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*I suppose s0,” was ihe careless re-
F. “Not that I care.

oare ? Nothing of that kind matters
t6 me. But I know they tell queer
stories about me. They say I drink
and 2; they say that I—— But
I forgot—I must mot repeat scandal
to you. Now, If you heard these
tl?ll;z’-s @aid of me, would you defend
me ?’

“How can I answer you? You for-
get that I have never seen you be-
fore.™

“yet you defend this Lonsdale ! Do
you know him ?"” «

“The Mr. Lonsdale who has suffered
0 unjustly is the father of the gen-
tleman to whom you eaw me epeak-
fog.” she replied ; “‘and he is one of
tho oliest friends I have in Lliord.”

“] suppose,” said the baronet, “that
Lonsdale’s son imagines himsell a
very handsome man. That kind of
man always thinks a great deal of
himeell.”

“Do you not think kFim handsome 2
asked Violet, who knew well that
her lover had the statuesque beauty
ol a Greek god.

“] never waste oné thought on a
man's face,” he ed.

But Vielet’s quic instinct told
her the awkward baronet was jeal-
ous of the young lawyer.

The quadrille was over, but he
wonld not leava her. She must go
wwith him to have seme refreshment
—he was gure she felt tired. If he
had only known he would have sent
all kinds of choiece fruits.over for the
fete, but how could he foresee that
the queen of soclety hersell was to
be present ?

It wase all flattery, but very pleas-
ant flattery when offered by a man
worth forty thousand per annum. It
was pleasant, too to know that
everycne was looking at her, every-
one was thinking and talking about
her. She cou'd not help contrasting

er present position with that which
&he had occupied half an hour pre-
viouslyv.

Felix Lonsdale had been but cold-
1y received. No on» seemed to forget
that he was the son of a man ‘whose
failr name wa® darkened by & dark
cloud. The elite had not
received him very kindly.
Lady Rolfe had passed him
with a bow ; Mrs. Brownson had heid
out two flogirs for him to shzake, and
had drawn them back very quicekly ;
Mrs. Baulders had shaken hands with
him and then looked round very
quickly to sce if anyone had observed
ker. He had not been ‘‘cut,” no onz

Lad boen pointedly uncivil, but he had ;

been colily received, and Violet Lad
observed ic even more keenly than he
Lad himself, when ‘she stcod talking
to him. Sho had a strange feeling,
a8 though €ho were in some manner
sharing his disgrace—as though she,
too. were ander a cloud.

Now it was so different. 8ir Owen’s
glory scewmed to b» reflected on her;
people who had never troublad them-
sclves to speak to her before now
were fulsomely golite to her. It was
but refiected glory, ehe knew,; still,
it was ploasant.

Sir Owen Insisted on taking her
som2 refreshment ; he walited upon
her as though she had been a prin-
cess. She could not tell how it was,
but she scemed suddenly to have left
fer Lobing ner she world of sorrow,
pain and disgrace in which, {hrough
sympathy with Felix, she had been
living so long.

“Here is your frlend,” said Sir
Owea, and, looking up suddenly, she
saw Felix at the eatrance of the
teat, looking wistfully at her.

At first something like impati-
eance vexed her. It was such o
magrificent triumph for her, he
might let her unjoy it—he might
have waited a few minutes. It was
not every day that she was wait-
ed upon by a rich baronet and en-
vied by other fSvomea. She might
never sece @Sir Owen again, while
ell her flife was to be spent with
Felix, Surely he might have walt-
ed a few, minutes longer; but no,
he was comiag to her, and her tri-
umph was eaded. tshe had no idea
of resisting his will, and rose from
her seat. Sir Owen looked at her
lo amazement.

“Are you going?” he asked. “I
was just about to presume to ask
you if you would go with me to
see the flowers. They have some
very fine ones here, I am ‘told.”

