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Belween the Church Social and the Thentre 

There Was a Diff rence, 

‘Oh, Henry,’ sighed Mrs. Wellwood, 

“I'm so ill I can’t hold up my head. I 

wish you had come home earlier. I've 

been so lonesome.’ 

‘Sorry, my dear.’ said her fond husband. 

‘It's particularly unfortunate that you're 

ill to-night. You know we are expected 

to be at the church this evening to help 

open the annual bszir. Don’t you think 

that you'll be better after you had a cup 

of tea?’ 

«No, the sweet little woman re- 

pled, ‘the thought of tea is nauseating. 

There isn’t any use trying to fight it cf. 

I never get over these attacks inside of 

twenty-four hours. You must write a note 

to the pastor, explaining our absense. It 

is too bad but it cannot be helped.’ 

Mr. Wellwood sat down and looked 

thoughtful for a little while. Finally, as if 

be had just remembered it he exclamed : 

‘By the way, I got a couple of passes 

for the theatre tonight. How unlacky we 

are. I guess I'll go over and give them to 

the Brownings. It would be too bad to 

waste them.’ 

Just then it was announced that tea was 

ready and Henry Wellwood went down to 

the dining-room”alone. He had got nearly 

balf through eating when his fair young 
wife entered, and sat down. : 

‘Why,’ he said, ‘I thought you didn’t 
care to take tea this evening ?’ : 

‘I feel a good deal better than I did a 
little while ago,” she replied. 
When they bad finished tea be went out 

to the hall and began putting on his over- 
coat. 
*What are you going to do, Henry? 

Mrs. Wellwood inquired. 
‘I'm going to take these tickets over to 

the Brownings.’ 
‘Never mind,’ sbe said in her sweetest 

tones ; ‘we'll use them ourselves. My head 
ache’s almost gone and I think it will do me 
good to get out.’ ; 
He took off his coat again and they went 

upstairs to get ready. As Mrs. Wellwood 
was adjusting her hat, Henry said : 

‘Darling will you forgive me if I tell you 
something ?’ 
‘What is it ?’ she innocently asked. 
“That was just a joke about those passes. 

I haven't any, but we can go and help open 
the bazar, now that you are better.’ 
With a wild cry ot distress the wronged 

woman threw herself down among the cush- 
ions upon the sofa, and Henry Wellwood 
has as yet been unable to convince her that 
his only reason for wishing to attend the 
bazar was not the fact that Mildred Hazel 
ton, of whose beauty he had once unguard- 
edly spoken, was to be there in the charac- 
ter ot a gypsy fortune teller. 

SIMPLE BUT STERN JUSTIC &. 

The Sentence of an Iilinois Mazi-tcats That 

was not Carri-d out, 

Old settlers in central 1llinois still relate 

with gusto the story of a man who was ar- 
rested on a charge of murder many years 

ago, and taken before a newly elected 

country squire for a preliminary examina- 
tion. The trial was held in a backwoods 
schoolhouse. The prisoner had employed 

an attorney to detend him, but the evidence 

was clear and positive. Several witnesses, 

in fact, had seen the crime committed. 

The justice of the peace, after hearing 

the testimony and listening patiently to the 
speech of the lawyer, looked sternly over 
his spectacles at the prisoner, and address- 

ed him thus: 

‘John Simpson, the evidence is all agin 

you. Ther’ haint the shadder of a doubt 

but what you committed the murder. John 

Simpson, stand up 
The prisoner complied with the order. 

‘The sentence of this court,” proceeded 

his honor, ‘is that you, John Simpson, be 

took out to the woods back of this school- 
house to-morrow mornin’ at half past nine 
o'clock, and hung by the neck until—’ 

‘Your honor,” interposed the attorney 
for the defence, thunderstruck, ‘you are 

not sentencing the prisoner to death, are 
you ?’ ; 

‘That's edzackly what I'm doin’. The 
sentence of this court, John Simpson, is 
that you be took out to the woods back of 
this schoolhouse tomorrow mornin’ and 
hung by the neck—’ 

‘But, your honor,” gssped the lawyer, 
‘you have no right to do that! There is 
no law for such an extraordinary proceed- 
ing—’ 

“Sit down, sir !"thundered the squire. 
“This court don’t need no instructions 
from you. This court knows what it’s 
doin’. John Simpson, stand up agin. 
The sentence of this court—’ 

But a way out of the appalling difficulty 
bad suggested itself to the prisoner's at- 
torney. He sprang to his feet and inter- 
rupted the court again. 
‘Your honor,” he said, ‘one moment ! 

