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‘Sweet Miss'

=

“You shall give me all your messages
before 1 start,” 3Tiss Charteris replied.
“Now let me read to you a little—you
look tired. 1 shall not let you talk any
more.”

She smiled gently, and flitted away,
leaving Stuart deep in happy tiaougf.
His spirits rose as the picture of a biiss-
ful future floated before him, and his
heart was filled with gratitude toward
Vane. Without her help, it would have
been a har? fight; but mow his fears
were lessened, for his darling would
have one stanch, true: friend.

8ir Douglas Gerant, walking through
the hall, glanced at the invalid lying

in the chair, his face illumined
v the flood of happiness that thrilled

m.

“You look better, sStuart,” he satd,
abruptly, approaching the young man.

“1 am feeling splendid,” Stuart re-
plied, heartily.

“Hum! What new remedy have you
tried, may 1 ask”” Sir Douglas said,
dryvily.

“A new doctor has preseribed for me,”
Stuart sgid, with a laugh, “and here she
ts. Cousin Vane, see how mueh good
you have done me! Sir Douglas has
ecompiimented me with almost profes-
sicnal jealousy.”

Miss Charteris smiled, and, sesting
herseif, opened her beok. while Sir
Douglas retraced his steps through the
hall to the front entrance, and walked
thenee across the sweep of lswn to the
fodge gates.

“So the wind is in that qusrter!” hte
mused, while a frown eontracted his
brow. "1 am sorry and disappointed. e
in & good Iad, worthy of a better woman
than that proud, seifish creature. Well,
f am an old fool! The sooner i go from
here the better. I shall grow too fond
of Shoito's son if [ stay much longer.”

He walked briskly across the lawnm,
then turned into the avenue, aml ap-
proachird the gntes. The sun ‘was beat-
ing down on the hot, dusty lane, the
lodge-keeper’'s wife was standing, her
arms akimbo. talking to some one lean-
ing wearlly against the fron piliar.

“Gvood-morning, sir.,” stie said, courte-
sying. “May | make bold ws o ask how
the voung squire ia this mornimg?”

“Retter—much better,” returned Sir
Dongias.

“'here. Margerv—you hear?"—the
woman tunned again  to the figure—
“hetter. Lor, if thers ain’t that baby
awake! kKxeuse me, sir;” and, dropping
a hasty eourtesy, Mrs. Clark rushed into
the lLonse. ?

“You have come fo ingunire after the
yopne squire”” Sir Diugias began, ad-
dmﬁinz the slender black-robed girl in
kind!v tones,

The head was bent. the plain skirt was
thick with dwvst: hnt there was about
the young girl’s figure an ar of un-
speakahle prace. and = tress of the red-
gold hair that shone bemeath the biamck
straw hal gleamed as a touch of won-
drons coior to the snmbre picture.

Margerv raised her head. .
‘“Yes, siv.” she replied. and -then stop-
ped, almost in alarm. Sir Douglas had
moved forward as his eves rested an her
face: hie color faded to s deathly white-
neas, and he almost stagyered against
the gnte, fiis eyns atill fixed o her won-
dering eonntenance.

“Who are vou? What 18 vour name?”
he gasped. rather than spoke.

“Margerv Daw,” she answered. trem-
$ing a !ittle with fear. Then seeing his
head drocp. sha added quickly: “Yon
are il}, ®ir: lot me get you some water.”

Sir Douglas put ont a feeble hand.

"™ ‘2 nothing—a spasm—the hest™
he muttered: them ha moved slowly to
the ladgr door and sunk upon the bench
ontaide. "The hent.” he murmured agatn,
“and a ghest of the past!”™ -

Margery wemnt into the cottage, and
returned with a glass of water. Sir
Douglas took it from her and drank it
egeriv.

"1 bave frightened you, ehild,” the
amid. nbhruptly.  “Tell me”—he pressed
one hand to his sule—“von ars called
Margery Daw. Your mother—what of
her?”

“1 have no motuer,” Margery replled;
and Ler Ip trembdled. "1 am alome™

“You fve here-—have lived here al.
wavs!” went on Nir Douglas qulexly.

“A my life,” she answered.

1 surk back 1 the seat again.

