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The reade=s of this paper will be pleas-
. ed to learn that there is at least one
dreaded disease that science has been
able to cure in all its stages, and that is
Catarrh. Hall’s Catarrh Cure is the
only positive cure now known to the
medical fraternity. Catarrh being a
constitutional disease, requires a con-
stitutional treatment. Hall’s Catarrbh
Cure is taken internally acting directly
on the blood ant¥mucous surface of the
system, thereby destroying the found-
ationof the cdisease, and giving the
patient strength by building up the con-
‘stitution and assisting nature in doing
jts work. The proprietors have so much
faith in its curative powers that they
offer One Hundred Doliars for ary case
that it fails to cure. Send for list of
testimonials.
Aldress F. J. CHENEY & CO. To-
ledo, O.
Sold by all Druggists, 75c.
Take Hall’s Family Pills for consti-
pation.

British

Pillage,
H)w fl m~y is the title of many
British landlords to the yvast areas
held by them, ix khown by ac s
which recently arose between tle
Duke of Argyll and his  tenants,

in the-town of Iaverary, on his

estate., Toe Duke claims the w mer
i between them

town, but concerning o0 e huuse,
there has been a di<j ure for years,
This dispute, eay« the London
Chronicle, hue nit yet been legally
settled, but investigations m ‘dein
the course of it have shown thatthe
Duke's ownership of the fown it-
self rests on a sort of usurpaiion,
In 1651 his predeces:or, the then
Maruie, so'd all the lands and
hous2e, in and about the burgh to
the burghers for £12,000. It does
not appear that the town ever sold
them back., What seemingly hap-
pened was that when the Argyl
family bzcame powerfr] after the
Restoration of the Stuarts, they
tactily reasserted their- ownship,
and the burghers durst not resist

*he usurpation.

The Dake's legal title, therefore,
rests only on long undisputed ‘‘pos-
session,” He has not even theright
which real possession would give
because the only cffective poscess-
ion is that of the tenants, Hehas
no moral right whatever. That

“ right rests with the tenant, Casces
like this will give point and vigor
to the Jand reform campaign which
Lloyd George is prepsaring to
inaugurate tkis Antuun.
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HYmosi

The Breatheable Remedy for
Catarrah:

The rational way to cembat Catarrh
4s the Hymoei way, viz: by breathing.
Scientists for years have been agreed
on this point but failed to get an anti-
septic strong enough to kill catarrh
germs and not destroy the tissues of the
~membrane at the same time, until the
discovery of Hyomei (pronounced High-
0-me).

Hyomei is the most powerful yet
healing antiseptic known. Breathe it
through the inhaler over the inflamed
and germ-ridden membrane four or five
‘times a day, and in a few days the
germs will gisappear.

A complete Hyomei outfit, including
the inhaler, costs $1.00 and extra bot-
tles, if afterwards needed, cost but 50
cents. Obtainable from your druggist
or postpaid from The R. T. Booth Co.,
Ltd., Fort Erie, Ont. Hyomei is guar-
anteed to cure asthma, croup, sore
throat, coughs, colds or grip or refund
your money back. Sold and guaranteed
by E. W. Mair.

Whenitb'e housewife finds her-
self witnout cream and nothing
but skimmed milk for the ccffee
let her beat the yolk of an egg
to 2 cream and add it to the

milk (one yolk to each cup of
milk). This will take the place
of cream and add to the flavor
of the coffee.
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Marcia dreaded to open tle
library door. The suspense of
waiting to know how tie inter-
view had ended was ha~d enough
but the despair of finding the
old misunderstanding still there
was infinitely worse. She turn-
ed the knob scftly, and at the
sound her father’s voice c lled
to her: ‘Come in, daughter.
We've finished our talk.’

Marcia entered, closing che
door behird her to give her-
self more time. Then she dart-
ed a swift glance at the two men.
It was enough. In one brief
second she knew that ‘Bob had
failed.

T e father and son sat facing
each other; only library
table ceparated them; but the
girl, reading each proud, strong
face, saw aching miles of desert
stre tehing its unconquered waste

the

‘They are b th so fine!" she
cried, ‘They are both so fine!
Why can’t they understand each
other?’

The tension in the air seemed
to be suffocating them all. With
a sharp twitch Marcia sent up
the window shades and let in the
last rays of .afternoon sunlight.

As she stood outlined against
the window, with the masses of
her chestnut hair rippling back
from her forehead, she looked
like an old daguerreotype; but
when she turned, revealing de-
licate, clearcut features, almost
too finely chiseled for the lustrous
gray eves, she became again a
modern girl, alert, keen. affective.

She pulled the chairg into cozy
groups around the reading-table,
and for awhile the three sat in
the darkening room, talkingover
the day’s affairs. But when Bob
snuntered out his father turned
suddenly toward Marzia.

‘Yoar brother wants to go to
colleged, daughter,’ he said.

‘Yes, father.’

