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you kindly permit me

¥

seands very. pretty, but the wrinkles
come hext day, when remorse and soda
waler set in. Last night [ was happy;
this morming my worst enemies (the tai-
for aml, Boot-maker) counid wish me no
more What did you say, Sybil?
The werld is a hollow meckery, and life
hath Jus8 its charms, but 17} try te an
swer you—ere I die.”

“Wor, pity’s sake, Charley, stop that
nomsense! Is asked you if it were true
thad @ysil Trevanion had really return-
«d?

and hamded it. to her. Sybit took it;

then, without s word, turned and hur-

ried into the house. Charley looked af-

ter her, with a sigh of gentle reproach.

= _“Gratitude, thy name is woman' Not

one word of thanks, not one exprsesion

of condelence for my unhappy state.

" "T'was ewer thus from childhood’s hour.
Perhaps § had better go to sleep.”

© . Charley sunk into balmy siumber ae-

- cordingly, until the Jume 3un reached

, the

Tﬁ" and beat strongly upon
., Bim, aﬁkein;statessa!amsndei

might hase envied, got ' up,
- .stretched  himself, and
+ - the house. -
- As he passed into the entrance hall,
hio-‘ﬁ.ru-gﬂyingdavnthestain,
. her faee flushed, her
folded lefter in her

the post-bag; then
upnhirs,l leaving Char-
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“Tll never go!” Lady Lemex exclaim-

ed, y. “I am very comfortable

Made him suf- | here. llikecmodemvﬂh,nmh’:sthis,

A great deal you know | infinitely better, any day, than a ruined

as he, better | old pile like that. It is the home, the

time he has | birthplace of all the Trevanions, it is

ng ‘fion” amomg - the | gv, se demt loo at me so imploringty.

is of the Quarter Latin, |l should ex ttos;:theprior’sghost

let-dancers, such as his | every moenlight i under the trees,
pm -his horse-racing, tndhax:thegobﬁu:xgbeu in every

rest of jt. He would langh | of the wind in the turrets. I shall stay

shall stay, too, Edith.”

“Very welt, mamma,” Sybil said, quite
reslgnsdl%o “it must be as you plensa,
We will toierably well, I dare say,
with Mrs. Telfer, the
:l;t;,, the butler, and

Mrs, will
when yonh::%mmndescend
lcok in upon us.”

+ “And when
made? inquired testily.
Sybil Lemox!

What a little fool you are!”

“Thank you, my lady,” with a me
little laugh, and a hous{amaid’s court;sry):
“Thewillistobemadeassoonas we
are safely settled at the Priory. Colonel
k'!'.manion, in all likelihood, will be here

long befor= that.”

The rosy radiance tawe always lighted
her face at the bare mention of her hero
dawned softly there again,
inherited heiress left the room singing
& gay chanson. Mrs. Ingram looked af-
with a careless laugh, but with
a look of bitter hatred and envy in her
glittering eyes. '

“How nice it must be to feel young
and sentimental, and quixotic like that.
I have seen so much of life, partly in my
husband’s lifetime, partly since, that at
times I feel as though I were a handred.
But if your danghter had been born a
kitchen maid, her sweet simplicity
eould not be more refreshing.” :

It was very seldom indeed the pi-

housekeeper, Rob-
a few more. You
be visiters of state,
to come over and

Sybil walked or rode over every day
to. superintend in person; and under
the trees, grand and majestic in the
leafy splendor of early July, the wrink-
led crone, Heeter, sat, watching the heir-
®ss with malignant old eyes. Sybil
heeded little those weird, baleful glances,
With the princely spirit nature and
custom had given her, she never passed
the witch-like figure without carelessly
flinging her a kandful of shillings. And
old Heeter gathered them up avaricious-
ly, and crooued still her ominvua dog-
gerel:

“The Doom shall fall on Monkswood
Hall -

Our Lad’y send her grace!
Dark falls the Doom upon the last
Fair daughter of the race!

The bat shall flit. the owls shall noot,
Grim Ruin stalks with haste;
The Doom ehall fall when Monkswaood
Hall
Is changed to Monkswood Waste!”

And Sybil, feurless, like a true Tre-
vanioil, listened and laughed, and swept
along, princess-like. to issue her sov-
ereign behests, and rule liege lady of
all around her.

