THE ATHENS REPORTER, JUNE 21, 1911

lr Sweet Miss Margery

Margéry was pained and troubled as
she took her way along the paddock—
pained not so much at the woman’s
words as at the thought that the man
Bad re-echoed them and deemed her
stupid and plain. She aad grown to look
on Stuart Crosbie as something bright
and delightful in her life. They had
played together as children, an the
memory  of that friendship was the
strongest link in the chain that
hold his @s a hero. When he
was away, Stuart had written
once or twice to Margery, sending her
views of the places he visited, and giv-
ing Ler long chatty accounts of his trav-
els. When he came home, they renewed
their intimacy; there was not a shadow
of surprise or fear in Margery’s mind
when the young squire came so frequent-
ly to sec her.

She hud no suspicion that this friend-
ship would annoy his mother or  was
in any way strange or uncommon. She
likeq Stuart Crosbie; she could talk
to him of her studies, her pursuits —a
seaied book in her home—and gradu-
aily grew to welcome him as a compan-
ion with whom she could converss eas-
ily and naturally and as a friend who
would never fail her. Mrs. Morris was
too zreat am invalid to devote much
thoneht to the girl’s amusements, nor
would she have been greatly troubled
had she known how intimate the young
squircrand Margery had become; 8o the
girl bad had no cons'raint put upon her;
she met. walked and chatted with Stnart
Crosbie as freely as she liked, and no
cloud had dawned on her happy life till
to-day.

The sight of that other girl, so dif-
feren: from her self, had brought.a
strange sharp pang, but that was lost in
the prin che endured when she thought
that Stuart had agreed with the cruel
remark, and that his friendship was
gene forevor, She wended her way along
the paddock, and waa turning through
the pate to enter the gardeners’ path
again. when a hand was stretched out
from beside her, took the basket from
her, and, putting a finger under lher
chin, raised her head from its drooping
position.

“Weil? said Stuart quictly.

“Give me my basket, please, Mr. Stu-
art.” Margery murmured hurriedly, a
crimson wave of color dycing her cheeks.

“What for?” asked the young man
calmly.

. “1 must got home. I am very late as
tis.”

“Well, why don’t you go?” Stuart in-
quired, watching tie color fade from her
cheeks,

“I cannot go without my basket,”
Margery answered, trying to be at her
ease, “Please give it to me, Mr. Stuart.”

“Then I must go without it!” she ex-
claimed; and, sniting the action to the
word, she began to move down the path.

Stuart followed ot once, and putl a de-
Laining hand on her arm. i

“Heve is your basket, Margery. T was
only teasing you. What a time y
beea! [ have been waiting tere for youn
for the last five minutea.” ;

Margery’s heart grew lighter again,

“You might have been botter employ-
ed,” ghe returned, with the quaint nfmrp-
ness Stuart alwnys admired. “But, if you
have time to waste, I have not. Listen!
There it is striking six and mother will
wonder what hag become of me.”

“Yes. that is 8ix,” ohaerved Mr. Cros-
bie, listening to the clock chiming from
the castle. “You will get home by seven
Marzery, if you start at once. Not lhnt:
way!” —as she turned again dowa the
patii, “This is neariy half a mile naarer.”
I pirshed open the gate and motioned
her into the paddeck again. “Now,” he
continved, slinging the baskot on his arm
and tirning bLesids b 1cross the fisld,
‘why are you cross
gerv”
] am not crosa with vonu,”
an~wered hurriedly, ;

“Not now, perhaps;
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1 his words and
tnedly.
“You must not grow vain” hie said.
“Amp 1 vain? 1 will remember anoth-
er tiune,” she responrded gravely.
“*And rvemember this, too,” Stuart
added -“that, whatever any ons may
suy, my opinion of you does not change
never witl”
wiled with delight,
nk you, Mr. Stuart,” she said,
“And now please give nie my
yYOu muat not come any tur-
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all earry it home for yon,” he an-
awercd. “We shall not be long, and this
is tons too heavy for your little hands.
Tell me of your lesson. What have you
done to-day, and what is that book”

Margery imediately broke into a long
account of her studies, and withr her
happy serenity restored, ®He walked on
heside him, heedless of the dust or the
sun-<ontent that' their friendahip was
unafiecied.

