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Rheumatism

No other disease makes one feel so old.

1t stiffens the joints, produces larneness,
and makes every motion painful,

It is sometimes 8o bad as wholly to disa-
bie, and it should never be neglected.

M. J. McDonald, Trenton, Ont., had it
after a severe attack of the grip: Mrs,
Hattie Turner, Bolivar, Mo, bad it s0
scverely she could not lift anything and
could scarcely get up or down stairs; W.
H. Shepard, Sandy Hook, Conn., was laid
up with it, was cold evean in July, and
could not dress himself,

According to testimonials voluntarily
given, these sufferers were permanently
relieved, as others have been, by

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

which corrects the acidity of the blpod
on which rheumatism depends and builds
up the whole system.

THE FAILURE.

She was a charmingly pretty girl, and
in her white satin evening gown, with the
pearls, ior which bher father, the great Cal-
ifornian millionaire, had paid a swall for-
tune, gleaming around her neck she pre-
sented a striking picture as she fullowed
her mother into Lady Dacre’s drawing.
room. But her pretty face wore a petu-
lent frown, and she answered her hostess’s
polite words of greeting in cold little
monosyllables which made the lady re
mark to herself afterwards that ‘“that lit-
tle Californian heiress creature might be
very good looking, but she certainly had
not got good enough blood in her veins
to justify her being so very standoffish
with her social superiors.

Poor Mrs, Montacute-Smith, who had
moved heaven and earth to obtain this
invitation from l.ady Dacre—well known
to be one of the most exclusive women
ia Society—looked at her daughter with
horror and dismay.

“Well, Cora, my dear,” she said, as Lady
Dacre’s attention being occupied by other
arrivals, they moved on, and being in the
uwbhappy position of knowing no one in
the room except the hostess, seated them-
selves on two chairs in a solitary corner—
“] must eay that youar manners with her
ladyship were extremely ill-bred and uu-
ladylike. What will she think of you?”’
Cora gave a little impatient shrug of her
shoulders.

)
)

“She’ll thivk what’s the truth, mamma,
and nothing more,”” she responded—
“namely, that [’m jnst a wealthy, but
rather common girl from California, who
has educated out of her proper
sphere, and now has been brought over to
England by ner parents to see if a Season
in London will bring her any prize in the
Ob, ves. And 1’ve been
to-night against my will,
because Lady Dacre’s cousin, the Marquis |
of Windlehurst, 1s going to be prcsent,i
and you hope that I shall go to dinner
with him. Well, if I do, I’l]l be so abcm-

been

way of a title,

brought here

too!”
The girl said nothing, She sighed, &
little wearily, She wae getting rather
tired of everything—of the unceasing,
monotonous round of the London Season
—the daily routine of drives, balls and
divner parties, and above all her mother’s
conetant reproaches, Oh! how she longed
to be back again in California!

Ten minutes later a tall man, witha
good-natured rather ugly face, strolled
ap to the corner where Cora was . sitting,
alone, and utterly neglected. Her mother
had just gone off wilh her partner, a stout
old Cabinet Minister.

“I believe,” be said bowing, “that you
are my duplicate. Er—number fifteen.”
smiled.

first time that evening,

on his extended arm.”

“Yes,” she answered; 1 am fifteen.”

The man’s pleasant, ugly mouth relax-
ed into a rmile,

“In age, or in number?’’ he queried.

The girl gave a ringing, boyish laugh,
which madz the smile on his face deepen.
How bright she was! And how delight.
fully pretty!

“Oh, in number,’”’ she responded gaily.
“In age I am eighteen really.”

“Ten years younger than I am, then; I
am eight-and-twenty.”

This mutual confession established them
on a friendly footing—they were exchang
ing confidence already!-—and Cora, as a
moment later, she took her seat beside
him at the dinner table, felt that ghe not
only liked him rather, but very much in-
deed.

