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SYNOPSIS OF PREV OUS CHAPTERS.

CHAPTERS 1 & 11 —Major Joselyn Lloyd is a kind
hearted soldier who wins the Victoria Cross in the
han War. He meets the author while on a tour

to Scotland and they become fast friends. Major
Liloyd proposes they go to a seaside glace called
Battlecombe. While there he moets Eila Lee, and
Jearns to love her. One evening he invites his
friend Gordon to accompany him to his organ
ractice and be introduced to Ella Lee. Dauring
rhe recital Ella Lee drops a telegram. Gordon sees
this, picks it up, and puts it in his pocket. When

he opens the message it is from a person named
J.c?." Gordow :gnders it*Jack” is & lover, and

if his friend has given his love in vain.

CMAPTER 111, IV., & V. —Gordon learns from Joss
t A Eila Lee has no orother, so concludes that it

ust be & lover. He resolves to ask Ella Lee the
meaning of the telegram, and who was the sender.
He was unconsciously forewarns her of bis object,
so she explains that *‘Jack’ is her sister Nellie.
Joss tells Gordon that Ella L.ee has accepted him
a8 her future husband. Later, Gordonis introduced
to Nellie, who he finds quite under his sister’s in-

fluence.
RS V. (continued) vi & vii.—Joss, in one

CHAPTE ?
of his meetings with Ella Lee, tells her of his form-
er loves, Molly Morrison and Cynthia Singleton.
He afterwards repeats those love tales to Gordon.

CcHAPTER XV.— (Continued.)

But let us follow Jocelyn to town He
ailed a bansom on his arrival at the plat-
.

As his hansom left the terminus, another
followed it, though quite unknown to my
friend. This latter contained not only a
a gentleman, but a lady as well. Stay,
though, let me alter that last sentence. Why
sully the sacred names ‘lady’ and ‘gentle-
man’ by applying them to the creatures who
under the name of private Cetective, earn
their living by a system of espionage more
mean and disgraceful as a profession than
that of the area sneak who purloins beer
cans, or tke prig who steals one’s handker-
chief. And yet these despicable wretches
live and thrive in our midst. Itis a well-
known fact, tco, that they not only find
their way into the best society, but that very
often they belong to it. And that they bave
broken up and ruined many a happy family.
I myselt could adduee ample evidence to

She started back immediately.

‘Oh !I beg ten thousand pardons,’ she
cried, ‘I thought you were alone, Mrs.
Gray. I came from Oswald’s, about a pic-
ture. You could not have heard me knock
I will call another time.’

Hardly had Lily time to get up and walk
towards her before the door was again
closed, and Miss Smith was gone.

‘Mr. Jones,’ said Miss Smith quietly,
but smiling all over, ‘I must do you the
credit of saying you are improving. I have
nearly enough evidence to sink an ironclad.’

‘Cabby, drive to the City !

‘Where to, Miss ?’

‘To the Savoy.’

‘Mr Jones ’ she added pleasantly, ‘we
shall dine. You shall dine with me. 1
am getting a better opinion of you. |
used to think you were like the moon, you
know.’

*Cold and bright ?’

‘Cold and bright indeed ! No, but made
of green cheese.’

Mr. Jones laughed an uncertain kind of
a laugh.

‘With compliments such as these,’ he
said, ‘I am fain to be content.’

After dinner that day, however, when
Jones was smoking his meerschaum and
sipping his coffee, Mliss Smith herself
keeping bim company with a perfumed
cigarette, Mr. Jones proved there still was
a little of the green cheesy matter in his
brain. They were quietly discussing ‘the
Lloyd cate,’ as they called it.

‘I snppose,’ Jones said, ‘now that your
evidence 1s so complete, you will} go into
action P’

‘Go into action !’ cried Miss Smith, al-
most angrily. ‘Don’t be a fool, Mr. Jones.
Never heard of the fable of the goose that
was killed forits golden eggs? Talk of
going into action, when there is no more
money to be had. You see | am a woman

of the world. Ah! Mr. Jones, it is I alone

rove. Such a state of things in our country
18 to say the least, decidedly un-English,
though it may be French.

