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DIGEST

YOUR FOOD

‘and you will be healthy,
lﬁo:&m and active. Head-
ache, Wind, Dizziness,
Cénétipation, and im-
purities in your blood

resulting from
indigestion will quickly
disappear if you take

MOTHER

SEIGELS

SYRUP.

Prios 60 cents per bottls. Sold everywhere,
A.J. WHITE & 00., Mcetreal,
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 SANCTUARY.

It is not so very long since Holyrood abbey
precincte were deprived of their ancient
privilege of sanctuary. 1In the twentieth cen.
tary people yet live who have themselves
\mghc refuge from creditors within the magic
dircle surrounding the grim old Scottish
palace.

Also, people yet remember the fuss caused
by the death of the childless Earl of Glen
Luce. No less than five claimants contested
the succession; public interest ran high.

More chan one of the litigants was ruined.
There was Sir John Rutherford, who claimed
through the marriage of the first earl, Major
Griffiths, who descended from the Lady Mar-
garét’s ill-advised match—both these were re-
duced to their last penny.

It was.Sir John Rutherford whose chance
seemed to be gaining as time passed on. An
old Indian K. C. B., he was too well used to
the buffetings of fortune to talk much about
the matter; but his daughter, Marcia, saw
that he snapped her up less viciously when
he overheard her discussing the Glen Luce
elaim with her brother. He had played the
game pluckily. Couldhe last out to the end?

‘It is either Glen Luce or Holyrood,’ his
son Ned remarked, in a jocular tone. Marcia,
whose sporting iastinct was undeveloped,
looked gravely at him, and then turned to
his friend, Captain Christopher Haig, who
was spending a short leave in their home in
Edinburgh.

‘] wish,’ said she, ‘that the old earl had
pnever died at all. We were quite happy be-
fore this terrible fuss burst over us!’

‘Nousense!' her brother cried. ‘You’'ll be
as proud as punch when the pater takes his
place among the bigwigs, and you go sweep-
ing to the top of the room in the wake of the
Cooatess of Glen Luce!’

Captain Haig, with a folly he himself con-
demned, lingered long in Edinburgh—singe-
ing his wings, until he was actually losing the
power to fly away. He thought Marcia ador-
able. Had it not been for that hideous earl-
dom business he would have proposed to her
weeks ago.

He had pretty fair prospects—a decent lit-
tle place of his own in Berwickshire, an an-
cient name, and a clean record to lay at her
feet. Enough, perhaps, for Sir John Ruther-
ford, but ridiculous to mention to the Earl of
Glen Luce! Christopher Haig grew more and
more down-hearted as the legal horizon seem-
ed gradually to clear.

Long before August came it seemed pretty
certain who would have the right of shooting
the Glen Luce moors.

*You will be back with us for the twelfth,
old man? Edward Rutherford said to his
friend some time in June.

‘I think not—no!' Haig answered gloomily.

“The fact is, Ned, I've stayed here too
long!’

Haig shrank from the rough touch on the
zaw wound. ‘Say rather my own laziness,’
he esid lightly. ‘I've not had much of a
home, as you know, Ned; and I've stayed in
yours till it is a wrench to be off and away.
Sare sign I've been here toolong. I must go
on Monday!’

Jo he did. But when hesaw in the papers
the conglusion of the Glen Luce affair 1t
startl ith strangely. The ‘Morning Post’
annoanced that the Earl and Countess of
Glen Luce and Lady Marcia Rutherford had
left Edinburgh for their house in Hill street.
The ‘Times’ had a leading article on the great
case, in which it recalled the facts of many
other ‘clu,ps celebres.” Society rang with
the story. '

Captain Haig's congratulations went by
the next post. " And once more he said how
gorry he was that he was prevented from run-
ning down to Scotland.

Edward was piqued. ‘I can’t think what
has happened to the fellow!' he said to his
gister. ‘If he thinks the title and the few
acres of country are going to change us all—
rot, I call it!’

Marcia made no answer.
had quick eyes.

Marcia! ‘You don’t mean to tell me he has
said anything to you?

*No, no! What nonsense, Ned! Oh, Ned,
he never will say anything—now!’

The cry came from her heart. Aad Ed-
ward, though young and inexperienced as to

But her brother

the ways of women, could not bat recognize
the pain in it.

‘Tell me, dear——

‘There is nothing to tell. Nothing! There
never will be anything, it seems, Ned, his
name is in the “‘Gazette” to-day. He has
exchanged to the Rifles, and is off to the
front.’

Yes, here it was in black and white. Haig
had exchanged into a regiment bound for the
Indian frontier, where one of our ‘little wars’
was then in full fury.