We have the right to appeal this case, 
haven't we ? 3 
The squire scratched bis head. ? 
‘Yes,’ he said, slowly, ‘I reckon ye kin 

take an appeal.’ 
‘Wel', your honor, we tad to the 

supreme court of the State of Illinois !’ 
The prisoner’s life was saved for the 

time, but it was a narrow escape. 

The Head of the Table, 

In the article on the Glengarry branch ot 

the Macdonalds James Logan, in his ‘The 

Clans of the Scottish Highlands,’ says: ‘At 
the castle of Aros the lords of the isles held 

Ee 

/ 

Thi§,.s0ap 

TIRED? 
OH, NO 

SURPRISE 
greatly lessens the work. 

[tS pare soap fathers hi 4 
rubbing ¢asy dogs the work. 
The clothes come oat sweef 

and white without injury fo the fabri 

SURPRISE. is economicaliit wears well. 
thor parl’'ament and parsed the regal de- 

crees which distant tribes were bound to 
respect. The simple form in which impor 
aat rights were conveyed by these princes 
may be illustrated by the following brief 
but biading charter, which loses in transla- 
tion from the original Gaelic: *I, Donald, 
the chiet of the Macdonaids, sitting on the 
bill of Dun Donald, give the MacAodh a 
ull right to Kilmahomag from thie day till 
tc-morrow, and so on forever.” A lesson 
was afforded by one of these lords which 
might greatly benefit some sticklers for 
precedency. He bad at a banquet been 
placed by mistake at the bottom of the 
table, on perceiving which considerable 
emotion arose among the company, who 
dreaded the consequence of the supposed 
indignity, but the great ceahncinnidh (head 
ot his race) speedily allayed their appre- 
hentions by exclaiming emphatically : 
‘Where the Macdonald sits, know ye. gen- 
tlemen, that is the head of the table.’ 

We Mu-t Agree on one Thing, 

There are plenty of people to whom 
what is called music is merely a noise. 
To them the borns and tomtoms of the 
savages would signify the same thing as 
one of Beethoven's symphonies played by 
the orchestra in Europe. Thev hava no 
‘ear’ for the concord of sweet sounds, yet 
their ears may be good enough for all the 
practical purposes of life. Others have no 
liking for painting ; others, nore lor dra- 
matic performances ; others still, none for 
displays ot oratory. So it goes. Most ot 
us have distinct likes and dislikes touch- 
ing that collection of things which pass for 
the ‘pleasures of existence.’ 

Well, what of it? Every msn to his 
notion. There is no accounting for tastes 
nor for distastes. I know a dozen pei- 
sors who profess to enjoy stormy days 
more than they do fine ones. It seems 
queer, but individual idiosyncracies may 
even go that length, and no harm done. 
Aside from all these matters, there is lots 
of room for us all to agree on questions of 
morals, and on what constitutes good hus- 
bands, wives, sons, and daughters, &c. 
But when a person says be doesn’t en- 

joy one or more of those pleasures which 
Nature has made to be part and parcel of 
his physical necessities, then his case is so 
peculiar as to a‘tract attention immediate- 
ly. Heis either a cogemital eccentric or 
he is diseased. For he is a marked ex- 
ception to all normal human beings 
Our friend who writes the subjoined letter 

was for several yesrs one of those excep- 
tions. What his peculiarity was, and how 
1t came about, he will tell you himself. 

*‘For many years,” he says, “I suffered 
from indigestion and dyspepsia. I felt 
languid, and so heavy I did not know what 
to do with myself. My appetite failed me, 
and often when food was put on the table 
I could not touch it. After eating I bad 
psin and a sense of weight at the chest, 
and an awful pain in the pit of the stomach. 

