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+ or leven men. The next boat was stove

H

parting amidships at five
this morning—the
myself and

q]

“And where are all the rest?”
nie asked, fearfully,
“I esmmot tell,” Stephen Tredenmick

#aid, gloomily. “One boat’s crew pushed

off as soon as she struck—at 3 o’clock
~—and were swamned in a few minutes;
they went down before my eyes—ten

is as they tried to launch her. Then
another boal’s crew started—fifteen, I
think—and we lost sight of them.in the
darkness in an inetant; thoy were lost,
too, I dare say. And then, when the
ship was going to picces, the rest jumped
over spars, oars, or anything they
eould lay hold of. Hix of them got in
here before the mate, Symons, anl my-
self—the rest all perishel. Fifty of my
men and my ship gone—the Chittoor and
nearly ail my poor fellows! We were
short of hande, too, or there wonld
have been twelve more gone; and I—I
Wwas spared!” he groaned bitterly.
“Captain Tredennick,” Winnie said,
gravely, “are you displeased with beaven
for sparing you life?” *
“No,” he returned, moodily, leaning on
the wet rock beside her, “I am not un-
grateful to heaven nor to you; but, if
I could have saved my men and my
ship, I would have becn willing rever
to see the sun shine as it is shining
over us now!”
“T think,” objected Winme, striving to
speak cabmly with theY'greatest diffi-
euity, “that you ought to remember—
before you speak so—what the loss of
your life would be to others—what it
would be to eee you washed a1 like—
like—one of the poor fellows’ <orpses
this morning. Vhat would it be to
Your aunt—the poor old lady—Madam
" Viviian—to Lady Mounfrevor, who loves

you if you were her own brother?’
“T enough, Winnie,” he returned,
but raising hi- head; “but, my

dear, you don’t know how badly a cailor
feels ®ukh a thing as that whieh has
el to » -

“I think I ean imagine it, Captain
Tredennick,” ehe eaill, gently, and apoke
never a word more iu her mute :ympa-
thy, standing patiently beside him,
whilst the cold March wind pie-ced her
through every vein and nerve, and the
oold salt moisture dripped icily from her
wet ha'r and dress over her shudd ring
liovbe,

“Here is the tope at last!” he ex-
claimed, rousing himseif from his peinfal
thoughte. “My poor child, vou must be
frozen'”

He took the great double noose to
slip it over her shoulders, but the poor
little bemambed lLauds held his in re-
sistgnce.

“Captain Tredennick, yon must go first
2Jou must!” she said, passionately.
‘ are waiting, longing every mo-
ment to see your face. Poor Lady Afil-
dred is waiting, praying, hoping and
dreading; you must go first—oh, you
must—oh, pleasc leave me behind until
the next time'” poor Winnie cntreated,
with eonvulsive sobs, feeling her strength
going, her limbe failing, an icy ebill
helpleserr . creeping over her very soul,
it seemed to her, anc dreading lest Ste-
phen Tredennick’s determination should
prevail, and that after all he might be
left to death and danger.

“And leave you!” he cried, his face
flushing. “How many more lives are to
be lost, and I saved®’ Your life, too,
—wet, chilled, benumbed, fainting almost
as yom are! Winnie, what do you think
of my manhood that you could propose
euch 3 brutaly eelfish course to me?”

“Oh, I cannot—I cannot—I will not
leave you here!” she said, her hroken
voice rising to a faint scream of desnair-
ing emtreaty, as he adjusted the ropes
around her and lifted her in his orms
to the flat roek, over which the ebbing
tide wae beginning to ripple, {rom which
the ascent was to be made. “Do not

To Lase Jight Chest
And Cure a (old
Rub On Nerviline

No Remedy Half So Efficient

T

"I didn’t have to suffer long with a
sore, wheezy chest. I had a mighty bad
cold—it held me like a \vise, but I knew
what to do. I took half a teaspoonful
of Nerviline in hot water and rubbed
v neek and chest every half hour dur-
ing the evening. Yon would hardly
credit the way Nerviline loosed up that
U'zht chest, enabled me to breathe Yke a
'rre man, gave me comfort in a few
houra®

