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- delirions wail,

' umpt:x you.”
.~ “Thank you for putting me in”

“ou (xpression in loaen

fore the night was over, Lord Vil
liars had passed into a state of delirfum,
and the girl beside his bed heard him
talking wildly, as he tossed to and fro,
of a cortain “Joan” Let his disordercd
visiont  wander from the point for &
time, they always come back. It was
“doan! Joan! My wife! my lost Joan!”
which fell from his parched lips in one

1lic days of illness passed, and one
nigitt towards dawn Lord Stumrt Vil
liars €ell into the first real restful steep
which had eome to him since his attack,
aml as the ‘*morning sun streamed
t'irough the chinks of the blinds, he
opened his eyes and fixed them om his
pitient nurse.- .

“Liers stul?” Le murmured, faintly.
“Yeou have been her: all night! You will
be tired out!”

~On, Il wait now  and see
througi,” she saul, cheerfully.

“Will you?” he <aid, gratefully, and
e held out  his thin, wasted hand.
“Thanks! T think | should miss you!”

later in the day. as he lay looking at
her dreamily and listlessly, as a man in
his eondition always ipoks, she came up
to the bedside and usiked him if there
was anything she could do for him—if
ahe (ould write to anvone, for instance.
¢ “No, thanks,” he 11id. Then, as an
after-thought, he adided: “Yes, will you
write to my agent” just a line to tell
him where I am. You will find his ad-
dress and some writing materials in
that case in the Jdrawer of the bureau
heside you.” )

<he went to the drawer- and took
out the case, and Le directed her where
to {ind the keys. She unlocked the
wiiting ease, and was taking out some
paper, when a portrait painted on &
picce of eardboard feil to the ground.

It was a water-color sketeh of Joan
whicii we had painted from memory, and
at which he had looked every night un-
til :iz jliness. As he was no mean art-
jst, and he had had a passionate love to
inspire him, the pertrait was a striking
likerMes of Joan; the fair face with its
large dark eyes ieoking out sadly and
sweetly.

“(yive it to me!” hLe said, almost
shaoply, as he saw the sketched face.

She picked it up and hebl it towards
him face downwards, and he took it and
gazed at it, his lips trembling, his eyes
filled with an infinite sadness.

The Magurka bert over the letter, her
face suddenly pale and strained.

“Will . that. do” she  said, reading
what she had written.

“Yes, admirably.” he replicd.

“And there is no one else to write
to?” she asked.

“No one!” he said, with a slight
smile. “I haven’t a friend on earth—

you

Right at Last

’nected\ with him as that. He woild

get well and then she would go. She
would go toamurrow if he were well
enough!

As she stoad loking at him with =
strange ieeling throbbing and aehing in
her heart, he stirred and turned, and
'in turning disturbed the pillow, uneov-
ering a corner of the sketeh.

Tempted beyond her strength, she
drew it out instantly and looked at it.

Starting violently. she uttered a ery
of amazeemnt, which. faint and sup-

as it was, roused Stuart Vil-
Hars.

As he/opengd his eves and saw her
stamding| with the portrait in her hand
his face ‘flushed angrily, but the next
moment he said gently enough:

“Give it to me, please?”’

She held the portrait out to him, her
color coming and going, her eyes down-
cast, the expression of surprise and be-
wilderment still lingering in her face.

“[ eould not help: it,” she faltered,
almost pleadingly. ~Ybu shook it from
under your pillow, or nearly 7

“Why should you not see it?” he said
gently, his dark eyes fixed on her. It
is a beautifmi Jace, is it not?”

~Yes,” she assented. in a voice too
soit to be sullen. Yo | it is beautiful.”

There was sileyee for a momeust, then
sshe said:

‘Is that—the “Joan” you talked abeout
%0 muech when vou were i1?”-

“Did I talk of her? he sail. gravely
and sadily. ~Yes, her name was Joan.”

~Josn what? What was her other
name " -

“Joan Ormsby,” he said. It was so
lonyg since he had spoken the name aloud
that the sound of it caused him a
pang. .

“Joan, Poan Ormsby!” she . »-
as if she were impressing tlefnmame on
her memory. “And the lady, this John,
didn’t she eare for yow)”

He wineed. It was on his lips to ask
her to Dbe silent. Every word she ut-
tered probed his wound to its depth;
but he remembere:l her devotion to him
and. restrained himself,

“I think, T know .that she cared for
me.” he said, faintly.

