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" her in his arms for a momen:.

- gether and alone.

“Aud you, Joan,” he asked, v,
humbly, “shall I tell you how you abaii
know whether you love me a
Just a little? Yes? Were you
me the other night, or did
nothing to

sorry if I said ‘Good-by,’ sud jou!

knew that I was going, never to 1e-
turn  Tell me, Joan!”

Silent still, she loocked out to ses,
watching a curlew as it rose above the
eliffy and soared over the down.

“'Xo.”" he murmured, “you would not
care! Then, indeed, you do-not love me
in the least, Joan, and never will. Love
comes at first sight, or never at all!
You do not love me, Joan'! And it is
good-by—and forever——'' and his hands
grew loose¢ on hers.

With a faint little ery she turned to
him, und her hand clasped his, but still
held him off.

“Yes!” she panted. “I know! I love
you'! [f—if all you say is true—I love
you!"

He caught her to him, and she let hex

rest upon his breast, but as his
Tips bent down to kiss her, put up her
hands to keep them oif, in simple maid-
-en modesty. '

,“Oh, my darling!” hs murmu ed,
passionately. ‘““Is it true’ Can i. be
true’ I have thought of this, dresumed
of it, and has it come true? Joan, my
darling! My love! Tell me ounce more!
Whisper, ‘Stuart, I love you!"”

Her head lower for a mom-
-ent, then she raised it till her lips were
near his ‘ear, and whispered the coufes-
mion that cost her more than he could

!Stuart, I love you!’’ and twice she
repeated the sweet words, ‘I love you!
I love you!”

His passionate kisses could no longer
be kept back, aud they rained upon her
face and hair, until, trembling and al-
.armed, she strove to free herself, and
then he soothed her back to courage
again.

‘‘Forgive me, Joan! I did not mean to
frighten you! There, one kiss more, and
i wiii be comient for a time. But, oh,
Joan. if you kuew Low happy I am!”

“Perhaps I can guess by my own
heart,” she said, with innocent frank-
ness. ‘‘Ah, how strange it seems! Aund
—aud vou have cared for me all this
time '

“Yes,” Le said, fervently; “from the
first; from the very first, Joan. My
heart spoke plainly emough that night;
it said aloud, ‘Here is my mate.’ But
ou I went, like au idiot and a clod.
I would not listen! I would not believe'
Fool that I was; I tried to argue it
down ! But——" He stopped and drew
the hood around her tenderly, with an
&ir of appropriation, which made her
thrill through and through with a name-
less delight.

Theve was giienee for 1+ moment, then
ahe said, softly, as if swe weie commun-
ing with herself:

=1 cannoc understand why you should
care for me; you who have seen the
world, and have met so many beautiful
~" =he stopped, and a litile shudder
ran throuhg her, a cold thriil of muiden-
“fut perhaps you have
loved--I am not the first™—"

“You are the first m my aeary, the
first woman [ ever really ioved, Joan,
be said, answering aer uafinished ques-
t:on with the alwrity of passion eager
to piease ang saiisfy. ~The very first:
You reign alone qu-en of iy heart,
Joan, und you——"

Niie looked up at him in simple faith
and truth, and smiled 1 sweel, sclemn
smile, .

“L di¢ not know until to-nigirt whai
love meant,” she said, softiy.

Preseutly she staited.

~1 must go,” she sail, reluctantly, al-
mos'g sorrowfully, as Kve might have
spok when the hour a.rived for kir
departure from her paradise.

tle struek a maten and looked at his
wateh, and while the licht burned looked
at ber face with all a (ovei’s passionate
hunger.

“No soon!” he gaid. “*We seem to have
been nere scarcely a minute. Let me
wrap your cloak tightly around you.
Sec ' and under the pretence he fotded
~Joun,
to-morrow [ wiil come for you, and we
will comre hera again, stand cn this very
spot, and you shall te!! me cne2 more
that vou love me! How surprised Coi-
onel UVliver and the two girls will be!
And yet [ don’t think they will,” and
he laughed with a quiet enjoyment.

“You-—you will tell them?” she said,
falteringly.

“f will not if you wish it, dearest”
he said. “Let us wait until tbe day
after to-morrow. [t will scem all the
sweoter, baving our eecrst to ourseives.”