This is the experience of J. P. Durand,
a well-known resident of Burton’s Cor-
ners. In thousands of homes Nerviline
is used every day. 1If a little child has
a sick etomaeh, just s few dro
suffice. If there is any bowel
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of tempest-riven | -V, You canuot,”

standing here
and sound, and my brave ship, that
me through wind and wea-
ten years and more, gone to
But mortal power could
never left her until
o’-
eecond mate

r Symons. He was
hurt—one of hisp:iﬂb. crushed, I think
—and we had to hold him on the eouple
of planks and hencoops we had lashed

”

Win-

[ make me go first! I would rathe? die!
And I

s0 stiff,” she
grief and anxiety,
had made of her
left by herself.

plexity; “vou would be daehed

4s you are. What am [ to do7’
One moment’s

he stepped up
and with sailor dexterity forming with

first one round Winnie,
beneath his own
took the poor
form in his strong arms,

“We will zo up together, Winnie.”

“Oh, we cant’!” she eried, in terror.
“The rope will break, and you will be
killed:” :

“And you will not, I suppose?”’  Le
rejoined. smiling pityingly andteaderly.
“We must risk it, Winaie, dear. I do
not believe we could reach the tap alone
in safety. [ saw how it was when Ny-
mons went up—he got
bows, poor fellow! [ believe the risk
for your life is Jess by my going with
You; and, if we do die, little girl,” said
he, huskily, straining her close to his

breast, “we will Jie together.”
In the fact of this ending of lLer
Joung life and her faithfal love to-

gether, poor little Winnie aerlvon
turned with a smile to Stephen Treden-
nieck  for the first time—a  happy
smile, saffusing lLer pallid face and
brightening her sunken, haggard eves.
CCAnd, if we are to live—if we are to
live—if God will be o g0od,” he resum-
ed, looking up- to ileaven reverently,
“’we will live together, Winnie, my dari-
Ing, shall we? Our lives belong to each
other from this day, I think do they
not, my little girl? Look up at me my
brave little darling—who risked death
for me so willingly, and say that, if we
live, you will be mine on eartl, and,
if we die, you wlil be mine in Hea-
ven!”

Her sight was failing, her senzes were
failing, her voice had sunk to the whis-
per of weakness.
“I am dying.”

she thought; I may
promise for

the world beyond the
grave;” and. with her face resting be-
neath his, the sweet, dark eyes gazing
upon bim, the touch of her cold lips to
his ched™ ., Winnie Cacrlyon said, I will.”
And then the fond light of the loving
cyes went out in darkness, and the
last flicker of life im the white face fad-
ed away,

