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“Then you are quite safe, in cpite;'ot
Angus Maecgregor. If he: doubts your

{dentity, they will set him down a mad-

man. -Now, you see, there is no alterna-
tive. You ean’t marry me4 you must

imasry Sybil, the heiress. And when she
‘48 your wife, and you have her fortune

within your grasp, tell her who you are,
and como to me for your reward.”

“And ydu?”

The widoy laughed—a mocking peal.

“Oh, 1 will go with you, then, and we
will live in splendor on the spoil—that
i3, if Sir Rupert will be obstinate, and
won’t make me ‘my lady.’ Now we under-
stand each other. Obey, and I will be your
friend; refuse, and I will be the iirst
to tear your mask off, and show you
2o the world as an impostor—a base-born
wretch—an escaped galley-slave. Shall
we say-adieu for the present? It is time
to dress for dinner. Not being Lady
Chudleigh as yet, I really can not tako
1t upon myself to invite you to stay.
And if I could, T wouldn’t. Sir Rupers
i3 jealous, poor dear.”

She 'laughed dgain as she rose—a
sweet little laugh—and held out her
white hand.

“My dear colonel, pray don’t jook
guite 80 much like a death’s-head ana
cross-bones. That flippant iwendotine

‘calls  you ‘The Knight of the Woful

Countenance,’ and really you deserve it.
Pan’t hope to win the handsome heiress
wjth that moody face. Try to look amia-
ble, if you can. It’s just as easy, and
ever 8o much pleasanter.”
He caught the hand she held out in a
gm?n that made her wnice. :
“And that is the end? There is mno
hope? 1 must obey you, or—"
. “Please let go my hand; you are
crushing it to atoms. Yes, you must
obey me, or— We won’t finish, for you
will obey.”
; “And if Sybil Trevanion refuses to

| marry me?”

The widow anrugged her sioping

#houlders, and moved to the door.

;E “book to yourself, then, Poor, weak

eary] don’t you know your Shakes-
peare yes?

“The man that hath a tongue, I say is
~No man,
1t with that tongue he cannot win a

Monkswood Retreat. I saw him go
just now.”

The color rose in Sybil’s fair iseo—-hc‘,
could see the angry flush, the Kindling
s e in her eye, even in the moon-

light.

“Will you be kind enough to recol-
lect, . Trevanion, that the ‘uan-
derground! mole’ you speak of so con-

unscuomly saved my life. He aved
my life at the risk his own, and in-

gratitude never was & failing of the Tre-
vanions until—of late.” -

{ The haughty head raised itself erect
—the bright blue eyes flashed indignant
‘fire. Truly, Cyril Trevanion’s wooing
opened unpromisiag enough.

“They can be ungenmerous, at least,”
be retorted, stung by the recollection of
how her life had been saved, “or you'd
never taunt me with that. I explained—
my recent illness—my shattered merves
——my_../" "

“I beg your pardon,” Sybil exclaimed,
hastily, shrinking semsitively from the
eubject; it was ungenerous, but you
stung me into it. You aré no friend of
Mr. Macgregor—all the more reason, my
good cousim, why you should not stoop
to the smallness of slandering him be-
hind hig back .A brave man never stabs
in the dark. Say what you bave to
say to Mr. Macgregor himself—he is
quite capable, 1 fancy, of taking ' his
own part—but pray don’t slight him
to me, Goodnight.”

She swept away with the queenly
grace and pride characteristic of La
Princesse, leaving the hero of Balaklava
to anathematize his own folly, and this
slender girl’s indomitable spirit.

“A promising beginning,” he muttered,
with a bitter laugh; “I am peculiarly
fortunate in my love-making. Mrs. In-
gram ought to see me mow.”

Next mornping, when (the cousins met
at breakfast, Sybil wore her iciest face;
but tlie penitent expression of Cyril dis-
persed the little cloud at once. He had
offended her, and he was sorry —DMiss
Trevanion was a great deal too large-
hearted and generous to ask more than
that. So she accepted the olive branch
at once, and talked good-naturedly to
the young man, and promised to walk
over with him to the Priory immediate-
ly after breakfast, to sece the improve-
ments he was about to make. The work-
men were to begin that very day, and
nothing must be touched without Sy-

woman!” , &bﬂ’s approbation.