“Yes,” she assented, with a great up-
lifting of the heart. “Until the day
after to-morrow, and fhey shall know,”
and -h~ «ighed fiintly.

“And you will meet me to-morrow,
dearest?” he said. ,

Shey huu . cacd e skirts of the
vilisge, and the Lghts of the Elms shone
ahead of them.

"YM,” she
“Where ?”’

“Come to the stile by the park,” he
said. ~“We shall be alone theg2; come
early. Joau. [ shall he there ut elcven,
aud we canw take a Jong walk, we two to-
And give me one

ﬁarﬁng kise, Joan. Good-night, my dar-
ng—good night!”

He held hker in his arms for 1 moment.
his lips pressed to hers, and then she slid

asseuted,

" from his embrace “like a moonbeam.”

? v’ | v *v_w

flitted away from him, and was lost in
the shadows. ,
He waited until he heard the

obediently. |

|

|

i

- —for
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rapidly toward the Wold, his brain still
bard at work.

“I will persuade her to me
scon,” he said, “and the Wold shall be
made fit for her; there shall be music
and laughter once more in the old place,
and all shall go as merry as marriuge
bells. Oh, Joan, Joan, my simple, inno-
creat darling, you have made a new man
of Stuart Villiars.”

And so, manufacturing gnod resolu-
tions as he went, he unlocked the door
and entered his lonely rooms te throw
himself in a chair by the fire, and call
up & sweet vision that only a few mo-
ments ago nestled against his heart.

If it be true that the road to hell is
paved with good resolutions, how sadly
and with what iofinite despair must
those who have reached the Dismal
Gates look back upon the way they had
trodden!

CHAPTER XIIL
Joen opened the door softly, and as
softly she stole along the passage. If
she could only reach her room and be
alone with the new, strange joy which
suffused her whole being!

To be alone, and yet not alone
would mnot his face, his voice,
be always with her, night and day,
henceforth, and from thence-
forth  to - be  weieomed hy  her,
and hugged and cherished as something
belonging to her—to her, Joan, the hap-
piest of hecaven’s mortals?

She longed to reach her flowers and
whisper her love to them; she longed to
be at the open window, that she might
look down. at the spot where they had
stood and the strange, sweet, " almost
painful joy had first come to her!

But evil chance had willed otherwize.
As she ieached the parior door, the
voices of the two girls were raised in
unlovely shrillness over seme dispute;
the sound smote upon Joan’s sars—filled
with the music of her lover’s voice—and
made her shudder and hurry past; but
t}w door was ajar, and Julia caught
sight of her dress, and called to lier in
strident tomes:

‘I3 that yow, Juan® Come here.”

She turned and alowly, reluctantly,
pushed open the door ard entered.
The two girls were seated at the round,
rickety table, aud the garish light of
the ugly, cracked lamp fell upon a mis-
cllaneous litter, conapicuous among
which were a pair of wool work slippers
and a hideous smokizg-cap. z

‘““Look here, Joan,” said Emmeline,
holding the hideous cap im a protesting
kind of way. “Julia and I have been
quarreling, as usual. It cccurred to me
the other day that, 2s Lord Villiars had
becn so extremely kind and—and—at-
tentive—"’ :

“He has spoken about twenty words
to her,” iuterpolated Julia, with a dis-
agreeable sueer.

“That I ought to make some return.
So I walked down to the village and got
a pattern of a smoking-eap in canvas.
I don’t ruppose he particularly wants a
cap; but all the same, I thought it
would look a3 if I were not insensible
to his kindness. Well, I set to work and
filled it in and made it up, but instead
of keeping the thing to mysel!, I men-
tioned it, like an idiot, to Jue, and I
need scarcelv tell vou, who. know her so
well, that she instantly went znd cop-
ied my idea. Bought a pair of slippers,
if you pleuse! As if he hadn’t enough
slippers.  And she must nzeeds try and
steal a march on me.”

“[ should be sorry to steal anything
of yourg, mv dear Em!"" remarked Julia,
parentietically.

There weas womething 3o grotesque, so
comical in the sceno that Joan, lboking
from the cap to the slippers, and from
those objects of art to the inflamed
facos of the girls, felt the spirit of
mirth rising within lher, and suddenly
broke into a peal of laughter.