Before the fortnight had expired the
preparations came to an end, and Gen-
eral Trevanion and his ward, and a small
staff of servants, left the Park for the
Priory. And Cyril Trevanion, contrary
to all expectations, had not yet appear-
ed to claim his own, to take his old, his
rightful place in his father’s house and
home. .

There had come a-letter—a letter
which had given impetuous Sybil a-chill,
80 brief, so cold. so formal was it—say-
ing they might look for him shortly.
that business of a pressing nature de-
tained him in Londeon.

The old general read it throuugh his
gold-rimmed eyeglass, propped up in a
drift of pillows, with sad, wistful eyes.

“It does mot sound like Cyril,” he
said—“like my brave, impulsive, warm-
hearted boy, ever ready to forgive and
forget at the first pleading word. The
very writing is charged. Ah, well! he
was nineteen then, he is thirty-eight
now; and time changes us all, and rare-
ly for the better. He will come, Sybil;
and that is something. I will see him
again before I die.”

There was one room at the Priory—
the “Adam and Eve chamber” they call-
ed it—where many Trevarions had been
born and slept away their wedded lives,
and this apartment the general had par-
ticularly desired to be got in readinese
for him. It was a vast and lofty and
spacious room, with great oak door, a
slippery oaken ‘floor and wainscet, a
Yawning gulf of a fire place, where a
wood fire blazed now night and day,
despite the sultry July weather: for
these great roems were always draughty
and the invalid ever chill.

" On either side of the great stome
chimney piece, wonderfully earved with
)lis and legends, were two life-length
“grand. old gardener and

walls were

F

blind with climbing ivy and wild
The furniture was quaint, and
and spi legged, and in the centre
of the floor stood the bed—a huge four-
poster, thag eenturies had come
from Belgium, and in which ladies of the
blood royal had slumbered beiore now.

! Mrs. Ingram, going over this chamber
with Sybil, fell into raptures.

“How charmng! Row beantifal’ How
quaint! Such a marvel of ancient art!
Such a dear, romantic old raom! Really,
now, if there were sliding panels in the
Priory, one would look for the secret
springs somewhere amid all this fantas-
tic work —wouldn’t they, Sybil, dearest?
And this was the monastic end of the
Priory, too, where all such delightfully
mysterious places were most likely to
be found.” _

General Trevanion, lying back in a
great sleepy-hollow of an arm-chair,
darted a keen, angry, surprised look at
the widow as she said this. But the
pretty, smiling face, alll swectness and
dimples, looked innecent and unconscious
az a babe’s, new-born. '

“Call Clennte, Sybil,” he said, sharply.
“I am cold and tired. 1 want to go to
bed.”

Miss Trevanion rang for the valet,
and left the room; but the next time
she was alone with him the general
turned upon her sharply.

“Sybil, who is that ever-smiling, honey-
tengued woman your mother has picked
up? Wi is she, and where does she
coeme from? And where is that fellow
Iegram, or was there ever such a feliow
at all?” . ,

“Dear uncle,” Sybil said, smiling, yet
a trifle shocked, “you know quite as
much about her as I do. She is mamma’s
especial pet and friend, and,” with a
light laugh, ‘t‘he solace of her declining
years. ‘That fellow Ingram’ was a mer-
ckant captain—dead years ago—peace
to his ashes. Further than that, I know,
and seek to know, no mor».”

“Keep her out of this rocm,” said the
general, sharply. “[ don’t iike her. and
I won’t have her here. She is like
sugar-candy, Sybil—too sweet to be
wholesome. If you told her black was
white, she would simper and say, *Yes,
dear; I know it,” mimicking the wid-
[ ow’s duicet tomes. “I like people like
¥ou, Sybil, whe stand up stoutly, and
tell me, ‘No, it is not!” Dou’t let her
come here again; I don’t like her.”
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“He doesn’t deserve it, srinl,” Cyril’s
father said, bitterly. “Sce how he lin-
gers, while they count my life by hours.
But he will come, and vou. my darling,
will be his wife; so it will end in the
szame, after all.”

The-great Loundon doctor shook his
head portentousty, and looked very
grave. He might last a week: but the
stormy old lion’s life was very near its
ending now.

They never left hum. Sybil. in sorrow,
pale and tearless, watched by his bed-
side nmight and day. He waz delirious
very often, almost always at night. He
was not to be left for an instant alone.

“You will wear yourself out, dearest
Sybil,” Mrs. Ingram said. mournfully,
kiesing the girl’s pale cheek. “You must
tet—you really must not —sit up so
much as you do. Let me take your
place to-night.”