The affair was beyond Edward's wits to
disentangle.

He ran down to Aldershot to see his old
comrade, but by tacit consent neither man
mentioned Marcia. Lady Gien Luce had
written the kindliest of farewelis. Marcia,
of course, made no sign. How could she?

And so Captain Haigand Edward parted—
the former to sail for India in a week or so,
the latter to return to his new position.

It was all very delightful. The shooting
parties were voted great successes—good
sport, well chosen company, and the added
interest over the Glen Luce folk, who were
celebrities in their way. All Britain had
been interested in the claims, all Britain was
prepared to be gracious to the successful
ones.

It was close on Christmas when the bolt
fell from the blue. The London house had
been refurnished; its owners were planning
for a season in town. The dear old KEdin-
burgh home salready seemed shrunk and
shabby to eyes that had opened on the
magnificence of Glen Luce.

A vague rumor, two insignificant to cause
ggrious concern, suddenly became fact. A
Scotch marriage—one of those elusive appar-
ations that still flit over the legal horizon--
had been proved. A raw lad from Australia
arrived in London. He had been born and
bred on a sheep-run; he had the physique
ot a prize fighter, and the education of a
ploughman. But he was the true and an-
doubted Earl of Glea Luce!

Sir John Rutherford, K. C. B., was only
Sir John, then, after all! There was no
countess, no Lady Marcia; and as for Edward
—could he afford to keep his commission?
Debts, whole battalions of them, seemed to
the Rutherfords the only abiding remains of
the earldom of Glen Luce.

There was Sir John’s pension; there were
his savings and the little inmestments he had
made for his wife and Marcia. He totaled
them up, and tried to balance them agsinst
the sum of those terrible debts. Time—
would they only give him time!

He wouald seek lodging in Holyrood.
Living there, safe from fear of arrest, he
would work, if work could be fouhd, and save
up every farthing to pay his debts.
Edward would find some post or other and
back him up in the battle. No shilly-shally
baukruptey, and wriggling out of liabilities
by payiog so many shillings in the pound.
The debts were just debts, and should be
justly paid—every single penny.

And so it came to pass that the Rauther-
fords found themselves in rooms in the mean
little streets that were the actual nineteenth
century rendering of the *picturesque old
right of sanctuary of the precincts of the
Abbey of Holyrood. KEdward sent in his
papers and accepted a berth in a city count-
ing house. Sir John had tried to retain a
few favorite possessions for his wife and
daughter, but they insisted on sharing his
struggle and making sacrifice of all, even as
he had done.

Marcia had determined to turn her taleut
for drawing to account. She had found a
market for water-color sketches of the palace.
They were on the counter of a shop in Prin-
ces street, and priced at a modest sum, they
s#d steadily. And so she used the daylight
hours in working away with her little tin box
of colors in the empty old palace.

The oblique winter sunlight fell across the
room where the lovely and luckless Queen of
Scots had spent so many of her tragic days;
the light was unusually brilliant, and brought
to notice a dozen of beauties Marcia had
never before observed. She was working
earnestly, eagerly; her lips parted with ex-
citement, the color heightened on the sweet
face.

Very fair indeed, she appeared to a pair of
eyes that had been watching her for some
moments.

*‘Miss Rutherford!’

The tornes were low and pleading, Christo-
pher Haig stood before her, hat in hand,
most carefully self-controlled, elaborately
quiet and commonplace.

How’s This?

We offer Une Hundred Dollars Reward for
any case of Catarrh that cannot be cured by
Hall’s Catarrh Cure.

F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O.

We the undersigned have known F. J.
Cheney for the last 15 years, and believe him
perfectly honorable in all business transac-
tions and financially able to carry out any
obligations made by his firm.

WaLpiNGg, KINNAN & MARVIN,
Wholesale Druggists, Toledo, O.

Hall’'s Catarrh Cure is taken inteinally,
acting directly upor the blood and mucous
surfaces of the system. Testimonials sent
free. Price 75 cents per bottle. Sold by all

Druggists.

Take Hall’s Family Pills for constipation.

RED ROSE
TE

The Expert

“IS GOOD
TEA” 2

Tea Taster

is the one who knows the real value of Red Rose Tea
and uses it as a standard to judge other Teas by. <

Wouldn't you like to judge it for yourself? It

is the Tea that has that nch,

ity flavor —

just what pleases the expert Tea taster.
Ask your Grocer to send you a package.

She looked up. She neither started nor
exclaimed. It was almost as though she
were expecting him. For some seconds their
regards met thus—his eyes full of the passion-
ate joy he had succeeded in keeping out of
his voice; hers accepting, replying, rejoicing.