“Amd yet she leit you?” she said, in a
hard, ahmost sullen voice. '

He turned his eyes upoun

“You know that?” -

“Yon raved about it when you were
out of your mind. You were always
calling for her and imploring her to
come baek.”

“Was I? Yes, she leit me!”

“Then she couldn't have eared for
you,” she said. ‘

“Xh! don’t say that!” he exclaimed.
sharply, as if she had furt him physical-
ly: his illness had leit him weak as x
child and as sensitive.

“But it’s true!” she asserted, doggedly:

Al

Q1eT,

she
replied with her old brusqueness.
T put that picture back?”

»No,” he said, it a low voice, and he
thrust the portrait gently under his pil-)
low.

X few minutes afterwards he  fell
asler;;. SWe #teod over him, watching
him with pale face and completted lips,
and her eves wandered towards the pil-
low which hid the®:sketvh, with & euri-!

“ie knew as waell as if he had told
her that it was the {2ce of the girl, the
“Joa:.” he had heen calling upon.

Tt was the face of the girl he loved, |
olte told herseli, and she murmured, “it
is nothing to me, nothing.” So assured
was ahe of this that she vepeated it half
a dozen times. i was nothing to her.
She was simply Miss Mazurka, late of
the Coronet, and at present the nurse
v the Farl of Villiara. In a short time
she would not even he ay slightly con-

DOCTOR
ADVISED
OPERATION

Cured by Lydia .E. Pink~
ham’sVegetableCompound

Canifton, Ont.—*“I had %een a great |
sutfercr for five years. Une doetor
told me it was alcers of the uterus,
and another told me it was a fibroid

. tumosr. No one

ferede I would
always be worse
at certain periods,”
and never was-
regular, and the
bearing-down
nswereterrible.
was very ill io
bed, and thedoetor
told me I would
have to have an
operation, and
) that I might die
during the o ‘ I wrote to my
sister about it and she advised me to

Lydia E. Plnkham's Vi
made from roots and
proved to be the most

remaiy Tor enring the wi forms
femsie flln. hwlg — -

Inflamnction,
Jarities,

%knows what I saf- |

but there is a mystery about this wo-
man that n=ither I nov anvone else can
solve.”

. CHAPTER XXIX.

“Can’t' find out wny she left you?”
Miss Mazurka said, raising her eyes and
looking at him for the first time with
a puzzled stave., “Didn't she tell you?
Didn’t you ask her? If | were a man,
if I had been you, I would have forced
the truth out of her, ah® if [ had Killed
her afterwards!”

“Hush!” replied lLord Villiars, put-
ting out hiy wasied hand, that trembied
as He extended it. Do not speak of
her like that. For myseii, 1 could not
ask her, because’—lis lips twitched—
*she was dead!”

“Dead!” shé exelaimen, @l sprang to
iy feel. “"Are youn out of your senses
‘ﬁl' How do vou wnow? How did
yon hear? You h'u‘v«-. fhad w0 lettera!”

~flear! No letters:” ne repeated.
“You think she died Loy, siuce [ have
bren here? No, shie aied” - his voice quive
ered --before [ left Fnglvnd.” .

xhe died v, LAEk ¥agiand!'™
shte echoed, with a stony stare. “Why, I
caw her only a few werks ago-—7

Stuart Vilitars ratsed himseit upon his
eibow and [xed his eyes pon her with
w wild gaze. his faceswhite and wolking,
ticn he sin’ baek and «ighed.

~ Al Heaven: if it eomid be fruo! il
ir conid be true!” he murmuored, broken-
Iy then he <hinok his hemdi. “¥ou arve
mistaken. “You make oostrapge, an aw-
(Al mistake! It could not have heent
She is demd- <leadt T osaw hee dying ia
ier last sleepls My Joan. my Joant”

T

“You saw ber dead!  You ave sure?”

“Yes,” he said. "8 was wrapped in
the cloak " ile stopped, unable to
a0 con,

“in the elealk she wora?™ said the Ma.
zirka, almost picilessiy. You knew it—

witat was it ke "

“Ah, yes. I krew il My dariing wore
it the first time [ saw it. [t was u
rongh friez. cioai with @ ~iiver clasp. 1
have held i1 awainat my hroast—-"

She rose aird went into thé next room,
and returned in a rew pomeniy with a
cloak in her hand

“Was it like thisi” ale sdid, holding
it up.