CHAI'TER XXIX.
There was au agitated group around
Miss Trewhella, stretched 1m a graceful
position of helpless abandonment on the
soft in the housekeeper’s room., her
arms flung out at either side, her eyes
closed.
The housemaid was vigorously rubbing
the right hand, the kitchen maid the
lett; whilst Mrs. Grose held a hugpe
square bottle of salts to her nose, and
made speexly preparations for ‘drenching
the fainting lady with a large jugiul of
iey-cold water, wnen she slowly rais:d
her eyelids, and faintly gasped:
“A—a—gl-glass of wine, please!”
Old Llanyon, the butler, wno broaght
the wize, regarding Miss Trewhells’s
emotiou with the eye of disfavor which
he turned upon almost every deed and
act of that estimable person’s, etood
watching her sipping the wine and
groaning and. sipping again, closing her
eyes, rousing herself up to groan again,
and then evineing returning symptoms
of a relapse into insensibility, until he
could endure it no longer.
“What's the matter weth the wom-
mun?”’ he demanded, irately, ‘Be she
goin ’to faint. or be she goin’ to recov-
er, or what be she agoin’ to Jdo?”
“Oh, whisht ‘e, Mr, Lanyon,”
houlemaid cried, reproachfully.
were a-sittin’ here, Mrv. Gorse
making up th’ accounts of the things for
the dinner party. when Miss Trewhella
she comes in wild-like, weth her hands
up ;and she fell down here in a heap
‘Tongside Mrs. Girose: and Mrs. Grose she
let the ink-bottle fall, and ”
“What's the matter weth her, T want
to know’” Lianyon demanded. more
angrily. “Who's dead, or who’s buried,
or whet's the takin’ weth her that she’s
sprankin’ and groanin’ there as ef she
were out of the ’sylum?”
The sutferer's insensibility suddenly
terminated at these insulting worda,
“Thank ‘evin'” Miss Trewhella cried,
sitting bolt upright so suddenly that her
attendants retreated in dismay, and even
hardly old Llanyon’ drew back a step.
ank ‘evin, I say, that I've not got
the hearts of some people, that would
eat, and drink. and go in and out, and
make insnlting remarks npon defence.
less ereatures Iying in dead faints,” said
Miss Trewhelia. standing up very stiff
and straight, anmd “fixing” old Llanyon
with her fiery hard, black eyes, “when
every one belonging to the family as
they belongs to was lying dead and
drowned, shipwrecked and murdered!"]
Miss Trewhella went on, Zurgling and
gasping, and leaning her head back
against the sharp edge of a shelf :n an
affecting manner.  “Thank ‘evin that
my feelings, when I hear tell of corpses
stretched ont dead and drowned of the
family that I serves, and serves faith.-
ful, these seventeen years and a quarter

the
“We
an’ me,

can't hold the rope, my arms are

unaware, in her
of the admission she
total unfitness to be

Be affirmed, in per-
) againet
the eliff, and your limbs broken, cramped

consideration, and then
on the roek beside her,
and, unloosening the rope from her waist

it a second slip-knot, he repluced the
and the second
shoulders; und then he
little fragile, shivering

some terrible |

' The blinds were half drawn, and the
- warm rich glow of the firelight illumin-

cold gray light and oeeasional gleams of
giaring sunlight of the cold wild March
day outside. Madam Vivian lay on her
little velvet chaise , drawm be-
fween the fire and the window. She
kad been dozing, for her erimson Indian
snawl, with its gold bordermg, lay
acrose her feet and her cashmere morn-
ing-robe, and a copy of Alia’s Kssa: Y8,
bound in cream colored calf and gold,
lay half-open besid her, dropped from
her jangwa hand.

“Oh, Trewhella!” che said, leaking
| surprived—*“I rang for Llanyon! W hy
do you attend the drawing-room beli?
I want some iced lemonade. I hope the
refrigerator is in proper order—the last
was not very successful. i am very
thirsty, and a little feverish, I think,
and have taken a famcy to have some.
There are lemons, of course, in the
storeroom.”

"Even Elizabeth Trewhella’s selfish
importance and vulgar eagerness - for
the excitement of telling her dreadful
news gave way to silent fear and pity
for her mistress’ terrible unconscious-
ness and her interest about the trifles
of her daily life, whilst the sword of a
Damoecles trembled as it were to the fall
that would pierce her to the heart.

“Oh, yes, Madam, there are lemons;
But you'll excuse me, Madam, if I can’t
think of anything but the
grief that’s come on us all!” she burst
out, rather bungling her “proper and
only method.”| “F've been in a dead
faint since I heard it, with the cook and
housemaid suporting of me, and 1
wouldn’t let one come near you but
myself, Madam, though I was hardly
able to walk . upstairs, for fear they
would frighten you to death!”

“What is it? What has happened?”’

ltl'eaxedhertoritax;dalsousddim
kindsotbkmdmodidnc.mddnmblu
§0t no cure. I thought she would be distig-
ured for life.

"Ithadlastadsbonttwoyaarswhmom
day[nwm’ﬁvcdmtforcm
SospananﬂcnnOintmentinﬁham
m@ddedtogivothmam ¥ had not
used them for more than a month when she
was completely cured. ¥ caanot praise
Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointment
enough. Of course I continue to use Cuti-
cmSoapasInndit&heMcwontha
market for children.” (Signed) Mrs. John
Newman, Dec. 30, 1911.

Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointment are
sohlbydmsxtstsanddahrseverym
Foranbenlfree.mpleoteach.with.’xz-p.
book.nndpostcardcomeDmg&Chun.
Corp., Dept. 30D, Boston, U. 8. A.

“Mrs. Grose, vou've a heart to feel
for me, if you don’t feel for me on ail
occasions as I could wish,” responded
Miss Trewhella. “I've dreadful and aw-
ful news for vom, Mrs. Grose—there’s
dreadiul news for the family, Mrs.
Urose —and my heart’s nigh breakirg! i
was alwavs  one to feel things worse
than any one else!  Oh, Mrs, Grose—

Maria Jane. my dear.” broke out| Madam ecried, struggling to her feet.
Miss Trewhella, abandoning  the sharp | “What ails you, Trewhella? .Yt.)\l are
edge of the sheli for the sympathizing | frightening me to death! Oh, it is Lady

Lousemaid’s  shoulder. and becoming
alarmingly hysterical, “how can I tell ’e!
Don’t ‘e ask me—I can’t speak of it!
The Captain—the poor Captain—he’s
dead~—killed—drowned—a dead corpse
down there  on—the—the  seashore;
Maria Jane. hold me np—1'm go-ing!”

“Es ¢t Cappun Tredennick as is
dead’” old Llanyen almost shouted, in
grief and horror. “’Lizabeth Trewhella.

Mildred! Something has happened to
her on the cliffs’”

“Oh, it isn’t Lady Mildred, Madam,
but it’s on the cliffs the dreadful acci-
dent has happened,"dl'ls'nlzwhcllfa. gasped' _ é
making a terrifying display of wringin
lier hands, swayyiné, from side to side,
and rolling her head about distractedly.
“It isn’t that it's an accident ex_ax:t.ly,
but—but—it happened last night inthe

e er not goin’ to tell me of et. 'The wreek, Madam. Little we thought, and
Capun—my gallant gentleman! Cappun | we all in our beds!”

Steplien. that ! remember as a hand- “Of what? What happened at the
some yvoung fellow—my brave, fine, no- wreck?’” Madam Vivian asked, slowly,

Lle gentleman! Es et drowned dead ’er
manes®” he demanded. his dialect be-
coming broader each instant, in his ter-
rible agitation. “Whas it our Cappun’s
ship that was Jost” )

At the moment a bell rang sharply.
“Oh. good lor,” he groaned, sittinz
down. in nhelpless Jdismay. “whet are us
to do? llow are us to tell poor Ma-
dam?®”

“I'm to tell her, Mister Llanyon, if
You pleise.” Miss Trewhella said, with-
eringlv: “T am to be the one—and the
ouly one fit and proper to tell my lady.
after seventeen  years and a quarter.
I'm aware of the proper and only meth-
od of bLreaking  afflicting intelligence,
Mister Lianyvon,” she went on. with
eontemptuous self-peossession. “It iswt
likely that persoms as have no prope:r
feeling. nor knowledge of the weakness |
of a delicate person’s nerves, could at-
tempt to meddle with such a situation.
Perhaps you would be kind enough to
give me another spoonful—the ieast

SPRING BLOOD
IS WATERY BLOOD

How to Get New Health and New
Strength at This Season.

Spring ailments are mot imaginary.
Even the most robust find the winter
months most trying to their health.
Confinecment indoors, often in overheat-
ed and nearly always badly ventilated
rooms—in the home, the office, the ehop
and the schools, taxes the vitality of
even the strongest. The blood becomes
thin and watery and is clogged with
impurities. Some people ha\'eOh;sadaches
a feeling of langour. thers are :

?(I:.lﬂ;hf:ﬁ,lln and nervous. Still others | Was St:'”"g to suffer, determined, proud
are troubled with disfizuring pimples 1”.1.4'1) self-willed yet,

and skin eruptions, while some get up |, Philigme a warm mantle and bonnet,”
in the morning fecling just as tired as | 8:¢ said to her maid; and, a moment-
when they went to bed. These are all | 27y ht‘?lta.tmn on her part evoking a
spring symptoms that the blood is out hau‘ghtxl.}:-lmpav;lem giance and an jm-
oi order and that a medicine is needed. | Perious “Do you hear?” Miss Trewhella
Many people take purgative medicines | Was (}bllged, In amazement and ajarm,
in the spring. This is a serious mis- | Speedily to nbey the command.

