall, if von like ?”
“Oly no. thsnk
linn says. hastily.
of commurnicating her own mnervous
fears; “why should I nee:l any vne
near me? They are all downstairs,
as usual. are they not? Mrs. Lynch
Denny. and the other ser-
vants ¥ ¢
“Mrs., Lynch Lo bed
her bad cowil answers \ej
thoughttully vl troth, Den
well in bed oat
it. I never s2o such o man for
therin® himself she adds,
*ITe me

sure iv's

wind, like

"

the of
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later on,

Giliian re-
when 1he
closed in, darker
than ever. and there
of life to be heard in
whilst outside the tem-
howls, Tt silent a
silent HY

has
stormier

e sigas

anite

licuse,
pent
tomh—as lonely
tomb  toenipht.”
Now then come -sudden lulls
thie storm, weirdly sudden and
still, ws if the fierce spirit that rides
thie Mast had paused to draw breath
for a fresh onslaught.
\nidin one of those pauses Gililan,
looking into the night, hoping

I8 as as

and as

and

out

in vain for a sight of muon or stars, !
fancies for a momeént that she sees |
a figure come ocut of the shrubbery '
from the direction of the white gate |
feading into the wood, and next
moment deems it the merest illusion
of the waving trees in the murky
gloom.

She draws the curtains once more,
and is turn'ng away, when she hears
distinetly, in the hush of the tem-
pest, ‘sounds on- the path - beneath
the window—the soft crunching of
the gravel beneath a heavy, cau-
tious tread.

CHAPTER XLIIL

Gill'an listens to the slow, stealthy
footsteps, holding her breath in a
sudden, nervous alarm at the un-
ucual sound. For the narrow path
beneath the library window simply
runs around the west side of the
house to the tennis-!awn, and the
servants or gardeneirs unever use it.
No one needs to use the path on
an errand of business at this hour,
ané no one wa'ks there for —psea-
sure most assuredly on a nightike
this.

A sense of sometling strange aod
inexplicable secms to press on her
forebodingly, and the girl's limbs
almost tremble beneath her as she
goes back to the fire and sits down
quietly once more, lest the invalid
perceive her uneasiness.

Still she listens intently in pauses
of the storm, and creeps inside the
curtains more than once to iry if
she can discern anything beside the |
black tree-shapes outside in the
wild night.

But she hears nor sees anything
more of the mysterious sights or
sounds, and as the time passes on,
she gradually tries to persuade her-
self that both figure and footstep®
were things of her fancy.

“Gillian!” Sir Harry says, swlden-
ly, “do you think your father would
come over to see me if -1 asked
him ?”

“Yes, certainly,” Gillian says, ra-
ther amazed at the question, for he
has been staring into the fire with
his blank, despondent gaze for a
long time 1n utter silence. “Papa
and my stepmother are in i
Paris gt present, “put when he re-:
turns to town I am sure he \\‘ill;

!
1
|

come over as soon as you ask himy,
Uncle Harry.”

“But T want now! Now!" he.
returns with feeble impatience. **1
can’'t wait till he comes back [rom
Paris! I haven't time. My sands are
running very low, very low! 1
haven’'t any time to spare, and 1
—I pvant _to put things ail right,
and tell the whole truth before .1
die.” .

His lined face puckers deeply hll
suppressed emotion, his grey head
shakes in  mournful meaning, he|
Yooks an old, worn-out man as he sits
trembling in the firelight, and Gil-
lian’s tender heart aches with com-
passion.

“Unele Harry,” she says earnest-
ly, drawing . close to him, “1 will
write to papa this very night, and
tell him you wish to see him. I am
sure he will come from Paris speci-
ally, il you need his presence 8O
much.”

“1 want to see him, I want to see
him,” he reiterates, feebly. “He's my
cousin Carrie’s husband, and he’s an
honest man, and a man of the
world, and he’ll be able to relieve
my mind, and help me to put things
right before I die.”

“Yes, sohe will, Uncle
Gillian  says, soothingly ; “and I'll
write to him at once. And is there
any one else youw'd like to be sent
for 2"

“No, nobody elso,” he
ily, in a dull, slow way.

“Nobody ?” Gillian repcats, trying
to keep her voice from shaking and
her limbs quivering in execitement.
“You are sure there is no one you
would like to sce, Unecle Harry 27

“No, no one,” he says, closing his
eyes, with a deep sigh.

**Not even George Archer,
Harry ?” .

He starts suddenly upright in his
chair, his thin fingers &utching at
the arms. his sunken blue eyes glitter-
ing fiercely.

