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“itesides what?” There was no trace
o wmeekery m her unsmiting eyes—no
ragcaim in the compressed lines around
nw chiseted lips.

“Besddes.” saxd Winnie, a little un-
sy, 1 have aesoeiations—memor-
s Momt white roses that make them
them abncst saered flowers to me. 1
wever caalil make an adornment of
hoi- lovely living buds and halfun-
doac i tals

e pansed half fearfully again. Ma-
dows Vivian would heve received tuis
eoaiegunn with such a delieate keen-
WGWOW was it that haugh-
v r«d, Lady Mountrever, was 80
mudh @ore quietly sympathizing, even
m fher proud reserve?

“Mave you?” she eaid;and the dark-
wewi # o «hadow seemed o overspread
Ber shab: polished brow and dark bril-
dnat cgre The turmed partly aside, and
Wiwtpse 2w her long fair jeweled :'mgers
,-Aope”mi ighten convuleively for an
et ot arr::: the emerald locket gest-
- % - neet. “So have L”

The-wosus secuc ! to escape from wer
e withont her knowledge, and Wianie
E Soubtod il they were meant for her
oy

“nm” remarked Winnie, with a sigh,
w they left the room together, “my as-
sodimiton with them in connection with 2

we = lomely grave, far away.”

Amfl, s she sadly spoke, the white
rence wocmed to majestically waft the
memory o that far-off lonely grave on
ihde cwe t dying breath, the rush and
swag of the wintry storm SW ‘
wopm® the okd Oeormish mansion
te cm-echo softly in the  murmurng
of tiick clothed elm-boughs in the scent- |
od ssunomr morning breeze, and the
aiill warm rediance of the wide lampiit
wi$ eud marble staircase changed b
e Jowing sunlight in that sheitered
ragk wheee the daisies bloomed aud the

4 ranes twined  their wreaihing
, and where the morning mMmMys,

and Wbright —ah. so bright, so

dpd, o aparkiine! —feil  on the long

oak coffin and its dazziing
enviched with white biossoms as

wps Bweved swiftly and surely into
the darksomse gTAVE. R
“Wilk a grave—-a grave far away!
T.afly Wildved paused  suddenly, And
even sptfidat ber confused surprise Win-
sée nolicrd fiow the pale lips parted
widety and a wild eager look blazed in
ﬁéjmnﬂ dark eyes. “So is minel” she

whisgtsed, hoavsely, the wid eagerness !

of &er gaze fading into omne of far-away
drepsry blankness.

Amother moment. however, and, ere
Wiamig comid scaccely comprehend. ker
copipamion had pasecd the tbreshold of
#he Arawingroom, and entered the pre-
eeiioy of smiling, well-dressed dimmer
goools, and Madame Vivian, and Mild-

. A l‘d’ Bountrevor, was the courte-

oms, * wnruificd, stately peeress — once
moTe. :
The soul of the amiuble Miss Trew-
! might have been illumined by the
of content could she but have
mo how effectually her malicious
intd had aided in spoiling poor Winmie
@aeriyon’s enjeyment of her first din-
ner party at Roseworthy House. All
wacomecions as she was of any cause for
<ach sn effect, she could not bui per-
ceive that Madam Vivian’s ehill eour-

tesy and smilingly polite indifference to
her, noe was not the reception she

wonld have been favored with had she
ben weicome. Any doubts she might
aave had as to the author of the invita-
tien were at an end before the evening
was half over.

“Y £ia weong to accept it—I1 did wrong
to come at sll,” Winnie thought, with
keen pain and mortification. “Why did

Mountrevor ask me? Madam did
not wish it, I can see quite plainly. I
wish the evening were over—l wish I
were home again!” she said, earnestly,
with the tears ruehing to her eyes, as
she withdsew to a distance from the
who seemed quite occupled in

ezch other and their hostesses.

There were but three ladies who had
ventured out, through darkness and
tempest, to accept the invitation of
Madam of Roseworthy, and, whilst the
two gentlemen fimished the ’47 pert in
the dining-room, the doetor’s wife and
the minister’'s wife and dsughter were

HOW NOVA SCOTIA WOMAN WAS
RELIEVED OF HER HEART
DISEASE.

