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emptied, and hurled away,

" close into his arms, laying his lips to

watehing

" half throwing his wife behind him, and

ved From the Sea

“Yes—a good deal locked in- the cel-
laret.” !

““Quick theu 'Have we time to carry the
decanters into the drawing room?”’ she
said. ‘“They will stop to drink, ﬁg:
over the spoil, get halt drunk, -

““Women’s wits, by Jove! Come, it’s
soon dome!” . ,

He (*i;ick!y unlocked the dining-room
door opposite, then the cellaret, and
they soon carried the decanters of wine
into the other room, which resounded
now with tho onslaught outaide. Reck-
less Falc laughed aloud as they came
out again, he locking the door leading
into the hall.

It will amuse them a few more min-
ml to get through this after the wine-

bing,” he said, lighting a silver lamp
that stood on the hall-table. ‘‘Come,
wife, this way to my rooms, and I'll
arm you, too.”

“Do; I know how to use fire-arms;
and, at least, I can load for you 1
readingss.’’; )

“You are a brave girl, my Christine;
but, ob' I would to Heaven you had
not come into this danger to-night to
save my worthless life!”” he =aid pas-
sionatelv, .

“Hush, husband ! What would life be
worth to ma if you were murdered? Ah,
hear that!”

A crash below as if a shutter had par-
tially rifted—a yell of triumph—then
renewed attacks.

§t. Maur th=~w open a dcor on the
left in the corridor above, and entered
a large, handsomely furnished dressing-
room with an open.inner door to the
sleeping-chamber beyond.

“My| rooms,” he said, locking the
door; '“and who henceforth shall dare
ohallenge your right to  be here?
Strange irony of fate indeed!”

Then he dragged a huge wardrobe
slowly against the door as a barricade,
and going into the bedroom, also bar-
ricaded the outer door of that with a
heavy old bureau, :md/ a bedstead
against that again.

Then he brought his wife a pretty lit-
tle six-chambered revolver, loaded, and,
like his own, on the half-cock.

“You may not need \{, swoetheart,”
he said, as she hid it i\n\tﬁbosom of
her dress, “‘but it is to NDund if you
do. Ah, by Heaven! they arc in now!”

For, with a crash, the shutters below"

ave way, and, with a shout and rush
ike @ stampede of wild beasts, the
rioters burst into the elegant room;
then the two above could hear the wan-
ton work of wrecking begun; the srash
of gldes, as decaunters were fought for,
mingling
with yells, hcarse taughter, and shouta
from several half-tipsy fellows; while
others, furious at, finding ancther door
to_kesp them from their prey, pell-mell
attacked it tooth and nail.

“Not one of those blackguards shall
ever work for Will Orde again!” Fal-
coner said, between his testi.

Would tho rescue nover come? Would
the so'diers nover come, or come too
laté?

“What-—oh, what if some accident haa
happened to Rahmuee?” said Christine
at lakt, with tho first outward sign of
agitation or fear she had yet shown.
“That made caunaille below will be up
here soon!”

Q. Maur turned to her and took her

o

hers, zs a man might do who kunows
that |i. may be the last embrace of the
woman he loves. .

Ou\?) first—Iast love!” he whispered.
“Afy | wife—my all!” i

A'riothor crash, the drawing-room door
was down, and they heard the besiegers,
like |a pack of woives after their prey,
come rushing, jostling, fighting, all the
warse for wine, up the stair-way, and
Joe |Smith’'s half-drunken voice shout-
ing:

“This ’ere door, mates.
movin’ o' somethink.” '

I'alconer loosed his wife and drew his
revolver at once.

“Whoever first shows at that door,”
4a o dead man.” . .

For one moment there was a pause.

“1 don’t helieve any but Smith has a
pistol at all” said St. Maur, “and 1
guess Jue's too many sheets in the wmd
to aim steady at all. There’s a pick-
axe.!

Right against the door—two at least
—whilst others on the stairs surged,
and-- !

