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THE DEAREST GIRL
gl IN THE

WORLD

(ine day severa] atrangers entered the
earl’s reom. They were his solicitors
and he had sent for them, and excused
the two girls from the room. IKrances
tmith did not dreawmn that the earl was
so ill. Bhe did not know that death was
lurking about, waiting for his victim.
Kach day she expected her mother, who
did not come. One day the physicians
summoned the two girls and in an hour
the Earl of Dunmaven had diad in the
His face,
tuough aged ani time worn, gave no
evidenee of his disappointments or sor-
rows—peaceful and” calm as a sunny
June day. His lifo had ended with a dis-
appointment, but when he had given up
hie idel, life had lost its charm for him.

It was evening, and the gucats at
Wesimoreland wero assembled in the
ﬁre-at drawing room. The Countess of

unraven was conspicuous among them.
Bhe was attired elegantly and her spir-
ita were the gayeat of the gay. The
gentlemer had joined them.

Captain Trenton opened a newspaper
that had just come. He ran his eye
over the headlines and read aloud:

“Death of the Kur! of Dunraven.” He
could not recall the word in time. Be-
side him sat the countesa and she heard
every word he had said. At that mo-
ment & gervant had brought her a tele-
gram, but she could not read it—a mist
came before her eyes. She did not sce
the expreseions on the faces of the
guests, nor the strange look of enquiry
in their eves. She reeled and fell. “Read
it,” she had said t» Captain Trenton,
and he read aloud: “Mother, for my
wake, come—the »arl is dead.” It was a
gleading from a daughter to a mother.
“veryone knew now that the countess
had reeeived other messages but’ failed
t> obey them. A sense of horror went
thirough every mind, as she leit the
room to obey the summons that she had
obeyed too late. When the eountess
reached the Stanley lHouse every pre-
paration for the burial had been attend-
She had o place anywhere now.
It had all been caused by her own van-
ity and ingratitude. Dorothy Wynter
Lad returned to her lonely lodgings.
Htanley House waa quiet, and gravelike
since its generous, noble old master lay
dead.

There was nn surprize when the solici-
tore had requested all of the family to
Lear the late earl’s will read. The coun-
tess felt sure of sharing in his great

wealth.
CHAPTER IX,

Dorothy Wynter went from Stanley
House to her own humble lodgings. I$
seemed so desolate and lonely now sinee
her last friend was gone. The weight
of her sorrow left its traces on her
oweet face, and laft it shaded. The
world seemed all at once to rise up as
n mighty host against. She must now
face I8 alons. It scomed that fate would
not allow her to have one friend, and
she realized that her means had now
become 80 low that she had only a few
pennies left. What way, and to whom
onuld ‘she turn? 8She walked the floor.
She puzzied her mind to think. There
was only Madame Brown left. Perhaps,
i? she went to her, Madame Brown could
find something for her to do, that she
She spent her
last pennies, and she now found she
must be up and doing. She would kneel
down and pray agzin. She had prayed,
and prayed that God would spare her
frienda to her, but (vod had no# listened
to her prayers. =he would now pray
orce more, and ask the intercession of
the blessed Mother Mary. Shoe knelt
down and prayed, again, that God would
not leave her alone, and she felt
wore . couragenua than she had
Jor eeveral days. She irtended making
Smpamt.iom to  start to Madam

rownw’t at onge, bt a kxnock on the
dour atartled bher from her thoughts.
The postman brought her a letter, and
it was indeed . stringes thing for Dor-
oty Wynter to got letters now since
ber friends were dead. Bhe looked at
#1e inscription. Could 1t be possibie
that Lord Wedderburn had remember-
od her? She ask~|{ hersel! this question
and her heart bounaldod with joy. ‘Waen
slte found courage ehe opened the letter
aud read:

“Wae have tiwe honor to teil you that
hv the late Earl of Dunraven’s will you
itiierit a princely estate. That the will
was read at Stanley liouse taree days
since. The property cmbraces many
of the finest in the realm, a property is
the Indies, ships, ete., and an immensd
sum of money in the Bank of E-ngland.
Ai the request of the late karl, having
been his agents and solicitors for many
years, we offer our services to you, his
Lidress. Will you call at once at our
office, at No. 6 Gray’s Inn, or send us
vour future address. Respectfully, your
ohedient servants,

o “Ward & Tyler.”