*Like unfamiliar music the laugh ran
through the room, and the girls, after
staring at her in amazed silence, turned
pale with anger and commenced to pour
out the via's of their wrath upoun her
devoted head.

“Oh, vou laugh, do you?®" exclaimed |
Julia, starting up and clutching the
slippers; ‘““that is all the sympathy we
get from you'’’

“We are laughed at iu ovr own
house !’ caid Fmmeline; “and by Joan.
We have surk low indeed. I suppose you
will say (hat it doesn’t matter whether
Lord Villiars gets our. presents or not?”

Joan might tiuthfully have answered
in the affirmative, but stood silent.

“And I suppose you will say that he
has not .bown us any attention '’ said
Julia; ‘“and considering the shameless
way in which you ran after him, it is
wounderful that he has had the courags
to speak to us at all.”

Joau’s color rose aud fell.

*1 wonder you naven’t thought f{it to
make him a present,” said Emmeline,
with a smeer.

youw
‘But to-might’s work settles it.

“I?”’ »aid Joan.

““Yes. I have no doubt that your seif-
conceit is equal to the oecasion.””
gray-greeu eyes serutinized Joan’s faee ;
as she spoke. ‘“Where have you been to-!
night, Joau>"’ . .

‘On the cliffs,” said Joan, snd her
eyes drooped under the beld, cruel seru,
timy.

**Have vou been alome to-night?”’ de-
manded Emmeline, sharply.

““No, I have not been alone,’ said
Joan, quietly, her eyes fized on the
lamp.

“Oh, indeed!”’ smeered Julia; “and
who accompanied you, please:”

‘I have been with Lord Villiars,” she
* The two girls turned green with jeal-
ous eunvy, aud then pale with fury, and
fixed her with the stare of a coupie of
bagilisks. _

Emmeline, as usual, was the I{irst to!

I

“With—Lord—Villiars!” she exclaimed
under her breath. :

“To-night, at this time, on the cliffa!”
gasped Juiia. “And yon can stand there
and dare us like this. Joan, you are the
most shameless girl in Christendom?1”

“shameless!” the word breke from ber
Hps o s gaep. |

The
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shall lesve Deercombe to-morrow.
till papa comes home!” . |

Joan looked from ome to the other.
her beautiful face pale and sad and in—
dignant. i

The truth trembled on her lips. She
felt as if she must cry aloud, “I am his!
1 am Lord Villiars’ future wife!” but it
seems to her as if the declaration would
be simple sacrilege at such a time and to
such as these.

She turned and walked to the door,
the eyes of the girls following her
deep jealousy burring in each; then she
paused, her lips parted as if she was go-
ing to speak, but instead she remsimed
silent and passed out.

She went to her room, the sneers and

rv of the girls pursuing her; and it
was hours before she could forget them
and recall the passionate voice and hand-
some face of her lover.

Pale and distrait, she came down |to
brezkfast on the morrow, and amidst &
dense silence took her place at the table.

The two girls shot a couple of venom-
ous glances at her, then stared at their
plates.

The colonel—who had lost heavily at
loo at the club on the previeus eTening
—growled at the toast and swore at the
bacon. but carefully refrained from ad-
dressing her until he rose; then he said,
in a would-be careless voice: )

“Qh, Joan, by the way, you look as if
you wanted a change.  You have sot
been yourself lately. What do you say
to going down to Marazion, ia Coram-
wall?”

“Marazion?” said Joan: scarcely know-
ing what she was saying, her eyes fixed
on her plate.

“Yes,” she said, fumbling with his eye-
%]:ms, “Marazion—just the place for you.

know some people there who would
take charge of you; of course, it will
cost me something—lodgings are awfully
dear now everywhere—but I don’t mind.
Youw'd better go to-morrow—the ten-
eleven train. Look here, Joan; Vve
heard all about your goings on with
Lord Vililars, and T'd better tell you at
once that it’s of no use—just a waste of
time and emergy. Youwre my ward, you
know, and I shouldn’t countenanee or
give my consent to—to—anything of
the kind, even if Lord Villiars wished it;
and from what I know of him, eh? Oh,
look here, it’s no use, you know-—Julia
and Em are both older than you are,
and——eh? Better go to Marazion, Joan—
you understand; stop there for three or
four months, and—eh? Ill drive you
over to catch the train to-morrow.” And
the colonel got up and left the room.