take. You cannot cure yourself with j‘Give me your arm, Llanyon,” she
-a medicine that gallops through your | said .to her olq faithful man-servant.
system and leaves you weaker still. This “Your nerves render you unfit for any-
is all that a purgative does. What you | thing,” she remarked, coldly scornfal ag
need to give vou health and gtrvn;_gth she t.umgd away from her maid’s prof-
in the spring is a tonic mediecine that ! fered assistance. I don’t want to hear

her face fading into an ashen-gray dead-
1y hue.

“Oh, Madam, dear, don’t take on so
dreadful!” Miss Trewhella eried, fran-
tically snatching at an essence bott}e
and a fan. “Sit down in your chair
and let me give you a drop of sherry—
just a spoonful, Madam; vou're like
death, and I know. to mv sorrow, what
it is to have weak nerves.”
“Trewhella!” the old lady ealled.
striking her hand fiercely on the table
beside her—“speak out this . instant—
without a word of prevarieation! What
happened at the wreck? What is it that
is so dreadful as to |[frighten me to
death? Whose ship was it?”

She whispered the last words hoarsely
im her anguish, and Trewhella, over-awed
| and unnerved, burst into noisy sobs and
tears,

“I ean’t tell you, Madam!' Tt's—it's
tro—too dreadful- I said it would
break your heart—and Llanyon abusing
and scolding of me for—for fainting, as
if I could help it when—when I heard
of the poor—dear—('aptain—dlead and
drowned—oh, oh, oh!”

The next instant Miss Trewhella's
shrieks, in good earnest, were resound-
ing through the house. Madam Vivian’s
limbs had given way beneath her, and.
whilst her maid was sereaminy, she had
fallen heavily to the floor.

CHAPTER XXX.

Madam Vivian's maid summoned as-
sistance, and was relieved to find that
her mistress was not dead. The shock
was only temporary in its effect on her
system, yet sound and strong from her
magnificent constitution; and, after a
little while she sat up, pallid, haggard.
trembling, an agony of bercaved pain
thrilling her through and through. and
making her white lips parched, and her
tearless eyes burn like fire. But The

dreadiul |
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Words failed her, but her indomitable
will pushed forward her trembling limbs,
all unused to any exercise; and, fight-
ing with her throbbing heart, her dis-
tressed lungs, her aching muscles, she
walked swiftly up the hill against
the wind, without a pause for breath,
until she reached the outskirts of the
thick erowd.

No one had noticed her coming—it
hardly noticed her now, that absorbed,
talking, gesticulating, exclaiming, star.
ing, pushing, struggling crow.d of men,
women, boys and girls, all looking  sea-
ward.

“They’re comin’? Thev're comin’!”

The words passed from mouth to
mouth, at first in a confused hum of
eager voices, gradually rising in a tide
of excitement, until a great wave of
roaring cheers, shouts and outcries
swelled above the crashing of the rough
waves below; and, in spite of themselves,
Madam Vivian and her old servant
found themselves borne in and hurried
forward, jostled and pushed by people
who seemed half mad with anxietyv and
cagerness, towards the summit of the
Head.

“What are they about? How dJare
they push me in this mauner? What is
all the cheering for? Ask them. TLlan-
yon. Do you hear? What are you star.
g at, like the rest?”

(To be Continued.)

Chestnuts as Food.

