‘Deafness Cannot be Cured

‘ by local applications, as they cannot
reach the diseased portion of the ear.
There is only one way to cure deafness,

- and that is by titutional remedies.
Deafness is caused by an inflamed con-

, dition of the mucous lining of the Eus-
tachian Tube. When this tube is in
flamed you have a rumbling sound or im-
perfect bearing, and when 1t is entirely
closed, Deafness is the result, and un-
less the inflammation can be taken out
and this tube restored to its normal con
dition, hearing will be destroyed forever:
nine cases out of ten are caused iy
Catarrh, which ig pothing but an inflam-
ed condition of e mucous surfaces.

We will give One Hundred Dollars
for any case of Deatness (caused by
catarrh) that cannot be cured by Hall’s
Catarrh Cure. ‘Send for circulars free.

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

Sold by Druggists, 75¢
Take Hall’s Family Pills for constipa-
tion.

IRISH PEER TURNS MOHAM-
MEDAN.

Lord Headley, an Irish peer, at
the age of (8, has become a con-
vert to M .bammedanism Headley
has had a rather
career, A3 a yourg man he served
on the German side in the Franco
Serman war, Ha al o tock part in

adventurous

the Carlist wars in Spor, At
hom3 he was i nterclonel of t -
4 h Battalon R gy .1 Maovs er [ -

iliere, and.has Leld o e wmissicn
in the H.rna. b e Ainlloy Com-
poy.

This is, says the London Chron-
not the fi~st instance of a
British peer being converted to
I-lam, for the late Lord Stanley of
Alderley, who died in 1903, and
had lived for many years in the
L-vant and at Constantinople em,
bracel the Mobammedan faith,

icle,

‘Terrific Tornado Blew Canoes To
Sea

Freetown, Sierra Leone, West
Africa, Dec. 11,—Over 250 nat ves
are balieved to havy> perished to-
-day when a ‘errific tornado b'ew
twenty canoces with some 400 na-
tivee on board out to ses. The
cable ship Sentiael rescued 136 of
them,

Houston, Texas, D:e, 11 —OQOae
‘hundred and sixty-five persons per-
ished, 20,000 people were driven
frcm home, and property was dam-
aged to the extent of §6,000,000
by floods in Texas, during the last
ten days,

The Manitoba L gislature open -
«d Thursday afternoon fcr what is
expected to be the last session be-
fore the provincial elections,

An appeal from the decision of
Mr, Justice Joyce that a woman is
not a person within the meaning of
the Solicitors’ Act of 1843, and is
therefore not entitled to admission
in court or to the preliminary ex-
amination of the law society, was
dismissed by the Cou=t of Appeal’,
London, Tuesdsy. The effort of
Gwyneth Babb for the admission of
Harself and other woman thereby
fails, | 4

i

Hyomei
Death to Catarrlr Germs

Hyomei (pronounced High n-me) means
breath to catarrh germs in a few hours. It is

the only guaranteed Catarrh Cure.

When you use Hyomei, you don’t swallow
nauseating drugs. You simply breathe in the
soothing, pleasant ani audiseptic Hyomei
through a little pocket inhaler. As this
medicated vaporized air passes over the in-
flamed parvts comes almost at once and
a cure follows,

Your druggist E. W. Mair will sell you a
o mplete outfit for $1.00 « What is mor>
he will refund you your mongy if after using
Hyomel according to directions, it fails to do
all that we claim. Hyomei is guaranteed to
cure eatarch, crvup, grip, cold in the head,
asthma, etc. Hyomei can be obtained from
all drugrists and dealers, or postpaid on ‘re-
ceipt of price from The R T Booth Co, Limited

THE DIS ! ATOCH.

Trenchard, instinctively, thou-
gh against his better j dgment
felt reascnably safe from detec-
tion and discovery. And yet he
kaew full well that every plain
¢l thes man in N—was looking
or him —~that a price had pro-
bably been set upon his head.
itle had taken care to install him
self in the smoking car whero
no one could tura and look him
in the face. He kept his slouch
hat pulled well down wover his
face »nd coat col ar —he wore a
shag y shabby overcoat —turned
up. On: who glanced casually
or even keenly at him would
have been able to secure a view
merely of hi¢ Loard a rough
scraggy offair of some ten
months growth or more. Tren-
chard as he took account of the
stock, tharked his stars that
Mature baa fashioned him in an

mo d. the only flat-

averixoeae
aver. -

tery tuat had ever been bestow-
d upon him kad been directed
at * his eyes. [le rceslled now

vaguely that ivelyn bad told
him many times that it was his
e es, nothing but his eyes - that
had made her, at the start, look
at him more than once.