Slie looked helplessly from oaeto
the other. She did not know how
to refuse such o tempting offer
from 8ir Owen; It would be an
unegualed triumph for all the guests
to see her—to see how proud and
—pleased he was to escort her
trhough the grounds; but it seem-
ed equally impossible to leave
{Felix, who had looked for-
s ward with such delight to
this holiday with her. So/ the beau-
itiful éyes glanced first at one and
ithen at Lhe other, while the while
ifingers toyed with the pretty’ flow-
ers ehe hekli up till their scented
!leaves fell on the grouml Felix cut
ithe Gordian knot for her.

¢ Pardon me for the interruption,”
ko said. “Miss Haye was kind enough
to promise mc that honor.”

He took Violet's hand, placed it
ow his arm, and led her [rom the
itent.

Tho baronet stood looking after
them with more than amazement in
his face. i Bg

“What uneqgualled imperitnence!”
ho said. “The father of such a man
ns that would be capable, of forgiog
half a dozen wills.” 5

“Oh  Felix,” sald Violet, “I am
afraid you have offended him.”

“] do not care If 1 have, Violet.
You are mine. What rightj has he
to monopolize you? I know we are
uot married; but it s almost the
eamo thing. You are my* promisad
wife, and no one shall take you

should,

slower.
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away from me even for an hoar.
Come away from all these people
—I want to talk t¢ yow. Come
down thie avenue’ of chestnuts.” i

{He mastered her by his strooger
will; she weat without one word.
They walked slowly dowa the ave-
nue of chestnuts, the sun glanclog
on her golden halr and white dress.

“Let me look at you, Violet,” he
cried, with the passionate lmpati-
ence of a young lover, “It seems’'to
me that that maan’s presence near
you must have dimmed your beauty
a8 poisonous air kills a delicate
Let me look at you, my
darliog{”

He held her hand and stood look-
fog at her, watching the radiant
face with such love in his eyes
that a womas must have had a
marble heart to resist him.

“No,” he sald. “You are just the
same. You must humor my faa-
cies, Violet. Does not somé oune say
that ‘great love is semi-madaess ; 5
It i true. You must humor my
fancies, sweet. Stand here; let this
cool breeze blow over you—it will
purify you from evea the breath
and echo of his ds™

She laughed a low,
latgh, but the words touched her.
She stood guite still, and the west-

tremulous |

ern wind . kissed her face, played -

with her goldea hair, showered the
chestaut blossoms over her.

“You shall not even have §he echo
of another man’s words hanging
over you, sweet,” he said. “Now the
breeze has taken it all away.”

“QOh, Felix, how -much you love
mo! It makes me tremble to think
of it.” . .

“You do not understand it even
yet,” he repled.

A® he walked by her lover's side
she could not help feeling the con-
trast. Who would ever—who could
over love her as this man did? Who
iz the whole wide wor.d, che thought,

| had ever been £0 loved' except her-

sell 2 The memory of his wordd
thrilled her; they stirred the in-
most depths of her soul. How he
loved her, this handsome, noble-
hearted man! - His very heart, his
roul and life, seemed wrapped up in
her.

Even as she felt these things she
could not help noticing the differ-
erce. When she had crossed ihe
lawn with Sir Owen she had pothing
but bows, smiles, glances of admir-
ation. ill-concealed envy and won-
der. Now that she was once again
with Felix..-no one noticed her, no
one epoke to her. ItCwas like being
in a different world.

Sir Owen had been asked to play
crequet and, had refuved. - He. had
taker & bird’s-eye view of = the
party—four okd maids and a hopeless
school girl. It was not in his line,
ho assured Mrs. Hunter. He would
rot engage himscl in any parti-
cular way; he would ouly; linger and
walit, watching for the nexti glimpse
of the beautiful face that bad set
bis heart and brain ont {ire

He saw her at last, standing with
Felix watching the players at/ lawn
ternis, and the next moment he was
by her eide. Lady Rolle, eyelng hins,
wlnspered to Mrs, Hunter:

«3ir Owen.scems to be infatuated
with Violet Haye. Some ona should
tell him she 1s esgaged. Dear Mrs.
Hunter, would you mind saying that
I skouid like to speak to him ?” And
sho smilsc a well satisfied smile
when she saw the vicar's wife de-
liver her message.