Farewell for the present. When you
have ror)sed, and she has accepted,
conte , and let me be the first to

mgntulate you.” ‘
e words .were strangely like the
arewell words of nld Hester. She was
one, with her soft, sliding step an
insolent smile, while she spoke; and th
darkly menacing glance, théslook of baf-
flad love, of bitter hate combined, wh;é\
Cyril Trevanion cast after her, was all
inséen. Tt might have warned her, it
' the dangerous road she was tread-

ing there had been any turning back.

i CHAPTER XVIII. ;
Cyril Trevanlon rode slowly homeward
throngh the sultry gray of the August
evéming, his gloomy face set in an ex-
pression of dark, dogged resolution. Tt
wag- “written,” it was his fate; those
two women 8o unlike in all other things,
so Jike in this one fell purpose, were
driv?ne him headlong to his doom. They
had him hopelessly under their heels;

‘there was no alterative but blind obedi-

ence, 4

“1 will do it, since T must,” he said,
inwardly; “and if she refuses, let th
take ¢are! Coward as I am, I can
dangerous when goaded to desperdtion.
A coward frenzied into fight is ten times
more terrible than a brave man. I will
ask Sybil to be my wife before I
nlOQ‘P."

But when, in the crystal moonlight,
thé ex-colonel reached the villa, it was
to find himself baffled for that time at
lJeast. - Through the French windows of
the drawing room, standing wide open,
Ne could see the graceful figure of the
heiress seated at the piano, and the man

. he hated most on earth standing beside

her, looking as happy as;. Adam in
Fden.

“May the old demoun fly away with
him!” mauttered the Indian officer; “if
I bad a pistol [ would be tempted to

. shoot him where he stands. By Heaven!

T\gould marry her now if I could, were
it 'only totrinmph over him. No one
need look twice to see what those two
faces say.”

He wheeled round and walked off to
the stabtes to smoke and amuse himself
with the steeds. He had a passion for
horses, and the Trevanion stables had
always been the pride of the family. He
cmerged just in time to see the temant
of the Retreat take his departure. Sy-
bil stood im the brilliant moonlight on
the portico, ard looked up in his face
with shy, happy grace, all new in his ex-
serience of her, as she gave Macgreger
firr hand. ! -

“Rémember your promise,” she said,
aoltly; “I shall never know peace until
the mystery is solved.” ' g

“T am not likely to forget. Before von-
dcp full moon wanes, the secret will be
revealed.” .

Fle held her hand just a thought
jonger, peﬂ}nps, than there was any real
necessity for, then he was gone. He
kept no horse—he rarely rode, yet he
could go across country like a bird; and
to-night he crashed through the dewy
grass and tall ferns with long, swift
otrides. He passed very close to where
Cyril stood, whistling -an old Scottish
air that Sybil often played, and with an

inexpressibly happy glow on his hand- |
some face. The hidden watcher clinched |

his right hand vindietively, and his
black eyes glared in the darkness, like
the eyes of a beast of prey.
..«H{ I only had a pistol!” he hissed,
for the second time under his breath, “I
\m shoot him down—coward as I am
- a o ‘
The heiress of Trewanion stood on the
mpon#it portico until the tall Macgregor
d red. She lingered still, tempted
B! e unutterable beauty of the night,
] ber cousin strode up.
‘ou, Cyril!” she said, with a little
start, rousing from some pleasant re-
i#e; “how late you are. You have
degn to Chudleigh Chase, of course,”

Ao the lateness—it is as for me, I
muhﬁe‘m who
like an undérground in

“It is very complimentary to you,
Cyril,” she said, carelessly; *“but not in
the least necessary to consult . Ot
course, I should be sorry to see the
dear old place much altered—but I
fgn? there is no danger of that”

_ “Your indifference to me and my do-
ings and my belongings is plain  en-
ough, Heaven knows,” Cyril answered,
bitterly. “Ther is little need to tell me

of it. And yet it was the thought of

ou, and you only, that ever brought me

ere.”