The case of my poor friend Jocelyn Lloyd
it will do the reader no barm to know, is
sketched from life,. Unluckily it is one
that is by no means rare, where the green-
eyed monster, jealousy—in many cases a
ruling passion with women—takes possesion
of either husband or wife, occupying and
engrossing the whole mind or soul to the
utter extinction or exclusion of that most
sacred of all passions, conjugal love, which
it ruthlessly tramples under foot.

It would be bad enough if jealousl(); of
this sort, fostered and fed by those ‘Gila
monsters.” The Gila lizard is the most
dreaded of reptiles. Not only is it deadly
poisonons, but having once caught hold,
only a knife can make it quit. The private
’tecs, brought suffering only to the father or
the mother, but—and O, the pity ot —even
in its mildest form it casts a gloom or sad-
ness over the lives of helpless children that
shadow darkens their whole lives, and even
belps to fill the drunkards’ cell and the
maniacs’ ward.

The prtvate 'tecs. then followed Major
Lloyd to Acacia Cottage. They drew up a
little way down the street, but they saw him
alight.

‘Miss Smith,” said Mr. Jones,
Jocelyn had entered, ‘I have an idea.’

‘Mr. Jones,’ said Miss Smith, who was
the cleverer of the two, ‘it there is anything
in it, I shall be pleased to listen. But really,
Mr. Jones, ideas leave cards on you so
seldom that—’

‘Stay, stay, Miss Smith, don’t be too
hard. But for me you know well enough
Sir Andrew Trevelyan would never have
got bowled over in the Divorce Court.’

‘And not a word of truth in atter all, ha,
ha I’

‘That didn’t signify at all in the main,
as you might say. We got paid.’

‘True, true, Mr Jones, and I got intro-
duced to Sir Andrew but lately at a place
of entertainment at Paris. A pretty piquant
petite little body was with him, who was
not yet married to him. I told him with
my usual frankness the part I had taken in
his case. He grasped me by the hand. ‘I
have to thank you, Miss Smith,” he cried
effusively, ‘for separating me from a tyrant
and a termagant, I am now the happiest
and freest man in Paris or London.” But
Mr. Jones, trot out your idea, if, indeed,

atter

“j1 is worth while airing.’

*You're rot very complimentary, certain-
ly, Miss Smith. But my idea 1s this. Get
!own and get inside Acacia Cottage. You'll
find an excuse. Go’

Miss Smith alighted and commenced
walking slowly towards the Cottage.

She did not hurry. She found Gowan in
the garden, and spoke to her. Then she

gave her some pretty little picture cards |.

and tiny Parisian boxes of sweets. N.B.—
Miss Smith never went without these in her
pockets.

Lol Was Miss Smith fond of children then?

v, very. She found them very handy too,
and many a time and oft had she elicited
from innocent infant lips little facts or tiny
scraps of information which she had atter-
wards used as evidence to ruin the life of
a father or mother, or drive him or her to
drink or to suicide.

Gowan and Miss Smith got on tamously
together.

eanwhile Jocelyn and Lily were seated
side by side in the cosv little parlour she
used as a study.

Her face was wet with tears, and he was
holding her band and doing all ke could to
gothe her; all a brother could and ought
‘No, Jocelyn, it is not that I ever really
loved him. But now that he is dead and
gone, I cannot even think of his terrible
cruelties, I can only remember that he is
is Gowanie's father, and that there were
times when he spoke words ot kindness to
both of us. And it is that makes me weep.’

She leant towards him as if for consola-
tion while she spoke, and he patted the
hand he held in both his.

It was at this moment that the door
was thrown and Miss Smith entered.

who keep your head above the stream. In
a year’s time we'll see.’

‘Now, she added, lighting a fresh cigar-
ette, ‘I wonder what success that other tool
Jack, has had.’

‘Other tool!” thought Jones, but he said
nothing.

CHAPTER XVI.—THE CAMERA CAN NEVER
TELL A LIE.

‘I'm o sorry this lady went away in such
a hurry,’ said simple Major Lloyd. ‘She
undoubtedly came about work, dear Lily.’

My friend was right, poor man. -She
looked a pertect lady and full of business,’
he added.

Yes, poor Joss, and all the worse for
you. Jocelyn now got up and rung the
bell.