“I was, too, much troubled with water- 
brash—a sour fluid frequently filling my 
mouth. I was restless at night, and felt 
tired and weary in the morning 

““‘As time went on, I lost flesh, and came 
to be so weak that [ otten had to lie down 
on the couch. As I walked along the streets 
I would be seized with a trembling sensa- 
tion, and be obliged to stop and rest. 

“‘In this miserable state | remained for 
more than eight years, sometimes better 
and then worse, but never well. I saw one 
doctor after another, and took many kinds 
of medicines, but found only temporary 
relief. 
“In December, 1884, I read in a small 

book that was left at our house about a 
case exactly like mine baving been cured 
by Mother Seigel's Curative Syrup. I got 
a bottle of this medicine, and in a week's 
time 1 found myself much better; my 
appetite improved, and I gained strength. 

*‘1 then continued taking this remedy, 
and gradually recovered my health and 
vigour, the pain leaving me. Since that 
time I take a few doses when needed, and 
it never fails to set meright. 1 teel that I 
owe my present good health to Mother 
Seigel’s Syrup, and that it preserved my 
life. You can publish this statement as 
you like. (Signed) H. C. Rees, 61, Al- 
mack Road, Clapton, London, N.E., 
December 31st, 1896.” 
That Mr. Rees was cured twelve years 

ago, and has been well ever since, shows 
bow real and thorough the cure was. He 
bas since been like all normal men and 
women in the respect in which he was un- 
like them before—he enjoys his food. 
Eating to him is not a necessity merely ; 
it is a keen delight, as Nature intended so 
important a function to be. We may differ 
about music and a hundred other non-vitai 
things, but we must agree asto the plea- 
sure of eating. Woe be to those who don't 
like to eat, who quarrel with their meals, 
for - power aad strength is from digested 
food. gH 
And the sure thing to make eating a 

pleasure is Mother Seigel's Syrup, for it 
cures dyspepsia. 

Getting Somewhat Behind 

*‘So Jack went to the Klondike? How 
is he getting along ?” 
“Not very well. He writes me that he 

owes three thousand dollars for board.” 

BROMA. 
This tonic is worth its weight in gold for 

all diseases arising trom the blood or 
nerves, for neuralgia, rheumatic pains, pale 
color, dyspepsia, loss of appetite, exhaue- 
tion, etc. Broma gives strength vigor and 
health. Everyone who suffers and requires 
a good tonic sould take Broma. 

—_— 

Anticipations Realized. 

Sha— ‘The Comte de Nimporte, you 
know, married an American girl a few 
years ago’ 

The Count—‘Yes. 1 believe the union 
ys not resulted as happily as was expect- 
e 4 

She—'Oh, yes! It has resulted as 
- oy as anybody ¢xpected—except the 
ride.’ 

STRENGTH CAME BACK. 
The Anvil once more rings with the 

strokes of his hammer. 

Mr. Thos. Porteous, the well known 
blacksmith of Goderich, Ont, tells how 
sickness and weakness gave way to health 
sand strength. ¢ For the past four years my 

ner--s have been very weak, my sleep fitful 
and disturbed by dreams, consequently I 
arose in the morning unrested. I was 
frequently very dizzy and was much 
troubled with a mist that came before m 
eyes, my memory was often defective and 
had fluttering of the heart, together with a 
sharp pain through it at times. In this 
condition I was easily worried and fel$ 
enervated and exhausted. Two months ago 
I began taking Milburn’s Heart and Nerve 
Pills, since that time I have been gaining in 
health and strength daily. They have 
restored my nerves to a healthy condition, 
removed all dizziness and heart trouble, and 
now I sleep well and derive comfort and 
rest from it. That Milburn's Heart and 
Nerve Pills are a good remedy for Nervous- 
ness, Weakness, Heart Trouble and similar 
complaints goes without saying." Price 
50 cts. a box at all druggists or T. Milburn 
& Co., Toronto, Ont. 

