ROM TRAIN

pwe 10-Foot Embank-
zpes Inte Wools.

eh: While tie North
running south yester-
exceeding 35 miles an
risoner, Ros» Rae, be.
pny North Bay to the
ory.  escapad the eus
tt. the woman bailiff,
the train.

in a party of five al}
rom the same jail to
g an insane girl whe
)i the bailiff’s atten-

topped at a amail ata-
enturst, and 3a.d net
i\ speed when the w-
er arat and, seeiny the
e patform open, made
tlhe aisle. Mrs. Sentt
. Imt she was a few
by the time she ar-
'n stepa tha oprisnner
i from the train. Shae
ten foot embankment
ert. She quickly rowe
Lolding her lLand te
7 into a denas Suah.
. back work of the e
“inciai police are loek-
o

RISTIC
{0GESSION

pn the Most Gorgesus
n in Eurepe.

and Hu-dred 7 g
 Strewn Along.

i 'Te Fucharistie
e been o seseron
days, reached ite
# Wreat prooession,
336 from the Chareh
which menarchs are
+eed! the -apital ‘o
2y pomp and splen-
ltars and ‘riumphal
. sireets deczed with
b wapestry, bunting
briverted the nto
le. 1t was +h¥ most
le ever seen in Ma-
rtimated thay 4 wae
rif a million spee
ther was hot.
wps i flowers were
p route of the proces-
garrison of Madrid,
'a fieild marahal and
ook part in the par-
ircne of Halberdiers
thb.anop of Tolede,
Host to the Daie.
in the 8atL Cave-
20 o) children, 2 -
and women, aseven
bishops. 3,000 priesis,
P the Miniatry and
eputies, M. ‘rrandes,
drid, the councillors,
Knights of the
alors from trape-At
and Kingz Alfoneo
p State carriages. The
! up with ‘he Mun-
their violet uniforms.
icent  aliar,  hun
vesines and decke
e vast Uaatelar Plaza,
e iesred the neople,
£, the chur~hes in

nang with tapesiry.
Conrt rmv»‘o«{ the
vore the Host at the
thie palace The
Neeturnal Adoration
wRh torches, amid
cwd. The scens wae

behind the (Tuadar-
a salute of 21 gune
iegate then gave the
o the ineeling
clergy and the multi-
he ¢.tv wae brill:ant-

"XPLODED.
-1t s officially stated
hariat pdocession was
lle Mayer, one of the
proughfares, yesterday,
Dded i a side street.
e, — -
e !
CLIFFORD. i
. despateh:  Rev. Dr,
. Eng.. luid tha corner
Murray Street Baptist
g met at the stalion
rip over the lift loek *
juncheon at the Hotel
Grand Opera House at
1 an address on the
n Britain.”

IN STRIKE.

. — A  atrike of mae-
llis Elevator Cp., seor
oting of one and
Ve others, wasg setrled
¢¢ years’ contract. The
ferized bv much disor-
unions. The strike be-

D" MERGER.

3. —Papers declaring
merger of all the ele-
oads of Chicago, cper-
+ Were signed voster-
by Henry A. Blair, re-
48, and Fraux \an-

the underwriters”

involves 177 miies

, for a:;n%
S

We-
e gavien oy

[ )

P

.

N U T

L TR

e

“Hurstley to me is the most beautiful
piace in the whole world,” Stuart said
involuntarily. “I love it.”

“Ab, 80 do I!” cried the girl. “But then
I am gdifferent.” There was a slight
paase, and she went on thinking of what
he had just told her. “Then I was wrong
when I saii you had not worked — why,
you helped to save the ship that stormy
night, Mr. Stuart!”

Stuart smiled as he moved nesrer and
held out his hand. .ot

“There is the mark of the cut, froms
one of the ropes. Now you will give me
credit for some good, Margery?”,

The girl took the hand betweep her|
éwn 1wo small brown ones. She bent her ]

" head to look at the acar, while, at  the
toueh of her fingers, Stuart felt his
whole being thrill and the last barrier
that stood Letween himself and his love
malt away.

“Yes—yes, T see,” Margery said, gent-
ly. “OL, Mr. Stuart, what pain you must
have suffered!”

