
are kept back designedly and 

EON 

Ceylon Tea Is the finest 

Tea the world produces, 

and is soid oniy in lead 

packets. 

Black, Mixed and Green. 
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YOU MUST KEEP GROWING. 

Every Day a Man Gains Addition- 

al Wisdom. 

A passion for growth, a yearning 

for a larger life, is characteristic of 

all great souls. A man is measured 
by his power to grow, to become 
larger, broader, nobler. The inten- 

sity of his desire to reach out and 

up defines his capacity for develop- 
ment. 
Any one, young or old, possessed 

by a passion for growth is con- 

stantly adding to his knowledge, al- 

ways pushing his horizon a little 

further. Every day he gains addi- 

tional wisdom, every night he is a 

little larger than he was in the 

morning. He keeps growing:as long 

as he lives. \ 
We often find plants and trees that 

are not fully developed, but have 

reached the limit of their growth. 

They cannot he made to respond to 

the wooing of enriched soil or copi- 

ous watering The power for the 

extension of cell life seems to have 

departed. 
There are many human plants of 

similar nature. Early in life they 

settle into grooves from which no- 

thimg can displace them. There is 

no further growth, no more progress 

for them. They have reached their 

goal. 
Employees often think that they 

that 

others less deserving are pushed 

ahead of them, when the real trouble 
is with themselves. They have ccas- 

ed to grow. They continue to move 

in a circle. They have not been wise 
enough to keep pace with the trend 

of the times. 
- + 

BABY’S VITALITY. 

The vitality of infants and young 

ghildren is at its lowest point dur- 

ing the hot weather. More children 

die in summer than at any other 

season. This is because the little 

ones suffer more from bowel troub- 

les, are nervous, weak, sleepless and 

jrritable. Prompt action often saves 

a, valuable little life, and troubles o
f 

this kind can be promptly met and 

cured by giving the little _ones 

Baby's Own Tablets, which should be 

kept in every home ready for emer- 

gencies. These Tablets speedily res 

lieve, and promptly cure all stomach,
 

owel and other hot weather ail- 

aros4 and give sound refreshing 

sleep. Mrs. P. Ferguson, 105 Mans» 

field street, Montreal, says: ‘My 

baby was attacked with dysentry 

and was hot and feverish. 1 gave 

m Baby's Own Tablets and they 

mptly cured him. Before this 

e had’ been rather delicate, but 

since using the Tablets he has been 

better and stronger in every way.” 

} These Tablets can be given with 

‘an absolute certainty that they will 

do good to all children from a new 

born upwards. They contain no opi- 

ate or poisonous ‘‘soothing’’ stuff. 

Sold by medicine dealers or mailed 

‘at 25 cents a box by writing direct 

to Dr. Williams Medicine Co., Brock 
wille, Ont. 

4 
REFRESHMENT 

The proprietor who has been work- 
ing hard for several months needs a 
rest. The employes who have been 
working faithfully for a busy sea- 
son need a rest. The people of the 
town and country surrounding who 
have been buying liberally need a 
rest. It is the rest scason, the va- 
cation time of the year. The store 
will be the better for the vacations 
taken bv all connected therewith. The 
place will be the brighter for turn- 
ing the employes out to rub against 
new ideas and new opportunities. The 
customers may be the better for get- 
ting away and seeing how the stores 
in other towns are couducted. If 
the merchant is careful in piecing 
out the vacations he will find the 
store management is not embarrass- 
ed by the absence of the clerks and 
will be better cquipped for larger 
business and better work when the 
vacationers come back. A trip to 
lakes, mountains, seashore or coun- 
try will get the musty ideas of the 
old season out of the brain. of the 
hard worker and will put new en- 
ergy into each. Vacations pay, even 
if they are made at the expense of 
the establishment. They are far 
more desirable since the better class 
of emploves are willing te pay their 
own expenses and welcome the op- 
portunity to get away if they want 
to go. Other ways may be devised 
by which the store force can be re- 
juvenated but none can be used as 

easily and successfully. 
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Deafness Cannot Be Cured 
by local applications as they cannot 
rcach the diseased portion of the ear. 
There is only one way to cure deafness, 
and that is by constitutional remedies. 
Deafness is caused by an inflamed con- 
dition of the mucous lining of the Eus- 
tachian Tube. When this tube is inflam-~ 
ed you have a rumbling sound or ims! 
perfect hearing, and when it is entirely 
closed, Deafness is the result, and un- 
less the inflammation can be taken out 
and this tube restored to its nermal 

condition, hearing will be destroyed for- 

ever. Nine cases out of ten are caused 

by Catarrh, which is nothing but an 
Inflamed condition of the mucous sere 

vices. 
We will Fin One Hundred Dollars for 

any case o Deafness (caused by catarrh) 

that cannot be cured by Hall's Catarrh | 

Send for circulars, free. 

7. J. CHENEY & CQ., Toledo, OU. 

Sold by Druggists, Toc. 
_ Jade amily Pills are the best. 
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NOT WHAT SHE EXPECTED. 

