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RED MOUNTAIN NUPTIALS.

By JOHN BARTON OXFORD.

When the westbound stage drew up
dat Crawford’'s that April afternoon, a
solitary passenger alighted — a tall,
strong-featured young man, who car-
ried himself with an air of determina-
tion. Billy Crawford, lounging in the
doorway of the barroom, languidly
smoked a stubby clay pipe, looked at
the arrival critically. He noted the
man’'s face, of the chalky whiteness of
unpolished marble, the dark rings un-

. der his eyes, and the gaunt hollows in
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his cheeks, which made the cheek
bones glaringly apparent.

Billy had seen many such arrivals
Generally, though, they lack-
ed the combativeness this man’s bear-
ing seemed to suggest; they were
prone to wear a tired, hopeless, often
frightened look. Generally, too, they
went back in a few months by the

. stage again — in a long box on the
* trunk rack behind.

Billy was mentally figuring how

long it would be before this one went
“ back in such fashion, when the young

.

man strode briskly up the steps and
accosted him. i+

“%re you the proprietor here?”

illy “reckoned he was.”

. commodate me here?”’ The young
man shouted out his questions with no
waste of words.

“How long?”’ said Billy, removing his
evil-smelling pipe. :

“As long as I like the place,” said
he  other; ‘“‘maybe all summer, may-

a year, maybe longer.”

‘Billy thought to himself, “Maybe four
or five months at the most,” but he
said, “Guess 80,” replaced his pipe and,

_~-pieking up the bulging suit case, led
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a-that they
“before their eyes.

his guest within. : >
From behind the closed blinds in the

second story of the little red shack—a |

stage station which Billy Crawford hdd
christened the “lied Mountain Inn"—
someone else had watched the arrival
of the stage, and that someone was
Araminta Crawford, Billy's daughter.
SHe saw the determined-looking man,
with his almost defiant air and his pale
ken cheeks. As her father was
m“'mg the way upstairs, she heard
the man's spasmodic cough, and her
heart was filled with sudden pity at the
thought of his coming to that deserted
corner of the world to die;
the reputation of the climate of Red
Mountain district as a healer of dam-
.aged breathing apparatus, Araminta
btd seen the long boxes on the trunk
rack too often to put much faith in .t.

At supper time the young man was
‘tffe sole guest in the smoky
room. Araminta was waitress as well
as cook. When she came into the din-
ing-room the guest fixed his eyes upon
her. She was good to look upon; dark,
awell formed, with a fullness of figure
and an unstudied ease which youth and
lifé “in the open air had given her.

Crawford came into the dining-room
for a moment to inquire concerning his
guest’'s comfort. He indicated his
daughter with a wave of his hand.

“My daughter, Minta, Mr.—er—er—
Mr.—”

“Deming,” the guest supplemented,
turning to the girl, From that moment
Jack Deming dated the beginning of his
recovery.

In the days that followed,
saw amuch of the girl He
frank, unaffected, good-hearted,

Deming

Her father and the men
to the inn were gross and
coarse. Aside from the old negro wo-
man, who assisted about the place,
thete waa not a woman within 30 miles.
Yét the girl was womanly, quiet and

roundings.
who came

possessed of a native refinement and a |
“ws@mple frankness which

Deming found
irresistibly charming.

The weeks flew past and
improved. He was much in
company,

Deming
Minta's

He:showed her his diploma from
and told her of his life
outside, while
every detail.

Yale,
in the world

They

o~

for despite |

dining- |

found her |
vet |
with a keenness of mind which :n-mnwl-i
©d 4 with the narrowness of her sur-

and the more he saw of the |
girl the deeper grew his interest in her. |

she listened eagerly for |
walked togothvr.]
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they fished in the stream at the back
of the inn; they set up a target and
tried their rifles, and the girl proved to
be a far better shot than he. Mean-
while his lungs mended, and he devel-
oped a very common form of heart
trouble, of which Minta was the cause.