Dorothy re-read it all before she un-
derstood its meazing. ‘The Earl o
Dunraven had left her his property and
ghe was a rich heiress. She could not
fathom it. ‘ ,

Imtead of going to Madame Brown's
she started out to No. 6 Gray’s Inn

At Stanley Houss the day came for
the EarP’s will to be read. The Couniess
end her daughters were in the Mbrary

to meet the Earl’s solicitors. I'he Coun-
tess knew of no kith nor kin, ant was
about certain that herseif amd daugh-
ters had been handsomely remembered;
but after hearing the first few words a
great chill of doubt passed over: her.
The Farl had left her a long, privata
latter, sealed. 'This was delivered, in
die form, first. Then the (‘ountess
heard that, after many smali hequesis
to old friends, he left her daughter,
Frances Smith, the sum of ten thousand
pounds. This was in payment of a deist
of gratitude that he owed lher; and to
the Countese Dunraven he bequeatined
ten thousand pounds for the kindness
ehown himself and e¢hiid. I'ha estatd
had been left to Dorothv Wynter, the
friend 80 devoted to himself and enild.
The Countess was enraged. “Nhe would
protest,” ete.; but it was a matter that
admitted to no change. The ¥arl of
Dunraven had willed it, and it must
‘stand aa presented.

The Countess took her letter to her
wn room. She was humibaied aund
decply disappointed.” 'The nmserabis sum
of ten thousanl poumda to live on: anl
the worst was that their home must be
once more on miserable Curzon street.

In the privacy of her own room the
Countess opencd the letter and read:

“Marcia: Yon will, perhaps, be as-
tonished that T do not leave vou tue
fortune youa felt sure of, and | intendo!
doing so. I was in the library and hear]
your abrupt dismissal of my daughter’s
friend. 1 heard vour conversation re-
garding myself, in which yon  plainly

When you think’” over what you have
done toward making my st days
peaceful and happy, T am sure you wul
feel that you bave had justice. Tne
family jewels i transferred to my soli-
tors in behalf of my dJdaughter, and ~he
has disposed of them as she saw proper.
Your youngest daughter | feft a small
legacy—she has a kind heart and s
honorabl» in the highest degree. 1 have
offered ber some advice wiuch, {f fol-
lowed, will lead to her benenit. | am
sure, Marcia, you will feel that you
have mot been unjustly treated, when
you remember that my home that we
planned to build and my lust days were
a Dditter disapointment. May God for-
give you, Marcia, for I, too, have done
80.”

The Countess tried to think herself
treated unfairly, but she could not wnen
she remembered that the Ear! had been
lavish of his wealth. and that. :n her
own weakne2s and folly, she had iost
it all. The (ountess was ill indeed. It
was more than she could bear to go
back to Curkon street froin Stauley
Sbe felt that she could not do @o. At
the first appearance of trouble, her eld-
est daughter had aunounced her inten-
tion of marrying Colonel Biain, whose
pay was barely suificient to enabie him
to live. The youngest daughter was all
her stay and comfort. “We two wili
ﬁo back to Curzon street and live very

appily there. Why, mother, we are rich.
We lived there orce, and had a very
few pounds that we could call our own,
and now we have twenty thousani
gounds." She was 80  self-reliant and

opeful, the Countess took cournge.
- » - -

Before Dorothy Wynter left the soii-
citor’s office, he handed her . cheqgue
for a large amount on tie Bank of
England, and Dorothy walked  there,
cashed her cheque, and was astonistied
to find ‘herself in possession of a huye
roll of fresh, eriep. Bank-of-lingiand
notes. As she walked home, Dorothy
felt as if she was in a dream. Nhe felt
that the awakening would come and
she would find herself back in her own
little lodgings. Dorothy  remerabens!
that she had eaten notinng sines  tie
night before, and she hastened honre
Her landlady awaited her. Nie saw, at
onice, the queer expres&ion on Dorothy'y
face and understood it.

“Pardon me, Miss Dorothy, but the
Earl’s daughter kept her word, dudn't

she?” [ heard her telling her father
about it. Did she leave you her for-
tune?”