Stuart Crogbie listened with pleasure
to the ripple of her voiee, hisa eyes never
tired of wandering to sweat fuce.
lovely in its innocemes; but, when he
Sad parted from her and strode home
=long the lanes, his brow iwas clouded
and a puzzled expression rested npon his
face.
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CHAPTER VL

Wednesday morning broke clear and
cloudless. ‘ Margery rose at an early
hour, and sat looking out of her little
window at the sun gilding the fields and
trees with its glory. Stuart Crosble,
too, rose earlier than his wont; and he
occupied  the time till the breakfast-
gong sounded in walking up and dowr
his room, apparently in deep thought.
As the muffled summons reached his ear,
he uttered an impatient “Pshaw!” and
made his way slowly down the stairs.
His mother was. seated at the table
when he entered the room; and he had
scarcely exchanged greetings with her
when Vane Charteris made her appear-
ance. 1t was not Miss Charteris’ usual
custom to honor the breakfast table
with her presence; but since her stay at
Crosbie, the mood had seized her, and
she descended regularly to the early
meal.

“Good-morning, my dear,” said Mrs.
Crosbie, smiling her sweetest. “You look
as fresh as a rose; doesn’t she, Stuart?”

“Words always fail me to describe
Couin Vane’s beauty,’ was his gallant
reply.

Vane smiled languidly; but she was
not quite happy. There was something
strange about this cousin of hers; he
was attentive, but his attentions seemed
to be the outcome of habit rather than
inclination. \Was her power to fail her
liere, too?

“What {8 the programme for to-day™”
oLgervad Mrs. Croshie. “Ah, Vane, my
dear, 1 fear you find this place very
dgny”

“Dull!” repeated: Miss Charteris. *1
can not tell you, my dear aunt, how hap-
py 1 am in your lovely home.”

Mrs. Crosbio felt her heart swell;
more and more she saw the advisability
of a marriage between Stuart and his
cousin, more and more she determined
it should  take place.

“Well, Stuart, what are we to do to
amuse Vane?” she inquired, turning to
her son, with the pleasure called up by
her niece’s speech still lingering on her
fuce.

*] am afraid, mother, I shall not he
able to offer my services to-day. I am
bourd for Chesterham this morning,”
Stuart answered, vigorously attacking a
pie on a side table.

“Clhesterham!” ejaculated his moth-
er. “Why, what takes you there, Stu-
art?”

“An appointmeut with Derwent. He
has written and asked me to meet him
at the junction on his way to town; he
wants to see me.”

“Why could mnot Captain Derwent
conme here for a few days?” inquired
Mrs. Crosbie, coldly. She was annoyed
that anytbing should interrupt the aec-
quaintance that was progressing so sat-
isfactory.

“He can’t; he is due in London.”

“But must yon go?” began his moth-
er, when Vane interrupted with—

“Oh, plepse don’t stop him, auntie, or
he will vote me such a nnisance! Indeed,
we can  spare Stuart  for one
dax, and I will enjov myaself with you if
vou will let me.. We have uot driven to
any places yet; shall we not go some-
where to-day?”

“1 shall be pleasad,” Mra. Crosbie re-
plied, thongh she looked vexed; and all
othor remarks on the subject were stop-
ped, to Stuart’s great relicf, by his f;ttr-
er’s p-nearance—Lady Charteris never
left her room till noon.

The sanive eame in with his eurious

! halting gait; he carried a bundle of let-
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ters pod papers in his hand, and his hag-
gurd f2atures wore a look of surprise.

“(iood morning, my dear,” he said to
Vane, ‘Constaud -to his wife—*"1 have
received 8 most raordinary surprise.
Yead that”-—liolding out a letter.