Hearn him a-

“Thoese belind cried ‘Forward,
" |And those before cried ‘Back.”
» -

Al wild scene of fury and drunken orgy .
— blow after blow fell on the door—the
Jock crashed, but the bolt atill held;
then a crash again, the top hinge had
given. as Christine’s straining gaze saw
—+tlen-- ha! the heavy wardrobe sway-
ol a3 the door was burst back against'
it

“Cpaa the chap! he's stuck up a large |
ehpdt ' shnouted Joe, furiously. “Give us |
the hatehet, Bill; T ain’t afeared.” |

A hlow —a rain of blpws-—a bare, |
brawny arm projectad. Thle’s bright eyes j

“Yaht I'm. through, and-—why! if’
there ain't a gal! Now then you!” |
A rough coarse head and shoulders in
view, struggling, meaning to shave the |
barricade, pushed on from behind. |
“f warned you, Joe Smoth,” said F.;.l-‘]
coner, taking aim. l
A a¥arp report, a savage howl of mor-|
tal agony, and Joe Smith fell bacek, |
down, 2 huddled-up mass of humanity. |
" Fnstantly there was a sceme of wild,
confusion almost beyond deseription— |
erios of rage, a surging to and fro of |
those on the stairs; whilst two fellows,
mad drunk with unaccustomed wine,
Putch courage gained thereby, hurled
themselves against the broken door and |
watdrobe, sending the upper part of the
latter down with a roar, and themaselves
half rushing, half staggering toward St.
T honght he stepped _be K
ck as thou e s ck,

fired again twice, in such rapid succes-
slon that it seemed almost one report,
but each shot hit its man; one caught
bHndly at the door, the other turned
and , yelling, and in that moment,

. morning, waien the rioters ¢aaid be land-

the wardrobe sawayed again. 1

rang up the stairway:
“Mates, come back! —cut for it!—
—+they’re down on us!{—the soldiers!” |
“Saved!—saved! Oh, thank heaven!

saved!” broke from the wife’s lips; and |

in the sudden revylsion of feeling she
hid her face on hér husband’s. bosom
with one deep sob, conscious only that
he was safe, that his strong arm was
round her. :

CHAPTER XL.

It was 2 mad sauve qui peut now for
the rioters, for the troop of soldiers
had burst upon them in absolute sur-
prise; and in fact that cry of alarm only
reached the shouting, struggling, storm-
ing party above, when the military were
already practically masters of the situa-
tion below—a point gained nearly at
once., The three shots, fierce shrieks of
the wounded, and wild struggle to stam-
pede of the rest, at once told where the
besieged were.

“Take all the prisoners vou can, and
guard them,” commanded Colonel Darn-
ley. “Keep back a minute, Orde—keep
by Allison!’ ¢

“My boy! my boy!” was all the elder

man said; and Frank grasped his arm as
be, Rahmnee, and Darnley, with Q fow
men, forced their way up the stairway
arainst the downward rush ef the riot-
ers. :
- But the slight, supple Indian, erouch
ing, gliding, creeping between obstacles,
was the first to reach the enrridor and
docrway outside which lav Joe Smith’s
Lody; and with a cry of transport that
broke throucsh all his Fastern stoieism,
the Hindo lad rushed into the room and
flung Limse!f at his beloved master’s
feet,

“Sahib! gahib!  Oh, mem-sahib! all

anfe!” was the cry of jov that reached
the door as the othera gained it.
“Fale!  Good heavens!—and Mrs, Er-
rington!” exclaimed Frank Addison, as
M_)n Orde also rushed post and grasped
his nephew’s hands, hardly seeing in
that moment the beautiful woman who
had shrunk back a step, ilushing paia-
fully. °

hu‘;-‘:l‘;"’ boy! my own boy! Are you un-

“Dear Uncle Will, yes: thanks to a
woman’s noble courage and—”

":\Irs. Ervington!” 'proke in Mr. Orde,
excitediy, It iy you—you, then, who
were the messenger Rahmuee meant—
who have saved my boy's life!”

UNot Mrs, Errington,” aaid st Maur,
his dark, glowing eyea glanciag from face
to face, as he eclasped Christine’s trem-
bling hand, “but the one woman vou
bajme.d to me, Urncle Will-—-my wedded
wife these nine years!”