Which was strictly true. He thought
of Miss Trevanion and  her splendid
rent roll and dowry. They were walking
along a cool, leafy arcade, very near
the west gate of Monkswod, very near
the Prior’s Walk, as he said this.

A vivid contrast they were. Sybil, so
fair, so bright, so beautiful, her beauty
only set off by the sombre hue of her
dress and coquettish, little black hat;
he so dark, so mody, so stern.

“It was for your sake I returned to
Speckhaven,” Colonel Trevanidn contin-
ued, looking at the grass, at the trees,
anywhere but at that bright, fair face,
with its crystal eyes—“for yours alone.
You loved me once—as a child, at least.
I came back, in the hope that you might
forget my past, and love me still; and
1 saw you beautiful as a dream, but
cold as a statue of smow. Yes, Sybil,
my cousin—my love—you have my sec-
ret at last, Is the old affection hopeless-
ly dead? Have you no place in your
heart for Cyril Trevanion?”

The words were well enough—but the
tone! Ah! hypocrite and dissembler
though he was, the false ring of spuri-
ous coin was there, and the girl’s keen
ear caught it from the first word.

She looked steadfastly up in his face,
a cynical smile curving the rosy lips.

“Cousin Cyril,” she said, with that
provoking smile, “when did Mrs. In-
gram jilt you?”

“Sybil!”

“Yes, I know., That look of shocked
indignation is very well got up, but it

doesn’t in the slightest deceive me. It

muet have been last evening, for you
havem't geen her to-day. My poor eousin.
Why, I could have told you from the
first how it would be. Prince Fortuna-
tus, in the fairy tale, or S8ir Rupert
Chudleigh, are the only men to suit
little Madame Ingram.”

His face blackened with anger. He
had guessed from the beginning that
this would be the result—he had- said
so—but the defeat was none the lese

 stinging when it came. And with the

consciousness of utter loss came the
knowledge of how peerless, how lovely,
how wealthy she was.

“You pay me but a poor compliment,
Colonel Trevanion,” the young lady
said in. slow, sarcastic tomes, “to come
here this morning, and offer me  the
hand and heart Mrs. Idgram refused
last night. Believe me, I kpow fully, and
appreciate at its true worth, the love
you have lavished upon “me since your
return. But I did not think—no, Cyril
Trevanion, 1 did not think you would
have insulted me by such an offer as
this.”

“Insulted, Sybil!” _

“What is it but an insult?’ the young

girl eried, her eyes flashing blue fire,
her cheeks aflame. “Do you think me
blind? Do you think me an idiot? Has it
not been plain to all the world that
Mrs. Ingram has held you in the mad-
dest of mad infatuations from the first?
Have you had eyes, or ears, or thought
for me? And when she refects you, as
1 know she has rejected you, you come
to me. For what? Por epite and my

mowey! Or, perhaps, she has advi.sed

Cyril Trevanmion, if you had stryck me,

1 thimk I could have forgiven you sqoner.

than for me te be your wifel”
. The i words poursd yehem-

out. He made no atiempt to

leh&ﬁm. His cowardice and his
scnse :

of were tov great.

lost “fortune.

She stamped her little foot passion-
ately, she clinched onme tiny b
the mnails sunk in the pink palm; the
violet were black with anger and
wmﬂg“ pride, the cheeks hot,

whole face aflame.

8o Angus Macgrego :
stood under the shadow of his front-
door sycamore and watched them come

ap.

Cyril Trevanion stalked moodily by
her side, his eyes downcast, not daring
to meet those flashing, fearless glances,
his eraven soul quailing within him.

“Do you think I cannot see her work
on, vchemently—
“her artful, designing prompting?
fools you to the top of your bent, and
when you ask her to be your wife, she
She marry a poor
man, indeed, and a baronct with eight
thousand a year within seach!
ask your cousin Sybil)” she tells you;
‘we are too poor to make a love mateh.
Go and marry her, and win back your
That was her adviee,
was it not? And you obediently acted
upon it at once. Cyril Trevanion, I
will never forgive you to my dying

in this,” she went

laughs in your face.

day!”