With ill.coneealed  impatience  Mrs,
Crosbie took the letter he held toward

hat sort of a surprise, dad?” asked

as Cerant!”  exclaimed
azirg at the end of the

This is a surprise indeed! Why,
npiand—has been for

and wants to come to

sibe
" was Stuart’s only utter-

like a letter from the
squire dreamily. “What
has heard or seen any-
s Gerant! It must be
. sinze he left England.
Mra, Crosbie folded up: the letter.
“{Ie is not changed,” she observed—
“at least his letter is as strange and
srvatic a3 of old. Vane, you have heard
vourr mother speak of Douglas Gerant,
have you not?"”
Mis3 Charteris puckered her brow.
v 1 don’t re ser his name,” she re-
piied. “Who I3 he?”
“Your thor’s  eousin—surely
must hwve snoken of him!™
“] have heard of Ilustace Geraat,”
Miss Charieris answered; “but he is
dead.”

she

his is his brother. He too might
have been d=ad for all that we have seen
or heard of him. He was a pe'er-do-weel,
an utter scamp.”

“Dut with great good in him,” added
the aquire warmly. 1 know you did
not think so, Constance; but Douglas al-
wrvs had a fine gererous nature.”

“It was well hidden then,” his wife
rotorted coldly. “I mnever had much
sympathy with him, and I have less
now. A man has no right to be lost to
the world as he las been, and leave a
magnificent inheritance wasting and
neglected when there are others who
would prize ity

*I3 this the long-lost cousin‘who owns
Beecham Park?” asked Vane, with sud-
den interest. “Oh, then 1 have lheard of
him, of courae!”

e came into the property ten'years
ago,” Stuart explained, *and he has not
come home till now. I muat confess I
always had a strong sympathy for this
unknown cousin. What & strange life
his has been! 1 am tempted to envy
him the wonders he must have seen.”

“I am surprised you should speak
lke that, Stuart,” said his mother cold-

ly. 1 caa understand any men of prin-

ciple putting aside his duties for his in-
clinations.”

Miss Charteris looked bored. ;

-“Is he married?” she asked languidly.

“No, mo, my dear,” answered Mra,
Crosbie quickly; “by some marvelous
chance he has escaped matrimony. I al-
ways expected to hear of a low-born
wife; but he appears to have a little
Gerant pride within him, and has spared
us that humiliation.”

“Then he has no heir?” Vame ob-
served.

Mrs. Crosbie did mot reply immedi-
ately; but Miss Charteris saw her hand-
some eyes wander to Stuart's face and
rest there.

“He has the power of willing Beecham
Park,” Mrs. Crosbie remarked; and the
squire broke in with his quiet monoto-
nous voice:

“I have often wished Douglas had
married; he was just the man to be led
to good things by a good woman.”

"ﬁu always were absurd on this sub-
ject, Sholto,” his wife remarked quiet-
y; and the squire discreetly said mo
more.

Stuart moved from the table as the
meal ended, and engrossed with the
newspaper, was lost to all that was pass-
ing around. s
) “I will write this morning and
bid Douglas welcome,” Mrs. Cros-
bie said after s while. As she
rose, she turned to the butler—“Fox,
tell Mrs. Marzham to prepare gsome
rooms for Sir Douglas Gerant; I expect
he will arrive to-morrow. Now, Vane,
I will leave you for half an hour; then,
if you will equip yourself, we will drive
this morning.”

“Thanks, auntie;” and Miss Charteris
walked slowly across the room to onze
of the long French windows, looking
thoughtful aud not altogether dis-
pleased.

“The power to will Beccham Park,”
she mused; “and the heir must be
Stuart Crosbie. His mother’s eyes spoke
that plaicly.”