<1t was vut my thought,” he murmur-
el: "and ve: how like, how like!”

“Are you better now?” asked Margery
gentlv.

“Yes, cbild—yes”—he pausad a littie
— “bur ! »hall go no further.” He rose
slow!y, his eves wandering now and
again to tiue girl's face. “But you—you
Mook tirtd—what are you going to do?

“Walll back to the village,” Margery
anawered, with a #igh and a wistful
g ance in the direetinm of the Castle. Sa
mch scrroew had come to her sinee taat
hapopv day in Weall Wood that she
seemed, indeed, faint and weary. She
lonzed o seeé Ntuart, to send him a  few
words: but her pride, her modesty, for-
bade it. and not until this morning could
ahe sumimaon up comrage to walk to the
lodge gntes and inquire about him. She
mever dcubted his constancy, nor did she
ook for any message from him.  She
kaew of his sufieriug and al! her thought
wae for him. She turned awayv now, with
& grweful inclination to Sir Douglas,

ted.” ke said, sharply. “Sit down
and preparel to retrace her sieps.

“You cannot walk yet—you are not
awhile. This heat is enough to kill you.”

Margery shook her head.

“Thaak yvou: I must go. I only came
to Inguire afier —after Mr. Stenart.”

“He is in good hamla,” Sir Deugias
remurked in his dry. cynical way. “I set
his arm, but his heart requires another
doctor. and his cousin  has succeeded
there. Ah, the village will see a wedding
before long, child, uniess I have lost my
wits!” He was turning away when he
suddenly approached her once more.
must mgumin,"he said, in a strange
Busky voice. “You have back

-

[ uttered first, Hher heart ggasped too

"

the future, while I live, I will be =

tf:iemi to you, for you bear an angel’s
ce.”

He turned and walked away rapidly;

but Margery neither’ heard mor under-

stood what he meant. She was repeating

over and over again the words he had

wedding in the village, a wedding from
the castle! Stuart, her Stuart, the being
who held her very life, marry' another
—that fair lovely woman who had
had laughed her to scomn! The sunshine
grew blood-red before her eyes, for
one instant she reeled, and then grasped
the door-post for suppert. Then' gradu-
all awoke to the fullness of her

instant changed from a girl of glowing,
living hopes to swo&n%h‘d tasted
the bitterness of all ‘earthly ‘grief. She
bent her head and walked steadily down
the lane, heedless of the sun, heedless of
the rough stones, heedless even of mad-
ame’'s presence, as she dashed past in
her carriage. She was oblivious of ev-
erything save her pain ard trouble, and
the memory of her wasted love. ’

CHAPTER X.