Juast for a moment. And then the girl's
lids dropped, her head fell forward, she sway-
ed on the seat, and would have fallen had he
not sprung to her help.

She had fainted. Such an idiotic thing to
do, as she said afterward. Her hesd rested
against his shoulder, and her hat tilted stiffly
over her nose. Haig held her while her paint-
box clattered to the wooden floor and her
little ‘dipper’ of muddy water spilled itself
over her gown. And then, with a little sob-
biag sigh, her senses returned, and she sat
up very straight indeed.

How it happened they never knew exactly.
While Haig's words came brokenly, passion-
ately, the old caretaker of the palace came
stumping through the rooms. Maccia
straightened her hat, and Haig gathered up
up the little paint pans and brushes. Some-
how his fingers, big as they were, were also
shaking and indefiunite.

‘I thought you were in India!’ was the first
coherent remark Marcia made.

‘So I was. But I heard from our colonels’
wife—-an Edinburgh woman, she is—I heard
from her about this earl from Australia; acd
—and—and about your father being here at
Holyrood.’

‘And you came?

*‘Could I do less? Mareia, it is not much
that I have. Do you think Sir John will
listen to me? Do you think he will let me
stand with Edward in seeing him through
with his debtors’ difficulty? Marcia, darling,
will you help me to put it before him in a
reasonable light? Jam a little afraid of Sir
John?

‘A reasonable light?’

*Sweetheart, it is very reasonable; but he
may not see it! I want yon for my own, my
very own! And if he will give you to me it
is only fair to give also a son’s rights. Don’t
you see’

He had gathered togethered all her belong-
ings, and they prepared to go.

‘Blessed old palace!’ said Christopher
Haig, glancing round on the old walls that
had heard so many lovers’ words in the days
of long ago.

‘We thought we would hate Holyrood,’
she responded tremulously. ‘But I love it!’
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I’ll stop your pain free. To show you first—
before you spend a penny—what my Pink Pain
Tablets can do, I will mail you free, a Trial Pack-

e of them—Dr. Shoop’s Headache Tablets.

euralgia, Headache, Toothache, Period pains,
etc., are due alone to blocd congestion. Dr.
Shoop’s Headache Tablets simply kill pain by
coaxing away the unnatural blood pressure. That
is all. Address Dr. Shoop, Racine, Wis. Sold by
All Dealers.
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Diplomatic Bachelor (who has forgotten
whether the baby is a boy or girl)—Well,
well, but he’s a fine little fellow, isun’t she?
How old is it now? Do her teeth bother him
much? I hope he gets through its second
summer without getting sick. She looks like
you, doesn’t he? KEvery one says it does.—
[Puck.

o

Constipation.

For constipation there is nothing quite so
nice as Chamberlain’s Stomach and Liver
Tablets. They always produce a pleasant
movement of the bowels without any dis-
agreeable effect. Price, 20 cents. Samples
free. All dealers.

THE BEST
PLUMBING

At most reasonable prices is what
I am offering the publie.

Estimates cheerfully furnished
on any kind of work in my line

A full line of materials of all

kinds. Aqueduct Pipe at specially
low rates All work guaranteed
first class.}

I. C. CHURCHILL,

Connell Street, Woodstock
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with Expanding Lever, Steel Frame,
and Reversible Points,

Horse Hoes with steel wings
Horse Hoes with cast wings

We have a good stock of SECOND-HAND STOVES,
and can give prompt delivery,

If anticipating doing Furnace or Tinsmith Work, remem-
ber we have a first-class Tinman,

Stoves, Fornaces, PI?WS, General Machine Shop Work,

CONNELL BROS. Limited,

WOODSTOCK, N. B.

A New Woodworking Factory.

The undersigned have taken over the Havoex Facrory and
are prepared to supply all kinds of BUILDERS’ MATERIALS, in
fact everything thav is manufactured in a first-class woodworking
factory. We will be open and ready for business on April 1st.
Soliciting your patronage.

The Carleton Woodworking Company, Limited.

P. O. Box 333.

" «“COMFORT”
8 SWING CHAIRS
RNRest You All

You will be pleased with ‘‘Comtfort” Porch Chairs because
they rest every part of your body, whether sitting or reclining.
They are cool and delightful. Made of a ight, strong steel trame

and fancy colored canvas. ; o _
They adjust themselves automatically to any position of your

body. They simply move as you do.
The “Comtort’ Chairs are made in Swing or Morris style and

thus combine all the features desired for porch comfort.
Call and see them.

W. F. DIBBLEE & SON,

Woodstock and Centreville.

Overxr.