Miss Charterie glanced at the tall,
well-built form of Stuart; who was still
ictent on the newspaper, and for the
first time the thought of a warmer
feeling dawned in her heart. She found
this cousin a more agreeable companion
tham she had imagined; she was irres-
istibly attracted by his manliness and
charm of manner. Might she not gratify
her ambition as well as her fancy if
she chose this young man for her hus-
band? As mistress of Crosbie Castle
she would once again reign in her world,
but as mistress of Crosbie Castle and
Beecham Park her sovercigniy would
be greater than she ever dreamed of.
Vane felt her heart swell within her
at the glorious prospect her imagination
conjured up; and, standing in the soft
morning sunlight, she vowed to link her
lot with Stuart Crosbie, and be his
wife.

She left the window and walked to-
ward him.

“You are most unkind, Mr. Crosbie,”
she said, looking sweetly plaintive.
“You are going to leave me all day, and
bury yourself in those dry papers.”

Stuart put down his newspaper quick-
ly; he had been utterly unconscious of
her presence.

“I beg your pardon, Vane” he said,
smiling; “indeed it was very rude of
me.”

“I forgive you this time,” she return-
ed, extending her white hand, “on con-
dition that you promise to come home
early from your meeting with this
tiresome man.”

Stuart colored faintly. It was true
that he had received a letter from his
friend, Captain Derwent, also true that
that friend wouid pass through Ches-
terham at some time during the day;
but ,Stuart’s appoinment was not with
Captain Derwent. In an hour’s time he
was to meet Margery, and start for
their picnic in the woode.

“I ghall get back as eoon as I ean,”
he said hurriedly. “In truth, Vane, I
am afraid that you will find Crosbie
horribly dull; there is nothing or mo
one to amuse you. It will be better
in a day or two, for'I intend to invite
one or two peopie for the twelfth.”

“I don't want them,” Miss Charteris
observed, raising her iarge blue eyes
to his; “and, do you know, Cousin
Stuart, strange though it may eeem, ) §
am mnot at all dull in your society.”

Stuart bowed low at her words.

“yon are easily satisfied,” he replied;
and at that moment his mother reap-
peared.

“Now, Vane, T am at your service. By
the bye, Stuart. sball we drive you to
Chesterham? T can easily order —the
barouche instead of the pony carriage.”

“Qh, no, thanks-” he answered, hur-
riedly. “I prefer to walk.”

Mrs. Crosbie elevated her eyebrows,
but made po remark; and Vane followed
her aunt from the room. On reaching
the door, she looked back and kissed
her hand.

“Au revoir, Cousin Stuart!” he said
lightly. “Don’t stay away too long.”

Stuart waited only till the ladies had
well disappeared; then he walked acress
the hall, caught up his tennis hat, and
made his way along the colonnade to
the grounds. He stopped at the entrance
to the court yard, and whistled for
his dogs, then. without another look
round, started across the paddock to
the village.

* - - -

Margery was dressed early. and had
nacked a small basket with some home
made cakes and apples as provender for
the picnie. She had told Mrs. Morris of
her holiday and Mr. Stuart's kindness,
and occupied herself with many little
duties of love for the sick woman be-
fore she left her.

Mrs. Morris watched with tender eyes
the slender form flitting about the room
in its plain white cotton gown. A}l the
wealth of her childless heart was be-
stowed on this girl, and in return she
received pure and deep affection.

“Now, are you quite sure, mother,
vou will not mise me?” asked Margery,
kneeling by the couch when all “her
dutiea were done.

*Nay, that I can not say,” Mrs. Mor-
ris returned, with a faint smile. “I
slways miss you, child; but I shall not
want you. Mrs. Carter is coming in to
see me, and Reuben has promised to
come home for dinner.” .

“Reuben will keep his word then,” de-
clared the girl; “but 1 shall not be away
long.”

“Stay and amuse yourself, Margery
—you are young, and should have plea-
sure. Now get on your bounet and start,
or you will keep the “‘young squire wait-
ing.”

Margery tied on lier sun-bonnet. At
first she had been tempted to don her

Sunday hat, a plain wide-brimmed straw
with a white riblbon; but she checked

HE'S A CONVERT T0 -
A GROWING BELIEF

That Dodd’s Kidney Pills are
the sure cure for Kidney
Disease.