This being so, he kept them
well out of sight. He had mno
tricks, no hitches of the should-
er, no nervous spasms cf the
face, no physical 'idiosyncrasies.
He felt that fate had favored
him in this as it had favored
him for the many months he had

been at large. And now he was

doing a bold thing—possibly a
fatal thing. He was coming back
to the town in which, ten months
before, he struck and .killed
Alexander Maxfield!

He was coming back against
his better judgement; he was
coming back because he could
not help it. He knew that they
banked on this —t hese men *who
were watching focr him—that
they knew there was a power
stronger than a man himself—
the irristible force that draws a
man back to his home.

The train stopped at N and
he alighted. He knew exactly
what he was going to do. He
would not go home at first; he
would find Jim Yawger, and he
felt sure that he knew just where
to find him. Jim had disgraced
him and particularly Evelyn
time and time again. Jim must
help him out. He knew Jim’s
habits knew that in summer
when a man could sleep com-
fortably anywhere out of doors,
Jim Yawger was a devil; knew
that in wintor when the warm
rooms of the missions beckoned
and when plates of soup were to
be had for a song and a prayer,
Jim was saint.

Trenchard made tracks for an
o!d rimshackle building on Rai!-
road Avenue. Without hesita-
tion he ascended ‘the r ckety
steps of the old building and
pushed open the door. A man
in‘a blue uniform and a red cap
he'd out his hand.

‘God bless you, Brother,” he
exclaimed, ‘Come in.’
Trenchard looked curiocsly

about the huge apartment in
which he stood. Scattered about

it in a variety of attitudes were

half a hundred individuals in

The Christmas Kettle

By Wm, Hamilton Osborne in Pictorial Review.

disguise, transformdd i1 the
twinkling of an ey2 in bevevel-
ent old gentleman. Ilach man
wore a surtout of crimson mus-
lin, trimmed lavishly “with cot-

ton batting. and a tass'ed crim-

son cap upon his head s milarly
ttimmed. Each boasted a vener-
able beard. Different as they may
have been before, young and old, good
and bad, they all were now raised to
the same saintly level. Each had be-
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—Evel?n and the boy. They’ll be
crazy. There isn't anything you could

come, upon the instant, a Kris Kringla,

Each held under one arm a tripod paint- |

ed red; with the other he clutched a
gypsy kettle, also painted red.

‘I want to see Jim Yawger,’
ed Trenchard, in a husky voice.
here?’

ventur-
‘Is he

‘Sure he is, Brother,’ said the door-
keeper. ‘Go right ahead into that
bunch there in the middie ol the floor.
You’ll find him,’

Trenchard obeyel. He ventured in-
to the middle of the bunch and pecr-
ed about him looking for Yawger. To
save his sou! he could not have picked
his man. He nudged a venerable vuld
party ncxt to him.

‘Looking for Jim Yawger,” he ex-
claimed, with careless indifference.

The venerable old gentleman nodded
‘I'm Yawger,” he said, in a .1..nlm

voice,' ‘What’s eating you? Who are

give them for a Christmas present
like the sight of you. By George’
Evelyn almost acts as thought she
| thought you innocent—’

‘Innocent’ gasped Trenchard, ‘and so
[am-—so I am, Yawger. At heart I

you and what do you want?’

Trenchard pushed his hat back and |
looked Yawger in the face. Yaw ger |
retreated still further into his corner. |

‘Good Lord,’ he exclaimed chokingly, !
‘Bill Trenchard! Isityou?’ !

‘It is I,” conceded Trenchard. Don’t
speak so loud.’

‘Never fear,’” said Yawgerin a hoarse
whisper. ‘I‘m wise; I'm on. Well,’
he added, *you’ve got a nerve, coming

back here to this burg. Oh, what a
nerve you've got! And yet I'm glad

you,ve come. I’'m mighty glad you’ve
come, It does me good Bill Trenchard,
to see you in this plight, For slx years
ever since you married Evelyn, you've
had it on me. You have thought me
the dirt under your feet—you’ve figur-
ed me out as a black-leg and a black
sheep and a scamp. You never for-
gave me, did you, Trenchard? You
never got over vour feeling of contempt’
—he held out his hand. ‘Well, "T'ren-
chard,’ he said. ‘I guess were quits
now, 1I’'m as good a man as you are---
and a darned sight better, too. But
you've got your nerve with you all
right. Why, this whole town is look-
ing for you.’