“You wish to spoak tq me ?” said
Sir Owen, approaching Lady Rolfe
with an air of il-concealed Impati-
ence.

She saw that he looked sanoyed,
and had recourse to her favorite
weapon—flattery.

“If it 1s permitted to an elderly
lady like mysell to feel Jealous, I cer-
tainly am jealous. We are old Iriends
of nearly two months' standing, vet
you have not spent five minutes with
me. Sit down here and give me your
views about the fete.”

Ungraciously enough he took a
seat by her side. She saw him look
with angry eyes at Felix and Violet ;
but Lady Rolfe was a woman with a

. It took much to daunt her.

«T have no views,” he declared ang-
rily. “I am quite tired of people with
views.” :

“Clever men are all alike,” re-
marked her ladyship, and bis face
softened a little at the words. “At
least we have had a beautiful day,”
she sald, *and beautiful music.”

He could not deny it, or he would
have done so. She continued:

«his I8 the first time that you
have met your new friends and neigh-
bors together. Do you like them ?”

“They are very much like other peo-
ple,” he sneered.

“You are sarcastic,” cried her
ladyship. “It is very wrong, but I
reallyt adore sarcasm.”

His face relaxed Just a
trifle more. She watched him
intently. He was worth some
trouble ; for as soon as he

' had ericred the neighborhood she ad

resolved upon mwarrying her daughter
to him.

“Theve are some hice girls here,”
eald her ladyship—*some very pret-
ty girlc—Violet Haye for one.”

Then his face brightened. Sho had
touched on a happy theme at last.

“Violet Haye is quite the -ueen
of the fete,” she continued. “There
are few, i[ any, who can compare
with her.”

“There is not one,” he said: and
in her heart her ladyshipp disliked
nim for the wonrds. B

“Perhaps you are right,” she al-
lowed, calmly. “I do not; know wno
could really be said to be like her.
She has no great fortune and no
connection, and yet she 15 engaged

w' "
at ‘.'uontc for it,”
p . black

t he seemed to consider that

he’ some kind of a right to o

And then, looking~ at him, Lady

Rolfe/ n.:t :hutornl.mox;ul. set ex-
pression on ace.

married in the

asked, slow-

sda.

L m,at.

quicklyt

o me, 'yes. Does she care for
him ! Why, it is'a love match
pure and simple. She cares very much
for him and for no one else be-
hles." A .,.‘

He asked no more questions, but
Lady Rolfe, still, watching hinv. in-
tently, saw that the set, firnr look
deepened every moment op his face.
She counld not tell’ whether she had
done right or wrong. '&he had told
him that the girl was engaged, and
that it was quite useless for hinr to
think of her; but what did'that look
mean? Like every one else who had
any part in ndming Violet Haye to
Sir Owen that day, she had an un-
easy feeling about it.

Sir Owen seemed to think he had
done all that was required.of him.
Hec rose from his seat and left her
ladyship with a bow.

“He will go  to Lavinia now,”
thought Lady Rolfe. ‘“He will waste
no more time over Violet Haye.”

But Lavinia beamed upon him in
ber costume of mauve silk all In
vain; he passed her with a care-
less bow. The moments seemed to
him hours before he should be near
Violet Haye again.

It was well for his popularity that
no one saw the jgwering, angry ex-
pression of his face as he crossed
the croquet lawn.

“I would have her if I wanted her,”
ho said to himsell, “if every other
man on earth laid claim to her, and
if I hegd to fight them all.”

Lady Roife had uncons¢iously doue
the very thing to defeat her own pur-
pose. . The fact which would have
made Violet sacred to another man
simply urged him on. It wonld be a
triumgh to win her, because S0 many
othors admired her ; but it would b2 a
codble triumph if she was engaged
to apother man. 8ir Owen often con-
gratulated himself on his perfect
freoiom from what he was pleased to
call ‘““affected nonsenge”; and he
was never more free from 1t than.in
this case. * If, besides winning Miss
Haye for himselfl, he could (
that the triumph of  making
break an engagement fo another, it
nr;ml;b be the greatest-success of his

o

“She 1s' beautiful enough to be a
queen,” he sald, ‘“and it would take

» a bundred lawyers to frighten me.