[ 4
Mr. Renie Moulaison was treated by
two doctors, but found his relief

and cure in six boxes of Dodd’s
Kidney Pills.

Surette Island, Yarmouth, N.S., June
19.—(Special.) —Renje Moulaison, a fish-
erman of this place, is a convert to the
growing belief that Dodd’s Kidney Pills
are the sure cure for Kidney Disease.

“My trouble started with a cold,” Mr.

Moulaison states. “ My muscles would.

cramp, I had ‘backache and I had dizzy
spells. My head often ached and I had
a tired. nervous feeling while specke of
light flashed in front of my eyes.

“T suffered in this way for over two
months and wae treated two doctors,
but they didn’t eeem to able to do
much for me. Then T started to take
Dodd’s Kidney Pills and soon started to
improve. I took six boxes in all and now
I am glad toeay I am cured.”

If you have any two or three of Mr.
Moulaison’s sysptoms you may be sure
your kidneya are not in good working
order.  Bad Kidneys mean Backache,
Rheumatism, Heart Disease or Bright’s
Disease unless attended to. The one
sure way to cure them is to use Dodd’s
Kidney Pilla,

herself and put it away, with a blush
at her vanity. She took her little basket,
and walking slowly toward the spring,
sat down by its musical trickling to
wait. She felt more thon ordinarily hap-
py; the memory of Stuart’s kind words
had driven away the sting of his coun-
sin’s remark; there was not a cloud on
the horizon of her young life. 8he want-
ed for nothing to complete her happiness
and reveled in the sunshine and the
golden glory of summer as only a heart
can that has tasted no sorrow, seen not
the darkness or gloom of pain.

She had not waited long before the
sound of hastening footsteps told her
that Stuart was at hand; and she bent
to caress the dogs as he approached,
thus hiding the pleasure that dawned on

r face.

“I am fearfully late, Margery,” Stuart
said apologetically, as he flung himself
down on the cool mossy bank. “By Jove,
though, T had no idea I could walk so
fast! I have come here in no time.”

“You do look tired,” she said quickly;
“let us rest avghile. Shall I get you some
milk?” '

Stuart shuddered. The thought recall-
ed all the horrors of Judy's draught that
summer morning.

“No, thanks; I will have some water.
Do you know, Margery, I don’t believe
T can go very much further. What do
you say to a picnfc in the Weald wood P

“Y think it will be very nice. But, Mr.
Stuart, where is your basket?”

“My basket?” he echoed.

“Yes—your lunch,” said  Margery,
holding out her tiny hamper. “You have
forgotten it.”

“Yes, T have, Will it matter?” asked
Stuart, gravely, thinking he had never
seen so sweet a picture as the girl before
him.

“Well, yon know, to picnic it is neces-
sary to have some food; but perhaps,
1 have enough for both.”

(To be Oontinuned.)

The microscope in the hands of
experts employed by the United
States Government has revealed
the fact that a house fly some-
times carries thousands of disease
germs attached to its hairy bodv.
The continnous use of Wilson’s
Fly Pads will prevent all danger
of infection from that source by
killing . both the germs and the

flies. T T
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THE TEMPEST.

There was tumult in the aitic,
There was bedlam down below,

And the sound of children weeping,
And a grumbling deop and low,

For ithe dust in clouds was flyiug,
And the air was dark with gioom,

Ag the storm grew loud and louder
With its terrifying boom!

Here aw.l there a man lay panting,
Overcome, and faint and weak,

Crouching down in abject terror,
Daring not to move or speak; -,

Stout the hearts that braved the buttle
Feared not sword or deadly gun,

Yet they stood like arrant cowards,
Tempted sore to break and run.

Here and there were frightened children,
Laughing. howling as they roam
Running loose axong the wreckagye
Of that one-time happy home:
While the womnen, pale and haggard,
Faces set and locks aniray,
Stormed with brush and broom and dus-
ter,
On that awful cleaning day!
—Charles Irwin Juniin in Puek.
el A

Saved from Consumption

Another Startling Case That
Proves the Unguestionable
Merit of “Catarrhozone.”