“What do you talk
George Archer for 2V
huskily. *“*What about George Ar-
cher ? George Archer went away
without 8o much as ‘good-bye’ to me
after six-and-twenty years—not so

him

Harry,”

says, wear-

Uncle

to me about
he demands,

A MOTHER'S ADVICE.

She Tells How Little Ones Can be
Kept Well, Contented and Happy.

When baby is eross and irritable
you may rest assured he is not well,
even if you are unabie to see any
symptoms or his illness other than
fretiulness. It is not natural for a
baby to be cross and he is not so
without reason. HMe has no other
way of telling his troubles than by |
crossness and erying. When baby
is cross, zive him Baby's Own Tab-
lets, and they will sooa make him
good-natured and happy, because
they will ¢ool his hot little wmouth,
ease his sour little stgmach and!
help his obstinate littje teeth
through painlessly. ‘T'hese Tablels
are just what eveéry mother needs
for her little ones—and for her old-
er children, loo.

Mrs. Clarence McKay, Roseway,
N\. S, says: I find Baby's Own Tab-
lets the best medicine I have ever
used for my little ones. When my |
baby was four months old . he was
very much troubled with indigestion.
He would vomit his food as soon as
he took it, no matter what 1 gave
him. and he gseemed to be always
huan and kept thin and delicate.
He  also suffered from  consitipa-
tion. After giving him the Tablets |
a few days the vomiting ceased and
his Dbowels bhecame rezular, and |
must say that since 1 bezan the
use of the Tiblets I have had less
trouble with this baby than I had
with any ithe rest ol my child-
rem” Every mother should keep
Baby’s Own Tablets in the house at
all tlmes—there no telling when
an emergency may arise.

These Tablets are a certain
for all the mivor ailments of
tle omnes. such counstipation.
digestion, <¢olie, dinrrhoea,
stomach, and simple fever.

Ol
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cure

as

in-
sour
They !
Ireak up colds, prevent croup. and |

|
:

allay the irritation accompanying |
the cutting of teeth. They are sold |
nnder a guarantee to contain un;
opiate or other harmfual ‘drug. and |
dissolved in svater, may be given |
with absolute safety to the young-
est infant. Sold by all druggists at
25 eents a1 box, or sent post paid
on receipt of price by addressipg
Dr. Williams' Medicine Co.,

the
Brockville, Ont,

| hanging garments,

| iracted.

| shopkeeper :

muech a8 ‘gool-bye,” Lord help me ! I—
1 woulin't speak to hinrii | saw him.
He wouil’t come back to save my
life : he'l never let me see M's face
again. On, my handsome lad !—myYy
handsom?, brave lad !” -

Bitter teaps fill the sunken Dblue
eyes, and wet the furrowed cheeks,
and he beats his wasted hands on
ench other in an ecstasy of piteous
despalir. i

Lnele Harry,” Gilian says, trem-
bling more ald, more, whilst a rose-
red flush burns hotly in caeh pale
cheek, “'if [ wrote to George Archer
and asked him to come home again,
would you not see him 27

‘*“He wouldn’'t come for you either:”
he retorts, angrily and excitediy.
* You treated him badly, and I'll never
forgive you for it 1”

“Oh, don’t say that! Indeed Idid
not—indecd you are quite mistaken!”
Gillian exelaims, Tlushing and paling.

“You did,” he says, roughly.
“Twist it and turn it how you like,
young lady you did treat him bad-
ly, 1 say. You—pyou jilted him, and
you never made a biggegsmistake in
your life, I can tell you! You'll be
sorry enough by and by ; you made
the biggest mistake you ever made
in your life,” he reiterates, white
and shaking with passion, with a
distorted face and gleaming eyes,
“when you thought, Miss Deane,
that that™ handsome, brave lad was
not good enough lor you.”

She does not quail before his al-
most frenzied passion. With her
sweet, grave face, and dark, pure
eyes, she comes closer to liim, kieel-
ing on the hearth-rug by his chair
and eclasping his thin, feverish hand
peitween her eool, little, soft palms.

“Unele Harry, shall I tell you the
truth ?” she asks, in. a low voice.
“The whole, real, seeret truth 2”

“About what ?”' he asks curtly, ir-
ritably, trying to pull his hand away.
“What are you talking about ‘the
wlhole truth?” You weren’t born,
child, six or seven and twenty years
ago!”