She raised her luminous eyes to him,
their biue depths darkened almost to
blacknese at the thought of that terrible
night at sea, and met the steady passion-
&te gaze bent on her, Some new sense
flooded her mind; in one second all her
girlish innocence vanished: she knew
that she was on the brink of a great
wondrcus event, though she could . ~mot
K'!m what it was. She dropped Stiart’s

and. and rose hurriedly.

“It is getting late; we must go,” she
declared. “Mother will want me.”

Stuart at once moved to her side. He
took the sun-bonnet from her hand, and
imprisnned the small fingers within his
own.!

+ wMargery.” he sail softly, < other
tie oniy ome who wants you? ng you
not stay with me? Ah, my da ” he
cried, bending to catch her other hand
a# sceing the trembling hipwand great
wondrous startled eyes, “I have frighten-
ed yon! You do not kmew—BoW could
you? hew much yot have'become to me.
Margery T did mot miean to speak yet—
I meant to wait, anddet your-love grow,
hut your sweet face has urged me, and
I can wait no longer. Ma my own
darling, 7 love y!;!?f‘b y;gegnn{e‘r

Margery felt herself drawpn into his
,atrong arme. She looked up at him for
ore instant, then said softly— .

“Love! What is love?”

“Love.” eried Stuart, “is the greatest
ioy or the greatest pain. To love is to
think, dream, live oniy for one person,
to he happy when n. them, lonely
when away, ever longing to cfasp fheir
hand, listen to their voice, as I have done
thase past weeks, my own sweet dear
one.”

“Then”—the color esme vividly into
Lie vmm-whti‘;: cheeks, the e_v;lel:ts
droo and eful head was
-——“tl:g Ide loveg;)cu, Mr. Stuart; but

o !

“But!” interrupted Stuart, gathering
her to his arms. isno‘hut.’mz
darling, my very own! On, Margery, i
yow neg;li’iu:;’ whnat happiness T feal!
Tt in such pesce after doubt gnd perplex-
Hy. See—iust now you ‘my hand
away: I give it Yo you my darl-
Ing. yours to defend and tend you when
you are my wife.”

“Your wife!” faltered Margery; and
ahe rrembled—the suddenness, the sweet-
nesa of this news seemed to have taken
all strength from her. She lived in  an
indescribable dream of happiness;
Stuart's arms were round her, his eyes
gazed into hers, his voice was whisper-
ing tenderly in her ear. She could not
then grasp the full extent of her joy, she
was dazed by the passion and depths of
hia love, -

“Yes, my wife, thank Heaven'” said
Stuart. reverently raising one small hand
to }"’! :i”'

“Margery. each day that has gone has
liakd me eloser to you, try as I would,
mv love would turn to you. There may
L:» 3torns in life before us,” he went on
horriediv, inveluntarily drawipg  the
siender form closer to him as he thought
of his mother's anger—%there mav be
trials. batties to fight; but we will be
firm and trist in each other. If we have
lovs we shall be satisfied.”

“My love will naver, never die.” Mar-
gery murmured slowly, drawing herself

ont  of  his  arms. “But it is
all 80 strange — you to love
e’ And — ah, what will madame

Ray. Nr. Stoart? T don’t know why,
bur [ sm wsure she does not like me.”

“Margery”—and Stvart drew her Dack
20 him again and kissed the sweet lips
~—*'we are pledged to each other. and
none shall part us. Leave all to me.
and it will come right. And now 1T
hawve a lesson to teach vou—henceforth
I wn Stuart, and Stuase onjy; dou’s |
forger ” »

“T w7 not.” she nromised. She was
silant for an ingtant, then said softly:
“Towv goed vou are! T will try to be
worthy of vou. Something tells mo,
Strart. that T am not a common village
grl. Yea will know the truth perhapa
some day. and then you will be proud
of me.”

“T shall aever be preuder of you than
T am new™ eried the young man fer-

s

vently.  “T care not what you,are—I
love veu: you sha'lpbe ; 'qi{e"’

Margery raised her lovelit eyes, elo- |
qneny {n tenderness, to his .and then
emilad, .