_"‘Y_our»wii\e!«y‘nrr wi'e!” repeated
‘Wﬂxlham Orde, like one dozed, and cauaoht
viindly at Frank Addiscn’s arm, ;

- “Yes. I wiil explain all presently, but
now-—:=" '

“By Heaven! it’s the brst newa Tye
heard for years!” excliimed Frank,
strongly.

“T'n.xnk yon, Frank,” «aid 8t. Maur,
gratefully; “and you, Unele Will, rest
bere quietly a little whiist we three at-
tend to our kind rescuers aiter thoir
nard ride. Christine, will you carry this
iamp for us? Rahmnee, weo if the ser-
vants have returned pet. Colon»l D.rn
lejy, if you will kindly It your men here
cicar the deor-way of the debris, inani-
Lave not yet mei to adopt candidutes,
Lo the housing of your meu and horses.”

Christine had given Mr. Urde a wist-
iul, haif-pleading glance as Kale placed
nim on the couch; but she silently took
the laivw and obeyed her bhusband, ol
lowing them out. Ho knew best, aud
after the shock tie old man had received
it was better to leave him quite stul a
while.  7This, too, was no iime or place
to speak of a family secres or troubie.
She was acknowledged openiy in his very
house, and that was cnvugh; the neces-
sities of others, the commonplaces of
life, called for immediate atieniion and
hospitality.

[ think we need ro. trouble Mrs,
3t. Maur,” said the colonel, aiter he had
given his men orders t, remove Smith's
corpse. “She has gone through so mucd
to-night.”

“1 had rather be doing sometling,
thank you, colonel,” she said, quickly.
“Rahmnee and [ must wait ca you ai,
you see.”

In the hall below a council was hald as
to a temporary prison fir the captured
rioters; for though many had suceseded
in fiight for the present, all the ringleal.
ers and worst—quite a score—were in
custody of the troopers. Joo Smit: aud
the otiaer two men were dead ,and lay
now in the wrecked drawing-room wicre
the prisoners were. y

Su. Maur soon settled that point.
There were large emp'y stabies and
cogch-houses with strong Ioors, and only
a sentinel would be needed il

*
variy
2

ed over to the police.

The prisoners, under his guidanes, wore
soon removed, and crowd enongih they
were now; the thres bodies, ai-o, were !
taken to an outhouse, and the horsecs—|
it was @ cavairy troonp—stabied arnd i0l,

o the mudst of which tao serviitis re-
turaed from their bail. Their eonst i
tion may be imagited, but eeriainiy nune
the lesa couid the score of trooapers ¢om-
niain of the nospitality th y met with in
the servants’ hail; aud ol er supver the
butler, by Falconer’s order, told them off
by fours into empty bedrooms to canp
down and siecp.

Meantvhiie, the (ining-ro:m, which was
undamaged, was used for the reiresh-
meant of their officers and guests, hosé
and hostess. They were standiag in a
group talking, wailss the invamnable
Rahmnee was placing claret aud lemon-
ade on the table; and St. Maur had just
said he would go and see how his
uncle was wow, wnen the doer opened,
and Mr. Orde walked quirtly in, very
pale certainly, and looking rather hag-
gard, but like one resolved on his course,
and perhaps ncither Coloner Darnley,
nor his subaltern, nor Addison, was so
utterly surprised as were Falconer and
his young wife at that course.

“Gentlemen,” he said, coming forward,
“] hope you will pardon my hsving till
now relegated my duty as host to my

| sHE PAINTS, BUT NOT USUAL WAY; AMERICAN ARTIST FETED
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MRS, J. LES LIE COTTON.

London.—Neo ¢ther American woman
has any greater popularity ia London
society thian the beautiful Mrs. J.
Leslie Cotion, who was Marietle
Jened. ¢, ¢f New York.

Mrs. Coutton i3 gn artivt of tremen-
dous vosue abroad just now. It was
the artistic making cf her when she
painted a portraiti ¢f the late King
Edward. Tie lnglith critics praised
the picture highly.  Mrs. Cotton
brought the painting with her on her

B

!