Made Her Kidmeys Right with Dodd’s
Kidney Pills and all her troudbles
vanished epeedily and completsly.
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in a delighted state of admiration over
“dear Montrevor's” embriidery,
and ‘dear Lady Montrevor's” portfolio
of foreign eketches, in the drawing-

room. ;

“Miss Caerlyon!”
sharply.

“Well, Madam?” said Winnie, rather
startied, and draiwing back frem the
windew, where she had beem drearily
lcoking out through the parted curtains
at the stormy sky, with the black
clouds seudding  wildly athwart its

Madum ecatled,

gloomy arch, and listening to the furi-
ous rzar of’ the breakers, borme on
each hissing gust of wind, eut
there by Tregarthen Head, the
dream of the white fury of
which was dimly visible through the
murky night. )
«Is the feminine element in.our com-

ny too prepeaderating to be pleasing
It’oa ;ou’t” r‘:m.dam demanded with a cold
gmile. “Perhaps yow will kindly emliven
us with a little music!”

The request was made in a tone of
command, and Winnie felt it to he so.

“With pleasure,” ghe said formally and
gravely, though she eolored deeply as
ahe moved at once te the piano; “I
was only looking out at the storm, and
thinking of it.”

But this siight apologetie remark
touched right on the point of the rerv-
ous anxiety which hud been s‘?got!y
filling Madam Vivian's heart withl rest-
less irritable pain.

“Ah,” she rejoined shortly. and almost
brusquely, “you ought to feed very
thankful that no one dear to you, or
belonging to you, is tossing on the
stormy water to-night.”

Winnie made no reply, and. titiing
down to the instrument, her finge-s first
softty touched a preiude, and then glided
mto & rippling famtasia, an old cherished
favorite, tearned years before on the
piano that was Ler oid aunt’s gift - it
made her think of sittimg by the shore
it Tolgooth Bay and hearing lhe waves
around Tregarthen Reef, she said, to
Mizs Sarah Whitney's disgnst at the
girPe faithful love for her comifortless
English home. -

Tt was called “Sea Songz” and  the
opening ripple and rushing rhythmical
beat of a summer’s sea waves chanced

into the passionate sobbing and walling

of a gathering tempest. There was the
giren’s treacherous song in cach deeritful
pause and tull, and then the -wilt-rusi-
ing storm broke. The sirens plaintive
somg arose again—it might have been
the dirge of drowned mariners, so softly
and sweetly mingled the plaintive, tender
melody with th ripple of the waves as
they subsided to summer calm onee
more.

“Thank you. Miss (aerlvon: vou play
with great expression,” Lady Mounjrevor
said.

“Yes, indeed'™ “Crahming!” “So
sweef®” broke from the lips of Lady
Mountrevor's admirers.

“Yes, very sweet, but very sad/”

madam observed. irritably. “lt is not a
particularty cheering nighr outside. Can
you not give us something gayer, my
dear? That is as melancholy as the
‘Dead Mareh.’”

“Yes, indeed--very melancholy —so
sweet, but melancholy,” the lady guests
re-echoed again.

“The ° March in Saul’ is a grand
piece of music, madam.” the doctor ob-
served, sententiousiy —he had just en-
tered with the minister, and teard
madam’s concluding words—‘a grand
piece! And then the assoeiations—our
brave soldiers, the muffled drums, the
riderless horse—so touching —ahem'—a
grand piece of music—never could hear
it unaffected, madam.”

“Perhapa you would like to hear it
now, doctot °” madam said. witir a rather
vexed smile. “l am sure Miss Cae:lyon
will oblige you; it would just complete
the effect of that howling wind and rour-
ing sea outside.”

“1 should, very much,” retarned the
doctor, pleasingly obtuse to madam’s
clouded brow and his wife's warning
glance and subdued cough—it is very
long since [ neard it it Miss. Caerlvon
will be kind enough.” i

“My dear, madam does not like it;
madam would like something gaver this
wild, stormy night, really,” nis wife
enid aloud, with a strong emphusis and
a nm!‘mg frown, which betokened an
impending uncertainty of mafrimonial
rebuke at a more convenient scason.

“Oh, dear me, not at all,” madam in-

| terposed, sharply, displeased at the sub-

servience to her sentimental fincies, as
it seemed. “If Doclor Lake has the
slightest wish for ‘thut particular piece
of music, [ ean have no possibic objec-
tion, of course.”

“I."a.nnot remember it wi'iont the
music—it is 80 iong since [ plaved ic”
said Winnie. Yooking distressel.