“Our picnie is ended.” she said. loos-
ing hersel? from his hold and pieking up
her sun-honnet; “the dogs are tired of
waiting: we must go.”

SQtuart watched her pack her basket
aad tie on the simple headgear, his
heart throbbimg with pure passionate
fove.  Henceforth, let come what might,
this girl belonged to him—she was his
very own. e ; oo R

“Margery,” he said, as they stood to-

darling. that you ar» now my life,

The, sun w
glory,’ filling
iant beantiful light,

‘with Stuart at the Weald
urged by the wonder-and
happiness, she turned back again to the
spot henceforth engraved on her mem-
ory with a golden touch. She stood be-
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branefies over
through the pa
thrilled again a
of the marvellous
come to her. Stuart Crosbie loved her
even s mame tecn) b o | %0 much for me. und naw 70u Come to
covered her e
to shield th
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its
.th';o:;m ::1"’; hheni| had been closely watching the girl.
at the thought »
treastre that had | 5577

girl with-

Yes with her hands, as if | PCIP me agai
ionate 3“'::"' ‘té,‘:.:‘;‘::‘zh:f 3;: returned the governess. “I knew you
done to deserve ;hu happiness? ;Iad would understand me, Margery 1 fult
not her soul murmured often, fretted
beneath the cloud of mystery
over hex? Ah how wron
Even wihlle she
ecoming to her,

that bung
g she had been!
murmured a gift was
a gift beside which all v :
g "“You have heard me speak of my sis-
joo faded away and vanismed. A sud. [ Vou ha Fothergill. This is from her.
den impulse moved the girl. She was 4
alone; sawe for the occasional notes of
the Dbirds, 'the faint flutter of the leav-
es, there was not a sound to break the
q:hﬁ%t:g u.tpt:: edw:gz:r?: have chatted to her, till she thoroughly
est, fervent vows she knelt a
pwords of thankfulness. The
npon the ground, and, nestling close to
the tree, let her fancy wander to the
She felt at times as if she
could not be the Margery of the morn-
ing—s0 far away now—and she almost
doubted whether it was not all a dream,
till a suden recollection of her lover’s
voice—the memory
turned and she knew it was a blissful

nd sent up
n she sunk thing that I thought would just suit

of his words—re-

The minutes slipped away, snd it was
not till the chimiug of a distgnt elock
fell on her ear that Margery began to
realize how long she had sat and how
late it was: She rose hurri
pade Rer: way thro
Path.  She had her gse
to the poor.sfpk

bring to that
bappiness to share her
new delights with such a ore!

She ran down the hill, the ripple of
the stream sounding. in’bher ears like
music. and approached the garden gate.
A lady was seated in the cottage door
Bgery was hurrying up
and came to meet her.
Tawson!” evelaimed Margery, in

wav: and, as Ma
the path. she aose

g here near!y an
governess returned:
extremely unwell,

“I have been waitin

“Mother il11”
& sudden pang,
Miss Lawson
apou the girl’sz a
“You must net disturb her; she has
dropped off to sleep. Reuben
or Metcalf, and Mrs.
in-doers.to see to. her.”
had grown very aad.

juk when I Jeft her to-
e than usual.

exclaimed Margery, with
“Oh, let me go to her!”
put a detaining hand

gone to fetch Doet
h%

“What i it?”
voice. “She was w
day, but not mor
“She had a severe fit of coughing, and
it brought on an attack of the hemorr-
it has stopped now, but it
er very weak. You can
nothing just now, Margery: and 1 came
purposely to talk to you.”

Miss Lawson was a smail thin woman
with a quiet determined face,
from long contact with the world had
grown almost stern; bhu* thers
gleams of warmth and kindliness from
the clear gray eyes and a touch even of
tenderness about the mouth sometimes.
Now, though she spoke in her keen dry
way, there was an expression of kind-
ness, almost affection, on her features
a3 she looked at Margery.
turned baeck from the door at once.
“Shall T bring you a chair here, Miss
Lawson?” she asked quietly —this news
of her mother’s illness had fallen as a
cloud om ‘the brillinaey of her joy.