Stuart Viliors started slightiy, tlien
turned sway bis head.

“Yes,” he said.

“They were 25 comman 4% Llackberries
last season.” sald the Mazerka, “Bat
no maiter. You knew her?”

“Yes,” he sail, hravily, wearily, “it
waa Joau, my darling!”

Weak, tiredd amd exhaated. m a few
minutes he fell fast asleep.

Then she went iute tie next
and rang the befk . -

“Bring we a telegram form,” sae said
to his valet.

The man:brought it, and she filled it
1] '

Tivom

-

in;, thos:

“Send me n photogmph or porirait of

‘any kind of [da Trevelynm of the €or#

onet.”

This she addressedl to the principal
Eondcs pholsgmpher gho made the por-
traits of dramatic notoristies his spe-
eialey. #

v

e plivee heside the bed.  In & few hours

.owed,

“No woman leaves a man she :eally’1
cares for?”
“No,” he said. “Yon're right! But—

Sm——

= 9 TS ST UINF.
Havimg sent thiwoff shé.went Back: to

Lof L. 9

be taken.” | Gl e i
~f knew I was right,” che murmar e,
with a flush of excitement. “Hix The-
vilyads Ormsby, and she &= m
fremy Bime? # s
CHAPIER XXX.

Quite umconseious : :
whieh Miss Mazurka had made, Moer-
.dsunt Royee went on his way. slowly,
steadily, but, as he told himself, surely,

As a fowler spreads his pets, unaseen by {

the wild fowl, surroundivg tirem ineit by
inch, yerd by yard, and oaly waiting
untit the cirele is compitte and the prey
within his , 50 he spread the nes of
patience and skilful tactics round Jomm

She felt that the toils wore gathering
round her, but she seemed powerless to
free herself. Sue knew that she ought
to have sent him away from her, to
have brokem oif their acquaintance when
he had proposed to her at Richmond;
but it a weak moment she had ailowed
him to retain her friendship, and she
could not break from him now. 3

Never by word or sign Bad he referped
t,, the passiomate avowal he had made
on the bal¢ony of the "ar and Garter.”
not by a look evem had he reminded hev
that he was more than her {riend. But
Joan was conscious of his feelings to-
wiards her, and carried that conscious-
ress abeut her-day and night, like one
of those burdems which, thopgh others
do not see them, press heavily upun our
shoulders “%and our henrts.

Joan’s heart was not of stone. She
thougi:t sometimes that she had mno
Aeart at all— that Lord Stuart Villiars
had torn it fvom her body and killed it,
and flung it from him; but it was there
still, all the same, and Mordaunt Royee’s
reverential, patient,dogged devotion was
beginning to takKe effeet.

Meanwhile Miss Ida Trevelyzn's fame
was growing! The pantomime was run-
ning its course and its last days were
announced, as was also the appearance
of the new burlesque in which Miss

“mtressor was to have a good part.

“Oh. Ida. dear, faney!” cried Emily
one day. “They have got a paragraph
about you. Already!  [Listen: ‘We
understand that a new pieee of thrilling
interest is to be produced at the Coromet,
and that Miss Ida Trevelyan. who has
become a stromg favorite. will play the
principal character” Fancy! Alresdy!
Now [ think I know who put that in!
Mr. Royce. of course! He doesn’t do
things by halves, does he? It is evi-
dent that he has determined upon mak-
ing vour fortuue, dear! Wonderiul man?
Ah!”—she broke off as she ran down
the paper.

“What is the matter?” asked Joan.

“Well, I am astonished!” exclaimed
Emily. “Well. wonders will never cease,
TLord Stuart Villiars. tee?!”

Joan started and half rose, her face
smitten with a sudden pallor.

“Oh, what is the matter?” said Emily.
“Are you ill, dear?”

“No, no,” said Joan, “it is nothing—
what name did you say?”

“Stuart Villiars—Lord Villiars,” and
she read out the following: j

 “Seme further tidings of Tord Stwart

Villiars have reached us from a frust-
worthy coerrespondent at Moute Carle. It
seems that his lovdsip's carveer at the
zambling table has suddenly been stop-
ped. at least for a time. We regret to
state that the cause of his absence from
the saloon is a serious illness.”