There could be but one ending to it
all. One October night Deming sought
Crawford, who was smoking sleepily in
the deserted barroom. Deming made
known his intentions, and Crawford
came suddenly from his somnolent
mood and swore roundly.

“No,” said Crawford. “Minta marry
a consumptive—a tenderfoot consump-
tive. No, sir, she is going to marry
the son of old Jones, who runs the stage
route. That was arranged years ‘a'go.
He's got money to burn and nothing
the matter with his lungs.” ;

Deming turned angrily on his heel
and left the room. Outside in the
moonlight he met Minta, who laughed
when he told her of the interview,
whispered a few words into his ear,
and then ran swiftly into the house.

Late next afternoon, when the stage
drew up at Crawford’s, Deming stood
on the porch saying good-bye to Billy.

“No hard feelin’, 1 hope,” Billy was
saying. :

“None at all, I assure you,” Deming
replied, with a twinkle in his eye, for
behind Crawford’s back he saw Ed
Dempsey, the stage driver, helping a
woman into the coach.

Twenty minutes later after the coach
had rattled off towards Red Mountain,
Billy called his daughter.

“Minta!” he bellowed
house, “Where in tarnation
girl?”

“1 done seen her getting into the
stage, suh,” said the colored girl.

Far up on the stage road, which
winds about Red Mountain, you can
look down a bluff and see the road
twisting along below. Deming and
| Mina, looking down the bluff, caught
' sight of a solitary horseman riding
im:ldl_v along the rocky path. Deming
| leaned out of the window.

“Crawford’s coming up the trail,”
| he shouted. “It’s $50 in your pocket,
| Ed, if you land us at Madison Flats
| ahead of him.”
| Dempsey let out his team until the
| coach rocked and swayed, and the only
other passenger, a thin, nervous man,
clutched the seat and gasped.

Then they heard Ed shouting to the
team. The pace slackened as he set
| brakes hard. Instinctively Deming
| opened the door and pushed Minta be-
fore him. At the same moment there
was a crash, the coach toppled over,
and he found himself pinned beneath
the other passenger, who could not
move,

Minta scrambled from the dirt by
the roadside unhurt, and Dempsey cut
loose and pacified the struggling team.
Then together they ran to the coach.
Neither marnt within was hurt, but both
were pinned down in the coach.

An inspiration came to Ed Dempsey.
| He put his face close to the wrecked
coach.

“Say in thar.” he called,
the new minister for Cedar

“TI am,” was the response,

“Well,” said Ed, “I reckon you've
got vour first job right here. You're
layin' acrost the groom, an’ the bride's
here by me, an’ daddy, madder'n a wet
hen, is comin’ up the tail like thunder
on a cyclone. Git together, everybody.”

The imprisoned clergyman rose to
the occasion.

“Can you manage to clasp
other’'s hands?”’ he asked simply.

Then, with the bride on her knees in
the dirt. clasping the hand of the
groem, across whom lay the offliciating
clergyman, the ceremony was per-
formed.

As it finished Billy Crawford gal-
loped up.

“What in thunder does this mean?”
he gasped.

“It means,” said Dempsey, ‘“‘that you
are just in time to help me get that
dog-goned coach off'n yur son-in-law,
| John Deming and the Reverend Mr.
| Whitten, who performed the ceremony
somewhat informal-like about five min-
utes ago.”
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TWO DUMB PEACEMAKERS.
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“There a
the Bakers almost from
the time they began to raise chickens
for market. It
rivalry in trade

had been
Wilsons

coolness between

and

was not on account
oh, no!—they did not

care for that, but it was just because |

the chickens ignored such obstacles as
boundaries and fences,

As the cause of complaint was
same on each side
almost that the two
might called things even. But
the trouble was just this: Wilson kept
his hens on the east side of the house,
and on the other side of the line fence

the
of the line it would
seem families

have

Baker's vegetable garden; Baker
kept his hens on the west side of the
heuyse, and just beyond the line fence
was Mrs. Wilson’s flower garden. Now,
did not for
could not see

care flowers and
any point of comparison
heiween a few of his chickens seratch-
g among Mrs. and
his own choice vegetables being over-
M by Wilson’s hens. On the other
hand, Mrs. Wilson could not under-
stAfid why a few chickens in Baker’s
“ald " cornfield” should make her keep
silent about the destruction of
beautiful flower garden. Under
circumstances there was nothing
them but open rupture, and this
strengthened and extended by the os-

Wilson's plants

the
for

tentatious aversion of the girls and the |

ocpen hostllity of the boys.

