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CHAPTER XII. (Continued.!
On her return from the ride, Winifre.I

went, as was her custom, to the little
sitting; room appropriated to the use of

Madame de Muntolieu. Lady (irace was
Bitting there, too. She kistted them both.

"Von bring the outer air in with you,

my child," anid the old French lady; "you

are as frexh aa a new picked roue."
"We have had a good canter across the

common, dear niadame it makes one feel
fresh. Did you both have a pleasant
drive?"

'yes," said Lady Grace, "and I find

you have got the ponies into such order

that they are as quiet as lambs. At
least Evans gives you all the credit."

"He wants to see you drive them In

the park," resumed Lady Grace; "he says

with a new set of harness, and yon in
the front scat, there would not be a more
elegant 'turnout' in London."

"Fancy such honor and state for a
farmer's daughter!" said Winifred, half
grave, half ironical.

Lady Grace took her hand and drew
her toward herself.

"My dear, what ails you You

are not like yourself. I never heard you
say these things before. Has Mr. Hast-
ings anything to do with it? Your man-

ner to him was most chilling. Did he
ever offend you?"

"Offend me? Lady Grace how should
he?, He wag far above me when we met
before."

But her voice trembled, and she hur-

ried from the room.
"Madame," said Lady Grace, "can you

throw any light on the subject do you
know if anything ever passed between
them that should make her seem proud
and resentful toward him?"

Madame de Montolieu hesitated.
"I should not feel justified in telling

this to anyone else; but you have her
Interest as much at heart as I have. The
summer before last, when he first came
liome, they met by accident. He was
handsome and fascinating, and, I believe,

the first man of ton and breeding she
ever met with. No wonder, then, the
poor romantic child fell in love with him
Somehow they met again, and he made
an excuse to call at the Farm, and she
was at home alone. I dare say he took
a fancy to her, large-eye- graceful child
ns she was, and flattered and talked to
her as men of the world will. She mis
took it for love for a romantic devotion,
no doubt, such as her foolish little brain
had conceived might be possiblu between
a great gentleman like the master of
Hazell Court, and her own humble self.
I warned her I wanted to spare her the
heartache the misery, that such a de
lusion might caiiHe her; but, poor child!
she was so holiest, so true herself, she
could not believe the man she'worshlped
as a hero could be capable of what she
deemed baseness, and at last, by a cruel
lesson I am not at liberty to tell you
how she found that, while he was feign-
ing love for her, he was, in truth, devot-
ing his real attention to her cousin Flora.
It was a grievous blow. Perhaps his pres-
ence brought back a bitter remembrance,

nd she involuntarily resented what she
deemed his Inconsiderate cruelty."

"I cannot understand it," Lady Grace
said. "Twice y I saw him look at
her as I should have fnuclei! a man could
only look when he loved a woman dearly.
And yet you may be right, for I remem-be- r

fancying there was a tinge of regret
In his expression."

CHAPTER XIII.
Lord Harold Ersklne had never been

to stay at Endon Vale since Winifred
bad lived there, and this was the only
reason Lady Grace ever had to regret
her presence it kept the nephew whom
she loved away. Once, when she had a
letter from him, she read it, and sighed
heavily as she laid It down. Winifred
understood what the High meant. She
summoned up courage the next time they
were alone and said:

"I know you are unhappy because you
do not see Lord Harold, Lady Grace.
Please let me go away somewhere for a
time, and let him come here, if he does
not like to meet me."

"I do not think, my dear, that he minds
meeting you so much as that he fears
his presence might make you uneasy."

"Oh, Lady Grace." cried Wlulfred,
"why Bhould you why should he think
of me? Am I not here from your kind-
ness and charity? I was only too much
honored by his ever thinking of me; but
he will have forgotten me now, and why
should we not meet as If such a thiug
had never happened?

"I will tell him," Lady Grace said; and
she wrote to him that very day, begging
him to come.

The next day he arrived, to his aunt's
great delight. The meeting between him
uiul Winifred was cordial and unaffected.