. Hot tears of pride and passion filled
the angry biue eyes. She dashed them
indignantly away, and went on:
“If it were in my power to res
you the fortune you have lost, Heaven
knows I would open my hands and let

it flow like water.

retain one farthing that should right-'
fully be yours. But it i3 not in my
power. The will that leaves all to me
containa a special clausc against its
ever returning, directl
to you. Should I ev
wife, every stiver goes that hour - to
the Trevanions of Cornwall
great pity that you and Mrs.
did mot’ know 'this sooner.
have saved me a proposal this’ morning
from Colonel Trevanion.”

“You are right,” Cyril muttered be-
tween his teeth; “it would, by Heav-

ens!”

She stopped at once, facing hm full,
| her head thrown back, bhor eyes glit-
tcring, her face deathly pale.

“You stand confessed, then,
panting, white with anger, “the cold-
blooded craven and traitor [ thought
you! And once I loved this man—
once all the dreams of my life were of
Cyril Trevanion! But it mcy not be
too late yet. There is anotner will—a
will that leaves all to you. Do you
hear—alll? Ask the lady you love
where that will is; she ought to know.
It disappeared with your father.
down every stone in yonder old house,
root up every .iree in yonder park,
search every inch of the estate—find
the old man’s body, anl find the will
that makes you his heir. Y
will’ become your wife thep, and I

PR

“And you will fake to your spotless
arms the bearded Goliath of the Re-

treat, the handsome

bull-fighting quill-driver, the Robinson
Crusoe of Monkswood Park!”

The devilish sneer upon his face might
have done honor to Lucifer himsgl, The
deathly - pallor  of Sybil’s
Lardly deepen, but the violet eyes look-
ed up at him with a glance few men

would care to meet.

- “You coward!” she said; “you base

base, base coward!

we both live, I never want to look upon

your face again!”

“I will go,” her cousin answered, livid
with suppressed rage; “and [ will take
your advice. I will tear down the old
house, I will uproot every tree in the
park, I will searca every inch of the
ground to find the old man’s bones,
and the paper tLat makes a beggar of
you, my haughty Sybil!
that day comes, out you go—yvon and
your whimpering mother, and your cub
| of a brother! They can go back and

starve on kale and heather, and in their
beggarly Highland castle, and you, my
princess, can fly to the open arms of

—

“Hold!” exclaimed a voice that made
the leafy arches ring. “You snake! you
reptile! you less than reptile! Another
word of insult to that lady, and, by the
eternal Heaven, I'll brain yon!”

Macgregor stood before
strong, black-browed, terrible, tewering
up in his magnificent

Goliath  Trevanion

And at the tremendaus
tlB.\laklava cow-

ey ealle im;
but the sullen doggednesg Wiltitx{iln }flv:wlé
him still desperation to go on. °

“I will leave her to her cliampion,” he
said, with an evil sneer. “I was going to-
add, she could fly to the arms of Mae-

tion the hero of
ered” like the hound

gregor, when——"

He never finished the sentence.
gregor literally seized him in his mighty
arms, and hurled him headlong into

jungle of fern.

“Lie there, you dog, you cur! "1f it
were not for Miss Trevanion’s presence,
1 would break every bone

ardly carcass!”

He did not deign to give him a second
look. He turned to her, his passionate
face changing at once.
erect, panting, white to"the lips, an out-
raged and insulted queen.

“My dear Miss Sybil.” he said, a3 he
might have addressed his queen, “let me
be your escort home. That scoundrel will
give you. no :more trouble at present, 1

fancy.”

She held out her hand to him
She was so sensitively proud, and the in-
sult had been so eoarse, so brutal.

Macgregor lifted it to- his lips, then
drew it under his arm.

“Let us go,” he said, very gently. *"I'he
walk will do you good.” -

She let him lead her away. She had 1m-
plicit trust snd [aith in him.