In the Baker family was one mem-
ber who objected to this state of
affairs with the whole strength of his
grieved little heart, and
family there was another who ignored
it with the same ease that the two fao-
tions of hens regarded the line fence.
¥d Baker was a pale, fragile little fel-
low of 9, who depended on a pair of
crutches for support. Carlo Wilson
was a shaggy, brown-eyed Newfound-
land of 3, who delighted in a wild race
across the fields or a hilarlous scamper
among the squawking fowls. Before
the feud they had been devoted friends
and companions; now they gazed at
each other
oneg with
other with

Sharing
was a

silent wistfulness
fmpatient barks.
Ed's affection with Carlo
high-stepping Black Spanish
which was the lame boy's own
especial property. Hidalgo, as he was
called, had evidently many ideas that

and

were above the common run of poultry
vards, and among them was a habit of

standing on one foot and listening in-
tently whenever the piano was played,

and of keeping the front yard clear of |

fntruders. He and Carlo were under
a treaty of peace, but to all other dogs
e was a terror, Fear was unknown

him, and on several occasions he
had attacked tramps with such fury
had retreated with hands

0
Back of the Wilson-Baker houses

Swae a will swamp, broken by rough

.l2dges and brier thickets.

Small game
was , abundant here, and not infre-
guently ‘he boys killed a rattlesnake,
and even a-goon. <Carlo often accom-

of |

her |

was !

in the Wilson |

from the adjoining yards, |
the !

ypanied thein, and against his
foundland rature, came in
levince considerable interest
ing.

One afternoon two of the Wilson girls
 took their baby brother down to the
lower end of the lot for a romp on t &
igrass. Kd Baker was sitting on his
| back steps watching them. Two of
{his brothers were in the swamp, and
| Carlo Wilson was with them, for he
}vnu!d hear him barking. Hidalgo had
i been picking contentedly about the
1yard, when suddenly he uttered a note
{of defiance and flew directly across the
ifence to Mrs. Wilson's flowers. But
{even this did not appear to suit him,
for after a little desultory picKing he
| stalked inquiringly toward the girls.

Before he reached them there was a
call of *“Carrie!” “Mary!” from the
house and the girls ran i, leaving the
| baby cooing on the grass. They were
lonly gone a few moments, but when
|they returned Hidalgo was springing
up and down near the baby, his feath-
ers fluffed and his eyes blazing like a
veritable fury. The girls screamed and
then stopped with white, terror-strick-
en faces. Mrs. Wilson heard them and
came rushing out, and what she saw
.made her snatch up the baby with a
|cry of horror. Then her husband ap-
peared from somewhere behind the
i house.

“What
{ he calted
When he redched the scene Hidalgo
smoothing his feathers with
strange, exultant, little chuckles and
| gurgles, and on the ground before him
{lay a huge rattlesnake dead.

“Ugh! what a monster!” cried Mr.
Wilson. ‘““Who Kkilled it?"”

“The—the rooster!” gasped Mr. Wil-
| son, fearfully. “He saved baby’s life.
| T'll never ‘shoo’ him again—never! He
|can live in my flower beds after this
{if he wants to.”

Exulting voices were now heard ap-
H»x‘n:whin: through the swamp, and
| presently the two Baker boys emerged
! from the brier thickets into their yard,
{with Carlo bounding beside them.
| *““Oh, father!” they heard ore of the
| boys call, “we’'ve got the coon that's
i been catching our chickens. Carlo
| killed him.”

“That so?" cried Mr. Baker,
lcame hurrying down his steps;
dog’s worth his weight in gold.”