‘I know it,” stammered. Trenchard,
resuming his natural vojce. ‘I, .I_fig |
ured on all of that, Yawger but I had
to come back, I had to come home, You
don’t know,’ he went on with a grim
smile, ‘how glad I am to see even you.
I couldn’t help it, Jim. It's been hard
enough to stay away for all these
months. but with Christmas and Eve-
lyn and little Bill---there was no way
outof it; I had to come.” He clutched
Yawgers wrist. ‘Tell me,” he demand-
ed, ‘how are they---Evelyn and little
Billy?’

‘They're all right,’ returned Yawger
‘but they’re ducedly poer ’ e

‘Poor!” echoed Trenchard. ‘Why
Evelyn had money. I put three thous-
and dollars in her nnme and I've only
been gone ten months.’

Yawger chuckled. ‘Are you -crazy,
Trenchard.?’ he said sneeringly. ‘Three
thousand dollars in her name. And
where?’

‘Ready money in the bank,*
Trenchard. 3

Yawger raised his eyes to the ceiling
‘In the bank,‘ he echoed. ‘And what

said

bank?*
‘My bank,” seaid Trenchard; ‘Our
bank.’
‘Great Scott!” said Yawger. ‘I

ain’t going to throw anything to you,
Trenchard, not a thing; but just you
tell me something. Evelyn had three
thousand dollars in your bank—the
bank you were cashier of. How long
do you think your bank weathered the
storm after you did the thing you did?’

Trenchard seemed alarmed. ‘Did it
smash?’ he queried. ‘Did it go by the
board?’

‘Smash! echoed Yawger.
do anything else but smash?’

Trenchard shook his head.
understand it.” he mused;
who the bank should fail.’

‘Forget it,” returaed Yawger. ‘I'm

‘Could it

‘I can’t
‘can’t see

{ and

going to fix it up so they can see you

-

am entirely innocent of that crime, I

tell you I never meant to do it.’

‘No,’ said Yawger, drily, ‘but you
did it just the same, and the town
would lynch you if it lmew vou were in
sight.”’

Then sdddenly he saw them coming
-saw them a block away, and his
heart stood still. In another instant

it was working like a piston rod, thump-
ing the blocd into his brain, pounding it

| against his temp'es.

They were coming—Evelyn and lit
tle Bill—nearer, nearer, nearer. He
saw Evelyn glan~e scrutinizingly at

his colleague to the north and then
glance away again. She was looking
for something which that Kris Kringle

‘Where do they
boy?’

live—Evelyn and the

; ‘She |

was sold

‘Same old place,
wouldn’t move.
over her head,
gave her

said Yawger.
The place
but the cash you wnt!
enough to pay the rent and |

| mighty little else baside,’ ;

P : 1 . . |
irenchard was staring at him in a

puzzied way. ‘The cash I sent,’ he re-

nipeg, Minneaopolis and San Franclsco
every time you did, this town |
landed a telegram iu those burgs so
quick that you couldn’t wink. But yoa |
were my boy-—slick, you got |
away.’

‘Quebec— Winnipeg ---- Minneapolis -
San Francisce,” echeed Trenchard. ‘I
sent them money? 1 haven’t been in
the United States for ten months. [’ve
beenin South America —~ the Argentine;
I’ve been in Buenos Ayres.’

‘You did it slick,’ said Yawger, ad-
miringly, ‘you did it mighty slick; and
now that you’ve come back, by George
I'll help you, I'll see to it that you
walk right into this here town, see your
wife and boy and turn right around and
make your getaway azain. It ain't

peated. ‘Ididn’tsend them any mone f
» |
Yawger only smiled ‘You're a |
first class criminal,” he responded, l
‘you’ve got a conveniecot memory. You |
sent them ironey from Quebec, Win- |
|

T
sS1CK,

safe for you here, Trenchard, and 1’
fix it for you so that you can get away.’

He caught Trenchard by the arm,
slouched with him across the floor—
Trenchard had once more pulled hit
has low over his eyes and thrust him
suddenly into a long and narrow ante-
room. Froma hook he took down a
crimson garment, a cap and a snowy
beard.

‘You put these on,’ he said.