Joan sat with her hands
tightly, her lips set hard.

“\ serious illness that. at oue time,
considerably  aiarmed hi» numerous
friends. Tt appears that his lordship
was attacked by a sudden fuintness,
which seized him one night oun his way
home. and that he wouli have fallen
helpiess in the street hut for the acei-
dental and fortnnate armival of a lady
upon the scene who conviyed him to her
carriage to lhis hoetel.

“The lady wio had befriended him
constituted herseif his head nurse, and
has attended Lhim through his long and
dangerous iilness, with that devotion
of which only a woman can be capable.

“SQome surprice will he felt when we
state that the attentive nurse is no
other than a Drilliant star in the dra-
matic hemisphere. who lately shome at
the Cornfer ‘Theatre.  and who woeuld.
doubtless, be shining theve now but for
the accident which bhefell lier at the
rehearsal of the pantomine. We allude,
of course, to Miss Mazurka.

“The gossips here are whispering that
Tord Villiars will reward “her tor her
devotion as only a lady ecan be fitly re-
warded, ‘aud that vet anotiter name will
be added to the long list of dramafic
artistes wito have been raizcd to the
peerage.

“YWe are happy to add that Tord Vil-
liars is now quite out of danger. and is
rapidly convalescing. His illness mus?
have been a heavy loss to the gambling
establishment. for it is rumored that he
was in the habit of leaving an enormeus
sum of money cn the green table each
night.

“The gentleman’s carecr has leen a
romantic one, but this chapter of his
lite’s history promises to prove even
more dramatic than those which have
preceded it. Any way, we wish him and
his talented actress= who has  mursed
him so devotedly. every hanpiness”

The room turned reund before Joan's
eyes, an icy hand seemed to grasp her
heart.

“Well!” exclaimed Emily: “isp’t it
wonderfunl? It’s sure to bhe true, of
course, or it wouldn’t be in the papers!
But faney the Mazurka Tady Villiars—
& countess, [ think she’ll be! She’ll—eh,
my dear! what is the matter?” for Joan
nnable to endure the strain any longer,
had risen, white te the lips, and stoed
holding oun by the back of Jier chair.

“f—I think T am tired,” she faltered:
“the excitement of the new piece, and

elasped

- . am
to slep; but I shall rest lying down.”
and went down

“Are you better, dear?” geked Emily,

L E. resident of
Bridgetown, W._ I “My head ached ter-
Tifieaily, | smeezed about every three
runutes, but still my nostrils were en-
tirely closed and I couldn’ breath
thyengh them. Ten minutes infialing Ca-

¥ tarrhezone gave me ‘a little relief, so
1I eontinued te use Catarrhozome every

hour, and before the day was out Ihad
improved. Catarrvhezone quickly eured
| me. I am well ever since.”

€Cure is guaramteed for eatarrh, asth-
ma, bronchitis and throat troubles. Ii
vou use Catarrhozone; 25e, V¢ amd $1
sizes at all dealers. '

“I den't thinz I was really ill,”” she
sa'id, calmly, “only. tired, and I will pro-
mise not to be troublesome again!”

Emily leoked at her anxiously, but
there was something about Joan which
prevented questioning, and the affeetion-
ate mite kissed her and said no more.

That night, for the first time for
weeks, Mordaunt Reyce was not waiting
at the stage door. ~

“Not here! What an extraordinmary
thirg !’ exclaimed Emily. “I suppose he
has got tired of playing doerkeemer. Or
perhaps he’s ill!”

Joan said nothing, but she was con-
scious of a feeling of disappoitment.

The next day Emily and the old man
went out to do some sheppicg ,and Joan
was left alone.

Hardening her heart, and nerving her-
self to the utmost, she determined to
study her part and forget herself in it.
She was walking up and down the room
with the book in her hand when she
heard a knoek at the door, and the ser-
vant announced Mr. Royce.

Joan turned red and went to meet
him. She saw at a glance that he looked
pale, and that he was very grave.

“Have vou been il1?”’ she asked, ia a
‘lcw voice. “We missed you at the thea-
tre.”