“What was the happiest moment 
of your life?’ asked the sentimental 
maiden. 
“Why do you ask?’ inquired 

practical matron. 
“Oh, I have a theory,” replied the 

sentimental maiden, ‘that practical- 
ly the same caures contribute to the 
happiest moment in every woman's 

Cure. 

the 

» 

life. 1 knew how it is in my own 
case. Last evening Arthur told me 
~but first tell me about the happi- 

est moment in yours.” 
“Well,”” replied 

thoughtfully, 
the matron, 

*“1 think the happiest 
moment in ay life was about two 
years ago. I had been without a 
girl for three weeks, and was just 
about discouraged when one applied 
fo. the place. That made me rea- 
sonanly happy, but when she said 
ghe didn’t object to children, wanted 
only one evening out a week and 
was willing to do the washing, why 
—well, that was the happiest mo- 
ment of my life.”’ 

. a 
EXPECTED, BUT 

“Bobby, your mamma tells 
you are & very sharp boy, and she 
expects you to be a great man,” 
said Mr. Blossom, as he sat waiting 

for Bobby's sister. 

moe 

“Ma never does ’spect nothin’ 
right. She doesn’t know what she’s 
talkin’ about, She told pa she 
'spected you and my sister would be 
matried fore swmmmer, and that was 

more’'n a year ago.’ 

in Peace 
SRT ET 

CHAPTER XXIII.—Cont. 

“But,” added Mrs. Wylie with con- 
viction, ‘he is not half good enough 
for you.” 

Brenda smiled a little wistfully 
and rose to preside at the tea-tray, 
which the maid brought in at that 
moment. 
During their 

evening that followed there were 
other things to talk of, and it was 
only after dinner, when they were 
left alone with their work and their 
books, that Mrs. Wylie made refer- 
ence to the afternoon’s proceedings. 
“On my way back from Hicks’,” 

she said conversationally, “I met 
Sir Edward.” 

““Ah! Indeed! '. .- ”’ ' 
Brenda looked up from the heavy 

volume on her lap and waited with 

some interest. Mrs. Wylie paused 
some time before continuing. She 
leant to - one side and took up a 
large work-basket, ' in which she 
searched busily for something. 

“Yes,”” she murmured at length, 

with her face literally in the gasket; 
“and . . . Theo is in St. Peters- 
burg!”’ 
“St. Petersburg!’’ repeated Brenda 

slowly. “In the winter. I rather 
envy him!” 
“I do not imagine,” said Mrs. 

Wylie, still occupied with the di- 
shevelled contents of her work- 
basket, “that he is there on plea- 
sure.” 
Brenda laughed lightly. 

‘““Theo,”’ she observed in a casual 
way, ‘‘is not much given to pleasure 
in an undiluted state.” 
“I like a man who takes life and 

his life's work seriously.” 
“So do I,” assented Brenda indif- 

ferently. 
She knew that Mrs. Wylie was 

studying her face with kindly keen- 
ness, and so she smiled in a friendlv 
way at the fire, which seemed to 
dance and laugh in reply. 
“Is it generally known that he is 

in St. Petersburg?’ she asked with 
some interest. 

““Oh, no! Sir Edward told me in 
confidence. He says that it does 
not matter much, but that he and 
Theo would prefer it not being talk- 
ed about.” 
“Why has he gone?’ asked the girl. 
Mrs. Wylie laid aside the basket 

and looked across at her companion 
with a curious, baffled smile. 

simple tea and the| 

Or, The End of It All 
i OrTheEndofltAl 

and War | 

decided upon and arranged; neverthe- 
less, there was a look of anxiety on 
her round face when she sought her 
room that night. 
“I wish,”” she observed to her own 

reflection in the looking-glass, “‘that 
I knew what to do. TI must be a 
terrible coward. It would be so 
very easy to ask Brenda outright 

. though . I know what the 
answer would be poor child! 
And I might just as well have spok- 
ten out boldly when I went to see 
him that night. It is a difficult 
predicament, because—they are both 
so strong!” 

PREEE 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

It does not fall to the lot of many 
travelers by sea to plough through 

bg yellow broken waters of the Ger- 

‘man Ocean where the coast of Sui- 

folk lies low and fertile. Thus it 
(happens that these shores are little 

visited, and never overrun by the 

cheap tourist. Upon this bleak, 

shingly shore there are little villages 

and small ancient towns quite un- 

known to the August holiday-seeker. 
who prefers crowding down to the 

south coast. 
Sufiolk by the sea is not all marsh 

There are high sand-dunes, where 
oaks grow to a wonderful stature 

and a mighty toughness; where clean- 

limbed beeches rustle melodiously in 
the breeze that is never still on the 
hottest autumn day; and where 
pines grow straight and tall despite 
the salty breath of ocean. 
The little town of Wyvenwich lies 

upon the northern slope of such a 

bank as this. Before it spreads a 

bleak sandy plain seven miles across, 

while behind all is fertility and 
leafy luxuriance. To the south, 

over the hill, lies a wast purple 

a mixed forest of pine, ouk and 

beech shuts out further investiga- 

tion. The heathland slopes gently 

down to a vast marsh, in the midst 

of which stands a solitary red-brick 

cottage, the home of the marsh-man. 