“Y_ou will find it amomgst the old
music on the lowest tier of the < udy
shelves,” said madam, determin. ily.
“Take Llanyon with you, Winnie, as the
book is "I.Zk large and dusty”

Doetor e apologized, feeling ur om-
fortably that he was 'l:;; on e
courtesy of his hostess. Mrs. Loke
apologized deeply and profusely, getti: »
red in the face, and darting wrwthiu:
gances at her spouwse; but madam was
emBingly obstinate in desiring the wished
for music to be brought.

but Winnie requested no help to dis-
cover it, or carry it for her; and, as she

over it to examine the titles
on the time-yellowed pages by ihe light
of the ome candle she carried, her ear

She dropped the book with an irrep-
ressible ery of alarm, and then saw that
the candle light shone on the silvery
zﬂ of Lady Ht:ennltruo:’a silken robe

glowed in iquid green hue o

er splendid emerald srmnaments. g
I startle you?” she said, with a
“Have you found the

-

i ing. ,No victim needs to be told  thas

' dealers or may be had by muail at 50

And occasional light dressings
of Cuticura Ointment will pre-
vent it when all else fails.

Cutteura Soap and Olntment aras seld throughout
theworld. A libersl sampte of each, with 32-page -
booklet on the care and treatment of the sain and
soalp, sent post-tree.  Address Potter Drug & Chem.
Corp.. Dept. 2o, Boston, U. 8. AL

“Why?' Lady Mildred asked, gently,
takine both Winnie’s hands in hers,.and
looking into the dark grey ircubled
eves.

She looked se like and o unlike Win-
nie's last memory of her, standing on
that very spot on that wintry evening
long ago—with her bright, persuasive
smile. her outstretched hands, the #all
supple form in its imperial perfection
of beauty; bLut the gaiety was gone
fremr the brilliunt eycs, the girlish blcom
and dimpled softness from the stat-
iesque  features—those  long, slender
fingers wore the badge of her changed
estute. and Lady Mountrevor, though
more coldlv heautiful, had lost the chiet
charm of Mildred Tredennick.

She stood there—the proud. beautiful
voung lady —her bearing kinder, more
winninoly gracious than Winnie could
have im.gined possible, as exhibited to-
warid herseif: but wlere was the other
—he who had stoeld there. pleading, iw
love with that false. fair woman?
Where was Stephen Tredennick? On
the waste of the wild ocean, this dark,
dreadfanl night. whilst Mildred Treden-
nick stood there smiling calmly. wearing
the wedding ring of a peer of the realm!

“Because,” said Winnie, the quick
tears glistening on her dark lashes, and
her emotional face paling from the fast
throbbing of her heart, as she looked
steadfastly into Lady Mountrevor's in-
serutable eyes—/“because it is a death
dirge, and out' there, amongst the wild

waves, there are drowning sailors’ criea |

az they gn to their untimely doom—
shrieking for the help that will never
come, whilst T play a fuderal march to
please drawing room muests!”

Tf she had expected to sec the proud
face blanch and droop abashed before
her passionate reproach, she was mis
taken.. Lady Mountrevor's features
soltened in « =ad, thoughtiwl look, and
she sighed dceply as she looked out into

the murky darkness of the driving
storm.

“It is dreadful to think of” she res-
ponded. returning Winnie's steadfast

gaze; “but, ae madam said. there is no
one you love in danger of the darkness
and the stormy wuter.”

“Yes, Lady Mountrevonr.” Winnie
Caerlyon corrected. with her nsual quiet,
rigid truthfulnese. “there is one who s
verv dear to we out in this night’s
darkness on the stormy ocean.”

“Indeed,” said Lady Mountrevor gent-

ACUTE PAINS
IN THE BACK

Caused by Lumbago, a Form of
Muscular Rheumatism.