-*T am glad to hear you say that,”” he
replied, with a grateful smile. “No, I
have uot heen really ill, but—where are
Mr. Harwoed and Miss Emily*”

He had seen them go out, and had
seized his opportuniy.

not sit down and wait for them:"

“No,” he answered; "I cannot wait!
I came—well, ves, to see you! I came to
say good-bye.”

“Good-by*"" she reveated,
voice. “‘You are going xway
knowing what she said.

“Yes,”” he assented. “I am going
away! I think I want a change! I have
been getting rather out of sorts lately
—not quite my usuwal form—and’ 1 have
no doubt 2 change will set me up.”

“I am very sorry that you are net
well,”” sho said; "‘and where are you go-
ing:"” ,

“Y scarcely kaow,” he answerel list-
lessly. *““Abroad semecwhere! Where.
doesn’t so much matter! I shall think of
you often—always: and will watefl the
papers, closely. You will make a great
suecess, and your name will be in every-

in a low
7 scarcely

body’s meuth, but it will be in my
mind alwaye.””
“I am very grateful to you,’”  said

Joan.

““Ah, don’t use that word!" he said,
as if with sudden pain. **There should be
no such werd as gratitnde hetween you
and me. Ida——" He stopped. ““But no,
I will net offend you at this our parting.
Heaven knows how loug it may be he-
fore we meet again! Good-hy!”

He held out his hand and took hers.
It was cold as death.

—“Good-by; and yet—before 1T go
—shall I tell vou the truth, and why
I am going®” )

She did not answer, and he weat on
in a low, hurried. pleading voice.

—*“Yes, I will tell you! I am going
beczuse I can bear it no longer. I
thought 1 was strong enough to sce yin
night after night and stifle my love
as I had gromised, but I found that pro-
mise tco hard, I find my love too now-
erful. Ida, it has absorbed all my heinz,
and I feel that if I see yvou I maust
speak. I will leave vou for a time, ¥
will gn awar until I can regain my self-
control. When 1 have got back that. T
will return, and we will be as of eld—
fast, true friends. Aud”’—his voice
broke—*if some other man, worthier,
better than I am, comes and wins vou,
let me know. I could hear it. I could
bear anything that brought vou happi-
ness, even though it separated us for-
ever.'”

He took up his hat and half tursied.

Joan struggled against
that ross in her bosow, then strecched
out her hand.

“Wait!” she breathed. ~Deo not gol’

houpe in me!”
tTo be Continusd.)

WHO WANTS 70 BUY AM ISLAND?
(Loudon 4 ronicic.

Tiree, which tae Dule of Argvii would
be glad to seil ty auyone who luves a
quiet island life, is rich in things which
few people wan, and poor in the trea-
sures which appeal 1o the average man,
Thus you can enjoy the proprietorship
of & multitude of lochs—without fish;
broad acres, withuut crees o hills; mar-
ble quarries that caunct be quarried;
Seandinavian forts that protec: notluog,
aud standing stones without a history.
Perhaps Skerryvore {ighthouse. although
.some miles off its coxst, may be claimed
as the glory of Tiree. Built of granite

§ frome Mull, it has defied the waves af the

s st sea for over sixty vesars, ail
its uggtation stands, aecond to nowe
ameong the lighthouses of the world.

AN EXTENDING CIRCUMSTANCE.

‘ Buffalo Express.)
“Was it 2 loaded revolver with which

| vou stood off the eellector?” asked the

m’; admitted fhe defendant.

“Discharged.” said tiie Magistrate. “IF

!
‘ it had Been an empty vevoiver, liable te

de damege; | shov'd have givew you the
B of the w.” .

sufferedl & month age,” writes Mr. .|

| very Intest thing in Inxurious English

I

““They are out,” said Joan. “Will you

|

| Statistics of the New Grand Central |

i
|

His voice grew irfinitely jow and ten-
der, and he placed both hands upon herv. |

*(x . vy & X FTEE . "

Good-by. and heaven bless vou, Idal™ | Total cost of new Grand Cen-

something | yroq

1
t

1 Length of tracks below the

& S 'S Add . Ve g v e o ; g -” T > ~—
Do—not—go!” he repeated, searcely | lotal area of new terminal.. 79 acres!

above a whisper. “What is il you =Y.\ cap capacity of new terminal 1,149 cars '
2 ae ¥ . * g Tagr o 1 1 .‘ i > 5 s . * -
Tda? Ahl, be carciunl: don’t raise a wild | Car capaeity of old terminal