“No, Come outside and stroll part of
the way home with me,” said Miss I.aw-
son. I have something of importance to
say to you—indeed [ have wanted to
Speak to vou for several days past: but
I had nothing very definite in
at_the time. To-dav I have”
Margery followed the rectory gover-
ness down the path in silence.
“Margery,” began
“have you ever though about
Your future? Have you
what will become of you
Morris dies?”

The flush called up by the firsc sen-
¥y yuickly, and Margery’s
put her hand suddenly to

ever thought

tence. died awa

face paled. She

“Is she ‘going “to die so 3000
murmured, involuntarily. “Oh, Miss Law-
son, you do not think she will die soon*”
“It is impossible to say,” returned the
older woman, quietly. “Mrs. Morris has
been gradually sinking ail this summer:
she may linger for months, or she may
pass away at any moment. It is not
present illness that has caused ma
speak; as I tell you, I have intend=d do-
ing so for days past. I have considered
‘it my duty to put matters cleariy before

She paused for an instant. Margery’s
ained and sad; her heart
1 sorrow and dresd: all sun-
shine seemed suddenly to have gone from
ier life, and for the moment, Stuart, her
lover, was forgotten.

“Perhaps you wu! think me bars),”
Miss Lawson went on, “when [ say that
I consider’it time you begaa to plan for
your future life. Remember, you are now
ubout seventeen, and
 indeed, now—should
the responsibilities of life.
gether befere starfing, “this is the birth | have been .
of our happiness. _ Rerember, my | Women. Lady Coningham has opened her
poor Mary Morris has
alth of her whole heart

in another year—
take upen yourseif
Hitherto you
and cared for by two
3 e
lavished the we

oy
very soul. If clouds should gather, turn
to me amd T
M

“Stuart,” she said steadily. “T was a

gir! an hour ago—J am & woman néwk

As vou love me, dear, so I love you,

-

i, thongh a world sipishd

-..” s hand on the

n she s taken:
re but Lady Con-

P seeen them sr? am Jom But e
g el oyt e [

gifts that will aid you; and I say
inctly, you shoald shake
; , not with ingratitude, but with a
senge of duty apd independence. Believe
‘] mte, Margery. in the long rua you will be
far happier.”
“Yes, you are right,” the girl assent-

ural pride was roused in one moment,

gate, and, | .} she felt & thrill of desire to add no
fullness of her more to her heavy debt of kindness —

to be indeed free. ! .

“Understand me—you must not turn
suddenly and be selfishly
over the past,” urged Miss Lawson, who

“Whatever happens, be grateful, Mar-

“I.am——I am,” cried Margery, *“thank-
ful to all, and to you, for vou have done

in?”
“As I shall always help you. I hope,”

you would be true to your nature. [
waited only till I had some-
thing definite to propose before
Ispoke to you” She drew outa
letter from her pocket as she finished.

She has married a doctor in Londen, a
man who is fast becoming celebrated as
8 specialist. I have written many times
about you, and, when we have met, I

reglizes what you are. This letter came
only this morring, and it contains some-

you.”

“Yes?” said Margery simply.

Miss Lawson unfolded the letter.

“‘You have often heard me mention
Lady Enid Walsh,’” she read, *‘the
poor young creature whom John has
been attending during the past vear. I
was sitting with her yesterday. She
seems to have taken a fancy to me,
and during our conversation she asked
me to heip her to find a companion.
She has a lady with her now, an officer’s
widow; but she is not a pleasant wo-
mag, and they are going to part. 1 feel
80 serry for Lady Enid—young, with

ugh the wood to the | beauty and rank, amd a cripple for life!
cret ‘to whisper| She leads such an isolated existence'—
lgc mother ‘at” home. and
the thought Yenit speed to ¥er feet. What
oy she would

for her aunt, Lady Merivale, at whose
house she resides, is very old, and al-
most always confined to her room, and
Lady Enid’s only brother, the Earl of
Court, is never in Kngland. She wel-
fomes me 30 warmiy, and opans her
heart to me! She told me that she.
would like a bright voung girl for eom-
panion—if possible from the country.
Lady Fnid adores the country: but she
is compelled to live in London to be
near the doctors and under the so-called
care of her aunt. Immediately she
spoke of a country wirl myv th hts
flew to your nupil Margery Daw. From
your accounts I fuel sure she is the very
person to suit the poor voung invalid.
Do you think thiz could be managed ?
She would have ‘a luxurious home, a
reallv magnificent salary, and I feel
sure would soom grow to love Lady
Enid—no one could help doing so. 1
half said I krew of some one, and she
adooted the idea eagerly; so I hasten
to write to you.