The nearest house to it is the Miz- 

zen Heath Coastguard Station, set 

back from the greedy sea upon the 

height of the moor; and beyond that 

surrounded by trees on all sides ex- 
cept the front, is Wyl's Hall. 
The parish register tells of Wylies 

since the thirteenth century. Noth- 
ing of great importance, perhaps, 

but the mame is there, and the pos- 

“I don’t know,’’ she answered. 
“I suppose,’ she said presently, as 

she turned a page, ‘‘that it means 
war.” 

The widow shrugged her shoulders. 
“We must not get into the habit,” 

she suggested, ‘‘of taking it for 
granted that every action of Theo's 
means that.” 
“He lives for war,” said the 

wearily as she bent over her 
with decision. 
Mrs. Wylie worked on in silence. 

She had no desire to press the sub- 
ject, and Brenda's statement was 
undeniable. 

They now returned to their respec- 
tive occupations, but Brenda knew 
that at times her companion’s eyes 
wandered from the work toward her 

own face. Mrs. Wylie was evidently 
thinking actively—not passively, as 
was her wont. The result was not 
long in forthcoming. 
“My dear,”” she said energetically, 

“I have been thinking. Let us go 
down to Wyl's Hall.” 
Brenda pondered for a few seconds 

before replying. It was the first 
time that there had been any men- 
tion of the old Suffolk house since 
its master’s sudden death. Mrs. 
Wylie had never crossed the thresh- 
old of this, the birthplace of many 
Wylies (all good sailors and true 
men), since she returned in the Her- 
mione to Wyvenwich a childless 
widow. All this Brenda knew, and 
consequently attached some import- 
ance to the suggestion. During the 
last six months they had lived on in 
an unsettled way from day to day. 
Both had, perhaps, been a little 
restless. There was a want of home- 
liness about the chambers in Sufiolk 
Mansions: not so much, perhaps, in 

the rooms themselves as in the 
stairs, the common door with its 

civil porter, and the general air of 

joint proprietorship. 
Brenda did not lose sight of the 

possibility that Mrs. Wylie might be 

longing for the familiar faces and 

pleasant voices of the humble dwel- 

Jers in Wyvenwich; but the proposal 

to return to Wyl's Hall was appar- 

ently unpremeditated, and therefore 
the girl doubted its sincerity. 

girl 
book 

‘“Not on my account?’ she in- 
quired doubtfully, without looking 

up. * 
“No. On my own. I am longing 

for the old place, Brenda. This fog 

jand gloom makes one think of the 

| brightness of Wyvenwich and the 
sea, which is always lovely in a 

frost. Let us go at once—to-morrow 

or the next day. The winter is by 

no means over yet, and London is 

detestable. Even if we are snowed 

up at Wyl’'s Hall, it does not mat- 
ter much, for it is always bright and 
cheery despite its loneliness. We will 
take plenty of books and work.” 
The girl made no further demur, 

and presently caught the infection of 
her companion’s cheerful enthusiasm. 
Mrs. Wylie possessed the pleasant 
art of making life a comfortable 
thing under most circumstances, and 
for such as her a sudden move has 
no fears. While Trist adapted him- 

(self to circumstances, 
! seemed to adapt circumstances to 

{ herself, which is, perhaps, the ‘more 
difiicult art. 
The good lady seemed somewhat 

relieved when the move was finally 

Mrs. Wylie | 

sessors of it appear to have done 

their duty faithfully in the state of 

life in which they were placed. And 

now the old race is extinct. A 

lonely widow, childless, almost kin- 

less, lives in Wyl’s Hall; and the 

last possessor of the name, kindly, 

honest Admiral Wylie, lies in his 

great solitude among the nameless 

northern dead, far away in the de- 

serted Norse churchyard upon the 

mountain-side. 
Brenda Gilholme found a place for 

herself. Even to her it was clear 

that Mrs. Wylie had need of someone 

to bear her company in her widow- 

hood, and so she stayed unguestion- 

ingly at Wyl’s Hall now that Mrs. 
Wylie had returned there. 
Here she lived just like an ordin- 

ary little country maiden. She 

knew all about the tides, and sym- 

pathized with the marshman, when 

‘the north-east winds blew against 

the ebbing tide, and laughed at his 

five creaking windmills. She learnt 

the names of all the six stalwart 

coastguardsmen stationed at Mizzen 
Heath, and was deeply wversed in the 
smuggling lore of this famous smug- 

gling country. These coastguards- 

men, with their civil tongues and 

jready ways, occupied an important 

| position in the domestic economy of 
Wyl’s Hall. Their little turf refuge 
was at the foot of the kitchen gar- 
den, and there a pleasant-spoken 

man was to be found by night and 
day. 
Women are weak where sailors are 

concerned. Mrs, Wylie set an ex- 
ample with the IL.ondon newspaper, 

and the portly cook followed with 
surreptitious cold pudding when her 
dishes were washed on a warm even- 
ing. There was always something 
requiring a man’s hand at Wyl's 
Hall, and the coastguards had a 
certain leisure, during which the 
most somnolent could scarcely sleep. 
No man slumbers quite peacefully 
about five o'clock in the evening, 
however actively employed he may 
have been during the previus night; 