—

last vigit to New York. She exhibit-
el it and gathered fresh lauréls fon
thia side of the ocean.

The -American woman has spent but
little time in this country during
recont vears. After her portrait of
the late king was exliibited, the rich
and titled Engiish overwhelmed her
with orders. She was a favorite of
King Edward. .

On her .visits to New York che has
entertained lavishly at the Plaza
Hotel.

e

of our long ride-—to me so terribly anx-
ous a tie—and the geeat shoek which
the announcement you neard was to me,
quite overcame me; bat my own feelirgs
however justifiable; must not make me
guiity of paze mmgraiicude to a lady who
has this tervible nilght perilled life and
repute to save n neshew's lifes ner
musy [7—aad na'.v,I\\‘i&h a grave, touch.
ing courtezy, he tpok Chnstine’s hand
ito his n\\'::—f-“pudthn slightest shadow
of irdignity or lack of due nponor on ay
nenhew’s wife, .\i‘fy dear, pormit we—
gentlemen, be seated.”

Ard he placed (hristine on his right
nand at the table dpposite Colenel Dara-

ey, !

No cae anol~, ng one could have spok-

en for minates after that, and thep il
was the colouel who bioke the siepes
by asking the reason of these f
enmnity to St. Mawur,

And while Mro Crdo cxplained, the <ab.
aitern seated next Mra. St Maur began
telling her of Rahmmiee’s stavtling news,
of their hasty mount, and how the col-
onel had sent off his orderiy at once to
dirs, Adldison to explain her husband's
pon-appesvanes. |

And then Lddison took the opportunity
to as<k his friend in an undoertone:

“I'ale, then of course it was you
whom your wifa x‘Pet in my park that
night "’ ‘

“Yes” |

“You bhoth kop‘.i vour secret well, by
Jove ! gaid the other, in the same low
tone. ““And she, poor girl, at a cost of
which I verily believe she has kept you
in ignorance~—unless you ave a greater
scamp than I ever dreamed of !”

“What do you mean, Fraak?” ;

The haughty blood leaped to  his
bronzed cheek, the dark eyes met Ad-
dison’s siraight. ; N

*“No——vyou doun’t|kuow? I thought not.
Well, when she left Clifford’s” (he told
Ne!l himself) ““she let him Dbelieve, as
she did us, that [she had been cruelly
wrorged—she refuised to answer any
auestios—szid shd had no certificate to
show—"" '

“Death! I never kunew this!” said
TFalconer, with such a passionate start
that F'rank touchied him. ““I have the
lines! My poor darling! why, why did
she not :ay, at least, that she was wed-
dod wife® You would have believed her.’

“IWe should have believed—as we d d
—anythivg except that had dore
wrong,”’ was the answer. “Jove! vou
are a lucky man) to have won such a
woman as that !’ 1

Who kunew taa$ botter than the maz |
whn loved her, and owed her  every-|
thiag.

It was quite three o'clock when the
little party broke up for a few hours’
vest; 8. Maur wing tie guests to,
rcoms hastily made, in some sort, roady
by the housekeeper.

Then he went back .o the dining-room.

What a night it 1 been! What
more was to come—the sentexce of disin-
heritance? ;

His wife was (still ¢ting in a low
scat; hig uncle xfl his armchair by the
firaless hearth.

““Come vy re,
er man. )

He came to the mantel-piece,
stood ieaming lightly agminst it.

“ows'

|

alconer,” said tlbe eld-
aund

| knelt at

“You kmow what I told you when

you came of age?”’
((Yes " H

“And searcely two vears later you dis-

obeved the oniy one command I have
ever laid upon you?”’
“Yes,”” he s again. “And I am

ready to aceepti the penalty. I bad the
right of every 'man, to live and wed—
you have the right over your own pro-
perty. But, at| least, whea you know
all that she is to me—all she has done
for one so utterly uudeserving—you may
perhaps, forgive her for being—her mo-
ther’s child!" | e *
“All she has done—you mean to-
night? No! I ghall never forget that!™

os Falconer still stogd covering the wid-
gned ingyess with his wesponm, & ery

1

adopted son. My excuse must be that
I am not young, and tha physical fatigue

“I mean,”’ said St. Maur, steadily,
*that she has saved me from s thoussnd
times wowze mara death—from ut-

tor wreck to body azd soul. I have be:n
a gambler all my life, till she, witn hex
woman’s matchless love, crushed o™ the
Lideous viez.”’ :