The absenee of Indian corn as an arti-
cle of diet among the poorer classes in
France is, to a certain extent, replaced
by the popular chestnut. The ordinary
way of cooking them, says a consular re-
port, is to remove the outside ehell.
blanch them; then a wet cloth is ploced
in an earthenware pot, which is almoet
filled with raw chestnuts. They are cov-
ered with a second wet clot) and put
' the fire to eteam. They are caten
with salt or milk. Hot steamed chest-
nits are carried around the city streets
in iaskets or pails. The majority of the
working people, who usually have no fire
carly ip the morning, eat them for their
vreakfast, with or without mili:. Phyei-
cians etate that. as an article of tood,
chestnuts are wholesome, nutritious and
fattening. These nuts are often ueed
a8 a vezetable, and are exceedinglw
pepular, being found on the table of the
well-to-do and wealthy. They are gerved
not only boiled. but  roasted, ~teamed,
pureed, and as dressines for noaltry and
meats,  Chestauts are also mad. into
bread by the moantain peasantry.-—Lon-
dor: Globe,

A MESSAGE FOR
THOSE WHO SUFFER

MRS. E. J. TALBOT TELLS THEM
TO FIND A CURE IN DODD'S
- KIDNEY PILLS.

She Hzd Rheumatism, Lumbago and
Neuralgia and Found the Remedy

She Was Locking For in Dodd’s Kid-
ney Pills.

will enrich the blood and soothe the | people shrieking angd screaming in my
jangled nerves. And the one always | ears. My sorrow is my own, and no one
reliable tonic and blood builder is Dr. | clse can share it,”‘; the proud old woman
Williams’ Pink Pills. These Pills not | said, repulsing the idea of others’ en.
onlv banish spring weakness but guard | deavoring pity or understand her heart.'
you against the more serious ailments

griefs,
that follow. such ae anaemia. nervous Poor old Llanyon was afraid to betravy
debility. indigestion, rheumatism, and =

!

—hat mv feelings is, Mr. Llanyon, that
my heart stops beatin’, and my blood
Tuns eold in my veins. and I haven’t
the power to help myaelf from looking
like one out of the sylum. or out of'
the madhouse. Mr. Llanyon'”

“Por Heaven's sake, whet are ’e talk- !
in’ for, 'Lizabeth Trewhella > old Tlar-
yon . fearfully. “Who is dead be-
longi to the family®”

“It’s time for you to ask™ Miss Tre-
w retorted, vengefully; :
Mr. Llanyon, you mightn’t have been so
ready with y i

e its, an’ your abuse
or disrrhoea, only a small dose is an’ your calli :;mna to a respect.
quired, h-uayorm,im able girl, when herm;:"s lo:ded with
ever there is pain or inflammation, Ner- distress, and h budrudytotylittol
vm.wmﬂw;prdhnmnl think of !
curs eurgst auy remedy kmown.| “~Oh, ,” M. Go
A X AT R S e
d o : : . : Lizebethy
P s ot g Wit dend

his own bitter regret, and kept wipin,
other diseases due to bad blood. Miss Pl Wiping

‘away the tears that trickled down his
Lillian Howe, Portland, Ont., says: “A | withered cheeks silently and cautiously
sittle over a vear ago I was in a very

with his right hand, while he respectful-
anaemic condition, suffering from mest

ly held the left hand and arm to assist
of the symptoms of that trouble. Often | his mistress as they hurried on through
I spent sleepless might, and felt as

: the cold March wind and bleak flitintg ;
though I did not eare whether I lived | sunshine towards Tregarthen Head and
or not. In this condition I began tak-

the ominous crowd gathered on the sum-
ing Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, and after |

mit.
the use of ten or twelve boxes | was . “\What are they all doing up there?
restored to _the blessing of perfect | What are they all about?” she demand.
health. I feel, therefore. that | cannot  ed, impstignt and wrathful in her sup-

say too much in praise of this medi-  press-d pain.
cine.” i . . : I suppoee they’re look-
If you are ailing this spring you ecan- | ing at—oh, Madam. Madam'” The old

not afford, in your own intcrest. to |
overiook so valuable a medicine as Dr
Williams” Pink Pills. Sold by all medi-
cine deslers or by mai! at 50 cents s
box or six boxes for $250 from Th-
Dr. Willicms® Yo7 o Broekw”-
Owt. .

man broke down with a choking sob.
“Hush. hush!” his mistress said,
ciuteiiing him fiercely by the arm. “Com.
mand y urself T tel! von' Dy von wish '
me to hreak d-wn now? Po you think
tiink ¢t T oom - - L el Lany

 why Deodd’s Kidney Pills cured them.