Miss Louise Murphy, a well-known
society belle residing at 28 Monument
street, Medford, writes: “Kindly ifor-
ward me three outfita of Catarrhozone,
which I have found wmost valuable for
Catarrhai affeciions of the head and
throat. Catarrhozone cured me: of
weak lungs, and really saved me from
consumption. 1  am  recommending
CATARRIIOZONE above all othar
treatments, knowing what great cura-
tive powers it possesses. .1 know
others who have benefitted by Catarrh-
ozone.

In your caze, Catarrozone would be
useful. Why not got it to-day. Com-
plete  outfit is pufficient for two
monthy’ treatment, and costs but $1;
trial size, 25c., at all dealers in medi-
cine,

—_———

The old notion that women are more
emotienal than n  has been dizered-
jted by a celebrated authorily o
Europe. ‘ s

PERSEVERING,
(Boston Transcript.)

l::t&ent—&ny! that isn’t the tooth I want

rulled.

Dentist—Never mind.
— .

THE LAST WORD.
(Detroit* Free Press.)

A Wisconsin couple have remarried
efter a aegaration of 40 years. Did it
take him that long to make upshis mind
to let her have the last word?

A USE FOR THE RECA_'.L.
(New York Sun.)

K:lllcikvb-Whlt do you know about the
rec 4
Bocker—] belleve in it for umplires.

P e it e

CONSTANCY.
(Smart Set.)
“Yor gave me the key of your heart, my
ove;
Then why do you make me knock?’

‘“Oh, that wi esterday, saints above!
And last night—I changed the lock!”
el A —

I'm coming to it.

EXPLAINED.
(Harper's Bazar.)

Indignant Diner—"Look here, waiter, I
{lmi. found a button in this dish of roast
urkey.” *

Calm Walter—*''Yes, sir; it's part &t the

dressing.”
PRI
CONDENSED.

(Life.)

“What a cunning chiffonier!™

“Yes,” sald the flat dweller, “‘isn’t 1t?
That was our reception room, and we
had e set of drawers made to fit it."”

—_———————
WHAT THEY ALL SAY.

(Puck.)

Employer—I hope you are saving some-
thing out of your salary, Jamelg
Office Boy—Yes, sir; most all of it, sir.
Employer (eagerly)—Do you want to
buy an automcbile cheap?
————————

CAN YOU BEAT IT.
(Boston Transcript.)
She—I'm afra!d, Tom, dear,
find me a mine of faults.
He—Darling, it shall be the greatest
labor of my life to correct them.
Ehe (flaring up)—Indeed, you shan't.
———

HIS CREDITORS.
(Boston Transcript.)

She—Doesn’t it worry you dreadfully
to owe so many bills you cannot pay?
He—No; why should I worry over other

you will
7

pecple's troubles?

e G
THE INEVITABLE STAB.
(Harper’= Bazar.)
Grace—You'd never dream the number
of proposals I've had this winter.
Ilielen—No, dear, but I am sure Yyou
dreamed most of them.
e - nicine

FOREWARNED.
(Harper's Bagzar.)
Mistress—\When you leave I shall want
a weok's warning.
Bridget—It’s me habit, mum, merely to
give a blast on the auto horn.
e

NOT CONFINED TO TURKEY.
(Boston Transcript.)

Miss Young—In Turkey a woman does-
n"v. xnow her husband until she's married

nim.
Mrs. Wedd—Why mention Turkey es-
pecially?

e G P

THE INDISPENSABLE BOY.
(Puck.)
Caller—How is your new office boy
getting along these days
Lawyer—Oh, fine! e's got things so
mixed up now that I couldn't get along
without him!

HER DISTINCTION.
(Harper's Bazar.)