The restraint wore off, aud they relaps
ed into an easy friendship; at all events,
the young lady did.

Of course, as soon as Lord Harold
heard his old fiicutl Krrol Hastings was
nt the Court he betook himself at onco to
see him, although he was coming to din-

ner tlu following day.
"I shall most likely sleep at the Court

aunt, and we will ride over to-

gether morning. Of course,
lie stays here the night?"

"Of course, my dear," and Lord Harold
rode off. The day seemed a little dull to
Winifred after he had gone. She dreaded
seeing Mr. Hastings again, particularly
before Ijord Harold; and then she won-
dered If her name would be meutioned
between the two men, and If so, what
they would say about her. Mr. Hastings
had an unpleasant recollection of Mr.
Clayton's remarks about Miss Eyre's
flirtation with Lord Harold Ersklne, and
au uncomfortable seuse of the latter's
present golden opportunities; and Ixrd
Harold remembered uneasily that some
thing had been said about Hastings aud
Miss Eyre wandering together iu the
Uiiaell woods. By common consent, then,
her name was avoided as much as possi

aud the two men hud pletty of other

topics for conversation, until the next
day. The following morning Lord Har-
old bethought himself of calling on the
Champions, and Mr. Hastings volunteer
ed to accompany him. They found Lord
Lancing and his sister playing croo.net
with Flora and Reginald Champion, and
on invitation joined in the game. It was
curious enough that, although Flora look-

ed handsome, and used all the arts they
bad once thought fascinating, both these
men contrasted her unfavorably with her
cousin.

The two gentlemen did not arrive at
Endon Vale until it was time to dress
for dinner, and only just appeared in
the drawing room as the gong sounded
for the second time. Sir Clayton gave
his arm to the old French lady. Mr.
Hastings took his hostess, and Lord Har-
old followed with Winifred. They sat
side by side at dinner, and Errol felt as
if he could scarcely take his eyes otr ner.
She laughed aud talked with Lord Harold
in a low, almost caressing voice, Mr.
Hastings thought; and it made his blood
boil.

ble,

Errol had, of course, never heard Miss
Eyre sing. When they went Into the
drawing room he said to her:

"I hear you sing very beautifully, Miss
Eyre. Will you give me the pleasure or
hearing your voice?"

I do not think my singing would give
you any pleasure," she answered, coldly.

You are, of course, accustomed to near
highly cultivated voices mine is only a
rude, untaught, country one."

He drew back, wounded to the quick.
"Do come and sing, Winifred," ex

claimed Lord Harold.
Sitting down to the piano, she sang her

most touching, plaintive songs, one after
the other, with a pathos that went to the
heart of each one who listened. She nev-

er sang more beautifully than on that
night, and Errol leaned against the em-

brasure of the window, where his face
was screened from observation, and
drank In every tone of the voice, which
was not only beautiful in itself, but
which he loved. He never loved her be-

fore or afterward as he loved her that
night, listening for the first time to the
exquisite tenderness of her voice.

When Winifred finally left the piano,
she passed close to the curtain, and Errol
came forward. She spoke on the impulse
of the moment.

"After all, my siuglng was not worth
your thanks."

"You did not sing for me," he answer-
ed, bitterly.

Later, thinking over the events of the
evening, he found it an utter Impossibil
ity to arrive at any definite conclusion
as to the feelings and motives which in-

fluenced Winifred's conduct toward him.
Was his presence really hateful to her?
did she bear an unrelenting anger toward
him for his unworthy treatment of her
long ago? and had every vestige of the
love he knew she had once borne him
died out?

"Bah!" he thought, "I am a fool for my
pains. Is it possible that I, who am to
all intents and purposes a man of the
world, should find myself eating my heart
out for the love of a simple little coun-
try girl? shall decide my fu
ture course of action, and if I see she does
not care for me I will school myself to
meet her with indifference.