Four-YeanQilds Wedded in Hindw
¢ Tribe.

Four hundred w'cdclings were celeorat.
ed simnlhneoudy mﬂy at Surat
among  members of the Lewa Kumbi
caste.

None of the brides were over twelve
years old, while the bridegrooms waried
from three to nine.

Iay in the laps of their parents &ring
the ceremony, and were given sweets to
keep them quiet.

The caste celebrates weddings only
every ten or twelve years. Colonel Dun-
ezn G Pitcher, of the Imperial Institute,
South Kensington, says:

“It is quite a common thing for the
children  of the caste to be married
when they are only four, five or six
“years old, but marriages at an eariier
age than four are exceptional.

“These baby brides, of course, do not
Join their husbands when they are mar-
viel. They wait until they reach the
age of ten or cleven, when there is a
second marriage. 5

“Should a bahy’s bridegroom die be-
fore she reaches the age for the seeond
marriage she becomes u widow and has
to remain o all her life.

“In such cases the widow at once
loses caste. Her ornaments are taken
off her and she becomes a =ort of aut-
cast, hardly treated. looked down upou
and generally made a household drudg-.

“The husband, on the other hani,
should his baby bride die before the
second marriage, may marry again, 1o
fact, ke is expeeted to do so within a
tew months of the death of {he bride.

“If he does not marrv avain within
few months he loses caste. Iis fellows
refnse to smoke or drink with him.

“One of my assistants, a native.
wanted to marry two months after the
loss of his ehild wife. When ¥ remon-
strated with him he said: ‘Unless I re-

Neadache Over the Eyes ?
Look For Kasal Gatamh

Catarrh Never Stops in One Place—
It Spreads Rapidly—Often Ruins
Health Compietely.

In this changeable climate it is tl&~
little colds that drift into Catarch.
Unless the intlammation is cheeked 1t
passes rapidly from the throut or nose
to the bronchial tubes and then to the
lungs. Yo vcan’t make new lungs any
more than you ean make new tingers
or toes, but you can cure Cotarrh.

The surest cure consists of  breath-
ing in the healing balsamic cssences o®
CATARRHOZONE, which is sSmply
medicated vapor so full of rich cuvative
properties that every trace of Catar:h
vanishes before it.

“The soothing piney vapor of  Cu-
tarrhozone is the most powertul med:-
cine 1 ever nsed.” writes Mrs. Edmond
J. Christine,  of Saskatoon. “kvery

a grateful fecling through the air pas-
sages of the nose and throat. Catarrn-
ozone cured me of frightful lheadaches
ov t the eyes, relieved m» ot a stuffy
fecling in the nose, and an  irritable
hacking cough that had Leen the bane
of my life for a year. Myaenerad
health is greatly improved, my appetit.-
and "digestion are comsiderably  better
than before. Catarrheozone has been th:
means of giving me such health as I al-
ways desired, but never possessed.”

Even though catarrh has a firm hold
cn you, and affeets your throat, nose or
ears, you ean thoroughly cure it with
Catarrhezeme. Large size, guaranteee.
costs $1.00; smaller size, 50c.; sampie
size 25e. All storekeepers and drug-
gists. or The Catarrhozone Cc., Buifalo,
N. Y, and Kingston, Canada.

THE MINIMUM WAGE.

(New York Sun)

If the wages of one class of workers are
to be fixed in accordance with their needs
rathier than their earning capacity ov
the state of the labor market, it scems
only fair that the same principle shoul«d
prevail with all wage earners. This ex-
tension of the speculativd observer t .
interesting conclusions.