The two girls stared at her with a maa-
licious smile, and.Joan, drinking a cup of
milk, got up quickly and silently left the
room. i

She went up to her room and looked
out at the sea in deep, distracted

thought.

CHAPTER XIIL

Joan could not hope to see Lord Vil-
liars there. She could hear his voice, see
his face no more—for four months were
as good, or as bad, as eternity to her.

She pictured herself alone on the bleak
Corprish coast and Lord Villiars miles
away. No more meetings and walks on
the eliffs, ~no sweet words o kisses
fraught with love! For would not the
colonel, prompted by the spiteful girls,
put her under close espionage and
watch? She would be a close pri-
soner wherever they sent her. So
olose that though her lover might be
ever so near, she would not be permitted

‘to see him.

Her heart, brave as it was, sank under
the prospect, and was as heavy as lead
as she put on the old frieze cloak and
went down to the park.

She reached the stile. and a moment
later Lord Villiars ‘was by ler side.

My darling, and you have come!”
e said, his strong arms thrown around
her.

“Yes, I have come,” she said, forcing
a smile. “But it is for the last time.”

“The last time!” he echoed. smoothing
ber soft, silky hair from her forehead.
“What do you mean?”

“Colonel Oliver is going to send me te
Marazion.” s

“To Marazion? Where on earth is
that?” he exclaimed. “And why?”

*It is on the Cornish coast; and—and
—because he—thev—think that [ am
too—too—iriendly with you!”

“Oh, they do! Let me look at you,
Joan, mv darling! You look pale. Have
they been browbeating you?”

She was cilent, her long white fingers
toying with the great buttons eon his
shooting coat. ,

“Joan, they mean to make a prisoner
of vou! They mean to part us!”

“Oh, no!” she breatihed, unconsciously
pressing cioser to him.

“Yes, that is what they mean to do,
but they shall not! Only say the word
—say it after me—'Stuart. they shall
not; nothing shail separate us!’”

“Stuart,” she repeated, “nothing shall
separate us!”

“Good, my darling!” he said. “And
now to put your oath into effect! Joan,
are you brave snough to come with me,
instead of going to Marazion?”

“To go with you instead of going te
l!anzion?” she echoed, looking up at

im.

“Yes,” he said. “Listen, Joan, my
darling! Instead of going to Marazien,
where you will be a2 prisoner. and shut
up away from me, will you come to Lon-
don with me and be my wife?”

“Your wife!” The words dropped

from her lips syllable by syilable, and

her cheeks ffamed.

“Yes;” he urged, “my wife! Say the
word, Joan—my dear Joan—my darl-
ing! Say the word! See, I am at your

| feet!” and he knelt to her and kissed

her hazds.

And for answer she leaned over him
and murmured:

“Yes, I will come!”

He stood silert for a moment or twn,

her dark
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nue, Hamilton, an: empioyee of the Otis
Elevator Company, sustained serious in-
J!fxw!ﬂew A piank feil from a
height eu to his right foet, crushing it
badly. He was taken home, wheve Zam-
Buk was applied, with good result.

Telling his experience of the balm,

of kis own 1 was in great pain, and as
day afier day I seemed to get no relief I
left off medical treatment and tried
Z.axn-Buk. From the very first appliea-
tion § traced an improvement. Zam-
Buk really seemed to act like magie,
cleaning all the unhealthy matter from
t!\o wounds, drawing out zll discolora-
tion, inflammation and soreness; and
started hezling in quick time. In twe
weeks the toe and foot were weil agaiu.
Zam-Buk Balm is certainly a wonderful
healer, and 1 would not care to be with-
out a box in the house. You ean use
the above statement in any papers, books
or pubiications, as it may lcad some oth-
er sufferer to nge Zam-Buk and get relief
as 1 did.” ‘

All workers siould keep, Zam-Buk
handy. Applied to a cut or wound, it
stops the piin, commences healing, and
—what is equaily fine—it prevents all
possibitity of blood-poisoning. Zam-Buk
is equally good for skin diseases, and
cures eczema, itch, ulcers, abscesses, vari-
cose ulcers, scalp sores,  abseesses, vari-
cte. It heals colds, cracks, chapped hands,
frost bite: cures piles and all inflamed
conditions of the skin and tissue. Fifty
cents a box, from all druggists and stores,
but avoid imitations and  substitutes,
some of which are highly dangerous, aml
none are beneficial.