Mrs. Grieg came bustling in.

‘Did the lady leave any address, Mrs.
Grieg P

‘Dear me, no, sir. And I forgot to ask.
I was a sort of confused like. She just said
she would be sure to see Mrs. Gray
another time.’

Then Gowan herself came in with a rush
and a run.

‘O, that dear lady,” she cried. ‘Look,
ma, at the pretty cardsand sweets she gave
me. And there is some for you and some
for Uncle Doss.’

That same atternoon Major Lloyd was
closeted with his solicitor and army agent.

*The lady,’ he was saying, ‘18 a daugh-
ter of a clergyman—dead, and her mother
too—who lived in Cornwall. Her uncle is
a dear friend of mine, Colonel Singleton,
whose sister the rector married, and he
lives, a hale and hearty man of eighty or
nearly, down in Chichester. Well, Lily,
that 1s Mrs. Percy Foster, whose melan-
choly married lite I have described to you,
is my adopted sister,’

‘Isn’t it rather an unusual thing,’ said
the agent, ‘to adopt a—a—sister, Major
Lloyd

‘Well, well, some day I'll tell you the
whole sad story. Then you'll know how
far I'm right or wrong. Meantime let me
proceed. My sister for some years, ¢ver
since her arrivalin England indeed, has
supported herself by painting and acting.
In both capacities she has assumed a dit-
ferent nawe’

‘I see. That is not unusual, I believe.’

‘No, and her name is Mrs. Gray. This
in confidence.’

‘Certainly.’

‘Well, she will call on you, and I trust
you can become her agent as well as mine.’

‘Certainly,’ said the agent again, as he
rapidly turned over the leaves of a refer-
ence book, ‘and I note she is entitled to a
pension or compassionate allowance of
£50 a year, with £10 a year for her child.’

“T'hat is #0. Is there anything else P

‘I think not,” said the agent. ‘Call on
me when next in town. Good day.’

‘Good day, and thanks greatly.’

Miss Smith was good to her partner
Jones that evening.

She took him to the theatre— Vandeville
—and they occupied a private box.

I may as well mention, however, that it
was not solely for enjoyment’s sake that
Miss Smith had come to the theatre on
this occasion. She had the bappy nack of
combining business with pleasure.

For instance there was a noble lord in a
private box just apposite—an old man,
quite. Nevertheless, there sat beside him
a sweet young thing 1n a cloak of crimson,
with ermine fur around it. She was all
smiles and dimples. His davghter, no
doubt? Well the owner of opera-glasses in
circles or stalls who might have turned
them in that direction would have believed
so, but Miss Smith kuew better.

This noble lord’s wife was gray-haired
and stout. Though old, be bimself still felt
in his prime, and well, the company of
young people, you know, tends to keep a
man young It 1s a debaitable point, how-
ever, how far the noble lord’s lady would
have approved of such company as he wss
now enjoying. Then in the greu circle

there was another pair that more than once

had caught the eagle eyes of Miss Smith.
She might or might not have a case there.

Again, there was a young man in the
stalls who for months back had been riding
the high horse. His career was nearly at
an end. Another week would see him
safely locked up in a dimly-lighted cell.
Helbad been robbing his master systemati-
cally.

But to-night Jones had a duty to per-

form. Between every act he might have
been seen in the guise of & somewbat dis-
sipated young man with a brandy and soda
in his hand and his hat on the back of his
head standing at the best refreshment bar.
His cheeks were a trifle flushed—paint.
His thoughts appeared to be equally divid-
ed between constant attention to his tum-
bler and his cigar, which he couldn’t get to
go, apparently.
But he managed to mingle freely with
the very select company that crowded a-
round him, displaying a vast deal of shirt
front and precious little intellect, and Jones
heard most that was said, and was able to
retail it when he returned.

Jones had even asked the noble lord
who was there with some laughing, chaf-
fing “*pals” for a light, and being politely
accommodated bad lingered for a time in
their neighbourhood, his elbow resting
carelessly on the counter the while. He
chuckled inwardly as upon his ears fell
scsaps of conversation and confessions such
as the noble lord would certainly not have
put in words had he known that close by
stood a private ’tec shamming intoxica-
tion.