A man with forty thousand a year

ought to b2 able to do as he likes. If [og,

he cannot, what is the use of his
money 2"

He weat at once to Violet, and
lix, standing by her eide, longed
1ift him up io his strong arms and
throw him over the bridge.

“Miss Haye” he sald, quite ignor-
ing the oresence of her lover, “do
you Jive here in Lilford 2"

She appeared half frightened as she
answered :

“Yes—I live at The Limes.”

His face cleared.

“I know it,” he went on. “It is
o pretty little place just outside Lil-
ford. I have oftenadmired it. Doas
your [father hunt ?” \

“No—he 18 quite an invalid,” re-
pited Violet, half-longing that Sir
Owen would leave her, and half en-
joying the distinction that his great
notice of her brought.

“Ah, an invalid—very unfortunate!
Not able to leave the house often,
I suppose ?”

“No—not often,” replied the girl,
looking at her lover’s averted face.

“I shall be glad to see himy some-
times,” said Sir Owen; “he has no
objection to visitors, I supposd 2"’

“No,” replied Violet; “he is’'pleased
to receive any.” : ¢

“Then, with your permission and
his, I will ride over to-morrow,”
said Sir Owen.

He waited for her regply. Violet
made none. She waa frightened at the
oxpression of her lover’s face.

“You do not say that I shall bo
wclcome, Mice Haye,” he added, impa-
tiently. v .

She recovered herse'f. After al', she
was cdoing no wreng.

“We shall b~ pleased to sec you,
fir Owen,” she told him, with quiet
dignity ; and then the baronet, find-
ing there was ho chance of further
conversation with her, went away.

“My Carling,” cri-d Frlix, “d> not
be at home to-morrow when he
comes! I do not like him, Violet—
he has a cruel, bad face, and there Is
an evl! light in his eyes. I ¢o not like
him. sweet.”

¢«I wonaer why he has pald me fo
much attention,” che said, “and why
he is coming to see us?”’

But F-lit was too wise to answer
that question. He only clasped the
little hands 12 his own. To him ihis
girl, in her beauty and innocenoce,
was little less than an angel,

“My whitz cove,” he said—"my pure
sweel love, neyver mind him! Prom-
ise me that when he or any
other man comes to you with
flattering words, you will say, ‘I am

PAGE FENCI

Tt is the fence that has
sags—the standard the werld over. Order

THE PAGE WIRE FENCE 0O. LIMITED,

Walk

ES Wear Best

of time—stands the heaviest s
through our local agent or direct from us,

e, Ont. Momtreal, Que. §¢. John, N.B. Winnlpeg, Han,

1e| Violet

R

id shoot him to-night !”

\ix, what & dreadful thing]

to'say I"” ) y
» Joalousy is like fire—it destroys
all things,” he said ; “Lut I am foolish

to be lous.
you, sweet—all faith. Say once again,
I telong to you, Felix.” .

The sun sh

one on her falr face as’

¢he raised it to his, the wind stirred
the leaves as she sald: Gl
*“1 belong tp you, Felix.” !

CHAPTER XIL 73

appearance of

and his admiration . fox

Haye. Violet had “said but
little at home; she had told her
father that the baronet intendde

to come to see him, and Francis

Haye had looked up in bewilder-

to' see me!” he cried.
“What is that for?”

He did not see the hot flush on
his daughter's face. She knew. well
enough why he Was coming.

“If it is_ about that right of
road,” he continued, “he may save
himself the trouble, for I shall
never give in—never!”

“You will ‘see what he is coming
for when he comes,” sald Mrs. Haye;
“there is mothing so . absurd as
guessiag. I shall not believe it un-
til I do see him.” 3
= < (To be Continued.)
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—ACHES AND PAINS.