Laxa-Liver Pills cure Dyspepsia. 
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nutritive preparation for infants, § 
$ delicate children and invalids. ¢ 
KERRY WATSON & CO, PROPRIETORS, 

MONTREAL. 
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TRADE MARKS 
DESIGNS 

COPYRIGHTS &C. 
Anyone sending a sketch and Sescription may 

quickly ascertain our opinion free whether an 
invention is probably patentable. Communica- 
tions strictly confidential. Handbook on Patents 
sent free. Oldest agency for securing patents, 
Patents taken through Munn & Co. receive 

special notice, without charge, in the 

Scientific American. 
A handsomely illustrated weekly. T.argest cir- 
culation of any scientific journal. Terms, $3 a 
year; four months, $1. Sold by all newsdealers. 

MUNN & Co,ze1eroaswer. New York 
Branch Office, 625 F St., Washington, D. 

WHY QUAIL WAS Nul FO~« HIM, 

Tre Li t'e Bird Once Saved the Lile of 

This Prairie Man. 

The author of ‘The Old Sinta Fe Trail’ 
says that in the early days Uncle John 
Smith was a very important man on the 
border. He was trader, hunter, and most 
important ofall, a very influential man 
among the Indian tribes, who often de- 
pended on bim for counsel in peace or 
war. Here is one of his stories. 
one evening he was cflered quail, delicate 
little creatures, beautifully epitted and 

broiled on peeled willow twigs. He was 
somewbat of a gourmand, but to the sur- 
prise of every one, he refused. 

‘Boys,’ said he, ‘I don’c eat no quail.’ 
‘You are making a great mistake, Uncle 

John,’ eaid his host. ‘Better try one.’ 

‘Boys,’ said he again, ‘I donc tech 
quail. I aint eat one for more than twenty 
years. One of them little creatur’s saved 
my life once, ard Iswore 1izht then Id 
starve fust; and I've kept my oath, though 
once I could have killed em when all I had 
to chaw on for four days was the scles of a 
pair of greasy old moccasins. 

‘Well, boys,” be went on, ‘twas a good 
many years ago; we were out {rapping 
and Lad a big pile o’ skins. Buffio was 
scurse, but Indians was plenty, and we 
were kind of oneasy. 
‘One morning I was up by daylight, and 

I see three or four buffslo grazing on tke 
creek bottom, halt a mile away. Thorp 

and Boyd crawled out of their blankets, 
too, and we crept along through the grass 
till we got up pretty nigh the berd. Throp 
and Boyd was furth’cest from the camp, 
and we'd each drawed bead on a buffilo. 

‘Just as I was running my eye along the 
bar’l, a little quail flew right out from un- 
der my feet in the tall grass, lit exactly on 
my front sight, and cut off the aim. I 
shook the little crit'er off and brought u 
my rifle again, when the bird lit right onto 
the same place. 

‘And before I knew anything more, half 
a dczen Indians sprung up and shot at 
Thorp and Boyd. Thorp was killed and 
Boyd wounded, and him and me managed 
to crawl back to camp. where, with the 
others, we ‘attacked the redskins, and 
drove 'em away. If it hadn't been for that 
quail, they’d ha’ had m=, too; for they 
knew 1 bhadn’c fired, and so kept a respec’- 
ful distanc>. N= i 

"That's the reason I don’t eat no quail. 
[ aint superstitious, but I don’t balieve 
they was meznt to be eat.’ 

Lg 

Pussy’s Big Playmate, 

Superintendent John B Smith, of “the 
Central Park menagerie at New York, the 
other day found in the rhinoceros cage bis 
large black cat Snyder, which had been 
missing for a week. While going through 
the elephant houss in which Smiles, the 
old rhinoceros, is kept, Superintendent 
Smith saw the missing cat coiled up in the 
hay beside the big beast. The rhinoceros 
was licking the cat's paw with its tongue. 
Superintendent Smith watched the pair for 
a time and tried to coax the cat out, but 
would not l:ave Smiles. A keeper inform- 
ed him that the two had struck up a strong 
friendship in the past week, and when the 
rhinoceros was asleep the cat would fre- 
quently perch itself on Smiles’ back and 
keep watch. ‘Iu its native state,’ oxplair- 
ed Superintendent Smith, ‘a bird known to 
hunters as the rhinoceros bird, keeps watch 
over the rhinoceros when sleeping, and 
pecks at its ears to arouse it at the ar- 
proach of danger. Nature, perhaps, is 
working on the same lines in bringing 
Smiles and Snyder together; but it's a 
queer friendship. and I shall not disturb it ° 