Jores paid a visit to this refreshment bar
between every act, and of no small use was
the information he picked up to Miss
Smith.

From wkat I bave already said it will be
seen that though Mr. Jones was a partner
in the firm of Smith and Jones, private
‘tecs, he was not the chief by any means.
He had on his part a very great respect for
Miss Smith, and on hers she tound him ex-
ceedingly handy.

Miss Smith, by the way,whose real name,
only the fea- of libel prevents me from dis-
closing, was a lady by birth and education,
though not in wealth. She possessed good
manners, however, bon-ton and all that,
and had bad the entree to the best society— -
and made the best of it.

‘Do you think, Miss Smith, you seea
case P’

He was referring to the noble lord in the

private box.

*What, divorce ¥’

‘Yes.

The lady laughed lightly. ‘I can do
better than that,” sbe replied. ‘You are

young in the profession as yet. Buf as
regards his lordship he is wealthy. All
noble lords are not so. Sometimes their
wives are. In the latter case the wives, of
course, become my paymasters, or pay-
mistresses. Jealousy is fanned and fost-
ered, and probably the case comes to court.
But as I said that young, old lord yonder
1s rich. He shall pay, and the case will
never come before Jeune.’

‘And you have evidence P

‘I have yours in part. But I have some-
thing else  You know I went to Chelten-
ham the other day j’

‘I do, Miss Smith.’

‘Well, the noble lord went also. At
Teplow station a lady entered the same
compartment, The lady tits beside him
now.’

‘Interesting.’

‘Yes. Well, there are some beautiful
drives and lovers’ walks near to Chelten-
bam. On a rustic seat in one of the latter
his lordship sat one evening with his beauti
ful companion, when a poor girl with a
ragged shawl round her herd—you know
Ma- Jones, how well I can act—came up to
beg.’

‘The noble lord threw the poor girl half
a sovereign. But the happy pair had al-
ready been photographed. This is sub-
stantial evidence.’

She placed the photo before Jones os
she spoke, and handed him a large glass to
examine it withal.

‘Marvellous!” said Jones. A compli-
ment that was meant as much for Miss
Smith’s long-headedness, as fcr the sur-
prising clearness and beauty of the photo*

‘You see, Mr. Jones, even a lady may
bear false witness, but the oamera can
never tell a lie.’

‘Pity,’ said her partner,’ you hadn't——'

‘Oh " she interrupted, ‘I know what you
would say. But I did. Look—'

She handed him another well developed
photo.

‘Why !" he cried, scratching his head with
astonishment, ‘This is Major Lloyd and
Mrs Gray.’

Miss Symith smiled triumphantly.

‘Yes,’ she said, ‘and that was taken in-
staneously to-day, and developed one hour
after.

‘But,’ she added, ‘in the Major’s case i
am not sure yet how the case will go. We
can afford to wait a year at least But
don’t you see it may pay us to let the Major
bring the action against the wife, instead of
ber against him ’

*Could that be managed ?’

‘Easily ; through tbat fooi, Jack. There
is only one thing that might mar our chance
of this.’

‘And that is P
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“The simple hearted soldier dearly loves
his wife, despite the way she treats him,
and I believe would die sooner than do
anything underhand that could lead to
action against her. But we’ll see.’

CHAPTER XVII — ““THE SHADOWERS WOULD
NOT BE SHADOWED.”

Nearly two years have passed by since
that evening when Miss Smuth, and Mr.
Jones, private 'tecs, were seated so cosily
and contendedly together in a private box
at the Vaudeville.

I bave little to say concerning the noble
lord and bis companion. He is not one of
the heroes of this story. It would take a
deal, indeed to make a man like him a hero
of any sort. So let him slip.

I may add, however, that Miss Smith
did not let him slip so easily as we are do-
ing. No, for, truth to say, she ‘bled’ him,
she sweated him, she ‘blackmailed’ him,
and that too, to some considerable advant-
age, as far as herselt was concerned.

Well, these two long years, although
they brought surcease ot sorrow to Lily
Andrews, whose sad life in Hong Hong
seemed now but like the shadow of an evil
dream, had greatly increased the trials and
sorrows of my unhappy friend, Jocelyn
Lioyd.