Are Merely Symptoms of Disease and
Must be Treated Through the Blcod

It you suffer with pain—any kind
ot pain—ksep in mind that pain-is
but a ptom, not a disease; that
what yon must fight is not the pain
but its cause; that linjments and
oils for external application are ab-
solutely useless. To overcome the
cause of pain internal treatment is
necessary. Pains, no matter where
located, will disappear when you
purify and enrish the blood and
strengthen the nerves. Aches and
pains disappear as if by magic when
Dr. Willlams Pink Pills are used.
Every dose actually makes new, rich,
red blood, which drives disease from
the eystem and banishes pain. Thous-
&nds and thousands of grateflul peo-
ple have given their testimony to
prove this. Mr, George Cary, Til-
bury, Ont., says: “For a whole sum-
mear I eulfered territly from sciatioa.
The pain was tomething awful, and
I could scarcely bear to have any-
thing touch my leg. I took medicine
from the doctors, and tried a num-
per of recommended remedies, but
derived no banefits. Then I was ad-
vised to try Dr. Willlams® Plak Pills,
and this medicine helped me almost
from the gtart, 2nd toon released me
trom_ the troubls, and I have mnot
since had a twinge of it. I there-
fore have great reason to pralse
Dr. Willlamg’ Pink Pills.”

Sciatica rheumatism, neuralgis
and all other aches and pains are
completely- driven fromt he system
through a fair use of Dr. Willlams®
Pink Pills. Don’t take any plnk col-
ored sibstitute; see that the full
pame, *Dr. Willlams’ Pink Pllis for

Je People,” is printed on the wrap-

r around the box. If in doubt send
irect to the Dr. Willlame -Medi¢ine

mpany, Brockville, Ont., and ‘th
plls will b2 sent by mall at 50 cents
a box or six boxes for $2. .
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Why Thinkers Live Long.

Thinkers as & rule live long, or, to
put tie proposition Inio more general
terms, exercise of the mind tends to
longevity, Herbert Spencer has died
in his eighty-fourth year, Darwin
reached his seventy-third, 8ir George
Stokes his eighty-lourth, Carlyle his
eighty-sixth ; Tyndall was accident-
ally poisoned at seventy-three, but
_might have lived several years
longer; Huxley was seventy when he
died, Gladstone in his eighty-ninth
year, Disraeli in his seventy-seventh.
Newton lived to be e!ghbty-five, and
Lord Kelvin is still vigorous in re-
search in his eightieth. To a great
extent the brain is the centre and
seat of life, what Sir William Gull
called the central battery, and its
stimulation undoubtedly strengthens
the forces that make for vitality.
Healthy exercise of eithcr mind or
body of course favors length of days,
but the strivings of the ‘thinker and
writer are seldom quite of the
healthy order. Darwin, Carlyle and
Spencer were victims of nearly Wle=
long  dyspepsia, and yet exceeded
three score and ten. Pleasant exer-
tion without pleasure; a priori, one
wquld rot expect the abstract
thinker to live so happily as the man
of experimental research, and experi-
ence seems to confirm the expecta-
tion. No one will question Sir James
Paget’s dictum that undue fatigue is
a common cause of disease, but so
als> 18 indolence. What part of the
buman economy, mental or physical;
ig not made for aclivity 2—London
Telegraph.,

Modern Method of Tool Repairing.

Every engineer is now: familiar with
the fact that in all modern works of
any size the making and repalring of
tools is managed by a special de-
partment of the works. The “good
‘old days,”* when a gang of men would
stand in line waiting for their tarn
at the grindstone have gone by. In a
modern shop, when a tool needs
grinding it is sent to the tool depart-
ment, and another one, all ready for
use, is obtained at ouce.

It is easy to see how much more
economical such 'a method is, for the
preparation of tools is kept in the
hands of people who are doing npth-
ing else ,and who are necessarily
much more expert than the general
workman would be, while the latter
does not waste time in waiting for a
turn at the grindstone.—Cassier’s
Magazine.