Thus if a single woman deserves .
certain wage to support herself in com-
fortabie decency. obviously a widow witi.
a child must have a higher wage, a wi!-
ow with two children still more mwne -,
and so on up to the working womun
having the largest number of childre::.
These wagres must be readjusted wher-
ever thie earaer’s obligations chanwe, as,
for example, when each child gues to
work foi itselfl

But f Che women are to lLave wages
mensured by their needs, the same treat-
itent st be given to the “men. Thre
unnarried man without dependents doss
nut need so much money as the unmur-
ried mman with a sister or a motuer to
«upvort. or as the married man with wire
and chifldren to feed and clothie and edi-
cate.,  Agzain, the man wiose sons sho
an early instinet for trade and cnter on.

of the numerous employments, most’
soliciting and peddling, to wlich th
vouth of the l!and is so egrnestly et

treated Dby publishers , muanufacture- -
and merchants, does not need so bizgh a
wagze as the father of ciildren less en-

terprising. Nor does the father of a

T o child whose ambition it to st to work''

5 " . need an income ws large as e paren:

Homiiton, Ont., March 2?.“"-‘[)4‘11:\1) Wioge offspring aspires to npractioe oo
—*I know there are a lot of people who | of tie arts.

suffer and do not know what will cure ““;:e”’ t”“", ‘";"’;’Pt "L‘)?.‘I"t“" “‘”‘r’“ an

2 e N ‘azes to meet the obligations of eah

them. Dodd’s Kidney lx!l? Wiil. i emplovee, rather than (s tecompon ..

These are the words of Mrs. E. J.| him for service  rendered, it Qs pla

Talbot, who resides at 293 Wellington | that the emplover would v to deat

street north, this city. And Mrs, Tal-
bet speaks out of her own CXpericnee.

What must vou have?® would e

not with the individual Worker, but wi?
his family. Not. What can vou do? bar

! A the ques-
“Last July I was very sick,” Mra. | tion put to the secker for work, A ma
Talbot continues. “My heart Lothered | mav ‘""”‘t]”“’ practicahilits: of such
: e s f¥stem without tiereby wr.iiteg hlmss'
me. my limbs were  heavy, and | had § 500n as entirely ignornt o the fa-
a draggi INg sensation iacross  the hnns. tanalities 2nd injustices of t.o prosene
Rheumatism, lumbage and neuralgia | comvetitive crder.

added to my sufferings, and the Jdoetoc
[ ealled in did not help me mnech. I

“T fimally decided to tryv Dodd's Kidney
Pills. I have used seven Loxes and | am
g0 much stronger and better that I fee!
I must recommend them to others.”

Mrs. Talbot’s complication of trou-
bles all come from sick kidneys. That’s

For Dodd’s Kidneyv Pills are no cure-all.
They simply cure kidney disease of any
kind. They mever fail to do that.

A PLAIN GOLD ONE.
(Boston Transcript.)
Heck—They say a ring around the
moon is a sign of rain.
Peck—So is a ring around s woman’s
finger a sign of reign.

thraughout the whole thirty ‘vears.
do this 1,500.000 tons of coal is actuallv
reguired. These are not fanctyl figures
for the energy is there, throug! as a mat.
ter of faet it is unlikelv that man wt'
ever produce muchh more than half an
ounee of radium a year.

salt contains also this enerzy

——— e
RADIUM'S MARVELLOUS POWER.

If one could utilize the encrgv af o

tun of cadium tirough a spuce of ¢hi-so

vears ‘U would be sufficient to - ..

ship of 15000 tons, with engines o 159

horse power. at the rate of fificen knots
™

Stil! the fact is important cor this sea

son that science is convinced that tha
radium in radium bromide is not
element In which possesses thy

the on! -

marve,
ous store of energy. hut that the antnaiy,,.,
in rvpsumand the sodlum s commen

vV content.
evience of the wonderful atom: -

enerzies tn the common elements of ayeey

A fellow’s credit mmet indeed be bad-

“en he ean’™ borrow trouble,

dav material t» raptdly accumulnting, am!
.scientists. are of the oninion that’ perfhans
these same d@lvcoveri

ter the wliole future of

e8 may in thme o -
the human m‘.

breath drawn through the inhaler sends

-

R dhdiY