At breakfast the following morning
both Sir Clayton and Lady Grace Far-
quhar pressed him to stay until the next
day, nnd he consented

"And now," said Lady Grace, "you
young people must go for a long ride this
lovely, morning, and I shall shut myself
up with my husband and his learned
folios."

Lord Harold wont to order the horses.
Winifred no longer rode the quiet old bay
horse, but a handsome chestnut Sir Clay
ton had bought for her. Until the previ-
ous day Winifred had never in her life
been provoking or a flirt, but of course
those qualities must have been dormant
somewhere In her heart, or they would
scarcely have cropped up like the drag-

on's teeth at a moment's notice. The
whole ride through she flattered and flirt-
ed with Lord Harold, and uttered little
malicious, biting remarks to Mr. Hast-
ings, with the most naive, unconscious
Innocence.

The ride must have been fraught with
considerable enjoyment for Errol, as ev-

ery turning, every fence, every heath
seemed to bring to Winifred's mind
some agreeable reminiscence connected
with her other companion. As they were
nearing the park gates, a farmer stopped
Lord Harold to speak about some bus!
ness. and Mr. Hastings and Winifred
rode on. Errol bent down toward her
presently

"Miss Eyre, have I no hope that you
will ever feel kinder toward me than
you do now?"

"I have no unkind feeling toward you
Mr. Hastings."

"Then shall 1 say less Indifferent?"
"Can one help feeling iudifferent?" re

torted Winifred.
He turned away, stung to the quick.
Winifred kept up tho same demeanor

toward the two men during the whole
ride; and then at night, when she went
to her room, she cried bitterly, and hated
and reproached herself unreasonably

"I do love him I do love bun!' sne
sobbed to herself over and over again
but the next morning she was as cold
and repellent to him as ever, and would
hardly wish him good-b- y before he mount-
ed and rode away.

The afternoon's post bag contained two
letters in the same handwriting one for
Winifred, the other for Lady Grace. The
correspondent was Mrs. Clayton.

"Dear Winifred" (she wrote to the for-

mer) "Do ask Lady Grace Farquhar to
spare you to me for a week. Mr. Clayton
has taken a villa on the Thames for the
summer, and I am going to spend a few
days there before we go to town for the
seasou. I expect to be very dull and
quiet, so that if you come to me you will
be performing an actual charity,

fred, and persuade her to come to mt. My
husband and aunt have quarreled, and I
am so terribly dull."

Mrs. Clayton received Winifred with
open arms.

"I am so glad you have comer she ex-

claimed: "your companionship will make
me forget half my troubles. We shall
have a tete-a-te- te dinner Mr.
Clayton is in town."

Winifred had not been five hours Is her
friend's bouse before she was aware that
Fee bad made a miserable marriage; that
she had bartered all her possessions for
an inadequate value; and that she almost,
if not quite, hated the man whose name
she bore.

During the time that Winifred stayed
at the Cedars, she had plenty of oppor-
tunity of observing how this
couple lived. Francis Clayton's manner
to his wife was in itself an offense, al-

most every word he addressed to her con-

tained a covert sneer, and he seemed to
find no greater pleasure than in thwart-
ing her wishes and contradicting her or-

ders.
Winifred detested him, and was sys-

tematically cold and repellent in her man-
ner toward him. He saw It, and laughed
secretly to himself.

"Little fool!" he thought, contemptu-
ously, "she assumes these airs of virtuous
indignation with huge propriety. - Per-
haps the simpleton thinks that I am in
love with her!"

He redoubled his attentions on seeing
that they annoyed her. If his wife sat
down to the piano, he would get up and
leave the room, or else exclaim:

"For heaven's sake, Marlon, don't make
that horrid noise; you have not a vestige
of voice left. Do get up, and let Miss
Eyre sing. Her performance is worth
listening to. Come, Miss Eyre, won't you
sing me something?"

No, I will not!" cried Winifred, an
grily, one day, tears of vexation in her
eyes. "If you cannot admire the beauty
of Fee's singing, I take it as no compli
ment that you should praise me.