Lumbago is sudden in its attacks and
is so intensely painful that the sutferer,
is often unable to mwove. ceven to turn
in bed or rise from a chair. The trouble
chiefly ocenrs among workmen., among
whom it numbers thonsands of vietims.
As the attaeks come on quite frequent-
lv and are so torturing. this disease
n.eans muci loss of time ond money as
well as the endurance of much saffer

liniment will not eure tie disease. This
kind of treatment is mercly a waste of
time and money. The trouble is peal-
ly a species of gmuscular rheumatisra.
and is due to poot blood, and can only
be eared through tlic blood It is for
this reason that Pr. Williams’ Pink Pills
are so successful in curing this trouble.
and those who are afflicted by it should
jose nn time in givine the pills a trial.
If the treatment is persisted in the dis-
ease will be driven fromrothe system and
the cure Be made permanent. In sub-
stantiation Mrs. Alfred Derby, lktty-
ville, Ont.. says: ‘A few years ago I
was attacked by excrueiating psins in
the back which the doctor called lum-
bago. [ was not able to do a bit of
about the house and suffered dresd-
fully every time T moved about. 1 took
the doetor's medicine ail  winter, and
used Hmiments, withont getting any re-
lief. In a thoroughly diseouraged
eondition T Legan using Dr. Williams®
Pink Pills. After usinz six boxes |
was _better and able to do my own
work, and have not been afflicted with
the trouble since. I now always re-
commend Dr. Williams' Pink Pills ts
those ailing.”

These pills are scld by all medicine

eents & Box or six boxes for $£50 from
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“Mad; ',]:ad!lﬁunntmvor,ldomtj : ’ _
understand,” W e stammered, strug- &

gling with the mson flush of shy

alarm that suf all her face and
‘neek. i

“§ mean,” explained Lady Mount-

Montreal Man So HI, Thought He|

sﬂoxi;al;f)oking at sﬁ girl with a half- - Die o ——— the

; -satirical smile. “that you have : : almost: - death. '
equncamwuhmmmanfningm"’“““""’ﬂ‘mm”" “Let me got yow semething—a glaem
your absent friend. T grieve for my Kept Him Well Ever Since. atvim.cm-undco&n-:
dear cousin’s possihle danger amidst the Lady Mentrevor—yot look eo cold
tempest of wind and waves. brave sailor #11” urged Winnie, i

as he is—for you know,” ghe added, (Ta be Gm) .
gravely, the piercing light of her keen - {

brilliant eyes penetrating into the depths
of the girl’s true seul, “Stephen Tre-
dennick is at sea to-night.”

CHAPTER XXIII.
Towards morning the storm
more wildly still. Not for years,
oun that rock-bound rugged coast, had
there been experienced so fieree and ter- §
rible a tempest, in which were comming-

led pitchy darkness, blinding torrents of m;:xdn:nr !n.l!m shl; £ gt
rain, and a sweeping, howling gale that which has p“l:z been tai.enm :t :‘k‘ig
unroofed houses by the score, blew down gmhitecmn'.ll musemm and perubcio aloft. |
farm buildings, uptore the old forest There i h erown his head
trees ,and lashed clear gurgling stream- oV lm ‘ﬂa"y hair t;: beard 7
lets and peaceful flowing rivers into 'erhdo:?‘d 0'*;?5& 1;1 his left h:i‘
headlong floods, their swift currents ail ;lppholds th ml"‘b but the M;
stained with the  ruin that they had oy TI‘: ° 1d kingt bm:cde.ptm'

wronglit, and changed the dark hissing T : ;ﬁon; ‘king: ? over the
waves around the Black Reet of Tre- ie expericnce of Mr. Larcse o o .

one very common to-day: The cxperts are puzzed over his his-
“I suffered from dyspepsia and in- | tory. He stood in Westminster hail for
digestion for five years, I suffered m‘mnuy centuries side by side with other

garthen into an awful bowling cauldren,
whitening miles of hezving mountainous
waves with ghastly winding sheets of
frath, and flinging wild showers of spray
with each shriek of the contemding ele-
ments sheer up the shelving and jagged
face of the dari precipice ior hundreds
of feet. =

The clock had struek the first hour
of the new day, and sleeplessly Winnie
Cacrlyon tossed and turned, and finaly
gat up partially dressed, tightening her
warm shaw!l around her, keeping a
dreary vigii bLetween her bedside and
the window. It seemed to have
an awtul fascinatien for her, that
impenetrable darkness; lit up on the
harizon with the weird phosphorescent
light of the crested billows, and filled
with the shrieking and sobbing of the
dreadful voices of the tempest,

