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SUPPORT

SCOTT'S EMULSION serves as a
bridge to carry the weakened and
starved system along until it can find
firm support in ordinary food.
Send for free sample.

SCOTT & BOWNE, Chemists,
Toronmte, Onta
soc. and $1.00; all druggists.

By The Fountain.

MARGARET HOUSTON.

There was nothing 1n the aspect of thejwhite
brick mansion to indicate that a tragedy was
going on inside. A woman quietly dressed,
her face ehowing delicately above her dark
furs, came lightly down the steps. She paus-
ed a half second at the gateway and looked
back, but there was no hesitation in the

glance. \
**Jules gy she said to the coachman, ‘“‘you

may drive to the park.”

She did not look back as they drove away.

There should be no gossiping among the
servants. Kverything should be done decent-
ly. From the park she could take the subur-
ban and go quietly into town. From there—
the world was wide. There was a note on
his dresser, he would read it tonight and un-
derstand—no, not understand, she had ceased
to expect that of him—but he would know—
in some glull, stern way he would see—he
would see. She caught sight of her face in
the little mirror of the brougham and lower-
ed her veil. Ah, it was a bitter, barren
thing, this striving, striving, endlessly striv-
ing to be uuderstood. She had endured it
for four years and she was worn heartsick
with the strain. Her soul cried out for
warmth, for life, for breathing room; was not
one’s first duty to one’s self after all? She
turned suddenly— Jules stood by the open
door. ’

““Jules,” she said, summoning a little
severity of manner to counterbalance the
tremor in her voice, ‘‘you need not come
back for me. Jules,” she added, turning
again, ‘‘good-by—you have—you have been
very faithful.”

The man touched his hat gravely and
stood like a sentinel till she had passed from
sight among the trees.

It wae late in November, and the maple
boughs were a riot of red and gold. The
sky beyond them looked pale and far away
as though a white veil had been drawn across
its tender southern blue. She rejoiced now
that she had elected to spend this last hou,
in the frosty outdoor gladness. With a little
impulse of relief, she flung back her veil and
drew a deep breath. Then she locked her
hands inside her muff and began to walk
briskly.

At the park’s further end there was »
bench, inside a sort of roofless summerhouse,
where on warm days the fountain played in a
rainbow. She knew the place well—she had
sat there many times—with him and with
another—she would go there now and think
her own thoughts, It was hidden from the
driveways, and the place was sweet with
memories which need not goad or pain her.
She remembered the last time she had sat
there. It came back to her now with a
sudden vividness. It was the day she had
refused—the other one. She remembered
the dress she wore—a thin little mull, cut
low about the throat and strewn with pink
rosebuds. And it was on that same bench.
She had donme it very gently. She had
simply shown him her ring, and begged him
with a little catch of the breath to be her
friend—always. He was tender aud impul.
sive like herself, and he had always under-
stood—always. How could she have forgot-
ten for so long? Friends were rare—and he
had promised to be her friend through every-
thing. Her friend! Had he realized how
much that meant? j

Her step had grewn very slow: she quick-
ened it, lifting her head, and reached the
little plaza near the fountain, her face flushed
with the walk, the dark tendrils of her hair
fallen f¥sm beneath her floating veil.

It was very sad here now, and very lonely.
She had not thought that any place long
familiar could look so strange. She paused,
almost dreading to enter the old retreat,
clothed as it was in the withered vine robes
of dead springs. It was so like the rainbow
fountain of her own years checked and deso-
late and still. A whirlwind of red and yel-
low leaygw swept about her feet. She started
nervouQYy, and, opening the little gate, wen
in.

But the place was not deserted. A man
sat on the bench. He rose as she closed the
gate, and when she would have withdrawn,
he came toward her and held out a hand.

“Qh,” she said, feeling as if she were
speaking in a dream, ‘‘is it—where did you
come from?”

It seems very natural to see you here,”
he said.

His face was bronzed and he had more
beard than formerly, but his eyes were the
same when he smiled.

*I did not dream you were anywhere near
us,” she went on, the wonder deepeniung in
her eyes. ‘I was-—you seem part of my
thoughts—I wase thinking of yon only a
moment ago. ’

“You were always kind,” said the man,
‘“*Let me spread my overcoat on the bench—
the stone iscold. You have been walking,
haven’t you?’

“Yes. I don’t walk much—it tries me
essily.” She sat down, loosening the furs
at her throat, breathing quickly; her eyes
searched his face, half dazed, half questicn-
ing. *‘But where have you been?’ she asked.
““Were you not in Africa?’

*“Yes. I have been home only a few days
—T don’t wonder you are surprised finding
me here; people don’t often sit in the park
at this time—but I find it cozier than the
station across the way. I came out on the
hill early this noon to look up old friends,
and I found I'd an hour to wait.”

““Am I not an old friend?’ she asked,
“Why have you not been to see—us?”’

“I hope I may count you such,” said the
man. “‘I knew your husband, too, many
years ago; but he said that you were ill; I
saw him this morning.”

“I have been ill,” she answered, quickly,
and looked away, pushing back her hair with
the little movement he knew so well.