"My dear Miss Eyre, pray don t be
violent," said Mr., Clayton, with a ma-

licious smile. "I am afraid your temper
is getting spoilt by Mrs. Clayton's ex-

ample; mine has suffered already from
her baneful influence."

I think she must be an angel to have
lived with you so long!" Winifred ex
claimed, .in hot, angry championship of
her friend. She was not worldly wise
enough yet to abstain from taking up
other people's quarrels.

Mr. Clayton remembered her words,
and bore malice toward her for them,

(To be continued.)

MOSQUITOES IN LOUISIANA.

They Are Many and Active, and One Is
Monster in Six?.

"You may talk about your mosqui
toes up here in the North," said a reel
deat of Bayou Sara, "but if you should
spend an hour or so fishing in some of
our Louisiana swamp bayous you
would wonder that you ever complain-
ed of your New Jersey or Staten Island
mosquitoes as an Instrument of torture.

'There are eight or nine different va
rieties of mosquitoes hatched in those
dark and noisome swamp bayous, and
no matter which kind samples you you
will wish It had been some other kind,
for it will seem that no other kind could
bite quite as bad as that one. There are
gray mosquitoes long, gaunt, wolfish-lookin- g

fellows reddish-brow- n mosqui
toes, black mosquitoes of a bluish cast
and one that is nearly green. The one
that will strike you as the most for-

midable is one we call a galllnlpper
down there, and , It resembles that
harmless Insect both in size and make-
up. It Is easily half an Inch long in
body, with a spread of wing an inch
wide, and a kit in which It carries its
tools that is as long as Its body.

"This fearfully equipped Insect mon-

ster has a saw, a gimlet, a lance and
a suction pump. As he can bore through
your boot and puncture your foot with
ease and dispatch, you may well imag
ine how much protection clothing or
gloves are against his assaults. Fortu-
nately, though, this glnnt mosquito
ltn't poisonous. The damage he does to
your physical comfort Is done by his
boring nnd sawing and lancing of the
flesh. That hurts like pounding your
thumb- with a hammer, and leaves a
spot that will be sore and tender for
days.

"All the remaining eight varieties are
full of venom and vim to get it where
It will do the greatest harm to the
greatest number, but the worst of all Is
the smallest one of the lot. This is a
gray mosquito, not more thnn an eighth
of an Inch long, but every place that he
sinks his stinger In on you will Instant
ly rise up as big as a hickory nut, turn
as red as fire and pain like a hornet's
sting. As the reservoir containing that
Insect's venom cannot possibly be
larger than a fly speck, the virulence
of It may be imagined.

experienced never goes
Ashing in those mosquito-Infecte- d

bayous," continued the Loulsianan, ac
cording to the New York Times, "un
less he has his head and face Incased in
netting, fixed ou a light steel frame,
and with thick gloves on his hands.
Gloves, though, are no bur to the big
gallinlpper mosquito's kit of tools.

"Why does any one go fishing In those
noisome places? Because the fishing Is
always while It never Is hi the
open water bayous of Louisiana. Perch,
bass, jncklish, as the pickerel is called
down there, and other fish of fair gam
qunllty are abundant iu those dark
sluggish, root-tangle- d waters, and the
enthusiastic angler is willing to dare
the mosquitoes and other poisonous
denizens of those swamps to obtain
few hours' sport with his hook and
line."

Pleasantry in Passing.
declare," remarked the
was being uncomfortably

crowded by a very stout person, "the
company ought to charge pas

sengers by weight."
so?" per

son. that rate It wouldn't be worth
their to take on at all." rhll
udclphla Trees.