“Friendship is constant
things,
Save in the office and affairs of love;
Therefore all hearts in love use theit
own tongues.
Let ev’ry eye negotiate for itself,
And trust no t.” '
Vane Charte closed abruptly the
book she was reading. She had eom-
menced the qunotation scarcely heeding
what she read, but the sense dawned
upon her as she reached the end. She
colored faintly and looked.up hurriedly,
then gave a sigh of relief. Soothed by the
musical monotony of her voice, Stuart
had fallen into a doze and the last
words had had no meaning for him.
Vane opened her fan and sat haek;
her eyes were fixed on the lovely pic-
ture hefore her, but her thoughts were s
tnmult of anger, vexation and jealousg.
To find her plans upset, her hope of
power pass from her in the very moment
of ita birth, was a bhittar mortification.
Her short dream of ambition was hrok-
en, and for what? A mere country-girl
whose eyes had bewitched Stuart, and
whose charm had beguiled the passing
hour. A feeling of self-annoyance sue-
ceeded the vexation. Vane bLit her lip|
and tapped the ground with her foot.
What had she done? Promised to be-
friend and a9sist the very woman who
had pushed her aside. She waa a fool, the
rroud girl told herself, not to have
aughed Stuart’s tale of love to srorn. A
few cold wonls might perchanee have
checked the ardor of his flame. Now it
was too late: she had given her promise.
and ahe must meet this woman. A deep
flush spread over Vane’s rheeks.
She shut her fan quickly, and looked
euriously at her sleeping cousin. A
thought had suddenly come to her mind.
After all, she had not been so foolish,
for was she not to meet Margery alone,
with nmo influence to work against hers?
Could slc not manage as.to rouse, say,
if not the demon of jealousy, at least
the spirit of pride? The girl had pride.
Vane was compelled to admiz—she had
rot forgotten Margery’'s dignity that
day in the court yard. ner the graceful
hauteur and ea3e with which ahe had
moved away. Wordy warfare was not
nnknown to Miss Charteris, and it would
be strange indeed if 3lie could not plant
some poisoned arrows in this presump-
tuous ccuntry girl’s breast.
Stuart could not write a line—that
was fortunate: he wonld not be able
to leave the eastle for three or four
dave at the least—thag also was fortun-
ate. Vane feit her spirits rise again,
and her hatred. fanned by piqued van-
ity and jéalousy, grew stronger and
stronger.
“S8ome vague though: of trouble seem-
ed to come at tha. moment to Stuart,
for. on turning her head, she met his
open eves fixed with ap anxiows look
on her.
“Yon have Nhad a delizhtiu! aleep”
she said, rising and moving toward him.
“f am so glad!”
Stuart passed his left hand cver his
hrow.
“How rude yon mnst  think me,
Yane-” he murmnured. “Your voice sent
me to aleep: but T have not slumbered
peacefuliv. ){y arm i3 a most annoying
m®mber.”
“I feared you were suffering™ Vane
anawered gently. “Stvart, why not go
back to your ronm again® I am sure
it will be wiser.”
“[ don’t feel a Herenles, certainly”
corfesaed Stuart. “Who ~ould think
that four davs wonld pull a fallow down
so low?” e rose slowly from his chair,
then added sudderlv, “Put my mother’
Vane! [ must see her today'”
“T am going to propose something”
Vame said slowly., 28 <he drew his hand
through ler arm. “Let me speak tn
Auit (+rstance. Believe me, T shall
do it far tetter-than you. You would
cr -bali’y te hurt at what she zays and
then vou would he be angry. Now, if
T speak. Stuart. [, being an impartial
person, shall be mors calm and colleet-
el T vifl pwad vour ease well, and—
dor’t think me vain—I think T shall sue-
ered a3 [ wish.”
Vanrr diew a enick hreath. Stuart
dil net e the trarsitory gleam of
tiinaph that flashed from her eyes.
“f am wour friend: you will trust
me*” she added gentle.
“Trust vou’ Yes Vare: but it seems
cowardlv. unmanly, not to plead for
mva.!i "
“Do von want to win your mother’s
consent?  Yes, of course you do? Then
be serrrel. Stnart. that in my bands
your =il bc more certain of it than if
yon axt gsr‘yu-al See—here is your
genant'  Take my advice, rest and be
Bavry, and all will ‘go well”
“Vane.” began Stuart; but she stop-
pel him.

in all other

ey

-For Skin
Sufferers
- Hyou, or somiecone dear
to you, have undergone
the itching, burning, -
sleep - destroying tor- | |
ments of eczema or
other cruel skin erup-
tion and have suffered
from its embarrassing,
unsightly disfigure-
- ment ; if you have tried
allmanneroftreatment,
no matter how harsh,
to no avail, and kave
- all but given up hope
of cure, you can appre-
| ciate what it means to
thousands of skin-tcr-
tured sufferers, ffom in-
fancy to age, when the
first warm bath with
Cuticura Soap ‘and
gentle application of
Cuticura Ointment
permits rest and sleep,
and proves the first
step in a speedy and
successful treatment.

rest will foliow in due course. Marg-
ery Daw, your chances of reigning at
Crosbie Castle grow smaller and emall-
evr” : '

She mcunted the stairs to her room,
stopping cn the way to exchange a few
word: and embraces with her mother,
wh> wa: overjoved to see her darling
child so weil and hLappy.

Van: mede a caretul, simple toilet;
she exchonged her low, pink gown fer
a daintv white cambric. chose a large
white hat ond gloves of a light tan shade
and, after bidding her maid place them
in readiness, descended to the hall just
as her aunt arrived.