New-
time to
in hunt-

is it? What's the matter?”

iwas

ag he
“that
Then

ise
Women

no longer use the old.-fashiored
powder dyes with all the mess and
trouble that they bring when wo-
men are dyeingat hiome. Maypols
Soap is quick, clean, safe and it
nsh.cs and dyes at one eperation.
Brilliant, fadeless. All colors and
itdyea o any tint.

Maypole Scap.

Sold everywhers.
100 for Colers. i5c for Biack.

he caught sight of the Wilson family
and stopped suddenly.
“Come heré .to the fence, Jim,” called

4Mr. Wilson, cordially, as he advanced

with outstretched hand. “Let’s have
an end of this thing. I'll change my
poultry yards to this side of the house,
or you change yours to the other. We
can easily fix things, as there won't
be any more trouble. That Black
Spanish of yours is a regular Napoleon
on the field of battle.”

“And that Carlo of yours is too
good a dog to be kept on one side of
the fence,”” responded Mr. Wilson,
heartily. ‘“My boy Ed’s been mooning
for him the last six months, Can’t you
all come over to supper?”

“] guess so; can't we, wife?”

“Yes,” answered Mrs. Wilson, hug-
ging the baby close; ‘“but tell Sallie
not to put herself out any.”—Pittsburg
Dispatch.

VALUABLE QUALITIES
OF PEANUT FLOUR

Found To Be a Splendid Medicine
and a Nourishing Food.

Wrapped in its somewhat uncouth
casement, there is in the common
ground pea a storehouse of medicinal
and fcod products. Chemistry is un-
folding its values. When the Czar of
all the Russias, a few years ago, had
his armlies fed on a preparation made
from the pinder or ground pea, at
once wholesome and palatable, with
economy as an additional point of
merit, the entering wedge was driven
which has since been opening an in-
creasing public appreciation of the

hidden values of this humble farm
product. Germany saw it, and today
the Kaiser's army is served regularly
with bread and porridge made largely
from the peanut. German chemists,
under the direction of the Government,
have been for some time endeavoring
to extract the active principle of the
ground pea for service in concentrated,
palatable liquid form.

Some time during 1901 Dr. D. H.
Ramsaur, then of Rome, Ga., concefved
the idea of an elixir of peanuts as a
soda fountain beverage, but all his c¢x-
periments proved to be failures, for
the reason that, while he did succeed
in making the elixir, it would not mix
with water so as to form a pleasant
drink. In January, 1903, W. B. Neth-
ery, Ph. G., formerly of Canada, be-
came associated with Dr. Ramsaur,
and opened a laboratory in Anderson,
8. C., and continued to pursue these
experiments with the same end in view.

In what he calls “penderine,” he has
an elixir which contains a large per-
centage of the medicinal and food |
properties of the pinder, and is com-
patible in all proportions with carbon-
ated water or plain water, and at all
temperatures. One part of the elixir
to seven of water affords a most dell-
cious draught.

The pinder contains oll, starch, giu-
ten and many other chemical com-
pounds. None of these is readily as-
similated by the system until they have
been digested. To aid in this process
the pinders are first cooked, then di-
gested by a chemical process simitlat
to but slower and more thorough than i
that which goes on in the stomach of
the human or other animal.

The next step is to segregate the di-
gestible from the non-digestible por-
tions. The digestive agents employed
are peptinzyme, pancreatin, diat:g:,
hydro-chloric acid and others. The ex-
cess of hydrochloric acid Is removed
by the use of sodium carbonate, whica
tends to saponify the indigestible fats
and forms with the hydrochloric acid
common salt, which goes to the bot-
tom, while the soapy substance which
is insoluble rises to the top and is easily
skimmed, or may »e removed by means
of a centrifugal machine.