1
i

which King George, Queen Mary and |

Ciwie- ahiitesh jpussenk fooms Rondu
Eallzter statiorn: which is- eight miles b
from Balmoral €astle, Queen Vietorin's
favorite country place, is yeputed to %
have heern the heaviest and longest
ever has left Londou. It contained
twelve ears, weighed 375 tons and was
617; feet Tong, i
Fhe train was made up of two bagmnge
cars, the King’s private car, orviginally
built for King Edward; a new private
boudoir car for 4he Queen, Queen Alex-
andra’s boudoir ear, two private cars
for Princess Mary amdi her attendauts
and the royal equerries, a private cax
for the other roval ehildren. their tutors
and servants, and four ears for the other
servants and the railway officials. The
train was pulled by two locomotives.
The Queen’s own bewdeir ecar 1s the

railroad construction. All the roems
are in white enamel, blue being the pre-
dominating color, but the effeet is light-
ened with broeades and a soft shade of
pink to tone the electric lights. © The
bedroom is draped with soft pink, while
the dressing room is decorated in similar
style and -ontains intaid satinwood
furniture. .

" At the end of the car is an observation
platiorm. The attendants’ quarters are
fitted with eleetric pings for connecting
to heaters for providing tea and coffee.
The Queen’s car and that of the« King
are coupled together, enalling any one
to pass from oue end of the train to the
other.

Al the cars of the voyal train are of
the same dimensions. FEaeh car is 61 feet
long and 9 feet wide.

When the roval family travels the
railroad officials are busy for weeks in
advance arranging tor the safety of the
travellers. Despite the length of the
journey from London ‘o Ballater, 583
niles, the roval train was passed along
not by signals {rom the signal. towers,
but by hand signals, an army of section
hands beingz stationed along the road
so that thronghout the journey the
train passed through =
lamps held by railroad employees.

The Dublin’ mail train was used as a
pilot train fov the royal special and no
other trains were allowed to enter the
Tine Letween the Irish mail and the royal
train. At Crewe and Carlisle, where the
roval train stopped for inspection, «cte.
o1l traftic was stopped so that the reral
sleepers should not be disturbed.

FOUND QUICK COBE
AFTER EIGHT YEARS

Dodd’s Kidney Pills Triumph
Where Belts and Plas-
ters Fail.

Moses Sherwaod, a Long Sufferer
fram Backache, Found Permanent
Relief in One Box of the Great
Canadian Kidney Remedy, Dodd’s
Kidney Pills. i

Poodiae, King's Co, N. B, Jan. 9.—
(Special)-— After  suffering  for  eight
vears, while at the time the remedy was
right at hana., Mir. Moses Sherwood, a
well known farmer living near here,
wried Dodd’s Kidney Pills and is now as
well as ever he was in his life.

Mr. Sherwood’s experience is similar
to that of thousand of other natives of
New Brupswick, -“About eight years
ago 1 burt myv back from lifting,” he
states. I nsed licimeunts and plasters
and wore a wide belr, but in two vears
my trouble had developed into Kidney
disease.

“My biack was so sove T could not lift
any weight, when veadimg o Dodd’s Al-
manue led me to try Dodd’s Kidney Pills
Before the rirst hox was finished my
backache was wone and I have never
heen troubled witit it since.”

Delts and plasters may give tempor-
ary velief in coses of Backache or Rheu-
matism, but the ouly way to cure them
is to @o to the seat of the trouble. Cure
the Kidneys and the Backache or Rlieu-
matism will disappear.  Dodd’s Kidney

lane of green .

b

even the severest cases.

In proof of the efficacy of the Cuticura
Remedies it will be enough to quate here a
single lettor, from M:s. i
11 Lansing Block, Watertown, N.Y.:
years ago I suilered with a teirible eezema,
being a mass of sores from head to feet and
for six months confined to my bed. During
that tizne I :uffered continual torture from
ftching and burzing, Afller being ziven up
by my dector, I was advised to ty Cuticura.
After the iirst hath with Cuticura Scap and
appliection of Cuticura Ointment 1 cnjoyed
the tirst pood slcep during my ontire {{lness.
I aiso uscd Cutirusa Resolvent aid the trect-
me:! was continited for three wocks, Al the
end of that time I was cntirely cured :nd
have felt no il cffcets since. I would ndvise
any person suffering from any form af (tin
trouble to try the Cuticura Remedies, s I
know what they did for re.”