“‘The rquestion is . whethor B
would like the lifa. " Tt would
very dull; but Ladv Enid is a mest
charming and intellecinal companion,
and very unselfish. I know you have
been anxious about your pupil; and this
seems such a wonderiul chance. that I
ean not help saving I shall be disap-
pointed if it falls through. I suppose
Lady Coningham would not object to her
protege’s becoming independent? Write
by return, and let me know what you
think of my proposal; and, if Fou ap-
prove, try to arrange it as quickly as
possible, as the widow lady leaves in &
fortnight.”

Miss Lawson folded the letter slowly,
and put it back into her pocket.

“That is all,” she sail quietly. “Now,
Margery, it remains for you to express
your feelings.”

“It i3 so sudden,” responded Margery
faintly; hier hands were clasped togeth-
er, her face, hidden Lehind the flopping
sun bonnet, was perplexed, paired ard
troubled.

What must she do? THow could sha
leave Hurstley., where every tree and
stone was preciovs to her, ard where
her heart was bourd? Should she speak
openly oi her love at once, her future
marriage with the voung squire of Cros-
bi¢ Castle? The words were on her lips
—and then she lesitated. Instinctively
she felt that Miss [awson would net
approve of the engagement and she
vividly reealled madame’s unceasing dise
like. No, she could not speak of it yet;
it was 80 rew, 3o strange; perhaps. after
all, it might not be—and her hands
pressed her hLeart closelv. She would
leave all to him; he must speak out. she
could not. And what then must she |y
to this prooosal? Could she leave Hurst-
lev—go from the sua, which gave her
heing life, into a lonely, strange world—
leave all that she knew and loved so
well—the tiny cotiige, the swestsmall-
ing weods and lanes, and the poor sick
woman, a mother in all but truth? That
‘ast thought came as a golden glen .
“Mother!” she said hurriedly, “i can
not leave her.”

“Then von renounee ail thought o in-
dependence,”
ing the wirl’s face with something lij.~ &
frown on her owm.

“I do not,” roniied Margery firmi-
“T have listered to your advice, and :
) will take it;"but I must first think of

i her. ~he will misa me, Miss Lawson—I

Was | know she will”

i “Weil” aaid Miss T.awson, after =
nause, “that is true. I¢ would be cruel
to leave her row. I wiil write to my
sister and thank her in vour name, and
explain why vou refuse.”

You are not eruss with me™ Map-
geTy murmured, putting out her hand
suddenly.

“Cross? No, my ecluld. L wish it
might have teen arranged: but you are
tight; it is your duty to stay with
-‘Mary Morris, and help to cleer her sad
life. In the future, if ever vou want
[ help, come to“me, and what I can do I
wilk.”

“l_,wi‘u,qomg to yop.” she said, simp-
ly; snd the two woemen separated. »
Y Murged down the hill toward

yourself

ed. She had followed each word and had
parted graaped the meaning instantly. Her nat-

mumuring

she observed coldlv, wa ch- |
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the power of his love. Why should she
have doubted him? Why nat have spok-
en bravely of their love? Had he not
said himself that storms  might come,
but he would face them all® To-morrow
she would seek Miss Lawson, and,
strong in the knowledge of Stuart’s
great, honest heart, teil her all. Now
she must hasten to the sick woman, and
watch beside her with tender care and

hope.