Now we have the good juice ready
for incorpation into the elixir. This
juice of itself is very sweet, like a
sirup, and in order to be rendered pala-
table, requires only to be combined
with tasty, palatable aromatics. But
in this the greatest care must be ob-
served; for while there are many tasty
flavors there are few that are entirely
reliable. In- these days of synthetic
chemistry one scarcely knows whether
his pineapple extract came from the
juice of the fruit whose name it bears
or was made by a synthesis of its ele-
ments in the laboratory of some chem-
ist. Only the purest extracts may be
safely used, and one of the most im-
portant employed in the maufacture
of pendine is derived from the pin-
der itself.

Aside from the juice obtained by the
digestive process above described there
is also obtained (in this latter case
from the roasted pinder) an extract of
high medicinal value. Together with
these extracts from the pinder, and
the flavors mentioned, is incorporated
animal nuclein. This latter agent is a
most important addition to the com-
pound, as it assists in digestion, and
is an active builder of tissue, the great
work of maintaining life. The prin-
ciple office of proto nuclein is to act
on the white blood corpuscles; the
number of which it tends to ‘increase.
The strength of the system, and its
power to resist contagious diseases de-
pends largely on the percentage : of
white corpuscles present in the vital
fluid.—Scientific American.

HERE IS PROOF

That Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets Will Cure
Indigestion or Dyspepsia of Any Stage
or Standing.

“I had dyspepsia for over nine years.
I tried the best doctors in the place and
never got relief. I had to starve myself
from eating.. No tongue can tell what
I suffered.

“I bought six boxes of Dodd’s Dys-
pepsia Tablets and six boxes of Dodd’s
Kidney Pills. Before I had finished
taking them I could eat most any-
thing and sleep comfortably, which I
never expected to do in this world.”

This is the statement of Mrs. James
Bradley, of Smith’s Cove, Digby Co.,
N.S. It is but one of thousands that
prove beyond a doubt that Dodd’'s
Dyspepsia Tablets will cure indigestion
and dyspepsia of any stage or standing.
Proof like this is worth more than all
the theory in the world.

Dodd’'s Dyvspepsia Tablets not
relieve; they cure to stay cured.
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ARE YOUR corns harder to remove
than those that others have had? Have
they not had the same kind? Have they
not been cured by using Holloway's Corn
Cure? Try a bottle.

The country might be happier if all
iegislaicrs were forced to boil down
each of their speeches to a single para-
graph before delivery.

Monkey Brand Soap removes all stains,
rust, dirt or tarnish — but won’t wash
clothes. 2

The world makes advancement
through individual Cains learning how
to answer “Yes” to the question, “Am
1 my brother's keeper?”

THE HEALTHY glow disappearing
from the cheek and moaning and rest-
lessness at night are sure symptoms of
worms in children. Do not fail to get a
bottle of Mother Graves Worm Exterm-
inator; it is an effectual medicine,
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daily regularity, pure blood and peaceful sleep—that

;\is the health that you can win with the help Ofk’:

—

R, LONDON, ONT., SATURDAY,JULY, 18, 1903.

" Real Health
for Summer. Days!

The health that comes from well digested food,
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Tiny Tonic Tablets -

—the gentle but effective laxative tonlic.

Let the dainty littl
“your ‘body, purify your

¢ tablets cleanse your system, build up
blood and tone your brain and nerves—

then you will be prepared to face the wearing heat of blazing Sum-

mer days.

Iro

They cure constipation.
m to cleanse your system an

help the

means. They will

the “laxative-habit.”

Iron-Ox Tiny Tonic Tablets cure Indigestion.

They are not a mere temporary relief but a real, lasting cure,

Iron-Ox Tiny Tonic Tablets are a wonderful

They make b

stomach, the

Iron-Ox Tiny Tonlc Tablets are

Very

Remember t
racked by bad digestion or sleeplessness,
Heat, Summer Rashes

and Sunstroke.

o —

tonic—

bowels. They strengthen and

pleasant to take.

small, very dainty, wrapped in their delicate

chocolate coats, they are as tempting

50 Tablets

for
25 Cents

At Your Druggiste

Fifty Iron-ox Tablets, in an attractive aluminum
: 25 cents at druggists, or sent, postpaid,

pocket case,
on receipt of price. The Iron
ited, Walkerville, Ont,

lood; they help the liver, the kidneys, the

hat impure blood, clogged bowels, a system
simply

invite Prickly

n-Ox Tiny Tonic Tablets are gently laxative.