“If this is Lady Dacre’s idea of insipid-
ity,” she reflected, as she stole a glance at

in profile, looked very clever and distin-
guished— “then give me insipidity always.
And it is so nice to think that he isn’t a
nobleman, but only plain Mr. Traddles,
50 he can’t possibly think that I am try-
ing to catch him. Now I can talk with
him with ease and comfort, without hear-
ing people say, “There’s that vulgar little
California girl trying for a baronet!”
Nobody could possibly imagine that I was
trying to be Mrs, Traddles!”

of a very lively disposition—really—and
the ugly man, neticing her mirth, began
to laugh too, although he did not know
the reason why, and their friendship rip-
ened,

“I see you have a sense of humor,’” he
said, his eyes twinkling.

Cora nodded.

“Yes, she answered; “Isn’tita bless-
ing?”

And then they both laughed again,
thoroughly delighted with each other.

Ry the time the fish was removed she
had told him everything about herself and
her people, about her favorite books and
pursuite, her hobbies, and her wild, beau-
tifal home in California; and he, in his
turn, told her of his favorite recreations,

inably rude and disagreeable that he’ll
I hate vhis rub
bish about marrying for titles! I don’t |
[—” ’

never speak 1o me again,

want to marry at all!
Lady Dacre
carrying a |

Cora stopped suddenly.

was advancing towards them,

little satin bag in her band.
“Ob, Mrs,

claimed laughing—she looked very menry,

Montacate-Smith!’’ she ex-

like a mischievous schoolgirl, and her eyes
were dancing with mirth —*this isa new |
fad of mine—at least, it isn’t mine: I reaé :
ofitina But it’s '
See! We draw for partners—much more |
excitivg than the old-farbloned way of in- |

You take ounta num- {
|

nagazine, such fun!

troducing, isn’t it?

ber, and the gentleman with the corres.

ponding unumber takes you to dinner. |
Will you draw, please?” ~ |

She heid out the little bag with an in. |
Mrs,

plamp hand disappeared terough the op- |

viting smile. Monthcute-Smith’s |

ening
“I’'ve drawn five.”” she exclaimied, ex- |
amining her nuwber, “Now, Cora my |

dear—you.”

Cora drew, and ber mother watehed her ;
with Would her |
davghter’s with the |
one held by the Marquis of Windlehurst?

“My number iz fffteen,” said the girl
indifferently. F

breathless interest.

number correspond

“Fifteen!” swept |
round

Nli(‘i,

Lady Dacre’s eyes
“My dear girl,”

a little lau\,:b.

she |
(tl
aw s0 sorry for vou. I heard young Mr,
Traddles, of the Guards, telling my hus-
band just now that he bad drawn fifteen. |

the room.
presently, with

He is a most in<ipid youth—bhbe will bore |
you to distraction.
Mrs. Montacute-Smith’s fell, |
Where were her hopes of the Mar«lms?‘
Jut Cora herself looked utterly indiffer.
nt. |

|

face

“It does not matter,” she said, in her
blant, rather boyish manner; “l do not
care in the least whom I go into dinner
with,”

Mrs. Mont.
daughter.

Lady Dacre rustled away.
acute-Swith glanced at
“One thing 1 will say for you, Cora,” she
said, with acerbity, “your wmanners are
simply atrocious, simply atrocious, and 1
consider your season in London this year
bas been a hideous failure.
gle man have you been civii to—at least,
net ope man who was in any way eligible,
Axud as for this—this creature whom you |
are going to dinner with—well, he’s not |
worth beiag polite vo.
pet! Mr, Traddles!

her

Not one sin-

|
|
|
|
|

Not eveu a baro- '

What

4 name, '’

" 1ng child it wae!

{ flatter bim as
| done;

| meet him,

| am going to tell you a secret.

the books he liked best, and how devoted
he was to life in the country. When the
ice-pudding was handed round they felt
as if they had been bosom fricnds for cen-
turies.