A teacher asked her classin
E!nle the difference between t
results’” and ‘‘consequences.’”
A bright girl replied: ‘“‘Results are
what you expect, and consequences are

what you get.”

elling to
e WO

ITS DEGREE.
(Harper's Basar.)
Mrs. Blowit—Are you planning an ex-
peusive gown?
Mrs. Xnowit—Well, it will take a least
lC'e ccurses and his favorite disheato get

(USSR SN
HER SACRIFICE.
(Life.)
I!M;.dge—-W'hat is Dolly’s ambition In
ife

Marjorie—She hopes to marry a mlllion-
aire and save him from the disgrace of
dying rich.

S ————

READY-WITTED.
(Boston Transcript.)

Tramp—Mister, would you give me &
nickel for a meal?
Pedestrian—For a glass of beer, more
likely.
Tramp—Whatever you says, boss; you-
're payin’ for it.
—_— - —————

CREDULITY.
(Washington Star.)

“‘Some women belleve everything a man
tells them.”

“Yes,” replied Mr. Meekton, ‘ Before I
married Henrletta, I told her I would be
her slave for life, and her trusting na-
ture refuses L0 accept any compromise.”

e~

THE +HORROR OF IT.
(Harper's Bazar).

Rogers—Qur bank of depousit has stop-
pod payment.

Mrs. Rogers—Oh, John! And I have
three of those lovely blank checks which
wil! have to be wasted.

—— e+ et O

MORE EVIDENCE.
(Washingion Star).

“Here is mora evidence of feminine su-
periority,” =ald Mrs. Baring-Bannuers.

““What iz 1t?"

“A hen cackles only when alie haa lald
an ozg and a roosier crows inerely teo
pitract idle attention.”

. —— e

ALWAYS THAT DANGER.

(Cetholic Standard and Times).
ALt proud beauty!” exclaimad ifttle
Snlrn;lnst ‘you.spurn my laove now, but
let me’tell.gou, I wlll not aiways be a
clerk. I
“That’'s s0,” Interrupted the
girl, “you may lose your job.”
S e

heartless

NO GOOD FOR HIM.
(Philedelphia Record.)

The dyspeptic was dlscour
subject of his allments.
““Worcestershire sauce 13

the Ilver,” sald the man
vice.

“PBut I never eat
Gayspeptic.

ON THE
(Harper's

“Why don’t you

Blither asked
make areputation §
*“\What's the utse?” 4 Sifthars.
no gooner malke It thav se old ladies,
on- the piazza here would tear it “zll to

picces.”

on the

lver,” snapped the

HOTEL PIAZIA.

Weel:ly.)

woa iittia n,

4 L and
urs=lr.’

tra
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STARVED NERVES

The Cause of Neuralgia—It Must
Be Treated Through the Biood.

Neuralgia is a cry of the merves ior
more and better blood. It literally
means that the nerves are being starved.
Like every other part of the body the
nerves receive their nourishment through
the blood. There is therefore no doubt
that Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills will cure
the worst case of Neuralgia. They ac-
tually make new, rich blood, earrying tv
the starved merves the elements thoy
need, thus driving away the sharp, tor-
turing pains which nearly drive the suf-
ferer wild. So many cases of neuralgis
have yielded to treatment through Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills that every sufferer
{rom this dreadful trouble should use no
time in glving the Pills a fair trial. Mrs.

phia }‘ghuon, Mosan, Sask., says:
“For upwards of ten years I was a per-
iodical sufferer from mcuralgia. It locat-
ed in the sidé of my face and in the jaw,
which would actually click every time I
opened or closed my mouth. At timea
the pains would be almost unendurabie,
and as time went on, my whole nervous
systom seemed to be affected. 1 was
constantly doctoring, but the doctor did
not seem to be able to ?ive me psruan-
ent relief, and at last I decided to try
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. I got a half.
dozen boxes, and before they ware half
gone I felt much better, and by the time
I had used them all every symptom of
the tromble had gone, and I was enjoying
a comfort I had not known for years. 1
have since remained in the best of
health, and ean only say I owe the joy
of living without pain to Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills.” /

Sold by =all medicine dealers or by
mafl at 50 cents a box or six boxes for
$2.50 from The Dr. Williams’ Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

— e

HAD THEIR DOUBLES.