“About George Archer and me ?”
Gillian persists in  a hall whisper.
“You are quite wrong, Uncle Harry,
when you say I treated him badly—
you are indecd!” )

“I'm not wrong,” he insists ,sullenly,
“He was fond of you—George was!
Ay, he was! A sweetheart any girl
might be proud to have ! He was fond
of you—In love with you, Miss Gillian,
and you jilted him for Bingham Lacy,
and you were the chiel cause of his
going away the way he did, and 'l
never forgive yomu for it, never!”

He brings his hawd down with a
fierce blow on the arm of his chair,
after hie old, excitable fashion, and
wrenches his other hand away from
the girl’® soft clasp with hurtful
roughness. .

“Unele Harry.” she pleads, tremu-
lously, but with determination in the
glowing light of her eyes, and the
color in her cheeks, **you don’t know
the whole truth! I don’t think you
know any of the truth. Let me tell
you,” and going behind his chair she
puts her hand loviogly on his shoul-
ders, and stoops her pretty head over
until her velvety young face touches
his rough, weather-beaten cheek.

“1 eared for George a hundred times
more than he ever cared for me. 1
promised to marry him—promised
with all my heart, for 1 loved him
most dearly.” There is a poignant
pain and pleasure in being able even
to confess. “But he did not love me,
Unele Harry, at all. He went away
from me without even bidding me
good-bye, and I know now why he
went in that manner; 1 believe I
know now why he fled out of the
place, fled away from Darragh and
Mount Ossory that night last Aug
ust, without bidding anyone good
bye but Anne O'Neil.”

(To be Continued.)
: ¥l

Stops the Cough

and Works OfT the Cold.

Laxative Bromo-Quinine Tablets cure
a cold in one day. No Cure, No Pay.
Price 25 cents.
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* OF BETTER DAYS. *
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Into the second-hand shops of the
meiropoiis is eontinually pouring a
siream of finely made and little
worn garments of good material that
iell a sad story of decline [rom
hetter days by those who part with
he cloithing

stylish es of finest cloth, of
silk and satin trimmed with lace,
no longer proper afier financial re-
verses, o nto these shops, and bring
(0 the former wearers p few dollars
‘hat, under changed conditions, se*m
.0 much more than did the large
sums paid for them.

An:l into these shops go purchasers
who desire goods better than those
‘hey can afford to buy in the first-
hand stores, and o, from those who
are going doavn to those who are
wiruggling up, o the finery and
rubstantiil garments that are fitted
1o ‘serve two masters.

Inio one of these shops, near
Herald Square, last Friday night
{(here came a timid looking woman,

| and when Isaw her ;lmivmwﬂ into

2 corner darkeuned by ‘a profusion of
for T thought
that she had entered because she
believed the woman in attendance
to be there alone. 4

She asked to some
dresses, and a number were
{0 her. The bargaining was pro-
The saleswvoman insisted
{hat her prices were low and that
«he was really asking no profits on
her goods, yet the other hesitateil,
while dress after dress was laid

‘.
street
shown

seo

I before her.

Finally a grey street dress
spread before the customer.

* That is a great bargain,” said the
“you can have it for

was

80

“The woman r
eccunter, aud, in
buried her face
burst into tears.

.

“ What Y& the mattier ?”’ asked the
other.

“That was my dress,” she answer-
ed. s¢bbing. *Just a year ago, when
misfortune overtook me. I sold it to
an old clothes man fgr $2. I won't
buy a dress to-night.”

With an effor: sne restrained her
{ears, wiped her reddened eyes, and
walked from the shop.—N. Y. Herald.

el it
intlyv
her

from
dropping
hands

it,

in and

When Politeness Doesn’t Pay.

AMamma—1f Mrs. Smith gives you a
plees of cake be sure and say “Thank
yon.”

Freddie—What oo that ? She
never glves you any more.—~Town and
Country.
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(By G. H. Clark, B. 8. A., Chief of Seed
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JUR FARMERS’ SUPPLY
OF FOREIGN-GROWN SEEDS, |
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If the farmers of Canada were ac-
quainted with the sources of supply
of their root crop seeds, and the ave-
pues through which they pass before
reaching them, they would be a great
deal more particular when making
their purchases.

Practically all the seed for our root
crops is grown in foreign countries.
However important it may be that
the eeed for such crops be grown in
ihe country where it is wanted for
sowling, the cheap labor in those
Lurgpean countries, which have be-
comn the seed gardens of the world,
hans made the seed growing industry
unprofitable to Canadian farmers or
seed speclalists.