“I am sorry for that,” he said. *‘I heard
of your ioss.—I did not lose sight eatirely of
my friend. Your little boy,” he added, his
voice softening—*‘your little boy———"

**My baby died,” she said.

“I know—1I heard of it— I knew how keen-
ly you could suffer. But I knew, too, how
brave you were %

**Oh!” she said, catching the lace at her
throat. *‘If he—if my baby had lived—+I
might—I could 4

She checked herself with a sudden biting
of the lip, but the tears broke from her eye-
lids and she bowed her face.

**Ah,” said the man, *‘I know—this is very
hard; but it is something, after all, to have
felt—to have known. No loss can be so bit-
ter as a lack—a need.”

There was a moment’s silence between
threm.

““Tell me of yourself,”’ she said, quietly, at
length.

“There is little to tell. My hfe is very
mwch the same. I have neither wife nor
child. Until a man finds those, he's a most
indifferent topic.”

“*You have never married?”’ she asked.

**No. Your life is fuller, sweeter, better.
Tell me of that, I used to know your hus
band—did you know ?”

**No,” she said, *‘I did not know.”

“Yes, we were chaps together, he and I,
the same age, though he seemed older—he
was a plucky little fellow—you did not know
him long, I believe before you married.”

She was looking straight before her at the
still foundation. *‘No,” she said, **I did not
kuow him long.”

*‘Ah,” mused the man, *I know him well
He is a prince—one of God’s own. Some-
what quiet now, I find, but he was always
rather reserved, his life made him so; he was
such a kid when he began to support them
all—the mother and the girls, you know,
But he worked along going to night school—
always ready, always courageous. My father
used to say he’d give all his four boys for that
one. We never worked much, you know.
I suppose those who don’t know him call kim
stern, but he has carried a pretty heavy load
all his life, and that sobers a man and takes
the spring out of him—of course you know,
though.”

But the woman said nothing. The man
paused, regarding her a momeant, then he let
his gaze follow hers.

] was thinking of the foundation,” she
said; *‘*how it once flashed and sang and
played—and now e

““And now,” said the man, ‘‘it is silent and
cold —but the bright water is there still, and
when the spring comes back it will leap forth
again. It reminds me of my friend of whom
we were just speaking—your husband. All
the glow and life are still in his heart, and
you will waken them. I said when you were
married, that he needed just that—a union
with a rich, sunoy nature like your own, to
teach him all that he had missed, and give
back to hin: all that he had lost.”

Her lashes fell slowly, and she stroked her
muff with one white hand. E

The man spoke on, musingly. ‘‘[ suppose
even you do not realize the good he does—
the help he gives to others. He doesn’t talk
of himself—he never did—even to you, I
suppose? No? It is lise him, he was always

If you, your friends or relatives suffer with
Fits, Epilepsy, St. Vitus’ Dance, or Falling
Sickness, write for a trial bottle and valuable *
treatise on such diseases to THE Lersic Co.,
179 King Street, W., Toronto, Canada. All
druggists sell or can obtain for you
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You Have a Gold
Mine in Your
Farm if You Will
Use a

SPRAMOTOR.

What is the Spramotor? It is a machine that has demon-
strated to the satisfaction of the Department of Agriculture that
over 807/ of the possible fruit crop of the Dominion of Canada is
going to waste and all through a lack of appreciation of proper
means of saving it.

The Spramotor is a practical machine for practical purposes.
It can be put to a number of uses, saving its cost a dozen times
over in the course of a season. :

Used for spraying fruit trees, shrubs and vines it increases
the yield over 807/.

Under its influence, raw crops are rid of grubs, worms, bugs
and other pests.

For killing wild mustard in the growing grain its value is be-
yond computation.

From relieving live stock from the annoyance of the horn fly
it demonstrate its nsefulness many times over and assures a greater
yield of milk and butter.,

For disenfecting its effectiveness is unquestioned.

For painting and white washing out houses, barns, fences, etc.,
it is a money maker, because it is a money saver. It coversa
given area in 1.5 the time required by hand labor. Used with
Spramotor Cold Water Paint it reduces the expense of painting
fully 607/.

We are sole agents for the Spramotor.
write us for prices.

W. F. DIBBLEE & SON,

Woodstock. Hartland, Centreville.

Call at our store or

IMPROVED GANG EDGER.

This machine has been designed to meet the requirements of
all saw mills, whether for use in portable or stationery mills.

The machine will take saws up to 20 inchdiameter.
Weight when ready for shipment, 3,000 pounds.
For further particulars apply to

Small & Fisher Gompany, Limited,

WOODSTOCK, N. B.

-

GASOLINE ENGINES.

Stationery, Portable and Marine.