(5]
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Five miputes passed in absolute si-
lence; then he said in a low voice, in
whieb entreaty and command were skil-
fully mingled:

*“Joan, you must be very hrave, dear-
est! You will not be afraid?”

“Why should I be afraid?”

“Why, indeed! [ am big enough to
take care of you, certainly. But all the
same, vou will need all your courage.
Is there an early—a very early train
from here?”

“Yes. the mail train, at 4 o’cloek.”

“We shall have to go by that, dear-
est.” -

“Yes,” she said
will be aquite dark.”

“All the better,” hie said, gravely. “Lis-
ten to me, Joan. Are vou brave enough
to steal out of the house to-morrow at
half-past three, and to come to the end
of the lane by the hill? We ean reach
the station in half an hour or less, and
be haif way to London or furtiier before
they miss us.”

A faint shudder ran through her.

“They cannot overtake us?” she whis-
pered, the colonel’s furious face and
the two girls’ bitter voices rising Lefore
ber.

unhesitatingly; “it

heuid: “After the doctor had dressed come.
»| the damaged foot with some preparation
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& story back of the young
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“WHY DON'T YOU ATTEMPT TQ AN-

SWER QUESTION 13?7 HE AGAIN
ASKED: : ‘
maintzined a widowed mother; while

pursuing his studies. He bhad Studied
in an evening school.

Anether fact. was also known to the
examiner. Hope was in love with an at-
tractive and deserving  stenographer,
whe worked irn a busy jaw office.. While
soine of Hone’s friendd were somewhat
skeptical, Myrtle Willow had never lost
faith in him. The world did not under-
stand. The examiner did. A hero sat
before him.

. The Hen. Joht Harding observed the
youth—a slave to ambi Was it a
gnod thing for a young man to be ambi-
tious? Still, from such material as this
‘the world had ever derived its greatest
be nefits.

The examiner stepped to the window.
The squirrels were playing about the
lawn which. surrounged ,the capitol
building. The autumn laves were al-
ready fulfing. He remembered his ex-
perience in the years gonme by. Time
,Was & precious asseb. He again pictured
the group of boys he had known; the
eager scanning of questions; the wait-
ing for the posted bulletin in the hotel,
which would scal thair fate. Some of
them: were dead. he: couxt records
alone borewestimony fo-their zeal. The

they cannot overtake us. They might
telegraph, perhaps, but I can beat them
even there,” he added confidently.

. He looked at his watch.

“ fear I must go now, darling.” he
said, reluctantly. “There ave all sorta
of arrangements to make; and--and we
must not be seen together to-day, in
case thev should grow suspicious.”

He held ier for a woment, then re-
leased her. and watched her as her siim,

girlish formr sved up the slopes.
(To be Continued.)

SLAD TIDINGS
FROM NOVA SCOTA

Sure Relief For Sutfering
Women is Found in Dodd’s
K dney Pilla.

“Trust to me,” he answercd. “’.\’0,l

Miss Kathleen Murphy Teils How She
Suifered and How Easy and Com-
plete Was Her Cure by the Great
Canadian Kidrey Remedy.

Tangicr Mines, Halifax Co., N. N.. Nov.
14.—(Special)— there is no longer any
doubt that of the thousands of suifering
women of Canada. uine ovut of every ten
owe their troubles to Kidney Disease.
For that reason il i3 glad tidings that
Miss Kathleen Murphy, of this place, i3
gending out to her suffering sisters.

“My troubles started from a cold,”
says Miss Murphy in an interview. g !
had pains in my head and back, and
Rheumatism and Diabetes Zinally devel-
oped. .

“Thea | started to take Dodd’s Kid-
ney Pills and they cleared out my Rheu-
matism, cured my Kidney Diseuse and
brought back my health.

“I would not be without Dodd’s Kid-
ney Pills, for L have given them a thor-
ough test and found them to be all that.
is elaimed for them.” |

The secret of health for women is te
keep the kidneys strong and healthy.
Healthy kidneys mean pure biood, abua-
dant energy and a elesr. healthv ('nm-f
plexion. The one sure way to keep the
kidneys he:il:hy 13 Lo iise qud”.«, Kidney
Pills.