From a corner he procured a tripod
and picked up a gypsy kettle from the
floor.

‘Now,’ he added, ‘you come along
with me.’

Trenchard sighed with relief. ‘Do
you tbink there’s any chance of any-
body recognizing me?’ he asked.

‘I’m just a bit afraid of those eyes of

lacked. He realized in a moment the
cleverness, whether intentional or
otherwise, of Jim Yawger’s scheme.

for a Santa
eyebrows—

She was looking, plainly,
Claus with shaggy cotton
and she had found him.,

Trenchard’s starving eyes met hers

—for the first time in ten long
months. She stood still fcr just a
| moment intent apparently upon a stock
of holly wreaths that were being
{ vended at the curb. She nbled in
her purse. She passed to » Bill a
coin and crumpled piece paper,
and then the two came or

As she approached sh: flashed a
look of warning and understanding

but she did not
was not so with
roured them with

into Trenchard’s eyes,
look at him again. It
Trenchard. He dev

| his glance though he gave ign,
and his soul cried within him. They
were wan, pinched, thin: she seemed
a woman who might at any moment
raise her arm to ward off a blow.

The boy was shabby to. He had
grown—how he had grown! It was

the boy who approached him and of-
fered to shake hands with his~patron
saint. Trenchard pulled off his red
mitten and clasped the small hand in
his own. There was a worshipping
radiannce in the fece uplifted to his.

‘A Christmas present for you,’
ittle Bill.

piped

The boy withdrew lijs ha and left
in Trenchard's two obje.i: one was
a five-cent piece and the <iaer was a
crumpled bit o paper. Trenchard
ostentatiously dropped the five cent

piece into the kettle for all the worlg
to see. He drew his mitten on over
the crumpled bit of paper.

The two passed on without
looking back. Trenchard trod bhis
beaten path. When he dared, he
drew forth the piece of paper, opened
it and read it. This is what it said:

‘Come to the front door, just as
you are, at half-pasc eight to-night.’

once

At half past eight to the second,
with his white beard flowing down from
his chest, with his tripod and his
kettle under his arm, he pressed the
button of a modern colonial little
dwelling on the outskirts of the town.

yours,” said Yawger. ‘First candy

store we come to we'll get a bottle of |

glue and I'li fix you up.’

The finet candy store they came to
he did fix him up and also fixed him-
self. He daubed Trenchard's eye.
brows and his own liberally with glue,
tore a piece of cotton from the trim-
ming on their costumes and adorned
himself and Trenchard with very gen-
erous shaggy white eyebrows that
would have made St. Nick turn green
with envy.

All day long Trenchard, with his
nerves worn to shreds, tramped a
beaten path in the snow behind his
gypsy kettle. In the depths of the
kettle he had found a dinner bell and
this be rang with energy. At Yawger's
direction he had taken his stand in
front of the post office and the whole
town seemed to surge past him.

Of the thousands of bhusiness men
and shcppers that tramped down the
heavy fall of snow, there were
hundreds that he knew. Business
friends of his met other business
friends and held conferences within
ten feet of him. He might, in fact,
have touched them with his hand.
Society women, whom he had there.
tofore addressed by their first names,
stepped in and out of limousines all
day long. Tubby Aspinall, his old
time crony, dropped a quarter in his
kettle, drew his coat about him, rub-
bed his frosty ears and whisked away_

He was conscious of a feeling of in-
tolerable oppressioa—of a spasmodic
choking sensation—that ageinst his
will he was uttering dry sobs. This
dwelling house and all it contaired
was the thing that had brought him
back. This was his home.

The door opened. It waus Evelyn
who opened it. She placed her hand
upon her lips.

‘Don’t go into eny
she whispered.

In another moment he had caught
her in his arms, crushing her to him.
She struggled frantically and suc-
ceeded for the instant in holding him
at arm’s length.

‘Theré’s one thing that I've got to
know,’ she said, ‘and you’ve got to
tell me with your eyes—I won’t trust
anything but them. Who was the wo-
man that ran away with you that
night?’

‘The woman that ran away with me
that night,” echoed Trenchard, weak-
ly.

‘The newspaper,” went on Evelyn
‘didn’t know, and nobody. has been
able to find out, only they were sure
there was a woman and that she ran
away with you.’

‘Great Scott,” said Trenchard.
there had been 1 would have
better off, perhaps.’

‘That’s all,” returned
Continued om page 7.

lighted room,’

‘If
been

Evelyn,