“I wish T could have gone home,”
she muttered, feverishly; “some one
would have been sure to be awake and : Ta
stirring—father, or Sarah, or the beys; towers over these peopie like a visitant
and tha men would hava been out on from ampler times.—London Times,
the cliiis perhaps. I could have sat up - ‘

y : or, wildly, “It sounds exactly like -
it some one by fal Ko at the fre| guniierent 1 el wierp—1 winn 1 12| Cygred Stomach Gas,
Stopped Hiccoughs

much that I could handly attend to)stone kings and all were tided nw?
my work. I was weak and lost al}}by tlie governmen in 1856. Recently it
courage. I enjeyed no rest until 11 occurred to Lord Beauchamp to try the
decided to follow your treatment. To|effect of bringing them back. Several
my great eu be- | of the beautiful Gothic windows are

rprise I immediately - P : :

gan to feel better. I am now using blind, forming uniches suitable fur statues

the second box of Dr. Hamilton's and all the old forgotten Kkings may
take tlieir places in them.

Pills, and T feel so well that I want (LHo - :

to tell you that I owe this great This first one is a beautiinul personage.

change to your famous piMs. 1 re- No one knows what king he is or wheth-

dammend T, Danglton’s Bills fo. ew ™ it is merely an ideal figure of majes
- - : | ty. but it is certain that he is the work

gsial ] ;‘vm‘:;hogr];’t:iﬁfermgmfl?mn_dy; of scme fine fourteenth century crafts-

Larose, 338 Joliette street, Montreal, mb"l?l
P Q e

battered king is the grandest
statne in the hall. Below him lie im
ghoetly row the kings done with the
petty realism of the modern age; im-
medintely under his blind majesty’s gaze
is the broad face, cynically furrowed of
the merry monarch. The unknown king

All who lhave weak stomachs, and
thase who sufier with indigestion, head-
aches, biliousness, can be perfectly cured
by Dr. Hamilton’s Pills, 25¢ per box, at
‘druggists and storekeepers, or tha . Ca-
tarrhozone Co., Kingston, Ont., and Buf-
falo, N. Y. ‘

of the storm. T never was afraid of a Lot. I,dfmed-ﬂb, I dreamed so aw-
storip before,” she added shivering clos- fuily!” She was hurrying Winnie along
the corridor -as she spoke, and  Win-
nie felt her ehudder like ome in an
ague, “What did you play that ‘Dead
March’ for? That idiot, to make such
a musica] selection! It has been ring-
ing and beating in my ears ever since
—ever since, Winnie. I have been
dreaming of coffins, and of every one
I cver knew and cared for being laid in
them—every one. I knew all the Qead
faces. Of all nights in the year- to play
the ‘Dead March!’ Heavens! I shall nev-
er want to hear it again! It seems beat-
ing all around me—the air is full of
it
“Dear Lady Mounirevor,” said Win-
nie, terrified; “it is but your imagina-
tion.”
“My imagination!”

Nothing ElSe, Pass Away Quickly
If Nerv:line is Used.

|
Read Mr. Braun’s Statement

“A few weeks ago I ate some greem
vegetalles and some frnit that was not
quite ripe. It first brought on a fit of
indigestion, but unfortunately it devel-
oped into hiccourhs, aceompanied by
nausca and cramps. I was dreadfully ii?
for two days - - my head ached and

ehe echoed. “I| throbbed; I belchrd gas continually, and

wish that my imagination wiare not | I was unable to sicep at night. A
It's the CLEANEST, SIMPLEST, and BEST HOME quite so vivid. And it i3 so long ago | neighbor happencd in to sce , me and
DYE, one can buy—-Whky you don’t even have to —seven years now,” she muttered. | urged me to try Nerviline. Well, 1

“Why need it all come back to me to-
night? That ‘Dead March'—that was it;
they did mot play it then No, no—it
was a lonmely funeral—a lonely grave in
a far-ofi 1and! Why did I think of it?*

The flood of cheerful Tadiance, the

know what KIND of Cldth your Goods are made
of.—~So Misinkes are 5
Send for Free Color Card, Story Boeklet, aad
Bookilet giviagresults of Dyeing over other colors.
The JOHNSON-RICHARDSON CO., Limited,
- Montreal. Canads.

wouldn't
paration could help so quickly. I took
half a teaspeonful of Nervilime in hot
sweetened water .and my stomach fel®
better at once. I used Nerviline several
times, and was completely restored.”