Our supply of foreign grown seeds
i8 bofibht and imported principally by
our larger sced firms. They may
make their purchases e‘ither by pay-
ing a commensurate price to reliable
European seed growers, men who
grow secd from sclected pedigreed
stoek. or they may buy seed ‘at a
much lower price—seed that is grown
by men whose chief aim has been to
produce a large quantity, independ-
ent of the quality of the crop it will
produce. In the former case, the seed
is grown from selected plants—{rom
roots which have an ideal size and
form and are known to be true to
names 1

Tor instanec, an idéal turnip is one
having a emall ncek, and top growth.
Sveh a root when planted will pro-
duce a eomparatively small growth
of stalks, and consequently a small
amount of seed, but the seed from
such a root is apt to produce a crop
like the mother root which wa#s
planted. On the other hand a small
turnip. having several root prongs,
and an excessive growth of top com-
ing from two or three separate neck
growths, will transmit its
through the seed to the next erop.
Seed can be grown from such roots
jnuch more cheaply than from select-
ed rootls, because, in the first place,
the mother roots are culls, and are
not as valuable for feeding, and sec-
ondly, they wili produce a much
larger quantity of seed.

During the last ten or fifteen years

like,

the seed trade hasl to a great ex-
tent been passing from the hands
of seedsmen who devott all  their
time to a study of seeds and the
seed trade, into the hands of local
dealers. Unfortunately, fair compe-
tition in the seed trawe, is practicaily
impossible, ‘since the appearauce of
most commercial seeds is but a slight
icdication of their real value. The I
competition has been, and is too
largely coafined to prices alone.

It is well to mention, however,
that through the progressive spirit
of rome reliable seedl houses a lim-
jted trade of the best stocks of°
root crops, secds has beea fostered,
and there is little difficulty experi-
epced among intelligent . farmers in
getting the best quality of seeds
provided they go the right way
tbout it, and are willing to pay &
commensurate price. But much of
the root crop seeds sold in Canada
are retailed to the farmer at a price
quite as low as our Canadian seed
houecs have to pay reputed European
seed growers for the best seed from
gelected pedigreed stock.

Official interference in the seed
trade may have objectionable 't.eﬂ.-
tures. Perhaps the most striking
example of where legiclation has
beca applied to improve the condi-
tions under which commercial sceds
are sold, is in ‘the State of Maine,
wherd all seeds sold must be accom-
panied with a statement, showing
the percentage of pure and vital
seeds. They have extended to their
geed trade a modification, of the Act
which is used inj Canada to regulate
the quality of commercial fertilizers,
aad the results have clearly'demon-
strated that, whatever evils may
accompany an enforced guarantee
system in counnection with the seed
trade, it is an effective way tol{n-
prove the quality of commercial
sceds, especially of clover and
grasses, of which a great deal is sold
in some districts in Canada, that
eontains large quantities of noxious
weed seeds, and is a decided injury,

but to the locality where it is growan.

{ not ounly to the farmer who buys it,

Small Smiles.

Citizen—Madam, why do you
sist in punching me with your um-
brella ? €

Madam—I want to make you look
around so that I can thank youn for
giving me your seat. Now, sir, don’t
you go off and say that women
haven't any manners.

“Charley, dear,” said young Mrs.

per-

to ask you. I hope you will realize
it is for your own good and not get
angry.”

“] want you to solemnly promise
me that you will never bet on a
horse that ign't going to win.”

gecond-Flat Laay—My husband told
me to tell you that your piano dis-
turbs him all day long.

Third-Flat Lady—Well, tell him I
can't sleep at night for his organ.

Second-Flat Lady—Organ? Why,
we have no organ.

Third-Flat Lady—Yes, your hus-
pand’s nasal organ. Tell him to try
a clothes-pin when he snores.

Jilted Lover—You are cruel, Mabel ;
did, I not do everything for you, did
I not spend my last penny to give
vou pleasure, and now you want to
discard me like that!

Summer Girl—That’s just it;
can I marry such a
Iliegende Blaetter.

“Mary, did that tramp beat the
earpet after you gave him that piece
of rhubarb pie ?”

“Yes'm; he was so mad because it
wasn’t strawberry that he best hard
for two hours.

how
spendthrift ?—

Proféssor—You know that in our
country a man can marry only one
wife. What is the special term for
this 2 Well, speak up, sir! Mono—
mono——""

Student—pomotony !
Blaetter.

Filegende

She—Oh, Jack! You didn't shoot
that poor little bird, did you?

He—Why, yes, dear; I thought
you’d like it to trim a hat.

“Oh, how good of you! It’s perfect-
ly lovely!”
“I could face starvation itsell for
vour sake,” he exclaimed as he drop-
ped on his knees.