Mrs.  Crosbie was dJismissing her
groom with the ponies when Vane in-
terrupted. ¢
“Forgive  me=, auntie, dear” she smil
lizhtly: “but may [ have the carnage
this afternocon® 1 have an errant to
perform in the village.”

Mrs. Crosbie looked surprised fer an
instant; then she said afrably:
“Certainly, my dear. At what tine
shall Tims bring it round *”

“About five o’clock. Many thanks.
Aunt Constance,” she added, pretidv, as
Mrs. Crosbie gave the desired order.
Luncheon progressad slowly and 1a-
ther silently. Lady Charteries chattared
awav to the squire and Mrs. Crusie
dilated in her proud, eold way upon
mission work. Sir Dougtas cat and spoke
little, while Vane discussed the delica-
cies in siience.

Several times in the course of the
meal she was struck hy the strange ex-
pression en Sir Douglus Gerant’s face;
there was a glow of animation, a look
of eagerness that surprised her, and she
deeided mentally that he was ponderingy
some great probiem, when she saw his
brows darken and his jaws 3et with de-
termination. She herseli had many
momentous thoughts troubling her; but
her maner was plucidly serene. She was
“awaiting her opportunity to speak alon2
with Mrs. Crosbie, and thought to er-.
feet her purposs immediately  after
lunchecn.

In this, however, she was foiled; her
aunt was claimed by the housekeeper
on account of domestic affairs, and 1t
was past four o’clock before she wa3l
liberated.

At last Vane saw hLer chance. She had
seated herzelf in the coionnade, which
was a favorite Iounge for the whole
house in summer tuine, and from here
she could see ail who came and went.

gery Daw, and says he will make her his

' kill more flies than 300 sheets of

wite.” ’
“For a time there was no reply from.
¥y frown on her handsome face,

she said, at last. 1
“indeed, Aunt Constance, I am net,”
zeturned Miss Charteris, quietly. * My
news surprises you?”

“Burprises*” repeated Mrs. Crosbie. * L
fail to understand you at all” /
Vane rose and knelt besid eher aun
“Auntie, dear,” she said, gently. “you
must not be hard om poor Stuart. Re-
colleet, he has - eyes, and this giri is
bean::ifm. L have seen her, and love is]

interrupted Mrs. Crosbie, coldly.
“No; he told me his secret this morn-

ing, urged by 1 know not what,” and)

Mrs. Crosbie; and Vane, turning; saw a} §

“You are jesting, of course, Vane?™ ,

“Has he asked you to plead for him™ .

il mitﬂulmliﬂllﬂﬁiﬂ“;mummm AL

Vane let her eyves wander away again.
“Perhaps,” he went on, after a brief
pause, “some idea of the warm interest
I must ever have in him prompted him;
but that 1 can not teil. He spoke open-
Iy to mie, and asked me to be her friend
as 1 was his.”

A sneer curied Mus. Crosbie’s Lip.
“He evidently thought unmivn was
strength,” she remurked, dryiy.

“Aunt Constanee, 1 will not hear your
anger against Stuart,” Vane said,
quickly.  “f—1 am his friend, ana—"
Ber head dropped and her cheels fiush-
ed. Then she went on hurriedly, "R is
wot his fault—eof that 1 am sure; you
must blame Margery Daw, if you biame
any one.”

“Does he expeet me to receive her>
asked Mrs. Crosbie, quietly.

“1 think so. But listen to me, funt
Constance. 1 have not crossed Stuart,
1 have net refused his request, for 1
feared, in his weak state, to vex him;
but he has left everything in my hands,
and 1 will—"  She stupped, and their
eyes met.

“What ¥ asked Mrs. Crosbie almost
sharply.

“Suve him from this if I can.”

The words were utiered very quietly;
and Mrs. Crosbie drew a quick breath
of relief.

“Vane,” she said, “forgive me; I was
wrong to doubt you even for a mo-
ment.”

“I knew what it is,” Vane went on
hurriedly—“a glamor, 2 romance. Stuart
has been here alone—he has been be-
witched. But I know too what a bitter
awakening it would be when the glamor
was gone, the veil of poetry and ro-
mance torn down; and, for his sake, I
will do it. Auat Coustance, do not
think me bold—do not think me unwo-
manly. 1 can not nelp myself; I would
do anything for Stuart—ior—for I—love
him!” * . 5

Vane sunk baek and baried her face in
her hands. Mrs. Crosbie put her arms
ground her niece and drew her to her
shoulder.