They build up your intestinal organs,
d to keep it clean by natural
not “force” you and they will not teach you

.

feed the nerves.

as candy.

-ox Remedy Co., Lim-

THE ROMANCE
OF THE RING

The Love Story of a Splendid|
Turquoise. i

iR

Life of a Frenchman in New Mexico|

Given for Treasures Gleaned |
for His Sweetheart.

.

i'v

| ber's

&l
Thompson, district passenger agent r()rl

Since his re{urn from Mexico, J.

the Northern Pacific Railroad Company
in Chicago, has been wearing a ring set |
with a stone of wondrous
pure, perfect turquoise of
and brilllancy.

beauty—a !
unusual size !
It hag excited no little
comment am}mg connoisseurs, and the
expert who set the stone asked whence |
it was obtained. Behind the story lies |
the tale of a sudden flush in the tur- |
quoise market, when a man was sent!
rushing from New York to Mexico to |
buy the output of the newly-discovered |
mine,

In the dry, dusty, sunbaked little adobe |
town of Las Cruces, in the Rio Grande
Valley, between Albufuerque, N. M., and |
El Paso, Tex., where some 500 Mexicans
loll away their dreamy days, a young
French barber named De Mulles cast his'
lot. De Mulles was plucky and enterpris-
ing, and he soon learned the language |
and became known to all the travelers|
and tourists,

The young Frenchman was smiling and
happy, rolling out in soft accents the
bars from a love song, regardless of heat
and dust and other Mexican discomforts.
He saved his small earnings that he
might one day return to the land of his |
birth and to his widowed mother. Walz |
& Co., dealers in Navajo blankets, Mexi-
can drawn work, opals, and topazes, sent
many a customer to the sunny young
barber.

The dark eyes of a Spanish senorita, |
peeped from under her drawn veil at Del
Mulles one day and his song grew more |
tender and dreamy. Sometimes he would |
break off in the middle of a bar—in the |
glory of his dreams. |

Inez Merriam lived with her father in|
one of the best adobes in the village. |
They ranked above the barber in station, |
yvet the soft eyed Inez watched for his|
passing to and from the shop and listen- |
ed for his song with quickened heart
beats. !

De Mulles realized the passion he had1

aroused in the girl's breast almost as to tell her his purpose, and hope throbbed tention from makers.

socn as he recognized his own deep 10\‘@5
for her. Then, before the acquaintance |
was hardly begun, the senorita’s father

| tioneqa

| to ravine, higher, even higher

| half

{ sieur.”

The senorita was guarded closely by an’
old serving woman.

Throughout the Rio Grande Valley and |
in the Orgaog Mountains nearby are!
found beautiful topazes, opals, umeLhysts!
and turquoises. One day an idea longdE
in De Mulles’ head, If he had money he |
could snap his fingers at the senorita's{
own country. In the Orgaos Mountains |
there must be a wonderful bed of the|
finest turquoises in all the world, Thoy‘
meant wealth to some one, why not to‘
him? His eyes glittered when he men- |
them, and people began to tap|
foreheads significantly. |
Thompson dropped into the bar-!
shop one morning, De Mulles had !
told him all about the glowing bed
turquoises, and with pleading in his|
eyves begged ‘‘monsieur’” to ‘grubstake’
him. '
*“Ta
you
swer. i
The little Frenchman threw down his

their
Mr.

s00n
of

do it,
want?”

De
wag

Mulles;
Mr.

how much
Thompson’s

do
an- |

| razor and hugged his visitor, lather and

all, in his delight.

Three long monthg alone in the moun-
tains, going from rock to rock, from crag
up the,

| Jagged sides of the Orgaos, picking up a |

bit of stone, breaking it, and looking
fiercely into the pieces for the bright
gleam of the turquoise, and then
day he appeared again in Las
starved, ragged and with
znarled hands.