“You, my boy, m¥ son, in all but
blood, a gambler!” repeated the old
man, putting his hand to  his head.
“Don’t tell me that, Falc—don't tell me
that !” v

‘It is the bitter truth. I was a rek-
less gambler till lately ,then the last
battle against the mjserable asin was

won, for bher sake, my darling, whose
heart I had ajmost broken.”
“Husband, hush—it is all ‘poasc!”

came under her breath, her hand out-
stretehed to him, .

e stooped and kissed it as if it were
the hand of a saint. Was it'.not so to
him?

“Tell me the whole story, Falconer,”
eatd Wiliatn Orde, a litle unsteadily,
his hands gripping the arms of his
chair, his fine face growing an ashen
groy—-th> whoie truth. There —there
has beena ceep wroug and a terrible mis-

take somewhcere. I want to find whether |

the fault has been all yours, or—or part
mine. Te!l me all the story of your two
ives.”’

And, oh' what a sorrowful story it
was—of undiscipiired passious, of sin,
and misery, and mistake, and yet,
through all, and in ail, with what pas-
sionate intensity thers ran the richest
chord of heaven’s music—a man’s and a
woman’s leve—hers never once dimmed
or wavering—his, if once for a brief
time shadowed by a mad infatuation of
the senses, if rivaled by a hideous vice,
still at the heart’s core the master-pas-
sion of his life.

The man never faltered in his story,
never spared himself one thing; touched
on no excuse or paliiation, not even
that his father bofore him had been a
gambler, and- passed lightly over the
hard injustice of his uncle’s sterm, ob-
stinate fiat, which had, in truth, ' been
in so much the sunken rock upoa which
two young- lives had been wrecked, as
the moanecy-lender had seen at once, as
the conscience-stricken listener saw now
with every detail of the simply-told tale
of error and wrong that fell on his
ear, and he bowed his gray head with a
““great and excceding bitter cry.”

“Oh, sister—oh, sister! how have I
done by your motherless boy! I have
driven him into sin by my wicked sel-
fishness. 1 have dared to part those
Heaven hathi joined, and I am pun-
ished—I am- punished in my Nchildron’s
.yoars of misery. My son—my son!”

He broke uanite down; but someone
Ias feet, the gray head was
drawn tenderly cn to a woman’s breast,
o wortan’s lovirg lips kissed away the
bitter tears. and the soft tones that had
long ago whispered forgiveness for a
kusbhand’s sin. santhed now the old man’s
remorseful gricf—a ministering angel in
vory truth—womar’s nollest mosi Hea-
ven-sent mission!

CITAPTER XLI.

There was so much to be done and
thought of that day, that there was
little room for individual joy or troubles.

“To provide bread alome for such a
voung gonrrison unexpectedly was no
joke.” Fale said, laughing, as he and his
wife left their rcom before eight.

But Mrs, Cook rose to, the occasion
with true greatness cf soul, for she had
packed off the groom with the wagon-
otte to the town to requisition bakers’
and such other?necessaries as she need-
ed. and she had no lack of help, for
goldiers and sailors are always ready,
handy, and good-natured in emergency;
and before nine plenty of breakfast was
‘on board. upstairs and down, the priss
oners, thirty in number, being supplied
with bread and milk.

The next thing was to send informa-
tion to the police, and hand over the
rioters to the majesty of the law. St.
‘Maur himself rode over to lodge infor-

my wife’s traps, for I can’t spare her
again,” dropping his hand on her shoul-
der as she stood beside them outside the
open window. “Give my adoration to
Helen, and —” T
(To be continued.) :

PUGGIE'S ORATION.