The note to Lady Grace was couched The

a much the terms: "Do spare W uu- - c mercy,

a

"The person

good,

"Well, I thin
man, who

trolley

"Think retorted the stout
"At
while you

same

greatest firmness is the great

The Land of Goahen.
In the land of Goshen, lying between

the Nile and the Red Sea, and famous
In Biblical history as the region to
which the Israelites were assigned by
Pharaoh, the Egyptian government,
Is now engaged In reclaiming an im-

mense area which has long suffered
from lack of sufficient moisture, and
which was, It was supposed, rendered
utterly worthless by a canal, dug by
the engineers constructing the Suez
Canal for the purpose of supplying
fresh water for the large force of
workmen. The canal was not careful-
ly constructed, and the seepage was of
unusual proportions. Reaching the
alkaline deposits which underlie the
entire area, the water brought them
to the surface In such quantities as to
make the soil absolutely worthless,
says the Homemaker.

The government Is now constructing
two canals at different altitudes. One
will supply fresh water for irrigation,
and the other will 'carry away the al-

kali drawn off the drains, which will
be placed about four feet below the
surface and 150 feet apart. During
the first year it will be necessary to
keep the surface saturated, and no
crop can be grown but immense quan
titles of alkali will be washed out and
into the Red Sea. The second year a
forage crop can be raised, and after
that the usual crops of Egypt corn,
wheat and cotton can be grown in
great abundance.

In the course of this work the sur-

veyers dlscvovered the well preserved
remains of an Irrigation canal, con
structed by one of the Pharaohs, a
description of which Is given by Her-
odotus. The officers In charge are now
working on the problem of restoring
portions of the original aqueduct for
the present use.

The Sword of the Spirit.
A youta in New Hampshire, the son

of a Methodist minister, left his fath
ers house and went to live with an
uncle. He forgot the God of his fath
er and lived a careless life. One Sab
bath morning he took his gun and
started out to a neighboring mountain
to spend the day iu pleasure and sport
On his way he met a Christian woman
going to chnvch, who looked- - on him
with feelings of pity and tender com-passid- i.

But She did not rebuke him
in her own words, well knowing that
one word from the Bible is worth a
hundred words of man. She recited
In his hearing the warning of the wise
man: "Rejoice, O young man, in thy
youth and let thy heart cheer thee in
the days of thy youth and walk In

the ways of thine heart and in the
sight of thine eyes; but know thou,
that for all these things God will bring
thee Into judgment."

With this she went on her way. The
young man also went his way, but not
to shoot or to find pleasure. That
word took hold upon his heart He
went out to the mountain and spent
the day in prayerful reflection. The
words of Solomon kept ringing In his
ears, "God will bring thee Into Judg
ment" He left off sinning and gave
bis heart to God.

Seasons for Being Holr.
A man who has been redeemed bj

the blood of the Son of God should be
pure. He who is an heir of life should
be holy. He who is attended by celes
tial beings, and who is soon he knows
not how soon to be translated into
heaven, should be holy. Are angels
my attendants? Then I should walk
worthy of my companionship. Am
so soon to go and dwell with angels?
Then I Bhould be pure. Are these feet
so soon to tread the courts of heaven?
Is this tongue soon to unite with heav
enly beings In praising God? Are these
eyes of mine so soon to look on the
throne of eternal glory; nnd on the
ascended Redeemer? Then these feet.
and eyes, nnd Hps, should be pure and
holy, and I should be dead to the
world, and live for heaven. Albert
Barnes. o

o Bread and Water.
Jesus is not a phenomenon, he is

bread; Christ is not a curiosity, he is
water. As surely as we cannot live
without bread, we cannot live truly
without Christ; if we know not Christ,
we are not living, our movement is
mechanical flutter, our pulse is but the
stirring of an animal life. It la in
this way, then, that Jesus Christ is

to be preached. It is even so I would
ever preach him. I would call him the
water of life; I would speak of him as
the true bread sent down from heaven
I would tell men that It is impossible
to live without him; I would say, with
heightening passion, with glowing and
Ineffable love, that he only, ven the

gLO(aKl
holy Christ of God, can satisfy the
hunger and the thirst of the soul of
man. Dr. Joseph Parker.