‘and, indeed, at all times of day or 
Inight there was usually one of the 
six Mizzen Heath guardians awake 
and off duty. 
Into this little world, shut off by 

shallow seas’ in front, closed in by 
vast moors behind, Brenda had 
quietly made her way like some new 
and gracious flower when the flowers 
of earth were still frozen in. In it 
she had found a place, among its 
‘denizens a welcome. And this was 
life. This the end and aim of all 
existence. To do a little good, to 

| leave a pleasant memory in a few 

| hearts. 
| Mrs. Wylie was almost her old self 
again. At times the former cheer- 
‘fulness of demeanor would lighten 
up the old house. There was the 
‘same capable sense of comfort in 
her presence, the same readiness to 
make the best of unpropitious en- 
| vironments. Her own sorrow, 
ler publicly aired, was hidden deeply 
| beneath a certain cheerfulness which 
‘can only be described as worldly. 
If he never referred to her late hus- 
‘band in touching terms, it was not 
‘because his memory was devoid of 
imeaning to her; it was because she 
cordially disliked any approach to 
{cant, because the memory was too 
sacred a thing to be discussed. Of 
course, society at large and her 

| neighbors in particular had a say in 
ithe matter—the usual kind of say— 
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flavored with tea and thin bread, 
garnished with spite and kindly mal- 
ice. But Mrs. Wylie had always 
been rashly indifferent fo criticism, 

All threcugh Februa'yv and March 
the two ladies had lived happily at 
Wyl's Hall, without ionging for the 
busier life of l.:ndon. At times 
Mrs. Wylie heard abopt Theodore— 
usually a vague rumor that he was 
in London, or Paris, or Berlin, and 
once directly from him a short note, 
sent with some quaint old jewelry 
he had brought back from the Slav- 
onski Bazar in Moscow for herself 
and Brenda. 
March was drawing to a close, and 

the low Sufiolk lands were already 
green by reason ot their dampness, 
when a second communication arriv- 
ed at Wyl’s Hall from the busy cor- 
respondent. 
“May I,”” he asked tersely, ‘‘come 

down for a day or two to see you ? 
Please answer by telegraph.” 
The note came at breakfast-time, 

anid a messenger was at once dis- 
patched to Wyvenwich, with a tele- 
gram. 
“It is quite an age since we have 

seen Theo,”” observed Mrs. Wylie 

pleasantly, as she wrote out the 

message. 
Brenda, who was occupied with 

her letters, acquiesced carelessly; but 
in a few moments she laid the com- 
munications aside anl took up the 
newspaper. With singular nonchal- 
ance she opened it and went toward 
the window. There was nothing 
very peculiar in this action, and 
vet the girl’s movements were in 
some slight and inexplicable way em- 
barrassed. It seemed almost as if 
she did not wish Mrs. Wylie to no- 
tice that she was looking at the 
newspaper. During hreakfast there 
was a furtive anxiety visible in the 
manner and voice of these deceitful 
women. Each attemped to rejoice 
openly over the advent of Theodore 
Trist, and at the same time careful- 

ly avoided sceking a reason for his 
unusual mode of procedure; for 
Trist was a man who never invited 

himself. 
While the table was being cleared 

Brenda left the room on some small 

errand, and Mrs. Wylie literally 

pounced upon the newspaper the 

moment the door was closed. With 

practiced hand and eye she sought 

the column containing foreign in- 

telligence. ICagerly she scanned 

the closely-printed lines. but disap- 

pointment was the evident result. 
“Not a word,’’ she reflected—' ‘not 

a word. But perhaps that is all 
the worse. Theo is coming down 
here for some specific reason, I am 
sure. dither to say good-bye or— 

or for something else. War—war— 

war ! I feel it in the air !”’ 
And the good lady stood there in 

the bow-window gazing through the 
rime-shaded panes away across the 
moor, over the green and mournful 

sea. 

CHAPTER XXV. 

It happened that there were some 
warm balmy days toward the end 
of March, and on one of these Theo- 
dore 'Trist arrived at Wyvenwich. 

Mrs. 
little platform to meet him, and the 
elder lady, in her practical way, 
noted the lightness of his baggage 
and drew her own conclusions. 
They walked to Wyl's Hall 

through the High Stieet of the lit- 
tle town, down toward the sea, up 

a steep path on the clifi, and finally 
across the moor. All green things 
were budding, tender shoots and 
bold weeds alike. Overhead the 

larks were singing in gladsome chor- 

us. Side by side the three friends 
walked, and talked of—the weather. 

I mention it because none of the 
three took much interest in the mat- 
ter, as a rule, nor ever talked of 

it. 
“Spring is upon us again,” Mrs. 

Wylie had said during the first 
pause. 
“Yes,” answered Trist; ‘‘this wea- 

ther always makes me restless.” 
“More so than usual ? inquired 

Brenda innocently. 
Trist looked at her sidegays. 
““Yes,”” he murmured, ‘‘more so 

than usual. I suppose a new fund 
of energy creeps into my somnolent 
being.”’ 
“Do you really believe,”” inquired 

Mrs. Wylie, with exceeding great in- 
terest, ‘‘that the weather has so 
much effect upon one as that ?”’ 
“I am sure of it. There is no 

denying the fact ‘that in the spring- 
time, when all things are beginning 
to grow, men grow energetic. If 
they be working, they work harder; 
fighting, fight harder; playing, play 
harder. The majority of events 
happen in the first six months of the 
year.”’ 