As they passed out of the leafy copse
they came face to face with the baleful
old- fortune-teller, Hester.
biaek eyes wore a lurid look of rage, and
she shook her atick vindictively after the

pair. ]
“She refuses him, and he Muris
from him Bke a dead dog! But their

IN ONE NIGHT|

NOW CURED WIiTHOUT SWAL-
DANGEROUS DRUGS.

CATARRH

the Soothing,
Catarrhozone All Throat

Its ninlply'

wonderful to think how
bad throat or catarrh can be
$ Catarrhozone. 1ts rieh bal-
samic vapor is earried along with the
breath into the innermost recesses of the
lungs, bronchial tubes, and chest, mak-
ing it impossible for the germ of any dis-
ease to live. Thus soremess in the chest
alleviated—phlegm
t, old-standing

ruwher,aih:

“] guffered from an (rritable, weak
throat for three years.
ain over the eyes,

in my mouth, and
chronic catarrh. No-|
elief till | used
in one hour it reliev-
a few weeks drove all trace
h from my system.

+TIMOTHEUS -A. SALMON.”
“No. 6 Lppez street, Kingston, Ja.”

REMEMBYR THIS—You breathe Ca-

and it will cure any throat,
ronchial cold. Large size, guar-
anteed, ¢osts $1.00,
montha; smaller sizes, 25c. and insist
on “CATARRHOZONE” ONLY. By mail
from the Catarrhozone Company., Buf-
falo, N. Y, and Kingston, Unt.

had a severe

my ears. it was
thing gave per

will come—hers will, and soon. 'L'he stars

watched them out of sight. Lhey
could hear her piainly crooning her own
prophecy, a3 they walked aver the sun-
“The idoom shall fall '}on Monkswood
r indirectly, ? .
become yqur dy send her grace!
Dark falls the doom upon the last
aughter of the race!

“The bat shall flit, the owl shall hoot,
Grim ruin stalks with haste!

The doom shall fall when Monkswood

Is changed to Monkswood VYaste!”

dered hysterically-—>Maegre-

prediction—melodramatic,
too, ag anything on the boards of the
e old lady has a turn for
poetry, it would seem. Those verses
original, and the music also.
to her. some day, and have my
fortune told. I wonder why she honors
you with her especial hatred

“I don’t know,” Sybil answered.
never injured her. As a child, 1 remem-
was the only living thing 1 ever
feared, She always seemed to hate me,
and she has sung that dreary rhyme af-
ter me¢ whenever she has met me.”

“I think I know,” Macgregor

Mirs. fngram “You know!” The violet eyes looked
up at him in wonder. There was a curi-

ous smile upon ‘his faece as he met her

“Yes, I think T know.'1 will tell you
some day, Miss Trevanion, and
more things than that—when 1 can mus-
ter courage. Here we are at your gates,

For the present adieu.”
{To be Continued.)

FREDERICK THE GREAT MEDAL
' ISSUED BY GERMANY.

-And when

To. commemorate the 200th anni- |
of the birth of Frederick the
t, | Germany

gides of which

AN EXCELLENT MEDICINE
" FOR ALL LITLE ONES

in your cow-

Mrs. Ovila Lamarre, Malvina,
writes: “I have found Baby's Own Tab-
lets an excellent medicine and would
not use any other for my little onc.
I think all mothers should keep the tab-
lets in the house.! Thousands of eother
mothers have the same praise for- the
‘tablets. They are absolutely safe —be-
ing guaranteed by a government analyst
to contain no opiate or other harmful
drug. They break up colds, expel worms,
od for all the minor
ills of little ones. The tablets are sold
medicine dealers or by mail at 25
cente| a box from The Dr.
Medi¢ine Co., Brockville, Ont.

She stul stood

in fact they are

THATS TRUE, TOO.

“Gﬂ'eat men,” says a writer, “are fre-
quently misunderstood by the public—
which is lucky for some of ‘em.”