A Blcaaad Secret.
It is a blessed secret, this of living

by the day. Any one can carry his
burden, however heavy, till nightfall.
Any one can do his work, however
hard, for one day. Any one can live
sweetly, patiently, lovingly, and pure-
ly, till the sun goes down. And this
Is all that life ever really means to us

Just one little day.
Do 's duty, fight 's temp

tations, and do not weaken and dis
tract yourself by looking forward to
things you cannot see, and could not
understand if you saw them. God
gives nights to shut down the curtain
of darkness on our little days. We can
not see beyond. Short horizons make
life easier, and give us one of the bless
ed secrets of brave, true, holy living.
Christian Work. ,

Glory of the Coramonple.ee.
Life with most of us is a, simple,

lowly, hidden thing, doing the same
things over and over again, meeting
the same people) living in the same
house, and going the same round of
want and work. This is what Christ
did for thirty years. His life was
made up of commonplace employ-
ments, enjoyments, trials,
but in it all he was doing the Father's
work and the Father's will. Thirty
years doing little things three years
doing great things! Let us find that
the loftiest service of God can be done
In the lowliest conditions. Let us look
well to the plain and homely duties;
they may turn out to be the appointed
tasks of God. The Homeland of the
Bible.

How to do God's Will.
A teacher was explaining to her

class words concerning God's angels,
Ministers of his who do hla pleasure,"

and asked, "How do the angels carry
out God's will?"

Many answers followed.
One said, "They do it directly."
Another, "They do it with all their

hearts."
A third, "They do it well."
And after a pause a quiet little girl

added, "They do It without asking any
questions."

Watch (or the Good.
Watch for the good in others, and re-

joice when you have found it There
are faults so glaring it is impossible to
overlook them, but loving eyes see
them with regret. If you find that the
discovery of another's weak points
gives you the least satisfaction, you
may be sure something is radically
wrong with yourself. Look for that
which is kind and true and good, and
rejoice over its discovery as if you had
found a treasure.

What We Can Dp.
Our lives are songs; God writes the

words,
And we set them to music at pleasure;

And the song grows glad or sweet or Bad,
As we choose to fashion the measure.

We must write the music, whatever the
soag.

Whatever its rhyme or metre;
And if it is sad, we can make it glad;

Or if sweet, we can make it sweeter.
Matthew Arnold.

THE TOWN OF SPECTACLES.

The Cnrlona Manner in Which an
African Battlement Was Named.

John Molr built a commodious resi
dence a number of years ago on the
outskirts of Blanityre, In the Shire
Highlands' south of Lake Nyassa. He
Is agent of the African Lakes Com
pany, which has a number of steam
ers on Lake Nyassa and has proved
that it is possible to build up a pros-

perous business in Inner Africa with-

out
'selling spirits or firearms to the

natives. The company buys ivory and
other native commodities and gives In

exchange nothing but cloth, wire and
other things which add to the com
fort of the natives and do them no
harm.

Mr. Molr wears spectacles, and the
natives call blm Mandala, which
means glass. When he erected hla
house they also applied the name Man-

dala to the building.
Then Mr. Molr developed a settle

ment around his private property, all
devoted to the Interests of the com
pany he represents.' There are store
houses for Ivory and other things
bought from the tribes. Trade goods
as they arrive from Europe are also
stored here till they are sent up the
lake. The place has become a very
thriving settlement with several hun
dred population.

It did not lack a name for a single
day, because the natives at once
named it when the first storehouse
was erected. They simply made the
name Mandala embrace also the town;
and now on all good maps we see a
little dot and the word Mandala stand
ing for the most thriving and import
ant suburb of Blantyre. The fame of
Mandala Is known to all who are in
terested in Africa's progress, and the
name It bears was given It simply be-

cause the founder of the town wears
spectacles. New York Sun.

His Opinion.
Mrs. reckem I wonder if a man

ever does get too old to marry?
Peckem Of course not Age doesn't

always bring wisdom.

"Notice," says a woman, "that when
people don't like a man's hat, be buys
another. No one likes my hat; does
that give me the privilege of charging
another to my husband?"