He haq strength

one
Cruces,
torn,

enough
“I wag almost there, and if the

he not give out, I brought back
the turquoise. Send me once more, mon-

food,

Mr. Thompson outfitted the half crazed
man, and promptly forgot all about him. |
He reached Las Cruces again six months |
later, and had hardly established himself
in the town when De Mulles rushed up-.
on him. He was more worn, and his
eyeg shone with fircer frenzy. i

““This time, monsieur, ah, this time I,
will sure bring home the  beautiful
stones!” he cried, fairly clinging to Mr.f
Thompson. “I will bring him back. Ah,
what a pity, I was almost there,
sieur, and the food would not
Send me back, monsieur.”

In the face of derision Mr. Thompson !
once more stocked up the ragged pros-

mon- :

hold out. |

[ pector and saw him start on his long, !

lonely tramp, his burro moving beside |
him, to break rocks, day by day, mak-
ing his way through the mountains, |

“He’ll never come back,” every one
said, but the sad eyed senorita kept faith
in her lover, ang through pretext of ill-!
ness had her marriage to the Mexican

postponed. The prospector had managed

in both young hearts.

Then one day Thompson was dozigg in
front of an adobe, when a strange crea-

swept down and forbade the barber to ture, half child, half man, covered with!

cast so0 much as a glance

daughter. She was, he affirmed, affianced ! knees, and cried with joy:

to Senor Vilque, a Mexican, owner of

“See, see, monsieur, I found him.”

complishment was his excellent marks-,a cigar box full of turquoises of wond-!

manship.
Poor De Mulles submitted in outward!

| rous size,

It was some time before the

| ing

left to find o
{ Mr, Thompson. “I almost had him!”’ he!
| cried.

i of his

joy and would rush at once to the sen-,
orita,

But Thompson stopped him, found the
stones a splendid lot, and took him
charge lest he die from excess
piness.

The news
dealers,

in
of hap-

of the
A New

find spread to

York jeweler sent

| father and bear his sweetheart to his|{Man to duy the gems paying De Mul-|

les $50,000 for the contents of the cigar
box.
joy, and her father smiled on De Mulles.
The Mexican's brow clouded,
swore he would be avenged.
De Mulleg set off some days
his turqoise beds. He on mak-
one more trip unaccompanied, and
when he returned he
into the mines
to see his
Volquez followed and at sunset De
Mulles stopped to rest and dream. He
lay back on the ground and looked in-
to the clear sky, a wondrous light
his face.
His eyves closed;
Out from the
tus a fi

later for
insisteqd
send

was to men

mother.

in
he was dreaming.

rocks and over the cac-
gure crept, slowly, stealthily, sha-

dowy.

A low exultant cry,
of Kknife, and the
revenge.

The was found after
and while he is in prison a dark robed
Spanish girl chants lonely
grave among the stones,

The torquoise mine
found.

.And _th»- ring? I.t holds the most per-
fect of the torquoises carried out of the
nountains in the cigar box, It was the
first of the find ang was consecrated to
the senorita’s betrothal, When
Thompson was leaving Mexico she trem-

blingly put it into his hand as a token
kindness.

the sharp gleam
Mexican had his

a
assassin
dirges over a

has “never been

It's Darn, Darn, Darn.

Darning

implements are much in
evidence just now and the darner's art
is flourishing as a result of the vogue
of fine-spun open-work stockings
every-day wear.

Elderly women who acquired
art of darning in the precise old school
and regard it as ranking with delicate

for

the

fancy work, have revived their accom- |

plishments for the benefit of their
schoolgirl grandchildren. Then there
has appeared a new crop of darning
implements. .