“Yes,” answered Dorothy, wondering
if it were really true,

“I am so thankful for vou. 1t was a
hard life you had at firét, and | have
heen thinking that now you must have
a maid, and [ have thought of one—a
friend of mire. She went down to the
Castle to servies, and has been there for
long years, but her health .3 beginning
to fail her. and ahe wants a change.
S8he will just siit you.”

“Thank vou, I do need some one.
Then you may engage her for me,” said
Dorothy.

“How glad she will be. 1 am so tired
of my life. If you have a vacant place,
remember, me, will you?®”

Dorothy promised her. She had seen
that for some time her house had few
occupants. The rooms had almost all re-
mained vacant, and rents were so high
that she had made no monew. Dorothy
would remember her, for she had prom-
ised. That night a vague letter went
off in the post, but it said “come to

gave vour reasons for warrving me.

| one but them, and she felt that it was

indeed, and she musi have a maid, and
the writer felt sure that everything
would suit all around.

"It need not be told that Parkins came
up from Castle Royal in a few days. and
was astonished to find it was her Doro-
thy. the child she had always loved and
intended to take as her own. Great, in-
deed, was her gurprise and lier joy seem-
ed unbounded. She could hardly realize
all that had passed.

“It sounds liks a fairy story. And to
think how often Lord Wedderburn—"
“That name is one that must be dead
between vou and me. I never wish it
to be called in my hearing. It would
destroy every vestige of my happiness
to hear that name.”

Dorothy spoke bitterly and with emo-
tion. Parkins knew that in some way
T.ord Wedderburn was connected with
Dorothy Wynter’s life. She remembered
how often he had spoken to her of Doro-
thy, anl his tones had always been ten-
der. She kncw there had something oc-
curred between they that had caused a
great bitterness but she did not dare
ask any questions. There was an im-
mensely valuabie property belonging to
the heiresa of the late Earl of Dunraven
on the island of St. Tueia, This property
consisted of valuabfe coffee plantations
and now since the ear!’s death it became
necessary to dispose of them. While the
azents had embarked to repair at once
to St. Lucia to dispose of them, it was
decided that Dorothy Wynter and her
fow faithful followera should repair to
Dunraven, a small Seottish estate on the
North Sea. It was necessary that she
shenld  live quietlv for a time, that
she might throw off the great mantle of
sloom that came over her by the dcath
ot her friends. Dunraven was an old
castle whose towers were almost con-
cealed by the moss and ivy. ‘It was in
a rood state of preservation. The grand
old rooms had heen closed many years.
but now a few suites had been refitted
and refurnished for its new owner. The
purple hills were on the right and leit,
and the waves of the North Sea washed
the terraced grounds. Tt was a beauti-
ful, weird old place, situated on a gen-
tile rise from the sea. It was a mass
of living verdure --great treeg stretched
protecting arms arcund and jabout the
quaint old castle whose great pointed
towers reached heavenward. The winds
from off the sea whispered. unceasingly
through the leaves, and the soft mur-
mur of the waves was heard always,
a3 they unceasingly lapped the shore.
There was a great entrance hall and cir-
cular gtairway that lsd to the principal
rooms. Tha castle had been refitted
and refurnished for its new owner. To
Dorothy Wynter it was a haven of de-
light. There was the same charm that
had alwavs clung to old Lenthill with its
dark, old towers and ivy-covered win-
dows. The bracing air of the North Sea
muat bring back the trwant roses to her
cheeks, and Dorothy threw off her cares,
walked down the pathway to the sea for
hours watched the unceasing switch-
ing of the waves, and in the distance the
areat white saiis of the vessels as they
passed. and here she spent the happiest
hours she had ever known in her check-
ered life.

- L d * - ' - L 4
There waa a largs number of guesty
at Castle Royal now. It was the Jarg-
est and gavest party that the grand old
Court Royal had seen for many a year.
Lady Alicia Home entertained charm-
ingly. The great fear that encompass-
ed her for so many years had added
silver to her hair, and care lines to her
still handsome face.

Lord Wedderburn, too, had aged. His
hair waa also tingad with gray, and
his handaome face wore a habitually
sad expression.