“Do you know,” admitted Cora, her
cheeks flushing, and her eyes, dancing
with merriment, “l have taken a tremen-
dous fancy to you. You remind me of
my twin brother.”

“Do 177 He looked at her, with scarce-
ly concealed admiration, What a charm-
How naive! How de-
lightfully fresh and unsophisticated! He
wished that some of the insipid, affected
women that he met constantl y were more
like her.

“Yes. You are so like him, in—in ev-
ery way. In looks, for one thing.”
“Poor fellow!”” He took a siv of Bur-

| gundy from the glass at Lis elbow to con-

ceal a smile,
Cora langhed. She did not attempt to
some women

the idea never entered her head.

| She thought him ugly as she thought her

brother ugly too; but that did not make
difference in her affection for hims
which was tremendous.

“Aud in everything else, too; you are

aDY

| both fond of shooting, and fishing and

riding and—and that sort of thing., Oh!
Jobby’s awful nice. I wish you could
I am sure you would like
himn.”
“I am sure I should,” ina subdued
vuice, *“‘if—if he is anything like you.”
She did not flush at the implied com-

. pliment, As a matter of fact her thoughts
| were so full of her beloved brother that
| sbe had not noticed it.

“Do you know—"" she bent her dainty
head a little closer to bim, and her wvoice
sank to a confidential undertone—*I—I
Oh! mam-
ma would be fuarious if she knew that I

After Work or Exercise

DONDS
T - EX.IMG

Soothes tired
muscles, re-

ness and gives the body a feeling of comfort and
strength.

Don’t take the weak, watery witch hazel
preparations represented to be ‘‘the samc
as’'’ Pond's Extract, which easily sour and
generally contain ‘‘wood alcohol,”’ a deadly

! poison.

Cora looked up at him, and, for the

her companion’s profile-—the ugly face, |

The thought made her laugh—she was |

might bave |

was telling you—"" she broke off for a

moment with a schoclgirlish giggle—‘but |

I--I simply hate London, and thisstiff,
starched Society life, and-—and all this
gort of thing.” :

“So do 1,” in deep, very subdued tones.

Their eyes met—the mischievous brown
ones of the girl and the grave, kindly blue
ones of the man, and each smiled in ap-
probation of the other. They were kin-
dred spirits,

“Then why do you come into it?” said
the girl gravely, after a pause.

He shrugged hisshoulders. They were
very nice -houlders, square and broad and
strong. Cors reflected that he was not so
ugly #sche had first thought him; bis
eves were 8o kind, and he bad a splendid

She | figure.
rather liked his face. Then she rose, and |
laid the tips of her little gloved fingers i

“Ob, I’'m obliged to. Position—duty I
owe to Society, and all that sort of non-
sense. Awfx] rubbich of course, but still
one must be fairly civil to one’s meigh-
hor’s; and—and hostesses will pester me
with invitations.”

Cora wonrdered a little at this, For
according to Lady Dacre, he was certainly
not one of Society’s favorites

He answered her guestion with another.
“Why do voun come into it?”’ smiling

She flushed. TFor the first time since
¢he had begnn talking to» him she felt em-
harrasged,

“I—T hardly like to tell vou.” she be-
gan,

“Oh, nonsence!
good pals now that you ought not to

We’re hecome such

mind telling me anyvthing. Out with
e
The almost hovish rlanginess of his

epeech delighted her. Tt reminded her 2o
foreibly of her brother. Her reserve
broke down immediately.

“Well. with a deep sigh., “voun see—noh!
it’s horrid to have to tell vou. but vou

| remind me s0o much of Bobhy that T feel

—T1 feel that T have to, and T tell him ev.
ervthing. Mv—myv parents are very anx.
ious for me to marrv a—a—title.”

She had got the obnoxions word out
now. and she tonk up her little fan and
fanned her flushed cheeks. The nugly
man was watching her with gravely
amnsed eves.