‘ ‘

ere are undoubtediy times when

children have come to stay. They are
made of white buck side leather, white
duck and other fabrics, in high grade
welts, turns and McKays, ssys the Hide

and Leather One of the great-
est problems in the msaufacturs of
white shoes is to find some way to get
the work through the without
being damaged by stains or . me
manufacturers use a covering PeT,
while other use cloth m-hf Ethl
use of clath coverings, by earefully tak-
ing them off they can used several
times, whereas the paper cover is only
®sed once and thrown sway. Some man-
ufacturers are painting the racks, tables
and benches all white and do not use
any covering at all, while other shops
have their workmen use white canvas
gloves and plenty of Fremeh chalk on
them when handling white work.
Taking into consideration the fact
that it is only the top or uppers that
are soiled in the work, which is done by

a good ome. It is almoet impossible for
the workman to keep his hands. clean
running the various machines, which are
bound to be oily and dirty, and the op-

ter using the machine. If white gloves

' were used and the shoes set on the sole

each time instead of being laid on the
side or upper it would seem to be the
most economical way of hamdding white
goods through the shop. g

It is true that white buck can be
washed and eleaned, but this takes time

r costs money, and if the dirt
can be keéptoff it will save cléaning.
Tan goods mus led with care,

but there are lots of stains that do not.

show in colored goads that would show
in whites. A large manufacturer of
ladies’ fine goods said there would be
three drees shoes for women, in white,
tan and patent leather.

“He hung on her dear words."”

RINGING THROUGH
BONAVENTURE C0.

Splendid Work Dodd’s Kidoey Pills
Are Doing.

Mrs. Norman L. Dow Tells What They
. Have Done for Her—People Talking
of Them on Every Side. A

Port Daniel West, Bonaveature Co.,
Que., March 11,—(Special.) —Bonaven-
ture County is ringing with the great
work done by Dodd’s Kidney Pills, and
on every side people are telling their
neighbors of aches relieved and ills cured
by the great Canadian kidney remedy.
To the 'great mass of evidence already

ublished is now added that of Mrs.

Vorman L. Dow, of this plaece:

“I can recommend Dodd’s Kidney Pills
as an excellent remedy for rheumatism
and palpitation of the heart,” said Mrs.
Dow. “After using one box I was great-
ly benefited.”

Dodd’s Kidney Pills cure rheumatism
and palpitation of the heart, because
they both come from-the same cause—
impure blood. Dodd’s Kidney Pills make
the kidneys right,and when the kidneya
are right they strain all the poison and
impurities ont of the blood. Cure the
kidneys with Dodd’s Kidney Pilla and
vou can't have such diseases as rheuma-
tism or palpitation of the heart. -

LUXUR’IOUS D0GS.

But They Must Exercise, Whatever
Their Owners Do.

The dogs we see riding luxuriously
with their owners in automobiles are
not altogether and wholly pampered;
they may not always ride so.

Nere, coming loping along a park
road a hundred feet oy so ahead of
an automobile, was a fine, handsome
dog, cantering along springily, with
every evidence of enjoyment in the
run, but always keeping at just that
uniform distance ahead of the ma-
chine speeds up a little and closes up

on the dog, and then halts, and now
the dog slows down and circles

opens the deor for it, and now, wig-

hops® in.

It has had its morning run and exer-
cise, and now'it once more gettles
down to ride, all very comfortably.

So the automobile dogs are not al-
together pampered, not altogether 80;

the case of some of them, at least,
they must take their morning run in
the park.

N e g

PATRICIA’'S PICTURES.
(Exchange.) .

n the fellow with expensive tastes
dsy tce!l‘pntty cheap.

and first cousin of King George.