J.ady Home had decided to urge her
son once mora to marry. Since that
deadful shot had been fired .at Tord
Wedderhurn, her fears had increased ten
fold. She felt sure it originated with
the Weston Homes. Lord Wedderburu’s
death would not be advantageous to any

not all ended yet. Mother and son me$
in the waiting room.

“Miss McRay will be with us to-night,”
she said. .

“Yes,” he #aid, but there was no in-
terest in his tones.

“You would please me ii you met her
at the station,” she said:

“Is it necessary, mother?” he asked.

“Yes, since the promise you made me;

that promise I rely upon. It is life to
me.”
There wns mucihh sentiment in her

voice, and much earnestness also. He
saw that she had built all her hopes
on his words, and the thought gave him
pain. Not that he disliked Miss Me-
Ray, for she was a most magnificent
woman. Cold, proud and regal in her
manner; a woman that would grace the
proud oid home, yet he did not love her.
There waa no room in his heart for her,
for it waa filled with the thought of a
childish face, whose Jdark eves lovked
wistfully and frankly into his owa,
and he could not forget her words. The
words that besought Lim to remember
that it was no fanlg of liers that she
wag tarust upon him. Ife could think
of no one else with love, yet he knew
that the time hid no wcome when he
must kecp his word, That night he
drove to the etation to suect Miss Me-
Pay. ~he was dedghtod  that he had
tuought to come for Ler. Miss Mollay
was cold and proud, yot ahie was hope-
Jessly in Jove with Lord Wodderburn.
When she saw him, her face was aglow

rode home in the soft sum r moon-
light, and each ernjovsi the crive.
“Have your guests ali arrviv '’ ehe
asked.
He anmed many that were thora,
“{ am 8o glad)” she said, “for we are
to have a delightful visii L am sure. It
seems like coming hoine to vome to Cas-
le Royal.”
“It is pleazant to me to hear you

say you like the old place,” he said.
“Why shouldn’t 1. It is one of the
prettiest and oldest in Scotland. It

i5 exceedingly interesting to me. Every
time I walk out to the oidl moat Ican
imagine the drawbridge is still there.
I can picture the great drawingroom
wiere Charles 1. and his bride - were
entertained. I can see the picture of
horror on the faces of all thoss present
when Patrick Home rode across the
drawbridge wounded unto death, and,
diamounting from his horse, fell in the
great doorway and expired. Every spot
here hes a historv.” She had taken in-
terest enongh in the dedr oll home
to study all this and Tord Wedderburn
wag pleased and flattered. This was ove

‘not that to give. His heart was buried

with happinesg, Lord Wedde bura saw.
it, and the thought of his own feel-
ings made him most unha: They

samDie of cach, with $2-page
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tle Royal, It was sweet to Lord Wed-
derburn to hear these words from her.
The Castla Towers
gloomy before them. Through the trees,
sombre and almost hidden, lay old
Leunthill, Its dark towers were silhouet-
ted againet the sky, and the soft moon-
light shed a radiance and quiet over it
Miss McRay pointed it out.
“There is dear old Lenthill. Tt is al-
moat in ruins, is it not? Such a pretty
old place it is too, and such a  sad,
sad story as it has hanging over it. X
have so often wanted to go there.
think to-morrow morning, very early, I
will take’ a run over and go over it.”
“I shall be pleased to go with you.”
Lord Wedderburn said, but he dreaded

burial place ‘of his dead, and he liked
no strange feet to wander ruthlesely
over its sacredness, but hs lul promis
ed and he would go.
“What is the programme for to-mor-
Tow?" asked Miss McRay.
“All are going to visit the ruins of
014 Bunco Castle, another  old place
with a aad history,” he said.
“1 shall be delighted, for I love these
dear 614 places,” she said, He had naev-
er seen her melt from her icy hauteur
before, Her fact that had always beem
frozen with pride, now became animat-
ed and interesting. ILord Wedderbura
felt more kindly than ever he had te-
ward her.
Lady Alicia welcomad them, heartily.
This coming was the best of ali, fee
in her heart she hoped to secure her
for her daughter-inlaw. Sha saw at
once the pleased expression on the
lady’s face and there was a peculiar
one about the &nn’s face -an expres
sion of friendship, nothing more, but
this pleased her.
The next morning Miss McRay arose
early —even befora the sun was up. I8
was a glorious morning soft, balmy air,
and the birds were chirping in the trees
—just out from their nestsa, welcoming
each other with little carols—all nat-
ure seemed glad. The flowers along the
pathway raised their tiny heads all
dew covered., Miss McRay tripped down
the well worn path beside Lord Wed-
derburn, Her heart was filled to ovex-
flowing with happiness, for ehe real-
ized that it waa lady Alicia’s deareat
wish to have her for a daughter-in
law.
Lord Wedderburn haJ] never thought
of bestowing love on her, for he had