Cuticura Seap, Olntment, ilesolveni cad
Pilla arc sold by druggists everywhere, Potter
Drug & Chem. Carp., sole props., Dosten,
Fusc.  Mailed fres, on request, latest 32-npafe
Cuticurs Book, a ruide ta the speedy and ~ro-
nomical treatment of skin and sczlp Tee-
tious. frem infancy to aze.

THE DUTCH BULB iNDUSTRY.

Almost $4,000,000 Worth Are Expected
Annualiy.

The Dutch bulb growers are orgamzed
into a general federation which now
numbers nearly 3,000 members and is di-
vided into thirty-seven local groups. A
paper is published twice a week, weekly

exchanges are held Muring the trade sea-
son, novelties are examined and reported

trade couneil inquires into and decides
all trade difierences.

Sinee 1750 tie cuitivation and expert
of bulbs have been regulaily carried om
in Holland, says the Journal of the Iir-
ish Department of Agriculture. ‘The
trade reached its present enormous pro-
pertions during the last decades of the
nincteenth century.

The bulb growing industry was first
confined to IHHaarlem. and its viemity,
but has gradually: extended wherever &
suitable piece of land was avatlable. In
corder to grow bulbs meadows have been
transiormed  apd sand dunes levelled
The preparation of land for this purpose
is often very ‘costly, and the value of
the best plots varies, from £320 to
2500 (31,557 to 82,433) an aere.

The export statistics of the industry.
which have been carefully kept sinee
1807, show that the total export has
very largely increased in the last tem
yvears, ‘The value of this ‘export cannot
now be less than £800,000 ($3.893.200.)
Ergland is still Holland’s best custom:
er for bulbs, taking nearly 40 per cent,
of the total export. The number of* duidh
axporting firms in Holland is about 200¢

Pills nover fuil to enre the Nidneys.

A BIG AFFAIR.

Station, Mew York.

(By Ruth Petersonm).

Central sStation ...,
of tracks
streets. ..

below the
70 acres

1
.. $130,000,3C0 !

streets. .. 32 miles

366 ears |
Area of waiting rooms equai
to that of Madison square.
Length of statioa buildin
5 g
proper, on =t et level ...
Height of huilding..
Widrh of puiidizy, on street

5

600 feet !
105 Teet |

lever ... ... ool il 300 feet ,
Length of building below the :
street. ... ..s e meeasen 745 ieet

Width of building below street
level... ... ... ... .....
Depth of huiiding bheiow the
strect. .. s e e
Number of persons who may
gather in coucourses and
waiting rooms without
erowding s wE a
Number of passengers, out-
hound, that can be handled
. am hour.. .. .. .. ...
Number of traips every hour
Number of passengers that
ecan be handled in a year 108,080,000
€ubie vards of roek and earth
removed... ...

30,000

70,000
200

(Pittsbury Times.)

Miss Mary Garden, aprepes ef the
rransience of happiress, uttered at” a
itneheon at the Auditerinm in Chicago
a somewhat bitter Christmas epigram.

“By New Year's Day,” she said, “the
silver plating wears off many a Christ-

mas gift.”
p ———e———

3,000,000 |

thoere are also over 2500 growers who
1 not export directlv. but send their pro-

duce throngh the larger firms. The nume
ber of persons employed in the bulb in-
dustry is estimated at $,000.

the throat and

MAS. CHARLES E. LEES,
Mayor-elect of Oldham, England.
Oldham, England, is the first siz-

able British city to choose a woman
as its mayor. Mrx. Charles E. Lees

will administer the affairs of this
city of 131,000 popuvlation for the
term of IMO0-M9L. She has large in-
terests in the cotton industry and

pramoies plavgrounds.
WMiz=s Gwenllian Morgan, of an old
family, 15 the new mayor of Brecoa,

The dog in. the mangrr isn't a marker
to the heg whoe siways wants tie lions’
shiare. :

Wales. She is interested in laber
unions, good housing fer working
neople, education and temnerance.

She was a iriead «f Browaing and
Gladstona

upon by a committee of judges sasd-—=n. . e

-
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