“Ah! And you, are you anxions for it,
too?”
“No!” Her voice was almost severely

emphatic. “And mamma says that 1 am
a failnre becance T—T don’t cee things in
the same light that she does. But I don’t
want to marrv at all—at least, anly if I
love a man very, verv much indeed. T—
I could not marry a man just because~
hecanse he had a title—""

“No, of conrse not: it would be very
worldlv and—and wrong.”

“You see—"" her prettv evebrows met
in a frown—the same shadow came into
her eves which had been there earlier in
the svening—*] want to live with Bohhy
alwavs, and keep his house, when we can
shoot, and fish, and row, and ride, and Ao
evervthing that we like. [shonld enj oy
it much better than this—this stiff kind of
society life. But mamma wants me to
make a brilliant marriage.”

“And you don’t want to?”

“Not unless I fall in love.”

“And vov have never—pardon me if
this question seems impertinence, but we
seem to know each other so well, and vou
must think that I am your brother Bobby,
to whom vou—you tell everything—you
have never fallen in love yet?”’

“Nev_”

A sudden rustling of
that the ladies were making a move to-
wards the drawing room, and she rose
rather abruptly to follow them, leaving

the rest of her sentence unfinished.
* * * * *

Half-an-hour later the ugly man stalk-
ed up towthe corner where she was sitting,
looking rather solitary, and sat down in a

chair by her side. “You look rather
lonely,” he said.
She laughed. “Yes. Yon see, I am

Nobody cares much
for talking to me. They—they think I
am brusque and—and rude. Mamma is
always scolding me about my manners,
and—and ['ve offended her this evening
again tco.”

“In what way?”

not very popular.

“She sighed, and leaned her head against
the back of her chair. Rather a tired look
came into her eyes ‘It seems that I am
bound to be a failure!”’ she said after a
moment’s pause. “You see mamma was
very anxious for me to go in to dinner
with the Marquis of Windlehurst to-night,
and, instead, you were my corresponding
number. It was not my fault, was it?”
Her voice was almost pleading. *““Besides,
[ hate men with titles, They are always
so conceited. I would much rather bave
gone in with you!” ¥

He looked at her rather curiously.
Then he laughed. “‘Dear me!” lLe
said, gravely. “No wonder your mother

was annoyed. Apd vou don’t even
know who [ am, either. Why, I
wight be any seoundrel, for all you
know to tbe coutrary.” She broke

off in piqued surprise.
He was holding his sides with
laughter, ;

“1 do not—I do mot see anything
funny in what I have said.” she
remonstrated,

“] do, then,” he roared. “I do! Oh
do! Ob, dear! Ohk—oh vou delicious
child! Oh dear!”

Suddenly the idea flash ed across her
that she might possibly bave made some
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KID ""‘Yt‘* |
BACKACHE
LAME BACK
RHEUMATISM
DIABETES .
BriGHT's DissAse

DO

DIZZINESS avo aws

KIDNEY & URINARY
OISEASES
ARE CURED 8Y

Mrs. 1. Steeves, Edgett’s Land-
ing, N.B., writes on Jan. 18, 19013
«In the fall of 1899 I was troubled
with a severe pain in the back. I
could scarcely get up out of a chair
and it gave me great pain to move

about. 1 took one box of Doan’s
Kidney Pills and was completely
cured. I have not been troubled

with it since.”

mistake. =he bent forward and laid her
band on his arm, “At least,” she said
quickly, “Lady Dacre said that she had
drawn number fifteen. Wasn’t that right?”’
“No, you charming child; it was quite
wrong. Ethel--Lady Dacre--isa little deaf.
I heard young Traddles saying what his
number was—it was thirteen, not fifteen.
Mine—mine was fifteen. Oh—Oh—"
She got "p from her chair suddenly
and stood upright. Her face had grown

scarlet. “Oh,” she cried, aod there was
a little catch in her breath, “Then who
are you?”’