A Mighty Nimrod:
Pennsylvania Prach Bowl.
Burd Hunter—Had great Juck to-

AI.OMB Gunter—Bag anything?
Burd Hunter— No but I brought
a) the dogs baok alive

I have all faith In
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VALUE OF PEDIGRE
Mr, Hodson Tells What a Gjpoc
4 Pedigree s, .

observe
of animals

great - detriment
industry. What

i

breeding, quality 'and st
::‘llmll h:l. ‘l;ul a ‘bad . sire,
grand-sire, or dam or . gT&

dam, the peculiarities of these will
crop in the offspring, because
the sire is only, one of many i¥ &
pedigree, and has only the influ-
ence off one, while agezin
the influence - o
mals in his ancestry,

It is often bet-

good animal of
cause in each case there is
fluence of one animal agalnst the
whole ancestry and each individual
@nimal in that ancestry., :
It will not do to confound along
igree with a good pedigree. Many
animals with long pedigrees areuse-
less for improving the quality of
our. stock. Why ? Because thelr an-

the same type. Many of the pure-bred
animals imported into Canada are

poor quality and not
others have a good appe
their offspring s inferior  because
their ancestors have been irregular

caitle or a sta
and in order to get them so he must

far as type and quality go. So it is
in breeding all classes of animals.
The advantages of adhering close-
ly to type, and culling out all ani-
mals that do not come up to the
gtandard are well illustrated in the
caso of the British sheep breeders.

exceodingly well managed.
-greatest care: is exercised in rega
to the quality of the breeding males.
The ewe flocks are - of  uniformly
good quality, but evam the Biritish
farmer could improve his methods by
payiog ‘more attention to the an-
cestors of the rams he buys.’ The
quality of those he now uses is good.
but he does not always take “the-
trouble to make gure that their dams
or grand dams were equally good.
g .- This is & very importan
ature.. The.usnal custom with the

e #heep farmer, i8 to' go carefully over

his flogks éach year, and reject: and
and to the butcher all the aged ewes,

culli
v carefully carried out

select shee

from the breeding flock
of aay of t br

well e

for the
best 2
poses and the third grade -gou to
the butcher. This careful sélection
and grading are what have estab-
lished and maintained the suprem-
acy of the Engiish flocks. British
farmers are not breeding any bet.
ter sheep tham Canadians could pro-
duce, if we were to devote the same
attention to the industry. In Bri-

tain selection of breeding stock has
been so thoroughly carried on for
generations that their sheep are
highly appreciated in all parts of the
world. They are bought by all coun-
tries for use in improving the na-
| tive stock. In Can we cull on &
! yery different principle. Many of
our pure-bred flocks are annually
culled by the Americans, who buy,
the best to improve their flocks,

i
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arance, ﬂx’:. and wore several South African
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War Record of & Dog. '

{ ,good
South Africen. war.
ingham, canteen, man
contractors, . 'was - »'
cruelty to the ‘animal, which 'has
been gtationed for some time past
with the Royal Irish Riflés at Rich-

The bulldog, which now belon?i to
Color Bergeant Edwards, Royal Irisiy
was odated” with &
point heweemed to take a languid lu.
tereat the ngs. He was.

eased in b coat with green rum

als, with clakps. The animal's = re-
cord ie ap eventful ‘one. ring the
wae hy' - the

Irich Rifles, Mounted
Commandant - Philip

September, ‘that time

‘study and practice line breeding ‘as | until tho'e'nd of the wa¥ he trekked

with the Rifles’ mounted T

Griqu d In the west

land in the east, and he gtill bears
the ecar of a wound received In ac-
tion, Later he wns with Gen. French's
ecolumn-in Cagro Colony. For hie' ser-
vice the bulldog now wears the

Their flocks are: large and good, and Queen's South African niedal with
Th

lasps, snd the King's Sounth
medal with, two claepis. Mr.
Drury remarzed, when the case was
ocailed, that thie was ihe most dls-
tinguished ‘dog In the country, as
he had ‘medals—TLondon Daily Tele-
graph; | 3 VA :
Oause of Colds.

The invariable cause . of colds
tomes from within, not without. No
one takes cold when in a vigorous'
state of health, with pure’

coursing through the body, and there

is no good reasom why any one in
ordiniary health should have a cold.