Stuart Crosbie strode home to tae
castle, feeling that e XY lefr behind
him  everything that mude lite happy.
His love for Margery had been growing
slowly but surely during the past three
menths that had elapsed since his re-

- - -» -

jturn home. Her beauty bewitched and

enthralled fiim; her freshness anmd sweet-
ness linked him still more strongly, her
daintiness and natural refinement ap-
pealed to him through all. He knew
there would be trouble, that his mother
would denounce his choice; but his mind
was made up, his will, the will of which
she was 80 proud herself, would be firm
as iron. let all the world rage, Mar-
gery should be his wife. Though she waa
nameless, a waif, a nobody, was she net
& pure, sweet girl? Were these worldly
considerations stains on her fair charac-
ter” No; his heart as given, his
mind made up, and nothing should move
him. He raised his head proudly at tius
thought. a look of determination on his
face. He was armed for the fray; but
while he gloried in his own strength,
there came the thought of Margery's
weakness. Would she brave the storm
as he could?” Wou!ld not the bitierness
of his mother’s anger wound and humili-
ate her? His face softened. He must
shield his sweet love from the fierceness
oi the battle, tenderly proteet Ler from
the cruel wind of harshress and coldness
that would most assuredly sreet her at
Crosbie Castle.

(To be Continued )

House flies are hatched im
manure and revel in filth. Scien-
t.ist:havediscavelr:(}thattheym
largely responsible for the spread
of Tuberculosis, Typhoid, Diph-
theria, Dysentery, Infantile Di-
seases of the Bowels. etc. Every
packet of Ww_son’s Fly Pads will
kill more flies than 300 sheets of

sticky paper. o

THEY WERE ALL “PILLS."
(Musical World.)

One of the fashionable East Side
churches recently witiessed a funny inect-
dent at a choir rehearsal. They were
preparing foe the fotiow!ng Sunday morn-
ing a beavtifu] selection, the first words
ot vhich were I Am a Piigrim.” It su
happened that the muslc divided the
wourd “Pilgrim,” and made a pause after
the syllable. The effect wus mest amus-
ing. The soprano saang :n a high kay,

“YI am a Pil—" aad stopped. The tenor
acknowledged that he was a “Ptl—'" and
when the bass came thundering én with
a likc declaration, [ am a Pti—" it was
too much for the gravity of the singers,
and they roared. No amount of practice
could get them past che fatal pause with-
cut arn ouiburst, and tie piece ltad to be
giv:n up.

RZVOLVING SUM-PARLCR.

A revolving sun-parlor mounted on
baii bearings ard cperated at the teuch
of a button Ly ciectric motors, is being
built to carry out tLa inventive ideas
of Mrs. L. Z. Leiter at her summer
home at Beverly, Mass, She can have
sunshine or shade, and can have a land-
scape, seascape or backyardscape to
feast her eyes on at will.

RATTLING THE SKELETOM.
(Helen Sanders, in Chicago Tribune.)

There was a young man from Chicago
‘Whe asnd.? “Where did Harry K. Thaw

80
Have they tried bim ngzin?.

the stream. her:

J

Is he still in the pen?

-

and thoughts .
¢ back to i.—t.i:ﬁih’ahlt“ Mvh’”;mdbhnmkuntll-'

(Phftadeiphia Record.)

(St. Paul Plonerr-Press.)

erutors get home,

HIS PEEP AT ROYALTY.

(Detruit Free Presa.)

“Di@ you ever gaze an
*Just once. It ¢ me

-

(Chicago Record-Heraid.

the propriety of w
collur problem there,

&

(Toledo Blade.)

when she deprived fishes of & VO
“How 40 you make out?™

time it laid an egg.”

-

/ CONSISTENCY.
(Tatler.)

&

what is your age, Mertha

wa3i when [ came 'éro?

Gl

ANSWERED.

the foot of the

laugh when they hit the bottom.

FACT AND FANCY.

garden”

-~

THE BRUTE,
(Chicago Record-Herald.)

in your sleep.”

PROGRESS.
(The Throne.)

gaticn give up cannibalism?

%';\itn: but after much troubie I
the'n tu use knives and forks.

PROBABLY.
(Judge.)
contains sulphur,’”

“In what amount?’
“Oh, in varying quantities.'

making better matches than
—e

HOW WILLIE womN.
(Boston Transcript.)

Mother—DId you do as I
Mrs. Winter's, and not ask
tinie for ple?

I got the first

only once.
ashing’

THE COOL PART.
(Houston Post.)

of danger?
[ think his feet would.™

THE EGOTIST.
(Harper's Bazar.)