“So the unexpected 
pected before July,” 
Wylie quietly. 
“That may 

times.”’ 
Thus they talked on in vague com- 

monplaces, not entirely devoid of a 
second meaning perhaps. Brenda 

may be ex- 
suggested Mrs. 

be expected at all 

nev- | scarcely joinad in the conversation. 
It was enough for her to listen to 
these two strangely assorted friends, 
who seemed to her analytical mind 
to be rather different in each other’s 
company than they were before the 
rest of the world. 
When they had reached the house 

the girl went upstairs to remove her 
hat and jacket, leaving her two 
companions together in the library. 
This was g good-sized room, with 
a broad old-fashioned bow-window, 

even the panes of glass 
were curved, while all round it there 

(tone. 

logs of driftwood burnt slowly 
| silently, with a steady glow of heat, 

was a low window-seat softly cush- 
In the broad fireplace some 

and 

as only driftwood burns. 
Trist went straight to the window 

and stood in the center of it, with 
his strong lean hands hanging idly. 
His eyes were soft and meek and 
dreamy as ever, while his limbs 
seemed full of strength and energy. 
The old incongruity was still 
parent. 
Mrs. Wylie followed him, and seat- 

ed herself by the window at the end 
of the bow, so that the man’s pro- 

ap- 

file was visible to her. Thus they 
remained for some seconds: then he 
turned with grave deliberation and 
met her steady gaze. 
“Well— ?"" she inquired. 

“Well—?’" he reiterated, 
‘““How long are you going to 
stay ?”’ 

“Till Monday.” 
“This being Friday—"’ 
He signified assent and turned 

away again. 
“Why have you come ?” asked 

Mrs. Wylie abruptly, after a short 
pause, 
This time he avoided meeting her 

eves by the simple expedient of 
staring out of the window. 

“I do not know—"" he replied, with 
some hesitation, 
“Yes—vou do!” 
He wheeled round upon his heels 

and looked down at her with an 

aggravatingly gentle smile. 
“Yes, Theo, you do! Why have 

you come ?”’ 
“May 1 not be allowed,”” he asked 

Wylie and Brenda were on the | 

lightly, ‘“‘a certain desire to 
you and—DBrenda ?’’ 
“You may,” she replied; ‘but that 

is not the reason of your coming.’’ 
She settled herself more 

ably on the window-seat, laid aside 

see 

her muff, loosened her jacket, and 

composed herseli to a long wait 
with a cheery determination emin- 

ently characteristic. 
“In the spring—'" he began, in a 

patient voice which seemed to con- 

tain the promise of a long story. 

The voung man’s fancy—'"' contin- 

uad Mrs. Wylie. 
“Lightly turns,” he said gravely, 

taking up the thread, ‘to thoughts 

of——war.”’ 
At the last word he lowered his 

voice suddenly, and turned upon her 

as if to see its efilect. She merely 

raisad her eyebrows and looked at 

him speculatively. At last she gave 

a little nod of the head, signifying 

comprehension. 
“Then you 

good-bye ?"’ . 
Here her voice failed a little. With 

care she could have prevented such 

an occurrence; but perhaps she spoke 

a trifle recklessly—perhaps she did 

not care to conceal the feeling which 

was betrayed by that passing break 

{i= her mellow sympathetic tones. 

When it was too late, she closed her 

lips with a small snap of determin- 

ation, and looked up at him smiling 

defiantly. 
“Not necessarily,”” he replied cool- 

ly. “It may mean that; or, at 

least, it may mean that I am sum- 

moned away at such short notice 

that there will be no opportunity of 

coming agam. Personally, 1 should 

prefer it to be so. The pastime of 
saying good-bye may possess a cer- 

tain sentimental value, but it is a 

weakness which is best avoided.” 
Mrs. Wylie continued to watch the 

have come to say— 

young man’s face with speculative 

criticism. It is just possible that 

she suspected him of talking non- 

sense, as it were, against time or 

against himself. 
“Is your information of a general 

description, or have you certain ad- 

vice that war is imminent ?"’ 

Trist smiled almost apologetically 

as he replied, with caution. 
“I have reason to believe 

there will be a big war before 
summer.’ 

“Turkey and Russia, of course ?”’ 

ov 4 Tims 

“And you go with Turkey, I sup- 
pose 2’ 

pak {as 
“The losing side again ?"’ inquired 

Mrs. Wylie diplomatically. 

“Probably; but not without a 

good fight for it. It will not be 

such an easy matter as the Russians 

imagine.” 
“Where will you 

persistent lady. 
ple on——"’ 
“At the front !"’ said Trist. 
“Do you know,” said Mrs. 

in a hali-shamedfaced way, “I be- 
lieve 1 am beginning to lose my 

nerve. Is it a fortaste of approach- 

ing old age? 1 really believe 1 am 

going to be anxious about you.” 

that 

the 

be 2°’ asked the 

“At Constantino- 

Wylie, 

Her semi-bantering tone justified 
Trist's easy laugh. He took if for 
granted that Mrs. Wylie was not 
speaking seriously. 
“You must not allow yourseli,’”” he 

expostulated, ‘“‘to get into bad hab- 
its of that sort.” 