A Law Against Bachelors, 

Bachelors have a hard time in the 
Argentine Republic. There a law inflicts 
a fine upon persons of marriageable age of 
either sex, who refuse an offer to wed 
without reasons which are considered valid 
in the law and forbids them to marry there- 
after without permission of the goverment. 
They shall, moreover, pay ar indemnity 
sum of not more than one hundred pounds 
to the person whose offer they have refused. 
Young men and women under twenty 
years old are exempt from law, and can 
marry as they please. After they are 
twenty-eight the men are obliged to pay 
a heavy fine if they remain single. The 
women propose as well as the men; so 
an unmarried young man between twenty 
and twenty-eight years cold in that country 
has a troubl:some time. Not only is he 
made to pay a tax for being a bachelor, 
but it he refuses a proposal he has to pay 
the proposer a fine. Naturally there ere 
few old maids in Argentine. 

PREACHERS AND PEOPLE OF ONE 
MIND. 

A Host of Witnesses Tell of the Wonderful 
Cures Eflected by Dr. Agnew’s Catarrhal 
Powder, 

Right Rev. Bishop Sweatman, D. D.; 
Rev. W. H. Withrow, D. D.; Rev. 
Mungo Fraser, D. D., and others sound 
its praises. It cures young and old. Mrs. 
Geo. Graves, Ingersoll, writes: ‘My lit- 
tle daughter. aged thirteen years, suffered 
from catarrh of the very worst kind. No 
plyna. or remedy cured, until we used 

r. Agnew’s Catarrhal Powder, and atter 
using two bottles my child was completely 
cured.” It is a pleasant, safe and speedy 
remedy for Catarrh, Hay Kever, Colds, 
Headache, Sore Throat, Tonsilitis and 
Deafness. 

In camp |. 

She is sure of its merits 
and knows that the can 
bearing the seal of the 
famous coffee and: tea 
importers, 

Chase & Sanborn, 
contains the purest, best, 
and most delicious coffee 
that expert buyers can 
procure. 

Shealso knows that this 
coffee comes to her in all 
its original freshness and 
strength, because leading 
grocers sell 

Chase & Sanborn’s 
Seal Brand Java 

and Mocha, 
in one and two pound cans. 

A vegetable remedy for diseases 
arising from Disordered Liver, Sto- 
mach or Bowels, such as Headache, 
Biliousness, Constipation, Coated 
Tongue, Bad Breath, Feeling of 
Languor, Distress after Eating, etc. 
Mrs. Crara Howe, Moncton, N.B., says: 

#1 used Laxa-Liver Pills for Headaches 
and Liver Trouble, and they not only re- 
lieved me but cured me. They do not 
gripe or sicken and are easy to take.” 

Sold by all Druggists at 26c¢, 
a Vial or 5 for $1.00. 

PLEASANT To- USE >= HARMLESS 
ARRESTS - DECAY AT. ALL - 
PRUGCGISTS ~~ ZF cENTS-A-Qo¥; 

ZOPESA-CHEMKAL- (oY - Tokenvto 

AS dl 

: BENSON'S 
Porous Plaster: 

relieves instantly and cures quicker than any @ 
other Porous Plaster, liniment or medicine em- 

& ployed. Prescribed by allschools of medicine. @ 
4 Clean, safe and sure. All Druggists. Price 25¢, 

® A Universal Remedy. * 
MILLIGNS SOLD ANNUALLY. 3% 

Leeming, Miles & Co., Montreal, 
i ole Agts. for Canada, No) 
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Daily, by mail, - - - - - $6 a year 
Daily, and Sunday by mail, $8 a year 

The Sunday Sun 
is the greatest Sunday Newspaper in the 

world. ; 

Price 5c. a copy. By mail $2 a year 
Address THE SUN, New York, 