Everybody knows how terribly hard
it is to speak on the last day of
school, and Puggie (that’s his nick-
name ’cause his nose is so short) was
to deliver a real oration. For the
last few weeks Puggie could have
been heard reciting before the look-
ing glass in his room or to the pony
in her stable. So Puggie felt confi-
dent. He waadure he could speak his
piece all right, providing Doris wasn’t
there.

Doris was Puggie’s best girl. She
was in the\gmde next below. He had
heard that'it was barely possible that

the pupils in her grade might be al-
lowed to come in his room, during the
exercises. a8

The last day of school a;4ived, and
Puggie, after a final rehearsal before
the mirror, was sitting proudly at
his desk. His mamma was there, and
lots of other mammas, but who is
afraid to speak pieces in front of
mammas?

Then, just as teacher rang the bell
for order, in ‘iled the next grade?
Doris was gaily resplendent in a new
pink frock with big pink bows bob-
bing on her hair. The boys grinned
at blushing Puggie as teached called
on him first to speak. He walked to
the (platiorm and started, but after
two lines he couldn’t think of any-
thing more, and all he saw was those
big pink bows on Doris’ curls. He
stammered, stuttered and wanted to
cry—then teached told him 1o take
his seat.

On the way home the bqys teased
him, but just to show Doris he hadn’t
really forgotten it he stooped at her
house and recited it on the back
porch to her and the family cat.

JOSEPHINE BROWN TQ MARRY
DAN FROHMAN?

JOSEPHINE BROWN.
There is a persistent rumor in New
York that Daniel Frochman, theatrical
magnate and erstwhile husband of
Margaret Illington, is engaged to
marry Josephine Brown, the actress.
Frohman is 60 years old. Miss
Brown is 21. . ;

AN ORGAN FOR 25 GEMTS

A WEEK.

We bave on hand tairty-five ergans,
taken in exchange on Heintzman & Co.
pianos, which we must gell regardless of
1088, to make rdom iu our store. Every
;psvrument has seen taorougkbly over-
hauled, and is guaranteed for five years,
and full amount wiil be allowed on ex-
change. The prices rua fro:n 810 to 335,
for such well-known makes as Thowas,
Dominion, Karn, Uxbridge, Godarieh an:
Deli. ‘This is your chance to save money.
A poet card will bring full particulars.—
‘Heinfzmea & Co., 71 King etreet east,
{fam Iton.

Birds’ S-nse of Home.

The interesting question whether mi-
grating birds on returning in- summer,
come back to nest in the sa places
as before seems to have been answered
in the affirmative by the experience of
Dr. C. B. Ticehurst, of Huntbourne, in

Kent, England. In May, 1909, Dr. Tice-
hurst’s sister put a ring on the leg of
a swallow nesting in their chimney.
which had accidentally got into the
house. This spring, on April 12, a small
flight of swallows arrived at Huns-
bourne, and fcur birds separated from
it and stopped at Dr. Ticehurst's, where
two pairs had nested last year. Two
days afterward Dr. Ticehurst caught
one of the birds, and found that it bore
his sister’s ring. The ring was very light
and made of aluminum. Since last year

mation, as' being the principal party
and witness concerned.
“Then just order my horse too, please,
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Neot Expect Her to Get Better.

The great famé of Dr. Wililams’ Pink

Pillg is due to the fact that they have

restored to active health and strength

hundreds of people when all other treat-

ment had failed to cure, and whegy had

come to believe themselves hopeless,

chromic invalids. The case of Mrs.
Henry Britton, 1,284 Alexander avenue,
Winnipeg, Man., adds another stnking

proof to the truth of this assertion.
Mr. Britton writes as follows concerning
his wife’s long illness and uitimate cure

through the use of Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills: “It ix a simple thing to recom-
mend Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, and yet

it is difficult to express fully one’s
heartfelt gratitude for such a marvelous

remedy, as they have restored my wife
to heafth and strength after the best
efforts of the medical fraternity had