But just a few words Lily first. Speaking
from a worldy point of view, she was far
better ofl now that her husband was dead,
than ever she had been while he lived.

The modest annual pension, or ‘‘com-
passionate allowance,’ as it insolently called
by the Lords Commissioners—a term that
reduces the widow ot an officer who may
have fought and bled, and even died sword
in hand for his country, to the level of a
beggar receiving a dole to which he has no
right. This pension, I say, was sufficient to
keep the wolf from the door. ATS8

After another month’s residence at Mrs.
Grieg’s she bad intimated to me that her
great ambition now was to rent a tiny cot-
tage in the country, all among the trees and
lanes. Her child could have health and
tuition, and with her brush she—the mother
doubted not she could get ends to meet,
and live in comparative happiness, far
away from the bustle and turmoil of the city
and city life.

I myselt thought very well of the plan,
and so Jid Jocelyn.

I therefore wrote to a friend in Sevenoaks
and in less than a week I had a reply say-
ing that he had found just the place. e
himself appeared enraptured over it.

‘It is indeed a sweet and tranquil spot,’
he wrote me, ‘no far from a wood, not far
from the village, a five-roomed cottage of
artistic design, with porch and verandah,
literally embowered in roses and wistaria.
A garden and lawn sweeping down to a
stream, whose purling song in summer-
time wonld lull to sleep even an insomniast
while in spring every brake. bush, and
thorn is alive with bird melody. Quite the
cottage for an artist, an author, ora poet.
Will you not come down and see it ?

I would, and did.

But before running down, I determined
to pay a yisit to Lily and Jocelyn.

Now, Jocelyn had told me about the
visit of the strange lady to Lily—to Mrs.
Gray, let us call her, for once—during the
time he sat talking to her. He was =0
sorry, he said, that he had been there just
at that time, for the lady evidently came to
offer Lily work, and his presence must have
scared her away.

I thought differently, though I said
nothing to Jocelyn. That Lady, from
what I had heard Jack tell Mrs. Lloyd was
undonbtedly a private 'tec

1 bad heard, too, of the use that such
people make of the art of instantaneous
photography. and I hsd no doubt that the
lady in question had entered the room with
the intention of taking a picture, and had
probably succeeded all too well.

Two evenings before my journey to town
I happened to be dining with the Lloyds,
and took good care to mention my intend-
ed visit to town. My reasoning was that
the lady-tec, whoever she was, must have an
agent somewhere in our district, and that
likely enough that individual was well
known to Mrs. Lloyd.

But wbg' let my visit be known, it may
be asked
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For the simple reason, I reply, that I
wished to experience something of the
shadowing business myself.

I was now in the private tec business my-
self, and because anything that is worth
doing well, I determined not to let a stone
lie unturned. if turning it should assist my
my friend in any way whatever.

On my arrival at Paddington I chartered
a hansom immediately. . I choose it my-
self, one withrubbers, and just as it had
got about a quarter of a mile from the sta-
tion I signalled my man to pull up ata to-
bacconist’s shop.

As I des ended I had the pleasure of
seeing anotber hansom, evidently on my
trail, arawa up some distance down the
street. Once again during the journey I
drew up, at & shop. The same Jehu and
trap was still about the same distance be-
hind, and waiting.

Acacia Cottage at last, and 1 got down
bidding my man wait for me. As the other
bansom was but a little way down the
street, I felt sure that the fun was not yet
all over. I should have been sorry indeed
had it ended here, for it was now becom-
ing quite interesting.

Luck seemed on my side. There was a
rather intelligent-looking crossing-sweeper
boy here, and after walking about a short
time and gazing up at the houses, I put to
him a question.

‘Can you tell me, boy, which- is Acacia
Cottage ¥’

‘Mrs. Grieg’s sir P’

‘That is the name, boy.’

He came running towards me and walk-
ed with me towards it

At the gate I put my hand in my pocket
to find sixpense, and spoke to him quietly
as follows while [ did so:

“There is a bansom a little way down the
street, boy. Don’t look, but listen. By
and bye a lady will descend, and come
here. Watch for hertill she comes out,
follow her back to her hansom, and under
pretence of shutting the doors find out
where she is going. You shall have halt-
a-crown if you bring me the information.’