“Unwomanly, Vane?” she said gent-
ly. *I honor you. This is as it should
be-'.

“Ah, you will. keep my secret, Aunt
Constance? He must not kaow—I would
not let him know for untold gold. If
we succeed in satisfying this girl’s am-
bition or avarice-——money generally heals
such wounds as hers—we must remem-
Yer he will be troubled perhaps for a
time. 1 would not let him think my
heart hungered for him; my pride wauld
suffer—it would kil! me.”

“He shall rot know, I promise,” Mrs.
-Crosbie responded. stroking Vane’s sof
hair. “But what shall we do—how
break this ofi? It has taken me at a
disadvantage; the very thoueiht seems
30 monstrous, I can not yvet believe it.”

“Y want you to hmmor Stuart,” Vane
said. “Let lim think that you may
consent eventually: he proud and cold,
but not uankind. The blow must come
from her.”

“How*” inquired Mrs. Crosbie, for
onee ruusal from her calm deemanor.

“She must be convinced of the usciess-
ness of her scheme. T am going to her
now, sent a3 Stuart’s messenger. [
think I shail pave the way at any rate.”

Mrs. Cresbie clasped her niece’s hand
for an iastart, acd then turned aside.

(To be Continuaed.)

House flies are hatched in
manure and revel in filth. Scien-
tists have discovered that they
are largely responsible for the
spread of tuberculosis, typhoid,
diphtheria, dysentry, infantile di-
seases of the bowels, etc. Bvery
packet of Wiison’s Fly Pads will

sticky paper.
S L e
LADY TRUSTEES.

(Waoodstock Sentinel-Review)

A woman s a candldate for school

trustee in Ottawa. This {3 woman’s cen-
tury. In most departments of life she
has already asserted her right to rec-
ognition. In some she practically con-
trols the situation. She s especiaily in-
terested in the education of children
and especially qualified to take an In-
teres. in such work.. The wonder i3 not

ed in her book; but in Teality she was
Keenly alive to everytiing
around, listening fur the firs. tones of
her aunt’s voice, and wondering during
the moments of her watch what was

To outward appearance she was absorb- .

passing !

ths: a wcman (s offering herself as a
candidate ror electiun as a member of
a schonl board, but that women candi-
dnies are 3.0 faw, The Toronto school
Beard h:® had wimen members for
yeurs, and some of them have rendered
very excellent sgervice. It is not at all
ur 'ke!yv that the cause of education

causing the struggie in Sir Douglas Ger-
ant’s breast as he walked to and fro be-
neath the shade of the trees im the dis-
tance.

aunt approach; but she gave Mrs. Cris-
bie a smile when she addressed her.

“So 1 hear, Vame, that you have been
nursing Stuart, and with good resuilts.
I have just met Andrews, and he teiis
me his master has slept nearly all after-
noon; he will soon recover now, 1 hope.”

“1 hope so, indeed,” said Vane, eoftiy.

She pushed forward a chair as she
spoke; then, as her aunt sunk imto it,
she said, quietly:

“Aunt Comstance, ! want to speak to
you. 1 said before luncheon that 1 had
en errand to perform in the village, but
I did not say what that errand was 1
will tell you how.”

“Do you think I look eurious, Vane?”
lsughed Mrs. Crosbie, her handsome fea-
tures wearing an air of satisfaction and
pleasure as her gaze rested on her miece.

“I am going to see Margery Daw,”
Vane ssid, slowly, letting her eyes wan-
der across the suniit lawn, but not be-
fore she saw s look of surprise dawn on
her aunt’s” face.

“AT will go well—yes.” mused Vane,

| as sbe tarned back to the colomwsinde.
“* gee th- end cles-lv now. ‘T et en-
fis’ Aun Constaree on my side, and the

tl “Est Margery Daw!” repeated Mrs
- “YWhy, Vame™ =
“Beeause Stuart has ssked me to go”™

Vane did not loock up as she saw her

weild gain materially {f if there ‘were
moere women members on school boards,

P
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“Physical culture, ma, is perfectly
fines To develop the arme, I grasp
this red by one end and move it elow-
ly from right to left.”