“Thanks,” Sybi} said.
wll not be necessary.
watches, with Cleante.”

“Then I wiil assist Yir«. Tolfer and
Cleante. Ah!' dearest Mfiss Trevanion,
You are very cruel. You will not let
me be of the slightest use, and I long
50 much to do something. Let me sit up
this once—pray do.”
She clasped her little hands, and look-
ed piteously up at Syhil, wreat tears
standing in the velvet-blu:k tyes—a pic-
ture of prettiness and innocerce. And
Sybil’s heart relented. Tho general dis-
liked her; but the poor gen=ral was far
beyond the power of liking or disliking
anyone now.

“You are very good,” Miss Trevanion
made answer. “Sit up, if you will, Mrs.
Ingram. Good Mrs. Telfer is fat and
fifty, and extremely apt to fall asleep
before midnight; and Cleante, who has
no more brains than a cat, is very likely te
follow her example. But You are not
like them, and I shail rest the quieter
for knowing you are beside him.”

“A thousand thanks, dearest, sweet-
est Sybil!” cried the gushing widow,
Kissing her impetuously “[ had begun
lo fear of late I had oifended you. You
have grown so sadly cold and formal.
But now I know you will trust your
poor Edith, who would die to serve Yyou,
darh Sybil.”

Sybil’s superb upper lip curled a lit-
,tle. She did mot like all this effusion,

wearily,

Mrs.

‘iIt
Telfer

‘and never distrusted the widow half so

much as in her gushing moeds. But she
had promised. There was really no rea-
son why Mrs, Ingram should not assist
the housekeeper and valet in  their
watch, sinee the general. in his  delir-
ium, knew no loager friend from foe.
Very sleepy, and unutterably fatigued
in mind and bedy, Sybil retired early on
that eventful, that never-to-be-forgot-
ten night. .

Charley had driven the widow over
in the gray of the summer evening, and
returned to the park. Cleante was to
occupy the dressing-room adjoining the
“Adam and Eve,” and Mrs. Telfter and
the little widow ensconced themselves in
the easy chairs, triimlned the night lamp
and began their vigil.

Sybil retired to her chamber, half
undressed, and threw herself upon the
bed. Almost instantaneously she fell
asleep, and slept for three hours, deep-
Iy dreamiessly. Them, without noise, or
cause of any kinl, precisely at midnight
she sudder!y and fully awoke.

A bell was tolling, solemn. siow, faint,
afar off, but ° unmistakably tolliag

Teview
| pamed.

L the deep stiliness of the warm

July the fow, steady tome fell —
longer and longer

vibration—a  he’l,
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Women are on the whole more sickly
than men. One reason is that their
system is more complicated; another
and more important reason is they put
of measures of relief too long. At the
begirning. constipation is the cause of
nine-tenths of women’s ailments. The
blood becomes weakened and polluted—
the nerves suffer and a run-down econ-
dition takes root.

Because of their mildness of ac-
tion as a system regulato‘, because
of their undeubted power to remove
constipation, irregulariti ;, no madi-
cine for women can como. ; with Dr.
Hamilton’s Pills. The k.dneys qu':s-
ly respoand to the remedial actior of
Dr. Hamilton's Fills an! the result
is as you wauld expect, pain in the
back and side, shortness of hreath,
and bad color disappear—the func-
tions of the hody then operate natur-
ally, congestion and pain are pre-
vented and perfect health returns..

Thovsands of happy women say Dr.
Hamilton’s Pills are the greatest and
best blood-purifier, the finest complexion
renewer, the most certain regulating
medicine kpown. At all dealers, in 25¢.
boxes, or $hie Catarrhozone Co., Kings-
ton, .

of a bird in its nest, all these sounds of
solence eame to her ear; and still, above
them, still clear, 6til mournful and
slow, sounded that weird passing bell.

Sybil’s dressing gown lay near. She
threw it on, thrust her feet inty slip-
pers, hastened from  the chamber
straight to that of the general. She
had to pass through the dressing-room
on her way: the Frenchman, Cleante,
lay soundly asleep on a couch. Another
second, and she stood on the threshoid
of the sick-room.

There she paused. .

What was Mrs. Ingram duing? The
sick man lay very still, and the widow
wag bending over him, her white hands
busy among the pillows. Under those
villows, the new will, the will that left
all te Cyril, lay. It had been the sick
man’s whim to keep it there, and no
one had gainsaid him. But could Mrs.
Ingram be secking for that?