“You mean that you wish to marry
me 2 said the heiress.

“Ah, yes.” i

“My dear count, I wish you would
kindly explain how jyou think star-
vation can get close enough to a
family with as much money as ours
to give you a chance to face it.”

Mabel—jlarry compared me with
sparkling wine last night.

Clara—Because you have improved
with age, I presume.

Bachelor—T am told that a mar-
ried man ean live on half the in-
come that a single man requires.

Married Man—Yes. He has to.

Kxceptioaal Opportunities
To visit all points of the Great West
for pleasure, education or business.

The Unioa Pacific has autliorized
ihe following excursion rates:

Twenoy-five <dollars from Missouri
River poi: Califoraia, Oregon
and Washinglon points  every day
auring March and April.

Phenomenally low rates to the
Pacific Coast and intern:ediate points.
sipgle trip Colonists’ ckets opoen to
all during the coming spring and sum-
mer,

Special round trip
will be sold to the
less than oue cent
of routes returning.

People identified with local! inter-
esls at various points en route will
show you every attention. It will
be to your, advantage to make i
quiry in regard to these low rates
to the Pacific Coast belore deciding

excursion rates
PPac¢ific Coast at
per mile. Choice

Torkins, “there is one favor I want’

~ NERVOUS TROUBLES

—

Make Life a Source of Con-
stant Miisery.

The Sufterer is Constantly Tired and
Depressed, Will Startle at the
Slightest Nolse, and 1s
Easily Irritated.

There i8 no torture more acute and
intolerable than nervousness. A ner-
vous person is in a. state of constant
irritation by day and sleeplessness by,
night. The sufferer starts at every
noise ; is oppressed by a feeling that
gomething awful is going to happen ;
is shaky, depressed, and, although in
a constantly exhausted state, is un-,
able to sit or lie still. .

If you are nervous or worried, or
suffer from a combination of languor,
amd constant irritation, you need a
nerve food and nerve tonic, and Dry.
Williams’ Pink Pills are absolutely
the best thing in the world for you.
You will find after taking them thatt
your feelings of distress and worry,
are being rapidly rerlaced by
strength, confidence, and a feeling-
that you are on the road full and
complete health and stregigth. Get
rid of your nervousness the only
possible way—by building up strong,
steady nerves.

Miss JIna Doucet, Bathurst, N. B,
says: “Wopds fail me to adequately
express wha( [ owe to Dr. Williams®
Pink Pills. 1 was attacked by la
grippe, the after ¢ffects of which took
the form of nervous exhaustion. The
least noise would startle me, and L.
would tremble for some time. I used ~
several medicines, buti they did not
help me, and as time went on I was{
growing worse, and was 0 nervous,
thatt. 1 was afraid to remain alone in
a room. I slept badly at night and
would frequently awake with a start
that would compel me to scream.
The trouble told on me to such an
extent that my friends feared for my,
recovery. At this time my aunt
urged me to try Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills, and after using eight boxes 1
was completely restored to health. L
feel that Dr. Williams’' Pink DYills
saved my life, and 1 sincerely hope
my experience will benelit some other.
sufferer.”

These pills never fail to restore
health and strength in cases like the
above, They make new, rich blood
with every dose, strengthen the
nerves, and thus drive diseuse from
the system. Dr. Wiliiams’ Pink Pills
arce a certain cure for rheumatism,
seiatica, partial paralysis, St. Vitus’
dance. indigestion, kidney and live
troubles, and the ailments that ma
the lives of 5O many women i 80Ul
of constant nisery. Bright ey
rosy cheeks and an elastic step
certain to foliow' a fair use of
medicine. Be sure that the full na
“Dr. Williams' Pink Pills for Pa
People” is on every box you buy
All uthers are imitations. -1f you d
not find these pills at your dealey
they will be sent post paid at
centd 4 box or six boses for $2
addressing the Dr. Williams' Mec
Cu., Brockviile, Ont.  /

In Beauty’s Name.
There is one cosmetic neve
down in books of beauty. It it
piness.

There is nothing which so beaw
the face a happy expression
outward signs of the condition
mind.

Happiness is something whic,
be cultivated.

It comes less from circum
than from the will to see ar
the best of things. 3
It is a* help to health, t
yourself happy.

Think always of beautiful tI
“For the thoughts you do n
Shine out in your lips and

on the trip..
Call or address postal card to

. G. Herring, G. A., 126 Woodward
avenue, Detroit, . Mich,

The great Rachael says

memors that she gained he

by looking hour after hour

tues and thinking much of
\