Abraham Lincoln, does he™*

.

tion.’

ol
0>

" SOME SACRIFICE.
(P..iladelphia Inquirer.)
Jenny—Jack, you ought ie make

lor.

A FIXTURE.
(Rarper’s Bazar.)

us, Bridget?

alsy mark whin lAsee wan?

HER SACRIFICE.

i (Life.)
Madge—What s Dolly’s
Uia?

dying rich.

RAPID PROGRESS,

(Chicage | News.)

grt_your shoes on yet'

but one.”

THEY GO WITH THE FARM.
(Louisville Courier-Journal.)

bet to let your whiskers grow?*

* WITH SAUCE.
(Boston Transcript.)

¥ swallowed everything I sald.

4 Beck—How is it now ?
;  Peck—Now she often makes me eat

) tuy owu words.

SOUNDED INVITING.
(Boston Transcript.

oo

uscript Penley has ever sent us.
Assistant Editor—What is it *

drink with me.”

RESEMSBLANCES,

(Washington Star.)

Hfe.”” said the serious wuman.

more like cribhage pigs.””

AS USUAL.
°  (Lippincott’s Magazine.)

them ?

DEMORALIZED.
(Washington Star.)

“Xou disapprove of poetry ™
“Yes. air,” " Con
“Shan’t any of it confe

fes t' T can’t git him to pui! up a

(S

Jones (filling in the census paper)—And
, Mertha?
Martha—Well, sir, ‘ow old did I say I

(Puck.)
Teacher—And why should we begin at
ladder? ‘

Ceward—No. That would torever de-
Ertve me of the joy of reading and be-
eving in these beautiful seed catalogues.

“Thanks, dear, for your self-restraint.”

.

Mistress—.Are you sure you'll stay with

Cook (un her hundredth job)—@aith an’
I will. Don't yez suppuse [ Lnow wan

Ambition tn

M;rjoﬂe—aShe hopes to marry a millfon-
adre and save him from tha disgrace of

“Minnie,” called the meother of a tour-
year-old, whu was dressing, “haven't yeu

“What's the matter? Made an election

“No: but [ dassen’t cut ‘em till fall. It
would b2 a big disappeintment to the
sununer boardersy not to have some whis-
ser3 on the place to maka jokes about.'

Jekeley—OR, they all came flying back.

-stt‘mw‘-nm wife 13 an an-
‘CIWWIMMMW

 BUT IT WON'T BE COMPULSORY.

Wewulanbc-bhtomthocom
tion as soon as the moving machine ap-

‘ost and the
chap who held it drew two cards, too.”
———e - SR

In New York peopie are werrying over
Theay seemed to h.ﬁ”“ma*m“&

“Nature knew ‘what she wag u:?m‘

that
“What !f a f'sh had to cackle every

Willle—So if any of the guys at the to
falls we’'ll be near enough to give ‘em thz

(Life.)
Howard—Do you intend cultivating a

‘“John, I listened to You for haif an
hour last night while You were talking

Lady—And did yeu make your congre-

“Now they clatm that the human body

“Well, that may account for some girls
others."*

© “Thinks he's in the same clage with

Yes, and evidently expeets & promo-

“Yes., mamma,’” answered Minnie, “mll

Peck—Before we were married my wife

Editor—This is the most inviting man-

Editor—A poem beginning, “Come and

““We arz but pawns in the game ef

“Perhaps,” replied Miss Cayenne. *“But
those of us who wear hobble akirts icak

Jokeley—I got a batch of aeroplane
Jokkes ready and sent them out last week.
Bouggs—What luck did you have with

Missionary (suppressing a grin)— Not |
persuaded

Jou at
seeond

Wilite—Yes, ma. I didn't have to agk
plece 'thout

“Do you t}xlnk he would be coel in time

2OMe
sacritice tu prove that you luve mae, What |
will you give up when we are married?
Jack—I—I'll give up being a bache-

1

sult I became very much run down, and

as the medicine I tried did not give me
any relief I grew mela unhap-
PY. and felt as though my constitution
was bmh’ng down. Quite accidentally
my attention was qalled to Dr. Williams®
Pink Pills, and I decided to try them,
and I am happy to say tiat they effect.
ed a complete cure, and made my stom-
ach as strong as ever it had been. I am
glad to say a few wards in praise of the
medicine that cured me, and T hope my
experience will benefit some other suf-
ferer.’