While she stood, breathless, the old
man, with a eudden shrill cry, started
up in bed, and scized the widow by the

wrist.
(To be Continued.)

AS GOOD AS A DOCTOR IN
THE HOUSE.

Baby's Own Tablets should be kept
in every home where there are little
ones. They are as good as a doctor;
are ahsolutely safe and can always
be relied upon .to drive away any
malady arising from derangements  of
the stomach or bowels. Concerning
them Mrs. O. A. Wheeler. North.
lands, Sask., says “I  have found
Baby's Own Tablets an  invaluable med-
icine. I live twenty miles from town
and doctor, 80 am gladl to have
so reliable a medicine at hand. 1 consid-
er the Tablets a real necessity in  the
home and shail never be without them.
They have kept mv haby well and have
made him a bonnie baby.” The Tablets
are <old by medicine dealers or by mail
at 25 cents a bhox from The Dr. Wil-
bam:' Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont.
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CHANGE OF EYE COLOR.

The rossibiiity of « man’s eyes chang-
ing co .r as the result of mental shoek
or phy-i-al ill treatment was the subject
of an i.teresting discussion yesterday
by a number of surgeons in the eye ward
of one of the great London hospitals.

One of the surgeons stated: it
common knowledge that great physieal
hardships may sunddenly turn the hair
white. The loss of color here follows
on certain- chemical changes, due to dis-
turbanees of nutrition,. taking place in
the tiny particles. of coloring matter,
which give the hair its color. -

“All infants at. birth have blue eyes.
In some babies immediately after hirth
pegment granules begin to develop in tne
iris. Thus they become brown or black
eyed. In others, however, no such pig-
ment formation takes place and the
eyes remain blue or gray throughout
life. :
“If this at present blue-eyed ex-con-
viet is really the missing brown-eyed
banker a reasonable explanation of the
i v in the eye colorings would
be that under the stress of physical and
mental shock the coloring matter which
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| CHARACTER N TYPEWRITING.

Personal Habits Disclosed in Manu-

“You ecan tell a person by his or her
typewriting,” said a man .who reads
manuscripts. “I made this discovery a
long time ago and I confirmed the ac-
euracy of it ’when I came to know the
persons whe characteristics I had pice
tured from their typewriting.

“Take as an example, the person who
has little strength of character. That
person almest invariably will spell one
or two words incorrectly and keep it up
in spite of the fact that he knows how
to spell the woras, but. somehow can’t do
it on his typewriter.

“There is tue person of slovenly hab-
its. His tvpewriting is sure to be eare-
less and sloveniy. You can almost tell
whether he combs his hair or not. If
his typewriting is all jumbled up, the
chances are that he seldom puts a brush
ta his hair . If letters are left out of
words, words jammed together and mis.
spelled, then you may be sure that the
person is slovenly as a general thmg. »

“The neat person discloses his habits
in his typewriting. If he brushes and
presses his clothes, keeps his shoen_clm
and otherwise is careful about his ap-
pearance, I have seldom seen it fail.

“The mental habits of the person are
not infrequently shown by the typewrit-
ing. A person who is never sure of what
be is going to say or how he is going to
say it, will be uncertain in his typewrit-
ing. Then there are the persons who
know what they want to say, but tal_m
a long time in saying it. Their typewrit-
ing may halt and stammer, buit they fin-
ally come out all right.

“If a person’s mind does not work
clearly that person will show it by his
tyvewriting. You will find corre(ftlona»
} insertions and a general overhauling of
the whole matter. It’s expressive by the
way the mind grasps or does not grasp
the subject. The ‘person who is.a, qmgk
thinker, incisive, and to the point, will
'show it in his typewriting. If a person
is clean cut and takes hold of a thing
with vigor and sureness the typewriting
will be a clean-cu tjob. ‘

“Im not speaking of t:::. pn;f;miomg
stenogmpher and typewri whe are
& different class. ¥ mean the writer wha
| might be called an amateur typewriter
who shows these ¢ g
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who suffer from sleepless nights
and get up in the morning feeling tired
aml discouraged and find renewed hope
in the statement m:
of this place. He could not sleep at
nights. He discovered the cause. It was
Kidney trouble. He discovered the cure.
It is Dodd’s Kidney Pills.