failed. | For years prior to our coming

to Canada, and since that time up to
about three years ago, my wife had been
subject to severe jllnesses from what the
doctors said was chronic anaemia. She
was utterly and entirely helpless, and so
weak that she had to be lifted in &nd
out of bed for weeks at a streteh. The
trouble was aggravated Ly recurrent
rbeumatism and heart trouble. She had
o appetite or strength for anything,
I employed the best medical attendance
and nurses procurable. The doctor gave
lier tonics agd ordered beef tea and wine.
The tonics and medicine wunld relicve
her for a time, and then sh: woull slip
back once more into the »id state—bu®
worae if anything. Then we began giv-
ing her advertised remedies, but all
seemed of no avail. One evening while
recading a newspaper I happened to see
an advertisement of Dr. Wiliams' Bink
Pills. It told the case of a young wo-
man who had been a gréat sufierer from
anaemia, and who testified to having
been cured through the use of these Pills,
The case seemed to deseribe very closely
the symptoms of my wife, and although
[ had pretty nearly Jost all hope of her
ever being well again, T decided to get a
supply of the Pills and urged her to use
them. My wife was thoroughly dis-
heartened, and said she :xpected it was
only amnother case of money thrown
away. However, she bhegan taking the
Pills, and I thank God she did, for after
she had used them for a time, she felt
t])ey were helping her. From that Lime
on her appetite came back, her color
began to return, and she who had Leen
looked upon as a helpless invalid began
to take a new interest in life. She com-
tinued taking the Pills, and through
them her health. continuel to improve,
until at last we were able to heartily con-
%ratulaw her upon her complete restora-
ion to health. Some three years have
since passed, and in that time she has
never been bothered in the slightest de-
gree with the old trouble. Her cure has
astonished everyone who knew how iil
she had been, and we acknowledge with
heartfelt thanks our gratitude to Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, which literally
brought her back to health from the
brink of the grave.”

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills cure such
cnses as this in just one way—they actu-
ally make new blood, which fiils the d=-
pleted veins and brings new streangth to
every nerve and every organ in the body.
Nearly all the everyday ailments of life
come from poor or watery Jood, and it
i3 because Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills make
new blood that they eure anaemia, indi-
gestion, headaches, sideaches and back-
aches, rheumatism, neuralgia, gneral
weakness and the ailments that growing
girls and women do not like to talk
about, even to their doctors. If you are
weak, sick or ailing, no other medicine
will cure you so quickly as Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pills. Soid by all medicine
dealers or by mail at 50 cents a box er
six boxes for $2.50 from the Dr. Wil-
liams Medicine Co.. Brockville, Ont.

To Wash B8lankets. ... ...
Use lots of water. ‘

Put them in a strong, warm suds.

And warm doesn’t mean boiling hot.

Two tablespoonfuls of ammonia should
be in the suds.

Dip the blankets up and down- inter-
minably in the warm suds.

Soap may be put directly upon stains,
but it should be rinsed out at once.

Blankets should never be rubbed upon
a“board, but should be put through suds
after suds till théy are clean.

They should be squeezed until  the
water is well out of them after every
process, and a little ammonia may be
put in the rinsing water.

TOLERANCE.
{Punch.)

Jane—Tve somethiny on  me mind,
‘Array, that I hardly knows how to tell
year.

‘Array—Aha wiv it.

Jane—TI'm afrair yer won't marry me
if T tells year.

'Array—Aht wiv it

Jane—D'm a sonambulist, ‘Array.

‘Array (after  prolonged  pause)-—
Never mind, Jane, it’il be all right. Tt
there ain't no chapel for it we'd be mar-
ried at a registry.

~

o Mora Sour |
atsup
PARKES’

‘Gatsup Flaver -
and Preserver

Is a concentrated extract of spices ﬂ:
flavors catsup and preserves it for
time. Many peopie have given up the
making of catsup because it always
spoiled. You can now make better and®
n'oer looking catsup than you ever made
before if you insist on getting Parke's
Catsup Flavor from your grocer. IR
leaves the natural red color of the tome
to and imparts the most del
flavar. Sent post paid on receipt

%0 cents.

——gr

many migrating birds have been pro-
vided with these rings in England. Each
ring bears & rumbcr for identification.

PARKE & PARKE |

- —— g e e e

s, S5

e Tk Y