“Still,” argued the widow in the 
same tone, ‘I do not sec why you 
should be free from the restraining 
and salutary feeling that there is 
gomeone waiting for you at home.” 

It was hard to tell whether Mrs. 
Wylie meant more than the mere 
words conveyed or no. Trist seem- 
ed to hesitate before replying. 
“I am never free from that—but it 

is not necessary; my foolhardy days 

are over.” 
“And this is to be the last time?” 

said Mrs. Wylie, consoling herself. 
“Yes. The last time !”’ 

(To be Continued.) 

HI} TROUBLES | 
NEVER CAME BACK 

ERNEST GRANT TOOK DODD'S 

KIDNEY PILLS—THEY RE- 

MOVED THE CAUSE. 

He Had Backache and Urinary 

Troubles for Twelve Years Be- 

fore he Used the Great Kidney 

Remedy. 

Montreal, July 27.—(Special.— 
Ernest Grant, 2874 Urbain street, 

this city, is among those who never 

let an opportunity pass to say a 

good word for Dodd's Kidaey Pills. 

He has his reasons for this, and here 
they are in his own words: 
“I had been troubled with Back- 

ache and Kidney Discase for twelve 
yvears,”” says Mr. Grant. ‘‘My urine 
was very dark and high colored. I 
would lose my rest at night on ac- 
count of having to rise so often to 
urinate. I could get nothing to 

help me. 
“I tried several remedies, but all 

failed until IT used Dodd’s Kidney 
Pills. When I had taken four boxes, 
I was able to go to bed and take 
my rest, my Backache left me and I 
was cured. 

disease never comes back. They re- 

comfort- | 

: 

It has never come back.” | jean by doing 
When Dodd's Kidney Pills cure, the | % 
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Mixed 

Ceylon Green 

St TRU 

TI ELS TD WO SRS TRA. RET  — 

Forty Cents 
Should be Fifty 

delicious tasting tea in the universe, 

¥ 
' 

A queer cavalcade it 

Carting Blue Ribbon Tea to Colombo 

When Blue Ribbon Tea is hermetically sealed in lead it is 

carted from the upland districts of the interior of Ceylon—where 

only the best tea grows —to Colombo, there to 

be shipped to Canada, 

makes—but it carries the richest, creamiest, most 
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PATHOS MOVES NURSE. 
er —— 

Mother Love Changes Her Opinion 

The visiting nurse set out on her 
errand of mercy in a rebellious 
mood. This nursing was a wretched | 
business. There was nothing in it | 
but work, work—always work, how- 
ever much the spirit might flag and 
the body grow weary. That there 
was poetry in helpfulness was a 

cream of the imagination. | 
The woman drew her cloak 

closely about her 
chill which follows 
east wind is blowing. 
comfort turned 

more 

to keep out the 
rain when the 
Her own dis- 

her thoughts upon 
human suflering—the futility of it 

| 
| 

of her Calling. | 

| 
| 
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all. She began to speculate upon 
the case before her with that indifi- 
erence which comes from living too 
close to the world of pain. The ap- 
plication for aid had said that a 

young woman was dying, destitute, 
leaving a little child a few months 

old. 
The nurse's mind lingered over the 

situation. Little children always 

moved her to tenderness, and she 

could not keep from wondering about 

this helpless little one who was soon 

to be leit alone. And the mother— 
how did it seem to her? The nurse 

herself had once been happy holding 
a little child close in her arms. She 

in her lonely walk. 
In softened mood the nurse came 

into her patient’s quiet room. In 

her new sympathy she was touched 

by the plain neatness of the place 

and by the aspect of the slight form 

on the bed. - 
It seemed to her incredible that 

even life could have touched roughly 

so tender and so young a thing. 

There must be some brute instinct 

in the vital force that moves the 

universe; how else could that frail 

creature lie on her bed of pain 
coughing away the little hope that 

she still held of a to-morrow with 

the tiny babe beside her? Yet per- 

haps earthly to-morrows were not 

needed by such as she. Certainly it 

would seem from her expression that 

she found the present joy enough. 

Her eyes did not leave the baby’s 

face. 
“It’s strange,” she said, ‘‘do you 

know I'm lonely, just a little. The 

little fellow seems so far away some- 

how just because I can put my arms 

about him.” 
She fell back on the pillow white 

and mute. The future, her future, 

dropped its pale curtain low, and 

the room grew dark upon the nurse's 

sight once more. 

+ 
LEFT IN PEACE AND PIECES. 

’ 
“Please, sir,”” said the new office 

boy, ‘‘I took this letter where you 

told me to, but the lady wasn’t in, 

so I've brought it back.” 
“Brought it back, have you?’ fum- 

ed the irate merchant. “What d'yer 

that? You don’t 

seem to have any more sense than a 

hard-boiled egg. Take it again, and 
move the cause. 