1

erator would waste much time if he{
{5topped to wash his hands each time af-

around to it, and now as the dog ap-
proaches the man in the machine

gling its tail appreciatively, the dog

they don’t always ride, in luxury; in

Paintings by royalty are a new attrae-
tion- for art exhibitions fn Toronto, but
the annual exhibition of the Ontario So-
ciety of Artists, which wiil open to the
public on Saturday next, will be marked
by the presence on its walls of four paint-

gy

—that
bloodlessness.
stqlh. her girl the m:
to e her gi . New,
blood her weak is thirating for
oause S0 MARY y . of . feeble; an-
aemie, unhappy have been trams-
[ into robust womren through the
rich, red blood these pills actually make.
No other has ever 5

like them, and thousands of mothers
have proved their worth. The case of
Miss grguﬂto Boiselair, St. Jerome,
Que., proves the truth of these state
ments. Miss Boisclair is sixteen years
of age, and says that since the age of
thirteer or fourteen she had been.af-
flicted with extreme weakness,
seemed to be going into a decline. The
least effort left her weak and breath-
lese, 80 that she was unable to do any
household work. She had no appetite,
suffered from terrible headaches, diszl-
ness and sometimes fainting spelis. She
was under medical treatment, but made
absolutely no imppovement, in fack
seemed to be st y growing weaker.
When her case.seemed almost hopeless
a lady friend advised the uce of Dr. Wil-
liams’ Pink Pille. After ta.kin%' a few
boxes she began to gain new stir

and after the continued use of the pilis
for about two months she was again as
well and strong as ever she had beem,
and has gince enjoyed the best of health.
Sold by all dealers in medicine or by
mail at 50 cents a box or six boxes for
$250 from The Dr. Williams' Medicine
Co., Broekville, Ont. !

e 1
Dressing for
Burns and Cuts

Always have some sterile gauza
about for  emergencies. Buy halt
a dozen one-yard strips and keep them
about the house. Then when there is
occasion for dressing a burn or cut use
what is needed of a strip and throw
away the rest. -

Never put sterile cotton next to the
flesh in dressing a burn or wourd. The
fibers of the cotton will cling to the raw
surface and make a deal of trouble. Put
the gauze next to the flesh and the
cotton over that.

If there is no sterile gauze vailable
take a clean piece of linen and heat it
over the stove till it is almoet seorehed.
When it cools it is a good substitute
for sterile. gauze.

When it comes to taking the dressing
from a wound, don’t give up and jerk
.the gauze off if it sticks after an ap-

lication of warm water. Try soaking
?t with a little gasoline.

“«

SNOW FLAKE CRYSTALS.

R

Have your chifldren been interested
in snow crystals this winter? A chila
is always delighted to examine snow
flakes under a magnifying glass and
see what wonderful stars they are.
It you catch them on a black woolen
cloth they show off well <

The flakes are so often broken or
tastened together that chidlren are
not-likely to discover for themselves
that each perfect snow tlake is six-
sided. This should be explained to
them. Above are shown a few of the
innumerable hexagonal forms seem in
snow flakes.

-

Shilohi’s Gure
| HEALS THE LUNGS
8'0 PRIZE. 1S CENTS

HIS FATHER'S SUT."

Colonel’ Winter Wimberly, of Macon,
Ga., enjoys a wide reputation as a story-
teller in Georgia, that land of story-
tellers, according to the New York Even-
ing Sun. .

Colonel Wimberly was once engaged in
a case in which the plaintiff’s son, a lad
of eight years, was to appeir as a wit-
ness.

When the youngster eutered the box
he wore shoes several sizes too large, &
hat that almost hid bis face, long trous-
ers rolled fip so that the baggy knees
were at tlie ankles, and, to complete the
picture, a swallow-tail coat that had to
be held to keep it from sweeping the
floer. -

“This ludicrous picture was too much
for the Court, but the Judge, between
spasms of laughter,: managed to ask
the boy hi‘s reason for appearing in such

arb. ‘

. With wondering look, the lad fished in
an inner pocket and hauled the sum-
mons from it, pointivg out a sentence
with solemn mien as he did so. “To ap-
pear in his father’s suit,” it read.

\

Coy—“How few people attended the
funeral of Dr. Pililman!” Roy—“Wall,
| they do- say that most of his patients
went before him™™—Judge.

by the Princess Patricia, daughter
g}':he’mke and Duchess of Connaught,

“Many a man fails to bLit the bull’s-
eye im the big shoot because he has
wasted al! his ammunition in practiee.
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