Long Hair
"About a vear aeo my hair was

coming out very fast, to I bought
a bottle of Ayer'a Hair Vigor. It

topped the (ailing and made mjr
hair grow very rapidly, until now it
it 45 inches fa length." Mrs. A.
Boydston, Atchison, Kant.

There's another hunger
than that of the stomach.
Hair hunger, for instance.

Hungry hair needs food,
needs hair vigor Ayer's.

This is why we say that
Ayer's Hair Vigor always
restores color, and makes
the hair grow long and
heavy. $I.M bottl. All irafrUU. ,

If your drngeist cannot supply you,
send us one dollar and we will express
you a bottle. Be lure and give the name
of your nearest express office. Address,

J. C. AYER CO., Ixjweil

Precocious.
Her Mother Edith, don't you think

you are too old to play with little boys?
Edith No, ma; the older I get the

better I like them. Melbourne Week
ly Times.

CnoUy's Repartee.
"Cholly is so clevah at wepartee!"

exclamed Clarence.
"Wt he? said Reginald. "What'a

his latest?"
"A gweat, how w id bwute said to

him, 'You are the biggest fool in thia
state,' and Cholly answered wight off,
'1 don't agwee with you.' " Cincin-
nati Commercial Tribune.

Vain Pursuits.
Miss Eiche Jack is a man after my

own heart.
Cholly Aw, what a lucky chap!
Mies Riche Not necessarily,

won't get it.
Ho

Not a Repeater.
"Thess old proverbs make me

wearv," sighed the professor.
"What's the matter now?" queried

the other half of the sketch.
Here's one that says 'History re-

peats itself,' " replied the learned par-

son, "and any schoolboy knows that
ian't true." Chicago Daily News.

Took It Back.

"I don't believe in bleaching the
hair," remarked Mrs. Oldfaahion. "I
think God gave us just the sort of hair
he wanted us to have."

"Perhaps so," softly replied Mr.
Baldhead, "but in my case he seems
to have been a sort of Indian giver.

Two Different Kinds.
"Does your typewriter need repairs?"

asked the meandering tinker as he en
tered the office.

"It would seem so," replied the
boss. "She just went across the street
to consult a dentist."

Base Flatterer.
She I spent two weeks in that town

last summer and didn't see a single at-

tractive thing there.
He That's queer. Haven't they

any mirrors in that village?

Feminine Charity.
He I wonder why Miss Overton is

so sensitive about her age?
She I can't imagine. She is cer

tainly old enough to have got over a lit-

tle thing like that long ago. Chicago
News.

Wearisome Topics.
Rodrick Did you enjoy Mrs. Tiker's

reception?
Van Albret No. indeed, ine men

talked shop and the women shopping.

Ventnor Most Favored Place.
Ventnor has by far the most hours of

real sunshine of any town in the Brit
ish isles.

Artificial Teeth of Paper.
A set of artificial teeth made of com

pressed paper has been used constantly
for thirteen years.

Uniforms Too Tight.
The tightfitting British uniform is

alleged to be the cause of much heart
disease among soldiers.

Half and Half.
Smart Aleck Once upon a

there were three little children.
of them were boys an'

Dumb Delia Why, Aleck! could
there be one and a half girls?

Smart Aleck There weren't. The
other half was boys, too. London Tit- -
Bits. .

time
Half

PALIS
MI suffered the tortures of the damned.

with protruding piles brought on by constipa-
tion with which I was afflicted for twenty '
years. I ran across your CASCARETS in the
town of Newell, Is., and never found any thine
to eaual them. To-d- ar I am entlralt tree from
(piles and feel like a new man."

u. n. mi 4wm oioua vit, la.

CANDY

tsaoi mash exaiaitmo

Flseiant. Palatable. Potent. Teat Good. Do
Oood, New Sicken. Weaken, or Gripe. 10c. 26c. loo,

... CURE CONSTIPATION. ...
Writes Mie Cktettre, nlfwl, In Vera, IIS

MTfl DIP Sold and anaranteed br alldruf
gitta to CI KK Tooaooo Habit.