“Yes,” Mr. Swanson says in an inter-
view regarding his case, 1 was troubled
with my Kidneys for over 4 year, so
bad that I could not sleep at nights. Af.
ter using one box of Dodd’s Kidney
Pills I found great relief. Four boxes re.
moved all my pain, and I now sleep well
and I am as strong in my kidneys as
any man.”

1f the Kidneys are wrong the blood
becomes clogged with impurities and
natural rest is an impossibility. Strong,
healthy Kidneys mean pure blood, new
life all over the body and that delight-
ful rest that is the sweetest thing in
life. Dodd’s Kidney Pills alwavs make
strong, healthy Kidneys,

THE HAMELESS LADDIE.

: (Az Old Song.)
Be kind to

the bairnie that stands at
the door,
The laddie is hamcless and friendless
and poor;

There’s few hears to pity the wee
cowerin’ form
That seeks ut your hallan a bield frae
the storm. i
Your hame may be humble, your had-
_din’ but bare,
For the lowly and poer hae, but little
to spare. )
But youll ne’er miss a morsel, though
sma’ be you rstore.
To the wee friedless laddie that stands
at the door. )

When the cold blast is soughin’ said
eerie and chill,

And the bare has a bed 'neath the wild
on the hill;

When ye mect in the gloamin’ around
the Learth-stane,

Be tnankiu’ fo rhaddins and hames ¢
Yer ain; .

And think what the feckless and friend-
less maun dree,

Wi’ nae heart to pity, and nae hand to

gie; :

That wee guileless bosom might freeze
to ihe core

Gin ye turned the bit laddie awa’ frae
the door.

The bird seeks a hame o'er the wide
ocean wave;

In the depth o’ the covert the fox has
a cave

Tnd the hare haas u bed ’neath the wild
winter's suaw; .

But the wee dowie laddie has nae hame

ava.
Then pity the laddie, sae feckless and
lone,
Ika gift to the
aboon- -
For the warm heart o’ kindnes there's
blessin® im store,
Sae be kind to the bairnie that stands
at the doar. i
—James Thomsoun.
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DIVORCE COPONS,

(Ottawa Journal.

We have not yet lived to see the mar-
riage certiffcate with divorce coupon at-
teched. But Germany has the next
thing to it  Upen the return of the h
py¥ couple from the honeymoon which
eanvassed for insurance

divorce.
By paying a small sum weekly  either
partner secures a  pelicy ;

poor is recorded

had in early life developed in each iris
Mwortﬁw,_ ;
i !

sent

ade by Fred Swanson,.

~ tors Said “Ne Gare ™ 5
Yet Zam-Buk Has Worked Complete
 This io the experience of « man of ]
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be investigated. Mr. T.
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bat he, also. at last gave it up. For
two years he had to wear

itching when the air got to the seres.

Then came Zam-Buk! He tried it
just as he had tried hundveds of re-
medies before. But he econ found out
that Zam-Buk was different.
a few weeks there were distinct signs
of benefit, and a little

-

;

Buk worked has been absolufely per-
manent. From the day that ¥ was
cured to the present moment I have
had no trace of eczems, and ¥  feel

keep them warm by
one and then the oth
it under the feathers.

During the greater
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they can scratch
thus have exercise
time keep their feet
or the ice.

The cat has a similar hahit
ting on a high fence er a

:
§
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ing with intense cold is not
shivering, but is vokm;g ¢
ering’”” his bodv muscles amd is
aiding the cireulation, much a8
circulation in you= hands is aided

h'mbbin& Mmd ther or by 3
opening osing yaatr .
or as the eci i i w.ﬁt -

3 bodv.

The thick coat of woel on the cheep
is the best protective ; not
only because it prevents the aor
from touching the surface of the Bady
but because the great amount ef
ent.:.hngl&()ldy within it the heat
of the from pessing away,
while the mass of wool ﬂ m
the external air from rxdly
the imprisoned warm and thas J
cooling the body. But when the win- /
ter is unusually severe even the shivep X
chow their desire for

warmth
mowdingagain.maehedotoh’ﬁ

&

quarters, f
Warm air is 8 poor condmetor
heat. For this reason loose

is warmer than tight. The i
between it and the skin prevents g

heat of the body from i

ly. Birds and other almlm
vantage of this law of nature. ‘A
éparrow in the crevice of a wald is
not only warming his feet against she
sunny stone but he ig pts&tx
have his feathers so ““fluffed
he eeems to be i
natural, because he is letti
under his feathers get wamrm