Enrich the blood and you  banish
most of the every day ailments of hu-
manity, and vou can enrich it quickest
and best by the use of Dr. Williams®
Pink Pills. Sold by all medicine deaers
or by mail at 30 cents a box or 8ix boxes
for $2.50, from The Dr. Williams* Medi-
cine Co., Brockville, Ont.

THE CENSUS MAN.

(Toronto Star.)
He asked me did [ have a vote, and were
my children grown,
It was a greep-eyed census man who
paused before my door,
Aud when 1 came he asked me things
I'd never been asked before.
And did I ever have the pip, and were
. my teeth my own.
And: bad I marrted more thap once, and
] . Was T marrfed yet,
And was my wife a red-haired blonde
or was she a brunette; '
And did I ever take a drink, and e I
ever swear,
And had I pimples on my neck, and was
my father falr, -
Anddlﬂ,lho’l’rhmm and were
~mY boys all girls,
And did I ever wear a wig and were
these .real curig? | .
And then he touched on basebal! lore,
g end-asked was I a fan,
And had I seen Tim Jordan's leg, and
did I like their plan,
And ‘then religion caught his eye ugon
his lengthy list,
He asked was [ a Protestant, or fust &
] ‘Methodist, ; .
. And h.dg::grbm in fall, god 22 I
, ¥ ]

’ hadn’t,
'And if T used mueh squw gin, or
¥ beer and rye | %

And dfa I everhcut my* chrns, or ewer
take a bath, .

| And. @1 I owe the landlord much, bat

here I rose in wrath, .

I An® with & club I swatted him, end

b -+ broke his bLlooming:

“Now will bother no one eige,”

" sald, “By heck” °*

And if you in my garhage can shoul®
cast & eye, ‘

You'll see :::{ census mmn’s remains
just where I let him lle. y A

o]

KING GEOMNGE'S DIFFICULT
o TASK.
(N. Y. Journal of Commerce,)

Tbe occupant of the British throne has
one of the mest trytng positions in the
werld. At his peril he must not ower-
pars the fmils of constitutional sower-
elgnty, and must constantly remenasber
that his true function s tu reign and mot
to govern. But neither must he fomget
as ministers come and go and nse
and fall that he i3 the oniv stable

rep-

ve of the State. There i3 always

& % policy, as distinguished from a

g ative or Libheral policy, amd the
icy

QL (
tary of the oa for that pol-
”.(’.{.vrw,hich syccessful Cabinets bring
their‘contridution, and from which gone
may widely diverge, is the wearer of
the ercwn.

o

A Modern Plant

In the big conflagratiom which' oc-
curred in Toronto in April, 1904, several
hundred concerns, some of them large,
sonte medium and some small in size,
were praeti put out of busigess.
In the former class E. W. Gillett Co.
was numbered. A few months after the
fire they moved inte their fine w
date factory, which, at that time,
ed to be sufficiently large for a good
many years. The demand, howeves, for
this company’s goods has been so great
that they are now forced to gither erect
8 néw plant or enlarge their present
one. The latter could have been done,
as they owned adjoining vacant prdper-
ty, 50 feet frontage by 186 feet in
depth, but even the additional
gtyned in this way would oniy ligely be
sufficient for the next four or five
Years. The ma ment of the tom-
paav decided to deal with the question
In a large way, and placed their proper-
ty on the market. Within a few days
a sale bad been made to the ald reli-
able W. R. Brock concern. ‘

The Gillett Company are now desaling
with plans for a large. new plant, which
will be located sotewhere on & railway,
and this plant will likely consist of sev-
eral buildings. Besides manufacturing
Magic aBking Pawder and their ether
well known specialties, it is the intem-
tion to manufacture boxes, tin cans,
paper boxes and' everything of this kind,
as well as to grind corn and other raw
materials used in the business. The
eompany ecalculate it will take

fifteen months to

get. their now

imoew