with Dorothy, and it would be faith-
ful unto the end. The Howmes were a
queer old race of people. They could
net love to-day and forget to-morrow.
A love to a member of this race was
as life itself—it lasted all their lives.

They climbed through broken arches
into the great marble hails. They weat
up the broken stone stairsteps, where
each step was well worn with the foot-
steps of tha dead generations. In some
rooms there were broken marble col-
umns, and arched windows fallen into
decay. In one great sjuare room was
a box bed; this wae built in the wall
after the fashion of ages gone;  the
room had one large. Jwuble window
from whieh the view waa zrandly beau-

purple on the left, and the Tammers-
moor hills rose againat the sky on the
right, and %o the front there wus one
vast sweep of North sea—it was &
grand old room. Miss McRay walked to
the great windlow and looked out emn-
raptured.

“What a beautiful old room!” she
exclaimed—“Hew [ should love to ait
here and watch the ever<hanging seal”

“It is a melancholy roomn to me—
do vou know the ead story of it?” ask-
ed Lord Wedderburn.

“Yes, [ think 1 :
seating herself in th. great window.
The sun  was Just gilding the
hill tops, and the whdle landscane looked
like one of Reynold’s pictures.

(To pe Continued.)
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WISDOM IN COMPROMISE.

“Compromise,” says a prominent Bull
Moose poiitician, is usualiy objection-
able, but is sometimes a good thing. for
instance:

**Cne of my constituents, a young man
who was married about a year ago, was
constantly arguing with his wile about
whether they should buy an automobile
or a power boat. When I met him the
other day he sald:

“Well, my wife and [ have wrangied
for monthks, but thank goodness, we've
comnromised at last.”

# *grhat have you compromised on? [
asked.

“*A baby carringe’
Iy."”

, o>

he answered,prond-

town at once.” for the writer had a
young lady lodger that was very rich

.

of the shortest routes to his heart. He
felt kindly to every one that loved Cas

rose high andJ?© the 25 foot lot of the Tidings of Joy

the trial of his feelings. Tt was like the.

tiful - the Cheviot hilla loomed high and

VACANT LOTS.
Kangsas Town’s Solution of High Cost
of Living.

(New York Sum.)
Two thousand acres of land within
the limite of Kansas City, Kan., is under
cuitixtion. It is estimated by the city
officials that if all Wh
that eity were cut up di cmoﬂ
the differnt families thas there
be 900 equare feet of cultivated garden
for every home in the city.
Thus the metropolis of Kansas has
out-Pingreed Detroit and out-Johnsoned
(leveland, Figuring on the population
basis Kansas City, Kan.leads the cities
of the world in the utilization for gar-
dening purposes of its vacant lands.
The largest garden in the city, says
the Kansas City Star, is at Quindaro.
It cpntains thirty-three acres, all under
cultivation. It is said to be the largest
farm within any city of 100000 popula-
tion in this country. It is owmed by
Mrs. Rosamond Scruggs and the land is
valued by her at $66,000. On this land
is every variety of truck usually grown
in gardens.
Along the right of ways of the differ-
erent railways in Kansas City, Kan,, 508
acres of land is under cultivation. Ne
reyt is paid for this land. Some one
living near by simply spades it up and
plants a garden and the railway com-
pahies do not interfere.

t Seventh street and near New Jer-
sef avenue is a sunken tract that has
been a wet swamp in other years, but
this spring a man drained it and plough-
ed it and planted it with potatoes that
are six inches above ground now and
very thrifty.