<

Keeping Dandelions From Lawns.

There are those who say the dandelion
cannot be killed. [ know better—I've
t'tid‘ it. I have a lawn 200 feet by IS0
fpet without a dandelion, and I didn’t rip
up my lawn, either. o i

How do I kecp ?e dandelions out? §
dig them out carefully every spring awd
keep a close watch for their reappeas=
anee during the summer, thus avoiding
the seeding. Every spring L scattes
plenty of blue grass seed on my la
and thus supply it with seed that is loaf
to it by reason of frequent cutting.

Not onty that. but when T am'diggi
dandelions I have a pecket full of seg
handy and drop a pinch of seed in encl
hole T make wher I extract the dandes
lign from the sod. New grass grows
anicklv, fills the hole and chokes
' dandelion.—Denver Post.

' John Harding

For the =—le pie brirgs us the gift o' the

eéxnminer realized the happiness whieh
wonld come to the girl whe had linked
her future to the young man before

higs . Herepwas tragedy. Thyee years
of prtient stpdy omd Lsa count:
ing of dimes—then failure” N 0, a thou-

sand timeg no. He might save him and
still be true to his. trust.

The Hon. John Harding sauntered
down the aisle, Victor Hepe sat with
his legs twisted abéut his chair. The
tension of mind and body was apparent.
Moisture  stood on the brow of the
courageous stvdent.  The examiner in-
spected his paper.
ansv.ered. Ten wminutes, alone remained.
. *And why don’t you attempt to an-
swer question 137" usked Harding.

The eves of the troubled student met
Lis. “Because,” was the reply, “I dont
know whether to say ves or no.”

The examinerpaced up and down the
wisle. It was a critical moment. Might
there not be soine snggestion that could
be given—some hint that could  be
broueht to hear without breach of trust
on his part? “HNe tiought of the widow
and the girl. iow eagerly they would
scun the list of those who passed in the
evering papers.  is brow coatracted.
This very question might lose Hope his
degree. He pictured the faijlure and dis-
couragement, with months of further
toil and anxiety. -

He glanced at his watel.
utes alone remained.
up to the desk.

“Why don’t you atiempt to ansyer
question 1327 he again asked.

“T don’t know whether to say ves or

no,” was again the reply of the desper-
o ate- eondidate, o«
“¥on don’t know?” repeated the Hom
“Didn’t vour girl know
what to say when you asked her to
merry yon” )

When larding looked over the papers
the next day he found that the ques-
tion had been answered in the affirma-
tive. 1t further appeared that the
correct answering of this question alene
saved the standing of Vietor Hope. Six
months later Hope was appeinted as-
gistant to the United States distriet at-
torneve- but his wife doesn’t know to

, Five min-
1le again stepped

made her husband an hovored and sue-
cossful member of the bar.
-

Apple Pie.

cate, .

Fidd'e: at the barn yard, why do you wait?

Cpen face and cross-barred, covered it you
T likes

A&ole ple army is a-comin’ down the pike;.
Apple ple, apple ple, cinnamon and spice,
_Butter in the middle and a wee drecam hid
Dowr in the sweet, deep juice mnd mice

Where the bubbies bounces and “neath
the brown, lid lid!

Baked ham cosling in the sideboard, yah;
and sweet polatoes 'most doane
Bumrbic bees growsin' in the honeysuckle

vine uﬁ-‘_ babbin” {n the sun;
Fishermen™ @ than Propliet' Job, the

twilight in ‘th ¥
Apple pie army o fomeward -m’
will,

the -c:ld Ilahvai;‘:ﬂz!d&: 10
Avple pie., appie: music ¢
Cider in ihe third day, lﬂ‘ﬂm bright;
More ‘n the barrel and more im the mill,
And the old moen’s full'as a gnat‘to-nizhz!
Maryland's an apple and an apple ple, and
themhonmre of the pie s she;
Ther¢’s a roast goese now in the oven, dear,
we’'ll never. grow old.ar

“A gre;nmun om mem.".’)zq
1 Aonfe “ple.. . Boidf uyy your: plate,
t *~ Gofdén » 'wm lips-sing?

Horreets in the posts, locusts at the

Question 13 was ums|,

this day that she set the exnmple which | eral publie gardens.