He got up, too, stood in front of her.
His blue eyes fixed on her face. *“I” he
said, gently, “am the Marquis of Windle-
hurst.”

. . * *

* *

Much to her mother’s astonishment
Cora was nota failure after all, for before
the season was over she had become ihe
Marchioness of Windlehurst,

Success  Assured When The

DIAMOND DYES
Are  Used.

Success in home dyeing depends alto-
gether upon the quality of the dyes you
select for the work of coloring. Diamond
Dyes are acknowledged to be the best in |
the world, as far as brilliancy and strength |
of color are concerned.

They always do perfect work, and never
disappoint the most cxacting dyer. Dia-
mond Dyes are sold at 10 cents per pack-
age, the same price that wany people pay
for imitation aud adulterated dyes. The
most progressive druggists and dealers
will sell no other dyes but the Diamond,
because the inferior dyes cause so much
grumbling and loss of materials.

Do not accept imitations or substitutes
from any dealer no matter how strongly
he may recommend them. The poor
dyes are sold simply because they pay
large profits. See that the name “Dia-
mond’’ is on each package you buy.

Send Postal Card with your address to
The Wells & Richardson Co., Limited, 200
Mountain St., Montreal, P. Q., for Dia-
mond Dye Mat and Rug Designs.

—— - -

The negotiations between S ecretary
Hav and the ministers from Colombia,

ckirts warned her | Nicaragua and Costa Rica, looking to
Ithe acquirement of the necessary rights

for the construction by the United States
government of elthsr the Panama or the
Nicaragua canal, have been concluded
and the agreements were sent to the
Senate Thursday. They are engage,
to enter into treaty relations with the
United States after Congress shall have
selected a route and the President shall
have been duly authorized.
MG (4 0% 8 N

To cure Headache in ten mirutes use

KUMFORT Headache Powders,
KON

There was rioting in connection with
the protest of the Hebrew residents of
the cast side, New York, against the sail
of meats in certain K.sher butcher sheps
whose proprietors persisted in selling
meat.

3
Eczema’s ltch
Is Torture

Mrs. Ann McDonald, Kingsville, Ont.,
writes :—** For about three years I was a
dreadful sufferer from eczema. ~ At times
the patches of raw, flaming flesh would
extend from my waist to my neck and
from the knees to the ankles. The intense
itching almost drove me crazy and though
I tried all the local physicians, they could
not even relieve the suffering. The flesh
would crack open, and I don’t believe any-
one ever suffered more than I did, 4

“1 was told of Dr. Chase's Ointment
but did not believe that it could help me.
After the fifth application of this prepara-
tion, I began to feel the benefit of its
soothing, healing effects, and now attribute
a cure to the persistent use of this wonder-
ful remedy. Itis truly worth its weizht
in gold and I never tire of recommending
it to other sufferers.”

Besides being a thorough cure for
eczema and salt rheum, Dr. Chase's Oint-
ment comes useful in a hundred ways in
every home for every form of skin irrita-
tion and eruption, chapped skin and
chilblains, 6o cents a box, at all dealers,
or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Toronto.

Dr. Chase’s
Ointment

J. &

OIRECT IMPORTERS OF BRITISH AND
 —AND—
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS

OATMEAL, COFFEE.

*dine,

len coos,

FLOUR CORNMEAL,

TEA, SUGAR, TOBACCO,

COARSE SALT, inbulk andbags, DAIRYSALT,

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese,

PORK AND BEEF,
HAMS, OATS, BRAN AND SHORTS.

HARDWARE, CROCKERWARE, GLASSWARE,
BOOTS AND SHOES

DRY GOODS.
Ready-Made Clothing, Scotch Horse Collars,
IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE,

NAILS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION LIME,

English House Coal.
Blacksmitﬁ’s Coal

Q

SHINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING,

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOOD, LATHS, etc.

o

Rexton, Kent County, N. B.
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