‘I'm oo, sir,” said the boy, touching his
cap. ‘As fly as a fluke, your honor.’

Lily was delighted to see me, and I told
her I was on ™y way to the Cottage, but
that now I could not stay many minutes. I
then explained to her briefly that presently
a lady might call, the same who had looked
in once before, when Jocelyn was here.
That this lady was after no good, but wish-
ed to do me or Jocelyn harm, so that she
must not be surprised at anything that
might be said or done. Lily bravely prom-
1sed not to be afraid, and we once more
got talking about the little cottage.

,O,” she cried, as eagerly as a child
might have done. ‘I should so like to go
with you.’

I considered tor a moment. There could
be no harm in this.

‘Well, I answered, ‘I shall do some
business today in town, and postpone my
run down to Sevenoaks till tomorrow tore-
noon. Meet me at Maynard’s office to-
morrow morning at ten.’

‘I'll be there,’ she said, her tace glowing
with pl: asure, ‘and my little Gowan aleo.’

Maynard’s was the office of Jocelyn’s
agent, ard Lily’s also, so it was well-known
to her.

The conversation now became general,
but not ver{ invigorating I fear from my
side, for I was anxiously awaiting the
arrival of my lady-shadow. I had taken a
seat not far from the door, to be ready.
Nearly balf an hour had elapsed, and still
she did not come, and I began to think
she must be gone.

But preseatly light and stealthy {oot-
steps were heard approaching, and next
moment the door was thrown open wide
and the lady entered. She carried over
her arm a shawl, to which 1 noted her
eyes were directed even as she spoke.

‘O, I beg your pardon, Mrs. Gray, a
tbousand pardons. I came about work.
Your landlaiy thought you were disen-
gaged.’

could hear a feeble click, and knew I
was photoed.

‘I will call lat. r——"

She never finished that sentence.

I sprang from my chair bristling with
anger.

‘Here, madam,’ I cried, that game has
been played jus: once too often. I am
not such a fool as Major Lloyd.’

‘What mean you, sir?’

‘1 mean that you are aspy ania detec-
tive of the lowest, meanest class, worse
than the veriest thief, It is not purses you
steal. It is not man and woman’s tangible
jewels you purlomn, but, as Shakspere calls
it, ‘the immediate jewel of their soul.’
‘Who steals my purse steals trash; ‘tis

something, nothing ;'

“T'was mine. 'de his, snd bas been slave to
thousands ;

But he that filches from me my good name

Robs me ot that which not enriches him,

And makes me poor indeed.

This lady-"tec now lost her temper, the
worst less a lady-"tec can sustain.

‘l shall bring your companion, Mrs.
Gray—Mrs. Gray would be a better name
for her to witness that you called me a
thief.’

‘I have not called you a thief,” I said,
‘and I repeat it, that you are meaner than
the veriest thief.’

Next moment I pulled at the shawl she
held in htr left hand, and the camera fell
on the floor.

‘What is this P I eried.
As I spoke I set my foot on it, and it
cracked beneath by angry heel.

‘Now then,’ I nhoutzsf ‘leave the room
and this house instantly, or I shall call a
police to eject you.’

She required no second bidding.

She made no reply, but positivelv skulk-
ed away crest-fallen.

I now bade Lily a hurried adieu ! telling
her, needlessly, not to forget her appoint-
ment, and dashed off.

As [ reached the gate I noticed that the
lady-'tec’s bansorn bad already turned head,
and was moving away, while the boy cross-
ing-sweeper was coming quickly down to-
wards the cottage. "

He was all smiles.

‘I dun it, sir. Neatly, sir. There’s
two on ’em, a lady ’as well 's a gent, and
they told the cabby, ‘Savoy Hotel, Thames
Embankment.’’

His eyes sparkled ¢s I banded him the
half-crown, which, after spitting on for
luck, he put safely away. He held open
the hansom doors till I got in.

‘Cabby,’ I said, talking up through the
hole, ‘Savoy Hotel. and you'll have an ex-
tra fare if you keep that other hansom in
sight till the occupants land.’

‘I'm going to earn that extra fare,’ he
said.