er to the biack  winuGw panes, and | soft glare of the rose-hued wax candles | —qv,. \1ove is from a letter written by
straining her aching eyes. “but T  am | from her warm. pleasant rooms, etream-| o "p  pryy, o well-known stockman

and ehone on
and stony,
like those

ed out on the dark lobby,
her face, which was white
with distended glassy eyes,
of a sleep-walker. ' '
“] am 8o sorry that T played it, T awishi
Doctor Lake had not been stupid enough
io ask for it. But for madam bidding
me, 1 should have refused.” Winnie said,

afraid of this. It is so awful—-it sounds
g0 full of destruction and death. And
oh, the lives—the lost lives! Oh Heaven
have mercy on those struggling with
the merciicss sea to-night!” she cried,
sublPng in Bmneeling prayer. “Would
that I eould dol something to suocor and
eave! It is so dreadful to sit here safe

and farmer near Lethbridge, Alta. Mr.
Braun's favorable opinion of the high
merit of Nerviline is shared by thou-
sands of Canadians who have proved
Nerviline is simply a marvel for cramps,
diarrhoea, flatulence, mausea, and stom-
ach digorders .Safe to use, guaranteed to

cure—you can make no mistake In

-1 t > il- [N .
and sheitered, and to hnow that the | earneatly, trying to ecothe Lady Mil-1 o0 Nerviline for your family rems
yawning gulfs of the great waves are dred’s strange dmvtractu.n.? thall‘lreuintl‘ o g
swallowing brave men down, strug- | to you, Lady Momtrevor? Perhaps {argn family size bottles 50c, trial

we read some Psalms they might make
us feel calmer. It is this terrible storm
which has etaken your nerves.”

gling and crying. am} thinking of their
mothers and wives and littde children!
Oh, poor men —poor Wowen! Aad T ean

size 25c. All dealers, or the Oa.hnb-
some Co.. Buffalo, N. Y., and Kingstom,
Canada.

do nothing!” “Pgalms'” Lady Montrevor repeated, U .
Ayt % . > o )

“Thev o 11 sleeping.” ¥ with ecornful impatience—"I could mot

They are ail sleeping.” she I oK & Fise: G Hemvsht :

out presently: the womaniy henrt add-
ing with passionate bin.&'rnt-ﬁs'a;#‘sleep
ing whilet he is perhapsin peril.  They
do ot Jdisiresa themselves tp wake al-
though he may be in his Jeath agony
—thev. his nearest and  deareston
earth!”

But tie one whom Winifred's jealons
love wronged in thought most deeply
know as little unbroken rest as  she.

For another honr the storm surigked
and thundered, until the »ld maunsion,

SOIES mu ELBOW m _ Wilder than the African jungle, mors’

impenetrable than the tropical forests

~ FlNGERS of the Amazon valley are parts of Louis-

ana. There are thousands of square miles

in the State where the foot of a white

man has never trod, and none 2\1

with certainty the manner “of

which roam through the morasses.

As Captain Ed Nowland, of the steam-

boat \Wenona, of Memphis, puts it:

“The T.ord has forgot. He ever made that

Zam-Buk Worked a Miracle of
Healing.

Reverend Gentleman Fully
Corroborates.

Miss Kate L. Dolliver, of Caledonia,

. : d iares “ra s a-halr y g 3 on 3
with its massive = o “?&”.‘ 3"‘1‘?}“}“{ Queen’s Co., \. ¥ eaye: “[ must add | country around Plaquemins and the
i'){ln'lil_‘l*)?""- t"‘:fnl’}*“.l ],“‘"_ “'M’“flﬁ my testimony tu the value of Zam-Buk. | Long bLayous, and the United States
thing, in fear. Winifrel. in 10y cold 838} Cleers and sores broke out on my arms, government probably doesn’'t kmow it
darkness- for the last ember of the

aud although ! tried to heal them by
using  various  preparations, nothing

i iverl owne the district.”
fire had Iad u lay shivering, huddled

in her shaw!, watching the Llack case-

i praseai ! e da- seemed to do me any good. The sores | pi River excursion boat, but Captain
ment still. wrd donging Tor the AW pepd until from fingers to cibow was | Nowland recently paesed several weekms
Presently a .ight hurried tap came ivl oo aes ol uleeration.

on the yvessel in the two bayous.