‘How long have vou known|

about it? He asked the ques-
tion almost witha touch of jeal-
ousy.

Marcia hesitated. ‘He has

talked with me about the plan al¥

through the year. He's very
eager to go.’ :

~ For a moment he said noth-
ing, but sat staring out ithe win-
dow at the shivering maple which

seemed to be losing the warmth

‘and protection of its leaves just

when it needed them most.

‘For along time I have been
looking forward to having him
in the office with me as a com-
panion and helper. It hasseem-
ed to me that the time would
never come when he’d be through
with school and we could have
an opportunity to know each
other. But I suppose all fathers
bhave dreams like that, and, like
most dreams, they den’t come
true.’

The deep straight worry-line
that was stamping itself gradual-
ly between the girl's eyes, puck-
ered her forechead as she wrest-
led silently with her problem.
She came over and sat down on
the broad arm of her father’s
chair, taking one of his hands in

her firm, strong grasp.

‘He only wants to go to col-
lege in order to fit himself bets
ter for what you will expect of
him later‘ f«ther.’

‘Yes, I Tuppose so,’ he answ-
ered absently. ‘All the young
fellows seem to want to get away
to college these days; #»nd I sup-
pose it's all right. 1 believe in
education, and I've made no
objections to your brcthers’s ar
rangements,’

Then he added with a whims-
sical smile that held a taint of
bitterness:

‘He scems to have made them
all without consulting me, any-
way, so it’s just as well that I
agree. I can sec how he regards
me--just a sort of necessary fig-
urehead; all he wants is my sig-
nature to his plans.’

Mercia interrupted him hastily
‘You don’t understrnd him, fath-
er, You're very busy all the
time,and he didn’t want to bore
you, Did he tell you about what
he wanted to do t» help himself
along at college?’

Her father stiffened in his
chair. ‘Yes, and I won't hear cf
it!” he cried, *The idea of bhis
suggesting such a thingas work-
ing his own way through!’

‘He says that some of the best
fellows up there do it, and all
that, but I told him 1 wouldn’t
hearof it! He goes to college
right, or he doesn’t go at all.
I'm sending him there, to study»
and not to be anybody’s servant.’

‘I shall put several hundred
dollars into the bank for lim,
and he can draw on it as he needs
it.” I don’t know where it's to
come from just now, but it will
be there; he needn’t worry about
that.’

Marcia opened her lips to
speak, but one glance at the
flush of roused Southern pride
on her father's aristocratic face

| showed her the hopelessness of

argument.

That night, when Bob came
into her room for the usual good-
night chat, she said: ‘Bobby,
why didn’t you tell dad about
your plans earlier in the year?

Why, I didn't suppose he’'d be
interested till I had the whole
scheme thought out. You know
dad’s so busy all the time, and
he hates details.’

“But he cares fir our confi-
dence more than anything clse
in the world. He's always so
ready to sacrifice anything for
us, and he feels hurt when we
shut him out of our plans.”

The boy’s face stiffened. *Well

I did try to tell him about the
plan I had fer helping myself
along up there, and he went
right up in the air—sgaid I didn’t
have the proper ideas of up-
holding the cignity of the fam-
ily, and all that.

‘T know dad’s hard up for mo-
ney just now, and I don’t want

to add anything t> the load. but
©h, shucks! I never can talk things over
with dad.’

The weeks that- foliowed were so
filled with preparations for Bob’s de.
parture that there was no time to
think of the hurt of separation until
be was off, and his first letter had set the

‘seal of reality upon the gulf between

them.
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Then it was that her father, coming
home late from the office one night,
found Marcia absorbed in the contents
of a four-page newspaper.

‘It’s the ccllege aaily,” she explain-
ed, ‘I've decided to subsecribe for
it so that I can keep up with what's
going on there. Don’t you want to
look it over, too?’

He took it from her patiently and
scanned the short columns with the in-
tense scrutiny that he gave to every-
thing. There was no mention of Bob’s
name anywhere, and he handed it back
with vague surprise,

‘Seems rather trifling sort of stuff to
me,’ was his only comment.

‘Oh, Ididn’t hope to find the first
one interesting. But after a little
while I'll come to know who the dif-
rerent ones are, you see, and I'll—well |
—feel more in touch with Bob, that's |
all.

He answered her with a tolerant in-
dulgence. ‘Of course, go on and
take it, dear, if itinterests you.” Then
with a change of tone, ‘I had a letter
from your brother to-day.’

While he fumbled for it among h:s
memoranda, he gave detached frag-
ments of its contents:

‘He has another room-mate; fellow
who’s taking the law course, too; says
they have more in common; believe

the other chap was a civil engineer
wasn’'t he? Oh, yes, mining engin-
eer. I guess that was it. Says that
those old books that I made him take
are coming in handy for reference.
He’ll find out that his old fogy father
knows a thing or two after all.,

He spread out the pages before him.

Then, instead of reading from them,
he looked over his glasses at her, and

gave the real import of the letter.
was one significent sentence. ‘Your
: brother wants to go in for football.’