It is estimated that in the Croatian
district alone there are 300 gardens in
front and back yards. Those foreigners
learned the art of gardening in a coun-
try where every foot of cvitivable land
is utilized and they follow out that plan
here. Every square foot of available
space is planted. 3Many of these little
gardens are on steep terraces.

'Extensive farming is meeting with suc-
ssful experiments all over the city,
one of the finest examples of this being

lission. The Rev. Evan W. Howard,
tlie pastor there, besides being a min-
ister of the gospel and a home missioner,
ai?n i® a farmer. He learned farming
ini Indiana.

On a lot twenty-five by sixty feet
the Rev. Mr. Howard has been supply-
ing about every one in his district with
their lettuce, onions, radishes and mus-
tard green. Amateurs would do well to
examine the Tidings of Joy Mission back
vard garden. On that small plot of
ground the minister has already raised
in| abundance early spring vegetables
his radishes end onions now being in
their third crop. In addition to these
he| has lettuce and mustard, putpkins
(with the vines climbing over the back
porch), cucumbers, pie plant, beets,
beans and tomatoes.

Dn a lot about twenty-five feet square
is ithe Tidings of Joy powltry depart-
ment. ‘Tihe msswoner started with five
hens and a rooster. He has about two
dozen hena now and four hens are “set-
tin’.” How manv hell have in a week
or two the minister won't say, for he
never counts his chickens before they
hatched. But it’s rot the poultry
t engages attention in the poultry

he first attraction is. a seven foot
iangle in which Mr. Howard already
produced enough green oats to start
chickens, and in another fenced plot,
about ten by ten, is probably the small-
alfalfa “pasture” on the face of the

ea The alfalfa is coming up and it
wili go to the chickens and the Home
Miseion's department of transportation,
which is John Wesley, the e Mis-

sion’s energetic and industrious horse.
A student of home gardening says
that Kansas City. Kan., can offer a bet-
ter object lession for the home garden-

the hardest.
The great number of home gardens
this year will go far to solve the prob-
lem of the high cost of living. The
amateur gardeners already have been
eating lettuce, onions, radishes and mus-
tard greens gathered from their own
gardens. The green groceras have mno-
ticed it and they see a still further de-
crease in demands for vegetables.
e

Do Your Eyes Foo] You?

RNt

Two illusions in one: The long
lines appear farther apart at one
end than the other, yet they are ex-
actly parallel. The small diagonal
lines which cross them appear to jog
abead as they cross, but they do not.
The {llusion is caused by slightly
filling up the acute angles made by
the intersections.
— e
Lending maney to a man is about as
easy & way a3 there is to find out he
has bad points.—New York Press.

she said, |

" Don’t put vour pleasure before yoar
business unless you want to lose both.

There are no dead flies
lying about when

WILSON’S
FLY PADS

are used as directed.
All Drugzgists, Gro-
‘cers and General Deal-
ers sell them.

THAT PLAYED-OUT FEELING m
QUICKLY REMEDIED
HEALTH RESTORED.

Story of a Merchant Who Almest
Lost His Business and His Health
Through Neglecting Early Symp,
toms of Disease.

“My life for yearw has been of sedemw
tary character,” writes T. B. Tibchfiobly
hesd of & well-known firm in n-ﬁ,
ham. “Nine houre w:z day I

at office work, and t exercise only
on Sunday. I disregarded the symptoms
of ill-health, which were all too apparend
to my family. I grew thin, then pale,
and before long 1| wae jaundiced—eyes
and ekin were yellow, my etr and
nerve energy were lowered, 1 wae
quite unfitted for business. In the
rworning a lightness in the lead, pars
ticularly when I beat over, made me
very worried about my health. Mosé
of the laxative medicines I found weak-
ening, and knowing that 1 had to be a#
business every day I neglected myself
rather than risk further weakness. Of
ocourse I grew worse, but by a b
chance I hegan to use Dr. [Hamilton's
Pills. 1 was forcibly struck by the fact
that they neither caused griping nor
nausea, and it eecemed incredible thas
pills could tone, cleanse and regulate the
svelem without causing any unpleasant
alter effects. Dr. Hamilton's Pills acted
with me just as gently as naturs--they
gave new life to my liver, etrengthened
my etomach, andi wom me back to per-
feet good health. My skin is clear, dis-
ziness has disappeared and my appetite,
strength  spirits are perfect.”