In every size required for ordinary work. Your thresher, hay press, grain crusher,
wood sawing machines, etc., can be operated with our gasoline engine at about one half the
cost for fuel of any other power. Our stationary engines are suitable for machine shop or
factory of any kind, where a reliable, safe and economical power is wanted. Just the thing
as an auxilary power for water mill, when water is low at mid winter or summer. Occupies
little space—requires no attention after starting—positively no danger of fire—can be start-
ed almost instantly. ; v

Our marine engines easily installed in any style of fishing or pleasure boat in sizes from
two to forty H. P.  We install all our eagines and guarautee to start same in good running
order without extra expense to purchaser. s : '

We give larger power for the money than any other Gascline Company doing business
in Canada. N. B. agents for the celebrated Columbia Hay Press, fitted with automatic
follower dropper, capacity of 40 tons per day when driven by our 8 horse power engine.
Second hand steam engines and horse powers always on hand. Sold at about one half value.

Power guaranteed. Prices moderate.

AMHERST MOTOR CO., Ambherst, N. S.,

S. M. CARLE. Agent,
Eaet Fiorenceville,

80. It was— it was in the cemetery I saw
him this morning. I-—when I come home—=
I always go there—my mother is there, yow
remember—I found him by—by your httle
boy. He was talking with the sexton when
I came up. It seems the grass didn't grow
about the little fellow's—bed. The man ad=
mitted that his own little folks were ace
customed to play there—the lot is shady and
close to the house—they bring their toys and
frolic there till the grass is gquite woru away.
You should have seen his face when the mmme
told him that. ‘Let them come’, he smd;
‘don’t stop them; the grass doesn't matter.”
‘The boy won’t be so lonely,’ said he to mes
‘It seems so far away out here—and he all by
himself—he was such a little chap—1I sost of
feel one of us ought to stay with him—at
night,””
The woman raised her eyes to his face.

‘“Ab,” she said, softly, “‘did he-—did he say
that?”’
**Yes—and it goes to show, what yow

doubtless know better than I, how deep and
true and tender he is beneath it all. Shan't
I lay this coat more about you’ I think the
air has grown chillier.”

**No, thank you,” she said rising. ‘‘Yes,
it is chiller.”
The man rose also. She stood a mowment

~—her hand on the little gate, her eyes growm
dark and deep. He waited at her side.
Her fingers sought the latch absently,
‘‘Let me open it for you,” he said. *‘Where:
you going into town, or did you come for thes
walk?"
“17” she said. *‘Oh, I told Jules not to couse
back for me—it's a short walk home.” Shes
smiled up at him for the first time with her~
old-time brightness. ‘“‘Aund you,’ she said,
‘‘you haven’t completed the round of your
‘old friends’ yet—you will come with me."”

St PR R
Bubbles.
Minor strains—-the baby’s.
Seen in many lands—gangplanks.
Detectives are interested in the
industry.
The Whirling Dervish would be lost in the
whirl of society.

“n'l)”ﬂl,

The miser can keep most things ecaster~
than friends.

A spiral staircase isn’'t done until 1t is
wound up.

[t’s a pretty bright candle that is always up
to snuft.
Money talks, but the wise bank teller
doesn’t tell all he hears.

As a rule, the hens calculate to cackles
early.

Even the short man may truthfally talk
about his ‘“*long suit.”

No matter what the cause be, 2 womam
thinks her **Because’ is sufficient.

Don’t present the woman who is growingg
stout with ‘“I'he Light of Other Days.’

In tanning the dudes, Old Sol does things
up brown.

A spite fence is not a thing to be easily
overlooked.

The most successful railroad director may
not be able to direct an envelope readably.

A man doesn’t like being run after by s
woman; eepeially a woman detective.

With some people, the most important
thing seems to be to realize their own im—
portance.

The miner isn’t always obliged to stop
working because he is under the weather,

—

Handful Habit Is The Limit.

Fort William Times-Journal,

‘“‘About half the people who come in to
my store,”’ said a Fort William grocer last Sat-
urday, ‘‘seem to think that apples, plums,
nuts and peaches displayed here are for
them to sample free. They make their pur
chases and then, on their way out, take
handfuls from the baskets. As they are my
customers [ say nothing. Some of the bas=
kets I keep covered, but lots of people lift
the screens. I decided once, not long aga,
to keep track for one day and estimate what
I was loser thru the pilfering of customers.
It amounted to 70 cents worth. I figure L
lose in that way about $4.2) a week.

“On the day of the last C. P. R. pay
cheques arrived a woman who had the hand-
ful habit surprised me. She came to pay
her monthly bill, which She
handad me three tens. I offered the twa
dollars change, but she declined to accept
1t.

was $S28.

*¢ ‘Keep it, please,’ she said, ‘I have eaten
about $2 worth of things from your baskets
since I have been trading here and I want toe
pay for them.’

“If the rest of my ‘customers who have®
the handful habit would come in with a
couple of dollars each I might be able te

retire from business.”
SRR

The Chugs.

Mrs. Chugwater:

passengers escaped on a raft,
they make a raft at sea/

Mr. Chugwater: They could use the ship’s

log, couldn’t they? Why don't you use

your own reasoning faculties once in a while

This paper says the
How could

->

The heroine of ‘‘Annie Laurie’” was the
daughter of Sir Walter Laurie of Maxwel~
town. The composer of the song was Williane
Douglas of England in the stewartry of Kirk=

cubright,