It mdy come from insufficlent exer- "

clse, breathing foul  air, want of
wholesome food, excess of food, lack
of bathing, etc., but always. from
some violation of the plain laws of
health. )

There can be no more proiifie
cause of colds than highly season-
ed foods, as well as frequent tat-

" ing. These give no time for the di-
svs. Tho best 0f the Tlock "“::;e | gestive organs to. rest, and ineite

pur-; &

n increased flow, of the digestivd
secretions. 'Thus larger gquantities
of nourishment are absorbed tham
can be properly utilized, and the re-:
sult is an obstruction, commonly
called. a “cold.” which is. simply an

effort of the system to expel the '

useless material. Properly . speaking,
it is self-poisoning, -due to an ine
capability of the organism to regu-
late and compensate for the dis.
‘turbance.

A -deficlent supply of pure air to
the lungs is not only a strong pre-
disposing cause of colds, but a pro-,
lific source of much graver condi-

ons, Pure air . and exercise are

ocessary to prepare the system for
assimilation of nutriment, for
thout themy there can be no vig-
orous health. The oxygen of the

and leave to our breeders the sec- alr. we breathe regulates the ap-

‘second  and third-class

tion Clerk.
The Smnow Shovel. "
“Toronto Globe.

link connecting the city cave-dweller
with the actual and visible outside
world. ® * ®

It is so seldom that one can

This liomely implement 18 the on@ pig full dress

animals. petite as well as the nutriment that.
This is a very great mistake. Yours is bullt up in the aystem.—Sei
very truly, W. A. Clemons, Publica- | of Health,

e e

Kilts and Pipes at Dinner.

A’ Highland dinner 18 & very smart
affair, and one that is never geen
south of the . The laird wears
iit every night, and
everyone with any claim to a ‘clan
does the same, so that oftem there
are more kilted men around the ta-:

The hush of. the 800W 1, than black coats. Alas! some of
is an invitation, but the steely ring the nouveau riche
of the shovel bleaus an ‘inspiring pecause they remt 20,000 or 30000
sense of duty and opportunity. The pcres of shooting, they are quali=
long steps of the early pedestrians fiea to don a kilt, too, but nothing
who passed silently in the moruing js more ridiculons. It Is a dress that
seem both a call and an accusation. only belong
be the Highlands. The Duke ol Suther-

seem  to “think™

s to the d dants of

really useful in this world! The care- land wears a tweed kilt when he
ful plans, the arduous labor, the self- wanders about Dunrobip, while tho
sacrificing effort, are go often futile Dukes of Athol, Burcleuch and Mont-:
and come to naught. But with the rose all wear their tweed kilts by
snow shovel the beneflits are certain day and their tartans by night. One
and the reward unfalling. It forces has only to look into o rhop in Inver-
a contemplation of the city’s quiet ness to see what an endless number
aspect, when even the walled streéts ot clans there are, and as some 0/
are touched and smothered by the them have a hunting tartan as weli
motherly hand of nature.There isgrat- as am ordinary one, the collection

itude in the stamp, stamp, of
early peaestrian as he shakes hi
snow of your more dilatory nelgh-
bor from his feet.

of plaids and brooches is snrpﬂelng
to a Southerner. The full dress kil
18 splendid, and a man to the man-

And sometimes mer borm looks far better In It

there is even more than gratutude than in any other clothes. It gives

whenr a

the shaking of
skirts, the momentary homelike at-

disfranchised pedestrian width, height and dignity to the
. comes along striving, in epite of dis- wearer.

| pacit.es, to uti lze the overgrown and
| sparse footsteps of the eariler pro-
* cession. The stamping of dainty feet,

In Ireland there 13 a belief that
President Loubet, of France, 1s de-

snow-encumbered ecended from Irish ancestors. Cer-

taiply the name of Loubet does not'

mosphere of the little oasis oi pave- differ very much from ‘the name of

me 't the rel ¢ anc 0 en ur
ou the susbeates path, all show vhat

€ 1o  Loubeti, which i« quite common In

vhe esuth of Ireland . ; -
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