“Thoze two bayous are the most pie-
turesque bodies of water T have ever
seen,” hLe said, recently. “You womld
think vou had leit the United States
and were in Brazil, only the jungle fe
ever so much more dense than the Ams-
zon forests. The Wenona ran over more
alligatore than I ever dreamed of being
alive. They faiily awvarm in those wat-
?rs.?l

Men of Captain Nowland’s crew sald
that several times alligators were piek-
ed up by one of tic paddle wheels and
flung into the air. Some of the animals
landed on the heads of the crew.

A NEW BLOUSE.
Tt'e of printed silk.
But the skirt is plain.

irey door, and a voive called -

“Winnie—Winnie Caerlyon'”

“Yes, Who i- it¥”
starting up. i

“ft is 1—-Lady Mountrevor.” and the
dooy opened. and a tall dark form c¢ame
swiftly in. “Are vou afraid-—are you
afraid of the storm, Winnie?” she said
trembling with agitation. ~l am—I can-
‘not Test! 1 thought perhaps that you
were frightenad too. Did T wake you?’
It is an awfiul night. Are you in wed.
Winies”

“Yes, lying on the bed: T am half
dressed, What is it. Lady Montrevor?”
Winnie asked, irightened and bewilder-
ed, more by her ¥isitant's strange man-
ner than anything else.

“Are you not coid? Is your fire out?
How dreadful!” the latter exclaimed, in
the same hurried, trembling way. “1

L had five  different  doctors, and
Cifaithfully  carricd out their inetrue-
cviedot yiopa, 1 drank pint atter ping of blood
medicines, tried ~alve after salve. and
lotion after lotion: but it was oi ne
J\':.il.

My father thon :Pok me thirty miles
to see a well-knowt doctor. He photo-
graphed the arm and hand. This photo-
graph was sent to a New York hcepital
to the s=pecialmt: but they sent word
they could do nothing further for me,
and I was in despair.

" ~QOne day a iriend asked me if T had
tried Zaan-Buk. 1 said I had not, but
1 got a box rigiht away. That firet bex
did me more goud than all the medicine
I had tried up to that time. so I con-
tinued the treatment. Every box henled
the sores more and more until, to make
a long story short, Zam-Buk healed all

yes! sl

1]
{

. . 5 A The blouse is cut wrist length.
should go mad if [ did not keep lights | the eores completely. Everybody in thie 8 :
and fires blazing on such a night as knows gt my case, and t it i» There's a cord run in the lower edge.

nother cord defines the waist line.

Both cords tie with taszels at the
front.

The only seams in it are under the
arms. .

An opening for the head is made from
shoulder to shoulder.

This shoulder slit extends quite out to
the end of each shoulder.

Little straps and buttons cateh the
t back and front over the shoulderm

A net guimpe may be worn with B
though for home wear or informal ewem-
ing wear it fs picturesque withouk

thist T suppose 1 have a bad conscience,
Winnie, Won't you c¢owe Jdéwn to my
rooms? They uare morte comfortabie. Oh,
do'” she called. impatiently. “And your
window blinds undrawn! Look at the
darkness' Oh, do come down and keep
me company. child!” She eaught Win- | have known Ler for a year and a half,
nie’s arm and almost dragged her off{ and her ecure efiected by Zam Buk is
the bed. } remarkable™ -

“Hae anything frightened you—has| Wherever thers is ulceration, "Blood-
anything happencd”t gasped ~ Wianie, | poison, sores, cold-cracks. abscesses, cuts,
struggling to her fee. and groping for g:n—ns bruises. or any skin injary or
her shoes. “T am airaid of the storm; |disense. there Zam-Buk shonld de appiied.
the thundering of the waves and the}lIt is also 3 sure cure for piles. Al
dreadful sereaming noise of the wind | druggists and stores sell at 50e. per Dox,

Zam-Buk alone whici eured me”
Minister corroborates. The Rev. W.
B. M. Parker. of Caledonia, Mise Dolli-
ver'’s minister. writes: “This is to cerdify
that the testimonial of Miss Deolliver is
correct as far as my knowledge goes. Y

The Dr. Williams’ Medicine Co., Brosk-
ville, Ont.

coming in over the Head, kept me from i“ post free from Zam-Buk Co.. To- Teo feed a womarn’s vanity, 8
closing my eyes.” romto, for Refuse and barm. ' of eourse neceasary to feed her em
“Dreadfal’” for tmi and su wwasls.

v» responded Lady Mount-

Pains in the Stomach That Yield to

have believed thit any prer

The Wenona ie ordinarily a Mississfp- .

-