“Well, well!” exclaimed her
mother, “what won’t science discover?
And it you'll take this rod which has
some bréomecorn on the other end of

STOFPING HMIS IMPUDENCE.

(Life.)

Mrs. Cobbh—Was the greocer's bhoy im-
pudent to Yyou agaln when you tele-
pi.oned your order this morning ?**

““Yes. Mrs. Cobb, he was that; but I
sixt him this time. & sez, ‘who the hell
du you think you're talkin’ to? Thisis
Mrs. Cobb.'”

v

ALL IN.

(Puck.)
Friend—I was just in the Art Gallery,
admiring your “Napoleon After Water-
100.” The tideiity and expression an Bon-
aparte’s face is wonderful. Where
you get it ?
Mr. Dobber—Fram life. I got my wife
to pose for me !n the morning after she
gave her tirst reception.

HIS INTERPRETATION.

(Puck.)

Mrs. Hornbeak (in the midst of her
reading)—My goodness ! What's this
country caoming to * Here 1s an article
ieaded : ** A Bar-tender to every Two
School-teachers.”

¥armer Hornbeak — By hickeory! How
them prufessors do drink !

ANCESTRAL PRIDE.
Sir Thomas Cverbury, of London, once
remarked: “The man who has nothing to
boast of but his ancestors is like a po-
tato—the only gcod belonging to him is
undergrouml.”

-

SEEM TO KNOW HOW.

(Louisville Courier-Journal.)
‘“What's the trouble jn Plunkville?*
“We've tried a mayor and we've tried
a commission.”’

“Well
“Now, we're thinking of offering the
management of our city to some good
magazine."’

HIS FLAG WAS UP.

(From Success Magazine.)
When the crowd assembled for thelr
game of ball Johnnie, the pitcher, was
missing. Jimmie wasa sent to investigate,
“Is Johnnie at home ' asked Jimunie of
the sister who answered his
. “Cocurse,” anawered the sister, ‘don’t
you see his shirt on the line?*

P

THE WEDDING PRESENT PRO-

BLEM.
(Cleveland Plain D.hr.)’
girl & wedding prescat . the Sparkies

aw .
**No: old Spu'ﬁler and I had a squabble
yesterday."”
“That’s too bad. What was the cause?”
1 cannot afford his friendship. He
has five marriag=able daughters.”

HOW IT COULD ACHE.

(Exchange)
Benners—That's the second time you
havs used the phrase ‘aching void,” I
wish you wou!d tell me how a void
can ache.

Jenrers—Easiest thing on earth; don't
ycu somet!mes have a headache?

SAVED $3 IN ONE BUNCH.

(Philadelphia Reecord)
Mrs. Muggins—Don't yuu ever try to
save any money?

Mr. Muggins—Sure. I saved $4 to-day.
Borru.well struck me for § and I only
lez him have 3L
titho aarognsda dnioymoa®-o Nbran

D o

THAT BORROWING NEIGHBOR.-

(Philadelphia Times)

“ Say!’

“Yes?

“Have jyou gone into the knocking
bustness professionally ™’

““What do ¥you mean?®’

“I was wondering {f you wonld need
to keep my hammer {ndefinitely.”

MAKE NO TRUCE.

(Chicago News)

Mother—Tommy, be careful how you
feed tiat Lear. He might snap your

you seec that he has a peeceful nature.
Motiher—Yes dear, but he mighct turn
out to be a naturtAt r.

AN INDUCEMENT TO TRY.
(Washington Star)

“Did you say the Zlishing around here

was interesting?”’

““Yep,” said Farmer Corntosse!l. “The

feller that catches one tish breaks the

record.”

MEANING THE KEROSENE CIR-
CU!T.

(Philadeiphia Record)

“I should like L0 get an engagement

with my circus of trained fleas,” said

the vaudevillian.

“You'! have to try it on the dog first,”

:ﬁpled the booking manager, . sardonie-
3.

e

BOUND TO BE OCCUPIED.