Instances Among Celebrities—Dickens
and Tennyson.

Many celebr! have had their doubles,
Grant Duff records that he found ‘“‘Prof.
8chrader so l\ldlcrouﬂ{‘ like Huxley that
1 went up and shook hands with liim at
Lady Alford's.”” There waa & Strong
phyeical resemblance between Tennyson
and Leslie Stephen, in spite of disparity
in years, and between Jules Ferry and
Whiteley, the Universal Provider.

Edmund Yates was so llke the late
Shah of Persia .that his  photographs
were so0ld in Brussels as the Shah’s
when Nasr-ed-Din visited that city. Sir
Laurence Alma-Tadema used to have a
double in George Du Maurier. So closely
did they resemble each other that a lady
at dinner one night addressed Du Maur-
fer as S84 Alma, and assured him that
he was “really not a bit lMke that Mr.
Du Maurier, as people tried to make out.”

It is open to the fictionist who deals
in doubles t0 point to many instances in
resd life. Xing George and the Cmar of
Russia could exchange parts without any-
body notdci the physical difference.
The Duke of Norfolk and the late George
Munville Fenn were ost exact dupli-
cates in outward appearance. And two
such artists In different ways as Anthony
Hope and Edward German were in their
eariier years agaln and again mistaken
for each other.

They were hardly “doubles,” but there
was & remarkable resemblance between
Tcnnynl;i‘l and Dickens. Comyns Carr In
his * inent Victorians,” tells how he
ounce showed the poet a pencil drawing
which Millais had made of Dickens after
death. Mr, Carr himself had been struck
by the resemblance the portrait bore to
Tennyson, and was curious to see if th
poet would noties it. Tennyson gaz
at it intently for & minute and then ex-
claimed, “Why thls is a most extraor-
d!tlxm drawing. It is exactly llke my-
self.”

—_———
A CANADIAN ACCENT.
(Kingston Standard.)

Lieutenant Governor Gibson advises us
us to cuiltivate a distinectly Canadian ac-
cent. ~ The trouble is that the ordinary
Canadlan accent is not a pleasant one;
of half-and-half accent, &

mixture of Irish, Scotch and English,
with none of the strong ‘“‘burr” of the
Scotch, the softness of the Irish or the
fuil and broad vowel sounds of the E:ﬁ_
lish. The Canadian accent has this ad-
vantage, that
will in Canada, except, of course, in the
Province of Quebec, the accent is ver
muck the same. There are elight dif-
ferences, it is true, between the accent
of city people and some of the rural pop-
pulation; but on the whole there is great
siniilarity. et

(RS W S————
The trouble with a dead beat is that
he always comes to life.

MORE
PINKHAM
CURES

Added fo the Long List due
to This Famous Remedy.

Glanford Station, Ont.—*‘I have taken
YTy, Lydia E. Pinkham’e
Vegetable
pound for years
and never found
any medicine to
compare with it, I
had ulcers and fall-
ing of the uterus,
and doctors did me
no good. I suffered
g:eadﬁ;l.l.{. until I
gan taking your
medicine. Ft has
also helped other
women to whom I have recommended
it.”—Mrs, HENRY CLARK, Glanford
Station, Ontario.

Another Cure

Harvey Bank, M. B.—I can highly
recommend Lydia E, Pinkham’s Ve
table Compound to any suffering
woman. 1 bave taken it for female
weakness and painful mensiruation
and it cured mie. — MRS, DeVeRrs
BARBOUR.

Be-~ausze your case iz a diflicult one,

stors having doue you no good, do
not continue to suffer without giving
Lydia L. Pinkham’s Vepgatable Com-
pound a trial. It surely haa cured
many cases of female ills, such as in-
flammation, ulceration, disnlacements,

ir:‘egulzri’.f 8, periodi
o G

however, where one

é.

Com-

Iz woren,

n:_ yon wani specinl advice

‘Ifyr“e Endli' ft to RMMrs. Finkham,
e, 2Ss. It is frec and

always helpfal.