There was disapproval in his every
word, and he was studying her sharp-
ly. ‘Did he write you anything about
it?’

‘Yes, he ~he did say something about
in’

‘Well, I don’t approve of it at all.
If he’s going to college to get an edu-
cation, he hasn’t any time to be fall-
ing around over a football field with
a lot of young animals—for that’s all a
foctball player is.’

‘He went there to study, as I un-
derstand it, and that’s what he ought
to be doing. Besides, he might get
seriously injured, but of course he’d
never believe that.’

Marcia did not reply. She was
thinking of the chummy, gossipy let-
ter that had come to her from Bob the
day before, and of the appeal with
which it had ended, to ‘‘use your in-
fluence with dad.”” He was always
so certain that her ‘‘influence’” could
work any miracle.

‘Bob is studying very hard, father,’
she began, ‘and it’s natural that he
should want some kind of recreation.

He interrupted her hastily. 1
know all that, and of course I don’t
want him to work too hard. But why
can’t he take his exercise in some
other way, and not choose something
that will put his life in jeopardy? Isn’t
there any gymnasium there?’

She looked at him hopelessly. For
a moment there was silence between
them. Marcia bent over her sewing
while her father walked restlessly a-
bout the room, occasionly throwing
his head far tack and running a fing-
er under his collar as though to loosen
a tension somewhere.

‘What are you going to wxite him?’
Marcia asked at last. Her father
stopped hefore the window and drum-
med upon the pane with nervous fingers.

‘I’'m going to tell him exactly what
I think of football. I'm going to say
that I, for one, do not approve of it,
but that if he’s set his heart upon it,
to go ahead and I'll never say another
word about it.’

‘Oh, of course he won’t do it if you
you put it that way, father!’

The old man’s eyes softened. ‘No,
Bob’s a good boy; 1 don’t believe he

would.’

| To Marcia fell the
It |

He satdown by the table and shift-
ed uneasily in his chair. ‘1 don’t
want to stand in $he way of anything
that would give him any pleasure,’ he
said suddenly, speaking as though she
had been accusing him.

knowing what
did not mention

Marcia waited, well
would come, but he
the subject again until she had
up to light his room. Then, as
was going away, he called to her.
came back and
him while he wound his watch.

‘Marcia,” he
better write to your
Tell him that I'm too
justnow, and tell him

gone
she
She

stood quietly beside

"\:-lh:)]l_" .\1.11'
brother for me.
busy to write

to go ahead.

said,

without replying, she bent down
kissed him.

In the that followed,
little college daily bristled with {foot-
ball items. Marcia read every line,
and wrote intimate letters to Bob, re-
Whitne Y,
the \

months

ferring familiarly to ‘‘Buck”
““Soapy’’ Smith, and others of
.~~31_\' team.

she received enthusiasti
the coach, the training
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and specu'ations upon the
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of with

hr‘
he
put

Under a strict bond of
even told her the new job
had, whereby he was enabled to
most of board money into the
bank. ‘It was a little rough on me
just at first,” he wrote, ‘but 1 think
I’m all over that feeling now.’

secrecy,

about

his

thrilling with the
Marcia gloried.

In these letters,
very soul of the boy,
Parts of them she read aloud to her
father, and in return Lc¢ read her
task of

his*
answering

for both.

Dally the worry in her father s face
deepened, but only once did he speak
to her of finances. ‘I'm afraid that

I haven’t been sending your brother
enough money lately,” he said anx-
lously. ‘I don't want him to feel

cramped. Wiil you try to find out if he
needs any more?’

‘I’m sure he has enough,’” she an-
swered readily, and longed to say
more, but remembered the bond of
secrecy. ‘Bob and 1 would rather
see you taking a little more rest, fath-

er, than enlarging our allowances.
Couldn’t you arrange to go somewherd
for alittle rest? Doctor Blaisdel says

you need a change so much.’

Her father shot her a
““When did you see him?’

quick glance.

‘Yesterday. He was down from
Glenwood for they day. 1 met him on
the street, and we had a long talk
about you. He says you’ll be a nervous
wreck unless you let go of things for a
while and that he’d told you so over
and over.’

{Concluded next week.)
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To A Ceuntry Church
There thou dost stand, upon the
choicest spot
The scattered hamlet owns-—-a sacred
plot,
Defined long since, that noisy Trafic
ne’'er
Across thy peace should cut her

thorough-fare.

Dear littie place; men leagues and
leagues away

Think of thy haunts of rest each Sab-
bath Day.

Thither they came, holding a mother’s
hand,

These twice ten years within the sin-
less land;

And though they home in crowded
cities now,

And in the silence of great temples
bow.

Thou hast a place Affection’s shrine
within

No late-discovered rivale’er may win -

Thou art a garden ‘mid life’s winter

SNOWS

From which the rarest, sweetest frage

rance blows!

ALEXANDER Lovuis FRASER.
Great Village, N S.