’ (Philadeiphia Record.)
“Your life i3 tou sedentary,” said the
doctor. “What you need i3 constant ex-
citement."”
“Well, I guess T'll get it.'" replied the
fair patient. *“I'm guing to marry &
man to reform him.”

Ol
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NOT NEAT LOOKING.
(Washington Star.)

“Fave you done any surf bathing?*
asked the citizen who was standing on
the shore watching the sardine boxes
and crange peels rolling in.
“Ng,” replied the native, “we haven't
done any. But we must admit the surf
evidently needs {t.”

P

UP TO DATE.

(Puck)
Wicorwalker—Looking for anything, sir?
Customer—Yes, for my wife.

r—All right sir. Put ‘a notice
in the “Lost” colump of oyr dally paper
‘published on the thirty-third floor, second
counter, by three o’clock, and it will be
on the corridors before four.

Ol S

MARRIAGE TIE.

Ghaage in the Ceremony Made So as
Not to Offend Brides.

London 'Cable—Hnving undertaken
to abridge the Ten Commandments,
the Lower House of the Convocation of
the Church of England tried its hand at
expurgating the service.

The Archdeacon of Leicester deciared
that certuin phrases and words in the
exhortation ef the marriage service are
offensive to brides.

Other cleries said that whea officiat-
ing at weddings they are often asked
to cut out these particular words and
phrases or to mumble them so that they
are scarcely audible. ‘the exhortation
was composed in the sixteenth cemtury,
a coarse epoch, and the Convocation
Committee recommends alterations in it
to make it consvnant with modern
ideas.

The members of the Convocation, with
very few objeeting, then agreed to the
following changes in the exhortation. it
was agreed that the clause reciting that
marriage “is not by any to be enter-
prised or taken in hand light!y” ehouid
be altered to read, “marriage is not by
any to be taken in hand unadvisedly,
lightly, but advisedly, soberly and in
of God, duly conisdering the chiet
causes for which matrimony is ordain-
ed‘”.

‘The members also agreed that the
passage stating that marriage “was or-
dained for the proereation of mankind,’
should run “for the increase of manm-
kind.” It waa then proposedsto omit
the passage in the exhortation which
-gives the second reason for which mar-

‘riage is ordained, namely “for a rqmedy

.| against sin.” This alteration was hotly

resisted by several members. Canon
Drummond said that those who object-
ed to these words were precisely the
persons by whom  they were mostly
needed. Nevertheless this amendment
was alse agreed upon.

‘The Archdeacon of Berkshire said
that he would like Canon Henson to
warn persons who were married
"fashionable churches, like St. Margar-
"ét’s, to be careful about pai in
‘navels which they altowed their

ters to read. That was the real dan-
ger of the time. Cuitivated persons who
considered the words of the marriage
pervice coarse, be added, were those
who left In their drawing rooms books
sontaining language which had an im-
moral influence on their dmughters.

il

HIGH SPEED HEARING.
(Miam{ Record.)

Twe negroes got Into a row with a
white man. The latter had a revolver
and fired a shot., The darkies did a mar-
athon stunt untfl out of range, when one
of the negroes said to his friend:

“bid you hear dat bullet?”

“Peed I did. I hearn it twice!™

- do you mean by dat”’ asked
the first one. :

*“{ hearn dat bullet once when it pass-
ed me and den anoder time when [ passed

is" . -

‘finrgers. p
Tummy—But mamma, he tries to let} .
aki i ”

‘Cured by Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound

Morton’s Gap, Kentucky.—*1 suf-
fered twa years with female disorders,
Faimy health was very

i bad and I had a

jcontinual backache

my
long enough to cook
ia meal’s victuals

me,
and would have

1 sen-
sations I counld

hardly bear it. I
had sorenmess in each side, could not
stand tight clothing, and was irregular.
I was completely run down. On ad-
vice I took Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound and Liver Pills and
am enjo good health. It is now
more than two years and I have not
had an ache er pzin si:&ei Idom
own wo washing every
and never have the backache any more.
) § t.hinktyonrﬂmedicl ine sihabo la‘ml I
praise it to my nei rs. you
think my testimony will help others
gu may publish 1t.”—-Mrs. OLrLiz

ooDALL, Morton’s Gap, Kentucky.