Tten down went the lid and off we
drove.

The shadowers would now be shadowed.

(To be continued. )

If You Suffer

—

The Fault is Your Own.

Paine’s Celery Compound Earth’s
Only Cure for al' Forms of
Rheumatism.

Hundreds of twinges of pain and hours
of agony every day ; weeks and months of
helpless suffering, and still you go on from
bad to worse, until you become crippled
and deformed.

If you are a constant martyr to rheumae
tism and its tortures, the fault is your own.
You might easily have avoided all the ag-
onies of past days and nights, had you
used Paine’s Celery Compound. ;

You cannot plead the excuse that you
did not kuow of such a diseas¢-conquering
medicine, You surely have heard your
friends speak of it. The newspapers have
heralded thousands of victories won by
Paine’s Celery Compound over rheuma-
tism; and if your physician has failed to
tell about the great modern rheumatic
cure, he has kept the truth from you for
bis own benefit.

If your are now inagony, you are cer-
tainly in peril. You must to day give up
experimenting with useless medicines and
use a truly scientific remedy like Paine’s
Celery Compound, which will surely re-
move the cause of your suffering, and per-
manently cure you.

You are not by any means in a hopeless
state. Be assured, Paine’s Celery Com-
pound will deliver you from your present
bondage of agony. Notwithstanding your
past failures with nervines, sarsaparillas,
bitters and pills, Faine’s Celery Compound
will give you the new life you are so eager-
ly looking for. Try it; there can be no
failure.

Mr. W. McWilliams, of Bradford, Ont.,
an old sufferer from rheumatism, says :

“Unsolicited, 1 forward this testimonial
as to the value of Paine’s Celery Com-
pound. I am pretty well up in years and
was sorely afflicted with rheumatism. I
purchased and used six bottles of your
medicine, and am now perfectly well 'l
have uo rheumatism left.”

NEW COMETS DISCOVERED.

Prof. Swift Notes Two Iin Daylight With
the Naked Eye.

Professor Lewis Swift, of Lowe Obser-
vatory, Echo Mountain, California, has
discovered a comet by means of his unaid-
ed vision. Here is his own story of it
from the New York Herald :

‘The comet that I have just seen, with-
out the aid of a telescope, has not, so far
as I have been able to learn, been seen by
any one else. The way I happened to see
it was this: When one-third of the sun
bad set below the mountain I noticed
through the wi_dow ot the observatory, a
peculiar luminous object, aboutone de-

gree above the sun’s upper limb. It was
at once apparent that the object could
neither be a star wor the planet Venus.
‘The conclusion that it was a comet was
soon reached by me. Seizing an opera
glass I closely inspected the luminous ob-
ject, and found that it steadily increased
bothmn size and brightness. You must
understand to fully appreciate my surprise
that it is & very unusual thing to see a
comet by daylight, very near the sun, and
to witness all this without even the aid of
a pair of spectacles. The glass revealed

still another surprise, howover, for by its
aid I learned that there were two comets,
one of which was that which had become
visible to me without the aid of a glass. The
tecond one, when the telescope was turned
full upon it, seemed of unusual size and
brightness.

‘Within atout five minutes I saw both
the sun and the comets slowly sink from
view bebind a spur of the Sierra Madre
mountains. The glasses that I used in sur-
veying the secund comet were of the
ordinary sort you see at the theatre. The
next day I was at the observatory engaged
in studying the heavens with my 4!5inch
comet seeker. [ swept around the sun to
get, if possible, another view of the two
come's I bad seen the previous day. When
the sun’s disc had halt disappeared below
the mountain peak I detected what I sup-
posed was one ot the comets. Its faintness
surprised me, however, for it appeared no
brighter to me than when I first looked at
it with the naked eye.’

A Typographical Error,

““That’s a curious typographical error,”
said Mrs. Partridge. ‘The title of this
new book is printed ‘The Viking Age."’
‘Well, why not ?’ asked Partridge ‘&hlﬁ
9upg’ht it to be? Why—Biking oughtn't
it?

When making preparations for your trip,
don’t forget your teeth. This vilf at ongo

suggest ‘‘Odoroma” th: perfect tooth pow-
der.—Druggists 25 cents. ‘
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