The costly stocking darner is
ivory with a wooden handle. Novel
darners are brought out in aluminum,
in nickel, silver and plated gilt. In
fact, unless confronted with the im-

posing array of stocking darners on the !

notion counters and among
ime, one would not imagine that this
comparatively trivial article of the
sewing woman’s had elicited such at-

Darning outfits in cases of suede or
monkey-skin are in stock at the jewe]- |
er’'s. The .oblong case for the slim- |
eyed needles, the gold-handled clippers |
for thread cutting, the thimble and the

toward his rags, threw itself at his feet, clasped his|darner are all in place, besides the con- | Falls
Itrivance for keeping the assortment of
"darning cottons, silk, linen and thread suflficient number to warrant, a snecial
many fine horses, and whose chief ac-| It was De Mulles, holding before himfs’t

raight and convenient.

Of course the regular family darning |
week's supply of stockings and |
There are 4also model darning |

the
a !

The senorita‘s eyes gleamed with !

and he !

and carry Inez to France!

a time, |

Mr. |

of |

jewelers’ |
and novelty dealers’ supplies at this !

The Real Boy Problem.

Since Adam moveq from KEden the prob-
lem has beset.

Succeeding generations, and isn’t settled
yvet.

Methuselah knew about it,
in despair,

Long ere he'd stopped

tonics to his hair.

all we need to finish

of joys.

To know the proper method
the Neighbor's Boys."”

and gave up

applying new

ill‘s our little list

“To Raisa

It’s not that we don’t know it.
one can show
Exactly how to do it; and how we ought
to go
About the undertaking, and regulate the
lads
Without adopting
rules or fads
makes a man
mental poise.
“How to Teach Our Neighbor the
Way to Raise His Boys.”

Why any

foolish restrictions,

It resentful—it breaks his

This:

The neighbor’s awful children!
ter where you live

You'll find a host of people who are in-
clined to give

i Instructions tot the neighbor
make each boy a gem—

i And then the neighbor, also,

{ some hintg to them.

"Twould settle many wrangles and hush

! all kinds of noise

If we could solve the problem: *“To Raise
the Neighbor's Boys.”

No mat-

how to

will give

i The neighbor’'s boys—not your boys—the
boys who live next door,
And run and jump and hallo and sing and
shout and roar,
| With dirt upon their faces, and tattered
| garments, too—
{ Well, you don’t know what they
but yvou krnow what you'd do.
if you were the neighbor,
Kknow how this annoys,
soon you'd end the trouble:
Raise the Neighbor's Boys.”
Chicago Tribune.

think,
i Now, you'a

And “To

SPECIAL NOTICES.

Notice.—Cushions! Cushions! Feath-
er and Down, from 50 cents up. Gooss
'Feather Pillows, Mattresses, Spring
Beds, Brass and Iron Bedsteads, Bed-
lroom  Suites, Sideboards, Couches,
Chairs and Stoves of all kinds at
Hunt & Sons’, Mattress and Feather
| Pillow Manufacturers, 593 Richmond
street north. Telephone 997.

$10-SEASHORE
EXCURSIONS—$i0

Valley Railroad Augusc
4, 18 and 25.

|, Tickets only $10 from Suspension
| Bridge to Atlantic City, Cape May,
i Ocean City or Sca lIsle City and re-
| turn.
Tickets good 15 days.
jover in Philadelphia. Don't fail to go.
For further particulars call on or
| address Robert S. Lewis, passenger
| agent, 33 Yonge street, Toronto, Ont.
| 46-a

Via Lehigh

Good for stop-

$2 05 to Niagara Falls and Return

July 22.
Grand Trunk Railway system
all who wish to visit Niagara
to take regular train leaving
Loondon 8:10 a.m., and should there be a

The
mvite

will be run.
the Grand

Remember, the serv®e of
Trunk cannot be equaled,

i basket is shown large enough to M ld 'and that by going this way you have
' a
little) socks.

choice of all the fast trains returning,
and the only route without change.

behavior, but grieved. secretly, angd then | Frenchman could give a coherent story]cases in stout liren, creétonne or other 'Tickets can be secured at any time
told his troubles to the men he shaved.|of his find. He was half crazed from appropriate goods.

from city office, 43-g