Iforne:s in the fence pest, locusts en the :
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Williams”

ad prevent disease. They give to
sickly, drooping girls, health, bright-
ness and charm, with color in  the

cheeks, bright eves, a lightness of step
and high spirits. A case typieal of thou-
sands cured through the use of Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills is that of Miss Grace
Cunningham, Winnipeg, Man.. who sayvs:
“I rveally cannot say enough in  praise
of’ Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, as  thev
have made me feel like a new girl. I
was pale and almost bloodless and think
that on an average I missed at least
three school’ sessions a week, because
I felt like a broken down person, and
too weak to do anvthing. The doctor’s
medicine I took did little more than keep
me in hope: it certainly did not ewre
me. Then I was advised to take Dr. Wil
liams’ Pink Pills, and they soon made
me feel like a new person. Day bv day
T gained strengthr and color, and I have
vour medicine to thank for it.”

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are sold by
all medicive dealers or may be had by
mail at 5@ cents a box or six boxes for
$2.50 from The Dr. Williams’ Medicine
Co., Brockville, Ont.

Gems f{rom Ruskin.

Consider whether we ought not to be
morce in the habit of seeking  honor
fiom our descendants than from our an-
cestors- thinking it better to be nobly
remembered than to be nobly born; and
striving so to live.

Do you think you can know yourself
by looking into yourself? Never. You
ean know what you are only by looking
out of yourseli.

No man ever lived a rignt life who

had not been chastened by a woman’s
love, strengthened by her courage and
guided by her descretion.
. Twont'y people ean gain  money for
_one who can use it; and the vital ques-
"$ion, for individual and for matron, is
never “how much do they make?” but,
“to .what. purpese do they spend?”

To ‘give alms is nothing unless yon
give thought alse; and therefore it is
written, not “blessed is he that feedeth
thy poor,” but, “blessed is he that con-
' sidereth the poor’ And a little thought
and a little kindness are often worth
more than a great deal of money.
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" stops coudlis, cures colds, heals

:1&.‘ andimeds. =« - - 23 conts.

SHORT LIVED.
(Montreal Witness.)

Why are athletics so often compara-
tively short-lived  We have seen over
and over again the seemingly robust
break down at fifty or thereabouts,
and liave learned that they had been
strenuous runpers or players in former
years.  Prof. Hugo Munsterburg, the
Harvard psychologist. asks in connection
with athletics and health, “Must it
really be kept a secret that the dogma
of physical exercice is a fabric of the
imagination®” He goes on to say that
miilions of people are running wildly
to catch a Dball, lifti}'lg weights in fullest
perspiration, trotting  with gasping
breath, and doing a hundred other use-
jess stunts simply Dbecaunse a meaning-
less fashion has cruelly thrown them
into such a habit.

Nightingales from China.

An interesting attempt to acclimatize
the Chirese nightingales in Vienna was
made last week, writes our correspond-
dent, when thirty of the pretty greem
birds were set at liberty in the ecity
park, where it is hoped they will tuke
up their abode.

At the end of the week the park keep-
et counted twelve of them still in the
neighborhood of t#® tree where they had
been liberated. The remainder appar-
ently are exploring Vieana. Reports of
their visits have been veceived from sev-
If the bLirds stand
the variations of the Viennese climate
and agree to live in the parks a large
number are to be imported.—London
Daily  Mail.

Grape Juice Punch.

This is excellent and has the merit of
being pon-alcoholic.  Cook together one

und of sugar and half a pint of water
until it spins a thread. Take from the
fire and turn over a large cup of strong
ten. Add the juice of six lemons and
the same number of oranges, with a
quart of grape juice, and stand aside
overnight. When ready to serve add
sliced fruits and the water, plain or min-
eral, with iee in the punch bowl. If de-
sired. eut a half-pound of marshmal-
[ Jows. into quarters and allow three to
each glass.

P

Wrong Figure.
“YWhat ails me’ doetor, is that [ have
heen burning too mach midnight oil.”
“Not at all, my vounyr fricnd. It's a
candle rou are using, il you have 2cen

burning it #t Both ends.” i

, CUKE ronR AN ™8,

A small guantity of tartax emetic, as
mueh: sugar, and cover with water. Puk
in a small dish or tin and set where the

o, o

“ants ape Sourd, and M a shark time they
‘will be pene.
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