+ 

THE WORTH OF WORK, 

No man is safe from the sufferings 
of over-warm weather. No escape has 

been found from bodily discomfort 

where the thermometer runs above 

ninety. The best way to reduce to 
a minimum the physical discomfort 

is to hustle for business and forget 

the trying condition. 
is warm, think of something else and 
the heat will not be so offensive. If 

the" perspiration starts out of the 

pores, think as little of it as possi- 

ble, and think as much of something 

else. Work will prevent suffering 

from the heat, and a struggle 

more business will give a better feel- 

ing to those who are associated with 

ithe one who runs the business. 

day is so long as the idle day, and 

as the idler. 

therefore help his employes and his 

customers to a better appreciation of 

to occupy the minds of those 

ed. 
ry 

LITTLE THOUGHTS 

Under a good cloak may be a bad 

man. 
The average reputation is too brit- 

tle for rough usage. 
After Nature stamps a man of 

genius, she breaks the die. 
The fish story is generally weighed 

and found wanting. 
The reversible cull realizes that one 

good turn descrves another. 

The brass band that plays the 

loudest does not make the most 

music. 

A tactiul man can pull the sting- 

er from a bee without getting stung. 

The slipper that spanks the chil- 

dren is the sceptre that rules the 

world. 
Beauty is only skin deep, but that’s 

man. 

A woman can hold a dozen 

pins in her mouth a great deal easier 

than she can hold her tongue. 
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Minard's Liniment Cures Dandruff 

deep enough to satisfy any reasonable 

Minard's Liniment for sale everywhere hair- | 

for | 

{ if she isn’t in leave it in the letter- 

| it wouldn't go under 

If the weather | p,,ugh the keyhole, 

box, or push it under the door; leave 

it somewhere—go; go, before I bite 

you!’ 
Presently the youth returned, and 

a satisfied expression was in his eye. 

mon jun.?’’ queried the merchant. 

““Yessir,”” said the sparkling lad, 

“1 couldn't reach the letter-box, and 

the door, so 
and bunged 

sir Was that 
| tore it in pieces 

right, sir?”’ 

1 

No | 
Ee 

no one suffers so seriously from heat | 
The business man can | 

| 189,728,538 

their comforts by providing bargains | 
whose | 

ER 

Little David—‘‘Ma, can I play | 

makin’ believe? I'm entertainin’ an- | 
{ other little boy.” His Ma—*‘'Yes, 

| dear. of course.” Little David—‘All 

right. Gimive some cake for him!" 

| 
| 

calloused lumps 
blosd spavin 

stifles 

Removes all hard, soft or 

and blemishes from horses, 

surbs, splints, ring lone, sweenty, 

Save $50 by use of one botuls. 

the ad Y wonderful Blemish 

known. 

BXPORTS AND IMPORTS. 

British has 

of gold “and 
Colunibia 

worth 

$H8,089,572 
The French colonial party 

tural harbor at the extreme north 

of Madagascar, made a Gibraltar, 

from which France could dominate 

the Indian ocean. 

The production of petroleum 

Roumania has grown from 

tons in 1893 to 310,000 tons in 

1902. Three companies practically 

control the entire industry. 
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lived the joy over again and sighed | 

worth of coal amd coke. 

4 Goodness First— Price Afterwards 

Experiment 

with 
other and 
inferior 

brands, 

U3E 

id 

NAD 
wy (Ry 4 

NY 

— 

but 

La 

Mrs. WINSLO 
millions of mot 
Itzeothes the child, 
wind colic, regulates 
best remedy for Diarrhcea. 

wealth is, 

when I was" poor.” 
fm ot — 

Should be the motto in purchasing household asticles— 

mere especially in woodenware. { 

GANE'S 
are the goods it pays the 

means taking 
plying you with these bearing the 

ewmark et’’,—popularly priced. 

“Just as good” 
yonr dealer su 
name ‘‘Cane, 

w cannot 

For Over Sixty Years 

Friend—‘ ‘Now that you have made | 

millions, 
Bullion—‘‘I shall retire, 
myself telling people what a burden 

happy I was 

what will you do?” 

and how 

get 

| 

. C. RICHARDS & Co. 

Dear 
ARD’'S LINIMENT 
gtable for over a year and consider 

it the very best for horse flash I cap 103 Bay 8t., TORONTO __ on patents, &o, 

Sir,—I have 

and strongly recommend it. 
GEO. HOUGH. 

Idivery Stables, Quebec. 
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W'S SOOTHING SYRUP has been used by 

hers for their chiluren while teething. | 

ftens the guns. aliays pain, cured | 

the Seometh and hewels, and is tho | 

Twenty-five cents a botula | 

Bold by druggists throughout the world. Be sure and | 

ask for ** MES. WINSLOW'S SOOTHING SYRUP.” 23-714 

Old 

and amuse 

in the livery 

used av RIDOUT 

PAILS ano 
TUBS 

to purchase. 
Insist on 

housewife 
chances. 

make a man moral | TEESE TR AE REL By 
it can make him decidedly un- 

comfortable if he is immoral. INFANTS’ 
DELIGHT 

Toilet Soap 
Best for § Best for 
Big Folks y Little Folks 

IID EEC 

JOHN TAYLOR & CO. 

Perfumers and Soap Makers 

aia 

PATENTS Line: COUNTRIES, 
SPECIAL 
ATTENTION, 
TO PATENT 
LITIEGATION, | 

Send for Handbook 

| 
| 

MAYBEE 
— 

If scientific prineipals count for — 

the patent inflated air pad truss sho lon 

success. lt holds the parts ih such positio 

shut with fair play they must beal, 1: is light 

and comforiabie to wear, and your confid 

is restored the mpment it is adjustéd. 

cap procure it only from the Belt and Tras 

Mfg. Co... Hernia Specialists, 433 Spadim 
| A 

 noight.”’ 

| Mrs. Hogan—*‘Och, me man hez th’ 

most tirrible noightmares. 
be pufling, 

He 

Mrs. 