Refuse anything offered vou instead
of Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, which are eure
to cure. 8old in 23¢ boxes, five for $1.00,
at all druggists and storekeepers, oe
postpaid from The Catarrhozons Oay
Buffalo, N. Y., and Kingston, Canada.

A RASH PROMISE

Mrs. Nagger—You promised to love
meas long as I lived.

Mr. Nagger—But how was 1[I to
know that you would hang on thia
waYy.

t

Fat Is Not Strength
BY A PHYSICIAN. '

Don't load the body down witly
fat. Eat according to your needs;:
not according to your likes. Out-
side of “looks’” which are sometimes
in and sometimes out of fashion,
obesity is a hindrance to the enjoy-
ment and comfort of life.

When a° person grows fat, each
organ gets I{ts portion. The conse-
quence is often serious if these fatty
deposits grow so large as to Imter-
fere with the normal &action of the

ing plan than most other cities. It is organs. ;

tially a workingman's town. Tt is Shortness of breath, {nlnﬂmﬁom
esentially u community whers high | bronchitis and other unp easant and
p on mnecessary tood products hit unnecessary difficulties are occa-

sfoned.
The two great causes of obesity
are too much food and too little ex-
ercise. It is very easy to overeat
and underexercise in hot weather.
Strong able-bodied persons with a
moderate amount of time should
make it a duty to take enough ex-
ercise in the open air to regulate
their weight.
Persons who are obliged to sit or
stand all day should endeavor to eat
strengthening foods,—but not fat-
producing foods.
It s particularly necessary that
persons who are disabled should
take great care in choosing thelr
diet.
Fat i3 not strength. -

P ae
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A BURNS RELIC.

The discovery of a hitherto unknewn
poem of Burns is an event of great lnter-
€s. ‘n more than literary circles, for the
puet was the mwst remarkable singer ol
tie peuvple, the closest to  lhe popular
heart that ever appeared in any coumry
or among ay race. ‘The opucasion oOf
the puemn was tnis. A nobieman, fulea
Wilh curiosity to see this extracrdina.y
peasant, invited bim to lLis house, and at
dinner time sent ulm to  the servants’
guarters to dine. Burus Lud no objec-
tion to this company for dinner, but
whaen the Lord senl fur oim W vome up
NS drawing-rovin 10 ainuse himself
apd his tutled guests, the ward felt justly
oftended. He sat down, wrole tne poem,
Look it upstairs to His iordship, turned
o hls nheel and wallked oil witout &
word. Mrs. John Moifaty, of St. An-
drew’s, Lias given the puem to the paxb-
1ie, it having been copivd from the orig-
fnal by her grandfaiher, Mr. Edward
Saunderson, a huidred yYears Ago. Such
is the history given. Here are the
verses.

“My lord, [ would not fill your chair,
Tho' ye be proudest noble’'s helr,

1 came this nigat o jun your feast
As equal of tire best at least,
“pte true tiat casii with me Is scandg,

And titles, trifles tnat 1 want
The king has never made me kneel
To stamp mjy manhood with his seal
But what of that? The King on High
Who took less pains with yuu than I,
Has filled my bosom and my mind
With scmetiiing bLetter in its kind
Than your broad acres, something whict
I cannot we:l translate to speeci,

Rut by its impulse | can Know )
'Tis deeds, not bLirth, that make

ow.

You'rlr:mk, my lord, is but a loan!
But mine, thank neaven, is all my ownt
A peasant, 'tis my pride to be;

Look round and round your hall, and see
Who boasts a higher pedigree?

1 was not fit, it seems, to dine
With those fox-hunting lierces fine;

But only come to bandy jests

re must be here some sad

'Im:veould not play for such a stake,

Be a buffoon for drink and meat

And a poor earl's taxpaid seat,
No. die my heart, ere such a shame
Descends on Robert Burns’ name.

The lines certainly have a Burnsism
vigor and biting directness, bugt it was

B i (R S

the poet's usual habit when in & bitter
humor to write in his own

&coteh * mot tn English as the abhove

Among your lordship’s hopeful guests,