1 moost be noight-motors he has.” 

| 
| 

“You left it this time, eh, Solo-|anna 

EXCURSION. 

|Ever pldnoned goes via Lackaw- 
August 11. All trains. To 

‘advertise its scenery, service and 

CHEAPEST NEW YORK 

| squipment, the Lackawanna Railroad 
will, on Aug. 11, put on sale tickets 

1 at Buffalo at £9.00 the round trip, 

it 'good for 15 days 
| the 

returning. This 

longest limit ever given. 15 

| Choice of five trains leaving Bufialo 
fat 2.45 and 8 a.m., 5.30, 8.45 and 

| trip 

Geo. 

11.30 p.m. 

ENGLISH SPAVIN LINIMENT x 1c 
lawanna Limited, 

| service. 
i special diagrams 

sprains, sore and swolien throat, ceu
ghs, cic | 

Warvanted | 

Jf you want a ten hour 
it will cost $9.50 on the Lack- 

the finest train in 

For our 

will be sent to 

Bazzard, 

| What ever you do, mave reservations 

now 

| other excursions write Fred P. Fox, | 

produced | as Sap Bufialo, nN. Y. 

De 

wish | fortune.” 

j } : '¢ | the port of Diego-Suariez, a fine na- that's why they say ‘money talks.” ’ 

minds might otherwise be unoccupi- 

Lever's Y-Z (Wise Head) Disinfect- 

| ant 
|} 

jn | bath, softens 

56,000 fects. 
! 

Doctor—‘Put out 

Ker-| Little Tommy—*‘‘No fear 

. For particulars of this and 

Style—‘“A woman's face is her 
Gunbusta—‘‘1 suppose 

Soap Powder dusted in the 
the water and disin- 

—_—— 

vour tongue.” 

I did that 

cone and gasoline 20 principally Lol to the teacher yesterday and got an 

(Germany, Great Jritain, 

Bulgaria and France, ‘while the 

greater part of the exports of crude 

oil is taken by Ausgro-Hungarian 

refiners, 
——— 

Hinard's Liniment Relieves Heuralgla 
{ 

do? 

| over 

| my presents back.” 

enced 

PATENTS 
Ge 

Fdith— ‘Oh, 

Norway, | gwful hiding.” 

Wincrd's Liniment Cures Bums, ele.) 
Fithel, 

Jack says he supposes it's all 

between us, and that he'll send 

Fdith (experi- 
1)—“Tell him to bring them.” 

do 
an’ starting, an’ jump- 

|ing, an’ groaning the whole blessed 
Grogan—‘‘Sure it 

Canadian friends 

38 Yonge street, To- 

Cure eve |ronto, where bookings can be made. 

- 

what shail I! ' 

Ave,, Toronto. Write now, 

22—47 

Sominion Line Steamshipe 
Montreal to Liverpool. Boston to Liver 

pool. Portland to Liverpool. Via Queens- 

town. * 

Large and Fast Steaaships. Supa acoomweoda
tion 

bor all classes of paseengers. Ba s and 

rre amidships. Special attention has been 

gecond Saloom and Third-Ciass accom 
atien. 

rates of passage and all partioulars, appl
y to any + 

of the Company, or 

Rats ME Gy PBST BS Frnt 

We have Mexicans, WE 

California Navels, HAVE 
Valencias, and TH 

Sevilles. BEST. 

BANANAS. 
Carload every week. All the above at 

market prices. We can also handle your 

Butter, Eggs, Poultry, 

' Maple Syrup and other preduce to advaa- 

tage for you. 

 ®ME DAWSON COMMISSION CO,, Limited,, 

| Gor. West tarket Bt, TOXONTO. 
1—45 
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| “What Luck!” 

Hl Libby Luncheons made ready in a 

tl few moments. 

| Veal Loaf Potted Turkey 
Deviled Ham Ox Tongue, &c. 

solicitors of Patents 

Toronto. 
Write for free advice 

nts’ Suits Cleaned 

SMITH & CAMERON 

Canada L fe Baildg, 

Quickly made ready to serve. 

| Are U. S. Government Inspected. 

. Keep in the house for emergencies—ior syp- 

pers—for sa dwiches—for any timg when yoy | 
| want somet ing good and wan it quick, | 

illustrated booklet, “Good Things tg 
{ ey . Send five 20 stamps for large Atlas 

| of the orld, in ° colors. ; 

a or Dyed ; also Ladies’ Wear of all kinds, | % . : 

She—‘‘Yes, that is Mr. Gamboge, | and House Hangings of every desaription. | | Libby, McNeill & Libby, Chicago, Hl. . 
the. srijet. ee wedded to his gRITISH AMERICAN DYBING CO'Y,|  § t—{ 
art. He—"" udging from his ap- Montreal, Torouto, Ottaws & Quebaed, | ‘ a 

pearance I should say that he didn’t 

marry for money." 1—44 | TISSUE NO. 81-03 


